Chapter 10 (L eave stitches on holder)

At noon on Monday, Scottie strode into the schadéteria feeling ravenous. But not for
the Seitan Joes on the menu.

Definitely not for the Seitan JogScottie thought, sticking her tongue out and
grimacing.

Seitan Joes, aka, sloppy joes made out of whetdrglaka Satan Burgers, were
the brain child of Principal Heath, she of the nlag breaths. They were on the
cafeteria blackboard every third day, alternatintdpuwofurkey loaf and soy dogs. All
three were pretty disgusting, but Seitan Joes defiaitely the grossest.

They were also, in Scottie’s opinion, total ovérigven before Dr. Heath’s
arrival, Stark had been ridiculously progressivieefe was a multi-culti mural in just
about every hallway. Dissection of fetal pigs, 8pgnd even roundworms had been
abolished after vociferous protests by the stutledy. And the classrooms on the top
floor were all heated and cooled by solar energy.

Which would be grea&cottie thought, shaking her heddot for the fact that
we live inChicagoand between November and April, the sun pretty ngoels into
hibernation. | have two classes on the top floas ftear and I'm already knitting up
fingerless gloves and nose-warmers to get me thréligm without freezing to death.

Now, the Stark students had to deal with a da#y df soy and Seitan, too.

If the cold doesn't kill usScottie thought with a rueful laugall the meat-

substitute-based methane might!



If lunchtime wasn’t the food-fest that it used &® I was still prime time for
gossip. Andhat’s what Scottie was hungry for today. She and Amdrathplayed phone
tag all day on Sunday so Scottie still hadn’t hedydut Jamison’s party.

She also had some dirt of her own to dish.

When she got to the Chicks regular table, only dag John were there. Lunch
seemed to interest John as little as it did Scdttieeonly had a taste for Tay®ck

Scottie loudly scraped her chair out from undertdble and cleared her throat a
few times for good measure. Tay sprang away frormbek-nuzzling boyfriend and
glanced at Scottie sheepishly. As a rule, Tay nblteshed, but right now, she definitely
looked a little pink.

“Holy PDA, you guys!” Scottie squawked with a lggn.

Tay glowered at her.

“Like you haven’t done worse,” she grumbled.

“It's my fault,” John blurted, his grin even biggan Scottie’s. “I couldn’t help
myself. This is the first time I've seen Tay-Tagis she got back from Milwaukee.”

“l told you not to say the M-word,” Tay complained

“And,” John added, ignoring Tay’s protest, “shetjamells sgood.Smell her,
Scottie!”

“No way!” Tay and Scottie yelled simultaneously.

While Tay rearranged her shirt collar to makeresk a little less accessible to
her swoony b.f., Scottie pulled her knitting anceaton of leftover Kung Pao chicken out

of her backpack.



“So | guess the rest of the weekend wasn't sot@gidi@er?” she asked Tay with a
cringe.

“Let’s just say | broke my promise to Mr. A,” Tagid, slumping down in her
chair. “My iPod buds stayed in my ears all day Sayrdeven after the battery died.”

“Ouch,” Scottie said.

“Let’s just forget about it,” Tay said, waving ay&cottie’'s sympathy. “Until |
have to go back up there, I'm just going to forlgeivaukeeand my dad exist.”

“Oh, that’s healthy!”

That was Bella, who had just arrived at theiréalith a cafeteria tray clutched in
her hands. She was looking indignantly at Tay.

Tay eyed the roast beef sandwich and Fritos igstnher own brown bag. John’s
lunch was even more junky—a slab of deep-dish parmha twin-pack of Twinkies. Tay
shrugged.

“Bella,” she sighed, “I know you love the Satandmrs, but I've told you a
hundred times—I don’t eat meat made of wheat. Y®ojist gonna have to learn to live
with my ugly habit of eating food that tastasod.”

“I wasn’t talking about that,” Bella said, flutteg into the chair next to Scottie
and clunking her tray—and its musty-smelling mooh&eitan—down on the table.

“Tay,” she began to lecture, “avoiding your dadftigioing to help you guys heal.
| mean, yes, the whole Porsche episode was yucitydu could also see it as an
opportunity to really talk about your relationsHip.

“Hello?” John said. “Tay and | swap spit daily amddon’t talk about our

relationship. You really think she’s gonna getcllatty with heidad?”



“And that’s TMI twice in five minutes,” Tay said. She cover&mhn’s mouth with
her hand and shook her head at him. “Daométkeme send you over to sit with your
basketball buddies.”

