Drowning Slowly 


By Soho





	When I was 12,  I had been an onlooker for most of my life.  I was an outsider if you will.  It started in the orphanage, continued in my Aunt Elizabeth’s house, and finished on the streets of New York City.  Maybe I should just start from the beginning. 


	I was born in Stirling, Scotland, on May 4th, 1883.  My father was a soldier.  My mother was a housewife, like most women.  They were both about 19 at the time of my birth.  I was their first child.  They named me Samantha, because it was my mother’s middle name.  My middle name was, and still is, Rose.  I always felt that Samantha Rose was a stupid name, but it wasn’t my choice. 


	Two years later, my brother Colin was born.  My mother died while giving birth to him.  Colin always blamed himself for that, but I never did.  He could never have done anything to prevent it.  I always told him that, but he still wondered why I never got mad at him for Mama’s death.  I guess it was because I never cared.  I know that sounds terrible, but when I was 2, I didn’t realize what death was.  By the time I was old enough to understand, I had forgotten her.  


Daddy had always said I looked like her.  I had never doubted him.  My wavy red hair and eyes that were the color of the stormy sea bared no resemblance to his dark brown hair and chocolate-colored eyes.  Daddy looked more like Colin, or rather, Colin looked more like Daddy.  Colin acted like Daddy, too.  They were both very calm and very quiet.  I, on the other hand liked to talk and had fiery temper that matched my hair.  


But Daddy loved me anyway.  I was his little princess, his first-born.  He called me Rosie, partially because of my hair, and partially because Samantha reminded him too much of Mama.  I think it was because I reminded him of Mama too much, he killed himself.  I remember when Daddy died.  I was five.  


It was about ten o’clock in the morning, and Daddy was still asleep.  I went in to wake him up, and I found him lying in a pool of blood on the floor, his rifle next to him.  He didn’t have a face anymore.  It was terrifying.  I will never forget that day, that moment, how Daddy looked.  I couldn’t believe that the man on the floor was my father.  I didn’t want to believe that it was my father.  Colin was lucky.  He never had to see Daddy, he would’ve been too young to remember anyway.  But I remember, and because of it, I can’t think about my father without thinking about how he looked that morning. 


From that point on, I was a quiet little girl.  I blamed myself for my father’s death, and I was afraid that if I talked too much, I would say something about Daddy.  I didn’t want to talk about Daddy with anyone, not even Colin.  


Another reason for my shyness from that point on was that I was suddenly a new kid.  My brother and I were sent to live in an orphanage in Edinburgh, and I hated it there.  All of the kids there had been there for a while, and I was an outsider to them.  None of them wanted to talk to me, and if anyone did, I usually wouldn’t talk back.  They finally came to the conclusion that I was a snotty little rich girl, and that I thought I was better than they were.  I didn’t think that at all, I was just extremely shy.    


I was stuck in that hell hole for four years until my Aunt Elizabeth heard about what had happened to her brother, and decided to have Colin and I live with her.  I was ecstatic when I heard the news.  I was going to live with my aunt!!  I had never met her, but I figured she was something like Daddy and that I would be perfectly happy living with her in New York.  


Boy, was I wrong.  When we got off of the boat at New York, after immigration and all that, we were ‘greeted’ by my aunt.  She was short and thin, and she looked like Daddy, but she was nothing like him.  She didn’t hug us, or even seem very happy to have us there at all.  Her basic greeting was, “Get in the carriage.”  


As we rode to her home, I was fascinated by everything in New York.  The buildings were so much taller than the ones in Edinburgh, and the whole city seemed noisier.  I instantly loved New York City, but little did I know that I wouldn’t see much of it during the next few years.  


We got to Aunt Elizabeth’s house, and the butler showed us to our rooms.  I walked into mine and was in awe.  The room was gigantic in comparison to the one at the orphanage.  I put my little suitcase on a chair, and walked around the room.  I opened up the closet, and saw that my aunt had already bought me new dresses.  I had a few dolls now, too.  But despite all of this, my aunt still seemed to loathe me.  


	Actually, I really just loathed her.  She wanted me to be a proper lady.  That meant I had to lose my ‘terrible Scottish accent’, so that no one would know I was an immigrant. It also meant I had to stay indoors at all times, and I couldn’t really talk to anyone.  (I also had to be my uncle’s punching bag.)  


I despised being stuck in my room all day.  I spent my time looking out my window, watching the people down on the street.  I especially liked watching the newsboys.  They amused me, yelling the headlines, usually right in someone’s ear.  I envied them.  They seemed so free.


One day, when I was 12, the maid came in while I was staring out my window.  I found that a little odd, since I rarely saw her.  She usually cleaned my room while I was with my tutor.  “What are you doing, little one?” She asked me.


“Watching the newsboys,” I answered, my Scottish accent almost gone.


“Why are you watching the newsies,” the maid asked, “when you could be playing with your dolls?”  I shrugged.  I knew the answer, but didn’t want to tell her.  She finished cleaning my room, and left without another word.  


That night, I lay in bed, wondering why instead of watching the newsies, I couldn’t be talking to the newsies.  I felt like a prisoner.  That’s when I decided I would escape.  


I spent the whole day planning my escape.  I knew I could leave through the back door easily.  I decided that was the thing to do. But if I was going to live on the streets I needed a new outfit.  I couldn’t walk around the streets of New York in a dress.  I wouldn’t stand a chance.  That was one problem I couldn’t solve.  I decided I would figure it out when the time came to.


The next night, after everyone had slept, I slipped out of bed and went downstairs.  I crept out of the house, and started walking down the street.  I knew I was a pitiful sight.  I was wearing the dress I had worn when coming from Scotland, which was very ragged, but fit me perfectly considering it had been terribly big on me when I first wore it.  I had a black eye, courtesy of my uncle, and I knew I looked very confused.  I had no idea where I was going.  I couldn’t have even told you if I was in Manhattan or the Bronx.  I didn’t know anything about New York.  


The only thing I did know was that I was exhausted.  I hadn’t slept much the previous night, and I hadn’t dared to sleep that night.  I knew I had to find somewhere to ‘snooze’, and fast, before I fell asleep in the middle of the street.  Luckily, I quickly found a very cozy doorway, and promptly fell into a deep slumber.      


“Hey kid!  You alive?  Wake up!” I opened my eyes and saw a boy with black hair, brown eyes, and a cigar in his mouth standing above me.  He looked Italian.  


“Huh?  I didn’t do anything,” I said groggily.  The boy laughed.  


“Yeah, I know youse didn’t do nothin’,” he said in a thick New York accent, “geez, youse sure is hawd ta wake up.  Hey, you hungry?”  I shook my head.  “No?  Okay, well den youse must be new ta sleepin’ on da street.  Are ya?”  I nodded.  “You ain’t got money, right?”  I nodded again.  He smiled.  “Den youse is gonna be a newsy.  Come on kid, youse is comin’ wid me.”  I stood up and followed him to a building with a sign that read ‘Newsboys Lodging House’.  It was hard, but I tried not to smile with the thought of being one of the newsies I had envied less than a day before.    


“Okay kid,” the boy said, “foist ting ta do is ta get youse ta look like a boy.  Youse can’t let ‘em know youse is a goil.  Da udders ain’t nevah gonna accept ya if dey knows youse is a goil.”  I followed him up the fire escape and into a large room with a lot of bunk beds in it.  He walked over to one of the bunks, lifted up the mattress, and pulled out a pair of knickers, suspenders, a shirt, a vest and a cap.  “Dese are me old clothes,” he said, as he threw them to me, “dey should fit ya.  I’ll wait out in da hall so dat youse can change.”  He walked out of the room, closing the door behind him.


I quickly changed, eager to start my new life as a newsy.  I opened the door, and left the room.  “Ya look great kid,” the boy said with a smile, “but, uh, ya got’s ta put ya haeh under da cap.”  I nodded, and did as I had been told.  “Now youse is ready ta sell da papes,” the boy said with a smile.


We went back through the room and down the fire escape.  “So kid,” the boy asked me once we were on the ground, “what’s ya name?” 


