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Chapter 1: A Geek is Born

(or 101 Creative Uses for Silly String)

Theorigind meaning of theword QyeskOwas a person in the circuswho bit the
heads off live chickens Let me say up front, @ never do this, because | am astrict
vegearian. However, in more modean terms, | guess| fit thedefinition.

If you say theword QyeskOto people today, they think of ashlubbykind of misfit,
usudly young(l don®think geeks live to aripeold ageN must check this ouf) and almost
always single. My theory: theuniverse in its wisdomtries to keep gesks from mating to
keep the gesk popuktionin check. In thisway | sort of mess up the averages, because |
date with a vengeance.

|®n actudly on adae rightnow. 1t& 10:30 at night, 1®n sittingin aparked @8
Mugangin frontof my hous, whichisdark, butl knowmy dad is still awake because |
can seetheflickering lights of thetelevisonin hisbedroom Dudin Garrett is staring at
my breasts at themoment, andif it were possible to have a small, inflatable though
bubbk orbiting his head, it would befilled with the word Or um.OFor aboutthetenth
time tonight, | mentally kick myself for gaing outwith someonewho hasan 1Q in the
negaive digits. | know better, | really do. But sometimes your hormones get the best of
you. Even if you@e a gesk.

(B0, wha aboutgoing to the dance next week?0Dustin is stretching his arms and
yawning, usng that classic moveto puthisarm aroundme, al the better to get agropeat
my boobs O mean, | know you@e afreshman andall, butdon®let tha stop you.| don®
care wha people think.O

Orha@ very consderate.Ol wriggle aroundto avoid the grope Datingislike a

finecounty line dance withoutthefunnyhas. But | have a science fair coming up, so |



think | really need to spend some time on tha next weekend. And you know, | really
need to go. My dad®@waitingup for me.O

Themention of my dad has thechilling effect | was going for. Dugin shrinksa
little and throws a cautiousglance at thefront dooras if my father is going to appear,
crazed,with a shotgun,demanding tha this boy marry his daughter and make her boobs
honest.

QVell, yeah, it is getting late. OHe changes focus and smiles his expensive-
orthodonta smile. GGot a tennis match tomorrow after school. Y ou coming?0

Q@ loveto. But | have tutoring after school. Sorry.Ol fumble in my purse for my
keys.

Orutoring?Why? Y ou have, like, straight As don®you?0

Or eah. | tutor other kidsOl produce the key and hold it up like amagic talisman.
Begone oh feeler of boobs O better go. Thanksfor themovie. I@l see you at school.Ol
lean over and give him a peck on thecheek. Senang his optionsdisappearing, Dudin
pulls awrestling move and 1@n lying face upin hislap, the steering whedl digging into
my scalp.

(Hey! Tha@ hot OHis face is hoveaing aboveme, his eyes wide, nogrils flared
with the scent of girl. Q.et@doit.O

My dad isrightin thehous,Ol remind him. QHe has a shotgunO

@Dh.OFor a nanosecond, common sense flashes across Dugin@face. Then lust
takes over agan. QdI bequiet.O

| sigh, pull myself up by levering my weight against the steering whesdl, twist and
open thedoorin alightning move calculated purely with physcs tha would make my
Honors teacher, Mr. Rich, extremely proud.Bee ya.O

Cshdby!OHe@ frantically rolling down thewindow, cranking the handle. QVait! O

QWVha satisfaction cang thou have tonight?0

HuhO



QRomeo and Juliet. Anyway, thanksfor themovie. 1@l see you at school, okay?0
Cshdby!OHe@ yelling now. Not cool.
| goback, lean in thewindow. QWhat?0

He swallows hard, as if he has honest words caugtt in histhroa. Q loveyou.O

Oroudo?®

Ores. | think so.OHe gripsthe steering wheel and conaentrates on it. Qt& kind of
annoying.O

Musdin. Youdon®loveme. You@e jus feding desperate.O

Mondsell yourself short. Youde really hot OHe tumsto me, smiles agan, and |
realizeit was al aploy to get my boobsback to the car.

