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* CHAPTER OMNE *

To be a gr\ea:f artist, you need a 3r\ea:f pen.
Mine was a T-360, bouakf Lor 12 dollars at
Abbie’s Art Supply.

Who knew it would almest rvin my [i£e?

ﬂ - T-3¢0 E p D

we were in homeroom, doing a. Free

write, For me, this was a chance to £ill my
sketchbook with robots and bfoodg axXes. E\rer\g

{Lew minvtes T'd sit back, hoping someone would

notice my drawing. “Great X-ray Monster,”
'H/\Cg/& say.
Tnstead, Chantal Davis polced me.

“Let me see that lpen,” she said. (Translation:

\\Tlf\a:f 'Den Is Mine r\ow./’)



N\

No” T said, pu‘f‘fing extra hairs on an

cueball.

Chantal is either a diva, bt)sgbodg, or bu“g,

depending on how you ook at it. You have to

watch out, becavse she can smell Lear, and

it only Makes her madder. TL T wasn't so

scared of Chantal, T Migk‘f have a crosh

on her.

Not the kind of crush T have on, say,

Asia. O'Nelll, the girl in pre-alg with the

amazing hair. Chantal is more [ike a force

oL natore.
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N -A-GLANCE

Jolo: BOSS 0—@ SCVE/’\'H/\ ;wade

(self-appointed)

-

nty of: rfode

ve. Doing her own

|

homework

Claim to £ame: A lbrary
book that'’s 6.3 years

overdoe

RQuote: “Don't Make me

wHomp your sorry
bott”

Chantal’s locker is crammed with stof£
people have “donated” well, T'd already given
plenty to the Chantal Davis Fond, and T didn't
{eel like Making ancther contribution. No way was

T handing over My T-360.

Oour conversation continved:




Chantal. “NOT”

Me: “No!”

Chantal “Danny, did yov not hear what
T said?”

Me: T heard”

Chantal: “Give me that pen. Or T’ put your

name on the Loser List. And then everyone in

school will know what a sorry geek you are”
Loser List? Mever heard of it

Chantal went on, “You jost drew your [ast

Qggba“. when gir\ls S€C YoL on the List, jfl'\Qg/“ cout

you dead. You and that crazy froll you hang

arovnd.” That woold be Jasper, my best {riend.
“Mot that anyone talked to you before”

“So7" T qulped. Tl jost cross my name of£”

“Yeah?” Chantal whooped. “Mext time gou/r\e
in the GIRLS BATHRoOmM?”

Girls’ bathroom?

Oh, crud.

Other people looked vp, hoping £or a fight.



Chantal torned to a quy next to vs. “What

are you |ooking at?”
T dJ

T prefended fo [avgh oL Chantal’s threat,

bot the froth was, it sank in My stomach like a

stone. At Gerald Ford, T'M about l«al—@wag down

the food chain. Mot president of the Mathletes,

bot no one’s saving me_a_seat at the Cool Table.

T c_a./\/'f a—@—@or\c( a fo'f 0—@ sﬁlplpaf‘ie.

* FTVE LISTS mY NAME IS NOT ONM:

. Teen People’s Hottest Guys

2. A”—leg Bask@ﬂ?a” Team

3. State Science fair Semifinalists

Yy Exlplor\er\ Scovts’ Canoe Portage Si@n-up

5. Asia. O'WNeill's Speed Dial

when the bell rang, T tore ovt of class
to warn Jaspeh abouvt Chantal. T Loond him




cramming stold into his locker — math books,

a G'Oc{zi”a DVD, and a sMa“ a.r\iMaJ carrienr.

“Chantal’s putting cor names on some Loser
List” T told him, panting £rom my sprint. “Telling
people were geeks”

~Su?” He shrugged. To him, \\geelc” isn't an

insult. He does his own thing, whether it's magic

camp, karaocke chess (don't ask), or inventing

weird snow-cone Llavors. Jasper\ is a cool 309,
but not everyone can see past his DECIMALS HAVE
A PorvT T=shirt.

Not o bring
up Star Wars
again, but-




“What'’s that?” T pointed to the animal

carrienr.

“Aled’s dinner” Ja.sper* has some exotic pets,

incloding a python named Alec Saldwin.

T (ooked closer. Tt was a [ive mouse.

“Miley Cyrus,” Jasper said. “where is this
so~called Loser List?”

“Girls” bathroom.”

“This is soboptimal?” Jasper stofled a gerbil
wheel on the top shelf.

“What do you — ol coorsel” T sputtered.

“Yeu want your qeckdom annovnced to every ginl

in school?”

