Young One 

A young man about 12 walked into the lobby of a building named "The Lodging House". He looked around unsure of why he was there. He knew he needed a place to stay, that much ws evident but why here? For some odd reason it drew him in. The old man behind the desk looked up from his book and smiled. 

"Hello young one. What brings you here?" he asked. The young man just stood in silence. The man understood his discomfort and tried again. 

"My names Kloopman. I own this humble home of Newsies. Whats your name?" he inquired. The young man shifted the backpack he was carrying to his other shoulder. 

"Jack, my name is Jack." he stated quietly. He had a thick brittish accent. Well fix that later. Thought Kloopman. 

"Do you know what a newsie is?" asked Kloopman gently. Although it was ment to be kind Jack took it all too seriously. 

"Of course I know. Why would I be here then??" he shouted. Hes got spunk. thought Kloopman He'll need it in this world hes entering. But Jack shrunk down. 

"Acctually sir, I dont. I just came from England,and, well I'm quite lost." he whispered. Kloopman opened his mouth to reply when two of boys ran in. 

"Hiya Kloopman!" shouted a blond haired boy. He looked only a year or so older than Jack. 

"Hi Skittery, hows the world doin t-day?" asked Kloopman. 

"It was horrible!" whined a young Italien. He had a cigar hanging out of his mouth though he looked the same age as Jack. "Pulitzer needs some new writas. Dis suff dey make us sell aint good 'nuff." 

"In other words, you lost at the track, eh Racetrack." chuckled Kloopman. Suddenly Racetracks shoelace became interesting. (yes shoelace. He couldn't afford two at the time. At the time Kloopman let the few boys he had stay free.) Jack oculdn't help but laugh. The wo other boys became aware of him. 

"Boys this is Jack. Jack these two are Racetrack Higgens and Skittery Colvana." introduced Kloopman. They shook hands and the other two went upstairs. They muttered to themselves walking upstairs Jack just made out hearing. "Gawd he looks like.." But Jack never herd the name. 

Jack stood in the lobby alone with Kloopman. Jack shifted around nervously. An older boy walked in, about 17-18. 

"Hey West. How ya doin?" greeted Kloopman. The new boy bared a striking resemblance to Jack. Jack gasped but tried to cover up by coughing. West looked at Jack with a hint of concern. 

"Whos da little fella?" he asked. 

"Im Jack Kelly. Who might you be?" asked Jack with a cold edge, ytrying to sound tough. West laughed. 

"Im West. Actually I'm David Nuget. I'm from Santa Fe.Dats why dey call me West" he introduced. "Wanna learn da ropes?" Jack lighted up like a candel but tried not to show it. And failed miserably. 

"I'll take that as a yes." chuckled West. He started to take Jacks bacpack but Jack jerked it away. 

"Don't touch my bacpack." warned Jack. West threw up his hands and backed off. 

"I undastand. Now lets go tah da bunkroom. I'll get youse a bunk and introduced ya tah da guys." Jack smiled and nodded. 

"Lead da way." whispered Jack 

"Allright boys! Listen up. Race get off da floor will ya?!" shouted West. Everyone hushed quite quickly. "Dis is Jack boys, be nice cause if ya don't I'll soak youse." Jack looked confused. 

"Why are you going to get them all wet if they do something wrong?" asked Jack quietly. For about the milionth time West laughed. 

"It means tah beat dem up." explained West in a hushed vioce. But then they herd the muttering. 

"What? whats going on? Whats with this gossip?" demanded Jack. The rest of the group couldn't help but laugh. Jack felt his temper boil. West laid his hand on Jacks shoulder in a silent command to calm down. 

"I'se agree wit Jack. What is dis?" asked West. 

"Well its just dat youse two look well da same." came out Racetrack. A boy with a patch on his eye smacked him over the head. 

"Geez. Dat it? Youse tink I'se neva noticed? It aint nothin real impartant. Or much of a secret. But we aint related. As youse herd Jacks from England and I'se from Santa Fe. Hey Jack, can I'se call you Cowboy? Alllright. So calm down and lets just ignore it and start introducing." Everyone calmed down quickly. 

"I'se Racetrack on account dat I gamble." said Race as he stauntered up and shook hands with Jack. But befor extending his hand Racetrack spit on it. Jack scrunched up his face and eveyone laughed but he finnaly spit on his hand and shook. The crowed cheered. Next the boy with the eye patch came up. 

"My name is Kid Blink. Guess youse can see why." Blink laughed. But Jack didn't he shifted uncomfortably."S'ok youse don't need tah feel bad. I'se don't care. It helps sellin papes." Jack laughed and then blushed. 

"Youse a noivis guy ain't ya?" he asked. The temper flare once again. 