“Samantha,” I replied softly.  


“I’m Racetrack,” the boy said, shaking my hand, “and I’m gonna call youse Sam.  Well, at least until Jack gives ya a nickname.”  I nodded.  I had no idea who Jack was, but I figured I would find out soon enough.


     I spent most of that day selling with Racetrack.  After the papers were all sold, however, I got to meet the rest of the newsies.  We got back to the lodging house around 7 in the evening (we just HAD to go to Sheepshead), and were greeted by an old man.  


“Hiya Kloppman,” Racetrack said, “dis here’s me friend Sam.  He’s gonna be stayin’ heah fer a while.”  Kloppman nodded, and I followed Race upstairs.


“Heya guys,” Racetrack announced as he walked into the room with all of the bunk beds in it,  “dis heah’s Sam.  He’s gonna be a newsy.”  


“Hiya Sam!!!”  All of the boys in the room shouted.  


“Lemme intraduce youse ta da guys, Sam,” Racetrack told me as he started naming everyone in the room, “dere’s Jack, Kid Blink, Crutchy, Bumlets, Specs, Skittery, Dutchy, Jake, Itey, Snipeshooter, Swifty, Snoddy, Mush, Pie Eater, Boots, and Snitch.”  


“I tawt dere was more den 17 newsies,” I said, mimicking Racetrack’s accent, and counting all of the boys in the room.  They all laughed like I had just said something hilarious.  I was confused.  


Jack walked up and put his arm around my shoulder.  “Dere are more dan jist 16 newsies, Sam.  Dere’s  about, uh, 30 newsies in dis lodgin’ house,” he said.


“Dat’s includin’ youse,” Kid Blink added.  I smiled.   


“Would youse jist shuddup while I’m tawkin’?” Jack practically yelled.  Kid Blink nodded.  “Good.  Now where was I?   Oh yeah, so dere’s about 30 newsies here in our part a Manhattan, ‘cuz some of ‘em ain’t done sellin’ dere papes.  But in da whole a New Yawk?  Dere’s more den 200.”  My jaw dropped.  


“Really?” 


“Well, dere’s da Bronx, Queens, and da Battery,” Jack said.  


“Don’t ferget Staten Island,” Skittery voiced. 


“And Midtown,” Dutchy said.


“Den dere’s da East Side, too,” Bumlets added.


“Oh yeah, and Harlem,” Crtuchy continued.


“And who could leave out Brooklyn?” Racetrack said with a smile.  


“Good point Race,” Jack said, “who could ferget Brooklyn?  It ain’t easy, ‘specially seein’ as Spot Conlon’s da leadah.” 


“Whose Spot Conlon?” I asked.  The boys laughed once again.  


“Youse ain’t nevah hoid a Spot Conlon?”  Boots asked.  I shook my head.  


“Den youse is gonna hafta meet ‘im,” Jack said, “he’s dah leadah of da Brooklyn newsies.  He’s fierce, and he don’t like it when newsies ain’t hoid of ‘im.”


“But I’m new.  It ain’t my fault,” I protested.  Jack laughed.


“I meant newsies dat ‘ave been around for a while,” Jack explained, “but he won’t really care dat you ain’t hoid of ‘im since youse is new.”


“You sure ‘bout dat Cowboy?”  Kid Blink asked.  “You know how Spot is.”  I got a knot in my stomach with those words.  I didn’t want any trouble.  Race seemed to notice that I seemed a little uneasy. 


“Hey Sam,” he said, “you hungry?”  I nodded.  “Okay fellas,” Race told the other newsies, “I’m gonna take Sam ta Tibby’s.  See youse latah.”


“Bye Sam!”  The newsies shouted.  


“Bye,” I replied.  Race and I left the room and walked down to a restaurant called Tibby’s.  We sat down at a booth, and ordered mashed potatoes.  I sorta hate to say it, but the food was really good.  


“Could ya tell me about dis Spot Conlon?”  I asked meekly, as Race finished his potatoes.  


“He ain’t actually dat mean,” Race told me, “as long as ya don’t start a fight wit ‘im.”  I nodded.


“So when do I meet ‘im?” 


“Thoisday prolly.  I hoid Jack sayin he was comin’ ta Manhattan on Thoisday,’ Race said.


“So why’s everyone afraid of ‘im?”  I was curious to find out.  “Is he big or sometin’?” 


“Actually, he’s kinda shoit.  He’s a good fightah, dough.  I t’ink he’s about 12.”  


“So he’s my age?”  


Race laughed.  “Youse is 12?  I tawt youse was 8!!”


“I’m jist shoit.  And besides, I’m a goil.  I don’t t’ink I’m s’posed ta be dat tall.” 


“Dat’s a good point,” he replied as he took out his pocket-watch, “ geez, is it dat late awlready?  Geez, we gots ta get back ta da lodgin’ house.”


“What time is it?” I asked curiously.          


“Awlmost 9 o’clock,” Race said, “we bettah get back ta da lodgin’ house.  Kloppman don’t like us ta be out latah den 9.” 


“Why not?” 


“Gawd, youse ask a lotta question,” he said, obviously a bit exasperated with me, “but I’ll answer ya ‘cuz youse is new.  Anyways, Kloppman don’t like us ta be out latah den 9 because we hafta get up at 5 O’CLOCK IN THE MORNING!”  He emphasized these last 5 words greatly.  We left Tibby’s and practically ran back to the lodging house.  


“You’re late Racetrack,” Kloppman said as we walked in the front door.  Racetrack pulled out his watch.  The time was changing from 8:59 to 9 o’clock. 


“No sir,” Racetrack said with a smirk and showing the watch to Kloppman, “weah right on time.”  Kloppman inspected the watch, and smiled.


“So you are,” Kloppman muttered, “so you are.  Well, get upstairs and get to bed.  You know how early you have to get up.”  Race nodded, and we made our way up the stairs.  Some of the other boys were getting ready for bed, but most of them were already in bed.  I realized that I didn’t have a bunk.


“Hey, uh, Race?”  I asked him.


“Yeah?” He whispered.


“I don’t have a bunk,” I responded, “so, uh, what should I do?”  He laughed.  


“I can’t believe it!  We fergot ta assign ya ta a bunk,” he looked around the room and pointed to a bunk, “ya see dat bunk dere, Sam?”  I nodded.  “Dat’s where youse sleep.  Remembah, it’s dah bunk above Dutchy’s, okay?”  I nodded again, and climbed up onto my bunk.  I put my shoes at the foot of my bed, and took off my vest and suspenders, but I didn’t dare take off my hat.  


“G’night Mouse,” I heard from the bunk below me.


“Mouse?  Whose Mouse?”  I asked Dutchy.


“Youse are.  That’s ya new nickname ‘cuz youse is so quiet.  Jack tawt it up.”   I smiled, and closed my eyes, knowing I was a newsy.  As I drifted off to sleep, I dreamed about what lay ahead in my future. 





The next few days were simple enough, considering I had to wake up at 5 and work all day.  The only hard part was concealing my identity.  Sure, it should have been simple enough.  Newsies don’t talk to each other about their pasts, and don’t ask you many questions when you’re new.  Even your selling partner doesn’t ask you much.  The rule is:  If you wanna talk about it, go ahead, but ya don’t hafta.  Unfortunately, there was one newsy who gave me some problems with this.  


My problem wasn’t with any of the boys who were my age.  They all treated me like one of them.  My problem was with Snipeshooter.  He was only 8 at time I became a newsy, and he obviously liked to annoy people. 


His favorite game was to steal other newsies' belongings.  It started with Jack’s cowboy hat, and then moved on to things like Race’s cigars or Mush’s shoes.  He even took Specs’ glasses once!  He thought it was amusing to see his fellow newsies so angry.  He loved it, and he even seemed to carefully choose his ‘victim of the day’. 


Unfortunately, Thursday was my day to play victim.  I got up at 5 o’clock, just like everyone else, and while I was getting dressed, Snipeshooter decided he wanted my cap.  He reached out his hand when my back was turned to him, and I felt him tug on it.  My hand automatically reached up and landed on the top of my head to keep my cap on.  I whipped around, my hand still on my head and scowled at him.  “Don’t ya daeh touch me cap, Snipeshooter,” I snarled.  


