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1 —  Your Highness, Princess Jessica Ellen





   




  According to some imaginable beings and other unimaginable ones, the same beings who witnessed all this adventure from the beginning, including myself, also a participant of the facts,  I have organized the narration of the events which happened between the young Alice and other swashbucklers in Wonderland in a proper order.




  It seemed appropriate to describe them to you, O Princess Jessica Ellen, in order, having known that Your Highness has been thoroughly informed of everything that happened there.




        I, your humble friend, wish to inform you of it all, starting with this humble introduction to all developed before telling you the story in supreme details.




  In the world we live in, the language permeates each of our activities, individual and collectively. Verbal or non-verbal, languages intersect, complement and change constantly, following the movement of transformation of human beings and their forms of social organization.




  However, what really matters here is to know that every sentence written, every word imprisoned in the white paper can be used to add, modify, and especially transform lives and humans. I boldly come to think that this story has that power.




  In this story, I put a little of my life, hidden in some lines, in a message behind the message, something like beneficial subliminal language; experience, wisdom of words, very important dates and other things like that. Well, I think only I can explain what it truly means in some parts of this work. But I will not let the story so enigmatic that you, O Princess Jessica Ellen, are fully lay here. And in any way I intend to imply Your Highness is lay. Never ever!




  The reflection in this literature exists and has a fundamental importance to think a little about this life as full of doors and opportunities. And by the way, some advice: beware the doors which come to life, because if you knock on them, they will open sooner or later. This is a law which we must give credit to. If it is the actual door, all right. What if it is the wrong one? But do not worry, another one will deliver you amazing experiences. However, I warn you as once said by the minister Pablo Neruda: "You are free to make choices, but you are a prisoner of the consequences".




  In dialogues with the classic of the world literature, Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll, rescues characters like the Mad Hatter, the March Hare, the White Rabbit, the Green Caterpillar, the King and Queen of Hearts, and of course, Alice herself, represented here in a conventional manner.




  In this work I recover much of the richness of the universal classic, whose foundation is the magical realism, fantastic. Unreal merges with the real world.




  Alice, the protagonist character of the narrative, revives the most absurd adventures in a dream space. In this wonderful universe, the characters she finds are personified animals, human-like objects, headed cards, with hands and legs, anyway, fantastic beings.




  The encounter with these charming characters motivates dialogues and varied situations. I think, Princess Jessica Ellen, Alice gives the impression the world is upside down. Nothing is as it seems. And sometimes it seems to be what they say, but I doubt it.




  When I committed to write something like a sequel to Alice in Wonderland, I did not think I would fall into many burrows of rabbits, and some burrows, abruptly directed me to its own purpose, others, slowly to my own goal. When I imagined that I could capture the rabbit in a surprising way, he escaped turning his back to me and disappearing on a corner.




  But I was there, struggling a little bit more. Many times did I run into some pirates who tried to sink my little boat for no reason. I escaped, thank God. I did not know that the impossible could become possible. I had ability but I was enabled to do it.




  sometimes Alice was so stubborn, princess Jessica Ellen, that I noticed that the story itself occasionally had their own accord, as if my arm had its own will. Naughty girl! I could see the colourfulness of a simple happy moment. Also I looked at some sad scenes in black and white for one thing contradicted the other and so I could get out of a little dream and establish my feet in reality.




  Who thought it would be easy to venture again with Alice, had his nose broken. Calm down, here no one gets hurt for real. I remember that at the end of 2004 in the city of Maceió, State of Alagoas, Brazil, I started the first chapter. Writing with a blue pen, no machines like a single computer. In 2005, I wrote fifteen chapters more and it took me seven years to improve and reach its end.




  What was I thinking to write a sequel to Alice, some fully British literature?




