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Chapter 1

EE HEN I STEPPED

out inte the bright sunlight from the darkness of the movie
house, 1 had only lwo things on my mind: Paul Newman
and z ride home, 1 was wishing [ looked like Pan]l Newman
—he looks tough and 1 don't—but 1 gues my own looks
aren't so bad. I have light-brown, almest-red hair and
areenish-gray eyes. [ wish ﬂ'lt}' WeTE TNOMe gy, because I
liate most guys that have green eyes, but [ have to be con-
tent with what [ have. My hair is longer than a lot of boys
wear theirs, squared off in back and Jong at the front and
sides, but | am a greaser and most of my neighborhood
rarely buthers bo get a haircut, Besides, T look better with
long hair. _

I had a long walk home and no company, but 1 usually
lome it anyway, for no reason except that 1 like to watch
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roovies undisturbed so [ ean get nto them and live them
with the actors. When I see 2 movie with someone its kind
of uncomfbodable, like having someone read your book over
your shoulder. I'm different that way. | mean, my second-
aldest hrother, Soda, who is sideen-going-on-seventeen,
never cracks a book at all. and my oldest hrother, Danel,
wha we call Damy, works too long and hard to be inter
ested in a story or drawing a picture, so I'm not like them.
And nobody in our gang digs movies and books the way 1
do. For a while there, I thought | was the only person in
the world that did. 5o | Toned il

Soda tries to understand, at least, which is more than
Darry does. But then, Soda is different from anybody; he
understands Evt'r_rl'fliig, almost. Like he's never ]|-;:|ll£=ri:|:|g
at me all the time the way Darmy is, or treating me as if [
was six instesd of fourtesn, [ love Soda more than I've ever
loved anyone, even Mom and Dad. He's El'ﬂ?:ﬁ ha]Jp}Lgn—
lucky and grinning, while Damy’s hard and fimm and rarely
prins at all. But then, Damy's gome through a lot in his
baenty yezrs, grown up koo st Sodzpop’ll never grow up
at all. I don't know which way's the best. I'll find out one of
these days.

Anyway, I went on wallang home, thinking about the
maovic, and then suddenly wishing | had some company.
Greasers can't walk alone too much or they'll get jumped,
o1 somenne will come by and scream “Greaser!” at them,
which doesn’t make vou feel too hot, if you know what [
mean. We get jumped by the Socs. I'm not sure how you
spell it, but it's the abbreviation for the Socials, the jet set,
the West-side rich kids. It like the term “greaser,” which is
used to class all us bovs on the Eaa 5ide.
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We're poorer than the Soes and the middle class.
reckon we're wilder, too, Mot like the Soes, who jump
greagers and wreck houses and throw beer blasts for kicks,
and get editorials in the paper for being a public disgrace
one day and an asset o society the nexl, Greasers are
almost like hoods; we steal things and drive old souped-up
cars and hold vp gas stations and have a gang fight once in
a while. | dan't mean [ do things like that, Darry would Eill
me if 1 got into trovble with the police. Since Mom and
Diad were killed in an auto wreck, the theee of us get to
stay together only as Jong as we hehave. So Soda and | stay
out of trouble as much as we can, and we're careful not to
get caught when we can't. | only mean that meost greasess
do things like that, just like we wear our hair long and
dress in blue jeans and Tshirls, o leave our shickails out
and wear leather jackels and lennis shoes or hoots. Frnnot
saying that either Socs or greasers are better; that's just the
way things are.

I conld have waited bo go lo the movies vnti] Damy or
Sodapop got off work. They would have gone with me, or
driven me there, or walked along, although Soda just can't
sil still long enough to enjoy a movie and they hore Dary
te death. Darry thinks his life is encugh without inspecting
other people’s. Or I could have gotten one of the gang to
come along. one of the four boys Darey and Soda and [
have grown up with and consider family. We're almost as
close as brothers; when yon grow up in 2 tight-knil neigh-
borhoud like ours you get to know cach other real well- IFT
had thought abeut it, T could have called Darey and he
would have come by on his way home and picked me up,
or Two-Bit Mathews—one of our gang—would have come



A heroic story
— of friendship and belonging

Pomyboy cam caunt on his brothers. And an
his friends. But not on much elsa besides
rouble with the Socs, a vicious gang of rich .
kids whose [dea of a good time is beating up
“greasers” like Ponybay. At |lsast he knows
what to expect—until the nlght someone

takes things too far.

"Thiz remarkable novel gives a moving,
credible view of the outsiders fram the
inside. . _we mesl powerful characters in a
book with a powerful messape.”

—Tiha Horn ook

An ALS Best Book for Young Adults

Winner of the Maszachusetts
Children's Book Award
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