
The White Rabbit 
 

  
     …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 late!’. 

 

… 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…” 

 

… the White Rabbit was still in sight…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!"” 

 

… 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 scurried away into the darkness as hard as he could go. 
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The Mad Hatter  
 

(The Mad Hatter is being questioned by the King of Hearts.) 
 

‘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… 

 ‘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!’… 

… ‘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… 

‘If that’s all you know about it, you may stand down,’ continued the King. 

‘I can’t go no lower,’ said the Hatter: ‘I’m on the floor, as it is.’ 

‘Then you may sit down,’ the King replied. 

 ‘I’d rather finish my tea,’ said the Hatter, with an anxious look at the Queen, who 

was reading the list of singers. 

‘You may go,’ said the King, and the Hatter hurriedly left the court, without even 

waiting to put his shoes on. 
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The Cheshire Cat 
 

 
The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked good-natured, she thought: still it 

had very long claws and a great many teeth, so she felt that it ought to be treated 

with respect. 

‘Cheshire Puss… 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.’ 

Alice felt that this could not be denied, so she tried another question. ‘What sort of 

people live about here?’ 

‘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 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.’ 

Alice didn’t think that proved it at all; however, she went on ‘And how do you know 

that you’re mad?’ 

‘To begin with,’ said the Cat, ‘a dog’s not mad. You grant that?’ 

‘I suppose so,’ said Alice. 

‘Well, then,’ the Cat went on, ‘you see, a dog growls when it’s angry, and wags its 

tail when it’s pleased. Now I growl when I’m pleased, and wag my tail when I’m 

angry. Therefore I’m mad.’ 

‘I call it purring, not growling,’ said Alice. 

‘Call it what you like,’ said the Cat. ‘Do you play croquet with the Queen to-day?’ 

‘I should like it very much,’ said Alice, ‘but I haven’t been invited yet.’ 

‘You’ll see me there,’ said the Cat, and vanished. 
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The Queen of Hearts 
 

Alice looked up, and there stood the Queen in front of them, with her arms 

folded, frowning like a thunderstorm. 

‘A fine day, your Majesty!’ the Duchess began in a low, weak voice. 

‘Now, I give you fair warning,’ shouted the Queen, stamping on the ground as 

she spoke; ‘either you or your head must be off, and that in about half no time! 

Take your choice!’ 

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a moment. 

‘Let’s go on with the game,’ the Queen said to Alice; and Alice was too much 

frightened to say a word, but slowly followed her back to the croquet-ground. 

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen’s absence, and were resting 

in the shade: however, the moment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, 

the Queen merely remarking that a moment’s delay would cost them their lives. 

All the time they were playing the Queen never left off quarrelling with the 

other players, and shouting ‘Off with his head!’ or ‘Off with her head!’ Those 

whom she sentenced were taken into custody by the soldiers, who of course had 

to leave off being arches to do this, so that by the end of half an hour or so there 

were no arches left, and all the players, except the King, the Queen, and Alice, 

were in custody and under sentence of execution. 
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Alice 

 

‘The first thing I’ve got to do,’ said Alice to herself, as she wandered about in the 

wood, ‘is to grow to my right size again; and the second thing is to find my way 

into that lovely garden. I think that will be the best plan.’ 

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly and simply arranged; the 

only difficulty was, that she had not the smallest idea how to set about it; and 

while she was peering about anxiously among the trees, a little sharp bark just 

over her head made her look up in a great hurry. 

An enormous puppy was looking down at her with large round eyes, and feebly 

stretching out one paw, trying to touch her. ‘Poor little thing!’ said Alice, in a 

coaxing tone, and she tried hard to whistle to it; but she was terribly frightened 

all the time at the thought that it might be hungry, in which case it would be very 

likely to eat her up in spite of all her coaxing. 

Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up a little bit of stick, and held it out to 

the puppy; whereupon the puppy jumped into the air off all its feet at once, with 

a yelp of delight, and rushed at the stick, and made believe to worry it; then Alice 

dodged behind a great thistle, to keep herself from being run over; and the 

moment she appeared on the other side, the puppy made another rush at the 

stick, and tumbled head over heels in its hurry to get hold of it; then Alice, thinking 

it was very like having a game of play with a cart-horse, and expecting every 

moment to be trampled under its feet, ran round the thistle again; then the puppy 

began a series of short charges at the stick, running a very little way forwards 

each time and a long way back, and barking hoarsely all the while, till at last it sat 

down a good way off, panting, with its tongue hanging out of its mouth, and its 

great eyes half shut. 

This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for making her escape; so she set off at 

once, and ran till she was quite tired and out of breath, and till the puppy’s bark 

sounded quite faint in the distance. 

 

 

  

 

  

 
from the Project Guttenberg web document of the 1865 edition. 

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/11/11-h/11-h.htm 


