
“It’s no use going back to yesterday, because 
I was a different person then.” 

“She generally gave herself very good advice, 
(though she very seldom followed it).”  

“Would you tell me, please, which way I ought 
to go from here?' 
'That depends a good deal on where you want 
to get to,' said the Cat. 
'I don't much care where -' said Alice. 
'Then it doesn't matter which way you go,' said 
the Cat. 
'- so long as I get SOMEWHERE,' Alice added 
as an explanation. 
'Oh, you're sure to do that,' said the Cat, 'if you 
only walk long enough.”  

“If everybody minded their own business, the 
world would go around a great deal faster 
than it does.”  



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 conversation?’ 

`I wonder if I shall fall right THROUGH the 
earth! How funny it’ll seem to come out 
among the people that walk with their heads 
downward! The Antipathies, I think–‘ (she was 
rather glad there WAS no one listening, this 
time, as it didn’t sound at all the right word) 

“I don't think..." then you shouldn't 
talk, said the Hatter.”  

“I know who I WAS when I got up this 
morning, but I think I must have been 
changed several times since then”  



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 Alice after it, 
never once considering how in the world she 
was to get out again. 



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 no idea what Latitude was, or 
Longitude either, but thought they were nice 
grand words to say.) 

“Off with their heads!” 
“Why is a raven like a writing desk?”  



“Take some more tea," the March Hare said to 
Alice, very earnestly. 
"I've had nothing yet," Alice replied in an 
offended tone, "so I can't take more." 
"You mean you can't take less," said the 
Hatter: "it's very easy to take more than 
nothing." 
"Nobody asked your opinion," said Alice.”  

“Imagination is the only weapon in the war 
against reality.”  

“Yes, that's it! Said the Hatter with a sigh, it's 
always tea time.”  

'What a curious feeling!' said Alice; 'I must be 
shutting up like a telescope .’ 

'Give your evidence,' said the King; 'and don't 
be nervous, or I'll have you executed on the 
spot.’  



The players all played at once without waiting 
for turns, quarreling all the while, and 
fighting for the hedgehogs; and in a very 
short time the Queen was in a furious passion, 
and went stamping about, and shouting 'Off 
with his head!' or 'Off with her head!' about 
once in a minute. 

'I HAVE tasted eggs, certainly,' said Alice, who 
was a very truthful child; 'but little girls eat 
eggs quite as much as serpents do, you know.' 
'I don't believe it,' said the Pigeon; 'but if they 
do, why then they're a kind of serpent, that's 
all I can say.'  

'Your hair wants cutting,' said the Hatter. He 
had been looking at Alice for some time with 
great curiosity, and this was his first speech. 
'You should learn not to make personal 
remarks,' Alice said with some severity; 'it's 
very rude.'  



Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was 
immediately suppressed by the officers of the 
court. (As that is rather a hard word, I will 
just explain to you how it was done. They had 
a large canvas bag, which tied up at the 
mouth with strings: into this they slipped the 
guinea-pig, head first, and then sat upon it.) 
“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. 

“No wise fish would go anywhere without a 
porpoise.”  



“You used to be much more...muchier. You’ve 
lost your muchness.” 

"'Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin 
with,' the Mock Turtle replied; 'and then the 
different branches of arithmetic--Ambition, 
Distraction, Uglification, and Derision.'" 
Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same 
little sister of hers would, in the after-time, 
be herself a grown womand; and how she 
would keep, through all her riper years, the 
simple and loving heart of her childhood; 
and how she would gather about her other 
little children, and make their eyes bright and 
eager with many a strange tale, perhaps even 
with the dream of Wonderland of long ago; 
and how she would feel with all their simple 
sorrows, and find a pleasure in all their 
simple joys, remembering her own child-life, 
and the happy summer days. 



“The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! 
Oh my fur and whiskers! She’ll get me 
executed, as sure as ferrets are ferrets!” 

If you drink much from a bottle marked 
'poison' it is almost certain to disagree with 
you, sooner or later. 
'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.  

So many out-of-the-way things had happened 
lately, that Alice had begun to think that very 
few things indeed were really impossible. 



'Well! I've often seen a cat without a grin,' 
thought Alice; 'but a grin without a cat! It's 
the most curious thing I ever saw in my life!' 

At last the Dodo said, 'everybody has won, 
and all must have prizes.’ 

