ALICE’S

ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND,






ALICES

ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND.

Ly

LEWIS CARROLL.

WiTH FORFPY- PO FLLESPRITIONY

"y

JOHN TEXNXNINL

NEW YORK
D APPLETON AND L0, 448, BROADWAY,

1800,






Al in the golden afternoon
Full leisurely we glide;

For both our oars, with little skill,
By little arms are plied,

While little hands make vain pretence

Our wanderings to guide.

Al, cruel Three! In such an hour,
Beneath such dreamy weather,

To beg a tale of breath too weak
To stir the tinlest feather!

Yet what can one poor voice avail

Agninst three tongues together?



Tmperious Prima flashes forth

Her edict *to begin it'—
In gentler toue Secunda hopes

‘ There will be nonsense in i'—
While Tertia interrupts the tale

Not mere than once a tuiante

Anon, to sudden silence worn,
Tu fauncy they pursue

The dream-child moving through a land
Of wonders wild and new,

In friendly chat with bird or beast—

And half helieve it true.

And ever, as the story drained
The wells of faney dry,

And faintly strove that weary onc
To put the subject by,

1)

“The rest next time—" “1t 75 next time!”

The happy voices cry.



Thus grew the tale of Wondertand:
Thus slewly, onc hy one,

Its quaint events were hanmmered ont—
And now the tale iz done,

And Lwme we steer, a werry erew,

Peneath the setiing sum.

Aliee ! o childish story take,
And with a gentle hand

Lay it where Childhoods dreams are twined
In Memory's mystic band,

Like pilgrim's withered wreath of Howers

Plucked in a far-off land.
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CHAPTER 1.

DOWN THL RABBIT-TOLE.

ALICE was beginning to get very tired of
sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having
nothing' to do: once or twice she had peeped into
the book her sister was rcading, but it had no

pictures or conversations in it, “and what is
B
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the use of a book,” thought Alece, “without
pictures or conversations?”

So she was considering in her own mind,
(as wcll as she could, for the hot day made
her feel very slecepy and stupid,) whether the
pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be
worth the trouble of getting up and picking
the daisies, when suddenly a white rabbit with
pink eyes ran close by her.

There was nothing so wery remarkable in
that ; mor did Ahce think it go very much out
of the way to hear the Rabbil say to itself,
“Oh dear! Oh dear! T shall be too late!”
(when she thought it over afterwards, it oc-
curred to her that she ought to have wondered
at this, but at the time it all seemed quite
natural) ; but when the Rabbit actually took o
watch out of its waistcowt-pocket, and looked at
it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her
feet, for it flashed across her mind that ghe had
never before seen a rabbit with cither a waist-
coat-pocket or a watch to take omt of it, and,
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burning with curiosity, she ran across the field
after it, and was just in time to see it pop
down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.

In another moment down went Alicc after
it, never once considering how in the world
she was to get out again.

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a
tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly
down, so suddenly that Alice bad not a moment
to think about stopping herself before she foand
herself falling down what scemed to be a very
deep well.

Either the well was very deep, or she fell
very slowly, for she bad plenty of time as she
went down to look sbout her, and to wonder
what was going to happen next. First, she tried
to look down and make out what she was
coming to, but it was too dark to see anything:
then she looked at the sides of the well, and
noticed that they were filled with cupboards
and bookshelves: here and there she saw maps

and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down
B2



4 DOWN THE

a jar from one of the shelves as she passed; it
was labelled “ORANGE MARMALADE” but
to her great disappombment 1t was cmpty : she did
not like to drop the jar for fear of killing some-
body wunderneath, so managed to put it into
one of the cupboards as she fell past it.
“Well!l” ‘thought Alice to herself, “after
such a fall as thig, I shall think nothing of
tumbling down stairs! How brave they’ll all
think me at home! Why, I wouldnt say any-
thing about it, even if I fell off tho top of
the housc!” (Which was very likely true.)
Down, down, down. Would the fall never
come to an end? “I wonder how many miles
T’ve fullen by this time?” she said aloud. “I
must be getting somewherc near the centre of
the carth. Let me sce: that would be four
thousand miles down, T think—" (for, you see,
Alice had learnt several things of this sort in
her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this
was not a very good opportunity for showing off
her knowledge, as there was no one to listen to
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her, still it was good practice to say 1t over)
“—yes, that’s about the right distance—hut
then I wonder what Latitude or Longitude
I've got to?” (Alice had not the slightest
idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but
she thought they were nice grand words to say.)

IPresently she began again. “I wonder if
I shall fall right tArough the carth! How funny
it'1l seem to come out among the people that
wallt with their heads downwards! The Anti-
pathies, I think—" (she was rather glad there
wos no one listening, this time, as it diwdn’t
sound at all the right word) “—but I shall
have to ask them what the name of the country
is, you know. Please, Mz’am, is this New
Zealand or Australia 7 (and she tried to curtsey
as she spoke—fancy curiseying as you're falling
through the air! Do you think you could
manage it?) “And what an ignorant little girl
she’l think me for asking! No, 1t’ll never do
to ask: perhaps I shall sce it written up

gsomewhere.”
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Down, down, down. There was nothing else to
do, s0 Alice soon began talking agam. “Dinah Il
miss me very much to-night, I should think!”
(Dinah was the cat) “I hope they’ll remember
her saucer of milk at tea-time. Dinah, my dear !
I wish you were down here with me! There
are no mice in the alr, I'm afraid, but you
might catch a bat, and that’s very like a mouse,
you know. But do cats eat bats, T wonder?”
And here Alice began to get rather slcepy, and
went on saying to hersclf, in a dreamy sort
of way, “Do cats eat bats? Do cats cat bats?”
and somclimes, “ Do bats cat cats?” for, you
see, as she couldn’t answer either question, it
didn’t much matter which way she put it. She
felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun
to dream that she was walking hand in hand
with Dinah, and was saying to her very
earncstly, “Now, Dinah, tcll me the truth: did
you ever cat a bat?” when suddenly, thump!
thumnp! down she came upon & heap of sticks

and dry leaves, and the fall was over.
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Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up
on to her feet In a moment: she looked wup,
but it was all dark overhead; before her was
another long passage, and the White Rabbit was
gtill in sight, hurrying down it. There was
not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like
the wind, and was just in time to hear it say, as
it turned a corner, “Oh my ears and whiskers,
how late it’s getting!” She was close behind
it when she turned the corner, but the Rabbit
was no longer to be scon: she found herself in
a long, low hall, which was it up by a row of
lamps hanging from the roof

There were doors all round the hall, but they
were all locked, and when Alice had been all
the way down one side and up the other, trying
every door, she walked sadly down the middle,
wondering how she was ever to get out again.

Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged
table, all made of solid glass; there was nothing
on it but a tiny golden key, and Alice’s first

idea was that this wight belong to one of the
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doors of the hall; but alas! cither the locks
were too large, or the key was too small, but
at any rate it would not open any of them.
However, on the second time round, she camec
vpon a low
curtain she had
not noticed he-
fore, and bo-
hind it was
o little door
about fifteen
5l inches high:
1 she tried the
little golden

key in the
lock, and to her great delight it fitted!

Alice opened the door and found that it led
mnto a small passage, not much larger than a
rat-hole : she knelt down and looked along the
passage 1nto the loveliest garden you cver saw,
How she longed to get out of that dark hall,
and wander about among those beds of bright
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flowers and those cool fountains, but she could
not even get her head through the doorway ;
“and even if my head would go through,”
thought poor Alice, “it would be of very little
use without my shoulders. Oh, how I wish I
could shut up Jike a telescope! I think I could,
if I only knew how to hegin.” For, you see, so
many out-of-the-way things had happened lately
that Alicc had begun to think that very few
things indeed were really impossible.

There scemed to be no use In walting by
the little door, so she went back to the table,
half hoping she might find another key on 1t,
or at any rate a book of rules for shutting
people up like telescopes: this time she found
a little bottle on it, (*which certainly was not
liere before,” sald Alice,} and tied round the
neck of the bottle was a paper label with the
words “DRINK ME” beautifully printed on
it in large letters,

It was all very well to say “Drink me,” but

the wise little Alice was not going to do that
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in a hurry: “no,
“and see whether
it’s marked poison’
or not ;” for she had

read . several nice

I'll look first,” she said,

little stories about il

children who had

got burnt, and caten

up by wild beasts,

and other unpleasant
things, all because
they would mot re-
member the simple

rules their friends

had taught them, such as, that a red-hot poker

will burn you if you hold it too long;

and

that if you cut your finger wery deeply with

a knife, it usnally bleeds ;

and she had never

forgotten that, if you drink much from a bottle

marked “poison,” it 18 almost certain to dis-

agree with you, sooner or later

However, this bottle was not marked “ polson,”
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so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it
very mice, (it bad, in fact, a sort of mixed
flavour of cherry-tart, eustard, pine-apple, roast
turkey, toffy, and hot buttered toast,) she very
soon finished it off

* * % *

% # *
B L # s
said Alice, «I

must be shutting up like a telescope.”

“What a curious feelmg!”

And so it was indeed: she was now only
ten inches high, and her face brightened up
at the thought that she was now the right
size for going through the little door into that
lovely garden. First, however, she waited for a
few minutes to see if she was going to shrink
any further: she felt a little mervous about
this, “for it might end, you know,” said Alice
to herself, “in my going out altogether, like a
candle, I wonder what 1 should be like then?”
And she tried to fancy what the flame of a
candle looks like afier the candle is blown out,
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for she could not remember ever having seen
such a thing,

After a while, finding that nothing morce
happencd, she decided on going into the garden
at once, but, alas for poor Alice! when she got
to the door, she found she had forgotten the
little gelden key, and when she went back to
tho table for it, she found she could not possibly
reach it: she could sce it quite plainly through
the glass, and she tried her best to climb up
one of the legs of the table, but it was too
slippery, and when she had tired herself out
with trying, the poor little thing sat down
and cried.

“(Come, there’s no use in erying like that!”
said Alicc to herself, rather sharply, “I advise
vou to leave off this minute!” She gencrally
gave herself very good advice, (though she
very scldom followed it)) and somctimes she
scolded herself so severely as to bring tears
into her eyes, and once she remembered trying

to box her own ears for having cheated herself
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in a game of croquet she was playing against
herself, for this curious child was very fond of
pretending to be two people. “But it’s no use
now,” thought poor Alice, “to pretend to be two
people! Why, there’s hardly enough of mo left
to make one respectable person!”

Soon her eye fell on a Little glass box that
was lying under the table: she opened it, and
found in it a very small cake, on which the
words “EAT ME” were beautifully marked in
cwrrants, “Well, 7] eat 1t,” sald Alice, “and if
it makes me grow larger, I can reach the key;
and if it makes me grow smaller, I can creep
under the door; so either way I’ll get into the
garden, and I don’t care which happens!”

She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to
hergelf ©“Which way? Which way?” holding her
hand on the top of her head to fecl which way
it was growing, and she was quite surprised
to find that she remained the same size : to be
sure, this is what generally happens when one
eats cake, but Alice had got so much into the
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way of expecting nothing but out-of-the-way
things to happen, that it seemed quite dull and
stupid for life to go on in the coramon way.

Bo she set to work, and very soon finished
off the cake.

B ¥

*
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CHAPTER II.

THE POOL OF TEARS.

“Curiouser and eu-
riouser!” cried Alice
(she was so much sur-
prised, that for the
moment she quite for-
got how fo speak good
English) ; “now I'm
opening out like the
largest telescope that
ever was ! Good-bye,
feet!” (for when she
looked down at her
feet, they seerned to
be almost out of sight,
they were getting so
far off) « Oh, my poor
little feet, I wonder
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who will put on your shoes and stockings for
you now, dears? I'm sure I shan’ be able! I
shall be a great deal too far off to trouble my-
self about you: you must manage the best way
you can ;—but I must be kind to them,” thought
Alice, “or perhaps they won’t walk the way 1
want to go! Let me see: I'll give them a new
pair of boots every Christmas.”

And she went on planning to herself how she
would manage it. “They must go by the carrier,”
she thought; “and how funny it’ll seem, sending
presents to onc’s own feet! And how odd the
directions will look !

Alieds Right Foot, Fsq.,
Hearthyug,
near the Fender.
(with Alice’s lovel)

T”

Oh dear, what nonsense I'm talking

Just at this moment her head struck against the
roof of the hall: in fact she was now rather more
than nine fect high, and she at once tock up the
little golden key and hurried off to the garden door.
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Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do,
lying down on omne side, to look through into
the garden with one eye; but to get through
wuas more hopeless than ever: she sat down and
began to ery again.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself) said
Alice, “g great girl like you,” (she might well
say this) “to go on crying in this way! Stop
this moment, T tell you!” But she went on all
the same, shedding gallons of tears, until there
was a large pool all round her, about four inches
deep and reaching half down the hall

After a time she heard a little pattering of
feet in the distance, and she hastily dried her
eyes to see what was coming. It was the White
Rabbit returning, splendidly dressed, with a pair
of white kid gloves in one hand and a large
fan. in the other: he cuame trofting along 1n a
great hurry, muttering to himself as he came,
“0Oh! the Duchess, the Duchess! Oh! won't she
be savage if I've kept her walting!”  Alice
felt so desperate that she was ready to ask help

¢
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of any one; so, when the Rabbit eame near her,
she began, in a low, timid voice, “If you please,
sir——" The Rabbit started violently, dropped
the white kid gloves and the fan, and skurried
away into the darkness as hard as he could go.
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Alice tock up the fan and gloves, and, as the
hall was very hot, she kept fanoing herself all
the time she went on talking: “Dear, dear!
How quecr cverything is to-day! And yester-
day things went on just as usual. I wonder if
I’'ve been changed in the night? Let me think:
was I the same when I got up this morning?
I almost think I ean remember feeling a little
different.  But if I'm not the same, the mnext
question 18, Who in the world am 17 Ah, that’s
the great puzzlc!” And she began thinking over
all the children she knew, that were of the
same ﬁge as herself, to sece if she could have
been changed for any of them.

“T'm sure ['m not Ada,” she said, “for her
hair goes in such long ringlets, and mine docsn’t
go in ringlets at all; and I'm sure I can’t he
Mabel, for I know all sorts of things, and she,
oh! she knows such a very little! Besides, she’s
she, and I'm I, and—oh dear, how puzzling it
all is! I'll try if T know all the things T used

to know. Lt me sec: four times five is twelve,
G2



20 THE TOOL

and four times six 1s thirtcen, and four times
seven is—oh dear! T shall never get to twenty
at that rate! However, the Multipheation Table
don’t signify: let’s try Geography. lLondon is
the capital of Paris, and Parls s the capital of
Rome, and Rome-—no, that’s all wrong, I'm
certain ! I must have been changed for Mabel!
I'll try and say < HHow doth the little—"" and she
crossed her hands on her lap, as if she were
saying lessons, and began to repeat it, but her
voice sounded hoarse and strange, and the words
did not come the same as they used to do.—

“ How dollh {he liftle erocodile
Improve his shining tail,
Aud pour the walers of the Nile

Ow every golden seale!

How cheerfully he secms fo gren,
How neatly spreads his claws,
duwd welcomes [ittle fishes in

With genily smiling jows!”
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“I’'m sure those are not the right words,
said poor Alice, and her eyes filled with tears
again ag she wenf on, “I must be Mahel after
all, and I shall have to go and live in that
poky little house, and have next to no toys to
play with, and oh! ever so many lessons to
lcarn! No, I've made up my mind about it:
if T'in Mabel, Tl stuy down here! Tt’ll be no
use their putting their heads down and saying,
‘Comc up again, dear!” 1 shall only look up
and say, ‘Who am I, then?! Tell me that first,
and then, if 1 like being that person, I’ll come
up: If not, I'll stay down here till I'm some-
body else’—but, oh dear!” cried Alice with a
sudden burst of tears, “I do wish they would
put their heads down! I am so wvery tired of
being all alone here!”

As she said this, she logked down at her
hands, and was surprised to see that she had
put on one of the Rabbit’s little white kid gloves
while she was talking. “How can I have done

that ¥ she thought. “I must be growing small
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again.” She got up and went to the table to
measure herself by i, and found that, as nearly
as she could guess, she was now about two feet
high, and was going on shrinking rapidly: she
soon found out that the cause of this was the
fan she was holding, and she dropped it hastily,
Just in time to save herself from shrinking away
altogether.

“That was a narrow cgeape!” sald Alice, a
good deal frightened at the sudden change, but
very glad to find herself still in existence; “and
now for the garden!” and she ran with all
speed back to the little door: but alas! the
little door was shut again, and the little golden
key was lying on the glass table as belore, “and

A

things are worse than ever,” thought the poor
child, “for I never was so small as this before,
never! And I declare it’s too bad, that it is!”

As she sald these words her foot slipped,
and in another moment, splash! she was up to
her chin in salt water. Her first idea was that

she had somehow fallen into the sea, “and 1n
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T Emi

that case I can go back by mailway,” she said
to herself. (Alice had been to the seaside once
in her life, and had come to the general con-
clusion, that wherever you go to on the English
coast you find a number of bathing machines
in the ses, some children digeing in the sand
with wooden spades, then a row of lodging
houses, and hehind them a railway station.)
Howcver she soon made out that she was in
the pool of tears which she had wept when she
wag nine feet high.

“T wish T hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice,

as she swam about, trying to find her way out.
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“I shall be punished for it now, I suppose, by
being drowned in my own tears! That will he
a queer thing, to be sure! However, everything
i8 queer to-day.”

Just then she heard something splashing
about in the pool a little way off, and she swam
ncarer to make out what 1t was: at first she
thought 1t must be a walrus or hippopotamus,
but then she remembered how small she was
now, and she soon made out that 1t was only
a mouse, that had slipped in like berself.

“Would it be of any use, now,” thought
Alice, “to speak to this mouse? Everything is
so out-of-the-way down hore, that I should think
very likely it can talk: at any rate there’s
no harm in trying” So she began: “O Mouse,
do you know the way out of this pool? I am
very . tired of swimming about here, O Mouse 1”
(Alice thought this must be the right way of
speaking to a mouse: she had never donc such
a thing before, but she remembered having scen

in her brother’s Latin Grammar, “A mousec—
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of a mouse—to a mouse—a mouse—O mouse !’}
The Mouse locked at her rather inguisitively,
and seemed to her to wink with one of its
little c¢yes, but it said nothing.

“Perhaps it doesn’t wunderstand English,”
thought Alice; “I daresay it’s a French mouse,
come over with William the Conqueror” (For,
with all her knowledge of history, Alice had no
very clear mnotion how long ago anything had
happened.y So she began again: “Ou est ma
chatte ¥ which was the first sentence in her
French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden
leap out of the water, and seemed to quiver
all over with fright. “Obh, I beg your pardon!”
ericd Alice hastily, afraid that she had hurs the
poor anmimal’s feelings. I quite forgot you didn’t
like cats.”

“ Not like cats!” cried the Mouse, in a shrill,
passionate voice. “Would you like cats if you
were me ?”

“Well, perhaps mot,” said Alice in a sooth-
ing tone: “don’t be angry about it. And yet
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I wish I could show you our cat Dinah: 1
think you’d take a fancy to cats if you could
only sec her. She is such a dear quiet thing,”
Alice went on, half to herself, as she swam lazily

about in the pool, “and she mts purring so
nicely by the fire, licking her paws and wash-
ing her face—and she i3 such a nice soft thing

to nurse—and she’s such a capital one for catch-

ing 1nice oh, T beg vour pardon!” eried Alice
& ) g Y p
again, for this time the Mouse was bristling

all over, and she felt certain 1t must be really
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offended.  “We won't talk about her any more
if you’d rather not.”

“We, indeed!” eried the Mouse, who was
trembling down to the end of his tail. “As if [
would talk on such a subject! Our family always
hated cats @ pasty, low, vulgar things! Don’t
let me hear the name again!”

“I won’t indeed!” sald Alice, in a great
hurry to change the subject of conversation.
“Are you—are you fond—of—of dogs?” The
mouse did not answer, so Alice went on eagerly:
“There is such a nice little dog near our house
I should like to show you! A little bright-
eved terrier, you know, with oh! such long
curly brown hair! And 1t’ll fetch things when
you throw them, and it’ll sit up and beg for
its dinner, and all sorts of things—I can’t re-
mermber  half of them—and 1t belongs to a
farmer, you know, and he says it’s so useful,
it’s worth a hundred pounds! IHe says it kills

TJD

all the rats and—oh dear criedd Alice in a

gsorrowful tone. “I’m afraid I've offended it
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again!”  For the Mouse was swimming away
from her as hard as it could go, and making
quite a commotion in the pool as 1t went.

So she called softly after it: “Mouse dear!
Do come back again, and we won’t talk about
cats or dogs cither, if you don’t like them!”
When the Mouse lLeard this, it turned round
and swam slowly back to her: its face was
quite pale (with passion, Alice thought}, and
it said in a low, trembling voice, “Let us get
to the shore, and then I’ll tell you my history,
and you’ll understand why it is T hate cats
and dogs.”

It was high fime to go, for the pool was
getting quite crowded with the birds and ant-
mals that had fallen into it: there was a Duck
and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, and several
other curious crcaturcs.  Alice led the way,

and the whole party swam to the shore.
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A CAUCUS-RACE AND A LONG TALE.

THEY were indeed a queer-looking party that
assembled on the bank—the birds with draggled
feathers, the animals with their fur clinging close
to them, and all dripping wet, cross, and un-
comforfable.

The first question of course wus, how to get

dry again: they had a consultation about this,
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and aftcr a few minutes 15 seemed quite natural
to Alice to find herself talking familiarly with
them, as if she had known .them all her life.
Indecd, she had quite a long argument with
the Lory, who at last turned sulky, and would
only say, “I am older than you, and must know
better ;7 and this Alice would not allow, with-
out knowing how old 1t was, and as the Lory
positively refused to tell its age, there was mno
more to be said.

A{ last the Mouse, who seemed to be a
person of some suthority among them, called
out, “Sit down, aill of you, and listen io me!
I'll soon make yon dry enough!” They all sat
down at once, in a large ring, with the Mouse
m the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously
fixed on it, for she felt sure she would catch a
bad cold if she did not get dry very soon.

“Ahem!” said the Mouse with an important
air, “are you all ready ? This is the driest thing
I know. Silence all round, if you please!

‘William the Conqueror, whose cause was
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favoured by the pope, was soon submitted to
by the English, who wanted leaders, and bhad
been of late much accustomed to usurpation and
conjquest, Edwin and Morcar, the earls of
Mercia and Northumbria—'"

“Ugh!” sad the Lory, with a shiver.

“lI beg your pardon?” said the Mouse,
frowning, but very politely : “Did you speak ?”

“Not I'!” said the Lery, hastily.

“l thought you did,” said the Mouse—*1
proceed. ‘HEdwin and Morcar, the carls of
Mercia ‘and Northumbria, declared for him;
and cven Stigand, the padriotic archbishop of
Canterbury, found it advisable—"

“Found what ?” sail the Duck.

“Found " the Mouse replied rather crossly:
“of course you know what ‘18’ means.”

“I know what <it’ means well enough, when
I find a thing,” said the Duck: “it’s generally
a frog or a worm. The question is, what did
the archbishop find ¢’

The Mouse did not notice this question, but
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hurriedly went ou, “‘—found it advisable to go
with Tdgar Atheling to meet William and offer
him the crown, Willilam’s conduect at first was
moderate, But the insolenee of his Normans—'
How are yon getting on now, my dear ¢” it con-
tinued, turning to Alice as it spoke.

“As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy
tone: “it doesn’t sccm to dry me at all”

“In that case” said the Dodo solemnly,
rising to its feet, “I move that the meeting
adjourn, for the immediate adoption of more
encrgetic remedies—"

“ Speak English :” said the Kaglet. <1 don’t
know the meaning of half those long words,
and what’s more, I don’t believe you do cither!”
And the Faglet bent down its head to hide a
gmile : some of the other birds tittered audibly.

“What I was going to say,” said the Dodo
in an offended tone, “was, that the best thing
to get us dry would be a Caucus-race.”

“What s a Caucus-race ?” said Alice; mnot
that she rauch wanted to know, but the Dodo
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hiad paused as if' it thought that somebody ought
to spcak, and no one else seemed inclined to
say anything.

“Why,” said the Dodo, “the best way to
explain it is to do it.” (And as you might like
to try the thing yourself, some winter day, I
will fell you how the Dodo managed it.)

First it marked out a racc-course, in a sort
of circle, {*the exact shape doesn’t matter,” it
said,) and then all the party were placed along
the course, here and there. There was no “Que,
two, three, and away,” but they began running
when they liked, and left off when they liked, so
that 1t was not casy to know when the race was
over. However, when they had been running half-
an-hour or so, and were quite dry again, the Dodo
suddenly called out, “ The race is over!” and they
all crowded round it, panling, and asking, “But
who has won &7 _

This question the Dodo could not answer
without a.great deal of thought, and it sat for

a long time with one. finger pressed upon - its
v
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forehead, (the position in which you wusually
see Shakespeare, in the pictures of him,) while
the rest waited In silence. At last the Dodo said,
“ Everybody has won, and all must have prizes.”

“But who is to give the prizes?” quite a
chorus of voices asked.

“Why, she, of course,” sald the Dodo, point-
ing to Alice with one finger; and the whole
party at once erowded round her, calling out in
a confused way, “Prizes! Drizes!”

Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair
she put her hand into her pocket, and pulled
out a box of comfits, (luckily the salt water had
not got into 1t,) and handed them round as prizes.
There was cxactly one a-plece, all round.

“But she must have a prize herself, you
know,” said the Mouse.

“Of course,” the Dodo replied very gravely.
“What else have you got in your pocket?” he
went on, twrning to Alice.

“Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly.

“Hand it over here,” said the Dodo.
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Then they all crowded round her once more,
while the Dodo solemnly presented the thimble,
saying, “ We beg your acceptance of this elegant
thimble ;” and, when 1t had finished this short
speech, they all cheered.

D 2
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Alice thought the whole thing very absud,
but they all locked so grave that she did not
dare to langh, and as she could not think of
anything to say, she simply bowed, and took the
thimble, looking as solemn as she could.

The next thing was to eat the comfits: this
caused some nolse and confusion, as the large
birds complained that they could not taste theirs,
and the small ones choked and had to be patted
on the back. However it was over at last, and
they sat down again in a 1ing, and begged the
Mouse to tell them something more.

“You promised to tell me your history, you
know,” suid Alice, “and why it is you hate—C
and D,” she added in a whisper, half afraid that
it would be offended again.

“Minc is a long and o sad tale!” said the
Mouse, turning to Alice, ‘and sighing.

“It 75 a long taill, cortainly,” said Alice,
_Ioolgirlg down with wonder at the Mouse’s tail ;
“but why do you call it sad ?” And she kept on
puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking,



AND A LONG TALE, 7

so that her idea-of the tale was something like
this :——“Tury said to

a mouse, That
he met
in the
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“You are not attending!” sald the Mouse
to Alice, severely, “What are you thinking of ?”

“1 beg your pardon,” saxd Alice very humbly :
“you had got to the fifth bend, T think?”

“I had not!” cried the Mouse, sharply and
very angrily.

“A knot!” said Alice, always ready to make
herself useful, and looking anxiously about her.
“QOh, do let me help to undo it!”

“I shall do nothing of the sort,” said the
Mouse, getting up and walking away. “You
insult me by talking such nonsense!”

“I didnt mean 1t!” pleaded poor Alice.
“But you're so easily offended, you know!”

The Mouse only growled in reply.

“Please come back, and finish your story!”
Alice called after it; and the others all joined
in chorus, “Yes, please do!” but the Mouse
only shook its head impatiently, and walked a
little guicker.

“What a pity it wouldnt stay!” sighed

the Lory, as soon as it was quite out of sight;
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and an old crab took the opportunity of saying
to her daughter, “Ah, my dear! Let this be
a losson to you mnever to losc your temper!”
“Hold your tongue, Ma!” said the young crab,
a little snappishly. “You're enough to try
the patience of an oyster!”

“T wish T had our Dinah here, I know I
do!” said Alice aloud, addressing nobody in
particular. “She’d scon feich it back!”

“And who 18 Dinah, if I might venture to
ask the question ¢” said the Lory.

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always
ready to talk about her pet. “Dinak’s our
cat. And she’s such a capital one for catching
mice, you can’t think! And oh, I wish you
could see her after the birds! Why, she’ll eat
a little bird as soon as look at it1”

This speech caused a remarkable sensation
among the party. Some of the birds hurried
off at once: one old magpie began wrapping
itself up very carefully, remarking, “I really
must be getting home; the night-air doesn’t
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1”

suit my throat!” and a canary called out in a
trembling volce to its children, * Come away, my
dears! It’s high time you were ‘all in bed!” On
various pretexts they all moved off, and Alice
was soon left alone. .

“] wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!” ghe
satd to herself in a melancholy tone. “Nobody
seems to like her, down here, and I'm sure she’s
the best cat in the world! Oh, my dear Dinah!
I wonder if I shall ever see you any more!”
And here poor Alice began to cry again, for she
felt very lonely and low-spirited. In a little
while, however, she again heard a little patter-
ing of footsteps m the distanee, and she looked
up eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse had
changed his mind, and was coming back to

finish his story.



CHAPTER IV.
THE RABBIT SENDS IN A LITTLE BILL.

It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly
back again, and locking anxiously about as it
went, as if it had lost something ; and she heard
it muttering to itself, “The Duchess! The
Duchess! Oh my dear paws! Oh my fur and
whiskers! She’ll get me excouted, as surc as
ferrets are ferrets! Where can 1 have dropped
them, I wonder!” Alice guessed in a moment
that it was looking for the fan and the pair
of white kid gloves, and she very goodnaturedly
began hunting about for them, but they wore

nowhere to be seen—everything seemcd to have
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changed since her swim in the pool, and the
great hall, with the glass table and the little
door, had vanished completely.

Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alicc, as she
went hunting about, and called out to her in
an angry tone, “ Why, Mary Ann, what are you
doing out here? Run home this moment, and
fetch me a pair of gloves and a fan! Quick,
now!” And Alice was so much frightened that
she ran off at once in the direction it pointed
to, without irying to explain the mistake that
it had made.

«“He took me for his housemaid,” she said to
hergelf as she ran. “How surprised he’ll be
when he finds out who I am! But I’d better
take him his fan and gloves—that is, if I can
find them.,” As she said this, she came upon a
neat lLittle house, on the door of which was a
bright brass plate with the name « W. RABBIT,”
engraved upon it. She went in without knock-
ing, and hurried wupstairs, in great fear lest
she should meet the real Mary Ann, and be
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turned out of the house before she had found
the fan and gloves.

“How queer it seems,” Alice said to herself,
“to be going messages for a rabbit! I suppose
Dinahll be sending me on messages next!”
And she began fancying the sort of thing that
wonld happen: “‘Miss Alice! Come here di-
rectly, and get ready for your walk!” <Coming
in a minute, nurse! But I've got to watch
this mousehole till Dinah comes back, and sce
that the mouse doesn’t get out” Only I don’t
think,” Alice went on, “that they’'d let Dinah
stop in the house if it began ordering people
about like that!”

By this time she had found her way ito
a tidy little room with a table in the window,
and on it (as she had hoped) a fan and two or
three pairs of tiny white kid gloves: she took
up the fan and a pair of the gloves, and was
just going to leave the room, when her eye fell
upon a little bottle that stood near the looking-
glass. There was no label this time with the
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words “DRINK ME” but nevertheless she un-
corked it and put it to her lips. “I know
something interesting 1s sure to happen,” she
said to herself, “whenever I eat or drink any-
thing ; so Il just see what this bottle does.
I do hope it’l]l make me grow large again, for
really I'm quite tired of being: such a tiny
little thingt” , _

It did so mdeed, and much sooner than she
had cxpected: bhefore she had drunk half the
bottle, she found her head pressing against the
ceiling, and had to stoop to save her meck from
being broken. She hastily put down the hottle,
saying to herself, “That’s quite encugh—I hope
I ghan’t grow any more—As It is, I ean’t get
out at the door—I do wish I hadn’t drunk
quite so much!”

Alas! It was too late to wish that! She
went on growing and growing, and very soon
had to kneel down on the floor: in another
minute there was not even room for this, and
she tried the effeét of lying down, with one
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elbow against the door, and the other arm
curled round her head. 8till she went on grow-
ing, and, as a last resource, she put ome arm
out of the window, and onc foot up the chimney,
and said to hersclf, “Now I can do no more,
whatever happens. What will become of me?”

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had
now had its full offeet, and she grew no larger:
still it was very uncomfortuble, and, as there

secmed to be no sort of chance of her ever
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getting out of the room again, no wonder she
felt unhappy.

“It was much pleasanter at home,” thought
poor Alice, “when one wasn’t always growing
larger and smaller, and being ordered about by
mice and rabbits, I almost wish I hadn’t gone
down that rubbit-hole—and yet—and yet—it’s
- rather cwrious, you know, this sort of life! I
do wonder what con have happened to me!
When I used to read fairy-tales, I fancied that
kind of thing never happened, and now here I
am in the middle of one! There ought to be
a book written about me, that there ought!
And when T grow up, T'll write one—but I'm
grown up now,” she added m a sorrowful tone,
“at least there’s no room to grow up any more
here”

“But then,” thought Alice, “shall I never
get any older than I am now? That'll be a
comfort, one way—never to be an old woman—
but then—always to have lessons to learn! Ob,
I shouldn’t like that !”
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“Oh, you foolish Alice!” she answered her-
self. “How can you learn lessons in here? Why,
there’s hardly room for you, and ne room at all
for any lesson-books !”

And so she went on, taking first one side and
then the other, and making quite a conversation
of it altogether, but after a few minutes she
heard a voice outside, and stopped to listen.

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice,
“fetch me my gloves this moment!” Then came
a little pattering of feet on the stairs. Alice
knew it was the Rabbit coming to look for her,
and she trembled till she shook the house, quite
forgetting that she was now about a thousand
times as large as the Rabbit, and had no reason
to be afraid of it

Presently the Rabbit came up to the door,
and tried to open it, but as the door opened
inwards, and Alicd’s elbow was pressed hard
against it, that attempt proved a failure. Alice
heard it say to itself, “Then 17l go round and
get in at the window.”
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“ That you won't!” thought Alice, and, after
waiting till she fancied she heard the Rabbit
Just under the window, she suddenly spread
out her hand, and
made a snatch in the
air. She did not get
hold of anything, but
she heard a little
shrieck and a {ull,
and & crash of bro-
ken glags, from which
she conicluded that
it was just possible

it had fallen into a

cucumber-frame, or
¢ something of the sort.

Next came an angry voice—the Rabbit’s—
“Pat! DPat! Whero are you!” And then a

voicc she had never heard hefore, *Sure then

I'm bere! Digging for apples, yer honour!”
“Digging for apples, indeed!” said the
Rabbit angrily. “Here!. Come and help me
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out of #his /7 (Sounds of more broken glass.)

“Now tell me, Pat, what s that in the window 77

“Bure, it’s an arm, yer honour!” (He pro-
nouneed it “ arrum.”)

“An arm, you goose ! Who ever saw one
that size? Why, it fills the whole window'”

“Sure, it does, yer honour : but it’s an arm
for all that”

“Well, it’s got no business there, at any rate:
go and take it away!”

