

JANIE WHO?

It’s hard enough being the new kid in school. It’s even tougher when all of your new classmates live in big houses and wear expensive clothes, while your parents have little and are risking everything just to give you a chance at a better life.

Now Janie’s about to do something that will make her stand out even more among the rich kids at satterthwaite school. Something that will have everyone wondering just who Janie Sams really is. And something that will mean totally unexpected changes for Janie and her family.
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With thanks to Ellen Krieger, Gina Thackera,
and the Yarn Shop for their knitting advice
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For Ollie Mae Haddix



Chapter One

“Good-bye, broken chalkboard,” I whispered. “Good-bye, cracked floor.”

Cross-eyed Krissy turned around and glared at me. Nobody’s supposed to call her that, but everybody does—just not to her face. Krissy had to go through first grade two times, so she’s older and bigger than the rest of us third graders. Nobody messes with her. But it’s hard not to stare at her eyes. They don’t look in the same direction at the same time. At the beginning of last year, I asked her if she could teach me how to do that with my eyes. I thought it was a talent, like whistling or walking on your hands. Cross-eyed Krissy looked at me—first with one eye, then the other—and then she spit right on my shoes. Everybody told me I was lucky she didn’t beat me up.
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Now I shrank down in my seat, like I did every time Cross-eyed Krissy turned around.

“What are you talking about?” she growled.

I reminded myself I wouldn’t see Krissy ever again after today either. I spoke up, bold as brass.

“I’m saying good-bye,” I said. “I’m going to a new school on Monday.”

“Yeah?” Krissy said.

“Yeah,” I said, suddenly too full of my news to keep it to myself. “And it’s nice. It doesn’t have any broken windows at all. It’s got carpet three inches thick in all the classrooms, my momma says. And all the kids get to work on computers. And they have a reading corner in the library with fairy-tale people painted on the wall.”

Krissy squinted at me. One eye seemed to look off to where one of our classroom windows had been covered with plywood all year long. The other eye just showed white. It was a scary thing, Krissy squinting.

“You’re lying,” she said, playing with the bottom part of her desk, where it came loose all the time. It made a tapping noise, like a drum. “There ain’t no schools like that.”

“Children,” our teacher, Mrs. Stockrun, said from behind her desk at the front. “I should not be hearing any noise right now. Aren’t you doing your worksheets?”

But she didn’t even look up. I think she was reading a magazine. One of the boys blew a spitball at her desk.

“I am not lying,” I told Krissy.

Cassandra from across the aisle looked over at us.

“She’s telling the truth,” she told Krissy. “I heard Mrs. Stockrun tell Mrs. Mungo during recess, someone’s leaving. ‘One less paper to grade,’ she said.”

I felt sad, all of a sudden, that Mrs. Stockrun wasn’t going to miss me any more than that. But I wasn’t going to miss her, either.

“So she’s leaving,” Krissy said, like she didn’t want to be proved wrong. “That don’t mean she’s going someplace nice.”

Cassandra was turning a bad word someone had written on the top of her desk into a flower. It had hundreds of petals, and leaves dangling like ivy. It was the prettiest thing I’d ever seen drawn on a desk.

“Oh, she is. I heard that, too,” Cassandra said. She heard everything. “Mrs. Stockrun said she’s going to the suburbs.”

Krissy frowned. I wondered if she’d hit Cassandra for talking back to her. I just wanted to get out of this school without seeing another fight. But Krissy was frowning at me.

“How?” she asked. She was puzzled, not mad. “You’re just as poor as the rest of us. How you gonna go to a school like that?”

“Sweaters,” I said.



Chapter Two

My mother works magic with yarn.

I’ve been hearing people say that all my life. Back when I was little, I thought it meant Momma could pull rabbits out of a hat, coins out of an ear. I’d watch her real close, hoping to see a trick. All I ever saw was knitting needles flashing through yarn. Every night I fell asleep to the sound of knitting needles clicking, in rhythm, a lullaby like no other kid’s.

Magic.

My momma can make sweaters, scarves, hats, slippers, socks, leg warmers, and anything else anyone might dream up out of yarn. She knits on the bus, going to and from work. She knit in the hospital that long winter we were waiting for Daddy’s back to heal after he fell, building a skyscraper. She knits the way other people breathe.
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But I never thought knitting had anything to do with school. Then one day last year, Momma picked up a book I’d gotten from the school library.
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