
6th Grade ELA 

The Outsiders 

Version 1  
"Why do you have to cut my hair?" I asked Johnny.  

I liked my hair. It was a reddish color and styled long. My hair was 

cool—I didn't have to use much grease on it. All the greasers styled their 

hair the same. We might not have much, but we did have hair.  
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Version 2 

I reached up to touch my hair. "Are you sure you have to cut it?"  

I was proud of my hair. It was long and silky and a reddish color. My 

hair was tuff—I didn't have to use much grease on it. All the greasers 

styled their hair the same. It was one of the things we were proud of. 

Maybe we couldn't all drive nice cars and wear expensive shirts, but we 

could have hair.   
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Original  
 

"'Oh, no!' My hand flew to my hair. 'No, Johnny, not my hair!'  

It was my pride. It was long and silky, just like Soda's, only a little 

redder. Our hair was tuff—We didn't have to use much grease on it. Our 

hair labeled us greasers, too—it was our trademark. The one thing we 

were proud of. Maybe we couldn't have Corvairs or Madras shirts, but we 

could have hair." (71) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hinton, S.E. (2006). The outsiders. Viking Books for Young Readers. (Original work published 1967) 
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