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Alice was hanged for trying to change the world.  

Now it is  up to Heather  

& her friends to finish what she started. 
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Talon and Alice;  
they were not your typical couple.  

 
It didn’t last long.  

 
…For, Alice was hanged. 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Alice 
 
  
       Alice Collins’ blond hair bounced against her back and her feet pounded the orange 

dirt beneath her. She ran past the port-o-potties, through the stables, and then stopped 

abruptly in front of the Ferris wheel. 

       Alice took several deep breaths. There he was. In his faded saggy jeans and white tank 

top. He was surrounded by his friends. She could’ve sworn they were in the makings of 

becoming a gang. They called themselves the Bones and even gave Harlem the nickname 

Talon. Harlem promised her he’d never join. She smiled. His dark skin sent shivers down 

her spine. She watched him hand tickets to his friends. If her father, Earl Collins, knew 

that he didn’t rip every third ticket so that he could give them away to his boys-well, 

Harlem would be fired. It didn’t matter to Alice. Earl made enough money and was stingy 

when it came to giving it to those who needed it. Harlem would never do that; he’d take 

care of the Carnies. That’s what he always told her. She sighed, caressing her belly softly. 

Would he still love me if I told him? She wiped the tears that leaked from her eyes with 

the inside of her shirt. I have to tell him. She waited in the distance until his friends 

dispersed. 

       Harlem grinned. There she was; the cute little cracker that had stolen his heart. He 

shoved the small jewelry box into his pocket. It wasn’t time yet. Alice took each wooden 

step towards him slowly. Was something wrong? 

       “Hi Talon,” She forced a smile. 

       Harlem pulled her close, leaning his forehead against hers. “My little Alice,” 

       “If someone sees us they will tell my father.” Alice pushed against his chest. His 

muscles flexed beneath her touch. Her skin thumped fast just as her heart did. This was a 

bad idea. 

       “What’s wrong, Alice?” 

       “Well,” she pulled on her hair, twirling it around her finger. No matter how many 

times she looked into his dark eyes, she couldn’t get used to it. Butterflies invaded her 

stomach and she grew breathless. “I took a test today.” 

       “What kind of test? Don’t tell me you did one of those dumb IQ tests that Mr. Carl 



 

 

has? Are you some kind of genius?” Talon grasped her hips, forcing her close. Their 

bodies were inches a part. 

       “I’m pregnant.” 

       Harlem (Talon) White froze. “What?” 

       “You know, ‘wah, wah’, a baby.” 

       “I know what pregnant means, Alice.” 

       She shoved him hard. “I knew I shouldn’t tell you. Just forget I said anything.” 

       “Where are you going?” Talon jerked her back. She landed in his arms with her back 

against his chest. Crowds of people stood waiting to get onto the Ferris wheel. Some 

complained and one person left the line to find a manager. 

       “Let me go, Talon.” Alice ordered, resisting him. He wrapped his arms around her 

and tightened his embrace. 

       “Alice, why are you so afraid? We will just get married. It is no big deal. I wasn’t 

expecting you to say you were knocked up but that’s okay, we will just have a family 

sooner than planned.” 

       “You don’t have to marry me, just because I am pregnant.” 

       “But, I want to.” Talon dug in his pocket and pulled out the small jewelry box. “I was 

going to ask you to marry me when we went out to dinner tonight anyways.” 

       Alice’s fingers trembled, “But were so young.” 

       “Young? Who cares? Love is love. Age shouldn’t matter you crazy cracker.” Talon 

pressed his lips against her neck. “I love you. I have loved you since the day you tossed 

that water balloon at me for smacking you on the bottom.” 

       She laughed, still shivering in his arms. Talon leaned over and kissed her gently. She 

could feel his teeth pressed against their lips and when his tongue touched hers, a fire 

burned through her and she knew there wasn’t anyone else in this world that she’d rather 

spend forever with. 

       Earl Collins, a stout man who chewed tobacco and displayed his grandfather’s watch 

on his white business suit wore alligator shoes and creased white pants. He stood inches 

away from the Ferris wheel with his fat stubby hands on his invisible hips. His daughter 

was lip locked with a- 



 

 

       “Alice!” He yelled, charging up the ramp. He pried her from Talon’s embrace and 

shoved her hard. She tumbled backwards and landed into the metal railing. “You get 

home right this instant. And you,” he turned his attention to Talon, “You are fired. Take 

that old, porch monkey father of yours with you.” 

       “Calm down, Earl.” 

       “If I ever see you touch my daughter again,” Earl spat at Talon. “I will have you 

hanged.” 

       “This is a different world, Mr. Collins. Wake up and smell the progress.” Talon 

exclaimed, backing away from the southerner. “You just wait, one day, you will accept 

me.” 

       “The day pigs fly.” Earl laughed, motioning for some white enforcement. 

       “I am leaving, no need for that.” 

 

*          *          * 

 

       Alice ran through the carnival grounds, past Patten Lane, around Sardis Lake and 

finally she slowed to a light jog when she reached the woods behind her plantation style 

house. She doubled over and burst into tears. How was she ever going to marry Harlem 

now? Her father would send his boys after him and the next thing she’d awake to is 

Harlem hanging from a tree outside her bedroom window. 

       “Alice!” Rosemary Collins called out the back door. “I know you are out there. Come 

in the house immediately!” 

       “Yes mother,” 

       Rosemary was tall and slender with a million different hats. She wore business suits 

with skirts that sat at her knee cap and closed toed pumps that were too wide for her 

dainty feet. “What has happened?” Her voice was stern and she knew the truth. It wasn’t 

that she had been snooping through her daughter’s room. She was putting away laundry. 

Really, she was. “Who is it?” 

       “What are you talking about?” Alice avoided her mother’s angry eyes. She should’ve 

taken out the garbage before she left the house. 



 

 

       “Oh, you know.” Rosemary waved the pregnancy stick in front of her face. “Who 

have you been fornicating with? Who has impregnated you?” 

       “That is none of your business.” Alice sneered, stomping up the steps. “It is my body 

and my life.” 

       “As long as you live in this house you will answer to me.” Rosemary stood her ground 

but inside-her heart pounded fiercely. More so than the time when she thought she’d lost 

Alice in the new supermarket. 

       Earl burst through the door and Rosemary hid the pregnancy test in her suit pocket. 

“Alice, you have a lot of explaining to do.” His voice ricocheted off the walls. Alice 

slammed her bedroom door and threw herself on her bed. “Come out right now!” Earl 

pounded his fist against the wooden door. 

       “Go away,” Alice smothered herself in a pillow. Tears stained the satin fabric and she 

held her breath. Dying was a good alternative to what was to happen next. She closed her 

eyes. 

       Earl kicked in the door. It flew forward and split down the middle. Alice jumped, 

racing towards the window. “I never should’ve allowed you to come with me to the 

carnival. It has only influenced you with wild, worldly ideas.” 

       Alice pushed up the window and narrowed her eyes at her father. “I love Talon and 

he’s going to marry me.” 

       “I will have him arrested. I know some guys who will be more than happy to get rid of 

him for me. Stay away from that-” 

       Alice crawled out her window, tiptoed across the slanted roof and slid down the drain 

pipe. Earl peered out and showed her his fist. “Don’t come back until you’ve broken it off 

with him. Until you do as I say, you are no longer my daughter!” 

       She ran through the woods, ignoring the thorns on plants that gnashed into her legs 

and arms. Her little yellow sundress ripped and Alice threw herself into the Sardis Lake. 

It was getting dark. She had to find Talon. They needed to run away together. His life was 

in danger. She just knew it. Earl wasn’t always a very nice man; especially when it came 

to his ‘rules’. 

       They were such dumb rules too. He thought he were superior. All of his friends 



 

 

thought so too. They sometimes went out at night disguised in white cloaks. Why did they 

bother? Everyone knew who they were and what their agenda was all about. Alice 

climbed the gravel hill up into Patten Lane. There, a few shacks up, sat Herbert and Avis 

White. In Herbert’s lap, was two year old Carlton Bowens. They weren’t kin; just 

neighbors. For some reason Carlton loved Herbert. Would her child like him just as 

much? Would he accept her as his daughter-in-law? She gulped. Would he accept his 

grandson? 

       Black people stepped out onto their porches. Avis frowned, lowering her head. It 

wasn’t like her to be rude. She slammed the door behind her. 

       “Mr. Herbert,” Alice was breathless, “Sorry about today.” 

       “I lost my job,” Herbert grumbled. “What do you want?” 

       “I need to find Talon.” 

       “Harlem ain’t here.” Herbert turned to face the honky. Tears brimmed in her eyes and 

she looked horrified. Not only that, but she was soaking wet from head to toe.  It would 

be wrong to interfere but maybe, that would bring the girl to her senses. “He’s in there.” 

       He pointed to the shack next to his. The windows were boarded up and shouting came 

from inside. “Thanks, Mr. White.” 

       “Be careful,” he warned, disappearing inside his home. 

       Alice tried to ignore the evil glares from the residents standing on their porches. 

Carlton tugged on her dress. “Hi,” 

       She smiled. Would her son be dark skinned like him? Like Talon? “Hi,” 

       “Carlton!” Marcel Bowens shouted, “Git away from that honky.” 

       Alice gently knocked on the shack’s door. It inched open and two eyes peeked out. 

“What do you want?” 

       “Is Talon here? I need to speak to him.” Alice trembled and her eyes blinked fast. “It 

is an emergency.” 

       “Come on in,” the man was smooth, almost as if he wanted her to see something. 

Alice crept inside and gasped. Talon and a few of his ‘Bones’ sat on bales of hay in the 

small living room. There were two pit bulls. Talon held one by a chain and another man 

held his. The dogs snarled and snapped. They released the dogs and they collided into 



 

 

each other. 

       “Talon!” Alice screamed, “What are you doing?” She shoved past the door greeter 

and slipped down the gravel hill. He was cruel. Talon lied to her. He wasn’t going to stop 

hanging out with those guys and what sort of life would she and her child have? They’d 

be miserable and Bones would be his main concern. Who knows, maybe he’d end up in 

jail or worse. 

       The back of her skirt was gray from the gravel and her calves bled. She trudged back 

to Sardis Lake and tried to rinse off. There was a tall tree that she leaned her body against. 

Her wounds stung and her eyes burned when she closed them. Tears escaped and trickled 

down her cheeks. Talon was never going to change. 

       “Alice,” Talon called from on top of the hill. 

       “Go away!” She screamed back, forcing herself to run away. “I never want to speak to 

you again.” 

       Talon ran after her through the woods and skidded to a stop at the Collins’ Iron Gate. 

He watched her pound on the servant’s door. Edward, the Butler, answered. He placed his 

hand on the top of her head. “It will be okay, my little Alice.” Edward promised. 

       Earl waited in the hall. “You are back so soon?” 

       “I broke it off with him.” Alice was a mess. Her hair was matted and her clothes wet, 

dirty and ripped. “It is over with for good now. I never want to see him again.” 

       “Good, now go to your room and pray to God for forgiveness.” Earl demanded, 

pointing to the stairs. 

       Alice’s lip trembled and she couldn’t swallow or stand with ease. She touched her 

belly and glanced at her mother. Rosemary looked away. Had she told him? 

       In her room, she collapsed on her bed and sobbed harder than she’d ever before. It 

was as if she were dead inside. How could she love a man so evil? Why hadn’t she 

noticed this in him before?” 

       “Alice,” Talon tapped on her window. He sat on her roof, holding tightly to the sill. 

“Let me in, please.” 

       “No, go away.” 

       “Please, I am going to fall.” 



 

 

       Alice unlocked the window and stomped away when he tumbled through. He hit the 

floor with a thud and grumbled. 

       “I am sorry, Alice.” Talon crawled to her on his knees. “You have to forgive me. I 

need you. You are going to be my wife, the mother of my future child and you are the 

only person I want to spend my days with. I need you Alice.” 

       “You-you fought your dog. You said you weren’t doing that. You lied to me. You are 

a bad man. I thought there was some good in you but I was so wrong.” Alice shook 

uncontrollably. “I hate you.” 

       “No, you don’t.” Talon tugged on her skirt and she shoved him. He dropped back on 

his heels and stared into her wet eyes. “You love me and you are going to marry me and 

make me a better man.” 

       “You don’t want to be good.” 

       “I do, I want to be a good dad and husband. I won’t fight dogs anymore. I will quit the 

Bones and I will get a real job; a nine to five just like real fathers. I will Alice, I want to.” 

       “Alice,” Rosemary knocked on the door. 

       “Hide,” Alice whispered, pointing at her closet. It was small and crammed with 

clothes and shoes. Talon crawled inside and shut the door. 

       “Yes mother,” 

       Rosemary sat on the edge of her daughter’s bed and tried her very best to hold her 

composure. “Does this thing inside you belong to the Ferris Wheel conductor?” 

       “Do you mean Talon?” 

       “Yes. Is this creature his?” 

       “It is a baby, mother. Your grandchild,” 

       “That abomination is no kin to me. I won’t ever claim it.” Rosemary exclaimed 

jumping up. “I will take you into town and you can have it removed. No daughter of mine 

is going to give birth to a monkey child.” 

       “How can you say such a thing?” Alice cried now. “You are my mother. Of all 

people, I thought that you would understand.” 

       “Alice,” Rosemary began. She looked up at the ceiling, holding back her tears. 

