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SALE : GLOBAL RIGHTS : PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT

ABOUT THE
PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT

The invention of the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT for English literacy paves the
way for teachers of English to radically improve the efficiency of a large volume of
early literacy publications including thousands of children’s story books.

The PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT presents a truly cheap and simple opportunity
for schools to give new hope to many of those students ... young and old ... who
have problems with basic English writing and reading skills.

Full details on this new font for basic literacy teaching are provided on:

www.phoneticenglishbible.com

www.phoneticenglishbooks.com

... FOR THE MEANTIME ...

... HOW THE FONT WORKS IN HALF A PAGE ...

WITHOUT changing the spellings of any English words, this new font by Virtual
Phonetics Pty Ltd reduces the number of essential English sounding out or
pronunciation ‘rules’ by

80%

and less than 1% of all English words

remain ‘“out of reach” for this font.

THIS IS HOW THE APP WORKS ON HIGHLIGHTED TEXTS

The 10 marks of the app’s “ phonetic English ” font reducge the
complexity of eur English ‘seundingeut' rule system dewn from

near 360 rules to 60 and this witheut changing the spelling
of the words.

The app is based upon a ( diacritical marking ) methéd for the teaching
of basic reading that, at its very basics .. almost ¢@rtainly ... first
originated with the teaching of Hebrew séme 3000 years ago.
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WHY THIS FONT ?

THE PURPOSE OF THE FONT is to help students of English to cope more
easily with the problems of our unique English ‘rules’ for
PRONUNCIATION AND SPELLING

Since especially the 15* century many writers have made sensible suggestions
for improvements for changes to English spelling ... but their suggestions have
never been taken up : around the world, there were just too many English speaking
people who saw no good reason to change their writing habits.

But the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT that is used throughout the PHONETIC
ENGLISH BOOK AND BIBLE SERIES is very different ... and it stands a reasonable
chance of becoming accepted.

The thinking here is simple : this new font for PHONETICALLY REGULAR
ENGLISH can be read by all readers of English WITHOUT ANY PRIOR STUDY.

The font is only a simple but computer based “ diacritical marking ” system that
has been adapted to our existing English spelling conventions. For centuries,
the marks within all such systems have only shown readers how to pronounce
the words that any given language community has chosen to communicate with.

And the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT that is used in both the Phonetic English
Bible as well as the Phonetic English Books series is no exception.

THE 10 SIGNS OF THE PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT

The font has been over 60 years in the making. Only 10 SIGNS on and

around English letters enable it to work. Minimum introductory details are
provided on these current pages but a fully elaborated MANUAL comes with
both of the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT series

Christopher Nugent 2024

A PRIOR NOTE : 20 HIGH FREQUENCY ‘CONNECTOR’ WORDS

A TOTAL of 20 very high frequeney 'connector’ words occupy a disprop@rtionate
volume of the word ceunt on any page. To avoid an unnegessary ameunt of
visual clutter througheut ... the phonetic English font in especially the PHONETIC
ENGLISH BIBLE has chosen NOT to encode the following 20 words :

he she me be so no as or for you her his to into of
the is are was were
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THE 10 SIGNS AROUND THE LETTERS

HOW THEY WORK
SIGN 1. Faint and smaller letters are not to be sounded out. They are silent:
knob writ wrestle  trouble denpt
SIGN 2. BOLDED pairs of consonant letters make one common English sound unit:

gh asin rough ph as in philosophy
ch asin chin sh asin shut qu asin quit

SIGN 3. BOLDED single vowels @ @ i 0 u changes their sounds from short to long:
apron even icon oval unit

straight though through  ghost

SIGN 4. A vertical line under theletters ¢ 9 $ ¢ changes their sounds to
S j z and t respectively:

cell gem rubs jumped cruige

SIGN 5. A vertical line over the letters @ and © changes their sounds to short
o and u sounds respectively:

was watch quads quality yacnt
come frént améng weénder mother

SIGN 6. A dot over the letters © and U changes their sounds to sard u sound :
pull butcher boesoem weman took
SIGN 7. Two dots over a letter tells you that there is an ah sound below:

heart star laugh  sparse sergeant

SIGN 8. A horizontal curved line over a letter tells you that there is er sound below:
bird térm  blrn  worthy |@arn
SIGN 9. A vertical ¢ shape over a letter tells you that there is an OF sound below:

chak béught bald bérn daughter

SIGN 10. A slanted line through a letter tells you about the sound of ®@w

as in ‘now’ sound:

beunge  allewing  screunge  pleugh
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THE FONT APP IS LOOKING FOR A
NEW PUBLISHER

TO TAKE OVER
CONTACT Chris Nugent virtualphonetics@gmail.com

Below are the NEW ENGLISH LETTERS that enable the

PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT APP to work. A fully elaborated MANUAL is
available.

SUMMARY FEATURES

Below are the 59 letter designs used by the phonetically regular written English font in
the program. These 59 new and old “letters ”, when combined with the silent (smaller
and slanted) letters, make up the 60 sounding out ¢ rules ’ that are taught by the Virtual
Phonetics ™ font. This new font of 60 sounding out ¢ rules ’ replaces an estimated

360 ( and even more) sounding out ‘ rules ’ that all children have to learn on their way
to normal adult reading skill.

The resulting text does not change the spelling of any words yet it goes 99% of the
way toward converting normal English words into ‘pheonetically regular’ ones.

The app contains over 15,500 different words in its coded word bank.

FULL TECHNICAL INFORMATION IN THE MANUAL

www.phoneticenglishbible.com
www.phoneticenglishbooks.com
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COPYRIGHT

AND TECHNICAL DETAILS

The phonetically regular English script used in this book is called
the 'Virtual Phonetics’ script, and was trademarked in 1994. Tt is
the exclusive intellectual property of CHRISTOPHER NUGENT
and VIRTUAL PHONETICS™ PTY LTD. The use of this script for
producing materials that are intended to be sold, is expressly
forbidden without prior permission in writing from the company.
Offenders will render themselves legally liable.

Likewise: the originals of the written text and illustrations in
this publication have been in the realm of the ‘copyright free' or
‘public’ domain for many years. But this version of the text has
been written in the Virtual Phonetics script. This makes the
publication subject to the full range of internationl copyright
restrictions.

A summary of the essential technical details of the Virtual
Phonetics script can be found in the
MANUAL
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PREFACE

CHILD of the pure unclouded brow
And dreaming eyes of wonder!
Though time be fleet, and | and thou
Are half a life asunder,

Thy loving smile will surely hail
The love-gift of a fairy-tale.

| have not seen thy sunny face,
Nor heard thy silver laughter;
No thought of me shall find a place
In thy young life's hereafter——
Enough that now thou wilt not fail
To listen to my fairy-tale.

A tale begun in other days,

When summer suns were glowing——
A simple chime, that served to time
The rhythm of our rowing——
Whose echoes live in memory yet,
Though envious years would say 'forget.’

Come, hearken then, ere voice of dread,
With bitter tidings laden,
Shall summon to unwelcome bed
A melancholy maiden!
We are but older children, dear,
Who fret to find our bedtime near.

Without, the frost, the blinding snow.
The storm-wind's moody madness——
Within, the firelight's ruddy glow.
And childhood's nest of gladness.
The magic words shall hold thee fast:
Thou shalt not heed the raving blast.

And though the shadow of a sigh
May tremble through the story,
For 'happy summer days' gone by,
And vanish'd summer glory
It shall not touch with breath of bale
The pleasance of our fairy-tale.



CHAPTER 1
LOOKING-6LASS HOUSE.

One thing was ¢eértain, that the whnite kitten had had néthing to de with it:—
it was the black kitten's fault entirely. Fér the write kitten had been having its
face washed by the old cat fér the last quarter of an neur (and bearing it pretty
well, considering); so you see that it cowdn't have had any hand in the
mischief.

The way Dinah washed her children's faces was this: first she held the
péor thing dewn by its ear with one paw, and then with the other paw
she rubbed its fage all over, the wrong way, beginning at the nose: and just
new, as | said, she was hard at work on the write kitten, which was lying
quite still and trying to plirr—no deust feeling that it was all meant for its
good.

But the black kitten had been finished with @arlier in the afterneen, and
so, while Alige was sitting clirled up in a cérner of the great armchair, haf
taking to hérself and haf asleep, the kitten had been having a grand game
of romps with the ball of wersted Alice had been trying to wind up, and
had been rolling it up and dewn till it had all cdme undéne again; and
there it was, spread over the hearth-rug, all knots and tangles, with the kitten
running after its own tail in the middle.

"On, you wicked wicked little thing!" cried Alige, catching up the kitten, and
giving it a little kiss to make it understand that it was in disgrage. "Really,
Dinah éugnt to have taught you better manners! You @éugnt, Dinah, you know
you 6&ugnt!" she added, looking reproachfully at the old cat, and speaking in
as cross a voige as she could manage —and then she scrambled back inte the
arm-chair, taking the kitten and the worsted with her, and began winding up
the ball again. But she didn't get on very fast, as she was taking all the time,
sometimes to the kitten, and sOmetimes to hérself. Kitty sat very demurely on
her knee, pretending to watch the progress of the winding, and new and then
putting eut one paw and gently touching the ball, as if it woud be glad to help
if it mignt.
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"De you know what to-morrow is, Kitty?" Alice began. "You’d have guessed if
you'd been up in the window with me—only Dinah was making you tidy,
so yyou coudn't. | was watching the boys getting in sticks for the bonfire—and
it wants plenty of sticks, Kitty! Only it got so cold, and it snowed so, they had to
leave off. Never mind, Kitty, we’ll go and see the bonfire to-morrow." Here Alige
weund twe or three tlirns of the wdrsted reund the kitten's neck, just to
see hew it wouid leok: this led to a scramble, in wrich the ball rolled dewn upon
the fléor, and yards and yards of it got unweund again.

"De you know, | was so angry, Kitty," Alige went on, as seen as they were
comfortably settled again, " when | saw all the mischief you had been deing,
| was very nearly opening the window, and putting you eut inte the snow! And
yowd have des@rved it, you little mischievous darling! Wrat have you got to
say for yéurself? New don’t interrupt me!” she went on, holding up one finger.
"I'm going to tell you all yéur faults. Number one: you squeaked twige while
Dinah was washing yéur fage this mérning. New you can't deny it, Kitty: |
h@ard you! What’s that you say?" (pretending that the kitten was speaking.) "Her
paw went inte yéur eye? Well, that's yéur

fault, for keeping yéur eyes open—if you’d shut them tignt up, it woudn't have
happened. New don’t make any mére excuses, but listen! Number twe: you pulled
Snowdrop away by the tail just as | had put dewn the s@ueer of milk befére her!
What, you were thirsty, were you? Hew de you know she wasn't thirsty tee?

New for number three: you unweund every bit of the worsted wrile | wasn't
looking!

"That's three faults, Kitty, and you’ve not been punished for any of them
yet. You know I'm saving up all yéur punishments for Wednesday week—Suppose
they had saved up all my punishments!” she went on, taking mére to hérself
than the kitten. "What wouid they de at the end of a year? | shouid be sent to
prison, | suppose, when the day came. Or—let me see—suppose each
punishment was to be going witheut a dinner: then, when the miserable day
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came, | shoud have to go witheut fifty dinners at onge! Well, | shouidn’t
mind that much! I'd far rather go witheut them than eat them!

"De you hear the snow against the windowpanes, Kitty? Hew nig¢e and soft
it seunds! Just as if séme one was kissing the window all over sutside. |
wonder if the snow loves the trees and fields, that it kisses them so gently?
And then it covers them up snug, you know, with a write quilt; and pé&rhaps
it says, 'Go to sleep, till the summer coOmes again. And when they wake up in
the summer, Kitty, they dress themselves all in green, and dange abeut—
whenever the wind blows —oh, that's very pretty!" cried Alige, dropping the ball
of worsted to clap hér hands. "And | de so wish it was true! I'm sure the
woods look sleepy in the autumn, when the leaves are getting brewn.

"Kitty, can you play chess? New, don’t smile, my dear, I'm asking it seriously.
Because, when we weére playing just new, you watched just as if you
understooad it: and when | said 'Check! you plrred! Well, it was a nige check,
Kitty, and really | might have wén, if it hadn't been for that nasty knight, that came
wriggling dewn améng my piec¢es. Kitty, dear, let's pretend—" And here | wish
| courd tell you haf the things Alige used to say, beginning with her favourite
phrase "Let's pretend." She had had quite a long argument with her sister
only the day befére—all becauvse Alige had begun with "Let's pretend we’re
kings and queens:" and her sister, whe liked being very exact, had argued that
they coudn't, because there were only twe of them, and Alige had been reduced
at last to say, "Well, you can be one of them then, and I'll be all the rest."
And onee she had really frigitened her old niirse by sheuting suddenly in her
ear, "Nirse! De let's pretend that I'm a hungry hyzna, and yéu're a bone!"

But this is taking us away from Alige's speech to the kitten. "Let's pretend
that yéure the Red Queen,, Kitty! De you know, | think if you sat up and
folded yéur arms, you'd look exactly like her. New de try, there’s a dear!" And
Alige got the Red Queen, off the table, and set it up befére the kitten as a model
for it to imitate: hewever, the thing didn't suc¢eed, pringipally, Alige said, because
the kitten wowdn't fold its arms properly. So, to punish it, she held it up to
the Looking-glass, that it might see hew sulky it was—"and if yéu're not good
directly," she added, "I'll put you through inte Loeoking-glass Heuse. Hew wouid
you like that?

"New, if you’ll only attend, Kitty, and not tadk so much, I'll tell you all my
ideas abeut Looking-glass Heuse. First, there’s the reem you can see through
the glass—that's just the same as eur drawing-reem, only the things go the
other way. | can see all of it when | get upon a chair—all but the bit just
behind the fireplage. On! | de so wish | coud see thatbit! | want so much
to know whether they've a fire in the winter: you never can tell, you know, unless
our fire smokes, and then smoke comes up in that reem tee—but that may
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be only pretenge, just to make it l0ok as if they had a fire. Well then, the books
are something like ®ur books, only the words go the wrong way; | know that,
because I've held up one of our beoks to the glass, and then they hold up
one in the other reem.

"Hew wouid you like to live in Looking-glass Heuse, Kitty? | wénder if they'd give
you milk in there? P@rhaps Leoking-glass milk isn't good to drink—But oh, Kitty!
new we cOme to the passage. You can just see a little peep of the passage in
Looking-glass Heuse, if you leave the déor of @ur drawing-reem wide open: and
it's very like ®ur passage as far as you can see, only you know it may be
quite different on beyond. On, Kitty! hew nige it wouid be if we cotrd only get
through inte Looking-glass Heuse! I'm sure it's got, on! such beautiful things
in it! Let's pretend there’s a way of getting througn inte it, sbmehew, Kitty.
Let's pretend the glass has got all soft like gauze, so that we can get througnh.
Why, it's tlirning inte a sért of mist new, | declare! It'll be easy enough to get
through —“she was up on the chimney-pie¢e while she said this, though she
hardly kxnew hew she had got there.

And eé@rtainly the glass was beginning to melt away just like a bright silvery mist.
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In anéther moment Alice was through the glass, and had jumped lightly dewn
inte the Looking-glass reem. The very first thing she did was to 160k whether
there was a fire in the fireplage, and she was quite pleaged to find that
there was a real one, blazing away as brightly as the one she had left behind.
"So | shall be as warm here as | was in the old reem," . . . théught Alice: "warmer,
in fact, because therell be no one here to scold me away from the fire. On, what

fun it'll be, when they see me through the glass in here, and can't get at
me!"

Then she began looking abeut, and noticed that what coud be seen from
the old reem was quite common and uninteresting, but that all the rest was
as different as possible. Fér instange, the pictures on the wall next the fire seemed
to be all alive, and the very clock on the chimney-pie¢e (you know you can only

see the back of it in the Looking-glass) had got the fage of a little old man, and
grinned at her.

"They don’t keep this reem so tidy as the other," Alice théugnt to hérself, as
she notiged several of the chessmen dewn in the hearth améng the ginders:
but in anéther moment, with a little "On!" of surprise, she was dewn on her hands
and knees watching them. The chessmen were waking abeut, tve and twe!

"Here are the Red King and the Red Queen,," Ali¢e said (in a wrisper, for fear
of frightening them), "and there are the White King and the Whrite Queen,
sitting on the edge of the shovel—and here are twe Castles waking arm in
arm—I| don’t think they can hear me," she went on, as she put her head closer

dewn, "and I'm nearly sure they can't see me. | feel sémehew asif | were
invisible—"
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Here something began squeaking on the table behind Alige, and made her
tlirn her head just in time to see one of the White Pawns roll over and begin
kicking: she watched it with great curiosity to see wrat wouid happen next.

"It is the voige of my child!" the White Queen, cried ®ut, as she rushed past
the King, so violently that she knocked him over among the ¢inders. "My pre¢ious

Lily! My imperial kitten!" and she began scrambling wildly up the side of the
fender.

"Imperial fiddlesticks!" said the King, rubbing his nose, which had been hiirt
by the fall. He had a right to be a little annoyed with the Queen,, for he was
covered with ashes from head to foot.

Alice was very anxious to be of use, and, as the péor little Lily was nearly screaming
hérself inte a fit, she hastily picked up the Queen and set her on the table
by the side of her noisy little daughter.

The Queen, gasped, and sat dewn: the rapid jolirney through the air had quite
taken away her breath, and for a minute or twe® she coud do néthing but
hug the little Lily in silenge. As s@en as she had recévered her breath a little, she
called @ut to the White King, vh@ was sitting sulkily améng the ashes, "Mind
the volcano!"

"What volcano?" said the King, looking up anxiously inte the fire, as if he théught
that was the most likely plage to find one.

"Blew—me—up," panted the Queen,, vhe was still a little ®ut of breath. "Mind you
coéme up—the regular way—don't get blown up!"

Alice watched the Write King as he slowly struggled up from bar to bar, till
at l[ast she said, "Why, you’ll be heurs and heurs getting to the table, at that rate.
I'd far better help you, hadn't I?" But the King took no netige of the question: it
was quite clear that he couid neither hear her nér see her.

So Alige picked him up very gently, and lifted him across mére slowly than she
had lifted the Queen,, that she migntn't take his breath away: but, befére she
put him on the table, she théught she mignt as well dust him a little, he was
so covered with ashes.

She said afterwards that she had never seen in all her life such a fage
as the King made, when he feund himself held in the air by an invisible hand,

and being dusted: he was far te® much astonished to cry eut, but his eyes
and his meuth went on getting larger and larger, and reunder and reunder, till
her hand shook so with laughing that she nearly let him drop upon the fléor.
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"On! Please don't make such fages, my dear!" she cried ®ut, quite forgetting
that the King cowdn't hear her. "You make me laugh so that | can hardly hold
you! And don’t keep yéur meuth so wide open! all the ashes will get inte it—
there, new | think yéure tidy enough!" she added, as she smeethed his hair,
and set him upon the table near the Queen,.

The King immediately fell flat on his back, and lay pérfectly still: and Alige was
a little alarmed at what she had déne, and went reund the reem to see if she
coud find any waterto throw over him. Hewever, she coud find néthing but
a bottle of ink, and when she got back with it she feund he had recévered,
and he and the Queen, were taking together in a frightened whisper—so low, that
Alige couid hardly hear wrat they said.

The King was saying, "l assure you, my dear, | tirned cold to the very ends of my
whiskers!"