Orhanksagan. Gotta go.OAs | scamper across thelawn, | hear scuffling behind
me.

Csheby! Ol turn, and Dudin is standing next to the passenger door of thecar, his
shirt open to thewaist, his arms outstretched across the car, his head upturned like an
undewear modd in a Times Squae billboad. He has a great uppe bodysince he plays
tennis, and | guess hemust feel like it@ his secret weapon. | have no choice.

| rummagein my purse and pull outmy own secret weapon.| shake the can of
day-glo pink silly string, take aim, and decorate Dusgtin Garrett® gorgeouschest with
sticky strandsof embarrassment. GGoodnightl Ol whisper as, horrified and confused, he
plucks absently at the mess entwined in his scraggly chest hair. | cleanly make my
escape

Tomorrow, no doubt hedl have to try to explain that to thetennis team.

My dad usudly stays up untl at least 3 in the morning working on varioushobby
projects. By day, heis awell-paid researcher for some company you®e never heard of,
and hegetsto doalot of hiswork at home, which is nice. They even built him alab in

back of thehou® so hecould have al the equipment heneeds At night, though,he



works on his eccentric idess that the Company wouldn®necessarily want to fund.

On the night of Dugin® humiliation, Dad isin thelab, as | suspected. He leaves
the TV oninthehous o it lookslike welde sort of nomal. He never watches it. Okay,
except for theold Star Trek episodes.

| gothroughthedark house and outthe dliding glass doorin back, to the steel
doorwith akeypad. | key in the password, and it swooshes open with a satisfying Star
Trek hiss. Dad didn®redlly need this; he paid extrafor it himself so hecould feel like Mr.
Spod huningfor Klingonsor something.

(Hey.OTheroom isdim, as usud, except for the glow of computer screensand
some equipment radiating green neon in the corner unde ahuge portrait of Mom. It
makes Mom sort of look like that princess from Shrek.

Dad is wearing goggks and is staring at something througha hugemagnifying
glass ona hinged arm. It makes him look like a big-eyed insect. He doesn®look up. GDh,
hey Sheby. How was the movie?0

QDkay.O

He hears the catch in my voice, looksup and dides thegoggkes upinto hiswild
nest of salt-and-peppea har. QVha? Wasn®he nice?0

QHmm.OI perch onatall stool and swing my legsback and forth. It makes me
fed little again. OHe was ajerk. Jugt in it for theboobage O

Hmm.OHe® back to the magnifying glass agan. Q foundsome redly intriguing
propaties onthisN O

Q0n goingto bed. See youin themorning Ol kiss him on theforehead. Mon®
stay uptoolate.O

He doesn®really notice |n leaving. Dad is literally the absent-minded professor
if he® onaproject. He does care aboutme, hereally does; butif | disappeared while he
was working on something juicy, | don® knowtha hewould notice for, like, aweek.

When my mom died three years ago, hethrew himself into work, andtha hdped him



ded with theloss, | guess. Now, it@ jus a habit.

Night,Ol hear him say as the Star Trek doorswooshes behind me. Well, nothing
left butto gotak to Euphaia

Euphoraistherobotmy dad built for me. She(l call her ashe butactudly, she
hasnoreal gende) issort of acombinaion diary, best friend, playmate, nanny and baby
monitor. She@® aboutfive feet tall, with a brushed-nickel finish. Dad gave her sort of a
face, butit@kind of like therobotmaid ontha old cartoon, The Jetsons. She@ avery
simple maching, really, buthedid program her to be able to talk to me and respond.She®3
also senstive to temperature and humidity, so if I®n angry or crying, sheknowsit, and
sheknows the prope response to make. | knowthisis al fake, theright combinaion of
zerosand ones, butl have pretended that Euphoraisrealy apersonfor years, like mos
kidspretend thar teddy bears areredl, or tha theimaginary friend in the coudh cushions
isreal.

GGoodevening, Shdby,Oshewhirs as | walk into my bedroom (How was your
dae?0

Ot sucked.Ol kick off my black Vansand dig my toesinto the carpet.

