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CHAPTER ONE

Riff Lorton looked at the wristwatch he had rolled off a drunk the week before, saw it was about nine o’clock, and groaned because most of the night was still ahead. Once daylight-saving time was in effect, the action had to start later, after it was really dark. But all day he had been feeling restless, itching and aching to get started, to get the Jets off their ass and into action.

It was all right for juniors like Baby-John to hang around and wait for orders, but nightly he had to show the Jets that he could keep them as busy and as important as Tony had when that missing person was planning their scene.

There were a couple of things they could do. They could move over to Central Park and look for a drunk they could roll because there were a couple of men in the Jets who needed watches. Or they could prowl the bushes until they found some jerk making it with his date and see if they could get into the act. They could even break up and walk through the Park singly with an exaggerated movement of hips, until one of them picked up some lousy fag to bust around before taking his wallet and watch.

No good, Riff decided, to each of these possibilities. Come dark, the Park was filled with cops who swung first and asked questions later. Any guy who was making out in the Park with a dame was probably raping her, so there could be trouble for the innocent bystander, and some of these faggots were surprising guys—longshoremen, truck drivers, judo experts, guys who looked like wrestlers—and tangling with them could mean a broken head. And you couldn’t tell about the swishy-looking kind; they might be plainclothes cops, assigned to the pansy patrol. So the Park was out.

Of course there were the broads, but the Jets liked to lead up to that kind of action and if they picked up the girls now, they’d be stuck with them for the rest of the night; and the way Graziella hung onto him, she was going to make him into an old man before his time.

For a real bright, gone chick, she was getting some awful stupid ideas about getting married, and doing more and more yakking about how more kids their age were getting married every year. For crying out loud! She had even shown him the section of the newspaper that listed the names and ages of all the people who had taken out marriage licenses, and plenty of the jerks were just eighteen.

No sir, Riff told himself, and he knew the other Jets would agree, he was satisfied to do their jazzing without getting married and the rest of that jazz.

“This is Action asking what’s the action?” Riff felt his lieutenant nudge him. “What are we going to do tonight to blacken the name of our fair city?”

Riff picked at his teeth with an I.D. card that listed his age as twenty-two. Of medium height with a square face and chin and hair cut very short so that nobody could get a grip on it in a fight, Riff’s eyes were large, intelligent and well spaced above his nose which had been broken twice.

Like the other boys in the Jets, he wore the standard warm weather uniform: chino pants or jeans, tight T shirts to show his muscular development, and short black boots. Waiting on his decision, the Jets gathered around him as he leaned against the lamppost; eyes bright with anticipation, lips pressed into hard lines of cruelty, fingers tensing into talons, they shuffled nervously, as if anxious to break from the wire.

Riff looked over their heads, as he had done so many nights before, in the hope that he might see Tony coming down the block. Why Tony had kissed them off the way he did was something Riff couldn’t understand, and he was beginning to suspect the gas about his mother Tony had given him. His own old lady, Action’s, A-Rab’s, Diesel’s, Gee-Tar’s, all of them had been threatened every day, but so far there hadn’t been any funerals.

“Stop looking for the Polack,” he heard Action say. “Tony doesn’t want any part of us.”

“You know what’s your trouble?” Riff asked him.

Action took a backward step and knotted his hands together to make the knuckles crack. “Go ahead, tell me off.”

“In your case, two heads aren’t better than one.”

Baby-John hooted. “Hey, that’s all right, Riff. Somebody new must be writing your material.” He ducked to avoid Action’s hand, then skipped toward the curb. “All right, Action. I’m sorry I laughed.”

“Do it again and you won’t have time to be sorry,” Action warned Baby-John and included the other members of the Jets.

In his own mind Action had never been convinced that Baby-John was the kind of recruit they needed. Tony, in sponsoring the kid, had pointed out that most of them had started hanging around the Jets when they were thirteen or fourteen, because a kid who wasn’t in was definitely out and might as well make up his mind to stay off the street. But there were kids and kids, Action thought, and Baby-John—well that was a hell of a nickname for someone who had to be depended on to stay in there swinging with a tire iron when the combat got heavy and the going rough.

With increasing frequency Action had begun to wonder if he ought to challenge Riff for the leadership of the Jets. But if he did, and was successful, he would have to tell the Jets what to do, really lead them; this way he could beef about everything that was done and keep Riff on his toes to prove his leadership.

