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INTRODUCTION

All in the golden afternoon1

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!2 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 Prima3 flashes forth
Her edict “to begin it”:
In gentler tones Secunda4 hopes
“There will be nonsense in it!”
While Tertia5 interrupts the tale
Not more than once a minute.

1 Описывается лодочная прогулка, совершенная автором
вместе с его другом Робинсоном Дакуортом и тремя маленьки�
ми дочками декана Лидделла

2 Ah, cruel Three! — обращение автора к своим юным спут�
ницам

3 Prima —  (лат.) первая, старшая сестра, тринадцатилет�
няя Лорина Шарлота (Lorena Charlotte)

4 Secunda —  (лат.) вторая, средняя сестра, десятилетняя
Алиса Плезанс (Alice Pleasance), любимица Кэрролла

5 Tertia —  (лат.) третья, младшая сестра, восьмилетняя
Эдит (Edith)
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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 flowers1

Pluck’d in a far�off land.

1 В старину пилигримы, отправляясь к святым местам, укра�
шали головы венками из цветов (см. Дж. Чосер «Кентерберийские
рассказы»)
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CHRISTMAS�GREETINGS1

[From a fairy to a child]

Lady dear, if Fairies may
For a moment lay aside
Cunning tricks and elfish play,
‘Tis2 at happy Christmas�tide3.

We have heard the children say —
Gentle children, whom we love —
Long ago, on Christmas Day,
Came a message from above.

Still, as Christmas�tide comes round,
They remember it again —
Echo still the joyful sound
“Peace on earth, good�will to men!”

Yet the hearts must childlike be
Where such heavenly guests abide;
Unto children, in their glee,
All the year is Christmas�tide!

Thus, forgetting tricks and play
For a moment, Lady dear,
We would wish you, if we may,
Merry Christmas, glad New Year!

Christmas, 1867

1 Записав по просьбе Алисы рассказанную во время лодоч�
ной прогулки историю, Кэрролл преподнес девочке получившу�
юся книгу в качестве подарка на Рождество

2 ’Tis = It is
3 Christmas�tide — Cвятки
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Chapter I
DOWN THE RABBIT�HOLE

Alice was beginning to get very tired of
sitting by her sister on the bank and of hav�
ing 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 way1 to hear the Rabbit say to itself

1 out of the way — (разг.) странный, необычный
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(when she thought it over afterwards it
occurred to her that she ought to have won�
dered at this, but at the time it all seemed
quite natural); but, when the Rabbit actual�
ly 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 rab�
bit 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 Alice1

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 sud�
denly 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

1 Употребление сказуемого перед подлежащим — усили�
тельная форма.
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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 any�
thing: then she looked at the sides of the well,
and noticed that they were filled with cup�
boards 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 MARMA�
LADE,” 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!1 How brave they’ll all
think me at home! Why, I wouldn’t say any�
thing 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

1 After such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling
down�stairs! — После такого падения упасть с лестницы для
меня сущий пустяк!
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must be getting somewhere near the centre
of the earth. Let me see: that would be four
thousand miles down1, I think —” (for, you
see, Alice had learnt several things of this
sort in her lessons in the school�room, and

1 Радиус Земли составляет 6 370 км или 4000 миль (англий�
ская миля равна 1609 м)
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for showing off her knowledge, as there was
no one to listen to her, still it was good prac�
tice 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 Anti�
pathies1, 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, curt�
seying 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 ask�

1 The Antipathies [æn'tipAFIz] — антипатии; Алиса имеет в
виду похожее по произношению слово antipodes [æn'tipAdI:z] —
антиподы, жители противоположных полушарий
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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 be�
gan to get rather sleepy, and went on say�
ing to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, “Do
cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?” and some�
times “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 ear�
nestly, “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.

1 it’ll never do to ask — (разг.) лучше не спрашивать
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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 whis�
kers1, how late it’s getting!” She was close be�

1 Oh my ears and whiskers — (воскл., выражает удивление,
досаду) Подумать только! (Обычно: Oh, my eye!)
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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 rate1 it would not open any of them. How�
ever, 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

1 at any rate — (разг.) в любом случае; что так, что эдак;
так или иначе
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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 hap�
pened lately, that Alice had begun to think
that very few things indeed were really im�
possible.

There seemed to be no use in waiting1 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 around the
neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the
words “DRINK ME” beautifully printed on it
in large letters.

1 no use in waiting — (разг.) не было смысла ждать; было
бессмысленно ждать
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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
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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 later1.

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.

* * *

“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

1 it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or later —
(зд.) рано или поздно у тебя заболит живот
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1 Come — (зд. воскл., выражающее ободрение, приказ, уп�
рек и др.) Ну

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 gar�
den 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 plain�
ly 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 her�
self out with trying, the poor little thing sat
down and cried.

“Come1, 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
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ing to box her own ears1 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 hard�
ly 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 hap�
pens!”

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 sur�
prised to find that she remained the same
size. To be sure, this is what generally hap�

1 to box someone’s ears — (устар.) надрать уши
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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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Chapter II
THE POOL OF TEARS

“Curiouser1 and curiouser!” cried Alice
(she was so much surprised, that for the mo�
ment she quite forgot how to speak good Eng�
lish). “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 I shan’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

1 Трехсложные слова в английском языке образуют срав�
нительную степень путем прибавления more (зд. следовало бы:
more curious)
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them a new pair of boots every Christmas.”
And she went on planning to herself how

she would manage it. “They must go by the
carrier1,” 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.2

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.

1 They must go by the carrier — Их надо будет отправлять
с курьером

2 Esq. (сокр.) = Esquire, ставится после имени и фамилии
в почтовом адресе, если адресат не имеет титула
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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 around 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 anyone: so, when the
Rabbit came near her, she began, in a low,
timid voice, “If you please, Sir —” The Rab�
bit started violently, dropped the white kid�
gloves and the fan, and scurried away into
the darkness as hard as he could go.

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



25

T
H

E
 P

O
O

L
 O

F
 T

E
A

R
Squeer everything is to�day! And yesterday

things went on just as usual. I wonder if I’ve
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 rate1! 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 —

1 at that rate — (зд.) с такой скоростью; такими темпами
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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 crocodile1

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 with2, and oh, ever so many lessons

1 Пародия на известное стихотворение Исаака Уоттса (Isaac
Watts, 1674–1748) «Против праздности и шалостей» (Against
Idleness and Mischief) из сборника «Божественные песни для
детей» (Divine Songs for Children, 1715); doth = does, архаич�
ная форма глагола 3 л. ед. ч. см. Appendix

2 next to no toys to play with — почти никаких игрушек
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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
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that first, and then, if I like being that per�
son, 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 guess1, 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 her�
self from shrinking away altogether.

“That was a narrow escape!2” 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

1 as nearly as she could guess — насколько она могла су�
дить

2 That was a narrow escape! — Едва спаслась!
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little door was shut again, and the little gold�
en 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 is1!”

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 sea�
side once in her life, and had come to the ge�
neral conclusion that wherever you go to on
the English coast, you find a number of bath�
ing�machines2 in the sea, some children dig�
ging 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.

1 that it is — это уж точно
2 bathing�machines — кабинки для купания: специальные

кабинки на колесах, запряженные лошадьми; лошади втаски�
вали кабинку в воду, купающийся выходил через дверь, обра�
щенную к морю, огромный зонт позади кабинки скрывал его от
взоров людей на берегу
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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, every�
thing 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.
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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 trying1.” So, she began:
“O Mouse2, 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 re�
membered 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 Conqueror3.”
(For, with all her knowledge of history,
Alice had no very clear notion how long ago

1 There’s no harm in trying — (разг.) можно попытаться
2 O Mouse — (устар.) звательный падеж (ср. русск. о Гос�

поди)
3 William the Conqueror — Вильгельм I Завоеватель, гер�

цог Нормандии (1027–1087), стал английским королем, одержав
победу при Гастингсе в 1066 г.; после его прихода к власти фран�
цузский язык стал официальным языком Англии
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anything had happened.) So she began again:
“Où est ma chatte?”1 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?”

1 Où est ma chatte? — (фр.) Где моя кошечка?
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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 not1.”

“We, indeed!” cried the Mouse, who was
trembling down to the end of its 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,

1 if you’d rather not — (разг.) если вы не хотите
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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 un�
derstand 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 ani�
mals that had fallen into it: there was a Duck
and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, and seve�
ral other curious creatures. Alice led the way,
and the whole party swam to the shore.
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Chapter III
A CAUCUS�RACE1

AND A LONG TALE

They were indeed a queer�looking party
that assembled on the bank — the birds with
draggled feathers, the animals with their fur
clinging close to them, and all dripping wet,
cross, and uncomfortable.

The first question of course was, how to
get dry again: they had a consultation about
this, and after a few minutes it seemed quite
natural to Alice to find herself talking fami�
liarly with them, as if she had known them all
her life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument

1 Caucus�Race —  термин «caucus» возник в США, он озна�
чал «закрытое заседание лидеров партии для назначения кан�
дидата или обсуждения политического курса», англичане за�
имствовали этот термин и стали употреблять его в значении
«система четкой партийной организации посредством комите�
тов (зачастую презрительно об организации другой партии)»;
по�видимому, caucus�race означает «суета, бег по кругу, ими�
тация бурной деятельности»
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would only say, “I’m older than you, and must
know better.” And this Alice would not allow,
without knowing how old it was, and as the
Lory positively refused to tell its age, there
was no more to be said.

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a
person of some authority among them, called
out, “Sit down, all of you, and listen to me!
I’ll soon make you dry enough!” They all sat
down at once, in a large ring, with the Mouse
in the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously
fixed on it, for she felt sure she would catch
a bad cold if she did not get dry very soon.

“Ahem!”1 said the Mouse with an impor�
tant air. “Are you all ready? This is the dri�
est thing I know. Silence all round, if you
please! ‘William the Conqueror, whose cause
was favoured by the pope, was soon submit�
ted to by the English, who wanted leaders,
and had been of late much accustomed to usur�
pation and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the
earls of Mercia and Northumbria —’2”

1 Ahem! — (межд.) Гм!
2 Здесь и ниже — дословная цитата из «Краткого курса

истории» (Short Course of History, 1862) Хэвилленда Чепмелла
(Havilland Chepmell)
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“I beg your pardon!” said the Mouse,

frowning, but very politely. “Did you speak?”
“Not I!” said the Lory, hastily.
“I thought you did,” said the Mouse. “I

proceed. ‘Edwin and Morcar, the earls of
Mercia and Northumbria, declared for him;
and even Stigand, the patriotic archbishop
of Canterbury, found it advisable —’”

“Found what?” said the Duck.
“Found it,” the Mouse replied rather cross�

ly; “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?”

The Mouse did not notice this question, but
hurriedly went on, “ — found it advisable to go
with Edgar Atheling to meet William and offer
him the crown. William’s conduct at first was
moderate. But the insolence of his Normans —
How are you getting on now, my dear?” it con�
tinued, turning to Alice as it spoke.

“As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melan�
choly tone; “it doesn’t seem to dry me at all.”

“In that case,” said the Dodo solemnly,
rising to its feet, “I move that the meeting
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energetic remedies1 —”

“Speak English!” said the Eaglet. “I don’t
know the meaning of half those long words,
and, what’s more, I don’t believe you do either!”
And the Eaglet bent down its head to hide a
smile; some of the other birds tittered audibly.

“What I was going to say,” said the Dodo
in an offended tone, “was that the best thing
to get us dry would be a сaucus�race.”

“What is a сaucus�race?” said Alice; not
that she much wanted to know, but the Dodo
had paused as if it thought that somebody
ought to speak, and no one else seemed in�
clined to say anything.

“Why,” said the Dodo, “the best way to
explain it is to do it.” (And, as you might like
to try the thing yourself some winter�day,
I will tell you how the Dodo managed it.)

First it marked out a race�course, in a sort of
circle, (“the exact shape doesn’t matter,” it said)
and then all the party were placed along the
course, here and there. There was no “One, two,

1 I move that the meeting adjourn, for the immediate
adoption of more energetic remedies — Я вношу предложение
отложить собрание, дабы принять более энергичные меры (здесь
и ниже — пародия на архаичный стиль речи)
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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. However, when they had been running
half an hour or so, and were quite dry again, the
Dodo suddenly called out “The race is over!”
and they all crowded round it, panting, and ask�
ing, “But who has won?”
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without a great deal of thought, and it stood
for a long time with one finger pressed upon its
forehead (the position in which you usually see
Shakespeare, in the pictures of him), while the
rest waited in silence. At last the Dodo said,
“Everybody has won, and all must have prizes.”

“But who is to give the prizes?” quite a
chorus of voices asked.

“Why, she, of course,” said the Dodo,
pointing to Alice with one finger; and the
whole party at once crowded round her, call�
ing out, in a confused way, “Prizes! Prizes!”

Alice had no idea what to do, and in des�
pair she put her hand in her pocket, and
pulled out a box of comfits (luckily the salt�
water had not got into it), and handed them
round as prizes. There was exactly one a�piece,
all round1.

“But she must have a prize herself, you
know,” said the Mouse.

“Of course,” the Dodo replied very grave�
ly. “What else have you got in your pocket?”
it went on, turning to Alice.

1 There was exactly one a�piece, all round — Всем досталось
по одному кусочку; только�только хватило на всех



41

A
 C

A
U

C
U

S
�R

A
C

E
 A

N
D

 A
 L

O
N

G
 T

A
L

E“Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly.
“Hand it over here,” said the Dodo.
Then they all crowded round her once

more, while the Dodo solemnly presented
the thimble, saying “We beg your accept�
ance of this elegant thimble1”; and, when
it had finished this short speech, they all
cheered.

Alice thought the whole thing very ab�
surd, but they all looked so grave that she
did not dare to laugh; and, as she could not
think of anything to say, she simply bowed,
and took the thimble, looking as solemn as
she could.

The next thing was to eat the comfits: this
caused some noise and confusion, as the large
birds complained that they could not taste
theirs, and the small ones choked and had to
be patted on the back. However, it was over
at last, and they sat down again in a ring, and
begged the Mouse to tell them something
more.

“You promised to tell me your history,
you know,” said Alice, “and why it is you

1 We beg your acceptance of this elegant thimble — Просим
вас соблаговолить принять этот изящный наперсток
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half afraid that it would be offended again.

“Mine is a long and sad tale!” said the
Mouse, turning to Alice, and sighing.

“It is a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, look�
ing down with wonder at the Mouse’s tail;
“but why do you call it sad?1” And she kept on
puzzling about it while the Mouse was speak�
ing, so that her idea of the tale was something
like this: —

                     “Fury2 said to
                   a mouse, That
                 he met
                  in the
               house,
           ‘Let us
         both go to law:
         I will
           prosecute
              you. —
                Come, I’ll
                 take no
                     denial:
                      We must
                      have a
                             trial;

1 Игра слов: tale [teIl] — рассказ, tail — хвост
2 Fury — (миф.) фурия; (зд.) видимо, кличка собаки
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E                                        For
                                  really
                              this
                           morning
                        I’ve
                      nothing
                            to do.’
                              Said the
                                mouse to
                           the cur,
                      ‘Such a
                      trial,
                         dear sir,
                            With no
                               jury or
                                    judge,
                               would be
                          wasting
                   our breath.’
             ‘I’ll be
               judge,
                  I’ll be jury.’
                    Said
                       cunning
                 old Fury;
                ‘I’ll try
                   the whole
                         cause,
                                and
                                 condemn
                              you
                           to
                         death.’”
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to Alice, severely. “What are you thinking of?”

“I beg your pardon,” said Alice very
humbly; “you had got to the fifth bend,
I think?”

“I had not!” cried the Mouse, sharply and
very angrily.

“A knot!” said Alice, always ready to
make herself useful, and looking anxiously
about her. “Oh, do let me help to undo it!”2

“I shall do nothing of the sort,” said the
Mouse, getting up and walking away. “You
insult me by talking such nonsense!”

“I didn’t mean it!” pleaded poor Alice.
“But you’re so easily offended, you know!”

The Mouse only growled in reply.
“Please come back, and finish your story!”

Alice called after it. And the others all joined
in chorus “Yes, please do!” But the Mouse
only shook its head impatiently, and walked
a little quicker.

“What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the
Lory, as soon as it was quite out of sight. And
an old Crab took the opportunity of saying

1 You are not attending — (зд.) Да ты не слушаешь!
2 Игра слов: not [not] — отрицательная частица, knot [not] —

узел
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a lesson to you never to lose your temper!”

“Hold your tongue, Ma!” said the young
Crab, a little snappishly. “You’re enough to
try the patience of an oyster!”1

“I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!”
said Alice aloud, addressing nobody in partic�
ular. “She’d soon fetch it back!”

“And who is Dinah, if I might venture to
ask the question?” said the Lory.

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always
ready to talk about her pet: “Dinah’s our cat. And
she’s such a capital one for catching mice, you
can’t think2! And oh, I wish you could see her
after the birds! Why, she’ll eat a little bird as
soon as look at it!3”

This speech caused a remarkable sensa�
tion among the party. Some of the birds hur�
ried off at once: one old Magpie began wrap�
ping itself up very carefully, remarking, “I
really must be getting home: the night air
doesn’t suit my throat!” And a Canary called

1 You’re enough to try the patience of an oyster! — Ты и ус�
трицу способна вывести из терпения! (намек на выражение
close as an oyster — ср. русск. нем как рыба)

2 you can’t think — (зд.) вы не представляете
3 Why, she’ll eat a little bird as soon as look at it! — Да она

съедает маленькую птичку в мгновенье ока!
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“Come away, my dears! It’s high time you
were all in bed!” On various pretexts they all
moved off, and Alice was soon left alone.

“I wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!” she
said to herself in a melancholy tone. “Nobody
seems to like her, down here, and I’m sure
she’s the best cat in the world! Oh, my dear
Dinah! I wonder if I shall ever see you any
more!” And here poor Alice began to cry
again, for she felt very lonely and low�spirit�
ed. In a little while, however, she again heard
a little pattering of footsteps in the distance,
and she looked up eagerly, half hoping that
the Mouse had changed his mind, and was
coming back to finish his story.
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Chapter IV
THE RABBIT SENDS

IN A LITTLE BILL1

It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly
back again, and looking anxiously about
as it went, as if it had lost something; and
she heard it muttering to itself, “The Duch�
ess! The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! Oh
my fur and whiskers! She’ll get me execut�
ed, as sure as ferrets are ferrets2! Where
can I have dropped them, I wonder?” Alice
guessed in a moment that it was looking
for the fan and the pair of white kid�gloves,
and she very good�naturedly began hunting
about for them, but they were nowhere
to be seen — everything seemed to have

1 Игра слов: to send in a bill — отправить счет, Bill — Билл,
имя героя

2 As sure as ferrets are ferrets — верно, как дважды два
четыре (перефразированное выражение sure as eggs is eggs)
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great hall, with the glass table and the little
door, had vanished completely.

Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she
went hunting about, and called out to her,
in an angry tone, “Why, Mary Ann1, what
are you doing out here? Run home this mo�
ment, and fetch me a pair of gloves and a
fan! Quick, now!” And Alice was so much
frightened that she ran off at once in the
direction it pointed to, without trying to
explain the mistake that it had made.

“He took me for his housemaid,” she said
to herself as she ran. “How surprised he’ll
be when he finds out who I am! But I’d
better take him his fan and gloves — that is,
if I can find them.” As she said this, she
came upon a neat little house, on the door
of which was a bright brass plate with the
name “W. RABBIT” engraved upon it. She
went in without knocking, and hurried up�
stairs, in great fear lest she should meet the
real Mary Ann, and be turned out of the
house before she had found the fan and
gloves.

1 Mary Ann — популярное имя английских служанок
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“How queer it seems,” Alice said to her�
self, “to be going messages1 for a rabbit!
I suppose Dinah’ll be sending me on messages
next!” And she began fancying the sort of
thing that would happen: “‘Miss Alice! Come
here directly, and get ready for your walk!’
‘Coming in a minute, nurse! But I’ve got to
watch this mouse�hole till Dinah comes back,
and see that the mouse doesn’t get out.’ Only
I don’t think,” Alice went on, “that they’d

1 to be going messages — выполнять поручения; быть на
посылках
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ing people about like that!”

By this time she had found her way into
a tidy little room with a table in the window,
and on it (as she had hoped) a fan and two or
three pairs of tiny white kid�gloves: she took
up the fan and a pair of the gloves, and was
just going to leave the room, when her eye
fell upon a little bottle that stood near the
looking�glass. There was no label this time
with the words “DRINK ME,” but neverthe�
less she uncorked it and put it to her lips.
“I know something interesting is sure to hap�
pen,” she said to herself, “whenever I eat or
drink anything; so I’ll just see what this bottle
does. I do hope it’ll make me grow large again,
for really I’m quite tired of being such a tiny
little thing!”

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she
had expected: before she had drunk half the
bottle, she found her head pressing against
the ceiling, and had to stoop to save her neck
from being broken. She hastily put down
the bottle, saying to herself, “That’s quite
enough — I hope I shan’t grow any more —
As it is, I can’t get out at the door — I do wish
I hadn’t drunk quite so much!”
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went on growing, and growing, and very soon
had to kneel down on the floor: in another
minute there was not even room for this,
and she tried the effect of lying down with
one elbow against the door, and the other
arm curled round her head. Still she went on
growing, and, as a last resource, she put one
arm out of the window, and one foot up the
chimney, and said to herself, “Now I can do
no more, whatever happens. What will be�
come of me?”

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle
had now had its full effect, and she grew no
larger: still it was very uncomfortable, and,
as there seemed to be no sort of chance of her
ever getting out of the room again, no won�
der she felt unhappy.

“It was much pleasanter at home,” thought
poor Alice, “when one wasn’t always grow�
ing larger and smaller, and being ordered
about by mice and rabbits. I almost wish
I hadn’t gone down that rabbit�hole — and
yet — and yet — it’s rather curious, you
know, this sort of life! I do wonder what can
have happened to me! When I used to read
fairy tales, I fancied that kind of thing never
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of one! There ought to be a book written
about me, that there ought! And when
I grow up, I’ll write one — but I’m grown
up now,” she added in a sorrowful tone,
“at least there’s no room to grow up any
more here.”

“But then,” thought Alice, “shall I never get
any older than I am now? That’ll be a comfort,
one way — never to be an old woman — but
then — always to have lessons to learn! Oh,
I shouldn’t like that!”

“Oh, you foolish Alice!” she answered
herself. “How can you learn lessons in here?
Why, there’s hardly room for you, and no
room at all for any lesson�books!”

And so she went on, taking first one side
and then the other, and making quite a con�
versation of it altogether; but after a few
minutes she heard a voice outside, and
stopped to listen.

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice.
“Fetch me my gloves this moment!” Then
came a little pattering of feet on the stairs.
Alice knew it was the Rabbit coming to look
for her, and she trembled till she shook the
house, quite forgetting that she was now



53

T
H

E
 R

A
B

B
IT

 S
E

N
D

S
 I

N
 A

 L
IT

T
L

E
 B

IL
Labout a thousand times as large as the Rab�

bit, and had no reason to be afraid of it.
Presently the Rabbit came up to the door,

and tried to open it; but, as the door opened
inwards, and Alice’s elbow was pressed hard
against it, that attempt proved a failure1.
Alice heard it say to itself, “Then I’ll go round
and get in at the window.”

“That you won’t!” thought Alice, and after
waiting till she fancied she heard the Rabbit
just under the window, she suddenly spread
out her hand, and made a snatch in the air. She
did not get hold of anything, but she heard a
little shriek and a fall, and a crash of broken
glass, from which she concluded that it was
just possible it had fallen into a cucumber�
frame2, or something of the sort.

Next came an angry voice — the Rab�
bit’s — “Pat! Pat! Where are you?” And then
a voice she had never heard before, “Sure
then I’m here! Digging for apples3, yer4 ho�
nour!”

1 attempt proved a failure — (разг.) попытка не удалась;
ничего не получилось

2 cucumber�frame — парник для выращивания огурцов
3 Digging for apples — фразу можно понять двояко: «Вы�

капываю яблоки» и «Ищу яблоки» (to dig for — искать)
4 yer = your
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Rabbit angrily. “Here! Come help me out of
this!” (Sounds of more broken glass.)

“Now tell me, Pat, what’s that in the win�
dow?”

“Sure, it’s an arm, yer honour!” (He pro�
nounced it “arrum.”)

“An arm, you goose! Who ever saw one
that size? Why, it fills the whole window!”

“Sure, it does, yer honour: but it’s an arm
for all that1.”

“Well, it’s got no business there2, at any
rate: go and take it away!”

There was a long silence after this, and
Alice could only hear whispers now and then;
such as, “Sure, I don’t like it, yer honour, at
all, at all!” “Do as I tell you, you coward!”,
and at last she spread out her hand again,
and made another snatch in the air. This
time there were two little shrieks, and more
sounds of broken glass. “What a number of
cucumber�frames there must be!3” thought

1 but it’s an arm for all that — но тем не менее это рука
2 it’s got no business there — (зд.) там ей не место
3 What a number of cucumber�frames there must be! —

Cколько же у них там парников!
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pulling me out of the window, I only wish
they could! I’m sure I don’t want to stay in
here any longer!”

She waited for some time without hear�
ing anything more: at last came a rumbling
of little cart�wheels, and the sound of a good
many voices all talking together; she made
out the words: “Where’s the other ladder? —
Why, I hadn’t to bring but one1. Bill’s got
the other — Bill! Fetch it here, lad! — Here,
put ’em2 up at this corner — No, tie ’em
together first — they don’t reach half high
enough yet — Oh, they’ll do well enough. Don’t
be particular — Here, Bill! Catch hold of this
rope — Will the roof bear?3 — Mind that loose
slate4 — Oh, it’s coming down! Heads below!5”
(a loud crash) — “Now, who did that? — It was
Bill, I fancy — Who’s to go down the chim�
ney? — Nay, I shan’t! You do it! — That I
won’t, then! — Bill’s got to go down — Here,

1 I hadn’t to bring but one — Я должен был принести толь�
ко одну (лестницу)

2 ’em = them
3 Will the roof bear? — Крыша выдержит?
4 Mind that loose slate — Осторожно, эта черепица шата�

ется!
5 Heads below! — Берегите головы!
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you’ve got to go down
the chimney!”

“Oh! So Bill’s got to
come down the chim�
ney, has he?” said Alice
to herself. “Why, they
seem to put everything
upon Bill! I wouldn’t be
in Bill’s place for a good
deal: this fireplace is
narrow, to be sure; but I
think I can kick a little!”

She drew her foot as
far down the chimney
as she could, and waited
till she heard a little ani�
mal (she couldn’t guess
of what sort it was)
scratching and scrambl�
ing about in the chim�
ney close above her:
then, saying to herself,
“This is Bill”, she gave
one sharp kick, and
waited to see what
would happen next.
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chorus of “There goes Bill!” then the Rabbit’s
voice alone — “Catch him, you by the hedge!”
then silence, and then another confusion of
voices — “Hold up his head — Brandy now —
Don’t choke him — How was it, old fellow1?
What happened to you? Tell us all about it!”

Last came a little feeble, squeaking voice
(“That’s Bill,” thought Alice), “Well, I hard�
ly know — No more, thank ye2; I’m better
now — but I’m a deal too flustered to tell
you — all I know is, something comes at me
like a Jack�in�the�box3, and up I goes like a
sky�rocket!”

“So you did, old fellow!” said the others.
“We must burn the house down!” said the

Rabbit’s voice. And Alice called out, as loud
as she could, “If you do, I’ll set Dinah at you!”

There was a dead silence instantly, and
Alice thought to herself, “I wonder what they
will do next! If they had any sense, they’d
take the roof off.” After a minute or two they
began moving about again, and Alice heard

1 old fellow — (разг.) дружище, старина, приятель
2 ye = you
3 Jack�in�the�box — игрушка, прикрепленная пружиной,

выскакивающая из коробки, когда открывается крышка
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gin with.”
“A barrowful of what?” thought Alice. But

she had not long to doubt, for the next mo�
ment a shower of little pebbles came rattling
in at the window, and some of them hit her
in the face. “I’ll put a stop to this,” she said
to herself, and shouted out, “You’d better not
do that again!”, which produced another dead
silence.

Alice noticed, with some surprise, that the
pebbles were all turning into little cakes as
they lay on the floor, and a bright idea came
into her head. “If I eat one of these cakes,”
she thought, “it’s sure to make some change
in my size; and, as it can’t possibly make me
larger, it must make me smaller, I suppose.”

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and
was delighted to find that she began shrink�
ing directly. As soon as she was small enough
to get through the door, she ran out of the
house, and found quite a crowd of little ani�
mals and birds waiting outside. The poor little
Lizard, Bill, was in the middle, being held
up by two guinea�pigs, who were giving it

1 barrowful — одна тачка
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rush at Alice the moment she appeared; but
she ran off as hard as she could, and soon
found herself safe in a thick wood.

“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



61

T
H

E
 R

A
B

B
IT

 S
E

N
D

S
 I

N
 A

 L
IT

T
L

E
 B

IL
Lpuppy: 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.

“And yet what a dear little puppy it was!”
said Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to
rest herself, and fanned herself with one of
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tricks very much, if — if I’d only been the
right size to do it! Oh dear! I’d nearly forgot�
ten that I’ve got to grow up again! Let me
see — how is it to be managed? I suppose I
ought to eat or drink something or other; but
the great question is ‘What?’”

The great question certainly was,
“What?” Alice looked all round her at the
flowers and the blades of grass, but she
could not see anything that looked like the
right thing to eat or drink under the circum�
stances. There was a large mushroom grow�
ing near her, about the same height as her�
self; and, when she had looked under it, and
on both sides of it, and behind it, it occurred
to her that she might as well look and see
what was on top of it.

She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and
peeped over the edge of the mushroom, and
her eyes immediately met those of a large blue
caterpillar, that was sitting on the top, with its
arms folded, quietly smoking a long hookah,
and taking not the smallest notice of her or of
anything else.
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Chapter V
ADVICE FROM A CATERPILLAR

The Caterpillar and Alice looked at each
other for some time in silence: at last the Cat�
erpillar took the hookah out of its mouth, and
addressed her in a languid, sleepy voice.

“Who are you?” said the Caterpillar.
This was not an encouraging opening for a

conversation. 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 must have been changed several
times since then.”

“What do you mean by that?” said the
Caterpillar, sternly. “Explain yourself!1”

“I can’t explain myself, I’m afraid, Sir,”
said Alice, “because I’m not myself, you see.”

“I don’t see,” said the Caterpillar.

1 Explain yourself! — фразу можно понять двояко: «объяс�
нись»  и «объясни, что ты собой представляешь»
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Alice replied, very politely, “for I can’t un�
derstand it myself, to begin with; and being
so many different sizes in a day is very con�
fusing.”

“It isn’t,” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, perhaps you haven’t found it so

yet,” said Alice; “but when you have to turn
into a chrysalis — you will some day, you
know — and then after that into a butter�
fly, I should think you’ll feel it a little queer,
won’t you?”

“Not a bit,” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, perhaps your feelings may be dif�

ferent,” said Alice: “all I know is, it would feel
very queer to me.”

“You!” said the Caterpillar contemptuous�
ly. “Who are you?”

Which brought them back again to the
beginning of the conversation. Alice felt a
little irritated at the Caterpillar’s making
such very short remarks, and she drew her�
self up and said, very gravely, “I think you
ought to tell me who you are, first.”

“Why?” said the Caterpillar.
Here was another puzzling question;

and, as Alice could not think of any good
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a very unpleasant state of mind, she turned
away.

“Come back!” the Caterpillar called after
her. “I’ve something important to say!”

This sounded promising, certainly. Alice
turned and came back again.

“Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar.
“Is that all?” said Alice, swallowing down

her anger as well as she could.
“No,” said the Caterpillar.
Alice thought she might as well wait,

as she had nothing else to do, and perhaps
after all it might tell her something worth
hearing. For some minutes it puffed away
without speaking; but at last it unfolded
its arms, took the hookah out of its mouth
again, and said, “So you think you’re changed,
do you?”

“I’m afraid I am, Sir,” said Alice. “I can’t re�
member things as I used — and I don’t keep
the same size for ten minutes together!”

“Can’t remember what things?” said the
Caterpillar.

“Well, I’ve tried to say ‘How doth the little
busy bee,’ but it all came different!” Alice re�
plied in a very melancholy voice.



67

A
D

V
IC

E
 F

R
O

M
 A

 C
A

T
E

R
P

IL
L

A
R

1 Пародия на стихотворение Роберта Саути  (Robert Southey,
1774–1843) «Радости старика и как он их приобрел» (Old Man’s
Comforts and How He Gained Them) — см. Appendix.

“Repeat ‘You are old, Father William,’”
said the Caterpillar.

Alice folded her hands, and began:

‘You are old, Father William,’ the young man said,1

    ‘And your hair has become very white;
And yet you incessantly stand on your head —
    Do you think, at your age, it is right?’

‘In my youth,’ Father William replied to his son,
    ‘I feared it might injure the brain;
But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none,
    Why, I do it again and again.’
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‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘as I mentioned before,
    And have grown most uncommonly fat;
Yet you turned a back�somersault in at the door1 —
    Pray2, what is the reason of that?’

‘In my youth,’ said the sage, as he shook his grey locks,
    ‘I kept all my limbs very supple
By the use of this ointment — one shilling the box —
    Allow me to sell you a couple?’

‘You are old,’ said the youth, “and your jaws are too weak
    For anything tougher than suet;
Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak —
    Pray, how did you manage to do it?’

1 Yet you turned a back�somersault in at the door — Однако
ты впрыгнул в дверь, проделав обратное сальто

2 Pray — Пожалуйста (скажи мне)
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‘In my youth,’ said his father, ‘I took to the law,
    And argued each case with my wife;
And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw
    Has lasted the rest of my life.’
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    That your eye was as steady as ever;
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose —
    What made you so awfully clever?’

‘I have answered three questions, and that is enough,’
    Said his father. ‘Don’t give yourself airs!1

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?
    Be off, or I’ll kick you down�stairs!’

‘That is not said right,’ said the Cater�
pillar.

‘Not quite right, I’m afraid,’ said Alice,
timidly, “some of the words have got altered.”

“It is wrong from beginning to end,” said
the Caterpillar, decidedly; and there was si�
lence for some minutes.

The Caterpillar was the first to speak.
“What size do you want to be?” it asked.
“Oh, I’m not particular as to size,” Alice

hastily replied, “only one doesn’t like chang�
ing so often, you know.”

“I don’t know,” said the Caterpillar.
Alice said nothing: she had never been so

much contradicted in all her life before, and
she felt that she was losing her temper.

1 Don’t give yourself airs! — Не воображай о себе слишком
много! Не важничай!
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pillar.
“Well, I should like to be a little larger,

Sir, if you wouldn’t mind,” said Alice, “three
inches is such a wretched height to be.”

“It is a very good height indeed!” said
the Caterpillar angrily, rearing itself up�
right as it spoke (it was exactly three inches
high).

“But I’m not used to it!” pleaded poor Alice
in a piteous tone. And she thought to herself,
“I wish the creatures wouldn’t be so easily
offended!”

“You’ll get used to it in time,” said the
Caterpillar; and it put the hookah into its
mouth, and began smoking again.

This time Alice waited patiently until it
chose to speak again. In a minute or two the
Caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth,
and yawned once or twice, and shook itself.
Then it got down off the mushroom, and
crawled away into the grass, merely remark�
ing, as it went, “One side will make you grow
taller, and the other side will make you grow
shorter.”

“One side of what? The other side of what?”
thought Alice to herself.
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just as if she had asked it aloud; and in an�
other moment it was out of sight.

Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the
mushroom for a minute, trying to make out
which were the two sides of it; and, as it was
perfectly round, she found this a very diffi�
cult question. However, at last she stretched
her arms round it as far as they would go,
and broke off a bit of the edge with each
hand.

“And now which is which?” she said to her�
self, and nibbled a little of the right�hand bit to
try the effect1. The next moment she felt a vio�
lent blow underneath her chin: it had struck
her foot!

She was a good deal frightened by this
very sudden change, but she felt that there
was no time to be lost, as she was shrinking
rapidly; so she set to work at once to eat some
of the other bit. Her chin was pressed so
closely against her foot, that there was hardly
room to open her mouth; but she did it at last,
and managed to swallow a morsel of the left�
hand bit.

1 to try the effect — чтобы посмотреть, что получится
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“Come, my head’s free at last!” said Alice
in a tone of delight, which changed into alarm
in another moment, when she found that her
shoulders were nowhere to be found: all she
could see, when she looked down, was an im�
mense length of neck, which seemed to rise
like a stalk out of a sea of green leaves that
lay far below her.

“What can all that green stuff be?” said
Alice. “And where have my shoulders got to?
And oh, my poor hands, how is it I can’t
see you?” She was moving them about, as
she spoke, but no result seemed to follow,
except a little shaking among the distant
green leaves.

As there seemed to be no chance of getting
her hands up to her head, she tried to get her
head down to them, and was delighted to find
that her neck would bend about easily in any
direction, like a serpent. She had just succeed�
ing in curving it down into a graceful zigzag,
and was going to dive in among the leaves,
which she found to be nothing but the tops
of the trees under which she had been wan�
dering, when a sharp hiss made her draw back
in a hurry: a large pigeon had flown into her
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wings.

“Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon.
“I’m not a serpent!” said Alice indignant�

ly. “Let me alone!”
“Serpent, I say again!” repeated the Pi�

geon, but in a more subdued tone, and add�
ed, with a kind of sob, “I’ve tried every way,
but nothing seems to suit them!”

“I haven’t the least idea what you’re talk�
ing about,” said Alice.

“I’ve tried the roots of trees, and I’ve tried
banks, and I’ve tried hedges,” the Pigeon
went on, without attending to her; “but those
serpents! There’s no pleasing them!1”

Alice was more and more puzzled, but she
thought there was no use in saying anything
more till the Pigeon had finished.

“As if it wasn’t trouble enough hatching
the eggs,” said the Pigeon, “but I must be on
the look�out for serpents, night and day! Why,
I haven’t had a wink of sleep these three weeks!”

“I’m very sorry you’ve been annoyed,”
said Alice, who was beginning to see its
meaning.

1 There’s no pleasing them! — На них не угодишь!
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1 they must needs come wriggling down from the sky — они
непременно начнут на тебя падать, извиваясь, прямо с неба

2 A likely story indeed! — Правдоподобная история, нечего
сказать!

“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the
wood,” continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to
a shriek, “and just as I was thinking I should be
free of them at last, they must needs come
wriggling down from the sky1! Ugh, Serpent!”

“But I’m not a serpent, I tell you!” said
Alice. “I’m a — I’m a —”

“Well! What are you?” said the Pigeon. “I can
see you’re trying to invent something!”

“I — I’m a little girl,” said Alice, rather
doubtfully, as she remembered the number
of changes she had gone through that day.

“A likely story indeed!2” said the Pigeon,
in a tone of the deepest contempt. “I’ve seen
a good many little girls in my time, but never
one with such a neck as that! No, no! You’re a
serpent; and there’s no use denying it. I sup�
pose you’ll be telling me next that you never
tasted an egg!”

“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.”
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if they do, why, then they’re a kind of ser�
pent: that’s all I can say.”

This was such a new idea to Alice, that
she was quite silent for a minute or two,
which gave the Pigeon the opportunity of
adding, “You’re looking for eggs, I know that
well enough; and what does it matter to me
whether you’re a little girl or a serpent?”

“It matters a good deal to me,” said Alice
hastily; “but I’m not looking for eggs, as it
happens1; and, if I was, I shouldn’t want
yours: I don’t like them raw.”

“Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a
sulky tone, as it settled down again into its
nest. Alice crouched down among the trees as
well as she could, for her neck kept getting
entangled among the branches, and every
now and then she had to stop and untwist it.
After a while she remembered that she still
held the pieces of mushroom in her hands,
and she set to work very carefully, nibbling
first at one and then at the other, and grow�
ing sometimes taller, and sometimes shorter,

1 as it happens — (зд.) кстати сказать, между прочим; на
самом деле
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down to her usual height.
It was so long since she had been anything

near the right size, that it felt quite strange
at first; but she got used to it in a few mi�
nutes, and began talking to herself, as usual,
“Come, there’s half my plan done now! How
puzzling all these changes are! I’m never sure
what I’m going to be, from one minute to
another! However, I’ve got back to my right
size; the next thing is to get into that beauti�
ful garden — how is that to be done, I won�
der?” As she said this, she came suddenly
upon an open place, with a little house in it
about four feet high. “Whoever lives there,”
thought Alice, “it’ll never do to come upon
them this size: why, I should frighten them
out of their wits!1” So she began nibbling at
the right�hand bit again, and did not venture
to go near the house till she had brought her�
self down to nine inches high.

1 it’ll never do to come upon them this size: why, I should
frighten them out of their wits! — не стоит появляться перед
ними в таком виде, я слишком большая: я же перепугаю их до
смерти!
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Chapter VI
PIG AND PEPPER

For a minute or two she stood looking at
the house, and wondering what to do next,
when suddenly a footman in livery came
running out of the wood — (she considered
him to be a footman because he was in li�
very: otherwise, judging by his face only, she
would have called him a fish) — and rapped
loudly at the door with his knuckles. It was
opened by another footman in livery, with
a round face, and large eyes like a frog; and
both footmen, Alice noticed, had powdered
hair that curled all over their heads. She felt
very curious to know what it was all about,
and crept a little way out of the wood to
listen.

The Fish�Footman began by producing
from under his arm a great letter, nearly as
large as himself, and this he handed over to
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the other, saying, in a solemn tone, “For the
Duchess. An invitation from the Queen to
play croquet.” The Frog�Footman repeated,
in the same solemn tone, only changing the
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An invitation for the Duchess to play croquet.”

Then they both bowed, and their curls got
entangled together.

Alice laughed so much at this, that she
had to run back into the wood for fear of their
hearing her; and, when she next peeped out,
the Fish�Footman was gone, and the other was
sitting on the ground near the door, staring
stupidly up into the sky.

Alice went timidly up to the door, and
knocked.

“There’s no sort of use in knocking,” said
the Footman, “and that for two reasons. First,
because I’m on the same side of the door as
you are, secondly, because they’re making
such a noise inside, no one could possibly hear
you.” And certainly there was a most extraor�
dinary noise going on within — a constant
howling and sneezing, and every now and
then a great crash, as if a dish or kettle had
been broken to pieces.

“Please, then,” said Alice, “how am I to get
in?”

“There might be some sense in your
knocking,” the Footman went on, without
attending to her, “if we had the door between
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knock, and I could let you out, you know.” He
was looking up into the sky all the time he
was speaking, and this Alice thought decid�
edly uncivil. “But perhaps he can’t help it,”
she said to herself; “his eyes are so very near�
ly at the top of his head. But at any rate he
might answer questions. — How am I to get
in?” she repeated, aloud.

“I shall sit here,” the Footman remarked,
“till to�morrow —”

At this moment the door of the house
opened, and a large plate came skimming out,
straight at the Footman’s head: it just grazed
his nose, and broke to pieces against one of
the trees behind him.

“— or next day, maybe,” the Footman
continued in the same tone, exactly as if
nothing had happened.

“How am I to get in?” asked Alice again,
in a louder tone.

“Are you to get in at all?” said the Foot�
man. “That’s the first question, you know.”

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to
be told so. “It’s really dreadful,” she muttered
to herself, “the way all the creatures argue.
It’s enough to drive one crazy!”
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opportunity for repeating his remark, with
variations. “I shall sit here,” he said, “on and
off1, for days and days.”

“But what am I to do?” said Alice.
“Anything you like,” said the Footman,

and began whistling.
“Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said

Alice desperately: “he’s perfectly idiotic!”
And she opened the door and went in.

The door led right into a large kitchen,
which was full of smoke from one end to the
other: the Duchess was sitting on a three�
legged stool in the middle, nursing a baby, the
cook was leaning over the fire, stirring a large
cauldron which seemed to be full of soup.

“There’s certainly too much pepper in
that soup!” Alice said to herself, as well as she
could for sneezing.2

There was certainly too much of it in the air.
Even the Duchess sneezed occasionally; and as
for the baby, it was sneezing and howling alter�
nately without a moment’s pause. The only two

1 on and off — с перерывами
2 Alice said to herself, as well as she could for sneezing. —

Алиса сказала сама себе с большим трудом, потому что она по�
стоянно чихала.
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creatures in the kitchen, that did not sneeze,
were the cook, and a large cat, which was lying
on the hearth and grinning from ear to ear.

“Please would you tell me,” said Alice,
a little timidly, for she was not quite sure
whether it was good manners for her to speak
first, “why your cat grins like that?”

“It’s a Cheshire Cat1,” said the Duchess,
“and that’s why. Pig!”

1 Обыгрывается идиоматическое выражение to grin like
Cheshire cat — ухмыляться во весь рот
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violence that Alice quite jumped; but she saw
in another moment that it was addressed to
the baby, and not to her, so she took courage,
and went on again:

“I didn’t know that Cheshire Cats always
grinned; in fact, I didn’t know that cats could
grin.”

“They all can,” said the Duchess; “and
most of ’em do.”

“I don’t know of any that do,” Alice said
very politely, feeling quite pleased to have
got into a conversation.

“You don’t know much,” said the Duch�
ess; “and that’s a fact.”

Alice did not at all like the tone of this
remark, and thought it would be as well to
introduce some other subject of conversation.
While she was trying to fix on one, the cook
took the cauldron of soup off the fire, and
at once set to work throwing everything
within her reach at the Duchess and the
baby — the fire�irons came first; then fol�
lowed a shower of saucepans, plates, and
dishes. The Duchess took no notice of them
even when they hit her; and the baby was
howling so much already, that it was quite
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or not.

“Oh, please mind what you’re doing!”
cried Alice, jumping up and down in an ago�
ny of terror. “Oh, there goes his precious
nose!”, as an unusually large saucepan flew
close by it, and very nearly carried it off.

“If everybody minded their own busi�
ness,” the Duchess said, in a hoarse growl,
“the world would go round a deal faster than
it does.”

“Which would not be an advantage,” said
Alice, who felt very glad to get an opportu�
nity of showing off a little of her knowledge.
“Just think what work it would make with
the day and night! You see the Earth takes
twenty�four hours to turn round on its
axis —”

“Talking of axes1,” said the Duchess, “chop
off her head!2”

Alice glanced rather anxiously at the
cook, to see if she meant to take the hint;
but the cook was busily stirring the soup,
and seemed not to be listening, so she went

1 Игра слов: axis ['æksIs] — земная ось, axes ['æksIz] — топоры
2 chop off her head! — отрубить ей голову!
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it twelve? I —”

“Oh, don’t bother me!” said the Duchess.
“I never could abide figures!1” And with that
she began nursing her child again, singing a
sort of lullaby to it as she did so, and giving
it a violent shake at the end of every line:

“Speak roughly to your little boy,2

     And beat him when he sneezes:
He only does it to annoy,
     Because he knows it teases.”

Chorus

(in which the cook and the baby joined):

“Wow! wow! wow!”

While the Duchess sang the second verse
of the song, she kept tossing the baby vio�
lently up and down, and the poor little thing
howled so, that Alice could hardly hear the
words:

1 I never could abide figures! — Я всегда терпеть не могла
цифры!

2 Пародия на стихотворение Speak Gently, приписываемое
одними исследователями Дж. У. Лэнгфорду (G.W. Langford),
а другими — Дэвиду Бейтсу (David Bates) — см. Appendix
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     I beat him when he sneezes;
For he can thoroughly enjoy
     The pepper when he pleases!”

Chorus

“Wow! wow! wow!”

“Here! You may nurse it a bit, if you like!”
the Duchess said to Alice, flinging the baby
at her as she spoke. “I must go and get ready
to play croquet with the Queen,” and she
hurried out of the room. The cook threw a
frying�pan after her as she went, but it just
missed her.

Alice caught the baby with some diffi�
culty, as it was a queer�shaped little crea�
ture, and held out its arms and legs in all
directions, “just like a star�fish,” thought
Alice. The poor little thing was snorting like
a steam�engine when she caught it, and kept
doubling itself up and straightening itself out
again, so that altogether, for the first minute
or two, it was as much as she could do to
hold it1.

1 it was as much as she could do to hold it — она с трудом
удерживала его
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way of nursing it (which was to twist it up
into a sort of knot, and then keep tight hold
of its right ear and left foot, so as to prevent
its undoing itself1), she carried it out into the
open air. “If I don’t take this child away with
me,” thought Alice, “they’re sure to kill it in
a day or two. Wouldn’t it be murder to leave
it behind?” She said the last words out loud,
and the little thing grunted in reply (it had
left off sneezing by this time). “Don’t grunt,”
said Alice; “that’s not at all a proper way of
expressing yourself.”

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked
very anxiously into its face to see what was
the matter with it. There could be no doubt
that it had a very turn�up nose, much more
like a snout than a real nose; also its eyes
were getting extremely small for a baby:
altogether Alice did not like the look of the
thing at all. “But perhaps it was only sob�
bing,” she thought, and looked into its eyes
again, to see if there were any tears.

No, there were no tears. “If you’re going
to turn into a pig, my dear,” said Alice, se�

1 so as to prevent its undoing itself — так, чтобы он не ра�
зогнулся



89

P
IG

 A
N

D
 P

E
P

P
E

R

riously, “I’ll have nothing more to do with
you. Mind now!” The poor little thing sobbed
again (or grunted, it was impossible to say
which), and they went on for some while in
silence.

Alice was just beginning to think to her�
self, “Now, what am I to do with this crea�
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D ture, when I get it home?” when it grunted
again, so violently, that she looked down into
its face in some alarm. This time there could
be no mistake about it: it was neither more
nor less than a pig, and she felt that it would
be quite absurd for her to carry it any fur�
ther.

So she set the little creature down, and
felt quite relieved to see it trot away quietly
into the wood. “If it had grown up,” she said
to herself, “it would have made a dreadfully
ugly child, but it makes rather a handsome
pig, I think.” And she began thinking over
other children she knew, who might do very
well as pigs, and was just saying to herself,
“if one only knew the right way to change
them —” when she was a little startled by
seeing the Cheshire Cat sitting on a bough of
a tree a few yards off.

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,” she began, rather timid�
ly, as she did not at all know whether it
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grinned a little wider. “Come, it’s pleased so
far,” thought Alice, and she went on. “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 add�

ed 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.”1

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

1 Обыгрываются идиомы mad as a hatter и mad as a March
hare — сумасшедший, не в своем уме
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“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?2”

“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.

1 you can’t help that — (разг.) ничего не попишешь; ничего
не поделаешь

2 You grant that? — Ты согласна с этим?
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Alice was not much
surprised at this, she
was getting so well
used to queer things
happening. While she
was still looking at
the place where it
had been, it suddenly
appeared again.

“By�the�bye1, what
became of the baby?”
said the Cat. “I’d near�
ly forgotten to ask.”

1 By�the�bye — Кстати, между прочим
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quietly, just as if the Cat had come back in a
natural way.

“I thought it would,” said the Cat, and
vanished again.

Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it
again, but it did not appear, and after a minute
or two she walked on in the direction in which
the March Hare was said to live. “I’ve seen hat�
ters before,” she said to herself; “the March
Hare will be much the most interesting, and per�
haps, as this is May, it won’t be raving mad1 —
at least not so mad as it was in March.” As she

said this, she looked up, and there was the Cat
again, sitting on a branch of a tree.

“Did you say ‘pig’, or ‘fig’2?” said the Cat.
“I said ‘pig’,” replied Alice; “and I wish

you wouldn’t keep appearing and vanishing
so suddenly; you make one quite giddy!”

“All right,” said the Cat; and this time it
vanished quite slowly, beginning with the end
of the tail, and ending with the grin, which re�
mained some time after the rest of it had gone.

“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 all my life!”

1 raving mad — буйно помешанный
2 Игра слов: pig — поросенок, fig — инжир
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She had not gone much farther before she
came in sight of the house of the March Hare:
she thought it must be the right house, be�
cause the chimneys were shaped like ears and
the roof was thatched with fur. It was so
large a house, that she did not like to go near�
er till she had nibbled some more of the left�
hand bit of mushroom, and raised herself to
about two feet high: even then she walked up
towards it rather timidly, saying to herself,
“Suppose it should be raving mad after all!
I almost wish I’d gone to see the Hatter in�
stead!”
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Chapter VII
A MAD TEA�PARTY

There was a table set out under a tree in
front of the house, and the March Hare and
the Hatter were having tea at it: a Dormouse
was sitting between them, fast asleep, and
the other two were using it as a cushion, rest�
ing their elbows on it, and talking over its
head. “Very uncomfortable for the Dor�
mouse,” thought Alice; “only as it’s asleep,
I suppose it doesn’t mind.”

The table was a large one, but the three
were all crowded together at one corner of
it. “No room! No room!” they cried out when
they saw Alice coming. “There’s plenty of
room!” said Alice indignantly, and she sat
down in a large arm�chair at one end of the
table.

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in
an encouraging tone.
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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.

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said
Alice; “it’s laid for a great many more than
three.”
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ter. 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.”

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on
hearing this; but all he said was, “Why is a
raven like a writing�desk?”

“Come, we shall have some fun now!”
thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve begun ask�
ing riddles — I believe I can guess that,” she
added aloud.

“Do you mean that you think you can find
out the answer to it?” said the March Hare.

“Exactly so,” said Alice.
“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.
“Why, you might just as well say that ‘I see what
I eat’ is the same thing as ‘I eat what I see’!”

1 Your hair wants cutting — Тебе нужно подстричься
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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, which seemed to be talking in its
sleep, “that ‘I breathe when I sleep’ is the
same thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’!”

“It is the same thing with you,” said the
Hatter, and here the conversation dropped,
and the party sat silent for a minute, while
Alice thought over all she could remember
about ravens and writing�desks, which wasn’t
much.

The Hatter was the first to break the si�
lence. “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!1”
he added, looking angrily at the March Hare.

1 I told you butter wouldn’t suit the works! — Я говорил тебе,
что сливочное масло не подходит для смазывания механизма
часов!
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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.”

Alice had been looking over his shoulder
with some curiosity. “What a funny watch!”
she remarked. “It tells the day of the month,
and doesn’t tell what o’clock it is!”

“Why should it?” muttered the Hatter.
“Does your watch tell you what year it is?”

“Of course not,” Alice replied very readi�
ly; “but that’s because it stays the same year
for such a long time together.”

“Which is just the case with mine,” said
the Hatter.

Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s
remark seemed to her to have no sort of
meaning in it, and yet it was certainly Eng�
lish. “I don’t quite understand you,” she said,
as politely as she could.
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ter, and he poured a little hot tea upon its nose.
The Dormouse shook its head impatient�

ly, and said, without opening its eyes, “Of
course, of course: just what I was going to
remark myself.”

“Have you guessed the riddle yet?” the
Hatter said, turning to Alice again.

“No, I give it up,” Alice replied. “What’s
the answer?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the
Hatter.

“Nor I,” said the March Hare.
Alice sighed wearily. “I think you might

do something better with the time,” she said,
“than wasting it in asking riddles that have
no answers.”

“If you knew Time as well as I do,” said
the Hatter, “you wouldn’t talk about wasting
it. It’s him.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice.
“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said,

tossing his head contemptuously. “I dare say
you never even spoke to Time!”

“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied;
“but I know I have to beat time when I learn
music.”
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“He won’t stand beating.1 Now, if you only kept
on good terms with him, he’d do almost any�
thing you liked with the clock. For instance,
suppose it were nine o’clock in the morning, just
time to begin lessons: you’d only have to whis�
per a hint to Time, and round goes the clock in a
twinkling!2 Half�past one, time for dinner!”

(“I only wish it was,” the March Hare said
to itself in a whisper.)

“That would be grand, certainly,” said
Alice thoughtfully; “but then — I shouldn’t
be hungry for it, you know.”

“Not at first, perhaps,” said the Hatter:
“but you could keep it to half�past one as long
as you liked.”

“Is that the way you manage?” Alice asked.
The Hatter shook his head mournfully.

“Not I!” he replied. “We quarreled last March —
just before he went mad, you know —” (point�
ing his teaspoon at the March Hare,) “— it was
at the great concert given by the Queen of
Hearts, and I had to sing

1 He won’t stand beating. — Он не потерпит, чтобы его били.
(игра слов: to beat — бить, to beat time — отбивать такт)

2 and round goes the clock in a twinkling! — и стрелки ча�
сов мгновенно делают несколько оборотов!
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‘Twinkle, twinkle, little bat!1

How I wonder what you’re at!’

You know the song, perhaps?”
“I’ve heard something like it,” said Alice.
“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter conti�

nued, “in this way:

   ‘Up above the world you fly,
   Like a tea�tray in the sky.
             Twinkle, twinkle —’”

1 Пародия на стихотворение Джейн Тэйлор (Jane Taylor,
1783–1827) «Звезда» (The Star) — см. Appendix
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gan singing in its sleep, “Twinkle, twinkle,
twinkle, twinkle —” and went on so long that
they had to pinch it to make it stop.

“Well, I’d hardly finished the first verse,”
said the Hatter, “when the Queen bawled out
‘He’s murdering the time!1 Off with his
head!’”

“How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.
“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.”

“But what happens when you come to the
beginning again?” Alice ventured to ask.

1 He’s murdering the time! — Он убивает время! (обыгры�
вается устойчивое выражение с синонимичным глаголом  to kill
time — убивать время)
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March Hare interrupted, yawning. “I’m get�
ting tired of this. I vote the young lady tells
us a story.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know one,” said Alice,
rather alarmed at the proposal.

“Then the Dormouse shall!” they both
cried. “Wake up, Dormouse!” And they
pinched it on both sides at once.

The Dormouse slowly opened its eyes. “I
wasn’t asleep,” it said in a hoarse, feeble voice,
“I heard every word you fellows were saying.”

“Tell us a story!” said the March Hare.
“Yes, please do!” pleaded Alice.
“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter,

“or you’ll be asleep again before it’s done.”
“Once upon a time there were three little

sisters,” the Dormouse began in a great hurry;
“and their names were Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie1;
and they lived at the bottom of a well —”

“What did they live on?2” said Alice, who
always took a great interest in questions of
eating and drinking.

1 Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie — три сестры Лидделл: Elsie = L.C. =
Lorina Charlotte; Lacie — анаграмма имени Alice, имя Tillie свя�
зано с прозвищем Эдит — Matilda

2 What did they live on? — Чем они питались?
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after thinking a minute or two.

“They couldn’t have done that, you
know,” Alice gently remarked. “They’d have
been ill.”

“So they were,” said the Dormouse, “very
ill.”

Alice tried a little to fancy to herself
what such an extraordinary way of living
would be like, but it puzzled her too much;
so she went on: “But why did they live at
the bottom of a well?”

“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 yon can’t take less,” said the
Hatter; “it’s very easy to take more than
nothing.”

“Nobody asked your opinion,” said Alice.
“Who’s making personal remarks now?”

the Hatter asked triumphantly.
Alice did not quite know what to say to

this; so she helped herself to some tea and
bread�and�butter, and then turned to the
Dormouse, and repeated her question. “Why
did they live at the bottom of a well?”
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to think about it, and then said, “It was a
treacle�well.”

“There’s no such thing!” Alice was begin�
ning very angrily, but the Hatter and
the March Hare went “Sh! Sh!” and the
Dormouse sulkily remarked, “If you can’t be
civil1, you’d better finish the story for your�
self.”

“No, please go on!” Alice said very humbly.
“I won’t interrupt you again. I dare say there
may be one.”

“One, indeed!2” said the Dormouse indig�
nantly. However, he consented to go on.
“And so these three little sisters — they were
learning to draw, you know —”

“What did they draw?3” said Alice, quite
forgetting her promise.

“Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without
considering at all, this time.

“I want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hat�
ter; “let’s all move one place on.”

1 If you can’t be civil — (зд.) если не умеешь себя вести
2 One, indeed! — Один, как же! (игра слов: one — 1. место�

имение, заменяющее употребленное в предыдущем предложе�
нии слово treacle�well; 2. числ. один)

3 Последующий диалог построен на игре слов: to draw —
1. черпать (воду); 2. рисовать
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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
before1, as the March Hare had just upset the
milk�jug into his plate.

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse
again, so she began very cautiously, “But I don’t
understand. Where did they draw the treacle
from?”

“You can draw water out of a water�well,”
said the Hatter; “so I should think you could
draw treacle out of a treacle�well — eh, stupid?”

“But they were in the well,” Alice said to
the Dormouse, not choosing to notice this last
remark.

“Of course they were,” said the Dormouse,
“well in2.”

This answer so confused poor Alice, that
she let the Dormouse go on for some time
without interrupting it.

1 Alice was a good deal worse off than before — Алисе стало
гораздо неудобнее

2 Игра слов: in the well — в колодце, well in — абсолютно
внутри
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mouse went on, yawning and rubbing its eyes,
for it was getting very sleepy; “and they drew
all manner of things — everything that begins
with an M—”

“Why with an M?” said Alice.
“Why not?” said the March Hare.
Alice was silent.
The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this

time, and was going off into a doze; but, on be�
ing pinched by the Hatter, it woke up again
with a little shriek, and went on: “— that be�
gins with an M, such as mouse�traps, and the
moon, and memory, and muchness — you
know you say things are ‘much of a much�
ness’1 — did you ever see such a thing as a
drawing of a muchness?”

“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very
much confused, “I don’t think —”

“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hat�
ter.

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice
could bear: she got up in great disgust, and
walked off: the Dormouse fell asleep instantly,

1 Слово muchness употребляется только в устойчивом вы�
ражении much of a muchness — почти  (одно и) то же; одного
поля ягода
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notice of her going, though she looked back
once or twice, half hoping that they would
call after her: the last time she saw them,
they were trying to put the Dormouse into
the teapot.

“At any rate I’ll never go there again!”
said Alice, as she picked her way through the
wood. “It’s the stupidest tea�party I ever was
at in all my life!”

Just as she said this, she noticed that one
of the trees had a door leading right into it.
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thing’s curious to�day. I think I may as well
go in at once.” And in she went.

Once more she found herself in the long
hall, and close to the little glass table. “Now,
I’ll manage better this time,” she said to her�
self, and began by taking the little golden
key, and unlocking the door that led into the
garden. Then she set to work nibbling at the
mushroom (she had kept a piece of it in her
pocket) till she was about a foot high; then
she walked down the little passage: and
then — she found herself at last in the beau�
tiful garden, among the bright flower�beds
and the cool fountains.
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Chapter VIII
THE QUEEN’S CROQUET�GROUND

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!1 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.”

1 Look out now, Five! — Осторожнее, Пятерка!
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“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.”
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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, please,” 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
out, we should all have our heads cut off,
you know. So you see, Miss, we’re doing our
best, afore1 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 garden�

1 afore = before
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feet at the corners; next the ten courtiers:
these were ornamented all over with dia�
monds, and walked two and two, as the sol�
diers did. After these came the royal child�
ren: 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
recognized the White Rabbit: it was talking
in a hurried nervous manner, smiling at
everything that was said, and went by with�
out 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
THE QUEEN OF HEARTS1.

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 proces�
sions; “and besides, what would be the use of

1 Здесь обыгрывается буквальное значение слов, обозна�
чающих масти карт: садовники  (spades — пики; лопаты), сол�
даты (clubs  — трефы; дубинки), придворные (diamonds — буб�
ны; бриллианты); королевская семья  (hearts — черви, сердца)
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to lie down on their faces, so that they
couldn’t see it?” So she stood 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 Majes�
ty,” 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 ly�
ing 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, sur�
prised at her own courage. “It’s no business
of mine.”
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The Queen turned crimson with fury, and,
after glaring at her for a moment like a wild
beast, began screaming, “Off with her head!1

Off with —”

1 Off with her head! — Отрубить ей голову!
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decidedly, and the Queen was silent.

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and
timidly said, “Consider, my dear: she is only
a child!”

The Queen turned angrily away from him,
and said to the Knave, “Turn them over!”

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one
foot.

“Get up!” said the Queen in a shrill, loud
voice, and the three gardeners instantly
jumped up, and began bowing to the King,
the Queen, the royal children, and every�
body else.

“Leave off that!” screamed the Queen.
“You make me giddy.” And then, turning to
the rose�tree, she went on, “What have you
been doing here?”

“May it please your Majesty,” said Two, in
a very humble tone, going down on one knee
as he spoke, “we were trying —”

“I see!” said the Queen, who had mean�
while been examining the roses, “Off with
their heads!” and the procession moved on,
three of the soldiers remaining behind to exe�
cute the unfortunate gardeners, who ran to
Alice for protection.
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and she put them into a large flower�pot
that stood near. The three soldiers wandered
about for a minute or two, looking for
them, and then quietly marched off after
the others.

“Are their heads off?” shouted the Queen.
“Their heads are gone1, if it please your

Majesty!” the soldiers shouted in reply.
“That’s right!” shouted the Queen. “Can

you play croquet?”
The soldiers were silent, and looked at

Alice, as the question was evidently meant
for her.

“Yes!” shouted Alice.
“Come on, then!2” roared the Queen, and

Alice joined the procession, wondering very
much what would happen next.

“It’s — it’s a very fine day!” said a timid
voice at her side. She was walking by the
White Rabbit, who was peeping anxiously
into her face.

“Very,” said Alice. “Where’s the Duch�
ess?”

1 Their heads are gone — эту фразу можно понять двояко:
«им отрубили головы» или «их головы исчезли»

2 Come on, then! — Тогда пойдем!
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hurried tone. He looked anxiously over his
shoulder as he spoke, and then raised himself
upon tiptoe, put his mouth close to her ear,
and whispered, “She’s under sentence of exe�
cution.1”

“What for?” said Alice.
“Did you say, ‘What a pity!’?” the Rabbit

said.
“No, I didn’t,” said Alice. “I don’t think it’s

at all a pity. I said ‘What for?’”
“She boxed the Queen’s ears —” the Rab�

bit began. Alice gave a little scream of laugh�
ter. “Oh, hush!” the Rabbit whispered in a
frightened tone. “The Queen will hear you!
You see she came rather late, and the Queen
said —”

“Get to your places!” shouted the Queen
in a voice of thunder, and people began run�
ning about in all directions, tumbling up
against each other: however, they got
settled down in a minute or two, and the
game began.

Alice thought she had never seen such a
curious croquet�ground in her life: it was all

1 She’s under sentence of execution. — Она приговорена
к казни.
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live hedgehogs, and the mallets2 live flamin�
goes, and the soldiers had to double them�
selves up and stand on their hands and feet,
to make the arches3.

The chief difficulty Alice found at first
was in managing her flamingo: she succeed�
ed in getting its body tucked away, comfort�
ably 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 laugh�
ing; and, when she had got its head down,
and was going to begin again, it was very
provoking to find that the hedgehog had un�
rolled itself, and was in the act of crawling
away; besides all this, there was generally a
ridge or a furrow in the way wherever she
wanted to send the hedgehog to, and, as the
doubled�up soldiers were always getting up

1 it was all ridges and furrows — вся площадка была изрыта
(покрыта рытвинами и бороздами)

2 mallet — молоток для игры в крокет
3 arch — (зд.) воротца, через которые прогоняют шары во

время игры в крокет
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Alice soon came to the conclusion that it was
a very difficult game indeed.

The players all played at once, without
waiting for turns1, 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.

Alice began to feel very uneasy: to be sure,
she had not as yet had any dispute with the
Queen, but she knew that it might happen any
minute, “and then,” thought she, “what would
become of me? They’re dreadfully fond of be�
heading people here: the great wonder is, that
there’s anyone left alive!”

She was looking about for some way of es�
cape, and wondering whether she could get
away without being seen, when she noticed
a curious appearance in the air: it puzzled her
very much at first, but after watching it a
minute or two she made it out to be a grin,
and she said to herself, “It’s the Cheshire Cat:
now I shall have somebody to talk to.”

1 without waiting for turns — не дожидаясь своей очереди
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soon as there was mouth enough for it to speak
with.

Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and
then nodded. “It’s no use speaking to it,” she
thought, “till its ears have come, or at least
one of them.” In another minute the whole
head appeared, and then Alice put down her
flamingo, and began an account of the game,
feeling very glad she had someone to listen
to her. The Cat seemed to think that there
was enough of it now in sight, and no more
of it appeared.

“I don’t think they play at all fairly,”
Alice began, in rather a complaining tone,
“and they all quarrel so dreadfully one can’t
hear oneself speak — and they don’t seem to
have any rules in particular; at least, if there
are, nobody attends to them — and you’ve
no idea how confusing it is all the things
being alive; for instance, there’s the arch I’ve
got to go through next walking about at the
other end of the ground — and I should have
croqueted the Queen’s hedgehog just now,
only it ran away when it saw mine coming!”

“How do you like the Queen?” said the Cat
in a low voice.
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ly —” Just then she noticed that the Queen
was close behind her, listening; so she went
on, “— likely to win, that it’s hardly worth
while finishing the game.”

The Queen smiled and passed on.
“Who are you talking to?” said the King,

coming up to Alice, and looking at the Cat’s
head with great curiosity.

“It’s a friend of mine — a Cheshire Cat,”
said Alice; “allow me to introduce it.”

“I don’t like the look of it at all,” said the
King; “however, it may kiss my hand, if it
likes.”

“I’d rather not,” the Cat remarked.
“Don’t be impertinent,” said the King,

“and don’t look at me like that!” He got be�
hind Alice as he spoke.

“A cat may look at a king1,” said Alice.
“I’ve read that in some book, but I don’t re�
member where.”

“Well, it must be removed,” said the King
very decidedly; and he called to the Queen,
who was passing at the moment, “My dear!
I wish you would have this cat removed!”

1 A cat may look at a king — (погов.) Смотреть ни на кого не
возбраняется
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all difficulties, great or small. “Off with his
head!” she said without even looking around.

“I’ll fetch the executioner myself,” said
the King eagerly, and he hurried off.

Alice thought she might as well go back
and see how the game was going on, as she
heard the Queen’s voice in the distance,
screaming with passion. She had already
heard her sentence three of the players to
be executed for having missed their turns,
and she did not like the look of things at all,
as the game was in such confusion that she
never knew whether it was her turn or not.
So she went off in search of her hedgehog.

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with
another hedgehog, which seemed to Alice
an excellent opportunity for croqueting one of
them with the other; the only difficulty was,
that her flamingo was gone across the other
side of the garden, where Alice could see it try�
ing in a helpless sort of way to fly up into a tree.

By the time she had caught the flamingo
and brought it back, the fight was over, and
both the hedgehogs were out of sight; “but it
doesn’t matter much,” thought Alice, “as all the
arches are gone from this side of the ground.” So
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1 in less than no time — сейчас же, сию секунду

she tucked it away under her arm, that it might
not escape again, and went back to have a little
more conversation with her friend.

When she got back to the Cheshire Cat, she
was surprised to find quite a large crowd collect�
ed round it; there was a dispute going on between
the executioner, the King, and the Queen, who
were all talking at once, while all the rest were
quite silent, and looked very uncomfortable.

The moment Alice appeared, she was
appealed to by all three to settle the question,
and they repeated their arguments to her,
though, as they all spoke at once, she found it
very hard to make out exactly what they said.

The executioner’s argument was, that you
couldn’t cut off a head unless there was a
body to cut it off from: that he had never had
to do such a thing before, and he wasn’t go�
ing to begin at his time of life.

The King’s argument was that anything
that had a head could be beheaded, and that
you weren’t to talk nonsense.

The Queen’s argument was that, if some�
thing wasn’t done about it in less than no
time1, she’d have everybody executed, all
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round. (It was this last remark that had
made the whole party look so grave and
anxious.)
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but, “It belongs to the Duchess, you’d better
ask her about it.”

“She’s in prison,” the Queen said to the
executioner; “fetch her here.” And the exe�
cutioner went off like an arrow1.

The Cat’s head began fading away the
moment he was gone, and, by the time he had
come back with the Duchess, it had entirely
disappeared; so the King and the execution�
er ran wildly up and down, looking for it,
while the rest of the party went back to the
game.

1 went off like an arrow — ср. русск. помчался пулей
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Chapter IX
THE MOCK TURTLE’S STORY

“You can’t think how glad I am to see you
again, you dear old thing!” said the Duchess,
as she tucked her arm affectionately into
Alice’s, and they walked off together.

Alice was very glad to find her in such a
pleasant temper, and thought to herself that
perhaps it was only the pepper that had
made her so savage when they met in the
kitchen.

“When I’m a Duchess,” she said to her�
self (not in a very hopeful tone, though), “I
won’t have any pepper in my kitchen at all.
Soup does very well without. Maybe it’s al�
ways pepper that makes people hot�tem�
pered,” she went on, very much pleased at
having found out a new kind of rule, “and
vinegar that makes them sour — and camo�
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barley�sugar and such things that make child�
ren sweet�tempered. I only wish people knew
that; then they wouldn’t be so stingy about
it, you know —”

She had quite forgotten the Duchess by
this time, and was a little startled when she
heard her voice close to her ear. “You’re
thinking about something, my dear, and that
makes you forget to talk. I can’t tell you just
now what the moral of that is, but I shall
remember it in a bit.”

“Perhaps it hasn’t one,” Alice ventured to
remark.

“Tut, tut1, child!” said the Duchess. “Every�
thing’s got a moral, if only you can find it.”
And she squeezed herself up closer to Alice’s
side as she spoke.

Alice did not much like her keeping
so close to her; first because the Duchess
was very ugly; and secondly, because she
was exactly the right height to rest her chin
on Alice’s shoulder, and it was an uncom�
fortably sharp chin. However, she did not

1 tut —  междометие, выражающее нетерпение, недоволь�
ство
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could.

“The game’s going on rather better now,”
she said, by way of keeping up the conver�
sation a little.

“’Tis so,” said the Duchess; “and the mo�
ral of that is — ‘Oh, ’tis love, ’tis love, that
makes the world go round!’”

“Somebody said,” Alice whispered, “that
it’s done by everybody minding their own
business!”

