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All in the golden afternoon 

Full leistmly  we glide ; 

For both o m  o m ,  with littlr &ill, 

By little arms are plied, , 

While little hands make  vain pretencv 

Our wanderings to gnidc. 



Imperions Wma 5nhea forth 
lier edict “to begin it”- 

In  gentler  tone h n d a  hopos 

‘“here will be nomense in it! *- 
While  Tertia  interruptn the tale 

S o t  more than once B minute. 

Anon, to sndden silenee won, 
In fancy they p m e  

The  dresm-child moving through n land 
Of w o n h  wild nnd new, 
h friendly  chat with hird or k t -  

And half lmlieve it true. 

And ever, an the story drnind 
The w e b  of faucy *y, 

And faintly throve that wary one 
To put  the anhject as, 

“The rest lbext time-’’ “It ir next time !” 

The happy v 4 9 8  rry. 



.. . . . . ~  . .. 

Thas TH IFthe tde of Wnnderland : 

Thus slowly, one by one, 

Its <paint events were hnmmered nnt- 

-4nd now the tale is done, 

And home we steer, U memy crew, 

h n e x t h  the setting sun. 

h 
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CHAPTER I. 

DOWN THE RABBIT-HOLE. 

ALICE was beginning to get  very tired of 
sitting by her sister on the ba&, and of having 
nothing to do : once or twice she had peeped into 
the book  her sister was reading, but it had no 
pictures or conversations  in it, “and what is 

R 





RABBIT-HOLE. S 

burning  with curiosity, she ran across the field 
after it, and was just in time to see it pop 
down a largc rabbit-hole under  the hedge. 

In another momcnt down went Alice 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 had  not a moment 
to  think about stopping heraelf  before  she found 
herself falling down what seemed to h a very 
deep well. 

Either  the well  was very deep, or &e fell 
very slowly, for she had  plenty of time u8 she 
went down to look about 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 Hied with cupboard~ 
and bookshelves: 'here  and  there she saw maps 
and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down 
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RABBIT-HOLE. 5 

her, still it was good practice to it over) 
“-yes, that’s ahout thc  right distane-but then 
I wonder what  Latitude or Longitude I’ve got 
to ‘1 ” (Alice had not  the slightest idea what 
Latitude was, or Longitude either, but she thought, 
they were nice grand words to my.) 

Presently she began  again. “ I  wonder if 
I shall fall  right through the  earth ! How funny 
it’ll  seem to come out among the pe.ople that 
walk with  their heads downwads ! The Anti- 
pathies, I think-” (she wa.9 rather  glad there 
W(GS no one listening, this time, as it didn’t 
sound at  all  the  right word) “-but I shall 
have to ask them what the name of the country 
is, you know.  Please, Ma’am, is this New 
Zealand or Australia ? ”  (and she tried to curtsey 
i ~ 9  ghe  spoke-fancy czwtsey¿ng as you’re fd ing  
through the air! Do YOU think YOU could 
managc it ‘1). “And what an ignorant little girl 
she’ll think me for asking I NO, it’ll never  do 
to  mk : perhaps I shall see it written “p 
somewhere.” 



6 DOWN THJ3 



RABBIT-HOLE. i 

Alice was not a bit hurt,  and she jumped up 
on to her fcet in a moment : she looked up, 
but it was all dark  overhead; before her was 
another long passage, and  the  White Rabbit wm 
still 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, ‘L Oh my ears and whiskers, 
how late it’s getting ! ” She was close behind it 
when  she turned  the corncr, but  the Rabbit was 
no longer to  be seen : she found herself in a 
long,  low hall, which was lit up by a row of 
lamps hanging ii-om 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 shc came upon a little three-legged 
table, all made of solid glass ; there was nothing. 
on it but a t h y  golden  key, and Alice’s  first 
idea  was that this might belong to one of the 





RABBIT-HOLE. 9 

flowers and those cool fountains, but she eould 
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 like a telescope ! I think I could, 
if I only knew how to begin.” For, you see, so 
many out-of-the-way things  had happened lately, 
that Alice had beepm to think  that very few 
things indeed were really impossible. 

There seemed . t o  be no usc in waiting by 
the little door, KI she went back to  the table, 
half hoping she might find another key on it, 
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 waa not 
here  before,” said Alice,) and tied round the 
neck of the bottle waa a paper label, with the 
words “DRINK ME,” beautifully printed on it 
in large letters. 

It was all very well to sa,y “Drink me,” but 
the wise little Aliec waR not going to do thut 

(! 



10 DOWN TEE 

in a Inmy. ‘l No, I’ll look srst,” she mid, ‘‘ i d  

see whether it’s 
marked ‘ poison ’ or 
not ; ” for she had 

’: 

Y 

got burnt, and eaten 
up by wild beasta 
and other unpleasant 
thmgs, all because 
they tuozcld not R- l ’$ 
member the simple 
rules their &en& -”’* 

, L 
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RABBIT-ROLE. 11 

so Alice ventured to  taste it,  and finding It 
very  nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of  mixed 
flavour of cherry-taxt, custard, pine-apple, roast 
turkey, t~ffy,  and hot buttered toat,) she very 
soon  finished it off. 

i$ ;k x- K 

ii i) ii 

* * ii ii 

“ What a curious  feeling ! ” said Alire : “ I mwt 
be shutting U ~ J  like a t,elescopc.” 

Aucl 80 it was indeed : she was  now only 
ten inches high,  and  her  face  brightened up 
at thn thought that she was now the  right 
size  for  going through the  little door into  that 
lovely gardcn. First, however,  she  wa,ited  for a 
few minutes to sce if she wm going to shrink 
any  further : she felt a little nervous about 
this ; “for  it might end,  you k n o ~ , ”  said illice 
to herself, “ in  my  going out altogether,  like a 
candle. I wonder what I should be like then 1 ”  
And she tried  to fancy what thc flame of 3 

candle looks like after tho  candle  is blown out. 
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RABBIT-HOLE. IS 

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 me left 
to make one respectable  person !” 

Soon her eye  fcll  on a little glam box that 
was lying under the table : shc opened it, and 
found in it a very small cake, on which the 
words “ EAT ME” were hcautifully marked in 
currants. “ Well, I’ll  eat it,” said Alice, “and if 
it  makes me grow larger, I ran rcach the  key; 
and if it makes me  grow  smaller, I c m  creep 
under the door; so either way I’ll  get into thc 
garden, and I don’t care which happens!” 

She ate a little bit, and said  anxiously to 
herself, “ Which way 1 Which way 1 ” holding  her 
hand on the  top of her  head to feel  which  way 
it was growing, and she was quite surprised 
to find that she remained the same size : to he 
sure, this is what generally happens when  one 
eats cake, but Mice had got so much into 



.... . . .. __.~. . 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE POOL OF TEARS. 

“ Curiouser and cu- 
riouser ! ” cried  Alice 
(she was 80 much sur- 
prised, that for the 
moment she quite for- 
got how to speak g e d  
English) ; ‘‘ now I’m 
opening nut like the 
largest telescope that 
ever wa.9 ! Good-bye, 
feet ! ” (for  when  she 
looked down at  her 
feet, they seemed to 
be almost out of sight, 
they were getting so 

far off) “Oh,  my poor 
Iittlc fcct., I wonder 



who  will put on your shoes and stockings for 
you now, dears? I’m sure 1 shan’t be able! I 
shall be a p a t  deal too far off to trouble my- 
self about you : you must  manage the best way 
you cm;-but I must be kind to them,”  thought 
Alice, ‘I or perhaps  they  won’t walk the way I 
want to go! Let me see : 1’11 give them a new 
pair of boots every Christma” 

And  she  went on planning to herself  how  she 
would mamge it, “They must go by  the carrier:’ 
she thought ; ‘l and how funny it’ll seem,  sending 
P m n t a  to one’s own  feet ! And how odd the 
directions will look. 
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OP TEARS. 17 

Poor Aliw ! It was as much as sile  could  do, 
lying down on  one  side, to look t,hrougll into 
the garden with one eye ; lint to get through 
wm  more  hopeless than  ever: she sat down and 
began t,o cry again. 

