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ON THE SIDEWALK BLEEDING by Evan Hunter

The boy lay on the sidewalk bleeding in the rain. He was sixteen years old, and he wore a bright purple
jacket, and the lettering across the back of the jacket read THE ROYALS. The boy's name was Andy
and the name was delicately scripted in black thread on the front of the jacket, just over the heart.

ANDY..

He had been stabbed ten minutes ago. The knife entered just below his rib cage and had been drawn
across his body violently, tearing a wide gap in his flesh. He lay on the sidewalk with the March rain
drilling his jacket and drilling his body and washing away the blood that poured from his open wound.
He had known excruciating pain when the knife had torn across his body, and then sudden comparative
relief when the blade was pulled away. He had heard the voice saying, 'That's for you Royal! " and then
the sound of footsteps hurrying into the rain, and then he had fallen to the sidewalk, clutching his
stomach, trying to stop the flow of blood.

He tried to yell for help, but he had no voice. He did not know why his voice had deserted him, or why
there was an open hole in his body from which his life ran readily, steadily, or why the rain had become
so suddenly fierce. It was 11:13 p.m. but he did rot know the time.

There was another thing he did not know.

He did not know he was dying. He lay or. the sidewalk, bleeding, and he thought only: That was a fierce
rumble. They got me gooa that time, but he did not know he was dying. He would have been frightened
had he known. In his ignorance he lay bleeding and wishing he could cry out for help, but there was no
voice in his throat. There was only the bubbling of blood from between his lips whenever he opened his
mouth to speak. He lay in his pain, waiting, waiting for someone to find him.

He could hear the sourd of automobile tires hushed on the rain swept streets, far away at the other end
of the long alley. He lay with his face pressed to the sidewalk, and he could see the splash of neon far
away at the other end of the alley, tinting the pavement red and green, slickly brilliant in the rain.

He wondered if Laura would be angry. He had left the jump to get a package of cigarettes. He had told
her he would be back ia a few minutes, aid then he had gone downstairs and found the candy store
closed. He kuew that Alfredo's on the next block would be open. He had started through the alley, and
that was when he had been ambushed.

He could hear the faint sound of music now, coming from a long, long way off. He wondered if Laura
was dancing, wondered if she had rmissed him yet. Maybe she thought he wasn't coming back. Maybe
she thought he'd cut out for goed. Maybe she had alrezdy left the jump and gone home. He thought of
her face, the brown cyes and the jet-biack hair, and thinking of her he forgot his pain a little, forgot that
blood was rushing from his body.

Someday he would waarry Laura. Sormnacey he would marry her, and they would have a lot of kids, and
then they would get out o' tiz2 neighborhood. They would move to a clean project in the Bronx, or
maybe they would 120ve 0 Stater Island. When they were married, when they had kids.

He heard foctsteps at the other end of the alley, and he lifted his cheek from the sidewalk and looked

into the darkness and tiied to cry out, but again there was only a soft hissing bubble of blood on his
mouth.
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The man came down the alley. He had not seen Andy yet. He walked, and then stopped to lean against
the brick of the building, and then walked again. He saw Andy then and came toward him, and he stood
over him for a long time, the minutes ticking, ticking, watching him and not speaking.

Then he said, "What's the matter, buddy"™"

Andy could rot speak, and he could barely move. He lifted his face slightly and looked up at the man,
and in the rain swept ailey he smelled the sickening odor of alcohol. The man was drunk.

The man was smiling.

"Did you fall down, buddy?" he asked. "You must be as drunk as I am." He squatted alongside Andy.
'Y ou gonna catch cold there " he said. "What's the matter? You like layin' in the wet?"

Andy could not answer. The rain spattered around them.

You like a drink?"

Andy shook his head.

"] gotta bottle. Here. ' the man said. He pulled a pint bottle irom his inside jacket pocket. Andy tried to
move, but pain wrenched him back flat a gainst the sidewalk.