To which the Queen, replied, "You haven't got any whiskers."
"The horror of that moment," the King went on, "I shall never, never forget!"
"You will, though," the Queen, said, "if you don’t make a memorandum of it."

Alice looked on with great interest as the King took an enérmous memorandum-
book eut of his pocket, and began writing. A sudden théugnt struck her, and she
took hold of the end of the pengil, which came s6me way over his shoulder,
and began writing for him.
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The péor King looked puzzled and unhappy, and struggled with the pengil for
some time witheut saying anything; but Alige was te® strong fér him, and at

last he panted eut, "My dear! | really must get a thinner peneil. | can't manage
this one a bit; it writes all manner of things that | don’t intend—"

“What manner of things?" said the Queen,, looking over the book (in which Alice
had put 'The White Knignt is sliding dewn the poker. He balang¢es very badly').
"That's not a memorandum of yéur feelings!"

There was a book lying near Alige on the table, and whrile she sat watching
the White King (for she was still a little anxious abeut him, and had the ink all
ready to throw over him, in case he fainted again), she tlirned over the leaves,
to find séme part that she cowd read, "—for it's all in s6bme language | don’t
know," she said to hérself. It was like this.

NADOWARBALY

LT

S0l wittle afy han piiled em
wdnar shy s aldawin Bsn wrgy
2sopatod ofly suane wasesse i
advtphso 2ot sswose sft hah

She puzzled over this for séme time, but at last a brignt théugnt struck hér.
"Why, it's a Leoking-glass book, of céurse! And if | hold it up to a glass, the words
will all go the rigit way again."

This was the poem that Alige read.
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JABBERWOCKY

"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wade;
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

"Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
The frumious Bandersnatch!"

He took his vorpal sword in hand:
Long time the manxome foe he sought—
So rested he by the Tumtum tree,
And stood awhile in thought.

And as in uffish thought he stood,
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood.
And burbled as it came!

One, two! One, two! And through and through
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!
He left it dead, and with its head
He went galumphing back.

"And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
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Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!"
He chortled in his joy.

"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

"It seems very pretty," she said when she had finished it, "but it's rather hard
to understand!" (You see she didn't like to confess, evento hérself, that she
coudn't make it ®ut at all.) "Sémehew it seems to fill my head with ideas—
only | don’t exactly know wrat they are! Hewever, sébmebody killed sémething:
that's clear, at any rate—"

"But on!" théught Alige, suddenly jumping up, "if | don’t make haste | shall have
to go back through the Looking-glass, befére I've seen what the rest of the
heuse is like! Let's have a l0ok at the garden first!" She was eut of the reem
in @ moment, and ran dewn stairs—or, at least, it wasn't exactly running, but a
new inventidn for getting dewn stairs quickly and easily, as Alice said to
hérself. She just kept the tips of her fingers on the hand-rail, and floated
gently dewn witheut even touching the stairg with her feet; then she floated on
through the hall, and wouid have gone straight ®@ut at the déor in the same way,
if she hadn't caugnt hold of the déor-post. She was getting a little giddy with
so much floating in the air, and was rather glad to find hérself waking again
in the natural way.

19



CHAPTER 2
THE GARDEN OF LIVE FLOWERS.

"I| showd see the garden far better," said Alige to hérself, "if | couid get
to the top of that hill: and here’s a path that leads straignt to it—at least,
no, it déesn’t de that —" (after going a few yards along the path, and ttirning
several sharp cérners), "but | suppose it will at last. But hew curiously it
twists! It's mére like a cérkscrew than a path! Well, this tlirn goes to the
hill, | suppose—no, it déesn’t! This goes straignt back to the heuse! Well then,
I'll try it the other way."

And so she did: wandering up and dewn, and trying tlirn after tlirn, but always
coming back to the heuse, d@ wrat she wouid. Indeed, onge, when she tlirned

a cérner rather mére quickly than usual, she ran against it befére she couid
stop hérself.

"It's no use taking abeut it," Alige said, looking up at the heuse and pretending
it was arguing with her. "I'm not going in again yet. | know | shou/d have to
get through the Looking-glass again—back inte the old reem—and thered
be an end of all my adventures!"

So, resolutely tlirning her back upon the heuse, she set ®ut onge mére dewn
the path, straight on till she got to the hill. For a few minutes all went on well,
and detérmined to keep she was just saying, "l really shall do it this time —"
when the path gave a sudden twist and shook itself (as she described it

afterwards), and the next moment she feund hérself actually waking in at the
déor.

"Oh, it's tee@ bad!" she cried. "l never saw such a heuse fér getting in the
way! Never!"

Hewever, there was the hill full in signt, so there was néthing to be doéne
but start again. This time she came upon a large flewerbed, with a bérder of
daisies, and a willow-tree growing in the middle.

"O Tiger-lily," said Alige, addressing hérself to one that was waving gragefully
abeut in the wind, "l wish you coud tak!"

"We can tak," said the Tiger-lily: "when there’s anybody worth taking to."

Alice was so astonished that she couidn't speak for a minute: it quite seemed
to take her breath away. At length, as the Tiger-lily only went on waving abeut,

she spoke again, in a timid voige— almost in a whisper. "And can all the flewers
tak?"

"As well as you can," said the Tiger-lily. "And a great deal leuder."
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"It isn't manners for us to begin, you know," said the Rose, "and | really was
wondering when you’d speak! Said | to myself, 'Her fage hag got séme sense in
it, though it's not a clever one! Still, yéu're the right célour, and that goes a
long way."

"| don’t care abeut the colour," the Tiger-lily remarked. "If only her petals clirled
up a little mére, she’d be all right."

Alice didn't like being criticised, so she began asking questions. "aren't you
sometimes frightened at being planted eut here, with nobody to take care of
you?"

"There’s the tree in the middle," said the Rose: "what else is it good for?"
"But what cowd it de, if any danger came?" Alige asked.
"It cowd bark," said the Rose.

"It says 'Beugh-weugh! " cried a Daigy: "that's why its branches are called
beughs!"

"Didn't you know that?" cried anéther Daisy, and here they all began sheuting
together, till the air seemed quite full of little shrill voiges. "Silenge, every one
of you!" cried the Tiger-lily, waving itself passiénately from side to side, and
trembling with exeitement.

"They know | can't get at them!" it panted, bending its quivering head towards
Alige, "or they wouidn't dare to de it!"

"Never mind!" Alige said in a seething tone, and steeping dewn to the daisies,

whe were just beginning again, she wrispered, "If you don’t hold yéur téngues,
I'll pick you!"
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There was silenge in a moment, and several of the pink daisies tlirned white.

"That's rignt!" said the Tiger-lily. "The daisies are worst of all. When one speaks,
they all begin together, and it's enough to make one wither to hear the
way they go on!"

"Hew is it you can all tak so nigely?" Alice said, hoping to get it inte a better

temper by a compliment. "I've been in many gardens befére, but néne of the
flewers couwd tak."

"Put yéur hand dewn, and feel the greund," said the Tiger-lily. "Then you’ll know
why."

Alice did so. "It's very hard," she said, "but | don’t see wrat that has to de
with it."

"In most gardens," the Tiger-lily said, "they make the beds tee soft—so that
the flewers are always asleep."

This seunded a very good reasén, and Alige was quite pleaged to know it. "l never
théught of that befére!" she said.

"It's my opiniéon that you never think at all," the Rose said in a rather severe
tone.

"I never saw anybody that looked stupider," a Violet said, so suddenly, that
Alige quite jumped; for it hadn't spoken befére.

"Hold yéur téngue!" cried the Tiger-lily. "As if you ever saw anybody! You keep
yéur head under the leaves, and snére away there, till you know no mére
what’s going on in the world, than if you wére a bud!"

"Are there any mére people in the garden besides me?" Alige said, not cheesing
to notige the Rose's last remark.

"There’s one Other flewer in the garden that can meve abeut like you,"
said the Rose."l wonder hew you de it —" ("Yéu're always weéndering," said
the Tiger-lily), "but she's mére bushy than you are."

"Is she like me?" Alice asked eagerly, for the théught crossed her mind, "There’s
another little girl in the garden, sdmewnhere!"

"Well, she has the same awkward shape as you," the Rose said, "but she's
redder—and hér petals are shérter, | think."

"Her petals are done up close, almost like a dahlia," the Tiger-lily interrupted:
"not tumbled abeut anyhew, like yéurs."
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"But that's not yéur fault," the Rose added kindly: "yéu're beginning to fade,
you know—and then one can't help one's petals getting a little untidy."

Alice didn't like this idea at all: so, to change the subject, she asked "Does
she ever coOme ®ut here?"

"| daresay you’ll see her seen," said the Rose. "She's one of the thérny kind."
"Where does she wear the thérns?" Alige asked with séme curiosity.

"Why, all reund hé&r head, of céurse," the Rose replied. "l was
weéndering you hadn't got séme tee.| théugt it was the regular rule."

"She's coming!" cried the Larksplr. "l hear her footstep, thump, thump, along
the gravel-wak!"

Alice looked reund eagerly, and feund that it was the Red Queen,. "She's
grown a good deal!" was her first remark. She had indeed: when Alige first
feund her in the ashes, she had been only three inches high—and here
she was, haf a head taller than Alige hérself!

"It's the fresh air that does it," said the Rose: "wénderfully fine air it is, eut here."

"I think Il go and meet her," said Alige, for, though the flewers wére interesting
enough, she felt that it wouid be far grander to have a tak with a real
Queen,.

"You can't possibly de that," said the Rose: "I shoud advise you to wak the
other way."

This seunded nonsense to Alige, so she said néthing, but set off at onge towards
the Red Queen,. To her surprise, she lost sigit of her in a moment, and
feund hérself waking in at the frént-déor again. A little provoked, she drew
back, and after looking everywerere for the Queen, (them she spied ®ut at

last, a long way off), she théugit she wouid try the plan, this time, of waking
in the opposite direction.
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It succeeded beautifully. She had not been waiking a minute befére she feund
hérself fage to fage with the Red Queen,, and full in sight of the hill she had
been so long aiming at.

"Where de@ you coOme from?" said the Red Queen,. "And where are you going?
Look up, speak nicely, and don’t twiddle yéur fingers all the time."

Alige attended to all these directions, and explained, as well as she couid, that
she had lost her way.

"| don’t know what you mean by yéur way," said the Queen,: "all the ways
abeut here belong to me—but why did you céme eut here at all?" she added
in a kinder tone. "Clirtsey wrile yéu're thinking what to say. It saves time."

Alige wondered a little at this, but she was te® much in awe of the Queen,
to disbelieve it. "I'll try it when | go home," she théught to hérself, "the next time I'm
a little late for dinner."

"It's time for you to answer new," the Queen, said, looking at her watch:
"open yéur meuth a little wider when you speak, and always say ' yéur Majesty."

"I only wanted to see whrat the garden was like, yéur Majesty—"

"That's rignt," said the Queen,, patting her on the head, which Alige didn't like
at all, "though, when you say ' garden '—I've seen gardens, compared with
which this wouid be a wilderness."

Alice didn't dare to argue the point, but went on: "—and | théugnt I'd try and
find my way to the top of that hill—"

"When you say 'hill, " the Queen, interrupted, "l could show you hillg, in
comparisén with which you’d call that a valley."

"No, | shouidn’t," said Alige, surprised int® contradicting her atlast: "a hill can't
be a valley, you know. That wouid be nonsense—"

The Red Queen, shook hér head. "You may call it 'nonsense' if you like,"

she said, "but I've h@ard nonsense, cémpared with which that woud be as
sensible as a dictiéonary!"

Alige clirtseyed again, as she was afraid from the Queen's tone that she

was a little offended: and they waiked on in silenge till they got to the top
of the little hill.
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For séme minutes Alige stood witheut speaking, looking eut in all directions over
the country —and a most curious country it was. There were a number of tiny little
brooks running straight across it from side to side, and the greund between was

divided up inte squares by a number of little green hedges, that reached
from breok to brook.

"I declare it's marked ®@ut just like a large chess-béard!" Alige said at last.
"There dught to be sébme men meving abeut sébmewhere— and so there are!"
she added in a tone of delignt, and her heart began to beat quick with exgitement
as she wenton."lt's a great huge game of chess that's being played—all over
the world—if this is the world at all, you know. Ohn, wrat fun it is! Hew
| wish |was one of them!| wouidn't mind being a Pawn, if only | might join—
though of céurse | shoud liketo be a Queen,, best."

She glanged rather shyly at the real Queen, as she said this, but her
companion only smiled pleasantly, and said, "That's easily managed. You can
be the White Queen's Pawn, if you like, as Lily's tee young to play; and
yOu're in the Secénd Square to begin with: when you get to the Eighth Square

you’ll be a Queen—" Just at this moment, sdmehew or other, they began to
run.

Alige never couid quite make ®ut, in thinking it over afterwards, hew it was
that they began: all she remembers is, that they were running hand in hand,
and the Queen, went so fast that it was all she cowd de to keep up with
her: and still the Queen, kept crying "Faster! Faster!" but Alige felt she couid
not go faster, though she had no breath left to say so.

The most curious part of the thing was, that the trees and the other things
reund them never changed their plages at all: hewever fast they went, they
never seemed to pass anything. "I wénder if all the things meve along with
us?" théught péor puzzled Alice. And the Queen, seemed to guess her théughts,
for she cried, "Faster! Don’t try totak!"
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Not that Alice had any idea of doing that. She felt as if she wouid never
be able to tak again, she was getting so much eut of breath: and still the Queen,
cried "Faster! Faster!" and dragged her along. "are we nearly there?"

Alige managed to pant eut at last."Nearly there!" the Queen, repeated. "Why,
we passed it ten minutes ago! Faster!" And they ran on for a timein silencge,
with the wind wrisiling in Alige's ears, and almost blowing her hair off her
head, she fancied.

"New! New!" cried the Queen,. "Faster! Faster!" And they went so fast that
at last they seemed to skim througn the air, hardly touching the greund with

their feet, till suddenly, just as Alige was getting quite exsdusted, they stopped,
and she feund hérself sitting on the greund, breathless and giddy.

The Queen, groped her up against a tree, and said kindly, "You may rest a
little new," Alice looked reund her in great surprige. "Why, | de believe we’ve been
under this tree the whole time! Everything's just as it was!"

"Of céurse it is," said the Queen,: "wrat wouid you have it?"

"Well, inour country," said Alige, still panting a little, "you’d generally get to
sOmewrere else—if you ran very fastfor a long time, as we’ve been deing."

"A slow sért of country!" said the Queen,. "New, here, you see, it takes all
the running you can de, to keep in the same plage. If you want to get sdmewrere
else, you must run at least twige as fast as that!"

"I'd rather not try, please!" said Alige. "I'm quite content to stay here—only
| am so hot and thirsty!"

"I know what you'd like!" the Queen, said good-naturedly, taking a little box
eut of her pocket. "Have a biscuit?"
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Alice théugnt it wouid not be givil to say "No," though it wasn't at all wrat
she wanted. So she took it, and ate it as well as she cou/d: and it was very dry;
and she théugnt she had never been so nearly choked in all her life.

"While yéure refreshing yéurself" said the Queen, "Il just take the
measurements.” And she took a ribbén eut of her pocket, marked in inches,
and began measuring the greund, and sticking little pegs in here and there.

"At the end of twe yards," she said, putting in a peg to mark the distange,
"I shall give you yéur directions —have anéther biscuit?"

"No, thank you," said Alige: " one's quite enough!"
"thirst quenched, | hope?" said the Queen,.

Alice did not know what to say to this, but luckily the Queen, did not wait
for an answer, but wenton. "At the end of three yards | shall repeat them—
—for fear of yéur forgetting them. At the end of féur, | shall say good-bye.
And at the end of five,| shall go!"

She had got all the pegs put in by this time, and Alice looked on with great
interest as she retlirned to the tree, and then began slowly waking dewn the
row.

At the twe-yard peg she faged reund, and said, "A pawn goes twe squares
in its first meve, you know so youw’ll go very quickly throughthe third Square
—by railway, | shoud think—and yow’ll find yéurself in the Féurth Square in no
time. Well, that square belongs to Tweedledum and Tweedlecdee—the Fifth is

mostly water—the Sixth belongs to Humpty Dumpty——But you make no
remark?"

"[—1 didn't know | had to make one—just then," Alige faltered eut.

"You shou/d have said,"the Queen, went on in a tone of grave repreef, "It's
extremely kind of you to tell me all this'—hewever, we’ll suppose it said—
the Seventh Square is all forest—hewever, one of the knignts will show uou
the way—and in the Eighth Square we shall be Queens together, and it's
all feasting and fun!" Alige got up and clirtseyed, and sat dewn again.

At the next peg the Queen, tiirned again, and this time she said, "Speak in
French when you can't think of the English for a thing— tlirn eut yéur toes
as you wak—and remember wvh@ you are !" She did not wait for Alige to
clirtsey this time, but waked on quickly to the next peg, where she tlirned
for a moment to say "good-bye," and then hurried on to the last.
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Hew it happened, Alice never knew, but exactly as she came to the last peg,
she was gone. Whether she vanished inte the air, or whether she ran
quickly inte the wood ("and she can run very fast!" théugnt Alige), there was
no way of guessing, but she was gone, and Alige began to remember that she
was a Pawn, and that it wouild seen be time for her to meve.
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CHAPTER 3
LOOKING-GLASS INSECTS.

Of céurse the first thing to de was to make a grand stirvey of the country
she was going to travel through. "It's sémething very like I@8arning geography,”
thoéught Alige, as she stood on tiptoe in hopes of being able to see a little flirther.
"Pringipal rivers don’t think it's got any name. Pringipal tewns—why, what are
those creatureg, making —there are none. Pringipal meuntasing—I'm on the
only one, but | héney dewn there? They can't be bees—nobody ever saw
bees a mile off, you know—"and for séme time she stood silent, watching one
of them that was busiing abeut améng the flewers, poking its proboscis inte
them, "just as if it was a regular bee," théugnt Alice.

Hewever, this was anything but a regular bee: in fact, it was an elephant—
—as Alice seen feund eut, thouh the idea quite took her breath away at
first. "And what endrmous flewers they must be!" was her next idea. "Sémething
like cottages with the reefs taken off, and staks put to them—and wrnat
quantities of honey they must make! | think I'll go dewn and—no, | won't
go just yet," she went on, checking hérself just as she was beginning to run
dewn the hill, and trying to find séme excuse for tlirning shy so suddenly.
"It never de@ to go dewn amoéng them witheut a good long branch to
brush them away—and wrat fun itll be when they ask me hew | liked my
wak. | shall say—' On, | liked it well enough —' (here came the favourite little
toss of the head), 'only it was so dusty and hot, and the elephants did teage so!"

"I think I'l go dewn the 6ther way," she said after a pause: "and pérhaps |
may visit the elephants later on. Besidesg, | de so want to get inte the third
Square!"

So with this excuse she ran dewn the hill and jumped over the first of the
six little brooks.

*kkkk

"Tickets, pleage!" said the Guard, putting his head in at the window. In a moment
everybody was holding eut a ticket: they were abeut the same size as the
people, and quite seemed to fill the carriage.

"New then! Show yéur ticket, child!" the Guard went on, leoking angrily at Alige.
And a great many voiges all said together ("like the chérus of a song," théugnt
Alice), "Don’t keep him waiting, child! Why, his time is worth a theusand
peunds a minute!"
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"I'm afraid | haven't got one," Alige said in a frightened tone: "there wasn't a ticket-
office where | came from." And again the chérus of voiges went on. "There
wasn't reem for one where she came from. The land there is worth a
theusand peunds an inch!"

