“On the Sidewalk Bleeding”
Evan Hunter was born Salvator A. Lombino, in the Italian Harlem neighborhood of New York City, and legally changed his name in 1952.  He also has the pseudonym, Ed McBain, under which he wrote the 87th Precinct series and other mystery novels.  He has written short stories, film scripts, and plays under at least four different names.  One of his best known novels is "Blackboard Jungle."  "On the Sidewalk Bleeding" was written in 1991.
A.  Journal Question 
1.  When you form impressions or opinions about people you first meet, what kinds of things do you consider: their looks, clothing, where they are from, what they are doing, etc.?  Discuss the impact of first impressions.  Can first impressions be wrong?  
2.  Describe what you see happening in the picture and write a reflection based on the title of the story and the facts presented. What do you think the story is about? What are gangs?  Why do they exist?  How can they be stopped?



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 not know the time. 

There was another thing he did not know. 
He did not know he was dying. He lay on 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. 
He could hear the sound 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 in a few minutes, and then he had gone downstairs and found the candy store closed. He knew 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 missed him yet. Maybe she thought he wasn't coming back. Maybe she thought he'd cut out for good. Maybe she had already left the jump and gone home. He thought of her face, the brown eyes and the jet-black hair, and thinking of her he forgot his pain a little, forgot that blood was rushing from his body. 
Someday he would marry Laura. Someday he would marry her, and they would have a lot of kids, and then they would get out of the neighborhood. They would move to a clean project in the Bronx, or maybe they would move to Staten Island. When they were married, 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 tried to cry out, but again there was only a soft hissing bubble of blood on his mouth. 
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 not speak, and he could barely move. He lifted his face slightly and looked up at the man, and in the rain swept alley 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. 
“You 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. 
"I gotta bottle. Here," the man said. He pulled a pint bottle from 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, "Nev' mind, I'll have one m'self." 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. 
"Oh, you don' like that, huh?" the drunk said. "You don' wanna cop to fin' you all drunk an' wet in an alley, huh? Okay, buddy. This time you get off easy." He got to his feet. "This time you get off easy," he said again. He waved broadly at Andy, and then almost lost his footing. "S'long, buddy," he said. 

Wait, Andy thought. Wait, please, I'm bleeding. 
"S'long," the drunk said again, "I see you around," and the he staggered off up the alley. 
Andy lay and thought: Laura, Laura. Are you dancing? 
The couple came into the alley suddenly. They ran into the alley together, running from the rain, the boy holding the girl's elbow, the girl spreading a newspaper over her head to protect her hair. Andy watched them run into the alley laughing, and then duck into the doorway not ten feet from him. 
"Man, what rain!" the boy said. 'You could drown out there." 
"I have to get home," the girl said. "It's late, Freddie. I have to get home." 
"We got time," Freddie said. "Your people won't raise a fuss if you're a little late. Not with this kind of weather." 
"It's dark," the girl said, and she giggled. 

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

"Freddie . . . . ? 
"Um?" 
"You're ... standing very close to me." 
"Um." 
There was a long silence. Then the girl said, "Oh," only that single word, and Andy knew she had been kissed , and he suddenly hungered for Laura's mouth. 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 from 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?" 
"I don’t know. " 
"I love you, Angela," the boy said. 
"I love you, too, 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 maybe I'm dying. Laura, I think I'm dying. 
He tried to speak. He tried to 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. 
"I don't know," he answered. 
"Go look, Freddie." 
"No. Wait." 
Andy moved his lips again. Again the sound came from him. 

