
Fantasy is a key term both in psychology and in the art and arti-
fice of humanity. The things we make, including our stories, reflect, 
serve, and often shape our needs and desires. We see this everywhere 
from fairy tale to kiddie lit to myth; from «Cinderella» to Alice in 
Wonderland to Superman; from building a fort as a child to building 
ideal, planned cities as whole societies. Fantasy in ways both entertain-
ing and practical serves our persistent needs and desires and illumi-
nates the human mind. Fantasy expresses itself in many ways, from 
the comfort we feel in the godlike powers of a fairy godmother to the 
seductive unease we feel confronting Dracula. From a practical view-
point, of all the fictional forms that fantasy takes, science fiction, from 
Frankenstein to Avatar, is the most important in our modern world 
because it is the only kind that explicitly recognizes the profound ways 
in which science and technology, those key products of the human 
mind, shape not only our world but our very hopes and fears. This 
book will try to explore Fantasy in general and Science Fiction in 
specific both as art and as insights into ourselves and our world. 



The Grimm Brothers Children's 
and Household Tales 

History Focus 
Children's and Household Tales is a collection of German 

fairy tales first published in 1812 by the Grimm brothers, 
Jacob and Wilhelm. The collection is commonly known in 
the Anglosphere as Grimm's Fairy Tales. 

The first volumes were much criticized because, alt-
hough they were called «Children's Tales», they were not 
regarded as suitable for children, both for the scholarly in-
formation included and the subject matter. Many changes 
through the editions – such as turning the wicked mother 
of the first edition in Snow White and Hansel and Gretel to a 
stepmother, were probably made with an eye to such suita-
bility. They removed sexual references–such as Rapunzel's 
innocently asking why her dress was getting tight around 
her belly, and thus naïvely revealing her pregnancy and the 
prince's visits to her stepmother–but, in many respects, vio-
lence, particularly when punishing villains, was increased. 

The Golden Goose 
There was a man who had three sons, the youngest of 

whom was called Dummling, and was despised, mocked, 
and put down on every occasion.  

It happened that the eldest wanted to go into the forest 
to hew wood, and before he went his mother gave him a 
beautiful sweet cake and a bottle of wine in order that he 
might not suffer from hunger or thirst. 

When he entered the forest there met him a little grey-
haired old man who bade him good-day, and said, «Do give 
me a piece of cake out of your pocket, and let me have a 
draught of your wine; I am so hungry and thirsty.» But the 
prudent youth answered, «If I give you my cake and wine, 
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I shall have none for myself; be off with you,» and he left 
the little man standing and went on. 

But when he began to hew down a tree, it was not long 
before he made a false stroke, and the axe cut him in the 
arm, so that he had to go home and have it bound up. And 
this was the little grey man’s doing.  

After this the second son went into the forest, and his 
mother gave him, like the eldest, a cake and a bottle of 
wine. The little old grey man met him likewise, and asked 
him for a piece of cake and a drink of wine. But the second 
son, too, said with much reason, «What I give you will be 
taken away from myself; be off!» and he left the little man 
standing and went on. His punishment, however, was not 
delayed; when he had made a few strokes at the tree he 
struck himself in the leg, so that he had to be carried home. 

Then Dummling said, «Father, do let me go and cut 
wood». The father answered, «Your brothers have hurt 
themselves with it, leave it alone, you do not understand 
anything about it». But Dummling begged so long that at 
last he said, «Just go then, you will get wiser by hurting 
yourself». His mother gave him a cake made with water and 
baked in the cinders, and with it a bottle of sour beer. 

When he came to the forest the little old grey man met 
him likewise, and greeting him, said, «Give me a piece of 
your cake and a drink out of your bottle; I am so hungry 
and thirsty». Dummling answered, «I have only cinder-cake 
and sour beer; if that pleases you, we will sit down and eat.» 
So they sat down, and when Dummling pulled out his cin-
der-cake, it was a fine sweet cake, and the sour beer had 
become good wine. So they ate and drank, and after that 
the little man said, «Since you have a good heart, and are 
willing to divide what you have, I will give you good luck. 
There stands an old tree, cut it down, and you will find 
something at the roots». Then the little man took leave of 
him. 

5 



Dummling went and cut down the tree, and when it fell 
there was a goose sitting in the roots with feathers of pure 
gold. He lifted her up, and taking her with him, went to an 
inn where he thought he would stay the night. Now the 
host had three daughters, who saw the goose and were cu-
rious to know what such a wonderful bird might be, and 
would have liked to have one of its golden feathers. 

The eldest thought, «I shall soon find an opportunity of 
pulling out a feather,» and as soon as Dummling had gone 
out she seized the goose by the wing, but her finger and 
hand remained sticking fast to it. 

The second came soon afterwards, thinking only of 
how she might get a feather for herself, but she had scarce-
ly touched her sister than she was held fast. 

At last the third also came with the like intent, and the 
others screamed out, «Keep away; for goodness’ sake keep 
away!» But she did not understand why she was to keep 
away. «The others are there,» she thought, «I may as well be 
there too,» and ran to them; but as soon as she had touched 
her sister, she remained sticking fast to her. So they had to 
spend the night with the goose. 

The next morning Dummling took the goose under his 
arm and set out, without troubling himself about the three 
girls who were hanging on to it. They were obliged to run 
after him continually, now left, now right, just as he was 
inclined to go. 

In the middle of the fields the parson met them, and 
when he saw the procession he said, «For shame, you good-
for-nothing girls, why are you running across the fields af-
ter this young man? is that seemly?» At the same time he 
seized the youngest by the hand in order to pull her away, 
but as soon as he touched her he likewise stuck fast, and 
was himself obliged to run behind. 

Before long the sexton came by and saw his master, the 
parson, running behind three girls. He was astonished at 
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this and called out, «Hi, your reverence, whither away so 
quickly? do not forget that we have a christening to-day!» 
and running after him he took him by the sleeve, but was 
also held fast to it. 

Whilst the five were trotting thus one behind the other, 
two labourers came with their hoes from the fields; the par-
son called out to them and begged that they would set him 
and the sexton free. But they had scarcely touched the sex-
ton when they were held fast, and now there were seven of 
them running behind Dummling and the goose. 

Soon afterwards he came to a city, where a king ruled 
who had a daughter who was so serious that no one could 
make her laugh. So he had put forth a decree that whoso-
ever should be able to make her laugh should marry her. 
When Dummling heard this, he went with his goose and all 
her train before the King’s daughter, and as soon as she 
saw the seven people running on and on, one behind the 
other, she began to laugh quite loudly, and as if she would 
never leave off. Thereupon Dummling asked to have her 
for his wife, and the wedding was celebrated. After the 
King’s death, Dummling inherited the kingdom and lived a 
long time contentedly with his wife. 