“Ah, well! It means much the same thing,”
said the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin
into Alice’s shoulder as she added, “and the
moral of that is — ‘Take care of the sense,
and the sounds will take care of them�
selves.’1”

“How fond she is of finding morals in
things!” Alice thought to herself.

“I dare say you’re wondering why I don’t
put my arm round your waist,” the Duchess
said, after a pause; “the reason is, that I’m
doubtful about the temper of your flamingo.
Shall I try the experiment?”

1 В основе этой фразы лежит английская поговорка Take
care of the pence, and the pounds will take care of themselves. —
ср. русск. Копейка рубль бережет.
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not feeling at all anxious to have the experi�
ment tried.

“Very true,” said the Duchess; “flamin�
goes and mustard both bite1. And the moral
of that is — ‘Birds of a feather flock toge�
ther.’2”

“Only mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice re�
marked.

“Right, as usual,” said the Duchess; “what
a clear way you have of putting things!”

“It’s a mineral, I think,” said Alice.
“Of course it is,” said the Duchess, who

seemed ready to agree to everything that
Alice said; “there’s a large mustard�mine
near here. And the moral of that is — ‘The
more there is of mine, the less there is of
yours.’3”

“Oh, I know!” exclaimed Alice, who had
not attended to this last remark. “It’s a ve�
getable. It doesn’t look like one, but it is.”

“I quite agree with you,” said the Duch�
ess; “and the moral of that is — ‘Be what you

1 Игра слов: to bite — 1. кусать; 2 жечь, щипать
2 Birds of a feather flock together. — (посл.) ср. русск. Ры�

бак рыбака видит издалека.
3 Игра слов: mine — 1. шахта; 2. абсолютная форма место�

имения my
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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 that what you were or might have
been was not otherwise than what you had
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wise.’”

“I think I should understand that better,”
Alice said very politely, “if I had it written
down; but I can’t quite follow it as you say it.”

“That’s nothing to what I could say if I
chose1,” the Duchess replied, in a pleased
tone.

“Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any
longer than that,” said Alice.

“Oh, don’t talk about trouble!” said the Duch�
ess. “I make you a present of everything I’ve said
as yet.”

“A cheap sort of present!” thought Alice.
“I’m glad people don’t give birthday�pre�
sents like that!” But she did not venture to
say it out loud.

“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 Duch�
ess, “as pigs have to fly2; and the m—”

1 That’s nothing to what I could say if I chose — (зд.) Я еще
и не такое могу сказать

2 Намек на выражение pigs may fly — ср. русск. бывает,
что коровы летают
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Duchess’s voice died away, even in the middle
of her favourite word “moral”, and the arm
that was linked into hers began to tremble.
Alice looked up, and there stood the Queen
in front of them, with her arms folded, frown�
ing 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 off1,
and that in about half no time2! 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 fright�
ened 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,

1 either you or your head must be off — либо мы лишимся
твоего общества, либо ты лишишься головы

2 in about half no time — сию секунду
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merely remarking that a moment’s delay
would cost them their lives.

All the time they were playing the Queen
never left off quarreling with the other play�
ers, and shouting, “Off with his head!” or
“Off with her head!” Those whom she sen�
tenced were taken into custody by the sol�
diers1, 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 sen�
tence of execution.

Then the Queen left off, quite out of
breath, and said to Alice, “Have you seen the
Mock Turtle yet?;

“No,” said Alice. “I don’t even know what
a Mock Turtle is.”

“It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup2 is made
from,” said the Queen,

“I never saw one, or heard of one,” said Alice.

1 Those whom she sentenced were taken into custody by the
soldiers — Приговоренных к смертной казни  брали под стражу
солдаты

2 Mock Turtle Soup — имитация черепахового супа, обыч�
но готовился из телятины (в переводе Б. Заходера этот герой
удачно назван Деликатесом)
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shall tell you his history.”

As they walked off together, Alice heard
the King say in a low voice, to the com�
pany, generally, “You are all pardoned.”
“Come, that’s a good thing!” she said to her�
self, for she had felt quite unhappy at
the number of executions the Queen had
ordered.

They very soon came upon a Gryphon,
lying fast asleep in the sun. (If you don’t
know what a Gryphon is, look at the pic�
ture.) “Up, lazy thing!” said the Queen, “and
take this young lady to see the Mock Turtle,
and to hear his history. I must go back and
see after some executions I have ordered;”
and she walked off, leaving Alice alone with
the Gryphon. Alice did not quite like the look
of the creature, but on the whole she
thought it would be quite as safe to stay
with it as to go after that savage Queen; so
she waited.

The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes;
then it watched the Queen till she was out of
sight; then it chuckled. “What fun!” said the
Gryphon, half to itself, half to Alice.

“What is the fun?” said Alice.
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“Why, she,” said the Gryphon. “It’s all her
fancy, that: they never executes nobody, you
know. Come on!”

“Everybody says ‘come on!’ here,” thought
Alice, as she went slowly after it; “I never
was so ordered about before, in all my life,
never!”

They had not gone far before they saw the
Mock Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and
lonely on a little ledge of rock, and, as they
came nearer, Alice could hear him sighing as
if his heart would break. She pitied him deep�
ly. “What is his sorrow?” she asked the Gry�
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ly in the same words as before, “It’s all his
fancy, that: he hasn’t got no sorrow, you know.
Come on!”

So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who
looked at them with large eyes full of tears,
but said nothing.

“This here young lady,” said the Gryphon,
“she wants for to know your history, she do.”

“I’ll tell it her,” said the Mock Turtle in a
deep, hollow tone. “Sit down, both of you, and
don’t speak a word till I’ve finished.”

So they sat down, and nobody spoke for
some minutes. Alice thought to herself,
“I don’t see how he can ever finish, if he
doesn’t begin.” But she waited patiently.

“Once,” said the Mock Turtle at last, with
a deep sigh, “I was a real Turtle.”

These words were followed by a very
long silence, broken only by an occasional
exclamation of “Hjckrrh!” from the Gryphon,
and the constant heavy sobbing of the Mock
Turtle. Alice was very nearly getting up and
saying, “Thank you, Sir, for your interest�
ing story,” but she could not help thinking
there must be more to come, so she sat still
and said nothing.
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Turtle went on at last, more calmly, though
still sobbing a little now and then, “we went
to school in the sea. The master was an old
Turtle — we used to call him Tortoise —”

“Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’t
one?” Alice asked.

“We called him Tortoise because he taught
us1,” said the Mock Turtle angrily. “Really
you are very dull!”

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for
asking such a simple question,” added the
Gryphon; and then they both sat silent and
looked at poor Alice, who felt ready to sink
into the earth. At last the Gryphon said to the
Mock Turtle, “Drive on, old fellow! Don’t be
all day about it!” and he went on in these
words:

“Yes, we went to school in the sea, though
you mayn’t believe it —”

“I never said I didn’t!” interrupted Alice.
“You did,” said the Mock Turtle.
“Hold your tongue!” added the Gryphon,

before Alice could speak again. The Mock
Turtle went on.

1 Игра слов: tortoise ['tD:tAs] — сухопутная черепаха и taught
us ['tD:t As] — учил нас
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we went to school every day —”

“I’ve been to a day�school, too,” said Alice.
“You needn’t be so proud as all that.”

“With extras?” asked the Mock Turtle, a
little anxiously.

“Yes,” said Alice, “we learned French and
music.”

“And washing?” said the Mock Turtle.
“Certainly not!” said Alice indignantly.
“Ah! Then yours wasn’t a really good

school,” said the Mock Turtle in a tone of great
relief. “Now, at ours, they had, at the end of the
bill, ‘French, music, and washing — extra1.’”

“You couldn’t have wanted it much,” said
Alice; “living at the bottom of the sea.”

“I couldn’t afford to learn it,” said the
Mock Turtle with a sigh. “I only took the re�
gular course.”

“What was that?” inquired Alice.
“Reeling and Writhing2, of course, to be�

gin with,” the Mock Turtle replied; “and then

1 French, music, and washing — extra. — Французский, му�
зыка и стирка — за дополнительную плату (эта фраза часто
встречалась в счетах школ, означая, что обучение французско�
му и музыке, а также стирка белья  оплачиваются отдельно)

2 Игра слов: Reeling (шатание) и Writhing (от to writhe —
корчиться) созвучны словам Reading (чтение) и Writing (письмо)
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1 Игра слов: Ambition (честолюбие), Distraction (рассеян�
ность), Uglification (от ugly — уродливый), Derision (осмеяние)
созвучны словам Addition (сложение), Subtraction (вычитание),
Multiplication (умножение), Division (деление)

2 Игра слов: Mystery (тайна) и Seaography (придуманное
слово) созвучны словам History (история) и Geography (география)

the different branches of Arithmetic — Am�
bition, Distraction, Uglification, and Deri�
sion1.”

“I never heard of ‘Uglification,’” Alice ven�
tured to say. “What is it?”

The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in sur�
prise. “Never heard of uglifying!” it exclaimed.
“You know what to beautify is, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Alice doubtfully; “it means —
to — make — anything — prettier.”

“Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, “if
you don’t know what to uglify is, you are a
simpleton.”

Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any
more questions about it; so she turned to the
Mock Turtle, and said, “What else had you to
learn?”

“Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle
replied, counting off the subjects on his flap�
pers — “Mystery, ancient and modern, with
Seaography2; then Drawling — the Drawling�
master was an old conger�eel, that used to
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1 Игра слов: Drawling (протяжный; заунывный), Stretching
(растяжение) и Fainting in Coils (падение в обморок, сворачива�
ясь кольцами) созвучны словам Drawing (рисование), Sketching
(черчение) и Painting in Oils (рисование маслом)

come once a week, he taught us Drawling,
Stretching, and Fainting in Coils1.”

“What was that like?” said Alice.
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Mock Turtle said; “I’m too stiff. And the Gry�
phon never learnt it.”

“Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon; “I went
to the Classical master, though. He was an
old crab1, he was.”

“I never went to him,” the Mock Turtle
said with a sigh. “He taught Laughing and
Grief2, they used to say.”

“So he did, so he did,” said the Gryphon,
sighing in his turn; and both creatures hid
their faces in their paws.

“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 day3.”

This was quite a new idea to Alice, and
she thought it over a little before she made

1 Игра слов: crab — 1. краб; 2. старый ворчун
2 Игра слов: Laughing (смех) и Grief (печаль) созвучны

словам Latin (латынь) и Greek (греческий язык)
3 Игра слов: lesson ['lesn] — урок, lessen ['lesn] — уменьшаться
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must have been a holiday?”

“Of course it was,” said the Mock Turtle.
“And how did you manage on the twelfth?”

Alice went on eagerly.
“That’s enough about lessons,” the Gry�

phon interrupted in a very decided tone.
“Tell her something about the games now.”
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Chapter X
THE LOBSTER�QUADRILLE

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew
the back of one flapper across his eyes. He
looked at Alice and tried to speak, but, for a
minute or two, sobs choked his voice. “Same
as if he had a bone in his throat,” said the
Gryphon; and it set to work shaking him and
punching him in the back. At last the Mock
Turtle recovered his voice, and, with tears
running down his cheeks, he went on again:

“You may not have lived much under the
sea —” (“I haven’t,” said Alice) — “and per�
haps you were never even introduced to a lob�
ster —” (Alice began to say “I once tasted —”
but checked herself hastily, and said “No
never”) “— so you can have no idea what a de�
lightful thing a Lobster Quadrille is!”

“No, indeed,” said Alice. “What sort of
a dance is it?”
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“Why,” said the Gryphon, “you first form
into a line along the sea�shore —”

“Two lines!” cried the Mock Turtle. “Seals,
turtles, salmon, and so on; then, when you’ve
cleared all the jelly�fish out of the way —”

“That generally takes some time,” inter�
rupted the Gryphon.

“— you advance twice —”
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the Gryphon.

“Of course,” the Mock Turtle said; “ad�
vance twice, set to partners —1”

“— change lobsters, and retire in same
order,” continued the Gryphon.

“Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went
on, “you throw the —”

“The lobsters!” shouted the Gryphon, with
a bound into the air.

“— as far out to sea as you can —”
“Swim after them!” screamed the Gryphon.
“Turn a somersault in the sea!” cried the

Mock Turtle, capering wildly about.
“Change lobsters again!” yelled the Gry�

phon at the top of its voice.
“Back to land again, and — that’s all the

first figure,” said the Mock Turtle, suddenly
dropping his voice; and the two creatures,
who had been jumping about like mad things
all this time, sat down again very sadly and
quietly, and looked at Alice.

“It must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice
timidly.

1 advance twice, set to partners — делаете два шага вперед,
партнеры приближаются друг к другу
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the Mock Turtle.
“Very much indeed,” said Alice.
“Come, let’s try the first figure!” said the

Mock Turtle to the Gryphon. “We can do it
without lobsters, you know. Which shall sing?”

“Oh, you sing,” said the Gryphon. “I’ve
forgotten the words.”

So they began solemnly dancing round
and round Alice, every now and then tread�
ing on her toes when they passed too close,
and waving their fore�paws to mark the time,
while the Mock Turtle sang this, very slowly
and sadly:

“‘Will you walk a little faster?’ said a whiting
to a snail,1

‘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,
will you join the dance?

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

1 Пародия на стихотворение Мэри Хауитт (Mary Howitt,
1799–1888) «Паук и муха» (The Spider and the Fly) — см. Appendix
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it will be

When they take us up and throw us,
with the lobsters, out to sea!’

But the snail replied, ‘Too far, too far!’,
and gave a look askance —

Said he thanked the whiting kindly,
but he would not join the dance.

    Would not, could not, would not, could not,
could not join the dance.

    Would not, could not, would not, could not,
could not join the dance.

“‘What matters it how far we go?’ his scaly friend
replied.

‘There is another shore, you know, upon the
other side.

The further off from England the nearer
is to France.

Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come
and join the dance.

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

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

“Thank you, it’s a very interesting dance
to watch,” said Alice, feeling very glad that
it was over at last; “and I do so like that cu�
rious song about the whiting!”

“Oh, as to the whiting,” said the Mock
Turtle, “they — you’ve seen them, of course?”
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dinn —” she checked herself hastily.
“I don’t know where Dinn may be,” said

the Mock Turtle; “but, if you’ve seen them so
often, of course you know what they’re like?”

“I believe so,” Alice replied thoughtfully.
“They have their tails in their mouths — and
they’re all over crumbs.”

“You’re wrong about the crumbs,” said
the Mock Turtle; “crumbs would all wash off
in the sea. But they have their tails in their
mouths; and the reason is —” here the Mock
Turtle yawned and shut his eyes. “Tell her
about the reason and all that,” he said to the
Gryphon.

“The reason is,” said the Gryphon, “that
they would go with the lobsters to the dance.
So they got thrown out to sea. So they had
to fall a long way. So they got their tails fast
in their mouths. So they couldn’t get them
out again. That’s all.”

“Thank you,” said Alice, “it’s very inter�
esting. I never knew so much about a whit�
ing before.”

“I can tell you more than that, if you like,”
said the Gryphon. “Do you know why it’s
called a whiting?”
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“Why?”

“It does the boots and shoes,” the Gryphon
replied very solemnly.

Alice was thoroughly puzzled. “Does the
boots and shoes!” she repeated in a wonder�
ing tone.

“Why, what are your shoes done with?”
said the Gryphon. “I mean, what makes them
so shiny?”

Alice looked down at them, and consid�
ered a little before she gave her answer.
“They’re done with blacking, I believe.”

“Boots and shoes under the sea,” the Gry�
phon went on in a deep voice, “are done with
whiting1. Now you know.”

“And what are they made of?” Alice asked
in a tone of great curiosity.

“Soles and eels2, of course,” the Gryphon
replied, rather impatiently; “any shrimp could
have told you that.”

“If I’d been the whiting,” said Alice, whose
thoughts were still running on the song, “I’d

1 Игра слов: whiting — 1. мерланг (рыба); 2. белый крем для
обуви (по аналогии с blacking — вакса)

2 Игра слов: sole — 1. морской язык (рыба); 2. подошва;
eel — угорь созвучно с heel — каблук
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We don’t want you with us!’”
“They were obliged to have him with

them,” the Mock Turtle said. “No wise fish
would go anywhere without a porpoise.”

“Wouldn’t it, really?” said Alice, in a tone
of great surprise.

“Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle.
“Why, if a fish came to me, and told me he
was going a journey, I should say ‘With what
porpoise?’”

“Don’t you mean ‘purpose’1?” said Alice.
“I mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle replied,

in an offended tone. And the Gryphon added,
“Come, let’s hear some of your adventures.”

“I could tell you my adventures — begin�
ning from this morning,” said Alice a little
timidly; “but it’s no use going back to yester�
day, because I was a different person then.”

“Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle.
“No, no! The adventures first,” said the

Gryphon in an impatient tone: “explanations
take such a dreadful time.”

So Alice began telling them her adven�
tures from the time when she first saw the

1 Игра слов: porpoise ['pD:pAs] — морская свинья, дельфин;
purpose ['pA:pAs] — цель



154

A
L

IC
E

’S
 A

D
V

E
N

T
U

R
E

S
 I

N
 W

O
N

D
E

R
L

A
N

D White Rabbit. She was a little nervous about
it, just at first, the two creatures got so close
to her, one on each side, and opened their
eyes and mouths so very wide; but she gained
courage as she went on. Her listeners were
perfectly quiet till she got to the part about
her repeating “You are old, Father William,”
to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming
different, and then the Mock Turtle drew a
long breath, and said “That’s very curious!”

“It’s all about as curious as it can be,”1 said
the Gryphon.

“It all came different!” the Mock Turtle
repeated thoughtfully. “I should like to hear
her try and repeat something now. Tell her
to begin.” He looked at the Gryphon as if he
thought it had some kind of authority over
Alice.

“Stand up and repeat ‘’Tis the voice of the
sluggard,’” said the Gryphon.

“How the creatures order one about, and
make one repeat lessons!” thought Alice.
“I might just as well be at school at once.”
However, she got up, and began to repeat
it, but her head was so full of the Lobster

1 It’s all about as curious as it can be — Любопытнее и не
придумаешь
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was saying; and the words came very queer
indeed:

“’Tis the voice of the Lobster: I heard him declare1

‘You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair.’
As a duck with his eyelids, so he with his nose
Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes.
When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark,
And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark:
But, when the tide rises and sharks are around,
His voice has a timid and tremulous sound.”

“That’s different from what I used to say
when I was a child,” said the Gryphon.

“Well, I never heard it before,” said the
Mock Turtle; “but it sounds uncommon non�
sense.”

Alice said nothing; she had sat down with
her face in her hands, wondering if anything
would ever happen in a natural way again.

“I should like to have it explained,” said
the Mock Turtle.

“She can’t explain it,” said the Gryphon
hastily. “Go on with the next verse.”

1 Пародия на стихотворение Исаака Уоттса (Isaac Watts,
1674–1748) «Бездельник» (The Sluggard), кроме того, первая
строка напоминает слова из Библии: the voice of the turtle
(Песнь Песней, 2,12) (turtle — устар. горлица)
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sisted. “How could he turn them out with his
nose, you know?”

“It’s the first position in dancing,” Alice
said; but she was dreadfully puzzled by the
whole thing, and longed to change the sub�
ject.

“Go on with the next verse,” the Gry�
phon repeated; “it begins ‘I passed by his
garden.’”

Alice did not dare to disobey, though she
felt sure it would all come wrong, and she
went on in a trembling voice:

“I passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye,
How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie:
The Panther took pie�crust, and gravy, and meat,
While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat.
When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon,
Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon:
While the Panther received knife and fork with growl,
And concluded the banquet by —”1

“What is the use of repeating all that
stuff?” the Mock Turtle interrupted, “if you
don’t explain it as you go on? It’s by far the
most confusing thing that I ever heard!”

1 Видимо, конечные слова «eating the Owl»
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the Gryphon, and Alice was only too glad to
do so.

“Shall we try another figure of the Lob�
ster Quadrille?” the Gryphon went on. “Or
would you like the Mock Turtle to sing you
another song?”

“Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle
would be so kind,” Alice replied, so eagerly
that the Gryphon said, in a rather offended
tone, “Hm! No accounting for tastes! Sing her
‘Turtle Soup,’ will you, old fellow?”

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and be�
gan, in a voice choked with sobs, to sing
this:

        “Beautiful Soup, so rich and green,1

        Waiting in a hot tureen!
        Who for such dainties would not stoop?
        Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!
        Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!
                Beau�ootiful Soo�oop!
                Beau�ootiful Soo�oop!
        Soo�oop of the e�e�evening,
                Beautiful, beautiful Soup!

1 Песня поется на мотив популярной во времена Кэрролла
песни Джеймса Сайлза (James M. Sayles) «Вечерняя звезда»
(Star of the Evening) — см. Appendix
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        Game, or any other dish?
        Who would not give all else for two p�
        ennyworth only of beautiful Soup?1

        Pennyworth only of beautiful soup.
                Beau�ootiful Soo�oop!
                Beau�ootiful Soo�oop!
        Soo�oop of the e�e�evening,
                Beautiful, beauti�FUL SOUP!”

“Chorus again!” cried the Gryphon, and
the Mock Turtle had just begun to repeat it,
when a cry of “The trial’s beginning!” was
heard in the distance.

“Come on!” cried the Gryphon, and, tak�
ing Alice by the hand, it hurried off, without
waiting for the end of the song.

“What trial is it?” Alice panted as she
ran; but the Gryphon only answered, “Come
on!” and ran the faster, while more and more
faintly came, carried on the breeze that fol�
lowed them, the melancholy words:

 “Soo�oop of the e�e�evening,
Beautiful, beautiful Soup!”

1 Two p�ennyworth only of beautiful Soup? = two pennyworth
only of beautiful Soup? — супа на два пенса (шуточный перенос
ради рифмы)
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Chapter XI
WHO STOLE THE TARTS?

The King and Queen of Hearts were seated
on their throne when they arrived, with a great
crowd assembled about them — all sorts of
little birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack
of cards; the Knave was standing before them,
in chains, with a soldier on each side to guard
him; and near the King was the White Rabbit,
with a trumpet in one hand, and a scroll of
parchment in the other. In the very middle of
the court was a table, with a large dish of tarts
upon it: they looked so good, that it made Alice
quite hungry to look at them — “I wish they’d
get the trial done,” she thought, “and hand
round the refreshments!” But there seemed to
be no chance of this; so she began looking at
everything about her to pass away the time.

Alice had never been in a court of jus�
tice before, but she had read about them in
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books, and she was quite pleased to find that
she knew the name of nearly everything
there. “That’s the judge,” she said to her�
self, “because of his great wig.”

The judge, by the way, was the King; and,
as he wore his crown over the wig (look at the
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he did not look at all comfortable, and it was
certainly not becoming1.

“And that’s the jury�box,” thought Alice;
“and those twelve creatures,” (she was obliged
to say “creatures,” you see, because some
of them were animals, and some were birds)
“I suppose they are the jurors.” She said this
last word two or three times over to herself,
being rather proud of it; for she thought, and
rightly too, that very few little girls of her age
knew the meaning of it at all. However, “jury�
men” would have done just as well.

The twelve jurors were all writing very
busily on slates. “What are they doing?” Alice
whispered to the Gryphon. “They can’t have
anything to put down yet, before the trial’s
begun.”

“They’re putting down their names,” the
Gryphon whispered in reply, “for fear they
should forget them before the end of the trial.”

“Stupid things!” Alice began in a loud in�
dignant voice; but she stopped herself hastily,
for the White Rabbit cried out, “Silence in the
court!”, and the King put on his spectacles and

1 it was certainly not becoming — ему это совсем не шло
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1 A nice muddle their slates’ll be in — Какая же неразбериха
будет у них на досках

looked anxiously round, to make out who was
talking.

Alice could see, as well as if she were look�
ing over their shoulders, that all the jurors
were writing down “Stupid things!” on their
slates, and she could even make out that one of
them didn’t know how to spell “stupid,” and
that he had to ask his neighbour to tell him.
“A nice muddle their slates’ll be in1, before the
trial’s over!” thought Alice.

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.

“Herald, read the accusation!” said the
King.

On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts
on the trumpet, and then unrolled the parch�
ment�scroll, and read as follows:
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     All on a summer day:
The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts
     And took them quite away!”

“Consider your verdict2,” the King said to
the jury.

“Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily inter�
rupted. “There’s a great deal to come before that!”

“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�arm3

with the Dormouse. “Fourteenth of March,
I think it was,” he said.

“Fifteenth,” said the March Hare.

1 Известная детская песенка, Кэрролл включил только ее
первый куплет, полный текст — см. Appendix

2 Consider your verdict — Вынесите вердикт
3 arm�in�arm — под руку
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“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 re�
duced the answer to shillings and pence1.

“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 memoran�
dum 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 hard 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 spot2.”

This did not seem to encourage the wit�
ness 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.

1 added them up, and reduced the answer to shillings and
pence — сложили их, а сумму перевели в шиллинги и пенсы

2 or I’ll have you executed on the spot — или я прикажу каз�
нить тебя на месте
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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.”
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“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 off both his shoes1.

“Give your evidence,” the King repeated
angrily, “or I’ll have you executed, whether
you are nervous or not.”

“I’m a poor man, your Majesty,” the Hat�
ter 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 what?” said the King.

1 Обыгрывается выражение to shake in one’s shoes — дро�
жать от страха
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“Of course twinkling begins with a T1!”

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 around
to see if he would deny it too; but the Dor�
mouse 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

1 Игра слов: tea [ti:] — чай, T [ti:] — название буквы
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began.

“You’re a very poor speaker1,” said the King.
Here one of the guinea�pigs cheered, and

was immediately suppressed2 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.)

“I’m glad I’ve seen that done,” thought
Alice. “I’ve so often read in the newspapers,
at the end of trials, ‘There was some attempt
at applause, which was immediately suppressed
by the officers of the court,’ and I never under�
stood what it meant till now.”

“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 is3.”

“Then you may sit down,” the King replied.

1 Игра слов: poor man — бедняк, poor speaker — плохой
оратор

2 Игра слов: suppress — 1. подавлять; 2. пресекать, призывать
к порядку

3 Игра слов: to stand down — покинуть свидетельское место
в суде; Шляпник понимает эту фразу буквально: опуститься
ниже
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was suppressed.

“Come, that finishes the guinea�pigs!1”
thought Alice. “Now we shall get on better.”

“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 Hat�
ter hurriedly left the court, without even
waiting to put his shoes on.

1 Come, that finishes the guinea�pigs!  — Ну вот, с морскими
свинками покончено
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1 Игра слов: to cross�examine — подвергать перекрестному
допросу; Король понимает эту фразу буквально: сердито осмат�
ривать (cross — сердитый, examine — осматривать)

2 Collar that Dormouse! — Схватить эту Соню!

“— and just take his head off outside,” the
Queen added to one of the officers; but the
Hatter was out of sight before the officer
could get to the door.

“Call the next witness!” said the King.
The next witness was the Duchess’s cook.

She carried the pepper�box in her hand, and
Alice guessed who it was, even before she got
into the court, by the way the people near the
door began sneezing all at once.

“Give your evidence,” said the King.
“Shan’t,” said the cook.
The King looked anxiously at the White

Rabbit, who said, in a low voice, “Your Ma�
jesty must cross�examine this witness.”

“Well, if I must, I must,” the King said
with a melancholy air, and, after folding his
arms and frowning at the cook till his eyes
were nearly out of sight1, he said, in a deep
voice, “What are tarts made of?”

“Pepper, mostly,” said the cook.
“Treacle,” said a sleepy voice behind her.
“Collar that Dormouse!2” the Queen

shrieked out. “Behead that Dormouse? Turn
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Pinch him! Off with his whiskers!”

For some minutes the whole court was in
confusion, getting the Dormouse turned out,
and, by the time they had settled down again,
the cook had disappeared.

“Never mind!” said the King with an
air of great relief. “Call the next witness.”
And he added in an undertone to the Queen,
“Really, my dear, you must cross�examine
the next witness. It quite makes my fore�
head ache!”

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he
fumbled over the list, feeling very curious
to see what the next witness would be like,
“for they haven’t got much evidence yet,”
she said to herself. Imagine her surprise,
when the White Rabbit read out, at the top
of his shrill little voice, the name “Alice!”
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Chapter XII
ALICE’S EVIDENCE

“Here!” cried Alice, quite forgetting in
the flurry of the moment how large she had
grown in the last few minutes, and she
jumped up in such a hurry that she tipped
over the jury�box with the edge of her skirt,
upsetting all the jurymen on to the heads of
the crowd below, and there they lay sprawl�
ing about, reminding her very much of a
globe of gold�fish1 she had accidentally up�
set the week before.

“Oh, I beg your pardon!” she exclaimed
in a tone of great dismay, and began pick�
ing them up again as quickly as she could,
for the accident of the gold�fish kept run�
ning in her head, and she had a vague sort
of idea that they must be collected at once

1 a globe of gold�fish — аквариум с золотыми рыбками
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and put back into the jury�box, or they
would die.

“The trial cannot proceed,” said the King,
in a very grave voice, “until all the jurymen
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peated with great emphasis, looking hard at
Alice as he said so.

Alice looked at the jury�box, and saw
that, in her haste, she had put the Lizard in
head downwards, and the poor little thing
was waving its tail about in a melancholy
way, being quite unable to move. She soon
got it out again, and put it right; “not that
it signifies much,” she said to herself; “I
should think it would be quite as much use
in the trial one way up as the other.”

As soon as the jury had a little recovered
from the shock of being upset, and their
slates and pencils had been found and hand�
ed back to them, they set to work very dili�
gently to write out a history of the accident,
all except the Lizard, who seemed too much
overcome to do anything but sit with its
mouth open, gazing up into the roof of the
court.

“What do you know about this business?”
the King said to Alice.

“Nothing,” said Alice.
“Nothing whatever?1” persisted the King.

1 Nothing whatever? — Совсем ничего?
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“That’s very important,” the King said,
turning to the jury. They were just begin�
ning to write this down on their slates, when
the White Rabbit interrupted, “Unimportant,
your Majesty means, of course,” he said, in
a very respectful tone, but frowning and
making faces at him as he spoke.

“Unimportant, of course, I meant,” the
King hastily said, and went on to himself in
an undertone, “important — unimportant —
unimportant — important —” as if he were
trying which word sounded best.

Some of the jury wrote it down “impor�
tant,” and some “unimportant.” Alice could
see this, as she was near enough to look over
their slates; “but it doesn’t matter a bit,” she
thought to herself.

At this moment the King, who had been
for some time busily writing in his note�book,
called out “Silence!”, and read out from his
book, “Rule Forty�two. All persons more than
a mile high to leave the court.”

Everybody looked at Alice.
“I’m not a mile high,” said Alice.
“You are,” said the King.



176

A
L

IC
E

’S
 A

D
V

E
N

T
U

R
E

S
 I

N
 W

O
N

D
E

R
L

A
N

D “Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen.
“Well, I shan’t go, at any rate,” said Alice;

“besides, that’s not a regular rule; you invent�
ed it just now.”

“It’s the oldest rule in the book,” said the
King.

“Then it ought to be Number One,” said
Alice.

The King turned pale, and shut his note�
book hastily. “Consider your verdict,” he said
to the jury, in a low trembling voice.

“There’s more evidence to come yet, please
your Majesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumping
up in a great hurry, “this paper has just been
picked up.”

“What’s in it?” said the Queen.
“I haven’t opened it yet,” said the White

Rabbit; “but it seems to be a letter, written
by the prisoner to — to somebody.”

“It must have been that,” said the King,
“unless it was written to nobody, which isn’t
usual, you know.”

“Who is it directed to?” said one of the ju�
rymen.

“It isn’t directed at all,” said the White
Rabbit; “in fact, there’s nothing written on
the outside.” He unfolded the paper as he
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it’s a set of verses.”
“Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?”

asked another of the jurymen.
“No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit,

“and that’s the queerest thing about it.” (The
jury all looked puzzled.)

“He must have imitated somebody else’s
hand,” said the King. (The jury all bright�
ened up again.)

“Please, your Majesty,” said the Knave,
“I didn’t write it, and they can’t prove that
I did; there’s no name signed at the end.”

“If you didn’t sign it,” said the King, “that
only makes the matter worse. You must have
meant some mischief, or else you’d have
signed your name like an honest man.”1

There was a general clapping of hands at
this; it was the first really clever thing the
King had said that day.

“That proves his guilt, of course,” said the
Queen, “so, off with —”

“It doesn’t prove anything of the sort!”
said Alice. “Why, you don’t even know what
they’re about!”

1 You must have meant some mischief, or else you’d have
signed your name like an honest man. — Видимо, ты задумал что�
то дурное, а то бы ты подписался как честный человек.
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The White Rabbit put on his spectacles.

“Where shall I begin, please your Majesty?”
he asked.

“Begin at the beginning,” the King said,
very gravely, “and go on till you come to the
end, then stop.”

There was dead silence in the court, whilst
the White Rabbit read out these verses:

            “They told me you had been to her,
                And mentioned me to him:
            She gave me a good character,
                But said I could not swim.

            He sent them word I had not gone
                (We know it to be true):
            If she should push the matter on,
                What would become of you?

            I gave her one, they gave him two,
                You gave us three or more;
            They all returned from him to you,
                Though they were mine before.

            If I or she should chance to be
                Involved in this affair,
            He trusts to you to set them free,
                Exactly as we were.

            My notion was that you had been
                (Before she had this fit)
            An obstacle that came between
                Him, and ourselves, and it.
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                For this must ever be
            A secret, kept from all the rest,
                Between yourself and me.”

“That’s the most
important piece of
evidence we’ve heard
yet,” said the King,
rubbing his hands;
“so now let the
jury —”

“If anyone of
them can explain it,”
said Alice, (she had
grown so large in
the last few minutes
that she wasn’t a bit
afraid of interrupt�
ing him) “I’ll give
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of meaning in it.”

The jury all wrote down, on their slates,
“She doesn’t believe there’s an atom of
meaning in it,” but none of them attempted
to explain the paper.

“If there’s no meaning in it,” said the
King, “that saves a world of trouble, you
know, as we needn’t try to find any. And
yet I don’t know,” he went on, spreading out
the verses on his knee, and looking at them
with one eye; “I seem to see some meaning in
them, after all. ‘— said I could not swim —’
you can’t swim, can you?” he added, turn�
ing to the Knave.

The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do I look
like it?” he said. (Which he certainly did not,
being made entirely of cardboard.)

“All right, so far,” said the King; and he
went on muttering over the verses to him�
self: “‘We know it to be true’ — that’s the
jury, of course — ‘If she should push the
matter on’ — that must be the Queen — ‘What
would become of you?’ — What, indeed! —
‘I gave her one, they gave him two’ — why,
that must be what he did with the tarts, you
know —”



181

A
L

IC
E

’S
 E

V
ID

E
N

C
E“But it goes on ‘they all returned from

him to you,’” said Alice.
“Why, there they are!” said the King

triumphantly, pointing to the tarts on the table.
“Nothing can be clearer than that. Then
again — ‘before she had this fit’ — you never
had fits, my dear, I think?” he said to the Queen.

“Never!” said the Queen, furiously, throw�
ing an inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. (The
unfortunate little Bill had left off writing on
his slate with one finger, as he found it made
no mark; but he now hastily began again, using
the ink, that was trickling down his face, as
long as it lasted.)

“Then the words don’t fit1 you,” said the
King looking round the court with a smile.
There was a dead silence.

“It’s a pun!” the King added in an angry
tone, and everybody laughed. “Let the jury
consider their verdict,” the King said, for
about the twentieth time that day.

“No, no!” said the Queen. “Sentence first —
verdict afterwards.”

“Stuff and nonsense!2” said Alice loudly.
“The idea of having the sentence first!”

1 Игра слов: fit — припадок, to fit — подходить
2 Stuff and nonsense! — Чепуха! Глупости!
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ing purple.

“I won’t!” said Alice.
“Off with her head!” the Queen shouted

at the top of her voice. Nobody moved.
“Who cares for you?” said Alice (she had

grown to her full size by this time). “You’re
nothing but a pack of cards!”

At this the whole pack rose up into the
air, and came flying down upon her; she
gave a little scream, half of fright and half
of anger, and tried to beat them off, and
found herself lying on the bank, with her
head in the lap of her sister, who was gently
brushing away some dead leaves that had
fluttered down from the trees upon her face.

“Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister.
“Why, what a long sleep you’ve had!”

“Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!” said
Alice. And she told her sister, as well as she
could remember them, all these strange ad�
ventures of hers that you have just been
reading about; when she had finished, her
sister kissed her, and said, “It was a curious
dream, dear, certainly; but now run in to
your tea, it’s getting late.” So Alice got up
and ran off, thinking while she ran, as well
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been.

But her sister sat still just as she left her,
leaning her head on her hand, watching the
setting sun, and thinking of little Alice and all
her wonderful adventures, till she too began
dreaming after a fashion, and this was her
dream:

First, she dreamed about little Alice her�
self: once again the tiny hands were clasped
upon her knee, and the bright eager eyes
were looking up into hers — she could hear
the very tones of her voice, and see that
queer little toss of her head to keep back
the wandering hair that would always get
into her eyes — and still as she listened, or
seemed to listen, the whole place around her
became alive with the strange creatures of
her little sister’s dream.