Because Riff had to work at being leader, the Jets were a close, well-knitted bunch and none of the white gangs on other blocks wanted to tangle with them. Even the dinges knew enough to keep out of the neighborhood. Only the PR’s were around, more and more of them every day, and if the damned cops and the mayor and everyone else didn’t have enough sense to do something about it, the Jets did.

Maybe, Action thought as he continued to rub his knuckles, the mayor might get around to giving them a medal; there would be a great ceremony, lots of speeches, plenty of booze and broads, and at the end when they were given the medals, would they surprise the creeps by telling them what to do with the medals, and how!

“I don’t know,” Diesel said, after he flipped erect from a handstand, “but this seems like the slowest night I can remember.” He looked overhead at the stars, then at the street lights. “I’ve got no inspiration,” he added. “And I’m not tired enough to lay down somewhere and sleep. All night movies, anyone?” he suggested.

“Knock it off,” Riff said. “We’ll take a walk and see what develops. You… you”—he pointed to Mouthpiece and Tiger—“keep your eyes peeled for trouble.”

Shoulders squared, both thumbs hooked behind the heavy military buckle of his belt, moving with stiff exaggerated steps, Riff walked with both eyes fixed at some far point. Anyone in his way would have to move, because this was their turf.

Behind him, the Jets moved in twos and threes, with Baby-John walking as close to Riff as he dared, imitating him as much as he dared, and hoping no one would notice, especially Riff, that he too had his thumbs hooked behind his belt buckle. Now Action, A-Rab, Big Deal, Snowboy and Gee-Tar were also walking in this manner. It was meant to tell everyone that the Jets were on the prowl, ready to take on anyone for anything—you name it—and anyplace, right now.



In appearance, manner, determination, the Jets were indistinguishable from thousands of other gangs that roamed the boroughs, and the most frightening aspect was that they had no targets for their hatred. By look, word and deed—even thought—they hated everything and everyone in their path. Without direction, they roamed the city, bent on destruction. Nothing was safe because everyone and everything was their enemy. Therefore, with the viciousness of blind, brainless beasts, the Jets fell upon anything they came across.

Their victim or target could be a man with whom they had been friendly the day before, a boy or girl they had joked with minutes earlier, a storekeeper who had always allowed them credit, a vacant building with a window yet unbroken. Dedicated to blind destruction, incapable of evaluating people and institutions, the gangs destroyed, and when they found no one else to destroy, they turned upon each other.

So the city became a battlefield of a thousand streets, ten thousand houses, roofs, cellars and alleys. The city became unsafe, and people walked and lived in terror.

Until the Puerto Ricans came upon the scene. Then the gangs had a purpose and target and the city became much safer for everyone—except the PR’s. They had come here without invitation so whatever disaster befell them was of their own doing.

Some thinking persons wondered what would happen if the PR’s fled or were driven from the city. It was best not to delve too deeply or project too far. As things were, the gangs warred against the PR’s, the PR’s retaliated in kind. Optimistically, they might exterminate each other; and with this happy hope for the future, the city continued to conduct business as usual—and die.

Because the night was warm, people at the windows and on the stoops of the tenements saw the Jets, and only those who approved openly of their activities called out to the boys. Those who did not looked away or hid behind newspapers and handkerchiefs because the Jets meant trouble and in this crowded block there was more trouble than air, light, or hope. So why look for more?

On other streets there were other gangs that slept late in the day, stirred in the afternoon, and like prowling cats came fully alive at night to stalk the cellars, the alleys, the roofs, the streets of the crowded, decaying West Side of Manhattan.

There was no place to move, no place to go. It was twenty years since the Second World War had begun and ended, but housing that ordinary people could afford was still at a premium; and if a white man wanted to get out of his apartment there wasn’t a landlord anywhere who wasn’t delighted at the vacancy which he could immediately fill at an increase in rent.

And if he wanted to sub-divide three rooms into five, six, or even eight, he could fill every one of them with Puerto Ricans and really make himself a bundle so big and fat that he could spend most of any year in Florida or California. He need never see his buildings, his tenants, or do anything for the maintenance of halls, walls and roofs. If the building fell down the landlord could turn his property into a parking lot.

So in the end, even people who didn’t like the Jets had to admit that the boys were doing something about saving what little was left to them of the neighborhood. If they didn’t like the way the boys operated, at least the boys did something, which was more than could be said for the politicians and the gas they spouted downtown.

