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    Dedication
To all the children who never made it out of Wonderland alive.To the ones who wandered too far into the dark,who wore brave faces and bottled screams,who were called mad when they were just breaking.
This is for the lost, the locked away, the ones no one listened to.For every soul that spilled more truth in silence than the world ever dared in speech.You were real. You mattered.You still do.

      

    



  	
        
            
            A Message From Wonderland
He didn't see me first.
But I saw him—
the young child with silence in his pockets,
and names he didn't say out loud.
A whisper of a boy,
wandering alleyways barefoot,
dragging frost behind his shadow,
eyes like doorways that hadn't been knocked on in years
No hat. No grin. No clever disguise.
Just questions that bled through lullaby skies.
I watched him break in silence,
tracing ghosts on motherless faces—
an orphan, stitched from stories
that should never have been his to carry.
He didn't cry. Not where I could see.
But I knew the crack by the way he folded.
He dreamed in static and stitched in screams,
built castles in cracks and sang to his dreams.
So I waited.
Kept the tea warm.
Set the table.
Watched the clock unwind his name.
One day, the mirror would break.
And when it did—he'd find me.
And I'd give him the hat.
—Signed, The Hatter

      

    

Chapter I

The Fall 
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Down the Rabbit Hole
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I was nine when the rabbit died 
not a toy, but trust, torn open wide. 
Not a storybook fall, but a silent scream, 
where monsters wore flesh and stole my dream. 
––––––––
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At seven, the world split at the seam, 
Dad disappeared, like a fading dream. 
Mom remarried a brand-new life, 
two golden kids, the perfect wife. 
––––––––
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But I was not in her design, 
a blemish on her neat bloodline. 
My sister and I no longer belonged 
a whisper in a house that sang the wrong song. 
––––––––
[image: ]

She cast us out without a cry, 
threw me away and let me die 
not in body, but in name, 
a shadow left outside her frame. 
––––––––
[image: ]

By thirteen, I was roadside debris, 
like an old stray dog no one could see. 
Not lost but left. Not broke, just tossed 
a boy unloved, a child lost. 
––––––––
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Then came the hat then came him, 
a figure in the edges, mad and grim. 
The Hatter grinned through my despair; 
a madness masked with flair and glair. 
––––––––
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He whispered, “You’re not weak, just wild. 
You are the storm, the orphaned child. 
Don’t cry. don’t bleed. just laugh instead. 
The world can’t hurt what’s already dead.” 
––––––––
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So, I followed. Fell. Forgot my name. 
Became the myth behind the flame. 
Not victim. No. I played the part 
of jester king with a broken heart. 
Each teacup clinked like shattered glass, 
each toast to pain I let amass. 
The Hatter’s hat now rests on me 
a crown of scars they never see. 
––––––––
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But I remember every blow, 
each silent night, the winter snow, 
the way my mother turned her eyes 
and fed her sons with perfect lies. 
––––––––
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She made her choice. I lived the cost. 
And in that choice, I too was lost. 
But madness kept what love forgot, 
a twisted throne, a haunted plot. 
––––––––
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Shadow work is not escape 
it’s turning round to meet the shape 
of every self I tried to flee 
and stitching them back into me. 
––––––––
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So here I stand, no mask, no shame, 
no longer bound by someone’s name. 
I am the wound, the wrath, the flame 
I am the Hatter and the game. 
––––––––
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No more hiding. No more lies. 
No more boy in thin disguise. 
I claim the dark. I crown the pain. 
And wear it proud like acid rain. 
I am the mad. I am the man. 
And this is where it all began.
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Welcome to My Wonderland 
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Step through the door...don’t mind the floor, 
it shifts and shivers, wants much more. 
The walls may talk, the clocks may lie, 
and time forgets to say goodbye. 
––––––––
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This isn't fantasy wrapped in lace, 
its madness painted on my face. 
A circus spun from broken dreams, 
with laughter stitched through all the seams. 
––––––––
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The sky here bleeds in shades of gray, 
and teacups scream when tossed away. 
The Queen’s in tears, the Hare’s asleep, 
the rules are buried far too deep. 
––––––––
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Each path you take folds back again 
the end begins where you began. 
And every smile you dare to trust 
might turn to teeth and bite the dust. 
––––––––
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But don’t be scared...oh no, not yet, 
the darkest cards are in the deck. 
And though the caterpillar lied, 
you’ll find the truth once you’ve died. 
––––––––
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Died to shame, to fear, to doubt 
shed every mask and crawl back out. 
This wonderland was built from pain, 
from thunderstorm and acid rain. 
––––––––
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But I survived. I learned to dance 
with monsters in a dead romance. 
Now I’m the king, the ghost, the flame 
and madness answers to my name. 
––––––––
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So, if you're lost and can't be found, 
if dreams have all been burned to ground 
step through the smoke and take my hand: 
Welcome to my Wonderland.
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