 
Snow-White and Rose-Red 

There was once a poor widow who lived in a lonely cot-
tage. In front of the cottage was a garden wherein stood 
two rose-trees, one of which bore white and the other red 
roses. She had two children who were like the two rose-
trees, and one was called Snow-white, and the other Rose-
red. They were as good and happy, as busy and cheerful as 
ever two children in the world were, only Snow-white was 
more quiet and gentle than Rose-red. Rose-red liked better 
to run about in the meadows and fields seeking flowers and 
catching butterflies; but Snow-white sat at home with her 
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mother, and helped her with her house-work, or read to her 
when there was nothing to do. 

The two children were so fond of each another that 
they always held each other by the hand when they went 
out together, and when Snowwhite said, «We will not leave 
each other,» Rose-red answered, «Never so long as we live,» 
and their mother would add, «What one has she must share 
with the other.» 

They often ran about the forest alone and gathered red 
berries, and no beasts did them any harm, but came close 
to them trustfully. The little hare would eat a cabbage-leaf 
out of their hands, the roe grazed by their side, the stag 
leapt merrily by them, and the birds sat still upon the 
boughs, and sang whatever they knew. 

No mishap overtook them; if they had stayed too late in 
the forest, and night came on, they laid themselves down 
near one another upon the moss, and slept until morning 
came, and their mother knew this and had no distress on 
their account. 

Once when they had spent the night in the wood and 
the dawn had roused them, they saw a beautiful child in a 
shining white dress sitting near their bed. He got up and 
looked quite kindly at them, but said nothing and went 
away into the forest. And when they looked round they 
found that they had been sleeping quite close to a precipice, 
and would certainly have fallen into it in the darkness if 
they had gone only a few paces further. And their mother 
told them that it must have been the angel who watches 
over good children. 

Snow-white and Rose-red kept their mother’s little cot-
tage so neat that it was a pleasure to look inside it. In the 
summer Rose-red took care of the house, and every morn-
ing laid a wreath of flowers by her mother’s bed before she 
awoke, in which was a rose from each tree. In the winter 
Snow-white lit the fire and hung the kettle on the wrekin. 
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The kettle was of copper and shone like gold, so brightly 
was it polished. In the evening, when the snowflakes fell, 
the mother said, «Go, Snow-white, and bolt the door,» and 
then they sat round the hearth, and the mother took her 
spectacles and read aloud out of a large book, and the two 
girls listened as they sat and span. And close by them lay a 
lamb upon the floor, and behind them upon a perch sat a 
white dove with its head hidden beneath its wings. 

One evening, as they were thus sitting comfortably to-
gether, some one knocked at the door as if he wished to be 
let in. The mother said, «Quick, Rose-red, open the door, it 
must be a traveller who is seeking shelter.» Rose-red went 
and pushed back the bolt, thinking that it was a poor man, 
but it was not; it was a bear that stretched his broad, black 
head within the door. 

Rose-red screamed and sprang back, the lamb bleated, 
the dove fluttered, and Snow-white hid herself behind her 
mother’s bed. But the bear began to speak and said, «Do 
not be afraid, I will do you no harm! I am half-frozen, and 
only want to warm myself a little beside you.» 

«Poor bear,» said the mother, «lie down by the fire, only 
take care that you do not burn your coat.» Then she cried, 
«Snow-white, Rose-red, come out, the bear will do you no 
harm, he means well.» So they both came out, and by-and-
by the lamb and dove came nearer, and were not afraid of 
him. The bear said, «Here, children, knock the snow out of 
my coat a little;» so they brought the broom and swept the 
bear’s hide clean; and he stretched himself by the fire and 
growled contentedly and comfortably. It was not long be-
fore they grew quite at home, and played tricks with their 
clumsy guest. They tugged his hair with their hands, put 
their feet upon his back and rolled him about, or they took 
a hazel-switch and beat him, and when he growled they 
laughed. But the bear took it all in good part, only when 
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they were too rough he called out, «Leave me alive, chil-
dren,»  

«Snowy-white, Rosy-red, 
Will you beat your lover dead?» 

When it was bed-time, and the others went to bed, the 
mother said to the bear, «You can lie there by the hearth, 
and then you will be safe from the cold and the bad weath-
er.» As soon as day dawned the two children let him out, 
and he trotted across the snow into the forest. 

Henceforth the bear came every evening at the same 
time, laid himself down by the hearth, and let the children 
amuse themselves with him as much as they liked; and they 
got so used to him that the doors were never fastened until 
their black friend had arrived. 

When spring had come and all outside was green, the 
bear said one morning to Snow-white, «Now I must go 
away, and cannot come back for the whole summer.» 
«Where are you going, then, dear bear?» asked Snow-white. 
«I must go into the forest and guard my treasures from the 
wicked dwarfs. In the winter, when the earth is frozen hard, 
they are obliged to stay below and cannot work their way 
through; but now, when the sun has thawed and warmed 
the earth, they break through it, and come out to pry and 
steal; and what once gets into their hands, and in their 
caves, does not easily see daylight again.» 

Snow-white was quite sorry for his going away, and as 
she unbolted the door for him, and the bear was hurrying 
out, he caught against the bolt and a piece of his hairy coat 
was torn off, and it seemed to Snow-white as if she had 
seen gold shining through it, but she was not sure about it. 
The bear ran away quickly, and was soon out of sight be-
hind the trees. 

A short time afterwards the mother sent her children 
into the forest to get fire-wood. There they found a big tree 
which lay felled on the ground, and close by the trunk 
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something was jumping backwards and forwards in the 
grass, but they could not make out what it was. When they 
came nearer they saw a dwarf with an old withered face and 
a snow-white beard a yard long. The end of the beard was 
caught in a crevice of the tree, and the little fellow was 
jumping backwards and forwards like a dog tied to a rope, 
and did not know what to do. 

He glared at the girls with his fiery red eyes and cried, 
«Why do you stand there? Can you not come here and help 
me?» «What are you about there, little man?» asked Rose-
red. «You stupid, prying goose!» answered the dwarf; «I was 
going to split the tree to get a little wood for cooking. The 
little bit of food that one of us wants gets burnt up directly 
with thick logs; we do not swallow so much as you coarse, 
greedy folk. I had just driven the wedge safely in, and eve-
rything was going as I wished; but the wretched wood was 
too smooth and suddenly sprang asunder, and the tree 
closed so quickly that I could not pull out my beautiful 
white beard; so now it is tight in and I cannot get away, and 
the silly, sleek, milk-faced things laugh! Ugh! how odious 
you are!» 

The children tried very hard, but they could not pull the 
beard out, it was caught too fast. «I will run and fetch some 
one,» said Rose-red. «You senseless goose!» snarled the 
dwarf; why should you fetch some one? You are already 
two too many for me; can you not think of something bet-
ter?» «Don’t be impatient,» said Snow-white, «I will help 
you,» and she pulled her scissors out of her pocket, and cut 
off the end of the beard. 

