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VII

Introduction

Dodgson and Dalí
M A R K  B U R S T E I N

A work of art incorporating rebelliousness, revolution, paradox; distor-
tions of space and time, logic, size, and proportion; disbelief in conven-
tional reality; assimilation of dreams, wordplay, and the ineffable nature 
of childhood: What do we first think of when we hear these words? Alice’s 
Adventures in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll jumps to mind, as do the wild 
imaginings of the surrealists, of whom the archetype is Salvador Domingo 
Felipe Jacinto Dalí i Domènech (1904– 1989), known to the world simply 
as Salvador Dalí. The pairing of Carroll’s book and Dalí, certainly in the 
mind of whoever at Random House commissioned the painter to illus-
trate the book in 1969, could not be considered coincidental— or more 
fortuitous.

In this year, the, forgive me, “sesquicenTenniel” (150th anniversary) 
of the publication of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland,1 what more fitting 
tribute could there be than to take the final text that appeared in Carroll’s 

1 Sir John Tenniel (1820– 1914) was the original illustrator of the Alice books.
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lifetime (the “Eighty- sixth Thousand” Macmillan edition, 1897), which 
is generally considered by Carrollians (and Carroll himself) to be the 
most authentic and correct,2 and pair it with the splendid contemporary  
illustrations of Salvador Dalí, heretofore unavailable in any but an 
extra ordinarily rare and expensive edition? This way we can preserve a 
nineteenth- century flavor as you, the twenty- first- century reader, enjoy 
the imagery of one of the most significant of twentieth- century artists.

The connections between Carroll and Dalí, even though they lived in 
different eras, are numerous and significant, and mathematics provides 
part of that bridge.

Although the outrageousness of Reverend Charles Lutwidge Dodgson 
(1832– 1898), who came up with the pen name Lewis Carroll in 1856, was 
limned within a conventional fairy tale (ostensibly for children), the sur-
realists deliberately sought outrage and provocation in their art and lives 
and questioned the nature of reality. For both Carroll and the surrealists, 
what some call madness could be perceived by others as wisdom.

Even the creative processes of Carroll and the surrealists were similar. 
The surrealists practiced automatism in their writing and drawing; Car-
roll called the initial telling of the tale to Alice Liddell and her sisters as he 
rowed up the Isis (Thames) on July 4, 1862, “effortless,” saying that

every such idea and nearly every word of the dialogue, came of 
itself . . . when fancies unsought came crowding thick upon [me], 
or at times when the jaded Muse was goaded into action more be-
cause she had to say something than that she had something to say.3

In addition, collages were a serious apparatus in the surrealists’ arse-
nal; Carroll invented the term portmanteau— combining words— and 
produced “Jabberwocky,” the most famous example of pure neologistic 
nonsense in the English language (or close to it, anyway). His bestiary 
of mome raths, toves, and Bread- and- butter- flies, also from Through the 

2 We have retained Carroll’s preferred spellings of ca’n’t, sha’n’t, and wo’n’t, use of long dou-
ble- em dashes, idiosyncratic use of colons and semicolons, inconsistent punctuation within or 
outside quotation marks, and archaic hyphenation (e.g., down- stairs, to- night,).

3 “Alice on the Stage,” The Theatre, April 1887.
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Looking- Glass, could easily have been products of the surrealists’ game of 
Exquisite Corpse.4

Although Carroll himself counted many of the Pre- Raphaelites among 
his friends and was accepted as a member of the movement, mostly be-
cause of his photography, his writings certainly must be considered pre-
cursors of and muses to the surrealists.

André Breton’s Qu’est- ce que le surréalisme? (1934) stated unequivo-
cally that “Carroll est surréaliste en non- sens”; in Le Surréalisme et la pein-
ture (1928), he described Picasso as demonstrating that “the mind talks 
stubbornly to us of a future continent, and that everyone has the power 
to accompany an ever more beautiful Alice to Wonderland.”5 Among a 
host of other literary examples, Louis Aragon translated Carroll’s quint-
essential nonsense poem The Hunting of the Snark in 1929; Max Ernst 
illustrated the Snark twice (1950, 1968) as well as Carroll’s Symbolic Logic 
(Logique sans peine, 1966). In the visual arts, generations of surrealists 
have also paid overt or covert homage to Carroll (and occasionally John 
Tenniel) in such paintings as Balthus’s Alice dans le miroir (1933), Doro-
thea Tanning’s Jeux d’enfants (1942) and Eine Kleine Nachtmusik (1943), 
René Magritte’s Alice au pays des Merveilles (1946), and Ernst’s Alice in 
1939, Alice in 1941, Pour les amis d’Alice (1957), and Alice envoie un message 
aux poissons (1964). In “Where Do We Go From Here,” a symposium at 
the Philadelphia Museum College of Art in March of 1961, Marcel Du-
champ said, “I am convinced that, like Alice in Wonderland, [the young 
artist of tomorrow] will be led to pass through the looking- glass of the 
retina, to reach a more profound expression.”6

Surrealism’s initial objective was to make accessible to art the realms of 
the unconscious, the irrational, and the imaginary, and its influence soon 

4 The game of Exquisite Corpse was a method to inspire creativity and serendipity through 
a collectively assembled gathering of words or images. Each collaborator added something in 
sequence, either by following a rule (in the case of prose) or by being allowed to see only the 
end of what the previous person contributed (in the case of a drawing), akin to the old chil-
dren’s game in which one child draws a head, folds it over, passes it to the next player to draw 
the torso, and so forth.

5 André Breton, Surrealism and Painting, trans. Simon Watson Taylor (New York: MFA, 
2002), 6.

6 First published in Studio International 189 (January- February 1975).



x I NTRO D U cTI O N

went far beyond the visual arts and literature, embracing music, film, the-
ater, philosophy, and popular culture.

As have the Alice books.
Dali’s surrealist endeavors began in 1929 when he painted The Lugu-

brious Game. Although he was formally ousted by the surrealists (in the 
person of André Breton) in 1939 because of their belief that his com-
mercialism betrayed their cause, his painting style, which showcases his 
academic training in its precise, quasi- photographic realism, continued to 
weave dreams and hallucinations into “enigmagic” canvases for the rest 
of his life.

But before we turn to his work on Wonderland, another Carrollian con-
nection should be addressed. Dalí spent eight months in residence at the 
Walt Disney Studios in late 1945 and in 1946. He and future Disney Leg-
end studio artist John Hench were storyboarding a short film to be called 
Destino, described by Dalí as “a magical exposition of the problem of life 
in the labyrinth of time,” somewhat in the Fantasia genre.7 Since this was 
concurrent with the studio’s early work on what would be released in 1951 
as Alice in Wonderland, one must naturally inquire whether Dalí’s pres-
ence there influenced that film.8 Certainly surreal elements pervade the 
animated classic; one example is Alice’s falling down the rabbit hole while 
tumbling past warped interiors that suggest “melting” Victorian architec-
ture, and another is the final nightmare chase. But if it could be argued 
that Dalí did have an influence on it, it was indirectly, through his col-
laborator John Hench’s art direction and stylistic work on the Alice film.9

Of all his diverse techniques, printmaking showed Dalí at perhaps his 
most virtuosic. The artist made more than fifteen hundred prints during 
the course of his lifetime, and it is to them we turn in considering the 

7 John Canemaker, “THE NEW SEASON/FILM: The Lost Cartoon by Disney and Dalí, Fel-
low Surrealists,” The New York Times (September 7, 2003).

8 British author Aldous Huxley was simultaneously hired to write a screenplay treatment 
of Wonderland, but his version was eventually rejected.

9 Dalí and Hench’s collaboration was the subject of a 1999 play, Lobster Alice, by Kira Obo-
lensky. As for Destino, of which only seventeen seconds of an animation test but a multitude of 
sketches and paintings are in existence, it was re- created under the guidance of Roy E. Disney 
and released in 2003 to great critical acclaim, winning many festival awards and being nomi-
nated for an Oscar. It is available on the Fantasia & Fantasia 2000 Special Edition Blu- ray DVD 
(2010) and on YouTube.
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 making of the sumptuous, elegant edition of Wonderland that was pub-
lished under the Maecenas Press imprint of Random House in 1969. It 
contained twelve heliogravures of original gouaches and one signed en-
graving, and was distributed as one of the publisher’s Books of the Month.10 
The twelve chapters were printed in France, collected into folded portfo-
lios, and housed in a clamshell box eighteen and a half inches (forty- seven 
centimeters) tall. Only twenty- seven hundred were printed, and they 
command very high prices today.

Dalí’s drippy, trippy, hypersaturated pictures are far removed from the 
photo(sur)realism we associate with him; they feature an enigmatic icon 
of an Alice whose arms form part of a circle that is completed by what 
could be a jump rope, a mirror, or the edge of a rabbit hole. Although Dalí 
referred to it as a rope in his 1936 triptych Landscape with Girl Skipping 
Rope, its hermeneutic ambiguity was certainly intentional. (And in none 
of the representations is the girl wearing anything that would remotely 
permit her to actually jump rope, even in a dream.)

This image was a rather significant, if long unused, trope for Dalí, 
which first appeared as a sketch (later completed as a painting, The Nos-
talgic Echo) that was used as a frontispiece in a book consisting of Paul 
Éluard’s prose poem Nuits partagées (“Shared Nights”), published by Guy 
Lévis- Mano’s GLM imprint in 1935.11 In two of the book’s engravings— and 
the subsequent painting— was a background silhouette of a tall  steeple 
with a bell, and from this image evolved the silhouette of a girl in a long 
pleated dress, her outstretched arms forming a circle above her head, in 
the foreground.12

Certainly this figure was influenced by the girl with a hoop in Giorgio de 
Chirico’s Mystère et mélancolie d’une rue (1914), which echoes the primacy 
of shadows and anonymity, all within a dreamlike landscape. Another 
influence may have been a painting by James McNeill Whistler entitled 
Harmony in Yellow and Gold (1873), whose subject, the young vaudevillian 

10 Heliogravure, also known as photogravure, is an intaglio printing technique invented 
in the early nineteenth century by Joseph Nicéphore Niepce in France and later perfected by 
others. It is rarely used today.

11 “Shared Nights” is a most interesting title, since Dalí’s wife, Gala, had been married to 
Éluard and in fact, had been living for several years in a ménage à trois with Éluard and Max 
Ernst, who also illustrated some of Carroll’s works.

12 The morphing of the bell’s shadow into the girl is animated in Destino.



Figure 1. The Nostalgic Echo (sketch), 1935



xIIIINTRODUcTION

Connie Gilchrist— a favorite actress, friend, and possible model for Lewis 
Carroll— is seen in her skipping- rope dance routine.13

The icon, emblematic rather than human, is also manifested in many 
of Dalí’s paintings through the mid- 1940s but does not seem to have 
caught his attention again for a quarter century, after which he very much 
associated it with Alice.14 In a sculpture titled Alice in Wonderland  created 

13 There exists a photograph of Gilchrist at the Art Institute of Chicago, said to be by Dodg-
son, but many dispute that claim. His diary entry for April 15, 1877, tells of his desire to pho-
tograph her.

14 The figure appears in the fully realized eponymous painting (1935) as well as in 
Morphological Echo [1] (1936); Landscape with a Girl Skipping Rope (1936); Suburbs of a 
Paranoiac- Critical Town, Afternoon on the Outskirts of European History (1936); Industrial 
Life— Prémonition de la guerre civile (1937); Perspectives (1937); Female Figure with Head of 
Flowers (1937); Shirley Temple, the Youngest, Most Sacred Monster of the Cinema in Her Time 
(1939); and Paranoia (Surrealist Figures) (1944). Dalí’s cover for the June 1939 issue of Vogue 

Figure 2. Landscape with Girl Skipping Rope, 1936
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in 1977 and released in 1984, the girl is older than the literary Alice (who 
was seven years old in the tale), and is depicted as preadolescent with 
budding breasts (what the surrealists called the femme- enfant) and roses 
instead of a face. A number of lithograph series from 1979 also bear the 
figure: in the background of Enigma of the Rose and as the main focus 
(with flowers instead of a head) in Alice in Wonderland, Surreal Passage, 
Transcendent Passage, and Dream Passage.

Whatever the mysterious figure means, it seems to embody cyclical 
movement, transformation, metaphor, and mystery.

Carroll’s lack of descriptive text, a consequence of his close art direction 
of the illustrator, Punch cartoonist John Tenniel, has given artists tremen-
dous interpretive license throughout the years. Dalí’s work seems not so 
much to translate a literary text into another medium as to provide a com-
plementary experience, one in which Alice herself is not really involved 
and very few characters are depicted.

In the foreground of the frontispiece is a seated figure whose long hair 
and cane could argue for it being a representation of the artist himself.

The founder of the Sociedade Lewis Carroll do Brasil, artist Adriana 
Peliano, adds her perspective:

Dalì simulated delirium, speculating on the propriety of the un-
interrupted becoming of every object upon which he carried out 
his paranoid activity. Dalì’s counterfeit paranoia, the “paranoiac- 
critical method,” allowed him to reorder the world according to 
his inner obsessions. The limits between the real and the imagined 
became ambiguous. And his paintings began to represent a space 
in which everything that can be seen is potentially something 
else. Wonder, dreams, and the unconscious serve as the stages for 
metamorphoses, where the objects, symbols of irrational desires, 
are subjected to sudden mutations, an uninterrupted becoming. 
Clocks, mushrooms, caterpillars, butterflies, cards, shapes are con-
stantly being diluted, blending and transforming. Wanderer in a 

shows both the girl with a rope and, in the foreground, a girl with flowers instead of a head, 
which were merged in his later Alice sculpture and lithographs.