  At first, I wanted to show some friends I was able to reach such accomplishment. But I found out that they have already known I had the potential for this particular purpose. Then curiosity started burning in my adventurous heart: to open one of the doors and see how Wonderland was, I could only remember it when I was a child. I looked and saw it was almost the same, but in a different way, a whole new scent in the air. Anyway, I do not know if it was because of my friends, of curiosity, the challenge or I wanted to be famous. I do not know. I don´t dare to ask me this question, and please do not ask me about this.




  Well, let's see: Alice is there. Look at it, analyse it, paint it, if you wish, or scribble, if you prefer, play or dance, feel at ease, princess Jessica Ellen. I was euphoric because I arrived just in time for the fourteenth birthday of the girl. Alice is now a young woman. I must confess there is a lot of fun falling down into the rabbit hole with her and we were deceived by our own conscience.




  Admire the long, well-tidy hall. I suppose that the country was waiting for the girl, of course. I went to the house of the March Hare and found him with the Mad Hatter and the Dormouse. Wow, it was unbelievable! Your Highness, you have to see it, they have not changed a bit, they are still the same crazy ones and they still shake their eyes and have the absence syndrome for a minute or two. And mind you, the time there was very odd, the sun was arguing with the moon saying to each other one of them had to be the day and the other one the night. Something so confusing. I am quite sure that if I lingered a little more there would be crazy about having some potty of tea pleasantly.
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  I had never seen, had not believed, but I saw it and believed. When Your Highness visit Wonderland will also see the two-headed Turtle and the Blue Dragon, both very friendly. It may not be a good idea to talk to the Green caterpillar in his metamorphosis stage, for his bad mood due to his transformation. Loads of pirates ... a pirate ship, what exciting! It was nice visiting the Duchess, along with Pig and Pepper, I, however, think they should not have so much pepper in the soup. But never mind, each to his own taste.




  I also met a rainbow which led us from one side to the other and made Alice win the Real Racing, winning did not matter really, it was a gift the King of Cups awarded the Queen, his wife. A very hilarious ostrich, a funny one, was arrested along with Alice because they won the race. Oh, I did not tell you that Alice had been arrested. But do not worry, Princess Jessica Ellen, because I know that out of all the stories I have told you, Alice has always been your favourite. I see no reason to worry. It is a charming prison, and she has already been released.




  Well, look, I do not know what Alice would do without the Cheshire Cat, who led her from the beginning of this adventure. But I'm still curious to know how he is able to appear out of the blue and vanish like a ghost.




  — Cut off their heads! — shouted the Queen of Hearts, almost choking.




  Jeez! How I missed the neurotic screams of the Queen. But I think she went too far in this adventure. She said "cut the head of so and so" that even the King was threatened by her, poor man.




  Phew! Thankfully no heads rolled on the floor in this story. Well, I guess not. My mind went blank. I guess I am like Alice, absent-minded! It's alright. When Your Highness reach the chapter Forced to Jump the Plank, everything will be all right. It was fun being in the presence of Alice and it will be for you too, O Princess Jessica Ellen, I can assure you.




  But let us be honest, I will say softly:




  — Alice is hard work. It seems to me she has a high-energy battery stuck in her back, one that never runs out. I shall only visit her in seven years´ time, because I am out of breath and I need to recover my energies and enjoy some memories of mine.




  Then turn the page and admire Alice's Adventure very carefully. I did my best to surprise you. 




  — Greeting from my own hand. I do miss your presence and those countless hours spent together talking about the wisdom of God. I really learned a lot. My greeting to your father José Duarte, your mother Elenilda and your sister Juliane Emanuelle. I thank you for all the moments of rest I had in your good company. Thank you, because I know I was welcomed.




  Health and prosperity to you all. Grace to you and peace from God our Father and the Lord Jesus Christ be with you. Amen!




  Excellent!




  Ben Rogers                                                         




  



  
2 — Only One Request





   




  If I told you only one day had passed, it would have been little to be missed. If I said twenty years I would be exaggerating too much. Maybe we should count a day. It was two thousand five hundred fifty-four days, including the leap years. If on one day the heart beats eighty-four thousand times, so it was two hundred and fourteen million five hundred and thirty-six thousand beats of a perfectly healthy heart. Sixty-one thousand, two hundred ninety-six turning of the hourglass, so taking into account that one day has 24 turnings of the hourglass — in total, it means seven years exactly — including, of course, lots of dawns and sunsets.




