
 

 
WHO ARE THEY REALLY? 

DARRY 

 Soda tries to understand, at least, which is more than Darry does. But then, Soda is 
different from anybody; he understands everything, almost. Like he’s never hollering at me all 
the time the way Darry is, or treating me as if I was six instead of fourteen. I love Soda more 
than I’ve ever loved anyone, even Mom and Dad. He’s always happy-go-lucky and grinning, 
while Darry’s hard and firm and rarely grins at all. But then, Darry’s gone through a lot in his 
twenty years, grown up too fast. Sodapop’ll never grow up at all. I don’t’ know which way’s the 
best. I’ll find out one of these days. 

 

 Darry is six-feet-two, and broad-shouldered and muscular. He has dark-brown hair that 
kicks out in front and a slight cowlick in the back—just like Dad’s—but Darry’s eyes are his own. 
He’s got eyes that are like two pieces of pale blue-green ice. They’ve got a determined set to 
them, like the rest of him. He looks older than twenty—touch, cool, and smart. He would be 
real handsome if his eyes weren’t so cold. He doesn’t understand anything that is not plan hard 
fact. But he uses his head. 

 

 Darry stared at him for a second, then cracked a grin. Sodapop isn’t afraid of him like 
everyone else and enjoys teasing him. I’d just as soon tease a full-grown grizzly; but for some 
reason, Darry seems to like being teased by Soda. 

 

 Darry didn’t deserve to work like an old man when he was only twenty. He had been a 
real popular guy in school; he was captain of the football team and he had been voted Boy of 
the Year. Buy we just didn’t have the money for him to go to college, even with the athletic 
scholarship he won. And now he didn’t have time between jobs to even think about college. So 
he never went anywhere and never did anything anymore, except work out at gyms and go 
skiing with some old friends of his sometimes.  
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