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S

ummer vacation, so far, was an epic failure. A truly monumental waste. Hot,
interminable days that melted one into the next. The monotony of lying
around baking in the heat broken only by the further monotony of work. Money
we weren’t allowed to spend (because it went straight into the college fund),
earned at retail jobs we yearned to quit (because they were embarrassingly
menial, excruciatingly boring, and swarming with mallrats, half of whom went
to our school).
Then there was the unfortunate confrontation at the Inter-Club Council pool
party.
That was what planted the seeds of the Latte Rebellion. But when I really sit
down to think about it, it started a hell of a lot earlier than that.
Take this incident that happened a couple of weeks before, at the end of junior
year: Carey and I were crammed into the auditorium bathroom before
graduation, touching up our hair and makeup along with the other top-ranked
juniors who got to march in the Honor Guard. Kaelyn Vander Sar—who had
blossomed from mildly catty to full-blown bitch on wheels after we started high
school—said, “Oh, Carey, you look so cute in that white dress. Like a little
Japanese cartoon character.”
Kaelyn turned to me, blotting her shell-pink lipstick with a tissue. “And your
dress—wow. It takes some guts to wear something like that. I guess you have to
have Mexican J.Lo curves to pull it off.”
I stared at her, one hand going reflexively to my hip, where I’d just tied a
gauzy scarf that I thought was not only sassy but also accented my waist.
Evidently all it did was draw attention to my butt.
The heat rose behind my cheeks, my head filling with any number of things I

could tell her. Carey is NOT Japanese. And J.Lo is not from Mexico—she’s a
Puerto Rican American. That is not even CLOSE to the same thing. There are
these things called maps; you should look at one. And, am I dreaming or did you
just say my butt was big?
But in the end, I didn’t say any of it. It seemed futile. Kaelyn just didn’t get it.
Maybe she really did think she was paying us a compliment. Or worse, she could
have been deliberately trying to provoke us. We weren’t exactly the best of
friends, after all.
Anyway, because she had to bring up J.Lo, I obsessed about my round butt,
round shoulders, and round face the whole time I was standing out there in front
of the school, and Carey stood there in stony silence, convinced that being five
feet tall made her a midget and pissed at me for not setting Kaelyn straight. It
was a bad situation. But it wasn’t an isolated incident, not by a long shot. It was
just one of many. And they all seemed to culminate in that scene at the pool
party, the summer before our senior year.
After Roger Yee stalked out of the party, everyone heard the squeal of tires and
the growling engine as he pulled out of the parking lot in his rich-boy, trickedout Honda. Carey and I looked at each other. She walked the few feet across to
my lounge chair and sat down next to me as the small crowd dissipated, already
distracted by someone else’s gossip-inducing faux pas.
“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I said, laying my head on her shoulder.
She smelled like chlorine and the vanilla-scented lotion I gave her for her
birthday last year.
“Yeah,” Carey grumbled. “Waste of a perfectly good latte.”
“Besides that,” I said, “I was thinking it’s too hot out for this kind of behavior.
And I was thinking I’m glad you’re here. Who else would defend me by flinging
refreshing beverages? Who else would care enough? I mean, I barely care.”
“You should care.” Carey frowned, absentmindedly finger-combing her short,
light-brown hair, still damp and wavy from our dip in the pool. “It’s serious.
Roger shouldn’t say that kind of crap. And the way he was leering at me. It was
gross.” She shuddered, delicately.
“I know. It was uncalled-for.” I gave her an exaggerated smooch on the cheek,

then leaned back. “He’s an ass. It makes me want to buy a billboard and stick it
up in his yard. A billboard with little pictograms: Turban does not equal towel. U
equals ass.”
She laughed, a short bark. “Or a stone tablet carved with Thou shalt not be a
massive jerkwad.”
“Exactly,” I said. “I mean, you’re the one always telling me I need to express
my anger more effectively. I think we could channel our entire scholastic
career’s worth of annoyance at Roger into one well-placed piece of signage.”
Carey sighed. “As if we could afford something like that. My parents would
not be thrilled if we spent our work money on a billboard. Plus, unlike you, I
have to share a college fund with my brothers. I probably need to get a second
job.”
“Oh, come on—I think it would be a worthwhile expenditure for such a
quality human being as Roger Yee,” I said, unable to hide a smile.
“He is so not worth the time and effort.” She frowned at her empty cup. “Let’s
get refills, shall we?”
We picked up our cups and headed back to the drinks table for more iced latte,
making our way past the Art Club officers, who had set up camp conveniently
near the caffeine supply.
“At least the coffee here is free,” I said, waving at our friend Miranda Levin,
who was VP of the Art Club. “We don’t have to shell out for our latte habit.”
Carey snorted. “It’s the only good thing about this clique-fest, besides the
pool. I mean, there’s Miranda, and Shay’s nice enough for a cheer clone, but
look at these people. Look at Kaelyn Vander Sar.”
“… Vanderslut,” I fake-sneezed, trying to make her laugh.
“Asha. God. You’re as bad as Roger,” she said, swatting me on the arm. “Is
name-calling really necessary?”
“Sorry, sorry,” I said. “Please continue.”
“Anyway, as I was saying. Check out the Queen of the Bimbocracy and her
fleet of loyal toadies.” She pointed surreptitiously at the bikini squad on the
other side of the pool, now featuring one less fawning beefcake since Roger’s
departure.
“Now who’s name-calling?” I set our clear plastic cups on the table and

topped them both off with fresh iced coffee.
Carey smiled wryly at me. “She only wishes she had ‘Mexican J.Lo curves.’ ”
I studied her face for a moment. “You’re really bothered about this, aren’t
you? You know, we really could do something with our cash. It’s our money.”
“Yeah, here’s an idea,” Carey said, a little sarcastically. “We could print
instructive T-shirts that say, No, I am not Mexican. Neither is J.Lo. Thanks for
asking.”
“Ha ha. I can think of way better things to spend money on,” I said. “We could
pay for enough gas to drive to some little beach town where there are a ton of
cute eligible guys who are all rich Internet millionaires. Who needs college?”
“You,” Carey said. “Me. So we can get the hell out of here and away from
Roger. That’s what we should be spending our money on.”
I reached for the pitcher of half-melted ice cubes and dropped a few more into
my cup. As I watched the smooth, tan liquid rise up the sides of the glass,
wishing we could just leave and forget about senior year, something clicked in
my brain.
“Or,” I said, “we could do something really fun.” I stood up straighter. I’d just
felt the stirrings of an idea, one I suspected might be the most brilliant plan I’d
ever had in my life. Goodbye, Summer of Epic Hellish Boredom.
Hello, Latte Rebellion.
“Does your bright idea happen to involve coffee?” Carey said, as we gathered
our stuff and got ready to ditch this overrated hot dog stand.
“Oh, does it ever.” I couldn’t help grinning from ear to ear. “Now, take this
latte we’ve been drinking. What does ‘latte’ mean to you?”
Carey started laughing, and laughed all the way to the car before she was able
to get a grip. “Are you listening to yourself? I mean, did you actually hear what
you just said?”
“No, wait,” I insisted, unlocking the car doors. “Think about it. Latte. It’s two
things. Coffee mixed with milk. Sometimes with cinnamon on top. Just like us.
We’re living, breathing lattes.”
“Okay, now you’ve lost me,” Carey said, looking at me skeptically over the
top of her sunglasses.
“I’m serious,” I said. “You’re half-Chinese and half-European. Caucasian.