Figure 3. Alice in Wonderland sculpture, 1984

dream world, Alice is stunned to discover that everything is in a 
constant creative flux.15

Art historian Victoria Sears Goldman opines:

Unsettling shadows and odd juxtapositions make for sinister and 
sometimes frightening images. His Mad Tea- Party is not an intel-
ligible image at first glance. But slowly the individual images come 
together and the scene becomes apparent. The Tea- Party floats 
ambiguously and is interspersed with dots and oversized insects; 
the latter are, curiously, the only realistically rendered images. 
The pocket watch, central to the Tea- Party in the text, is cleverly 

15 Adriana Peliano, “The Hunting of Alice in Seven Fits,” Knight Letter 87 (Winter 2011): 28.
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 conceived by Dalí as an oversized drooping clock, thus surely allud-
ing to his Persistence of Memory [1931].

The background of his illustrations consists of vast, seemingly 
infinite expanses, mountains, and a few scattered trees, and is per-
haps more suitably considered a surrealistic backdrop than a veri-
table landscape. . . . Yet these are dreams that, surreal as they are, 
are tinged with innocence and even nostalgia.16

Dalì’s fascination with mathematics gives him another commonality 
with Lewis Carroll, who was in real life a mathematical lecturer at Christ 
Church, Oxford, and who wrote dozens of mathematical texts. These in-
clude a major algebra book, An Elementary Treatise on Determinants (1867); 
one of the first popular books on recreational mathematics, A Tangled Tale 
(1885); Curiosa Mathematica (1890); Symbolic Logic (1896); and count-
less articles (even one on the Fourth Dimension),17 pamphlets, and let-
ters. Carroll also wove concepts from mathematics and logic throughout 
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking- Glass, of course, 
ideas clearly explicated for the modern reader by Martin Gardner in his 
groundbreaking work The Annotated Alice.18 Gardner also mentions the 
following in his autobiography:

Dalí had an intense interest in mathematics. His [The Sacrament of 
the] Last Supper [1955] swarms with proportions in golden ratio. He 
produced paintings of landscapes that become faces when  rotated 

16 Victoria Sears Goldman, “Evolution of a Dream- Child: Images of Alice and Changing Con-
ceptions of Childhood, Part V: The Late Nineteen Sixties,” Knight Letter 79 (Winter 2007): 7

17 Lewis Carroll, “On the Introduction of a 4th Co- ordinate into Algebraic Geometry” 
(1859), unpublished in his lifetime, but among his mathematical papers at Princeton Univer-
sity. He also owned a copy of Edwin Abbott’s Flatland: A Romance of Many Dimensions (1884). 
In the introduction to Flatland: An Edition with Notes and Commentary (Cambridge University 
Press, 2009) by William Lindgren and Thomas Banchoff, the authors speculate that Abbott’s 
work may have been influenced by his reading Carroll’s “Dynamics of a Parti- cle” (1865), a 
humorous account of a love affair between a pair of linear creatures moving across a plane sur-
face. For more, see Robin Wilson, Lewis Carroll in Numberland: His Fantastical Mathematical 
Logical Life (New York: W. W. Norton, 2008).

18 First published by Clarkson Potter in 1960, the work has been updated three times since, 
the latest being Martin Gardner, The Annotated Alice: The 150th Anniversary Deluxe Edition 
(New York: W. W. Norton, 2015), under my editorship and art direction.
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ninety degrees, and anamorphic art that comes to life when viewed 
in a cylindrical or conical mirror. He did paintings in duplicate that 
become three- dimensional when viewed in mirrors that blend the 
two pictures.19

Professor Banchoff will now elaborate further.

The Math Connection
T H O M A S  B A N c H O F F

Salvador Dalí created many images that were inspired by ideas from sci-
ence and mathematics as well as literature and philosophy. He paid great 
attention to the major scientific events of his lifetime and very much ap-
preciated being taken seriously by professional scientists and mathemati-
cians, as chronicled in the film The Dalí Dimension, produced in 2004, the 
centenary of the artist’s birth.20

Examples of Dalí’s way of creating mathematically based artwork that 
will be discussed here are a series of religious paintings starting in the 
1950s, a proposal for a hundred- meter horse, and the illustrations for 
 Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland in 1969.

When I met Dalí for the first time, in the spring of 1975, he had just com-
pleted a set of experiments in process holography.21 He decided to experi-
ment with stereoscopic effects in his oil paintings, and he wanted more 
information, having read an article in the Washington Post that described 
stereoscopic computer- animated geometric films of objects projected 
from a spatial fourth dimension, which I had made in collaboration with 
computer scientist Charles Strauss, a colleague at Brown University. The 

19 Martin Gardner, Undiluted Hocus- Pocus (Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 
2013), 166. Gardner was also the “Mathematical Games” columnist for Scientific American 
from 1957 to 1980, and as such he was another resource for Dalí’s fascination with mathemat-
ics. As mentioned in that book, he and Dalí met for lunch on two occasions.

20 The Dali Dimension: Decoding the Mind of a Genius, directed by Joan Úbeda, Susi Mar-
quès, and Eli Pons, 2004, DVD (MVD Visual).

21 A process hologram is made by projecting a short film onto a plastic cylinder so that the 
viewer sees the different scenes while walking around the object. 
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picture in the newspaper showed me holding my cardboard model of the 
unfolded four- dimensional cross with an inset of Dalí’s painting Crucifix-
ion (Corpus Hypercubus)— a surprising combination of art, geometry, and 
philosophy— in the background. Dalí contacted us and invited us to meet 
him in New York City for a discussion. We didn’t know what to expect, but 
we decided to go and find out.

The setting was not at all academic but rather a gathering in the cock-
tail lounge of the St. Regis Hotel, where Dalí more or less “held court.” As 
his acquaintances arrived, he greeted them in French, English, or Spanish, 
and they joined a widening semicircle of people seated in front of small 
cocktail tables. Charles and I were given the best seats, next to the master.

Dalí asked about our methods for creating and projecting stereoscopic 
films, and I was immediately impressed with his level of understanding 
of the technology involved. When someone suggested using stereoscopic 
holograms, Dalí impatiently said that the technology was nowhere near to 
being able to achieve that. He liked using a small plastic viewer to look at 
the stereo slides we had brought, depicting wire- frame objects projected 
from four- dimensional space into three- dimensional space, but he ex-
pressed disappointment that we had not brought any of our films with us.

He was, however, quite taken by the cardboard model featured in the 
newspaper article, representing an unfolded four- dimensional polyhe-
dron, related to my PhD dissertation. He enjoyed manipulating it and 
making it gyrate. He looked at me and said, “I may have this?” It wasn’t 
exactly a question. I said he could take it since I could make another 
one. He explained that he had just founded a new museum in Figueres 
in Catalonia and wanted to display this object with the wooden model he 
had used to create Corpus Hypercubus. That idea pleased me very much; 
I recalled the first time I saw the painting in the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art, in 1955, a year after the painting was created. I was seventeen at 
the time, and I wrote in my journal, “Salvador Dalí’s Crucifixion is impres-
sive.” I could not have realized at that time how significant it would be 
in my life.

I figured that if Dalí was going to ask me questions, I could ask him 
some. So I asked him what the inspiration for that painting was. “Meta-
physics,” he answered, and when I asked if he could be more specific, he 
said, “Ramon Llull.”
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It took me a moment to understand his words, and I said, “You mean 
“Raymond Lull, the medieval mystic and polymath?”

“Yes,” he responded, “from Catalonia, like Dalí.” He was surprised that 
I knew about him, but I had just recently encountered Lull in a Religious 
Studies course I was auditing at Brown on “The History of the Church 
in Spain and Italy in the Twelfth and Thirteenth Centuries.” For my own 
part, I was surprised that his inspiration was so classical. I had expected 
he would say that he had seen a mathematical diagram of the unfolded 
hypercube in a magazine article or a geometry book.

We had a brief conversation about Lull’s two- dimensional diagrams in 
geometry and logic. He then mentioned another Catalonian, the architect 
of El Escorial, Juan de Herrera, a sixteenth- century follower of Lull’s phi-
losophy who wrote a discourse on the cubic form in order to take Lull’s 
two- dimensional ideas into a third dimension. Dalí was proud to be con-
tinuing that Catalonian tradition by elevating Lull’s vision into a spatial 
fourth dimension.

Figure 4. Thomas Banchoff at the St. Regis with Dalí, 1975



Figure 5. Crucifixion (Corpus Hypercubus), 1954
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Dalí really wanted to see our films, and I promised to return to New York 
two weeks later, which turned out to be an opportunity to meet his wife, 
Gala, perfectly coiffed and with thirteen rings on her fingers. When we 
looked at the films using glasses with polarized lenses, Dalí was a bit dis-
appointed that the stereo effect was not greater, and we discussed the 
kinds of objects for which the effect would be most pronounced.

At this meeting Dalí introduced me to Eleanor and A. Reynolds Morse, 
whose collection of his works later formed the basis of the Salvador Dalí 
Museum in St. Petersburg, Florida. The library of that museum tried to 
re- create the collection of books that Dalí had used as an art student, and 
on one of my visits there I found a book that revealed the source of the 
main image in Corpus Hypercubus: a 1750 treatise called Traité de perspec-
tive a l’usage des artistes by Edme- Sebastien Jeaurat. One of the main ex-
ercises in that volume was the perspective drawing of a thickened cross 

Figure 6. Thomas Banchoff lecturing with hypercube model, 2014
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shape viewed from different angles: straight in front, lying down, or ro-
tated sideways. One page showed the view Dalí chose for his first major 
religious painting, The Christ of St. John of the Cross in 1952. Another page 
was especially dramatic: a standard view of an upright cross overlapping a 
cross rotated sideways, forming the shape of an unfolded hypercube! I am 
sure that when Dalí saw a sketch of that shape in a geometric discussion, 
he recalled that exercise. (Unfortunately, by the time I found that image it 
was too late to ask him.)

The following spring we received another invitation to come to New York 
and to bring our new work. At that time we were experimenting with 
video, and we had to bring our own tape player with us since the standards 
had not yet been regularized. At that meeting Dalí gave me a book of his 
paintings, which included a sketch of St. George and the Dragon, signed 
“Pour mon ami Banchoff— Salvador Dalí 1976.”

On this visit, I had a chance to see him at work in the St. Regis suite 
he had arranged as a studio. He was putting the final touches on a portrait 
of Abraham Lincoln that became clear only when viewed from a distance 
of twenty meters (sixty- five and a half feet).22 It was based on a computer- 
disenhanced photograph that represented the portrait as about a hundred 
gray squares, produced at AT&T Bell Laboratories and featured in a No-
vember 1973 Scientific American article. Dalí was inspired to bring the 
idea into a new setting, with colored cubes built to frame a nude image of 
Gala looking out a window at the Mediterranean Sea. In order to simulate 
viewing the picture from a distance of twenty meters, Dalí would look 
through a pair of opera glasses from the wrong end, go up to the canvas 
and add some color to one or more squares, then step back for another 
“long- distance view.” At the top of that painting is a faint picture of Dalí’s 
The Christ of St. John of the Cross.

This, I began to realize, was typical of the way Dalí worked. He chose 
an image that intrigued him and made it his own by treating it in an en-
tirely different way.

22 Salvador Dalí, Gala Contemplating the Mediterranean Sea Which at Twenty Meters Be-
comes the Portrait of Abraham Lincoln (Homage to Rothko), 1976.
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In succeeding years I was able to watch him work on another stereo-
scopic effort, an exercise in retinal rivalry involving two paintings by Ra-
phael, who was one of his lifelong inspirations. The two paintings, The 
School of Athens (1511) and The Fire at the Borgo (1514), had nothing in 
common except the virtually identical semielliptical frames around them. 
They stood on side- by- side easels, and the viewing apparatus fed one 
image to the left eye and the other to the right eye. If both eyes of the 
viewer were of similar strength, the image inside the brain would flit from 
one eye to the other, with the brain trying to make sense of the experi-
ence. Later on, for a point of reference for the viewer, Dalí included a set 
of vertical rectangles with primary colors and partial overlapping so the 
images would fuse for a realistic image of the geometric object, leaving 
the purposeful ambiguity of the slightly altered Raphael paintings to con-
fuse the brain of the viewer.

Figure 7. “Pour mon ami Banchoff”
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Other stereo effects were built on earlier experiments in perspective dis-
tortion. One of the icons at the Dalí Museum in St. Petersburg, Florida, 
is the picture of The Ghost of Vermeer of Delft That Can Be Used as a Table 
(1934). Another similar distortion shows Dalí in the act of painting a 
woman’s figure with a stretched leg, to be viewed in stereo (Dali Lifting 
the Skin of the Mediterranean Sea to Show Gala the Birth of Venus, 1977), 
which was featured on the brochure for an opening of an exhibition of his 
stereoscopic paintings at the Guggenheim in New York City. At this event 
Dalí and I sat to the side in order to discuss some work that Charles and 
I had done on a collaborative project Dalí had suggested, a one- hundred- 
meter horse.