"Freddie!" 
"What?" 
"I'm scared." 
"I'll go see," the boy said. 
He stepped into the alley. He walked over to where Andy lay on the ground. He stood over him, watching him. 
"You all right?" he asked. 
"What is it?" Angela said from the doorway. 
"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. 
"Let's… what. . . .what . . . do you want to do, Freddie?" 
"I don't know. I don't know. I don't want to get mixed up in this. He's a Royal. We help him, and the Guardians'll be down on our necks. I don't want to get mixed up in this, Angela." 
"Is he . . . is he hurt bad?" 
"Yeah, it looks that way." 
"What shall we do?" 
"I don't know." 
"We can't leave him here in the rain," Angela hesitated. "Can we?" 
"If we get a cop, 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 go home, Freddie. My people will begin to worry." 
"Yeah," Freddie said. He looked at Andy again. "You all right?" he asked. Andy lifted his face from the sidewalk, and his eyes said: Please, please help me, and maybe Freddie read what his eyes were saying, and maybe he didn't. 
Behind him, Angela said, "Freddie, let's get out of here! Please!" Freddie stood up. He looked at Andy again, and then mumbled, "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 afraid 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. 
The rain was soothing somehow. It was a cold rain, but his body was hot all over, and the rain helped cool him. He had always liked rain. He could remember sitting in Laura's house one time, the rain running down the windows, and just looking out over the street, watching the people running from the rain. That was when he'd first joined the Royals.
He could remember how happy he was when the Royals had taken him. The Royals and the Guardians, two of the biggest. He was a Royal. There had been meaning 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 not a Royal. He was simply Andy, and he was dead. And he wondered suddenly if the Guardians who had ambushed him and knifed him had ever once realized he was Andy? Had they known that he was Andy or had they simply known that he was Royal wearing a purple silk jacket? Had they stabbed him, Andy, or had they only stabbed the jacket and the title, and what good was the title if you were dying?  

I'm Andy, he screamed wordlessly, I'm Andy. 
An old lady stopped at the other end of the alley. The garbage cans were stacked there, beating noisily in the rain. The old lady carried 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 grunt because she was a little deaf and because the rain was beating on the cans. She collected her string and her newspapers, and an old hat with a feather on it from one of the garbage cans, and a broken footstool from another of the cans. And then she 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 very long now. He could see people passing at the other end of it, and he wondered who the people were, and he wondered if he would ever get to know them, wondered who it was of the Guardians who had stabbed him, who had plunged the knife into his body. 

"That's for you, Royal!" the voice had said. "That's for you, Royal!" Even in his pain, there had been some sort of pride in knowing he was a Royal. Now there was no pride at all. With the rain beginning to chill him, with the blood pouring steadily between his fingers, he knew only a sort of dizziness. He could only think: I want to be Andy. 
It was not very much to ask of the world. 
He watched the world passing at the other end of the alley. The world didn't know he was Andy. The world didn't know he was alive. He wanted to say, "Hey, I'm alive! Hey, look at me! I'm alive! Don't you know I'm alive? Don't you know I exist?" 
He felt weak and very tired. He felt alone, and wet and feverish and chilled. He knew he was going to die now. That made him suddenly sad. He was filled with sadness that his life would be over at sixteen. He felt all at once as if he had never done anything, never seen anything, never been anywhere. There were so many things to do. He wondered why he'd never thought of them before, wondered why the rumbles and the jumps and the purple jackets had always seemed so important to him before. Now they seemed like such small things in a world he was missing, a world that was rushing past at the other end of the alley. 
I don't want to die, he thought. I 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 great effort, he rolled over onto his back. He felt the pain tearing at his stomach when he moved. If he never did another thing, he wanted to take off the jacket. The jacket had only one meaning now, and that was a very simple meaning. 
If he had not been wearing the jacket, he wouldn't have been stabbed. The knife had not been plunged in hatred of Andy. The knife hated only the purple jacket. The jacket was as stupid meaningless thing that was robbing him of his life.  

He lay struggling with the shiny wet jacket. His arms were heavy. Pain ripped fire across his body whenever he moved. But he squirmed and fought and twisted until one arm was free and then the other. He rolled away from the jacket and lay quite still, breathing heavily, listening to the sound of his breathing and the sounds of the rain and thinking: Rain is sweet, I'm Andy. 
She found him in the doorway a minute past midnight. She left the dance to look for him, and when she found him, she knelt beside him and said, "Andy, it's me, Laura." 

He did not answer her. She backed away from him, tears springing into her eyes, and then she ran from the alley. She did not stop running until she found a cop. 
And now, standing with the cop, she looked down at him. The cop rose and said, "He's dead." All the crying was out of her now. She stood in the rain and said nothing, looking at the purple jacket that rested a foot away from his body. 
The cop picked up the jacket and turned it over in his hands. 
"A Royal, huh?" he said. 
She looked at the cop and, very quietly, she said, "His name is Andy." 
The cop slung the jacket over his arm. He took out his black pad, and he flipped it open to a blank page. 
"A Royal." he said. Then he began writing. 
B.  Vocabulary
What do these words, used in the story, mean?

