
 

 

ALICE 
Book Two  

 
(Through the eyes of Alice Collins and Reine Hernandez) 

 
 
Synopsis: 
 

           She loved without hypocrisy. Alice was pure and gentle and fought for 

what she believed in… Yeah right. Who does? Let’s accept the truth about who 

Talon was  to her. He was nothing more than the rebound guy. Do you believe 

that? You should. Alice was in love with someone else and Talon, well, he was 

just the hired help who didn’t seem to comprehend boundaries. He wasn’t her 

type, he never would be her type and she wasn’t afraid to admit it. Had you met 

the Alice I knew, you wouldn’t consider her a heroine at all; but a real piece of 

crap. The kind of girl that laughs in your face when you fall in mud or break your 

leg, the kind of girl who snubs you when you bare your soul to her… 

 

           Alice is a cur. So that’s why I wrote this letter to her: 

 

                      I hate you, Alice. You make me sick with your big, fat Pillsbury         

                      dough thighs and ghostlike white skin. Did you hear me? I HATE     

                      you. HATE, HATE, hate you. 

 

                      Reine Hernandez. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Excerpt: 
 
Alice 
 
           “I’ll never love you.” 

           That’s what he said to me when I confessed how I felt about him. Never is 

a long time and I’ve only got right now. So, I guess I am going to travel with my 

parents this summer on their stupid carnival away from my friends and him. 

 

-1- 

           “Alice,” Rosemary tied a ribbon through my hair. She still thought I was 

twelve years old. Hello! I drove a car and was practically legal. Two more months 

and I’d be eighteen. But, who do you think made all my decisions for me? Yup, 

Mother. She was a little woman. And when I say little I mean short. Rosemary 

Collins was pushy and stubborn too. “Why don’t you wear the shoes I bought for 

you?” 

           “Because I hate them, that’s why.” 

           “Alice, you are so negative these days. What happened to that nice boy 

you were dating? The one you brought home on last year’s vacation?” 

           “Mo-om,” I rolled my eyes, “I thought I told you to never mention him 

again. He is a jerk and I hate him.” 

           “He’s very well bred. I know his parents. Samuel. That’s his name. Yes, 

whatever happened between the two of you can be worked out I am sure. That is 

a fine family to marry into. And you’ll be eighteen soon!” 

           “I will never marry Samuel.” I breathed hard. No, Samuel said I was the 

last girl on earth he’d ever want to marry. I was too wild for his taste. Now, he 

dated some girl from Ohio. “He’s ugly anyways.” 

           “Samuel?” My mother laughed, dabbing my cheeks with some loose 

powder. “Not in the least! The boy was a looker if you ask me.” 

           “Can I go now?” 

           “Sure. But Alice-” 

           “Yeah?” 



 

 

           “Be careful. Your father’s carnival is filled with riff raff. Hoodlums, illegals, 

blacks.”  

           “Whatever, I will be fine. I go to high school don’t I?” 

           “Just be careful. You are my only child.” 

           “Bye Mother.” 

           I trudged down the three tiny steps of our temporary home. It was a travel 

trailer but one of the latest on the market. There were two bedrooms and a 

kitchen, living room and even our own bathrooms. My dad, Earl, spent a fortune 

on it. His latest business was consuming most of his time along with my 

mother’s. She hated the carnival with a passion. Though, I don’t know why. It 

was fun. Free rides anytime, free food, plenty of shopping and shows to entertain 

her.  

           “Who is that?” Someone whistled. 

           I turned around to see who said it. There, in the corner sat two guys about 

my age. They were Spanish. One was chubby with black curly hair and the other 

had a thin face and frame with a military hair cut. He smoked a cigarette and 

wore a tank top. When really, he was too flabby and needed to cover himself up. 

They sat outside of what looked to be their travel trailer. (We were all parked in 

the same area in structured rows of trailer after trailer almost like a car lot.) 

           “Who are you?” I smirked, flipping my blonde hair over my shoulder. 

           “My name is Miguel and this is my brother Reine.” The chubby one said. 

“Are you the boss’ daughter?” 

           “Yeah, I am.” 