"Don’t make excuses," said the Guard: "you showd have béught one from the
engine-driver." And onge mére the chérus of voiges went on with "The man

that drives the engine. Why, the smoke alone is worth a theusand peunds a
puff!"

Alice thoéught to hérself, "Then there’s no use in speaking." The voiges didn't
join in this time, as she hadn't spoken, but, to her great surprise, they
all théugnt in chérus (I hope you understand whrat thinking in chérus means

— for | must confess that | don't), "Better say néthing at all. Language is
worth a theusand peunds a word!"

"| shall dream abeut a theusand peunds to-nignt, | know | shall! " théught Alige.

oy —

All this time the Guard was looking at her, first through a telescope, then through
a microscope, and then through an opera-glass. At last he said, "Yéu're
travelling the wrong way," and shut up the window and went away.

"So young a child," said the gentleman sitting opposite to her, (he was dressed
in white paper,) "6ught to know wrich way she's going, even if she déesn’t know
her own name!"
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A Goat, that was sitting next to the gentleman in white, shut his eyes and
said in a leud voige, "She éught to know her way to the ticket-office, even if she
doesn’t know her alphabet!"

There was a Beetle sitting next the Goat (it was a very queer carriage-full of
passengers altogether), and, as the rule seemed to be that they showd all
speak in tlirn, he went on with "She’ll have to go back from here as luggage!"

Alice couidn't see whe was sitting beyond the Beetle, but a héarse voice spoke

next. "Change engines—" it said, and there it choked and was obliged to leave
off.

"It seunds like a hérse," Alige théugnt to hé@rself. And an extremely small voige,
close to her ear, said,

"You might make a joke on that— something abeut ‘hérse'and ‘héarse’, youknow."

Then a very gentle voicge in the distange said, "She must be labelled ' Lass, with
care’ you know——"

And after that éther voiges wenton ("What a number of people thereare
in the carriage!" théught Alice), saying, "She must go by post, as she's got a
head on her—" "She must be sent as a message by the telegraph—" "She
must draw the train hérself the rest of the way—" and so on.

But the gentleman dressed in wehite paper leaned férwards and whispered in
her ear, "Never mind whrat they all say, my dear, but take a retlirn-ticket every
time the train stops."

"Indeed | shant!" Alige said rather impatiently. "l don’t belong to this railway
jolirney at &ll—I was in a wood just new—and | wish | coud get back there!"

"You might make a joke on that," said the little voige cloge to h@r ear. "sémething
abeut 'vou wodld if you could, you know."

"Don’t tease so0," said Alige, l0oking abeut in vain to see where the voige came
from; "if y@u're so anxious to have a joke made, why don’t you make one yéurself?"

The little voicge sighed deeply: it was very unhappy, evidently, and Alige wouid
have said sémething pitying to comfort it, "if it woud only sigh like 6ther people!"
she théugnt. But this was such a wonderfully small sigh, that she wouidn't have
h&ard it at all, if it hadn't coOme quite close to her ear. The consequenge of this
was that it tickled her ear very much, and quite took off h@r théughts from
the unhappiness of the péor little creature.

" know you are a fiiend,” the little voige went on; "a dear fiiend, and an old fiiend.
And you won't hlk-t me, though | am an insect.”
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"What kind of insect?" Alige inquired a little anxiously. Wrat she really wanted
to know was, whether it coud sting or not, but she théugnt this wowdn't be quite a
¢ivil question to ask.

"What, then you don't—" the little voige began, when it was drewned by a shrill
scream from the engine, and everybodly jumped up in alarm, Alige among the rest.

The Hérse, whe had put his head ®ut of the window, quietly drew it in and
said, "lt's only a brook we have to jump over." Everybody seemed satisfied
with this, though Alice felt a little n@rvous at the idea of trains jumping at
all. "Hewever, it'll take us inte the Féurth Square, that's séme comfort!" she
said to hérself. In anéther moment she felt the carriege rige straignt up inte
the air, and in her frignt she caugnt at the thing nearest to her hand, which
happened to be the Goat's beard.

*kkkkk

But the beard seemed to melt away as she touched it, and she feund hérself
sitting quietly under a tree—wrile the Gnat (for that was the insect she had
been taking to) was balaneging itself on a twig just over her head, and fanning
her with its wings.

It ¢@rtainly was a very large Gnat: "abeut the size of a chicken," Alige thoéugnht.

Still, she cowdn't feel n@rvous with it, after they had been taking together so
long.

"—then you don't like all insects?" the Gnat went on, as quietly as if néthing
had happened.

"I like them when they can tak," Alige said. "Néne of them ever tak, where | come
from."

"What sért of insects de you rejoige in, where you céme from?" the Gnat inquired.

"I don't rejoice in insects at all," Alice explained, "because I'm rather afraid of
them—at least the large kinds. But | can tell you the names of séme of them."

"Of céurse they answerto their names?" the Gnat remarked carelessly.
"I never knew them de it."

"What’s the use of their having names," the Gnat said, "if they won't answer to
them?"

"No use to them," said Alige; "but it's useful to the people that name them, |
suppose. If not, why de things have names at all?"
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"I can't say," the Gnat replied. "Flrther on, in the woeod dewn there, they've
got no names—hewever, go on with yéur list of insects: yéure wasting time."

"Well, there’s the Horse-fly," Alige began, ceunting off the names on her fingers.

"all rignt," said the Gnat: "haf way up that bush, you’ll see a Rocking-hérse-
fly, if you look. It's made entirely of wood, and gets abeut by swinging itself from
branch to branch."

g —

at curiosity.

(e

"What does it live on?" Alice asked, with gre
"Sap and sawdust," said the Gnat. "Go on with the list."

Alige looked at the Rocking-hérse-fly with great interest, and made up her
mind that it must have been just repainted, it looked so bright and sticky;
and then she went on.

"And there’s the Dragon-fly."

"Look on the branch aboéve yéur head," said the Gnat, "and there you'll find a
Snap-dragén-fly. Its body is made of plum-pudding, its wings of holly-leaves, and
its head is a raisin biirning in brandy."

"And what does it live on?" Alige asked, as befére.
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"Frumenty and minge-pie," the Gnat replied; "and it makes its nestin a Christmas-
box."

"And then there’s the Butterfly," Alice went on, after she had taken a good
look at the insect with its head on fire, and had théugnt to hérself, "l wénder
if that's the reason insects are so fond of flying inte candles— because they want
to tlrn inte Snap-dragon-flies!"

"Crawling at yéur feet," said the Gnat (Alige drew her feet back in sébme alarm),

"you may obsé@rve a Bread-and-butter-fly. lts wings are thin sliges of bread-
and-butter, its body is a crust, and its head is a lump of sugar."

"And what dées it live on?"

"Weak tea with cream init."

A new difficulty came inte Alige's head. "Supposing it cowdn't find, any?" she
suggested

"Then it wouid die, of céurse."
"But that must happen very often," Alige remarked thoéugntfully.
"It always happens," said the Gnat.

After this, Alice was silent for a minute or tw@, pondering. The Gnat amused itself
meanwhile by humming reund and reund her head: at last it settled again and
remarked, "l suppose you don’t want to lese yéur name?"

"No, indeed," Alige said, a little anxiously.

"And yet | don’t know," the Gnat went on in a careless tone: "only think hew

convenient it woud be if you coud manage to go home witheut it! Fér instanee,
if the governess wanted to call you to yéur lesséns, she wouid call ®ut 'Come
here—,and there she wouid have to leave off, because there wouidn't be any name
for her to call, and of céurse you wotridn't have to go, you know."

"That wouid never de, I'm sure," said Alige: "the governess wouid never think

of excusing me lessons for that. If she cowdn't remember my name, she’d call
me 'Miss! as the s@rvants de."
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"Well, if she said 'Miss, and didn't say anything mére," the Gnat remarked, "of
cOurse you'd miss your lessons. That's a joke. | wish you had made it."

"Why de you wish | had made it?" Alice asked. "It's a very bad one."

But the Gnat only sighed deeply, wrile twe large tears came rolling dewn its
cheeks.

"You shouidn’t make jokes," Alige said, "if it makes you so unhappy."

Then came another of those melancholy little sighs, and this time the péor
Gnat really seemed to have sighed itself away, for, when Alige looked up, there was
nothing wratever to be seen on the twig, and, as she was getting quite chilly
with sitting still so long, she got up and walked on.

She very seen came to an open field, with a wood on the other side of it: it
looked much darker than the last wood, and Alige felt a little timid abeut
going inte it. Hewever, on second théughts, she made up her mind to go on:

"for | c@rtainly won't go back," she théugnt to hérself, and this was the only way
to the Eighth Square.

"This must be the wood," she said théugrtfully to hérself, "where things have
no names. | wonder what'll becdéme of my name when | goin? | shouidn’t like
to lese it at all—because they'd have to give me anéther, and it wowd be
almost g@értain to be an ugly one. But then the fun wouwid be, trying to find the
creature that had got my old name! That's just like the advértisements, you know,
when people l@se dogs—' answers to the name of "Dash:" had on a brass collar'—
just faney calling everything you met “Alige’, till one of them answered! Only
they wouwidn't answer at all, if they were wise."

She was rambling on in this way when she reached the wood: it looked
very ceeol and shady. "Well, at any rate it's a great comfort," she said as she
stepped under the trees, "after being sohot, to get inte the—into the—
into what?" she went on, rather surprised at not being able to think of the word.
"l mean to get under the—under the—under this, you know!" putting her hand on
the trunk of the tree. " What does it call itself, | wonder? | de believe it's got no
name — why, to be sure it hagn't!"

She stood silent for a minute, thinking: then she suddenly began again. "Then
it really has happened, after all! And new, wvhe am I? | will remember, if |
can! I'm det@rmined to de it!" But being det@rmined didn't help her much, and

all she coud say, after a great deal of puzzling, was, "L, | know it begins with
L!"
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Just then a Fawn came wandering by: it looked at Alige with its large gentle
eyes, but didn't seem at all frigitened. "Here then! Here then!" Alice said, as
she held eut hé&r hand and tried to stroke it; but it only started back a little,
and then stood looking at her again.

"What de you call yéurself?" the Fawn said at last. Such a soft sweet voice it
had!

"I wish | knew!" théught péor Alige. She answered, rather sadly, "Nothing, just

new. ...

"Think again," it said: "that won't de."

Alice théught, but néthing came of it. "Please, wouid you tell me whrat you call
yéurself?" she said timidly. "I think that mignt help a little."

"I'll tell you, if yow’ll cdme a little Fiirther on," the Fawn said. "l can't remember
here."

So they walked on together through the wood, Alige with hér arms clasped
l6vingly reund the soft neck of the Fawn, till they came eut inte anéther open
field, and here the FAwn gave a sudden beund inte the air, and shook itself free
from Alige's arms. "I'm a Fawn!" it cried ®ut in a voige of delight, "and, dear me!
yéu're a human child!" A sudden look of alarm came inte its beautiful brewn
eye$, and in another moment it had darted away at full speed.

Alige stood leoking after it, almost ready to cry with vexation at having
lost her dear little fellow-traveller so suddenly. "Hewever, | now my name new,"
she said, " that's some comfort. Alige —Alice —I won't forget it again. And new,
which of these finger-posts 6ught | to follow, | wénder?"

36



It was not a very difficult question to answer, as there was only one road through
the wood, and the twe finger-posts both pointed along it. "I'll settle it," Alige said
to hérself, "when the road divides and they point different ways."

But this did not seem likely to happen. She went on and on, a long way, but
wherever the road divided there were sure to be twe finger-posts pointing the

same way, one marked 'TO TWEEDLEDUM'S Heuse, and the other 'TO the
Heuse OF TWEEDLEDEE.

"| d@ believe," said Alice at last, "that they live in the same heuse! | woénder
| never théugnt of that befére —But | can't stay there long. I'll just call and
say 'Hew d'ye de? and ask them the way weut of the wood. If | coud only
get to the Eigith Square befére it gets dark!" So she wandered on, taking to
hérself as she went, till, on tlirning a sharp cérner, she came upon twe fat little
men, so suddenly that she couid not help starting back, but in anéther moment
she recovered hérself, feeling sure that they must be .. ....
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CHAPTER 4
TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE.

They were standing under a tree, each with an arm reund the éther’s neck,
and Alige knew which was whrich in a moment, because one of them had 'DUM'’

embroidered on hig collar, and the oéther 'DEE. "l suppose they've each got
'"TWEEDLE' reund at the back of the collar," she said to hérself.

They stood so still that she quite forgot they were alive, and she was just
looking reund to see if the word 'TWEEDLE' was written at the back of each
collar, when she was startled by a voige céming from the one marked 'DUM.

"If you think we’re wax-wdrks," he said, "you éught to pay, you know. Wax-
works wéren't made to be looked at for néthing. Nohew!"

"Contrariwise," added the one marked 'DEE. "if you think we’re alive, you éught
to speak."

"I'm sure I'm very sorry," was all Alige cowd say; for the words of the old song
kept ringing through her head like the ticking of a clock, and she couid hardly help
saying them eut leud:—

"Tweedledum and Tweedledee
Agreed to have a battle;

For Tweedledum said Tweedledee
Had spoiled his nice new rattle.
Just then flew down a monstrous crow,
As black as a tar-barrel;

Which frightened both the heroes so,
They quite forgot their quarrel."
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"| know what yéu're thinking abeut," said Tweedledum: "but it isn't so, nohew."

"Contrariwige," continued Tweedledee, "if it was so, it mignt be; and if it were
so, it wouid be: but as it isn't, it ain't. That's logic."

"I was thinking," Alige said very politely, "which is the best way sut of this wood:
it's getting so dark. Wouid you tell me, pleage?"

But the fat little men only looked at each éther and grinned.

They looked so exactly like a couple of great sche@elboys, that Alige cowdn't
help pointing her finger at Tweedledum, and saying "First Boy!"

"Nohew!" Tweedledum cried ®ut briskly, and shut his meuth up again with
a snap.

"Next Boy!" said Alige, passing on to Tweedledee, though she felt quite ¢c@rtain
he wouid only sheut sut "Contrariwige!" and so he did.

"You’ve begun wrong!" cried Tweedledum. "The first thing in a visit is to say 'Hew
d'ye de? and shake hands!" And here the twe bréthers gave each other a
hug, and then they held eut the twe@ hands that were free, to shake hands
with her.

Alige did not like shaking hands with either of them first, for fear of hiirting
the other one's feelings; so, as the best way w®ut of the difficulty, she took
hold of both hands at onge: the next moment they were daneing reund in a
ring. This seemed quite natural (she remembered afterwards), and she was not
even surprised to hear music playing: it seemed to cdme from the tree under
which they were danging, and it was déne (as well as she cowd make it eut)
by the branches rubbing one across the éther, like fiddles and fiddle-sticks.

"But it ¢@rtainly was funny," (Alige said afterwards, when she was telling her sister
the history of all this,) "to find myself singing ' Here we go reund the mulberry
bush.' | don’t know when | began it, but sémehew | felt as if I'd been singing
it a long long time!"

The other twe dangers were fat, and very seen eut of breath. "Féur times reund
is enough for one dange," Tweedledum panted eut, and they left off danging as
suddenly as they had begun: the music stopped at the same moment.

Then they let go of Alige's hands, and steod loeoking at her for a minute: there
was a rather awkward pause, as Alice didn't kcnow hew to begin a conversation
with people she had just been danging with. "It wou/d never de to say 'Hew

d'ye de?' new," she said to hérself: "we seem to have got beyond that,
sémehew!"
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"I hope ybu're not much tired?" she said at last.
"Nohew. And thank you very much fér asking," said Tweedledum.
"So much obliged!" added Tweedledee. "You like poetry?"

"Ye-es, pretty well—séme poetry," Alige said deustfully. "Wouid you tell me which
road leads eut of the wood?"

"What shall | repeat to her?" said Tweedledee, looking reund at Tweedledum
with great solemn eyes, and not netiging Alige's question.

"The Walrus and the Carpenter is the longest," Tweedledum replied, giving his
brother an affectidnate hug.

Tweedledee began instantly: "The sun was shining——"

Here Alice ventured to interrupt him. "If it's very long," she said, as politely as
she coud, "wouid you please tell me first which road—"

Tweedledee smiled gently, and began again:
"The sun was shining on the sea,
Shining with all his mignt:
He did hig very best to make
The billows smeeth and bright—
And this was odd, because it was

The middle of the night.

The meen was shining sulkily,
Because she théught the sun
Had got no business to be there
After the day was done—

'It's very rude of him, she said,

"To céme and spoil the fun!

The sea was wet as wet cou/d be,
The sands were dry as dry.
You coud not see a cleud, because

No cleud was in the sky:
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No birds were flying overhead—

There were no birds to fly.

The Walrus and the Carpenter

Were walking close at hand;
They wept like anything to see
Such quantities of sand:

'If this were only cleared away,

"They said, 'it wouid be grand!

'If seven maids with seven mops
Swept it for haf a year,
Do you suppose, the Walrus said,

"That they coud get it clear?
'| deutt it,said the Carpenter

And shed a bitter tear.

'O Oysters, come and wak with us!
'The Walrus did beseech.
'A pleagant wak, a pleasant tak,
Along the briny beach:
We cannot de with mére than féur,

To give a hand to each.
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The eldest Oyster looked at him,

But never a word he said:
The eldest Oyster winked his eye,
And shook his heavy head—
Meaning to say he did not cheese

To leave the oyster-bed.

But féur young Oysters hurried up,
All eager for the treat:
Their coats were brushed,
their fages washed,
Their shecs were clean and neat—
And this was odd, becausge, you know,

They hadn't any feet.

Féur 6ther Oysters followed them,
And yet another féur;
And thick and fast they came at last,
And mére, and mére, and mére
All hopping througn the frothy waves,

And scrambling to the shére.

The Walrus and the Carpenter
Walked on a mile or so,
And then they rested on a rock

Conveniently low:
And all the little Oysters stood

And waited in a row.

'The time has céme,the Walrus said,'

To tak of many things:
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Of shees—and ships—and sealing-wax—
Of cabbages—and kings—
And why the sea is boiling hot—

And whether pig$ have wings.

'‘But wait a bit, the Oysters cried,

'Befére we have eur chat;
For séme of us are eut of breath,
And all of us are fat!"

No hurry! said the Carpenter.

They thanked him much for that.

'A loaf of bread, the Walrus said,
'Is what we chiefly need:
Pepper and vinegar besides
are very good indeed—

New if you are ready, Oysters dear,

We can begin to feed!

'But not on us! the Oysters cried,

Tdirning a little blue.
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'After such kindness, that wouid be
A dismal thing to de!"
The nignt is fine,the Walrus said.'

De you admire the view?

'It was so kind of you to come!
And you are very nige!
'"The Carpenter said néthing but'
Cut us anéther slige:
| wish you were not quite so deaf—

I've had to ask you twige!'

'It seems a shame,the Walrus said,
"To play them such a trick,
we’ve bréugnt them eut so far,

And made them trot so quick!
'"The Carpenter said néthing but
"The butter's spread tee thick!

'l weep for you,the Walrus said.

'| deeply sympathize!
With sobs and tears he sérted out

Those of the largest size,
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Holding his pocket-handkerchief
Before hig streaming eyes.

'O Oysters, said the Carpenter,
"You've had a pleagant run!
Shall we be trotting home again?
'‘But answer came there none—
And this was scargely odd, because

They'd eaten every one."

