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What makes Alice, well...Alice?

From an early age, she was always “different.”  People noticed it: from her unusual eyes that changed when she felt intense emotions, to her brain and her peculiar habits.

Is a “serial killer” actually “born,” or is she “made?”

Here we find out more about the youthful Alice and why her early life experiences made her the woman who has intrigued us all.

“C’mon, you pussy, hit harder,” he encouraged her and then was surprised when she did.

The little girl in the pig tails threw a hard-right cross that he easily blocked, but when she threw a combination, he missed the leg coming up that connected solidly with his chest and made him fly back across the floor and off the mat, coming to rest up against the basement wall where they were practicing.  Her gloved hand flew to her open mouth in consternation, waiting for the berating that was sure to follow.

The big, buff man was gasping to get the air back into his lungs.  He looked up in surprise that a little girl, such as she, had managed to knock him on his ass.  As his breathing sacs managed to fill, and there had been some doubt for a moment, he grinned, not only showing her that she wasn’t in trouble but managing to convey his pride in the fact that she had bested him for a change.

“Where did THAT come from?” he gasped in undisguised pride at her achievement.

“I saw it on that last Bruce Lee movie we saw,” she said quietly, not sure if she wasn’t still in some sort of trouble.  She was waiting for the sneak attack.

He nodded as he began to breathe normally.  His chest hurt, and that more than anything would usually have pissed him off.  He sat there long enough to realize she was waiting, almost cowering, but not quite enough to irk him.  He was proud; he’d gotten that lesson across at least.  She had no reason to cower.  She was his daughter, and he had taught her well.  He didn’t acknowledge the Bruce Lee movie or what she had learned by observing it.  She was his daughter, and he took full credit for her accomplishments.  Slowly, he pulled himself off the concrete floor.  She’d kicked him back far enough to be off the mats that they practiced on.  The concrete of the floor was cold and hard against his tailbone, which also felt bruised from the fall.  He should be angry; he should be coming back at her in that anger, but he was so tickled that she had managed to down him he couldn’t manage his normal ire.  He smiled as he rose, a genuine smile that had her watch him suspiciously.

“Good job, blondie,” he said affectionately and saw her relax at the endearment.  He went after her when he saw her relax.

She hadn’t relaxed enough to lower her hands though, and the punches combined with karate moves came fast and furious as she sparred with him.  He was amazed at the power behind them, despite her size, but then, he had motivated her many times and gotten her to this degree.  She wasn’t a black belt yet, but she wasn’t far from it.  Who would expect a little girl such as this to throw a punch?  She wasn’t a boy, but she was the next best thing to one.  At least she obeyed, unlike her sister that was horribly spoiled by their useless mother.  Damn woman was always spending his money and taking the other one out to buy shit they didn’t need or want.  That thought angered him, and the little girl sported some bruises from the blocks she wasn’t able to counter quite as well as a grown man.

“Come on, you little pipsqueak,” he berated her, taking his thoughts out on the little girl.  “Where is the kung fu master that knocked me on my ass a few minutes ago?”

It angered her that no matter what she did, it was never enough.  It wasn’t good enough.  She wasn’t the boy her father wanted.  Nothing she did was good enough.  Her mother tried to explain, tried to be a buffer between him and the children.  She didn’t succeed much.  She had more success with Connie but not with this little girl.  He seemed to think he owned them; they came from his loins, so he was going to teach them what he wanted them to learn.  He hadn’t succeeded too well with Connie.  He thought she was dim-witted, but with this one, though she couldn’t take the place of the long sought for son, he thought there might be some hope.  She attempted to fight back, but he laughed at her efforts as he thwarted her moves and anticipated them.  She suddenly bent down, and in a move, that was unexpected and surprisingly strong, she wiped his feet out from under him in a sweeping kick that took out his knees.  He went down for the second time that morning.

This time he was angry.  He didn’t like being downed.  It had rarely happened, and this little girl had done it not just once, but twice, this morning.  The fury on his face was obvious.  The pride was gone.

“You little shit, what the hell are you doing?” he roared as he went to get up, and his legs temporarily failed him.  The little blonde stared in horror at what she had done, and she ran to get out of his reach before he could manage to get a hold of her.  “Come back here!  I’m not done with you!” he roared louder as he got up.  His older body though, was feeling the effects of their work out.  The falls had taken their toll, and his knees nearly buckled again at the effort.  He managed to get to the wall and hold himself up until he felt steady.  By then, the little girl was up the stairs, and he could hear that his wife had returned from her shopping trip.

“Working out with Daddy?” she greeted the sweaty little blonde girl who came running up the stairs affectionately.  She didn’t notice the terror on her daughter’s schooled features.

She nodded as she listened cautiously to see if her father had come up behind her.  A surprise attack was not likely with the buffer of her mother there.  His tactics, while sneaky and overbearing, were muted with the presence of an added adult who could observe his hidden cruelties.  Seeing her sister, she asked, “Did you get anything?”

“Mom found us these awesome dresses,” Connie enthused, holding up a bag.

She groaned inwardly, knowing it was probably some psychedelic nightmare from some sixties reject store that she would never wear.  Connie’s tastes were not her own, and their mother insisted on dressing them alike whenever possible.  It was only recently that she had been able to object or to resist her sister’s and mother’s combined efforts.

“You’ll look beautiful.  Now go shower and change out of your outfit before you try on the clothes I found for you,” her mother advised, looking at the outfit and wondering if those bruises she saw on her daughter’s arms were new.

She was in the shower when her father came up the stairs.  “Hello, my darling,” her mother greeted him as she leaned over for a kiss.  Despite his sweaty body, he was a fine figure of man, and he returned her kiss enthusiastically but did not touch her otherwise, as her silk blouse would not handle perspiration well.  “Did you two have fun?” she asked

“She’ll do,” he replied gruffly, looking at the groceries she was putting away.

“I got your favorite,” she pointed out the Schlitz beer that he enjoyed so much.

He smiled at her thoughtfulness.  “Thank you, baby.”  He gave her a pinch to her curvy ass as he went by, causing her to jump, and he gently cuffed his other daughter, who was standing there watching their byplay carefully.  “Help your mother,” he ordered her matter-of-factly.

She nodded and returned to putting away the groceries as she hid the other purchases with her body from his view.

He headed for the master bedroom, and he could hear the spare bathroom’s shower and realized his other daughter must be washing up.  He debated confronting her in there, knowing she would be at a disadvantage in her nudity, and it would make her decidedly uncomfortable.  However, glancing down the hallway towards the kitchen and his wife, he decided against it and continued to the master bedroom and a shower of his own.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“What’s for dinner?” he asked as he came out in a muscled t-shirt and army fatigue pants after his shower.  He smelled slightly of Old Spice aftershave.