Scripted      
Jump          Excruciating      
Comparative       Rumble
           
What do these words, which could have been used in the story, mean?  Where in the story might you use them?  

Muzzle  
Foraging
Giddy

Loathing
C.        Questions - In Pairs (the person next to you) answer the following questions.
1.  What is the setting (time, place, weather) of the story?
2.  What is the mood (feeling) the story creates?
3.  What is the theme (message) of the story? 

4.  What is the climax of the story? 

5.  Write a character description of Andy.  What type of character is he? What kind of person is he like?  Did he deserve to die?  What things do you think he hoped to do in his life? 

6.  What is the police officer’s reaction to Andy?  How does this contribute to the author's message? 

7.  We tend to react to people on the basis of surface things such as what they wear or what groups they belong.  Is this fair?   How do you judge someone you don’t know very well? 

8.  What effect does labeling or stereotyping have on others?  What alternatives can you suggest to behave in a more receptive manner? 

9.  Why do teens like Andy join gangs like the Royals? 

10.  What alternative sources of support are there?  How can we encourage others to choose healthy interactions rather than joining groups that may bring negative consequences?
11.  What are positive and negative things you learned about being in a gang?
D.  Characterization Chart

Text Title: ______________________________________________________________

Character: ______________________________________________________________

Method of Characterization

Provide examples from the text and explain what the examples reveal about the character’s character.
	Speech

	

	Thoughts

	

	Effect on others—

how others behave

in reaction to the

character


	

	Appearance

	

	Actions

	


E.    Poem  - (Individual assignment) Describe Andy in a Form Poem
Noun 
Adjective, Adjective
Verb, Verb, Verb
Adverb, Adverb, Adverb, Adverb
Noun
 
Example:                                         Royal
Sixteen, Wounded
Bleeding, Hurting, Dying
Suddenly, Painfully, Needlessly, Alone 
Andy
You can use this poem as an example or be creative and create your own found poem, which is when you gather words from the story and re-assemble them to create your own poem.  *Hand in poem to be marked.
F.  Creative Writing Assignment  
Choose ONE of the following activities based on “On the Sidewalk Bleeding”.
1.  Write an obituary about Andy written in the newspaper.
(An obituary is an attempt to give an account of the texture and significance of the life of someone who has recently died.)
· Review the Obituary Section of the newspaper and How to Write an Obituary at this website: http://www.remembranceprocess.com/capturing-a-life-in-words/guide-to-writing-an-obituary/
· Write Andy’s Obituary
· Must include:
· Background information on Andy.
· 5 major events in the story in which Andy was involved.
·  Details on Andy’s death.

·  Details about Andy’s Funeral Services  (i.e. visitation and funeral)

	Obituary Rubric


	CATEGORY 
	4 
	3 
	2 
	1 

	Writing Process 
	Student devotes a lot of time and effort to the writing process (prewriting, drafting, reviewing, and editing). Works hard to make the obituary wonderful. 
	Student devotes sufficient time and effort to the writing process (prewriting, drafting, reviewing, and editing). Works and gets the job done. 
	Student devotes some time and effort to the writing process but was not very thorough. Does enough to get by. 
	Student devotes little time and effort to the writing process. Doesn't seem to care. 

	Focus on Assigned Topic 
	The obituary is related to the assigned topic and allows the reader to understand much more about the topic. 
	Most of the obituary is related to the assigned topic. 
	Some of the obituary is related to the assigned topic, but a reader does not learn much about the topic. 
	No attempt has been made to relate the obituary to the assigned topic. 

	Accuracy of Facts 
	All facts presented in the obituary are accurate. 
	Almost all facts presented in the obituary are accurate. 
	Most facts presented in the obituary are accurate (at least 70%). 
	There are several factual errors in the obituary. 

	Requirements 
	All of the written requirements (# of pages, # of graphics, type of graphics, etc.) were met. 
	Almost all (about 90%) the written requirements were met. 
	Most (about 75%) of the written requirements were met, but several were not. 
	Many requirements were not met.


