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1 Introduction

The objection of this thesis is to get acquainted with the theory of translation field
and draft translation of a short story ideally written by canonical or less known writer that
has not yet been translated and join the commentary with process of the translation.
Literary translation is an interesting domain and despite the fact that there are many
accepted theoretical processing procedures it is partially opens to an individual approach of
the translator to the source text. This thesis enables its author to try the translation activity

and its nature with both its advantages and difficulties.

The opening chapter contains slight information about the literary translation and
its requirements, difficulties and obstacles. It introduces the problems of the literary
translation with a special focus on interlingual translation. Then biography of the author of
the original story is presented to underline the importance of the chosen story in the literary
world, followed by a quick analysis of the story itself. The story is a fairytale from 19%
century written by a Scottish author George MacDonald and is regarded as antecedent of
the famous Alice in Wonderland. 1t has its specific fantastical world and it contains a three-
verse song with an abstract content. It is written in older English with some dialectical

borrowings from old Scottish.

The practical part consists of the translation of the story into the Czech language. It
is followed by a commentary where process of the translation is described in detail and the
method of the translation chosen by the author of this thesis is depicted. The commentary
demonstrates the potential approach of the translator to the source text and it shows the

possible technique of the translation itself.

The source text can be found in the appendices.



2 Translation theory

The translation could be understood as an interpretation of the source language in
the target language with preservation of the substantial meaning and the structure of the
source text; nevertheless, the structure of the target text should not be distorted. The

translation is a complex discipline with many branching. [1]
If we take in account that translation is distinguished into three types:

1. an intralingual translation — a rewording — an interpretation by different means in

the same language,

2. an inter-semiotic translation — a transmutation — a recoding by different sign

system,

3. and an interlingual translation — a translation proper — an interpretation by means

of other language,
then we will focus only on a translation proper — an interlingual translation. [2-3]

We must realize that language is not the only thing we are translating from the
source text to the target text. Language is only a unit that allows the culture to exist; it
allows the society to comprehend. Thus, the translator cannot separate the language from
its background; he must take the whole original culture and transfer it into the target one.

Otherwise the translation is not complete. [4]

It is generally agreed among the translators that the deep analysis of the source text
should be done before the translation itself is carried out. The whole concept of the source
text should be withdrawn and transmitted into the target language. It assures a perfect
comprehension of the source text but also represents a basic skeleton for the translator to

rely on. [5]

The functional approach is the basic principle of the translation in today’s
translation theory; that means an application of a functional equivalence on the translation.
When translating, we do not prefer the same linguistic resources in the source language
and in the target language but we prefer the resources that express the original idea the
most trustworthy. The resources in the target text should play the same role as the
resources in the source text in associational and referential way. This role can be played by
different expressions or formulations in the source language and in the target language. It

depends on the language system. [6]



Of course, it is assumed that the translator understands the source language very
well and he understands the target language very well. It is also demanded that he should
be orientated in the content of the translated text; that stands for the field of the source text.
Concerning the artistic translation, the translation should also satisfy its translation

requirements. The resulting translation should be considered as a work of art. [7]

The aforementioned can be explained on a simple example. Regardless if the two
concerned languages (representing the source language and the target language) are from
the same language family or they are not, they may vary a lot in their linguistic system.
Saluting phrases could be a good illustration. Whilst the first one can have a universal
formulation of a salute applicable on many situations, the other one can have many forms
of saluting strictly belonging to certain situations. The translator’s obligation is to

understand the source text perfectly and to know how to apply the target language. [8]

The translator has other obligations as well. It is not desired that the translator
would avoid any difficult expressions. The translator’s task is to solve the problem by a
proper solution and he should not change the style or form while doing that. Changing the
original text is considered as unethical and immoral, the translator is not the author of the
text and he should remember that. It is his duty to the target language readers. [9] His task

is to reproduce the original text, not to create a new one. [10]

The original text is not a complex of constituents and should not be regarded so. It
is a system that works within. The translator is here to capture the function of every single
element in the system and to transfer it and express it by corresponding element in the

target language. [11]

Therefore, the translator’s successful job depends on the correct comprehension and
the correct interpretation of the model resulting to correct re-stylization in the target
language. It is all liable to right comprehension of the source text. If the translator
misinterprets the text he is to translate, he cannot succeed in the rest of his task. It is
therefore expected that the translator is a good and attentive reader. Words of multiple
significance or artistic texts constructed on ambiguous language could be a complication
for this above-mentioned condition. A simple lecture is not sufficient for a translation, a

deep understanding is required. [12]

The correct comprehension of the text, however, does not guarantee that the

resulting translation will be done properly. A correct interpretation is greatly required.



