WELCOME, FRIEND!

Here is your free searchable e-book in color ofwtioeld

famous favorite of children and adults —
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland

by Lewis Carroll with a portfolio of Alice drawindsy the
renowned 19 century English illustrator
Arthur Rackham.

The book is free, but we ask you consider makifrgewill donation of any
amount that realistically fits your budget - te timit of your heart. Send it to the
nonprofit of your choice that is providing aid t@it. A list of some of these major
charities appears in the special 4 pages thatWollden, join Alice in Wonderland

for some delightful reading and peaceful momenth Wie humorous and
thoughtful illustrations of Arthur Rackham.
You are also encouraged to email this book to yloeinds and family and post it
on your website or blog. Or you can simply cut padte this link to in your email
to friends - www.virginiahospitalitysuite.com/worrdam.

But first here is our short “commercial” for thesperate people of Haiti.



Imagine when you went to bed tonight you

spent some restless time thinking about your probland concerns of the past
year — a fragile world economy, or the shrinkingueaof your home, or
uncertainty about your job, or the lost money iaymvestments, or climbing
medical costs. Finally you drifted off to a troed@lisleep.

Then you awakened to a huge rumbling noise. Andingtmore.

You must have been unconscious because you kndangaohore until you felt
screaming pain in both legs. You opened your eydisid you were lying on the
bare ground, surrounded by broken stones, scrapetail, and clumps of mud.
Clouds of fine brown dust swirled all around youhnand a large wooden beam

across your legs, both of which were broken.

You lay there for hours without food, water, or noadlattention. You shout and
scream for help over and over. But people, alseasnmg, rush by you as if you
were invisible. You look around. All of the housssund you have collapsed into
rubble. You have no way of knowing if any of ydamily and friends are still

alive.

You are in Haiti - 2010

Fortunately you wake up in a warm bed, with thme@roblems you went to

sleep with — but somehow they don’t seem as @@t your nightmare.



What can you do for the millions of Haitians whe @t nearly as fortunate as
you? You can make a donation of any amount to étieecaccredited
organizations collecting relief funds right nowowwill sleep better tonight.

A note about donation amounts

There’s a Biblical Parable about a poor widow wbegto the temple to donate a
tiny coin to charity and drops a tiny coin withiaytclink into the collection while
many around her or dropping in a rain of money. &inee the greatest part of her
meager treasury; the others gave far more fronn thech larger incomes.
All donations were welcome, of course
But who made the greatest, kindest donation &f all
A rule of thumb for everyone. You know what yowvrofinancial situation is.
Give what you and your family can afford, with ydurdget and your heart as your
guide.
Most of the participating organizations list a ¢t@ard donation box on their
website, often specifying amounts from $25-$1,00€ere is usually a box to
specify any amount you want to give. The Americaud Eross specifies a
minimum donation of $10. Many of the nonprofits @ea minimum donation
because of the administrative cost of processisg,azhecks or credit cards in
small amounts. But we believe every adult andddmds a right to participate in
the rescue of fellow human beings. When the Staftuleiberty was on the boat
sailing to New York from France, there was a fraefifort in the United States to
raise money to complete the base for this symbdikarty. Children all over
America contributed pennies and other coins tadathiis structure in time to greet
the Lady.

Churches, synagogues and social organizadith over America could collect

donations of all amounts to then send in one ch®cke of the nonprofit relief



agencies. And we urge them to do so via postingiseio members and their
communities.

For example, we live in the Williamsburg, Virgiraaea. Our church, King
of Glory Lutheran Church, will accepted mailed diooras of cash to Haiti relief in
amounts starting at $1. The total will then be farded to the American Red Cross
disaster relief fund in one check. Anyone can d¢buate by mailing a donation to:
Haitian Relief Fund % King of Glory Lutheran Chuye897 Longhill Road,
Williamsburg, Va. 23188.

Here is a partial list of charities and nonprofitscurrently soliciting survival
donations for Haiti. Cut and paste in your web brovger the web addresses

(below) for charities you want to know more about/

U.S. Presidents’Fund
http://www.clintonbushhaitifund.org/

“Through the Clinton Bush Haiti Fund, we will work to provide immediate relief and long-
term support to earthquake survivors. We will channel the collective goodwill around the
globe to help the people of Haiti rebuild their cities, their neighborhoods, and their

families”

American Red Cross

http://www.redcross.org




You can help the victims of countless crises, the recent earthquake in Haiti, around the world
each year by making a financial gift to the Amenié&ed Cross International Response Fund,
which will provide immediate relief and long-termpport through supplies, technical assistance
and other support to help those in need. The AraeriRed Cross honors donor intent. If you
wish to designate your donation to a specific deaplease do so at the time of your donation
by mailing your donation with the designation te thmerican Red Cross, P.O. Box 37243,
Washington, D.C. 20013 or to your local AmericardR¥oss chapter. Donations to the
International Response Fund can be made by phdn8@0-REDCROSS or 1-800-257-7575

(Spanish) or online at www.redcross.org.

Salvation Army

http://www.salvationarmyhaiti.org

Devastation in Haiti - Words cannot begin to ddsethe devastation that has taken place in Port
au Prince, Haiti. | am the Director of Disasterviegs for The Salvation Army in Haiti, and | am
from the United States. My wife and | have beeRAP (Port-au-Prince) since April, and have
fallen deeply in love with the country and its peopVhen the earthquake struck, | was driving
down the mountain from Petionville. Our truck wasny tossed to and fro like a toy, and when

it stopped, I looked out the windows to see budditipancaking” down, like | have never
witnessed before. Traffic, of course, came to adstill, while thousands of people poured out

into the streets, crying, carrying bloody bodiesking for anyone who could help them.

WORLD VISION
http://www.worldvision.org/haiti

Our land cruisers are already negotiating Haitilshie-filled streets to bring aid to the people
and bringing surgical gloves, antibiotics and otimexdical supplies to hospitals.



CARE

http://www.care.org

We are deploying additional emergency team mentbdise devastated city of Port-au-Prince

in Haiti, where the earthquake destroyed housesadinhthousands homeless. We have already

shipped water purification sachets from nearby Rent Port-au-Prince, and we are prepared
to distribute 60,000 meals of high-energy bisctatthe affected population

DOCTOR'S WITHOUT BORDERS

http://doctorswithoutborders.org/

Working in Haiti for 19 years, most recently opergtthree emergency hospitals in Port-au-
Prince, and mobilizing a large emergency respomsleis disaster. Our immediate response in
the first hours following the disaster in Haiti wasly possible because of private unrestricted
donations from around the world received beforegmthquake struck. We are currently
reinforcing our teams on the ground in order tpoes! to the immediate medical needs and to
assess the humanitarian needs that MSF will beeadihg in the months ahead.

There are many other nonprofit groups raising mdoeyaitian Relief and you are free to use
any one of them. However, a word of caution froen EBI: Internet users who receive appeals to
donate money in the aftermath of Haiti's two eauthices should apply a critical eye and do their
due diligence best before responding to these stgjueast natural disasters have prompted

individuals with criminal intent to solicit contnitions purportedly for a good cause.

A personal note. For ten years | served as Conshutieor of Travel Holiday magazine and
tracked a number of fraudulent travel scams. Récéhtive watched the growth of “pfishing”
(emails pose as major corporations or charitiesné& even have the name of the charity as part
of their email address that leads you to a weltsitedd copy the look of thet legitimate charity’s
website. They may then use your credit card to noketions not to disaster relief — but to

enrich their own criminal pockets. Contributorwaee. If in doubt, visit a charity rating site via



a search engine. Example: Charity Navigatottp://www.charitynavigator.orgis one of the

largest. You can check on the ***** ratings of 20#ernational agencies that provide relief
services and view pie charts that show how muclchiagity actually uses to help others and
amounts they use for Programs, Administrative Egspenand Fundraising Expenses. Be
suspicious of any charity or nonprofit with whaeses like excessive use of collected funds for
“Administrative” and “Fundraising” expenses.”

Hal Gieseking

And now, please to begin



ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN
WONDERLAND

by Lewis Carroll
with a portfolio of illustrations by
Arthur Rackham

Foreword by Chelsea Caumont




Portfolio of
Alice in Wonderland

drawings by Arthur Rackham

Arthur Rackham was born in London in 1867. Histfijob was as a clerk in the
London Fire Department. But much of his spare tvas devoted to taking art
lessons and seeking freelance art assignmentsnragazines. Soon his style
developed in later doing illustrations for bookatthe became a famous celebrity
artist. He was considered a member of the “Goldge”Af illustrations. One of

his great achievements was the brilliant, humoskesches foAlice Adventures
in Wonderland.

Enjoy them now on the following pages, and they adld to your and your
family’s reading enjoyment of this wonderful taleemduring charm.

lllustrations from early Alice Adventures in Wontierd book courtesy
of Lazare Gallery, Charles City, VA



Alice Herself



Down the Rabbit Hole



Pool of Tears



A Caucus-race and a Long Tale



A Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill



Advice from a Caterpillar



The Mock Turtle’s Story



Who Stole the Tarts!



Alice’s Evidence



The Mad Tea Party



FOREWORD

Lewis Carroll, the pen name of Charles Lutwidge §smh, was
born in Cheshire, England on January 27, 1832iaad to be
only 65. In that short time he was able to congpéetemarkable
work still read among adults and children today.

Alice’s Adventures in Wonderlants a fantastic adventure meant

to inspire curiosity, incite questions, give rieddeas and entertain.
Carroll wrote the book in his mid-thirties, but Wwas compelled to write
from the perspective of a child; such a light-hea@pproach has roped
in an audience for this title that ranges from ygpohildren being read to
by their parents to adults reliving the excitemgftheir youth on into

their later years.

The joy of youth, like in other famous works sush a
The Adventures of Peter Pand Where the Wild Things Ares a main

theme of this story; but just like J. M. Barrie avidurice Sendak,

Carroll complements the positive aspects of threopeof Alice’s life

with some of the challenges this age group tendsc®. Being a kid

isn’t always fun and games. Sometimes we makeakestand we must

learn from them, like when Alice collides with tQeieen of Hearts and

it must be determined who is right and who muse libeir head. Other

times we just don’t know the right answer to a goesor the right path to take,

which can lead us to feel overwhelmed and hopeless.



We can’t, however, let these feelings and challerglew us down. The types of
problems Alice faces when exploring her wonderlareinot unlike the challenges
of everyday life here on Earth. Life doesn’t sudlgleget easier once Alice comes
back out of the rabbit-hole. Maybe one day sh#gltide to go to college or she’ll
have to get a job and raise kids. Every decisienmake creates for ourselves tiny
obstacles that, in the long run, add up to an espeed and fulfilling life. Without
these hitches in everyday life we wouldn’t have meascitement—we wouldn’t
have met the Cheshire Cat if we hadn’t tumbled daolen rabbit-hole to begin

with. All we have to do is take a deep breath swthg the croquet mallet.

Chelsea Caumont, a recent graduate of the Collegé William & Mary



CHAPTER ONE
Down the Rabbit Hole

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting lgr sister on the



bank, and of having nothing to do: once or twice s&d peeped into the
book her sister was reading, but it had no pictorenversations in
it, ‘and what is the use of a book,’ thought Altegthout pictures or

conversation?’

So she was considering in her own mind (as weshascould, for the
hot day made her feel very sleepy and stupid), kdrehe pleasure

of making a daisy-chain would be worth the troulfigetting up and
picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rablih wink eyes ran

close by her.

There was nothing so VERY remarkable in that; ndrAdice think it so
VERY much out of the way to hear the Rabbit sayseif, ‘Oh dear!

Oh dear! | shall be late!” (when she thought itroaferwards, it

occurred to her that she ought to have wonderddsatbut at the time

it all seemed quite natural); but when the Rabttiialy TOOK A WATCH
OUT OF ITS WAISTCOAT-POCKET, and looked at it, athen hurried on,
Alice started to her feet, for it flashed acrossmd that she had

never before seen a rabbit with either a waistpoaket, or a watch

to take out of it, and burning with curiosity, staa across the field

after it, and fortunately was just in time to sepdp down a large
rabbit-hole under the hedge.

In another moment down went Alice after it, nevec® considering how

in the world she was to get out again.

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnelsome way, and then



dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice hadammoment to think
about stopping herself before she found hersdihfplown a very deep

well.

Either the well was very deep, or she fell verydyo for she had

plenty of time as she went down to look about Imer t8 wonder what was
going to happen next. First, she tried to look dand make out what

she was coming to, but it was too dark to see amyttthen she

looked at the sides of the well, and noticed thay twere filled with
cupboards and book-shelves; here and there shmapw and pictures
hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one o$hiedves as

she passed; it was labeled ‘ORANGE MARMALADE', liather great
disappointment it was empty: she did not like topdihe jar for fear

of killing somebody, so managed to put it into @h¢he cupboards as

she fell past it.

‘Welll” thought Alice to herself, ‘after such a fals this, | shall
think nothing of tumbling down stairs! How braveeytil all think me at
home! Why, | wouldn’t say anything about it, evéhfell off the top

of the house!” (Which was very likely true.)

Down, down, down. Would the fall NEVER come to awde'l wonder how
many miles I've fallen by this time?’ she said aloli must be getting
somewhere near the centre of the earth. Let metssenould be four
thousand miles down, | think--’ (for, you see, Alibad learnt several
things of this sort in her lessons in the schoatrpand though this

was not a VERY good opportunity for showing off keowledge, as there



was no one to listen to her, still it was good ficacto say it over)
‘--yes, that’s about the right distance--but thewohder what Latitude
or Longitude I've got to?’ (Alice had no idea whadtitude was, or
Longitude either, but thought they were nice grawdds to say.)

Presently she began again. ‘I wonder if | shallight THROUGH the
earth! How funny it'll seem to come out among tlee@ple that walk with
their heads downward! The Antipathies, | thinkshé was rather glad
there WAS no one listening, this time, as it didgound at all the

right word) ‘--but | shall have to ask them whag tlame of the country
Is, you know. Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealandwastralia?’ (and
she tried to curtsey as she spoke--fancy CURTSEYadN@ou're falling
through the air! Do you think you could manage i#)d what an
ignorant little girl she’ll think me for asking! Na’ll never do to

ask: perhaps | shall see it written up somewhere.’

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to dd\lgme soon began
talking again. ‘Dinah’ll miss me very much to-nighshould think!’

(Dinah was the cat.) ‘I hope they’ll remember heueer of milk at
tea-time. Dinah my dear! | wish you were down hgith me! There are no
mice in the air, I'm afraid, but you might catclhat, and that's very

like a mouse, you know. But do cats eat bats, |ldgo? And here Alice
began to get rather sleepy, and went on sayingrseH, in a dreamy

sort of way, ‘Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bars®'sometimes, ‘Do

bats eat cats?’ for, you see, as she couldn’t ansibeer question,

it didn’t much matter which way she put it. She teht she was dozing

off, and had just begun to dream that she was nglkand in hand with



Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, ‘Now, Din@ll me the truth:
did you ever eat a bat?’ when suddenly, thump! fpwown she came upon
a heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was.o

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up oneoflet in a moment:
she looked up, but it was all dark overhead; befi@ewas another
long passage, and the White Rabbit was still ihtsigurrying down it.
There was not a moment to be lost: away went Alike=the wind, and
was just in time to hear it say, as it turned anegr'‘Oh my ears

and whiskers, how late it's getting!” She was clbs@ind it when she
turned the corner, but the Rabbit was no longéetseen: she found
herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up byaw of lamps hanging

from the roof.

There were doors all round the hall, but they vadréocked; and when
Alice had been all the way down one side and umther, trying every
door, she walked sadly down the middle, wonderiog Bhe was ever to
get out again.

Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged tableyade of solid
glass; there was nothing on it except a tiny gokin and Alice’s

first thought was that it might belong to one o thoors of the hall;

but, alas! either the locks were too large, ordine was too small,

but at any rate it would not open any of them. Hesveon the second
time round, she came upon a low curtain she hadatated before, and
behind it was a little door about fifteen incheghhishe tried the

little golden key in the lock, and to her greatigla it fitted!



Alice opened the door and found that it led insnall passage, not
much larger than a rat-hole: she knelt down ankddalong the passage
into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How shgédaito get out of

that dark hall, and wander about among those bioisgint flowers and
those cool fountains, but she could not even gehéad through the
doorway; ‘and even if my head would go throughgught poor Alice, ‘it
would be of very little use without my shoulderd,@ow | wish | could
shut up like a telescope! | think | could, if | grknow how to begin.’

For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things haghaed lately,

that Alice had begun to think that very few thimgdeed were really

impossible.

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the tithler, so she went
back to the table, half hoping she might find arottey on it, or at
any rate a book of rules for shutting people up tidescopes: this
time she found a little bottle on it, (‘which cartly was not here
before,’ said Alice,) and round the neck of thetleatas a paper
label, with the words ‘DRINK ME’ beautifully printeon it in large

letters.

It was all very well to say ‘Drink me,’ but the widittle Alice was

not going to do THAT in a hurry. ‘No, I'll look fst,” she said, ‘and

see whether it's marked “poison” or not’; for stellread several nice
little histories about children who had got buarid eaten up by wild
beasts and other unpleasant things, all becaugd\{#JLD not remember

the simple rules their friends had taught themhsas; that a red-hot



poker will burn you if you hold it too long; andahif you cut your
finger VERY deeply with a knife, it usually bleed@s)d she had never
forgotten that, if you drink much from a bottle rked ‘poison,’ it is

almost certain to disagree with you, sooner orlate

However, this bottle was NOT marked ‘poison,” s@cAlventured to taste
it, and finding it very nice, (it had, in fact, arsof mixed flavour
of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, roast turkeffee, and hot

buttered toast,) she very soon finished it off.

