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ACT ONE

SCENE: The stage is dark. There's a moment of silence.
Then light comes up revealing a young man in the “living
area.” He is PONYBOY, a yourg teenager wearing blue
Jeans and a t-shirt. His hair is long and loaded with hair oil
He's sensitive, insecure and a bit younger than the other
young men we'll see. PONYBOY looks for something on the
table. Finding a note with @ number on it, he dials i on the

cradle phone on the table. After a brief pase.

PONYBOY. Mr. Syme —this is Ponyboy. (Apologetically
in response.) 1 didn't realize it was so late, I forgot. (To
the point.) I'm calling about the theme assignment for
English. How long can it be? (Repeating what he
hears.) Not less than five pages. (Andows.) But can it
be longer? Longer than five pages? (Repeating.) As
long as I want. (His problem. Apologetically.) 1t’s all in
my bead —if I can sort it out. First I have 1o sort it out.
(Listens. Then nods in agreement.) As soon as [ get it
together, No later than that, Thanks, Mr, Syme. (As he
hangs up he's already trying to handle this. He gets up
from the table. Deciding on the first step.) The place to
begin—I'd gone to a movie. (This is @ memovy. Re-
membering.) When 1 stepped out into the bright sun-
light from the darkness of that movie house, I had only
two things on my mind: Paul Newman and a ride
home,
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(General light coming up. rolmioym. his eyes and
shakes himself. He’s no longer remembering. He's in the
present and now he looks directly at the AUDIENCE.)

PONYBOY. I wish I looked like Paul Newman. He looks
tough and I doa't. (Traffic sounds are coming up and he
considers the imaginary street.) The otber thing~it's a
long walk home with no company. But I usually lone it
anyway. I like to watch movies undisturbed so I can get
into them and live them with the actors, I'm different
that way. I mean my second oldest brother, Soda,
never cracks a book at all, and my oldest brother,
Darry, works too hard to be interested in a story or
drawing a picture —so0 I'm not like them. And nobody
in our gang digs movies and books the way I do. So |
lone it. (Sound of a car zooming by and as it does,
someone shouts from it.)

VOICE. Greaser!

PONYBOY (looks after the car, then fromt. Defensively).
And I'm a greaser. (Explaining.) Greasers can't walk
alone too much or they get jumped by the Socs. I'm
not sure how you spell that, but it's the abbreviation
for the Socials—the jet set, the rich kids. (There's the
Mdewmmm.w
notices the sound.) We're poorer than the Socs. I
mcboun‘uvﬂdu.wo.&nmﬁkcthe&qwho
junpmndmckbousamdthmboablm
fnrkkh.(m.)(immdmlﬂehoods;m
steal thinpanddﬁvcoidwupedupmandm
m&mldoc‘tmmldo.bmymldkinmiﬂ
pthmucwitbthepdbe.ﬂmuanndmd
mﬂnedhlwcmh.&ethmo(nsmwmy
Woﬂyuhqnmb&m&mmlmy

LN
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out of trouble as much as we can. (The car has stopped
and car doors are opened and then slammed shut. PONY-
BOY is getting nervous.) I'm not saying that either the
Socs or the greasers are better; that’s just the way
things are,

(Two young men, RANDY and BOB, obviously “Socials"
are entering. RANDY comes on L. PONYBOY turns to
start R but BOB enters from that side.)

BOB. Hey, grease —

RANDY. How come you're all by yourself, grease?

PONYBOY (tightly). Stay away from me.

BOB. Couldn't think of it.

RANDY, Not safe for you to be out here all alone.

BOB. We're gonna do you a favor, grease. We're gonna
cut off that long greasy hair,

PONYBOY (right). Leave me alone.

BOB (pulls a knife and flips open the blade). Need a hair-
cut, grease?

PONYBOY (backing up). No. (BOB advances with the
knife.)

BOB. Gonna cut it real close! How'd you like the haircut
10 begin just below the chin?

PONYBOY (panic). Are you crazy! (Shouting,) Soda!
Darry!

BOB. Shut him up.

RANDY. (looking off L). 1 see someone —

PONYBOY (frantic). Darry!

BOB (coming at him. Hard). Okay, greaser!

RANDY, Cool it, Bob!

BOB (implacable). He's asking —

RANDY (gestures L). Company coming —
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BOB (glancing L. Then to PONYBOY). Have to give you
another appointment, grease! Catch you later.

(As they hurry along off R, JOHNNY comes rushing on
L. He's almost as young as PONYBOY, has a scar on his

face and a nervous look that comes from a recent and
terrible beating.)

JOHNNY (frightened). Ponyboy! You okay?

(DALLAS is also rushing on followed by TWO-BIT. DAL-
LAS is tougher than the rest—tougher, colder, meaner.
TWO-BIT is DALLAS's age with a wide grin and always
has to get in his “two-bits"— hence his name.)

DALLAS (to PONYBOY). They cut you?

PONYBOY. No. All talk. Nothing.

TWO-BIT (outraged). They're cruising our territory.

DALLAS (as he starts off R). Soc scum! (DALLAS and
TWO-BIT ext.)

JOHNNY (concerned). You really okay? You're not
hurt?

PONYBOY. A little spooked, that's all. (Looking at
JOHNNY.) Compared to what they did to you—its
pothing. Nothing at all,

JOHNNY (unhappily). Th
Thiey besis 16 8105, ¢y have to stop jumping us!

PONYBOY (noticing. Concerned), What' hand?

JOHNNY. It isn't anything, Neve)r mind, m

PONYBOY (interrupting). Johnny — (JOHNNY lets out a
breath. Then he flicks the handle in his hand gng the
switch blade snaps out.)

R . S
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JOHNNY (softly defensive). 1 can’t take another beating —
I can't take it, Poayboy. (With a small smile.) 1 get
enough from my father.

(DARRY, followed by SODAPOP, hurries on L.
DARRY’s tall and muscular. He looks older than twenty
~ tough, cool, smart. SODA is handsome, with a finely-
drawn, sensitive face.)

DARRY (anxious). Are you all right, Ponyboy? (Shaking
him.) Tell me!
PONYBOY. I'm okay. Quit shaking me, Darry, I'm okay.

JOHNNY (volunteering). They didn't cut him.
PONYBOY (to DARRY who still grips him). Come on,

Dm (lets go and stuffs his hands in his pockets).

Posh:IWB.OY (frankly). You're never sorry. Not about any-

SOD%P.‘IM kid's okay. You're an okay kid, Pony.
(DALLAS and TWO-BIT come back in.)

DARRY. Didya catch 'em?

TWO-BIT. Nup. They got away this time.

DAuAS.lhittbdtwwithacouplemds.(W&hnir
Mm)ldon‘lthlnktbeylikedmmnmm
into the living area.)

PONYBOY.ldidn'tlmowmmomdjdLDdhs.

DALLAS. Good behavior. Got off early.

TWO-BIT (curious). Poayboy, what were you doin' walk-

ing by your lonesome?
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PONYBOY. I was comin' home from the movies. I didn",
think —

DARRY (breaking in). You don’t ever think, not at home
or anywhere when it counts. You must think at schoo)
with all those good grades, and you've always got your
nose in a book, but do you ever use your head for
common sense? No sirree, bub. And if you had to go
by yourself you should've carried a blade.

PONYBOY (unhappily). No matter what I did you
wouldn't like it

SODAPOP.ummdebrothcrdooe.ywbeu?h
dn‘thkhuhhcnkulogowtbemoviea.mdiuin'x
hhhnztthoalﬂmtojnnpm.andifha’dbeenmy-
lngabhdeitmld\-ebeenagoodmwmth{m
to ribbons,

DARRY (impatiently). When 1 want my kid brother to
tenmcwhmtodowllhmyotbetkidbrotba. I'll ask
you —kid brother. (SODAPOP laughs.)

TWO-Brr.Nmﬁmemooeo(mtogowithyou.Pooy-
boy. Any of us will,

DALLAS. Speakin' of movies, I'm walking over to the
Nightly Double tomorrow night. Anybody want to
come and hunt some action?

DARRY. No time. I'm workin’.

DALLAS. You're always workin',

DARRY (wryly). I've got a choice?

(SANDY is entering L on this. She's pretty, has a
laugh, and she's a greaser,) -

DALLAS. Sodspop?
SO&WMM:M.NMWMW
Bame,
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SANDY.Panhw'ywaym

SODAPOP (delighted to see her). Sandy! Can you stay?

SANDY (regretfully). No.

SODAPOP (M.thm? You have
to go?

SANDY(MMRRY).NpHM?

DALLAS (MDMMW).MM
de.youandl’ouymm?

PONYDOY.MendJohmy'llme.Ohy.Dmﬂ

SODAPOP (helpfully). It ain't 2 school night.

DARRY(M.SM&&N:MM

mm.ﬂldoc‘tgctbomdup.mw&mnd
nndy’an.(DALMSmmd&maﬂ.)

DARRY(pomamﬁmaPONYBOY). If 1 ever
catch you getting boozed up—

PONYBOY (this is unfair). Darry! (But DARRY has gone
off into the kitchen.)

SODAPOP (laughing). Who needs boozed-up?

TWO-BIT (feeling criticized. To SODAPOP). 1 seen you

SANDY (to PONYBOY, smiling). Two-Bit is right. Soda
pudmklo&timu-at&agnm.uadm,only
—he never touches alcobol.

TWO-BIT (she's crazy). C'mon, Sandy.

SANDY (the whole point). He don't need alcobol. (She
looks at him with great affection.) He gets drunk on just
plain living.

TWO-BIT (they're too much). Probably I'll find y'all.
(He's starting to go.)

JOHNNY (calling to him. A litle andous). Two-Bit—if

you're walking toward my place, if you're in that direc-
tion, could I - part-way - 22
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TWO-BIT (considers JOHNNY. Getting his anxiety. Decid-
ing). Happens I'll be going right by your place, Johany-
cake, Right by your door,

JOHNNY (with great relief). Two-Bit—thanks. (JOHNNY
and TWO-BIT exit.)

PONYBOY (looking after them). Remember how Johnny
looked when he got beat up? Why do the Socs hate us
so much?

SANDY (bitterly). That'’s just how it works. We're greasers.

PONYBOY. I'm reading Great Expectations for English,
and that kid Pip, he reminds me of us—the way he felt
marked lousy because he wasn’t a gentleman or any-
thingandtbcwaythatgirlkeptlookingdownonhim.

SODAPOP. That's only a book, Pony.

PONYBOY (not agreeing). It bappened to me. One time
in biology I had to dissect a worm and the razor
wouldn’t cut, so I used my switchblade.

SANDY. Pony!

PONYBOY.lfom!wbatlwdoLngorl'dmhad
done it. The minute I flicked it out this girl right be-
ddomekindolmedandnid.'nwymﬁgm.‘lw
are a hood.”

SANDY. A Soc? (PONYBOY nods.) Was she pretty?

poNYBOY(nodsqab-).Slnlookcdmlaoodlnyenow.
Wmvddhbmdﬁ To SODAPOP.) Don't tell Darry.
He'll say I didn’t think again.

sopAPOP.Probob'ywmld.bmwbmbebollmatyou

—be don'"t mean nothin’,

PONYBOY. Like hell -
SANDY (0 SODAPOP) Have to get bome before my
hacked off. (She’s saying “I love you.") 1

- S
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SODAPOP(dlcmblm).ledn'tmisitﬁuuy-
thing.l’idyouupnbanc?

WDYMMWM).WMMPII&
uthemngaﬂhtym\awaaﬂcawm)

PONYBOY. She’s differeat.

SODAPOP. From what?

PONYBOY.metbeouiyﬁkM'lllootapm-
msh.loud;iﬂswithwomucheyemuke-uv.wbo
mtoomch.(l.odiwq\aha)lmsm.

SODAPOP.Sbedoan'tImeitecy.SDc's’oucbool.a
job.andnothin‘bnlmblcuhom.

PONYBOY. Soda?

SODAPOP. Yeah?

PONYBOY.chomcymdroppodomo(scbool?l
mwmnmmmm

SODAPOP.h’s’mrmdumb.monlylhlnplm
pssingmwmmechdandym.

PONYBOY. You're not dumb.

SODAPOP.Im.Shnupmdl'llunywsomuhin&
Don't tell Darry.

PONYBOY. Okay.

SODAPOP. | think I'm gonna marry Sandy. After she
mmd@dﬂlwamm.ﬂm
(Mm)lnﬁghlni(ﬁn)wygwt
of school though. So I can help Darry with the bills.