“Why?”  He asked.  “Youse got a bad haeh-cut or somethin’?”  The other boys laughed.  


“Ha ha,” I  muttered, as Snipeshooter walked away, “very funny you little twit.”  


Snitch heard me say that and he put his arm around my shoulder as he said, “Aww, c’mon Mouse.  Snipes is jist playin’ wid ya.  He don’t mean nothin’ by it.”  


I shrugged.  “Awright Snitch,” I said, “youse is right.  He jist bettah not try dat again.” 


“Hey, why are ya so protective of yer cap anyways?”  Dutchy asked.  


‘Oh crap,’ I thought, ‘what am I supposed to say to that?’  Immediately, I came up with an answer.  “It was me pop’s cap,” I told him, “it’s da only t’ing I gots ta remembah him.”  I looked down at my shoes.  “Well, I bettah get goin’,” I told the boys after an uncomfortable pause, “gots ta carry da bannah, right?”  They all laughed.  


“Yeah Mouse,” Jack said softly, “go ahead.  Jist remembah dat youse gots ta meet us at Tibby’s at 1 ‘cuz Spot’s comin’ taday.  Awright?”  I nodded, and left the room.  I heard footsteps following me and turned around expecting to see Snipeshooter.  Instead, it was Race.  


"Hiya Race,” I said as we walked out the front door.  


“Hiya Sam, er, Mouse,” Race said, “good job actin’ taday wid da whole t’ing about me old hat bein’ ya pop’s.  I t’ink dey bought it!”


“Really?”  I asked.  “Ya t‘ink I did da trick?” 


“Of coise!  If I didn’t know bettah, I woulda been sobbin’!  But really, I had a hawd time not laughin’ when I saw all dose guys' faces.”  He was right, of course.  I  had glimpsed Dutchy’s face when I told him my story, and he looked pretty well, upset.  He had this expression on his face that said, ‘Oh, sorry.  If only I’da known.’  I had a hard time not laughing myself!  


But my cap wasn’t the important thing at this point, and I knew it.  “So,” Race asked, “youse ready ta face da infamous Spot Conlon?” 


“I ain’t fightin’ ‘im.  Jist meetin’ ‘im,” I told Race, “and stop actin’ like I won’t come back in one piece.  It’s makin me noivous.”


“Awright, awright,” Race said, “but jist remembah what I told ya.” 


“Yeah, I know,” I replied, “don’t try ta stawt a fight an’ try ta keep quiet.” 


“Very good,” Race smirked, “I taught ya well Mouse.”   


“Don’t let yer head get too big, Race,” I warned, “or youse might fall ovah.”   


“You are hilarious,” Race said sarcastically, “a real comedian.”  I snickered, and by this time we had gotten to the circulation desk. Actually, we had only gotten to the gates, which happened to be closed.  


“I guess we’re early,” I told Race.  


“No  kiddin’,” he replied with his usual sarcasm, “I guess we’ll hafta wait heah ‘till dey open da gates.”


“Really?   Dat’s fascinatin’,” I said as I rolled my eyes, “you always dat perceptive?”


“Perceptive?”  He asked, “What da hell does dat mean?”


“It means obsoivant,” I replied.  He nodded, and pulled out his watch.


“Only five moah minutes,” he told me.  I nodded.  There was an uncomfortable pause for about five minutes, and then the other newsies arrived.  You could tell they were coming even if they were a whole city block (or two) away since they were so loud.  


“Hiya Race,” Jack said with a smile, “you two been watin’ fer me long?  I know ya love me.”  Race laughed.  


“Yeah right Cowboy,” he replied, “if dese damn gates weren’t closed, I’d be outta heah by now.”  


“Me too,” I agreed.  Jack and Race started talking, but I wasn’t really paying attention to their conversation, or anyone else’s for that matter.  I was too busy watching Snipeshooter to make sure he didn’t try to take my cap again. 


My fellow newsies had hardly been in the area a minute before the gates opened.  ‘How come I never have that kind of luck?’ I thought as we all lined up.  Jack got to the front of the line first, as always, and I was a close second.  


“Oh mistah Weasel,” Jack whispered in a sing-song voice, as he rang the bell that hung above the counter.  The window opened and a disgustingly fat man who really needed a shave stood there.


“How many?”  The fat man practically spit out.  Jack stood there for a bit, seemingly contemplating the number of papes to get.


“50, Weasel,” he said, “no wait, 100.  Yeah, 100.”  He smiled as he slapped down a coin, and was handed his papes.  


“Next!”  Weasel called.  I walked up to the counter.  “How many?”  


“50,” I said, slapping down a quarter.  


“50 papes,” Weasel called over his shoulder.  Morris Delancey brought them over and placed them on the counter.  Morris gave me the chills, so I only took the papers after he had walked away.  


It was newsy tradition to wait until everyone got their papes before starting to sell them.  God knows why, but it was.  That meant I was stuck talking to Itey and Jack for about 10 minutes while everyone else got their papes.  Normally, I loved talking to Itey, and talking to Jack could be fun, too.  Today, however, was different.  


I knew that if I started talking to Jack, he would start talking about Spot, and I didn’t really want to hear about how Spot could soak a guy twice his size.  It wouldn’t have made me feel better.  


The thing was, it’s almost impossible to avoid Jack Kelly if he wants to talk to you.  He walked up to me, almost immediately after I bought my papes, and asked, “So, youse excited about meetin’ da famous Spot Conlon?” 


“Honestly,” I said, “I’m a liddle noivous.”


Jack laughed.  “Don’t worry,” he told me, “I won’t let ‘im hoit ya.  Seriously, dough, don’t let ‘im know youse is such a wuss.”   


“I ain’t a wuss,” I said defensively.  The boys laughed.  Before Jack could come up with a response, the newsies started to head out and sell their papes.  I had barely left the gates when Race came running up to me.  


“Sell wid me taday?”  He asked.  I shrugged.


“Shoah,” I replied as I looked down at my feet.


“Hey Sam,” he said, “sometin’ bodderin ya?”  


“Nah,” I said, shaking my head, “it’s jist dat, uh…” 


“What?”  He asked.  I stopped and looked him straight in the eyes.


“Do you t’ink I’m a wuss?”   He didn’t answer.  “I knew it.  You t’ink I’m a wuss.  You feel sorry fer me, don’t ya?  Dat’s why you asked me if I wanted to become a newsy widout askin’ any questions.  It’s ‘cuz I’m pathetic, ain’t it?”  He still said nothing.  “Would ya answer me Race?”


He cleared his throat.  “Yeah, I really hate ta admit it, but dat is why I didn’t ask ya any questions when I foist met ya.  I mean, it’s not like I would’ve asked ya where ya was from or anything.  You know how it is.  I did feel sorry fer ya.  I mean, ya had dat black eye and all dat, and you actually did look pretty pathetic.” 


“You didn’t answer both of da questions, Race,” I said angrily.


“Awright, awright.  I will,” he told me.  “I t’ink ya shy, but I don’t t’ink yer a wuss.  No goil who was a wuss would become a newsy if she knew she could get in trouble fer it.  C’mon, yer one of da bravest goils in New Yawk.”  I smiled.


“Naw, I ain’t one of da bravest.  But dat’s okay, as long as youse don’t t’ink dat I’m a wuss.”  


“Of coise not,” he responded with a smile, “now let’s get some papes sold, awright?”  I nodded, and headed out into the depths of Manhattan.  


The morning went quickly, and I tried my best to sell my papes.  I was doing a pretty good job, too.  I had just sold my last pape when I remembered I was supposed to meet Jack at Tibby’s.  “Hey Race,” I said, running over to him, “what time is it?”  


He got out his watch and looked at it. “Uh, ‘bout a quartah ta one.  Why?”  He had obviously forgotten as well.  


“Spot,” was all I said, and I ran off, headed towards Tibby’s.  I ran through the door, and instantly saw Jack.  