As soon as the dwarf felt himself free he laid hold of a 
bag which lay amongst the roots of the tree, and which was 
full of gold, and lifted it up, grumbling to himself, «Un-
couth people, to cut off a piece of my fine beard. Bad luck 
to you!» and then he swung the bag upon his back, and 
went off without even once looking at the children. 
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Some time after that Snow-white and Rose-red went to 
catch a dish of fish. As they came near the brook they saw 
something like a large grasshopper jumping towards the 
water, as if it were going to leap in. They ran to it and 
found it was the dwarf. «Where are you going?» said Rose-
red; «you surely don’t want to go into the water?» «I am not 
such a fool!» cried the dwarf; don’t you see that the accurs-
ed fish wants to pull me in?» The little man had been sitting 
there fishing, and unluckily the wind had twisted his beard 
with the fishing-line; just then a big fish bit, and the feeble 
creature had not strength to pull it out; the fish kept the 
upper hand and pulled the dwarf towards him. He held on 
to all the reeds and rushes, but it was of little good, he was 
forced to follow the movements of the fish, and was in ur-
gent danger of being dragged into the water. 

The girls came just in time; they held him fast and tried 
to free his beard from the line, but all in vain, beard and 
line were entangled fast together. Nothing was left but to 
bring out the scissors and cut the beard, whereby a small 
part of it was lost. When the dwarf saw that he screamed 
out, «Is that civil, you toad-stool, to disfigure one’s face? 
Was it not enough to clip off the end of my beard? Now 
you have cut off the best part of it. I cannot let myself be 
seen by my people. I wish you had been made to run the 
soles off your shoes!» Then he took out a sack of pearls 
which lay in the rushes, and without saying a word more he 
dragged it away and disappeared behind a stone. 

It happened that soon afterwards the mother sent the 
two children to the town to buy needles and thread, and 
laces and ribbons. The road led them across a heath upon 
which huge pieces of rock lay strewn here and there. Now 
they noticed a large bird hovering in the air, flying slowly 
round and round above them; it sank lower and lower, and 
at last settled near a rock not far off. Directly afterwards 
they heard a loud, piteous cry. They ran up and saw with 
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horror that the eagle had seized their old acquaintance the 
dwarf, and was going to carry him off. 

The children, full of pity, at once took tight hold of the 
little man, and pulled against the eagle so long that at last 
he let his booty go. As soon as the dwarf had recovered 
from his first fright he cried with his shrill voice, «Could 
you not have done it more carefully! You dragged at my 
brown coat so that it is all torn and full of holes, you help-
less clumsy creatures!» Then he took up a sack full of pre-
cious stones, and slipped away again under the rock into his 
hole. The girls, who by this time were used to his thank-
lessness, went on their way and did their business in the 
town. 

As they crossed the heath again on their way home they 
surprised the dwarf, who had emptied out his bag of pre-
cious stones in a clean spot, and had not thought that any-
one would come there so late. The evening sun shone upon 
the brilliant stones; they glittered and sparkled with all col-
ors so beautifully that the children stood still and looked at 
them. «Why do you stand gaping there?» cried the dwarf, 
and his ashen-gray face became copper-red with rage. He 
was going on with his bad words when a loud growling was 
heard, and a black bear came trotting towards them out of 
the forest. The dwarf sprang up in a fright, but he could 
not get to his cave, for the bear was already close. Then in 
the dread of his heart he cried, «Dear Mr. Bear, spare me, I 
will give you all my treasures; look, the beautiful jewels ly-
ing there! Grant me my life; what do you want with such a 
slender little fellow as I? you would not feel me between 
your teeth. Come, take these two wicked girls, they are ten-
der morsels for you, fat as young quails; for mercy’s sake 
eat them!» The bear took no heed of his words, but gave 
the wicked creature a single blow with his paw, and he did 
not move again. 
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The girls had run away, but the bear called to them, 
«Snow-white and Rose-red, do not be afraid; wait, I will 
come with you.» Then they knew his voice and waited, and 
when he came up to them suddenly his bearskin fell off, 
and he stood there, a handsome man, clothed all in gold. «I 
am a King’s son,» he said, «and I was bewitched by that 
wicked dwarf, who had stolen my treasures; I have had to 
run about the forest as a savage bear until I was freed by 
his death. Now he has got his well-deserved punishment.» 

Snow-white was married to him, and Rose-red to his 
brother, and they divided between them the great treasure 
which the dwarf had gathered together in his cave. The old 
mother lived peacefully and happily with her children for 
many years. She took the two rose-trees with her, and they 
stood before her window, and every year bore the most 
beautiful roses, white and red. 

 
Donkey Cabbages 

There was once a young huntsman who went into the 
forest to lie in wait. He had a fresh and joyous heart, and as 
he was going thither, whistling upon a leaf, an ugly old 
crone came up, who spoke to him and said, «Good-day, 
dear huntsman, truly you are merry and contented, but I 
am suffering from hunger and thirst, do give me an alms.» 
The huntsman had compassion on the poor old creature, 
felt in his pocket, and gave her what he could afford. He 
was then about to go further, but the old woman stopped 
him and said, «Listen, dear huntsman, to what I tell you; I 
will make you a present in return for your kindness. Go on 
your way now, but in a little while you will come to a tree, 
whereon nine birds are sitting which have a cloak in their 
claws, and are plucking at it; take your gun and shoot into 
the midst of them, they will let the cloak fall down to you, 
but one of the birds will be hurt, and will drop down dead. 
Carry away the cloak, it is a wishing-cloak; when you throw 
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it over your shoulders, you only have to wish to be in a cer-
tain place, and you will be there in the twinkling of an eye. 
Take out the heart of the dead bird and swallow it whole, 
and every morning early, when you get up, you will find a 
gold piece under your pillow.» The huntsman thanked the 
wise woman, and thought to himself, «Those are fine things 
that she has promised me, if all does but come true.» And 
verily when he had walked about a hundred paces, he heard 
in the branches above him such a screaming and twittering 
that he looked up and saw there a crowd of birds who were 
tearing a piece of cloth about with their beaks and claws, 
and tugging and fighting as if each wanted to have it all to 
himself. «Well,» said the huntsman, «this is wonderful, it 
has really come to pass just as the old wife foretold!» and he 
took the gun from his shoulder, aimed and fired right into 
the midst of them, so that the feathers flew about. The 
birds instantly took to flight with loud outcries, but one 
dropped down dead, and the cloak fell at the same time. 
Then the huntsman did as the old woman had directed 
him, cut open the bird, sought the heart, swallowed it 
down, and took the cloak home with him. 

Next morning, when he awoke, the promise occurred 
to him, and he wished to see if it also had been fulfilled. 
When he lifted up the pillow, the gold piece shone in his 
eyes, and next day he found another, and so it went on, 
every time he got up. He gathered together a heap of gold, 
but at last he thought, «Of what use is all my gold to me if I 
stay at home? I will go forth and see the world.» 