"I like the Walrus best," said Alige: "because you see he was a little sorry for
the péor oysters."

"He ate mére than the Carpenter, though," said Tweedledee. "You see he held
his handkerchief in frént, so that the Carpenter couidn't ceunt hew many he
took: contrariwise."

"That was mean!" Alige said indignantly. "Then | like the Carpenter best—if he
didn't eat so many as the Walrus."

"But he ate as many as he couid get," said Tweedledum.

This was a puzzler. After a pause, Aligce began, "Well! They were both very
unpleasant characters—" Here she checked hérself in séme alarm, at hearing
something that seunded to her like the puffing of a large steam-engine in
the wood near them, though she feared it was mére likely to be a wild beast.
"Are there any lidns or tigers abeut here?" she asked timidly.

"It's only the Red King snéring," said Tweedledee.

"Céme and look at him!" the bréthers cried, and they each took one of Alige's
hands, and led her up to whrere the King was sleeping.
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"Isn't he a lovely signt" said Tweedledum.

Alige cowdn't say honestly that he was. He had a tall red night-cap on, with
atassel, and he was lying crumpled up inte a sért of untidy heap, and snéring
leud—"fit to snére his head off!" as Tweedledum remarkedl.

"I'm afraid he’ll catch cold with lying on the damp grass," said Ali¢e, vh© was
a very théugntful little girl.

"He's dreaming new," said Tweedledee; "and wrat de you think he's dreaming
abeut?"

Alice said "Nobody can guess that."

"Why, abeut you!" Tweedledee exclaimed, clapping his hands triumphantly.
"And if he left off dreaming abeut you, where de you suppose youd be?"

"Where | am new, of céurse," said Alice.

"Not you!" Tweedledee retérted contemptuously. "You’d be nowhere. Why, y&u're
only a sért of thing in his dream!"

"If that there King was to wake," added Tweedledum, "you’d go out—bang!—
just like a candle!"

"I shouwdn’t!" Alige exclaimed indignantly. "Besides, if I'm only a sért of thing
in his dream, what are you, | shoud like to know?"

"Ditto," said Tweedledum.
"Ditto, ditto!" cried Tweedledee.

He sheuted this so leud that Alice couidn't help saying, "Hush! You’ll be waking
him, I'm afraid, if you make so much noige."

"Well, it's no use yéur taking abeut waking him," said Tweedledum, "when yéu're
only one of the things in his dream. You know very well yéu're not real."

"I am real!" said Alige, and began to cry.

"You won't make ydurself a bit realler by crying," Tweedledee remarked: "there’s
nothing to cry abeut."

"If | wasn't real," Alige said—half-laughing through her tears, it all seemed so
ridiculous —"I shouidn’t be able to cry."

" hope you don’t suppose those are real tears?" Tweedledum interrupted
in a tone of great contempt.
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"I know theyre taking nonsense," Alice théught to hérself: "and it's feelish
to cry abeutit." So she brushed away hertears, and went on as cheerfully
as she couid, "At any rate | 'd better be getting eut of the wood, for really it's
coming on very dark. De you think it's going to rain?"

Tweedledum spread a large umbrella over himself and his bréther, and looked
up inte it.

"No, | don’t think itis," he said: "at least not under here. Nohew."

"But it may rain eutside?"

"It may—if it cheeses," said Tweedledee: "we’ve no objectién. Contrariwige."

"Selfish things!" théught Alice, and she was just going to say "Goeod-nignt" and
leave them, when Tweedledum sprang @ut from under the umbrella, and seized
her by the wrist.

"De you see that?" he said, in a voige choking with passién, and his eyes
grew large and yellow all in a moment, as he pointed with a trembling finger
ata small whnite thing lying under the tree.

"It's only a rattle," Alige said, after a careful examination of the little white thing.
"Not a rattle-snake, you know," she added hastily, thinking that he was frightened:
"only an old rattle—quite old and broken."
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"I knew it was!" cried Tweedledum, beginning to stamp abeut wildly and tear his
hair. "It's spoilt, of céurse!" Here he looked at Tweedledee, vh@ immediately sat
dewn on the greund, and tried to hide himself under the umbrella.

Alige laid her hand upon his arm, and said in a seething tone, "You needn’t be
S0 angry abeut an old rattle."
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"But it isn't old!" Tweedledum cried, in a dgreater fury than ever. "It's new, |
tell you—I béught it yesterday—my nige new RATTLE!" and his voige rose to a
p@rfect scream.

All this time Tweedledee was trying his best to fold up the umbrella, with himself
in it: wich was such an extraérdinary thing to de, that it quite took off
Alige's attention from the angry bréther. But he coudn't quite sucgeed, and it
ended in his rolling over, bundled up in the umbrella, with only his head ®ut:
and there he lay, opening and shutting his meuth and his large eyes—"looking
mére like a fish than anything else," Alige thougnt.

"Of cédurse you agree to have a battle?" Tweedledum said in a camer tone.

"| suppose do," the Other sulkily replied, as he crawled eut of the umbrella:
"only she must help us to dress up, you know."

So the twe bréthers went off hand-in-hand inte the woeod, and retlirned in
a minute with their arms full of things such as bolsters, blankets, hearth-
rugs, table-cloths, dish-covers, and coal-scuttles. "I hope yéu're a good hand
at pinning and tying strings?" Tweedledum remarked. "Every one of these
things has got to go on, sémehew or other."

Alige said afterwards she had never seen such afuss made abeut anything
in all her life—the way those twe busiled abeut—and the quantity of things
they put on—and the trouble they gave her in tying string$ and fastening
buttons—"Really they'll be mére like bundles of old clothes than anything else,
by the time they’re ready!" she said to hérself, as she arranged a bolster
reund the neck of Tweedledee, "to keep his head from being cut off," as he

said.
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"You know," he added very gravely, "it's one of the most serious things that
can possibly happen to one in a battle—to get one's head cut off."

Alice laughed leud: but she managed to tlirn it inte a cough, for fear of
hiirting his feelings.

"De | leok very pale?" said Tweedledum, coming up to have his helmet tied on.
(He called it a helmet, though it ¢@rtainly [00ked much mére like a sdugepan.)

"Well—yes—a little," Alige replied gently.

"I'm very brave generally," he went on in a low voige: "only to-day | happen to
have a headacre."

"And l've got a teethache!" said Tweedledee, vhe had overh@ard the remark.
"I'm far worse than you!"

"Then you’d better not fight to-day," said Alige, thinking it a good opportunity to
make peace.

"We must have a bit of a fignt, but | don’t care abeut going on long," said
Tweedledum. "What’s the time new?"

Tweedledee looked at his watch, and said "Haff-past féur."
"Let's fignt till six, and then have dinner," said Tweedledum.

"Very well," the other said, rather sadly: "and she can watch us—only you’d
better not coéme very close," he added: "I generally hit everything | can see—
—when | get really exe¢ited.”

"And | hit every thing within reach," cried Tweedledum, "whether | can see it
or not!"

Alice laughed. "You must hit the trees pretty often, | shoud think," she said.

Tweedledum looked reund him with a satisfied smile. "l don’t suppose,” he said,
"there’ll be a tree left standing, for ever so far reund, by the time we’ve finished!"

"And all abeut a rattle!" said Alige, still hoping to make them a little ashamed
of fignting fér such a ftrifle.

"I shouidn’t have minded it so much," said Tweedledum, "if it hadn't been a new
one."

"| wish the monstrous crow woud come!" théugnt Alige.
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"There’s only one swérd, you know," Tweedledum said to his bréther: "but you

can have the umbrella—it's quite as sharp. Only we must begin quick. It's getting
as dark as it can."

"And darker," said Tweedledee.

It was getting dark so suddenly that Alice théught there must be a thunderstérm
coming on. "What a thick black cleud that is!" she said. "And hew fast it
comes! Why, | de believe it's got wings!"

"It's the crow!" Tweedledum cried ®ut in a shrill voige of alarm: and the twe
brothers took to their heels and were eut of signt in a moment.

Alice ran a little way inte the wood, and stopped under a large tree. "It can
never getatme here," she théught: "it's far tee large to squeeze itself in améng
the trees. But | wish it wowdn't flap its wings so—it makes quite a hurricane in
the wood— here's s6mebody's shawl being blown away!"
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CHAPTER 5.
WOOL AND WATER.

She caugnt the shawl as she spoke, and looked abeut for the owner: in anéther
moment the White Queen, came running wildly through the wood, with both
arms stretched ®ut wide, as if she were flying, and Alige very ¢ivilly went to
meet her with the shawl.

"I'm very glad | happened to be in the way," Aligce said, as she helped her
to put on her shawl again.

The Write Queen, only looked at her in a helpless frigntened sért of way,
and kept repeating s6mething in a wehisper to hérself that seunded like "Bread-
and-butter, bread-and-butter," and Alige felt that if there was to be any
conversation at all, she must manage it h@rself. So she began rather timidly:
"Am | addressing the White Queen,?"

"Well, yes, if you call that a-dressing," the Queen, said. "It isn't my notiodn
of the thing, at all."

Alice théugnt it wourd never de to have an argument at the very beginning
of their conversation, so she smiled and said, "If yéur Majesty will only tell me
the rignt way to begin, I'll de it as well as | can."

"But | don’t want it doéne at all!" groaned the péor Queen,. "l've been a-
dressing myself for the last tve heurs."

It wouild have been all the better, as it seemed to Alige, if she had got séme
one else to dress her, she was so dreadfully untidy. "Every single thing's crooked,"
Alige théugnt to hérself, "and she's all over ping!—May | put yéur shawl
straignt for you?" she added aleud.

"I don’t know what’s the matter with it!" the Queen, said, in a melancholy
voice. "It's @ut of temper, | think. I've pinned it here, and I've pinned it there,
but there’s no pleasing it!" "It can't go straight, you know, if you pin it all
on one side," Alige said, as she gently put it rignt for her; "and, me, what a state
yéur hairis in!

"The brush has got entangled in it!" the Queen, said with a sigh. "And | lost
the compb yesterday."

Alige carefully releaseqd the brush, and did her best to get the hair inte érder.
"Come, you look rather better new!" she said, after altering most of the
pins. "But really you shouid have a lady's-maid!"

51



"I'm sure I'll take you with pleasure!" the Queen, said. "Twodpencge a week, and
jam every other day."

Alice cowdn't help laughing, as she said, "I don’t want you to hire me—and |
don’t care for jam."

"It's very good jam," said the Queen,.
"Well, | don’t want any to-day, at any rate."

"You cowdn't have it if you did want it," the Queen, said. " The rule is, jam to-
morrow and jam yesterday—but never jam to-day."

"It must coéme sémetimes to ‘jam to-day," Alige objected.

"No, it can't" said the Queen,. "lt's jam every other day: to-day isn't
any other day, you know."

"I don’t understand you," said Alige. "It's dreadfully cénfusing!"

"That's the effect of living backwards," the Queen, said kindly: "it always makes
one a little giddy at first—"

"Living backwards!" Alige repeated in great astonishment. "l never h@ard of such
a thing!"

"—but there’s one great advantage in it, that one's memory works both ways."

"I'm sure mine only works one way," Alige remarked. "l can't remember things
befére they happen."

"lt's a péor sért of memory that only works backwards," the Queen, remarked.
"What sért of things do you remember best?" Alige ventured to ask.

"On, things that happened the week after next," the Queen, replied in a careless
tone.

"For instange, n@w," she went on, sticking a large piege of plaster on her
finger as she spoke, "there’s the King's Messenger. He's in prisén new, being
punished: and the trial déesn’t even begin till next Wednesday: and of céurse
the crime comes last of all."
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“Suppose he never commits the crime?" said Alige.

"That wouid be all the better, wowdn't it?" the Queen, said, as she beund the
plaster reund her finger with a bit of ribbon.

Alige felt there was no denying that. "Of céurse it wowd be all the better," she
said: "but it wowdn't be all the better his being punished."

"Y&u're wrong there, at any rate," said the Queen,: " were you ever punished?"
"Only for faults," said Alige.
"And you were all the better forit, | know!" the Queen, said triumphantly.

"Yes, but then | had dénethe things | was punished for," said Alige: "that makes
all the differenege."

"But if you hadn't déne them," the Queen, said, "that wouid have been better still;
better, and better, and better!" Her voige went higher with each "better," till it
got quite to a squeak at last.

Alice was just beginning to say "There’s a mistake sOmewnere —," when the
Queen, began screaming, so leud that she had to leave the senten¢ge unfinishedl.
"On, oh, oh!" sheuted the Queen,, shaking her hand abeut as if she wanted
to shake it off. "My finger's bleeding! On, on, on, on!"

Her screams were so exactly like the wunistle of a steam-engine, that Alige
had to hold both her hands over her ears.

"What is the matter?" she said, as seen as there was a change of making
hérself h@ard. "Have you pricked yéur finger?"

"I haven't pricked it yet," the Queen, said, "but | seen shall—oh, on, on!"

"When de you expect to de it?" Alige asked, feeling much inclined to lavgh.
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"When | fasten my shawl again," the péor Queen, groaned out: "the brooch
will céme undéne directly. On, on!" As she said the words the brooch flew
open, and the Queen, clutched wildly at it, and tried to clasp it again.

"Take care!" cried Alige. "Yéu're holding it all crooked!" And she caugnt at the

brooch; but it was tee late: the pin had slipped, and the Queen, had pricked
her finger.

"That acceunts for the bleeding, you see," she said to Alice with a smile. "New
you understand the way things happen here."

"But why don’t you scream new?" Alige asked, holding her hands ready to put
over her ears again.

"Why, I've done all the screaming already," said the Queen,. "What wouid be
the good of havingit all over again?"

By this time it was getting lignt. "The crow must have flown away, | think," said
Alige: "I'm so glad it's gone. | théught it was the night céming on."

"l wish | could manage to be glad!" the Queen, said. "Only | never can remember
the rule. You must be very happy, living in this wood, and being glad whenever
you like!"

"Only it is so very lonely here!" Alige said in a melancholy voige; and at the
théugnt of her loneliness tve large tears came rolling dewn her cheeks.

"Onh, don’t go on like that!" cried the péor Queen,, wringing her hands in despair.
"Consider what a great girl you are. Cénsider what a long way you've cOme to-
day. Consider wrhat o’clock it is. Consider anything, only don’t cry!"

Alige couid not help laughing at this, even in the midst of her tears. "Can you
keep from crying by cénsidering things?" she asked.

"That's the way it's done," the Queen, said with great degision: "nobody can
de twe things at onge, you know. Let's Consider yéur age to begin with—hew
old are you?"

"I'm seven and a haff exactly."

"You needn’t say 'exactually," the Queen, remarked: "l can believe it witheut
that. New 'l give you sémething to believe. I'm just one hundred and one, five
moénths and a day."

"I can't believe that!" said Alige.

"Can't you?" the Queen, said in a pitying tone. "Try again: draw a long breath,
and shut your eyes."
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Alice laughed. "There’s no use trying," she said: "one can't believe impossible
things."

"| daresay you haven't had much practige,” said the Queen,. "When | was yéur
age, | always did it for haf-an-neur a day. Why, sémetimes I've believed as
many as six impossible things befére breakfast. There goes the shawl again!"

The brooch had céme undéne as she spoke, and a sudden gust of wind blew
the Queen's shawl across a little brook. The Queen, spread ®ut her arms again,
and went flying after it, and this time she succeeded in catching it for hérself.
"I've got it!" she cried in a triumphant tone. "New you shall see me pin it on
again, all by myself!"

"Then | hope your finger is better new?" Alige said very politely, as she crossed
the little brook after the Queen,.
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"Ohn, much better! " cried the Queen,, her voige riging inte@ a squeak as she went
on. "Much be-etter! Be-etter! Be-e-e-etter! Be-e-ehh!" The last word ended in
a long bleat, so like a sheep that Alige quite started.

She looked at the Queen,, vh@ seemed to have suddenly wrapped hérself up
in wool. Alice rubbed her eyes, and looked again. She couidn't make ®ut what
had happened at all. Was she in a shop? And was that really—was it really
a sheep that was sitting on the éther side of the ceunter? Rub as she wouid,
she cowd make néthing mére of it: she was in a little dark shop, leaning
with her elbows on the ceunter, and opposite to her was an old Sheep, sitting
in an arm-chair knitting, and every new and then leaving off to look at her
through a great pair of spectacles.

55



"What is it you want to buy?" the Sheep said at last, looking up for a moment
from her knitting.

"| don't quite know yet," Alige said very gently. "I shouid like to leok all reund
me first, if | might."

"You may look in frént of you, and on both sides, if you like," said the Sheep;

"but you can't look all reund you—unless you've got eyes at the back of yéur
head."

But these, as it happened, Alice had not got: so she contented hérself with
tlirning reund, looking at the shelves as she came to them.

The shop seemed to be full of all manner of curious things—but the oddest
part of it all was, that whrenever she looked hard at any shelf, to make eut
exactly wrat it had on it, that particular shelf was always quite empty:
though the others reund it were crewded as full as they cowd hold.

Things flow abeut so here!" she said at last in a plaintive tone, after she
had spent a minute or so in vainly plirsuing a large brignt thing, that looked
sometimes like a doll and sémetimes like a work-box, and was always in
the shelf next above the one she was looking at. "And this one is the most
provoking of all—but I'll tell you what—" she added, as a sudden théugnt struck
her, "I'll follow it up to the very top shelf of all. It'l puzzle it to go through
the e¢eiling, | expect!"

But even this plan failed: the 'thing' went through the c¢eiling as quietly as
possible, as if it were quite used to it.

"Are you a child or a teetotum?" the Sheep said, as she took up anéther
pair of needles. "You’ll make me giddy seen, if you go on tlirning reund like that."
She was new working with féurteen pairs at onge, and Alige coudn't help
looking at her in great astonishment.

"Hew can she knit with so many?"the puzzled child théugnt to hérself. "She
gets mére and mére like a pércupine every minute!"

"Can you row?" the Sheep asked, handing her a pair of knitting-needles as
she spoke.

"Yes, a little—but not on land—and not with needles——" Aligce was beginning
to say, when suddenly the needles tlirned inte &ars in her hands, and she

feund they were in a little boat, gliding along between banks: so there was
noéthing for it but to de her best.

"Feather!" cried the Sheep, as she took up another pair of needles.
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This didn't seund like a remark that needed any answer, so Ali¢e said nothing,
but pulled away. There was so6mething very queer abeut the water, she
thoéught, as every new and then the 6ars got stuck fast in it, and woud hardly
coOme @uUt again.

"Feather! Feather!" the Sheep cried again, taking mére needles. "You’ll be
catching a crab directly."

"A dear little crab!" théugnt Alice. "I shouid like that."

"Didn't you hear me say'Feather'?" the Sheep cried angrily, taking up quite
a bunch of needles.

"Indeed | did," said Alige: "you’ve said it very often——and very leud. Please, where
are the crabs?"

"In the water, of céurse!" said the Sheep, sticking séme of the needles inte her
hair, as her hands were full. "Feather, | say!"

"Why de you say 'Feather' so often?" Alice asked at last, rather vexed. "I'm
not a bird!"

"You are," said the Sheep: "yéu're a little goose."

This offended Alige a little, so there was no mére conversation for a minute
or twe, while the boat glided gently on, sémetimes amoéng beds of weeds (which
made the 6ars stick fast in the water, worse than ever), and sémetimes under
trees, but always with the same tall river-banks frewning over their heads.

"Oh, please! There are séme seented rushes!" Alige cried in a sudden transport
of delignt. "There really are —and such beauties!"