“Meat and potatoes,” she answered as she always did.  He had taught her early on that he was a meat and potatoes kind of man and expected it for every dinner when he was home.  Dinner must be prompt too: at six p.m. daily.  Not fashionably early or late or it would make him grumpy.

He looked at her approvingly; she was dressed appropriately, as a woman should be, in a silk blouse, a mid-calved black skirt, and pumps.  It never occurred to him that women no longer dressed like this or that in cooking his dinner she could have dressed a little more down.  It was important to him that she look feminine and appealing.

“What is this?” Alice asked, appearing in the dress her mother and sister had purchased for her.

She was dressed in a multi colored nightmare of a dress and looking down at it in horror.

“My, don’t you look fine,” her mother exclaimed in delight.  “Doesn’t she look ready for Studio 54?” she asked her husband.

He looked at his daughter with a sardonic look.  He had never been to Studio 54, but they had all heard of it, of course.  His wife had been there, so he could only nod indulgently as he looked at the ridiculous outfit his “little” girl was wearing.

“And Constance has a matching one, and they will look so smart together,” she said proudly in delight.

Just then Connie came out wearing the identical outfit, and while they might have looked smart about five years ago, now they looked ridiculous, as fashion had changed, dramatically changed, from the sixties.

Alice looked down at how short the dress was, much less the loud colors.  This was so not “her” style, and if she had her way, she would wear jeans and a t-shirt.  Yet, “their” family didn’t dress or act like other families, so she must comply.  She must obey.  She was not allowed to rebel.  Mentally she wondered how much flack she would get wearing an outfit like this to school.  Connie could pull it off, and while her twin was much more effeminate than Alice, their demeanors and styles were different.

“Don’t you feel sophisticated in that, my dear?” her mother asked her, looking for the expected gratitude.

Alice glanced at her father, and seeing the warning note in his eyes, she nodded as expected.  “Thank you, Mother,” she said in a polite, controlled voice.

Later Alice sat ramrod straight next to Connie as they politely watched M*A*S*H with their father and mother.  Their father dissected the show religiously, telling them all how erroneous it was, even though it took place during the Korean War instead of his own experiences in Vietnam.  “They wouldn’t allow that on any real Army base,” he said time and time again in a familiar refrain, missing the point of the humor.

“Yes, dear,” their mother would answer reassuredly to placate him before the show would set off his temper.

The only other television show they were allowed to watch with their parents was Starsky and Hutch, and while their father drove a “sensible” car in the form of a Cadillac, their father admired their driving and “professionalism.”  Both Connie and Alice barely rolled their eyes, and they shared this “quality” time with their parents before being “allowed” to go to their room for the evening.

“What is this you got me?” Alice asked as soon as they were in their small bedroom alone.

“It wasn’t me.  It was Mom.  She loved it!” Connie told her, revealing that she too hated the dress.  “But this will make it worth it,” she said pulling out something else from the bags she had brought into the house and hidden from their father.

Alice’s eyes widened as she realized her sister had a pair of bell-bottomed jeans and another pair of simple Levi’s.  “Are those for me?” she asked surprised, holding out her hands almost reverently.

Connie smiled with a twinkle.  “It’s to make up for this.”  She gestured at the identical loudly colored dresses they were wearing.

Alice smiled her thanks, knowing the next day at school would be worth it if she could wear jeans like normal people instead of the nightmare dress her father and mother would expect to see from time to time.  She had enough taunts and odd looks from the “sophisticated” clothing that her mother insisted on them wearing, but when their father was out of town, and he was leaving early the next morning, they could get away with the more common clothing their peers wore.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Have a nice trip, Father.”  Both of the twins gave their father a kiss on the cheek as they wished him goodbye.

“You keep up your practicing,” he warned Alice, and she knew he would check and somehow know if she didn’t practice diligently.  “And you could use a little workout before you can’t fit in those expensive outfits your mother insists on buying for you,” he warned Connie.  She nodded with a wary smile.

“Take care, toots,” he said, giving his wife a caress along her curvy hip and a grope along the buttocks as he leered at her affectionately in front of the girls.  He knew she was his and appreciated every moment of it.

“You too,” she said respectfully with a special twinkle in her eyes only for him.

They watched as he left in the Cadillac and returned to their now cold breakfast.  Heaven forbid they didn’t send him off with the proper affection shown; there would have been hell to pay.

The girls got away with wearing jeans and a fashionable blouse to school that day and not the obnoxiously colored dresses their mother had purchased for them.  They looked “normal” for a change, instead of outstanding in the public school they attended.

Alice watched as one of the Carpenter brother’s pulled wings off the flies in reading class.  His brother, who had been held back and was an entire year older than the rest of them, watched from across the classroom almost enviously.  David was closer to the window and could catch the flies without the teacher catching him, as they were supposed to be reading a book.  Alice turned away before either of the brothers caught her watching them.  She knew that recess would be hell if they saw her giving them any undue notice.

“Alice, did you see the new boots that Nelly got?” Connie gushed as they ate their peanut butter and jelly sandwiches their mother had lovingly made for lunch.

Alice couldn’t have cared less about the fuzzy boots that Nelly was wearing.  She had, of course, seen them.  Who hadn’t?  They were bright purple and “cool,” and everyone had exclaimed over them.  Not Alice though.  She hadn’t cared as she read and studied, trying to figure out how to get ahead of the rest of her peers.

“Get your head out of a book, dork!” one of the kids taunted her.  Alice looked up, and her strange brown eyes turned yellow.  He backed off, feeling uncomfortable.

Alice’s due diligence paid off.  She was always the first done with her homework and at the top of her class, but she was constantly bored.  Her teachers didn’t know what to do with her.  Her mother’s suggestion that she be advanced to the next grade had been “met” with horrified disclaimers.  After all, she must maintain the status quo and stay with her peers and her intellectual age mates, they told Alice’s mother superiorly.  Of course, she didn’t understand.  They were the educators and knew better than this mere housewife.

Alice was reading well in advance of her age group and, as a result, was well informed for a child her age.  Her homeroom teacher didn’t like her and constantly put her down to “keep her in line” with the other students.  If she finished her paper first, and she was always the first done, the teacher would deliberately find fault with whatever it was and publically put her “in her place” to stop her acting above her “station.”  She would assign the “slower” students to Alice, including the Carpenter brothers, for her to help out and “teach.”  Alice didn’t mind helping those who wanted help, but the Carpenter brothers didn’t want it.  They used every opportunity to be cruel to those they felt were different than them.  Alice’s intelligence seemed to invite their abuse, and as they grew older and she developed, it also subjected her to their leers and unwanted touches and advances.  

