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However, when the Rabbit actually took a watch 
out of its waistcoat pocket, looked at it and 

then hurried on, Alice jumped to her feet.

When she thought it over 
afterward, it occurred to her 

that she should have been 
surprised at this but, at the 

time, it all seemed quite natural.

...when suddenly…

She was considering in her own mind 
whether the pleasure of making a daisy 

chain would be worth the trouble of 
getting up and picking the daisies...

Once or twice she had peeped into 
the book her sister was reading.

Alice was beginning to get very 
tired of sitting by her sister on the 
bank, and of having nothing to do.

Oh dear! 
Oh dear! I 
shall be 

late!

What is the 
use of a book 

without pictures 
or conversation?
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Down went Alice after it, never 
once considering how in the 

world she was to get out again. 

It flashed across her mind that she had 
never seen a rabbit with a waistcoat 

pocket before, or a watch to take out of it.

I hope they’ll 
remember her saucer 

of milk at teatime. 
I hope--

My cat, 
Dinah, will miss 
me very much 

tonight.
How funny 

it’ll seem to come 
out among the 

people that walk 
with their heads 

downward!

I shall have 
to ask them what 

the name of the country 
is. Please, ma’am, is 
this New Zealand or 

Australia?

And what an 
ignorant little girl 

she’ll think me for asking! 
No, it’ll never do to ask: 

perhaps I will see it 
written somewhere. 

I wonder 
if I shall fall 

right through 
the Earth! 

I wonder how 
many miles I’ve fallen 

so far. I must be getting 
somewhere near the 
center of the Earth.

After such a 
fall as this, I shall 
think nothing of 

tumbling down stairs! 

...she found herself falling 
down a very deep well. 

The rabbit hole went straight on 
like a tunnel. And then, suddenly...

And the fall was over.
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However, the second 
time around, she came 

upon something she had 
not noticed before.

The door behind the curtain 
was about fifteen inches high.

Alice was delighted. She 
opened the door and 

found that it led into a 
small passage, not much 

larger than a rat hole.

...either the locks were too 
large, or the key was too small.

Suddenly, the Rabbit 
was nowhere to be 

seen. There were doors 
all around the hall, but 

they were all locked.

Trying every door, Alice 
walked sadly down the 

hall, wondering how 
she was ever going to 

get out again.

Alice’s first idea was that the 
tiny golden key might belong to 

one of the doors of the hall, but...

Alice was not hurt at all. Before 
her was another long passage, 
and the White Rabbit was still 

in sight, hurrying down it.

Oh my ears 
and whiskers, 
how late it’s 

getting!

There’s 
a key on that 
glass table.

Maybe it 
will help.

It fits!

At the other end 
of the passage...
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It was not marked ‘poison’, 
so Alice decided to taste it.

It had a sort of mixed flavor of cherry 
tart, custard, pineapple, roast turkey, 

toffee, and hot buttered toast.

And very soon she 
finished it off.

It was all very well to say ‘drink 
me’, but the wise little Alice was 
not going to do that in a hurry.

So many strange things had happened 
lately that Alice had begun to think that 

very few things were really impossible.

...was the loveliest 
garden you ever saw.

No, I’ll look 
first, and see 

whether it’s marked 
‘poison’ or not.

That was 
certainly not on 
this glass table 

before!

Even if my 
head would go 

through, 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.
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Soon her eye fell on 
a little box that was 
lying under the table. 

Alice generally gave herself 
very good advice, though 

she very rarely followed it.

But when she got to 
the door, she realized 
she had forgotten the 

little golden key.

And when she went back to 
the table, she found she 

could not possibly reach it. 

She could see the key clearly 
through the glass, but the table 

leg was too slippery to climb.

Come, there’s 
no use in crying 

like that! I advise 
you to stop this 

minute!

It might end 
in my going out 

altogether, like a 
candle. I wonder 
what I would be 

like then?

What a curious 
feeling! I must be 
shutting up like 

a telescope.

She was now only ten inches high 
and her face brightened at the 
thought that she was the right 

size to go through the little door 
into that lovely garden.

CAMPFIRETM www.campfire.co.in



Alice was just an ordinary girl 

—imaginati ve and curious and 

thirsti ng for adventure. She was 

an ordinary girl, that is, unti l she 

fi nds herself suddenly transported 

to a place that is anything but 

ordinary.

Aft er diving down a rabbit hole, 

young Alice encounters a magical 

world ruled by a vicious Queen. 

It is a world where anything can 

happen—a world fi lled with a 

talking caterpillar, a puppy as big 

as a house, and a Cheshire Cat 

that can disappear and reappear 

in the blink of an eye. Are these 

colorful characters real? If so, 

how will Alice ever fi nd her way 

back home? 

Beloved for more than a century, 

Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland 

is widely viewed as Lewis Carroll’s 

masterpiece―a fantasti c journey 

that will never be forgott en.
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