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SALE : GLOBAL RIGHTS : PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT 

SALE : GLOBAL RIGHTS 

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 m2rks  of  the  app’s  “ phonetic English ”   font   reduce the 

complexity  of  %ur  English   ‘s%unding %ut'    rule  system  d%wn   from   

near   360    rules   to  60   and   this  with%ut   changing  the  spelling  

of  the  w!rds. 

The app  is  based  upon  a ( diacritical  marking ) met#d  for  the  teaching  

of  basic   reading   that, at  its  very basics …  3lmost  certainly …  first  

originated  with  the  teaching  of  Hebrew   s#me  3000  years  ago.    
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SALE : GLOBAL RIGHTS 

 

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 15th 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  frequency  'connector'  w!rds  occupy a  disprop@rti#nate 

volume  of  the  w!rd  c%unt  on  any  page. To avoid  an  unnecessary  am%unt  of  

visual  clutter  trough%ut … the  phonetic English font in especially the PHONETIC 

ENGLISH BIBLE has  chosen  NOT  to  encode  the  following  20  w!rds : 

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         debt 
SIGN 2.        BOLDED pairs of consonant letters make one common English sound unit: 

                     gh as in rough    ph as in philosophy 

               ch as in  chin    sh  as in  shut   qu  as in  quit 
 

SIGN 3.       BOLDED single vowels  a  e  i  o  u changes their  sounds from short to long: 

                           apron        even        icon         oval       unit 
                straight       though         trough      ghost 
 

SIGN 4.        A vertical line under   the letters   c   g   s   d  changes their sounds to 

                         s    j    z   and    t  respectively: 

                      cell      gem       rubs       jumped         cruise 

SIGN 5.        A vertical line over  the letters   a  and  o changes their sounds to short 

                         o  and  u  sounds respectively:                       

                      w1s      w1tch     qu1ds     qu1lity    y1cht 

              c#me    fr#nt     am#ng     w#nder    m#ther 

 

SIGN 6.        A dot over the letters o and u changes their sounds to hard  u  sound :  

                      p5ll    b5tcher    b$s$m    w$man    t$$k 

SIGN 7.       Two dots over a letter tells you that there is an ah sound below: 

                      he2rt      st2r      l2ugh        sp2rse    sfrgeant  
 

SIGN 8.        A horizontal curved line over a letter tells you that there is er sound below:                       

                 bird      term     b4rn     w!rthy     learn 
SIGN 9.           A vertical  

c
  shape  over  a letter tells you that there is an or sound below: 

                   ch3lk    b@ught    b3ld    b@rn    d3ughter 

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

                        as in ‘now’ sound: 

          b%unce        all%wing     scr%unge        pl%ugh  
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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 TM 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   ‘ph#netically 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  

a       a   1     2     3         b        c       c      ch   

d  d         e    e         e       f         f        g       g      gh  

h        i   i    i       j        k        l       m       n       o      o       

!         @       #       $          %          &        p      ph       

q       qu      r           r        s          s       sh     t       th       t                                                                                                                 

u        u      4       5    v         w       x       y       y2       y      z 
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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. It is 

the exclusive intellectual property of CHRISTOPHER NUGENT 

and VIRTUAL PHONETICSTM 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 I and thou 
Are half a life asunder, 

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

 
I 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. 
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CHAPTER 1 

LOOKING-GLASS HOUSE. 

 

One   thing  w1s  certain, that  the  white  kitten  had  had  n#ting to d& with it:—

it  was  the  black  kitten's  f3ult  entirely. F@r  the  white kitten had been having its 

face w1shed by the old cat f@r the l2st qu3rter of an h%ur (and bearing  it  pretty 

well, c#nsidering); so  you  see  that  it  co5ldn't  have had any hand in the 

mischief. 

The  way  Dinah  w1shed  her  children's   faces   was   this:  first  she  held the  

p@or  ting  d%wn  by  its  ear  with  one  p3w, and  then  with  the  #ther p3w  

she rubbed  its  face  3ll  over, the  wrong way, beginning  at  the  nose: and just 

n%w, as  I  said, she  was  h2rd   at  w!rk  on  the  white kitten, which was  lying  

quite  still  and  trying  to  p4rr—no  d%ubt  feeling  that  it  was  3ll  meant  for  its  

g$$d. 

But  the  black kitten  had  been  finished  with  earlier  in  the  2ftern&&n, and 

so, while  Alice  was  sitting  c4rled  up  in  a  c@rner  of  the great  2rmchair, h2lf 

t3lking  to  herself  and  h2lf  asleep, the  kitten  had  been  having  a grand game 

of  romps  with  the  b3ll  of  w!rsted Alice had  been  trying  to  wind  up, and  

had  been  rolling  it  up  and  d%wn  till  it  had   3ll  c#me  und#ne again; and  

there  it  was, spread  over the  he2rt-rug,  3ll  knots  and  tangles, with the kitten 

running 2fter  its  own  tail  in  the  middle. 

"Oh, you  wicked  wicked  little  ting!"  cried  Alice, catching  up  the  kitten, and 

giving  it  a  little  kiss  to  make  it  understand   that   it  w1s  in disgrace. "Really, 

Dinah  @ught  to  have  t3ught  you  better  manners!  You  @ught, Dinah, you know 

you  @ught!" she  added,  l$$king  reproachf5lly  at  the  old  cat, and speaking  in  

as  cross a voice as she co5ld manage —and then she scrambled back int& the  

2rm-chair, taking the kitten and the w!rsted  with  her, and began winding up 

the b3ll again. But she didn't get on very f2st, as  she  was  t3lking  3ll  the time, 

s#metimes  to  the  kitten, and  s#metimes  to  herself. Kitty sat very demurely on 

her knee, pretending to w1tch the progress of the winding, and n%w  and  then  

p5tting  %ut  one  p3w  and  gently  touching  the  b3ll, as if it wo5ld  be glad to help 

if it might. 
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"D&  you  know wh1t  to-morrow  is, Kitty?" Alice began. "You’d  have  guessed  if 

you’d  been  up  in  the  window  with  me—only  Dinah w1s  making you tidy, 

so  yyou  co5ldn't. I was  w1tching  the  boys  getting in sticks for the bonfire—and 

it w1nts 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 Alice  

w%und  tw&  or tree  t4rns  of  the  w!rsted  r%und  the  kitten's neck, just  to  

see  h%w  it wo5ld l$$k: this led to a scramble, in which the b3ll rolled d%wn upon 

the fl@or, and  y2rds  and  y2rds  of  it  got  unw%und again. 

"D& you know, I was so angry, Kitty," Alice went on, as s&&n as they were 

c#mf#rtably settled again, " when I  s3w  3ll  the  mischief  you  had  been d&ing, 

I was very nearly opening the window, and p5tting  you  %ut  int&  the  snow! And  

you’d  have  deserved  it, you  little  mischievous  d2rling! Wh1t  have  you  got  to  

say  for y@urself?  N%w don’t interrupt me!” she went on, holding up one finger. 

"I'm  going  to  tell  you  3ll  y@ur  f3ults. Number one: you squeaked twice while  

Dinah  was  w1shing  y@ur  face  this m@rning. N%w you c2n't deny it, Kitty: I 

heard you! Wh1t’s that you say?" (pretending that the kitten was speaking.) "Her  

p3w  went  int&  y@ur  eye?  Well, that's y@ur 

 

f3ult,  for  keeping  y@ur  eyes  open—if  you’d  shut  them tight up, it wo5ldn't have 

happened. N%w don’t make any m@re excuses, but listen! Number tw&: you p5lled 

Snowdrop away by the tail just as I had p5t d%wn the s3ucer of milk bef@re her! 

Wh1t, you were tirsty, were you? H%w d& you know she w1sn't tirsty  t&&? 

N%w  for number tree: you unw%und every bit of the w!rsted  while  I  w1sn't  

l$$king! 

"That's  tree  f3ults, Kitty, and  you’ve  not  been  punished  for  any  of  them 

yet. You know I'm saving up 3ll y@ur punishments for Wednesday week—Suppose  

they  had  saved  up  3ll  my  punishments!”  she went on, t3lking m@re to herself 

than the kitten. "Wh1t wo5ld  they d& at the end of a year? I sho5ld be sent to 

pris#n, I suppose, when the day came. Or—let me see—suppose each 

punishment was to be going with%ut  a  dinner: then, when the miserable day 
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came, I sho5ld have to go with%ut fifty dinners at once! Well, I sho5ldn’t  

mind  that  much! I'd  f2r  r2ther  go with%ut  them  than  eat  them! 

"D&  you  hear  the  snow  against  the  windowpanes,  Kitty?  H%w  nice and soft  

it  s%unds! Just  as  if  s#me  one  was  kissing  the  window  3ll over %utside. I  

w#nder  if  the  snow  l#ves  the  trees  and  fields, that it kisses them so gently? 

And  then  it c#vers  them up snug, you know, with a white quilt; and  perhaps  

it  says, 'Go to sleep, till the summer c#mes again. And when they wake up in 

the summer, Kitty, they dress  themselves  3ll  in  green, and dance ab%ut— 

whenever the wind blows —oh, that's very pretty!" cried Alice, dropping  the  b3ll  

of  w!rsted  to  clap  her hands. "And  I  d&  so  wish  it  was  true! I'm sure the 

w$$ds l$$k sleepy in the 3utumn, when the leaves  are getting  br%wn. 

"Kitty, can  you  play chess? N%w, don’t  smile, my  dear, I'm  2sking  it seriously. 

Bec1use, when we were playing just n%w, you  w1tched  just  as  if  you 

underst$$d it: and when I said 'Check! you p4rred! Well, it  was  a nice check, 

Kitty, and really I might have w#n, if it hadn't been for that n2sty Knight, that came 

wriggling  d%wn  am#ng  my  pieces. Kitty, dear, let's pretend—" And here I wish 

I  co5ld  tell  you  h2lf  the  tings  Alice  used  to  say, beginning  with  her favourite  

phrase "Let's  pretend." She  had  had  quite  a  long  2rgument with her sister 

only the day bef@re—3ll bec1use  Alice  had  begun  with  "Let's pretend  we’re 

kings and queens:" and her sister, wh& liked being very exact, had  2rgued  that  

they  co5ldn't, bec1use  there were only tw& of them, and Alice had been reduced 

at l2st to say, "Well, you can  be  one  of  them  then, and  I'll  be 3ll the rest." 

And once she had really frightened her old n4rse by sh%uting  suddenly  in  her 

ear, "N4rse! D& let's pretend that I'm a hungry hyæna, and y@u’re  a  bone!" 

But  this  is  taking  us  away  from  Alice's  speech  to  the  kitten. "Let's pretend  

that  y@u’re  the  Red  Queen,, Kitty!  D&  you know, I  tink if you sat up  and 

folded y@ur 2rms, you’d l$$k exactly like her. N%w d& try, there’s a dear!" And  

Alice  got  the  Red  Queen, off the table, and set it up bef@re the kitten  as a model 

for it to imitate: h%wever, the ting didn't succeed, principally, Alice said, bec1use  

the  kitten  wo5ldn't  fold  its  2rms  properly. So,  to punish it, she  held  it  up  to  

the  L$$king-gl2ss, that  it might  see  h%w sulky it was—"and  if  y@u’re  not  g$$d  

directly,"  she added, "I'll  p5t  you trough int& L$$king-gl2ss H%use. H%w wo5ld 

you like that? 

"N%w, if  you’ll  only  attend, Kitty, and  not  t3lk  so much, I'll tell you  3ll  my 

ideas  ab%ut  L$$king-gl2ss H%use. First,  there’s the r&&m you can see trough  

the  glass—that's  just  the  same  as  %ur dr3wing-r&&m, only the tings  go  the  

#ther way. I can  see  3ll  of  it  when  I get upon a chair—3ll but  the  bit  just  

behind  the  fireplace. Oh! I  d&  so  wish  I  co5ld  see  that bit! I  w1nt  so  much  

to  know whether they've a fire in the winter: you never  can  tell, you  know, unless 

%ur fire smokes, and then smoke c#mes up in that  r&&m t&&—but  that  may  
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be  only  pretence, just  to  make it l$$k as if they had a fire. Well then, the  b$$ks 

are  s#meting  like  %ur b$$ks, only the w!rds  go  the  wrong  way; I  know  that, 

bec1use  I've  held  up  one  of our b$$ks  to  the gl2ss, and  then  they  hold  up  

one  in  the  #ther r&&m. 

 

 
 

"H%w  wo5ld  you  like to live in L$$king-gl2ss H%use, Kitty? I w#nder if they'd give 

you milk in there? Perhaps L$$king-gl2ss milk isn't g$$d to drink—But oh, Kitty! 

n%w  we  c#me to the passage. You can just see a little peep of the passage in 

L$$king-gl2ss H%use, if  you  leave  the d@or of %ur dr3wing-r&&m wide open: and  

it's very  like  %ur  passage  as  f2r  as  you  can  see, only you know  it  may  be  

quite different  on  beyond. Oh, Kitty! h%w  nice it wo5ld be if we  co5ld  only  get  

trough  int&  L$$king-gl2ss H%use! I'm sure it's got, oh! such  beautif5l  tings  

in  it!  Let's  pretend  there’s  a  way  of  getting  trough int& it, s#meh%w, Kitty. 

Let's  pretend  the  gl2ss  has  got  3ll soft  like  g3uze, so that we can get trough. 

Why, it's t4rning int& a s@rt of mist n%w, I declare! It'll be easy  enough  to  get 

trough —“she  was up on the chimney-piece while she  said  this, though  she  

h2rdly  knew  h%w  she  had  got  there. 

And certainly the gl2ss was beginning to melt away just like a bright silvery mist. 
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In  an#ther  moment  Alice was trough the gl2ss, and  had  jumped  lightly  d%wn  

int&  the  L$$king-gl2ss r&&m. The very first  ting  she did  was to  l$$k  whether  

there  was  a  fire in the fireplace, and  she  was  quite  pleased  to  find  that  

there  was  a real one, blazing away  as  brightly  as  the  one  she  had left behind. 

"So I shall be as w3rm here as I was in the old r&&m,"  . . . t@ught Alice:  "w3rmer, 

in fact, bec1use there’ll  be  no  one  here to scold me away from the fire. Oh, wh1t  

fun  it'll  be,  when  they  see  me  trough  the  gl2ss  in  here, and c2n't get at 

me!" 

Then  she  began  l$$king  ab%ut, and  noticed  that  wh1t  co5ld  be  seen from 

the  old  r&&m  was  quite comm#n and uninteresting, but  that  3ll  the rest was 

as different as possible. F@r instance, the pictures on the w3ll next the fire seemed  

to  be  3ll alive, and the very clock on the chimney-piece (you know you can only 

see the back of it in the L$$king-gl2ss) had got the face of a little old  man, and 

grinned at her. 

"They don’t keep this r&&m so tidy as the #ther," Alice t@ught to herself, as 

she  noticed several of the chessmen d%wn in the he2rt am#ng the cinders: 

but in an#ther moment, with a little "Oh!" of surprise, she was d%wn on her hands  

and  knees  w1tching them. The  chessmen were w3lking ab%ut, tw&  and  tw&! 

"Here  aare  the  Red King and the Red Queen,," Alice said (in a whisper, for fear 

of frightening them), "and  there  are  the  White  King  and  the  White Queen, 

sitting  on  the  edge of the sh#vel—and  here  are tw&  C2stles  w3lking  2rm in 

2rm—I  don’t  tink  they  can hear me," she went on, as she p5t her head closer 

d%wn, "and  I'm  nearly  sure  they  c2n't  see  me. I  feel  s#meh%w  as if I  were 

invisible—" 
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Here  s#meting  began  squeaking  on  the  table  behind  Alice, and made her 

t4rn her head just in time to see one of the White P3wns roll over and begin 

kicking: she w1tched  it  with  great  curiosity  to  see  wh1t  wo5ld happen next. 

"It  is  the  voice  of  my  child!"  the  White Queen, cried  %ut, as she rushed p2st 

the King, so violently that she knocked him over am#ng the cinders. "My precious 

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 h4rt 

by the f3ll. He had a right to be a little annoyed with the Queen,, for he was 

c#vered  with  ashes from head to f$$t. 

Alice was very anxious to be of use, and, as the p@or little Lily was nearly screaming  

herself  int&  a  fit, she  hastily  picked  up  the Queen and set her on  the  table  

by  the  side  of  her  noisy  little  d3ughter. 

The Queen, g2sped, and sat d%wn: the  rapid  jo4rney  trough  the  air had quite  

taken  away  her  breat,  and  for  a  minute  oor  tw&  she co5ld do n#ting but 

hug the little Lily in silence. As s&&n as she had rec#vered her breat  a  little, she  

c3lled  %ut  to  the  White King, wh&  was  sitting sulkily am#ng the  ashes, "Mind 

the volcano!" 

"Wh1t volcano?" said the King, l$$king up anxiously int& the fire, as if he t@ught 

that  was  the  most  likely  place  to  find one. 

"Blew—me—up," panted the Queen,, wh& was still a little %ut of breat. "Mind you 

c#me up—the regular way—don't get blown up!" 

Alice  w1tched  the White  King  as  he  slowly  struggled  up  from  b2r  to  b2r, till 

at l2st she said, "Why, you’ll  be  h%urs  and h%urs getting to the table, at that rate. 

I'd f2r better help you, hadn't I?" But the King t$$k no notice of the questi#n: it 

was  quite  clear  that  he  co5ld  neither  hear  her  n@r  see  her. 

So  Alice  picked  him  up  very gently, and  lifted him across m@re slowly than she 

had lifted the Queen,, that  she  mightn't  take  his  breat away: but, bef@re  she  

p5t  him  on  the  table, she t@ught  she  might  as  well  dust  him  a little, he  was 

so c#vered with ashes. 

She  said  2fterwards  that  she  had  never  seen  in  3ll  her  life  such  a  face 

as the King made, when  he  f%und  himself  held  in  the  air  by  an invisible hand, 

and  being dusted: he  was  f2r  t&& much  astonished  to  cry  %ut, but his eyes  

and  his m%ut went on getting l2rger and l2rger, and r%under and r%under, till  

her hand sh$$k so  with l2ughing that she nearly let him drop upon the fl@or. 
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"Oh!  Please  don't  make  such  faces,  my  dear!" she  cried %ut, quite forgetting  

that the King co5ldn't hear her. "You make me l2ugh so that I can h2rdly hold 

you! And don’t keep y@ur m%ut so wide open! 3ll the ashes will get int& it—

there, n%w I tink y@u’re  tidy enough!" she added, as she sm&&thed  his  hair, 

and set him upon the table  near  the  Queen,. 

The  King  immediately  fell  flat  on  his back, and lay perfectly still: and Alice was  

a  little  al2rmed  at wh1t  she  had  d#ne, and  went  r%und  the r&&m to see if she 

co5ld  find  any  w3ter to  trow  over him. H%wever, she co5ld find n#ting  but  

a  bottle  of  ink, and  when  she  got  back  with  it  she  f%und he had rec#vered, 

and he and the Queen, were t3lking together in a frightened whisper—so low, that  

Alice  co5ld  h2rdly  hear  wh1t  they said. 

The King was saying, "I assure you, my dear, I t4rned 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  l$$ked  on  with great interest as the King t$$k an en@rmous memorandum-

b$$k  %ut  of  his pocket, and began writing. A sudden t@ught struck her, and she 

t$$k hold  of  the  end  of  the  pencil, which  came s#me way over his shoulder, 

and began writing for him. 

 

16



The  p@or King l$$ked puzzled and unhappy, and struggled with the pencil for 

s#me  time  with%ut saying anyting; but Alice was t&& strong f@r him, and at  

 

l2st he panted %ut, "My  dear! I  really  must  get  a tinner pencil. I c2n't  manage  

this  one  a  bit; it  writes  3ll manner of  tings  that  I don’t intend—" 

 

 

“Wh1t manner of tings?" said the Queen,, l$$king over the b$$k (in which Alice 

had put  'The  White  Knight  is  sliding  d%wn  the  poker. He  balances  very badly'). 

"That's not a memorandum of y@ur feelings!" 

There  was  a  b$$k  lying  near  Alice  on  the  table, and  while  she sat w1tching 

the White King (for  she  was still a little anxious ab%ut him, and had the  ink  3ll  

ready  to  trow  over him, in  case  he  fainted again), she t4rned over the leaves, 

to  find  s#me  p2rt that she co5ld read, "—for it's 3ll in s#me language  I  don’t  

know," she  said  to  herself. It  was like  this. 

 

 
 

She  puzzled  over  this  for  s#me time, but  at  l2st  a  bright  t@ught  struck her. 

"Why, it's a L$$king-gl2ss b$$k, of c@urse! And if I hold it up to a gl2ss, the w!rds  

will  3ll  go  the  right  way  again."  

This  was  the  poem  that  Alice  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  r2ther  h2rd  

to  understand!" (You see  she  didn't  like  to  confess, even to  herself,  that  she  

co5ldn't  make it  %ut  at  3ll.) "S#meh%w  it  seems  to  fill my head  with  ideas—

only I don’t exactly know wh1t they aare! H%wever, s#mebody  killed  s#meting: 

that's  clear, at  any rate—" 

"But oh!" t@ught  Alice, suddenly  jumping  up, "if  I  don’t  make  haste I shall have  

to  go  back  trough  the  L$$king-gl2ss, bef@re  I've  seen  wh1t  the  rest of  the  

h%use  is  like! Let's  have a  l$$k  at  the  g2rden  first!"  She  was  %ut of the r&&m  

in a moment, and ran d%wn stairs—or, at  least,  it  w1sn't  exactly running, but  a  

new  inventi#n  for  getting  d%wn  stairs  quickly  and easily, as Alice  said  to  

herself.  She  just  kept  the  tips  of  her fingers  on  the hand-rail, and floated 

gently d%wn with%ut even touching the stairs with her feet; then she floated  on  

trough  the  h3ll, and  wo5ld  have  gone  straight  %ut  at  the d@or in the same way, 

if she  hadn't  c3ught  hold  of  the d@or-post. She was getting  a  little giddy with 

so much floating in the air, and  was  r2ther glad to find  herself  w3lking  again  

in  the  natural  way. 
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CHAPTER 2 

THE GARDEN OF LIVE FLOWERS. 

 

"I   sho5ld    see   the   g2rden   f2r  better," said  Alice  to  herself, "if  I  co5ld get 

to  the  top  of  that  hill: and  here’s  a  p2t  that  leads  straight  to  it—at least, 

no, it  d#esn’t  d&  that —" (2fter  going  a  few y2rds along the p2t, and t4rning 

several  sh2rp  c@rners), "but  I  suppose  it  will  at  l2st. But h%w curiously it 

twists!  It's  m@re  like  a  c@rkscrew  than  a  p2t!  Well,  this  t4rn  goes  to  the 

hill, I suppose—no, it  d#esn’t! This  goes  straight  back  to  the  h%use! Well  then, 

I'll  try  it  the  #ther way." 

And  so  she  did:  w1ndering up and d%wn, and trying t4rn 2fter t4rn, but 3lways  

c#ming  back  to  the  h%use, d&  wh1t  she  wo5ld. Indeed, once, when she  t4rned  

a  c@rner r2ther  m@re  quickly  than usual, she ran against it bef@re  she  co5ld  

stop  herself. 

"It's  no  use  t3lking  ab%ut  it," Alice  said, l$$king up at the h%use and pretending 

it  was  2rguing  with  her. "I'm  not  going in again yet. I know I sho5ld  have to  

get  trough  the  L$$king-gl2ss again—back  int&  the old r&&m—and  there’d  

be  an  end  of  3ll  my  adventures!" 

So, resolutely  t4rning her  back  upon  the  h%use, she  set %ut once m@re d%wn 

the  p2t, straight  on  till she got to the hill. For a few  minutes  3ll  went  on  well, 

and  determined  to  keep  she  was  just saying, "I really shall do it this time —" 

when  the  p2t  gave  a  sudden  twist and sh$$k itself (as she described  it  

2fterwards), and the next moment she f%und herself actually w3lking  in  at  the  

d@or. 

"Oh, it's  t&&  bad!" she cried. "I  never  s3w  such  a  h%use  f@r  getting  in the 

way! Never!" 