GDh. Sorry to hear tha, baby.OHer voice iskind of like a grandma, but aso kind
of Southern sounding. | think thisis because Mom was from Georgia, but Dad claims it
was totally accidental. Her green eye-lights blink in the darkness.

Oresh, well. Tha@wha | get for daing ajock.O

A jock?0

Or eah. He@ a tennis star.Ql sit onthebed and click the remote for my stereo.
Classical musc. Ahhh.Q had to silly string him.O

Q think you need to find someonewho thinkslike you do.O

Or ou mean, someonewho thinkstoo much20I pull off my plaid knee socks,
shimmy out of my black pleated mini, and pull my red sweater over my head, which

leaves me in my undewear. GCheck it outOl standin front of afull-length mirror



attached to my closet door. QQn attractive, right? |®n smart, right? And yet, | have no
real friendsand boysbore me.O

Theimagelooking back at me isn®@bad. | have long aubum har, straight asa
stick, and hugeeyes that ook like aggie marbles swirled with shades of blue Andthere
are those darned boobs They get me in so much trouble. | mean, in 7" grade, | had
nothing. Suddenly this year, theyQe puffed out like rice cakes in water. | haveto
congdantly watch my posure, Euphora says, because | tend to hund over to hidethese
hugemonsgrosties. Okay, well, they®e not that big, butthey feel pretty obvious and
when guyslook at your chest ingead of in your eyes, it sort of makes you fed like the
dollar-a-poundspecial at the butcher shop. Anyway, moving onE high cheekbones,
ddicate lips adlim butcurvy figure...all pretty good. So why am | so miserable? Isn®
this suppo®d to make me hgppy?

Orou are a pretty girl, but you are way too picky.OEuphoiarollsto the stereo and
changes the channd to arodk station. GAnd you®de jus too much of an egghed, if youd
pardonmy opinion. Y ou need to get in touch with your rebedliousteenager sideO

| pundh a button and changethe music back to Mozart. Ofime for bed, Euphaia.
GoodnightO

Thelight goes off. Daddy has rigged it to Euphaia@ central control, so she can
turn it off and on all by herself. Night night, Shdby. Don®let the bedbugsbite.O

QVouldn®youkill them if they showed up?0l snuggke up unde my covers.

Absolutely.OHer lights blink off too.

Green Pines High School, in beautiful San Diego®north county, has some of the
best test scores in the county. It also has a hugeamountof teenagers who think they®e
better than everyoneelse. | suppo® |®n oneof them.

| don®have alot of friendsat Green Pines. |&e gone here for nearly ayear, and

| @e made some acquantances, butnobodyl @ corsider abest friend. | don®knowif 1Gre



ever had oneg to behonest; | hungoutwith agirl named Janein junior high, but sheand
her family moved to North Carolinaor some other state with aNorthin it, and | haven®
heard from her since last summer.

Here® thething aboutfriends | mean real friends you can®jus putup a poder
at school and advertise for somebody and hopeyou find the perfect one It mightwork, |
guess, butyou@ look so pathetic and desperate that no onewould want to be your friend,
and so it would bekind of paintless. And if you@e somebodylike meN smart, witty,
charming, hurbleN it@ even more chdlenging to find tha special someonewho
becomes your Best Friend. Plus, it® even harde than finding guys because Best Friends
are much more important. Y ou can date anybody,but you can®jus tell anybodyabout
thetime your threw up milk throughyour no at the seventh-grade honoss lund, or
aboutthetime you gotyour period in the middle of the basebd| game wearing white
jeansand atank top, sitting in thefront row.

1t@ February, it@ Friday, and it@ the middle of my freshman year, so 1@n
pondeing what @ do this summer, all along with no Best Friend. Dad wants meto goto
asummer science camp, and | guess | might, but| don®know. | could also try outfor a
play, write abook or abouthdf a dozen other things Thebotom lineis: whaever | do,
it will probably beaone

First period English, | sit next to Jennifer Crist on oneside, Taffy Burton (her
nameisredly Taffy) in frontof me, and Ted Trinidario in back of me. He kicks my char
all thetime and smellslike firewood. Theseat next to meis empty. At least, it was until
today.