Even though the translator had succeeded in the profound reading, he can slip into a vague
interpretation and this way he can devalue his work. If the vocabulary of the source
language is richer and more varied and the vocabulary of the target language does not
dispose of corresponding expression, then it is the translator’s duty to find another way
how to faithfully describe the original purpose. This implies that he should utilize all his
skills to find the appropriate formulation in the target language. The resulting formulation

should not be deprived of logical sense. [13]

A good translator never ends after the right interpretation of the source text. It is
expected that he should have a stylistic talent. Restyling of the text very much depends on
the source language and its language system and what impact does the language have on
the original text. [14] The target text should be close to the target reader, not to the source
reader. It is important to preserve the idea of the source text but it is also important to
know how to transfer it into the target language so that the target reader can identify with

the text. [15]

If we would suggest that random source text enables more options in the target
language and that the translation itself is a profession, then the right choice of the
formulation and the right choice of expressions can be considered as a starting point of art
realization. The translator should have a deep knowledge of the target language to have the
possibility to express the idea the best he can. He should not be tempted to cross from the

correct translation to personification and to stylistic inappropriateness. [16]

The translation studies are very open and they have not precisely given directions.
Their role is not to dictate single ways of the translation and correct procedures. They are
here to explain and to describe the translation process and how the matters should be

handled. They suggest how the thinking of the translator should proceed. [17]



3 About George MacDonald

George MacDonald was born on December 10, 1824 in a small town called Huntly
on the west of Aberdeenshire in Scotland. [18] He was son of a farmer George MacDonald
who was a descendant of the Clan MacDonald of Glencoe and whose family suffered in
the massacre of February 1692. [19] When he was eight years old his mother Helen
MacKay died from tuberculosis. Seven years later his father remarried to Margaret McColl
who had a great respect in the family. George MacDonald Senior had six sons from the
first marriage and three daughters from the second one. George MacDonald Junior grew up
on his father’s farm and during the industrial revolution he preserved his aversion for

machinery and mechanized work. He was rather attached to the nature. [20]

His first education was provided by country schools where Old Testament stories
and Gaelic myths were abundant. [21] He was an enthusiastic reader and by the time he
was studying at King’s College in Aberdeen, he was already reading works of Shelley,
Coleridge, James Hogg and others. After that, in 1848, he entered the Highbury College to
try his fortune with theology. [22] After only two years, in 1850, he became a pastor of
Trinity Congregational Church at Arundel in West Sussex, England. [23] In 1851, he

married Louisa Powell to whom he had already engaged himself. [24]

He was mostly kindly regarded, although there were some oppositions to his anti-
Calvinistic stance and religious outlook. He did not believe in eternal punishments and if
hell was real, it would not be a place for perpetual stay or it would be rather a metaphor for
temporary misery in the life of the sufferer to bring the penance. [25] MacDonald never
agreed with the Calvinist doctrine and his later novels, for example Lilith, show his
disapproval on the Calvinistic idea of God’s limited love that is reserved for some, while
denied for others. It is even said that when this predestination was first explained to him,
he began to cry even though he was assured that he is also one of the elected. [26] After
three years, in 1853, due to his beliefs that everyone can reach the redemption and because

of his less dogmatic sermons, he is accused of heresy and he resigns.

He preached in Manchester and Bolton the following three years where standing
behind the pulpit he profited of wider audience. [27] In 1855, his first collection of poems
Within and Without is published. George MacDonald has already three daughters and his
first son Greville, who later becomes a writer himself, is born. Greville will later write a

biography of his father. [28] In 1856, MacDonald meets Lady Byron and she becomes his



patron. [29] Throughout his life he suffered from tuberculosis as did his mother and many
other members of his family. [30] Winters were particularly bad and in 1856 he manages to
take his family on winter vacation in Algiers to better his health. [31-32] After this short

sojourn he returns to England to teach and to pursue the writing. [33]

Although he was successful in writing and publishing, his family was poor and was
accepting with gratitude kindness from its related friends. One of those was Lady Byron
who was helping him until her death. [34] The year 1858 is probably very tough for
George because his brother John dies in June and his father dies in August but his novel
Phantastes is published and on November his daughter Winifrid Louisa is born. In October
1859, MacDonald has an opportunity to teach English Literature at Bedford College. [35]
He holds this post for another seven years to support his large family. [36] In 1860, his
great supporter and patron, Lady Byron, dies. But MacDonald’s circle of friends is only
getting bigger. In the very same year, Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, whose pen name is well-
known Lewis Carroll, was often visiting the house of MacDonald’s. He first met his two
children it the studio of the sculptor Alexander Munro who was making the statue of Boy
riding a dolphin. The boy was actually the first MacDonald’s son Greville who later
became his biographer. Dodgson also befriended MacDonald’s second daughter Mary with
who he corresponded until her adulthood. [37]

Charles Dodgson got on with MacDonald’s family very well and was always
welcomed in their house. When he was not spending his time with children, he was talking
with George about literature and spiritual life. In 1863, Dodgson aka Lewis Carroll wrote
his first story about little girl called Alice and her adventures. He showed his fairytale to
George asking him for his opinion. They decided testing the story on MacDonald’s
children and so Louisa had it read to them. [38] The children really very enjoyed the tale
and so the family induced Dodgson to publish the book and George persuaded him to
prolong the chronicle. Dodgson took an inspiration in the house of MacDonald’s. For
example, Alice’s kitten Snowdrop is actually named after Mary’s cat. Thus, MacDonalds

had a great impact on today’s celebrated Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. [39]

In 1863, MacDonald becomes friend with John Ruskin, to who he later serves as a
go-between in the La Touche affair. [40-41] Ruskin is one of those, who were doing

charity for MacDonald’s family. [42] In 1867, MacDonalds moved to The Retreat, a brick

villa in Hammersmith, London and Ruskin was often visiting. [43]



In 1869, George would become one of the editors of children’s magazines Good
Words For the Young. Not only he was editing it for three years, he was also a regular
writing contributor. After three years of his participation he refuses his salary out of

fidelity and he leaves his post to tour and lecture in America. [44]

This wonderful proposal comes from company Redpath & Fall of Boston and
George arrives in Boston Harbor on September 30, 1872 together with his wife and their
eldest son Greville. The lecture had a huge success, MacDonald sold out many
auditoriums. He had also started friendships with many famous writers like Samuel
Clemens aka Mark Twain, Ralph Waldo Emerson and Walt Whitman. [45-46] George
MacDonald is asked to stay and take a ministerial post with good remuneration, but he

refuses and the three members of the family return to England.