H%wever, there  was  the  hill  f5ll  in  sight, so  there  w1s  n#ting  to  be  d#ne 

but st2rt again. This time she came upon a l2rge fl%werbed, with a b@rder of 

daisies, and  a  willow-tree  growing  in  the  middle. 

"O Tiger-lily," said Alice, addressing  herself  to  one  that  was  waving gracef5lly  

ab%ut  in  the  wind, "I  wish  you  co5ld  t3lk!" 

"We  can  t3lk,"  said the Tiger-lily: "when  there’s  anybody  w!rt  t3lking to." 

Alice  was  so  astonished  that  she  co5ldn't  speak  for a minute: it quite seemed 

to take her breat away. At lengt, as the Tiger-lily only went on waving ab%ut, 

she spoke again, in a timid voice— 3lmost in a whisper. "And can  3ll  the  fl%wers  
t3lk?" 

"As  well  as  you  can," said the Tiger-lily. "And  a  great  deal  l%uder." 

20



"It  isn't  manners  for  us  to  begin, you  know," said  the  Rose, "and  I really was 

w#ndering when you’d speak!  Said I to myself, 'Her face has got  s#me  sense  in  

it, though  it's  not  a  clever one!  Still, y@u’re  the  right  c#lour, and  that  goes  a  

long  way." 

  
 

"I  don’t  care  ab%ut  the  c#lour," the Tiger-lily rem2rked. "If only her petals c4rled  

up  a  little m@re, she’d  be  3ll  right." 

Alice  didn't  like  being  criticised,  so  she  began  2sking  questi#ns. "2ren't  you  

s#metimes  frightened at  being  planted  %ut  here, with  nobody  to  take care  of  

you?" 

"There’s  the  tree  in  the  middle," said the Rose: "wh1t  else  is  it  g$$d  for?" 

"But  wh1t  co5ld  it  d&, if  any  danger  came?" Alice 2sked. 

"It  co5ld  b2rk," said the Rose. 

 "It says 'B%ugh-w%ugh! " cried a Daisy: "that's why its branches aare c3lled 

b%ughs!" 

"Didn't  you  know  that?" cried an#ther Daisy, and here they 3ll began sh%uting  

together, till  the  air  seemed  quite  f5ll  of little shrill voices. "Silence, every one 

of you!" cried the Tiger-lily, waving itself passi#nately from side  to  side, and 

trembling  with  excitement. 

"They  know  I  c2n't  get  at  them!" it panted, bending its quivering head tow3rds  

Alice, "or  they  wo5ldn't  dare  to  d& it!" 

"Never mind!" Alice  said  in a s&&thing tone, and st&&ping d%wn to the daisies, 

wh&  were  just  beginning  again, she  whispered, "If  you  don’t  hold y@ur  t#ngues, 

I'll  pick  you!" 
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There  was  silence in a moment, and several of the pink daisies  t4rned  white. 

"That's  right!" said  the  Tiger-lily. "The daisies are w!rst of 3ll. When one speaks, 

they  3ll  begin  together, and  it's  enough  to  make  one  wither  to hear  the  

way  they  go on!" 

"H%w  is  it  you  can  3ll  t3lk  so  nicely?"  Alice said, hoping to get it int& a better  

temper  by  a  compliment. "I've  been  in  many  g2rdens  bef@re, but n#ne of  the 

fl%wers  co5ld  t3lk." 

"P5t  y@ur  hand d%wn, and feel the gr%und," said the Tiger-lily. "Then you’ll know 

why." 

Alice did so. "It's very h2rd," she said, "but  I  don’t see  wh1t  that  has  to d& 

with it." 

"In most g2rdens," the Tiger-lily said, "they  make the beds t&& soft—so  that 

the  fl%wers  are  3lways  asleep." 

This s%unded a very g$$d reas#n, and Alice was quite pleased to know it. "I never  

t@ught  of  that  bef@re!" she said. 

"It's  my  opini#n  that  you  never tink  at 3ll," the Rose said in a r2ther severe 

tone. 

"I never s3w anybody  that  l$$ked  stupider," a Violet said, so suddenly, that 

Alice  quite  jumped; for  it  hadn't  spoken  bef@re. 

"Hold  y@ur  t#ngue!" cried the Tiger-lily. "As  if  you  ever  s3w  anybody! You keep  

y@ur  head  under  the  leaves,  and  sn@re  away  there, till  you  know no m@re  

wh1t’s  going on in the  w!rld, than  if  you  were  a  bud!" 

"Are  there  any m@re people in the g2rden besides me?" Alice said, not ch&&sing  

to  notice  the  Rose's  l2st  rem2rk. 

"There’s  one  #ther  fl%wer  in  the  g2rden  that  can  m&ve  ab%ut  like you," 

said  the  Rose. "I  w#nder  h%w  you  d&  it —" ("Y@u’re   3lways  w#ndering," said  

the Tiger-lily), "but  she's  m@re  b5shy  than  you are." 

"Is  she  like me?" Alice  2sked  eagerly, for the t@ught crossed her mind, "There’s   

an#ther  little  girl  in  the g2rden, s#mewhere!" 

"Well, she  has  the  same  3wkward  shape  as  you," the Rose said, "but she's 

redder—and  her  petals  are  sh@rter, I  tink." 

"Her  petals  are  d#ne  up  close, 3lmost  like  a  dahlia," the Tiger-lily interrupted: 

"not  tumbled  ab%ut  anyh%w, like  y@urs." 
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"But  that's  not  y@ur  f3ult," the  Rose added kindly: "y@u’re beginning to fade, 

you know—and  then  one  c2n't  help  one's  petals  getting  a  little  untidy." 

Alice  didn't  like  this  idea  at  3ll:  so, to  change  the  subject, she  2sked  "D#es  

she  ever  c#me  %ut  here?" 

"I daresay  you’ll  see  her s&&n," said the Rose. "She's  one of the t@rny kind." 

"Where  d#es  she  wear  the  t@rns?" Alice  2sked  with  s#me  curiosity. 

"Why, 3ll r%und her head, of c@urse," the Rose replied. "I was 

w#ndering  you  hadn't  got  s#me   t&&. I  t@ught  it  was  the  regular  rule." 

"She's  c#ming!" cried  the  L2rksp4r. "I  hear  her  f$$tstep, tump, tump, along  

the  gravel-w3lk!" 

Alice l$$ked  r%und eagerly, and  f%und  that  it  was  the  Red  Queen,. "She's 

grown  a  g$$d  deal!" was  her  first  rem2rk. She  had  indeed: when  Alice first  

f%und  her  in  the  ashes,  she  had  been  only  tree  inches  high—and  here 

she  was, h2lf  a  head  t3ller  than  Alice  herself! 

"It's  the fresh air that d#es it," said the Rose: "w#nderf5lly fine air it is, %ut here." 

"I  tink  I'll  go  and meet her," said Alice, for, though  the fl%wers were interesting  

enough, she  felt  that  it  wo5ld  be  f2r  grander  to  have  a  t3lk  with  a  real  

Queen,. 

"You c2n't possibly d& that," said the Rose: "I  sho5ld advise you to w3lk the 

#ther way." 

This  s%unded nonsense to Alice, so she said n#ting, but set off at once tow3rds  

the  Red Queen,. To  her  surprise, she  lost  sight   of her in a moment, and  

f%und  herself  w3lking  in  at  the  fr#nt-d@or again.  A  little  pr#voked,  she  drew  

back, and  2fter  l$$king everywhere for the Queen, (wh&m  she  spied  %ut  at  

l2st, a  long  way  off), she  t@ught  she  wo5ld try  the  plan, this  time, of  w3lking  

in  the  opposite  directi#n. 
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It  succeeded  beautif5lly. She  had  not  been w3lking a minute bef@re she f%und  

herself  face  to  face  with the Red Queen,, and  f5ll in sight of the hill she had  

been  so  long  aiming at. 

"Where  d&  you  c#me from?" said  the Red Queen,. "And where are you going? 

L$$k  up, speak  nicely, and  don’t  twiddle  y@ur  fingers  3ll  the  time." 

Alice attended  to  3ll  these directi#ns, and explained, as well as she co5ld, that  

she  had  lost  her way. 

"I don’t  know  wh1t  you  mean by y@ur way," said the Queen,: "3ll  the  ways 

ab%ut  here  belong  to  me—but  why  did  you  c#me  %ut  here  at  3ll?" she  added  

in  a  kinder tone. "C4rtsey  while  y@u’re  tinking  wh1t  to  say. It  saves time." 

Alice  w#ndered  a  little  at  this,  but  she  was  t&&  much  in 3we of the Queen, 

to disbelieve it. "I'll try it when I go home," she t@ught to herself, "the next  time I'm  

a  little  late  for dinner." 

"It's  time  for  you  to  answer n%w," the Queen, said, l$$king  at  her w1tch: 

"open  y@ur  m%ut a  little  wider when you speak, and 3lways say ' y@ur Majesty." 

"I  only  w1nted  to  see  wh1t  the  g2rden  was  like, y@ur Majesty—" 

"That's  right," said the Queen,, patting  her  on  the  head, which  Alice  didn't  like 

at  3ll, "though, when  you say ' g2rden '—I've  seen  g2rdens, c#mpared with  

which  this  wo5ld  be  a  wilderness." 

Alice  didn't  dare  to  2rgue  the  point, but went on: "—and I  t@ught  I'd  try and 

find  my  way  to  the  top  of  that hill——" 

"When you say 'hill, " the Queen, interrupted, "I could show you hills, in 

comparis#n  with  which  you’d  c3ll  that  a  valley." 

"No, I  sho5ldn’t," said Alice, surprised  int&  contradicting  her  at l2st: "a hill  c2n't  

be  a  valley, you know. That  wo5ld  be  nonsense—" 

The  Red  Queen, sh$$k  her head. "You  may  c3ll  it 'nonsense'  if  you like," 

she said, "but  I've  heard nonsense, c#mpared with  which  that  wo5ld  be as 

sensible  as  a  dicti#nary!" 

Alice  c4rtseyed  again,  as  she  was  afraid   from   the   Queen's  tone that she  

was   a   little  offended: and  they  w3lked  on  in  silence  till  they  got to the top 

of the little hill. 
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For s#me minutes Alice st$$d with%ut speaking, l$$king %ut in 3ll directi#ns over 

the country —and  a most curious country it was. There were a number of tiny little 

br$$ks running straight across it from side to side, and the gr%und between  was  

divided  up  int&  squares  by  a  number  of  little  green  hedges,  that  reached  

from  br$$k  to  br$$k. 

"I  declare  it's  m2rked  %ut  just  like  a  l2rge  chess-b@ard!"  Alice  said  at  l2st. 

"There  @ught  to  be s#me  men  m&ving  ab%ut  s#mewhere— and  so  there  are!" 

she added  in a tone of delight, and her he2rt began to beat quick with excitement 

as  she  went on. "It's  a  great  huge  game of chess that's being played—3ll  over  

the  w!rld—if  this  is  the  w!rld  at  3ll, you  know. Oh, wh1t  fun  it  is! H%w  

I  wish  I was  one  of  them! I  wo5ldn't  mind  being  a  P3wn, if  only I might  join—

though  of  c@urse  I  sho5ld  like to  be  a Queen,, best." 

She glanced r2ther shyly at the real Queen, as she said this, but her 

c#mpani#n  only  smiled  pleasantly, and  said, "That's  easily  managed. You can 

be  the  White  Queen's P3wn, if  you  like, as  Lily's  t&&  young  to play; and 

y@u’re in the Sec#nd Square to begin with: when you get to the Eight    Square 

you’ll be a Queen—" Just at this moment, s#meh%w or #ther, they began to 

run. 

Alice  never  co5ld  quite  make  %ut, in  tinking  it  over  2fterwards, h%w  it  was  

that  they  began: 3ll  she  remembers   is, that  they were running hand in hand, 

and the Queen, went  so  f2st  that  it  was   3ll  she  co5ld  d&  to  keep up with 

her: and still the Queen, kept crying "F2ster! F2ster!" but Alice felt she  co5ld  

not  go f2ster, though  she  had  no  breat  left  to  say  so. 

The  most  curious  p2rt  of  the  ting  was,  that the trees and the #ther tings  

r%und  them never changed their places at 3ll: h%wever f2st they went, they 

never seemed to p2ss anyting. "I  w#nder  if  3ll  the  tings  m&ve along with 

us?" t@ught p@or puzzled Alice. And the Queen, seemed to  guess  her  t@ughts, 

for  she  cried, "F2ster!  Don’t  try  to t 3lk!" 
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Not  that  Alice  had  any  idea  of  doing  that. She  felt  as  if  she  wo5ld never 

be able to t3lk again, she was getting so much %ut of breat: and still the Queen, 

cried "F2ster! F2ster!" and dragged her along. "are  we  nearly  there?"  

Alice  managed  to  pant  %ut  at  l2st."Nearly there!" the  Queen, repeated. "Why, 

we  p2ssed  it  ten  minutes  ago! F2ster!" And  they  ran  on  for  a  time in silence, 

with  the wind whistling in Alice's ears, and  3lmost  blowing  her  hair  off  her  

head, she fancied. 

 

 

"N%w! N%w!" cried the Queen,. "F2ster! F2ster!" And  they  went  so  f2st that 

at  l2st  they seemed  to  skim  trough  the  air, h2rdly  touching the gr%und with 

their  feet, till  suddenly, just as Alice was getting quite exh3usted, they stopped, 

and  she  f%und  herself  sitting  on  the  gr%und, breatless and giddy. 

The Queen, groped  her  up  against a tree, and said kindly, "You may rest a 

little n%w," Alice l$$ked r%und her in great surprise. "Why, I d& believe we’ve been  

under  this  tree  the  whole  time!  Everyting's  just  as  it  was!" 

"Of  c@urse  it  is," said the Queen,: "wh1t  wo5ld  you have it?" 

"Well, in our country," said Alice, still panting a little, "you’d generally get to 

s#mewhere else—if  you  ran  very  f2st for  a  long  time, as  we’ve  been  d&ing." 

"A  slow  s@rt  of  country!"  said  the  Queen,. "N%w, here, you see, it takes 3ll 

the  running  you  can d&, to keep in the same place. If you w1nt to get s#mewhere  

else, you  must  run  at  least  twice  as  f2st  as  that!" 

"I'd  r2ther not try, please!" said Alice. "I'm quite content to stay here—only 

I  am  so hot  and  tirsty!" 

"I  know  wh1t  you’d  like!"  the  Queen, said g$$d-naturedly, taking a little box 

%ut  of  her  pocket. "Have  a  biscuit?" 
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Alice  t@ught  it  wo5ld  not  be  civil  to  say  "No,"  though   it   w1sn't   at  3ll wh1t 

she  w1nted. So she t$$k it, and ate it as well as she co5ld: and it was  very  dry; 

and  she  t@ught  she  had  never  been  so  nearly choked  in 3ll  her  life. 

"While y@u’re refreshing y@urself," said the Queen,, "I'll just take the 

measurements." And  she  t$$k  a  ribb#n  %ut  of  her  pocket, m2rked in inches, 

and began measuring the gr%und, and sticking little pegs in here and there. 

"At  the  end  of  tw&  y2rds,"  she  said, p5tting  in  a  peg  to  m2rk the distance, 

"I  shall give you y@ur directi#ns —have an#ther biscuit?" 

"No, tank you," said Alice: " one's quite enough!" 

"tirst  quenched, I hope?" said the Queen,. 

Alice  did  not  know  wh1t  to  say  to  this, but  luckily  the  Queen, did  not  wait 

for  an  answer, but  went on. "At  the  end  of  tree  y2rds  I shall repeat them—

—for  fear  of  y@ur  forgetting them. At  the  end of  f@ur, I  shall say g$$d-bye. 

And at the end of  five,I  shall  go!" 

She had got 3ll the  pegs  p5t  in  by  this  time, and  Alice  l$$ked  on  with great 

interest  as  she  ret4rned  to  the  tree, and then began slowly w3lking d%wn the 

row. 

At  the tw&-y2rd  peg  she  faced  r%und, and  said, "A  p3wn  goes  tw&  squares  

in  its  first  m&ve, you  know  so  you’ll   go   very  quickly  trough the tird Square 

—by railway, I  sho5ld  tink—and  you’ll  find y@urself in the F@urt Square in no 

time. Well, that  square belongs to Tweedledum and Tweedledee—the  Fift is 

mostly w3ter—the Sixt belongs to Humpty Dumpty——But  you  make  no  

rem2rk?" 

"I—I  didn't  know  I  had  to  make one—just  then," Alice  f1ltered  %ut. 

"You  sho5ld  have  said," the  Queen, went  on  in  a  tone  of  grave  repr&&f, "'It's  

extremely  kind  of  you  to  tell  me  3ll  this'—h%wever, we’ll suppose it said—

the Sevent  Square  is   3ll  forest—h%wever, one of  the  Knights  will show uou  

the  way—and in the Eight  Square  we  shall  be  Queens  together, and  it's  

3ll  feasting  and  fun!"  Alice  got  up  and  c4rtseyed, and sat d%wn again. 

At the next peg the Queen, t4rned again, and  this  time  she  said, "Speak in 

French  when  you  c2n't  tink  of  the  English  for  a ting— t4rn  %ut  y@ur toes  

as  you  w3lk—and remember wh&  you are !"  She  did  not  wait  for  Alice  to  

c4rtsey  this  time, but  w3lked   on  quickly  to  the  next  peg, where  she  t4rned 

for  a  moment to say  "g$$d-bye," and  then hurried on to the l2st. 
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H%w  it  happened, Alice  never  knew, but  exactly  as  she  came  to  the  l2st peg, 

she  was  gone. Whether  she  vanished  int&  the  air, or  whether  she  ran 

quickly  int&  the w$$d ("and  she  can  run  very  f2st!"  t@ught  Alice), there was  

no  way  of  guessing, but she was gone, and  Alice  began  to remember that she  

was  a  P3wn, and  that  it  wo5ld  s&&n  be  time  for her  to  m&ve. 
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CHAPTER 3 

LOOKING-GLASS INSECTS. 

 

Of  c@urse  the  first  ting  to  d&  was  to  make  a  grand  s4rvey of the country 

she  was  going  to  travel trough. "It's  s#meting  very like learning geography,"  

t@ught  Alice, as  she st$$d on tiptoe in hopes of  being able to see  a  little f4rther. 

"Principal rivers don’t tink it's got any name. Principal t%wns—why, wh1t   are 

those  creatures, making  —there   are n#ne. Principal m%untains—I'm on the 

only one, but I h#ney  d%wn  there? They  c2n't be bees—nobody  ever  s3w  

bees  a  mile off, you know—" and  for  s#me time she st$$d silent, w1tching  one  

of  them that was bustling ab%ut am#ng the fl%wers, poking  its  proboscis int& 

them, "just  as if it was a regular bee," t@ught  Alice. 

H%wever, this  was  anyting  but  a  regular  bee: in  fact, it  was  an elephant—

—as  Alice  s&&n  f%und  %ut, though  the  idea  quite  t$$k  her breat away at 

first. "And wh1t en@rmous fl%wers they must be!" was her next idea. "S#meting  

like cottages with the r&&fs taken off, and st3lks p5t to them—and  wh1t  

qu1ntities  of  h#ney  they must make! I  tink I'll go d%wn and—no, I won't  

go  just  yet," she went on, checking  herself  just  as  she  was beginning  to  run  

d%wn the hill, and  trying  to  find  s#me  excuse for t4rning shy  so  suddenly. 

"It'll  never  d&  to  go  d%wn  am#ng  them with%ut  a  g$$d long branch to 

brush them away—and wh1t  fun  it'll  be  when  they 2sk me h%w I  liked  my  

w3lk. I  shall say—' Oh, I  liked  it  well  enough —' (here  came the favourite little 

toss of the head), 'only it was so dusty and hot, and the elephants did  tease  so!" 

"I  tink  I'll  go  d%wn the #ther way," she said 2fter a p3use: "and perhaps I 

may visit the elephants later on. Besides, I d& so w1nt to get int& the tird 

Square!" 

So  with  this  excuse  she  ran  d%wn  the  hill  and  jumped  over  the first of the 

six little br$$ks. 

***** 

"Tickets, please!" said  the  Gu2rd, p5tting his head in at the window. In a moment  

everybody  was  holding  %ut  a ticket: they  were  ab%ut  the  same size  as  the 

people, and  quite  seemed  to  fill  the  carriage. 

"N%w  then! Show y@ur ticket, child!" the Gu2rd went on, l$$king angrily at Alice. 

And  a  great  many  voices  3ll  said  together ("like the ch@rus of a song," t@ught 

Alice), "Don’t keep him waiting, child! Why, his time is w!rt a t%usand  

p%unds  a  minute!" 
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"I'm  afraid  I  haven't got one," Alice said in a frightened tone: "there w1sn't a ticket-

office  where I came from." And  again  the  ch@rus of voices went on. "There  

w1sn't  r&&m  for  one  where  she  came  from. The  land  there    is  w!rt  a  

t%usand  p%unds  an  inch!" 

"Don’t make excuses," said the Gu2rd: "you sho5ld have b@ught one from the 

engine-driver." And  once  m@re  the  ch@rus  of  voices  went  on  with "The man 

that drives the engine. Why, the smoke  alone  is  w!rt  a  t%usand  p%unds  a 

puff!" 

Alice  t@ught  to  herself,  "Then  there’s  no  use  in speaking." The voices didn't 

join in this time, as  she  hadn't  spoken, but, to  her  great  surprise, they 

3ll  t@ught  in ch@rus (I  hope  you  understand  wh1t  tinking  in  ch@rus  means 

— for  I  must  confess  that  I  don't), "Better  say  n#ting  at  3ll. Language is 

w!rt  a  t%usand  p%unds  a  w!rd!" 

"I  shall dream ab%ut a  t%usand p%unds  to-night, I know I shall! " t@ught Alice. 

 

All  this time the Gu2rd w1s l$$king at her, first trough a telescope, then trough  

a microscope, and  then  trough  an opera-gl2ss. At l2st he said, "Y@u’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,) "@ught to know which way she's going, even if she d#esn’t  know  

her  own  name!" 
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A Goat, that  w1s  sitting  next  to  the  gentleman  in  white, shut  his  eyes  and 

said in a l%ud voice, "She @ught to know her way to the ticket-office, even if she 

d#esn’t  know  her  alphabet!" 

There was a Beetle sitting next the Goat (it  was  a  very  queer  carriage-f5ll  of 

passengers  3ltogether), and, as the rule seemed  to  be  that  they  sho5ld  3ll 

speak  in  t4rn, he  went  on  with  "She’ll  have  to go back from here as luggage!" 

Alice  co5ldn't  see  wh&  was sitting  beyond the Beetle, but  a h@arse voice spoke 

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

off. 

"It  s%unds  like  a  h@rse," Alice t@ught to herself. And an extremely sm3ll voice, 

close to her ear, said,  

"You might make a joke on that— s#meting ab%ut  'h@rse' and 'h@arse’, you know." 

 Then a very gentle voice in the distance said, "She must be labelled ' Lass, with 

care’ you know——" 

And  2fter  that  #ther  voices  went on ("Wh1t  a  number  of  people  there are 

in  the  carriage!"  t@ught 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  dr3w  the  train  herself  the  rest  of  the  way—" and so on. 

But  the  gentleman  dressed  in  white  paper  leaned  f@rwards  and  whispered  in 

her  ear, "Never  mind  wh1t  they  3ll  say, my dear, but take a ret4rn-ticket every  

time  the  train  stops." 

"Indeed  I  sh2n’t!"  Alice  said  r2ther impatiently. "I don’t belong to this railway 

jo4rney at 3ll—I  was  in  a  w$$d  just  n%w—and  I  wish  I co5ld get back  there!" 

"You might make a joke on that,"   said the little voice close to her ear.  "s#meting 

ab%ut 'you wo5ld if you co5ld,you know." 

"Don’t  tease  so," said Alice, l$$king  ab%ut  in  vain  to  see where the voice came 

from; "if  y@u’re  so  anxious to have a joke made, why don’t you make one y@urself?" 