“You ought to be  ashamed of yomdf,” said 
Alice, “ a  great  girl like you,”  (she might well 
say this,) “ to  ‘go on crying in this xvay ! Stop 
this moment,, I tell you ! ” Rut she went on all 
the same, shedding gallons of team, until there 
was a large pool all round her, about four inches 
deep and reaching half d o m  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 whitc kid gloves in one hand  and a large 
fan in the  other: he  came trotting along in a 
great hurry, muttering  to himself as he  came, 
“Oh ! the Duchess, the Duchess! Oh ! won’t she 
be savage if I’ve kept her waiting!” Alice 
felt JO desperate that she was ready to ask help 

D 
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O P  TEARS. 19 

Alice  took up  the  fan nnd gloves, and, as thr 
hall was very hot,  she kept fanning herself all 
the time she went on talking : “Dear, dcar ! 
How queer every thing is to-day I 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 can remember  feeling a little 
different. But if I’m  not  the same, the  next 
qumtion is, Who in t,he world  am I ? Ah, that’s 
the  great  puzzlc!” And she  began thinking over 
all the children she knew, that were of the 
same  age as herself, to sec if she  could  have 
been changed for any of them. 

“I’m sure I’m not Ada,” #he  said, “for her 
hair goes in such long ringlets, and mine  doesn’t 
go in ridglets at all ; and I’m Bure I can’t  be 
&bel, for 1 know all sorts of things, and she, 
oh ! she knows such a very little ! Besides, &e’s 

she, and I ’ m  I, and-oh dear, how  pnxzling it 
all is ! I’ll try if I know all  the  things I used 
to know. Let me see: four times five is twelve, 



. 
ii .. 

and four times six is thirteen, and  four times 
seven is-oh dear! I shall never get to twenty 
at that rate ! However, the Multiplication Table 
don’t signify : let’s try Geography. London is 
the eapital of Paris, and Paris is the rqi ta l  of 
Rome, and Rome-no, that’s all wrong, I’m 
certain ! I must have been changed for Mabel I 
1’11 trp and say ‘How doth the little-’” ;End she 
cromd her hands on her lap as if she were 
saying lemons, and began to repeat it, but her 
voice sounded hoame and strange, and the v o r h  
did not come the same as they used to do :- 



OF TEARS. 21 

“I’m sure those are not the right. words,” 
s a i d  poor Alier, and her eyes  filled with tears 
again as she went on, “ I  must be Mabel after 
all, and I shall have to go and live in th& 
poky little house, and ha7-e next to no toys to 
play with, and oh ! ever so many lessons to 
learn! No, I’ve m d r  up my mind about it; 
if I’m Mabel, 1’11 stay down here: It’ll be no 
use their putting  their heads down and saying, 
‘Come up again, d e x  ! ’ I shall only look up 
and my, ‘Who am I then 1 Tell me that first, 
and then, if I like being that pemon, I’ll come 
up : if not I’ll stay down here till I’m some- 
body  else’-but,  oh dear !” cried Alke with a 
sudden burst of tears, “ I  do wish they would 
Put  their hmds down ! I a,m RO ‘ m y  tired of 
being all alone here !” 

AR she said t,his she.  looked  down a t  her 
h d n ,  and wn,s mryrisrd to see that she had 
P t  on  one of tke Ekhbit’s little  white kid gloves 
while  she  was talking. “How ca,n I have  done 
tha,t ? ”  she thought. “1 n p 8 t  h p  growing nmdl 





OF TEAIL?. 23 

that case I can go back by railway,”  she Raid 
to herself.  (Alice had been to the seaside  once 
in  her  life, and had come to  the general COW 

clusion, tlrat wherever you go to on the English 
(:omst you find a number of bathing machines 
in  the sea, Rome children digging in the sand 
with  wooden  spades, then a row of lodging 
houses, and behind them a railway station.) 
fIowever sllc  soon made out that she was in 
the pool of tears which  she had wept when  she 
was nine feet high. 

‘ l  I wish I hadn’t cried so much ! ” said Alice, 
as she  s\vanl abont,, trying to  find her way out. 
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OF TEAM. 25 

of n mouse-to n mouse-a  mouse-O  mouse ! ”) 
The Mousc  looked at her rather inquisitively, 
and seemed to her to wink with one of its 
little eyes, but.  it said  nothing. 

“ Perhaps it doesn’t understand 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 notion how long ago anything  had 
happened.) So she  began again : “ Où 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 quirer 
dl over with fright. ‘‘ Oh,. I beg your pardon ! ” 
cried Alice hastily, afraid that she had hurt  the 
poor animal’s  feelings. “ I  quite forgot  you  didn‘t 
l i e  cats.” 

“Not like cats !” cried thc Mouse, in a shrill, 
passionate voice. “ Would you like cnta if you 
were me 1 ” 

“Well, perhaps not,” said Alice in a 800th- 
ing tone : ‘<don’t be angry about it, And y e t  

E 



I wish I could show you our cat Dinah : I ’ 
think you’d take a fancy to cats if you could 

only 8ee her.  She ia such a dear quiet thing,” 
Alice went on, half to herself, a8 she awam lazily 
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OF ’I’EARS. B i  

offended. “ Wc  won’t talk about her any more 
if you’d  rather not.” 

“We, indeed !” cried the Mousc, who was 
trembling down to  the end of his t d .  “As if 1 
would talk on such a subject! Our family always 
hated cats : nasty, low, vulgar things! Don’t 
let me hear the name again ! ” 

“ I  won’t indeed !”  said Alice, in a great 
hurry to changc the subject of conversation. 
“ Are you-are you fond-of-of dogs ? ” The 
mouse did not answer, m Alice went on eagerly : 
“There is such a nice little dog near our house 
1 should like to show  you ! A little bright- 
eyed terrier, you know, with oh ! such long 
curly brown hair ! And it ’11 fetch things when 
YOU throw them, and it ’U sit up and beg for 
its dinner, and all sorts of things-I  can’t  re- 
member  half of them-and it belongs to a 
farmer,  you  know, and he says it’s so useful, 
it’s worth a hundred pounds ! He mys it kills 
all the rata and-oh dear !” cricd  Alicc in a 
sorrowful  tone. 1‘ 1 ’m afraid I’ve oEended it 



28 THE POOL OF TEA=. 

again 1”  For the Mouse was swimming amy  
from her as hard as it could go, and making 
quite a commotion in the pool as it went. 

So she  called softly after it : “ Mouse dear! 
Do come  back again, and we  won’t talk about 
cats or dogs either, if you don’t like  them ! ”  
'When the Mouse heard this, it turned round 
and swam slowly back to her : its face WS 

(.luite 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, 

you’ll understand why it is I hate cats 
and dogs.” 