‘What a curious feeling! said Alice; ‘I must bewgting up like a

telescope.’

And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inchgis, land her face
brightened up at the thought that she was nowigiie size for going
through the little door into that lovely gardentsEj however, she
waited for a few minutes to see if she was goinghtank any further:
she felt a little nervous about this; ‘for it migid, you know,’ said
Alice to herself, ‘in my going out altogether, likecandle. | wonder
what | should be like then?’ And she tried to famdyat the flame of a
candle is like after the candle is blown out, foe €ould not remember

ever having seen such a thing.

After a while, finding that nothing more happensige decided on going

into the garden at once; but, alas for poor Aliwben she got to the



door, she found she had forgotten the little gokleyy and when she
went back to the table for it, she found she coaldpossibly reach
it: she could see it quite plainly through the glaand she tried her
best to climb up one of the legs of the table,ibwis too slippery;
and when she had tired herself out with trying,gber little thing

sat down and cried.

‘Come, there’s no use in crying like that!” saidc# to herself,

rather sharply; ‘I advise you to leave off this o’ She generally
gave herself very good advice, (though she vedoselfollowed it),

and sometimes she scolded herself so severelylamptears into

her eyes; and once she remembered trying to boavireears for having
cheated herself in a game of croquet she was gjagainst herself,

for this curious child was very fond of pretendiogoe two people.

‘But it's no use now,’ thought poor Alice, ‘to pegtd to be two people!
Why, there’s hardly enough of me left to make ONEpectable person!’

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that wasgyunder the table:
she opened it, and found in it a very small cakewhich the words
‘EAT ME’ were beautifully marked in currants. ‘Wellll eat it,’ said
Alice, ‘and if it makes me grow larger, | can redlh key; and if it

makes me grow smaller, | can creep under the doogjther way I'll

get into the garden, and | don’t care which happens

She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herséfhich way? Which
way?’, holding her hand on the top of her head# Wwhich way it was

growing, and she was quite surprised to find thatremained the same



size: to be sure, this generally happens when atsecake, but Alice
had got so much into the way of expecting nothingdut-of-the-way
things to happen, that it seemed quite dull angligttor life to go on

in the common way.

So she set to work, and very soon finished ofictiee.



CHAPTER TWO

The Pool of Tears

‘Curiouser and curiouser!’ cried Alice (she waswsach surprised, that
for the moment she quite forgot how to speak googliEh); ‘now I'm
opening out like the largest telescope that eves! Waod-bye, feet!’

(for when she looked down at her feet, they seeimée almost out of
sight, they were getting so far off). ‘Oh, my pditie feet, | wonder
who will put on your shoes and stockings for yowndears? I'm sure
_|_shan’t be able! | shall be a great deal tomfato trouble

myself about you: you must manage the best waycgog+-but | must be
kind to them,’ thought Alice, ‘or perhaps they wowalk the way | want
to go! Let me see: I'll give them a new pair of oevery Christmas.’

And she went on planning to herself how she wouddhage it. “They must
go by the carrier,” she thought; ‘and how funnil ggem, sending

presents to one’s own feet! And how odd the dioexiwill look!

ALICE’S RIGHT FOOQOT, ESQ.
HEARTHRUG,
NEAR THE FENDER,
(WITH ALICE’S LOVE).



Oh dear, what nonsense I'm talking!’

Just then her head struck against the roof of #fleih fact she was
now more than nine feet high, and she at once upake little golden

key and hurried off to the garden door.

Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, lyiogrd on one side, to
look through into the garden with one eye; butébtbrough was more

hopeless than ever: she sat down and began tgany.a

‘You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said Aligegreat girl like
you,” (she might well say this), ‘to go on cryingthis way! Stop this
moment, | tell you!” But she went on all the sasiegedding gallons of
tears, until there was a large pool all round hbgut four inches
deep and reaching half down the hall.

After a time she heard a little pattering of feethe distance, and

she hastily dried her eyes to see what was corttimgs the White
Rabbit returning, splendidly dressed, with a péawvbite kid gloves in
one hand and a large fan in the other: he camingyatlong in a great
hurry, muttering to himself as he came, ‘Oh! theebess, the Duchess!
Oh! won't she be savage if I've kept her waitinglice felt so
desperate that she was ready to ask help of anysonehen the Rabbit
came near her, she began, in a low, timid voi¢goll please, sir--’
The Rabbit started violently, dropped the white ¢liolves and the fan,

and skurried away into the darkness as hard asuid go.



Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as thewa#i very hot, she

kept fanning herself all the time she went on tajkiDear, dear! How
gueer everything is to-day! And yesterday thingstw just as usual.

| wonder if I've been changed in the night? Lettimek: was | the

same when | got up this morning? | almost thinkn cemember feeling a
little different. But if I'm not the same, the nexytiestion is, Who

in the world am 1?7 Ah, THAT'S the great puzzle!” dishe began thinking
over all the children she knew that were of theesage as herself, to

see if she could have been changed for any of them.

‘I'm sure I'm not Ada,’ she said, ‘for her hair goa such long

ringlets, and mine doesn’t go in ringlets at atigd’'m sure | can’t

be Mabel, for | know all sorts of things, and sbie, she knows such a
very little! Besides, SHE'S she, and I'm I, and-adar, how puzzling

it all is! I'll try if I know all the things | usedo know. Let me

see: four times five is twelve, and four timesisithirteen, and

four times seven is--oh dear! | shall never gatenty at that rate!
However, the Multiplication Table doesn't signifegt’s try Geography.
London is the capital of Paris, and Paris is thmtahof Rome, and
Rome--no, THAT'S all wrong, I'm certain! | must habeen changed for
Mabel! I'll try and say “How doth the little--"* agh she crossed her
hands on her lap as if she were saying lessondyegeh to repeat it,

but her voice sounded hoarse and strange, anddfgswid not come the

same as they used to do:--

‘How doth the little crocodile



Improve his shining tail,
And pour the waters of the Nile
On every golden scale!

‘How cheerfully he seems to grin,
How neatly spread his claws,
And welcome little fishes in

With gently smiling jaws!’

‘I'm sure those are not the right words,’ said pétice, and her eyes

filled with tears again as she went on, ‘| mustMsibel after all, and

| shall have to go and live in that poky little lsey and have next to

no toys to play with, and oh! ever so many lessornsarn! No, I've

made up my mind about it; if 'm Mabel, I'll stayod/n here! It'll be no

use their putting their heads down and saying “Cameagain, dear!” |

shall only look up and say “Who am | then? Tell timat first, and then,

if | like being that person, I'll come up: if ndtll stay down here

till I'm somebody else”--but, oh dear!’ cried Alicevith a sudden burst

of tears, ‘I do wish they WOULD put their headswahd | am so VERY tired

of being all alone here!

As she said this she looked down at her handswasdsurprised to see
that she had put on one of the Rabbit’s little @lkid gloves while

she was talking. ‘How CAN | have done that?’ sheutght. ‘| must

be growing small again.” She got up and went tadide to measure
herself by it, and found that, as nearly as shédoguess, she was now

about two feet high, and was going on shrinkingdigpshe soon found



out that the cause of this was the fan she wasnwldnd she dropped
it hastily, just in time to avoid shrinking awayajether.

‘That WAS a narrow escape!’ said Alice, a good deghtened at the
sudden change, but very glad to find herself istitxistence; ‘and
now for the garden!” and she ran with all speedladhe little door:
but, alas! the little door was shut again, anditie golden key was
lying on the glass table as before, ‘and thingsnamese than ever,’
thought the poor child, ‘for | never was so smaltlais before, never!

And | declare it's too bad, that it is!’

As she said these words her foot slipped, and ath@n moment, splash!
she was up to her chin in salt water. Her firstideas that she

had somehow fallen into the sea, ‘and in that tas& go back by
railway,’ she said to herself. (Alice had beenhe seaside once in

her life, and had come to the general conclusiuat, wherever you go

to on the English coast you find a number of baghmachines in the

sea, some children digging in the sand with woapeades, then a row
of lodging houses, and behind them a railway statidowever, she soon
made out that she was in the pool of tears whiehhstd wept when she

was nine feet high.

‘I wish | hadn’t cried so much! said Alice, as sk\am about, trying
to find her way out. ‘I shall be punished for itvnd suppose, by
being drowned in my own tears! That WILL be a quéarg, to be sure!

However, everything is queer to-day.’



Just then she heard something splashing abou¢ ipadl a little way

off, and she swam nearer to make out what it wiafesa she thought

it must be a walrus or hippopotamus, but then sheembered how small
she was now, and she soon made out that it wasaamiyuse that had
slipped in like herself.

‘Would it be of any use, now,’ thought Alice, ‘tpeak to this mouse?
Everything is so out-of-the-way down here, thatdwdd think very

likely it can talk: at any rate, there’s no harmrying.” So she

began: ‘O Mouse, do you know the way out of thisld am very tired

of swimming about here, O Mouse!" (Alice thoughistmust be the right
way of speaking to a mouse: she had never donesstithg before, but
she remembered having seen in her brother’'s Latam@ar, ‘A mouse--of
a mouse--to a mouse--a mouse--O mouse!’) The Mioaded at her rather
inquisitively, and seemed to her to wink with orié®little eyes,

but it said nothing.

‘Perhaps it doesn’t understand English,” thought&l‘l daresay it's

a French mouse, come over with William the Conquegior, with all
her knowledge of history, Alice had no very cleation how long ago
anything had happened.) So she began again: ‘Quashatte?’ which
was the first sentence in her French lesson-bolo&.Mouse gave a
sudden leap out of the water, and seemed to gallvever with fright.
‘Oh, I beg your pardon!’ cried Alice hastily, afdaihat she had hurt

the poor animal’s feelings. ‘I quite forgot you ditlike cats.’

‘Not like cats! cried the Mouse, in a shrill, passate voice. ‘Would



YOU like cats if you were me?’

‘Well, perhaps not,’ said Alice in a soothing tofeon’t be angry
about it. And yet | wish | could show you our cah&h: | think you'd
take a fancy to cats if you could only see her. iSlseich a dear quiet
thing,” Alice went on, half to herself, as she swiamily about in the
pool, ‘and she sits purring so nicely by the flreking her paws and
washing her face--and she is such a nice soft tlomgirse--and she’s
such a capital one for catching mice--oh, | begrymardon!” cried
Alice again, for this time the Mouse was bristleljover, and she
felt certain it must be really offended. ‘We wotdtk about her any

more if you'd rather not.’

‘We indeed!’ cried the Mouse, who was trembling dow the end of his
tail. ‘As if | would talk on such a subject! Oumfiy always HATED
cats: nasty, low, vulgar things! Don’t let me h#s name again!

‘I won’t indeed! said Alice, in a great hurry tthange the subject of
conversation. ‘Are you--are you fond--of--of dog3hie Mouse did not
answer, so Alice went on eagerly: ‘There is sudirca little dog near
our house | should like to show you! A little briggyed terrier, you
know, with oh, such long curly brown hair! And litfetch things when
you throw them, and it’'ll sit up and beg for itsider, and all sorts

of things--I can’t remember half of them--and itdyegs to a farmer,
you know, and he says it's so useful, it's wortuadred pounds! He
says it kills all the rats and--oh dear!’ cried@diin a sorrowful

tone, ‘I'm afraid I've offended it again!” For tHdouse was swimming



away from her as hard as it could go, and makintg gucommotion in
the pool as it went.

So she called softly after it, ‘Mouse dear! Do cdmaek again, and we
won't talk about cats or dogs either, if you ddike them!” When the
Mouse heard this, it turned round and swam slowalsklio her: its
face was quite pale (with passion, Alice thougdiy it said in a low
trembling voice, ‘Let us get to the shore, and thiétell you my

history, and you’ll understand why it is | hatescahd dogs.’

It was high time to go, for the pool was gettingtgerowded with the
birds and animals that had fallen into it: thereenee Duck and a Dodo,
a Lory and an Eaglet, and several other curiouatares. Alice led the

way, and the whole party swam to the shore.



CHAPTER THREE

A Caucus-Race and a Long Tale

They were indeed a queer-looking party that assedntsh the bank--the
birds with draggled feathers, the animals withrtfgi clinging close

to them, and all dripping wet, cross, and uncorafud.

The first question of course was, how to get dgig they had a
consultation about this, and after a few minutsg@med quite natural
to Alice to find herself talking familiarly with #m, as if she had
known them all her life. Indeed, she had quitergylargument with the
Lory, who at last turned sulky, and would only saam older than
you, and must know better’; and this Alice would albow without
knowing how old it was, and, as the Lory positivedyused to tell its

age, there was no more to be said.

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person bbaty among them,
called out, ‘Sit down, all of you, and listen to InitL soon make you
dry enough! They all sat down at once, in a laigg, with the Mouse
in the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously fixadit, for she felt

sure she would catch a bad cold if she did notigevery soon.

‘Ahem!’ said the Mouse with an important air, ‘greu all ready? This

Is the driest thing | know. Silence all round, duyplease! “William



the Conqueror, whose cause was favoured by the, pags soon submitted
to by the English, who wanted leaders, and had b&kte much
accustomed to usurpation and conquest. Edwin andaviahe earls of
Mercia and Northumbria--"*

‘Ugh!’ said the Lory, with a shiver.

‘I beg your pardon! said the Mouse, frowning, ety politely: ‘Did

you speak?’

‘Not I'" said the Lory hastily.

‘| thought you did,” said the Mouse. ‘--I proceéBtdwin and Morcar,

the earls of Mercia and Northumbria, declared for:.land even Stigand,
the patriotic archbishop of Canterbury, found ¥iadble--"*

‘Found WHAT?’ said the Duck.

‘Found IT,” the Mouse replied rather crossly: ‘afucse you know what

“It” means.’

‘I know what “it” means well enough, when | findlaing,’” said the
Duck: ‘it's generally a frog or a worm. The questig, what did the

archbishop find?’

The Mouse did not notice this question, but hutyiegent on, “--found

it advisable to go with Edgar Atheling to meet \idith and offer him the



crown. William’s conduct at first was moderate. Bug insolence of his
Normans--" How are you getting on now, my deargahtinued, turning

to Alice as it spoke.

‘As wet as ever,’ said Alice in a melancholy tofiedoesn’t seem to

dry me at all’

‘In that case,’ said the Dodo solemnly, risingt®feet, ‘1 move
that the meeting adjourn, for the immediate adoptibmore energetic

remedies--'

‘Speak English!’ said the Eaglet. ‘I don’t know thmeeaning of half
those long words, and, what's more, | don’t beligga do either!” And
the Eaglet bent down its head to hide a smile: soiniee other birds
tittered audibly.

‘What | was going to say,’ said the Dodo in an nffed tone, ‘was, that
the best thing to get us dry would be a Caucus-race

‘What IS a Caucus-race?’ said Alice; not that slamted much to know,
but the Dodo had paused as if it thought that SOMBEB ought to speak,
and no one else seemed inclined to say anything.

‘Why,’ said the Dodo, ‘the best way to explaingtto do it.” (And, as
you might like to try the thing yourself, some vantday, | will tell

you how the Dodo managed it.)



First it marked out a race-course, in a sort aflejr(‘the exact

shape doesn’t matter,’ it said,) and then all theypwere placed

along the course, here and there. There was nq t@oethree, and
away,’” but they began running when they liked, Efidoff when they
liked, so that it was not easy to know when the raas over. However,
when they had been running half an hour or sowaré quite dry again,
the Dodo suddenly called out ‘The race is overd #mey all crowded

round it, panting, and asking, ‘But who has won?’

This question the Dodo could not answer withoutesgdeal of thought,
and it sat for a long time with one finger presapdn its forehead

(the position in which you usually see Shakespearthe pictures

of him), while the rest waited in silence. At lds¢ Dodo said,

‘EVERYBODY has won, and all must have prizes.’

‘But who is to give the prizes?’ quite a chorussoices asked.

‘Why, SHE, of course,’ said the Dodo, pointing tbhc& with one finger;
and the whole party at once crowded round hernpgatiut in a confused

way, ‘Prizes! Prizes!

Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair shédpuhand in her
pocket, and pulled out a box of comfits, (luckinetsalt water had
not got into it), and handed them round as prizasre was exactly one

a-piece all round.

‘But she must have a prize herself, you know,” sh&lMouse.



‘Of course,’ the Dodo replied very gravely. ‘Wh#geshave you got in
your pocket?’ he went on, turning to Alice.

‘Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly.

‘Hand it over here,’ said the Dodo.

Then they all crowded round her once more, whide@iodo solemnly
presented the thimble, saying ‘We beg your acceptanthis elegant
thimble’; and, when it had finished this short sgeedhey all cheered.

Alice thought the whole thing very absurd, but tlafiyjooked so grave
that she did not dare to laugh; and, as she catlthmk of anything

to say, she simply bowed, and took the thimblekilog as solemn as she
could.

The next thing was to eat the comfits: this caissede noise and
confusion, as the large birds complained that tdoeyd not taste
theirs, and the small ones choked and had to ledpan the back.
However, it was over at last, and they sat dowrnaigea ring, and
begged the Mouse to tell them something more.

