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Synopsis

In the grunge-filled streets of  Seattle, Alice stumbles into a world beyond her wildest dreams when she meets the enigmatic Mad Hatter. What begins as a chance encounter soon becomes a journey through time and space, as Alice learns about the past, present, and future through the Mad Hatter's eyes.

As Alice delves deeper into the Mad Hatter's world, she discovers a tragic tale of love, loss, and redemption. She learns of the Hatter's tumultuous life, his struggles with mental illness, and his ultimate demise. But through it all, she sees glimpses of hope and resilience, and she becomes determined to help him find peace.

Together, Alice and the Mad Hatter embark on a quest to recreate a new world, one where their pasts no longer haunt them and where they can both find happiness. Along the way, they encounter a cast of quirky characters and face countless challenges, but their bond grows stronger with each obstacle they overcome.

As they journey towards their goal, Alice begins to realize her own strength and potential. She learns to let go of her innocence and embrace her power, ultimately becoming a force to be reckoned with. And in the end, it is Alice who saves the Mad Hatter, guiding him towards a new life and a brighter future.

The novel ends with Alice ascending to the throne, ruling over a world of her own creation, where she is free to be whoever she wants to be. It is a story of love, loss, and redemption, of finding oneself in the most unexpected of places, and of the power of friendship to heal even the deepest wounds. 

Alice travels through the looking glass and is able to view life from not only the highest places, with the clearest mind, and with the best of intentions.  She not only sees similarities on a universal level, she sees them from a personal one as well.  Will Alice have the strength to turn chaos into organization before time runs out?  Will she choose spiritual fulfillment or material wealth? Will she ultimately choose love over hate?
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Chapter One- Blacktop Covenant

[image: image]


THE END OF THE ROAD was always paved with good intentions. Only the smell of burning rubber and the stench of crude oil followed the hardworking highwaymen home after a hard day’s labor in Seattle. These men were part of the working class of the 1950s, commissioned after the Second World War to bring progress to the Pacific Northwest. They planned, poured, and patiently waited for the paint to dry and the limestone to set on the fresh asphalt that would become the foundation for their wildest dreams. Each mile of road laid down was a testament to their determination and perseverance- a symbol of the American spirit layered down and immortalized into the rugged terrain, through valleys, and across the hearts of millions.

Only their vision and bravery drove them forward despite the challenges they faced. The road was a lonely place, but not without representing even the essence of a world yet to come. As the sun set over the city, casting long shadows over the newly constructed highways, the highwaymen could only look ahead to tomorrow, knowing that their work would pave the way for a brighter future. The work continued around the clock.  Each man with his hardhat and work boots would leave their stench on the street and tirelessly drag themselves to bed just dying to get back to their work.

Gordon Magnuson was no different.  After a long day's toil, he would come home to his twelve year old son, Quincy.  Quincy had dimples in his cheeks and snot running down his nose on most occasions, but his indomitable spirit always had his father on his mind. Quincy would stay up late playing with toy cars on highways constructed of mud, just waiting for his father to come back. The street lights had faded and the last milkman was scampering out of the neighborhood when Gordon’s Ford pickup chugged into the driveway. 

Mr. Magnuson was the  head of the transportation department in Seattle, thanks to his formal engineering degree, which his father had paid for by building the railroads. Gordon knew it was only a matter of time before he could bring the future to his hometown.  When the war ended, Gordon was eager to prove his newfound abilities, and that is precisely when President Eisenhouwer extended an offer to build the most sophisticated highway system the world had ever seen.  Shortly after returning home from Germany, Gordon’s dream of becoming  Secretary of Transportation came alive.  

Gordon was a man of vision, with a deep love for his city and a keen understanding of the importance of modern infrastructure. He had seen the Autobahn in Germany, marveling at its efficiency and speed, and he was determined to bring a similar system to Seattle. The 1950s were a time of great change and progress in America, and Gordon was at the forefront of it all.

