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  Escrevendo estas breves páginas à frente dos Sonetos de Antero de Quental tenho a satisfação íntima de cumprir o dever de tornar conhecida do público a figura talvez mais característica do mundo literário portuguesa, e decerto aquela sobre que a lenda mais tem trabalhado. Estou certo, absolutamente certo, de que este livro, embora sem eco no espírito vulgar que faz reputações e dá popularidade, há de encontrar um acolhimento amoroso em todas as almas de eleição, e durar enquanto houver corações aflitos, e enquanto se falar a linguagem portuguesa.



  


  Procurarei, no que vou dizer, guardar para mim aquilo que ao público não interessa: a viva amizade, a estreita comunhão de sentimentos, o afecto quase fraterno que há perto de vinte anos nos une, ao poeta e ao seu crítico de hoje, fazendo da vida de ambos como que uma única alma, misturando invariavelmente as nossas breves alegrias, muitas vezes as nossas lágrimas, sempre as nossas dores e os nossos entusiasmos ou o nosso desalento.


  


  Discutindo em permanência, discordando frequentemente, ralhando a miúdo, zangando-nos às vezes e abraçando-nos sempre: assim tem decorrido para nós perto de vinte anos. Mas o leitor é que nada tem que ver com esses casos particulares, nem com o abraço que trocámos no dia em que primeiro nos conhecemos e que só terminará naquele em que um de nós, ou ambos nós, formos descansar para sempre sob meia dúzia de pás de terra fria.


  



  I


  



  Eu não conheço fisionomia mais difícil de desenhar, porque nunca vi natureza mais complexamente bem dotada. Se fosse possível desdobrar um homem, como quem desdobra os fios de um cabo, Antero de Quental dava alma para uma família inteira. É sabidamente um poeta na mais elevada expressão da palavra; mas ao mesmo tempo é a inteligência mais crítica, o instinto mais prático, a sagacidade mais lúcida, que eu conheço. É um poeta que sente, mas é um raciocínio que pensa. Pensa o que sente; sente o que pensa.


  Inventa, e critica. Depois, por um movimento reflexo da inteligência, dá corpo ao que criticou, e raciocina o que imaginou. — O seu temperamento apresenta um contraste correlativo: é meigo como uma criança, sensitivo como uma mulher nervosa, mas intermitentemente é duro e violento.


  


  É fraco, portanto? Não. A vontade, em obediência à qual, e com esforço, se faz colérico, fá-lo também forte — desta força persistente, raciocinada e na aparência plácida, como a superfície do mar em dias de bonança. O Oceano, porém, é interiormente agitado pelo gulf stream quente e invisível: também às vezes a placidez extrema da sua face encobre ondas de aflição que sobem até aos olhos e rebentam em lágrimas ardentes. Sabe chorar, como todo o homem digno da humanidade.


  É destas crises que nasceram os seus versos, porque Antero de Quental não faz versos à maneira dos literatos: nascem-lhe, brotam-lhe da alma como soluços e agonias. Mas, apesar disso, é requintado e exigente como um artista: as suas lágrimas hão de ter o contorno de pérolas, os seus gemidos hão de ser musicais. As faculdades artísticas geradoras da estatuaria e da sinfonia são as que vibram na sua alma estética. A noção das formas, das linhas e dos sons, possui-a num grau eminente: não já assim a da cor nem a da composição. Aos quadros chama painéis com desdém, e por isso mesmo tem horror à descrição e ao pitoresco. É artista, no que a arte contém de mais subjetivo. A sua poesia é escultural e hierática, e por isso fantástica. É exclusivamente psicológica e dantesca: não pode pintar, nem descrever: acha isso inferior e quase indigno.


  Os seus versos são sentidos, são vividos como nenhuns; mas o sentir e o viver deste homem é de uma natureza especial que tem por fronteiras físicas as paredes do seu crânio, mas que não tem fronteiras no mundo real, porque a sua imaginação paira librada nas asas de uma razão especulativa para a qual não há limites.


  O poeta é por isso um místico, e o crítico um filósofo. O misticismo e a metafísica, o sentimento e a razão, a sensibilidade e a vontade, o temperamento e a inteligência, combatem-se, às vezes dilacerando-se. Eis aí a explicação desta poesia que é o retrato vivo do homem. O génio, esse quid divinatório, que não é honra para nenhuma criatura possuir, porque só nos dá merecimento aquilo que ganhámos à força de inteligência e de vontade; o génio, que é uma faculdade tão acidental como a cor dos cabelos, ou o desenho das feições; o génio, que pode andar ligado a uma inteligência medíocre, mas que o não anda no caso de Antero de Quental — é o predicado particular e a chave do enigma deste homem. O génio pressupõe a intuição de uma verdade visceral ou fundamental da natureza. Essa intuição, essa aspiração absorvente, é para o nosso poeta a síntese da verdade racional ou positiva e do sentimento místico: uma poesia que exprima o raciocínio, ou antes uma filosofia onde caibam todas as suas visões. O próprio do génio é querer realizar o irrealizável; é ser quimérico, no sentido crítico da palavra, quando por quimera entendemos uma verdade essencial que não pode todavia reduzir-se a fórmulas compreensíveis, ou uma cousa cuja realidade se sente, sem se poder ver.


  Dos aspectos quase inesgotavelmente variáveis desta singular fisionomia de homem, desta mistura excepcional de pensamentos e de temperamentos num mesmo individuo, resulta porém um tipo de sinceridade e de retidão mais singular ainda, porque mais facilmente podia resultar dela um grande cínico. É sobretudo um estoico, sem deixar de ter bastante de cético; é um místico, mas com uma forte dose de ironia e humorismo; e um misantropo, quando não é o homem do trato mais afável, da convivência mais alegre; é um pessimista, que todavia acha em geral tudo ótimo. Intelectualmente é a fisionomia mais dúbia, complexa e contraditória por vezes; moralmente é o carácter mais inteiro e melhor que existe. A sua inteligência encontra-se permanentemente no estado de alguém que, querendo ir para um sitio, resiste por não querer ao mesmo tempo, sem todavia ter razões bastantes para querer nem também para não querer. O núcleo da sua personalidade, se a encaramos pelo lado praticamente humano, está na energia do seu querer moral, e não na lucidez do seu pensamento; embora tenha a pretensão de julgar que a sua vontade obedece sempre à sua razão. É verdade que dentro de si tem permanentemente um espelho facetado que representa e critica as modalidades do seu pensamento; mas, por isso mesmo, vê ou inventa faces de mais às cousas, e também por vezes o cristal embacia. O que nunca esmorece é a bondade luminosa da sua alma. É um homem fundamentalmente bom.


  A complexidade do seu espírito dá-lhe uma variedade de aptidões singular. Conversador como poucos, fácil, espontâneo, original e sugestivo, irónico, humorista, espirituoso, descendo até à própria charge, não há ninguém como ele para soltar o carro da sua fantasia critica na ladeira de uma tese, e, explorando-a em todos os sentidos, arquitetar uma teoria. Os seus opúsculos em prosa (da melhor prosa portuguesa deste tempo) têm em geral este carácter. São lógicos, são bem deduzidos — sem serem suficientemente pensados. São frutos da imaginação; são conversas escritas, dessas conversas que durante horas seduzem os que o ouvem — porque é um charmeur.


  Ele próprio se embriaga, não com as suas palavras, mas sim com aquela teoria passageira que inventou ad hoc, e, quando alguém lhe objecta um pequeno senão, todavia essencial ao seu edifício lógico, resiste, defende-se, irrita-se às vezes, mas por fim é ele próprio que, com um dito, desfaz toda a construção. Seria um orador, um jornalista de primeira ordem, se não tomasse apenas a sério a sua missão de poeta, ou antes de filósofo.


  Depois de tudo isto dirão pessoas pouco dadas ao estudo do animal homem que Antero de Quental é um assombro. Longe disso. A sua força é a prodigalidade com que a natureza dotou o seu espírito; mas essa força é uma fraqueza. Tem demasiada imaginação para ver bem; e por outro lado o raciocínio crítico peia-lhe os voos luminosos da fantasia. Vê de mais para poder ser ativo, ou não tem a energia correspondente à sua visão. Se a tivesse, seria verdadeiramente um assombro. A imaginação e a razão, irredutíveis nos cérebros humanos com as circunvoluções limitadas que contêm, são igualmente poderosas no seu cérebro para que qualquer delas domine. Lutam em permanência, procurando entender-se, combinar-se, penetrar-se, e, no desejo quimérico da síntese, desequilibram o homem, atrofiando-lhe a energia ativa. Ainda assim, felizes daqueles cuja inércia desse um livro comparável a este!


  Mas é que as suas páginas foram escritas com sangue e lágrimas! E doe ver a vida do mais belo espírito consumir-se em agonias de uma alma em luta comigo mesmo! O comum da gente, ao ler as páginas deste volume, dirá então: Quantas catástrofes, que desgraças, este homem sofreu! que singular hostilidade do mundo para com uma criatura humana! — E todavia o mundo nunca lhe foi propriamente hostil, nenhuma desgraça o acabrunhou; a sua vida tem corrido serena, plácida, e até para o geral da gente em condições de felicidade.


  É que o geral da gente não sabe que as tempestades da imaginação são as mais duras de passar! Não há dores tão agudas como as dores imaginárias. Não há problemas mais difíceis do que os problemas do pensamento, nem crises mais dolorosas do que as crises do sentimento. As agonias dilacerantes da morte com as ânsias do estertor, os horrores mais inverosímeis dos crimes monstruosos, as aflições mais pungentes da saudade, as tristezas mais dolorosas da solidão, as lutas do dever com a paixão, os gritos do homem arruinado, os ais da orfandade faminta… tudo, tudo, quanto no mundo pode haver de doloroso, desde a miséria até à prostituição, desde o andrajo até ao veludo arrastado pela imundície, desde o cardo que dilacera os pés até ao punhal que rasga o coração: tudo isso é menos, do que a agonia de um poeta vendo passar diante de si, em turbilhão medonho, as lúgubres misérias do mundo. Todas as aflições têm o seu quê de imaginativas, e por isso há apenas uma espécie de homens que não sentem: são os cínicos, esses que perderam os nervos da moralidade, os anestesiados do sentimento.


  Quando se é poeta como Antero de Quental, a imaginação exacerbada vibra como as harpas que os gregos expunham às virações da brisa nos ramos das árvores. Nenhum dedo lhes feria as cordas, e todavia tocavam! Nenhuma dessas desgraças do mundo feriu a harpa da vida do poeta; e todavia essa harpa geme e chora, soluça e grita, porque pelas suas cordas passa o vento agreste das ideias, passa o eco ululante do egoísmo dos homens, aflitivo como os uivos de uma alcateia de lobos famintos.


  


  II


  



  Esta coleção de Sonetos é, portanto, ao mesmo tempo biográfica e cíclica. Conta-nos as tempestades de um espírito; mas essas tempestades não são os quaisquer episódios particulares de uma vida de homem: são a refracção das agonias morais do nosso tempo, vividas, porem, na imaginação de um poeta.


  O primeiro período, de 1860-2, contém em embrião todos os sucessivos, da mesma forma que as flores incluem em si a substância dos frutos. Denuncia uma alma sensível, mas patenteia já a preocupação metafísica na sua fase rudimentar de dúvida teológica, e apresenta uns assomos de tristeza que são como os farrapos de nuvens quando velam intermitentemente o sol, deixando antever a tempestade para o dia seguinte. Estes primeiros sonetos são o balbuciar de uma criança. Romântica? De modo nenhum. Este poeta não se filia em escolas, não obedece a correntes literárias: a sua poesia é exclusivamente pessoal. Sucedia, porém, que nesse tempo já os nossos bardos classicamente românticos tinham passado da moda; e a Coimbra chegavam por via de Paris os ecos do espírito novo, expresso nas obras de Michelet, de Quinet, de Vera-Hegel, etc.


  Tudo isso fermentava no cérebro de Antero de Quental, mas a sua personalidade não se deixava absorver pelo otimismo que, depois dos românticos, se espalhou na Europa, liricamente ingénuo no Ocidente afrancesado, sistematicamente filosófico na Alemanha hegeliana. Schopenhauer, ninguém o lia. Não era moda. Pois foi essa corrente, dominante hoje, aquela em que o nosso poeta, espontaneamente, por um movimento do seu temperamento, se achou levado. Aos dezoito ou vinte anos, ignorante ainda, mas inquieto e perscrutador, o poeta que desdenha sinceramente da fama e da glória, vê no eterno feminino de que nos fala Goethe a síntese da existência. Os seus amores já são fantásticos: só tem realidade no céu.


  


  Ali, ó lírio dos celestes vales,


  Tendo seu fim, terão o seu começo,


  Para não mais findar, nossos amores.


  


  E se ainda o dia, a luz, o sol esposo amado, têm o condão de o encher de entusiasmo, é mister desconfiar de um homem mais caprichoso do que todas as mulheres, porque


  


  Pedindo à forma, em vão, a ideia pura


  Tropeço, em sombras, na matéria dura


  E encontro a imperfeição de quanto existe.


  


  Esta nota é mais constitucionalmente verdadeira. «Seja a terra degredo, o céu destino» diz num ponto; e noutro:


  


  Minha alma, ó Deus, a outros céus aspira:


  Se um momento a prendeu mortal beleza


  É pela eterna pátria que suspira…


  


  Não acreditemos também demasiadamente nisto, porque Deus não passa ainda de uma interrogação:


  


  Pura essência das lágrimas que choro


  E sonho dos meus sonhos! Se és verdade,


  Descobre-te, visão, no céu ao menos!


  


  As lutas infantis deste primeiro período para saber se Deus é ou não é verdade, bastam, em si mesmo e no próprio modo por que estão expressas, para nos mostrar que o poeta não saiu ainda das esferas da representação elementar dos seres, para a esfera compreensiva das abstrações racionais. Os sonetos desta primeira série desenrolam-se no terreno da fantasmagoria transcendente. O traço mais seguro de todos e o mais significativo está neste verso:


  


  Que sempre o mal pior é ter nascido.


  


  A segunda série tem a data de 1862-6. Psicologicamente é a menos original, artisticamente é a mais brilhante. O Sonho oriental, o Idílio, o Palácio da Ventura, são obras-primas, até de colorido. Talvez por isso mesmo que o estado de espírito do poeta o não obrigava a tirar tanto de si, e porque nesta época viveu mais à lei da natureza; talvez por isso mesmo a sentiu e pintou melhor nas suas cores, nas suas imagens.


  A nebulose do primeiro período começava a resolver-se numa tragédia mental, que umas vezes tem os sonhos dos que mastigam haxixe, outras vezes fúrias de desespero, ironias como punhais e gritos lancinantes:


  


  Se nada há que me aqueça esta frieza,


  Se estou cheio de fel e de tristeza,


  É de crer que só eu seja o culpado.


  


  Meu pobre amigo, como foi amarga esta época! Outros sofreram também, outros penaram iguais dores, sem conseguirem porém estrangular os monstros que defendem os áditos do templo da Sabedoria. Heine e Espronceda, Nerval e Baudelaire viveram vidas inteiras nesse estado de ironia e de sarcasmo, de desespero e de raiva, de orgia e de abatimento, de fúria e de atonia, que para ti representam quatro anos apenas!


  Mas é que não havia em nenhum d’esses homens a semente de abstração que se descobre no Palácio da Ventura:


  


  Abrem-se as portas d’ouro, com fragor…


  Mas dentro encontro só, cheio de dor,


  Silêncio e escuridão — e nada mais!


  


  Os românticos, mais ou menos satanistas ou satanizados, ficavam-se por aqui. Achando apenas silêncio e escuridão onde tinham sonhado venturas, ou davam em bêbedos como Espronceda, ou suicidavam-se como Nerval, ou faziam-se cínicos, à maneira de Baudelaire, cultivando com amor as Flores do Mal.


  De 1864 a 74, nesses dez anos em que a tempestade caminha, vê-se a onda negra da desolação espraiar-se; vê-se o «silêncio e a escuridão» que antes surgiam como surpresas medonhas, ganharem um lugar apropriado, embora eminente, no regime das cousas; vê-se o espírito do filósofo reagir sobre o temperamento do poeta, e tornar-se sistema o que até aí era fúria. Bom prenúncio.


  Nesta época Antero de Quental é niilista como filósofo, anarquista como político: é tudo o que for negativo, é tudo o que for excessivo; e é-o de um modo tão terminante, tão dogmático e tão afirmativo, que por isso mesmo hesitamos em crer na consciência com que o é. Da sinceridade não é lícito duvidar, mas contra a segurança depõe a própria violência. A nevrose contemporânea, que produzira nele a terceira época, dá de si ainda a quarta; mas se pôde galgar a saltos por entre a floresta incendiada que devorou e consumiu os satânicos, não poderá também sair da estepe lúgubre onde apodrecem os pessimistas, embriagados na negação universal, sem se lembrarem de que são contraditórios no próprio facto de pregarem o que quer que seja?


  Ora a isto responde esta própria série, porque, ao lado dos sonetos crepuscularmente desolados, levantam-se como auroras os sonetos estoicos. Para curar o poeta da vertigem satânica serviu-lhe a metafísica pessimista; para o curar mais tarde dessa metafísica, servir-lhe-á a reação do sentimento moral sobre a razão especulativa. Quando pede Mais luz, quando chama ao sol «O claro sol amigo dos heróis», quando define a Ideia acabando por estes versos diamantinos:


  


  A Ideia, o Sumo bem, o Verbo, a Essência


  Só se revela aos homens e às nações


  No céu incorruptível da Consciência!


  


  sentimo-nos bem distantes das fantasmagorias do princípio e das loucuras da viagem, que todavia o poeta não terminou ainda.


  Lutando furioso contra a desilusão, caindo esmagado pelo aniquilamento, Antero de Quental ensimesmou-se (para usar de uma feliz expressão espanhola) meteu-se dentro de si, a sós consigo, apelou para as energias do seu instinto de homem, e foi isso o que lhe inspirou o belo Hino à Razão.


  



  Porém na luta entre o temperamento de estoico e a imaginação metafísica, o seu espírito atribulado não conseguiu manter o equilíbrio, porque as suas exigências de crítico e filósofo (alimentadas agora por leituras variadíssimas e profundas) contrariavam ou contradiziam as suas visões de poeta. À maneira que a inteligência se lhe cultivava, que o saber lhe crescia, que a experiência o educava com mais de um caso doloroso ou apenas triste—apurava-se-lhe a imaginação até ao ponto de ver claramente o que para o comum dos espíritos são apenas concepções do entendimento abstracto. A sua poesia despe-se então de acessórios: não há quase uma imagem; há apenas linhas, mas essas linhas de estátuas incorpóreas têm uma nitidez dantesca.


  O seu pessimismo torna-se sistemático: é uma filosofia inteira, a que corresponde, como expressão sentimental, a ironia transcendente. Na Disputa em Família, Deus responde aos ateus:


  


  Muito antes de nascerem vossos pais


  D’um barro vil, ridículas crianças,


  Sabia eu tudo isso… e muito mais!


  


  No Inconsciente, este herói metafísico, diz assim:


  


  Chamam-me Deus há mais de dez mil anos…


  Mas eu por mim não sei como me chamo.


  


  Na Divina Comédia os homens queixam-se aos deuses do que sofrem, invectivando-os pelos terem criado.


  


  Mas os deuses com voz ainda mais triste


  Dizem: — Homens! porque é que nos criastes?


  


  Como se vê, houve um progresso. No período anterior a negação era violenta e terminante; agora tem como expressão a ironia que é uma das formas conhecidas do saber, e uma das linguagens da verdade. Eis aí o que a reação moral conseguiu, acompanhada pelo esclarecimento da razão, da inteligência e do conhecimento. O antigo poeta satânico, transformado em um niilista, vemo-lo agora na pele de um pessimista sistemático, sorrindo já bondosamente, com a ironia nesses próprios lábios que, primeiro cobertos de espuma, depois nos apareciam brancos de agonias.


  Não tinha eu razão para chamar cíclica a esta coleção de sonetos? Não tem sido este o movimento das ideias, a evolução do pensamento criador na segunda metade do nosso século?


  


  Quando escreveu o primeiro soneto da quarta série (1880-4)


  


  Já sossega, depois de tanta luta,


  Já me descansa em paz o coração…


  


  Antero de Quental resolveu destruir todas as suas poesias lúgubres. Sentia remorsos por alguma vez ter estado numa disposição de ânimo que agora considerava com horror. Entendia que esses versos tétricos não podiam consolar ninguém, e fariam mal a muita gente. Destruiu-os, pois, com aquela violência própria de um carácter intermitentemente meigo e frenético como o de uma mulher. Desse naufrágio onde se perderam verdadeiras obras-primas, salvei eu as poesias que vão no fim deste ensaio; e salvei-as porque as possuía entre os originais remetidos em cartas, e mais de uma vez como texto de notícias do estado do seu espírito, ou cartas rimadas.


  Que espécie de paz era porem essa em que o seu coração descansava? Era o Nirvana:


  


  E quando o pensamento, assim absorto,


  Emerge a custo d’esse mundo morto


  E torna a olhar as cousas naturais,


  


  À bela luz da vida, ampla, infinita


  Só vê com tédio em tudo quanto fita


  A ilusão e o vazio universais.


  


  O Nirvana é o céu do budismo, a religião mais filosófica e menos fantasmagórica inventada pelos homens. É por este motivo que o budismo atrai hoje em dia todos os espíritos a um tempo racionalistas e místicos, desta época em tudo semelhante à alexandrina, menos no volume do saber positivo que já se não compadece com muitas das teorias sobre que os neoplatónicos especulavam. A teoria da Substância levou-os a eles a uma concepção do Ser que produziu o mito do Verbo cristão, encarnado popularmente em Jesus-Cristo. Ora hoje tudo isso vale apenas como documento histórico, e, por paradoxal que isto pareça, o Não-Ser é, segundo a metafísica contemporânea, a essência de tudo o que existe. O Absoluto é o Nada. O Universo, a realidade inteira, são modalidades, aspectos fugitivos, que só se tornam verdades racionais quando nos aparecem despidas de todos os acidentes. E como é pelos acidentes apenas que nós, distinguindo-as, as conhecemos, a realidade verdadeiramente e em si é Nada.


  Religiosamente, Nada é igual a Nirvana; e o budismo é a única religião que atingiu esta conclusão, sumária do pensamento científico moderno. O Nirvana é esse estado em que os seres, despindo-se de todas as suas modalidades e acidentes, de todas as condições de realidade, condições que os limitam distinguindo-os entre si, adquirem a não-realidade (o não-contingente) e com ela a existência absoluta e a absoluta liberdade. Essa liberdade é o tipo e a essência da vida espiritual; e o Nirvana, puro Não-Ser para a inteligência, é, para o sentimento moral, o símbolo e o veículo de toda a perfeição e virtude: radicalmente negativo na esfera da razão, é, na esfera do sentimento, absolutamente afirmativo. O pessimismo torna-se desta forma um optimismo gigantesco; toda a inércia é condenada, e o sistema das cousas, agitando-se, movendo-se na direção do aniquilamento final, move-se e agita-se no sentido de uma liberdade evolutivamente progressiva até atingir a plenitude. O Universo é uma grande vida que tem, no termo, o termo de todas as vidas — a morte, idealizada agora e tornada luminosa e apetecível por essa idealização.


  Leiam-se os dois sonetos Redempção, talvez os mais belos de todo o livro, e compreender-se-á melhor o que fica dito. Leia-se o Elogio da morte


  


  Dormirei no teu seio inalterável,


  Na comunhão da paz universal,


  Morte libertadora e inviolável!


  


  e ver-se-á quanto estamos longe do desespero trágico de outros anos. A tempestade acalmou.


  


  Na esfera do invisível, da intangível,


  Sobre desertos, vácuo, soledade,


  Voa e paira o espírito impassível


  


  presidindo à evolução dos seres (V. o soneto Evolução) desde a rocha até ao homem, evolução que seria absolutamente inexpressiva se não tivesse um destino, um fim, um ideal. A teoria do progresso indefinido é, com efeito, racionalmente absurda. Esse destino, para os neobudistas, é o Nada transcendente; esse ideal é a Liberdade. A existência está pois consagrada racionalmente: falta consagrá-la sentimentalmente. Falta ainda ao sistema um medianeiro: é o Amor.


  


  Porém o coração feito valente


  Na escola da tortura repetida,


  E no uso do penar tornado crente,


  


  Respondeu: D’esta altura vejo o Amor!


  Viver não foi em vão, se é isto a vida,


  Nem foi de mais o desengano e a dor.


  


  O Universo está pois construído e santificado na mente do poeta e na razão do filósofo. Dir-se-á portanto que a quimera de que a princípio falámos ficou desvendada, o problema resolvido, conciliada a visão com a razão, e que nos não resta mais do que fazermo-nos todos budistas? Suprema ilusão! Creia-o embora o poeta: eu, como crítico, observando que o pensamento humano, desde que existe e trabalha, progride sempre, com efeito, mas progride em três estradas paralelas que, por serem paralelas, nunca podem encontrar-se, atrevo-me a afirmar a irredutibilidade do misticismo, racional ou imaginativamente concebido, e do naturalismo, ponderada ou orgiacamente realizado. Atrevo-me a dizer que estes dois feitios ou temperamentos são constitucionais do espírito humano, e que da coexistência necessária deles resulta um terceiro — o cético, o crítico, o que provêm da comparação de ambos, e por isso não tem cor, nem é afirmativo; dando-se melhor com a natureza do que com a fantasmagoria, preferindo a harmonia mais ou menos equilibrada, ou mais ou menos claudicante do helenismo, à orgia desenfreada dos orientais; considerando a existência como um compromisso, o dever como uma condição da vida, mas também a fraqueza como uma condição dos homens. Estes três temperamentos são correspondentes a tipos eternos e irredutíveis da consciência humana; e, se o budismo é a melhor religião para um místico do século XIX, saturado de ciência e derreado de cogitações, o cristianismo, como direto herdeiro do helenismo, há de eternamente satisfazer melhor os céticos e os naturalistas, cujo número é e foi sempre infinitamente maior, entre os europeus.


  «Um helenismo coroado por um budismo» eis a formula com que mais de uma vez Antero de Quental me tem exprimido o seu pensamento—a sua quimera! Quimera, digo, por que a coroa não nos pode assentar na cabeça, sob pena de a crivar de espinhos e de a deixar escorrendo sangue. Fundar o princípio da ação na inércia sistemática, a realidade no não-ser, a vida no aniquilamento, só é praticamente aceitável para o comum de homens quando acreditem na metempsicose, dogma tão infantilmente mítico do budismo como v. g. o inferno do cristianismo. Ao cristianismo, porém, tirando-se-lhe tudo quanto a imaginação semita deu para a sua formação, fica ainda o helenismo, isto é, um idealismo mais ou menos panteísta e uma teoria moral — cousas que eu não afirmo que resistam a uma análise rigorosamente lógica, por isso mesmo que todo o nosso conhecimento racional das cousas assenta apenas sobre axiomas do senso comum — ao passo que, em se tirando a metempsicose ao budismo, o budismo reduz-se a uma névoa de abstrações.


  Pobre humanidade, se se visse condenada à coroação budista! Nós europeus, incapazes de nos sujeitarmos ao regime da contemplação inerte, sofreríamos as agonias, experimentaríamos as aflições do poeta que, tendo no peito um coração ativo, tem na cabeça uma imaginação mística, e, para obedecer ao pensamento, tortura o coração, sem poder também esmagá-lo sob o mando da inteligência.


  Deste cruel estado vêm os documentos que atestam a transformação sofrida pela ironia dos períodos anteriores. Que nome se há de dar ao sentimento que inspira os sonetos À Virgem Santíssima e o Na mão de Deus que fecha o volume? Eu por mim chamarei humorismo transcendente a essa liga íntima da piedade e da ironia, e declaro que nunca vi cousa parecida posta em verso. Em prosa, há mais de um período de Renan inspirado por um espírito semelhante, embora menos agudo.