PONYBOY (approving). Tuff enough! (Then with alarn.)
zmﬁ“wmwwﬂmmburyoﬁmy

SODAPOP (sharply). Don't be like that. I told you be
a«?\mwmumﬂg'gm”we
m“d‘:mwmwcmm’smny

w‘ ‘n i

PONYBOY. Sure. b
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SODAPOP.Mbeewdmalotpoemu,“
gen.Daﬂudmmmythlnchegmandshouldu;
wmifyouwlnubetmth.AndMBit-bem-,
want or need half the things he swipes from stores,
(M)Butit’snotlikethawhhbmy. He doesn’t
deserve to work like an old man when he’s only
twenty. Even with the athletic scholarships, there
wm‘tmooeyforconeaabmydoan'tgomywbm
and he doesn’t do anything except work. But he's got
bopes for you—you dig?

PONYBOY. Then why does he bug me all the time?

SODAPOP. You're the baby—I mean, he loves you a lot.
Sawvy?

PONYBOY. You're wrong. Darry don’t love anyone or

ing. And he thinks I'm just another mouth to
feed. That's all I mean to him.

SODAPOP (guietly). You better get on with your home-
work. (The light is beginning to dim.)

PONYBOY (cwrious). You in Jove with Sandy?

SODAPOP (guietly). I am.

PONYBOY. What's it like? (It's almost dark except for the

lamp.)
soa.:krop (considers. Softly). It's real nice. What's that
you're reading fo
POy o s

f,;’fi..,,,,‘,,.,‘ looks after SODAPOP wondering what he
tirely dark. pomf"'"”‘dﬂeh’p:hem&m-
ﬁ&"""""*dn&“ “p a writing pad and be-
dnAUD?;vcg e are brought in DL diagonally
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4¢mmmm&uuhdmm&
reading what he's writing.)

PONYBOY. We were a little early for the movie so we
walked around talking to all the greasers we knew,
leaning in car windows or hopping into back seats, and
gecﬁnginonwbommnnimawy.andwbomb
mwmmﬂQﬁmmmmmm
when and why. By then it was dark enough to sneak in
under the back fence of the drive-in.

(M‘BM@MWWWW“M
the benches and popcomn stand. Two attractive teenage
ﬁaamkrmdmcu-mm-mm

mM.M'NIM)

CHERRY (turns to shout at someone off L). Go home!
Both of you!

MARCIA (also off L). Dry out! (They come down and sit
in the front row bench facing the AUDIENCE. They're
BOTH angry. DALLAS is seen at the right, impatiently
waving off R.)

DM(M.CmonJohmyakc!

(JOHNNYWMMDAIMSmamba-
tom of an imaginary fence.)

DALLAS. We'll slide under.
JOHNNY. Why don't we just pay?
DALLAS (impatient). Follow me.
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WWWWW”&WM
WMWMWMWM&M
down to join them.)

PONYBOY (as he comes).

things legal.
DALLAS (calling). Move it, Ponyboy.
PONYBOY (following). Sure, Dallas. (MARCIA has

turned to CHERRY.)
MARCIA (she giggles). You really made them mad.

Y. You object?

MARCIA. Bobandnmdymdagnsdn&ldon'twmo
sit with them either. (WSBMMW

Yonknwbewostodo

DAUASMBMCHERRHWMJMGIM
:ﬂtofhafm).lsthishdrreal.orawig?(CHERRY
kmsjonvadmﬁmhim-ﬂc‘imhahdram

rug.)
CHERRY (slaps his hand away). Stop that.
Dm ; guess it’s real. (Suggestively.) Wanta check if

PONYBOY (a faint protest). Dallas —



in for?

CHERRY.Mlavcmalooe.Wbydou’lyoubenioc
and leave us alone?

DALLAS. I'm never nice. Want a Coke?

GIERRY.lmldn'tdrinkhiﬂmmwingintbedmn.
(Over her shoulder.) Get lost, hood! (DALLAS shrugs
and strolls off toward the popcorn stand. CHERRY
ghuaPONYBOY.)Areyongoingwmnonm?

PONYBOY (sincerely). No.

CHERRY (suddenly she smiles). You don't look the type.
What's your name?

PONYBOY. I wish you hadn’t asked. It's — Ponyboy Curtis.

CHERRY (smiling). That's an original and lovely name.
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PONYBOY (pleased). My dad was an original person,
l‘vegoubrotbammedswlpopmditsa)sgomu,
birth certificate.

CHERRY. My name’s Sherrie, but 'm called Cherry be-
ansco{myhm‘:.amyvm

PONYBOY. I know. You're a cheerleader. We go to the
same school.

MARCIA. You don't look old enough for high school.

PONYBOY. I'm not. I got put up a year in grade school.

CHERRY, What's 2 nice, smart kid like you running
around with trash like that for?

PONYBOY (stiffty). I'm a grease, same as Dallas, He’s
my buddy.

CHERRY (softly). I'm sorry, Ponyboy. (Then curious.)

Your brother Sodapop, does be work in a gasoline sta-
tion? A DX?

PONYBOY. Yeah,

CHERRY. Man, your brother is one doll. I mi t've
W.mmm-mmmw%
Mm)ﬂmmm’rebhahing?

JOHNNY.I!'?DO!MMIMON‘OOHMSOC

MARCIA. How come we don't see him in
PONYBOY (winces). He's a dropoot, 01

(DALLAS is coming back with some Cok )



greaser. After you wash your mouth and learn to talk
and act decent, I might cool off, t00. (PONYBOY and
JOHNNY are stunned and fearful of an explosion. DAL-
LAS wipes the Coke off his face with his sleeve and
smiles dangerously at CHERRY.)

DALLAS (aggressive). Fiery, huh? (Starting to put his arm
around her,) Well that’s the way I like 'em. (JOHNNY
has been upset by this and he stands up suddenly.)

JOHNNY (blurts out). Leave ber alone, Dallas. (DALLAS
is completely startled by this from JOHNNY.)

DALLAS. Huh? (With dishelief.) What'd you say, Johnny-
cake?

JOHNNY (gulps hard). You heard me. Leave her alone.
(DALLAS is outraged and jumps up whirling to confront
JOHNNY.)

DALLAS (furious). Johnny! You want to repeat that?

JOHNNY (terrified but not budging. Closing his eyes tight.
A desperate whisper). Leave her alone. (DALLAS's im-
pulse is to belt him, but he can't. JOHNNY's his pet.
DALLAS forces himself to jam his fists in his pockets.
Then he turns abruptly and stalks off. As DALLAS goes,
JOHNNY lets out the breath he's been holding.)

CHERRY (also relaxing. To JOHNNY). Thanks. He had
me scared,

JOHNNY (managing a smile). You sure didn’t show it.
(Emphatically.) Nobody talks to Dallas like you did.

CHERRY, From what I saw, you do.

PONYBOY. One time a guy told Dallas to move over at
a candy counter and Dallas belted him so hard it
knocked a tooth loose. (Incredulous.) You gotta lot of
guts, Johnny.

JOHNNY (embarrassed). Will you cool it, Ponyboy?

MARCIA. Y'all sit up here with us. You can protect us.
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JOHNNY. Okay.

PONYBOY. Might as well. (As they're sitting on the frony
bench.)

MARCIA. How old are y’all?

PONYBOY. Fourteen.

JOHNNY, Sixteen.

MARCIA. That's funny. I thought you were both—

CHERRY (cutting in. Tactfully). Sixteen.

JOHNNY (smiling). How come y’all aint scared of us
like you were Dallas?

GiBRRY(xUn).Hm.youddn’tjoinintbedehs
wasundng,'lbenyoumdehim!eavemalooe.m

wbeou:eskedyouto:iwpbae.wudidn’twlikeh
manmviudonwmkemnfortbedght.

JOHNNY (considering all this), Oh.
GiERRY.I‘ve.bardlbomDallsWiMOo,lndbeloob

guy.
PONYBOY. He'd leave you alone if
MARCIA.We’llI‘msbdbedoan'tbeb:m
CHERRY (half to hersel). It's funsy—

admire him. : 1 3 way I king of
PONYBOY (curious). Werea's ,

while sof you yellin  someone 5

MARGA.OurdnuThaybroughtnoq boos
G{BRRY.ldoo'twamwsitha&i:-’i:‘m
someone get drunk, wetch

MARCIA (1o CHERRY). You really made *em mag

A NGy Pia
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CHERRY. I don't care.

(TWO-BIT has entered during this, coming up behind
JOHNNYMPONYBOY.Nowhepmq:::,w
on JOHNNY's shoulder, and the other on PONYBOY's

shoulder.)

TWO-BIT (in a decp threatening voice). Okay, greasers,
you've had it. (Both PONYBOY and JOHNNY gasp.)
PONYBOY (looking up. Relaxing). Glory, Two-Bit—you
want to scare us to death? We —(He stops as he looks
at JOHNNY whaose eyes are shut and he's shaking hard.

Concerned.) Johnny ~

TWO-BIT (realizing). Kid ~(Encouraging.) Johnny -
¢'mon!

JOHNNY (has opened his eyes and looks up. Weakly).
Hey, Two-Bit.

TWO-BIT (gerunely contrite). Sorry, kid. (Messes JOHNNY's
hair,) 1 forgot. (He climbs over to sit by MARCIA.)
Who's this, your great aunts?

MARCIA. Great grandmothers twice removed.
TWO-BIT. A sharp one. How could you two be picked up
by a couple of greasy hoods like Pony and Johany?
MARCIA. We really picked them up. We're Arabian
slave traders and we're thinking about shanghaiing

them. They're worth ten camels apiece.

TWO-BIT. Five. They don't talk Arabian. Say something
in Arabian, Johnnycake.

JOHNNY (embarrassed). Cut it out, Two-Bit. Dallas was
botbering them, and when he left they wanted us to sit
with them —to protect them against greasers like you.

ng%misorwu?msmmkloom
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PONYBOY. Dallas’s huntin’ some action.

TWO-BIT. He'll probably find a fight. He slashed b
tires on Tim's car just for kicks —which is no joke when
you've got to work to pay for them. (Shrugs.) So they

have a fight.
CHERRY. You don't believe in playing rough or any-

thing,.

TWO-BIT. Tim's okay. A fair fight isn't rough. Blades are
rough. So are chains and heaters and pool sticks. Skin
fighting ain't rough. (The way it is.) Dallas got caught,
He pays up. No sweat.

CHERRY (sarcastically). Yeah, boy. Real simple.

MARCIA. If he gets killed or something, you just bury
him. No sweat.

TWO-BIT (grinning). You dig okay, baby.

CHERRY (she'’s upset). Ponyboy, will you come with me?
We'll get some popcorn?

PONYBOY (jumping up). Sure, Y'all want some?

CHERRY (cutring this off). Y'all watch the movie. (To
PONYBOY.) C'mon. (As she leads PONYBOY right, the
light on the bench area is dimming.)

TWO-BIT (to MARCIA). 1 don't think I have your num-
bers.

MARCIA. What numbers?

TWO-BIT. Street address and telephone, (MARCIA is
stariled by this and JOHNNY is leaning into their ex-

To JOHNNY, faintly annoyed). The girl said
you should watch the movie. So watch the movie.
(JOHNNY quickly tums toward the imaginary screen,
MARCIA starts looking through her pocket.)

MARCIA. Maybe I bave a piece of paper somewhere —

WO -
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WMMMMWMMCHERRYM
mmkmmmmwd&uw
by a lot of new thought. PONYBOY has paused half-way
in berween. He'’s looking off over the AUDIENCE. For
the moment, he’s looking back on this.)

PONYBOY (as he recalls if). Cherry didn’t really want
popcorn. She wanted to talk.

CHERRY (calls to PONYBOY). Your friend —the one
with the sideburns —he's okay?

PONYBOY (crossing to CHERRY). He ain"t dangerous
like Dallas if that's what you mean, He's okay.

CHERRY. Johany’s been hurt bad sometimes, hasn't he?

therewamoan.Sodagotdmcﬁm,andmmdhim
over. (Has to pause.) 1 nearly puked, (Continues with
M)Wc'remedwsoemlo&myhangedup-
hismberdobbmhimalot.m’uhhm.) But noth-
mmmlﬂmwmaw)swamonhh
kneesboldinghim.hkbodyalllhnp.p‘vinshimume
shakes, saying, “It's okay, Johnnycake. They're gone
now. It's okay.” (It's vivid in his mind) Two-Bit was
mddenlytlme.wdforonoebehndnothhgsmmw
uy.Dansgoubcte.too.muingunderhisbaulh.
then tuming away, and be was sick. Dallas! Finally



\hing, T catch myself talking and
half what I'm saying. 1 don't really
mmmmkm Iﬂln:‘
him.) T've never told that to
mMM’WhM?
yo:(YBOYM).WI'mIWMW
m younger. So you doa't have to keep your guard up.
amnnv(m.!’ouldd.you'nwzlmm .
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PONYBOY. Probably I'll outgrow it. (Nods left.) We'd
better buy some popcorn and get back. (Movie music is
climaxing and then ends.)

