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The literary life of “Lewis Carroll” became familiar to a wide circle of readers, but the private life of Charles Lutwidge Dodgson was retired and uneventful. Born on January 27, 1832, in Daresbury, Cheshire, where his father, the Reverend Charles Dodgson, was vicar, the author attended Rugby School for four years and matriculated at Christ Church, Oxford, in May, 1850. He took first class honors in mathematics in 1854 and the following year was appointed mathematical lecturer at Christ Church, a position he held until 1881. Late in the year 1865, he published, under the pseudonym “Lewis Carroll,” Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland,  the “Alice” of the title being patterned after a daughter of Dean Liddell of the college. In 1869 came Phantasmagoria, in 1871 Through the Looking-Glass,in 1876 The Hunting of the Snark, and in 1883 Rhyme and Reason. During the years in which “Lewis Carroll” was delighting children of all ages, C. L. Dodgson was publishing mathematical works, the most famous of these being Euclid and His Modern RivaLs  (1879). Though his authorship of the “Alice” books was well known, “Carroll” shied away from publicity, stating that “Mr. Dodgson neither claimed nor acknowledged any connection with the books not published under his name.” The reluctant author died in 1898. His memory is appropriately kept alive by perpetual endowment of a cot in the Children’s Hospital, Great Ormond Street. London.

 

MARTIN GARDNER is a science writer who for twenty-five years wrote the “Mathematical Games” column in Scientific American. He is the author of some seventy books about mathematics, science, philosophy, and literature, including two novels and a collection of short stories. His  Annotated Alice and More Annotated Alice have been combined into a single Annotated Alice. He has also written The  Annotated Snark and edited The Universe in a Handkerchief,  a collection of Carroll’s writings about recreational mathematics, puzzles, ciphers, word play, and games. He and his wife live in the western mountains of North Carolina.
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INTRODUCTION

ALTHOUGH MANY ADULTS dislike fantasy, preferring fiction about the real world, it is surprising how many great literary works are fantasies. One thinks of Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey, Virgil’s Aenead, Dante’s Divine Comedy, Goethe’s Faust, Shakespeare’s Tempest and Midsummer Night’s Dream, and scores of fantasy novels that have outlasted myriads of once admired works of realism.

Among books for children almost all the classics are fantasies: P. L. Travers’s Mary Poppins, Barrie’s Peter Pan, French fairy tales by Perrault, German fairy tales by Grimm, Danish tales by Andersen, Italy’s Pinocchio, Kipling’s Just-So stories, C. S. Lewis’s Narnia,  the Oz books of L. Frank Baum, and of course Lewis Carroll’s two books about Alice. At the moment, Joanne Rowling’s incredibly popular books about Harry Potter, boy wizard, are fantasies, but whether they will become classics remains to be seen.

It’s hard to understand, but some adults, including a few peculiar psychologists, think fantasy is bad for children. G. K. Chesterton considered this belief close to mortal sin. His marvelous essay “The Dragon’s Grandmother” (you’ll find it in his book Tremendous Trifles) is, in my opinion, the best defense of juvenile fantasy ever written.

“I met a man the other day,” G. K. opens his essay, “who did not believe in fairy tales. I do not mean that he did not believe in the incidents narrated in them.... The man I speak of disbelieved in fairy tales in an even more amazing and perverted sense. He actually thought that fairy tales ought not to be told to children.”

Chesterton recalls his efforts to wade through some modern novels about the actual world. When this became tiresome he saw a copy of Grimm on the table and gave “a cry of indecent joy. Here at least, here at last, one could find a little common sense. I opened the book and my eyes fell on those splendid and satisfying words, ‘The Dragon’s Grandmother.’ ”

At that moment, the monster who hated fairy tales entered the room. Here is what Chesterton said to him:It is far easier to believe in a million fairy tales than to believe in one man who does not like fairy tales. I would rather kiss Grimm instead of a Bible and swear to all his stories as if they were thirty-nine articles than say seriously and out of my heart  that there can be such a man as you; that you are not some temptation of the devil or some delusion from the void. Look at these plain, homely, practical words. “The Dragon’s Grandmother,” that is all right; that is rational almost to the verge of rationalism. If there was a dragon, he had a grandmother. But you—you had no grandmother! If you had known one, she would have taught you to love fairy tales.