Whatever. I’m half-Indian, a quarter Mexican, and a quarter Irish. We’re mixed
up. We’re not really one or the other, ethnically. We’re like human lattes.”
“Oh, killer simile. Brav-o,” Carey said as we pulled away from the curb and
headed down the palm-tree-lined street next to the pool. “A-plus. Save that for
the AP English exam.”
“Perfectly blended, comes in all shades,” I said, smiling mischievously.
“Please. No more metaphors.” Carey curled up on the passenger seat, her feet
under her. “Not that those ignorant mall junkies even know what a metaphor is.”
“Yeah,” I said, fervently, “and that’s why I agree with you about getting the
hell out of here. Beach town, Disneyland, whatever. Something. College isn’t
soon enough. We need a change of scenery.”
“No kidding.” She left a maddeningly long pause, then sighed. “So let me
guess. Your ingenious plan involves a vacation.”
“A post-graduation outing. If you ask me, that’s what we need.” I thumped the
steering wheel for emphasis.
“Okay,” Carey said. “Maybe. You might be winning me over. But the latte
thing. What does that have to do with anything? Are we funding this trip with
coffee sales?”
“I don’t know yet. Maybe. But the latte should be like our totem. Our goodluck charm. Our symbol of liberation.” I glanced at her out of the corner of my
eye.
“Who even needs a symbol?” she said, half-closing her eyes. “Let’s just go
somewhere with cute, brainy, ambitious college guys, please. And good food.”
As we continued discussing it, it seemed only fair. We’d been working our
butts off. Tutoring every Saturday all last year; Key Club, Mock Trial, and
Honor Society since we were freshmen, which was why we’d been at that stupid
pool party in the first place; and straight A grades, if you counted the occasional
A-minus. We deserved a vacation. Something low-commitment and highrelaxation, like a cruise to Mexico, which would be downright easy to organize.
Easy as pie—or a pumpkin-pie-flavored latte.
And we started to take the latte idea even further. That evening, we were lying
on Carey’s back patio when she asked with mock seriousness, “What does latte
mean to you, Asha? What … does it mean … to YOU ?”

I laughed and said, “It means the ultimate coffee beverage! Not just coffee, not
just milk. More than the sum of its parts.” I sat up in my lounge chair. “A new
beverage for the future!”
“Through blending, it becomes better! Stronger!” Carey added. “More lattelicious.”
“That’s it,” I exclaimed, suddenly not laughing anymore. “That is genius !”
“Um … what’s genius?” Carey was looking at me like I’d grown an ear out of
my forehead.
“That’s our marketing angle,” I explained impatiently. I was thinking too fast
for the words to even make it out of my mouth. “For raising the money. The latte
can be more than just a good-luck charm. It’s our whole brand.” I paused and
waited for Carey to switch gears.
She shook her head, a little manically. “And we’re marketing … what,
exactly?”
“It doesn’t matter. We could be selling dog collars or lip gloss or … whatever.
But we could appeal to mixed-race buyers and call it—the Latte Girls, or
something.”
“The Latte Girls sounds so Baby-Sitters Club,” Carey said, rolling her eyes.
“But I see what you’re saying.”
“Of course you do,” I said. It was so simple, it was downright brilliant. And it
all fit together like it was meant to be.
Clearly, though, we had to do a bit more thinking. So far, all we had was a
half-formed idea floating around in our heads about “latte as a concept” (big
surprise, considering how much of it we were drinking), and how we could use
that concept to raise money for our trip without relying on something totally
overdone, like opening yet another coffee stand in a town full of cafés. The
market for actual lattes was already saturated. Plus, who really wanted to sweat
over an espresso machine all day?
That was where the really inspired part of the plan came in. Thinking of the
pool-party incident and our conversation afterward, it came to me like a flash:
we could sell T-shirts. Everybody liked T-shirts, especially people at our school,
who seemed to buy every school- and sports-related T-shirt known to man. All
we had to do was come up with a catchy design. We already had the killer

marketing idea. And we had the rest of the summer to work on the details.
Enter the Latte Rebellion Master Plan. By the time school started in September,
we’d written the Latte Rebellion Manifesto and started designing a logo and
website with the help of Miranda, our art guru. Carey, our tech whiz, got the site
up and running on October 1st, complete with links to our virtual shop on
NetPress. The logo we’d thought up was plastered across the top of the website:
a coffee cup with steam forming the shape of a hammer and sickle.
Controversial, maybe, but definitely eye-catching. No doubt about it. We even
came up with mysterious alter egos to mastermind the endeavor. I thought this
made us appealingly enigmatic; Carey was just happy we were staying relatively
anonymous in case the whole plan crashed and burned.
“You really think people will come to the website? Maybe we’re the only ones
who think this is so brilliant and funny. As usual.” Carey hitched her backpack
higher on her shoulder as she looked back at one of the photocopied posters
we’d put up on the student activities bulletin boards early this morning: Think
Latte, with our logo and web address.
“Don’t worry,” I said, trying to sound reassuring. “This isn’t like the time we
petitioned to change the school mascot to a bagpipe player.” Our current mascot
was a decidedly non-politically-correct brawling Scotsman. “That was doomed
to fail. This is a great idea. Plus … you know, it’s supposed to be fun. Don’t
stress.”
“Don’t stress? Have you put any forethought into this?” She glared at me.
“It’s going to work out fine,” I told her. “Even if we only make half of what
we’re aiming for, we’ll still be able to afford some kind of vacation.” I grinned,
draping one arm over her shoulders. “Don’t think of it as a business, if that’s
what’s stressing you out. Think of it as … a sociological experiment. Or a
personal rebellion. A rebellion against mind-numbing boredom.”
We pushed past oafish Lou Pratt, star running back for the University Park
Fightin’ Highlanders. As usual, he was taking up half the hallway, waving his
beefy, sweaty arms all over the place, and he didn’t even care. He even muttered
something about “shrimpy Asians” as we walked off into the noisy crowd.
“And a rebellion against people like that,” Carey muttered under her breath.

