GRADE SEVEN
NARRATIVE - LEVEL 1

lack of introduction
sentence structure weak
punctuation
spelling/capitalization
audience/purpose

paragraphing

Dear Diary, - Feb.24,

I would like to tell you a day I will a day I will always
remember when I went to Grand Turk on my cruise. I
woke up waited for my brothers were up had a shower got
dressed got my parents and went for breakfast. After
breakfast we went to the bottom floor and got off the ship.
We came in front of a big sign that said “welcome to
Grand Turk “. We walked down the beach until we came
to a place called jack’s shack where we got free chairs
because we were Canadian. My brother and I went
snorkelling and seen lost of fish and took pictures. We
met some people and a dog. The dog’s name was gopher
the owner’s dog. We also me t a couple there names were
Shaun and I don’t remember her name. After the day had
ended we had built a sand castle and went snorkelling. It
was one of the best days I've ever had.

From: Kiel




GRADE SEVEN
NARRATIVE - LEVEL 1

B ineffective confusing narrative text
®  sentence errors

B little development of ideas

® punctuation errors

®  paragraphing problems

|

lack of logical progression to conclusion

tory

Fishing is a past time many families like to do it
together. There are many places to fish around my
home. For example where I fish is at the Beaver
River, Meadow River, and the ‘Back Water. 1 go

fishing with my uncle Doug, my mom, and my [win

brothers.,

it was fishing season. 1 went fishing with my mom and

...
el

my brothers. I got out my fishing rod and put on a hook. 1

e

went t¢ my fishing S‘peﬁ:. I started casting. An hour later
said “l have a fish.” 1 d;an t know | had a fish until I got it
in. The fish was in the shallow water. My brothers came

running to see the fish and took out the hook. My rothers

‘oh, you have a fish”. I had a lot of fun.



GRADE SEVEN
NARRATIVE - LEVEL 1

no introduction

limited plot

has point of view

uses dream to tell story
inconsistent punctuation
basic vocabulary

sentence, grammar problems

Sept 5" 400 B
Dear Daisy,

| went to Fernie B.L, to see my mother. When she picked me up she had a brown knit
dress on. And she had a big smile on her face, she said “let's go” and | said
"qyoodbye” to my grandma [ grandpa. Finally we walked all the way from old rusty
llolydminster; its lying at the Saskatchewan @ Alberta border, To Fernie B.C when we
got there we firstly unpacked our stuff. Then lastly
we went into my mams cave, and haly man it
was tiny. If you Inoked to the house beside it
was huge, well my moms very poor are house is
made out of racks. And the house beside was made
out of granite, however we went fo see a
waterfall, and it was sa beautiful it looked like
crystals falling fram above. Then we hoped in
the stone-ar and drove back home, we went to
bed. Secondly my maom sleeps on rocks. So weird
right? Then it was K = 8 the morning | coutdn't
understand, the sun was green @ purple. l started to quess that | might be having a
dream | pinched myself, then | opened my eyes and | forgot that | was at my moms.
And | actually had | dream about me with my mom here that was pretty weird. Went
and | stayed up the whale night. Ok you thought in the beginning this was real hey. Ha-

ha your wrang.......... 10 BE CONTINLED

Yours Truly: Maren




GRADE SEVEN
NARRATIVE - LEVEL 1

®  few narrative devices

®  simple/basic language and sentences
®  few details

B |imited ideas/content

® lacks engaging introduction

® no paragraphs

®  Jogical sequence

Dillberry Lake

When | was one year old my mom, dad, aunt, uncle and | all went to
Dilberry Lake. When we got there | wanted to go swimming in the lake. We went
to the lake and my aunt was holding me for a while. Then she went to give me to
my mom and she dropped me of the dock into the lake. My Aunty was trying to
get me out but thankfully they grabbed me out. | was scared to go back into the

water until | was 5 years old.



GRADE SEVEN
NARRATIVE - LEVEL 3

® tone and voice strong
®  engaging from beginning
expressive language

It was the summer of 2011: my family and I were '
camping, just like we always have at Kimball Lake my family
and I have done this, for as long as I can remember. That
week, my Aunty Janet and my cousin Rheane came from
Spruce Grove which is near Edmonton to see us out at the
lake. It was just another day ot the lake, but the night
turned infto a scary experience. Let me start the story from
right before my family decided to go to bed.