As you came out of a museum doorway you would see the proposed 
statue looking down at you, giving the appearance of a perfectly propor-
tioned animal until you walked around to the side and realized that only 
the head was of the right size. The shoulders would be much larger, some-
what in the distance, and the rump much larger still, a football field away. 
Only from one position would the statue appear undistorted. Dalí had 
shipped a plaster model up to Providence, and Charles was able to make a 
sketchy digitization so we could show Dalí the views from different posi-
tions, including one from inside the horse. That was in 1980. Dalí signed 
and dated the sketch (with magic marker on cardboard).

In 1981 there was a new set of drawings because Dalí had changed 
the scale— now the horse would be a hundred kilometers long, with the 
shoulders about a hundred meters away and the rump on a distant moun-
taintop. The sketch, by one of Dalí’s assistants, showed Toledo, Spain, in 
the background.

The following year I saw Dalí at the Hotel Meurice in Paris, where he 
was staying in virtual seclusion with Gala. He wasn’t seeing anyone, I was 
told, but he wanted to talk to me about the horse project. It had under-
gone another scale change, this time with the head nearby, the shoulders 
on the mountaintop, and the rump on the moon! You had to be standing 
in the right place at the right time to view the horse undistorted. It wasn’t 
necessary to change any of the computer graphics representation, just the 
scale factor.

When I told this story to my students in the interdisciplinary seminar 
at Brown on “Exploring the Fourth Dimension,” I should have told them 



Figure 8. The Ghost of Vermeer of Delft Which Can Be Used As a Table, 1934
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Figure 9. Dalí Lifting the Skin of the Mediterranean Sea to Show Gala the Birth of 
Venus, 1977

that this sculpture would never be constructed, but you don’t say things 
like that to students. For their final project, three of my first- year students 
produced a papier- maché statue of a pony in three pieces, and each mem-
ber of the class in turn could take exactly the right position to appreciate 
the perfectly proportioned animal, only to have the illusion broken imme-
diately upon going to the side of the three- piece sculpture. The real horse 
sculpture will never be built, alas, but it definitely makes a good story.



Figure 10. Two drawings of the horse
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At each of our yearly meetings, Dalí talked about the project he was cur-
rently working on; we never really got to discuss completed projects or 
other ones that were in the planning stage. I was rather surprised later 
on to realize that during this period he had completed a second painting 
in honor of Raymond Lull, using one of the images that was popular in 
manuals on perspective that he had used in his studies in Spain.23 He also 
did not talk about yet another stereo painting, The Christ of Gala (1978), 
in which the viewer seems to be looking at a crucifix laid flat on the floor, 
another perspective representation of the cross shapes from the volume 
Dalí had consulted as a student.

Nor did he discuss any of the commissions he received to provide se-
ries of illustrations for numerous literary works like Giovanni Boccaccio’s 
Decameron, Don Quixote, the novels of the Marquis de Sade, or the plays 
of William Shakespeare. In particular we never discussed the series of 
thirteen illustrations for Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland or the thirty- two 
plates he did for a new edition of the Bible about the same time. It would 
have been interesting to see how he went about the process of creating 
series of illustrations.

When Dalí faced the challenge of producing illustrations for Alice’s Ad-
ventures in Wonderland, it is clear that he wanted to have something to 
hold the story together, and that was the figure of Alice herself, the only 
character appearing in all the chapters. He already had an iconic figure 
available: an image of a girl skipping rope, first created in 1935 and last 
used in 1944. In all these representations, the figure has approximately 
the same pose, with a shadow of approximately the same relative length. 
Twenty- five years later, Dalí chose this image to represent Alice. He had 
the opportunity to vary the image of the girl by posing her from different 
viewpoints and with shadows of various lengths cast from several different 
virtual light sources. That exercise resonates well with his experiments in 
exaggerated perspective, both in single images and in stereo pairs.

In 1983 I visited Dalí in Púbol, the castle that he had bought for Gala and 
where he retired after she died. He was under the care of nurses, who 

23 Salvador Dalí, Homage to Raimundus Lullus (design for a ceiling painting), 1975. This 
shares a title with an unrelated 1963 abstract work by Dalí.
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brought him out to see our latest film of the Veronese surface, one of his 
favorite four- dimensional subjects. He became quite animated when he 
identified an elliptical umbilic catastrophe developing in one part of the 
film, where a single point expands into a hypocycloid with three cusps. 
The nurses were afraid that he was ranting, and I had to explain that he 
was making a perfectly correct comment on the geometric phenomena 
that he was already incorporating into a series of works based on Catas-
trophe Theory, a mathematical model for sudden qualitative changes that 
appear during a continuous process— specifically, the painting he had de-
cided would be his last work, The Swallow’s Tail (1983). I saw the painting 
when it was nearly finished, with a cello propped up next to the easel and 
books nearby by Fields Medalist René Thom, the creator of Catastrophe 
Theory and a good friend of Dalí’s. There was also a book by the Romanian 
novelist and mathematician Matila Ghyka and a copy of my book with 
Clint McCrory and Terence Gaffney, Cusps of Gauss Mappings.

The final time I saw Dalí was in 1985 in Figueres at his dwelling next 
to the museum. He was quite ill at the time; he was receiving oxygen 
constantly and had full- time nursing care. We spoke in French because 
it was too difficult for him to manage in English. There was another per-
son there, a physicist who was setting up a meeting on science and time, 
featuring René Thom and Nobel Prize– winning chemist Ilya Prigogine. 
Dali later appreciated watching their confrontation from his sickbed on a 
remote videocast. Not long after that conference in 1989, which I did not 
attend, Dalí died in Figueres.

In 2004 when I went to Barcelona and Púbol for the shooting of The Dalí 
Dimension, I was able to visit the museum in Figueres once again, and I 
saw the large aluminum model that Dalí had commissioned based on the 
folding polyhedron I had given him at our first meeting. By that time I 
knew all about the inspiration for Corpus Hypercubus, as well as the pro-
cess he had gone through to piece together all the parts. He had posed and 
photographed the figure of Gala. The Christ figure on the unfolded cross 
was also posed separately, almost certainly photographed, since it would 
be difficult for any model to hold that pose for very long. The wooden 
model for the unfolded hypercube is also featured in the museum display. 
The most problematic challenge in creating the painting must have been 
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determining the shadows of objects that never really coexisted in the art-
ist’s studio.

Visiting the gyrating folding hypercube in the Dalí Theatre- Museum 
was a poignant reminder of our initial encounter in the St. Regis Hotel 
cocktail lounge.

And now, off to Wonderland!

Figure 11. Thomas Banchoff with hypercube display at the Dalí museum in Figueres, 2004
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Alice’s Adventures in 
Wonderland
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All 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.

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

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

Yet what can one poor voice avail
Against three tongues together?

Imperious Prima flashes forth
Her edict “to begin it”:

In gentler tones Secunda hopes
“There will be nonsense in it!”

While Tertia interrupts the tale
Not more than once a minute.

Anon, to sudden silence won,
In fancy they pursue

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

In friendly chat with bird or beast— 
And half believe it true.

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

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

“The rest next time— ” “It is next time!”
The happy voices cry.



Thus grew the tale of Wonderland:
Thus slowly, one by one,

Its quaint events were hammered out— 
And now the tale is done,

And home we steer, a merry crew,
Beneath the setting sun.

Alice! A childish story take,
And with gentle hand,

Lay it where Childhood’s dreams are twined
In Memory’s mystic band,

Like pilgrim’s wither’d wreath of flowers
Pluck’d in a far- off land.
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Chapter One

Down the Rabbit- Hole

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 reading, but it had no pic-

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

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

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it 
so very much out of the way to hear the Rabbit say to itself, “Oh dear! 
Oh dear! I 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 a watch out 
of its waistcoat- pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started 
to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that she had never before seen 
a rabbit with either a waistcoat- pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and, 
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.
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In another moment 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 herself before she found herself falling down what seemed 
to be a very deep well.

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty 
of time as 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 filled with cupboards 
and book- shelves: here and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon 
pegs. She took down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed: it was la-
belled “ ORANGE MARMALADE,” but to her great disappointment it was 
empty: she did not like to drop the jar, for fear of killing somebody under-
neath, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.

“Well!” thought Alice to herself. “After such a fall as this, I shall think 
nothing of tumbling down- stairs! How brave they’ll all think me at home! 
Why, I wouldn’t say anything about it, even if I fell off the top of the 
house!” (Which was very likely true.)

Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end? “I wonder 
how many miles I’ve fallen by this time?” she said aloud. “I must be get-
ting somewhere near the centre of the earth. Let me see: that would be 
four thousand miles down, I think— ” (for, you see, Alice had learnt sev-
eral things of this sort in her lessons in the school- room, and though this 
was not a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there 
was no one to listen to her, still it was good practice to say it over) “— yes, 
that’s about the right distance— but then I wonder what Latitude or Lon-
gitude 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.)

Presently she began again. “I wonder if I shall fall right through the 
earth! How funny it’ll seem to come out among the people that walk with 
their heads downward! The antipathies, I think— ” (she was rather glad 
there was 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 
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to curtsey as she spoke— fancy, curtseying as you’re falling through the air! 
Do you think you could manage it?) “And what an ignorant little girl she’ll 
think me for asking! No, it’ll never do to ask: perhaps I shall see it written 
up somewhere.”

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began 
talking again. “Dinah’ll 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 air, I’m afraid, but you might catch a bat, and that’s very like a 
mouse, you know. But do cats eat bats, I wonder?” And here Alice began 
to get rather sleepy, and went on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, 
“Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?” and sometimes, “Do bats eat 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 earnestly, “Now, Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever eat 
a bat?” when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of 
sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over.

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: 
she looked up, but it was all dark overhead: before her was another long 
passage, and the White Rabbit was 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, “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 seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, 
which was lit 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 except a tiny golden key, and Alice’s first 
thought was that it might belong to one of the doors of the hall; but, alas! 
either 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 
came upon a low curtain she had not noticed before, and behind it was a 
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little door about fifteen inches high: 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 into a small passage, not 
much larger than a rat- hole: she knelt down and looked along the passage 
into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How she longed to get out of that 
dark hall, and wander about among those beds of bright 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 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 begun to 
think that very few things indeed were really impossible.

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so 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 was not here before,” said 
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 in a hurry. “No, I’ll look first,” she said, “and see whether 
it’s marked ‘poison’ or not”; for she had read several nice little stories 
about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts, and other 
unpleasant things, all because they would not remember 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 very deeply with 
a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten that, if you drink 
much from a bottle marked “poison,” it is almost certain to disagree with 
you, sooner or later.

However, this bottle was not marked “poison,” so Alice ventured to 
taste it, and finding it very nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour 
of cherry- tart, custard, pine- apple, roast turkey, toffy, and hot buttered 
toast), she very soon finished it off.
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“What a curious feeling!” said Alice. “I must be shutting up like a 
telescope!”

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 nervous about this; “for it might end, you know,” said Alice to her-
self, “in my going out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what I should be 
like then?” And she tried to fancy what the flame of a candle looks like 
after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever having 
seen such a thing.

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, 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 golden key, and when she 
went back to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it: 
she could see 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 crying like that!” said Alice to herself rather 
sharply; “I advise you to leave off this minute!” She generally gave herself 
very good advice (though she very seldom followed it), and sometimes she 
scolded herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and once she re-
membered trying to box her own ears for having cheated herself 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 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 currants. “Well, I’ll eat it,” said 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 herself “Which way? Which 
way?”, holding her hand on the top of her head to feel which way it was 
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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 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 common way.

So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake.
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Chapter Two

The Pool of Tears

CURIOUSER AND CURIOUSER!”   cried Alice (she was so much 
surprised, that for the moment she quite forgot how to 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 seemed to be almost out of sight, they were getting so far off). “Oh, 
my poor little feet, I wonder who will put on your shoes and stockings for 
you now, dears? I’m sure I sha’n’t be able! I shall be a great deal too far off 
to trouble myself about you: you must manage the best way you can— 
but I must be kind to them,” thought Alice, “or perhaps they wo’n’t walk 
the way I 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 one’s own feet! And how odd the directions will look!

Alice’s Right Foot, Esq.
Hearthrug,

near the Fender,
(with Alice’s love).

Oh dear, what nonsense I’m talking!”
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Just at this moment her head struck against the roof of the hall: in fact 
she was now rather more than nine feet high, and she at once took up the 
little golden key and hurried off to the garden door.

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

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said Alice, “a great girl like 
you,” (she might well say this) “to go on crying in this way! Stop this mo-
ment, I 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 Rab-
bit returning, splendidly dressed, with a pair of white 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! 
Wo’n’t she be savage if I’ve kept her waiting!” Alice felt so desperate that 
she was ready to ask help of any one: so, when the Rabbit came 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.

Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall was very hot, she kept 
fanning herself all the time she went on talking. “Dear, dear! How queer 
everything is to- day! And yesterday 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 question is, ‘Who in the world am I?’ Ah, 
that’s the great puzzle!” And she began thinking over all the children she 
knew that were of the same age as herself, to see if she could have been 
changed for any of them.

“I’m sure I’m not Ada,” she said, “for her hair goes in such long ring-
lets, and mine doesn’t go in ringlets at all; and I’m sure I ca’n’t be 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 I know all the things I used to know. Let me see: four times five is 
twelve, and four times six is thirteen, and four times seven is— oh dear! I 





18 cHAPTER T wO

shall never get to twenty at that rate! However, the Multiplication- Table 
doesn’t signify: let’s try Geography. London is the capital of Paris, and 
Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome— no, that’s all wrong, I’m cer-
tain! I must have been changed for Mabel! I’ll try and say ‘How doth the 
 little— ’,” and she crossed her hands on her lap, as if she were saying les-
sons, 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 doth the little crocodile
Improve his shining tail,

And pour the waters of the Nile
On every golden scale!

