
neena 
You’re obsessed with your hair, and I get it. It’s long and golden, flowing in waves down your 
back. You're always twisting it around your finger while you chomp on a piece of gum. Yeah 
sure, you have beautiful hair, hair that makes other girls envious; the kind that you can wash 
and go. Never a strand out of place or a dead end in sight. But the twirling of your finger, the 
golden lock spinning. It’s annoying.

Every day, from ten to quarter past eleven I stare at the back of your head, and your 
twirling finger. Around and around, over and over again. 

Most days I make an effort to show up late. To avoid your ramblings. The constant flow 
of Tammy said this, and Alex did that. You’re obsessed with the two of them. Their comings and 
going fall right below the texture of your hair. Tammy is amazing. And well Alex? I don’t know 
why you're so fascinated with Alex. 

We are technically best friends, you and I. Two parts of a quintuple. But you, Autumn, 
are not my favorite. To say the least, I hate that you’re a part of our group. But you and Tammy 
are pretty much inseparable. And I love Tammy.

In sixth grade, Mr. Daly assigned a class science project. One that required us to partner 
up and work after school. I had hit what I’d like to call my awkward stage. But in reality, I’m 
still in the middle of it. 

I looked around, praying someone would make eye contact, smile just a little. That I 
wouldn't be the last one standing. That Mr. Daly wouldn't lump me with an existing pair, 
dubbing me the third wheel. I turned toward the back of the room and Tammy was the first 
person I noticed. Her eyes piercing right into me. I didn’t know it then, but that would be one of 
the best days of my life. The day the prettiest girl in class would choose to partner up with me. 
And well, I couldn’t walk away.

Once we finished the project, I needed her in my life for good. I did everything in my 
power to make her life easier. I got her lunch, did her math assignments, and even cleaned out 
her locker. Let me tell you, that was no small task. But she accepted me into her fold.

"Neen, are you even listening to me?" 

Your fingers appear in front of my face. Snapping. You are snapping your fingers in front 
of my face! 

My eyes shoot up to meet yours, the corners of my mouth flattening. 

"Did you even hear what I said?" you stomp your foot on the tiled floor. I hold your gaze 
for a beat before my eyes catch sight of that finger, still tangled in your swirling lock.



"Yeah, something about Alex being an asshole" I say, not bothering to meet your eyes 
again. I couldn’t tear them away from your twirling finger anyway. That painted nail showing 
pink through your gold locks. If I could just grab hold of that finger and twist it, then you 
wouldn't be able to continue that constant twirl. You’d leave me alone. Maybe forever.

"Well, yeah, but I was telling you about how he just handed Allison a note! Right in front 
of me!” 

You're only telling me so I mention it to Natalie. Another member of our quintuple. I suck in 
a breath. Nope! I definitely won’t be telling Natalie about some note passed between her boyfriend and 
some slut. 

"That sucks," I mutter. "Have you talked to Natalie about it?" 

The door to the classroom closes, and my eyes move to the teacher in the front of the 
room. 

"Well, no..." you start. The teacher cuts you off as she addresses the class. Finally!

You spin in your seat, golden locks cutting through the air, cascading over my desk. It’s 
like you do this shit on purpose.

The teacher is talking, but I’m stuck. Stuck fuming at the back of your head. You are 
everything I’m not, Autumn. Not just your golden hair—mine the color of mud, with curls 
overflowing in every possible direction—but with everything! Where I am curvy and full, you 
are tight and fit. Where I have stickers of skulls and doodles of knives, you have hearts and 
butterflies. Where your clothes are pink and frilly, mine are black and not.

But don't get me wrong, I’m not envious like everyone in this classroom. I’m not 
drooling over your every word, Autumn. I’m imagining ways to turn your cheeks blue. Ways to 
cut off your circulation, and those precious golden locks. You’re just a nuisance, a bug that 
needs to be squashed, stomped out by the sole of my boot. 

"What is that?" 

I look up to your staring at my notebook. Reason number 283 for why you need to 
disappear. I close my notebook, covering the picture I drew of you in a noose. Passed your head, 
I can see the teacher packing up, it’s already quarter to eleven. I pull myself out of my seat, not 
bothering to answer your intrusive question. Counting the seconds it will take for you to move 
back to the topic of Alex’s note. I grab my bag from the floor.

"Do you think I should tell Natalie about it?"

Ha! I don’t respond.

"You know, about the note?" You add.



"Sure, Autumn" I say, walking passed you.

I don’t slow when I hear you fumbling with your belongings. I make a beeline to 
Tammy’s locker, our meet up point. I’m moving as fast as my feet will take me without looking 
as if I’m trying. As I round the corner toward C-Wing, I see her, her fire-red hair visible from the 
end of the hall. I pause, giving you time to catch up. But you’re closer than I think, running 
straight into my back. Reason number 284.

Tammy looks up, smiling when she sees us.

That smile! It has magic powers. Every time I see it, my cheeks soften and my lips curl 
upward.

I swallow, pushing my heart back down my throat as you saunter by. Your golden hair 
flicking back and forth. God, I would love to wrap that hair around your neck.

I swallow again, shifting my eyes right and left to see who’s watching. No one. The 
benefit of being invisible. I sigh and move towards the two of you. When I reach you, you’re 
telling Tammy about the note between Alex and Allison. Tammy's eyes focus on yours, wide 
and attentive. Another reason to hate your existence. You always have to be the center of 
attention, always the victim in every situation. Even when it isn’t your drama.

I look down the corridor for Nick and Natalie, the missing pieces to our group. 

I see them heading toward us when I feel Tammy’s hand fold into mine. I spin back to 
the conversation, knowing this is my cue. Tammy is asking me to interject, and of course I 
oblige. 

