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Section 1:

#1 "Her eyes darted toward the ceiling, her mind racing. The attic had been locked for as long as
she could remember—her grandmother's one untouchable area, a place forbidden even to the most
curious of hearts."

Strengths: Your opening effectively establishes mystery with the forbidden attic. You've created
immediate tension through Serena's physical response.

Weakness: Limited context at the beginning — The reader doesn't know why Serena is holding a
wooden spoon or why she's suddenly hearing noises from a previously locked attic. The phrase
"her grandmother's one untouchable area" needs more background about their relationship and
why this rule existed.

Exemplar: Her eyes darted toward the ceiling, her mind racing with memories of
Grandmother's stern warnings about the attic—her one untouchable area, forbidden even to
the most curious of hearts.

#2 "She reached for the journal, her fingers brushing against its worn cover. Before she could
open it, a sudden gust of wind slammed the attic window shut, plunging the room into darkness.
Serena gasped and turned to leave, but the attic door had closed silently behind her."

Strengths: Your timing of supernatural elements creates suspense. The closing of both exits
effectively traps Serena and heightens tension.

Weakness: Underdeveloped emotional response — Serena's reaction to being trapped seems brief.
The phrase "Serena gasped and turned to leave" doesn't fully capture what would likely be intense
fear in this situation. Her emotional state needs deeper exploration.

Exemplar: She reached for the journal, her fingers trembling as they brushed against its worn
cover. Before she could open it, a sudden gust of wind slammed the attic window shut, plunging
the room into darkness. Serena's heart pounded in her ears as panic flooded through her, and
she scrambled towards the door only to find it had closed silently behind her.

#3 "The figure stepped forward, its features hidden in darkness, but the presence was distinct. The
figure raised a hand, pointing to the journal Serena held tightly. 'It's time for you to remember,' the
voice whispered."

Strengths: Your introduction of the mysterious figure builds excellent suspense. The dialogue "It's
time for you to remember" creates an intriguing hook.



Weakness: Vague description — The description of the figure lacks specific details that would
make the encounter more vivid. The phrase "the presence was distinct" tells rather than shows
how Serena recognises her grandmother. The emotional impact of seeing a deceased relative isn't
fully explored.

Exemplar: The figure stepped forward, its features hidden in darkness, but something in the
stooped shoulders and gentle movements was unmistakably Grandmother. A lavender scent
grew stronger as the figure raised a trembling hand, pointing to the journal Serena clutched
against her chest. "It's time for you to remember," the voice whispered, carrying the same soft
lilt that had once read Serena bedtime stories.

Your narrative creates a compelling atmosphere with strong supernatural elements, but needs
more depth in character development. The wooden spoon's significance remains unclear
throughout the story. Additionally, the relationship between Serena and her grandmother needs
more background to make their connection meaningful. The journal's importance could be better
established earlier in the narrative.

Also, the pacing feels rushed in places, particularly when Serena discovers the chest. Slow down
these important moments to let readers fully experience the discoveries alongside Serena. The
ending feels abrupt with the sudden appearance of the grandmother figure.

Your descriptions of sensory details like the lavender scent work well, but could be expanded to
include more senses—the texture of the journal, the temperature changes, sounds beyond the
creaking. Think about what Serena might feel emotionally upon discovering family secrets.

Score: 41/50

Section 2:

Serena's breath caught in her throat as the first creak of the attic floorboards echoed through the
stillness. Her eyes darted toward the ceiling, her mind racing. The attic had been locked for as
long as she could remember—her grandmother's one untouchable area, a place forbidden even to
the most curious of hearts. #1

Clutching the wooden spoon tightly, she took a tentative step toward the stairs. Each step felt like
an eternity, the quiet groan of wood under her weight intensifying her unease. The air grew colder
with every step, tinged with the faintest hint of lavender—her grandmother's favertte [favourite]



smell. How was that possible? The perfume had vanished from the house years ago, along with
her grandmother.

As she reached the attic door, she noticed it was slightly epened [open], the darkness beckoning
her. Her hand trembled as it hovered near the doorknob, hesitating. The spoon in her other hand
seemed to warm in her grip, as though urging her onward. She took a deep breath and pushed the
door epenr [wider].

The attic was concealed in the [deep] shadow, illuminated only by a single shimmer of moonlight
streaming through a cracked window. Dust motes swirled in the air, creating an almost heavenly
glow. In the centre of the room sat an old chest, its brass fittings rusted, but still glinting faintly in
the dim light. The chest was identical to the one she remembered from childhood—a relic her
grandmother had always guarded fiercely.

On the lid of the chest, there was a note written in her grandmother's neat handwriting. Serena's
heart skipped a beat as she stepped closer, the words becoming clearer and-elearer:

"Not all things are supposed to be forgotten. The past always has a way of finding us when we
need it most."

The spoon grew warmer still, and Serena swore she could hear a faint whisper—a voice both
familiar and mysterious. Her grandmother's voice.

With trembling hands, she placed the spoon on the chest. It clicked into a small, circular indent, as
though it had always been there. The chest creaked open on its own, revealing an array of objects:
photographs, letters, charms, and a single leather journal. The scent of lavender grew stronger,
engulfing her.

She reached for the journal, her fingers brushing against its worn cover. Before she could open it,
a sudden gust of wind slammed the attic window shut, plunging the room into darkness. Serena
gasped and turned to leave, but the attic door had closed silently behind her. #2

A faint glow rose from the chest, illuminating the room. As she turned back, the journal was
open—its pages blank except for a single sentence that seemed to write itself as she watched:

"The past isn't finished with you, Serena."

Behind her, the floorboards creaked again, this time louder, closer. She froze, clutching the
journal to her chest. A chill ran down her spine as the shadows around her seemed to deepen,
forming into a familiar form.

"Grandma?" Serena whispered.



The figure stepped forward, its features hidden in darkness, but the presence was distinct. The
figure raised a hand, pointing to the journal Serena held tightly. "It's time for you to remember,"
the voice whispered. #3

And then the attic light flickered back to life. But Serena was no longer alone.