‘You promised to tell me your history, you knowdid Alice, ‘and why
it is you hate--C and D,’ she added in a whispalf, &fraid that it

would be offended again.



‘Mine is a long and a sad tale!’ said the Mousejitwg to Alice, and

sighing.

‘It IS a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, lookindown with wonder at
the Mouse’s tail; ‘but why do you call it sad?’ Asle kept on puzzling
about it while the Mouse was speaking, so thaidea of the tale was

something like this:--

‘Fury said to a
mouse, That he
met in the
house,
“Let us
both go to
law: 1 will
prosecute
YOU.--Come,
I'll take no
denial; We
must have a
trial: For
really this
morning I've
nothing
to do.”
Said the

mouse to the



cur, “Such
a trial,
dear Sir,
With
no jury
or judge,
would be
wasting
our
breath.”
“I'll be
judge, I'll
be jury,”
Said
cunning
old Fury:
“I'll
try the
whole
cause,
and
condemn
you
to
death.™



‘You are not attending!” said the Mouse to Aliceaseely. ‘What are you
thinking of?’

‘I beg your pardon,’ said Alice very humbly: ‘yoadh got to the fifth
bend, | think?’

‘I had NOT! cried the Mouse, sharply and very ahygr

‘A knot! said Alice, always ready to make hersedfeful, and looking

anxiously about her. ‘Oh, do let me help to undio it

‘| shall do nothing of the sort,” said the Mousetting up and walking

away. ‘You insult me by talking such nonsense!’

‘| didn’t mean it!" pleaded poor Alice. ‘But you'rso easily offended,

you know!’

The Mouse only growled in reply.

‘Please come back and finish your story!” Aliceledlafter it; and the
others all joined in chorus, ‘Yes, please do! th& Mouse only shook
its head impatiently, and walked a little quicker.

‘What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the Lory, ason as it was quite
out of sight; and an old Crab took the opportunitgaying to her
daughter ‘Ah, my dear! Let this be a lesson to geuer to lose

YOUR temper! ‘Hold your tongue, Ma!’ said the yayrab, a little



snappishly. “You’re enough to try the patience miogster!

‘I wish | had our Dinah here, | know | do! saidiéé aloud, addressing
nobody in particular. ‘She’d soon fetch it back!’

‘And who is Dinah, if | might venture to ask theestion?’ said the

Lory.

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always readiatk about her pet:
‘Dinah’s our cat. And she’s such a capital onecliching mice you
can’t think! And oh, | wish you could see her afiee birds! Why,

she’ll eat a little bird as soon as look at it!’

This speech caused a remarkable sensation amopgrtiye Some of the
birds hurried off at once: one old Magpie beganppnag itself up very
carefully, remarking, ‘I really must be getting henthe night-air
doesn’t suit my throat!” and a Canary called oud itnembling voice to
its children, ‘Come away, my dears! It's high tigu were all in bed!’
On various pretexts they all moved off, and Alicasvsoon left alone.

‘I wish | hadn’t mentioned Dinah! she said to hedfsn a melancholy
tone. ‘Nobody seems to like her, down here, andstme she’s the best
cat in the world! Oh, my dear Dinah! | wonder gHall ever see you
any more!” And here poor Alice began to cry agéon,she felt very
lonely and low-spirited. In a little while, howeveahe again heard

a little pattering of footsteps in the distance] ahe looked up

eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse had changedims, and was coming



back to finish his story.



CHAPTER FOUR
The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill

It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly back agaand looking

anxiously about as it went, as if it had lost sdrmeg; and she heard

it muttering to itself “The Duchess! The Duches$l @y dear paws! Oh
my fur and whiskers! She’ll get me executed, as sisrferrets are
ferrets! Where CAN | have dropped them, | wondéiite guessed in a
moment that it was looking for the fan and the pawhite kid gloves,
and she very good-naturedly began hunting abouh&m, but they were
nowhere to be seen--everything seemed to have ellaigce her swim in
the pool, and the great hall, with the glass tableé the little door,

had vanished completely.

Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she wentihgrabout, and
called out to her in an angry tone, ‘Why, Mary Amrhat ARE you doing
out here? Run home this moment, and fetch me apgloves and a fan!
Quick, now! And Alice was so much frightened tisae ran off at once
in the direction it pointed to, without trying tag@ain the mistake it

had made.

‘He took me for his housemaid,’ she said to herasléhe ran. ‘How
surprised he’ll be when he finds out who | am! Bditbetter take him

his fan and gloves--that is, if | can find thems she said this, she



came upon a neat little house, on the door of wiMah a bright brass
plate with the name ‘W. RABBIT’ engraved upon iheSvent in without
knocking, and hurried upstairs, in great fear $st should meet the
real Mary Ann, and be turned out of the house lee$tve had found the
fan and gloves.

‘How queer it seems,’ Alice said to herself, ‘todpmng messages for
a rabbit! | suppose Dinah’ll be sending me on mgssaext!” And she
began fancying the sort of thing that would happ@iss Alice! Come
here directly, and get ready for your walk!” “Comim a minute,
nurse! But I've got to see that the mouse doest'ogt.” Only | don’t
think,” Alice went on, ‘that they’'d let Dinah stap the house if it

began ordering people about like that!

By this time she had found her way into a tidyditbom with a table

in the window, and on it (as she had hoped) a faht&o or three pairs
of tiny white kid gloves: she took up the fan angba of the gloves,

and was just going to leave the room, when herfe@lapon a little

bottle that stood near the looking-glass. There nzalsbel this time

with the words ‘DRINK ME,’ but nevertheless she ari@d it and put it
to her lips. ‘Il know SOMETHING interesting is sumehappen,’ she said
to herself, ‘whenever | eat or drink anything; 8lgust see what

this bottle does. | do hope it'll make me grow Eapain, for really

I’m quite tired of being such a tiny little thing!

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she hadcteghidbefore she had
drunk half the bottle, she found her head presagainst the ceiling,



and had to stoop to save her neck from being brdklea hastily put
down the bottle, saying to herself ‘That’s quit@egh--1 hope | shan’t
grow any more--As it is, | can’t get out at the delodo wish | hadn’t

drunk quite so much?’

Alas! it was too late to wish that! She went onvgray, and growing,
and very soon had to kneel down on the floor: iotle@r minute there
was not even room for this, and she tried the etiétying down with
one elbow against the door, and the other armawdend her head.
Still she went on growing, and, as a last resougice,put one arm out
of the window, and one foot up the chimney, and saiherself ‘Now |

can do no more, whatever happens. What WILL beaoimnee?’

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had nolad its full effect,
and she grew no larger: still it was very uncondbl#, and, as there
seemed to be no sort of chance of her ever gedtihgf the room
again, no wonder she felt unhappy.

‘It was much pleasanter at home,’ thought poor éltevhen one wasn’t
always growing larger and smaller, and being odiakmut by mice and
rabbits. | almost wish | hadn’t gone down that igbble--and yet--and
yet--it's rather curious, you know, this sort d&lil do wonder what
CAN have happened to me! When | used to read tales, | fancied that
kind of thing never happened, and now here | athermiddle of one!
There ought to be a book written about me, thaktbaght! And when |
grow up, I'll write one--but I'm grown up now,’ steelded in a sorrowful

tone; ‘at least there’s no room to grow up any meERE.’



‘But then,’” thought Alice, ‘shall | NEVER get anyder than | am
now? That'll be a comfort, one way--never to beolthwoman--but
then--always to have lessons to learn! Oh, | shdulidke THATY

‘Oh, you foolish Alice!” she answered herself. ‘Ho@an you learn
lessons in here? Why, there’s hardly room for Y@kt no room at all

for any lesson-books!

And so she went on, taking first one side and therother, and making
guite a conversation of it altogether; but aftéeva minutes she heard

a voice outside, and stopped to listen.

‘Mary Ann! Mary Ann!’ said the voice. ‘Fetch me ngyoves this moment!’
Then came a little pattering of feet on the staitke knew it was

the Rabbit coming to look for her, and she tremlilédhe shook the
house, quite forgetting that she was now aboubadiind times as large
as the Rabbit, and had no reason to be afraid of it

Presently the Rabbit came up to the door, and taegben it; but, as
the door opened inwards, and Alice’s elbow wasgae$ard against it,
that attempt proved a failure. Alice heard it saytself ‘Then I'll

go round and get in at the window.’

‘THAT you won’t’ thought Alice, and, after waitingjl she fancied
she heard the Rabbit just under the window, shdenlyg spread out her
hand, and made a snatch in the air. She did ndtaetof anything,



but she heard a little shriek and a fall, and alc@ broken glass,
from which she concluded that it was just possifed fallen into a

cucumber-frame, or something of the sort.
Next came an angry voice--the Rabbit’s--'Pat! Rdtlere are you?’ And
then a voice she had never heard before, ‘Sureltmeimere! Digging

for apples, yer honour!

‘Digging for apples, indeed! said the Rabbit ahgriHere! Come and

help me out of THIS! (Sounds of more broken glpss.

‘Now tell me, Pat, what's that in the window?’

‘Sure, it's an arm, yer honour!” (He pronouncethrtum.’)

‘An arm, you goose! Who ever saw one that size? WHyls the whole

window!’

‘Sure, it does, yer honour: but it's an arm forthHt.’

‘Well, it's got no business there, at any rateagd take it away!’

There was a long silence after this, and Alice dauily hear whispers
now and then; such as, ‘Sure, | don't like it, lenour, at all, at

all’ ‘Do as | tell you, you coward!” and at lashe spread out her
hand again, and made another snatch in the as.tifhé there were

TWO little shrieks, and more sounds of broken gla&tat a number of



cucumber-frames there must be!’ thought Alice. dnder what they’ll do
next! As for pulling me out of the window, | onlyisih they COULD! I'm
sure | don’t want to stay in here any longer!”

She waited for some time without hearing anythiragenat last came a
rumbling of little cartwheels, and the sound ofo@d many voices

all talking together: she made out the words: ‘Véfsethe other
ladder?--Why, | hadn’t to bring but one; Bill's gibie other--Bill!

fetch it here, lad!--Here, put ‘em up at this carrdo, tie ‘em

together first--they don’t reach half high enougt-yOh! they’ll

do well enough; don’t be particular--Here, Billltcla hold of this
rope--Will the roof bear?--Mind that loose slateéh;@’'s coming

down! Heads below!" (a loud crash)--"Now, who dicht?--1t was Bill, |
fancy--Who's to go down the chimney?--Nay, | sheM©U do it!--That |
won’t, then!--Bill's to go down--Here, Bill! the nséer says you're to
go down the chimney!’

‘Oh! So Bill's got to come down the chimney, ha®h&aid Alice to
herself. ‘Shy, they seem to put everything upoti Bivouldn’t be in
Bill's place for a good deal: this fireplace is v, to be sure; but
| THINK I can kick a little!’

She drew her foot as far down the chimney as shlel cand waited

till she heard a little animal (she couldn’t guessvhat sort it was)
scratching and scrambling about in the chimneyecd®ove her: then,
saying to herself ‘This is Bill,” she gave one ghkick, and waited to

see what would happen next.



The first thing she heard was a general choru3loére goes Bill!’

then the Rabbit’s voice along--"Catch him, you bg hedge!’ then

silence, and then another confusion of voices--0Hg) his head--Brandy
now--Don’t choke him--How was it, old fellow? WHhadppened to you? Tell

us all about it!’

Last came a little feeble, squeaking voice, (‘To&ill,’ thought
Alice,) ‘Well, | hardly know--No more, thank ye;n better now--but I'm
a deal too flustered to tell you--all | know isnsething comes at me

like a Jack-in-the-box, and up | goes like a skgked!’

‘So you did, old fellow! said the others.

‘We must burn the house down!’ said the Rabbit'®&pand Alice called
out as loud as she could, ‘If you do. I'll set Dinat you!’

There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thot@herself, ‘I
wonder what they WILL do next! If they had any sentbey’d take the
roof off.” After a minute or two, they began moviagout again, and

Alice heard the Rabbit say, ‘A barrowful will d@ begin with.’

‘A barrowful of WHAT?’ thought Alice; but she haanlong to doubt,
for the next moment a shower of little pebbles caatiéing in at the
window, and some of them hit her in the face. it a stop to this,’
she said to herself, and shouted out, ‘You'd bett¢rdo that again!

which produced another dead silence.



Alice noticed with some surprise that the pebblesavall turning into
little cakes as they lay on the floor, and a brigleta came into her

head. ‘If | eat one of these cakes,’ she thougffg,sure to make

SOME change in my size; and as it can’t possiblikemmae larger, it must

make me smaller, | suppose.’

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was ddligbtiind that she
began shrinking directly. As soon as she was semalligh to get through
the door, she ran out of the house, and found quitewd of little
animals and birds waiting outside. The poor littieard, Bill, was

in the middle, being held up by two guinea-pigspwiere giving it
something out of a bottle. They all made a rushliae the moment she
appeared; but she ran off as hard as she couldaomdfound herself

safe in a thick wood.

‘The first thing I've got to do,’ said Alice to hezlf, as she wandered
about in the wood, ‘is to grow to my right size imgand the second
thing is to find my way into that lovely garderthink that will be

the best plan.’

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and veaflypand simply
arranged; the only difficulty was, that she hadthetsmallest idea
how to set about it; and while she was peering taoxiously among
the trees, a little sharp bark just over her headarher look up in a

great hurry.



An enormous puppy was looking down at her withéamgund eyes, and
feebly stretching out one paw, trying to touch Heoor little thing!’

said Alice, in a coaxing tone, and she tried hardrhistle to it; but

she was terribly frightened all the time at theugat that it might be
hungry, in which case it would be very likely ta éar up in spite of

all her coaxing.

Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up a littieof stick, and

held it out to the puppy; whereupon the puppy judnipg¢o the air off

all its feet at once, with a yelp of delight, andhied at the stick,

and made believe to worry it; then Alice dodgedibela great thistle,
to keep herself from being run over; and the morsbrtappeared on the
other side, the puppy made another rush at thie sinel tumbled head
over heels in its hurry to get hold of it; thencdj thinking it was

very like having a game of play with a cart-hoi@ed expecting every
moment to be trampled under its feet, ran roundHistle again; then
the puppy began a series of short charges atithe istnning a very
little way forwards each time and a long way bald barking hoarsely
all the while, till at last it sat down a good waiy, panting, with

its tongue hanging out of its mouth, and its gesats half shut.

This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for makneg escape; so she
set off at once, and ran till she was quite tined aut of breath, and

till the puppy’s bark sounded quite faint in thetence.

‘And yet what a dear little puppy it was!’ said &di, as she leant

against a buttercup to rest herself, and fanneseliexith one of the



leaves: ‘I should have liked teaching it tricksweruch, if--if I'd
only been the right size to do it! Oh dear! I'd gdorgotten that
I've got to grow up again! Let me see--how IS ib®managed? |
suppose | ought to eat or drink something or othetthe great

guestion is, what?’

The great question certainly was, what? Alice lab&k round her at

the flowers and the blades of grass, but she didemanything that
looked like the right thing to eat or drink undkee fcircumstances.
There was a large mushroom growing near her, ahewtame height as
herself, and when she had looked under it, andotim &ides of it, and
behind it, it occurred to her that she might ad Week and see what

was on the top of it.

She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peepedtioeerdge of the
mushroom, and her eyes immediately met those arfge caterpillar,
that was sitting on the top with its arms foldedietly smoking a long
hookah, and taking not the smallest notice of mexf anything else.



CHAPTER FIVE

Advice from a Caterpillar

The Caterpillar and Alice looked at each othersimme time in silence:
at last the Caterpillar took the hookah out ofhitsuth, and addressed

her in a languid, sleepy voice.

‘Who are YOU?’ said the Caterpillar.

This was not an encouraging opening for a conviersalice replied,
rather shyly, ‘I--1 hardly know, sir, just at pregeat least | know
who | WAS when | got up this morning, but | thinknust have been

changed several times since then.’

‘What do you mean by that?’ said the Caterpillarrgy. ‘Explain
yourself!’

‘I can’t explain MYSELF, I'm afraid, sir’ said Alie, ‘because I'm not

myself, you see.’
‘I don’t see,’ said the Caterpillar.

‘I'm afraid | can’t put it more clearly,” Alice rdigd very politely,



‘for | can’t understand it myself to begin with;dabeing so many
different sizes in a day is very confusing.’

‘Itisn’t,’ said the Caterpillar.

‘Well, perhaps you haven't found it so yet,” saitic&; ‘but when you
have to turn into a chrysalis--you will some daguknow--and then
after that into a butterfly, | should think youféel it a little

gqueer, won't you?’

‘Not a bit,’ said the Caterpillar.

‘Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,’dsallice; ‘all | know

Is, it would feel very queer to ME.’

‘You!’ said the Caterpillar contemptuously. ‘Whaeay OU?’

Which brought them back again to the beginninghefdonversation.
Alice felt a little irritated at the Caterpillarimaking such VERY
short remarks, and she drew herself up and saig,gravely, ‘I think,

you ought to tell me who YOU are, first.’

‘Why?’ said the Caterpillar.

Here was another puzzling question; and as Alicgdcoot think of any

good reason, and as the Caterpillar seemed to & ERY unpleasant

state of mind, she turned away.



‘Come back! the Caterpillar called after her. #'\8omething important

to say!’

This sounded promising, certainly: Alice turned aadhe back again.

‘Keep your temper,’ said the Caterpillar.

