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Section 1:

#1 "It was a miracle happening right before my eyes. The barren patch of earth I had tended for
years without reward was now bursting forth with life. Tiny green shoots pierced the soil,
unfurling delicate leaves in the golden light of dawn. But this was no ordinary growth—it was
rapid, otherworldly. Within moments, the sprouts grew into towering trees, their boughs heavy
with fruit so vibrant they seemed to glow from within."

Strengths: Your vivid sensory details create a strong visual image. The contrast between "barren
patch" and "bursting forth with life" effectively establishes transformation.

Weakness: Pacing issues — Your narrative rushes through the transformation too quickly. The
phrase "Within moments, the sprouts grew into towering trees" doesn't give readers enough time
to feel wonder before jumping to the final stage.

Perhaps I watched, mesmerised, as the tiny shoots stretched skyward with impossible speed,
becoming saplings, then young trees, and finally majestic giants within the span of minutes.

#2 "Cautiously, I approached one of the trees. The fruit hanging from its branches was unlike
anything I had ever seen—golden with a texture that shimmered like silk. The air around it was
fragrant and sweet, like a thousand blooming flowers. I reached up and plucked one. The moment
it left the branch, the entire tree seemed to shudder as though alive."

Strengths: Your sensory descriptions engage multiple senses (sight, smell, touch). The tree
shuddering creates a perfect moment of tension.

Weakness: Underdeveloped character feelings — You describe the setting brilliantly, but your
character's emotional reaction is limited to "cautiously." The phrase "I reached up and plucked
one" misses an opportunity to show the character's internal struggle.

With trembling fingers, I reached up and plucked one, half expecting the tree to stop me—my
heart racing with both desire and a whisper of dread as the strange fruit came away in my
hand.

#3 "I fell to my knees, gasping for breath, as the memory of the woman's smile returned to me.
She hadn't warned me to protect me; she had warned me to see if I understood the cost of my own
greed."

Strengths: Your final realisation delivers a powerful message about consequences. The ending ties
back neatly to the woman's warning.



Weakness: Telling instead of showing — The phrase "she had warned me to see if I understood
the cost of my own greed" directly states the moral rather than letting readers discover it. This
reduces the emotional impact of your ending.

I fell to my knees, gasping for breath, as her words echoed in my mind: ""Miracles demand
their price.”"” Only now did I understand what she had been testing—whether I could resist the
temptation that had consumed me for so long.

Your narrative builds a wonderful magical world with vivid descriptions that paint clear pictures
in the reader's mind. The concept of miraculous growth with unexpected consequences creates a
compelling story arc. To improve your writing, focus on slowing down key moments so readers
can fully experience the wonder and dread. Add more of your character's thoughts and feelings
throughout to help readers connect emotionally. Try to show the moral of your story through your
character's actions and realisations rather than stating it directly. Also, consider developing the
mysterious woman character more—perhaps give subtle hints about her nature or motivation
earlier in the story. Your ending could be strengthened by showing how the experience changes
your character beyond the immediate moment. What lesson will they carry forward? This would
give your story more lasting impact.

m Consider expanding the scene where your character first meets the strange woman. What did
she look like beyond her cloak of ivy? What did her voice sound like? These details would make
her presence more haunting when remembered later. Additionally, you might develop the
character's motivation for accepting the seed more fully. What specific hardships led to this
desperate act? This would make the final choice to eat the fruit more understandable.

Overall Score: 43/50

Section 2:

It was a miracle happening right before my eyes. The barren patch of earth I had tended for years
without reward was now bursting forth with life. Tiny green shoots pierced the soil, unfurling
delicate leaves in the golden light of dawn. But this was no ordinary growth—it was rapid,
otherworldly. Within moments, the sprouts grew into towering trees, their boughs heavy with fruit
so vibrant they seemed to glow from within. #1

I stumbled backward, half in awe, half in fear. The watering can clattered from my hands,
forgotten. My mind raced back to the strange woman who had appeared at the edge of the field
just the day before, draped in a cloak of woven ivy. Her words echoed now: "Plant this seed, and
your patience will reap wonders. But remember, miracles demand their price."



At the time, I had laughed. A seed? That was all she had given me after all my pleas for help? My
hands had trembled with frustration as I buried it in the soil, my hopes dimmed to an ember. Yet
now, staring at the orchard that had sprung from the barren ground, I couldn't deny it—she had
kept her promise.

Cautiously, I approached one of the trees. The fruit hanging from its branches was unlike
anything I had ever seen—golden with a texture that shimmered like silk. The air around it was
fragrant and sweet, like a thousand blooming flowers. I reached up and plucked one. The moment
it left the branch, the entire tree seemed to shudder as though alive. #2

As I held the fruit, an uneasy feeling prickled at the edge of my joy. The woman's words came
back again: "Miracles demand their price." But what could it mean? Surely, this abundance was a
blessing. I thought of the struggles that had brought me here—the years of drought, the long
nights of prayer, the desperation that had driven me to accept the gift of a stranger. This was what
I had dreamed of, wasn't it?

Hesitating no longer, I bit into the fruit. It was unlike anything I'd ever tasted—perfectly sweet,
yet impossibly rich. I felt a warmth flood through me, a sensation of pure vitality. I laughed aloud.
The miracle was real.

But as the warmth spread, so did an unfamiliar heaviness. My vision blurred, and a sharp pain
twisted through my chest. I dropped the fruit, clutching my heart. Around me, the vibrant orchard
began to change. The golden leaves curled and blackened, the fruit rotted where it hung, and the
fertile soil cracked and dried. In a matter of moments, the paradise I had been gifted turned into a
barren wasteland—far worse than it had ever been before.

I fell to my knees, gasping for breath, as the memory of the woman's smile returned to me. She
hadn't warned me to protect me; she had warned me to see if I understood the cost of my own
greed. #3