“Heya Mouse,” he called, “ovah heah!!”  I walked over to the booth where Jack was sitting, and sat down next to him.  I was sitting right across the table from a person I guessed was Spot.  He had beautiful blue eyes and brown hair.  I would’ve melted right then and there if I wasn’t supposed to be a boy myself.


“I’m Spot Conlon,” Spot said as he spit in his palm and held it out.


I spit in my palm too, and shook his hand.  “Mouse MacPherson,” I said with a smile, “nice ta meet ya.”  


“Hungry Mouse?”  Jack asked.  I nodded.  “Good ‘cuz we already ordahed fer ya.  Hope you don’t mind.”  I shook my head.  The food came and we ate in silence.  After we had finished, and Jack had paid the waiter, Jack decided we should go find some of the others.  


The three of us walked back to the lodging house.  There was another group of our fellow newsies already there.  They were all saying ‘hi’ to Spot, and I was distracted, so I didn’t notice that Snipeshooter was in the group.  He crept up behind me, and before I could do anything, he had my cap in his hands.  I spun around as Snipeshooter was running away. He looked over his shoulder and stopped.  The other newsies were silent, and had been since Snipes had stolen my cap.  No one had even laughed.  


“Yer a goil!”  Mush exclaimed.  


“Yeah,” I shrugged, “so?”


“Youse can’t be a newsy,” Spot said.  


“Och, and why nae?”  I said, my Scottish accent returning as my temper started to flare up.


“Hey, ya ain’t American neither!”  Mush cried. 


“Good job Mush,” I said sarcastically, “within five meenits ye’ve been able to tell me two things I’ve kent me whole life!”  


“Kent?”  Kid Blink asked.


“It means ‘known’ you idiot,” I spat as I turned to face Spot, “and ye have nae answered me question.  Why cannae aw be a newsy?”  Spot was silent.   I could tell he was trying to think of a good answer.


“Well, because it’s a hawd job and youse could get hoit,” he finally said, “and besides, goils belong at home.  Y’know, like cookin’ and cleanin’ and stuff.”


“Well think aboot ‘is,” I said, narrowing my eyes, “wha’ if I daenae have a home?  Then wha’ am aw supposed to do?  Any ideas?”  He didn’t answer.  


“Youse should get a job as a cook or a maid or somethin’,” Kid Blink suggested.


I wheeled around to face him.  “Aw cannae cook,” I said, “and aw cannae clean either.”


“Anyone can clean,” Kid Blink replied, “I bet even Mush can.”  


I laughed.  “I daenae think Mush could clean, well, maybe he could, but I doubt it.  And besides, I even if I could clean, I never would.”


“Why?”  Jack asked.  “ Are ya too proud ta clean someone’s floor?”  


“Never!”  I shouted.  “It’s jist tha’ I daenae lik to be stuck inside fir a whole day.”  


“Why not?”  Jack inquired.  He was really pushing it.


“I was stuck inside fir three years fir God’s sake!  Daenae ye think that I would nae be keen on havin’ a job that requares me to stay inside?  I jist want to be a newsy!  Is that a crime?  Cor, ye are all so daft!”  


Race had just walked up as I gave my little speech.  “Guys,” he said, “what’s goin’ on?”  


“Mouse is a goil!” Mush told him.


“Yeah,” Race replied, “I knew dat.”  The others looked at him in astonishment. 


“Ya knew?” Spot asked.


“Of coise,” Race said with a shrug, “it don’t bodder me.  So she’s a goil?  She can sell as good as da rest of us can.  And by da looks of it, I’d say she’s got enough spunk ta make it as a newsy.”  Some of the others nodded, seemingly agreeing with Race.  


“Awright,” Jack said, “she can be a newsy!”  I hugged him.


“Thank you,” I said, my accent returning to normal. 


“But she’s a goil,” Spot protested, “I would nevah let ‘er be a newsy.” 


“Well she ain’t a Brooklyn newsy, Spot,” Jack said, “so it’s my decision, not yours.”  I smirked at Spot, which had the result I was looking for.  It annoyed him.  Snipeshooter gave me back my hat, and from then on, all was changed in the world of the newsies.


No sooner had I become a newsy, then other female newsies started to join the ranks.  We were walking back to the lodging house that night, when we saw someone standing on the fire escape.  “Hey, whaddya t’ink ya doin?” Race shouted up at the person.  The figure turned around, and fell, tumbling down the fire escape.  Race caught her.  


“Hiya,” the girl, who had curly red hair and dark green eyes, said, “I’m Megan.   Oh hey, t’anks fer savin’ me.”  She smiled.  


“No problem,” Race said.  He obviously liked her.  


“Hey, uh Race,” I said, smiling, “I t’ink youse can put Megan down now.  I t’ink she’s okay.”  Race blushed, and put Megan on her feet.  “So what were ya doin’ on da fire escape?”  I asked her.


“I wanna be a newsy, so I decided I would come heah,” she replied.


“Dere is a front door, ya know,” Jack said, “ya coulda jist gone in dere.”  


“I know,” Megan told us, “but I woulda felt stupid goin’ in da front.”  


‘I woulda felt stupid goin’ up da fire escape,’ I thought, but all I said was, “Ya wanna be a newsy?” 


“Shoah,” Megan said enthusiastically.  She followed us into the building, and was assigned to the bunk right next to mine.  


We had been inside for five minutes when  Race called out, “Who wants ta play pokah?”  


“ME!!”  Megan shouted enthusiastically as she ran over to Race.  


“I t’ink she may be a gambler,” I said with a fake tone of surprise in my voice. 


“I t’ink she might jist be a freak,” Skittery retorted.  


“I’m a gambling FREAK!!”  Megan yelled as she started jumping up and down.  


“That’s a good name fer ‘er,” Jack said, “Gambling Freak.” 


“Hey,” Megan said as she stood still, “I like it.”  A broad grin appeared on her face. 


Race wrinkled his nose, “I t’ink it sounds kinda funny.”  


“Well it ain’t yer name,” Gambling Freak said as she whacked him with a pillow, “so who cares?”  


“It is kinda long, dough,” I pointed out, “so how ‘bout dat’s yer name, but we jist call ya, uh, Gambler?”


“YAY!!!”  She exclaimed, and she whacked me with the pillow, too.  I whacked her back with my pillow, and we started an all out pillow fight.  


“Every newsy fer himself!”  Blink screamed, as he hit Mush with a pillow.  The pillow fight lasted over an hour, before Kloppman came up and told us to quiet down.  I knew things would be different because of  Gambler, good in a different way, and I knew it definitely wouldn’t be boring around the lodging house.  


Over the next month or so, two more female newsies would be added to our ‘family’.  They were Hazard and Rook. 


Hazard was the third to join, after Gambler and I.  I met her because she ran into me as I walking home one night.  Turned out that she was running from someone who happened to be in a gang.  Because of her, I got pulled into a fight with the gang that concerned her.  After that I dubbed her a ‘health and safety hazard’ and we’ve called her Hazard ever since.  Her real name is Carly, and she has dark brown hair, tan skin, whiskey-colored eyes, and she’s kinda short.  She’s really nice, has lots of spunk, and a great sense of humor, but don’t get on her bad side.  She can and will hurt you.  


The other girl to join our was Rook.  We call her that because sometimes she seems to just put a shield up around herself.  It’s almost as if she’s protecting herself by retreating to a castle.  Well, it was Spec’s idea to call her Rook, because that’s another word for castle.  Rook is very fun to talk to if you’re a girl, but for some reason, she always seems to close up when talking to boys.  Like Hazard, she isn’t afraid to punch anybody.  Her real name is Jamie, she has very dark brown hair, dark brown eyes, and she too, is short.  She isn’t really a Manhattan newsy, or really a newsy from a particular place.  She’s  a bit of a drifter, and says she’s from the Bronx, but she mostly stays in Manhattan.


With our group line-up now complete, we newsies were ready to conquer the world.  The only thing was, how were we going to do it? 





FOUR YEARS LATER (1899):


“Hey Mouse!”  I heard someone call as soon as I walked into Tibby’s.  I looked around and saw Hazard waving to me.  I smiled and walked over to her table, where Rook was also sitting.  