Take it," the man said. He kept watching Andy. "Take it." When Andy did not move, he said, "Nev'
mind, I'll have one mi'szlt." He tilted the bottle to his lips, and then wiped the back of his hand across his
mouth. "You too young to be drinkin' anyway. Should be 'shamed of yourself, drunk and layin 'in a
alley, all wet. Shame on you. I gotta good mind to call a cop.”

Andy nodded. Yes, he tried to say. Yes, call a cop. Please call one.

s3]

"Oh, you don’ like that, huh?" the drank said. "You don' wanna cop to fin' you all drunk an' wet in an
alley, huh: Ckay, buddy. This dime you gt off easy.” He got to his feet. "This time you get off easy," he
said again. He waved broadty at Andy, and then almost lost his footing. "S'long, buddy," he said.

Wait, Ancy thought. Wait, pease, i'm bleeding.

"S'long, ' the drunk said again, "l see you around,"” and the he staggered off up the alley.

Andy lay and thougnt: Laura, Laura. Are you dancing:?

The couple carie itito the aliey suddenly. They ran into the alley together, running from the rain, the boy
holding the giri's eloow. the 2iw spreading a newspaper over her head to protect her hair. Andy watched

them run into the ailcy wughing, and thei duck into the doorway not ten feet from him.

aid. "You couid drown out there."

on

"Man, what rain!" the voy
"I have to get home,” the givi said. "It's late, Freddie. I have to get home."

"We got tiine," Freddie said. Vour people won't raise a fuss if you're a little late. Not with this with kind
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of weather."

"It's dark," the girl said. and she giggled.

"Yeah," the boy arswered, his voice very low.

"Freddie v s - ¢

"Um?"

"You're ... standing very close to me."

"Um."

There was a long siience. Then the girl said, "Oh," only that single word, and Andy knew she had been
kissed . and he suddenly hungered for Laura's raouth. It was then that he wondered if he would ever kiss
Laura again. It was then that he wondered if he was dying.

No, he thought, I can't be dying, not fromr a little street rumble, not from just being cut. Guys get cut all
the time in rumbles. I can't be dying. No, that's stupid. That don't make any sense at all.

"You shouldn't,” the girl said.
"Why not?"

"Do you like i7"’

"Yes."

"So?"

"I don't know."

"I love you, Angela." the boy said.

"I love you, tou, Freddie." the girl said, and Andy listened and thought: I love you, Laura. Laura, I think
maybe I'm dying. Laura, This is stupid but I think raaybe I'm dying. Laura, I think I'm dying

He tried to speak. He tried 10 move. He tried to crawl toward the doorway. He tried to make a noise, a
sound, and a grunt came, a low animal grunt of pain.

"What was that?" the girl said, suddenly alarmed, breaking away from the boy.
" don't know," he znsv/ered.
"Go look, Fredaic.'

"No. Wait."

http:/theliterarylink.com/ sidewalk.html 8/18/2004



On the Sidewalk Bicsting Page 4 of 6

Andy moved his lips again. Again the sound came from him.
Freddie!"

"What?"

"I'm scared."

"'l go see," the boy said.

He steppea into the alicy. rde w allced over to where Andy lay on the ground. He stood over him,
watching him.

"You all right?" he asked.

mWhat is it?" Angels said from the docrway.

"Somebody's hurt,” Freddie said.

"Let's get out of here." Angela said.

"No. Wait a minute." He knelt down beside Andy. "You cut?" he asked.

Andy nodded. The boy kept looking at him. He saw the lettering on the jacket then. THE ROYALS. He
turned to Angela.

"He's a Royal," he said.
"[_et's what. . . .what . .. do you want to do. Freddie?"

"] don't know. I doa't know. I don't want to get mixed up in this. He's a Royal. We help him, and the
Guardians'l be down ot our necks. [ dont want to get mixed up in this, Angela."

"Ishe...is he hurt vad!’

"Yeah, it looks that way."

"What shail we do?"

"T don't know."

"We can't leave him here 1 the rain," Angela hesitated. "Can we?"

"if we get a copy. the Guardians'll find out who," Freddie said. "I don't know, Angela. I don't know."