  


  Ó visão, visão triste e piedosa!


  Fita-me assim calada, assim chorosa,


  E deixa-me sonhar a vida inteira!


  


  A visão é a Virgem Santíssima, e a poesia é tão sincera, tão verdadeira, tão cheia de piedade e unção, que eu sei de mais de um livro de rezas onde andam cópias escritas.


  


  Dorme o teu sono, coração liberto,


  Dorme na mão de Deus eternamente!


  


  Um monge cristão escreveria isto. E Antero de Quental nem é cristão, nem crê em Deus, nem na Virgem, segundo o sentido ordinário da palavra crer.


  Blasfemar era bom noutros tempos; para a ironia também a idade passou; finalmente para o exercício literário nunca se inclinou a pena que o poeta molhou sempre no seu sangue. Como explicar, pois, o fenómeno?


  Por acaso subiu já o leitor ao cume de um monte suficientemente alto para que toda a paisagem lhe aparecesse à vista, fundida a ponto de não distinguir uma árvore de um casal, nem um rio de um vale sem curso de água? Pois sucede assim nas campinas da história do pensamento humano, quando as olhamos das cumeadas luminosas da crítica. Veem-se as cousas na sua essência, não importam os acidentes. O fetiche que o selvagem adora, a imagem perante a qual se prostra o comum dos crentes, o arquiteto universal dos pensadores livres, e finalmente esse quid inominado a que a filosofia moderna chamou Inconsciente — tudo isso é igualmente Deus: somente é Deus percebido pela imaginação infantil, Deus percebido pela inteligência vulgar, Deus percebido pelo saber incipiente, e Deus finalmente incompreendido, mas sentido, pela sabedoria. E todas essas modalidades de uma mesma impressão, recebida e representada de forma diversa, consoante a natureza e o estado de educação dos homens, são igualmente verdadeiras, igualmente santas e igualmente humorísticas, para aquele que tem coração para sentir as cousas por dentro, e olhos para as ver de fora — objetivamente, como os alemães dizem, e nós diremos criticamente.


  Eis aí a suprema liberdade do espírito, o Nirvana apenas intelectual, a que eu prefiro chamar impassibilidade subjetiva: um estado que permite compreender todas as cousas, analisando-as e classificando-as, sem todavia nos transmitir essa espécie de frialdade de coração, própria dos naturalistas quando estudam uma rocha, uma planta ou um animal. O filósofo, impassível ao analisar e classificar os fenómenos do espírito humano, há de misturar ao sorriso que provocam todas as vaidades e ilusões, o amor que merecem todos os sentimentos ingénuos e fundamentalmente bons; há de aliar à compreensão da nulidade extrínseca das cousas, a compreensão da sua excelência intrínseca; exigindo que o homem seja ativo, porque a catividade é boa por ser indispensável à saúde do espírito, embora os objetos da catividade sejam as mais das vezes irritos e nulos, quando considerados em si próprios e isoladamente.


  E eis aí as razões por que eu não sou budista… nem Antero de Quental o é, embora julgue sê-lo. A evolução dolorosa que terminou com o seu último soneto, esta longa e tempestuosa viagem através do mar tenebroso da fantasia metafísica, parece ter concluído. A idade, talvez, acima de tudo, trouxe ao espírito do poeta uma paz iluminada de bondade e sabedoria, e como a sua alma é sã e a sua inteligência firme e sempre ativa, é mais que provável que o declinar da vida de Antero de Quental enriqueça o pecúlio por sinal bem pobre da filosofia portuguesa com algum trabalho tão digno de se conservar na memória dos tempos, como estes Sonetos que são as amargas flores de uma mocidade. Esse trabalho, porem, não será um catecismo budista, não pode ser nenhuma revelação milagrosa do verdadeiro sistema, porque a sabedoria nos diz que toda a pretensão de Verdade é ilusória, pois sendo nós, a nossa inteligência, os nossos pensamentos, simples e fugitivas contingências, é loucura pensar que jamais possamos definir o Absoluto. Cada qual sente-o a seu modo, segundo o seu temperamento; e sábio é aquele que se limita a registar as relações das cousas.


  


  III


  


  Quem diante destes versos não sentir elevar-se-lhe o espírito, como numa oração, àquela espécie de Deus que é compatível com o seu temperamento ou com o estado de educação do seu pensamento, é por que tem dentro do peito, no lugar do coração, um seixo polido e frio. Quem, no meio do lidar da vida, roçando os braços pelas arestas cortantes que a erriçam de ângulos, pousar o olhar da alma sobre um destes sonetos e não sentir o que os sequiosos sentem ao encontrarem um arroio de água límpida, é porque tem a alma feita apenas de egoísmo. Quem, emergindo dos montões de papelada que as imprensas vomitam diariamente, deitar os olhos sobre estas páginas, e não sentir o deslumbramento que os diamantes produzem, é porque a sua vista se embaciou com o exame dos livros grosseiros em todo o sentido, e a sua língua perdeu o hábito de falar português.


  Um dos nossos mais queridos amigos, um dos que conhecem de perto Antero de Quental — e somente o conhece quem com ele viveu largo tempo na intimidade — interroga-me geralmente deste modo: «E santo Antero, como vai?»


  Di-lo com a convicção quente dos artistas, mas eu, que o não sou, tenho a pôr embargos, porque a santidade não é planta adequada ao clima do nosso tempo. Exige uma porção de sentimento ingénuo que já não há nos ares que respiramos.


  A vida contemplativa, porem, a vida asceta inclusivamente: essa virtude austera para consigo, tolerante para com tudo e para com todos; esse observar constante de si próprio e o dispensar de um sorriso sempre bom, embora indiferente com frequência, aos que alguma vez o rodeiam; a caridade, o amor, a abnegação, as tentações, as crises, as lágrimas, as aflições, as dúvidas cruciantes e as dores angustiosas: tudo o que, reunido, forma uma alma mística — tudo isso mora na alma deste poeta arrebatada pela visão inextinguível do Bem.


  


  Só no meu coração, que sondo e meço,


  Não sei que voz, que eu mesmo desconheço,


  Em segredo protesta e afirma o Bem.


  


  E para nada faltar a este místico, anacronicamente perdido no meio do borburinho de um século ativo até à demência, tem também uma fé ardente — uma fé budista. Somente o seu Deus, Deus sem vontade, sem inteligência e sem consciência, é, para nós outros, a quem são vedados os mistérios da metafísica budista, igual a cousa nenhuma.


  Este homem, fundamentalmente bom, se tivesse vivido no século VI ou no século XIII, seria um dos companheiros de S. Bento ou de S. Francisco de Assis. No século XIX é um excêntrico, mas desse feitio de excentricidade que é indispensável, porque a todos os tempos foram indispensáveis os hereges, a que hoje se chama dissidentes.


  


  Oliveira Martins.


  


  


  OS CATIVOS


  


  Encostados às grades da prisão,


  Olham o céu os pálidos cativos.


  Já com raios oblíquos, fugitivos,


  Despede o sol um último clarão.


  


  Entre sombras, no longe, vagamente,


  Morrem as vozes na extensão saudosa.


  Cai do espaço, pesada, silenciosa,


  A tristeza das cousas, lentamente.


  


  E os cativos suspiram. Bandos de aves


  Passam velozes, passam apressados,


  Como absortos em íntimos cuidados,


  Como absortos em pensamentos graves.


  


  E dizem os cativos: Na amplidão


  Jamais se extingue a eterna claridade…


  A ave tem o voo e a liberdade…


  O homem tem os muros da prisão!


  


  Aonde ides? qual é vossa jornada?


  À luz? à aurora? à imensidade? aonde?


  — Porém o bando passa e mal responde:


  À noite, à escuridão, ao abismo, ao nada! —


  


  E os cativos suspiram. Surge o vento,


  Surge e perpassa esquivo e inquieto,


  Como quem traz algum pesar secreto,


  Como quem sofre e cala algum tormento.


  


  E dizem os cativos: Que tristezas,


  Que segredos antigos, que desditas,


  Caminheiro de estradas infinitas,


  Te levam a gemer pelas devesas?


  


  Tu que procuras? que visão sagrada


  Te acena da solidão onde se esconde?


  — Porém o vento passa e só responde:


  A noite, a escuridão, o abismo, o nada! —


  


  E os cativos suspiram novamente.


  Como antigos pesares mal extintos,


  Como vagos desejos indistintos,


  Surgem do escuro os astros, lentamente.


  


  E fitam-se, em silêncio indecifrável,


  Contemplam-se de longe, misteriosos,


  Como quem tem segredos dolorosos,


  Como quem ama e vive inconsolável…


  


  E dizem os cativos: Que problemas


  Eternos, primitivos vos atraem?


  Que luz fitais no centro d’onde saem


  A flux, em jorro, as intuições supremas?


  


  Por que esperais? n’essa amplidão sagrada


  Que soluções esplendidas se escondem?


  — Porém os astros tristes só respondem:


  A noite, a escuridão, o abismo, o nada! —


  


  Assim a noite passa. Rumorosos


  Sussurram os pinhais meditativos,


  Encostados às grades, os cativos


  Olham o céu e choram silenciosos.


  


  


  OS VENCIDOS


  


  Três cavaleiros seguem lentamente


  Por uma estrada erma e pedregosa.


  Geme o vento na selva rumorosa,


  Cai a noite do céu, pesadamente.


  


  Vacilam-lhes nas mãos as armas rotas,


  Têm os corcéis poentos e abatidos,


  Em desalinho trazem os vestidos,


  Das feridas lhe cai o sangue, em gotas.


  


  A derrota, traiçoeira e pavorosa,


  As fontes lhes curvou, com mão potente.


  No horizonte escuro do poente


  Destaca-se uma mancha sanguinosa.


  


  E o primeiro dos três, erguendo os braços,


  Diz n’um soluço: «Amei e fui amado!


  Levou-me uma visão, arrebatado,


  Como em carro de luz, pelos espaços!


  


  Com largo voo, penetrei na esfera


  Onde vivem as almas que se adoram,


  Livre, contente e bom, como os que moram


  Entre os astros, na eterna primavera.


  


  Porque irrompe no azul do puro amor


  O sopro do desejo pestilente?


  Ai do que um dia recebeu de frente


  O seu hálito rude e queimador!


  


  A flor rubra e olorosa da paixão


  Abre lânguida ao raio matutino,


  Mas seu profundo cálix purpurino


  Só ressuma veneno e podridão.


  


  Irmãos, amei — amei e fui amado…


  Por isso vago incerto e fugitivo,


  E corre lentamente um sangue esquivo


  Em gotas, de meu peito alanceado.»


  


  Responde-lhe o segundo cavaleiro,


  Com sorriso de trágica amargura:


  «Amei os homens e sonhei ventura,


  Pela justiça heroica, ao mundo inteiro.


  


  Pelo direito, ergui a voz ardente


  No meio das revoltas homicidas:


  Caminhando entre raças oprimidas,


  Fi-las surgir, como um clarim fremente.


  


  Quando há de vir o dia da justiça?


  Quando há de vir o dia do resgate?


  Traiu-me o gládio em meio do combate


  E semeei na areia movediça!


  


  As nações, com sorriso bestial,


  Abrem, sem ler, o livro do futuro.


  O povo dorme em paz no seu monturo,


  Como em leito de púrpura real.


  


  Irmãos, amei os homens e contente


  Por eles combati, com mente justa…


  Por isso morro à míngua e a areia adusta


  Bebe agora meu sangue, ingloriamente.»


  


  Diz então o terceiro cavaleiro:


  «Amei a Deus e em Deus pus alma e tudo.


  Fiz do seu nome fortaleza e escudo


  No combate do mundo traiçoeiro


  


  Invoquei-a nas horas afrontosas


  Em que o mal e o pecado dão assalto.


  Procurei-o, com ânsia e sobressalto,


  Sondando mil ciências duvidosas.


  


  Que vento de ruina bate os muros


  Do templo eterno, o templo sacrossanto?


  Rolam, desabam, com fragor e espanto,


  Os astros pelo céu, frios e escuros!


  


  Vacila o sol e os santos desesperam…


  Tédio ressuma a luz dos dias vãos…


  Ai dos que juntam com fervor as mãos!


  Ai dos que creem! ai dos que inda esperam!


  


  Irmãos, amei a Deus, com fé profunda…


  Por isso vago sem conforto e incerto,


  Arrastando entre as urzes do deserto


  Um corpo exangue e uma alma moribunda.»


  


  E os três, unindo a voz n’um ai supremo,


  E deixando pender as mãos cansadas


  Sobre as armas inúteis e quebradas,


  N’um gesto inerte de abandono extremo,


  


  Sumiram-se na sombra duvidosa


  Da montanha calada e formidável,


  Sumiram-se na selva impenetrável


  E no palor da noite silenciosa.


  


  


  ENTRE SOMBRAS


  


  Vem às vezes sentar-se ao pé de mim


  — A noite desce, desfolhando as rosas —


  Vem ter comigo, às horas duvidosas,


  Uma visão, com asas de cetim…


  


  Pousa de leve a delicada mão


  — Rescende amena a noite sossegada —


  Pousa a mão compassiva e perfumada


  Sobre o meu dolorido coração…


  


  E diz-me essa visão compadecida


  — Há suspiros no espaço vaporoso —


  Diz-me: Porque é que choras silencioso?


  Porque é tão erma e triste a tua vida?


  


  Vem comigo! Embalado nos meus braços


  — Na noite funda há um silêncio santo —


  N’um sonho feito só de luz e encanto


  Transporás a dormir esses espaços…


  


  Porque eu habito a região distante


  — A noite exala uma doçura infinda—


  Onde ainda se crê e se ama ainda,


  Onde uma aurora igual brilha constante…


  


  Habito ali, e tu virás comigo


  — Palpita a noite n’um clarão que ofusca —


  Porque eu venho de longe, em tua busca,


  Trazer-te paz e alívio, pobre amigo…


  


  Assim me fala essa visão noturna


  — No vago espaço há vozes dolorosas —


  São as suas palavras carinhosas


  Água correndo em cristalina urna…


  


  Mas eu escuto-a imóvel, sonolento


  — A noite verte um desconsolo imenso —


  Sinto nos membros como um chumbo denso,


  E mudo e tenebroso o pensamento…


  


  Fito-a, n’um pasmo doloroso absorto


  — A noite é erma como campa enorme —


  Fito-a com olhos turvos de quem dorme


  E respondo: Bem sabes que estou morto!


  


  HINO DA MANHÃ


  


  Tu, casta e alegre luz da madrugada,


  Sobe, cresce no céu, pura e vibrante,


  E enche de força o coração triunfante


  Dos que ainda esperam, luz imaculada!


  


  Mas a mim pões-me tu tristeza imensa


  No desolado coração. Mais quero


  A noite negra, irmã do desespero,


  A noite solitária, imóvel, densa,


  


  O vácuo mudo, onde astro não palpita,


  Nem ave canta, nem sussurra o vento,


  E adormece o próprio pensamento,


  Do que a luz matinal… a luz bendita!


  


  Porque a noite é a imagem do Não-Ser,


  Imagem do repouso inalterável


  E do esquecimento inviolável,


  Que anseia o mundo, farto de sofrer…


  


  Porque nas trevas sonda, fixo e absorto,


  O nada universal o pensamento,


  E despreza o viver e o seu tormento.


  E olvida, como quem está já morto…


  


  E, interrogando intrépido o Destino,


  Como réu o renega e o condena,


  E virando-se, fita em paz serena


  O vácuo augusto, plácido e divino…


  


  Porque a noite é a imagem da Verdade,


  Que está além das cousas transitórias.


  Das paixões e das formas ilusórias,


  Onde somente há dor e falsidade…


  


  Mas tu, radiante luz, luz gloriosa,


  De que és símbolo tu? do eterno engano,


  Que envolve o mundo e o coração humano


  Em rede de mil malhas, misteriosa!


  


  Símbolo, sim, da universal traição,


  D’uma promessa sempre renovada


  E sempre e eternamente perjurada,


  Tu, mãe da Vida e mãe da Ilusão…


  


  Outros estendam para ti as mãos,


  Suplicantes, com fé, com esperança…


  Ponham outros seu bem, sua confiança


  Nas promessas e a luz dos dias vãos…


  


  Eu não! Ao ver-te, penso: Que agonia


  E que tortura ainda não provada


  Hoje me ensinará esta alvorada?


  E digo: Porque nasce mais um dia?


  


  Antes tu nunca fosses, luz formosa!


  Antes nunca existisses! e o Universo


  Ficasse inerte e eternamente imerso


  Do possível na névoa duvidosa!


  


  O que trazes ao mundo em cada aurora?


  O sentimento só, só a consciência,


  D’uma eterna, incurável impotência,


  Do insaciável desejo, que o devora!


  


  De que são feitos os mais belos dias?


  De combates, de queixas, de terrores!


  De que são feitos? de ilusões, de dores,


  De misérias, de mágoas, de agonias!


  


  O sol, inexorável semeador,


  Sem jamais se cansar, percorre o espaço,


  E em borbotões lhe jorram do regaço


  As sementes inúmeras da Dor!


  


  Oh! como cresce, sob a luz ardente,


  A seara maldita! como treme


  Sob os ventos da vida e como geme


  N’um sussurro monótono e plangente!


  


  E cresce e alastra, em ondas voluptuosas,


  Em ondas de cruel fecundidade,


  Com a força e a subtil tenacidade


  Invencível das plantas venenosas!


  


  De podridões antigas se alimenta,


  Da antiga podridão do chão fatal…


  Uma fragrância mórbida, mortal


  Lhe ressuma da seiva peçonhenta…


  


  E é esse aroma lânguido e profundo,


  Feito de seduções vagas, magnéticas,


  De ardor carnal e de atrações poéticas,


  É esse aroma que envenena o mundo!


  


  Como um clarim soando pelos montes,


  A aurora acorda, plácida e inflexível,


  As misérias da terra: e a hoste horrível,


  Enchendo de clamor e horizontes.


  


  Torva, cega, colérica, faminta,


  Surge mais uma vez e arma-se à pressa


  Para o bruto combate, que não cessa,


  Onde é vencida sempre e nunca extinta!


  


  Quantos erguem n’esta hora, com esforço,


  Para a luz matinal as armas novas,


  Pedindo a luta e as formidáveis provas,


  Alegres e cruéis e sem remorso,


  


  Que esta tarde há de ver, no duro chão


  Caídos e sangrentos, vomitando


  Contra o céu, com o sangue miserando,


  Uma extrema e importante imprecação!


  


  Quantos também, de pé, mas esquecidos,


  Há de a noite encontrar, sós e encostados


  A algum marco, chorando aniquilados


  As lágrimas caladas dos vencidos!


  


  E porque? para que? para que os chamas,


  Serena luz, ó luz inexorável,


  À vida incerta e à luta inexpiável,


  Com as falsas visões, com que os inflamas?


  


  Para serem o brinco d’um só dia


  Na mão indiferente do Destino…


  Clarão de fogo-fátuo repentino,


  Cruzando entre o nascer e a agonia…


  


  Para serem, no páramo enfadonho,


  À luz de astros malignos e enganosos,


  Como um bando de espectros lastimosos,


  Como sombras correndo atrás d’um sonho…


  


  Oh! não! luz gloriosa e triunfante!


  Sacode embora o encanto e as seduções,


  Sobre mim, do teu manto de ilusões:


  A meus olhos, és triste e vacilante…


  


  A meus olhos, és baça e lutuosa


  E amarga ao coração, ó luz do dia,


  Como tocha esquecida que alumia


  Vagamente uma cripta monstruosa…


  


  Surges em vão, e em vão, por toda a parte,


  Me envolves, me penetras, com amor…


  Causas-me espanto a mim, causas-me horror,


  E não te posso amar — não quero amar-te!


  


  Símbolo da Mentira universal,


  Da aparência das cousas fugitivas,


  Que esconde, nas moventes perspetivas,


  Sob o eterno sorriso o eterno Mal,


  


  Símbolo da Ilusão, que do infinito


  Fez surgir o Universo, já marcado


  Para a dor, para o mal, para o pecado,


  Símbolo da existência, sê maldito!


  


  A FADA NEGRA


  


  Uma velha de olhar mudo e frio,


  De olhos sem cor, de lábios glaciais,


  Tomou-me nos seus braços sepulcrais.


  Tomou-me sobre o seio ermo e vazio.


  


  


  E beijou-me em silêncio, longamente,


  Longamente me uniu à face fria…


  Oh! como a minha alma se estorcia


  Sob os seus beijos, dolorosamente!


  


  


  Onde os lábios pousou, a carne logo


  Mirrou-se e encaneceu-se-me o cabelo,


  Meus ossos confrangeram-se. O gelo


  Do seu bafo secava mais que o fogo.


  


  


  Com seu olhar sem cor, que me fitava,


  A Fada negra me coalhou o sangue.


  Dentro em meu coração inerte e exangue


  Um silêncio de morte se engolfava.


  


  


  E volvendo em redor olhos absortos,


  O mundo pareceu-me uma visão,


  Um grande mar de névoa, de ilusão,


  E a luz do sol como um luar de mortos…


  


  


  Como o espectro d’um mundo já defunto,


  Um farrapo de mundo, nevoento,


  Ruína aérea que sacode o vento,


  Sem cor, sem consistência, sem conjunto…


  


  


  E quanto adora quem adora o mundo,


  Brilho e ventura, esperar, sorrir,


  Eu vi tudo oscilar, pender, cair,


  Inerte e já da cor d’um moribundo.


  


  


  Dentro em meu coração, n’esse momento,


  Fez-se um buraco enorme — e n’esse abismo


  Senti ruir não sei que cataclismo,


  Como um universal desabamento…


  


  


  Razão! velha de olhar agudo e cru


  E de hálito mortal mais do que a peste!


  Pelo beijo de gelo que me deste,


  Fada negra, bendita sejas tu!


  


  


  Bendita sejas tu pela agonia


  E o luto funeral d’aquela hora


  Em que eu vi baquear quanto se adora,


  Vi de que noite é feita a luz do dia!


  


  


  Pelo pranto e as torturas benfazejas


  Do desengano… pela paz austera


  D’um morto coração, que nada espera,


  Nem deseja também… bendita sejas!


  


  


  1860-1862


  


  IGNOTO DEO


  


  Que beleza mortal se te assemelha,


  Ó sonhada visão d’esta alma ardente,


  Que refletes em mim teu brilho ingente,


  Lá como sobre o mar o sol se espelha?


  


  


  O mundo é grande — e esta ânsia me aconselha


  A buscar-te na terra: e eu, pobre crente,


  Pelo mundo procuro um Deus clemente,


  Mas a ara só lhe encontro… nua e velha…


  


  


  Não é mortal o que eu em ti adoro.


  Que és tu aqui? olhar de piedade,


  Gota de mel em taça de venenos…


  


  


  Pura essência das lágrimas que choro


  E sonho dos meus sonhos! se és verdade,


  Descobre-te, visão, ao céu ao menos!


  


  LAMENTO


  


  Um dilúvio de luz cai da montanha:


  Eis o dia! eis o sol! o esposo amado!


  Onde há por toda a terra um só cuidado


  Que não dissipe a luz que o mundo banha?


  


  


  Flor a custo medrada em erma penha,


  Revolto mar ou golfo congelado,


  Aonde há ser de Deus tão olvidado


  Para quem paz e alívio o céu não tenha?


  


  


  Deus é Pai! Pai de toda a criatura:


  E a todo o ser o seu amor assiste:


  De seus filhos o mal sempre é lembrado…


  


  


  Ah! se Deus a seus filhos dá ventura


  N’esta hora santa… e eu só posso ser triste…


  Serei filho, mas filho abandonado!


  


  A M.C.


  


  Pôs-te Deus sobre a fronte a mão piedosa:


  O que fada o poeta e o soldado


  Volveu a ti o olhar, de amor velado,


  E disse-te: «vai, filha, sê formosa!»


  


  


  E tu, descendo na onda harmoniosa,


  Pousaste n’este solo angustiado,


  Estrela envolta n’um clarão sagrado,


  Do teu límpido olhar na luz radiosa…


  


  


  Mas eu… posso eu acaso merecer-te?


  Deu-te o Senhor, mulher! o que é vedado,


  Anjo! Deu-te o Senhor um mundo à parte.


  


  


  E a mim, a quem deu olhos para ver-te,


  Sem poder mais… a mim o que me há dado?


  Voz, que te cante, e uma alma para amar-te!


  


  


  ASantos Valente


  


  Estreita é do prazer na vida a taça:


  Largo, como o oceano é largo e fundo,


  E como ele em venturas infecundo,


  O cális amargoso da desgraça.


  


  


  E contudo nossa alma, quando passa


  Incerta peregrina, pelo mundo,


  Prazer só pede à vida, amor fecundo,


  É com essa esperança que se abraça.


  


  


  É lei de Deus este aspirar imenso…


  E contudo a ilusão impôs à vida.


  E manda buscar luz e dá-nos treva!


  


  


  Ah! se Deus acendeu um foco intenso


  De amor e dor em nós, na ardente lida,


  Porque a miragem cria… ou porque a leva?


  


  


  Tormento do Ideal


  


  Conheci a Beleza que não morre


  E fiquei triste. Como quem da serra


  Mais alta que haja, olhando aos pés a terra


  E o mar, vê tudo, a maior nau ou torre,


  


  


  Minguar, fundir-se, sob a luz que jorre:


  Assim eu vi o mundo e o que ele encerra


  Perder a cor, bem como a nuvem que erra


  Ao pôr do sol e sobre o mar discorre.


  


  


  Pedindo à forma, em vão, a ideia pura,


  Tropeço, em sombras, na matéria dura.


  E encontro a imperfeição de quanto existe.


  


  


  Recebi o baptismo dos poetas,


  E assentado entre as formas incompletas


  Para sempre fiquei pálido e triste.


  


  ASPIRAÇÃO


  


  Meus dias vão correndo vagarosos


  Sem prazer e sem dor, e até parece


  Que o foco interior já desfalece


  E vacila com raios duvidosos.


  


  


  É bela a vida e os anos são formosos,


  E nunca ao peito amante o amor falece…


  Mas, se a beleza aqui nos aparece,


  Logo outra lembra de mais puros gozos.


  


  


  Minh’alma, ó Deus! a outros céus aspira:


  Se um momento a prendeu mortal beleza,


  É pela eterna pátria que suspira…


  


  


  Porém do pressentir dá-me a certeza.


  Dá-ma! e sereno, embora a dor me fira,


  Eu sempre bendirei esta tristeza!


  


  A Florido Telles


  


  Se comparo poder ou ouro ou fama,


  Venturas que em si têm oculto o dano,


  Com aquele outro afeto soberano,


  Que amor se diz e é luz de pura chama,


  


  


  Vejo que são bem como arteira dama,


  Que sob honesto riso esconde o engano,


  E o que as segue, como homem leviano


  Que por um vão prazer deixa quem ama.


  


  


  Nasce do orgulho aquele estéril gozo


  E a gloria d’ele é cousa fraudulenta,


  Como quem na vaidade tem a palma:


  


  


  Tem na paixão seu brilho mais formoso


  E das paixões também some-o a tormenta…


  Mas a glória do amor… essa vem d’alma!


  


  PSALMO


  


  Esperemos em Deus! Ele há tomado


  Em suas mãos a massa inerte e fria


  Da matéria impotente e, n’um só dia,


  Luz, movimento, ação, tudo lhe há dado.


  


  


  Ele, ao mais pobre de alma, há tributado


  Desvelo e amor: ele conduz à via


  Segura quem lhe foge e se extravia,


  Quem pela noite andava desgarrado.


  


  


  E a mim, que aspiro a ele, a mim, que o amo,


  Que anseio por mais vida e maior brilho.


  Há de negar-me o termo d’este anseio?