None of the politicians lived on the West Side; none of them had to fight for a little room, a little air to breathe; and if the city was unsafe, crowded, depressing, if more and more streets were becoming unsafe after dark, whose fault was it? Not one person in any of the tenements had ever been asked if he wanted the PR’s admitted to the country. They had no voice in the decision but that didn’t mean they didn’t resent it. None of the newspapers spoke for the people on the West Side—only kids like the Jets, who used their voices and fists. It was best not to forget this.



Clicking their teeth, striking their heels hard, smirking from the corners of their mouths, the Jets crossed the street slowly, forcing automobiles to grind to a full halt. When one stupid driver leaned out of his car and ordered them to speed it up, Riff paused, glared, then walked toward the car with Action and Diesel behind him, and in frantic haste the man in the car rolled up his window and locked his doors. Like frightened fish in a bowl being attacked by a cat, the driver and the woman at his side could only squirm from side to side as the boys, with practiced coordination, spit all over the windshield and door windows before they stepped aside to release the car. As it passed they kicked the rear bumper, then howled with laughter, for this was another square-driven car they had kicked in the ass.

On the sidewalk again and pleased with himself, Action pointed out a middle-aged Puerto Rican man and woman as they came out of a small Puerto Rican grocery. They saw the boys, hesitated, looked at each other indecisively, and retreated toward the grocery. But they weren’t going to get away that easy. Riff signaled, and Snowboy, who liked to think of himself as a commando, opened the grocery door to lob a small stink bomb into the crammed interior.

“What the hell,” Snowboy said to Baby-John after he caught up with the Jets. “They live like pigs, so they shouldn’t mind eating what smells like pigs.”

Baby-John nodded sagely as he stored this information for future use. Not only had Riff and Action shown him how to handle snotty automobile drivers who thought they bought a street when they paid for a car, but Snowboy had handled the PR’s in a way they wouldn’t forget. And if they went home and told their sons about it, and the sons came looking for the Jets, that was all right too, because any PR who stepped onto Jet turf was really going to be leaned on.

Belligerent, aching for contact, the Jets continued their neighborhood prowl.

This was the second night they had surveyed the scene without anything really happening, and Riff knew the boys were becoming restless enough to turn on him, which was what Action wanted. A leader had to take care of his men, keep things popping all the time, and the man who couldn’t wasn’t much of a leader.

There was only one man Riff would have been willing to turn the Jets over to, and as Riff thought of Tony again he could only be bitter. Maybe that was the trouble, Riff thought; he spent so much time covering up for Tony that he didn’t have enough left over for the boys and the action they required.

Suddenly he heard Mouthpiece call out: three PR’s were across the street at nine o’clock. Turning quickly on their heels, Riff and the boys started for their targets. But the PR’s, in their blue jackets with the yellow trim that identified them as Sharks, darted into a hallway and Riff cursed because it was useless to follow them.

But if three Sharks were in the neighborhood there might be others. Riff heard Action say that he was going to make some mighty poor fish out of them Sharks tonight, and as the Jets echoed this fighting sentiment they began to look harder for the enemy. About to turn a corner and break into two squads, to cover more territory, Riff raised his hand in the signal that meant the worst kind of trouble: cops. Having acquired a wide experience of cops, they slowed to a walk and waited for the prowl car to pull a little ahead of them before it stopped.

Certain the Jets appeared innocent—out for a walk, nothing else—Riff was the first to approach the prowl car. Mouthpiece had ducked off because he carried the knives, two pairs of brass knuckles, and two lengths of bicycle chain that bulged one of his pockets. Riff smiled to himself as he saw how expertly Mouthpiece disappeared into a tenement basement. By using backyards and going up and down fire escapes, Mouthpiece would make it to the secret cellar bin which was their armory.

In an expert maneuver to block the cops from taking out after their ordnance man, Riff placed his hand on the car door to hold it shut and leaned forward to greet the plainclothesman and the uniformed cop at his side.

“Well, if it ain’t Detective Schrank,” Riff greeted the pleasant-faced man, now irritated, who attempted to open the door. “And Officer Krupke,” he recognized the driver kept in the car on the other side by Action and Big Deal. “Now what brings you to this part of town?”

“Who was the guy who took off?” Schrank demanded. “And get your hand off the door before I break all your fingers.”

Stepping back, Riff’s eyes signaled Action to let the cops out of the car. “A fine way to greet some junior citizens anxious to live in peace with our representatives of law and order,” Riff complained.

On the sidewalk Schrank took several hesitant steps as if to pursue the boy he had seen breaking off from the gang; but it would be impossible to find him now so Schrank exposed most of his teeth in a forced smile. Tall, beefy, powerfully built, with big hands that had broken their share of heads, he teetered on his heels as he stripped a stick of gum to place in his mouth. “Who took off in such a hurry?” he asked.

