What is the First Chapter Supposed to Accomplish?

1. Introduce the book
A. Who is the main character?
B. What is the setting?
C. What is the theme?
D. What is the emotional conflict?
2. Make us love the main character
A. We love characters when they:
a) Do or say something cool
b) Are really good at something
c) Demonstrate qualities we admire
d) Help people
e) Do something we wish we could do
3. Grab the reader’s attention
A. Why is this book cool?
a) It has a great voice
b) It has a compelling world
c) It has an awesome character
d) It asks a tantalizing question
e) It shows us something we’ve never seen before
f) It shows us something we’ve seen a million times, but in a new way


First Chapter Worksheet
You don’t have to USE all of this in Chapter One, but it’s good to KNOW it

Who is the book’s main character?

Why do we love them? 


How can you show that in Chapter One?




What is the book’s setting?

Why is it interesting?


How can you show that in Chapter One?




What is the book’s main theme? What are some of its other themes?



How can you show some of them in Chapter One?




Why is your book cool?

How can you show that in Chapter One?




What is the main character’s emotional conflict?

Why do we care?


How can you reveal it in Chapter One?



What is the book’s plot conflict? (This will probably not appear in Chapter One, but it’s good to know.)

Howl’s Moving Castle, by Diana Wynn Jones
	In the land of Ingary, where such things as seven-league boots and cloaks of invisibility really exist, it is quite a misfortune to be born the eldest of three. Everyone knows you are the one who will fail first, and worst, if the three of you set out to seek your fortunes.
	Sophie Hatter was the eldest of three sisters. She was not even the child of a poor woodcutter, which might have given her some chance of success! Her parents were well to do and kept a ladies’ hat shop in the prosperous town of Market Chipping. True, her own mother died when Sophie was two years old and her sister Lettie was one year old, and their father married his youngest shop assistant, a pretty blonde girl called Fanny. Fanny shortly gave birth to the third sister, Martha. This ought to have made Sophie and Lettie into Ugly Sisters, but in fact all three girls grew up very pretty indeed, though Lettie was the one everyone said was the most beautiful. Fanny treated all three girls with the same kindness and did not favor Martha in the least.
	Mr. Hatter was proud of his three daughters and sent them all to the best school in town. Sophie was the most studious. She read a great deal, and very soon realized how little chance she had of an interesting future. It was a disappointment to her, but she was still happy enough, looking after her sisters and grooming Martha to seek her fortune when the time came. Since Fanny was always busy in the shop, Sophie was the one who looked after the younger two. There was a certain amount of screaming and hair-pulling between those younger two. Lettie was by no means resigned to being the one who, next to Sophie, was bound to be the least successful.
	“It’s not fair!” Lettie would shout. “Why should Martha have the best of it just because she was born the youngest? I shall marry a prince, so there!”	To which Martha always retorted that she would end up disgustingly rich without having to marry anybody.	Then Sophie would have to drag them apart and mend their clothes. She was very deft with her needle. As time went on, she made clothes for her sisters too. There was one deep rose outfit she made for Lettie, the May Day before this story really starts, which Fanny said looked as if it had come from the most expensive shop in Kingsbury.
	About this time everyone began talking of the Witch of the Waste again. It was said the Witch had threatened the life of the king’s daughter and that the King had commanded his personal magician, Wizard Suliman, to go into the Waste and deal with the Witch. And it seemed that the Wizard Suliman had not only failed to deal with the Witch: he had got himself killed by her.
	So when, a few months after that, a tall black castle suddenly appeared on the hills above Market Chipping, blowing clouds of black smoke from its four tall, thin turrets, everybody was fairly sure that the witch had moved out of the waste again and was about to terrorize the country the way she used to fifty years ago. People got very scared indeed. Nobody went out alone, particularly at night. What made it all the scarier was that the castle did not stay in the same place. Sometimes it was a tall black smudge on the moors to the northwest, sometimes it reared above the rocks to the east, and sometimes it came right downhill to sit in the heather only just beyond the last farm to the north. You could see it actually moving sometimes, with smoke pouring out from the turrets in dirty gray gusts. For a while everyone was certain that the castle would come right down into the valley before long, and the Mayor talked of sending to the King for help.

