
Section 1:

#1 Strengths:

● Vivid sensory details with the "hissing compressed air" and "corroded pipes" create an
immersive industrial atmosphere

● Strong characterisation through Rick's internal conflict and the symbolic lunch pail

Weaknesses: Underdeveloped emotional transition → Your shift from the physical scene-setting
to Rick's emotional turmoil feels abrupt. While "clutched his father's dented lunch pail"
provides a physical bridge, the revelation of his "impending betrayal" needs more emotional
groundwork. The phrase "begging forgiveness" arrives without sufficient context of Rick's
building guilt.

Exemplar: "His calloused fingers traced the dents in his father's lunch pail, each scratch a
reminder of the years of loyalty he was about to betray. Inside lay his hurriedly written note, the
words as heavy as the iron door before him."

#2 Strengths:

● Effective use of weather imagery to mirror the protagonist's emotional state
● Powerful depiction of the father's deteriorating health through specific physical details

Weaknesses: Inconsistent pacing → Your narrative rhythm becomes irregular with phrases like
"His brain was frenzied" followed by multiple rapid metaphors. The wasps metaphor and teeth
grinding create a rushed feeling that diminishes the impact of the father's significant
appearance. The phrase "thoughts were intercepted" breaks the established atmospheric tension.

Exemplar: "His mind raced between duty and desire while his father emerged from the caisson,
each laboured breath punctuated by a hollow cough that echoed through the gathering dusk."

#3 Strengths:

● Compelling technical detail with the pressure measurements
● Effective build-up of tension through specific numerical details

Weaknesses: Unclear cause-and-effect relationship → Your description of the pressure
adjustment and its consequences lacks clear causality. While you mention "decompression
sickness," the connection between Rick's actions and his father's collapse needs stronger



establishment. The phrase "He didn't meant to do this" leaves readers uncertain about Rick's
intentions.

Exemplar: "As Rick deliberately lowered the pressure, each decreasing hectopascal brought his
father closer to collapse. He watched the gauges drop from 1032 to 1005, knowing exactly what
the falling numbers would do to the human body."

Actionable Task: Rewrite the pressure chamber scene (final two paragraphs) focusing
specifically on establishing clear cause-and-effect relationships between Rick's technical
knowledge, his actions, and their consequences on his father.

Score: 43/50

Section 2:

#1 The compressed air hissed through corroded pipes like a serpent's warning as Rick watched
his father's weathered form disappear into the caisson's maw for another backbreaking shift.
The massive wooden chamber, entombed beneath the river's murky surface, promised a
semblance of dryness for the workers excavating the bridge's foundations. Still, its pressurised
atmosphere harboured invisible perils that haunted Rick's dreams. His calloused fingers
clutched his father's dented lunch pail – inside lay a crumpled note begging forgiveness for his
impending betrayal. Tonight, instead of trudging home to their tenement, he would slip away to
the engineer's sanctum, where logarithms and stress calculations beckoned with promises of
elevation from their working-class existence. But as the caisson's iron door clanged shut with
sepulchral finality, Rick's conscience writhed – was the pursuit of his dreams worth shattering
his father's?

#2 His brain was frenzied, jittering on the precipice of his family lineage. [His mind teetered on
the precipice of betraying his family's legacy.] Guilt, anger, and confusion swarmed through his
mind like wasps invading a hive. His teeth ground painfully as his fingers slowly grew numb
with indecision. He didn't know whether he was born a bridge-maker or a scholar. Suddenly,
his thoughts were intercepted by a piercing cough. His dad stumbled out of the cassion
[caisson], his eyes dreary and his fingers calloused with experience. His voice rasped on like an
interminable blare of static. With each cough, his condition was deteriorating. On their way
home, where the clouds were bleak and the crows were endlessly crying, Rick felt an
overshadowing fear that something was wrong.



As the grey sun rose over the horizon, casting a feeble glow across the blanket of monotony that
shrowded [shrouded] Rick's town, he heard an urgent knock on the door. He scrambled down
but his father was already there. "Sir," an Executive of the Cassion [Caisson] Maw intoned,
"There's been a malfunction in the compression chambers in the cassion [caisson] and we need
two people to readjust and stabilise the water pressure." Rick got a beckoning glance from the
gaunt executive, a glance stained with both disapproval and urgency. But regardless of which,
he had to go. He couldn't risk his father going by himself, let alone the old frail man that stood
before him now.

#3 As they descended into the eerie darkness, his father cast a torch but as the trapdoor above
them shut, Rick quickly extinguished it. "What was that for!" His father said, but Rick said
nothing. As his fingers clamped around the pressurize [pressuriser], he felt his body getting
squeezed in like somebody wedged him in between a closing door. He could barely make out
the barometric pressure, dropping from 1032 hectopascals down to 1005. Suddenly, his father
slumped to the ground. Clear signs of decompression sickness was [were] written all over his
body. He didn't meant [mean] to do this. But he did.

He returned the pressure to 1032 hectopascals, and the water pressure was back to normal. He
clutched his father in his arms as he turned up the pressure inside the chamber, but he had no
access to pure oxygen. That's when he saw it. The oxygen pressure chamber. With the last of his
energy, he scrambled to the top of the caisson, thrusting his father's head momentarily into the
Pressured Air Supply. His eyelids flapped wildly as blood returned to his pale skin. Suddenly,
his eyes darted to Rick. "You knew. You knew all along, didn't you? You knew everything." As
he let out one last rasping cough, Rick realised that he had forgotten to turn down the pressure.
"No!" He screamed, hot tears streaking down his face, "No! Dad don't leave me!" But it was too
late. "I don't hate you for knowing though, remember that." His father whispered a sly smile
tracing over his face as he, for the last time, closed his eyes in peace. As the pressure returned to
normal, Rick sat in the darkness, weeping silently on the precipice of the cliff of guilt and regret.