“Why do you put yourself through that?” Connie asked as she watched Alice work out in the basement after school.

“You should try it.  You get quite a work out this way,” Alice told her as the sweat dripped from her forehead.

“I might break a nail,” Connie told her importantly.

Since her nails were bitten to the quick, Alice rolled her eyes at her sister and aimed another punch at the punching bag she was beating up.  The sweat was rolling down her forehead.

“Girls, are you there?  Girls?” their mother called from the top of the stairs.

“Yes, Mother,” they answered together in the same tone.  They looked at each other, and while not identical twins, rather fraternal, the look of surprise in each other’s eyes had them chuckling.

“Jinx,” Connie said before Alice could and then gleefully, “Now you have to stay quiet until I say your name, or you are my slave for an hour!”

Alice’s surprise turned to a glare at her sister’s good-natured game.  Her eyes promised retribution later.

“Girls, this is Mr. Henderson.  He is a friend of your fathers,” Maureen Weaver introduced the tall dark man standing in their kitchen.  “Your father asked that he stop by and help you train,” she told Alice with a smile.

Alice looked at the man warily.  If her father sent him to “train” her, it meant he wanted her to learn something he didn’t know how to train her or for some other dark reason.  Her fears were confirmed as the man looked Alice up and down and licked his lips appreciatively.

“You got a fine set of...” the man started to say to Maureen and looked into her cleavage before continuing, “daughters here, Mrs. Weaver.”  He managed to sound respectful, but his glance said differently.

Connie batted her eyelashes at him in practice.  “How do you do, Mr. Henderson?” she said respectfully.

He nodded at the pretty little girl, but his eyes, after leaving Maureen’s ample cleavage, turned to the sweaty young girl beside her sister and appraised her.  Alice nodded respectfully and stood ramrod straight.  “Sir,” she said.

“Your father said it’s time to show you a few things we learned together,” he said and managed to hide the leer in his eyes, but Alice’s knowing eyes probed them.  She saw more than he intended.  Something about this girl, her cat like yellow eyes perhaps, made him a little uncomfortable.

Alice was not happy that afternoon or the many other afternoons that Bruce Henderson “trained” her.  He managed to insinuate his hands all over her body in many inappropriate ways and taunted her when she objected by saying, “Make me stop then, Tiger.”  Without adult supervision, Alice was an unwilling victim.  Her anger at the unfairness of the man and his “instruction” knew no bounds.  She did learn though, in her usual over-achieving manner.  He showed her how to use knives, swords, and sticks.  Painfully hitting her with the latter if she wasn’t paying attention, she learned to always keep her mind from wandering and be aware so his lecherous hands wouldn’t touch her inappropriately.  “Come on, let Uncle Bruce teach you something else,” he would insinuate while licking his lips and raising and lowering his eyebrows.

“So, what have you taught her?” Larry asked his friend with a punch to his arm that had to hurt, but neither of the old friends would admit it.

“She’s coming along, she’s coming along,” Bruce assured his friend in a jocular manner.  Larry had asked him to train his daughter as a friend, since his forte was not in fighting with weapons.  Having seen Alice though, he couldn’t help but begin to “train” her in ways that her father wouldn’t have found approval in.  He had hoped to soften her up towards him so his ultimate goal of seducing the young girl, which reminded him of the many girls he had had in ‘Nam, would be achieved.  Those sweet young things had been no match for his superior male size.  Alice avoided a lot of his more “personal” instruction with her strangely knowing eyes.

“Well, let’s see,” Larry instructed in a commanding voice.

Bruce set up targets and had Alice throwing carefully balanced knives and darts; he then showed Larry how well she did with a staff, engaging the young child in a quick display of fighting with them.  “Keep your balance, keep your balance!” he ordered.  He had put a balance beam in the basement and raised it periodically so that she had to learn to fight in a controlled area in a straight line.  She learned to keep her feet in the prescribed area without falling off the beam.

Connie had loved the balance beam since it aided in balance and her dancing and now used it almost constantly to her mother’s delight because she was “finally” getting the work out her father wanted.  Alice, while she learned the social graces of dancing and behaving like a lady, disdained her sister’s over weaning pride in everything effeminate.

“Let’s see how she is on the attack,” Larry suggested and moved towards Alice who, over-achieving as always, rapidly threw the knives, narrowly missing her “antagonist.”  He looked at her in surprise but still found fault.  “Well, in time you’ll learn.  After all, those Commies did too,” he said derogatorily.

“Well, maybe we should make it more interesting,” Bruce said, entering the spirit of the “competition” and lunging at Alice in a “playful” manner, ripping at her sweatshirt.

Alice knew he wasn’t playing.  She knew he was using it as an excuse to touch her again and in front of her father.  She worked to control her anger.  She felt humiliated as she rolled and picked up the staff, turning quickly and, from her position lower down, “accidentally” hitting Bruce in the unmentionables.  Her joy was short lived and had to be by necessity hidden as he bent over with a gasp and fell to the mats.

“Alice!” her father roared, seeing his friend unmanned.

Alice dropped the staff and ran for the protection of her mother upstairs as Larry went to help him as much as he was able, his own privates shriveling at the thought of what she had done.

Bruce had his own way of paybacks though, and Alice paid dearly for her show of spirit as he took advantage of her smaller stature and the nature of his friendship with her father to touch her inappropriately at every turn.  Her own father’s abuse in payback for her unsuitable behavior was almost nothing as both men ganged up on her under the guise of “training” her to be a better “woman,” not like those “pansy” women who needed a man to look out for them.  They included her mother and sister in their derogatory comments against women, all women.  They did it under the guise of “kidding,” but their comments made Alice despise them and their behavior.  She frequently sported bruises and bloody noses, as well as scratches and scrapes from their “instruction.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Maureen noticed more than the men or her children gave her credit.  Her heart bled for Alice when she saw a particularly painful bruise or saw the scratches or scrapes that she sported.  She tried to lavish her own brand of attention on the girl.  Connie responded to those types of hugs and affection but not Alice.  She began to notice a slight withdrawal of her bright and shining daughter, and her own cat-like eyes narrowed in contemplation.  When she realized that not only Larry, but Bruce, was “instructing” Alice, she began to watch closer.  She didn’t like what she saw.  When she mentioned it to Larry, she sported her own bruises for speaking out of turn.  She decided enough was enough, and it was time to take matters into her own hands.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Larry, darling, would you mind if I had a small greenhouse put up at the back of the house?” Maureen asked endearingly.  She had chosen a time he was in an agreeable mood, a moment after he had made “love” to her.  Taking her body almost savagely as he rejoined her for not “making” any more babies for “him.”  It was a familiar theme, and she had learned to ignore it.  They had determined it wasn’t “him” that was “at fault” but her inferior woman’s body that caused this deficiency in their marriage.  She suspected somewhere he might have a son or another offspring, which was how he “knew” she was at fault.  When a doctor had confirmed that the twins had been all she would ever have in her womb, she felt for many years like a failure, especially after he returned from Vietnam.