  


  


  Buscou quem o não quis; e a mim, que o chamo,


  Há de fugir-me, como a ingrato filho?


  Ó Deus, meu pai e abrigo! espero!… eu creio!


  


  A M.C.


  


  No céu, se existe um céu para quem chora.


  Céu, para as mágoas de quem sofre tanto…


  Se é lá do amor o foco, puro e santo,


  Chama que brilha, mas que não devora…


  


  


  No céu, se uma alma n’esse espaço mora.


  Que a prece escuta e enxuga o nosso pranto…


  Se há Pai, que estenda sobre nós o manto


  Do amor piedoso… que eu não sinto agora…


  


  


  No céu, ó virgem! findarão meus males:


  Hei de lá renascer, eu que pareço


  Aqui ter só nascido para dores.


  


  


  Ali, ó lírio dos celestes vales!


  Tendo seu fim, terão o seu começo.


  Para não mais findar, nossos amores.


  


  A João de Deus


  


  Se é lei, que rege o escuro pensamento,


  Ser vã toda a pesquisa da verdade,


  Em vez da luz achar a escuridade,


  Ser uma queda nova cada invento;


  


  


  É lei também, embora cru tormento,


  Buscar, sempre buscar a claridade,


  E só ter como certa realidade


  O que nos mostra claro o entendimento.


  


  


  O que há de a alma escolher, em tanto engano?


  Se uma hora crê de fé, logo duvida:


  Se procura, só acha… o desatino!


  


  


  Só Deus pode acudir em tanto dano:


  Esperemos a luz d’uma outra vida,


  Seja a terra degredo, o céu destino.


  


  A Alberto Telles


  


  Só! — Ao ermita sozinho na montanha


  Visita-o Deus e dá-lhe confiança:


  No mar, o nauta, que o tufão balança,


  Espera um sopro amigo que o céu tenha…


  


  


  Só! — Mas quem se assentou em riba estranha,


  Longe dos seus, lá tem inda a lembrança:


  E Deus deixa-lhe ao menos a esperança


  Ao que à noite soluça em erma penha…


  


  


  Só! — Não o é quem na dor, quem nos cansaços,


  Tem um laço que o prenda a este fadário.


  Uma crença, um desejo… e inda um cuidado…


  


  


  Mas cruzar, com desdém, inertes braços,


  Mas passar, entre turbas, solitário,


  Isto é ser só, é ser abandonado!


  


  A J. Felix dos Santos


  


  Sempre o futuro, sempre! e o presente


  Nunca! Que seja esta hora em que se existe


  De incerteza e de dor sempre a mais triste,


  E só farte o desejo um bem ausente!


  


  


  Ai! que importa o futuro, se inclemente


  Essa hora, em que a esperança nos consiste,


  Chega… é presente… e só à dor assiste?…


  Assim, qual é a esperança que não mente?


  


  


  Desventura ou delírio?… O que procuro,


  Se me foge, é miragem enganosa,


  Se me espera, pior, espectro impuro…


  



  


  Assim a vida passa vagarosa:


  O presente, a aspirar sempre ao futuro:


  O futuro, uma sombra mentirosa.


  


  A M. C.


  


  Porque descrês, mulher, do amor, da vida?


  Porque esse Hermon transformas em Calvário?


  Porque deixas que, aos poucos, do sudário


  Te aperte o seio a dobra humedecida?


  


  


  Que visão te fugiu, que assim perdida


  Buscas em vão n’este ermo solitário?


  Que signo obscuro de cruel fadário


  Te faz trazer a fronte ao chão pendida?


  


  


  Nenhum! intacto o bem em ti assiste:


  Deus, em penhor, te deu a formosura;


  Bênçãos te manda o céu em cada hora.


  


  


  E descrês do viver?… E eu, pobre e triste,


  Que só no teu olhar leio a ventura,


  Se tu descrês, em que hei de eu crer agora?


  


  A Alberto Sampaio


  


  Não me fales de glória: é outro o altar


  Onde queimo piedoso o meu incenso,


  E animado de fogo mais intenso,


  De fé mais viva, vou sacrificar.


  


  


  A glória! pois que há n’ela que adorar?


  Fumo, que sobre o abismo anda suspenso…


  Que vislumbre nos dá do amor imenso?


  Esse amor que ventura faz gozar?


  


  


  Há outro mais perfeito, único eterno,


  Farol sobre ondas tormentosas firme,


  De imoto brilho, poderoso e terno…


  


  


  Só esse hei de buscar, e confundir-me


  Na essência do amor puro, sempiterno…


  Quero só n’esse fogo consumir-me!


  


  A Germano Meyreles


  


  Só males são reais, só dor existe;


  Prazeres só os gera a fantasia;


  Em nada, um imaginar, o bem consiste,


  Anda o mal em cada hora e instante e dia.


  


  


  Se buscamos o que é, o que devia


  Por natureza ser não nos assiste;


  Se fiamos n’um bem, que a mente cria,


  Que outro remedio há aí senão ser triste?


  


  


  Oh! quem tanto pudera, que passasse


  A vida em sonhos só, e nada vira…


  Mas, no que se não vê, labor perdido!


  


  


  Quem fora tão ditoso que olvidasse…


  Mas nem seu mal com ele então dormira,


  Que sempre o mal pior é ter nascido!


  


  A M. C.


  


  Não busco n’esta vida glória ou fama:


  Das turbas que me importa o vão ruído?


  Hoje, deus… e amanhã, já esquecido


  Como esquece o clarão de extinta chama!


  


  


  Foco incerto, que a luz já mal derrama,


  Tal é essa ventura: eco perdido,


  Quanto mais se chamou, mais escondido


  Ficou inerte e mudo à voz que o chama.


  


  


  D’essa coroa é cada flor um engano,


  É miragem em nuvem ilusória,


  É mote vão de fabuloso arcano.


  


  


  Mas coroa-me tu: na fronte inglória


  Cinge-me tu o louro soberano…


  Verás, verás então se amo essa glória!


  


  AD AMICOS


  


  Em vão lutamos. Como névoa baça,


  A incerteza das cousas nos envolve.


  Nossa alma, em quanto cria, em quanto volve,


  Nas suas próprias redes se embaraça.


  


  


  O pensamento, que mil planos traça,


  É vapor que se esvai e se dissolve;


  E a vontade ambiciosa, que resolve,


  Como onda entre rochedos se espedaça.


  


  


  Filhos do Amor, nossa alma é como um hino


  À luz, à liberdade, ao bem fecundo,


  Prece e clamor d’um pressentir divino;


  


  


  Mas n’um deserto só, árido e fundo,


  Ecoam nossas vozes, que o Destino


  Paira mudo e impassível sobre o mundo.


  


  A um crucifixo


  


  Há mil anos, bom Cristo, ergueste os magros braços


  E clamaste da cruz: há Deus! e olhaste, ó crente,


  O horizonte futuro e viste, em tua mente,


  Um alvor ideal banhar esses espaços!


  


  


  Porque morreu sem eco o eco de teus passos,


  E de tua palavra (ó Verbo!) o som fremente?


  Morreste… ah! dorme em paz! não volvas, que descrente


  Arrojaras de novo à campa os membros lassos…


  


  


  Agora, como então, na mesma terra erma,


  A mesma humanidade é sempre a mesma enferma,


  Sob o mesmo ermo céu, frio como um sudário…


  


  


  E agora, como então, viras o mundo exangue,


  E ouviras perguntar — de que serviu o sangue


  Com que regaste, ó Cristo, as urzes do Calvário? —


  


  Desesperança


  


  Vai-te na asa negra da desgraça,


  Pensamento de amor, sombra d’uma hora,


  Que abracei com delírio, vai-te, embora,


  Como nuvem que o vento impele… e passa.


  


  


  Que arrojemos de nós quem mais se abraça,


  Com mais ânsia, à nossa alma! e quem devora


  D’essa alma o sangue, com que vigora,


  Como amigo comungue à mesma taça!


  


  


  Que seja sonho apenas a esperança,


  Enquanto a dor eternamente assiste.


  E só engano nunca a desventura!


  


  


  Se era silêncio sofrer fora vingança!..


  Envolve-te em ti mesma, ó alma triste,


  Talvez sem esperança haja ventura!


  


  BEATRICE


  


  Depois que dia a dia, aos poucos desmaiando,


  Se foi a nuvem d’ouro ideal que eu vira erguida:


  Depois que vi descer, baixar no céu da vida


  Cada estrela e fiquei nas trevas laborando:


  


  


  Depois que sobre o peito os braços apertando


  Achei o vácuo só, e tive a luz sumida


  Sem ver já onde olhar, e em todo vi perdida


  A flor do meu jardim, que eu mais andei regando:


  


  


  Retirei os meus pés da senda dos abrolhos,


  Virei-me a outro céu, nem ergo já meus olhos


  Senão à estrela ideal, que a luz d’amor contém…


  


  


  Não temas pois — Oh vem! o céu é puro, e calma


  E silenciosa a terra, e doce o mar, e a alma…


  A alma! não vês tu? mulher, mulher! oh vem!


  


  1862-1866


  


  AMOR VIVO


  


  Amar! mas d’um amor que tenha vida…


  Não sejam sempre tímidos harpejos,


  Não sejam só delírios e desejos


  D’uma douda cabeça escandecida…


  


  


  Amor que vive e brilhe! luz fundida


  Que penetre o meu ser — e não só beijos


  Dados no ar — delírios e desejos —


  Mas amor… dos amores que têm vida…


  


  


  Sim, vivo e quente! e já a luz do dia


  Não virá dissipá-lo nos meus braços


  Como névoa da vaga fantasia…


  


  


  Nem murchará do sol à chama erguida…


  Pois que podem os astros dos espaços


  Contra débeis amores… se têm vida?


  


  VISITA


  


  Adornou o meu quarto a flor do cardo,


  Perfumei-o de almíscar recendente;


  Vesti-me com a púrpura fulgente,


  Ensaiando meus cantos, como um bardo;


  


  


  Ungi as mãos e a face com o nardo


  Crescido nos jardins do Oriente,


  A receber com pompa, dignamente,


  Misteriosa visita a quem aguardo.


  


  


  Mas que filha de reis, que anjo ou que fada


  Era essa que assim a mim descia,


  Do meu casebre à húmida pousada?…


  


  


  Nem princesas, nem fadas. Era, flor,


  Era a tua lembrança que batia


  Às portas de ouro e luz do meu amor!


  


  PEQUENINA


  


  Eu bem sei que te chamam pequenina


  E ténue como o véu solto na dança,


  Que és no juízo apenas a criança,


  Pouco mais, nos vestidos, que a menina…


  


  


  Que és o regato de água mansa e fina,


  A folhinha do til que se balança,


  O peito que em correndo logo cansa,


  A fronte que ao sofrer logo se inclina…


  


  


  Mas, filha, lá nos montes onde andei,


  Tanto me enchi de angústia e de receio


  Ouvindo do infinito os fundos ecos,


  


  


  Que não quero imperar nem já ser rei


  Senão tendo meus reinos em teu seio


  E súbditos, criança, em teus bonecos!


  


  A SULAMISA


  


  Ego dormio, et cor meum vigilat.


  CÂNTICO DOS CÂNTICOS.


  


  


  Quem anda lá por fora, pela vinha


  Na sombra do luar meio encoberto,


  Sutil nos passos e espreitando incerto,


  Com brando respirar de criancinha?


  


  


  Um sonho me acordou… não sei que tinha…


  Pareceu-me senti-lo aqui tão perto…


  Seja alta noite, seja n’um deserto,


  Quem ama até em sonhos adivinha…


  


  


  Moças da minha terra, ao meu amado


  Correi, dizei-lhe que eu dormia agora,


  Mas que pode ir contente e descansado,


  


  


  Pois se tão cedo adormeci, conforme


  É meu costume, olhai, dormia embora,


  Porque o meu coração é que não dorme…


  


  Sonho oriental


  


  Sonho-me às vezes rei, n’alguma ilha,


  Muito longe, nos mares do Oriente,


  Onde a noite é balsâmica e fulgente


  E a lua cheia sobre as águas brilha…


  


  


  O aroma da magnólia e da baunilha


  Paira no ar diáfano e dormente…


  Lambe a orla dos bosques, vagamente,


  O mar com finas ondas de escumilha…


  


  


  E enquanto eu na varanda de marfim


  Me encosto, absorto n’um cismar sem fim,


  Tu, meu amor, divagas ao luar,


  


  


  Do profundo jardim pelas clareiras,


  Ou descansas debaixo das palmeiras,


  Tendo aos pés um leão familiar.


  


  Quinze anos


  


  Eu amo a vasta sombra das montanhas,


  Que estendem sobre os largos continentes


  Os seus braços de rocha negra, ingentes,


  Bem como braços colossais aranhas.


  


  


  D’ali o nosso olhar vê tão estranhas


  Cousas, por esse céu! e tão ardentes


  Visões, lá n’esse mar de ondas trementes!


  E às estrelas, d’ali, vê-as tamanhas!


  


  


  Amo a grandeza misteriosa e vasta…


  A grande ideia, como a flor e o viço


  Da árvore colossal que nos domina…


  


  


  Mas tu, criança, sê tu boa… e basta:


  Sabe amar e sorrir… é pouco isso?


  Mas a ti só te quero pequenina!


  


  IDÍLIO


  


  Quando nós vamos ambos, de mãos dadas,


  Colher nos vales lírios e boninas,


  E galgamos d’um fôlego as colinas


  Dos rocios da noite inda orvalhadas;


  


  


  Ou, vendo o mar, das ermas cumeadas,


  Contemplamos as nuvens vespertinas,


  Que parecem fantásticas ruínas


  Ao longe, no horizonte, amontoadas:


  


  


  Quantas vezes, de súbito, emudeces!


  Não sei que luz no teu olhar flutua;


  Sinto tremer-te a mão, e empalideces…


  


  


  O vento e o mar murmuram orações,


  E a poesia das cousas se insinua


  Lenta e amorosa em nossos corações.


  


  NOTURNO


  


  Espírito que passas, quando o vento


  Adormece no mar e surge a lua,


  Filho esquivo da noite que flutua,


  Tu só entendes bem o meu tormento…


  


  


  Como um canto longínquo — triste e lento —


  Que voga e sutilmente se insinua,


  Sobre o meu coração, que tumultua,


  Tu vertes pouco a pouco o esquecimento…


  


  


  A ti confio o sonho em que me leva


  Um instinto de luz, rompendo a treva,


  Buscando, entre visões, o eterno Bem.


  


  


  E tu entendes o meu mal sem nome,


  A febre de Ideal, que me consome,


  Tu só, Génio da Noite, e mais ninguém!


  


  SONHO


  


  Sonhei — nem sempre o sonho é cousa vã —


  Que um vento me levava arrebatado,


  Através d’esse espaço constelado


  Onde uma aurora eterna ri louçã…


  


  


  As estrelas, que guardam a manhã,


  Ao verem-me passar triste e calado,


  Olhavam-me e diziam com cuidado:


  Onde está, pobre amigo, a nossa irmã?


  


  


  Mas eu baixava os olhos, receoso


  Que traíssem as grandes mágoas minhas,


  E passava furtivo e silencioso,


  


  


  Nem ousava contar-lhes, às estrelas,


  Contar às tuas puras irmãzinhas


  Quanto és falsa, meu bem, e indigna d’elas!


  


  AMARITUDO


  


  Só por ti, astro ainda e sempre oculto,


  Sombra do Amor e sonho da Verdade,


  Divago eu pelo mundo e em ansiedade


  Meu próprio coração em mim sepulto.


  


  


  De templo em templo, em vão, levo o meu culto,


  Levo as flores d’uma íntima piedade.


  Vejo os votos da minha mocidade


  Receberem somente escárnio e insulto.


  


  


  À beira do caminho me assentei…


  Escutarei passar o agreste vento,


  Exclamando: assim passe quando amei! —


  


  


  Oh minh’alma, que creste na virtude!


  O que será velhice e desalento,


  Se isto se chama aurora e juventude?


  


  ABNEGAÇÃO


  


  Chovam lírios e rosas no teu colo!


  Chovam hinos de glória na tua alma!


  Hinos de glória e adoração e calma,


  Meu amor, minha pomba e meu consolo!


  


  


  Dê-te estrelas o céu, flores o solo,


  Cantos e aroma o ar e sombra a palmar.


  E quando surge a lua e o mar se acalma,


  Sonhos sem fim seu preguiçoso rolo!


  


  


  E nem sequer te lembres de que eu choro…


  Esquece até, esquece, que te adoro…


  E ao passares por mim, sem que me olhes,


  


  


  Possam das minhas lágrimas cruéis


  Nascer sob os teus pés flores fieis,


  Que pises distraída ou rindo esfolhes!


  


  APARIÇÃO


  


  Um dia, meu amor (e talvez cedo,


  Que já sinto estalar-me o coração!)


  Recordarás com dor e compaixão


  As ternas juras que te fiz a medo…


  


  


  Então, da casta alcova no segredo,


  Da lamparina ao trémulo clarão,


  Ante ti surgirei, espectro vão,


  Larva fugida ao sepulcral degredo…


  


  


  E tu, meu anjo, ao ver-me, entre gemidos


  E aflitos ais, estenderás os braços


  Tentando segurar-te aos meus vestidos…


  


  


  — «Ouve! espera!» — Mas eu, sem te escutar,


  Fugirei, como um sonho, aos teus abraços


  E como fumo sumir-me-ei no ar!


  


  ACORDANDO


  


  Em sonho, às vezes, se o sonhar quebranta


  Este meu vão sofrer; esta agonia,


  Como sobe cantando a cotovia,


  Para o céu a minh’alma sobe e canta.


  


  


  Canta a luz, a alvorada, a estrela santa,


  Que ao mundo traz piedosa mais um dia…


  Canta o enlevo das cousas, a alegria


  Que as penetra de amor e as alevanta…


  


  


  Mas, de repente, um vento húmido e frio


  Sopra sobre o meu sonho: um calafrio


  Me acorda. — A noite é negra e muda: a dor


  


  


  Cá vela, como d’antes, ao meu lado…


  Os meus cantos de luz, anjo adorado,


  São sonho só, e sonho o meu amor!


  


  MÃE…


  


  Mãe — que adormente este viver dorido,


  E me vele esta noite de tal frio,


  E com as mãos piedosas ate o fio


  Do meu pobre existir, meio partido…


  


  


  Que me leve consigo, adormecido,


  Ao passar pelo sitio mais sombrio…


  Me banhe e lave a alma lá no rio


  Da clara luz do seu olhar querido…


  


  


  Eu dava o meu orgulho de homem — dava


  Minha estéril ciência, sem receio,


  E em débil criancinha me tornava.


  


  


  Descuidada, feliz, dócil também,


  Se eu pudesse dormir sobre o teu seio,


  Se tu fosses, querida, a minha mãe!


  


  Na capela


  


  Na capela, perdida entre a folhagem,


  O Cristo, lá no fundo, agonizava…


  Oh! como intimamente se casava


  Com minha dor a dor d’aquela imagem!


  


  


  Filhos ambos do amor, igual miragem


  Nos roçou pela fronte, que escaldava…


  Igual traição, que o afeto mascarava,


  Nos deu suplício às mãos da vilanagem…


  


  


  E agora, ali, em quanto da floresta


  A sombra se infiltrava lenta e mesta,


  Vencidos ambos, mártires do Fado,


  


  


  Fitávamo-nos mudos — dor igual! —


  Nem, dos dois, saberei dizer-vos qual


  Mais pálido, mais triste e mais cansado…


  


  Velut Umbra


  


  Fumo e cismo. Os castelos do horizonte


  Erguem-se, à tarde, e crescem, de mil cores,


  E ora espalham no céu vivos ardores,


  Ora fumam, vulcões de estranho monte…


  


  


  Depois, que formas vagas vêm defronte,


  Que parecem sonhar loucos amores?


  Almas que vão, por entre luz e horrores,


  Passando a barca d’esse aéreo Aqueronte…


  


  


  Apago o meu charuto quando apagas


  Teu facho, oh sol… ficamos todos sós…


  É n’esta solidão que me consumo!


  


  


  Oh nuvens do Ocidente, oh cousas vagas,


  Bem vos entendo a cor, pois, como a vós,


  Beleza e altura se me vão em fumo!


  


  MEA CULPA


  


  Não duvido que o mundo no seu eixo


  Gire suspenso e volva em harmonia;


  Que o homem suba e vá da noite ao dia,


  E o homem vá subindo inseto o seixo.


  


  


  Não chamo a Deus tirano, nem me queixo,


  Nem chamo ao céu da vida noite fria;


  Não chamo à existência hora sombria;


  Acaso, à ordem; nem à lei desleixo.


  


  


  A Natureza é minha mãe ainda…


  É minha mãe… Ah, se eu à face linda


  Não sei sorrir: se estou desesperado;


  


  


  Se nada há que me aqueça esta frieza;


  Se estou cheio de fel e de tristeza…


  É de crer que só eu seja o culpado!


  


  O Palácio da Ventura


  


  Sonho que sou um cavaleiro andante.


  Por desertos, por sóis, por noite escura,


  Paladino do amor, busco anelante


  O palácio encantado da Ventura!


  


  


  Mas já desmaio, exausto e vacilante.


  Quebrada a espada já, rota a armadura…


  E eis que súbito o avisto, fulgurante


  Na sua pompa e aérea formosura!


  


  


  Com grandes golpes bato à porta e brado:


  Eu sou o Vagabundo, o Deserdado…


  Abri-vos, portas d’ouro, ante meus ais!


  


  


  Abrem-se as portas d’ouro, com fragor…


  Mas dentro encontro só, cheio de dor,


  Silêncio e escuridão — e nada mais!


  


  JURA


  


  Pelas rugas da fronte que medita…


  Pelo olhar que interroga — e não vê nada…


  Pela miséria e pela mão gelada


  Que apaga a estrela que nossa alma fita…


  


  


  Pelo estertor da chama que crepita


  No último arranco d’uma luz minguada…


  Pelo grito feroz da abandonada


  Que um momento de amante fez maldita…


  


  


  Por quanto há de fatal, que quanto há misto


  De sombra e de pavor sob uma lousa…


  Oh pomba meiga, pomba de esperança!


  


  


  Eu t’o juro, menina, tenho visto


  Cousas terríveis — mas jamais vi cousa


  Mais feroz do que um riso de criança!


  


  IDEAL


  


  Aquela, que eu adoro, não é feita


  De lírios nem de rosas purpurinas,


  Não tem as formas lânguidas, divinas


  Da antiga Vénus de cintura estreita…


  


  


  Não é a Circe, cuja mão suspeita


  Compõe filtros mortais entre ruínas,


  Nem a Amazona, que se agarra às crinas


  D’um corcel e combate satisfeita…


  


  


  A mim mesmo pergunto, e não atino


  Com o nome que dê a essa visão,


  Que ora amostra ora esconde o meu destino…


  


  


  É como uma miragem, que entrevejo,


  Ideal, que nasceu na solidão,


  Nuvem, sonho impalpável do Desejo…


  


  Enquanto outros combatem


  


  Empunhasse eu a espada dos valentes!


  Impelisse-me a ação, embriagado,


  Por esses campos onde a Morte e o Fado


  Dão a lei aos reis trémulos e às gentes!


  


  


  Respirariam meus pulmões contentes


  O ar de fogo do circo ensanguentado…


  Ou caíra radioso, amortalhado


  Na fulva luz dos gládios reluzentes!


  


  


  Já não veria dissipar-se a aurora


  De meus inúteis anos, sem uma hora


  Viver mais que de sonhos e ansiedade!


  


  


  Já não veria em minhas mãos piedosas


  Desfolhar-se, uma a uma, as tristes rosas


  D’esta pálida e estéril mocidade!


  


  DESPONDENCY


  


  Deixá-la ir, a ave, a quem roubaram


  Ninho e filhos e tudo, sem piedade…


  Que a leve o ar sem fim da soledade


  Onde as asas partidas a levaram…


  


  


  Deixá-la ir, a vela, que arrojaram


  Os tufões pelo mar, na escuridade,


  Quando a noite surgiu da imensidade,


  Quando os ventos do Sul levantaram…


  


  


  Deixá-la ir, a alma lastimosa,


  Que perdeu fé e paz e confiança,


  À morte queda, à morte silenciosa…


  


  


  Deixá-la ir, a nota desprendida


  D’um canto extremo… e a última esperança…


  E a vida… e o amor… deixá-la ir, a vida!


  


  Das Unnennbare


  


  Oh quimera, que passas embalada


  Na onda de meus sonhos dolorosos,


  E roças co’os vestidos vaporosos


  A minha fronte pálida e cansada!


  


  


  Leva-te o ar da noite sossegada…


  Pergunto em vão, com olhos ansiosos,


  Que nome é que te dão os venturosos


  No teu país, misteriosa fada!


  


  


  Mas que destino o meu! e que luz baça


  A d’esta aurora, igual à do sol-posto,


  Quando só nuvem lívida esvoaça!


  


  


  Que nem a noite uma ilusão consinta!


  Que só de longe e em sonhos te pressinta…


  E nem em sonhos possa ver-te o rosto!


  


  Metempsicose


  


  Ausentes filhas do prazer: dizei-me!


  Vossos sonhos quais são, depois da orgia?


  Acaso nunca a imagem fugidia


  Do que fostes, em vós se agita e freme?


  


  


  N’outra vida e outra esfera, aonde geme


  Outro vento, e se acende um outro dia,


  Que corpo tínheis? que matéria fria


  Vossa alma incendiou, com fogo estreme?


  


  


  Vós fostes nas florestas bravas feras,


  Arrastando, leoas ou panteras,


  De dentadas de amor um corpo exangue…


  


  


  Mordei pois esta carne palpitante,


  Feras feitas de gaze flutuante…


  Lobas! leoas! sim, bebei meu sangue!


  


  UMA AMIGA


  


  Aqueles, que eu amei, não sei que vento


  Os dispersou no mundo, que os não vejo…


  Estendo os braços e nas trevas beijo


  Visões que à noite evoca o sentimento…


  


  


  Outros me causam mais cruel tormento


  Que a saudade dos mortos… que eu invejo…


  Passam por mim, mas como que têm pejo


  Da minha soledade e abatimento!


  


  


  D’aquela primavera venturosa


  Não resta uma flor só, uma só rosa…


  Tudo o vento varreu, queimou o gelo!


  


  



  Tu só foste fiel — tu, como d’antes,


  Inda volves teus olhos radiantes…


  Para ver o meu mal… e escarnecê-lo!


  


  A uma mulher


  


  Para tristezas, para dor nasceste.


  Podia a sorte pôr-te o berço estreito


  N’algum palácio e ao pé de régio leito,


  Em vez d’este areal onde cresceste:


  


  


  Podia abrir-te as flores — com que veste


  As ricas e as felizes — n’esse peito:


  Fazer-te… o que a Fortuna há sempre feito…


  Terias sempre a sorte que tiveste!


  


  


  Tinhas de ser assim… Teus olhos fitos,


  Que não são d’este mundo e onde eu leio


  Uns mistérios tão tristes e infinitos,


  


  


  Tua voz rara e esse ar vago e esquecido,


  Tudo me diz a mim, e assim o creio,


  Que para isto só tinhas nascido!


  


  Voz do outono


  


  Ouve tu, meu cansado coração,


  O que te diz a voz da Natureza:


  — «Mais te valera, nu e sem defesa,


  Ter nascido em aspérrima solidão,


  


  


  Ter gemido, ainda infante, sobre o chão


  Frio e cruel da mais cruel devesa,


  Do que embalar-te a Fada da Beleza,


  Como embalou, no berço da Ilusão!