  Many years have passed since Alice was in Wonderland. For a long time, that dream was within her mind like a hard day's sun, and present in her life as breathing itself. Her mind was confused and vivacious. Joyful heart, curious eyes, rebel hands, however, firm!




  To tell you the truth, until today she is still thinking it through. It is not something she will remember every day as does the heart of a young man in love, but she could still feel the soft sand on her strolls, the cool breeze on her face, the birds singing, unusual people appearing on the horizon, large plants dancing while the small ones just whisper.




  In her fear she could feel the piercing wind punishing her mind, in the darkness of what it looked like dawn. IT IS! A child lost in the morning. She could even feel the door handle which boiled every fibre of her body, the same one that guarded the entrance to the wonderful adventures in that country.




  Years later I was still able to evoke all the fantasy scene that I had lived as if it had happened a few days ago. With love Alice chose a place to deepen her thoughts. By a simple shut of the eye, she lingered at the table of the March Hare. As a lover she felt the atmosphere of the scent of perfume. In a very imaginative way, she slid the little fingers on the table. She pressed the cups and silverware against her hand, in a shade-like form which expects the matter (tangible, palpable) and even heard them:




  — Do not take place! It has no place!




  She just smiled. Smiled like a lover who chooses one of her most stunning flashbacks of love to remember. She smiled with a full of affection longing, glory ... Majesty! A homesick longing, you know? Well, if you do not understand, never mind.




  She smiled!




  Felt!




  Heard!




  And how has she heard!




  — Alice, let's go! It's time! — someone shouted from the room.




  Shortly after entering the labyrinth of her thoughts she returned home. I did not like it, of course. She realized she was in her room, sitting on a nice comfortable chair, where she usually reads her precious books.




  But that is okay. In fact, today is the most special for Alice. It is her fourteenth birthday. Her mother and sister secretly prepared a simple little party, just to friends and closest relatives. Of course, the party had everything: cake, sweets, pastries, but the most important for Alice was her friends from school, there was no way they missed that.




  Alice answered quickly:




  — I’m getting ready, mother.




  She ran to the bathroom and began to comb her hair in front of the mirror. That was Alice ?! She looks older… and taller… and even more beautiful. Have I slept and missed something? What has happened to the pudgy cheeks? What has happened to the little face and thick fingers? She has become a formidable young girl. Shoulder-length blond hair. Sometime during the night one or two pages were turned. IT IS HER! Well, look at her. If she wanted to, she could look at her beautiful features in the mirror. Her hair is the colour of fine gold of Ophir. She has the skin of an angel in the full light of God, and eyes that take the breath away of any boys her age.




  Alice was singing, singing about God, singing to God. She filled the bathroom with music. Can you hear this divine inspiration?




  A request for silence!




  — God!




  The harps of heaven stopped to listen to Alice. God Himself, who likes to be praise, stopped to listen to her. Total silence in heaven. You can also listen. Silence, listen:




   




  Jesus ... your name brings light to cure my blindness. Jesus, your name is the brilliance every man needs to be happy. Jesus! Oh, that precious name to hear. Jesus, your name is more valuable than rubies. Jesus, you are God and no man you do not know which way to go.




  Jesus, You are the will of God the Father in action. Jesus, what is man that you are mindful of him, because little lower than the angels thou hast created them? And because of your infinite goodness you have crowned us with kindness and mercy. Despite all the glory you have, you care for me too. Your unchanging love!




  O Lord of glory, you are the one who forgives all our iniquities and heals all our infirmities. Indeed who redeems our life from destruction. The one who fills our mouth with good things, so that my youth is renewed like the eagle’s.




