Carl sat on the bleachers in the gym and watched his knees grow purple with cold. His uniform shorts barely reached his thighs, try as he might to pull them down. This was not helping his legs, temperature-wise. 

His hand was bandaged, mummified, almost [OK one of two things, or both. Kill the comma after mummified, or cut out “almost”. Weak words make weak writing. :-P]––the stitches still stung when he flexed his fingers.

“Oh, my God,” said Laura, who was sitting behind him.  Her hand was not mummified, but she had her nails on Ashley Crofta’s perpetually tan knees. Ashley was painting them a purple that somewhat resembled the spidery, newly dark areas on Carl’s skin. “Chad is so hot. I would totally fuck him.” 

The boy in question was red in the face, hunched over with his hands on his knees, “waiting for the play”. He was sweating. He was additionally five foot seven and brawny and talked exclusively in words of one syllable. Or less.  [I know how tempting it is to put that in quotes, but then, who are you quoting? Erugh, you can leave it if you wish and also are you trying to be funny when you say or less than one syllable? Because then I just think too hard and wonder what that sounds like. (bestial grunts?) This is probably just me.]
“Oh, my God, I know.” Ashley said. 

Carl wanted to add in his two cents. Carl would not totally fuck Chad. [I think you should reverse these words. “Carl would totally not fuck Chad”—read it out loud, this is what I would say and it sounds more natural. If you think about it “not totally” and “totally not” are really different. In what you have, Carl would kind of sort of fuck Chad—but not totally. Only half way.]
Chad looked up for a moment, perhaps at the clock. Probably at Laura. Laura rolled up her shorts even farther. [Maybe I’m just too conscious, but if you are in Carl’s POV exclusively, he would have to turn around to see that Laura did this, which would obviously cause Laura to say something along the lines of, “What the hell is your problem?” so either 1) Carl doesn’t notice this or 2) you aren’t in just Carl’s POV and then I am confused I think? XD]
Actually, Carl would have liked to add in four cents. Wasn’t she freezing? 

“Malloy!” This was Coach Daniels. Coach Daniels was on a vegan diet to lower his cholesterol, a fact that made him bitter and angry. “Get your sorry ass down here right now!” 

Carl groaned and jogged over to where he was standing with his clipboard, his whistle collection sitting atop the crest of his great gut. [This sentence is strange. I feel like it should be two sentences. “Carl groaned and jogged over to where he was standing” is one. But then the part that begins with “with his” I have no idea, and then “his whistle…” you notice it goes no where but down. I think it is the  -ing verb. Try. “His whistle collection sat atop the crest of his great gut.” And there you go, it is a sentence unto its self although then you have the part about the clip board. XD you shall figure it out.]
“I cut my hand open. Do I have to play today?”

He held it up for further explanation, afraid for a moment that Coach would take a swing at it with his attendance sheets to take off pent-up meatless frustration.

“Excuse me?” said Coach Daniels. “Do I have to play ‘call Malloy a pansy’ today?” [Awww! *hugs Karl*]
“No, sir.” 

Coach Daniels sighed and tapped his clipboard. “Fine. Go sit. [Comma here! Because you continue your sentence with the and ->]” And when Carl was somewhat out of earshot, he muttered, “Pansy.” 

Carl went back to the bleachers, arms crossed over his chest for warmth. Ashley bent over and tapped his shoulder. “What’d you do to your hand?” she asked, eyes glowing warmly. It was almost sweet. 

“I cut it open.”

She made a face. “Doing what?” 

Ashley was clearly expecting [“something” goes here, I believe] such as, “felling trees with butter knives” or “saving children from flaming buildings”.  Carl decided to tell her the truth. [I learned a new word! To Fell! Although, you may want to keep in mind that though you have an amazing vocabulary, it’s not always a good idea to use it. Even though that one I could have guessed on, I was still a bit unsure. I thought it might have meant carve.]
“Cutting onions for my grandmother.” 

She didn’t say anything. 

In the grand tradition of in-class sports, it was nearly impossible to tell who was winning the game. It was mostly squeaking tennis shoes and whirling sweaty t-shirts and , “Aww, come on, man! That was out of bounds!”. 

[Cut: And. Really if you think about it, you don’t need it. You can start with “then” and it works just as well.] then someone threw a punch. Coach Daniels dragged Evan Schoss from the game by the collar of his t-shirt. A small line of blood was trickling from his nostrils, which he attempted to stop with his finger. Daniels dug a Kleenex out of his pocket, handed it to him, and ordered him to sit. 

Evan did so, grudgingly. 

“You think he’s okay?” Ashley asked. 

“I don’t know. But if someone screwed up his beautiful face, I’m going to kill them.”

She made Being Ladylike a habit. [This sentence confuses me? I understand it, but it is one of those “I understand it but it doesn’t make sense” kinds of things. A habit? How so? You have to remember sarcasm is real hard to write. Sarcasm is a vocal thing.]
Ashley giggled. “His hair…he’s really hot, too, right?” 

Evan was not merely ‘hot’. Evan was hot in capital letters—with-sixty-four-t’s-and-an-exclamation-point hot. Hot Pocket hot. Nuclear fusion hot. [XD You know, fission is hotter?]
Carl would have liked to donate six cents, but thought that slightly too generous.  

A girl Carl didn’t know very well—an eighth grader he thought was named Sarah—stalked up to him, hands shoved into the front pocket of her sweatshirt. Sarah appeared angry, cracking her gum like it was  [cut: instead] the heartstrings of her enemies. 

She handed him a pink slip of paper, folded in half. The person who had been writing on the other side in black ink had pushed too hard, leaving little grooves in the back of it.  

“What’s this for?” 

She gave him a dirty look. “How should I know? I’m not supposed to read it.” 

And then she walked away. 

Carl’s fingers were thick with gauze and bandage tape. He fumbled with it, flapping it around with one hand so that it resembled a psychotic pink butterfly. Evan looked up from his battle-wound recovery to watch.

Please go to the office immediately. 
I love Carl deeply. XD This is a good chapter, but: Where is the conflict? There is semi-conflict, but not a hell of a lot. It’s just hear so we know what happened to Carl afterwards, and so you can send him to the office. Unless you add conflict, you could cut this chapter all together and explain the post-hospital in the next chapter. 

And did you ever notice your paragraphs are almost never larger than two sentences? Just something to think on, not that it is necessarily a problem.