Angela hesitated a long time before answering. Then she said, "I want to g0 home, Freddie. My people
will begin o0 worry.

"yeah," Freddie said. bz looked at Andy again. "You all right?” he asked. Andy lifted his face from the
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sidewalk. 2nd his ey 2s said: Please, please help me, and maybe Freddie read what his eyes were sa in
= J I Y Yy >
and maybe he didr'e

Be hind him. Angela said, "Freddie, let's get out of here! Please!" Freddie stood up. He looked at Andy
again, and then mumnblied, "I'm sorry." He took Angela's arm and together they ran towards the neon
splash at the other end of the alley.

Why, they're et ad of ths Guardians, Andy thouglt in amazement. By why should they be? I wasn't
afraid of the Guardians. | never turkeyec out of a rumble with the Guardians. I got heart. But I'm
bleeding.

The rain was soctning comehow. It was a cold rain, but his body was hot all over, and the rain helped
cool him. He had atways liked rain. He could remember sitting in Laura's house one time, the rain
running dewn e windows, and just Iooking out over the street, watching the people running from the
rain. That was when he'd first joined the Royals.

He could remember hov happy he was when the Royals had taken him. The Royals and the Guardians,
two of the biggest. He was u Royeal. Thers had been maaning to the title.

Now, in the alley, with the cold rain washing his hot body, he wondered about the meaning. If he died,
he was Andy. He was rwot a Royal. He was simply Andy, and he was dead. And he wondered suddenly if
the Guardians whe 1ad ambushed him ard knifed nim had ever once realized he was Andy? Had they
known that he was Andy or had they siraply known that he was Royal wearing a purple silk jacket? Had
they stabbed hin, ~udy, or ad they orly stabbed the jacket and the title and what good was the title if

ycu were aying.
I'm Andy. he screamsd vordiessly, I'm Andy.

An old lady stopped at the ¢ther end of the alley. The garbage cans were stacked there, beating noisily in
the tain. The old lady czrried an umbrella with broken ribs, carried it like a queen. She stepped into the
mouth of the alley, shopyping bag over ong arm. Qhe lifted the lids of the garbage cans. She did not hear
Andy grust because sie was & 1tle deat and because the rain was beating on the cans. She collected her
string and her pewspapaes, aid an old “ar with a feather on it from one of the garbage cans, and a broken
footstool wrorn anodet of the cans. Aad then sie replaced the lids and lifted her umbrella high and
walked out of the alley mouth. She had worked quickly and soundlessly, and now she was gone.

The alley looked vury wig sow. He couid see people passing at the other end of it, and he wondered
who the people wete, and he wondered if hs would ever get to know them, wondered who it was of the
bhed i, who had plunged the knife into his body.

Guardiars who hud sta

"That's {or you, Rovall " the voice hiad said. "That's for you. Royal!" Even in his pain, there had been
some sort of pride ia know.ig he was a Ro yal. Now there was no pride at all. With the rain beginning to

chill him, wilh the 7,006 po.ing steadily vetween his fingers, he knew only a sort of dizziness. He

o be Andy.

could cnly toinx. 1w aat
It was not very much to ask of the world.

He watched the woiid pessing at the other end of the alley. The world didn't know he was Andy. The
world dida't kaow e was alive. He wanied to say, "Hey, I'm alive! Hey, look at me! I'm alive! Don't

an

vou know {'mr: alive? Dor't you kinow { exist:
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He felt weak and very ticd. He felt alone. and wet and feverish and chilled. He knew he was going to
die now. That mads hins suddenly sad. He was filled with sadness that his life would be over at sixteen.
He felt all at once as ii e had never yone anything, never seen anything, never been anywhere. There
were so many thi

¢s to do. rie wondered why he'd never thought of them before, wondered why the
rumbles and the juraps and the purple jackets had always seemed so important to him before. Now they
seemed iike such smail things in a world he was missing, a world that was rushing past at the other end
of the aliey.