There was a long sileuce after this, and Alice
could orly hear whispers now and then, such
as, “Sure, 1 don’t like it, yer honour, at all ut
alll” “Do as I tell you, you coward!” and at
last she spread out her hand again and made
another snateh in the air, This time therc were
two little shrieks, and more sounds of broken
glass.  “What a number of cucumber frames
there must be!” thought Alice. “I wonder
what they’ll do next! As for pulling me out
of the window, I only wish they cowld! I’'m

e

sure I don’t want to stay in here any longer !
E
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She waited for some time without hearing
anything more: at last came a rumbling of
little cart-wheels, and the sound of & good many
voices all talking together: she made out the
words, “ Where’s the other ladder —Why, I
hadn’t to bring but one: Bill’s got the other—
Bill! fetch it here, lad!—Here, put 'em up at
this corner—No, tie ‘em together first—they
don’t reach half high enough yet—Oh! they’ll
do well enough; don’t he 'particular——Here,
Bill! catch hold of this rope—Will the roof
bear &—Mind that loose slate—Oh, it’s coming
down! Heads below!” (a loud crash)— Now,
who did that %—It was Bill, I fancy—Who's
to go down the chimney?—Nay, [ shan’t!
You do it!—That T won’t then!—Bill’s got
to go down—Here, Bill! the master says you’ve
got to go down the chimney!”

“QOh, so Bill’s got to come down the chim-
ney, has he?” sald Alice to herself. “Why,
they scem to put cverything wpon Billt T
wouldn’t be in Bill's place for a good deal:
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this fireplace is narrow,
to be sure, but I thank
I can kick a little!”

She drew her foot as
far down the chimney as
she could, and waited till
she heard a little animal
" (she couldn’t guess of
- what sort it was) seratch-
' ing and scrambling about
in the chimney close above
her : then, saying to her-
self, “This is Bill,” she
gave one sharp kick, and
waited to see what would
happen next.

The first thing she

heard was a general

chorus of “There goes
Bill 17 then the Rahbit's

volce atone—* Catch him,

you by the hedge!” then
® 2
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silence, and then another confusion of volces—
“Hold wp his head—Brandy now—Don’t choke
him—How was it, old fellow? What happened
to you? Tell ws all about 1t!”

Last came a little feeble squeaking voice,
(“ That’s Bill,” thought Alice,) “ Well, I hardly
know—No more, thank’ye, I'm better now—
but I'm u deal too flustered to tell you—all
I know ig, something comes at me like a Jack-
in-the-box, and up I goes like a sky-rocket:?”

“B0 you did, old fellow!” suid the others.

“We must burn the house down!” said the
Rabbit’s voice, and Alice called out as loud as
she could, “If you do, T'll set Dinah at you!”

There was a dead silence Instantly, and Alice
thought to hersclf, “I wonder what they will
do mnext! 1f they had any scnsc, they'd take
the roof off” After a minute or two they
began moving about again, and Alice heard the
Rabbit say, “ A barrowful will do, to begin with.”

“A barrowful of what?” thought Alice; but

she had not long to doubt, for the next moment
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a shower of little pebbles came rattling in at
the window, and some of them hit her in the
face. “I’ll put a stop to this,” she said to herself,
and shouted out, “You'd better not do that
again!” which produced another dead silence.

Alice moticed with some surprise that the
pchbles were all turning into little cakes as they
lay on the floor, and a bright idea camo into
her head. “I' 1 eat one of these cakes” she
thought, “i1t’s sure to make some change in my
size : and as it can’t possibly make me larger,
it must make me smaller, I suppose.”

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was
delighted to -find that she began shrinking
directly. As soon as she was small enoungh to
get through the door, she ran out of the house,
and found quite a crowd of Ditle animals and
birds waiting outside. The poor little Lizaxd,
Bill, was in the middle, being held up by two
guinea-pigs, who were giving it something out
of a boitle. They all made a rush at Alce the

moment she appeored, hut she ran off as Liard
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as she could, and scon found herself safe in a
thick wood,

“The first thing I've got to do,” said Alice
to herself, as she wandered about in the wood,
“is to grow to my right slze again; and the
sccond thing 1s to find my way into that lovely
garden. I think that will be the best plan”

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and
very neatly and simply arranged; the ounly
difliculty was, that she had mot the smallest
idea how to set about it; and while she was
pecring about anxiously among the trees, a
little sharp bark just over her head made her
look up in a great hurry.

An enormous puppy was looking down at
her with large round eyes, and feebly stretching
out one paw, trying to touch her. “Poor little
thing!” said Alce in a coaxing tone, and she
tried hard to whistle to it, but she was terribly
frightened all the time at the thought that it
might be hungry, in which case it would be very
likely to eat her up in spite of all her coaxing.
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Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up
a little bit of stick, and held it out to the
puppy ; whereupon the puppy jumped into the

air off all its feet at once, with o yelp of
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delight, and rushed at the stick, and made be-
lieve to worry it; then Alice dodged behind a
great thistle, to keep herself from being run
over, and, the moment she appeared on the
other side, the puppy made another rush at the
stick, and tumbled head over heels in its huﬂy
to get hold of it; then Alice, thinking it was
very like having a game of play with a cart-
horse, and expecting every moment to be tram-
pled under its feet, van round the thistle again ;
then the puppy began a series of short charges
at the stick, running a very little way forwards
ench time and o long way back, and barking
hoarsely all the while, il at last 1t sat down
a good way off, panting, with its tongue hang-
g out of its mouth, and its great eyes half
shut.

This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for
making her escape, so she set off at once, and
tan till she was quite tired and out of breath,
and il the puppy’s bark sounded quite faint
i the distance,
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“And yet what a dear little puppy 1t was!”
sald Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to
rest herself, and fanned herself with one of the
leaves ; “I should have lLiked teachmng 1t tricks
very much, if—if I'd only been the right size
to do it! Oh dear! I'd wnearly forgotten that
T’'ve got to grow up again'! Let me sce—how
s 1t to be managed? T suppose I ought to cat
or drink something or other; but the great
question is, what ?” ,

The pgreat question certainly was, what?
Alice looked all round her at the flowers and
the blades of grass, but she could not see any-
thing that looked like the right thing to cat
or drink vnder the civcumstances, There was a
lorge mushroom growing near her, about the
same height as herself, and when she had look-
ed under it, and on both sides of it, and behind
it, it occurred to her that she might as well
look and sec what was on the top of it

She stretched herself up on uiptoe, wnd

pecped over the edge of the mushroom, and her
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eyes Immediately met those of a large blue
caterpillar, that was sitting on the top with its
arms folded, quietly smoking a long hookah, and
taking not the smallest notice of her or of any-
thing else.



JHAPTER V.

ADVICE FROM A CATERPILLAR.

Tur Caterpillar and Alice looked at each
other for somec time In silence: at last the
Caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth,
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and addressed her in a languid, sleepy voice.

“Who are you?” said the Caterpillar.

This was not an encouraging opening for a
conversation. Alice replied, rather shyly, «J-—T
bhardly know, sir, just at present —at least T
know who T was when I got vp this morning,
but I think I must have been changed several
times since then.”

“What do you mean by that?!” sald the
Caterpillar sternly. “ Explain yourself!”

“1 can’t explain wmyself, I'm afraid, sir,”
said Alce, “because I'm not myself, you see”

“1 don’t sce,” sald the Caterpillar.

“I'm afraid I can’t put it more clearly,”
Alice replied very politely, “for I can’t under-
stand it myself to begin with; and being so
many different sizes in a day is very eonfusing.”

“It 1sn’%,” said the Caterpillar.

“Well, perhaps you havent found it so vet,”
gald Alice; “but when you have to tum nto a
chrysalis—you will some day, you know—and
then after that into a butterfly, T should think
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you'll feel it a little gueer, won't you ?”

“Not a bit,” saxd the Caterpillar,

“Well, perhaps your feelings may be differ-
ent,” said Alice ; “all I know is, it would feel
very queer to wmie)”

“Youl” said the Caterpillar contemptuously.

“Who are you 27

Which brought them back again to the be—
ginning of the conversation. Alice felt a little
irritated at the Caterpillar’s making such very
short remarks, and she drew herself up and
said, very gravely, “I think you ought to tell
me who you are, first.” |

“Why ?” said the Caterpillar.

Here was another puzzling question; and, as
Alice could not think of any good reason, and
as the Caterpillar seemed to be In a wery un-
pleasant state of mind, she turned away.

“Come hack!” the Caterpillar called after
her. “I've something important to say!”

This sounded promising, certainly: Alice

turned and came back again,
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“Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar.

“[s that all?” said Alice, swallowing down
her anger as well as she could

“No,” said the Caterpillar.

Alice thought she might as well wait, as
she had nothing else to do, and perhaps after
all it might tell her something worth hearing.
For some minutes it puffed away without speak-
ing, but ot last 1t unfolded its arms, took the
hookah out of its mouth again, and said, “So
you think you’re changed, do you?”

“I'm afraid I am, sir,” saild Alice; “I can’t
remember things as I used—and 1 don’t keep
the samc size for ten minutes together!”

“Can’t remember what things?” said the
Caterpillar,

“Well, I've tried to say ‘How doth the
little busy bee, but it all came different!”
Alice replied in a very mclancholy voice.

“Repeat * You ave old, Futher Williom,”
said the Caterpillar.

Alice folded her hands, and began :—
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“« You are old, father William,” the young man suid,
“ dnd your hair hus become wvery white ;

And yet you iéneessantly stend on your head—
Do pou think, af your age, it is rvight 77

“Iu my youth)” falher William replied fo hiz som,
“ T feared i might injure the brain ;
But now that Dm perfeclly sure I fave wone,

Why, I do it again and again.”
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? said the wouth, “as I mentioned before,

“ You are old,
And have grown most wiconmonly fat ;
Yet you turned a back-somersanit in af the dvor—

Pruy, what is the reason of that ?”

“ Jn oy youth)’ said the sage, as ke shook kis grey locks,
“ 1 kept all my fimbs very anpple
By the use of this ointment—one skilling the bor—

Ao me to sell you a couple”
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% You are old,” said the youth, © and your jows are loo weak
For angthing lougher than suet ;
Yet you finished {he goovse, with the bounes and the beak—

Pray, how did you manage fo do 0877

“In my youlh,”? said ks futher, * I took lo the law,
And argued each case with my wife ;
And the wmusculur strength, which it gave fo my jaw,
Has lasted ihe vest of my life”
F
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“ Fou are ofd” said the youth ; “one would hordly suppose
That your eye aras as steady as ever;
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose—

What smade you so awpully clerer 27

I kave answered lhree questions, and that is enovugh)”
Said s fulkher ; Cdon’t give powrself airs!

Lo you think T con listen wll day o such stuff ?
Be offy or DU Lick yon down sluirs1”
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“That 1s not said right,” said the Caterpillar.

“Not quite right, I'm afraid,” sald Alice
timidly ; “some of the words bave got altered.”

“It 18 wrong from beginning to end,” said
the Caterpillar decidedly, and there was silence
for some minutes,

The Caterpillar was the first to speak.

“What size do you want to be?” it asked.

“Oh, I'm not particular as to size,” Alice
hastily replied ; “only one doesn’t like changing
g0 often, yvou know.”

“I don’t know,” said the Caterpillar.

Alice said nothing: she had never been so
much contradicted in all her life before, and she
felt that she was losing her temper.

“ Are you content now?” said the Caterpillar,

“Well, T should like to be a [Fitile larger, sir,
i you wouldn't mind,” seid Alice: “three inches
is such a wretched height to be”

“It 13 a very good height indeed!” said the
Caterpillar angrily, rearing itself upright as 1t
spoke (it was exactly three inches high).

F 2
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“But T'm not used to it!” pleaded poor
Alice in a piteous tone. And she thought to
liorself, “1 wish the creatures wouldnt Le so
easily offended!”

“You'll get used to 1t in time,” said the
Caterpiliar: and it put the hookal Into its
mouth and began smoking again.

This time Alice waited pationtly until it
chose to speak again. Tn a minute or two the
Caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth,
and yawned once or twice, and shook itself.
Then it got down off the mushroom, and crawled
away into the grass, merely remarking us it
went, “ One side will make you grow taller,
and the other side will make you grow shorter.”

“One side of what? The other side of
what 2”7 thought Alice to herself.

“Of the mushroom,” said the Catorplllar,
just as If she had asked it aloud; and in
anothcr moment it was out of sight.

Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the

mushroom for a minute, trying to make out
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which werc the two sides of it ; and, as it was
perfectly round, she found this o very difficult
question. However, at last she stretched her
arms ronnd 1t ag far as they would go, and
broke off a bit of the edge with each hand.

“ And now which ts which ?” she said to her-
self, and nibbled a little of the right-hand bit to
try the effect: the next moment she felt a vio-
lent blow underncath ber chin; it had struck
her foot!

She was a good deal frightened by this very
sudden change, but she felt that there was no
time to be lost, as she was shrinking rapidly;
so she set to work at once to eat some of the
other bit. Her <c¢hin was pressed so closely
against her foot, that there was hardly room to
open her mouth; but she did it at last, and
managed to swallow a morsel of the left-hand

bit,
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“Come, my head’s free at last1” said Alice in
a tone of delight, which changed into alarm in
another moment, when she found that her
shoulders were nowhere to be found: all she
could see, when she loocked down, was an im-
mense length of neck, which seemed to rise
like a stallk out of a sea of green loaves that
lay far below her.

“What con all that green stuff be?” said
Alice. “And where have my shoulders got to?
And oh, my poor hands, how is it I can’t scc
you?!” She was moving them about as she
spoke, but no result seemed to follow, excepl a
little shaking among the distant green lcaves.

As there seemed to be no chance of getting
her hands up to her head, she tried to get her
head down to them, and was delighted to find
that her neck would bend about easily in any
dircclion, like a serpent. She had just succeeded
in curving it down into a graceful zigzag, and
was going to dive in among the leaves, which

she found to be nothing but the tops of the
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trecs under which she had been wandering,
when a sharp hiss made her draw back in a
hurry: a large pigeon had flown into her face,
and was beating her violently with its wings,

“Berpent!” sereamed the Pigeon.

“T'm not u serpent!” said Alice indignantly.
“ Let me alone!”

“Serpent, I say again!” repeated the Pigeon,
but in a more subdued tone, and added with
a kind of sob, “I've tried every way, and
nothing scems to suit them:”

“I haven’t the least idea what you're talk-
ing about,” said Alice.

“T've tried the roots of trees, and I've tried
banks, and I've tried hedges,” the Pigeon went
on, without attending to her; “but those
serpents ! There’s no pleasing them!”

Alice was more and more puzzled, but she
thought there was no use in saying anything
more till the Pigeon had finished.

“As if it wasn't trouble cnough hatehing

the eogs,” sald the Pigeon, “but T must be on
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the look-out for serpents night and day! Why,
I haven't had a wink of sleep these three

IR

weeks !

“I'm very sorry you've bcen annoyed,” said
Alice, who was beginning to see its meaning.

“And just as I'd taken the highest tree in
the wood,” continued the Pigeon, raising its
voice to a shriek, “and just as I was thinking
I should be free of them at last, they must
needs come wriggling down from the sky!
Ugh! Serpent!”

“But I'm not a serpent, I tell you!” said
Alice, “I’m a

“Welll What are yout?” said the Pigeon,
“I can see you're trying to invent something !

“I—I'm a little girl” sald Alice, rather
doubtfully, as she remembered the number of
changes she had gone through that day.

“A likely story indecd!” said the Pigeon in

a tone of the decpest contempt, “I've seen a

»

T'm a

good many litle girls in my time, but never one

with such a neck as that! No, no! You're a
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serpent ; and there’s no wse denying it. I sup-
pose yow'll be telling me next that you never
tasted an egg!”

“1 have tasted eggs, cerfainly,” said Alice,
who was a very fruthful child; “but Litle cirls
eat eggs quite as much as serpents do, you
know.”

“1 dont believe it,” said the Pigeon; *but if
they do, why then theyre a kind of serpent,
that’s all I can say.”

This was such a new 1dea to Alice, that
she was quite silent for a minute or two, which
gave the DPigeon the opportunity of adding,
“You’re looking for eggs, T know that well
enough; and what does 1t matter to me
whether you’re a little girl or a serpent ?”

“It matters a good deal to me,” said Alice
hastily ; “but 1'm not looking for eggs, as it
happens ; and if I was, 1 shouldn't want yours:
I don't like them raw.”

“Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon 1n a

sulky tone, as 1t settled down agam mto its
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nest. Alice crouched down among the tfrecs as
well as she could, for ber neck kept getting
entangled among the branches, and every now
and then she lhad to step and untwist it
After a while she remembered that she still
held the pieces of mushroom in her hands, and
she set to work very carefully, nibbling first at
one and then at the other, and growing some-
times taller and sometimes shorter, until she
had succeeded In bringing herself down to her
usual height,

It was so long since she had been anything
near the right size, that it felt quitc strange
at first, but she got used to 1t In a few
minutes, and began talking to herself as usual
“Come, there’s half my plan done now! How
puzzling all these changes are! I’'m never sure
what ['m going to be, from one minute to
another! However, I've got back to my right
size : the next thing is, to gect into that beau-
tiful garden—how s that to be dome, [ won-

der?” As she sald this, she came suddenly upon
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an open place, with a little house in it about
four feet high. “Whoever lives there,” thought
Alice, “it’ll never do to come upon them this
size: why, I should frighten them out of “their
wits!” So she began nibbling at the right-hand
bit again, and did not venture to go ncar the
house till she had brought herself down to mine

inches high,
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PIG AND PEPPER.

For a minute or two she stood looking at
the house, and wondering what to do mnext,
when suddenly a footman in lvery came run-
ning out of the wood--{she considered him to
be a footman because he was in livery: other-
wise, judging by his face only, she would
have culled him a fish)—and rapped loudly at
the door with his knuckles. It was opened by
anothcr footman in livery, with a round face
and large eyes like a frog; and both footmen,
Alice noticed, had powdered hair that curled

all over their heads. She felt very curions
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to know what it was all about, and crept a
little way out of the wood to listen.

The Fish-Footman began by producing from
under his arm a great letter, nearly as large
ag himself, and this he handed over to the
other, saying in a solemn tone, “For the

Duchess. An invitation from the Queen to play
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croquet.”  The Frog-Footman repeated, in the
same molemn tone, only changing the order of
the words a little, “ From the Queen. An invi-
tation for the Duchess to play croquet.”

Then they both bowed low, and their curls
got entangled together.

Alice laughed so much at this that she lLad
to run back into the wood for fear of their
hearing her, and when she next peeped out the
Fish-Footman was gone, and the other was sitting
on the ground near the door, staring stupidly
up into the sky.

Alice went timidly up to the door, and
knocked.

“There’s no sort of use m knocking,” said
the Tootman, “and that for two reasons. First,
because I'm on the same side of the door as
you are; secondly, because they’rc making such a
noise inside, no one could possibly hear you”
And certainly there was a most cxtraordinary
noise going on within—a constant howling

and sneezing, and every now and then a great
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crash, as 1f @ dish or kettle had heen broken to
pleces. .

“ Please, then,” said Alice, “how am I to
get int”

“There might be some sense m your knock-
ing,” the Footman went on without attending
to her, “if we had the door between us. TFor
wmatance, i you were wnside, you might knock,
and I eould let you out, you know.” He was
looking up into the sky all the time he was
speaking, and this Alice thought decidedly
uncivil, “But perhaps he cant help it,” she
said to herself’; “his eyes are so very nearly
at the top of his head. DBut at any rate he
might answer questions—IJow am 1 to get
in?” she repeated, aloud.

“1 ghall it here,” the Footman remarked,

“4ll  to-morrow

At this moment the door of the house
opened, and a large plate came skimming out,
straight at the Footman’s head: it just grazed

Lis nose, and broke to pleces against one of
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the trees behind lhim.

or next day, maybe,” the Footman con-
tinued in the same tone, exactly as if nothing
had happened.

“How am I to get in?” Alice asked again In
a louder tone.

“Are you to get in at all?” said the Foot-
man. “That’s the first question, you know.”

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to
be told so. “It’s really dreadful,” she muttered
to herself, “the way all the creatures argue.
It’s enongh to drive one crazy!”

The Footman seemed to think this a good
opportunity for vrepcating his remark, with
variations. “1 shall sit here” he said, “on and
off, for days snd days.”

“ But what am I to do?” said Alice.

“ Anything you like,” saad the Footman, and
began whistling.

“(Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said
Alice desperately : “he’s perfectly idiotie!” And

she opened the door and went in.
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The door led right into a large kitchen,
which was full of smoke from one end to the
other: the Duchess was sitting on a  three-
legged stool in the middle, nursing a baby ; the
cook was leaning over the fire, stirring a large
cauldron which seemed to be full of soup.

“There’s certainly too mueh pepper in that
soup!”  Alice said (o herself, as well us she

could for sneezing.
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There was certainly too much of it in the
air, Even the Duchess sneezed occasionally ;
and as for the baby, it was sneezing and howl-
ing alternately without a moment’s pause. The
only two creatures in the kitchen that did not
sneeze, were the cook, and a large cat which was
gittmg on the hearth and grinning from ear to
ear,

“Please, would you tell me” said Alice, a
little timidly, for she was not quite sure
whether 1t was good manners for her to speak
first, “why your cat grins like that?”

“It’s a Choshirc cat” sald the Duchess,
“and that’s why. Pig!”

She sald the last word with such sudden
violence that Alice quite jumped; but she saw
in another moment that it was addressed to
the baby, and not to her, so she took courage,
and went on again :—

“I didn’t know that Cheshire cats always
grinned ; in fact, I didn’t know that cats conld

grin F
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“They all caw)” said the Duchess; “and
thost of ‘e do.”

“I don’t know of any that do,” Alice said
very politely, feeling quite pleased to have got
into a conversation.

“You don't know muech,” sald the Duchess:
“and that’s a fact.”

Alice did not at all like the tone of this
remark, and thought it would be as well to
introduce some other subject of conversation.
While she was trying to {ix on one, the cook
took the cauldron of soup off the five, and at
once set to work throwing everything within
her reach at the Duchess and the baby—the
fire-irons came first ; then followed a shower
of saucepans, plates, and dishes. The Duchess
took no notice of them, cven when they hit her;
and the baby was howling so much already, that
it wus quite impossible to say whether the
blows hurt it or not.

“Oh, please mind what you’re doing!” cried
Alice, jumping up and down in an agony of

G2
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terror. “Oh, there goes his precious nose!” as
an unusually large saucepan flew close by it,
and very nearly carried it off.

“If everybody minded their own business,”
sald the Duchess in a hoarse growl, “the world
would go round a deal fuster than it does.”

“Which would 2ot he an advantage,” said
Alice, who felt very glad to get an opportunity
of showing off a little of her knowledge. *Just
think what work it would make with the day
and night! You see the earth takes twenty-four

hours to turn round on its axis

“Talking of axcs,” sald the Duchess, “chop
off her head!”

Alice glanced rather anxiously at the cook,
to see if she meant to take the hint; but the
cook was busily stirring the soup, and seemed not
to be listening, so she went on again: “Twenty-
four hours, I thenk; or is it twelve? 1 4
“Qh, dont bother me,” said the Duchess; «T

never could abide figures.” And with that she

began nursing her child again, ringing a sort of
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lullaby to it as she did so, and giving it a vio-
lent shake at the end of every line . —

“ Speak roughly to your little boy,
Adud beat Fim whew ke sneczes
He only docs it to annoy,
Beeanse he nows it teases.”’
Cuoxrus
{in which the cook and the baby joined):—

“Wow! wow! wow !’

While the Duchess sang the second verse of
the song, she kept tossing the baby violently up
and down, and the poor little thing howled so,
that Alice could hardly hear the words:—

“ [ speak severely to my boy,
I beat kim when ke sneezes;
For ke can thoroughly enjoy

The pepper when ke pleases!™
Cronus

“ Wow ! wow ! wow
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“Ilere! you mwy nurse it a bit, if you hket”
said the Ducliess to Alice, flinging the baby at
her as she spoke. “I must go and get ready to
play croquet with the Queen,” and she hurried
out of the rcom. The cock threw a fryingpan
after her as she went, but it just missed her

Alice caught the baby with some difficulty,
as it was a queer-shaped little ercatore, and held
out its arms and legs in all direetions, “just like
a star-fish,” thonght Alice. The poor little thing
was snorting like a  steam-engine when she
caught 1, and kept doubling ilsell up and
straightening itsell oul again, so that altogether,
for the first minute or two, it was as much as
she could do to hold it

As soon as she had made out the proper way
of nursing it, (which was to twist it up into a
sort of knot, and then keep tight hold of its
richt car and left foot, so as to prevent ifs
undoing itself)) she carmed it out into the open
air.  “1f I don’t take this child away with me

thought Alice, “they e sure to kill it in 2 day
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or two: wouldn’t it be murder to leave it
hehind ?” She sald the last words out loud, and
the little thing grunted in reply (it had left off
sneezing by this time). “Don't grunt,” said
Alice: “that’s not at all a proper way of
exprossing yourself.”

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked
very anxiously into its fuee to see what was the
matter with i1t. There could be no doubt that
ic had a wzery turn-up nose, much more like a
snout than a rcal vose; also its eyes were
getting extreraely small, for a baby : altogether
Alice did not like the look of the thing at all,
“—but perhaps 1t was only sobbing,” she
thought, and looked into its eyes again, to see
if there were any tears.

No, there were no tears. “If you’re going to
turn inte a pig, my dear,” said Alice, seriously,
“ "Il have nothing more to do with vou. Mind
now'” The poor little thing sobbed again, (er
grunted, 1t was impossible to say which)) and

they went on for some while in silence.
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Ahce was just beginning to think to herself,
“Now, what am I to do with this creature
when I get it home ?” when it grunted again,
so violently, that she
looked down into its
face in some alarm.
This time there could
be 70 mistake abouf
it: 1t was neither
more nor less than
a ypig, and she felt
that it would he
guite absurd for her
to carry 1t any fur-
ther.

So she set the

little creature down, and felt quitc relieved to
see it trot away quietly into the wood. «If
it had grown up,” she said 1o herself, *it would
have been a dreadfully ugly child : but it makes
rather a handsome pig, 1 think.” And she be-

gan thinking over other children she knew, who
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might do very well as pigs, and was just say-
mg to herself, “if one only knew the right way

to change them

" when she was a little
startled by seeing the Cheshire Cat sitting on
a bough of a tree a few yards off.

The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice.
It looked goodnatured, she thought: still it
had very long claws and a great many teeth,
so she felt it ought to be treated with respect.

“Cheshire Puss,” she begun, rather timidly,
as she did not at all know whether it would
Like the name: however, it only grinned a little
wider.  ©Come, it’s pleased so far)” thought
Alice, and she went on, “ Would you tell e,
please, which way L ought to walk from herc ?”

“That depends a good deal on where you
want to get to,” said the Cat.

“] don’t much care where 7 gaid Alice.

“Then it doesnt matter which way you
walk,” sald the Cat.

LY

so long as I get svucewhere” Alice

added as an explanation,
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“Oh, youre sure to do that,” said the Cat,
“if you only walk long enough.”

Alice felt that this could not be denied, so
she tried another question. “What sort of
people live about here t”

“In that divection,” the Cat said, waving its
right paw round, “lives a Hatter: and in that
direction,” waving the other paw, “lives a March
Hare. Visit cither you like: they’re both mad.”

“But I don’t want to go among mad
people,” Alice remarked.

“0h, you can’t hclp that” said the Cat:
“we're all mad here. I'm mad. You're mad.”

“How do you know I'm mad?” said Alice.

“You must be” said the Cat, “or you
wouldn’t have come here”

Alice didn’t think that proved it at all;
Lhowever, she went on: “and how do you know
that you're mad ?”

“To begin with,” said the Cat, “a dog’s not
mad. You grant that ?”

1 suppose so,” said Alice.
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“Well then,” the Cat
went on, “vou sec o dog

.[ growls when 1t’s angry,

i pleased. Now 7 growl when
I'm pleased, and wag my
2z tail when I'm angry. There-
*~ fore I'm mad”

“I call it purring, not
growling,” sald Alice.
“Call it what you like,”

& gaid the Cat. * Do you
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play aroquet with the Queen to day ¢”

“1 should like it very much,” said Alice,
“but I haven't been invited yet.”

“Youll see me there,” saud the Cat, and
vanished. '

Alicc was not mueh surprised at this, she
was getting so well used to queer things hap-
pening. While she was still looking at the place
where it had been, it suddenly appeared again.

“ By-the-bye, what hecamc of the baby ?”
said the Cat. “1’d nearly forgotten to ask.”

“Tt turned into a pig,” Alice answered very
quietly, just as if the Cat bad come back in a
natural way.

“T thought 1t would,” said the Cat, and
vanished again.

Alice walted a little, half expecting to see it
again, bat it did not appear, and after a minute
or two she walked on in the direction in which
the March Iare was said to hive. “I’ve seen
hatters before,” she sald to herself: ”the March

Hare will be much the most interesting, and
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perhaps as this is May 1t won’t be raving mad—
at least not so mad as it was in March.” As
she sald this, she looked up, and there was the
Cat again, sitting on a branch of a tree.

“Did you say pig, or fig ?” said the Cat.

“1 said pig,” replied Alice; “and 1 wish you
wounldn’t kecp appearing and vanishing so sud-
denly : you make one quite giddy.”

“ All right,” said the Cat; and this time it
vanished quite slowly, beginning with the end of
the tail, and ending with the grin, which re-

mained some time after the rest of it had gone.
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“Well! T've often seen o cat withont a grin,”
thonght Alice; “but a grin without a cat!
It's the most curious thing I cver saw in all
my life!”

She had not gone much farther before she
came in sight of the house of the March Haro:
she thought if must be the right house, because
the chimneys were shaped like cars and the roof
was thatched with fur. It was so large a house,
that she did not like to go nearer till she had
nibbled some more of the left-hand bit of mush-
room, and raised herself to about two feet high:
evenn then she walked up towurds 1t rather
timidly, saying to herself, “Suppose 1t should
be raving mad after all! T almwost wish I’d gone
to see the Hatter instead!”



CHAPTER VIL
A MAD TEA-PARTY.

THERE was a fable set out under a tree in
front of the house, and the March Hare and the
Hatter were having tea at it: a Dormouse was
sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other
two were using 1t as a cushion, resting thewr
clbows on it, and talking over its head. “ Very
uncomfortable for the Dormouse,” thought Alice;
“only, as it’s asleep, I suppose It doesn’d mind.”

The table was a large one, but the three
were all crowded together at onc corner of it:
“No voom! Neo room!” they cried out when

they saw Alice coming. “There’s plenty of



T A MAD TEA-PARTY.

room !” said Alice indignantly, and she sat down
in a large arm-chaiv at one end of the table.

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in
an encouraging tone.

Alice looked all round the table, but there
wag nothing on it but tea. “I don’t see any
wine,” she remarked.

“There isn’t any,” sakd the March Hare.

“Then 1t wasn’t very ecivil of you to offer
it,” said Alice angrily.

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

“I didn’t know it was wyour table” said
Alice; “it’s laid for a great ypany more than
three.”

““Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter.
He had been looking at Alice for some time
with great curiosity, and this was his first
speech.

“You should learmn not to make personal
remarks,” Alice said with some severity: “it’s

very rude.”
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s seetts i iz sty Ll :
The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on
hearing this; but all he soid was, “Why is a
raven like a writing-desk ?”

“(Come, we shall have some fun now!”
thought Alice. “I'm glad they’ve begun ask-
ing riddles—I believe I can guess that,” she
added aloud.

“Do you mean that you think you can find
out the answer to it ?” said the March Hare.

“ Exactly s0,” said Alice.

“Then you should say what you mean,” the
H
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March Hare went on.

“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “ at least-—at
least T mean what T say—that’s the same thing,
you know.”

“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter.
“Why, you might just as well say that <1 see
what I eat’ is the same thing as ‘T eat what I
see’t”

“You might just as well say,” added the
March Hare, “that ‘I lLike what I get’ is the
same thing as ‘I get what I like’t”

“You might just as well say,” added the
Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in his
sleep, “that T breathe when I sleep’ is the same
thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’!”

“It {s the same thing with you,” said the
Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and
the party sat silent for a minute, while Alice
thought over all she could remember about
ravens and writing-desks, which wasn’t much.

The Hatter was the first to break the silence.
“What day of the month is it?” he said, turn-
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mg to Alice: he had taken his watch out of
his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shak-
ing it every now and then, and holding it to
his ear.

Alice considered a little, and said, “The
fourth.”

“Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. “I
told you butter wouldn’t suit the works!” he
added, looking angrily at the March Hare.

“Jt was the hest butter,” the March Hare
meekly replied.

“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in
as well” the Halter grumbled: “you shouldn’t
have put it in with the bread-kmfe.”

The March Hare took the wateh and locked
at 1t gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup
of tea, and looked at it again: but he could
think of mnothing better to say than his first
remark, “ft was the best butter, you know.”

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with
some curiosity. < What a funny watch!” she
remarked.  “It tells the day of the month, and

H 2
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doesn’t tell what o'clock it is!”

“Why should 16?7 muttered the Hatter.
“Does your watch tell you what vear it is?”

“Of course not,” Alice replied very readily :
“but that’s because it stays the same year for
such a long time together”

“Which is just the case with aine” said
the Hatter.

Ahice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter's
remark seemed to her to have no sort of meanirlg
m it, and yet it was certainly English, “1I don’t
quite understand you,” she said, as pelitely as she
could, '

“The Dormouse 1s asleep again,” sald the
Hatter, and he poured a little hot tea on to its
nose,

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently,
and said, without opening its eyes, “Of course,
of course: just what I was going to remark
myself.”

“Have you guessed the riddle yet?” the
Hatter said, turning to Alice again.
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“No, I give it up,” Alice replied: “what’s
the answer?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” sald the
Hatter.

“Nor I,” said the March Hare.

Alice sighed wearily. “I think you might
do something better with the time,” she said,
“than wasting 1t in asking riddles that have
no answers,”

“If you kunew Time as well as I do,” said
the Hatter, “you wouldn’t talk about wasting
st It's hem.”

“1 don't know what you mean,” said Alce.

“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter sald,
tossing his head contemptucusly, “I darc say
you never even spoke to Time!” |

“ Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously repled : “but
I know I have to beat time when I Ilearn
music.”

“Ah'! that accounts for 1t,” said the Hatier.
“He wont stand beating. Now, if you only
kept on good terms with him, he’d do almost
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anything you liked with the elock. For in-
stance, suppose it werc nine oclock n the morn-
ing, just time to begin lessons: you’d only have
to whisper a hint to Time, and round goes the
clock in a twinkling! Half-past one, time for
dinner!”

(“I only wish it was,” the March Hare said
to itself in a whisper.)

“That would be grand, certainly,” said Alice
thoughtfully : “but then—I shouldn’t be hungry
for it, you know.” '

“Not at first, perhaps,” said the Iatter: “but
you could keep 1t to half-past one as long as
you liked.”

“Is that the way wyou manage?” Alice
asked.

The Hatter shook his head mowrnfully. «Not
It” he replied. “We quarrelled last March

Just before ke went mad, you know——" (point-

ing with his teaspoon at the March Hare,)

[14

it was at the great econcert given by the

(Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing
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Twinkle, twinkle, lLittle bat!

How I wonder what you’re at I’

You know the song, perhaps?”
“I’ve heard something like it,” said Alice.
“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter continued,
“in this way :—

“ Up above the world you fly,
Like o teatray in the sky.

Twinkle, twinkle——"
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Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began
singing in its sleep « Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle,
tutnkle——" and went on so long that they had
to pinch 1t to muke it stop.

“Well, I'd hardly finished the first verse,”
said the Hatter, “when the Quecn bawled out
‘He’s murdering the time! Off with his head!””

“How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.

“And ever since that,” the Ilatter went on
in a mournful ione, “he wont do a thing 1
ask! It’s always six o'clock now.”