CHERRY (glances at the imaginary screen). The pictare’s
ending. (Curiously.) You read a lot, don't you, Pony-

boy?

PONYBOY. Yeah. Why?

CHERRY. I could just tell. And I bet you watch sunsets.
(PONY nods.) 1 used to watch them, 100, before I got

so busy.

(MARCIA, TWO-BIT and JOHNNY are coming across
toward them.)

TWO-BIT. You eat all the popcorn?

CHERRY. It was delicious.

MARCIA (to CHERRY). How'll we get home? Maybe I
should call my folks.

TWO-BIT (gailanty). I'll walk you.

MARCIA. It's twenty miles.

JOHNNY (seriously). It's still early and if we get started
right away —

TWO-BIT (be realistic). Johnny. (To the GIRLS.) There’s
a car at my place. Take us ten minutes to walk there —
(CHERRY and MARCIA look at each other uncer-
M)ltnmsrealgood.ﬂliﬂkbuemquon'l
respond.) 1 could drive you —

PONYBOY (to CHERRY, teasing her). Tryin' to figure
what's the cool thing to do?

CHERRY (to PONYBOY). Two-Bit’s car is okay?

PONYBOY, It's a wreck, but Two-Bit'll get you home.

CHERRY (deciding). Thanks, Two-Bit. Let's start walking.

MARCIA (aside to CHERRY). Aren't we adventurous —



back seat. o
CHERRY. We'll together. .
TWO-BIT (trying to remember. Half to himself). I'm sure

there’s enough gas.

MARCIA (noticing out left). Cherry, look what’s coming.
(They ALL look out left.)

TWO-BIT (admiring). Man, that’s a tuff car! Mustangs
are tuff!

MARCIA. What are we goana do?

CHERRY. Stand here. There isn't much else we can do.
(Sound of a car approaching.)

TWO-BIT. Who is it? The F.B.L?

CHERRY (bleakly). It's Randy and Bob. (The sound is
passing and their heads turn together as the car evidently
goes by.)

TWO-BIT. And a few more of the socially elite check-
ered shirt set in the back seat.

JOHNNY (keeping himself in control). Your boyfriends?

CHERRY. Maybe they didn't see us. Act normal.

TWO-BIT. Who's udng. I'm a natural normal.

PONYBOY. Wish it was the other way around.

TWO-BIT. You mean — (Not sure :
) Wiy say v ROk Nl & o
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MARCIA. What is—(He's still looking
CHERRY ooks whers be's Tooking ool g |-
Jo ) looking and then back 1o

CHERRY (trying to divert him). Tell m

: his . ¢, Johnny—
{-“‘W?h'p attention.) Why do they call you Johngy-

TWO-BIT. Real name's Johnay Cade. So everyone —

poNYB(?Y (apprehensively). They have to get home
(Prodding,) Gotta move it, Johany. (As they star g
ing in place again, CHERRY is concerned about
JOHNNY and trying to find a way to help.)

CHERRY. Johnny—what does it mean when you say
weuff™? It's a “tuff” car? '

TWO-BIT, It means —

CHERRY. I was asking Johnny.

JOHNNY (forced to comment). It means okay—really
right —sharp. (With a sly smile now.) Like you and Mar-
cia are two tuff girls.

CHERRY.Doyouhmbmtbenatbometobdthh

things?
JOHNNY (shakes his head). No. Ponyboy's Jucky. He's

got two.
PONYBOY (correcting). I'm lucky to have Sodapop.
JOHNNY. And Darry.
PONYBOY (annoyed). Are you crazy?
CHERRY. You don't talk about your oldest brother.
PONYBOY. What's to talk about? He's big and hand-
some and he used to play football.
CHERRY. That's it? Tell me what he's like.

JOHNNY. He's a good guy.
completely — (He turns

PONYBOY (to JOHNNY). You're
DCHERRY.)He’shndasarockmdabwluhum



‘IHBOUTSIDERS Al
frozen ice. He thinks I'm g

Soda'd let lnm..m.t i,
BIT. That ain 't N Ponyboy.
gHNNY. Yougotiullmng.Dmymllywaabmg

m%v.vwmmmemmmmn
wantmeatbome-ucam'rg.)Andwal_lknoww};
dn'twantedatbomceitba. (JOIHVNYmmam

shake )
POuBIT wn‘ous- ?):";wlcm JOHNNY's shoulder).

call for a ride.
PONYBOY (his voice hushed with passion). It just don’t
seem fair.

CHERRY. What isn't fair?
PONYBOY. Like —Johnny's fatber being a mean drun

ndhsmhalnlﬂsbdob.mmt‘smmhermk.
ing in a bar to support him and his kid sister after his
father ran out on them. And Dallas—be hates the
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world. (He has to catch his breath.) Even Sodapop-a
dropout 5o be could get a job and keep me in school.
Then Darry—getting old before his time trying to run
a family and hang on to two jobs and never having any
fun. (Confronting CHERRY and MARCIA.) While the
Socs have so much spare time and money they gang up
on us and jump each other just for kicks. They have
beer blasts and river bottom parties because they don’t
know what else to do.

CHERRY. I tried 10 explain.

PONYBOY. Sure. Things are rough all over. All over our
part of town. (There’s the sound of a car suddenly ap-
proaching and stopping short.)

TWO-BIT (during the above). The way things are. Like it
or lump it. (CHERRY and MARCIA staring right.)

CHERRY (resigned). They've spotted us.

TWO-BIT (seeing ir). The blue Mustang,

(BOB and RANDY are coming in R. They don't seem to
see the GREASERS.)

BOB. Cherry, Marcia, listen to us—

RANDY. You're making a big deal out of nothing.

BOB. Because we got a little drunk —

CHERRY (mad). A little? You call reeling and passing
out in the street “a little™?

BOB. Now look -

CHERRY. No, you look. I told you I'm never going out
with you while you're drinking. Too many things could
happen.

BOB. Baby, you know we don't get drunk very often.

CHERRY. You're not hearing very good. I said never!

RANDY (reasoning), Cherry — Marcia —



BOB. And even if you
ing with these — :
NYBOY. These what
ggn Vermin. (This is the and EVERYONE
tightens up.) , ?

PONYBOY (f ),Andthis'ntheSocwithtbeb]ue
m-‘%)mmmm?hﬁw-
BOB (menacing with his fist). Maybe you'd like a close

look —
CHERRY (hushed). It was you.
MARCIA. Cool off, guys.
BOB, You greasers think you can pick up our girls? Our

%.Yw‘mmeﬁm.Ywmmh

BOB. Next time pick your own kind—dirt. (TWO-BIT
and PONYBOY tense up.)

RANDY. Listen, greasers, we got four more in the back
seat.

TWO-BIT (looking af the sky). Then pity the back seat.

RANDY. If you're looking for a fight —

JOHNNY (hushed to PONYBOY. Temified). Should we
run for it?

PONYBOY (aside to him). Too late.

RANDY. Hey, I asked you ~

TWO-BIT. You mean if I'm looking for a good jumping,
you outnumber us, so you'll give it to us.

RANDY (shouts back to car). Hey —

BOB (1o TWO-BIT). You got it right. (4r JOHNNY, con-
temptuoisly.) Okay kid, you want a repeat performance?
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Y (a fury. To BOB). You touch that kid, I'll call
ihe police. (BOB and RANDY are stunned.)

RAN‘DY.Hold!lnminnte.
BOB. You'll what?
MARCIA. Back off, guys.

gog(wCHERRY).Youmldn’tdm
Y. I don't want a fight. So we'll ride home with

ym&nﬁn—ngoﬁtinthcwndywwait.
BOB. Wait?
CHBRRY.Youwaittillwecomeover.
TWO-BTT(wCIIERR)?.Hey.Wcﬁn‘tmdo!M
CHERRY. I can't stand fights—1 can't stand them. (To

BOB.) Yes or no?
BOB (conceding). We'll wait one mioute. (To PONY-

BOY.)thhhkl'lllcuBnlepeacgetmwitb
walking my girl?

GERRY.Bob.waitinthew.(&amawam)lddm
be along in a minute.

BOB (he's going. Back to PONYBOY. Threatening). See ya—

CHERRY (tumns to PONYBOY). We'd better go with
them, Ponyboy.

PONYBOY. I know -

CHERRY (uncomforiable). It's 100 dangerous. If I see
ywinthehallatacboolmddoo'tuyhi.it'snotper-
sonal, It's —

PONYBOY(ﬁﬂbghforhu).‘l‘bewaythhmare.

CHERRY (perplexed). We couldn't even let our parents
see us with you.

PONYBOY, Ifsokzy.)n&doo'lfapt.meduswudl
x&m(ﬂmofﬂawemthqbakam

2)
MARCIA (waming CHERRY). Let’s not push the one

minute warning.
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CHERRY agreeing)- It's time. (She waves at the OTH.
(Mmmmm)lbopelmm

ERSWM Winston again.
. Because be's one of us?

bit pq:ahe’:halﬁm.) '
m%ﬂ‘(asmm)’babahﬁn). Marcia’s pbone
wmba.lmnmbeenouamyuﬁt.ldwukforu.
Probably phony anyway. (Giving himself a shake.)
Wwpphyaﬁtdemwka.abunlt:paw
mlm-(aawofm)naumm

were tuff] .
mwwv.wtumqwemhwhod.tbcym‘tuym.
TWO-BIT (as he goes. Sarcastic). If that's your worst

pfobkm—(mwnrodh)
DW(MM).MMMM:ML
Poay. (Takes a quick breath.) I'm really glad we didn"t

bave to fight.
PONYBOY. We'd a dooe okay.

JOHNNY (his voice rising). You dont understand. I
couldn’t take it again. I'd rather kill myself or some-

thing,

PONYBOY (sharply). You can’t kill yourself. Don't talk
like that. (They're now in dim moonlight.)

JOHNNY. I gotta do something. (Unhappily.) Maybe I'll
sleep bere in the park tonight. Listen to the water in
the little fountain. Pretend it's a waterfall some place
in the mountains, (As he considers the sky.) There

ghta be someplace without greasers or Socs—with
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just people. (Note: In the dark a small fountain
mwmﬁmmm”%{m, MI
then JOHNNY can imagine it just off left.)

PONYBOY. Maybe out in the country. When we had the
whole family, we'd drive out in the country,

JOHNNY. Lemme tell you something crazy. I think I like
it better when the old man's hittin' me. (Sighs.) At
least then I know be knows who I am. (Staring into the
night.) 1 walk in that house and nobody says anything, 1
walk out, nobody says anything, I stay away all night
and nobody notices. (To PONYBOY.) At least you got
Soda. I ain't got nobody.

PONYBOY. Shoot, you got the whole gang.

JOHNNY. Not like having your own folks care about you.
(He lies back and speaks softly to the sky.) It ain't the
same. (PONYBOY looks over to where JOHNNY has
curled up, then comes down a few steps, standing in a bit
of moonlight.)

PONYBOY. Johnny went to sleep right away. Since I was
nleep.too.mddruming.lbmoghtMommdDad
back to life. Mom'd bake things and Dad would drive
the pick-up out early to feed cattle. (Visualizing.) My
mom was golden and beautiful —(His tone changes.
He's no longer remembering a dream.) Whea 1 woke up,
I thought, “Glory, what time is it?” (After a quick
look.) Johnny was still asleep. (Beginning to get urgent.)
JustthinkingaboutfncingDanythishtcmademe
shake. I ran home and when I got close I could see —

(PONYBOY looks toward the living area. A shielded
light above the living area comes om, as does a lamp in-
side. DARRY is sitting in a chair reading, and SODA-
POP is stretched owt on a cot.)



'ﬂ%mmmw(mmonm
M ”w)poywhowwhuﬁmith’?(m

mww)\vdllt'sminthcmmﬂn‘,
o Wmmdlwouldhvehd:heposu
ﬁd“:ﬁu you. (His voice rising.) Where were you?
g iokty universe were you?

patice .
quickly it'd make head spin —and you're asleep
:m lot! (wmnmwm you?

PONYBOY meammmn
I said I didn't mean to! .

DARRY(MMMM)JM’!MW!
didn‘nhinuuorgonnu’unlbwmofyou.(&-
ploding.) Can't you think of anything?