Under his leadership, Seattle's transportation department embarked on an ambitious plan to build a network of highways that would connect the city to the rest of the country. The highways would not only ease traffic congestion but also open up new opportunities for commerce and growth. The only thing his planning department could not do was save his back from the relentless duty of protecting and providing for the two thousand or so men he employed.  He sat back in satisfaction knowing the worst was already behind him.  

Most days, Quincy’s face was all that ran through his mind to get his motor running.  Quincy was a spunky child with a heart of gold, just like his mother’s.  He had been tested in the play yard, and was capable of maintaining his own and even helped his schoolmates along the way.  Many days, after Gordon grabbed a stale cup of coffee from the office breakroom, he would unbutton his top button and loosen his tie.  He would walk into his makeshift office and smile, all the while, Quincy’s insatiable curiosity getting on his last nerve.  

As Gordon stood overlooking the landing site of the new highway, he couldn't help but feel a sense of pride. This was more than just a road; it was a symbol of progress, a resurrection of the American spirit of ingenuity. And as the first stretch of asphalt was laid down, Gordon knew that he was leaving a legacy that could not be undone.  

Each day on the job solidified the unity of the Pacific Northwest, and brought Gordon even greater pleasure.  Soon, his waistline ballooned and he was smoking cigars faster than Fidel Castro’s mistresses.  

His wife, Judy, was a proud woman and a stay-at-home mother. She was one of the only women in her cul-de-sac to plant a victory garden, and her efforts had paid off. The tomatoes were plump and juicy, the carrots were crisp and sweet, and the potatoes were hearty and filling. Judy took great care of her garden, knowing that every vegetable she grew was a small victory over the hardships of war.

But despite her efforts, the chill of the war had entered Judy's soul, and no amount of tomato picking could warm it back up. As Judy tended to her garden, her mind wandered to the past, to a time when life was simpler and the future was full of promise. She remembered the day Gordon had left for war, how she had stood on the porch, waving goodbye as tears streamed down her face. She remembered the fear and uncertainty she had felt, wondering if she would ever see him again.

But Judy was a strong woman, and she refused to let fear and doubt consume her. She continued to tend to her garden, nurturing it with love and devotion, knowing that each vegetable she grew was a small act of defiance against the evils of the world.  She herself felt like a revolutionary most days.  Her neighbors gawked at her and mocked her behind her back.  Albeit, she could not compete with the fields of Kansas, but her small harvest brought her immense satisfaction and nourishment.  

When Gordon came home from the war, her chilly disposition did not fully dissolve.  She was thankful that her husband finally made it home, yet she held onto the new strength she had developed.  Seeing Quincy’s freckled face, Judy knew it was time to bloom.  And so the days went until Gordon signed his new contract with the President to build the highways of the future.

Judy was so proud of him, that she hung his contract in  the wallpapered hallway going to their bedroom.  She loved walking by it at night on their way to make love, and seeing it brought a smile to Gordon’s face.  
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At night, after a long day of overseeing the highway’s construction and discussing the immense responsibility of getting all the assets in place for Seattle's highway system, Gordon would sit with Judy. They would talk about the challenges and triumphs of the day, the weight of their responsibilities, and the unfurling of a new vision.  Their joy edging them onward.  

Gordon's friends were impatient, eager to get their hands on their new Chevrolets and hit the open road. They didn't understand the complexities of the task Gordon faced, the countless hours of planning and coordination required to build a modern highway system. But Gordon knew that rushing the process would only lead to mistakes and delays. He had to strike a balance between meeting the demands of his friends and ensuring that the highways were built to last.

To cope with the pressure and the frustration, Gordon turned to fishing. He became an avid angler, spending his weekends on the banks of the Puget Sound, casting his line into the water and waiting patiently for a bite. Fishing became his escape, a way to clear his mind and find peace in the midst of chaos.

Judy watched as Gordon's passion for fishing grew, and she understood the role it played in his life. She knew that he needed this time alone, away from the stresses of work and the demands of others. And so, she supported him, knowing that fishing was not just a hobby for Gordon, but a lifeline, a way for him to stay grounded and focused as he navigated the challenges of building Seattle's future.

