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Section 1:

#1 1 took a hesitant step closer, my breath caught in my chest. The air around the oak felt
charged, like the moment before a storm breaks. My heart raced, torn between awe and a
thread of fear, but curiosity urged me forward.

Strengths: Your use of sensory details creates immediacy. The comparison to "the moment before
a storm breaks" effectively conveys tension.

Telling instead of showing — Your emotions are simply stated rather than revealed through
actions or physiological responses. You mention feeling fear, but don't show us how this
manifests beyond "my heart raced."

My legs trembled as I inched forward, my fingernails digging into my palms. The air around
the oak crackled with electricity, like the heavy stillness before lightning strikes. I hesitated,
torn between the urge to flee and the burning need to discover what lay ahead.

#2 1 reached out a trembling hand, drawn to the orb by a force I couldn't explain. The
moment my fingers brushed against its cool surface, a rush of images and sensations flooded
my mind. I saw memories that weren't my own—ancient forests teeming with life,
generations of creatures seeking shelter under the oak's mighty branches, and whispers of a
time when the world was whole and unbroken.

Strengths: Your description of the visions creates a sense of wonder and history. The phrase "a
time when the world was whole and unbroken" suggests depth to your world-building.

Limited sensory detail — You mention "images and sensations" but primarily describe only visual
elements. The experience could be enriched by incorporating more senses.

My hand moved of its own accord towards the orb, my fingers quivering. As they grazed its icy
surface, my mind exploded with fragments of another existence—the earthy scent of ancient
moss-covered forests, the rustling symphony of countless creatures scurrying beneath the oak's
protective canopy, and the haunting melody of wind from an age when harmony still reigned.

#3 Around me, the world seemed to shift subtly. Leaves glimmered with renewed vitality,
and the air carried the scent of rain-soaked earth, even though the sky was clear. The orb's
light pulsed gently, like a guiding beacon. I realised then that this miracle wasn't just for
me—it was for everything and everyone. This was only the beginning.



Strengths: Your observation about the miracle being "for everything and everyone" shows
character growth. You effectively use sensory details like the "scent of rain-soaked earth."

Underdeveloped ending — The final sentence "This was only the beginning" feels abrupt and
doesn't provide sufficient closure while still hinting at future events.

The world around me transformed with each heartbeat. Withered leaves unfurled to reveal
impossible emerald brilliance, while the sweet, heavy fragrance of after-rain earth filled my
lungs despite the cloudless sky above. The orb pulsed in rhythm with my own heart, its light
stretching outward like gentle fingers. A profound understanding washed over me—this gift
wasn't mine alone to cherish, but a responsibility to share with all living things. As I stepped
forward on this new path, I sensed the countless journeys that now lay ahead.

Your narrative creates a captivating magical encounter, but could benefit from deeper character
development. While you've crafted a beautiful setting and concept, we don't learn enough about
who your protagonist is beyond their reaction to this event. Adding small details about their
background or personality would help readers connect more deeply with their journey. Also,
consider expanding upon the stakes—why this particular person was chosen and what specific
responsibility they now bear.

The significance of the orb remains somewhat vague. You might strengthen your writing by
providing subtle hints about its specific purpose or power. Additionally, your pacing rushes
through potentially impactful moments. Slow down during key revelations to allow readers to
fully absorb their importance. The tree's communication could be expanded to create more
meaningful interaction between these two entities.

You should focus on the third paragraph where the tree reveals the orb. This moment deserves
more space to breathe and develop. Also, the final paragraph needs more specific details about
how the world is changing beyond just "leaves glimmered." m

Overall score: 42/50

Section 2:

It was a miracle happening right before my eyes. The old oak tree, gnarled and ancient, stood at
the heart of the meadow as it always had, but tonight, under the pale glow of the full moon, it
shimmered with an ethereal light. Its bark seemed to pulse, each groove and crevice glowing
faintly, as if the tree itself was alive with some otherworldly energy.



#1 I took a hesitant step closer, my breath caught in my chest. The air around the oak felt charged,
like the moment before a storm breaks. My heart raced, torn between awe and a thread of fear, but
curiosity urged me forward.

As 1 reached the base of the tree, the light grew brighter, enveloping me in warmth. It wasn't
blinding—more like the gentle embrace of dawn's first rays. And then, as though the tree could
sense my presence, its bark began to shift. Slowly, methodically, it parted to reveal a hollow at its
core, glowing with a soft golden hue. Inside, nestled like a treasure, was something I never could
have imagined: a small, crystalline orb, spinning lazily in midair. Its surface swirled with colours
that seemed to hold the very essence of life—deep greens of the forest, vibrant blues of the sky,
and streaks of sunlight's golden warmth.

#2 1 reached out a trembling hand, drawn to the orb by a force I couldn't explain. The moment my
fingers brushed against its cool surface, a rush of images and sensations flooded my mind. I saw
memories that weren't my own—ancient forests teeming with life, generations of creatures
seeking shelter under the oak's mighty branches, and whispers of a time when the world was
whole and unbroken.

The tree spoke, not with words, but with feelings, with an understanding that transcended
language. Protect this. Nurture it. The world depends on it.

And just as suddenly as it had begun, the vision faded. The hollow closed, the light dimmed, and
the meadow was silent once more. I stood there, clutching the orb, feeling its faint hum of life
against my palm. The responsibility was overwhelming, but so was the hope it carried. This was
no ordinary miracle—it was a second chance for a world that had forgotten how to listen.

The weight of the orb grew heavier in my hand, as if it carried the burden of ages. As I turned to
leave the meadow, a low, melodic hum emerged from the orb—a sound so gentle and pure it
seemed to echo through my very soul. With each step I took, the hum grew stronger, resonating
with the rhythm of my heartbeat.

#3 Around me, the world seemed to shift subtly. Leaves glimmered with renewed vitality, and the
air carried the scent of rain-soaked earth, even though the sky was clear. The orb's light pulsed
gently, like a guiding beacon. I reatized [realised] then that this miracle wasn't just for me—it was
for everything and everyone. This was only the beginning.