SODAPOP. Darry, hey— (Reasoning.) Darry —

DARRY (turning his anger on SODAPOP). You keep
mmnmnhshm!l‘mdckandtiredofbaﬁnz
you stick up for him.

PONYBOY (this is too much). Don’t yell at him! (Pulling
at DARRY. At this, DARRY wheels around and slaps
PONYBOY on the side of his head. PONYBOY siaggers
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back, stunned. SODAPOP is hearthroken, .
ment of deathly quiet. mywau,.nm"”".*
hand and then back to PONYBOY,) .

DARRY (a plea). Ponyboy. (PONYBOY
rushes out the door, and as he goes out the fghy 3y
Mawwamﬁcmmmkwm
goes out, a cry after PONYBOY.) 1 didn't mean to!
Pmy!(mmm:ﬁumkﬁ,mmbc
stop in the dim moonlight.)

PONYBOY. I remember—my first thought. Il find
Johnny and we'll run away. I remember —1I thought —at
least things can’t get worse. (The rumble of a drum be-
gins.) 1 was wrong. (Calls.) Johnny!

JO!-m!NY(ﬁmdarbnm).Bytbeﬁmmln.PomWazcb
out

SOC VOICE (from darkness, L). Here they are, guys!

PONYBOY (not able to see. Worried). What's wrong?

SOC VOICE. Get "em! Grab the one by the fountain,
Got yal

JOHNNY (terrified). Cut it out. (Drums are much louder.
Then JOHNNY cries out in pain.)

PONYBOY (plunging into darkness at left). Jobhnny! (All
lights are now out.)

SOC VOICE. Start off giving this one a bath!

PONYBOY. Let go!

BOB’S VOICE. Take a drink, greaser!

PONYBOY (gasps. Choking). No! Stop!

JOHNNY (frantic). Let him breathe! He'll drown.

PONYBOY (a quick gasp). Help me, Johnnycake!

BOB'S VOICE. This time you stay down, grease!

JOHNNY (desperately). He'’s drowning! He'll diel (Drums
to maximum. Suddenly a bright spot illuminates BOB.
He's DC, his fists clenched with the rows of rings flashing

W—
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in the light. His mouth is pulled back tight in a grimace
showing his clenched teeth. His body is rigid. The instant
is held in the bright light, with the drum pounding. BOB
lets out @ piercing scream and collapses to the ground
Drums stop. Lights out. Total silence.)

PONYBOY (still choking). Johnny —Johnny —(Cool
moonlight illuminates the stage. BOB is sprawled out on
the ground. He's dead. JOHNNY is sitting, oqulbawon
his knee, staring at nothing. PONYBOY, his face and
mmmismw:omlbawlnabw
voice.) What happened?

JOHNN)Y {dowbr).lkiﬂedbim.lkmedhhn.meyﬂom
look at BOB. JOHNNY shows PONYBOY the switch-
blade, then closes it.)

PONYBOY. I think I'm gonna be sick.

JOHNNY (quietly). Go ahead. I alrcady was.

PONYBOY (closes his eyes). This can't be bappening.
This can’t be ~(To JOHNNY. Incredulous.) You killed
him?

JOHNNY. They were about to drown you. You were

about to die. (Seeing ir again.) They all ran when I
stabbed him.

PONYBOY (the full horror beginning to hit him). They
put you in the electric chair for killing
Jess.) What are we goana do? people. (Help-
JOHNNY. I don’t know.

(DALLAS is coming quietly out of the darkness,)

DA’bL:,:S e thing —keep your mouths
PONYBOY. Dallas—
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DALLAS (taking everything in). 1 beard the Socs were
guin‘ngourne’ s
JOHNNY. They were killing Ponyboy—(They look at
BOB.) So 1-
DAUAS-lwc.(LoahaﬁMbadn)'Ibcpolice'nb‘
wemymimw.Yonneedmoncyandyouneed.
pln.(ToPONYBOY-)DmandSodapoplmowm
this? (PONYBOY shakes his head.) Boy howdy, I ain't
itchin' 10 be the one to tell Darry.
PONYBOY. Don't tell him.
DMMSMPONYDOYH:M).Nthmw
youdkofpneumonh’fotedncopsgctyw.'l‘here's
fifty bucks in the pocket.
JOHNNY. What do we do?
DAUAS(JW).Hoptbethtec-ﬁheenﬁdgbtw
Windrixville. There's an abandoned church on top of
Jayuaminwithapumpinlbebock.sodon'twony
about water. Buy a supply of food as soon as you get
there —this morning before the story gets oul. Then
dou%sdckymnmoutdnlme.(aamahh
watch.) Git goin’,
JOHNNY. Dallas— thanks.
DAL[ASM).lthoughtNewYorkmmconlyplwe
I could get mixed up in a murder rap.
PONYBOY. Murder rap?
DALLAS (wrgently). 1 said —git goin’ (They scurry off.
DALLAS looks over at the dead BOB. There'’s a final

crashing drumbeat.)
BLACKOUT



ACT TWO

mummm&mmqamw
*_k‘hmmmmmﬂlomﬂ
DL WMMMAUDIEVCEAIWMM&
a flat of some old boards, a section of an old wooden

church partway on stage.

PONYBOY. Beginning to get light.

JOHNNY (looking R). The old church is over there. Dal-
las was right,

PONYBOY (wryly). My dream’s come true. We're in the
country.

JOHNNY, You wait at the church. I'll go to the store for

PONYBOY. I wonder what's ha with the
s - ppening guys
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soDAPOP.Bm:zbebebmthn'.Wbmh
police worked him over he told them he thought
were headed for Texas. -
DARRY (wondering). Do you think maybe —
SODAPOP (emphatic). One thing sure. They're not
beaded for Texas.

DARRY. First time I've missed work since —
SODAPOP. If you wanta go on in—(He's stopped by a
hard look from DARRY.)

DARRY. Maybe this time he'll think to give us a phone
call.

SODAPOP. If there’s a phone bandy, and if he has some
money, and if nobody is around, and if -

DARRY (enough). Okay.

(SANDY is coming in L.)

SANDY (one glance is enough). No news. (As she looks at
them.) You both been up all night.

SODAPOP (shrugs). How'd you make out at home?

SANDY. Not good. The worst.

SODAPOP. That bad?

SANDY. I said —the worst. (She has bad news.) We have
to talk.

SODAPOP (as he considers her). I'm getting a little ner-
VOus.

SANDY. I can't live at home anymore. I have to get out

~right now.

DARRY (leaving them alone). C'n always stay here,
Sandy. (He's gone.)

SODAPOP (bewildered). How can you get out —right
now?
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SANDY. How can I stay? (She takes a breath.) I've beea

up all night, t00.

SODAPOP. You shoulda called.

SANDY (this is it). Sodapop—I'm going to Tallahassee,
Florida.Mygnndmotberlivestbm.l‘mgomnﬁn
with my grandmother in Florida.

SODAPOP. Hold on! You don't have to do that. You
couldmyhcre.YoubwdDany.Youdon’thneto
go to Florida.

SANDY. I can't stay here.

SODAPOP. We could get married. We're gonna some-
day, so why not —

SANDY (no hope). We're sixieen.

SODAPOP. A couple weeks I'll be seventeen.

SANDY. Big difference.

SODAPOP. No, Sandy. I'll be —I won't —

SANDY. I have to get away. I can't talk about it anymore.
(She takes a breath.) And ~I can’t see you anymore.

SODAPOP (stunned). What?

SANDY. That's what I came to tell you, (As SODAPOP
starts to say something, she puts a hand over his mouth.)
It’s hard enough, Sodapop.

SODAPOP. But -~

SANDY (a plea). Don't make it worse. (Begging.) Don't
do that.

SODAPOP (grabs a breath). Okay. Okay—for now. It's
been a bad night. You have to back off for a while.

. But we’ll write. Keep in touch. Give it a litle
time. Work things out.

SANDY. When you sec Ponyboy and Johany explain 1o
rem. (She touches his face.) 1 sure love you.

SODAPOP (a cry). Sandy—

/7~ N\
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(MY&MMMWMMW
thing off L.)

DARRY. Looks like another fight over at the lot.

SANDY (the trouble confirmed. Softly). Goodbye ~ (She
hurries off R.)

SODAPOP (after her). I'll write. You write back. (Bus
she's gone.)

DARRY (watching off L). Some Socs after Two-Bit. (Re-
laxing.) Dallas's there.

SODAPOP (bitterly). They sure got great timing,

DARRY (considering SODAPOP). What about Sandy?

SODAPOP(!wdomtmwu&abomk).Shehsto

visit ber grandmother.
DARRY. You okay?
SODAPOP. Why not?

UWMNDALMSMMML)

TWO-BIT (cheerfully). Second time I been jumped this
morning.

DALLAS. The Socs are a little tense this morning,

TWO-BIT (what an understatement). Tense!

DARRY (wDALlAS).lbwdyoutoldthcﬁmPouy
and Johnny were headed for Texas.

DALLAS (waguely). That would be one possibility.

DARRY.Conldyonthinkofno&bapo&tMly?(M
of approaching car.)

DALLAS (he's not going to tell). You'd have to ask them.

WOBHM@).M&M:!M&.(AM}
Corvette Sting Ray.

DALLAS. Look at the redbead. (Recognizing,) The dead
guy’s girifriend. Let’s run that chick outa bere.



Page 42 THE OUTSIDERS Acty

TWO-BIT. Don't touch ber, Dallas.

(CHERRY is coming on L, half in a trance.)

DALLAS. What's this? You're comin’ on same as Johs.

nycake.
CHERRY (ethausted. Speaking with difficulty). How js

Johnny?

DALLAS. We wouldn’t know about that.

CHERRY. Would you know about Ponyboy?

DALLAS (casually). The police think be may be headed
southwest somewbere.

CHERRY (wom ouz). It's necessary to jerk me around?
(As DALLAS shrugs, hitting back.) At least we all know
about Bob.

TWO-BIT (guiesly). Yeah.
DALLAS. Too bad about that.

CHERRY., Yeah. He's dead. Too bad.

DARRY. Would you wanta come in?

CHERRY, The reason I came over—the whole mess—
maybe it’s my fault.

DALLAS. So what about it?

CHERRY, Maybe I could help.

DALILAS (incredulous). You?

TWO-BIT (annoyed at DALLAS). Come on, Dallas —

DALLAS (coming on to CHERRY). Maybe we could go
over to the Dingo. I'll buy you a Coke—and we can
talk about this 'n’ that,

CHERRY (it's foo much). Pony and Johnny need some-
one who can testify and you want to make out at the
Dingo. (She’s going.) Sorry~1 have to get out of here.

DARRY. No, please —wait,

CHERRY. For what?



DARRY. It took a lot of nerve for you to come here this

morning.

CHERRY. Yes, it did.

DALLAS. Any message for the juvenile delinquents?

CHERRY (pause. Then with decision). Yes—tell them 1
said hi. (She's off L. DALLAS starts to follow her.)

DARRY. Dallas!

DALLAS (looks back to DARRY). 1 only wanta talk to
her. (As DALLAS stares at him.) Clear up about this
testifying. (Reasoning.) Hey —doan’t worry.

DARRY. Talk nice, Dallas. You hear me?

DALLAS (as he goes). I always talk nice.

SODAPOP (puzzled by CHERRYs remark). Tell them I
said hi? (DARRY, SODAPOP and TWO-BIT are going
oﬂ'bwdw&ingmmdtlnmbmwt)

TWO-BIT. I beard they went to Texas,

DARRY (to SODAPOP). Your kid brother’s so smart~—

why can't be locate a telepbone?

{LvumupDRmmﬁngONYBOKMhm-
ing back against the old boards.)

PONYBOY. I'd been in church before. (Looks about with
apprehension.) But this falling-down old place gave me
a creepy feeling. What do you call it? Premonition?
ﬂM&awaMa&:gu&hahUnme-
ognizing it with relief.) That's our signal.

(JOHNNY hurries in with a sack of supplies.)

JOWNY.Nobodypddanynmdonntbech're
loaded up. (He's starting to unpack.) A week's supply of
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’

candy bars —
Pob:;.BOY. What else? More candy bars, and~(He

paperback book.) Whee! (Thrilled.) Gone
mf;wwammxmmw

help kill time or
PONYBOY.TMh.ﬂMbamasMBOmm.
sider.)
JOHNNY. We're in big trouble.
PONYBOY. I'm still tired—and a little spooky. Things

been happening so fast. Man, I'm tired.
JOHNNY. Last night. (Jt's too much to remember.) Was it
last night?