In 1877, at the request of Queen Victoria, he is given a Civil List pension. [47-48]
George was not the only one who suffered from tuberculosis; even other members of the
family had many difficulties. [49] One of his daughters has a serious health problems and
she goes to Italy for a medication. Unfortunately, it did not end up well and she dies. But
MacDonald finds out that different climate helps him with his own disease and so from
1880 to 1902 the family lives mostly in Bordighera, Italy, where he continues with writing;
but his other children are losing their battles with poor health. [50-51]

In 1897, his last novel Salted with Fire is published and he suddenly stops with
writing. His health is getting worse; he suffers from skin illness and has troubles with
sleep. In 1898, George MacDonald has a stroke and breaks into silence that is never
recovered. His skin disease disappears. In 1901, George and Louisa have their Golden
Wedding and on January 1902 Louisa dies. George suffers a lot from losing his wife and
four children but never loses his faith in something above. Greville writes in his father’s
biography that George seemed to be waiting for his dear Louisa to come and take him

away. [52-53]

George MacDonald dies on September 18, 1905 at Ashtead, Surrey and is buried at
Bordighera beside his beloved wife. [54]



4 About Cross Purposes

Cross Purposes is a fairy tale written in 1862 and can be found in George
MacDonald’s collection Dealings with the Fairies from 1867. [55-56] After meeting the
story, its characters and wide range of fantastical imaginary, one way or another, we must
end up thinking how much the story resembles with Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, a
novel written by Lewis Carroll in 1865. [57] In fact, it probably parallels with Alice’s
Adventures in Wonderland the most. [58] As we already know from the previous chapter,
the two men, George MacDonald and Charles Dodgson aka Lewis Carroll, were friends
sharing their ideas on literature and writing. That means that neither one would steal from
the other when looking for inspiration. Lewis Carroll, after finishing his first story about
Alice, presented his writing to the family of MacDonald’s and it was them who encouraged
him to prolong the story and make it publish. That happened in 1865 and it was met with a
huge success. [59] But three years before that, in 1862, George MacDonald first published
his Cross Purposes in Beeton’s Christmas Annual. Either they both had the same source
(Alice, one of the Liddell’s daughters to whom Carroll read his stories and who asked him
to write her a tale) or they agreed on the right name for a world of imagination. [60-61]
There are even suggestions that a literary game was being played between the two of them
because the same symbols and characters such as animals were being repeated in their
story-telling. Also, knowing the places they were born at and meeting their dialects with
words of more meanings really explain some of the similar scenes that take place in their
tales. If we want to understand more of what was really happening in their heads and in
their imaginations, we should study their English, their dialects and their common

language to understand the game. [62]

Having Alice as one of the main characters with some suspicious similarities in
both literary and real worlds, there are smaller doubts about the chosen name for her
fellow. Although that the name Richard isn’t very frequently used in the world of juvenile
literature, we are assured by the author that his name is good enough for our needs. And he
is really the real hero of the story, setting everything right again. So he doesn’t have a
fortune in his property or in being lucky-born, he has his qualities right inside of his

character, indicated by his simple name that could remind us of Richard the Lionheart.

Also the name of the story indicates very well how clumsily the characters behave

across the tale. While the Queen desires some amusement to be brought to her court, her



servants misunderstand the way they should behave with the children. Whilst the children
want nothing but to get back home, the residents of Fairyland cross them with their
obstructions. And the most of all, the two children, on their way back home, run into
difficulties when Richard wants to help and lead them home and Al/ice doesn’t want to be
seen with him and listen to his advices. Thus, she throws herself into even bigger
dependence on the boy. Cross Purposes marks the opposing ways of thinking and acting
and how they are tricky. When Alice finally cannot bear the situation, she breaks from her
stubbornness and relies on the boy. That is when they fall in love with each other and that
helps them escape from the Fairyland. Now breaking the set phrase, cross purposes signify
how love is innocent and selfless. Having the possibility to see the path of the other person
while your path is hidden away from you indicates how true love works. Taking into
consideration the period when the author lived and how religious he was, it can give us a

clue to hidden theme referring to Christ’s unconditioned love and his sacrifice on the cross.

Neither being written as a response in some literary game, nor being only a draft for
famous story, Cross Purposes is still an exceptional story with many levels of meaning,
short enough for being read repeatedly, revealing its secrets and launching the new world

of imagination in the literature. [63]



5 Translation

George MacDonald

ZkriZené zaméry

KAPITOLA L

Kdysi davno si Kralovna z RiSe pohadek usmyslela, Ze jsou jeji poddani pfilis
dobfe vychovani na to, aby byli zdbavni, a ndhle zatouzila mit jednoho nebo dva
smrtelniky u svého Dvora. Néjakou dobu se tedy porozhlizela a pak se upnula na dva, kteti
méli byt do Rise piivedeni.

