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A Mad Tea Party

After he put me down and I managed to stop the world from spinning I said, “Hello Hatter, I believe this is yours.” I took the top hat off my head and handed it over. “Why thank you Miss Alice, I plain forgot where I put that” he said with a sly smile and a wink which only I saw. I smiled. Obviously the others didn't know of his little adventure into my world. 

“Tarrant, aren't you going to invite her to tea? She's late enough as it is.” I heard the march hair say as a teacup came whizzing past our heads. Hatter blushed. 

I raised an eyebrow. “Why didn't you ever tell me your name was Tarrant?” He looked sheepish. “I liked you calling me Hatter. If you want a proper introduction, Tarrant Hightopp at your service.” He swept his hat off his head and bent into a low bow. “This is Thackery Earwicket and this is Mallymkun.” I smiled. “What lovely names.”

 Suddenly I heard a purr behind me. “Don't forget me.” I turned around and saw two eyes and a giant grin floating in front of me. From behind me hatter, Tarrant, said “and this is Chessur.”

While we had tea, strawberry tea to be exact, I told my friends about the adventures I had had in China and being a part of my father's company. Tarrant listened intently and I noticed a light pink tint to his eyes which I hadn't seen before. Maybe I was imagining things. Well I was in Underland after all.

“Miss Alice, is everything all right?” I looked at Tarrant. “I was just wondering, I have grown up all my life knowing you as the Mad Hatter and I never even asked if it offended you?” He smiled. “Of course not Miss Alice. It's like I said before, it is because you call me that which is why I like it.” Then he looked away in embarrassment but not before I saw his eyes flash bright pink. “Well from now on I will call you both Tarrant and Hatter. If that is ok.” Tarrant simply nodded. 

“Hatter?” He turned around, his eyes now back to their normal emerald green. How I loved those eyes. “You don't have to call me Miss Alice. You can just call me Alice you know.” Tarrant raised an eyebrow. “What I mean is, I feel that you are all such good friends that we can drop formalities. Please, Tarrant.” He smiled but not his normal mad smile. It was a kind, knowing smile that was full of friendship. Was there something more or was I imagining things? I hoped there was but I didn't want to ruin my friendship. 

“Spoon”. I turned around and couldn't help but smile.  Thackery was admiring a silver spoon. Suddenly he threw it in my direction and I only just ducked in time. “Good reactions Alice.” I looked up and saw Hatter holding the spoon delicately between his thumb and forefinger. “Good catch Hatter!” He shrugged like it was nothing, put the spoon on the table and winked at me.

Suddenly his eyes turned yellow. “What's wrong Hatter?” I took hold of his hand and he placed his other on top of mine. Then he looked into my eyes. I had never seen him this sad and worried. “How long are ye staying this time Alice? I suddenly thought about having tae say goodbye to ye” he said, his Scottish brogue being evident. 

I breathed out. I hadn't realised I had been holding it. “Oh you silly Hatter. I won't be leaving you. I belong here. This is my home. I could never imagine living anywhere else!” Hatter's eyes turned a vibrant green which I didn't know existed. “Oh Alice!” He pulled me up and gave me a huge hug. I realised he smelt of tea and fabric. It was very soothing. His hair tickled my nose and I giggled.

“What do ye think yer laughin' at lassie?” Hatter said in a thick Scottish brogue as he pulled back from the hug. I saw that his eyes were glowing and there were laughter lines clearly visible so I knew he wasn't really angry. “Your hair tickled my nose. I'm sorry.” I tried to look sincere but Hatter was wiggling his eyebrows at me. “Tarrant stop it you're making me laugh!” He smiled one of his trademark Mad Hatter smiles. “That was the point lassie!” At that I couldn't control it and I collapsed in a heap of uncontrollable laughter.

We spent the next few hours drinking more tea and swapping stories. Eventually I noticed Chess staring at me. I stood up and asked if I could go for a little walk to familiarise myself with the surrounding area so I wouldn't get lost in the future when I came back for another tea party. Of course nobody minded. I looked at Chess and nodded so he would know to follow.

“Why were you staring at me Chess?” He looked at me seriously. Well as seriously as a floating cat with a constantly huge grin on his face could. “How did you get to Tarrant's house so quickly? You didn't even need my help.” He said plainly. I explained that when I jumped down the rabbit hole I wished to be at Tarrant's tea party because I wanted to see him first. “Why do you ask Chess?” He looked at me and said, “well it's not usual for anyone but me to be able to appear where they want.” I frowned. I hadn't thought of it like that. “Chess? Do you think I'm like you? That I have.....magic of some sort?” He simply shrugged. I walked back to the tea party and settled in my seat next to Tarrant.

“Alice, I think we should get you to Marmoreal. The Queen will be happy to see you.” I looked at Tarrant and smiled. “You're right, of course, it's just I was having the most wonderful time.” Tarrant put his hand on my shoulder. “I know Lass, we'll carry on just where we left off another time. A Queen's waiting though and we wouldnae want that.” There was that soft Scottish lilt again. I would never tire of hearing it.