A bright idea came into Alice’s head. “Is
that the reason so many tea-things are put out
here 7" she asked.

“Yeg, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh :
“it’s always tea-time, and we've no time to
wash the things between whiles.”

“Then you keep moving round, I suppose 2”
said Alce.

“ Exactly s0,” said the Hatter: “as the things
get used up.”

“But when you come to the beginning
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again?” Alice ventured to ask.

“Suppose we change the subject,” the March
Hare interrupted, yawning, “I’'m getting tired
of this. I wvote the young lady tells us a
story.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know one” said Alice,
rather alarmed at the proposal.

“Then the Dormouse shall!” they both cried.
“Wake up, Dormouse!” And they pinched it
on both sides at once.

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. “1
wasn't asleep,” he sald in a hoarse, feeble voice :
“I heard every word you fellows were saying.”

“Tell us a story'!” said the March Hare.

“Yes, please do!” pleaded Alice.

“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter,
“or you'll be asleep again before it’s done.”

“Once upon a time there were three little
sisters,” the Dormousc began in a great hurry ;
“and their names were Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie ;
and they lived at the bottom of a well—~

“What did they live on?” said Alice, who
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always took a great interest in questions of
eating and drinking,

“They lived on treacle,” said the Dormouse,
after thinking a minute or two.

“They couldn’t bave done that, you know,”
Alice gently remarked: “they’d bave been 1ll.”

“So they were,” said the Dormouse ; “very ill.”

Alice tried a little to fancy to herself what
such an extraordinary way of living would be
like, but it puzzled her too much, so she went
on: “But why did they live at the bottom of
a well?”

“Take some more tea,” the March Hare said
to Alice, very earnestly.

“1’ve had nothing yet,” Alice replied In an
offended tone, “so 1 can’t take more.”

“You mean, you can’t take less” said the
Hatter : “it’s very casy to take more than no-
thing.”

“Nobody asked your opinion,” said Alice.

“Who's making personal remarks now %7 the
Hatter asked triumphantly.
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Alice did not quitc know what to say to
this: so she helped horself to some tea and
bread-and-batter, and then turned to the Deor- .
mouse, and repeated her question. “Why did
they live at the hottom of a well?”

The Dormouse again took a minute or two
tc thmmk about 1it, and then sad, “It was a
treacle-well.”

“There’s no such thing!” Alice was begin-
ning very angrily, but the Hatter and the March
Hare went “Sh! sh!” and the Dormouse sulkily
remarked, “If you cant be ecivil, you'd better
finish the story for yourself.”

“No, please go on!” Alice said very hum-
bly: “1 won’t interrupt you again. 1 dare say
there may be one”

“One, indecd!” said the Dormouse indig-
nantly. Howcever, he consented to go on. “And
so these three little sisters—they were learning
to draw, you know——"

“What did they draw ?” said Alice, quite

forgetting her promise.
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“Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without consider-
ing at all this fime.

“I want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hatter :
“let’s all move one place on”

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse
followed him: the March Hare moved into the
Dormouse’s place, and Alice rather unwillingly
took the place of the March ITare. The Hatter
was the only one who got any advantage from
the change: and Alice was a good deal worse
off than before, as the March Hare had just up-
set the milk-jug into his plate.

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse
again, so she began very cautiously: “But 1
don’t understand. Where did they draw the
treacle from %”

“You can draw water out of a water-well,”
said the Hatter; “so I should think you could
draw treacle out of a treacle-well—eh, stupid t”

“PBut they were ¢n the well,” Alice said to
the Dormouse, not choosing to notice this last

remark.
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“Of course they were,” said the Dormouse,—
“well In.”

This answer so confused poor Alice, that she
let the Dormouse go on for some fime without
interrupting it.

“They were learning to draw,” the Dormouse
went on, yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it
was getting very sleepy; “und they drew all
manner of things—everything that beging with
an M——7

“Why with an M?” said Alice.

“Why not?” sald the March Hare.

Alice was silent.

The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this
time, and was goiug off into a doze, but, on
being pinched by the Hatter, it woke up again
with a little shriek, and went on: « that

beging with an M, such as mousetraps, and the
moon, and memory, and muchness—you know
you say things are ‘much of a muchness’—did
you ever gee such a thing as a drawing of a

muchness ?”
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“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very

»

much confused, “I don’t think
“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter.

ULty
e

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice
could bear: she got up in great disgust, and
walked off: the Dormouse fell asleep instantly,
and neither of the others took the least notice
of her going, though she Jooked back once or
twice, half hoping that they would call after
her: the last time she saw them, they were

trying to put the Dormouse mto the teapot.
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At any rate 1’1l never go there again!” said
Alice as she picked her way through the wood.
“It’s the stupidest tea-party I cver was at in
all my life!”

Just as she said this, she noticed that one
of the trees had a door leading right into it.
“That’s wvery curious!” she thought. “But
everything’s curious to-day. I think I may as
well go in at once” And in she went.

Once more she found herself in the long hall,
and close to the little glass table. “Now, Il
manage better this time,” she said to hersclf,
and began by taking the little golden key, and
unlocking the door that led into the garden.
Then she set to work nibbling at the mushroom
(she had kept a piece of it in her pocket) till
she was about a foot high: then she walked
down the little passage: and then—she found
herself at last in the beautiful garden, among
the bright flowerbeds and the cool fountains.



CHAPTER VIIL
THE QUEEK'S CROQUET-GROUND.

A LARGE rosc-trec stood near the entrance of
the garden: the roses growing on it were white,
but there were threce gardeners at it, busily
painting them ved. Alice thought this a very
curious thing, and she went nearer to watch
" them, and just as she came up to them she
heard one of them say, “Look out now, Five!
Don't go splashing paint over me like that!”

“I couldnt help it,” said Five in a sulky
tone ; “Seven jogged my elbow.”

On which Seven locked up and said, “That’s
right, Five! Always lay the blame on others i
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“ You'd better not talk!” said Five. «I
Lieard the Queen say only yesterday you deserved
to be beheaded !

“What  for 77
said the one who
had gpoken first.

“That’s none
of your business,
Twaol” sald Seven,

“Yes, 1t 45 hig
business 1”7 said
Iftve, “and 1711
tell him—it was
for bringing the
cook  tulip-roots

instead of onions”

Seven  flung
down his brush, and had just begun, “Well, of

B

all the unjust things—" when his eye chanced
to fall upon Alice, as she stood watching them,
and he checked himself suddenly: the others

looked round also, and all of them howed low.
I
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“Would you tell me, please)” said Alice,
a little timidly, “why you are puinting those
roses ¢”

Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at
Two. Two began, in a low voice, “Why, the
fact is, you see, Miss, this here onght to have
been a red rose-tree, and we put a white one
in by mistake, and if the Queen was to find i
out, we should all have our heads cut off, you
know, So you see, Miss, we’re doing our best,
afore she comes, to—" At this moment Five,
who had been anxiously looking across the
garden, called out “The Queen! The Queen!”
and the three gardeners instantly threw them-
selves flat upon their faces. There was a sound
of many footsteps, and Alice looked round,
eager lo sec the Quecn.

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these
wore all shaped like the three gardencrs, oblong
and flat, with their hands and feet at the cor-
ners: mext the ten courtiers; these were orna-

mented all over with diamonds, and walked two
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and two, as the soldiers did. After these came
the royal children; there were ten of them,
and the little dears came jumping merrily along
hand in hand, in couples: they were all orna-
mented with  hearts.  Next came the guests,
mostly Kings and Queens, und among them
Alce recognised the White Rabbit: it was talk-
ing 1 a hurried nervous manner, smiling ut
everything that was said, and went by without
noticing her. Then followed the Knave of
Hearts, carrying the King’s crown on a crimson
velvet cushion ; and, last of all this grand pro-
cession, came THE KING AND QUEEN OF
HEARTS,

Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought
not to lie down on her face like the three
gardeners, but she could not remember ever
having heurd of such u rule at processions ; “and
besides, what would be the use of & procession,”
she thought, “if people had all to lie down on
their faces, so that they couldn’t see it?” So
she stood where she was, and waited.

Iz
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When the procession came opposite to Alice,
they all stopped and looked at her, and the
Queen said severely, “Who is this?” She said
it to the Knave of Ilearts, who only bowed and
smiled in reply.

“Idiot!” said the Queen, tossing her head
impatiently ; and, turning to Alice, she went
on, “What’s your name, child ?”

“My name is Alice, so pleare your Majesty,”
said Alice very politely; but she added, to
herself, “Why, they’re only a pack of\ cards,
after all. T needn’t be afraid of them1!”

“And who are these?” said the Queen, point-
ing to the three gardeners who were lying
round the rose-tree; for vou see, as they were
lying on their fices, and the pattern on their
backs was the same as the rest of the pack,
she could not tell whether they were gardeners,
or soldiers, or courtiers, or three of her own
children. _

“How should I know ?” said Alice, surprised

at her own courage. “It’s no business of metne.”
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The Queen turned crimson with fury, and,
after glaring at her for » moment like a wild
beast, began screaming, “Off with her head!
Of-—"
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“Nonsense!” said Alice, very loudly and
decidedly, and the Queen was silent.

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and
timidly said, “Consider, my dear: she is only
a chldt”

The Queen turned angrily away from him,
and said to the Knave, “Turn them over!”

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

“Get up!” said the Quecn in a shrill, loud
voice, and the three gardeners instantly jumped
up, and began bowing to the King, the Queen,
the royal children, and everybody clse.

“Leave ofl that!” screamed the Queen. “You
make me giddy” And then, turning to the
roge-tree, she went on, “What have you been
doing here ?”

“May it please your Majesty,” said Two, in
a very humble tone, geing down on cne knee
as he spoke, “we were trying—"

“f see!” sald the Queen, who had mean-

while been examining the roses.  “Off with
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their heads!” und the procession moved on,
three of the soldiers remaining behind to execute
the unfortunate gardeners, who ran to Alice for
protection.

“You shan’t be beheaded!” said Alice, and
she put them into a large flower-pot that stood
near. The three soldiers wandered about for
a mivute or two, looking for them, and then
quietly marched off’ after the others.

“ Are their heads off " shouted the Queen.

“Their heads are gome, if it please your
Majesty !” the soldiers shouted in reply.

“That's right!” shouted the Queen. “Can
you play croquet t”

The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice,
as the question was evidently meant for her.

“Yes!” shouted Alice.

“(Come on then!” roared the Qucen, and
Alice joined the procession, wondeling very
mueh what would happen next.

“Tt’'s—it’s a very fine day!” said a timd

voice at her side. She was walking by the White
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Rabbit, who was peeping anxiocusly into her fuce.
“Very,” said Alice :—*where’s the Duchess ?”
“Hush! Hush!” sald the Rabbit in a low,

hurried tone, He looked anxiously over his

shoulder as he spoke, and then raised himself
upon tiptoe, put his mouth close to her ear, and
whispered, “ She’s under sentence of execution.”

“What for?” said Alice.

“Did you gay ‘What a pityU'?” the Rabbib
asked.

“No, T dido’t,” said Alce: “I dont think
it’s at all a pity. T said * What for?’”

“She boxed the Queen’s ears—" the Llabbit
began. Alice gave a little scream of laughter.
“0h, hush!” the Rabbit whispered in a frightened
tone. “The Queen will hear you! You see she
came rather late, and the Quecen said—"

“Get to your places!” shouted the Queen in
a voice of thunder, and pcople began running
about in all ditections, tumbling up against
each other: however, they got settled down in

a minute or two, and the game began.
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Alice thought she had never seen such a
gurious croquet-ground 1n her life: it was all
ridges and furrows; the croquet-balls were live
hedgehogs, and the mallets live flamingoes, and
the soldiers had to
double themselves up
and stand on their
hands and feet, to
make the arches.

The chief difh-
culty Alice found at
first was In managing
her flamingo: she
succeeded in getting
its body tucked away,
comfortably enough,

under her arm, with
its legs hanging down, but generally, just as she
had got its neck nicely straightened out, and
was going to give the hedgehog a blow with
its head, it would twist itself round and look

up into her face, with such a puzzled expres-
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sion that she could not help bursting out laugh-
ing: and when she had got its head down, and
was going to begin again, it was very provoking
to {ind that the hedgehog had unrolled itself,
and was 1n the act of crawling away: besides
atl tlus, there was generally a ridge or a furrow
in the way wherever she wanfed to send the
hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up soldiers were
always getting up and walking off to other parts
of the ground, Alice soon came to the conclusion
that it was a very difficult game indeed.

The players all played at once without wait-
mg for turns, quarrelling all the while, and
fighting for the hedgehogs; and in a very short
time the Queen was in a furious p&saioﬁ, and
went stamping about, and shouting, “Off with
his head!” or “Off with her head!” about once
in a minute.

Alice began to feel very uneasy: to be sure,
she had not as yet had any dispute with the
Quecn, but she knew that it might happen any
minute, “and then,” thought she, “what would
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become of me? They’re drcadfully fond of
beheading people lhere: the great wonder 18,
that there’s any one left alive!”

She was looking about for some way of
escape, and wondering whether she could get
away without being seen, when she noticed a
eurious appearance in the air: it puzzled her
very much at first, but after watching it a
rainute or two she made it out to be a grin,
and she said to herself, “It’s the Cheshire Cat:
now I shall have somebody to talk to”

“How are you getting on?” said the Cat,
as soon as there was mouth enough for it to
speak with,

Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and then
nodded. “It's no use speaking to i,” she
thought, “till its ears have come, or at least
one of them.” In another minute the whole
head appeared, and then Alice put down her
flamingo, and began an account of the game,
feeling very glad she had some one to listen to
her. The (Cat scemed to t.i'link that there was
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enough of it now in sight, and no more of it
appeared.

“T don't think they play at all fairly,” Alice
began, in rather a complaining tone, “and they
all quarrel so dreadfully one can’t hear one’s-self
speak—and they don’t scem to have any rules
in particular; at least, if' there are, nobody
attends to them—and you’ve no idea how con-
fusing 1t 1s all the things being alive; for in-
stance, there’s the arch I've got to go through
next walking about at the other end of the
ground—and I should have croqueted the
Queen’s hedgehog just now, only it ran away
when it saw mine coming!” ‘

“How do you like the Queen?” said the Cat
in a low voice.

“Not at all” said Alice: “she’s 8o ex-
tremely—" Just then she noticed that the
Queen was close behind her, listening: so she
went on “—likely to win, that it’s hardly worth
while finishing the game.”

The Queen smiled and passed on.
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“Who are you talking to ?” said the King,
coming up to Alice, and looking at the Cat's
head with great curiosity.

“Tt's a friend of mine—a Cheshire Cat,” said
Alice; “allow me to introduce it.”

“J don’t like the look of it at all,” said the
King: “however, it may kiss my hand if it
Likes.”

“I’d rather not,” the Cat remarked.

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

“A cat may loock at a king” said Alice.
“I’'ve read that in some book, but I don’t re-
member where.”

“Well, 1t must be removed,” said the King
vory decidedly, and he called to the Queen, who
was passing at the moment, “My dear! T wish
you would have this cat removed !”

The Queen had only one way of settling all
difficulties, great or small. < Off with his head!”

she gaid without even locking round.
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“T711 fetch the executioner myself,” said the
King eagerly, and he hurried off.

Alice thought she might as well go buck and
see how the game was going on, as she heard
the Queen’s voice in the distance, screaming
with passion. She had already heard her sen-
tence three of the players to be executed for
huving missed their turns, and she did not like
the look of things at all, as the game was in
such confusion that she never knew whether it
was her turn or not. So she went off in search
of her hedgehog,

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with
snother  hedgehog, which scemed to Alice an
excellent opportunity for erogueting one of them
with the other: the only difficulty was, that
her flamingo was gone across to the other side
of the garden, where Alice could see it trying
in a helpless sort of way to fly up into a tree.

By the time she had caught the flamingo
and brought it back, the fight was over, and
both the hedgehops were out of sight: “but it



CROGQUET-GROTUNT, 123

doesn’t matter much,” thought Alice, “as all the
arches are gone from this side of the ground.”
Bo she tucked 1t away under her aim, that it
might not escape again, and went back to have
a little more conversation with her friend.

When she got back to the Cheshite Cat, she
was surprised to find quite a large erowd ool-
lected round it: there was a dispute going on
between the ecxccutioner, the King, and the
Quecn, who were all talking at once, while all
the rest were quite silent, and locked very
uncomfortable.

The moment Alice appeared, she was ap-
pealed to by ull three to settle the question,
and they repeated thelr arguments to her,
though, as they all spoke at once, she found it
very hard to make out exactly what they said.

The executioner’s argument was, that you
couldn’t cut off a head unless there was a body
to cut 1t off from: that he had never hLad to
do such a thing before, and he wasn’t going to

hegin at Zis time of hife.
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The King’s argument wus, that anything
that had a head eould be beheaded, and that
you weren't to talk nonsense,

The Queen’s argument was, that if some-
thing wasn’t done about it in less than no time,

she’d have everybody executed, all round. (Tt
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was this last remark that had made the whole
party look so grave and anxions.)

Alice could think of nothing else to say but
“It belongs to the Duchess: you’d better ask
her about it

“She’s in prisen,” the Queen said to the
executioner ; “fetch her here” And the execu-
tioner went off like an arrow.

The Cat’s head began fading away the
moment he was gone, and, by the time he had
come back with the Duchess, it had entirely
disappeared : so the King and the executioner
ran wildly up and down looking for it, while

the rest of the party went back to the game,
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THE MOCK TURTLES STORY.

“You can’t think how glad I am to see you
agaln, you dear old thing!” said the Dﬁchess,
as she tucked her arm affectionately into Alice’s,
and they walked off' together.

Alice was very glad to find her m such a
pleasant temper, and thought to lLerself that
perhaps it was only the pepper that had made
her so savage when they met in the kitchen.
“When f'm a Duchess,” she said to herself, (not
in a very hopeful tone though) “I won’t have

any pepper i my kitchen af il Soup does
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very well without—Maybe it's always pepper
that makes people hot-tempered,” she went on,
very much pleased at having found out a new
kind of rule, “and vinegar that makes them
sour—and camomile that makes them bitter—
and—and barloy-sugar and such things that
make children sweet-tempered, 1 only wigh
people knew that: then they wouldn’t be so
stingy about if, you know—"

She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this
time, and was a little startled when she heard
her voice close to her ear. “You're thinking
about something, my dear, and that makes yon
forget to talk. T can’t tell you just now what
the moral of that is, but 1 shall remember it
in a bit.”

ts

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

“Tut, tut, child!” said the Duchess. * Every-
thing’s got a moral, if only you can find it
And she squeezed herself up closer to Alice’s

side as she spoke.
K 2
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Alice did not much like her keeping so close
te her: first, because the Duchess was wery
ugly, and secondly, because she was exactly the
right  height to
rest her chin on
Alice’s  shoulder,
and 1t was an un-
comfortably sharp
chin. However,
she did not hke
to be rude, so she
bore it as well as
she could.

“The game’s
going on rather

better now,” she

said, by way of
keeping up the conversation a little,

“’Tis so,” sald the Duchess: “and the moral
of that is— Oh, ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes
the world go round!"”

“ Bomebody said,” Alice whispered, *that it’s
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done by everybody minding their own business!

“Ah, well! It mecans much the same thing,”
sald the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin
into Alice’s shoulder as she added, “and the
moral of that 13— Take care of the sense, and
the sounds will take care of themselves,’”

“How fond she is of finding morals 1n
things i” Alice thought to herself.

“1 daresay youre wondering why I don’t
put my arm round your waist,” said the Duchess
after a pause: “the reason is, that I’m doubt-
ful about the temper of your flamingo. Shall
I try the experiment?”

“He might bite,” Alice cautiously replied,
not feeling at all anxious to have the experi-
ment tried.

“Very true,” said the Duchess: “#lamingoes
and mustard both hite. And the moral of that
is—* Birds of a feather flock together)”

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

“Right, as usual,” said the Duchess: *what

a clear way you have of putting things P
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“It’s a mineral, I thenk,” sald Alice.

«0Of course it is” said the Duchess, who
seemed ready to agree to everything that Alice
said ; “there’s a large mustard-mine near herc.
And the moral of that is—*The more there is
of mune, the less there 1s of yours’”

“Oh, T know!” exclaimed Alice, who had
not attended to this last remark, “it’s a veget-
able. It doesn’t look like one, but it is.”

“I quite agree with you,” said the Duchess,
“and the moral of that is—*Be what you would
geem to be'—ar, if you’d like 1t put more
simply—* Never imagine yourself not to be
otherwise than what 1t might appear to others
that what you were or might have been was
not otherwise than what you had been would
have appearced to them to be otherwise””

“T think I should understand that betier,”
Alice sald very politely, “if T had it written
down: but I can’t quite follow it as you say it.”

“That’s nothing to what I could say if 1

chose,” the Duchess replied in a pleased tone.
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“Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any
longer than that,” said Alice.

“0h, dont talk about trouble!” said the
Duchess, “1 make you a present of every-
thing I've said as yet.”

“A cheap sort of present!” thought Alice.
“I'm glad they don’t give birthday presents
like that!” But she did not venture to say it
out loud.

“Thinking again” the Duchess asked, with
another dig of her sharp httle chin.

“I've a right to think,” said Alice sharply,
for she was beginning to feel a little worried.

« Just about as much right,” said the Duchess,
“as pigs have to fly: and the m—"

But here, to Alice’s great surprise, the
Duchess” voice died away, even in the middle
of her favourite word ‘moral’ and the arm
that was linked into hers began to tremble.
Alice looked up, and there stood the Queen in
front of them, with her arms folded, frowning

like a thunderstorm.
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“A fine day, your Majesty!” the Duchess
began in a low, weak voice.

“Now, I give you fair warning,” shouted the
Queen, stamping on the ground as she spoke ;
“either you or your head must be off, and that
in about half no time! Take your choice!”

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone
in & moment.

“Let’s go on with the game” the Queen
sald to Alice, and Alice was too much frightened
to say a word, but slowly followed her back to
the croguet-ground.

The other guests had tuken advantage of
the Queen’s absence, and were resting in the
shadc : however, the moment they saw her, they
hurried back to the game, the Queen merely
remarking that a moments delay would cost
thom their lives.

All the time they were playing the Queen
never left off quarrelling with the other players,
and shouting “Off with his head!” or «Off

with her head!” Those whom she sentenced
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were taken inte custody by the soldiers, who
of course had to leave off being arches to do
this, so that by the end of half an hour or so
there were no arches left, and all the players,
except the King, the Queen, and Alice, were
in custody, and under sentence of execution.

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath,
and said to Alice, “Have you wmeen the Mock
Turtle yet ?”

“No,” sald Alice. “I don't even know what
a Mock Turtle 187

“It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup iz made
from,” said the Queen.

“] never saw one, or heard of one,” said Alice,

“(Come on, then,” sald the Queen, “and he
shall tell you bis history.”

As they walked off together, Alice heard the
King say in a low veice, to the company gener-
ally, “You arc all pardoned.” “Come, that’s a
good thing!” she sald to herself, for she had
felt quite unhappy at the number of executions
the Queen had ordered.
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They very socon came upon a Gryphon, lying
fast asleep in the sun. (If you don't know what
a Gryphon is, look at the pictwe.) «Up, lazy
thing!” sald the Queen, “and take this voung
lady to sece the Mock Turtle, and to hear his
history, I must go back and sce after some
executions 1 have ordered ;” and she walked off,
leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. Alicc
did not quite like the look of the creature, but

on the whole she thought 1t would be quite as
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safe to stay with it as to go after that savage
Queen: so she waited.

The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes:
then it watched the Queen till she was out of
sight : then it chuckled. “What fun!” said the
Gryphon, half to itself, half to Alice.

“What 75 the fun?” said Alice.

“Why, she,” said the Gryphon. “It’s all
her fancy, that: they never executes nobody,
you know. Come on:”

“Everbody says ‘come on!” here,” thought
Alice, as she went slowly after it: “1 never was
so ordered about before in all my life, never!”

They had not gone far before they saw the
Mock Turtle in ilhe distance, sitting sad and
lonely on a little ledge of rock, and, as they
came rnearer, Alice could hear him sighing as
if his heart would break. She pitied him decply.
“ What is his sorrow ?” she asked the Gryphon,
and the Gryphon answered, very nearly in the
gamc words as before, “It’s all his fancy, that:

1

he basn't got no sorrow, you know. Come on
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So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who
looked at them with large eyes full of tears,
but said nothing.

“This here young lady,” said the Gryphon,
“she wants for to know your lustory, she do.”

“I°ll tell it her,” said the Mock Turtle in
a deep, hollow tonc: “sit down both of you,
and don’t speak a word till I've finished.”

So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some
minutes. Alice thought to herself, “I don’t see
how hLe can ewver finish, if he doesn’t begin”
But she waited patiently.

“Onece,” sald the Mock Turtle at la’-:t with
a deep sigh, “1 was a real Turtle”

These words were followed by a very long
silence, broken only by an oceasional exclama-
tion of “Hjekrrh!” from the Gryphon, and the
constant heavy scbbing of the Mock Turtle.
Alice was very ncarly getting up and saying,
“Thank you, sir, for your interesting story,”
but she could not hclp thinking there anust be
more fo come, 80 she sat still and said nothing.
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“When we wore little,” the Mock Turtle
went on at last, more calmly, though still sob-
bing a little now and then, “we went to school
in the sea. The master was an old Turtle—we
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used to call lim Tortoise—"

“Why did you call him Tortoise, if' he wasn't
onc ?” Alice asked.

“We called him Tortoise because he faught
us,” sald the Mock Turile angrily; “really you
are very dull!”

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for
asking such a simple question,” added the Gry-
phon ; and then they both sat slent and looked
at poor Alice, who felt ready to sink into the
earth. At last the Gryphon said to the Mock
Turde, “Drive on, old fellow! Don’t be all day
about t!” and he went on in these words

“Yos, we went to school in the sca, though
you mayn’t believe it—"

“1 never said I didn’t!” interrupted Alice.

“You did.,” said the Mock Turtle.

“Hold your tongue!” added the Gryphon,
before Alice could speak again.  The Mock
Turtle went on.

“We had the best of educations—in fact, we
went to school every day—"
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“I’ve been to a day-school too,” said Alicc;
“you needn’t be so proud as all that.”

“With exiras?” asked the Mock Turtle o
little anxiously.

“Yeg” wsald Alice, “we learned French and
musie.”

“And washing 7" saxd the Mock Thurtle.

“Certainly not!” said Alice indignantly,

“Ah! Then yours wasn’t & really good school,”
said the Mock Turtle in a tone of great relief|
“Now at owrs they had at the end of the bill,
¢ French, music, and washing—extra.”

“You couldn’t have wanted it much,” said
Alice; “living at the bottom of the sea.”

“T couldn™t afford 1o learn it,” said the Mock
Turtle with a sigh. “I only tock the regular
course.”

“What was that?” enquired Alice,

“Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin
with,” the Mock Turtle replied: “and then the
diffcrent branches of Arithmetic—Ambition, Dis-
traction, Uglification, and Derision,”
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“1 never heard of ¢ Uglification,’” Alice ven-
tured to say. “What is it?”

The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in sur-
prise. “Never heard of uglifying!” it exclaimed.
“You know what to beautify is, 1 suppose t”

“Yes,” said Alice, doubtfully: *“it mecans—
to—make—anything—prettier.”

“Well then,” the Gryphon went on, “if you
don’t know what to wuglify is, you are a
simepleton,” __

Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any
more questions about if, so she turned to the
Mock Turtle, and said, “ What else had you to
learn 77

“Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle
replied, connting off the subjects on his flappers,—
“ Mystery, ancient and maodern, with Seaography :
then Drawling—the Drawling-master was an old
conger-eel, that used to come once a week: he
taught us Drawling, Stretching, and Fainting in
Coils.”

“What was that like?” sald Alice.
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“Well, I can’t show it you, myself,” the
Mock Turile suid: “I’'m too stiff. And the
Gryphon never learnt it.”

“Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon: “I1 went
to the Classical master, though. He was an
old crab, ie was”

“I never went to bhim,” the Mock Turtle
sald with a sigh: “he faught Laughing and
Grief, they used to say”

“So he did, so he did,)” said the Gryphon,
sighing in his turn, and both creatures hid their
faces in their paws

“And how many hours a day did you do
lessons ¥ sald Alice, in a hurry to change the
Subjecf.

“Ten hours the first day,” said the Mock
Turtle: “nine the nexi, and so on.”

“What a curicus plant!” exclaimed Alice,

“That’s the reason they’ve called lessons,”
the Gryphon remarked: <“because they lessen
from day to day”

This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she

L
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thought it over a little before she made her next
remark.  “Then the cleventh day must have
been a holiday ?”

“Of course 1t was,” said the Mock Turtle.

“And how did you manage on the twelfth ?”
Alice wenl on eagoerly.

“That’s enough about lessons,” the Grypbon
interrupted n a very decided tonc: “tell her

something about the games now.”



CHAPTER X
THE LOBSTER QUALRILLE.

Tar Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew
the back of one flapper across his cyes. He
looked at Alice and tried to speak, but for a
minute or {wo sobs choked his voice, “Same
as if he had a bone in his throat,” said the
Gryphon, and it set to work shaking him
and punching him in the back, At last the
Mock Twrtle recovered his veice, and, with tears
running down his cheeks, he went on again :—

“You may not have lived much under the
sea—" (“I haven’t,” said Alice)—“and perhaps
you were never even introduced to a lobster—”

L2
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(Alice began to say “I once tasted—" hut
checked herself hastily, and said, “No, never”)—
“so you can have no ides what a delightful
thing a Lobster-Quadrille ist”

“No, indeed,” said Alice. ~What sort of a
dance 1s 1t ?”

“ Why,” sald the Gryphon, “you first formn
into a line along the seashore—"

“Two lines!” cried the Mock Turtle. * Seals,
turtles, salmon, and so on: then, when you've
cleared all the jelly-fish out of the way—"

“That generally takes some t-ime,"’ inter-
rupted the Gryphon.

“ —vou advance twice—"

“Each with a lobster as a partner!” cried the
Gryphon.

“Of courge,” the Mock Turtle said: “advance
twice, set to partners—”

“ —change lobsters, and retire in same order,”
continued the Gryphon.

“Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went
on, “you throw the—"
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“The lobsters!” shouted the Gryphon, with
a bound into the air.

“—as far out to sea as you can—"

“Swim after them!” sereamed the Gryphon,

“Turn a somersault in the seal!” eried the
Mock Turtle, capering wildly about.

“Change lobsters again'” yelled the Gryphon
at the top of its voice.

“Back to land again, and—that’s all the first
figure,” said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping
hig voice, and the two creatures, who had been
jnmping about like mad things all this time,
sat down again very sadly and quietly, and
looked at Alice.

“It must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice
timidly. _

“Would vou like to see a little of 1t?” said
the Mock Turtle.

“Very much indeed,” said Alice.

“Come, let’s try the first figure!” said the
Mock Turtle to the Gryphon. “We can do it

without lobsters, you know. Which shall sing?”
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“Oh, you sing,” said the Gryphon. “I’ve
forgotten the words.”

So they began solemnly dancing round and
round Alice, every now and then treading on
her toes when they passed too cloge, and waving
their forepaws to mark the time, while the

Mock Turtle sang this, very slowly and sadly -
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“ Will you walf o little faster 7 said n whiting o o snail,
“ There’s a porpoise close bekind us, and he’s freading on
my taif.
See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance !
They are wailing on the shingle—will gon come and join
the danee?
Will you, won't yow, will you, won’t you, will you join
the dance?
Will you, won’t you, witl you, wow't you, won’t you join
the dance?

«“ You can veally have no notion how delightful it will be
When they take us wp and throw us, with the lobslers, out
to gea!”
But the snail replied  Too far, too far!” and gave o look
askance—
Said ke thanked lhe whiting kindly, bul ke would nof join
the dance.
Would not, could not, wonld not, conld nol, would nol
Join the dance.
Would not, could wnot, would not, could nol, could nof

Jotn the daice.
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“ What watters it how far we go 77 his svaly friend veplied,
« There is aaother shorve, you know, npon the ether side.
The further off from England the nearcr is to France—
Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance.
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join
the dance?
Wil you, wor’t you, will you, won’l you, wow’t you join
the dauce 7

“Thank you, it’s a very interesting dance to
watch,” said Alice, feeling very glad that 1t was
over at last; “and I do so like that curious
song about the whiting!”

“0Oh, as to the whiting,” said the Mock
Turtle, “they—you’ve seen them, of course ?”

“Yes,” said Alice, “I’ve often seen them sat
dinn—" she checked herself hastily.

“1 dont know where Dinn may be” said
the Mock Turtle, “but if you've seen them so
often, of course you know what they're like.”

“I belicve s0,” Alice replied thoughtfully.

“They have thelr tails in their mouths ;—and
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they 'rc all over crumbs.”

“You’re wrong about the crumbs,” said the
Mock Turtle: “crumbs would all wash off in
the sea. But they lave their tails in their
mouths; and the reason is—" here the Mock
Turtle yawned and shut his eyes.—“Tell her
about the reason and all that,” he said to the
Gryphor.

“The rcason is,” sald the Gryphon, *that
they would go with the lobsters to the dance.
So they got thrown out to sea. Bo they had
to fall a long way. BSo they got their tails fast
in their mouths. So they couldn’t get them
out again. That’s all”

“Thank you,” said Alice, “it’s very Intercst-
ing. 1 never kunew so much about a whiting
betore.”

“I can tell you more than that, if' you like,”
sald the Gryphon. “Do you know why it's
called a whiting ?”

“I mnever thought about 1" said Alice.
“ Why 7”7
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“It does the hoots and shoes,” the Gryphon
replied very solemnly.

Alice was thoroughly puzzled.  “Docs the
boots and shoes!” she repeated in a wonder-
mg tone.

“Why, what are your shoes done with?”
said the Gryphon. “T mean, what makes them
so shiny 77

Alice looked down at them, and considered
a little before she gave her answer. “They’re
done with blacking, I believe.” \

“Boots and shoes under the sea,” the Gry-
phon went on in a deep voice, “are done with
whiting. Now you know.”

“And what are they made of?” Alice asked
in a tone of great curiosity.

“Soles and eels, of course,” the Gryphon
replied rather impatiently: “any shrimp could
have told you that.”

“1f T'd been the whiting,” said Alice, whose
thoughts were still running on the song, “I’d
have said to the porpoise, ‘Keep back, please :
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we don’t want you with us!?”

“ They were obliged to have him with them,”
the Mock Turtle said : “no wise fish would go
anywhere without a porpoise.”

“Wouldn’t 1t really?” said Alice in a tone
of great surprise.

“0Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle:
“why, if a fish came to me, and told me he
was going a journey, I should say ¢ With what
porpoise ¢

“Don’t you mean ‘purposet’” said Alice.

“I mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle replied
in an offended tone. And the Gryphon added
“Come, let’s hear some of your adventures.”

“I could tell you my adventures—beginning
from this morning,” said Alice » httle tiroidly :
“but it’s no use going back to yesterday,
because T was a different person then.”

“Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle.

“No, no! the adventures first,” said the
Gryphon in an impatient tone: “explanations

take such a dreadful time.”



150 THE LOPSTER

So Alice began telling them her adventures
from the time when she first saw the White
Rabbit : she was a little nervous about it just at
first, the two creatures got so close to her, one
on each side, and opencd their eyes and mouths
so very wide, but she gained courage as she
went on.  Her listeners were perfectly quien
till she got to the part about her repeating
“You arve old, Father William,” o the Cater-
pillar, and the words all coming different, and
then the Mock Turtle drew a long breath, and
said, “That’s very curious.” \

“Tt’s all about as curious as it can be,” said
the Gryphon.