The  little  voice sighed deeply: it was  very  unhappy, evidently, and Alice wo5ld 

have  said  s#meting  pitying  to c#mfort it, "if  it wo5ld only sigh like #ther people!" 

she t@ught. But this was such a w#nderf5lly sm3ll sigh, that she wo5ldn't have 

heard it at 3ll, if it hadn't c#me  quite close to her ear. The consequence  of  this  

was  that  it  tickled  her  ear very much, and quite t$$k off  her  t@ughts  from  

the  unhappiness  of  the  p@or  little  creature. 

"I know you 2re a friend,"    the little voice went on;  "a dear friend, and an old friend. 

And you won't h4rt me, though I am an insect." 
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"Wh1t  kind  of  insect?" Alice  inquired  a  little  anxiously. Wh1t  she really w1nted  

to know was, whether it co5ld sting or not, but she t@ught this wo5ldn't be quite a 

civil questi#n to 2sk. 

"Wh1t, then you don’t ——" the  little  voice  began, when it was dr%wned by a shrill 

scream from the engine, and everybody jumped up in al2rm, Alice am#ng the rest. 

The  H@rse, wh&  had  p5t  his  head  %ut  of  the  window, quietly drew it in and 

said, "It's  only  a  br$$k  we  have  to  jump over." Everybody  seemed  satisfied 

with this, though Alice  felt  a  little  nervous  at  the  idea  of  trains  jumping at 

3ll. "H%wever, it'll  take  us  int&  the  F@urt Square, that's  s#me c#mfort!" she 

said  to  herself. In  an#ther  moment  she  felt  the  carriage  rise  straight  up int& 

the air, and in her fright she c3ught at the ting nearest to her hand, which 

happened to be the Goat's beard. 

****** 

But  the  beard  seemed  to  melt  away as  she  touched  it, and she f%und herself  

sitting quietly under a tree—while the Gnat (for  that  was  the  insect she  had  

been  t3lking to) was  balancing itself on a twig  just  over her head, and  fanning  

her  with its  wings. 

It  certainly  was  a  very  l2rge Gnat: "ab%ut  the  size  of  a chicken," Alice t@ught. 

Still, she  co5ldn't  feel nervous with it, 2fter they had been t3lking together so 

long. 

"—then  you  don’t  like 3ll insects?" the  Gnat  went  on, as  quietly  as  if n#ting 

had happened. 

"I  like them when they can t3lk," Alice said. "N#ne of them ever t3lk, where I c#me 

from." 

"Wh1t  s@rt  of  insects d& you rejoice in, where you c#me from?" the Gnat inquired. 

"I don't  rejoice  in  insects  at  3ll," Alice explained, "bec1use  I'm r2ther afraid of 

them—at  least  the  l2rge  kinds. But I can tell you the names  of  s#me of them." 

"Of  c@urse  they  answer to  their  names?" the  Gnat  rem2rked  carelessly. 

"I never knew them d& it." 

"Wh1t’s the use of their having names," the Gnat said, "if  they  won't  answer to 

them?" 

"No use to  them," said Alice; "but  it's  usef5l  to  the  people  that  name  them, I 

suppose. If not, why  d&  tings  have names  at  3ll?" 

 

 

32



"I c2n't say," the  Gnat  replied. "F4rther on, in the  w$$d  d%wn  there, they've 

got no names—h%wever, go on  with  y@ur  list  of  insects: y@u’re  wasting  time." 

 

"Well, there’s the H@rse-fly," Alice began, c%unting off the names on her fingers. 

"3ll right," said the Gnat: "h2lf  way  up  that  b5sh, you’ll  see a Rocking-h@rse-

fly, if you  l$$k. It's  made entirely of w$$d, and gets ab%ut by swinging itself from  

branch  to  branch." 

 

"Wh1t  d#es  it  live  on?" Alice   2sked,  with  great  curiosity. 

"Sap and s3wdust," said the Gnat. "Go on with the list." 

Alice  l$$ked  at  the  Rocking-h@rse-fly  with  great  interest, and  made  up her 

mind  that  it  must  have  been  just  repainted, it  l$$ked  so  bright and sticky; 

and then she went on. 

"And  there’s  the  Dragon-fly." 

 
 

"L$$k on the branch ab#ve y@ur head," said the Gnat, "and there you’ll find a 

Snap-drag#n-fly.  Its body is made of plum-p5dding, its wings of holly-leaves, and 

its head is  a  raisin  b4rning in brandy." 

"And  wh1t  d#es  it live on?" Alice 2sked, as bef@re. 
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"Frumenty and mince-pie," the Gnat replied; "and it makes  its  nest in a Christmas-

box." 

"And  then  there’s  the  Butterfly," Alice went on, 2fter she had taken a g$$d 

l$$k  at  the  insect  with  its  head  on  fire, and  had  t@ught  to herself, "I w#nder 

if that's the reas#n insects are so fond of flying int& candles— bec1use they  w1nt  

to  t4rn  int&  Snap-drag#n-flies!" 

"Cr3wling  at  y@ur feet," said the Gnat (Alice  drew  her  feet back in s#me al2rm), 

"you  may observe a Bread-and-butter-fly. Its  wings  are tin slices of bread-

and-butter, its body is a crust, and its head is a lump of s5gar." 

"And  wh1t  d#es  it live on?" 

  

"Weak  tea  with  cream  in it." 

A new difficulty came int& Alice's head. "Supposing it co5ldn't find, any?" she 

suggested 

"Then  it  wo5ld die, of c@urse." 

"But  that  must happen very often," Alice  rem2rked  t@ughtf5lly. 

"It  3lways  happens," said the Gnat. 

After  this, Alice  was silent for a minute or tw&, pondering. The Gnat amused itself  

meanwhile  by  humming  r%und  and  r%und her head: at  l2st it settled again and 

rem2rked, "I suppose  you  don’t  w1nt  to  l&se  y@ur  name?" 

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

"And yet I don’t know," the Gnat went on in a careless tone: "only tink h%w 

c#nvenient  it  wo5ld  be  if you co5ld manage to go  home with%ut it! F@r instance, 

if  the  g#verness  w1nted  to  c3ll  you  to  y@ur  less#ns,  she wo5ld c3ll %ut 'C#me 

here—,and there she wo5ld have to leave off, bec1use there wo5ldn't be any name 

for her to c3ll, and of c@urse you wo5ldn't have to go, you know." 

"That  wo5ld  never  d&, I'm sure," said Alice: "the g#verness  wo5ld never tink 

of  excusing  me  less#ns  for  that. If she co5ldn't remember my name, she’d c3ll  

me 'Miss!  as  the  servants  d&." 
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"Well, if she said 'Miss, and didn't say anyting m@re," the Gnat rem2rked, "of 

c@urse  you’d  miss  y@ur  less#ns. That's  a  joke. I  wish  you  had  made it." 

"Why  d&  you  wish I had made it?" Alice  2sked.  "It's a very bad one." 

But the Gnat only sighed deeply, while tw& l2rge tears came rolling d%wn its 

cheeks. 

"You sho5ldn’t  make  jokes," Alice said, "if  it  makes you so unhappy." 

Then  came  an#ther  of  those  melancholy  little sighs, and  this  time  the  p@or 

Gnat really seemed to have sighed itself away, for, when Alice l$$ked up, there was  

n#ting  wh1tever to  be seen on the twig, and, as  she  was  getting quite chilly  

with  sitting still so long, she got up and w3lked on. 

She very s&&n came to an open field, with a w$$d on the #ther side of it: it 

l$$ked  much  d2rker  than  the l2st w$$d, and Alice felt a  little  timid  ab%ut 

going int& it. H%wever, on  sec#nd  t@ughts, she made up her mind to go on:  

"for I  certainly won't go back," she  t@ught  to  herself, and this was the only way 

to the Eight Square. 

"This  must  be  the w$$d," she  said  t@ughtf5lly  to herself, "where  tings  have  

no names. I w#nder wh1t'll  bec#me  of  my name  when  I  go in? I  sho5ldn’t  like  

to  l&se  it  at  3ll—bec1use  they'd  have  to  give  me  an#ther, and it  wo5ld  be  

3lmost  certain  to be an ugly one. But  then  the  fun wo5ld be, trying to find the 

creature that had got my old name! That's just like the advertisements, you know, 

when people l&se dogs—' answers to the name of "Dash:" had on a br2ss collar'—

just  fancy  c3lling  everyting  you met '‘Alice’, till one of them answered! Only  

they  wo5ldn't  answer  at  3ll, if  they  were  wise." 

She  w1s  rambling  on  in  this  way  when  she  reached  the  w$$d: it  l$$ked 

very c&&l and shady. "Well, at any rate it's a great c#mfort," she said as she 

stepped  under the trees, "2fter being so hot, to get int& the—into the—

into  wh1t?" she  went  on, r2ther surprised at not being able to tink of the w!rd. 

"I mean to get under the—under the—under this, you  know!" p5tting her hand on 

the trunk of the tree. " Wh1t  d#es  it  c3ll  itself, I w#nder? I d& believe it's got no 

name — why, to be sure it hasn't!" 

She  st$$d silent for a minute, tinking: then she suddenly began again. "Then  

it  really  has  happened,  2fter  3ll!  And  n%w, wh&  am I? I will remember, if  I  

can!  I'm  determined  to  d& it!"  But  being determined didn't help her much, and  

3ll  she  co5ld  say, 2fter  a  great  deal of puzzling, was,  "L, I  know it begins  with  

L!" 
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Just  then  a  F3wn  came  w1ndering  by: it  l$$ked  at  Alice  with  its l2rge gentle 

eyes, but didn't seem  at  3ll  frightened. "Here  then! Here  then!" Alice said, as  

she  held  %ut  her  hand  and  tried  to  stroke it; but  it  only st2rted back a little, 

and  then  st$$d l$$king  at  her again. 

"Wh1t  d&  you c3ll y@urself?"  the F3wn said at l2st. Such a soft sweet voice it 

had! 

"I wish I knew!" t@ught p@or Alice. She answered, r2ther sadly, "N#ting, just 

n%w." … 

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

  

Alice  t@ught, but  n#ting  came  of  it. "Please, wo5ld  you  tell  me  wh1t  you  c3ll  

y@urself?" she said timidly. "I  tink  that  might  help  a  little." 

"I'll tell you, if  you’ll c#me a little F4rther on," the F3wn said. "I c2n't remember 

here." 

So  they  w3lked  on  together  trough  the  w$$d,  Alice  with  her  2rms cl2sped  

l#vingly r%und the soft neck of the F3wn, till they came %ut int& an#ther open 

field, and here the F3wn gave a sudden b%und int& the air, and sh$$k  itself  free 

from Alice's 2rms. "I'm a F3wn!" it cried %ut in a voice of delight, "and, dear me!  

y@u’re  a  human child!" A sudden l$$k of al2rm came int&  its  beautif5l  br%wn  

eyes, and  in  an#ther moment  it  had  d2rted  away at f5ll speed. 

Alice  st$$d  l$$king  2fter  it, 3lmost  ready  to  cry  with  vexati#n  at  having 

lost  her  dear  little fellow-traveller so suddenly. "H%wever, I know my name n%w," 

she  said, " that's  s#me  c#mfort. Alice —Alice —I won't forget it again. And n%w, 

which  of  these  finger-posts  @ught  I  to  follow, I w#nder?" 
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It  was  not a very difficult questi#n to answer, as there was only one road trough 

the w$$d, and  the  tw&  finger-posts bot pointed along it. "I'll settle it," Alice  said  

to herself, "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 tw& finger-posts pointing the 

same  way, one m2rked   'TO TWEEDLEDUM'S   H%use, and  the  #ther  'TO the 

H%use OF TWEEDLEDEE. 

"I d& believe," said Alice at l2st, "that  they  live  in  the  same  h%use!  I  w#nder  

I  never  t@ught  of  that  bef@re —But  I  c2n't  stay  there  long. I'll   just  c3ll  and 

say  'H%w  d'ye d&?  and  2sk  them  the  way  %ut of the w$$d. If I co5ld only  

get  to  the  Eight  Square bef@re  it  gets d2rk!" So she w1ndered on, t3lking to 

herself  as  she  went, till, on  t4rning  a  sh2rp c@rner, she came upon tw& fat little 

men, so suddenly that she co5ld not help st2rting back, but in an#ther moment  

she  rec#vered  herself,  feeling  sure  that  they  must  be . . . . . .  
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CHAPTER 4 

TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE. 

 

They  were  standing  under  a  tree, each  with  an 2rm r%und the #ther’s neck, 

and Alice knew which was which in a moment, bec1use one  of  them had 'DUM' 

embroidered on his collar, and the #ther 'DEE. "I suppose they've each got 

'TWEEDLE'  r%und  at  the  back  of  the  collar," she  said  to  herself. 

They st$$d  so  still  that  she  quite  forgot  they  were alive, and she was just  

l$$king  r%und  to see if the w!rd 'TWEEDLE' was written at the back of each 

collar, when she was  st2rtled  by  a  voice  c#ming from the one  m2rked  'DUM. 

  

"If  you  tink  we’re  wax-w!rks," he said, "you  @ught  to pay, you know. Wax-

w!rks  weren't  made  to  be  l$$ked  at  for  n#ting. Noh%w!" 

"Contrariwise," added the one m2rked 'DEE. "if you  tink  we’re  alive, you @ught 

to speak." 

"I'm  sure  I'm  very sorry," was  3ll  Alice  co5ld  say; for the w!rds of the old song  

kept  ringing trough her head like the ticking of a clock, and she co5ld h2rdly  help  

saying  them  %ut  l%ud:— 

"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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"I  know  wh1t  y@u’re  tinking  ab%ut," said Tweedledum: "but it isn't so, noh%w." 

"Contrariwise," c#ntinued Tweedledee, "if  it  was  so, it might be; and if it were 

so, it  wo5ld  be: but  as  it  isn't, it  ain't. That's  logic." 

"I  was tinking," Alice said very politely, "which is the best way %ut of this w$$d: 

it's  getting  so  d2rk. Wo5ld  you  tell  me, please?" 

But  the  fat  little  men  only  l$$ked  at  each  #ther  and  grinned. 

They  l$$ked  so  exactly  like  a  couple  of  great   sch&&lboys,  that  Alice co5ldn't  

help  pointing  her  finger  at Tweedledum, and saying  "First Boy!" 

"Noh%w!" Tweedledum  cried  %ut  briskly, and  shut  his  m%ut  up  again with 

a snap. 

"Next Boy!" said Alice, p2ssing  on  to  Tweedledee,  though  she felt quite certain  

he  wo5ld  only  sh%ut  %ut  "Contrariwise!" and  so  he  did. 

"You’ve  begun wrong!" cried Tweedledum. "The  first ting in a visit is to say 'H%w 

d'ye d&? and  shake hands!" And  here  the  tw&  br#thers gave each #ther a 

hug, and then  they  held  %ut  the  tw&  hands  that  were  free, to shake hands  

with her. 

Alice  did  not  like  shaking  hands  with  either  of  them first, for fear of h4rting  

the  #ther  one's  feelings; so, as  the  best  way  %ut of the difficulty, she t$$k  

hold  of  bot  hands  at once: the next moment they were dancing r%und in a 

ring. This seemed quite natural (she remembered 2fterwards), and she  was  not  

even  surprised  to  hear music playing: it seemed to c#me from the tree under 

which they were dancing, and  it  was  d#ne (as  well  as she co5ld  make  it %ut) 

by  the branches rubbing one across the #ther, like fiddles and  fiddle-sticks. 

"But  it certainly was funny," (Alice said 2fterwards, when she was telling her sister 

the history of  3ll  this,) "to find myself singing   ' Here we go r%und the mulberry 

b5sh.'  I don’t know when I began it, but  s#meh%w  I  felt  as  if  I'd been  singing  

it  a long long time!" 

The  #ther  tw& dancers  were fat, and very s&&n %ut of breat. "F@ur times r%und 

is enough for one dance," Tweedledum panted %ut, and they left off dancing as 

suddenly as they had begun: the music stopped at the same moment. 

Then  they  let  go  of Alice's  hands, and st$$d l$$king at her for a minute: there 

was a r2ther 3wkward p3use, as  Alice  didn't  know h%w to begin a conversati#n  

with  people  she  had  just  been dancing with. "It  wo5ld never d& to say  'H%w 

d'ye d&?'  n%w," she said to herself: "we seem to have got beyond that, 

s#meh%w!" 
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"I  hope  y@u’re  not  much  tired?" she said at l2st. 

"Noh%w. And  tank  you  very  much  f@r  2sking," said Tweedledum. 

"So  much  obliged!" added Tweedledee. "You like poetry?" 

"Ye-es, pretty well—s#me poetry," Alice  said d%ubtf5lly. "Wo5ld  you tell me which  

road  leads  %ut  of  the w$$d?" 

"Wh1t  shall  I  repeat  to  her?" said Tweedledee, l$$king r%und at Tweedledum 

with  great  solemn  eyes,  and  not  noticing  Alice's  questi#n. 

"'The W3lrus and the C2rpenter is the longest," Tweedledum replied, giving his 

br#ther an affecti#nate 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  co5ld, "wo5ld  you  please  tell  me  first  which  road—" 

Tweedledee  smiled  gently, and began again: 

" The sun w1s shining on the sea, 

Shining with 3ll his might: 

He did his very best to make 

The billows sm&&th and bright— 

And this was odd, bec1use it was 

The middle of the night. 

 

The m&&n was shining sulkily, 

Bec1use she t@ught the sun 

Had got no business to be there 

After the day was d#ne— 

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

'To c#me and spoil the fun! 

 

The sea was wet as wet co5ld be, 

The sands were dry as dry. 

You co5ld not see a cl%ud, bec1use 

No cl%ud was in the sky: 
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No birds were flying overhead— 

There were no birds to fly. 

  
The W3lrus and the Carpenter 

Were w3lking close at hand; 

They wept like anyting to see 

Such qu1ntities of sand: 

'If this were only cleared away, 

'They said, 'it wo5ld be grand! 

 

'If seven maids with seven mops 

Swept it for h2lf a year, 

Do you suppose, the W3lrus said, 

'That they co5ld get it clear? 

'I d%ubt it,said the C2rpenter 

 And shed a bitter tear. 

 

'O Oysters, c#me and w3lk with us! 

'The W3lrus did beseech. 

'A pleasant w3lk, a pleasant t3lk, 

Along the briny beach: 

We cannot d& with m@re than f@ur, 

To give a hand to each. 
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The eldest Oyster l$$ked at him, 

But never a w!rd he said: 

The eldest Oyster winked his eye, 

And sh$$k his heavy head— 

Meaning to say he did not ch&&se 

To leave the oyster-bed. 

 

But f@ur young Oysters hurried up, 

All eager for the treat: 

Their coats were brushed, 

their faces w1shed, 

Their sh&es were clean and neat— 

And this was odd, bec1use, you know, 

They hadn't any feet. 

 

F@ur #ther Oysters followed them, 

And yet an#ther f@ur; 

And tick and f2st they came at l2st, 

And m@re, and m@re, and m@re 

All hopping trough the froty waves, 

And scrambling to the sh@re. 

 
The W3lrus and the Carpenter 

W3lked on a mile or so, 

And then they rested on a rock 

C#nveniently low: 

And 3ll the little Oysters st$$d 

And waited in a row. 

 

'The time has c#me,the W3lrus said,' 

To t3lk of many tings: 
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Of sh&es—and ships—and sealing-wax— 

Of cabbages—and kings— 

And why the sea is boiling hot— 

And whether pigs have wings. 

 

'But wait a bit, the Oysters cried, 

'Bef@re we have %ur chat; 

For s#me of us are %ut of breat, 

And 3ll of us are fat!'' 

No hurry! said the C2rpenter. 

They tanked him much for that. 

 

'A loaf of bread, the W3lrus said, 

'Is wh1t we chiefly need: 

Pepper and vinegar besides 

are very g$$d indeed— 

N%w if you are ready, Oysters dear, 

We can begin to feed! 

 

'But not on us! the Oysters cried, 

T4rning a little blue. 
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'After such kindness, that wo5ld be 

A dismal ting to d&!'' 

The night is fine,the W3lrus said.' 

D& you admire the view? 

 

'It was so kind of you to c#me! 

And you are very nice! 

'The C2rpenter said n#ting but' 

Cut us an#ther slice: 

I wish you were not quite so deaf— 

I've had to 2sk you twice!' 

 

'It seems a shame,the W3lrus said, 

'To play them such a trick, 

we’ve br@ught them %ut so f2r, 

And made them trot so quick! 

'The C2rpenter said n#ting but 

'The butter's spread t&& tick! 

 

'I weep for you,the W3lrus said. 

'I deeply sympatize! 

With sobs and tears he s@rted out 

Those of the l2rgest size, 
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Holding his pocket-handkerchief 

Before his streaming eyes. 

'O Oysters, said the C2rpenter, 

'You've had a pleasant run! 

Shall we be trotting home again? 

'But answer came there none— 

And this was scarcely odd, bec1use 

They'd eaten every one." 

"I  like  the  W3lrus  best," said Alice: "bec1use  you  see  he  was  a little sorry for  

the  p@or  oysters." 

"He  ate  m@re  than the C2rpenter, though," said Tweedledee. "You see he held  

his  handkerchief  in  fr#nt, so  that  the C2rpenter co5ldn't c%unt h%w many he 

t$$k: contrariwise." 

"That  was  mean!" Alice said indignantly. "Then I like the C2rpenter best—if he  

didn't  eat  so many as the W3lrus." 

"But he ate as many as he co5ld get," said Tweedledum. 

This w1s a puzzler. After a p3use, Alice began, "Well! They were bot very 

unpleasant characters—" Here she checked herself in s#me al2rm, at hearing 

s#meting  that  s%unded  to  her  like  the   puffing  of  a l2rge steam-engine in 

the w$$d  near  them, though  she  feared  it  was  m@re likely  to  be a wild beast. 

"Are  there any  li#ns  or  tigers  ab%ut here?" she  2sked  timidly. 

"It's only the Red King sn@ring," said Tweedledee. 

"C#me and l$$k at him!" the br#thers cried, and  they  each  t$$k  one  of Alice's  

hands, and  led  her  up  to  where  the  King  w1s  sleeping. 
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"Isn't  he  a  l#vely sight" said Tweedledum. 

Alice  co5ldn't  say  honestly  that  he  was. He  had  a  t3ll  red night-cap on, with 

a tassel, and  he  was  lying  crumpled  up  int&  a  s@rt of untidy heap, and sn@ring 

l%ud—"fit  to  sn@re  his  head off!" as Tweedledum rem2rked. 

"I'm  afraid  he’ll  catch  cold  with lying on the damp gr2ss," said Alice, wh& was  
a  very  t@ughtf5l  little  girl. 

"He's  dreaming n%w," said Tweedledee; "and  wh1t  d&  you tink he's dreaming  

ab%ut?" 

Alice said "Nobody can guess that." 

"Why, ab%ut  you!" Tweedledee exclaimed, clapping his hands triumphantly. 

"And  if  he  left  off dreaming  ab%ut  you, where  d&  you  suppose  you’d  be?" 

"Where I am n%w, of c@urse," said Alice. 

"Not  you!" Tweedledee  ret@rted  contemptuously. "You’d be nowhere. Why, y@u’re  

only  a  s@rt  of  ting  in  his  dream!" 

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

just like a candle!" 

"I  sho5ldn’t!" Alice  exclaimed  indignantly. "Besides,  if  I'm  only  a  s@rt of ting 

in  his dream, wh1t  are you, I  sho5ld  like  to  know?" 

"Ditto," said Tweedledum. 

"Ditto, ditto!" cried Tweedledee. 

He sh%uted  this so l%ud that Alice co5ldn't help saying, "Hush! You’ll be waking 

him, I'm  afraid, if  you  make  so  much  noise." 

"Well, it's  no  use  y@ur  t3lking  ab%ut waking him," said Tweedledum, "when y@u’re  

only  one  of  the  tings  in  his dream. You know very well y@u’re not real." 

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

"You  won't make y@urself a bit realler by crying," Tweedledee rem2rked: "there’s  

n#ting  to  cry ab%ut." 