I was sitting by the fire feeling the warmth of it, just
about to fall asleep in my lawn chair when my mom called me
in 1o go to bed. I got out of my of my lawn chair and walk it
over fo put It under the awning. T walked into my camper to
brush my teeth, when my brother grabbed me and fosses me
across the room , I hit the couch: luckily! T waited, eating
chips, until everyone was done brushing their teeth. Then,

get up and brush my teeth punching my brether out of the

camper because he sleeps in a tent with my sister. I lie down
on the couch and doze off to sleep, quickly.

Suddenly, I woke up to my mom screaming my name.
Everyone's piling around the door. I could hear big loud
banging on the camper. I jump up and shouted, “What's going
on?" My mom says, “Come and seel” I walked through the
crowd and. LOOKI WOWI HUGE HATL CHUNKS! My brother
and sister ran in with pillows and blankets on their heads. My
brother shows me a piece of hail the size of ¢ pool balll T
continued to hear loud clunking sounds, as well as windows
banging right by my bed. I was so scared that these things
are coming down really, really hard.

I laid down thinking, "Here T am with huge hail falling
from the sky.” I waited there for something bad to happen.
Two, then three hours passed by. We had no clocks because
the power was out. I heard the hall slowing down, then closed

my eyes. Slowly and finally I drifted off fo sleep.

well-developed narrative, systematic plot, conclusion is adequate

I got up to walk outside, and shouted WOW! "T was
thinking where am I?", but I know! ‘There were branches and
trees laying everywhere. It was a mess! There were holes in
our awning. I looked around, right through the trees to
another camper, where there was no awning lef¥ or; that
camper. I walk around and found dents in everything. I found
one car with broken windows. Some strangers look at our
camper “WOW"1 You got it bad. "Some guys across from us
got it on the head and had fo get stitches.” I thought to
myself while surveying the scene, "wow my brother and sister
were luckyl”

I started by helping my dad brush off the camper and
truck to really survey the dents. There were way toe many
too count, the dents were big and small. Then, we raked
around our campsite cleaning all the branches and pine needles

out of the campsite and in to the bush. I stop fo eat some

breakfast. I picked a blue bowl out and ate some Lucky
Charms cereaf, I was so hungryl I had three big bowls.

One of my brother's friends was camping and had a tree
in there campsite. Our friends that we had met last year
were camping right beside us and had the skylight breck and
water pour in the night before. Our neighbours from town also
had there skylight break. I was so glad our skylight didn't
break. I spent that entire day cleaning up after that storm.

It was the worst storm I have ever experienced!



GRADE SEVEN

NARRATIVE — LEVEL 3
m well-developed narrative, systematic plot

History
it all started on July 2. it was a Monday. { hate Mondays. Te make .
matters worse | got a call at eight in the morming to tell me a2 man was found
dead in an alizy. | got out of hed, got ready, and headed to the scene of the

erime.

“Betective, Detective!™ called Tim. Tim was the man who found the
dead guy, and the one who called me. | asked bhim what he was dolng when
ke found him. “Well” he bogan % | was Jooking for certaln things for an
experiment | was dolng.” © then whan | was looking in this aliey § foend this

guy” Tim polnted to the IHeless body on the ground.

[ loft Tim standing there and walked over to the body. He was short,
fat, and smolled strongly of son_wt!:!ng st | eouldn’t put my finger on it. £
started searching the man.  found a wallet with I, a phone, and a niote that
wasz torn ln half. On the half | could read it sald music, haler, his. YWhat could it

mean “his®?

Just as I Joft the alicy to call tho poliee | zaw a boy on his bike stop
and ook In the sliey. ! was about to ask him to leave when he pulled out his

phone, pushed one bButton then yelled into the phone.

m narrative devices

m climax ok mtone/voice evident  mclear sentences

“Hello 9917 My name Is Alhert and P'm on second street and my history
teacher is dead.” He paused then he looked =t me and said, “Fhere's a man
here. He's got hrown hﬂrandahréwnm&”ﬂapuﬂadthephmmym

his ear and said,* They want fo talk to you.”

{ took the phone and said “Detective Bob here. Come over as soon as
'you can.” [ hung up the phone and gave it back to the boy. He lcoked at me
and ianghed. ! asked hirm what was so funny and he replled “You.” { decided
he could help me, so | started asking guestions. His nams was Alboert, he was
sixteen, and the man found dead was his history teacher. He siso told me

that If [ wanted more about the man ask John Barton.

i went looking for this John and found him playlag soccer In Kingsman
Figld, { asked him if he knew anything. Hs did. The man dead was Joe Biller
and he was the sleventh grade history teacher wive had baen there foraver, §
knew this kid was nervous and wanted to know why [ was asking ail these
guastions. | told kim that Joe was found dead this morning. He stood in

sllence then went back to his game.

