Grade 9 Sample Items

Task Generation Model: C1 Narrative Task
Sample Text for Grade 9: “Frankenstein” by Mary Shelley

The Narrative Task broadens the way in which students may use this type of writing.
Narrative writing can be used to convey experiences or events, real or imaginary. In this task,
students may be asked to write a story, detail a scientific process, write a historical account of
important figures, or to describe an account of events, scenes or objects, for example. This
Task Generation Model C1, and the focus is a Narrative Story. In this task, there are a total
of six items. Five items will measure the reading literature sub-claims, and one PCR will
measure writing claims. A complete Narrative Task for 9-10th Grade contains six items that
are Evidence-Based Selected Response (EBSR) items and one Prose Constructed
Response (PCR) item. Students will read a purpose setting statement for the task and then
read the first passage. After answering EBSR items, the students will respond to the PCR
item.

This narrative task aligns with standards: RL.9-10.1, RL.9-10.2, RL.9-10.3, RL.9-10.4, W.910.3, and W.9-10.4

Today you will read an excerpt from Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein. As you read the text,
you will gather information and answer questions that will help you understand the
author’s representation of Frankenstein. When you are finished reading, you will write a
narrative story.

Read the excerpt from “Frankenstein” by Mary Shelley and answer the questions.

(1) When I recovered I found myself surrounded by the people of the inn; their
countenances expressed a breathless terror, but the horror of others appeared
only as a mockery, a shadow of the feelings that oppressed me. I escaped from
them to the room where lay the body of Elizabeth, my love, my wife, so lately
living, so dear, so worthy. She had been moved from the posture in which I had
first beheld her, and now, as she lay, her head upon her arm and a handkerchief
thrown across her face and neck, I might have supposed her asleep. I rushed
towards her and embraced her with ardour, but the deadly languor and coldness
of the limbs told me that what I now held in my arms had ceased to be the
Elizabeth whom I had loved and cherished. The murderous mark of the fiend’s
grasp was on her neck, and the breath had ceased to issue from her lips. While I
still hung over her in the agony of despair, I happened to look up. The windows of
the room had before been darkened, and I felt a kind of panic on seeing the pale
yellow light of the moon illuminate the chamber. The shutters had been thrown
back, and with a sensation of horror not to be described, I saw at the open
window a figure the most hideous and abhorred. A grin was on the face of the
monster; he seemed to jeer, as with his fiendish finger he pointed towards the
corpse of my wife. I rushed towards the window, and drawing a pistol from my
bosom, fired; but he eluded me, leaped from his station, and running with the
swiftness of lightning, plunged into the lake.
(2) The report of the pistol brought a crowd into the room. I pointed to the spot where
he had disappeared, and we followed the track with boats; nets were cast, but in
vain. After passing several hours, we returned hopeless, most of my companions
believing it to have been a form conjured up by my fancy. After having landed,
they proceeded to search the country, parties going in different directions among
the woods and vines.
(3) I attempted to accompany them and proceeded a short distance from the house,
but my head whirled round, my steps were like those of a drunken man, I fell at
last in a state of utter exhaustion; a film covered my eyes, and my skin was
parched with the heat of fever. In this state I was carried back and placed on a