"If I w1sn't real," Alice said—half-l2ughing  trough  her tears,  it  3ll  seemed so 

ridiculous —"I  sho5ldn’t  be  able  to  cry." 

"I  hope  you  don’t  suppose  those  are real  tears?" Tweedledum  interrupted 

in a tone of great contempt. 
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"I  know  they’re  t3lking  nonsense," Alice  t@ught  to  herself: "and  it's  f&&lish 

to  cry ab%ut it." So  she  brushed  away  her tears, and  went  on  as  cheerf5lly  

as  she  co5ld,  "At  any rate I 'd  better  be  getting %ut of the w$$d, for  really  it's  

c#ming  on very d2rk.  D&  you  tink  it 's  going  to  rain?" 

Tweedledum spread a l2rge umbrella over himself and his br#ther, and l$$ked 

up int& it. 

"No, I don’t  tink  it is," he said: "at  least  not  under here. Noh%w." 

"But  it  may  rain  %utside?" 

"It m1y—if it ch&&ses,"  said  Tweedledee: "we’ve no objecti#n. Contrariwise." 

"Selfish  tings!" t@ught  Alice, and  she  was  just going to say "G$$d-night" and 

leave them, when Tweedledum sprang %ut from under the umbrella, and seized  

her  by  the wrist. 

"D&  you  see  that?" he said, in a voice choking with passi#n, and his eyes 

grew  l2rge  and  yellow  3ll  in  a moment, as  he  pointed  with a trembling finger 

at a  sm3ll  white  ting  lying  under  the  tree. 

"It's only a rattle," Alice said, 2fter a  caref5l  examinati#n  of  the  little  white ting. 

"Not a  rattle-snake, you  know," she added hastily, tinking that he was frightened: 

"only  an  old rattle—quite old and broken." 

 

"I  knew  it  was!" cried Tweedledum, beginning to stamp ab%ut wildly and tear his 

hair. "It's spoilt, of c@urse!" Here  he  l$$ked  at Tweedledee, wh& immediately sat  

d%wn on the gr%und, and tried to hide himself under the umbrella. 

Alice laid her hand upon his 2rm, and said in a s&&thing tone, "You  needn’t  be 

so angry ab%ut an old rattle." 
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"But  it  isn't old!" Tweedledum cried, in  a  greater  fury  than  ever. "It's new, I 

tell you—I b@ught it yesterday—my nice new RATTLE!" and  his voice rose to a 

perfect scream. 

All this time Tweedledee was trying his best to fold up the umbrella, with himself  

in  it: which  was  such  an  extra@rdinary  ting  to d&, that it quite t$$k  off  

Alice's  attenti#n from the angry br#ther. But he co5ldn't quite succeed, 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 m%ut and his l2rge  eyes—"l$$king  

m@re  like  a  fish  than  anyting  else," Alice t@ught. 

"Of  c@urse  you  agree to have a battle?" Tweedledum said  in  a  c2lmer tone. 

"I suppose do," the #ther sulkily replied, as he  cr3wled %ut of the umbrella: 

"only  she  must  help  us  to  dress  up, you know." 

 

So the  tw&  br#thers  went  off  hand-in-hand  int&  the  w$$d, and  ret4rned  in 

a  minute  with  their  2rms  f5ll of  tings  such  as  bolsters,  blankets,  he2rt-

rugs,  table-clots,  dish-c#vers, and  coal-scuttles. "I  hope  y@u’re a g$$d hand  

at  pinning  and  tying  strings?" Tweedledum rem2rked. "Every one of  these  

tings  has  got  to  go  on, s#meh%w or #ther." 

Alice  said  2fterwards  she  had  never  seen  such  a fuss made ab%ut anyting  

in  3ll  her  life—the  way  those  tw&  bustled ab%ut—and the qu1ntity of tings 

they p5t on—and  the  trouble  they gave her in tying strings and f2stening 

buttons—"Really they'll be m@re like bundles of old clothes than anyting else, 

by  the  time  they’re ready!" she  said  to  herself, as  she  arranged a  bolster 

r%und 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  tings  that  

can possibly happen to one in a battle—to get one's head cut off." 

Alice  l2ughed  l%ud: but  she  managed  to  t4rn  it  int&  a  cough, for fear of 

h4rting  his  feelings. 

" D&  I  l$$k  very  pale?" said Tweedledum, c#ming up to have his helmet tied on. 

(He c3lled it a helmet, though  it  certainly l$$ked much m@re like a s3ucepan.) 

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

"I'm very brave generally," he went on in a low voice: "only to-day I happen to 

have  a  headache." 

"And  I've  got  a  t&&t3che!" said Tweedledee, wh&  had overheard the rem2rk. 

"I'm  f2r  w!rse  than you!" 

"Then you’d better not fight to-day," said Alice, tinking it a g$$d opportunity to 

make peace. 

"We must have a bit of a fight, but I don’t care ab%ut going on long," said 

Tweedledum. "Wh1t’s  the  time  n%w?" 

Tweedledee  l$$ked  at  his  w1tch, and said "H2lf-p2st f@ur." 

"Let's fight till six, and then have dinner," said Tweedledum. 

"Very well," the #ther said, r2ther sadly: "and she can w1tch us—only you’d 

better not  c#me  very  close," he added: "I  generally hit everyting I can see—

—when I get really excited." 

"And  I  hit every ting  within reach," cried Tweedledum, "whether I can see it 

or not!" 

Alice  l2ughed.  "You  must  hit  the  trees  pretty  often, I sho5ld tink," she said. 

Tweedledum  l$$ked  r%und him with a satisfied smile. "I don’t suppose," he said, 

"there’ ll be a tree left standing, for ever so f2r r%und, by the time we’ve finished!" 

 "And  3ll  ab%ut  a rattle!" said Alice, still  hoping  to make them a little ashamed 

of  fighting  f@r  such  a  trifle. 

"I  sho5ldn’t  have minded it so much," said Tweedledum, "if it hadn't been a new 

one." 

"I  wish  the monstrous  crow  wo5ld  c#me!"  t@ught  Alice. 
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"There’s  only  one  sw@rd, you  know," Tweedledum said to his br#ther: "but you 

can  have the umbrella—it's quite as sh2rp. Only we must begin quick. It's getting  

as  d2rk  as  it  can." 

"And d2rker," said Tweedledee. 

It  was getting d2rk so suddenly that Alice t@ught there must be a tunderst@rm  

c#ming on. "Wh1t  a  tick black cl%ud that  is!" she said. "And h%w  f2st  it  

c#mes!  Why, I  d&  believe  it's  got wings!" 

"It's the crow!" Tweedledum cried %ut in a shrill voice of al2rm: and the tw& 

br#thers  t$$k  to  their  heels  and  were  %ut  of  sight  in  a moment. 

Alice  ran  a  little way int&  the  w$$d, and stopped  under  a  l2rge  tree. "It can 

never  get at me  here," she t@ught: "it's  f2r  t&&  l2rge to squeeze itself in am#ng 

the trees. But I wish it wo5ldn't flap its wings so—it makes quite a hurricane  in  

the  w$$d— here's   s#mebody's   sh3wl  being   blown  away!" 
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CHAPTER 5. 

WOOL AND WATER. 

 

She  c3ught  the  sh3wl as she spoke, and l$$ked ab%ut for the owner: in an#ther  

moment  the  White Queen, came  running  wildly  trough  the  w$$d, with  bot  

2rms  stretched  %ut  wide, as  if she were flying, and Alice very civilly  went  to  

meet  her  with  the  sh3wl. 

"I'm  very  glad  I  happened  to  be  in  the  way," Alice  said, as  she helped  her 

to  p5t  on  her  sh3wl  again. 

The  White  Queen, only  l$$ked  at  her  in  a  helpless  frightened  s@rt  of  way, 

and  kept repeating  s#meting  in  a  whisper  to  herself  that s%unded like "Bread-

and-butter, bread-and-butter," and Alice felt that if there was to be any 

conversati#n  at  3ll,  she  must  manage  it  herself. So  she  began r2ther timidly: 

"Am I addressing the White Queen,?" 

"Well, yes, if  you  c3ll  that  a-dressing," the Queen, said. "It  isn't  my  noti#n  

of  the  ting, at  3ll." 

Alice  t@ught  it  wo5ld  never  d&  to  have  an  2rgument  at  the  very  beginning 

of  their  conversati#n, so  she  smiled  and said, "If  y@ur Majesty will only tell me  

the  right way to begin, I'll  d&  it  as  well  as  I  can." 

"But I  don’t  w1nt  it  d#ne  at   3ll!" groaned the p@or Queen,. "I've been a-

dressing  myself  for  the  l2st  tw&  h%urs." 

It  wo5ld  have  been  3ll  the better, as  it seemed to Alice, if  she  had  got  s#me 

one else to dress her, she was so dreadf5lly untidy. "Every single ting's cr$$ked," 

Alice  t@ught  to  herself, "and  she's  3ll  over  pins!—May  I  p5t  y@ur  sh3wl  

straight  for  you?"  she  added  al%ud. 

"I don’t know wh1t’s the matter with it!" the Queen, said, in a melancholy 

voice. "It's  %ut  of  temper, I tink. I've  pinned  it  here, and  I've  pinned  it  there, 

but  there’s   no  pleasing  it!" "It  c2n't  go  straight, you  know, if  you  pin  it  3ll 

on one side," Alice said, as  she gently p5t it right for her; "and, me, wh1t a state 

y@ur  hair is  in !" 

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

the  comb yesterday." 

Alice  caref5lly  released  the  brush, and  did  her  best  to  get the hair int& @rder. 

"C#me, you  l$$k  r2ther  better  n%w!" she  said,  2fter  3ltering  most  of the 

pins. "But  really  you  sho5ld  have  a  lady's-maid!" 
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"I'm  sure  I'll  take  you  with  pleasure!" the Queen, said. "Tw#pence a week, and 

jam every #ther day." 

Alice co5ldn't help l2ughing, as  she said, "I  don’t  w1nt  you  to  hire  me—and I 

don’t care for jam." 

"It's very g$$d jam," said the Queen,. 

"Well, I  don’t  w1nt  any  to-day, at  any  rate." 

"You  co5ldn'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  c#me  s#metimes  to  'jam to-day," Alice objected. 

"No, it c2n't," said the Queen,. "It's jam every  #ther  day: to-day isn't 

any  #ther  day, you  know." 

"I  don’t  understand you," said Alice. "It's  dreadf5lly  c#nfusing!" 

"That's  the effect of living backwards," the Queen, said kindly: "it 3lways makes  

one  a  little  giddy  at  first——" 

"Living  backwards!" Alice  repeated in great astonishment. "I never heard of such  

a  ting!" 

"—but  there’s  one  great  advantage  in it, that  one's  memory w!rks bot ways." 

"I'm sure  mine  only  w!rks  one way,"  Alice rem2rked. "I  c2n't  remember tings  

bef@re   they  happen." 

"It's  a  p@or  s@rt of memory that only w!rks backwards," the Queen, rem2rked. 

"Wh1t  s@rt  of  tings  do  you remember best?" Alice ventured  to  2sk. 

"Oh, tings that happened the week 2fter next," the Queen, replied in a careless 

tone. 

"For instance, n%w," she  went  on, sticking  a  l2rge  piece  of  pl2ster  on her 

finger  as  she  spoke, "there’s  the  King's Messenger. He's  in pris#n n%w, being  

punished: and the trial d#esn’t  even  begin till  next  Wednesday: and of c@urse  

the  crime  c#mes  l2st  of  3ll." 
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“Suppose  he  never commits the crime?" said Alice. 

"That  wo5ld  be  3ll  the  better, wo5ldn't  it?" the Queen, said, as she b%und the  

pl2ster  r%und  her  finger  with  a  bit  of  ribb#n. 

Alice felt  there was no denying that. "Of c@urse it wo5ld  be  3ll  the  better," she 

said: "but  it  wo5ldn't  be  3ll  the  better  his  being  punished." 

"Y@u’re  wrong  there, at  any rate," said the Queen,: " were you  ever punished?" 

"Only  for  f3ults," said Alice. 

"And  you  were  3ll  the  better  for it, I  know!" the Queen, said triumphantly. 

"Yes, but  then I had  d#ne the tings I was punished for," said Alice: "that makes  

3ll  the  difference." 

"But if you hadn't d#ne them," the Queen, said, "that wo5ld have been better still; 

better, and better, and better!" Her  voice  went  higher  with  each "better," till  it  

got  quite  to  a squeak  at  l2st. 

Alice was just beginning to say "There’s a mistake s#mewhere —," when the 

Queen, began  screaming, so l%ud that she had to leave the sentence unfinished.  

"Oh, oh, oh!"  sh%uted  the  Queen,, shaking  her  hand  ab%ut  as  if she  w1nted  

to  shake  it  off.  "My  finger's  bleeding!  Oh, oh, oh, oh!" 

Her  screams  were  so  exactly  like  the  whistle  of  a steam-engine, that Alice 

had to  hold  bot  her  hands  over  her  ears. 

"Wh1t  is  the matter?" she said, as s&&n as there was a chance of making 

herself  heard. "Have you  pricked  y@ur  finger?" 

"I  haven't  pricked  it  yet," the Queen, said, "but  I  s&&n  shall—oh, oh, oh!" 

"When d& you expect to d& it?" Alice  2sked, feeling  much  inclined  to  l2ugh. 
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"When  I  f2sten  my  sh3wl  again," the  p@or  Queen, groaned  %ut: "the brooch  

will  c#me  und#ne  directly. Oh, oh!" As  she  said the w!rds the brooch  flew 

open, and  the  Queen, clutched  wildly  at  it, and  tried  to  cl2sp  it  again. 

"Take care!" cried Alice. "Y@u’re holding it 3ll cr$$ked!" And she c3ught at the 

brooch; but  it  was  t&&  late: the pin had slipped, and the Queen, had pricked 

her finger. 

"That  acc%unts  for  the  bleeding, you see," she said to Alice with a smile. "N%w  

you  understand  the  way  tings  happen here." 

"But  why don’t you scream n%w?" Alice  2sked, holding  her  hands  ready  to  p5t  

over  her  ears  again. 

"Why, I've  d#ne  3ll  the  screaming  3lready," said the Queen,. "Wh1t  wo5ld  be 

the  g$$d  of  having it  3ll  over  again?" 

By  this  time  it  was  getting light. "The crow must have flown away, I tink," said 

Alice: "I'm  so  glad it's gone. I  t@ught  it  was  the  night  c#ming  on." 

"I  wish  I could manage to be glad!" the Queen, said. "Only I never can remember 

the rule. You must be very happy, living in this w$$d, and being glad whenever 

you  like!" 

"Only  it  is  so  very  lonely here!" Alice said  in a melancholy voice; and at the 

t@ught  of  her  loneliness  tw&   l2rge  tears   came  rolling  d%wn  her  cheeks. 

"Oh, don’t  go on like that!" cried the p@or Queen,, wringing her hands in despair. 

"C#nsider wh1t a great girl you are. C#nsider wh1t a long way you’ve c#me to-

day. C#nsider wh1t  o’clock it is. C#nsider anyting, only  don’t  cry!" 

Alice  co5ld  not  help  l2ughing  at  this, even in the midst of her tears. "Can you 

keep  from  crying  by  c#nsidering  tings?" she  2sked. 

"That's the  way it's d#ne," the Queen, said with great decisi#n: "nobody can 

d&  tw&  tings  at  once, you  know. Let's C#nsider  y@ur  age to begin with—h%w  

old  are you?" 

"I'm seven and a h2lf exactly." 

"You  needn’t  say  'exactually," the  Queen, rem2rked: "I can believe  it  with%ut  

that. N%w I'll  give  you  s#meting to believe. I'm  just  one  hundred  and  one, five 

m#nts and a day." 

"I  c2n't  believe  that!" said Alice. 

"C2n't you?" the Queen, said in a pitying tone. "Try again: dr3w a long breat, 

and  shut  y@ur  eyes." 
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Alice l2ughed. "There’s no use trying," she said: "one  c2n't  believe impossible 

tings." 

"I  daresay  you  haven't  had  much practice," said the Queen,. "When I was y@ur 

age, I  3lways  did  it  for  h2lf-an-h%ur  a  day. Why, s#metimes  I've  believed as 

many as six impossible tings bef@re breakf2st. There goes the sh3wl again!" 

The  brooch  had  c#me  und#ne  as  she  spoke, and  a sudden gust of wind blew 

the Queen's sh3wl across a little br$$k. The Queen, spread %ut her 2rms again, 

and went  flying  2fter it, and  this time she succeeded in catching it for herself. 

"I've  got  it!" she cried in a triumphant tone. "N%w  you  shall  see me pin  it on 

again, 3ll  by  myself!" 

"Then I  hope  y@ur  finger  is better n%w?" Alice  said  very politely, as she crossed  

the  little  br$$k  2fter  the  Queen,. 

****** 

"Oh, much better! " cried the Queen,, her  voice rising int& a squeak as she went 

on. "Much be-etter!  Be-etter! Be-e-e-etter! Be-e-ehh!" The l2st w!rd ended  in  

a  long bleat, so  like  a  sheep  that  Alice  quite st2rted. 

She  l$$ked  at  the  Queen,, wh&  seemed  to  have  suddenly wrapped herself up 

in w$$l. Alice rubbed  her  eyes, and  l$$ked  again. She  co5ldn't  make  %ut wh1t 

had happened at 3ll.  Was she in a shop? And was  that really—was it really 

a  sheep  that  was  sitting  on  the  #ther  side  of the c%unter? Rub as she  wo5ld, 

she  co5ld  make  n#ting  m@re  of  it: she  was  in  a  little  d2rk shop, leaning  

with  her  elbows  on  the c%unter, and opposite to her  was an old  Sheep, sitting  

in  an  2rm-chair knitting, and  every n%w and then leaving off to  l$$k  at  her  

trough  a  great  pair  of  spectacles. 
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"Wh1t is it you w1nt to buy?" the Sheep said at l2st, l$$king up for a moment 

from  her  knitting. 

"I  don't  quite  know yet," Alice said very gently. "I  sho5ld  like  to  l$$k  3ll  r%und  

me  first, if I  might." 

"You  may  l$$k in fr#nt of you, and  on  bot  sides, if  you like," said the Sheep;  

"but  you  c2n't  l$$k  3ll  r%und you—unless  you’ve  got eyes at the back of  y@ur 

head." 

But these, as it happened, Alice had  not  got: so she contented herself with 

t4rning  r%und, l$$king  at  the  shelves  as  she  came  to  them. 

The shop seemed to  be  f5ll  of  3ll  manner of curious things—but the oddest 

p2rt of it 3ll was, that  whenever  she  l$$ked  h2rd  at  any shelf, to make %ut 

exactly  wh1t  it  had  on  it, that  p2rticular  shelf  was  3lways quite empty: 

though   the   #thers   r%und   it   were  cr%wded  as  f5ll  as  they  co5ld  hold. 

Things  flow  ab%ut  so here!"  she  said  at  l2st  in  a  plaintive  tone, 2fter  she 

had spent a minute or so in vainly p4rsuing a l2rge bright  ting,  that  l$$ked 

s#metimes  like  a  doll  and  s#metimes  like  a  w!rk-box, and  was  3lways  in  

the shelf next ab#ve the one she was l$$king at. "And this one is the most 

provoking of 3ll—but  I'll tell you wh1t—" she  added,  as  a  sudden  t@ught struck  

her, "I'll  follow  it  up  to  the  very  top  shelf  of  3ll.  It'll  puzzle it to go trough  

the  ceiling, I expect!" 

But  even  this  plan failed: the 'ting'  went  trough  the  ceiling  as  quietly as 

possible, as  if  it  were  quite  used  to  it. 

"Are you  a  child  or  a  teetotum?"  the  Sheep  said, as  she  t$$k  up an#ther  

pair of needles. "You’ll make me giddy s&&n, if you go on t4rning r%und  like that." 

She  was  n%w  w!rking  with  f@urteen pairs  at  once, and Alice  co5ldn't  help  

l$$king  at  her  in  great  astonishment. 

"H%w can  she  knit  with  so many?" the  puzzled  child  t@ught  to  herself.  "She  

gets  m@re  and  m@re  like  a  p@rcupine  every  minute!" 

"Can  you row?" the  Sheep  2sked,  handing her  a  pair  of  knitting-needles  as 

she  spoke. 

"Yes, a little—but not on land—and  not  with  needles——" Alice was beginning 

to say, when  suddenly  the needles  t4rned  int&  @ars in her hands, and she 

f%und  they were in a little boat, gliding along between banks: so there was 

n#ting  for  it  but  to  d&  her  best. 

"Feather!" cried  the  Sheep, as  she  t$$k  up  an#ther  pair  of  needles. 

 

56



This  didn't  s%und  like a rem2rk that needed any answer, so Alice said n#ting, 

but p5lled away. There  was s#meting  very  queer  ab%ut  the  w3ter, she  

t@ught, as every n%w and then the @ars got stuck f2st in it, and wo5ld h2rdly 

c#me  %ut  again. 

"Feather!  Feather!" the Sheep cried again, taking m@re needles. "You’ll be 

catching  a  crab  directly." 

"A  dear  little  crab!" t@ught Alice. "I  sho5ld  like  that." 

"Didn't  you  hear  me  say ' Feather'?" the  Sheep  cried  angrily, taking up quite  

a  bunch of needles. 

"Indeed I did," said Alice: "you’ve said it very often——and very l%ud. Please, where  

are the  crabs?" 

"In  the  w3ter, of  c@urse!" said the Sheep, sticking  s#me  of the needles int& her  

hair, as  her  hands  were f5ll.  "Feather, I  say!" 

"Why  d&  you  say  'Feather' so  often?" Alice  2sked  at  l2st, r2ther vexed. "I'm 

not a bird!" 

"You are," said the Sheep: "y@u’re  a  little g&&se." 

This  offended  Alice  a  little, so  there  was  no  m@re  conversati#n  for a minute 

or  tw&, while  the  boat glided gently on, s#metimes am#ng beds of weeds (which 

made the @ars stick f2st in the w3ter, w!rse than ever), and s#metimes under 

trees, but 3lways with the same t3ll river-banks fr%wning over their heads. 

"Oh, please! There are  s#me  scented  rushes!"  Alice cried in a sudden transp@rt  

of  delight. "There really are —and  such  beauties!" 

"You  needn’t  say ' please'  to  me  ab%ut  'em," the Sheep said, with%ut l$$king 

up from her knitting:  "I  didn't  p5t  'em there, and I'm not going to take 'em away." 

"No, but  I  meant— please, may  we  wait  and  pick  s#me?" Alice pleaded. "If you 

don’t mind stopping the boat f@r a minute." 

"H%w am I to stop it?" said the Sheep. "If you leave off rowing, it'll stop of itself." 

So the  boat  was  left  to  drift  d%wn  the  stream  as  it  wo5ld, till  it  glided  gently 

in am#ng the waving rushes. And then the little sleeves were caref5lly rolled up, 

and the little 2rms were plunged in elbow-deep, to get hold of the rushes  a  g$$d  

long way d%wn bef@re breaking them off—and  for  a  while Alice forgot  3ll  ab%ut 

the Sheep and  the  knitting, as  she  bent  over  the side of the boat, with  just  

the ends  of her  tangled  hair  dipping int& the w3ter— while with bright  eager  

eyes  she  c3ught  at one bunch  2fter an#ther of the d2rling scented rushes. 
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"I  only  hope  the  boat  won't  tipple  over!" she  said  to  herself. "Oh, wh1t a l#vely 

one! Only I co5ldn't quite reach it." And it certainly did seem a little provoking 

("3lmost  as  if  it  happened  on  p4rp#se," she t@ught) that, though she  managed  

to  pick plenty of beautif5l rushes as the boat glided by, there was  3lways  a  

m@re  l#vely  one  that  she  co5ldn't  reach. 

"The  prettiest  are  3lways F4rther!" she said at l2st, with a sigh at the obstinacy 

of the rushes in growing so f2r off, as, with flushed cheeks and dripping hair 

and hands, she scrambled back int& her place, and began to arrange  her  new-

f%und  treasures.Wh1t  mattered  it  to  heer  just  then  that  the  rushes  had  

begun  to fade, and to  l&se  3ll their scent and beauty, from the very moment 

that she picked them? Even real scented rushes, you know, l2st only a very little 

while —and these, being dream-rushes, melted away 3lmost like snow, as they 

lay in heaps at her feet——but Alice h2rdly noticed this, there were so many 

#ther curious  tings  to  tink  ab%ut. 

