

[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




2002 Modern Library Paperback Edition

Introduction copyright © 2002 by A. S. Byatt
Notes, biographical note, and reading group guide copyright © 2002
by Random House, Inc.

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright
Conventions. Published in the United States by Modern Library, an imprint of
the Random House Publishing Group, a division of
Random House, Inc., New York, and simultaneously in Canada
by Random House of Canada Limited, Toronto.

MODERN LIBRARY and the TORCHBEARER Design are registered trademarks
of Random House, Inc.

Grateful acknowledgment is made to Carcanet Press Limited for permission
to reprint eight lines from “Alice” from Complete Poems by Robert Graves.
Reprinted by permission of Carcanet Press Limited.

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA
Carroll, Lewis, 1832–1898.
Alice’s adventures in wonderland; and, Through the looking-glass and what
Alice found there / Lewis Carroll; with ninety-three illustrations by
John Tenniel; introduction by A. S. Byatt; notes by Lynne Vallone.
p.   cm.
eISBN: 978-0-553-90280-8
1. Fantasy fiction, English. 2. Alice (Fictitious character: Carroll)—Fiction.
I. Title: Alice’s adventures in wonderland and, Through the
looking-glass and what Alice found there. II. Carroll, Lewis, 1832–1898. Through the
looking-glass. III. Title: Through the looking-glass and what Alice
found there. IV. Title.

PR4611.A7    2002
821′.8—dc21

2002029506

Modern Library website address: www.modernlibrary.com

v3.1_r1




LEWIS CARROLL

Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, known universally by his pseudonym, Lewis Carroll, was born on January 27, 1832, in the small parish of Daresbury in Cheshire. His father, a curate with little wealth, was the epitome of earnest faith and sober responsibility. Carroll’s mother, who died when he was nineteen, was, by all accounts, loving and indulgent. As the eldest son in a family of eleven children, Carroll played the roles of schoolteacher, nurse, and, most importantly, storyteller, to his younger siblings. When he began writing at an early age it was mostly for the entertainment of his family, but he occasionally contributed poems and stories to magazines. He continued this pastime after leaving home at the age of twelve to attend school, first at Richmond and later at Rugby.

In 1851, Carroll went to Christ Church, Oxford, where he earned his bachelor’s and master’s degrees and soon thereafter received a fellowship as mathematical lecturer. During the early years of his career at Oxford, he balanced his teaching duties with writing and his recently adopted pastime of photography, a hobby he was to pursue until his retirement from teaching at the age of forty-eight. Publishing under his real name, he produced several works on mathematical topics, including A Syllabus of Plane Algebraical Geometry (1860), The Formulae of Plane Trigonometry (1861), and A Guide to the Mathematical Student (1864). At the same time he produced stories, essays, and poetry for various magazines throughout England, usually anonymously. In 1856, at the behest of one of his editors, he chose the pseudonym Lewis Carroll, the name he used thereafter to sign his fiction and poetry. In 1861, Carroll was ordained a deacon of the Church of England. For various personal reasons, including the stammer that he suffered since childhood, he never aspired to advancement to the priesthood.

In 1855, the dean of Christ Church died and his replacement, Henry Liddell, took over shortly thereafter. Liddell brought with him to Christ Church his wife, his eldest child, Harry, and his daughters, Lorina, Alice, and Edith. Perhaps as a result of his childhood surrounded by younger sisters, Carroll had always counted a large number of young girls among his closest friends. He immediately befriended the three Liddell sisters, especially Alice, who was three years old when her father assumed his position at Christ Church. Carroll talked and corresponded with the sisters frequently, and they were often subjects for his portrait photography. One of the many outings taken by Carroll and the girls was a boat trip in July of 1862, during which he first told the story that was to become Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. The story delighted the girls, and immediately upon their return to Oxford Carroll began to sketch out and expand the tale. After several major revisions, title changes, and a recalled first edition, it was finally published in 1865, with illustrations by John Tenniel, the political cartoonist from Punch. Despite Carroll’s early misgivings, Alice was an immediate success and, from the time of its first appearance, has never gone out of print.

For a brief time, Carroll turned from Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and devoted himself to writing several mathematical works and a collection entitled Phantasmagoria and Other Poems (1869). He soon returned to Alice, publishing the sequel, Through the Looking-Glass, And What Alice Found There, in 1871. Built on the mood, themes, and narrative of its predecessor, Through the Looking-Glass contains many of Carroll’s most treasured personalities, including Tweedledum and Tweedledee and Humpty Dumpty. It also includes the poem “Jabberwocky,” certainly the greatest example of nonsense verse in English. Though Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass were largely regarded in their own time as charming and fantastical children’s books, through the years they have earned solid standing among the greatest works of English literature, both for their delightfulness and their literary depth.