It WU high time to go, for the’ pool was 
quite crowded with the  birds  and ani-  

mals that had fallen into it : there was a Duck’ 
and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, and several 
0 t h  Curious creatures.  Alice led the way, and 
khe swam to the shore. 

,’ 
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CHAPTER III. 

A CAUCUS-RACE AND A LONG TALE. 

' THEY were indeed a queer-looking party  that 
=embled on the bank-the birds  with.draggled 
feathers, the animals with  their fur clinging close 
to them, and all dripping wet, mom, and  un- 
comfortable. 

The &st question of course was, how to get 
dry again : they had a consultation about this, 





AND A LONG TALE. 31 

favoured  by the pope, was soon submit.ted to 
by the English, who  &ted  leaders, and had 
been  of late much  accustomed to usurpation and 
conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of 
Mercia and Northumbria-’ ” 

‘ I  U , >> 

“I  beg your pardon ! ” said the Mouse, 
gh. said the Lory, with a, shiver. 

frowning, but very politely: “ Did you  speak 1’’ 
‘l Not I ! ” mid the Lory, hastily. 
“ I thought you did,” said the Mouse.-“I 

proceed. ‘Edwin and Morcar, the earls of 
Mercia and Northumbria, declared  for  him ; 

and  even Stigand, the patriotic archbishop of 
Canterbury, found it advisable-” 

“ Found ~ u f ì . t  ? ” said the Duck. 
“Found it,” the Mouse replied rather crmyly : 

‘‘ of course you know what ‘it ’ 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 qUe.stion, but 
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AND A LONG TALE. a7 

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

a monse, That 
he met 

in the 
house, 
Let us 

both go 
to law: 

pmseeute 

Come, I11 
take no 

I will 

?ØOU.- 

denial ; 
We must 

have n 
trial : 

Far 

i 
W 
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For really this morning I've nothing to do.' Said the mouse to the cur, "Such a trial, dear sir, With no jury or judge, woul dbe wasting our breath.' 'I'll be judge, I'll be jury,' said cunning old Fury; 'I'll try the whole cause, and condemn you to death.
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AND A LONG TALE. 3!J 

and m old cmb took the opportunity of saying 
to her daughter, “Ah, my dear ! Lot this be 
R lesson to you nevcr to lose your temper! ” 
“Hold your tongue, Ma !” said the young crab, 
a little snappishly. “You’re enough to try the 
patience of an oyster 

“I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I 
do!” mid Alice aloud, addressing nobody in 
particular. “She’d soon fetch it back!” 

“And who is Dinah, if ,I might venture to 
ask the qucstion 1 ” said the Lory. 

Alice  replied  eagerly, for she  was  always 
ready to talk about her pet. “Dinah’s our 
cat. And she’s such a capital one  for catching 
mice, you cw’ t  think ! And oh, I wish you 
could  see  her aiter the birds! Why, she’ll eat 
5 little b i d  m soon as look at it !” 
This speech caused a remarkable sensatioI1 

among the party. Some of the birds hurried 
off at once : one old  magpic  began m ~ ~ p k  
itself up very carefully, remarking, “ I  really 
uust 110 getting home ; t h  night-air doesn't 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE RABBIT SENDS IN A LITTLE  BILL. 
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R? A LITTLE BILL. I 3  

turned out of the house  before  she  had  found 
the fan and gloves. 

“HOW queer it seems,” Alice  said to herself, 
“ to be going message9 for  a rabbit ! I suppose 
Dinah11 be sending me on messages next! ” 
And she began fancying the sort of thing that 
would happen : “‘&S Alice ! Come here di- 
rectly, and get ready for your  walk ! ’ ‘ Coming 
in a minute, nnm 1 But I’ve got to watch 
this  mousehole till Dinah comes  back, and  see 
that the mouse doesn’t get out.’ Only I don’t 
think,” Alice went on, “that they’d let Dinah 
etop in the house if i t  began ordering people 
about like that ! ” 

By this  time  she had found her  way into 
a tidy  little room with a table in the window, 
and on it (m she had hoped) a fan and two or 
three p a k  of tiny white kid gloves : she took 
up the fan and a pair of the gloves, and W= 

.bat  going to  leave the room,  when her eye fell 
upon a little bottle that stood near the looking- 
da There no label this time with the 
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eyes immediately met those of G large blue 
cat~rpillar,  that was sitting on the top with its 
arms folded, quietly smoking a long hookah, and 
b b g  not thc smallest notice of her or of any- 
thing else. 

i 
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That is not said right,”  said the Caterpillar. 
“ Not quite right, I’m afraid,” aaid Alice 

timidly ; “ some of t,hc words have  got  altered.” 
“ It is wrong from beginning to end,”  said the 

Caterpillar  decidedly, and there was silcnce  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  rcplicd ; ‘‘ only one  doesn’t  like  changing 
ß O  ofter!, you know.” 

“ I  don’t know,”  mid the Caterpillar. 
Alice said nothing: she had never been 60 

much contradicted in all her life before., and  she 
felt that she was  losing  her  temper. 

“ Are you content now ? ” said  the CateTium. 
“well, I should like to he a &tt¿e kWgel; s k  

if you woulcb’t minc{,” said Alice : “ three  inches 
such a wretched height to be.” 
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l‘ Come, my head’s free at  last ! ” 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 1 
could  see when she looked down, was an im- 1 
menSe length of neck, which secmcd to rise 
like a stalk out of a sea of green  leaves that lay I 
far below  her. l 

“ What can all that green stuff be ?” said Alice. 1: l 
‘ I  And where have my shoulders got to 2 And oh, 
my poor hands, how is it I can’t see you ? ” She 
was moving them  about as she spoke, but no result 
seemed to follow, except a little  shaking among 
the  distant green leaves. l 

AS there seemed to be no chance of getti% I 
her hands up to her head, she tried to get her 
head down to  them, and W% delighted to find \ 
that her neck would bend about easily in s l y  
direction, like a serpent.  She L d  just succeeded , 

in c e g  it down into a graceful zigzag, and 
Was to dive in among the leaves, which ~ 

!hc found to be nothing but  the tops of the m e s  i 



Jim Coleman




1.2 ADVICE FRON A 

the look-out  for serpents night a,nd day ! Why, 
I haven’t had a. wink of sleep these three 
weeks ! ” 

“ I’m very sorry you’ve hem annoyed,” ad 
Alice, who was beginning to see its meaning. 

“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in 
the wood,” continued thc Pigeon, raising its 
voice to a shriek, “and just as I was thinking 
I should be free of them at last, they ma t  
needs  come  wriggling down from the  sky ! ugh 
Serpent ! ” 

“ But I’m not a serpent, I tell you ! ” said Aliw 
L‘ I’m a-- I’m a-- I I  

“well ! Whnt are you ‘1 ” said tho Pigeon. , ‘‘I 
can see  you’re trying to invent something ! ” 

“ I-I’m a little girl,” said Alice,  rather 
doubtfdly, as she  remomhered the number of 
ChanFs she had gone through that dey. 

‘‘ A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon in 
a tone of the deepcst contempt. “I’ve Reen a 

mmy little girk in my time., hilt, never OW 

nith Ruch a neck :W that ! No, no you ’re 
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neat.  Alice  crouched down among the trees 88 

well m she could, for her neck kept getting 
cntangled among the branches, and every now 
and then she had  to stop and  untwist it. 
After a while  she  remembered that she still. 
held the pieces of muahroom in her hands, and 
she  set to work very cmcfully, nibbling h t .  at 
one and then at the other, and growing some- 
times tailer and  sometimes shorter, until she 
had  succeeded in bringing herself down to hcr 
usual height. 