Ale jak?

,Prosim, VaSe VeliCenstvo,“ fekla nakonec dcera predsedy vlady, ,Pfivedu tu

divku.*

Vila, jejiz jméno bylo Hrasek po jeji praprababicce, vypadala tak piivabné a svésila

hlavu tak vymluvné, az kralovna hned fekla:
,,Jak to chces dokazat, Hrasku?“
,Oteviu pfed ni cestu, a zase ji za ni zaviu.*
»lysela jsem, ze mas zajimavé zpusoby, jak véci vymyslet, mtzes to tedy zkusit.*

Dviir se shodou okolnosti nachazel na otevieném lesnim palouku s hladkym
tradvnikem, na kterém byl jen jediny krtinec. Jakmile dala Kralovna Hraskovi své svoleni,

z krtince se vynofila hlava skieta a vykfikla:
,Prosim, VaSe Veli¢enstvo, ja toho chlapce ptivedu.*
,» Ly!“ vyktikla Kralovna. ,,Jak to udélas?*

Sktet se zacal kroutit ze zemé¢, jako by byl had a cely svét jeho kiize, az se cely dviir
valel smichy. Jakmile se osvobodil, zacal se valet a pfevalovat na vSechny mozné zpisoby,
kotrmelce a sudy-valy, vSechno nardz, az dokud se nedovalil do lesa. Dvorané ho
nasledovali, jeden vedle druhého, az byla Krdlovna, sedici na svém trin€, ponechéana zcela

sama.
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Kdyz dosli k lesu, skfet, jehoz jméno bylo Muchomurka, nebyl nikde k vidéni.

Zatimco ho hledali, jeho hlava znovu vyskocila z krt¢i diry se slovy:
,,JTakhle, Vase Veli¢enstvo.*
,»Sam sis nasel svou odpovéd’,* fekla se smichem Kréalovna.
,,1 svij vlastni zplisob, coz! Vase Velicenstvo?* odvétil kienici se Muchomurka.
,O tom neni pochyb. No, mizes to zkusit.*

A skiet, s vy¢nivajici pouhou polovinou krku a uklangjici se, jak jen mu to $lo,

zmizel pod zemi.

KAPITOLA 1I.

Zédny smrtelnik, ani zadna vila, nedokaze fict, kde Rise pohadek zacind, a kde
kon¢i. Ale n€kde na jejich hranicich byla p€kna vesni¢ka a v té Zilo nékolik milych

vesni¢and.

Alenka byla dcera statkare, hezkd a dobromyslna divka, jez byla pro své pratele

jako vila a pro ostatni zase hlupacka.

Jednoho rizového letniho vecera, kdyz byla zed’ naproti jejimu oknu celd
zabarvena dortizova, hodila sebou na postel a lezela a pozorovala ji. Riizova barva protekla
skrz jeji o€i, obarvila ji mozek a ona zaCala mit pocit, jako by cetla knihu pohadek.
Myslela, jak se diva na zadpadni moie s vlnami celymi rudymi od zapadu slunce. Ale kdyz
barva vyhasla, Alenka si povzdechla, jak vSedni se zed’ zase stala. ,,Kéz by byl potrad

zapad!“ fekla polohlasné. ,,Nemam rada Sedé véci.*

,Vezmu té tam, kde slunce potfdd zapada, pokud chces, Alenko,” odvétil sladky,
tenky hlasek vedle ni. Podivala se dolti na piechoz postele a tam stidlo rozkosné malé
stvofeni a divalo se na ni. Zdélo se to zcela pfirozené, ze ta mald ddma tam byla, protoZe
staci, aby se mnoho véci, ve které bychom nikdy nemohli uvéfit, jen stalo, a pak uz na nich
neni nic divného. Byla obleena v bilém se zavojem v barvach zapadajiciho slunce —
v barvach toho nejsladSiho sladkého hrasku. Na hlavé meéla korunku ze zkroucenych

uponkll a se zlatym brouckem vepiedu.

,» Ly jsi vila?“ zeptala se Alenka.
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,»Ano. Pijdes se mnou za zdpadem?*
»Ano, pijdu.*

Kdyz Alenka vstavala, zjistila, ze neni vétsi nez vila, a kdyz si stoupla na pichoz
postele, postel vypadala jako velky sal s malovanym stropem. Jak se blizila k Hraskovi,
nékolikrat zakopla o trsy, které tvotily vzorek. Ale vila ji vzala za ruku a vedla ji smérem
k noham postele. AvSak davno predtim, nez k nim dosly, Alenka uvid¢€la, Ze vila je vysoka,
utlad dama a Ze ona sama byla stejn¢ tak velikd. Co povazovala za vzorek na pokryvce, byly

ve skutecnosti kete hlodase, janovce a viesu na bo¢i svahu.

,Kam to jdeme?* zeptala se Alenka.

,2Jdeme dal,” odpovédéla vila.