The long grass rustled at her feet as the
White Rabbit hurried by — the frightened
Mouse splashed his way through the neigh�
bouring pool — she could hear the rattle of
the teacups as the March Hare and his
friends shared their never�ending meal, and
the shrill voice of the Queen ordering off her
unfortunate guests to execution — once more
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knee, while plates and dishes crashed around
it — once more the shriek of the Gryphon,
the squeaking of the Lizard’s slate�pencil,
and the choking of the suppressed guinea�
pigs, filled the air, mixed up with the dis�
tant sob of the miserable Mock Turtle.

So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half
believed herself in Wonderland, though she
knew she had but to open them again, and
all would change to dull reality — the grass
would be only rustling in the wind, and the
pool rippling to the waving of the reeds —
the rattling teacups would change to tinkling
sheep�bells, and the Queen’s shrill cries to
the voice of the shepherd�boy — and the
sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gry�
phon, and all the other queer noises, would
change (she knew) to the confused clamour
of the busy farm�yard — while the lowing
of the cattle in the distance would take the
place of the Mock Turtle’s heavy sobs.

Lastly, she pictured to herself how this
same little sister of hers would, in the after�
time, be herself a grown woman; and how she
would keep, through all her riper years, the
simple and loving heart of her childhood; and
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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.



THROUGH
THE LOOKING�GLASS

AND WHAT ALICE
FOUND THERE





Red

White

1 Dramatis personae — (лат.) Действующие лица

DRAMATIS PERSONAE1

White
P i e c e s:
Tweedledee, Unicorn,
Sheep, W. Queen,
W. King, Aged Man,
W. Knight, Tweedledum.

P a w n:
Daisy, Haigha, Oyster,
“Lily”, Fawn, Oyster,
Hatta, Daisy.

(As arranged before commencement of game.)

Red
P i e c e s:
Humpty Dumpty,
Carpenter, Walrus,
R. Queen, R. King,
Crow, R. Knight, Lion.

P a w n s:
Daisy, Messenger, Oyster,
Tiger�lily, Rose, Oyster,
Frog, Daisy.



White Pawn (Alice) to play,
and win in eleven moves.

11. Alice meets R. Q.  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

12. Alice through Q’s 3rd (by railway)
to Q’s 4th (Tweedledum and Tweedlee)  . . . . . . . . . . . . .

13. Alice meets W. Q. (with shawl)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

14. Alice to Q’s 5th (shop, river, shop)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

15. Alice to Q’s 6th (Humpty Dumpty)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

16. Alice to Q’s 7th (forest)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

17. W. Kt. takes R. Kt.  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

18. Alice to Q’s 8th (coronation)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

19. Alice becomes Queen  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

10. Alice castles (feast)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

11. Alice takes R. Q. & wins  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

11. R. Q. to K’s 4th  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

12. W. Q. to B’s 4th (after shawl)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

13. W. Q. to Q. B’s 5th (becomes sheep)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

14. W. Q. to B’s 8th (leaves egg on shelf)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

15. W. Q. to B’s 8th (flying from R. Kt.)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

16. R. Kt. to K’s 2nd (ch.)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

17. W. Kt. to K. B’s 5th  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

18. R. Q to K’s sq. (examination)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

19. Queens castle  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

10. W. Q. to R’s 6th (soup)  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
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Child of the pure unclouded brow
And dreaming eyes of wonder!
Though time be fleet, and I and thou1

And half a life asunder,
Thy2 loving smile will surely hail
The love�gift of a fairy�tale.

I have not seen thy sunny face,
Nor heard thy silver laughter:
No thought of me shall find a place
In thy young life’s hereafter —
Enough that now thou wilt3 not fail
To listen to my fairy�tale.

A tale begun in other days,
When summer suns were glowing —
A simple chime, that served to time
The rhythm of our rowing —
Whose echoes live in memory yet,
Though envious years would say “forget.”

Come, hearken then, ere voice of dread,
With bitter tidings laden,
Shall summon to unwelcome bed
A melancholy maiden!
We are but older children, dear,
Who fret to find our bedtime near.

1 thou = you (устар., поэт.)
2 Thy = your (устар., поэт.)
3 wilt = will (устар., поэт.)
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… Without, the frost, the blinding snow,

The storm�wind’s moody madness —
Within, the firelight’s ruddy glow,
And childhood’s nest of gladness.
The magic words shall hold thee1 fast:
Thou shalt2 not heed the raving blast.

And, though the shadow of a sigh
May tremble through the story,
For “happy summer days” gone by,
And vanish’d summer glory —
It shall not touch, with breath of bale,
The pleasance of our fairy�tale.

1 thee = you (устар., поэт.)
2 shalt = shall (устар., поэт.)
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AUTHOR’S PREFACE
TO THE 1896 EDITION

As the chess problem given on the previ�
ous page has puzzled some of my readers, it
may be well to explain that it is correctly
worked out, so far as the moves are con�
cerned. The alternation of Red and White is
perhaps not so strictly observed as it might
be, and the “castling” of the three Queens is
merely a way of saying that they entered
the palace; but the “check” of the White
King at move 6, the capture of the Red
Knight at move 7, and the final “checkmate”
of the Red King, will be found, by anyone
who will take the trouble to set the pieces
and play the moves as directed, to be strict�
ly in accordance with the laws of the game.

The new words, in the poem “Jabber�
wocky,” have given rise to some differences
of opinion as to their pronunciation; so it
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also. Pronounce “slithy” as if it were the two
words “sly, the”; make the “g” hard in “gyre”
and “gimble”; and pronounce “rath” to rhyme
with “bath.”

For this sixty�first thousand, fresh elec�
trotypes have been taken from the wood�
blocks (which, never having been used for
printing from, are in as good condition as
when first cut in 1871),1 and the whole book
has been set up afresh with new type. If the
artistic qualities of this re�issue fall short, in
any particular, of those possessed by the
original issue, it will not be for want of
painstaking on the part of author, publish�
er, or printer.

I take this opportunity of announcing that
the Nursery “Alice,” hitherto priced at four
shillings, net, is now to be had on the same
terms as the ordinary shilling picture�

1 For this sixty�first thousand, fresh electrotypes have been
taken from the wood�blocks (which, never having been used for
printing from, are in as good condition as when first cut in 1871) —
Для шестьдесят первой тысячи  этого  издания  с  деревян�
ных форм  были сделаны новые клише  (так  как  их  не  ис�
пользовали  непосредственно  для печати, они находятся в та�
ком же отличном состоянии,  как  и  в  1871  г., когда их изго�
товили)
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Nbooks — although I feel sure that it is, in

every quality (except the text itself, in which
I am not qualified to pronounce), greatly
superior to them. Four shillings was a per�
fectly reasonable price to charge, consider�
ing the very heavy initial outlay I had in�
curred; still, as the Public have practically
said, “We will not give more than a shilling
for a picture�book, however artistically got�
up,” I am content to reckon my outlay on
the book as so much dead loss, and, rather
than let the little ones, for whom it was
written, go without it, I am selling it at a
price which is, to me, much the same thing
as giving it away.

Christmas, 1896
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Chapter I
LOOKING�GLASS HOUSE

One thing was certain, that the white
kitten had had nothing to do with it — it was
the black kitten’s fault entirely. For the white
kitten had been having its face washed by the
old cat for the last quarter of an hour (and
bearing it pretty well, considering); so you see
that it couldn’t have had any hand in the
mischief.

The way Dinah washed her children’s
faces was this: first she held the poor thing
down by its ear with one paw, and then with
the other paw she rubbed its face all over,
the wrong way1, beginning at the nose; and
just now, as I said, she was hard at work on
the white kitten, which was lying quite still
and trying to purr — no doubt feeling that
it was all meant for its good.

1 the wrong way — (зд.) против шерсти
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But the black kitten had been finished with
earlier in the afternoon, and so, while Alice was
sitting curled up in a corner of the great arm�
chair, half talking to herself and half asleep,
the kitten had been having a grand game of
romps1 with the ball of worsted Alice had been
trying to wind up, and had been rolling it up
and down till it had all come undone again; and
there it was, spread over the hearth�rug,
all knots and tangles, with the kitten running
after its own tail in the middle.

“Oh, you wicked, wicked little thing!”
cried Alice, catching up the kitten, and giv�
ing it a little kiss to make it understand that

1 had been having a grand game of romps — играл, возился
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have taught you better manners! You ought,
Dinah, you know you ought!” she added,
looking reproachfully at the old cat, and
speaking in as cross a voice as she could ma�
nage — and then she scrambled back into the
armchair, taking the kitten and the worsted
with her, and began winding up the ball
again. But she didn’t get on very fast, as
she was talking all the time, sometimes to the
kitten, and sometimes to herself. Kitty sat
very demurely on her knee, pretending to
watch the progress of the winding, and now
and then putting out one paw and gently
touching the ball, as if it would be glad to
help if it might.

“Do you know what to�morrow is, Kitty?”
Alice began. “You’d have guessed if you’d
been up in the window with me — only Di�
nah was making you tidy, so you couldn’t.
I was watching the boys getting in sticks for
the bonfire — and it wants plenty of sticks,
Kitty! Only it got so cold, and it snowed so,
they had to leave off. Never mind, we’ll go
and see the bonfire to�morrow.” Here Alice
wound two or three turns of the worsted
round the kitten’s neck, just to see how it
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would look; this led to a scramble, in which
the ball rolled down upon the floor, and yards
and yards of it got unwound again.

“Do you know, I was so angry, Kitty,” Alice
went on, as soon as they were comfortably
settled again, “when I saw all the mischief
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ing the window, and putting you out into the
snow! And you’d have deserved it, you little
mischievous darling! What have you got to
say for yourself? Now don’t interrupt me!”
she went on, holding up one finger. “I’m go�
ing to tell you all your faults. Number one:
you squeaked twice while Dinah was wash�
ing your face this morning. Now you can’t
deny it, Kitty: I heard you! What’s that you
say?” (pretending that the kitten was speak�
ing). “Her paw went into your eye? Well,
that’s your fault, for keeping your eyes
open — if you’d shut them tight up, it
wouldn’t have happened. Now don’t make
any more excuses, but listen! Number two:
you pulled Snowdrop away by the tail just as
I had put down the saucer of milk before her!
What, you were thirsty, were you? How do
you know she wasn’t thirsty too? Now for
number three: you unwound every bit of the
worsted while I wasn’t looking! That’s three
faults, Kitty, and you’ve not been punished
for any of them yet. You know I’m saving up
all your punishments for Wednesday week1.

1 for Wednesday week — до среды на следующей неделе
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ments?” she went on, talking more to herself
than the kitten. “What would they do at the end
of a year? I should be sent to prison, I suppose,
when the day came. Or — let me see — sup�
pose each punishment was to be going without
a dinner; then, when the miserable day came,
I should have to go without fifty dinners at
once! Well, I shouldn’t mind that much! I’d far
rather go without them than eat them!

Do you hear the snow against the window�
panes, Kitty? How nice and soft it sounds! I won�
der if the snow loves the trees and fields, that it
kisses them so gently? And then it covers them
up snug, you know, with a white quilt; and
perhaps it says ‘Go to sleep, darlings, till the
summer comes again.’ And when they wake up
in the summer, Kitty, they dress themselves
all in green, and dance about — whenever the
wind blows — oh, that’s very pretty!” cried
Alice, dropping the ball of worsted to clap her
hands. “And I do so wish it was true! I’m sure
the woods look sleepy in the autumn, when the
leaves are getting brown.

Kitty, can you play chess? Now, don’t smile,
my dear. I’m asking it seriously. Because, when
we were playing just now, you watched just as
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you purred! Well, it was a nice check, Kitty,
and really I might have won, if it hadn’t been
for that nasty Knight, that came wriggling
down among my pieces. Kitty dear, let’s pre�
tend —” And here I wish I could tell you half
the things Alice used to say, beginning with
her favourite phrase “Let’s pretend.” She had
had quite a long argument with her sister only
the day before — all because Alice had begun
with “Let’s pretend we’re kings and queens;”
and her sister, who liked being very exact, had
argued that they couldn’t, because there were
only two of them, and Alice had been reduced
at last to say, “Well, you can be one of them,
then, and I’ll be all the rest.” And once she had
really frightened her old nurse by shouting
suddenly in her ear, “Nurse! Do let’s pretend
that I’m a hungry hyena, and you’re a bone!”

But this is taking us away from Alice’s
speech to the kitten. “Let’s pretend that you’re
the Red Queen, Kitty! Do you know, I think
if you sat up and folded your arms, you’d look
exactly like her. Now do try, there’s a dear!1”
And Alice got the Red Queen off the table,

1 there’s a dear — (разг.) вот умница!
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it to imitate; however, the thing didn’t succeed,
principally, Alice said, because the kitten
wouldn’t fold its arms properly. So, to pun�
ish it, she held it up to the Looking�glass, that
it might see how sulky it was, “— and if you’re
not good directly,” she added, “I’ll put you
through into Looking�glass House. How would
you like that?

“Now, if you’ll only attend, Kitty, and not
talk so much, I’ll tell you all my ideas about
Looking�glass House. First, there’s the room
you can see through the glass — that’s just
the same as our drawing�room, only the
things go the other way. I can see all of it
when I get upon a chair — all but the bit just
behind the fireplace. Oh! I do so wish I could
see that bit! I want so much to know whether
they’ve a fire in the winter: you never can
tell, you know, unless our fire smokes, and
then smoke comes up in that room too — but
that may be only pretence, just to make it
look as if they had a fire. Well then, the books
are something like our books, only the words
go the wrong way; I know that, because I’ve
held up one of our books to the glass, and
then they hold up one in the other room.



204

T
H

R
O

U
G

H
 T

H
E

 L
O

O
K

IN
G

�G
L

A
S

S
… How would you like to live in Looking�

glass House, Kitty? I wonder if they’d give
you milk in there? Perhaps Looking�glass
milk isn’t good to drink — but oh, Kitty! now
we come to the passage. You can just see a
little peep of the passage in Looking�glass
House, if you leave the door of our draw�
ing�room wide open; and it’s very like our
passage as far as you can see, only you know
it may be quite different on beyond. Oh,
Kitty, how nice it would be if we could only
get through into Looking�glass House! I’m
sure it’s got, oh! such beautiful things in it!
Let’s pretend there’s a way of getting through
into it, somehow, Kitty. Let’s pretend the
glass has got all soft like gauze, so that we
can get through. Why, it’s turning into a sort
of mist now, I declare! It’ll be easy enough
to get through —” She was up on the chim�
ney�piece while she said this, though she
hardly knew how she had got there. And
certainly the glass was beginning to melt
away, just like a bright silvery mist.

In another moment Alice was through the
glass, and had jumped lightly down into the
Looking�glass room. The very first thing she
did was to look whether there was a fire in
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find that there was a real one, blazing away
as brightly as the one she had left behind. “So
I shall be as warm here as I was in the old
room,” thought Alice; “warmer, in fact, be�
cause there’ll be no one here to scold me
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when they see me through the glass in here,
and can’t get at me!”

Then she began looking about, and noticed
that what could be seen from the old room
was quite common and uninteresting, but
that all the rest was as different as possible.
For instance, the pictures on the wall next the
fire seemed to be all alive, and the very clock
on the chimney�piece (you know you can only
see the back of it in the Looking�glass) had
got the face of a little old man, and grinned
at her.

“They don’t keep this room so tidy as the
other,” Alice thought to herself, as she no�
ticed several of the chessmen down in the
hearth among the cinders; but in another
moment, with a little “Oh!” of surprise, she
was down on her hands and knees watching
them. The chessmen were walking about, two
and two!

“Here are the Red King and the Red
Queen,” Alice said (in a whisper, for fear of
frightening them), “and there are the White
King and the White Queen sitting on the edge of
the shovel — and here are two Castles walking
arm in arm — I don’t think they can hear me,”
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“and I’m nearly sure they can’t see me. I feel
somehow as if I was getting invisible —”

Here something began squeaking on the
table behind Alice, and made her turn her
head just in time to see one of the White
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watched it with great curiosity to see what
would happen next.

“It is the voice of my child!” the White
Queen cried out, as she rushed past the King,
so violently that she knocked him over among
the cinders. “My precious Lily! My imperial
kitten!” and she began scrambling wildly up
the side of the fender.

“Imperial fiddlestick1!” said the King, rub�
bing his nose, which had been hurt by the
fall. He had a right to be a little annoyed with
the Queen, for he was covered with ashes
from head to foot.

Alice was very anxious to be of use, and,
as the poor little Lily was nearly screaming
herself into a fit, she hastily picked up the
Queen and set her on the table by the side of
her noisy little daughter.

The Queen gasped, and sat down; the rapid
journey through the air had quite taken away
her breath, and for a minute or two she could
do nothing but hug the little Lily in silence.
As soon as she had recovered her breath a

1 Imperial fiddlestick — (зд.) королевская чушь; королевские
бредни
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little, she called out to the White King, who
was sitting sulkily among the ashes, “Mind the
volcano!”

“What volcano?” said the King, looking up
anxiously into the fire, as if he thought that
was the most likely place to find one.

“Blew — me — up,” panted the Queen, who
was still a little out of breath. “Mind you come
up — the regular way — don’t get blown up!”

Alice watched the White King as he slow�
ly struggled up from bar to bar, till at last
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getting to the table, at that rate. I’d far better
help you, hadn’t I?” But the King took no
notice of the question; it was quite clear that
he could neither hear her nor see her.

So Alice picked him up very gently, and
lifted him across more slowly than she had
lifted the Queen, that she mightn’t take his
breath away; but, before she put him on the
table, she thought she might as well dust him
a little, he was so covered with ashes.

She said afterwards that she had never
seen in all her life such a face as the King
made, when he found himself held in the air
by an invisible hand, and being dusted; he
was far too much astonished to cry out, but
his eyes and his mouth went on getting larg�
er and larger, and rounder and rounder, till
her hand shook so with laughter that she
nearly let him drop upon the floor.

“Oh! please don’t make such faces, my
dear!” she cried out, quite forgetting that the
King couldn’t hear her. “You make me laugh
so that I can hardly hold you! And don’t
keep your mouth so wide open! All the ash�
es will get into it — there, now I think you’re
tidy enough!” she added, as she smoothed
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Queen.
The King immediately fell flat on his back,

and lay perfectly still; and Alice was a little
alarmed at what she had done, and went round
the room to see if she could find any water
to throw over him. However, she could find
nothing but a bottle of ink, and when she got
back with it she found he had recovered, and
he and the Queen were talking together in a
frightened whisper — so low, that Alice could
hardly hear what they said.

The King was saying: “I assure you, my
dear, I turned cold to the very ends of my
whiskers!”

To which the Queen replied: “You haven’t
got any whiskers.”

“The horror of that moment,” the King
went on, “I shall never, never forget!”

“You will, though,” the Queen said, “if you
don’t make a memorandum of it.”

Alice looked on with great interest as the
King took an enormous memorandum�book
out of his pocket, and began writing. A sudden
thought struck her, and she took hold of the
end of the pencil, which came some way over
his shoulder, and began writing for him.
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happy, and struggled with the pencil for some
time without saying anything; but Alice was
too strong for him, and at last he panted out,
“My dear! I really must get a thinner pencil.
I can’t manage this one a bit; it writes all
manner of things that I don’t intend —”

“What manner of things?” said the Queen,
looking over the book (in which Alice had put
‘The White Knight is sliding down the poker.
He balances very badly’). “That’s not a memo�
randum of your feelings!”

There was a book lying near Alice on the
table, and while she sat watching the White
King (for she was still a little anxious about
him, and had the ink all ready to throw over
him, in case he fainted again), she turned
over the leaves, to find some part that she
could read, “for it’s all in some language I
don’t know,” she said to herself.

It was like this.

JABBERWOCKY
        ’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
            Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
        All mimsy were the borogoves,
                And the mome raths outgrabe.
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a bright thought struck her. “Why, it’s a Looking�
glass book, of course! And, if I hold it up to a glass,
the words will all go the right way again.”

This was the poem that Alice read.

JABBERWOCKY1

        ’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
            Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
        All mimsy were the borogoves,
                And the mome raths outgrabe.

        “Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
            The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
        Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
                The frumious Bandersnatch!”

        He took his vorpal sword in hand:
            Long time the manxome foe he sought —
        So rested he by the Tumtum tree,
                And stood awhile in thought.

        And, as in uffish thought he stood,
            The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
        Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
                And burbled as it came!

1 Jabberwocky — слово, придуманное Кэрроллом (от гла�
гола to jabber — болтать, тараторить), в самом стихотворении
также много слов, придуманных автором; грамматическая фун�
кция этих слов легко угадывается по контексту, а значение не�
которых из них объяснятся в главе 6
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            The vorpal blade went snicker�snack!
        He left it dead, and with its head
                He went galumphing back.

        “And, hast1 thou slain the Jabberwock?
            Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
        O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”
                He chortled in his joy.

        ’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
            Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
        All mimsy were the borogoves,
                And the mome raths outgrabe.

“It seems very pretty,” she said when she
had finished it, “but it’s rather hard to un�
derstand!” (You see she didn’t like to con�
fess, even to herself, that she couldn’t make
it out at all.) “Somehow it seems to fill my
head with ideas — only I don’t exactly know
what they are! However, somebody killed
something; that’s clear, at any rate —”

“But oh!” thought Alice, suddenly jump�
ing up, “if I don’t make haste2, I shall have
to go back through the Looking�glass, be�
fore I’ve seen what the rest of the house is

1 hast = has (устар. поэт.)
2 if I don’t make haste — если я не поспешу
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She was out of the room in a moment, and
ran down stairs — or, at least, it wasn’t ex�
actly running, but a new invention for get�
ting down stairs quickly and easily, as Alice
said to herself. She just kept the tips of her
fingers on the hand�rail, and floated gently
down without even touching the stairs with
her feet; then she floated on through the
hall, and would have gone straight out at the
door in the same way, if she hadn’t caught
hold of the door�post. She was getting a little
giddy with so much floating in the air, and
was rather glad to find herself walking again
in the natural way.



217

Chapter II
THE GARDEN OF LIVE FLOWERS

“I should see the garden far better,” said
Alice to herself, “if I could get to the top of that
hill; and here’s a path that leads straight to it —
at least, no, it doesn’t do that —” (after going a
few yards along the path, and turning several
sharp corners), “but I suppose it will at last. But
how curiously it twists! It’s more like a corkscrew
than a path! Well, this turn goes to the hill, I sup�
pose — no, it doesn’t! This goes straight back to
the house! Well then, I’ll try it the other way.”

And so she did: wandering up and down,
and trying turn after turn, but always com�
ing back to the house, do what she would1.
Indeed, once, when she turned a corner rather
more quickly than usual, she ran against it
before she could stop herself.

1 do what she would — (разг.) что бы она ни делала
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looking up at the house and pretending it was
arguing with her. “I’m not going in again yet. I
know I should have to get through the Look�
ing�glass again — back into the old room —
and there’d be an end of all my adventures!”

So, resolutely turning her back upon the
house, she set out once more down the path,
determined to keep straight on till she got to
the hill. For a few minutes all went on well,
and she was just saying, “I really shall do it
this time —” when the path gave a sudden
twist and shook itself (as she described it
afterwards), and the next moment she found
herself actually walking in at the door.

“Oh, it’s too bad!” she cried. “I never saw
such a house for getting in the way! Never!”

However, there was the hill full in sight,
so there was nothing to be done but start
again. This time she came upon a large flower�
bed, with a border of daisies, and a willow�
tree growing in the middle.

“O Tiger�lily!” said Alice, addressing her�
self to one that was waving gracefully about
in the wind, “I wish you could talk!”

“We can talk,” said the Tiger�lily, “when
there’s anybody worth talking to.”
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speak for a minute; it quite seemed to take
her breath away. At length, as the Tiger�
lily only went on waving about, she spoke
again, in a timid voice — almost in a whis�
per. “And can all the flowers talk?”

“As well as you can,” said the Tiger�lily.
“And a great deal louder.”

“It isn’t manners for us to begin1, you
know,” said the Rose, “and I really was won�
dering when you’d speak! Said I to myself,
‘Her face has got some sense in it, though it’s
not a clever one!’ Still, you’re the right colour,
and that goes a long way.”

“I don’t care about the colour,” the Tiger�
lily remarked. “If only her petals curled up
a little more, she’d be all right.”

Alice didn’t like being criticized, so she be�
gan asking questions. “Aren’t you sometimes
frightened at being planted out here, with
nobody to take care of you?”

“There’s the tree in the middle,” said the
Rose. “What else is it good for?”

“But what could it do, if any danger came?”
Alice asked.

1 It isn’t manners for us to begin — (зд.) с нашей стороны
было бы невежливо заговаривать первыми
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“It says ‘Boughwough!’” cried a Daisy.
“That’s why its branches are called boughs1!”

“Didn’t you know that?” cried another Daisy.
And here they all began shouting together, till
the air seemed quite full of little shrill voices.

“Silence, everyone of you!” cried the Ti�
ger�lily, waving itself passionately from side
to side, and trembling with excitement. “They
know I can’t get at them!” it panted, bend�
ing its quivering head towards Alice, “or they
wouldn’t dare to do it!”

“Never mind!” Alice said in a soothing
tone, and, stooping down to the daisies, who
were just beginning again, she whispered, “If
you don’t hold your tongues, I’ll pick you!”

There was silence in a moment, and se�
veral of the pink daisies turned white.

“That’s right!” said the Tiger�lily. “The
daisies are worst of all. When one speaks,
they all begin together, and it’s enough to
make one wither to hear the way they go on!”

“How is it you can all talk so nicely?” Alice
said, hoping to get it into a better temper by

1 Игра слов: Boughwough (обычно пишется bow�wow)
[,bCv'wCv] — гав�гав (имитация собачьего лая), bough [bCv] — сук,
ветвь
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before, but none of the flowers could talk.”

“Put your hand down, and feel the ground,”
said the Tiger�lily. “Then you’ll know why.”

Alice did so. “It’s very hard,” she said;
“but I don’t see what that has to do with it.”

“In most gardens,” the Tiger�lily said,
“they make the beds too soft — so that the
flowers are always asleep1.”

This sounded a very good reason, and Alice
was quite pleased to know it. “I never thought
of that before!” she said.

“It’s my opinion that you never think at
all,” the Rose said, in a rather severe tone.

“I never saw anybody that looked stupid�
er,” a Violet said, so suddenly, that Alice
quite jumped; for it hadn’t spoken before.

“Hold your tongue!” cried the Tiger�lily.
“As if you ever saw anybody! You keep your
head under the leaves, and snore away there,
till you know no more what’s going on in the
world, than if you were a bud!”

“Are there any more people in the garden
besides me?” Alice said, not choosing to no�
tice the Rose’s last remark.

1 Игра слов: bed — 1. кровать; 2. клумба
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that can move about like you,” said the Rose.
“I wonder how you do it —” (“You’re always
wondering,” said the Tiger�lily), “but she’s
more bushy than you are.”

“Is she like me?” Alice asked eagerly, for
the thought crossed her mind, “There’s an�
other little girl in the garden, somewhere!”

“Well, she has the same awkward shape
as you,” the Rose said; “but she’s redder —
and her petals are shorter, I think.”

“They’re done up close, like a dahlia,”
said the Tiger�lily; “not tumbled about, like
yours.”

“But that’s not your fault,” the Rose add�
ed kindly. “You’re beginning to fade, you
know — and then one can’t help one’s petals
getting a little untidy.”

Alice didn’t like this idea at all; so, to change
the subject, she asked, “Does she ever come out
here?”

“I daresay you’ll see her soon,” said the
Rose. “She’s one of the kind that has nine
spikes, you know.”

“Where does she wear them?” Alice asked
with some curiosity.
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“Why, all round her head, of course,” the
Rose replied. “I was wondering you hadn’t
got some too. I thought it was the regular
rule.”
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hear her footstep, thump, thump, along the
gravel�walk!”

Alice looked round eagerly and found that
it was the Red Queen. “She’s grown a good
deal!” was her first remark. She had indeed;
when Alice first found her in the ashes, she
had been only three inches high — and here
she was, half a head taller than Alice herself!

“It’s the fresh air that does it,” said the
Rose; “wonderfully fine air it is, out here.”

“I think I’ll go and meet her,” said Alice,
for, though the flowers were interesting
enough, she felt that it would be far grand�
er to have a talk with a real Queen.

“You can’t possibly do that,” said the Rose;
“I should advise you to walk the other way.”

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so she
said nothing, but set off at once towards the
Red Queen. To her surprise she lost sight of
her in a moment, and found herself walking
in at the front�door again.

A little provoked, she drew back, and, after
looking everywhere for the Queen (whom she
spied out at last, a long way off), she thought
she would try the plan, this time, of walking
in the opposite direction.
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walking a minute before she found herself face
to face with the Red Queen, and full in sight of
the hill she had been so long aiming at.

“Where do you come from?” said the Red
Queen. “And where are you going? Look up,
speak nicely, and don’t twiddle your fingers
all the time.”
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explained, as well as she could, that she had
lost her way.

“I don’t know what you mean by your
way,” said the Queen; “all the ways about
here belong to me — but why did you come
out here at all?” she added in a kinder tone.
“Curtsey while you’re thinking what to say.
It saves time.”

Alice wondered a little at this, but she was
too much in awe of the Queen to disbelieve it.
“I’ll try it when I go home,” she thought to her�
self, “the next time I’m a little late for dinner.”

“It’s time for you to answer now,” the
Queen said looking at her watch, “open your
mouth a little wider when you speak, and
always say ‘your Majesty.’”

“I only wanted to see what the garden was
like, your Majesty —”

“That’s right,” said the Queen, patting
her on the head, which Alice didn’t like at
all; “though, when you say ‘garden’ — I’ve
seen gardens, compared with which this
would be a wilderness.”

Alice didn’t dare to argue the point, but
went on, “— and I thought I’d try and find
my way to the top of that hill —”
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rupted, “I could show you hills, in compari�
son with which you’d call that a valley.”

“No, I shouldn’t,” said Alice, surprised into
contradicting her at last; “a hill can’t be a valley,
you know. That would be nonsense —”

The Red Queen shook her head. “You may
call it ‘nonsense’ if you like,” she said, “but
I’ve heard nonsense, compared with which
that would be as sensible as a dictionary!”

Alice curtseyed again, as she was afraid
from the Queen’s tone that she was a little
offended; and they walked on in silence till
they got to the top of the little hill.

For some minutes Alice stood without
speaking, looking out in all directions over the
country — and a most curious country it was.
There were a number of tiny little brooks run�
ning straight across it from side to side, and the
ground between was divided up into squares by
a number of little green hedges, that reached
from brook to brook.

“I declare it’s marked out just like a large
chess�board!” Alice said at last. “There ought
to be some men moving about somewhere —
and so there are!” she added in a tone of de�
light, and her heart began to beat quick with
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game of chess that’s being played — all over
the world — if this is the world at all, you
know. Oh, what fun it is! How I wish I was
one of them! I wouldn’t mind being a Pawn,
if only I might join — though of course I should
like to be a Queen, best.”

She glanced rather shyly at the real Queen
as she said this, but her companion only smiled
pleasantly, and said, “That’s easily managed.
You can be the White Queen’s Pawn, if you
like, as Lily’s too young to play; and you’re
in the Second Square to begin with; when
you get to the Eighth Square you’ll be a
Queen —” Just at this moment, somehow or
other1, they began to run.

Alice never could quite make out, in
thinking it over afterwards, how it was that
they began; all she remembers is, that they
were running hand in hand, and the Queen
went so fast that it was all she could do to
keep up with her; and still the Queen kept
crying “Faster! Faster!” but Alice felt she
could not go faster, though she had no breath
left to say so.

1 somehow or other — (зд.) ни с того ни с сего; непонятно
почему
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The most curious part of the thing was, that
the trees and the other things round them
never changed their places at all, however
fast they went, they never seemed to pass any�
thing. “I wonder if all the things move along
with us?” thought poor puzzled Alice. And the
Queen seemed to guess her thoughts, for she
cried, “Faster! Don’t try to talk!”

Not that Alice had any idea of doing that.
She felt as if she would never be able to talk
again, she was getting so much out of breath;
and still the Queen cried, “Faster! Faster!”
and dragged her along.

“Are we nearly there?” Alice managed to
pant out at last.
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we passed it ten minutes ago! Faster!” And
they ran on for a time in silence, with the wind
whistling in Alice’s ears, and almost blowing
her hair off her head, she fancied.

“Now! Now!” cried the Queen. “Faster!
Faster!” And they went so fast that at last
they seemed to skim through the air, hardly
touching the ground with their feet, till
suddenly, just as Alice was getting quite
exhausted, they stopped, and she found her�
self sitting on the ground, breathless and
giddy.

The Queen propped her up against a tree,
and said kindly, “You may rest a little, now.”

Alice looked round her in great surprise.
“Why, I do believe we’ve been under this
tree the whole time! Everything’s just as it
was!”

“Of course it is,” said the Queen. “What
would you have it?1”

“Well, in our country,” said Alice, still
panting a little, “you’d generally get to some�
where else — if you ran very fast for a long
time as we’ve been doing.”

1 What would you have it? — А ты чего ожидала?
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“Now, here, you see, it takes all the running
you can do, to keep in the same place. If you
want to get somewhere else, you must run at
least twice as fast as that!”

“I’d rather not try, please!” said Alice.
“I’m quite content to stay here — only I am
so hot and thirsty!”

“I know what you’d like!” the Queen said
good�naturedly, taking a little box out of her
pocket. “Have a biscuit?”

Alice thought it would not be civil to say
“No,” though it wasn’t at all what she want�
ed. She took it, and ate it as well as she could;
and it was very dry, and she thought she had
never been so nearly choked in all her life.

“While you’re refreshing yourself,” said
the Queen, “I’ll just take the measurements.”
And she took a ribbon out of her pocket,
marked in inches, and began measuring the
ground, and sticking little pegs in here and
there.

“At the end of two yards,” she said, putting
in a peg to mark the distance, “I shall give you
your directions — have another biscuit?”

“No, thank you,” said Alice: “one’s quite
enough!”
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Queen.
Alice did not know what to say to this, but

luckily the Queen did not wait for an answer,
but went on. “At the end of three yards I shall
repeat them — for fear of your forgetting
them. At the end of four, I shall say good�bye.
And at the end of five, I shall go!”

She had got all the pegs put in by this
time, and Alice looked on with great interest
as she returned to the tree, and then began
slowly walking down the row.

At the two�yard peg she faced round, and
said, “A pawn goes two squares in its first
move, you know. So you’ll go very quickly
through the Third Square — by railway, I
should think — and you’ll find yourself in the
Fourth Square in no time. Well, that square
belongs to Tweedledum and Tweedledee —
the Fifth is mostly water — the Sixth belongs
to Humpty Dumpty — But you make no re�
mark?”

“I — I didn’t know I had to make one —
just then,” Alice faltered out.

“You should have said,” the Queen went
on in a tone of grave reproof, “‘It’s extremely
kind of you to tell me all this’ — however,
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is all forest — however, one of the Knights
will show you the way — and in the Eighth
Square we shall be Queens together, and it’s
all feasting and fun!” Alice got up and curt�
seyed, and sat down again.

At the next peg the Queen turned again,
and this time she said, “Speak in French
when you can’t think of the English for a
thing — turn out your toes as you walk —
and remember who you are!” She did not wait
for Alice to curtsey, this time, but walked on
quickly to the next peg, where she turned
for a moment to say “Good�bye,” and then
hurried on to the last.

How it happened, Alice never knew, but
exactly as she came to the last peg, she was
gone. Whether she vanished into the air, or
whether she ran quickly into the wood (“and
she can run very fast!” thought Alice), there
was no way of guessing1, but she was gone,
and Alice began to remember that she was
a Pawn, and that it would soon be time for
her to move.

1 there was no way of guessing — (зд.) было совершенно не�
понятно
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Chapter III
LOOKING�GLASS INSECTS

Of course the first thing to do was to make
a grand survey of the country she was going
to travel through. “It’s something very like
learning geography,” thought Alice, as she
stood on tiptoe in hopes of being able to see a
little further. “Principal rivers — there are
none. Principal mountains — I’m on the only
one, but I don’t think it’s got any name. Prin�
cipal towns — why, what are those creatures,
making honey down there? They can’t be
bees — nobody ever saw bees a mile off, you
know —” and for some time she stood silent,
watching one of them that was bustling about
among the flowers, poking its proboscis into
them, “just as if it was a regular bee1,”
thought Alice.

1 just as if it was a regular bee — прямо как настоящая пчела



235

L
O

O
K

IN
G

�G
L

A
S

S
 I

N
S

E
C

T
SHowever, this was anything but a regu�

lar bee; in fact, it was an elephant — as Alice
soon found out, though the idea quite took
her breath away at first. “And what enor�
mous flowers they must be!” was her next
idea. “Something like cottages with the roofs
taken off, and stalks put to them — and
what quantities of honey they must make!
I think I’ll go down and — no, I won’t go
just yet,” she went on, checking herself just
as she was beginning to run down the hill,
and trying to find some excuse for turning
shy so suddenly. “It’ll never do to go down
among them without a good long branch to
brush them away — and what fun it’ll be
when they ask me how I liked my walk.
I shall say ‘Oh, I liked it well enough —’ (here
came the favourite little toss of the head),
‘only it was so dusty and hot, and the ele�
phants did tease so!’”