PONYBOY (nods). Last night we were walkin® Cherry
and Marcia over to Two-Bit's. Last night we were
layin' in the lot, Jookin® up at the stars —

JOHNNY (bitterly). Last night I killed that Bob. He
couldn't of been over seventeen or eighteen, and I
killed him. (Leans back. Half a whisper.) I'm real tired,
t0o.

PONYBOY (front). The next few days were the longest.
We passed time playing poker and reading Gone With
the Wind. Johnny was especially stuck on the Soutbern
gentlemen,

JOHNNY. I bet they were cool ol guys—ridin’ into sure
death because they were gallant. They remind me of

PONYBOY. Dallas ain't got any more manners than I do.

And you saw how he
Double. treated those girls at the Nightly



Actll THE OUTSIDERS Page 45

JOHNNY. Yeah, but one night I saw Dallas gettin’
pickedupbytbefnﬂ.andbokcp!rulcool.'l'bcy
were gettin' him for somethin’ Two-Bit did. And Dal-
1as knew it. But be took the sentence without battin’ an
cyeorevendenyingit.M’spnam.

PONYBOY. He's your bero now? Go back to sleep.
(JOHNNY sighs and leans back. PONYBOY continues,
front.) Dawn the next morning—all the lower valley
was covered with mist. The clouds changed from gray
topink.undtbemistmsmbedwitbpld.mrewu
uncntmommwbmmmhhgbeldiubreuh-m
the sun rose.

JOHNNY. Golly—(PONYBOY is startled by JOHNNY's
woice.) That's sure pretty.

PONYBOY.Waddn'titbeoooltobeablcwpabuhl
sky? UOI!NNY‘:Mwm.an’:PONYBOK)

JOHNNY. Too bad it can’t stay like that.
PONYBOY (th’smamm[ormmox He'’s
W‘Nothinggoldanmy.”
JOHNNY, What?
PONYBOY. A poem I read once. I was remembering it.
(As he recalls it.)
Nature's first green is gold
Her hardest hue to hold
Her carly leaf’s a flower;
But only so an hour —
(Embarrassed.)
It goes on.
JOHNNY (wanting him to continue). Well, you go on.
PONYBOY. Then leaf subsides to leaf
So Eden sank to grief
So dawn goes down to day



Nothing gold can stay-
JOHNNY. Where'd you learn that?
PONYBOY.Wmeh.W)&M

more to it than I'm gettin” though.

JOlmNY.Hancomeyoummembait?

PONYBOY. Because I keep tryin' to figure it out. I never
qmapwlmhemntbyit.

W.lmmdcodcolmmdmndmﬂ
you started reminding me about them. It seems like
tbeymnemtbaebeﬁme.

PONYBOY. I couldn’t tell the others about stuff kike
that. I couldn’t even remember the poem around them,
mydon'tdh.lunmandSodtpopmdmu-
and maybe Cherry Valance,

JOHNNY (with a pleased sigh). 1 guess we're different.

PONYBOY. Shoot, maybe they are. (Front again.) 1 was
so tired of baloney, I got sick Jookin' at it. We'd eaten
all the candy bars, and I was dying for a Pepsi. By that
time, I'd read up to Sherman's siege of Atlanta, and |
owed Johnny a hundred and fifty bucks from poker
deM.)lmbedmhg i
?Mﬁh.dwamng

ar —or (There's a low whistle i
’o‘*‘ &:?.m) signal ending with

HNNY. ~hear it? whistle is repeated.

PONYBOY(m).Wbod(';“Mnk? !

(DALLAS is crossing to them.)
DALLAS. Glory —look st the church mice.

W'M.Mnl
DALLAS, m"m m_m.
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PONYBOY (smiling). Never thought I'd be
Dallas Winston. %991 oo
JOHNNY. What's happening?
PONYBOY. How's Sodapop? Are the fuzz after us? Is
Darry all right? Do the boys know where we are?
DALLAS. Hold it. I can't answer everything at once. You
want 10 eat first? I skipped breakfast and I'm about

starving,

JOHNNY (indignant). You're starving?

PONYBOY. If you'd like some baloney—

DALLAS. No thanks. The fuzz won't be lookin' for you
around here. They think you lit out the other direction.
1 got Buck's T-bird parked down the road. (Looks at
them.) Ain’t you been eatin” anything?

JOHNNY. What gives you that idea?

DALLAS. You both look terrible. The cops think you're
in Texas.

PONYBOY. Why Texas?

DALLAS. They know me. I get hauled in for everything
that happens on our turf. I Jet drop you were headed
somewhere else. (Wicked smile.) They beat it outa me.

JOHNNY (t0o PONYBOY), Like 1 told ya—gallant.

DALLAS. Do y'all want somethin’ to eat or not?

PONYBOY. Believe it!

JOHNNY. Be good to get in a car again. (DALLAS and
JOHNNY are facing front as though sitting in the front
seat of a car. PONYBOY stands just 1o the side of them.)

PONYBOY. Dallas always did like to drive fast as if be
didn’t care whether be got where he was goin' or not.
We came down the red dirt road so fast Johnny and 1
got a little green. Then we stopped at a Dairy Queen.
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7 3,MWW‘W°"LWMM
;wamuoummdmmsmmm&

PONYBOY comes up to the table, he takes a Pepi ofy ¢
i)

NYBOY (with satisfaction). First thing I got was 4
Pop,p,;_mnwenmedmmfmﬂwf-)
JOHNNY. I'm gonna start next on banana splits — (Bag

WmoanimbacktoPONYBOY, and he pushes

the food in front of him away.)

PONYBOY. I guess it's time you tell us what's goin" o,

(They ALL get serious.) y
DALLAS (leans forward. Strong low voice). The Socs and

us are having all-out warfare all over the city. That kid

mwmplemyof&iendsandallommit's
Soc against grease. We can't walk alone at all. 1 started
carrying a heater.

PONYBOY. Dallas! You kill people with heaters!

DALLAS. Ya kill "em with switchblades, too, don't ya,
kid?

JOHNNY (miserable). Please, Dallas —

PONYBOY (wormied). If you walk around with a gun—

DALLAS. Don't worry. My heater ain’t loaded. I ain't
aimin’ to get picked up for murder — (Cheerfilly.) But
it sure does belp a bluff,

PONYBOY. All-out warfare all over the city?

DALLAS. Just one more day. (Deciding to tell them.)
We're having it out. Once and for all. Us and the Socs.
Tomorrow night. The vacant lot.

JOHNNY. Tomorrow night!

DALLAS. You guys'll miss it. (Leaning forward,) We got
Bold of the president of their social club and bad @ war
council. So here's the deal. No weapons. If we ruo—

Page 48
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things go on as usual. If they run—they s1ay outa our
territory, but good! Out! (Determined) 1 don't care
how many Socs show up —they’re gonna run.

JOHNNY. Suppose they bring chains?

DALLAS. Hey, I didn"t tell you, We got us a spy. (As they
BOTH look at kim.) That good-lookin' broad I tried 10
pick up that night you killed the Soc. The redhead.
Cherry what's-her-name.,

PONYBOY and JOHNNY (together). Cherry!

JOHNNY. The Soc?

DALLAS, Man, next time I want a broad, I'll pick up my
own kind.

PONYBOY. We were gettin' that same advice from the
Socs.

DALLAS (incredulous). Cherry the Soc helpin' us!

PONYBOY (defensively). She isn’t Cherry the Soc.
She's -

DALLAS (not getting this). Anyway~she said if Johnny
comes to trial she'll testify that the Socs were drunk
and Jooking for a fight—and you only fought back in
sclf-defense. How about that?

JOHNNY. That would really help.

DALLAS (a grim laugh). Then I suggested we go for a
ride in Buck's T-bird, She said, “No, thank you.” Then
very polite —she told me where to go. (Indignant.)
What'd 1 do wrong?

PONYBOY. Maybe you shoulda tried a little conversa-
tion before makin' your move,

DALLAS (that's stupid). Conversation! (Looking about.)
This place is out of it. What do they do for kicks in the
country, play checkers?

JOHNNY (has been deciding). We're goin' back and tum
ourselves in.



mpommamymmﬁfyltmuu.@

fense.
DA”AS.WMWMM“M-

JOHNNY. I can't stay in that church the rest of my life,

ers get it worse than anyone.
jo}mNY.Wewn'lunlhltM“W%Mn'n
give you what's left of the money —~

DALLAS. You sure you want to go back?

JOHNNY (nods). It ain’t fair for Ponyboy to have 1o stay
up in the church with Darry and Soda worrying about
him all the time —

PONYBOY. Darry don’t—

JOHNNY. Yes, be does. (To DALLAS.) 1 don’t guess—
(Swallows, trying not to look eager) 1 don't guess my
parents are worried about me or anything?

DALLAS (matter-of-fact voice). The boys are worried,
Two-Bit was for going to Texas to look for you.

JOHNNY (doggedly). My parents, did they ask about me?

DALLAS. No, they didn't. (In pain for his friend.) Johnny,
what do they matter? (Passionately.) Shoot, my old
man don't give a hang whether I'm in jail, or dead in a
car wreck or drunk in the gutter. (Trying to make
JOHNNY believe it.) That don't bother me none.

PONYBOY. Let’s go back to the church. I left a book
there. (They're leaving the table.)

DALLAS. Get in the car. (Growling to JOHNNY,) If

you'd turned yourself in five a lot
of trouble, Conon days ago, it'd saved



m}mNY(mMmR).lmmd.lsdnmah
MJMmemWhﬂwﬁmm
ofawMDAIJASM)
DAu.AS.lain'tmdathohmy.lMdoo’tm
,outogethnﬂYmdon‘ttnawwhufewmomhsin
jail can do to you.
m}mNY(mme.meithappeoedtom
(Off R there's a red glow.)
DM(WMWM.YWMM
(Somdso!PEOPLEodlimtomdnothah:he&s-
tance.)
PONYBOY.cho(tothempo(thehﬂl.mdDanu
slunmedontbebnlm.Weconldn’tbelicvewhatm

happening.
DALLAS (staring off). Glory—the chureh is on fire.
PONYBOY (apparuub'gwin.gadol the car). Let's go.
DALLAS (MM}.WMfoﬂGﬂbockinthew.

JOHNNY. People over there —
DALLAS. It's not our problem.

(JOHNNY and PONYBOY are going R, as a man,
JERRXmWhmcMcHILDREM if avail-
able.)

DALLAS. If you don't get back in the car— (But they're
m.DALMS‘sMMMheWM)

PONYBOY (to JERRY). What’s going on? (Sounds of a
fire are beginning.)

JERRY. We don't know. We're having a school outing,
and suddenly the place is burning. Kids with matches!
PONYBOY (fo JOHNNY). Our matches. (The roar and
mﬁmmwdnwﬁmm)
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JERRY (calling). Stand back, children. Wait for the fr,.
men.
(MRS. O'BRIANT rushes in.)

MRS. O'BRIANT (1o JERRY). Some of the kids are missing

JERRY. They're 'round somewhere.

MRS. O'BRIANT, They're missing. They were — (She
holds up her hand for quict. There's the cry of several
terrified CHILDREN heard just above the sound of the
fire.) They're in the church!

JOHNNY. We'll get them. Don't worry.

JERRY. No. Wait for the firemen,

JOHNNY., There ain’t time. (JOHNNY rushes off R.
Sound of the fire increases. CHILDREN, if available,
are crying in fear.)

MRS. O’BRIANT (a prayer). God, help us. (MRS
O’BRIANT and JERRY exit in the direction of the fire.)

PONYBOY. What I remember —we slammed a big rock
through the window and pulled ourselves in. (As ke
goes.) Hey, Johnny!

PONYBOY'S VOICE (shouting). Hand me that kid,
Johaay.

JOHNNY'S VOICE. Hey —got a little one! Out the win-
dow little guy!

PONYBOY'S VOICE. You enjoying this, Johnnycake?
There's another back in the smoke.

DALLAS (shouting off into the red glow and roar of the
fire). Get outa there! Get out! The roof's goana cave
in. (Screaming.) Forget the stupid kids!

PONYBOY (off). Here's the last one! (The sound of the
fire is climaxing. PONYBOY shouts.) Roof is going!

W .
L/



Acll THE OUTSIDERS Page 53

(There's the sound of an awful crash and a termble cry
from JOHNNY.)

(PONYBOY staggers on and DALLAS throws him down
@BMM&&MW{«M&WQ&M
mfmmmitbhcklnthcdarbwdmﬁﬁc
siren of an ambulance and, if available, the light effect of
a twirling red waming beacon thrown against the back of
the stage. There's also the sound of a vehicle being driven
fast. Light comes up DC revealing PONYBOY, laid out
on a strescher, if possible one that's raised up and on
wheels. The man from the church fire, JERRY, is sitting
beside PONYBOY, and the woman from that event,
MRS. O'BRIANT, is holding onto the side of the
stretcher and gensly sponging PONYBOY's face.)

