



  [image: cover]




  





  




  [image: ]




  First published by Macmillan in 1865, Alice has since become one of the world’s most loved children’s characters.




  When Alice follows a white rabbit down a hole, little does she know what adventures await her in Wonderland. From a strange tea-party with some very peculiar guests to a grinning Cheshire-Cat,

  everything just keeps getting curiouser and curiouser.




  ‘I began dealing with your house with full confidence in it in every way – and that confidence is undiminished’




  Carroll writes to Alexander Macmillan in April 1871
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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 a 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.




      Lewis Carroll
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  Foreword




  I think Alice has been with me from the very beginning. I cannot remember a time without her. I suppose I first heard of her from my father, and he must have shown me pictures

  as he shared the stories with me, because my Alice always looked as Tenniel drew her: clear-eyed, intelligent, never cute, with a background of wonderfully detailed Wonderland. Long before I could

  read she became part of my world, along with Goldilocks, Cinderella, the grey witch who lived in the old shed, the pink cabbage rose that grew in the garden, and awareness of the great weight of

  iron.




  The weight of iron was directly related to Alice, or rather to Wonderland.




  Wonderland! I could see it very clearly: the paintbox brightness of the colours of that world, the cascading fountains, and the small gold key that opened the door into the garden. I wanted to

  go there very much and I knew the way exactly. Alice got to Wonderland by way of a rabbit hole, down which she fell and fell and fell. My way, I was absolutely convinced, was just as direct. In our

  garden there was a deep, black, sky-reflecting well. It had an iron lid, in which a thin half circle of a handle was set. The grown-ups struggled to lift it, never mind me, standing on the lid,

  pulling and pulling with all my strength, day after day, all through a hopeful summer.




  The weight of that iron lid is with me yet. I never managed to move it by the smallest fraction and since there were no useful rabbit holes in our garden I could not get to Wonderland.




  However, there was still the pleasure of the guidebook, and although it had been Wonderland that entranced me first, as I grew older I took more notice of Alice.




  It was the realness of Alice that made her stand out from the other story book people I knew. Goldilocks was not real: no matter how many alternative endings I invented to compensate for her

  outrageous behaviour in the house of bears, I could not bring her alive enough even to apologize decently the next morning. Cinderella was not real either. I could believe in her goodness, the

  pumpkin coach and the fairy godmother, but the glass slipper was a step too far. What if it broke? Her bare foot on the splinters, red footprints on the ballroom floor . . .




  And at about the same time that Goldilocks and Cinderella vanished into words and paper there came a very cold winter when the grey witch left the shed for good. The relief of being freed from

  her perpetual demands for offerings was wonderful. Now there was just me, and the pink rose, and Alice.




  Alice was by now as real as any person that I had ever met. Impatient sometimes, given to tears now and then, but resourceful and brave and curious and kind. What a friend she would be! Imagine

  her at school! Who would be first into the playground, think up the best games, volunteer for everything, look after the new girl and yet still find time to drift through the library, lifting down

  books . . . ?




  Alice. The same Alice who raced after the White Rabbit and fell down the well, who consulted with a Cheshire Cat, argued with a Queen, shared a tea-party with a March Hare, a Mad Hatter and a

  Dormouse. Sometimes reckless (that cake! The mushroom! The bottle labelled DRINK ME!); once unhappy enough to cry a pool of tears; but always Alice, in the strange and brilliant world of

  Wonderland.




  And unforgettable.
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  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?”
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  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.




  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 labelled “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 downstairs! 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 schoolroom, 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.




  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.
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  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 no 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,

  pineapple, roast turkey, toffy, and hot buttered toast), she very soon finished it off.




  “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!”
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