‘Is that all?’ said Alice, swallowing down her amges well as she

could.

‘No,” said the Caterpillar.

Alice thought she might as well wait, as she haithing else to do, and
perhaps after all it might tell her something wdrdaring. For some
minutes it puffed away without speaking, but at iaanfolded its
arms, took the hookah out of its mouth again, aid, sSo you think

you’re changed, do you?’

‘I'm afraid | am, sir,” said Alice; ‘I can’t remendy things as |

used--and | don’t keep the same size for ten mintagether!

‘Can’t remember WHAT things?’ said the Caterpillar.

‘Well, I've tried to say “HOW DOTH THE LITTLE BUSYBEE,” but it all came

different!” Alice replied in a very melancholy vac



‘Repeat, “YOU ARE OLD, FATHER WILLIAM,™ said the @terpillar.

Alice folded her hands, and began:--

‘You are old, Father William,’ the young mandsai
‘And your hair has become very white;
And yet you incessantly stand on your head--

Do you think, at your age, it is right?’

‘In my youth,” Father William replied to his spn
‘| feared it might injure the brain;
But, now that I'm perfectly sure | have none,

Why, | do it again and again.’

‘You are old,” said the youth, ‘as | mentionesfdre,
And have grown most uncommonly fat;

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door-
Pray, what is the reason of that?’

‘In my youth,’” said the sage, as he shook hey docks,
‘| kept all my limbs very supple
By the use of this ointment--one shilling thexbo

Allow me to sell you a couple?’

‘You are old,” said the youth, ‘and your jawe &no weak
For anything tougher than suet;

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones &edoeak--



Pray how did you manage to do it?’

‘In my youth,’ said his father, ‘I took to thaw,
And argued each case with my wife;
And the muscular strength, which it gave to ay,j

Has lasted the rest of my life.’

‘You are old,” said the youth, ‘one would hargdlyppose
That your eye was as steady as ever,
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose-

What made you so awfully clever?’

‘I have answered three questions, and thatosgm’
Said his father; ‘don’t give yourself airs!

Do you think | can listen all day to such stuff?
Be off, or I'll kick you down stairs!’

‘That is not said right,” said the Caterpillar.

‘Not QUITE right, I'm afraid,” said Alice, timidly;some of the words

have got altered.’

‘It is wrong from beginning to end,” said the Catidlar decidedly, and

there was silence for some minutes.

The Caterpillar was the first to speak.



‘What size do you want to be?’ it asked.

‘Oh, I'm not particular as to size,’” Alice hastilgplied; ‘only one
doesn't like changing so often, you know.’

‘I DON'T know,’ said the Caterpillar.

Alice said nothing: she had never been so muchradicted in her life

before, and she felt that she was losing her temper

‘Are you content now?’ said the Caterpillar.

‘Well, | should like to be a LITTLE larger, sir, yiou wouldn’t mind,’
said Alice: ‘three inches is such a wretched heigltie.’

‘It is a very good height indeed!’ said the Cat#apiangrily, rearing
itself upright as it spoke (it was exactly threehas high).

‘But I'm not used to it"" pleaded poor Alice in d@gous tone. And
she thought of herself, ‘| wish the creatures waiilde so easily

offended!’

‘You'll get used to it in time,’ said the Caterpitt and it put the

hookah into its mouth and began smoking again.

This time Alice waited patiently until it chose gpeak again. In



a minute or two the Caterpillar took the hookahafuts mouth

and yawned once or twice, and shook itself. Thgottdown off the
mushroom, and crawled away in the grass, merelpnranyg as it went,
‘One side will make you grow taller, and the otbigle will make you

grow shorter.’

‘One side of WHAT? The other side of WHAT?’ thoudiiice to herself.

‘Of the mushroom,’ said the Caterpillar, just ashke had asked it

aloud; and in another moment it was out of sight.

Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mushro@@ma minute, trying
to make out which were the two sides of it; and ass perfectly

round, she found this a very difficult question.wéver, at last she
stretched her arms round it as far as they woulcégad broke off a bit

of the edge with each hand.

‘And now which is which?’ she said to herself, amidbled a little of
the right-hand bit to try the effect: the next marnghe felt a violent

blow underneath her chin: it had struck her foot!

She was a good deal frightened by this very sudtange, but she felt
that there was no time to be lost, as she waslshgmapidly; so she
set to work at once to eat some of the other lat. ¢tin was pressed
so closely against her foot, that there was hamathyn to open her
mouth; but she did it at last, and managed to swad morsel of the
lefthand bit.



‘Come, my head’s free at last!’ said Alice in a¢asf delight, which
changed into alarm in another moment, when shedftit her shoulders
were nowhere to be found: all she could see, wheraoked down, was
an immense length of neck, which seemed to rigediktalk out of a

sea of green leaves that lay far below her.

‘What CAN all that green stuff be?’ said Alice. ‘Anhere HAVE my
shoulders got to? And oh, my poor hands, howlisain't see you?’
She was moving them about as she spoke, but nib seguned to follow,

except a little shaking among the distant greevdea

As there seemed to be no chance of getting hershamtb her head, she
tried to get her head down to them, and was dedtd find that her

neck would bend about easily in any direction, Bkeerpent. She had
just succeeded in curving it down into a gracefgtag, and was going

to dive in among the leaves, which she found tadiking but the tops

of the trees under which she had been wanderingnalsharp hiss made
her draw back in a hurry: a large pigeon had flawta her face, and

was beating her violently with its wings.

‘Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon.

I'm NOT a serpent!” said Alice indignantly. ‘Let enalone!’



‘Serpent, | say again!’ repeated the Pigeon, batnmore subdued tone,
and added with a kind of sob, ‘I've tried every wapd nothing seems
to suit them?!

‘I haven’t the least idea what you're talking ahbsaid Alice.

‘I've tried the roots of trees, and I've tried banknd I've tried
hedges,’ the Pigeon went on, without attendingetio tout those

serpents! There’s no pleasing them!’

Alice was more and more puzzled, but she thougdretivas no use in

saying anything more till the Pigeon had finished.

‘As if it wasn’t trouble enough hatching the eggsid the Pigeon;
‘but I must be on the look-out for serpents nigid day! Why, |
haven’'t had a wink of sleep these three weeks!’

‘I'm very sorry you've been annoyed,’ said Alicehavwas beginning to

see its meaning.

‘And just as I'd taken the highest tree in the woadntinued the
Pigeon, raising its voice to a shriek, ‘and just ass thinking |
should be free of them at last, they must needsasnggling down from

the sky! Ugh, Serpent!’

‘But I'm NOT a serpent, | tell you!” said Alice.’th a--I'm a--’



‘Well! WHAT are you?’ said the Pigeon. ‘I can semire trying to

invent something!’

‘I--I'm a little girl,” said Alice, rather doubtfuy, as she remembered

the number of changes she had gone through that day

‘A likely story indeed!’ said the Pigeon in a tookthe deepest
contempt. ‘I've seen a good many little girls in tye, but never ONE
with such a neck as that! No, no! You're a serpant there’s no use

denying it. | suppose you'll be telling me nextitlgau never tasted an

eqgg’

‘I HAVE tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who sva very truthful
child; ‘but little girls eat eggs quite as muchsaspents do, you

know.’

‘I don’t believe it,’ said the Pigeon; ‘but if thelo, why then they're
a kind of serpent, that’s all | can say.’

This was such a new idea to Alice, that she wae ailent for a
minute or two, which gave the Pigeon the opporyuaitadding, ‘You're
looking for eggs, | know THAT well enough; and widgates it matter to me

whether you're a little girl or a serpent?’

‘It matters a good deal to ME,’ said Alice hastilyut I'm not looking

for eggs, as it happens; and if | was, | should@ht YOURS: | don’t



like them raw.’

‘Well, be off, then! said the Pigeon in a sulkyh&g as it settled

down again into its nest. Alice crouched down amtbregtrees as well as
she could, for her neck kept getting entangled antba branches, and
every now and then she had to stop and untwiatteer a while she
remembered that she still held the pieces of mashiia her hands, and
she set to work very carefully, nibbling first ateoand then at the

other, and growing sometimes taller and sometirhesgear, until she had

succeeded in bringing herself down to her usuatiei

It was so long since she had been anything nearghesize, that it

felt quite strange at first; but she got used to @& few minutes,

and began talking to herself, as usual. ‘Comegthdralf my plan done
now! How puzzling all these changes are! I'm nexge what I’'m going
to be, from one minute to another! However, I'vé lgack to my right
size: the next thing is, to get into that beautifatden--how IS that

to be done, | wonder?’ As she said this, she camddenly upon an open
place, with a little house in it about four feegini ‘Whoever lives
there,” thought Alice, ‘it'll never do to come uptimem THIS size: why,
| should frighten them out of their wits!” So shegan nibbling at the
righthand bit again, and did not venture to go riearmouse till she

had brought herself down to nine inches high.



CHAPTER SIX
Pig and Pepper

For a minute or two she stood looking at the hoasd,wondering what
to do next, when suddenly a footman in livery caomning out of the
wood--(she considered him to be a footman becagiseals in livery:
otherwise, judging by his face only, she would heaked him a
fish)--and rapped loudly at the door with his knlesk It was opened
by another footman in livery, with a round faced darge eyes like a
frog; and both footmen, Alice noticed, had powddread that curled all
over their heads. She felt very curious to knowtithaas all about,

and crept a little way out of the wood to listen.

The Fish-Footman began by producing from undeainsa great letter,
nearly as large as himself, and this he handedtowée other,

saying, in a solemn tone, ‘For the Duchess. Antatin from the Queen
to play croquet.” The Frog-Footman repeated, instimee solemn tone,
only changing the order of the words a little, ‘Frthe Queen. An
invitation for the Duchess to play croquet.’

Then they both bowed low, and their curls got egieshtogether.
Alice laughed so much at this, that she had tdoack into the

wood for fear of their hearing her; and when shd peeped out the

Fish-Footman was gone, and the other was sittingp@ground near the



door, staring stupidly up into the sky.

Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked.

‘There’s no sort of use in knocking,’ said the Foah, ‘and that for

two reasons. First, because I'm on the same sitieealoor as you

are; secondly, because they’re making such a msgi#e, no one could
possibly hear you.” And certainly there was a neogtaordinary noise
going on within--a constant howling and sneezimgl every now and then

a great crash, as if a dish or kettle had beendortk pieces.

‘Please, then,’ said Alice, ‘how am | to get in?’

‘There might be some sense in your knocking,’ thetfhan went on
without attending to her, ‘if we had the door betwais. For instance,

if you were INSIDE, you might knock, and | could y®u out, you know.’
He was looking up into the sky all the time he wpsaking, and this
Alice thought decidedly uncivil. ‘But perhaps hentdelp it,” she

said to herself; ‘his eyes are so VERY nearly atttp of his head.

But at any rate he might answer questions.--How anget in?’ she

repeated, aloud.

‘| shall sit here,’ the Footman remarked, ‘till tomow--'

At this moment the door of the house opened, dadya plate came

skimming out, straight at the Footman’s head:st grazed his nose,

and broke to pieces against one of the trees béinnd



‘--or next day, maybe,’ the Footman continued ia $hhme tone, exactly
as if nothing had happened.

‘How am | to get in?’ asked Alice again, in a loutiane.

‘ARE you to get in at all?’ said the Footman. ‘Tkahe first

guestion, you know.’

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to beddo. ‘It's really
dreadful,” she muttered to herself, ‘the way adl tneatures argue.

It's enough to drive one crazy!

The Footman seemed to think this a good opportdortyepeating his
remark, with variations. ‘I shall sit here,” he&aon and off, for

days and days.’

‘But what am | to do?’ said Alice.

‘Anything you like,” said the Footman, and beganstiing.

‘Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said Alidesperately: ‘he’s

perfectly idiotic!” And she opened the door and wien

The door led right into a large kitchen, which vids of smoke from
one end to the other: the Duchess was sittingtbnea-legged stool in

the middle, nursing a baby; the cook was leanirgy tive fire, stirring



a large cauldron which seemed to be full of soup.

‘There’s certainly too much pepper in that souplicA said to herself,

as well as she could for sneezing.

There was certainly too much of it in the air. Evlea Duchess
sheezed occasionally; and as for the baby, it waszng and howling
alternately without a moment’s pause. The onlyghim the kitchen
that did not sneeze, were the cook, and a largetuah was sitting on

the hearth and grinning from ear to ear.

‘Please would you tell me,’ said Alice, a littlenidly, for she was

not quite sure whether it was good manners fotdepeak first, ‘why
your cat grins like that?’

‘It's a Cheshire cat,’ said the Duchess, ‘and thathy. Pig!’

She said the last word with such sudden violenaeAhce quite

jumped; but she saw in another moment that it wlasessed to the baby,

and not to her, so she took courage, and went aim:ag

‘| didn’t know that Cheshire cats always grinnedfact, | didn’t know
that cats COULD grin.’

‘They all can,’ said the Duchess; ‘and most of ‘@oy

‘I don’t know of any that do,’ Alice said very padly, feeling quite



pleased to have got into a conversation.

‘You don’t know much,’ said the Duchess; ‘and tbat’fact.’

Alice did not at all like the tone of this remadnd thought it would

be as well to introduce some other subject of csat®n. While she
was trying to fix on one, the cook took the caufdod soup off the

fire, and at once set to work throwing everythirithuw her reach at

the Duchess and the baby--the fire-irons came thish followed a
shower of saucepans, plates, and dishes. The Duttwsno notice of
them even when they hit her; and the baby was hgvdo much already,

that it was quite impossible to say whether thevslaurt it or not.

‘Oh, PLEASE mind what you're doing!’ cried Aliceymping up and down in
an agony of terror. ‘Oh, there goes his PRECIOU&h@s an unusually

large saucepan flew close by it, and very neantyiezhit off.

‘If everybody minded their own business,’ the Dusheaid in a hoarse
growl, ‘the world would go round a deal faster thtatioes.’

‘Which would NOT be an advantage,’ said Alice, whtt very glad to get
an opportunity of showing off a little of her knadge. ‘Just think of
what work it would make with the day and night! Yeee the earth takes

twenty-four hours to turn round on its axis--’

‘Talking of axes,’ said the Duchess, ‘chop off head!



Alice glanced rather anxiously at the cook, toifsee meant to take
the hint; but the cook was busily stirring the soaipd seemed not to
be listening, so she went on again: ‘Twenty-fouurdspl THINK; or is

it twelve? |-’

‘Oh, don’t bother ME,’ said the Duchess; ‘| neveuld abide figures!’
And with that she began nursing her child agaimgisg a sort of
lullaby to it as she did so, and giving it a vidlehake at the end of

every line:
‘Speak roughly to your little boy,
And beat him when he sneezes:
He only does it to annoy,
Because he knows it teases.’
CHORUS.
(In which the cook and the baby joined):--

‘Wow! wow! wow!’

While the Duchess sang the second verse of the shadept tossing
the baby violently up and down, and the poor littiemg howled so,

that Alice could hardly hear the words:--

‘| speak severely to my boy,

| beat him when he sneezes;



For he can thoroughly enjoy
The pepper when he pleases!

CHORUS.

‘Wow! wow! wow!’

‘Here! you may nurse it a bit, if you like!" the Dliess said to Alice,
flinging the baby at her as she spoke. ‘| must b @get ready to play
croquet with the Queen,” and she hurried out ofrtioen. The cook threw

a frying-pan after her as she went out, but it jnstsed her.

Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as idsva queer-shaped
little creature, and held out its arms and legallidirections, ‘just

like a star-fish,” thought Alice. The poor littleibhg was snorting

like a steam-engine when she caught it, and keyldway itself up and
straightening itself out again, so that altogetfarthe first minute

or two, it was as much as she could do to hold it.

As soon as she had made out the proper way ofnguitsi(which was to
twist it up into a sort of knot, and then keep tigbld of its right

ear and left foot, so as to prevent its undoingjfilsshe carried

it out into the open air. ‘IF | don’t take this thaway with me,’
thought Alice, ‘they’re sure to kill it in a day two: wouldn'’t it be
murder to leave it behind?’ She said the last worddoud, and the
little thing grunted in reply (it had left off snaag by this time).

‘Don’t grunt,’” said Alice; ‘that’s not at all a pper way of expressing



yourself.’

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very amsiypinto its face to
see what was the matter with it. There could bdadbot that it had

a VERY turn-up nose, much more like a snout theeehnose; also its
eyes were getting extremely small for a baby: &tbgr Alice did not
like the look of the thing at all. ‘But perhapsniais only sobbing,’

she thought, and looked into its eyes again, tafshere were any

tears.

No, there were no tears. ‘If you're going to tuntoi a pig, my dear,’
said Alice, seriously, ‘I'll have nothing more to avith you. Mind
now!” The poor little thing sobbed again (or gruhté was impossible

to say which), and they went on for some whileilense.

Alice was just beginning to think to herself, ‘Nowhat am | to do with
this creature when | get it home?’ when it grurdagdin, so violently,
that she looked down into its face in some alarhis Time there could
be NO mistake about it: it was neither more nos t&an a pig, and she
felt that it would be quite absurd for her to catrurther.

So she set the little creature down, and felt galieved to see

it trot away quietly into the wood. ‘If it had gramup,’ she said

to herself, ‘it would have made a dreadfully ughyld: but it makes
rather a handsome pig, | think.” And she begarkihopnover other
children she knew, who might do very well as paysl was just saying

to herself, ‘if one only knew the right way to clggnthem--" when she



was a little startled by seeing the Cheshire Gabhgion a bough of a
tree a few yards off.