“How cheerfully he seems to grin,
How neatly spread his claws,

And welcome little fishes in
With gently smiling jaws!”

“I’m sure those are not the right words,” said poor Alice, 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 that poky little house, and have next to no toys 
to play with, and oh, ever so many lessons to learn! No, I’ve made up my 
mind about it: if I’m Mabel, I’ll stay down here! It’ll be no use their put-
ting their heads down and saying ‘Come up again, dear!’ I shall only look 
up and say ‘Who am I then? Tell me that first, and then, if I like being that 
person, I’ll come up: if not, I’ll stay down here till I’m somebody else’— 
but, oh dear!” cried Alice, with a sudden burst of tears, “I do wish they 
would put their heads down! I am so very tired of being all alone here!”

As she said this she looked 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 again.” She got up and went to the table to measure herself by it, 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.
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“That was a narrow escape!” said 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 before, “and 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 said 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 in that case I can go back by railway,” 
she said to herself. (Alice had been to the seaside once in her life, and had 
come to the general conclusion that, wherever you go to on the English 
coast, you find a number of bathing- machines in the sea, some children 
digging in the sand with wooden spades, then a row of lodging- houses, 
and behind them a railway station.) However, she soon made out that she 
was in the pool of tears which she had wept when she was nine feet high.

“I wish I hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice, as she swam about, trying 
to find her way out. “I shall be punished for it now, I suppose, by being 
drowned in my own tears! That will be a queer thing, to be sure! However, 
everything is queer to- day.”

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

“Would it be of any use, now,” thought Alice, “to speak to this mouse? 
Everything is so out- of- the- way down here, 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!” (Alice thought this must be the right way of speaking to a mouse: 
she had never done such a thing before, but she remembered having seen, 
in her brother’s Latin Grammar, “A mouse— of a mouse— to a mouse— a 
mouse— O mouse!”) The mouse 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 
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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 sud-
den leap out of the water, and seemed to quiver all 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 like cats.”

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

“Well, perhaps not,” said Alice in a soothing tone: “don’t be angry 
about it. And yet I wish I could show you our cat Dinah. I think you’d 
take a fancy to cats, if you could only see her. She is such a dear quiet 
thing,” Alice went on, half to herself, as she swam lazily about in the 
pool, “and she sits purring so nicely by the fire, licking her paws and 
washing her face— and she is such a nice soft thing to nurse— and she’s 
such a capital one for catching mice— — oh, I beg your pardon!” cried 
Alice again, for this time the Mouse was bristling all over, and she felt 
certain it must be really offended. “We wo’n’t talk about her any more, if 
you’d rather not.”

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

“I wo’n’t indeed!” said 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- eyed terrier, you 
know, with oh, such long curly brown hair! And it’ll fetch things when 
you throw them, and it’ll sit up and beg for its dinner, and all sorts of 
things— I ca’n’t remember 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 says 
it kills all the rats and— oh dear!” cried Alice in a sorrowful tone. “I’m 
afraid I’ve offended it again!” For the Mouse was swimming away 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 
wo’n’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 
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was quite pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it said, in a low trem-
bling voice, “Let us get to the shore, and then I’ll tell you my history, and 
you’ll understand why it is I hate cats and dogs.”

It was high time to go, for the pool was getting quite crowded with the 
birds and animals that had fallen into it: there was a Duck and a Dodo, a 
Lory and an Eaglet, and several other curious creatures. Alice led the way, 
and the whole party swam to the shore.
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Chapter Three

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 comfortable.

The first question of course was, how to get dry again: they had a con-
sultation about this, and after a few minutes it seemed quite natural to 
Alice to find herself talking familiarly with them, as if she had known them 
all her life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument with the Lory, who at last 
turned sulky, and would only say, “I’m older than you, and must know bet-
ter.” And this Alice would not allow, without knowing how old it was, and, 
as the Lory positively refused to tell its age, there was no more to be said.

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person of authority among 
them, called out, “Sit down, all of you, and listen to me! I’ll soon make you 
dry enough!” They all sat down at once, in a large ring, with the Mouse in 
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 favoured by the pope, was soon submitted 
to by the English, who wanted leaders, and had been of late much accus-
tomed to usurpation and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia 
and Northumbria—— ’ ”
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“Ugh!” said the Lory, with a shiver.
“I beg your pardon!” said the Mouse, frowning, but very politely. “Did 

you speak?”
“Not I!” said 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 what?” said the Duck.
“Found it,” the Mouse replied rather crossly: “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 arch-
bishop find?”

The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly went on,  
“ ‘— found it advisable to go with Edgar Atheling to meet William and offer 
him the crown. William’s conduct at first was moderate. But the insolence 
of his Normans— — ’ How are you getting on now, my dear?” it continued, 
turning to Alice as it spoke.

“As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy tone: “it doesn’t seem 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 energetic 
remedies— — ”

“Speak English!” said the Eaglet. “I don’t know the meaning of half 
those long words, and, what’s more, I don’t believe you do either!” And 
the Eaglet bent down its head to hide a smile: some of the other birds tit-
tered 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 is a Caucus- race?” said Alice; not that she much wanted to 
know, but the Dodo had paused as if it thought that somebody ought to 
speak, 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 tell you 
how the Dodo managed it.)

First it marked out a race- course, in a sort of circle, (“the exact shape 
doesn’t matter,” it said,) and then all the party were placed along the 
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course, here and there. There was no “One, two, three, and away!” but 
they began running when they liked, and left off when they liked, so that 
it was not easy 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 sud-
denly called out “The race is over!”, and they all crowded round it, pant-
ing, and asking, “But who has won?”

This question the Dodo could not answer without a great deal of 
thought, and it stood for a long time with one finger pressed upon its fore-
head (the position in which you usually 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,” said the Dodo, pointing to Alice with one finger; 

and the whole party at once crowded round her, calling out, in a confused 
way, “Prizes! Prizes!”

Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair she put her hand in her 
pocket, and pulled out a box of comfits (luckily the salt water had not got 
into it), and handed them round as prizes. There was exactly one a- piece, 
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?” it went on, turning to Alice.
“Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly.
“Hand it over here,” said the Dodo.
Then they all crowded round her once more, while the Dodo solemnly 

presented the thimble, saying “We beg your acceptance of this elegant 
thimble”; and, when it had finished this short speech, they all cheered.

Alice thought the whole thing very absurd, but they all looked so grave 
that she did not dare to laugh; 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 noise and con-
fusion, 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 ring, and begged the Mouse to 
tell them something more.

“You promised to tell me your history, you know,” said Alice, “and why 
it is you hate— C and D,” she added in a whisper, half afraid that it would 
be offended again.
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“Mine is a long and a sad tale!” said the Mouse, turning to Alice, and 
sighing.

“It is a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, looking 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, so that her idea of the tale was 
something like this:— —
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“You are not attending!” said the Mouse to Alice, severely. “What are 
you thinking of?”

“I beg your pardon,” said Alice very humbly: “you had got to the fifth 
bend, I 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. “Oh, 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 didn’t mean it!” 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 quicker.

“What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the Lory, as soon as it was quite 
out of sight. And an old Crab took the opportunity of saying to her daugh-
ter “Ah, my dear! Let this be a lesson to you never 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!” said Alice aloud, addressing 
nobody in particular. “She’d soon fetch it back!”

“And who is 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: 
“Dinah’s our cat. And she’s such a capital one for catching mice, you ca’n’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 it!”

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 suit my throat!” And a Canary called out in a trembling voice, 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.

“I wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!” she said to herself in a melancholy 
tone. “Nobody seems to like her, down here, and I’m sure she’s the best 
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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 pattering 
of footsteps in the distance, and she looked up eagerly, half hoping that 
the Mouse had changed his mind, and was coming back to finish his story.



This page intentionally left blank 



31

Chapter Four

The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill

IT WAS THE WHITE Rabbit, trotting slowly back again, and looking 
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 executed, as sure as ferrets are 
ferrets! Where can I 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 good- naturedly began hunting about for them, but they were 
nowhere to be seen— everything seemed to have 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 Alice, 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 direc-
tion it pointed to, without trying to explain the mistake it had made.

“He took me for his housemaid,” she said to herself 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 little house, on the door of which was a bright brass plate with the 
name “W. RABBIT” engraved upon it. She went in without knocking, and 
hurried upstairs, in great fear lest she should meet the real Mary Ann, and 
be turned out of the house before she had found the fan and gloves.
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“How queer it seems,” Alice said to herself, “to be going messages for 
a rabbit! I suppose Dinah’ll be sending me on messages next!” And she 
began fancying the sort of thing that would happen: “ ‘Miss Alice! Come 
here directly, and get ready for your walk!’ ‘Coming in a minute, nurse! 
But I’ve got to watch this mouse- hole 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 stop in the house if it 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 (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 
words “DRINK ME,” but nevertheless she uncorked it and put it to her 
lips. “I know something interesting is sure to happen,” she said to herself, 
“whenever I eat or drink anything: so I’ll just see what this bottle does. I 
do hope it’ll make me grow large again, for really I’m quite tired of being 
such a tiny little thing!”

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she had expected: before she 
had drunk half the bottle, she found her head pressing against the ceiling, 
and had to stoop to save her neck from being broken. She hastily put down 
the bottle, saying to herself “That’s quite enough— I hope I sha’n’t grow 
any more— As it is, I ca’n’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 effect of lying down with 
one elbow against the door, and the other arm curled round her head. Still 
she went on growing, and, as a last resource, she put one arm out of the 
window, and one foot up the chimney, and said to herself “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 effect, and 
she grew no larger: still it was very uncomfortable, and, as there seemed 
to be no sort of chance of her ever getting out of the room again, no won-
der 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 
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mice and rabbits. I almost wish I hadn’t gone down that rabbit- hole— and 
yet— and yet— it’s rather curious, you know, this sort of life! I do wonder 
what can 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 I grow up, I’ll write one— but I’m grown up now,” she added in a sor-
rowful 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! Oh, I shouldn’t like that!”

“Oh, you foolish Alice!” she answered herself. “How can you learn les-
sons in here? Why, there’s hardly room for you, and no room at all for any 
lesson- books!”

And so she went on, taking first one side and then the other, and mak-
ing 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 mo-
ment!” 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 Alice’s elbow was pressed hard against it, 
that attempt proved a failure. Alice heard it say to itself “Then I’ll go round 
and get in at the window.”

“That you wo’n’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 shriek and a fall, and a crash of broken glass, from which 
she concluded 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! Pat! Where are you?” 
And then a voice she had never heard before, “Sure then I’m here! Digging 
for apples, yer honour!”

“Digging for apples, indeed!” said the Rabbit angrily. “Here! Come and 
help me out of this!” (Sounds of more broken glass.)
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“Now tell me, Pat, what’s that in the window?”
“Sure, it’s an arm, yer honour!” (He pronounced 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 silence after this, and Alice could only hear whispers 

now and then; such as, “Sure, I don’t like it, yer honour, at all, at all!” “Do 
as I tell you, you coward!”, and at last she spread out her hand again, and 
made another snatch in the air. This time there 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 could! I’m sure I don’t want to stay in 
here any longer!”

She waited for some time without hearing anything more: at last came 
a rumbling of little cart- wheels, and the sound of a 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 be 
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, I sha’n’t! You do it!— That I wo’n’t, then!— Bill’s to go 
down— Here, Bill! the master says you’ve got to go down the chimney!”

“Oh! So Bill’s got to come down the chimney, has he?” said Alice to 
herself. “Why, they seem to put everything upon Bill! I wouldn’t be in 
Bill’s place for a good deal: this fireplace is narrow, to be sure; but I think 
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) scratch-
ing and scrambling about in the chimney close above her: then, saying 
to herself “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!” 
then the Rabbit’s voice alone— “Catch him, you by the hedge!” then 
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 silence, and then another confusion of voices— “Hold up his head— 
Brandy now— Don’t choke him— How was it, old fellow? What happened 
to you? Tell us all about it!”

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 a deal 
too flustered to tell you— all I know is, something comes at me like a Jack- 
in- the- box, and up I goes like a sky- rocket!”

“So you did, old fellow!” said 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, I’ll set Dinah at you!”
There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thought to herself “I won-

der what they will do next! If they had any sense, 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 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 noticed with some surprise that the pebbles were all turning into 
little cakes as they lay on the floor, and a bright idea came into her head. 
“If I eat one of these cakes,” she thought, “it’s sure to make some change in 
my size; and as it ca’n’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 enough to get 
through the door, she ran out of the house, and found quite a crowd 
of little animals and birds waiting outside. The poor little Lizard, Bill, 
was in the middle, being held up by two guinea- pigs, who were giving it 
something out of a bottle. They all made a rush at Alice the moment she 
appeared; but she ran off as hard as she could, and soon 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 size again; and the second thing 
is to find my way into that lovely garden. I think that will be the best plan.”
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It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly and simply ar-
ranged: the only difficulty was, that she had not the smallest idea how to 
set about it; and, while she was peering 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 Alice, 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 hun-
gry, in which case it would be very likely to eat her up in spite of all her 
coaxing.