I don't want to die, hz thougnt. [ haven't lived yet. It seemed very important to him that he take off the
purple jacket. He was very close to dying, and when they found him, he did not want them to say, "Oh,
it's a Royal." With gese: =Tout, ke rolled over onte his back. He felt the pain tearing at his stomach when
he moved. [f hz never o another thing, be wanted to take off the jacket. The jacket had only one

le meanirg.

mzzaning oW, alid L3a0 wWas o VELy NP

If he had not beer s sariy (e jacket, he wouldn't have been stabbed. The knife had not been plunged in

hatred of Andy. The knite hated only the purple jacket. The jacket was as stupid meanin less thing that
O i meE .

was robbing him ot mz iiie.

He lay stiuggling v/ith D shiny wet jacket. His arms were heavy. Pain ripped fire across his body
whenever he mover. Eut ne squirmed and fought and twisted until one arm was free and then the other.
He rolled cway o tho jacke: ead lay quite still, breathing heavily, listening to the sound of his

nd thinking: Rain is sweet, I'm Andy.

breathing aad the sounds ¢f the raln

She fourid him in the dosrway a minute past midnight. She left the dance to look for him, and when she
) P g .

Coviind Wi ol brroor mpicla 7o arad agqd P Ha 1m s
found him, she koe peside zant and said, "Andy, it's me, Angela."

He did por answer a:r <he backed away from him, tears springing into her eyes, and then she ran from
the alley. She did not swop ruaning until she found a cop.

Aad now, standing with de cop, she icoicad down at him. The cop rose and said, "He's dead." All the
crying was out Of b uoty. bhe 5006 10 thie ram and said nothing, looking at the purple jacket that rested
a oot awaly YOI s ;Cl_»u_\/.

The cop picked ap whe acker and turned st over in his hands.

"4 Royal, nvh?" he sais

She looked at the cop and, very guietly, sie said, "His name is Andy."

The cop slung the jack:t over s arm. He took out his black pad, and he flipped it open to a blank page.

o)

"A Royal, he said. [non hie began viriting.
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WY e boy lay on the sidewalk bleeding in the rain. He was sixteen years old, and he wore a bright purple

jacket, and the lettering across the back of the jacket read THE ROYALS. The boy's name was Andy

and the name was delicately scripted in black thread on the front of the jacket, just over the heart.
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e He had been stabbed ten minutes ago. The knife entered just below his rib cage and had been drawn
:/Z;.Z;i.:ql across his body violently, tearing a wide gap in his flesh. He lay on the sidewalk with the March rain’}“’{jm £
7% drilling his jacket and drilling his body and washing away the blood that poured from his open wound.” ((‘ii""zf(f
He had known excruciating pain when the Knife had torn across his body, and then sudden comparative _ 75,
celief when the blade was pulled away. He had heard the voice saying, 'That's for you Royal!" and then 5’#‘,’,: G o

the sound of footsteps hurrying into the rain, and then he had fallen to the sidewalk, clutching his ™ 755
&
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stomach, trying to stop the flow of blood. \\t’\\)i 05 - /}([
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He tried to yell for help, but he had no voice. He did not know why his voice had deserted him, or why

there was an open hole in his body from which his life ran readily, steadily, or why the rain had become

so suddenly fierce. It was 11:13 p.m. but he did not know the time. +7ON.C — Adoain (oM, StES
(:u(i‘\xgl \ o

N (1

Hiruiien
There was another thing he did not know. '

,j-f\\\'\\,.,i‘. He did not know he was dying. He lay or. the sidewalk, bleeding, and he thought only: That was a fierce
rumble. They got me good that time, but he did not know he was dying. He would have been frightened
had he known. In his ignorance he lay bleeding and wishing he could cry out for help, but there was no
voice in his throat. There was only the bubbling of blood from between his lips whenever he opened his
mouth to speak. He lay in his pain, waiting, waiting for someone to find him. ;M4 €4
Aluson- Pagble oF the Gio SAME@RY™ 7
X He could hear the sound of automobile tizes hushed on the rain swept streets, far away at the other end
QO S of the long alley. He lay with his face pressed to the sidewalk, and he could see the splash of neon far

SO glaway at the other end of the alley, tinting the pavement red and green, slickly brilliant in the rain.

oy 06

AN

‘\‘/\;\‘\\- . He wondered if Laura would be angry. He had left the jump to get a package of cigarettes. He had told

N A i % 5 3 .

