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I have always been an avid reader. When | was

.| ateenager at Port Richmond High School, | was in

~ awe of Paul Zindel. Not only had he gone to the
+ same school | had, he won the PRulitzer Prize for
Drama, and most importantly to me at the time, he
had written about the town | lived in, the streets |
. walked on. | was so excited by this that | vowed

someday, | too would write about my home —and |
- did.”

My novel for young adults, Kissing Brendan
Callahan, published by Roaring Brook Press, takes
place entirely on Staten Island in the St. George
and South Beach neighborhoods. Recently, |
searched for other fictional accounts of Staten Is-
land, but | found very few. This surprised me since we live in such a diverse and
burgeoning community. An idea was born. | realized it was time to stimulate and
encourage young writers to use this wonderful island as a backdrop.

All the students participating in t he workshop were selected from our local
middle and high schools. During our first meeting, we reviewed the elements of
short story writing. We discussed plot, conflict, character development, and cre-
ating good openings as well as satisfying endings. We used these elements to cre-
ate a group plot outline for a potential story.

There was a gap of a month before the second meeting which gave our writ-
ers ample time to write their first draft. At succeeding workshops, manuscripts
were read aloud and critiqued by me and by the group. We also did several rounds
of revisions by email. Revision is 99% of writing! Participants revised their sto-
ries many times before they were ready for publication.

| hope you enjoy reading Staten | sland Stories as much as we enjoyed cre-
ating them.

Susan Amesse

April, 2007

“First sentences are door to worlds.”

-Ursula Le Guin, American writer




THE TomB

By Rachel Anthony
Trinity Lutheran

Chills went up Sabrina’s back as she stood in

front of the Moravian cemetery’s little known
back gates. They were old and rusty. Allan was
examining the gates, and when he finally ac-
cepted that they were locked from the inside,
he silently walked to one of the moss covered
walls. Hoisting himself, he slithered up the slip-
pery rocks and disappeared over the top. She
heard the soft thud of his shoes on the dirt and
moments later he appeared at the gates. After
twisting, pulling, and yanking f or a moment, they
swung open with a loud creeeeeak. Sabrina slid
inside.

They moved swiftly, ducking from one

gravestone to the next. Allan stopped.

“Wait here and keep quiet until | find it,” he said.

She nodded, and sat down on a grave marker. She pulled her legs up to her chest,
and rested her chin on her knees and thought for a moment about him.

Coming to the cemetery had been her idea. But now that they were actually
here, she regretted dragging Allan along. This place, especially at night, scared
her half to death.

Finally, she heard a faint whistle. She moved toward the sound. He was
standing in front of the biggest mausoleum in the whole cemetery. It was as big
as her house. They went toward the front entrance door of the tomb. It was to-
tally covered in ivy, moss, and spider webs. Allan started pulling away at the weeds
and junk surrounding it.

“Could ya help me out here?” he hissed.

Sabrina sighed, and began to pull at the ivy. Suddenly she grabbed some-
thing solid and cold. It startled her and she wanted to pull away, but she instead,
she held on.

“Allan! | found the handle!” she said in an excited whisper.

(Continued on page 4)



(Continued from page 3)

He moved her hand aside, and pulled. It wouldnt open.
He groaned and strained, but it didn't budge. Sabrina came up
next to him, and together they managed to pull the stubborn ,
door open, but the moment the entrance was open, Sabrina
knew it was a mistake.

A horrible smell came wafting out of the pitch black NN
opening. It could only be rotting flesh. \%K \

“Ok, where are the flashlights?” he asked. e

Sabrina rummaged past the box of matches, handf ul of
band aids, pens, pencils and a pocket knife in her book bag and found the two
flashlights. She handed one to Allan and turned the other on as they entered.

She wished she brought a sweater, it was colder inside than it was outside,
but Allan didn't seem to notice. He didn't hesitate, and stepped over the thresh-
old of the tomb’s entrance. Sabrina propped the door open with a wooden board
and followed after him. It was hard to see. One hand groped the wall for support
as she held her other armin front of her face totry to stop from breathing the
disgusting smell.

Allan rushed ahead eagerly. Suddenly Sabrina moved her hand ahead but
couldn’'t find the wall to grasp. She felt around and let out a shriek. Allan swung
his light around to see what the trouble was and they both gasped.

Sabrina was holding the hand of a dead body!

She threw it to the ground and flapped her hand around squealing wildly.

Gregory Monroe mused over his day sullenly as he did, every evening. Every
day for the past twenty years was the same. Gregory couldn't leave the mauso-
leum. Gregory had never gotten the chance to say goodbye, and after his untimely
death at age nineteen, his mother had sat at the kitchen table every night and
cried. His drunken friend Jerry crashed the car they were in. He hoped Jerry
was in hell and was getting what he deserved.

So, he'd chosen to stay until he found a way to tell her. But only five years
after he died, she’'d gotten pregnant. Gregory had a little brother or sister that
he never met. Someone who had taken his place. He was stuck in the tomb, and

this lucky child was living out there. It wasn’t fair.
(Continued on page 5)

“Talent is nothing but long patience.”

-Gustave Flaubert, French writer




“Writing is easy. All you have to do is cross out all the wrong words.”

-Mark Twain, American writer

(Continued from page 4)

Gregory felt a sudden pain in his arm, and saw his hand glowing. Puzzled, he
looked around the room he was sitting in. There were two kids in the room with
him. One of them must have touched him. That’s probably why he felt the pain in
his arm.

He had felt pain once before. When a couple of grave robbers tried, but
failed, to steal his organs. They had left him outside of the coffin.

Watching them intently he thought some more. They had the life he
wished he could live again. It wasn't fair. They'd get to grow up, finish school,
marry, have families. Gregory felt the anger rising in him. Maybe he could scare
them. They weren't supposed to be in here anyway! He swooped behind them and
shoved the guy.

“What was that for?” Allan shouted.

“What the hell are you talking about?” she answered irritably.

Allan glared at her. “You know exactly what |’'m talking about!” He turned
and continued toward the next room. Gregory shoved him again. This time a little
harder. Sabrina saw Allan fall and rushed to help him.

He got up on his own and when he turned there was a look of rage on his
face. Sabrinalooked at him and took a step back. Fear went through her as Allan
moved toward her.

Gregory wat ched the scene in fascination. Allan pulled his fist back to hit
her and Gregory roared with laughter. Allan froze as a boy appeared a few f eet
away from them.

Sabrina didn't look behind her as she ran, but she heard Allan following her.
She sped up until she saw moonlight coming from the propped open door. Allan
was gaining on her and as they reached the door, they tumbled out of the tomb
and rolled down the hill.

Allan stopped a few inches away from the fence. He lay there for a few
moment s catching his breath. Sabrina was very quiet. Where was she? He lis-
tened as carefully as he could, but all he could hear were the crickets. Rolling
over, he saw the tomb’s door still ajar. As he stood up, fear overwhelmed him. Sa-

brina was . . . standing, sort of. She was kind of bent over the fence, her black
(Continued on page 6)