Alenka, které se nelibila odpovéd’, fekla:

,»Chci jit domi.*

,,Pak tedy sbohem!* odvétila vila.

Alenka se rozhlédla. Okolo nich se rozprostirala Sirokd pahorkatina. Nedokazala ani
fict, z jaké strany sem pfisly.

,»Jak vidim, musim jit s tebou,* fekla.

Nez dosly az dolu, Sly pfes nejkrasnéjsi lucni travu. Vedle nich protékal maly

poticek bez strouzky ¢i bfehu, obcas bézel mezi listky, obcas shrnoval travu pod sebou. A

na tak malou fi¢ku a tak jemny tok velice hlasité klokotal.

Postupné se svah zmiriioval a potok tekl jemnéji a rozSifoval se. Posléze pfisly do
lesa dlouhych, rovnych topola rostoucich z vody, nebot’ potok tekl do lesa a tam se rozsitil

v jezero. Alenka si myslela, ze dal jit nemohou, ale Hrasek ji vedla dal, az vesly do vody.

Pak byla tma, ale vSechno pod vodou vydéavalo bledé¢, poklidné svétlo. Tu a tam
byly hluboké¢ tlnky, ale nebylo tu blato, Zaby, ani vodni jeStérky nebo thofti. Celé dno byla
Cistd, krasna trava, zafivé zelend. Dole na bifezich tin€k vidéla prvosenky a fialky a
drchnicky, celé pod vodou. Jakoukoli kvétinu by si prala vidét, stadilo se jen podivat a
m¢éla jistotu, ze ji najde. Kdyz jim do cesty pfisla tin, vila plavala a Alenka vedle ni a kdyz
vylezly ven, byly docela suché, ackoli voda byla tak piijemné mokra, jako by voda méla
byt. Krom¢ stromt z ni rostly vysoké, nadherné lile a slézové rize a irisy a Sipatkovce a

spousta dalSich kvétin s dlouhym stonkem. Z kazdého jejich listu a okvétniho platku,
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z konce kazdé vétvicky a kazdého tponku kapala jasna voda. Pomalu se shromazd’ovala na
jednotlivych bodech, ale téch bylo tolik, Ze ztoho bylo nepfetrzit¢ melodické Suméni
diamantového desté na klidnou hladinu jezera. Jak Sly dal, vySel mésic a zahalil vSechno
bledym oparem svétla, diamantové kapky se proménily v naptil tekuté perly a okolo kazdé

Spic¢ky stromu byl kruh mésicniho svitu, a voda $la spat a kvétiny zacaly snit.

,Podive), fekla vila, ,,ty lilie se praveé zasnivaji do détského spanku. Vidim, jak se
usmivaji. Toto je misto, ze kterého pochazeji vSechny véci, které se détem zjevuji kazdou

(13

noc.
,Je toto tedy fiSe sni?* zeptala se Alenka.
,Jestli chees, odpovédéla vila.
,Jak daleko jsem od domova?“
,,Cim dal pujdes, tim bliz bude§ domovu.*

Potom vili sle¢na nasbirala svazek méaka a dala je Alence. Kdyz dosly k dalsi
hluboké¢ tini, povédela ji, at’ je do ni vhodi. Alenka tak ucinila a pak na né polozila hlavu.
V tu chvili zac¢ala klesat. Sla niZ a niZ az kone¢né citila, jak lezi na dlouhé, husté travé na
dné tin¢ s méky pod hlavou a jasnou vodou vysoko nad ni. Nahote skrz ni vidéla mésic,
jehoz zativy oblicej vypadal také ospale. Byl vyrusovan pouze malymi vinkami od desté z

kvétin na pokrajich tiné.

Upadla do hlubokého spanku a celou noc snila o domove.

KAPITOLA III.

Richard — coz je na pohadku postacujici jméno — byl synem vdovy v Alenciné
vesnici. Byl natolik chudy, Ze si nepfipadal vSeobecné vitany, takze malokdy nékam
chodil, pouze doma cetl knihy a ¢ekal na svoji matku. Jeho chovani bylo proto plaché a
dost neohrabané, az mohlo vyvolat $patny dojem u téch, kteti se divali pouze na zevnéjSek.

Alenka by jim pohrdala, ale on ji nikdy nevyhledal.

Richard pravé Setiil svych par penci, aby mohl matce koupit novy destnik, nebot
pfijde zima, a ten, ktery méla, uz byl skoro roztrhdn na cary. Jeden jasny letni vecer, kdyz