Ao her he would be back in & few minutes, and then he had gone downstairs and found the candy store

) closed. He kniew that Alfredo's on: the next block would be open. He had started through the alley, and
that was when he had been ambushed. 4i most Wik X WaS FATE—-

He could hear the faint sound of music now, coming from a long, long way off. He wondered if Laura
was dancing, wondered if she had rmissed him yet. Maybe she thought he wasn't coming back. Maybe
she thought he'd cut out for gocd. Maybe she had alreedy lett the jump and gone home. He thought of
her face, the brown ¢yes aad the jet-biack hair, and thinking of her he forgot his pain a little, forgot that
blood was rushing from his body. CH&(. sl dicsnt (ndecstnd hes dving —

" v

pPTAY/ A7 _ o k] 3

’\» YSomeday he would iarry Lauia. SOmMecty he would marry her, and they would have a lot of kids, and
w4 then they would get out of the neighberh 50d. They would move to a clean project in the Bronx, or
SRR s il ramoe fo Statern Island. Wh ; ied. wh d kid

1o Y maybe they would 1nove to Staten Island. When they were martied, when they had kids.

He heard footsteps at the other end of the alley, and he lifted his cheek from the sidewalk and looked
into the darkness and tiied to cry out, but again there was only a soft hissing bubble of blood on his

mouth. 3 W sy
Y. | I
epet”
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7 The man came down the alley. He had not seen Andy yet. He walked, and then stopped to lean against
the brick of the building, end then walked again. He saw Andy then and came toward him, and he stood
over him for a long time, the minutes ticking, ticking, watching him and not speaking.

Then he said, "What's the matter, buddy""

-

.
5’;; Andy could rot speak, and he could barely move. He lifted his face slightly and looked up at the man,
' and in the rain swept ailey he smelled the sickening odor of alcohol. The man was drunk.

LN :\t
P “»J..« Kl .y
\\, . \)/{,,_\ /ZC/L. ,
The man was sriling. O A
g 5 )f'%/-,,
C "Did you fall down, buddy?" he asked. " ou must be as drunk as I am." He squatted alongside Andy.

O
'Y ou gonna catch cold there " he said. "What's the matter? You like layin' in the wet?" ) ﬂ,a.f”t(-\” =
WELa
‘he rai (e &
Andy could not answer. The rain spaitered around them. W \C e oF
OV VA
NP L eSS Wy
=~ & Apinleom . v AL AV O\ A
You like a drink? (\( N (‘?\k(\vv { (Ll\ AW
) . \jé—) \ oY i\
C o N (N AW
Andy shock his head. \f/\\\a?\ e X W

"] gotta bottle. Here, ' the man said. He pulled a pint bottle trom his inside jacket pocket. Andy tried to
move, but pain wrenched him back flat against the sidewalk.

Take it," the man said. He kept watching Andy. "Take it." When Andy did not move, he said, "NeVv'
mind, I'll have one m'sali." He tilted the bottle to his lips, and then wiped the back of his hand across his
mouth. "You too young fo be drinkin' anyway. Should be 'shamed of yourself, drunk and layin 'in a
alley, all wet. Shame on you. I gotta good mind to call a cop."

NN

W0 n L:%

Andy nodded. Yes, e tried to say. Yes, call a cop. Please call one.

"Oh, you don' like that, kuh?" the drunk said. "You don' wanna cop to fin' you all drunk an' wet in an
alley, huh: Ckay, buddy. This (ime you gat off easy." He got to his feet. "This time you get off easy," he
said again. He waved broadiy at Andy, and then almost lost his footing. "S'long, buddy," he said.