           “Baby, why are you antagonizing that girl?” A Spanish girl with thick, long 

black hair stood on the bottom step of her rusty trailer. She climbed down, 

holding her belly and stationed herself behind Miguel. He leaned up and kissed 

her on the lips. Her eyes were big and round. 

           “Are you Pregnant?” I asked, squinting to get a better look. I couldn’t 

believe she was pregnant and before she was eighteen! I had to be wrong. 

           “Yes, three months.” 

           I wasn’t wrong. “Cool, congratulations.” Poor girl. What did my dad call 



 

 

girls like her? Barefoot and pregnant, yes that’s right he said they were trailer 

trash. 

           “What’s your name?” 

           “Alice.” 

           “I’m Mariana and this is my husband, Miguel.” 

           “It’s nice to meet you.” I waved, turning abruptly. At least she was married. 

I couldn’t imagine raising a child on my own or having to live with Rosemary, 

watching her ruin my child the way she’d destroyed me. Earl was a great father. 

He spoiled me rotten and I loved it. 

           “Alice,” Mariana began. She smiled mischievously. “Are you sure you 

really want to walk around with your hair like that?” 

           I swallowed hard. Mother. 

           “No, but I haven’t anyone to fix my hair except my mother while here at 

this carnival so, I guess I will just have to live with her choice in style.” 

           “My friend Kelly is really great at hair. She wants to be a professional hair 

stylist and has been taking courses every year when we stop in New York.” 

Mariana babbled on. “She is on her honey moon right now though with Tyrone. 

They will be back in about two weeks. I can take that ribbon out of your hair for 

you now if you want.” 

           “I am sorry, Mariana is it?” 

           “Yes, that’s right.” 

           “I don’t know you and would appreciate it you kept your distance.” 

           Reine and Miguel laughed. Mariana frowned, smacking her husband in 

the head. “I was just trying to be friendly.” She said. 

           I nodded. “I know. But, I came here to this carnival because I didn’t want 

to be friendly with anyone. It’s nothing personal. I don’t want to make any 

friends.” 

           “Well, it sure sounds like it’s personal to me.” 

           I walked away. So what if I hurt her feelings? It would be the last time 

those two guys whistled at me; the wild girl as Samuel called me. Why would he 

say such things in front of all our friends on the last day of school? How long had 



 

 

he been dating the other girl? How many of my friends knew and never told me? 

All the whispering as I walked by those last few months of school… He was a 

creep and I wasn’t ever going to speak to him again. 

           “Hey!” 

           I collided into a warm wall, falling backwards. A dark hand grasped my 

waist and steadied me. My body felt funny when I looked up. Maybe it was 

because the deepest, darkest eyes I’d ever seen stared intently back at me. It 

wasn’t a wall I ran into, but a man. A black man with the strongest arms I’d ever 

seen. My body itched underneath his fingers, my heart pounded and my knees 

shook slightly. 

           “Get outta my way.” 

           The black boy shoved me away hard. He brushed past with a reel of 

tickets. “Excuse you,” I shouted, pulling on the back of his shirt. “Who do you 

think you are?”  

           “A man in a hurry,” he answered without even looking up. I held onto his 

shirt while he charged forward. He didn’t seem to care or notice. Was I invisible 

to him? (Just as I had been to Samuel?) 

           “Stop and apologize. You almost knocked me into the dirt.” 

           “Get off, you crazy cracker.” He pried my fingers loose and hurried away. I 

followed, kicking him in the backs of his sneakers. 

           “Apologize to me or I’ll have my father fire you.” (Well, not really but it 

sounded good.) 

           He twirled around. I could see his eyes again. He was tall with deep, 

penetrating black eyes and thick lips that parted slightly. “Don’t threaten me.” I 

couldn’t look away.  

           “What are you going to do about it anyhow?” I poked him. He stopped and 

tossed the reel of tickets. They flew through the crowds of people and landed in 

a trash can.  

           “Tell your daddy. Go ahead.” 

           “You’re a jerk.” I yelled, picking the tickets out of the trash. There was 

soda on some of them. I ripped those off and handed it to a little kid. 



 

 

           “Look, the white girl actually gives.” The boy placed his hands on his hips. 

“Gimme back my tickets.” 

           “No, not until you apologize.” 

           “I’m stronger than you. I could pick you up and dump you in the trash.” 