“It all came different!” the Mock Turtle
repeated thoughtfully. “T should like to hear
her try and repeat something now. Tell her
to begin.” He locked at the Gryphon as if he
thought it had some kind of authority over
Alice.

“Stand up and repeat <’Tis the wvoice of the

sluggard,” said the Gryphon.
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“Heow the ereatures

order one about, and
make one repeat les-
song!” thought Alice,
“T might just as well
be at school at once”
- However, she got up,

and began to repeat

ﬁﬁ, go full of the Lob-
‘ster-Quadrille,  that

‘she was saying, and
the words came very

queer indeed —

«*Tis the voice of the lobster; I heard him declare,
¢ You have baked me loov brown, I must sugar iy hair!
ds w duck wilh tls eyelids, so he with ks nose

Frims his belf and his hublons, and burns oul his foes”

“That’s different from what f used to say
when I was a child,” said the Gryphon.
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“Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock
Turtle; “but 1t sounds uncommon nonsense.”

Alice said nothing : she had sat down again
with her fice in her hands, wondering 1f any-
thing would ever happen in a natutal way
agaln,

“I should like to have it explamed,” said the
Mock Turtle,

“Bhe can’t explain 1t said the Gryphon
hastily. “Go on with the next verse”

“But about lis toes?” fhe Mock Turtle
persisted.  “How could he turn them out with
his nose, you know 7

“It’s the first position in duncing,” Aliec
said ; but she was dreadfully puzzled by the
whole thing, and longed to change the subject,

“Go on with the next verse,” the Gryphon
repeated impatiently: “it beging ‘7 passed by
his garden””

Alice did not dare to disobey, though she
{elt sure it would all come wrong, and she went

on in a trembling voice —
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“ passed by kis gerden, and warked, with one epe,

How the owl and the oyster were sharing o pio—"

“What s the use of .rcpcating all that stufl)”
the Mock Turtle interiupted, “1f you dun't explain
1t as you go on? It’s by far the most confusing
thing I ever heard!”

“Yes, I think you'd better leave off)” saul
the Gryphon, and Alice was only too glad to
do so.

“Shall we try another figure of the Lobster-
Quadrille ¥ the Gryphon went on. “Or would
yvou like the Mock Turtle to sing you a song *”

“Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle
would be so kind,” Alice replied, so eagerly
that the Gryphon said, in a rather offended
tone, “Hm! No accounting for tastes! Sing
her © Tuitle Soup, will you, old fellow ?”

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began,
it a voice sometimes choked with sobs, to sing

ihis —
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“ Beautiful Soup, so vich and greew,

Waiting in o kot tureen !

Who for such dainties wonld not stoop ?

Soup of the evewing, beauiiful Soup !

Sorep of the evening, beantiful Soup!
Bean—ootiful Svo—aop!
Hean—ovtiful Seo—oup !

Soo—oop of the e—e-—evening,
Beautifut, beantiful Soup !

“ Beautiful Soup! Who cures for fist, .

Game, or any other disk?

Who would not give il else for two p

ennyworth only of bewnliful Soup?

Penuyworth only of beawtiful Soup?
Bean—ootiful Seo—oop !
DBeawuw—o0tiful Suo—oop !

Soo-—oap of the e—e—evening,
Beautyful, beanti— FUL SQUE I

“Chorus again!” cried the Gryphon, and the
Mock Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when
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a cry of “The trial's beginning!” was heard in
the distance.

“Come on!” cried the Gryphon, and, taking
Alice by the hand, it hurried off, without wait-
ing for the end of the song.

“What trial is it?” Alice panted as she ran,
but the Gryphon only answercd “ Come on!” and
ran the faster, while more and more faintly
came, carricd on the breeze that followed them,

the melancholy words :—

“ Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,

Beantiful, beautiful Soup 1”



CHAPTER XI.
WO STOLE THE TARTS?

Tre King and Queen of Hearts were seated
on their throne when they arrived, with a great
erowd assembled about them—all sorts of little
birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack of
cards: the Knave was standing before them,
in chains, with a soldier on each side to guard
him ; and necar the King was the White Rabbit,
with a trumpet in onc hand, and a scroll of
parchment in the other. In the very middle

of the court was a table, with a large dish of
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tarts upon it : they looked so good, that it
made Alice quite hungry to lock at them—*I
wish they’'d get the trial done” she thought,
“and hand round the refreshments!” But there
seemed to be no chance of this, so she began
looking at cverything about her to pass away
the fime.

Alice had never been in a court of justice
before, but she had read about them in books,
and she was quife pleased to find that she knew
the name of nearly everything there. “That'’s
the judge,” she sald to herself, “hecause of his
great wig.”

The judge, by the way, was the King, and
as he wore bis crown over the wig, (look af
the frontispiece if you want io see how he did
it,) he did not look at all comfortable, and it
was certainly not becorming.

“And that’s the jury-box,” thought Alice,
“and those twelve creatures” (she was obliged
to say ¢creatures,” you see, because some of

themn were animals, and some were birds,) “I
M2
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suppose they are the jurors” She said this
last word two or three times over to herself
being rather proud of it: for she thought, and
rightly too, that very few little girls of her age
knew the meaning of it at all However, *jury-
men” would have done just as well

The twelve jurors were all writing very
busily on slates. “ What are they doing ¥ Alice
whispered to the Gryphon. “They can’t have
anything to put down yet, before the trial’s
begun.” ' '

“They're putting down their pames,” the
Gryphon  whispered in reply, “for fcar they
should forget them before the end of the trial”

“Stupid things!” Alicc began in a loud
indignant voice, but she stopped herself hastily,
for the White Rabbit cried out, “ Silence in the
court!” and the King put on his spectacles und
looked anxiously round, to make out who was
talking.

Alice could see, as well as if she were look-

ing over therr shoulders, that all the jurors were
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writing down “stupid things!” on their slates,
and she could even make out that one of them
didn’t know how to spell “stupid,” and that he
had to ask his neighbour to tell him. “A mpice
muddle their slates 'l be in before the frial's
over!” thought Alice.

One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked.
This, of course, Alice could not stand, and she
went round the court and got behind him, and
very soon found an opportunity of taking it
away. She did it so quickly that the poor
little jurer (it was DBill, the Lizard) could not
make out at all what had bccome of 1t; so,
after hunting all about for it, he was obliged
to write with one finger for the rest of the
day ; _:md_ this was of very little use, as it left
no mark on the slate.

“ Herald, read the accusation!” said the
King.

On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts
on the trumpet, and then wnrolled the parch-

nment seroll, and read as tollows —
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b« The Queen of IHearts, she made some farts,
Al on a summer day:

The Knauwe of Ilearls, ke slole those laris,
dnd fook them quite away!”

“ (Consider your verdict,” the King sald  to

the jury.
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“Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily -
terrupted. “There’s a great deal to come before
that 1”

“Call the first witness,” said the King; and
the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the
trumpet, and called out, * First witness!”

The first witness was the Hatter. Hec came
m with a teacup in one hand, and a piece of
bread-and-butter in the other. “T beg pardon,
your Majesty,” he hegan, “for hringing thesc
in: but I hadnt quite finished my tea when
1 was sent for”

“You ought to have finished,” said the King.
“When did you begin 7"

The Hatter locked at the March Hare, who
had followed him into the court, arm-in-arm
with the Dormouse. “Fourteenth of March, I
think 1t was,” he said.

“ Fifteenth,” said the March Hare.

“ Bixteenth,” added the Dormouse.

“Write that down,” the King said to the

jury, and the jury cagerly wrote down all three
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dates on their slates, and then added them up,
and reduced the answer to shillings and pence.

“Take off your hat,” the King said to the
Hatter.

“Tt isn’t mine,” said the Hatter,

“Stolen !” the King exclaimed, turning to
the jury, who instantly made a memorandum
of the fact.

“I keep them to sell,” the Hatter added as
an explanation: *“I’ve none of my own. I'm
a hatter.”

Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and
began staring hard at the Hatter, who turned
pale and fidgeted.

“Give your evidence,” said the King; “and
don’t be nervous, or I'll have you executed on
the spot.”

This did not seem to encourage the witness
at all: he kept shifting from one foot to the
other, looking uneasily at the Queen, and in
his confusion he bit a large plece out of his

teacnp instead of the bread-and-butter.
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Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious
sensation, which puzzled her a good deal until
she made out what it was: she was begluning
to grow larger again, and she thought at first
she would get up and leave the court; but on
second thoughts she decided to remamn where
she was as long as there was room for her.

“] wish you wouldn’t squeeze s0,” sald the
Dormouse, who was sitting next to her, “I can
nardly breathe.” |

“I can't help it,” said Alice very meekly:
“I'm growing.”

“You've no right to grow fhere,” said the
Dormouse.

“Don’t talk nonsense,” sald Alice more
boldly : “you know you're growing too.”

“Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,” said
the Dormouse: “not in that ridiculous fashion.”
And he got up very sulkily and crossed over
to the other side of the conurt.

All this time the Queen had never left off

staring at the Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse
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crossed the court, she said to one of the officers
of the court, “ Bring me the list of the singers in
the last concert!” on which the wretched Hatter
trembled so, that he
shook both his shoes
off.

“(ive vour evi-
dence,” the King re-
peated angrily, “or
Il have you execu-
ted, whether you're
nervous or not.”

“]’m a poor man,

your Majesty,” the

Hatter began in
a trembling voice,
“and I hadn't but just begun my tea—mot
above a week or so—and what with the bread-

and-butter getting so thin—and the twinkling

ax

of the tea
“The twinkling of what?” caid the King.
“It began with the tea,” the Hatter roplied.



THE TARTS 1 171

“Of course twinkling begins with a T!” said
the King sharply. “Do you take me for a
dunce? Go ont”

“I'm a poor man,” the Hatter went on, “and
most things twinkled after that—only the March

et

Hare said

“I didn't!” the March Hare interrupted in
a great hurry.

“Yon did!” said the Hatter.

“] deny i1t!” said the March Hare.

“He denics it,” said the King: “leave out
that part.”

“Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said—" the
Hatter went on, looking anxiously round to see
if he would deny it too: but the Dormouse
denied nothing, being fast asleep.

“ After that,” continued the Hatter, “1 cut
gsome more bread-and-butter ¥

“But what did the Dormouse say t” onc of
the jury asked.
“That 1 can’t remember,” said the Hatter.

“You saust remember,” remarked the King,
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“or I'll have you executed.”

The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and
bread-and-butter, and went down on one knee.
“T’m a poor man, your Majesty,” he began.

“You’re a wery poor specker,” said the
King.

Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was
immediately suppressed by the officers of the
court. (As that is rather a hard word, T will
just explain to you how it was done. They had
a large canvass bag, which tied up at the mouth
with strings: into this they slipped the guinea-
pig, head first, and then sat upon it}

“I'm glad I’ve seen that done,” thought
Alice. “I’ve so often read in the newspapers,
at the end of trials, ‘There was some attcmpt
at applause, which was immediately suppressed
by the officers of the court’ and I never under-
stood what it meant till now.”

“If that’s all you know about it, you may
stand down,” continued the King.

“TI can’t go no lower,” said the Ifatter: “1'm
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on the floor, as it 18.”
« Then you may sit down,” the King replied.
Here the other guinea-plg cheered, and was

suppressed.

“Come, that finishes the guinea-pigs'” thought
Alice. “ Now we shall get on better.”

“1’d rather finish my tea,” sald the Hatter,
with an anxious look at the Queen, who was
reading the list of singers,

“You may go” sald the King, and the
Hatter hurriedly left the court, without even

wailting to put his shoes on.
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« and just take his head off outside,” the
Queen added to one of the officers; but the
Hatter was out of sight before the officer could
get to the door.

“Call the next witness!” said the King.

The next witness was the Duchess’ cook.
She camied the pepper-box in her hand, and
Alice guesscd who it was, even before she got
into the court, by the way the people near the
door began sneezing all at once.

“(ive your evidence,” said the King.

“Shant,” said the coolk. ‘

The King looked anxiously at the White
Rabbit, who said in a low voice, “ Your Majesty
must cross-exumine fhis witness.”

“Well, if T must, I must,” the King said
with a melancholy air, and, after folding his
arms and fiowning at the cook till his eyes
were nearly out of sight, he said in a deep
voice, * What are tarts made of ¢

“ Pepper, mostly,” said the cook.

“Treacle,” said a sleepy voice behind her.
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“(Collar that Dormouse!” the Queen shricked
out.  “ Behead that Dormouse! Turn that Dor-
mouse out of court! Suppress him! Pinch lim!
Off with his whiskers!”

For some¢ minutes the whole court was in
confugion, gelting the Dormouse turned out, and,
by the time they had settled down again, the
cock had disappeared.

“Never mind!” said the King, with an air
of great relief. “Call the next witness” And
he added in an under-tone to the Queen,
“ Really, my dear, yor must cross-examine the
next witness. It quite makes my forehead ache !”

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled
over the list, feeling very curious to sce what
the next witness would be like, “—for they
haven't got much evidence yer,” she said to
herself.  Imagine her surprise, when the White
Rabbit tead out, at the top of his shrill little

voice, the name “ Alice!”



CHAPTER XIL
ALICE'S EVIDENCE.

“Hrre!” cried Alice, quite forgetting in the
flurry of the moment how large she had grown
in the last few minutes, and she jumped up in
such a hurry that she tipped over the jury-box
with the edge of her skirt, upsetting all the jury-
men on to the heads of the crowd below, and
there they lay sprawling about, reminding her
very much of a globe of goldfish she had
accidentally upset the week before.

“Oh, I beg your pardon!” she exclaimed in
a tone of great dismay, and began picking them

up again as quickly as she could, for the acci-
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dent of the gold-fish kept running in her head,
and she had a vagne sort of idea that they
must be colleeted at once and put back into the
Jury-box, or they would die,

N
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“The trial cannct proceed,” said the King m
a very grave voice, “until all the jurymen are
back in their proper places—all” he repeated
with great emphasis, looking hard at Alice as
he said so.

Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that,
in her haste, she had put the Lizard in head
downwards, and the poor Lttle thing was
waving its tall about in a melancholy way,
belng quite unable to move.  She soon got it
out again, and put it right ; “not that it signifies
much,” she said to herself; “I should think it
would be guite as much use in the trial one
way up as the other”

As goon-as the jury had a little recovered
from the shock of being upset, and their slates
and pencils had been found sand handed back
to them, they set to work very diligently to
write out a history of the accident, all except
the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome to
do anything but sit with its mouth open, gaz-
ing up into the roof of the court.
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“What do you know about this business ?”
the King said to Alice.

“Nothing,” said Alice.

“ Nothing whatcver ?” persisted the King.

“ Nothing whatever,” said Alice.

“That’s very important,” the King said, turn-
ing to the jury. They were just beginning to
wrile this down on thetr slates, when the White
Rabbit interrupted: © Dnimportant, your Majesty
means, of course,” he said in a very respectful
tone, but frowning and making faces at him as
he spoke.

“ Unimportant, of course, I meant,” the King
hastily said, and went on to himself in an under-

fone, “important-— unimportant—unimportant—

important " as 1f he were trying which word
sounded best.

Some of the jury wrote it down “ Important,”
and some “unimportant” Alice could sce this,
as she was near enough to look over their
states ; “buf it doesn’t matter a bit,” she thought
to herself.

N 2
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At this moment the King, who had been for
some time buosily writing in his note-book, called
out “Silence!” and read out from his book,
“Rule Forty-two. All persons more than «
mile high to leave the court”

Everybody locked at Alice.

“ I’ not a mile high,” said Alice.

“You are,” said the King.

“Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen.

“Well, I shant go, at any rate,” said Alice;
“besides, that s not a regular rule : you invented
it just now.”

“Jt’s the oldest rule in the book,” said the
King.

“Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice.

The King turned pale, and shut his note-
book Lastily. “Consider vour verdict,” he said to
the jury, m a low trembling voice.

“There’s more evidence to come yet, please
your Majesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumping
up in a great hurry; “this paper has just heen
picked up.”
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“What’s in it?” said the Queen.

“l haven't opened it yet,” said the White
Rabbit, “but it seems to be a letter, written by
the prisoner to—to somebody.”

“J4 must have been that” said the King,
“unless it wus written to nobody, which isnt
usual, you know.”

“Who is 1t directed to? said one of the
Jurymen.

“1t 1sn't directed at all,” sald the White
Rabbit ; “in fact, there’s nothing writien on the
outside.” He unfolded the paper as he spoke,
and added, “It 1sn’t a letter after all: it’s a
set of verses.” _

“Are they in the prisoners handwriting ?”
asked another of the jurymen.

“No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit,
“gnd that’s the queerest thing about it.” (The
jury all locked puzzled.)

«He must have imitated somebody else’s

hand,” said the King. {The jury all brightencd
up again.)
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“Please your Majesty,” said the Knave,
“1 didn’t write it, and they can’t prove I did:
there’s no name signed at the end.”

“If vou didn’t sign it,” said the King, *that
only makes the matter worse. You must have
meant some mischief, or else you’'d have signed
your name like an honest man.”

There was a general clapping of hands at
this: it was tho first really clever thing the
King had said that day.

“That proves his guilt,” said the Queen.

“«It proves mothing of the sort!” said
Alice. “Why, you don’t even know what they're
about 1”7

“Read them,” said the King.

The White Rabbit put on his spectacles.
“Where shall T begin, please your Majesty ¥
he asked.

“Begin at the beginning,” the King said,
gmvely, “and go on till you come to the end:
then stop.”

These were the verses the White Rabbit read —



ALICE'S EVIDENCE.

“ They tnlid me yon had been o her,
Aund senfioned me fo i :
Ske gave me a good character,

But said I ecowld uol swim,

Iie sent thein word I had wof gone
(Fe bnne it to be drue) :

If she showld pusk lhe matler on,
What wonld hecowe of yon?

I gave her one, they gave Kim two,
You gave ws three or more ;
Dhey all vetwrned from ke e you,

Though they were mine before,

It T oor she showld elance o be
Involved in this affair,
He trusls to you lo set them free,

Eractly as we were.
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My wotion was thal you lhad leen
(Before she had lhis fif)
An obstacle that came between

Him, and ourselves, and it.

Don’t It Rim Fnow she liled them best,
For this mnst cver be
A seeret, kept from afl the rest,

Detween yowrselt” and we”

“That's the most important piece of evidence

we've heard yet,” said the King, rubbing his

hands ; “so now let the jury
“If any onc of them can explain it,” sald
Alice, (she had grown so large in the last few
minutes that sho wasn’t a bit afraid of interiupt-
ing him,) “I'll give him sixpence. [ don't
believe there’s an atom of meaning in it”
The jury all wrote down on their slates,

“She doesn’t believe there’s an atom of meaning
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in it,” but none of them attempted to explain
the paper.

“If there’s no meaning in it,” said the
King, “that saves a world of trouble, you
know, as we meednt try to find any. And
yet I don’t know,” he went on, spreading
out the verses on his knee, and looking at them
with one eyc; “1 seem to see some meaning in
them, after all.  “—said I could not swinm—
you can’t swim, can you?!” he added, turning
to the Knave.

The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do 1
look like it?” he said. (Which he certainly
did nof, being made entirely of cardboard.)

«<All right, so far,” said the King, and he

went on muttering over the verses to himself:

“* We know it to be true— that’s the jury, of
cowrse— ‘I gave her one, they gave him two—
why, that must be what he did with the taits,
you kuow—"

“But it goes on ‘they all returned from
him to you,” said Alice,
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“Why, fthere they
are!” gaid the King

il triumphantly, pointing

N2

to the tarts on the

coge table. “Nothing can be
o S clearer than that. Then

%) oty again— before she had

SOPAR this  fil—  vou never
; -4}\_%—/‘ { = ﬁ y

£

= _- had fits, my dear, I
\ . B think 27 he said to the
; # 4 g Queen.

“Never!” said the

,I.',:iiii\i/
| o

ing an inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke,
(The unfortunate little Bill had left off writing
on his slate with one finger, as he found it made
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no mark ; but he now hastily began again, using
the ink, that was trickling down his face, as
long as it lasted.)

“Then the words don’t fit you,” said the
King, looking round the court with a smile.
There was a dead silence.

“It’s a pun!” the King added in an angry
tone, and everybody laughed. *“Let the jury
consider their verdicet,” the King said, for about
the twentieth time that day.

“No, no ! said the Queen, “Sentence first-—
verdict afterwards.”

“Stuff and nonsense !” said Alice loudly. “ The
idea of having the sentence first !”

“Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turn-
ing purple.

“T won't!” said Alice.

“ Off with her head !” the Queen shouted at
the top of her voice. Nobody moved.

“Who cares for you? said Alice, (she had
grown to her full size by this time.) “You're

nothing but a p&ck of eards !’
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At this the whole pack rose up into the air,

and came flying down upon her; she gave a
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little scream, half of fright and half of anger,
and tried to beat themn off and found herself
lying on the bank, with her head in the lap of
Ler sister, who was gently brushing away some
dead leaves that had fluttered down from the
trees on to her face.

“Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister;
“why, what a long sleep you’ve had!”

“(h, 1've had such a curious dream!” said
Alice, and she told her gister, as well as she
could remember them, all these strange Ad-
venturcs of hers that you have just been read-
ing about ; and when she had finished, her sis-
ter kissed her, and said, “Jt was a curious
dream, dear, certainly : but now run in to your
tea; it’s getling late” So Alice got up and
van off, thinking while she ran, as well she

might, what a wonderful dream it had been.
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But her sister sat still just as she left her,
leaning her head on her hand, watching the
setting sun, and thinking of little Alice and all
her wonderful Adventures, till she too began
dreaming after a fashion, and this was her
dream —

First, she dreamed of little Alice herself . —
once again the tiny hands were clasped upon
her knee, and the bright eager eyes wcre look-
ing up into hers—she could hear the very tones
of her voice, and see that queer little toss of
her head, to keep back the wandering hair that
would always get into her eyes—and still as
she listened, or seemed to listen, the whole
place around her became alive with the strange

creatures of her little sister’'s dream.
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The long grass rustled at her feot as the
White Rabhit hurried by—the frightened Mouse
splashed his way through the neighbouring pool
—she could hear the rattle of the teacups as
the March Hare and hig friends shared their
nevef—ending meal, and the shrill voice of the
Queen ordering off her unfortunate guests to
exceution—once more the pig-baby was sneezing
on the Duchess’ knee, while plates and dishes
crashed around it—omee more the shrick of the
Gryphon, the squeaking of the Lizard's slate-
pencil, and the choking of the suppressed guinca-
pigs, filled the air, mixed up with the distant
sob of the miseralbe Mock Turtle.

So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half
believed herself in Wonderland, though she
knew she had but to open them again and all
would change to dull reality—the grass would
be only rustling in the wind, and the pool rip-
pling to the waving of the reeds—ihe rattling
teacups would change to {inkling sheep-bells,
and the Queen’s shrill cries to the volce of the
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shepherd boy—and the sneeze of the baby, the
shriek of the Gryphon, and all the other queer
nolses, would change (she knew) to the con-
fused clamour of the busy farm-yard—while the
lowing of the cattle in the distance would take
the place of the Mock Turtle’s heavy sobs.
Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same
little sister of hers would, in the after-time, he
herself a grown woman; and how she would
keep, through all ber riper vears, the simple and
loving heart of her childhood: and how she
would gather about her cther little children, and
make their eyes bright and eager with many a
strange tale, perhaps even with the dream of
Wonderland of long-ago: and how she would
feel with all their simple sorrows, and find a
pleasure in all their simple joys, remembering

her own child-life, and the happy summer days.

THE END.
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Crinn 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.

T have not seen thy sunny face,
Ner heard thy silver launghter,
No thought of me shall find a place

In thy young life's hercafter

Fnough that now thou wilt nat fail
To listen to my fairy-tale,



A tale begun in other days,
When summer suns were glowing——

A simple chime, that served to lime

The rhythm of our rowing
Whose echoes live in memory yet,

Though envious years would say ¢ forget.

Come, hearken then, ero voice of dread,
Fith bitter tidings laden,
Shall summon $o unwelcome hed
A melancholy maiden !
We are but older children, dear,

Who fret to find our bediime near.

Without, the frost, the bLlinding snow.

The storm-wind’s moody madness

Within, the firelight’'s ruddy glow,
And childhood’s nest of gladness,
The magic words shall held thee fash:

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 fouch with breath aof bale

The pleasance of our fuiry-tale.
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CHAPTER L

LOOKING-GLASY HOUSE,

Oxg thing was certain, that the whate kitten
had had nothing to do with it: it was the
black kitter’s fault cntircly. For the white kitten

had heen haviog its face washed by the old

cat for the last quarter of an hour (and bearing
it pretty well, considering); so you sec that it
couldn't have had any band in the mischief.

B
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The way Dinah washed her children’s faces
was this: first she held the poor thing down
by its ear with one paw, and then with the
other paw she rubbed its face all over, the
wrong way, beginning at the nose: and just
now, as ]| said, she waz hard at work on the
white kitten, which was lying quite still and
“trying to purr-——no doubt feeling that it was
all meant for its good.

But the black kitten had been finished with
carlier in the afternoon, and so, while Alice was
sitting curled up in a corner of the great arm-
chair, half talking to herself and half asleep,
the kitten had been having a grand game of
romps with the ball of worsted Alice had becn
trying to wmd up, and had been volling it
up and down ]l 1t had all come undone again;
and therc it was, spread over the hearth-rug,
all knots and tangles, with the kitten running
after its own tail in the middle.

“Oh, you wicked wicked little thing!” cried
Alice, catching up the kitten, and giving it a
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Little kiss to make it understand that it was in
disgrace. “ Really, Dinah ought to have taught
you better manners ! You ought, Dinah, you
know you ought!” she added, looking reproach-
fully at the eld cat, and speaking in as cross
a voice as she could manage and then she
scxambled back into the arm-chailr, taking the
kitten and the worsted with her, and began
winding up the ball again. But she didn’t get
on very fast, as she was talking all the time,

sometimes to the kitten, and sometimes to herself,

Kitty sat very demurely on her koee, pretending
to watch the progress of the winding, and now
and then putting out onc paw and gently touching
the ball, as if it would be glad to help if it might.

“Do you know what to-morrow is, Kitty ?”
Alice began. “ You'd bave guessed if you'd

been up in the window with me

only Dinah

was making you tidy, so you couldn't. I was

watching the boys getting m sticks for the bon-

fire and it wants plenty of sticks, Kitty!

Only it got so cold, and it snowed so, they
B2
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had to leave off. Never mind, Kitty, we’ll go
and see the bonfire to-morrow.” Here Alice
wound two or three turng of the worsted
round the kitten's neck, just to see how 1t
would look: this led to a seramble, in which
the ball rolled down upon the floor, and yards
and yards of it got unwound again

“Do you know, I was so angry, Kitty,” Alice
went on, as soon as they were comfortably
settled again, “when I saw all the mischief you
had been doing, I was very nearly opening the
window, and putting you out into the snow!
And you'd have deserved it, you little mis-
chicvous darling! What have you got to say
for yourself? Now dou't Interrupt me!” she
went on, holding up one finger, “I'm going
to tell you all your faultz. Number one: you
squeaked twice while Dinah was washing your
face this morning. Now you can’'t deny it,
Kitty: 1 heard you! What’s that you say?t”
(pretending that the kitten wus speaking) “Her
paw went into your cye? Well, that’s your
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fault, for keeping your cyes open—if you'd shut
them tight up, it wouldnt have happened. Now

don’t muke any more excuses, but listen! Num-
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ber two: you pulled Snowdrop away by the
tail just as [ had put down the saucer of milk
before ber! What, you were thirsty, were you?
How do you know she wasn't thirsty toot?
Now for number threc: you unwound every
bit of the worsted while I wasn't looking!

“ That's three faults, Kitty, and you've not
been punished for amy of them yet. You know
I'm saving up all your punishments for Wednes-
day week——=Suppose they bhad saved up all
my punishments!” she went on, talking more
to herself than the kitten. “What would they
do at the cnd of a year? I should be sent
to prison, I suppose, when the day came.

Or——let me sce

suppose each punishment
was to be going without a dinner: then, when
the miserable day came, I should have to go
without filty dinners at onee! Well, I shouldn’t
mind that much! I'd far rather go without
them than eat them !

“Do you hear the snow against the window-

pancs, Kitty ? How nice and soft it sounds!
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Just as if some one was kissing the window all
over outside. 1 wonder if the snow [loves the
trees and fields, that it kisses them so gently*
And then it covers them wup snug, you know,
with a white quilt; and perhaps it says, ‘Go to
sleep, darlings, till the summer comes again.
And when they wake up in the summer, Kitty,
they dress themselves all in green, and dance
about oh:
that’s wvery pretty!” cried Alice, dropping the
ball of worsted te clap her hands. - “And I

whenever the wind blows

do so wesh 1t was trne! I'm sure the woods
look slecpy in the autumn, when the leaves
are getting brown,

“Kitty, can you play chess? Now, don’t smile,
my dear, I'm asking it seriously. DBecause, when
we were playing just now, you watched just as
if you understood it: and when I said *Check!’
you purred ! Well, it was a nice check, Kitty,
and really I might have won, if it hadn’t been
for that nasty Knight, that came wriggling down

among my pieccs. Kitty, dear, let’s pretend— -7
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And here I wish 1 could tell you half the
things Alice used to say, beginning with her
favourite phrase “Let’s pretend.” She had had
quite & long argument with her sister only the
day before—all because Alice had begun with
“Tet’s protend we're kings and queens;” aund her
sister, who liked being very exact, had argued
that they couldn’t, bccause there were only two
of them, and Alice had been reduced at last to
say, “Well, you can be one of them then, and
2'll be all the rest” And once she had really
frightened her old wnurse by shouting suddenly
in her ear, “Nursc! Do let’s pretend that I'm
a hungry hysena, and you'rc a bone!”

But this is taking us away from Alice’s
speech to the kitten. “T.et’s pretend that you're
the Bed Queen, Kitty! Do you know, I think if
you sat up and folded your arms, you'd look
exactly like her. Now do try, there’s a dear!”
And Alice got the Red Queen off the table, and
set 1t up before the kitten as a model for it to
imitate : however, the thing didn’t succeed, prin-
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cipally, Alice said, because the kitten. wouldn't
fold its arms properly. So, to punish it, she held
it up to the Looking-glass, that it might see how

sulky it was

“and if you'rc not good direetly,”
she added, “I’ll put you through into Looking-
glass House. llow would you Like that?
“Now, 1f you'll only attend, Kitty, and not
talk so much, I'll tell you all my ideas about

Looking-glass House. First, there’s the room you

can see through the glass that’s just the same
ag our drawing-room, only the things go the
other way. I can sce all of it when I get upon
all but the bit just behind the fire-
place, Oht T do so wish [ eould see that bit!

a chair

I want so much to know whether they've a
fire in the winter: you mever con tell, ydu
know, unless our fire smokes, and then smoke
but that may be
only pretence, just to make it look as if they
had a fire. 'Well then, the books arc somcthing

like our hbooks, only the words go the wrong

comes up in that room too

way ; I know that, because I've held up onc of
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our books to the glass, and then they hold up
one in the other room.

“How would you like to live in Looking-
glass House, Kitty ? 1 wonder if they'd give
you milk in there ? Perhaps Looking-glass milk

isn’t good to drink——But oh, Kitty! now we
come to the passage. You ecan just sce a little
peep of the passage in Looking-glass lHouse, if
you leave the door of our drawing-room wide
open: and it’s very like our passage as far as
you can see, only you know it may be quite
different on beyond. Oh, Kitty! how nice it
would be if we could only get through into
Looking-glass House! I’m sure it’s got, oh!
such beautiful things in it? Let’s pretend there’s
a way of getting through mto i, somehow,
Kitty. Let’s pretend the glass has got all soft
like gauze, so that we can get through. Why,
it’s turning into a sort of mist now, I declare!
1t’ll be easy enough to get through——" She
was up on the chimney-picce while she said
this, though she hardly knew how she had got,
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there, And certainly the glass was beginning
to melt away, just like a bright silvery mist.

In another moment Alice was through the
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glass, and had jumped lightly down into the
Looking-glass room. The very first thing she did
was to look whether there was a fire in the
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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 warm here as I was in the old room,” thought
Alice: “warmer, in faet, because there’ll bhe no
one here to scold me away from the fire. Oh,
what fun it be, when they sce me through
the glass in here, and can’t get at me!”

Then she began looking about, and neticed
that what could be scen from the old room
was quite common and uninteresting, but that
all the rest was as different as possible.  For
instance, the pictures on the wall next the fire
seemed to be all alive, and the very clock on
the chimney-plece (you know you can only see
the back of it in the Looking-glass) had got
the face of a little old man, and grinned at her.

“They don't keep this room so tidy as the
other,” Alice thought to herself, as she notiecd
several of the chessmen down in the hearth
among the einders: but in another moment, with

a little “Oh!” of surprise, she was down on her
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hands and knees watching them. The chessmen
were walking about, two and two!

“Here are 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 cdge
of the shovel

ing arm in arm——I don’t think they can

and here are two Castles walk-

hear me,” she went on, as she put her head
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closer down, “and I'm nearly sure they can'’t
see me. I feel somchow as 1f I were In-
visible —”

Here something began squeaking on the table
hehind Alice, and made her turn her head just
in time to see one of the White Pawns roll
over and begin kicking: she watched it with
great curiosity to see what would happen next.

“It is the voiec of my child!” the White
Queen cried out, as she rushed past the King,
so violently that she knocked him over among
the cinders. “My precious Lily! My imperial
kitten ! ” and’ she began scrambling wildly up
the side of the fender. '

“ Imperial fiddlestick!” said the King, rub-
bing his nose, which had been hurt by the fall.
He had a right to be a [ttle annoyed with
the Qucen, for he was covered with ashes from
head to foot.

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

The Queen gasped, and sat down: the rapid
journey through the air had quite taken away
her breath, and for a minute or iwo she could
do nothing but hug the little Lily in silence.
As soon as she had recovered her breath a little,
she called out to the White King, who was sifting
sulkily among the ashes,” “ Mind the voleano!”

“What volcano?” said the King, looking up
anxiously Into the fire, as if he thought that
was the most likely place to find one,

“ Blew ———me up,” panted the Queen, who

was still a little out of breath. “Mind yon come

up—-—the regular way den’t get blown upt”

Alice watched the White King as he slowly
struggled up from bar to bar, till at last she
sald, “ Why, you’ll be hours and hours getting
to the table, at that rate. I'd far better help
you, hadn’t I?” But the King took no notice
of the question: it was quite clear that he could

neither hear her nor see her.
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So Alice picked him wup very gently, and
lifted him across more slowly than she had lifted
the Queen, that she mightn’t take his breath
away : but, before she put him on the table, she
thought she might as well dust him a little,
he was so covered with ashes.

She sald afterwards that she had mever scen
i all her life such a face as the King made,
when he found himself held in the air by an

C
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invisible hand, and being dusted : he was far too
much astonished to cry out, but his eyes and
his mouth went on getting larger and larger,
and rounder and rounder, till her hand shook
s0 with laughing that she ncarly let him drop
upon the floor. -

“Oh! please don’t make such fuces, my dear!”
she cricd out, quite forgetting that the King
couldn’t hear her. ““You make me laugh so
that I can hardly hold you! And don’t keop
your mouth so wide open! All the ashes will
get into it——there, now 1 think you're tidy
enough!” she added, as she smoothed 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
alarmed at what she had done, and went round
the room fo sec if she could find any water to
throw over him, However, she could find
rothing hut a bottle of ink, and when she got
back with it she found he bhad recovered, and
he and the Queen were talking together in a
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frightened whisper-——so  low, that Alice could
hardly hcar what they said,

The King was saying, “I assure you, my
dear, T turned cold to the wvery ends of my
whiskers 1"

To which the Queen replied, “ You haven't
got any whiskers.”