i know a few things, one Joe Biller was the sleventh grade history
teacher. Two, his last calf was to somesoene with the number B97-6031. Three,
ke smelied strongly of something familiar. And four, the note that said

“music, halr, his.” | needed more clues and that was when | heard fighting.



i walked down the street and in an alloy | saw two boys fighting. One of
the boys had davk hair and pale gkin. The other had & mohawk and a hoodis. §
was Just about to step in when they stopped. The dark haired kid ran away, it
was Albert, | looked In the alley and saw the nthea:buycnma over to me
“What do you want?” ke spat at me { asked him If he knew Joe Biller. “He's
my history teacher.” He said with no expression on his face. | told him the
pows. | know.” He whispered, “Albert told me.” | asked him if he know the
whole story. * | only lmow he's dead.” He said more angrily this time. §

started asking guestions.

His name was Jim, he was six&en, and Inte music and history. { asked
hilm about John, “He's & good guy, Into sports and stuff ke that.™ He zaid
with 2 smile on his face. Then [ asked him about Albort. « That guy is always
dolng graffiti and biking around.” § told him abwe what he did at the scene of
ithe eﬁm. “Ha, he dossn’t have a phone and why would he help? He only

cares about kimself.”

I went home tired and hungry. After a meal | sat down and thought. |
thought azbout the cluss, ali the pieces of the puzzie, but something was
neigsing. ;I'hon it hit me. Who called Mr. Biller? 1 went te the allsy wherse

Albert and Jim wore fighting. Mayhe there would be some cluss keve. Sure

enough there was a phone. A black phons. i looked through the phone and [

found the phone’s number. i was 897-6031.

This was the phone. The phone that someons called Joe or. And there
was that amell agals. The sams smell that was on Bir. Biller. | had to ¢alk to

John agaln, but in the morning.

| went to find Jokn. | needed one more pises of information. § found him
af the hatting cages. | asked him about his, Jim’s,; and Albert’s grades ln

history.

“ifell,” he bagan. “fm and [ get A+ and Albert was doing really well until Rie.
Biller gave him an F on one of the biggest tests of the year.Albert was really
angry about It and Jim promised he would help Albert gat back at ki in ary
way.” | gave John my thanks and went t¢ find the police. | bad solved the
case.

Can you guess whe i was?

it wae Athert. He was sngry with Mr. Bliier for feiling him. | knew it was
i because he left many clues. One, he dropped the phonre that ho used to
call fir. Biiter. Tweo, I'm pretty sure you have to push more than one number

to dial 841. He must have had it set up and ke pushed rodizi. Three, the note.

He planied that st on Biller and framed Jim. Halr, music, and history. These
are all Jim's Interests. And finally sumber four, the smell on My, Biller and the

phone was spray paint as Albert has beenr known to graffith.

Well it was another amazing case solved by yours truly. Wall now |
think Pl go home and take good l_rmg rest. Oh one second, [ am getting = call.
“Holo, Detective Bob herv...... Yop 'l be right over.” Well someone robbed
the bank and they left some avidence and they need my assistance. i tell

you all ahout it when ! solve the case.



GRADE SEVEN
NARRATIVE- LEVEL 4

engaging context and insightful narrative
complex style and language choices
sophisticated

develops through details

thoughtful conclusion

vocabulary = variety for effect

Give lta Try
By S

Have you ever looked at concerts or musical plano performances and thought ‘| want to be as
talentad as they are’? | did when ) was no older than the age of eight. | would walk up to my piang and
start pressing random keys, expecting a beautiful melody to emerge. But instead, out came a messy,
disorganized tune that was Joud enough to send irritated neighbors knocking on the door. My dad then
enrolled me in piano lessons, and that was when | became a musician.

When | first started piane lessons, | found it a bit difficult, and the simple pieces my teacher first
taught me did not even sound close to the beautiful tunes famous musicians played. There was a lot
more to it than | had imagined. | had difficulty joining the notes together, and could feel my metivation
sinking like an anchor. | would not have heen in piano today if it weren't for my father's speeches of
motivation to keep going. So | pulled through, and then | eventuaily started noticing the songs getting

_ more advanced, and also illustrating deeper stories within the notes. | started to actually enjoy the

music | played, and | noticed | played better and started to understand everything more. My favourite
songs were the ones that flowed beautifuily, and ones that made you move your fingers across the keys
swiftly.” The Song of Twilight”, by Nakada was a beautiful piece, and the first piece | really understood.
My teacher one day asked me if | wanted to play the plece for music festival, and | excitedly said, “ves. "

After a few months, | had “The Song of Twilight” memorized like the back of my hand. The night
before the day | performed, my dad spoke a few words. “When you go up there to perform, | want you
to erase all thoughts about first place and just focus on the music. The most important thing is to fet
everyone see the image of beautiful twilight streaking across the sky as you play. If you do that, then
getting first place will just be an added honus,” he explained.