Like the Alice stories, Carroll’s other great literary work, the poem The Hunting of the Snark (1876), was also dedicated to a little girl of Carroll’s acquaintance, Gertrude Chataway. Subtitled An Agony in Eight Fits, The Hunting of the Snark details the voyage of a ship and the crew members’ difficult hunt for the snark, a particularly dangerous prey. The poem merges a fantastical narrative with Carroll’s flawless talent for nonsense rhymes. Despite the work’s considerable strengths, it was met with a disappointing reception, probably because it was somewhat over the heads of the author’s largely juvenile audience.

In 1881, Carroll resigned his teaching position at Christ Church. He was appointed Curator of the Senior Common Room, a position he held for the next decade. Doubtless this change came as a relief to Carroll, who never particularly enjoyed teaching. Despite the demands of his new job (he was now responsible for overseeing the servants and purchasing provisions for the college), he continued to adhere to a regular writing schedule, publishing a wide range of mathematical works and poetry.

Carroll’s last two major literary undertakings were the children’s novels Sylvie and Bruno (1889) and Sylvie and Bruno Concluded (1893). Much more serious in tone and purpose than either of the Alice books or The Hunting of the Snark, they are complicated stories, composed of two intertwined plotlines, one based in reality and one in fantasy. From the time of their publication, these later works were considered far too complicated for Carroll’s intended audience of children. Overtly philosophical and theological, dealing with problems of identity, linguistics, and perception, which existed under the surface of his previous works, they stand in sharp contrast to his earlier writing.

Lewis Carroll, remembered as a great novelist, mathematician, children’s photographer, and poet, died in 1898 at the age of sixty-five from a severe bronchial infection he contracted during a Christmas visit to his sisters’ house in Surrey. He is buried at the Mount Cemetery in Guildford.


CONTENTS


Cover

Title Page

Copyright

BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

INTRODUCTION by A. S. Byatt

A NOTE ON THE TEXT



ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND

    I. DOWN THE RABBIT-HOLE

   II. THE POOL OF TEARS

  III. A CAUCUS-RACE AND A LONG TALE

   IV. THE RABBIT SENDS IN A LITTLE BILL

    V. ADVICE FROM A CATERPILLAR

   VI. PIG AND PEPPER

  VII. A MAD TEA-PARTY

 VIII. THE QUEEN’S CROQUET-GROUND

   IX. THE MOCK TURTLE’S STORY

    X. THE LOBSTER QUADRILLE

   XI. WHO STOLE THE TARTS?

  XII. ALICE’S EVIDENCE

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS

AUTHOR’S PREFACE

    I. LOOKING-GLASS HOUSE

   II. THE GARDEN OF LIVE FLOWERS

  III. LOOKING-GLASS INSECTS

   IV. TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE

    V WOOL AND WATER

   VI. HUMPTY DUMPTY

  VII. THE LION AND THE UNICORN

 VIII. “IT’S MY OWN INVENTION”

   IX. QUEEN ALICE

    X. SHAKING

   XI. WAKING

  XII. WHICH DREAMED IT?

AN EASTER GREETING

CHRISTMAS GREETINGS


NOTES

READING GROUP GUIDE

About the Illustrator




INTRODUCTION

A. S. Byatt

The first line of Robert Graves’s poem “Alice” defines her as “that prime heroine of our nation, Alice.” It is indeed curious that a (largely) imaginary little girl and her fantastic adventures underground and behind the mirror should have captured both the British and the world’s imagination in something of the same obsessive way as Shakespeare. Her story has been read by generations of children on both sides of the Atlantic, and translated into many languages. It has been dramatized and filmed over and over, and illustrated by many distinguished illustrators, who have never been able to displace the great original, John Tenniel. It has attracted logicians, literary critics, psychoanalytic critics, theorists of childhood, experts on children’s literature, biographical interpreters, imitators, and a whole host of what in Shakespeare criticism are known as Baconians and Disintegrators. For me, as for many others, my first reading of the Alice books was one of the defining experiences of my life. Much of what has been written about Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, alias Lewis Carroll, and his relations with the original Alice, has made it harder, not easier, to remember the nature and significance of that original experience. Robert Graves’s poem praises the fictive Alice for her “uncommon sense,” being “of a speculative bent,” in accepting her adventures in her chance-discovered land as being


… queer but true—not only in the main

True, but as true as anything you’d swear to,

The usual three dimensions you are heir to.