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 a yelp of delight, and rushed at the stick, and made 
believe to worry it: then Alice dodged behind a great thistle, to keep her-
self 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 hurry to get hold of it: then Alice, thinking it was very like hav-
ing a game of play with a cart- horse, and expecting every moment to be 
trampled under its feet, ran round the thistle again: then the puppy began 
a series of short charges at the stick, running a very little way forwards 
each time and a long way back, and barking hoarsely all the while, till at 
last it sat down a good way off, panting, with its tongue hanging 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 ran till she was quite tired and out of breath, and till 
the puppy’s bark sounded quite faint in the distance.

“And yet what a dear little puppy it was!” said Alice, as she leant against 
a buttercup to rest herself, and fanned herself with one of the leaves. “I 
should have liked teaching it tricks very much, if— if I’d only been the 
right size to do it! Oh dear! I’d nearly forgotten that I’ve got to grow up 
again! Let me see— how is it to be managed? I suppose I ought to eat or 
drink something or other; but the great question is, ‘What?’ ”

The great question certainly was, “What?” Alice looked all round her 
at the flowers and the blades of grass, but she did not see anything that 
looked like the right thing to eat or drink under the circumstances. There 
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was a large mushroom growing near her, about the same height as her-
self; and when she had looked under it, and on both sides of it, and be-
hind it, it occurred to her that she might as well look and see what was 
on the top of it.

She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peeped over the edge of the 
mushroom, and her 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 anything else.
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Chapter Five

Advice from a Caterpillar

THE CATERPILLAR AND ALICE looked at each other for some 
time in silence: at last the Caterpillar took the hookah out of its 
mouth, 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, “I— I hardly know, Sir, just at present— at least I know who 
I was when I got up this morning, but I think I must have been changed 
several times since then.”

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

“I ca’n’t explain myself, I’m afraid, Sir,” said Alice, “because I’m not 
myself, you see.”

“I don’t see,” said the Caterpillar.
“I’m afraid I ca’n’t put it more clearly,” Alice replied, very politely, “for 

I ca’n’t understand it myself to begin with; and being so many different 
sizes in a day is very confusing.”

“It isn’t,” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, perhaps you haven’t found it so yet,” said Alice; “but when 

you have to turn into a chrysalis— you will some day, you know— and 
then after that into a butterfly, I should think you’ll feel it a little queer, 
wo’n’t you?”
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“Not a bit,” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,” said Alice: “all I know 

is, it would feel very queer to me.”
“You!” said the Caterpillar contemptuously. “Who are you?”
Which brought them back again to the beginning of the conversation. 

Alice felt a little irritated at the Caterpillar’s making such very short re-
marks, 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 very unpleasant 
state of mind, she turned away.

“Come back!” the Caterpillar called after her. “I’ve something impor-
tant to say!”

This sounded promising, certainly. Alice turned and came back again.
“Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar.
“Is 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 speaking; but at last it 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,” said Alice. “I ca’n’t remember things as I used— 
and I don’t keep the same size for ten minutes together!”

“Ca’n’t remember what things?” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, I’ve tried to say ‘How doth the little busy bee,’ but it all came dif-

ferent!” Alice replied in a very melancholy voice.
“Repeat, ‘You are old, Father William,’ ” said the Caterpillar.
Alice folded her hands, and began:— 

“You are old, Father William,” the young man said,
“And your hair has become very white;

And yet you incessantly stand on your head— 
Do you think, at your age, it is right?”
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“In my youth,” Father William replied to his son,
“I feared it might injure the brain;

But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none,
Why, I do it again and again.”

“You are old,” said the youth, “as I mentioned before,
And have grown most uncommonly fat;

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

“In my youth,” said the sage, as he shook his grey locks,
“I kept all my limbs very supple

By the use of this ointment— one shilling the box— 
Allow me to sell you a couple?”

“You are old,” said the youth, “and your jaws are too weak
For anything tougher than suet;

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak— 
Pray, how did you manage to do it?”

“In my youth,” said his father, “I took to the law,
And argued each case with my wife;

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw
Has lasted the rest of my life.”

“You are old,” said the youth, “one would hardly suppose
That your eye was as steady as ever;

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose— 
What made you so awfully clever?”

“I have answered three questions, and that is enough,”
Said his father. “Don’t give yourself airs!

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?
Be off, or I’ll kick you down- stairs!”
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“That is not said right,” said the Caterpillar.
“Not quite right, I’m afraid,” said Alice, timidly: “some of the words 

have got altered.”
“It is wrong from beginning to end,” said the 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 so often, you know.”
“I don’t know,” said the Caterpillar.
Alice said nothing: she had never been so much contradicted in her 

life before, and she felt that she was losing her temper.
“Are you content now?” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, I should like to be a little larger, Sir, if you wouldn’t mind,” said 

Alice: “three inches is such a wretched height to be.”
“It is a very good height indeed!” said the Caterpillar angrily, rearing 

itself upright as it spoke (it was exactly three inches high).
“But I’m not used to it!” pleaded poor Alice in a piteous tone. 

And she thought to herself “I wish the creatures wouldn’t be so easily 
offended!”

“You’ll get used to it in time,” said the Caterpillar; and it put the hoo-
kah into its mouth and began smoking again.

This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to speak again. In 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 mush-
room, and crawled away into the grass, merely remarking, as 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?” thought Alice to herself.
“Of the mushroom,” said the Caterpillar, just as if she had asked it 

aloud; and in another moment it was out of sight.
Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mushroom for a minute, 

trying to make out which were the two sides of it; and, as it was per-
fectly round, she found this a very difficult question. However, at last she 
stretched her arms round it as far as they would go, and broke off a bit of 
the edge with each hand.
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“And now which is which?” she said to herself, and nibbled a little of 
the right- hand bit to try the effect. The next moment she felt a violent 
blow underneath her 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 chin 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.

“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 shoul-
ders were nowhere to be found: all she could see, when she looked down, 
was an immense length of neck, which seemed to rise like a stalk out of a 
sea of green leaves that lay far below her.

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

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 direction, 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 trees 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.

“Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon.
“I’m not a 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, but nothing 
seems to suit them!”

“I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about,” said Alice.
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“I’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 enough hatching the eggs,” said the Pigeon; “but 
I must be on the look- out for serpents, night and day! Why, I haven’t had 
a wink of sleep these three weeks!”

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

“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the wood,” continued the Pi-
geon, 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—— I’m a—— ”
“Well! What are you?” said the Pigeon. “I can see you’re trying to in-

vent something!”
“I— I’m a little girl,” said Alice, rather doubtfully, as she remembered 

the number of changes she had gone through, that day.
“A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon in a tone of the deepest con-

tempt. “I’ve seen a good many little girls in my time, but never one with 
such a neck as that! No, no! You’re a serpent; and there’s no use denying it. 
I suppose you’ll be telling me next that you never tasted an egg!”

“I have tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who was a very truthful child; 
“but little girls eat eggs quite as much as serpents do, you know.”

“I don’t believe it,” said the Pigeon; “but if they do, why, then they’re a 
kind of serpent: that’s all I can say.”

This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite silent for a minute 
or two, which gave the Pigeon the opportunity of adding, “You’re looking 
for eggs, I know that well enough; and what does it matter to me whether 
you’re a little girl or a serpent?”

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

“Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a sulky tone, as it settled down 
again into its nest. Alice crouched down among the trees as well as she 
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could, for her neck kept getting entangled among the branches, and every 
now and then she had to stop and untwist it. After a while she remem-
bered 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 sometimes 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 quite strange at first; but she got used to it 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 I’m going to be, 
from one minute to another! However, I’ve got back to my right size: the 
next thing is, to get into that beautiful garden— how is that to be done, I 
wonder?” As she said this, she came suddenly upon 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 near the house till she had brought herself down 
to nine inches high.
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Chapter Six

Pig and Pepper

FOR A MINUTE OR two she stood looking at the house, and won-
dering what to do next, when suddenly a footman in livery came 
running out of the wood— (she considered him to be a footman be-

cause he was in livery: otherwise, judging by his face only, she would have 
called him a fish)— and rapped loudly at the door with his knuckles. It was 
opened by another 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 curious 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 let-
ter, nearly as large as himself, and this he handed over to the other, say-
ing, in a solemn tone, “For the Duchess. An invitation from the Queen to 
play croquet.” The Frog- Footman repeated, in the same solemn tone, only 
changing the order of the words a little, “From the Queen. An invitation 
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 had 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.
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“There’s no sort of use in knocking,” said the Footman, “and that for 
two reasons. First, because I’m on the same side of the door as you are: 
secondly, because they’re making such a noise inside, no one could pos-
sibly hear you.” And certainly there was a most extraordinary noise going 
on within— a constant howling and sneezing, and every now and then a 
great crash, as if a dish or kettle had been broken to pieces.

“Please, then,” said Alice, “how am I to get in?”
“There might be some sense in your knocking,” the Footman went 

on, without attending to her, “if we had the door between us. For in-
stance, if you were inside, you might knock, and I could 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 ca’n’t help it,” 
she said to herself; “his eyes are so very nearly at the top of his head. 
But at any rate he might answer questions.— How am I to get in?” she 
repeated, aloud.

“I shall sit here,” the Footman remarked, “till 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 his nose, and 
broke to pieces against one of the trees behind him.

“— — or next day, maybe,” the Footman continued in the same tone, 
exactly as if nothing had happened.

“How am I to get in?” asked Alice again, in a louder tone.
“Are you to get in at all?” said the Footman. “That’s the first question, 

you know.”
It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to be told so. “It’s really dread-

ful,” she muttered to herself, “the way all the creatures argue. It’s enough 
to drive one crazy!”

The Footman seemed to think this a good opportunity for repeating 
his remark, with variations. “I 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 talking to him,” said Alice desperately: “he’s per-

fectly idiotic!” And she opened the door and went in.
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 
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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 much pepper in that soup!” Alice said to herself, 
as well as she could for sneezing.

There was certainly too much of it in the air. Even the Duchess sneezed 
occasionally; and as for the baby, it was sneezing and howling 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 sitting 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 it was good manners for her to speak first, “why your 
cat grins like that?”

“It’s a Cheshire- Cat,” said the Duchess, “and that’s why. Pig!”
She said 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 could grin.”

“They all can,” said the Duchess; “and most of ’em 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 much,” said 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 fix on one, the cook took the cauldron of soup off the fire, 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 sauce-
pans, plates, and dishes. The Duchess took no notice of them even when 
they hit her; and the baby was howling so much already, that it was 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 terror. “Oh, there goes his precious nose!”, as an un-
usually large saucepan flew close by it, and very nearly carried it off.

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

“Which would not be an advantage,” said Alice, who felt very glad to 
get an opportunity of showing off a little of her knowledge. “Just think of 
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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 axes,” said 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 think; or is it 
twelve? I— ”

“Oh, don’t bother me!” said the Duchess. “I never could abide fig-
ures!” And with that she began nursing her child again, singing a sort 
of lullaby to it as she did so, and giving it a violent shake at the end of 
every line:— 

“Speak roughly to your little boy,
And beat him when he sneezes:

He only does it to annoy,
Because he knows it teases.”

Chorus

(In which the cook and the baby joined):— 

“Wow! wow! wow!”

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

“I speak severely to my boy,
I beat him when he sneezes;

For he can thoroughly enjoy
The pepper when he pleases!”

Chorus

“Wow! wow! wow!”

“Here! You may nurse it a bit, if you like!” the Duchess said to Alice, 
flinging the baby at her as she spoke. “I must go and get ready to play cro-
quet with the Queen,” and she hurried out of the room. The cook threw a 
frying- pan after her as she went out, but it just missed her.
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Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was a queer- shaped 
little creature, and held out its arms and legs in all directions, “just like a 
star- fish,” thought Alice. The poor little thing was snorting like a steam- 
engine when she caught it, and kept doubling itself up and straightening 
itself out 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 right ear 
and left foot, so as to prevent its undoing itself), she carried it out into the 
open air. “If I don’t take this child away with me,” thought Alice, “they’re 
sure to kill it in a day or two. Wouldn’t it be murder to leave it behind?” 
She said 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 expressing yourself.”

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very anxiously into its face 
to see what was the matter with it. There could be no doubt that it had a 
very turn- up nose, much more like a snout than a real nose: also its eyes 
were getting extremely small for a baby: altogether Alice did not like the 
look of the thing at all. “But perhaps it 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 into a pig, my dear,” 
said Alice, seriously, “I’ll have nothing more to do with you. Mind now!” 
The poor little thing sobbed again (or grunted, it was impossible to say 
which), and they went on for some while in silence.

Alice 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 vio-
lently, that she looked down into its face in some alarm. This time there 
could be no mistake about it: it was neither more nor less than a pig, and 
she felt that it would be quite absurd for her to carry it any further.

So she set the little creature down, and felt quite relieved to see it 
trot away quietly into the wood. “If it had grown up,” she said to her-
self, “it would have made a dreadfully ugly child: but it makes rather a 
handsome pig, I think.” And she began thinking over other children she 
knew, who might do very well as pigs, and was just saying 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.
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The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked good- natured, she 
thought: still it had very long claws and a great many teeth, so she felt that 
it ought to be treated with respect.

“Cheshire- Puss,” she began, 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 
me, please, which way I ought to go from here?”

