Greasers

Friends formed a gang,
On the east-side of town.

Then they lost two friends,
And things looked down.

They thought that fighting held the key,
To everlasting peace and prosperity.

Fought with a rival gang,
From the west-side of town.
But it all ended in sadness, tears and a frown.

The Socs, as they were called,
Who were rich and had it all,
Were appalled at the Greasers,
For no reason at all.

Fighting doesn't solve anything,
It just causes tears.

If everyone there had realized that long before,
None of this would have happened,
And the Greasers hearts would not have been so sore.
The Gang
The Greasers and the Socs, 
Meet in the street,
The Greasers comb their hair,
Don’t miss a beat.

The Socs  look like cool guys,
But really they're not,
Both try to impress,
Be something they are not.

East side, West side, 
Both sides of town,
The gangs bring them together,
This makes them fall down.