But Alice, he observes finally, did not equate the truths of


… that lubberland of dream and laughter,

The red-and-white-flower-spangled hedge, the grass

Where Apuleius pastured his Gold Ass



with the ordinary real world. She did not assume “that queens and kittens are identical.”

Alice is an English heroine both because she is pragmatic and curious, and simply because she is a child. Romanticism in the early nineteenth century, through Rousseau and others, introduced the idea of the child as a new and growing mind in a strange world, different from a miniature adult. High Victorian fiction introduced the practice of defining the central consciousness of hero or heroine in the proving time of early childhood. Jane Eyre, David Copperfield, Maggie Tulliver in The Mill on the Floss, and Pip in Great Expectations explore the dangerous worlds they find themselves in, and judge them. They are different creatures from that suffering innocent, Little Nell. Franco Moretti in The Way of the World, his brilliant discussion of the European bildungsroman, or novel of growing-up, distinguishes the British novel from the continental European one for its greater emphasis on the child as hero or heroine. This goes, he says, with a plot that turns on the dangers posed by fairy-tale villains and schemers, trying to dispossess the child of its rightful place and inheritance—as opposed to the novel of growing-up, becoming adult, making moral errors (Stendhal, Goethe, and in Britain, Middlemarch, which Virginia Woolf called the only novel written for grown-ups). It is true that Alice belongs with Jane and David, as a reasoning being in a world where adults are full of irrational rage, greed, and vengefulness. The Murdstones and Mr. Brocklehurst, Miss Havisham and Pip’s furious sister, are possessed of the same violence as the Duchess, the Queen of Hearts, and the Red Queen. Franco Moretti claims that the English novel is childish because what is desired is not maturity and wisdom but a return to the safety and innocence of childhood—this is a half-truth, since there is never any illusion of happy innocence in the childhoods of Pip or Maggie or Jane. But he is right that they live in fairy-tale plots of fear, villainy, danger, retribution, and restoration. What is most striking about the Alice books in this context is that they are not fairy tales. The wood is not the dark wood where the enchanter and the witch lurk. The creatures are not magical helpers or disguised princes. They are garrulous and argumentative philosophers and grammarians, and the world they inhabit is the world of nonsense, which exists only in contradistinction to the world of sense, common or uncommon, which Alice has in abundance.

Lewis Carroll invented the least sentimental, most real, child character in children’s literature, but his own extratextual comments, and even more the intense biographical interest in his relations with his little-girl “child-friends,” make it more difficult to respond to Alice as she is in her own worlds. The tale originated in one told to three of the daughters of Henry Liddell, Dean of Christ Church College in Oxford, where Carroll/Dodgson was a young don, aged thirty. The three girls, aged thirteen (Lorina), ten (Alice), and eight (Edith), were accompanied on a boat trip on a “golden” summer afternoon by Carroll and his friend the reverend Robinson Duckworth. Carroll wrote up the tale he told them for Alice, who asked for it. He published it much later—to immediate success—in an elaborated and extended version. Dodgson loved and collected little girls, sending letters, codes and conundrums, enormous tallies of imaginary kisses and jokes to successive child-friends, throughout his life. He was also a success as a photographer in the early days of the art, posing his child-friends as waifs and beggar maidens, in the sentimental poses then fashionable, and also taking naked photographs of some of them. His interest was flirtatious—a typical tone is one in a letter to Edith Jebb, in 1870, where he recalls saying good-bye to her out of a train window:


just when I was leaning out to whisper “good-bye” into your ear (only I forgot where your ear was exactly, and somehow fancied it was above your chin)