––––––––
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Judy's faith was a cornerstone of her life, a guiding light that helped her navigate the challenges of war and the uncertainty of the future. She found solace in her prayers, comfort in her belief that everything happened for a reason, and strength in the knowledge that she was never alone.

Gordon's sacrifices were many, from leaving his family to fight overseas to dedicating long hours to his work. But through it all, he never wavered in his commitment to his family and his community. He knew that every sacrifice he made was a step towards building a better future for his son and the generations to come.

Jerusalem Baptist Church played a central role in their lives, a place where they found not only spiritual guidance but also a sense of community and belonging. The church was where they gathered with friends and neighbors, where they celebrated their triumphs and shared their burdens. It was a place of connection, a reminder that they were part of something greater than themselves.

And as they sat in the pews on Sunday mornings, listening to the preacher's words, they knew that they were not alone. They were surrounded by a community of people who cared for them, who were willing to lend a helping hand or offer a word of encouragement. It was this sense of community that made a lasting impact on their young son's life, shaping him into the person he would become.

One day, Gordon took Quincy with him to work. As they drove, Gordon explained how the highway systems were born from the same concept as the railroads - many, many people working together to create infrastructure that flowed like a man-made river. Gordon even went as far as describing how the asphalt was packed down. 

“Imagine it is like many many rocks being heated together and then a big man-bigger than Santa- comes tromping through, squashing it all into place permanently.” Quincy listened intently, his young mind full of wonder. 

Quincy admired his father greatly and wanted to be just like him. As they drove, Quincy's thoughts wandered to the future, a hundred years from their time on the lake. He dreamed of airplanes soaring through the sky, of space exploration, and even of sidewalks bustling with people.

In his daydreams, Quincy's thoughts turned to John Quincy Adams, the sixth president of the United States. He imagined himself walking the halls of power, making decisions that would shape the course of history.

But Quincy's dreams were not just of politics. He also thought of the simple pleasures of life - fireworks lighting up the sky, hotdogs at a baseball game, the reassuring presence of police officers keeping the peace. These were the moments that filled Quincy's childhood with love, light, and energy.

His father, knowing Quincy's potential, saw in Quincy a future leader, someone who could make a difference in the world. As they drove home that day, Quincy's mind buzzed with possibilities, his heart full of dreams. He was only twelve years old, but already he could see the path laid out before him. He fell asleep dreaming of supercomputers, spaceships, and a world where everything was the way it was supposed to be.  

At school the next day, Quincy and his friends raced around the schoolyard, their imaginations turned mounds of  dirt into a bustling highway, complete with twists, turns, and obstacles. Their uniforms, once neat and tidy, quickly became smeared with mud as they dove into their game with enthusiasm. Quincy was capable of completely dominating, yet chose to choose humble leadership to allow for more voices and choices to guide their cohort in the future.  Their game turned into a spectacle for a parade of viewership from the inquisitive teachers and the entire school.  Everyone wanted to know just what was going on with the highway project and Quincy was keen to let them know in real time.  

Everyday Quincy, wearing his father's old leather jacket and a makeshift bandana, led the charge. He pointed out where the "roads" would go, where the men were designing circuits, circles, and onramps, directing his friends to create loops and curves in the dirt. They used sticks and rocks to outline the edges, their laughter filling the air as they worked together to bring their assumptions about the world to life.

As they played, Quincy made friends with other kids in his group.  Leroy became his ideal playmate and partner. Leroy’s dad was a truck driver, spending long hours on the road to provide for their family. Quincy admired his dad's strength and determination, often dreaming of the day he would be old enough to join him on the highway. Quincy was a great informant to Leroy and he loved playing truck driver and businessman over recess.  

After hours of playing, the sun began to set.  The school day had been over for hours and the sun was casting long shadows along the schoolyard’s chain link fence.  The boys were eager to get home for dinner- they could always tell when each other was getting grumpy-Quincy and Leroy reluctantly called an end to their game, but the memory of their muddy highways and the pride Quincy felt in his friend would stay with him for years to come. 