They  hadn't  gone  much  f2rther  bef@re  the  blade  of  one of the @ars got stuck 

f2st in  the  w3ter  and  wo5ldn't  c#me %ut again (so Alice explained it 2fterwards), 

and the consequence  was  that  the  handle  of  it c3ught her under the chin, and, 

in  spite  of  a  series  of  little  shrieks  of 'Oh, oh, oh!  from p@or Alice, it swept 

her straight  off  the  seat, and d%wn am#ng the heap of rushes.H%wever, she  

w1sn't  a  bit  h4rt, and  was  s&&n  up  again: the Sheep went on  with  her  

knitting  3ll  the  while, just  as  if  n#ting  had happened. "That was  a  nice crab 

you c3ught!" she  rem2rked, as  Alice got back int& her place, very much  relieved  

to  find  herself  still  in  the  boat. 

"Was  it? I  didn't  see  it," said Alice, peeping  c2utiously over the side of the boat  

int&  the  d2rk w3ter. "I  wish  it  hadn't  let  go—I  sho5ld  so  like a little crab  to  

take  home with me!" But the  Sheep  only  l2ughed  sc@rnf5lly, and went on with 

her knitting. 
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"Are  there  many  crabs  here?" said Alice. 

"Crabs, and  3ll  s@rts  of  tings," said  the  Sheep: "plenty of choice, only make  

up  y@ur  mind. N%w, wh1t  d&  you  w1nt  to  buy?" 

"To  buy!" Alice  echoed  in  a  tone  that  was  h2lf  astonished  and  h2lf  frightened 

—for the @ars, and the boat, and the river, had vanished  3ll in a moment, and  she  

was  back  again  in  the  little  d2rk  shop. 

"I  sho5ld  like  to  buy  an egg, please," she said timidly. "H%w d& you sell them?" 

" Fivepence  f2rthing  for  one— tw#pence  for  tw&," the  Sheep replied. 

"Then tw&  are cheaper  than one?" Alice  said  in  a  surprised  tone, taking %ut 

her p4rse. 

"Only  you  must  eat  them  bot, if  you  buy  tw&," said the Sheep. 

"Then I'll have one, please," said Alice, as she p5t the m#ney d%wn on the c%unter. 

For  she  t@ught  to  herself, "They  mightn't  be  at   3ll  nice, you know." 

The  Sheep  t$$k  the  m#ney, and  p5t  it  away in a box: then she said "I never 

p5t  tings  int&  people's  hands—that  wo5ld  never d&—you must get it for 

y@urself." And so  saying, she  went  off to the #ther end of the shop, and set the 

egg upright  on  a  shelf. 
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"I  w#nder  why  it  wo5ldn't  d&?" t@ught  Alice, as   she  groped  her  way am#ng 

the  tables  and  chairs, for  the  shop  was very d2rk  tow3rds  the end. "The 

egg  seems  to  get f4rther away  the  m@re  I  w3lk  tow3rds it. Let me see, is 

this a chair? Why, it's got branches, I declare! H%w very odd to find trees 

growing here! And  actually  here’s  a  little  br$$k! Well, this is the very queerest  

shop  I  ever  s3w!" 

 ***** 

So  she  went on, w#ndering  m@re and m@re  at  every step, as everyting t4rned  

int&  a  tree  the  moment  she  came  up  to  it, and  she  quite expected the egg 

to d& the same. 
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CHAPTER 6. 

HUMPTY DUMPTY. 

 

H%wever, the  egg  only  got  l2rger  and  l2rger, and m@re and m@re human: when  

she  had c#me within a few y2rds  of  it, she  saw  that  it  had  eyes  and  a nose 

and m%ut; and  when  she  had  c#me close  to  it, she  saw clearly that it  

was HUMPTY DUMPTY himself. "It  c2n't be anybody else!" she said to herself. 

"I'm  as  certain  of  it, as  if  his  name  were  written  3ll  over  his  face." 

It might have been written a hundred times, easily, on that en@rmous face. Humpty 

Dumpty  was  sitting  with  his  legs  crossed, like a  T4rk, on  the top of a high 

wall—such  a  narrow  one  that  Alice  quite  w#ndered  h%w he co5ld keep his 

balance—and, as  his  eyes  were  steadily  fixed  in  the  opposite directi#n, and  

he  didn't  take  the least notice of her, she t@ught he must be a stuffed  fig4re  2fter  

3ll. 

"And h%w exactly like an egg he is!" she said al%ud, standing with her hands 

ready to catch him, for she was every moment expecting him to f3ll. 

"It's  very  provoking," Humpty Dumpty said 2fter a long silence, l$$king away 

from  Alice  as  he spoke, "to  be  c3lled  an  egg—very!" 

"I said you  l$$ked  like an egg, Sir," Alice gently explained. "And s#me eggs are 

very pretty, you know," she added, hoping to t4rn her rem2rk int& a s@rt of 

compliment. 

"S#me people," said Humpty Dumpty, l$$king away from her as usual, "have no 

m@re sense  than  a  baby!" 

Alice  didn't  know  wh1t  to  say  to  this: it   w1sn't   at   3ll  like  conversati#n, 

she  t@ught,  as  he  never  said anyting to  her;  in  fact, his  l2st  rem2rk  was 

evidently addressed to a tree—so  she  st$$d  and  softly  repeated  to herself:— 

"Humpty Dumpty sat on a w3ll: 

Humpty Dumpty had a great f3ll. 

All the King's h@rses and 3ll the King's men 

Co5ldn't p5t Humpty Dumpty in his place again." 

"That  l2st  line  is  much  t&&  long  for  the poetry," she added, 3lmost %ut l%ud, 

forgetting  that Humpty Dumpty wo5ld hear her. 

"Don’t  stand  chattering  to y@urself like that," Humpty Dumpty said, l$$king at 

her  for  the  first  time, "but  tell  me  y@ur  name  and  y@ur  business." 

"My  name  is  Alice, but—" 
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"It's  a  stupid name enough!" Humpty Dumpty interrupted impatiently. "Wh1t d#es  

it  mean?" 

"Must  a  name  mean  s#meting?" Alice  2sked d%ubtf5lly. 

"Of  c@urse  it  must," Humpty Dumpty said  with  a  sh@rt  l2ugh: "my name means  

the  shape  I am— and  a  g$$d  hands#me shape  it  is, t&&. With a name  like 

y@urs, you  might  be  any  shape, 3lmost." 

"Why d& you sit %ut here 3ll alone?" said Alice, not wishing to begin an 2rgument. 

"Why, bec1use  there’s  nobody  with  me!" cried Humpty Dumpty. "Did  you tink  

I didn't  know  the  answer  to  tat?  Ask an#ther." 

"Don’t  you  tink  you’d  be  safer  d%wn  on the gr%und?" Alice went on, not 

with  any  idea  of making an#ther riddle, but simply in her g$$d-natured anxiety  

for  the  queer creature. "That  w3ll  is  so  very  narrow!" 

"Wh1t tremendously easy riddles you 2sk!" Humpty Dumpty gr%wled %ut. "Of 

c@urse  I  don’t  tink so! Why, if ever I  did  f3ll  off—which  there’s  no  chance 

of—but  if  I did—' Here  he  p4rsed  up  his  lips, and  l$$ked  so  solemn and grand  

that  Alice  co5ld  h2rdly  help  l2ughing. "If  I did  f3ll," he went on, "the King  

has  promised  me—2h, you  may  t4rn  pale, if  you  like!  You  didn't  tink I was  

going to say that, did you? The King has promised me—with his very own m%ut 

—to—to—" 

"To  send  3ll  his  h@rses  and  3ll  his men," Alice  interrupted, r2ther unwisely. 

"N%w I declare that's t&& bad!" Humpty Dumpty cried, breaking int& a sudden 

passi#n. "You’ve been listening at d@ors—and behind trees—and d%wn 

chimneys —or  you  co5ldn't  have  known it!" 

"I  haven't, indeed!" Alice  said  very  gently. "It's  in  a  b$$k." 

"Ah, well! They may write such tings in a  b$$k," Humpty Dumpty said in a 

c2lmer tone. "That's  wh1t  you  c3ll  a  History  of  England, that  is. N%w,  take  

a  g$$d  l$$k at me!  I'm  one  that  has  spoken  to  a  King, I  am: mayhap you’ll 

never  see such an#ther: and  to show you I'm not pr%ud, you may shake hands  

with  me!" And  he  grinned  3lmost from ear to ear, as  he  leant  f@rwards (and  

as nearly as possible fell off the w3ll in d&ing so ) and offered Alice  his  hand. 

62



  

She  w1tched  him  a  little  anxiously as  she  t$$k it. "If  he  smiled  much m@re, 

the  ends  of  his m%ut  might  meet  behind," she  t@ught: "and then I don’t  

know  wh1t  wo5ld  happen to his head!  I'm  afraid  it  wo5ld  c#me  off!" 

"Yes, 3ll  his  h@rses  and  3ll his men," Humpty Dumpty went on. "They'd pick 

me  up  again  in  a  minute, they  wo5ld!  H%wever, this  conversati#n  is  going 

on a little  t&&  f2st: let's  go  back to the  l2st  rem2rk  but one." 

"I'm  afraid  I  c2n't  quite  remember it," Alice  said very  politely. 

"In  that  case  we st2rt fresh," said Humpty Dumpty, "and it's my t4rn to ch&&se  

a subject——" ("He  t3lks ab%ut it just as if it was a game!" t@ught Alice.) "So  

here’s  a  questi#n  for  you. H%w  old  did  you  say  you  were?" 

Alice  made  a  sh@rt  calculati#n, and said  "Seven  years  and  six  m#nts." 

"Wrong!" Humpty Dumpty exclaimed triumphantly. "You never said a w!rd like it!" 

"I  t@ught  you  meant  'H%w  old  are you?" Alice  explained. 

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

Alice didn't w1nt to begin  an#ther  2rgument, so  she said n#ting. 

"Seven years and six m#nts!" Humpty Dumpty repeated t@ughtf5lly. "An 

unc#mfortable s@rt  of  age.  N%w  if  you’d  2sked  my advice, I'd  have said ' Leave  

off  at  seven'—but  it's  t&&  late  n%w." 
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"I never  2sk  advice  ab%ut  growing," Alice said indignantly. 

"T&&  pr%ud?" the  #ther enquired. 

Alice  felt  even  m@re  indignant  at  this  suggesti#n. "I  mean," she said, "that 

one  c2n't  help  growing  older." 

"One  c2n't, perhaps," said Humpty Dumpty, "but  tw&  can. With proper 

assistance, you  might  have left off at seven." 

"Wh1t  a  beautif5l  belt  you’ve got on!" Alice  suddenly  rem2rked. (They  had had  

quite  enough  of  the  subject  of  age,  she  t@ught: and  if  they really were  to  

take  t4rns  in  ch&&sing  subjects, it  was  her  t4rn  n%w.) "At least," she 

corrected herself on sec#nd  t@ughts, "a  beautif5l  cravat, I  sho5ld have said—

no, a  belt, I mean—I  beg  y@ur  p2rd#n!"  she added in dism1y, for Humpty 

Dumpty  l$$ked  t#roughly offended, and she  began  to  wish she hadn't  chosen  

that subject. "If  only I  knew," she  t@ught  to  herself, "which was neck and which  

was waist!" 

Evidently Humpty Dumpty  was  very angry, though  he  said  n#ting for a minute 

or  tw&. When he did  speak  again, it  was  in  a  deep  gr%wl. 

"It is a—most—provoking—ting," he  said  at  l2st, "when  a  pers#n  d#esn’t 

know  a  cravat  from  a  belt!" 

"I know it's very ignorant of me," Alice said, in so humble a tone that Humpty 

Dumpty relented. 

"It's a cravat, child, and  a  beautif5l  one, as  you  say. It's a present from the 

White King and Queen,. There n%w!" 

"Is it really?" said Alice, quite pleased to find that she  had  chosen  a  g$$d 

subject, 2fter  3ll. 

"They gave it me," Humpty Dumpty  c#ntinued  t@ughtf5lly,  as  he  crossed  one 

knee  over  the  #ther  and  cl2sped his hands r%und it, "they gave it me—for an  

un-birtday  present." 

"I beg  y@ur  p2rd#n?" Alice  said  with  a  puzzled  air. 

"I'm not offended," said Humpty Dumpty. 

"I  mean, wh1t  is  an  un-birtday  present?" 

"A  present  given when it  isn't  y@ur  birtday, of c@urse." 
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Alice c#nsidered a little. "I  like  birtday  presents best," she  said  at  l2st. 

"You don’t know wh1t y@u’re t3lking ab%ut!" cried Humpty Dumpty. "H%w many 

days  are there  in  a  year?" 

"tree  hundred  and  sixty-five," said Alice. 

"And  h%w  many  birtdays  have  you?" 

"One." 

"And  if  you  take  one  from  tree  hundred  and  sixty-five, wh1t  remains?" 

"tree hundred and sixty-f@ur, of c@urse." 

Humpty Dumpty l$$ked  d%ubtf5l. "I'd  r2ther  see  that  d#ne on paper," he said. 

Alice  co5ldn't  help  smiling  as  she  t$$k out  her  memorandum-b$$k, and 

w!rked  the  sum  for  him: 

3 6 5 
  1 

3 6 4 

 

Humpty Dumpty t$$k the b$$k, and l$$ked at it caref5lly. "That seems to be 

d#ne  right—" he began. 

"Y@u’re  holding  it  upside  d%wn!" Alice interrupted. 

"To  be  sure  I  was!" Humpty Dumpty said gaily, as  she t4rned it r%und for him. 

"I  t@ught  it  l$$ked  a little  queer. As  I  was saying, that  seems  to  be  d#ne 

right— though I haven't  time  to  l$$k  it  over  t#roughly just n%w—and  that 

shows  that  there  are  tree  hundred  and  sixty-f@ur days  when  you  might  

get un-birtday  presents—" 

"certainly," said Alice. 

"And  !nly  one  for  birtday  presents, you  know. There’s  gl@ry  for  you!" 

"I don’t know  wh1t  you  mean  by  'glory," Alice said. 

Humpty Dumpty smiled contemptuously. "Of  c@urse  you  don't—till I tell you. I 

meant ' there's  a  nice  knock-d%wn  2rgument  f@r  you!" 

"But  'gl@ry'  d#esn’t  mean  'a  nice knock-d%wn 2rgument,"  Alice objected. 

"When  I  use  a  w!rd," Humpty Dumpty said  in  r2ther  a  sc@rnf5l tone, "it means  

just  wh1t  I  ch&&se  it  to  mean— neither  m@re  n@r  less." 

 

 

65



"The questi#n is," said Alice, "whether you  can  make w!rds mean so many 

different tings." 

"The  questi#n  is," said Humpty Dumpty, "which  is  to  be  m2ster—that's  3ll." 

Alice  was  t&&  much puzzled to say anyting, so 2fter a minute Humpty Dumpty 

began again. "They've a temper, s#me of them—particularly verbs, they’re the 

pr%udest—adjectives you can d& anyting with, but not verbs—h%wever, I can 

manage the whole lot of them!  Impenetrability! That's wh1t I say!" 

"Wo5ld  you  tell  me, please," said Alice, "wh1t  that  means?" 

"N%w  you  t3lk like a reas#nable child," said Humpty Dumpty, l$$king very much 

pleased. "I meant by 'impenetrability' that we’ve had enough of that subject, and  

it  wo5ld  be  just  as  well  if  you’d  menti#n  wh1t  you  mean to d& next, as  I  

suppose  you  don’t  mean  to stop  here  3ll  the rest of y@ur  life." 

"That's a  great  deal  to  make  one  w!rd  mean," Alice said in a  t@ughtf5l  tone. 

"When I  make  a w!rd d& a lot of w!rk like that," said Humpty Dumpty, "I 3lways 

pay it extra." 

"Oh!" said  Alice. She  was  t&&  much  puzzled  to  make  any  #ther  rem2rk. 

"2h, you  sho5ld  see 'em  c#me  r%und  me  of  a  Saturday night," Humpty Dumpty 

went on, wagging his head gravely from side to side: "for to get their wages,  you  

know." (Alice didn't venture to 2sk  wh1t  he  paid  them  with; and so  you  see  

I  c2n't tell you.) 

"You  seem  very  clever  at  explaining  w!rds, Sir," said Alice. "Wo5ld you kindly 

tell me the meaning of the  poem  c3lled  'Jabberwocky'?" 

"Let's hear it," said Humpty Dumpty. "I  can  explain  3ll  the  poems  that ever 

were invented and a  g$$d  many  that  haven't  been  invented  just  yet." 
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This  s%unded  very  hopef5l, so  Alice  repeated  the  first  verse: 

"’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  h2rd  w!rds there. 'Brillig'  means  f@ur o’clock in the 2ftern&&n—the  time 

when you  begin  broiling  tings  for dinner." 

"That'll  d&  very  well," said  Alice: "and  'slithy' ?" 

"Well, 'slithy'  means  'lithe  and  slimy. 

'Lite' is  the  same as 'active. You  see  it's  like  a  p@rtmanteau — there  are tw& 

meanings  packaged  up  int&  one w!rd." 

"I  see  it  n%w," Alice  rem2rked  t@ughtf5lly: "and  wh1t  are 'toves'?" 

"Well, 'toves'   are  s#meting  like  badgers—they’re  s#meting  like  lizards—and 

they’re  s#meting  like c@rkscrews." 

"They  must  be  very curious-l$$king  creatures." 

"They are that," said Humpty Dumpty: "3lso  they  make  their  nests under sun-

dials—3lso  they  live  on  cheese." 

"And  wh1t’s  to  'gyre' and  to 'gimble' ?" 
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"To  'gyre'  is  to  go r%und  and  r%und  like  a  gyroscope. To 'gimble' is to make 

holes  like  a  gimblet." 

"And  'the wabe'  is the gr2ss-plot r%und a sun-dial, I suppose?" said Alice, 

surprised  at  her  own  ingenuity. 

"Of  c@urse  it  is. It's  c3lled 'wabe, you  know, bec1use  it  goes  a  long way bef@re  

it, and a long way behind it—" 

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

"Exactly so. Well then, 'mimsy'  is 'flimsy and miserable' (there’s an#ther 

portmanteau for you). And  a  'borogove'  is  a  tin  shabby-l$$king bird  with its 

feathers  sticking  %ut  3ll  r%und— s#meting like a live mop." 

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

of trouble." 

"Well, a  'rat'  is  a  s@rt  of green pig: but 'mome'  I'm  not  certain  ab%ut. I tink 

it's  sh@rt  for  'from  home'—meaning  that  they'd  lost  their  way, you  know." 

"And wh1t  d#es  '%utgrabe' mean?" 

"Well, '%utgrabing'  is  s#meting  between bellowing and whistling, with a kind 

of sneeze in the middle: h%wever, you’ll  hear  it  d#ne, maybe—d%wn in the w$$d 

yonder—and when you’ve once heard it you’ll be quite content. Wh&’s been 

repeating  3ll  that  h2rd  stuff  to  you?" 

"I read it in a b$$k," said Alice. "But I had s#me poetry repeated to me, much 

easier  than  that, by— Tweedledee, I  tink  it  was." 

"As  to  poetry, you  know," said Humpty Dumpty, stretching  %ut  one  of his great 

hands, "I  can repeat  poetry  as  well  as  #ther folk, if it c#mes to that—" 

"Oh, it needn’t c#me to that!" Alice hastily said, hoping to keep him from 

beginning. 

"The  piece  I'm  going to repeat," he  went  on  with%ut noticing her rem2rk, 

"was  written  entirely  for  y@ur  amusement." 

Alice  felt  that  in  that  case  she  really  @ught  to listen to it, so she sat d%wn, 

and said "tank  you" r2ther sadly. 

"In winter, when the fields 2re white, 

I sing this song f@r y@ur delight 

. . . only I don’t sing it," he added, as an explanati#n. 

"I  see  you  don’t," said Alice. 
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"If you can  see whether I'm singing  or  not, you’ve sh2rper eyes than most," 

Humpty Dumpty  rem2rked  severely. Alice  was  silent. 

"In spring, when w$$ds 2re getting green, 

                                        I'll try and tell you wh1t I mean." 

 

Thank you very much," said Alice. 

" In summer, when the days are long, 

Perhaps you’ll understand the song: 

In 3utumn, when the leaves are br%wn, 

Take pen and ink, and write it d%wn. 

"I will, if I can remember it so long," said Alice. 

"You  needn’t  go  on  making  rem2rks  like  that," Humpty Dumpty said: "they’re 

not sensible, and  they  p5t  me  %ut." 

"I sent a message to the fish: 

I told them 'This is wh1t I wish. 

The little fishes of the sea, 

They sent an answer back to me. 

The little fishes' answer was 

'We cannot d& it, Sir, bec1use—'" 

 

"I'm afraid I don t quite understand," said Alice. 

"It gets easier f4rther on," Humpty Dumpty replied. 

"I sent to them again to say 

 'It will be better to obey. 

 The fishes answered with a grin 

'Why, wh1t a temper you are in! 

 I told them once, I told them twice: 

They wo5ld not listen to advice. 

 I t$$k a kettle l2rge and new, 

Fit for the deed I had to d&. 

 My he2rt went hop, my he2rt went tump; 
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I filled the kettle at the pump. 

 Then s#me one came to me and said, 

'The little fishes are in bed. 

I said to him, I said it plain, 

'Then you must wake them up again 

I said it very l%ud and clear; 

I went and sh%uted in his ear." 

 

 

 

Humpty Dumpty raised  his  voice  3lmost  to  a  scream  as  he  repeated this 

verse, and  Alice  t@ught  with a shudder, "I wo5ldn't have been the messenger 

for  anyting!" 

"But he was very stiff and pr%ud; 

He said ‘You needn’t sh%ut so l%ud! 

And he was very pr%ud and stiff; 

He said 'I'd go and wake them, if——' 

I t$$k a  c@rkscrew from the shelf: 

I went to wake them up myself. 

And when I f%und the d@or was locked, 

I p5lled and p5shed and kicked and knocked. 

And when I f%und the d@or w1s shut, 

I tried to t4rn the handle, but——" 

 

 

 

 

70



 

There  was  a  long  p3use. 

"Is  that  3ll?" Alice timidly 2sked. 

"That's  3ll," said Humpty Dumpty. "G$$dbye." 

This w1s r2ther sudden, Alice t@ught: but, 2fter such a  very  strong  hint  that 

she  @ught  to  be  going, she  felt  that  it  wo5ld  h2rdly  be civil to stay. So  she  

got up, and held %ut her hand. "G$$d-bye, till we meet again!" she said as  

cheerf5lly  as  she co5ld. 

"I sho5ldn’t know you again if we  did  meet," Humpty Dumpty replied in a 

discontented tone, giving her one of his fingers to shake; "y@u’re so exactly like 

#ther  people." 

"The  face  is  wh1t  one  goes  by, generally," Alice rem2rked in a  t@ughtf5l tone. 

"That's  just  wh1t  I  complain of," said Humpty Dumpty. "Y@ur face  is  the  same 

as everybody has—the  tw&  eyes, so—" (m2rking  their places in the air with his 

tumb) "nose  in  the  middle, m%ut  under. It's  3lways the same. N%w if you  

had  the  tw& eyes  on  the  same side of the nose, for instance—or the m%ut  at  

the top—that  wo5ld  be  s#me help." 

"It  wo5ldn't  l$$k  nice," Alice objected. But Humpty Dumpty only  shut  his  eyes 

and said "Wait  till  you’ve  tried." 

Alice  waited  a  minute  to  see  if  he  wo5ld  speak again, but  as  he never 

opened his  eyes  or   t$$k  any  f4rther notice  of  her, she  said "G$$d-bye!" 

once m@re, and, getting no answer to this, she quietly w3lked away: but she 

co5ldn't help saying to herself as she went, "Of  3ll  the  unsatisfactory—" (she 

repeated  this  al%ud, as  it  was  a great  c#mfort  to  have such  a  long  w!rd to 

say) "of 3ll the unsatisfactory people I ever met—" She never finished the 

sentence, for  at  this  moment  a  heavy crash sh$$k the forest from end to end. 
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CHAPTER 7 

THE LION AND THE UNICORN. 

