Wednesday
“Knit one, pearl two. Knit one, pearl two.” Her leathery hands deftly maneuvered the yarn into the growing form. Finishing off the last loop, she disentangled the needles from the piece and shoved them into their places on her craft bag.
“Tiffany, get my purse. It’s time to leave.”
Standing, the wizened woman grabbed the seat of her pants and pulled up; hiking her granny panties up past her belly button.
“Grandma, really?” A disturbed teen, Tiffany, said, attempting to shield her eyes from the pantaloon hauling in front of her.
The woman clicked her tongue. “I’m not going to walk around with my britches hanging low with the chains and whatever else those hooligans are wearing nowadays.”
Tiffany hefted the mammoth culmination of leather to her grandmother, her arms trembling. 
“Thank you, dear.” The woman easily slid the beast of a purse over her shoulder and extended the rolling craft bag’s handle with an audible click. 
Raising the glasses strung on a gaudy plastic beaded necklace about her neck to her face, her mouth set in a grim line. “Let’s roll.” She started forward at maximum speed, determinedly making for the door.
Sidestepping the elderly woman, Tiffany casually walked past her and opened the door, waiting for her grandmother to pass through.
The woman merely nodded to the youth, carefully stepping over the threshold and down the steps that led to her silver Cadillac. Miraculously producing her keys from the bowels of her purse, she clicked the unlock button, opening the car. Unslinging the purse from her shoulder and tossing the craft bag in the back, she made for the driver’s seat.
The teen already sat buckled up in the passenger’s seat, her hands folded neatly in her lap.
Sliding in, the woman yanked the seatbelt around her slight pudge before snapping it into place. Jamming the keys into the ignition and turning elicited a slight purr from the car. 
Subtly, Tiffany’s right hand made for the clothing handle at the top of the door, while her left hand wrapped about the seat cushion.
The car flung back, swerving out of the driveway before pressing both occupants back into their seats as it lunged forward, eating the ground beneath it. The car flew down the street like a bat out of hell, completely disregarding any and all speed signs. 
A biker, oblivious of the screaming metal deathtrap careening toward him, cut across the street, causing the woman to slam on the brakes and swerve; narrowly missing said pedestrian.
“Watch where you’re going ya yo-yo!” The woman snapped, as she re-adjusted her place on the road.
Several near-death experiences later found the woman and her granddaughter in the parking lot of a Methodist church. Collecting her things, the woman shuffled towards the church, oblivious of Tiffany’s still white knuckles and the indention on her car’s passenger ‘s seat.
Entering a side room, the woman plopped down across from a prune of a woman, whose stiff permed hair made for an indestructible helmet. 
The prune blinked distastefully at the newcomer. “Mertle.”
“Beatrice.” Tiffany’s grandmother, Mertle, replied, unpacking her needles and yarn work. 
“Late as always.” Beatrice sniffed, as she eyed Mertle’s work.
Mertle waved her off. “The Sit n’ Stitch hasn’t even started yet, so calm down before you get your blood pressure up.”
The other woman merely huffed. “Well, have you met my granddaughter Virginia?” Beatrice asked, gesturing to the spindly redhead to her right. “She’s on the honor roll this year.”
“Please, my granddaughter, Tiffany, has been on the honor roll since pre-school.” 
Both teens fidgeted uncomfortably. Before either matriarch could try and show the other up any more, Tiffany piped up.
“If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to run to the bathroom.”
Virginia hopped up as well, “Yeah, I need to go too.”
“Hurry back.”
Once the teens were out of earshot, Virginia spoke up, “Are they like this every Wednesday?”
Tiffany sighed. “Unfortunately. I usually leave them to their own devices until it’s time to leave.”
“Oh.” The redhead plodded forward in silence. “Want to grab a mocha?”
Tiffany nodded, “I thought you’d never ask.”
Leaving the old foes to their knit off, the teens made their way across the street to the Starbucks, happily chatting away.