 

It seemed to me that he did not follow me with sufficient delicacy, so I moderated my tone. “Can you not see,” I said, “that fairy tales in their essence are quite solid and straightforward; but that this everlasting fiction about modem life is in its nature essentially incredible? Folk-lore means that the soul is sane, but that the universe is wild and full of marvels. Realism means that the world is dull and full of routine, but that the soul is sick and screaming. The problem of the fairy tale is—what will a healthy man do with a fantastic world? The problem of the modern novel is—what will a madman do with a dull world? In the fairy tales the cosmos goes mad; but the hero does not go mad. In the modern novels the hero is mad before the book begins, and suffers from the harsh steadiness and cruel sanity of the cosmos.





“The cosmos goes mad; but the hero does not go mad.” It’s an accurate description of Alice as she strolls through the mad world of Wonderland and the equally mad world behind the looking-glass. It is an accurate description of Dorothy as she walks the Yellow Brick Road in the mad world of Oz.

There really are curious persons so down on fantasy that they find no pleasure in Carroll’s Alice books. Consider what H. L. Mencken says about them in his autobiographical Happy Days:I was a grown man, and far gone in sin, before I ever brought myself to tackle “Alice in Wonderland,” and even then I made some big skips and wondered sadly how and why such feeble jocosity had got so high a reputation. I am willing to grant that it must be a masterpiece, as my betters allege—but not to my taste, not for me.





Lewis Carroll, whose real name was Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, was a shy bachelor who taught elementary mathematics at Oxford University’s Christ Church, and who had a passion for photography when that art was in its infancy. He loved attractive little girls much more than boys. He was especially fond of the real Alice, Alice Liddell, daughter of the dean of Christ Church. Her last name rhymes with “fiddle.” Carroll puns three times on the name’s closeness to “little” in his prefatory poem  to the first Alice book, and again in Chapter 7 where he writes about the three little girls (Alice had two sisters) who lived at the bottom of a well. There is convincing evidence that Carroll was romantically in love with Alice.

Morton Cohen, in his splendid biography of Carroll, speculates that Carroll may actually have approached Mr. and Mrs. Liddell with a suggestion that he wished to marry Alice someday. At any rate, Mrs. Liddell suddenly decided that Carroll should stop seeing Alice, and she burned all his letters to her. The page in Carroll’s diary for the time when this occurred has been torn from the diary and presumably destroyed. It is widely believed that in the second Alice book, Carroll intended the White Knight to be a caricature of himself. When he waves good-bye to Alice, as she moves to the final square of the chessboard to become a queen, the scene represents his final sad parting with the only child-friend he truly loved.

Among Carroll’s superb photographs of famous persons and young children were hundreds of pictures of unclad little girls. After gossip implied there was something unhealthy in such picture taking, Carroll destroyed all his nude negatives. The four that survived are reproduced in Morton Cohen’s beautiful volume, Reflections in a Looking Glass: A Centennial Celebration of Lewis Carroll, Photographer.

There is no question that Carroll’s fondness for young girls, and photographing them without clothes, was in his mind a completely innocent admiration of their charms. He was a devout Anglican, an ordained deacon who often preached in nearby churches. His religious opinions were strictly orthodox except for an heretical refusal to believe God would eternally punish anyone, including Satan. Entries in his diary constantly repeat a yearning to obey God’s will and to be forgiven for sins that are never specified.

 

Lewis Carroll was born in 1832, in Cheshire, England, the third of eleven children of the Reverend Charles Dodgson, an Anglican priest. Although Carroll’s major hobby was photography, he was also fond of showing magic tricks to child friends and taking them to see conjuring shows. He liked to form a handkerchief into a mouse, then make it jump from his hand when he stroked it. He would fold from paper what he called “Paper pistols” that made a loud bang when swung through the air. He was an avid patron of the theater, though frequently offended by stage profanity and scenes he considered sacrilegious or licentious. The famous actress Ellen Terry was a lifelong friend.