'Then you should say what you mean,' the 
March Hare went on.  
'I do,' Alice hastily replied; 'at least — at least 
I mean what I say — that's the same thing, you 
know.’  
'Not the same thing a bit!' said the Hatter. 'You 
might just as well say that "I see what I eat" 
is the same thing as "I eat what I see”!'  
'You might just as well say,' added the March 
Hare, 'that "I like what I get" is the same 
thing as "I get what I like”!'  
You might just as well say,' added the 
Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in his 
sleep, 'that "I breathe when I sleep" is the 
same thing as "I sleep when I breathe"!'  



The Hatter was the first to break the silence. 
'What day of the month is it?' he said, turning 
to Alice: he had taken his watch out of his 
pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, 
shaking it every now and then, and holding it 
to his ear. 
Alice considered a little, and then said 'The 
fourth.’  
'Two days wrong!' sighed the Hatter.  
'I told you butter wouldn't suit the works!' he 
added looking angrily at the March Hare.  
'It was the best butter,' the March Hare meekly 
replied. 'Yes, but some crumbs must have got 
in as well,' the Hatter grumbled: 'you shouldn't 
have put it in with the bread-knife.’  
The March Hare took the watch and looked at 
it gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of 
tea, and looked at it again: but he could 
think of nothing better to say than his first 
remark, 'It was the best butter, you know.' 



'And ever since that,' the Hatter went on in a 
mournful tone, 'he won't do a thing I ask! It's 
always six o'clock now.’ A bright idea came 
into Alice's head. 'Is that the reason so many 
tea-things are put out here?' she asked. 'Yes, 
that's it,' said the Hatter with a sigh: 'it's always 
tea-time, and we've no time to wash the 
things between whiles.’ 'Then you keep moving 
round, I suppose?' said Alice. 'Exactly so,' said 
the Hatter: 'as the things get used up.'  

'I want a clean cup,' interrupted the Hatter: 
'let's all move one place on.’ He moved on as 
he spoke, and the Dormouse followed him: the 
March Hare moved into the Dormouse's place, 
and Alice rather unwillingly took the place of 
the March Hare. The Hatter was the only one 
who got any advantage from the change: and 
Alice was a good deal worse off than before, 
as the March Hare had just upset the milk-jug 
into his plate.  



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 round the neck of 
the bottle was a paper label, with the words 
'DRINK ME' beautifully printed on it in large 
letters. 

'Stigand, the patriotic archbishop of 
Canterbury, found it advisable — "' 
'Found what?' said the Duck. 
'Found it,' the Mouse replied rather crossly: 'of 
course you know what "it" means.' 
'I know what "it" means well enough, when I 
find a thing,' said the Duck: 'it's generally a 
frog or a worm. The question is, what did the 
archbishop find?’ 



'And how many hours a day did you do 
lessons?' said Alice, in a hurry to change the 
subject.  
'Ten hours the first day,' said the Mock Turtle: 
'nine the next, and so on.’  
'What a curious plan!' exclaimed Alice.  
'That's the reason they're called lessons,' the 
Gryphon remarked: 'because they lessen from 
day to day.' 

Twinkle twinkle little bat! 
How I wonder what you're at!... 
Up above the world you fly 
like a tea tray in the sky 

They're dreadfully fond of beheading people 
here; the great wonder is, that there's any one 
left alive! 



The chief difficulty Alice found at first was 
in managing her flamingo: she succeeded in 
getting its body tucked away, comfortably 
enough, under her arm, with its legs hanging 
down, but generally, just as she had got its 
neck nicely straightened out, and was going 
to give the hedgehog a blow with its head, it 
would twist itself round and look up in her 
face, with such a puzzled expression that she 
could not help bursting out laughing: and 
when she had got its head down, and was 
going to begin again, it was very provoking to 
find that the hedgehog had unrolled itself, 
and was in the act of crawling away: besides 
all this, there was generally a ridge or furrow 
in the way wherever she wanted to send the 
hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up soldiers 
were always getting up and walking off to 
other parts of the ground, Alice soon came to 
the conclusion that it was a very difficult 
game indeed. 



'Thinking again?' the Duchess asked, with 
another dig of her sharp little chin.  
'I've a right to think,' said Alice sharply, for 
she was beginning to feel a little worried. 
'Just about as much right,' said the Duchess, 'as 
pigs have to fly.’ 