  Jesus, your name has power in itself. Jesus, I'm a sheep of your pasture, let me hear your voice. Jesus, You are the Alpha and the Omega, the Beginning and the End, the First and the Last. Jesus, God Almighty. You're the God of the Father interceding for us with your right hand. You are the very Eternal Priest; you are clothed in glory and majesty. How wonderful it is when you, Lord, is covered with light as a garment, you make the clouds your car and walk on the wings of the wind. Aren’t your works terrible and terrific?




  Jesus, do not they know that your name will never end? And how valuable is your blood that the Holy Spirit was eternalized? Famous art thou from everlasting to everlasting, O, God the Son eternal.




  You are the Lion of the tribe of Judah, the most valiant among thy brethren, perfect in beauty, mighty in battle. In thy name the nations await  you. In this name, every man really has power.




  Truly, the Lord works with righteousness and justice for all the oppressed.




  Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus ...




  Jesus the family name.




  Jesus, I cannot reject you: you are all that I have which is true. Every eye will see when the heavens open and thy glory descend with your thousands of saints to reign in your ancient time. Anyway, we will have peace and health among nations. Because your kingdom is made from everlasting to everlasting!




   




  At the end, I could see tears rolling down her pretty face (that powerful and uplifting song!). Her singing made it happen, that is right. Initially I did not noticed it. Were there reasons for me to realize something? Was that a usual situation? No, it was not common. I can see it now by observing Alice's eyes closed, worshiping. Her lips shuffled, but no sound came out of her mouth. But listen to the song again. Play this joy as a minor chord. Songs of hope and praise. No empty sonnets, but life and purity. Only the fervent strains of the Eternal Life (Jesus). Do You understand why she cried? I cried too!




  Alice got ready as fast as he could. Down the steps in the wings of the wind, she made the atmosphere spectacular, perfumed all over the place with her girl essence, and simply smiled warmly at the guests who were awaiting anxiously.




  She was so surprised with her mother and her sister had prepared, she felt a familiar burning sensation around her eyes. But before the tears of joy could be seen, she gently wiped the tears with the back of her hands. Alice was only expecting some guests, but let us see what has been done.




  What most caught her eye and impacted the party was the cake her sister Lorina prepared. There were characters of a wonderful dream both her sister and her had dreamed of. By the time Lorina presented the birthday cake there was a big surprise for Alice, who immediately opened a huge smile. A strong feeling, full of good memories, seized the girl remembering some happy times.




  There was a special gleam in her eyes, that glow which precedes tears.




  Alice, therefore, did not hold back, she cried.




  The cake was well designed: the Cheshire Cat on a tree smiling as always, the Hatter, the March Hare, the White Rabbit, the King and the Queen of Hearts and her soldiers jumping up and down from sheer happiness in the woods.




  — Blow the candles, Alice, and make a request — Lorina said among the euphoria of the guests.




  Alice blew out the candles and closed her eyes. Wishing what? What she fascinatingly wanted all this time. Her sister, who was by her side, did not have to guess what her greatest wish was that night.




  Alice, with eyes closed, imagined Wonderland filled with all her adventures and her deep request that night. Everyone was silent as she made her wildest request. She smiled and giggled. After her wish all the guests wished many years of life and long life to her, the most beautiful and sweetest girl ever.




  — Alice, what was your wish after all? — Mabel asked.




  — If I say it, it will not be done! — Alice said smiling.




  — So when it happens, will you tell us? — Another friend asked.




  — I promise! — Concluded the girl.




  Her mother shared the cake with the guests, and of course the slice with Cheshire Cat printed on was separated especially for Alice. Hours after the guests said goodbye and went to their homes. Alice was exhausted, had fun throughout the party. She was so happy. She received lots of presents.




  Alice kissed her parents good night and went to her room with Lorina. She brushed her teeth, put on her nightclothes and lay in bed. Lorina covered her with a blanket, kissed her goodnight on the cheek and when she was leaving the room, Alice said:




  — Lorina ...?




  — Hi, darling.




  — Do you know what I wished when I blew out the candles? — Alice asked.




