Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland
CHAPTER V –

The Caterpillar scene as illustrated by John Tenniel (1865).

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.
"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!"
"I ca'n't explain myself, I'm afraid, Sir," said Alice, "because I'm not myself, you see."
"I don't see," said the Caterpillar.
"I'm afraid I ca'n't put it more clearly," Alice replied, very politely, "for I ca'n't understand it
myself, to begin with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very confusing." "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 butterfly, I should think you'll
feel it a little queer, wo'n't you?"
"Not a bit," said the Caterpillar.
"Well, perhaps your feelings maybe different," said Alice: "all I know is, it would feel very
queer to me." "You!" said the Caterpillar contemptuously. "Who are you?" Which brought them
back again to the beginning of the conversation.
*****************

CHAPTER VI –
"Cheshire-Puss," she began, rather timidly, as she did not at all know whether it would like the
name: however, it only 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 added 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."
"But I don't want to go among mad people," Alice remarked.
"Oh, you ca'n't help that," said the Cat: "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?"
"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.
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-bye, what became of the baby?" said the Cat. "I'd nearly forgotten to ask."
"It turned into a pig," Alice answered very 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 hatters
before,"she said to herself: "the March Hare will be much the most interesting, and perhaps, as this
is May, it wo'n't be raving mad—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'?' 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 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 all my life!"

The Cheshire Cat in Alice in Wonderland, dir. Clyde Geronimi, Wilfred Jackson and Hamilton Luske for Disney (1951).

Chapter VIII –
She was looking about for some way of escape, 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."
"How are you getting on?" said the Cat, as 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
some one to listen to her. The Cat seemed to think that there was enough of it now in sight, and no
more of it appeared.
*****************

Through the Looking-Glass
CHAPTER VI –
"Yes, all his horses and all his men," Humpty Dumpty went on. "They'd pick me up again in a
minute, they would! However, this conversation is going on a little too fast: let's go back to the last
remark but one."
"I'm afraid I ca'n't quite remember it," Alice said, very politely.
"In that case we start afresh," said Humpty Dumpty, "and it's my turn to choose a subject—"
("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?" Alice made a short calculation, and said "Seven years and six months."
"Wrong!" Humpty Dumpty exclaimed triumphantly. "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 argument, so she said nothing.
"Seven years and six months!" Humpty Dumpty repeated thoughtfully.
"An uncomfortable sort of age. Now if you'd asked my advice, I'd have said 'Leave off at
seven'—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 suggestion. "I mean," she said,"that one ca'n't help
growing older."
"One ca'n't, perhaps," said Humpty Dumpty; "but two can. With proper assistance, you
might have left off at seven."
"What a beautiful belt you've got on!" Alice 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 cravat, 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 angry, 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 Dumpty
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!"
"Is it really?" said Alice, quite pleased to find that she had chosen a good subject, after all.
"They gave it me," Humpty Dumpty continued thoughtfully, as he crossed one knee over the
other and clasped his hands round it, "they gave itme—for an un-birthday present."
"I beg your pardon?" Alice said with a puzzled air.
"I'm not offended," said Humpty Dumpty.
"I mean, what is an un-birthday present?"
"A present given when it isn't your birthday, 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?"
"Three hundred and sixty-four, of course."
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 interrupted.
"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-birthday 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. Humpty Dumpty smiled
contemptuously. "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."

Humpty Dumpty according to John Tenniel (1871)