Riff made a big show of counting heads. “We are all present and accounted for. Now if you’ll tell us to what good fortune we owe the pleasure of your company, we’ll sing you two spirited choruses of our welcome song.”

“It’s no pleasure, and you’re no company,” Schrank said. He had been on the force for thirty years and his features had become hardened by experience and a philosophic fatalism that had made possible his survival. All people were rotten, was what Schrank believed, but the trouble makers had to be weeded out and beaten into submission.

“Anyone else moves off—the kids that I catch are gonna get it,” he warned the Jets. “And don’t look so snotty, A-Rab.”

“Unfortunate me—it’s my natural look,” A-Rab protested. “If you know how I can look some other way…”

“Sure,” Krupke interrupted rapidly. “Let’s you and me step into a backyard someplace. Anything I do to your face would have to be an improvement.”

Schrank raised his hand to silence Krupke. “Which one of you threw a stink bomb into the bodega down the street?”

“Bodega?” Baby-John asked. “Please sir, if that’s a dirty word, I am very young and innocent.”

“I think you better get your ass home, kid,” Schrank warned Baby-John. “You’re goofy to be mixed up with these shape-up characters.”

Snowboy draped a protective arm around Baby-John. He had used the last stink bomb on the grocery and was clean. “We’re keeping him out of trouble, Detective Schrank, sir.” He patted Baby-John’s head, and the kid rolled his eyes in mock innocence. “We are keeping him away from evil companions.”

“So you know nothing about the grocery?” Schrank ignored the ribbing to stick with the relevant issue.

Riff shook his head, then raised his right hand as if taking an oath. “We saw a couple of Sharks a couple of minutes ago,” he suggested. “Maybe the grocery slob wouldn’t pay protection or something. Now if you want to induct us as deputies and arm us with the weapons of the law—” he looked with longing at the heavy butt in Krupke’s holster—“we’d be willing to serve without pay.”

“Cut the comedy,” Schrank said. “The Sharks didn’t do it. The grocer said it wasn’t a PR.”

Big Deal exposed both palms as he shook his head sadly. “If it wasn’t the PR’s, and it certainly wasn’t us, then I gotta come to a very sad conclusion. The outrage must have been done by a cop.”

“Maybe two cops,” Snowball said. “Renegades and traitors to their oaths of service.”

“Correct,” Big Deal agreed. “One to open the door, and the other to throw the bomb. Terrible, terrible,” he clucked. “What are things coming to?”

“You’re rubbing my back the wrong way,” Schrank advised Big Deal. “Who did it? The guy who took off? Come on,” he urged. “There’s a difference between being a stool pigeon and cooperating with the law, or don’t you rumblers know that?”

“We know the difference, sir,” Riff looked from Schrank to Krupke. “You gentlemen taught us.”

“It might interest you to know that we’re saving up our scanty pennies to buy both of you gentlemen a suitable gift for giving us this knowledge,” Snowboy declaimed with oratorical flourishes that doubled Baby-John with laughter. “It is the kind of knowledge designed to make us better citizens and without which we could have gone on living in blind ignorance. Then, how could we ever have done full justice to our civic responsibilities?”

After he raised a modest hand to still the applause, Snowboy bowed and took a backward step to put him beyond the reach of Krupke’s nightstick.

“Listen to me, Riff,” Schrank said, “and that goes for all your cruds.” Moving quickly, Schrank fastened his right hand on Riff’s shoulder and held him in a hard and painful grip. “The news I’ve got for you may come as a surprise.” He tightened the grip and hoped the boy would wince. “You hoodlums don’t own the streets.”

“Never said we did.” Despite the pain, Riff knew his voice was level and unconcerned.

“There’s been too much raiding and bombing between you and the PR’s. Now we’ve told it to them and we’re telling it to you. Since you kids have to stay somewhere, we want you to be on your block and no place else. And you’re not to block the sidewalk.”

Action clapped his hands. “The word’s official! We can’t even go to work! Thank you, Detective Schrank!”