“Maybe we can convince Earl to allow you to carry the child and then just give it up for 



 

 

adoption once it is born.” 

       “No, I am not murdering my child and I am going to raise him. Not some stranger.” 

Alice stood on her feet. 

       “Then you are not my daughter after all.” Rosemary slammed her door. 

       Talon scrambled to his feet and tripped over Alice’s heels, tumbling down onto his 

knees. 

       “Run away with me Alice. We can go to my parents. They will help us. I know they 

will.” Talon begged. He pressed his face against her stomach, kissing her belly. 

       “Alice,” Earl clumped up the stairs. 

       “Wait for me outside. My father will kill you if he caught you in his house.” Alice 

pushed Talon out the window. Shingles fell off the roof as his body slipped down towards 

the drain pipe. They locked eyes for a moment before Earl Collins burst inside her 

cracked door. 

       “Your mother says you have something to tell me?” 

       Alice picked up a duffle bag and began to stuff clothes into it. “I am moving out. 

Talon and I are going to get married after all.” 

       “You aren’t leaving this house.” Earl stood, barricading the exit. “Over my dead body, 

will you marry that negro.” 

       “Come close, daddy.” Alice frowned. It was cruel, really, what she was going to do. 

But, he didn’t understand Talon. He wasn’t all bad. He was just the most imperfect man 

she’d ever met with the most unused potential. No one was really all good or all bad. 

Even, Earl had good points. 

       “What?” 

       Alice leaned close to his ear. “I am pregnant.” 

       Earl couldn’t swallow. His heart wasn’t beating and his skin burned. “Out! Leave and 

never come back. I disown you and that creature inside you.” 

       He grabbed her by the hair and dragged her down the stairs. Edward, the Butler 

pushed Earl away. “Run Alice,” Edward said, holding back Earl. 

       “I am going to have that colored hanged for this!” Earl yelled. The door shut in her 

face and she disappeared through the Iron Gate. Talon picked her up in his arms. She 



 

 

dropped her duffle bag and sobbed in his shirt. 

       “I love you Talon.” 

       “I love you more.” 

       “When our son is born, I want to name him James.” 

       Talon chuckled, “I was pushing towards Harlem, Junior.” 

       “I want him to be named James.” Alice stood her ground. 

       “We will see.” He smiled, twirling her round. 

 

Talon and Alice; they were not your typical couple. It didn’t last long. For, 

Alice was hanged. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Twelve Years after Alice’s Death….  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

…Heather’s Turn.  
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter One  

 

       Mr. Saggy Bottom held a large plastic bag underneath Willy’s derriere. In his youth, 

he’d been a great clown and his saggy bottom pants were a hit, now, he was the elephant 

poop catcher; A human pooper scooper.  

       Willy crapped and Heather watched Mr. Saggy Bottom seal up the bag. He tossed it 

inside his wheel barrel and grabbed a pitchfork. A small plastic shot bottle fell from his 

pocket. It had once been filled with cheap whiskey. He shoved it back into his overalls. 

       “Why do you carry that stupid shot bottle around all the time?” Heather asked. 

       “To remind me,” Mr. Saggy Bottom answered. 

       Heather was twelve today. She was very tan with yellow hair. It was a type of blond 

color; one Mr. Saggy Bottom had never seen other than on her. He stared at Heather. She 

was tall and scrawny with deep, dark eyes and a big smile.  

       Willy stamped his foot and Mr. Saggy Bottom backed up. “I hate elephants.”  

        “Why? They have great memories and are kind.” Heather said. “They don’t need to 

carry around empty shot bottles to remind them of things.“  

       “Very cute,” he grinned.     

       She brushed of loose hay that stuck to her jeans. “Did you know that the herd will 

encircle the babies for protection in the wild?” She rested her cheek on Willy. His trunk 

wrapped around her head and he caressed her face.  

       “All I know is that they crap and piss a lot and I have to clean it up.” Mr. Saggy 

Bottom retorted. His eyes darted towards a shadowy figure. “Look what the cat dragged 

in.” He pointed to James.  

       Now James was light skinned with a fade. His lips were thin and his eyes hazel. 

Rumor was his mom had been white. 

       “Hey Heather,” James smiled, ignoring the old clown. “I have a surprise for you.”  

       “What is it?” She asked. He grabbed her arm and dragged her out of the elephant tent. 

They ran to the opposite end of the carnival where the rides were located. A little trailer 

sat alone in the grass. This was James’ home. Outside were a litter of blue nosed pit bull 

puppies.  



 

 

       The mother dog was tied to a tree. She snarled and lunged for Heather. She jumped  

back. “What’s her problem?”  

       “She’s a fighting dog. My dad trained her to be vicious.”  

       Heather dropped to her knees and picked up a puppy. She was blue and wagged her 

little tail. “She is so cute!”  

       “My dad said you could have one.” James smiled. “The rest are all mine to train for-” 

       “Don’t you dare! That is evil.”  

       James shrugged his shoulders. “What are you going to name yours? I named this one 

Killer.” He picked up a pup by her neck and she yelped.  

       “Teacup,” Heather grinned.  

       James burst out in laughter. “Teacup? What kinda name is that?”  

       “The one I picked. I named her after my favorite ride; the spinning teacups.” Heather 

cuddled the puppy in her arms. Her eyes shifted. Talon and some members of the Bones 

crossed in front of them. The kids looked up into Talon’s dark eyes. He stopped and stood 

over them with his arms folded.  

       “Hi,” Heather whimpered. Talon only nodded. That’s what he always did. Never 

spoke one word to her. She sometimes heard him whisper things to Mr. Saggy Bottom in 

the middle of the night when she was supposed to be sleeping, but that was it. 

       She watched him and his gang cross the field. “Why doesn’t he talk to me?” Heather 

questioned. James focused on his puppy.   

       “I dunno, maybe he doesn’t like you.”  

       “Gee, thanks.” Heather grabbed her puppy and stomped across the yard.   

       “Heather! I was kidding! If he didn’t like you he wouldn’t give you a pure bred, blue 

nosed pit bull! C’mon, come back here!” he shouted.   

       James followed Heather all the way back to the elephant tent.  

       Mr. Saggy Bottom was exchanging the old hay with fresh hay. He put down his 

pitchfork and stared at the children. “Are you two fighting again?” He asked, turning his 

attention to a group of men in the distance. They were getting closer.  

       “Heather, wait,” James grabbed her arm. “I was only teasing, I promise.”  

       “Kids, get into the trailer right now.” Mr. Saggy Bottom ordered. He pointed to the 



 

 

door of his small travel home.  

       Heather and James followed Mr. Saggy Bottom’s eyes. They focused on Mr. Hyatt’s 

tent. Several Bones stood in the entrance. Talon and the old China man, Mr. Hyatt, spoke 

quietly.  

       “How’d they get here so fast?” Heather wondered, “James, they were just at your 

trailer with us.”  

       “Now, Heather,” Mr. Saggy Bottom snapped his fingers. “Get in the house.”  

       James and Heather raced up the rickety wood steps and locked the door. The trailer 

was very small. It had a tiny kitchen with a mini fridge, two burner stove and a sink only 

large enough to wash a coffee cup in. There was a couch that converted into a bed, a  

bathroom with a shower head. When you showered you basically used the bathroom 

sink’s attached nozzle. There was a drain at the bottom of the floor where the water 

filtered out. Behind a dirty curtain was Heather’s full-size bed. She had a closet on one 

side and Mr. Saggy Bottom used the other. The closets fit maybe five outfit’s a piece.  

       “I’m going to watch.” James said. He jumped onto the sofa where Mr. Saggy Bottom 

usually slept.   

       “Me too;” Heather leaned against his shoulder.  

       “Get your own window.” He shoved her away. She pushed back against him.  

       There was a crash.  

       Both children peered across at Mr. Hyatt’s fish bowls. Glass littered the ground, 

goldfish flopped around and poor old Mr. Hyatt sat on his knees with his head down. 

       Talon looked up at the window. His eyes set on James and Heather. They closed the 

curtain and ducked out of sight.  

       “That was awesome.” James exclaimed, leaning against the back of the couch. 

       Heather shook her head. “Your dad is mean.” 

       “No he just means business. Next time Mr. Hyatt doesn’t pay he’s gonna have his 

eyes shut for him.”  

       “If he has no fish for people how can he make any money?” Heather reasoned. “Also, 

Mr. Hyatt home schools most of us kids. Who is going to do that if he is gone?”  

       “He just gave you a dog.” James retorted. “I’m gonna go. You’re a big sissy 



 

 

sometimes.” He slammed the flimsy screen door.  

       Mr. Saggy Bottom clumped up the steps and dropped his tired, old body next to 

Heather. “What’s the matter with you?” 

       She sighed loudly, “Talon is mean.” 

       “He’s been through a lot,” Saggy took out his empty shot bottle and balanced it on his 

pointer finger. “I wouldn’t judge him so harshly.” 

       “You said when I was old enough, you’d tell me about that infamous bottle you carry 

around and also how I was orphaned; how we all lost family.” She inched closer, curling 

under the old clown’s arm. She rested her head on his shoulder. “I am twelve today and I 

think I’m old enough to know the truth now.” 

       “You think so?” 

       “I do, really, Saggy, I can handle it. I have tough skin.” 

       Saggy smiled as she straightened her shoulders and mimicked Talon. She puffed out 

her chest and jumped to her feet. She strutted across the carpeting with her held high. 

       “I will tell you if you quit that silliness,” He laughed, patting the cushion next to him. 

She instantly snuggled herself under his arm and peered up into his eyes. Hers were so 

dark and they danced with excitement. “I keep this bottle as a reminder. About twelve 

years ago I made a choice. I emptied out this shot onto the ground and promised myself 

I’d never take another drink as long as I had this empty bottle. I haven’t had a drink since 

that day.” 

       “Why?” 

       “Because, I had two options; be a drunkard or raise you. And one look in those dark 

eyes of yours was all it took.” He poked her on the nose and she wrapped her arms around 

him. 

       “Will you please tell me about the day my parents died?” Her lip trembled. “What 

about my friends? Miguel’s mom and dad are dead, Shiesha’s mom-dead and I think even 

James’ mom is dead too. He says Talon never talks about her.” 

       “There was a horrible riot one night; so terrible in fact, I cannot give you details. A lot 

of people died that night because of it though.”  

       “Did Miguel’s parents die in the riot?” 



 

 

       “Yes,” 

       “Shiesha’s mom?” 

       “For sure,” 

       “And James’ mom too?” 

       “Especially James’ mom.” 

       “So, Saggy, do you think that my parents loved me before they um, you know, died?” 

       “Without a doubt,” he closed his eyes but a few tears escaped anyway, “Who 

wouldn’t love you?” 

       “Well, for starters, Senor Reine can‘t stand me. When I go to see Miguel, he glares at 

me and tries to scare me out of his tent.” Heather laughed, “And, Talon won‘t even speak 

to me.”  

       Mr. Saggy Bottom turned abruptly. He heard what sounded like a small water 

fountain. Right next to his feet, a puppy squatted and peed on his carpet.  

       “What is that filthy animal doing in my house?” He pointed at the flea invested puppy 

that now pounced on his oversized clown shoes.  

       “It’s my new dog. Her name is Teacup. Talon gave her to me.” Heather answered, 

picking the pup up. She clutched her dog close.  

       “Talon gave it to you?”  

       “Gave her to me.”  

       “Well the cur has to sleep outside. That is where dogs belong; not in the house.” 

       “No! Someone will steal her and it is too cold for her outside. I’m going to go show 

Miguel and Shiesha my new dog.”  

       “You are such a brat,” Saggy sighed, defeated. “Just be home before it gets dark and 

stay away from Mr. Hyatt’s tent for a while.” 

       “Okay, see you later,“ Heather stormed out of the travel trailer and ran across the 

carnival grounds.  

       Customers piled in as it was already noon. Walkways were slowly becoming more  

and more crowded. Talon was at the Ferris wheel, Mr. Hyatt was cleaning up his dead 

fish and Miguel’s family was getting all the food ready. It smelt so good. 

       Her entire diet consisted of carnival food. Gyros, elephant ears, funnel cakes, cotton 



 

 

candy, turkey legs, and corn on the cob with butter and Lawry’s seasoning… 

       Under one particular food tent; Senor Reine kept his weed. (It was hidden from, 

Talon, of course and sometimes Heather thought about telling James; especially when 

Reine was mean to her. But, she always chickened out and felt guilty for even just 

thinking of such disloyalty.) Senor Reine had a huge, thick scar across his forehead. He 

was also Miguel’s uncle and the head of a Latin gang called Tripulación Latina de 

Carnaval. His name meant King and besides Patch Ivy and Talon White; he was a king-of 

the carnival that is.  

       Miguel, Reine’s nephew, was just like Heather; orphaned. (According to Saggy, they 

became orphans on the very same day) He was short and chubby with black hair that fell 

in his face. He had a dark mole on his one cheek and when he smiled he looked like a 

dimpled chipmunk.  

       Heather peaked inside the gyro tent where Senor Reine kept his pot. She spotted 

Miguel way in the back of the tent with Shiesha. 

Shiesha was Haitian. She didn’t have a mother and her father was Patch Ivy. Out of the 

three ‘kings’ he was the kindest. Heather was not afraid of him at all. He was called Patch 

because on his left eye he wore, well you guessed it, a patch. His head was shaved bald 

and he had a gold grill on his upper front teeth.  