I Am Legend, by Richard Matheson

	On those cloudy days, Robert Neville was never sure when sunset came, and sometimes they were in the streets before he could get back.	If he had been more analytical, he might have calculated the approximate time of their arrival; but he still used the lifetime habit of judging nightfall by the sky, and on cloudy days that method didn’t work. That was why he chose to stay near the house on those days.
	He walked around on the house in the dull gray of afternoon, a cigarette dangling from the corner of this mouth, trailing threadlike smoke over his shoulder. He checked each window to see if any of the boards had been loosened. After violent attacks, the planks were often split or partially pried off, and he had to replace them completely; a job he hated. Today only one plank was loose. Isn’t that amazing? he thought.	In the back yard he checked the hothouse and the water tank. Sometimes the structure around the tank might be weakened or its rain catchers bent or broken off. Sometimes they would lob rocks over the high fence around the hothouse, and occasionally they would tear through the overhead net and he’d have to replace the panes.
	Both the tank and hothouse were undamaged today.	He went to the house for a hammer and nails. As he pushed open the front door, he looked at the distorted reflection of himself in the cracked mirror he’d fastened to the door a month ago. In a few days, jagged pieces of the silver-backed glass would start to fall off. Let ‘em fall, he thought. It was the last damned mirror he’d put there; it wasn’t worth it. He’d put garlic there instead. Garlic always worked.
	He passed slowly through the dim silence of the living room, turned left into the small hallway, and left again into his bedroom.
	Once the room had been warmly decorated, but that was in another time. Now it was a room entirely functional, and since Neville’s bed and bureau took up so little space, he had converted one side of the room into a shop.
 	A long bench covered almost an entire wall, on its hardwood top a heavy band saw, a wood lathe, an emery wheel, and a vise. Above it, on the wall, were haphazard racks of tools that Robert Neville used.
	He took a hammer from the bench and picked out a few nails from one of the disordered bins. Then he went back outside and nailed a plank fast to the shutter. The unused nails he threw into the rubble next door.For a while he stood on the front lawn looking up and down the silent length of Cimarron Street. He was a tall man, thirty-six, born of English-German stock, his features undistinguished except for the long, determined mouth and the bright blue of his eyes, which moved now over the charred ruins of the houses on each side of his. He’d burned them down to prevent them from jumping on his roof from the adjacent ones.

Legend, by Marie Lu

	My mother thinks I’m dead.
	Obviously I’m not dead, but it’s safer for her to think so.
	At least twice a month, I see my Wanted poster flashed on the JumboTrons scattered throughout downtown Los Angeles. It looks out of place up there. Most of the pictures on the screen are of happy things: smiling children standing under bright blue sky, tourists posing before the Golden Gate Ruins, Republic commercials in neon colors. There’s also anti-Colonies propaganda. “The Colonies want our land,” the ads declare. “They want what they don’t have. Don’t let them conquer your homes! Support the cause!”
	Then there’s my criminal report. It lights up the JumboTrons in all its multicolored glory:	

				WANTED BY THE REPUBLIC
				File No: 462178-3233 “Day”
				—————————————
			Wanted for assault, arson, theft, destruction of military
 			property, and hindering the war effort. 200,000 Republic
 			notes for information leading to arrest.

	They always have a different photo running alongside the report. One time it was a boy with glasses and a head full of thick copper curls. Another time it was a boy with black eyes and no hair at all. Sometimes I’m black, sometimes white, sometimes olive or brown or yellow or red or whatever else they can think of.	In other words, the Republic has no idea what I look like. They don’t seem to know much of anything about me, except that I’m young and that when they run my fingerprints they don’t find a match in their databases. That’s why they hate me, why I’m not the most dangerous criminal in the country, but the most wanted. I make them look bad.
	It’s early evening, but it’s already pitch-black outside, and the JumboTrons’ reflections are visible in the street’s puddles. I sit on the crumbling window ledge three stories up, hidden from view behind rusted steel beams. This used to be an apartment complex, but it’s fallen into disrepair. Broken lanterns and glass shards litter the floor of this room, and paint is peeling from every wall. In one corner, an old portrait of the Elector Primo lies faceup on the ground. I wonder who used to live here—no one’s cracked enough to let their portrait of the Elector sit discarded on the floor like that.
	My hair, as usual, is tucked inside an old newsboy cap. My eyes are fixed on the small one-story house across the road. My hands fiddle with the pendant tied around my neck.
	Tess leans against the room’s other window, watching me closely. I’m restless tonight and, as always, she can sense it.
	The plague has hit the Lake sector hard. In the glow of the JumboTrons, Tess and I can see the soldiers at the end of the street as they inspect each home, their black capes shiny and worn loose in the heat. Each of the them wears a gas mask. Sometimes when they emerge, they mark a house by painting a big red X on the front door. No one enters or leaves the home after that—at least, not when anyone’s looking.
	“Still don’t see them?” Tess whispers. Shadows conceal her expression.
	In an attempt to distract myself, I’m piecing together a makeshift slingshot out of old PVC pipes. “They haven’t eaten dinner. They haven’t sat down by the table in hours.” I shift and stretch out my bad knee.
	“Maybe they’re not home?”
	I shoot Tess an irritated glance. She’s trying to console me, but I’m not in the mood. “A lamp’s lit. Look at those candles. Mom would never waste candles if no one was home.”