“The horror of that mrj)ment,” the King went
on, “1 shall never, never forget!”

“You will, though,” the Queen said, “if you
don’t make a memorandum of it.”

Alice looked on with great interest as the
 King took an enormous memorandum-book out
of his pocket, and began writing. A .sudden
thought struck her, and she took hold of the
end of the pencil, which came some way over
his shoulder, and began writing for him.

The poor King looked puzzled and unhappy,
and struggled with the pencil for some time
without saying anything; but Alice was too
strong for him, and at last he panted out, “ My

dear! I really must get a thinner pencil. I can't
€2
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manage this one a bit; 1t writes all manner
of things that I don’t intend——"

“What manner of things?” said the Queen,.
looking over the hook (in which Alice had put
“ The White Knight
s sliding down the
poker.  He balances
very badly’y. “ That's
not a memorandum
of wour feelings!”

There was a hook
lying near Alice on
the tabls, and while
she sat  watching
the White King (for

she was still a little

anxious about him,
and had the ink all ready to throw over
him, in eagc he fainted again), she turned over
the leaves, to find some part that she eould
read, “--for it’s all in some language T dont
know,” she said to herself.
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It was like this.

NAADOWHRIANLY
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She puzzled over this for some time, but
last a bright thought struck her. “ Why,
it’s a Looking-glass book, of course! And 1if

I hold it up to a glass, the words will all go
the right way again.”

at

This was the poem that Alice read.

JABBERWOCKY.

Twas brollig, and the slithy toves
L gyre and gimble in the wade;
Ail mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.
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® Beware the Jobberwock, wy son !
The fows thet bite, the clows that catch !
Beware the Juljub bird, and shun

The frumious Bondersnodch 17

He took his vorpal sword in hond !
Long time the manxcome foe he sought-—
So rested he by the Tumbum free,

And stood wchivle in thoughl.

Avwd as in wfish thought he stoud,
The Jablerwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whifling through the Lulgey wood,

And burdled as it tame !

Que, twg ! One, twn ! And through and through
The worpel blade went snicker-snack !
He left it dead, and with dts head
He wend galumphing back,
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“ And host thow slain the Jabberwook ¢
Come fo my arms, my beomish boy!
O frabjous day! Collook! Cullay!™
Ife chortled wn Dis joy.

‘Twas brilliy, ond the slithy toves
DHd gyre and gimble in the wabe;
Al mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths ovigrabe.

“It seems vory protty,” she sald when she
had finished i, “ but it’s rather hard to under-
stand 1”7 (You see she didn’t like to confess, even
to herself, that she couldn’t make it out at all)
“Somehow it seems to fill my head with ideas
——only I don't exactly know what they arc!
However, somebody killed something : that’s clear,
at any rate——"

“Buat oh!” thought Alice, suddt.tnly jumping

up, “if T don't make haste ! shall bave to
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go back through the Looking-glass, before T've
scen what the rest of the house 1s like! Iet’s
have a look at the gavden first!” She was out
of the room in a momeng, and ran down stairs
———or, at least, it wasn't exactly running, but
a new invention for getting down stairs quickly
and casily, as Alice said to herself.  She just
kept the tips of her fingers on the hand-rail,
and floated gently down without even touching
the stairs with her feet; then she floated on
through the hall, and would have gone straight
out at the door in the same way, if she hadn't
caught hold of the door-post. She was getting
a little giddy with so much floating in the air,
and was rather glad to find herself walking

again in the natural way.



CHAPTER IIL

THE GARDEN 0O LIVE FLOWERS.

“1 sHocLp sec the garden far betier,” said
Alice to herself, “if I could get to the top of
that hill: and here’s a path that leads straight
to it

—at least, no, it doesw’t do that "

(after going a few yards along the path, and
turning several sharp corners), “but I suppose
it wil at last. But how curiously it twists!
It’s more like a corkscrew than a path! Well,
thes turn goes to the hill, T suppose no, it
docsn't ! This goes straight back to the house!
Well then, Tl try it the other way.”

And so she did: wandering up and down,
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and trying turn after turn, but always coming
back to the house, do what she would. Indeed,
once, when she turmed a corner rather more
quickly than usual, she ran agaiust it beloe
she could stop herself.

“It's no use talking about 1f,” Alice said,
looking up ut the house and pretending it was
arguing with her.  “I'm net going in again
yet. I know T should have to get through the
Looking-glass again—back into the old room—
and there’d be an end of all my adventures!”

So, resolutely turning her back upon the
house, she set out ouce more down the path,
determined to keep straight on till she got tu
the hill. For a few minutes all went on well,

and she was just saying, “I really shall do it

this time when the path gave a sudden
twist and shook itself (as she deseribed it after-
wards), and the next moment she found herself
actually walking in at the door

“Oh, it's too bad!” she erted. “I never saw

such a house for getting in the way! Never!”



28 THE GABRDEN OF

However, there was the hill full in sight,
so there was nothing to be done but start
again. This time she came upon a large flower-
bed, with a border of daisies, and a willow-trec
growing in the middle.

“0 Tigerlly,” said Alice, addressing her-
self to one that was waving gracefully about
in the wind, “1 wish you could talk!”

“We can talk)” said the Tiger-lily: “when
there’'s anybody worth talking to.”

Alice was so astonished that she couldn’t
speak for a minute: it quite scemed to take
her breath away. At length, as the Tigerlily
only went on waving about, she spoke again,
in a timid voice—almost in a whisper. “And
can «fl the flowers talk 77 _

“As well as wouw can,” said the Tiger-lily,
“And a great deal louder.”

“It 1sm't manuners for us to begin, you
know,” said the Rose, “and I really was won-
dering when youw'd speak! Said T to mysclf,

. “Her face has got some sense in it, though
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it’s not a elever onel’

- e . R
\Q Z Jtill, you're the right
colour, and that goes

a lony way.”
L

“I dont care about the colour,” the Tiger-
lily remarked. “If only her petals curled wp
little more, she’d be all right.”
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Alice didn’t like being eriticised; so she
began asking questions, “ Aren’s you sometimes
frightened at being planted out here, with no-
body to take care of you?”

“There’s the tree in the middle,” said the
Rose: “what else is it good for ?”

“But what could it do, if any danger
came 77 Alice asked.

“It could bark,” said the Rose.

“It says °Bough-wough!’” ecried a Daisy:
“that’s why its branches are called boughs!”

“Dhdn’t you know #hat?” cried another
Daisy, and here they all hegan shouting together,
till the air seemed quite full of little shrill
volces, Sﬂeneé, every onc of you!” cried
the Tiger-lily, waving itself passionately from
gide to =side, and trembling with excitement.
“They know I can’t get at them!” it panted,
bending its quivering hcad towards Alice, “or
they wouldn’t dare to do it!”

“Never mind!” Alwee said in a soothing

tone, and stooping down to the daisies, who
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were just beginning again, she whispered, *If
you don’t hold your tongues, Ill pick you!"”

There was silence in a moment, and several
of the pink daisies turned white,

“That’s right!” said the Tiger-lily. * The
daisies are worst of all. When one speaks, they
all begin togcther, and it’s enough to make
one wither to hear the way they go on!”

“How is it you can all talk so niccly?”
Alice said, hoping to get it iuto a better temper
by a compliment. “I've been in many gardens
before, but none of the flowers could talk.”

“Put your hand down, and feel the ground,”
said the Tiger-lily. * Then you’ll know why.”

Alice did so.  “Tt’s very hard,” she said,
“but T don't see what that has to do with it.”

“In most gardens,” the Tiger-lily said, “ they
make the beds too soft—so that the flowers
are always asleep.”

This sounded a very good reason, and Alice
was quite pleased to know it. *I never thought
of that before!” she said.
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“Tt’s my opinion that you never think «f
all,” the Rose sald in a rather severe tone.

“T never saw anybody that looked stupider,”
a Violet sald, so suddenly, that Alice quite
jumped ; for it hadn’t spoken before.

“Hold your tongue:!:” eried the Tiger-lily.
“As if you ever saw anybody! You keep your
head under . the leaves, and snorc away there,
till you know no more what’s going on in the
world, than if you were a bud!”

“Are there any morc people in the garden
besides me ?7 Alice said, not choosing to notice
the Ros¢’s last remark.

“There’s one other flower In the garden

that can move about like you,” said the IRose.

“1 wonder how you do it 7 {(* You're
always wondering,” sald the Tiger-lily), “but
she’s more bushy than you are.”

“Is she like me?” Alice asked cagerly, for
the thought crossed her mind, “ There’s another
little girl in the garden, somewhere!”

“Well, she has the same awkward shape as
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you,” the Rose said. “Dbut she’s redder———and
ber petals are shorter, T think”

“Her petals are done up close, almost like
a dahlia,” the Tiger-lily interrupted : “not tum-
bled about anyhow, like yours.”

“But that’s not wour fault,” the Rose added
kindly : “you’rc beginning to fade, you know
~——and then one can’t help one’s petals getting
a little untidy.”

Alice didn’t like this 1dea at all: so, to
change the subject, she asked “Does she ever
come out here?”

“I daresay you'll eee her soon,” said the
Rose. “She's one of the thorny kind.”

“Where does she wewr the thorns?”  Alice
asked with some curiosity.

“Why, all round her head, of course,” the
Ruse replied.  “1 was wondering gor hadn’t got
some too.  { thought it was the regular 1ule.”

“Bhe’s coming!” wied the Larkspur. <1
hear her footstep, thump, thump, along the
gravel-walk 1”
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Alice looked round eagerly, and found that
it was the Red Queen. “S8he’s grown a good
deal!” was her first remark. She had indeed :
when Alice first found her In the ashes, she

and here

bad been only three inches high
she was, half a head taller than Alice herself !

“1t’s the fresh air that does it,” said the
Rose: “ wonderfully fine air it 1s, out here.”

“T think I'll go and meet her,” said Alice,
for, though the flowers were interesting enough,
she felt that it would be far grander to have a
talk with a real Queen.

“You can't possibly do that,” said the Rose:
“ I should advise you to walk the other way.”

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so she said
nothing, but set off at once towards the Red
Queen. To her surprise, she lost sight of her
in a moment, and found herself walking in at
the front-door again.

A little provoked, she drew back, and after
tooking everywhere for the Queen (whom she

spied out at last, a long way off), she thought
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she would try the plan, this time, of walking

in the opposite direction.

It sueceeded beautifully. She Lad not been
walking a minute before she found hersclf face
to face with the Red Queen, and full in sight of
the hill she had been so long aiming at.

D2
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“Where do you come from?” said the Red
Queen.  “ And where are you going? Look up,
speak nicely, and don’t twiddle your fingers all
the time.”

Alice attended to all these direetions, and
cxplained, as well as she could, that she had
lost her way,

“] don’t know what vou mean by your

way,” said the Quecn: “all the ways about here

belong to see-——Dbut why did you come out
here at all?” she added in a kinder tone.
“(urtscy while von're thinking what to say.
It saves time.”

Alice wondered a little at this, but she was
too much in awe of the Queen to dishbelieve it.
“I'll try it when [ go home” she thought to
hersell, *“the next time D'm o little late for
dinner.”

“Tt’s time for you to answer now,” the Queen
said, looking at her watch: “open your mouth
a  Dittle wider when you speak, and always

say  “your Majesty.”
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“I only wanted to see what the garden was

"

like, your Majesty

“That’s right,” said the Queen, patting ler
on the head, which Aliee didn't like at all.
“though, when you say ‘garden,—I7 ve seen
gatdens, compared with which this would be o
wilderness”

Alee didn't dare to argme the petut, lbut
went ou: “——and T thought I'd oy and fiud
my way to the top of that hill-— -"

“When you say “hill’” the Queen inter-
rupted, 7 could show you hills, in compurison
with which you’d call that a valley.”

“No, [ shouldn’t,” said Alice, surprised into
contradicting her at last: “a hill can't be a
valley, you know. That would be nonscnse——"

The Red Queen shook her head.  “You may
call it “nonsense’ I you like,” she said, “lut
I’ve heard nonsense, compared with whieh that
would be ag sensible as a dictionary !”

Alice curtseyed again, as she was afraid from

the Quecen’s tone that she was a Zitle offended :
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and they walked on in silence till they got to
the top of the little mill

5,

" e

For some minutes Alice stood without speak-
ing, looking out in all directions over the country
—and a most curious country it was. There
were a number of tiny little brooks running
straight across it from side to side, and the
ground between was divided up into squares by
i number of little green hedges, that reached
from brook to brook.

“I declare it’s marked out just like a large
chess-board ! ” Alice said at last. “There cught
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to be some men moving about somewhere—-—-
aud so there are!” she added in & tone of
dulicht, and her heart began to beat quick

with execitement us she went on, “Its a areat

huge game of choss that’s being  played——-
all over the world———if this ¢ the world at
all, you kunow. Oh, what fun it is! How |

srish I was one of them! [ wouldn't mind

heing a Pawn, if only I might join though
of course [ should like to be a Queen, best.”
She glanced rather sbyly at the real Queen
as she sald this, but her companion only smijud
pleasantly, and said, “That’s casily managed.
You can he the White Queen’s Pawn, if you
like, as Lily’s too young to play; and you're in

the Sccond Sguare to begin with: when you

2

get to the Eighth Square you’ll be a Queen ’
Just  at this moment, somehow or other, they
began to run.

Alice never could quite make out, 15 think-
ing it over afterwards, how 1t was that they

begun @ all she remembers iz, that they were run-
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ning hand in hand, and the Queen went so fast
that it was all she could do to keep up with
her: and still the Queen kept crying “ Faster!
laster!” but Abice felt she eould not go faster,
though she had no Dbreath left to say so.

The most curious purt of the thing was, that
the trees and the other things round them never
changed thewr places at all: however fast they
went, they never sccmed to pass anyihing, “I
wonder if all the things move along with us?”
thought poor puzzled Alice.  Aud the Queen
secemed  to guess her thoughts, for she eriwd,
“Taster ! Don't try to talk!”

Not that Alice had any idea of doing fhat.
She felt as if she would never be able 1o talk
again, she was getfing =0 much out of Dbreath :
and  still  the Quecn crjed ¢ Faster! Faster!”
and dragged her along.  “Arc we nearly there 77
Alice managed to pant out at Jast.
the Queen repeated.  “ Why,
we passed it ten mimutes ago! Faster!”  And

“ Nearly theret”

they ran on for a time In silence, with the



LIVE FLOWERS. 41

wind whistlineg in Alice’s ears, and almost blow-
(]

ing her hair off Ler head, she funcied

“Now! Now'" cried the Queen. * Faster!

Faster!”  And they went s0 fast that at last

they seemed to skim  through the air, Lavdly
touching the ground with their feet, till sud-
denly, just as Alice was getting quite cxhausted,
they stopped, and she found herself sltting on
the ground, breathless and giddy.

The Queen propped  her up against a tree,

and said kindly, ¢ You may roest a little now ”
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Alice looked round her in great surprise.
“Why, I do believe we’ve been under this tree
the whole time! Everything’s just as it was!”

“Of course 1t 13, sald the Queen:. * what
would you have 1t 27

“Well, 1 our country,” said Alice, still
panting a little, “you’d generally get to some-
where else——if you ran very fagt for a long
time, as we've been doing.”

“A slow sort of country!” éaid the Queen.
“Now, here, vou see, 1t takes all the runmng
you can do, to keep in the same place. If
you want to get somewhere else, you must run
at, least twice as fast as that!”

“I'd rather not try, please!” sald Alice.

“I'm quite content to stay here only 1 am
s0 hot and thirsty 17

“I know what you'd like!” the Queen sald
good-naturedly, taking a little box out of her
pocket.  “Tlave a biscuit ?”

Alice thought it would not be eivil to say

“No” though it wasn't at all what she wanted.
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So she took it, and ate it as well as she could :
and 1t was very dry - and she thought she had
never been so nearly choked in ali her life.

“While you’re refreshing yourself,” said the
Queen, “I'll just take the measurements.” And
she took u ribbon eout of her pocket, marked
in inches, and began measuring the ground, and
sticking little pegs in here and there.

“ At the end of two yards,” she said, putting
in a peg to mark the distance, “I shall give

have another biscuif 27

you your divections
“No, thank you,” said Alice: “one’s quute
enough 1
“Thirst quenched, 1 hope 77 said the Quecn.
Alice did not know what to say to this,
but luckily the Queen did not wait for an
answer, but went on. *“At the end of three
vards I shall repeat them for fear of your
forgetting them, At the end of four, T shall say
good-bye. And at the end of fire, I shall go!”
She had got all the pegs put in by this

time, and Alice looked on with great intcrest
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as she returnwl to the tee, and then began
slowly walking down the row.

At the two-yard peg sbe fazced round, and
said, “A pawn goes two squares I 1ts fivst
move, you kunow. So you'll go wery quickly
through the Third Square——-by railway, I should
think

and you’ll find yourself in the IFowth
Square in no time. Well, that square belongs
the Fifth is

the Sixth belongs 1o Humpty

to Tweedledum and Tweedledee

mostly water

Dampty But you make no remark 27

“«f— 1 didn’s know ] had to make one

just then,” Alice faltered out.
“You should have sald)” the Quecn went on

i a tone of grave reproof, “°Ir’s extremely kind

of you to tell me all this'-——however, we'll
suppose 16 sand - - —the Seventh Square iz all
forest——however, one of the Knights will show

yvou the way and in the Eighth Square we
shall be Queens together, and it’s all feasting
aud fun!”  Aliee got up uand curtseyed, and

sat down again.
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At the next peg the Queen turned again,
and this time she sald, “Speak In French when

you can't think of the English for a thing—

tare out your toes as you walk——and rve-
member who you are!”  She did not wait
for Alice to ecurtsey this time, but walked on
quickly to the next peg, where she turned for
a moment to say “good-bye,” and then hurricd
on to the last,

How it happened, Alice never knew, but
exactly as she came to the last peg, sbe was
gone. Whether she wvanished into the ar, or
whetlier she ran quickly into  the woed (“and
she can run - very fast!” thought Alice), there
was no way of guessing, but she was gone,
und  Alice began to remember that she was
a Pawn, and that it would soon be time for

her to move.
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LOOKING-GLASS INSECTS.

Or course the first thing to do wus to make
a grand survey of the ecountry she was going
to travel through. “It’s something very like
learning geography,” thought Alice, as she stood
on tiptoe in hopes of being able to sec a little

there are none.

further. “ Principal rivers

Principal mountuins I'm on the only one, but

t don’t think 1t’s got any mname.  Prineipal

towns——why, what are those crcatures, making
honcy down there? They cant he becs nobody
ever saw Dbees a mile off, you know " and

for some time she stood silent, watching one of
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them that was bustling about among the flowers,
poking its proboscis into them, “just as if it was
a regular bee,” thought Alice.

However, this was anything but a regular

as Alice soon

hee: in faet, it was an clephant
found out, though the idea quite took her breath
away at first  “ And what cnormous flowers
they must be!” was her next idea.  “ Something
like cotiages with the roofs taken off, and stalks
put fo them— - and what quantities of honey
they must make! 1 think ['ll go down and——
no, I won't go just yet,” she went on, checking
herself just as she was beginning to run down
the hill, and trying to find some excuse for turning
shy so suddenly. “It'll never do to go down
among thera without a good long branch to
brush them away——and what fun it’ll be when
they agk me how [ lked my walk. [ shall
“Oh, T liked it well enough
came the favourite little toss of the head), ‘only

167 T ! "y
sy {(here

1t was so dusty and hot, and the elephants

2 n

did tease so!
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“l thmk I'll go down the other way,” she
saidl after a pausc: “and perbaps [ may visit
the elephonts later on, Besides, I do so want
to get inte the Third Square!”

So with this excuse she ran down the hill
and  jumped over the first of the six  little

brools,

“Tickets, please!” said the Guard, putting
his head in at the window. In a moment every-
body was holding out a ticket: they were
about the same size as the people, and quite
secemmed to fill the carmage.

“Now then! Show vyour ticket, child!” the
Guard went on, looking angrily at Aliee. And
a great many voices all said together (**like the
chorus of a song,” thought Alice), ¥ Don’t kecp
him waiting, <hild! Why, his time is worth a

thousand pounds a minute!”
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“I'm afraid I haven't got one,” Alice said
in a frightened tone: “therc wasn't a ticket-office
where I came from,” And again the chorus of
voices went on. “ There wasn’t room for one
where she eame from. The land there is worth
a thousand pounds an inch'”

“ Don’t make cxcuses,” said the Guard: “you
should have bought one from the engine-driver.”
And onee more the chorus of voices went on
with “The man that drives the engine.. Why,
the smoke alone i1s worth a thousand pounds
a puff!”

Alice thought to herself, *“Then there’s no
use in speaking.” The voices didn’t join in this
ime, as she Ladn’t spoken, but, to her great
surprise, they all thought in chorus (I hope you
“understand  what thinking in chorus means— -
for T must confess that 7 don’t), “Better say
nothing at all. Language is worth a thousand
pounds a word!”

“I shall dream about a thousand pounds
to-night, I know I shall!” thought Alice.

E
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All this time the Guard was looking at her,
first through a telescope, then through a micro-
scope, and then throngh an opera-glass, At last

i , )
he said, “ You're travelling the wrong way,” and
shut up the window and went away.

“Bo young a child,” said the gentleman sitting
opposite to her, (he was dressed in white paper)
“ought to know which way she’s going, even if

she docsn’t know her own name!”
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A (oat, that was sitting next to the gentleman
in white, shut his eyes and said in a loud voice,
“ She ought to knew her way to the ticket-office,
even if she doesn’t know her alphabet!”

There was a Beetle sitting next the Goat (it
was a very queer carriage-full of passengers
altogether), and, as the rule scemed to be that
they should all speak in turn, Ae went on with
“She’ll have to go back from here as luggage!”

Alice couldn’t sce who was sitting beyomd
the Beetle, but a hoarse voice spoke next, “ Change
engines———-" it said, and there it choked and
wus obliged to leave off.

“1t sounds like a horse,” Alice thought to
herself.  And an extremely small voice, close to

h(‘-l‘ O‘dI‘, SEle_, M You might ke n'joke on thut — something about ‘borse’ amd

‘noasn,” yon know,"
Then a very gentle voice in the distance said,
“She must be labelled ©Lass, with care, you

know-—"

And after that other voices went on (“ What
a number of people there are in the carriage!”
EZ2
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thought Alice), saying, “She must go by post,
as she’s got a head on her 7 “Bhe must

be sent as a message by the telegraph——~
“8She must draw the train herself the rest of

the way——, and so on.

But the gentleman dressed in white paper
leaned forwards and whispered in her ear,
“Never mind what they all say, my dear, but
take a return-ticket every time the train stops.”

“Indeed 1 shan't!” Alice said rather impa-
tiently. “I don’t belong to this railway journcy
at all
wish I could get back there!”

*You might mske s jowe on sizts 810 the little voilce close to

I was in a wood just now——and [

her ear: «ometungabout sou woria 3t you coua, son xeows

“Don’t tease so,” said Alice, looking about in
valn to sce where the voice came from; “if you're
so anxious to have a joke made, why den’t you
make ouc yourself 7”7

The little voice sighed deeply: it was wery
unhappy, cvidently, and Alice would have said
something pitying to comfort it, “if it would
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only sigh like other people!” she thought. But
this was such a wonderfully small sigh, that she
wouldn't have heard it at all, if it hadn’t come
quite c¢lose to her ear.  The consequence of this
was that it tickled her ear very much, and quite
took off her thoughts from the unhappiness of
the poor little creature.

“lsmom you e & tmmay 10 1Iftle volce went on v.sawr

iricnd, and an old feiendl. And yow wortt burk we, though T awm an luasct,™

“ What kind of mscct?” Alice ingmred a
little  anxiously. What she really wanted to
know was, whether it could sting or not, but she
thought this wouldn’t be quite a civil question
to ask.

“what, sen yon de— the little voicé began, when it
was drowned by a shrill seream from the engine,
and everybody jumped up in alarm, Alice among
the rest.

The Horse, who had put his head out of
the window, quietly drew it in and said, “It’s
only a brook we have to jump over” Every-
body seemed satisfied with this, though Alice
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felt a little nervous at the’idea of Lrains jumping
at all. “However, i1l take us into the Fourth
Square, that’s some comfort!” she said to her-
seff. In another moment she felt the carriage
rise straight up into the air, and in her fright
she eaught at the thing nearest to her hand,
which happened to be the Goat’s beard.

Bot the beard seemed to melt away as she
touched it, and she found herself sifting quicily
while the Gmat (for that was
the insect she had been talking to) was

under a tree

balancing itself on a twig just over her head,
and fanning her with its wings.

It certainly was a very large Gnat: “about
the size of a chicken,” Alice thought. Still, she
couldit feel nervous with it, after they bad Deen

ialking together so long,

111

then you don't like all insects?” the
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Gnat went on, as quietly as if nothing had
happened.

I like them when they can talk,” Alice said.
“ Nong of them ecver talk, where 7 come from.”

“What sort of insects do you rejoice in,
where you come from?” the Gnat inquired.

“1 don’t rejoice In insects at all,” Alice ex-
plained, “because I'm rather afraid of them——-
at leasgt the large kinds. But [ can tell you the
names of some of them.”

“Of course they answer to their names?”
the Gnat rcmarked carelessly.

“I never knew them do it.”

“What's the use of their having namcs,” the
Gnat said, “if they won't answer to them?”

“No use to them,” said Alice; ““but it’s useful
to the people that name them, I suppose. If not,
why do things have names at all ?”

“I ean’t say,” the Gnat replied.  “Further on,
in the wood down there, they’'ve got no names
'——however, go on with your list of insects:

you're wasting time.”



56 LOOKING-GLASS INSECTS.

“Well, there’s the llorse-fly,” Alice began,
counting off the names on her fingers.

“All right,” said the Gnat: “half way up
that bush, you'll see a Rocking-horse-fly, il you
look. It’s made entircly of wood, and gets about

by swinging itself from branch to branch.”

“What does it live on?” Alice asked, with
great euriosity.

“Bap and sawdust,” .said the Gnat. “Go on
with the list,”

Alice looked at the Rocking-horse-fly with great

inferest, and made up her mind that it must have
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WISy, o
i

been just repainted, it Jooked so bright and
sticky ; and then she went on,
“And there’s the Dragon-fly.”

“Look on the branch above your head,

»

said
the Gnat, “and there you’ll find o Snap-dragon-
Hy.  Its body is made of plum-pudding, its wings
of holly-leaves, and its bead 1z a raisin burning
in brandy.”

“And what does it live on?” Alice asked, as
Lefore.

“Frumenty and mince-pie,” the Gnat replied;

“and 1t makes its nest in a Christmas-box.”
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“ And then there’s the Butterfly,” Alice went
on, after she had taken a good look at the in-
sect with its head on fire, and had thought to
herself, “1 wonder if that’s the reason insects are
so fond of flying into candles——because they
want to turn into Snap-dragon-fliest!”

“Crawling at your feel,” sald the Gpat (Alice
drew her feet back in some alarm), “you may
observe a Bread-and-butter-fly.  Its wings are
thin slices of bread-and-butter, its body is a
crust, and its bead is a Jump of sugar.”

“ And what does 4f live on?”
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“Weak tea with eream in it.”

A new difficulty came into Alice’s head. “Bup-
posing 1t couldn’t find any ?” she suggested.

“ Then it would die, of course”

“But that must happen very often,” Alice
remarked thoughtfully.

“It always happens,” said the Gnat.

After this, Alice was silent for a minute
or two, pondering. The Gnat amused itsell
meanwhile by humming round and round her
head : at last 1t settled again and rcmarked, I
suppose you don’t want to lose your name?”

“No, indeed,” Alice said, a lLittle anxiously.

“And yet I don't know,” the Gnat went on
i a careless fone: “only think how conwvenient
it would be if you could manage to go home
without 1! For instance, if the governess wanted
to call you to your lessons, she would call out
“‘Come here——, and there she would have to
leave off, because there wouldn’t be any name for
Ler to call, and of course you wouldn’t have to
go, you know.”
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“That would never do, I'm sure,” said Alice:
‘““the governess would never think of cxcusing me
lessons for that. If she couldn® remember my
name, she'd call me *DMiss!’ as the servants do.”

“Well, if she sald ‘Miss) and didn’t say
anything more,” the Gnat remarked, “of course
you’d miss your lessons. That’s a joke. I wish
you had made it.”

“Why do you wish 7 had made it?” Alice
asked. “It’s a very bad one.”

But the Gnat only sighed deeply, while two
large tears came rolling down its cheeks.

“You shouldn't make jokes,” Alice said, “if
it makes you so unhappy.”

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

She very soon came to an open ficld, with a
wood on the other side of 1t: it looked much
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darker than the last wood, and Alice felt a [listie
timid about going into 1t. However, on second
thoughts, she made up her mind to go on: “for
I certainly won't go back,” she thought to herself,
and this was the only way to the Eighth Square.

S« This must be the wood,” she said thoughtfully
to herself, “where things have no names, I wonder
what Tl become of wmy name when I go in? I
shouldn’t like to lose it at all-——because they’d
have to give me another, and it would be almost
certuin to be an ugly one. DBut then the fun
would he, trying to find the creaturc that had got
my old name! That’s just like the advertise-

ments, you know, when people lose dogs
Canswers to the name of “ Dash:” had on « brass

just faney calling everything you wmet

collar’
‘Alice,” till ome of them answered! Only they
wouldn't answer at all, if they were wise”

She was rambling on in this way when she
reached the wood : it looked very cool and shady .
“Well, at any rate it’s a great comfort,” she said

as she stepped under the trees, “after being so
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hot, to get into the——into the into what 27
she went on, rather surprised at not being able
to think of the word. “I mean to get under the

——under the

under fhis, you know | putting
her hand on the trunk of the tree. “ What does
it call itself, 1 wonder? T do believe it’s got no

name

why, to be sure 1t hasn't!”

She stood silent for a minute, thinking : then
she suddenly began again,  “Then it really Zas
happened, after all! And now, who am 1? 1
wifl remember, If 1 can! DI’'m determined to
do 1t!” But being determined didn’t help her
much, and all'she could say, after a great deal of
puzzling, was, “L, I know it beging with I.}”

Just then a Fawn came wandering by: 1t
looked at Alice with its large gentle eyes, but
didn’t scem at all frightened. < Here then! Here
then!” Alice said, as she held out her hand and
tried to stroke it; but it only started back a
little, and then stood looking at her again.

“What do you call yourselft” the Fawn said

at last.  Such a soft sweet voice it had!
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“I wish T knew!” thought poor Alice. She
answered, rather sadly, ©Nothing, just now.”

“Think again,” it said: “that won't do.”

Alice thought, but nothing came of it. “Please,
would you tell me what you call yourself?” she
said timidly. T think that might help a little”

“T’ tell you, if you'll come a little further

on,” the Fawn said. “I can’t remember here”



84 LOOKING-GLARS INSKCTS.

So they walked on together through the wood,
Alice with her arms clasped lovingly round the
soft neck of the Fawn, till they came out into
another open field, and here the Fawn gave a
sudden bound inio the air, and shook itself frec
from Aliec’s arms. “I'm a Fawn!” it cried out
in a volece of delight, “and, dear me! you’re a

1

human ehil A sudden look of alarm came
into its beautiful brown eyes, and in another
moment it had darted away at full specd
Alice stood looking after it, almost ready to
cry with vexation at having lost her dear little
fellow-traveller so suddenly.  “Ilowever, I know
my name now,” she sald, “that's some comfort,

Alice———Alice

[ won’t forget it again. And
now, which of these finger-posts ought I to
follow, I wonder?”

It was not a very diffienlt question to answer,
as there was only onc road through the wood,
and the two finger-posts both pointed along it.
“T'1 settle it,” Alice said to herself, “when the
road divides and they point different ways.”
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But this did not scem likely to happen. She
went on wnd on, a long way, but wherever the
road divided there were sure to be two finger-
posts pointing the same way, one marked ‘TO
TWEEDLEDUM'S HOUSE and the other <TO
THE HOUGSE OF TWEEDLEDEE.

“[ do believe,” said Alice at last, *“that they
Jive in the same house! I wonder I never thought,
of that hefore-— DBut 1 can’t stay there long.
PIl just call and say ‘lfow d'ye do?’ and ask
them the way out of the wood. If T could
only get to the Eighth Square before 1t gets
dark!” Ro she wandercd on, talking to herself
as she went, till, on turping a sharp corner, she
came upon two fat little men, so suddenly that
she could not help starting back, but in another
moment she recovered herself, fechng sure that

they must be



CHAPTER IV,
TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE.

Tuny were standing under a tree, each with
an arm round the other’s neck, and Aliece knew
which was which in a moment, because ong of
them had ‘DUM’ embroidered on hig eollar, and
the other ‘DEE’ <1 suppose they’ve each got
‘TWEEDLFE’ round at the back of the collar,”
ghe sald to herself.

They stood so still that she quite forgot they
were alive, and she was just looking round to see
if the word *TWEEDLE’ was written at the back
of each collar, when she was startled by a voice
coming from the onc marked ‘DUM.
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“If you think we're wax-works,” he said, “you
ought to pay, you know. Wax-works weren's
made to be looked at for nothing. Nohow!”

“Contrariwise,” added the one marked “DEE!
“if you think we’re alive, you ought to speak.”

“I'm sure I'm very sorry,” was all Alice could
say; for the words of the old song kept ringirw
through her head like the ticking of a clozk, and
she could bardly help saying them out loud :—

I 2
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“ Tweedledum and Twvedledee
Agreed to have a batlle;
For Tweedledurnm said Tweed{cdee

Ifad spoiled Ris nice new roitie.

Just ther l/é'ewha’ozem o TONRSETUS cronw,
As black as a tar-borrel;

Which frighiened both the herves so,
They gutle forget thetr gquerrel”

“1 koow what you’re thinking about,” said
Tweedledum : “but it isn’t so, nchow.”

“LContrariwise,” continued Tweedledee, “if ik
wus 8o, it might be; and if it were so, it would
be; but as it isn't, it win't. That’s logie”

“I was thinking,” Alice said very politely,
“which 1s the hest way out of this wood: it’s
getting so dark. Would you tell me, please ?”

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

They looked so exactly like a couple of great
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schoolboys, that Alice couldn’t help pointing her
finger at Tweedledum, and saying  First Boy!”

“Nohow!” Tweedledum cried ont briskly,
and shut his mouth up again with a snap.

“Next Boy!” said Alice, passing on to
T\-L.-'e.ed]edee; thongh she felt quite certain he
would only shout out “Contrariwise!” and s
be did. '

“You've begun wrong!” cried Tweedledumn.
“The first thing in a wvisit iz to say ‘How d'ye
do?" and shake hands!” And here the two
brothers gave each other a -hug, and then they
held out the two hands that were free, to shuke
hands with her

Alice did not like shaking hands with cither
of them fivst, for fear of hurting the other one’s
feelings 5 50, as the best way out of the difficulty,
she took hold of both hands at onee: the next
moment they were dancing round in a ring
This scemed quite natural (she remembered ofter-
wafds), and she was not even surprised to hear

2] . Lof
music playing: 1t scemed to come from the tree



70 TWEEDLEDUM

under which they were dancing, and it was done
{as well as she could make it out} by the bravches
rabbing one across the other, like fiddles and
fiddle-sticks.