si myslel, ze deStniky musi byt levné, kracel pres trzisté, aby jeden koupil. A tam, pfimo
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uprostied, stal podivné vyhlizejici muzik, ktery deStniky zrovna proddval. Tady ma
prilezitost! Kdyz se priblizil, zjistil, ze muzicek, ackoli vychvaloval své deStniky az do
nebe, si za n¢ zadal tak nesmysIné malou cenu, Ze se nikdo neodvazil jediny koupit.
Vsechny je oteviel a rozlozil po trzisti — okolo pétadvaceti z nich, hilkou dolt, jako malé
stany — a stoupnul si vedle a piesvédcoval kolemjdouci. Ale jedinému ¢lovéku nedovolil
dotknout se jeho deStniki. Jakmile mu zrak padl na Richarda, zménil ton a povida: ,,Nuze,
jelikoz to nevypadd, ze by mé¢l nékdo zajem, myslim, mi drazi deStnici, ze bychom m¢li jit
domil.” NaceZ destniky s jistymi obtiZemi vstaly a zacaly se belhat pry¢. Lidé na sebe zirali
s otevienymi usty, nebot’ uvidéli, Ze to, co povazovali za spoustu deStnikd, bylo ve
skutecnosti hejno ¢ernych hus. Veliky krocan za nimi hudroval a vSechny je pohdnél dola
cestou smérem k lesu. Richard si pomyslel: ,,V tomhle je vic, nez si dokazu vysvétlit. Ale
destnik, ktery by mohl snaSet vajicka, by byl velice bajecny.” Takze ve chvili, kdy se lidé
zacinali chechtat jeden na druhého, Richard byl uz na pili cesty husam v patach. Tady se
zastavil a jednu z nich chytil, ale namisto husy drzel v rukou obrovského jezka, kterého ve
zdeSeni upustil, nacez ten se zase jako husa odkolébal pry¢ a celé¢ hejno zacalo kejhat a
hudroval a drmolil a kuckal se, az byl zase v pofadku. Vlastné se obcas zdélo, Ze
zapomnél, ze je krocan, a smal se jako blazen. Se spole¢nym hrdelnim zasy¢enim vSechny
husy naraz odletély do lesa a krocan za nimi. Ale Richard je brzy zase dohonil a vSechny je
naSel na stromé¢, visici za nohy ve dvou fadéach, z kazdé strany cesty jedna, zatimco krocan
kracel dal. Toho Richard nasledoval, ale ve chvili, kdy dosel az do stfedu zavésenych hus,
ze vSech stran vyvstalo to nejstraslivéjsi syCeni a jejich krky se prodluzovaly a
prodluzovaly, az mél u hlavy skoro tficet Sirokych zobakt, dychajicich mu do obliceje, do
usi a do tyla. Ale krocan se ohlédl, a kdyz uvid€l, co se déje, otocil se a Sel zpatky. Kdyz
k nim dorazil, podival se na nejbliz$i a rozzufené na ni zahudroval, az husa zmlkla a spadla
ze stromu. Pak Sel k dal$i a dalsi a tak dal, az je vSechny vyhudroval ze stromu dolii, hezky
jednu po druhé. Kdyz ale Richard cekal, Zze ptijdou za krocanem, nevidél nic neZ hromadu

obrovskych hub a prasivek.
,UZ toho mam dost,” pomyslel si Richard. ,,Pijdu zase doma.*

,,B¢z domi, Richarde, ozvalo se tésné u n¢ho.

S 24

muzik, jakého kdy vidél.
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,,B&zte domu, Pane Richarde,* opakoval s usklebkem.
»Ne na tviyj ptikaz,” odpovédel Richard.

,» Lak pojd'te se mnou, Pane Richarde.*

,» 10 taky ne, ne bezdiivodné.*

,Dam ti pro matku takovy destnik.*

,Od cizich lidi si darky neberu.*

,Pozdrav panbuh, ja pfece nejsem nikdo cizi! Ach vibec! Vibec ne.”“ A vyrazil

svym obvyklym zptisobem kutélejic se na vSechny zplisoby najednou.

Richard se nemohl ubranit smichu a nésledoval. Posléze Muchomtirka zuchnul do
veliké diry plné vody. ,,To mu patfi!“ pomyslel si Richard. ,,To mu patii!* vykiikl skiet
Skrabajici se ven a oklepaval ze sebe vodu jako kokrSpanél. ,,Pfesné na tohle misto jsem
chtél, jen jsem se kutalel pfili§ rychle.” Presto pokrac¢oval v kutdleni rychleji nez predtim, 1
kdyz to nyni bylo do kopce, az se dostal na vrchol velkého kopce, na kterém rostla fada

palem.

,Nemas nuz, Richarde?* zeptal se skiet, ktery se zastavil tak nahle, jako kdyby si

vychazel stejné poklidné, jako ostatni lidé.

Richard vytahl kapesni nliz a dal ho tomu tvorovi, ktery okamzité vyfizl hlubokou
diru v jednom ze stromt. Potom pfiskocil k dalsimu a ud¢lal to samé a pokracoval, dokud

je neroziezal vSechny. Richard, ktery Sel za nim, uvidél, Ze z kazdého zacal vytékat maly

-----

k tomu poslednimu, malé potiicky, které stékaly po kmenech palem, zvonily a Selestily. Ty

rostly a rostly, az Richard uvidél, Ze po stran¢ kopce tece Gplna ficka.

»lady je tvlij niz, Richarde,* fekl sktet, ale ve chvili, kdy si ho daval Richard do

kapsy, se uz potii¢ek rozrostl do malého proudu.
,»led’, Richarde, pojd’,* fekl Muchomtrka a vrhl se do proudu.
,»,Radgji bych mél lod’, odpovedél Richard.

,»Ach, ty hlupdku!* vykiikl Muchomiirka Skrabajici se do svahu kopce z mista, kam

ho stihl proud zanést.

