NEW BEGINNINGS

Basic Question:
( “How will my story begin in such a way as to make my reader want to read on?”

Analyse Openings:
( What makes the opening effective?




( Why does it catch your attention?




( Does it make you want to read more? Why?

In Medias Res:
“In the middle of things”

( “Suddenly the scream pierced the night. I leapt to my feet. I stood totally motionless. All was silent …… and then it came again, only this time closer to us.

( And then the explosion ended the life I had once held with such little regard. I felt soil and mud raining down on me and when the noise and movement ceased I found that I was partly buried and could barely move.

( I dropped the container marked “Dangerous – Handle With Care” and the world seemed to slow down. I could swear that minutes passed between it leaving my fingers and crashing to the ground with such terrible consequences.

Contradictions:
( “Some days I loved Anne, but on others I hated her.”

( “I felt as cold as ice but then my skin grew as hot as fire.”

Unexpected / Surreal Openings:

( “I dragged myself up the face of the clock and then sat on the second hand wondering what to do.”

( “I didn’t know that I could breathe underwater until I fell into the deep end and found myself sitting happily on the bottom!”

Direct Address to the Reader:

( “Have you ever wondered what it might be like to fall from a plane and not have your parachute open” Let me describe it for you!

Series of Questions:

Do you ever lie in bed at night and stare into the dark? Do you ever glance in the direction of the wardrobe? Did you ever consider that there might be a world beyond the wardrobe? Last night I went in search of such a world beyond my wardrobe.

Dialogue:

( “Midnight already,” he said. At first I didn’t stop dancing but then it dawned upon me …..

“I have to leave,” I cried. It was already the fourth stroke of the clock.

“But why?” he asked. He wore a perplexed expression.

“I can’t tell you but I must.”

The seventh stroke chimed out I had no choice but to run as fast as my legs would carry me, but as I reached the top of the steps I could see that my glorious coach was once more a pumpkin!

(Taken from “Literacy & Learning” – Dec’99/Jan ’00)
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