Quincy stopped at Leroy’s front porch.  Leroy’s mother was waiting for him with a glass of lemonade and Oreos. He spent the late afternoon talking with Leroy’s mother about math, science, and NASA.  Leroy’s mother was a statistician and she usually got home from work, prepared the children’s snack, and then looked forward to educating the boys as best she could about current events in space science.  

Feeling the summer sun getting chillier and the cicadas picking up steam, Quincy instinctively knew it was time to go home. Telling Leroy and his mom goodnight, he  trudged his way back home, his knees stinging from the rough play in the schoolyard. His face was streaked with tears, but a small, defiant smile played at the corners of his lips.

As he entered the house, Judy immediately noticed his torn clothes and scraped knees. She rushed over, her face filled with concern. "What happened, sweetheart?" she asked, her voice gentle and soothing. Quincy sniffled, wiping his nose on his sleeve. "The kids at school...they called me a rich kid," he mumbled, his voice barely above a whisper.

Judy's heart ached for him. She knelt down and wrapped her arms around him, pulling him into a comforting hug. "Oh, Quincy, don't you listen to them. You're a strong, brave boy, and you can be anything you want to be," she said, her voice filled with conviction.

Quincy looked up at her, his eyes wide with hope. "Do you really think so?"

Judy nodded, wiping away his tears. "Absolutely. You have dreams, Quincy, and no one can take them from you, rich or not.  You are going to become the man you need to be.”  Her soft loving face smiled a knowing smile at him that reminded him that he was a strong person, just like his father. 

As Judy bustled around the kitchen, preparing her evening meal, the sound of laughter and chatter drifted in through the open window. Curious, she peeked outside and saw their neighbors gathering in the front yard, holding sparklers and wearing patriotic colors. They were celebrating the Fourth of July, a tradition they upheld every year on the first Friday in July.  

Gordon was still at work, so Judy decided to join the festivities with Quincy. She stepped outside, greeted by the warm summer evening air and the smell of barbecue wafting from the neighbor's grill. Quincy was already outside, playing with his friends in the yard. One of them, a bright-eyed boy with a penchant for history, was regaling the group with tales of the Wright Brothers and their first flight.

Judy smiled, listening to the boy's animated storytelling. She loved how curious and imaginative Quincy and his friends were, always eager to learn and explore the world around them. As the sun began to set, the neighbors lit their sparklers, creating a beautiful display of light and color against the darkening sky. Quincy and his friends danced around, their faces glowing with excitement.

Judy watched them, her heart full. Despite the challenges they faced, moments like these reminded her of the joy and wonder that filled their lives. She was grateful for their little community, for the friendship and support they offered each other. As the evening drew to a close, Quincy ran up to Judy, his eyes shining with excitement. "Did you see, mom? The sparklers were like fireworks! It was the best Fourth of July ever!"

Judy hugged him tightly, her eyes misting with emotion. "Yes, Quincy, it was. And there will be many more to come, filled with love, and laughter."  The two were caught stunned in an embrace and Quincy's heart raced as he watched a group of rough-looking men approach. He recognized them as the highwaymen who worked on the roads near their home. Their tired expressions and work-stained clothes hinted at a long, hard day.

Judy glanced at Quincy, her brow furrowing in concern. She followed his gaze to the window and saw the group of highwaymen outside. With a nod to her friends, she rose from her seat and went to the door. Quincy watched anxiously as his mother stepped outside to speak with the men. He couldn't hear their conversation, but after a few moments, Judy returned, a look of relief on her face.

"They were just looking for some water and a place to rest for a moment," she explained to Quincy, her voice calm and reassuring. "They've been working hard all day and are on their way home now." Quincy let out a breath he didn't realize he was holding. He had been afraid that the men were troublemakers, but his mother's words put him at ease.

As the highwaymen drank the water Judy offered, Quincy watched them with newfound respect. 

The loud noise startled everyone in the kitchen, and Quincy's heart skipped a beat as he turned to see the source. It was one of the highwaymen, a burly man with a scowl on his face. His words sent a chill down Quincy's spine.