 

The  next  moment  soldiers  came  running  trough  the  w$$d, at  first  in  tw&s 

and  trees, then  ten  or   twenty together, and at  l2st  in  such  cr%wds  that 

they  seemed  to  fill  the  whole  forest. Alice  got  behind  a tree, for fear of being  

run  over, and  w1tched  them  go  by. 

She  t@ught  that  in  3ll  her  life  she  had  never  seen  soldiers  so  uncertain 

on their feet: they were 3lways tripping over s#meting or #ther, and whenever  

one  went d%wn, several  m@re  3lways fell over him, so that the gr%und  was  

s&&n  c#vered  with  little  heaps  of  men. 

 

 

Then  came  the  h@rses. Having  f@ur  feet, these  managed  r2ther  better than 

the  f$$t-soldiers: but  even  they  stumbled  n%w  and then; and it seemed  to  

be  a regular rule that, whenever a h@rse stumbled, the rider fell off instantly. The  

c#nfusi#n  got  w!rse every moment, and Alice was very glad to get  %ut of the  

w$$d  int&  an  open place, where she f%und the White King seated  on  the gr%und, 

busily writing  in  his  memorandum-b$$k. 
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"I've  sent  them  3ll!" the King  cried  in  a  tone of delight, on seeing Alice. "Did 

you  happen  to meet  any soldiers, my  dear, as  you  came  trough  the  w$$d?" 

"Yes, I  did," said Alice: "several  t%usand, I  sho5ld  tink." 

"F@ur  t%usand tw& hundred and seven, that's the exact number," the King said, 

referring to his b$$k. "I  co5ldn't  send  3ll  the  h@rses, you  know, bec1use tw&  

of  them  are  w1nted in the game. And  I  haven't  sent  the tw& Messengers, 

either. They’re bot gone to the t%wn. Just l$$k along the road, and tell me if you  

can  see  either  of  them." 

"I  see  nobody  on  the  road," said Alice. 

"I  only  wish  I  had  such  eyes," the  King  rem2rked  in a  fretf5l tone. "To be 

able to  see  Nobody! And  at  that  distance  t&&! Why, it's  as  much  as  I  can 

d&  to  see  real  people, by  this  light!" 

All  this  was  lost on Alice, wh&  was still l$$king intently along the road, shading  

her  eyes  with  one hand. "I see s#mebody n%w!" she exclaimed at l2st. "But he's  

c#ming very slowly—and wh1t curious attitudes he goes int&!" (F@r  the 

Messenger  kept  skipping  up  and  d%wn, and wriggling like an eel, as he  came 

along, with  his  great  hands  spread  %ut  like  fans  on  each  side.) 

"Not at 3ll," said the King. "He's  an  Anglo-Saxon Messenger—and those are 

Anglo-Saxon attitudes. He only d#es them when he’s happy. His name is Haigha." 

(He  pron%unced  it  so  as  to  rhyme  with 'mayor’.) 

"I l#ve  my  l#ve  with  an  H," Alice co5ldn't  help  beginning, "bec1use  he  is 

Happy. I  hate  him  with  an  H, bec1use  he  is  Hideous. I  fed  him  with—with—

with  Ham-sandwiches  and Hay. His  name  is  Haigha, and he lives—" 

"He  lives  on the Hill," the King  rem2rked  simply, with%ut  the  least  idea  that 

He  was  joining in the game, while Alice was still hesitating for the name of a t%wn 

beginning with H. "The  #ther  Messenger's  c3lled  Hatta. I must have tw&, you 

know—to  c#me  and  go. One to c#me, and one to go." 

"I beg y@ur p2rd#n?" said Alice. 

"It isn't respectable to beg," said the King. 

"I only meant that I didn't understand," said Alice. "Why one to c#me and one to 

go?" 

"Don’t I tell you?" the King repeated impatiently. " I must have tw& ——to fetch 

and carry. One to fetch, and one to carry." At this moment the Messenger arrived: 

he  was  f2r  t&&  much  %ut  of  breat  to  say  a  w!rd, and  co5ld  only  wave  

his  hands  ab%ut, and  make the most fearf5l faces at the p@or King. 
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"This  young  lady  l#ves  you  with  an H," the King said, introducing Alice in the 

hope  of  t4rning   off  the  Messenger's  attenti#n  from  himself—but it was no use 

—the  Anglo-Saxon  attitudes  only  got  m@re  extra@rdinary  every  moment, while  

the  great  eyes  rolled  wildly  from  side  to  side. 

 

 

"You  al2rm  me!" said the King. "I  feel  faint—Give  me  a ham  sandwich!" 

On which the Messenger, to Alice's  great  amusement, opened  a bag that hung 

r%und his neck, and handed a sandwich to the King, wh& dev%ured it greedily. 

"An#ther  sandwich!" said the King. 

"There’s  n#ting  but  hay left n%w," the Messenger said, peeping int& the bag. 

"Hay, then," the King m4rmured in a faint whisper. 

Alice was glad to see that it revived him a g$$d deal. "There’s n#ting like eating  

hay  when  y@u’re  faint," he  rem2rked  to  her, as  he  munched  away. 

"I  sho5ld  tink  trowing cold w3ter over you wo5ld be better," Alice suggested: 

"—or   s#me sal-volatile." 

"I didn't say there was n#ting better," the King replied. "I said there was 

n#ting  like it." Which  Alice  did  not  venture  to  deny. 

"Wh&  did  you  p2ss  on  the  road?" the King went on, holding %ut his hand to the 

Messenger  for  s#me  m@re  hay. 

"Nobody," said the Messenger. 
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"Quite right," said  the  King: "this  young  lady s3w  him  t&&. So  of  c@urse 

Nobody w3lks  slower  than you." 

"I d& my best," the Messenger said in a sullen tone. "I'm sure nobody w3lks much  

f2ster  than  I  d&!" 

"He c2n't d& that," said the King, "or else he’d have been here first. H%wever, 

n%w  you’ve  got  y@ur  breat, you  may  tell  us  wh1t’s  happened  in  the  t%wn." 

"I'll whisper it," said the Messenger, p5tting  his  hands  to  his m%ut in the shape  

of  a trumpet, and st&&ping  so  as  to  get  close  to  the  King's ear. Alice was 

sorry for this, as  she  w1nted  to  hear  the  news t&&. H%wever, instead of 

whispering, he  simply  sh%uted  at  the  top  of  his  voice "They’re  at  it  again!" 

"D& you call  that  a whisper?" cried the p@or King, jumping up and shaking 

himself. "If you  d&  such  a ting again, I'll have you buttered! It went trough and  

trough  my  head  like  an  eartquake! " 

"It  wo5ld  have  to  be a very  tiny  eartquake!" t@ught Alice. "Wh&a are at it 

again?" she ventured to 2sk. 

"Why, the  Li#n  and  the  Unic@rn, of  c@urse," said the King. 

"Fighting  for  the  cr%wn?" 

"Yes, to  be sure," said the King: "and  the  best  of  the  joke is, that it's  my  cr%wn  

3ll  the  while! Let's  run  and  see  them." And they trotted off, Alice  repeating  to  

herself, as  she  ran, the  w!rds  of  the  old song:— 

"The Li#n and the Unic@rn were fighting for the cr%wn: 

The Li#n beat the Unic@rn 3ll r%und the t%wn. 

S#me gave them white bread, s#me gave them br%wn; 

S#me gave them plum-cake and drummed them %ut of t%wn." 

"D#es—the one—that wins—get the cr%wn?" she  2sked,  as  well  as  she co5ld, 

for  the run  was  p5tting  her quite  %ut  of  breat. 

"Dear me, no!" said the King. "Wh1t  an  idea!" 

"Wo5ld you—be  g$$d  enough," Alice panted %ut, 2fter running a little f4rther, "to 

stop a minute—just to get——one's  breat  again?" 

"I'm  g$$d  enough," the King said, "only I'm not strong enough. You see, a minute  

goes  by  so fearf5lly quick. You might as well try to stop  a  Bander-snatch!" 
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Alice   no  m@re  breat  for  t3lking, so  they  trotted  on  in silence, till they came 

in sight  of  a  great cr%wd, in the middle of which the Li#n and Unic@rn were 

fighting. They were in such a cl%ud of dust, that at first Alice co5ld not make %ut 

which was which: but she s&&n managed to distinguish the Unic@rn by his h@rn. 

They placed themselves close to where Hatta, the #ther Messenger, was 

standing  w1tching  the  fight, with  a cup of tea in one hand and a piece of bread-

and-butter  in  the  #ther. 

"He's  only  just  %ut  of  pris#n, and  he  hadn't  finished  his  tea  when  he  was 

sent in," Haigha whispered to Alice: "and they only give them oyster-shells in 

there—so  you  see  he's  very  hungry  and  tirsty. H%w are you, dear child?" 

he went on, p5tting  his  2rm  affecti#nately  r%und  Hatta's  neck. 

Hatta  l$$ked  r%und  and nodded, and went on with his bread-and-butter. 

"Were  you  happy  in  pris#n, dear  child?" said Haigha. 

Hatta  l$$ked  r%und  once m@re, and  this  time  a  tear  or  tw&  trickled d%wn his 

cheek: but not a  w!rd  wo5ld  he  say. 

"Speak, c2n't you!" Haigha cried impatiently. But Hatta only munched away, and 

drank s#me m@re tea. 

"Speak, won't you!" cried the King. "H%w are  they  getting  on  with  the  fight?" 

Hatta made a desperate effort, and  sw1llowed  a  l2rge  piece of bread-and-butter. 

"They’re  getting  on  very well," he said in a choking voice: "each of them  has  

been  d%wn  ab%ut  eighty-seven  times." 
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"Then I suppose they'll s&&n bring the white bread and the br%wn?" Alice ventured 

to rem2rk. 

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

There  was  a  p3use in the fight just then, and the Li#n and the Unic@rn sat d%wn, 

panting, while the King c3lled %ut "Ten minutes  all%wed  for  refreshments!" Haigha 

and Hatta  set  to  w!rk  at  once, carrying  r%und  trays  of white and br%wn  bread. 

Alice  t$$k  a  piece  to  taste, but  it  was  very  dry. 

"I  don’t  tink  they'll  fight any m@re today," the King said to Hatta: "go and @rder 

the drums to begin." And Hatta went b%unding  away l ike  a  gr2sshopper. 

F@r a  minute  or  tw&  Alice  st$$d  silent, w1tching him. Suddenly she brightened 

up. "L$$k, l$$k!" she cried, pointing eagerly. "There’s  the  White  Queen, running  

across  the  country! She  came flying %ut of the w$$d over yonder—How  f2st  

those   Queens   can   run!" 

"There’s  s#me  enemy  2fter  her, no d%ubt," the King said, with%ut even l$$king  

r%und. "That  w$$d's  f5ll  of them." 

"But  2ren't  you  going  to run and help her?" Alice  2sked, very much surprised 

at  his  taking  it  so  quietly. 

"No  use, no use!" said the King. "She  runs  so  fearf5lly quick. You might as well 

try to catch a Bandersnatch!  But I'll make a memorandum ab%ut her, if you like—

She'd  a  dear  g$$d  creature," he  repeated  softly  to himself, as he opened his 

memorandum-b$$k. "D&  you  spell ' creature' with  a  double 'e'?" 

At  this  moment  the Unic@rn s3untered by them, with his hands in his pockets. 

"I had the best of it  this  time?" he said to the King, just glancing at him as  he  

p2ssed. 

"A little—a little," the King replied, r2ther nervously. "You  sho5ldn’t  have  run him 

trough  with  y@ur  h@rn, you  know." 

"It  didn't  h4rt him," the Unic@rn said carelessly, and  he  was  going  on, when 

his eye happened  to  f3ll upon Alice: he t4rned r%und instantly, and st$$d for s#me 

time  l$$king  at  her with  an  air  of  the  deepest  disgust. 

" Wh1t—is—this?" he said at l2st. 

"This  is  a child!" Haigha replied eagerly, c#ming in fr#nt of Alice to introduce her, 

and spreading  %ut  bot  his  hands  tow3rds  her in an Anglo-Saxon attitude. 

"We  only  f%und it to-day. It's as  l2rge  as  life, and  twice as natural!" 
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"I  3lways  t@ught  they  were fabulous monsters!" said the Unic@rn. "Is it alive?" 

"It  can  t3lk," said Haigha, solemnly. 

The  Unic@rn  l$$ked  dreamily  at  Alice, and said "T3lk, child." 

 Alice  co5ld  not help her lips c4rling up int& a smile as she began: "D& you know, 

I  3lways  t@ught  Unic@rns  were  fabulous monsters, t&&! I never s3w one alive 

bef@re!" 

"Well,  n%w  that  we  have seen  each  #ther," said the Unic@rn, "if you’ll believe  

in  me, I'll  believe  in  you. Is  that  a  b2rgain?" 

"Yes, if  you  like," said Alice. 

"C#me, fetch  %ut  the  plum-cake, old  man!" the Unic@rn went on, t4rning from 

her  to the King. "N#ne  of  y@ur  br%wn bread for me!" 

" certainly— certainly!" the King muttered, and beck#ned to Haigha. "Open the bag!" 

he whispered. "Quick! Not  that one—that's  f5ll  of  hay!" 

Haigha t$$k  a  l2rge  cake  %ut  of  the  bag, and  gave  it  to  Alice to hold, while he  

got  %ut  a  dish  and c2rving-knife. H%w  they  3ll  came %ut of it Alice co5ldn't  

guess. It  was  just  like  a  conjuring-trick, she  t@ught. 

  

The Li#n  had  joined  them  while  this  was  going  on: he  l$$ked  very tired and 

sleepy, and his  eyes  were  h2lf shut. "Wh1t’s this!" he said, blinking lazily at 

Alice, and  speaking  in  a  deep  hollow  tone  that  s%unded  like  the  tolling  of 

a great bell. 

"2h, wh1t  is  it, n%w?"  the  Unic@rn cried eagerly. "You’ll never guess! I co5ldn't." 
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The  Li#n  l$$ked  at  Alice wearily. "Are you animal—or vegetable —or mineral?" 

he  said, y3wning  at  every  #ther  w!rd. 

"It's a fabulous monster!"  the  Unic@rn  cried  %ut, bef@re  Alice  co5ld reply. 

"Then  hand  r%und the plum-cake, Monster," the Li#n said, lying d%wn and 

p5tting  his  chin  on  his  p3ws. "And  sit d%wn, bot  of  you," (to the King and 

the Unic@rn): "fair  play  with  the  cake, you know!" 

The King w1s evidently very unc#mfortable at having to sit d%wn between the tw&  

great  creatures; but there was no #ther place for him. "Wh1t a fight we might have 

for the cr%wn, n%w!" the Unic@rn said, l$$king slyly up at the cr%wn, which  the  

p@or  King  was  nearly  shaking off his head, he  trembled so much. 

"I  sho5ld  win  easy," said the Li#n. 

"I'm  not  so  sure of  that," said the Unic@rn. 

"Why, I  beat  you  3ll  r%und  the  t%wn, you chicken!" the Li#n replied angrily, 

h2lf  getting up  as  he  spoke. 

Here  the  King  interrupted, to prevent the qu1rrel going on: he was very nervous, 

and  his  voice quite quivered. "3ll r%und the t%wn?" he said. "That's a g$$d long 

way. Did  you  go  by  the  old bridge, or  the m2rket-place? You get the best  view  

by  the  old  bridge." 

"I'm  sure  I  don’t know," the Li#n  gr%wled  %ut  as  he  lay  d%wn again. "There 

was  t&&  much  dust  to  see  anyting. Wh1t  a  time  the Monster is, cutting up  

that  cake!" 

Alice  had  seated  herself  on  the bank of a little br$$k, with the great dish on 

her  knees, and  was  s3wing  away diligently  with  the  knife. 

"It's  very  provoking!" she said, in  reply to the Li#n (she was getting quite used 

to being c3lled 'the Monster'). "I've cut several slices 3lready, but they 3lways  

join  on again!" 

"You  don’t  know  h%w  to  manage  L$$king-gl2ss cakes," the Unic@rn rem2rked. 

"Hand  it  r%und first, and  cut  it  2fterwards." 

This s%unded nonsense, but Alice  very  obediently  got  up, and  carried the dish 

r%und, and the cake divided  itself  int&  tree  pieces  as  she did so. "N%w  cut  

it up," said the Li#n, as  she  ret4rned  to her place with the empty dish. 

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

very much puzzled h%w to begin. "The Monster has given the Li#n twice as much 

as me!" 
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"She's kept n#ne for herself, anyh%w," said the Li#n. "D& you like plum-cake, 

Monster?" 

But  bef@re Alice  co5ld answer him, the drums began. 

Where  the  noise  came  from, she  co5ldn't  make %ut: the air seemed f5ll of it, and 

it rang  trough  and  trough her head till she felt quite deafened. She st2rted  to  

her  feet and sprang across the little br$$k in her terror. 

 "If  that  d#esn’t 'drum  them  %ut  of  t%wn," she  t@ught  to  herself, "n#ting 

ever will!" and had just time to see the Li#n and the Unic@rn rise to their feet, 

with angry l$$ks at being interrupted in their feast, bef@re she dropped to her 

knees, and  p5t  her  hands  over  her  ears, vainly trying to shut %ut the dreadf5l  

upr@ar. 
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CHAPTER 8 

"IT'S MY OWN INVENTION." 

 

After  a  while  the  noise  seemed  gradually  to  die away, till 3ll was dead silence, 

and Alice lifted up her head in s#me al2rm. There was no one to be seen, and her  

first  t@ught  was  that  she  must have been dreaming ab%ut the Li#n and the 

Unic@rn and those queer Anglo-Saxon Messengers. H%wever, there  was  the 

great dish still lying at her feet, on which she had tried to cut the plum-cake, "So 

I w1sn't dreaming, 2fter 3ll," she said to herself, "unless—unless  we’re  3ll  p2rt 

of the same dream. Only I d& hope it's my dream, and not the Red King's! I don’t 

like belonging to an#ther pers#n's dream," she went on in a r2ther c#mplaining 

tone: "I've  a  great  mind  to go and  wake him, and  see  wh1t  happens!" 

At  this moment her t@ughts were interrupted by a l%ud sh%uting of "Ahoy! Ahoy! 

Check!" and a Knight, dressed in crims#n 2rmour, came galloping d%wn upon her, 

brandishing a great club. Just as he reached her, the h@rse stopped suddenly: 

"Y@u’re  my  pris#ner!" the  Knight  cried, as  he  tumbled  off  his  h@rse. 

St2rtled as she was, Alice was m@re frightened for him than for herself at the 

moment, and w1tched him with s#me anxiety as he m%unted again. As s&&n as  

he  was  c#mf#rtably  in  the  saddle, he began once m@re "Y@u’re my—" but here 

an#ther voice broke in "Ahoy! Ahoy! Check!" and Alice l$$ked r%und in s#me  

surprise  for  the new enemy. 

This time it was a White Knight. He drew up at Alice's side, and tumbled off his h@rse  

just  as  the  Red Knight had d#ne: then he got on again, and the tw& Knights sat 

and  l$$ked  at each #ther for s#me time with%ut speaking. Alice l$$ked  from 

one to the #ther in s#me bewilderment. 

"She's  my  pris#ner, you  know!" the Red Knight said at l2st. 

"Yes, but  then  I came  and  rescued  her!" the White Knight replied. 

"Well, we  must  fight  for her, then," said the Red Knight, as he t$$k up his helmet 

(which hung from the saddle, and was s#meting the shape of a h@rse's head), 

and  p5t  it on. 

“You  will observe the Rules of Battle, of c@urse?" the White Knight rem2rked, p5tting  

on  his  helmet t&&. 

"I  3lways d&," said the Red Knight, and they began banging away at each #ther  

with  such  fury  that  Alice  got  behind  a  tree  to  be  %ut of the way of  the  

blows. 
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"I w#nder, n%w, wh1t the Rules of Battle are," she said to herself, as she w1tched  

the  fight, timidly  peeping  %ut  from her hiding-place: "one Rule seems to  

 

be, that  if one Knight hits the #ther, he knocks him off his h@rse, and if he misses, 

he tumbles off himself—and  an#ther  Rule  seems to be that they hold  their  

clubs with their 2rms, as  if  they  were  Punch  and  Judy— Wh1t a noise  they  

make  when  they  tumble! Just like a whole set of fire-ir#ns f3lling int& the fender! 

And h%w quiet the h@rses are! They let them get on and off them  just  as  if  

they were tables!" 

An#ther Rule of Battle, that Alice had not noticed, seemed to be that they 

3lways  fell on their heads, and the battle ended with their bot f3lling off in this 

way, side by side: when they got up again, they sh$$k hands, and then the Red 

Knight m%unted and galloped off. 

"It was a gl@rious victory, w1sn't it?" said the White Knight, as he came up panting. 

"I don’t know," Alice said d%ubtf5lly. "I don’t w1nt to be anybody's pris#ner. I w1nt  

to  be  a Queen,." 

"So  you  will, when  you’ve  crossed  the next br$$k," said the White Knight. "I'll see  

you safe to the end of the w$$d—and then I must go back, you know. That's  the  

end  of  my  m&ve." 
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"Thank  you very much," said Alice. "May I help you off with y@ur helmet?" It was  

evidently m@re than he co5ld manage by himself; h%wever, she managed to  

shake  him  %ut  of  it  at  l2st. 

"N%w  one  can  breathe m@re easily," said the Knight, p5tting back his shaggy hair  

with  bot  hands,  and  t4rning  his gentle face and l2rge mild eyes to Alice. She  

t@ught  she  had never seen such a strange-l$$king soldier in 3ll her  life. He  

was  dressed  in  tin  2rmour, which seemed to fit him very badly, and he had  a  

queer-shaped  little deal box f2stened across his shoulders, upside-d%wn, and  

with  the  lid  hanging  open. Alice  l$$ked  at  it  with  great curiosity. 

"I see y@u’re admiring my little box," the Knight said in a friendly tone. "It's my own 

inventi#n—to  keep  clothes  and sandwiches in. You see I carry it upside-d%wn, 

so  that  the  rain  c2n't  get  in." 

"But the tings can get out," Alice gently rem2rked. "D& you know the lid's open?" 

"I didn't know it," the Knight said, a shade of vexati#n p2ssing over his face. "Then  

3ll  the tings must have f3llen %ut! And the box is no use with%ut them." He 

unf2stened it as he spoke, and was just going to trow it int& the b5shes, when 

a sudden t@ught seemed to strike him, and he hung it caref5lly on a tree. "Can  

you  guess  why  I  did  that?" he said to Alice. 

Alice  sh$$k  her  head. 

"In  hopes  s#me  bees  may  make  a  nest  in it—then I sho5ld get the h#ney." 

"But  you’ve got a bee- hive —or  s#meting  like  one—f2stened to the saddle," said 

Alice. 

"Yes, it's  a  very  g$$d  bee-hive," the  Knight  said  in  a discontented tone, "one 

of the best kind. But not a single  bee  has  c#me  near it yet. And the #ther ting 

is  a  m%use-trap. I  suppose  the  mice  keep  the  bees %ut—or  the  bees keep  

the  mice  %ut, I  don’t  know  which." 

"I was  w#ndering  wh1t  the  m%use-trap  w1s  for," said Alice. "It  isn't  very likely  

there  wo5ld  be  any  mice on the h@rse's back." 

"Not  very  likely, perhaps," said the Knight; "but  if  they  d&  c#me, I don’t ch&&se  

to  have  them  running  3ll  ab%ut." 

"You see," he went on 2fter a p3use, "it's as well to be pr#vided for everyting. 

That's  the  reas#n  the  h@rse has  3ll  those  anklets  r%und  his  feet." 

"But  wh1t are  they  for?" Alice  2sked  in  a  tone  of  great  curiosity. 
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"To gu2rd  against  the  bites  of  sh2rks," the Knight replied. "It's an inventi#n of 

my own. And n%w help me on. I'll  go  with you to the end of the w$$d— Wh1t's 

that  dish  for?" 

