
 

WHO ARE THEY REALLY? 
 

SODAPOP 

 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. 

 

 I could have waited to go to the movies until Darry or Sodapop got off work. They would 

have gone with me, or driven me there, or walked along, although Soda just can’t sit still long 

enough to enjoy a movie and they bore Darry to death. 

 

 Soda is handsomer than anyone else I know. Not like Darry—Soda’s movie-star kind of 

handsome, the kind that people stop on the street to watch go by. He’s not as tall as Darry, and 

he’s a little slimmer, but he has a finely drawn, sensitive face that somehow manages to be 

reckless and thoughtful at the same time. He’s got dark-gold hair that he combs back—long and 

silky and straight—and in the summer the sun bleaches it to a shining wheat-gold. His eyes are 

dark, brown—lively, dancing, recklessly laughing eyes that can be gentle and sympathetic one 

moment and blazing with anger the next. He has Dad’s eyes, but Soda is one of a kind. He can 

get drunk in a drag race or dancing without ever getting near alcohol. In our neighborhood it’s 

rare to find a kind who doesn’t drink once in a while. But Soda never touches a drop—he 

doesn’t need to. He gets drunk on just plain living. And he understands everybody.  

Hinton, S. E. (2006). The Outsiders. Penguin Classics.  

 