"You needn’t say'please' to me abeut 'em," the Sheep said, witheut looking
up from her knitting: "l didn't put 'em there, and I'm not going to take 'em away."

"No, but | meant— please, may we wait and pick séme?" Alige pleaded. "If you
don’t mind stopping the boat fér a minute."

"Hew am | to stop it?" said the Sheep. "If you leave off rowing, it'll stop of itself."

So the boat was left to drift dewn the stream as it wouid, till it glided gently
in amoéng the waving rushes. And then the little sleeves were carefully rolled up,
and the little arms were plunged in elbow-deep, to get hold of the rushes a good
long way dewn befére breaking them off—and for a wrile Alige forgot all abeut
the Sheep and the «knitting, as she bent over the side of the boat, with just
the ends of her tangled hair dipping inte the water— whnile with brignt eager
eye$ she caught at one bunch after another of the darling seented rushes.
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"I only hope the boat won't tipple over!" she said to hérself. "Oh, what a I0vely
one! Only | cowdn't quite reach it." And it ¢@rtainly did seem a little provoking
("almost as if it happened on plirpdse," she théugnt) that, though she managed
to pick plenty of beautiful rushes as the boat glided by, there was always a
mére l6vely one that she cowdn't reach.

"The prettiest are always Flrther!" she said at last, with a sigh at the obstinagy
of the rushes in growing so far off, as, with flushed cheeks and dripping hair
and hands, she scrambled back inte her plage, and began to arrange her new-
feund treagures.What mattered it to heer just then that the rushes had
begun to fade, and to lese all their s¢ent and beauty, from the very moment
that she picked them? Even real s¢ented rushes, you know, last only a very little
wrhile —and these, being dream-rushes, melted away almost like snow, as they
lay in heaps at her feet——but Alige hardly noticed this, there were so many
other curious things to think abeut.

They hadn't gone much farther befére the blade of one of the éars got stuck
fastin the water and wouidn't céme @ut again (so Alige explained it afterwards),
and the consequence was that the handle of it caught her under the chin, and,
in spite of a series of little shrieks of 'Oh, on, on! from péor Alige, it swept
her straigt off the seat, and dewn améng the heap of rushes.Hewever, she
wasn't a bit hl@irt, and was seen up again: the Sheep went on with her
knitting all the wrile, just as if nothing had happened. "That was a nige crab
you caught!" she remarked, as Alige got back inte her plage, very much relieved
to find hérself still in the boat.

"Was it? | didn't see it," said Alige, peeping cautiously over the side of the boat
inte the dark water. "l wish it hadn't let go—I shouid so like a little crab to

take home with me!" But the Sheep only laughed scérnfully, and went on with
her knitting.
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"Are there many crabs here?" said Alige.

"Crabs, and all sérts of things," said the Sheep: "plenty of choige, only make
up yéur mind. New, what de you want to buy?"

"To buy!" Alige echoed in a tone that was haf astonished and haf frightened
—for the dars, and the boat, and the river, had vanished all in a moment, and she
was back again in the little dark shop.

"I shouid like to buy an egg, please," she said timidly. "Hew de you sell them?"
" Fivepenge farthing for one— twdpencge for twe," the Sheep replied.

"Then twe are cheaper than one?" Alige said in a surprised tone, taking eut
her plirse.

"Only you must eat them both, if you buy twe," said the Sheep.

"Then I'll have one, please," said Alige, as she put the méney dewn on the ceunter.
For she théugtt to hérself, "They migntn't be at all nige, you know."

The Sheep took the money, and put it away in a box: then she said "l never
put things inte people's hands—that wouwd never de—you must get it for
yéurself." And so saying, she went off to the éther end of the shop, and set the
egg upright on a shelf.
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"| wonder why it wowdn't de?" théught Alice, as she groped her way ameéng
the tables and chairs, for the shop was very dark towards the end. "The
egg seems to get flirther away the mére | wak towards it. Let me see, is
this a chair? Wy, it's got branches, | declare! Hew very odd to find trees
growing here! And actually here’s a little brook! Well, this is the very queerest
shop | ever saw!"
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So she went on, wéndering mére and mére at every step, as everything tlirned
inte a tree the moment she came up to it, and she quite expected the egg

to de the same.
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CHAPTER 6.
HUMPTY DUMPTY.

Hewever, the egg only got larger and larger, and mére and mére human: when
she had come within a few yards of it, she saw that it had eyes and a nose

and meuth; and when she had céme close to it, she saw clearly that it
was HUMPTY DUMPTY himself. "It can't be anybody else!" she said to hérself.
"I'm as cé@rtain of it, as if his name were written all over his fage."

It might have been written a hundred times, easily, on that enérmous fage. Humpty
Dumpty was sitting with his legs crossed, like a Tlirk, on the top of a hign
wall—such a narrow one that Alige quite wondered hew he couid keep his
balange—and, as his eyes were steadily fixed in the opposite direction, and

he didn't take the least notige of her, she théught he must be a stuffed figlire after
all.

"And hew exactly like an egg he is!" she said aleud, standing with her hands
ready to catch him, for she was every moment expecting him to fall.

"It's very provoking," Humpty Dumpty said after a long silenge, l0oking away
from Alige as he spoke, "to be called an egg—very!"

"| said you looked like an egg, Sir," Alige gently explained. "And séme eggs are
very pretty, you know," she added, hoping to tlirn her remark inte a sért of
compliment.

"Séme people,” said Humpty Dumpty, leoking away from her as usual, "have no
mére sense than a baby!"

Alige didn't know what to say to this: it wasn't at all like conversation,
she théught, as he never said anything to her; in fact, his last remark was
evidently addressed to a tree—so she stood and softly repeated to hérself:—

"Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall:
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.
All the King's hérses and all the King's men
Cou/dn't put Humpty Dumpty in his plage again."

"That last line is much tee long for the poetry," she added, &lmost eut leud,
forgetting that Humpty Dumpty wouid hear her.

"Don’t stand chattering to yéurself like that," Humpty Dumpty said, looking at
her for the first time, "but tell me yédur name and yéur business."

"My name is Alige, but—"
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"It's a stupid name enough!" Humpty Dumpty interrupted impatiently. "Whrat ddes
it mean?"

"Must a name mean sémething?" Alice asked deustfully.

"Of céurse it must," Humpty Dumpty said with a shért laugh: "my name means
the shape | am— and a good handséme shape it is, tee. With a name like
yOurs, you might be any shape, almost."

"Why de you sit @ut here all alone?" said Alige, not wishing to begin an argument.

"Why, because there’s nobody with me!" cried Humpty Dumpty. "Did you think
| didn't know the answer to that? Ask another."

"Don’t you think you’d be safer dewn on the greund?" Alige went on, not
with any idea of making anéther riddle, but simply in her good-natured anxiety
for the queer creature. "That wall is so very narrow!"

"What tremendously easy riddles you ask!" Humpty Dumpty grewled eut. "Of
cOurse | don’t think so! Why, if ever | did fall off—wnich there's no chanee
of—but if | did—' Here he plirsed up his lips, and leoked so solemnand grand
that Alice couid hardly help laughing. "If | did fall," he went on, "the King
has promised me—ah, you may tlirn pale, if you like! You didn't think | was
going to say that, did you? The King has promisedd me—with his very own meuth
—to—to—"

"To send all his hérses and all his men," Alige interrupted, rather unwisely.

"New | declare that's tee bad!" Humpty Dumpty cried, breaking int@ a sudden
passion. "You've been listening at déors—and behind trees—and dewn
chimneys —or you cowdn't have known it!"

"I haven't, indeed!" Alige said very gently. "It's in a book."

"Ah, welll They may write such things in a book," Humpty Dumpty said in a
caimer tone. "That's wrat you call a History of England, that is. New, take
a good look at me! I'm one that has spoken to a King, | am: mayhap you’ll
never see such anéther: and to show you I'm not preud, you may shake hands
with me!" And he grinned almost from ear to ear, as he leant férwards (and
as nearly as possible fell off the wall in deing so ) and offered Alige his hand.
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She watched him a little anxiously as she took it. "If he smiled much mére,
the ends of his meuth migt meet behind," she théugnt: "and then | don’t
know what woud happen to his head! I'm afraid it wouid céme off!"

"Yes, all his hérses and all his men," Humpty Dumpty went on. "They'd pick

me up again in a minute, they wouid! Hewever, this conversation is going
on a little te® fast: let's go back to the last remark but one."

"I'm afraid | can't quite remember it," Alige said very politely.

"In that case we start fresh," said Humpty Dumpty, "and it's my ttirn to cheese
a subject—" ("He taks abeut it just as if it was a game!" théugnt Alige.) "So
here’'s a question for you. Hew old did you say you were?"

Alige made a shért calculation, and said "Seven years and six months."
"Wrong!" Humpty Dumpty exclaimed triumphantly. "You never said a word like it!"
"| théught you meant 'Hew old are you?" Alige explained.

"If I'd meant that, I'd have said it," said Humpty Dumpty.

Alice didn't want to begin anéther argument, so she said néthing.

"Seven years and six ménths!" Humpty Dumpty repeated théugstfully. "An
uncémfortable sért of age. New if you’d asked my advige, I'd have said ' Leave
off at seven'—but it's tee late new."
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"I never ask advigce abeut growing," Alige said indignantly.
"Tee preud?" the other enquired.

Alige felt even mére indignant at this suggestion. "I mean," she said, "that
one can't help growing older."

"One can't, p@rhaps," said Humpty Dumpty, "but twe can. With proper
assistange, you mignt have left off at seven."

"What a beautiful belt you’ve got on!" Alige suddenly remarked. (They had had
quite enough of the subject of age, she théught: and if they really were to
take tlirns in cheesing subjects, it was her tlirn new.) "At least," she
corrected hérself on second théughts, "a beautiful cravat, | showd have said—
no, a belt, | mean—| beg yéur pardon!" she added in dismay, for Humpty
Dumpty looked thorougnly offended, and she began to wish she hadn't chosen
that subject. "If only | knew," she théught to hérself, "which was neck and whrich
was waist!"

Evidently Humpty Dumpty was very angry, though he said néthing for a minute
or twe. When he did speak again, it was in a deep grewl.

"It is a—most—provoking—thing," he said at last, "when a pé@rsén doesn’t
know a cravat from a belt!"

"l know it's very ignorant of me," Alige said, in so humble a tone that Humpty
Dumpty relented.

"It's a cravat, child, and a beautiful one, as you say. It's a present from the
White King and Queen,. There new!"

"Is it really?" said Alige, quite pleased to find that she had chosen a good
subject, after all.

"They gave it me," Humpty Dumpty céntinued thoéughtfully, as he crossed one
knee over the Other and clasped his hands reund it, "they gave it me—for an
un-birthday present."

"I beg yéur pardéon?" Alige said with a puzzled air.
"I'm not offended," said Humpty Dumpty.
"I mean, what is an un-birthday present?"

"A present given when it isn't yéur birthday, of céurse."
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Alige considered a little. "I like birthday presents best," she said at last.

"You don’t know whrat yéu're taking abeut!" cried Humpty Dumpty. "Hew many
days are there in a year?"

"three hundred and sixty-five," said Alige.

"And hew many birthdays have you?"

"One."

"And if you take one from three hundred and sixty-five, what remaing?"
"three hundred and sixty-féur, of céurse."

Humpty Dumpty looked deustful. "I'd rather see that déne on paper," he said.

Alice cowdn't help smiling as she took out her memorandum-beok, and
worked the sum for him:

365
1

364

Humpty Dumpty took the book, and looked at it carefully. "That seems to be
done rigt—" he began.

"Yéu're holding it upside dewn!" Alige interrupted.

"To be sure | was!" Humpty Dumpty said gaily, as she tlirned it reund for him.
"| thoéugnt it looked a little queer. As | was saying, that seems to be déne
rigit— though | haven't time to look it over théroughly just new—and that
shows that there are three hundred and sixty-féur days when you might
get un-birthday presents—"

"g@rtainly," said Alige.
"And Only one for birthday presents, you know. There’s gléry for you!"
" don’t know what you mean by 'glory," Alige said.

Humpty Dumpty smiled contemptuously. "Of céurse you don't—till | tell you. |
meant ' there's a nige knock-dewn argument fér you!"

"But 'gléry' doesn’t mean 'a nige knock-dewn argument," Alige objected.

"When | use a word," Humpty Dumpty said in rather a scérnful tone, "it means
just what | cheese it to mean— neither mére nér less."
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"The question is," said Alige, "whether you can make wlrds mean so many
different things."

"The question is," said Humpty Dumpty, "which is to be master—that's all."

Alice was te® much puzzled to say anything, so after a minute Humpty Dumpty
began again. "They've a temper, séme of them—particularly vérbs, they’re the
preudest—adjectives you can de anything with, but not vérbs—hewever, | can
manage the whole lot of them! Impenetrability! That's wrat | say!"

"Wouid you tell me, pleage," said Alige, "wrat that meang?"

"New you tak like a reasonable child," said Humpty Dumpty, leoking very much
pleased. "| meant by 'impenetrability’ that we’ve had enough of that subject, and
it woud be just as well if you’'d mentidn whrat you mean to de next, as |
suppose you don’t mean to stop here all the rest of yéur life."

"That's a great deal to make one word mean," Alige said in a théugntful tone.

"When | make a word de a lot of work like that," said Humpty Dumpty, "l always
pay it extra."

"On!" said Alige. She was t@® much puzzled to make any other remark.

"ah, you shouid see 'em come reund me of a Saturday nignt," Humpty Dumpty
went on, wagging his head gravely from side to side: "for to get their wages, you

know." (Alige didn't venture to ask wrat he paid them with; and so you see
| can't tell you.)

"You seem very clever at explaining words, Sir," said Alige. "Wound you kindly
tell me the meaning of the poem called 'Jabberwocky'?"

"Let's hear it," said Humpty Dumpty. "I can explain all the poems that ever
were invented and a good many that haven't been invented just yet."
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This seunded very hopeful, so Alice repeated the first v@rse:

Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe."

"That's enough to begin with," Humpty Dumpty interrupted: "there are plenty

of hard weords there. 'Brillig' means féur o’clock in the afterneen—the time
when you begin broiling things for dinner."

"That'll de very well," said Alige: "and 'slithy' ?"
"Well, 'slithy' means 'lithe and slimy.

'Lithe' is the same as 'active. You see it's like a pértmanteau — there are tve
meaning$ packaged up int®@ one word."

"I see it new," Alice remarked théugntfully: "and what are 'toves'?"

"Well, 'toves' are sémething like badgers—they’re sdmething like lizards—and
they’re something like cérkscrews."

"They must be very curious-looking creatures."

"They are that," said Humpty Dumpty: "also they make their nests under sun-
dials—also they live on cheese."

"And what’'s to 'gyre' and to 'gimble' ?"
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"To 'gyre' is to go reund and reund like a gyroscope. To 'gimble' is to make
holes like a gimblet."

"And 'the wabe' is the grass-plot reund a sun-dial, | suppose?" said Alige,
surprised at h@r own ingenuity.

"Of céurse it is. It's called 'wabe, you know, because it goes a long way befére
it, and a long way behind it—"

"And a long way beyond it on each side," Alige added.

"Exactly so. Well then, 'mimsy' is 'fimsy and miserable' (there’s another
portmanteau for you). And a 'borogove' is a thin shabby-looking bird with its
feathers sticking eut all reund— sémething like a live mop."

"And then 'mome raths'?" said Alice. "I'm afraid I'm giving you a great deal
of trouble."

"Well, a 'rath' is a sort of green pig: but 'mome' I'm not ¢&rtain abeut. | think
it's shért for from home'—meaning that they'd lost their way, you know."

"And what does 'eutgrabe’ mean?”

"Well, 'eutgrabing' is sémething between bellowing and wristling, with a kind
of sneeze in the middle: hewever, you'll hear it done, maybe—dewn in the wood
yonder—and when you've onge h@ard it you’ll be quite content. whe’s been
repeating all that hard stuff to you?"

"l read it in @ book," said Alige. "But | had séme poetry repeated to me, much
essier than that, by— Tweedledee, | think it was."

"As to poetry, you know," said Humpty Dumpty, stretching eut one of his great
hands, "I can repeat poetry as well as other fok, if it comes to that—"

"On, it needn’t come to that!" Alice hastily said, hoping to keep him from
beginning.

"The piege I'm going to repeat,” he went on witheut noticing her remark,
"was written entirely for yéur amusement."

Alige felt that in that case she really Gugnt to listen to it, so she sat dewn,
and said "thank you" rather sadly.

"In winter, when the fields are write,
| sing this song fér yéur delight
... only I don’t sing it," he added, ag an explanation.

"| see you don’t," said Alice.
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"If you can see whrether I'm singing or not, you've sharper eyes than most,"
Humpty Dumpty remarked severely. Alige was silent.

"In spring, when woods are getting green,

I'll try and tell you wrat | mean."

Thank you very much," said Alige.
" In summer, when the days are long,
Pérhaps you’ll understand the song:
In &utumn, when the leaves are brewn,
Take pen and ink, and write it dewn.
"l will, if | can remember it so long," said Alige.

"You needn’t go on making remarks like that," Humpty Dumpty said: "they’re
not sensible, and they put me eut."

"l sent a message to the fish:
| told them 'This is wrat | wish.
The little fishes of the sea,
They sent an answer back to me.

The little fishes' answer was

'We cannot de it, Sir, becavge—"

"I'm afraid | don t quite understand," said Alige.
"It gets easier flirther on," Humpty Dumpty replied.

"l sent to them again to say

"It will be better to obey.
The fishes answered with a grin

'Why, what a temper you are in!
| told them onee, | told them twige:

They wourd not listen to advige.
| took a kettle large and new,

Fit for the deed | had to de.
My heart went hop, my heart went thump;
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| filled the kettle at the pump.
Then séme one came to me and said,
‘The little fishes are in bed.
| said to him, | said it plain,

"Then you must wake them up again
| said it very leud and clear;

| went and sheuted in hig ear."

Humpty Dumpty raised his voice @lmost to a scream as he repested this

vérse, and Alice théugnt with a shudder, "l wouidn't have been the messenger
for anything!"

"But he was very stiff and preud;

He said ‘You needn’t sheut so leud!
And he was very preud and stiff;

He said 'l'd go and wake them, if—'
| took a cérkscrew from the shelf:

| went to wake them up myself.
And when | feund the déor was locked],

| pulled and pushed and kicked and knocked.
And when | feund the déor was shut,

| tried to téirn the handle, but——"
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There was a long pause.
"Is that all?" Alige timidly asked.
"That's all," said Humpty Dumpty. "Goodbye."

This was rather sudden, Alige théugnt: but, after such a very strong hint that
she éught to be going, she felt that it wowd hardly be e¢ivil to stay. So she
got up, and held eut her hand. "Good-bye, till we meet again!" she said as
cheerfully as she coud.

"I showdn’t know you again if we did meet," Humpty Dumpty replied in a
discontented tone, giving her one of his fingers to shake; "yéu're so exactly like
other people.”

"The fage is what one goes by, generally," Alige remarked in a thoughtful tone.

"That's just what | complain of," said Humpty Dumpty. "Yéur fage is the same
as everybody has—the twe eyes, so—" (marking their plages in the air with his
thums) "nose in the middle, meuth under. It's always the same. New if you
had the twe eyes on the same side of the nose, for instange—or the meuth at
the top—that wouid be séme help."

