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Chapter 1: Down the Rabbit hole

Chapter |

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 pictures 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 pic-
king 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 late!” (when she thought it over afterwards,
it occurred 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 fortunately was
just in time to see it pop down a
large rabbit-hole under the hedge.
In another moment down went Ali-
ce after it, never once considering
how in the world she was to get
out again.
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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 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 pictu-
res hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the shelves as she
passed; it was labelled “ORANGE MARMALADE”, but to her great disap-
pointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing
somebody underneath, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards
as she fell past it.

“Well!” thought Alice to herself, “af- <N
ter such a fall as this, I shall ‘
think nothing of tumbling down
stairs! How brave they’ll all think f r'd
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.)
e
Down, down, down. Would the fall
_never_come to an end? “I wonder ‘D i
how many miles I've fallen by this
time?” she said aloud. “I must be &
getting somewhere near the centre
of the earth. Let me see: that would 09
be four thousand miles down, I
think—"
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Chapter V: Advice from a caterpillar

Chapter V

Advice from a caterrillar

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 can’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 can’t put it more clearly,” Alice replied very politely,
“for I can’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, won't you?”
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Chapter VI: Pig and Pepper

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
violently, 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 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

herself, “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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Chapter VI: Pig and Pepper

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 | 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.”
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Chapter VII: A Mad Tea-Party

Chapter VII

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 Dormouse 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,

[ 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 cu-

riosity, and this was his first
speech. <>
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Chapter VIII: The Queen’s croquet ground

Chapter VIII

The Queen’s Croquet-Ground

Alarge rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden: 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 in-
stead 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 chec-
ked himself suddenly: the others
looked round also,

and all of them bowed low.
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“Would you tell me,” said Alice, a little timidly, “why you are
painting those roses?”

Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began in a low
voice, “Why the fact is, you see, Miss, this here 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 themsel-
ves 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
corners: next the ten courtiers; these were ornamented all over with
diamonds, 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 jum-
ping 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 tal-
king in a hurried nervous manner, smiling at everything that was said,
and went by without noticing her. Then followed the Knave of Hearts,
carrying the King’'s crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all
this grand procession, came THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS.
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