"Natalie and Nick are coming” I announce, breaking Autumn’s concentration. 

We walk to the lunchroom together, following a ritual that’s been in the making for the 
past three years. Nick plants himself down at our table, while the four of us get into line 
grabbing what we can. At the register you and Tammy argue over who’s lunch card it will go 
on. Today, Tammy wins. I keep my smile to myself as we walk back to the table. Plopping into 
our assigned seats, we begin to share our buffet.

“Guess what I heard today!” Natalie says to the table while taking Tammy’s fork and 
stabbing a tomato. 

“What?” Nick asks.

“Collin isn’t going to graduate!” She says.

“No way!” You say, mouth full of food.

“Where’d you hear that?” Tammy asks.

“Mr. Wayne” Natalie says.



I don’t know who Collin is, so I sit and listen. That’s how things go on most days. The 
conversation teetering back and forth, I never have much to add. Invisible. It’s always gossip 
and never anything deep.

The one time I did contribute, the topic of Simon’s death in the ‘Lord of the Flies’ came 
up.

“They murdered him!” Autumn had said, throwing her hands into the air.

“It wasn’t actual murder” I interjected, “They got caught up in the setting, in the 
emotion. They didn’t realize it was him, crawling out of the woods. His words were 
unintelligible! They were in the moment!” I was too passionate, only realizing what I said too 
late. They stared at me.

“You don’t think that’s murder?” Nick asked, raising an eyebrow.

I tried to think of a way to phrase it differently. “I just think it’s more than that” I said, 
hoping one of them would ask further. That one of them might shake their head in agreement. 
But Tammy changed the subject, and I decided not to speak again.

The topic changes to Alex. Some soccer game he had this weekend. I only went to the 
games to watch Tammy. She cheers in the stands, jumping up and down. It’s a sight to see, her 
tits bouncing with every goal. I’m sure I’m not the only one that goes for Tammy.

I’m pulling a corn chip from an opened bag still thinking about Tammy’s tits when I 
hear it. The noise is soft in the context of the lunchroom. A low gurgling. A hiss of air, a short 
cough. I look over to see you. You have one hand on your throat, the other in front of your 
mouth. The blood vessels in your skin beginning to color your face. The shade of your lips, a 
nice pale blue. It was as if someone was screening a film just for me.

The noise in the cafeteria dulls as Tammy's cries for help fill the room. But I can't stand, I 
can't look away. It's as if a masterpiece is being painted right in front of me, Autumn. 

I’m transfixed as your eye's strain in their sockets. Glazed and beginning to cloud, they 
stay on mine. Your clawing at your own throat, Autumn, wheezes pushing passed your lips. I 
can hear Tammy's voice, "She's choking!", "Someone help her!" She’s screaming.

I took a class a year ago on the Heimlich maneuver. My mother had made me. My 
brother had a thing for skittles. A twelve-year-old, still consuming too many at a time. Still 
prone to inhaling one of the dozen he smashed in his mouth. But no one knows I took the 
course. And you're turning such a perfect shade of blue. But Tammy's voice is too loud. And as 
you continue to make an effort to inhale, I can't help but think this might look suspicious. My 
lack of movement. The eye contact you and I have established. Is there a smirk on my face?

I stand up, glancing around the room to see if anyone is watching me. And to see if 
anyone else is moving in our direction. But no one is running towards us. Everyone’s stationary, 



unmoved, hands cupping their mouths. Even the lunch ladies stand fixed behind their posts. I 
roll my eyes.

So typical. An actual emergency happens, someone needs help, and all these adults have 
glue on their shoes.

I pull you to your feet. Your body is light. As I wrap my arms around you, I wonder how 
easy it would be to break one of your ribs. It can't be too hard, your stick thin. I entwine my 
fingers and thrust my hands upward into the bottom of your diaphragm. You heave but nothing 
comes out, and nothing breaks. I try again, this time a tad higher. Still nothing. I shift my hands 
and try again. I make contact with your bottom rib, and I can feel it contort with my thrust. But 
it still doesn't break.

I close my eyes, it’s hard to focus in here with Tammy’s unceasing screaming. I move my 
hands one more time and thrust up like I learned on the dummy in class. I can feel your body 
relax before I open my eyes.

You start coughing, sucking in gasps of breath. A glob of half-chewed pizza sitting on 
the table. You’re disgusting, Autumn. Why couldn’t you chew your food. I shift my eyes away 
from the glob back to you. Your golden hair is all over the place and I can feel the laugher 
bubbling in my chest. This is not the time, definitely not the time.

I take a step back, as you spin to face me. Your hair looks even more ridiculous up close, 
but the color is already filling in your face. I no longer feel like laughing. 

You look like a raccoon, Autumn, a living raccoon. Your mascara is running and you're 
sucking in air, sobbing. It’s pathetic. I scan the room. No one’s looking at me, they’re all staring 
at you. You and your golden hair. You and your tight hips. Not the hero, but the victim. You 
should be happy, Autumn. You’re the center of attention. Just like you always have to be.

Without warning, you pull me into you. The smell of your cotton candy perfume and the 
sound of cheers filling the air. 

“Thank you,” you whisper, and I almost believe you. 

“I almost died,” you add, and then I don’t. This will be the day that you choked, 
Autumn. It won’t be the day I saved you.

Thank you for reading! You have no idea how much I appreciate you taking the time to do 
so! If you like what you read, you can find my book on Amazon.

https://www.amazon.com/Chasing-Something-Brittany-Lynn/dp/B08SGRQD5P/ref=sr_1_9?dchild=1&qid=1611348330&refinements=p_27:Brittany+Lynn&s=books&sr=1-9
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