“What the hell do we need that for?” he asked predictably.

Maureen was prepared for him though, knowing he would ask.  She knew him well, quite well.  “It would save us some money if I grew our own herbs and vegetables.  Also, I know the people down the street added one, and it added to the value of their home.”  She knew the money issue would be his sole concern and played him accordingly.

Construction began two weeks later after they got three bids.  Maureen began to buy herbs and other flowers and plants to stock it with.  It was really a beautiful addition with its high, wood-beamed ceilings and large windows, not a typical “greenhouse” but also a warm sitting room in the Southern California sun.  The plants flourished in there.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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As she walked home from school, she watched as Connie chatted and laughed easily with the other children.  They tended to avoid Alice, but because she was her sister’s twin, she was often included “just because,” not because they wanted her there but because they wanted Connie.  Her quiet nature and her over-achieving in school tended to make some of the children uncomfortable.

Alice didn’t mind being “left out.”  In fact, many times she preferred it.  It left her time to study, learn, and go off into her own little world.  Occasionally, she tried to play with the others, but something or another would always come up and ruin a “normal” moment for the child.  It was never Alice’s fault, but children being children frequently wanted to blame others rather than take the responsibility themselves.  If it were bad, Alice was targeted as the scapegoat.

She watched as the Carpenter boys began taunting a puppy, and the girls up ahead started pleading, “Oh please, don’t do that, leave it alone!” 

“Oh yeah?  Watch this!” they said.  Instead of being chastised into behaving nicely towards the helpless animal, their cruelty increased.  Only the presence of an adult would stop these two.  Helpless animals in their paths were frequently subjected to such cruelty.  As they grew up and realized they could get away with their behaviors, their bullying increased.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“C’mon, come at me, really come at me,” Larry gestured to his daughter.  He failed to see that she had grown out of the young girl who was afraid of him and was instead a pre-teen, and with the instruction she had been subjected to, she more often than not could take him, despite his Army training.  She also secretly trained, reading everything she could at the public library on personal combat that she could lay her hands on.  She’d already read the few selections at the school library, causing the librarian there to wonder why a “girl” would want to read such things.  Switching to the public library had necessitated her having to get a library card.  Her mother believed her “research” projects excuse.  It also necessitated Connie getting one.  What was good for one twin, was good for the other.

“I’d like to open an account?” Alice asked at the bank but found out, without her parent’s signature, her money wouldn’t be her own.  Any and all birthday, Christmas, or any money she earned was actually in control of her parents and frequently found its way into her father’s pocket for “necessities.”  She never understood it.  Her father earned a good paycheck, but the girls didn’t have money of their own.  She began to hoard her money and hide it creatively.  She learned not to even trust her sister in how much she had saved.  Connie was an intelligent girl, but she had habits, expensive habits, and wouldn’t hesitate to use the “communal” money to buy clothes and accessories she wanted that she would “share” with Alice, even though Alice had no interest or desire in these things.

Alice learned not only from reading but from observations that money was power, and she wanted that power.  She knew she could get grants and scholarships when she was old enough to need them for college, but she was way ahead of the rest of her peers who thought of that.  She had years to plan for it.  She didn’t want to go to the state college or even one of the universities in her area; she wanted one of the best schools because she knew a degree from any of those schools would buy her a lot more influence than anything else.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Would you like to go get an ice cream at The Chocolate Factory?” Michael O’Hara asked Alice one day after school as she walked towards home.  He had jogged to catch up with her.

Alice looked up at the taller boy in surprise.  No one had ever asked her out.  Either they were intimidated by her smarts or by her unusual eyes or thought her too weird.  She had never noticed an interest in her by this or any other boy in their class.  She glanced around to see who had heard his question, to see if it was a trick, if someone had put him up to it.  When she saw no one she asked instead, “Why do you want me to go?” and hoped it didn’t sound rude.

He shrugged. “I’d like to get to know you better,” he said blushing.  It was hard enough to ask a girl out without her questioning it.  He shuffled his big feet awkwardly.

Alice glanced at Connie, who nodded subtly and pretended to be looking off down the street.  “Yes, I’d like to,” she answered.  She saw him turn to her with a big smile, showing off the tinsel on his teeth.  She examined his face quickly.  He was cute in an adolescent-looking way, despite the acne, despite the gawky look; he might actually turn out to be a good-looking guy when he grew up.  She knew he was already on the basketball team in the junior high, so maybe that gawkiness, and the big feet, would come in handy.

“Now?” he asked hopefully.  His hands were already sweaty, but he looked like an eager puppy in his anxiousness.

Alice glanced again at Connie for instruction and got another nod.  Connie would cover for her for the hour or so she would be delayed in getting home.  Alice nodded to Michael and said, “Sure.”  She glanced a final time at a beaming Connie who watched her go off with the boy towards the strip mall, delighted in her twin’s fortune.

Michael O’Hara was a “catch,” and Alice was surprised at the interest he showed in her.  The Chocolate Factory was the first of many “dates” they had together.  She was soon helping him with math and science, and he helped her learn to throw free throws and enjoyed jogging with her around the track field under the guise of a fellow “team mate.”  Her father was thrilled that she went out for track, feeling it would help “keep her in shape” and encouraged Connie to do the same.

Her first kiss was a surprise, and while it was pleasant, it lacked something that she could “feel” in her heart was for her.  She still liked Mike, but she realized that beyond being a friend, there wasn’t more, at least for her.  She wondered if there was something “wrong” with her.  Mike seemed to understand though, after a while when his attempts to kiss her weren’t really returned.  Maybe he sensed it in her too, though.  She didn’t know.  She didn’t have the guts to ask, and as their relationship turned into just a close friendship, she found herself not objecting when he began pursuing other girls and could objectively discuss them with her new “buddy.”  She didn’t find another boyfriend, but she found that she could make friends now if she wanted without Connie.  Maybe it had something to do with this newfound maturity she had discovered.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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In their freshmen year of high school, they came home to find their mother in tears.  Their father—big, blustering, and a bully—had been killed in a car accident.  This car accident brought on by a sudden heart attack.  They were alone.  Alice found herself strangely dispassionate about the whole situation.  As she watched her mother and sister grieve, she stood in the background lost in her own thoughts.  She watched Bruce Henderson console her mother.  She watched as he tried and failed to take her father’s place.  When Maureen put her foot down about his bullying ways and attempts to maintain the relationship he had had with Alice due to Larry’s insistence, she said, “No more.”  Alice was relieved.  It had only been in the last year that she had begun to show curves and develop breasts, and his unwarranted attentions had made her increasingly uncomfortable.