The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It lookembg-natured, she
thought: still it had VERY long claws and a greatmm teeth, so she
felt that it ought to be treated with respect.

‘Cheshire Puss,’ she began, rather timidly, asdsth@ot at all know
whether it would like the name: however, it onlyngeed a little wider.
‘Come, it's pleased so far,” thought Alice, and sfent on. ‘Would you
tell me, please, which way | ought to go from hére?

‘That depends a good deal on where you want téogetaid the Cat.

‘I don't much care where--' said Alice.

‘Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,’ said that.

‘--so long as | get SOMEWHERE,’ Alice added as aplanation.

‘Oh, you're sure to do that,” said the Cat, ‘if yonly walk long
enough.’

Alice felt that this could not be denied, so shedianother question.

‘What sort of people live about here?’

‘In THAT direction,’” the Cat said, waving its righaw round, ‘lives



a Hatter: and in THAT direction,” waving the othgaw, ‘lives a March
Hare. Visit either you like: they’re both mad.’

‘But | don’t want to go among mad people,’” Alicanarked.

‘Oh, you can't help that,” said the Cat: ‘we’re alad here. I'm mad.

You're mad.’

‘How do you know I'm mad?’ said Alice.

‘You must be,’” said the Cat, ‘or you wouldn’t has@me here.’

Alice didn’t think that proved it at all; howevesthe went on ‘And how

do you know that you’re mad?’

‘To begin with,” said the Cat, ‘a dog’s not mad.uvgrant that?’

‘| suppose so,’ said Alice.

‘Well, then,’ the Cat went on, ‘you see, a dog gowhen it's angry,

and wags its tail when it's pleased. Now | growlenH’m pleased, and

wag my tail when I'm angry. Therefore I'm mad.’

‘| call it purring, not growling,” said Alice.

‘Call it what you like,’ said the Cat. ‘Do you playoquet with the

Queen to-day?’



‘| should like it very much,’ said Alice, ‘but | h&n’t been invited

yet.

‘You'll see me there,’ said the Cat, and vanished.

Alice was not much surprised at this, she wasmgpd used to queer
things happening. While she was looking at theglahere it had been,

it suddenly appeared again.

‘By-the-bye, what became of the baby?’ said the Cdtnearly

forgotten to ask.’

‘It turned into a pig,” Alice quietly said, just #st had come back

in a natural way.

‘| thought it would,” said the Cat, and vanishediag

Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it agaut it did not

appear, and after a minute or two she walked ¢hdrdirection in
which the March Hare was said to live. ‘I've seattérs before,” she
said to herself; ‘the March Hare will be much thesminteresting, and
perhaps as this is May it won’t be raving mad-east not so mad as

it was in March.” As she said this, she lookedamg there was the Cat

again, sitting on a branch of a tree.

‘Did you say pig, or fig?’ said the Cat.



‘| said pig,’ replied Alice; ‘and | wish you wouldrkeep appearing and

vanishing so suddenly: you make one quite giddy.’

‘All right,” said the Cat; and this time it vanisthguite slowly,
beginning with the end of the tail, and ending vtk grin, which

remained some time after the rest of it had gone.

‘Well! I've often seen a cat without a grin,’ thduigAlice; ‘but a grin

without a cat! It's the most curious thing | evamnsin my life!’

She had not gone much farther before she camghh i the house

of the March Hare: she thought it must be the righise, because the
chimneys were shaped like ears and the roof washiba with fur. It
was so large a house, that she did not like toegoen till she had
nibbled some more of the lefthand bit of mushroand raised herself to
about two feet high: even then she walked up tosvanchther timidly,
saying to herself ‘Suppose it should be raving el all! | almost

wish I'd gone to see the Hatter instead!’



CHAPTER SEVEN
A Mad Tea-Party

There was a table set out under a tree in frotlt@house, and the
March Hare and the Hatter were having tea attoamouse was sitting
between them, fast asleep, and the other two vaeng it as a

cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talkingions head. ‘Very
uncomfortable for the Dormouse,’ thought Alice; I\pras it’s asleep, |

suppose it doesn’t mind.’

The table was a large one, but the three were@Nded together at

one corner of it: ‘No room! No room!’ they criedtonhen they saw Alice
coming. ‘There’s PLENTY of room!” said Alice indigntly, and she sat
down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table.

‘Have some wine,’ the March Hare said in an encgiagtone.

Alice looked all round the table, but there washimg on it but tea.

‘I don’t see any wine,” she remarked.

‘There isn’t any,’ said the March Hare.



‘Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” sdiAlice angrily.

‘It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without logg invited,” said
the March Hare.

‘I didn’t know it was YOUR table,’ said Alice; ‘i laid for a great

many more than three.’

‘Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He Hsmkn looking at Alice

for some time with great curiosity, and this was firist speech.

‘You should learn not to make personal remarksi¢cé\kaid with some

severity; ‘it's very rude.’

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearirgj thit all he SAID
was, ‘Why is a raven like a writing-desk?’

‘Come, we shall have some fun now!’ thought Aliten glad they've

begun asking riddles.--I believe | can guess tisaig’ added aloud.

‘Do you mean that you think you can find out thewer to it?’ said the
March Hare.

‘Exactly so,” said Alice.

‘Then you should say what you mean,’ the March Hegat on.



‘I do,” Alice hastily replied; ‘at least--at leaktnean what |

say--that's the same thing, you know.’

‘Not the same thing a bit!" said the Hatter. ‘Yougt just as well say

that “| see what | eat” is the same thing as “Iwhat | see”’

‘You might just as well say,” added the March Hatleat “I like what |

get” is the same thing as “I get what | like”V’

‘You might just as well say,” added the Dormouskpweemed to be
talking in his sleep, ‘that “I breathe when | sléepthe same thing

as “l sleep when | breathe"

‘It IS the same thing with you,’ said the Hattemdéhere the
conversation dropped, and the party sat silerd foinute, while Alice
thought over all she could remember about ravedsaaiting-desks,

which wasn’t much.

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. ‘“Way of the month
Is it?’ he said, turning to Alice: he had taken Wwetch out of his
pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shakirgy#ry now and then,
and holding it to his ear.

Alice considered a little, and then said ‘The faurt

‘Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. ‘I told youtber wouldn’t suit
the works!” he added looking angrily at the Marcarél



‘It was the BEST butter,” the March Hare meeklyliexgh

‘Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as wek'Hatter grumbled:
‘you shouldn’t have put it in with the bread-knife.

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gith then he dipped
it into his cup of tea, and looked at it again: batcould think of
nothing better to say than his first remark, ‘ltsnbe BEST butter,

you know.’

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with samgosity. ‘What a
funny watch!” she remarked. ‘It tells the day o tmonth, and doesn’t

tell what o’clock it is!’

‘Why should it?’ muttered the Hatter. ‘Does YOURtalatell you what

year it is?’

‘Of course not,’ Alice replied very readily: ‘butat’s because it

stays the same year for such a long time together.’
‘Which is just the case with MINE,’ said the Hatter
Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’'s remademed to have no

sort of meaning in it, and yet it was certainly Estg ‘| don’t quite

understand you,’ she said, as politely as she could



‘The Dormouse is asleep again,’ said the Hattet,lfepoured a little
hot tea upon its nose.

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and seitthout opening its
eyes, ‘Of course, of course; just what | was gamgemark myself.’

‘Have you guessed the riddle yet?’ the Hatter daihing to Alice

again.

‘No, | give it up,’ Alice replied: ‘what’s the answ?’

‘I haven’t the slightest idea,’ said the Hatter.

‘Nor I,” said the March Hare.

Alice sighed wearily. ‘I think you might do sometigi better with the
time,” she said, ‘than waste it in asking riddlleatthave no answers.’

‘If you knew Time as well as | do,’ said the Hattgrou wouldn't talk
about wasting IT. It's HIM.’

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ said Alice.

‘Of course you don't! the Hatter said, tossing hesaad contemptuously.

‘| dare say you never even spoke to Time!’

‘Perhaps not,’ Alice cautiously replied: ‘but | kiwd have to beat time



when | learn music.’

‘Ah! that accounts for it,” said the Hatter. ‘He wbstand beating.
Now, if you only kept on good terms with him, held almost anything
you liked with the clock. For instance, supposaéte nine o’clock in
the morning, just time to begin lessons: you’'d dmye to whisper a
hint to Time, and round goes the clock in a twingliHalf-past one,

time for dinner!’

(‘l only wish it was,’ the March Hare said to iteel a whisper.)

‘That would be grand, certainly,” said Alice thoufgily: ‘but then--I

shouldn’t be hungry for it, you know.’

‘Not at first, perhaps,’ said the Hatter: ‘but yoauld keep it to

half-past one as long as you liked.’

‘Is that the way YOU manage?’ Alice asked.

The Hatter shook his head mournfully. ‘Not IV heptied. ‘We
qguarrelled last March--just before HE went mad, konaw--' (pointing
with his tea spoon at the March Hare,) ‘--it wash&t great concert

given by the Queen of Hearts, and | had to sing

“Twinkle, twinkle, little bat!

How | wonder what you're at!”



You know the song, perhaps?’

‘I've heard something like it,” said Alice.

‘It goes on, you know,’ the Hatter continued, ‘msway:--

“Up above the world you fly,
Like a tea-tray in the sky.

”e

Twinkle, twinkle--
Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singirnig isleep ‘“Twinkle,
twinkle, twinkle, twinkle--" and went on so longatthey had to pinch
it to make it stop.
‘Well, I'd hardly finished the first verse,” saitie¢ Hatter, ‘when the
Queen jumped up and bawled out, “He’s murderingithe! Off with his
head!™

‘How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.

‘And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a nrdufktone, ‘he won't

do a thing | ask! It's always six o’clock now.’

A bright idea came into Alice’s head. ‘Is that tieason so many

tea-things are put out here?’ she asked.

‘Yes, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh: Stalways tea-time,



and we’ve no time to wash the things between whiles

‘Then you keep moving round, | suppose?’ said Alice

‘Exactly so,’ said the Hatter: ‘as the things gs¢d up.’

‘But what happens when you come to the beginniragr&j Alice ventured

to ask.

‘Suppose we change the subject,’ the March Hassrmpted, yawning.

‘I'm getting tired of this. | vote the young ladgliis us a story.’

‘I'm afraid | don’t know one,’ said Alice, rathetaamed at the

proposal.

‘Then the Dormouse shall! they both cried. ‘Wale Dormouse!” And

they pinched it on both sides at once.

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. ‘| wasn'tgslehe said in a

hoarse, feeble voice: ‘| heard every word you feavere saying.’

‘Tell us a story!’ said the March Hare.

‘Yes, please do! pleaded Alice.

‘And be quick about it,” added the Hatter, ‘or ylblve asleep again

before it's done.’



‘Once upon a time there were three little sistélge’Dormouse began
in a great hurry; ‘and their names were Elsie, €aand Tillie; and
they lived at the bottom of a well--’

‘What did they live on?’ said Alice, who always toa great interest in

guestions of eating and drinking.

‘They lived on treacle,’ said the Dormouse, aftenking a minute or

two.

‘They couldn’t have done that, you know,’ Alice ggrmremarked; ‘they’d

have been ill.’

‘So they were,’ said the Dormouse; ‘VERY ill.’

Alice tried to fancy to herself what such an extdaary ways of
living would be like, but it puzzled her too mudwe, she went on: ‘But
why did they live at the bottom of a well?’

‘Take some more tea,” the March Hare said to ANegy earnestly.

‘I've had nothing yet,” Alice replied in an offendéone, ‘so | can't

take more.’

‘You mean you can't take LESS,’ said the Hattdis ‘very easy to take
MORE than nothing.’



‘Nobody asked YOUR opinion,’” said Alice.

‘Who’s making personal remarks now?’ the Hattereaiskiumphantly.

Alice did not quite know what to say to this: s@ ¢telped herself
to some tea and bread-and-butter, and then tuont@ tDormouse, and

repeated her question. ‘Why did they live at th&di of a well?’

The Dormouse again took a minute or two to thinGudlx, and then

said, ‘It was a treacle-well.’

‘There’s no such thing!” Alice was beginning venmygaily, but the
Hatter and the March Hare went ‘Sh! sh!” and therbause sulkily
remarked, ‘If you can’t be civil, you'd better fgh the story for

yourself.’

‘No, please go on!" Alice said very humbly; ‘I wanhterrupt again. |
dare say there may be ONE.’

‘One, indeed! said the Dormouse indignantly. Hoeewhe consented to
go on. ‘And so these three little sisters--theyadearning to draw,
you know--’

‘What did they draw?’ said Alice, quite forgettihgr promise.

‘Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without considerih@lathis time.



‘I want a clean cup,’ interrupted the Hatter: ‘tedill move one place

on.’

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse follbwedthe March Hare
moved into the Dormouse’s place, and Alice rathmwillingly took

the place of the March Hare. The Hatter was thg oné who got any
advantage from the change: and Alice was a gooldntwae off than
before, as the March Hare had just upset the mdkifto his plate.

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse againske began very
cautiously: ‘But | don’t understand. Where did tleraw the treacle

from?’

‘You can draw water out of a water-well,” said tHatter; ‘so | should
think you could draw treacle out of a treacle-welt, stupid?’

‘But they were IN the well,” Alice said to the Doomse, not choosing to
notice this last remark.

‘Of course they were’, said the Dormouse; ‘--wall i

This answer so confused poor Alice, that she kefdbrmouse go on for

some time without interrupting it.

‘They were learning to draw,” the Dormouse wentyawning and rubbing

its eyes, for it was getting very sleepy; ‘and tegw all manner of



things--everything that begins with an M--’

‘Why with an M?’ said Alice.

‘Why not?’ said the March Hare.

Alice was silent.

The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time waaglgoing off into

a doze; but, on being pinched by the Hatter, itevog again with

a little shriek, and went on: ‘--that begins with I, such as

mouse-traps, and the moon, and memory, and muchyms&now you say
things are “much of a muchness”--did you ever seh & thing as a

drawing of a muchness?’

‘Really, now you ask me,’ said Alice, very much tised, ‘I don't
think--'

‘Then you shouldn't talk,” said the Hatter.

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice cousd:lshe got up in
great disgust, and walked off; the Dormouse fd#es instantly, and
neither of the others took the least notice ofgmng, though she
looked back once or twice, half hoping that theyldacall after her:
the last time she saw them, they were trying talpeitDormouse into

the teapot.



‘At any rate I'll never go THERE again!’ said Aliaes she picked her
way through the wood. ‘It's the stupidest tea-partyer was at in all

my lifel’

Just as she said this, she noticed that one dfe¢hs had a door
leading right into it. ‘That’s very curious!” shkdught. ‘But
everything’s curious today. | think | may as waeldlig at once.” And in

she went.

Once more she found herself in the long hall, dasgecto the little

glass table. ‘Now, I'll manage better this timéyessaid to herself,

and began by taking the little golden key, and ckilog the door that

led into the garden. Then she went to work nibbéhthe mushroom (she
had kept a piece of it in her pocket) till she \aasut a foot high:

then she walked down the little passage: and TH&¢-found herself at
last in the beautiful garden, among the bright Bolweds and the cool

fountains.



CHAPTER EIGHT

The Queen’s Croquet-Ground

A large rose-tree stood near the entrance of thaegathe roses
growing on it were white, but there were three gasts at it, busily
painting them red. Alice thought this a very cusdhing, and she went
nearer to watch them, and just as she came ugmo she heard one of
them say, ‘Look out now, Five! Don’t go splashirajm over me like
that!’

‘I couldn’t help it,” said Five, in a sulky toneSéven jogged my

elbow.’

On which Seven looked up and said, ‘That’s rightgFAlways lay the

blame on others!’

‘YOU'D better not talk! said Five. ‘| heard the @an say only

yesterday you deserved to be beheaded!
‘What for?’ said the one who had spoken first.

‘That’s none of YOUR business, Two!' said Seven.



‘Yes, it IS his business!’ said Five, ‘and I'll kdlim--it was for

bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of onions.’

Seven flung down his brush, and had just begunl;\Wehll the unjust
things--’ when his eye chanced to fall upon Alias,she stood watching
them, and he checked himself suddenly: the otleilseld round also, and

all of them bowed low.

‘Would you tell me,” said Alice, a little timidlywhy you are painting

those roses?’

Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Degan in a low
voice, ‘Why the fact is, you see, Miss, this heuglut to have been a
RED rose-tree, and we put a white one in by mistakd if the Queen
was to find it out, we should all have our headsoff) you know.

So you see, Miss, we’re doing our best, afore sinees, to--’ At this
moment Five, who had been anxiously looking actiesgjarden, called
out ‘The Queen! The Queen!’ and the three gardanstantly threw
themselves flat upon their faces. There was a sotinthny footsteps,

and Alice looked round, eager to see the Queen.

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these \a#trehaped like

the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with thendsaand feet at the
corners: next the ten courtiers; these were orntedall over with
diamonds, and walked two and two, as the soldielsAdter these came
the royal children; there were ten of them, andittle dears came

jumping merrily along hand in hand, in couplesythere all ornamented



with hearts. Next came the guests, mostly Kings@ueéens, and among
them Alice recognised the White Rabbit: it wasitadkin a hurried
nervous manner, smiling at everything that was, sad went by without
noticing her. Then followed the Knave of Heartsrgag the King's
crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last oftal grand

procession, came THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS.

Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought ndig@own on her face
like the three gardeners, but she could not rememer having heard
of such a rule at processions; ‘and besides, wbatd\be the use of

a procession,’ thought she, ‘if people had alieadown upon their
faces, so that they couldn’t see it?’ So she stitldvhere she was,

and waited.

When the procession came opposite to Alice, thiest@gbped and looked
at her, and the Queen said severely ‘Who is tI86® said it to the

Knave of Hearts, who only bowed and smiled in reply

‘Idiot!” said the Queen, tossing her head impatierand, turning to

Alice, she went on, ‘What'’s your name, child?’

‘My name is Alice, so please your Majesty,” saidcalvery politely;
but she added, to herself, ‘Why, they’re only algpaiccards, after

all. | needn’t be afraid of them?!’

‘And who are THESE?’ said the Queen, pointing ®tliree gardeners who

were lying round the rosetree; for, you see, ag Were lying on their



faces, and the pattern on their backs was the aartiee rest of the
pack, she could not tell whether they were gardermersoldiers, or

courtiers, or three of her own children.

‘How should | know?’ said Alice, surprised at h&vrocourage. ‘It's no
business of MINE.’

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, afterigtaat her for a

moment like a wild beast, screamed ‘Off with headieOff--’

‘Nonsense!’ said Alice, very loudly and decidedind the Queen was

silent.

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and timidligls&onsider, my
dear: she is only a child!

The Queen turned angrily away from him, and saithéoknave ‘Turn them

overl’

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot.

‘Get up!’ said the Queen, in a shrill, loud voiead the three

gardeners instantly jumped up, and began bowinigetding, the Queen,

the royal children, and everybody else.

‘Leave off that!" screamed the Queen. ‘You makegiugly.” And then,

turning to the rose-tree, she went on, ‘What HA\t Ypeen doing here?’



‘May it please your Majesty,’ said Two, in a vemyrhble tone, going

down on one knee as he spoke, ‘we were trying--’

‘| see!’ said the Queen, who had meanwhile beemexag the roses.
‘Off with their heads!” and the procession moved tbhmee of the
soldiers remaining behind to execute the unforeigardeners, who ran
to Alice for protection.

‘You shan’t be beheaded!” said Alice, and she patt into a large
flower-pot that stood near. The three soldiers veaed about for a
minute or two, looking for them, and then quietlgnched off after the
others.

‘Are their heads off?’ shouted the Queen.

‘Their heads are gone, if it please your Majestiy& soldiers shouted

in reply.

‘That’s right!” shouted the Queen. ‘Can you plagauet?’

The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice hesguestion was

evidently meant for her.

‘Yes!" shouted Alice.

‘Come on, then!” roared the Queen, and Alice joittezl procession,



wondering very much what would happen next.

‘It's--it’s a very fine day!’ said a timid voice dter side. She was
walking by the White Rabbit, who was peeping angigpinto her face.

‘Very,” said Alice: ‘--where’s the Duchess?’

‘Hush! Hush!" said the Rabbit in a low, hurried &rHe looked
anxiously over his shoulder as he spoke, and thised himself upon
tiptoe, put his mouth close to her ear, and whepheé8he’s under

sentence of execution.’

‘What for?’ said Alice.

‘Did you say “What a pity!"?’ the Rabbit asked.

‘No, I didn’t,” said Alice: ‘Il don’t think it's atall a pity. | said
“What for?™

‘She boxed the Queen’s ears--’ the Rabbit beganeAjave a little
scream of laughter. ‘Oh, hush! the Rabbit whisparea frightened
tone. ‘The Queen will hear you! You see, she caatteer late, and the

Queen said--’

‘Get to your places! shouted the Queen in a voic#gunder, and
people began running about in all directions, tungoup against each

other; however, they got settled down in a minutevm, and the game



began. Alice thought she had never seen such ausucroquet-ground in
her life; it was all ridges and furrows; the ballsre live hedgehogs,

the mallets live flamingoes, and the soldiers lwadduble themselves

up and to stand on their hands and feet, to makartthes.

The chief difficulty Alice found at first was in maging her flamingo:
she succeeded in getting its body tucked away, @aatfly enough, under
her arm, with its legs hanging down, but genergligt as she had got
its neck nicely straightened out, and was goingite the hedgehog a
blow with its head, it WOULD twist itself round athabk up in her face,
with such a puzzled expression that she could eipt bursting out
laughing: and when she had got its head down, asdgwing to begin
again, it was very provoking to find that the hdugg had unrolled
itself, and was in the act of crawling away: besidk this, there was
generally a ridge or furrow in the way wherever slamted to send the
hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up soldiers viwss/a getting up
and walking off to other parts of the ground, Algmon came to the
conclusion that it was a very difficult game indeed

The players all played at once without waitingtioms, quarrelling

all the while, and fighting for the hedgehogs; and very short

time the Queen was in a furious passion, and wani@ng about, and
shouting ‘Off with his head! or ‘Off with her heddibout once in a

minute.

Alice began to feel very uneasy: to be sure, sldenlod as yet had any

dispute with the Queen, but she knew that it migiggpen any minute,



‘and then,’ thought she, ‘what would become of nib@y’re dreadfully
fond of beheading people here; the great wondénas there’s any one

left alive!’

She was looking about for some way of escape, amtiering whether she
could get away without being seen, when she notcegrious appearance
in the alir: it puzzled her very much at first, bafter watching it

a minute or two, she made it out to be a grin, slrelsaid to herself

‘It's the Cheshire Cat: now | shall have somebamitatk to.’

‘How are you getting on?’ said the Cat, as soothase was mouth

enough for it to speak with.

Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and then ndddes no use
speaking to it,’ she thought, ‘till its ears hawene, or at least one

of them.” In another minute the whole head appeaed then Alice put
down her flamingo, and began an account of the géeaéng very glad
she had someone to listen to her. The Cat seentbthkothat there was

enough of it now in sight, and no more of it appeéar

‘| don't think they play at all fairly,” Alice bega in rather a
complaining tone, ‘and they all quarrel so dredgfahe can’t hear
oneself speak--and they don’t seem to have ang milparticular;

at least, if there are, nobody attends to them-yandve no idea how
confusing it is all the things being alive; fortasce, there’s the
arch I've got to go through next walking aboutred bther end of the

ground--and | should have croqueted the Queen’gdiexly just now, only



it ran away when it saw mine coming!’

‘How do you like the Queen?’ said the Cat in a lavice.

‘Not at all,” said Alice: ‘she’s so extremely--’ suthen she noticed
that the Queen was close behind her, listeninghsowent on,
‘--likely to win, that it's hardly worth while firgshing the game.’

The Queen smiled and passed on.

‘Who ARE you talking to?’ said the King, going upAlice, and looking

at the Cat’s head with great curiosity.

‘It's a friend of mine--a Cheshire Cat,’ said Alicallow me to

introduce it.’

‘I don'’t like the look of it at all,” said the Kinghowever, it may
kiss my hand if it likes.’

‘I'd rather not,’ the Cat remarked.

‘Don’t be impertinent,” said the King, ‘and donddk at me like that!’
He got behind Alice as he spoke.

‘A cat may look at a king,’” said Alice. ‘I've redatat in some book,

but | don’'t remember where.’



‘Well, it must be removed,’ said the King very dgmilly, and he called
the Queen, who was passing at the moment, ‘My deeidh you would

have this cat removed!’

The Queen had only one way of settling all diffieed, great or small.
‘Off with his head!” she said, without even lookingund.

‘I'll fetch the executioner myself,’ said the Kirgagerly, and he

hurried off.

Alice thought she might as well go back, and see th@ game was going
on, as she heard the Queen’s voice in the distaooeaming with
passion. She had already heard her sentence thifee @ayers to be
executed for having missed their turns, and shedidike the look

of things at all, as the game was in such confuhiahshe never knew
whether it was her turn or not. So she went inddeaf her hedgehog.

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with anothdgdteog, which seemed
to Alice an excellent opportunity for croquetingeonf them with the

other: the only difficulty was, that her flaming@asvgone across to the
other side of the garden, where Alice could sésyihg in a helpless

sort of way to fly up into a tree.

By the time she had caught the flamingo and broiudd#ck, the fight
was over, and both the hedgehogs were out of shglitit doesn’t
matter much,’ thought Alice, ‘as all the archesg@woae from this side

of the ground.” So she tucked it away under her, #nat it might not



escape again, and went back for a little more ama®n with her
friend.

When she got back to the Cheshire Cat, she wasseotdo find quite a
large crowd collected round it: there was a dispgaiag on between
the executioner, the King, and the Queen, who aktalking at once,

while all the rest were quite silent, and lookedywencomfortable.

The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed tt thyee to settle
the question, and they repeated their argumertsridhough, as they
all spoke at once, she found it very hard indeedd&e out exactly

what they said.

The executioner’s argument was, that you couldut'oéf a head unless
there was a body to cut it off from: that he hadandad to do such a
thing before, and he wasn’t going to begin at Hih&:tof life.

The King’'s argument was, that anything that haéadnhcould be
beheaded, and that you weren't to talk nonsense.

The Queen’s argument was, that if something waknie about it in less
than no time she’d have everybody executed, atido(it was this last

remark that had made the whole party look so gaankanxious.)

Alice could think of nothing else to say but ‘Itlbegs to the Duchess:
you’d better ask HER about it.’



‘She’s in prison,’ the Queen said to the executiotfetch her here.’

And the executioner went off like an arrow.

The Cat’s head began fading away the moment heyaras, and,
by the time he had come back with the Duchessdtdntirely
disappeared; so the King and the executioner raiywip and down

looking for it, while the rest of the party wentdkao the game.



CHAPTER NINE
The Mock Turtle’s Story

‘You can’t think how glad | am to see you againyydear old thing!’
said the Duchess, as she tucked her arm affeatignato Alice’s, and

they walked off together.

Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleaganiper, and thought
to herself that perhaps it was only the peppertiadtmade her so

savage when they met in the kitchen.

‘When I'M a Duchess,’ she said to herself, (noaivery hopeful tone
though), ‘1 won't have any pepper in my kitchen ALL. Soup does very
well without--Maybe it's always pepper that makesple hot-tempered,’
she went on, very much pleased at having founcdao@w kind of

rule, ‘and vinegar that makes them sour--and caneotmat makes

them bitter--and--and barley-sugar and such thihgsmake children
sweet-tempered. | only wish people knew that: tihey wouldn't be so

stingy about it, you know--’

She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this timé,veas a little

startled when she heard her voice close to hefaau.re thinking



about something, my dear, and that makes you foogetk. | can’t
tell you just now what the moral of that is, bhlall remember it in
a bit.’

‘Perhaps it hasn’t one,’ Alice ventured to remark.

‘Tut, tut, child! said the Duchess. ‘Everythingi®t a moral, if only
you can find it.” And she squeezed herself up cltsdlice’s side as

she spoke.

Alice did not much like keeping so close to henstfibecause the
Duchess was VERY ugly; and secondly, because shexactly the
right height to rest her chin upon Alice’s shoulderd it was an
uncomfortably sharp chin. However, she did not tikée rude, so she
bore it as well as she could.

‘The game’s going on rather better now,” she daydyay of keeping up

the conversation a little.

“Tis so,’ said the Duchess: ‘and the moral of tlsat"Oh, ‘tis love,

‘tis love, that makes the world go round!™”

‘Somebody said,” Alice whispered, ‘that it's dongdwverybody minding

their own business!’

‘Ah, well! It means much the same thing,” said Bwchess, digging her

sharp little chin into Alice’s shoulder as she atidand the moral



of THAT is--"Take care of the sense, and the sowmtidake care of

themselves.™

‘How fond she is of finding morals in things!” Akcthought to herself.

‘| dare say you’re wondering why | don’t put my around your waist,’
the Duchess said after a pause: ‘the reason id ' indoubtful about

the temper of your flamingo. Shall I try the expaegnt?’

‘HE might bite,” Alice cautiously replied, not feeg at all anxious to

have the experiment tried.

‘Very true,’ said the Duchess: ‘flamingoes and raustoth bite. And

the moral of that is--"Birds of a feather flock &iger.”™

‘Only mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice remarked.

‘Right, as usual,” said the Duchess: ‘what a cleay you have of
putting things!’

‘It's a mineral, | THINK,’ said Alice.

‘Of course it is,” said the Duchess, who seemedyé¢a agree to
everything that Alice said; ‘there’s a large mugtarine near here. And
the moral of that is--"The more there is of mires tess there is of

”e

yours.



‘Oh, | know!" exclaimed Alice, who had not attend&dthis last remark,
‘it's a vegetable. It doesn’t look like one, butst’

‘| quite agree with you,’ said the Duchess; ‘and thoral of that

Is--"Be what you would seem to be”--or if you'd d&ikt put more
simply--"Never imagine yourself not to be otherwiban what it might
appear to others that what you were or might haes lwas not otherwise

than what you had been would have appeared to tind@ otherwise.™

‘| think | should understand that better,” Alicadgaery politely, ‘if

| had it written down: but | can’t quite follow &s you say it.’

‘That’s nothing to what | could say if | chose,etbbuchess replied, in

a pleased tone.

‘Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any longkan that,” said
Alice.

‘Oh, don't talk about trouble!” said the Duchedsnake you a present

of everything I've said as yet.’

‘A cheap sort of present!’ thought Alice. ‘I'm gldadey don't give
birthday presents like that!” But she did not veatto say it out

loud.

‘Thinking again?’ the Duchess asked, with anothgrod her sharp

little chin.



‘I've a right to think,” said Alice sharply, for ehwas beginning to
feel a little worried.

‘Just about as much right,” said the Duchess, igs Ipave to fly; and
the m--’

But here, to Alice’s great surprise, the Duchesgsise died away, even
in the middle of her favourite word ‘moral,” andethrm that was linked
into hers began to tremble. Alice looked up, aratdlstood the Queen

in front of them, with her arms folded, frowningeia thunderstorm.

‘A fine day, your Majesty!’ the Duchess began ilowa, weak voice.

‘Now, | give you fair warning,” shouted the Questamping on the
ground as she spoke; ‘either you or your head teisiff, and that in
about half no time! Take your choice!

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a mome

‘Let’s go on with the game,’ the Queen said to Afiand Alice was
too much frightened to say a word, but slowly faleal her back to the

croquet-ground.

The other guests had taken advantage of the Quaksénce, and were
resting in the shade: however, the moment theyreawthey hurried

back to the game, the Queen merely remarking thairaent’s delay would



cost them their lives.

All the time they were playing the Queen never ¢dftquarrelling with
the other players, and shouting ‘Off with his head!Off with her

head!” Those whom she sentenced were taken intodyby the soldiers,
who of course had to leave off being arches tchdg so that by

the end of half an hour or so there were no arldfesand all the

players, except the King, the Queen, and Alice pweicustody and

under sentence of execution.

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, aaid $0 Alice, ‘Have

you seen the Mock Turtle yet?’

‘No,” said Alice. ‘I don’t even know what a Mock Tile is.’

‘It's the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,” ddhe Queen.

‘I never saw one, or heard of one,’ said Alice.

‘Come on, then,” said the Queen, ‘and he shallym@ll his history,’

As they walked off together, Alice heard the Kimy $n a low voice,

to the company generally, ‘“You are all pardone@ome, THAT'S a good
thing!” she said to herself, for she had felt quitdhappy at the

number of executions the Queen had ordered.

They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fastegsie the sun.



(IF you don’t know what a Gryphon is, look at thetpre.) ‘Up, lazy
thing!” said the Queen, ‘and take this young laalgé¢e the Mock
Turtle, and to hear his history. | must go back s@el after some
executions | have ordered’; and she walked ofkitepAlice alone with
the Gryphon. Alice did not quite like the look bEtcreature, but on
the whole she thought it would be quite as safgdyp with it as to go

after that savage Queen: so she waited.

The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes: then ithveat the Queen till
she was out of sight: then it chuckled. ‘What fusdid the Gryphon,
half to itself, half to Alice.

‘What IS the fun?’ said Alice.

‘Why, SHE,’ said the Gryphon. ‘It's all her fanaat: they never
executes nobody, you know. Come on!’

‘Everybody says “come on!” here,” thought Alice,sk®e went slowly
after it: ‘l never was so ordered about in all nfig,Inever!’

They had not gone far before they saw the Mockld@ umtthe distance,
sitting sad and lonely on a little ledge of rockdaas they came
nearer, Alice could hear him sighing as if his heayuld break. She
pitied him deeply. ‘What is his sorrow?’ she askeel Gryphon, and the
Gryphon answered, very nearly in the same wordefwe, ‘It's all his

fancy, that: he hasn’t got no sorrow, you know. €an!’



So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who lookedhatnh with large eyes
full of tears, but said nothing.

‘This here young lady,” said the Gryphon, ‘she vgdior to know your
history, she do.’

‘I'll tell it her,” said the Mock Turtle in a deefmollow tone: ‘sit

down, both of you, and don’t speak a word till Ifueished.’

So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some minAtee thought to
herself, ‘I don't see how he can EVEN finish, if thieesn’t begin.” But

she waited patiently.

‘Once,’ said the Mock Turtle at last, with a deeghs‘l was a real
Turtle.’

These words were followed by a very long silencekén only by an
occasional exclamation of ‘Hjckrrh! from the Grygh, and the constant
heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle. Alice was venang getting up and
saying, ‘Thank you, sir, for your interesting stokhut she could

not help thinking there MUST be more to come, s®sdt still and said
nothing.