“Thanks for cueing me,” Schrank pointed at Action, “because this is the appropriate time to mention the workhouse.” No longer smiling, he chewed with a hard rotation of his jaws. “It’s this way,” he began, and the hard balling of his left fist warned the Jets to restrain their humor, “if I don’t put down the roughhouse, keep this neighborhood clean and quiet, I’ll wind up on a beat again, which means walking the same street with you, which I couldn’t stand. Now I’ve got ambition, and you’re going to have to play ball with my ambition. At least you’re going to have to put up with it. So it’s this way”—he tightened his fingers on Riff’s shoulder and twisted to bring the defiant boy off balance—“I want you back on your block. I don’t want you off your block. I don’t want you looking for the Sharks or any other PR gang. I don’t want you to do nothing that’s going to bring them looking for you. You understand that, Riff? Goddamnit”—he shook the boy hard—“do you understand me?”

“I understand,” Riff said. The pain was excruciating, numbing his shoulder, but he wasn’t going to give the cop the satisfaction of knowing it. The Jets had to be proud of him, and he felt Tony would be, too. “You want us to behave like we always do. Peaceful.”

“As for the rest of your trash,” Schrank continued, “you can give them the message for me. If they don’t do as I say, it means they want the crap beaten out of them. And my colleagues and me are ready, willing and anxious to oblige.” The thrust of his hand made Riff stumble and fall against Action. “Get back to your block,” Schrank repeated. “Krupke and me will be cruising it regularly because we want to tell you boys when it’s bedtime.”

There was no love, never had been, never could be, Schrank felt as Krupke and he walked backwards to the prowl car. Before he entered he moved his thumb to start the boys on their way, and from the corner of his eye could see that Krupke admired the way he had handled the situation. Krupke would remember this, would mention it; and it might be of some use to other cops who had enough of this sociology crap which preached that the underprivileged were often misunderstood.

He understood them all right, and if he had been able to get his hands on the boy who had thrown the stink bomb he would have rubbed his nose in it. Schrank exhaled soulfully and saw that Krupke nodded because the officer understood that both of them had thankless jobs—dangerous, too.

But a cop had no time to think of the danger. If he did, it meant that he was becoming frightened, and to stay on the force these days demanded an absolute indifference to fear. Jets and Sharks. They were only two of the gangs that infested the West Side. Sometimes it seemed to him there were more gangs than roaches. But gangs and roaches, both had to be squashed.

“Where to now?” Krupke asked.

Schrank sighed again. “To see if we can find the Sharks. I’ve got a little talking to do to Bernardo.”

“Tough kid?” Krupke asked.

“He’s just like the rest. Speaks English with an accent, but a good fist in his mouth is a language he’s sure to understand. Everyone does.”

They watched the Jets move along the street and hated the boys for their fighting strut—stiff legs, heels striking the pavement hard, shoulders rotating, thumbs hooked into their belts.

“Think we ought to go back to that grocery store and see if we can get a description of the kid?” Krupke suggested.

Schrank crinkled his nose. “No, I can’t stand the stink.”

“Of the bomb or the grocer?” Krupke asked.

Schrank’s laugh was short and bitter. “No comment.”



From the way his boys walked, the way they whistled, laughed and bragged, Riff knew the Jets felt they had gained a full victory, and over the cops at that. People had seen the cops talking to them, had seen the way he had stood up to punishment, and the word would get around to the PR’s. Word might even get back to Tony, and it might bring him back to the Jets.

If Tony wanted to take over again it was all right with Riff. Smiling secretly to himself, Riff knew this would really tear up Action, but that was all right. Action had seen him take it from the dick—man, but the dirty bastard had a grip. He wanted to rub his aching shoulder but refused to do so because he wanted the Jets to believe that it hadn’t hurt him a bit. No one could say he hadn’t stood up to punishment like a leader.

The street clock above the barred windows of a credit jeweler told Riff it was almost ten o’clock. Things had happened mighty fast; and back at their corner the boys might spend another hour, talking it over, playing up their roles, telling each other what they were about to say to Schrank and Krupke, what they might have done if the lousy cops had swung even one punch. Then it would be eleven o’clock.

Still too early to go home, but not too early to go looking for the chicks. There were too many hours ahead until morning—hours of just nothing to do—and all that energy inside him ready, aching, to explode.

He had to see Tony, have another talk with him, beg him to come back. When Tony had been running the show every minute of every hour had been occupied, filled with things to do. True, at that time Tony and the other Jets had been busy battling to get title to the turf. They’d had to take on everyone to make the block their own, and Riff and the other boys had scars to prove that they had won the block and held it. There had been no one around who even thought of challenging them, no one until Bernardo, who was one of the first PR’s to move into the block.

The other PR’s lived all over the neighborhood, but Bernardo kept on bringing them down to the turf; and what he had in mind was very evident—to take over the block. If Bernardo and his Sharks could do this then all the white people would have to move out and it would be another victory for the PR’s and their frabajaba talk. Then where would they go? Into the river?