[t was hard not wanting to get first place. There were ten people in the group | was going to
perform in, and | was sure | would not get first place.

it was then the morning of the day 1 had to perform. | wanted to practice my heart out but |
learned that if | did that, F would over practice and forget the notes when | did perform. | unfortunately
learned that the hard way in a past experience, Worst of all though, it was like someone took a box and
dumped & heaping amount of nervousness in my digestive system.

My dad then drove me pver to the Baptist Church, and | entered the building, dlutching my
piano book as if | were holding on to dear lifa. | placed it on a table where nine other piane books
rested, and then | took a seat with my dad.

A few moments before | had to perform; 1 took a deep breath and focused my mind on just
feeling the music. | was extremely nervous. | could feel my feet and my hands shaking as | sat down and



put my foot on the pedal. As soon as | played the first note, 1 felt like | was walking on string and the
slightest mistake would disturb my balance. | surprisingly did not mess up, and | put a lot of feeling
behind every note. | was relieved when | was finished and took 2 bow.

After that | sat down, and fet out a huge breath of relief that it was over. But there were stili 7
more performances to go, and suspense was building up in my stomach. | thought about my
performance, thinking back about all the notes | played and how | played them. Each performance
seemed to last for eternity, but they were ail very well played. But the silence between each
performance was filled with tension and a hint of boredom. Finally, the last performer finished her
piece, and the adjudicator made her way to the front. iimmediately sat up in my chair and started
soaking up her every word §ike a sponge and processed it in my brain like a machine.

The adjudicator gave comments and constructive criticism to everybody, some more than
others, and | listened intently. After what seemed like hours and hours, she got to the last person. She
then walked up to the piano where all the results where, and started arranging the certificates. The
tension and suspense in the air was as thick as fog. ) could fell everyone was holding their breath besides
me, She grabbed three certificates and then slowly looked them over to check over her choices. My
insides felt like they were going 10 explode if she didn’t announce the results in the next five seconds.
She then started talking about how we all deserved first place, and then finally, she announced the
results. She announced third place, and then second place. | watched as a girl whose name had slipped
my mind, walked up and shook the adjudicators hand and received her certificate of honor. Then finally,
the moment of truth came.

“And first place goes to...”

i was sitting upright in my seat and my hands were subconsciously hoiding on tightly to the arms of the
chair | sat in.

MY NAME!

| could not believe my ears. The adjudicator then smiled at me and | walked up and received my own
certificate of honor. As we shook hands, she whispered “You played beautifully; you have a bright
musicat future zhead.” | thanked her graciously and happiness was just bursting inside of me. | had
achieved what { had never thought | would have achieved earlier that day. As| made my way back to
ry dad’s car, 2 few people shook my hand and thanked me for the beautiful performance. My dad then
gave me a big pat on my back and said “Well done, that performance was great, and you projected a
beautiful image in the room,” 1 couldn’t help but smile and give him a big hug.

Up to this day, | have entered t'wo more music festivals, and | was proud of my results from each
one. | even got a Beethoven bust one time for performing a Sonatina. The life lesson | got out of this
was, even if you aren’t good at something or think it's boring, if you keeg trying and find motivation to
keap poing, good results will come out of your hard work.
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®  point of view is purposeful

®  purposefully applies text organization features
®  tone of voice is imaginative

®  creatively uses connecting words

®  engaging dialogue

®  dynamic climax

MY exictence wos  lonely
| G out of € SQDQPC}JY’@C} @ m O“F My own

always Wc:ﬁ-c:h“l:r‘\ca never doieg
T degperately wanted B FRE o= looss
® was immoblle, woget unapie T & play
Ty Fu%f_r*% W8S A pUIZLE
0e ﬁa Y?H:‘LNG G}Lau‘—’&‘u*"
wioihE S famiTyercto BHTEALTED me
der: chalk wasg o ! baaji‘c::’".«‘? AND bf"%}{‘*ﬁ

e

fn y
£ Haow WHAT do i made o WELY Sersbble—
T\ \—z gu\%ﬁ\?q ') oA i Sf)f\f\binw\ L 7"@ E%QW ONE th a% %’ a8

‘r-f&»_.f.f-/:

-
| f < [éﬂﬂ@* A