       His daughter was tall and scrawny with short curly hair, big teeth and round, plastic 

framed glasses.  

       Senor Reine walked into the tent and made eye contact with Heather. She clung to her 

puppy. “Are you hungry?” He asked. She shook her head and crept past him, trying not to 

glance at the thick scar across his forehead. “She comes to my tent but never for food,” 

Reine grumbled, dropping a box of vegetables on top of his work table.  

       Shiesha looked over and squealed. “A puppy!” She stretched out her hands and 

wiggled her fingers.  

       “Yeah, Talon gave her to me. I named her Teacup.” Heather handed her friend the 

dog.  

       “Teacup?” Miguel peered up from his game boy. “That’s the dumbest name I ever 

heard for a pit bull.”  



 

 

       “That’s what James said.” Heather sighed, taking a seat next to Miguel. “He named 

his dog Killer.”  

       “Eww, Killer that sounds gross; Teacup is way better.” Shiesha decided. She lifted the 

puppy high above her head.  

       “Why do you hang out with him?” Miguel asked. His eyes stayed glued to his game. 

“He picks on you and gets you in al kinds of trouble.”  

       “He’s my friend. I dunno.” Heather shrugged her shoulders. “Why do you hangout 

with me? I get you in all sorts of trouble all the time.” She tossed a handful of dirt in his 

lap. He looked up from his game and grinned.  

       “Cause, I like to live on the edge.”  

       Shiesha glared at Miguel. “Your idea of living on the edge is walking bare foot on a 

sidewalk.”  

       Senor Reine turned and spotted the little puppy. His eyes narrowed as Teacup 

squatted and peed. A few customers mumbled under their breath, leaving the gyro stand. 

“Get that animal out of my tent! It is not sanitary.” He commanded, pointing the small 

butcher knife he held at the dog.  

       The kids scrambled to their feet, Shiesha snatched the dog and they raced across the 

carnival grounds.  

       Heather stopped in the walkway that separated the food from the rides.  

       Shiesha and Miguel frowned. 

       Heather was frozen in place, staring at the Ferris wheel. Talon stood there with his 

eyes set on her. “I think I am going to talk to him today.”  

       “Why would you do that? He won’t respond back.” Shiesha observed. “It’s a waste of 

time if you ask me.”  

       “She wasn’t asking you.” Miguel rolled his eyes. “I’ll go with you.” He wrapped his 

arm around Heather’s shoulders.  

       Shiesha held Teacup at a distance. “I’ll wait right here for you guys.”  

       Heather could hear her feet crunch on dead leaves. There were screaming children in 

the background and even some distant carnival music. But, nothing could drown out the 

sound of her beating heart.  



 

 

       “Talon,” Heather squeaked. She cleared her throat. Talon stared at her. He towered 

above her small body.  

       He continued to rip tickets and hook in passengers. Around his neck he wore a gold 

chain with a single eagle talon. Her eyes set on that claw. Talon was a man that meant 

business and here she was taking up his valuable time. He wouldn’t use that thing on her, 

would he? She gulped.  

       Miguel pushed Heather in the back. She stumbled forward. Her legs shook, her hands 

and jaw trembled. “I j-just wanted to thank you f-for my puppy.”   

       Talon stared in Heather’s eyes for a few seconds, ripped a ticket and turned away. “He 

didn’t even nod this time,” Heather complained, trudging back to the pathway where 

Shiesha stood. “Why won’t he talk to me?”  

       “I don’t know. But he can’t hate you. Maybe he doesn’t speak to kids. He’s never 

talked to me before.” Miguel informed her.  

       “See, I told you it was a waste of time. He never responds.” Shiesha exclaimed. “Hey, 

look.” She pointed to Mr. Hyatt’s goldfish tent. “What happened?”  

       Glass still littered the ground around his tent and he was closed down for the evening. 

“I heard Mr. Hyatt didn’t make his payment to Talon this month. It’s going to be over for 

him soon.” Miguel replied.  

       “Let’s go see if he is okay.” Heather suggested. The kids ran into the goldfish tent. In 

the corner, Mr. Hyatt sat with his face in his hands. He shook fiercely. Was he crying? 

       “Mr. Hyatt, are you alright?” Heather asked. She placed her hand on his back. He 

smiled at her, wiping some tears from his cheeks.  

       “You’re a nice girl.” He said. “You kids shouldn’t be in here; It isn‘t safe for you.” 

       “Well, we just wanted to check on you is all.” Miguel told him. “We’ll talk to you 

later. I have a question about one of my school lessons.” 

       “First thing in the morning, I promise.” Mr. Hyatt whispered.  

       Heather backed out of the tent and collided into a muscular body. She peered up at a 

dark silhouette. A patch covered one eye and his big, worked hands rested upon her 

shoulders. Heather peered into Patch Ivy’s one good eye. “Hi Mr. Ivy,”  

       “Hi Dad,” Shiesha waved.  



 

 

       “You kids aren’t supposed to be on this side of the carnival. Heather, you know better 

than to bring them here.” Patch frowned. “Shiesha, you better get home.”  

       “See you later,” Shiesha sighed, handing Teacup to Heather. She and Miguel ran 

behind the port-o-potties to get back across the invisible boundary line to where it was  

safe.  

       “You can go with them too.” Patch whispered.  

       Heather shook her head. “I will catch up with them later.”  

       Patch chuckled. He knew she was watching to see what he was going to do to poor 

Mr. Hyatt.  

       Heather, arms crossed, glared at Patch’s backside. He and some thugs entered the tent. 

Talon didn’t seem to notice that they were in his territory. His back was turned.  

       Heather’s eyes shifted between the two men.  

       Patch spoke quietly with Mr. Hyatt. He patted the old China Man on the shoulder. 

       Talon strapped in two young teenagers and worked the controls to lift them high in 

the air. The cart swayed back and forth.  

       Patch pulled a wallet out of his pocket. He handed Mr. Hyatt a thick wad of cash and 

then crept out the back. Patch disappeared behind the horse stalls.  

       Mr. Hyatt stole a peek at Heather. His eyes said it all. Don’t tell James. Heather 

nodded and put her puppy down. She knew what would happen if she mentioned this to 

James.  

       Stay away from Mr. Hyatt’s tent. She never did listen well to what Saggy said. 

Heather ran over to her trailer and grabbed a broom and dustpan. Talon watched as she 

swept up glass from in front of Mr. Hyatt’s tent. He did not smile.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One Year Later…  
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Two  

 

       Mr. Hyatt was from the old school carnivals and still didn’t comprehend the words 

‘profit’, ‘con’ and ‘cut-throat’. Most carnival games are tricky and hard to win. But his 

fish bowls, well, he liked them because they were easy and people won. He enjoyed 

seeing smiles and having the opportunity to give a child his or her first pet fish. He even 

gave them the glass fish bowls.  

       After a few tries, Mr. Hyatt usually just gave them a fish. He just didn’t understand 

how other vendors could let a sad, crying child walk away empty handed. That’s why 

Heather and Shiesha loved Mr. Hyatt.   

       Heather and Shiesha got an allowance each week. Meals were free and most vendors 

let the girls have anything they wanted. Even still, money to a twelve year old is valuable.  

These two girls spent nearly all their allowance for over a year playing games at Mr. 

Hyatt’s goldfish tent. They never took home a fish, just played for fun, drew in more 

players and showered Mr. Hyatt with suggestions. While most thirteen year olds were  

concerned with boys, these two girls were interested in nothing more than fish sales.  

       “If you just gave them a fish in a plastic bag then you’d make a profit.” Shiesha said. 

She tossed a quarter at a fish bowl. It tumbled in between two bowls.  

       “Yeah, Mr. Hyatt, then you could keep reusing the same bowls and not have to buy 

new ones.” Heather had her back to the fish. She tossed the quarter over her head and it 

hit the floor.  

       “Girls, I know you mean well but I am worried about the fish. That means that 

overnight the fish would be in plastic bags and most die like that. I feel better knowing 

they have a home.”  

       “Well, don’t send them home with food too.” Heather reasoned.  

       “Yeah, and most games are over a dollar now. You still charge a quarter. You can 

increase the price if you want to give away bowls.” Shiesha determined.  

       “I know, I know,” Mr. Hyatt sighed.  

       “Shiesha, oh no, look, it’s your dad!” Heather whispered. The two girls ducked 

behind the fish bowls.  



 

 

       “Hello, Mr. Hyatt.” Patch Ivy smiled. “Wanted to check on my daughter; make sure 

she isn’t where I told her not to be.” His voice thundered. “I best be going.”  

       “See you later, Mr. Ivy and thanks for everything.” Mr. Hyatt said.  

       “Anytime,” Patch smiled.  

       “He knows I am here.” Shiesha whimpered. “Should I stand up?”  

       Heather shook her head. “That’s suicide.” She peered around the corner and watched 

Patch shuffle out of the tent. “We’ll run behind the horse stalls and get to his booth before 

he does.”           

       “Okay.” Shiesha took a deep breath and pushed up her glasses. “Do you think he 

noticed Teacup?” The girls looked over at the sleeping pit bull. Teacup, now a year older 

herself, was about seventy pounds with a big fat head. She snored in the corner.  

       “I dunno,” Heather thought. “Maybe we should go to Miguel’s tent instead.” They 

dusted of their knees and tip-toed out of the goldfish tent.  

       “See ya later, Mr. Hyatt!” The girls shouted, running down the pathway. Teacup 

climbed to her feet and chased after them. She never left Heather’s side. 

       Customers backed up at the site of the massive dog charging towards them. “It’s okay, 

she’s friendly.” Heather told them. “C’mon Teacup, hurry up!” The dog picked up speed. 

Her ears flopped and so did her big pink tongue.  

       Miguel sat in the back of his Uncle Reine’s food tent with his game boy. Teacup 

jumped in Miguel’s lap and slobbered all over his face. Slobber oozed off her chin and 

landed on his game screen. “Stop you big old mutt.” He laughed.  

       Teacup just kissed him some more. She sat right on top of him and nuzzled her face 

in his shirt. Drool got everywhere. 

       Miguel’s uncle, Senor Reine, turned around and pointed to the exit. “Get that dog out 

of here right now!” He pushed his hat down so that it covered most of his scar. “And put 

a leash on her!” 

       “I don’t have one.” Heather whimpered. Senor Reine grabbed a rope from inside a 

box and tossed it at her.  

       “Now you do.” Senor Reine went back to his cooking. “But, I don’t have one.” He 

mimicked, flipping a piece of chicken. “I tell her every day not to bring that dog in my 



 

 

tent and everyday she does it anyway. Muchacha estúpida del idiota.”  

       Shiesha tied the rope around Teacup’s neck and Miguel wiped slobber off his Game 

Boy.  

       When Miguel stood up he towered over the two girls. It was as if overnight he’d 

grown. One day he was a midget and the next he was a giant.  

       “It’s six o’clock.” Miguel said.  

       Heather’s eyes widened. “Oh my goodness I almost forgot about the show!” She 

quickly flipped her hair over and tied it in a high ponytail. She wore a red sequined dress 

with matching ballet shoes. Shiesha dabbed onto Heather’s face sparkly eye shadow and 

Miguel took the dog. Shiesha had all the make-up. She dug around for the shimmering 

red lipstick that the ringleader gave her.  

       “I can’t find it.” Shiesha mumbled.  

       “It’s okay; you can’t see my lips from on stage anyway.” Heather decided. Shiesha 

brushed Heather’s cheeks with glitter and found a red lip gloss.  

       “This will do for now.” Shiesha said.  

       Teacup gnawed on the rope as they walked through the crowds. They made their way 

to the elephant tent. Mr. Saggy Bottom lay in the hay snoring. It was getting late and the 

elephants were about to perform. Willy was Heather’s favorite. He was old and by far, the 

largest elephant on the premises.  

       Miguel crossed his arms in front of his chest. It was one of the few moments in his 

life where he did not desire his game boy. Watching Heather and Willy was beautiful and 

he wasn’t ashamed to admit it. Shiesha picked at him and threatened to tell James but he 

never listened; just watched Heather with her elephant. There was always so much 

passion in her eyes while she performed. 

       Heather climbed up on Willy’s foot and he lifted her high in the air. She crawled onto  

his back. The curtain opened and out they walked. She waved at the paying customers and 

held on as he stood on his back feet. Kids squealed and applause filled the arena.  

       Heather stood, balancing on Willy’s back and then quickly grabbed onto a hanging 

bar above her head. She flipped onto it and swung in the air while Willy and the other 

elephants did their tricks.  



 

 

       Heather was not really a part of the original show. Willy just wouldn’t perform any 

longer without her. The ring leader had to whip him to get him to do any of his tricks and 

Heather hated to see Willy forced.  

       Willy came back around and Heather flipped onto his back. At this point in the show, 

Heather had to pick a child to get a free ride on Willy. There in the corner sat a little boy 

with red hair. His eyes were as wide as saucers.  

       “Want to ride an elephant?” Heather asked. He nodded his head up and down. 

“C’mon then,” She motioned for the redheaded child to enter the arena. Willy lowered 

himself to the ground. Heather slid down his trunk, walked over to the boy and led him to 

the elephant. She let him pet Willy on the face and then she held him around the waist 

and stepped onto Willy’s foot. He lifted them in the air and Heather hoisted up the boy, 

then herself.  

