Scary Good Tool 13:  Revision


Name and date
Lesson 17: Using what you learned about Scary Good Writing, revise the following story by deleting unnecessary phrases and repetitive words, changing weak verb/adverb combinations to action verbs, and selecting precise adjectives.  Look for passive voice and change it to active voice.  Change writing that tells into a movie of the mind.
The full moon cast a scary eerie ghostly pall over the snoring sleeping town of Mizell.  A ramshackle revival wagon rattled, rolled and creaked into town.  The tumbledown wagon was being sat upon by a black preacher.  The preacher’s long white hair resembled the regal mane of a lion and was white.  His clothes were showy, particularly a sparkling velvet coat that caught the sparkling moonlight in such a way as to seem alive.  He wore shiny black shoes that never left his feet.  Folks whispered that no one had ever seen him with his shoes off and lived to tell about it because his shoes never left his feet.

Reverend Clovehoof, the scary preacher, had come to town to collect a soul.

It was just after midnight when little Sarah Yulee heard the creaking of the ramshackle wagon outside her home.  She jumped quickly out of bed and peeked with her eyes out her window.  She saw the preacher in the shimmering coat sitting on the seat of the rickety tumbledown wagon.  Sarah gasped then quickly clapped her hand over her mouth, but her quick action was too late.  She was heard by Reverend Clovehoof.  He swiveled his head like a starving owl when it hears a hungry mouse.  With the shiny eyes of a beast, the reverend glared angrily at Sarah.  A broad wide grin crawled across his chocolate ice cream colored cheeks.  His sharp pointed white teeth were those of a red wolf.  Red wolves lived in Florida and Sarah had seen one a few days ago.

Scared out of her wits, Sarah went quickly from the window and rapidly went under her bed.  A minute passed. She held her breath listening as the wagon moved away from the home.  She sighed boldly.  And then she heard the front door open.  She wondered if her mother had come home from the grocery store, but remembered that it was the middle of the night.  

Reverend Clovehoof stepped into her house and said in a chilling voice, “I best take off my muddy shoes.” He dropped them to the floor with a thump.

Sarah heard strange odd sounding footsteps coming down the hallway toward her room. Sarah liked having her own room.  Clip clop.  Clip clop.  The doorknob to her room rattled and shook.  Slowly, ever so slowly, the door opened slowly.

And the dreadful preacher came into her room.  Clip clop.  Clip clop.  Sarah closed her eyes shut and held her breath.  In the dark shadowy shadows, she saw one of his feet land on the hardwood floor.  Clop.  Sarah’s throat clutched.  The scary reverend had the scary hooves of a goat.

Just then, Sarah heard him moving away from the bed.  The footsteps grew faintly fainter.  She swallowed hard and waited. 

The quiet room fell silent.  She didn’t hear him at all.  She slid out from under the brand new bed – and he was Right there!