He then took leave of his parents, buckled on his 
huntsman’s pouch and gun, and went out into the world. It 
came to pass, that one day he travelled through a dense 
forest, and when he came to the end of it, in the plain be-
fore him stood a fine castle. An old woman was standing 
with a wonderfully beautiful maiden, looking out of one of 
the windows. The old woman, however, was a witch and 
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said to the maiden, «There comes one out of the forest, 
who has a wonderful treasure in his body, we must filch it 
from him, my dear daughter, it is more suitable for us than 
for him. He has a bird’s heart about him, by means of 
which a gold piece lies every morning under his pillow.» 
She told her what she was to do to get it, and what part she 
had to play, and finally threatened her, and said with angry 
eyes, «And if you do not attend to what I say, it will be the 
worse for you.» Now when the huntsman came nearer he 
descried the maiden, and said to himself, «I have travelled 
about for such a long time, I will take a rest for once, and 
enter that beautiful castle. I have certainly money enough.» 
Nevertheless, the real reason was that he had caught sight 
of the pretty girl. 

He entered the house, and was well received and cour-
teously entertained. Before long he was so much in love 
with the young witch that he no longer thought of anything 
else, and only saw things as she saw them, and did what she 
desired. The old woman then said, «Now we must have the 
bird’s heart, he will never miss it.» She prepared a drink, 
and when it was ready, poured it into a cup and gave it to 
the maiden, who was to present it to the huntsman. She did 
so, saying, «Now, my dearest, drink to me.» So he took the 
cup, and when he had swallowed the draught, he brought 
up the heart of the bird. The girl had to take it away secretly 
and swallow it herself, for the old woman would have it so. 
Thenceforward he found no more gold under his pillow, 
but it lay instead under that of the maiden, from whence 
the old woman fetched it away every morning; but he was 
so much in love and so befooled, that he thought of noth-
ing else but of passing his time with the girl. 

Then the old witch said, «We have the bird’s heart, but 
we must also take the wishing-cloak away from him.» The 
girl answered, «We will leave him that, he has lost his 
wealth.» The old woman was angry and said, «Such a  
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mantle is a wonderful thing, and is seldom to be found in 
this world. I must and will have it!» She gave the girl several 
blows, and said that if she did not obey, it should fare ill 
with her. So she did the old woman’s bidding, placed her-
self at the window and looked on the distant country, as if 
she were very sorrowful. The huntsman asked, «Why dost 
thou stand there so sorrowfully?» «Ah, my beloved,» was 
her answer, «over yonder lies the Garnet Mountain, where 
the precious stones grow. I long for them so much that 
when I think of them, I feel quite sad, but who can get 
them? Only the birds; they fly and can reach them, but a 
man never.» «Hast thou nothing else to complain of?» said 
the huntsman. «I will soon remove that burden from thy 
heart.» With that he drew her under his mantle, wished 
himself on the Garnet Mountain, and in the twinkling of an 
eye they were sitting on it together. Precious stones were 
glistening on every side so that it was a joy to see them, and 
together they gathered the finest and costliest of them. 
Now, the old woman had, through her sorceries, contrived 
that the eyes of the huntsman should become heavy. He 
said to the maiden, «We will sit down and rest awhile, I am 
so tired that I can no longer stand on my feet.» Then they 
sat down, and he laid his head in her lap, and fell asleep. 
When he was asleep, she unfastened the mantle from his 
shoulders, and wrapped herself in it, picked up the garnets 
and stones, and wished herself back at home with them. 

But when the huntsman had had his sleep out and 
awoke, and perceived that his sweetheart had betrayed him, 
and left him alone on the wild mountain, he said, «Oh, 
what treachery there is in the world!» and sat down there in 
care and sorrow, not knowing what to do. But the moun-
tain belonged to some wild and monstrous giants who 
dwelt thereon and lived their lives there, and he had not sat 
long before he saw three of them coming towards him, so 
he lay down as if he were sunk in a deep sleep. Then the 
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giants came up, and the first kicked him with his foot and 
said, «What sort of an earth-worm is lying curled up here? 
The second said, «Step upon him and kill him.» But the 
third said, «That would indeed be worth your while; just let 
him live, he cannot remain here; and when he climbs high-
er, toward the summit of the mountain, the clouds will lay 
hold of him and bear him away.» So saying they passed by. 
But the huntsman had paid heed to their words, and as 
soon as they were gone, he rose and climbed up to the 
summit of the mountain, and when he had sat there a 
while, a cloud floated towards him, caught him up, carried 
him away, and travelled about for a long time in the heav-
ens. Then it sank lower, and let itself down on a great cab-
bage-garden, girt round by walls, so that he came softly to 
the ground on cabbages and vegetables. 

Then the huntsman looked about him and said, «If I 
had but something to eat! I am so hungry, and my hunger 
will increase in course of time; but I see here neither apples 
nor pears, nor any other sort of fruit, everywhere nothing 
but cabbages,» but at length he thought, «At a pinch I can 
eat some of the leaves, they do not taste particularly good, 
but they will refresh me.» With that he picked himself out a 
fine head of cabbage, and ate it, but scarcely had he swal-
lowed a couple of mouthfuls than he felt very strange and 
quite different. 

Four legs grew on him, a large head and two thick ears, 
and he saw with horror that he was changed into an ass. 
Still as his hunger increased every minute, and as the juicy 
leaves were suitable to his present nature, he went on eating 
with great zest. At last he arrived at a different kind of cab-
bage, but as soon as he had swallowed it, he again felt a 
change, and reassumed his former human shape. 

Then the huntsman lay down and slept off his fatigue. 
When he awoke next morning, he broke off one head of 
the bad cabbages and another of the good ones, and 
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thought to himself, «This shall help me to get my own 
again and punish treachery.» Then he took the cabbages 
with him, climbed over the wall, and went forth to seek for 
the castle of his sweetheart. After wandering about for a 
couple of days he was lucky enough to find it again. He 
dyed his face brown, so that his own mother would not 
have known him; and begged for shelter: «I am so tired,» 
said he, «that I can go no further.» The witch asked, «Who 
are you, countryman, and what is your business?» «I am a 
King’s messenger, and was sent out to seek the most deli-
cious salad which grows beneath the sun. I have even been 
so fortunate as to find it, and am carrying it about with me; 
but the heat of the sun is so intense that the delicate cab-
bage threatens to wither, and I do not know if I can carry it 
any further.» 

When the old woman heard of the exquisite salad, she 
was greedy, and said, «Dear countryman, let me just taste 
this wonderful salad.» «Why not?» answered he, «I have 
brought two heads with me, and will give you one of 
them,» and he opened his pouch and handed her the bad 
cabbage. The witch suspected nothing amiss, and her 
mouth watered so for this new dish that she herself went 
into the kitchen and dressed it. When it was prepared she 
could not wait until it was set on the table, but took a cou-
ple of leaves at once, and put them in her mouth, but hard-
ly had she swallowed them than she was deprived of her 
human shape, and she ran out into the courtyard in the 
form of an ass. Presently the maid-servant entered the 
kitchen, saw the salad standing there ready prepared, and 
was about to carry it up; but on the way, according to habit, 
she was seized by the desire to taste, and she ate a couple 
of leaves. Instantly the magic power showed itself, and she 
likewise became an ass and ran out to the old woman, and 
the dish of salad fell to the ground. Meantime the messen-
ger sat beside the beautiful girl, and as no one came with 
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the salad and she also was longing for it, she said, «I don’t 
know what has become of the salad.» The huntsman 
thought, «The salad must have already taken effect,» and 
said, «I will go to the kitchen and inquire about it.» As he 
went down he saw the two asses running about in the 
courtyard; the salad, however, was lying on the ground. «All 
right,» said he, «the two have taken their portion,» and he 
picked up the other leaves, laid them on the dish, and car-
ried them to the maiden. «I bring you the delicate food my-
self,» said he, «in order that you may not have to wait 
longer.» Then she ate of it, and was, like the others, imme-
diately deprived of her human form, and ran out into the 
courtyard in the shape of an ass. 