"It wouidn't @0k nige," Alice objected. But Humpty Dumpty only shut his eyes
and said "Wait till you've tried."

Alice waited a minute to see if he wouwd speak again, but as he never
opened his eyes or took any flirther notice of her, she said "Good-bye!"
onge mére, and, getting no answer to this, she quietly waked away: but she
coudn't help saying to hérself as she went, "Of all the unsatisfactory—" (she
repeated this aleud, as it was a great cémfort to have such a long word to
say) "of all the unsatisfactory people |ever met—" She never finished the
sentenge, for at this moment a heavy crash shook the forest from end to end.
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CHAPTER 7
THE LION AND THE UNICORN.

The next moment soldiers came running through the wood, at first in twes
and threes, then ten or twenty together, and at last in such crewds that
they seemed to fill the whole forest. Alige got behind a tree, for fear of being
run over, and watched them go by.

She théugt that in all her life she had never seen soldiers so unge@rtain
on their feet: they were always tripping over sémething or 6ther, and whenever
one went dewn, several mére always fell over him, so that the greund was
seen covered with little heaps of men.

=2 My 2 ;,,/,-':q fezn tur
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Then came the hérses. Having féur feet, these managed rather better than
the foot-soldiers: but even they stumbled new and then; and it seemed to
be a regular rule that, whenever a hérse stumbled, the rider fell off instantly. The
confusion got worse every moment, and Alige was very glad to get eut of the
wood inte an open plage, where she feund the White King seated on the greund,
busily writing in his memorandum-book.
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"I'Ve sent them all!" the King cried in a tone of delignt, on seeing Alige. "Did
you happen to meet any soldiers, my dear, as you came through the wood?"

"Yes, | did," said Alige: "several theusand, | shoud think."

"Féur theusand twe hundred and seven, that's the exact number," the King said,
reférring to his beok. "I cowdn't send all the hérses, you know, because twe
of them are wanted in the game. And | haven't sent the tw@ Messengers,
either. They're both gone to the tewn. Just ook along the road, and tell me if you
can see either of them."

"| see nobody on the road," said Alige.

"I only wish | had such eyes," the King remarked in a fretful tone. "To be
ableto see Nobody! And at that distange t@e! Why, it's as much as | can
de to see real people, by this lignt!"

All this was lost on Alige, vh@® was still l@oking intently along the road, shading
her eyes with one hand. "l see sdmebody new!" she exclaimed at last. "But he's
coming very slowly—and what curious attitudes he goes inte!" (Fér the
Messenger kept skipping up and dewn, and wriggling like an eel, as he came
along, with his great hands spread eut like fang on each side.)

"Not at all," said the King. "He's an Anglo-Saxon Messenger—and those are
Anglo-Saxon attitudes. He only doées them whren he’s happy. His name is Haigha."
(He proneunged it so as to rhyme with 'mayor’.)

" ldve my loéve with an H," Alige cowdn't help beginning, "because he is
Happy. | hate him with an H, because he is Hideous. | fed him with—with—
with Ham-sandwiches and Hay. His name is Haigha, and he lives—"

"He lives on the Hill," the King remarked simply, witheut the least idea that
He was joining in the game, wrile Alice was still hesitating for the name of a tewn
beginning with H. "The other Messenger's called Hatta. | must have twe, you
know—to coéme and go. One to cOme, and one to go."

"l beg yéur pardon?" said Alige.
"It isn't respectable to beg," said the King.

"l only meant that | didn't understand," said Alige. "Why one to cdme and one to
go?ll

"Don’t | tell you?" the King repeated impatiently. " | must have twe@ ——to fetch
and carry. One to fetch, and one to carry." At this moment the Messenger arrived:
he was far te@ much eut of breath to say a word, and coud only wave
his hands abeut, and make the most fearful fages at the péor King.
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"This young lady loves you with an H," the King said, introduging Alige in the
hope of tlirning off the Messenger's attention from himself—but it was no use
—the Anglo-Saxon attitudes only got mére extradrdinary every moment, while
the great eyes rolled wildly from side to side.

"You alarm me!" said the King. "I feel faint—Give me a ham sandwich!"

On which the Messenger, to Alige's great amusement, opened a bag that hung
reund his neck, and handed a sandwich to the King, whe deveured it greedily.

"Another sandwich!" said the King.
"There’s nothing but hay left new," the Messenger said, peeping inte the bag.
"Hay, then," the King miirmured in a faint whisper.

Alice was glad to see that it revived him a good deal. "There’s nothing like eating
hay when yéure faint," he remarked to her, as he munched away.

"| shoud think throwing cold water over you wouid be better," Alige suggested:
"—or séme sal-volatile."

"I didn't say there was nothing better," the King replied. "l said there was
nothing like it." Which Alige did not venture to deny.

"whe did you pass on the road?" the King went on, holding @ut his hand to the
Messenger for sébme mére hay.

"Nobody," said the Messenger.
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"Quite rignt," said the King: "this young lady sdw him tee. So of céurse
Nobody waks slower than you."

"| d@ my best," the Messenger said in a sullen tone. "I'm sure nobody waks much
faster than | de!"

"He can't de that," said the King, "or else he’d have been here first. Hewever,
new you've got yéur breath, you may tell us wrat’s happened in the tewn."

"I'll whisper it," said the Messenger, putting his hands to his meuth in the shape
of a trumpet, and steeping so as to get close to the King's ear. Alice was
sorry for this, as she wanted to hear the news tee. Hewever, instead of
whispering, he simply sheuted at the top of his voige "They’re at it again!"

"De you call that a wrisper?" cried the péor King, jumping up and shaking
himself. "If you de such a thing again, I'll have you buttered! It went through and
through my head like an @arthquake! "

"It wowd have to be a very tiny @arthquake!" thoéugnt Alige. "whe are at it
again?" she ventured to ask.

"Why, the Lién and the Unicérn, of céurse," said the King.
"Fignting for the crewn?"

"Yes, to be sure," said the King: "and the best of the jokeis, thatit's my crewn
all the wrile! Let's run and see them." And they trotted off, Alige repeating to
hérself, as she ran, the words of the old song:—

"The Lidn and the Unicérn were fighting for the crewn:
The Lion beat the Unicérn all reund the tewn.
Some gave them white bread, sdme gave them brewn;
Some gave them plum-cake and drummed them eut of tewn."

"Dées—the one—that wing—get the crewn?" she askeqd, as well as she coud,
for the run was putting her quite @ut of breath.

"Dear me, no!" said the King. "What an idea!"

"Wouid you—be good enough," Alice panted eut, after running a little frther, "to
stop a minute—just to get——one's breath again?"

"I'm good enough," the King said, "only I'm not strong enough. You see, a minute
goes by so fearfully quick. You mignt as well try to stop a Bander-snatch!"
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Alice no mére breath for taking, so they trotted on in silengse, till they came
in sight of a great crewd, in the middle of which the Liéon and Unicérn were
figrting. They were in such a cleud of dust, that at first Alice couid not make ®ut
which was whrich: but she seen managed to distinguish the Unicérn by his hérn.

They plaged themselves close to where Hatta, the other Messenger, was
standing watching the fignt, with a cup of tea in one hand and a piege of bread-
and-butter in the other.

"He's only just eut of prisén, and he hadn't finished his tea when he was
sent in," Haigha whispered to Alige: "and they only give them oyster-shells in

there—so you see he's very hungry and thirsty. Hew are you, dear child?"
he went on, putting his arm affectidnately reund Hatta's neck.

Hatta looked reund and nodded, and went on with his bread-and-butter.
"Were you happy in prisén, dear child?" said Haigha.

Hatta looked reund onge mére, and this time a tear or twe trickled dewn his
cheek: but nota word wouid he say.

"Speak, can't you!" Haigha cried impatiently. But Hatta only munched away, and
drank séme mére tea.

"Speak, won't you!" cried the King. "Hew are they getting on with the fignt?"

Hatta made a desperate effort, and swallowed a large piege of bread-and-butter.
"They’re getting on very well," he said in a choking voi¢e: "each of them has
been dewn abeut eighty-seven times."
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"Then | suppose they'll seen bring the white bread and the brewn?" Alige ventured
to remark.

"It's waiting for 'em new," said Hatta: "this is a bit of it as I'm eating."

There was a pause in the fight just then, and the Lidn and the Unicérn sat dewn,
panting, wrile the King called ®ut "Ten minutes allewed for refreshments!" Haigha
and Hatta set to work at onge, carrying reund trays of white and brewn bread.
Alice took a piege to taste, but it was very dry.

"I don’t think they'll fight any mére today," the King said to Hatta: "go and érder
the drums to begin." And Hatta went beunding away | ike a grasshopper.

Féra minute or twe Alice stood silent, watching him. Suddenly she brightened
up. "Leok, look!" she cried, pointing eagerly. "There’s the Write Queen, running
across the country! She came flying eut of the wood over yonder—How fast
those Queens can run!"

"There’s sdme enemy after her, no deust,” the King said, witheut even looking
reund. "That wood's full of them."

"But aren't you going to run and help her?" Aligce asked, very much surprised
at his taking it so quietly.

"No use, no use!" said the King. "She runs so fearfully quick. You mignt as well
try to catch a Bandersnatch! But I'll make a memorandum abeut her, if you like—
She'd a dear good creature,” he repeated softly to himself, as he opened his
memorandum-book. "De you spell ' creature' with a double 'e'?"

At this moment the Unicérn sauntered by them, with his hands in his pockets.

"l had the best of it this time?" he said to the King, just glanging at him as he
passed.

"A little—a little," the King replied, rather n@rvously. "You shouidn’t have run him
through with yéur hérn, you know."

"It didn't hdrt him," the Unicérn said carelessly, and he was going on, when
his eye happened to fall upon Alice: he tlirned reund instantly, and steod for séme
time looking at her with an air of the deepest disgust.

" What—is—this?" he said at last.

"This is a child!" Haigha replied eagerly, coming in front of Alige to introduee her,
and spreading eut both his hands towards her in an Anglo-Saxon attitude.
"We only feund it to-day. It's as large as life, and twige as natural!”
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"| dlways thoéught they were fabulous monsters!" said the Unicérn. "Is it alive?"
"It can tak," said Haigha, solemnly.
The Unicérn looked dreamily at Alige, and said "Talk, child."

Alige coud not help her lips clirling up inte a smile as she began: "De you know,

| always thoéught Unicérns were fabulous monsters, te®! | never saw one alive
befére!"

"Well, new that we have seen each other," said the Unicérn, "if you’ll believe
in me, I'll believe in you. Is that a bargain?"

"Yes, if you like," said Alige.

"Come, fetch eut the plum-cake, old man!" the Unicérn went on, tiirning from
her to the King. "Néne of yéur brewn bread for me!"

" ¢@rtainly— ¢@rtainly!" the King muttered, and beckéned to Haigha. "Open the bag!"
he whispered. "Quick! Not that one—that's full of hay!"

Haigha took a large cake ®ut of the bag, and gave it to Alige to hold, wrile he
got eut a dish and carving-knife. Hew they all came ®ut of it Alige couidn't
guess. It was just like a conjuring-trick, she théught.

The Lidn had joined them wrile this was going on: he leoked very tired and
sleepy, and his eyes were haf shut. "What's this!" he said, blinking lazily at
Alige, and speaking in a deep hollow tone that seunded like the tolling of
a great bell.

"ah, what is it, new?" the Unicérn cried eagerly. "You'll never guess! | cowdn't."
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The Lion looked at Alice wearily. "Are you animal—or vegetable —or mineral?"
he said, yawning at every other word.

"It's a fabulous monster!" the Unicérn cried eut, befére Alige coud reply.

"Then hand reund the plum-cake, Monster," the Lidon said, lying dewn and
putting his chin on his paws. "And sit dewn, both of you," (to the King and
the Unicérn): "fair play with the cake, you know!"

The King was evidently very uncoémfortable at having to sit dewn between the twe
great creatures; but there was no 6ther plage for him. "What a fight we mignt have
for the crewn, new!" the Unicérn said, looking slyly up at the crewn, which the
pdor King was nearly shaking off his head, he trembled so much.

"I shoud win easy," said the Lion.
"I'm not so sure of that," said the Unicérn.

"Why, | beat you all reund the tewn, you chicken!" the Lién replied angrily,
haf getting up as he spoke.

Here the King interrupted, to prevent the quarrel going on: he was very nérvous,
and his voige quite quivered. "all reund the tewn?" he said. "That's a good long
way. Did you go by the old bridge, or the market-plage? You get the best view
by the old bridge."

"I'm sure | don’t know," the Lion grewled eut as he lay dewn again. "There
was tee@ much dust to see anything. What a time the Monster is, cutting up
that cake!"

Alice had seated hérself on the bank of a little brook, with the great dish on
her knees, and was sawing away diligently with the knife.

"It's very provoking!" she said, in reply to the Lidon (she was getting quite used
to being called 'the Monster'). "lI've cut several sliges already, but they always
join on again!"

"You don’t know hew to manage Looking-glass cakes," the Unicérn remarked.
"Hand it reund first, and cut it afterwards."

This seunded nonsense, but Alige very obediently got up, and carried the dish
reund, and the cake divided itself inte three pieges as she did so. "New cut
it up,” said the Lioén, as she retlirned to her plage with the empty dish.

"I say, this isn't fair!" cried the Unicérn, as Alice sat with the knife in her hand,

very much puzzled hew to begin. "The Monster has given the Lion twice as much
as me!"

79



"She's kept néne for hé@rself, anyhew," said the Lion. "De you like plum-cake,
Monster?"

But befére Alige couid answer him, the drums began.

Where the noise came from, she couidn't make ®ut: the air seemed full of it, and
it rang through and through her head till she felt quite deafened. She started to
her feet and sprang across the little brook in her terror.

"If that doesn’t 'drum them weut of tewn," she théugt to hérself, "néthing
ever willl" and had just time to see the Lién and the Unicérn rise to their feet,
with angry looks at being interrupted in their feast, befére she dropped to her

knees, and put her hands over her ears, vainly trying to shut eut the dreadful
upréar.
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CHAPTER 8
"IT'S MY OWN INVENTION."

After a wrile the noise seemed gradually to die away, till &ll was dead silenege,
and Alige lifted up her head in s6me alarm. There was no one to be seen, and her
first théugnt was that she must have been dreaming abeut the Lién and the
Unicérn and those queer Anglo-Saxon Messengers. Hewever, there was the
great dish still lying at her feet, on which she had tried to cut the plum-cake, "So
| wasn't dreaming, after all," she said to h&rself, "unless—unless we’re all part
of the same dream. Only | de hope it's my dream, and not the Red King's! | don’t
like belonging to anéther pérsén's dream," she went on in a rather complaining
tone: "lI've a great mind to go and wake him, and see what happens!"

At this moment her théughts were interrupted by a leud sheuting of "Ahoy! Ahoy!
Check!" and a Knight, dressed in crimsén armour, came galloping dewn upon her,
brandishing a great club. Just as he reached her, the hérse stopped suddenly:
"Y&u're my prisoner!" the knight cried, as he tumbled off his hérse.

Startled as she was, Alige was mére frightened for him than for hérself at the
moment, and watched him with séme anxiety as he meunted again. As seen as
he was cémfértably in the saddle, he began onge mére "Yéu're my—" but here
another voige broke in "Ahoy! Ahoy! Check!" and Alige l0oked reund in séme
surprige for the new enemy.

This time it was a White knight. He drew up at Alige's side, and tumbled off his hérse
just as the Red Knight had déne: then he got on again, and the tw® Knights sat
and looked at each Other for sdme time witheut speaking. Alice looked from
one to the 6ther in séme bewilderment.

"She's my prisoner, you know!" the Red Knight said at last.
"Yes, but then | came and rescued her!" the White Knight replied.

"Well, we must fignt for her, then," said the Red knight, as he took up his helmet

(which hung from the saddle, and was sémething the shape of a hérse's head),
and put it on.

“You will obs@rve the Rules of Battle, of céurse?" the White Knight remarked, putting
on his helmet tee.

"| always de," said the Red knight, and they began banging away at each other
with such fury that Alige got behind a tree to be weut of the way of the
blows.
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"| woénder, new, what the Rules of Battle are," she said to hérself, as she watched
the fignt, timidly peeping eut from her hiding-plage: "one Rule seems to

be, that if one knignt hits the other, he knocks him off his hérse, and if he misses,
he tumbles off himself—and anéther Rule seems to be that they hold their
clubs with their arms, as if they were Punch and Judy— What a noise they
make when they tumble! Just like a whole set of fire-iréns falling inte the fender!
And hew quiet the hérses are! They let them get on and off them just as if
they were tables!"

Another Rule of Battle, that Alice had not notiged, seemed to be that they
always fell on their heads, and the battle ended with their both falling off in this
way, side by side: when they got up again, they shook hands, and then the Red
Knight meunted and galloped off.

"It was a glérious victory, wasn't it?" said the White Knight, as he came up panting.

"I don’t know," Alige said deustfully. "l don’t want to be anybody's priséner. | want
to be a Queen,."

"So you will, when you've crossed the next brook," said the White knignt. "I'll see
you safe to the end of the wood—and then | must go back, you know. That's the
end of my meve."
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"Thank you very much," said Alige. "May | help you off with yéur helmet?" It was
evidently mére than he cowd manage by himself; hewever, she managed to
shake him eut of it at last.

"New one can breathe mére easily," said the Knight, putting back his shaggy hair
with both hands, and tlirning his gentle fage and large mild eyes to Alige. She
théugnt she had never seen such a strange-looking soldier in all her life. He
was dressed in tin armour, which seemed to fit him very badly, and he had a
queer-shaped little deal box fastened across his shoulders, upside-dewn, and
with the lid hanging open. Alige looked at it with great curiosity.

"| see yéu're admiring my little box," the knignt said in a friendly tone. "lt's my own
invention—to keep clothes and sandwiches in. You see | carry it upside-dewn,
so that the rain can't get in."

"But the things can get out," Alice gently remarked. "D® you know the lid's open?"

"l didn't know it," the Knight said, a shade of vexatidn passing over his fage. "Then
all the things must have fallen eut! And the box is no use witheut them." He
unfastened it as he spoke, and was just going to throw it inte the bushes, when
a sudden thoéught seemed to strike him, and he hung it carefully on a tree. "Can
you guess why | did that?" he said to Alige.

Alige shook her head.
"In hopes s6bme bees may make a nest init—then | shouid get the honey."

"But you’ve got a bee- hive —or sémething like one—fastened to the saddle," said
Alige.

"Yes, it's a very good bee-hive," the Knight said in a discontented tone, "one
of the best kind. But not a single bee has come near it yet. And the other thing
is @ meuse-trap. | suppose the mige keep the bees eut—or the bees keep
the mige ®ut, | don’t know which."

" was weéndering wrat the meuse-trap was for," said Alige. "It isn't very likely
there wouid be any mige on the hérse's back."

"Not very likely, p€rhaps," said the knight; "but if they de come, | don’t cheese
to have them running all abeut."

"You see," he went on after a pause, "it's as well to be provided for everything.
That's the reason the hérse has all those anklets reund his feet."

"But what are they for?" Alice asked in a tone of great curiosity.
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"To guard against the bites of sharks," the knignt replied. "It's an inventién of
my own. And new help me on. I'll go with you to the end of the wood— What's
that dish for?"

"It's meant for plum-cake," said Alige.

"We'd better take it with us," the Knignt said." It'll cdme in handy if we find any
plum-cake. Help me to get it inte this bag."