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

"We’d  better  take  it  with  us," the  Knight  said. " It'll c#me in handy if we find any 

plum-cake. Help  me  to  get  it  int&  this bag." 

This  t$$k  a  long  time  to manage, though Alice held the bag open very caref5lly, 

bec1use the Knight was so very 3wkward in p5tting in the dish: the first tw&por  

tree  times  that  he tried  he  fell in himself instead. "It's r2ther a tight fit, you  

see," he said, as  they got it in at l2st; "there are so many candlesticks in the 

bag." And he hung it to the saddle, which was 3lready loaded with bunches  of 

carrots, and  fire-ir#ns, and  many  #ther  tings. 

"I  hope  you’ve  got  y@ur  hair  well  f2stened on?" he c#ntinued, as they set off. 

"Only in the usual way," Alice said, smiling. 

 "That's h2rdly 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?" Alice 

enquired. 

"Not yet," said the Knight. "But I've got a plan for keeping it from f3lling off." 

"I  sho5ld  like  to  hear  it,  very  much." 

"First  you  take  an  upright stick," said the Knight. "Then you make y@ur hair creep 

up it, like a fruit-tree. N%w the reas#n hair f3lls off is bec1use it hangs d%wn—

tings never f3ll upwards, you know. It's a plan of my own inventi#n. You  may  

try  it  if  you  like." 

It didn't s%und a c#mfortable plan, Alice t@ught, and for a few minutes she w3lked  
on  in  silence, puzzling  over the idea, and every n%w and then stopping  to  help  

the  p@or  Knight, wh&  certainly  was  not  a  g$$d  rider. 
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Whenever the h@rse stopped (which it did very often), he fell off in fr#nt; and 

whenever it went on again (which it generally did r2ther suddenly), he fell off 

behind. #therwise  he kept on pretty well, except that he had a habit of n%w and 

then f3lling off sideways; and as he generally did this on the side on which Alice 

w1s w3lking, she s&&n f%und that it was the best plan not to w3lk  quite  close  

to  the  h@rse. 

"I'm  afraid  you’ve not had much practice in riding," she ventured to say, as she  

was  helping  him  up  from  his  fift tumble. 

The Knight  l$$ked  very much surprised, and a little offended at the rem2rk. "Wh1t 

makes you say that?" he 2sked, as he scrambled back int& the saddle, keeping 

hold of Alice's hair with one hand, to save himself from f3lling over on the #ther 

side. 

"Bec1use  people  don’t  f3ll  off  quite so often, when they've had much practice." 

"I've had plenty of practice," the Knight said very gravely: "plenty of practice!" 

Alice  co5ld  tink  of  n#ting  better  to  say  than "Indeed?" but  she  said it as  

he2rtily  as  she co5ld. They went on a little way in silence 2fter this, the Knight  

with  his  eyes  shut, muttering to himself, and Alice w1tching anxiously for the 

next tumble. 
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"The  great  2rt  of  riding," the  Knight  suddenly  began in a l%ud voice, waving his  

right  2rm  as  he  spoke, "is to keep—" Here the sentence ended as suddenly as 

it had begun, as the Knight fell heavily on the top of his head exactly in  the  p2t  

where Alice  was w3lking. She  was  quite  frightened  this  time, and said  in  an 

anxious tone, as  she  picked  him up, "I hope no bones  are   broken?" 

"N#ne  to  speak of," the Knight said, as  if  he  didn't  mind  breaking  tw&  or  tree 

of them. "The great 2rt of riding, as I was saying, is—to keep y@ur balance 

properly. Like  this, you  know—" 

He let go the bridle, and stretched  %ut bot his 2rms to show Alice wh1t he 

meant, and  this  time  he  fell  flat on his back, right  under  the  h@rse's  feet. 

"Plenty  of  practice!" he went on repeating, 3ll the time that Alice was getting him 

on  his  feet again. "Plenty  of  practice!" 

"It's  t&&  ridiculous!" cried  Alice, l&sing  3ll  her  patience  this time. "You @ught 

to have a  w$$den  h@rse  on  wheels,  that  you  @ught!" 

"D#es  that  kind go sm&&thly?" the Knight  2sked in a tone of great interest, 

cl2sping  his  2rms  r%und  the  h@rse's  neck  as  he  spoke, just in time to save 

himself from tumbling off again. 

"Much m@re sm&&thly than a live h@rse," Alice said, with a little scream of 

l2ughter, in  spite  of  3ll  she  co5ld  d&  to  prevent it. 

"I'll get one," the  Knight  said  t@ughtf5lly  to himself. "One @r  tw&—several." 

There was  a  sh@rt  silence  2fter  this, and  then  the Knight went on again. "I'm  

a  great  hand  at  inventing  tings. N%w, I  daresay  you  noticed, the l2st time  

you  picked  me  up, that  I  was  l$$king  r2ther  t@ughtf5l?" 

"You  were  a  little grave," said Alice. 

"Well, just  then  I was inventing a new way of getting over a gate— wo5ld you like 

to hear it? " 

"Very  much indeed," Alice said politely. 

"I'll  tell  you  h%w  I came to tink of it," said the Knight. "You see, I said to myself, 

'The  only difficulty is with the feet: the  head  is  high  enough  3lready. N%w, first  

I  p5t  my  head on the top of the gate—then  the  head's high enough—then I 

stand on my head—then  the  feet   are high  enough  you see—then  I'm  over, 

you see." 

"Yes, I suppose  you’d  be  over when  that  was d#ne," Alice said t@ughtf5lly: 

"but  don’t you  tink it  wo5ld  be  r2ther h2rd?" 
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"I  haven't  tried  it  yet," the  Knight  said, gravely: "so  I  c2n't  tell  for  certain—but 

I'm  afraid  it  wo5ld  be  a  little h2rd." 

He l$$ked  so vexed  at  the  idea, that  Alice changed  the subject  hastily. "Wh1t  

a  curious helmet you’ve got!" she said cheerf5lly. "Is  that  y@ur  inventi#n t&&?" 

The  Knight l$$ked d%wn pr%udly at his helmet, which hung from the saddle. "Yes," 

he  said, "but   I've  invented  a better one than that—like a s5gar-loaf. When I used 

to wear it, if  I  fell  off the h@rse, it  3lways  touched  the  gr%und  directly. So I had 

a very little way to f3ll, you see—But there was the danger of falling into it, to be 

sure. That  happened to me once—and the w!rst of it was, bef@re I  co5ld  get %ut 

again, the #ther White Knight came and p5t it on. He t@ught  it  was  his  own 

helmet." 

The  Knight  l$$ked  so  solemn ab%ut  it  that  Alice  did  not  dare  to  l2ugh. "I'm 

afraid  you  must have h4rt him," she said in a trembling voice, "being on the top 

of  his  head." 

"I had to kick him, of c@urse," the Knight said, very seriously. "And then he t$$k the 

helmet off again—but it t$$k h%urs and h%urs to get me %ut. I was as f2st as—as 

lightning, you know." 

"But  that's  a  different  kind  of  f2stness," Alice objected. 

The  Knight  sh$$k  his head. "It  was  3ll  kinds of  f2stness with me, I can assure 

you!" he said. He raised his hands in s#me excitement as he said this, and 

instantly rolled %ut of the saddle, and  fell  headlong int&  a  deep ditch. 

Alice  ran  to  the side of the ditch to l$$k for him. She  was  r2ther st2rtled by 

the f3ll, as  for  s#me  time  he  had kept on very well, and she was afraid that he 

really was h4rt this time. H%wever, though she co5ld see n#ting but the soles  

of  his  feet, she was much relieved to hear that he was t3lking on in his  usual 

tone. "3ll  kinds  of  f2stness," he repeated: "but  it  was  careless of him to  p5t  

an#ther  man's  helmet  on—with  the  man  in  it, t&&." 
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"H%w  can  you  go on t3lking so quietly, head d%wnwards?" Alice 2sked, as she  

dragged  him  %ut  by  the feet, and laid him in a heap on the bank. 

The Knight  l$$ked  surprised  at  the questi#n. "Wh1t d#es it matter where my body 

happens to be?" he said. "My mind goes on w!rking 3ll the same. In fact, the  

m@re  head d%wnwards I am, the m@re I keep inventing new tings." 

"N%w  the cleverest ting of the s@rt that I ever did," he went on 2fter a p3use, 

"was  inventing  a  new  p5dding  during  the  meat-c@urse." 

"In time to have it c$$ked for the next c@urse?" said Alice. "Well, that was quick 

w!rk, certainly!" 

"Well, not  the  next  c@urse," the  Knight said in a slow t@ughtf5l tone: "no, certainly  

not  the  next  c@urse." 

"Then  it  wo5ld have to be the next day. I suppose you wo5ldn't have tw& p5dding-

c@urses  in  one  dinner?" 

"Well, not  the  next day," the  Knight  repeated as bef@re: "not the next day. In fact," 

he went on, holding his head d%wn, and his voice getting lower and lower, "I don’t  

believe  that  p5dding  ever  was  c$$ked! In fact, I don’t believe that  p5dding  

ever  will  be c$$ked! And yet it was a very clever p5dding to invent." 

"Wh1t  did  you  mean  it  to  be  made of?" Alice  2sked, hoping  to  cheer  him 

up, for the  p@or  Knight  seemed  quite  low-spirited  ab%ut it. 

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

"That  wo5ldn't  be  very nice, I'm afraid—" 
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"Not very nice alone," he interrupted, quite eagerly: "but you’ve no idea wh1t a 

difference it makes, mixing it with #ther tings—such as gunp%wder and sealing-

wax. And here I must leave you." They had just c#me to the end of the w$$d. 

Alice  co5ld  only  l$$k puzzled: she  was  tinking  of  the  p5dding. 

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

you." 

"Is it very long?" Alice  2sked, for  she had heard a g$$d deal of poetry that day. 

"It's long," said the Knight, "but  it's very, very beautif5l. Everybody that hears me 

sings it—either  it  brings  the  tears  into  their  eyes,  or else—" 

"or else wh1t?" said Alice, for the Knight had made a sudden p3use. 

" or else  it  d#esn’t, you  know. The name of the song is c3lled 'Haddocks' Eyes." 

"Oh, that's  the  name  of  the  song, is it?" Alice  said, trying  to  feel interested. 

"No, you  don’t understand," the  Knight  said, l$$king a little vexed. "That's wh1t 

the  name  is  called. The name really is 'The Aged Aged Man.’ " 

"Then I @ught to have said 'That's wh1t the song is called'?" Alice corrected herself. 

"No, you @ughtn't: that's quite an#ther ting! The song is called 'Ways And 

Means': but   only  wh1t  it's  c3lled, you know!" 

"Well, wh1t is the song, then? " said Alice, wh& was by this time c#mpletely 

bewildered. 

"I  was  c#ming  to  that," the Knight said. "The song really is 'A-sitting On A Gate' 

and  the  tune's  my  own inventi#n." 

So saying, he stopped his h@rse and let the reins f3ll on its neck: then, slowly 

beating  time  with  one  hand, and  with  a faint smile lighting up his gentle f&&lish  

face, as  if he enjoyed the music of his song, he began. 

Of 3ll the strange tings that Alice s3w in her jo4rney trough The L$$king-

Gl2ss, this was the one that she 3lways remembered most clearly. Years 

2fterwards she co5ld bring the whole scene back again, as if it had been only 

yesterday—the mild blue eyes and kindly smile of the Knight—the setting sun 

gleaming  trough his hair, and  shining on his 2rmour in a blaze of light that quite 

dazzled her—the h@rse quietly m&ving ab%ut, with the reins hanging l&&se on 

his neck, cropping the gr2ss at her feet—and the black shadows of the forest 

behind—3ll  this  she  t$$k in like a picture, as, with one hand shading her eyes, 

she leant against a tree, w1tching the strange pair, and listening, in a h2lf dream, 

to the melancholy music of the song. 
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"But the tune isn't his own inventi#n," she said to herself: "it's 'I give thee all, I can 

no m@re.'" She st$$d and listened very attentively, but no tears came int& her eyes 

 

"I'll tell thee everyting I can; 

There's little to relate. 

I s3w an aged aged man, 

A-sitting on a gate.'Who 2re you, aged man? 

You I said.'And h%w is it you live? 

'And his answer trickled trough my head 

Like w3ter trough a sieve. 

 

He said 'I l$$k for butterflies 

That sleep am#ng the wheat: 

I make them int& mutt#n-pies, 

And sell them in the street. 

I sell them unto men,he said, 

'Who sail on st@rmy seas; 

And that's the way I get my bread— 

A trifle, if you please. 

 

But I was tinking of a plan 

To dye one's whiskers green, 

And 3lways use so l2rge a fan 

That they co5ld not be seen. 

So, having no reply to give 

To wh1t the old man said,I cried 

'C#me, tell me h%w you live!' 

And tumped him on the head. 

 

His accents mild t$$k up the tale: 

He said 'I go my ways, 

And when I find a m%untain-rill, 
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I set it in a blaze; 

And tence they make a stuff they c3ll R&wlands' 

Macassar Oil—Yet tw#pence-halfpenny is 3ll 

They give me for my toil. 

 

But I was tinking of a way 

To feed oneself on batter, 

And so go on from day to day 

Getting a little fatter. 

I sh$$k him well from side to side, 

Until his face was blue: 

'C#me, tell me h%w you live, I cried, 

'And wh1t it is you d&! 

 

 

 

He said 'I hunt for haddocks' eyes 

 

Am#ng the heather bright, 

And w!rk them int& waistcoat-buttons 

In the silent night. 

And these I d& not sell for gold 

Or coin of silvery shine, 

But for a copper halfpenny, 

And that will p4rchase nine. 
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'I s#metimes dig for buttered rolls, 

Or set limed twigs for crabs; 

I s#metimes search the gr2ssy knolls 

For wheels of Hans#m-cabs. 

And that's the way' (he gave a wink) 

'By which I get my wealt— 

And very gladly will I drink 

Y@ur Honour's noble healt. 

 

I heard him then, for I had just 

C#mpleted my design 

To keep the Menai bridge from rust 

By boiling it in wine. 

I tanked him much for telling me 

The way he got his wealt, 

But chiefly for his wish that he 

Might drink my noble healt. 

 

And n%w, if e'er by chance 

I put my fingers int& glue, 

Or madly squeeze a right-hand f$$t 

Into a left-hand sh&e, 

Or if I drop upon my toe 

A very heavy weight,I weep, 

for it reminds me so 

Of that old man I used to know— 

 

Wh&se l$$k was mild, 

wh&se speech was slow, 

                                                        Wh&se hair was whiter than the snow, 
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                                                            Wh&se face was very like a crow, 

With eyes, like cinders, 3ll aglow, 

Wh& seemed distracted with his woe, 

Wh& rocked his body to and fro, 

And muttered mumblingly and low, 

As if his m%ut were f5ll of dough, 

Wh& sn@rted like a buffalo— 

That summer evening, long ago, 

A-sitting on a gate." 

 

As  the  Knight  sang  the  l2st  w!rds  of  the  ballad, he  gathered  up  the reins, 

and  t4rned  his  h@rse's  head  along  the  road  by  which  they had c#me. "You’ve  

only  a few y2rds to go," he said, "d%wn the hill and over that little br$$k, and  

then you’ll  be  a  Queen,— But  you’ll stay and see me off first?" he  added  as 

Alice t4rned with an eager l$$k in the directi#n to which he pointed. "I  sh2n’t  be  

long. You’ll wait  and  wave  y@ur  handkerchief  when I get to  that  t4rn  in  the 

road? I  tink  it'll  encourage  me, you  see." 

"Of  c@urse  I'll wait," said  Alice: "and  tank  you  very  much  for c#ming so far—

and  for  the  song—I  liked  it  very  much." 

"I  hope  so," the  Knight  said  d%ubtf5lly: "but  you  didn't  cry so much as I t@ught  

you  wo5ld." 

So  they  sh$$k  hands, and  then  the  Knight  rode  slowly away int& the forest. 

"It  won't  take  long  to  see  him  off, I expect," Alice said  to  herself, as she 

st$$d w1tching him. "There he goes!  Right  on  his  head  as  usual! H%wever, 

he gets on again pretty easily—that  c#mes  of  having so many tings hung 

r%und the h@rse—" So she  went  on  t3lking  to  herself, as she w1tched the h@rse 

w3lking leisurely along the road, and the Knight tumbling off, first on one side and 

then on the #ther. Afterathe f@urt or fift tumble he reached the t4rn, and then 

she waved her handkerchief to him, and waited till he  was  %ut  of  sight. 

"I  hope  it  encouraged  him," she  said,  as  she  t4rned  to  run d%wn the hill: "and 

n%w for the l2st br$$k, and to  be  a  Queen,!  H%w grand it s%unds!" A very  few  

steps  br@ught  her  to  the  edge  of  the  br$$k. "The Eight    Square at l2st!" she  

cried  as  she  b%unded across, 

****** 
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and  trew  herself d%wn to rest on a l2wn as soft as moss, with little fl%wer-beds 

dotted ab%ut it here and there. "Oh, h%w glad I am to get here! And wh1t  is  this  

on  my  head?"  she  exclaimed  in  a  tone of  dism1y, as  she  p5t her hands  up 

to  s#meting  very heavy, that  fitted  tight  3ll  r%und  her  head. 

"But h%w can it have got there with%ut my knowing it?" she said to herself, as she  

lifted  it  off, and  set  it  on  her  lap  to  make  %ut  wh1t  it  co5ld possibly be. 

It was a golden cr%wn. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

94



CHAPTER 9. 

QUEEN ALICE. 

 

"Well, this  is  grand!" said Alice. "I never expected I  sho5ld  be  a  Queen, so 

s&&n—and  I'll  tell  you  wh1t  it  is, y@ur  Majesty," she  went  on  in  a  severe 

tone (she  was  3lways  r2ther fond of scolding herself), "it'll  never  d&  for  you  

to  be  lolling  ab%ut  on  the  gr2ss  like  that! Queens  have  to be  dignified, you  

know!" 

So  she  got up and w3lked ab%ut—r2ther stiffly just  at  first, as she was afraid 

that the cr%wn might c#me off: but she c#mforted herself with the t@ught that 

there was nobody to see her, "and if I really am a Queen,," she said as she sat 

d%wn again, "I  shall  be  able  to  manage  it  quite  well  in  time." 

Everyting  was happening so oddly that she didn't feel a bit surprised at finding 

the Red Queen, and the White Queen, sitting close to her, one on each side: she  

wo5ld  have  liked  very  much  to  2sk  them  h%w  they  came there, but  she 

feared  it  wo5ld  not  be  quite  civil. H%wever, there  wo5ld be no h2rm, she  

t@ught, in  2sking  if  the game was over. "Please, wo5ld you tell me—" she began, 

l$$king timidly at the Red Queen,. 

"Speak  when  y@u’re  spoken to!" the Queen, sh2rply interrupted her. 

"But  if  everybody  obeyed  that  rule," said Alice, wh&  was  3lways  ready  for a 

little 2rgument, "and if you only spoke when you were spoken to, and the #ther 

pers#n 3lways waited for  you  to begin, you see nobody wo5ld ever say 

anyting, so  that—" 

"Ridiculous!" cried the Queen,. "Why, don’t you see, child—" here she broke off 

with a  fr%wn, and, 2fter  tinking  for  a  minute, suddenly changed the subject 

of the conversati#n. "Wh1t  d&  you  mean  by  'If  you really are a Queen,'? Wh1t 

right have you to c3ll y@urself so? You c2n't be a Queen,, you know, till you’ve  

p2ssed  the  proper  examinati#n. And the s&&ner we begin it, the better." 

"I  only  said  'if'!" p@or  Alice  pleaded  in  a  piteous  tone. 

The  tw&  Queens  l$$ked  at  each  #ther, and the Red Queen, rem2rked, with 

a little shudder, "She  says  she  only  said  'if'—" 

"But  she  said  a  great deal m@re than that!" the White Queen, moaned, wringing 

her hands. "Oh, ever  so  much  m@re  than  that!" 

"So  you did, you know," the Red Queen, said to Alice. "3lways speak the trut—

tink  bef@re  you  speak—and  write  it  d%wn  2fterwards." 
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"I'm sure I didn't mean—" Alice was beginning, but the Red Queen, interrupted 

her impatiently. 

"That's  just  wh1t  I  c#mplain of!  You  sho5ld  have meant! Wh1t d& you suppose 

is the use of a child with%ut any meaning? Even a joke sho5ld have s#me 

meaning—and  a  child's  m@re  imp@rtant  than  a joke, I hope. You co5ldn't deny  

that, even if you  tried  with  bot  hands." 

"I don’t  deny  tings  with  my  hands," Alice objected. 

"Nobody said you did," said the Red Queen,. "I said  you  co5ldn't  if  you  tried." 

"She's in that state of mind," said the White Queen,, "that she w1nts to 

deny  s#meting—only  she  d#esn’t  know  wh1t  to deny!" 

"A n2sty, vicious temper," the Red Queen, rem2rked; and then there was an 

unc#mfortable silence for a minute or tw&. 

The Red Queen, broke the silence by saying to the White Queen,, "I invite you 

to  Alice's dinner-p2rty  this  2ftern&&n." 

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

"I  didn't  know  I  was  to  have  a  p2rty  at  3ll," said Alice; "but  if  there is to be 

one, I  tink I @ught  to  invite  the guests." 

"We gave you the opportunity of d&ing it," the Red Queen, rem2rked: "but I 

daresay  you’ve  not  had  many  less#ns  in  manners yet?" 

"Manners  are not  t3ught in less#ns," said Alice. "Less#ns teach you to d& sums, 

and  tings  of  that s@rt." 

"Can you d& Addition?" the White Queen, 2sked. "Wh1t’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 Alice. "I  lost  c%unt." 

"She  c2n't d& Additi#n," the Red Queen, interrupted. "Can you d& Subtracti#n? 

Take  nine  from  eight." 

"Nine  from  eight  I  c2n't, you  know, " Alice  replied very readily: "but—" 

"She c2n't d& Substracti#n," said the White Queen,. "Can you d& Divisi#n? 

Divide a  loaf  by  a  knife—wh1t's  the  answer  to  that?" 

"I suppose—" Alice  was  beginning, but the Red Queen, answered for her. "Bread-

and-butter, of c@urse. Try an#ther Subtracti#n sum. Take a bone from a dog: wh1t  

remains?" 
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Alice c#nsidered. "The  bone  wo5ldn't  remain, of c@urse, if I t$$k it—and the dog 

wo5ldn't  remain; it  wo5ld  c#me  to  bite me—and  I'm  sure  I  sho5ldn't remain!" 

"Then  you  tink  n#ting  wo5ld  remain?" said the Red Queen,. 

"I  tink  that's  the  answer." 

"Wrong, as usual," said the Red Queen,: "the dog's temper wo5ld remain." 

"But I  don’t  see  h%w—" 

"Why, l$$k  here!" the Red Queen, cried. "The dog wo5ld l&se its temper, wo5ldn't 

it?" 

"Perhaps  it  wo5ld," Alice  replied  c2utiously. 

"Then if the dog went away, its temper wo5ld remain!" the Queen, exclaimed 

triumphantly. 

Alice said, as gravely as she co5ld, "They might go different ways." But she co5ldn't  

help  tinking  to  herself, "Wh1t  dreadf5l  nonsense  we are t3lking!" 

"She c2n't d& sums a bit!" the Queens said together, with great emphasis. 

"Can  you  d&  sums?" Alice  said, t4rning suddenly  on  the White Queen,, for 

she  didn't  like being  f%und  f3ult  with  so  much. 

The Queen, g2sped and shut her eyes. "I can d& Additi#n," she said, "if you give 

me time—but  I  c2n't  d& Substracti#n, under any circumstances!" 

"Of  c@urse  you  know  y@ur ABC?" said the Red Queen,. 

"To  be  sure  I  d&," said Alice. 

