
 

Outcast by Holly Schultz 

 

We’re almost halfway to Leo’s house when we hear sirens. Blue and red lights flash 

in the rearview mirror. Xavier curses and pulls over. 

The police car stops behind us and a cop marches towards our car. “Driver’s license, 

please.” Xavier hands him a card and he looks it over. I see his gaze hardening as it sweeps 

over Xavier, then Leo. In the backseat, I exchange glances with Dash. We all know what’s 

happening here. 

Xavier rests his hands carefully on top of the steering wheel, and raises an eyebrow. 

“Was I doing something illegal, officer?” 

“Just a random check,” the cop grunts. Xavier’s jaw clenches.  

The cop finally finishes scrutinizing Xavier’s license, and leaves without a word, 

giving Xavier one last glare. 

“Random!” Xavier scoffs, as soon as the officer is out of earshot. “Nothing is random 

in this world!” 

Leo glances at him sideways. “How often does this happen?”  

“Every couple of weeks. The police that are supposed to be enforcing the law spend 

all their time just watching Black people.” He hits the gas and pulls away. “My parents taught 

me early on to keep my hands in view at all times.”  

We all stay quiet the rest of the ride, just thinking about the world. The world we live 

in. 

 

Leo's mother greets us warmly at the door. I step in and take a deep breath. I've 

always loved the smell of the spices in his house. We stay for a dinner of fresh fajitas, and the 

conversation flows easily. So different from my own house, from my own family.  



 

Afterwards, we kill time playing video games, and as usual, I win. I'm reluctant to 

leave, but I have a ton of homework to do. 

Ten minutes later, I let myself into my house. My mother is reading in the living 

room, and doesn’t look up when I walk in. That's fine by me. We don't see eye to eye. My 

dad must be working late again. He says he needs to save to put me through college. I should 

probably get a job soon. 

 

The next morning, Dash and I trudge through the snow on our way to school. "So ... 

excited for the break?" I ask to break the silence. 

"Yeah ... I guess. I've got a big report to finish first, though. I'll have to pull an all-

nighter tonight," he says distantly. 

"Is something wrong?" 

He grimaces. "Anna wants to write a letter to Santa. She doesn't understand why 

everyone else in her class is doing it, but she can't." 

"It's hard to explain these things to a five-year-old," I offer. 

"My parents have tried their best, but it's not getting through. The other kids don't 

really know the difference between Jewish and Christian, either." 

"Hmm..." I don't know what to say. I know Dash is sensitive about his religion. He 

tries to keep it low-key, but he's been on the receiving end of some nasty comments before. 

"Any big projects right now?" Dash seems eager to change the subject, so I let him. 

We chat about school for a while, the banter becoming lighter as we go on. 

 

 We separate when we reach school, and later join up with Xavier and Leo for lunch. I 

bite into my sandwich. My gaze falls on Harper Knight, sitting with a few other girls. 

Leo catches me looking. "Still fixed on that girl, huh?" 



 

"What's her name again?" Xavier asks. 

"Harper," I answer, watching her dark hair falling over her shoulder. I know I can 

never ask her out. 

I turn back to my friends. "Are any of you seeing anyone?" I ask curiously. 

"Nope," Xavier mumbles around a bite of his sandwich. 

"Asked a girl out a week ago. The date didn't go well," Leo confesses. 

Dash just shakes his head. I return to watching Harper, jerking my gaze away when 

she looks up. I tell myself to stop doing that. I don't know anything about her. Except that 

she's funny, smart ... I shake my head. 

Leo tosses his soda can into the trash. "Hey, has anybody got plans tonight? There's a 

new movie out. World of Warriors." 

"What's it about?" Xavier asks. 

"Another of those alien invasion movies. Predictable, old, but it's something to do." 

"Make it tomorrow," Dash suggests. "I'm drowning in homework today." 

"Okay, it's showing at nine tomorrow. Everyone cool?" We all nod, then rush to our 

next classes. 