“That depends a good deal on where you want to get to,” said the Cat.
“I don’t much care where— — ” said Alice.
“Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,” said the Cat.
“— — so long as I get somewhere,” Alice added as an explanation.
“Oh, you’re 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?”
“In that direction,” the Cat said, waving its right paw round, “lives a 

Hatter: and in that direction,” waving the other paw, “lives a March Hare. 
Visit either you like: they’re both mad.”

“But I don’t want to go among mad people,” Alice remarked.
“Oh, you ca’n’t help 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: however, 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?”
“I suppose so,” said Alice.
“Well, then,” the Cat went on, “you see, a dog growls when it’s angry, 

and wags its tail when it’s pleased. Now I growl when I’m pleased, and wag 
my tail when I’m angry. Therefore I’m mad.”

“I call it purring, not growling,” said Alice.
“Call it what you like,” said the Cat. “Do you play croquet with the 

Queen to- day?”
“I should like it very much,” said Alice, “but I haven’t been invited yet.”
“You’ll see me there,” said the Cat, and vanished.
Alice was not much surprised at this, she was getting so well used to 

queer things happening. While she was still looking at the place where it 
had been, it suddenly appeared again.
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“By- the- bye, what became of the baby?” said the Cat. “I’d nearly forgot-
ten to ask.”

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

“I thought it would,” said the Cat, and vanished again.
Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it again, but it did not appear, 

and after a minute or two she walked on in the direction in which the 
March Hare was said to live. “I’ve seen hatters before,” she said to herself: 
“the March Hare will be much the most interesting, and perhaps, as this 
is May, it wo’n’t be raving mad— at least not so mad as it was in March.” 
As she said 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.
“I said ‘pig’,” replied Alice; “and I wish you wouldn’t keep appearing 

and vanishing so suddenly: you make one quite giddy!”
“All right,” said the Cat; and this time it vanished quite slowly, begin-

ning with the end of the tail, and ending with the grin, which remained 
some time after the rest of it had gone.

“Well! I’ve often seen 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 had 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 like ears 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 mushroom, and raised herself to about 
two feet high: even then she walked up towards it rather timidly, saying to 
herself “Suppose it should be raving mad after all! I almost wish I’d gone 
to see the Hatter instead!”
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Chapter Seven

A Mad Tea- Party

THERE WAS A TABLE set out under a tree in front of the house, 
and the March Hare and the Hatter were having tea at it: a Dor-
mouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two 

were using it as a cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talking over its 
head. “Very uncomfortable for the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only as it’s 
asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.”

The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at 
one corner of it. “No room! No room!” they cried out when they saw Alice 
coming. “There’s plenty of room!” said Alice indignantly, and she sat down 
in a large arm- chair 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 was nothing on it but tea. “I 

don’t see any wine,” she remarked.
“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare.
“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” 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 your table,” said Alice: “it’s laid for a great many 

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.
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“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some 
severity: “it’s very rude.”

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said 
was “Why is a raven like a writing- desk?”

“Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve 
begun asking 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 so,” said Alice.
“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on.
“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least— at least I mean what I 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 ‘I see what I eat’ is the same thing as ‘I eat what I see’!”
“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that ‘I like what I 

get’ is the same thing as ‘I get what I like’!”
“You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, which seemed to 

be talking in its sleep, “that ‘I breathe when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I 
sleep when I breathe’!”

“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversa-
tion 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, turning to Alice: he had taken his watch out of his pocket, 
and was looking at it uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding 
it to his ear.

Alice considered a little, and then 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.
“It was the best butter,” the March Hare meekly replied.
“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,” the Hatter grumbled: 

“you shouldn’t have put it in with the bread- knife.”
The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gloomily: then he dipped 

it into his cup of tea, and looked at it again: but he could think of nothing 
better to say than his first remark, “It was the best butter, you know.”
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Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some curiosity. “What 
a funny watch!” she remarked. “It tells the day of the month, and doesn’t 
tell what o’clock it is!”

“Why should it?” muttered the Hatter. “Does your watch tell you what 
year 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 mine,” said the Hatter.
Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark seemed to have no 

sort of meaning in it, and yet it was certainly English. “I don’t quite under-
stand you,” she said, as politely as she could.

“The Dormouse is asleep again,” said the Hatter, and he poured a little 
hot tea upon 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.

“No, I give it up,” Alice replied. “What’s the answer?”
“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said 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 it in asking riddles that have no answers.”
“If you knew Time as well as I do,” said the Hatter, “you wouldn’t talk 

about wasting it. It’s him.”
“I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice.
“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his head contemptu-

ously. “I dare say you never even spoke to Time!”
“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied; “but I know I have to beat time 

when I learn music.”
“Ah! That accounts for it,” said the Hatter. “He wo’n’t stand beating. 

Now, if you only kept on good terms with him, he’d do almost anything you 
liked with the clock. For instance, suppose it were nine o’clock in 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.)
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“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 Hatter: “but you could keep it to half- 
past one as long as you liked.”

“Is that the way you manage?” Alice asked.
The Hatter shook his head mournfully. “Not I!” he replied. “We quar-

relled last March— — just before he went mad, you know— — ” (pointing 
with his teaspoon at the March Hare,) “— — it was at the great concert 
given by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing

‘Twinkle, twinkle, little bat!
How I wonder what you’re at!’

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

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

Twinkle, twinkle— — ’ ”

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in its sleep “Twin-
kle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle— — ” and went on so long that they had to 
pinch it to make it stop.

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

“How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.
“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a mournful tone, “he 

wo’n’t do a thing I 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?” she asked.
“Yes, 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?” said Alice.
“Exactly so,” said the Hatter: “as the things get used up.”
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“But what happens when you come to the beginning again?” Alice 
ventured to ask.

“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare interrupted, yawn-
ing. “I’m getting tired of this. I vote 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. “I wasn’t asleep,” it said 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 Dormouse 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 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 have done that, you know,” Alice gently remarked. 
“They’d have been ill.”

“So they were,” said the Dormouse; “very ill.”
Alice tried 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.
“I’ve had nothing yet,” Alice replied in an offended tone: “so I ca’n’t 

take more.”
“You mean you ca’n’t take less,” said the Hatter: “it’s very easy to take 

more than nothing.”
“Nobody asked your opinion,” said Alice.
“Who’s making personal remarks now?” the Hatter asked triumphantly.
Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she helped herself to 

some tea and bread- and- butter, and then turned to the Dormouse, and 
repeated her question. “Why did they live at the bottom of a well?”
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The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think about it, and then 
said “It was a treacle- well.”

“There’s no such thing!” Alice was beginning very angrily, but the 
Hatter and the March Hare went “Sh! Sh!” and the Dormouse sulkily re-
marked “If you ca’n’t be civil, you’d better finish the story for yourself.”

“No, please go on!” Alice said very humbly. “I wo’n’t interrupt you 
again. I dare say there may be one.”

“One, indeed!” said the Dormouse indignantly. However, he con-
sented 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.
“Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without considering at all, this time.
“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 Hare. The Hatter was the only one who got any ad-
vantage from the change; and Alice was a good deal worse off than before, 
as the March Hare had just upset the milk- jug into his plate.

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so she began very cau-
tiously: “But I 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?”

“But they were in the well,” Alice said to the Dormouse, not choosing 
to notice this last remark.

“Of course they were,” said the Dormouse: “well in.”
This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the Dormouse go on 

for some time without interrupting it.
“They were learning to draw,” the Dormouse went on, yawning and 

rubbing its eyes, for it was getting very sleepy; “and they drew all manner 
of things— everything that begins with an M— — ”

“Why with an M?” said Alice.
“Why not?” said the March Hare.
Alice was silent.
The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and was going off into 

a doze; but, on being pinched by the Hatter, it woke up again with a little 
shriek, and went on: “— — that begins with an M, such as mouse- traps, 
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and the moon, and memory, and muchness— you know you say things 
are ‘much of a muchness’— did you ever see such a thing as a drawing of 
a muchness?”

“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much confused, “I don’t 
think— — ”

“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter.
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 looked 
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 into the teapot.

“At any rate I’ll never go there again!” said Alice, as she picked her way 
through the wood. “It’s the stupidest tea- party I ever was at in all my life!”

Just as she said this, she noticed that one of the trees had a door lead-
ing right into it. “That’s very curious!” she thought. “But everything’s curi-
ous 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, I’ll manage better this time,” she said to herself, 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 beauti-
ful garden, among the bright flower- beds and the cool fountains.
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Chapter Eight

The Queen’s Croquet- Ground

ALARGE ROSE- TREE STOOD NEAR the entrance of the gar-
den: the roses growing on it were white, but there were three 
 gardeners at it, busily painting them red. 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 couldn’t help it,” said Five, in a sulky tone. “Seven jogged my elbow.”
On which Seven looked up and said “That’s right, Five! Always lay the 

blame on others!”
“You’d better not talk!” said Five. “I heard the Queen say only yesterday 

you deserved to be beheaded.”
“What for?” said the one who had spoken first.
“That’s none of your business, Two!” said Seven.
“Yes, it is his business!” said Five. “And I’ll tell him— it was for bringing 

the cook tulip- roots instead of onions.”
Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun “Well, of 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 bowed low.

“Would you tell me, please,” said Alice, a little timidly, “why you are 
painting those roses?”
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Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began, in a low 
voice, “Why the fact is, you see, Miss, this here ought to have been a red 
rose- tree, and we put a white one in by mistake; and, if the Queen was 
to find it 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 themselves 
flat upon their faces. There was a sound of many footsteps, and Alice 
looked round, eager to see the Queen.

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs: these were all shaped like the 
three gardeners, oblong and flat, with their hands and feet at the cor-
ners: next the ten courtiers: these were ornamented all over with dia-
monds, and walked two 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 ornamented with 
hearts. Next came the guests, mostly Kings and Queens, and among them 
Alice recognised the White Rabbit: it was talking in a hurried nervous 
manner, smiling at everything that was said, and went by without notic-
ing her. Then followed the Knave of Hearts, carrying the King’s crown on 
a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this grand procession, came THE 
KING AND THE 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 
heard of such a rule at processions; “and besides, what would be the use 
of a procession,” thought she, “if people had all to lie down on their faces, 
so that they couldn’t see it?” So she stood still where she was, and waited.

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 Hearts, 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 please your Majesty,” said Alice very politely; but 
she added, to herself, “Why, they’re only a pack of cards, after all. I needn’t 
be afraid of them!”

“And who are these?” said the Queen, pointing to the three garden-
ers who were lying round the rose- tree; for, you see, as they were lying 
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on their faces, 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 mine.”

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after glaring at her for a mo-
ment like a wild beast, began screaming “Off with her head! Off with— — ”

“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 child!”

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

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot.
“Get up!” said the Queen in a shrill, loud voice, and the three garden-

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

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

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

“I see!” said the Queen, who had meanwhile been examining the roses. 
“Off with their heads!” and the procession moved on, three of the soldiers 
remaining behind to execute the unfortunate gardeners, who ran to Alice 
for protection.

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

“Are their heads off?” shouted the Queen.
“Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!” the soldiers shouted 

in reply.
“That’s right!” shouted the Queen. “Can you play croquet?”
The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the question was evi-

dently meant for her.
“Yes!” shouted Alice.
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“Come on, then!” roared the Queen, and Alice joined the procession, 
wondering very much what would happen next.

“It’s— it’s a very fine day!” said a timid voice at her side. She was walk-
ing by the White Rabbit, who was peeping anxiously into her face.

“Very,” said Alice. “Where’s the Duchess?”
“Hush! Hush!” said the Rabbit in a low hurried tone. He looked anx-

iously 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 say ‘What a pity!’?” the Rabbit asked.
“No, I didn’t,” said Alice. “I don’t think it’s at all a pity. I said ‘What 

for?’ ”
“She boxed the Queen’s ears— ” the Rabbit began. Alice gave a little 

scream of laughter. “Oh, hush!” the Rabbit whispered in a frightened 
tone. “The Queen will hear you! You see, she came rather late, and the 
Queen said— ”

“Get to your places!” shouted the Queen in a voice of thunder, and peo-
ple began running about in all directions, tumbling up against each other: 
however, they got settled down in a minute or two, and the game began.

Alice thought she had never seen such a curious croquet- ground in 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 to stand on their hands and feet, to make the arches.

The chief difficulty 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 in her face, with such 
a puzzled expression that she could not help bursting out laughing; and, 
when she had got its head down, and was going to begin again, it was 
very provoking to find that the hedgehog had unrolled itself, and was in 
the act of crawling away: besides all this, there was generally a ridge or 
furrow in the way wherever she wanted to send the hedgehog to, and, as 
the doubled- up soldiers were always getting up and walking off to other 
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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 waiting for turns, quarreling 
all the while, and fighting for the hedgehogs; and in a very short time the 
Queen was in a furious passion, 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 Queen, but she knew that it might happen any minute, 
“and then,” thought she, “what would become of me? They’re dreadfully 
fond of beheading people here: the great wonder is, 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 curious ap-
pearance in the air: it puzzled her very much at first, but, after watching 
it a minute 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 speak-
ing to it,” 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 
someone to listen to her. The Cat seemed to think that there was enough 
of it now in sight, and no more of it appeared.