“No kidding.” I rolled my eyes. “Anyway, all we have to do is the publicity.
NetPress will print and send the shirts, and we’ll reap the benefits.” The lightbrown T-shirt would have our logo on the front, printed in dark brown, with the
words “Latte Rebellion” in fake stencil lettering. Our website URL would be on
the back.
Carey said I was getting ahead of myself. “We still have the whole year to get
through first,” she grumbled.
“Fine, Buzzkill McGee,” I said. “All I’m saying is, using NetPress is going to
be great. It’s like free labor. We don’t have to do anything except make our cut of
the profits.”
“Speaking of free labor,” Carey said ominously, “it took me forever to put that
website together. And Miranda worked really hard, too. This had better work.”
We stopped outside Mr. Martinez’s room, where I had AP Calculus. “I promise
it’ll be worth it,” I said. “Shake on it?”
We both stuck out our tongues at each other. Then we put out our hands and
wiggled our fingers together like we were playing “Chopsticks” on an imaginary
piano, followed by putting our hands together over our heads and doing an
Indian-style back-and-forth head motion. Then I went for a high five and
accidentally hit her in the head because she thought it was the part where we
shake hands. We broke out in shameless hysterics, which earned us some weird
looks that I valiantly tried to ignore.
We’d developed our secret handshake in sixth grade after being the only two
new kids in our class, and now it was a tradition. I’d asked Carey over to my
house that first week of school, and it turned out we both had protective parents,
a secret and embarrassing love of old teen movies like The Breakfast Club and
Dazed and Confused, and weekly cravings for pineapple pizza. We also both had
a silly streak, and we spent at least a month refining our handshake. It was our
first “master plan” in a way … but obviously not our last.
Still blushing, Carey rushed off to Physics. I walked into the math room, sat
down at my desk, and pulled my homework out of my folder. While I waited for
Mr. Martinez to come around and check it off in his grade book, I surreptitiously
flipped to the back of my spiral notebook and took another look at the Latte
Rebellion Master Plan. It was really quite simple.

Latte Rebellion Master Plan
1. Sign up for website (Carey) and put up Latte Rebellion Manifesto (Asha).
2. Design logo and T-shirt (Asha and Miranda).
3. Set up T-shirt ordering on NetPress (Carey).
4. Put up signs around school.
5. Kick the marketing up a notch.
6. Sell a ton of shirts.
7. Cancun (or Seattle, or New York City, or … ), here we come!
We’d already done numbers 1 through 4. We needed to sit down and figure out
how many shirts we’d need to sell in order to make it to Mexico or wherever, but
the budget wouldn’t be a problem. After all, I was in Calculus … as Mr.
Martinez so painfully reminded me by putting a red check mark on #4 of my
homework.
“Look at that one again,” he said. “I think you missed a step.”
Okay. So I’d have Carey double-check our budget with me.
When we first wrote the manifesto back in August, we’d been sitting at a sticky
food-court table at the mall during our lunch break from Bathworks (me) and
Book Planet (Carey), screaming with hilarity at the line “Lattes of the World,
Unite.” David Castro and his skater friends, who were sitting at the next table,
kept staring at us like we’d ingested tainted Orange Julius.
Poor unsuspecting David.
A few days after putting up the Rebellion posters, we dropped four flyers in
his locker, one for him and each of his pot-smoking burnout friends, slipping
them in through the vents in the locker door half an hour before school started.
Then we canvassed the locker areas for people we might have missed, watching
who went to which lockers in which buildings, so that we could do an afterschool guerrilla flyer-drop targeting the lockers of potential Sympathizers.
Mostly we looked for anybody who seemed ethnically ambiguous, whether their
skin was the lightest tan or the darkest brown. This made Carey nervous.
“Don’t you think we’re guilty of racial profiling?” She frowned at me, arms
crossed, as I grabbed my French-English dictionary and closed my locker. “I
mean, somebody else might want to buy the shirts. Or support the appreciation

of brown people. Maybe we should just leave flyers for everyone.”
“Anybody can buy the shirts,” I pointed out. “The posters are up all over
campus. This is just targeted marketing. You have to admit, somebody with an
interest in the promotion of brown people would be a lot more likely to buy the
shirt.”
“Or people who like lattes,” she added, ever practical. “I’ve been thinking we
should really work the coffee angle.”
I stopped. Carey walked a few steps before realizing I wasn’t next to her.
“What?” she said.
“That is a great idea, Care,” I said, my voice a little loud with excitement. “We
should go to all the cool cafés and ask to put a flyer on their bulletin boards. This
shirt would totally appeal to a coffeehouse crowd. Don’t you think?” I linked
arms with her and we continued walking down the hall to fifth-period French.
“I’ll be on the U-NorCal campus next Friday with my cousin Bridget for that
crazy activist club she told me about,” I continued. “She says it’s just like Key
Club, but I seriously doubt it. Anyway, I’ll ask if she can put up posters there.”
“Okay. I’ll make it item 4-A on the Master Plan.” Carey sounded happier.
“Perfect.” Things were looking up. All we had to do was drive around town
and put the posters up. Easy as … well, you know.
That weekend, I sat with Carey at the kitchen table, sun streaming in through my
mom’s stained-glass window hanging and throwing purples and greens on our
budget worksheet. When I say “budget worksheet,” I should point out that we
were pretty low-tech—it was basically just a printed-out chart and some
calculations scribbled on a piece of paper.
“So,” Carey said, pointing at the spreadsheet, “once we subtract the NetPress
service charge, we’re making a profit of six dollars per shirt, if we keep the price
at twenty.” She looked up at me. “That’s not a lot. How many shirts did you plan
on selling?”
I frowned. We were originally hoping to make at least ten dollars a shirt, but
we didn’t want to charge a ton of money, either, or nobody would buy them. I
thought for a minute, then scribbled down some more calculations of my own.
“Okay,” I said, “according to the travel website, we can do a seven-day

