
Narrative events are arranged in such a way as to encourage us to read on to find out what 

happens next. Here are the openings of three novels. Please read them now. 

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. 

Winston Smith, his chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the 
vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of Victory Mansions, 
though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust from entering 

along with him. 

I was born in the city of Bombay … once upon a time. No, that won’t do, 

there’s no getting away from the date: I was born in Doctor Narlikar’s 
Nursing Home on August 15th, 1947. And the time? The time matters, 
too. Well then: at night. No, it’s important to be more …On the stroke of 

midnight, as a matter of fact. 

Lifetimes ago, under a banyan tree in the village of Hasnapur, an 

astrologer cupped his ears – his satellite dish to the stars – and foretold 
my widowhood and exile. I was only seven then, fast and venturesome, 
scabrous-armed from leaves and thorns. 

“No!” I shouted. “You’re a crazy old man. You don’t know what my 
future holds!” 
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