"I hate that dad of yours," the highwayman growled, his eyes flashing with anger. "He's too demanding, always pushing us to work harder and faster. And for what? A few measly coins?"

Quincy watched in silence, unsure of what to do. His mother, however, remained calm, her expression steely as she faced the man. "I understand your frustration," she said, her voice firm. "But Gordon is just doing his job. He has to make sure the work gets done properly and on time."

The highwayman's eyes narrowed, and he took a step closer to Judy, his voice low and menacing. "If Gordon keeps pushing us like this, there's going to be trouble. Mark my words."

Despite the fear creeping into her heart, Judy stood her ground. "I'll speak to Gordon," she said, her voice unwavering. "But I won't tolerate threats."

With that, the highwayman turned and left, the tension in the room slowly dissipating. Quincy was grateful that the confrontation had ended peacefully. He couldn't shake the feeling of unease, however, knowing that there was discontent brewing among the highwaymen, and that his dad might be in danger.

Quincy went to his room where he quietly waited for his father’s return.  He thought of the bullying he had endured at school, and the bullying that the highwaymen brought with them that evening.  Reflecting back on the day, trepidation entered his mind as he slowly unpacked the meaning of it all.  Quietly, he laid in his bed and prayed for understanding, resolve, and forgiveness.  Soon, he heard the front door open and quiet footsteps down the hall.  As Gordon walked past his contract in the hallway, his mind was on the long day he had at work. He kicked off his boots and sank into a chair, exhausted. Judy came in, her expression solemn, and sat down next to him.

"Gordon, I need to tell you something," she began, her voice gentle. She recounted the encounter with the highwayman, the man's words filled with hate and resentment towards him.

Gordon looked shocked, his brow furrowing in disbelief. "I can't believe he would say such things," he murmured, shaking his head. "But perhaps he didn't mean them the way they sounded. He must have been frustrated."

Judy nodded, understanding his perspective but still shaken by the encounter. "I hope you're right," she said softly.

Gordon stood up, his exhaustion suddenly replaced by determination. "I'll talk to the men tomorrow," he said firmly. "I won't let this kind of behavior go unchecked."

As he made his way to bed, Gordon's thoughts turned to his weight and the tempting sandwiches at work. He knew he needed to make a change for his health and well-being. With renewed resolve, he decided that he was going to lose weight, starting tomorrow. With that decision made, Gordon climbed into bed and fell fast asleep, his mind finally at ease.

Gordon wiped the sweat from his brow as he surveyed the bustling construction site the next day. The hazy weather that expanded over Seattle’s city center was stifling. In  the midst of a highway construction boom, Gordon stood as a lightning rod conducting directed energy into the deepest darkest corners of his workforce. 

“Lift.” One man cried as another pushed a barrel of limestone into a concrete truck.

As the overseer of the project, Gordon felt the weight of responsibility on his shoulders. Entire bridges and roads were being constructed under the polluted sky, and his men were breathing it in.  Gordon was lucky to be able to stand above it all, reaching for the stars. But lately, it wasn't just the weight of his job that troubled him.

He glanced down at his expanding waistline, an infuriating reminder of his struggle to shed the pounds. Gordon had been on a strict diet for weeks, determined to improve his health and set a better example for his family. But the temptation of hearty milkshakes and greasy diner fare at the construction sites made sticking to his diet a daily battle.

As he made his rounds, Gordon couldn't ignore the fatigue and hunger plaguing the men under his supervision. They worked tirelessly, their hands calloused and their faces streaked with dirt. But despite their efforts, progress on the highway seemed slow, and morale was low.

Gordon's thoughts drifted to his wife, Judy, and their young son, Quincy. They were his pillars of support, his sources of light and inspiration in the darkness of his demanding job. Judy's unwavering love and encouragement kept him going, even on the toughest days. And Quincy, with his boundless energy and infectious enthusiasm, reminded Gordon why he had taken on this monumental project in the first place.

