
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 withered wreath of flowers Plucked in a far-off land.

Grace’s “Alice In Wonderland”



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 
“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 too late!” (when 
she thought it over afterwards, it oc- curred 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 waist- coat-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 Alice after it, never 
once considering how in 
the world she was to get 
out again.
The rabbit-hole went 

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 must be 
getting somewhere near 
the centre of the earth. Let 
me see: that would be four 
thousand miles down, 
I think—” (for, you see, Alice had learnt several things of this sort in her lessons in the 
schoolroom, and though this was not a very good opportunity for showing off her knowl-
edge, as there was no one to listen to. 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 began to get rather sleepy, and went on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort 
of way, “Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?” and sometimes, “ 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 earnestly, “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.



“Curiouser and cu- riouser!” cried 
Alice (she was so much sur- prised, 
that for the moment she quite for- got 
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. t 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!”
Alas ! It was too late to wish that ! She 
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. Now I 
can do no more, whatever happens. 
What will become of me?”



“Idiot!” said the 
Queen, tossing her 
head impatiently; and, 
turning to Alice, she 
went on, “What’s your 
name, child?”
“My name is Alice, so 
please your Majesty,” 
said Alice very politely; 
but she added, to herself, 
“Why, they’re only a pack 
of cards, after all. I needn 
’t be afraid of them !”
“And who are these?” said 
the Queen, point- ing to 
the three gardeners who 
were lying round the 
rose-tree; for you see, as 
they were lying on their 
faces, and the pattern on 
their backs was the same 

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after 
glaring at her for a moment like a wild beast, 
began screaming, “Off with her head! Off—” “ 
Nonsense !” said Alice, very 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 
“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!” 
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.



Grace’s “Alice In Wonderland”



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 withered 
wreath of flowers Plucked 
in a far-off land.