Jasper pavsed. “Tt's not, like, a secret
condition T'm trying to hide.”

well, I'M rno geek. T have a wide range of

in‘f@hes'fs:

Reading comics Dr‘o.wi/\q coMics Trading comics Buginq coMics



Th comics, you Lind a world that's wild and

weird, but where the rules are very clear —

vnlike middle school. Svperman knows he cant

mess with Kryptonite. My school is weird too, but

there’s no role book. Yeu st have fo stomble

throvgh, hoping gou’re not committiing some crime

you were Lraware ol — wearing the wrong

snealcer\s, say, or mcil\ﬂ bfuegr‘ass MUsIC..

* A FEw THIVGS THAT CAV MAKE Yol Cool AT GF:

: The “right”
Sports injury basketball shoes

98t

vide & "
9'4,,,% X 'ft"_?:cj,

designer champ

Nionaice

Parent with
impossib[y cool \'\ob Giant-screen TV Frontal lobof0M9



As the day wore on, T started to think
Jasper had the right attitode. we didn't know
anything about the [ist. People might not
read it. Tt could be hard to find, or sloppily
written. Whea T checked out the graffiti in
the boys/ bathroom, T was reassored bg its
stopidity.
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T went to class and put the Loser List oot

0—@ Mind.

At lonch fwo hours later, there was an air of

Something Going On. An extra-long line snaked

aroond the jice machine into the hall. When T

saw a piﬁa‘fa., Mg heart sank.

Mexican Da.g.

On theme da(gs, there's a.{wo,gs the danﬁer\

oL adolts showing vp in costome. Sore enovgh,

Mr. Amondson, oor e:(esperafefg 'fr*ging-‘fo-b@-c_oo(

vice principal, was dressed like a matador. T

tried fo avert my eyes bot T was foo late.
“What 0P, L\ombne?” he asked.




* MEXTICAMN DAY *

Cafeteria [adies

Salsa and chips in sombreros
=)
E5558 I
oy B
Y
Chili pepper lights Hot savce
"A 333
A/ 0
&%
Sean borritos Sean burritos



\\I/M —@ine,/’ T said fuic.lclg. \ipir\ing ﬂ«e (Unc_['\

ine. Reaching Lor a taco, T heard a 3ir\(/s voic.e

behind me.

\\Heg, [oser!” she said. Another ginl lavghed.

whe were they? T didn't dare look.

T guickly got in line at the condiments table.
The girl ahead of me had a [eather jacket

and 10/13, black hair. M(y pa.st beﬂan fo sweat.

Her back was torned, bt T knew who it was.
Asia. O'Melll.

What’s so gr\ea:f aloouf her? She's cool

looking — long, dark hair and bloe eyes. T don't

a.lwags Ugd@r‘stagd hgr\ c_loihgs. bo]f T |ikg thgm.

The stofd she carries hints at an interesting

(iLe: dromsticks, a skateboard, a 3r\a'0[/\ia novel.
She always looks sligh asperated, which

fake as a sigr\ of in‘f@“iger\c_e.

And she is so, so out of my leagoe.




* AS -A-GLANCE [NO EDT

Position: Coolest girl in scheol

Owns: Paintball qun

Ac.c.essor‘g: Zelor\a—s'fr\iped slco.‘feboar‘d
Political afLiliations: Malibo Mossbaom Lor

stodent couvncil

Hair smell: Cl«\er\r\g Twizzlers

*T'M not a qood enovgh artist to do her ustice.

Sorru.
g

T'm bahelg on her radar screen. Ta homeroom,

she's never torned aroond to comp(imen'f My

drawing of a skeleton or a pizza slice. T almost

never see her ovfside of class. The line moved
Lorward. As T s‘?oeezed the hot-savce bottle, T
wondered what T could po;siblg say.




* NT OPENING LINES:

[Sut before T couvld toss ofL one of these

ms, Ka: n Oaleby shoved a taco vnder th

disper\ser\ T knew her Lrom class — an airhead

who stock to her best £riend like a scented

sticker. Sore enouvgh, Ginnifer was next to her.

T['\Cg saw Me and s'far\'feci wkisper\ir\;i.

<30, Danng.,’ Ka‘felgn/s VoICC was mac_lcing.

“Who put you on the Loser List?”




“Geeks are olcag." GinniLer said. She's
the nicer one. Tt dida’'t say yoL were psucho”
“well, T'd hate to be on that list,” said

Kafelgr\.

Asia. walked bg, reaching for a straw.