“I think I’ll go down the other way,” she
said after a pause; “and perhaps I may visit
the elephants later on. Besides, I do so want
to get into the Third Square!”

So, with this excuse, she ran down the hill,
and jumped over the first of the six little
brooks.
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“Tickets, please!” said the Guard, putting
his head in at the window. In a moment every�
body was holding out a ticket; they were about
the same size as the people, and quite seemed
to fill the carriage.

“Now then! Show your ticket, child!” the
Guard went on, looking angrily at Alice. And
a great many voices all said together (“like
the chorus of a song,” thought Alice), “Don’t
keep him waiting, child! Why, his time is
worth a thousand pounds a minute!”

“I’m afraid I haven’t got one,” Alice said
in a frightened tone; “there wasn’t a ticket�
office where I came from.” And again the
chorus of voices went on. “There wasn’t
room for one where she came from. The land
there is worth a thousand pounds an inch!”

“Don’t make excuses,” said the Guard;
“you should have bought one from the en�
gine�driver.” And once more the chorus of
voices went on with, “The man that drives
the engine. Why, the smoke alone is worth a
thousand pounds a puff!”
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Alice thought to herself, “Then there’s no
use in speaking.” The voices didn’t join in,
this time, as she hadn’t spoken, but, to her
great surprise, they all thought in chorus
(I hope you understand what thinking in
chorus means — for I must confess that I
don’t), “Better say nothing at all. Language
is worth a thousand pounds a word!”

“I shall dream about a thousand pounds
to�night, I know I shall!” thought Alice.

All this time the Guard was looking at
her, first through a telescope, then through
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glass. At last he said, “You’re traveling
the wrong way,” and shut up the window,
and went away. “So young a child,” said the
gentleman sitting opposite to her (he was
dressed in white paper), “ought to know
which way she’s going, even if she doesn’t
know her own name!”

A Goat, that was sitting next to the gentle�
man in white, shut his eyes and said in a loud
voice, “She ought to know her way to the
ticket�office, even if she doesn’t know her
alphabet!”

There was a Beetle sitting next the Goat
(it was a very queer carriage�full of passen�
gers altogether), and, as the rule seemed to
be that they should all speak in turn, he went
on with, “She’ll have to go back from here as
luggage!”

Alice couldn’t see who was sitting beyond
the Beetle, but a hoarse voice spoke next.
“Change engines —” it said, and there it
choked and was obliged to leave off.

“It sounds like a horse,” Alice thought
to herself. And an extremely small voice,
close to her ear, said, “You might make a
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‘hoarse,’1 you know.”
Then a very gentle voice in the distance

said, “She must be labeled ‘Lass, with care,’2

you know —”
And after that other voices went on

(“What a number of people there are in the
carriage!” thought Alice), saying, “She must
go by post, as she’s got a head on her —”
“She must be sent as a message by the tele�
graph —” “She must draw the train herself
the rest of the way —,” and so on.

But the gentleman dressed in white paper
leaned forwards and whispered in her ear,
“Never mind what they all say, my dear, but
take a return�ticket every time the train stops.”

“Indeed I shan’t!” Alice said rather impa�
tiently. “I don’t belong to this railway journey
at all3 — I was in a wood just now — and I wish
I could get back there!”

“You might make a joke on that,” said the
little voice close to her ear; “something about
‘you would if you could,’ you know.”

1 Игра слов: horse [hD:s] — лошадь, hoarse [hD:s] — хриплый
2 Игра слов: lass — (брит., шотл.) девочка,  ‘Glass, with

care’ — «Осторожно! Стекло!» (надпись на упаковке)
3 I don’t belong to this railway journey at all — (зд.) я вовсе

не собиралась куда�то ехать



240

T
H

R
O

U
G

H
 T

H
E

 L
O

O
K

IN
G

�G
L

A
S

S
… “Don’t tease so,” said Alice, looking about

in vain to see where the voice came from. “If
you’re so anxious to have a joke made, why
don’t you make one yourself?”

The little voice sighed deeply. It was very
unhappy, evidently, and Alice would have
said something pitying to comfort it, “if
it would only sigh like other people!” she
thought. But this was such a wonderfully
small sigh, that she wouldn’t have heard it
all, if it hadn’t come quite close to her ear.
The consequence of this was that it tickled
her ear very much, and quite took off her
thoughts from the unhappiness of the poor
little creature.

“I know you are a friend,” the little voice
went on; “a dear friend, and an old friend.
And you won’t hurt me, though I am an in�
sect.”

“What kind of insect?” Alice inquired, a
little anxiously. What she really wanted to
know was, whether it could sting or not, but
she thought this wouldn’t be quite a civil
question to ask.

“What, then you don’t —” the little voice
began, when it was drowned by a shrill scream
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alarm, Alice among the rest.
The Horse, who had put his head out of the

window, quietly drew it in and said, “It’s only
a brook we have to jump over.” Everybody
seemed satisfied with this, though Alice felt
a little nervous at the idea of trains jumping
at all. “However, it’ll take us into the Fourth
Square, that’s some comfort1!” she said to her�
self. In another moment she felt the carriage
rise straight up into the air, and in her fright
she caught at the thing nearest to her hand,
which happened to be the Goat’s beard.

* * *

But the beard seemed to melt away as she
touched it, and she found herself sitting quiet�
ly under a tree — while the Gnat (for that
was the insect she had been talking to) was
balancing itself on a twig just over her head,
and fanning her with its wings.

It certainly was a very large Gnat, “about
the size of a chicken,” Alice thought. Still, she
couldn’t feel nervous with it, after they had
been talking together so long.

1 that’s some comfort — хоть какое�то утешение
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Gnat went on, as quietly as if nothing had
happened.

“I like them when they can talk,” Alice
said. “None of them ever talk, where I come
from.”

“What sort of insects do you rejoice in,
where you come from?” the Gnat inquired.

“I don’t rejoice in insects at all,” Alice ex�
plained, “because I’m rather afraid of them —
at least the large kinds. But I can tell you the

names of some of them.”
“Of course they answer to their names?”

the Gnat remarked carelessly.
“I never knew them do it.”
“What’s the use of their having names,”

the Gnat said, “if they won’t answer to
them?”

“No use to them,” said Alice; “but it’s use�
ful to the people that name them, I suppose.
If not, why do things have names at all?”

“I can’t say,” the Gnat replied. “Further on, in
the wood down there, they’ve got no names —
however, go on with your list of insects, you’re
wasting time.”

“Well, there’s the Horse�fly,” Alice began,
counting off the names on her fingers.
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that bush, you’ll see a Rocking�horse�fly1,
if you look. It’s made entirely of wood, and
gets about by swinging itself from branch
to branch.”

“What does it live on?” Alice asked, with
great curiosity.

“Sap and sawdust,” said the Gnat. “Go on
with the list.”

Alice looked at the Rocking�horse�fly
with great interest, and made up her mind
that it must have been just repainted, it
looked so bright and sticky; and then she
went on.

“And there’s the Dragon�fly.”
“Look on the branch above your head,”

said the Gnat, “and there you’ll find a Snap�
dragon�fly2. Its body is made of plum�pud�
ding, its wings of holly�leaves, and its head
is a raisin burning in brandy.”

“And what does it live on?” Alice asked,
as before.

1 Игра слов: horse�fly — слепень, rocking�horse — игрушеч�
ный конь�качалка

2 Игра слов: dragon�fly — стрекоза, snap�dragon — рожде�
ственская игра, в которой хватают изюминки с блюда с горящим
спиртом



244

T
H

R
O

U
G

H
 T

H
E

 L
O

O
K

IN
G

�G
L

A
S

S
… “Frumenty and mince�pie,” the Gnat replied;

“and it makes its nest in a Christmas�box.”
“And then there’s the Butterfly,” Alice

went on, after she had taken a good look at the
insect with its head on fire, and had thought to
herself, “I wonder if that’s the reason insects
are so fond of flying into candles — because
they want to turn into Snap�dragon�flies!”

“Crawling at your feet,” said the Gnat (Alice
drew her feet back in some alarm), “you may
observe a Bread�and�butter�fly1. Its wings are
thin slices of bread�and�butter, its body is
a crust, and its head is a lump of sugar.”

“And what does it live on?”
“Weak tea with cream in it.”
A new difficulty came into Alice’s head.

“Supposing it couldn’t find any?” she sug�
gested.

“Then it would die, of course.”
“But that must happen very often,” Alice

remarked thoughtfully.
“It always happens,” said the Gnat.
After this, Alice was silent for a minute or

two, pondering. The Gnat amused itself mean�
while by humming round and round her head,

1 Игра слов: butterfly — бабочка, bread�and�butter — бу�
терброд с маслом
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pose you don’t want to lose your name?”
“No, indeed,” Alice said, a little anxiously.
“And yet I don’t know,” the Gnat went on

in a careless tone; “only think how convenient
it would be if you could manage to go home
without it! For instance, if the governess
wanted to call you to your lessons, she would
call out ‘Come here —,’ and there she would
have to leave off, because there wouldn’t be
any name for her to call, and of course you
wouldn’t have to go, you know.”

“That would never do, I’m sure,” said
Alice; “the governess would never think of
excusing me lessons for that. If she couldn’t
remember my name, she’d call me ‘Miss,’
as the servants do.”

“Well, if she said ‘Miss,’ and didn’t say any�
thing more,” the Gnat remarked, “of course
you’d miss your lessons1. That’s a joke. I wish
you had made it.”

“Why do you wish I had made it?” Alice
asked. “It’s a very bad one.”

But the Gnat only sighed deeply while two
large tears came rolling down its cheeks.

1 Игра слов: miss — мисс (обращение к девушке), to miss —
пропускать
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it makes you so unhappy.”
Then came another of those melancholy

little sighs, and this time the poor Gnat really
seemed to have sighed itself away, for, when
Alice looked up, there was nothing whatever
to be seen on the twig, and, as she was get�
ting quite chilly with sitting still so long, she
got up and walked on.

She very soon came to an open field, with a
wood on the other side of it; it looked much dark�
er than the last wood, and Alice felt a little timid
about going into it. However, on second
thoughts1, she made up her mind to go on, “for
I certainly won’t go back,” she thought to herself,
and this was the only way to the Eighth Square.

“This must be the wood,” she said thought�
fully to herself, “where things have no names.
I wonder what’ll become of my name when I
go in? I shouldn’t like to lose it at all — because
they’d have to give me another, and it would
be almost certain to be an ugly one. But then
the fun would be, trying to find the creature
that has got my old name! That’s just like the

1 on second thoughts — после некоторого размышления,
поразмыслив
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dogs — ‘answers to the name of Dash, had on a
brass collar’ — just fancy calling everything
you met ‘Alice,’ till one of them answered! Only
they wouldn’t answer at all, if they were wise.”

She was rambling on in this way when she
reached the wood, it looked very cool and shady.
“Well, at any rate it’s a great comfort,” she said
as she stepped under the trees, “after being so
hot, to get into the — into the — into what?” she
went on, rather surprised at not being able to
think of the word. “I mean to get under the —
under the — under this, you know!” putting
her hand on the trunk of the tree. “What does
it call itself, I wonder? I do believe it’s got no
name — why, to be sure it hasn’t!”

She stood silent for a minute, thinking,
then she suddenly began again. “Then it really
has happened, after all! And now, who am I?
I will remember, if I can! I’m determined
to do it!” But being determined didn’t help
her much, and all she could say, after a great
deal of puzzling, was “L, I know it begins
with L1!”

1 Очевидно, Алиса пытается вспомнить свою фамилию —
Лидделл (Liddell) или имя, первый слог которого по�английски
читается так же, как буква l
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looked at Alice with its large gentle eyes, but
didn’t seem at all frightened. “Here then! Here
then!” Alice said, as she held out her hand
and tried to stroke it; but it only started back
a little, and then stood looking at her again.

“What do you call yourself?” the Fawn
said at last. Such a soft sweet voice it had!

“I wish I knew!” thought poor Alice. She
answered, rather sadly, “Nothing, just now.”

“Think again,” it said, “that won’t do1.”
Alice thought, but nothing came of it.

“Please, would you tell me what you call
yourself?” she said timidly. “I think that
might help a little.”

“I’ll tell you, if you’ll come a little further
on,” the Fawn said. “I can’t remember here.”

So they walked on together through the
wood, Alice with her arms clasped lovingly
round the soft neck of the Fawn, till they came
out into another open field, and here the Fawn
gave a sudden bound into the air, and shook
itself free from Alice’s arm. “I’m a Fawn!” it
cried out in a voice of delight. “And, dear me!
you’re a human child!” A sudden look of alarm

1 that won’t do — (зд.) так не пойдет; так нельзя
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came into its beautiful brown eyes, and in an�
other moment it had darted away at full speed.

Alice stood looking after it, almost ready
to cry with vexation at having lost her dear
little fellow�traveler so suddenly. “However,
I know my name now,” she said, “that’s some
comfort. Alice — Alice — I won’t forget it
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ought I to follow, I wonder?”
It was not a very difficult question to answer,

as there was only one road through the wood,
and the two finger�posts both pointed along it.
“I’ll settle it,” Alice said to herself, “when the
road divides and they point different ways.”

But this did not seem likely to happen. She
went on and on, a long way, but wherever the
road divided, there were sure to be two finger�
posts pointing the same way, one marked “TO
TWEEDLEDUM’S HOUSE,” and the other
“TO THE HOUSE OF TWEEDLEDEE.”

“I do believe,” said Alice at last, “that they
live in the same house! I wonder I never
thought of that before — But I can’t stay there
long. I’ll just call and say ‘How d’ye do?’1 and
ask them the way out of the wood. If I could
only get to the Eighth Square before it gets
dark!” So she wandered on, talking to herself
as she went, till, on turning a sharp corner,
she came upon two fat little men, so suddenly
that she could not help starting back, but in
another moment she recovered herself, feeling
sure that they must be…

1 How d’ye do? = How do you do?
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Chapter IV
TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE1

They were standing under a tree, each with
an arm round the other’s neck, and Alice knew
which was which in a moment, because one of
them had ‘DUM’ embroidered on his collar,
and the other ‘DEE.’ “I suppose they’ve each
got ‘TWEEDLE’ round at the back of the col�
lar,” she said to herself.

They stood so still that she quite forgot
they were alive, and she was just going
round to see if the word ‘TWEEDLE’ was
written at the back of each collar, when she
was startled by a voice coming from the one
marked ‘DUM.’

“If you think we’re wax�works,” he said,
“you ought to pay, you know. Wax�works

1 tweedledum and tweedledee — две одинаковые вещи, раз�
личающиеся лишь по названию; в переводе Н. М. Демуровой эти
герои названы Траляля и Труляля
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how!”
“Contrariwise,” added the one marked ‘DEE,’

“if you think we’re alive, you ought to speak.”
“I’m sure I’m very sorry,” was all Alice could

say; for the words of the old song kept ringing
through her head like the ticking of a clock, and
she could hardly help saying them out loud:

        “Tweedledum and Tweedledee1

            Agreed to have a battle;
        For Tweedledum said Tweedledee
            Had spoiled his nice new rattle.

        Just then flew down a monstrous crow,
            As black as a tar�barrel;
        Which frightened both the heroes so,
            They quite forgot their quarrel.”

“I know what you’re thinking about,” said
Tweedledum; “but it isn’t so, nohow.”

“Contrariwise,” continued Tweedledee, “if
it was so, it might be; and if it were so, it would
be; but as it isn’t, it ain’t. That’s logic.”

“I was thinking,” Alice said politely,
“which is the best way out of this wood; it’s
getting so dark. Would you tell me, please?”

1 Детский стишок
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But the fat little men only looked at each
other and grinned.

They looked so exactly like a couple of great
schoolboys, that Alice couldn’t help pointing her
finger at Tweedledum, and saying “First Boy!”

“Nohow!” Tweedledum cried out briskly,
and shut his mouth up again with a snap.

“Next Boy!” said Alice, passing on to Tweedle�
dee, though she felt quite certain he would only
shout out “Contrariwise!” and so he did1.

1 and so he did — он так и сделал
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dum. “The first thing in a visit is to say ‘How
d’ye do?’ and shake hands!” And here the
two brothers gave each other a hug, and then
they held out the two hands that were free,
to shake hands with her.

Alice did not like shaking hands with either
of them first, for fear of hurting the other one’s
feelings; so, as the best way out of the diffi�
culty, she took hold of both hands at once; the
next moment they were dancing round in a
ring. This seemed quite natural (she remem�
bered afterwards), and she was not even sur�
prised to hear music playing; it seemed to come
from the tree under which they were dancing,
and it was done (as well as she could make it
out) by the branches rubbing one across the
other, like fiddles and fiddle�sticks.

“But it certainly was funny,” (Alice said
afterwards, when she was telling her sister the
history of all this) “to find myself singing ‘Here
we go round the mulberry bush.’ I don’t know
when I began it, but somehow I felt as if I’d
been singing it a long long time!”

The other two dancers were fat, and very
soon out of breath. “Four times round is
enough for one dance,” Tweedledum panted
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as they had begun; the music stopped at the
same moment.

Then they let go of Alice’s hands, and
stood looking at her for a minute: there was
a rather awkward pause, as Alice didn’t know
how to begin a conversation with people she
had just been dancing with. “It would never
do to say ‘How d’ye do?’ now,” she said to
herself; “we seem to have got beyond that,
somehow!”

“I hope you’re not much tired?” she said
at last.

“Nohow. And thank you very much for
asking,” said Tweedledum.

“So much obliged!” added Tweedledee.
“You like poetry?”

“Ye�es, pretty well — some poetry,” Alice
said doubtfully. “Would you tell me which
road leads out of the wood?”

“What shall I repeat to her?” said Tweedle�
dee, looking round at Tweedledum with
great solemn eyes, and not noticing Alice’s
question.

“‘The Walrus and the Carpenter’ is the
longest,” Tweedledum replied, giving his
brother an affectionate hug.
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“The sun was shining —”

Here Alice ventured to interrupt him. “If
it’s very long,” she said, as politely as she
could, “would you please tell me first which
road —”

Tweedledee smiled gently, and began
again:

        “The sun was shining on the sea,1

            Shining with all his might:
        He did his very best to make
            The billows smooth and bright —
        And this was odd, because it was
            The middle of the night.

        The moon was shining sulkily,
            Because she2 thought the sun
        Had got no business to be there
            After the day was done —
        ‘It’s very rude of him,’ she said,
            ‘To come and spoil the fun!’

1 Стихотворение написано размером  «Сна  Юджина  Ара�
ма, убийцы» (The Dream of Eugene Aram, the Murderer) Томаса
Гуда (Thomas Hood, 1799–1845), однако пародирует лишь стиль
этого произведения

2 При олицетворении существительное sun соотносится
с местоимением мужского рода, а существительное moon —
с местоимением женского рода



257

T
W

E
E

D
L

E
D

U
M

 A
N

D
 T

W
E

E
D

L
E

D
E

E        The sea was wet as wet could be,
            The sands were dry as dry.
        You could not see a cloud, because
            No cloud was in the sky;
        No birds were flying overhead —
            There were no birds to fly.

        The Walrus and the Carpenter
            Were walking close at hand;
        They wept like anything to see
            Such quantities of sand:
        ‘If this were only cleared away,’
            They said, ‘it would be grand!’

        ‘If seven maids with seven mops
            Swept it for half a year,
        Do you suppose,’ the Walrus said,
            ‘That they could get it clear?’
        ‘I doubt it,’ said the Carpenter,
            And shed a bitter tear.

        ‘O Oysters, come and walk with us!’
            The Walrus did beseech.
        ‘A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,
            Along the briny beach:
        We cannot do with more than four,
            To give a hand to each.’

        The eldest Oyster looked at him,
            But never a word he said:
        The eldest Oyster winked his eye,
            And shook his heavy head —
        Meaning to say he did not choose
            To leave the oyster�bed.
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        But four young Oysters hurried up,
            All eager for the treat:
        Their coats were brushed, their faces washed,
            Their shoes were clean and neat —
        And this was odd, because, you know,
            They hadn’t any feet.

        Four other Oysters followed them,
            And yet another four;
        And thick and fast they came at last,
            And more, and more, and more —
        All hopping through the frothy waves,
            And scrambling to the shore.

        The Walrus and the Carpenter
            Walked on a mile or so,
        And then they rested on a rock
            Conveniently low;
        And all the little Oysters stood
            And waited in a row.
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        ‘The time has come,’ the Walrus said,
            ‘To talk of many things:
        Of shoes — and ships — and sealing wax —
            Of cabbages — and kings —
        And why the sea is boiling hot —
            And whether pigs have wings.’

        ‘But wait a bit,’ the Oysters cried,
            ‘Before we have our chat;
        For some of us are out of breath,
            And all of us are fat!’
        ‘No hurry!’ said the Carpenter.
            They thanked him much for that.

        ‘A loaf of bread,’ the Walrus said,
            ‘Is what we chiefly need;
        Pepper and vinegar besides
            Are very good indeed —
        Now, if you’re ready, Oysters dear,
            We can begin to feed.’
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        ‘But not on us!’ the Oysters cried,
            Turning a little blue.
        ‘After such kindness, that would be
            A dismal thing to do!’
        ‘The night is fine,’ the Walrus said.
            ‘Do you admire the view?’

        ‘It was so kind of you to come!
            And you are very nice!’
        The Carpenter said nothing but
            ‘Cut us another slice.
        I wish you were not quite so deaf —
            I’ve had to ask you twice!’

        ‘It seems a shame,’ the Walrus said;
            ‘To play them such a trick,
        After we’ve brought them out so far,
            And made them trot so quick!’
        The Carpenter said nothing but
            ‘The butter’s spread too thick!’
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            ‘I deeply sympathize.’
        With sobs and tears he sorted out
            Those of the largest size,
        Holding his pocket�handkerchief
            Before his streaming eyes.

        ‘O Oysters,’ said the Carpenter,
            ‘You’ve had a pleasant run!
        Shall we be trotting home again?’
            But answer came there none —
        And this was scarcely odd, because
            They’d eaten everyone.”

“I like the Walrus best,” said Alice, “be�
cause he was a little sorry for the poor oys�
ters.”

“He ate more than the Carpenter,
though,” said Tweedledee. “You see he held
his handkerchief in front, so that the Car�
penter couldn’t count how many he took,
contrariwise.”

“That was mean!” Alice said indignantly.
“Then I like the Carpenter best — if he didn’t
eat so many as the Walrus.”

“But he ate as many as he could get,” said
Tweedledum.

This was a puzzler. After a pause, Alice
began, “Well! They were both very unpleasant
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some alarm, at hearing something that
sounded to her like the puffing of a large
steam�engine in the wood near them, though
she feared it was more likely to be a wild
beast. “Are there any lions or tigers about
here?” she asked timidly.

“It’s only the Red King snoring,” said
Tweedledee.

“Come and look at him!” the brothers
cried, and they each took one of Alice’s
hands, and led her up to where the King was
sleeping.

“Isn’t he a lovely sight?” said Tweedle�
dum.

Alice couldn’t say honestly that he was.
He had a tall red night�cap on, with a tassel,
and he was lying crumpled up into a sort of
untidy heap, and snoring loud — “fit to snore
his head off!” as Tweedledum remarked.

“I’m afraid he’ll catch cold with lying on
the damp grass,” said Alice, who was a very
thoughtful little girl.

“He’s dreaming now,” said Tweedledee;
“and what do you think he’s dreaming
about?”

Alice said, “Nobody can guess that.”
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“Why, about you!” Tweedledee exclaimed,
clapping his hands triumphantly. “And if he
left off dreaming about you, where do you
suppose you’d be?”

“Where I am now, of course,” said Alice.
“Not you!” Tweedledee retorted contempt�

uously. “You’d be nowhere. Why, you’re only
a sort of thing in his dream!”

“If that there King was to wake1,” added
Tweedledum, “you’d go out — bang! — just
like a candle!”

1 If that there King was to wake — Если бы случилось так,
что Король проснулся бы
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ly. “Besides, if I’m only a sort of thing in his
dream, what are you, I should like to know?”

“Ditto1,” said Tweedledum.
“Ditto, ditto!” cried Tweedledee.
He shouted this so loud that Alice couldn’t

help saying, “Hush! You’ll be waking him,
I’m afraid, if you make so much noise.”

“Well, it’s no use your talking about wak�
ing him,” said Tweedledum, “when you’re
only one of the things in his dream. You know
very well you’re not real.”

“I am real!” said Alice, and began to cry.
“You won’t make yourself a bit realler by

crying,” Tweedledee remarked; “there’s no�
thing to cry about.”

“If I wasn’t real,” Alice said — half laugh�
ing through her tears, it all seemed so ridic�
ulous — “I shouldn’t be able to cry.”

“I hope you don’t suppose those are real
tears?” Tweedledum interrupted in a tone of
great contempt.

“I know they’re talking nonsense,” Alice
thought to herself; “and it’s foolish to cry about
it.” So she brushed away her tears, and went

1 Ditto — (лат.) То же самое
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better be getting out of the wood, for really it’s
coming on very dark. Do you think it’s going to
rain?”

Tweedledum spread a large umbrella over
himself and his brother, and looked up into
it. “No, I don’t think it is,” he said, “at least —
not under here. Nohow.”

“But it may rain outside?”
“It may — if it chooses,” said Tweedledee;

“we’ve no objection. Contrariwise.”
“Selfish things!” thought Alice, and she

was just going to say “Good�night” and leave
them, when Tweedledum sprang out from
under the umbrella, and seized her by the
wrist.

“Do you see that?” he said, in a voice
choking with passion, and his eyes grew
large and yellow all in a moment, as he
pointed with a trembling finger at a small
white thing lying under the tree.

“It’s only a rattle,” Alice said, after a care�
ful examination of the little white thing. “Not
a rattle�snake1, you know,” she added hasti�

1 Игра слов: rattle — погремушка; rattle�snake — гремучая
змея
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old rattle — quite old and broken.”
“I knew it was!” cried Tweedledum, be�

ginning to stamp about wildly and tear his
hair. “It’s spoilt, of course!” Here he looked
at Tweedledee, who immediately sat down on
the ground, and tried to hide himself under
the umbrella.

Alice laid her hand upon his arm and said,
in a soothing tone, “You needn’t be so angry
about an old rattle.”

“But it isn’t old!” Tweedledum cried, in
a greater fury than ever. “It’s new, I tell
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RATTLE!” and his voice rose to a perfect
scream.

All this time Tweedledee was trying his
best to fold up the umbrella, with himself in
it; which was such an extraordinary thing
to do, that it quite took off Alice’s attention
from the angry brother. But he couldn’t
quite succeed, and it ended in his rolling
over, bundling up in the umbrella, with only
his head out; and there he lay, opening and
shutting his mouth and his large eyes —
“looking more like a fish than anything else,”
Alice thought.

“Of course you agree to have a battle?”
Tweedledum said in a calmer tone.

“I suppose so,” the other sulkily replied, as
he crawled out of the umbrella; “only she
must help us to dress up, you know.”

So the two brothers went off hand�in�hand
into the wood, and returned in a minute with
their arms full of things — such as bolsters,
blankets, hearth�rugs, table�cloths, dish�covers,
and coal�scuttles1. “I hope you’re a good hand

1 bolsters, blankets, hearth�rugs, table�cloths, dish�covers,
and coal�scuttles — диванные  подушки, одеяла, каминные  ков�
рики, скатерти, крышки от кастрюль, емкости для угля
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at pinning and tying strings?1” Tweedledum
remarked. “Everyone of these things has got to
go on, somehow or other.”

Alice said afterwards she had never seen
such a fuss made about anything in all her
life — the way those two bustled about —
and the quantity of things they put on — and
the trouble they gave her in tying strings and
fastening buttons — “Really they’ll be more
like bundles of old clothes than anything else,

1 I hope you’re a good hand at pinning and tying strings? —
Надеюсь, у тебя хорошо получается закалывать булавками и
завязывать завязки!
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self, as she arranged a bolster round the neck
of Tweedledee, “to keep his head from being
cut off,” as he said.

“You know,” he added very gravely, “it’s
one of the most serious things that can pos�
sibly happen to one in a battle — to get one’s
head cut off.”

Alice laughed loud, but she managed to turn
it into a cough, for fear of hurting his feelings.

“Do I look very pale?” said Tweedledum,
coming up to have his helmet tied on. (He
called it a helmet, though it certainly looked
much more like a saucepan.)

“Well — yes — a little,” Alice replied gently.
“I’m very brave, generally,” he went on in

a low voice; “only to�day I happen to have a
headache.”

“And I’ve got a toothache!” said Tweedle�
dee, who had overheard the remark. “I’m far
worse than you!”

“Then you’d better not fight to�day,” said
Alice, thinking it a good opportunity to make
peace.

“We must have a bit of a fight, but I don’t
care about going on long,” said Tweedledum.
“What’s the time now?”
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“Half�past four.”
“Let’s fight till six, and then have dinner,”

said Tweedledum.
“Very well,” the other said, rather sadly;

“and she can watch us — only you’d better
not come very close,” he added; “I generally
hit everything I can see — when I get really
excited.”

“And I hit everything within reach,” cried
Tweedledum, “whether I can see it or not!”

Alice laughed. “You must hit the trees
pretty often, I should think,” she said.

Tweedledum looked round him with a
satisfied smile. “I don’t suppose,” he said,
“there’ll be a tree left standing, for ever so
far round, by the time we’ve finished!”

“And all about a rattle!” said Alice, still
hoping to make them a little ashamed of
fighting for such a trifle.

“I shouldn’t have minded it so much,” said
Tweedledum, “if it hadn’t been a new one.”

“I wish the monstrous crow would come!”
thought Alice.

“There’s only one sword, you know,”
Tweedledum said to his brother, “but you
can have the umbrella — it’s quite as sharp.
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dark as it can.”

“And darker,” said Tweedledee.
It was getting dark so suddenly that Al�

ice thought there must be a thunderstorm
coming on. “What a thick black cloud that is!”
she said. “And how fast it comes! Why, I do
believe it’s got wings!”

“It’s the crow!” Tweedledum cried out in
a shrill voice of alarm; and the two brothers
took to their heels1 and were out of sight in a
moment.

Alice ran a little way into the wood, and
stopped under a large tree. “It can never get
at me here,” she thought; “it’s far too large
to squeeze itself in among the trees. But I
wish it wouldn’t flap its wings so — it makes
quite a hurricane in the wood — here’s
somebody’s shawl being blown away!”

1 took to their heels — бросились бежать
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WOOL AND WATER

She caught the shawl as she spoke,
and looked about for the owner; in another
moment the White Queen came running
wildly through the wood, with both arms
stretched out wide, as if she were flying, and
Alice very civilly went to meet her with the
shawl.

“I’m very glad I happened to be in the
way,” Alice said, as she helped her to put
on her shawl again.

The White Queen only looked at her in
a helpless frightened sort of way, and kept
repeating something in a whisper to herself
that sounded like “Bread�and�butter, bread�
and�butter,” and Alice felt that if there was
to be any conversation at all, she must ma�
nage it herself. So she began rather timidly:
“Am I addressing the White Queen?”
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the Queen said. “It isn’t my notion of the thing,
at all.”

Alice thought it would never do to have
an argument at the very beginning of their
conversation, so she smiled and said, “If your
Majesty will only tell me the right way to
begin, I’ll do it as well as I can.”

“But I don’t want it done at all!” groaned
the poor Queen. “I’ve been a�dressing myself
for the last two hours.”

It would have been all the better, as it
seemed to Alice, if she had got someone else
to dress her, she was so dreadfully untidy.
“Every single thing’s crooked,” Alice thought
to herself, “and she’s all over pins!1 — May
I put your shawl straight for you?” she add�
ed aloud.

“I don’t know what’s the matter with it!”
the Queen said, in a melancholy voice. “It’s
out of temper, I think. I’ve pinned it here,
and I’ve pinned it there, but there’s no
pleasing it!”

1 Игра слов: am addressing — обращаюсь (Present Progress�
ive от гл. to address), a�dressing — в процессе одевания (наречие
с приставкой a� от гл. to dress, обозначающее состояние)

2 she’s all over pins! — она вся в булавках!
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all on one side,” Alice said as she gently put it
right for her; “and dear me, what a state your
hair is in!”

“The brush has got entangled in it!” the
Queen said with a sigh. “And I lost the comb
yesterday.”

Alice carefully released the brush, and did
her best to get the hair into order. “Come, you
look rather better now!” she said, after alter�
ing most of the pins. “But really you should
have a lady’s maid!”

“I’m sure I’ll take you with pleasure!” the
Queen said. “Two pence a week, and jam every
other day.”

Alice couldn’t help laughing, as she said,
“I don’t want you to hire me — and I don’t
care for jam.”

“It’s very good jam,” said the Queen.
“Well, I don’t want any to�day, at any rate.”
“You couldn’t have it if you did want it,” the

Queen said. “The rule is, jam to�morrow and
jam yesterday — but never jam to�day.”

“It must come sometimes to ‘jam to�day,’”
Alice objected.

“No, it can’t,” said the Queen. “It’s jam every
other day: to�day isn’t any other day, you know.”
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“I don’t understand you,” said Alice. “It’s
dreadfully confusing!”

“That’s the effect of living backwards,”
the Queen said kindly; “it always makes one
a little giddy at first —”
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astonishment. “I never heard of such a thing!”
“— but there’s one great advantage in it,

that one’s memory works both ways.”
“I’m sure mine only works one way,” Alice

remarked. “I can’t remember things before they
happen.”

“It’s a poor sort of memory that only works
backwards,” the Queen remarked.

“What sort of things do you remember
best?” Alice ventured to ask.

“Oh, things that happened the week after
next,” the Queen replied in a careless tone.
“For instance, now,” she went on, sticking a
large piece of plaster on her finger as she
spoke, “there’s the King’s Messenger. He’s in
prison now, being punished; and the trial
doesn’t even begin till next Wednesday, and
of course the crime comes last of all.”

“Suppose he never commits the crime?”
said Alice.

“That would be all the better, wouldn’t
it?1” the Queen said, as she bound the plas�
ter round her finger with a bit of ribbon.

1 That would be all the better, wouldn’t it? — Тем лучше,
не правда ли?
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Alice felt there was no denying that. “Of
course it would be all the better,” she said,
“but it wouldn’t be all the better his being
punished.”

“You’re wrong there, at any rate,” said the
Queen. “Were you ever punished?”
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“And you were all the better for it, I know!1”
the Queen said triumphantly.

“Yes, but then I had done the things I was
punished for,” said Alice, “that makes all the
difference.”

“But if you hadn’t done them,” the Queen
said, “that would have been better still; better,
and better, and better!” Her voice went higher
with each “better,” till it got quite to a squeak at
last.

Alice was just beginning to say “There’s
a mistake somewhere —,” when the Queen
began screaming, so loud that she had to
leave the sentence unfinished. “Oh, oh, oh!”
shouted the Queen, shaking her hand about
as if she wanted to shake it off. “My finger’s
bleeding! Oh, oh, oh, oh!”

Her screams were so exactly like the whistle
of a steam�engine, that Alice had to hold both
her hands over her ears.

“What is the matter?” she said, as soon
as there was a chance of making herself
heard. “Have you pricked your finger?”

“I haven’t pricked it yet,” the Queen said,
“but I soon shall — oh, oh, oh!”

1 And you were all the better for it, I know! — И это пошло
тебе на пользу, я знаю!
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feeling very much inclined to laugh.
“When I fasten my shawl again,” the poor

Queen groaned out, “the brooch will come
undone directly. Oh, oh!” As she said the
words the brooch flew open, and the Queen
clutched wildly at it, and tried to clasp it
again.

“Take care!” cried Alice. “You’re holding
it all crooked!” And she caught at the brooch;
but it was too late: the pin had slipped, and
the Queen had pricked her finger.

“That accounts for the bleeding, you see,”
she said to Alice with a smile. “Now you un�
derstand the way things happen here.”

“But why don’t you scream now?” Alice
asked, holding her hands ready to put over
her ears again.

“Why, I’ve done all the screaming al�
ready,” said the Queen. “What would be the
good of having it all over again?”

By this time it was getting light. “The crow
must have flown away, I think,” said Alice; “I’m
so glad it’s gone. I thought it was the night com�
ing on.”

“I wish I could manage to be glad!” the
Queen said. “Only I never can remember the
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wood, and being glad whenever you like!”
“Only it is so very lonely here!” Alice said

in a melancholy voice; and, at the thought of
her loneliness, two large tears came rolling
down her cheeks.

“Oh, don’t go on like that!” cried the poor
Queen, wringing her hands in despair. “Con�
sider what a great girl you are. Consider what
a long way you’ve come to�day. Consider what
o’clock it is. Consider anything, only don’t cry!”

Alice could not help laughing at this, even
in the midst of her tears. “Can you keep from
crying by considering things?” she asked.

“That’s the way it’s done,” the Queen
said with great decision; “nobody can do two
things at once, you know. Let’s consider your
age to begin with — how old are you?”