[Alice] felt sure she would catch a bad cold 
if she did not get dry very soon. “Ahem!” said 
the Mouse with an important air, “are you all 
ready? This is the driest thing I know. Silence 
all round, if you please! ‘William the 
Conqueror, whose cause was favored by the 
pope, was soon submitted to by the English, 
who wanted leaders, and had been of late 
much accustomed to usurpation and conquest. 
Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and 
Northumbria…“How are you getting on now, my 
dear?” it continued, turning to Alice as he 
spoke. “As wet as ever,” said Alice in a 
melancholy tone. 



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 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…She tried to 
look down and make out what she was 
coming to, but it was too dark to see 
anything… Down, down, down. Would the fall 
never come to an end? “I wonder how many 
miles I’ve fallen. And after a fall such as this 
I shall think nothing of tumbling down 
stairs’.” 

 

Alice: “How long is forever?” White Rabbit: 
“Sometimes, just one second.” 

“’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!'” Alice’s head struck 
against the roof of the hall: in fact she was 
now rather more than nine feet high. Poor 
Alice! She sat down and began to cry. “You 
ought to be ashamed of yourself, a great girl 
like you 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 around her, about four 
inches deep and reaching half way down the 
hall. 

"In my youth I feared it might injure the 
brain; But, now that I'm perfectly sure I have 
none, Why, I do it again and again.” 

“The hurrier I go, the behinder I get.” 
 

"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. 



So out of the Pool of Tears, the Dodo says,  in 
an offended tone, that the best thing to get 
us dry is a Caucus-race. “And what is a 
Caucus-race?” said Alice?”; not so much that 
she really wanted to know. ”Why,” said the 
Dodo, “the best way to explain it is to do it.”  

First it marked out the race-course in a sort 
of circle (“the exact shape doesn’t matter” it 
said) and then all the party were placed 
along here and there. There was no “one, two, 
three and away”, but they began running when 
they liked and left off when they liked, so 
that it was not easy to know when the race 
was over. 

“Be what you would seem to be—or, if you’d 
like it put more simply—never imagine 
yourself not to be otherwise than what it 
might appear to others.” 



Now a tiny Alice stretches herself up on tiptoe 
and peers over the edge of a mushroom and 
looks into the eyes of a large blue caterpillar. 
They look at each other for some time in 
silence; at last the caterpillar took the 
hookah out of its mouth and in a languid 
and sleepy voice he asks her, “Who are you?”  

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 
have been changed several times since then.” 
“What do you mean by that?”, said the 
caterpillar, “Explain yourself!” “I can’t explain 
myself, I’m afraid, sir.” said Alice, “because 
I’m not myself you see.” 

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. 



“What sort of people live around here?”, Alice 
asks the grinning cat. “In that direction” the 
Cat said, waving its right paw round “lives a 
Hatter: and in that direction,” waving the other 
paw, “lives a March Hare. Visit either you like.  
They’re both mad.” 

But I don’t want to go around among mad 
people,” Alice remarked.  

“Oh, you can’t help that,” said the Cat; we’re all 
mad here. I’m mad. You’re mad.”  

“How do you know I’m mad?” said Alice.  

“You must be,” said the Cat, “ or you wouldn’t 
have come here.” 

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 avoid 
shrinking away altogether. 

A large 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!’ 



One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. 
This, of course, Alice could not stand, and 
she went round the court and got behind him, 
and very soon found an opportunity of 
taking it away. She did it so quickly that the 
poor little juror (it was Bill the Lizard) could 
not make out at all what had become of it, so, 
after hunting all about for it, he was obliged 
to write with one finger for the rest of the 
day, and this was of very little use, as it left 
no mark on the slate.  



Alice thought she had never seen such a 
curious croquet-ground in her life; it was all 
ridges and furrows; the croquet balls were 
live hedgehogs and the mallets were live 
flamingoes, and the soldiers had to double 
themselves up and stand on their heads and 
feet, to make the arches. The players all 
played at once without waiting for turns, 
quarreling all the while. In a very short time 
the Queen was in a furious passion, and went 
stamping about and shouting, “Off with his 
head!” or “Off with her head!” Alice began to 
feel very uneasy. ”What will become of me?” 
she thought. “They’re dreadfully fond of 
beheading people here.” 



“Will you walk a little faster?” said a whiting 
to a snail,  

“There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’s 
treading on my tail. 

See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles 
all advance! 

They are waiting on the shingle – will you 
come and join the dance? 

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you join 
the dance? 

Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you join 
the dance?