       With the boy tightly in her arms they rode Willy around the arena smiling and waving. 

Everyone stood up in their seats and clapped. Jealous kids tugged on their father’s shirts 

and begged for some tickets so they could ride the elephants in the back. The ringleader 

was smart to give away a free ride at each show.  

       Heather took the boy in her lap and slid down Willy’s trunk. More applause… She 

watched the smiles spread on the parents’ faces. The whining snotty nosed kids made her 

envious. They had something she only dreamed about. Something they did not appreciate  

and seemed to take for granted. Every show was the same with the same kind of children; 

ungrateful. If it were her, she’d tell her folks every second of everyday how happy she  

was to have them. Her head lowered while she climbed back onto Willy’s back. She 

waved, holding back her tears.  

       Heather led Willy back into the tent. Teacup jumped up onto the elephant and the two 

comrades made friendly noises.  

       Instead of payment, Heather negotiated with the ringleader that she got to put him in 

his pen and feed him after the show. She did this for fear he’d whip Willy for lack of 

cooperation. Teacup stood on the front leg of the elephant and sniffed at his trunk.  

       Willy’s trunk caressed the top of the pit’s head. Their eyes set on each other. Heather 

just smiled. Shiesha and Miguel never got near the elephant. He was cross sometimes and 



 

 

you never did know when he’d flip. They no longer used him for elephant rides unless 

Heather agreed to accompany the riders. It seemed he only behaved with Heather around. 

He was hers.  

       “You and that stupid elephant-” James said, entering the elephant tent. He stood in the 

middle of the elephant quarters with his hands on his hips. Teacup ran to his side. She 

wagged her tail and jumped up.  

       James pushed her down. “No! Bad dog!”  

       “Don’t talk to her like that.” Heather ordered. “I don’t want her spirit broken. She’s a 

happy puppy.”  

       “It’s a useless dog. You should’ve clipped her tail and ears when you had the chance. 

You should see Killer. She’s nothing but muscle and with her ears clipped she looks 

vicious. We’ll see how bad she is tonight in her first dog fight.” 

       “You’re going to fight her?” Shiesha cried. “Why would you do that?”  

       “Yeah, right after we close to the public, in the circus tent, we’re gonna have a show 

of our own with some local breeders. If I win I get to keep all my earnings. My dad says 

he’ll pay for any damages in case I lose-which I won’t.”  

       “I really don’t want to hear about this.” Heather told him. James shrugged his 

shoulders and crept into Willy’s pen. The elephant stomped his foot.  

       “He’s not going to last much longer. He’s getting too disobedient. I heard my dad and 

Mr. Carl speak of putting him down next spring.” James admitted.  

       “That’s not true,” Heather bit her lip. “He’s still the best performer out there.” She 

wrapped her arm around the elephant’s face. “The BEST!” She yelled.  

       James was already outside. He walked with his head held high as if he owned the 

world. He stopped abruptly and turned right back around.  

       “You know what else?” James frowned. He knew how fond Heather was of Mr. 

Hyatt. “My dad is with Mr. Hyatt right now. Rumor is, Mr. Hyatt has till tomorrow to pay 

up or else he’s history.”  

       “Why are you so mean?” Heather whispered.  

       “I just thought you should know is all.” James answered. “I know you like him.” 

       Heather raced out of the tent with Teacup at her heels. “Heather, wait!” Miguel and 



 

 

Shiesha chorused.  

       James looked at them with disgust. “You guys enable her to be weak.”  

       They ignored him and ran after their friend.  

       Heather entered the goldfish tent, pushed past some members of the Bones and stood 

in between Mr. Hyatt and Talon. “I want to play a game Mr. Hyatt. Here’s my quarter.”  

She held a coin up in Talon’s face.  

       Talon observed Heather’s trembling hand. He did not look her in the eyes. “Mr. Hyatt,  

we will pick up where we left off tomorrow.” Talon said. He turned to leave.  

       “Willy’s a good elephant. If he’s too old for performing maybe he ought to be sent to 

a zoo.” Heather shouted.  

       Talon stopped and turned around. He faced the child. She had tears pouring down her 

cheeks. “I’ll keep that in mind.” 

       There it was-the first words he’d ever spoken to her. Heather dropped to her knees. 

Her body shook violently.  

       “That was very foolish.” Mr. Hyatt admitted. “What were you thinking?”  

       “He talked to you!” Miguel exclaimed. He landed on the ground next to Heather. 

Teacup licked away her tears. She wrapped her arms around the dog and smiled.     

       “What are you going to do Mr. Hyatt?” Heather wept. The old China man knelt beside 

her.   

       “I was offered a job with a very small circus. I would be on salary and they provide  

me with the fish and materials. I was going to try to sneak out of here tonight while Talon 

is in his dog show.” Mr. Hyatt shuddered.  

       “It’s not a dog show; it’s a massacre.” Shiesha informed him.  

       “Yes, I know what his shows are about. They are horrible.” Mr. Hyatt nodded. His 

eyes watered. “Just don’t tell anyone my plan.” He looked at his three comrades. “I’ll sure 

miss you kids.”  

       Teacup jumped into his lap. “And you too.” He chuckled. He rubbed behind her ears 

while she leaned her head on his shoulder. It was as if she knew he was leaving them 

forever.  

       “I’m going to go get you some supplies.” Heather said. She stood on her feet.  



 

 

“C’mon, you guys.”  

       “I’m not allowed to be out after dark.” Miguel mumbled.   

       “Neither am I. But, I always am.” Heather reasoned. Shiesha and Miguel looked at 

each other. They thought only of the adventure and not the consequences that soon would 

follow.  

       “Mr. Hyatt, I’ll get you a cab, Miguel will steal some food from his uncle and Shiesha  

can go to your trailer and pack up your stuff. At one a.m. tonight you will be out of here!” 

Heather announced, snapping her fingers. Teacup jumped to show her excitement.   

       “How about I call for the cab and you get the clothes.” Shiesha bargained. “I can get 

some money from my dad. He will understand when we tell him later what we used it 

for.”  

       “Okay, sounds like a perfect plan. Mr. Hyatt, you just sell fish! Sell all of them!” 

Heather skipped out of the tent. She smiled at her plan. “You could even give them  

away!”  

       They all laughed.  

       Sure, to a thirteen year old girl, it was perfection. But to a boy with misunderstood 

motives, it was an opportunity to win favor from a distant father.  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 



 

 

 Chapter Three  

 

       Talon  watched  the three  children  separate  in  opposite directions. He rolled his 

eyes. He ripped a ticket and locked in a single man, moved the Ferris wheel crank and let 

two others on.  

       James sat beside his father. His eyes shifted from his watch, to Heather, his watch, 

Heather.  

       “What is she up to?” James sighed. Talon did not answer. “I mean, she’s up to 

something, I can feel it in my gut.” James squinted to see Heather vanish behind a funnel 

cake stand. “Do you think she is going to get me? Maybe she didn’t see me here with 

you.” 

       James jumped down the three metal steps and ran across the wooden ramp. He jogged 

all the way home but Heather was not there. James turned around and narrowed his eyes. 

       Miguel was across at the gyro tent. He had a big plastic bag. James watched Miguel 

whisper in Senor Reine’s ear.  

       Senor Reine nodded and gave Miguel cans of soda, bottles of water and plastic bags 

filed with gyro meat.  

       James followed Miguel from a distance. He crouched beside a blue trash bin; hiding 

himself from Miguel’s eyes. 

       Miguel knocked on Patch Ivy’s trailer door. Shiesha peeked out. She was on the 

telephone talking loudly. “Yes sir, One a.m. on the dot. It is imperative that you are on 

time. I will make sure the driver is well compensated for the late pick up and drop off.” 

She spoke into the receiver.  

       Miguel closed the front door and James could no longer hear what she was saying. He 

peeked through the lace curtained window just in time to watch Shiesha pull out a wad of 

cash from a cookie jar.  

       Heather crept past several small trailers with a key in her hand. Her fingers trembled 

and small droplets of sweat rolled down her temples. She didn’t want to be seen entering 

Mr. Hyatt’s camper.  

       Inside, she turned on a little night light. She shoved all the clothes and food she could 



 

 

find into a duffle bag. She put in his toothbrush and hair gel, little clippings from 

newspapers about his generous spirit and even a little goldfish bobble head toy.  

       Tears filled her eyes when she spotted Mr. Hyatt’s family picture frame.  

       Mr. Hyatt had put a Polaroid picture that she’d taken a few years back inside the 

frame. It was a picture of Mr. Hyatt with Shiesha, Miguel and herself, right in front of the 

fish bowl tent. It wasn’t just any old frame though. It was a frame with the words  

“Family” etched into it.  

       She rubbed her nose and then her eyes. Heather placed the picture frame into the 

duffle bag and sat down on the sofa. Teacup jumped up and put her head in Heather’s lap. 

“I am really going to miss him, Tea. I’ve known him all of my life and he’s been such a  

great teacher and friend to me.” She sobbed, leaning her cheek against Teacup’s fur. 

       The Blue Nosed Pit Bull had never growled in all her short life. She’d never, ever 

been aggressive but just then, at that very moment-her teeth barred and the hair on her 

back stood.  

       “What’s the matter?” Heather whispered. She peeked out the window and saw a 

shadowy figure. Next to the shadow was another; Killer.  

       Heather scooted down and pulled out the night light. She reached over and locked the 

door.  

       She could hear James’ and Killer’s footsteps outside the window. “Are you in there?” 

James shouted. Killer’s growl was loud and deep. Teacup jumped up and barked through  

the window.  

       “Get down!” Heather said. She grabbed her collar and tugged. The dog would not 

deter.  

       James chuckled wickedly. “I wouldn’t if I were you.”  

       Teacup finally got down from the window and slobbered Heather’s face. “You blew 

our cover.” Heather told her. Teacup’s floppy ears rose. “There isn’t much going on in 

that brain of yours is there?” Heather laughed and her dog nuzzled her.  

       A few minutes to one a.m., Heather and Teacup crept out of Mr. Hyatt’s camper. The 

carnival grounds were empty of customers and members of the Bones were scarce. She 

watched Talon enter the circus tent. Men in business suits pulled wagons with covered 



 

 

cages. Heather’s eyes dropped. Dog fights were so cruel…  

       “Let’s get going.” She thought. She kept an eye out for James. “Looks clear…” 

       Miguel and Shiesha were already at Mr. Hyatt’s tent. Heather turned to the left then 

the right. She watched Mr. Saggy Bottom cross in front of her. He pushed a wheel barrel 

full of elephant dung. He shook his old, wrinkled head at her.  

       “Foolish girl;” He muttered under his breath. “I thought I told you to be in by dark.” 

       Heather ignored the retired clown and entered the goldfish tent. She handed Mr. Hyatt 

the duffle bag. “It’s almost clear. We just have to watch out for James. He caught me 

inside your house.” 

       “Oh great, he’s probably already told his dad.” Shiesha exclaimed. She tossed her 

hands high in the air. “Great going; I knew I should’ve been the one to get his things.” 

       “Chill out. He didn’t see me. He just saw Teacup.” Heather retorted. “Besides you 

were too scared and begged me to switch missions with you.”  

       “I was not too scared!” Shiesha yelled back.  

       “Girls, please, let’s not draw attention to ourselves,” Mr. Hyatt shushed them.  

       “Make it out behind the Gyro stand and you can hide in the port-o potty. A cab will 

pull up next to it at exactly one a.m.” Shiesha told the old China man.  

       Mr. Hyatt grabbed Shiesha by the shoulders and squeezed her tight. “You are a bright 

young girl and if you keep up with your schooling you could become a lawyer or a doctor. 

Don’t let anyone or anything stand in your way. You are very, very special.”  

       Miguel handed his bag of goodies over. He held out his hand for the China man to 

shake. Mr. Hyatt ignored the outstretched palm and went straight in for a bear hug.  

       “You watch over these girls, you hear me?” Mr. Hyatt patted Miguel on the head. 

       “Yes sir,” Miguel’s lip quivered.  

       Mr. Hyatt stood in front of his little Heather. She was nothing but arms and legs with 

those dark, deep eyes and funny yellow hair. 

       “You’re going to miss your cab,” Heather mumbled. Tears escaped from her eyes. She 

wiped them away before collapsing into the arms of her dearest friend. “It’s one o’clock.” 

She pushed him away. “You need to go right away.” 

       Heather watched Mr. Hyatt exit his gold fish tent. Mr. Saggy Bottom was pushing a 



 

 

now empty wheel barrel back to the elephant tent.  

       “Hello, Mr. Hyatt.” Mr. Saggy Bottom nodded, letting go of his wheel barrel. He 

wiped sweat off his forehead.  

       “Mr. Pritchard, it is nice to see you.” Mr. Hyatt nodded back at Mr. Saggy Bottom. 

       Teacup’s hair rose once more. She growled. Heather’s heart raced. In the distance she 

saw two blurred figures. Her skin pulsated and her knees shook. It couldn’t be. Mr. Hyatt, 

get into the port-o-potty quick. Heather squinted, arching her neck forward.  

       “No!” Heather shoved passed Miguel and Shiesha. Teacup followed. “Don’t you do 

it!” 

       Mr. Hyatt gasped. A few yards away, James stood, clutching his pit bull.  

