1. 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 except a tiny golden key, and
Alice's first thought was that it 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 know 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 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 histories 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 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, toffee, 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 is 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.

2. 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!'
'I couldn't help it,' said Five, in a sulky tone; 'Seven jogged my
elbow.'
On which Seven looked up and said, 'That's right, Five! Always lay
the blame on others!'
'YOU'D better not talk!' said Five. 'I heard the Queen say only
yesterday you deserved to be beheaded!'
'What for?' said the one who had spoken first.
'That's none of YOUR business, Two!' said Seven.
'Yes, it IS his business!' said Five, 'and I'll tell him—it was for
bringing the cook tulip- roots instead of onions.'
Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun 'Well, of all the
unjust things—' when his eye chanced to fall upon Alice, as she
stood watching them, and he checked himself suddenly: the others
looked round also, and all of them bowed low.
'Would you tell me,' said Alice, a little timidly, 'why you are
painting those roses?'
Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began in a
low voice, 'Why the fact is, you see, Miss, this here ought to have
been a RED rose-tree, and we put a white one in by mistake; and if

the Queen was to find it out, we should all have our heads cut off,
you know. So you see, Miss, we're doing our best, afore she comes,
to—' At this moment Five, who had been anxiously looking across
the garden, called out 'The Queen! The Queen!' and the three
gardeners instantly threw themselves flat upon their faces. There
was a sound of many footsteps, and Alice looked round, eager to
see the Queen.
First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these were all shaped like
the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with their hands and feet at the
corners: next the ten courtiers; these were ornamented all over with
diamonds, and walked two and two, as the soldiers did. After these
came the royal children; there were ten of them, and the little dears
came jumping merrily along hand in hand, in couples: they were
all ornamented with hearts. Next came the guests, mostly Kings
and Queens, and among them Alice recognised the White Rabbit:
it was talking in a hurried nervous manner, smiling at everything
that was said, and went by without noticing her. Then followed the
Knave of Hearts, carrying the King's crown on a crimson velvet
cushion; and, last of all this grand procession, came THE KING
AND QUEEN OF HEARTS.
Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to lie down on her
face like the three gardeners, but she could not remember ever
having heard of such a rule at processions; 'and besides, what
would be the use of a procession,' thought she, 'if people had all to
lie down upon their faces, so that they couldn't see it?' So she stood
still where she was, and waited.
When the procession came opposite to Alice, they all stopped and
looked at her, and the Queen said severely 'Who is this?' She said it
to the Knave of Hearts, who only bowed and smiled in reply.
'Idiot!' said the Queen, tossing her head impatiently; and, turning to
Alice, she went on, 'What's your name, child?'

'My name is Alice, so please your Majesty,' said Alice very
politely; but she added, to herself, 'Why, they're only a pack of
cards, after all. I needn't be afraid of them!'
'And who are THESE?' said the Queen, pointing to the three
gardeners who were lying round the rose tree; for, you see, as they
were lying on their faces, and the pattern on their backs was the
same as the rest of the pack, she could not tell whether they were
gardeners, or soldiers, or courtiers, or three of her own children.
'How should I know?' said Alice, surprised at her own courage. 'It's
no business of MINE.'
The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after glaring at her for a
moment like a wild beast, screamed 'Off with her head!

3. 'Call the first witness,' said the King; and the White Rabbit blew
three blasts on the trumpet, and called out, 'First witness!'
The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with a teacup in one
hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in the other. 'I beg pardon,
your Majesty,' he began, 'for bringing these in: but I hadn't quite
finished my tea when I was sent for.'
'You ought to have finished,' said the King. 'When did you begin?'
The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had followed him into
the court, arm-in-arm with the Dormouse. 'Fourteenth of March, I
think it was,' he said.
'Fifteenth,' said the March Hare.
'Sixteenth,' added the Dormouse.

'Write that down,' the King said to the jury, and the jury eagerly
wrote down all three dates on their slates, and then added them up,
and reduced the answer to shillings and pence.
'Take off your hat,' the King said to the Hatter.
'It isn't mine,' said the Hatter.
'Stolen!' the King exclaimed, turning to the jury, who instantly
made a memorandum of the fact.
'I keep them to sell,' the Hatter added as an explanation; 'I've none
of my own. I'm a hatter.'
Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and began staring at the
Hatter, who turned pale and fidgeted.
'Give your evidence,' said the King; 'and don't be nervous, or I'll
have you executed on the spot.'
This did not seem to encourage the witness at all: he kept shifting
from one foot to the other, looking uneasily at the Queen, and in
his confusion he bit a large piece out of his teacup instead of the
bread-and-butter.
Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sensation, which
puzzled her a good deal until she made out what it was: she was
beginning to grow larger again, and she thought at first she would
get up and leave the court; but on second thoughts she decided to
remain where she was as long as there was room for her.
'I wish you wouldn't squeeze so.' said the Dormouse, who was
sitting next to her. 'I can hardly breathe.'
'I can't help it,' said Alice very meekly: 'I'm growing.'
'You've no right to grow here,' said the Dormouse.
'Don't talk nonsense,' said Alice more boldly: 'you know you're

growing too.'
'Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,' said the Dormouse: 'not in
that ridiculous fashion.' And he got up very sulkily and crossed
over to the other side of the court.
All this time the Queen had never left off staring at the Hatter, and,
just as the Dormouse crossed the court, she said to one of the
officers of the court, 'Bring me the list of the singers in the last
concert!' on which the wretched Hatter trembled so, that he shook
both his shoes off.
'Give your evidence,' the King repeated angrily, 'or I'll have you
executed, whether you're nervous or not.'
'I'm a poor man, your Majesty,' the Hatter began, in a trembling
voice, '—and I hadn't begun my tea—not above a week or so—and
what with the bread-and-butter getting so thin—and the twinkling
of the tea—'
'The twinkling of the what?' said the King.
'It began with the tea,' the Hatter replied.
'Of course twinkling begins with a T!' said the King sharply. 'Do
you take me for a dunce? Go on!'
'I'm a poor man,' the Hatter went on, 'and most things twinkled
after that—only the March Hare said—'
'I didn't!' the March Hare interrupted in a great hurry. 'You did!'
said the Hatter. 'I deny it!' said the March Hare. 'He denies it,' said
the King: 'leave out that part.'
'Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said—' the Hatter went on,
looking anxiously round to see if he would deny it too: but the
Dormouse denied nothing, being fast asleep.
'After that,' continued the Hatter, 'I cut some more bread-and-

butter—'
'But what did the Dormouse say?' one of the jury asked.
'That I can't remember,' said the Hatter.
'You MUST remember,' remarked the King, 'or I'll have you
executed.'
The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread-and-butter, and
went down on one knee. 'I'm a poor man, your Majesty,' he began.
'You're a very poor speaker,' said the King.