I t  wits SO long since she had been anything 
near the right size, that it felt quite strange 
at firnt, but she got uscd to it in a few 
minutes, and began talking to herself as usual. 
“Come,  there’s half my  plan^ done now ! Row 
puzzling all these  changes are ! I’m never sure 
what I’m going to be, from one .minute 
another ! However, I’ve got back to  my ri@ 
Eize : the  next  thing ;S, to  get into that Lem- 
tiful garden-haw is that to be  donc, I won- 
der? ” AS Shc said this, she came sucldcnly u p ”  
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an open place, with a little house in it a h u t  
four feet high. “Whoever lives there,” thought 
Alice, “it’ll never do to conle upon them this 
size. : why, I should frighten thelu out of their 
wits ! ”  So she begm nilhling at  the right-hand 
bit again, and clid not venture to go near t h  
house till she had t.Jrought henelf down ta nine 
inches high. 
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PI0 AND PEPPER. 

FOR a minute or two she  stood  looking at 
the houe, and wondering what to  do next, 
when suddenly a footman in livery came NW 
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 
callcd him a fish)-and rapped loudly at  the door 
with his knuckles. It was opened by another 
footmm in livcry, with a round face and large 
eyes  like a frog; and bot,ll footmen, Alicc? noticed, 

heads. She felt very C U ~ ~ O U S  to know what it 
all about, and crept a little way out of the 

had  powdered hair that curled over their 

wood to listen. 
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croquet.” The Frog-Footman repmtcd, in the 
same  solemn tone, only changing the order of 
the words a little, “From  the  Queea An in+ 
tation for the Duchess to play croquet.” 

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

Alice laughed so. much st this, that she had 
to run back i n t u ’  the wood for fear of their 
hearing  her ; and when she next peeped out tho 
Fish-Footman wits gone, and the other wits sitting 
on the ground near the door, staring stupidly UP 

into the sky. 
Alice went timidly up to the door, and 

“ There’s  no aort, of  use in knocking,” mid 
the Footman, “and that for two reamns. First, 
because I’m on the same side of the door aa 
P u  W ; secondly,  berause they ’re making such 

knocked. 

a noise inside, no onc could possibly bear you.’’ 
And certainly there was a most extraordinary 
noise going on  within-& constant howling and 
sneezing, and every  now and  then a great 



PIG AND PEPPER. ’ ’  79 

Jim Coleman




80 PICI AND PEPPER. 

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

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

“Ave you to get in a t  au’?” said the Foot- 
man. “ !hat’s  the first question, you know.” 

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not l i e  
be told so. ‘‘ It’s really dreadful,”  she muttered 
to herself, “the way all the creatures argue. It’s 
enough to  drive one crazy 1’’ 

The  Footman  seemed to think this a good 
opprtunity of repeating his remark, with varia- 
tions, “ 1 shall sit here,” he said, “on and Off, 

for days and days.” 
“ But what  am I to do ? ” said Alice. 
‘‘ Anything you  like,” said the Footman, and 

began whistling. 
“ Oh, there’s no use in *g to him,”  said 

Alice  desperately : he ’R perfectly  &otic ! ” And 
she  opened the door and went h. 

The lloor led right  into  lwge kitxhen, 
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lullaby to it aa &e  clid m, and giving it a violent 
shake at the  end of every line :- 

“Speak rougldy to your little b y ,  
And beat him wJum he mfm; 

He only does a to annoy, 
Becanse he knmr?y it teases.” 

... 
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“ Oh, you’re sure to do that,” said t h  ()at, 

“ if you only walk  long  euough.” 
Alice felt that  this could not be denied, so she 

tried another  question. “What sort of people 
live a b u t  here?” 

“ In  that direction,” the  Cat said, waving ita 
right paw  round, “lives a Hatter : and in thal 

diction,” waving the  other. pa”, “lives a March 
Hare. Visit cither you like : they ’re both mad.” 

“But I don’t want to go among mad pe~$f%’’ 

Alice  remarked. 
“Oh, YOU can’t help that,” said tlme cat : 

“ we’re all mad here., I’m mad. You’re mad.” 
“HOW do YOU know I’m mad ?,” said Alicc. 
‘‘ YOU must be,” mid the Cat, “ or you 

%ddn’t have come  here;” 
Alice didn’t  think  that proved it at all ; 

however, she went on : “a.nd how do you know 
that you ’re  mad ? ” 
‘‘TO begin with,” ‘said  the Catt, “a dog ’S not 

mad YOU grant that y 
‘ L  I SUppOsc SO,” said Alice. 
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L‘ Well ! I ’ve often sccn  a cat  without a grin,” 
thought Alice ; “ but a grin without a cat! 
It’s the most curious thing I ever saw in all 
my life ! ” 

She h d  not gone much farther before  she 
came in sight of the house of the March Hare : 
she thought it must be the  right house, because 
the chimneys were shaped  likc earn and  the 
wm thatched with fur. It wm 60 lasgc 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 : 
even then she walked up towards it rather 
timiay, saying to herself, ‘‘ Suppose it shoul(1 
he raving  mad after d l  ! I &nost wish I’d gone 
to see the Hatter  instead ! ” 
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singing  in  ita  slecp Ttci~lklc, twirtkle, treitzklf’, l 
twinkle--” and went on so long that they h;d 

to pinch it to make. it stop 
“Well, I’d hardly finished the first ve%” 

said the Hatter, “when  the Queen  bawled (Jut 
‘ He ’S murdering the time ! Off with his head ! ’ ” ’. 

“How drcadfully savage ! ” exclaimed Alice. 
“And ever  since that,”  the  Hatter went 

in a mournful  tone, “ h e .  won’t do a thing 1~ 
ask ! It ’a always six o’clock  now.” 

A bright idea came into Alice’s  head. ‘‘1s 
that the reason so many ka-things are put out 
here ? ” she asked. 

“Yes, that’s it,” said thc Hatter with n sigh : 
“it ’S always tea-timc, and we’ve no tim to 
wash the tbngp, between  whiles.” 

“Thm you‘ keep moving round, I suppose f ” 
said Alice. 

“Exactly so,” said the Hatter : “as the thin@ 
get used up.” 

“ R u t  when you come to the heginning 
?pin ? ” Abcc ventured to  a&. 
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“ They  lived on treacle,” said the D O ~ O U %  
after thinking a minute or two. 

“ They  couldn’t have done that, you know,” 

“ So they were,” said the Dormouae ; “ very ill.” 
Alice tried a little to fancy to herself 

Alice gently remarked : “they’d have been ill.” 

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 1” 

“ Takc some  more  tea,” the March Hare mid 
to Allee, very earnestly. 

“ I’ye had nothing yet,”  Alice replied in an 

“ YOU mean you can’t take less,” mid the 
Hatter : “ it’s very easy to take m m  than 
nothing.” 

offended tone, “so I can’t take more.” 

“ Nobody  .asked your opinion,” said Ali&. 
“ Who’s m a b g  personal remarks now ? ” the 

Hatter asked  triumph&ly. 
Alice did not quite h o w  what to my to 

this : 130 she  helped  herself to some tea and 
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‘G I want a clean  cup,” interrupted the Hatta:  
“let’s  all move  one  place on.” 

He moved  on as he spoke, and  the DormoUe 
followed  him : tho March Hare moved ‘into the 
Domouxe’s  place, and Alice rather unwillingly 
took the placc of the March  Hare. The Hatter 
was the only  one  who got any advantage from 
the change : and Alice was a good deal worse of 
than before, as the March Hare  had just upet 
the milk-jug into his platc. 

