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Section 1: 

#1 - Opening paragraphs establishing the setting and Amira's routine  

Strengths: Your opening creates a vivid sensory experience with "the air warm with the 

scent of lilacs" and establishes a clear contrast between mundane routine and the 

extraordinary event to come. The rhythm of the prose mirrors Amira's predictable life 

through repetitive sentence structures.  

Weakness: Unclear transition between states → The shift from normal time to 

frozen time lacks sufficient explanation or grounding. You write "without warning, it all 

stopped" but don't provide enough context for readers to understand whether this is 

magical realism, science fiction, or purely metaphorical, leaving them confused about the 

story's reality.  

Exemplar: Rather than "without warning, it all stopped," you might write "the 

world seemed to hold its breath, as if someone had pressed pause on a cosmic 

remote control." 

#2 - Middle section where Amira observes frozen people and objects  

Strengths: Your descriptive language beautifully captures individual moments, 

particularly "A child stood with a stick raised like a sword, locked in a private world of 

dragons and heroes." The observations reveal character depth and human connection 

effectively.  

Weakness: Repetitive sentence structure → Many sentences follow the same pattern 

of subject-verb-description, creating monotonous rhythm. Phrases like "A florist grinned," 

"A teenager zipped," and "A woman behind a window" all start similarly, making the 

prose feel mechanical rather than flowing naturally.  

Exemplar: Instead of "A boy holding a handmade card: I'm sorry, Dad," you could 

write "In trembling hands, a boy clutched a handmade card that whispered an 

apology to his father." 

#3 - Conclusion where time resumes and Amira's perspective changes  

Strengths: Your ending connects the fantastical experience to real-world application, 

showing how Amira carries her new awareness into everyday life. The circular structure 

returning to the lilacs provides satisfying closure.  

 



 

Weakness: Vague character development → While you show Amira has changed, you 

don't clearly explain what specific insights she gained or how exactly her worldview 

shifted. The phrase "her heart... somehow lighter" is too abstract, and readers need more 

concrete understanding of her transformation.  

Exemplar: Rather than "But she had," you might write "But she had learned to 

see the stories written in strangers' faces, the small kindnesses that make life 

beautiful." 

■ Your piece explores a fascinating concept about slowing down to appreciate life's hidden 

beauty. The magical element of frozen time serves as an effective metaphor for 

mindfulness and awareness. However, your story would benefit from clearer explanations 

of the supernatural event and more varied sentence structures throughout. Additionally, 

you could strengthen Amira's character development by showing more specific thoughts 

or realisations during her experience. The descriptive passages demonstrate strong 

observational skills, but some moments feel repetitive in structure. Also, consider adding 

more sensory details beyond visual observations to create a richer experience. 

Furthermore, the transition between the magical event and normal time could be 

smoother with better explanation of what triggered both the stopping and resuming of 

time. 

 

Overall Score: 43/50 

 

Section 2: 

#1 The sky wore a veil of thin clouds, the air warm with the scent of lilacs blooming near 

the old stone church. The town clock began to chime ten—three slow, deliberate gongs 

echoing from its tower. 

Amira stepped off the bus, arms full of unopened mail, already sorting her day in her 

mind: groceries, laundry, unanswered emails, a video call she was quietly dreading. Life 

moved forward with the same rhythm as always—relentless, predictable, numbingly 

familiar. 

She walked. But she wasn't really seeing. 

Until, without warning, it all stopped. 

There was no sound, no flash, no warning. Just stillness—sudden and complete. 



 

The fourth chime never came. 

#2 A leaf, halfway to the ground, hung in midair—a perfect curl of gold suspended 

between motion and memory. Behind her, the bus stood still, a young man's face pressed 

curiously to the glass, now frozen. A paper bag hovered above the sidewalk, fluttering in 

place like a thought interrupted. 

Amira blinked. 

The silence wasn't eerie. It was whole. Not heavy, but pure—like the still hush of snowfall 

untouched by wind. 

She turned. Nothing moved. Not the wind, not the birds overhead, not even the whisper 

of time itself. Everything around her existed mid-moment, as if the world had taken a 

breath and forgotten to exhale. 

And suddenly, the world wasn't familiar. It was revealed. 

Amira moved carefully at first, crossing the quiet street like a trespasser in someone 

else's dream. She stopped beside a woman paused mid-step, phone pressed to her ear. 

Worry was etched into the still lines of her face—the crease between her brows, the way 

her fingers clutched the phone, the tears caught just before they fell. In motion, she might 

have passed unnoticed. But here, paused, her truth was unmistakable. 

Amira looked around—and began to see. 

A child stood with a stick raised like a sword, locked in a private world of dragons and 

heroes. 

A florist grinned at a daisy near his face, a memory blooming quietly behind his eyes. 

A teenager zipped down the street on a bike, face set in defiance—but beneath it, the 

tremble of hope. 

Time's pause stripped away noise. What remained was truth. 

She wandered, slowly now, among the frozen figures of everyday life. Noticed [She 

noticed] not just faces, but stories written into the way people held their hands, tilted 

their heads, carried their pain. 

Two friends caught mid-laugh—the kind of laugh that becomes memory. 

A woman behind a window, alone, her palms pressed to the glass like a question. 

A boy holding a handmade card: I'm sorry, Dad. 



 

None of them moved. Yet they spoke more loudly than words ever could. 

Amira bent to touch a puddle caught mid-ripple. Studied [She studied] the dew perched 

on a rose petal, each droplet holding the morning light like a secret. She saw a cracked 

piano key in an open case, dust gathering on its edge. A faded "Welcome" sign hanging 

slightly crooked in a shop window. 

What once blurred past now stood radiant and still. 

She didn't just look. She saw. 

#3 And then, as softly as it had stopped, time began again. 

The fourth chime rang. 

The wind stirred the trees. 

The leaf landed gently on the sidewalk. 

The paper bag drifted to the curb. 

Voices resumed. Movement returned. 

Life, unaware it had paused, rushed forward again. 

But Amira didn't. Not right away. She stood still, her arms still full of unopened mail, but 

her heart... somehow lighter. Her eyes clearer. Her pulse no longer racing to meet the day. 

She walked on—more slowly now. Not because she had time, but because she had sight. 

She noticed a mother brushing a kiss to her child's forehead. 

A boy offering half his sandwich to a stray dog. 

A pair of worn shoes, placed neatly outside the shelter's door. 

The beauty had always been there. 

She had simply forgotten to see it. 

For once, she didn't rush toward what came next. 

She stopped beside the lilacs. 

Closed her eyes. 



 

The clock ticked on. 

The world hadn't changed. 

But she had. 

And that somehow, was everything. 

 

 