“Hi goils,” I said as I sat down next to  Rook, “how was yer day?” 


“Pretty good,” said Rook.


“Yep,” Hazard agreed, “so was mine.”


“How was yer day?” Rook asked.


“It’s a Monday,” I replied, “how do you t’ink it was?”


Rook and Hazard looked at each other, then looked at me.  “Bad,” they said together.  I nodded.


“It was terrible,” I moaned, “I barely sold half a me papes.  Had ta give da rest of ‘em ta Snitch, he was havin’ such a good sellin’ day.  God, I hate Mondays.  I always have bad luck on Mondays.”  


“Oh c’mon Mouse,” Hazard said, “ya must’ve had at least one good Monday.”


“I don’t t’ink so,” I said, as I tried to remember any Monday where something good might’ve happened, “oh wait, I was born on a Monday.”


“See Mouse,” Rook told me, “dat was a good t’ing.”


“Actually Rook,” I retorted, “whether or not my boith was a good t’ing or not is still under debate.”  


Rook just rolled her eyes.  “Whatevah,” she said, “youse is so weahd sometimes.  Is dat jist youse, or are all Scots like dat?”  


My temper flared.  “Och, and wha’s that supposed to mean?  Are ye sayin’ that all �Scots, like meself, are unco?  Are ye sayin’ that we daenae belong in America?”


“Okay, two things,” Rook said, holding up two fingers, “foist, would ya stop usin’ Scottish woids?  I have no friggin’ idea what ‘unco’ is s’posed ta mean.” 


“It means strange,” I said, my Scottish accent still apparent.


“And secondly,” Rook continued, “I wasn’t sayin’ dat Scots don’t belong in America.  I wasn’t even insinuatin’ dat.” 


“Ooh, good job Rook,” Hazard said sarcastically, “ya know a big woid!”  


“Shuddup,” Rook snarled.


“Then wha’ were ye sayin’?”  I asked.


“I was jist sayin’ dat youse is unique.  Yer very moody.  I jist wanted ta know if dat was a Scottish t’ing er not,” she explained.  I laughed.  


“Dat all?”  I asked.  Rook nodded.  “Ya coulda jist said dat.  Oh well, anyways, sorry I yelled at ya.”


“It’s okay,” Rook said, “I know youse have dat temper, so I fergive ya.”  


I smiled.  “T’anks.  Oh and by da way, I ain’t gonna stop usin’ Scottish woids.  Dey’re too much fun.  And besides, dey confuse everyone.” 


“Yeah,” Hazard said, “like me an’ Rook.” 


“An’ all a da boys,” I added, “specially Mush.”  They laughed.  We (the female newsies) thought that Mush was pretty dumb.  Sweet guy, but half-witted.  “Well I bettah get goin’,” I said as I stood up.


“But ya jist got heah,” Hazard protested, “ain’t ya gonna eat somethin’?”  


I shook my head.  “Naw, I ain’t hungry,” I said.  


“Well okay,” Hazard said, “but ya shoah ya don’t wanna stay heah wid us?  Weah real fun ta talk to.”


“Really, I hafta go, but t’anks fer da invitation,” I told them, “oh and by da way, ya ain’t dat fun ta talk to.”  They snickered. 


“Ha ha ha,” Rook muttered, “very funny.”  I grinned at her, and left Tibby’s.  When I got outside, I bumped right into someone because I wasn’t really looking where I was going.  


“Sorry,” I muttered.


“It’s okay Mouse,” the person I had run into said.


I looked up.  “Hiya Spot,” I said cheerfully, “how are ya?”  


“I’m fine,” he said with a smile, “and how’s me favorite Scottish poisin?”


I smiled.  He always asked me that.  “Spot, fir the millionth time,” I said, slipping into my Scottish accent just for fun, “I’m the only Scottish pearson that ye ken!  Of coorse I’m your favorite.” 


“Okay,” he said with a smile, “den how’s da only Scottish poison I know?” 


“It’s a Monday,” I told him, gloomily.


“Oh yeah,” he said, “ya hate Monday’s, right?”  I nodded.  He knew me too well.         


He had finally accepted the fact that I was a newsy, and a girl, about two months after I became one.  Then once he started talking to me, we found out that we had numerous things in common.  He actually wasn’t, and isn’t, as cold-hearted and violent as everyone says he is.  I found he’s very entertaining to talk to.  He had become one of my best friends, and I hadn’t seen him in over a month, so it was great to talk to him again.


“Yep, you know me,” I told him, “I t’ink Monday’s should be taken outta da calendah.” Spot laughed.  


“You have da strangest ideas sometimes Mouse,” he said, “but dat makes ya interesting, so I don’t mind it.”  


“T’anks,” I said, and changed the subject, “so, why are ya hangin’ around heah?  Lookin’ fer someone?” 


“Yeah,” he said, “I’m lookin’ fer Jacky-boy.  Is he in Tibby’s?” 


I shook my head.  “Naw, he ain’t been ta Tibby’s in a while,” I informed him, “dunno why.  I t’ink his goilfriend has sometin’ ta do wid it, dough.  Besides, he’s prolly still sellin’ his papes.”


“His goilfriend?” Spot asked.  “What does Lizzie hafta do wid anyt’ing?”  


“Lizzie ain’t Jack’s goilfriend no more,” I replied, “y’know how Jack is.  New goil every coupla weeks. Anyways, his new goil’s name is Susan, and she is so annoying!  She’s real rich, and she seems ta t’ink she’s bettah den us.  I hate her!” 


“Yer jist sayin’ dat,” Spot said with a smirk, “bet yer jist jealous.  She can’t be dat bad.  Jacky would nevah go out wid  a stuck-up goil.  Youse know dat.’  


“I ain’t jealous,” I said, disgusted at the thought, “and she really is dat bad!  She called me ‘a savage little slut’ and said that I wasn’t good enough to be in the same room as her.”  


“She said dat ta youse?”  Spot asked, obviously disbelieving what he had just heard.  I nodded.  “And what did youse do ‘bout it?” 


“I called her a scunnersome grice and smiled,” I replied, “she looked really confused.  She had no idea what I was talking about.”  


“Neider do I,” Spot said, “now tell me what youse called her and dis time, make it in English, please.”


“Sorry,” I said with a grin, “I called her a disgusting pig.” 


“You’re lucky dat Jacky-boy don’t know what scunner- whatevah you said, means,” he told me.  


“Yeah, I know,” I replied, “he woulda killed me.”  I was silent for a second, then I shrugged and said, “Oh well, dat’s his problem he ain’t from Scotland.  Den he’d know what I was talkin’ about when I insulted his goil.”  


Spot slowly shook his head.  “Someday, Mouse, someday youse is gonna find someone who know what yer talkin’ about,” he warned, “and I doubt they’ll be very happy.”  


“Den I’ll only use Scots woids when I’m around da newsies,” I said triumphantly.  


“Yer impossible,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.  I decided to pretend I hadn’t heard him or else my temper would have gone off again.          


“Awright, well I gotta go,’ I told him, “it was great ta see ya again.”  I turned and started to walk away when I felt Spot grab my arm.


“Mouse,” he said, “why don’t ya help me find Jack?  You prolly have a bettah idea a wheah he’d be.”  


“I’d love ta, Spot,” I told him, “but he’s prolly wid Susan an’ I really don’t wanna hafta deal wid her today.”  


“Wow, she must be a bitch if you don’t wanna talk ta her,” Spot said jokingly, “I tawt youse liked arguin’ wid people.” 


“Normally I do,” I said, “if dere’s a good reason fer it.  But I really can’t stand Susan.  Well, I’m gonna go now.  Good luck talkin’ to da queen of all idiots.”


“Awright,” Spot said “but befoah ya go, youse hafta answer a question?”


“Okay,” I said, “what’s da question?” 


“How da hell did Jack get such a goil?  I mean, she’s real rich and real evil right?  Why da hell is she goin’ wid Jack?”  


I shrugged.  “I have no idea,” I said, “betcha it’s fer image er somethin’.  Y’know, like so dat people don’t t’ink she’s superficial and shallow.”  


