I could feel the pale sunlight shining onto my face but I just couldn’t remember why today was so important. (I love this opening!) I didn’t want to get up for multiple reasons, one of them is that I don’t (didn’t) (watch your tense!) think that I could bear looking out at the filthy streets outside, even if my family lived in a richer part of London. Nothing could compare to the thickness of the smoke outside. (great, accurate scene setting) This place where people call home is really horrible. (can you think of a better word than ‘horrible’? Maybe ‘abhorrent’?) Ah, but of course the Queen would never say anything like that. She ought to talk in a regal fashion.
As my pale feet touched the ice-like floorboards of my room, I heard the mahogany door of my room groan but no-one opened it. I was sure that someone was definitely outside because I could visibly hear (careful, ‘visibly’ doesn’t work with hearing) a low muttering. I ought to have mentioned that I absolutely despised (great vocab!) when someone muttered, so I leaned next to the door and listened.
‘Should we take her? I mean, she is old enough.’ My older sister suggested. (lovely use of dialogue, so mysterious)
‘No, she is only thirteen. This is your own business, Brielle. There is no need to drag poor Camille into this absolute whirlwind of a mess.’ (ooh! A nice metaphor) my other older sister, Adaline responded clearly and confidently.
‘No Adaline. You are simply not being fair. You must take Camille, I could hardly imagine her not going to the ball as Brielle’s assistant! ’ my older brother Navier shouted.
I have to admit, I wasn’t surprised. Adaline never got along with Brielle and Navier only came home once in a blue moon. (I like this use of a well-known idiom!) Judging on the arguing going on outside, everything was knocked off-course. (I’d love you to use a simile here, maybe ‘like a spinning top’)
‘Camille you are coming with me. I’ve had enough of your idiotic bickering Adeline!’ Brielle screamed in a rather unladylike fashion (I love that this fits the time period!) as she slammed open my bedroom door and grabbed my wrist.
It was only nine-o’clock in the morning and I had already been dragged out in a jade-coloured skirt with dainty lace. I would have taken more than a millennium to get ready for this peculiar occasion. I am just like a puppet, always under someone else’s control. (wonderful simile) I have no right to ever tug my own strings but I shall not complain as I am determined to not end up like my obnoxious sisters. So this is my chance at this mysterious event, to show everyone that I am indeed a proper lady. (great sense of the time period here, and what young women would have been worrying about)
The minute hand struck eight when I had to accompany Brielle to the spontaneous event. The mist on the streets was quite thick, so I had to be careful to not be pick pocketed. With all the mud on the ground and our coach so far away, I couldn’t imagine someone living in this sludge. Just as Brielle and I were in the hall where the event was hosted, I noticed that there were a lot of other young girls like me. Suddenly, I felt a quick movement behind me. The air around me suddenly stopped and time seemed to become absent.(lovely! I would love to see you varying your sentence lengths a bit more to create tension) I thought that I was being pick pocketed but no. Someone was draining the air away! My pupils raced quicker than my own heartbeat. I couldn’t concentrate. A black and white scene flashed in front of me as my courage to stand drained away. There was no-one other than Brielle in this empty hall. So, why is Brielle strangling me? (such a good cliff-hanger! I love this ending)
-Sisley

What Went Well:
-Your historical accuracy is really brilliant, and I feel you capture what it was to be a young girl in the Regency/Victorian era without sacrificing the excitement of your mysterious plot! This comes through in lines like, ‘I am indeed a proper lady’, or ‘unladylike fashion’. Very good!
-I see that you’ve taken my advice to use a metaphor in your work, and overall just use more exciting imagery. I love the metaphor, ‘whirlwind of a mess’, as it really highlights the chaos of the situation! Very well done on this, and on the other similes and metaphors you used. 
-Overall what makes this stand out is the storyline! I absolutely love your use of imagination to create a genuinely unnerving, tense story. The cliff-hanger is absolutely fantastic, and I think you very successfully set up this suspicion of the sister with the dialogue at the start. Great!





Even Better If…:

-With historical writing, the setting is one of the most important things. I think your mentions of the mist are good, but I would love to see you go into more detail on the physical setting in parts, to emphasise further what time period we are in here. You could also mention a real-life event or famous figure from that time to sign-post it!
-You use a lot of short, snappy sentences. These are great, but I would love to see you using more long sentences in contrast with these, to build and drop tension. You tend to lose the effect of a short sentence when they are used too much, and it is much more stark when you use a run-on sentence and then bring it to an abrupt stop with one of these snappy, short sentences.
-Keep challenging yourself to use more high-level language, as I mentioned in your last writing to switch out words like ‘horrible’ for a more exciting one, bit I see you’ve used it again here. It’s not a bad word, but I just feel that it’s one of those words that could be switched for something like ‘abhorrent’ or ‘awful’, to show that you’re always thinking of way to write at a higher standard!

Overall, beautiful work!