Maureen had been left with a hefty life insurance policy.  The Veterans Center arranged Larry’s funeral for her.  Another insurance policy paid off their home.  They were set, if she didn’t spend too frivolously.  Both girls received generous allowances, but they also got their “inheritances” that Larry had been unable to touch from their maternal grandparents.  Alice opened a savings account with her mother’s permission and signature.  She also arranged a “project” through the high school she would be attending the next year for an “investment” account and poured every extra dime she earned into it.  Alice read voraciously, and one of her teachers, sensing her intelligence well beyond the norm of her peers, had directed it into business books and investments, as well as the classical literature and any other book that came her way.  This meant she was well versed on what she was investing her monies into and could understand references to unique or oblique investment strategies and ideas.  Her teacher was amazed that a child of this age could comprehend what she was doing, and while she didn’t know that Alice had taken it one step further and was actually investing real monies instead of the figurative money that had been the initial project, she was amazed at how astute she was.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Without a father to supervise, both Alice and Connie had more freedom to date and socialize.  Connie started to flirt and date with older students and, when these no longer were a challenge, moved on to college men and would eventually craft her ways on older mature men, starting with her teachers and later, her college professors.  Alice, on the other hand, started to realize after Michael and then other’s that boys did nothing for her.  She began to see the girls in the shower after gym.  She didn’t look at them lustfully, merely interested in them at first.  Her unique eyes were drawn to the different bodies of the girls she saw naked.  At first, she compared herself to them and then realized she enjoyed seeing the differences in their bodies.  She tried hard not to stare, as she knew her eyes made many girls uncomfortable, as well as some of the guys.  Her glances began to take in the bodies of some of her teachers as she became aware of her preferences for women over men.  She liked the way a dress molded to the curve and structure of a woman’s body.  She liked it when she could smell their perfumes or that elusive scent that was so unique to each woman.  She would watch how they styled their hair, whether their nails were long or short, how they held themselves.  She began to pay more attention to how her mother held herself, held her up as a model of femininity, and structured herself accordingly.

Alice’s first kiss from a girl came after a dare at a party where the older high school students had invited some of the freshmen to “try them out.”  Alice didn’t mind the kiss or the well-meaning joking that occurred afterwards.  The kiss meant nothing, but she knew it didn’t make her uncomfortable like Michael’s and other guys she had tried.  It felt right.  It felt normal.  She knew herself well enough at that moment to realize that she might be gay.  She also knew well enough not to show it.  She would have been ostracized, and her brain and her odd demeanor already meant that she wasn’t included in the terribly cliquish high school crowds.  She kept her mouth shut, so she was occasionally included.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Everyone was changing, and Alice watched as the bullying continued with the Carpenter brothers and their group of friends.  Most of them were big oafs who weren’t too intelligent and tended to follow the leader.  The Carpenter brothers were definite leaders in this crowd of miscreants.  What had begun as teasing, occasionally pushing someone around, now terrorized not only other kids and pets but had begun disrupting classes.  Many were the times that the boys and their followers were sent to the principal’s offices.  In fact, they spent more time in them than out of them it seemed.

Alice hadn’t had problems with that crowd.  She was dealing with her own teenage angst and growing pains.  The boys and their followers were fine one-on-one and a few of them not so bad to deal with, but together the brothers were truly frightening.  As a gang, they were terrifying.  It was all over town to keep your pets in at night, or they “might” fall victim to this group.  Still, no one had any proof.

Having joined the track team, Alice jogged frequently with her friend Michael, a few of his friends, including his latest girlfriend, and some male hopefuls who, despite Alice’s cold demeanor, held eternal hope that the pretty blonde would notice them. 

It gave her an opportunity to get out of the house, stay out of it, as their mother mourned.  It also gave her an opportunity to check out the other girls she had become painfully aware of.  She tried to hide her attraction to women.  It wasn’t accepted.  At the same time, she didn’t completely care who knew.  If someone said something right out, she didn’t answer, but if a “friend” asked if she liked one of the girls, she might admit to it.  She saw a definite attraction to those with brains, and these weren’t always among the jocks.  In fact, they were rare, she noticed.  The other brains though, seemed to avoid Alice with her peculiar cat like eyes and her popularity with Michael’s group.  While she was with them, she never felt “popular.”  Instead, she was sure she felt like every other teenager who felt awkward, maybe a little shy, and definitely not attractive.

There was only one time she felt “attractive,” and that was when Connie convinced her to dress up and use makeup, just like she would have.  It had always been Connie who wanted to trick people into thinking they were the other twin.  They were enough alike in looks that only those really close to them could tell the difference since their mannerisms were so different.  Most of the time Alice didn’t bother with makeup or the designer clothes their mother insisted on.  She went along with Connie on a lark to a party and got a lot of attention.  It wasn’t until people started realizing that the twins were dressed alike, makeup and hair the same, that there were some uneasy moments.  Until then, Alice had been treated just like Connie: popular and chatty.  Although “Connie” had been quieter than normal, some of her “silly” replies weren’t so silly; they were rather “smart.”  These, among other clues, gave Alice away.  The fact that one of the guys trying feel her up and kiss her ended up on his ass on the floor after she socked him one for trying...well, it didn’t endear Alice to some of the more popular people at the party.

“I can’t believe you socked Josh Stuebens!” Connie exclaimed as they made their way home after the party.

“He was trying to cop a feel,” Alice told her with a laugh, remembering his astonishment that “little” Connie Weaver had bested him.

“Yes but he thought you were me!” Connie said indignantly.  She had tried to get him to notice her for a while now.

“Well, he might be flattered if you ‘apologized’ and offered up a feel,” Alice said dryly and then was horrified when her sister seriously considered the idea.  She shook her head at her over-eager sister.

As they were walking home, they saw the Carpenter brothers and their cronies and turned as one to avoid them.

“Hey, hey you, wait up,” they heard, but they kept going.  They didn’t run or rush, but they kept going determinedly.

“Do you think we lost them?” Connie asked after walking two blocks out of their way to avoid them.

“No,” Alice said.

“How do you know?” she asked.

Alice indicated with her head ahead of them and to the side.  There stood the two brothers and another of their buddies.  They were panting.  They must have run to get ahead of the sisters.  “Just walk past them,” Alice said through the side of her mouth to her sister.

“Are you kidding?  They don’t want to just ‘cop a feel,” Connie said frightened.