Mexico cruise for $400 each. A week in Seattle would be $465 each if we stay in
a hostel. So … let’s split the difference and say we need to make $1300. That’ll
be enough for the three of us, Miranda included.”
“So at six bucks profit per shirt,” Carey said, “we’d need to sell more than two
hundred.”
We both sat there. How could we sell two hundred shirts? Before we were
faced with the actual numbers, it had sounded like such a great idea. Now it
seemed impossible. Two hundred shirts—it would be like selling one to every
member of the senior class. Ludicrous, to say the least. I imagined Lou Pratt in a
Latte Rebellion T-shirt, his huge stomach stretching out the front, and snorted.
“It isn’t funny,” Carey complained. “This is a serious problem.” She looked
down at our scratch paper, doodling an angry face with a thought balloon full of
calculations.
“I know; I’m sorry. I was just …” What if she decided not to do this? I didn’t
want to do it alone. And taking our vacation alone would not only be pointless, it
would be downright sad. “Well … okay. Let’s make a list. An addendum to the
Master Plan. Remember anything from our Econ class last year?”
“No,” Carey said. “Are you kidding? Hands down, my least favorite class
ever.”
There was a long pause. Then the irony hit and we both started laughing
hysterically, me almost giving myself a coffee noser and Carey getting hiccups.
I heard my dad in the next room mumble something cranky-sounding, and a
few seconds later, my mom poked her head around the door jamb from the living
room. “Everyone okay here?”
I was still coughing and laughing and she broke into a smile herself, the
corners of her dark eyes crinkling as she watched us try to get ahold of
ourselves.
“Your father said, ‘It doesn’t sound like they’re studying in there,’ ” she said,
artificially lowering her voice to imitate his Stern Dad tone.
“We’re taking a study break,” Carey said, grinning at me.
“We’re fine,” I managed to rasp, which started us laughing all over again.
“I’ll take your word for it, but keep it down, okay? Dad’s working on that new
account with the office chair supplier. You know how he gets.” My mom rolled

her eyes and left us to our temporary insanity.
I was relieved she hadn’t done more than peek in. It would have been way too
hard to explain everything. And if my dad had decided to butt in and give us the
third degree—well, then you can guarantee we wouldn’t have been cruising
anywhere. Our hard-earned T-shirt money would disappear without a trace into
the Bank of Ashmont, never to be seen again. At least, not until we had to buy
college textbooks.
By the time we recovered from our momentary lapse of reason, we were both
feeling more optimistic. This was so much better than any of our schemes of the
past. It blew the Toilet Paper Revenge Caper out of the water. It even beat our
Take the Fight Out of the Highlander campaign. This was going to be the
highlight of our senior year, and we’d have even more fun enjoying the “fruits of
our labor,” as my father would put it. Only for him, the fruit of my labor ought to
have the words “Harvard,” “Yale,” or “Stanford” in it. Needless to say, there
would be no parents on the trip.
I pulled a blank sheet of paper in front of me and started making another list.
Latte Rebellion Marketing Plan
1. Flyers in lockers of Rebellion Sympathizers: known, suspected, or
potential.
2. Posters at school, in cafes, and everywhere we go.
3. Ask Bridget to put up posters at U-NorCal.
4. Send emails to everyone we know.
5. Talk up the Rebellion. Whisper about it at school. Spread gossip about the
Rebellion’s fabulous line of must-have clothing.
I made a quick handwritten copy of the list for Carey.
“I’ll make a bunch more flyers and bring them to school on Monday,” I said.
“We should come up with an exhaustive list of everyone who might want a shirt.
We can use last year’s yearbook.”
“And we should bring some flyers for Miranda so she can hand them out to
the Art Club.” Carey sounded a lot less stressed now, and I silently breathed a
sigh of relief. I wouldn’t be able to do this without her.
One thing was for sure: even with her, this project was going to be a lot more

involved than we’d thought. But, as I reminded myself again and again, it was
all about the results. Sure, the idea was pure unadulterated genius, but the best
part would be when we were in an airplane together, or on a cruise ship, with one
entire week of hard-earned freedom just waiting for us.
The following April:
Ashmont Unified School District Board Room
I was sweating, even though I had prepared for this moment. Every dull second
studying Robert’s Rules of Order for Mock Trial, all the time I spent poring over
the list of charges against me and the list of rules I supposedly violated
(information I had a right to, according to the ACLU and school district policy)
was going to pay off, I told myself firmly.
Even though the itchy sweat under my hairline was trying to tell me
differently.
“Order,” the disciplinary hearing officer demanded one last time, and the
crowd complied. All fifty-plus of them. Of course, that number didn’t include
those on the dais; the hearing panel sat behind a long, semicircular desk, slightly
above the audience and directly facing me. I could see Vice Principal Malone
standing to one side, gazing at me with an unreadable expression, and I clenched
my muscles so I wouldn’t fidget nervously. I stared over at the California flag in
the corner of the room so I wouldn’t have to look anyone in the eye.
“We will begin by reading the charges against Ms. Jamison, and then proceed
to examine the evidence of her violations of school and district policy. Witness
testimony will follow. After the hearing, the panel will determine whether or not
to recommend expulsion to the school board.” The hearing officer sighed, as if
the entire proceedings bored him beyond belief. As if this was nothing but a
routine disciplinary hearing. For him, maybe it was.
“Charge number one: Willfully and repeatedly violating School District Policy
418.III.K—by intentionally harassing a group of students, creating substantial
disorder, and causing a hostile educational environment. This was done through
the distribution of inflammatory materials on school property.
“Charge number two: Violating School District Policy 418.III.M—by
repeatedly disrupting school activities and defying explicit school policy

regarding unsanctioned activities.
“Charge number three: Violating School District Policy 418.III.N—by
engaging in what was construed by some as a terrorist threat.”
Even though I was ready for it, even though I’d known that the T-word was
going to come up sooner or later, my stomach sank to the very bottom of my
shoes.
This was it. My success or failure in this room today would determine whether
my thus-far stellar academic life would continue on with relative normalcy … or
whether it was well and truly over, and my lifelong career as burger flipper was
about to begin.

To: <undisclosed-recipients>
From: Latte Rebellion <latte@latte-rebellion.com>
Re: A Call to Arms, or All Hands on Mugs
Dear Friends,
Please read this missive carefully. We need your help. If you got this message, you may
already be playing a key role in the Latte Rebellion. You may be a relative, a friend, a
Sympathizer, or even an Organizer.
What we need from you is simple. In order for the Latte Rebellion to achieve its goal of
spreading the word around the English-speaking world, consuming coffee at every turn, we
must raise the necessary funds. Towards this end we ask you to (A) buy our T-shirt, and (B)
forward this information to everyone you know and ask them to buy a T-shirt.
Not sure you want to be a part of the Latte Rebellion? Visit our website for more information:
www.latte-rebellion.com
Incidentally, this is also where you can purchase the T-shirt. The Movement Thanks You!
Yours in latte-ness,
Agent Alpha and Captain Charlie
P.S. This is not a joke. We really are selling shirts.
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ublicizing the Rebellion should have been easy. If you looked at our written
plans, it was easy.
But thanks to my parents—and my Hindi-speaking, sari-wearing Indian
grandmother, who lived several hours south of us in Bakersfield—our plans
suffered a slight delay.
“I hope you finished vacuuming your room,” my mother said on Monday
night, rubbing a hand tiredly through her short-cropped dark hair. We were in the
living room watching one of my father’s favorite movies, a documentary called
Enron: The Smartest Guys in the Room. Dad was absorbed, as usual, in the
sordid white-collar drama of a huge corporation imploding; meanwhile, I was
taking mental notes on what not to do if I was ever on the board of a multimillion-dollar company, and lamenting the fact that other people’s fathers
(normal ones) made their kids watch Star Wars or James Bond movies, a fate I
would happily endure given the choice. Not that anybody gave me one.
“I need you to work on the guest room before Nani comes tomorrow,” my
mom continued doggedly. “I’m giving parent-teacher conferences and won’t be
able to leave until four.”
“Nani’s coming tomorrow?” I stared unseeingly at the TV, frustrated. “But it’s
the middle of the week.” My parents were very into “quality family time,” so it
wouldn’t be easy to extricate myself in order to hang out with Carey and start
our publicity blitz.
Crap, crap, crap.
“Your Nani misses you,” my mother said, trying a different strategy—one
involving guilt and wheedling. “She said she’s looking forward to spending
some time with you, helping you practice your Hindi. And she wants to teach