 

In math, my last class, Harper turns to look at me. 

"Um ... Do you want something? You've been looking at me strangely all day." 

I snap back to reality. "Oh! N-n-no, I'm good," I stammer, feeling my cheeks turn red. 

She gives me a puzzled look. "Okay, then." She turns back. I breathe a sigh of relief. 

 

That night, I lie awake, worrying about life. Why am I so different? I can handle any 

algebra problem the teachers throw at me, but I'm as helpless as anyone at answering the 



 

questions that really matter. I finally get to sleep around midnight, and wake up feeling even 

worse. Yawning, I throw on a T-shirt and jeans. 

As terrible a night as I had, I see immediately that Leo's was worse. "Where did you 

get that black eye?" 

"I got beat up by a few of my coworkers, after I left work," he mutters. "More of that 

nonsense about 'Mexicans stealing our jobs.'" His voice rises. "I don't get it! Everyone needs 

money! All I want is to save a bit for college, and if I'm working a hard job for cheap, it's 

because nobody wants to hire me for more!" 

"That's rough, man. Why, I've a mind to..." Xavier trails off, cracking his knuckles. 

"Leave it, Xavier. There's nothing you can do. There are four of them, each bigger 

than you and me, combined," Leo says firmly. "This is something I'll have to put up with 

until I get a degree and a career." He walks into the school, and we follow him. "That's all 

any of us can do. Just prove to the world, every day, that we are equal to everyone else." 

"They'll never believe it. No matter what we do," Dash murmurs. 

"I know. But what else can we do?" Leo asks. I go to geography class with that 

question on my mind. 

 

Another day, another pile of homework. I finish it as quickly as possible and walk out 

past my silent mother to meet the guys in front of the theatre. We enjoy the movie, and leave 

laughing about our favourite parts. 

Bad things happen in parks at night, but we take the shortcut anyway. Big mistake. 

Soon I hear the sound of heavy footsteps. I risk a glance behind me. Five huge guys are 

following us. 

"Heads up," I hiss. "We've got company." 



 

At that moment, the stalkers make their move, jostling us into a tight circle. Xavier 

and Leo put their fists up, but it's no use. They outnumber us, and looking closer, I see they're 

much older and stronger. Dash is too small to fight, and I know that nobody sees me as a 

threat, either. 

"Hey, Outcasts! What are you doing here? Isn't it past your bedtime?" One of them 

sneers, calling us by a nickname I hate, although admittedly it’s fitting. They all laugh. "Good 

one, Mark!" another drawls. 

"Don't worry!" a third guffaws. "We'll put you to sleep!" He rolls up his sleeves. 

"We'll start with you, shrimp!" He reaches for Dash, who turns pale. 

"Leave him alone!" I yell. My anger turns to terror as they focus on me. 

"Know what?" Mark smiles maliciously. "I think we will!" He shoves Dash back into 

the circle. "Let us beat you up, and then you can all go." 

"You're on!" I step forward, trying to hide my shaking legs. Better me than all of us. 

Xavier doesn't agree. "What do you think you're doing?" 

"Saving you!" 

"You'll be killed!" 

"Xavier. Let me do this." My words are clipped. He backs off, knowing I hate special 

treatment. 

The beating hurts. I've taken punches before, but none this bad. When it's over, I'm 

covered in bruises and cuts. But, true to their word, they let us all go. 

Dash's house is closest. When we arrive, he insists I stay to clean myself up. We file 

into his room, and he fetches the first aid kit. As I wash my cuts, Xavier tries distracting me. 

"Talked to Harper recently?" 

"No, and I never will, not like that." 

"Well, there are other girls who’d like you." 



 

"Even so, how would I explain it to my parents?" 

Leo seems shocked. "You mean they don't know?" 

"Well … no." 

Dash looks up from the first aid kit to catch my eye. His face is serious. "Maybe it's 

time you tell them, Sophie." 

I hold his gaze for a moment, then turn to look out the window at the rising sun. "I 

think you're right." 

 