“Let me handle it then,” Alice told her as they approached the trio.

“Hey, you two look nice.  Did you dress up just for us?” one of them said with a laugh.  The other two sneered, trying to look cool.  They were dressed as though they were in the fifties in black leather jackets and jeans, white shirts under the jackets, their hair slicked back, and as Happy Days was a popular show, it was no stretch of the imagination to realize who they were imitating.

Alice ignored them and tried to walk past.  A hand shot out and tried to detain her as one of the Carpenter brothers stood in front of Connie.  Alice looked down at the hand holding her arm.  “Remove your hand, or I’ll break it,” she said conversationally.

The boys chuckled, and suddenly, the friend holding her arm screamed as Alice grabbed the wrist turned it neatly and using his body against himself, twisted.  They all heard the sickening snapping crunch.  He fell to the sidewalk, screaming and holding his hand at the wrist.  It flopped uselessly.

“What the hell did you do?” one of the Carpenter brothers breathed into Alice’s face.

“Back off, or you’ll get some of the same,” Alice warned him.

The other brother that was blocking Connie’s way went to grab her with an evil grin, but Alice’s arm shot out in front of them to protect her sister.  “Leave her alone,” she warned him as well.

“You think you can take us both on?” Danny asked ominously.

“I can try,” Alice warned him as she pulled Connie slightly back.  

“Who do you think you are, you stuck up bitch?” David asked.

Alice didn’t answer him, choosing silence over antagonizing him further.  She pulled Connie from around the two blocking the sidewalk, their friend blubbering at their feet.  Connie was watching wide-eyed at what her sister had done to the boy who was down.

“We’ll get you, you bitch, you’ll see!” Danny griped.

Alice whirled around and said, “Bring it, bring it now.”

“No, you’re ready now.  We’ll do it when you least expect it,” he promised, the sneer back on his face.

“Yeah, make sure both of you come though, because you’ll need it,” she made her own promises.  She preferred to get it over now, before they had time to regroup, were unsettled by their friend’s downing, and before they had time to think.

Danny made as though to lunge at her, but David held him back slightly.  “Not now, not now,” he murmured.  The scream of their friend had drawn a few people from their houses, and lights were illuminating on porches.

Alice knew they were afraid to be observed.  Most cowards were like that.  She also knew she was going to have to do something, something to teach them a lesson sooner than later.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Alice began to quietly “date” Brenda Wood.  Brenda wouldn’t have been her “first” choice in a lover, but she was the only one who didn’t care if anyone knew she was gay or not.  A jock, as well as a lesbian, she taught Alice to kiss, and they got into some heavy petting.  It didn’t, however, go any further than that.  The Carpenter boys ganged up on Brenda one afternoon and beat her up pretty bad, leaving a scar on her forehead that read “DYKE.”  Alice visited her “friend” faithfully, but Brenda didn’t want her anymore.  She wanted to be left alone, and Alice honored that.  She felt bad about it though.  It took a lot to keep her anger in check.

Alice was sitting on the bleachers after a long and angry run.  She was cooling down, walking off the strain of her run and letting the Southern California sun bronze her as it dried up the sweat on her young body.

“Hey, aren’t you supposed to be in the showers?” Mademoiselle Rassiere, the French teacher, asked her.

Alice looked up in surprise.  She had been dozing in the sun and not heard her approach, but then, there were kids running up and down the bleachers as they got their own workouts.  Shading the sun, she recognized her third period teacher and smiled.  “I probably should, but with daylight savings and the extra hour of sun, I’m enjoying it.”  Her hand took in the sun, still high in the sky.

“Gawd, it is paradise,” the teacher agreed.

Alice looked at her out of the corner of her eye.  She was as short as the kids she taught and not nearly as old as the other teachers.  This was her first year teaching.

“You’re on the track team, aren’t you?” she tried again to make conversation with the blonde student she had covertly observed this past school year.  She could see she had friends, and yet, there was something about her that kept her separate and alone from the others.

Alice would have to have been pretty obtuse not to notice Mademoiselle Rassiere.  She was an attractive brunette with a perm, and she wore lots of makeup.  Connie adored her, as well as half the students that took French, much less many of the others who didn’t.  She was perky, fresh, and pretty hip to the awkward teens.  Half of them had a crush on the pretty teacher.  Alice wasn’t one of them.  She was wary of her, for some reason.

“I’m having a few students over for a barbeque on Saturday.  I was wondering if you and Connie would like to come?” she asked.

Alice was surprised.  She had heard that the teacher frequently invited students, and she had wondered if that might be frowned on by the administration.  Mademoiselle Rassiere was, however, careful whom she did invite, and when the same four to six students were chosen, Alice wondered how honest their grades were.  She also wondered why she was invited...why now?  She did want her curiosity appeased, and she nodded and said, “Thank you, we’d like that.  I’ll mention it to Connie.”

The teacher nodded as she looked out over the track that circled the football field in the school’s attempt to save money and space in the increasingly expensive California real estate market.  “You were friends with Brenda, weren’t you?  Brenda Wood?” she asked.

“Yeah, we were.  Since her,” here Alice hesitated.  Most people thought she had some type of “accident,” but Alice knew the truth.  The Carpenter brothers and their followers had attacked her for being different, for being a lesbian.  “Accident, she’s been a little withdrawn.”

“Are you okay?”  The teacher turned her big brown eyes on Alice, looking at her speculatively, knowingly.

Alice nodded and looked down, missing the knowing look.  “I’m fine, but I worried about her,” she confided.  She was surprised when Mademoiselle Rassiere put her arm around her and gave her a little hug.  Not only was Alice still sweaty, but she never invited people to touch her.  She looked up at the woman.

“You’ll be okay.”  She squeezed.  “You have my home address?” she asked.

Alice nodded.  Everyone pretty much knew where everyone else lived in this town.

“Then I’ll see you and your sister on Saturday, say, for lunch.  We’ll all have a nice time,” the teacher assured her as she got up and headed away.  “I have a swimming pool, so don’t forget your suit!”

“Thanks,” Alice got out as she watched, puzzled at the teacher leaving.  She wondered what that was about, and was this a command performance?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“You got invited to Mademoiselle’s te-ta-te’s?” Connie asked incredulously.  

Alice had seriously thought about not inviting Connie and telling her about it, reconsidered even mentioning it, as she got excited at this “popularity” contest they had apparently entered.  She shrugged, as though it was no big deal.

“Oh gawd, what am I going to wear?” Connie fretted as she went to check their closets.  They still shared the same small room, and the two closets in the room were taken up with mostly Connie’s clothes.  She had gotten worse with high school, and Alice had downsized to accommodate her.