  — I wonder, my love.




  — Will I ever dream again confused and marvellous dream again? — Alice said, yawning.




  — Why not, Alice? Possibilities multiply as we make requests, and they say that everything good will happen again. You may dream once more, but not like it was before — Lorina said sitting on the bed next to Alice.




  — I can not understand your words now, Lorina — Alice was confused.




  — Well, let's see. If you go back to that country in your dreams, perhaps your imagination has evolved during. You have seen new things. Seven years have passed,  your mind might revive a brand new dream, do you understand me?




  — More or less… — Alice said, still thinking it through.




  — Let me explain in another way.




  — I think it won’t be necessary — Alice said — I get it Lorina. You mean if I dream of it, it will never be in the same way and, with new fantasies. Am I right?




  — Wonderfully well, my angel. Oh, I nearly forgot your present. I have ordered especially to my beautiful baby.




  Lorina put her hand under the bed and pulled out a box wrapped with a beautiful blue paper and white stars, and gave it to Alice’s curious hands.




  — What is it Lorina? — Alice asked.




  — Open it and find yourself — Lorina said.




  Alice was so curious, she was not patient or kind to open her present. She ripped the package with no mercy.  Then was she stunned when she pulled out a beautiful red-eyed white rabbit of the box.




  — Just like the ... — She herself interrupted the phrase. — Thank you, Lorina, you are very special to me.




  — You deserve much more than that, my sweetie and I love you so much. Now go to sleep, it is too late and you have to go to school tomorrow. Sweet dreams, dream of angels... — Lorina smiled — ... and of Wonderland!




  When her sister left, Alice started to play with her white plush rabbit. When she was deeply sleepy, and her body was numb, Alice put the rabbit on the dresser and said affectionately:




  — Good night, Herald!




  Suddenly she felt such serenity, tranquillity. Minutes later, the girl fell asleep. After a while the room was almost completely dark except for part of the window revealing the moonlight. Dinah, Alice's cat, came through the open window, jumped onto the bed, tucked in the blanket and made herself cosy on the blanket. Suddenly a very mysterious thing happened. Dinah opened her scared eyes and saw some shimmering powder which breaking out from the rabbit, spurting it like a broken dam. A silver and illuminated mist came through the window gap, surrounded the room and found rest in the mouth of the rabbit.




  His red button eyes began to blink rapid and repeatedly. His belly filled up and dried up like a balloon in the mouth of a child, like he was breathing. He transmuted so strangely that even the watch in the pocket of his vest began to tick.




  Minutes after the White Rabbit came to life, stood up, checked the time and hurried up saying:




  — Poor me! Poor me! I'll be late again!




  He jumped up in the air and fell spinning on the ground. Then he noticed that the cat was trying to attack him.




  — Pussy, pussy, come here, bunny, come here bunny. I just want to be your friend — Dinah lied craftily, trying to eat the rabbit.




  He said in a strong baritone voice:




  — Get out of here, you wicked cat. I know it very well the type of friendship you want from me! In your stomach!
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  Dinah ran after the Rabbit, who quickly hit her on the head with his pocket watch, leaving the cat unconscious for a few seconds.




  As a kind of magic, the rabbit looked out the window and it opened at once. That was when Alice opened her eyes and could see the White Rabbit ready to flee away. But suddenly the cat, treacherously, got him from behind. Both of them fell off the window into the middle of the garden.




  Alice stood in the midst of all this turmoil, a little disoriented. She quickly got dressed with the clothes she had worn at the party. She put on her shoes, ran down the stairs, opened the front door and stepped out into the meadow looking for Dinah and the Rabbit.




  She reached the middle of the meadow and stopped, looking for both of them everywhere, the grown-up grass rustled in a charming hissing. When she turned right, came across with the cat chasing the rabbit, who ran desperately seeking to find his burrow. The sun was rising in all its glory. Alice ran after Dinah trying to stop her from hurting the Rabbit.




