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Section 1:

#1 "It was a miracle happening right before my eyes. The old oak tree in my grandmother's
backyard—dead for as long as I could remember—was alive. Not just alive, but thriving.
Thick green vines curled up its gnarled trunk, weaving through branches that should have
been brittle and hollow. Soft pink blossoms stretched open like they had been waiting for
this moment all along."

Strengths: Your vivid imagery creates a powerful visual of the transformed tree. Your use of
contrasting elements (dead vs. alive) effectively establishes the supernatural quality of the scene.

Weak sentence construction — Some sentences are quite short and choppy, particularly at the
start. There's a missed opportunity to vary sentence length for better flow. "It was a miracle
happening right before my eyes" lacks depth and could be more evocative of the emotional
impact.

""The miracle unfolded before my eyes, transforming the ancient oak tree in my grandmother's
backyard—a tree that had stood lifeless for as long as I could remember—into something
vibrantly alive."

#2 "I stepped closer, barely breathing. The air around the tree shimmered, though the
evening breeze was cool. A low hum filled my ears—not quite a sound, not quite a voice, but
something in between. A whisper just beyond the edge of understanding."

Strengths: Your sensory details effectively build atmosphere through multiple senses (visual
shimmer, auditory hum). The progression from physical observation to mysterious elements is
well-paced.

Lack of emotional context — While the physical reactions are clear, your internal emotional
response isn't fully developed. How did this mysterious experience make you feel beyond the
physical reaction? Were you frightened, curious, excited?

"I stepped closer, barely breathing, my curiosity overcoming the strange mix of wonder and
unease that tightened my chest. The air around the tree shimmered despite the cool evening
breeze, and a low hum filled my ears—not quite a sound, not quite a voice, but something
hauntingly in between."

#3 "My grandmother used to tell me stories about this tree—how it had once been sacred,
how it chose people, how it had a will of its own. I had always dismissed them as just that:
stories. But now... now I wasn't so sure."



Strengths: Your reference to grandmother's stories creates intriguing backstory and adds depth to
the narrative. The shift from disbelief to uncertainty effectively captures the character's changing
perspective.

Underdeveloped background — The reference to your grandmother's stories feels rushed and
lacks specific details that would give readers a clearer understanding of the tree's significance. A
brief specific example of one of these stories would add richness.

"My grandmother used to tell me stories about this tree during summer evenings on the
porch—how the local village had once held it sacred, how it chose certain people to reveal its
secrets to, how it had a will stronger than time itself. I had always dismissed her tales as the
fanciful musings of an old woman. But now... now I wasn't so sure.”

Your narrative has tremendous potential with its magical elements and mysterious atmosphere.
The concept of an awakening tree with apparent supernatural qualities is captivating. However,
your piece would benefit from deeper character development. Who is the narrator beyond their
connection to the grandmother? What makes them uniquely positioned to experience this
awakening?

Additionally, the ending feels somewhat abrupt. Consider expanding on what exactly has been
awakened and providing more specific clues about whether it's benevolent or malevolent. The
ambiguity is intriguing but needs more development to fully engage readers.

Also, your narrative would be strengthened by including more about the relationship between the
narrator and their grandmother. This would add emotional weight to the discovery and make the
supernatural elements more meaningful.

Try adding more sensory details throughout — what does this awakening smell like? Is there a
taste in the air? The more senses you engage, the more immersive your supernatural experience
becomes for readers.

m You might consider revising the final paragraph to provide more concrete hints about what has
been awakened while still maintaining mystery. Also, try adding a brief flashback of a specific
story the grandmother told about the tree to create deeper emotional connections and context.

Overall Score: 40/50

Section 2:



It was a miracle happening right before my eyes. The old oak tree in my grandmother's
backyard—dead for as long as I could remember—was alive. Not just alive, but thriving. Thick
green vines curled up its gnarled trunk, weaving through branches that should have been brittle
and hollow. Soft pink blossoms stretched open like they had been waiting for this moment all
along.

#1 Hwas—a—miracte-happenmngrightbefore-my-—eyes: [A miracle was happening right before my

eyes.] The old oak tree in my grandmother's backyard—dead for as long as 1 could
remember—was alive. Not just alive, but thriving. Thick green vines curled up its gnarled trunk,
weaving through branches that should have been brittle and hollow. Soft pink blossoms stretched
open like they had been waiting for this moment all along.

I stepped closer, barely breathing. The air around the tree shimmered, though the evening breeze
was cool. A low hum filled my ears—not quite a sound, not quite a voice, but something in
between. A whisper just beyond the edge of understanding.

#2 1 stepped closer, barely breathing. The air around the tree shimmered, though the evening
breeze was cool. A low hum filled my ears—not quite a sound, not quite a voice, but something
in between. A whisper just beyond the edge of understanding.

Hesitantly, I reached out, pressing my fingertips against the rough bark. Warmth surged up my
arm, but it wasn't just heat—it was movement, a pulse, something alive. A rhythm that seemed to
match my own heartbeat.

And then, the whisper became clear.
You have awakened it.

I spun around, heart pounding, but I was alone. Only the wind stirred the grass, and the sky had
slipped into twilight.

#3 My—erandmotherused-to-teH-me-stortes-about-this-tree—howit-had-onee-beensaered:how—
ehose-peoplehow—tt-hada—-wil-oftts—ewn- [My grandmother used to tell me stories about this

tree—how it had once been sacred, how it chose people, how it had a will of its own.] I had

always dismissed them as just that: stories.
But now... now [ wasn't so sure.

The ground beneath me trembled, almost imperceptibly. The blossoms glowed, faint and
flickering, like embers caught in the dark.

I had awakened something.



I just didn't know if it was a gift—or a warning.