MRS. O'BRIANT. I think be's coming around.

JERRY. Thank you, Mrs. O'Briant.

PONYBOY (trying to sit up and see). Where ya takin'
me?

JERRY. Lie back, kid. You're in an ambulance.

PONYBOY (frightened). Ambulance? (A cry.) Where's
Johnny? Where's Dallas?

JERRY, They're in the ambulance right bebind us.

MRS. O'BRIANT. Just calm down. You're going to be
okay. You just passed out.

PONYDOY.ldidn’tpmout.Dalhshitme.Hebodwd
me oul.

JERRY. Because your back was in flames.

PONYBOY (snuprised). It was? I dida’t feel it.

IERRY.YwﬁiendpmitanbdouwnpcwwL

PONYBOYM).mywuﬁn’uswmepwcm-
tion?
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MRS, O'BRIANT (startled). The police station?
JERRY. Why would we take you to the police station?

We're taking all of you to the bospital

about Jobnny. A piece of timber caught him across the
back —he might bave a broken back.
MRS. O'BRIANT. He bas severe burns. Severe. (PONY-

plasma pow.

JERRY. Better lic back. It's better if you— (Overwheimed
by it all) | sweas, you three are the bravest kids I've
ever seen. (Trying t0 put it lightly.) Are you professional
beroes or something?

MRS. O'BRIANT (decply moved). 1 think you were seot
straight from Heaven.

PONYBOY. Are the little kids okay?

MRS, O'BRIANT. They're okay— thank you. (The fight i
dimming off on them.) A lot of parents want to thank
you. (As the light, the red flasher and the vehicle sounds
fade off, a VOICE is heard calling over the hospital pub-
bic address.)

VOICE. Doctor Morse. Report to emergeacy. Doctor
Morse, Report to emergency.
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(Light is coming up. PONYBOY is standing at the left,
and as he speaks a DOCTOR and a NURSE cross in
front of him and go off.)

PONYBOY. They checked me over and except for a few
burns and a big bruise across my back, I was all right.

(A HOSPITAL WORKER is wheeling in a stretcher with
DALLAS on it.)

PONYBOY. Hey, Dallas...

DALLAS (trying to grin. Trying io 5it up). If you ever do a
stupid thing like that again, I'll beat the tar out of you.
(He's being wheeled off.) You hear me? Don’t you ever!

PONYBOY (afier him). Dallas, listen—

(NNMYMM«MMWMBM
on. MWMJOHNNYWBMWMW

motionless.)

PONYBOY (softly). Johnny — (There is no response. Call-
bgqﬁa)OHNNYasheirwhededoﬂ.) Johnnycake -

(JERRY is coming in R, crossing to PONYBOY.)

JERRY. Mrs. O'Briant was just talking to some reporters.
{Glmin:kﬁ.thalbatkloPOM’BOY.)Andsomc
peoplepbooedﬁ'omtbebomreccpdon.‘rbey'reon
theirwayup.aaimtobcyourbfommorsomedﬁn&

PONYBOY (excited). My brothers?

JERRY (smiles). That's what they said.

PONYBOY. But —how'd they know?

JBRRYMaJR).Pbooenumberinyanwdk&
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SODAPOP (can hardly believe it). Pony!

PONYBOY (overjoyed). Sodapop! (SODAPOP grabs PONY.
BOY in a bear hug and swings him back and forth.)

SODAPOP (as he swings PONYBOY). Where you beea?
Hawmywdidn'tall? You tryin’ to scare us to

death?

wmawmmml.lk'sam
hesitant. After all, the last time he saw PONYBOY he
dappdhbn.Assom}’OPmdPONYBOYMM

Wmmofmmmyw)

DARRY (half pleading). Ponyboy. (PONYBOY turns and
sees him. Mbokdaxhotha[oramm

PONYBOY shouts and rushes to DARRY.)

PONYBOY. DARRY! (They grab each other and hug)
Darry, I'm sorry! I shoulda —I meant to—

DARRY (fidl of emotion). 1 thought we'd lost you—like
we did Mom and Dad. (As ALL THREE BROTHERS
are laughing and hugging.)

SODAPOP. Don't look like you got much sleep this
week.

PONYBOY. Hardly slept at all.

SODAPOP. Neither did we.

(The DOCTOR is coming back on with the NURSE.)

DARRY (calling). Doctor —we're taking our kid brotber
DOCTOR. He'll be fine. There’s no paperwork. You can
go along home,
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DARRY. I asked about Johnny and Dallas, but no one
would tell us anything,

NURSE. Are you members of the family?

DOCTOR. I'll only talk to the families.

DARRY (guietly firm). Doctor —Johany and Dallas don't
have any family "cept us.

SODAPOP (agreeing). I think we're about as much family
as they have,

DOCTOR (deciding). All right. (To the GROUP.) Dallas
Winston should be okay after two or three days in the
hospital. One arm is pretty bad, but he'll get back the
use of it.

PONYBOY (he thought so). Dallas is always okay.

DARRY (wanting to hear the worst). Tell us about
Johnny,

NURSE (1o DOCTOR). We already phoned his parents.

DARRY (controlling his emotions). Tell it to us straight.

DOCTOR. Johnny Cade is critical. His back is broken.
He’s in severe shock and suffering from third-degree
burns, (The THREE BROTHERS are in shock.)

DARRY (keeping his voice controlled). What are you do-
ing for him?

DOCTOR. Everything to ease the pain, but because his
back is broken, be can't feel the burns below the waist,
Even if be lives -

PONYBOY (stung). If? You said if?

DOCTOR. If he lives, be'll be a cripple.

DARRY. Is he conscious?

DOCTOR. In and out.

NURSP.HekeepsalﬁngtorDallumdPonyboy.

DARRY. Can we see him?

DOC'IDR.Notnow.Whnyoudowwhngobm
and you get some rest.
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PONYBOY (he can't deal with it). If be lives—
VOICE (on P.A.). Doctor Morse, pick up line four,

DOCTOR. You wanted it straight. You got it straight.

DARRY (level). That's right, Doctor.

VOICE (on P.A.). Doctor Morse, pick up line four,
please.

DOCTOR (he has to go). You can phone in later and
check with the Nurse's station on this floor. (The
DOCTOR and the NURSE are going off L.)

DARRY (rubs the back of PONYBOY's head). We'd bet-
ter go home. We can't do anything here. (They're walk-
ing into the living area which is now the focus of the
light. PONYBOY pauses outside as his BROTHERS go
in and then exit.)

PONYBOY. A pain was growing in my throat. The doctor
gave it to us straight, all right. I tried to think —maybe
I'm dreaming. Maybe I'll wake up at home and
everything’ll be like it used to be —only it was getting
barder and harder to lie to myself.

(Light is coming up. TWO-BIT is coming on camying
some newspapers.)

PONYBOY. Next moming Two-Bit came over same as
usual, only earlier,

TWO-BIT. You can't believe a thing they put in the pa-
pers anymore. Who'd believe two greasy lookin' mugs
could be heroes. (Incredible.) How do you like bein' 2
bero, big shot?

PONYBOY. How do I like what?

s



TWO-BIT (shoving paper in front of him). Like a big shot
—(Reading.) “Juvenile Delinquents Turn Heroes.”
(Smiling.) 1 like that “Turn” bit.

PONYBOY. I guess we turned all of a sudden.

TWO-BIT. It says you and Johnny risked your lives. One
of the parents said the little kids would've burned to
death if it hadn't been for the two of you. Tells about
the fight, too. You have to appear in juvenile court for
running away, and Johnny ~for manslaughter — (Read-
ing.) if be recovers.

PONYBOY. Why do they keep saying if?

TWO-BIT. They go on about bow Darry "n’ Soda are
working so you can all stay together, and you been on
the honor roll at school. (Adding.) The reporter puts in
the three of you shouldn’t be separated after working
so hard to stay together.

PONYBOY. Separated?

TWO-BIT. Won't happen. The juvenile court don't do
things like that to heroes. (Suddenly serious.) 1 was
thinkin® of lookin® in on Johnnycake. (He needs help.)
Wanna come with me?

(MARCIA is coming on.)

PONYBOY. It's a little early. I don’t know about visiting
hours.

TWO-BIT (worried). I can't wait for visiting bours.

MARCIA (cails). Poayboy —

TWO-BIT. Look who's —~

MARCIA (soberly). Hello, Two-Bit. .

TWO-BIT. ] know. You want a lift bome in my car.

MARCIA (pleasantly). No thanks. I'm with someone. He
wants to talk to Pony.
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PONYBOY. Who is it?

MARCIA. Randy Anderson.

PONYBOY (startled). Why should I talk to Randy? He's
a Soc. It's their fault Bob's dead. It’s their faul
Johnny's in the hospital, It's their fault Soda and |
might get put in a boys' bome.

MARCIA. I know that. Randy knows that.

(RANDY is coming on R where he stops and watches.)

MARCIA (nods toward RANDY. To PONYBOY). Up 1o
you, I have to go.

TWO-BIT. Can I give you a lift?

MARCIA. Maybe sometime, (MARCIA is gone.)

f RANDY (calls to PONYBOY). Can we talk?

TWO-BIT (to RANDY). You know the rules. No jazz be-
fore the rumble.

RANDY. I know the rules. (PONYBOY looks at TWO-
BIT who shrugs.)

TWO-BIT. Meet me at the car pretty quick, We have to
see Johnny. (TWO-BIT goes L as PONYBOY tumns back
10 look at RANDY.)

RANDY, I read about you in the paper. How come?

PONYBOY. Maybe I felt like playing bero.

RANDY (bothered). 1 wouldn’t have done it. I'd a let

| those kids burn to death.

PONYBOY. You might not have. You might have done
the same thing.

RANDY. I can't believe a greaser could pull something
like that,

PONYBOY (sharp). Greaser didn’t have anything to do
with it! Two-Bit wouldn't've done it. Maybe you would.
It’s the individual,

- |'
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RANDY. Maybe you're right. (Takes a breath.) I'm not
going to show at the rumble tonight. (PONYBOY is
surprised.) I'm sick of all this. And no matter what you
think, Bob was a good guy. He had a problem, but be
was a real person.

PONYBOY. How could I know that?

RANDY. You couldn’t, and now be’s dead. His motber
had a total breakdown.

PONYBOY. Who's to blame?

RANDY. All I know, they spoiled him; they gave in to
him all the time. He kept trying to make someone say
“No" and they never did. He needed somebody to lay
down the law, set limits, give him something to stand
on. (Tries to grin, but he's close to tears.) One time he
came bome drunker than anything—falling down dis-
gusting. He thought sure they'd raise the roof. (It's s0
absurd.) Know what they did? They said it was their
fault, they'd failed him, they took the blame. Maybe if
his father had given him a belt instead, he’d still be
alive. (With a small smile.) Only person ever told Bob
“No" was Cherry Valance, No wonder he was so crazy
about her.

PONYBOY. I have 10 go to the hospital.

RANDY. That kid —your buddy— he might die?

PONYBOY. He might.

RANDY. And tonight —people get burt in rumbles, may-
be killed. And it doesn't do any good. Even if you whip
us, you'll still be at the bottom and we'll still be the
lucky ones with all the breaks. Greasers will still be
greasers, and Socs will still be Socs. I'm going to get
out of this town.

PONYBOY. Running away won't help.
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RANDY (in a bind). I'm marked chicken if I punk our o
the rumble, and I'd hate myself if I didn't. So what can
1do?

PONYBOY. I'd help if I could.

RANDY. No you wouldn't. I'm a Soc. You get a little
money and the whole world bates you.

PONYBOY. No, you hate the whole world.

(TWO-BIT is coming on.)

PONYBOY. I have to go. (Pauses.) You'd have saved
those kids, same as we did.

RANDY. Thanks, grease. (He stops.) 1 didn't mean that. I
meant, thanks, kid.

PONYBOY. My name's Ponyboy. (He'’s headed for TWO-
BIT.) Nice talkin’ to you, Randy. (RANDY gives a brief
wave, then hurries off.)

TWO-BIT. What'd Mr. Super Soc have to say?

PONYBOY (brigfly). He ain't a Soc. He's just a guy. He
just wanted to talk. (Hospital sounds.)

(The NURSE comes on, crossing to them.)

NURSE. You shouldn't even be up on this floor. Your
friend's in critical condition. No visitors. Absolutely.
TWO-BIT. lt‘smyboddyinthere-ﬂey.hdy-pw

(The DOCTOR is also coming on.)