John just grabbed Tay’s hand away and laughedlidiet, Scottie noticed, let
Tay’s hand go when the moment was over.

This made Scottie smiley and wistful all at onb@hn and Tay were In Love—not
obsessed with each other and not merely hot fdr etier, but truly, sweetly, in-for-the-
long-haul in love.

Scottie wished she could ask Tay about the wholeelthing. What did it feel
like? How had Tay known when she’d officially fail2 How often did they say it to each
other?

But she knew Tay would take tioat conversation as enthusiastically as she was
going to go to Milwaukee twice a month. So Scatieided to focus on the opposite-of-
love: war.

“So,” she said as she flipped open her Chinese taoton and pulled a pair of
disposable chopsticks out of her lunch sagkiessvho | saw at Joe yesterday?”

Scottie had gone to the coffeehouse for the aftarrio do her homework away
from her dad’s constant college questions.

“David Schwimmer again?” Tay said with a yawn. 68, you've spotted him
like half a dozen times. Face it. The guy’s fromehand he’s chronically unemployed, so
of coursehe’s always hanging out in Chicago coffee shopscélebrity sightings go,

he's a dud.”



“Not him,” Scottie said. “It was them Four of them, to be exact. The Babes with
Batting!”

“The quilters?” Bella said between bites of Seilae. “Who are they? Did you
say hi?”

“Did | sayhi?” Scottie blustered. “Bella, those girls don’t wemexchange
pleasantriesvith us! They want to replace us! Now that | knaWo they are, I'm even
more sure of that. It's Emma Duncan, Grier D’abnyznd Lissie Goldblatt. You know
them. Each one is snootier than the last. And there’s llana Cross. I'm pretty sure
she’s the ringleadeBhe’shated me ever since the fourth grade.”

“Why?” Bella squeaked.

“Oh it's so dumb,” Scottie scoffed. “We were atrewslumber party and | kinda
outed llana as the one who farted during the s€ance

“And she’s still holding a grudge?” John guffawé&dan, if guys got all huffy
every time one of us cut one, we’d have no fridedts’

“Especially now that you'’re all eating Satan busgeTay riffed.

“Ew,” Scottie said with a giggle. “Anyway, llana@ Co. were sitting iour spots
on the couch near the fireplace. They were stitgbim this quilt spread across all of their
laps and gossiping so hard, | seriously thought tiere gonna start spitting acid.”

“Oh, like you're above gossiping,” Tay said. “You're doing it rigiaw!”

“Not like this,” Scottie insisted. “They were makj a list of all the Stark girls
they suspect of having boob jobs. Then came the with nose jobsThenthey started

speculating aboutyed hair.Since when is that even notable, much less gossriw?”



“Especially coming from Lissie Goldblatt,” Tay dal'who clearly has a chin
implant.”

Scottie almost choked on her Kung Pao she laugbduhrd. But she sobered up
quickly when she said, “The thing is, before thabbs’ got on the subject of surgery?
I’'m surethey were talking about us. The minute | sat dowar them, they did that thing
where they all looked over at me then started shgstach other. Then they waggled
their eyebrows at each other and giggled. Fin&8lyer was all, ‘Better change the
subject, you guys! | mean, how obvious can yo?get

“l guess that depends on how overactive your inamn is,” Tay said, raising
one eyebrow.

“What are you saying?” Scottie said.

“I'm just not so sure the Babes with Batting até m get us,” Tay said. “Don’t
you you're being just keetlebit paranoid?”

“What?!” Scottie squeaked. She spun to face Bella.

“Do you think that, too?”

Bella cringed through her mouthful of Seitan Joe.

“Well,” she wheedled, “I've never heard @diilters being so, y’know,
combative.”

Scottie was about to retort when Amanda flounged u

“Hi guys,” she said, plopping a white paper batpahe table. Her hair looked
windblown and her cheeks were rosy, which madddwd more stunning than ever.

Or maybe Scottie museddmanda looks pretty because of that gleam in her ey

Thatcrushygleam.



Amanda sat down and pulled her bag open hungrily.

“l was having a major falafel craving so | daslgedvn the street,” she explained.
She pulled a foil-wrapped pita out of the bag, glamth a paper pouch of curly fries.

A fully deep-fried lunch3cottie observedVell that clinches it. When Amanda’s
single, she’s a salad bar girl. But being in likakes her crave all things full-fat—yet
still lose weight from all the adrenaline coursing thgbuher veins.

“So,” Scottie announced, “clearly things went wadtler you left the party with
Mister . . . hey, what is Jamison’s last name?”