After the huntsman had washed his face, so that the 
transformed ones could recognize him, he went down into 
the courtyard, and said, «Now you shall receive the wages 
of your treachery,» and bound them together, all three with 
one rope, and drove them along until he came to a mill. He 
knocked at the window, the miller put out his head, and 
asked what he wanted. «I have three unmanageable beasts,» 
answered he, «which I don’t want to keep any longer. Will 
you take them in, and give them food and stable room, and 
manage them as I tell you, and then I will pay you what you 
ask.» The miller said, «Why not? But how am I to manage 
them?» The huntsman then said that he was to give three 
beatings and one meal daily to the old donkey, and that was 
the witch; one beating and three meals to the younger one, 
which was the servant-girl; and to the youngest, which was 
the maiden, no beatings and three meals, for he could not 
bring himself to have the maiden beaten. After that he went 
back into the castle, and found therein everything he  
needed. 

After a couple of days, the miller came and said he must 
inform him that the old ass which had received three beat-
ings and only one meal daily was dead; «the two others,» he 
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continued, «are certainly not dead, and are fed three times 
daily, but they are so sad that they cannot last much long-
er.» The huntsman was moved to pity, put away his anger, 
and told the miller to drive them back again to him. And 
when they came, he gave them some of the good salad, so 
that they became human again. The beautiful girl fell on her 
knees before him, and said, «Ah, my beloved, forgive me 
for the evil I have done you; my mother drove me to it; it 
was done against my will, for I love you dearly. Your wish-
ing-cloak hangs in a cupboard and as for the bird’s-heart I 
will take a vomiting potion.» But he thought otherwise, and 
said, «Keep it; it is all the same, for I will take thee for my 
true wife.» So the wedding was celebrated, and they lived 
happily together until their death. 

 
Word Focus 1 

Learn the Following Words. 
with an eye – с целью; для того, чтобы; с прицелом 
innocently – простодушно 
to put down on every occasion – осуждать, пресекать 

за любую оплошность 
to hew wood – рубить лес 
to bid smb good day – желать кому-л. доброго дня 
to have a draught – сделать глоток 
to be off – убираться, уходить 
to pull out – тянуть 
obliged – вынужденный 
a parson – священник 
to be good for nothing – быть ни на что негодным, 

никчемным  
a sexton – пономарь 
to inherite – унаследовать 
to be fond of each another – любить друг друга 
mishap – несчастье 
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to have no distress on smb account – не волноваться 
на чей либо счет 

a precipice – пропасть 
to be seeking shelter – находиться в поисках приста-

нища 
henceforth – с этого времени 
а crevice – трещина 
asunder – в разные стороны 
to be impatient – быть нетерпеливым 
to spring up – вскочить 
in the twinkling of an eye – в мгновение ока 
to befool – одурачивать 
contrived – неестественный 
to fetch – приносить 

Word Focus 2 
These word jumbles have the letters in the wrong 

order. Put the letters in the correct order to make a 
word which will fit the gap in each sentences. 
1. pu noubd So that he had to go home and have it ____.
2. nosrap In the middle of the fields the______ met them.
3. rawfd When they came nearer they saw a _____ with an
old withered face and snow-white bear a yard long. 
4. nuwsg Then he ____ the bag upon his back.
5. teuolsycuort He was well received and ______ enter-
tained. 
6. delobeof He was so much in love and so ______.
7. edyrateb His sweetheart had _______ him.

Word Focus 3 
Match each word with an appropriate synonym. 
summit       misfortune 
betrayed    refuge 
fatigue          gap 
mill           сtreason 
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sleeve          tiredness 
mishap         arm 
precipice        peak 
shelter          grinder 
 

Story Focus 
Answer the Questions. 
1. Who was despised by others in The Golden Goose? 
2. What happened to the arms of the eldest brother? 
3. Who met the Dummling when he came to the for-

est? 
4. What was the price for the Dummling kindness? 
5. Where did a poor widow with her two children live? 
6. What was torn off from the crevice in the tree? 
7. Who was the King’s son? 
8. What happened to the huntsman in the forest? 
9. Why did he get a wishing-cloak? 
10. Who was the main villain in this tale? 
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Lewis Carroll 
Alice in Wonderland 

History and Style Focus 
Alice's Adventures in Wonderland is an 1865 novel written 

by English author Charles Lutwidge Dodgson under the 
pseudonym Lewis Carroll. It tells of a girl named Alice who 
falls down a rabbit hole into a fantasy world populated by 
peculiar, anthropomorphic creatures. The tale plays with 
logic, giving the story lasting popularity with adults as well 
as children. It is considered to be one of the best examples 
of the literary nonsense genre, and its narrative course and 
structure, characters and imagery have been enormously 
influential in both popular culture and literature, especially 
in the fantasy genre. 

 
Chapter VI. Pig and Pepper 

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.’ 
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Then they both bowed low, and their curls got entan-
gled together. 

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. 

Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked. 
‘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 mak-
ing 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. 

‘Please, then,’ said Alice, ‘how am I to get in?’ 
‘There might be some sense in your knocking,’ the 

Footman went on without attending to her, ‘if we had the 
door between us. For instance, if you were inside, you might 
knock, and I could let you out, you know.’ He was looking 
up into the sky all the time he was speaking, and this Alice 
thought decidedly uncivil. ‘But perhaps he can’t help it,’ she 
said to herself; ‘his eyes are so very nearly at the top of his 
head. But at any rate he might answer questions. – How am 
I to get in?’ she repeated, aloud. 

‘I shall sit here,’ the Footman remarked, ‘till tomorrow –’ 
At this moment the door of the house opened, and a 

large plate came skimming out, straight at the Footman’s 
head: it just grazed his nose, and broke to pieces against 
one of the trees behind him. 

‘– or next day, maybe,’ the Footman continued in the 
same tone, exactly as if nothing had happened. 

‘How am I to get in?’ asked Alice again, in a louder 
tone. 
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‘Are you to get in at all?’ said the Footman. ‘That’s the 
first question, you know.’ 

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to be told so. 
‘It’s really dreadful,’ she muttered to herself, ‘the way all the 
creatures argue. It’s enough to drive one crazy!’ 

The Footman seemed to think this a good opportunity 
for repeating his remark, with variations. ‘I shall sit here,’ 
he said, ‘on and off, for days and days.’ 