This took a long time to manage, though Alige held the bag open very carefully,
because the Knignt was so very awkward in putting in the dish: the first twe or
three times that he tried he fell in himself instead. "It's rather a tignt fit, you
see," he said, as they got it in at last; "there are so many candlesticks in the
bag." And he hung it to the saddle, which was already loaded with bunches of
carrots, and fire-irong, and many other things.

"I hope you've got yéur hair well fastened on?" he céntinued, as they set off.
"Only in the usual way," Alige said, smiling.

"That's hardly enough," he said, anxiously. "You see the wind is so very strong
here. It's as strong as soup."

"Have you invented a plan for keeping the hair from being blown off?" Alige
enquired.

"Not yet," said the Knignt. "But I've got a plan for keeping it from falling off."
"I shoud like to hear it, very much."

"First you take an uprignt stick," said the Knight. "Then you make yéur hair creep
up it, like a fruit-tree. New the reason hair falls off is because it hangs dewn—
things never fall upwards, you know. It's a plan of my own inventiéon. You may
try it if you like."

It didn't seund a cémfortable plan, Alige théught, and for a few minutes she walked
on in silenge, puzzling over the idea, and every new and then stopping to help
the péor Knight, vhe cértainly was not a good rider.
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Whenever the hérse stopped (which it did very often), he fell off in frént; and
whenever it went on again (which it generally did rather suddenly), he fell off
behind. 6therwise he kept on pretty well, exgept that he had a habit of new and
then falling off sideways; and as he generally did this on the side on which Alice

was waking, she seen feund that it was the best plan not to wak quite close
to the hérse.

“I'm afraid you’ve not had much practige in riding," she ventured to say, as she
was helping him up from his fifth tumble.

The Knight looked very much surpriged, and a little offended at the remark. "What
makes you say that?" he asked, as he scrambled back inte the saddle, keeping
hold of Alige's hair with one hand, to save himself from falling over on the éther
side.

"Because people don’t fall off quite so often, when they've had much practige."
"I've had plenty of practige," the Knignt said very gravely: "plenty of practige!"

Alige coud think of nothing better to say than "Indeed?" but she said it as
heartily as she couid. They went on a little way in silenge after this, the knignt

with his eyes shut, muttering to himself, and Alige watching anxiously for the
next tumble.
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"The great art of riding," the knignt suddenly began in a leud voige, waving his
right @arm as he spoke, "is to keep—" Here the sentenge ended as suddenly as
it had begun, as the knignt fell heavily on the top of his head exactly in the path
where Alige was waking. She was quite frigntened this time, and said in an
anxious tone, as she picked him up, "l hope no bones are broken?"

"None to speak of," the knignt said, as if he didn't mind breaking twe or three
of them. "The great art of riding, as | was saying, is—to keep yéur balange
properly. Like this, you know—"

He let go the bridle, and stretched w®ut both his arms to show Alice wrat he
meant, and this time he fell flat on his back, righit under the h6rSe'$ feet.

"Plenty of practige!" he went on repeating, all the time that Alige was getting him
on his feet again. "Plenty of practige!"

"It's tee ridiculous!" cried Alige, l@sing all her patienge this time. "You éught
to have a wooden hérse on wreels, that you o6ught!"

"Dées that kind go smeethly?" the Knignt asked in a tone of great interest,
clasping his arms reund the hérse's neck as he spoke, just in time to save
himself from tumbling off again.

"Much mére smeethly than a live hérse," Alice said, with a little scream of
lavghter, in spite of all she cowd de to prevent it.

"I'll get one," the Knignt said théugntfully to himself. "One 6r twe—several."

There was a shért silenge after this, and then the knight went on again. "I'm
a great hand at inventing things. New, | daresay you netiged, the last time
you picked me up, that | was leoking rather théugntful?"

"You were a little grave," said Alige.

"Well, just then | was inventing a new way of getting over a gate— wouid you like
to hear it? "

"Very much indeed," Alige said politely.

"Il tell you hew | came to think of it," said the Knignt. "You see, | said to myself,
'The only difficulty is with the feet: the head is high enough already. New, first
| put my head on the top of the gate—then the head's high enough—then |
stand on my head—then the feet are high enough you see—then I'm over,
you see."

"Yes, | suppose you'd be over when that was done," Alige said théughtfully:
"but don’t you think it wowd be rather hard?"
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"I haven't tried it yet," the Knignt said, gravely: "so | can't tell for ¢@rtain—but
I'm afraid it wouid be a little hard."

He looked so vexed at the idea, that Alice changed the subject hastily. "What
a curious helmet you've got!" she said cheerfully. "Is that yéur invention tee?"

The knignt looked dewn preudly at his helmet, which hung from the saddle. "Yes,"
he said, "but I've invented a better one than that—like a sugar-loaf. When | used
to wear it, if | fell off the hérse, it dlways touched the greund directly. So | had
a very little way to fall, you see—But there was the danger of falling into it, to be
sure. That happened to me onge—and the worst of it was, befére | coud get eut

again, the other White knight came and put it on. He théught it was his own
helmet."

The Knight looked so solemnabeut it that Alige did not dare to laugh. "I'm

afraid you must have hi@irt him," she said in a trembling voice, "being on the top
of his head."

"l had to kick him, of céurse," the Knight said, very seriously. "And then he took the
helmet off again—but it took neurs and heurs to get me out. | was as fast as—as
lightning, you know."

"But that's a different kind of fastness," Alice objected.

The knight shook his head. "It was all kinds of fastness with me, | can assure
you!" he said. He raiged his hands in séme exeitement as he said this, and
instantly rolled @ut of the saddle, and fell headlong inte a deep ditch.

Alice ran to the side of the ditch to leok for him. She was rather startled by
the fall, as for séme time he had kept on very well, and she was afraid that he
really was hiirt this time. Hewever, though she couid see néthing but the soles
of his feet, she was much relieved to hear that he was taking on in his usual
tone. "all kinds of fastness," he repeated: "but it was careless of him to put
another man's helmet on—with the man in it, tee."
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"Hew can you go on taking so quietly, head dewnwards?" Alige asked, as she
dragged him eut by the feet, and laid him in a heap on the bank.

The Knight looked surpriged at the question. "What does it matter where my body
happens to be?" he said. "My mind goes on werking all the same. In fact, the
mére head dewnwards | am, the mére | keep inventing new things."

"New the cleverest thing of the sort that | ever did," he went on after a pause,
"was inventing a new pudding during the meat-céurse."

"In time to have it cooked for the next céurse?" said Alige. "Well, that was quick
work, ¢értainly!"

"Well, not the next céurse," the Knignt said in a slow théughtful tone: "no, ¢@rtainly
not the next céurse."

"Then it wouid have to be the next day. | suppose you wouidn't have twe pudding-
céurses in one dinner?"

"Well, not the next day," the Knight repeated as befére: "not the next day. In fact,"
he went on, holding his head dewn, and his voige getting lower and lower, "l don’t

believe that pudding ever was cooked! In fact, | don’t believe that pudding
ever will be cooked! And yet it was a very clever pudding to invent."

"What did you mean it to be made of?" Alige asked, hoping to cheer him
up, for the péor Knigit seemed quite low-spirited abeut it.

"It began with blotting-paper,” the Knignt answered with a groan.

"That woudn't be very nige, I'm afraid—"
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"Not very nige alone," he interrupted, quite eagerly: "but you’ve no idea whrat a
differenge it makes, mixing it with other things—such as gunpewder and sealing-
wax. And here | must leave you." They had just céme to the end of the wood.

Alice couid only leok puzzled: she was thinking of the pudding.

"You are sad," the Knight said in an anxious tone: "let me sing you a song to comfort
you."

"Is it very long?" Alige asked, for she had h@ard a good deal of poetry that day.

"It's long," said the Knight, "but it's very, very beautiful. Everybody that hears me
sings it—either it brings the tears into their eyes, or else—"

"or else what?" said Alige, for the knight had made a sudden pause.
"orelse it doesn’t, you know. The name of the song is called 'Haddocks' Eyes."
"On, that's the name of the song, is it?" Alige said, trying to feel interested.

"No, you don’t understand," the knight said, looking a little vexed. "That's what
the name is called. The name really is 'The Aged Aged Man.” "

"Then | dught to have said 'That's what the song is called'?" Alige corrected hérself.

"No, you 6ughtn't: that's quite another thing! The songis called'Ways And
Means' but only wrhat it's called, you know!"

"Well, what is the song, then? " said Alige, vh@ was by this time cOmpletely
bewildered.

"I was coming to that," the knignt said. "The song really is ‘A-sitting On A Gate'
and the tune's my own invention."

So saying, he stopped his hérse and let the reins fall on its neck: then, slowly
beating time with one hand, and with a faint smile lignting up his gentle feelish
fage, as if he enjoyed the music of his song, he began.

Of all the strange things that Alice saw in her jolirney through The Looking-
Glass, this was the one that she always remembered most clearly. Years
afterwards she coud bring the whole sgene back again, as if it had been only
yesterday—the mild blue eyes and kindly smile of the Knignit—the setting sun
gleaming through his hair, and shining on his armour in a blaze of light that quite
dazzled her—the hérse quietly meving abeut, with the reins hanging leese on
his neck, cropping the grass at her feet—and the black shadows of the forest
behind—all this she took in like a picture, as, with one hand shading her eyes,
she leant against a tree, watching the strange pair, and listening, in a ha/f dream,
to the melancholy music of the song.
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"But the tune isn't his own inventidn," she said to hérself: "it's '/ give thee all, | can
no mére." She stood and listened very attentively, but no tears came inte her eyes

"I'll tell thee everything | can;
There's little to relate.
| sdw an aged aged man,
A-sitting on a gate.'Who are you, aged man?
You | said.'And hew is it you live?
'And his answer trickled through my head

Like water through a sieve.

He said 'l look for butterflies
That sleep among the wheat:
| make them inte muttéon-pies,
And sell them in the street.
| sell them unto men,he said,
'Who sail on stérmy seas;
And that's the way | get my bread—

A trifle, if you please.

But | was thinking of a plan
To dye one's whiskers green,
And always use so large a fan
That they cou/d not be seen.
So, having no reply to give
To what the old man said,| cried

'Come, tell me hew you live!'

And thumped him on the head.

His acgents mild took up the tale:
He said 'l go my ways,

And when | find a meuntain-rill,
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| set it in a blaze;
And thenge they make a stuff they call Rewlands'
Macassar Oil—Yet twdpenge-haifpenny is all

They give me for my toil.

But | was thinking of a way
To feed oneself on batter,
And so go on from day to day
Getting a little fatter.
| shook him well from side to side,
Until his fage was blue:

'Come, tell me hew you live, | cried,

'And what it is you de!

He said 'l hunt for haddocks' eyes

Ameoéng the heather brignt,
And work them inte waistcoat-buttons
In the silent night.
And these | de not sell for gold
Or coin of silvery shine,
But for a copper haifpenny,

And that will plirchase nine.

91



'l sémetimes dig for buttered rolls,
Or set limed twigs for crabs;
| sémetimes s@arch the grassy knolls
For wheels of Hansém-cabs.
And that's the way' (he gave a wink)
'By which | get my wealth—
And very gladly will | drink
Y6ur Honour's noble health.

| h@&ard him then, for | had just
Completed my design
To keep the Menai bridge from rust
By boiling it in wine.
| thanked him much for telling me
The way he got his wealth,
But chiefly for his wish that he

Mignt drink my noble health.

And new, if e'er by change
| put my fingers inte glue,
Or madly squeeze a right-hand foot
Into a left-hand shee,
Or if | drop upon my toe
A very heavy weight,| weep,
for it reminds me so

Of that old man | used to know—

Whese look was mild,
whese speech was slow,

Whese hair was whiter than the snow,
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Whese fage was very like a crow,
With eyes, like ¢inders, all aglow,
whe seemed distracted with his woe,
Wwhe rocked his body to and fro,
And muttered mumblingly and low,
As if his meuth were full of dough,
whe snérted like a buffalo—
That summer evening, long ago,

A-sitting on a gate."

As the knignt sang the last words of the ballad, he gathered up the reins,
and tlirned his hérse's head along the road by which they had come. "You've
only a few yards to go," he said, "dewn the hill and over that little breok, and
then you'll be a Queen,— But you’ll stay and see me off first?" he added as
Alige tlirned with an eager look in the direction to wrich he pointed. "l shan’t be
long. You’ll wait and wave yéur handkerchief when | get to that tiirn in the
road? | think it'll encourage me, you see."

"Of céurse I'll wait," said Alige: "and thank you very much for céming so far—
and for the song—I liked it very much."

"I hope s0," the Knight said deustfully: "but you didn't cry so much as | théught
you wou/d."

So they shook hands, and then the knignt rode slowly away inte the forest.
"It won't take long to see him off, | expect," Alige said to hérself, as she
stood watching him. "There he goes! Right on his head as usual! Hewever,
he gets on again pretty easily—that coémes of having so many things hung
reund the hérse—" So she went on taking to hérself, as she watched the hérse
waiking leisurely along the road, and the knignt tumbling off, first on one side and
then on the other. After the féurth or fifth tumble he reached the tlirn, and then
she waved her handkerchief to him, and waited till he was eut of sight.

"I hope it encouraged him," she said, as she tlirned to run dewn the hill: "and
new for the last brook, and to be a Queen,! Hew grand it seunds!" A very few
steps bréugnt her to the edge of the brook. "The Eighth Square at last!" she
cried as she beunded across,

*khkkkk

93



and threw hérself dewn to rest on a lawn as soft as moss, with little flewer-beds
dotted abeut it here and there. "Oh, hew glad | am to get here! And what is this
on my head?" she exclaimed in a tone of digmay, as she put her hands up
to soémething very heavy, that fitted tight all reund her head.

"But hew can it have got there witheut my knowing it?" she said to hérself, as she
lifted it off, and set it on her lap to make @ut whrat it coud possibly be.

It was a golden crewn.
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CHAPTER 9.
QUEEN ALICE.

"Well, this is grand!" said Alige. "I never expected | showd be a Queen, so
seen—and I'll tell you wehat it is, yéur Majesty," she went on in a severe
tone (she was always rather fond of scolding hérself), "it'll never de for you
to be lolling abeut on the grass like that! Queens have to be dignified, you
know!"

So she got up and walked abeut—rather stiffly just at first, as she was afraid
that the crewn might come off: but she cémforted h@rself with the théugnt that
there was nobody to see her, "and if | really am a Queen,," she said as she sat
dewn again, "l shall be able to manage it quite well in time."

Everything was happening so oddly that she didn't feel a bit surpriged at finding
the Red Queen, and the White Queen, sitting close to her, one on each side: she
wouid have liked very much to ask them hew they came there, but she
feared it wouwd not be quite @ivil. Hewever, there wouid be no harm, she
thoéught, in asking if the game was over. "Please, woud you tell me—" she began,
looking timidly at the Red Queen,.

"Speak when yéure spoken to!" the Queen, sharply interrupted her.

"But if everybody obeyed that rule," said Alige, vh@ was always ready for a
little argument, "and if you only spoke when you were spoken to, and the other
pérson always waited for you to begin, you see nobody wowd ever say
anything, so that—"

"Ridiculous!" cried the Queen,. "Why, don’t you see, child—" here she broke off
with a frewn, and, after thinking for a minute, suddenly changed the subject
of the conversation. "Wrat de you mean by 'lf you really are a Queen,'? What
right have you to call yéurself so? You can't be a Queen,, you know, till you've
passed the proper examination. And the s@ener we begin it, the better."

"I only said 'if'!" pdor Alice pleaded in a piteous tone.

The two Queens looked at each Other, and the Red Queen, remarked, with
a little shudder, "She says she only said 'if—"

"But she said a great deal mére than that!" the White Queen, moaned, wringing
her hands. "Oh, ever so much mére than that!"

"So you did, you know," the Red Queen, said to Alice. "always speak the truth—
think befére you speak—and write it dewn afterwards."
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"I'm sure | didn't mean—" Alige was beginning, but the Red Queen, interrupted
her impatiently.

"That's just what | complain of! You showid have meant! Wrat de you suppose
is the use of a child witheut any meaning? Even a joke shouwd have séme
meaning—and a child's mére impértant than a joke, | hope. You cowdn't deny
that, even if you tried with both hands."

"ldon’t deny things with my hands," Alige objected.
"Nobody said you did," said the Red Queen,. "l said you cowdn't if you tried."

"She's in that state of mind," said the White Queen,, "that she wants to
deny soémething—only she déesn’t know wrat to deny!"

"A nasty, vigious temper," the Red Queen, remarked; and then there was an
uncémfortable silenge for a minute or twe.

The Red Queen, broke the silenge by saying to the White Queen,, "l invite you
to Alige's dinner-party this afterneen.”

The White Queen, smiled feebly, and said "And | invite you."

"| didn't know | was to have a party at all," said Alige; "but if there is to be
one, | think | dugnt to invite the guests."

"We gave you the opportunity of deing it," the Red Queen, remarked: "but |
daresay you've not had many lesséng in manners yet?"

"Manners are not taught in lessons," said Alige. "Lessons teach you to de sums,
and things of that sért."

"Can you de Addition?" the Write Queen, asked. "What's one and one and one
and one and one and one and one and one and one and one?"

"I don’t know," said Alige. "I lost ceunt."

"She can't de Additién," the Red Queen, interrupted. "Can you de Subtraction?
Take nine from eight."

"Nine from eignt | can't, you know, " Alige replied very readily: "but—"

"She can't de Substraction,” said the Write Queen,. "Can you de Division?
Divide a loaf by a knife—what's the answer to that?"

"l suppose—" Alice was beginning, but the Red Queen, answered for her. "Bread-
and-butter, of cédurse. Try andther Subtraction sum. Take a bone from a dog: what
remains?"
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Alige considered. "The bone wouidn't remain, of céurse, if | took it—and the dog
wou/dn't remain; it would cdme to bite me—and I'm sure | showdn't remain!"

"Then you think néthing wouid remain?" said the Red Queen,.

"I think that's the answer."

"Wrong, as usual," said the Red Queen,: "the dog's temper wotd remain."
"But| don’t see hew—"

"Why, look here!" the Red Queen, cried. "The dog wourd l@se its temper, woudn't
it?"

"Pé&rhaps it wouid," Alige replied cautiously.

"Then if the dog went away, its temper wouid remain!" the Queen, exclaimed
triumphantly.

Alice said, as gravely as she couid, "They mignt go different ways." But she coudn't
help thinking to hérself, "What dreadful nonsense we are taking!"

"She can't de sums a bit!" the Queens said together, with great emphasis.

"Can you de sums?" Alice said, tlirning suddenly on the Write Queen,, for
she didn't like being feund fault with so much.

The Queen, gasped and shut her eyes. "l can de Addition," she said, "if you give
me time—but | can't de Substractién, under any ¢ircumstances!”

"Of céurse you know yéur ABC?" said the Red Queen,.
"To be sure | de," said Alige.

"So de |," the White Queen, whispered: "we’ll often say it over together, dear. And
I'll tell you a secret—I can read words of one letter! Isn't that grand? Hewever,
don’t be discouraged. Yow’ll cdme to it in time."
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Here the Red Queen, began again. "Can you answer useful questions?" she
said. "Hew is bread made?"

"I know that!" Alige cried eagerly. "You take séme fleur—"

"Where de you pick the flewer?" the White Queen, asked. "In a garden, orin
the hedges?"

"Well, it isn't picked at all," Alice explained: "it's greund——"

"Hew many acres of greund?" said the White Queen,. "You musin’t leave eut
so many things."