“Yeah, I bet yer right,” Spot replied. 


“But you ain’t even met ‘er!” I exclaimed.


“I know,” Spot said, “but yer usually right, so I bet yer right ‘bout dis, too.” 


I smiled.  “T’anks.” 


“Yer welcome,” he said, “well I should go if I’m gonna find Jack.  See youse latah den?” 


“You bet you will,” I said, and we spit-shook.  I turned and walked away, towards the lodging house.


I was soon at the front door of the lodging house.  Jack was sitting on the steps.  “Hey Jack,” I said, “Spot’s lookin’ fer ya.”  


“Eh, who cares?”  Jack retorted.  


“Uh, Spot,” I replied, and I sat down next to him.  “So what happened, Cowboy?  Did Susie dump ya?”  


He nodded.  “I can’t believe I actually tawt she loved me, ya know?  C’mon, it wouldn’t a made sense.  I’m jist a street-rat and she’s all elegant and rich and stuff.”


“If she really loved ya,” I told him, “dat wouldn’t a mattahed ‘cuz she woulda loved you fer you.  Unfortunately, Susan’s real superficial so she can’t see past how much money ya have.  Now, if you had moah money, maybe she’d still ‘love’ ya.” 


“Yeah, yer right Mouse,” Jack said, “I guess it wasn’t meant ta be.  Awright, well den I bettah go find Spot befoah he does sometin’ stupid.”   I shook my head as I watched him walk away.  I never understood how quickly he got over brake-ups.  One minute he’d be moping, the next minute he’d be joking around with Kid Blink.  I figured he just had a lot of mood swings.  


I walked into the lodging house slowly, not exactly eager to face an afternoon by myself.  However, I knew that if I went and did something (such as going to Irving Hall) with my friends, there would be a disaster.  After all, it was a Monday.  


“Hiya Kloppman,” I mumbled as I passed the front desk.  


“Hello Mouse,” Kloppman said cheerfully, “how was your day today?” 


“Bad,” I told him, “I only made 20 cents.  Oh well, dat’s okay.  Dere’s always tamarra, right?”  I handed him a nickel for  and then trudged up the stairs and into the bunkroom.  I climbed onto my bed, which was still above Dutchy’s, and stared at the ceiling. 


“Anythin’ interesting up dere?”  I heard a familiar voice ask after I had been there for about 3 hours.  


“Hiya Gambler,” I said without even turning my head.  


“How’d ya know it was me?” She asked.


I looked at her.  “Youse got a real distinct voice,” I said, noticing that Racetrack wasn’t there.  “Hey, where’s Race?  I tawt youse two were joined at the hip or sometin’.” 


She laughed.  “We were, but we figured out how to break free for a little bit,” she joked, “seriously dough, he’s talkin’ ta Spot ‘bout sometin’.  I was real bored so I decided to come back heah.  I knew you’d be heah, since it’s a Monday an’ all.”


“So you gonna be doin’ anythin’ tanight?”  I asked, curious to hear what everyone else what going to be doing while I stayed at ‘home’.


“I’m goin’ ta Medda’s.  Everyone’ll be dere.  Even Spot,” she said with a grin, “why don’t you come along?”


“Naw,” I said, “it’s a Monday.  I always have bad luck on Mondays.”  


“Dat ain’t true,” Gambler protested, “you have bad luck everyday.” 


I glared at her.  “I’m jist kiddin,” she said, “now c’mon.  What do ya got against Mondays?”  


I shrugged, deciding not to tell her that I had become an orphan on a Monday, and that I had been sent to live with my aunt on a Monday, too.  “I dunno,” I said, “I jist don’t like ‘em.  Nothin’ seems ta go right on Mondays.”


“But nothin’s gonna happen,” Gambler declared, “I promise ya.”


“I dunno,” I said warily.


“Awww, c’mon,” Gambler whined, “I make shoah ya have fun!!”


“Dat ain’t very convincin’,” I argued, “gimme one good reason, an’ I’ll go.”


“Spot’ll be dere,” she said, “an’ I know how much youse likes Spot.  An’ how ‘bout if ya don’t have a good time I give youse a buck?”  


“What do I hafta pay ya if I do have a good time?”  I inquired.


“Nothin’,” she replied, “I swear it!” 


I sighed.  “Awright,” I said, “I’ll go.”  


“Yay!!”  She yelled, and a grin appeared on her face.


Two hours later, I was walking in the entrance of Irving Hall with Gambler and Racetrack.  Gambler had been right.  Everyone was there.  Or so it seemed.  There was always a large crowd at Medda’s, but it seemed larger that night.  


As we were getting seated, Spot walked over to our table.  “Mind if I join youse?”  


“A’ coise not,” Race said, “right goils?”  Gambler and I nodded, and Spot sat down next to me.  


“I tawt you wouldn’t be heah,” Spot said, “with you hatin’ Mondays and all.”


“Gambler convinced me ta come,” I replied.  


“I’m glad she did,” Spot whispered in my ear, “I was really hopin’ you’d show up.”


“Ya were?” I asked, surprised.  Unfortunately for me, right after I asked him that the curtain went up.  Like I said, I had bad luck on Mondays.  I guess the show was all right, but I wasn’t really paying attention.  I was too busy thinking about Spot.  


After the show, as we were leaving, I was going to talk to Spot, but Hazard came running up to me.  “I hafta tell ya somethin’,” Hazard said enthusiastically.


“Whaddya gotta tell me?” I asked, a little annoyed.


“Blink asked me ta be his goil!  Can you believe it?”  


“Is dat a good t’ing?”  I questioned.  


“Of coise it is!”  She exclaimed.  


“I nevah knew ya liked Blink like dat,” I told her.


“Really?  I tawt I told ya,” she said, “oh well.  Ain’t it great?” 


“Yeah,” I said, trying my best to look happy, “it’s great.”  


Hazard smiled.  “T’anks.  Well, I gotta go.  See ya back at da lodgin’ house.”  I nodded, and watched as she ran over to Blink and kissed him.  I felt a bit envious, I wished Spot felt that way about me.  I left Irving Hall, went back to the lodging house, and immediately went to bed.


The next day was pretty much normal except there were two brothers that ‘joined the ranks’.  The Jacobs brothers.  There was David, he looked about 16, and he was obviously an educated individual.  Then there was Les, he was about 10, and he was a real cute little kid.  He had this strange little wooden sword that he carried around, and no one has ever found out why he had it.  They both seemed a little naïve, but Jack decided to be their selling partner, so we all knew they would be taught well.  


The day after that, however, was when things took a different turn.  They jacked up the price of the papes.  Therefore, instead 100 papes for 50 cents, it was 100 papes for 60 cents.  I know you’re all thinking, ‘That isn’t that much.  Why does it make such a big difference?’  I’ll tell you why.  It’s because all of us work our asses off to make enough to buy dinner for that day, and to have enough money to still buy papes the next day.  When they jack up the price, even just one-tenth of a cent, we can’t possibly do both.


However, we weren’t quite sure what to do to about our problem.  Jack’s bright idea was to strike.  At first, I thought that was the dumbest idea I had ever heard, but the more I thought about it, the more it made sense.  We all finally agreed it was a good idea, even though Davey was initially very hesitant, and the strike was on!  


We were finally going to conquer The World!  Now, we all had faith in our cause, we all knew that, but none of us knew if a strike would actually work. 


 


Less than a month later, we all knew our efforts had not been in vain.  The strike had worked, we had literally conquered The World, and Pulitzer had put the price back.  Weasel and the Delanceys had been fired, and Kloppman now also ran the circulation desk.  


It seemed that the city was glad to have us back.  Since so many of us had been in the strike, it was almost impossible to obtain a newspaper during the strike and no one had known what was happening in the world.  That could’ve been the reason, a few newsies thought it was, but I thought it was more because with the strike over, all of the working kids went back to work.  


Working kids actually working was important to the city.  I quote our reporter friend during the strike, Brian Denton, “The city thrives on child labor. A lot of people make money that way.”  He said that a myriad of times, and we all knew he was right.  We all hoped that our strike did something to change that, if even the tiniest bit, and prayed that it would all be different in the future.