Anansi Boys, by Neil Gaiman

	It begins, as most things begin, with a song.	In the beginning, after all, were the words, and they came with a tune. That was how the world was made, how the void was divided, how the lands and the stars and the dreams and the little gods and the animals, how all of them came into the world. 	They were sung.
	The great beasts were sung into existence, after the Singer had done with the planets and the hills and the trees and the oceans and the lesser beasts. The cliffs that bound existence were sung, and the hunting grounds, and the dark.
	Songs remain. They last. The right song can turn an emperor into a laughing stock, can bring down dynasties. A song can last long after the events and the people in it are dust and dreams and gone. That’s the power of songs.
	There are other things you can do with songs. They do not only make worlds or recreate existence. Fat Charlie Nancy’s father, for example, was simply using them to have what he hoped and expected would be a marvelous night out.
	Before Fat Charlie’s father had come into the  bar, the barman had been of the opinion that the whole karaoke evening was going to be an utter bust; but then the little old man had sashayed into the room, walked past the table of several blonde women with the fresh sunburns and smiles of tourists, who were sitting by the little makeshift stage in the corner. He had tipped his hat to them, for he wore a hat, a spotless green fedora, and lemon-yellow gloves, and then he walked over to their table. They giggled. 
	‘Are you enjoyin’ yourselves, ladies?’ he asked.
 	They continued to giggle and told him they were having a good time, thank you, and that they were here on vacation. He said to them, it gets better, just you wait.	He was older than they were, much, much older, but he was charm itself, like something from a bygone age when fine manners and courtly gestures were worth something. The barman relaxed. With someone like this in the bar, it was going to be a good evening.
	There was karaoke. There was dancing. The old man got up to sing, on the makeshift stage, not once, that evening, but twice. He had a fine voice, and an excellent smile, and feet that twinkled when he danced. The first time he got up to sing, he sang ‘What’s New Pussycat?’ The second time he got up to sing, he ruined Fat Charlie’s life.