“I’m sure you look very nice,” Maureen told Alice as she watched her teenagers getting ready for the barbeque.  Connie was dressed in bell-bottoms and a blouse that should have been out of style but wasn’t with disco in full swing.  Alice was dressed in jeans too, but her understated look made her look even more attractive than her sister, if that was possible since they looked almost identical.  

Maureen was proud of her girls and how well they both were doing, not in the same ways.  She was ashamed of how much she had allowed Larry, and later Bruce, to “influence” Alice in the past years, but she had hoped by being a better mother, she had made up for so much.  She spent a lot of time in her small greenhouse in the back of the house, working on her flowers and herbs.  Connie enjoyed that but Alice not so much.  She hadn’t taught either of them some of what she had learned.  As she watched her daughters deal with teenage angst and growing pains, she could only hope to be there for them as they grew.  She knew the police had never suspected that Larry’s heart attack had been anything more than it was as she discretely hid the foxglove, which could make digitalis, a heart stimulant, which she grew from seed.  Later, with Bruce attempting to court the widow and exert his “authority” once again over Alice, she had managed to supply him with a favorite tea she prepared herself, and he left her alone, embarrassed over his infirmities.  She had told him he was no longer welcome once it became apparent he could never “perform” his husbandly duties.  She would start to look elsewhere when she was “ready” to date again, but that wouldn’t be for a while.

Alice was pleased with the kids she met at the barbeque.  It wasn’t as elitist as the rumors had led her to believe, but then, she didn’t realize Mademoiselle had been warned about singling out certain students for special favors and had invited other kids for this very reason.  She saw Sandy Warner who she thought was a potential lesbian but hadn’t come to grips with it yet.  She saw Eric Linden who was definitely gay but in denial.  She enjoyed talking to some of the kids, but while she ate the barbeque, she chose to sit on a lawn chair under one of the trees around the pool across from where everything was being cooked and people were congregating.  It was quiet, it was shady, and she could observe people, which she enjoyed more than talking to them.  Connie, of course, was in the thick of things, being as vivacious as she knew how at this age.

“Hello,” a voice made her aware that she wasn’t as alone as she had thought.

Alice turned to see another chair further under the shade and back so it was almost hidden from view, which was why she hadn’t seen the woman.  “Hi,” she said as she looked her over.  She was as short as Mademoiselle, not as heavily made up and not with the perm that was currently in style.  She looked relaxed in a halter top and matching white shorts.  She had a drink, obviously not the soda that the students were drinking, with the pink parasol in it.  She had on large sunglasses that hid half her heart shaped face with the hint of a dimple at the point on her chin.  She smiled to show she meant no harm, and it caused the sunglasses to tilt off her head at her high cheekbones.  She wore long earrings and had long red tipped fingers.

“Are you a student of Candace’s?” she asked in a smooth as silk voice.

Alice must have looked puzzled, and she smiled a little more toothily showing good white teeth.

“Mademoiselle Rassiere?” she clarified.

Alice nodded and swallowed the bite she had taken from her sandwich as she sat down.  “Are you a friend of hers?” she knew she sounded like a kid, but then, that was what adults expected.

“Yes, I teach over in Riverside, or rather, I’m a student-teacher, and Candie asked me to come,” she said, admiring the young girl and her good looks.  She had watched several of the students, but this one stood out and didn’t even realize it.  She had overheard her talking, not to the other kids, but to Candie’s husband about of all things investments in foreign markets.  She shook her head; this was the kid Candie had told her about: too smart for her age, and too much alone.  “I’m Juanita Costelllo.  I teach Spanish,” she said in a lightly accented voice.  She leaned forward, giving Alice a fine view down the halter top and showing off her inherent good tan becomingly against the white.

Alice shook her hand as she answered, “Alice, Alice Weaver, how do you do?”  She had learned the manners that her mother had tried to instill in both she and Connie, despite seeming not to.  It was just that she learned things a lot quicker than Connie and didn’t need the same types of repetition that her sibling did.

“Ah, Candace told me about you.  You seem to pick up on French pretty quick she said,” she scooted forward on her chair so she could keep eye contact with the young girl.

“My mother knew some, and I had her books before I started it here in junior high,” Alice confessed.  She wished she was wearing sun glasses that would hide her eyes so she could look at the woman more.  She was worth looking at.  Her dark black hair was thick and luxurious.  Alice could imagine digging her fingers in it, fistfuls, and she nearly choked on her thoughts as she ate her sandwich.

“When did you start reading your mother’s books?” she asked, glancing around at the other partygoers.

“Fourth grade,” Alice answered.  There hadn’t been anything else to read around the house that she hadn’t already read.  It was before she was allowed the public library.

They chatted for a while through the chips, fruit, and soda that Alice had brought to consume.  Juanita, or “Nita” as she insisted Alice call her, followed her back to the buffet spread out for everyone to help themselves.

“You should take as many languages as you can then,” she advised the brilliant young girl.

“I’m signed up for Spanish but didn’t want to take it this year because everyone in Southern California takes Spanish.  I want to go to Spain and learn European Spanish.”  She eyed the lovely young teacher and added, “No offense.”

“None taken,” she smirked.  “Not too many people realize there is a distinct difference.  Where else do you want to go?”

“Portugal,” Alice said promptly as she spooned in some Jell-O.

“Why Portugal?” she asked as she popped some watermelon in her own mouth.  The drip on her chin made Alice want to lick it off as she watched it enticingly roll down, but she held herself in check as she eyed the woman, wondering what she looked like without the sunglasses covering her face.

“Because I want to learn Portuguese too,” Alice answered matter-of-factly, as though it made perfect sense.

Juanita was amazed.  This girl, this child—she had to keep telling herself that she was a child—was amazingly well informed.  She knew what she wanted already and at this age.  “They have exchange student programs in high school,” she told her and wasn’t surprised when Alice nodded.

“I’m planning on being the first to apply,” she answered.

“They will want you to have more than one year to go,” Nita warned.

Alice nodded and frowned.  “Perhaps I could get a tutor,” she mused as she thought.

Nita halted herself, but barely, from volunteering.  Something about this girl, something about her brilliance, drew her, or so she told herself.

Alice found herself talking to Nita all afternoon long.  They swam together.  She finally saw Nita without her glasses, and while she wasn’t a beauty, she did have her appeal.  Her eyes were too far apart, and the high cheekbones emphasized it.  Her dark soft Latina eyes though, were dreamy.  They really had wonderful conversations that the other students joined in but were soon bored with, as their attention spans weren’t as long as an adults or Alice’s.