The first Alice book had its origin in a story Carroll told Alice  and her two sisters when they were on a rowing trip up the Isis, a branch of the Thames. Alice begged him to write it down for her. This he did, calling it Alice’s Adventures Underground. Carroll himself illustrated the tale, though his artistic ability, as he recognized, was poor. He presented a hand-lettered copy to Alice, and it was later published as a small book. The story differs in many interesting ways from the final printed version, and it lacks such episodes as the Pig and Pepper chapter and the Mad Tea Party. If you are curious to read it, Dover has a paperback reprint.

Both Alice books reflect Carroll’s interest in games. Among his dozens of privately printed pamphlets, many describe games he himself invented. They include variations of croquet, games played with pieces on a checkerboard, and a game he called “doublets” in which one tried in the fewest possible steps to change one word to another by altering one letter at a time, at each step forming a common word. In the first Alice book, playing cards provide the roles of courtiers, queens, kings, and laborers. In the sequel, cards are replaced by the kings, queens, and knights of chess. Each book is rich in word play, nonsense verse, mathematical whimsy, and logical paradoxes.

The Alice books swarm with sly implications that Victorian readers would grasp at once, but today have to be explained by footnotes such as you will find in the 1999 edition of my  Annotated Alice. I will give only one amusing instance. When Humpty Dumpty shakes hands with Alice he extends only one finger. In Victorian days, when someone shook hands with a person of inferior social status, it was customary to extend only two fingers. Humpty, in the great pride that went before his fall, carries this ugly custom to its extreme.

Tenniel’s illustrations also have subtle features that are easily missed. Look carefully at the picture of Humpty seated on the wall. A cross section of the wall on the right reveals that the wall has a narrow ridge, like an inverted V. This of course renders the egg’s seat extremely precarious. In the picture of the Queen of Hearts asking Alice “What’s your name, child?” see if you can find the white rabbit. After Alice has gone through the looking-glass, note the grin on the back of the clock and the gargoyle face below the mantel. Tenniel slyly shaded the nose of the Jack of Hearts to suggest that he was a heavy drinker. For much more about Tenniel and his art see The Tenniel Illustrations to the “Alice” Books, a delightful study by Michael Hancher (1985).

 

Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland was first published by London’s Macmillan in 1865. The covers are red cloth, with gold  lettering on the spine. On the front cover is a picture of Alice holding a pig; on the back a picture of the Cheshire Cat. The print run was 2,000. Because Tenniel strongly objected to the quality of the printing of his pictures, Macmillan was forced at considerable expense to make a new printing. Copies of the first run were sold to an American publisher. The book was such a success that by 1899 there had been twenty-six new printings. Carroll continued to correct printer’s errors and make small changes in the text until the eighty-nine thousandth was issued in 1897, a year before his death.

Macmillan published Through the Looking-Glass in 1872. It, too, was bound in red cloth, with the Red Queen on the front cover and the White Queen on the back. It sold even faster than the first Alice book. Fifteen thousand copies were bought in the first seven weeks.

After Carroll’s death, at age sixty-five, new editions of his Alice books began to appear with illustrations by other artists. In 1901, Harper and Brothers published in America an edition of the first Alice book with pictures by the American artist Peter Newell. The following year it issued Newell’s illustrated edition of the second Alice book. His eighty full-page plates are reproduced in my More Annotated Alice (1990). Since then scores of artists, including the famous illustrator Arthur Rack-ham, have tried their hand on the Alice books. The Illustrators of Alice (1972), edited by Graham Overden, is devoted to the history of illustrated editions of Alice, with many handsome reproductions of their art. Some recent artists take extreme liberties. For example, Barry Moser’s art for the second Alice book gives Humpty the face of Richard Nixon!

So many translations of Alice into other languages have been made that mathematician and Carroll collector Warren Weaver wrote an entire book about them, Alice in Many Tongues (1964). So many plays and musicals were based on Alice that Charles C. Lovett covers their history in Alice on Stage (1990). A checklist of motion pictures about Alice, by David Schaefer, will be found at the back of the 1999 Norton edition of my Annotated Alice.

Many biographies of Carroll have been written, and several book collections made of his correspondence. A two-volume expurgated edition of Carroll’s diary, edited by Roger Lancelyn Green, appeared in 1954. An uncut edition of the diary, edited by Edward Wakeling, is now being issued in many volumes. Alice Liddell has her own biography, The Real Alice (1981), by Anne Clarke.