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

“ You can draw water out of a water-well,’’ 
said the Hatter ; “ xo 1 should think you could 
draw treacle out of a treacle-well-ch, stupid?” 

“ But  they were ilz the well; Alice  mid 
the Domouse, not choosing to notice this l a t  
remark. 

“ Of coum they were,’’ said the Domouse,-- 
‘ L  well  in.”. 
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“ Then  you  shouldn’t tdk,’’ said the Natter. 
This piece of rudeness  was  more than Alice 

could bear: she got up in great disgust, and 
walked off; the Domonse fell asleep  instnntly, 
and neither of the others took the least notice 

of her going, though $he looked back once 0s 
twice, half hoping that  they would ea11 after her: 
the 1st  time she  saw them, they were tr@g * 
put the Dormoum into  the teapot. 

“At any rate 1’11 never go there again !” said 
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‘ I  Nonsense I ”  said Alice, very loudly and 
deeidcdly, and the Qu&n was silent. 

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and 
timidly said, “Cousider, my  dear : she is adj' 
a child ! ” 

The Queen turned angrily m a y  from hi, 
and said to the Knave, “Turn them ovw ! ” 

The Knave did eo, very carefully, with m e  foot. 
“ Get up! said the Queen in a shrill, loud 

voice, and the three gardenera instantly jumped 
up, and began bowing to the King, the Queen, 
the royal children, and everybody else. 

“Leave off that ! %reamed the Queen. “ YOU 

make me  giddy.” And ‘then. turning to the 
rose-tree, she went on, “%%at have you been 
doing here 1 ” 

“May it please your Majesty,” mid ”0, in 

he spoke, “we were trying-” 
“1 sm ! ” said the Queen, who had m m -  

while been examining the r m .  wib 

a very humble tone, going down on one 

their h a &  !” sud the procession moved onj 
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enough of it now in sight, and no more of it 
appeared. 

“I don’t think  they  play at all fairly,” Alice 
h g a q  in  rather a corrjplaining  tone, “and they 
all  quarrel so dreadfully one can’t hear one’s-self 
p a k  -and they don’t  seem to have any rules 
in particular ; a t  least, if there are,  nobody 
attends to them- and you’ve no idea  how con- 
fusing it is all  the  things being &VC ; for in- 
stance, there’s the arch I’ve got to go through 
next walking about at the other  end of the 
Found - and I should have croqueted the 
Queen’s  hedgehog just, now, only it ran away 
when it 8aw mine c o ~ n g  ! ’ J  

“HOW do you like  the ‘Queen ? ” said the cat 
in a low voice. 

“Not a t  all,” said Alice : ‘‘ she’s so ex- 
tremely-” Just then ‘she noticed that the 

Queen was close behind her, listening : 80 she 
went  on “--likely to  win, that it’s hardly WOdll 

while hishing the w e . ”  

The Queen  smiled and p& on. 
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“I’ll fetch the executioner  myself,” said the King 
eagerly, and he hurried off. 

Alice thought she might as well go back and 
see  how the game was going on, a8 she head 
the Queeu’s  voice in  the distancc, screaming 
with  passion. She had already hcard her sen- 
tence three of the players to be  execut,ed  for 
having missed their turns, and she did not like 
the look of things at au, as the game wits iI1 

such confusion that she never knew whether it 
was her turn or not. So she went off in scad)  

of her hedgehog. 
The  hedgehog wm engagcd in a fight with 

another hedgehog,  which  seemed to Alice an ex- 
cellent opportunity for croqueting one of  them 
with the  other: tho only difficulty was, that lm 
flamingo WRS gone aero85 to the other side Of 

the garden,  where luice could. see it trying  in a 

%le%9 sort of way to fly up into a tree. 
BY the time she had caught the flaming0 

and brought it back, the fight was over,  and 
both the hedgehogf3 werc ont of sight : “ but, it 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE MOCK TURTLE’B STORY. 

“ Yon c d t  think how glad I am to  m YO11 
again, you dear  old thing! ” said the Duchess, as 
she  tucked her a m  affectionately into Alice’s, and 
they  walked off together. 

Alice was very glad to find her in sueh a 
Pleasant  temper, and  thought to hersclf that 
perhaps it was only the peppcr that had m& 
her SO savage  when they met, in the kitchen. 
“When I ’ m  a Duchess,” she said to herself, (not 
in a very hopeful tone though,) “ I  won’t  have 

Pepper in my kitchen at all. Soup does 
\-erY well WithoutMaybe it’s alnays pepper 

! 

! 
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to her : first, because the Duchess was v e y  

ugly, and secondly, becauRe she wa8 exactly the 
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“Ah, well! It means much thc same thing,” 
said thc Duchess, digging her sharp little chin 
into Alice’s shoulder as she addcd, “and the 
moral of that is-‘Take care of the sense, and 
the sounds  will take care of themselves.”’ 

“Bow fond she is of finding morals in 
things ! ” Alice thought to herself. 

“ I  daresay you’re wondering why I don’t 
put my arm round your waist,”  said the Duchess 
after a pause : “the reasou  is, that I’m doubt- 
ful a b u t  the  temper of your flamingo. Shall 
I the  experiment? ” 

“ H e  might bite,” Mice cautiously replied, 
llot feeling at a11 anxious to have thc experi- 
lncnt tried. 

“Very true,” said the Duchess : ‘‘&&goes 
alld mustard  both 1jitc. And the m o d  of th& 
ls-‘Birds of a feather flock together. t ,I 

“Only mustard isn’t a bird,”  Alice w . ~ ~ ~ k e d .  

“Right, said the Duchess : “What 
a clcar way y,,u have of putting things 1’’ 

“ It’s a. lnineral, I thidc,” wid A h .  
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“Of course it is,” said the  Duchew who 
seemed ready to agree to everything that Alice 
said; “there’s a large  mustard-mine n a r  here. 
And the moral of that &--‘The  more there is 
of mine, the lem there  is of  yours.”’ 

“Oh, I 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 
seem to be’-or, if you’d like it put more 
simply-‘Never imagine yomelf  not to be 
otherwise than  what it might appear to  others 
that what you were or might bave ‘been was 
not otherwise that what you had been  would 
have  appeared to them to be  otherwise.’” 

‘‘I think I should understand that better,’’ 
MiCe siid very politely, “if 1 had it written 
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were taken  iuto custody I-,y the  soldiers, who 
of come had to  leave off k ing  amht?a  to do this, 
SO that  by  the end of  half an  hour or SO there 
were no arches left, and all the playem,.  except 
the King, the Queen, and Alice, were in  custody 
and under sentence cf  execution. 

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath,  and 
sajd to Alice, “Have you seen the Mock Turtk 
yet 1 ” 

“ No,” said Alice. “ I don’t  even  know  what a 

Mock Turtle is.” 
“It’s  the  thing Mock Turtle Soup is made 

“ I  never saw  one, or heard of one,”  said  Alice. 
“Come on, then,”  &d the Queen, “ and he shall 

As they walked off together, Alice  heard the 
Khg say in a low  voice, to the company gene- 
rdy ,  “YOU are a11 pardoned.”  “Come, timt's a 
good thing ! ” she said to he,r;iclf,  for  she had felt. 
quite unhappy nt the numhr of executions the 
Queen had ordered. 

hm,” mid the Queen. 

tell YOU his history.” 

