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Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister
on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or twice she
had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no
pictures or conversations in it, “and what is the use of a
book,” thought Alice “without pictures or 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 way to hear the Rabbit say to
itself, “Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!” (when she thought
it over afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have
wondered at this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural);
but when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its
waistcoat-pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice
started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that she had
never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a
watch to take out of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran
across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time to see
it pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.

In another moment down went Alice after it, never once
considering how in the world she was to get out again.

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 happens!”

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
surprised to find that she remained the same size: to be sure,
this generally happens when one eats cake, but Alice had got
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.

“Curiouser and curiouser!” cried Alice (she was so much
surprised, that for the moment she quite forgot how to speak
good English); “now I’m opening out like the largest
telescope that ever was! 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 the way I want to go! Let
me see: I’ll give 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 carrier,” she thought; “and how
funny it’ll seem, sending presents to one’s own feet! And
how odd the directions will look!

Just then her head struck against the roof of the hall: in fact
she was now 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.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” 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 all round her, about four inches deep and reaching half
down the hall.

“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, you know, with oh,
such long curly brown hair! 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 understand 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 animals that had fallen into it: there were a
Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, and several other
curious creatures. Alice led the way, and the whole party
swam to the shore.

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
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familiarly with them, as if she had known them all her life.
Indeed, she had quite a long argument with the Lory, who at
last turned sulky, and would only say, “I am 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 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!” said the Mouse with an important air, “are you all
ready? This is the driest thing I know. Silence all round, if
you please! ‘William the Conqueror, whose cause was
favoured by the pope, was soon submitted to by the English,
who wanted leaders, and had been of late much accustomed
to usurpation and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of
Mercia and Northumbria—’”

This speech caused a remarkable sensation among the party.
Some of the birds hurried off at once: one old Magpie began
wrapping itself up very carefully, remarking, “I really must
be getting home; the night-air doesn’t suit my throat!” and a
Canary called out in a trembling voice to its children, “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-spirited. 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.

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 Duchess!
The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! Oh my fur and whiskers!
She’ll get me executed, as sure as ferrets are ferrets! 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 changed since her swim in the pool, and the
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
Ann, what are you doing out here? Run home this moment,

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 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 upstairs, 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.

“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 the leaves: “I should have liked teaching it tricks
very much, if—if I’d only been the right size to do it! Oh
dear! I’d nearly forgotten 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 did
not see anything that looked like the right thing to eat or
drink under the circumstances. There was a large mushroom
growing near her, about the same height as herself; 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 the 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.

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

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.”

“I’m afraid I can’t put it more clearly,” Alice replied very
politely, “for I can’t understand it myself to begin with; and
being so many different sizes in a day is very confusing.”

“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 butterfly, I should think
you’ll feel it a little queer, won’t you?”

“Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,” said Alice;
“all I know is, it would feel very queer to me.”
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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 herself up and
said, very gravely, “I think, you ought to tell me who you are,
first.”

Here was another puzzling question; and as Alice could not
think of any good reason, and as the Caterpillar seemed to be
in a very unpleasant state of mind, she turned away.

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?”

“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 growing sometimes taller and sometimes shorter,
until she had succeeded in bringing herself 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
minutes, 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 beautiful garden—how is
that to be done, I wonder?” 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!” So she began nibbling at the
righthand bit again, and did not venture to go near the house
till she had brought herself down to nine inches high.

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 livery: 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 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 order of the words a little, “From the Queen. An
invitation for the Duchess to play croquet.”

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.

“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 extraordinary 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.

“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 remained 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 my life!”

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, because 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 nearer till she had nibbled some more of the
lefthand 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 instead!”

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, resting their elbows on
it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable for the
Dormouse,” 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.

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it
but tea. “I don’t see any wine,” she remarked.

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice; “it’s laid for a
great many more than three.”
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“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been
looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, and this
was his first speech.

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 asking 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.

“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least—at least I mean what I
say—that’s the same thing, you know.”

“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “You might just
as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ is the same thing as ‘I eat
what I see’!”

“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. “That’s very curious!” she thought.
“But everything’s curious today. 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 herself, and began by taking the little golden key, and
unlocking the door that led into the garden. Then she went 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 beautiful garden, among the bright flower-beds and the
cool fountains.