A Thousand Pieces of You, by Claudia Gray

	My hand shakes as I brace myself against the brick wall. Rain falls cold and sharp against my skin, from a sky I’ve never seen before. It’s hard to catch my breath, to get any sense of where I am. All I know is that the Firebird worked. It hangs around my neck, still glowing with the heat of the journey.	There’s no time. I don’t know whether I have minutes, or seconds, or even less. Desperately I tug at these unfamiliar clothes—the short dress and shiny jacket I wear have no pockets, but there’s a small bag dangling from my shoulder. When I fish inside, I can’t find a pen, but there’s a lipstick. Finger’s trembling, I unscrew it and scrawl on a tattered poster on the wall of the alley. This is the message I must pass on, the one goal I have to remember after everything else I am is gone.
	KILL PAUL MARKOV.
	Then I can only wait to die.
 	Die isn’t the right word. This body will continue to breath. The heart will continue to beat. But I won’t be Marguerite Caine living in it anymore.
	Instead, this body will return to its rightful owner, the Marguerite who actually belongs in this dimension. The dimension I leaped into, using the Firebird. Her memories will take over again, any second, any moment, and while I know I’ll awaken again in time, it’s terrifying to think about...passing out. Getting lost. Being trapped inside her. Whatever it is that happens to people traveling from another dimension.
	It hits me then. The Firebird really works. Travel between dimensions is possible. I just proved it. Within my grief and fear, one small ember of pride glows, and it feels like the only heat or hope in the world. Mom’s theories are true. My parents work is vindicated. If only Dad could have known.	Theo. He’s not here. It was unrealistic of me to hope he would be, but I hoped anyway.	Please let Theo be all right, I think. It would be a prayer if I still believed in anything, but my faith in God died last night too.
	I lean against the brick wall, hands spread like a suspect on a police car right before the cuff’s go on. My heart hammers in my chest. Nobody has ever done this before—which means nobody knows what’s about to happen to me. What if the Firebird can’t bring me back to my own dimension?
	What if this is how I die?
	This time yesterday, my dad probably asked himself that same question.
	I close my eyes tightly, and the cold rain on my face mingles with hot tears. Although I try not to picture how Dad died, the images force their way into my mind over and over: his car filling with water; brownish river lapping over the windshield; Dad probably dazed from the wreck but scrambling to get the door open, and failing. Gasping for the last inches of air in the car, thinking of me and Mom and Josie—
	He must have been so scared.	Dizziness tilts the ground beneath my feet, weakens my limbs. This is it. I’m going under.
	So I force my eyes open to stare at the message again. That’s the first thing I want the other Marguerite to see. I want that message to stay with her, no matter what. If she sees that, if she keeps running over those words in her mind, that will awaken me within her as surely as the Firebird could. My hate is stronger than the dimensions, stronger than memory, stronger than time. My hate is now the truest part of who I am.
	The dizziness builds, and the world turns fuzzy and gray, blackening the words KILL PAUL MARKOV—
	—and then my vision clears. The word KILL sharpens back into focus.

Matilda, by Roald Dahl

	It’s a funny thing about mothers and fathers. Even when their own child is the most disgusting little blister you could ever imagine, they still think that he or she is wonderful.
	Some parents go further. They become so blinded by adoration they manage to convince themselves the child has qualities of genius.
	Well, there is nothing very wrong with all this. It’s the way of the world. It is only when the parents begin telling us about the brilliance of their own revolting offspring, that we start shouting, “Bring us a basin! We’re going to be sick!”
	School teachers suffer a good deal from having to listen to this sort of twaddle from proud parents, but they usually get their own back when the time comes to write the end-of-term reports. If I were a teacher I would cook up some real scorchers for the children of doting parents. “Your son Maximilian,” I would write, “is a total washout. I only hope you have a family business you can push him into when he leaves school because he sure as heck won’t get a job anywhere else.” Or if I were feeling lyrical that day, I might write, “It is a curious truth that grasshoppers have their hearing-organs in the sides of their abdomen. Your daughter Vanessa, judging by what she’s learnt this term, has no hearing-organs at all.”
	I might even delve deeper into natural history and say, “The periodical cicada spends six years as a grub underground, and no more than six days as a free creature of sunlight and air. Your son Wilfred has spent six years as a grub in this school and we are still waiting for him to emerge from the chrysalis.” A particularly poisonous little girl might sting me into saying, “Fiona has the same glacial beauty as an iceberg, but unlike the iceberg she has absolutely nothing below the surface.” I think I might enjoy writing end of term reports for the stinkers in my class. But enough of that. We have to get on. 
	Occasionally one comes across parents who take the opposite line, who show no interest at all in their children, and these of course are far worse than the doting ones. Mr. and Mrs Wormwood were two such parents. They had a son called Michael and a daughter called Matilda, and the parents looked upon Matilda in particular as nothing more than a scab. A scab is something you have to put up with until the time comes when you can pick it off and flick it away. Mr. and Mrs. Wormwood looked forward enormously to the time when they could pick their little daughter off and flick her away, preferably into the next county or even further than that. It is bad enough when parents treat ordinary children as though they were scabs and bunions, but it become somehow a lot worse when the child in question is extraordinary, and by that I mean sensitive and brilliant. Matilda was both of these things, but above all she was brilliant. Her mind was so nimble and she was so quick to learn that her ability should have been obvious even to the most half-witted of parents. But Mr. and Mrs. Wormwood were both so gormless and so wrapped up in their own silly little lives that they failed to notice anything unusual about their daughter. To tell the truth, I doubt they would have noticed had she crawled into the house with a broken leg.

