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Section 1:

#1 (Opening paragraphs - '""Maya sat up slowly..." through "..like it knew it had
been caught."):

Strengths: Your use of sensory details creates an immersive atmosphere. The comparison
of light "spilling across her bedroom floor like warm syrup" effectively establishes the
peaceful morning setting before introducing the unsettling element.

Weakness: Disconnect from prompt requirements — Your opening, while well-written,
lacks clear establishment of a hero's quest or goal as requested in the original prompt. The
story introduces an intriguing premise about a shadow behaving strangely, but doesn't
frame Maya as a hero with a specific mission or purpose.

I might reframe the opening to establish Maya's heroic context: "Maya sat up slowly,
blinking as early light spilled across her bedroom floor like warm syrup. Another day
of her secret mission stretched before her—to understand the shadow world that only
she could access."

#2 (Middle section - "At school, she tested it..." through "...trying to keep her
attention'):

Strengths: Your development of tension through Maya's testing and observations builds
reader investment. The contrast between Maya's private experience and the obliviousness
of others creates effective dramatic tension.

Weakness: Limited quest development — While you've established an unusual
phenomenon, there's minimal progression toward a defined quest or goal. Maya notices
her shadow's strange behaviour, but we don't see her formulating a clear objective or
facing specific obstacles related to a heroic journey.

I could strengthen this by showing her formulating a plan: "By the end of the day,
Maya had decided—she wasn't just going to observe this shadow anymore. She would
understand what it wanted, why it had chosen her, and most importantly, what she was
meant to do about it. This wasn't just weird; it was a calling."



#3 (Final paragraphs - '"She didn't speak to it..." through "...balance was enough"):

Strengths: Your conclusion creates an effective sense of mysterious balance and
unresolved tension. The final line offers a satisfying temporary resolution while leaving
room for further development.

Weakness: Incomplete hero's journey — The conclusion lacks the traditional elements of
a quest resolution. Rather than confronting challenges and achieving a goal, Maya simply
accepts the strange phenomenon. This doesn't fulfill the prompt's request for a hero
overcoming hurdles to reach a goal.

I might develop this ending to better reflect a hero's journey: "She didn't speak to it.
She didn't have to. This wasn't a hallucination or a voice in her head—it was her
shadow, watching her just as much as she was watching it. And now Maya understood
her quest had only just begun: to discover why she alone could see this truth, and what
responsibility came with that power."”

Your writing demonstrates strong descriptive abilities and atmosphere creation. The
concept of a shadow with its own awareness is intriguing and offers wonderful potential
for a hero's journey narrative. However, the piece doesn't fully address the prompt
requirements of creating a hero with a defined quest and obstacles. Maya observes a
strange phenomenon but doesn't actively pursue a goal or overcome significant hurdles.

m To improve your response to the prompt, consider restructuring the narrative to clearly
establish Maya's heroic purpose. What goal might she develop once she discovers her
shadow's strange behaviour? Perhaps she needs to discover why this is happening or
prevent something dangerous related to the shadow phenomenon. Additionally, introduce
specific obstacles she must overcome—perhaps others' disbelief, or the shadow actively
working against her, or a time limit before something catastrophic happens. These
elements would transform your beautifully written atmospheric piece into a more
complete hero's quest narrative as requested by the prompt.

Overall Score: 43/50




Section 2:

Maya sat up slowly, blinking as early light spilled across her bedroom floor like warm
syrup. Her room held the stillness of a painting — everything in place, everything
familiar. But something tugged at the edge of her awareness, a quiet wrongness she
couldn't quite name. #1

She stepped out of bed and stretched, feeling the cool air nip at her bare arms. As she
turned toward the window, her eyes caught something that made her freeze.

Her shadow.
It wasn't following her.

It stood there, shaped like her, but just slightly behind — out of rhythm. When she turned
her head, it delayed. When she stepped left, it hesitated. The movements were close, but
off, like watching a video buffer and lag. A chill uncoiled in her spine, slow and steady.

She blinked and looked again. It adjusted, catching up to her, suddenly perfect — like it
knew it had been caught.

At breakfast, she didn't mention it. What would she even say? Her mum rushed between
coffee and emails, her little brother kicking his legs under the table, spilling milk like
usual. Everything normal. But as Maya stood to leave for school, her eyes fell on the
floor again.

The shadow was still off. No one else noticed.

At school, she tested it in quiet moments — lifting her hand during class, turning her
head during lunch — and every time, the shadow reacted just a second too late. No one
around her seemed to see it. Not her friends, not her teachers. Just her. #2

By the end of the day, she couldn't shake the feeling that it was more than just weird
sunlight or a trick of the eye. It felt intentional. Like it was trying to keep her attention.

After school, instead of walking home, she turned toward the public library. The air
outside was sharp with the early bite of autumn, and she pulled her sleeves over her
hands as she walked.

Inside the library, the air smelled like dust and old paper — quiet, calm, comforting. She
searched the eatatog [catalogue] for anything she could think of: "shadow delay,"
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"shadow not matching movements," "visual illusions." She flipped through books about

light, human perception, even folklore.

Most of it made no sense, or felt like stretching — myths about spirits stuck to people,
superstitions about shadows being tied to memory, or reflections of hidden thoughts. One
line caught her attention though, from a worn psychology text:

"In some rare cases, the brain registers time and movement unevenly during heightened
self-awareness, resulting in a sensation of being slightly 'out of sync' with one's own
reflection or shadow."

It was the first explanation that didn't sound like fantasy — but it didn't feel like enough.
Because this wasn't a sensation. She could see it. Over and over. And no matter what
science or superstition tried to say, the simple truth stuck with her:

Only she could see it.

By the time she got home, the sky was draining into soft purple. In her room, she stood in
the centre of the floor and watched as her shadow crawled along the wall behind her —
just a fraction too slow, like it didn't want to be seen moving on its own.

She didn't speak to it. She didn't have to. It wasn't a hallucination or a voice in her head.
#3

It was her shadow — and it was watching her, just as much as she was watching it.

And for now, that strange, quiet balance was enough.
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