A large rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden: the
roses growing on it were white, but there were three
gardeners at it, busily painting them red. Alice thought this a
very curious thing, and she went nearer to watch them, and
just as she came up to them she heard one of them say, “Look
out now, Five! Don’t go splashing paint over me like that!”

“You’d better not talk!” said Five. “I heard the Queen say
only yesterday you deserved to be beheaded!”

“Yes, it is his business!” said Five, “and I’ll tell him—it was
for bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of onions.”

Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun “Well, of all
the unjust things—” when his eye chanced to fall upon Alice,
as she stood watching them, and he checked himself
suddenly: the others looked round also, and all of them
bowed low.

Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began
in a low voice, “Why the fact is, you see, Miss, this here

ought to have been a red rose-tree, and we put a white one in
by mistake; and if the Queen was to find it out, we should all
have our heads cut off, you know. So you see, Miss, we’re
doing our best, afore she comes, to—” At this moment Five,
who had been anxiously looking across the garden, called out
“The Queen! The Queen!” and the three gardeners instantly
threw themselves flat upon their faces. There was a sound of
many footsteps, and Alice looked round, eager to see the
Queen.

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these were all shaped
like the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with their hands and
feet at the corners: next the ten courtiers; these were
ornamented all over with diamonds, and walked two and two,
as the soldiers did. After these came the royal children; there
were ten of them, and the little dears came jumping merrily
along hand in hand, in couples: they were all ornamented
with hearts. Next came the guests, mostly Kings and Queens,
and among them Alice recognised the White Rabbit: it was
talking in a hurried nervous manner, smiling at everything
that was said, and went by without noticing her. Then
followed the Knave of Hearts, carrying the King’s crown on
a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this grand
procession, came THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS.

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 going 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 something wasn’t done
about it in less than no time she’d have everybody executed,
all round. (It was this last remark that had made the whole
party look so grave and anxious.)

Alice could think of nothing else to say 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 executioner went off like an arrow.

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 executioner ran
wildly up and down looking for it, while the rest of the party
went back to the game.

“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.
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“When I’m a Duchess,” she said to herself, (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
always pepper that makes people hot-tempered,” she went
on, very much pleased at having found out a new kind of
rule, “and vinegar that makes them sour—and camomile that
makes them bitter—and—and barley-sugar and such things
that make children 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.”

“Tut, tut, child!” said the Duchess. “Everything’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 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 upon Alice’s
shoulder, and it was an uncomfortably sharp chin. However,
she did not like to be rude, so she bore it as well as she could.

“Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, counting
off the subjects on his flappers, “—Mystery, ancient and
modern, with Seaography: then Drawling—the
Drawling-master was an old conger-eel, that used to come
once a week: he taught us Drawling, Stretching, and Fainting
in Coils.”

“Well, I can’t show it you myself,” the Mock Turtle said:
“I’m too stiff. And the Gryphon never learnt it.”

“Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon: “I went to the Classics
master, though. He was an old crab, he was.”

“I never went to him,” the Mock Turtle said with a sigh: “he
taught Laughing and Grief, 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.

This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought it over a
little before she made her next remark. “Then the eleventh
day must have been a holiday?”

“That’s enough about lessons,” the Gryphon interrupted in a
very decided tone: “tell her something about the games now.”

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 perhaps you were never even
introduced to a lobster—” (Alice began to say “I once
tasted—” but checked herself hastily, and said “No, never”)
“—so you can have no idea what a delightful thing a Lobster
Quadrille is!”

“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—”

“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.

“Come, let’s try the first figure!” said the Mock Turtle to the
Gryphon. “We can do without lobsters, you know. Which
shall sing?”

So they began solemnly dancing round and round Alice,
every now and then treading on her toes when they passed
too close, and waving their forepaws 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.
“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?

“Beautiful Soup, so rich and green, 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!

“Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish, Game, or any other
dish? Who would not give all else for two p ennyworth only
of beautiful Soup? 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, taking 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 followed
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them, the melancholy words:—

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 justice before, but she had
read about them in books, and she was quite pleased to find
that she knew the name of nearly everything there. “That’s
the judge,” she said to herself, “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 frontispiece if you want to
see how he did it,) he did not look at all comfortable, and it
was certainly not becoming.

“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.

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 how she would gather
about her other little children, and make their eyes bright and
eager with many a strange tale, perhaps even with the dream
of Wonderland of long ago: and how she would feel with all
their simple sorrows, and find a pleasure in all their simple
joys, remembering her own child-life, and the happy summer
days.
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