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Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll

written in 1865 by English author, Lewis Carroll, the tile of the bookis
usually shortened to Alice in Wonderland. The author’s name was
actually Charles Dodgson, Lewis Carroll was his special writing name,
this is sometimes called a pen name or pseudonym (pronounced soo-
duh-nim). The story is one of the best-known and most popular works in
the English language. It was written for Alice Liddell, the daughter of one
of his friends, and it has been translated into at least 97 languages.

Alice wes beginning to get very fired of sitting by her sister an the bank and
having nothing o do_when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ron close by
her.

There was nothing so very remarkoble in that; nor did Alice fhink t so very much.
out of the way fo hear the Rabbit say to itself, "Oh dearl Oh dearl I shall be
lotet. (Arerwords, it occurred fo her that she ought fo have wondered about this,
but of the fime it oll seemed quite natural) When the Rabbit actually fook o
watch out of its woistcoat-pocket, ond looked ot t, and then hurried on, Alice:
storted to her feet, for it floshed across her mind that she had never before seen
o rabbit with either o woistcoat-pocke?, or o wotch fo take out of i, and burning
with curiosity, zhe ran across the field after it. Fortunately, she was just in fime o
see it pop down o lorge rabbit hole under the hedge.

In onother moment down went Alice after it never once
considering how in the world she was going fo get out again.

The rabbit hole went siroight on like a funnel for some
way, and then dipped so suddenly down, that Alics had
ot 6 moment fo think about stopping herself before
she found herself falling down @ very deep well Either
the well wos very dee, or she fell very slowiy, for she.
had plenty of time os she went down fo look about her
ond fo wonder what wos ging fo hoppen next
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First, she tried o laok down fo what she was coming fa, but it was too dark. Then
she looked af the sides of the well, and noticed thot they were filed with
cuboards and boak-shelves. Here and there she saw maps and pictures hung
upon pegs.

Down, down, down. Would it never end?

| wonder how many miles I've fallen by this time?” she soid aloud. T must be
getting near the centre of the earth
Down, down, down.

when suddenly, thump! thump! she landed on o heap of sticks ond dry leoves,
and the foll was over.

Alice was not @ bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in @ mament. She
losked up, but it was all dark overhead. In frant of her was another long
possage, and the White Rabbit was

hurrying down it. There wos nof &

mament to be lost. Alice was just in fime.

1o hear it say, as i turned o corner,

“Oh my ors and whiskers, how late ifs

ettingl She was close behind it when

<he turned the corner, but the Rabbit

was no longer fo be seen. She found

herself in o long, low holl, It up by o

row of lomps hanging

from the roof.

There were doors oll around 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
wolked sadly down the middle,
wondering how she wos ever fo get out
ogoin.
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Suddenly she came upon  ltle three-legged fable, ll made of solid glass. There
was nothing on it except o tiny golden key, and Alice's first thought wos that it
might belong o one of the doors of the hll but, clos! either the locks were

100 lorge, o the key was foo smll and it would not open any of them.

However, on the second fime round, she came
upon @ low curfain she had not noficed
before, and behind it was o lttle door obout
fifteen inches high. She tried the litrle golden
key in the lock, and fo her great delight it
fitted!

‘Alice opened the door and found that it led
nto o smoll passoge, not much larger thon o
rat-hole. She knelt down and laoked along the.
possage info the loveliest garden you ever saw.
How she longed to get out of that dark holl, and wander through the bright
Flowers and cool fountains, but she could not even get her head though the
doorway, “even if my head would go through; thought poor Alice, it would be of
very lttle use without my shoulders. Oh, how | wish I could close up like @
telescopel

There zeemed to be no use in waiting
by the lttle door, so she went back to
the table, helf hoping she might find
another key on it or ot least o book of
rules for closing people up like.
telescopes. This fime she found o lttle
bottle on it, (which certainly was nof.
here before;” seid Alice,) and round the
neck of the bottle wos a paper label,
with the words DRINK ME beautifully
printed on it in large letters.