Wait, Ancly thought. Wait, piease, i'm bleeding.
"S'long, ' the drunk said again, "l se€ you around,” and the he staggered off up the alley.

nn »‘X»’/ | Jré- C
N Andy lay ana thougnt: Laura, Laura. Are you dancing:? [V (’i\;ﬁ ('_;L(S /(M(L P~
I}j\b N ) . ) % .
VS “The couple carié itico the aliey suddenly. They rar into the alley together, running from the rain, the boy

'\\' “" holding the giri's elbow. the 2l spreading a newspaper over her head to protect her hair. Andy watched
them run into the aiicy iaughing, and theii duck into the doorway not ten feet from him.

v "Man, what rain!" the voy said. "You couid drown out there." ’LUM U

\ 4 UWWT) ,
N 1 . O T L e st L} | Nyl aba Ty LI B o n - n (Y T s "‘LC
(& "Thaveto get home,” the gitt said. "1t's late, Freddie. 1 have to get home. PR AV j%
XSl W ot

’7 "We got tirac," Freddie said. "Your people won't raise a fuss if you're a little late. Not with this with kind
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of weather."

"t's dark," the girl ¢aid, and she giggled.
"Yeah," the boy arswered, his voice very low.
"Freddie . . . . 4

"Um?"

"You're ... standing very close to me."

"Um."

There was a long siience. Then the girl said, "Oh," only that single word, and Andy knew she had been
kissed , and he suddenly hungered for Laura's routh. It was then that he wondered if he would ever kiss
Laura again. It was then tha: he wondered if he was dying. i\/‘ﬂ { ) \m DE “L\‘( 20 ﬂ" oN
Yo 5 (O (,L\A

No, he thought. I can't be dying, not from a little street rumble, 1}0‘[ from just being cut. éEuys get cut all
the time in rumbles. [ can't be dying. Ne, that's stupid. That dor't make any sense at all.

Abytidl
"You shouldn't,” the girl said.

"Why not?" (5
Y ) RS ,\\_)\ 1")
e~ K\L’ . ~O b \\\\\
"Do you like it”' (}/;\* ca A £
N % o
1 n @U \:J\:\\ ')\\,L/
Yes. U &
RN,
"So?" \
"T don't know." Ve oo )T
A \’\)Y‘ -~ \/(/W AN
n& A) AL
"I love you, Angela." the boy said. ’U/’“'\&?’ \ )@ L (v
/ \’:};k\’l _,

"I love you, too, Freddie." the girl said, and Andy listened and thought: I love you, Laura. Laura, I think
maybe I'm dym’y Laura, this is stupid buL 1 think raaybe I'm dying. Laura, I think I'm dying ,» HE /7[,(,6

didlogue
He tried to speak. He tried to move. He tried to crawl toward the doorway. He tried to make a n01se a
sound, and a grunt cante, a low animal grunt of pain. sl fa/)wk/‘ O (“, /\‘(T
"What was that?" the girl said, suddenly alarmed, breaking away from the boy.
"] don't know," he 3nsvsered.
"Go look, Freddie’

"No. Wait."
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Andy moved his ips 2gain. Agan the sound came from him.
Freddie!"

"What?"

“I'm scared."

"'l go see," the boy said.

He steppea into the alicy. de w alkked over to where Andy lay on the ground. He stood over him,
watching him.

Toneg shift

"

kv
\H}
\ ?\

"You all ughw" he asked.

"What is it?" Angels said from the docrway.

"Somebody's hurt,” Freddie said.

"Let's get out of here." Angela said.

"No. Wait a minute." He knelt down beside Andy. "You cut?" he asked.

Andy nodded. The boy kept ioolxmtj at him. He saw the lettering on the jacket then. THE ROYALS. He

turned to Angela.
P nd
"He's a Royal," he said. \ . .\’o’\\

" et's what. . . .what . . . do you want to do, Freddie?"

"I don't know. I doa't know. I don't want to get mixed up in this. He's a Royal. We help him, and the
Guardians'il be down or: our necks. [ dont want to get mixed up in this, Angela."