  


  


  Mais valera à tua alma visionária


  Silenciosa e triste ter passado


  Por entre o mundo hostil e a turba vária,


  


  


  (Sem ver uma só flor, das mil, que amaste)


  Com ódio e raiva e dor… que ter sonhado


  Os sonhos ideais que tu sonhaste!» —


  


  Sepultura romântica


  


  Ali, onde o mar quebra, n’um cachão


  Rugidor e monótono, e os ventos


  Erguem pelo areal os seus lamentos,


  Ali se há de enterrar meu coração.


  


  


  Queimem-no os sóis da adusta solidão


  Na fornalha do estio, em dias lentos;


  Depois, no inverno, os sopros violentos


  Lhe revolvam em torno o árido chão…


  


  


  Até que se desfaça e, já tornado


  Em impalpável pó, seja levado


  Nos turbilhões que o vento levantar…


  


  


  Com suas lutas, seu cansado anseio,


  Seu louco amor, dissolva-se no seio


  D’esse infecundo, d’esse amargo mar!


  


  1864-1874


  


  A IDEIA


  


  I


  


  Pois que os deuses antigos e os antigos


  Divinos sonhos por esse ar se somem,


  E à luz do altar da fé, em Templo ou Dólmen,


  A apagaram os ventos inimigos;


  


  


  Pois que o Sinai se enubla e os seus pacigos,


  Secos à mingua de água, se consomem,


  E os profetas d’outrora todos dormem


  Esquecidos, em terra sem abrigos;


  


  


  Pois que o céu se fechou e já não desce


  Na escada de Jacob (na de Jesus!)


  Um só anjo, que aceite a nossa prece;


  


  


  É que o lírio da Fé já não renasce:


  Deus tapou com a mão a sua luz


  E ante os homens velou a sua face!


  


  II


  


  Pálido Cristo, oh condutor divino!


  A custo agora a tua mão tão doce


  Incerta nos conduz, como se fosse


  Teu grande coração perdendo o tino…


  


  


  A palavra sagrada do Destino


  Na boca dos oráculos secou-se:


  A luz da sarça ardente dissipou-se


  Ante os olhos do vago peregrino!


  


  


  Ante os olhos dos homens — porque o mundo


  Desprendido rolou das mãos de Deus,


  Como uma cruz das mãos d’um moribundo!


  


  


  Porque já se não lê seu nome escrito


  Entre os astros… e os astros, como ateus,


  Já não querem mais lei que o infinito!


  


  III


  


  Força é pois ir buscar outro caminho!


  Lançar o arco de outra nova ponte


  Por onde a alma passe — e um alto monte


  Aonde se abre à luz o nosso ninho.


  


  


  Se nos negam aqui o pão e o vinho,


  Avante! é largo, imenso esse horizonte…


  Não, não se fecha o mundo! e além, defronte,


  E em toda a parte há luz, vida e carinho!


  


  


  Avante! os mortos ficarão sepultos…


  Mas os vivos que sigam, sacudindo


  Como o pó da estrada os velhos cultos!


  


  


  Doce e brando era o seio de Jesus…


  Que importa? havemos de passar, seguindo,


  Se além do seio d’ele houver mais luz!


  


  IV


  


  Conquista pois sozinho o teu futuro,


  Já que os celestes guias te hão deixado,


  Sobre uma terra ignota abandonado,


  Homem — proscrito rei — mendigo escuro!


  


  


  Se não tens que esperar do céu (tão puro,


  Mas tão cruel!) e o coração magoado


  Sentes já de ilusões desenganado,


  Das ilusões do antigo amor perjuro:


  


  


  Ergue-te, então, na majestade estoica


  D’uma vontade solitária e altiva,


  N’um esforço supremo de alma heroica!


  


  


  Faze um templo dos muros da cadeia,


  Prendendo a imensidade eterna e viva


  No círculo de luz da tua Ideia!


  


  V


  


  Mas a Ideia quem é? quem foi que a viu,


  Jamais, a essa encoberta peregrina?


  Quem lhe beijou a sua mão divina?


  Com seu olhar de amor quem se vestiu?


  


  


  Pálida imagem, que a água de algum rio,


  Refletindo, levou… incerta e fina


  Luz, que mal bruxuleia pequenina…


  Nuvem, que trouxe o ar, e o ar sumiu…


  


  


  Estendei, estendei-lhe os vossos braços,


  Magros da febre d’um sonhar profundo,


  Vós todos que a seguis n’esses espaços!


  


  


  E entanto, oh alma triste, alma chorosa,


  Tu não tens outra amante em todo o mundo


  Mais que essa fria virgem desdenhosa!


  


  VI


  


  Outra amante não há! não há na vida


  Sombra a cobrir melhor nossa cabeça,


  Nem bálsamo mais doce, que adormeça


  Em nós a antiga, a secular ferida!


  


  


  Quer fuja esquiva, ou se ofereça erguida,


  Como quem sabe amar e amar confessa,


  Quer nas nuvens se esconda ou apareça,


  Será sempre ela a esposa prometida!


  


  


  Nossos desejos para ti, oh fria,


  Se erguem, bem como os braços do proscrito


  Para as bandas da pátria, noite e dia.


  


  


  Podes fugir… nossa alma, delirante,


  Seguir-te-á através do infinito,


  Até voltar contigo, triunfante!


  


  VII


  


  Oh! o noivado bárbaro! o noivado


  Sublime! aonde os céus, os céus ingentes,


  Serão leito de amor, tendo pendentes


  Os astros por docel e cortinado!


  


  


  As bodas do Desejo, embriagado


  De ventura, a final! visões ferventes


  De quem nos braços vai de ideais ardentes


  Por espaços sem termo arrebatado!


  


  


  Lá, por onde se perde a fantasia


  No sonho da beleza: lá, aonde


  A noite tem mais luz que o nosso dia;


  


  


  Lá, no seio da eterna claridade,


  Aonde Deus à humana voz responde;


  É que te havemos abraçar, Verdade!


  


  VIII


  


  Lá! Mas aonde é lá? — Espera,


  Coração indomado! o céu, que anseia


  A alma fiel, o céu, o céu da Ideia.


  Em vão o buscas n’essa imensa esfera!


  


  


  O espaço é mudo: a imensidade austera


  De balde noite e dia incendeia…


  Em nenhum astro, em nenhum sol se alteia


  A rosa ideal da eterna primavera!


  


  


  O Paraíso e o templo da Verdade,


  Oh mundos, astros, sóis, constelações!


  Nenhum de vós o tem na imensidade…


  


  


  A Ideia, o sumo Bem, o Verbo, a Essência,


  Só se revela aos homens e às nações


  No céu incorruptível da Consciência!


  


  A um crucifixo


  


  Lendo, passados 12 anos, o soneto da parte 1.a que tem o mesmo título


  


  


  Não se perdeu teu sangue generoso,


  Nem padeceste em vão, quem quer que foste,


  Plebeu antigo, que amarrado ao poste


  Morreste como vil e faccioso.


  


  


  D’esse sangue maldito e ignominioso


  Surgiu armada uma invencível hoste…


  Paz aos homens e guerra aos deuses! — pôs-te


  Em vão sobre um altar o vulgo ocioso…


  


  


  Do pobre que protesta foste a imagem:


  Um povo em ti começa, um homem novo:


  De ti data essa trágica linhagem.


  


  


  Por isso nós, a Plebe, ao pensar n’isto,


  Lembraremos, herdeiros d’esse povo,


  Que entre nossos avós se conta Cristo.


  


  DIÁLOGO


  


  A cruz dizia à terra onde assentava,


  Ao vale obscuro, ao monte áspero e mudo:


  — Que és tu, abismo e jaula, aonde tudo


  Vive na dor e em luta cega e brava?


  


  


  Sempre em trabalho, condenada escrava.


  Que fazes tu de grande e bom, contudo?


  Resignada, és só lodo informe e rudo;


  Revoltosa, és só fogo e hórrida lava…


  


  


  Mas a mim não há alta e livre serra


  Que me possa igualar!.. amor, firmeza,


  Sou eu só: sou a paz, tu és a guerra!


  


  


  Sou o espírito, a luz!.. tu és tristeza,


  Oh lodo escuro e vil! — Porém a terra


  Respondeu: Cruz, eu sou a Natureza!


  


  MAIS LUZ!


  


  (A Guilherme de Azevedo)


  


  


  Amem a noite os magros crapulosos,


  E os que sonham com virgens impossíveis,


  E os que inclinam, mudos e impassíveis,


  À borda dos abismos silenciosos…


  


  


  Tu, lua, com teus raios vaporosos,


  Cobre-os, tapa-os e torna-os insensíveis,


  Tanto aos vícios cruéis e inextinguíveis,


  Como aos longos cuidados dolorosos!


  


  


  Eu amarei a santa madrugada,


  E o meio-dia, em vida refervendo,


  E a tarde rumorosa e repousada.


  


  


  Viva e trabalhe em plena luz: depois,


  Seja-me dado ainda ver, morrendo,


  O claro sol, amigo dos heróis!


  


  Tese e Antítese


  


  I


  


  Já não sei o que vale a nova ideia,


  Quando a vejo nas ruas desgrenhada,


  Torva no aspecto, à luz da barricada,


  Como bacante após lúbrica ceia…


  


  


  Sanguinolento o olhar se lhe incendeia;


  Respira fumo e fogo embriagada:


  A deusa de alma vasta e sossegada


  Ei-la presa das fúrias de Medeia!


  


  


  Um século irritado e truculento


  Chama à epilepsia pensamento,


  Verbo ao estampido de pelouro e obus…


  


  


  Mas a ideia é n’um mundo inalterável,


  N’um cristalino céu, que vive estável…


  Tu, pensamento, não és fogo, és luz!


  


  II


  


  N’um céu intemerato e cristalino


  Pode habitar talvez um Deus distante,


  Vendo passar em sonho cambiante


  O Ser, como espetáculo divino.


  


  


  Mas o homem, na terra onde o destino


  O lançou, vive e agita-se incessante:


  Enche o ar da terra o seu pulmão possante…


  Cá da terra blasfema ou ergue um hino…


  


  


  A ideia encarna em peitos que palpitam:


  O seu pulsar são chamas que crepitam,


  Paixões ardentes como vivos sóis!


  


  


  Combatei pois na terra árida e bruta,


  Té que a revolva o remoinhar da luta,


  Té que a fecunde o sangue dos heróis!


  


  Justitia Mater


  


  Nas florestas solenes há o culto


  Da eterna, íntima força primitiva:


  Na serra, o grito audaz da alma cativa,


  Do coração, em seu combate inulto:


  


  


  No espaço constelado passa o vulto


  Do inominado Alguém, que os sóis aviva:


  No mar ouve-se a voz grave e aflitiva


  D’um deus que luta, poderoso e inculto.


  


  


  Mas nas negras cidades, onde solta


  Se ergue, de sangue medida, a revolta,


  Como incêndio que um vento bravo atiça,


  


  


  Há mais alta missão, mais alta glória:


  O combater, à grande luz da história,


  Os combates eternos da Justiça!


  


  Palavras d’um certo Morto


  


  Há mil anos, e mais, que aqui estou morto,


  Posto sobre um rochedo, à chuva e ao vento:


  Não há como eu espectro macilento,


  Nem mais disforme que eu nenhum aborto…


  


  


  Só o espírito vive: vela absorto


  N’um fixo, inexorável pensamento:


  «Morto, enterrado em vida!» o meu tormento


  É isto só… do resto não me importo…


  


  


  Que vivi sei-o eu bem… mas foi um dia,


  Um dia só — no outro, a Idolatria


  Deu-me um altar e um culto… ai! adoraram-me.


  


  


  Como se eu fosse alguém! como se a Vida


  Pudesse ser alguém! — logo em seguida


  Disseram que era um Deus… e amortalharam-me!


  


  A UM POETA


  


  Surge et ambula!


  


  


  Tu, que dormes, espírito sereno,


  Posto à sombra dos cedros seculares,


  Como um levita à sombra dos altares,


  Longe da luta e do fragor terreno,


  


  


  Acorda! é tempo! O sol, já alto e pleno,


  Afugentou as larvas tumulares…


  Para surgir do seio d’esses mares,


  Um mundo novo espera só um aceno…


  


  


  Escuta! é a grande voz das multidões!


  São teus irmãos, que se erguem! são canções…


  Mas de guerra… e são vozes de rebate!


  


  


  Ergue-te pois, soldado do Futuro,


  E dos raios de luz sonho puro,


  Sonhador, faze espada de combate!


  


  Hino à Razão


  


  Razão, irmã do Amor e da Justiça,


  Mais uma vez escuta a minha prece.


  É a voz d’um coração que te apetece,


  D’uma alma livre, só a ti submissa.


  


  


  Por ti é que a poeira movediça


  De astros e sóis e mundos permanece;


  E é por ti que a virtude prevalece,


  E a flor do heroísmo medra e viça.


  


  


  Por ti, na arena trágica, as nações


  Buscam a liberdade, entre clarões:


  E os que olham o futuro e cismam, mudos,


  


  


  Por ti, podem sofrer e não se abatem,


  Mãe de filhos robustos, que combatem


  Tendo o teu nome escrito em seus escudos!


  


  1874-1880


  


  HOMO


  


  Nenhum de vós ao certo me conhece,


  Astros do espaço, ramos do arvoredo,


  Nenhum adivinhou o meu segredo,


  Nenhum interpretou a minha prece…


  


  


  Ninguém sabe quem sou… e mais, parece


  Que há dez mil anos já, neste degredo,


  Me vê passar o mar, vê-me o rochedo


  E me contempla a aurora que alvorece…


  


  


  Sou um parto da Terra monstruoso;


  Do húmus primitivo e tenebroso


  Geração casual, sem pai nem mãe…


  


  


  Misto infeliz de trevas e de brilho,


  Sou talvez Satanás; — talvez um filho


  Bastardo de Jeová; — talvez ninguém!


  


  Disputa em família


  


  Dixit insipiens in corde suo: non est Deus.


  


  I


  


  Sai das nuvens, levanta a fronte e escuta


  O que dizem teus filhos rebelados,


  Velho Jeová de longa barba hirsuta,


  Solitário em teus Céus acastelados:


  


  


  «— Cessou o império enfim da força bruta!


  Não sofreremos mais, emancipados,


  O tirano, de mão tenaz e astuta,


  Que mil anos nos trouxe arrebanhados!


  


  


  Enquanto tu dormias impassível,


  Topámos no caminho a liberdade


  Que nos sorriu com gesto indefinível…


  


  


  Já provámos os frutos da verdade…


  Ó Deus grande, ó Deus forte, ó Deus terrível.


  Não passas d’uma vã banalidade! —»


  


  II


  


  Mas o velho tirano solitário,


  De coração austero e endurecido,


  Que um dia, de enjoado ou distraído,


  Deixou matar seu filho no Calvário,


  


  


  Sorriu com rir estranho, ouvindo o vário


  Tumultuoso coro e alarido


  Do povo insipiente, que, atrevido,


  Erguia a voz em grita ao seu sacrário:


  


  


  «— Vanitas vanitatum! (disse). É certo


  Que o homem vão medita mil mudanças,


  Sem achar mais do que erro e desacerto.


  


  


  Muito antes de nascerem vossos pais


  D’um barro vil, ridículas crianças,


  Sabia em tudo isso… e muito mais! —»


  


  Mors liberatrix


  


  (A Bulhão Pato)


  


  


  Na tua mão, sombrio cavaleiro,


  Cavaleiro vestido de armas pretas,


  Brilha uma espada feita de cometas,


  Que rasga a escuridão como um luzeiro.


  


  


  Caminhas no teu curso aventureiro,


  Todo envolto na noite que projetas…


  Só o gládio de luz com fulvas betas


  Emerge do sinistro nevoeiro.


  


  


  — «Se esta espada que empunho é coruscante,


  (Responde o negro cavaleiro-andante)


  É porque esta é a espada da Verdade.


  


  


  Firo, mas salvo… Prostro e desbarato,


  Mas consolo… Subverto, mas resgato…


  E, sendo a Morte, sou a Liberdade.»


  


  O Inconsciente


  


  O Espectro familiar que anda comigo,


  Sem que pudesse ainda ver-lhe o rosto,


  Que umas vezes encaro com desgosto


  E outras muitas ansioso espreito e sigo.


  


  


  É um espectro mudo, grave, antigo,


  Que parece a conversas maldisposto…


  Ante esse vulto, ascético e composto


  Mil vezes abro a boca… e nada digo.


  


  


  Só uma vez ousei interrogá-lo:


  Quem és (lhe perguntei com grande abalo)


  Fantasma a quem odeio e a quem amo?


  


  


  Teus irmãos (respondeu) os vãos humanos,


  Chamam-me Deus, há mais de dez mil anos…


  Mas eu por mim não sei como me chamo…


  


  MORS-AMOR


  


  (A Luiz de Magalhães)


  


  


  Esse negro corcel, cujas passadas


  Escuto em sonhos, quando a sombra desce,


  E, passando a galope, me aparece


  Da noite nas fantásticas estradas.


  


  


  D’onde vem ele? Que regiões sagradas


  E terríveis cruzou, que assim parece


  Tenebroso e sublime, e lhe estremece


  Não sei que horror nas crinas agitadas?


  


  


  Um cavaleiro de expressão potente,


  Formidável, mas plácido, no porte,


  Vestido de armadura reluzente,


  


  


  Cavalga a fera estranha sem temor.


  E o corcel negro diz: «Eu sou a Morte!»


  Responde o cavaleiro: «Eu sou o Amor!»


  


  ESTOICISMO


  


  (A Manoel Duarte de Almeida)


  


  


  Tu que não crês, nem amas, nem esperas,


  Espírito de eterna negação,


  Teu hálito gelou-me o coração


  E destroçou-me da alma as primaveras…


  


  


  Atravessando regiões austeras,


  Cheias de noite e cava escuridão,


  Como n’um sonho mau, só oiço um não,


  


  Que eternamente ecoa entre as esferas…


  


  — Porque suspiras, porque te lamentas,


  Cobarde coração? Debalde intentas


  Opor à Sorte a queixa do egoísmo…


  


  


  Deixa aos tímidos, deixa aos sonhadores


  A esperança vã, seus vãos fulgores…


  Sabe tu encarar sereno o abismo!


  


  ANIMA MEA


  


  Estava a Morte ali, em pé, diante,


  Sim, diante de mim, como serpente


  Que dormisse na estrada e de repente


  Se erguesse sob os pés do caminhante.


  


  


  Era de ver a fúnebre bacante!


  Que torvo olhar! que gesto de demente!


  E eu disse-lhe: «Que buscas, impudente,


  Loba faminta, pelo mundo errante?»


  


  


  — Não temas, respondeu (e uma ironia


  Sinistramente estranha, atroz e calma,


  Lhe torceu cruelmente a boca fria).


  


  


  Eu não busco o teu corpo… Era um troféu


  Glorioso de mais… Busco a tua alma —


  Respondi-lhe: «A minha alma já morreu!»


  


  Divina comédia


  


  (Ao Dr. José Falcão)


  


  


  Erguendo os braços para o céu distante


  E apostrofando os deuses invisíveis,


  Os homens clamam: — «Deuses impassíveis,


  A quem serve o destino triunfante,


  


  


  Porque é que nos criastes?! Incessante


  Corre o tempo e só gera, inextinguíveis,


  Dor, pecado, ilusão, lutas horríveis,


  N’um turbilhão cruel e delirante…


  


  


  Pois não era melhor na paz clemente


  Do nada e do que ainda não existe,


  Ter ficado a dormir eternamente?


  


  


  Porque é que para a dor nos evocastes?»


  Mas os deuses, com voz inda mais triste,


  Dizem: — «Homens! porque é que nos criastes?»


  


  Espiritualismo


  


  I


  


  Como um vento de morte e de ruina,


  A Duvida soprou sobre o Universo.


  Fez-se noite de súbito, imerso


  O mundo em densa e álgida neblina.


  


  


  Nem astro já reluz, nem ave trina,


  Nem flor sorri no seu aéreo berço.


  Um veneno sutil, vago, disperso,


  Empeçonhou a criação divina.


  


  


  E, no meio da noite monstruosa,


  Do silêncio glacial, que paira e estende


  O seu sudário, d’onde a morte pende,


  


  


  Só uma flor humilde, misteriosa,


  Como um vago protesto da existência,


  Desabrocha no fundo da Consciência.


  


  II


  


  Dorme entre os gelos, flor imaculada!


  Luta, pedindo um último clarão


  Aos sóis que ruem pela imensidão,


  Arrastando uma auréola apagada…


  


  


  Em vão! Do abismo a boca escancarada


  Chama por ti na gélida amplidão…


  Sobe do poço eterno, em turbilhão,


  A treva primitiva conglobada…


  


  


  Tu morrerás também. Um ai supremo,


  Na noite universal que envolve o mundo,


  Há de ecoar, e teu perfume extremo


  


  


  No vácuo eterno se esvairá disperso,


  Como o alento final d’um moribundo,


  Como o último suspiro do Universo.


  


  O CONVERTIDO


  


  (A Gonçalves Crespo)


  


  


  Entre os filhos d’um século maldito


  Tomei também o lugar na ímpia mesa,


  Onde, sob o folgar, geme a tristeza


  D’uma ânsia impotente de infinito.


  


  


  Como os outros, cuspi no altar avito


  Um rir feito de fel e de impureza…


  Mas, um dia, abalou-se-me a firmeza,


  Deu-me rebate o coração contrito!


  


  


  Erma, cheia de tédio e de quebranto,


  Rompendo os diques ao represo pranto,


  Virou-se para Deus minha alma triste!


  


  


  Amortalhei na fé o pensamento,


  E achei a paz na inércia e esquecimento…


  Só me falta saber se Deus existe!


  


  ESPECTROS


  


  Espectros que velais, enquanto a custo


  Adormeço um momento, e que inclinados


  Sobre os meus somos curtos e cansados


  Me encheis as noites de agonia e susto!…


  


  


  De que me vale a mim ser puro e justo,


  E entre combates sempre renovados


  Disputar dia a dia à mão dos Fados


  Uma parcela do saber augusto,


  


  


  Se a minh’alma há de ver, sobre si fitos,


  Sempre esses olhos trágicos, malditos!


  Se até dormindo, com angústia imensa,


  


  


  Bem os sinto verter sobre o meu leito,


  Uma a uma verter sobre o meu peito


  As lágrimas geladas da descrença!


  


  À Virgem Santíssima


  


  Cheia de Graça, Mãe de Misericórdia


  


  N’um sonho todo feito de incerteza,


  De noturna e indizível ansiedade,


  É que eu vi teu olhar de piedade


  


  E (mais que piedade) de tristeza…


  


  Não era o vulgar brilho da beleza,


  Nem o ardor banal da mocidade…


  Era outra luz, era outra suavidade,


  


  Que até nem sei se as há na natureza…


  


  Um místico sofrer… uma ventura


  Feita só do perdão, só da ternura


  E da paz da nossa hora derradeira…


  


  


  Ó visão, visão triste e piedosa!


  Fita-me assim calada, assim chorosa…


  E deixa-me sonhar a vida inteira!


  


  NOX


  


  (A Fernando Leal)


  


  


  Noite, vão para ti meus pensamentos,


  Quando olho e vejo, à luz cruel do dia,


  Tanto estéril lutar, tanta agonia,


  E inúteis tantos ásperos tormentos…


  


  


  Tu, ao menos, abafas os lamentos,


  Que se exalam da trágica enxovia…


  O eterno Mal, que ruge e desvaria,


  Em ti descansa e esquece, alguns momentos…


  


  


  Oh! antes tu também adormecesses


  Por uma vez, e eterna, inalterável,


  Caindo sobre o mundo, te esquecesses,


  


  


  E ele, o mundo, sem mais lutar nem ver,


  Dormisse no teu seio inviolável,


  Noite sem termo, noite do Não-ser!


  


  EM VIAGEM


  


  Pelo caminho estreito, aonde a custo


  Se encontra uma só flor, ou ave, ou fonte,


  Mas só bruta aridez de áspero monte


  E os sóis e a febre do areal adusto,


  


  


  Pelo caminho estreito entrei sem susto


  E sem susto encarei, vendo-os defronte,


  Fantasmas que surgiam do horizonte


  A acometer meu coração robusto…


  


  


  Quem sois vós, peregrinos singulares?


  Dor, Tédio, Desenganos e Pesares…


  Atrás d’eles a Morte espreita ainda…


  


  


  Conheço-vos. Meus guias derradeiros


  Sereis vós. Silenciosos companheiros,


  Bem-vindos, pois, e tu, Morte, bem-vinda!


  


  Quia aeternus


  


  (A Joaquim de Araújo)


  


  


  Não morreste, por mais que o brade à gente


  Uma orgulhosa e vã filosofia…


  Não se sacode assim tão facilmente


  O jugo da divina tirania!


  


  


  Clamam em vão, e esse triunfo ingente


  Com que a Razão — coitada! — se inebria,


  É nova forma, apenas, mais pungente,


  Da tua eterna, trágica ironia.


  


  


  Não, não morreste, espectro! o Pensamento


  Como d’antes te encara, e és o tormento


  De quantos sobre os livros desfalecem.


  


  


  E os que folgam na orgia ímpia e devassa


  Ai! quantas vezes ao erguer a taça,


  Param, e estremecendo, empalidecem!


  


  No turbilhão


  


  (A Jaime Batalha Reis)


  


  


  No meu sonho desfilam as visões,


  Espectros dos meus próprios pensamentos,


  Como um bando levado pelos ventos,


  Arrebatado em vastos turbilhões…


  


  


  N’uma espiral, de estranhas contorções,


  E d’onde saem gritos e lamentos,


  Vejo-os passar, em grupos nevoentos,


  Distingo-lhes, a espaços, as feições…


  


  


  — Fantasmas de mim mesmo e da minha alma,


  Que me fitais com formidável calma,


  Levados na onda turva do escarcéu,


  


  


  Quem sois vós, meus irmãos e meus algozes?


  Quem sois, visões misérrimas e atrozes?


  Ai de mim! ai de mim! e quem sou eu?!…


  


  IGNOTUS


  


  (A Salomão Sáragga)


  


  


  Onde te escondes? Eis que em vão clamamos,


  Suspirando e erguendo as mãos em vão!


  Já a voz enrouquece e o coração


  Está cansado — e já desesperamos…


  


  


  Por céu, por mar e terras procuramos


  O Espírito que enche a solidão,


  E só a própria voz na imensidão


  Fatigada nos volve… e não te achamos!


  


  


  Céus e terra, clamai, aonde? aonde? —


  Mas o Espírito antigo só responde,


  Em tom de grande tédio e de pesar:


  


  


  — Não vos queixeis, ó filhos da ansiedade,


  Que eu mesmo, desde toda a eternidade,


  Também me busco a mim… sem me encontrar!


  


  NO CIRCO


  


  (A João de Deus)


  


  


  Muito longe d’aqui, nem eu sei quando,


  Nem onde era esse mundo, em que eu vivia…


  Mas tão longe… que até dizer podia


  Que enquanto lá andei, andei sonhando…


  


  


  Porque era tudo ali aéreo e brando,


  E lúcida a existência amanhecia…


  E eu… leve como a luz… até que um dia


  Um vento me tomou, e vim rolando…


  


  


  Caí e achei-me, de repente, envolto


  Em luta bestial, na arena fera,


  Onde um bruto furor bramia solto.


  


  


  Senti um monstro em mim nascer n’essa hora,


  E achei-me de improviso feito fera…


  — É assim que rujo entre leões agora!


  


  NIRVANA


  


  (A Guerra Junqueiro)


  


  


  Para além do Universo luminoso,


  Cheio de formas, de rumor, de lida,


  De forças, de desejos e de vida,


  Abre-se como um vácuo tenebroso.


  


  


  A onda d’esse mar tumultuoso


  Vem ali expirar, esmaecida…


  N’uma imobilidade indefinida


  Termina ali o ser, inerte, ocioso…


  


  


  E quando o pensamento, assim absorto,


  Emerge a custo d’esse mundo morto


  E torna a olhar as cousas naturais,


  


  


  À bela luz da vida, ampla, infinita,


  Só vê com tédio, em tudo quanto fita,


  A ilusão e o vazio universais.