1’ 
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in the sea. The master was an old Turtle-we 
used to call  him Tortoise-” 

“Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wiEsn’t 
one 1 ” Alice  asked. 

“We called him Tortoise because he 
US,” said the Mock Turtle  angrily ; “really you 
are  very dull l ” 

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

“ yes, we went to school in  the sea,  though 
you mayn’t believe it-” 

“I never said I didn ’t ! ” interrupted Alice. 
“ Y O U  did,” said the Mock Turtle. 
‘l Hold your tongue 1’’ added  t,he Gryphon,  before 

Alice  could  speak again. ‘Ille  Mock Turtle went On. 
WC had the. hest of educations-in fact, We 

“ 

went to school every day-” 
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“ I  nemr heard of ‘Uglification,’” Alice veri- 

tured to say. “What is it ? ” 
The  Gryphon lifted up  both its paws in m- 

prise. “ Never heard of uglifying ! ” it  exclaimed. 
“YOU know what to beaut@ is, I suppose 1 ” 

‘‘ Yes,” said Alice, doubtfully : “ it means-a- 
make-anything-prettier.” 

‘‘Well then,” the Gryphon went on, “if YOU 
don’t  know what to uglify is, you a 

simpleton.” 
Alice did not feel encouraged to ask =W 

more questions about it, 80 &e turned to the 
Mock Turtle, and said, “What else had YOU a 
learn ? ” 

“Well, there was Mystery:’ the Mock Turtle 
replied, counting off the  subjects on his flappem- 

Mystery, ancient and modcrn, with SeaographY : 
thon  Drawling-the Drawling-master was an old 
conger-eel, that used to  come  once  a  week : he 
taught Drawling, Stretching,  and  Fainting in 
Coils.” 

L‘ 

‘I What WW that like 1 ” said Alice. 
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thought it over a little before she made her next 
remark l‘ Then the eleventh day must haw 
been 8 holiday 1’’ 

“Of COUM it was,” said the Mock Turtle. 
“And. how did you manage on the twelfth!” 

Alice  went on eagerly. 
“That’s enough about leasons,” the Gryphon 

interrupted in a very decided ’ tonc : “tell her 
something  al>out the @mes now-.” 
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(Alice  hegan to say ‘1 T once  tasted-’’ but 
checked  herself hastily, and said, “No, never”)- 
“so you  can  have no idea .what a delightful thing 
a Lobster-Quadrille is I ” 

“ No, indeed,” mid Alice. “What sort of 8 

dance iy i t ? ”  
“Why,” said the Gryphon, “ you first form 

“TWO lines ! ” cricd the Mock Turtle. “ seal@, 
turtles, salmon, and 90 on : then, when you’ve 
cleared all the jelly-fish out of the way-” 

into a line along the sea-shore-” 

“ That generally takes some. time,” intcmpted 
the Gryphon. 

“-you advance twice-” 
“Each with a lobster as a partner ! ” cried t,hc 

Gryphon. 
“Of course,” the Mock Turtle said : “a.dvancc 

twice, set to partners-” 
I< -change lobsters, and retire in mme order,” 

continued the Gryphon. 
“Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went Ont 

“you h o w  the-” 
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What m t t v a  it hotu far W E  go ?” his scaly friend replùd, 
‘ l  There is another  shore, you hmw, upon the other ride. 
The further of from England the nearer is to Frame- 
Then t w n  not pale,  beloved snail, but wme and join the 

dance. 
Will you, won’t you, will y w ,  won’t yo‘o“. will y m  j o h  

the dance? 

Will you, wdt ym, wdl you, won’t yo!&, won’t youjmn 
th,&  dance? ’’ 

“ 7 ,  lhank you, it’s a very intcrcsting dance to 
wakh,” said Alice, feeling very glad that it W% 

over at last.; “and I do so like that curious song 
about the whiting ! ” 

“ Oh, as to  the whiting,” mid the Mock 
Turtle, “ they-you’ve  seen them, of coume 1” 

‘‘ Yes,” said Alice, I‘ I’ve often seen  them at 
&m-” shc checked  herself hastily. 

‘ I  I don’t h o w  where Dinn may be,” said 
the Mock Turtle, I L  but if you’ve seen  them 
80 often, of coume you know what they’re 
like.” 

‘‘ I belicvc m,” Alice rrplicd t,houghtfdy. 
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“ It does th boots and shoes,” the Gryphon 
replied very solemnly. , 

Alice  was thoroughly puzzled. ‘ I  Does the boob 
and shoes ! ” she repeated in a wondering tone. 

“ Why, what are your shoes done with 1” 
said the Gryphon. ’ “ I mean, what makes  them 
80 shiny?” 

Alice  looked  down at them, and considered 5 

little before she gave her answer. “ They’re done 
with blacking, I believe.” 

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

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

“ Soles and eels, of course,” the GryFhon re- 
plied rather  impatiently : f‘ any  shrimp could 
have told you that.’’ 

“ If I’d been the whiting,” mid Alice, who% 
thoughts were still running on the song, “ I’d 
have said to the porpoise, Keep back,  please : 

we don’t want you with US !’ ” 
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“ They were obliged to have him with them,” 
the Mock Turtle said : “no wise fish would go 

c anywhere without a porpoise.” 
“ Wouldn’t it really 3 ”  said  Alice in a tone 

of great surprise. 
“Of come not,” said the Mock Turtle : 

“ why, if a fish came to m e ,  and  told me he 
was ping a journey, I should say ‘With what 
porpoise ? ’ ” 

‘C Don’t you mean ‘purpose?’” said  Alice. 

in an offended tone. And the Gryphon d d d  
“Come, let’s hear some of your advent-.” 

from this morning’’ said Alice a little timidly: 
I‘ but it’s no use g o k ’  back to yeiterday, be- 

“ Explain that,” said the Mock Thle .  
“NO, no ! the adventures firnt:’ said the 

Gryphon an impatient tone : ‘l e x p l ~ t i O ~ s  

i ‘‘ I mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle  replied 

“ I  could tell you  my dventures-~@k 

! 1 was a different pemon then.” 

take such a dreadful time.” 
so Alice begm telling t,hem her adventures 
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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 opened theic.eyes and mouths 
80 very wide, but she gained courage as she 
went  on. Her listeners were perfectly quiet till 
she got to  the  part about her repeating “ you 
are old, Futher William,” to  the Caterpillar,  and 
the words all coming different, and then t h  
Mock Turtle drew a long breath, and mid, ‘‘That’a 
very  curious.” 

‘‘ It’s all about as curious as it can be,” said 
the Gryphon. 

“ It dl came different I ”  the Mock Turtle 
repeated .thoughtfully. “ I should like to h a  
her try and repeat something now.  Tell  her 
to kgin.’’ Hc looked at  the Gryphon as if he 
thought it had some kind of authority. over 
Alice. 

“ Stand up and repeat ‘ ’Tis th voice o j  th 
s%gard: ” said the Gryphon. 

“ the creatures order  one about, and make 
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one repeat lessons!” 
thought Alice, “I 
might just as well 
be at school at 
once.”  However,  she 
got up, and began 
to repeat it, but her 
head was SO full of 
the Lobster - Quad- 
rille, that she hardly 
knew what she W= 

W-, and the 
words came  very 
queer indeed :- 
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“Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock 
Turtle; ‘‘ but it sounds uncommon  nonsense.” 

Alice said nothing : she had sat down again 
with her  face in her hands, wondering if my- 
thing would ever happen in a natural way 
again. 