“Are you ready to go?” Connie finally asked early in the evening.  They were expected home by nightfall.  She had met Nita and nearly every other person at the party and enjoyed herself immensely.  She had even gotten invited to future barbeques.  She hadn’t been surprised to see her sister talking to an adult for most of the party, but she had found Nita to be interesting as well.  However, she was there to get to know the other kids, not the adults.

“What did you think of her?” Candie asked as she put an arm around her fellow teacher and friend.

“Amazing, that child is just amazing,” Juanita said in awe.

“Think she would be good for a foreign exchange program?” Candie asked.  It was not, however, why she had invited the child.  She saw the interest that Juanita had shown her, and she knew it was more than student/teacher.

“Yes, I’d like to see her travel.  She needs that polish, and it would help her immensely.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Alice enrolled herself in a fine “arts” program that summer where they taught, of all things, fencing.  It taught her balance, which she already had from the coaching her father had pounded into her brain, as well as Bruce.  She realized learning from others was an excellent rounding of her education, but the books she had absorbed, the techniques, the different styles of fighting had no outlet unless she joined in such activities.

“Wow, you say you’ve never fenced before?” her instructor Ron asked her after the third class.

Alice shook her head as she removed her mask and gloves.  “I’ve just read up on it, but until you actually experience it, it isn’t quite the same.”  She didn’t mention the staff combat she had sparred with Bruce.  That, to her, didn’t “count.”

“At least you aren’t watching the movies and think you are Errol Flynn,” he teased as he went to ruffle her hair as he would any other kid.  Something about Alice’s eyes though, stayed his hand.

“What is with that kid?” his business partner asked as they watched her move up through the ranks that summer.

“I don’t know.  She is good.  Maybe she is a natural,” he said in reply, but they kept an eye on her.  When she asked for extra classes, they gave them to her, if only to keep her skills in check.  She was good, she was very good, but no one could fault her because she worked very hard for it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Alice was also allowed to enroll in a student program for Spanish.  She was surprised to find that the teacher was the woman she met at Mademoiselle Rassiere’s party back in spring.

“Alice, it’s a pleasure to have you in the class,” the student teacher Juanita Costelllo told her.

“Thank you,” she said warmly, as she was allowed to watch the pretty Latina to her heart’s content as she watched her move in front of the class in the community center where classes were held.  Since her class in fencing was also at the community center, she had signed up for as many classes as they allowed.  She filled her summer vacation.

“Don’t you want to have the summer off?” Maureen had fretted.  She didn’t understand this unique daughter of hers.  She was smart; she was really smart.  From the bank book she had secretly found, she knew that Alice was managing her money better than she ever could.  She thought at first that the amounts were fake and the slow trickles of hundreds of dollars into the account a mistake.  Checking with the bank had proved to be an embarrassment since she had “allowed” the child the account and signed for it.  She didn’t know the amounts or the activity?  She had managed to smooth that over but vowed to keep a closer eye on Alice and her activities.

Maureen didn’t understand what drove Alice.  She at first thought it was a rebellion of sort, and then she realized that this brilliant child of hers was quite different from the rest of them.  She didn’t realize that Alice looked more like her mother than Connie, whose actions were exactly like Maureen’s.  Connie emulated her mother and her femininity, while Alice went her own way.  At first, Maureen blamed herself as she realized what had been disguised as a toughening program by Larry was actually a form of abuse.  She herself had read a book that Larry knew nothing about; it made her realize how much he actually manipulated them.  His constant barrage of control had made her a mouse in her own home.  Bruce had been the same way after Larry’s death, and she wouldn’t allow it again, ever.  She was an independent woman of the seventies and, heading into the eighties, was looking forward to that independence.  She hoped her children picked up on that.

“Mrs. Weaver, Alice has applied for a foreign exchange program.  She really is too young for such a program, as we only let juniors or seniors normally go on these trips,” the principal tried to explain to the blonde woman, who was dressed in the most outrageous outfit, sitting across from him at the school.  

Maureen smiled kindly.  Alice had explained about the program.  She had all her arguments ready and convinced Maureen to sign the paperwork.  She even had the paperwork ready for a passport, which Maureen took down to the courthouse and filed on behalf of her daughter.  “Alice mentioned that.  She also said you sometimes make exceptions to your rules.”

He smiled kindly at her, condescendingly.  She obviously didn’t understand.  “Alice is too young,” he began.

“Test her.  The only thing young about Alice is her age, and while the grammar school would not advance her, I thought we were more progressive up here at the high school level,” Maureen said cunningly.  She realized she was manipulating him, but Alice had explained the double standard they had for boys in school who were allowed the benefits of these programs but not the girls.  There was also the fact that Alice had manipulated Maureen into championing her cause.  Maureen was fully prepared to make sure Alice got this “opportunity” since the school wouldn’t give her it on her own merits.

The principal tried again, “She is only a sophomore, and surely you don’t want your little girl....”

Maureen interrupted, and by the time she was done with the principal, he wasn’t sure when the idea had become his own.  While Alice was admittedly young for her age, she would be allowed to put in her application and the subject of her age not discussed again.  She would either be accepted or rejected on her own merits.  

By the end of the summer Alice knew that the second half of her sophomore year would be spent in Portugal, and while she didn’t speak the language, she had learned enough Spanish that summer to get by.  Nita had assured her that her accent was good and that the language tapes she had borrowed from the library would help her further with Spanish, or now with Portuguese, as she attempted to separate the two.  They were similar; they were not the same.

“I’ll miss you,” the young woman told Alice as she gazed at her longingly.  It was the last day of “class” at the community center.  It was students like Alice that made her want to teach, or so she told herself.  This year she would have an actual class in the Riverside system and not have to travel so far for student teaching here in Orange County.

They were alone in the classroom as Alice had waited until everyone was gone, including some adults who had taken the course before approaching Nita and telling her of the student exchange she was accepted for.  Impulsively Alice reached out to hug the young teacher who had inspired her to do her best, not that she wouldn’t have anyway, but something about this woman inspired her, or so she told herself.  She pulled back and looked into the velvet like eyes and just as impulsively, leaned in to kiss her on her lips.  She had kissed Brenda.  She had felt her all over the outside of her clothes, but they had never gone all the way.  The kisses though, they were nothing like the one that Nita returned.  It was an adult kiss, a woman’s body that pulled her closer, and it was only as Nita realized what she was doing that she pulled back, shocked at herself and looked at her student in alarm.  Alice was a child, and while she had grown a lot this summer and was coming into her own, she was still a child.  Nita was an adult.  She was out of college.  She would be teaching junior high students this next year, and she couldn’t do something like this.

“Alice,” she breathed as she looked at her in shocked dismay.

“Nita,” Alice returned breathing just as hard.  The kiss was nothing like Brenda’s wet attempts at passion.  It had been smooth and silky and only made her want more.  She
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