‘But what am I to do?’ said Alice. 
‘Anything you like,’ said the Footman, and began whis-

tling. 
‘Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,’ said Alice desper-

ately: ‘he’s perfectly idiotic!’ And she opened the door and 
went in. 

The door led right into a large kitchen, which was full 
of smoke from one end to the other: the Duchess was sit-
ting on a three-legged stool in the middle, nursing a baby; 
the cook was leaning over the fire, stirring a large cauldron 
which seemed to be full of soup. 

‘There’s certainly too much pepper in that soup!’ Alice 
said to herself, as well as she could for sneezing. 

There was certainly too much of it in the air. Even the 
Duchess sneezed occasionally; and as for the baby, it was 
sneezing and howling alternately without a moment’s 
pause. The only things in the kitchen that did not sneeze, 
were the cook, and a large cat which was sitting on the 
hearth and grinning from ear to ear. 

‘Please would you tell me,’ said Alice, a little timidly, for 
she was not quite sure whether it was good manners for her 
to speak first, ‘why your cat grins like that?’ 

‘It’s a Cheshire cat,’ said the Duchess, ‘and that’s why. 
Pig!’ 

She said the last word with such sudden violence that 
Alice quite jumped; but she saw in another moment that it 
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was addressed to the baby, and not to her, so she took 
courage, and went on again: – 

‘I didn’t know that Cheshire cats always grinned; in fact, 
I didn’t know that cats could grin.’ 

‘They all can,’ said the Duchess; ‘and most of ’em do.’ 
‘I don’t know of any that do,’ Alice said very politely, 

feeling quite pleased to have got into a conversation. 
‘You don’t know much,’ said the Duchess; ‘and that’s a 

fact.’ 
Alice did not at all like the tone of this remark, and 

thought it would be as well to introduce some other subject 
of conversation. While she was trying to fix on one, the 
cook took the cauldron of soup off the fire, and at once set 
to work throwing everything within her reach at the Duch-
ess and the baby – the fire-irons came first; then followed a 
shower of saucepans, plates, and dishes. The Duchess took 
no notice of them even when they hit her; and the baby 
was howling so much already, that it was quite impossible 
to say whether the blows hurt it or not. 

‘Oh, please mind what you’re doing!’ cried Alice, jump-
ing up and down in an agony of terror. ‘Oh, there goes 
his precious nose’; as an unusually large saucepan flew close 
by it, and very nearly carried it off. 

‘If everybody minded their own business,’ the Duchess 
said in a hoarse growl, ‘the world would go round a deal 
faster than it does.’ 

‘Which would not be an advantage,’ said Alice, who felt 
very glad to get an opportunity of showing off a little of her 
knowledge. ‘Just think of what work it would make with 
the day and night! You see the earth takes twenty-four 
hours to turn round on its axis –’ 

‘Talking of axes,’ said the Duchess, ‘chop off her head!’ 
Alice glanced rather anxiously at the cook, to see if she 

meant to take the hint; but the cook was busily stirring the 
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soup, and seemed not to be listening, so she went on again: 
‘Twenty-four hours, I think; or is it twelve? I –’ 

‘Oh, don’t bother me,’ said the Duchess; ‘I never could 
abide figures!’ And with that she began nursing her child 
again, singing a sort of lullaby to it as she did so, and giving 
it a violent shake at the end of every line: 

 
‘Speak roughly to your little boy, 
And beat him when he sneezes:  
He only does it to annoy, 
Because he knows it teases.’  
 
CHORUS. 
 
(In which the cook and the baby joined): – 
‘Wow! wow! wow!’ 

 
While the Duchess sang the second verse of the song, 

she kept tossing the baby violently up and down, and the 
poor little thing howled so, that Alice could hardly hear the 
words:– 

 
‘I speak severely to my boy, 
I beat him when he sneezes;  
For he can thoroughly enjoy 
The pepper when he pleases!’  
 
CHORUS. 
 
‘Wow! wow! wow!’ 

 
‘Here! You may nurse it a bit, if you like!’ the Duchess 

said to Alice, flinging the baby at her as she spoke. ‘I must 
go and get ready to play croquet with the Queen,’ and she 
hurried out of the room. The cook threw a frying-pan after 
her as she went out, but it just missed her. 
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Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was a 
queer-shaped little creature, and held out its arms and legs 
in all directions, ‘just like a star-fish,’ thought Alice. The 
poor little thing was snorting like a steam-engine when she 
caught it, and kept doubling itself up and straightening it-
self out again, so that altogether, for the first minute or 
two, it was as much as she could do to hold it. 

As soon as she had made out the proper way of nursing 
it, (which was to twist it up into a sort of knot, and then 
keep tight hold of its right ear and left foot, so as to pre-
vent its undoing itself,) she carried it out into the open air. 
‘If I don’t take this child away with me,’ thought Alice, 
‘they’re sure to kill it in a day or two: wouldn’t it be murder 
to leave it behind?’ She said the last words out loud, and 
the little thing grunted in reply (it had left off sneezing by 
this time). ‘Don’t grunt,’ said Alice; ‘that’s not at all a prop-
er way of expressing yourself.’ 

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very anxious-
ly into its face to see what was the matter with it. There 
could be no doubt that it had avery turn-up nose, much 
more like a snout than a real nose; also its eyes were getting 
extremely small for a baby: altogether Alice did not like the 
look of the thing at all. ‘But perhaps it was only sobbing,’ 
she thought, and looked into its eyes again, to see if there 
were any tears. 

No, there were no tears. ‘If you’re going to turn into a 
pig, my dear,’ said Alice, seriously, ‘I’ll have nothing more 
to do with you. Mind now!’ The poor little thing sobbed 
again (or grunted, it was impossible to say which), and they 
went on for some while in silence. 

Alice was just beginning to think to herself, ‘Now, what 
am I to do with this creature when I get it home?’ when it 
grunted again, so violently, that she looked down into its 
face in some alarm. This time there could be nomistake 
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about it: it was neither more nor less than a pig, and she felt 
that it would be quite absurd for her to carry it further. 

 
So she set the little creature down, and felt quite re-

lieved to see it trot away quietly into the wood. ‘If it had 
grown up,’ she said to herself, ‘it would have made a dread-
fully ugly child: but it makes rather a handsome pig, I 
think.’ And she began thinking over other children she 
knew, who might do very well as pigs, and was just saying 
to herself, ‘if one only knew the right way to change them –’ 
when she was a little startled by seeing the Cheshire Cat 
sitting on a bough of a tree a few yards off. 

The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked 
good-natured, she thought: still it hadvery long claws and a 
great many teeth, so she felt that it ought to be treated with 
respect. 

‘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 explana-

tion. 
‘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 an-

other 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 oth-
er paw, ‘lives a March Hare. Visit either you like: they’re 
both mad.’ 
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‘But I don’t want to go among mad people,’ Alice re-
marked. 

‘Oh, you can’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 cro-

quet 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 

used to queer things happening. While she was 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 quietly said, just as if it 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 
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May it won’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 Al-

ice; ‘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 in-
stead!’ 