Amanda paused, chewed her lip for a moment, themloled something.

“What was that?” Tay said.

“| said Steele,” Amanda blurted, giving Scottidefensive look. “His last name is
Steele.”

“Jamison Steele?”Scottie hooted. “You've got to be kidding. Waiténute,
don’t tell me he’s heir to a romance novel empire.

“No,” Amanda pouted. Then her voice dropped again aadasped, “It's a
chalk empire.”

“Chalk?” Bella said, looking utterly confused.

Amanda blew a wisp of dark hair out of her eyes lalarted, “His family owns a
company that sells chalk to basically every scldtthe country, okay?”

“That’s a lot of chalk,” Scottie said, trying niat laugh. “The Steeles—chalk
kings of Chicago.”

“Hey, chalk is cooler than toilet paper,” Amandargbled.



“Thatis true,” Scottie said. Then she angled her head@viced hard at
Amanda’s flushed face; at the way she was breahkémd-rench fries into little pieces but
not eating them; at the slightly off-center, drearagt in her eyes.

“Wow,” she said quietly. “So you really like hirnuh?”

Amanda looked at her sheepishly.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “I know it makes me lookdi& total hypocrite, crushing
on one othem.But Scottie, | was right. Jamisadifferent.”

“So tell us about the party!” Bella said. “ScottM’d me and Tay about it
yesterday.”

“Oh my God,” Amanda gushed, unwrapping her falaéwas sucha scene. |
felt like | was already in New York! | mean, eveogly was dressed in these amazing
DIY duds, or they were wearing dresses by realbl tacal designers. And the Nas
amazing. I'd never heard of half the bands he glayamison and | danced foours
And when we weren’t dancing, we were talking tohielest people—and dissing the
deb thing the whole time. Jamison had some WASPEsjthat madeneblush. | mean, |
thoughtl hated debbing. . ..”

“Well, | don’t know why.”

Scottie jumped as a chilly voice floated into @lgcks’ midst.

“Being a debutante,” the girl lurking behind Seattvent on, “is no more lame
than, sayknitting.”

Scottie turned to find herself gazing up at theymally-altered chin of Lissie
Goldblatt. llana Cross was at her side and betnathtstood Emma and Grier, each

posing like a supermodel. All of them wore the samer, condescending smiles.



Once they had the Chicks’ attention, llana turttetissie and announced, ‘I
knewl smelled something barnyardy. | thought it was 8atan burgers, but now | realize
it was all that wool.”

“Whew,” Emma said eagerly, waving a hand in frohber face and wrinkling
her nose.

“Well, you would know a lot about gross smells,uln’t you llana,” Tay said,
fixing llana with a wide smile.

Scottie slapped a hand over her mouth to keep $omeking with laughter, a
move that llana caught. llana blanched for a seitond—before getting surlier than
ever.

“I know some other things, too,” she said, “likat you might get a little surprise
when you show up for your so-called ‘stitch 'n hittomorrow.”

Tay'’s face went from light to dark in an instant.

“What do you mean?” she growled.

“Here’s the thing,” Grier blurted, stepping to tinent of the quilters’ pack. She
shifted her wad of gum to her cheek and startetdlipigg ticking her items of business
off on her fingers as she went.

“l just got a major part in Stark’s productionie Vagina Monologuesvhich
means | have rehearsals on Wednesdays and FridayBhursdays, Lissie has a standing
appointment at Nail Bar and Emma has her SAT dasause she totally bombed the
PSATS.”

“Okay, that’'s not the pointGrier,” Emma said, huffing impatiently.

Grier covered her mouth with a limp hand.



“Whoops, | forgot. That was supposed to be a seaasn'’t it.”

She cocked her head, shot Emma a faux-apologetie,shen turned back to the
Chicks.

“So where was 1?” she said, gazing at the ce#ind giving her gum a chomp.

“Monday,” llana said.

“Oh, right,” Grier said. She pocketed her gum agaid went on. “OMondays|
have to take my sister to her Suzuki class, Lisagprivate skiing lessons to prep for
Christmas in Steamboat, and llana goes shoppirigheit mom.”

“You go shoppingveryMonday?” Amanda demanded of llana, her mouth
hanging open.

llana straightened her pleated miniskirt, then stined down the waistband of her
sparkly, jersey T-shirt.

“I don’t make my own clothes,” she said. “Some o&ren’t that, y’know,
homespun.”