           “You wouldn’t.” 

           “You sure about that?” He glared into my eyes intently. 

           My heart pounded and I wasn’t exactly sure why. “If you did I’d tell my 

father.” 

           “Good,” he smiled, charging forward. I stepped back and stumbled. He 

grabbed my arm; steadying me. “I’ll take these.” 

           I watched him disappear through the crowd with the reel of tickets. He 

turned and flashed his white teeth before ducking into a booth. 

           Well, forget him. Forget men in period. All they were good for was 

heartache. Well, that and pain, torture, humiliation, rejection… I covered my face 

with my hands and took deep breaths. I was having another anxiety attack. How 

could Samuel do this to me? I dated him all through high school. I needed to ride 

the spinning teacups. It always made me feel better. 

           I climbed up the ramp and sat down in the dented red cup and grabbed a 

hold of the bar. I watched as the conductor pulled the lever hard. The ride 

cranked up and I closed my eyes. My life felt like it was spinning constantly, 

round and round, making me dizzy. As a little kid, I used to swing on the flag pole 

out in front of our house-before I went to private school. Life was simpler then. 

There was mom, dad and Edward, my Butler. He was like my mom and dad, 

really. He played tea party with me, took me for my ballet and horse riding 

lessons and convinced me to show up for my piano lessons.  Samuel and I met 

because of piano. Samuel. When he smiled at me my whole world shifted. I 

thought we were going to be together forever. He had light eyes; not dark ones…  

           “Do you have somewhere to go?” The black boy poked me. “Cause I need 

someone to help me.” 

           I opened my eyes. The ticket boy stood, holding tightly to the bar. We 

spun round and round, him nearly falling backwards. How’d he get up here? And 



 

 

in the middle of the ride too! My blonde hair flew in my face. 

           “Scoot over.” 

           “What are you doing? Are you crazy?” 

           “So, are you going to help me or what?” 

           “Do I look like I work?” I asked. Who did he think he was? 

           “No, you don’t. You’re just a spoiled white rich kid.” 

           “I’ll have you know that I donate to charities all the time AND I don’t go 

around color coding people either.” (Maybe I did in my mind but not out loud.) 

           “Are you comin’ or not?” 

           “No.” I stood my ground. “Why would I want to spend my time with you?” 

The ride came to a stop. The boy’s eyes were fixed on mine.  

           “Fine; I don’t really care what you do.” He stomped down the ramp. 

           “Then why’d you ask in the first place?” I followed him out into the main 

walkway.  

           “Cause inactivity just makes you fat and then no one will want to marry 

you.” He laughed now. “You’ll look like a big white marshmallow. Ahhh!” He 

waved his hands in the air, “The marshmallow is coming!” 

           “I am not fat.” 

           “Not yet,” he smirked, heading back to the ticket booth. I followed, inches 

behind him.  

           I was going to kick him in the rear. How dare he say I was going to get 

fat!? What was it with this guy? “I will not get fat. I eat right, jog every morning 

and I am-” 

           “A spoiled rich kid,” His body was inches from mine. I could see his chest 

heave up and down. “Here, hold these.” He handed me several ticket reels in all 

sorts of colors. He kept piling them up until they were right under my chin. 

“Imagine if you didn’t have the money to buy whatever you wanted, have the 

latest hair fashion or to get a custom made dress. You’d look like a wild animal.” 

           “Don’t call me wild.”  

           “What’s your name then whitey?” 

           “Alice.” 



 

 

           “Okay Alice then,” he sighed, “follow me.” 

           “I am not your servant.” I growled. “Why am I carrying all these reels?” His 

hands were empty and he had a sly grin on his face. 

           “So much for me being a dumb negro huh?” He laughed. “I’m the one 

getting paid to carry the reels to the other ticket booths but you are doing all the 

work for free.” 

           “Take these before I drop them.” 

           “You won’t.”   

           “How do you know what I will do?” 

           “Because what would you tell your precious daddy? Hmm?” He grabbed 

my arm and tugged. “Follow me Princess.” 

           “It’s Alice.” I shouted. “And who are you anyway?” 

           “If I told you then you’d report me to your daddy.” 

           “I could just point you out to him.” 