you how to cook your favorite chicken biryani.”
I groaned. My dad looked up briefly from the TV. “She really wants to teach
you about your culture, Asha. I wish I’d had that at your age. Your Grandma Bee
didn’t even try to teach me Spanish.” He gave an ironic laugh. “If only she’d
known how useful it would be in the business world.”
Useful. Har. My knowledge of Hindi would get me about as far as a five-yearold looking for a bathroom. And my parents had clearly forgotten Nani’s
disastrous attempt to teach me traditional dances when I was in junior high,
which ended abruptly when I was trying the dandia raas for the umpteenth time
and one of my sticks went flying and broke a vase.
Still, Nani insisted that it was in my blood. “Arré, it is your culture,” she’d say
mournfully, at least once a visit. But it wasn’t that simple. Indian culture—well,
it didn’t feel like it was my culture, not any more or less than my dad’s Irish and
Mexican heritage. I was just me. Whatever that was.
Incidentally, “whatever that was” turned out to be a more-than-apt way of
describing the results of my sad attempt at chicken biryani, despite Nani
hovering and issuing imperious instructions at every turn.
“Nahi, nahi—not like that! Let the onions get brown but don’t burn them,” she
exclaimed, as I rushed to turn off the screeching smoke detector before we all
went deaf. Meanwhile, Nani tucked the billowing, bright-magenta folds of her
sari safely out of the way and rescued my slightly scorched onions, still sizzling
in our biggest pot. I heaved a sigh and opened the kitchen windows to let out the
smoky onion smell.
“Okay, Asha beti, not to worry,” Nani said, rummaging in the back of the
cupboard and pulling out an array of spices only my mother ever used. “It won’t
matter. Next step: we finish the gravy, all right?” She turned to me, an expression
of concern on her plump brown face.
“Fine,” I said, swallowing my pride in the face of her obvious—and
understandable—fear that I’d never be able to fend for myself in the kitchen. I
picked up an unlabeled jar of brown spice powder. “So, a teaspoon of cinnamon,
right?”
Nani tsked. “An inch of cinnamon stick.” She pointed at the jar I was holding.

“That’s the garam masala. Three-quarters of a teaspoon. Remember?”
I set the jar down with a thunk. This was hopeless. It didn’t matter if it was my
culture, it didn’t matter if Nani measured everything out for me and wrote it all
down in neat cursive on a sheet of scrap paper from the printer. I was not
innately able to channel my Indian heritage at will, any more than I could
become an Iron Chef after a handful of cooking lessons.
Yet here I was, stuck in the kitchen with a half-burnt pot of onions, an
assortment of indistinguishable spices in varying shades of brown, and a
grandmother attempting to hide her despair at my clear lack of culinary talent.
I really needed to get out of here.
“Mom,” I said over dinner a few evenings later, making sure I’d finished every
last grain of rice and mopped up all of my lamb korma with a piece of naan,
even though I was full to bursting and did not need the extra carbs. “I have to ask
you something.”
She eyed my clean plate suspiciously.
“Can I go out with Carey tonight? We’re supposed to go to a workshop at
school on college application essays.” I crossed my fingers under the kitchen
table. Carey, of course, was already done with her essay. As for the workshop,
I’d been planning to go, but our current project took precedence.
“College essays?” Mom glanced at Dad, who gave a quick nod. “I suppose it’s
fine, if you’re back by nine thirty.”
I let out a silent, relieved breath.
“Such a good, studious girl,” Nani said, patting me on the arm and beaming.
Her familiar scent of curry powder, sandalwood soap, and mothballs wafted
over me as she hugged me goodbye half an hour later. I tried not to flinch
guiltily.
When I got to Carey’s house, she was in the middle of cleaning jam off her
brother Davey’s head with a damp dishtowel.
“I’m sorry, Ash,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I just need a second. My dad’s in
the shower and of course this happened. Could you just go make sure Roddy’s
still watching cartoons in the living room?”
“Poor you,” I said, peering around the corner to where Roddy was sitting

raptly in front of some anime show, watching ginormous robots bent on
annihilating each other. “He’s fine. He’s just enjoying some wanton cartoon
violence.”
“Great. Now I know why he was trying to build a giant homicidal robot out of
Legos.” Carey sounded exhausted. With three boys under the age of twelve, the
Wong household was always a few incidents short of complete chaos.
“You really do need to move away for college, don’t you?” I leaned against
the counter next to the sink, where Carey was washing her hands. Davey was
now jam-free, sitting in his high chair and happily shoving crackers into his
mouth.
“No freaking kidding. Mom is still on my case about going to U-NorCal so I
can live at home. Can you believe it?” She shook her head. The University of
Northern California was conveniently located here in town, but it wasn’t an
option for me, either. I had my eye on bigger prizes—namely Stanford, Harvard,
UC Berkeley, and the über-selective Robbins College, also in Berkeley.
I hadn’t mentioned it to Carey yet, but it was a recurring daydream of mine
that she and I would both get into schools in Berkeley and move into an
apartment together. A sibling-free, parent-free, grandmother-free, Roger-Yee-free
apartment. With an ample supply of frozen enchiladas—something I actually
could cook.
Over the burble of the dishwasher, Carey’s mom shouted something about
being home on time so she could finish her homework. Carey sighed.
“So,” I said, “your car or mine?”
“My imaginary Lamborghini’s in the shop,” she said. Not for the first time, I
felt relieved to be an only child—because I had my own car. It was ancient, it
was slow, and it was surely not pretty—hence its nickname, the Geezer—but it
was all mine. We piled in and immediately cranked open the windows to let in
the cool evening air.
“What’s first on our list?” I asked Carey, Keeper of the Master Plan. She
shuffled a few papers.
“Um … Mocha Loco. Tenth Street and Oak.”
We drove in silence for a few minutes. The sun was almost completely down,
and the streetlights were already on. As we got close to the university campus,