  


  CONSULTA


  


  (A Alberto Sampaio)


  


  


  Chamei em volta do meu frio leito


  As memórias melhores de outra idade,


  Formas vagas, que às noites, com piedade,


  Se inclinam, a espreitar, sobre o meu peito…


  


  


  E disse-lhes: — No mundo imenso e estreito


  Valia a pena, acaso, em ansiedade


  Ter nascido? dizei-mo com verdade,


  Pobres memórias que eu ao seio estreito…


  


  


  Mas elas perturbaram-se — coitadas!


  E empalideceram, contristadas,


  Ainda a mais feliz, a mais serena…


  


  


  E cada uma d’elas, lentamente,


  Com um sorriso mórbido, pungente,


  Me respondeu: — Não, não valia a pena!


  


  


  VISÃO


  


  (A J. M. Eça de Queiroz)


  


  


  Eu vi o Amor — mas nos seus olhos baços


  Nada sorria já: só fixo e lento


  Morava agora ali um pensamento


  De dor sem trégua e de íntimos cansaços.


  


  


  Pairava, como espectro, nos espaços,


  Todo envolto n’um nimbo pardacento…


  Na atitude convulsa do tormento,


  Torcia e retorcia os magros braços…


  


  


  E arrancava das aras destroçadas


  A uma e uma as penas maculadas,


  Soltando a espaços um soluço fundo,


  


  


  Soluço de ódio e raiva impenitentes…


  E do fantasma as lágrimas ardentes


  Caíam lentamente sobre o mundo!


  


  1880-1884


  


  Transcendentalismo


  


  (A J. P. Oliveira Martins)


  


  


  Já sossega, depois de tanta luta,


  Já me descansa em paz o coração.


  Caí na conta, enfim, de quanto é vão


  O bem que ao Mundo e à Sorte se disputa.


  


  


  Penetrando, com fronte não enxuta,


  No sacrário do templo da Ilusão,


  Só encontrei, com dor e confusão,


  Trevas e pó, uma matéria bruta…


  


  


  Não é no vasto mundo — por imenso


  Que ele pareça à nossa mocidade —


  Que a alma sacia o seu desejo intenso…


  


  


  Na esfera do invisível, do intangível,


  Sobre desertos, vácuo, soledade,


  Voa e paira o espírito impassível!


  


  EVOLUÇÃO


  


  (A Santos Valente)


  


  


  Fui rocha, em tempo, e fui, no mundo antigo,


  Tronco ou ramo na incógnita floresta…


  Onda, espumei, quebrando-me na aresta


  Do granito, antiquíssimo inimigo…


  


  


  Rugi, fera talvez, buscando abrigo


  Na caverna que ensombra urze e giesta;


  Ou, monstro primitivo, ergui a testa


  No limoso paul, glauco pascigo…


  


  


  Hoje sou homem — e na sombra enorme


  Vejo, a meus pés, a escada multiforme,


  Que desce, em espirais, na imensidade…


  


  


  Interrogo o infinito e às vezes choro…


  Mas, estendendo as mãos no vácuo, adoro


  E aspiro unicamente à liberdade.


  


  Elogio da Morte


  


  Morrer é ser iniciado.


  


  Antologia Grega.


  


  I


  


  Altas horas da noite, o Inconsciente


  Sacode-me com força, e acordo em susto.


  Como se o esmagassem de repente,


  Assim me para o coração robusto.


  


  


  Não que de larvas me povoe a mente


  Esse vácuo noturno, mudo e augusto,


  Ou forceje a razão por que afugente


  Algum remorso, com que encara a custo…


  


  


  Nem fantasmas noturnos visionários,


  Nem desfilar de espectros mortuários,


  Nem dentro de mim terror de Deus ou Sorte…


  


  


  Nada! o fundo dum poço, húmido e morno,


  Um muro de silêncio e treva em torno,


  E ao longe os passos sepulcrais da Morte.


  


  II


  


  Na floresta dos sonhos, dia a dia,


  Se interna meu dorido pensamento.


  Nas regiões do vago esquecimento


  Me conduz, passo a passo, a fantasia.


  


  


  Atravesso, no escuro, a névoa fria


  D’um mundo estranho, que povoa o vento,


  E meu queixoso e incerto sentimento


  Só das visões da noite se confia.


  


  


  Que místicos desejos me enlouquecem?


  Do Nirvana os abismos aparecem,


  A meus olhos, na muda imensidade!


  


  


  N’esta viagem pelo ermo espaço,


  Só busco o teu encontro e o teu abraço,


  Morte! irmã do Amor e da Verdade!


  


  III


  


  Eu não sei quem tu és — mas não procuro


  (Tal é minha confiança) devassá-lo.


  Basta sentir-te ao pé de mim, no escuro,


  Entre as formas da noite, com quem falo.


  


  


  Através do silêncio frio e obscuro


  Teus passos vou seguindo, e, sem abalo,


  No cairel dos abismos do Futuro


  Me inclino à tua voz, para sondá-lo.


  


  


  Por ti me engolfo no noturno mundo


  Das visões da região inominada,


  A ver se fixo o teu olhar profundo…


  


  


  Fixá-lo, compreendê-lo, basta uma hora,


  Funérea Beatriz de mão gelada…


  Mas única Beatriz consoladora!


  


  IV


  


  Longo tempo ignorei (mas que cegueira


  Me trazia este espírito enublado!)


  Quem fosses tu, que andavas a meu lado,


  Noite e dia, impassível companheira…


  


  


  Muitas vezes, é certo, na canseira,


  No tédio extremo d’um viver magoado,


  Para ti levantei o olhar turbado,


  Invocando-te, amiga derradeira…


  


  


  Mas não te amava então nem conhecia:


  Meu pensamento inerte nada lia


  Sobre essa muda fronte, austera e calma.


  


  


  Luz íntima, afinal, alumiou-me…


  Filha do mesmo pai, já sei teu nome,


  Morte, irmã coeterna da minha alma!


  


  V


  


  Que nome te darei, austera imagem,


  Que avisto já n’um ângulo da estrada,


  Quando me desmaiava a alma prostrada


  Do cansaço e do tédio da viagem?


  


  


  Em teus olhos vê a turba uma voragem,


  Cobre o rosto e recua apavorada…


  Mas eu confio em ti, sombra velada,


  E cuido perceber tua linguagem…


  


  


  Mais claros vejo, a cada passo, escritos,


  Filha da noite, os lemas do Ideal,


  Nos teus olhos profundos sempre fitos…


  


  


  Dormirei no teu seio inalterável,


  Na comunhão da paz universal,


  Morte libertadora e inviolável!


  


  VI


  


  Só quem teme o Não-ser é que se assusta


  Com teu vasto silêncio mortuário,


  Noite sem fim, espaço solitário,


  Noite da Morte, tenebrosa e augusta…


  


  


  Eu não: minh’alma humilde mas robusta


  Entra crente em teu átrio funerário:


  Para os mais és um vácuo cinerário,


  A mim sorri-me a tua face adusta.


  


  


  A mim seduz-me a paz santa e inefável


  E o silêncio sem par do Inalterável,


  Que envolve o eterno amor no eterno luto.


  


  


  Talvez seja pecado procurar-te,


  Mas não sonhar contigo e adorar-te,


  Não-ser, que és o Ser único absoluto.


  


  Contemplação


  


  (A Francisco Machado de Faria e Maia)


  


  


  Sonho de olhos abertos, caminhando


  Não entre as formas já e as aparências,


  Mas vendo a face imóvel das essências,


  Entre ideias e espíritos pairando…


  


  


  Que é o mundo ante mim? fumo ondeando,


  Visões sem ser, fragmentos de existências…


  Uma névoa de enganos e impotências


  Sobre vácuo insondável rastejando…


  


  


  E d’entre a névoa e a sombra universais


  Só me chega um murmúrio, feito de ais…


  É a queixa, o profundíssimo gemido


  


  


  Das cousas, que procuram cegamente


  Na sua noite e dolorosamente


  Outra luz, outro fim só pressentido…


  


  Lacrimae rerum


  


  (A Tommaso Cannizzaro)


  


  


  Noite, irmã da Razão e irmã da Morte,


  Quantas vezes tenho eu interrogado


  Teu verbo, teu oráculo sagrado,


  Confidente e intérprete da Sorte!


  


  


  Aonde vão teus sóis, como coorte


  De almas inquietas, que conduz o Fado?


  E o homem porque vaga desolado


  E em vão busca a certeza que o conforte?


  


  


  Mas, na pompa de imenso funeral,


  Muda, a noite, sinistra e triunfal,


  Passa volvendo as horas vagarosas…


  


  


  É tudo, em torno de mim, duvida e luto:


  E, perdido n’um sonho imenso, escuto


  O suspiro das cousas tenebrosas…


  


  REDEMPÇÃO


  


  (À Ex.ma Sra. D. Celeste C. B. R.)


  


  I


  


  Vozes do mar, das árvores, do vento!


  Quando às vezes, n’um sonho doloroso,


  Me embala o vosso canto poderoso,


  Eu julgo igual ao meu vosso tormento…


  


  


  Verbo crepuscular e íntimo alento


  Das cousas mudas; psalmo misterioso;


  Não serás tu, queixume vaporoso,


  O suspiro do mundo e o seu lamento?


  


  


  Um espírito habita a imensidade:


  Uma ânsia cruel de liberdade


  Agita e abala as formas fugitivas.


  


  


  E eu compreendo a vossa língua estranha,


  Vozes do mar, da selva, da montanha…


  Almas irmãs da minha, almas cativas!


  


  II


  


  Não choreis, ventos, árvores e mares,


  Coro antigo de vozes rumorosas,


  Das vozes primitivas, dolorosas


  Como um pranto de larvas tumulares…


  


  


  Da sombra das visões crepusculares


  Rompendo, um dia, surgireis radiosas


  D’esse sonho e essas ânsias afrontosas,


  Que exprimem vossas queixas singulares…


  


  


  Almas no limbo ainda da existência,


  Acordareis um dia na Consciência,


  E pairando, já puro pensamento,


  


  


  Vereis as Formas, filhas da Ilusão,


  Cair desfeitas, como um sonho vão…


  E acabará por fim vosso tormento.


  


  Voz interior


  


  (A João de Deus)


  


  


  Embebido n’um sonho doloroso,


  Que atravessam fantásticos clarões,


  Tropeçando n’um povo de visões,


  Se agita meu pensar tumultuoso…


  


  


  Com um bramir de mar tempestuoso


  Que até aos céus arroja os seus cachões,


  Através d’uma luz de exalações,


  Rodeia-me o Universo monstruoso…


  


  


  Um ai sem termo, um trágico gemido


  Ecoa sem cessar ao meu ouvido,


  Com horrível, monótono vaivém…


  


  


  Só no meu coração, que sondo e meço,


  Não sei que voz, que eu mesmo desconheço,


  Em segredo protesta e afirma o Bem!


  


  LUTA


  


  Fluxo e refluxo eterno…


  


  João de Deus.


  


  


  Dorme a noite encostada nas colinas.


  Como um sonho de paz e esquecimento


  Desponta a lua. Adormeceu o vento,


  Adormeceram vales e campinas…


  


  


  Mas a mim, cheia de atrações divinas,


  Dá-me a noite rebate ao pensamento.


  Sinto em volta de mim, tropel nevoento,


  Os Destinos e as Almas peregrinas!


  


  


  Insondável problema!… Apavorado


  Recua o pensamento!… E já prostrado


  E estúpido à força de fadiga,


  


  


  Fito inconsciente as sombras visionárias,


  enquanto pelas praias solitárias


  Ecoa, ó mar, a tua voz antiga.


  


  LOGOS


  


  (Ao snr. D. Nicolau Salmeron)


  


  


  Tu, que eu não vejo, e estás ao pé de mim


  E, o que é mais, dentro de mim — que me rodeias


  Com um nimbo de afectos e de ideias,


  Que são o meu princípio, meio e fim…


  


  


  Que estranho ser és tu (se és ser) que assim


  Me arrebatas contigo e me passeias


  Em regiões inominadas, cheias


  De encanto e de pavor… de não e sim…


  


  


  És um reflexo apenas da minha alma,


  E em vez de te encarar com fronte calma,


  Sobressalto-me ao ver-te, e tremo e exoro-te…


  


  


  Falo-te, calas… calo, e vens atento…


  És um pai, um irmão, e é um tormento


  Ter-te a meu lado… és um tirano, e adoro-te!


  


  Com os mortos


  


  Os que amei, onde estão? idos, dispersos,


  Arrastados no giro dos tufões,


  Levados, como em sonho, entre visões,


  Na fuga, no ruir dos universos…


  


  


  E eu mesmo, com os pés também imersos


  Na corrente e à mercê dos turbilhões,


  Só vejo espuma lívida, em cachões,


  


  E entre ela, aqui e ali, vultos submersos…


  


  Mas se paro um momento, se consigo


  Fechar os olhos, sinto-os a meu lado


  De novo, esses que amei: vivem comigo.


  


  


  Vejo-os, ouço-os e ouvem-me também,


  Juntos no antigo amor, no amor sagrado,


  Na comunhão ideal do eterno Bem.


  


  Oceano Nox


  


  (A A. de Azevedo Castelo Branco)


  


  


  Junto do mar, que erguia gravemente


  A trágica voz rouca, em quanto o vento


  Passava como o voo d’um pensamento


  Que busca e hesita, inquieto e intermitente,


  


  


  Junto do mar sentei-me tristemente,


  Olhando o céu pesado e nevoento,


  E interroguei, cismando, esse lamento


  Que saía das cousas, vagamente…


  


  


  Que inquieto desejo vos tortura,


  Seres elementares, força obscura?


  Em volta de que ideia gravitais? —


  


  


  Mas na imensa extensão, onde se esconde


  O Inconsciente imortal, só me responde


  Um bramido, um queixume, e nada mais…


  


  Comunhão


  


  (Ao snr. João Lobo de Moura)


  


  


  Reprimirei meu pranto!… Considera


  Quantos, minh’alma, antes de nós vagaram,


  Quantos as mãos incertas levantaram


  Sob este mesmo céu de luz austera!…


  


  


  — Luz morta! amarga a própria primavera! —


  Mas seus pacientes corações lutaram,


  Crentes só por instinto, e se apoiaram


  Na obscura e heroica fé, que os retempera…


  


  


  E sou eu mais do que eles? igual fado


  Me prende à lei de ignotas multidões. —


  Seguirei meu caminho confiado,


  


  


  Entre esses vultos mudos, mas amigos,


  Na humilde fé de obscuras gerações,


  Na comunhão dos nossos pais antigos.


  


  Solemnia Verba


  


  Disse ao meu coração: Olha por quantos


  Caminhos vãos andámos! Considera


  Agora, d’esta altura fria e austera,


  Os ermos que regaram nossos prantos…


  


  


  Pó e cinzas, onde houve flor e encantos!


  E noite, onde foi luz de primavera!


  Olha a teus pés o mundo e desespera


  Semeador de sombras e quebrantos! —


  


  


  Porém o coração, feito valente


  Na escola da tortura repetida,


  E no uso do penar tornado crente,


  


  


  Respondeu: D’esta altura vejo o Amor!


  Viver não foi em vão, se é isto a vida,


  Nem foi de mais o desengano e a dor.


  


  O que diz a Morte


  


  Deixai-os vir a mim, os que lidaram;


  Deixai-os vir a mim, os que padecem;


  E os que cheios de mágoa e tédio encaram


  As próprias obras vãs, de que escarnecem…


  


  


  Em mim, os Sofrimentos que não saram,


  Paixão, Dúvida e Mal, se desvanecem.


  As torrentes da Dor, que nunca param,


  Como n’um mar, em mim desaparecem. —


  


  


  Assim a Morte diz. Verbo velado,


  Silencioso intérprete sagrado


  Das cousas invisíveis, muda e fria,


  


  


  É, na sua mudez, mais retumbante


  Que o clamoroso mar; mais rutilante,


  Na sua noite, do que a luz do dia.


  


  Na mão de Deus


  


  (À Ex.ma Sra. Victoria de O. M.)


  


  


  Na mão de Deus, na sua mão direita,


  Descansou a final meu coração.


  Do palácio encantado da Ilusão


  Desci a passo e passo a escada estreita.


  


  


  Como as flores mortais, com que se enfeita


  A ignorância infantil, despojo vão,


  Depus do Ideal e da Paixão


  A forma transitória e imperfeita.


  


  


  Como criança, em lôbrega jornada,


  Que a mãe leva ao colo agasalhada


  E atravessa, sorrindo vagamente,


  


  


  Selvas, mares, areias do deserto…


  Dorme o teu sono, coração liberto,


  Dorme na não de Deus eternamente!
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  About Carroll:



  Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (January 27, 1832 – January 14,



  1898), better known by the pen name Lewis Carroll, was an



  English author, mathematician, logician, Anglican clergyman, and photographer. His most famous writings are Alice's Adventures in Wonderland and its sequel Through the Looking-Glass as well as the poems "The Hunting of the Snark" and "Jabber-wocky", all considered to be within the genre of literary nonsense. His facility at word play, logic, and fantasy has delighted audiences ranging from children to the literary elite. But beyond this, his work has become embedded deeply in modern culture. He has directly influenced many artists. There are societ-ies dedicated to the enjoyment and promotion of his works and the investigation of his life in many parts of the world including North America, Japan, the United Kingdom, and New Zealand.



  





  Chapter 1



  Down the Rabbit Hole



  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 the use of a book,”



  thought Alice, “without pictures or conversation?”



  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 occurred 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 waistcoat-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 straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself falling down what seemed to be a very deep well.



  Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down to look about her, and to 3



  wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look down and make out what she was coming to, but it was too



  dark to see anything: then she looked at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves: here and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the shelves as she



  passed: it was labelled “ORANGE MARMALADE,” but to her



  great disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar, for fear of killing somebody underneath, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.



  “Well!” thought Alice to herself. “After such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling down-stairs! How brave they’ll all think me at home! Why, I wouldn’t say anything about it, even if I fell off the top of the house!” (Which was very likely true.)



  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 school-room, and though this was not a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as



  there was no one to listen to her, still it was good practice to say it over) “—yes, that’s about the right distance—but then I wonder what Latitude or Longitude I’ve got to?” (Alice had no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but thought they were nice grand words to say.)



  Presently she began again. “I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny it’ll seem to come out among the people that walk with their heads downwards! The antipathies, I think—” (she was rather glad there was no one listening, this time, as it didn’t sound at all the right word) “—but I shall have to ask them what the name of the country is, you know. Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealand? Or Australia?” (and she tried to curtsey as she spoke—fancy, curtseying as you’re falling



  through the air! Do you think you could manage it?) “And what an ignorant little girl she’ll think me for asking! No, it’ll never do to ask: perhaps I shall see it written up somewhere.”



  Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice



  soon began talking again. “Dinah’ll miss me very much to-



  4



  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.



  Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was all dark overhead: before her was another long passage, and the White Rabbit was still in sight, hurrying down it. There was not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like the wind, and was just in time to hear it say, as it turned a corner, “Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it’s getting!” She was close behind it when she turned the corner, but the Rabbit was no longer to be seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the roof.



  There were doors all round the hall, but they were all locked; and when Alice had been all the way down one side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly down the middle, wondering how she was ever to get out again.



  Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all made of solid glass: there was nothing on it except a tiny golden key, and Alice’s first thought was that this might belong to one of the doors of the hall; but, alas! either the locks were too large, or the key was too small, but at any rate it would not open any of them. However, on the second time round, she came upon a low curtain she had not noticed before, and behind it was a little door about fifteen inches high: she tried the little golden key in the lock, and to her great delight it fitted!



  Alice opened the door and found that it led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole: she knelt down and



  5



  looked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How she longed to get out of that dark hall, and wander about among those beds of bright flowers and those cool fountains, but she could not even get her head though the doorway;



  “and even if my head would go through,” thought poor Alice,



  “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 know how to begin.” For, you see, so many out-of-the-way



  things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to think that very few things indeed were really impossible.



  There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, half hoping she might find another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up like telescopes: this time she found a little bottle on it (“which certainly was not here before,” said Alice), and tied round the neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the words “DRINK



  ME” beautifully printed on it in large letters.



  It was all very well to say “Drink me,” but the wise little Alice was not going to do that in a hurry. “No, I’ll look first,” she said, “and see whether it’s marked ‘poison’ or not”; for she had read several nice little stories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts, and other unpleasant



  things, all because they would not remember the simple rules their friends had taught them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if your hold it too long; and that, if you cut your finger very deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten that, if you drink much from a bottle marked



  “poison,” it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or later.



  However, this bottle was not marked “poison,” so Alice ventured to taste it, and, finding it very nice (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, roast tur-key, toffy, and hot buttered toast), she very soon finished it off.



  



  * * * * * * *



  * * * * * *



  



  * * * * * * *



  “What a curious feeling!” said Alice. “I must be shutting up



  



  like a telescope!”



  And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the thought that she was now the 6



  right size for going though the little door into that lovely garden. First, however, she waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she felt a little nervous about this; “for it might end, you know,” said Alice to herself,



  “in my going out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what I should be like then?” And she tried to fancy what the flame of a candle looks like after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever having seen such a thing.



  After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she de-



  cided on going into the garden at once; but, alas for poor Alice!



  when she got to the door, she found she had forgotten the little golden key, and when she went back to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it: she could see it quite plainly through the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the legs of the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself out with trying, the poor little thing sat down and cried.



  “Come, there’s no use in crying like that!” said Alice to herself rather sharply. “I advise you to leave off this minute!” She generally gave herself very good advice (though she very sel-dom followed it), and sometimes she scolded herself so



  severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and once she re-



  membered trying to box her own ears for having cheated herself in a game of croquet she was playing against herself, for this curious child was very fond of pretending to be two



  people. “But it’s no use now,” thought poor Alice, “to pretend to be two people! Why, there's hardly enough of me left to make one respectable person!”



  Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under the table: she opened it, and found in it a very small cake, on which the words “EAT ME” were beautifully marked in cur-rants. “Well, I’ll eat it,” said Alice, “and if it makes me grow larger, I can reach the key; and if it makes me grow smaller, I can creep under the door: so either way I’ll get into the



  garden, and I don’t care which happens!”



  She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself “Which way?



  Which way?”, holding her hand on the top of her head to feel which way it was growing; and she was quite surprised to find that she remained the same size. To be sure, this is what generally happens when one eats cake; but Alice had got so much 7



  into the way of expecting nothing but out-of-the-way things to happen, that it seemed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common way.



  So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake.



  



  * * * * * * *



  * * * * * *



  



  * * * * * * *



  8
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  Chapter



  The Pool of Tears



  “Curiouser and curiouser!” cried Alice (she was so much surprised, that for the moment she quite forgot 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 who will put on your shoes and stockings for you now, dears? I’m sure I sha’n’t be able! I shall be a great deal too far off to trouble myself about you: you must manage the best way you can—but I must be kind to them,” thought Alice, “or perhaps they wo’n’t walk the way I want to go! Let me see. I’ll give them a new pair of boots every Christmas.”



  And she went on planning to herself how she would manage



  it. “They must go by the carrier,” she thought; “and how funny it’ll seem, sending presents to one’s own feet! And how odd the directions will look!



  Alice’s Right Foot, Esq.



  ? Hearthrug,



  ? near the Fender,



  ? (with Alice’s love).



  Oh dear, what nonsense I’m talking!”



  Just then her head struck against the roof of the hall: in fact she was now more than nine feet high, and she at once took up the little golden key and hurried off to the garden door.



  Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, lying down on



  one side, to look through into the garden with one eye; but to get through was more hopeless than ever: she sat down and



  began to cry again.



  “You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said Alice, “a great girl like you,” (she might well say this), “to go on crying in this 9



  way! Stop this moment, I tell you!” But she went on all the same, shedding gallons of tears, until there was a large pool all around her, about four inches deep and reaching half down the hall.



  After a time she heard a little pattering of feet in the distance, and she hastily dried her eyes to see what was coming.



  It was the White Rabbit returning, splendidly dressed, with a pair of white kid-gloves in one hand and a large fan in the other: he came trotting along in a great hurry, muttering to himself, as he came, “Oh! The Duchess, the Duchess! Oh! Wo’n’t she be savage if I’ve kept her waiting!” Alice felt so desperate that she was ready to ask help of any one: so, when the Rabbit came near her, she began, in a low, timid voice, “If you please, Sir——” The Rabbit started violently, dropped the white kid-gloves and the fan, and skurried away into the darkness as hard as he could go.



  Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall was very hot, she kept fanning herself all the time she went on talking.



  “Dear, dear! How queer everything is to-day! And yesterday things went on just as usual. I wonder if I’ve been changed in the night? Let me think: was I the same when I got up this morning? I almost think I can remember feeling a little different. But if I’m not the same, the next question is, ‘Who in the world am I?’ Ah, that’s the great puzzle!” And she began thinking over all the children she knew that were of the same age as herself, to see if she could have been changed for any of them.



  “I'm sure I’m not Ada,” she said, “for her hair goes in such long ringlets, and mine doesn’t go in ringlets at all; and I’m sure I ca’n’t be Mabel, for I know all sorts of things, and she, oh, she knows such a very little! Besides, she’s she, and I’m I, and—oh dear, how puzzling it all is! I’ll try if I know all the things I used to know. Let me see: four times five is twelve, and four times six is thirteen, and four times seven is—oh dear!



  I shall never get to twenty at that rate! However, the



  Multiplication-Table doesn’t signify: let’s try Geography. Lon-don is the capital of Paris, and Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome—no, that’s all wrong, I’m certain! I must have been



  changed for Mabel! I’ll try and say ‘How doth the little—’,” and she crossed her hands on her lap, as if she were saying lessons, and began to repeat it, but her voice sounded hoarse and 10



  strange, and the words did not come the same as they used to do:—



  “How doth the little crocodile



  ? Improve his shining tail,



  And pour the waters of the Nile



  ? On every golden scale!



  “How cheerfully he seems to grin,



  ? How neatly spreads his claws,



  And welcome little fishes in,



  ? With gently smiling jaws!”



  “I’m sure those are not the right words,” said poor Alice, and her eyes filled with tears again as she went on, “I must be Mabel after all, and I shall have to go and live in that poky little house, and have next to no toys to play with, and oh, ever so many lessons to learn! No, I’ve made up my mind about it: if I’m Mabel, I’ll stay down here! It’ll be no use their putting their heads down and saying ‘Come up again, dear!’ I shall only look up and say ‘Who am I then? Tell me that first, and then, if I like being that person, I’ll come up: if not, I’ll stay down here till I’m somebody else’—but, oh dear!” cried Alice, with a sudden burst of tears, “I do wish they would put their heads down! I am so very tired of being all alone here!”



  As she said this she looked down at her hands, and was surprised to see that she had put on one of the Rabbit's little white kid-gloves while she was talking. “How can I have done that?”



  she thought. “I must be growing small again.” She got up and went to the table to measure herself by it, and found that, as nearly as she could guess, she was now about two feet high, and was going on shrinking rapidly: she soon found out that the cause of this was the fan she was holding, and she dropped it hastily, just in time to save herself from shrinking away altogether.



  “That was a narrow escape!” said Alice, a good deal



  frightened at the sudden change, but very glad to find herself still in existence. “And now for the garden!” And she ran with all speed back to the little door; but, alas! the little door was shut again, and the little golden key was lying on the glass table as before, “and things are worse than ever,” thought the poor child, “for I never was so small as this before, never! And I declare it’s too bad, that it is!”