bed, hardly conscious of what had happened; my eyes wandered round the room
as if to seek something that I had lost.
(4) After an interval I arose, and as if by instinct, crawled into the room where the
corpse of my beloved lay. There were women weeping around; I hung over it and
joined my sad tears to theirs; all this time no distinct idea presented itself to my
mind, but my thoughts rambled to various subjects, reflecting confusedly on my
misfortunes and their cause. I was bewildered, in a cloud of wonder and horror.
The death of William, the execution of Justine, the murder of Clerval, and lastly of
my wife; even at that moment I knew not that my only remaining friends were
safe from the malignity of the fiend; my father even now might be writhing under
his grasp, and Ernest might be dead at his feet. This idea made me shudder and
recalled me to action. I started up and resolved to return to Geneva with all
possible speed.
(5) There were no horses to be procured, and I must return by the lake; but the wind
was unfavourable, and the rain fell in torrents. However, it was hardly morning,
and I might reasonably hope to arrive by night. I hired men to row and took an
oar myself, for I had always experienced relief from mental torment in bodily
exercise. But the overflowing misery I now felt, and the excess of agitation that I
endured rendered me incapable of any exertion. I threw down the oar, and
leaning my head upon my hands, gave way to every gloomy idea that arose. If I
looked up, I saw scenes which were familiar to me in my happier time and which
I had contemplated but the day before in the company of her who was now but a
shadow and a recollection. Tears streamed from my eyes. The rain had ceased
for a moment, and I saw the fish play in the waters as they had done a few hours
before; they had then been observed by Elizabeth. Nothing is so painful to the
human mind as a great and sudden change. The sun might shine or the clouds
might lower, but nothing could appear to me as it had done the day before. A
fiend had snatched from me every hope of future happiness; no creature had
ever been so miserable as I was; so frightful an event is single in the history of
man. But why should I dwell upon the incidents that followed this last
overwhelming event? Mine has been a tale of horrors; I have reached their acme,
and what I must now relate can but be tedious to you. Know that, one by one, my
friends were snatched away; I was left desolate. My own strength is exhausted,
and I must tell, in a few words, what remains of my hideous narration. I arrived at
Geneva. My father and Ernest yet lived, but the former sunk under the tidings
that I bore. I see him now, excellent and venerable old man! His eyes wandered
in vacancy, for they had lost their charm and their delight—his Elizabeth, his
more than daughter, whom he doted on with all that affection which a man feels,

who in the decline of life, having few affections, clings more earnestly to those
that remain. Cursed, cursed be the fiend that brought misery on his grey hairs
and doomed him to waste in wretchedness! He could not live under the horrors
that were accumulated around him; the springs of existence suddenly gave way;
he was unable to rise from his bed, and in a few days he died in my arms.
(6) What then became of me? I know not; I lost sensation, and chains and darkness
were the only objects that pressed upon me. Sometimes, indeed, I dreamt that I
wandered in flowery meadows and pleasant vales with the friends of my youth,
but I awoke and found myself in a dungeon. Melancholy followed, but by degrees
I gained a clear conception of my miseries and situation and was then released
from my prison. For they had called me mad, and during many months, as I
understood, a solitary cell had been my habitation.
(Word Count 1145)

1. (Part A) What does the word ardour mean as it is used in the passage?
A. Passion
B. Misery
C. Agony
D. Affection
(Part B) Which phrase from the passage best helps the reader understand the
meaning of ardour?
A. “…the deadly languor and coldness of limbs.”
B. “I rushed towards her and embraced her...”
C. “…moved from the posture in which I first beheld her.”
D. “…ceased to be the Elizabeth whom I have loved and cherished.”
2. (Part A) What is the purpose of this sentence in paragraph 4: “…even at that
moment I knew not that my only remaining friends were safe from the malignity of
the fiend…”
A. It illustrates the idea that there’s no one left in his life

B. It emphasizes the destruction left by Frankenstein
C. It shows how Frankenstein sought revenge on his creator.
D. It demonstrates how Frankenstein wanted his creator to feel similar pain

(Part B) Which other sentence from the story serves a similar purpose?
A. “…After an interval I arose, and as if by instinct, crawled into the room where
the corpse of my beloved lay.”
B. “…But nothing could appear to me as the day before.”
C. “…my father even now might be writhing under his grasp, and Ernest might
be dead at his feet.”
D. “…So frightful an event is single in the history of man.”
3. (Part A) What is the theme of “Frankenstein”?
A. Constraint
B. Abandonment
C. Alienation
D. Isolation
Part (B) Which phrase from the passage supports the answer to part A?
A. “…But the overflowing misery I now felt, and the excess of agitation that I
endured rendered me incapable of any exertion.”
B. “…I saw scenes which were familiar to me in my happier time and which I had
contemplated but the day before in the company of her who was now but a
shadow and a recollection.”
C. “…For they had called me mad, and during many months, as I understood, as
a solitary cell had been my habitation.”
D. “…A fiend had snatched from me every hope of future happiness; no creature
had even been so miserable as I was…”
Prose Constructed Response

In the excerpt, the author develops the theme by showing how the terror of
Frankenstein has left his creator grief stricken. Write an original story to continue where
the passage ended. In your story, be sure to use what you have learned about
Frankenstein and Victor as you tell what happens next.