           “Uh you think us blacks all look alike.” 

           “I’d remember you.” I sneered. Yeah, I couldn’t forget those devious eyes 

or those thick, full, slightly parted lips. I shook my head. What was I thinking? 

“Tell me your name.” 

           “What for?” He took a few reels and handed it to a guy in a booth next to 

the spinning teacups. “It’s not like I am ever going to talk to you again after 

tonight.” 

           For some reason; that hurt. “Fine, forget I asked.” I let all the ticket reels 

fall into the dirt. “Guys are all alike; Pricks.” I stomped away. 

           He just stood there and stared. “It’s Harlem.” 

           “Have a nice life ticket boy.” 

           “Hey! Wild girl.” 

           I twirled around. “Don’t call me that!” 

           “Your butt looks like two bags of flour bobbing when you walk.” 

           “Stop trying to manipulate me.” I shouted, “It’s not going to work this time.” 

           “Boom, boom,” Harlem laughed. “The ground is shaking.” 

           “I am not fat.” I stammered. Was I going to cry? Over this Harlem guy?  



 

 

           “You need to take an etiquette class.”  

           “Oh?” Harlem smiled. His eyes softened and he pointed at the reels, now 

covered in mud. “I’m not the one who destroyed my father’s property. I could lose 

my job because of you.” 

           “Like I care,” I rolled my eyes and turned abruptly. 

           “Everyone knows.” 

           I turned around. “Knows what exactly?” 

           “About Samuel and how he had another girlfriend all year long. Everyone 

who lives near Sardis knew about her. You were the laughing stock of all your 

little white friends.” 

           “I hope you do get fired.” I crossed my arms to hide my beating heart. It 

was pounding so wildly. No. I wasn’t wild. No. Samuel did not cheat and lie to me 

for an entire year. How did a carnie know about his other girlfriend and not me? 

“Who told you about Samuel?” 

           “Who hasn’t?” 

           Several guys stood a few feet away. Harlem nodded to them. Their hair 

was braided in cornrows and some had shaved heads with only a small patch of 

hair. One guy had a pick sticking in his patch. They looked angry. 

           “Where are you going?” I shouted. Harlem didn’t respond. He slapped 

hands with the guys and swapped money for something white in a little plastic 

bag. 

           I bent over and slowly picked up the muddy ticket reels. Maybe I could 

salvage most of them. 

           “Need some help?” Reine asked. He stood inches from my face and he 

was even wearing a shirt now. Reine wasn’t ugly. His face was a little thin but he 

had kind, familiar eyes. “Harlem isn’t as bad as he acts. We grew up together 

back in Mississippi.”  

           “I’m from Mississippi too.” 

           “I know,” Reine whispered, “we’ve met before.” 

           “Really? When?” 

           “My mom cleans your house. We used to swing on the flagpole and race 



 

 

through the woods when we were little.” 

           “Ricky?” I exclaimed. “I used to call you Ricky! You look so different. How 

are you?” I hugged him tight. He swung me around in a circle, setting me down 

gently.  

           “Good, just you know, working for your father now.” 

           “I didn’t know your name was Reine. You must’ve thought I was a real 

piece of work huh?” 

           “No, Reine is just a nickname people call me. It means king cause you 

know, I am the best pitcher on the baseball team at my school. My real name is 

Ricardo.”  

           “Ricky, I can’t believe it. When did you get so big?” 

           “I guess while you were up at your fancy school.” 

           “So, I guess you heard too about Samuel.” I looked down at my feet. 

           “Who?” Reine grinned. “I don’t know no Samuel. I remember this little 

flaca nina with blonde hair chasing me through the woods and daring me to toss 

rocks at the passing trains.” 

           “Thanks Ricky-I mean Reine.” 

           “For what?”    

           “For pretending not to know who Samuel is.” 

           Reine’s eyes danced when they set on me. He cupped me around the 

shoulders with his hands. “You didn’t deserve that, you know. He was a creep.” 

           “I’m sorry for being mean to your friend.” 

           “You mean my sister in law?”         

           “Yeah, sorry.” 

           “It’s okay, Mariana understands. She’s cool. You should let her do your 

hair because she’s right about that bow your mom put on you. It is really awful.” 

 