       “No James, please don’t do it!” Heather cried.  

       It was too late. James had unhooked Killer. The massive pit bull charged forward. Mr. 

Hyatt, eyes wide, fell backwards into the wheel barrel. He landed in a little bit of elephant 

manure and grimaced.  

       Killer, now only a few feet away, growled and barred her teeth. Heather held onto 

Teacup’s collar tight but she wiggled backwards, freeing herself from Heather’s grasp. 

       “Teacup NO!” Heather screamed at the tops of her lungs. “No, No, No!” She cried, 

dropping onto her knees.  

       Teacup sprung forward and the dogs collided into each other.  

       “Teacup!” Heather pounded her fists into the ground. Tufts of grass flattened under 

her strikes.  

       Killer and Teacup wrestled to the ground and snapped viciously at each other’s 

throats. Killer bit at her ankles, lowering her body, avoiding Teacup’s teeth. 

       Killer, a whole twenty pounds heavier than her sister, lunged at Teacup’s throat. 

Teacup backed away and turned to run.  

       Killer pounced, grabbing Teacup’s paw. She yelped and yelped as she was dragged 

halfway across the grass. Killer let go and Teacup lay on the ground. She whimpered, 

trying to stand. She fell backwards and let out a mournful cry.  

       Heather finally rose to her feet. She forced her feet to move forward until she stood 

right in front of the wheel barrel, right in front of her beloved friend who still lay frozen 



 

 

in the elephant dung.  

       Killer inched her way towards Mr. Hyatt. “Get away!” Heather screamed. She stood 

in between the beast and Mr. Hyatt; in the line of fire. 

       Mr. Saggy Bottom stood next to Heather. “This is not your fight young lady.” He 

whispered into her ear. What was she doing? She shoved Saggy Bottom away. He 

stumbled backwards and landed inside the wheel barrel alongside the old China man. He 

felt poop squish beneath him.  

       The two old men; the former clown and the China man, looked at each other; fearful 

of what was to happen next.  

       “Heather, move!” James shouted. “She will kill you!” His heart pounded. “I mean it!” 

James ran for his dog. Killer snarled and snapped at James. He backed up.  

       It was too late.  

       Heather leaned down and picked up Mr. Saggy Bottom’s pitchfork. Her hands 

trembled and her knees knocked. She was out of her mind! Killer’s mouth oozed with 

saliva and her teeth looked so sharp.  

       “Heather, get out of there,” James growled. Not Heather. 

       “Yes, Heather, go before she attacks you.” Mr. Saggy Bottom stuttered. He tried to lift 

himself up out of the wheel barrel, to try and save his baby girl, but he fell right back 

down, frozen with fright.   

       Killer showed her fangs. She crept closer. Heather’s hand shook and she could barely 

hold onto the pitchfork.  

       Teacup staggered to her feet. She growled and limped forward. She barked loudly; 

sending out a rematch invitation. 

       Killer did not need much encouragement. The dog turned around and lunged at 

Teacup’s throat. She flew through the air with her teeth barred.  

       Heather swung the pitchfork and hit the dog in her side. She was in mid air flight. 

Killer yelped, fell to the ground and snapped her teeth at Heather. She held the end of the 

pitchfork, avoiding her teeth.  

       “My dog!” James screamed. Members of the Bones turned in the children’s direction. 

They crept closer. If they saw what she’d done-  



 

 

       “Let’s go!” Heather yelled, dropping the handle. She got behind the wheel barrel and 

pushed hard. It barely moved a few inches with its large male guests inside.  

       Miguel and Shiesha picked up Teacup and dropped her on top of the old men’s laps. 

They pushed the wheel barrel with Heather behind the port-o-potties and there, with the 

engine purring, right on time, was the cab.  

       Talon and his crew stood a few yards away. James continued screaming. He went to 

touch his dog and Killer bit him. Blood poured down his arm and he hollered even louder. 

       “We’d all better get out of here.” Mr. Hyatt said. “Get in the cab, children.”  

       He pushed the kids and dog into the back of the cab. Mr. Saggy Bottom and Mr. Hyatt 

climbed up front.  

       “What in world?” The cab driver scrunched his nose. “You smell like-”  

       “DRIVE!” Heather screamed. She pounded her hands on the back of the driver’s seat. 

       He sped off. His tires screeched. “Where to?”  

       “The greyhound station,” Mr. Saggy Bottom said. He rubbed his grey, balding head. 

       Heather could’ve sworn she heard Willy call to her. She turned around and looked out 

the back window. Talon and James along with some of the Bones stood, staring at the 

disappearing cab.  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Four  

  

       “Who is going to pay for this mess?” The driver screamed. He was not happy with his 

new dung scented upholstery. “My boss is going to kill me when I bring this cab in for 

inspection.”  

       “Don’t worry about a thing.” Mr. Saggy Bottom said. He gave him a check for the 

damage and the cab sped away in a hurry.  

       The carnies trudged inside the greyhound station and leaned against the wall nearest 

to the payphone. 

       Shiesha picked up the receiver, dropped in her quarters and called her father. There 

was shouting coming from the other end of the line. She couldn’t come home now. Patch 

Ivy hung up on his daughter. She stood there stunned, with the receiver still glued to her 

ear. Dial tone played loudly but she didn’t seem to hear it.   

       “Let me call my uncle.” Miguel gently pried her fingers from the phone. He dropped 

money into the pay slot and dialed up Senor Reine. Heather turned her face away while 

Miguel spoke with his uncle. “Same story,” Miguel admitted, letting the receiver dangle. 

It swayed back and forth.  

       Heather looked at Mr. Saggy Bottom. He shook his head sadly. It was no longer safe 

for any of them. Not even him. The Bones had seen them assist Mr. Hyatt.  

       “Go sit down.” Mr. Saggy Bottom ordered. He waited until they were across the room 

before digging out his quarters.  

       Mr. Saggy Bottom made a phone call. He spoke too soft for anyone to hear. Heather 

strained, only getting a few tidbits. “Yes sir,” he mumbled into the phone. “I’ll call when 

we arrive.”  

       “Mr. Hyatt,” Mr. Saggy Bottom put down the receiver. “Can I borrow a pair of 

pants?”  Everyone, except Miguel (who was glued to his game boy), laughed. There was 

dung on him and Mr. Hyatt. Both men took turns changing clothes.  

       Mr. Saggy Bottom was a tall man compared to Mr. Hyatt and so, his pants sat above 

his ankles. His white, pasty ankles blinded them. Shiesha giggled.  

       “Yeah, real funny,” Mr. Saggy Bottom grumbled. “I could stop traffic in these pants.” 



 

 

       “Where’s your pants?” Miguel asked, looking up from his game. He stared dumbly at 

the two men; oblivious to what just occurred.  

       “In the trash can Einstein.” Mr. Saggy Bottom answered. “I can’t get on a bus 

smelling like crap.”  

       “Why? You always smell funny.” Miguel smirked. Saggy popped him in the head 

playfully. “Well, you do. Pooper Scooper.” 

       “Look, kiddo,” Saggy began. But, his eyes glanced outside. It was a bus. Mr. Hyatt’s. 

       “Why don’t you come with us?” Shiesha begged. She grabbed his hand and pulled 

him close. His eyes watered and Mr. Hyatt touched her face softly. “I sure wish that were 

a possibility.” He took a deep breath, nodded his head at the children and wrapped his 

hands around the straps of his duffle bag. He went outside, with Heather right at his heels. 

This was the man that taught her about volcanoes and butterflies. He was the one who 

helped her catch lightning bugs when James wouldn’t. He always had time for her. Who 

was going to help her with her homework? What about when she had a problem? Mr. 

Saggy Bottom was great, but he didn’t always quite know how to answer her. Mr. Hyatt 

always knew the right words.  

       The China man turned and waved at them from the first step. Heather ran over and 

gave him one last hug. He kissed her on the top of the head. “We will meet again 

someday.” Mr. Hyatt promised. “Being banished from the carnival is probably the best 

thing that’s ever happened to you.” Mr. Hyatt hugged her again, “I love you, Heather. 

Goodbye.”  

       The door slammed shut in her face. She blinked hard and watched her friend leave. 

Heather went back inside and sat on the floor next to Teacup. Her front paw was 

bleeding. Images of Killer flying through the air flooded her mind and she burst into tears.  

       “What’s the matter with you?” Mr. Saggy Bottom asked.  

       “I hurt that dog! I wanted to kill her! I am a horrible person.” Heather sobbed. She 

buried her face in Teacup’s fur.  

       No one said a word.  

       Finally, Miguel crept closer. He was so mad at Heather for his banishment and yet, 

she was still his best friend. “Killer would’ve killed you.” He admitted.  



 

 

       “But I attacked her for going for Teacup.” She sobbed in his shirt.  

       Miguel ran his fingers through her hair. She closed her eyes. He never said much but 

he was always able to make her feel comforted by his touch alone. 

       Shiesha sat with her arms crossed and her lips tight. She held back her tears. Mr. 

Hyatt had given her back all the money she’d stolen from her father and now it burned 

inside her pocket. If only she’d gone home and let Heather plan her own stupid adventure. 

It was bad enough to not have a mother but now, to have to live away from her father. It 

wasn’t fair. It just wasn’t fair. It just-it was just all Heather’s fault. “Where am I going to 

live?” Shiesha blurted out. Heather’s eyes opened. “Huh? Miss smarty pants! Tell me.” 

       “With me and Mr. Saggy Bottom,” Heather suggested.  

       “I don’t want to live with you and Saggy.” Shiesha admitted. “I want to live back 

there with my father and my friends, my real friends; the ones who didn’t spend all their 

time trying to destroy my life! I knew being your friend was a bad idea. You are no better 

than James. You were raised together on the same, bad side of the carnival. Your both 

dark-hearted and I never want to speak to you again.”  

       “I spoke with your father and he is going to send you money for awhile. When it is 

safe for you to go back Shi, he will send for you.” Mr. Saggy Bottom told her. His heart 

pounded. It was always Mr. Hyatt’s job to calm the children. He needed a drink. His little 

shot bottle was in his shirt pocket. He took it out and squeezed the plastic with all his 

might. There is a reason not to drink.  

       “My uncle said things will be back to normal sooner than we think.” Miguel added.   

Heather just stared blankly at her friend. It was as if a million miles were between them. 

Hatred permeated the air like thick pollution.  

       “School is going to start soon. We will have to go to a real school won’t we?” Shiesha 

asked. She was breathless.  

       “Yes.” Mr. Saggy Bottom answered. “You will finally get to interact with regular 

people too and not just carnie folk. It’ll do you some good.”  

       “Put a little hair on yer chest,” The ticket man smiled. He leaned his elbows on the 

counter and smiled warmly.  

       “I don’t want hair on my chest.” Shiesha cried.  



 

 

       “I was only-” The ticket man closed his window.  

       Shiesha walked outside and leaned against the cement wall. Her entire world was 

disappearing before her very eyes. Okay, so Miguel wasn’t that close to his uncle Reine 

and Heather still had Saggy. Shiesha loved her dad and it had always just been the two of 

them. A surge of pain ripped through her and she screamed out. To lose him was a death 

sentence. She bit her arm, muffling her cries. Even still, the sound echoed inside 

Heather’s ears.  

       It really is my fault. She thought. Miguel, tight lipped, just continued brushing his 

fingers through her hair.  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Five  

 

       “That dog cannot board my bus.” The greyhound driver said. His voice was firm. 

       “C’mon mister,” Heather pleaded. “She’s a good dog.”  

       “Pit Bulls are mean and you never know when they’ll flip on ya.” He told her.  

       “Look at her. Does she look like a killer?” Heather reasoned. The man observed the 

floppy ears and big happy eyes of the pit bull. Her tongue lay limp and her tail wagged 

furiously. She sniffed the bus steps and then poked her nose against the girl’s leg. “She’s 

really good too.” Heather made Teacup sit and lay down. “She can crawl and roll over too 

but her paw is hurt.” 

       “It’s a company policy.” The driver admitted, peering back at his empty bus.  

       “I’ll have her lie on the floor and we’ll hide her until we get off.” Heather bargained. 

“If anyone asks I will tell them she is a Seeing Eye dog in training.”  

       As much as Shiesha hated Heather, she still loved Teacup and was not willing to 

leave her behind. If she waited for Heather to convince the driver, well, they‘d all be 

hitchhiking. “How about this?” Shi flashed half the cash she’d stolen from Patch. “Will 

this work? We want to have our service animal accompany us. Do we have a deal?” 

       “Okay, but if anyone finds out she is not a service animal-”  

       “They won’t,” Heather squealed.  She wrapped her arms around Shiesha who stood 

frozen like a statue. “Thank you, I know you are mad at me but you are a wonderful 

friend and I don’t know what I’d do without you.” 

       “Let go of me.” Shi ordered, brushing past her. 

       Mr. Saggy Bottom and Miguel lugged the dog up the steps. They went all the way in 

the back and shoved Teacup in a corner. Miguel sat guard over the pup.  

       “Where are we headed?” Miguel asked Mr. Saggy Bottom.   

       “To a place I haven’t been in many years; my house.” He answered. The old man 

peered out the window. “I am afraid that many of my past demons wait for me there.” 

       Heather looked down at her ticket stub. Mobile, Alabama. “What do you mean?” She 

inquired.  