NO|

T couldn’t [et her hear T was on the Loser

List! Panicking, T spon arovnd to Lace Katelyn —
bot she was closer than T thovght, and our
trays collided. A splattered bystander jomped ovt

of the way, and his salad went -@(ging,
“FooD FIGHT! someone yelled.

ole ca ra on red alert.
quy to my left Lired the first official shot,
throwing an open bag of tortilla chips. A burrito
sailed bg
“Un momento, por £avor!” me. Amondson
shovted. [Sut once the first burrito has been

lavnched, (ittle can be done to reverse it. Tn

seconds, the —@igk‘f was in £oll swing.

14



* FooD FTGHT wWEAPON COMYERSTION CHART

wEAPON SUBSTITUTE
N
& | 2
Grenade Potato
-~=q A \\
s Voo
& "
Rocket Salsa-Lilled Bamie

Y

.’("k

Cannon Spuecze bottle
©,
SN e,
<
FaX )
Police clob Torkey clob

A t'wacaMo{e Missife s'fr\uc_lc Asiafs lea‘ﬁf\er\

jacket with a thwep! She needed protection.

Looking Lor a weapon, T realized T was



standing next to the mother lode: five gallons

of spicy qo0p.

T held the bottle like an Uzi and [aid
down some_covering fire. A quy pointed a
spoeeze mustard bottle at Asia, and T blasted

his whole head with red slime. tle stopped and

torned toward me, really slowly. Under the

gq00p, T Made ovt a stodded wristband
and Death Trawler T-shirt. My stomach
dropped.

Tt was Axl.

T had just signed
My own death
warrant. Axl “Don't

Call Me Morris”

ﬁgan is the school’s

biggest lou“g. known

Lor his do-rag, red

-@ac,e, amd \rac,ar\‘f




are. boezed like an anqry hor and

gn\a.bbed my collar.

oT — (gasp) =" My breath was cot oLL

Wristband stods pierced my neck as he

choked me.

“How does that Leel, ponk?” he whispered.

“Hold it right there!”

Mr. Robinson, the school seaor\ifg 3oar\d,

peeled Axl of£ me. Silence £ell as Robinson

scanned the room. Throvgh narrowed eyes, he

jqave all of vs his \\\./0() Are One Sor\r\g Excose

Lor a Middle School” (ook. With his height and

shiny bald head, he alone had the chops to stop

the bloodbath. \\Ever\gbodg sit down and Linish

your [vnch. Now”

He gr\abbec( Axl’s arm. “Yov're coming with

me, SOr\.”

“WHAT 77 Axl pointed at me. “Tt's his

Laolt” As Robinson dragged hiM away, he forned




to me, dripping hot savce. ~You. Are. Dead.

Meat” tfis angry bloe eyes made My scalp £reeze.
T qulped. Getting on Axl's bad side was a
seriovs Mistake. [Sut Asia’s qushing thanks would
make it all worth it. 'S nothing,” T'd say, as if
defending beavtiful girls was a rovtine event.

when T headed back to her, she was picking

corn kernels out of her hair.

That hair!

She torned to Me with blazing eyes. “Thanks
{or starting a food {ight,” she said bitterly.

WHAT 7

“This jacket is trashed,” she said. “Are you
happy?”

“Asia, T dida't ="

[Sut she tossed her head and stormed of4.
T was stonned. On her behalf, T had just given

Axl a hot-savce Laciall Tn the space of fen

minvtes, T had Managed fo anfagonize the

Z0



school’s mMost attractive gir\l — and 1fs Most

dangerovs bol( y.

All becavse of that stopid Loser List.

T stomped back to our table. Jasper\ was

reading, oblivievs to the battle that had raged

just inches £rom his head.

“You have faco meat in your hair” He

'for‘ned a lpage.

\\Jasper\" T gmo.bbed his shoulder. “We need

fo 36'6 ofL the Loser List. Now.”

Jasper drained a jice box noisily.

2l



ST'm seriovs. Girls are saving stofL. wWe need
——x

to g0 to the gir\ls/ bathroom and erase if. —l_odag./’

T br\ot)f‘i[/\'f ovt the big qons. \\I—é ‘060’016 'H/\ink
e're losers, you Miaht not aet sent to Qui owl.

Tt's by popolar vote, remember?”

“Hmmm.” Jaspeh Lrowned. Quiz [Sowl was a

contest {or seventh-grade eqgheads, and he

was hot to qo0. “TInteresting point. Can't we qet

someone to do it Lor vsT”

“wWho?” Mg voIC e sfueaked. Wwe s(owfg

scanned the cafeteria, looking £or any qirl we

knew well enovgh to ask. out of 300 3ir‘{s, there

was ... no one.

o T quess we're meeting alter school,” Jasper‘

relented with a sigh.

“My locker” T said gr\imlg, 5230 hours.”

Operation [Sathroom Raid was on.
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