
Section 1:

#1 (First paragraph): Strengths:

● Masterful use of sensory details that create an immersive atmosphere
● Strong establishment of setting through precise descriptive language

Weaknesses: Repetitive Sensory Description → Your opening relies heavily on multiple sensory
details in quick succession. The phrase "the scent of damp earth and wildflowers, mixed with the
faintest trace of pine resin" followed immediately by "The ground beneath my boots was soft with
moss" creates sensory overload.

Exemplar: "The Enchanted Forest embraced me, its depths rich with pine resin and wildflowers.
Beneath my boots, moss cushioned each step as warmth trickled through the canopy above."

#2 (Third paragraph): Strengths:

● Effective use of colour imagery to create visual appeal
● Strong transitional elements between scenes

Weaknesses: Passive Construction → Your description of the will-o'-wisps relies too heavily on
passive voice. Phrases like "a faint glow caught my attention" and "their light was a cool,
soothing blue" diminish the active energy of the scene.

Exemplar: "Will-o'-wisps danced before me, their cool blue light pulsing with hypnotic rhythm,
beckoning me deeper into the forest's heart."

#3 (Fifth paragraph): Strengths:

● Powerful incorporation of dialogue through internal voice
● Excellent build-up of tension and mystical elements

Weaknesses: Underdeveloped Climax → Your encounter with the ancient stone altar feels rushed.
The phrase "in an instant, a voice filled my mind" doesn't give enough weight to this pivotal
moment.

Exemplar: "As my hand touched the weathered stone, the forest's voice resonated through my
bones, ancient and powerful, its message transcending mere words."

Actionable Task: Rewrite the fifth paragraph, focusing specifically on expanding the moment of
connection with the stone altar. Take time to detail the physical and emotional sensations that
accompany this supernatural communication.



Score: 44/50

Section 2:

Dear diary,

Today, the Enchanted Forest wrapped itself around me like an old, welcoming friend. #1 As I
stepped into its depths, the air was thick with the scent of damp earth and wildflowers, mixed
with the faintest trace of pine resin. The ground beneath my boots was soft with moss, a deep
green cushion that muffled every step. I could feel the warmth of the sun trickling through the
canopy, but it was tempered by the coolness of the forest's breath, each gust carrying a whisper of
something ancient and untold.

The deeper I ventured, the more the forest seemed to come alive. In the distance, I heard [From
afar came] the faint murmur of water, and following the sound, I came upon a hidden glade. A
crystal-clear pond lay before, its surface perfectly still, reflecting the world above like polished
glass. As I knelt to take in the view, a ripple broke the surface, and from the depths, a creature
emerged-a serpent, its scales shimmering in hues of silver and moonlight. Its long, sinuous body
glided effortlessly through the air, its golden eyes locked on mine. I held my breath, caught in the
trance of its graceful movements. The creature's gaze was not one of malice, but of quiet
curiosity. It lingered for a moment longer, and then, with a flick of its tail, it dissolved into the
mist, leaving only the faintest hum in the air.

#2 A faint glow caught my attention [A mesmerising glow drew me forward]. At first, I thought it
was the fading sunlight filtering through the trees, but then I saw them-will-o'-the-wisps, their soft
lights drifting and flickering in the underbrush like tiny lanterns. Their ethereal glow pulsed with
a rhythm of its own, drawing me in. The air around them shimmered with the faintest sparkles,
like fireflies, but their light was a cool, soothing blue. They danced in delicate patterns, teasing
me to follow, and so I did, my feet light on the earth, my heart quickening with each step as they
led me deeper into the heart of the forest.

The most wondrous sight awaited me there. A clearing surrounded by towering trees whose
trunks were as wide as houses, their bark glistening with dew that caught the last rays of sunlight.
And in the centre of it all, a family of unicorns-small, winged, and shimmering like the night sky.
Their coats were a rich midnight blue, as though they carried the very essence of the stars within
them. Their wings, delicate and translucent, fluttered with an almost imperceptible sound, like the
soft rustle of silk. I stood motionless, captivated by their beauty. One of them, a young filly,
approached me, its large, liquid eyes full of wonder. When it nuzzled my hand, I could feel the



warmth of its soft coat, and for a moment, it was as if the magic of the forest pulsed through me, a
gentle, steady rhythm in my chest.

#3 I could hardly bear to leave them, but something called me onward-something deeper still. I
followed a winding path that led to an ancient stone altar, bathed in the soft glow of moonlight.
The air around it was thick with magic, almost tangible. I placed my hand on the stone, and in an
instant, a voice filled my mind-not spoken aloud, but felt in the very marrow in my bones. It was
the voice of the forest itself, ancient and powerful, its words not meant to be understood by the
mind, but felt by the heart. The message was clear: the balance of nature was fragile, and the
forest needed guardians. A shiver ran through me, as though the trees themselves were watching,
waiting for me to understand the weight of that responsibility.

As I made my way back, the forest seemed to close in around me, the shadows lengthening and
the air growing cooler. The soft rustle of leaves and the distant calls of unseen creatures echoed in
the silence, a reminder that the forest was far from empty, even when still. I could still feel the
warmth of the unicorn's touch on my hand, and the hum of magic that lingers in my chest. My
heart is heavy, but also light, as though the forest has somehow left a part of itself within me.

The Enchanted Forest is not just a place-it is a living, breathing entity, full of secrets and dreams.
It has touched me in ways I cannot explain, and I know I will return again, for there are more
mysteries here, more creatures to meet, more wonders to behold. I cannot wait to see what
tomorrow will bring.

● Jackson Williams


