DALLY

If I had to pick the real character of the gang, it would be Dallas Winston—Dally. | used
to like to draw his picture when he was in a dangerous mood, for then | could get his
personality down in a few lines. He had an elfish face, with high cheekbones and a pointed chin,
small, sharp animal teeth, and ears like a lynx. His hair was almost white it was so blond, and he
didn’t like haircuts, or hair oil either, so it fell over his forehead in wisps and kicked out in the
back in tufts and curled behind his ears and along the nape of his neck. His eyes were blue,
blazing ice, cold with a hatred of the whole world. Dally had spent three years on the wild side
of New York and had been arrested at the age of ten. He was tougher than the rest of us—
tougher, colder, meaner. The shade of difference that separates a greaser from a hood wasn’t
present in Dally. He was as wild as the boys in the downtown outfits, like Tim Shepard’s gang.

In New York, Dally blew off steam in gang fights, but here, organized gangs are rarities—
there are just small bunches of friends who stick together, and the warfare is between the
social classes. A rumble, when it’s called, is usually born of a grudge fight, and the opponents
just happen to bring their friends along. Oh, there are a few named gangs around, like the River
Kings and the Tiber Street Tigers, but here in the Southwest there’s not gang rivalry. So Dally,
even though he could get into a good fight sometimes, had so specific thing to hate. No rival
gang. Only Socs. And you can’t win against them no matter how hard you try, because they’ve
got all the breaks and even whipping them isn’t going to change that fact. Maybe that was why
Dallas was so bitter.

He had quite a reputation. They have a file on him down at the police station. He had
been arrested, he got drunk, he rode in rodeos, lied, cheated, stole, rolled drunks, jumped small
kids—he did everything. | didn’t like him, but he was smart and you had to respect him.
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