However, the other working kids in NYC weren’t exactly top priority once the strike was over.  We had to go back to selling our papes and playing the game of survival on the streets.  The lodging house was still there, though Kloppman had his wife wake us up so that he could get to the circulation desk on time.  


Not much had changed during the strike, Kid Blink and Hazard were still together, Gambler and Race were still hopelessly in love, and Spot and I were still just friends.  Rook still loathed all of the boys, though Hazard, Gambler and I were trying to change that.  After a while though, we finally gave up and decided it was her decision to be an old spinster if she wanted to.


Gambler and Hazard knew that that wasn’t what I wanted to be, but they also knew that I would accept my fate if I never found true love.  They tried to get me to obsess over someone other than Spot, but their attempts failed.  I tried to co-operate with them and even tried to like Dutchy for a wee bit, but my efforts were to no avail.     


It might not even have been so horrible to deal with my obsession if Spot was showing any interest in me.  Sadly, he hadn’t said anything to me that seemed like flirting since that night at Medda’s, and that had been a month ago.  My hope was starting to fade and I thought I had no chance with Spot.  Until one day, when all that changed. 


It was a normal September afternoon.  I had sold all of my papes, and was headed on my way to Tibby’s to meet my friends, when I saw Spot.  “Hey Spot,” I called as I ran towards him.


He turned his head.  “Hiya Mouse,” he said with a smile, “how’s me favorite Scottish poisin?” 


“I’m fine,” I said, “what brings ya ta Manhattan?”  


“Jist heah ta visit,” he said with a shrug, “ain’t seen none of youse since da strike.”


“Well, I’m on me way ta Tibby’s if ya wanna come along,” I offered.


“Shoah,” he said, and we walked to Tibby’s, which was less than a block away.  As we walked in the door, he announced, “Nevah feah, Brooklyn is heah.”  All of the newsies in Tibby’s either looked up or turned around, and almost all of them stood up to greet Spot.  They crowded him, which wasn’t surprising, and I sat down next to Rook.  


“Wheah’s Hazard?” I asked her.


“Oh, she ain’t done sellin’ yet,” Rook told me, “but she should be done soon.”


“Awright.  And Gambler’s wid Race, right?”  I asked.  Rook nodded.  “Good, ‘cuz we need ta make dis her best boithday evah!!”  


“A coise!!  She ain’t had a decent boithday in, uh,” she paused, seemingly trying to figure out how many years it had been since Gambler had a happy birthday.  She finally shrugged and said, “Well, she ain’t had one in a real long time.”  


There had been a silence for less than 5 seconds when Hazard ran in and sat down.  “Hiya,” she said, seemingly breathless, “did I miss anythin?”  Rook shook her head.


“Naw,” she said, “Mouse jist got ‘ere herself.  We’s wasn’t changin’ nothin’ in da plans.”


“Good,” Hazard said, “so we ain’t changin’ nothin’, right?  I mean, everythin’s woikin’ out, right?”  


“Yeah,” I said, “Race took Gambler ta Sheepshead, as planned, and Medda said we’s could use her place ta hold da pawty.”  


“So now all’s we need ta do is ta get ovah dere and put up da decorations,” Rook continued, “and make shoah ya don’t let Sarah help.”  Hazard and I laughed.  Sarah was Jack’s girlfriend, and David’s sister, and they had been going out since the end of the strike.  


We, the female newsies, thought Sarah was the most annoying person ever.  She was terribly girly, and tried to convince each of us to give up the newsy lifestyle.  Her giggle was painful to hear because of its high pitch, her disposition was sugary-sweet, and her style was, well, let’s not go there.  


However, no matter how much we despised her, we all tried to do our best to get along with her simply because she was Jack’s girlfriend.  I know you’re all wondering if the reason we did this was because we were afraid of Jack.  It’s not.  We pretended to like her because Jack was our friend, he loved her, and he wanted us to like her so we tried to pretend she was someone worth talking to.  Or at least Gambler, Hazard and I did.  Rook however, did not.  She didn’t like Sarah or Jack so her opinion on Sarah was well known.


We all dreaded the idea of Sarah wanting to help with the party, and we all hoped that Jack hadn’t told her too much about it or that we were planning it.  We knew that if she knew she would want to help, and we also knew that that would ruin the party.  


	“Wheah are da decorations?”  Hazard asked after a short pause.


“Dey’re awready at Medda’s,” I informed her.


“Den let’s go ta Medda’s so’s dat we can get everythin’ set up,” she responded, and the three of us stood up.  We were on our way out the door when Kid Blink stood up.


“Hey baby,” he said, obviously talking to Hazard, “wheah ya goin’?”


“Ta Medda’s,” Hazard replied, “we needs ta set everythin’ up fer Gambler’s surprise pawty.” 


“D’ya need help?” Blink asked.  “Cuz I’d be happy ta help ya.”  


Hazard grinned.  “Dat’d be great,” she said, “we need some help.”  Blink nodded and walked over to us.  


“Youse is havin’ a surprise pawty fer Gambler?”  Spot inquired.  “No one told me ‘bout dat.”  


“Dat’s ‘cuz you ain’t been heah since da strike, stupid,” Rook said with a scowl.  Spot glared at her.  


“Hey Spot,”  I said to him, trying to ignore Rook’s dislike for him, “d’ya wanna help us put up decorations?”  


“Shoah,” he said, as he turned towards me, “as long as I don’t hafta woik with Rook.”  


“Dat’s fine,” I said, “cuz I’m shoah Rook don’t wanna woik wid you neither.  So you’ll woik wid me, okay?”  Spot nodded, and our little group set out for Irving Hall.


We were welcomed by Medda once we got there, and we started setting up decorations.  With much trouble, we set up a colossal banner above the stage that read ‘Happy Birthday Gambler’ in large blue letters.  There were streamers, balloons that Medda had bought, and a few cakes that Mrs. Kloppman had made.


By the time we had finished, it was only 15 minutes until 7 o’clock, which was the time we had told Race to bring Gambler.  Everyone else showed up 5 minutes later, at 6:50, and we all tried our best to stay quiet for 10 minutes.  


Eventually, Race led Gambler in with his hand over her eyes.  “What da hell is goin’ on?” We heard her ask.  


Race took his hands away from her eyes, and we all yelled, “Happy Boithday Gambler!!”  Gambler’s eyes lit up, she smiled widely, and she turned around and gave Racetrack a kiss.  


Race smiled, and said, “T’anks fer da kiss, but it wasn’t really my idea.”  Gambler looked a little confused, and Race continued.  “It was actually Hazard, Mouse, and Rook who tawt of all dis.”  


“T’anks guys,” Gambler said, “youse are da best friends evah!”


We just smiled knowing that our friend was happy with the fact that we had thrown her a party.  Medda sang ‘Happy Birthday’, with the help of the rest of us, of course.  She of course had some presents, not many, and she opened them.  She got a pocket-watch from everyone, we had all chipped in to pay for it, a new pack of cards from Kloppman since she had worn out her other deck considerably, a bracelet from Medda, who always gave out jewelry to female newsies after that, and something very special from Race.


He had asked to be the last to give her his present, and after the other presents had been opened, he gave it to her.  He pulled out a small box from his pocket, got down on one knee, opened the box which revealed a beautiful silver ring, and said, “Gambler, will youse marry me?”  


She was silent for about a minute, and then she said, “Lemme think about it.”  Race looked crestfallen.  After ten seconds, Gambler said, “Yes.”  We all cheered.  


“Wow,” I said to Spot, who happened to be standing near me, “dat’s well, dat’s beautiful.  Dey must be real happy.” 


“Can I ask ya somethin’ Mouse?”  Spot asked me softly.


“Shoah.  As long as ya ain’t askin’ me ta marry ya,” I said jokingly.


Spot snorted.  “Naw.  Don’t worry ‘bout dat.  I jist wanted ta ask ya if you’d be my goil.”  I couldn’t speak.  I was shocked.  “It’s okay if ya don’t wanna,” Spot said morosely, “I’d understand.”


