 GENRE

What Makes A Story?

From the moment they stepped inside Nicky felt as if they were alone. Alone and –she drew a wondering breath- in love. Their discreet corner table was like a charmed place, where nothing existed but the candlelight and each other. She felt oddly detached, almost as if they were in a trance. That it did not matter what they said – it was their eyes that were talking.


She watched his mouth. It was a beautiful mouth, sculpted and strong. Here, you would say, was a deeply sensual man with his desires under rigid control.

‘The Latin Affair.’ Sophie Weston


“Give me the money.’


The motor of the grey Plymouth throbbed under her voice and the rain pounded above it. The violet light at the top of Bullocks green- tinged tower was far above us, serene and withdrawn from the dark, dripping city.


Her black – gloved hand reached out and I put the bills in it. She bent over to count them under the dim light of the dash. A bag clicked open, clicked shut. She let a spent breath die on her lips. She leaned towards me.


“I’m leaving, copper. I’m on my way. This is a get- away stake and God how I need it.”

‘The Big Sleep.’ Raymond Chandler

Ballard followed the sound past the lone bulb and into the gloom at the back of the house. He may well have lost his way at that point but that a door was flung open ahead of him.


The room beyond had scarlet floorboards; they glistened as if freshly painted. And now the decorator appeared in person. His torso had been ripped open from neck to navel. He pressed his hands to the breached dam, but they were useless to stem the flood; his blood came in spurts, and with it his innards. He met Ballard’s gaze, his eyes full to overflowing with death. Ballard shook with fear.

‘Twilight at the towers.’ Clive Barker

Ryan noted the flurry of activity outside as the British officer from the kitchen ran outside and conferred briefly with the secret service agents. He was just coming back inside when a series of lightning flashes illuminated the deck. One of the agents turned and brought his gun out – then fell backward. The glass behind him shattered. The other two men both dived for the deck. One rose up to fire and fell beside his comrade. Four armed figures appeared where the broken glass was. They were dressed in black, except for the mud on their boots and chests. One pulled off his mask. It was Sean Miller.

‘Patriot Games.’ Tom Clancey 

Tasks: 

1. From reading these extracts try and identify which genre they are from.

2. Using a coloured pen, highlight all the words, phrases, objects and names that appear    in these extracts, which helped you in identifying their genre.

3. For each extract, write another paragraph in the same style.