“I’m seven and a half, exactly.”
“You needn’t say ‘exactly,’” the Queen re�

marked. “I can believe it without that. Now
I’ll give you something to believe. I’m just one
hundred and one, five months and a day.”

“I can’t believe that!” said Alice.
“Can’t you?” the Queen said in a pitying

tone. “Try again: draw a long breath, and
shut your eyes.”
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she said; “one can’t believe impossible
things.”

“I daresay you haven’t had much prac�
tice,” said the Queen. “When I was your age,
I always did it for half�an�hour a day. Why,
sometimes I’ve believed as many as six im�
possible things before breakfast. There goes
the shawl again!”

The brooch had come undone as she spoke,
and a sudden gust of wind blew the Queen’s
shawl across a little brook. The Queen spread
out her arms again and went flying after it,
and this time she succeeded in catching it
herself. “I’ve got it!” she cried in a triumph�
ant tone. “Now you shall see me pin it on
again, all by myself!”

“Then I hope your finger is better now?”
Alice said very politely, as she crossed the
little brook after the Queen.

* * *

“Oh, much better!” cried the Queen, her
voice rising into a squeak as she went on.
“Much be�etter! Be�etter! Be�e�e�etter!
Be�e�ehh!” The last word ended in a long
bleat, so like a sheep that Alice quite started.
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to have suddenly wrapped herself up in
wool. Alice rubbed her eyes, and looked
again. She couldn’t make out what had hap�
pened at all. Was she in a shop? And was
that really — was it really a sheep that was
sitting on the other side of the counter? Rub
as she would, she could make nothing more
of it:1 she was in a little dark shop, leaning
with her elbows on the counter, and oppo�
site to her was an old Sheep, sitting in an
arm�chair, knitting, and every now and then
leaving off to look at her through a great
pair of spectacles.

“What is it you want to buy?” the Sheep
said at last, looking up for a moment from
her knitting.

“I don’t quite know yet,” Alice said very
gently. “I should like to look all round me
first, if I might.”

“You may look in front of you, and on both
sides, if you like,” said the Sheep; “but you
can’t look all round you — unless you’ve got
eyes at the back of your head.”

1 Rub as she would, she could make nothing more of it — Как
она ни терла глаза, ничего не менялось
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But these, as it happened, Alice had not got,
so she contented herself with turning round,
looking at the shelves as she came to them.
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of curious things — but the oddest part of it
all was that, whenever she looked hard at any
shelf, to make out exactly what it had on it,
that particular shelf was always quite empty,
though the others round it were crowded as
full as they could hold.

“Things flow about so here!” she said
at last in a plaintive tone, after she had
spent a minute or so in vainly pursuing a
large bright thing that looked sometimes like
a doll and sometimes like a work�box, and
was always in the shelf next above the one
she was looking at. “And this one is the most
provoking of all — but I’ll tell you what —”
she added, as a sudden thought struck her.
“I’ll follow it up to the very top shelf of all.
It’ll puzzle it to go through the ceiling, I ex�
pect!”

But even this plan failed: the ‘thing’ went
through the ceiling as quietly as possible, as
if it were quite used to it.

“Are you a child or a teetotum?” the
Sheep said, as she took up another pair of
needles. “You’ll make me giddy soon, if you
go on turning round like that.” She was
now working with fourteen pairs at once,
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great astonishment.
“How can she knit with so many?” the

puzzled child thought to herself. “She gets more
and more like a porcupine every minute!”

“Can you row?” the Sheep asked, handing
her a pair of knitting�needles as she spoke.

“Yes, a little — but not on land — and not
with needles —” Alice was beginning to say,
when suddenly the needles turned into oars
in her hands, and she found they were in a
little boat, gliding along between banks; so
there was nothing for it but to do her best.

“Feather!1” cried the Sheep, as she took up
another pair of needles.

This didn’t sound like a remark that
needed any answer; so Alice said nothing,
but pulled away. There was something very
queer about the water, she thought, as every
now and then the oars got fast in it, and
would hardly come out again.

“Feather! Feather!” the Sheep cried again,
taking more needles. “You’ll be catching a
crab directly.”

1 Игра слов: feather — 1. волна, гребень волны (в этом зна�
чение слово употребляет Овца); 2. перо (так это слово понимает
Алиса)
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“I should like that.”
“Didn’t you hear me say ‘Feather’?” the

Sheep cried angrily, taking up quite a bunch
of needles.

“Indeed I did,” said Alice; “you’ve said it
very often — and very loud. Please, where
are the crabs?”

“In the water, of course!” said the Sheep,
sticking some of the needles into her hair, as
her hands were full. “Feather, I say!”

“Why do you say ‘Feather’ so often?”
Alice asked at last, rather vexed. “I’m not
a bird!”

“You are,” said the Sheep; “you’re a little
goose.”

This offended Alice a little, so there was
no more conversation for a minute or two,
while the boat glided gently on, sometimes
among beds of weeds (which made the oars
stick fast in the water, worse than ever), and
sometimes under trees, but always with the
same tall river�banks frowning over their
heads.

1 Игра слов: to catch a crab — грести впустую, не заде�
вая воды; Алиса понимает это выражение буквально: поймать
краба



287

W
O

O
L

 A
N

D
 W

A
T

E
R

“Oh, please! There are some scented rush�
es!” Alice cried in a sudden transport of de�
light. “There really are — and such beau�
ties!”
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’em,” the Sheep said, without looking up
from her knitting; “I didn’t put ’em there,
and I’m not going to take ’em away.”

“No, but I meant — please, may we wait
and pick some?” Alice pleaded. “If you don’t
mind stopping the boat for a minute.”

“How am I to stop it?” said the Sheep. “If
you leave off rowing, it’ll stop of itself.”

So the boat was left to drift down the
stream as it would, till it glided gently in
among the waving rushes. And then the little
sleeves were carefully rolled up, and the little
arms were plunged in elbow�deep, to get
hold of the rushes a good long way down
before breaking them off — and for a while
Alice forgot all about the Sheep and the
knitting, as she bent over the side of the
boat, with just the ends of her tangled hair
dipping into the water — while with bright
eager eyes she caught at one bunch after
another of the darling scented rushes.

“I only hope the boat won’t tipple over!”
she said to herself. “Oh, what a lovely one! Only
I couldn’t quite reach it.” And it certainly did
seem a little provoking (“almost as if it hap�
pened on purpose,” she thought) that, though
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es as the boat glided by, there was always a
more lovely one that she couldn’t reach.

“The prettiest are always further!” she
said at last with a sigh at the obstinacy of
the rushes in growing so far off, as, with
flushed cheeks and dripping hair and hands,
she scrambled back into her place, and be�
gan to arrange her new�found treasures.

What mattered it to her just then that the
rushes had begun to fade, and to lose all their
scent and beauty, from the very moment that
she picked them? Even real scented rushes,
you know, last only a very little while — and
these, being dream�rushes, melted away almost
like snow, as they lay in heaps at her feet — but
Alice hardly noticed this, there were so many
other curious things to think about.

They hadn’t gone much farther before
the blade of one of the oars got fast in the
water and wouldn’t come out again (so Alice
explained it afterwards), and the consequence
was that the handle of it caught her under
the chin, and, in spite of a series of little
shrieks of “Oh, oh, oh!” from poor Alice, it
swept her straight off the seat, and down
among the heap of rushes.
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soon up again; the Sheep went on with her knit�
ting all the while, just as if nothing had hap�
pened. “That was a nice crab you caught!” she
remarked, as Alice got back into her place, very
much relieved to find herself still in the boat.

“Was it? I didn’t see it,” said Alice, peeping
cautiously over the side of the boat into the
dark water. “I wish it hadn’t let go — I should
so like a little crab to take home with me!” But
the Sheep only laughed scornfully, and went
on with her knitting.

“Are there many crabs here?” said Alice.
“Crabs, and all sorts of things,” said the

Sheep; “plenty of choice, only make up your
mind. Now, what do you want to buy?”

“To buy!” Alice echoed in a tone that was
half astonished and half frightened — for the
oars, and the boat, and the river, had vanished
all in a moment, and she was back again in the
little dark shop.

“I should like to buy an egg, please,” she
said timidly. “How do you sell them?”

“Fivepence farthing for one — twopence
for two,” the Sheep replied.

“Then two are cheaper than one?” Alice
said in a surprised tone, taking out her purse.
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two,” said the Sheep.
“Then I’ll have one, please,” said Alice,

as she put the money down on the counter.
For she thought to herself, “They mightn’t
be at all nice, you know.”

The Sheep took the money, and put it away
in a box; then she said “I never put things into
people’s hands — that would never do — you
must get it for yourself.” And so saying, she
went off to the other end of the shop, and set
the egg upright on a shelf.

“I wonder why it wouldn’t do?” thought
Alice, as she groped her way among the tables
and chairs, for the shop was very dark
towards the end. “The egg seems to get fur�
ther away the more I walk towards it. Let me
see, is this a chair? Why, it’s got branches,
I declare! How very odd to find trees growing
here! And actually here’s a little brook! Well,
this is the very queerest shop I ever saw!”

* * *

So she went on, wondering more and more
at every step, as everything turned into a
tree the moment she came up to it, and she
quite expected the egg to do the same.
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HUMPTY DUMPTY1

However, the egg only got larger and larger,
and more and more human; when she had come
within a few yards of it, she saw that it had eyes
and a nose and a mouth; and, when she had
come close to it, she saw clearly that it was
HUMPTY DUMPTY himself. “It can’t be any�
body else!” she said to herself. “I’m as certain of
it, as if his name were written all over his face!”

It might have been written a hundred
times, easily, on that enormous face. Humpty
Dumpty was sitting, with his legs crossed
like a Turk, on the top of a high wall — such
a narrow one that Alice quite wondered how
he could keep his balance — and, as his eyes
were steadily fixed in the opposite direction,

1 humpty�dumpty — 1. низенький толстяк, коротышка
2. что�л., разбитое вдребезги; в переводе Н. М. Демуровой этот
герой назван Шалтай�Болтай
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thought he must be a stuffed figure1 after all.
“And how exactly like an egg he is!” she

said aloud, standing with her hands ready to
catch him, for she was every moment expect�
ing him to fall.

“It’s very provoking,” Humpty Dumpty said
after a long silence, looking away from Alice as
he spoke, “to be called an egg — very!”

“I said you looked like an egg, Sir,” Alice
gently explained. “And some eggs are very
pretty, you know,” she added, hoping to turn
her remark into a sort of compliment.

“Some people,” said Humpty Dumpty,
looking away from her as usual, “have no
more sense than a baby!”

Alice didn’t know what to say to this; it
wasn’t at all like conversation, she thought, as
he never said anything to her; in fact, his last
remark was evidently addressed to a tree — so
she stood and softly repeated to herself:

“Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall:2

Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.
All the King’s horses and all the King’s men
Couldn’t put Humpty Dumpty in his place again.”

1 stuffed figure — чучело
2 Детская песенка
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poetry,” she added, almost out loud, forget�
ting that Humpty Dumpty would hear her.

“Don’t stand chattering to yourself like
that,” Humpty Dumpty said, looking at her
for the first time, “but tell me your name and
your business.”

“My name is Alice, but —”
“It’s a stupid name enough!” Humpty

Dumpty interrupted impatiently. “What does
it mean?”

“Must a name mean something?” Alice
asked doubtfully.

“Of course it must,” Humpty Dumpty said
with a short laugh; “my name means the
shape I am — and a good handsome shape it
is, too1. With a name like yours, you might be
any shape, almost.”

“Why do you sit out here all alone?” said
Alice, not wishing to begin an argument.

“Why, because there’s nobody with me!”
cried Humpty Dumpty. “Did you think I didn’t
know the answer to that? Ask another.”

“Don’t you think you’d be safer down on
the ground?” Alice went on, not with any

1 and a good handsome shape it is, too — к тому же очень
симпатичная форма
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her good�natured anxiety for the queer crea�
ture. “That wall is so very narrow!”

“What tremendously easy riddles you ask!”
Humpty Dumpty growled out. “Of course
I don’t think so! Why, if ever I did fall off —
which there’s no chance of — but if I did —”
Here he pursed up his lips, and looked so
solemn and grand that Alice could hardly
help laughing. “If I did fall,” he went on, “the
King has promised me — ah, you may turn
pale, if you like! You didn’t think I was going
to say that, did you? The King has promised
me — with his very own mouth — to — to —”

“To send all his horses and all his men,”
Alice interrupted, rather unwisely.

“Now I declare that’s too bad!” Humpty
Dumpty cried, breaking into a sudden passion.
“You’ve been listening at doors — and behind
trees — and down chimneys — or you couldn’t
have known it!”

“I haven’t indeed!” Alice said very gently.
“It’s in a book.”

“Ah, well! They may write such things in
a book,” Humpty Dumpty said in a calmer
tone. “That’s what you call a History of Eng�
land, that is. Now, take a good look at me!
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mayhap1 you’ll never see such another; and,
to show you I’m not proud, you may shake
hands with me!” And he grinned almost from
ear to ear, as he leant forwards (and as near�
ly as possible fell off the wall in doing so)
and offered Alice his hand. She watched him
a little anxiously as she took it. “If he smiled
much more the ends of his mouth might meet
behind,” she thought, “And then I don’t know
what would happen to his head! I’m afraid it
would come off!”

“Yes, all his horses and all his men,” Hump�
ty Dumpty went on. “They’d pick me up again
in a minute, they would! However, this conver�
sation is going on a little too fast; let’s go back
to the last remark but one2.”

“I’m afraid I can’t quite remember it,”
Alice said, very politely.

“In that case we start afresh,” said Hump�
ty Dumpty, “and it’s my turn to choose a sub�
ject —” (“He talks about it just as if it was a
game!” thought Alice.) “So here’s a question
for you. How old did you say you were?”

1 mayhap — (устар.) возможно
2 let’s go back to the last remark but one — давай вернемся

к предпоследней реплике
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“Seven years and six months.”
“Wrong!” Humpty Dumpty exclaimed tri�

umphantly. “You never said a word like it!”
“I thought you meant ‘How old are you?’”

Alice explained.
“If I’d meant that, I’d have said it,” said

Humpty Dumpty.
Alice didn’t want to begin another argu�

ment, so she said nothing.
“Seven years and six months!” Humpty

Dumpty repeated thoughtfully. “An uncom�
fortable sort of age. Now if you’d asked my
advice, I’d have said ‘Leave off at seven1’ —
but it’s too late now.”

“I never ask advice about growing,” Alice
said indignantly.

“Too proud?” the other enquired.
Alice felt even more indignant at this sug�

gestion. “I mean,” she said, “that one can’t
help growing older.”

“One can’t, perhaps,” said Humpty Dump�
ty; “but two can2. With proper assistance, you
might have left off at seven.”

1 Leave off at seven — Остановись на семи
2 Игра слов: один — 1. мест. все, любой (используется в

предложениях, относящихся ко всем людям в целом  и каждому
в отдельности); 2. числ. один
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suddenly remarked. (They had had quite enough
of the subject of age, she thought; and, if they
really were to take turns in choosing subjects,
it was her turn now.) “At least,” she corrected
herself on second thoughts, “a beautiful cra�
vat, I should have said — no, a belt, I mean —
I beg your pardon!” she added in dismay, for
Humpty Dumpty looked thoroughly offended,
and she began to wish she hadn’t chosen that
subject. “If only I knew,” she thought to herself,
“which was neck and which was waist!”

Evidently Humpty Dumpty was very an�
gry, though he said nothing for a minute or
two. When he did speak again, it was in a
deep growl.

“It is a — most — provoking — thing,” he
said at last, “when a person doesn’t know a
cravat from a belt!”

“I know it’s very ignorant of me,” Alice
said, in so humble a tone that Humpty Dump�
ty relented.

“It’s a cravat, child, and a beautiful one,
as you say. It’s a present from the White King
and Queen. There now!1”

1 There now! — Ну, как, теперь ясно?
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that she had chosen a good subject after all.
“They gave it me,” Humpty Dumpty con�

tinued thoughtfully as he crossed one knee
over the other and clasped his hands round
it, “they gave it me — for an un�birthday
present.”

“I beg your pardon?” Alice said with a
puzzled air.

“I’m not offended1,” said Humpty Dumpty.
“I mean, what is an un�birthday present?”
“A present given when it isn’t your birth�

day, of course.”
Alice considered a little. “I like birthday

presents best,” she said at last.
“You don’t know what you’re talking

about!” cried Humpty Dumpty. “How many
days are there in a year?”

“Three hundred and sixty�five,” said Alice.
“And how many birthdays have you?”
“One.”
“And if you take one from three hundred

and sixty�five what remains?”

1 Игра слов: I beg your pardon? — устойчивое выражение;
Извините, я не поняла! Повторите еще раз! Шалтай�Болтай
понимает фразу буквально: Прошу меня простить! и отвечает:
Да я и не обиделся
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Humpty Dumpty looked doubtful. “I’d
rather see that done on paper,” he said.

Alice couldn’t help smiling as she took out
her memorandum�book, and worked the sum
for him:

365 – 1 = 364

Humpty Dumpty took the book and looked
at it carefully. “That seems to be done right —”
he began.

“You’re holding it upside down!” Alice in�
terrupted.

“To be sure I was!” Humpty Dumpty said
gaily as she turned it round for him. “I thought
it looked a little queer. As I was saying, that
seems to be done right — though I haven’t
time to look it over thoroughly just now — and
that shows that there are three hundred and
sixty�four days when you might get un�birth�
day presents —”

“Certainly,” said Alice.
“And only one for birthday presents, you

know. There’s glory for you!”
“I don’t know what you mean by ‘glory,’”

Alice said.
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“Of course you don’t — till I tell you. I meant
‘there’s a nice knock�down argument for
you!’”

“But ‘glory’ doesn’t mean ‘a nice knock�
down argument,’” Alice objected.

“When I use a word,” Humpty Dumpty
said, in rather a scornful tone, “it means just
what I choose it to mean — neither more nor
less.”

“The question is,” said Alice, “whether
you can make words mean so many different
things.”

“The question is,” said Humpty Dumpty,
“which is to be master — that’s all.”

Alice was too much puzzled to say any�
thing; so after a minute Humpty Dumpty
began again. “They’ve a temper, some of
them — particularly verbs; they’re the
proudest — adjectives you can do anything
with, but not verbs — however, I can manage
the whole lot of them! Impenetrability! That’s
what I say!”

“Would you tell me please,” said Alice,
“what that means?”

“Now you talk like a reasonable child,”
said Humpty Dumpty, looking very much
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we’ve had enough of that subject, and it
would be just as well if you’d mention what
you mean to do next, as I suppose you don’t
mean to stop here all the rest of your life.”

“That’s a great deal to make one word
mean,” Alice said in a thoughtful tone.

“When I make a word do a lot of work like
that,” said Humpty Dumpty, “I always pay it
extra.”

“Oh!” said Alice. She was too much puzzled
to make any other remark.

“Ah, you should see ’em come round me
of a Saturday night,” Humpty Dumpty went
on, wagging his head gravely from side to
side, “for to get their wages, you know.”

(Alice didn’t venture to ask what he paid
them with; and so you see I can’t tell you.)

“You seem very clever at explaining words,
Sir,” said Alice. “Would you kindly tell me the
meaning of the poem called ‘Jabberwocky’?”

“Let’s hear it,” said Humpty Dumpty.
“I can explain all the poems that ever were
invented — and a good many that haven’t
been invented just yet.”

This sounded very hopeful, so Alice re�
peated the first verse:
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     Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
     And the mome raths outgrabe.”

“That’s enough to begin with,” Humpty
Dumpty interrupted; “there are plenty of
hard words there. ‘Brillig’ means four o’clock
in the afternoon — the time when you begin
broiling things for dinner.”

“That’ll do very well,” said Alice, “and
‘slithy’?”

“Well, ‘slithy’ means ‘lithe and slimy.’
‘Lithe’ is the same as ‘active.’ You see it’s
like a pormanteau — there are two meanings
packed up into one word.”

“I see it now,” Alice remarked thoughtful�
ly; “and what are ‘toves’?”

“Well ‘toves’ are something like badgers —
they’re something like lizards — and they’re
something like corkscrews.”

“They must be very curious�looking crea�
tures.”

“They are that,” said Humpty Dumpty;
“also they make their nests under sun�dials —
also they live on cheese.”

“And what’s to ‘gyre’ and to ‘gimble’?”
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a gyroscope. To ‘gimble’ is to make holes like
a gimlet.”

“And ‘the wabe’ is the grass�plot round a
sun�dial, I suppose?” said Alice, surprised at
her own ingenuity.

“Of course it is. It’s called ‘wabe’ you know,
because it goes a long way before it, and a long
way behind it —”

“And a long way beyond it on each side,”
Alice added.

“Exactly so. Well then, ‘mimsy’ is ‘flimsy
and miserable’ (there’s another portmanteau
for you). And a ‘borogove’ is a thin shabby�
looking bird with its feathers sticking out all
round — something like a live mop.”

“And then ‘mome raths’?” said Alice.
“I’m afraid I’m giving you a great deal of
trouble.”

“Well, a ‘rath’ is a sort of green pig, but
‘mome’ I’m not certain about. I think it’s short
for ‘from home’ — meaning that they’d lost
their way, you know.”

“And what does ‘outgrabe’ mean?”
“Well, ‘outgribing’ is something between

bellowing and whistling, with a kind of sneeze
in the middle; however, you’ll hear it done,
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maybe — down in the wood yonder — and,
when you’ve once heard it, you’ll be quite con�
tent. Who’s been repeating all that hard stuff
to you?”
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I had some poetry repeated to me much
easier than that, by — Tweedledee, I think
it was.”

“As to poetry, you know,” said Humpty
Dumpty, stretching out one of his great
hands, “I can repeat poetry as well as other
folk, if it comes to that —”

“Oh, it needn’t come to that!” Alice hasti�
ly said, hoping to keep him from beginning.

“The piece I’m going to repeat,” he went
on without noticing her remark, “was written
entirely for your amusement.”

Alice felt that in that case she really ought
to listen to it; so she sat down, and said “Thank
you” rather sadly.

“In winter, when the fields are white,
I sing this song for your delight —

only I don’t sing it,” he added, as an ex�
planation.

“I see you don’t,” said Alice.
“If you can see whether I’m singing or

not, you’ve sharper eyes than most,” Hump�
ty Dumpty remarked severely. Alice was si�
lent.
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I’ll try and tell you what I mean;”

“Thank you very much,” said Alice.

“In summer, when the days are long,
Perhaps you’ll understand the song;

In autumn, when the leaves are brown,
Take pen and ink, and write it down.”

“I will, if I can remember it so long,” said
Alice.

“You needn’t go on making remarks like
that,” Humpty Dumpty said; “they’re not
sensible, and they put me out1.”

“I sent a message to the fish;
I told them ‘This is what I wish.’

The little fishes of the sea,
They sent an answer back to me.

The little fishes’ answer was
‘We cannot do it, Sir, because —’”

“I’m afraid I don’t quite understand,” said
Alice.

1 they put me out — они меня сбивают



308

T
H

R
O

U
G

H
 T

H
E

 L
O

O
K

IN
G

�G
L

A
S

S
… “It gets easier further on,” Humpty Dumpty

replied.

“I sent to them again to say
‘It will be better to obey.’

The fishes answered, with a grin,
‘Why, what a temper you are in!’

I told them once, I told them twice;
They would not listen to advice.

I took a kettle large and new,
Fit for the deed I had to do.

My heart went hop, my heart went thump:
I filled the kettle at the pump.

Then someone came to me and said
‘The little fishes are in bed.’

I said to him, I said it plain,
‘Then you must wake them up again.’

I said it very loud and clear;
I went and shouted in his ear.”

Humpty Dumpty raised his voice almost
to a scream as he repeated this verse, and
Alice thought, with a shudder, “I wouldn’t
have been the messenger for anything!”



309

H
U

M
P

T
Y

 D
U

M
P

T
Y

“But he was very stiff and proud;
He said, ‘You needn’t shout so loud!’

And he was very proud and stiff;
He said ‘I’d go and wake them, if —’

I took a corkscrew from the shelf;
I went to wake them up myself.



310

T
H

R
O

U
G

H
 T

H
E

 L
O

O
K

IN
G

�G
L

A
S

S
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I pulled and pushed and kicked and knocked.

And when I found the door was shut,
I tried to turn the handle, but —”

There was a long pause.
“Is that all?” Alice timidly asked.
“That’s all,” said Humpty Dumpty. “Good�

bye.”
This was rather sudden, Alice thought;

but, after such a very strong hint that she
ought to be going, she felt that it would
hardly be civil to stay. So she got up, and
held out her hand. “Good�bye, till we meet
again!” she said as cheerfully as she could.

“I shouldn’t know you again if we did
meet,” Humpty Dumpty replied in a discon�
tented tone, giving her one of his fingers to
shake; “you’re so exactly like other people.”

“The face is what one goes by, generally1,”
Alice remarked in a thoughtful tone.

“That’s just what I complain of,” said
Humpty Dumpty. “Your face is the same as
everybody has — the two eyes, so —” (mark�

1 The face is what one goes by, generally — Обычно людей
узнают по лицу
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“nose in the middle, mouth under. It’s al�
ways the same. Now if you had the two eyes
on the same side of the nose, for instance —
or the mouth at the top — that would be
some help.”

“It wouldn’t look nice,” Alice objected. But
Humpty Dumpty only shut his eyes, and said,
“Wait till you’ve tried.”

Alice waited a minute to see if he would
speak again, but, as he never opened his eyes or
took any further notice of her, she said “Good�
bye!” once more, and, getting no answer to this,
she quietly walked away; but she couldn’t help
saying to herself, as she went, “of all the unsat�
isfactory —” (she repeated this aloud, as it was
a great comfort to have such a long word to say)
“of all the unsatisfactory people I ever met —”
She never finished the sentence, for at this mo�
ment a heavy crash shook the forest from end
to end.
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Chapter VII
THE LION AND THE UNICORN1

The next moment soldiers came running
through the wood, at first in twos and
threes, then ten or twenty together, and at
last in such crowds that they seemed to fill
the whole forest. Alice got behind a tree, for
fear of being run over, and watched them
go by.

She thought that in all her life she had
never seen soldiers so uncertain on their feet;
they were always tripping over something or
other, and whenever one went down, several
more always fell over him, so that the ground
was soon covered with little heaps of men.

Then came the horses. Having four feet,
these managed rather better than the foot�sol�
diers; but even they stumbled now and then;
and it seemed to be a regular rule that, when�

1 unicorn — (миф.) единорог
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ever a horse stumbled, the rider fell off in�
stantly. The confusion got worse every mo�
ment, and Alice was very glad to get out of the
wood into an open place, where she found the
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ing in his memorandum�book.
“I’ve sent them all!” the King cried in a tone

of delight, on seeing Alice. “Did you happen to
meet any soldiers, my dear, as you came through
the wood?”

“Yes, I did,” said Alice; “several thousand,
I should think.”

“Four thousand two hundred and seven,
that’s the exact number,” the King said, refer�
ring to his book. “I couldn’t send all the horses,
you know, because two of them are wanted in
the game. And I haven’t sent the two Messen�
gers, either. They’re both gone to the town.
Just look along the road, and tell me if you can
see either of them.”

“I see nobody on the road,” said Alice.
“I only wish I had such eyes,” the King re�

marked in a fretful tone. “To be able to see No�
body! And at that distance too! Why, it’s as
much as I can do to see real people, by this light!”

All this was lost on Alice, who was still look�
ing intently along the road, shading her eyes
with one hand. “I see somebody now!” she ex�
claimed at last. “But he’s coming very slowly —
and what curious attitudes he goes into!” (For

the Messenger kept skipping up and down, and
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great hands spread out like fans on each side.)
“Not at all,” said the King. “He’s an Anglo�

Saxon Messenger — and those are Anglo�
Saxon attitudes. He only does them when he’s
happy. His name is Haigha.” (He pronounced
it so as to rhyme with ‘mayor.’1)

“I love my love with an H,” Alice couldn’t
help beginning, “because he is Happy. I hate
him with an H, because he is Hideous. I fed him
with — with — with Ham�sandwiches and
Hay. His name is Haigha, and he lives —”

“He lives on the Hill,” the King remarked
simply, without the least idea that he was join�
ing in the game, while Alice was still hesitating
for the name of a town beginning with H2 .“The
other Messenger’s called Hatta3. I must have
two, you know — to come and go. One to come,
and one to go.”

1 Очевидно, это уже знакомый читателям по «Приключе�
ниям Алисы в Стране чудес» Мартовский заяц (March Hare), в
переводе Н. М. Демуровой — Зай Атс

2 Это популярная в викторианской  Англии  игра. Каждый
играющий должен был сказать набор фраз, подставляя слова,
начинающиеся на определенную букву (обычно по алфавиту:
первый на A, второй на B и т. д.). Тот, кто не смог подобрать
слово, выбывал из игры

3 Очевидно, это также знакомый персонаж из «Приключений
Алисы в Стране чудес» — Шляпник (или Болванщик) (Hatter);
в переводе Н. М. Демуровой — Болванс Чик
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… “I beg your pardon?” said Alice.

“It isn’t respectable to beg1,” said the King.
“I only meant that I didn’t understand,”

said Alice. “Why one to come and one to go?”
“Don’t I tell you?” the King repeated im�

patiently. “I must have two — to fetch and
carry. One to fetch, and one to carry.”

At this moment the Messenger arrived; he
was far too much out of breath to say a word,
and could only wave his hands about, and
make the most fearful faces at the poor King.

“This young lady loves you with an H,”
the King said, introducing Alice in the hope
of turning off the Messenger’s attention from
himself — but it was of no use — the Anglo�
Saxon attitudes only got more extraordinary
every moment, while the great eyes rolled
wildly from side to side.

“You alarm me!” said the King. “I feel
faint — Give me a ham�sandwich!”

On which the Messenger, to Alice’s great
amusement, opened a bag that hung round
his neck, and handed a sandwich to the King,
who devoured it greedily.

1 Игра слов: I beg your pardon? — Извините, я не поняла!
Повторите еще раз! (устойчивое выражение); Король понимает
глагол to beg  буквально: просить (подаяние)
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“There’s nothing but hay left now,” the
Messenger said, peeping into the bag.

“Hay, then,” the King murmured in a faint
whisper.

Alice was glad to see that it revived him
a good deal. “There’s nothing like eating hay
when you’re faint,” he remarked to her, as he
munched away.

“I should think throwing cold water over
you would be better,” Alice suggested; “or
some sal�volatile.”
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King replied. “I said there was nothing like it.”
Which Alice did not venture to deny.

“Who did you pass on the road?” the King
went on, holding out his hand to the Messen�
ger for some hay.

“Nobody,” said the Messenger.
“Quite right,” said the King; “this young

lady saw him too. So of course Nobody walks
slower than you.”

“I do my best,” the Messenger said in a
sullen tone. “I’m sure nobody walks much
faster than I do!”

“He can’t do that,” said the King, “or else
he’d have been here first. However, now you’ve
got your breath, you may tell us what’s hap�
pened in the town.”

“I’ll whisper it,” said the Messenger, put�
ting his hands to his mouth in the shape
of a trumpet and stooping so as to get close
to the King’s ear. Alice was sorry for this,
as she wanted to hear the news too. How�
ever, instead of whispering, he simply shout�
ed, at the top of his voice, “They’re at it
again!1”

1 They’re at it again! — Они снова взялись за свое!
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poor King, jumping up and shaking himself.
“If you do such a thing again, I’ll have you
buttered!1 It went through and through my
head like an earthquake!”

“It would have to be a very tiny earth�
quake!” thought Alice. “Who are at it again?”
she ventured to ask.

“Why the Lion and the Unicorn, of course,”
said the King.

“Fighting for the crown?”
“Yes, to be sure,” said the King; “and the

best of the joke is, that it’s my crown all the
while! Let’s run and see them.” And they trot�
ted off, Alice repeating to herself, as she ran,
the words of the old song:

“The Lion and the Unicorn were fighting
for the crown;2

The Lion beat the Unicorn all round the town.
Some gave them white bread, some gave them

brown;
Some gave them plum�cake and drummed them

out of town.”

1 I’ll have you buttered! — Велю поджарить тебя на сли�
вочном масле!

2 Народная песня; существует мнение, что в ней в аллегори�
ческой форме отражено давнее противостояние между Англией
и Шотландией (лев — национальная эмблема Англии, а на ста�
ром гербе Шотландии изображались два единорога)
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crown?” she asked, as well as she could, for
the run was putting her quite out of breath.

“Dear me, no!” said the King. “What an idea!”
“Would you — be good enough —” Alice

panted out, after running a little further, “to stop
a minute — just to get — one’s breath again?”

“I’m good enough,” the King said, “only
I’m not strong enough. You see, a minute goes
by so fearfully quick. You might as well try
to stop a Bandersnatch!”

Alice had no more breath for talking; so
they trotted on in silence, till they came into
sight of a great crowd, in the middle of which
the Lion and Unicorn were fighting. They
were in such a cloud of dust, that at first Alice
could not make out which was which; but she
soon managed to distinguish the Unicorn by
his horn.

They placed themselves close to where
Hatta, the other Messenger, was standing
watching the fight, with a cup of tea in one hand
and a piece of bread�and�butter in the other.

“He’s only just out of prison, and he
hadn’t finished his tea when he was sent in,”
Haigha whispered to Alice; “and they only
give them oyster�shells in there — so you see
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dear child?” he went on, putting his arm
affectionately round Hatta’s neck.

Hatta looked round and nodded, and went
on with his bread�and�butter.

“Were you happy in prison, dear child?”
said Haigha.

Hatta looked round once more, and this
time a tear or two trickled down his cheek;
but not a word would he say.

“Speak, can’t you!” Haigha cried impa�
tiently. But Hatta only munched away, and
drank some more tea.

“Speak, won’t you!” cried the King. “How
are they getting on with the fight?”

Hatta made a desperate effort, and swal�
lowed a large piece of bread�and�butter.
“They’re getting on very well,” he said in a
choking voice; “each of them has been down
about eighty�seven times.”

“Then I suppose they’ll soon bring the
white bread and the brown?” Alice ventured
to remark.

“It’s waiting for ’em now,” said Hatta;
“this is a bit of it as I’m eating1.”

1 this is a bit of it as I’m eating — Я ем как раз этот хлеб
(кусочек этого хлеба)
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and the Lion and the Unicorn sat down, pant�
ing, while the King called out, “Ten minutes
allowed for refreshments!” Haigha and Hatta
set to work at once, carrying round trays of
white and brown bread. Alice took a piece
to taste, but it was very dry.

“I don’t think they’ll fight any more to�
day,” the King said to Hatta; “go and order
the drums to begin.” And Hatta went bound�
ing away like a grasshopper.

For a minute or two Alice stood silent,
watching him. Suddenly she brightened up.
“Look, look!” she cried, pointing eagerly.
“There’s the White Queen running across the
country! She came flying out of the wood
over yonder — How fast those Queens can
run!”

“There’s some enemy after her, no doubt,”
the King said, without even looking round.
“That wood’s full of them.”

“But aren’t you going to run and help
her?” Alice asked, very much surprised at his
taking it so quietly.

“No use, no use!” said the King. “She
runs so fearfully quick. You might as well
try to catch a Bandersnatch! But I’ll make



323

T
H

E
 L

IO
N

 A
N

D
 T

H
E

 U
N

IC
O

R
N

a memorandum about her, if you like.
She’s a dear good creature,” he repeated
softly to himself, as he opened his memo�
randum�book. “Do you spell ‘creature’ with
a double ‘e’?”

At this moment the Unicorn sauntered by
them, with his hands in his pockets. “I had the
best of it this time?1” he said to the King, just
glancing at him as he passed.

1 I had the best of it this time? — В этот раз я взял верх,
не так ли?
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er nervously. “You shouldn’t have run him
through with your horn, you know.1”

“It didn’t hurt him,” the Unicorn said
carelessly, and he was going on, when his eye
happened to fall upon Alice; he turned round
instantly, and stood for some time looking at
her with an air of the deepest disgust.

“What — is — this?” he said at last.
“This is a child!” Haigha replied eagerly,

coming in front of Alice to introduce her, and
spreading out both his hands towards her in
an Anglo�Saxon attitude. “We only found
it to�day. It’s as large as life, and twice as
natural!2”

“I always thought they were fabulous
monsters!” said the Unicorn. “Is it alive?”

“It can talk,” said Haigha solemnly.
The Unicorn looked dreamily at Alice, and

said, “Talk, child.”
Alice could not help her lips curling up

into a smile as she began, “Do you know,

1 You shouldn’t have run him through with your horn,
you know. — Знаешь, тебе не следовало протыкать его насквозь
рогом.

2 It’s as large as life, and twice as natural! — (устойчивое
выражение) Самый настоящий, живой, живее некуда!
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monsters, too? I never saw one alive before!”
“Well, now that we have seen each other,”

said the Unicorn, “if you’ll believe in me, I’ll
believe in you. Is that a bargain?1”

“Yes, if you like,” said Alice.
“Come, fetch out the plum�cake, old man!”

the Unicorn went on, turning from her to the
King. “None of your brown bread for me!”