Bella fingered the fuzzy, bell-shaped sleeve offteard-knitted sweater and
frowned. But Amanda merely rolled her eyes and,s&ldre’s what | really want to
know. Why onearthshould we care about your schedules?”

“Because,” llana said, examining one of her p@dhingernails distractedly, “of
Tuesdays.”

“What's happening on Tuesdays?” Scottie wondered.

“Nothing,” llana declared. “That’s the point. Itke only day all four of us are
free. Which means the Babes with Batting will betslwng our bees at Joe from

Wednesdays to Tuesdays.”



llana dragged her eyes lazily from her hand tat&es burning face.

“Starting tomorrow,” she added.

“Oh, no youwon't!” Scottie yelled. She completely forgot to assunestdime of
casual weariness all of them had been using ferlittle face-off.“Never Mind the
Frogs has been meeting on Tuesdaystfaw years That’s our day and you know it.”

“Um, excuseame, but | don't believe | ever saw an official rsat Joe,” Lissie
said, grinning catlike at her friends. “I mean, goe allowedto just claim a day there?”

“No,” Grier said, playing along. She chomped hemgwith extra vigor and
smiled at the Chicks malevolently. “I don’t thinkwy are.”

“Whatever,” Tay scoffed. “Frogs has as many asitweeople knitting every
Tuesday now. There’ll be no room for you and yattlel tiny needles. End of story.”

“Or it'll be the other way around,” llana said ©dy. “| mean, it's first come, first
served, right? And we have at least a dozen gsiNto have study periods for their last
class. Which means we can get to Joe a full holaréschool ends. So . . . if there’s no
room for youfrogswhen you get there? Oh well!”

Scottie gasped and looked at her friends in oatrag

“No way,” she whispered. “They can’t do that, ¢hay?”

For the first time, Tay looked alarmed.

“What're we gonna do?” she whispered back. “Paik 'up and throw them out?”

Scottie gripped the edge of the table, at a corapbss for a clever comeback for
the Babes. Finally, after an embarrassingly longspashe stuck out her chin and glared

up at llana.



“Here’s the thing about knitters,” she said. “Wavh way more tricks up our
sleeves than you can ever imagine.”

“Oh, like knittwo, purltwo instead of knit one, purl one?” llana replied ceam
making her voice brittle. “Whoa, that's impressiVEhat other tricks have you got—
knit, knit, purl, purl? Or the ever-popular puryrp knit, knit?”

Scottie’s cheeks flamed. Clearly, she didn’t hBaea’s talent for making mean.

Which | guess | should feel good abositie thought woefully.

With nothing else to say, Scottie made a despeat&enpt at sneery body
language. She clamped her mouth shut, twistedrisdsd, and turned her stiff, straight
back to the Babes. Then she scooped up her chiopsiicl began poking around in her
Chinese food carton with intense interest. TheroBtecks used the same “just ignore
them” tactic.

After a long moment of disdainful silence, the Balinally skulked away,
exchanging cackles and high-fives as they went."\they were out of ear shot, Scottie
exhaled loudly and slumped over the table, her neadr hands.

“This is horrible,” she groanetHorrible! It's a coup!”

“Well, maybe it's notjuite as serious as overthrowing a government,” Bella
suggested gently.

“But it is pretty aggressive,” Tay had to admit. “Those Badresevil.”

“Yeah,” John agreed. “Man, it's hard being a gBlys just throw a punch and
get it over with. The way girls do things is mucbma subversive. Underhanded.
Dangerous, even! Which is a kind of a turn-on, rtbat | think about it. . . .”

He laughed and gave Tay’s waist a pinch.



“You aresoweird,” Tay said. “Why don’t you go knit or sometg?”

“Don’t mind if I do,” John said. He popped thetla$ his Twinkie into his mouth,
then pulled a burgundy-and-blue striped cap-in-pFsg out of his messenger bag. He
spaced his stitches neatly around his circular leesaatl began knitting with a swift, jerky
rhythm. John had been knitting for about a yearltand/as actually getting pretty good at
it.

“Well, I think John is wrong,” Amanda announceakihg a big chomp out of her
pita. “The Babes might be dangerous if they cogldaly pull this off, but | don’t
believe they can for a minute. They're totally ilod.”

“Really?” Scottie squeaked.

“Really,” Amanda declared confidently. “And if thhelo make some weak attempt
to infiltrate Frogs, we’ll just keep ignoring thém.

“Yeah,” Bella piped. “We definitely shouldn’t eng@athem. Why should we
compete over whether quilting is better than kmg#”

“Right,” Tay said. “Weknowknitting’s better.”