‘When we were little,” the Mock Turtle went on ast, more calmly,
though still sobbing a little now and then, ‘we wemschool in the

sea. The master was an old Turtle--we used tdoallTortoise--’



‘Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’'t one&lice asked.

‘We called him Tortoise because he taught us,’ dedViock Turtle

angrily: ‘really you are very dull!’

‘You ought to be ashamed of yourself for askinghsaisimple question,
added the Gryphon; and then they both sat sileshtarked at poor
Alice, who felt ready to sink into the earth. Astahe Gryphon said

to the Mock Turtle, ‘Drive on, old fellow! Don't ball day about it

and he went on in these words:

‘Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you rdalieve it--’

‘I never said | didn’t! interrupted Alice.

‘You did,” said the Mock Turtle.

‘Hold your tongue!” added the Gryphon, before Almmuild speak again.
The Mock Turtle went on.

‘We had the best of educations--in fact, we wergdioool every day--’

‘I''VE been to a day-school, too,’ said Alice; ‘ymeedn’t be so proud

as all that.’

‘With extras?’ asked the Mock Turtle a little anxady.



‘Yes,’ said Alice, ‘we learned French and music.’

‘And washing?’ said the Mock Turtle.

‘Certainly not! said Alice indignantly.

‘Ah! then yours wasn't a really good school,” stheé Mock Turtle in
a tone of great relief. ‘Now at OURS they had atehnd of the bill,
“French, music, AND WASHING--extra.™

‘You couldn’t have wanted it much,’ said Alice;Ving at the bottom of

the sea.’

‘| couldn’t afford to learn it.” said the Mock Tdetwith a sigh. ‘I
only took the regular course.’

‘What was that?’ inquired Alice.

‘Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin witthetMock Turtle
replied; ‘and then the different branches of Arigtio--Ambition,
Distraction, Uglification, and Derision.’

‘I never heard of “Uglification,™ Alice venturedtsay. ‘What is it?’

The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in surprise h&t Never heard of

uglifying!’ it exclaimed. “You know what to beauyifis, | suppose?’



‘Yes,’ said Alice doubtfully: ‘it means--to--makenything--prettier.’

‘Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, ‘if you don’t kw what to uglify is,
you ARE a simpleton.’

Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more goestabout it, so she
turned to the Mock Turtle, and said ‘What else haud to learn?’

‘Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle repliethunting off

the subjects on his flappers, ‘--Mystery, ancient enodern, with
Seaography: then Drawling--the Drawling-master aa®ld conger-eel,
that used to come once a week: HE taught us Drgw8tretching, and

Fainting in Coils.’

‘What was THAT like?’ said Alice.

‘Well, I can’t show it you myself,” the Mock Turtlgaid: ‘I'm too
stiff. And the Gryphon never learnt it.’

‘Hadn’t time,’ said the Gryphon: ‘| went to the Gkcs master, though.
He was an old crab, HE was.’

‘I never went to him,” the Mock Turtle said withsagh: ‘he taught

Laughing and Grief, they used to say.’

‘So he did, so he did,” said the Gryphon, sighimdpis turn; and both

creatures hid their faces in their paws.



‘And how many hours a day did you do lessons?’ gdick, in a hurry to
change the subject.

‘Ten hours the first day,’ said the Mock Turtleiria the next, and so

on.

‘What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice.

‘That’s the reason they're called lessons,’ theghpn remarked:

‘because they lessen from day to day.’

This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thoughter a little

before she made her next remark. ‘Then the elewdmtimust have been a
holiday?’

‘Of course it was,’ said the Mock Turtle.

‘And how did you manage on the twelfth?’ Alice wemt eagerly.

‘That's enough about lessons,’ the Gryphon intaedpn a very decided
tone: ‘tell her something about the games now.’



CHAPTERTWENTY
The Lobster Quadrille

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the bacbna flapper across
his eyes. He looked at Alice, and tried to speakftr a minute or

two sobs choked his voice. ‘Same as if he had & bohis throat,’

said the Gryphon: and it set to work shaking him panching him in
the back. At last the Mock Turtle recovered hiscepiand, with tears

running down his cheeks, he went on again:--

‘You may not have lived much under the sea--’ @van’t,” said
Alice)--"and perhaps you were never even introducea lobster--’
(Alice began to say ‘I once tasted--' but checkedsklf hastily, and
said ‘No, never’) ‘--so you can have no idea whdehghtful thing a

Lobster Quadrille isV’
‘No, indeed,’ said Alice. ‘What sort of a dancetis

‘Why,’ said the Gryphon, ‘you first form into a Bmalong the

sea-shore--’

‘Two lines!’ cried the Mock Turtle. ‘Seals, turtlesalmon, and so on;



then, when you've cleared all the jelly-fish outtioé way--’

‘THAT generally takes some time,’ interrupted thiey@on.

‘--you advance twice--’

‘Each with a lobster as a partner!” cried the Gryph

‘Of course,’ the Mock Turtle said: ‘advance twisef to partners--’

‘--change lobsters, and retire in same order,’ iooied the Gryphon.

‘Then, you know,’” the Mock Turtle went on, ‘you tdw the--’

‘The lobsters!” shouted the Gryphon, with a boumd ithe air.

‘--as far out to sea as you can--’

‘Swim after them!” screamed the Gryphon.

‘Turn a somersault in the sea!’ cried the Mock Teyrtapering wildly
about.

‘Change lobsters again! yelled the Gryphon atttpeof its voice.

‘Back to land again, and that’s all the first figursaid the Mock
Turtle, suddenly dropping his voice; and the tweatures, who had been



jumping about like mad things all this time, satvdicagain very sadly

and quietly, and looked at Alice.

‘It must be a very pretty dance,’ said Alice tinyidl

‘Would you like to see a little of it?’ said the Nl Turtle.

‘Very much indeed,’ said Alice.

‘Come, let’s try the first figure!” said the Mockuftle to the Gryphon.

‘We can do without lobsters, you know. Which sisatig?’

‘Oh, YOU sing,’ said the Gryphon. ‘I've forgottehe words.’

So they began solemnly dancing round and rounceAégery now and
then treading on her toes when they passed toe,cos waving their
forepaws to mark the time, while the Mock Turtlegahis, very slowly

and sadly:--

“Will you walk a little faster?” said a whitingpta snail.

“There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’slingeon my tail.

See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtleslatiace!

They are waiting on the shingle--will you come goid the dance?

Will you, won’t you, will you, won'’t you, will yoyoin the dance?

Will you, won’t you, will you, won't you, won't ya join the dance?



“You can really have no notion how delightful itliMoe

When they take us up and throw us, with the lobstaut to sea!”
But the snail replied “Too far, too far!” and gaa¢ook askance--
Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he woubd join the dance.

Would not, could not, would not, could not, wouldk join the dance.

Would not, could not, would not, could not, coulat join the dance.

“What matters it how far we go?” his scaly friereplied.
“There is another shore, you know, upon the osiae:.
The further off from England the nearer is to E&n

Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come amdtfte dance.

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will yoyoin the dance?
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won'’t ya join the dance?”

‘Thank you, it's a very interesting dance to watshjd Alice, feeling
very glad that it was over at last: ‘and | do @ lihat curious song

about the whiting?’

‘Oh, as to the whiting,’ said the Mock Turtle, ‘theyou’ve seen them,

of course?’

‘Yes,’ said Alice, ‘I've often seen them at dinnshe checked herself

hastily.



‘I don't know where Dinn may be,’ said the Mock Tlar ‘but if you've
seen them so often, of course you know what théee

‘| believe so,’ Alice replied thoughtfully. “Theyave their tails in
their mouths--and they’re all over crumbs.’

‘You're wrong about the crumbs,’ said the Mock Tetrtcrumbs would all
wash off in the sea. But they HAVE their tails neir mouths; and the
reason is-- here the Mock Turtle yawned and slsielies.--'Tell her

about the reason and all that,” he said to the Bgp

‘The reason is,’ said the Gryphon, ‘that they WOUg®with the lobsters
to the dance. So they got thrown out to sea. Splihd to fall a long

way. So they got their tails fast in their moutis.they couldn’t get

them out again. That's all.’

‘Thank you,’ said Alice, ‘it's very interesting.never knew so much
about a whiting before.’

‘| can tell you more than that, if you like,” saige Gryphon. ‘Do you
know why it's called a whiting?’

‘I never thought about it,” said Alice. ‘Why?’

‘IT DOES THE BOOTS AND SHOES.’ the Gryphon replieery solemnly.

Alice was thoroughly puzzled. ‘Does the boots dmoes!” she repeated



in a wondering tone.

‘Why, what are YOUR shoes done with?’ said the Goyp ‘| mean, what
makes them so shiny?’

Alice looked down at them, and considered a Ili#déore she gave her

answer. ‘They’re done with blacking, | believe.’

‘Boots and shoes under the sea,’ the Gryphon wein a deep voice,

‘are done with a whiting. Now you know.’

‘And what are they made of?’ Alice asked in a tohgreat curiosity.

‘Soles and eels, of course,’ the Gryphon repli¢deraimpatiently:
‘any shrimp could have told you that.’

‘If I'd been the whiting,” said Alice, whose thoutghwere still running
on the song, ‘I'd have said to the porpoise, “Kbapk, please: we

don’t want YOU with us!™

‘They were obliged to have him with them,’ the Motlrtle said: ‘no

wise fish would go anywhere without a porpoise.’

‘Wouldn't it really?’ said Alice in a tone of greaurprise.

‘Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle: ‘why, if 8h came to ME, and

told me he was going a journey, | should say “Withat porpoise?”



‘Don’t you mean “purpose”?’ said Alice.

‘I mean what | say,” the Mock Turtle replied in affended tone. And
the Gryphon added ‘Come, let’s hear some of YOU®atlres.’

‘| could tell you my adventures--beginning fromgtmorning,’ said
Alice a little timidly: ‘but it's no use going badk yesterday,

because | was a different person then.’

‘Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle.

‘No, no! The adventures first,” said the Gryphoramimpatient tone:

‘explanations take such a dreadful time.’

So Alice began telling them her adventures frontitine when she first

saw the White Rabbit. She was a little nervous aligust at first,

the two creatures got so close to her, one on €dehand opened

their eyes and mouths so VERY wide, but she gatoedage as she went

on. Her listeners were perfectly quiet till she gothe part about

her repeating “YOU ARE OLD, FATHER WILLIAM,’ to th€aterpillar, and the
words all coming different, and then the Mock Teidrew a long breath,

and said ‘That’s very curious.’

‘It's all about as curious as it can be,” said @ryphon.

‘It all came different!” the Mock Turtle repeatdabughtfully. ‘|



should like to hear her try and repeat something. fieell her to
begin.” He looked at the Gryphon as if he thoughiid some kind of
authority over Alice.

‘Stand up and repeat “TIS THE VOICE OF THE SLUGGBR said the
Gryphon.

‘How the creatures order one about, and make qresatdessons!’
thought Alice; ‘I might as well be at school at eridowever, she

got up, and began to repeat it, but her head wédlsaf the Lobster
Quadrille, that she hardly knew what she was saynd the words came

very queer indeed:--

“Tis the voice of the Lobster; | heard him deela
“You have baked me too brown, | must sugar my.’hai
As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose

Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns outdes.’

[later editions continued as follows
When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark,
And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark,
But, when the tide rises and sharks are around,

His voice has a timid and tremulous sound.]

‘That’s different from what | used to say when Isaachild,” said the

Gryphon.



‘Well, | never heard it before,’ said the Mock Tart'but it sounds

uncommon nonsense.’

Alice said nothing; she had sat down with her fadeer hands,
wondering if anything would EVER happen in a natway again.

‘| should like to have it explained,’ said the Motlrtle.

‘She can't explain it,” said the Gryphon hastil¢aéd on with the next

verse.’

‘But about his toes?’ the Mock Turtle persistedotHCOULD he turn them

out with his nose, you know?’

‘It's the first position in dancing.’ Alice saidubwas dreadfully
puzzled by the whole thing, and longed to changestlbject.

‘Go on with the next verse,’ the Gryphon repeategatiently: ‘it

begins “I passed by his garden.™

Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt suveould all come

wrong, and she went on in a trembling voice:--

‘| passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye

How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie--’

[later editions continued as follows



The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat,
While the Owl had the dish as its share of thattr
When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a hoon
Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon:

While the Panther received knife and fork wittprawl,
And concluded the banquet--]

‘What IS the use of repeating all that stuff,” tdeck Turtle
interrupted, ‘if you don’t explain it as you go ol'® by far the most

confusing thing | ever heard!

‘Yes, | think you'd better leave off,” said the Gtyon: and Alice was

only too glad to do so.

‘Shall we try another figure of the Lobster Quddfil the Gryphon went
on. ‘Or would you like the Mock Turtle to sing yausong?’

‘Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle would b&ksual,” Alice
replied, so eagerly that the Gryphon said, in lagrabffended tone,
‘Hm! No accounting for tastes! Sing her “Turtle $guwill you, old

fellow?’

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began, in aezemmetimes choked

with sobs, to sing this:--

‘Beautiful Soup, so rich and green,

Waiting in a hot tureen!



Who for such dainties would not stoop?
Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!
Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!
Beau--ootiful Soo--oop!
Beau--ootiful Soo--oop!
Soo0--00p of the e--e--evening,

Beautiful, beautiful Soup!

‘Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish,

Game, or any other dish?

Who would not give all else for two

Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup?

Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup?
Beau--ootiful Soo--oop!
Beau--ootiful Soo--oop!

So00--00p of the e--e--evening,
Beautiful, beauti--FUL SOUPY’

‘Chorus again!’ cried the Gryphon, and the Mocktleuhad just begun
to repeat it, when a cry of ‘The trial's beginnihgias heard in the

distance.

‘Come on!’ cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice tnzg hand, it hurried

off, without waiting for the end of the song.

‘What trial is it?’ Alice panted as she ran; but Bryphon only

answered ‘Come on!” and ran the faster, while nzov@ more faintly



came, carried on the breeze that followed themiélkancholy words:--

‘Soo--o00p of the e--e--evening,
Beautiful, beautiful Soup!’



CHAPTER ELEVEN
Who Stole the Tarts?

The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on tm&né when they
arrived, with a great crowd assembled about thdhseds of little

birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack ofkcénd Knave was
standing before them, in chains, with a soldieeaah side to guard

him; and near the King was the White Rabbit, withuanpet in one hand,
and a scroll of parchment in the other. In the vargdle of the court

was a table, with a large dish of tarts upon gyttooked so good,

that it made Alice quite hungry to look at themwish they'd get the
trial done,’ she thought, ‘and hand round the s¥freents!’ But there
seemed to be no chance of this, so she began fpakeverything about

her, to pass away the time.

Alice had never been in a court of justice befbrg,she had read
about them in books, and she was quite pleasedddlifat she knew
the name of nearly everything there. ‘That’s thagg),’ she said to

herself, ‘because of his great wig.’

The judge, by the way, was the King; and as he \Ww@erown over the

wig, (look at the frontispiece if you want to semihhe did it,) he did



not look at all comfortable, and it was certaintt becoming.

‘And that’s the jury-box,’ thought Alice, ‘and theswelve creatures,’
(she was obliged to say ‘creatures,’ you see, lsscaome of them were
animals, and some were birds,) ‘I suppose theyrar¢urors.” She said
this last word two or three times over to herdating rather proud of

it: for she thought, and rightly too, that very féttle girls of her

age knew the meaning of it at all. However, ‘jurgmhwould have done

just as well.

The twelve jurors were all writing very busily diates. ‘What are they
doing?’ Alice whispered to the Gryphon. ‘They cdméve anything to put

down yet, before the trial’s begun.’

‘They're putting down their names,’ the Gryphon sgered in reply, ‘for
fear they should forget them before the end ottié’

‘Stupid things!” Alice began in a loud, indignardgige, but she stopped
hastily, for the White Rabbit cried out, ‘Silencethe court!” and the
King put on his spectacles and looked anxiousiydotio make out who

was talking.

Alice could see, as well as if she were lookingrdteir shoulders,
that all the jurors were writing down ‘stupid thaigon their slates,
and she could even make out that one of them diahotv how to spell
‘stupid,” and that he had to ask his neighbouetbhtim. ‘A nice
muddle their slates’ll be in before the trial’'s dvéhought Alice.



One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. Ghi®urse, Alice
could not stand, and she went round the court ahBehind him, and
very soon found an opportunity of taking it awakieSlid it so quickly
that the poor little juror (it was Bill, the Lizardould not make out
at all what had become of it; so, after huntingaalbut for it, he was
obliged to write with one finger for the rest oéttay; and this was

of very little use, as it left no mark on the slate

‘Herald, read the accusation! said the King.

On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on thmpet, and then

unrolled the parchment scroll, and read as follews:

‘The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts,
All on a summer day:

The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts,
And took them quite away!’

‘Consider your verdict,’ the King said to the jury.

‘Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily interrupté@here’s a great

deal to come before that!’

‘Call the first witness,’ said the King; and the it¢hRabbit blew three

blasts on the trumpet, and called out, ‘First wssie



The first witness was the Hatter. He came in witbacup in one
hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in the othieeg pardon, your
Majesty,” he began, ‘for bringing these in: buidn’t quite finished
my tea when | was sent for.’