the sidewalks grew more clogged with students. I could smell garlic from the
Italian deli wafting on the breeze, and the faint aroma of eucalyptus leaves.
“Are you nervous, Asha? You’re unusually quiet,” Carey said.
“Nope, not even a little. This is going to be amazing.” I turned onto Oak and
started looking for a parking spot. “I can’t stop thinking about how it’s going to
feel to be somewhere else next summer … I mean, think about it. No parents, no
school … just relaxing … shopping …”
“… ogling tasty guys,” Carey put in.
I grinned. “And getting them to take us out for coffee.”
Yeah, we were a little obsessed.
At the last minute, a car pulled out right in front of Mocha Loco, and I
swerved into the space. Here we go, I thought to myself as we got out of the car,
making sure we had our flyers as well as pushpins and scotch tape for any
contingency.
The green plastic patio tables were full of people studying. None of them paid
any attention to us as we wound our way through and into the café. Inside, the
tables were packed with more college students and professor types, buried in fat
textbooks or having deep philosophical discussions. I felt … out of place. My
excitement dimmed a little as we squeezed past tables and chairs, and I was
convinced that I was going to bump into somebody or knock someone’s coffee
over with my butt. My round butt.
There was a two-piece band in one corner playing folk guitar ballads, and
everyone was conversing at an even louder volume as a result. The hubbub of
voices was giving me a headache, and I could feel nervous sweat prickling at the
back of my neck.
“Now what do we do?” I stared at the throng of people and finally located a
bulletin board—already crammed with flyers—on a stand next to the cash
register.
“No problem; we can handle this,” Carey said, grabbing one of the flyers out
of my hand and marching up to the cash register. I trailed behind, not wanting to
get trampled by caffeine-crazed college students.
“Here’s the plan,” Carey said in a stage whisper. She pulled on my wrist and I
leaned toward her. “You buy a coffee from that guy. Just act normal. I’ll ask him

about the flyer.” This was the upside of Carey’s control-freakishness: she always
had a Plan B. I’d seen it in action on the soccer field, as she shouted strategic
maneuvers out to her teammates, but it never ceased to amaze me. I was more of
an idea person, a motivator. I was no strategist.
I went up to the counter, trying to project more confidence than I was feeling.
The guy behind the register was kind of cute, with dyed-black hair, dark eyes, a
nice tan, and an eyebrow ring.
Make that very cute.
I could see a tattoo of some kind of Chinese character on his upper arm,
disappearing under his T-shirt sleeve. Definitely a potential Rebellion
Sympathizer. I gave Carey’s arm a little squeeze and took a deep breath.
“Can I get a large iced latte, please?” It came out a lot quieter than I’d
planned, more like a whispery squeak than a confident request for coffee.
“What was that?”
Carey elbowed me. I tried again.
“Um, an iced latte?” I smiled and tried to make eye contact.
“Whipped cream?” the guy asked in a bored voice. Leonard, his name tag
read.
“No thanks, Leonard.” I elbowed Carey.
“Excuse me.” Carey looked up at him—he was pretty tall—and put on her
cutest smile, blinking at him a little. “We were wondering if we could put a flyer
for our …
um … organization on your bulletin board?”
Carey has really striking hazel eyes, which was why Jonathan Burmeister
wouldn’t leave her alone. And before that, Kendall DeSoto, Eddie Green, and
about twenty zillion others. I could see what was coming. I wasn’t blind.
“Sure, go ahead,” Leonard said. “It’s a student organization, right? Not a
corporate thing?”
“Uh—”
I nudged Carey again.
“Yes,” she said stiffly.
It wasn’t a lie. We were students. We were organized. Kind of.
“I’ll have to have the manager take a look at it, but go ahead and put it up for

now.” He smiled at Carey, and handed me my latte without even looking at me.
Of course. Like I even had a chance. Let’s just say that, standing next to Carey, I
was not the one you’d notice first.
Carey pinned up the flyer with a stray thumbtack and then turned back toward
the counter, flipping back her short hair coyly. “So what’s the tattoo of?” she
asked with a sly smile. “I don’t read any Chinese.” And it drives her dad crazy, I
considered adding, but I refrained from doing so.
“It’s the symbol for luck, combined with a horse, for year of the horse. My
birth year.” He leaned on the counter with one elbow, the better to show off his
ink.
“Sounds pretty lucky,” Carey said. “I heard horses are supposed to be
intelligent and sensitive.” She looked up at Leonard through slightly lowered
eyelashes. “So what’s your major?”
“It’s my first semester, but I’m thinking about philosophy. I’m reading
Kierkegaard’s journals for a class, and they’re really thought-provoking.”
Absent-mindedly, he took our two coffees from the barista and set them on the
counter.
“Wow, Kierkegaard,” she said, nodding. “Have you ever read—”
Ugh.
“So, this was fun. Thanks, Leonard.” I grabbed my coffee and pulled on
Carey’s arm before I became the first person in recorded history ever to die of
nausea. She simpered at him as we pushed our way out of the crowded café.
“What’d you do that for?” Carey glared at me as she yanked open the
passenger-side door. “He was nice.”
“We have nine more cafés to visit. We can’t afford to chit-chat at every single
one of them.” It was sort of sickening watching her in action sometimes.
Especially when you were the one who faded into the background as a result. I
started the car and pulled back into traffic, narrowly missing a girl with a
humongous backpack riding a bike.
“Chit-chat? Please. You sound like a schoolmarm,” Carey said.
“The word ‘schoolmarm’ makes you sound like a schoolmarm.”
“I seriously think you’re just jealous of me. Me and Leonard.”
“Now you’re goading me.” I sighed.