‘‘I should like to have it cxplained,” said the 
Mock Turtle. 

“ She can’t explain it,” said the Gryphon 
hastily. “Go on with thc  next verse.” 

“But about his . toes?”  the Mock Tude 
persisted. How couid he turn them out  with 
his nose, you know? ” 

It’s  the &st position in dancing,” Alice 
said;  but she was dreadfully puzzled by the 
whole thing, and longed to change the subject. 

“ G O  on with the  next verse,” the Gryphon 
repeated impatiently : “ i t  begins ‘ I  p a s e a  bY 
his garden.’ ” 

fice did not dare to disobey, though she 
felt m e  it would all corne wrong, and she ment 
on in a trembling voice :- 
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('Beautiful &p, so rich and  green, 
Waiting in a hot tureen! 
W7w fw such daintks wmld not stoop? 

Soup of t h  mewing, beautiful Smp!  
Soup of the. evening, beaut$n1 Soup! 

Beau-ootiful SOO-oup ! 
Beau-oot@d SOO-aop 1 

80wop Of the e--e-euening, 
Beaut@&  beautqul Smp ! 

'' Beautifut Soup l Who car@ for j%, 
Game, OT any other dish? 
W b  w h l d  not give all else f w  two p 
enllywmth only of beautiful &'oUp? 
Pennyworth only of heaut$%l Soup? 

Beau.-oatiful 800-oop ! 
Beau-mtzlful SW-oqp ! 

S O O - O T  Of the E-E--eVming, 

Beuut(fu1)  heauti-FUL SOUP !" 
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a c r y  of “The trial’s beginning!” was heard  in 
the distance. 

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

“What trial is it? ” Alice panted as she ran, 
Ilut the Gryphon only answered ‘‘Corne on ! ” and 
ran the faster, while .more and mow fGntlY 
mme, carried on the breeze that followed, them, 
the melancholy words :- 

Y 

i 



C H A P T E R  XI. 

WHO STOLE THE TARTY ? 
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suppose they are the jurors.” She ’ said this 
last mord two or three times over t u  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 a t  all. However, “jury- 
men” would  have  done just  as welL 

The  twelve jurors were dl  writing very 
busily on dates. “What are they doing 1 ” Alice 
whispered to the Gryphon. ‘‘ They can’t have 
anything to put do\r.m yet, before the trial ’S 
hegun.” 

“They’re  putting down their names,” the 
GqThon whispered in reply, “for fear they 
should forget them before the  end of the trial.” 

“Stupid things ! ” Alice began in a loud 
in&gnant voice, but she  stOpped  herself  hastily, 
for the White Rabbit‘ cried out, í L  Silence in the 
court!” and the  King put on his spectacles a d  
looked anxiously round, to make out who WU 

talking. 

Alice COUM see, aS well us if  she  were look- 
ing over their shoulders, that dl & jurors wert: 
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writing down “stupid things ! ” on their slates, 
and she could elren 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  nice 
muddle their slates ’ll be in before the trial’s 
over ! ” thought Alice. 

One of the  jurors  had a pencil that squeaked. 
This, of course, Alice could n,ot stand, and she 
went round the court and got behind him, and 
very soon found an opportunity of t a b g  it 
away. She did it SO quickly that the poor 
little juror (it was Bill, the Lizard)  could  not 
make out a.t all what had become of it; W, 
after hunting all about for it, he was obliged 
to write with one finger for t h o  rest of the 
day ; and  this was of very  little use, it left; 
Il0 mark on the slate. 

“Hrmld, rea,d the accusation ! ” said the 

4 

King. 
on this  the  White Rabbit blew three  blasts 

“n the  trumpet, and then. unrolled the Pach- 
ment scroll, and read :IS follows :- 
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dates on their slates, and  then  added them up, 
and reduced the answer ta shillings and pence. 

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

“ I t  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 Hell,” the  Hatter ‘added as 

an explanation : “I’ve none of my own. I’m a 
hatter.’’ 

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

“Give your  evidence,” said the King; ‘ l  a d  
don’t be nervous, or 1’11 have you cxeeuted on the 
spot” 

This did not seem to encourage the witneaq at 
all : he kept  shifting from one foot to the other, 
looking ~nea~ i ly  at  the Queen, and in his con- 
fusion he bit a large piccc out &.his teaeulj iu- 
stead of the bread-and-butter. 
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crossed the court, ehe said to one of the officers of 
the court, “Bring me the list of the singers in the 
last concert !” on which the wretche.d Hatter 

trembled so, that hc 

shook both his shoes 
OE 

“Give your ovi- 
dence,” the  King re- 
peated angrily, ‘‘or 
111 have you executed, 
whether you’rc ncr- 
vous or not.” 

“I’m a poor man, 
your Majesty,” the 
Hatter began in a - 

trembling voice, “ and 
I hadn’t but  just begun my tea-not  above 
a week or s-d what  with  the bread-and- 
butter  getting so thin-and the twinkling of the 
tea-” 

“ !Che .twinkling of what ? ” said the King. 
“ I t  began with the tea,” the  Hatter rcplied. 
‘‘ Of course twinkling begins with R T ! ’! fiaid 



. 

f 
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The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and 
bread-and-butter, and went down on one knee. 
“I ’m a poor man, your Majesty,” he began. 

“You’re a W~WJ poor speaker,” mid the King. 
Here one of thc guinea-pigs cheered, and was 

immediately suppressed by the officers of the 
court. (As that is rather a hard word, I will just 
explain to you  how it WM done. They had a 
large canvass  bag, which tied up at  the mouth 
with strings : into  this  they slipped the guinca- 
pig, head h t ,  and  then  sat upon it.) 

“I’m glad I’ve seen that done,” thought Alice. 
“ I’ve so often read in the newspapers, a t  the end 
of trials, ‘There was some attempt  at applause, 
which was immediately suppressed by the of ice^^ 
of the court,’ and I never understood what it 
meant till now.” 

(‘If that’s all you know ahout it, you may 

“ I can’t go no lower,” said the  Hatter : “ I ’m 

“Then you may sit down,” the  King replied. 

stand down,” continued the King. 

on the floor, as it ik” 
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Her& the other guinea-pig cheered, and was 
suppressed. 
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Queen added to one of the officers; but the 
Hatter was out of sight before the officer c d d  
get ,to the door. 

“ Call the  next witness ! ” said the King. 
The next witness was the Duchess’ cook. 

She carried the pepper-box in  her hand, and 
Alice guessed who it was, even before she got 
into  the court, by  the way the people near the 
door  began  sneezing all a t  once. 

“Give pow evidence,” said the King. 
“Shan’t,” said the cook. 
The King  looked anxiously at  the White 

Rabbit, who said in a  low  voice, “Your Majesty 
must cross-examine this witness.” 

“Well, if I must, 1 must,” the King said 
with a melancholy air, and, after folding his 
m s  and frowning at  the cook till his eyes 
were nearly out of sight, he said in it deep 
voice, “What  are tarts made of 2 ”  

“Pepper, mostly,” mid the cook. 
‘‘Treacle,’’ said a sleepy voice bchind her. 
“Collar that Dormouse ! ” the Queen shrieked 
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ALICE’S EVIDENCE. 

