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You Used To Be Alice 
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THE GIRL AT THE SUPERMARKET told me I used to be Alice.  

This was also the day that my coworker Mary the Bitch Slut Whore complained about how I kept parking in her parking spot, the one with her name on it.  I told her – I said – I just forgot, okay?  The letters of her name are painted real small and it’s not like they jump out at you or anything.  Mary told management that I was passive-aggressive.  She says stuff like that, about how so-and-so is passive-aggressive or whatever.  She thinks she’s real important because she has a degree from some college.  

Anyway, on that same day, a trashy stranger told me I used to be Alice.  

“You used to be Alice, didn’t you?” the trashy stranger said.  

“My name is not Alice.  Sorry,” I said.  I pushed my cart past her but she gripped it and stopped it from moving further.  

“They told me that you wouldn’t remember,” she said.  She wore the kind of shirt and sweatpants that you might find at the thrift store on Second Street.  Her hair was frizzy and bottle blonde with a half-inch of dark roots.  “We put you down below but you kept comin’ back.”  The woman thrust her hands forward as if she were pushing something.  “You said she wouldn’t let you in.”  

“Get out of my way, please,” I said.  My heart was pounding.  My breath came in short panicked bursts.  “You are not the first to mistake me for this Alice person.  I am not this Alice person.  I have lived in this town my whole life and I have never met you before.  If you ever say such weird things to me again, I will punch you in the fucking face.”  

She was the fifth person who had mistaken me for this Alice Person since I’d moved back to my hometown of Nine Mile.  I had never really liked my hometown but the big cities had proven worse.  At least here in Nine Mile I know where I am.  I know the people here.  I have grown up with them.  And if you do what you are supposed to do, behave how you are supposed to behave, say the right things and go to church every Sunday and smile and fix yourself up – than you can get away with a lot. 

But these people who think I’m Alice Person are beginning to bug me.  I saw one hanging outside my rental house, just standing there wearing filthy jeans and some kind of a rag of a halter top.  The scraggly old thing watched me as I stepped into my new car, my high heels just a-clicking, with my hair all fixed.  Then when I stopped at the gas station for coffee I saw one of them leaning against a pole, staring at me.  This one was male and he looked like a cartoon of a white-trash cracker, with a dirty John Deere hat and a filthy sleeveless T-shirt.  When I stopped for dinner with a colleague at one of the only nice restaurants in Nine Mile, I saw a man standing in a field across the way.  He had wild hair like mangled cotton and he wore these cut-off jeans with – get this – no shirt at all.  And he had all these tattoos on him, faded but down deep, like they were prison tattoos that he’d carved into his own skin with a shank.  He was standing there, all agape, probably high on that crystal stuff they like to smoke.  

I had no idea why these cracker-ass people were following me around.  

When I was at Nine Mile High School, there were these two trashy girls – I can’t even remember their names – that carved the initials of their boyfriends into the flesh of their own legs.  It was the saddest most pathetic thing I’d ever seen but that’s what you can expect from trash.  Sure enough those boyfriends were gone before the school year was out and those two girls ballooned up with babies that no one wanted.  

So as I was saying, I was being stared at by trash everywhere I went and what with them all calling me Alice – it was enough to really piss me off.  It didn’t help that there was a woman at my job – the Mary I mentioned earlier – who hated me for no reason.  She kept complaining to management about my bathroom breaks and how I fell asleep in the mandatory practices meeting and how I was mentally ill or something.  

She’s so proud of that stupid parking spot.  Some people are so lowdown that they have to pride themselves on the dumbest and most inconsequential things.  I’ll have you know that my office is exactly two square foot bigger than hers.  I know because I stayed late one night to measure it.  Which would you rather have?  A parking spot with your name or a bigger office?  

And further, I didn’t leave Nine Mile and educate myself so that I could come back to the same old people mooning after me, staring and mumbling to themselves all these weird words that aren’t even in the English language.  

I have a new boyfriend.  He isn’t exactly handsome and I kinda can’t stand him but he’s got family money and a good job at a bank and a big house in an expensive neighborhood.  He isn’t gonna stick around if I got these circus carnival freaks staring at me with their inbred googly-bug eyes.  

I actually found one of them in my yard not too long ago.  She was just standing there, smoking and staring at the front of my house all squinty-eyed and slack-jawed.  

“The hell are you doing here?” I said.  I tried not to raise my voice.  I didn’t want neighbors to hear me.  She sucked on her cigarette, blew out the smoke like she had all the time in the world.  

“You used to be Alice,” she said.  

“I have already told all of you that I’m not this Alice person you keep mistaking me for.”  I was getting really mad.  I told her my name.  “I am a professional woman and I don’t hang with trash.”  

“We buried you but you kept coming back,” the woman said.  “You been through so many already.”  

“So many whats?”  

The woman took a drag at her cigarette and squinted at me again.  “So many deaths.” 

I swear to you that’s what that stupid woman said.  I screamed at her to get off my lawn like she was a cur dog.  I asked my boyfriend about these characters hanging around and described them to him.  

“Sounds like they come from the Sideshow.”  

“What is the Sideshow?”  

“It’s a trailer park just outside of town down the highway a little.”  

“Are they carnies or circus freaks or something?”  

“They are carnies.  That’s what everyone says.  They camp out at the old trailer park until the state fair leaves or the police run them off.  Sometimes they run around nekkid and start fires.  And, you know, I guess they can’t afford good dental care or whatever so they look pretty scary.  There used to be stories about the things that went on there but those have about died out.” 

I wanted to appear sensitive so I mumbled something about how calling a trailer park The Sideshow wasn’t very nice.  I tapped my pen on my desk.  I felt an enormous irritation rising up within me.  I thought of that cracker-ass carny girl and how she said that weird stuff to me.  

Telling me I’d gotten used to dying.  

Now who in the hell gets used to a thing like that?  

I went home and found that the door to my rented house had been kicked in.  I ran inside to find that nothing had been damaged.  The door was creaking back and forth in the wind.  

The stupid bastards just kicked my door in to scare me or intimidate me.  

I called my boyfriend.  His name was Bill, I think.  It’s hard to remember after all that’s happened.  Anyway, I called him up and asked him to come over because I was scared.  He showed up a few minutes later.  He kinda fixed my door somehow so that it would hold.  

“You’ll have to go in and out the back for a while,” he said.  

I nodded.  His voice was high and squeaky for a man.  Also, he’d become pretty fat.  Like, when he bent over you could see his tummy roll.  I knew he had a thing for me though so I put on my best Me.  

There’s this thing I can do.  I don’t think I told you about it yet.  I can do it when I’m wearing my best Me.  If I concentrate and direct my energies at someone, they will think however I need them to think.  I have always had this power, for as long as I can remember.  Most people don’t believe me but I can see that you believe.  That’s why I’m telling you about this wonderful thing that happened to me.  

Anyway, I made Bill some coffee.  As I poured his cup, I decided that Bill was mostly disgusting.  How could a person walk around with all those fat rolls?  He clearly had no self-respect and I just can’t respect someone who lets themselves get into such a state unless they have lots of good old family money.  I spat into his coffee cup before I gave it to him.  I also put a cat hair in it.  His stupid fat ass didn’t even notice he was so busy watching my ass switch around.  

I sat down on my couch and fed him this story about a woman I worked with named Mary, how she was always pecking at me and passive aggressively criticizing me all the time and taking credit for my hard work.  I even cried a little.  Bill practically started flailing around he was so outraged.  He even got off the couch and started pacing.  

It’s a wonderful thing, watching a grown man make a damned fool of himself.  

After he left, I became
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