The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, by Douglas Adams

	Far out in the uncharted backwaters of the unfashionable end of the Western Spiral arm of the Galaxy lies a small unregarded yellow sun.
	Orbiting this at a distance of roughly ninety-eight million miles is an utterly insignificant little blue-green planet whose ape-descended life forms are so amazingly primitive that they still think digital watches are a pretty neat idea.
 	This planet has—or rather had—a problem, which was this: most of the people living on it were unhappy for pretty much of the time. Many solutions were suggested for this problem, but most of these were largely concerned with the movements of small green pieces of paper, which is odd because on the whole it wasn’t the small green pieces of paper which were unhappy.
	And so the problem remained; lots of the people were mean, and most of them were miserable, even the ones with digital watches. Many were increasingly of the opinion that they’d all made a big mistake in coming down from the trees in the first place. And some said that even the trees had been a bad move, and that no one should have left the oceans.
	And then, on Thursday, nearly two thousand years after one man had been nailed to a tree for saying how great it would be if people would be nice to each other for a change, a girl sitting on her own in a small cafe in Rickmansworth suddenly realized what it was that had been going wrong all this time, and she finally knew how the world could be made a good and happy place. This time it was right, it would work, and no one would have to get nailed to anything.
	Sadly, however, before she could get to a phone to tell anyone about it, a terrible stupid catastrophe occurred, and the idea was lost forever.	This is not her story.	But it is the story of that terrible, stupid catastrophe and some of its consequences.
	It is also the story of a book, a book called The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy—not an Earth book, never published on Earth, and until the terrible catastrophe occurred, never seen or even heard of by any Earthman.
	Nevertheless, it is a wholly remarkable book.
	In fact, it was probably the most remarkable book ever to come out of the great publishing corporations of Ursa Minor—of which no Earthman had ever heard either.	Not only is it a wholly remarkable book, it is also a highly successful one—more popular than the Celestial Home Care Omnibus, better selling than Fifty-Three More Things to Do in Zero Gravity, and more controversial than Oolon Colluphid’s trilogy of philosophical blockbusters, Where God Went Wrong, Some of God’s Greatest Mistakes, and Who Is This God Person Anyway?
	In many of the more relaxed civilizations on the Outer Eastern Rim of the Galaxy, the Hitchhiker’s Guide has already supplanted the great Encyclopedia Galactica as the standard repository of all knowledge and wisdom, for though it has many omissions and contains much that is apocryphal, or at least wildly inaccurate, it scores over the older, more pedestrian work in two important respects.	First, it is slightly cheaper; and second, it has the words DON’T PANIC inscribed in large friendly letters on its cover.
	But the story of this terrible, stupid Thursday, the story of its extraordinary consequences, and the story of how these consequences are inextricably intertwined with this remarkable book begins very simply. 
	It begins with a house.

Stargazer, by Dan Wells

The Boy Who Could Fly

	Light is the fastest thing in the universe. 
	Think of the fastest thing you can think of. Have you got it? Well, light is faster than that. It’s faster than two of them put together. Light is so fast it can get from Earth to the moon—almost 250,000 miles—in about one point three seconds. Go outside, look at the moon, and say “One alligator, two al—,” and that’s how fast it is. The light you see on the moon traveled from all the way out there down to your eyeball before you could even say the second alligator. That’s pretty amazingly fast.
	And it’s a good thing light’s fast, because the universe is enormous. The moon is pretty close, really, but the sun is so far away that its light takes more than eight minutes to reach Earth. When you see the sun, what you’re really seeing is where the sun was eight minutes ago. And the rest of the stars are way, way, waaaaaaaay farther away than the sun is. Light from our nearest neighboring solar system, called Proxima Centauri, takes four point three years to reach earth. The light from a star called Murasaki takes twenty years to reach Earth.
	The spaceships that flew from Earth to Murasaki—the first human colonies outside of the solar system, on planets called Genji and Kaguya—took a hundred and five years to get there. They were traveling about one-fifth the speed of light, which is faster than most Earth scientists ever thought humans would ever be able to go. By the time those colonists got to Murasaki, the people who waved goodbye to them had already died of old age, and their grandchildren were looking up into the sky and wondering how that colony was doing. Were they happy? Were they safe? Were they even still alive?
	For Zero Huang, a twelve-year-old colonist on Kaguya, the answer to all three questions was a resounding yes.
	Especially today, because his mother, Dr. Yubi Huang, was taking him up in an airship.