“It’s my job. Some of us take our work seriously.”
“That better not be a veiled reference to Calculus,” I said. But I relented and
smiled over at her. She laughed and poked me in the arm. We were both starting
to spaz out on coffee already, with nine stops to go.
The rest of the evening went pretty much the same way; sometimes we didn’t
need to approach the cashier to hang our flyer and sometimes we did, but at each
stop we ordered a latte. Counterproductive, maybe, since we wanted to make
money, not spend it, but it seemed fitting. After we’d each had two coffees, we
dumped the rest we bought, but it had become like a superstition to buy one so
we had to do it. We kept the cups as souvenirs.
“Too bad we don’t have, like, a club hideout. A secret meeting place,” I said.
We were getting silly by now. “We could decorate it with garlands of empty
coffee cups.”
“You mean like my brothers’ tree house? Adorned with empty candy
wrappers?”
We both laughed. “Yeah, I guess it’s dumb,” I said. “We don’t need a hideout.
After all, we’re a secret Rebellion. We’re already hiding in plain sight.”
“We’re all around you and you don’t even know it,” Carey intoned in a
Twilight Zone voice.
“Exactly! Hey, maybe we should be dressing up like our alter egos.”
“No offense,” she said, still laughing, “but I don’t want to look like the female
Clark Kent.”
“Not like Clark Kent. We’re more like … the Masked Mavens of Mayhem,” I
said in a spooky whisper.
“Out to subvert the dominant paradigm?”
I bounced a little in my seat. “You know, that would make a great propaganda
poster. We should totally make some like that.” I was inspired, envisioning our
logo causing havoc (or, more likely, mild puzzlement) at places like bus shelters
and U-NorCal lecture halls.
“Or at least we could make some web graphics that people could put on their
own sites,” Carey said, ever practical. “I’ll ask Miranda about it.”
“And speaking of the website, we should put up a guest book so people can
tell us what they think of the shirts.”

“Now you’re talking,” Carey said. “Hang on, let me write this down.”
That’s right—the tactician had had her moment of brilliance, but this was the
idea-girl’s turn to shine.
I grinned into the darkness of the car, the streetlights blurring past on either
side as I accelerated down Bracken Street. Energy crackled through me like a
live wire. By all rights I should have been exhausted, but for the first time, I had
complete confidence we were going to pull this off after all.
“I don’t know where she is,” I told my cousin Bridget as I paced back and forth
outside the doors of the tall, concrete Livermore Building. The edifice was
imposing compared to the peeling-paint-and-dingy-stucco one-story buildings on
the University Park High School campus, a contrast which didn’t help my
nervousness any. I took my cell phone out; no messages. “She said she’d
probably come. I guess she didn’t exactly commit, though.” I looked at Bridget
apologetically.
“No big deal, like I said.” Bridget slung an arm around my shoulders. “Just
give her a call and let her know we missed her, and meet me inside, okay? I’ll be
talking to my friend Jed. Tall. Beard. Birkenstocks.” She gave me a bonegrinding one-armed hug and left, her tall, wiry frame disappearing through the
glass doors.
Bridget was only a freshman at U-NorCal, but she already seemed confident
enough to rule whatever room she walked into. Whereas I was a little shaky
inside at the mere thought of being probably the only high school plebe in a sea
of worldly college students.
I leaned against the cool concrete wall of the building and speed-dialed
Carey’s number. It went straight to voicemail, her terse “This is Carey Wong,
leave me a message” hardly giving me enough time to formulate what I wanted
to say.
“It’s me,” I said. “I’m here at U-NorCal. I, uh, guess you aren’t coming to the
Students for Social Justice Meeting. I thought you wanted to go, but anyway …”
I frowned up at the tall sycamore tree looming over the sidewalk, the bike rack
full of locked-up cycles. “I’ll talk to you later, okay?”
I was confused. This should have been right up Carey’s alley, what with her

obsession with extracurricular activities and her quickness to point out when
people were being racially insensitive—the pool-party incident was a case in
point. But instead, she was nowhere to be found.
I couldn’t keep waiting for her out here, though. Whether she was going to
come or not, I needed this meeting. I’d dropped being a tutor at the end of last
year and I was desperate for some kind of extra activity to pad out my college
applications. When I called to ask Bridget for advice, she suggested … this,
assuring me it wasn’t just for U-NorCal students.
Could’ve fooled me. If there were any other high school students here, like
from Seward High or something, they blended in a lot better than I did.
I followed Bridget, easy to spot in her blue tie-dyed bandanna and paintspattered jeans, as she strode confidently into the auditorium-sized classroom.
While she stopped to talk to a dreadlocked guy in a worn-out Greenpeace T-shirt
standing by the wooden lectern at the front, I stared uncomfortably at the floor
and hoped I didn’t look too out of place in my dorky preppy ponytail and striped
sweater.
I doubted I’d be able to contribute much to the meeting. What did I know
about social justice? I should have just joined the stupid Asian American Club,
except that Roger Yee was President and he probably would have drummed me
right back out again for being “barely Asian.”
Stupid Roger. I tried to stand up straight and look assertive, even if I didn’t
feel it. This was the best choice I had. And it was just for a few months. I could
do this.
“Konnichiwa!” said a bright, chirpy voice. I glanced around and saw Darla,
Bridget’s roommate, and resisted the urge to cringe. Despite the greeting, Darla
was not Japanese by any stretch of the imagination. “Random” was the most
appropriate description—or, if you were being nice, eccentric. She had Japanese
anime posters plastered over most of their dorm room. That wasn’t too weird;
what was weird was that she had action figures. Lots of them. Posed in elaborate
scenarios from her favorite anime shows.
“Hi, Darla.” I tried not to sound too sour.
“How’s it going, hon? You applying to colleges yet?” Infuriatingly, she
winked at me through her fire-engine-red-framed glasses.

“Yes,” I said. I hoped my lack of conversation would send a clear hint.
“That’s just great,” she said. “You’re going to love college. You—”
“I think we should take a seat,” Bridget said dryly, showing up in the nick of
time.
“Oh! Right. Here,” Darla said, indicating a few desks in the front row. I
groaned.
“Don’t worry.” Bridget patted me on the shoulder. “Nobody’s going to call on
you.”
“Good,” I mumbled, and sank down in the seat as far as possible. Next time
I’d have to bring Carey with me if I wanted to survive … if there was a next
time.
“So,” Bridget said, settling into the seat next to me and retying her bandanna
around her wavy brown hair. “How’s your T-shirt thing going?”
“Not bad.” I dared a quick glance around the room. There were lots of
dreadlocks, Indian prints, and black turtlenecks in attendance. “Listen … do you
think you’d be willing to put up a few posters around campus for us? We’d
appreciate the contribution to our vacation fund.”
“Sure. You know, your logo’s very catchy. It’s a fun idea. I hope you guys can
manage to earn the cash—that would be great for you.”
“Thanks. I owe you big-time,” I said fervently. “When Carey and I are rich
and famous businesswomen we’ll buy you a Mercedes.”
“Fab. Just what I always wanted.” Bridget laughed.
“C’mon! You should feel privileged to be a part of such a stupendous idea
from the ground up.”
“Right,” Bridget said. “Although …” Here she paused thoughtfully. “Really,
you have some good ideas in that manifesto of yours. I mean it. I think tonight’s
meeting might be of interest if you ever decide to … you know. Be more active
about it.”
“Active? Please.” Carey and I fully intended to make this as easy as possible
for ourselves. Additional activity wasn’t really on the agenda. But with Bridget
sitting there next to me, looking enthralled as the Students for Social Justice
president—a guy with a scruffy ponytail—went on and on about community
organizing and grassroots activism, I tried my best to listen.