—a convoluted reference to a kiss on the mouth, followed by a series of jokes about the letter s and word games such as “Your head is MT.” Much has understandably been made of the obscure psychology of a man who went to the seaside to meet little girls, with a pocket full of safety pins in case they needed them to pin up their dresses to paddle. It has been argued that Alice Liddell was the love of his life, that he wished to marry her, that a breach between him and her family was caused by his attempt to propose, which coincides with several pages removed from his journals. His relationship to her has been compared—without any hard evidence—to Ruskin’s with Rose La Touche. There have been many analyses of these preoccupations, some attempting to defend the innocence of the Victorian passion for naked innocents, some darkly analyzing Carroll’s hypothetical sexual preferences, some concentrating on Carroll as that not uncommon figure, the Victorian adult who would have preferred to remain a child. J. M. Barrie, too, preferred the company of children and the creation of imaginary worlds and games to the difficulties of grown-up life. Peter Pan, Tinkerbell, and Wendy have sexual (and sentimental) overtones and ambivalences which I think are wholly absent from the world of Alice, though not from the nostalgic poetic musings with which its author later surrounded it. I remember as a child feeling irritated by the tone of the prefatory poem about the “golden” afternoon and the children listening to Alice.


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.



Worse still is the tone of the final verse of dedication:


Alice! a childish story take,

And with a gentle hand

Lay it where Childhood’s dreams are twined

In Memory’s mystic band,…



Alice is not a dream-child. It is her solidity that is magical. The wonders are not wild or strange but odd and curious. The chat with the birds and beasts is far from friendly. The tale is not childish though its heroine is a child. And so on. Any good child reader can recognize the forced note of grown-up whimsy twining mystic bands. Worse in a way is Carroll’s later description of his heroine in his article “Alice on the Stage”:


What wert thou, dream-Alice, in thy foster-father’s eyes? How shall he picture thee? Loving first, loving and gentle: loving as a dog (forgive the prosaic simile, but I know no earthly love so pure and perfect) and gentle as a fawn: then courteous—courteous to all, high or low, grand or grotesque, King or Caterpillar, even as though she were herself a King’s daughter, and her clothing of wrought gold: then trustful, ready to accept the wildest impossibilities with all that utter trust that only dreamers know; and lastly, curious—wildly curious, and with the eager enjoyment of Life that comes only in the happy hours of childhood, when all is new and fair, and when Sin and Sorrow are but names—empty words signifying nothing!



This is very odd indeed when it is analyzed. For one thing the Alice we read is not loving, although she is shown as having an affection for her cat Dinah and her kittens—one of the reasons for the successful creation of the Alice-world, I have come to think, is the almost complete absence of any object of love, attachment, or fear from Alice’s connections. Her sister appears in a sentimental postscript but she has no friends and no ghost of parents or relatives—she exists in self-sufficient isolation, and therefore the kings and queens are not transmuted parental figures, nor even governesses and servants. There is nothing at all fawning or doglike about Alice—the idea is absurd. She is already considerably less innocent than either dog or fawn. She thinks. She is well brought-up and well mannered—I used as a child to admire the way she (on the whole and until provoked beyond endurance) kept her temper. But she cannot be described with that medieval chivalric word “courteous” in the context of also being described as a “King’s daughter” in “clothing of wrought gold,” without the reader feeling that something is very wrong. And Carroll, who has triumphantly written a whole children’s story for Victorian children without any mention of Sin or Sorrow then feels compelled to bring them to the fore in his tribute to his imaginary foster-daughter. Perhaps the best explanation of the difficult disjuncture between the saccharine Dodgson of the child-friends and the poetic stock responses, and Alice, is his description of how the story was written almost involuntarily—he speaks of himself in the third person as “the narrator,” and says “fancies unsought came crowding thick upon him”:


In writing it out I added many ideas which seemed to grow of themselves upon the original stock; and many more added themselves when, years afterwards, I wrote it all over again for publication: but (this may interest some readers of “Alice” to know) every such idea and nearly every word of the dialogue, came of itself.



Hugh Haughton remarks that this insistence on the automatism is “a founding state of dissociation comparable to psychoanalytic or Surrealistic ‘free association.’ ” Alice has been a heroine to the Surrealists as well as to the psychoanalytic movement. The description reminds me of Coleridge describing the composition of “Kubla Khan” as a series of vivid spectra rising involuntarily in his mind’s eye. But Coleridge thought mythically and metaphorically. Dodgson was a logician, a man whose dreams as well as his waking dreams were of problem solving, inventing new, useful devices to find the day of any calendar date in any year, new board games, new word games. What Dodgson found was not a primeval fairyland, nor any ancient gods or princess in gold, but the workings of the brain, the nature of language, as lived by both young girls and grown men.