“HERE ! ” cried Alice, quite forgetting in the 
flurry of the moment how large she had grown 
in the la& few minutes, and she jumped up in 
such a hurry that she tipped over the jury-bx  
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 gold-fish she had 
accidentally upset the week before. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon I ” she exclaimed in 
a tone of great dismay, and began picking them 
up again RPI quickly as she  tmdd, for the m i -  
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“The  trial cannot proceed,” said the  King in 
a very grave voice, “until all the jurymen are 
back in their proper places- all,” he repeated 
with great emphasis, looking hard at  Alice i ~ s  

he said so. 
Alice  looked at  the jury-box, aud saw that, 

in her  haste,  she had put  the Lizard in head 
downwards, and the poor little  thing was 

waving its tail about in a melancholy way, 
being quite unable to move. She soon got it 
out  agaiq and put it right;  “not  that  it  signses 
much,” she said. to herself; “I should think it 
would  be quite m much use in the  trial one 
way up as the other.” 

As soon as the jury had a little recovered 
from the shock of being upset, and their slates 
and pencils  had  been found and handed back 
to them, they set to work very diligently to 
write out a history of the accident, all except 
the Limrd, who  seemed too much. overcome to 

anything but sit with its mouth open, gazing 
UP int’o the roof  of thc court. 
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At t.his moment the King, who had been for 
some time busily writing in his note-book,  called 
out “ Silence ! ” and read out from his book, 
“Rule Forty-two. All persons more than a mile 
high to leave the court.” 

Everybody looked at  Alice. 
‘ I  I ’& not a mile high,” aaid  Alice. 

You are,’’ said the King. 
“Nearly two miles  high,” added the Queen. 
“Well, I shan’t  go, a t  any rate,” said Alice ; 

“besides, that’s not a regular rule : you invented 
it just now.” 

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

“Then it ought to be Number One,” aaid Alice. 
The King turned pale, and  shut his note- 

book hastily. “Consider your verdict,” he said to 
the  jury, in a low trembling voice. 

“ There’s  more evidence to come yet, please 
your Majesty,” said the  White Rabbit, jumping 
up in a great hurry; ‘I. this paper has just been 
pickccl up.” 
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“What ’S in it ?” mid  the  Queen. 
‘‘I haven’t  opened it yet,”  said the White 

Rabbit, “but it seem to be a letter,  written by 
the prisoner to-to somebody.” 

“I t  must have been that,” said the R i g ,  
“unless it was written to nobody,  which  isn’t 
usual, you know.” 

jurymen. 
“It isn’t directed at all,” said the White 

Rabbit ; ‘‘in fact,  there’s nothing written on the 
outside.” He unfolded the paper as he spoke ,  and 
added, “It isn’t a letter after all : ith a set of 

verses.” 

“Who is it directed to 1 ”  said one of the 

“Are ‘they in the prisoner’s handwriting ? ” 
%ked another of the jurymen. 

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

hand,” said the King. (The jury all brightened 
up again.) 

“He must have  imitated somebody 

l 
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“Please your Majesty,” said the Knave, “ I  
didn’t write it, and  they can’t  prove I did : there’s 
no name signed at the end.” 

“If you 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 waa a general clapping of hands at this : 
it was the first really clever thing  the  King had 
said that day. 

“That proves his guilt,” said the Queen. 
It proves nothing of the sort ! ” said 

Alice. “Why, you don  ’t even know what  they ’re 
about ! ” 

“Read them,” said the  King. 
The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. 

‘ ‘mere  shall I begin,  please your Majesty ? ”  
he asked. 

“&gin at  the beginning,” the King said, 
gravely, “and go on till you come to tho end: 
then stop.” 

These were the verses  t.he White Rabbit read :- 
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" Thy told me you had ban to her, 
And mmtwned me to him: 

She gave me a pcd character, 

B71t said I could not swim. 
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“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 one of them can explain it,” said 
Alice, (she had ,,own so largc in thc last fcw 
minutes that she  wasn’t a bit  afraid of intempt- 
h g  him,) “I’ll givc him sixpence. 1 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 m atom of meaning 
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in 
the 

it: but none of 

I paper. 
“If  there’s no 

them  attempted to explain 

meaning in it,”  said  the 
Ring,  “that saves a world of trouble;  you 
know, as we needn’t t,ry 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  eye ; “ I  seem to see  some  meaning in 
the,m, after all. ‘ -said I could not swim-’ 
YOU can’t swim, ca,n you ? ”  he  added,  turning 
to the Knave. 

The Knave shook his head  sadly. “DO I 
look like it 2 ” he said.  (Which  he  certainly 
?id xot, being made entirely of cardboard.) 

“All right, so far,” said the King, and he 
went on muttering over the verne8 to himself: 

W e  know it to be tme-’ that’s the j u y ,  of 

Course- ‘I gave her one, they  gave him tw+---) 

Why, that must he what he did with the 
You know-” 

“ ‘ 

“But it goes on 1 they aII vetzrrmed frm 
him to YOU,’” said Alice. 

B B  
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“Why, there they 
l are ! ” said the King. 

triumphantly, pointing 
to the tarta on the 
table. “Nothing can  be 
clearer than that. Then 
again-‘before she had 
this fit-’ you never 
had fits, my dear, 1 
think 1” he  said to  the 
Queen. 

j&l)& “Never I ” said  the 
-7 Queen furiously, throw- 

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, th‘at  was t,rickliig down his face, aa 
long as it lasted.) 

“Then the words  don’t jiit you,” said the 
Ring, looking round the COL with a smile. 
There was a dead  silence. 

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

“No, no ! ” said the Queen. “ Sentence firnt- 
Verdict  afterwards.” 

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

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

“I won’t ! ” said Alice. 
“Off with  her  head!”  the Queen shouted at 

the top of her yoice.  Nobody  ‘moved. 
“Who car= for YOU ? ”  said Alice, (she had 

@m to her f d l  size by this time.) 
nothing but a pzck of rmds!” 
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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 them off, and  found  herself 
lying on the bank, with her  head  in  the lap of 
her sister, who waa gently brushing  away some 
dead leaves that had  fluttered down  from the 
trees on to her face. 

‘‘ Wake up, Aliee dear ! ” said her sister; 

“Oh, I’ve had such tz curious dream ! ” mid 
Alice, and  she’ told her sister, a8 well as she 
could remember them, all these  strange  Adven- 
tures of hers that you have just been 
about;  and when  she had finished, her sister 
kissed  her, and said, “It was a curions d m ,  
dem, certainly : but now run in to Your h; 

it’s getting late: so  Alice got up and ran off, 
thinking while she ran, as well  she m@$ what 
a wonderful dream it had been. 

“ why, what a long sleep  you’ve  had ! ” 



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 waa her 
dream :- 

First, she dreamed of little Alice herself:- 
once again the  tiny hands were  clasped,  upon 
her  knee, and the bright eager  eyes  were  look- 
ing up into hers-she  could  hear the v e r y  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 s t i l l  aS 

she  listened, or seemed to listen, the whole 
place around her became alive with the strange 
creaturcs of her little &ter’s  dream. 
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shepherd boy-and the sneeze of the baby, the 
shriek of the Gryphon, and all  the other queer 
uoises, would change (she knew) to the con- 
fused elamour of the busy farm-yard-while the 
lowing of the cattle in  the distance would take 
the place o i  the Mock Turtle’s heavy sobs. 

Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same 
little sister of hem  would, in the after-time, he 
herself a grown woman; and how  she  would 
keep, through  all her riper yearn, the simple and 
loving heart of her childhood : and how she 
would gather about her other  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 dl their simple sorrows, and find  a 
pleasure in all their simple  joys,  remembering 
her o m  child-lie,  and the happy summer days. 