Theclassis, asusud, engaged intrivial convesation, this time aboutthe
upooming dance. Dudin isin this class too, and across theroom| see him talking to some
friends he says something, looksove at me, andthey al laugh.l wish Euphaiawas
here.

While wede waiting for Ms. Napoli to start our fascinaing discussion of British



boyswho mountpigsheadson sticks for fun, anew girl walks into theroom | can®hear
what she® saying over thedin, but she shows theteacher a paper, Napoli pointsto the
seat next to me, and thegirl walks down therow toward it.

What aposer. She@tall, unusudly tall, freakishly tall really, and to make her
seem even taller, she@® wearing thoe high platform sneakersin shodking green. Her
ridiculoudy short blondhair has green stresks in it that match her shoes, and she@® styled
it so it sticks straightup in about50 little points. It lookslike a microscopic close-up of
oneof those Biore pore strips

Her ouffit, nottha | care: pink gauzy shirt over a knee-length tight black skirt,
pierced ears with Celtic crosses, awhole bach of slver bracelets woundaroundher
forearms. As sheglidesinto thedesk, her long preying mantislegsfold up unde herin
the cramped spece.

Napoli starts class. Q@ like to introduce youto anew student,Oshe says,
squinting at the paper. Becca Gallaghe. Becca, could you tell usalittle aboutyoursef?20

| get agoodlookat her profile, and shelookskind of intriguing. Qe jus moved
down here from Los Angdes,Oshe says.

GBwimming pools, movie starslODustin yellsfrom across theroom | wonde if
hegotal thesilly string outof his chest hars.

Orhanksfor tha, Dugin.ONapoli shoots him alodk. G50 on, Becca. Y ou@e from
L.A.20

My momand | just moved here two weeks ago.O

Qwell, welcome. |®n sure you® find Green Pines a great school. Let me get ayou
abook.We®e reading Lord of the Flies...Ol tuneout at tha point because | am fixated on
Becca Gallaghe @ leg tattoo. Now, lots of kids have tattoosand piercings But hers goes
from ankleto kneein thisintricate design, adragonor something entwined with a
feather. It isin multiple colors, and thereis some sort of metallic ink init that makesiit

sparkle when shemoves. | spend pretty much therest of the period studying that tattoo,



wondeing how her parents let her get it, wondeing wha it means Even when Napoli
asks me to explain why the British boyswent savage, | make something up aboutdragons
and get laughel at. Dugin laughstheloudest. Big shod.

Theday goesby asit usudly does, andit@findly lunchtime. Asusud, | have no
oneto sit with, and nather does Becca Gallaghe, whom| spotparked agang awindow
in the cafeteria, suckingon aniced latte.

(Hey,Ol say casudly. GCan | sit here?0

(Free county.OShe sipsloudly ontheremainde of the crushed ice. Aren®you
in my English class?0

Oreah.Ol pak my tray and start to open a yogutt. Aren®you eating?0

QAlready did. | don® have afourth period yet, so | came over early to avoid the
crowds | hae crowdsO

Metoo.O

Sheturnsto really look at me, and | notice shehas eyestha are ailmod identical
to mine, except they®e green. She@ looking through me, with tha kind of intense gaze
that freaks people outwhen | doit to them. No one3 ever doneit to me before, so nowl
know how it feels. Weird. ONha@ your name?0

Csheby Chapdle.OThelookis making me feel kind of blushy and embarrassed,
because she never takes her eyes away. Q was bom hee.O

@Dh, yeah.OShefindly looksout the window. (Ban Diego. Must be nice.O

Not so much.O

Shetumnsher eyes back to me. QVhy not? 1t@& so much more laid back than L.A.,
and there aren®as many posers. Plus you have some killer beaches. Everybodylovesiit
here.O

Not me. If | could get out, | would. Nobodyhere likes to think.O

Shelaughs Now, thislaughwas really out of character for her, because shelooks

kind of gazelle-ish and elegant, but her laughislike this donkey honk. It makes me



immediately bug up too. My mom used to tell mel soundlike achicken, so | guesswe
have aregular barnyard symphonygoing on.