 
Chapter VII. A Mad Tea-Party 

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 el-
bows 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.’ 
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The table was a large one, but the three were all crowd-
ed 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. 

‘Have some wine,’ the March Hare said in an encourag-
ing tone. 

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

‘There isn’t any,’ said the March Hare. 
‘Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,’ said Alice 

angrily. 
‘It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without being in-

vited,’ said the March Hare. 
‘I didn’t know it was your table,’ said Alice; ‘it’s laid for a 

great many more than three.’ 
‘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. 

‘You should learn not to make personal remarks,’ Alice 
said with some severity; ‘it’s very rude.’ 

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; 
but all he saidwas, ‘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 an-
swer to it?’ said the March Hare. 

‘Exactly so,’ said Alice. 
‘Then you should say what you mean,’ the March Hare 

went on. 
‘I do,’ Alice hastily replied; ‘at least – at least I mean 

what I say – that’s the same thing, you know.’ 
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‘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»!’ 

‘You might just as well say,’ added the March Hare, 
‘that «I like what I get» is the same thing as «I get what I 
like»!’ 

‘You might just as well say,’ added the Dormouse, who 
seemed to be talking in his sleep, ‘that «I breathe when I 
sleep» is the same thing as «I sleep when I breathe»!’ 

‘It is the same thing with you,’ said the Hatter, and here 
the conversation dropped, and the party sat silent for a mi-
nute, while Alice thought over all she could remember 
about ravens and writing-desks, which wasn’t much. 

 
The Hatter was the first to break the silence. ‘What day 

of the month is it?’ he said, turning to Alice: he had taken 
his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, 
shaking it every now and then, and holding it to his ear. 

Alice considered a little, and then said ‘The fourth.’ 
‘Two days wrong!’ sighed the Hatter. ‘I told you butter 

wouldn’t suit the works!’ he added looking angrily at the 
March Hare. 

‘It was the best butter,’ the March Hare meekly replied. 
‘Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,’ the 

Hatter grumbled: ‘you shouldn’t have put it in with the 
bread-knife.’ 

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it 
gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and looked 
at it again: but he could think of nothing better to say than 
his first remark, ‘It was the best butter, you know.’ 

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some cu-
riosity. ‘What a funny watch!’ she remarked. ‘It tells the day 
of the month, and doesn’t tell what o’clock it is!’ 

‘Why should it?’ muttered the Hatter. ‘Does your watch 
tell you what year it is?’ 
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‘Of course not,’ Alice replied very readily: ‘but that’s 
because it stays the same year for such a long time togeth-
er.’ 

‘Which is just the case with mine,’ said the Hatter. 
Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark 

seemed to have no sort of meaning in it, and yet it was cer-
tainly English. ‘I don’t quite understand you,’ she said, as 
politely as she could. 

‘The Dormouse is asleep again,’ said the Hatter, and he 
poured a little hot tea upon its nose. 

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, 
without opening its eyes, ‘Of course, of course; just what I 
was going to remark myself.’ 

‘Have you guessed the riddle yet?’ the Hatter said, turn-
ing to Alice again. 

‘No, I give it up,’ Alice replied: ‘what’s the answer?’ 
‘I haven’t the slightest idea,’ said the Hatter. 
‘Nor I,’ said the March Hare. 
Alice sighed wearily. ‘I think you might do something 

better with the time,’ she said, ‘than waste it in asking rid-
dles that have no answers.’ 

‘If you knew Time as well as I do,’ said the Hatter, ‘you 
wouldn’t talk about wasting it. It’s him.’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ said Alice. 
‘Of course you don’t!’ the Hatter said, tossing his head 

contemptuously. ‘I dare say you never even spoke to Time!’ 
‘Perhaps not,’ Alice cautiously replied: ‘but I know I 

have to beat time when I learn music.’ 
‘Ah! that accounts for it,’ said the Hatter. ‘He won’t 

stand beating. Now, if you only kept on good terms with 
him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock. For 
instance, suppose it were nine o’clock in the morning, just 
time to begin lessons: you’d only have to whisper a hint to 
Time, and round goes the clock in a twinkling! Half-past 
one, time for dinner!’ 
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(‘I only wish it was,’ the March Hare said to itself in a 
whisper.) 

‘That would be grand, certainly,’ said Alice thoughtfully: 
‘but then – I shouldn’t be hungry for it, you know.’ 

‘Not at first, perhaps,’ said the Hatter: ‘but you could 
keep it to half-past one as long as you liked.’ 

‘Is that the way you manage?’ Alice asked. 
The Hatter shook his head mournfully. ‘Not I!’ he re-

plied. ‘We quarrelled last March – just before he went mad, 
you know –’ (pointing with his tea spoon at the March 
Hare,) ‘– it was at the great concert given by the Queen of 
Hearts, and I had to sing 

 
«Twinkle, twinkle, little bat! 
How I wonder what you’re at!» 

 
You know the song, perhaps?’ 
‘I’ve heard something like it,’ said Alice. 
‘It goes on, you know,’ the Hatter continued, ‘in this 

way:– 
 

«Up above the world you fly, 
Like a tea-tray in the sky. 
Twinkle, twinkle –»’  

  
Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in 

its sleep ‘Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle –’ and went on 
so long that they had to pinch it to make it stop. 

‘Well, I’d hardly finished the first verse,’ said the Hatter, 
‘when the Queen jumped up and bawled out, «He’s mur-
dering the time! Off with his head!»’ 

‘How dreadfully savage!’ exclaimed Alice. 
‘And ever since that,’ the Hatter went on in a mournful 

tone, ‘he won’t do a thing I ask! It’s always six o’clock 
now.’ 
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A bright idea came into Alice’s head. ‘Is that the reason 
so many tea-things are put out here?’ she asked. 

‘Yes, that’s it,’ said the Hatter with a sigh: ‘it’s always 
tea-time, and we’ve no time to wash the things between 
whiles.’ 

‘Then you keep moving round, I suppose?’ said Alice. 
‘Exactly so,’ said the Hatter: ‘as the things get used up.’ 
‘But what happens when you come to the beginning 

again?’ Alice ventured to ask. 
‘Suppose we change the subject,’ the March Hare inter-

rupted, yawning. ‘I’m getting tired of this. I vote the young 
lady tells us a story.’ 

‘I’m afraid I don’t know one,’ said Alice, rather alarmed 
at the proposal. 

‘Then the Dormouse shall!’ they both cried. ‘Wake up, 
Dormouse!’ And they pinched it on both sides at once. 

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. ‘I wasn’t asleep,’ 
he said in a hoarse, feeble voice: ‘I heard every word you 
fellows were saying.’ 

‘Tell us a story!’ said the March Hare. 
‘Yes, please do!’ pleaded Alice. 
‘And be quick about it,’ added the Hatter, ‘or you’ll be 

asleep again before it’s done.’ 
‘Once upon a time there were three little sisters,’ the 

Dormouse began in a great hurry; ‘and their names were 
Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie; and they lived at the bottom of a 
well –’ 

‘What did they live on?’ said Alice, who always took a 
great interest in questions of eating and drinking. 