“Pur it eertainly was funny,” (Alice said
afterwards, when she was telling her sister the
history of all this,) “to find myself singing ¢ I{eve
we go round the mulberry bush” 1 don't know
when I began it, but somehow I felt as if I'd
been singing it a long long time!”

The other two dancers were fat, and very
soon oul of breath. “ Four times round is enough
for one dance,” Tweedledum panted out, and they
left o dancing as suddenly as they had begun:
the music stopped at the same moment.

Then they let go of Aliece’s hands, and stood
locking at her for a minute: there was a rather
awkward pause, as Alice didn’t know how to
begiv a conversation with people she had  just
been danecing with.  “Tt would never do lo say
‘How d'ye do?’ wow,” she said to herself: “we

scem to have got beyond that, someliow!”
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“I hope you're not much tired ?” she said
at last.

““Nohow. And thank you wery much for
asking,” said Tweedledum.

“ 8o muck obliged ! ” added Tweedledee. “You
like poetey 7

“Ye-es, pretly well-— -some poctiy,” Alice
suid doubtfully. “Would you tell me which road
leads out of the wood?”

“ What shall T repeat to her?” said Tweedle-
dee, looking round at Twecdlednm with great
solemn eyes, and not noticing Alice’s question.

“The Walrus and the Carpenter is the
longest,” T'weedledum replied, giving his brother
an affeetionate hug.

Tweedledee began instanily :

¥

“The suen wos shining——"

Here Alice wventured to interrupt him. “If
it's very long,” she said, as politely as she could,
“would you please tell me first which roud- - -”

Tweedledee smiled gently, and began aguin :
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The sun wos shining on the seq,
Shining with all his might
He did Ris very hest to make
The billows smooth and bright-—
And this vas odd, becovse 1 wes

The middle of the night.

The moon was shinang sulkily,
Brconse she thonght Lhe sun
Had got no business fo he there

After the duy was done—
“It’s very rude of him) she said,

“To eome and spoil the fun !’

The sea was wel as wel conld e,
The sands were dry us dry
You could not sez o cloud, breause

No cloud was tn the .sii;_r,: :
No birds were flytng overfead—

There creve no bivds fo fly.
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The Welrus and the Carpenter

Were walling close ot hand ;
They wept lile anything to se
Such quoantities of sand :
“If this were only cleaved away,

They soid, ' 2t would be grand !’

IF scven maids with seven mops
Swept it for holf o year,
Do you suppose the Walrus sodrd,

“That they corld get i clear?’
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I doult 4t said the Carpenter,
And shed o bifler fear.

) Ogsters, come ond wall with us !’
The Walrus did beseech.

s A pleasant wall, a pleasand talk,
Along the breny beach :

We cannot do with more than four,

To give a0 hand to each.

The eldest Oyster looked al hum,
But wnever a word he said :
The eldest Owyster winked hiz eye,
And shook his heavy head- -
Meaniny o say he did not choose

To leave the vyster-bed.

Bt four young Oysters hurried up,
Al cager for the treat:
Therr coats were brushed, their fuces washed,

Their shoes were clean and went—
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Aund this was odd, because, you know,

They hadn't any feet.

Four other Oysters followed them,
And yet another four;

Aud thick and fast they came af last,
And more, and more, and wore—

All fopping through the ﬁ‘ofi’iy WS,

And serambling to the shore,

The Walrus and the Carpenter
Walled on a mile or so,

And then ey vesied on o voel;
Conwendently low:

And all the ity Oysters slood

And waited in o rown

“ The ttme hes come, the Walrus said,
“To tall of meany things:
Of shoes—eand ships—and sealing-iwan—

Of cabboges—and Tings—

=T
=
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And why the sea 43 boiling hot—

Aund wheiher pigs hove wings!

‘Bt waidt a Bt the Oysters oried,
¢ Before e have ouwr chat ;

For some of ws are vl of breaih,
And all of us arve fab V'

“No Jwrry ! said the Carpenter.
They thanked himn owich for that.

CA boaf of bread the Walrus sard,

$Ts what awe eliefly need :
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LPepper and vinegar besides
Are very good tndeed—
Now if you're veady, Oysters dear,

We can begin to jfeed.

¢ But not on us!’ the Oysters cried,
Turning o Lille blue

¢ After such kindness, that would be
A dismal thing to do !’

“The night s fine) the Walrus sead.

“ Do you admive the view!

< It awes so kind of you to conte !
And you are very mice!’

The Carpenter caid nothing but
“Cul us another slice:

T awish you were nol quite so deof—

P've had o ash you twice !’

< It seems o shame, he Walrus said,

“To play them such o frick,
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After we've broughl them out so jfur,
And made them trof so quick !’
The Carpenter said netliing bul
© The butter's spread foo thick !’

< weep for you, the Walrus said:

“f derply sympaihize!
With sobs ane towrs he soricd out
Those of the larqgest size,
Holding his poclot-handberelicf

Before his streaming eyes.
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‘O Oysters) swid the Carpenter,
‘You've had a pleasant run |
Shall we be trotéing howme apain P’
But answer came thers none—
Awnd this was seavcely odd, beeqise

They'd eaten every one”

“T like the Walrus best,” said Aliec: * Liceuuse
you sce he was a hitle sorry for the poor oysters.”

*“He ate more than the Carpenter, though,”
said Tweediedee, ““You see he held s hand-
kerchict in “front, so that the Carpenter couldnt
count how muny he took: contrariwise.”

“That was mean!” Alice said Indignantly.
“Then T like the Carpenter best if he didn’t

cat s0 many as the Walrus”

“But he ate as many as he could get,” said
Tweedledum.

This was a puzzler. After a pause, Alice
began, “Well! They were both very unpleasant

eharacters

Here she checked herself m some

alarm, at hearing something that gounded to
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her like the paffing of a large steam-engine in
the wood near them, though she feared it was
more likely to be a wild beast. “ Are there any
lions or tigers about here ?” she asked timidly.

“It’s only the Red King snoring,” said
Tweedledee.

“(ome and lock at him!” the brothers cried,
and they each took one of Alice’s hands, and led

her up to where the King was sleeping.

“Isn't he a lovely sight ?” said Tweedledum,
Alice couldn't say honestly that he was. Ile
had a tall red night-cap on, with a tassel, and
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he was lying crumpled up into a sort of untidy
heap, and snoring loud——*fit to snore his head
off 1”7 as Tweedledum remarked.

“I'm afraid he'll catch cold with lying on
the damp grass,” said Alice, who was a very
thoughtful little girl.

“Ie’s  dreaming now,” said Tweedledee:
“and what do you think he’s dreaming
about ?”

Alice sald “ Nobody can guess that.”

“Why, about zou!” Tweedledee exclaimed,
clapping his hands triamphantly. “And if he
left off dreaming about youw, where do you sup-
pose you'd be?”

“Where I am now, of conrse,” said Alice.

“Not you!” Tweedledee retorted contemptu-
ously. “You’d be nowhere. Why, you’re only a
sort of thing in his dream!”

“If that there King was to wake,” added
Tweedledum, “you’d go out bang ! Jush

like a candle!”

“1 shouldn’t!” “Alice cxelaimed ndignmntly.

G
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“ Besides, if [I'm only a sort of thing in lus
dream, what are yow, I should like to know ?”

“Ditto,” said Tweedledum.

“Ditto, ditte!” erned Tweedledee,

He shouted this =zo lond that Alice couldn’t
help saying, “Hush: You’ll be waking him,
I'm afraid, if you make so much noise.”

“Well, it’s no use your talking about waking
him,” sald Tweedledum, “ when you're only cne
of the things in his dream. You know very well
you're not real.”

“T am real!” said Alice, and began to ery.

“You won't make yourself a bit realler by
crying,” Tweedledee remarked : “ there s nothing
to ery about,”

“If T wasn’t real,” Alice said—half-laughing
through her tears, it all seemed so ridiculous—
“T shouldu’t be able to ery.”

“T hope you don’t suppose those are real
tears”  Tweedledum interrupted in a tone of
great contempt.

“I Lknow they’re talking nonsense,” Alice
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thought to herself: “and it’s foolish to cry
about it.” So she brushed away her tears, and
went on as cheerfully as she could, ““ At any rate
I’d better be getting out of the wood, for
really it’s eoming on very dark. Do you think
it’s going to rain?”

Tweedledum spread a large umbrella over
himself and his brothcr, and looked up into it.
“No, T don’t think it is,” he said : ¢ at least——
not under here. Nohow”

“But it may rain outside?”

“ It may——1i1l it chooses,” said Tweedledee:
“we’ve no ohjection. Contrariwise.”

“Reltish things!” thought Alice, and she was
just going to say “Good-night” and leave them,
when Tweedledum sprang out from under the
umbrells, and seized bher by the wrist.

“Do you sce that?” he said, in a voice
choking with pass.iun; and his eyes grew large
and yellow all in & moment, as he pointed with
a trembling finger at a small white thing lying
under ihe tree.

G 2
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“It’s only a rattle)” Alice said, after a caveful
examination of the little white thing., *“ Not a
rattle-snake, you know,” she added hastily, think-
ing that he was frightened: “only an old rattle

—-—quite old and Dbroken.”
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“I knew it was!” ecried Tweedledum, begin-
ning to stamp about wildly and tear his hair.
“It’s spoilt, of course!” Here he looked at
Tweedledee, who immediately sat down on the
ground,. and tricd to hide himself under the
umbrella.
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Alice laid her hand upen his arm, and said
‘In a soothing tone, “You needn’t be so angry
about an old rattle.”

“But 1t wn't old!” Tweedledum eried, in a

greater fury than ever. “It’s new, I tell you
-y nice NEW RATTT.E!”

and hig wvolee rose to a perfect SCrean.

I bought it yesterday-

All this time Tweedledee wag trying his hest
to fold up the umbrella, with himself in it: which
was suech an extraordinary thing te do, that it
quite took off Alice’s attention from the angry
brother, But he eouldn’t quite succeed, and it
endeéd in his rolling over, bundled up in the
umbrella, with only his head out: and there he
lay, opening and shutting his mouth and his large
eyes

“looking morc like a fish than any-
thing else,” Alice thought.

“Of course you agree to have a battle?”
Tweedledum said in a calmer tonc.

“I suppose s0,” the other sulkily replied, as
he erawled out of the vmbrella: “only she must

help us to dress up, you know.”
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So the two brothers went off hand-in-hand

into the wood, and returned in a minute with

their arms full of things such as bolstors,
blankets, hearth-rugs, table-cloths, dish-covers, and
coal-scuttles,  “1T hope you’re a geod band at pin-
nmng and tying strings ¥ Tweedledum remarked.
“Lvery one of these things has got to go on,

somehow or other.”

Alice said afterwards she had never seen such

& fuss made about anything in all her life-—-
the way those two bustled about ——and the quan-
tity of things they put on and the trouble
they gave her in tying strings and fastening
buttons——“Really they’ll be more like bundles

of old clothes than anything else, by the time

they’re ready ! she said to herself, as she arranged
a bolster round the neck of Tweedledee, “to keep
his head from heing cut off,” as he said

“You know,” he added wvery gravely, “it’s

one of the most serious things thot can possibly

happen to one in a baltle

ent off.”

to get onc’s head
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Alice laughed loud: but she managed to turn

it into a cough, for fear of hurting his feclings.

“Do 1 look wvery pale?” said Tweedledum,

coming up to have hs helmet tied on. (He
called it a helmet, though it ecertainly looked
much more like a sancepan.)

“ Well ——-vyes a litele,” Alice replied gently.

“I’'m very brave generally,” he went on in
a low wvoice: “only to-day I happen to have

a headache,”
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“And I’ve got a toothache!” said Tweedle-
dee, who had overheard the remark. “I’'m far
worse than you!”

“Then you'd better not fight to-day,” said
Alice, thinking it a good opportunity to make
peace.

“We must have a bit of a fight, but [ don’t
care sbout going on long,” said Tweedledum.
“What's the time now?”

Tweedledee looked at his watch, and said
“ Half-past four.”

“Let’s fight till six, and then have dinner,”
said Tweedledam.

“Very well” the other said, rather sadly:

“and she can watch us

ouly you’d better

not come wery close,” he added: “I generally

Lit everything 1 can see——when I get really
excited.”
“And I hit every thing within reach,” cried
Tweedledum, “whether I ean see it or not!”
Alice laughed. “You must hit the trees

pretty often, I should think,” she said.
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Twecdledum looked round him with a satisfied
smile. “ 1 don’t suppose,” he sald, “there’ll he
a tree left standing, for ever so far round, by
the time we ve finighed !”

“And all about 2 wattle!” said Aliee, still
hoping to make them a little ashamed of fighting
for such a trifle.

“] shouldn’t have minded 1t so much,” said
Tweedledum, “if 1t hadn’t been a new one”

“1 wish the monstrous crow would come!”
thought Alice.

“There’s only onec sword, you Lknow,”
Tweedledum said to his brother: “but you can

have the umbrella

it’s quite as sharp. Only
we must begin quick. It’s getting as dark as
it can.”

“ And darker,” said Tweedledec. _

It wag getting dark so suddenly that Alice
thought there mmst be a thunderstorm coming
on. ‘“What a thick black cloud that is!” she
said.  “And how fast it comes! Why, [ do

.1; PR L RRE
believe it’s got wings :
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“Tt’s the crow!” Tweedledum emed out' in
a shrll wvoice of alarm: and the two brothers
tock to their heels and were out of sight in a
moment.

Alice ran a little way into the wood, and
stopped under a large tree. It can never get
at me lere,” she thought: “it’s far too large to

squeeze itself in among the trees. But T wish

it wouldn't flap its wings so it makes quite

a hurricane 1n the wood here’s somebody’s

shawl being blown away!”



CHAPTER V.
WOOL AND WATER.

SHE canght the shawl as she spoke, and looked
about for the owner: in another moment the
White Queen came runming wildly through the
wood, with Doth arms stretched out wide, as if
she were flying, and Alice very civilly went to
meet her with the shawl,

“I'm very glad T happened to be in the
way,” Alice said, as she helped her to put on
her shawl again.

The White Queen only looked at her m a
helpless frightened sort of way, and kept repeat-

ing something in a whisper to herself that
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gounded like * Bread-and-butter, bread-and-butter,”
and Alice felt that if there was to he any con-
versation at all, she must manage it herself.
So she began rather timidly: “ Am I addressing
the White Queen ?”

“Well, yes, if you call that a-dressing,” the
Queen said. “It 1sn’t my notion of the thing,
at all.”

Alice thought it would never do to have an
argument at the very beginming of their con-
versation, s0 she smiled and sald, “If vour
Majesty will only tell me the right way to begin,
LIl do it as well as I can”

“Bot I dont want it done at all!” groanecd
the poor Queen. “I’ve Dbeen a-dressing myself
for the last two hours.”

It would have been all the better, as it
seemed to Alice, if she had got some one else to
dress her, she was so dreadfully untidy. “ Every
single thing’s crooked,” Alice thought to hersell,

“and she’s all over pins!

May [ put your
shawl straight for you?” she added aloud.
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“T don’t know what’s the matter with it!”
the Queen said, in a melancholy voice, “It’s
out of temper,
I think. I've
pinned it here,
and I've pin-
ned it there,
but there’s no
pleasing it!”

“It can’t go
straight, you
know, if you
pin it all on
one side,” Alice

satd, as she

gently put it
right for her; “and, dear me, what a state
your hair 13 In!”

““The brush has got entangled in it!”
the Queen said with a sigh. < And I lost the
comb yesterday.”

Alice carcfully relensed the lorush. and did
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her hest to get the hair into order. * Come,
vou look rather better now'!” she said, after
altering most of the pms. “But really you
should have a lady’s-maid!”

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

Alice couldu’t help laughing, as she said, “T

don't want you to hire me———-and I don’t care

for jam.”
“It’s very good jam,” said the Queen.
“Well, T don’t want any fo-duy, at any rate”
“You couldn’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.”
“Tt must come sometimes to ‘jam to-day, ”
Alice objected.
“No, it cant,” said the Queen. “It’s jam
every other day: to-day 1sn't any other day,
r
you know.
“T don’t understand you,” said Aliee. “It’s

dreadfully confusing!”
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“That’s the effect of living backwards,” the
Queen said kindly: “it always makes one a
little giddy at first—— 7

“Living backwards!” Alice repeated in great

astonishment. *“1 never heard of such a thing!”

(13

but there’s one great advantage In if,
that onc’s memory works both ways.”

“I'm sure mene only works one way,” Alice
remarked. 1 can’t remember things before
they happen.”

“It’s a poor sort of memory that only works
backwards,” the Queen remarked.

“ What sort of things do you remember best ¢
Alice ventured to ask.

*Oh, things that happened the week after
next,” the Queen replied in a ecarcless tone,
“For instance, now,” she went on, sticking a
large piece of plaster on her finger as she
spoke, “there’s the King’s Messenger. He's in
prisen now, being punished: and the trial
doesn’t even begin till next Wednesday @ and of

course the erime comes last of all”
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* Suppose he never
commits the crime t”
said Alice.

“ That would he all
the better, wouldn’t
16?7 the Queen said,
as ghe hound the plas-
ter round her finger
with a bit of ribbon.

Alice felt there

was no denying that,

,&”'/.
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“ Of course 1t would s

be all the better,” she said: “but it wouldn't

T 4

be all the better his being punished.”

“You're wrong there, at any rate,” sald the
Queen: ““ were you ever punished ?”

“Ouly for fanlts,” said Alice.

“And you were all the better for it, I know!”
the Queen said triumphantly.

“Yes, but then I had done the things I was
punished for,” said Alice: “that makes all the

difference.”
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“But if you hada’t done them,” the Queen
said, “ that would have been better still ; better,
and better, and better!”  Her voice went higher
with each “hetter,” il it got quite to a squeak
aft last,

Alice was just beginming to say “There’s o
mistake somewhere——" when the Queen began
screamning, so loud that she had to leave the
gentence unilnished,  *Oh, ob, oh!” shouted the
(Queen, shaking her band about ws of she wanted
to shake it off. My finger’s Dleeding: Oh,
oli, oh, olt'”

Her servwms were so exactly like the whistle
of o steam-englne, that Alice Lad to hold both
Ler hands over her ears.

“ What s the matter 27 she saul, as soon as
there was o chance of making herself heard
“ Have you pricked your ﬁnge‘r?”

“1 haven’t pricked it wet,” the Quecn said,
“but I soon shall—-—oh, oh, oh!”

“ When do you expect to do 16?7 Allee asked,
feeling very much inclined to laugh.

H
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“When I fasten my shawl again,” the poor
Queen groaned out: “the brooch will come un-
done dircetly.  Oh, oh!”  As she said the words
the brooch flew open, and the (Quecn clutched
wildly at if, and tried to clasp - it again.

“Take carc!” ecried Alice. “You’re holding
it all crooked!” And she caught at the brooch;
but it was too late: the pin had shpped, and the
Queen had pricked her finger.

“That aceounts for the bleeding, you sce,”
she said to Alice with a smile. “Now you under-
stand the way things happen here”

“But why dont you scream now?” Alice
asked, holding her hands ready to pnt over her
eurs agaln.

“Why, I've dope all the screaming already,”
sald the Queen. “ What would be the good of
having it all over again?”

By this time it was getting light.  ““ The crow
must have flown away, I thiok,” said Aliee :
“I'm so glad it’s gome. I thought it was the

night coming on.”
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“I wish I could manage to be glad!” the
Queen sald. “Ouly I never can remember ihe
rule.  You must be very happy, living in this
wood, and keing glad whenever you like!”

“Only it is s0 wery lonely here!” Alice sund
in a welancholy wvolee; and at the thought of
her loneliness two large tears came rolling down
Ler checks.

“0Oh, don’t go on like that!” cried the
peor  (ueen, wringing her hands in  despair.
“Consider what a great girl you are. Consider
what a long way you've come to-day. Con-
sider what oclock it 1. Cousider apything,
only don't ery!”

Alice could not help laughing at this, cven
in the midst of her tears. “Can yoi keep from
erying by considering things 2" she asked.

“That’s the way it’s done,” the Queen
saad with great decision :  ““nobody can do two
things at once, you know. Let’s consider your
age to begin with——how old are yon?”

“I'm seven and a half exactly.”

H 2
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“You meedn't say ‘exactually,”” the Queen
remarked : “I can believe it without that, Now
I'll give wow something 1o hefieve. I'm  just
one hundred and one, five months and a day.”

“I can't believe that!” said Alice.

“Cant you?” the Queen said in a pitying
tone,  “Try again: draw a long lreath, and
shut your cyes”

Alice laughed.  “There’s no use trying,” she
said : “one can't believe impossible things”

“1 daresay you baven't had much practice,”
said the Queen.  “ When I was your age, |
always did it for half-an-hour a day. Why;
sometimes ['ve believed as many as six im-
possible  things hefore breakfast.  There = goes
the shawl again'”

The breoch had come undene as she spoke,
and a sudden gust of wind blew the Queen’s
shawl across a litfle brook. The Queen spread
out her arms again, aud went flying after it, and
this time she suceceeded in catching it for herself.

“T've got it!” she cried in a tiwmphant tone
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“Now you shall see me pin it on again, all
by ryself!”

“Then I hope your finger i3 better now ?”
Alice said very politely, as she crossed the Little
brook after the Queen.

“ Oh, much better!” eried the Queen, her voice
rising into a squeak asz she went on. * Much
Le-etter ! Bo-ctter! Be-e-c-ctter! Be-e-ehh!”  The
last word ended in a long bleat, so like a sheep
that Alice quite started.

She locked at the Queen, who seemed to
have suddenly wrapped hersclf up in wool.  Alice
rubbed her eyes, and looked again. She couldn't
mike out what had happened at all Was she
m a shop 7 And was {hat really——was 1t really
i sheep that was sitting on the other side of the
counter !  Rub as she would, she could make

nothing more of 1t: she was in a Jittle dark
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shop, leaming with her elbows on  the counter,
and opposite to her was an old Sheep, sitting in
an arm-chair knitting, and every now and then
leaving off to look at her through a great pair
of spectacles.

“What is it you want to buy?” the Sheep
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sald at last, looking up for a moment from her
knitting,

“1 don’t gquite know yet)” Alice said very
gently. “I should like to look all round me
first, if T might.”

“You may look in front of you, and on both
sides, if you like,” said the Sheep; ““but you
can't lock all round you-—--unless you've got
eyes at the back of your head.”

But these, as it happenazd, Alice had not got:
so she contented herself with turning round,
looking. at the shelves as she came to them,

The shop seemed to be full of all manner
of curious things———but the oddest part of it
all was, that whenever she looked hard at any
shelf, to make out exactly what it had on it
that particular shelf was always quite empty :
though the others round it were crowded as full
as they could hold.

“Things flow about so here!” &he saild at
last in a plaintive tome, after she had spent a

minute or so in vainly pursuing a large bright
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thing, that looked sometimes like a dell and
sometimes ltke a work-lox, and was always 1n
the shelf next above the one she was looking at.
“ And this one is the most proveking of all—-
bhut Il tell you what——" she added, as a
sudden thonght struck her, “T’lI follow 1t up
to the wvery top shell of all. IUN puzzle 1t to
go through the cetling, I expect

But even this plan failed : the “thing’ went
through the ceiling as quietly as possible, as if
it were quite used to it

“Are you a child or a tectotum®” the Sheep
sald, as she took up another pair of needles.
“Youlll make me giddy soon, il you go on
surning round like that” She was now working
with fourteen puirs at once, and Alice couldn’t
Lielp lovking at her in great astomishment.

“llow cun she kmt with so many?”  the
puzzled child thought to herself. ¢ RShe gets
more and more like a porcupine every minute!”

“Can you row ?” the Bheep asked, handing

her a pair of kmitting-needles as she spoke.
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“Yes, a litle  but not on land- - anl
not with weedles-——-"" Alice was beginning (o
say, when suddenly the necdles turned into “oars
m  her hands, and she found they were in a
little boat, gliding along between hanks: w0
there was nothing for it but to do her Dest.

>

“Feather 7 cried the Sheep, as she took up
another pair of needles

This didn't sound like a remark that nceded
any answer, so Alice said nothing, but pulled
away. There was something very queer about
the water, she thought, as cvery now and then
the oars got fast in it, and would hardly come
out again.

“ Feather! Feather!” the Sheep ered again,
taking more veedles.  “ You'll be catehing a
erab directly.”

“A dear little cxab!”™  thought Alice. )
should like that”

“Didr’t you hear me say ‘Feather’?” the
Sheep cried angrily, taking up quite a bunch
of needles.
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“Indeed I did,” said Aliee: “you’ve said
it very often

and very loud. Please, where
are the erabs?”

“In the water, of eourse!” said the Sheep,
sucking some of the needles into her hair, as
her hands were full.  “ Feathor, T say!”

“ Why do you say * Feather ' so often ?” Alice
asked at last, rather vexed. “I'm not a bird!”

“Yeu are,” said the Sheep: “you’re a little
goose.”

This offended Alice a little, so there was no
more conversation for a minute or two, while
the boat glided gently on, sometimes among
beds of weeds (which made the oars stick fast
in the water, worse than evecr), and sometimes
under trees, but always with the same tall
river-banks frowning over their heads.

“(h, please! There ave some seented rushest”
Alice cried in a sudden transport of delight.

and such beauntles!”

“ There really arc
“You ncedn't say ‘please’ to me abont ‘em,”

the Sheep =aid, without looking up from her
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knisting: “ 1 didn’t put “em there, and LI'm not
going to take ’em away.”

“XNo, but I meant-——pleage, may we wait
and pick some?”  Alice pleaded.  “If you dont
wmind stopping the hoat for a minute.”

“How am I to stop it?” said the Shecp.
“I{ you leave off rowing, it’ll stop of itself”

Qo the boat was left to drift down the stream
as it would, till it glided gently in among the
waving rushes. And then the little sleeves were
carefully rolled up, and the Ilittle arms were
plunged in clbow-deep, to get hold of the rushes
a good long way down before lreaking them
ofl

the Sheep and the kmitting, as she bent over the

and for a while Alice forgot all about

side of the boat, with just the cuds of her
tangled hair dipping into the water—- -~while
with bright cager eyes she caught at one bunch
after another of the darling scented rushes.

“1 only hope the boat won't tipple over!”
she said to herself. “Oh, what a lovely onc!

Ouly 1 couldn’t quite reach it”  And 1t cer-
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tainly did scem a little provoking (“almost as
if it happened on purpose,” she thought) that,
though she munaged to pick plenty of beantiful
rushes as the boat ghded by, there was always
a more Jovely one that she couldn’t reach.

“The prettiest are always further!” she
savl at last, with a sizh at the obstiuacy
of the rushes in growing so far off, ag, with
flushed cheeks and  dripping hair and  hands,
she scrambled back into her place, and began
to arrange her new-found treasures.

What matlered 10 to her just then that
‘the rushes had begun to fade, and to lose all
their scent and beauty, from the very moment

that she picked them? Kven real scented rushes,

vou Lknow, last only a very little while—and
these, being dream-rushes, melted away almost
like snow, as they lay in heaps at her feet——
but Alice hardly noticed Lhis, there were so many
other curions things to think abont.

They hadnt gone mueh farther before the

Llade of one of the oars got fast in the water
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and wouldn't come out aguin (so Alice explained
it afterwards), and the consequence was that
the handle of it caught her under the chin, and,
in spite of a serics of little shricks of <O, oh,
oh!” from poor Alice, 1t swept her struight off
the seat, and down among the heap of rushes

However, she wusn't a bit huret, and was soon
up again: the Sheep went on with hev knitiing
all the while, just as 1if nothing lad happencd.
“That wag a nice crab you caught!”  she re-
marked, ag Alice got back into her place, very much
relieved to find herself still in the boat.

“Was it? L didn’t see it,” sald Alice, peeping
cautionsly over the side of the hoat into the
dark water. I wish it hadw’s lev go-—-1
should so like a Dittle crab to take home with

T

me!”  DBut the Sheep only laughed scornfully,
and went on with her knitting.
“ Are there many erabs hore 77 suud Alice.
“Crabs, and all sortz of things” suid the
Sheep - “plenty of choice, only make up your

mind. Now, what do you want to buy?”
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To buy!” Alice cehoed in a tone that was
half astonishied and half frightened——for the

oars, and the boaf, and the river, Lad vanished
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all in a moment, and she was back again In
the little dark shop.
“] should like to buy an cgg, please,” she

suld timidly. “How do you sell them 77

“ Fivepence farthing for one twopenee for
two,” the Sheep replied.

“Then two are cheaper than one?”  Alice
sald in a surprised tone, taking out her purse.

“Oaly you must cat them both, if you buy
two,” said the Sheep.

“Then I°ll have omne, please,” snd Alice, as
she put the money down on the counter. For
she thought to herself, *They mightnt be at
all nice, you know.”

The Sheep tock the moncy, and put it away
in a box: then she maid “1 mever put things

inte people’s hands that would never do- -

you must get it for yourself” And so saying,
she went off to the other end of the shop, and
sct the egg upright on a shelf.

“1 wonder why 1t wouldnt do?” thought

Alice, ag she groped her way among the tables
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and chairs, for the shop was very dark towards
the end.  “The egg scems to get further away
the move | walk towards it. Let me see, 1s s
a ehair? Why, it's got branches, T declare!
How wvery odd to find trees growing here!
And actually here’s a little brook!  Well, this

15 the very gueerest shop I ever saw!”

So she went on, wondering more and wmore
at every step, as everything turned nto a trec
the moment she came up o, and she goile

expected the cgg to do the same,



CHAPTER VI
HUMPTY DUMPTY.

Howevrr, the egg only got larger and lavger,
and more and more human: when she had come
within a few yards of it, she saw that it had
eyes and a nose and mouth; and when she
had come close to it, she saw clearly that it
was HUMPTY DUMPTY himsclf. “ It cant be
anybody else!” she said to hersedf. “I'm as
certuin of i, as if his name were written all
over his face ”

1t might have been wiitten a hundred times,
casily, on that enormous face. Humpty Dumpty
was sitting with his legs crossed, like a Turk,

t
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such a narrow one

on the top of a bigh wall
that Alice quite wondered how he could keep

his balance

and, as his eyes were steadily
fixed in the opposite direction, and he didn’t
take the least notice of her, she thought he
must be a stuffed figure after all.

“And how exactly like an egg he is!” she
said aloud, standing with her hands ready to
catch him, for she was every moment expecting
bim to fall.

“It’s wery provoking,” Humpty Dumpty said
after a long silence, looking away from Alice as

f”

he spoke, “to be called an ecgg very

“I said you looked like an egg, Sir,” Alice
gently explained. “And some cggs are  very
pretty, you know,” she added, hoping to turn
her remark into a sort of compliment.

“Some people,” said Humpty Dumpty, Jook-
ing away from her as usual, © have Do more
sense than a haby!”

Alice didn’t know what to say to this: it
wasn’t at all like conversation, she thought, as
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he never said anything to her; In fact, his last
remark was evidently addressed to a tree

S0

‘she stood and softly repeated to herself :—

“« Humpty Dhumply sal on o wall:
Humpty Dumpty hod a great foll
Al the King's horsss and all the Hing's wmen
Couldn't put Humpty Dumply in kis place agein”

“That last line is much too Tong for the
poetry,” she added, almost out loud, forgetting
that Humpty Dumpty weould hear her.

“ Don’t stand chattering to yourself like that,”
Humpty Dumpty said, looking at her for the
first time, “but tell me vyour name and yonr
business,”

“My name iz Alice, but——"

“It’s a stupid name cncugh!” Humpty
Dumpty interrupted impatiently. “ What docs
it -mean ¥

“Must a name mean something?” Alice
asked doubtfully. '

12
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“QOf course it must,” Humpty Dumpty said
with a short laugh: ““sny name means the shape
[ am

and a good handsome shape it is, too.
With a name like yours, you might be any
shape, almost.”

“Why do you sit out herc all alone?” said
Alice, not wishing to begin an argument.

“Why, because there’s nobody with me!”
“eried Humpty Dampty,  “Did you think I didn’t
know the auswer to thai?  Ask ancther”

“Don’t you think you’d Dbe safer down on
the ground?” Alice went on, not with any
idea of making another riddle, but simply in
hor good-natured anxiety for thc queer creature.
“That wall is so very narrow!”

“ What tremendonsly easy riddles you ask!”
Humpty Dumpty growled out.  “O0f course [
don’t think so! Why, if ever I did fall off

which there’s no chance of- —but +f [ did——

Here he pursed up his lips, and looked so selemn
and grand that Alice could hardly help laughing.
“I7f 1 did fall,” be went ou, ‘“the King has
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promised me ah, you may turn pale, if you
liket You didn't think [ was going to sav
that, did you?! The King has promesed me—

with his wery own mouth——-to to 7

“To send all his lhorses and all his men,”
Alice interrupted, rather unwisely.

“Now [ declare that’s too bad!” Humpty
Dumpty eried, breaking into a sudden passion,

“You've been listening at doors and behind

or you couldnt

trees- — and down chimpeys
have known 1t1”

“1 haven’t, indeed!” Alice said very gently.
“It’s m a book.”

“Ah, well! They may write such things in
a book” Humpty Dumpty said in a ealmer tone.
“That’s what you eall a History of England,
that is. Now, take a good look at me! I’'m
one that has spoken to a Ring, [ am: mayhap
you'll never see such another: and to show
von I’m not proud, vou may shake hands witi

e

me | And Te grinned almost from car to car,

as he leant forwards {and as nearly as ypossibie
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fell off the wall in doing
s0) and offercd. Alice his
hand. 8he watched him
a little anxiously as she
took it. “If he amiled
much more, the ends of
his mouth might meet
behind,”  she. thought :
“and then I dont know what would huppen
to his head! I'm afraid it would come off1”

“Yes, all his horses and all his men,” Humpty
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Dumpty went on.  “They’d pick me up again
in a minute, fhey would! However, this con-
versation is going on a little too fast: let’s go
back to the last remark but one”

“T’'m afraid I can’t guite remember it,” Alice
snid very politely.

“In that case we start fresh,” =aid Humpty
Dumpty, “and it’s my turn to choose a sub-
ject " (“He talks about i just as if it was

o game!” thought Alice) “So here’s a question

for you. How old did you say you were?”

Alice made a short caleulation, and sad
“Seven years and six mouths”

“ Wrong!” Hampty Dumpty exclaimed tri-
umphantly. “ You never said & word like it!”

“1 thought you meant ‘ How old are yon 7
Aliee explained. '

“If T'd meant that, I’d have said 1t,” said
umpty Dumpty.

Alice didn’t want to begin another argu-
ment, so she said nothing.

“Seven years and six months!” Humpty
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Dumpty repeated thoughtfully.  “An  uncom-
fortable sort of age. Now if you’'d asked my
advice, 1'd have sald ‘Leave off at seven'-——
but it’s too late mow.”

“I mever ask advice about growing,” Alice
said indignantly.

“Ton proud ?” the other engumired.

Alice felt even more indignant at this sug-
gostion.  “I mean,” she said, “that onc can’t
help growing older.”

“One can’t, perhaps,” said Humpty Dumpty,
“bLut two can. With proper assistunce, you might
have left off at seven.”

“What a Deautiful belt you've got onl!”
Alice suddenly remarked. (They had had quite
enouch of the subject of age, she thought: and
if' they really were to take turns in  e¢hoosing
subjects, it was her turn now,) At least,”

113

she corrected  herself on second thoughts, “a

beautiful ecravat, I should have said no, a

belt, I mean [ beg vour pardon'” she added

in dismay, for Humpty Dumpty looked thoroughly
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offended, and she began to wish she hadu's
chosen that subject, “If ouly I knew,” she
thought to herself, “which was neck and which
was waist 17

Evidently Humpty Dumpty was very angry,
though he said nothing for a minute or two.
When he did speak again, it was in a deep

growl.

