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Section 1: 

#1 Strengths: Your opening paragraph effectively establishes the setting with vivid descriptions of the 
Mojave desert. Your characterisation of Dusty the mule creates an immediate connection with readers. 

Weakness: Underdeveloped motivation → The urgency of delivering the message to Sheriff Brody 
lacks sufficient context. While you mention rustlers, you don't explain why this particular message is 
critical or what's at stake for the protagonist or Rattlesnake Gulch. I needed to deliver this message to 
Sheriff Brody before sundown, or the rustlers would devastate our struggling town, leaving families 
homeless and livestock gone. 

#2 Strengths: You've created tension through the physical challenge of finding clean water. The 
relationship between Jess and Dusty is strengthened through their shared struggle. 

Weakness: Disjointed narrative flow → The sudden mention of Dusty taking "four bullets as only a 
baby" and the army reference feels abrupt and disconnected from the main storyline. These potentially 
interesting background details aren't integrated smoothly into the narrative. Dusty had been with me 
since my army days, his four bullet scars from that ambush near the border a reminder of how we'd 
both survived against the odds. 

#3 Strengths: The dramatic shift from desperate pursuit to salvation through rain creates a compelling 
climax. The imagery of the desert transforming into mud effectively portrays the change in 
circumstances. 

Weakness: Rushed resolution → The final paragraph moves too quickly from danger to safety without 
showing the protagonist actively contributing to their escape. The sudden appearance of rain feels 
convenient rather than earned through the character's actions or decisions. I spotted a narrow canyon to 
our right—one that might slow their horses but allow my nimble mule to navigate. "This way, 
Dusty!" I shouted, yanking the reins. As we disappeared into the rocky passage, the first raindrops 
began to fall, our desperate gamble paying off in more ways than one. 

■ Your story has a strong foundation with its vivid desert setting and the relationship between Jess and 
Dusty. To improve the substance, focus on developing a clearer narrative arc with more logical cause 
and effect. The current story relies heavily on coincidence (the sudden rainstorm) rather than your 
protagonist's choices driving the action. You could strengthen this by having Jess make strategic 
decisions that contribute to their survival. Also, you might deepen the story by revealing more about 
what's at stake—why is this message so important? What would happen if it doesn't reach Sheriff 
Brody? Additionally, the background details about Dusty's injuries and Jess's army past need better 
integration into the main storyline. Try weaving these details into the narrative more naturally, perhaps 
through brief flashbacks triggered by current events. 

 



 

 

Overall Score: 42/50 

 

Section 2: 

A Wild Load of Mayhem 

"Dusty," I muttered, giving my mule's long, fuzzy ear a scratch. "Looks like we've got ourselves a 
predicament." The sun, a fiery brand in the bleached sky, beat down on the endless, shimmering 
expanse of the Mojave. Most folks in Rattlesnake Gulch rode horses, fast and sleek, but I, Jess, had 
Dusty, a stubborn, sure-footed mule with an uncanny knack for sniffing out trouble – and water. Our 
urgent message, tucked into my saddlebag, was for Sheriff Brody in Redemption, a plea for aid against 
a band of rustlers heading our way. It had to get there by sundown. #1 

This was looking increasingly difficult due to the lack of clean drinking water, and like my old man 
used to say, "Ain't no way you'll live without getting drinkin' water, else you'll get the Runs!" [This 
journey was becoming increasingly difficult due to the lack of clean drinking water. As my old man 
used to say, "Ain't no way you'll live without getting drinkin' water, else you'll get the Runs!"] Though 
Dusty, my trusty old mule, was skilled at digging up water, there's no nose that can make it clean. My 
throat was already starting to feel like sandpaper, and the thought of another mouthful of gritty, 
disgusting water made my stomach churn. We'd passed the last known watering hole hours ago, and 
what little we'd found since then had been barely drinkable. I knew Dusty could keep going on longer 
than a horse, but even he was starting to lag, his usually spry steps becoming heavy and deliberate. 
Obviously coming back from the army he was weaker having taken four bullets as only a baby but still 
me and him had gone through everything together. [Obviously, after returning from the army, he was 
weaker having taken four bullets as only a foal, but still, he and I had gone through everything 
together.] #2 The heat was relentless, a physical weight pressing down on us, and every mirage 
shimmering on the horizon seemed to mock our desperate thirst. With the problems rapidly rising, I 
realised this might be fate telling me its the end. [With our problems rapidly mounting, I realised this 
might be fate telling me it's the end.] 

Suddenly, the distant thunder I'd dismissed [disregarded] earlier solidified into the drumming of hooves 
– the rustlers! How? They appeared on the horizon, dark smudges growing rapidly into menacing 
figures. "Dusty, faster!" I urged, digging my heels into his sides. My trusty mule, even with four old 
bullet scars, poured on a burst of speed, his hooves kicking up a desperate cloud of dust. He knew that 
speed was vital now. The gap narrowed, the shouts of the rustlers growing louder, their horses gaining 
on us. This was it, the end of the line, I thought, every nerve screaming. 

Just as I felt the hot breath of a pursuing horse on Dusty's flank, the sky, which had been a relentless 
fiery brand, suddenly bruised to a deep, ominous purple. A colossal, dark cloud began to swell on the 
horizon. The first fat drops splattered on the parched earth, raising tiny puffs of steam, momentarily 



 

disorienting our pursuers. Within moments, the heavens opened, a torrential downpour that transformed 
the baked desert into a swirling river of mud. #3 

I threw my head back, letting the blessed, cool water course over my face, washing away the grit and 
the fear. Dusty, usually so stoic, whinnied [brayed] with relief, nudging his nose into a rapidly forming 
puddle. The rain was a miracle, a lifeline. We drank deeply, the water sweet and clean, washing away 
the last of the "Runs" threat. The downpour obscured our tracks, turning the familiar landscape into a 
blurry, watery dream. The rustlers, caught unawares, their horses rearing and sliding in the sudden 
deluge, were left behind, their shouts drowned out by the drumming of the rain. This wasn't the end; 
this was a second chance, a watery path to Redemption. 

 