Aside from his books about mathematics and logic, and collections of his poetry, Carroll wrote two other fantasies. A long novel about two fairy children was published in two volumes:  Sylvie and Bruno (1889) and Sylvie and Bruno Concluded (1893). His great nonsense ballad The Hunting of the Snark, illustrated by Henry Holiday, appeared in 1876. You’ll find its history, along with numerous footnotes, in my Annotated Snark (1962). The ballad tells of a crew of bizarre adventurers who set sail to find an elusive monster called the Snark. It also was illustrated by Peter Newell, as well as by many other artists since.

Carroll’s long comic poem Phantasmagoria, about a friendly ghost, was recently published by Prometheus Books. Several books deal with Carroll’s writings about puzzles and recreational mathematics, including my Universe in a Handkerchief (1996). For a detailed and annotated bibliography of all of Carroll’s writings, the classic reference is The Lewis Carroll Handbook, by Sidney Herbert Williams and Falconer Madan, revised and updated by Roger Green in 1962. Other bibliographies, essay collections, and critical studies of Carroll’s work are far too numerous to mention.

The Lewis Carroll Society of North America publishes a news bulletin entitled The Knight Letter, and sponsors two annual conventions. In England, an older Lewis Carroll Society, founded in 1969, issues a scholarly periodical, The Carrollian (formerly Jabberwocky ), edited by Anne Clarke Amor, and a newsletter called Bandersnatch. A Canadian Carroll Society publishes White Rabbit Tales,  its newsletter, and there is a recently organized Carroll Society of Japan. Carroll has an extensive following in Japan, where some sixty editions of the Alice books are currently in print!

You won’t find the Alice books reprinted in Mortimer Adler’s set of The Great Books of the Western World, but I venture to state the following: It is permissible today to consider a person educated if he or she has not read, say, Das Capital, or books by Hegel and Freud, or indeed more than half the volumes in Adler’s series. On the other hand, I would not consider a person educated who has never read Carroll’s Alice books. Among the great characters of imaginative literature, Alice has become as immortal as Don Quixote, Huckleberry Finn, Captain Ahab, Sherlock Holmes, and Dorothy Gale of Kansas. If you are not yet acquainted with Alice’s adventures in Wonderland and behind the mirror, read on and enjoy!

 

—Martin Gardner  Hendersonville, N.C.




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 a gentle hand  
Lay it where Childhood’s dreams are twined  
In Memory’s mystic band,  
Like pilgrim’s withered wreath of flowers  
Plucked in a far-off land.
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ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND




I

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 picking 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 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 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 labeled “ORANGE MARMALADE,” but to her great disappointment 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. “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 getting 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 several 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 Longitude I’ve got to?” (Alice had not the slightest idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either. but she thought they were nice grand words to say.)

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

Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all made of solid glass; there was nothing on it but a tiny golden key, and Alice’s first idea was that this 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 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.
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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 herself, “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 remembered 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 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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II

The Poolof Tears
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“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 Ishan’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 won’t walk the way I want to go! Let me see. I’ll give them a new pair of boots for 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!”

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 moment, 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 Rabbit 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! Won’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.
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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 ringlets, and mine doesn’t go in ringlets at all; and I’m sure I can’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 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 certain! 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 lessons, and began to repeat it, but her voice sounded hoarse and strange, and the words did not come the same as they used to do:—“How 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 spreads his claws,  
And welcomes 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 putting 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.

“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.
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“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 her knowledge of history, Alice had no very clear notion how long ago anything had happened.) So she began again: “Où est ma chatte?”, which was the first sentence in her French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden leap out of the  water, and seemed to 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 won’t talk about her any more, if you’d rather not.”
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“We, indeed!” cried the Mouse, who was trembling down to the end of his 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 won’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 can’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 won’t talk about cats or dogs either, if you don’t like them!” When the Mouse heard this, it turned round and swam slowly back to her: its face was quite pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it said, in a low, trembling voice, “Let us get to the shore, and then I’ll tell you my history, and you’ll understand why it is 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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