“It 18 & most provoking——thing,”
Le said at last, “whenr a person doesn't know
a cravat from a belg!”

“] know it’s very ignorant of me,” Alice
said, in so hurble a tone that Humpty Dumpty
rolented.

“It’s a cravat, child, and a beautiful one, as
vou say. I[t’s a present from the White King
and Queen, There now!”

“Is it really ?7 said Alice, quite pleased to
find that she had chosen a good subject, after
all.

“They gave it me,” Humpty Dumpty con-

tinued thoughtfully, as he crossed oune knee over
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the other and clasped his hands round it, “they
gave it me——for an un-birthday present.”

“T beg your pardon?” Alice said with a
puzzled air.

“1’'m not offended,” said Humpty Dumpty.

“1 mean, what 4s an un-birthday present?”

“ A present given when it sn't your birthday,
of course.”

Alice considered a little.  “I like birthday
presents best,” she said at last.

“You don't know what you’re talking
about!” ecried Humpty Dumpty., < How many
days are therc in a year %7

“ Three hundred and sixty-five,” said Alice.

“ And how many birthdays have you?”

“ One.”

“And if you iake one from three hundred
and sixty-five, what remains?”

“Three hundred and sixty-four, of course.”

Humpty Dumpty looked doubtful. “1°d rather
see that done on paper,” he sad.

Alice couldn't help smiling as she took out
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her memorandum-hook, and worked the sum
for him ;

Humpty Dumpty took the hook, and looked at
it carefully. “That seems to be done right 7
he began.

“You're holding it upside down!” Alice
interrupted.

“To be sure I was!” Humpty Dumpty
said gaily, as she turned it round for him. *I
thought it looked a little queer. As I was saying,

that seems to be done right

though I haven’t
time to look it over thoroughly just now
and that shows that there arc three hundred

and sixty-four days when you might get nn-

birthday presents i
“Certainly,” said Alice,
“And only one for birthday presents, you

know. There’s glory for yout!”
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“] don’t know what you mean by ‘glory,’”
Alice said.

Humpty Dumpty smiled contemptuously.  “Of
course you don’t——till I tell you. I meant
“there’s a nice knock-down argument for you!’”

“ But ‘glory" doesn’t mean ‘a nice knock-
down argument,’” Alice objeeted.

“When 7 use a word” Humpty Dumpty
said 1o rather a scornful tone, “it mcans just
what 1 choose it to mean — neither more
nor less.”

“The question is,” sald Alice, “ whether you
can make werds mean so many different things.”

“The question 1s,” smd Humpty Dumpty,
“which is to be mastier that’s all”

Alice was too much puzzled to say anything,

so after a minute JTlamply Dumpty began
again.  “They’ve & temper, some of them-.—
particularly verbs, they're the prendest -—adjee-

tives you ean do anything with, but not verbs

bowever, 7 can manage the whole lot of

them ! Tmpenetrability ! That’s what £ say!”
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“Would you tell me, please,” said  Aliee,
“ what that means?”

“ Now you talk like a reasonable child,” said
Hompty Duampty, looking wvery mueh pleased.
“1 meant by ‘impenctrability’ that we’ve had
enough of that subject, and it would be just as
well if you’d mention what you mean to do
next, as I suppose you don't mean to stop here
all the vest of your life.”

“That’s a great deal to make one word
mean,” Aliee sald in a thoughtful tone.

“When I make a word do a lot of work
like that,” sald Humpty Duropty, “1 always pay
it extra.”

“0Oh!”  said Alice.  8he was too much
puzzled to make any other remark.

“An, you should see 'em come round me of
a Satarday might,” -Humpty Dumpty went on,
wagring his head gravely from side to side:
“for to get their wages, you know.”

(Alice didn't venture to ask what he paid

them with; and so you see I can't tell yow.)
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“You scem very clever at explaining words,
Sir,” said Alice. “Would you kindly tell me the
meaning of the poem called °Jabberwocky’?”

“Let’s hear 1t,” said Humpty Dumpty. *1
can explain all the poems that cver were in-

vented

and 2 good many that haven’t been
invented just yet.”
Thig sounded very hopeful, so Alice repeated

the first verse:

« Toeas brillig, and the slithy toves
Ind gyre and gimble in the wabe:
Al mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths vulyrade”

“That’s enough to begin with,” Humpty
Dumpty interrupted : “there are plenty of hard
words there. ° Brillig’ means four o'clock in the
afternoon--——the time when you begin broifing
things for dinner.”

“That'l do wvery well,” said Alice: ““and
‘slithy’ t”

“Well, “slithy’ means ‘lithe and slimy’



HUMPTY DUMIPTY. 127

“Lithe’ i3 the same as ‘active] You sec it’s

like a portmanteau there are two meanings

packed ap into one word.”
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“I see it now,” Alice remarked thoughtfully:
“and what are “fowves’ 77

“ Well, ¢ towes’ arc something like badgers

they ‘re something like lizards——and  they’re
something like corkscrews.”
“ They must be very curious-looking ereatures.”

“They are that,” sald Humpty Dumpty:

“also they make their nests under sun-dials
also they live on checse.”

“And what’s to ‘gyre’ and to ‘gimble’

“To “gyre’ 1s to go round and round like
a gyroscope. To ‘gumble’ i3 to muake holes like
a gimblet.”

“And ‘“the wabe’ is the grass-plot round a
sun-dizl, I suppose?” said Alice, surprised af
her own ingenuity.

“Of course it is.  It’s called ‘wabe] you
know, because it gocs a long way before it,
and & long way behind it——"

“And a long way beyond it on cach side,”
Alice added.

“ Exactly so. Well then, ‘mimsy’ is flimsy
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and miserable’ (there’s another portmanteaun for

you). And a ‘borogove’ is a thin shabby-looking

bird with its feathers sticking out all round
somothing like a live mop.”

“And then ‘mome waths’?” said Alice
“U'm afraid I'm giving you a great deal of
trouble.”

“Well, a ‘rath’ i3 a wort of green pig: but
‘mome’ I'm mot certain about. I think it’s
ghort for ‘from home’———mecaning that they’d
lost their way, you know”

“And what docs ‘outgrabe’ mean t”

“Well, ‘outgribing’ iIs something between
bellowing and whistling, with o kind of snceze
in the middle: lowever, you’ll hear it done,

and

maybe——down in the weod yonder
when you’ve once heard 1t you’ll be gqute
content.  Who’s been repeating all that hard
stuff to you ?”

“Il read it in a look,” said Alice. ¢ But
I had somc poetry repeated to me, much easier
than that, by—— Twccdledee, T think it was”

K
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“As to poctry, you know,” said Huwpty
Dumpty, stretching out one of his great hands,

“I can repeat poetry as well as other folk, if it

1

comes to that

“(Qh, 1t needn’t come to that'!” Alice hastily
said, hoping to keep him from beginning.

“The piece I'm going to repeat,” he went
on withont noticing her remark, ““was written
entirely for your amusement.”

Alice felt that in that case she really ought
to Tisten to it, so she sat down, and said “ Thank

- b ol "
vou” rather sadly.

“ In awinter, when the flelds ave whils,

I sing this somg for wyour delighi——

only I don’t sing it,” he added, as an ex-
planation.

“1 see yvou don’t,” said Alice,

“If you can see whether ['m singing or not,
vou’ve sharper eyes than most,” Humpty

Dumpty remarked scverely.  Alice was silent.

w
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« In spring, when woods are geliing green,

'l try and ]l you what I mean.”

“Thank you very much,” said Alice.

“In summer, when the days are limy,

Derhiaps you’ll understand the song:

In awtwmn, when the leaves oare Irowon,

Lake pen and ink, and write 4 down.”

“T will, if I can remember it so long,”
lice.
“You needn’t go on making remarks
that,” Humpty Dumpty said: ‘“they’re
sensible, and they put me out.”

“ T sent a messoqe fo the fish:

I told them < This 15 what I wwish’

The little fishes of the sea,
They sent an answer back lo me,

K 2
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said

like

not
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The Litile fishes answer was

[ ]

* We cannot do if, Str, becouse

“I'm afraid T donm't quite understand,” said
Ahee.

“It gels easier further on,” Humpty Dumpty
replied.

“«1 sent to them again to say

“ It wnll be better To obey’

The fishes answered with o grin,

¢ Why, what o temper you are n !’

I told them once, T fold them fwice:

They would not {islen lo adviee,

d took @ Icitle Inrge and new,
Fif for the deed 1 had to do.

My heart went hop, ey heart weni thump ;
I filled the Eettle af the pump
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Then some one come to sie and soid,

$ The lidtle fishvs are in bed)

I seid to him, T said @& plain,

¢ Then you must woke them wp ogain.

I sadd ot wery lowd and clear

T went and showled in his ear”
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Humpty Dumpty raised his voice almost to
a scream as he repeated this verse, and Alice
thought with a shudder, “I wouldnt have been

. o NN Y
the messenger for anything!

“Bul he waos very st and proud ;
He swid < You needn’t shout so loud !’

And ke was very growd and sf;
He seid * I'd go end wake them, if :

I took a corlserew from the shelf:

I went to wole them wup snyself.

And when I found the dosr was locked,
I pulicd ond pushed and Ricked and knocked.

And awhen I found the door was shud,

I tieed o tuwrn ihe hawndle, bul——7

There was a long pause.
“Is that all?” Alice timidly asked.
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“That's all,” said ITumpty Dumpty.  Goeeod-
bye.” '

This was rather sudden, Alice thought: but,
after such a wery strong hint that she ought 1o
be going, she felt that it would bhardly be civil
to stay, So she got up, and held out her hand.
“ Good-bye, till we meet againl” she sald as
cheerfully as she could.

“I shouldn’t know you again if wec did
meet,” Humpty Dumpty replied in a discontented
tone, giving her one of his fingers to shake;
“you’re so cxactly like other people.”

“The face is what ono gous Dby, generally,”
Alice remarked in a thoughtful tone.

“That’s just what I complain of,” said Ilumpty

Dumpty. “ Your face is the same as everybody

N

has the two eyes, so——" (marking their
places in the air with his thumlb) “nose in the
middle, mouth under. It’s always the samc
Now if you had the two eycs on the same side

of the mnose, for instance

or the mouth al

the top—-—that would be some help”
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“It wouldn’t look mice,” Alice objected. Bug
Humpty Dumpty only shut his eyes and said
“Wait till you've tried.”

Alice waited a minute fo see if he would
speak again, but as he never opened bis eyes
or took any further motice of her, she said
“Good-bye!” once more, and, gefting no answer
to this, she quietly walked away: but she
couldn’t help saying to herself as she went,
“0Of all the unsatisfactory——-" (she rcpeated
this aloud, as 1t was a great comfort to have
such a long word to say) ““of all the unsatisfac-

She never finished

tory people 1 ever met
the sentenee, for at this moment a heavy crash
shook the forest from end to end.
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THE LION AND THE UNICORN.

TaeE next moment soldiers came running
through the wood, at first In twos and threes,
then ten or twenby together, and at last in such
crowds that they seemed to fill the whole forest.
Alice got behind a tree, for fear of being run
over, and watched them go by.

She thought that in all her life =he had
never seen soldiers so uncertain on their fect:
they wore always ‘tripping over something or
other, and whenever one went down, scveral
more always fell over lim, so that the ground

was soon covered with little heaps of men.
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Then came the horsess Having four feet,
these managed rather better than the foot-gol-

diers: but cven they stumbled now and then;
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and it seemed to be a regular rule that, wheu-
ever a horsc stumbled, the mder fell off instantly.
The confusion got worse every moment, and
Alice was very glad to get out of the wood
into an open place, wherve she found the White
King seated on the ground, busily writing in
his memorandum-hool,

“I’ve sent them all!” the King cried in
a tone of delight, on secing Alice. “Did vou
happen to meet any soldiers, my dear, as you
came through the wood ?”

“Yes, 1 did,” said Alice: “several thousand,
I should think”

“Hour thousand two hundred and scven,
that’s the exact number,” the King said, referring
to his book. I couldn’t send all the horses,
vou know, because two of them are wanted in
the game.  And I haven’t sent the two Mes-
sengers, either. They're both gone to the town.
Just look along the road, and tell me if you
can see either of them.”

“l see nobody on the road,” said Alice.
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“I only wish [/ had such eycs,” the King
remarked in a fretful tone. *“To be able to
sce WNobody! And at that distanee too! Why,
it’s as much as 7 can do to see real people,
by this light!”

All this was lost on Alice, who wus still
looking intently along the road, shading her
cyes with one hand., *1 gee somcbody now!”

she exclaimed at last. “DBut he’s coming very

slowly and what curious attitudes he goes
into!” (For the Mcssenger kept skipping up
and down, and wriggling like an ccl, as he
came along, with his great hands spread out
like fans on each side.)

“Not at all,” said the King. “He’s an

Anglo-SBaxon Messenger——-and those are Anglo-
Saxon attitudes. He only does them when he’s
happy. Hig name is IMaigha” (He pronouneed
it so as to thyme with ‘mayor.”)

“I love my love with an IH,” Alice couldn’t
help beginning, “Dbecanse he is Happy. 1 hate

him with an H, because he 1s Hideous. 1 fod
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him with with- - with Ham-sandwiches and
Hay. His name is IHaigha, and he lives — -”
“He lives on the Hill,” the King remarked
simply, without the lcast idea that he was joining
i the game, while Alice was still hesitating
for the name of a town begluning with H. “The

other Messenger’s called Hatta., I must have

fwo, you lknow to come and go. One to
come, and one to go.”

“1 beg your pardon?” sauid Alice.

“It isn’t respectable to heg,” said the King,

“1 only meant that I didn’t understand,” said
Alice. *“ Why one to come and oue to go?”

“Don't I tell you?” the King repeated
impatiently. “I must have fwo—-—to fetch
and carry. Onc lo feteh, and one to carry.”

At this moment the Messenger arvived : he
was far too much out of breath to say a word,
and could only wave his hands about, and make
the most fewrful faces at the poor King.

“This young lady loves you with an H,”

the King suid, introducine Alice in the hope of
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turning off the Messenger's attention from him-

self——but it was no usc the Anglo-Saxon
attitudes only got more extraordinary every
moment, while the great eyes rolled wildly from

side to side.

“You alarm me!” sald the King. “T feel

faint Give me o ham sandwich!”
On which the Messenger, to Alice’s great

amusement, opened a bag that bung round his
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neck, and handed a sandwich te the King, who
devoured it greedily.

“ Another sandwich!” said the King,

“There’s nothing but hay leflt now,” the
Messenger sald, peeping info the bhag.

“llay, then,” the King murmured in a
faint whisper,

Alice was glad fo gec that it revived him a
good deal.  “There’s nothing like eating hay
when you're faint,” he remarked to her, as he
munched away.

“1 should think throwing eold water over

you would be better,” Alice suggested: < or
some sal-volatile.”

“I didn't say there was nothing betfer,” the
King replicd.  “1 said there was nothing fike
1t.”  Which Alice did not venture to deny.

“Who did you pass on the road?” the
King went on, holding out his hand to the
Messenger for some more hay.

“Nobody,” said the Messenger.

“Quite right,” said the King: *this young
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lady saw him too. So of course Nobody walks
glower than you.”

“I do my best,” the Messenger sald in a
sullen tone. *“I'm sure nobody walks much
faster than T do!”

“IIe can't do that,” said the King, “or else
he’d have been here first.  However, now you’ve
got vour breath, you may tell us what’s hap-
pered in the town.” '

“I’ll whisper it,” said the Messenger, putting
his hands to his mouth in the shape of a trumpet,
and stooping s0 as to get close to the King's
car. Alice was sorry for this, as she wanted to
hear the news too. However, instead of whisper-
ing, he simply shouted at the top of his voice
“They’re at it again!”

“Do you call that a whisper?” ecried the
poor King, jumping up and shaking himself.
“If you do such a thing again, I'll have you
buttered! It went through and through my
head like an earthquake!” '

“It would have to be a wvery tiny carth-
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quake !” thought Alice. “ Who are at it again?”
she ventured to ask.

“ Why, the Lion and the Unicorn, of course,”
sald the King.

“ Fighting for the crown?”

“Yes, to be sure,” said the King: “and
the best of the joke i3, that it’s my crown all
the while! Tet’s run and see them.” And
they trotted off, Alice repeating to  herself, as

she ran, the words of the old song —

“fhe Liow and the Unicorn were fighting for the aown :
The Liow beat the Unicorn all reund the lown.

Some gave them white bread, some gave them brown ;
Some gove them plum-cake and drumomed Them out of

towm.”

get the

crown?” she asked, as well as she could, for

“ Doea———the one that wins
the run was putting her quite out of hreath.
“Dear me, no!”™ said the King. < What

an tdeat”
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“Would you-——be good cnough,” Alice

panted out, after running a little further, “to

Just to  get one’s  breath

stop a minute
again 17
“I'm good enough,. the King said, “only

I'm mnot strong enough. You sce, a minute

,
goes by so fearfully quick. Yon might as well
try to stop a Bandersnatch!”

Alice had no more breath for talking, =o
they trotted on in silence, till they came 1in
sight of a great crowd, in the middle of which
the Lion and Unicorn were fighting.  They
were in such a clond of dust, that at first Alice
could not make out which was which : but she
S00T1 manﬁ.ged to distinguish the Unlcorn by
Lis horn.

They placed themselves close to where Hatta,
the other Messenger, was standing watching the
fight, with a cup of tea in one hand and =
piece of bread-and-butter in the other.

“He’s only just out of prison, and he hadn’t

finished his tea when he was sent in,” Haigha
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whispcred to Alice: “and they ouly give them

oyster-shells in there s you see he’s very
hungry and thivsty. How are you, dear child?”
Le went on, putting his arm affectionately round
Hatta’s mneck.

Hatta looked round and nodded, and went
on with his bread-and-butter,

“Were vou happy in prison, dear child?”
said Haigha. | .

Hatta looked round once more, and this time
a tear or two trickled down his cheek s but nel
a word would he sav.

“Bpeak, can’t you'!” Haigha oded 1lmpa-
tiently,  But Uatta only munched away, and
drank some more tea,

“Bpeak, won't you!” cried the King. “How
arc they getting on with the fight 17

Hatta made a desperate effort, and swallowed
a large piece of bread-and-butter, ¢ They re
getting on very well,” he said in a clioking voice :
“cach of them has been down about eighty-seven

times.”
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“Then T suppose they’ll soon bring the

white bread and the brown?” Alice ventured
to remark.

“It’s wailting for ‘em mnow,” said Harta:
“this is a bit of it as I'm eating.”

There was a pause in the fight just then,
and the Lion and the Unicorn sat down, pant-
ing, while the King ealled out “Ten minutes

allowed for refreshments!” Haigha and Hatta
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set to work at once, carrying round trays of
white and brown bread. Alice took a pieec to
taste, but it was wery dry,

“I don’t think they’ll fight any more - to-
day,” the King said to Hatta: “go and order
the drums to begin” And Hatta went bound-
ing away like a grasshopper.

For a minute or two Alice stood silent,
watching  him.  Suddenly she bhrightened up.-
“Look, look!” she ecried, polnting -eagerly.
““There’s the White Queen runmning across the
country ! She came flying out of the wood over
yonder

How fast those Queens can ran!”

“There’s some enemy after her, no doubt,”
the King said, without cven locking round.
“That wood’s full of them.”

“But  arven’t you going to run and help
hert” Alice asked, very much surprised at his
taking it so quietly.

“No use, no use!” sald the King. *“She runs
so fearfully quick. You might as well try to

catech o Bandersnatech! But I'll make & memo-
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randum about her, if you Itke — She’s a dear
good ercature,” he repeated softly to himself, as
he opened  his  memorandom-bock. “Do  you
spell “ereatuve’ with a double fe’?7

At this moment the Uniecorn sauntered by
them, with s hands in his pockets. <1 had
tho best of it this time?” he said to the King,
just glancing at him as he passed.

“A little

rather nervously,  “You  shouldnt  have run.

a little,” the King replied,

him through with yonr horn, you kunow.”

“Tt didn’t hart him,” the Unicorn said care-
lessly, and he was going on, when his cye
happened to full upon Alice: he turned round
mstantly, and stood for some time looking at
her with an air of the deepest disgust.

“What——js— —1his ?” he sald at last

“This 1s a child!” Haigha replied eagerly,
coming 1n fromt of Alice to introduce ler, and
spreading out both his hands towards her in an
Anglo-Saxon attitude.  “ We only found it to-day.

Tt’s as large as life, and twice as natural!”
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“T always thought they were fubulous mon-

¥

sters ' sald the Unicorn, “Is it alive?”

“It can talk,” said Haigha, soleranly.

The Unicorn locked drcamily at Aliee, and
gatd “Talk, child.”

Alice could not help her lips carling up into
a smile as she began: “Do you know, I always
thought Unicorns were fabulous mobsters, too!
[ never saw onc alive before”

“Well, now that we figve scen each other)”
sald the Unicorn, “if you’ll believe in me, 1’1l
believe in you. Is that a bargain?”

“Yes, 1f you like,” said Alice.

“Come, foteh out the plum-cake, old man t”
the Unicorn went on, turning from her to the

King. * Noune of vour brown bread for me e

Wi

sertainly- certainly 7 the King muttered,
and beckoned to Huigha. *Open the bag!™ he
whispered. “Quick! Not that one that s full

of hay!”

Haigha took a large cake out of the hag,

and gave it to Alice to hold, while he got
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ont a dish and carving-knife, How they all
came ont of it Alice couldn’t guess. It was

just like a conjuring-trick, she thought.

The Lion had joined them while this was

going on: he looked very tired and sleepy, and
his eyes wore half shut.  “ What's this!” he
said, blinking Iazily at Alice, and speaking In
a deep hollow tone that sounded like the tolling
of a great bell.
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“Ah, what 5 1t, now?” the Unicorn eried
eagerly. “ You'll never guess! I couldn’t.”
The Lion looked at Alce weanly. ““Are you

animal

or vegetable or mincral ?7 he said,
yawning at every other word.

“It’s a fabulous monster!” the Unicorn cried
out, before Alice could reply.

“Then hand round the plum-cake, Monster,”
the Tion said, I}-’i]ll'g down and putting his chin
on his paws. “And sit down, both of you”
{to the King and the Unicorn): “fair play
with the cake, you know!”

The King was evidently very uncomfortable
at having to sit down between the twoe great
creatures ; but there was no other place for him.

“What a fight we might have for the crown,
now!” the Unleorn sald, looking slyly up at
the crown, which the poor King was nearly
shaking off his head, he trembled so much.

“1 should win easy,” said the Lion.

“T'm not so sure of that,” =aid the Unicorn.

“Why, 1 beat you all round the town, you
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chicken!” the Lion replicd angrily, half getting
np as he spoke.

Here the King interrupted, to prevent the
quarrel going on: he was very nervous, and
his voice quite quivered. “All round the town?”
he said.  “That’s a geod long way., Did
you go by the old bridge, or the market-place?
You get the best view by the old bridge.”

“I'm sure T don’t know,” the Lion growiled
otit as he lay down again. “There was too
fo ]

much dust to sce anything. Whal a time the
Monster i, eutting up that cake !”

Alice had sealed hersell’ ow the bank of a
Little Dbrook, with the great dish on her knees,
and was sawing away diligpently with the knife.
“It’s very proveking!” she sald, in reply to
the Lion (she was getting quite used to bemg
called ‘the Monster’),  “Fve cub several slices
alecady, but they always join on again!”

“You den't know how to manage Looking-
glags cakes,” the Unicorn remamrked. “Hand it

round first, and cut it afterwards”
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Thiz sounded nonsense, but Alice very obedi-
ently got up, and carried the dish round, and
the cuke divided itself into three pieces as she
did so.  “Now eut it up,” sad the Tdon, as
she returued to her place with the empiy dish.

“1 gay, this isn't faie!” cried the Unicorn,
as Alice cal with the Lknife in her hond, very
much puzzled how to begin. “The Mounster has
given the Lion twice as much as me!”

“She’s kept none for herself, anyhow,” said
the Lion. “1lo you like plum-cake, Monster ¢”

But before Alice could  answer him, the
drums began.

Where the noise came from, she couldn’i
make out: the air scemed fnll of it, and it
rang through and through her head till she [elt
quite deafencd.  She  started to her fuet and
sprang  across  the lttle brook In ler terrvor,

* * ¥ ¥ * *
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and had just time
to see the Lion
and the Unicorn
rise to their feet,
with angry looks
at  being Inter-
rupted 1in their
feast, hefore she
dropped to her
knces, and put
her hands  over
her ears, vainly
trying to  shut
out the dreadful

nproar.

“[f that doesn’t ‘dium them out of town,””

ghe thought to herself, “nothing ever willl”



CHAPTER VIII.
“IP's MY OWN  INYENTION.”

Arter a while the noise seemed gradually to
die away, il all was dead silence, and Alice
lifted up her head in some alarm. There was
no one to be seen, and her first thought was
that she must have been dreaming abouni the
Lion and the Unicorn and those queer Anglo-
Saxon Messengers. However, there was the greut
digh still lying at her feet, on which she had
tried to cut the plum-cake, 8o I wasn't dream-
ing, after all,” she sald to herself, “unless- -
unless we're all part of the same dream. Only |

do hope it’s my dream, and not the Red Kin

o'y !
DS'.
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I dor’t like belonging to  apother person’s
dream,” she went on in a rather complaining
tone: “I’ve a great mind to go and wake him,
and see what happens!”

At this moment her thoughts were interrupted
by a loud shouting of “Ahoy! Ahoy! Check!”
and a Knight, dressed in crimson armour, came
galloping down upon her, brandishing a great
club. Just as he reached her, the horse stopped
suddenly : “You're my prisoner!” the Knight
cried, as he tumbled off Lis horse.

Startled as she was, Alice was more frightened

for him than for herself at the moment, and
atched him with some anxiety as he mounted
again, As soon as he wuas comfortably in the
saddle, he began once more “Youre my——"
but here another voice broke in “Ahoy! Ahoy!
Check !” and Alice looked round in some surprise
for the new cnemy.

Thiz time it was a White Knight. He drew
up at Aliec’s side, and tumbled off his horse just
as the Red Knight had done: then he got on
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again, and the two Knights sat and looked at
each other for some time without speaking.
Alice Tocked from one to ihe other in some
bewilderment.

“Bhe’s my prisoner, vou know!” the Red
Knight said at last.

“Yes, but then [ came and rescued her!”
the White Knight replied.

“Well, we must fight for her, then,” said the
Red Knight, as he took up his helmet (which
hung from the saddle, and was somcthing the
shape of a borse’s head), and put it on.

“You will observe the Rules of Battle, of
course 27 the White Knight remarked, putting
ont his helmet too.

“l always do,” sald the Red Knight, and
they began banging away at each other with
such fury that Aliec got behind a tree to Dbe out
of the way of the blows.

“ I wonder, now, what the Rules of Battle are,”
she said to herself, a3 she watched the fight, timidly

pecping out from her hiding-place: “one Rule
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seems to be, that if one Knight hits the other,
he knocks him oft his horse, and if he misses, he

tumbles off himselF:

and another Rule scems
to be that they hold their elubs with their arms,
as if they were Punch and Judy——What a noise

they make when they tumble! Just like a whole
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set of fire-irons falling into the fender! And how
yuict the horses are! They let them get on
and off them just as if they were tables!”

Another Rule of Battle, that Alice had not
noticed, scemed to be that they always fell on
their heads, and the battle ended with their hoth
falling off in this way, side by side: when
they got up again, they shook hands, ond then
the Red Kunight mounted and galloped off.

“It was a glorious victory, wasnt it*” said
the White Knight, as he came up punting.

“] don't know,” Alice sald doubtfully. *1
don’t want to be anybody’s prisoner. [ want fo
be a Queen”

“So you will, when you've crossed the next
brook,” said the White Knight. “I’ll see you
safe to the end of the wood - —and then I must
go back, vou know. That’s the end of my move.”

“Thank you very much,” said Alice. *May ]
help you off with your helmet ?” 1t was evidently
more than he could manage by himself; however,
shie managed to shake him out of it at last.

M
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“Now one can breathe more easily,” said the
Knight, putting back his shaggy hair with both
hands, and turning his gentle face and large mild
eyes to Alice. Bhe thought she had never seen
such a strange-looking soldier n all her life.

He was dressed in tin armour, which seemed
to fit him very badly, and he had a queer-shaped
little deal Dbox fastencd across his shoulders,
upgide-down, and with the lid hanging open.
Alice looked aL it with great curiosity.

“T see you're admiring my little box,” the
Knight said in a friendly tone. “It’s my own

1mvention

to keep clothes and sandwiches in.
You sce 1 carry it upside-down, so that the rain
can't get in.”

“But the things can get out,” Alice gently
remarked.  “Do you know the lid’s open?”

“1 didn’t know it,” the Knight said, a shade
of vexation passing over his face. “Then all the
things must have fallen out! And the box is no
use without them.”  Ile unfastened it as he spoke,

and was just going to ihrow it into the bushes,
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when a sudden thonght scemed to strike ham,
and he hung it carefully on a tree.  “Clan you
guess why I did that 77 he said to Alice.

Alice shook her head.

“In hopes some Dbees may make a nest in it

then 1 should get the honey.”
“But you've got a bec-hive——or something
like one— ——fastened to the saddle)” smid Alice.
“Yes, it’s a very good bec-hive,” the Knight
sald in a discontented tone, “one of the hest
kind. But not a single bee has come near 1t yet.
And the other thing 1s a mouse-trap. T suppose

or the bees keep

the mice keep the bees oul
the mice out, 1 don’t know which.”

“l was wondering what the mouse-trap was
for,” said Alice. *“It isn’t very likely there
would be any mice on the horse’s hack.”

“Not very likely, perhaps,” said the Knight ;
“but if they do come, T don't choose to have
them rnnning all about.”

“You sce,” he went on after a pause, “it’s as

well fo be provided for ewverything. That's the

M 2
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reason the horse has all those anklets round his
foet.”

“But what are they for?” Alice asked in a
tone of great curiosity.

“lo guard against the bites of sharks” the
Knight replied.  “It’s an invention® of my own.
And now help me on, T'll go with you to the
What’s that dish for?”
“It’s meant for plum-cake,” said Alice.
“We'd better take it with us,” the Knight

end of the wood

sald.  “It’ll come in handy if we find any
plum-eake. Help me to get it into this bag.”
Thig took a long time to manage, though Alice
Iield the bag open  very carefully, because the
Kujght was so wery awkward in puiting in the
dish : the first two or three times that he tried
he fell in himself instead. “It’s rather a tight
fit, you sce,” he said, as they got 1t in at last;
“there arce so many candlesticks in the bag.”
And le hang it to the saddle, which was already
loaded with bunches of carrots, and firc-1rons,

and many other things.
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“I hope you've got vour han well fastened
on?” he continucd, as they set off.

“Unly in the usual way,” Alice smad, smiling

“That’s hardly enough,” he said, anxiously.
“You sce the wind 18 so very strong here. Ti's
ag strong as soup.”

“Have you invented a plan for keeping the
hair from being blown off £7 Alice enguired.

“Not yet,” soid the Knight. “ But T've got
a plan for keeping it from falling off.”

“1 should Tike to hear it, very much.”

“Iirst you take an upright stick,” said the
Knight. “Then you make your hair ereep up
i, like ruit-trec. ow t a5 air falls
t, like a froit-tree. N the reason hair fall
ofl 1s because it hangs down-——things never
fall wpwurds, yon know. It's a plan of my
( invention. You may try 1t if you like.”
wn invention, Y 3

o didn’t sound  a  comfortable plan, Alice

It did plan,
thought, and for a few minutes she walked on
m silence, puzzling over the idea, and every now
and then stopping to help the poor Knight, whe

certalnly was nof a good rider.
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Whenever the horse stopped (which it did
very often), he fell off in front; and when-
cver it went on again (which it generally did
rather suddenly), he fell off hehind.  Otherwise
he kept on pretty well, except that he had a
habit of now and then falling off sideways; and

as lLie generally did this on the side on which
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Alice was walking, she soon found that 1t was the
best plan not to walk guste close to the horse.

“1’'m afraid you’ve not had much practice in
riding,” she ventured to say, as she was helping
hirn ap from his fifth tumble.

The Knight looked very much surprised, and a
little offended at the remark. “ What makes you
say that 7 he asked, as he serambled back mto the
gnddle, keeping hold of Alice’s hair with one haud,
to save himself from falling over on the other side.

“Because people don't fall off quite so often,
when they’ve had much practice.”

“[’ve had plenty of practice,” the Knight said
very gravely: “plenty of practice!”

Alice could think of wnotling better to say
than “Indeed 27 but she soid 16 as heartily as
she could.  They went on a little way 1n silence
after this, the Kuight with his eyes shut, mutter-
ing to himsclf, and Alice watching anxionsly for
the next tumble.

“The great art of riding,” the Knight suddenly

began in o loud voice, waving his right arm as he
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spoke, “1s to keep Here the sentence ended
us suddenly as it had begun, as the Knight fell
heavily on the top of his head exactly in the path
where Alice was walking. She was quite frightened
this time, and salid In an anxious tone, as she
picked him up, “ I hope no bones are Lroken 2”

“None to speak of” the Knight said, as if
Le didn't mind breaking two or three of them.
“The great art of miding, as 1 was saying, is—
to keep your balance properly. ILike this, you
know—"

He let go the bridle, and stretched out both
his arms Lo show Alice what he meant, and this
time he fell flat on his back, right under the
horse’s {eoct.

“Plenty of practice!” he went on repeating,
all the time that Alice was getting him on his
feet again.  “ DPlenty of practice!”

“It’s too ridiculous!” eried Aliee, losing all
her patience this time. “ You ought to have a
wooden horse on wheels, that you ought !”

“Does that kind go smoothly 27 the Knight
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asked In a tone of great interest, clasping his
arms round the horse’s neek as he spoke, just in
time to sauve himself from tumbling off again.

“Much more smoothbly than a live horse”
Alice said, with a little scream of laughter, in
spitc of all she could do lo prevent it.

“T’Il get one,” the Kunight said thoughtlully
to himself.  “One or two——several”

There was a short silence after this, and
thon the Knight went on again. “I'm a great
hand at inventing things. Now, I daresay you
noticed, the last time you picked me up, that
I was looking rather thoughtful 27

“You were a little grave,” said Alice.

“Well, just then I was inventing a new

way of getting over a gate——woulkl vou like
1o hear 1t %7

“Very much 1ndeed,” Alice said politely.

“T tell you how I came to think of it,” saud
the Knight. “You see, T said to myself,  The
only difficulty 18 with the feet: the Aead s high

enough alreacdy.” Now, first I put my head on
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the top of the gate-——then the head’s high

enough— —then I stand on my head——then
the feet are high cnough, you sce——then I'm

over, you see.”

“Yeg, I suppose you’d be over when that
was done,” Alice sald  thoughtfully « “but don't
you think it would be rather hard 77

“Ll haven't tried it yet,” the Knight said,
gravely : “szo [ can’t tell for certain——Dut I'm
afraid 1t would be a Httle hard.”

He looked so vexed ab the idea, that Alice
changed the subjeet hastily.  “ What a curlous
helmet you've got!” she said eheerfully. ““Is
that your invention too?”

