
6th Grade ELA 
The Outsiders 

Version 1 
 

They moved, remembering old faults and wondering if they were still 
there. The rest of us waited. I was reminded of Jack London's books—you 
know, where the wolf pack waits in silence for one of two members to go 
down in a fight. But it was different here. The rumble would start once one 
person started fighting. 

They used to be buddies, I thought, they used to be friends, and now 
they hate each other because one has to work for a living and the other 
comes from the West Side. 
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Version 2 
 

They moved in a circle under the light, counterclockwise, maybe 
remembering old faults and wondering if they were still there. I was 
reminded of Jack London's books—you know, where the wolf pack waits 
in silence for one of two members to go down in a fight. But it was 
different here. The moment either one swung a punch, the rumble would 
be on. 

The silence grew heavier. They used to be buddies, I thought, they 
used to be friends, and now they hate each other because one has to 
work for a living and the other comes from the West Side. 
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Original  
 

"They moved in a circle under the light, counterclockwise, eyeing 
each other, sizing each other up, maybe remembering old faults and 
wondering if they were still there. The rest of us waited with mounting 
tension. I was reminded of Jack London's books—you know, where the 
wolf pack waits in silence for one of two members to go down in a fight. 
But it was different here. The moment either one swung a punch, the 
rumble would be on. 

The silence grew heavier, and I could hear the harsh heavy breathing 
of the boys around me. Still Darry and the Soc walked slowly in a circle. 
Even I could feel their hatred. They used to be buddies, I thought, they 
used to be friends, and now they hate each other because one has to 
work for a living and the other comes from the West Side." (p. 143) 
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Version 1  
They moved, remembering old faults and 

wondering if they were still there. The rest of us 
waited. I was reminded of Jack London's books—you 
know, where the wolf pack waits in silence for one of 
two members to go down in a fight. But it was different 
here. The rumble would start once one person started 
fighting. 

They used to be buddies, I thought, they used to 
be friends, and now they hate each other because one 
has to work for a living and the other comes from the 
West Side. 

Version 2 
They moved in a circle under the light, 

counterclockwise, maybe remembering old faults and 
wondering if they were still there. I was reminded of 
Jack London's books—you know, where the wolf pack 
waits in silence for one of two members to go down in 
a fight. But it was different here. The moment either 
one swung a punch, the rumble would be on. 

The silence grew heavier. They used to be 
buddies, I thought, they used to be friends, and now 
they hate each other because one has to work for a 
living and the other comes from the West Side. 

Original 
"They moved in a circle under the light, counterclockwise, eyeing each other, sizing each other up, maybe 

remembering old faults and wondering if they were still there. The rest of us waited with mounting tension. I was 
reminded of Jack London's books—you know, where the wolf pack waits in silence for one of two members to 
go down in a fight. But it was different here. The moment either one swung a punch, the rumble would be on. 

The silence grew heavier, and I could hear the harsh heavy breathing of the boys around me. Still Darry 
and the Soc walked slowly in a circle. Even I could feel their hatred. They used to be buddies, I thought, they 
used to be friends, and now they hate each other because one has to work for a living and the other comes 
from the West Side." (p. 143) 
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