“I don’t think they play at all fairly,” Alice began, in rather a complain-
ing tone, “and they all quarrel so dreadfully one ca’n’t hear oneself speak— 
and they don’t seem to have any rules in particular: at least, if there are, 
nobody attends to them— and you’ve no idea how confusing it is all the 
things being alive: for instance, 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 so extremely— ” 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.”
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The Queen smiled and passed on.
“Who are you talking to?” said the King, coming up to Alice, and look-

ing at the Cat’s head with great curiosity.
“It’s a friend of mine— a Cheshire- Cat,” said Alice: “allow me to intro-

duce it.”
“I 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 look at a king,” said Alice. “I’ve read that in some book, but 

I don’t remember where.”
“Well, it must be removed,” said the King very decidedly; and he called 

to the Queen, who was passing at the moment, “My dear! I 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 said without even looking round.

“I’ll fetch the executioner myself,” said the King eagerly, and he hur-
ried off.

Alice thought she might as well go back 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 sentence three of the players to be exe-
cuted for having 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 in search of her hedgehog.

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another hedgehog, which 
seemed to Alice an excellent opportunity for croqueting 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 hedgehogs were out of sight: “but it doesn’t 
matter much,” thought Alice, “as all the arches are gone from this side 
of the ground.” So she tucked it away under her arm, that it might not 
escape again, and went back to have a little more conversation with her  
friend.
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When she got back to the Cheshire- Cat, she was surprised to find quite 
a large crowd collected round it: there was a dispute going on between the 
executioner, the King, and the Queen, who were all talking at once, while 
all the rest were quite silent, and looked very uncomfortable.

The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by all three to settle 
the question, and they repeated their 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 un-
less there was a body to cut it off from: that he had never had to do such a 
thing before, and he wasn’t going to begin at his time of life.

The King’s argument was that anything that had a head could be be-
headed, and that you weren’t to talk nonsense.

The Queen’s argument was that if something wasn’t done about it in 
less than no time, she’d have everybody executed, all round. (It was this 
last remark that had made the whole party look so grave and anxious.)

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

“She’s in prison,” the Queen said to the executioner: “fetch her here.” 
And the executioner 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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Chapter Nine

The Mock Turtle’s Story

YOU CA’N’ T THINK HOW glad I am to see you again, you dear old 
thing!” said the Duchess, as she tucked her arm affectionately into 
Alice’s, and they walked off together.

Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant temper, and thought 
to herself that perhaps it was only the pepper that had made 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 wo’n’t have any pepper in my kitchen at all. Soup does 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 barley- sugar and such things that make children sweet- 
tempered. I only wish people knew that: then they wouldn’t be so stingy 
about it, you know— — ”

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

“Perhaps it hasn’t one,” Alice ventured to remark.
“Tut, tut, child!” said the Duchess. “Everything’s got a moral, if only you 

can find it.” And she squeezed herself up closer to Alice’s side as she spoke.
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Alice did not much like her keeping so close to her: first, because the 
Duchess was very ugly; and secondly, because she was exactly the right 
height to rest her chin on Alice’s shoulder, and it was an uncomfortably 
sharp chin. However, she did not like 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,” said the Duchess: “and the moral of that is— ‘Oh, ’tis love, ’tis 
love, that makes the world go round!’ ”

“Somebody said,” Alice whispered, “that it’s done by everybody mind-
ing their own business!”

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

“How fond she is of finding morals in things!” Alice thought to herself.
“I dare say you’re wondering why I don’t put my arm round your waist,” 

the Duchess said, after a pause: “the reason is, that I’m doubtful 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 experiment tried.

“Very true,” said the Duchess: “flamingoes and mustard both bite. 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 put-

ting things!”
“It’s a mineral, I think,” said Alice.
“Of course it is,” said the Duchess, who seemed ready to agree to every-

thing that Alice said: “there’s a large mustard- mine near here. And the 
moral of that is— ‘The more there is of mine, the less there is of yours.’ ”

“Oh, I know!” exclaimed Alice, who had not attended to this last re-
mark. “It’s a vegetable. 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 yourself not to be otherwise than what it might appear 
to others that what you were or might have been was not otherwise than 
what you had been would have appeared to them to be otherwise.’ ”
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“I think I should understand that better,” Alice said very politely, “if I 
had it written down: but I ca’n’t quite follow it as you say it.”

“That’s nothing to what I could say if I chose,” the Duchess replied, in 
a pleased tone.

“Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any longer than that,” said Alice.
“Oh, don’t talk about trouble!” said the Duchess. “I make you a present 

of everything I’ve said as yet.”
“A cheap sort of present!” thought Alice. “I’m glad people 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 

little 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’s 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.

“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 a moment.
“Let’s go on with the game,” the Queen said to Alice; and Alice was 

too much frightened to say a word, but slowly followed her back to the 
croquet- ground.

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen’s absence, and 
were resting in the shade: however, the moment they saw her, they hur-
ried back to the game, the Queen merely remarking that a moment’s delay 
would cost them their lives.

All the time they were playing the Queen never left off quarreling 
with the other players, and shouting “Off with his head!” or “Off with 
her head!” Those whom she sentenced were taken into 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 
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 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 seen the Mock Turtle yet?”

“No,” said Alice. “I don’t even know what a Mock Turtle is.”
“It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,” said the Queen.
“I never saw one, or heard of one,” said Alice.
“Come on, then,” said the Queen, “and he shall tell you his history.”
As they walked off together, Alice heard the King say in a low voice, 

to the company generally, “You are all pardoned.” “Come, that’s a good 
thing!” she said to herself, for she had felt quite unhappy at the number of 
executions the Queen had ordered.

They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast asleep in the sun. (If 
you don’t know what a Gryphon is, look at the picture.) “Up, lazy thing!” 
said the Queen, “and take this young lady to see the Mock Turtle, and to 
hear his history. I must go back and see after some executions I have or-
dered;” and she walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. Alice 
did not quite like the look of the creature, but on the whole she thought 
it would be quite as 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 is the fun?” said Alice.
“Why, she,” said the Gryphon. “It’s all her fancy, that: they never ex-

ecutes nobody, you know. Come on!”
“Everybody says ‘come on!’ here,” thought Alice, as she went slowly 

after it: “I never was so ordered about before, in all my life, never!”
They had not gone far before they saw the Mock Turtle in the distance, 

sitting sad and lonely on a little ledge of rock, and, as they came nearer, 
Alice could hear him sighing as if his heart would break. She pitied him 
deeply. “What is his sorrow?” she asked the Gryphon. And the Gryphon 
answered, very nearly in the same words as before, “It’s all his fancy, that: 
he hasn’t got no sorrow, you know. Come on!”

So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at them with large 
eyes full of tears, but said nothing.
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“This here young lady,” said the Gryphon, “she wants for to know your 
history, she do.”

“I’ll tell it her,” said the Mock Turtle in a deep, hollow tone. “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 he can ever finish, if he doesn’t begin.” But she 
waited patiently.

“Once,” said the Mock Turtle at last, with a deep sigh, “I was a real 
Turtle.”

These words were followed by a very long silence, broken only by an 
occasional exclamation of “Hjckrrh!” from the Gryphon, and the constant 
heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle. Alice was very nearly getting up and 
saying, “Thank you, Sir, for your interesting story,” but she could not help 
thinking there must be more to come, so she sat still and said nothing.

“When we were little,” the Mock Turtle went on at last, more calmly, 
though still sobbing a little now and then, “we went to school in the sea. 
The master was an old Turtle— we used to call him Tortoise— — ”

“Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’t one?” Alice asked.
“We called him Tortoise because he taught us,” said the Mock Turtle 

angrily. “Really you are very dull!”
“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for asking such a simple ques-

tion,” added the Gryphon; 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 the 
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.
“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— — ”
“I’ve been to a day- school, too,” said Alice. “You needn’t be so proud as 

all that.”
“With extras?” asked the Mock Turtle, a little anxiously.
“Yes,” said Alice: “we learned French and music.”
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“And washing?” said the Mock Turtle.
“Certainly not!” said Alice indignantly.
“Ah! Then yours wasn’t a really good school,” said the Mock Turtle in a 

tone of great relief. “Now, at ours, 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.”

“I couldn’t afford to learn it,” said the Mock Turtle, with a sigh. “I only 
took the regular course.”

“What was that?” inquired Alice.
“Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,” the Mock Turtle re-

plied; “and then the different branches of Arithmetic— Ambition, Distrac-
tion, Uglification, and Derision.”

“I never heard of ‘Uglification,’ ” Alice ventured to say. “What is it?”
The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in surprise. “Never heard of ugli-

fying!” it exclaimed. “You know what to beautify is, I suppose?”
“Yes,” said Alice doubtfully: “it means— to— make— anything— 

prettier.”
“Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, “if you don’t know what to uglify 

is, you are a simpleton.”
Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more questions about it: so 

she turned to the Mock Turtle, and said “What else had you to learn?”
“Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, counting off the 

subjects on his flappers,— “Mystery, ancient and modern, with Seaogra-
phy: then Drawling— the Drawling- master was an old conger- eel, that 
used to come once a week: he taught us Drawling, Stretching, and Faint-
ing in Coils.”

“What was that like?” said Alice.
“Well, I ca’n’t show it you, myself,” the Mock Turtle said: “I’m too stiff. 

And the Gryphon never learnt it.”
“Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon: “I went to the Classical master, 

though. He was an old crab, he was.”
“I never went to him,” the Mock Turtle said with a sigh. “He taught 

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.
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“And how many hours a day did you do lessons?” said Alice, in a hurry 
to change the subject.

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

“What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice.
“That’s the reason they’re called lessons,” the Gryphon remarked: “be-

cause they lessen from day to day.”
This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought it over a little be-

fore she made her next remark. “Then the eleventh day must have been 
a holiday?”

“Of course it was,” said the Mock Turtle.
“And how did you manage on the twelfth?” Alice went on eagerly.
“That’s enough about lessons,” the Gryphon interrupted in a very de-

cided tone. “Tell her something about the games now.”
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Chapter Ten

The Lobster- Quadrille

THE MOCK TURTLE SIGHED deeply, and drew the back of one 
flapper across his eyes. He looked at Alice and tried to speak, but, 
for a minute or two, 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 Turtle recovered his voice, 
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— ” 
(Alice began to say “I once tasted— — ” but checked herself hastily, and 
said “No, never”) “— — so you can have no idea what a delightful thing a 
Lobster- Quadrille is!”

“No, indeed,” said Alice. “What sort of a dance is it?”
“Why,” said the Gryphon, “you first form into a line along the 

sea- shore— — ”
“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 time,” interrupted the Gryphon.
“— you advance twice— — ”
“Each with a lobster as a partner!” cried the Gryphon.
“Of course,” the Mock Turtle said: “advance twice, set to partners— — ”
“— change lobsters, and retire in same order,” continued the Gryphon.
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“Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went on, “you throw the— — ”
“The lobsters!” shouted the Gryphon, with a bound into the air.
“— as far out to sea as you can— — ”
“Swim after them!” screamed the Gryphon.
“Turn a somersault in the sea!” cried 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 his voice; and the two creatures, who had been 
jumping 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 you like to see a little of it?” 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 without lobsters, you know. Which shall sing?”
“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 close, and waving 
their fore- paws to mark the time, while the Mock Turtle sang this, very 
slowly and sadly:— 

“Will you walk a little faster?” said a whiting to a snail,
“There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’s treading on my tail.
See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance!
They are waiting on the shingle— will you come and join the dance?

Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, will you join the dance?
Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you join the dance?

“You can really have no notion how delightful it will be
When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out to sea!”
But the snail replied “Too far, too far!”, and gave a look askance— 
Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join the dance.

Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join the 
dance.

Would not, could not, would not, could not, could not join the dance.
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“What matters it how far we go?” his scaly friend replied.
“There is another shore, you know, upon the other side.
The further off from England the nearer is to France— 
Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance.

Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, will you join the dance?
Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you join the dance?”

“Thank you, it’s a very interesting dance to watch,” said Alice, feeling 
very glad that it was over at last: “and I do so like that curious song about 
the whiting!”

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

“Yes,” said Alice, “I’ve often seen them at dinn— — ” she checked her-
self hastily.

“I don’t 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 believe so,” Alice replied thoughtfully. “They have their tails in their 
mouths— and they’re all over crumbs.”

“You’re wrong about the crumbs,” said the Mock Turtle: “crumbs 
would all wash off in the sea. But they have 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 Gryphon.

“The reason is,” said the Gryphon, “that they would go with the lob-
sters to the dance. So they got thrown out to sea. So they had to fall a long 
way. So 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 interesting. I never knew so much 
about a whiting before.”

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

“I never thought about it,” said Alice. “Why?”
“It does the boots and shoes,” the Gryphon replied very solemnly.
Alice was thoroughly puzzled. “Does the boots and shoes!” she re-

peated in a wondering tone.
“Why, what are your shoes done with?” said the Gryphon. “I mean, 

what makes them so shiny?”



83THE LOBSTER- QUADRILLE

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 Gryphon 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.”
“If I’d been the whiting,” said Alice, whose thoughts were still running 

on the song, “I’d have said to the porpoise, ‘Keep back, please! 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 it really?” said Alice, in a tone of great surprise.
“Of 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 ‘purpose’?” 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 a little timidly; “but it’s no use going back to yesterday, because I 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.”
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 opened their eyes and 
mouths so 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, 
Father William,” to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming different, and 
then the Mock Turtle drew a long breath, and said “That’s very curious!”