"Fan her head!" the Red Queen, anxiously interrupted. "She’ll be feverish after
so much thinking." So they set to work and fanned her with bunches of leaves,
till she had to beg them to leave off, it blew her hair abeut so.

"She's all rigt again new," said the Red Queen,. "De you know Languages?
What's the French for fiddle-de-dee?"

"Fiddle-de-dee's not English," Alige replied gravely.
"whe ever said it was?" said the Red Queen,.

Alige thought she saw a way eut of the difficulty this time. "If youw’ll tell me
what language 'fiddle-de-dee’ is, I'll tell you the French for it!" she exclaimed
triumphantly.

But the Red Queen, drew hérself up rather stiffly, and said "Queens never make
bargainsg."
"I| wish Queens never asked questions,” Alige théugnt to hérself,

"Don’t let us quarrel," the White Queen, said in an anxious tone. "What is the
cause of lightning?"

"The cause of lightning," Alige said very degidedly, for she felt quite c&rtain abeut
this, "is the thunder—no, no!" she hastily corrected hérself. "I meant the éther
way."

"It's te® late to correct it," said the Red Queen,: "when you’ve onge said a thing,
that fixes it, and you must take the consequences."

"Which reminds me—" the White Queen, said, looking dewn and nérvously
clasping and uncasping heer hands, "we hadsucha thunderstérm last
Tuesday—I mean one of the last set of Tuesdays, you know."

Alige was puzzled. "In @ur country," she remarked, "there’s only one day at a
time."
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The Red Queen, said "That's a péor thin way of deing things. New here,
we mostly have days and nignts twe or three at a time, and sémetimes in the
winter we take as many as five nights together—for warmth, you know."

"Are five nights warmer than one night, then?" Alige ventured to ask.
"Five times as warm, of céurse."
"But they shouid be five times as cold, by the same rule—"

"Just so!" cried the Red Queen,. "Five times as warm, and five times as cold—
just as I'm five times as rich as you are, and five times as clever!"

Alige sighed and gave it up. "It's exactly like a riddle with no answer!" she théught.

"Humpty Dumpty saw it tee," the Write Queen, went on in a low voige, mére

as if she were taking to hérself. "He came to the déor with a cérkscrew in his
hand—"

"Whrat did he want?" said the Red Queen,.

"He said he wouid céme in," the White Queen, went on, "because he was looking
for a hippopotamus. New, as it happened, there wasn't such a thingin the
heuse, that mérning."

"Is there generally?" Alige asked in an astonished tone.
"Well, only on Thﬁr$day$," said the Queen,.

"l mow wrat he came for," said Alige: "he wanted to punish the fish, becauge—

Here the White Queen, began again. "It was such a thunderstérm, you can't
think!" ("She never couid, you know," said the Red Queen,.) "And part of the
reef came off, and ever so much thunder gotin—and it went rolling reund the
reem in great lumps—and knocking over the tables and things—till | was so
frightened, | cowdn't remember my own name!"

Alige théught to hérself, "l never sholiid try to remember my name in the middle
of an aceident! Where wouid be the use of it?" but she did not say this aleud,
for fear of hiirting the péor Queen's feelings.

"Y&ur Majesty must excuse her," the Red Queen, said to Alige, taking one of the
White Queen's hands in her own, and gently stroking it: "she means well, but
she can't help saying feelish things, as a general rule."

The White Queen, looked timidly at Alige, whe felt she éught to say sémething
kind, but really cowdn't think of anything at the moment.
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"She never was really well bréught up," the Red Queen, went on: "but it's amazing
hew good-tempered she is! Pat her on the head, and see hew pleased she'll
be!" But this was mére than Alige had courage to de.

"A little kindness—and putting her hair in papers — woud de wénders with her"

The White Queen, gave a deep sigh, and laid her head on Alige's shoulder.
"I am so sleepy!" she moaned.

"She's tired, péor thing!" said the Red Queen,. "Smeeth her hair —lend her
yéur nightcap—and sing her a seething lullaby."

"l haven't got a nightcap with me," said Alige, as she tried to obey the first direction:
"and | don’t know any seething lullabies."

"I must de it myself, then," said the Red Queen,, and she began:
"Hush-a-by lady, in Alige's lap!
Till the feast's ready, we’ve time for a nap:
When the feast's over, we’ll go to the ball—
Red Queen,, and White Queen,, and Alige, and all!"

"And new you know the words," she added, as she put her head dewn on
Alice's other shoulder, "just sing it through to me. I'm getting sleepy te®e." In
another moment both Queens were fast asleep, and snéring leud.

"What am | to de?" exclaimed Alige, looking abeut in great perplexity, as first one
reund head, and then the other, rolled dewn from her shoulder, and lay like a
heavy lump in her lap. "l don’t think it ever happened befére, that any one had to
take care of twe Queens asleep at onc¢e! No, not in all the History of England—it
cou/dn't, you know, because there never was mére than one Queen, at a time.
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De wake up, you heavy things!" she went on in an impatient tone; but there was
no answer but a gentle snéring.

The snéring got mére distinct every minute, and seunded mére like a tune: at last
she coud even make ®ut words, and she listened so eagerly that, when the
twe@ great heads suddenly vanished from her lap, she hardly missed them.

She was standing befére an arched déorway over wrich were the wérds QUEEN
ALICE in large letters, and on each side of the arch there was a bell-handle;
one was marked "Visitors' Bell," and the éther "Sérvants' Bell."

"I'l wait till the song's over," théught Alige, "and then I'll ring the—the—wnich bell
must | ring?" she went on, very much puzzled by the names. "I'm not a visitor,
and I'm not a s@rvant. There dught to be one marked '‘Queen, you know."

Just then the déor opened a little way, and a creature with a long beak put
its head @ut for a moement and said "No admittanege till the week after next!" and
shut the déor again with a bang.

Alige knocked and rang in vain for a long time, but at last a very old Frog, wvhe was
sitting under a tree, got up and hobbled slowly towards her: he was dressed in
brignt yellow, and had enérmous beets on.

"What is it, new?" the Frog said in a deep héarse whisper.

Alige tlirned reund, ready to find fault with anybody. "Wheres the s@rvant vhese
business it is to answer the déor?" she began angrily.

"Which déor?" said the Frog.

Alige almost stamped with irritation at the slow drawl in which he spoke.
"This déor, of céurse!"

The Frog looked at the déor with his large dull eyes for a minute: then he
went nearer and rubbed it with his thumo, as if he were trying whether the paint
wouid come off; then he looked at Alige.
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"To answer the déor?" he said. "What'’s it been asking for?" He was so héarse that
Alige courd scargely hear him.

"I don’t know wrat you mean," she said.

"| speaks English, doéesn’t I?" the Frog went on. “or are you deaf? What did it ask
you for?"

"Nothing!" Alige said impatiently. "I've been knocking at it!"

"Shouidn’t de that—shoudn’t de that—" the Frog muttered. "Vexes it, you
know." Then he went up and gave the déor a kick with one of his great feet.
"You let it alone," he panted @ut, as he hobbled back to his tree, "and it'll
let you alone, you know."

At this moment the déor was flung open, and a shrill voige was h@ard singing:
"To the Looking-Glass world it was Alige that said,
'I've a sgeptre in hand, I've a crewn on my head;
Let the Looking-Glass creatures, whatever they be,
Come and dine with the Red Queen,, the White Queen,, and me!"
And hundreds of voiges joined in the chérus:
"Then fill up the glasses as quick as you can,
And sprinkle the table with buttéons and bran:
Put cats in the coffee, and mige in the tea—

And welcome Queen Alige with thirty-times-three!"
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Then followed a confused noise of cheering, and Alige théugnt to h&rself, "thirty
times three makes ninety. | wonder if any one's ceunting?" In a minute there was
silenge again, and the same shrill voice sang another vérse:

"O Looking-Glass creatures,quoth Alige, 'draw near!
"Tis an honour to see me, a favour to hear:
'Tis a privilege high to have dinner and tea

Along with the Red Queen,, the White Queen,, and me!"

Then came the chérus again:-
"Then fill up the glasses with treacle and ink,
Or anything else that is pleagant to drink;
Mix sand with the cider, and wool with the wine —
And welcéme Queen, Alige with ninety-times-nine!"

"Ninety times nine!" Alice repeated in despair. "On, that'll never be done! I'd better
go in at onge—" and in she went, and there was a dead silenge the moment she
appeared.

Alige glanged nérvously along the table, as she waked up the large hall, and
noticed that there were abeut fifty guests, of all kinds: séme were animals, séme

irds, and there were even a few flewers amoéng them. "I'm glad they've come
witheut waiting to be asked," she théugnt: "l shouid never have known whe were
the right people to invite!"

There were three chairs at the head of the table; the Red and White Queens
had already taken twe of them, but the middle one was empty. Alige sat dewn
in it, rather uncomfortable at the silenge, and longing for sémeone to speak.

At last the Red Queen, began. "You've missed the soup and fish," she said.
"Put on the joint!" And the waiter set a leg of muttén befére Alige, vh© looked
at it rather anxiously, as she had never had to carve a joint befére.
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“You leok a little shy:let me introduge you to that leg of muttdn," said the
Red Queen,. "Alige—Muttéon: Mutton—Alige." The leg of muttén got up in the dish
and made a little bew to Alige; and Alige retlirned the bew, not knowing wrether to
be frightened or amused.

"May | give you a slice?" she said, taking up the knife and férk, and leoking from
one Queen, to the oOther.

"Cértainly not," the Red Queen, said, very decidedly: "it isn't etiquette to cut any
one you've been introduged to. Remeve the joint!" And the waiter carried it off,
and bréugnt a large plum-pudding in its plage.

"l won't be introduged to the pudding, please," Alige said rather hastily,
shall get no dinner at all. May | give you séme?"

or we

But the Red Queen, l0oked sulky, and grewled "Pudding—Alige: Alige—Pudding.
Remeve the pudding!" and the waiter took it away so quickly that Alige coudn't
retrn its bew.

Hewever, she didn't see why the Red Queen, shoud be the only one to give
6rders, so, as an experiment, she called ®ut "Waiter! Bring back the pudding!"
and there it was again in a moment, like a conjuring-trick. It was so large that
she couwdn't help feeling a little shy with it, as she had been with the muttoén;
hewever, she conquered her shyness by a great effort, and cut a slige and
handed it to the Red Queen,.

"What impé@rtinenge!" said the Pudding. "I wénder hew you’d likeit, if | were to
cut a slige ®ut of you, you creature!"

It spoke in a thick, suety sért of voige, and Alige hadn't a word to say in reply:
she couid only sit and leok at it and gasp.

"Make a remark," said the Red Queen,: "it's ridiculous to leave all the
conversation to the pudding!"

"De you know, I've had such a quantity of poetry repeated to me to-day," Alige
began, a little frightened at finding that, the moment she opened her lips, there
was dead silenge, and all eyes were fixed upon her; "and it's a very curious thing,
| think—every poem was abeut fishes in séme way. D@ you know why they’re
so fond of fishes, all abeuthere?"

She spoke to the Red Queen,, vhesge answer was a little wide of the mark. "As to
fishes," she said, very slowly and solemnly, putting her meuth close to Alige's
ear, "her White Majesty knows a lovely riddle—all in poetry—all abeut fishes.
Shall she repeat it?"
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"Her Red Majesty's very kind to mentién it," the White Queen, miirmured inte
Alice's other ear, in a voige like the ceeing of a pigeén. "It woud be such a
treat! May |?"

"Please de," Alige said very politely.

The Write Queen, laughed with delight, and stroked Alige's cheek. Then she
began:
" First, the fish must be caugnt.'
That is easy: a baby, | think, couid have caugrt it.
'Next, the fish must be béught.

'That is easy: a penny, | think, woud have béugnt it.

'New cook me the fish!'
That is easy, and will not take mére than a minute.
‘Letit lie in a dish!'

That is easy, because it already is in it.

'Bring it here! Let me sup!'
It is easy to set such a dish on the table.
' Take the dish-céver up!'

Ah, that is so hard that | fear I'm unable!

For it holds it like glue—Heolds the lid to the dish,
while it lies in the middle

Which is easiest to de, Un-dish-cover the fish,
or dishcéver the riddle?"

"Take a minute to think abeut it, and then guess," said the Red Queen,.
"Meanwrile, we’ll drink yéur health— Queen, Alige's health!" she screamed at the
top of her voige, and all the guests began drinking it directly, and very queerly
they managed it: sdme of them put their glasses upon their heads like
extinguishers, and drank all that trickled dewn their fagces— others upset
the decanters, and drank the wine as it ran off the edges of the table and
three of them (vhe looked like kangarees) scrambled inte the dish of roast
muttén, and began eagerly lapping up the gravy, "just like pigs in a trough!"
thougnt Alice.
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"You éught to retlirn thanks in a neat speech," the Red Queen, said, frewning
at Alige as she spoke.

"We must supp@rt you, you know," the White Queen, whispered, as Alice got up
to de it, very obediently, but a little frightened.

"thank you very much," she wrispered in reply, "but | can de quite well witheut."

"That wouidn't be at all the thing," the Red Queen, said very degidedly: so
Alice tried to submit to it with a good grage.

("And they did push so!" she said afterwards, when she was telling her sister

the history of the feast. "You wouid have théugnt they wanted to squeeze me
flat!")

In fact it was rather difficult for her to keep in her plage wrnile she made
her speech: the tve Queens pushed her so, one on each side, that they nearly
lifted her up inte the air: "l rise to retlirn thanks—" Alice began: and she
really did rige as she spoke, several inches; but she got hold of the edge of the
table, and managed to pull hérself dewn again.

"Take care of ydurself!" screamed the White Queen,, seizing Alige's hair with both
her hands. " Sémething's going to happen!"

And then (as Alice afterwards described it) all sérts of things happened in a
moment. The candles all grew up to the e¢eiling, looking sémething like a
bed of rushes with firewBrks at the top. As to the bottles, they each took a pair
of plates, which they hastily fitted on as wings, and so, with férks for legs, went
fluttering abeut in all directiéons: "and very like birds they look," Alice théught to
hérself, as well as she coud in the dreadful confusion that was beginning.

At this moment she h@ard a héarse laugh at her side, and tlirned to see wrat was
the matter with the White Queen,; but, instead of the Queen,, there was the leg
of muttén sitting in the chair. "Here | am!" cried a voige from the soup-tureen,
and Alice tlirned again, just in time to see the Queen's bréad good-natured fage
grinning at her for a moment over the edge of the tureen, befére she
disappeared inte@ the soup.

There was nota moment to be lost. already several of the guests were lying
dewn in the dishes, and the soup-ladle was waiking up the table towards Alige's
chair, and beckoning to her impatiently to get eut of its way.

"I can't stand this any longer!" she cried as she jumped up and seized the
tablecloth with both hands: one good pull, and plates, dishes, guests, and
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candles came crashing dewn together in a heap on the fléor.

"And as for you," she went on, tlirning fiergely upon the Red Queen,, vhem she
considered as the cause of all the mischief—but the Queen, was no longer at
her side—she had suddenly dwindled dewn to the size of a little doll, and was new
on the table, merrily running reund and reund after her own shawl, which was
trailing behind her.

At any other time, Alice wouid have felt surprised at this, but she was far
te@ much execited to be surpriged at anything new. "As for you," she repeated,
catching hold of the little creature in the very act of jumping over a bottle which
had just ligited upon the table, "I'll shake you inte a kitten, that | will!"

107



108



CHAPTER 10

THE SHAKING.

She took her off the table as she spoke, and shook her backwards and férwards
with all her mignt.

The Red Queen, made no resistange whatever; only her fage grew very small,
and her eyes got large and green: and still, as Alige went on shaking her,
she kept on growing shérter—and fatter—and softer—and rounder—and—

CHAPTER 11,
WAKING.

—and it really was a kitten, after all.

CHAPTER 12
WHICH DREAMED IT?

"Yéur Red Majesty showdn’t plirr so leud," Alige said, rubbing her eyes, and
addressing the kitten, respectfully, yet with séme severity. "You woke me eut
of on! such a nige dream! And you've been along with me, Kitty—all through
the Looking-Glass world. Did you know it, dear?"

It is a very incénvenient habit of kittens (Alice had onge made the remark)
that, wratever you say to them, they always pdrr. "If they wouwd only piirr
for 'yes, and mew for 'no, or any rule of that sért," she had said, "so that one
coud keep up a conversation! But hew can you tak with a pérson if they always
say the same thing?"

On this occasion the kitten only plirred: and it was impossible to guess whether
it meant 'yes' or 'no.
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So Alige hunted ameong the chessmen on the table till she had feund the Red
Queen,: then she went dewn on her knees on the hearth-rug, and put the
kitten and the Queen, to look at each other. "New, Kitty!" she cried, clapping
her hands triumphantly. "Confess that was what you tlirned inte!"

("Butit woudn't look at it," she said, when she was explaining the thing afterwards
to her sister: "it tlirned away its head, and pretended not to see it: but it looked
a little ashamed of itself, so | think it must have been the Red Queen,.")

"Sit up a little mére stiffly, dear!" Alice cried with a merry laugh. "And clirtsey
while you’re thinking what to—wrnat to plirr. It saves time, remember!" And she
caught it up and gaveit one little kiss, "just in honour of its having been a Red
Queen,."

"Snowdrop, my pet!" she went on, looking over her shoulder at the White Kitten,
which was still patiently undergoing its toilet, "when will Dinah have finished with
yéur White Majesty, | wonder? That must be the reas6n you were so untidy in
my dream.—Dinah! De you know that yéu're scrubbing a White Queen,?
Really, it's most disrespectful of you!

"And what did Dinahturn to, | wénder?" she prattled on, as she settled
comfortably dewn, with one elbow on the rug, and her chin in her hand, to watch
the kittens. "Tell me, Dinah, did you tlirn to Humpty Dumpty? | think you did—
hewever, you’d better not mention it to yéur friends just yet, for I'm not sure.

"By the way, Kitty, if only you’d been really with me in my dream, there
was one thing you wowid have enjoyed—| had such a quantity of poetry said
to me, all abeut fishes! To-morrow mérning you shall have a real treat. all
the time ydu're eating yéur breakfast, I'll repest 'The Walrus and the Carpenter' to
you; and then you can make believe it's oysters, dear!

"New, Kitty, let's Cénsider whe it was that dreamed it all. This is a serious
question, my dear, and you showid not go on licking yéur paw like that—as
if Dinah hadn't washed you this mérning! You see, Kitty, it must have been
either me or the Red King. He was part of my dream, of céurse —but then |
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was part of his dream, te®! Was the Red King, you Kitty? You were his wife, my
dear, so you @ught to know — On, Kitty, do help to settle it! I'm sure yéur paw

can wait!" But the provoking kitten only began on the éther paw, and pretended
it hadn't h@ard the question.

Which do you think it was?

A BOAT, beneath a sunny sky,
Lingering onward dreamily
In an evening of July
Children three that nestle near,
Eager eye and willing ear,
Pleased a simple tale to hear
Long has paled that sunny sky:
Echoes fade and memories die:
Autumn frosts have slain July.
Still she haunts me, phantomwise,
Alice moving under skies
Never seen by waking eyes.

Children yet, the tale to hear,
Eager eye and willing ear,
Lovingly shall nestle near.
In a Wonderland they lie,

Dreaming as the days go by,

Dreaming as the summers die:

Ever drifting down the stream

Lingering in the golden gleam

Life, what is it but a dream?

THE END.
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