"Is he. ¢ hurt vad?
"Yeah, it looks that way."
"What shail we do?"

"I don't know."

"We can't leave him here m tne rain,” Angela hesitated. "Can we?"

M’fwe get a copy. the Guardians 11 find cut who," Freddie said. "I don't know, Angela. I don't know."

Angela hesitated a long time before answering. Then she said, "I want to g0 home, Freddie. My people
will begin 1o worty."

"Yeah," Freddie said. H2 looked at Andy again. "You all right?" he asked. Andy lifted his face from the
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b

sidewalk. and his ey 2s said: Please, please help me, and maybe Freddie read what his eyes were saying,

and maybe he didn'i. ‘ ‘

tone. panic
Be hind him, Angela said, "Freddie, let's get out of here! Please!” Freddie stood up. He looked at Andy
again, and then muinbied, "I'm sorry." He took Angela's arm and together they ran towards the neon
splash at the other end of the alley.

M CLUL of L it of ﬁ;f@ rCal Ll
Why, they're at.a.d of the Guardians, Andy thought in amazement. By why should they be? I wasn't
afraid of the Guardians. I never turkeyed out of a rumble with the Guardians. I got heart. But I'm
bleeding. ’

PO Y 5

snift
The rain was soctaing somehow. It was 2 cold rain, but his body was hot all over, and the rain helped
cool him. He had atways liked rain. He could remember sitting in Laura's house one time, the rain
running dewn the windows, and just looking out over the street, watching the people running from the
rain. That was whes ne'd first joined the Royals. /7. Tagey. .

4 [Cf"ic] e
He could remember how happy he was when the Royals had taken him. The Royals and the Guardians,
two of the bigzest. He was u Foyal. Thers had been meaning to the title. ' _
QUiSTION g ALCSi oy
- }.{\LXN ow, in the alley, with the cold rain washing his hot body, he wondered ab/out the meaning. If he died,

Cw\j 0 he was Andy. He was rot a Royal. He was simply Andy, and he was dead. And he wondered suddenly if
s the Guarcians e 1ad ambeshed him ard knifed him had ever once realized he was Andy? Had they

‘.LE.,»‘-{{\'? known thet he was And or Lad they simply known that he was Royal wearing a purple silk jacket? Had
1 Y they stabled him, A.dy, or cad they only stabbed the jacket and the title and what good was the title if

yeu were dying. S Ya
~ a8 A% 7 \/ \) .
Oy Mot oL

I'm Andy, he screxmed yordlessiy, I'm Andy.

oD ;
“ 7) '\ j:A")l old lady stopped at the vther end of the alley. The garbage cans were stacked there, beating noisily in
‘' the rain. The old iad, cerried an umbrella with broken ribs, carried it like a queen. She stepped into the
mouth of the alley, shopping bag over one arm. She lifted the lids of the garbage cans. She did not hear
Andy gruis because she was a little deaf and because the rain was beating on the cans. She collected her
string and her newspapsrs, and an old sai with a feather on it from one of the garbage cans, and a broken
footstool srora unoaet of the cans. Aad then she replaced the lids and lifted her umbrella high and
walked out o the alley mouth. She had worked quickly and soundlessly, and now she was gone.
C \“\"‘ ; . .
:‘-‘\3‘ . X The alley looked very iong aow. He couid see people passing at the other end of it, and he wondered
' \.}\\J&\ who the peoplc were, and he woadered if he would ever get to know them, wondered who it was of the
o U G ardiars who had stabbed nim, who had plunged the knife intc his body. ée . UL 3
QP 715" ol
"That's £57 you. Koval: the vowe hiad said. "That's for you. Royal!" Even in His pain, therg ad been
some sor: of pride ia know.ig he was a Royal. Now there was no rride at all. With the rain beginning to
chill him, wilh the “.ouu pe.iayg steadily between his fingers, he knew only a sort of dizziness. He

Q
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could enly thinx. 1want © be Andy. '[:.C}iﬂ%;ﬁl;ﬁfﬁt " ",Li
{ M ’“C“ Ut <
) L v 0 A
It was not very much to gsk of the world. ‘ 2 CVL £ [::-_ﬁ(”') D
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He watched the world pessing at the other end of the alley. The world didn't know he was Andy. The
world didin't kao ae was alive. He wanied to say, "Hey, I'm alive! Hey, look at me! I'm alive! Don't

an

you know {'m alive? Don't you know { €xist’
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He felt weak and very tiisd. He telt alone. and wet and feverish and chilled. He knew he was going to
e die now. That made hin suddenly sad. He was filied with sadness that his life would be over at sixteen.