“It ain’t dat at all,” I said, “I jist, well I’m, oh wow, dis is, well…” I was babbling.  Spot was just sort of looking at me.  I didn’t know what else to do, so I kissed him.  “Does dat answer ya question?” I asked.


He smiled, and put his arms around my waist as I put my arms around his neck.  “Yeah,” he said, “dat answers my question.”  He leaned in, and kissed me.  It was a beautiful kiss, or at least it was for me.  It was perfect, soft but deep.  After about a minute or so, we pulled apart to see Race and Gambler looking at us.


“Wow,” Gambler said, “I nevah tawt dat youse two would end up togeddah.”


“Well I did,” Race said, “dey’s is poifect fer each udder.  Dey’re real similah, y’know?  Dey’re both stubborn, annoyin’, and dey both have a tempah.”  I just laughed.  I was to happy.  No one could’ve ruined my mood.  


I spent the rest of the night with Spot.  The party was fantastic, and Medda of course put on a great show. It was one of the best days of my life, even if it was a Monday.  


The rest of the month was perfect too, and not much happened.  I spent as much time with Spot as possible, and that meant he came to Manhattan more often to see me.  I went to Brooklyn a few times to see him, but I don’t think either of us felt comfortable with me going there alone.


See, Brooklyn is a bit tougher than Manhattan.  The people there seem less, to put it bluntly, nice.  Some of them seem to have a thirst for blood, well at least in Spot’s part of the borough, and you could easily get killed.  


The newsies there aren’t much different than those in Manhattan, but they are much more territorial.  If you aren’t from Brooklyn, you better have a damn good reason for being there.  Therefore, I liked staying in Manhattan better.  The only time I went to Brooklyn was when I was with Spot.  I felt safe that way.  I felt protected. 


However, neither Spot nor anyone else could protect me from the horrors that lay ahead in November.  No one could have prepared me for it.  I wish someone could have.  Then I would’ve known what to do.


It was November, it was getting colder, and I was selling my papes, as usual. 


The day had been uneventful, not many people had bought papes.  I wasn’t very surprised at this, because once the weather got colder, the circulation rate went down.  My theory was that many people were more in a hurry so they didn’t have to stay outside in the cold for very long.  


I was on my way to Tibby’s, the rest of papes still under my arm, and had actually arrived at the door before I heard a female voice say, “I would like a paper.”  The woman’s voice sounded harsh, but I never refused a paying customer so I turned around and gave the woman one of my papes.


She handed me a penny, and looked into my eyes.  I recognized her immediately.  She was my Aunt Elizabeth.  I prayed she hadn’t recognized me, but I guess my prayer was too late.  


“Samantha?”  She asked coldly.  “Is that you?”  I didn’t know what to say.  My heart was pounding, my head was spinning, and I couldn’t think straight.


“It is you, isn’t it you little rat.  You’re a newsy now, are you?  Well we can’t have that.  You need to become a young lady.  How that’s possible, I’m not sure, but I at least owe it to my dear brother to try.”  She said ‘dear brother’ sardonically and I wanted to kill her for saying that, but I was still in shock.


As she was dragging me away, I started screaming.  The few newsies that were in Tibby’s ran out, including Race, Gambler, Hazard, Blink, Rook, and Spot.  They saw me and started to run over, but by the time they had reached me I was already in my aunt’s carriage and on my way to her house.  


I heard one of them yell, “Don’t worry Mouse, we’ll save ya!! We swear it,” as the carriage drove away, and I hoped they would keep that promise.  


Once back at my aunt’s house, I was given a bath, and locked in my room again.  A half hour later, my aunt returned with a dress.  “Put this on,” she ordered, “and brush your hair.  It’s horrid looking.” 


“Aye ma’am,” I said, my Scottish accent coming back.  “Can aw ask ye one thing, though?”  I said.


“I suppose,” she responded, “as long as it doesn’t take too long.” 


“How did ye recognize me?”  


“Your eyes,” she replied, “you have the same eyes as you did when you were little.  They always look frightened.”  And with that, she closed my door.  


Colin came in a bit later, and sat down on a chair.  “So why did you run away Samantha?”  He asked, no trace of a Scottish accent apparent at all.  


“I ran away because I hate it here,” I replied in my thick Scottish brogue, “it’s a goddamn prison, Colin, and if ye had half a brain, ye’d have run off, too.”  


Colin just shook his head.  He looked so much like Daddy when he did that.  “You don’t sound like my sister,” he said after a long pause, “you seem different.” 


“Tha’s because aw am different, Colin,” I informed him, “aw have tasted freedom and it’s fantastic.”  Colin shrugged and left my room, never to come back.  Once again, I was fated to be a lonely prisoner, miserable and hurt.





‘Twas the night before Christmas, and all through the house, not a creature was stirring, except for a Mouse.  It was Christmas Eve, and I was going to escape, again.  My aunt’s house had become more unbearable, and I knew if I stayed there I would die.  My uncle’s beatings had become more frequent than the last time, and at that precise moment I had one black eye, a deep cut on my arm (from a broken bottle) that was semi-healing, and bruises everywhere. 


I felt weak, from not being fed very often, and almost doubted that I could make it to my destination without dying.  However, I was determined to get out, even if I just took one step outside before expiring.  I put on my newsy clothes that I had made sure to keep once I was recaptured, and slowly crept down the stairs.  


I had picked Christmas Eve because it was the most convenient evening to leave.  Everyone in the house went to bed early so they could get up early and go to church, and I knew that if I left earlier I had a better chance at finding the newsies at Medda’s, which was closer to my aunt’s.  You see, every year the newsies went to Medda’s on Christmas Eve for a celebration.  It was the best time of the year, and no newsy in his right mind would miss it.  


I took a step out of the front door.  Snow was falling, and I hoped it would cover up my footprints by morning.  It was severely cold, I worried I would freeze to death, but I knew that Medda’s wasn’t very far away, and I was determined to get there unscathed by the freezing temperatures.  


The snow crunched softly under my feet, and I could feel my body going numb.  I would have loved to just collapse on the street, but I knew that I had to get back to my friends.  I wondered for a moment if perhaps they had forgotten me, and figured they probably had, but I trudged on anyway.  I got to Medda’s after what seemed like years, but in reality, was only about 15 minutes.  


I could hear singing coming from the inside, and as I passed through the front doors the song stopped.  The warmth was a welcome change from the cold, and cheering was coming from the balcony and other seats.  I knew all of the audience members were newsies, since Medda always put on a special show for them.  “Hello newsies,” she said in her not-apparently-fake Swedish accent, “have your Christmas vishes come true yet?”  I could hear some cheers of yes, and I walked tentatively through the doors to the main area of the theater.  


I looked around and saw Spot sitting with Race and Gambler.  “Vell vat have ve here?”  I heard Medda ask.  I turned my eyes to her and stared from the back of the theater and she continued.  “It seems Spot’s vish has already come true.”  Spot looked up at her, and she pointed to me.  


Spot turned around, saw me and just stared for a minute.  Everyone in the theater did the same.  I just stood there, feeling very tired and weak, not knowing what to do.  Finally, Spot stood up and walked towards me. “Mouse,” he said when he was right next to me, “thank god your back.”  He put his arms around my waist and kissed me.  


When he pulled away, he smiled at me for a moment, and then his smile turned into a look of worry.  “Mouse,” he said softly, “what happened?  How come youse got dis black eye?” 


“I don’t wanna talk about it now,” I replied, holding back tears as I thought about it, “I’ll tell ya latah.  Okay?”  He nodded.


“Ya don’t hafta tell me at all if ya don’t wanna,” he said, “I’m jist glad youse is back.  Now c’mon.  We can’t hold up Medda’s show no moah.”  


I smiled, and walked back with him to the table where Gambler and Race were sitting.  “I’m so glad youse is back,” Gambler said, as she stood up and gave me a quick hug, “we all missed ya.  ‘Specially me, Rook, and Hazard.  Oh, and Spot, but I figured youse knew dat awready.”  After she said that, we all sat down and watched Med