  11



  As she said these words her foot slipped, and in another moment, splash! she was up to her chin in salt-water. Her first idea was that she had somehow fallen into the sea, “and in that case I can go back by railway,” she said to herself. (Alice had been to the seaside once in her life, and had come to the general conclusion that, wherever you go to on the English coast, you find a number of bathing-machines in the sea, some children digging in the sand with wooden spades, then a row of lodging-houses, and behind them a railway station.) However, she soon made out that she was in the pool of tears which she had wept when she was nine feet high.



  “I wish I hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice, as she swam



  about, trying to find her way out. “I shall be punished for it now, I suppose, by being drowned in my own tears! That will be a queer thing, to be sure! However, everything is queer today.”



  Just then she heard something splashing about in the pool a little way off, and she swam nearer to make out what it was: at first she thought it must be a walrus or hippopotamus, but then she remembered how small she was now, and she soon made



  out that it was only a mouse, that had slipped in like herself.



  “Would it be of any use, now,” thought Alice, “to speak to this mouse? Everything is so out-of-the-way down here, that I should think very likely it can talk: at any rate, there’s no harm in trying.” So she began: “O Mouse, do you know the way out of this pool? I am very tired of swimming about here, O



  Mouse!” (Alice thought this must be the right way of speaking to a mouse: she had never done such a thing before, but she remembered having seen, in her brother’s Latin Grammar, “A



  mouse—of a mouse—to a mouse—a mouse—O mouse!” The



  Mouse looked at her rather inquisitively, and seemed to her to wink with one of its little eyes, but it said nothing.



  “Perhaps it doesn’t understand English,” thought Alice. “I daresay it’s a French mouse, come over with William the Conqueror.” (For, with all her knowledge of history, Alice had no very clear notion how long ago anything had happened.) So she began again: “Où est ma chatte?”, which was the first sentence in her French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden leap out of the water, and seemed to quiver all over with fright. “Oh, I 12



  beg your pardon!” cried Alice hastily, afraid that she had hurt the poor animal’s feelings. “I quite forgot you didn't like cats.”



  “Not like cats!” cried the Mouse in a shrill, passionate voice.



  “Would you like cats, if you were me?”



  “Well, perhaps not,” said Alice in a soothing tone: “don’t be angry about it. And yet I wish I could show you our cat Dinah. I think you’d take a fancy to cats, if you could only see her. She is such a dear quiet thing,” Alice went on, half to herself, as she swam lazily about in the pool, “and she sits purring so nicely by the fire, licking her paws and washing her face—and she is such a nice soft thing to nurse—and she’s such a capital one for catching mice——oh, I beg your pardon!” cried Alice again, for this time the Mouse was bristling all over, and she felt certain it must be really offended. “We wo’n’t talk about her any more if you’d rather not.”



  “We indeed!” cried the Mouse, who was trembling down to



  the end of his tail. “As if I would talk on such a subject! Our family always hated cats: nasty, low, vulgar things! Don’t let me hear the name again!”



  “I wo’n’t indeed!” said Alice, in a great hurry to change the subject of conversation. “Are you—are you fond—of—of dogs?”



  The Mouse did not answer, so Alice went on eagerly: “There is such a nice little dog, near our house, I should like to show you! A little bright-eyed terrier, you know, with oh, such long curly brown hair! And it’ll fetch things when you throw them, and it’ll sit up and beg for its dinner, and all sorts of things—I ca’n’t remember half of them—and it belongs to a farmer, you know, and he says it's so useful, it’s worth a hundred pounds!



  He says it kills all the rats and—oh dear!” cried Alice in a sorrowful tone. “I’m afraid I’ve offended it again!” For the Mouse was swimming away from her as hard as it could go, and making quite a commotion in the pool as it went.



  So she called softly after it, “Mouse dear! Do come back



  again, and we wo’n’t talk about cats, or dogs either, if you don’t like them!” When the Mouse heard this, it turned round and swam slowly back to her: its face was quite pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it said, in a low trembling voice, “Let us get to the shore, and then I’ll tell you my history, and you’ll understand why it is I hate cats and dogs.”



  13



  It was high time to go, for the pool was getting quite



  crowded with the birds and animals that had fallen into it: there were a Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, and several other curious creatures. Alice led the way, and the whole party swam to the shore.
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  Chapter



  A Caucus-Race and a Long Tale



  They were indeed a queer-looking party that assembled on the bank—the birds with draggled feathers, the animals with their fur clinging close to them, and all dripping wet, cross, and uncomfortable.



  The first question of course was, how to get dry again: they had a consultation about this, and after a few minutes it



  seemed quite natural to Alice to find herself talking familiarly with them, as if she had known them all her life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument with the Lory, who at last turned sulky, and would only say, “I’m older than you, and must know better.” And this Alice would not allow, without knowing how old it was, and, as the Lory positively refused to tell its age, there was no more to be said.



  At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person of authority



  among them, called out, “Sit down, all of you, and listen to me!



  I’ll soon make you dry enough!” They all sat down at once, in a large ring, with the Mouse in the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously fixed on it, for she felt sure she would catch a bad cold if she did not get dry very soon.



  “Ahem!” said the Mouse with an important air. “Are you all ready? This is the driest thing I know. Silence all round, if you please! ‘William the Conqueror, whose cause was favoured by the pope, was soon submitted to by the English, who wanted leaders, and had been of late much accustomed to usurpation and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and



  Northumbria——’”



  “Ugh!” said the Lory, with a shiver.



  “I beg your pardon!” said the Mouse, frowning, but very politely. “Did you speak?”



  “Not I!” said the Lory, hastily.
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  “I thought you did,” said the Mouse. “I proceed. ‘Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and Northumbria, declared for



  him; and even Stigand, the patriotic archbishop of Canterbury, found it advisable——’”



  “Found what?” said the Duck.



  “Found it,” the Mouse replied rather crossly: “of course you know what ‘it’ means.”



  “I know what ‘it’ means well enough, when I find a thing,”



  said the Duck: “it’s generally a frog, or a worm. The question is, what did the archbishop find?”



  The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly went on, “‘—found it advisable to go with Edgar Atheling to meet William and offer him the crown. William's conduct at first was moderate. But the insolence of his Normans——’ How are you



  getting on now, my dear?” it continued, turning to Alice as it spoke.



  “As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy tone: “it doesn’t seem to dry me at all.”



  “In that case,” said the Dodo solemnly, rising to its feet, “I move that the meeting adjourn, for the immediate adoption of more energetic remedies——”



  “Speak English!” said the Eaglet. “I don't know the meaning of half those long words, and, what’s more, I don’t believe you do either!” And the Eaglet bent down its head to hide a smile: some of the other birds tittered audibly.



  “What I was going to say,” said the Dodo in an offended tone,



  “was, that the best thing to get us dry would be a Caucus-



  race.”



  “What is a Caucus-race?” said Alice; not that she much



  wanted to know, but the Dodo had paused as if it thought that somebody ought to speak, and no one else seemed inclined to say anything.



  “Why,” said the Dodo, “the best way to explain it is to do it.”



  (And, as you might like to try the thing yourself, some winterday, I will tell you how the Dodo managed it.)



  First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of circle, (“the exact shape doesn’t matter,” it said,) and then all the party were placed along the course, here and there. There was no “One, two, three, and away!”, but they began running when they



  liked, and left off when they liked, so that it was not easy to 16



  know when the race was over. However, when they had been



  running half an hour or so, and were quite dry again, the Dodo suddenly called out “The race is over!”, and they all crowded round it, panting, and asking, “But who has won?”



  This question the Dodo could not answer without a great deal of thought, and it sat for a long time with one finger pressed upon its forehead (the position in which you usually see



  Shakespeare, in the pictures of him), while the rest waited in silence. At last the Dodo said, “Everybody has won, and all must have prizes.”



  “But who is to give the prizes?” quite a chorus of voices



  asked.



  “Why, she, of course,” said the Dodo, pointing to Alice with one finger; and the whole party at once crowded round her, calling out, in a confused way, “Prizes! Prizes!”



  Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair she put her hand in her pocket, and pulled out a box of comfits (luckily the salt water had not got into it), and handed them round as prizes.



  There was exactly one a-piece, all round.



  “But she must have a prize herself, you know,” said the



  Mouse.



  “Of course,” the Dodo replied very gravely. “What else have you got in your pocket?” he went on, turning to Alice.



  “Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly.



  “Hand it over here,” said the Dodo.



  Then they all crowded round her once more, while the Dodo



  solemnly presented the thimble, saying “We beg your acceptance of this elegant thimble”; and, when it had finished this short speech, they all cheered.



  Alice thought the whole thing very absurd, but they all



  looked so grave that she did not dare to laugh; and, as she could not think of anything to say, she simply bowed, and took the thimble, looking as solemn as she could.



  The next thing was to eat the comfits: this caused some noise and confusion, as the large birds complained that they could not taste theirs, and the small ones choked and had to be patted on the back. However, it was over at last, and they sat down again in a ring, and begged the Mouse to tell them



  something more.
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  “You promised to tell me your history, you know,” said Alice,



  “and why it is you hate—C and D,” she added in a whisper, half afraid that it would be offended again.



  “Mine is a long and a sad tale!” said the Mouse, turning to Alice, and sighing.



  “It is a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, looking down with wonder at the Mouse’s tail; “but why do you call it sad?” And she kept on puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking, so that her idea of the tale was something like this:—



  “Fury said to a



  mouse, That he



  met in the



  house,



  ‘Let us



  both go to



  law: I will



  prosecute



  you.—Come,



  I’ll take no



  denial: We



  must have a



  trial; For



  really this



  morning I’ve



  nothing



  to do.’



  Said the



  mouse to the



  cur, ‘Such



  a trial,



  dear sir,



  With



  no jury



  or judge,



  would be



  wasting



  our



  breath.’



  ‘I’ll be



  judge, I’ll
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  be jury,’



  Said



  cunning



  old Fury:



  ‘I’ll



  try the



  whole



  cause,



  and



  condemn



  you



  to



  death’.”



  “You are not attending!” said the Mouse to Alice, severely.



  “What are you thinking of?”



  “I beg your pardon,” said Alice very humbly: “you had got to the fifth bend, I think?”



  “I had not!” cried the Mouse, sharply and very angrily.



  “A knot!” said Alice, always ready to make herself useful, and looking anxiously about her. “Oh, do let me help to undo it!”



  “I shall do nothing of the sort,” said the Mouse, getting up and walking away. “You insult me by talking such nonsense!”



  “I didn’t mean it!” pleaded poor Alice. “But you’re so easily offended, you know!”



  The Mouse only growled in reply.



  “Please come back, and finish your story!” Alice called after it. And the others all joined in chorus “Yes, please do!” But the Mouse only shook its head impatiently, and walked a little quicker.



  “What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the Lory, as soon as it was quite out of sight. And an old Crab took the opportunity of saying to her daughter “Ah, my dear! Let this be a lesson to you never to lose your temper!” “Hold your tongue, Ma!” said the young Crab, a little snappishly. “You’re enough to try the patience of an oyster!”



  “I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!” said Alice aloud, addressing nobody in particular. “She’d soon fetch it back!”



  “And who is Dinah, if I might venture to ask the question?”



  said the Lory.
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  Alice replied eagerly, for she was always ready to talk about her pet: “Dinah’s our cat. And she’s such a capital one for catching mice, you ca’n’t think! And oh, I wish you could see her after the birds! Why, she’ll eat a little bird as soon as look at it!”



  This speech caused a remarkable sensation among the party.



  Some of the birds hurried off at once: one old Magpie began wrapping itself up very carefully, remarking “I really must be getting home: the night-air doesn’t suit my throat!” And a Canary called out in a trembling voice, to its children, “Come away, my dears! It’s high time you were all in bed!” On various pretexts they all moved off, and Alice was soon left alone.



  “I wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!” she said to herself in a melancholy tone. “Nobody seems to like her, down here, and I’m sure she's the best cat in the world! Oh, my dear Dinah! I wonder if I shall ever see you any more!” And here poor Alice began to cry again, for she felt very lonely and low-spirited. In a little while, however, she again heard a little pattering of footsteps in the distance, and she looked up eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse had changed his mind, and was coming



  back to finish his story.
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  Chapter



  The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill



  It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly back again, and looking anxiously about as it went, as if it had lost something; and she heard it muttering to itself, “The Duchess! The Duchess!



  Oh my dear paws! Oh my fur and whiskers! She’ll get me ex-



  ecuted, as sure as ferrets are ferrets! Where can I have



  dropped them, I wonder?” Alice guessed in a moment that it was looking for the fan and the pair of white kid-gloves, and she very good-naturedly began hunting about for them, but



  they were nowhere to be seen—everything seemed to have



  changed since her swim in the pool; and the great hall, with the glass table and the little door, had vanished completely.



  Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she went hunting



  about, and called out to her, in an angry tone, “Why, Mary Ann, what are you doing out here? Run home this moment, and



  fetch me a pair of gloves and a fan! Quick, now!” And Alice was so much frightened that she ran off at once in the direction it pointed to, without trying to explain the mistake it had made.



  “He took me for his housemaid,” she said to herself as she ran. “How surprised he’ll be when he finds out who I am! But I'd better take him his fan and gloves—that is, if I can find them.” As she said this, she came upon a neat little house, on the door of which was a bright brass plate with the name “W.



  RABBIT” engraved upon it. She went in without knocking, and hurried upstairs, in great fear lest she should meet the real Mary Ann, and be turned out of the house before she had found the fan and gloves.



  “How queer it seems,” Alice said to herself, “to be going mes-sages for a rabbit! I suppose Dinah’ll be sending me on mes-sages next!” And she began fancying the sort of thing that would happen: “‘Miss Alice! Come here directly, and get ready 21



  for your walk!’ ‘Coming in a minute, nurse! But I've got to watch this mouse-hole till Dinah comes back, and see that the mouse doesn’t get out.’ Only I don’t think,” Alice went on, “that they’d let Dinah stop in the house if it began ordering people about like that!”



  By this time she had found her way into a tidy little room with a table in the window, and on it (as she had hoped) a fan and two or three pairs of tiny white kid-gloves: she took up the fan and a pair of the gloves, and was just going to leave the room, when her eye fell upon a little bottle that stood near the looking-glass. There was no label this time with the words



  “DRINK ME,” but nevertheless she uncorked it and put it to her lips. “I know something interesting is sure to happen,” she said to herself, “whenever I eat or drink anything: so I’ll just see what this bottle does. I do hope it’ll make me grow large again, for really I’m quite tired of being such a tiny little thing!”



  It 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 elbow against the door, and the other arm curled round her head. Still she went on growing, and, as a last resource, she put one arm out of the window, and one foot up the chimney, and said to herself “Now I can do no more, whatever happens. What will become of me?”



  Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had now had its full effect, and she grew no larger: still it was very uncomfortable, and, as there seemed to be no sort of chance of her ever getting out of the room again, no wonder she felt unhappy.



  “It was much pleasanter at home,” thought poor Alice, “when one wasn't always growing larger and smaller, and being



  ordered about by mice and rabbits. I almost wish I hadn't gone down that rabbit-hole—and yet—and yet—it’s rather curious, 22



  you know, this sort of life! I do wonder what can have



  happened to me! When I used to read fairy-tales, I fancied that kind of thing never happened, and now here I am in the middle of one! There ought to be a book written about me, that there ought! And when I grow up, I’ll write one—but I’m grown up now,” she added in a sorrowful tone: “at least there’s no room to grow up any more here.”



  “But then,” thought Alice, “shall I never get any older than I am now? That’ll be a comfort, one way—never to be an old woman—but then—always to have lessons to learn! Oh, I



  shouldn't like that!”



  “Oh, you foolish Alice!” she answered herself. “How can you learn lessons in here? Why, there’s hardly room for you, and no room at all for any lesson-books!”



  And so she went on, taking first one side and then the other, and making quite a conversation of it altogether; but after a few minutes she heard a voice outside, and stopped to listen.



  “Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice. “Fetch me my gloves



  this moment!” Then came a little pattering of feet on the stairs.



  Alice knew it was the Rabbit coming to look for her, and she trembled till she shook the house, quite forgetting that she was now about a thousand times as large as the Rabbit, and had no reason to be afraid of it.



  Presently the Rabbit came up to the door, and tried to open it; but, as the door opened inwards, and Alice’s elbow was pressed hard against it, that attempt proved a failure. Alice heard it say to itself “Then I’ll go round and get in at the window.”



  “That you wo’n’t!” thought Alice, and, after waiting till she fancied she heard the Rabbit just under the window, she suddenly spread out her hand, and made a snatch in the air. She did not get hold of anything, but she heard a little shriek and a fall, and a crash of broken glass, from which she concluded that it was just possible it had fallen into a cucumber-frame, or something of the sort.



  Next came an angry voice—the Rabbit’s—“Pat! Pat! Where



  are you?” And then a voice she had never heard before, “Sure then I’m here! Digging for apples, yer honour!”



  “Digging for apples, indeed!” said the Rabbit angrily. “Here!



  Come and help me out of this!” (Sounds of more broken glass.) 23



  “Now tell me, Pat, what’s that in the window?”



  “Sure, it’s an arm, yer honour!” (He pronounced it “arrum.”)



  “An arm, you goose! Who ever saw one that size? Why, it fills the whole window!”



  “Sure, it does, yer honour: but it’s an arm for all that.”



  “Well, it’s got no business there, at any rate: go and take it away!”



  There was a long silence after this, and Alice could only hear whispers now and then; such as, “Sure, I don’t like it, yer honour, at all, at all!” “Do as I tell you, you coward!”, and at last she spread out her hand again, and made another snatch in the air. This time there were two little shrieks, and more sounds of broken glass. “What a number of cucumber-frames there must be!” thought Alice. “I wonder what they’ll do next! As for pulling me out of the window, I only wish they could! I’m sure I don't want to stay in here any longer!”



  She waited for some time without hearing anything more: at last came a rumbling of little cart-wheels, and the sound of a good many voices all talking together: she made out the words:



  “Where’s the other ladder?—Why, I hadn’t to bring but one.



  Bill's got the other—Bill! Fetch it here, lad!—Here, put ’em up at this corner—No, tie ’em together first—they don't reach half high enough yet—Oh! they’ll do well enough. Don’t be particular—Here, Bill! catch hold of this rope—Will the roof



  bear?—Mind that loose slate—Oh, it’s coming down! Heads below!” (a loud crash)—“Now, who did that?—It was Bill, I



  fancy—Who’s to go down the chimney?—Nay, I shan’t! You do



  it!—That I wo’n’t, then!—Bill’s got to go down—Here, Bill! The master says you’ve got to go down the chimney!”



  “Oh! So Bill’s got to come down the chimney, has he?' said Alice to herself. “Why, they seem to put everything upon Bill! I wouldn't be in Bill’s place for a good deal: this fireplace is narrow, to be sure; but I think I can kick a little!”



  She drew her foot as far down the chimney as she could, and waited till she heard a little animal (she couldn’t guess of what sort it was) scratching and scrambling about in the chimney close above her: then, saying to herself “This is Bill”, she gave one sharp kick, and waited to see what would happen next.



  The first thing she heard was a general chorus of “There



  goes Bill!” then the Rabbit’s voice alone—“Catch him, you by 24



  the hedge!” then silence, and then another confusion of



  voices—“Hold



  up



  his



  head—Brandy



  now—Don’t



  choke



  him—How was it, old fellow? What happened to you? Tell us all about it!”



  Last came a little feeble, squeaking voice (“That's Bill,”



  thought Alice), “Well, I hardly know—No more, thank ye; I’m better now—but I’m a deal too flustered to tell you—all I know is, something comes at me like a Jack-in-the-box, and up I goes like a sky-rocket!”



  “So you did, old fellow!” said the others.



  “We must burn the house down!” said the Rabbit’s voice; and Alice called out as loud as she could, “If you do. I’ll set Dinah at you!”



  There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thought to herself, “I wonder what they will do next! If they had any sense, they’d take the roof off.” After a minute or two, they began moving about again, and Alice heard the Rabbit say, “A barrowful will do, to begin with.”



  “A barrowful of what?” thought Alice. But she had not long to doubt, for the next moment a shower of little pebbles came rattling in at the window, and some of them hit her in the face.



  “I’ll put a stop to this,” she said to herself, and shouted out,



  “You'd better not do that again!” which produced another dead silence.



  Alice noticed, with some surprise, that the pebbles were all turning into little cakes as they lay on the floor, and a bright idea came into her head. “If I eat one of these cakes,” she thought, “it’s sure to make some change in my size; and, as it ca’n’t possibly make me larger, it must make me smaller, I suppose.”



  So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was delighted to find that she began shrinking directly. As soon as she was small enough to get through the door, she ran out of the house, and found quite a crowd of little animals and birds waiting outside.



  The poor little Lizard, Bill, was in the middle, being held up by two guinea-pigs, who were giving it something out of a bottle.



  They all made a rush at Alice the moment she appeared; but she ran off as hard as she could, and soon found herself safe in a thick wood.
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  “The first thing I’ve got to do,” said Alice to herself, as she wandered about in the wood, “is to grow to my right size again; and the second thing is to find my way into that lovely garden.



  I think that will be the best plan.”



  It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly and simply arranged: the only difficulty was, that she had not the smallest idea how to set about it; and, while she was peering about anxiously among the trees, a little sharp bark just over her head made her look up in a great hurry.



  An enormous puppy was looking down at her with large



  round eyes, and feebly stretching out one paw, trying to touch her. “Poor little thing!” said Alice, in a coaxing tone, and she tried hard to whistle to it; but she was terribly frightened all the time at the thought that it might be hungry, in which case it would be very likely to eat her up in spite of all her coaxing.



  Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up a little bit of stick, and held it out to the puppy; whereupon the puppy



  jumped into the air off all its feet at once, with a yelp of delight, and rushed at the stick, and made believe to worry it; then Alice dodged behind a great thistle, to keep herself from being run over; and the moment she appeared on the other



  side, the puppy made another rush at the stick, and tumbled head over heels in its hurry to get hold of it: then Alice, thinking it was very like having a game of play with a cart-horse, and expecting every moment to be trampled under its feet, ran round the thistle again: then the puppy began a series of short charges at the stick, running a very little way forwards each time and a long way back, and barking hoarsely all the while, till at last it sat down a good way off, panting, with its tongue hanging out of its mouth, and its great eyes half shut.



  This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for making her es-



  cape: so she set off at once, and ran till she was quite tired and out of breath, and till the puppy’s bark sounded quite faint in the distance.



  “And yet what a dear little puppy it was!” said Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to rest herself, and fanned herself with one of the leaves. “I should have liked teaching it tricks very much, if—if I’d only been the right size to do it! Oh dear!



  I’d nearly forgotten that I’ve got to grow up again! Let me 26



  see—how is it to be managed? I suppose I ought to eat or drink something or other; but the great question is, ‘What?’”



  The great question certainly was “What?”. Alice looked all round her at the flowers and the blades of grass, but she did not see anything that looked like the right thing to eat or drink under the circumstances. There was a large mushroom growing near her, about the same height as herself; and, when she had looked under it, and on both sides of it, and behind it, it occurred to her that she might as well look and see what was on the top of it.



  She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peeped over the edge of the mushroom, and her eyes immediately met those of a



  large blue caterpillar, that was sitting on the top, with its arms folded, quietly smoking a long hookah, and taking not the smallest notice of her or of anything else.
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  Chapter



  Advice from a Caterpillar



  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 may be 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 con-



  versation. Alice felt a little irritated at the Caterpillar's making such very short remarks, and she drew herself up and said, very gravely, “I think you ought to tell me who you are, first.”
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  “Why?” said the Caterpillar.



  Here was another puzzling question; and, as Alice could not think of any good reason, and as the Caterpillar seemed to be in a very unpleasant state of mind, she turned away.



  “Come back!” the Caterpillar called after her. “I’ve



  something important to say!”



  This sounded promising, certainly. Alice turned and came



  back again.



  “Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar.



  “Is that all?” said Alice, swallowing down her anger as well as she could.



  “No,” said the Caterpillar.



  Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had nothing else to do, and perhaps after all it might tell her something worth hearing. For some minutes it puffed away without speaking; but at last it unfolded its arms, took the hookah out of its mouth again, and said, “So you think you’re changed, do you?”



  “I’m afraid I am, sir,” said Alice. “I ca’n’t remember things as I used—and I don't keep the same size for ten minutes



  together!”



  “Ca’n’t remember what things?” said the Caterpillar.



  “Well, I’ve tried to say ‘How doth the little busy bee,’ but it all came different!” Alice replied in a very melancholy voice.



  “Repeat, ‘You are old, Father William,’ ” said the Caterpillar.



  Alice folded her hands, and began:—



  “You are old, Father William,” the young man said,



  ? “And your hair has become very white;



  And yet you incessantly stand on your head—



  ? Do you think, at your age, it is right?”



  “In my youth,” Father William replied to his son,



  ? “I feared it might injure the brain;



  But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none,



  ? Why, I do it again and again.”



  “You are old,” said the youth, “as I mentioned before,



  ? And have grown most uncommonly fat;



  Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door—



  ? Pray, what is the reason of that?”



  “In my youth,” said the sage, as he shook his grey locks,



  ? “I kept all my limbs very supple



  By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box—
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  ? Allow me to sell you a couple?”



  “You are old,” said the youth, “and your jaws are too weak



  ? For anything tougher than suet;



  Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak—



  ? Pray, how did you manage to do it?”



  “In my youth,” said his father, “I took to the law,



  ? And argued each case with my wife;



  And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw



  ? Has lasted the rest of my life.”



  “You are old,” said the youth, “one would hardly suppose



  ? That your eye was as steady as ever;



  Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose—



  ? What made you so awfully clever?”



  “I have answered three questions, and that is enough,”



  ? Said his father, “Don’t give yourself airs!



  Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?



  ? Be off, or I’ll kick you down-stairs!”



  “That is not said right,” said the Caterpillar.



  “Not quite right, I’m afraid,” said Alice, timidly: “some of the words have got altered.”



  “It is wrong from beginning to end,” said the Caterpillar, decidedly; and there was silence for some minutes.



  The Caterpillar was the first to speak.



  “What size do you want to be?” it asked.



  “Oh, I’m not particular as to size,” Alice hastily replied; “only one doesn't like changing so often, you know.”



  “I don’t know,” said the Caterpillar.



  Alice said nothing: she had never been so much contradicted in her life before, and she felt that she was losing her temper.



  “Are you content now?” said the Caterpillar.



  “Well, I should like to be a little larger, Sir, if you wouldn't mind,” said Alice: “three inches is such a wretched height to be.”



  “It is a very good height indeed!” said the Caterpillar angrily, rearing itself upright as it spoke (it was exactly three inches high).



  “But I’m not used to it!” pleaded poor Alice in a piteous tone.



  And she thought to herself “I wish the creatures wouldn’t be so easily offended!”
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  “You’ll get used to it in time,” said the Caterpillar; and it put the hookah into its mouth, and began smoking again.



  This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to speak again.



  In a minute or two the Caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth, and yawned once or twice, and shook itself. Then it got down off the mushroom, and crawled away in the grass, merely remarking, as it went, “One side will make you grow taller, and the other side will make you grow shorter.”



  “One side of what? The other side of what?” thought Alice to herself.



  “Of the mushroom,” said the Caterpillar, just as if she had asked it aloud; and in another moment it was out of sight.



  Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mushroom for a



  minute, trying to make out which were the two sides of it; and, as it was perfectly round, she found this a very difficult question. However, at last she stretched her arms round it as far as they would go, and broke off a bit of the edge with each hand.



  “And now which is which?” she said to herself, and nibbled a little of the right-hand bit to try the effect. The next moment she felt a violent blow underneath her chin: it had struck her foot!



  She was a good deal frightened by this very sudden change, but she felt that there was no time to be lost, as she was shrinking rapidly: so she set to work at once to eat some of the other bit. Her chin was pressed so closely against her foot, that there was hardly room to open her mouth; but she did it at last, and managed to swallow a morsel of the left-hand bit.