'{U': ~ Hefeltall at once as i e had never done anything, never seen anything, never been anywhere. There
.,‘(\JL UQV were so many hings to dc. rie wondered why he'd never thought of them before, wondered why the

? aQ&  rumbles and the juraps amd the purple jackets had always seemed so important to him before. Now they
\}‘b »  seemed iike such small things in a world he was missing, a world that was rushing past at the other end

of the aliey.
re- pANG | |

I don't want to die, h= thougnt. | haven't lived yet. It seemed very important to him that he take off the

purple jacket. He was very close to dying. and when they found him, he did not want them to say, "Oh,

it's a Royal." With gree® offor, e ro'led aver onte his back. He felt the pain tearing at his stomach when

he moved. [f e never S another thing, be wanted to take off the jacket. The jacket had only one

meaning now, atdl hai was & very simple meanirg. ﬂ s L 'XQCC“V;
oMY atH it W~ WL - ¢

If he had not beer v zariny te jacket, he”wouldn't have been stab‘bed. The knife had not been plunged in

he knite hated only the purple jacket. The jacket was as stupid meaningless thing that

hatred of Andy. I'a
was robbing him ot hiz {i7e.

A/
/

- =

la'/“ :. T
W

f‘\‘Hc lay struggling with Jwe shiny wet jacket. His arms were heavy. Pain ripped fire across his body
whenever he moved. Bui ne sguivmed and fought and twisted until one arm was free and then the other.
He rolled cway troa i : jacke: 2ad lay quite still, breathing heavily, listening to the sound of his
breathing aad the sounds of the raip and Jninking: Rain is sweet, I'm Andy.

Se //-o

SN\ Y e s S o B & 5
., ('/,;\) She found him in the dootway a minuie past midnight. She left the dance to look for him, and when she
—X 7 found him, she Kiei oeside fam and said, "Andy, it's me, Angela.”

X

He did por answar 1er Cac backed away from him, tears springing into her eyes, and then she ran from
the alley. She did not siwp raaning until she found a cop. £ / ;f;-,
' - o 14l

£.ad now, stancing with the cop, she wcokad down at himn. The cop rose and said, "He's dead.” All the
crying was out Of b 10t e 50004 in the ran and said nothing, looking at the purple jacket that rested

oot away Iﬁl'uAHi zii: Couy. n i rac e J aVs
a 100 ay it Cuuy /fu WA o ;\ ]‘ [,{SI_L /](, [[,(\/ o
The cop picked ap the jacker and wrned it over in his hands.
) /) NP Y "’,—"‘\,-\ A
"A Royal, nuh?" he sais | U Li(/, ¢men / [‘.{) [ 4 -
\ \ IV f )
LAl é‘b‘/ilfi" e

3he looked at the cop and, very quietly, she said, "His name is Andy."

The cop slung the jnck:t over s arm. He took out his black pad, and he flipped it open to a blank page.

b

began viriting.

“A Royal, " he said. Iren
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“On the Sidewalk Bleeding”
By Evan Hunter
Short Answer Question Response

1. How is the first impression of Andy by the reader right or wrong? Explain your answer and
provide evidence from the text.

2. Why does the character of Andy wait until the very end to try to change his choices? Explain
your answer and provide evidence from the text.
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7z | inpression o Andy right”

A (npOES50n right good Lid it bad SALfs

(. Andy basically 5pod kid in b4d situahion because
he's in a.qan? out not nfo bad Stuff
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