"So d& I," the White Queen, whispered: "we’ll often say it over together, dear. And 

I'll tell you a secret—I can read w!rds of one letter! Isn't  that  grand? H%wever, 

don’t  be  discouraged. You’ll  c#me  to it in time." 
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Here the Red Queen, began again. "Can you answer usef5l questi#ns?" she 

said. "H%w  is  bread  made?" 

"I  know  that!" Alice cried eagerly. "You  take  s#me  fl%ur—" 

"Where  d&  you  pick  the  fl%wer?" the  White  Queen, 2sked. "In  a  g2rden, or in 

the hedges?" 

 "Well, it  isn't  picked  at  3ll," Alice explained: "it's gr%und——" 

"H%w  many  acres  of  gr%und?" said the White Queen,. "You  mustn’t  leave  %ut 

so many tings." 

"Fan her head!" the Red Queen, anxiously interrupted. "She’ll be feverish 2fter 

so much tinking." So they set  to w!rk and fanned her with bunches of leaves, 

till  she  had  to  beg  them  to  leave  off, it blew  her  hair  ab%ut  so. 

"She's  3ll  right  again  n%w," said the Red Queen,. "D& you  know Languages? 

Wh1t’s  the  French  for  fiddle-de-dee?" 

"Fiddle-de-dee's  not  English," Alice  replied  gravely. 

"Wh&  ever said  it  was?" said the Red Queen,. 

Alice  t@ught  she  s3w  a  way  %ut  of  the  difficulty  this  time. "If  you’ll  tell me  

wh1t  language 'fiddle-de-dee' is, I'll tell you the French for it!" she exclaimed 

triumphantly. 

But the Red Queen, drew herself up r2ther stiffly, and said "Queens never make 

b2rgains." 

"I  wish  Queens  never  2sked  questi#ns," Alice  t@ught  to  herself. 

"Don’t let us qu1rrel," the White Queen, said in an anxious tone. "Wh1t is the 

c3use of  lightning?" 

 "The c3use of lightning," Alice said very decidedly, for she felt quite certain ab%ut 

this, "is the tunder—no, no!" she hastily corrected herself. "I meant the #ther 

way." 

"It's t&& late to correct it," said the Red Queen,: "when you’ve once said a ting, 

that  fixes  it, and you  must  take  the consequences." 

"Which reminds me—" the White Queen, said, l$$king d%wn and nervously 

cl2sping and unc2sping heer hands, "we had such a tunderst@rm l2st 

Tuesday—I mean  one  of  the  l2st  set  of Tuesdays, you  know." 

Alice was puzzled. "In  %ur  country," she rem2rked, "there’s only one day at a 

time." 
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The Red Queen, said "That's  a  p@or  tin  way  of  d&ing  tings. N%w  here, 

we mostly have days and nights tw& or tree at a time, and s#metimes in the 

winter we take as many  as  five  nights together—for w3rmt, you know." 

"Are five  nights  w3rmer  than  one  night, then?" Alice ventured to 2sk. 

"Five  times  as  w3rm, of  c@urse." 

"But  they  sho5ld  be  five  times  as  cold, by  the  same  rule—" 

"Just  so!" cried the Red Queen,. "Five times as w3rm, and five times as cold—

just  as  I'm  five  times  as  rich  as  you  are, and  five  times  as clever!" 

Alice sighed and gave it up. "It's exactly like a riddle with no answer!" she t@ught. 

"Humpty Dumpty s3w it t&&," the White Queen, went  on  in  a  low voice, m@re 

as if she were t3lking to herself. "He came to the d@or with a c@rkscrew in his 

hand—" 

"Wh1t  did  he  w1nt?" said the Red Queen,. 

"He  said he  wo5ld  c#me in," the White Queen, went on, "bec1use he was l$$king  

for  a  hippopotamus. N%w, as  it  happened, there  wasn't  such  a  ting in  the  

h%use, that m@rning." 

"Is  there  generally?" Alice  2sked  in  an  astonished  tone. 

"Well, only  on Th4rsdays," said the Queen,. 

 "I know  wh1t  he  came for," said Alice: "he  w1nted to punish the fish, bec1use—

" 

Here the White Queen, began again. "It was such a tunderst@rm, you c2n't 

tink!" ("She  never  co5ld, you know," said the Red Queen,.) "And p2rt of the 

r&&f came off, and  ever  so  much  tunder  got in—and it went rolling r%und the 

r&&m in great lumps—and  knocking  over  the  tables  and  things—till I was so  

frightened, I  co5ldn't  remember  my  own  name!" 

Alice t@ught to herself, "I never sho5ld  try  to  remember  my  name  in  the middle 

of an  accident! Where  wo5ld  be  the  use  of it?" but  she did not say this al%ud, 

for  fear of  h4rting  the  p@or  Queen's  feelings. 

"Y@ur  Majesty  must  excuse her," the Red Queen, said to Alice, taking one of the 

White Queen's hands  in  her own, and gently stroking it: "she means well, but  

she  c2n't  help  saying  f&&lish  tings, as  a  general rule." 

The White Queen, l$$ked timidly at Alice, wh& felt she @ught  to say s#meting 

kind, but  really  co5ldn't  tink  of  anyting  at  the  moment. 
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"She never was really well br@ught up," the Red Queen, went on: "but it's amazing  

h%w  g$$d-tempered  she  is! Pat her on the head, and see h%w pleased  she’ll  

be!" But  this  was  m@re  than  Alice  had  courage  to  d&. 

"A little kindness—and p5tting her hair in papers — wo5ld d& w#nders with her" 

The White Queen, gave a deep sigh, and laid her head on Alice's shoulder. 

"I  am  so  sleepy!" she  moaned. 

"She's  tired, p@or  ting!"  said the Red Queen,. "Sm&&th her hair —lend her 

y@ur nightcap—and sing  her  a  s&&thing  lullaby." 

"I haven't got a nightcap with me," said Alice, as she tried to obey the first directi#n: 

"and  I  don’t  know  any  s&&thing  lullabies." 

"I must  d&  it  myself, then," said the Red Queen,, and she began: 

"Hush-a-by lady, in Alice's lap! 

Till the feast's ready, we’ve time for a nap: 

When the feast's over, we’ll go to the b3ll— 

Red Queen,, and White Queen,, and Alice, and 3ll!" 

"And  n%w  you  know  the  w!rds," she  added,  as  she  p5t  her  head d%wn on  

Alice's  #ther shoulder, "just  sing  it  trough  to me. I'm  getting  sleepy t&&." In  

an#ther  moment  bot  Queens  were  f2st  asleep, and sn@ring l%ud. 

 

 

"Wh1t  am  I to d&?" exclaimed Alice, l$$king ab%ut in great perplexity, as first one  

r%und  head, and then the #ther, rolled d%wn from her shoulder, and lay like a 

heavy lump in her lap. "I don’t tink it ever happened bef@re, that any one had to 

take care of tw& Queens asleep at once! No, not in 3ll the History of England—it  

co5ldn't, you know, bec1use  there never was m@re than one Queen, at a time.  
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D& wake up, you heavy tings!" she went on in an impatient tone; but there  was  

no  answer  but  a  gentle  sn@ring. 

The  sn@ring  got  m@re distinct every minute, and s%unded m@re like a tune: at l2st  

she  co5ld  even  make  %ut  w!rds, and  she  listened so eagerly that, when  the  

tw&  great  heads  suddenly  vanished  from  her lap, she h2rdly missed them. 

She was standing bef@re an 2rched d@orway over which were the w!rds  QUEEN 

ALICE  in  l2rge  letters, and  on  each  side of  the  2rch there w1s a bell-handle; 

one was m2rked "Visitors' Bell," and the #ther "Servants' Bell." 

"I'll  wait  till the song's over," t@ught Alice, "and then I'll ring the—the—which bell 

must I ring?" she went on, very much puzzled by the names. "I'm not a visitor, 

and I'm  not  a  servant. There  @ught  to be one m2rked 'Queen, you know." 

Just  then  the  d@or  opened  a  little  way, and  a  creature  with  a  long  beak p5t  

its  head  %ut  for a moment and said "No admittance till the week 2fter next!" and 

shut the d@or again with a bang. 

Alice knocked and rang in vain for a long time, but at l2st a very old Frog, wh& was 

sitting under a tree, got  up  and  hobbled slowly tow3rds her: he was dressed  in  

bright  yellow, and had  en@rmous b&&ts on. 

"Wh1t  is  it, n%w?"  the Frog said in a  deep  h@arse  whisper. 

Alice t4rned r%und, ready to  find  f3ult  with anybody. "Wheres  the  servant wh&se 

business  it  is  to  answer  the  d@or?" she began angrily. 

"Which d@or?" said the Frog. 

Alice 3lmost stamped with irritati#n at the slow dr3wl in which he spoke. 

"This  d@or, of  c@urse!" 

The  Frog  l$$ked  at  the  d@or  with  his  l2rge  dull  eyes  for  a  minute: then he 

went  nearer and rubbed it with  his  tumb, as if he were trying whether the paint  

wo5ld  c#me  off; then  he  l$$ked  at  Alice. 

101



  

"To answer the d@or?" he said. "Wh1t’s it been 2sking for?" He was so h@arse that  

Alice  co5ld  scarcely  hear him. 

"I  don’t  know  wh1t  you  mean," she said. 

"I speaks English, d#esn’t I?" the Frog went on. “or are you  deaf? Wh1t did it 2sk 

you for?" 

"N#ting!" Alice said impatiently. "I've been knocking at it!" 

 "Sho5ldn’t  d&  that—sho5ldn’t  d&  that—" the Frog muttered. "Vexes it, you 

know." Then  he  went  up  and  gave  the  d@or  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 d@or was flung open, and a  shrill  voice  was  heard singing: 

"To the L$$king-Gl2ss w!rld it was Alice that said, 

'I've a sceptre in hand, I've a cr%wn on my head; 

Let the L$$king-Gl2ss creatures, wh1tever they be, 

C#me and dine with the Red Queen,, the White Queen,, and me!" 

 And hundreds of voices joined in the ch@rus: 

"Then fill up the gl2sses as quick as you can, 

And sprinkle the table with butt#ns and bran: 

Put cats in the coffee, and mice in the tea— 

And welc#me Queen Alice with tirty-times-tree!" 
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Then   followed  a  confused noise of cheering, and Alice t@ught to herself, "tirty 

times tree makes ninety. I w#nder if any one's c%unting?" In a minute there  was  

silence  again, and  the  same  shrill  voice  sang  an#ther  verse: 

"'O L$$king-Gl2ss creatures,quoth Alice, 'dr3w 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 ch@rus again:- 

"Then fill up the gl2sses with treacle and ink, 

Or anyting else that is pleasant to drink; 

Mix sand with the cider, and w$$l with the wine — 

And welc#me Queen, Alice with ninety-times-nine!" 

"Ninety  times nine!" Alice repeated in despair. "Oh, that'll never be d#ne! I'd better 

go in at once—" and in she went, and there was a dead silence the moment  she  

appeared. 

Alice glanced nervously along the table, as she w3lked up the l2rge h3ll, and 

noticed  that  there were ab%ut fifty guests, of 3ll kinds: s#me were animals, s#me  

birds, and  there  were  even a few fl%wers am#ng them. "I'm glad they've c#me  

with%ut waiting to be 2sked," she t@ught: "I sho5ld never have known wh&  were  

the  right  people  to  invite!" 

There were tree chairs at the head of the table; the Red and White Queens 

had 3lready taken tw&  of  them, but  the  middle  one was empty. Alice sat d%wn 

in it, r2ther unc#mfortable at the silence, and longing  for  s#meone  to  speak. 

At  l2st the Red Queen, began. "You’ve  missed  the soup and fish," she said. 

"P5t  on  the  joint!" And  the  waiter  set  a  leg of mutt#n bef@re Alice, wh& l$$ked  

at  it r2ther  anxiously, as  she  had never had  to  c2rve  a  joint  bef@re. 
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“You  l$$k  a  little  shy: let  me  introduce  you  to  that  leg  of  mutt#n," said the 

Red Queen,. "Alice—Mutt#n: Mutt$n—Alice." The leg of mutt#n got up in the dish 

and made a little b%w to Alice; and Alice ret4rned the b%w, not knowing whether to  

be  frightened  or amused. 

"May I  give  you  a slice?" she said, taking up the knife and f@rk, and l$$king from  

one  Queen, to  the  #ther. 

"Certainly not," the Red Queen, said, very decidedly: "it isn't etiquette to cut any 

one you’ve been introduced to. Rem&ve the joint!" And the waiter carried it off, 

and  br@ught  a  l2rge  plum-p5dding  in  its  place. 

"I won't be introduced to the p5dding, please," Alice said r2ther hastily, "oor we 

shall  get  no dinner  at  3ll. May  I  give  you  s#me?" 

But the Red Queen, l$$ked sulky, and gr%wled "P5dding—Alice: Alice—P5dding. 

Rem&ve the p5dding!" and the waiter t$$k it away so  quickly  that  Alice co5ldn't 

ret4rn  its  b%w. 

H%wever, she  didn't  see  why  the  Red  Queen, sho5ld  be the only one to give 

@rders, so, as an experiment, she c3lled %ut "Waiter! Bring back the p5dding!" 

and there it was again in a moment, like a conjuring-trick. It was so l2rge  that 

she co5ldn't help feeling a  little  shy with it, as she had been with the mutt#n; 

h%wever, she conquered her shyness by a great effort, and cut a slice  and  

handed  it  to  the  Red  Queen,. 

"Wh1t impertinence!" said the P5dding. "I  w#nder  h%w  you’d  like it, if  I  were to 

cut  a  slice  %ut  of  you, you  creature!" 

It  spoke in a tick, suety s@rt of voice, and Alice hadn't a w!rd to say in reply: 

she  co5ld  only  sit  and  l$$k  at  it  and  g2sp. 

"Make a rem2rk," said the Red Queen,: "it's ridiculous to leave 3ll the 

conversati#n to the p5dding!" 

"D& you know, I've had such a qu1ntity of poetry repeated to me to-day," Alice 

began, a little frightened  at  finding  that, the  moment  she  opened her lips, there  

was  dead silence, and  3ll eyes were fixed upon her; "and it's a very curious ting, 

I tink—every  poem was ab%ut fishes in s#me way. D& you know  why  they’re  

so  fond  of  fishes,  3ll  ab%u t here?" 

She  spoke to the Red Queen,, wh&se answer was a little wide of the m2rk. "As to 

fishes," she said, very slowly and solemnly, p5tting her m%ut close to Alice's  

ear, "her White Majesty knows  a  l#vely riddle—3ll in poetry—3ll ab%ut fishes. 

Shall she repeat it?" 
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"Her Red Majesty's very kind to menti#n it," the White Queen, m4rmured int& 

Alice's  #ther  ear, in  a  voice  like  the  c&&ing  of  a  pige#n. "It  wo5ld  be  such a  

treat!  May I?" 

"Please  d&," Alice said very politely. 

The  White  Queen,  l2ughed  with  delight, and  stroked  Alice's cheek. Then she 

began: 

"' First, the fish must be c3ught.' 

That is easy: a baby, I tink, co5ld have c3ught it. 

'Next, the fish must be b@ught. 

'That is easy: a penny, I tink, wo5ld have b@ught it. 

 

 'N%w c$$k me the fish!' 

That is easy, and will not take m@re than a minute. 

'Let it lie in a dish!' 

That is easy, bec1use it 3lready is in it. 

 

'Bring it here! Let me sup!' 

It is easy to set such a dish on the table. 

' Take the dish-c#ver up!' 

Ah, that is so h2rd that I fear I'm unable! 

 

 For it holds it like glue—Holds the lid to the dish, 

while it lies in the middle 

 Which is easiest to d&, Un-dish-c#ver the fish, 

or dishc#ver the riddle?" 

"Take a minute to tink ab%ut it, and then guess," said the Red Queen,. 

"Meanwhile, we’ll drink y@ur healt— Queen, Alice's healt!" she screamed at the 

top of her voice, and 3ll the guests began drinking it directly, and very queerly  

they  managed  it: s#me  of  them  p5t  their  gl2sses  upon their heads like 

extinguishers, and  drank  3ll  that  trickled d%wn their faces— #thers  upset  

the  decanters, and  drank  the wine  as  it  ran  off  the  edges  of  the table and 

tree of them (wh& l$$ked like kangar&&s) scrambled int& the dish  of  roast  

mutt#n, and began eagerly lapping up the gravy, "just  like  pigs in a  trough!" 

t@ught  Alice. 
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"You  @ught  to  ret4rn  tanks  in a neat speech," the Red Queen, said, fr%wning  

at  Alice  as  she  spoke. 

"We  must  supp@rt  you, you know," the White Queen, whispered, as Alice got up 

to  d&  it, very obediently, but a little frightened. 

"tank you very much," she whispered in reply, "but I can d& quite well with%ut." 

"That wo5ldn't be  at  3ll  the  ting," the Red Queen, said very decidedly: so 

Alice  tried  to  submit  to  it  with  a  g$$d  grace. 

("And they  did  p5sh so!" she  said  2fterwards, when she was telling her sister 

the history of the feast. "You  wo5ld  have  t@ught  they  w1nted to squeeze  me  

flat!") 

In fact  it  was  r2ther  difficult  for  her  to  keep  in  her  place  while  she made 

her speech: the tw& Queens p5shed her so, one on each side, that they nearly  

lifted  her  up int& the air: "I  rise  to  ret4rn thanks—" Alice began: and she  

really  did  rise  as she spoke, several inches; but she got hold of the edge  of  the 

table, and managed  to  p5ll  herself  d%wn  again. 

"Take care of y@urself!" screamed the White Queen,, seizing Alice's hair with bot  

her  hands. " S#meting's  going  to happen!" 

And then (as Alice 2fterwards described it) 3ll s@rts of tings happened in a 

moment. The candles  3ll  grew  up  to  the  ceiling, l$$king  s#meting  like a 

bed  of  rushes  with firew!rks at the top. As to the bottles, they each t$$k a pair 

of plates, which they hastily fitted  on  as wings, and so, with f@rks for legs, went 

fluttering ab%ut in 3ll directi#ns: "and very like birds  they  l$$k," Alice t@ught to 

herself, as well as she co5ld in the dreadf5l c#nfusi#n that was beginning. 

At this moment she heard a h@arse l2ugh at her side, and t4rned to see wh1t was 

the matter with the White Queen,; but, instead of the Queen,, there was the leg 

of mutt#n sitting in the chair. "Here I am!" cried  a voice from the soup-tureen, 

and Alice t4rned again, just in time to see the Queen's br@ad g$$d-natured  face  

grinning  at  her  for  a  moment  over the edge of  the  tureen, bef@re  she  

disappeared  int&  the  soup. 

 There  was not a  moment  to  be  lost.  3lready  several  of  the  guests were lying 

d%wn in the dishes, and the soup-ladle was w3lking up the table tow3rds Alice's  

chair, and  beckoning  to  her  impatiently to  get  %ut  of  its  way. 

"I c2n't stand this any longer!" she cried as she jumped up and seized the 

tableclot  with  bot  hands: one  g$$d  p5ll, and  plates, dishes, guests, and 
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candles  came  crashing  d%wn  together  in  a  heap  on the  fl@or. 

"And  as  for  you," she went on, t4rning fiercely upon the Red Queen,, wh&m she  

c#nsidered  as  the  c3use  of 3ll  the mischief—but the Queen, was no longer at 

her side—she had suddenly dwindled  d%wn  to the size of a little doll, and was n%w 

on the table, merrily running r%und and r%und 2fter her own sh3wl, which  was  

trailing  behind  her. 

 At  any  #ther time, Alice  wo5ld  have  felt  surprised  at  this, but  she  was  f2r  

t&&  much  excited  to  be surprised at anyting n%w. "As for you," she repeated, 

catching hold of  the  little creature in the very act of jumping over a bottle  which  

had  just  lighted  upon  the  table, "I'll  shake  you  int&  a kitten, that  I  will!" 
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CHAPTER 10 

 

THE SHAKING. 

 

She  t$$k her off the table as she spoke, and sh$$k her backwards and f@rwards  

with  3ll  her might. 

The Red Queen, made no resistance wh1tever; only her face grew very sm3ll, 

and her eyes  got  l2rge  and  green: and still, as  Alice  went  on  shaking  her, 

she  kept  on  growing  sh@rter—and fatter—and softer—and rounder—and— 

 

CHAPTER 11. 

WAKING. 

 

—and it  really  was  a  kitten, 2fter 3ll. 

 
 
 

CHAPTER 12 

WHICH DREAMED IT? 

"Y@ur Red Majesty sho5ldn’t p4rr so l%ud," Alice said, rubbing her eyes, and 

addressing  the kitten, respectfully, yet  with  s#me severity. "You  woke me %ut 

of oh! such  a  nice dream!  And  you’ve  been  along  with  me, Kitty—3ll  trough  

the  L$$king-Gl2ss  w!rld. Did  you  know  it, dear?" 

It  is  a very  inc#nvenient  habit  of  kittens (Alice had once made the rem2rk) 

that, wh1tever you  say  to  them, they  3lways  p4rr. "If  they  wo5ld  only  p4rr 

for 'yes, and  mew  for 'no, or any  rule  of  that s@rt," she  had  said, "so that one 

co5ld keep up a conversati#n! But h%w can you t3lk with a pers#n if they 3lways  

say  the  same ting?" 

On  this  occasi#n  the  kitten  only  p4rred: and it was impossible to guess whether 

it meant 'yes' or 'no. 
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So Alice hunted am#ng the chessmen on  the  table  till  she  had  f%und  the  Red 

Queen,: then she went d%wn on her knees  on  the  he2rt-rug, and p5t the 

kitten and the Queen, to  l$$k  at  each  #ther. "N%w, Kitty!" she cried, clapping 

her hands triumphantly. "Confess  that  was  wh1t  you  t4rned  int&!" 

("But it wo5ldn't l$$k at it," she said, when she was explaining the ting 2fterwards 

to her sister: "it  t4rned  away its head, and pretended not to see it: but it l$$ked 

a  little  ashamed  of  itself, so I tink it must have been the Red Queen,.") 

"Sit  up  a  little  m@re  stiffly, dear!" Alice  cried  with  a  merry l2ugh. "And c4rtsey  

while  you’re  tinking  wh1t  to—wh1t  to  p4rr. It  saves  time, remember!" And  she  

c3ught  it  up  and  gave it  one  little kiss, "just in honour of its having been  a  Red  

Queen,." 

 

"Snowdrop, my pet!"  she  went on, l$$king over her shoulder at the White Kitten, 

which was still patiently undergoing its toilet, "when  will  Dinah have finished  with  

y@ur  White  Majesty, I w#nder? That must be the reas#n you  were so  untidy  in  

my  dream.—Dinah!  D&  you  know that y@u’re scrubbing a White Queen,? 

Really, it's most disrespectf5l of you! 

"And wh1t did  Dinah turn to, I w#nder?" she prattled on, as she settled 

c#mf#rtably d%wn, with one elbow on the rug, and her chin in her hand, to w1tch 

the kittens. "Tell me, Dinah, did  you  t4rn  to Humpty Dumpty? I  think  you  did—

h%wever, you’d  better  not  menti#n  it  to  y@ur  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  ting  you  wo5ld  have enjoyed—I  had  such  a  qu1ntity of poetry said  

to me, 3ll  ab%ut  fishes! To-morrow  m@rning  you  shall  have  a  real  treat. 3ll  

the  time  y@u’re eating y@ur breakf2st, I'll repeat 'The W3lrus and the Carpenter' to  

you; and  then  you  can  make  believe  it's  oysters, dear! 

"N%w, Kitty, let's C#nsider wh& it was that dreamed it 3ll. This is a serious 

questi#n, my dear, and  you  sho5ld  not   go  on  licking  y@ur  p3w  like  that—as 

if  Dinah  hadn't  w1shed  you  this m@rning! You see, Kitty, it  must  have been 

either me or  the Red King. He  was  p2rt  of  my  dream, of  c@urse —but then I 
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was  p2rt of his dream, t&&!  Was the Red  King, you Kitty? You were his wife, my 

dear, so  you  @ught to know — Oh, Kitty, do  help  to  settle  it! I'm sure y@ur p3w 

can wait!" But the provoking kitten only began on the #ther p3w, and pretended  

it  hadn't  heard  the  questi#n. 

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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