[image: ]

What can I really manage to remember of my early readings and rereadings of the Alice books? Three things I am fairly certain of. The first is the reading child’s pleasure at being alone in a world not subject to daily laws, either physical or conventional. I don’t think I ever “identified with” Alice, but I watched her, puzzling over the irrational and obstructive behavior of the creatures, having problems with time and space and speed and distance, making, so to speak, local and provisional attempts to make sense of things. The world was problematic, from instructions on bottles and impossibly tiny doors to the hurt feelings of mice and the rules of walking and cutting cakes in a mirror world. I felt, I think, both that she was doing better than I would have done—she was braver and more forthright—and that I was in a position to judge her.

The second thing I remember is linguistic delight. It was Alice that made me conscious of thinking about words, from delight in the nonsense words and mad definitions in “Jabberwocky” to the ludicrous misinterpretations of the two Queens.


Here the Red Queen began again. “Can you answer useful questions?” she said. “How is bread made?”

“I know that!” Alice cried eagerly. “You take some flour——”

“Where do you pick the flower?” the White Queen asked. “In a garden, or in the hedges?”

“Well, it isn’t picked at all,” Alice explained: “it’s ground——”

“How many acres of ground?” said the White Queen. “You mustn’t leave out so many things.”



The third thing I remember—though how I should have put it into words as a child I do not know—is that this was a book about working out who you were. About identity, constant and threatened. I was pleasantly frightened by Alice’s changes of size, by her chin hitting her feet, which I thought was dreadfully funny, by her growing as large as the house she was in, by her long-necked peering into the nest of the pigeon who disconcertingly categorized her as a serpent. I am now fairly sure that this sense of fluid size and identity feels very different to children from how it appears to adults. Children are in fact always changing size, and many of them seem to believe, as my own son did, that adults get smaller and younger as children get larger and older. It is not really to do with puberty or sexual maturity, as many interpretations of Alice have argued. It is about something earlier, more primitive than that. You have only to think of the pleasures of fairy tales—the anticipation of Love, the fulfillment of wishes, the punishment of evil—to realize how very different the world of Alice is. It is a world in which odd lessons are learned and odd rules are perceived, by trial and error, to exist—quite safely, because this is a world of nonsense.

The worlds of both the Alice books are in fact constructed the way children, and also adults, construct the worlds they play in. The world of Alice in Wonderland is constructed as children construct imaginary places, by giving speech to animals, and animating inanimate toys like playing cards. It is serious play—Freud observed in his essay on creative writers and daydreaming how important to children were the identities they gave to imaginary and inanimate objects like toys and counters, how they used these imaginary games to explore themselves and their identities. It is significant in this context that Alice has no dolls and meets no imaginary children—except the howling baby in the Duchess’s kitchen whose transformation into a pig is one of the really disturbing moments in the story. Alice’s inability to hold or cradle that creature, as opposed to her considerable ability to converse with most others, indicates the kind of play that that child found useful and pleasant. It wasn’t imaginary babies.

It is worth observing that the human beings in Alice in Wonderland—the episodes containing the Duchess and the Mad Hatter, and the particular kinds of domestic disorder to do with cooking and eating and serving food that go with them—were later additions to a tale that was originally much more simply about talking beasts and animated playing cards, a cardboard society a clever child can set up, or as Alice does, blow away when they get out of hand.

The first book begins with a real rabbit hole and an agitated talking rabbit with a watch. The second begins with real kittens who become chessboard queens, and talking flowers who are passionate and contradictory. The frisson of pleasure the reader, adult and child, gets from the argumentative nature of the creatures is partly due to the sense we have that the imagination has animated them successfully and fully enough for them really to be able to answer back. They are small things, play things, which grow into power and energy. They arouse various emotions—Alice can hurt their feelings and kick them out of chimneys into breaking glass. Some critics have found the large real puppy Alice meets—which doesn’t talk and doesn’t play—to be an incongruity. It is—but it is a kind of paradoxical guarantee that Alice has entered the world of the small, the tiny, through the keyhole, and partakes in that reality, not that of the real, rough puppy.