  — No, no, Dinah! Let the rabbit alone — Alice screamed as if she had lost the control of her voice.




  But the rabbit was faster, in fact. I could tell that the cat had no chance. Suddenly the rabbit found himself approaching his burrow. When he was already a few centimetres from it, he jumped into it and disappeared. Dinah slid on the grass, just in time not to fall into the hole. Alice, seconds later, arrived breathless. Her hands on the knee, she was exhausted. She said, looking at the cat seriously.




  — Bad, naughty pussy — she caught her with trembling hands. — Have not I told you that you should not eat or touch my things? You bad cat! Now I will take you home and you´ll be grounded! No yarns for a month. No cuddling, even if you purr on my legs with your big, bright eyes or do that mercy look. I hope that one day you have plenty of puppies and that they give you a hard time so you can pay for what you did to me!




  Alice was walking back home, when something suddenly invaded her thoughts. By looking at the rabbit hole she closed her eyes for a moment, remembering how fun it was last time she jumped into that burrow without even thinking what she would find there.




  Alice, started to walk again and said:




  — No, I should not jump. That was just a dream, it is reality here. Oh, how I am confused now. What if I jump and hurt myself? Break a leg or an arm. Or even, die. God forbid! But what if I jump and fall into Wonderland? And if I jump, how could I get out of it?




  Suddenly, a good and peaceful feeling sprouted in her heart. She felt like jumping into it. But the girl was torn between what is reality, dream or a perception of some absence. Or even worse: the non-existence. Then, some mushroom-shaped smoke appeared on her left shoulder and it soon disappeared, leaving a little 'Alice' on the shoulder.




  — Come on, Alice, how can that harm you? Look, the burrow is not so deep.




  — No ... — said Alice even more confused.




  — Let's go, girl. You will finally return to that wonderful country. Didn´t you enjoy the last time? — Said her conscience.




  — Of course...




  — So — her consciousness interrupted her, trying at all costs to get her to jump in — hurry, come!




  She said that and went down from Alice's shoulder.




  Alice was very excited and somewhat confused. She took two steps and the cat said:




  — No, Alice. Didn´t you pay attention to what your parents taught you? "Do not listen to strangers."




  — She's right — said Alice looking at her small image.




  — And who I told that stupid cat that I´m weird?! I'm you yourself, silly — Alice's consciousness tried to justify itself.




  — She's right, Dinah. It is me, only smaller — Alice said innocently.




  — But Alice ...




  When Dinah was going to proceed with her speech to try to prevent her from jumping into the hole, Alice´s consciousness vanished and reappeared on a girl's shoulder, the one with a knitting needle and touched on the tail of the cat, who ran away and screaming in pain. Then Alice's consciousness gestured, as if wiping her hands, as if having sorted out a problem. She continued:




  — Come on, Alice! — She came down from her shoulder and jumped into the burrow in formidable jump.




  — What about Dinah, is she okay? — Alice was concerned about her pet cat.




  — No, but she´ll be. I assure you! — Said Alice´s consciousness from the burrow. — Come now! I haven´t got all day, baby!




  — Considering nothing bad will happen to me and Dinah will be alright, here I go too ... — said Alice to herself aloud.




  



  
3 — Again In The Rabbit Hole





   





  THERE WAS ALICE running after her consciousness, unaware she had disappeared. The girl did not think about how she was going to return. However, when she jumped in she could not imagine she would reach the ground so fast. The only surprising thing she felt was a strong and mighty wind on her feet and all over her body, escaping through the hole just above. When he realized what was happening, she was surprised  she had jumped about seven meters.




  She looked around. The hole followed horizontally, like a very long tunnel. Alice saw the exact moment when the Rabbit opened a door on the ground. It was a perfectly round door with a porthole, painted blue with a bright crystal handle in the middle. He went down a few steps and closing the door. She immediately ran, reopened the door and also descended the steps which strangely disappeared, turning into a ramp. The girl slipped so quickly she had no time to wonder.
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