Pomoci krouceni, jez naznaCovalo ndmahu a obtiznost, avSak s neuvétitelnou

rychlosti se vySkrabal na samy vrcholek jednoho ze stromt, kde utrhl ohromny list a hodil
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jej na zem. Sam za nim skocil jako mi¢. Pak polozil list na vodu, podrzel ho za stopku a
fekl Richardovi, aby nasedl. Ten tak ucinil. Uprostfed se list pod jeho vahou hluboko
ponoiil. Muchomirka ho pustil a ten vypalil po proudu jako §ip. Tak zacala nejpodivnéjsi a
nejkrasnéjsi plavba. Proud se spé$né hnal a stacel dolti po kopci, zafivy jako diamant, a
brzy se dostal az na luéni planinu. Skiet se valil po boku lodi jako zmét chaluh, ale
Richard vitézoslavné plul skrz travnatou zemi na zddech svého vodniho ofe. Proud tekl
rovn¢ jako Sip a bylo podivné, ze byl navrSeny na zemi jako hieben vody nebo jako vina,
pouze se podélné hrnul. Nepotieboval zadny kanal a odbocoval bez jakychkoliv prekazek.
Pretekl ptes vSechno, co mu stalo v cesté, jako né&jaky velky had zvody s ohyby
zapadajicimi do vSech vyvySenin i propadlin na cesté. Kdyby mu v cesté stala zed’, tekl by
proti ni, kupil by se na sebe, az by dosahl vrcholu, odkud by se vrhnul doli na druhou
stranu a pokraCoval dal. Brzy si uvédomil, ze jemné& plujou do travnatého kopce. Viny se
stale stacely zpét, jako by do nich foukal vitr nebo jako by mély obtiZe nestékat zpét dolu.
Ale potok stale stoupal a tekl a viny s nim. Bylo to pro néj obtizné, ale mohl to dokazat.
KdyzZ dorazili na vrchol, nesl je po viesovisti, valil pfes fialovy vies a modré zvonky a
jemné kapradi a vysoké naprstniky pieplnéné fialovymi a bilymi zvonky. Palmovy list po
celou tu dobu stacel své okraje od vody a €inil tak pro Richarda piijemnou lod’ku, zatimco
Muchomiirka se finul podél jako svinucha. Posléze zacala voda téct velice rychle, a
zrychlovala a zrychlovala, az je nahle uvrhla do hlubokého jezera a tam se s velikym
Splichancem zastavila. Muchomtrka se ztratil z dohledu a pak se vynofil s iSklebkem a
lapajici po dechu, zatimco Richardova lod’ka sebou héazela a vzdouvala se jako lod’ v boufi
na mofi; ale jedina kapka vody nevtekla dovnitf. Pak zacal skfet plavat a strkal a tahal

lod’ku s sebou. Ale jezero bylo tak klidné a plavba tak piijemna, ze Richard tvrd¢ usnul.

KAPITOLA IV.

Kdyz se probudil, zjistil, Ze stile pluje na Sirokém palmovém listu. Byl sam
uprostied jezera s kvétinami a stromy vSude vyristajicimi z vody. Slunce bylo pravé nad
korunami stromi. Kapky vody z kvétin ho vitaly hudbou, mlhy se rozplyvaly a tam, kde
dopadal slunec¢ni svit na jezero, byla voda cista jako sklo. Sklopil zrak dold a ptimo pod
sebou uvidél — jak si myslel — utopenou Alenku. Uz se chtél vrhnout dola, kdyz uvidél, jak

otevira o€i a ve stejnou chvili zaCind stoupat. Natdhl ruku, ale ona ji s opovrZzenim
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odstr¢ila, doplavala ke stromu, posadila se na nizkou vétev a ldmala si hlavu nad tim, jak
viibec mohl syn chudé vdovy najit cestu do Rise pohadek. Nelibilo se ji to. Bylo to

naruseni cti.
,Jak ses sem dostal, mlady Richarde?* zeptala se z péti metra.
,,Pfivedl mé¢ skret.*
»Ach! To jsem si myslela. M€ ptivedla vila.*
»Kde je ted’?*

»lady jsem,“ fekla HraSek pomalu stoupajici k hladin€é vedle stromu, na kterém

byla Alenka usazena.
,,Kde je tviyj skiet? odsekla Alenka.

»lady jsem,* vyktikl Muchomiirka a vyskocil z vody jako losos, vysekl salto ve
vzduchu a s ohromnym S$plichancem zahucel zpét. Jeho hlava se znovu vynofila té€sné

vedle Hraska, ktera byla na takové tvory zvykla a jenom se smala.
,,No neni to fe§ak?* zazubil se.
,»Ano, to rozhodné. Ale potiebuje vypilovat.*
,» 10 uz muzes udélat sama. Vymeénime?*
~2Muzeme. Zjistis, ze je ponc¢kud posetila.*
,»To mi nevadi. Ten kluk je na mé pfili§ rozumny.*

Potopil se a vynoftil se u Alen¢inych nohou. Ta vykiikla hrizou. Vila plula jako
leknin smérem k Richardovi. ,JJaké krasné stvoteni!* pomyslel si, ale kdyz znovu uslySel

Alenky kiik, povida:

,INeopoustéj Alenku, je vystrasend z toho podivného tvora — i kdyZ si nemyslim, ze

by ti ublizil, Alenko.*

rrrrr

zase tebe.*
,Nechci tam jit.*
»Ale ty musiS. Nemuzes jit zase domi. Neznas cestu.*

,Richarde! Richarde!* kfiCela vystrasené Alenka.
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Richard vysko¢il ze své lod’ky a v okamziku byl po jejim boku.
,On me Stipnul,* brecela Alenka.