‘You ought to have finished,’ said the King. ‘Wheia you begin?’
The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had fodldvaim into the
court, arm-in-arm with the Dormouse. ‘FourteentiMarch, | think it
was,’ he said.

‘Fifteenth,’” said the March Hare.

‘Sixteenth,” added the Dormouse.

‘Write that down,’ the King said to the jury, artketjury eagerly
wrote down all three dates on their slates, and &ugled them up, and
reduced the answer to shillings and pence.

‘Take off your hat,” the King said to the Hatter.

‘It isn’'t mine,’ said the Hatter.

‘Stolen!’ the King exclaimed, turning to the jumyho instantly made a

memorandum of the fact.

‘I keep them to sell,’ the Hatter added as an exatian; ‘I've none of



my own. I'm a hatter.’

Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and begargsaathe Hatter,
who turned pale and fidgeted.

‘Give your evidence,’ said the King; ‘and don’t bervous, or I'll have

you executed on the spot.’

This did not seem to encourage the witness ahalkept shifting
from one foot to the other, looking uneasily at @ueeen, and in
his confusion he bit a large piece out of his tpaostead of the

bread-and-butter.

Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sénsawhich puzzled

her a good deal until she made out what it waswsisebeginning to

grow larger again, and she thought at first sheladvgat up and leave

the court; but on second thoughts she decidedtairewhere she was as

long as there was room for her.

‘I wish you wouldn’t squeeze so.’ said the Dormqugko was sitting

next to her. ‘I can hardly breathe.’

‘I can’t help it,” said Alice very meekly: ‘I'm gneing.’

‘You've no right to grow here,” said the Dormouse.

‘Don’t talk nonsense,’ said Alice more boldly: ‘yémow you’re growing



too.’

‘Yes, but | grow at a reasonable pace,’ said thenfdoise: ‘not in that
ridiculous fashion.” And he got up very sulkily aasbssed over to the
other side of the court.

All this time the Queen had never left off staratghe Hatter, and,

just as the Dormouse crossed the court, she saidetof the officers

of the court, ‘Bring me the list of the singerdlie last concert!” on
which the wretched Hatter trembled so, that he klmbh his shoes off.

‘Give your evidence,’ the King repeated angrilyy, ftl have you

executed, whether you’re nervous or not.’

‘I'm a poor man, your Majesty,’ the Hatter begamaitrembling voice,
‘--and | hadn’t begun my tea--not above a weekosrasrd what with the
bread-and-butter getting so thin--and the twinklrighe tea--’

‘The twinkling of the what?’ said the King.

‘It began with the tea,” the Hatter replied.

‘Of course twinkling begins with a T!" said the Kyrsharply. ‘Do you

take me for a dunce? Go on!’

‘I'm a poor man,’ the Hatter went on, ‘and mosins twinkled after

that--only the March Hare said--’



‘I didn’t’” the March Hare interrupted in a greatriny.

‘You did!" said the Hatter.

‘I deny it!" said the March Hare.

‘He denies it,” said the King: ‘leave out that part

‘Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said--’ the Hattent on, looking

anxiously round to see if he would deny it too: th& Dormouse denied

nothing, being fast asleep.

‘After that,” continued the Hatter, ‘| cut some redsread-and-butter--’

‘But what did the Dormouse say?’ one of the juriyesks

‘That | can’t remember,’ said the Hatter.

‘You MUST remember,” remarked the King, ‘or I'll tia you executed.’

The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bredébatter, and went

down on one knee. ‘I'm a poor man, your Majestg degan.

‘You're a very poor speaker,’ said the King.

Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was inatetgisuppressed by



the officers of the court. (As that is rather adwaord, | will just

explain to you how it was done. They had a largevaa bag, which tied
up at the mouth with strings: into this they sliggke guinea-pig,

head first, and then sat upon it.)

‘I'm glad I've seen that done,’ thought Alice. ‘Bvso often read
in the newspapers, at the end of trials, “There soase attempts
at applause, which was immediately suppressedéogfticers of the

court,” and | never understood what it meant vy

‘If that's all you know about it, you may stand doywcontinued the

King.

‘| can’t go no lower,’ said the Hatter: ‘I'm on th®or, as it is.’

‘Then you may SIT down,’ the King replied.

Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was sumgaless

‘Come, that finished the guinea-pigs! thought &licNow we shall get
on better.’

‘I'd rather finish my tea,” said the Hatter, with anxious look at the

Queen, who was reading the list of singers.

‘You may go,’ said the King, and the Hatter hurhyeleft the court,

without even waiting to put his shoes on.



‘--and just take his head off outside,” the Queeddedl to one of the
officers: but the Hatter was out of sight before difficer could get

to the door.

‘Call the next witness!” said the King.

The next witness was the Duchess’s cook. She datreepepper-box in
her hand, and Alice guessed who it was, even bsfoeeot into the
court, by the way the people near the door begaezing all at once.
‘Give your evidence,’ said the King.

‘Shan’t,” said the cook.

The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, vdaad in a low voice,
‘Your Majesty must cross-examine THIS witness.’

‘Well, if I must, | must,” the King said, with a rf@choly air, and,
after folding his arms and frowning at the cookltis eyes were
nearly out of sight, he said in a deep voice, ‘Wdrattarts made of?’
‘Pepper, mostly,” said the cook.

‘Treacle,’ said a sleepy voice behind her.

‘Collar that Dormouse,’ the Queen shrieked out.h8ad that Dormouse!



Turn that Dormouse out of court! Suppress him! Rinien! Off with his

whiskers!’

For some minutes the whole court was in confugiettjing the Dormouse
turned out, and, by the time they had settled dagain, the cook had

disappeared.

‘Never mind!” said the King, with an air of grealief. ‘Call the next
witness.” And he added in an undertone to the Qu&eally, my dear,
YOU must cross-examine the next witness. It quiédkes my forehead

achel’

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled olerlist, feeling very
curious to see what the next witness would be likfar they haven't

got much evidence YET,” she said to herself. Imadiar surprise, when
the White Rabbit read out, at the top of his slittle voice, the

name ‘Alicel’



CHAPTER TWELVE

Alice’s Evidence

‘Here!” cried Alice, quite forgetting in the flurrgf the moment how
large she had grown in the last few minutes, aedwmped up in such

a hurry that she tipped over the jury-box with dage of her skirt,



upsetting all the jurymen on to the heads of tlesvdrbelow, and there
they lay sprawling about, reminding her very muth globe of goldfish
she had accidentally upset the week before.

‘Oh, | BEG your pardon! she exclaimed in a tonegyofat dismay, and
began picking them up again as quickly as she ¢éaldhe accident of
the goldfish kept running in her head, and sheéhaague sort of idea
that they must be collected at once and put baoktre jury-box, or
they would die.

‘The trial cannot proceed,’ said the King in a vgrave voice, ‘until
all the jurymen are back in their proper places+Alhe repeated with

great emphasis, looking hard at Alice as he said do

Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that, in haste, she had put

the Lizard in head downwards, and the poor litiilad was waving its

tail about in a melancholy way, being quite undblenove. She soon got
it out again, and put it right; ‘not that it sigiei$ much,” she said

to herself; ‘I should think it would be QUITE as ofluuse in the trial

one way up as the other.’

As soon as the jury had a little recovered fromstheck of being
upset, and their slates and pencils had been fanddhanded back to
them, they set to work very diligently to write auhistory of the
accident, all except the Lizard, who seemed toomuwercome to do
anything but sit with its mouth open, gazing umitite roof of the

court.



‘What do you know about this business?’ the Kinigl $a Alice.
‘Nothing,” said Alice.

‘Nothing WHATEVER?’ persisted the King.

‘Nothing whatever,’ said Alice.

‘That’s very important,’ the King said, turning tioe jury. They were
just beginning to write this down on their slateben the White Rabbit
interrupted: ‘UNimportant, your Majesty means, oficse,’ he said in a

very respectful tone, but frowning and making fagekim as he spoke.

‘UNimportant, of course, | meant,’ the King hastdgid, and went on

to himself in an undertone,

‘important--unimportant--unimportant--importantas if he were trying

which word sounded best.

Some of the jury wrote it down ‘important,” and sefanimportant.’
Alice could see this, as she was near enough todwer their slates;
‘but it doesn’t matter a bit,” she thought to héftse

At this moment the King, who had been for some timasily writing in

his note-book, cackled out ‘Silence!” and readfoaorn his book, ‘Rule



Forty-two. ALL PERSONS MORE THAN A MILE HIGH TO LEXE THE
COURT.

Everybody looked at Alice.

‘I'M not a mile high,’” said Alice.

‘You are,’ said the King.

‘Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen.

‘Well, | shan’t go, at any rate,’ said Alice: ‘bdsss, that’s not a

regular rule: you invented it just now.’

‘It's the oldest rule in the book,’” said the King.

‘Then it ought to be Number One,’ said Alice.

The King turned pale, and shut his note-book has@onsider your

verdict,” he said to the jury, in a low, trembliagice.

‘There’s more evidence to come yet, please youebty’ said the White
Rabbit, jumping up in a great hurry; ‘this papes hast been picked
up.

‘What'’s in it?’ said the Queen.



‘| haven’t opened it yet,’ said the White Rabbitut it seems to be a
letter, written by the prisoner to--to somebody.’

‘It must have been that,’ said the King, ‘unleswdts written to

nobody, which isn’t usual, you know.’

‘Who is it directed to?’ said one of the jurymen.

‘Itisn’t directed at all,” said the White Rabbii fact, there's

nothing written on the OUTSIDE.’ He unfolded thegppaas he spoke, and

added ‘It isn’t a letter, after all: it's a setwdrses.’

‘Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?’ asked ey of the jurymen.

‘No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit, ‘and tisaihe queerest thing
about it.” (The jury all looked puzzled.)

‘He must have imitated somebody else’s hand,” #@dKing. (The jury
all brightened up again.)

‘Please your Majesty,” said the Knave, ‘I didn’titerit, and they
can't prove | did: there’s no name signed at the:’en

‘If you didn’t sign it,’ said the King, ‘that onlynakes the matter
worse. You MUST have meant some mischief, or etgedyhave signed your

name like an honest man.’



There was a general clapping of hands at thisag thie first really
clever thing the King had said that day.

‘That PROVES his guilt,” said the Queen.

‘It proves nothing of the sort!’ said Alice. ‘Whypu don’t even know

what they’re about!’

‘Read them,’ said the King.

The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. ‘Wherel $tmdgin, please

your Majesty?’ he asked.

‘Begin at the beginning,’ the King said gravelynéago on till you
come to the end: then stop.’

These were the verses the White Rabbit read:--

‘They told me you had been to her,
And mentioned me to him:
She gave me a good character,

But said | could not swim.

He sent them word | had not gone
(We know it to be true):
If she should push the matter on,

What would become of you?



| gave her one, they gave him two,
You gave us three or more;

They all returned from him to you,
Though they were mine before.

If | or she should chance to be
Involved in this affair,
He trusts to you to set them free,

Exactly as we were.

My notion was that you had been
(Before she had this fit)
An obstacle that came between

Him, and ourselves, and it.

Don't let him know she liked them best,
For this must ever be
A secret, kept from all the rest,

Between yourself and me.’

‘That’s the most important piece of evidence weteard yet,” said the

King, rubbing his hands; ‘so now let the jury--’

‘If any one of them can explain it,” said Alicehéshad grown so large
in the last few minutes that she wasn’t a bit afi@iinterrupting

him,) ‘I'll give him sixpence. | don’t believe the's an atom of



meaning in it.’

The jury all wrote down on their slates, ‘SHE ddebelieve there’s an

atom of meaning in it,” but none of them attemptedxplain the paper.

‘If there’s no meaning in it,” said the King, ‘thaaves a world of

trouble, you know, as we needn't try to find anyndiyet | don’t know,’

he went on, spreading out the verses on his kmeeloaking at them

with one eye; ‘| seem to see some meaning in tladter, all. “--SAID

| COULD NOT SWIM--" you can’t swim, can you?’ he @eld, turning to the

Knave.

The Knave shook his head sadly. ‘Do | look liké i€ said. (Which he
certainly did NOT, being made entirely of cardboard

‘All right, so far,” said the King, and he went amuttering over

the verses to himself: “WE KNOW IT TO BE TRUE-Hat's the jury, of
course--“I GAVE HER ONE, THEY GAVE HIM TWO--" whythat must be what
he

did with the tarts, you know--’

‘But, it goes on “THEY ALL RETURNED FROM HIM TO YOU ' said Alice.

‘Why, there they are!’ said the King triumphantbginting to the tarts
on the table. ‘Nothing can be clearer than THATef lagain--"BEFORE SHE
HAD THIS FIT--" you never had fits, my dear, | thi?' he said to the

Queen.



‘Never!” said the Queen furiously, throwing an itksd at the Lizard
as she spoke. (The unfortunate little Bill had t#ftwriting on his
slate with one finger, as he found it made no miawit;he now hastily
began again, using the ink, that was trickling ddwaface, as long as
it lasted.)

‘Then the words don’t FIT you,’ said the King, long round the court

with a smile. There was a dead silence.

‘It's a pun!’ the King added in an offended tonadaeverybody laughed,
‘Let the jury consider their verdict,’ the King daifor about the
twentieth time that day.

‘No, no!" said the Queen. ‘Sentence first--verdifterwards.’

‘Stuff and nonsense!’ said Alice loudly. ‘The idefhaving the

sentence first!’

‘Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning purple.

‘I won'tl’ said Alice.

‘Off with her head!” the Queen shouted at the tbpear voice. Nobody

moved.

‘Who cares for you?’ said Alice, (she had growiéo full size by this



time.) ‘You're nothing but a pack of cards!

At this the whole pack rose up into the air, anchedlying down upon
her: she gave a little scream, half of fright aatf bf anger, and

tried to beat them off, and found herself lyingtba bank, with her
head in the lap of her sister, who was gently hngshway some dead

leaves that had fluttered down from the trees upmnface.

‘Wake up, Alice dear! said her sister; ‘Why, wlalong sleep you've
had!

‘Oh, I've had such a curious dream!” said Alicedae told her

sister, as well as she could remember them, aktsange Adventures
of hers that you have just been reading aboutywdrah she had
finished, her sister kissed her, and said, ‘It WeA&urious dream,

dear, certainly: but now run in to your tea; itetting late.” So

Alice got up and ran off, thinking while she ras,veell she might,

what a wonderful dream it had been.

But her sister sat still just as she left her, ieginer head on her
hand, watching the setting sun, and thinking d&lilice and all her
wonderful Adventures, till she too began dreamiftgraa fashion, and

this was her dream:--

First, she dreamed of little Alice herself, and®@again the tiny
hands were clasped upon her knee, and the bright egzes were looking

up into hers--she could hear the very tones o¥bee, and see that



gueer little toss of her head to keep back the wangd hair that

WOULD always get into her eyes--and still as sheehed, or seemed to
listen, the whole place around her became alivestiaage creatures of
her little sister’'s dream.

The long grass rustled at her feet as the WhitdoRabrried by--the
frightened Mouse splashed his way through the @ighng pool--she
could hear the rattle of the teacups as the Mante ldnd his friends
shared their never-ending meal, and the shrillesoicthe Queen
ordering off her unfortunate guests to executiameeomore the pig-baby
was sneezing on the Duchess’s knee, while platsliahes crashed
around it--once more the shriek of the Gryphon sipgeaking of the
Lizard’s slate-pencil, and the choking of the s@ssed guinea-pigs,
filled the air, mixed up with the distant sobs lo¢ imiserable Mock
Turtle.

So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half belieeeself in

Wonderland, though she knew she had but to open #uain, and all
would change to dull reality--the grass would bé/auastling in the
wind, and the pool rippling to the waving of theds--the rattling
teacups would change to tinkling sheep-bells, ardlueen’s shrill
cries to the voice of the shepherd boy--and thezmef the baby, the
shriek of the Gryphon, and all the other queere®is/ould change (she
knew) to the confused clamour of the busy farm-yarhile the lowing
of the cattle in the distance would take the plaicithe Mock Turtle’s

heavy sobs.



Lastly, she pictured to herself how this sameelitiister of hers

would, in the after-time, be herself a grown womemg how she would
keep, through all her riper years, the simple awthg heart of her
childhood: and how she would gather about her dittler children, and
make THEIR eyes bright and eager with many a s&aalg, perhaps even
with the dream of Wonderland of long ago: and hbe/ would feel with

all their simple sorrows, and find a pleasure Intair simple joys,

remembering her own child-life, and the happy sumtag’s.

THE END

Thank you for joining us in this visit to Alice’s ¥derland. And to you for your
considering the donation of a dollar or whatevarnjeeart can afford to the
ravaged people of Haiti. It's just a “small billi¢ Mock Turtle might say. And
“Everyone has won and all must have prizes,” wilitewis Carroll in his tale. The
people of Haiti win and so do you for kindness tiweos is the true magic of life as

Alice herself might have said when she emerged tterabbit hole.

Also thanks to Chelsea Caumont for editing the & writing the
Foreword, the Lazare Gallery for their Arthur Raakhillustrations, and to the
media and blogs that carried this story and messagthers.



Remember to email this free copyAdfce’s
Adventures in Wonderlandio your friends

and post the book or this link —
http://virginiahospitalitysuite.com/wonder.htm

on your web or blog or use Facebook or
Twitter to spread the word of help and hope.
Your friends will thank you — and so will the

people of Haiti

Visit the Virginia Learning Centefor more ideas about living and giving