       “Things I left behind. Sometimes a man will leave his troubles and start a new life to 



 

 

save his self.” Mr. Saggy Bottom lay across the two seats. Heather turned around and 

peeked over at him. “You kids will have to call me Mr. Pritchard from now on. Saggy 

Bottom will not be appropriate any longer.”  

       That wasn’t the only other  thing the  children soon  realized that wouldn’t  be 

appropriate.  

       Shiesha sat alone a few seats up. A tall gruff man with dark black hair entered the bus. 

He took a seat next to her.  

       “Hi.”  

       “What do you want?” Shiesha questioned. “There are like twenty empty seats.”  

       “Yes, but none have a beautiful young lady in them.” The stranger smiled.  

       “Get lost you creep!” Mr. Pritchard shouted. “She’s with us.”  

       The man stood and went to the front of the bus. He muttered something under his 

breath before he plopped down.  

       The next passenger to board was a lady with thick brown hair and her son. He was 

short and fat. They made their way to the back and sat across from Heather. The boy was 

spoiled. He wanted this and that and he screeched loudly. “Children,” The woman said 

sheepishly. Her face reddened with embarrassment.  

       “When are we getting off this stupid bus?” Her son complained. “I want to go home 

to daddy.” The woman looked at her feet. Heather noticed red marks on her neck.  

       A war veteran struggled to climb the steps. Miguel ran over and aided him into the 

first set of seats. The old man smiled up at him.  

       “What’s that smell?” The fat kid shouted. He pinched his nostrils. “The old man took 

a dump on the bus!”  

       It was true. The old veteran couldn’t control himself. He hung his head in shame for 

three hours. New passengers made faces and muttered under their breath. Mr. Pritchard 

had Miguel bring him old newspapers. The older gentleman sat on them.  

       “I’m so sorry,” His voice cracked. “It’s hard to get up sometimes.” Miguel patted him 

on his back.  

       “It’s okay, you served our country. We have nothing but respect for you.” Miguel said 

loudly.  



 

 

       Heather clapped. So did a few other passengers.  

       “Why is everyone clapping?” Fatty asked. He poked his mother.  

       “Because they are thanking the gentleman in the front for his years of servitude in our 

country.”  

       “What does that mean?”  

       “He was in the war and risked his life for America.”  

       “Oh, so that makes it okay for him to poop his pants?” 

       “Yes, now be quiet, you are disturbing people.”  

       “I want my dad.” He crossed his arms. “Why’d you make him mad?”  

       Heather twirled around in her seat. “I don’t have a mother or a father.” She told him. 

       Fatty squinted to see who was talking to him. The bus was dark. He reached up and 

turned on the reading light. “You have weird hair.”  

       “I think you should be grateful to have a mom.”  

       “Why?”  

       “Because you know someone always loves you. None of us have moms. My friend up 

there,” Heather pointed at Shiesha. “And my friend back there.” She nodded at Miguel. 

       “How would you like to be motherless?”  

       “I dunno.” He turned away and grabbed his mom’s hand.  

       “Be nice to your mother.” Heather ordered. The light went out and no one heard 

another peep out of the spoiled fat kid.  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Six  

 

       Mr. Pritchard, Heather, Shiesha, Miguel and Teacup stood alone at the bus station in 

Mobile, Alabama.   

       “Everything looks different.” Mr. Pritchard admitted. “That right there used to be 

nothing but forest.” He pointed at a strip mall. “And those stores over there are new  too.” 

       “Are we going to call a cab?” Miguel asked.  

       “No, I live across the railroad tracks.” Mr. Pritchard told them.  

       Behind the tracks and some trees was a rundown trailer park. There was no grass just 

red dirt and weeds.  

       Old, white men sat in lawn chairs outside. They had cigarettes in their mouths. One 

old man dropped his cigarette onto the ground in disbelief.  

       “Mr. Pritchard?” He called in a southern accent. “Whatcha bringin’ riff raff to our 

neck of the woods for?”  

       Mr. Pritchard did not respond. He fumbled with his keys. The trailer was short with 

two wooden steps outside. His front window was smashed and his door handle rusted.  

Inside wasn’t any better. Heather stepped into a hole. The carpet sunk beneath her.  

       “Miguel and I will have to fix up the place tomorrow.” Mr. Pritchard said. “We don’t 

have electricity right now. I will have to get it turned on.”  

       Heather found a candle and matches. They used the dim candlelight to survey the rest 

of the trailer. It was a single wide with a small living room/kitchen combo. There was a 

loveseat and lazy boy chair with a 13 inch television in the small living space. To the left 

was a mid-size refrigerator, small stove and a sink. A café table with two chairs sat 

against the wall. 

       “Look, an actual stove!” Heather exclaimed. “We have a living room, a dining room 

and a kitchen! This is so cool!” 

       A dark hallway sat behind the fridge. She took it towards a small bathroom and a 

bedroom with a long closet and full size bed. There was little walking room but it had the 

largest closet these children had ever seen.  

       “You girls can take the bedroom. I will sleep in my chair and Miguel you can have the 



 

 

sofa.” Mr. Pritchard called across the room. “Get some sleep; we have a lot to do 

tomorrow.”  

       There were no sheets or blankets or pillows but the kids didn’t care. They were tired 

and ready to sleep away all that had happened.  

       To the majority of the world, the carnival life isn’t well, reality. To these carnies 

Mobile, Alabama was like Disney World gone nightmarish. You have these ideas and 

fantasies about what Disney is like and when you get there you feel as if it’s a dream.  

       Then, suddenly the only Disney characters left in the entire park are the Big Bad 

Wolf, Ursula the Sea Witch and Khan the Tiger. They’re chasing you away from all the 

cool rides and good food. You are stunned. Disney World brochures never mention any of 

this.  

       Yes, that’s how they felt. The world outside the Carnival was supposed to be magical. 

       A fun, safe place away from reality…  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Seven  

 

       Shiesha and Heather rubbed their eyes. Warm sun shined in their faces. A Rooster 

crowed in the distance and Teacup had her paws up on the window. She barked to show 

them the chickens running around outside.  

       Heather took her dog outside to use the bathroom. The trailer park was quiet and 

empty. A lady had her toy poodle on a leash. She walked her in a small fenced area just 

up ahead.  

       “Hi,” Heather waved. “This is Teacup. What is your dog’s name?” The woman 

clutched her pup to her chest.  

       “Put that beast on a leash!” She shouted. Heather just scratched her head in confusion. 

       Heather dug in her red sequined pocket and found a few dollars. Across the train 

tracks was a bunch of stores. “C’mon Teacup,” Heather led the way. A dirt road separated 

them from the strip mall. Cars whizzed by. Heather covered her face to avoid the orange 

dust that flew around her. Teacup’s head followed the cars down the street. Her eyes 

opened wide and her tongue stuck out.  

       A Dunkin’ Donuts sat all by itself. Heather and Teacup entered the store. “No dogs 

allowed! Can’t you read the sign?” The shop keeper yelled.  

       “I just want a coffee.” Heather whined. “It’s not like I am in the back where the food 

is kept.”  

       “No, get out right now.” His finger pointed to the door.  

       “Fine, bye;” She waltzed out. Teacup looked up.  

*                         *                        * 

 

       Charlie Boyette wasn’t listening to his friends anymore. They sat just outside his 

trailer.  There, in front of the only coffee shop in town, stood the most unusual girl. She 

was in a red, sparkly peter pan type dress and red matching ballet slippers. Her hair stuck 

up in places and he could see her dark, piercing eyes all the way from across the street.  

       “Are you listening, Charlie?” Jeremy stamped his foot.  

       “I’ll catch up with you guys later.” He got on his bike and rode towards the girl. 



 

 

       “Charlie?” Kyle shouted. It was no use.  

 

*                         *                        * 

 

       “That dog has to be on a leash.” A shop lady said. “If the Sheriff shows up he will 

give you a ticket.”  

       “To where?” Heather asked; excited. She clapped her hands and Teacup barked. 

“What show?” 

       “You will have to pay him money.” She exclaimed, backing away slowly. “It’s not for 

a show. Geez, where’d you come from child?” 

       “Nah, I don’t want the ticket then.” Heather decided; scratching her head. “Who 

would want to pay the Sheriff? What kind of town is this?” She passed the strange  

woman and peered inside a little sub shop. It wasn’t opened yet. “I would really like 

something to eat though.” 

       “You ain’t from around here are ya?” A tall boy sat on a bike. He wore ripped faded 

jeans and a dirty tank top. His arms were strong and muscular.  

       “Hi, I’m Heather and this is Teacup.” She offered her hand to him but he just stared, 

motionless. 

       “Teacup?” The boy raised his eyebrows at her. His eyes were green and he had small 

freckles on his nose. He had a buzz cut and dirt on his hands. (She only noticed the dirt 

because he handed her a slightly melted candy bar.)  

       “Yeah, that’s what I named her. What’s your name?” Her fingers grazed his palm, 

taking the candy bar. Suddenly she wasn’t hungry anymore. 

       “Charlie Boyette.” He answered. “Where do you live?” Almost frozen, she pointed to 

the trailer park.             

       “I live two parks down.” He said. When he smiled, she had to smile too. Why? What 

was wrong with her stomach? Was it the candy bar or him? 

       “Cool, you’ll have to come meet my friends. They’re still asleep at home.” Heather 

told him. She swallowed. Why did he look at her like that? 

       “At home?”  



 

 

       “Yeah we just moved here late last night.”  

       “Oh,” Charlie turned his head, “Which trailer is yours?”  

       “The one with the broken window,”  

       “That’s been empty for twenty years!” She liked when he got excited. 

       “Yeah, it belongs to Mr. Sag-I mean Mr. Pritchard.”  

       “I know, the carnie freak.” 

       “I’m a carnie freak too.” Heather crossed her arms. “I was raised there.”  

       “What’s your act?”  

       “Huh?”  

       “Do you sell hotdogs or sumthin?” 

       “No, I didn’t really do anything except take care of Willy.”  

       “Willy?”  

       “Yeah, he’s an elephant. I used to ride him in the elephant show. This is what I used 

to wear.” She looked down at her red sequined dress and ballet shoes. She was filthy and 

her dress was ripped.  

       “I see,” Charlie scratched his chin. “How old are you?”  

       “Thirteen.”  

       “I’m fourteen.”  

       “Do you go to a school around here?”  

       “Yeah, that one right there,” He pointed at a small cement building surrounded by 

chain link fencing. “I guess I’ll see you around.”  

       Heather watched Charlie ride away. He climbed a small hill and raced down it with 

his hands up in the air. It was funny how she couldn’t take her eyes away from him until 

he was little more than a tiny speck in the distance. Teacup? She’d forgotten all about her. 

She twirled around to see the dog in the grass lying on her back. 

       Open signs flickered on. Heather went over to a clothing store.  

       “Hi there,” She smiled. A fat, white haired woman looked up from behind a counter. 

       “No dogs allowed in here honey.” 

       “But there is no food here.” Heather said.  

       “Don’t matter. We have a sign up.” The woman pointed. Heather read it slowly.  



 

 

       “Well, where do I leave my dog then?”  

       “At home; where it belongs.”  

       “She; where she belongs.” Heather walked out of yet another store. Defeated, she 

trudged back over the rail road tracks.  

       Back home, Miguel and Mr. Pritchard sat at the café table. Roaches and ants walked 

all over the kitchen counter.  

       “No dogs allowed anywhere.” Heather complained. “I don’t get it.”  

       “That dog can’t go everywhere with you anymore.” Mr. Pritchard told her. “Teacup  

has to stay in the backyard now when we leave the house. She has to stay on a chain.” 

       “No!” Heather argued. “She comes with me. This town will just have to chill out is 

all.” 

       “Can’t bring her to school.”  

       “Sure I can.” Heather crossed her arms.  

       “Can’t bring who to school?” Shiesha dragged her body down the hallway.  

       “Teacup.” Miguel answered. 

       “There are bugs crawling in the sink.” Shiesha announced. “This place is gross.”  

       “I met a really cute boy this morning. He was riding his bike somewhere. I told him 

he could stop by and meet the rest of you.” Heather said. Her eyes danced and she 

couldn’t control her smile. “He gave me this candy bar.” 

       “Gross,” Miguel made a face. “It looks like melted poop in a wrapper.” Heather 

shoved Miguel as hard as she could.  

       “I don’t think you should be inviting folks here.” Mr. Pritchard warned. “You start 

school next week. I just have to wait for your parents to transfer your papers to the 

school.” 

       “You’ve got my papers right Mr. Pritchard?” Heather asked. He stared at her.  

       “Yes,” He cleared his throat. “Of course I do.” 

        

 

Chapter Eight  

 



 

 

       Miguel and Mr. Pritchard went to the hardware store and Teacup was locked up in the 

house while Shiesha and Heather went shopping for clothes.  

       They received some pretty unfriendly stares and few said hi. Shiesha still wasn’t 

speaking to Heather. The fat lady at the clothing store did not call either of them honey 

when they walked in and she asked Shiesha if she had money.  

 

*                         *                        *  

 

Charlie Boyette stopped by the funny yellow haired girl’s trailer and saw a Mexican 

sitting on the front steps. An old man in funny pants that hung above his ankles stood on 

a step stool. He was trying to repair the broken window.  His father warned him about 

them; said the Mexican was an illegal and that there was even a colored girl… Stay away. 

