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NETTA

Maggy Foster - I had to admit - looked exuberant as she held onto shopping bags, fingering through the clothing rack at the POLO store at Tanger Outlets at the National Harbor. And what I found interesting is that Maggy was carrying it as if she was the most gorgeous woman on the planet. I was checking out a dress when I glanced over and recognized her. I had to stop and do a double-take. “Maggy?” 

I moved toward her, eyeballing her. I called her name again and Maggy almost leaped out of her skin when she heard my voice. She recognized my voice, but she couldn’t put a name to it right away. “Maggy Foster,” I said, approaching her. 

Maggy stopped and looked into my face, expressionless. Of course she remembered me, I was the most popular girl at Friendly High School, class of 2010. I was the same girl that ruined her life. 

I gave her the same evil, teasing smile I used to give her in high school. “It’s me... Netta.” 

Looking like she was standing in the presence of an evil but beautiful ghost, Maggy said, “Yeah, I . . . I remember you, Netta.” 

I fell back, laughing, the same awful way I laughed at her back in high school. Maggy was one of my most well-known victims, although I had to admit, she was just as popular as I was. 

Maggy stared down at my tiny petite body, not finding anything funny at all. 

I said, “Oh, my God, Maggy, you haven’t changed, you still look the same, girl.” 

“You haven’t changed much either,” Maggy said, biting back. The way she was eyeballing me almost made me laugh. I was sure she remembered the way my crew and I used to tease her.  “Still a li’l scrawny thing.” 

Now it was my turn to bite back. “Yeah, but I’m still the prettiest girl in school.”

Maggy squinted and frowned, looked at me like she was disappointed or something. “Still the prettiest girl in school? Netta, we graduated ten years ago—what’re you talking about?” 

“And you’re still tall and goofy-” 

“A little awkward maybe,” Maggy said, swinging back her long, thick, pretty hair, “but never was I—one of the most popular girls at Friendly—ever goofy. How could I ever come off as goofy when I was hypnotizing all the boys with my dreamy hazel eyes, girl- 

“Whatever,” I said, still competitive as ever. ‘What-ever. Maybe one of the smartest girls in school. A little popularity going with Craig Blackburn. But definitely the goofiest.” 

“Whatever.” 

“Yeah,” I said. I had a teasing snarl on my face. “You still look the same, same gray hair and everything.” My snarl turned into a smile.

Maggy shot a cold, daggering stare into my eyes. She said, “Of course there was a reason for the early gray hair.”  

“Maggy, you developed gray hair just before we graduated, right 

after . . .” 

We stopped and looked at each other a moment, remembering the tragedy back in high school. I saw the tormented look on Maggy’s face and tucked in my mouth to keep from busting out laughing. Maggy started boiling with rage. “Maggy, you still look like that’s . . . bothering you.” My sympathy was laced with so much sarcasm. 

“I’d rather not talk about it, but you have a nice day—okay?” Maggy turned her back to me and continued browsing. 

But I was ready to dig deep into Maggy’s past wounds with an old rusty pair of scissors. “Damn, you look like a million bucks though. You must be doing pretty good for yourself, huh.” 

“I’m doing pretty good,” Maggy said, glancing back at me, flaunting her wealth. “Well . . . very good as a matter of fact.”

Maggy, still fingering through the clothes, was moving around the rack. And I followed her. “So what is it that you do?” 

“I just started my own insurance company,” Maggy said. She dug into her purse to give me one of her business cards. Then she peeped down at me. “And you? Whatever happened to that tennis scholarship you got? Did it wash away in college with all the booze, vomit and used condoms?” Maggy was spitting a little sarcasm of her own, giggling like an evil witch. “You know how you used to go when we were in high school.” 

“No, I teach tennis to kids,” I said, looking over her business card. 

I peeped up and caught the way Maggy was looking at me. She was about to bust out laughing. “Teaching kids? You?” 

I cocked my head to the side, looking up at Maggy, almost insulted. “Yeah, why is that a shocker?” 

“As cruel as you were to all us other kids in school.” Then Maggy leaned her tall frame back and frowned. “And you teach kids?” 

I shrugged. “Well . . . that’s what I do.” 

Still frowning, Maggy said, “You had a little money at one time doing our college years—so I heard.” 

Then I frowned. “Money? What money?” 

“C’mon, Netta, what do you mean what money? The money you got snitching on that well-known drug dealer over in southeast DC.” 

When Maggy noticed me getting uncomfortable - even looking around to see who was watching - at the mentioning of my involvement with that drug dealer Kevin “Koomo” Richardson, this brought her sheer delight. Now it was time Maggy found some past wounds of mine. Yes, I was scared out of my mind. And there were still some days I found myself damn near breaking my neck looking over my shoulders. 

“Who doesn’t know about that? I’m sure he does—the kingpin I mean. I’m sure he thinks about you every single day while he’s doing double—or was it triple life he got.” 

I could feel the sweat building on the back of my neck. “I don’t know anything about that,” I said, obviously lying. Everybody knew I was one of Koomo’s many girlfriends. Everybody knew about me snitching. Some people remembered that I was so scared I cried as I sat on the witness stand.

Maggy started abusing me mentally, nasty smirk and all. “His family and his boys haven’t caught up with you yet? Oh, I’m sorry. That’s a stupid question. I guess you wouldn’t be standing here if they did, huh?” 

“I didn’t snitch on anybody—” 

“Yes you did,” Maggy said, taunting a grin. 

“No, I didn’t—” 

“Everybody was shocked that you didn’t take the witness protection program. You must really love the DC area.” 

“His own family snitched him out.” 

“I thought you said you didn’t know anything about it.” 

“I don’t.” 

“I’m pretty sure that whole thing with that hustler stressed you out something terrible, girl, huh.” 

“Stressed out about what?” 

Maggy stared at me a moment, at my T-shirt and jeans, my long curly hair in a pony-tail, and she could tell that life had been a struggle for me since high school. “You don’t seem happy though,” she said. “You seem bitter.” 

“I have no reason to be bitter,” I said with a slick grin. “But you do.” 

Maggy gave me a nasty glare that was bound with murder. Like she wanted to strangle me. 

I giggled my ass off, loving it. “No, you don’t look like you’ve gotten over it, Maggy. I heard what happened.” 

“You heard what happened? What do you mean you heard what happened?” Maggy was getting pissed, her voice was cracking. 

Now it was time for the big bee sting. And her mental breakdown was allergic to this sting. “I heard about the whole mental institution and everything and . . .”  I had to stop. I was about to laugh in Maggy’s face. I got myself together and said, “I heard what happened, Maggy, I heard they had to take you away.” 

Maggy was so furious with me for bringing that up that it brought flame burning tears in the corners of her eyes and she still didn’t blink. She wanted to kill me right then and there. She always blamed me for Craig’s suicide. 

Maggy got so lost glaring into my eyes she got dizzy. And it was at that moment Maggy thought back, on our prom night. It was reported that in the motel room they were staying in, Craig was drunk and upset when he pulled a gun from out of nowhere. Maggy told reporters that she was scared, crying, begging him to tell her what was going on. That she was madly in love with him and that she forgave him for breaking up with her to be with me, Anetta Daniels, Netta for short, the prettiest girl at Friendly High School. 

I remember Maggy moping around the school when Craig broke up with her to be with me, but eventually
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