  



  * * * * * * *



  * * * * * *



  



  * * * * * * *



  “Come, my head’s free at last!” said Alice in a tone of delight, which changed into alarm in another moment, when she found that her shoulders were nowhere to be found: all she could see, when she looked down, was an immense length of neck, which seemed to rise like a stalk out of a sea of green leaves that lay far below her.



  



  “What can all that green stuff be?” said Alice. “And where have my shoulders got to? And oh, my poor hands, how is it I ca’n’t see you?” She was moving them about as she spoke, but 31



  no result seemed to follow, except a little shaking among the distant green leaves.



  As there seemed to be no chance of getting her hands up to her head, she tried to get her head down to them, and was delighted to find that her neck would bend about easily in any direction, like a serpent. She had just succeeded in curving it down into a graceful zigzag, and was going to dive in among the leaves, which she found to be nothing but the tops of the trees under which she had been wandering, when a sharp hiss made her draw back in a hurry: a large pigeon had flown into her face, and was beating her violently with its wings.



  “Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon.



  “I’m not a serpent!” said Alice indignantly. “Let me alone!”



  “Serpent, I say again!” repeated the Pigeon, but in a more subdued tone, and added with a kind of sob, “I’ve tried every way, and nothing seems to suit them!”



  “I haven’t the least idea what you're talking about,” said Alice.



  “I’ve tried the roots of trees, and I’ve tried banks, and I’ve tried hedges,” the Pigeon went on, without attending to her;



  “but those serpents! There’s no pleasing them!”



  Alice was more and more puzzled, but she thought there was no use in saying anything more till the Pigeon had finished.



  “As if it wasn’t trouble enough hatching the eggs,” said the Pigeon; “but I must be on the look-out for serpents, night and day! Why, I haven’t had a wink of sleep these three weeks!”



  “I’m very sorry you've been annoyed,” said Alice, who was



  beginning to see its meaning.



  “And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the wood,” continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to a shriek, “and just as I was thinking I should be free of them at last, they must needs come wriggling down from the sky! Ugh, Serpent!”



  “But I’m not a serpent, I tell you!” said Alice. “I’m a——I’m a——”



  “Well! What are you?” said the Pigeon. “I can see you’re trying to invent something!”



  “I—I’m a little girl,” said Alice, rather doubtfully, as she remembered the number of changes she had gone through, that



  day.
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  “A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon, in a tone of the deep-est contempt. “I've seen a good many little girls in my time, but never one with such a neck as that! No, no! You're a serpent; and there's no use denying it. I suppose you'll be telling me next that you never tasted an egg!”



  “I have tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who was a very truthful child; “but little girls eat eggs quite as much as serpents do, you know.”



  “I don’t believe it,” said the Pigeon; “but if they do, why then they’re a kind of serpent: that’s all I can say.”



  This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite silent for a minute or two, which gave the Pigeon the opportunity of adding “You’re looking for eggs, I know that well enough; and what does it matter to me whether you're a little girl or a serpent?”



  “It matters a good deal to me,” said Alice hastily; “but I’m not looking for eggs, as it happens; and, if I was, I shouldn’t want yours: I don’t like them raw.”



  “Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a sulky tone, as it settled down again into its nest. Alice crouched down among the trees as well as she could, for her neck kept getting entangled among the branches, and every now and then she had to stop and untwist it. After a while she remembered that she still held the pieces of mushroom in her hands, and she set to work very carefully, nibbling first at one and then at the other, and growing sometimes taller, and sometimes shorter, until she had succeeded in bringing herself down to her usual



  height.



  It was so long since she had been anything near the right



  size, that it felt quite strange at first; but she got used to it in a few minutes, and began talking to herself, as usual, “Come, there’s half my plan done now! How puzzling all these changes are! I’m never sure what I’m going to be, from one minute to another! However, I’ve got back to my right size: the next thing is, to get into that beautiful garden—how is that to be done, I wonder?” As she said this, she came suddenly upon an open place, with a little house in it about four feet high. “Who-ever lives there,” thought Alice, “it’ll never do to come upon them this size: why, I should frighten them out of their wits!”



  So she began nibbling at the right-hand bit again, and did not 33



  venture to go near the house till she had brought herself down to nine inches high.
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  Chapter



  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.”



  Then they both bowed low, and their curls got entangled



  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 making such a noise inside, no one could possibly hear you.” And certainly there was a most extraordinary noise going on within—a constant
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  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 un-civil. “But perhaps he ca’n’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 to-morrow——”



  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.



  “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 whistling.



  “Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said Alice desperately:



  “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 sitting 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.
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  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 lying 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 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 Duchess 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, jumping 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.”
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  “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 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, but it just missed her.



  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 38



  kept doubling itself up and straightening itself 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 prevent 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 proper way of expressing yourself.”



  The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very anxiously into its face to see what was the matter with it. There could be no doubt that it had a very 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 in-to 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 no mistake 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 any further.



  So she set the little creature down, and felt quite relieved to see it trot away quietly into the wood. “If it had grown up,” she said to herself, “it would have made a dreadfully 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 see-ing the Cheshire-Cat sitting on a bough of a tree a few yards off.
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  The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked good-



  natured, she thought: still it had very 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



  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?”
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  “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 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!”



  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 left-hand 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 instead!”
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  Chapter



  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 elbows 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.”



  The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded 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 encouraging



  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 invited,”



  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 said was “Why is a raven like a writing-desk?”
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  “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 answer 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.”



  “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 its 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 minute, 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 curiosity.



  “What a funny watch!” she remarked. “It tells the day of the month, and doesn’t tell what o’clock it is!”
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  “Why should it?” muttered the Hatter. “Does your watch tell you what year it is?”



  “Of course not,” Alice replied very readily: “but that’s because it stays the same year for such a long time together.”



  “Which is just the case with mine,” said the Hatter.



  Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark seemed to her to have no sort of meaning in it, and yet it was certainly 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, turning 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 riddles 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 wo’n’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!”



  (“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.”
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  “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 replied.



  “We quarreled last March——just before he went mad, you



  know——” (pointing with his teaspoon 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 murdering



  the time! Off with his head!’”



  “How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.



  “And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a mournful tone,



  “he wo’n’t do a thing I ask! It's always six o’clock now.”



  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 interrup-



  ted, 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.
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  The Dormouse slowly opened its eyes. “I wasn’t asleep,” it 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 thinking a minute or two.



  “They couldn’t have done that, you know,” Alice gently re-



  marked. “They’d have been ill.”



  “So they were,” said the Dormouse; “very ill.”



  Alice tried to fancy to herself what such an extraordinary way 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 ca’n’t take more.”



  “You mean you ca’n’t take less,” said the Hatter: “it’s very easy to take more 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 angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare went “Sh! Sh!” and the



  Dormouse sulkily remarked, “If you ca’n’t be civil, you’d better finish the story for yourself.”
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  “No, please go on!” Alice said very humbly. “I wo’n’t interrupt you again. I dare say there may be one.”



  “One, indeed!” said the Dormouse indignantly. However, 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.”



  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 Hatter;



  “so I should think you could draw treacle out of a treacle-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, yawn-



  ing and rubbing its eyes, for it was getting very sleepy; “and they drew all manner of things—everything that begins 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 go-



  ing 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
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  muchness’—did you ever see such a thing as a drawing of a



  muchness!”



  “Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much confused, “I don’t think——”



  “Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter.



  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 to-day. 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 un-locking 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.
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  Chapter



  The Queen’s Croquet Ground



  A large rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden: the roses growing on it were white, but there were three gardeners at it, busily painting them red. Alice thought this a very curious thing, and she went nearer to watch them, and, just as she came up to them, she heard one of them say “Look out



  now, Five! Don’t go splashing paint over me like that!”



  “I couldn’t help it,” said Five, in a sulky tone. “Seven jogged my elbow.”



  On which Seven looked up and said “That’s right, Five! Al-



  ways lay the blame on others!”



  “You’d better not talk!” said Five. “I heard the Queen say only yesterday you deserved to be beheaded.”



  “What for?” said the one who had spoken first.



  “That’s none of your business, Two!” said Seven.



  “Yes, it is his business!” said Five. “And I’ll tell him—it was for bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of onions.”



  Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun “Well, of all the unjust things——” when his eye chanced to fall upon Alice, as she stood watching them, and he checked himself suddenly: the others looked round also, and all of them bowed low.



  “Would you tell me, please,” said Alice, a little timidly, “why you are painting those roses?”



  Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began, in a low voice, “Why, the fact is, you see, Miss, this here ought to have been a red rose-tree, and we put a white one in by mistake; and if the Queen was to find it out, we should all have our heads cut off, you know. So you see, Miss, we’re doing our best, afore she comes, to——” At this moment, Five, who had been anxiously looking across the garden, called out “The



  Queen! The Queen!”, and the three gardeners instantly threw 49



  themselves flat upon their faces. There was a sound of many footsteps, and Alice looked round, eager to see the Queen.



  First came ten soldiers carrying clubs: these were all shaped like the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with their hands and feet at the corners: next the ten courtiers: these were ornamented all over with diamonds, and walked two and two, as the soldiers did. After these came the royal children: there were ten of them, and the little dears came jumping merrily along, hand in hand, in couples: they were all ornamented with



  hearts. Next came the guests, mostly Kings and Queens, and among them Alice recognised the White Rabbit: it was talking in a hurried nervous manner, smiling at everything that was said, and went by without noticing her. Then followed the



  Knave of Hearts, carrying the King’s crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this grand procession, came THE KING



  AND THE QUEEN OF HEARTS.



  Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to lie down on her face like the three gardeners, but she could not remember ever having heard of such a rule at processions; “and besides, what would be the use of a procession,” thought she, “if people had all to lie down upon their faces, so that they



  couldn’t see it?” So she stood where she was, and waited.



  When the procession came opposite to Alice, they all stopped and looked at her, and the Queen said, severely, “Who is this?”.



  She said it to the Knave of Hearts, who only bowed and smiled in reply.



  “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, pointing 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 as the rest of the pack, she could not tell whether they were gardeners, or soldiers, or courtiers, or three of her own children.



  “How should I know?” said Alice, surprised at her own courage. “It’s no business of mine.”
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  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 with——”



  “Nonsense!” said Alice, very loudly and 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 said to the



  Knave “Turn them over!”



  The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot.



  “Get up!” said the Queen in a shrill, loud voice, and the three gardeners instantly jumped up, and began bowing to the King, the Queen, the royal children, and everybody else.



  “Leave off that!” screamed the Queen. “You make me giddy.”



  And then, turning to the rose-tree, she went on “What have you been doing here?”



  “May it please your Majesty,” said Two, in a very humble



  tone, going down on one knee as he spoke, “we were trying—”



  “I see!” said the Queen, who had meanwhile been examining



  the roses. “Off with their heads!” and the procession moved on, three of the soldiers remaining behind to execute the unfortunate gardeners, who ran to Alice for protection.



  “You sha’n’t be beheaded!” said Alice, and she put them into a large flower-pot that stood near. The three soldiers wandered about for a minute or two, looking for them, and then quietly marched off after the others.



  “Are their heads off?” shouted the Queen.



  “Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!” the soldiers shouted in reply.



  “That’s right!” shouted the Queen. “Can you play croquet?”



  The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the question was evidently meant for her.



  “Yes!” shouted Alice.



  “Come on, then!” roared the Queen, and Alice joined the procession, wondering very much what would happen next.



  “It’s—it’s a very fine day!” said a timid voice at her side. She was walking by the White Rabbit, who was peeping anxiously into her face.



  “Very,” said Alice. “Where’s the Duchess?”
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  “Hush! Hush!” said the Rabbit in a low hurried tone. He



  looked anxiously over his shoulder as he spoke, and then raised himself upon tiptoe, put his mouth close to her ear, and



  whispered “She’s under sentence of execution.”



  “What for?” said Alice.



  “Did you say ‘What a pity!’?” the Rabbit asked.



  “No, I didn’t,” said Alice. “I don’t think it’s at all a pity. I said



  ‘What for?’”



  “She boxed the Queen’s ears—” the Rabbit began. Alice gave a little scream of laughter. “Oh, hush!” the Rabbit whispered in a frightened tone. “The Queen will hear you! You see she came rather late, and the Queen said—”



  “Get to your places!” shouted the Queen in a voice of thunder, and people began running about in all directions, tumbling up against each other: however, they got settled down in a minute or two, and the game began.



  Alice thought she had never seen such a curious croquet-



  ground in her life: it was all ridges and furrows: the croquet balls were live hedgehogs, and the mallets live flamingoes, and the soldiers had to double themselves up and stand on their hands and feet, to make the arches.



  The chief difficulty Alice found at first was in managing her flamingo: she succeeded in getting its body tucked away, comfortably enough, under her arm, with its legs hanging down, but generally, just as she had got its neck nicely straightened out, and was going to give the hedgehog a blow with its head, it would twist itself round and look up in her face, with such a puzzled expression that she could not help bursting out laugh-ing; and when she had got its head down, and was going to begin again, it was very provoking to find that the hedgehog had unrolled itself, and was in the act of crawling away: besides all this, there was generally a ridge or furrow in the way wherever she wanted to send the hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up soldiers were always getting up and walking off to other parts of the ground, Alice soon came to the conclusion that it was a very difficult game indeed.



  The players all played at once, without waiting for turns, quarreling all the while, and fighting for the hedgehogs; and in a very short time the Queen was in a furious passion, and went 52



  stamping about, and shouting “Off with his head!” or “Off with her head!” about once in a minute.



  Alice began to feel very uneasy: to be sure, she had not as yet had any dispute with the Queen, but she knew that it might happen any minute, “and then,” thought she, “what would become of me? They’re dreadfully fond of beheading people here: the great wonder is, that there’s any one left alive!”



  She was looking about for some way of escape, and wonder-



  ing 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 someone to



  listen to her. The Cat seemed to think that there was enough of it now in sight, and no more of it appeared.



  “I don’t think they play at all fairly,” Alice began, in rather a complaining tone, “and they all quarrel so dreadfully one ca’n’t hear oneself speak—and they don’t seem to have any rules in particular: at least, if there are, nobody attends to them—and you’ve no idea how confusing it is all the things being alive: for instance, there’s the arch I’ve got to go through next walking about at the other end of the ground—and I should have croqueted the Queen’s hedgehog just now, only it ran away when it saw mine coming!”



  “How do you like the Queen?” said the Cat in a low voice.



  “Not at all,” said Alice: “she’s so extremely—” Just then she noticed that the Queen was close behind her, listening: so she went on “—likely to win, that it’s hardly worth while finishing the game.”



  The Queen smiled and passed on.



  “Who are you talking to?” said the King, going up to Alice, and looking at the Cat’s head with great curiosity.
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  “It’s a friend of mine—a Cheshire-Cat,” said Alice: “allow me to introduce it.”



  “I don’t like the look of it at all,” said the King: “however, it may kiss my hand, if it likes.”



  “I’d rather not,” the Cat remarked.



  “Don’t be impertinent,” said the King, “and don’t look at me like that!” He got behind Alice as he spoke.



  “A cat may look at a king,” said Alice. “I’ve read that in some book, but I don’t remember where.”



  “Well, it must be removed,” said the King very decidedly; and he called the Queen, who was passing at the moment, “My



  dear! I wish you would have this cat removed!”



  The Queen had only one way of settling all difficulties, great or small. “Off with his head!” she said without even looking round.



  “I’ll fetch the executioner myself,” said the King eagerly, and he hurried off.



  Alice thought she might as well go back and see how the



  game was going on, as she heard the Queen’s voice in the distance, screaming with passion. She had already heard her sentence three of the players to be executed for having missed their turns, and she did not like the look of things at all, as the game was in such confusion that she never knew whether it



  was her turn or not. So she went off in search of her hedgehog.



  The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another hedge-



  hog, which seemed to Alice an excellent opportunity for croqueting one of them with the other: the only difficulty was that her flamingo was gone across the other side of the garden, where Alice could see it trying in a helpless sort of way to fly up into a tree.



  By the time she had caught the flamingo and brought it back, the fight was over, and both the hedgehogs were out of sight:



  “but it doesn’t matter much,” thought Alice, “as all the arches are gone from this side of the ground.” So she tucked it away under her arm, that it might not escape again, and went back for a little more conversation with her friend.



  When she got back to the Cheshire-Cat, she was surprised to find quite a large crowd collected round it: there was a dispute going on between the executioner, the King, and the Queen, 54



  who were all talking at once, while all the rest were quite silent, and looked very uncomfortable.



  The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by all three to settle the question, and they repeated their arguments to her, though, as they all spoke at once, she found it very hard to make out exactly what they said.



  The executioner’s argument was, that you couldn’t cut off a head unless there was a body to cut it off from: that he had never had to do such a thing before, and he wasn’t going to begin at his time of life.



  The King’s argument was that anything that had a head



  could be beheaded, and that you weren’t to talk nonsense.



  The Queen’s argument was that, if something wasn’t done



  about it in less than no time, she’d have everybody executed, all round. (It was this last remark that had made the whole party look so grave and anxious.)



  Alice could think of nothing else to say but “It belongs to the Duchess: you’d better ask her about it.”



  “She’s in prison,” the Queen said to the executioner: “fetch her here.” And the executioner went off like an arrow.



  The Cat’s head began fading away the moment he was gone,



  and, by the time he had come back with the Duchess, it had entirely disappeared: so the King and the executioner ran wildly up and down, looking for it, while the rest of the party went back to the game.
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  Chapter



  The Mock Turtle’s Story



  “You ca’n’t think how glad I am to see you again, you dear old thing!” said the Duchess, as she tucked her arm affectionately into Alice’s, and they walked off together.



  Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant temper, and thought to herself that perhaps it was only the pepper that had made her so savage when they met in the kitchen.



  “When I’m a Duchess,” she said to herself (not in a very



  hopeful tone, though), “I wo’n’t have any pepper in my kitchen at all. Soup does very well without—Maybe it’s always pepper that makes people hot-tempered,” she went on, very much



  pleased at having found out a new kind of rule, “and vinegar that makes them sour—and camomile that makes them bit-ter—and—and barley-sugar and such things that make children sweet-tempered. I only wish people knew that: then they



  wouldn’t be so stingy about it, you know——”



  She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this time, and was a little startled when she heard her voice close to her ear.



  “You’re thinking about something, my dear, and that makes



  you forget to talk. I ca’n’t tell you just now what the moral of that is, but I shall remember it in a bit.”



  “Perhaps it hasn’t one,” Alice ventured to remark.



  “Tut, tut, child!” said the Duchess. “Everything’s got a moral, if only you can find it.” And she squeezed herself up closer to Alice’s side as she spoke.



  Alice did not much like her keeping so close to her: first, because the Duchess was very ugly; and secondly, because she was exactly the right height to rest her chin upon Alice’s shoulder, and it was an uncomfortably sharp chin. However, she did not like to be rude: so she bore it as well as she could.
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  “The game’s going on rather better now,” she said, by way of keeping up the conversation a little.



  “’Tis so,” said the Duchess: “and the moral of that is—‘Oh,



  ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes the world go round!’”



  “Somebody said,” Alice whispered, “that it’s done by everybody minding their own business!”



  “Ah, well! It means much the same thing,” said the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin into Alice’s shoulder as she added



  “and the moral of that is—‘Take care of the sense, and the sounds will take care of themselves.’”



  “How fond she is of finding morals in things!” Alice thought to herself.



  “I dare say you’re wondering why I don’t put my arm round



  your waist,” the Duchess said, after a pause: “the reason is, that I’m doubtful about the temper of your flamingo. Shall I try the experiment?”



  “He might bite,” Alice cautiously replied, not feeling at all anxious to have the experiment tried.



  “Very true,” said the Duchess: “flamingoes and mustard both bite. And the moral of that is—‘Birds of a feather flock



  together.’”



  “Only mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice remarked.



  “Right, as usual,” said the Duchess: “what a clear way you have of putting things!”



  “It’s a mineral, I think,” said Alice.



  “Of course it is,” said the Duchess, who seemed ready to



  agree to everything that Alice said; “there’s a large mustard-mine near here. And the moral of that is—‘The more there is of mine, the less there is of yours.’”



  “Oh, I know!” exclaimed Alice, who had not attended to this last remark. “It’s a vegetable. It doesn’t look like one, but it is.”



  “I quite agree with you,” said the Duchess; “and the moral of that is—‘Be what you would seem to be’—or, if you’d like it put more simply—‘Never imagine yourself not to be otherwise than what it might appear to others that what you were or might have been was not otherwise than what you had been would



  have appeared to them to be otherwise.’”



  “I think I should understand that better,” Alice said very politely, “if I had it written down: but I ca’n’t quite follow it as you say it.”
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  “That’s nothing to what I could say if I chose,” the Duchess replied, in a pleased tone.



  “Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any longer than that,”



  said Alice.



  “Oh, don’t talk about trouble!” said the Duchess. “I make you a present of everything I’ve said as yet.”



  “A cheap sort of present!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they don’t give birthday-presents like that!” But she did not venture to say it out loud.



  “Thinking again?” the Duchess asked, with another dig of her sharp little chin.



  “I’ve a right to think,” said Alice sharply, for she was beginning to feel a little worried.



  “Just about as much right,” said the Duchess, “as pigs have to fly; and the m——”



  But here, to Alice’s great surprise, the Duchess’s voice died away, even in the middle of her favourite word “moral,” and the arm that was linked into hers began to tremble. Alice



  looked up, and there stood the Queen in front of them, with her arms folded, frowning like a thunderstorm.



  “A fine day, your Majesty!” the Duchess began in a low, weak voice.



  “Now, I give you fair warning,” shouted the Queen, stamping on the ground as she spoke; “either you or your head must be off, and that in about half no time! Take your choice!”



  The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a moment.



  “Let’s go on with the game,” the Queen said to Alice; and



  Alice was too much frightened to say a word, but slowly followed her back to the croquet-ground.



  The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen’s ab-



  sence, and were resting in the shade: however, the moment



  they saw her, they hurried back to the game, the Queen merely remarking that a moment’s delay would cost them their lives.



  All the time they were playing the Queen never left off quar-relling with the other players, and shouting “Off with his head!'



  or “Off with her head!” Those whom she sentenced were taken into custody by the soldiers, who of course had to leave off being arches to do this, so that, by the end of half an hour or so, there were no arches left, and all the players, except the King, 58



  the Queen, and Alice, were in custody and under sentence of execution.



  Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, and said to Alice,



  “Have you seen the Mock Turtle yet?”



  “No,” said Alice. “I don’t even know what a Mock Turtle is.”



  “It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,” said the



  Queen.



  “I never saw one, or heard of one,” said Alice.



  “Come on, then,” said the Queen, “and he shall tell you his history,”



  As they walked off together, Alice heard the King say in a low voice, to the company generally, “You are all pardoned.”



  “Come, that’s a good thing!” she said to herself, for she had felt quite unhappy at the number of executions the Queen had ordered.



  They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast asleep in the sun. (If you don’t know what a Gryphon is, look at the picture.)



  “Up, lazy thing!” said the Queen, “and take this young lady to see the Mock Turtle, and to hear his history. I must go back and see after some executions I have ordered;” and she walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. Alice did not quite like the look of the creature, but on the whole she thought it would be quite as safe to stay with it as to go after that savage Queen: so she waited.



  The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes: then it watched the Queen till she was out of sight: then it chuckled. “What fun!”



  said the Gryphon, half to itself, half to Alice.



  “What is the fun?” said Alice.



  “Why, she,” said the Gryphon. “It’s all her fancy, that: they never executes nobody, you know. Come on!”



  “Everybody says ‘come on!’ here,” thought Alice, as she went slowly after it: “I never was so ordered about before, in all my life, never!”



  They had not gone far before they saw the Mock Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and lonely on a little ledge of rock, and, as they came nearer, Alice could hear him sighing as if his heart would break. She pitied him deeply. “What is his sorrow?” she asked the Gryphon. And the Gryphon answered, very nearly in the same words as before, “It’s all his fancy, that: he hasn’t got no sorrow, you know. Come on!”
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  So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at them with large eyes full of tears, but said nothing.



  “This here young lady,” said the Gryphon, “she wants for to know your history, she do.”



  “I’ll tell it her,” said the Mock Turtle in a deep, hollow tone.



  “Sit down, both of you, and don’t speak a word till I’ve



  finished.”



  So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some minutes. Alice thought to herself, “I don’t see how he can ever finish, if he doesn’t begin.” But she waited patiently.



  “Once,” said the Mock Turtle at last, with a deep sigh, “I was a real Turtle.”



  These words were followed by a very long silence, broken



  only by an occasional exclamation of “Hjckrrh!” from the



  Gryphon, and the constant heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle.



  Alice was very nearly getting up and saying, “Thank you, Sir, for your interesting story,” but she could not help thinking there must be more to come, so she sat still and said nothing.



  “When we were little,” the Mock Turtle went on at last, more calmly, though still sobbing a little now and then, “we went to school in the sea. The master was an old Turtle—we used to call him Tortoise——”



  “Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’t one?” Alice



  asked.



  “We called him Tortoise because he taught us,” said the



  Mock Turtle angrily. “Really you are very dull!”



  “You ought to be ashamed of yourself for asking such a



  simple question,” added the Gryphon; and then they both sat silent and looked at poor Alice, who felt ready to sink into the earth. At last the Gryphon said to the Mock Turtle “Drive on, old fellow! Don’t be all day about it!”, and he went on in these words:—



  “Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you mayn’t believe it——”



  “I never said I didn’t!” interrupted Alice.



  “You did,” said the Mock Turtle.



  “Hold your tongue!” added the Gryphon, before Alice could



  speak again. The Mock Turtle went on.



  “We had the best of educations—in fact, we went to school



  every day——”
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  “I’ve been to a day-school, too,” said Alice; “you needn’t be so proud as all that.”



  “With extras?” asked the Mock Turtle, a little anxiously.



  “Yes,” said Alice, “we learned French and music.”



  “And washing?” said the Mock Turtle.



  “Certainly not!” said Alice indignantly.



  “Ah! then yours wasn’t a really good school,” said the Mock Turtle in a tone of great relief. “Now, at ours, they had at the end of the bill, ‘French, music, and washing—extra.’”



  “You couldn’t have wanted it much,” said Alice; “living at the bottom of the sea.”



  “I couldn’t afford to learn it,” said the Mock Turtle with a sigh. “I only took the regular course.”



  “What was that?” inquired Alice.



  “Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,” the Mock Turtle replied; “and then the different branches of Arithmet-ic—Ambition, Distraction, Uglification, and Derision.”



  “I never heard of ‘Uglification,’” Alice ventured to say. “What is it?”



  The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in surprise. “What!



  Never heard of uglifying!” it exclaimed. “You know what to beautify is, I suppose?”



  “Yes,”



  said



  Alice



  doubtfully:



  “it



  means—to—make—anything—prettier.”



  “Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, “if you don’t know what to uglify is, you are a simpleton.”



  Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more questions



  about it: so she turned to the Mock Turtle, and said “What else had you to learn?”



  “Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, counting off the subjects on his flappers,—“Mystery, ancient and modern, with Seaography: then Drawling—the Drawling-master



  was an old conger-eel, that used to come once a week: he



  taught us Drawling, Stretching, and Fainting in Coils.”



  “What was that like?” said Alice.



  “Well, I ca’n’t show it you myself,” the Mock Turtle said: “I’m too stiff. And the Gryphon never learnt it.”



  “Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon: “I went to the Classical



  master, though. He was an old crab, he was.”
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  “I never went to him,” the Mock Turtle said with a sigh. “He taught Laughing and Grief, they used to say.”



  “So he did, so he did,” said the Gryphon, sighing in his turn; and both creatures hid their faces in their paws.



  “And how many hours a day did you do lessons?” said Alice, in a hurry to change the subject.



  “Ten hours the first day,” said the Mock Turtle: “nine the next, and so on.”



  “What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice.



  “That’s the reason they’re called lessons,” the Gryphon remarked: “because they lessen from day to day.”