2.   Pretend you are a newspaper journalist covering this story, of the recent gang related killing. Write a newspaper article explaining this event. It is important to write in the style of a real newspaper article.  
A. Write a headline (and possibly a sub-heading as well). 
B. Include the following information in your first paragraph: Who? What? When? Where? And How
C. When you mention people: 
· give their full names, but after the first time they are mentioned, call them by their surname (family name)
· give their age (see how this is done above) 
· give their occupation (e.g. "Unemployed shop assistant, Lim Ah Mei, …")
D. Your first paragraph will tell the whole story in a brief form. Add plenty of detailed information in the other paragraphs. 
E. Include at least one short quote from someone you interviewed (e.g. one of Andy’s Gang members, Laura, his parents). Look at the example above. 
F.. Get a classmate to read your report and offer advice. Check carefully for errors. Aim for excellence.
A sample crime report can be found at this website: http://old.post-gazette.com/pg/09235/992800-100.stm?cmpid=latest.xml
	Crime Article Rubric


	CATEGORY 
	Excellent 
	Good 
	Satisfactory 
	Needs Improvement 

	Articles - Supporting Details 
	The details in the article are clear, effective, and vivid 80-100% of the time. 
	The details in the article are clear and pertinent 90-100% of the time. 
	The details in the article are clear and pertinent 75-89% of the time. 
	The details in the article are neither clear nor pertinent. 

	Graphics 
	Graphics are neatly drawn and clearly related to the article. 
	Graphics are clearly related to the article. 
	Graphics are related to the article. 
	Graphics are not clearly related to the article. 

	Articles - Purpose 
	The article establishes a clear purpose in the lead paragraph and demonstrates a clear understanding of the topic. 
	The article establishes a purpose in the lead paragraph and demonstrate a clear understanding of the topic. 
	The article establishes a purpose in the lead paragraph and demonstrates an understanding of the topic. 
	The article does not establish a clear purpose in the lead paragraph and doesn't demonstrate a clear understanding of the topic. 

	Layout - Headlines & Captions 
	The article has a headline that captures the reader's attention and accurately describes the content. The graphic has a caption that describes the illustration. 
	The article has a headline that accurately describes the content. The graphic has a caption. 
	The article has a headline. The graphic has a caption. 
	The article does not have a headline or the graphic does not have a caption. 

	Spelling and Proofreading 
	No spelling errors found in the newspaper. 
	No more than one spelling error found in the newspaper. 
	No more than 3 spelling errors found in the newspaper. 
	Several spelling errors remain in the final copy of the newspaper. 


3.  Write a diary entry for Angela or Freddie.  What would her reactions be seeing Andy on the Sidewalk bleeding?  How would she feel?  Does she feel guilty for not helping?   Dear Diary, …..
 Diary Entry Rubric
Key terms are identified; questions are fully answered  1 2 3 4 5 
Information is accurate 1 2 3 4 5 
Journal Entry is written in character 1 2 3 4 5 
Time and effort went into this assignment 1 2 3 4 5 
Proper grammar, punctuation, and spelling are evident 1 2 3 4 5 
Content is sufficient to give insight into character 1 2 3 4 5
Interesting and easy to read 1 2 3 4 5 
4.  Write a eulogy for Andy – pretend you are Andy’s girlfriend Laura, what would you say?
A eulogy is a speech or writing in praise of a person or thing. The word is derived from two Greek words - ευ (pronounced "you") meaning good or well and λογος (pronounced "logos") meaning word, phrase, speech, etc.  A eulogy is a speech given about a person at his or her funeral or memorial service.  
In the eulogy, people commonly talk about the best parts of the personality of the person, sometimes giving examples, and about favourite memories of the person from life.  For more detail on how to write a eulogy, see this website:

http://www.write-out-loud.com/eulogy-write.html
Eulogy Rubric
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Creativity Exceeds Standards Meets Standards Almost Meets Standards  Does Not Meet Standards
Writing is extremely creative. Writing is somewhat creative, Writing contains a few creative  Writing contains many cliche ideas
Ideas and style is refreshing and  Some new and imaginative ideas.  ideas but style is mostly and an uninspired style.
imaginative. Talented writing. Good writing. uninspired.
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Spelling and Grammar Exceeds Standards Meets Standards Almost Meets Standards  Does Not Meet Standards
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throughout the writing ot take away from the overall  piece. to comprehend the meaning.
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work.
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