PONYBOY (hopefudly). Might be good for him to see us.

DOCTOR. Let them go in, Nurse. (To the BOYS.) He's
been asking for you. (Back to the NURSE.) It can't burt
Dow,
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NURSE. He's over here. (She's leading them to the side
where there's a screen set up.)

PONYBOY (digesting this. Uneasily). It can’t burt now?

(The NURSE is folding back the screen revealing
JOHNNY on a white cot, if possible with some accompary-
ing hospital paraphernalia.)

TWO-BIT (startled by what he sees, but trying 10 be cheer-
ful). Hey, Johnnycake. Johnnycake —

JOHNNY (slowly opening his eyes and managing a smile).
Hey, y'all.

TWO-BIT (eager to make him smile. This is TWO-BIT's
way). Got a riddle for ya—What's the safest thing to be
when you meet a gang of social outcasts in an alley?

JOHNNY (unable). Dunno —

PONYBOY (having to go with if). A judo expert?

TWO-BIT. No. Another social outcast! (TWO-BIT yelps
at his wit, and JOHNNY tries to smile along.) They
treatin' you okay? (JOHNNY nods.) Listen. (Glances
about. Confiding,) We're having the big rumble tonight.
(JOHNNY registers on this but doesn’t say anything.)
Too bad you "n' Dallas can't be in it. We're goana get
'em off our backs! Get "em off our territory for good!
(JOHNNY nods with an effort.)

PONYBOY. You got your name in the paper for being a
berol Yeah, you

JOHNNY (almost grins). Tuffl

PONYBOY (encouraging him). 1 figure Southern gentle-
men got nothing on Johnny Cadel

JOHNNY (remembering). The book that got burned —can
you get another one?

TWO-BIT. What book, Johnny?
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mnmv.mmuamofcm%hmmm
anﬁnisbmdin’iuohim.

Johnny?
JOHNNY. It just hurts sometimes. It usually don't—I
can't feel anything below the middle of my back. (He
breaths hard for a moment.) I'm pretty bad off, ain't L,

Pony?
PONYBOY. You'll be okay. You goua be. We couldn't

get along without you.

(DALLAS, wearing a white hospital robe, has come in
and stands just inside, not yet seen by the OTHERS.)

JOHNNY. I won't be able to walk again.

PONYBOYMMJJMMMW). You'll
be okay. I'm tellin® you—

JOHNNY. I'm so scared. I used to talk about killing my-
self, but 1 don't want to die. (With what strength he
has.) It ain’t long enough, Ponyboy. Sixteen years ain't
Wmm’swmcbmﬂlnh'ldoneyﬂ.
and so many things I ain't seen. That time we were
the church in Windrixville was the only time I've beed

gONY'BOY.YounIn'tmdsc.
ALLAS. That's J 3

:ommv.om;w' -,
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DALLAS. Still here, Johnnycake. (Trying fo interest him.)
Your picture’s in the paper. Mine, too. Some guys
came by to rub it in about me missing the rumble to-
uigbt.SnidwbentheymmypicmemeycmMn'tbe-
lieve it didn't bave “Wanted Dead or Alive™ under it.

JOHNNY. That's a good one, Dallas,

DALLAS. We're gonna win that fight tonight.

(The NURSE enters.)
DALLAS. We're gonna clean out our neighborhood

good.

NURSE (guietly). Johnny. Your mother’s here 10 sec you.

JOHNNY (agitated). She—1I don’t want to see ber.

NURSE. She's your mother,

JOHNNY. She'’s come to tell me about all the trouble
I'm causing her. Well tell her to leave me alone. For
once. For once just leave me alone. (JOHNNY falls
back on the pillow exhausted and breathing hard.)

NURSE. I was afraid of something like this. You'll bave
to go. Please.

(TWO-BIT is rushing on with a paperback book.)

DALLAS. Be back later, Johnay.

TWO-BIT. The book —~

NURSE (takes if). I'll give it to him. (Wanting them o
leave.) We need the doctor. Please —

DALLAS (as he goes). We're gonna stomp '"em tonight,
Johnny, (TWO- BIT is going off L. PONYBOY, with too
much on his mind, is coming DC.)

NURSE (pauses by the bed). They brought a book for
you, Johnny. (Reading tile.) Gone With the Wind.
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(JOHNNY is calming down.) We can read it together 5
little later. (She hands him the book.)

JOHNNY (as he looks at book). Could I have a piece of
paper and a pencil?

NURSE (nodding). When I come back. (JOHNNY is
mwumwmmwmmmp
off R, she sees SOMEONE. NURSE is calling off.) I'm
sorry, but you can’t come in.

VOICE (JOHNNY's mother). I'm supposed to see him,
He's my son.

NURSE. Please, not now.

VOICE. This is our thanks—after all the trouble we've
gone to raising him. He'd rather be with hoodlums!
(JOHNNY sinks back onto the bed.)

NURSE (off.) The doctor will talk to you later.

(The DOCTOR comes on R to look at JOHNNY, fol-
lowed by the NURSE who is re-setting the screen in front
of JOHNNY. CHERRY comes on L, standing just inside.
As PONYBOY turns to go, he sees her.)

CHERRY (gives him a nervous smile). Thought I'd find
you here.

MWY. Hi, Cherry. (Uncomfortable. Starting to go.)
Nice to see you —

CHERRY. Ponyboy, stay a minute.

PONYBOY. Sure. (Looking for something to say.) 1t's

GHERRY, Randy's ot g5 ramble

A s not to show

PONYBOY. I know. . ™ e

CHERRY. He’s not scared. He's just sick of fighting. Bob
mh‘nbenﬁicnd.Shcemj‘:;ooL
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PONYBOY (with an edge). Johnnycake ain't showin' up
either. Only I can't say be ain't scared. He's real
scared.

CHERRY (abashed). How bad is Johnny?

PONYBOY. Bad. You can’t see him just now, but,
please, will you go up sometime?

CHERRY (with difficulty). No. 1 couldn't.

PONYBOY. Why not?

CHERRY (a guiet, desperate voice). Because he killed
Bob. I know—Bob asked for it. He made it happen—
but I couldn’t look at the person who killed him.

PONYBOY. ] don"t get it.

CHERRY. You only know his bad side. When bhe got
drunk he was horrible —it's that part of him that beat
up Johnny. I knew it was Bob when you told me the
story. (Bisterly.) He was so proud of those rings. (Trying
to sort it out.) When he wasn't trying to destroy him-
self, he could be something special ~something that
marked him different.

PONYBOY. Last time I saw Bob he was drowning me.

CHERRY (bitterly). Think bard, Ponyboy. When was the
Jast time you saw, Bob?

PONYBOY (as he remembers). Last time 1 saw him he
was —

CHERRY (as PONYBOY winces). Don't go to the rumble
tonight.

PONYBOY. They bringin' blades?

CHERRY. No. They play your way. No weapons. Fair
dul.Yonrnd&Rmdytoldme.Hehmlocme.l
already told Darry.

PONYBOY. I guess we're supposed to be grateful.

CHERRY. I'm not looking for gratitude. I only want 10
heb.lukoyou.}‘ouyboy.llikedywmmem—
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:bemyyouulk.Wom:ln'lywtryhobelpmeum
could?

PONYBOY. Sure—if I could.

CHERRY. | have to testify at your hearing. Randy, too,

PONYBOY. To clear Bob's good name?

CHERRY. You'll be there. You'll find out. (As she looks
at him.) You'd make a good friend, Pony. Good
friends are a little hard to find these days.

PONYBOY. I have to go.

CHERRY (disappointed). Sure.

PONYBOY. Hey — (Suddenly he smiles.) Can you see the
sunset real good from your side of town?

CHERRY (startled. Smiling back). Real good.

PONYBOY. You can se¢ it good from our side, too.

CHERRY. Thanks, Ponyboy. (Smiling back at him.) You
dig okay.

(As she goes out, light comes up in the living area. TWO-
BIT is coming up to PONYBOY.)

TWO-BIT. Wondered what happened to you. (Con-
cerned.) You feel okay? You look awful,

PONYBOY. I got a headache, but don't tell Darry, okay?
I'll take a bunch of aspirins.

TWO-BIT. If you're really sick, and go ahead and fight

anyway —

PONWYBOY.Kupmmmmnym’ana

TWO-BIT. You'd think you could get away with murder
living with your big brother, but Darry’s stricter with
you than your folks. (They're going into living area.)

<
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PONYBOY. Yeah, but they raised two boys before me.
Darry basn't. (TWO-BIT is joining SODAPOP and
DARRY inside, helping himself to more hair oil )

DARRY (glances at PONYBOY). You don't look so
great, kid. You're tensed up.

SODAPOP. We all get tensed up before a rumble.

TWO-BIT. Skin never burt anyone, No weapons; no danger,

DARRY (looking closer). You got a fever?

PONYBOY. I'll be okay. I'll get hold of a little one.

DARRY. If you get in a jam, holler.

PONYBOY. Promise.

TWO-BIT. It's getting to be that time. Is everybody
happy? (Note: In the original, they accompanied the fol-
lowing words with gygmnastics. Unless the ACTORS doing
these roles are especially qualified, they should simply
horse around.)

SODAPOP (chanting). 1 am a greaser. I am a JD and a
hood. I blacken the name of our fair city.

TWO-BIT (in a snobbish voice). Get thee hence, white
trash. I am a Soc. I am the privileged and the well
dressed. 1 throw beer blasts, drive fancy cars, break
windows at fancy parties.

PONYBOY. And what do you do for fun?

ALL (together. Shouting). We jump greasers! (The lights
go out in the living area behind them and the stage is
almost dark. Suddenly they stand together quietly and
waiting.)

TWO-BIT. Where's Tim and the others?

DARRY. They'll be here. (Noticing.) They're coming.

(GREASER EXTRAS are moving in quietly to stand
with those already there. Sound of cars approaching.)
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SODAPOP. That's not all that's coming.

(The sound of cars stopping, doors being slammed. A
mafSOCDﬂRASmaombumhamM
.wudsawaawzhelq?ddea[thcm They are, of
course, much betier dressed than the GREASERS. The
TWO LINES are facing each other. This is taking place
in semi-darkness, broken by someone on each side with a

flashlight. A SOC steps forward.)

SOC (shouting). Let's get the rules straight —nothing but
fists, and the first to run lose. Right?

TWO-BIT (shouts back). You savvy real good. (There’s an
uneasy silence. Then DARRY steps forward.)

DARRY. I'll take on anyone. (A4 drum starts to beat
slowly. A husky SOC steps forward to face DARRY. His
name is PAUL.)

PAUL (quietly). Hello, Darrel.

DARRY. Hello, Paul. (4 dnom with a different sound be-
gins slowly from the other side as PAUL and DARRY
face each other. A dim spot has come up on PONYBOY
who is standing front and to the side. SODAPOP comes
next to PONYBOY.)

SODAPOP (aside to PONYBOY). Paul Holden. He was
the best back on Darry’s football team at high school.

PONYBOY. That Soc?

SODAPOP. They used to buddy around. He's gotta be 3
junior in college by now.

DARRY (quietly). You think you can handle me, Paul?
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PAUL (with contempt). 1 can bandle any greaser. (The
GROUP is stiming in place as DARRY and PAUL siart
to circle each other.)

PONYBOY (tense). Made me think of a book by Jack Lon-
don —where the wolf pack waits for one of two mem-
bers to go down in a fight. But it's different here. The
moment either one swings—the rumble is oa. (DAL-
LAS shouting is rushing into the action.)

DALLAS. Hold up! Wait for me!

DARRY (looks over to him. Shouting). Dallas? (Ar this,
PAUL throws a sneak punch, which DARRY manages to
block. There's a roar from both sides as the TWO
GROUPS go at each other in the dark. No light except
for the spot isolating PONYBOY and the TWO waving
flashlights. Both drums are pounding and there are
shouts and cries.)

PONYBOY. I couldn't find a little Soc so I grabbed the
next size up. Dallas was fighting a big one next 10 me.
(He yells at DALLAS.) Dallas~1 thought you were in
the hospital,

DALLAS (voice from darkness). 1 was! 1 ain"t now. (The
action swirls in the darkness.)