His dad hadn’t seen the girl with the yellow hair though.  

       “Would you like some help Mister?” Charlie called. “You the carnies?”  

       Mr. Pritchard turned around and stared down at the boy. “We are the carnies.”  

       “I met your daughter this morning.” Charlie told him.  

       “She isn’t my daughter.” Mr. Pritchard admitted. Though he wasn’t sure exactly why 

he didn’t just let people think she was. Maybe it was the fact that he didn’t deserve to be 

a father.  

       “Well, are you her guardian?”  

       “I am.”   

       “Would it be alright if I took her to a movie tonight?”  

       “Come help me with some repairs and we will see.” Mr. Pritchard bargained.  

       Charlie Boyette tossed his bike to the ground. Teacup crawled out from under the 

trailer and jumped up on him with her muddy paws. Prints stuck to his shirt. “Now, I 

gotta go to school with doggy prints on me.” 

       Miguel glanced up, “Good,” he muttered under his breath. 

 

*                          *                       *  

        



 

 

       Heather and Shiesha left the little clothing store with only a small bag.  

       “She was rude.” Heather said.  

       “Yeah, I don’t think she liked me for some reason.” Shiesha broke the silence 

between them. It was hard to hate her best friend. Too much work. Hating Heather wasn’t 

going to help her get her father back. 

       “I don’t think she did either.” Heather admitted. “What was that about whether you 

had money or not?” 

       “I’m not sure.” Shiesha said. “This place is not what I thought at all.” 

       “Me either.” Heather whispered.  

       A big yellow school bus pulled in front of three white boys. They entered the bus and 

immediately poked their heads out the windows. Their eyes never left Shiesha’s face until 

they disappeared over the small hill. One of the boys was Charlie Boyette. His father had 

been right. What was he supposed to do now? 

       Back home, a bike lay in the dirt in front of their trailer. The window was fixed, a 

skirting was up around the bottom of the trailer and they had a new door handle. Inside 

Mr. Pritchard was setting roach and mice traps. He had towels and pillows and blankets 

and toiletries.  

       “Your friend Charlie stopped by.” Mr. Pritchard told them. “He helped me fix up 

everything outside before he went to school this morning and is going to come by this 

weekend to help fix the floor boards. That’s his bike outside.”  

       “That’s cool.” Heather smiled. She sat next to Miguel.  

       “He’s coming over after school to take you to the movies.” Miguel announced. “That 

boy came over and asked Saggy instead of you; Weird huh?” 

       “Mr. Pritchard.”  

       “Yes, sorry, he asked Mr. Pritchard.” Miguel rolled his eyes.  

       “Why didn’t he just ask me himself?” Heather questioned.  

       “Because that’s not how it’s done in the south.” Mr. Pritchard informed her. “He’s a 

nice boy but be careful.”  

       “He’s not all that nice.” Miguel complained. “I don’t like him.” 

       “Who do you like?” Heather retorted. 



 

 

       “People in town are not very friendly.” Shiesha said.  

       “I doubt they will be.” Mr. Pritchard guessed. “Heather, go wash that dog.”  

       Heather peeked out the window and decided the old white man, Mr. Crestman, in his 

lawn chair watching her trailer and mumbling inaudible comments, was really Ursula the 

Sea Witch.  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter Nine  

 

       Charlie Boyette sat in the back off the yellow school bus with his two best friends. “A 

Mexican huh?” Kyle repeated. “What else they got in that trailer?” 

       “Shut up.” Charlie shoved him. Sometimes he really hated his friends. They couldn’t 

take a hint. He could smash a frying pan up side their heads and they’d still be oblivious. 

       “That’s probably where the Negro lives.” Jeremy decided.  

       “Shut up.” Charlie retorted. “They’re from the carnival.”  

       “Freaks, that’s what they are. They don’t know nuthin’.” Kyle announced.  

       “Are you really goin’ back?” Jeremy asked. Charlie nodded.  

       “Man, you got some nerve. Old man Crestman lives over there and he’ll tell your 

pappy.”  

       Charlie jumped up and ran ahead of his two friends. He knew it was wrong but they 

didn’t see the weird girl with that yellowish blond hair. She had such dark eyes that didn’t 

seem to fit her face at all. Her tan was weird too. It was like she spent her whole life 

outdoors or something. She was so dark.  

       He caught his breath as he past Mr. Crestman’s trailer. Charlie Boyette tripped over 

his own bike. He looked up at the carnie’s place. Why was he so nervous? 

       The Mexican sat outside on the steps with the pit bull. He held a game boy and 

banged it on the step. “Friggin’ batteries,” Miguel complained.  

       “Hey,” Charlie waved. “Heather home?”  

       “Yeah, she’s in the house.” Miguel jumped up and opened the door. “Heather!” He 

called. “Your friend is here.” 

       Heather looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. Shiesha stood next to her and made 

up her friend’s face. She used glitter and the sparkly lipstick the ringleader gave her. “I’m 

so glad you found this lipstick!” Heather giggled.  

       “Now, we just need to put some mascara on you,” Shiesha leaned over and applied 

thick blue mascara.  

       Heather’s cheeks sparkled, so did her lips and eyes. She put pearls on the end of 

bobby pins and tied her long hair in a braid. Shiesha put it in a bun and poked the beaded 



 

 

bobby pins into Heather’s bun.  

       “You look beautiful!” She squealed. “I wish I could come.”  

       “What about my clothes?” Heather tugged on her bright yellow skirt. Shiesha 

unbuttoned two buttons so a little cleavage peeked over Heather’s short sleeve top.  

       “Perfect, now all you need is shoes.” Shiesha bent down and picked up a pair of white 

ballet slippers.  

       “Here goes nothing,” Heather took a deep breath. “My very first date!” She squealed, 

opening the front door. She smiled at Charlie. He stood next to his bike a few feet away. 

       Charlie’s eyes widened. “What-”  

       “Hi,” Heather grinned. He’d never seen so many sparkles in his life. “What do you 

think? Am I dressy enough for the show?” She danced around in the orange dirt outside. 

Miguel looked up and smiled.  

       “You look like a million bucks!” He admitted, twirling her round by his finger. 

“Found the red lipstick the ringleader gave ya?”  

       “Yeah, Shiesha did. I wish I had worn it at my last show with the red dress it 

would’ve looked great.”  

       “Uh,” Charlie cleared his throat. Maybe he should’ve listened to his father… 

       Heather and Miguel turned their attention to him. Four big eyes blinked. Charlie got 

on his bike. “Come on girl.” He motioned for her to sit on the handle bars.  

       “I can’t, I have to walk so Teacup can keep up.” Heather told him. “She hurt her paw 

and has a little limp.”  

       “Oh no, she can’t come.” Charlie frowned.  

       Heather looked over at her dog. Teacup’s head tilted to one side and her ears went 

down.  

       “Well, we going or what?” Charlie tapped his foot on the ground.  

       “Teacup, come here.” Miguel took the dog by her collar. She tugged against him as  

Heather rode away on the handle bars of the strange white kid in ripped jeans.  

       “So, you didn’t tell me if I was dressed up enough. I know shows can be a bit 

glamorous and so I wanted to make sure I fit in.”  

       “At a movie theater?” Charlie inquired. “Most people just wear jeans and a t-shirt.” 



 

 

       “Oh, so I am over dressed huh?”  

       “It’s alright.”  

       “Are you embarrassed to be seen with me?” Heather made zigzags with her legs.  

       “You’ll fall.”  

       “Naw, I do this all the time but in the air about ten feet above our heads. I flip and can 

do splits in mid air.”  

       “Well, don’t do that while I’m pedaling.” Charlie ordered. His eyes went to her legs. 

“It’s distractin’.”  

       “What’s school like? I’ve never gone.” Heather kept zigzagging her legs.  

       “Never?” He struggled to keep his eyes on the road. They went from Heather’s legs to 

the road, legs, road. “Never?” He took a deep breath and pedaled faster. Was he repeating 

himself? 

       “Nope, just been home schooled. The Carnival travels every few weeks to a new 

location.”  

       “I reckon you’ll be in for a few shocks.” Charlie admitted.   

       “Like what?”  

       “I ain’t gonna be the one who tells ya.” He stopped abruptly and Heather grasped the 

handlebars tight.  

       “Where’s the show?” Heather looked around.  

       “Inside the theater,” Charlie rolled his eyes. “You ain’t never been to a movie 

before?”            

       “Only at our drive thru; we usually watch an old movie from the ‘60’s, dress up and 

do little dances and skits before and after.” She held onto his handle bars, faced him as he 

still sat on his bike and tap danced for him. She hummed a classic and her thick, full lips 

were inches from his. 

       “They don’t do that here.” Charlie said, leaning closer. She grinned, dropping to one 

knee. “What are you doing?” 

       “Oh, it is called a dramatic ending. Join me.” 

       “Naw, I ain’t a tap dancing kinda guy. That‘s for queers.” 

       “Figures,” Heather stood, “you haven‘t lived, have you? I mean experienced the 



 

 

wonders of life.” 

       How did you respond to something like that? “The movie is going to start, girl.” 

       “Hmm,” Heather frowned. “You don’t speak much, do you?” 

       It was a two screen theater that smelled like mold and stale popcorn. The hotdogs 

were overcooked and the nachos didn’t look right.     

       “How about some candy?” Charlie took a box of sour patch kids.  She peeked in 

every glass concession box. “It is all the same. I promise.” 

       Heather and Charlie sat in the back row. Even in the dark, her face sparkled. It 

seemed to glow even more in the dark. Other kids from his school giggled at the sight of 

Heather’s brightly colored face. His heart pounded but it wasn’t from the embarrassment 

he felt. It was her. …Her laugh, the way she could just walk around looking like a loony 

toon. Well, she was raised by a clown… 

       “What’s with all the sparkles?” Annie teased.  

       “I overdressed.” Heather smiled. “I see you didn’t.” Annie turned around.          

       “What a freak.” Annie whispered to her friend.  

       “Being a freak was never a bad thing. People just like her pay to see freaks all the 

time.” Heather told Charlie.  

       “Just watch the movie, girl.” He slouched in his seat. Please don’t make a scene. 

       “I should charge a cover.” Heather yelled across the theater. “Right? Freak shows cost 

money.” Charlie gently pressed his finger tips against hers. She turned to look at him. His 

fingers shook nervously but there was a smile on his face.  

       Annie and her friend peered over their movie chairs at the girl in sparkles. Who was 

she?  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 



 

 

 Chapter Ten  

 

        The true cruelty of Ursula the Sea Witch wasn’t completely understood until the day 

the trio started school. First new rule of Ursula: Teacup was not allowed on the bus; 

Heather had to take her back home and tie her up in the yard.  

       And the second rule: At the carnival there was no such thing as color issues. Sure 

there  were Black gangs, White gangs, Spanish, Haitian, Chinese… The color was not the 

issue-just territory and money. Never had they experienced a color territory problem. 

       Miguel climbed the yellow school bus stairs first. Twenty white faces glared at him. 

Shiesha grabbed his arm. He could feel her shake. The looks grew mean and so they took 

the first seat on the bus.  

       Heather tied up her dog and then ran across her yard. She climbed up the steps and 

spotted her two best friends. They could scoot over, right? Her heart pounded. Was 

someone looking at her? She glanced up at the bus. More like how many people were 

staring? Did she have something on her face?  

       One person stared most intently though and she turned in his direction. Charlie 

waved, motioning for her come to him. She passed right by Miguel and Shiesha and went 

to the back of the bus.  

       “Um,” Miguel began. It was no use. Heather had left them alone with the crazy white 

people and their evil glares.  

       “Hey,” Heather smiled. Charlie scooted over. When she sat, the seat was still warm. 

Jeremy and Kyle sat behind them with wide eyes. They couldn’t believe Charlie had the 

nerve to call her back to them. There was always ways to win him back though… 

       “You got some funny lookin’ hair.” Kyle said. He tugged on her long pony tail.  

       “You don’t have much hair at all, do you?” Heather twisted around in her seat. “I saw 

a man once with a haircut like you and he told me it was because of chemotherapy.”  Kyle 

sat there, stunned. Jeremy chuckled. 

       “Well, look who it is.” Annie slapped her seat.  

       Heather took a good look at Annie. She had thin blonde hair and light brown eyes. 

She wore jeans and a t-shirt. Heather glanced down at her green flowered skirt and 



 

 

sleeveless white shirt. She had on her dirty white ballet shoes too. She and Annie were 

complete opposites. Charlie dressed plainly too, so did his two rude guy friends. Did she 

stick out? 

       “Knock it off Annie.” Charlie ordered. Annie whispered into her friend’s ear. The two 

girls giggled and peered over at Shiesha and Miguel.  

       “She lives with them?” Annie whispered. “No way! She really is a freak.”  

       “I’m gonna go sit up front with my friends.” Heather decided, angry with herself for 

being so disloyal in the first place. What was she doing? She’d just met Charlie. Had he 

cast a spell on her or something? They say you can tell a person’s true heart by his 

friends, well, his were mean so what did that make him?  

       Charlie grabbed her arm. “No, I want you to sit here with me.”  

       “I don’t want to sit back here with those two.” Heather pointed at the seat behind her. 

She was too obvious and Kyle and Jeremy kicked the back of their seat. “They aren’t very 

nice.” 