"Who says I'm nervouse maby I'm trying to be polite did that ever occure to you. Whats your problem anyway." Shouted Jack, stretching to his full hight, 5 '9. He towered over Blink. Everyone hushed. 

"K, I'se sorry, just dat no one eva respects Newsies." whispered Blink. Jack looked suprised. 

"Why not, you lead some of the hardest lives anyone has ever even herd of, youshould be respected." said Jack. "Even though I'm still not sure who the rest of the people are." the room bursted with introductions. 

In the midst of the chattering a small black boy walked in the room, bleeding. West rushed to his side. 

"What happened Jitters???" he asked softly. he picked up the small boy and carried him to a bed. 

"Race, get Kloopman!!!" commanded West. He immidiatly went to his bed and got his sheet and ripped it up. He wraped a long peice of it to the wound on Jitters arm. Jitters eyes slowly closed. 

"No Jitters, stay awake, Cowboy get me some water, Skittery, get me more peices of cloth!" He shouted. Jittery opened his eyes again. 

"West," he whispered."get those Delancys for me." he said. He closed his eyes again and his whole body went limp. West checked for a pulse, and found none. 

"Hes gone." West whispered. He firmly shut his eyes. Jack walked over to him and just put his hand on his back. Just then Kloopman entered with Racetrack. Kloopman saw West, slumped over and trying not to cry. 

"He gone?" whispered Race. Kloopman only nodded, pointing to the lifeless form with his nose. Racetrack started to cry. Whithin moments everyone was crying, mourning the loos of a friend. Jack found himself crying aswell but didn't know why. The room was full of boys that lost a friend, a brother. 

Later that evining the police were brought in to take away Jitters. West had stoped crying but was dazed. He sat on his unk and had told Jack to sleep on the one below him. He seemed angry now, not at anyone in perticular but just angry. 

"Damnit why did he have to die?" he shouted. Jack jumped and shrank down. West must have noticed and leaned over and checked on Jack. 

"Sorry Cowboy. I'se just.. mad. Jitters and I wois like bruddah, all us newsies are. I just wan't to know how he got soaked so bad." he explained. Jack looked at West qusically. 

"The boy said something about the Delancys." Supplied Jack quietly. West's eyes poped open. 

"The Delancys? I'm gonna kill dose tree." West cursed. (authers note: Ok there were two delancys in the movie but im adding another one. ) Jack looked at him with suprise. 

"Why not, you lead some of the hardest lives anyone has ever even herd of, youshould be respected." said Jack. "Even though I'm still not sure who the rest of the people are." the room bursted with introductions. 

In the midst of the chattering a small black boy walked in the room, bleeding. West rushed to his side. 

"What happened Jitters???" he asked softly. he picked up the small boy and carried him to a bed. 

"Race, get Kloopman!!!" commanded West. He immidiatly went to his bed and got his sheet and ripped it up. He wraped a long peice of it to the wound on Jitters arm. Jitters eyes slowly closed. 

"No Jitters, stay awake, Cowboy get me some water, Skittery, get me more peices of cloth!" He shouted. Jittery opened his eyes again. 

"West," he whispered."get those Delancys for me." he said. He closed his eyes again and his whole body went limp. West checked for a pulse, and found none. 

"Hes gone." West whispered. He firmly shut his eyes. Jack walked over to him and just put his hand on his back. Just then Kloopman entered with Racetrack. Kloopman saw West, slumped over and trying not to cry. 

"He gone?" whispered Race. Kloopman only nodded, pointing to the lifeless form with his nose. Racetrack started to cry. Whithin moments everyone was crying, mourning the loos of a friend. Jack found himself crying aswell but didn't know why. The room was full of boys that lost a friend, a brother. 

Later that evining the police were brought in to take away Jitters. West had stoped crying but was dazed. He sat on his unk and had told Jack to sleep on the one below him. He seemed angry now, not at anyone in perticular but just angry. 

"Damnit why did he have to die?" he shouted. Jack jumped and shrank down. West must have noticed and leaned over and checked on Jack. 

"Sorry Cowboy. I'se just.. mad. Jitters and I wois like bruddah, all us newsies are. I just wan't to know how he got soaked so bad." he explained. Jack looked at West qusically. 

"The boy said something about the Delancys." Supplied Jack quietly. West's eyes poped open. 

"The Delancys? I'm gonna kill dose tree." West cursed. (authers note: Ok there were two delancys in the movie but im adding another one. ) Jack looked at him with suprise. 

"Well well well." clucked a voice. West turned around to find none other than the delancys. 

"You SOB''s. I'd run whil da running is good." growled West. He might seem cool and colected but his friend was just mudered and here stood the murderers. 