“Certainly — certainly!” the King mut�
tered, and beckoned to Haigha. “Open the
bag!” he whispered. “Quick! Not that one —
that’s full of hay!”

Haigha took a large cake out of the bag,
and gave it to Alice to hold, while he got out
a dish and carving�knife. How they all came
out of it Alice couldn’t guess. It was just like
a conjuring�trick2, she thought.

The Lion had joined them while this was
going on; he looked very tired and sleepy, and
his eyes were half shut. “What’s this!” he
said, blinking lazily at Alice, and speaking in
a deep hollow tone that sounded like the toll�
ing of a great bell.

1 Is that a bargain? — Договорились?
2 conjuring�trick — фокус
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eagerly. “You’ll never guess! I couldn’t.”
The Lion looked at Alice wearily. “Are you

animal — or vegetable — or mineral?” he said,
yawning at every other word.

“It’s a fabulous monster!” the Unicorn cried
out, before Alice could reply.

“Then hand round the plum�cake, Monster,”
the Lion said, lying down and putting his chin
on his paws. “And sit down, both of you,” (to the
King and the Unicorn): “fair play with the cake,
you know!1”

The King was evidently very uncomfortable
at having to sit down between the two great
creatures; but there was no other place for him.

“What a fight we might have for the
crown now!” the Unicorn said, looking slyly
up at the crown, which the poor King was
nearly shaking off his head, he trembled so
much.

“I should win easy,” said the Lion.
“I’m not so sure of that,” said the Unicorn.
“Why, I beat you all round the town, you

chicken!” the Lion replied angrily, half get�
ting up as he spoke.

2 fair play with the cake, you know! — только делите пирог
по�честному!
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quarrel going on; he was very nervous, and his
voice quite quivered. “All round the town?” he
said. “That’s a good long way. Did you go by
the old bridge, or the market�place? You get
the best view by the old bridge.”

“I’m sure I don’t know,” the Lion growled
out as he lay down again. “There was too
much dust to see anything. What a time the
Monster is, cutting up that cake!”

Alice had seated herself on the bank of a
little brook, with the great dish on her knees,
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knife. “It’s very provoking!” she said, in reply
to the Lion (she was getting quite used to
being called ‘the Monster’). “I’ve cut seve�
ral slices already, but they always join on
again!”

“You don’t know how to manage Looking�
glass cakes,” the Unicorn remarked. “Hand it
round first, and cut it afterwards.”

This sounded nonsense, but Alice very
obediently got up, and carried the dish round,
and the cake divided itself into three pieces
as she did so. “Now cut it up,” said the Lion,
as she returned to her place with the empty
dish.

“I say, this isn’t fair!” cried the Unicorn,
as Alice sat with the knife in her hand, very
much puzzled how to begin. “The Monster has
given the Lion twice as much as me!”

“She’s kept none for herself, anyhow,”
said the Lion. “Do you like plum�cake, Mon�
ster?”

But before Alice could answer him, the
drums began.

Where the noise came from, she couldn’t
make out; the air seemed full of it, and it rang
through and through her head till she felt
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sprang across the little brook in her terror,
and had just time to see the Lion and the
Unicorn rise to their feet, with angry looks at
being interrupted in their feast, before she
dropped to her knees, and put her hands over
her ears, vainly trying to shut out the dread�
ful uproar.

“If that doesn’t ‘drum them out of town,’”
she thought to herself, “nothing ever will!”
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Chapter VIII
“IT’S MY OWN INVENTION”

After a while the noise seemed gradually
to die away, till all was dead silence, and
Alice lifted up her head in some alarm. There
was no one to be seen, and her first thought
was that she must have been dreaming about
the Lion and the Unicorn and those queer
Anglo�Saxon Messengers. However, there
was the great dish still lying at her feet, on
which she had tried to cut the plum�cake.
“So I wasn’t dreaming, after all,” she said to
herself, “unless — unless we’re all part of the
same dream. Only I do hope it’s my dream,
and not the Red King’s! I don’t like belonging
to another person’s dream,” she went on in
a rather complaining tone; “I’ve a great mind
to go and wake him, and see what happens!”

At this moment her thoughts were inter�
rupted by a loud shouting of “Ahoy! Ahoy!
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mour, came galloping down upon her, bran�
dishing a great club. Just as he reached
her, the horse stopped suddenly. “You’re my
prisoner!” the Knight cried, as he tumbled off
his horse.

Startled as she was, Alice was more fright�
ened for him than for herself at the moment,
and watched him with some anxiety as he
mounted again. As soon as he was comfortably
in the saddle, he began once more, “You’re
my —” but here another voice broke in
“Ahoy!1 Ahoy! Check!” and Alice looked round
in some surprise for the new enemy.

This time it was a White Knight. He drew
up at Alice’s side, and tumbled off his horse
just as the Red Knight had done; then he got
on again, and the two Knights sat and looked
at each other for some time without speak�
ing. Alice looked from one to the other in
some bewilderment.

“She’s my prisoner, you know!” the Red
Knight said at last.

“Yes, but then I came and rescued her!”
the White Knight replied.

2 Ahoy! — (зд.) Эй! (обыкн. мор. На палубе! На корабле!)
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“Well, we must fight for her, then,” said
the Red Knight, as he took up his helmet
(which hung from the saddle, and was some�
thing the shape of a horse’s head) and put
it on.

“You will observe the Rules of Battle, of
course?” the White Knight remarked, put�
ting on his helmet too.
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they began banging away at each other with
such fury that Alice got behind a tree to be
out of the way of the blows.

“I wonder, now, what the Rules of Battle
are,” she said to herself, as she watched the
fight, timidly peeping out from her hiding�
place. “One Rule seems to be, that if one
Knight hits the other, he knocks him off his
horse; and, if he misses, he tumbles off him�
self — and another Rule seems to be that
they hold their clubs with their arms, as if
they were Punch and Judy1. What a noise
they make when they tumble! Just like a
whole set of fire�irons falling into the fend�
er! And how quiet the horses are! They let
them get on and off them just as if they
were tables!”

Another Rule of Battle, that Alice had not
noticed, seemed to be that they always fell
on their heads; and the battle ended with
their both falling off in this way, side by
side. When they got up again, they shook
hands, and then the Red Knight mounted
and galloped off.

1 Punch and Judy — Панч и Джуди, персонажи английского
народного  кукольного театра
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the White Knight, as he came up panting.

“I don’t know,” Alice said doubtfully.
“I don’t want to be anybody’s prisoner.
I want to be a Queen.”

“So you will, when you’ve crossed the
next brook,” said the White Knight. “I’ll see
you safe to the end of the wood — and then
I must go back, you know. That’s the end of
my move.”

“Thank you very much,” said Alice. “May
I help you off with your helmet?” It was
evidently more than he could manage by
himself; however, she managed to shake him
out of it at last.

“Now one can breathe more easily,” said
the Knight, putting back his shaggy hair with
both hands, and turning his gentle face and
large mild eyes to Alice. She thought she had
never seen such a strange�looking soldier in
all her life.

He was dressed in tin armour, which
seemed to fit him very badly, and he had
a queer�shaped little deal box fastened across
his shoulders, upside�down, and with the lid
hanging open. Alice looked at it with great
curiosity.
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Knight said in a friendly tone. “It’s my own
invention — to keep clothes and sandwiches
in. You see I carry it upside�down, so that
the rain can’t get in.”

“But the things can get out,” Alice gently
remarked. “Do you know the lid’s open?”

“I didn’t know it,” the Knight said, a
shade of vexation passing over his face. “Then
all the things must have fallen out! And the
box is no use without them.” He unfastened
it as he spoke, and was just going to throw
it into the bushes, when a sudden thought
seemed to strike him, and he hung it care�
fully on a tree. “Can you guess why I did
that?” he said to Alice.

Alice shook her head.
“In hopes some bees may make a nest in

it — then I should get the honey.”
“But you’ve got a bee�hive — or something

like one — fastened to the saddle,” said Alice.
“Yes, it’s a very good bee�hive,” the Knight

said in a discontented tone, “one of the best
kind. But not a single bee has come near it yet.
And the other thing is a mouse�trap. I suppose
the mice keep the bees out — or the bees keep
the mice out, I don’t know which.”
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“I was wondering what the mouse�trap
was for,” said Alice. “It isn’t very likely there
would be any mice on the horse’s back.”

“Not very likely, perhaps,” said the
Knight; “but, if they do come, I don’t choose
to have them running all about.”
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1 It’s rather a tight fit, you see — Видишь ли, места мало�
вато

“You see,” he went on after a pause, “it’s
as well to be provided for everything. That’s
the reason the horse has all those anklets
round his feet.”

“But what are they for?” Alice asked in a
tone of great curiosity.

“To guard against the bites of sharks,” the
Knight replied. “It’s an invention of my own.
And now help me on. I’ll go with you to the
end of the wood. What’s that dish for?”

“It’s meant for plum�cake,” said Alice.
“We’d better take it with us,” the Knight

said. “It’ll come in handy if we find any plum�
cake. Help me to get it into this bag.”

This took a long time to manage, though
Alice held the bag open very carefully, be�
cause the Knight was so very awkward in
putting in the dish; the first two or three
times that he tried he fell in himself instead.
“It’s rather a tight fit, you see1,” he said, as
they got it in at last; “there are so many
candlesticks in the bag.” And he hung it to
the saddle, which was already loaded with
bunches of carrots, and fire�irons, and many
other things.
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“I hope you’ve got your hair well fastened
on?” he continued, as they set off.

“Only in the usual way,” Alice said, smiling.
“That’s hardly enough,” he said, anxious�

ly. “You see the wind is so very strong here.
It’s as strong as soup.”

“Have you invented a plan for keeping the
hair from being blown off?” Alice enquired.

“Not yet,” said the Knight. “But I’ve got
a plan for keeping it from falling off.”

“I should like to hear it, very much.”
“First you take an upright stick,” said the

Knight. “Then you make your hair creep up
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off is because it hangs down — things never
fall upwards, you know. It’s a plan of my own
invention. You may try it if you like.”

It didn’t sound a comfortable plan, Alice
thought, and for a few minutes she walked on
in silence, puzzling over the idea, and every
now and then stopping to help the poor Knight,
who certainly was not a good rider.

Whenever the horse stopped (which it did
very often), he fell off in front; and, whenever
it went on again (which it generally did rather
suddenly), he fell off behind. Otherwise he kept
on pretty well, except that he had a habit of
now and then falling off sideways; and, as he
generally did this on the side on which Alice
was walking, she soon found that it was the
best plan not to walk quite close to the horse.

“I’m afraid you’ve not had much practice
in riding,” she ventured to say, as she was
helping him up from his fifth tumble.

The Knight looked very much surprised,
and a little offended at the remark. “What
makes you say that?” he asked, as he scrambled
back into the saddle, keeping hold of Alice’s
hair with one hand, to save himself from falling
over on the other side.
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when they’ve had much practice.”

“I’ve had plenty of practice,” the Knight
said very gravely; “plenty of practice!”

Alice could think of nothing better to say
than “Indeed?” but she said it as heartily as
she could. They went on a little way in si�
lence after this, the Knight with his eyes
shut, muttering to himself, and Alice watch�
ing anxiously for the next tumble.

“The great art of riding,” the Knight sud�
denly began in a loud voice, waving his right
arm as he spoke, “is to keep —” Here the
sentence ended as suddenly as it had begun,
as the Knight fell heavily on the top of his
head exactly in the path where Alice was
walking. She was quite frightened this time,
and said in an anxious tone, as she picked
him up, “I hope no bones are broken?”

“None to speak of,” the Knight said, as if he
didn’t mind breaking two or three of them. “The
great art of riding, as I was saying is — to keep
your balance properly. Like this, you know —”

He let go the bridle, and stretched out
both his arms to show Alice what he meant,
and this time he fell flat on his back, right
under the horse’s feet.
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ing, all the time that Alice was getting him
on his feet again. “Plenty of practice!”

“It’s too ridiculous!” cried Alice, losing all
her patience this time. “You ought to have a
wooden horse on wheels, that you ought!”

“Does that kind go smoothly?” the Knight
asked in a tone of great interest, clasping his
arms round the horse’s neck as he spoke, just
in time to save himself from tumbling off
again.

“Much more smoothly than a live horse,”
Alice said, with a little scream of laughter, in
spite of all she could do to prevent it.

“I’ll get one,” the Knight said thoughtful�
ly to himself. “One or two — several.”

There was a short silence after this, and
then the Knight went on again. “I’m a great
hand at1 inventing things. Now, I daresay you
noticed, the last time you picked me up, that
I was looking rather thoughtful?”

“You were a little grave,” said Alice.
“Well, just then I was inventing a new

way of getting over a gate — would you like
to hear it?”

1 I’m a great hand at — (зд.) мне просто нет равных по части
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“I’ll tell you how I came to think of it,”

said the Knight. “You see, I said to myself,
‘The only difficulty is with the feet, the head
is high enough already.’ Now, first I put my
head on the top of the gate — then the head’s
high enough — then I stand on my head —
then the feet are high enough, you see —
then I’m over, you see.”

“Yes, I suppose you’d be over when that
was done,” Alice said thoughtfully; “but don’t
you think it would be rather hard?”

“I haven’t tried it yet,” the Knight said,
gravely; “so I can’t tell for certain — but I’m
afraid it would be a little hard.”

He looked so vexed at the idea, that Alice
changed the subject hastily. “What a curious
helmet you’ve got!” she said cheerfully. “Is
that your invention too?”

The Knight looked down proudly at his
helmet, which hung from the saddle. “Yes,”
he said; “but I’ve invented a better one than
that — like a sugar�loaf. When I used to wear
it, if I fell off the horse, it always touched the
ground directly. So I had a very little way to
fall, you see. But there was the danger of fall�
ing into it, to be sure. That happened to me
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get out again, the other White Knight came
and put it on. He thought it was his own hel�
met.”

The Knight looked so solemn about it that
Alice did not dare to laugh. “I’m afraid you
must have hurt him,” she said in a trembling
voice, “being on the top of his head.”

“I had to kick him, of course,” the Knight
said, very seriously. “And then he took the
helmet off again — but it took hours and
hours to get me out. I was as fast as — as
lightning, you know1.”

“But that’s a different kind of fastness,”
Alice objected.

The Knight shook his head. “It was all
kinds of fastness with me, I can assure you!”
he said. He raised his hands in some excite�
ment as he said this, and instantly rolled out
of the saddle, and fell headlong into a deep
ditch.

Alice ran to the side of the ditch to look
for him. She was rather startled by the fall,
as for some time he had kept on very well,
and she was afraid that he really was hurt

1 Игра слов: fast — 1. прочно закрепленный; 2. быстрый
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nothing but the soles of his feet, she was
much relieved to hear that he was talking
on in his usual tone. “All kinds of fastness,”
he repeated; “but it was careless of him to
put another man’s helmet on — with the
man in it, too.”

“How can you go on talking so quietly, head
downwards?” Alice asked, as she dragged him
out by the feet, and laid him in a heap on the
bank.

The Knight looked surprised at the ques�
tion. “What does it matter where my body
happens to be?” he said. “My mind goes on
working all the same. In fact, the more head�
downwards I am, the more I keep inventing
new things.”

“Now the cleverest thing of the sort that
I ever did,” he went on after a pause, “was
inventing a new pudding during the meat�
course.”

“In time to have it cooked for the next
course?” said Alice. “Well, that was quick
work, certainly!”

“Well, not the next course,” the Knight
said in slow thoughtful tone; “no, certainly
not the next course.”
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I suppose you wouldn’t have two pudding�
courses in one dinner?”

“Well, not the next day,” the Knight re�
peated as before, “not the next day. In fact,”
he went on, holding his head down, and his
voice getting lower and lower, “I don’t be�
lieve that pudding ever was cooked! In fact,
I don’t believe that pudding ever will be
cooked! And yet it was a very clever pud�
ding to invent.”

“What did you mean it to be made of?”
Alice asked, hoping to cheer him up, for
the poor Knight seemed quite low�spirited
about it.

“It began with blotting�paper,” the Knight
answered with a groan.

“That wouldn’t be very nice, I’m afraid —”
“Not very nice alone,” he interrupted,

quite eagerly; “but you’ve no idea what a
difference it makes, mixing it with other
things — such as gunpowder and sealing�
wax. And here I must leave you.” They had
just come to the end of the wood.

Alice could only look puzzled; she was
thinking of the pudding.
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anxious tone; “let me sing you a song to com�
fort you.”

“Is it very long?” Alice asked, for she had
heard a good deal of poetry that day.

“It’s long,” said the Knight, “but it’s very,
very beautiful. Everybody that hears me sing
it — either it brings the tears into their eyes,
or else —”

“Or else what?” said Alice, for the Knight
had made a sudden pause.

“Or else it doesn’t, you know. The name
of the song is called ‘Haddocks’ Eyes’.”

“Oh, that’s the name of the song, is it?”
Alice said, trying to feel interested.

“No, you don’t understand,” the Knight
said, looking a little vexed. “That’s what the
name is called. The name really is ‘The Aged
Aged Man.’”

“Then I ought to have said ‘That’s what
the song is called’?” Alice corrected herself.

“No, you oughtn’t, that’s quite another
thing! The song is called ‘Ways and Means’,
but that’s only what it’s called, you know!”

“Well, what is the song, then?” said
Alice, who was by this time completely be�
wildered.
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“The song really is ‘A�sitting On A Gate’, and
the tune’s my own invention.”

So saying, he stopped his horse and let
the reins fall on its neck; then, slowly beat�
ing time with one hand, and with a faint
smile lighting up his gentle foolish face,
as if he enjoyed the music of his song, he
began.

Of all the strange things that Alice saw
in her journey Through The Looking�Glass,
this was the one that she always remem�
bered most clearly. Years afterwards she
could bring the whole scene back again, as
if it had been only yesterday — the mild blue
eyes and kindly smile of the Knight — the
setting sun gleaming through his hair, and
shining on his armour in a blaze of light that
quite dazzled her — the horse quietly mov�
ing about, with the reins hanging loose on
his neck, cropping the grass at her feet —
and the black shadows of the forest be�
hind — all this she took in like a picture, as,
with one hand shading her eyes, she leant
against a tree, watching the strange pair,
and listening, in a half�dream, to the me�
lancholy music of the song.
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”“But the tune isn’t his own invention,”
she said to herself; “it’s ‘I give thee all,
I can no more’.”1 She stood and listened
very attentively, but no tears came into her
eyes.

        “I’ll tell thee everything I can;2

            There’s little to relate.
        I saw an aged aged man,
            A�sitting3 on a gate.
        ‘Who are you, aged man?’ I said.
            ‘And how is it you live?’
        And his answer trickled through my head,
            Like water through a sieve.

        He said, ‘I look for butterflies
            That sleep among the wheat;
        I make them into mutton�pies,
            And sell them in the street.
        I sell them unto men,’ he said,
            ‘Who sail on stormy seas;
        And that’s the way I get my bread —
            A trifle, if you please.’

1 ‘I give thee all, I can no more’ — песня, слова Томаса Мура
(Thomas Moore, 1779–1852), музыка Генри Раули Бишопа (Henry
Rowley Bishop, 1786–1855)

2 Пародия на стихотворение «Решимость и независимость»
(Resolution and Independence) Уильяма Уордсворта (William
Wordsworth, 1770–1850) — см. Appendix

3 A�sitting — сидящий
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            To dye one’s whiskers green,
        And always use so large a fan
            That they could not be seen.
        So, having no reply to give
            To what the old man said,
        I cried, ‘Come, tell me how you live!’
            And thumped him on the head.

        His accents mild took up the tale;
            He said, ‘I go my ways,
        And when I find a mountain�rill,
            I set it in a blaze;
        And thence they make a stuff they call
            Rowland’s Macassar�Oil —
        Yet twopence�halfpenny is all
            They give me for my toil.’

        But I was thinking of a way
            To feed oneself on batter,
        And so go on from day to day
            Getting a little fatter.
        I shook him well from side to side,
            Until his face was blue:
        ‘Come, tell me how you live,’ I cried,
            ‘And what it is you do!’

        He said, ‘I hunt for haddocks’ eyes
            Among the heather bright,
        And work them into waistcoat�buttons
            In the silent night.
        And these I do not sell for gold
            Or coin of silvery shine,
        But for a copper halfpenny,
            And that will purchase nine.
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”

        ‘I sometimes dig for buttered rolls,
            Or set limed twigs for crabs;
        I sometimes search for grassy knolls
            For wheels of hansom�cabs.
        And that’s the way’ (he gave a wink)
            ‘By which I get my wealth —
        And very gladly will I drink
            Your Honour’s noble health.’

        I heard him then, for I had just
            Completed my design
        To keep the Menai bridge from rust
            By boiling it in wine.
        I thanked him much for telling me
            The way he got his wealth,
        But chiefly for his wish that he
            Might drink my noble health.
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            My fingers into glue,
        Or madly squeeze a right�hand foot
            Into a left�hand shoe,
        Or if I drop upon my toe
            A very heavy weight,
        I weep, for it reminds me so
        Of that old man I used to know —

         Whose look was mild, whose speech was slow,
        Whose hair was whiter than the snow,
        Whose face was very like a crow,
        With eyes, like cinders, all aglow,
        Who seemed distracted with his woe,
        Who rocked his body to and fro,
        And muttered mumblingly and low,
        As if his mouth were full of dough,
        Who snorted like a buffalo —
        That summer evening long ago,
            A�sitting on a gate.”

As the Knight sang the last words of the
ballad, he gathered up the reins, and turned
his horse’s head along the road by which they
had come. “You’ve only a few yards to go,”
he said, “down the hill and over that little
brook, and then you’ll be a Queen. But you’ll
stay and see me off first?” he added as Alice
turned with an eager look in the direction to
which he pointed. “I shan’t be long. You’ll
wait and wave your handkerchief when I get



353

“I
T

’S
 M

Y
 O

W
N

 I
N

V
E

N
T

IO
N

”to that turn in the road? I think it’ll encourage
me, you see.”

“Of course I’ll wait,” said Alice; “and
thank you very much for coming so far —
and for the song — I liked it very much.”

“I hope so,” the Knight said doubtfully,
“but you didn’t cry so much as I thought you
would.”

So they shook hands, and then the Knight
rode slowly away into the forest. “It won’t
take long to see him off1, I expect,” Alice said
to herself, as she stood watching him. “There
he goes! Right on his head as usual! However,
he gets on again pretty easily — that comes
of having so many things hung round
the horse —” So she went on talking to her�
self, as she watched the horse walking lei�
surely along the road, and the Knight tumbl�
ing off, first on one side and then on the other.
After the fourth or fifth tumble he reached the
turn, and then she waved her handkerchief to
him, and waited till he was out of sight.

“I hope it encouraged him,” she said, as
she turned to run down the hill “and now

1 Игра слов: to see off — 1. провожать; 2. (зд.) увидеть, как
он падает
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grand it sounds!” A very few steps brought
her to the edge of the brook. “The Eighth
Square at last!” she cried as she bounded
across, and threw herself down to rest on a
lawn as soft as moss, with little flowerbeds
dotted about it here and there.

* * *

“Oh, how glad I am to get here! And what
is this on my head?” she exclaimed in a tone
of dismay, as she put her hands up to some�
thing very heavy, that fitted tight all around
her head.

“But how can it have got there without
my knowing it?” she said to herself, as she
lifted it off, and set it on her lap to make out
what it could possibly be.

It was a golden crown.
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Chapter IX
QUEEN ALICE

“Well, this is grand!” said Alice. “I never
expected I should be a Queen so soon — and
I’ll tell you what it is, your Majesty,” she
went on, in a severe tone (she was always
rather fond of scolding herself), “It’ll never
do for you to be lolling about on the grass
like that! Queens have to be dignified, you
know!”

So she got up and walked about — rather
stiffly just at first, as she was afraid that
the crown might come off; but she com�
forted herself with the thought that there
was nobody to see her, “and if I really am
a Queen,” she said as she sat down again,
“I shall be able to manage it quite well in
time.”

Everything was happening so oddly that
she didn’t feel a bit surprised at finding the
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to her, one on each side; she would have
liked very much to ask them how they came
there, but she feared it would not be quite
civil. However, there would be no harm, she
thought, in asking if the game was over.

“Please, would you tell me —” she began,
looking timidly at the Red Queen.

“Speak when you’re spoken to!” the Queen
sharply interrupted her.

“But if everybody obeyed that rule,” said
Alice, who was always ready for a little argu�
ment, “and if you only spoke when you were
spoken to, and the other person always waited
for you to begin, you see nobody would ever
say anything, so that —”

“Ridiculous!” cried the Queen. “Why, don’t
you see, child —” here she broke off with a
frown, and, after thinking for a minute, sud�
denly changed the subject of the conversa�
tion. “What do you mean by ‘If you really are
a Queen’? What right have you to call your�
self so? You can’t be a Queen, you know, till
you’ve passed the proper examination. And
the sooner we begin it, the better.”

“I only said ‘if’!” poor Alice pleaded in a
piteous tone.
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the Red Queen remarked, with a little shud�
der, “She says she only said ‘if’ —”

“But she said a great deal more than that!”
the White Queen moaned, wringing her hands.
“Oh, ever so much more than that!”

“So you did, you know,” the Red Queen
said to Alice. “Always speak the truth —
think before you speak — and write it down
afterwards.”

“I’m sure I didn’t mean —” Alice was be�
ginning, but the Red Queen interrupted her
impatiently.

“That’s just what I complain of! You
should have meant! What do you suppose is
the use of a child without any meaning?
Even a joke should have some meaning —
and a child’s more important than a joke,
I hope. You couldn’t deny that, even if you
tried with both hands.”

“I don’t deny things with my hands,” Alice
objected.

“Nobody said you did,” said the Red Queen.
“I said you couldn’t if you tried.”

“She’s in that state of mind,” said the White
Queen, “that she wants to deny something —
only she doesn’t know what to deny!”
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1 to do sums — решать арифметические задачи

“A nasty, vicious temper,” the Red Queen
remarked; and then there was an uncomfort�
able silence for a minute or two.

The Red Queen broke the silence by saying,
to the White Queen, “I invite you to Alice’s
dinner�party this afternoon.”

The White Queen smiled feebly, and said,
“And I invite you.”

“I didn’t know I was to have a party at
all,” said Alice; “but, if there is to be one,
I think I ought to invite the guests.”

“We gave you the opportunity of doing it,”
the Red Queen remarked; “but I daresay
you’ve not had many lessons in manners yet.”

“Manners are not taught in lessons,” said
Alice. “Lessons teach you to do sums1, and
things of that sort.”

“Can you do Addition?” the White Queen
asked. “What’s one and one and one and one
and one and one and one and one and one
and one?”

“I don’t know,” said Alice. “I lost count.”
“She can’t do Addition,” the Red Queen

interrupted. “Can you do Subtraction? Take
nine from eight.”
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“Nine from eight I can’t, you know,” Alice
replied very readily, “but —”

“She can’t do Subtraction,” said the White
Queen. “Can you do Division? Divide a loaf by
a knife — what’s the answer to that?”

“I suppose —” Alice was beginning, but
the Red Queen answered for her. “Bread�
and�butter, of course. Try another Subtrac�
tion sum. Take a bone from a dog, what re�
mains?”

Alice considered. “The bone wouldn’t re�
main, of course, if I took it — and the dog
wouldn’t remain, it would come to bite me —
and I’m sure I shouldn’t remain!”
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said the Red Queen.
“I think that’s the answer.”
“Wrong, as usual,” said the Red Queen;

“the dog’s temper would remain.”
“But I don’t see how —”
“Why, look here!” the Red Queen cried.

“The dog would lose its temper, wouldn’t it?”
“Perhaps it would,” Alice replied cau�

tiously.
“Then if the dog went away, its temper

would remain1!” the Queen exclaimed triumph�
antly.

Alice said, as gravely as she could, “They
might go different ways.” But she couldn’t
help thinking to herself, “What dreadful non�
sense we are talking!”

“She can’t do sums a bit!” the Queens said
together, with great emphasis.

“Can you do sums?” Alice said, turning
suddenly on the White Queen, for she didn’t
like being found fault with so much.

The Queen gasped and shut her eyes.
“I can do Addition,” she said, “if you give

1 Игра слов: to lose one’s temper — потерять самооблада�
ние, выйти из себя; Королева придает этому выражению бук�
вальное значение
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any circumstances!”

“Of course you know your ABC?” said the
Red Queen.

“To be sure I do,” said Alice.
“So do I,” the White Queen whispered;

“we’ll often say it over together, dear. And
I’ll tell you a secret — I can read words
of one letter! Isn’t that grand? However,
don’t be discouraged. You’ll come to it in
time.”

Here the Red Queen began again. “Can
you answer useful questions?” she said. “How
is bread made?”

“I know that!” Alice cried eagerly. “You
take some flour —”

“Where do you pick the flower1?” the
White Queen asked, “In a garden or in the
hedges?”

“Well, it isn’t picked at all,” Alice explained:
“it’s ground —”

“How many acres of ground2?” said the
White Queen. “You mustn’t leave out so
many things.”

1 Игра слов: flour [flCvA] — мука; flower [flCvA] — цветок
2 Игра слов: ground — 1. прич.  прош. вр. от гл. to grind —

молоть; 2. земля
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ly interrupted. “She’ll be feverish after so
much thinking.” So they set to work and
fanned her with bunches of leaves, till she
had to beg them to leave off, it blew her
hair about so.

“She’s all right again now,” said the Red
Queen. “Do you know Languages? What’s
the French for fiddle�de�dee?”

“Fiddle�de�dee’s not English,” Alice re�
plied gravely.

“Who ever said it was?” said the Red
Queen.

Alice thought she saw a way out of the
difficulty, this time. “If you’ll tell me what
language ‘fiddle�de�dee’ is, I’ll tell you the
French for it!” she exclaimed triumphantly.

But the Red Queen drew herself up rather
stiffly, and said, “Queens never make bar�
gains.”

“I wish Queens never asked questions,”
Alice thought to herself.

“Don’t let us quarrel,” the White Queen
said in an anxious tone. “What is the cause
of lightning?”

“The cause of lightning,” Alice said very
decidedly, for she felt quite certain about
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corrected herself. “I meant the other way.”

“It’s too late to correct it,” said the Red
Queen; “when you’ve once said a thing, that
fixes it, and you must take the consequences.”

“Which reminds me —” the White Queen
said, looking down and nervously clasping
and unclasping her hands, “we had such a
thunderstorm last Tuesday — I mean one of
the last set of Tuesdays, you know.”

Alice was puzzled. “In our country,” she
remarked, “there’s only one day at a time.”

The Red Queen said, “That’s a poor thin
way of doing things. Now here, we mostly
have days and nights two or three at a time,
and sometimes in the winter we take as many
as five nights together — for warmth, you
know.”

“Are five nights warmer than one night,
then?” Alice ventured to ask.

“Five times as warm, of course.”
“But they should be five times as cold, by

the same rule —”
“Just so!” cried the Red Queen. “Five

times as warm, and five times as cold — just
as I’m five times as rich as you are, and five
times as clever!”
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like the riddle with no answer!” she thought.
“Humpty Dumpty saw it too,” the White

Queen went on in a low voice, more as if
she were talking to herself. “He came to the
door with a corkscrew in his hand —”

“What did he want?” said the Red Queen.
“He said he would come in,” the White

Queen went on, “because he was looking for a
hippopotamus. Now, as it happened, there
wasn’t such a thing in the house, that morning.”

“Is there generally?1” Alice asked in an
astonished tone.

“Well, only on Thursdays,” said the Queen.
“I know what he came for,” said Alice; “he

wanted to punish the fish, because —”
Here the White Queen began again. “It

was such a thunderstorm, you can’t think!”
(“She never could, you know,” said the Red
Queen.) “And part of the roof came off, and
ever so much thunder got in — and it went
rolling round the room in great lumps — and
knocking over the tables and things — till
I was so frightened, I couldn’t remember my
own name!”

1 Is there generally — (зд.) а что, обычно бывают?
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try to remember my name in the middle of
an accident! Where would be the use of it?”
but she did not say this aloud, for fear of
hurting the poor Queen’s feelings.

“Your Majesty must excuse her,” the Red
Queen said to Alice, taking one of the White
Queen’s hands in her own, and gently strok�
ing it; “she means well, but she can’t help
saying foolish things as a general rule.”

The White Queen looked timidly at Alice,
who felt she ought to say something kind, but
really couldn’t think of anything at the mo�
ment.

“She never was really well brought up,”
the Red Queen went on, “but it’s amazing
how good�tempered she is! Pat her on
the head, and see how pleased she’ll be!”
But this was more than Alice had courage
to do.

“A little kindness — and putting her hair in
papers1 — would do wonders with her —”

The White Queen gave a deep sigh, and
laid her head on Alice’s shoulder. “I am so
sleepy!” she moaned.

1 putting her hair in papers  — завивка на папильотки
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Queen. “Smoothe her hair — lend her your
nightcap — and sing her a soothing lullaby.”

“I haven’t got a nightcap with me,” said
Alice, as she tried to obey the first direction;
“and I don’t know any soothing lullabies.”

“I must do it myself, then,” said the Red
Queen, and she began:

“Hush�a�by lady, in Alice’s lap!1

Till the feast’s ready, we’ve time for a nap.
When the feast’s over, we’ll go to the ball —
Red Queen, and White Queen, and Alice, and all!”

“And now you know the words,” she add�
ed, as she put her head down on Alice’s other
shoulder, “just sing it through to me. I’m
getting sleepy, too.” In another moment
both Queens were fast asleep, and snoring
loud.

“What am I to do?” exclaimed Alice, look�
ing about in great perplexity, as first one
round head, and then the other, rolled down
from her shoulder, and lay like a heavy lump
in her lap. “I don’t think it ever happened
before, that anyone had to take care of two

1 Пародия на известную колыбельную
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Queens asleep at once! No, not in all the His�
tory of England — it couldn’t, you know, be�
cause there never was more than one Queen
at a time. Do wake up, you heavy things!”
she went on in an impatient tone; but there
was no answer but a gentle snoring.

The snoring got more distinct every
minute, and sounded more like a tune; at last
she could even make out words, and she
listened so eagerly that, when the two great
heads suddenly vanished from her lap, she
hardly missed them.

She was standing before an arched door�
way, over which were the words “QUEEN
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… ALICE” in large letters, and on each side of

the arch there was a bell�handle; one was
marked “Visitors’ Bell,” and the other “Ser�
vants’ Bell.”

“I’ll wait till the song’s over,” thought
Alice, “and then I’ll ring the — the — which
bell must I ring?” she went on, very much
puzzled by the names. “I’m not a visitor, and
I’m not a servant. There ought to be one
marked ‘Queen,’ you know —”

Just then the door opened a little way, and
a creature with a long beak put its head out
for a moment and said, “No admittance till
the week after next!” and shut the door again
with a bang.

Alice knocked and rang in vain for a long
time; but at last a very old Frog, who was sit�
ting under a tree, got up and hobbled slowly
towards her; he was dressed in bright yellow,
and had enormous boots on.

“What is it, now?” the Frog said in a deep
hoarse whisper.

Alice turned round, ready to find fault
with anybody. “Where’s the servant whose
business it is to answer the door?” she began
angrily.

“Which door?” said the Frog.
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Alice almost stamped with irritation at
the slow drawl in which he spoke. “This
door, of course!”
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dull eyes for a minute; then he went nearer
and rubbed it with his thumb, as if he were
trying whether the paint would come off;
then he looked at Alice.

“To answer the door?” he said. “What’s it
been asking of?1” He was so hoarse that Alice
could scarcely hear him.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said.
“I speaks English, doesn’t I?”2 the Frog

went on. “Or are you deaf? What did it ask
you?”

“Nothing!” Alice said impatiently. “I’ve
been knocking at it!”

“Shouldn’t do that — shouldn’t do that —”
the Frog muttered. “Wexes3 it, you know.”
Then he went up and gave the door a kick with
one of his great feet. “You let it alone,” he pant�
ed out, as he hobbled back to his tree, “and it’ll
let you alone, you know.”

At this moment the door was flung open,
and a shrill voice was heard singing: —

1 Игра слов: to answer the door — открыть дверь; Лягушка
понимает фразу буквально: ответить двери

2 I speaks English, doesn’t I? = I speak English, don’t I? (про�
сторечье)

3 Wexes = Vexes
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‘I’ve a sceptre in hand, I’ve a crown on my head.
Let the Looking�Glass creatures, whatever they be,
Come and dine with the Red Queen,

the White Queen, and me!’”

And hundreds of voices joined in the cho�
rus: —

“Then fill up the glasses as quick as you can,
And sprinkle the table with buttons and bran;
Put cats in the coffee, and mice in the tea —
And welcome Queen Alice with thirty�times�three!”

Then followed a confused noise of cheer�
ing, and Alice thought to herself, “Thirty
times three makes ninety. I wonder if any�
one’s counting?” In a minute there was si�
lence again, and the same shrill voice sang
another verse:

“‘O Looking�Glass creatures,’ quoth2 Alice, ‘draw near!
’Tis an honour to see me, a favour to hear;
’Tis a privilege high to have dinner and tea
Along with the Red Queen, the White Queen, and me!’”