       “But,” Charlie sighed. “They are just messing around, trying to get a rise out of you.” 

       “Hey, porch Monkey,” Someone shouted. Heather looked around. 

       “Where? I wanna see the monkey!” She stared blindly out the back door of the bus. 

Charlie frowned. This was never going to work. 

       The bus pulled up in front of the school and Charlie grabbed her by the arm. “Wait for 

me,” 

       “But,” Heather pointed at Shiesha and Miguel. “My friends,” 

       “I will take you to the administration building. That is where they are going too.” 

Charlie whispered, guiding her in the opposite direction. Outside, she stood in amongst 

Charlie’s crowd of Annie and her followers, Kyle and then Jeremy whose eyes bore 

straight through her, making her knees shake. He was scarier than the lion Mr. Carl 

bought last year. Why didn’t Jeremy like her? 

       Heather noticed a black boy walking by. Jeremy held an empty milk carton in his 

hand. A smile spread across his face and as the black boy passed by, he threw his trash at 

him.  

       Jeremy and Kyle laughed when milk splattered up the side of the boy’s pants. Charlie 



 

 

laughed. She grew hot and an unexplained warning flooded her. What exactly was her 

heart trying to tell her? 

       “That wasn’t funny.“ Heather said loudly. Annie swallowed and her friends grew 

silent.  “That was wrong, Jeremy. You should apologize.” 

       “I ain’t apologizin’ to that colored.” His arms crossed and he narrowed his eyes at the 

carnie freak. 

       “She’s weird but not worth getting suspended over.” Annie mumbled, stepping back. 

“C’mon, let it go, Jay.”  

       “No, I can’t.” Jeremy spat. Heather wished she had one of those sedation guns they 

used on the elephants. She wanted to watch Jeremy drop right there in the middle of the 

school then get caged up like the animal he was. 

       She glanced over at the boy who rubbed his pants with a rag. His books had fallen out 

and people just stepped over his things. Heather left Charlie standing in front of the 

school and ran to the boy’s side.  

       “What is that freak doing?” Kyle stood on his tiptoes to get a better look. Charlie’s 

face burned. He was in so much trouble now. 

       Heather started picking up the boy‘s books and pencils from off the ground. “Here, let 

me help you.” She smiled. She picked up the trash and tossed it in the litter can.  

       “T-thanks,” the boy mumbled. He wanted to introduce himself to the strange honky. 

She wasn’t like the others, he could tell but when he spotted Charlie he knew it was best 

if he just walked away.  

       Charlie grabbed Heather by the arm. “What’d you do that for?” His eyes were angry 

and his skin red. His grip tightened when she tried to jerk away. 

       “It was the right thing to do. Did you see where Shiesha and Miguel went? I want to 

find my friends.” He let go of her arm and his eyes softened. She looked scared and her 

fingers twitched. 

       “No.” Charlie rubbed the remaining glitter from off her cheek. “You’re a weird girl.” 

       “Maybe it’s you that’s weird.” Heather retorted. She brushed past Annie and her 

group of giggling gossips.  

       “Rude,“ Annie rolled her eyes and her friends laughed loudly.  



 

 

       Heather didn’t care. She pushed the last girl as hard as she could, making her stumble 

backwards. Charlie wasn’t nice after all. Miguel hit it right on the nail. He was always 

right. He could look at a person and just know what sort of person they were. She sure 

hoped they weren’t mad at her for abandoning them for the green eyed monster. 

       “Heather,” Charlie sighed. He wanted to go after her. Convince her that he wasn’t like 

his two best friends, but he didn’t follow this time. Instead, he caught up with Kyle and 

Jeremy. They were a few yards away, spit balling someone. His eyes lit up and he pulled a 

piece of paper out of his bag. 

 

*                         *                        * 

  

       Miguel and Shiesha stood outside the administration building of the junior high 

school. The school went from kindergarten to ninth grade. Young kids and older kids 

mingled together.  

       “Hey, you guys, wait for me!” Heather yelled. She ran down the walkway.  

       “No running allowed.” A faculty member said.  

       “Look who decided to show up.” Shiesha frowned.  

       “Sorry,” Heather whispered. “You were right, Miguel.” 

       “Of course I was,” He tugged on her shirt. She glanced up at him and he noticed she 

had tear stains on her cheeks. So Miguel wiped them away with his fingers. “Let’s get this 

over with so we can go home.” 

       They walked into the administration building together.  

       Classes seemed to drag on and on. The education was a little behind what they’d 

already learned and the teachers were opinionated and had a rule for everything. No 

talking, no calling out, no reading ahead, no leaving the class before the bell, no eating, 

no drinking, no anything. Just sit there like a big boring blob and listen till your ears fall 

off from boredom.  

       Lunch wasn’t any better. At least they were together. Heather noticed people stared at 

her less when Shiesha was around. Did they think Shi was beautiful? Or were those looks 

mean?  



 

 

 

*                         *                        * 

 

       Charlie sat next to Kyle and Jeremy but his attention was elsewhere. He watched 

Heather walk through the aisle towards the lunch line. She held a red plastic tray in her 

one hand like it were her purse, resting it on the side of her leg. “I’m getting a soda,” he 

said. 

 

*                         *                        * 

 

       Heather tapped her foot impatiently. Why was she always so hungry? Maybe it wasn’t 

hunger but a pit in the bottom of her stomach that seemed to never go away; ever since 

coming to Mobile, Alabama.  

       “Hi,” Charlie smiled from ear to ear. Last week, his smile would’ve caused 

excitement. That was last week. Today, he looked like the Cheshire Cat from Alice in 

Wonderland. She didn’t trust him, even if his eyes said something entirely different. 

       “Get lost.” Heather stepped forward. She placed her tray on the metal bars and slid it 

along, heading straight for the pizza. She was sick of bologna and tomato soup. Pizza was 

nice and greasy and sort of reminded her of the carnival. Maybe Mr. Pritchard had 

Talon’s phone number. If she called and spoke to James, he could fix things for her. As 

much as she hated to admit it, she missed him, even if he was mean most of the time. 

       “How’s school?” Charlie brushed his shoulder against hers. She stopped abruptly and 

narrowed her eyes at him. “You haven’t spoken to me in a while.” 

       “Obviously,” Heather snapped, “I am ignoring you.” 

       “Why?” Charlie snatched her red tray, holding it above his head. He was much taller 

than her and she was still inches too short, even stretched out on her tiptoes, to reach the 

tray. He grinned when she bumped herself against his chest. 

       “Give me my tray back, you punk.” She grabbed his arm, tugging, trying to force him.  

This made things even more fun to him somehow.  

       “Say, ‘hello Charlie’,” he ordered, backing up, knocking into a girl behind him. 



 

 

“Sorry,” he laughed, wincing when Heather pinched him in the side.  

       “Heather,” Miguel called. They both turned around. “He’s just messing with you. 

Don’t give him any ammunition. You can have my pizza. I am not hungry anyways.”  

       Charlie watched the carnie girl lock arms with the Mexican. His heart pounded. What 

was the matter with him? He glanced over at  his friends who stared intently, confused by 

his behavior. The girl was a liability. But, technically he wouldn’t be breaking any rules; 

not with her. 

       Miguel leaned his head against Heather’s. “Stay away from that boy, please.” She 

nodded, taking a seat next to Shiesha. But, out of the corner of her eye, she could still see 

Charlie leaning against the wall, with his green eyes set on her dark ones.  

       When lunch ended, Charlie follow Heather through the halls. She stood in front of her 

locker with her head down. He noticed she wasn’t dressing as extravagant as when she 

first moved to Mobile. She was in jean shorts and a purple tank top. She did still wear 

those ugly white ballet shoes though. He hated them with a passion. 

       “Hey there, carnie freak.” Charlie teased, pulling her hair. She smacked his hand, 

twirling around. 

       His eyes were so green and bright. Sometimes, she forgot why she was even mad at 

him. Miguel was good at reminding her though. “Do not touch me. And, I don‘t 

appreciate you putting me down.” 

       “Oh no, the carnie is getting hostile.”  

       “Not yet, I’m not.” Heather slammed her locker and stomped down the hall. Charlie 

leaned against the lockers and watched.  

       “You’re not still after that girl are you?” Jeremy whined, punching him in the 

shoulder. “What is it about her anyway?” 

       “I dunno,” he answered. Heather was barely visible in the distance now. “She’s 

weird.” 

       “Duh! That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you all week. People are starting to talk, 

Charlie.” 

       “If they are that bored with their own lives then let them talk. I got to go to class. See 

you on the bus.”  



 

 

       Jeremy crossed his arms and refused to look away as Charlie disappeared into his next 

class. It wasn’t that he was a generally bad seed; just territorial in may aspects. He wanted 

to protect his friend, keep him from the damaging affect Carnies had on people (whatever 

they were-his father had been so vague) and save his friend from social suicide. 

 

*                         *                        * 

 

       “I don’t like school.” Heather told Mr. Pritchard. “Can we home school again?”  

       “I am not qualified to teach you.” He admitted. Mr. Pritchard cooked them two cans 

of tomato soup. He got out a loaf of white bread and bologna. Heather cringed. She 

missed her corn and turkey legs and the awesome hamburgers and grilled chicken she 

used to have for dinner.  

       Little pebbles hit the back window of their mobile home. Shiesha looked up from her 

textbook and peered out. Charlie sat on his bike. He threw another pebble. “Hey, 

Heather,” he whispered. Shiesha rolled her eyes and slammed her textbook shut. That 

white boy was really getting on her nerves. He stalked her best friend all day at school 

and now he was threatening to vandalize their home. What in the world was his problem? 

       “Heather, that stupid boy is outside throwing rocks at the window.” Shiesha yelled  

down the hall. Miguel looked up from his game boy. His eyes narrowed and he pressed 

pause. Teacup jumped on the door and clawed at it. She barked.  

       “Want me to tell him to go home?” Miguel asked. Heather peeked out the kitchen 

window. Charlie held onto a little metal thing. He had something behind his back too. 

       “No, I will take care of it.” She answered, letting the curtain fall. She barged out the 

front door, hands on her hips, “Why are you trying to break my window?”  

       “I was trying to get your attention; not break the window.” Charlie said.  

       “Why didn’t you knock on the front door?”  

       “I was dumb I guess.”  

       “So what do you want?” 

       “You don’t talk to me anymore.”  

       “Yes, I know.”  



 

 

       “Heather-”  

       “I’m weird remember?”  

       “So what if I like weird?” Charlie glanced up into her eyes. Heather smiled and 

looked away. She needed to breathe. He was bad, how, she wasn’t sure exactly but every 

fiber in her being told her to stay away. Or was that just Miguel? Jeremy. Yes, he was 

friends with that creep.  

       “Your friends aren’t very nice to me or my friends.” Heather placed her hand on the 

doorknob. She really should go inside. Charlie was one of the villains too. Why else 

would she tremble so violently? Fear, nerves, lightheadedness; these were feelings 

attached to Charlie Boyette. The closer he was to her the stronger these side effects 

became.   

       “So, you’re going to ignore me because of them?” Charlie put his bike down. “C’mon 

over here. I have a surprise for you.”  

       “What?” 

       “Come here girl.” 

       “Stop referring to me as some random ‘girl’. It is annoying.” 

       “I mean it affectionately. Like a pet name. Didn’t you ever have a pet?” 

       “I am not your pet.” 

       “Come on, get over here.” 

       Heather obeyed. She let go of the door knob and made her way across the yard to the  

green eyed boy. Maybe he was different; not like them after all. She stood inches from 

him.  

       It was a harmonica he held in his hand. And behind his back, some flowers. They 

were from the psycho toy poodle lady that yelled at her every morning for having Teacup 

run freely in the park. She smiled. Were they for her? “Are you going to serenade me?” 

Heather asked.  

       Charlie rolled his eyes. “Nope.”  

       “What are you doing with that harmonica then?” 

       He put it up to his lips and blew, keeping his eyes set on Heather. She couldn’t take 

her eyes off of him. That is, until he made the most horrible noise ever! Charlie was never 



 

 

going to be a expert harmonica player for sure. 

       “Please stop!” Heather shrieked, covering her ears. “That is just awful.” 

       “I met a carnie freak,” toooo-ooot, “she dressed like a clown for our date,” 

       “Okay, very funny.” 

       “Wore a bunch of sparkles on her face…” 

       “If that’s your idea of romance-”   

       “Here, take these flowers. I spent a lot of money on them.”  

       “That’s only mildly insulting.”  

       “You know I am joking; I stole them from that mean lady with the fuzzy dog. Come 

closer.” He wrapped his arm around Heather and forced her against his chest. 

Surprisingly, she didn’t resist him.  

       “What’s happening?” She trembled.  

       “Something,” Charlie put his hand on her hip. She looked away. “Hey, I’m up here.” 

He grabbed her under the chin and pressed his lips against her cheek, then her nose and 

finally, he kissed her lips. …Definitely not one of the villains.  

       “Well, this has been fun.” He smirked, jerking away.   

       Heather froze. Was this just a game to him? She smacked him and ran up the trailer 

steps. “That was a big mistake.” She decided, ready to disappear inside. 

       “Knock it off, drama queen.” Charlie grabbed her by the hips and dragged her down 

the steps. She was cradled in his arms now and breathless.  

       “You,” is all she could say. “You.” 

             “Me,” Charlie whispered in her ear, “and you.” 