‘They lived on treacle,’ said the Dormouse, after think-
ing a minute or two. 

‘They couldn’t have done that, you know,’ Alice gently 
remarked; ‘they’d have been ill.’ 

‘So they were,’ said the Dormouse; ‘very ill.’ 
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Alice tried to fancy to herself what such an extraordi-
nary ways of living would be like, but it puzzled her too 
much, so she went on: ‘But why did they live at the bottom 
of a well?’ 

‘Take some more tea,’ the March Hare said to Alice, 
very earnestly. 

‘I’ve had nothing yet,’ Alice replied in an offended tone, 
‘so I can’t take more.’ 

‘You mean you can’t take less,’ said the Hatter: ‘it’s very 
easy to takemore than nothing.’ 

‘Nobody asked your opinion,’ said Alice. 
‘Who’s making personal remarks now?’ the Hatter 

asked triumphantly. 
Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she 

helped herself to some tea and bread-and-butter, and then 
turned to the Dormouse, and repeated her question. ‘Why 
did they live at the bottom of a well?’ 

The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think 
about it, and then said, ‘It was a treacle-well.’ 

‘There’s no such thing!’ Alice was beginning very angri-
ly, but the Hatter and the March Hare went ‘Sh! sh!’ and 
the Dormouse sulkily remarked, ‘If you can’t be civil, you’d 
better finish the story for yourself.’ 

‘No, please go on!’ Alice said very humbly; ‘I won’t in-
terrupt again. I dare say there may be one.’ 

‘One, indeed!’ said the Dormouse indignantly. Howev-
er, he consented to go on. ‘And so these three little sisters – 
they were learning to draw, you know –’ 

‘What did they draw?’ said Alice, quite forgetting her 
promise. 

‘Treacle,’ said the Dormouse, without considering at all 
this time. 

‘I want a clean cup,’ interrupted the Hatter: ‘let’s all 
move one place on.’ 
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He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse followed 
him: the March Hare moved into the Dormouse’s place, 
and Alice rather unwillingly took the place of the March 
Hare. The Hatter was the only one who got any advantage 
from the change: and Alice was a good deal worse off than 
before, as the March Hare had just upset the milk-jug into 
his plate. 

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so 
she began very cautiously: ‘But I don’t understand. Where 
did they draw the treacle from?’ 

‘You can draw water out of a water-well,’ said the Hat-
ter; ‘so I should think you could draw treacle out of a trea-
cle-well – eh, stupid?’ 

‘But they were in the well,’ Alice said to the Dormouse, 
not choosing to notice this last remark. 

‘Of course they were’, said the Dormouse; ‘– well in.’ 
This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the 

Dormouse go on for some time without interrupting it. 
‘They were learning to draw,’ the Dormouse went on, 

yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it was getting very sleepy; 
‘and they drew all manner of things – everything that be-
gins with an M–’ 

‘Why with an M?’ said Alice. 
‘Why not?’ said the March Hare. 
Alice was silent. 
The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and was 

going off into a doze; but, on being pinched by the Hatter, 
it woke up again with a little shriek, and went on: ‘– that 
begins with an M, such as mouse-traps, and the moon, and 
memory, and muchness – you know you say things are 
«much of a muchness»– did you ever see such a thing as a 
drawing of a muchness?’ 

‘Really, now you ask me,’ said Alice, very much con-
fused, ‘I don’t think –’ 

‘Then you shouldn’t talk,’ said the Hatter. 
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This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could bear: 
she got up in great disgust, and walked off; the Dormouse 
fell asleep instantly, and neither of the others took the least 
notice of her going, though she looked back once or twice, 
half hoping that they would call after her: the last time she 
saw them, they were trying to put the Dormouse into the 
teapot. 

‘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. 

 
Word Focus 1 

Learn the Following Words. 
a footman – лакей  
a knuckle – кулак  
a solemn tone – торжественный тон 
to peep out – выглядывать, проявляться  
howling and sneezing – вой и чихание 
decidedly uncivil – решительно невежливый 
a cauldron – котел 
a hoarse growl – хриплое рычание  
to take the hint – понять намек  

40 



to abide – соблюдать, придерживаться 
a frying-pan – сковорода  
to double up – сгибаться, скрючиваться  
to straighten out – распрямляться 
to grunt – хрюкать  
a snout – рыло, морда 
to trot away – умчаться прочь, убегать 
giddy – головокружительный, испытывающий голо-

вокружение 
a riddle – загадка 
crumbs – крошки 
dreadfully puzzled – чрезвычайно озадачен  
contemptuously – презрительно 
a tea-tray – чайный поднос  
a feeble voice – тихий голосок 
treacle – патока, сладость  
a bottom of a well – дно колодца 
sulkily – капризно, обиженно 
to go off into a doze – забываться сном, дремать 
to nibble – грызть  
 
 

Word Focus 2 
Complete the sentences with the words from the 

list: riddles, crumbs, nibble, knuckles, cauldron. 
– Someone ate the pie and left only a few ______. 
– Never use your ______ when it is possible to make a 

peaceful agreement. 
– It is very funny to watch how a rabbit______ a car-

rot. 
– ______ are very important to children, they look like 

a game but it is a part of education.  
– Witches always brew a potion in a big ______. 
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Word Focus 3 
Find the definition to the words: footman, caul-

dron, snout, g iddy, sulk. 
– feeling that one is going to fall over, or that every-

thing is spinning around 
– the projecting mouth and a nose part of certain ani-

mals, especially of a pig 
– to show anger or resentment by being silent 
– a male servant wearing a uniform 
– a large deep pot (used especially by witches) for boil-

ing things in 
 

Story Focus 
Answer the Questions. 
1. Where did Alice meet the Duchess?  
2. Why were the Duchess and her baby sneezing all the 

time? 
3. How did the Duchess treat her baby? 
4. Who was in the kitchen except the Duchess and the 

baby? 
5. Who did the baby turn into? 
6. Whom did Alice meet in the forest? 
7. What philosophical statement about madness did the 

Cheshire Cat make? 
8. What was the feature of cat’s vanishing?  
9. How did the house of March Hare look like? 
10. How many creatures were having tea? And whom 

were they? 
11. What did the hare’s watch tell: day of the month or 

time of the day? 
12. Why did the Queen of Hearts want to execute the 

Hatter? 
13. What was offensive in the behavior of the Hatter? 
14. Why didn’t the Dormouse finish the story? 
15. What was the final statement Alice made about the 

tea-party and where did she find herself after it?  

42 



Конец ознакомительного фрагмента.
Приобрести книгу можно

в интернет-магазине
«Электронный универс»

e-Univers.ru

https://e-univers.ru/catalog/T0005909/

	The Grimm Brothers. Children's  and Household Tales
	Lewis Carroll. Alice in Wonderland
	Bram Stoker. Dracula
	Mary Shelley. Frankenstein
	Herbert George Wells
	The Star
	The Stolen Body

	Montague Rhodes James. The Collected Ghost Stories
	Howard Phillips Lovecraft. The Outsider
	Contents