Not for him, Riff swore. If anybody was going to live in the water it was going to be the Sharks. Damn spics! They never took a bath, kept coal in the bathtub; so kicking them into the river would be doing them a favor.

“Riff!”

Riff hunched his shoulders and refused to turn.

“Hey, Riff!” Anybodys was at his side. “What did Schrank want?”

Riff looked at the pale, thin, intense tomboy whose hair was cut almost in a butch. She had no breasts under her T shirt and her jeans were worn low because she also lacked hips. Dirty feet were stuffed into dirty tennis shoes, tied with broken laces, and as Baby-John ran forward to goose her, Anybodys looped at him with a hard right round-house and the movement was that of a boy.

Failing to connect, she cursed Baby-John in a flat, gritty voice, then curled her tongue to spit at him.

“I’ll get you later,” she warned Baby-John. “What happened, Riff?”

“We had a talk.”

“About what?” Anybodys asked.

“About you,” Riff said. “Schrank asked if we wanted to get rid of you and we replied in the affirmative.”

Anybodys reached for his arm but Riff shrugged himself free. “I don’t believe you,” she said. “You wouldn’t say that about one of the Jets.”

“You’re not one of the Jets. But it’s not for trying,” Riff admitted.

“Then what is it?” Anybodys trotted at Riff’s side and managed to hook her finger into his belt. “I’m willing to do what anybody else is.”

“You mean that?” Riff asked her.

“Try me,” she said.

“We’re gonna look for the chicks,” Riff said, loud enough for the boys to hear. “All of us. Even Baby-John. We’re gonna get laid. What chick are you gonna promote?”

The sob torn from Anybodys’ lips was drowned by a roar of laughter. Blindly, she struck out at Riff, but his left warded off her punch and Baby-John moved in to goose her again.

Tears spilled over to course down her dirty cheeks, and frustration made her search for a rock, a stick, a bottle, anything, but nothing came to hand; and ringed by the hooting Jets, she turned from them to dart into the traffic. She wove between wheels and fenders, oblivious of startled horn blasts, until she reached the other sidewalk.

“Not bad,” Action complimented Riff. “Tony never got rid of her as quick as you did.”



The season was spring, the month May, but the soft night was early summer. From where she sat on the tenement roof, Maria Nunez looked off toward Central Park and saw the bright windows and irregular patches of light. It had been a short climb from the fire escape up the ladder to the roof, and she had avoided unnecessary conversation with her father, mother, two uncles, two aunts, and several family friends, all crowded into the little kitchen with its one window.

Overhead the sky was prodigal with stars and thin, tenuous clouds had been torn apart by the passage of the moon. She had come to the roof at dusk to admire the tops of buildings less than a mile away, but separated by a greater distance than she had come a week before.

Night had come slowly to the city, to obliterate the form, thrust, and strength of the monoliths, to tone down the burnished metal and stone of intricate design, to erase the towers and bring patterns of color into tier after tier of windows. People lived differently in such rich, marvelous buildings, and with her chin supported by the palm of her hand, Maria wondered in what luxury they bathed and dressed. How different were the streets below; not at all like Puerto Rico where the houses were little more than hovels without floors, without glass in the windows, and certainly without plumbing. Most of the streets were unpaved, without sidewalks, and poverty was everywhere.


OEBPS/e9781982191634/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VII


		VIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152








OEBPS/e9781982191634/fonts/RobotoCondensed-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982191634/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982191634/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982191634/images/9781982191634.jpg
A NOVELIZATION BY IRVING SHULMAN

A NOVELIZATION OF THE BROADWAY MUSICAL WEST SIDE STORY

BASED ON A CONCEPTION OF JEROME ROBBINS

BOOK BY ARTHUR LAURENTS ~ MUSIC BY LEONARD BERNSTEIN  LYRICS BY STEPHEN SONDHEIM
ENTIRE ORIGINAL PRODUCTION DIRECTED AND CHOREOGRAPHED BY JEROME ROBBINS






OEBPS/e9781982191634/images/title.jpg
WEST
SIDE
STORY

A Novelization by
IRVING SHULMAN

A novelization of the Broadway musical
“West Side Story”

BASED ON A CONCEPTION OF JEROME ROBBINS

Book by Arthur Laurents - Music by Leonard Bernstein -
Lyrics by Stephen Sondheim - Entire original production
directed and choreographed by Jerome Robbins

G

GALLERY BOOKS
NEWYORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781982191634/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