Eventually, Bridget’s friend with the dreadlocks went up to the front to talk
about a seminar that Students for Social Justice was hosting in a couple of
weeks: two guys from UC Berkeley who were planning a public health outreach
program were coming here to speak about their project. It was all very noble, but
I wasn’t sure it related to what Carey and I were doing, despite what Bridget
said. Sure, it would be nice if we managed to raise a little awareness of mixedethnicity people, but basically, we were selling shirts. A community health clinic
made the Latte Rebellion seem like small potatoes. Small, selfish potatoes.
Still, I let Bridget and Darla talk me into coming to the seminar, and I
promised I’d try to bring my friends—“try” being the operative word. I had no
idea what Miranda would say, and Carey—well, apparently Carey had a packed
schedule of her own. My parents, at least, would approve. They figured Bridget
was a good influence on me, though I was pretty sure Students for Social Justice
wasn’t what they had in mind.
I will say one thing about the evening: It sure blew the Inter-Club Council
picnic out of the water.
As it happened, I had to wait until Monday to talk to Carey. Her whole family
went out of town to a wedding over the weekend—her alleged reason for not
answering her phone Friday night—and I had to put in some face time with the
relatives.
Since Nani was still visiting, and my Nana had come up to join her for the
weekend, my mom and dad threw a big dinner shindig Saturday night with all
the relatives within an eighty-mile radius. I must have spent five hours washing
pots and pans on Sunday, but that was painless compared to telling every single
person at the party, from Mom’s brother Uncle Raj to Dad’s great-aunt Eva, that
(a) Yes, I’m applying for colleges; (b) No, I don’t know what I want to major in;
(c) The official list is Robbins, Stanford, Harvard, and Berkeley; and (d) I won’t
hear the results until much, much later, so don’t ask. Going back to school on
Monday was a relief after running the interrogation gauntlet.
“These are funny,” Carey said, looking over the six poster ideas I’d scribbled
on the back of an old practice quiz. We came up with four more slogans together
during French class, texting them to each other and giggling when elderly Mrs.

Vo wasn’t looking.
Latte Rebellion Official Propaganda Slogans
1. We are all around you and you don’t even know it.
2. Ask not what the brown can do for you but what you can do for the
brown.
3. Fear the Latte.
4. Lattes of the World, Unite!
5. Wanted: Rebellion Sympathizers. Must love coffee.
6. Buy our T-shirts! Please! We need money!
7. The time is now. The color is brown.
8. It’s all about the latte.
9. Forget “got milk.” It’s time for the juice.
10. Ecru. Tan. Sepia. Sienna. Mocha. You.
“Yep, we are brilliant,” Carey said, laughing, after she re-read our ideas aloud
in the car after school.
“We are brilliant. It’s kind of too bad we decided to remain mysterious, really.
We could seriously have a million-dollar idea on our hands. Even Bridget liked
it, and you know how much of a cynic she is.” I drummed my fingers on the
dashboard. “Speaking of which, Bridget is still on board. She said she’s fine with
putting up posters around the university.”
“Oh, cool! You know, Leonard said he thought it was a good idea, too. He’s
going to love the posters.”
“Leonard?” I nearly swerved into the adjoining lane.
“You know, Leonard from Mocha Loco.”
“When did you talk to Leonard?” And why did she not tell me?
“Oh, I didn’t talk to him. He posted to our online guest book. He said Latte
Rebellion would make a great name for a café.”
“He what?” I wasn’t sure how I felt about this. Sure, he was butting in when
nobody asked for his opinion, but on the other hand, maybe he’d be able to talk
about it to his friends and get them to buy some shirts. I had to stay practical.
“What else did he say?”
“Not much. I emailed him to tell him thanks for stopping by the website, and

then he emailed me back on Saturday.”
“You’re emailing back and forth now?” This seemed to be happening way too
quickly. And, to be honest, it wasn’t entirely welcome. All I could think of,
dumb as it was, was that Carey and I were like John Lennon and Paul
McCartney, and Leonard was like Yoko Ono. “Isn’t that a little sudden?”
“I can’t help it if you’re jealous,” she said smugly. “He is cute, isn’t he?”
“Yeah, so?”
“So, maybe he has a cute friend for you.”
“I do not need Leonard’s help, thank you very much.” I pulled up into the
Wongs’ driveway but I didn’t get out of the car.
“Don’t say I never offered you nothin’,” Carey said, poking me in the arm
before getting out. I turned up my nose, pretending to be pseudo-miffed. In
reality, though, I did feel a little miffed, and I pulled away from her house with a
bit more mustard than was strictly necessary. Carey usually filled me in on stuff
like this. What’s more, she just assumed it was okay to talk to a total stranger
about everything, alter egos be damned, after making a big deal out of staying
low-profile. It made my head ache.
And what was all that about finding me a cute friend? I wasn’t that much of a
social outcast.
I just didn’t happen to be the one to snag Leonard.
Tuesday morning, I picked Carey up as usual and we drove to school in nearsilence. We were both groggy and grouchy because we’d already exhausted this
week’s coffee fund making color copies of the propaganda posters. As I was
putting my lunch in my locker and rummaging around for my copy of Death of a
Salesman for English class, I overheard something that nearly made me drop
everything.
“Oh, hey,” a girl’s nasally voice said, cutting across the clamor in the
hallways. “I went to that Latte website thing and it was really stupid. Did you
see it? Just somebody trying to sell T-shirts with some dumbass coffee logo.”
“I know, and they were all on their high horse about some ‘ethnicity’ crap.”
This voice was male. “But I was thinking of buying one for my brother. He’s
into that kind of thing, like underground stuff.”

“Yeah, whatever. What’s a ‘manifesto,’ anyway? I didn’t get it.” The voices
got fainter and then disappeared into the general noise of the pre-first-period
hallway. I slammed my locker shut and grabbed Carey, hugging her around the
shoulders and whispering frantically, “Did you hear that? Did you hear what they
said?”
“I saw them! That was Kaelyn and Roger.” Carey was not quite as excited as I
was, but she couldn’t keep a smile off her face. If the Bimbocracy King and
Queen started talking about the site, it would be all over the school within days.
And the irony of Roger helping fund our vacation—the scheme we’d come up
with because of him and his stupid attitudinal comments—was just too delicious.
Carey and I grinned at each other, the whole Leonard thing forgotten, the need
for morning caffeine completely eliminated. We were officially in business. At
this rate, we might just have our first sale by the time we got home from school.
And then … well, we’d be too busy living it up next summer to care about
Roger, Kaelyn, or any of their sycophantic courtiers.
Or so I thought.
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