"Now why would we do that?" purred the oldest, Mike. Him and West stood there staring at each other. Anyone who could see knew there was going to be a fight. Jack and spot both got ready to fight, as did Oscar and Morris. Mike took the first swing. It was aimed at Wests head but West grabbed his arm and twisted it. Oscar went after Spot, attempting to kick him in the shin. But Spot was too fast. He stepped out of the way and threw a backfist into his face. Morris and Jack were sittil glaring at each other. Then Jack charged him ramming Morris into a wall. He slithered down unconcious. West still had Mikes arm pinned but Mike was smarter than he looked. He bent over and sent West flying over his back. West hit the ground hard. Jack ran over to him. 

"Are you ok?" he asked. West looked up and said 

"LOOK OUT!! Jack turned around in time to see Mike coming at him with a chain. Jack ducked and rolled he ended up between Mikes fett and just tugged on him pants. Mike tripped befor he got to West. West had gotten up just then only to see Spot getting punched. 

"Help Spot!" he ordered to Jack. Jack picked up the first thing he could find, a peice of wood. He ran at Oscar and Whacked him over the head with the board. He fell over and didn't get. up. 

"Two down, one to go." grinned Spot. But apperantly that wasn't what West wanted. 

"Get out of here you two! Run!" He shouted through clenched teeth. The two younger boys did as they were told. They ran to get help. But Oscar was waking up.... 

"Kloopman, come quick!!! West is in trouble!" shouted Jack as he barged in the Lodging house. A few others were around and listened intently as jack talked to Kloopman. 

"Bring your medicine bad with you, we have no time to waste." he said. Just then a newsie Jack had never seen befor stepped up. He was big and yet seemedf only Jacks age. 

"I'se commin wit youse." he said quietly. Jack just nodded. but then the boy started to talk again "Oh me names Mush, 'n youse Jack right?" Once again he received s nod and Mush Jack Spot and Kloopman rushed to the ally where West was. 

When they got to the ally it was empty and quiet. They walked in and looked around. Then they saw a dark form on the ground. Jack ran over to it. His fears had been justified. 

"West? God no. West look at me!" he screaemed he started to shake West roughly. 

"Not so rough Cowboy." came a forced reply. Jack stopped shaking him immidiatly. "Kid, get Spot ova hea." 

"I'se right hea." whispered Spot. He kneeled beside him as Jack had done. 

"Youse two are da most loyle guys I'se eva met. Promis me yoyuse will look afta me territory." he said. 

"But youse 'ill be 'round tah do dat yerself." siad Spot forcefully. He quickly wiped a tear that was rolling down his face. 

"You'se know dat ain't true Patrick. Take care a Brooklyn. Cowboy, youse take care a Manhatten." Spot looked at West with scared eyes. 

"Youse used me real name. No dis can't happen!" he screemed. Spot ran off. 

"West, I havn't even learnt the rope yet please, just saty a little longer. Please." urged Jack. "Youre the only person I have! Please." 

"Bye." said West weakly. His body went limo and he stopped breathing. Just then Mush and Kloopman rounded the corner. 

"Two boys in two days." said Kloopman as he saw the scene. He started to cry. Mush sat down on the grownd and sobbed. Jack sat beside West and let himself cry, something he did rarely. He had known West for only a day but he had felt like family. He didn't know what to do. At that moment he noticed a brochure in Wests hand. On it was orinted Santa Fe. Then and there Jack decided that when he could, he would go to Santa Fe and find West. 

"Mush? Kloopman? Lets go back to the House and tell the oters." said Jack, choking back tears. 

The three left, all remembering what they could of West. As they steped out of the ally they ran into Spot who had a police officer with him. Spot saw the looks on the faces andd couldn't say or do anything. Jack pointed down the ally and ran towardsd the Lodging houses with Spot and Msuh close behinde. 

When Kloopman got home from telling the officers what had happened he found a room full of sobbing boys, boys who had siad at one time or another to never cry again. But there they were, mourning the loss of their brothers. West and Jitters. Kloopman shook his head and joined his boys, knowing that he would never forget this day. 

Epilogue 

A few days later, at the command of the new leader of the newsies, there was a funerall for Jitters and WEst. Every newsie from far and wide had come. Jack kept the brochure and would always dream about Sante Fe and how he'd find his friends again. Spot vowed never to let this happen to any of his newsies and started to put up a tough image and protected his newsies froma nyharm. Kloopman engraved The names of the late newsies on their beds, never to be forgotten. Mush became a bit of a stronger newsie, never being afraid to say what he belived but remained quite shy. The name of West would be muttered forever in the prayers of newsies and would be passed over to any new newsiethat ever joined the force.