1 Пародия на песню  Вальтера  Скотта (Walter Scott, 1771–
1832) «Красавчик Данди» (Bonny Dundee) из его пьесы «Прокля�
тие рода Деворгойл» (The Doom of Devorgoil)

2 quoth — (устар.)  сказала, промолвила
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“Then fill up the glasses with treacle and ink,
Or anything else that is pleasant to drink;
Mix sand with the cider, and wool with the wine —
And welcome Queen Alice with ninety�times�nine!”

“Ninety times nine!” Alice repeated in des�
pair. “Oh, that’ll never be done! I’d better
go in at once —” and in she went, and there
was a dead silence the moment she appeared.

Alice glanced nervously along the table,
as she walked up the large hall, and noticed
that there were about fifty guests, of all
kinds: some were animals, some birds, and
there were even a few flowers among them.
“I’m glad they’ve come without waiting to
be asked,” she thought; “I should never have
known who were the right people to invite!”

There were three chairs at the head of the
table: the Red and White Queens had already
taken two of them, but the middle one was
empty. Alice sat down in it, rather uncom�
fortable at the silence, and longing for some�
one to speak.

At last the Red Queen began. “You’ve
missed the soup and fish,” she said. “Put
on the joint!” And the waiters set a leg of
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anxiously, as she had never had to carve
a joint before.

“You look a little shy; let me introduce you
to that leg of mutton,” said the Red Queen.
“Alice — Mutton, Mutton — Alice.” The leg of
mutton got up in the dish and made a little bow
to Alice; and Alice returned the bow, not
knowing whether to be frightened or amused.
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up the knife and fork, and looking from one
Queen to the other.

“Certainly not,” the Red Queen said, very
decidedly; “it isn’t etiquette to cut anyone
you’ve been introduced to. Remove the joint!”
And the waiters carried it off, and brought a
large plum�pudding in its place.

“I won’t be introduced to the pudding,
please,” Alice said rather hastily, “or we
shall get no dinner at all. May I give you
some?”

But the Red Queen looked sulky, and
growled, “Pudding — Alice, Alice — Pud�
ding. Remove the pudding!” and the waiters
took it away so quickly that Alice couldn’t
return its bow.

However, she didn’t see why the Red
Queen should be the only one to give orders;
so, as an experiment, she called out, “Wait�
er! Bring back the pudding!” and there it was
again in a moment, like a conjuring�trick. It
was so large that she couldn’t help feeling a
little shy with it, as she had been with the
mutton; however, she conquered her shyness
by a great effort, and cut a slice and handed
it to the Red Queen.
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“I wonder how you’d like it, if I were to cut
a slice out of you, you creature!”

It spoke in a thick, suety sort of voice, and
Alice hadn’t a word to say in reply; she could
only sit and look at it and gasp.

“Make a remark,” said the Red Queen;
“it’s ridiculous to leave all the conversation
to the pudding!”

“Do you know, I’ve had such a quantity
of poetry repeated to me to�day,” Alice be�
gan, a little frightened at finding that, the
moment she opened her lips, there was dead
silence, and all eyes were fixed upon her;
“and it’s a very curious thing, I think — every
poem was about fishes in some way. Do you
know why they’re so fond of fishes, all about
here?”

She spoke to the Red Queen, whose
answer was a little wide of the mark1. “As
to fishes,” she said, very slowly and solemn�
ly, putting her mouth close to Alice’s ear,
“her White Majesty knows a lovely riddle —
all in poetry — all about fishes. Shall she re�
peat it?”

1 wide of the mark — (разг.) мимо цели; не по теме
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it,” the White Queen murmured into Alice’s
other ear, in a voice like the cooing of a pi�
geon. “It would be such a treat! May I?”

“Please do,” Alice said very politely.
The White Queen laughed with delight,

and stroked Alice’s cheek. Then she began:

     “‘First, the fish must be caught.’
That is easy: a baby, I think, could have caught it.
     ‘Next, the fish must be bought.’
That is easy: a penny, I think, could have bought it.

     ‘Now cook me the fish!’
That is easy, and will not take more than a minute.
     ‘Let it lie in a dish!’
That is easy, because it already is in it.

     ‘Bring it here! Let me sup!’
It is easy to set such a dish on the table.
     ‘Take the dish�cover up!’
Ah, that is so hard that I fear I’m unable!

     For it holds it like glue —
Holds the lid to the dish, while it lies in the middle;
     Which is easiest to do,
Un�dish�cover the fish, or dishcover the riddle1?”

1 Игра слов: un�dish�cover и dishcover — неологизмы Кэр�
ролла (от dish — блюдо и  uncover — снимать крышку) созвуч�
ны глаголу discover — раскрывать



377

Q
U

E
E

N
 A

L
IC

E“Take a minute to think about it, and then
guess,” said the Red Queen. “Meanwhile, we’ll
drink your health1 — Queen Alice’s health!”
she screamed at the top of her voice2, and all
the guests began drinking it directly, and very
queerly they managed it: some of them put
their glasses upon their heads like extinguish�
ers, and drank all that trickled down their fac�
es — others upset the decanters, and drank
the wine as it ran off the edges of the table —
and three of them (who looked like kangaroos)
scrambled into the dish of roast mutton, and
began eagerly lapping up the gravy, “just like
pigs in a trough!” thought Alice.

“You ought to return thanks in a neat
speech,” the Red Queen said, frowning at
Alice as she spoke.

“We must support you, you know,” the
White Queen whispered, as Alice got up to do
it, very obediently, but a little frightened.

“Thank you very much,” she whispered in
reply, “but I can do quite well without.”

“That wouldn’t be at all the thing,” the
Red Queen said very decidedly; so Alice tried
to submit to it with good grace.

1 we’ll drink your health — мы выпьем за твое здоровье
2 at the top of her voice — во весь голос
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wards, when she was telling her sister the
history of her feast. “You would have thought
they wanted to squeeze me flat!”)

In fact it was rather difficult for her to
keep in her place while she made her speech:
the two Queens pushed her so, one on each
side, that they nearly lifted her up into the
air. “I rise to return thanks —” Alice began;
and she really did rise as she spoke, several
inches; but she got hold of the edge of the
table, and managed to pull herself down
again.

“Take care of yourself!” screamed the
White Queen, seizing Alice’s hair with both
her hands. “Something’s going to happen!”

And then (as Alice afterwards described
it) all sorts of things happened in a moment.
The candles all grew up to the ceiling, look�
ing something like a bed of rushes with fire�
works at the top. As to the bottles, they each
took a pair of plates, which they hastily fit�
ted on as wings, and so, with fork for legs,
went fluttering about in all directions; “and
very like birds they look,” Alice thought to

1 And they did push so! — Они так сильно давили на меня!
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confusion that was beginning.

At this moment she heard a hoarse laugh
at her side, and turned to see what was the
matter with the White Queen; but, instead of
the Queen, there was the leg of mutton sit�
ting in the chair. “Here I am!” cried a voice
from the soup�tureen, and Alice turned
again, just in time to see the Queen’s broad
good�natured face grinning at her for a mo�
ment over the edge of the tureen, before she
disappeared into the soup.

There was not a moment to be lost. Al�
ready several of the guests were lying down
in the dishes, and the soup ladle was walk�
ing up the table towards Alice’s chair, and
beckoning to her impatiently to get out of
its way.

“I can’t stand this any longer!” she cried,
as she jumped up and seized the tablecloth
with both hands; one good pull, and plates,
dishes, guests, and candles came crashing
down together in a heap on the floor.

“And as for you,” she went on, turning
fiercely upon the Red Queen, whom she con�
sidered as the cause of all the mischief — but
the Queen was no longer at her side — she
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a little doll, and was now on the table, mer�
rily running round and round after her own
shawl, which was trailing behind her.

At any other time Alice would have felt
surprised at this, but she was far too much
excited to be surprised at anything now. “As
for you,” she repeated, catching hold of the
little creature in the very act of jumping over
a bottle which had just lighted upon the table,
“I’ll shake you into a kitten, that I will1!”

1 that I will — (зд.) обязательно, непременно
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Chapter X
SHAKING

She took her off the table as she spoke, and
shook her backwards and forwards with all her
might.

The Red Queen made no resistance what�
ever; only her face grew very small, and her eyes
got large and green; and still, as Alice went on
shaking her, she kept on growing shorter — and
fatter — and softer — and rounder — and —
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Chapter XI
WAKING

…— it really was kitten, after all.
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Chapter XII
WHICH DREAMED IT?1

“Your Red Majesty shouldn’t purr so loud,”
Alice said, rubbing her eyes, and addressing the
kitten, respectfully, yet with some severity. “You
woke me out of oh! such a nice dream! And
you’ve been along with me, Kitty — all through
the Looking�glass world. Did you know it, dear?”

It is a very inconvenient habit of kittens (Alice
had once made the remark) that, whatever you
say to them, they always purr. “If they would
only purr for ‘yes,’ and mew for ‘no,’ or any rule
of that sort,” she had said, “so that one could keep
up a conversation! But how can you talk with a
person if they always say the same thing?”

On this occasion the kitten only purred,
and it was impossible to guess whether it
meant “yes” or “no.”

So Alice hunted among the chessmen on
the table till she had found the Red Queen;

1 Which Dreamed It? — Кому это приснилось?
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hearth�rug, and put the kitten and the
Queen to look at each other. “Now Kitty!”
she cried, clapping her hands triumphantly.
“Confess that was what you turned into!”

(“But it wouldn’t look at it,” she said,
when she was explaining the thing after�
wards to her sister; “it turned away its head,
and pretended not to see it, but it looked a
little ashamed of itself, so I think it must
have been the Red Queen.”)

“Sit up a little more stiffly, dear!” Alice
cried with a merry laugh. “And curtsey while
you’re thinking what to — what to purr. It
saves time, remember!” And she caught it up
and gave it one little kiss, “just in honour of
its having been a Red Queen.”

“Snowdrop, my pet!” she went on, looking
over her shoulder at the White Kitten, which
was still patiently undergoing its toilet, “when
will Dinah have finished with your White Ma�
jesty, I wonder? That must be the reason you
were so untidy in my dream — Dinah! Do you
know that you’re scrubbing a White Queen?
Really, it’s most disrespectful of you!

“And what did Dinah turn to, I wonder?”
she prattled on, as she settled comfortably
down, with one elbow on the rug, and her chin
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nah, did you turn to Humpty Dumpty? I think
you did — however, you’d better not mention
it to your friends just yet, for I’m not sure.

By the way, Kitty, if only you’d been
really with me in my dream, there was one thing
you would have enjoyed — I had such a quanti�
ty of poetry said to me, all about fishes! To�mor�
row morning you shall have a real treat1. All the
time you’re eating your breakfast, I’ll repeat
‘The Walrus and the Carpenter’ to you; and then
you can make believe it’s oysters, dear!

Now, Kitty, let’s consider who it was that
dreamed it all. This is a serious question, my
dear, and you should not go on licking your
paw like that — as if Dinah hadn’t washed
you this morning! You see, Kitty, it must
have been either me or the Red King. He was
part of my dream, of course — but then I was
part of his dream, too! Was it the Red King,
Kitty? You were his wife, my dear, so you
ought to know — Oh, Kitty, do help to settle
it! I’m sure your paw can wait!” But the pro�
voking kitten only began on the other paw,
and pretended it hadn’t heard the question.

Which do you think it was?

1 a real treat — (зд.) настоящий пир



386

T
H

R
O

U
G

H
 T

H
E

 L
O

O
K

IN
G

�G
L

A
S

S
…

A boat, beneath a sunny sky1

Lingering onward dreamily
In an evening of July —

Children three that nestle near,
Eager eye and willing ear,
Pleased a simple tale to hear —

Long has paled that sunny sky;
Echoes fade and memories die;
Autumn frosts have slain July.

Still she haunts me, phantomwise2.
Alice moving under skies
Never seen by waking eyes.

Children yet, the tale to hear,
Eager eye and willing ear,
Lovingly shall nestle near.

In a Wonderland they lie,
Dreaming as the days go by,
Dreaming as the summers die;

Ever drifting down the stream —
Lingering in the golden gleam —
Life, what is it but a dream?

1 Акростих, начальные буквы каждой строки образуют пол�
ное имя Алисы (Alice Pleasance Liddell), которой Кэрролл по�
святил обе книги про приключения Алисы

2 phantomwise — как призрак
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accusation n обвинение
alas interj увы
anklet n ножной браслет
anon adv вскоре
armour n латы, доспехи
ashes n пепел, зола
askance adv искоса
asunder adv порознь, отдельно
attitude n поза; осанка
awe n страх, трепет, благоговение
badger n барсук
bale n (поэт.) беда, зло
bang v ударять, стучать
bank n берег реки
bark n лай; v лаять
barley�sugar n леденец
bawl v кричать, орать во всю глотку
beak n клюв
beckon v манить; делать знак (рукой, пальцем)
bed n клумба, грядка
bee�hive n улей
beetle n жук
behead v отрубать голову
bellow v мычать
beseech v заклинать, умолять
bewilderment n замешательство; недоумение
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blast n сильный порыв ветра
blaze n пламя
bleat v блеять
blotting�paper n промокательная бумага
blue adj грустный; синий
bonfire n костер
boon n благодеяние; дар
bough n сук
bound n прыжок, скачок
brandish v махать, размахивать (мечом, палкой)
bridle n узда, уздечка
briny adj соленый; морской
bristle v ощетиниться
broil v жарить(ся)
brooch n брошь
brook n ручей
brow n (поэт.) лоб, чело
bud n бутон
bundle up v заворачивать(ся); n узелок, сверток
bustle about v суетиться
buttercup n лютик
camomile n ромашка; настой ромашки
candlestick n подсвечник
carpenter n плотник
cart n телега
castle n (шахм.) ладья, v (шахм.) рокироваться
cauldron n котел
check n шах
checkmate n шах и мат
chatter v болтать
cheer v аплодировать
chime n колокольный звон; звон курантов
chimney n дымоход
choke v давиться; задыхаться
chrysalis n куколка насекомых
cinders n зола, пепел
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claw n коготь
clutch v схватить
coax v уговаривать; добиться чего�л. с помощью уговоров,

лести
come off v отрываться
comfits n засахаренные фрукты, цукаты
commencement n начало
commotion n суета, суматоха
confusing adj сбивающий с толку
conger�eel n морской угорь
contempt n презрение
contemptuous adj презрительный
content adj довольный, удовлетворенный
contrariwise adv наоборот, напротив
coo v ворковать
corkscrew n штопор
cravat n (фр.) галстук; шарф
crawl v ползти
creature n существо; животное
crooked adj изогнутый, кривой
cross adj сердитый, злой
crow n ворона, ворон
crumb n крошка
crumple up v обваливаться, рушиться
cunning adj пронырливый, сообразительный
cur n грубый, невоспитанный человек
currant n коринка (сорт изюма); смородина
curtsey v делать реверанс
custard n сладкий крем (из яиц и молока)
dahlia n георгин
daisy n маргаритка
daisy�chain n венок
decanter n графин
decidedly adv решительно
demurely adv скромно, спокойно
devour v жадно есть, жрать
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discontented adj недовольный
dismal adj мрачный; зловещий
dismay n испуг, смятение
dodge v прятаться
dodo n дронт (вымершая птица)
door�post n дверной косяк
dormouse n (зоол.) соня (мышь)
dot v покрывать, усеивать
dough n тесто
doze off v дремать
drag v тянуть, тащить
draggle v пачкать, марать
dread n страх, трепет; благоговение
dunce n болван, тупица
dwindle v уменьшаться
eel n угорь
elbow n локоть
elfish adj проказливый, озорной
entangle v запутывать(ся)
ere prep (поэт.) до; перед
executioner n палач
extinguisher n огнетушитель
fan n веер; v обмахивать (веером)
farthing n фартинг (=1/4 пенни)
fawn n молодой олень
feast n торжество; пир
feeble adj слабый
fender n каминная решетка
ferret n хорек
fetch v принести, привести
fiddle n (разг.) скрипка
fiddle�de�dee n вздор, ерунда, чепуха
fiddlestick n смычок;  (обычно мн.ч.) вздор!, ерунда!, чепуха!
finger�post n указательный столб на развилке дороги
fire�irons n каминный прибор (совок, кочерга, щипцы для

угля)
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fleet adj быстрый, стремительный
flimsy adj хрупкий
fling v бросать
flurry n волнение; суматоха
flutter v перепархивать; развеваться (на ветру)
foe n (поэт.) враг
footman n лакей
fret v беспокоить, раздражать
frothy adj пенистый
frown v хмурить брови
frumenty n сладкая пшеничная каша на молоке с корицей
fumble v теребить; вертеть в руках
gauze n дымка, легкий туман
giddy adj испытывающий головокружение
gimlet n буравчик
glee n веселье; ликование
glide v скользить
gnat n комар
grasshopper n кузнечик
grass�plot n газон, лужайка
gravy n подливка, соус
graze v слегка касаться, задевать
grin v ухмыляться
groan v стонать
growl v рычать, ворчать; рычание
grunt v хрюкать
guinea�pig n морская свинка
gunpowder n порох
gust n порыв ветра
gyroscope n гироскоп
haddock n пикша (рыба)
hail v приветствовать
hastily adv поспешно
hatch v высиживать (птенцов)
haunt v преследовать
hay n сено
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heather n вереск
hearken v (поэт.) слушать
hearth n камин, очаг
hedgehog n еж
helmet n каска, шлем
hideous adj отвратительный; ужасный
hiss n шипение; свист
hoarse v хриплый
hobble v хромать
hollow v пустой
hookah n кальян
hop v прыгать
housemaid n горничная, служанка
howl v выть, стонать; реветь
hum v жужжать
impenetrability n непроницаемость
impertinent adj дерзкий, нахальный
incessantly adv непрерывно, постоянно
indignant adj негодующий, возмущенный
insolence n высокомерие, презрение
jaw n челюсть
jelly�fish n медуза
jog v толкнуть
joint n нога (как часть разрубленной туши)
juror = juryman n присяжный
kid�gloves n лайковые перчатки
knight n валет (в картах), конь (в шахматах)
knit v вязать
knoll n холмик
laden adj нагруженный; отягощенный, подавленный
ladle n поварешка, половник
languid adj вялый, медлительный
lap I n колени
lap II v лакать
lark n жаворонок
ledge n уступ, риф
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lightning n молния
limb n конечность (человека или животного)
linger v двигаться медленно, неторопливо
lizard n ящерица
lobster n омар
lodging�house n меблированные комнаты
looking�glass n зеркало
lory n лори (попугай)
lullaby n колыбельная
lump n большой кусок
magpie n сорока
meekly adv кротко
messenger n посыльный, курьер
mince�pie n сладкий пирожок с начинкой из изюма, миндаля

и пр.
mischief n вред; беда, зло
mop n швабра
morsel n маленький кусочек (пищи)
moss n мох
mousetrap n мышеловка
mulberry n шелковица, тутовое дерево
mumblingly adv бормоча
munch v жевать, чавкать
mutter v бормотать
mutton n баранина
nap n дремота; короткий сон
nestle v уютно, удобно устроиться
nibble v откусывать маленькими кусочками
nohow adv никак, никоим образом
obstinacy n упрямство
ointment n мазь
owl n сова
oyster n устрица
painstaking n старание, усердие; adv старательный
pant v часто и тяжело дышать, задыхаться
panther n пантера
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patter v топотать
paw n лапа
pawn n пешка
pebble n галька, мелкие камешки
peep v заглядывать
peer v всматриваться
peg n колышек, деревянный гвоздь
perplexity n недоумение; растерянность
petal n лепесток
piece n шахматная фигура
pinch v щипать
plaintive adj печальный, жалобный
plead v просить, умолять
poke v совать, пихать
poker n кочерга
ponder v размышлять
pop down v заскочить
porcupine n дикобраз
porpoise n морская свинья; дельфин
prick v уколоть
proboscis n хобот; хоботок
proceed v продолжать
prop v прислонить(ся)
puff v выпускать дым
pun n игра слов; каламбур
purr v мурлыкать
puzzled adj озадаченный
quaint adj необычный и привлекательный
queer adj странный, чудной
quench v утолять (жажду)
quilt n стеганое одеяло
quiver v дрожать, колыхаться
raisin n изюм
ramble v бродить
rap v стучать
rattle n погремушка
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rear v поднимать(ся)
refreshment n закуска
rejoice in v радоваться
relent v смягчаться
ribbon n лента
riddle n загадка
ridiculous adj нелепый, смехотворный
rill n ручеек; родник
ringlet n локон
ripe adj зрелый
ruddy adj румяный
rumbling n грохот
rush n тростник, камыш
rust n ржавчина
saddle n седло
sage n мудрец
salmon n лосось
sal�volatile n нюхательная соль
sap n сок (растений)
saunter v прогуливаться, прохаживаться
sawdust n опилки
scaly adj чешуйчатый, покрытый чешуей
scold v бранить(ся), ругать(ся)
scornfully adv пренебрежительно; насмешливо
scramble v пробираться с трудом; карабкаться
scroll n свиток
scurry v бежать стремглав, нестись
seal n тюлень
sealing�wax n сургуч
sensation n ощущение, чувство
sensible adj разумный, здравый
sentence n приговор
serpent n большая ядовитая змея
shaggy adj лохматый
shawl n платок, шаль
shed v проливать, лить (слезы)
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shovel n совок
shriek n пронзительный крик; визг
shrill adj пронзительный, резкий
shrimp n креветка
shudder n дрожь
sieve n решето, сито
simpleton n простак, дурачок
skim v нестись, скользить
skip v прыгать
slate n грифельная доска
slide v скользить
slippery adj скользкий
slyly adv хитро
snail n улитка
snappish adj едкий, колкий
sneeze v чихать
snore v храпеть
snort v фыркать, пыхтеть
snout n рыло
snug adj удобный; уютный
sob v рыдать; всхлипывать; n рыдание
solemnly adv торжественно
somersault n кульбит, прыжок кувырком
soothing adj успокаивающий
spike n шип
squeak v скрипеть
squeeze v сжимать, давить
stalk n стебель, ствол
stamp v топать
steady adj твердый, надежный
stingy adj скупой
stoop down v наклониться
stumble v спотыкаться, запинаться
subdued adj приглушенный, смягченный
suet n сало
sugar�loaf n голова сахара
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sullen adj угрюмый;  мрачный
sun�dial n солнечные часы
supple adj гибкий, эластичный
tar�barrel n бочка со смолой (дегтем)
tart n пирог (с фруктами, ягодами или вареньем)
tassel n кисточка (украшение)
teetotum n юла
temper n характер; настроение; самообладание
thatch v крыть крышу черепицей; n черепица
thimble n наперсток
thistle n чертополох
thump n глухой звук (удара)
tiger�lily n тигровая лилия
timid adj робкий, застенчивый
tin n жесть
tip over v опрокидывать(ся)
titter v хихикать
toe n палец ноги
toffy n ириска
toil n тяжелый труд
toll v звонить в колокол
toss v бросать, швырять
treacle n патока
tread v ступать; наступать
treat n угощение; пиршество; удовольствие
tremble v дрожать
trial n судебный процесс
trickle v течь тонкой струйкой
trifle n мелочь, пустяк
trip over v спотыкаться; падать (споткнувшись обо что�л.)
trot v спешить, торопиться, ехать рысью; n рысь (ход лошади)
trough n корыто
trumpet n труба
tuck away v засовывать, прятать
tulip n тюльпан
tumble v упасть, свалиться; n падение
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turtle n черепаха
twiddle v вертеть, крутить
twig n веточка, прут
twinkle v мигать
untwist v расплетать(ся), распутывать
uproar n гул, шум
venture v рисковать
vex v досаждать, раздражать
vinegar n уксус
wag v махать
walrus n морж
wander v бродить
wax�works n восковая фигура
weed n водоросль
weep v плакать, рыдать
whiting n мерланг (рыба типа трески)
wicked adj озорной, хулиганский
wig n парик
willow�tree n ива
wink v подмигивать
wither v вянуть
woe n горе; бедствие
worsted n пряжа для вязания
wriggle v изгибать(ся)
yawn v зевать
yonder adv (устар.) вон там; в ту сторону, туда
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Isaac Watts
AGAINST IDLENESS AND MISCHIEF

How doth the little busy bee
Improve each shining hour,
And gather honey all the day
From every opening flower.

How skillfully she builds her cell,
How neat she spreads the wax
And labours hard to store it well
With the sweet food she makes.

In works of labour or of skill,
I would be busy too;
For Satan finds some mischief still
For idle hands to do.

In books or work; or healthful play,
Let my first years be passed,
That I may give for every day
Some good account at last.
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OLD MAN’S COMFORTS

AND HOW HE GAINED THEM

“You are old, father William,” the young man cried,
“The few locks which are left are gray;
You are hale, father William, a hearty old man;
Now tell me the reason, I pray.”

“In the days of my youth,” father William replied,
“I remembered that youth would fly fast,
And abused not my health and my vigor at first,
That I never might need them at last.”

“You are old, father William,” the young man cried,
“And pleasures with you pass away.
And yet you lament not the days that are gone;
Now tell me the reason, I pray.”

“In the days of my youth,” father William replied,
“I remembered that youth could not last;
I thought of the future whatever I did;
That I never might grieve for the past.”

“You are old, father William,” the young man cried,
“And life must be hast’ning away;
You are cheerful and love to converse upon death;
Now tell me the reason, I pray.”

“I am cheerful, young man,” father William replied,
“Let the cause thy attention engage;
In the days of my youth I remembered my God.
And He hath not forgotten my age.”
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SPEAK GENTLY…

Speak gently; it is better far
To rule by love than fear;
Speak gently, let no hard word mar
The good we may do here.

Speak gently to the little child.
Its love be sure to gain;
Teach it in accents soft and mild;
It may not long remain.

Speak gently to the young; for they
Will have enough to bear;
Pass through this life as best they may,
’Tis full of anxious care.

Speak gently to the aged one,
Grieve not the care�worn heart;
Whose sands of life are nearly run,
Let such in piece depart.

Speak gently, kindly to the poor;
Let no harsh tone be heard;
They have enough they must endure,
Without an unkind word.

Speak gently to the erring; know
They must have toiled in vain;
Perchance unkindness made them so;
Oh, win them back again.
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The vows that true hearts bind,
And gently Friendship’s accents flow;
Affection’s voice is kind.

Speak gently; ’tis a little thing
Dropped in the heart’s deep well.
The good, the joy, that it may bring,
Eternity shall tell.

Jane Taylor
THE STAR

Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are
Up above the world so high
Like a diamond in the sky.

When the blazing sun is gone,
When he nothing shines upon,
When you show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.

Then the traveller in the dark
Thanks you for your tiny spark:
He could not see which way to go,
If you did not twinkle so.

In the dark blue sky you keep,
And often through my curtain peep,
For you never shut your eye
Till the sun is in the sky.
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Lights the traveller in the dark,
Though I now not what you are,
Twinkle, twinkle, little star.

Mary Howitt
THE SPID,ER AND THE FLY

“Will you walk into my parlour?” said the spider
to the fly.

“’Tis the prettiest little parlour that ever you did spy.
The way into my parlour is up a winding stair,
And I’ve got many curious things to show you

when you are there.”
“Oh, no, no,” said the little fly, “to ask me is in vain,
For who goes up your winding stair can ne’er

come down again.”

Isaac Watts
THE SLUGGARD

’Tis the voice of the sluggard, I heard him complain,
“You have waked me too soon. I must slumber again.”
As the door on its hinges, so he on his bed
Turns his sides and his shoulders and his heavy head.

“A little more sleep, and a little more slumber.”
Thus he wastes half his days, and hours without

number,
And when he gets up, he sits folding his hands,
Or walks about sauntering, or trifling he stands.
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The thorn and the thistle grow broader and higher,
The clothes that are on him are turning to rags;
And his money still wastes till he starves

or he begs.

I made him a visit, still hoping to find
That he took better care for improving his mind;
He told me his dreams, talked of eating and

drinking;
But he scarce reads the Bible, and never loves

thinking.

Said I then to my heart, “Here’s a lesson for me,
This man’s but a picture of what I might be;
But thanks to my friends for their care

in my breeding,
Who taught me betimes to love working

and reading.”

James M. Sayles
STAR OF THE EVENING

Beautiful star in heaven so bright,
Softly falls thy silvery light
As thou movest from earth afar,
Star of the evening, beautiful star.

Chorus:
Beautiful star,
Beautiful star,
Star of the evening, beautiful star.
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Follow me, come from earth away.
Upward thy spirit’s pinions try,
To realms of love beyond the sky.

Chorus.

Shine on, oh star of love divine,
And may our soul’s affection twine
Around thee as thou movest afar,
Star of the twilight, beautiful star.

Chorus.

NURSERY RHYME (FULL TEXT)

The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts,
All on a summer day:
The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts
And took them quite away!
The maidens then, and serving men
Stared at the King of Hearts:
“I see,” he said right solemnly,
“Who stole the damson tarts:
His lips retain the purple stain
Of juice upon them yet,
To hide his sin, his mouth and chin
To wipe, he did forget!”
All looked to see who it could be
Except the Knave, I wot,
Who did begin to wipe his chip
Though it no stain had got.



406

A
P

P
E

N
D

IX William Wordsworth
RESOLUTION AND INDEPENDENCE

There was a roaring in the wind all night;
The rain came heavily and fell in floods;
But now the sun is rising calm and bright;
The birds are singing in the distant woods;
Over his own sweet voice the Stock�dove broods;
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters;
And all the air is fill’d with pleasant noise of waters.

All things that love the sun are out of doors;
The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth;
The grass is bright with rain�drops; on the moors
The Hare is running races in her mirth;
And with her feet she from the plashy earth
Raises a mist; which, glittering in the sun,
Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth run.

I was a Traveller then upon the moor;
I saw the Hare that rac’d about with joy;
I heard the woods, and distant waters, roar;
Or heard them not, as happy as a Boy:
The pleasant season did my heart employ:
My old remembrances went from me wholly;
And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy.

But, as it sometimes chanceth, from the might
Of joy in minds that can no farther go,
As high as we have mounted in delight
In our dejection do we sink as low,
To me that morning did it happen so;
And fears, and fancies, thick upon me came;
Dim sadness, and blind thoughts I knew not nor

could name.
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I heard the Sky�lark singing in the sky;
And I bethought me of the playful Hare:
Even such a happy Child of earth am I;
Even as these blissful Creatures do I fare;
Far from the world I walk, and from all care;
But there may come another day to me,
Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty.

My whole life I have liv’d in pleasant thought,
As if life’s business were a summer mood;
As if all needful things would come unsought
To genial faith, still rich in genial good;
But how can He expect that others should
Build for him, sow for him, and at his call
Love him, who for himself will take no heed at all?

I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,
The sleepless Soul that perish’d in its pride;
Of Him who walk’d in glory and in joy
Behind his plough, upon the mountain�side:
By our own spirits are we deified;
We Poets in our youth begin in gladness;
But thereof comes in the end despondency and madness.

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace,
A leading from above, a something given,
Yet it befel, that, in this lonely place,
When up and down my fancy thus was driven,
And I with these untoward thoughts had striven,
I saw a Man before me unawares:
The oldest Man he seem’d that ever wore grey hairs.
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My course I stopped as soon as I espied
The Old Man in that naked wilderness:
Close by a Pond, upon the further side,
He stood alone: a minute’s space I guess
I watch’d him, he continuing motionless:
To the Pool’s further margin then I drew;
He being all the while before me full in view.

As a huge Stone is sometimes seen to lie
Couch’d on the bald top of an eminence;
Wonder to all who do the same espy
By what means it could thither come, and whence;
So that it seems a thing endued with sense:
Like a Sea�beast crawl’d forth, which on a shelf
Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself.

Such seem’d this Man, not all alive nor dead,
Nor all asleep; in his extreme old age:
His body was bent double, feet and head
Coming together in their pilgrimage;
As if some dire constraint of pain, or rage
Of sickness felt by him in times long past,
A more than human weight upon his frame had cast.

Himself he propp’d, his body, limbs, and face,
Upon a long grey Staff of shaven wood:
And, still as I drew near with gentle pace,
Beside the little pond or moorish flood
Motionless as a Cloud the Old Man stood;
That heareth not the loud winds when they call;
And moveth altogether, if it move at all.
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At length, himself unsettling, he the Pond
Stirred with his Staff, and fixedly did look
Upon the muddy water, which he conn’d,
As if he had been reading in a book:
And now such freedom as I could I took;
And, drawing to his side, to him did say,
“This morning gives us promise of a glorious day.”

A gentle answer did the Old Man make,
In courteous speech which forth he slowly drew;
And him with further words I thus bespake,
“What kind of work is that which you pursue?
This is a lonesome place for one like you.”
He answer’d me with pleasure and surprize;
And there was, while he spake, a fire about his eyes.

His words came feebly, from a feeble chest,
Yet each in solemn order follow’d each,
With something of a lofty utterance drest;
Choice word, and measured phrase; above the reach
Of ordinary men; a stately speech!
Such as grave Livers do in Scotland use,
Religious men, who give to God and Man their dues.

He told me that he to this pond had come
To gather Leeches, being old and poor:
Employment hazardous and wearisome!
And he had many hardships to endure:
From Pond to Pond he roam’d, from moor to moor,
Housing, with God’s good help, by choice or chance:
And in this way he gain’d an honest maintenance.
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The Old Man still stood talking by my side;
But now his voice to me was like a stream
Scarce heard; nor word from word could I divide;
And the whole Body of the man did seem
Like one whom I had met with in a dream;
Or like a Man from some far region sent;
To give me human strength, and strong admonishment.

My former thoughts return’d: the fear that kills;
The hope that is unwilling to be fed;
Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills;
And mighty Poets in their misery dead.
And now, not knowing what the Old Man had said,
My question eagerly did I renew,
“How is it that you live, and what is it you do?”

He with a smile did then his words repeat;
And said, that, gathering Leeches, far and wide
He travelled; stirring thus about his feet
The waters of the Ponds where they abide.
“Once I could meet with them on every side;
But they have dwindled long by slow decay;
Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may.”

While he was talking thus, the lonely place,
The Old Man’s shape, and speech, all troubled me:
In my mind’s eye I seem’d to see him pace
About the weary moors continually,
Wandering about alone and silently.
While I these thoughts within myself pursued,
He, having made a pause, the same discourse renewed.
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Chearfully uttered, with demeanour kind,
But stately in the main; and, when he ended,
I could have laugh’d myself to scorn, to find
In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.
“God,” said I, “be my help and stay secure;
I’ll think of the Leech�gatherer on the lonely moor.”

Walter Scott
BONNY DUNDEE

To the Lords of Convention ’twas Clavers who
spoke.
‘Ere the King’s crown shall fall there

are crowns to be broke;
So let each Cavalier who loves honour and me,
Come follow the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.”
Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can,
Come saddle your horses, and call up your men;
Come open the West Port and let me gang free,
And it’s room for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee!
Dundee he is mounted, he rides up the street,
The bells are rung backward, the drums they are

beat;
But the Provost, douce man, said,

“Just e’en let him be,
The Gude Town is weel quit of that Deil of Dundee.”
Come fill up my cup, etc.
As he rode down the sanctified bends of the Bow,
Ilk carline was flyting and shaking her pow;
But the young plants of grace they looked couthie

and slee,
Thinking luck to thy bonnet, thou Bonny Dundee!
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With sour�featured Whigs the Grass�market

was crammed,
As if half the West had set tryst to be hanged;
There was spite in each look, there was fear

in each e’e,
As they watched for the bonnets of Bonny Dundee.
Come fill up my cup, etc.
These cowls of Kilmarnock had spits and had spears,
And lang�hafted gullies to kill cavaliers;
But they shrunk to close�heads and the causeway

was free,
At the toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.
Come fill up my cup, etc.
He spurred to the foot of the proud Castle rock,
And with the gay Gordon he gallantly spoke,
“Let Mins Meg and her marrows speak twa words

or three,
For the love of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.”
Come fill up my cup, etc.
The Gordon demands of him which way he goes?
“Where’er shall direct me the shade of Montrose!
Your Grace in short space shall hear tidings of me,
Or that low lies the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.’
Come fill up my cup, etc.
“There are hills beyond Pentland and lands

beyond Forth,
If there’s lords in the Lowlands, there’s chiefs

in the North;
There are wild Duniewassals three thousand

times three,
Will cry hoigh! for the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.
Come fill up my cup, etc.
“There’s brass on the target of barkened bull�hide;
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The brass shall be burnished, the steel shall

flash free,
At the toss of the bonnet of Bonny Dundee.’
Come fill up my cup, etc.
“Away to the hills, to the caves, to the rocks
Ere I own an usurper, I’ll couch with the fox;
And tremble, false Whigs, in the midst of your glee,
You have not seen the last of my bonnet and me!“
Come fill up my cup, etc.
He waved his proud hand, the trumpets were blown,
The kettle�drums clashed and the horsemen rode on,
Till on Ravelston’s cliffs and on Clermiston’s lee
Died away the wild war�notes of Bonny Dundee.
Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can,
Come saddle the horses, and call up the men,
Come open your gates, and let me gang free,
For it’s up with the bonnets of Bonny Dundee!
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