JOURNAL ENTRY

Name_______________________________________________________Date_______________

Darry…what was Darry like?  “He’s …” I started to say he was a good ol’ guy but I couldn’t.  I burst out bitterly:  He’s not like Sodapop at all and he sure ain’t like me.  He’s hard as a rock and about as human.  He’s got eyes exactly like frozen ice.  He likes Soda—but he can’t stand me.  I bet he wishes he could stick me in a home somewhere, and he’d do it, too, if soda’d let him.”


Two-Bit and Johnny were staring at me now.  “No…” Two-Bit said, dumbfounded.  “No, Ponyboy, that ain’t right…you got it wrong…”


“Gee,” Johnny said softly, “I thought you and Darry and Soda got along real well…”


“Well, we don’t,” I snapped, feeling silly.  I knew my ears were red by the way they were burning, and I was thankful for the darkness.  I felt stupid.  Compared to Johnny’s home, mine was heaven.  At least Darry didn’t get drunk and beat me up or run me out of the house, and I had Sodapop to talk things over with.  That made me mad, I mean making a fool of myself in front of everyone.  “An you can shut your trap, Johnny Cade, ‘cause we all know you ain’t wanted at home, either.  And you can’t blame them.”

In complete sentence / paragraph form, respond to the following prompts based on the above passage.

· Why does Ponyboy snap at Johnny?

· Why is the insult the worst he could say to Johnny?

· Share a time when you’ve had those same feelings as Ponyboy and lashed out at someone.

· Explain why we lash out at those we care about.

· What can we learn from this?
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“It ain’t fair!” I cried passionately.  “It ain’t fair that we have all the rough breaks!”  I didn’t know exactly what I meant, but I was thinking about Johnny’s father being a drunk and his mother a selfish slob, and Two-Bit’s mother being a barmaid to support him and his kid sister after their father ran out on them and Dally—wild, cunning Dally—turning into a hoodlum because he’d die if he didn’t, and Steve—his hatred for his father coming out in his soft, bitter voice and the violence of his temper.  Sodapop…a dropout so he could get a job and keep me in school, and Darry, getting old before his time trying to run a family and hold on to two jobs and never having any fun—while the Socs had so much spare time and money that they jumped us and each other for kicks, had beer blasts and river-bottom parties because they didn’t know what else to do.  Things were rough all over, all right.  All over the East Side.  It just didn’t seem right to me.


“I know,” Two-Bit said with a good-natured grin, “the chips are always down when it’s our turn, but that’s the way things are.  Like it or lump it.”

In complete sentence / paragraph form, respond to the following prompts based on the above passage.

· Describe what Ponyboy is feeling.

· Relate this to a time when you’ve had similar feelings.

· Do you think his impression of the Socs’ life is correct?  Explain.

· How does the old saying, “The grass is always greener on the other side of the fence.” relate to these views?  Is it accurate or inaccurate and why?
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