PONYBOY. I wanted to ask Dallas how he got out, but 2
Soc—who was beavier than 1 ook him for —was shug-
ging the sense out of me. I thought be was going to
knock out my teeth. By the time Darry got through
with him~Paul was crawling out on his hands and
knees. Darry saw what was happening to me and be
lifted the big guy off me and knocked him back three
feet. I figured I should belp Dallas since he could only
use one arm. (Drums and shouts are reaching a climax.)
I jumped on the back of the Soc that was slugging Dal-
las, but he threw me over his shoulder. Someone
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Bchedmelnd:eﬁh&mdyoubemtbelimhhn
Danumbbedhim.botthbdmeheldctedmn
hard in the head I was stunned. (He looks over at the
action.) l‘mlymtbmsmnned-thenallofamdden,
greasers start shouting. (The drums stop. Joyful
VOICES. The SOCS are disappearing off L, pursued by
GREASER EXTRAS.)

VOICES (W).Mnmwmmmm
ning! We stomped 'em! Look at ‘em run! (Several
GREASERS are doing a victory dance.)

DARRY(M).MMMM'@W

TWO-BIT. Chase "em to Mexico! (DARRY is coming up
to PONYBOY.)

DARRY. You okay, kid?

PONYBOY(m).l'lllctyoubowmrlcoummy
teeth.

DARRY. We got some guys burt. (Starting fo go.) I better
check ‘em out. (Some remaining GREASERS are going
off, shouting about their victory. DARRY is checking
PEOPLE out as he goes. It's getting quiet. Out of the
darkness DALLAS, now beat, comes over to PONY-
BOY.)

DALLAS (urgent). Pony —come on! We have to go.

PONYBOY. Where?

DALLAS. To see Johnny! We have to tell Johany!

PONYBOY. Right now?

DALLAS. Right now. He was gettin' worse when I left.
He asked to see you. (Gestures.) I got a car over here.

PONYBOY (catching the urgency). Hey, let's go!

(They BOTH turn from where they're standing to look
over to the hospital area where light is coming up reveal-
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- ing the DOCTOR bending over JOHNNY with the
x NURSE beside him.)

PONYBOY. We got there in nothing flat. (As they start
toward JOHNNY, the DOCTOR comes a few steps to
meet them.)

DOCTOR (holding up a hand). Wait right there, boys.
You can't see him. He's dying,

PONYBOY (softly). Dying.

DALLAS (his voice shaken). We gotta see him. (He brings
out a revolver. He's a litle unsteady on his feet.) We're
gonna sec Johnny, and if you give me any static you'll
end up on your own operating table!

PONYBOY (to the DOCTOR). He asked for us. (Plead-
ing.) We're his family.

NURSE (to DOCTOR). Shall 1 call security?

DOCTOR (to DALLAS and PONYBOY). You can see

i him, but it's because you're his friends — his family, not

; bemo(tbem(ToNURSﬁ)Yes.anumdty.

. (muASbobahanwawaumdum-

| volver back in his pocket.) Go abead. (The DOCTOR
and NURSE are withdrawing as DALLAS and PONY-
BOY approach JOHNNY.)

DALLAS. Johnnycake? (He has to swallow.) Johnny?
(JOHNNY stirs slighly, then opens his eyes.)

JOHNNY. Hey~Dallas 'n’ Ponyboy ~

DAUASMWM&MIOHNNYMM). We
won! We beat the Socs. We chased "em outa our ter-

JOWNYM).HM!:MW—
Dmm-wummwminm

Paper. All that hero stuff, I'm proud of you, buddy.
Rullypmdofyoul

%‘N
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JOHNNY (it’s incredible. Trying fo smile). Dallas provd of

me!

PONYBOY (as JOHNNY hesitates). We're all proud of

JoyerNY. Poayboy—(PONYBOY has to lean to hear.
JOHNNY whispers.) Stay gold. (Then JOHNNY & inert.)

DALLAS (softly. Pleading). Don’t die, Johnny. Please
don't die. (His pain is making him angry.) This is what
ywmmtuﬁn'wb‘bpeop‘evywﬁukmm
is what you get. (Pleading.) Please, Johnny —doa't be
dead. (Cracking up. Turns on PONY.) See, Pony! | was
auylorno(wmimhimwgctmm.lfbo‘dbecn
Mmme.he'dmhmbecninthbmlf
bhe’d got smart like me be would not have run back in
to that church. This is what you get for helping people.
Wise up, Pony. Get like me and you don’t get bhur.
Look out for yourself and nothin' can touch you. Hear
me, Pony. Wise up!

(He turns and runs off. PONYBOY goes back and looks
at JOHNNY. The DOCTOR and the NURSE are com-
ing over. As the NURSE starts putting the screen back,
PONYBOY walks unsteadily down front. He's sick and
he's miserable. He gets himself together and tumms and
walks back into the living area, which lights up as he
comes. DARRY, SODAPOP and TWO-BIT are all sit-
ting quietly. PONYBOY comes in and looks at them.
SODA jumps up, but before he can say anything, PONY-
BOY tells them.)

PONYBOY. Johnny's dead. We told him about beating
the Socs, and be died. (No one is moving,) Dallas told
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Johnny we're proud of him. Then Johnny told me to
stay gold. Then he ~

DARRY. We had a call. We know.

PONYBOY. Dallas ran out-all crazy. He couldn't take
it.

TWO-BIT (soberly). Even Dallas had a breaking point.

PONYBOY. He kept telling me to wise up.

DARRY (sharply). Pony ~ (As PONYBOY looks to him he
speaks distinctly.) Dallas is dead, too.

SODAPOP. We bad a call from the police.

PONYBOY (trying to get i), Dallas is dead, 100? Dallas?

DARRY. He pulled 2 gun on the security guards.

PONYBOY. It wasn't loaded.

DARRY. They didn’t know that.

PONYBOY (as he works it ows). Dallas wanted to be
dead. And Dallas always gets what he wants. (PONY-
BOY is starting to sway.)

SODAPOP (srarting to catch him). Easy, little buddy.
There's nothing you can do.

DARRY (getting up. Worried). Pony, what's wrong?
(They're ALL looking at PONYBOY as the light is dim-
ming and turning to red. There's the sound of wind blow-
ing, and PONYBOY slowly turns in a circle, trying to
keep his balance, about to black out.)

PONYBOY. The world started spinning around me—
blobs of faces and visions were dancing in a red mist. I
felt so hot—Then Soda was standing there — (Calling fo
him.) Soda—is someone sick?

SODAPOP (calling back). Yeah. Go back to sleep now,

PONYBOY. Then I remembered —Dallas and Johnny
were dead. But 1 didn't want to think about that—

about Johnny, not wanting 1o die; sbout Dallas telling
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me to wise up and then waving an emply gun at the
security guards.
quumwmmmm;ﬂ,

black. Mtht@lmauphﬁtMga?a:mNy.
BOY has been lying on the couch and is now sitting up.)

PONYBOY (mﬁgwmwmsmem.
ter with me?

DMY.FM.MM:MW

PONYBOY (confused). Where'd I get the concussion?

DARRY.Fromgetdngkickedinthehud.Yon'wbeen
sleepanddalirionuinccswrdlynnht.

PONYBOY (concerned). Darry, I'm pever gonna make
wtbcnbodworklmiswd.mmptwpw
M(Wmiai)mrry.domthhktbcﬂspmns
up? Put me in a home?

DARRY. I don't know, baby. (Indicating book on the
table.) Johnny left you his copy of Gone With the Wind.
Told the nurse be wanted you to have it.

PONYBOY (bothered). I don’t want to finish it. I'd never
getpmwbeutbeSoubanmlemnmddhginto
sure death because they're gallant.

DARRY (going). Get some more rest.

PONYBOY (tumns froms). The bearing was the day after.
Oeﬂyunlyanprbedu.(C}IERRYhmmm
ar did DARRY and she faces front.)

CHERRY (this is hard for her, but she speaks clearly). Bob
had been drinking, He was drunk. When be took me
bome, be said be was going back and fix Johnny and
Ponyboy for picking up his girl. When I begged him, he
told me to shut up and get out of the car. He was not
himself, He was crazy. He was like that when be got




A1l THE OUTSIDERS Page 77

M(RANDYMWMMCHERRYW
back.

WD% Sir, it was our fault. They only fought back
wbcnlllookedlikenobmabonuoldnl’onyboy. It
was self defense. (CHERRY and RANDY tum and go
oﬂ;mofthanwmmwmd.)

PONYBOY.quﬂwdwtbedocwwmdtoooeof
mytacheuthnhcanedme,lwwedsdﬂ.bm
be hardly asked apything. Did I like living with my
brothers. What about school and stuff like that. He
wldmetoquitcbewingonmyﬁncemﬂl&'lbenbe
said, “Acquitied,” and the case was closed. (PONYBOY
bmbcbm.}lﬂshlomﬂdnythﬂmmlﬂng
went back to normal then, but it didn't. Especially me.
I started running into things—like the door. I was
lucky if 1 got home from school with the right note-
book and both shoes on. I wasn't hungry. Everything
tasted like baloney. And I was lousing up at school.

(MR. SYME, a teacher, has come on L.)

MR. SYME (calling). Ponyboy. I'd like to talk to you
about your grades.

PONYBOY (front). I used 10 make A’s in English. (Nods
toward MR. SYME.) Mostly because Mr. Syme has me do

compositions. He's a real good guy who makes you
think,

MR. SYME. Your grades have really dropped. You're
failing this class right now, but I'm taking into consid-
eration the circumstances. If you come up with a good
semester theme, I'll pass you.

PONYBOY. Yessir. I'll try. What's the theme supposed
to be on?
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MR. SYME. Anything you think important. I want your
own ideas, your experience. At least five pages.

PONYBOY. Like my first trip to the zoo?

MR. SYME (going). If you think it's important. (PONY-
BOY is walking back into the living area.)

PONYBOY (as he goes. Talking to himself). Well, 1 know
what’s not important.

SODAPOP. What isn't important?

PONYBOY. Schoolwork! Why all the sweat?

SODAPOP. Take it casy.

PONYBOY. I'll have to get a job as soon as I get out of
school. Why not drop out now?

DARRY (angry). You're not going to drop out. With your
brains, you could get a scholarship. We could put you
through college.

PONYBOY. Big deal.

DARRY (hard). Johnny and Dallas were our buddies,
too, but you don't stop living because you lose some-
one. You don't quit,

PONYBOY. Look at Soda. He's doing okay, and he drop-
ped out. You can just lay off.

DARRY, Any time you don't like the way I'm running
things, you can leave.

SODAPOP (upset). Don't—Oh, you guys—why can't you
= (Upset, he goes off into the kitchen.)

PONYBOY (startled by the reaction). What's with Soda?

DARRY. He lost Sandy, too,

PONYBOY. She's in Florida with her grandmother.

Dﬁﬂhmwmmmm.

Y (picks up envelope). This came back today. (As
PONYBOYbObIohbn.) It's the letter Soda wrote to
M.hm\opmdh'smbd‘kcmlosw.'

PONYBOY (homified). Not even opened!
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(SODAPOP is coming back in.)

an‘tmhnckedoﬂnachothermyme.We‘um
w‘veptleﬂmdifwdon’tuickwgabet.wdon't
have anything. (His hope.) Pony, if you make it you're
making it for all three of us.

DARRY (sincerely). What do you say, Pony?

PONYBOY (coming to a decision). You guys get out of
wewlmwmm.mmm:wwﬁw.
(BOTH BROTHERS are delighted with his decision.
They're going.)

DARRY. See you later.

SODAPOP. You'll think of something.

PONYBOY. Something important. (As they go, PONY-
BOY crosses to the table. He notices the book and as he
phhﬁwapbccofmﬁmwdnﬂwr.ﬁcpkb
up the paper as he did before. Recognizing.) Johany's
bandwriting —

Wﬁclqﬂawofﬁghmmmﬂnmbww
JOHNNY.)

JOFNNYM«PONYBOY&W.IMMNW
wgiveyouthkbooksoywcmﬂdﬁnishh-(mw-
MhMmmwhmwamhm
cially likes.) 1 want you to tell Dallas to look at a sun-
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-up,obahly:hinkyou'recruy.butnkmmh
s QY continues on down.) Listen, 1 don't

set
o I's worth it saving those kids. Some

Jows.) That guy
)wben)on’mlkid.likcgreen.%myw're.m
dawn. It's just that when you get used

don't think he knows.
PONYBOY (reading signature). Your buddy. Johnny.

(PONYBOYaom'dmﬁwamm Then he comes 0
an important decision. Heapanacompasiﬁmbook
ﬁwmawmmmmwm
MMMM)WWMTmr
- Mr, sym.rommnummw&n
out. PONYBOY is repeating the words as he writes
them.) When I stepped out into the bright sunlight
from the darkness of the movie bouse, I bad only two
things on my mind: Paul Newman and a ride home—

LIGHTS DIM OUT
THE END