  This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought it over a little before she made her next remark. “Then the eleventh day must have been a holiday?”



  “Of course it was,” said the Mock Turtle.



  “And how did you manage on the twelfth?” Alice went on



  eagerly.



  “That’s enough about lessons,” the Gryphon interrupted in a very decided tone. “Tell her something about the games now.”
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  Chapter



  The Lobster-Quadrille



  The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the back of one flapper across his eyes. He looked at Alice and tried to speak, but, for a minute or two, sobs choked his voice. “Same as if he had a bone in his throat,” said the Gryphon; and it set to work shaking him and punching him in the back. At last the Mock Turtle recovered his voice, and, with tears running down his cheeks, he went on again:—



  “You may not have lived much under the sea—” (“I haven’t,”



  said Alice)—“and perhaps you were never even introduced to a lobster—” (Alice began to say “I once tasted——” but checked herself hastily, and said “No, never”) “——so you can have no idea what a delightful thing a Lobster-Quadrille is!”



  “No, indeed,” said Alice. “What sort of a dance is it?”



  “Why,” said the Gryphon, “you first form into a line along the sea-shore——”



  “Two lines!” cried the Mock Turtle. “Seals, turtles, salmon, and so on: then, when you’ve cleared all the jelly-fish out of the way——”



  “That generally takes some time,” interrupted the Gryphon.



  “—you advance twice——”



  “Each with a lobster as a partner!” cried the Gryphon.



  “Of course,” the Mock Turtle said: “advance twice, set to



  partners——”



  “—change lobsters, and retire in same order,” continued the Gryphon.



  “Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went on, “you throw



  the——”



  “The lobsters!” shouted the Gryphon, with a bound into the air.



  “—as far out to sea as you can——”
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  “Swim after them!” screamed the Gryphon.



  “Turn a somersault in the sea!” cried the Mock Turtle, caper-ing wildly about.



  “Change lobsters again!” yelled the Gryphon at the top of its voice.



  “Back to land again, and—that’s all the first figure,” said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping his voice; and the two



  creatures, who had been jumping about like mad things all this time, sat down again very sadly and quietly, and looked at Alice.



  “It must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice timidly.



  “Would you like to see a little of it?” said the Mock Turtle.



  “Very much indeed,” said Alice.



  “Come, let’s try the first figure!” said the Mock Turtle to the Gryphon. “We can do without lobsters, you know. Which shall sing?”



  “Oh, you sing,” said the Gryphon. “I’ve forgotten the words.”



  So they began solemnly dancing round and round Alice,



  every now and then treading on her toes when they passed too close, and waving their fore-paws to mark the time, while the Mock Turtle sang this, very slowly and sadly:—



  “Will you walk a little faster?” said a whiting to a snail,



  “There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’s treading on my tail.



  See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance!



  They are waiting on the shingle—will you come and join the dance?



  Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, will you join the dance?



  Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you join the dance?



  “You can really have no notion how delightful it will be



  When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out to sea!”



  But the snail replied “Too far, too far!”, and gave a look askance—



  Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join the dance.



  Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join the dance.
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  Would not, could not, would not, could not, could not join the dance.



  “What matters it how far we go?” his scaly friend replied.



  “There is another shore, you know, upon the other side.



  The further off from England the nearer is to France—



  Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the



  dance.



  Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, will you join the dance?



  Will you, wo’n’t you, will you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you join the dance?”



  “Thank you, it’s a very interesting dance to watch,” said



  Alice, feeling very glad that it was over at last: “and I do so like that curious song about the whiting!”



  “Oh, as to the whiting,” said the Mock Turtle, “they—you’ve seen them, of course?”



  “Yes,” said Alice, “I’ve often seen them at dinn——” she



  checked herself hastily.



  “I don’t know where Dinn may be,” said the Mock Turtle;



  “but, if you’ve seen them so often, of course you know what they’re like?”



  “I believe so,” Alice replied thoughtfully. “They have their tails in their mouths—and they’re all over crumbs.”



  “You’re wrong about the crumbs,” said the Mock Turtle:



  “crumbs would all wash off in the sea. But they have their tails in their mouths; and the reason is——” here the Mock Turtle yawned and shut his eyes. “Tell her about the reason and all that,” he said to the Gryphon.



  “The reason is,” said the Gryphon, “that they would go with the lobsters to the dance. So they got thrown out to sea. So they had to fall a long way. So they got their tails fast in their mouths. So they couldn’t get them out again. That’s all.”



  “Thank you,” said Alice, “it’s very interesting. I never knew so much about a whiting before.”



  “I can tell you more than that, if you like,” said the Gryphon.



  “Do you know why it’s called a whiting?”



  “I never thought about it,” said Alice. “Why?”



  “It does the boots and shoes,” the Gryphon replied very



  solemnly.
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  Alice was thoroughly puzzled. “Does the boots and shoes!”



  she repeated in a wondering tone.



  “Why, what are your shoes done with?” said the Gryphon. “I mean, what makes them so shiny?”



  Alice looked down at them, and considered a little before she gave her answer. “They’re done with blacking, I believe.”



  “Boots and shoes under the sea,” the Gryphon went on in a



  deep voice, “are done with whiting. Now you know.”



  “And what are they made of?” Alice asked in a tone of great curiosity.



  “Soles and eels, of course,” the Gryphon replied rather impatiently: “any shrimp could have told you that.”



  “If I’d been the whiting,” said Alice, whose thoughts were still running on the song, “I’d have said to the porpoise, ‘Keep back, please! We don’t want you with us!’”



  “They were obliged to have him with them,” the Mock Turtle said. “No wise fish would go anywhere without a porpoise.”



  “Wouldn’t it really?” said Alice in a tone of great surprise.



  “Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle. “Why, if a fish came to me, and told me he was going a journey, I should say ‘With what porpoise?’”



  “Don’t you mean ‘purpose’?” said Alice.



  “I mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle replied in an offended tone. And the Gryphon added “Come, let’s hear some of your adventures.”



  “I could tell you my adventures—beginning from this morn-



  ing,” said Alice a little timidly; “but it’s no use going back to yesterday, because I was a different person then.”



  “Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle.



  “No, no! The adventures first,” said the Gryphon in an impatient tone: “explanations take such a dreadful time.”



  So Alice began telling them her adventures from the time



  when she first saw the White Rabbit. She was a little nervous about it, just at first, the two creatures got so close to her, one on each side, and opened their eyes and mouths so very wide; but she gained courage as she went on. Her listeners were perfectly quiet till she got to the part about her repeating “You are old, Father William,” to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming different, and then the Mock Turtle drew a long breath, and said “That’s very curious.”
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  “It’s all about as curious as it can be,” said the Gryphon.



  “It all came different!” the Mock Turtle repeated thought-



  fully. “I should like to hear her try and repeat something now.



  Tell her to begin.” He looked at the Gryphon as if he thought it had some kind of authority over Alice.



  “Stand up and repeat ‘’Tis the voice of the sluggard,’” said the Gryphon.



  “How the creatures order one about, and make one repeat



  lessons!” thought Alice; “I might as well be at school at once.”



  However, she got up, and began to repeat it, but her head was so full of the Lobster-Quadrille, that she hardly knew what she was saying, and the words came very queer indeed:—



  “’Tis the voice of the Lobster: I heard him declare



  ‘You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair.’



  As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose



  Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes.



  [later editions continued as follows:



  When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark,



  And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark:



  But, when the tide rises and sharks are around,



  His voice has a timid and tremulous sound.”]



  “That’s different from what I used to say when I was a child,”



  said the Gryphon.



  “Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock Turtle; “but it sounds uncommon nonsense.”



  Alice said nothing: she had sat down with her face in her



  hands, wondering if anything would ever happen in a natural way again.



  “I should like to have it explained,” said the Mock Turtle.



  “She ca’n’t explain it,” said the Gryphon hastily. “Go on with the next verse.”



  “But about his toes?” the Mock Turtle persisted. “How could he turn them out with his nose, you know?”



  “It’s the first position in dancing.” Alice said; but was dreadfully puzzled by the whole thing, and longed to change the subject.



  “Go on with the next verse,” the Gryphon repeated impa-



  tiently: “it begins ‘I passed by his garden.’”



  Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt sure it would all come wrong, and she went on in a trembling voice:—



  67



  “I passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye,



  How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie:



  [later editions continued as follows:



  The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat,



  While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat.



  When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon,



  Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon:



  While the Panther received knife and fork with a growl,



  And concluded the banquet by——”]



  “What is the use of repeating all that stuff,” the Mock Turtle interrupted, “if you don’t explain it as you go on? It’s by far the most confusing thing I ever heard!”



  “Yes, I think you’d better leave off,” said the Gryphon, and Alice was only too glad to do so.



  “Shall we try another figure of the Lobster-Quadrille?” the Gryphon went on. “Or would you like the Mock Turtle to sing you another song?”



  “Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle would be so kind,”



  Alice replied, so eagerly that the Gryphon said, in a rather offended tone, “Hm! No accounting for tastes! Sing her ‘Turtle Soup,’ will you, old fellow?”



  The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began, in a voice choked with sobs, to sing this:—



  “Beautiful Soup, so rich and green,



  Waiting in a hot tureen!



  Who for such dainties would not stoop?



  Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!



  Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!



  Beau—ootiful Soo—oop!



  Beau—ootiful Soo—oop!



  Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,



  Beautiful, beautiful Soup!



  “Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish,



  Game, or any other dish?



  Who would not give all else for two



  Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup?



  Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup?



  Beau—ootiful Soo—oop!



  Beau—ootiful Soo—oop!



  Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,
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  Beautiful, beauti—FUL SOUP!”



  “Chorus again!” cried the Gryphon, and the Mock Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when a cry of “The trial’s beginning!”



  was heard in the distance.



  “Come on!” cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice by the hand, it hurried off, without waiting for the end of the song.



  “What trial is it?” Alice panted as she ran; but the Gryphon only answered “Come on!” and ran the faster, while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze that followed them, the melancholy words:—



  “Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,



  Beautiful, beautiful Soup!”
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  Chapter



  Who Stole the Tarts?



  The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their throne



  when they arrived, with a great crowd assembled about



  them—all sorts of little birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack of cards: the Knave was standing before them, in chains, with a soldier on each side to guard him; and near the King was the White Rabbit, with a trumpet in one hand, and a scroll of parchment in the other. In the very middle of the court was a table, with a large dish of tarts upon it: they looked so good, that it made Alice quite hungry to look at them—“I wish they’d get the trial done,” she thought, “and hand round the refresh-ments!” But there seemed to be no chance of this; so she



  began looking at everything about her to pass away the time.



  Alice had never been in a court of justice before, but she had read about them in books, and she was quite pleased to find that she knew the name of nearly everything there. “That’s the judge,” she said to herself, “because of his great wig.”



  The judge, by the way, was the King; and as he wore his



  crown over the wig, (look at the frontispiece if you want to see how he did it), he did not look at all comfortable, and it was certainly not becoming.



  “And that’s the jury-box,” thought Alice; “and those twelve creatures,” (she was obliged to say “creatures,” you see, because some of them were animals, and some were birds,) “I



  suppose they are the jurors.” She said this last word two or three times over to herself, being rather proud of it: for she thought, and rightly too, that very few little girls of her age knew the meaning of it at all. However, “jurymen” would have done just as well.
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  The twelve jurors were all writing very busily on slates.



  “What are they doing?” Alice whispered to the Gryphon. “They ca’n’t have anything to put down yet, before the trial’s begun.”



  “They’re putting down their names,” the Gryphon whispered



  in reply, “for fear they should forget them before the end of the trial.”



  “Stupid things!” Alice began in a loud, indignant voice; but she stopped hastily, for the White Rabbit cried out, “Silence in the court!”, and the King put on his spectacles and looked anxiously round, to make out who was talking.



  Alice could see, as well as if she were looking over their shoulders, that all the jurors were writing down “Stupid



  things!” on their slates, and she could even make out that one of them didn’t know how to spell “stupid,” and that he had to ask his neighbour to tell him. “A nice muddle their slates’ll be in before the trial’s over!” thought Alice.



  One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. This, of course, Alice could not stand, and she went round the court and got behind him, and very soon found an opportunity of taking it away. She did it so quickly that the poor little juror (it was Bill, the Lizard) could not make out at all what had become of it; so, after hunting all about for it, he was obliged to write with one finger for the rest of the day; and this was of very little use, as it left no mark on the slate.



  “Herald, read the accusation!” said the King.



  On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and then unrolled the parchment-scroll, and read as follows:—



  “The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts,



  All on a summer day:



  The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts,



  And took them quite away!”



  “Consider your verdict,” the King said to the jury.



  “Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily interrupted. “There’s a great deal to come before that!”



  “Call the first witness,” said the King; and the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and called out, “First



  witness!”



  The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with a teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in the other. “I beg 71



  pardon, your Majesty,” he began, “for bringing these in; but I hadn’t quite finished my tea when I was sent for.”



  “You ought to have finished,” said the King. “When did you begin?”



  The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had followed him



  into the court, arm-in-arm with the Dormouse. “Fourteenth of March, I think it was,” he said.



  “Fifteenth,” said the March Hare.



  “Sixteenth,” said the Dormouse.



  “Write that down,” the King said to the jury; and the jury eagerly wrote down all three dates on their slates, and then added them up, and reduced the answer to shillings and pence.



  “Take off your hat,” the King said to the Hatter.



  “It isn’t mine,” said the Hatter.



  “Stolen!” the King exclaimed, turning to the jury, who in-



  stantly made a memorandum of the fact.



  “I keep them to sell,” the Hatter added as an explanation.



  “I’ve none of my own. I’m a hatter.”



  Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and began staring



  hard at the Hatter, who turned pale and fidgeted.



  “Give your evidence,” said the King; “and don’t be nervous, or I’ll have you executed on the spot.”



  This did not seem to encourage the witness at all: he kept shifting from one foot to the other, looking uneasily at the Queen, and in his confusion he bit a large piece out of his teacup instead of the bread-and-butter.



  Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sensation, which puzzled her a good deal until she made out what it was: she was beginning to grow larger again, and she thought at first she would get up and leave the court; but on second thoughts she decided to remain where she was as long as there was



  room for her.



  “I wish you wouldn’t squeeze so.” said the Dormouse, who



  was sitting next to her. “I can hardly breathe.”



  “I ca’n’t help it,” said Alice very meekly: “I’m growing.”



  “You’ve no right to grow here,” said the Dormouse.



  “Don’t talk nonsense,” said Alice more boldly: “you know



  you’re growing too.”
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  “Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,” said the Dormouse:



  “not in that ridiculous fashion.” And he got up very sulkily and crossed over to the other side of the court.



  All this time the Queen had never left off staring at the Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse crossed the court, she said, to one of the officers of the court, “Bring me the list of the singers in the last concert!” on which the wretched Hatter trembled so, that he shook off both his shoes.



  “Give your evidence,” the King repeated angrily, “or I’ll have you executed, whether you are nervous or not.”



  “I’m a poor man, your Majesty,” the Hatter began, in a trembling voice, “—and I hadn’t begun my tea—not above a week or so—and what with the bread-and-butter getting so thin—and



  the twinkling of the tea——”



  “The twinkling of what?” said the King.



  “It began with the tea,” the Hatter replied.



  “Of course twinkling begins with a T!” said the King sharply.



  “Do you take me for a dunce? Go on!”



  “I’m a poor man,” the Hatter went on, “and most things



  twinkled after that—only the March Hare said——”



  “I didn’t!” the March Hare interrupted in a great hurry.



  “You did!” said the Hatter.



  “I deny it!” said the March Hare.



  “He denies it,” said the King: “leave out that part.”



  “Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said——” the Hatter went



  on, looking anxiously round to see if he would deny it too; but the Dormouse denied nothing, being fast asleep.



  “After that,” continued the Hatter, “I cut some more bread-and-butter——”



  “But what did the Dormouse say?” one of the jury asked.



  “That I ca’n’t remember,” said the Hatter.



  “You must remember,” remarked the King, “or I’ll have you



  executed.”



  The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread-and-but-



  ter, and went down on one knee. “I’m a poor man, your



  Majesty,” he began.



  “You’re a very poor speaker,” said the King.



  Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was immediately



  suppressed by the officers of the court. (As that is rather a hard word, I will just explain to you how it was done. They had 73



  a large canvas bag, which tied up at the mouth with strings: in-to this they slipped the guinea-pig, head first, and then sat upon it.)



  “I’m glad I’ve seen that done,” thought Alice. “I’ve so often read in the newspapers, at the end of trials, ‘There was some attempt at applause, which was immediately suppressed by the officers of the court,’ and I never understood what it meant till now.”



  “If that’s all you know about it, you may stand down,” continued the King.



  “I can’t go no lower,” said the Hatter: “I’m on the floor, as it is.”



  “Then you may sit down,” the King replied.



  Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was suppressed.



  “Come, that finishes the guinea-pigs!” thought Alice. “Now we shall get on better.”



  “I’d rather finish my tea,” said the Hatter, with an anxious look at the Queen, who was reading the list of singers.



  “You may go,” said the King, and the Hatter hurriedly left the court, without even waiting to put his shoes on.



  “——and just take his head off outside,” the Queen added to one of the officers; but the Hatter was out of sight before the officer could get to the door.



  “Call the next witness!” said the King.



  The next witness was the Duchess’s cook. She carried the



  pepper-box in her hand, and Alice guessed who it was, even before she got into the court, by the way the people near the door began sneezing all at once.



  “Give your evidence,” said the King.



  “Sha’n’t,” said the cook.



  The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, who said, in a low voice, “Your Majesty must cross-examine this witness.”



  “Well, if I must, I must,” the King said with a melancholy air, and, after folding his arms and frowning at the cook till his eyes were nearly out of sight, he said, in a deep voice, “What are tarts made of?”



  “Pepper, mostly,” said the cook.



  “Treacle,” said a sleepy voice behind her.
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  “Collar that Dormouse,” the Queen shrieked out. “Behead



  that Dormouse! Turn that Dormouse out of court! Suppress



  him! Pinch him! Off with his whiskers!”



  For some minutes the whole court was in confusion, getting the Dormouse turned out, and, by the time they had settled down again, the cook had disappeared.



  “Never mind!” said the King, with an air of great relief. “Call the next witness.” And, he added, in an under-tone to the



  Queen, “Really, my dear, you must cross-examine the next witness. It quite makes my forehead ache!”



  Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled over the list, feeling very curious to see what the next witness would be like,



  “—for they haven’t got much evidence yet,” she said to herself.



  Imagine her surprise, when the White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little voice, the name “Alice!”
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  Chapter



  Alice’s Evidence



  “Here!” cried Alice, quite forgetting in the flurry of the moment how large she had grown in the last few minutes, and she jumped up in such a hurry that she tipped over the jury-box with the edge of her skirt, upsetting all the jurymen on to the heads of the crowd below, and there they lay sprawling about, reminding her very much of a globe of gold-fish she had acci-dentally upset the week before.



  “Oh, I beg your pardon!” she exclaimed in a tone of great dis-may, and began picking them up again as quickly as she could, for the accident of the gold-fish kept running in her head, and she had a vague sort of idea that they must be collected at once and put back into the jury-box, or they would die.



  “The trial cannot proceed,” said the King, in a very grave voice, “until all the jurymen are back in their proper



  places—all,” he repeated with great emphasis, looking hard at Alice as he said so.



  Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that, in her haste, she had put the Lizard in head downwards, and the poor little thing was waving its tail about in a melancholy way, being quite unable to move. She soon got it out again, and put it right; “not that it signifies much,” she said to herself; “I should think it would be quite as much use in the trial one way up as the



  other.”



  As soon as the jury had a little recovered from the shock of being upset, and their slates and pencils had been found and handed back to them, they set to work very diligently to write out a history of the accident, all except the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome to do anything but sit with its mouth open, gazing up into the roof of the court.
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  “What do you know about this business?” the King said to



  Alice.



  “Nothing,” said Alice.



  “Nothing whatever?” persisted the King.



  “Nothing whatever,” said Alice.



  “That’s very important,” the King said, turning to the jury.



  They were just beginning to write this down on their slates, when the White Rabbit interrupted: “Unimportant, your



  Majesty means, of course,” he said, in a very respectful tone, but frowning and making faces at him as he spoke.



  “Unimportant, of course, I meant,” the King hastily said, and went



  on



  to



  himself



  in



  an



  under-tone,



  “important—unimportant—unimportant—important——” as if



  he were trying which word sounded best.



  Some of the jury wrote it down “important,” and some “unimportant.” Alice could see this, as she was near enough to look over their slates; “but it doesn’t matter a bit,” she thought to herself.



  At this moment the King, who had been for some time busily writing in his note-book, called out “Silence!”, and read out from his book, “Rule Forty-two. All persons more than a mile high to leave the court.”



  Everybody looked at Alice.



  “I’m not a mile high,” said Alice.



  “You are,” said the King.



  “Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen.



  “Well, I sha’n’t go, at any rate,” said Alice: “besides, that’s not a regular rule: you invented it just now.”



  “It’s the oldest rule in the book,” said the King.



  “Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice.



  The King turned pale, and shut his note-book hastily. “Consider your verdict,” he said to the jury, in a low trembling voice.



  “There’s more evidence to come yet, please your Majesty,”



  said the White Rabbit, jumping up in a great hurry: “this paper has just been picked up.”



  “What’s in it?” said the Queen.



  “I haven’t opened it yet,” said the White Rabbit; “but it



  seems to be a letter, written by the prisoner to—to somebody.”
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  “It must have been that,” said the King, “unless it was written to nobody, which isn’t usual, you know.”



  “Who is it directed to?” said one of the jurymen.



  “It isn’t directed at all,” said the White Rabbit: “in fact, there’s nothing written on the outside.” He unfolded the paper as he spoke, and added “It isn’t a letter, after all: it’s a set of verses.”



  “Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?” asked another of the jurymen.



  “No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit, “and that’s the



  queerest thing about it.” (The jury all looked puzzled.)



  “He must have imitated somebody else’s hand,” said the



  King. (The jury all brightened up again.)



  “Please your Majesty,” said the Knave, “I didn’t write it, and they ca’n’t prove that I did: there’s no name signed at the end.”



  “If you didn’t sign it,” said the King, “that only makes the matter worse. You must have meant some mischief, or else



  you’d have signed your name like an honest man.”



  There was a general clapping of hands at this: it was the first really clever thing the King had said that day.



  “That proves his guilt, of course,” said the Queen: “so, off with——.”



  “It doesn’t prove anything of the sort!” said Alice. “Why, you don’t even know what they’re about!”



  “Read them,” said the King.



  The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. “Where shall I begin, please your Majesty?” he asked.



  “Begin at the beginning,” the King said, very gravely, “and go on till you come to the end: then stop.”



  There was dead silence in the court, whilst the White Rabbit read out these verses:—



  “They told me you had been to her,



  And mentioned me to him:



  She gave me a good character,



  But said I could not swim.



  He sent them word I had not gone



  (We know it to be true):



  If she should push the matter on,



  What would become of you?



  I gave her one, they gave him two,
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  You gave us three or more;



  They all returned from him to you,



  Though they were mine before.



  If I or she should chance to be



  Involved in this affair,



  He trusts to you to set them free,



  Exactly as we were.



  My notion was that you had been



  (Before she had this fit)



  An obstacle that came between



  Him, and ourselves, and it.



  Don’t let him know she liked them best,



  For this must ever be



  A secret, kept from all the rest,



  Between yourself and me.”



  “That’s the most important piece of evidence we’ve heard



  yet,” said the King, rubbing his hands; “so now let the jury——”



  “If any one of them can explain it,” said Alice, (she had



  grown so large in the last few minutes that she wasn't a bit afraid of interrupting him,) “I’ll give him sixpence. I don't believe there’s an atom of meaning in it.”



  The jury all wrote down, on their slates, “She doesn’t believe there’s an atom of meaning in it,” but none of them attempted to explain the paper.



  “If there’s no meaning in it,” said the King, “that saves a world of trouble, you know, as we needn’t try to find any. And yet I don’t know,” he went on, spreading out the verses on his knee, and looking at them with one eye; “I seem to see some meaning in them, after all. ‘—said I could not swim—’ you



  ca’n’t swim, can you?” he added, turning to the Knave.



  The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do I look like it?” he said.



  (Which he certainly did not, being made entirely of cardboard.)



  “All right, so far,” said the King; and he went on muttering over the verses to himself: “‘We know it to be true’—that’s the jury, of course—‘If she should push the matter on’—that must be the Queen—‘What would become of you?’—What, indeed!—‘I gave her one, they gave him two’—why, that must be what he did with the tarts, you know——”



  “But it goes on ‘they all returned from him to you,’” said Alice.
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  “Why, there they are!” said the King triumphantly, pointing to the tarts on the table. “Nothing can be clearer than that.



  Then again—‘before she had this fit’—you never had fits, my dear, I think?” he said to the Queen.



  “Never!” said the Queen, furiously, throwing an inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. (The unfortunate little Bill had left off writing on his slate with one finger, as he found it made no mark; but he now hastily began again, using the ink, that was trickling down his face, as long as it lasted.)



  “Then the words don’t fit you,” said the King, looking round the court with a smile. There was a dead silence.



  “It’s a pun!” the King added in an angry tone, and everybody laughed. “Let the jury consider their verdict,” the King said, for about the twentieth time that day.



  “No,



  no!”



  said



  the



  Queen.



  “Sentence



  first—verdict



  afterwards.”



  “Stuff and nonsense!” said Alice loudly. “The idea of having the sentence first!”



  “Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning purple.



  “I wo’n’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!”



  At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came flying down upon her; she gave a 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.



  “Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister; “Why, what a long



  sleep you’ve had!”



  “Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!” said Alice. And she told her sister, as well as she could remember them, all these



  strange Adventures of hers that you have just been reading about; and, when she had finished, her sister kissed her, and said, “It was a curious dream, dear, certainly; but now run in to your tea: it’s getting late.” So Alice got up and ran off, thinking while she ran, as well she might, what a wonderful dream it had been.



  80



  But her sister sat still just as she left her, leaning her head on her hand, watching the setting sun, and thinking of little Alice and all her wonderful Adventures, till she too began dreaming after a fashion, and this was her dream:—



  First, she dreamed about little Alice herself: once again the tiny hands were clasped upon her knee, and the bright eager eyes were looking up into hers—she could hear the very tones of her voice, and see that queer little toss of her head to keep back the wandering hair that would always get into her



  eyes—and still as she listened, or seemed to listen, the whole place around her became alive the strange creatures of her little sister’s dream.



  The long grass rustled at her feet as the White Rabbit hurried by—the frightened Mouse splashed his way through the



  neighbouring pool—she could hear the rattle of the teacups as the March Hare and his friends shared their never-ending



  meal, and the shrill voice of the Queen ordering off her unfortunate guests to execution—once more the pig-baby was sneezing on the Duchess’s knee, while plates and dishes crashed around it—once more the shriek of the Gryphon, the squeaking of the Lizard’s slate-pencil, and the choking of the suppressed guinea-pigs, filled the air, mixed up with the distant sob of the miserable Mock Turtle.



  So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half believed herself in Wonderland, though she knew she had but to open them again, and all would change to dull reality—the grass would be only rustling in the wind, and the pool rippling to the waving of the reeds—the rattling teacups would change to tinkling sheep-bells, and the Queen’s shrill cries to the voice of the shepherd boy—and the sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gryphon, and all the other queer noises, would change (she knew) to the confused clamour of the busy farm-yard—while the lowing of the cattle in the distance would take the place of the Mock Turtle’s heavy sobs.



  Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same little sister of hers would, in the after-time, be herself a grown woman; and how she would keep, through all her riper years, the simple and loving heart of her childhood; and how she would gather about her other little children, and make their eyes bright and eager with many a strange tale, perhaps even with the dream 81



  of Wonderland of long ago; and how she would feel with all their simple sorrows, and find a pleasure in all their simple joys, remembering her own child-life, and the happy summer days.
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