“It’s all about as curious as it can be,” said the Gryphon.
“It all came different!” the Mock Turtle repeated thoughtfully. “I 

should like to hear her try and repeat something now. Tell her to begin.” 
He looked at the Gryphon as if he thought it had some kind of authority 
over Alice.
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“Stand up and repeat ‘ ’Tis the voice of the sluggard,’ ” said the Gryphon.
“How the creatures order one about, and make one repeat lessons!” 

thought Alice. “I might 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- Quadrille, 
that she hardly knew what she was saying; and the words came very queer 
indeed:— 

“ ’Tis the voice of the Lobster: I heard him declare
‘You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair.’
As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose
Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes.
When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark,
And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark:
But, when the tide rises and sharks are around,
His voice has a timid and tremulous sound.”

“That’s different from what I used to say when I was a child,” said the 
Gryphon.

“Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock Turtle; “but it sounds 
uncommon nonsense.”

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

“I should like to have it explained,” said the Mock Turtle.
“She ca’n’t explain it,” said the Gryphon hastily. “Go on with the next 

verse.”
“But about his toes?” the Mock Turtle persisted. “How could he turn 

them out with his nose, you know?”
“It’s the first position in dancing,” Alice 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: “it begins ‘I passed 

by his garden.’ ”
Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt sure it would all come 

wrong, and she went on in a trembling voice:— 

“I passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye,
How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie:
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The Panther took pie- crust, and gravy, and meat,
While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat.
When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon,
Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon:
While the Panther received knife and fork with a growl,
And concluded the banquet by— — ”

“What is the use of repeating all that stuff?” the Mock Turtle inter-
rupted, “if you don’t explain it as you go on? It’s by far the most confusing 
thing I ever heard!”

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

“Shall we try another figure of the Lobster- Quadrille?” the Gry-
phon went on. “Or would you like the Mock Turtle to sing you another 
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 ac-
counting for tastes! Sing her ‘Turtle Soup,’ will you, old fellow?”

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began, in a voice choked with 
sobs, to sing this:— 

“Beautiful Soup, so rich and green,
Waiting in a hot tureen!
Who for such dainties would not stoop?
Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!
Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!

Beau— ootiful Soo— oop!
Beau— ootiful Soo— oop!

Soo— oop of the e— e— evening,
Beautiful, beautiful Soup!

“Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish,
Game, or any other dish?
Who would not give all else for two p
ennyworth only of beautiful Soup?
Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup?
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Beau— ootiful Soo— oop!
Beau— ootiful Soo— oop!

Soo— oop of the e— e— evening,
Beautiful, beauti— FUL SOUP!”

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

“Come on!” cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice by the hand, it hur-
ried off, without waiting for the end of the song.

“What trial is it?” Alice panted as she ran; but the Gryphon only an-
swered “Come on!” and ran the faster, while more and more faintly came, 
carried on the breeze that followed them, the melancholy words:— 

“Soo— oop of the e— e— evening,
Beautiful, beautiful Soup!”
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Chapter Eleven

Who Stole the Tarts?

THE KING AND QUEEN of Hearts were seated on their throne 
when they arrived, with a great crowd 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 near the King was the White Rabbit, with a trumpet in 
one hand, and a scroll of parchment in the other. In the very middle of the 
court was a table, with a large dish of tarts upon it: they looked so good, 
that it made Alice quite hungry to look 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 everything about 
her to pass away the time.

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

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

“And that’s the jury- box,” thought Alice; “and those twelve creatures” 
(she was obliged to say “creatures,” you see, because some of them were 
animals, and some were birds), “I suppose they are the jurors.” She said 
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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, “jurymen” 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 ca’n’t have anything to put 
down yet, before the trial’s begun.”

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

“Stupid things!” Alice 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 and looked anxiously round, to make out 
who was talking.

Alice could see, as well as if she were looking over their shoulders, that 
all the jurors were 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 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 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 juror (it was Bill, the Lizard) could not make out at all what 
had become of it; so, after hunting all about for it, he was obliged to write 
with one finger for the rest of the day; and this was of very little use, as it 
left no mark on the slate.

“Herald, read the accusation!” said the King.
On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and then 

unrolled the parchment- scroll, and read as follows:— 

“The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts,
All on a summer day:

The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts
And took them quite away!”

“Consider your verdict,” the King said to the jury.
“Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily interrupted. “There’s a great deal 

to come before that!”
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“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. He came in with a teacup in one hand 
and a piece of bread- and- butter in the other. “I beg pardon, your Majesty,” 
he began, “for bringing these in; but I hadn’t quite finished my tea when 
I was sent for.”

“You ought to have finished,” said the King. “When did you begin?”
The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had followed him into the 

court, arm- in- arm with the Dormouse. “Fourteenth of March, I think it 
was,” he said.

“Fifteenth,” said the March Hare.
“Sixteenth,” added the Dormouse.
“Write that down,” the King said to the jury; and the jury eagerly wrote 

down all three 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.
“It 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 piece out of his teacup instead of the bread- and- butter.

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 beginning to grow 
larger again, and she thought at first she would get up and leave the court; 
but on second thoughts she decided to remain where she was as long as 
there was room for her.

“I wish you wouldn’t squeeze so,” said the Dormouse, who was sitting 
next to her. “I can hardly breathe.”

“I ca’n’t help it,” said Alice very meekly: “I’m growing.”
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“You’ve no right to grow here,” said the Dormouse.
“Don’t talk nonsense,” said Alice more boldly: “you know you’re grow-

ing 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 court.

All this time the Queen had never left off staring at the Hatter, and, 
just as the Dormouse 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 off both his shoes.

“Give your evidence,” the King re peated angrily, “or I’ll have you ex-
ecuted, whether you’re nervous or not.”

“I’m a poor man, your Majesty,” the Hatter began, in a trembling voice, 
“and I hadn’t begun my tea— not above a week or so— and what with the 
bread- and- butter getting so thin— and the twinkling of the tea— — ”

“The twinkling of the what?” said the King.
“It began with the tea,” the Hatter replied.
“Of course twinkling begins with a T!” said the King sharply. “Do you 

take me for a dunce? Go on!”
“I’m a poor man,” the Hatter went on, “and most things twinkled after 

that— only the March Hare said— — ”
“I didn’t!” the March Hare interrupted in a great hurry.
“You did!” said the Hatter.
“I deny it!” said the March Hare.
“He denies it,” said the King: “leave out that part.”
“Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said— — ” the Hatter went on, look-

ing anxiously round to see if he would deny it too; but the Dormouse 
denied nothing, being fast asleep.

“After that,” continued the Hatter, “I cut some more bread- and- 
butter— — ”

“But what did the Dormouse say?” one of the jury asked.
“That I ca’n’t remember,” said the Hatter.
“You must remember,” remarked the King, “or I’ll have you executed.”
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 very poor speaker,” said the King.
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Here one of the guinea- pigs cheered, and was immediately suppressed 
by the officers of the court. (As that is rather a hard word, I will just ex-
plain to you how it was done. They had a large canvas 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 attempts at applause, 
which was immediately suppressed by the officers of the court,’ and I 
never understood what it meant till now.”

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

“I ca’n’t go no lower,” said the Hatter: “I’m on the floor, as it is.”
“Then you may sit down,” the King replied.
Here the other guinea- pig cheered, and was suppressed.
“Come, that finishes the guinea- pigs!” thought Alice. “Now we shall 

get on better.”
“I’d rather finish my tea,” said the Hatter, with an anxious look at the 

Queen, who was reading the list of singers.
“You may go,” said the King, and the Hatter hurriedly left the court, 

without even waiting to put his shoes on.
“— — 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’s 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 at once.

“Give your evidence,” said the King.
“Sha’n’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, I must,” the King said with a melancholy air, and, after 

folding his arms and frowning 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 shrieked out. “Behead that Dor-
mouse! Turn that Dormouse out of court! Suppress him! Pinch him! Off 
with his whiskers!”

For some minutes the whole court was in confusion, getting the Dor-
mouse turned out, and, by the time they had settled down again, the cook 
had disappeared.

“Never mind!” said the King, with an air of great relief. “Call the next 
witness.” And, he added, in an undertone to the Queen, “Really, my dear, 
you 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 see what the next witness would be like, “— for they haven’t got 
much evidence yet,” she said to herself. Imagine her surprise, when the 
White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little voice, the name “Alice!”
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Chapter Twelve

Alice’s Evidence

HERE!”  CRIED ALICE,  QUITE forgetting in the flurry of the mo-
ment 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 jurymen 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!” she exclaimed in a tone of great dismay, and 
began picking them up again as quickly as she could, for the accident of 
the gold- fish kept running in her head, and she had a vague sort of idea 
that they must be collected at once and put back into the jury- box, or they 
would die.

“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 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 little thing was waving its tail 
about in a melancholy way, being 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 quite as much use in the trial one way up as 
the other.”
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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 Lizard, who seemed too much overcome to do anything but sit 
with its mouth open, gazing up into the roof of the court.

“What do you know about this business?” the King said to Alice.
“Nothing,” said Alice.
“Nothing whatever?” persisted the King.
“Nothing whatever,” said Alice.
“That’s very important,” the King said, turning to the jury. They were 

just beginning to write this down on their slates, when the White Rabbit 
interrupted: “Unimportant, 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 undertone, “important— unimportant— unimportant— 
important— — ” as if he were trying which word sounded best.

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

At this 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’m not a mile high,” said Alice.
“You are,” said the King.
“Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen.
“Well, I sha’n’t go, at 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,” said 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: “this paper has just been 
picked up.”

“What’s in it?” said the Queen.



97ALIcE’S EVIDENcE



98 cHAPTER T wELVE

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

“It must have been that,” said the King, “unless it was written to no-
body, which isn’t usual, you know.”

“Who is it directed to?” said one of the 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: it’s a set of verses.”

“Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?” asked 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.)
“He must have imitated somebody else’s hand,” said the King. (The 

jury all brightened up again.)
“Please your Majesty,” said the Knave, “I didn’t write it, and they ca’n’t 

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

“That proves his guilt, of course,” said the Queen: “so, off with— — .”
“It doesn’t prove anything 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. “Where shall I begin, please 

your Majesty?” he asked.
“Begin at the beginning,” the King said, very gravely, “and go on till you 

come to the end: then stop.”
There was dead silence in the court, whilst the White Rabbit read out 

these verses:— 

“They told me you had been to her,
And mentioned me to him:

She gave me a good character,
But said I could not swim.
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He sent them word I had not gone
(We know it to be true):

If she should push the matter on,
What would become of you?

I gave her one, they gave him two,
You gave us three or more;

They all returned from him to you,
Though they were mine before.

If I or she should chance to be
Involved in this affair,

He trusts to you to set them free,
Exactly as we were.

My notion was that you had been
(Before she had this fit)

An obstacle that came between
Him, and ourselves, and it.

Don’t let him know she liked them best,
For this must ever be

A secret, kept from all the rest,
Between yourself and me.”

“That’s the most important piece of evidence 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 grown so large 
in the last few minutes that she wasn’t a bit afraid of interrupting him), 
“I’ll give him sixpence. I 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 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 trou-
ble, you know, as we needn’t 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 
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one eye; “I seem to see some meaning in them, after all. ‘— said I could not 
swim— ’ you ca’n’t swim, can you?” he added, turning to the Knave.

The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do I look like it?” he said. (Which he 
certainly did not, 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 course— ‘If 
she should push the matter on’— that must be the Queen— ‘What would be-
come of you?’— What, indeed!— ‘I gave her one, they gave him two’— why, 
that must be what he did with the tarts, you know— — ”

“But it goes on ‘they all returned from him to you,’ ” said Alice.
“Why, there they are?” said the King triumphantly, pointing to the tarts 

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

“Never!” said the Queen, furiously, throwing 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 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 verdict,” 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 sen-

tence first!”
“Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning purple.
“I wo’n’t!” said Alice.
“Off with her head!” the Queen shouted at the top of her voice. No-

body moved.
“Who cares for you?” said Alice (she had grown to her full size by this 

time). “You’re nothing but a pack of cards!”
At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came flying down upon 

her; she gave a 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 was gently brushing away some dead leaves that had 
fluttered down from the trees upon her face.
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“Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister. “Why, what a long sleep you’ve 
had!”

“Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!” said Alice. And she told her sister, 
as well as she could remember them, all these strange Adventures of hers 
that you have just been reading about; and, when she had finished, her 
sister kissed her, and said “It was a curious dream, dear, certainly; but now 
run in to your tea: it’s getting late.” So Alice got up and ran off, thinking 
while she ran, as well she might, what a wonderful dream it had been.

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 about little Alice herself: once again the tiny hands 
were clasped upon her knee, and the bright eager eyes were looking 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.

The long grass rustled at her feet as the White Rabbit 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 his friends 
shared their never- ending meal, and the shrill voice of the Queen order-
ing off her unfortunate guests to execution— once more the pig- baby was 
sneezing on the Duchess’ knee, while plates and dishes crashed around 
it— once more the shriek of the Gryphon, the squeaking of the Lizard’s 
slate- pencil, and the choking of the suppressed guinea- pigs, filled the air, 
mixed up with the distant sob of the miserable Mock Turtle.

So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half believed herself in Wonder-
land, 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 
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the pool rippling to the waving of the reeds— the rattling teacups would 
change to tinkling sheep- bells, and the Queen’s shrill cries to the voice of 
the shepherd boy— and the sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gryphon, 
and all the other queer noises, would change (she knew) to the confused 
clamour of the busy farm- yard— while the lowing of the cattle in the dis-
tance 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, be herself a grown woman; and how she would keep, 
through all her riper years, 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 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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