.1’, king'Gl{lSS Hou&'e
1471
book, of course! And, if T hold ;
3 » > t
all go the n‘ght way ag;u?’r’) toa glass, the
was the poem that Alice read
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Alice looked on with great interest as the King togk
an enormous memorandum-book out of his pocke
and began writing. A sudden thought struck her
and she took hold of the end of the pencil, whig

came some way over his shoulder, and began writi
for hitn. y . JABBERWOCKY

The poor King looked puzzled and unhappy, & 'Tw“’ brillig, and the slithy toves
struggled with the pencil for some time without sg D“'i 8yre and gimble in the wabe:
ing anything; but Alice was too strong for him, gng All mimsy were the borogoves j
at last he panted out “My dear! I really must go And the mome raths th;abe
thinner pencil. I ca’n’t manage this one a bit: it wrif "y 4
all mannl:;' of things that I don’t intend—" B;‘;f:;:;heﬂ{abb?'wock, my son!

“What manner of things?” said the Queen, look Betare th: ; Zt bzte,. the clows that catchl '
over the bock (in which Alice had put ‘The Wi ] The fru w iub bird, and shun |
Knight ie sliding down the poker. He balances mious Bandersnatchl” |‘|
badly’). “That's not a memorandum of your feeling He took his vorne ; 1

Tlll/ere was a book lying near Alice on the tab) Long time t‘;g’:llasword - - hze"d‘
while she sat watching the White King (fo S0 rested he by the Tumtun{o; sought— !
still a little anxious about him, and had th And st0od awhile in thoy ee, !
ready to throw over him, in case he fainted agj R ght.
she turned over the leaves, to find some part thal ing, as in uffish thought he stood '
could read, “—for it’s all in some language 1 ) The Jabberwock, with eyesoffiame I
know,” she said to herself. : me whiffling through the tulgey wood |

Tt was like this. And burbled as it camel | 0

AIOWHRAANS 46, twol One, twol And through and through |"
. vorpal blade went snicker-snack] 4
mwmw.ﬂmmﬁ' ) itdead»a"dw#hitshead R
i od8 ok oldeniy oo vy WA He went galumphing back, i
Aweoponed ods omee et N .
»zrduo sunt s ol Sk idhast thou slain the JabberwockP
¢ to my arms, my beamish boy/ ,

She puzzled over this for some time, but at
bright thought struck her. “Why, it’s a Looki
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*Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

“It seems very preity,” she said when she k
finished it, “but it's rather hard to understand!” (3
see she didn’t like to confess, even to herself, th;
couldn’t make it out at all.) “Somehow it seems g
my head with ideas—only 1 don’t exactly know ¢
they arel However, somebady killed some
that's clear, at any rate——" .

“But oh!” thought Alice, suddenly jumping uj
I don’t make haste, I shall have to go back thx
the Looking-glass, before I've seen what the
of the house is likel Let's have a look at the
den first]” She was out of the room in a mom ont
ran down stairs—or, at least, it wasn't exa
ning, but a new invention for getting down
quickly and easily, as Alice said to herself. Sk
kept the tips of her fingers on the hand-ra
floated gently down without even touchin
stairs with her feet: then she foated on thron
hall, and would bave gone straight out |
door in the same way, if she hadn't caught |
the door-post. She was getting a little giddy
much floating in the air, and was rather glad
herself walking again in the natural way.