“Yeah-huh!” Scottie cried, pumping her fist.

“You guys,” Amanda said. “This isn’'t a game of @athe Head of the Craft. This
is a meaningless turf war, pure and simple. And $icottie said—we’ve had Tuesdays at
Joe for two years now and we’re gonna keep on lgaliresdays at Joe. This is a blip.”

Amanda sounded so confident that Scottie was dlowrwinced. She decided not
to panic—yet. She even attempted some bravado.

“Those girlssowent about this the wrong way,” she said. “If tligyst askedus

to switch days instead of poaching, maybe we wbalk considered it. | mean, I'd love



to bring Nina to Frogs, since I've totally infectkdr with the knitting bug. But | only see
her on Wednesdays and Fridays.”

“And | rarely have deb duty on Fridays,” Amandaqa up, “so that day would
work for me, too.”

“But now,” Scottie glowered, “they’reevergetting our Tuesdays.”

“Damn straight,” John agreed. He held up his hamdting Scottie to high-five
him. Scottie looked around sheepishly, then shrdggel gave his hand a slap. High
fives weren't really the Chicks’ thing, but Johnsasweet for trying.

“Hey,” Bella said, “if you guys are looking for s@thing to do with your Fridays,
you should come paint the French fry bus with me!”

“Um, | don’t think Amanda needs any more Frendésil’ Tay joked, swiping a
curly fry from Amanda’s lunch and popping it interimouth.

“Oh, that’s just my nickname for it,” Bella saitit’s this bus that’s going to
travel across the country to let the world knowwlibe importance of alternative fuels!
The thing’s gonna run on nothing but leftover Fiefry oil from fast food restaurants!
Isn’t that cool?!”

“Wow, Bella,” Scottie said, shooting Amanda and/ Balelong glances. “l had no
idea you were so . . . passionate about alternaials. So GreenlLeaves is branching out
from endangered species and stuff?”

“Oh, GreenLeaves,” Bella scoffed. “I got reallygeinchanted with them. | mean,
it seems like everybody who worked there smokedectogarettesWhenthey weren’t
composing beat poetry about whales and stuff. # kk& being environmental activists

was just one little part of their hipster idenstiédAnd smoking cloves? How tisat good



for the environment? No, the Alternative Fuel Catiam is much more me. Not only do
theynot pollute the air, but the exhaust from the Frengtbtis smells really yummy!
Kinda like hush puppies.”

Scottie guffawed.

“Bella, you're going crazy!” she said. “How maniffdrent service projects are
you gonna wrack up before graduation?”

“I'm just looking for the right fit,” Bella defened herself. She’d finished her
Seitan Joe and was moving onto her dessert, anbthéteath creation called Granougat,
anextremelychewy granola bar. “Not everybody can be as luckyau, Scottie. Sounds
like things are going great with Nina.”

“They are, amazing as it sounds,” Scottie saithwihappy shrug. “Just dumb
luck, | guessAndthe fact that Nina’s an amazing kid. She’s so swaeé she’s cool, too.
And she totally gets the knitting thing. She’s attg almost finished her first scarf. She
says it's a fabulous way to block out the rackedlbher little sisters and brothers.”

She turned to Bella, who was working very hardit her teeth into her
Granougat.

“Don’t worry,” she assured her. “I'm sure a Betkzady project is out there for
you. Maybe the French fry bus will be a match.”

“And if it isn’t,” Bella shrugged between gnaws ber dessert, “at least it'll look
good on my college apps. Schools love to see thate well-rounded and up for trying
lots of different things.”

Scottie froze. She felt like she'd been kickedhia stomach.



And here | thought it wasg@oodthing, that things are going so well with Nina,
she broodedlurns out, it just makes me a one-note Jane.

Scottie shook her head hard. She didn’t want taktabout that. Not when there
was so much else to occupy her mind, from the neveldpment in Amanda’s love life,
to battling the Babes with Batting, to her nexiat with Nina.

Which, hello, I'm doing foher, Scottie reminded herself with just a hint of self-
righteousnesdNot for the sake of some application. | can’t inmegwhat could be wrong
about that.

Scottie cast a shifty glance at Bella, who'd figajlven up on her granougat and
begun knitting and studying her notes for her réags. Scottie wondered what Bella
would say if she voiced her skepticism out loud.

But the bell was just a couple minutes away.

What's moreScottie thought with a shrugollege applications arenonthsaway.

So she filed the question away for another day,estime—Scottie didn’t know

exactly when—in the future.