As Gordon watched Quincy playing nearby, a sudden realization washed over him. The highway wasn't just about asphalt and concrete—it was about connectivity. It was about bringing people together, creating pathways for opportunity and growth. And despite the challenges they faced, Gordon knew that he couldn't give up on that vision.

The days passed and the highway began to take shape, Gordon marveled at the transformation unfolding before his eyes. The once-dismal landscape was now alive with the hum of progress, the air filled with the promise of a brighter future, and real dreams coming true filtered away all of the destruction.  

Even with all of the success he was achieving, the giant burden of climate change, destroying natural landscapes, and taking advantage of his fellow man weighed heavily on his heart.  At nights, Gordon wanted nothing more than to go home and get some much needed attention from his family.  They recharged him in a way nothing else could, and he almost forgot how demanding and laborious his job truly was.  

In the bleakest days, Gordon’s vision for a better future for his son kept him on track.  This was a secret sacred space he kept to himself, and clung to like a locket.  He knew his backbreaking work would make his friends happy- a political dance he was now beginning to engage in. All the while, Quincy’s squeaky clean and shiny face radiating pure love into eternity, echoing and bouncing off of his mother’s selfless spirit. 

The once-promising project to oversee the building of highways in Seattle had become a relentless struggle. The demands of the job, coupled with his personal battles with weight loss and the constant worry about his men's well-being, had taken their toll on him.

He closed his eyes, images of the highway construction site flashed before him. He could almost hear the rumble of the machinery, the shouts of the workers, and the constant hum of activity. But beneath it all was a sense of unease, a feeling that he was fighting a losing battle. Gordon drifted off to sleep, knowing that the road ahead would be long and difficult, but determined to face it head-on, whatever the cost. 
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Chapter Two- American Love
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AS THE FINAL STRETCHES of asphalt were laid down, Gordon felt a surge of pride and relief wash over him. The Seattle highway project, a labor of love and dedication spanning years, was finally coming to fruition. It was a crisp autumn day, the air filled with the promise of change and new beginnings.

Gordon stood at the edge of the newly constructed highway, his gaze sweeping over the expanse before him. His pants sagged as he tugged on its belt loops. He could hardly believe that this vision, born from countless blueprints and late-night meetings, was now a reality. Standing back with satisfaction, he fell back on his successes, looking out onto the road. His buddies were going to have the times of their lives cruising the interstates, and he was thrilled for them.  

They couldn’t have all of the fun, though. As he hung his hard hat up for the last time, he thought that he would treat himself to a new roadster, too.  Judy was going to be swept off her feet, he thought and he rushed to his work truck. Through the years, Gordon had made a habit of going to the ice cream parlors that had set up shop next to the interstate exits. As his truck rumbled into the ice cream stall, his eye caught a glimpse of the new Chevrolet dealership next door.  Gordon, feeling lucky, waltzed over after his twist cone was finished and purchased a brand new cherry red convertible.  

At sixteen, Quincy stood in the driveway beside his father, his eyes wide with wonder and admiration. He had grown up watching his father tirelessly oversee every detail of the project. Quincy knew that this moment was not just about the completion of a highway; it was about his father's unwavering commitment to his work and his family. Their family had just acquired a hotrod, and all Quincy could think about was driving his father’s convertible into the sunset.  He didn’t mind if his dad’s greasy cheeseburger smile was sitting next to him or not. 

As the two men clicked their seatbelts into place, Gordon turned to Quincy with a smile that reached his eyes. "We did it, son," he said, his voice filled with pride. "This highway will change the face of Seattle forever."  Quincy beamed up at his father, a sense of awe and gratitude swelling throughout his chest. He knew that this moment was not just about the highway but about the bond between father and son, forged through years of hard work and tedious dedication.  Quincy grinned back, and they set off to explore the concrete jungle they had helped create.  

After years of service to the city of Seattle, Judy felt that Gordon was due a retirement party.  She didn’t want him to keep burning rubber, so she thought a retirement party would be the perfect way to ease him into his new lifestyle. Gordon's retirement party was a fitting tribute
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