Serious play needs rules, as anyone knows who has tried to play cards with a child who makes up rules as you go along. Perhaps one reason for Carroll’s greatness is that he knew perfectly how to combine the anarchy of the playful but purposeful imagination with the sense of order/disorder that underlies both logic and nonsense. The best book I know on Carroll is by Elizabeth Sewell, published in 1952, and is called The Field of Nonsense. In it she examines the nonsense writings of both Carroll and Edward Lear, discussing their word play, their attitude to numbers and rules, their incongruities and inventions. She argues that Nonsense is a highly conscious business and is concerned with sense and logic, not with the vagueness and emotion of dream. Nonsense indeed closes off the logical world from the world of the vague and the passionate, and the disorder created by its disruptions and non sequiturs is different from the gothic or the magical. Both Carroll and Lear, she says, were obsessively orderly men, makers of categories and lists and timetables. Carroll invented word games such as Doublets and Syzygies with rules for transforming one word into another (or introducing WALRUS to CARPENTER) and was said to be trying to invent a chess game with words instead of armies. Sewell makes a splendid case for the affinity of nursery rhymes (as opposed to fairy tales) with Nonsense. Nursery rhymes, like Nonsense, depend on the regular accidents of the nature of language itself—the rhyming of pig and wig, the reduction of violence to slapstick, the closed, finished worlds. In Through the Looking-Glass Alice’s journey across the squared landscape of the chessboard is punctuated by encounters with nursery-rhyme creatures who mangle language and are doomed to repeat their fall from the wall or battle for the Crown however they wriggle, like Humpty Dumpty, to control language and set it to work differently.

It took me a long time to be able to stand back far enough to see how important it is to the emotional atmosphere of both books that the Kings and Queens who inhabit them are cardboard and counters. They have real character. Carroll’s description of the three Queens in “Alice on the Stage” is as illuminating as his rhapsodies about Alice are irritating.


Each of course had to preserve, through all her eccentricities, a certain queenly dignity. That was essential. And as for distinguishing traits, I pictured to myself the Queen of Hearts as a sort of embodiment of ungovernable passion—a blind and aimless Fury. The Red Queen I pictured as a Fury, but of another type; her passion must be cold and calm; she must be formal and strict, yet not unkindly; pedantic to the tenth degree, the concentrated essence of all governesses! Lastly the White Queen seemed to my dreaming fancy, gentle, stupid, fat and pale; helpless as an infant; and with a slow, maundering bewildered air about her just suggesting imbecility, but never quite passing into it; that would be, I think, fatal to any comic effect she might otherwise produce.



It is the precise relation of Fury to life as a game of croquet played with flamingos and hedgehogs, of pedantry and near-imbecility with the movement from pawn to crowning, that is the genius of the form of Alice, elaborately structured and yet human. So that when Alice meets real philosophical problems of great depth—is she dreaming the Red King or is he dreaming her? Or whether “glory” can be made to mean “a nice knock-down argument,” and if not, how not and why not?—they are contained in a pattern of the forms of thought and the possibilities of language. It is this that makes the wood “where things have no names” so moving, though it only lasts a page and a half. It begins with Alice considering herself—after she lost her name—like a lost dog—“ ‘answers to the name of “Dash:” had on a brass collar’ ”—and ends with Alice walking in amity through the wood with a fawn who, like Alice the pawn, has forgotten its name, only to bound away in alarm when it recognizes her again as “a human child.” (As distinguished from dog and fawn to which Carroll later compared her in his essay, quoted above.)

The mystery of the Red King’s dream gripped me as a child, whereas it was not until I was an adult that I started to puzzle about the world of things without names, without language, without the forms of thought that went with language. The clue to the enduring fascination and greatness of the Alice books lies in language, and the way in which we are made of language quite as much as of flesh and blood and passions. The Freud who analyzed the linguistic mechanisms of jokes is a better guide to the essence of Alice than the Freud of the dreamed sexual metaphor, key and keyhole, tears and amniotic fluid, of The Interpretation of Dreams. Alice was loved by Joyce and by Nabokov, who translated the books into Russian. It is play, and word-play, and its endless intriguing puzzles continue to reveal themselves long after we have ceased to be children. But it seems important to be able to remember the first innocent reading, the first flexing of the muscles of the mind. I thought for years that I myself had made the link in my own mind between the lost rose-garden full of children and laughter in T. S. Eliot’s “Four Quartets” and the inaccessible garden in Alice in Wonderland. Then I discovered that the connection was in Eliot’s mind also.
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A. S. Byatt is a novelist and short-story writer who has also published essays and reviews. She also works in radio and television. Until 1983 she taught English and American literature at University College, London. Her novels include the Booker Prize–winning Possession, which is available in a Modern Library clothbound edition, and the quartet The Virgin in the Garden, Still Life, Babel Tower, and A Whistling Woman. Her short-story collections include Elementals, The Djinn in the Nightingale’s Eye, and The Matisse Stories.
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