The Knight looked down proudly at his helmet,
which hung from the saddle. “Yes,” he said,
like
a sugar-loaf. When I used to wear it, if T fell off

“Imut I've invented a better one than that

the horse, it always touched the ground direetly.
So T had u very little way to full, you see— — But

there wes the danger of falling 2ute it, to be sure

That happened to me once and the worst of
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it wus, before I could get out again, the other
White Knight came and put it on.  He thought
it was his own helmet.”

The Kuight looked so solemmn alout it that
Alice did wot dare to laugh. “T'm aftaid you
must have lurt him,” she sadd in a trembling
voice, ©* being on the top of his head.”

“1 had to kick him, of course,” the Knight

said, very scrionsly.  “Apd then he took the

helmet off again but it took hours ancd hours

to get me out. T was as fast as——as lightning,
vou know.”

“But that's a dilferent kind of fustness,”
Alice objected.

The Knight shook his head, “ Tt was all
kinds of fastness with me, I ean assure you!” he
said. He ratsed his hands in some excitement as
he said this, and nstantly rolled out of the sacdle,
and fell headlong into a deep ditch,

Alice ran to the side of the diteh to look for
him. She was rather startled by the full, as for

some time he bad kept on very well, and she was
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afraid that he really wwas hurt this time. However,
though she could see nothing but the soles of his
fecet, she was much relicved to hear that he was
tallking on in his wsual tone. “ All kinds of fast-
ness,” he vepeated @ ¢ but it was carcless of him to
put ancther man’s helmet on-—-with the man

i 1t, too.”

“ How can you go on talking so quietly, head
downwards 2" Alice asked, us she dragged him

out by the feet, and laid him in a heap on the

bank.
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The Knight looked surprised at the question.
“ What does it matter where my body happens
to be ¢ he said.  “ My mind goes on working all
the same. In fact, the more head downwards
1 am, the more I keep inventing new things.”

“Now the cleverest thing of the sort that T
ever did,” he went on after a pause, “ was invent-
ing & new pudding during the meat-course.”

“In time to have it cooked for the next
course {7 said Alice.  “ Well, that was quick work,
certainly 17

“Well, not the newt course,” the Knight said
in a slow thoughtful tone: “no, certainly not the
next course,”

“Then 1t would have to be the next day. |1
suppose you wouldn't have two pudding-courses
in one dinner?”

“ Well, not the nexrt day,” the Kuight repented
ag before : “not the next day. In fact,” he went
on, holi;ljng his head down, and his voice getting
lower and lower, “I don’t believe that puddivg

ever was cooked ! Io fact, T doi’t believe that
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pudding ever will be cooked! And yet it was
a very clever pudding to invent.”

“What did you mean it fo be made of ?”
Alice asked, hoping to checr him up, for the poor
Knight seemed quite low-spirited ahout it

“It began with blotting-paper,” the Knight
answered with a groan.

“That wouldn't be verv nice, I 'm afraid — 7

“Not very nice alone,” he Interrupted, quite
cagerly : “but you've mo idea what a difference
it makes, mixing it with other things———such
as gunpowder and sealing-wax. And here I
must leave vou.” They had just come to the
end of the wood,

Alice could only look puzzled: she was
thinking of the pudding.

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

“lz it very long?*” Alice asked, for she had
heard a good deal of poetry that day.

“It’s long,” said the Knight, “but it’s very,

very beautiful.  lverybody that hears me sing
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or else

-either it brings the tears into their eves,

EH

“Or else what 7 said Alice, for the Knight
Liad made a sudden panse.

“0Or else it doesn’t, you know. The name
of the song is called ¢ Haddocks' Eyes”

“0Oh, that’s the name of the song, iz it?”
Alice said, trying to feel interested.

“ No, you don’t understand,” the Knight smd,
looking a little vexed. “That’s what the name
is cafled. The mame really s ‘ The Adged Aged
Man”

“Then [ ought to have sald “That’s what
the song 1s called’?” Alice corrected herselfl

“No, you oughtu't: that’s quite another
thing ! The song 1s called © Ways dnd Means’ -
but that’s only what it's called, you know!”

“Well, what 25 the song, then ?2” said Aliee,
who was by this time completely bewildered.

“I was coming to that,” the IKnight said.
“The song veally is * A-sitting On A Gate’ : and

the tune’s my own invention.”
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So saying, he stopped his horsc and let the

reins fall on its meck : then, slowly bealing time
~ with one hand, and with a faint smile lhighting
up his gentle foolish face, as if he enjoyed the
music of his song, he began.

Of all the sfrange things that Alice saw
in her journey Through The Looking-Glass,
this was the one that she always remembered
most clearly. Years afterwards she could bring

the whole scene back again, as if it had been

only yesterday the mild blue eyes and kindly
smile of the Knight

through his hair, and shining on his armour

the setting sun gleaming

in a blaze of light that quite duzzled her—
the horse quictly moving about, with the reins
hanging loose on his neck, cropping the grass
at her feet——and the black shadows of the
forest behind

all this she took in Iike &
picture, as, with onc hand shading her eyes, she
leant against a tree, watching the strange pair,
and listening, in o hadf dream; to the melan-

choly musie of the song.
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“But the tune <sr’t his own invention,” she
sald to herself: “it’s L give thee all, I can wno
more.””  She stood and listened very attentively,

but no tears came into her eyes.

I tell thee evergthing I can;
Theve's little to relate.
I sere an aged aged man,
A-sitting on « gate
Who are you. ayed snen 2’ T said.
< And how 4s it wou Hpe D'
And Lis answer trichled through my fead

Like rwcler through o sieve,

He said © T look jfor butterflies
That sleep among the wheal
I make then into matton-ples,
Aned sell them in the street,
I selt fhem wnio men)’ he soud,
CWho suil on stormy seas;
And thal’s the way I gol my bread- -
A trifle, if you please.
N
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But I was thanking of a plan
To dye one's whiskers green,
Aund ahocoys use so lavge o jon
That they could not be seen.
So, having no reply to give
To what e old man said,
I cried ¢ Come, fell me how you ldze !’

And thumped him on the head.

His accents mild ook wp the tale:
He said 0 go my woys,

And when I find o mouniain-riill,
I oset 4t an a bloze

And thence they make a stuf they call
Rowlands' Macassar Qil—

Yet twopence-halfpenny is all

They give me for my toil!

But I was thinking of o way
To feed oneself on balier,
And so go on from day to doy

Getting o little fatter,
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I shool: him well from side to side,
Untél his frce was bue:

¢ Come, tell e how you lve T ericd,

‘And what it is you do !’

He spid ¢ T hunt for haddocks eyes
Among the heather bright,
And work them dnfo weisteont-Intlons

In the silent night.
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And these I do not sell for gold
Or coin of silvery shine,
But gor a copper holfpenny,

And that will purdiase nune

$ I somelimes dig for buttered volls,
Or set {imed {wigs for erabs ;

T sometimes scarch the grassy knolls
For wheels of Hansom-cabs,

dnd that’s the way’ (he gave a wink)
By which I get my wealli—

And wvery gladly will I drink

Your Honour's nolife health.

I heard him then, for I hod just
Completed wmy desiyn

To keep the Menwd bridge from rust
By Wwiling 4t in wine.

I thanked him mauch for telltng e
The woy he gol his wealth,

But chiefly for lis wish thal he
Might drinks my neble health,
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And now, if eer by chance I pul
My fingers into glue,
Or sodly sqitceze @ right-hand jool
Inte a Iefi-hand shor,
Or &f I drop wpon my tos
A wvery hewvy weighd,
I aweep, for it reminds me so
OF that old man I wused lo know—
Whose look was muld, awhose speech was slnw,
Whose Ratr avas whiter than the smoe,
Whase free was very lke a erow,
With eyes, like cinders, all aglms,
Who seemed distracied with his woe,
Who rocked his body to and fro,
And muttered mumblingly and low,
As if ks mouth were full of dough,
Wio snorted ke a buflalo

That sumamer eveming, lony ago,

d-sitting on a gule”

As the Kmght sang the last words of the

bullad, he gathered up the reins, and turned
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his horse’s head along the road by which they
had come. “You've only a few yards to go,”
he said, “down the hill and over that little
brook, and then youll be a Queen-—DBut
you'll stay and see me off first?” he added
as  Alice turned with an e¢ager look in the
direction to which he pointed. “I shant be
long. You’ll wait and wave your handkerchief
when T get to that furn in the zoad? I think
itl encourage me, you see.”

“0Of ecoursc I’li wait,” said Alice: “and thank

you very much for coming so far——and for

the song I liked 1t very much.”

“1 hope s0,” the Knight said doubtfully :
“but you didn’t cry so much as 1 thought
you would.”

S0 they shook hands, and then the Knight
rode slowly away into the forest. “It won’t
take long to scc him off, T expect,” Alice said
to herself, as she stood wateching him. * There
he goes! Right on his head as usunal! How-

ever, he gets on again pretty easily———that
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comes of having so many things hung round the
horse

So she went on talking to herself,
as she watched the horse walking leisurely along
the road, and the Knight tumbling off, first on
onc side and then on the other. After the
fourth or fifth tumble he reached the turn, and
then she waved her handkerchief to him, and
waited till he was out of sight.

“I hope it cncouraged him,” she said, as
she turned to run down the hill: “and uvow
for the last brook, and to be a Queen! How
grand it sounds!” A very few steps brought
her to the edge of the brook. “The FHighth

Square at last!” she cried as she bounded across,

and threw herself down to rest on a lawn as
soft as moss, with little flower-beds dotted about
it here and there. “Oh, how glad I am to get
here! And what s this on my head ?” she
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cxclaimed 1 a
tone of dismay,
as she put her
hands up  to
something  very
heavy, that fitted
tight all round
her head,

“But how cun
it have got there
without my know-

ing it?”  she

said to  herself,
as she lifted it
off, and set it on her lap to make out what
it could possibly be.

It was a goldcn CIOWIL



CHAPTER IX.

QUEEN ALICE.

“WyLr, this ¢s grand!” sid Alice.  “T never
expected I should be a Queen so soon-~—and
I tell you what it is, your Majesty,” she went
on in a severe tone {she was always rather fond
of scolding herself), “1t’ll never do for you to
be lolling about on the grass like that! Queens
have to be dignilied, you know !”

So she got up and walked alout— — rather
stiffly just at first, as she was afraid that the
crown might come off : but she comforted herseif
with the thought that there was nobody to see

her, ““and if I really am a Qucen,” she said
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as she sat down again, “1 shall be able to
manage 1t quite well in time.” |

Everything 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 cach side: she would have liked wvery
much to ask them how they came there, but
she feared it would not be quite civil Iow-
ever, there would be no harm, she thought, n

asking if the gamec was over. “Please, would

»r

you tell me
the Bled Qucen.”
“Speak when you’re spoken to!” the Queen

ghe began, looking timidly at

sharply interrupted her.

“PBub if everybody obeyed that rule,” sad
Alice, who was always ready for a little argu-
ment, “and if you only spoke when you were
spoken to, and the other person always walted

for yow to begin, you see nobody would ever

a

say anything, so that
“Ridiculous!” cried the Queen. “ Why, don’t

you see, child——" here she broke off with a
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frown, and, after thinking for a minute, suddenly
changed the sulject of the conversation, “ What
do you mean by ‘If you really are a Queen’?
What right have you to call yourself so? You
can’t he a Queen, you know, till you've passed
the proper examination, And the sooner we
hegin it, the better.”

“I only said “it’!” poor Alice pleaded in
& Ppiteous tone.

The fwo Queens looked at each other, and
the Red Queen remarked, with a little shudder,
“She seys she only sad “if ——

“But she said a great deal more than that!”
the White Quecn moaned, wringing her hands.
“h, ever so much more than that!”

“Bo you did, you know,” the Red Queen
said to Alice. “ Always speak the truth——
think before you speak——and write 1t down
alterwards,”

“I’'m sure I didn’t mean Alice was

beginning, but the Red Queen interrupted her

impatiently,
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“That’s just what I complain of! You
should have meant! What do you suppose is
the use of a child without any meaning? Even
a Jjoke should have some meaning——and a
c¢hild s more Important than a joke, I hope.
You couldn’t deny that, cven if you tried with
Loth hands.”

“1 dow't deny things with my Aands,” Alice
objected. ‘

“Nobody sald you did,” said the Red Queen.
“1 said you couldn’t if you tried.”

“Bhe’s in that staic of mind,” said the White
Queen, “that she wants 1o deny something - --
only she doesn’t know what to deny !

“A nasty, viclous temper,” the Red Queen
remarked ; and then therc was an uncomfortable
‘silence for a minute or two.

The Red Queen broke the silence by saying
to the White Queen, “I invite you to Alice’s
dinner-party this afternoon.”

The White Queen smiled feebly, and said
“ And 1 invite you.”
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“I didn't know I was to have a party ot
all,” said Alice; “but if there is to be one, [
think £ ought to invite the guests”

“We gave you the opportunity of doing it,”
the Red Queen remarked : “but 1 darcsay you've
not had many lessons in manners vet ?”

“ Manners are not taught in lessons,” said
Alice.  “ Lessons teach you to do sums, and
things of that sort.”

“Can you do Addition ?” the White Queen
asked.  “ What’s one and one and one and onc
and one and one and onc and one and one and
one ?”

“T don’t know,” said Alice. “I logt count.”

“She can’t do Addition,” the Red Queen in-
terrupted. “Can you do Subtraction? Take
nine from eight.”

“Nine from eight I can’t, vou know,” Alice

replied very readily : “but ”
“She can't de Substraction,” said the White
Queen.  “Can you do Division 7 Divide a loof

by a knife

what’s the answer to that?”
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“I suppose ? Alice was beginning, but the
Red Queen answered for her. *° Bread-and-butter,
of course. Try another Subtraction sum. Take

a bone from a dog: what remains ?”

Alice considered,  “The bone wouldn't re-
majn, of course, if I took it——and the dog
wouldn’t vemain ; it would come to bite me——
and I'm sure 7 shouldn’t remain!”

“Then you think mnothing would remain ?”
gaid the Red Queen,

“I think that’s the answer.”
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“Wrong, as usual” said the Red Queen:
“the dog’s temper would remain.”

“But I don’t see how 7

“Why, look here!” the Red Queen cried

“The dog would lose its temper, wouldn’t it ?”

“ Perhaps it would,” Alice replied cantiously.

“Then 1f the dog went away, its temper
would remaln!” the Queer exclaimed trivm-
phantly.

Alice said, as gravely as she could, *“They
might go different wuys.” But she couldn’t help
thinking to herself, * What drcadful nonsense
we are talking!”

“She can’t do sums a bit!” the Quecns
soid together, with great emphasis,

“Can you do sums?” Alice said, turning
suddenly on the White Queen, for she didn't
like being found fault with so much.

The Queen gasped and shut her eves. 1
can do Addition,” she said, “if you give me
time——but I can’t do Substraction, under any

circurnstances 1"
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“Of comrse you know your ABC?" sid
ithe Red Qucen.

“To be surc 1 do,” said Alice.

“So do I,7 the White Queen whispered:
“we’ll often say it over togetber, dear. And
I'll tell you a secret——1 can read words of
one letter! Isn’t that grand? However, don't
be discouraged.  You'll come to it in time.”

Here the Red Queen began again.  * Can
-

you answer uscful questions she said. “How

i3 bread made 27

f”

“1 know that Alice cried eagerly. “ Yon

take some flour-——"

“Where do you pick the fower?” the
White Queen asked.  “In a garden, or in the
hedges 27

“Well, it 1sn't pecked at all,” Alice explained :
“it’s ground-—7" '

“Ilow many acres of ground?” said the
White Queen. “You mustnt leave out so
many things.”

“Tan her head!” the Red Queen anxiously
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interrupted. “ She’ll be feverish after so much
thinking,” 8o they set to work and fanned
her with bunches of leaves, till she had to beg
them to leave off, it blew her hair about so.

“SBhe’s all right again now,” said the Red
Queen. “Do you know Langnages? What's
the French for fiddle-de-dee 77

“ Fiddle-de-dee 's not English,” Alice replied
gravely.

“Who ever said it was?” sald the Rad
QJueecn.

Alice thought she saw a wuy out of the
difficulty this time. “Tf you’ll tell me what
language ¢ fiddle-de-dee’ 1is, Il tell you the
French for it!” she exclaimed triumphantly.

But the Red Queen drew herself up rather
stiffly, and said “ Queens never make bargaing,”

“I wish Queens never asked questions,” Alice
thought to hersclf.

“Don't let us quarrel,” the White Quecn
sald in an anxious tone. “ What is the ecause

of lightning 2”
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“The cause of lightning,” Alice said very
decidedly, for she felt quite certain about this,
“is the thunder-—-no, no!” she hastily cor-
rected herself. 1 mecant the other way.”

“It’s too late to ecorreet it,” sald the Red
Queen : “when you’'ve once said a thing, that
fixes it, and you must take the consequences.”

“ Which reminds me ” the White Queen

gaid, looking down and nervously clasping and

unclasping her hands, “we had such a thunder-

storm last Tuesday—-I1 mean one of the last
set of Tuesdays, you know.”
Alice was puzzled. “In our couniry,” she
remarked, “there’s only one day at a time”
The Red Queen said “That’s a poox thin way
of doing things. Now here, we mostly have
days and nights two or thrce at a time, and

sometimes in the winter we take as many as

five nights together for warmth, vou know.”
“Are five nights warmer than one night,
then ?” Alice ventured to aslk.

“ Five times as warm, ol coursc.”
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“ But they shoud be five times as cold, by

rr

the same rule

“Just so!” eried the Red Queen. “ Five
times as warm, and five fimes as cold——just
as [’'m five times as rich as you are, and five
times ag clever!”

Alice sighed and gave 1t up. “It’s exactly
like a riddle with no answer!” she thought.

“ Humpty Dumpty saw it too,” the Wlhite
Queen went on in & low wvolce, more as if she
were talking to herself. “He came to the door
with a corkserew in his hand-—"

“What did he want *” said the Red Queen.

“He said he would come in,” the White
Queen went on, “because he was looking for
a hippopotamus. Now, as it happened, there
wasn't such a thing in the house, that morning.”

“Is there generally?” Alice asked in an
astonished tone.

“Well, only on Thursdays,” said the Queen.

“I know what he came for,” said Alice:
»

“he wanted to punish the fish, becausc
02
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Here the White Queen began again. It was
such o thunderstorm, you can’t think!” (“She

never could, you know,” suid the Red Queen.)

“And part of the roof came off, and ever so

much thunder got in and it went rolling

round the room in great lumps—

and knocking

over the tables and things till I was so
frichtened, I couldn’t remember my owun name!”

Alice thought to hersclf, “I never should
try to remember my name in the middle of an
accident ! Where would be the use of 1627 but
she did not say this aloud, for fear of hurting
the poor Queen’s feelings. '

“Your Majesty must excuse her,” the Red
Queen said to Alice, taking ome of the White
(Queen’s hands in her own, and gently stroking
it : “she means well, but she can’'t help saying
foolish things, as a general rule”

The White Queen looked timidly at Alice, who
felt she ought to say somcthing kind, but really
couldn’t think of anything at the moment.

“8he never was really well Dhrought up,” the
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Red Quecen went on: “lmt it’s amazing how
good-tempered she is! Tat her om the head,
and see how pleased she’ll be!” DBut thizs was
more than Alice had courage to do.

“A little kindnegg-—--~and putting her lair

in papers——would do wonders with her

The White Queen gave a deep sigh, and
laid ler head on Alice’s shoulder.  “1 am so
sleepy!” she moaned.

“She’s tired, poor thing!” said the Red
(Queen.  ““ Smooth her hair

lend her your
nightcap—- -and sing her a soothing lullaby.”
“1 haven't got a nighteap with me,” sald
Alice, as she tried to obey the first direction :
“and 1 den’t know any soothing Inllzbies.”
“1 must do it myself, then,” said the Red
(Queen, and she began:

“ Hush-a-by lady, in Alice's lap !

Till the foast’s vendy, we've tine for a nep:

When the foast’s over, we'll go to the ball—

Bed Queen, and White Queen, and Alice, and ol 1"
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“And now you know the words,” she added,
as she put her head down on Alice's other
shoulder, *just sing it through to me. I'm
getting  sleepy too” In another moment both

Queens were fast asleep, and ssoring loud.
¥

“What am I to do?” cxclaimed Aliec,
looking about in  great perplexity, as first one
round head, and then the other, rolled down
from her shoulder, and lay like a heavy lump
in her lap. “l dont think it ewer happened

before, that any one had te take care of two
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Quecns  asleep at once!  No, not in all the

History of England

it conldn’t, you know,
becausc there never was more than one Queen
at w time. Ido wake up, you heavy things!”
she went on in an Impatient tone; but there
was no answer bubt a gentle snoring.

The snoring got more distinet every minute,
and sounded more hke & func: at last she
could even make out words, and she lstened so
cagerly that, when the two great heads suddenly
vanished from her lap, she hardly missed them.

She was standing before an arched doorway
over which were the words QUEEN ALICE
in large letters, and on each side of the arch
there was a  bell-handle ;5 oume  was  marked
“ Visitors' Bell” and the other “ Servants’ Bell.”

“T’ll wait till the song’s ower,” thought

Alice, “and then I'll ring the——the whieh

bell must I ring?” she went on, very much
puzzled by the names. “I’m not a visiter,
and I'm not a servant.  Theve ought to le
one marked ‘Queen,” yvou know
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Just then the door opened a little way, and
a creature with a long beak put its head out
for a moment and said “No adwmittance till the
weel after mext!” and shut the door again
with a bang.

Alice knocked and rang in vain for a
long time, but at last a very old Frog, who
was sitting under a tree, got up and hobbled
slowly towards her: he was dressed in bright
vellow, and bad enormous hoots on.

“What is it, now ?” the Frog said in a deep
hoarse whisper.

Alice turncd round, rcady to find fault with
anybody.  “ Where 's the servant whose business
it is to answer the door?” she began angrily.

“ Which door?” said the Frog,

Alice almost siamped with irritation at the
slow drawl m which he spoke. ¢« This door,
of course!”

The I'rog looked at the door with his large
dull eyes for a minute: then he went nearer

and rubbed it with his thumb, as if he were
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trying whether the paint would come off;
then bhe looked at Aliee.

“To answer the door?” he said. “ Whal's
it been asking of?” He wos so hoarse that
Alice could scarcely hear him.

“1 don’t know what you mean,” she said.
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“1 speaks Eunglish, doesnt 1?7 the Frog
went on.  “Or are vou deaf? What did it
ask you ?”

“Nothing 1”7 Alice said Jmpatiently. “T’ve
been knocking at it!”

“ Shouldr’t do that——shouldn’t do that——"

the Frog muttered. “Wexes it, you know.”

Then he went up and gave the door a kick
with one of his great feet. “You let ¢¢ alone.”
he panted out, as he hobbled back to his tree,
“and it let you alone, vou know.”

At this moment the door was flung open,

and a shrill voice was heard singing .

“ T the Looking-Gloss world 44 was Alice thal sedd,
‘Lwe a seeptre in hand, I've a crown on my head ;
et the Looking-Glass creatures, whatever they be,
Come and dine with the Bed Queen, the White Queen,

and me !’

And  hundreds of voices joined in the

chorus :
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“ Then fll wp the glasses as quick us you eon,
And sprinkle the table with butions and bran:
Pyt cats dn the coffee, and mice in the tea—

And weleome Queen Altee avith thirty-times-thiee !

Then followed a confused noise of cheering,
and Alice thought to herself, “Thirty times
three makes ninety. 1 wonder if any one’s
counting " In a minute there was silence again,

and the same shrill voice sang another verse:

«o ) Looking-Qluss wreatures,) quoth Alice, *draw near !
"Tis an honour lo sce me, @ favour fo fear:
Tvs o privifege hagh lo have dinnor and tew

Aloag with the Ked Queen, the White Queen, and wme [™7

Then came the chorus again :(—

“ Then fill up the glasses with treacle and iunk,
Or anything edse thot s pleasant to drink ;
Mix sand with the cider, and wool with the wine—

And welcome Queen Alice with ninefy-times-nine!”
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“Ninety times nine!” Alice repeated in de-
gpair. “Oh, that’ll never be done! 1°d better

go iIn at once—-" and in she went, and there

was a dead silence the moment she appearcd.

Alice glanced mnervously along the table, as
she walked up the large hall, and noticed that
there were about fifty guests, of all kinds: some
were animals, some birds, and there were even
a few flowers among them. “I’'m glad they’ve
come without waiting to be asked,” she thought:
“1 should never have known who were the
right people to invite!”

There were three chairs at the head of the
table ; the Red and White Qucens had already
taken two eof them, but the middle one was
empty. Alice sat down in it, rather uncomfortable
at the silence, and longing for some one to speak.

At last the Red Queen began. “ You've
missed the soup and fish,” she said.  “Put on
the joint!” And the waiters set a leg of mutton
before Alice, who looked at it rather anxiously,

as she had never bad to carve a joint before.
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“You look a little shy; let me introduce
you to that leg of mutton,” said the Red Queen.
“Alice———Mutfon ;
Antton Alice.”

The leg of mutton

got up in the dish
and made a little
bow to Alice; and
Alice returned the
bow, not knowing
whether to be fright-
ened or amused.,
“May [ give

you a slice?” she

said, taking up the
knife and fork, and
locking from one Queen to the other.

“Certainly mot,” the Red Queen said, very
decidedly : “it isn’t etiquette to cut any one
you've been introduced to. Remove the joint!”
And the waiters carried it off, and brought a

large plum-pudding in its place.
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“I won’t be introduced to the pudding,
please,” Alice said rather hastily, “or we shall
get no dinner at all,  May I give you some?”

But the Red Queen looked sulky, and growled
“Pudding Alice ; Alice
the pudding!”

Pudding. Remove
and the waiters took it away
so quickly that Alice couldn’t return its bow.

However, she didn’t see why the Red Queen
should be the only ome {o give orders, so, as
an experiment, she called out “Waiter! Bring
back the pudding!” and there it was again in
a moment, like a conjuring-trick. It was so
large that shc couldn’t help feeling a &ttle shy
with it, as she had been with the mutton; how-
ever, she conquercd her shyness by a great effort,
and cut a slice and handed 1t to the BRed Queen.

“ What impertinence!” said the Pudding. “I
wonder how you’d like it, if I were to cut a
slice out of you, you creature!”

It spoke in a thick, suety sort of woice,
and Alice hadn’t a word to say in reply: she
could only sit and look at it and gasp.
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“ Make a remark,” said the Red Queen: “it’s
ridiculous to leave all the conversation to the
pudding !”

“Do you know, I’'ve had such a quantity
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 all eyes were fixed upou her; “and it’s a

very curious thing, I think avery pocm was
about fishes in some way. Do you know vwhy
they re so fond of fishes, all about here?”
She spoke to the Red Queen, whose ar wer
was a litlle wide of the mark., “As {o fishes”
she saild, very slowly and solemnly, putting her
mouth close to Alice’s car, “her White Majesty

all

knows a lovely riddle all in poetry

about fishes. Shall she repeat 16717

“Her Red Majesty’s very kind to mention
it,” the White Queen murmured into Alce’s other
car, in a voice like the cooing of a pigeon. “It
would be such a treat! May I?”

“Please do,” Alice said very politely.
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The White Queen laughed with delight, and
stroked Alice’s cheek, Then she hegan:

“¢ First, the fish must be caught!
That s easy > a bady, I think, could have caught if,
* Next, the jish must be bought’

That is easy: o penny, I think, would kave bowght 4t

‘Now cook me the fish I’
That is easy, and will nol fake more than o swinufe
‘Let @t be dina dish !’

That is easy, becanse (b already 45 in it

CPrimg if hevel! Lot wie sup !’

It 4s ewsy fo set such a dish on the talle,
‘Take the dish-cover uwpl’

Ak, that 4s g0 kard that I fear I'm unable!

For 1t holds & [The glue
Holds the Hd o the dish, while 0t lies in the middle:
Which 13 easiest to do,

Un-dish-cover the fish, or dishecover the widdic?”
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“Take a minute to think about it, and then
gucss,” said the Red Queen. ¢ Meanwhile, we’ll
drink your health——Queen Alice’s health ! she
scrcamed abt the top of her volce, and all the
cuests began  drinking 1t directly, and very
yueerly they managed 1t: some of them put
their glasscs upon their heads like cxtinguishers,

anid drank @ll that trickled down their faces

others upset the dccanters, and drank the wine

and three

as it ran off the edges of the table
of them (who looked like kangoroos) scrambled
into the dish of roast mutton, and began cagerly
Iapping up the gravy, “just like pigs m a
trough!” thought Alice.

“You ought to rcturn thanks in a neat
speech,” the Red Quecn sald, frowning at Alice
as she spoke. '

“We must sapport you, you know,” the
White Queen whispered, as Alice got up to do
it, very obediently, but a little frightened.

“Thank you very much,” she whispered n
reply, “but I can do «uite well without.”

P
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“That wouldnt he at all the thing,” the
Red Queen said very deadedly: so Alice tried
to submit to it with a good grace.

(“And they did push so!” she said after-
wards, when she was telling her sister the
bistory of the feast. “ Yom would have thought
they wanted to squeeze me flat!”)

In fact it was rather diffienlt for her to
keep iv her place while she made her speech:
the two QQueens pushed hee g0, onc on each side,
that they mnearly lifted her up into the air:
“7 1se to return  thanks Alice began :
and she really did rise as she spoke, several
inches; but she got hold of the cdge of the
table, and managed to pull herself down again,

“Take eare of yourself!” sercamed the White

Queen, seizing Alicc’s hair with both her hands,

“Something’s going to happen!”

And then {(as Alice afterwards described it}
all sorts of things happened in a moment. The
candles all grew up to the cciling, looking some-

ing Like a  Ded rushes with fireworks a
thing lik bed of ruslk th fi H 1
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the top. As to the bottles, they ecach took a
pair of plates, which they hastily fitted on as
wings, and so, with forks for legs, went flutter-
ing about in all directions: “and very like birds
they look,” Alice thought to herself, as well as
she eould iIn the dreadful eonfusion that was
begluning.

At this moment she heard a hoarse laugh
at her side, and turned to see what was the
matter with the White QQueen ; but, instead of
the Queen, there was the leg of mutton sitting
in the chair. *“Here [ am!” ecried a voice
from the soup-iureen, and Alice turned again,
just in time to =ece “the Queen’s broad good-
natured face grinning at her for a moment over
the edge of the tureen, before she disappeared
mto the soup.

There was not a moment to he lost.  Already-
several of the gnests were lying down 1n the
dishes, and the soup-ladle was walking up the
table towards Alice’s chair, and beckoning to ler
mpatiently to get oub of its way.

P2
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“1 ean't stand

this any longer!”
she cried as she
Jjumped up and
scized the table-
cloth with  both
hands: one  good
pull, and plates,

dishes, guests, and
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candles came crashing down together in a heap
on the floor.

“And as for you,” she went on, turning
ficrcely upon the Red Queen, whom she con-
but
she had
suddenly dwindled down to the size of a little

sidered as the cause of all the mischief

the Queen was no longer at her side

doll, and was now on the table, merrily running
ronnd  and round after her own shawl, which
was trailing behind her.

At any other time, Alice would have felt
surprised at this, but she was far too much
excited to be surprised at anything now. “ As
for you,” she repeated, catching held of the lite
creature in the very act of jumping over a bottle
which had just lighted upen the table, “I’l
shake you into a kitten, that T willl”






CHAPTER X

SHAKING.

SHE took her off the tablec as she spoke, and
shook her backwards and forwards with all her
might.

The Red Queen made no resistance whatever;
only her face grew vory small, and her eyes
got large and grecn: and still, as Alice went
on shaking her, she kept on growing shorter
-and fatter

and softer

and rounder——-

and



CHAPTER XL
WAKING.

——and 1t really was a kitten, affer all.






CHAPTER XIL

WLI1CH DREAMED IT?

“Yorr Red Majesty shouldn’t purr so loud,”
Alice sald, rubbing her ecyes, and addressing the
kitten, respectfully, vet with some severity.
“You woke mé out of oh! such a nice dream!
And you’ve been along with me, Kitty all
through the Looking-Glass world. Did you know
it, dear?”

It is a very inconvenicnt habit of lattens
(Alice had once made the remark) that, what-
cver you say to them, they always purr. “If
they would only purr for ®yes’ and mew for
‘no, or amy rule of that sort,” she had said,
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“so that one could keep up a conversation! But
how can you talk with a person if they always
say the same thing?”

On this occasion the kitten only purred:
and 1t was impossible to guess whether it meant
“yes” or ‘no’

So Alice bhunted among the ehessmen on the
table till she had found the Red Queen : then
she went down on her knees on the hearth-rug,
and put the kitten and the Queen to look at
each other. “ Now, Kitty!” she cried, clapping
Lier  liands  triumphantly. ¢ Confess that wus
what you turned into!”

1

(“But it wouldn’t look at it,)” she s,
when she was explaiving the thing afterwards to
her sister: <1t tarned away its head, and pre-
tended not to see it: but it looked a ULittle
ashamed of itself, so T think it mwst have heen
the Red Queen.”)

“Bit up a little more stifly, dear!” Alice

ated with a merry langh. “ And curtsey while

you're thinking what to what to purr. It
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saves time, remember!” And she caught it up
and gave it one hittle kiss, “just in honour of its

having been o Red Queen.”

“ Spowdrop, my pet!” she went on, looking
over her shoulder at the White Kitten, which
was still patiently undergoing its toilet, ““when
will Dinah have finished with your White Ma-

jesty, T wonder? That must be the reason you
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were so untidy in my drcam——Dinak! Do
you know that you're serubbing a White Queen ?
Really, it’s most disvespectful of you'!

“And what did Dingh turn to, T wonder?”
she prattled on, as she settled comfortably down,
with one clbow on the rug, and her e¢hin in her
hand, to watch the kittens. * Tell me, Dinah,
did you twrn to Humpty Dumpty? I think
you did——however, you’d better not mention
it to your friends just yet, for I'm not sure

“By the way, Kitty, il only you'd been
really with me 1 my dream, there was one
thing you would have enjoyed-— 1 had such
a quantity of poetry said to me, all about
fishes | To-morrow worning vou shall have a
real treat. AN the time you re ecating your
breakfast, I'll repeat *The Walrus and the Car-
penter’ to vou; and then you can make believe
it’s oysters, dear!

‘ “Now, Kitty, let’s consider who it wasg that
dreasmed 1t all.  This is a gerious question, my

dear, and you should not go om licking your
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paw like that--——as i Dinab hadn’t washed
you this morming! You sce, Kitty, it must
have been either me or the Red King. He
but  then
T was part of his dream, too! Was it the Red

was part of my dream, of course

King, Kitty? You were his wife, my dear,
Oh, Kitty, do help

to settle 1t! T’m sure vour paw ean wait!”

so you ought to know

But the provoking kitlen only legan on the
other paw, and pretended it hade’t heard the
question.

Which do you think it was?
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A BoaT, beneath a sunuy sky,
Lingering onward dreamily

In an evening of JTuly—0-

Children three thal nestle near,

Eager ove awd willing ear,

Pleased a siinple tale to hear

Long has paled that sunmy sky:
Fehoes fude and wmemories die:

Auvtumn frosts have slam July,

Sl she havats me, phantomwise,
Alice woving under skies

Never seen by waking eyes.
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Children yet, the tale to hear,
¥ager ey and willing ear,

Lovingly shail nestle near,

In a Woenderland they lie,
Dreeaming as the days go by,

Dreaming as the summers die:

Tver dri{'ting. down the stream— —-

Lingering in the golden gleam

Life, what is 1t but a dream?

THE EXD.
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