Oresh, tha@theway it isin LosAngdestoo. It@ al aboutthemovies. | always
felt like| wasthe only person who@ ever read abook for fun. Youlike to read?0

Csure.Ol finish up theyogut and turn aroundto face her. QVho@your favorite
author?0

Orha@ toughOShetakes another long slurp fromthe cup, popsthelid and starts
to tip it toward her to get at theice, butit sticks and then comes tumbling outin abig
chunkall over her pink gauzy top. QQve gota drinking problem.O

Q. et@ gooutside Youd dry faster.O

Our schoolis on some hugebund of acreage, andthere are lots of trees and
shrubseverywhere, nice landaping, even abig patch of roses tha are blooming. Becca
walks toward the middle of the campus where most of the other kidshang out on
benches and unde trees. She@ going toward the panther sculpture.

Now, 1@e never heard of aschool having abig art project in the middle of the
campusOShetoudhes the nos of the oneof the panthers. GAlthoughsince we were so
close to Hollywood, we had a great theater at my school.O

Orheater? Were you in drama?0

Ol had thelead in Romeo and Juliet in thefall. And 1®n only afreshman.O

Aswe walk past the panthers, | notice that Dudtiin and his pack of boobaddled
friendsare stalking us GDh no,Ol mutter.

QVha?0

Orha guy. | jugt had adae with him last Saturday night He went all octopuson
me, so | had to take him down.O

By this time Dugtin and his gang had caughtup with us and | was expecting the
worst.

(Hey, Shdby. How& it going?They had casudly surroundel us Dusgtin and five



of his tennis star buddes, chests rippling. Orhanksfor Saturday. | had ablast.O

Or eah, metoo. Thanks Ol try to walk past him, but he blocks me. Not cool.

QO was wondeing aboutsomething, thoughOl see him wink at Jeremy Friend, a
sophonore on his team whois standing behind me. Q just thoughtl @ ask you aboutit.O

Oreah?0

Throughall of this, freakishly tall Becca Gallaghe jud stands arms crossed,
watching everything play out. | glance quickly at her, and even thoughweQe just met, |
feel ange brewingunde those 50 green little spikes on her head. | have afeelingyou
wouldn®want to bein theway if those little spikes blew.

Oreah, | just wondeed. Isit truewhat they say?0

Q don®know Dugtin. Wha dothey say? And who are they anyway?0

Theboyssnicker. DuginG eyes are checking thereactionsof his friends unaware
of theticking time bomb that is Becca Gallaghe. Orha you®e alesbo. Tha@what |
heard.O

Theguyscackle. | guessthefact that | didn®plow heplessly into Dustin
Garrett® pants made me gay. QActudly, no. Tha@ nottrue O

| turn to go, trying to brush past Dustin, butagan he blocks my path. Csee,
because | heard tha rumor, and | asked you outanyway. Because lesbosare hot, you
know?OHe turnsto give Becca alongappraisal. On fact, if you@e the new resident lesbo,
maybewe could all get togeheN O

It happens so fast tha | dond congtioudy seeit. Later, Beccawould teach me the
trick, her own persond move she had dubbel the Titillating Tit Twist, butjug seeingit
for thefirst time was an amazement, athing of beauty. Because what shedoesislunge
forward quick as lightning, grabs Dustin@right nipple, twist it in a 360-degree turn that
nearly ripsit off his chest, and then takes her origind postion asif nothing has hgppened.

Dudin is so stunnel hejug standsthere and blinks uncon<ioudy rubbing his

abused nipple. Becca pounes then, sidles up to him dowly, towering over him by at least



three inches in her green platform sneakers. Of you®e an example of what there isto pick
fromin the daing pool,Oshewhispersin his ear, Qvhat choice would a poa girl have,
sweetheart?OShe licks his ear, standsback and gives him a grin that remindsme of an

ovely-enthusastic Wal-Mart greeter on massive doses of caffeine

Fromtha moment on, | knowtha Becca Gallaghe and | will be Best Friends