Richard dal skietovi straSnou ranu do hlavy, ale nemélo to na n¢j zadny vétsi
ucinek, jako by jeho hlava byla gumovy mi¢. Rozzufené se na Richarda podival, ale jen

vykiikl ,,Toho budes litovat, panacku!* a zmizel pod vodou.
»Za mnou, Richarde, pospés si, ten t&€ zabije,* vykiikla vila.
,»Vsechno je to tva vina,* fekl Richard. ,,Alenku neopustim.*

Pak vila pochopila, Ze ona i Muchomitirka tu skoncily, nebot’ se smrtelniky proti
jejich vili nic nezmlzou. A tak plula na Richardové lodce pry¢, svij plast’ drzela jako

plachtu, az zmizela a nechala ty dva samotné uprostied jezera.

»Zahnal jsi pry¢ moji vilu!* brecela Alenka. ,,UZ se nikdy nedostanu domd.

Vsechno je to tvoje vina, ty nezbedniku.*
,,Odehnal jsem toho skieta,” protestoval Richard.

»Sednes§ si, prosim, na druhou stranu toho stromu? Zajimalo by m¢, co by muj

tatinek fekl, kdyby mé vidél bavit se s tebou!*
,»Pujdes k dalsimu stromu, Alenko?* fekl po chvilce Richard.

Alenka, ktera po celou dobu Richardova pfemysleni brecela, odvétila ,,Neptjdu.*
Richard se tedy ponofil do vody bez ni a plaval ke stromu. OvSem nez doplaval do pulky
cesty, uslySel Alencin plac ,,Richarde! Richarde!* To bylo piesné to, co chtél slySet. A tak
se vratil zpatky a Alenka skocila do vody. S Richardovou pomoci se ji dafilo plavat docela
dobfe a dorazili tak ke stromu. ,,A ted’ k dalsimu!* ekl Richard a plavali k dal§Simu a
potom ke tretimu. Kazdy dalsi strom byl vétsi, nez ten predesly, a kazdy strom pied nimi
byl jesteé vétsi. A tak plavali od stromu ke stromu, az se dostali k jednomu tak velkému, Ze
za n¢j nebylo vidét. Co jen méli d€lat? Zcela ziejmée na néj vysplhat. Pro Alenku to byla
hrozna piedstava, ale Richard zacal 1ézt, a kdyZz davala nohy tam, kam on, a tu a tam se
ptidrzela za jeho kotnik, podafilo se ji dostat nahoru. Tam, kde vétve oschly a odlamaly se,
bylo mnoho pahyli a klira byla skoro tak tvrda jako skala, coz jim poskytlo spoustu
opérnych bodii. Kdyz uz lezli dlouhou dobu a zacali byt opravdu unaveni, Alenka zvolala:
»Richarde, ja spadnu, opravdu. Pro¢ jsi lezl tudy? A zacfala znovu plakat. Ale tu se

Richard chytil vétve nad hlavou a druhou rukou chytil Alenku a drzel ji, dokud se trochu
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nevzchopila. Za né¢kolik dalSich okamzikti dorazili k rozvétveni a tam se posadili a

odpocivali. ,,To je parada! prohlasil radostné Richard.
,Co je?* zeptala se Alenka rozmrzele.
,»Probtih, mdme misto k odpocinku a neni diivod spéchat. Jsem unaveny.*

,» 1y sobecké stvoreni!* vyktikla Alenka. ,,Jestli ty jsi unaveny, co musim byt potom

,»Taky unavena,” odpovédél Richard. ,,Ale zvladli jsme to statecné. A podivej! Co

to je?*

Tou dobou uz byl den pry¢ a noc tak blizko, ze ve stinu stromu bylo vSechno temné
a mdlé. Ale bylo jesté stale dost svétla na to, aby vidé€li, ze ve vyklenku stromu sedé¢la
ohromné rohatd sova se zelenymi brylemi na zobdku a s knihou u nohy. Vetielcim
neveénovala Zadnou pozornost a neustale si pro sebe néco mumlala. A co myslite, Ze ta sova

fikala? Povim vam to. Mluvila o té knize, kterou drZela obracené u nohou.

, Takovou hloupou knihd-t-0-ti! Vibec nic v ni neni! VSechno vzhiiru nohama!

Hloupa kniha-a-a-a! Ze pry sovy neumi &ist! J& umim &ist pozpatku!"

»-Myslim, Ze to je zase ten skiet,” zaSeptal Richard. ,Nicmén€ pokud polozi§
prostou otazku, musi ti dat prostou odpovéd’, nebot’ v Risi pohaddek nesméji fikat vylozené
121.°

,Neptej se ho, Richarde, vis, Ze jsi mu dal hroznou ranu.*

,»Dal jsem mu, co si zaslouzil, a on mi dluZzi to samé. ,,Hald! Kudy je cesta ven?*

Nefiekl prosim, protoZe pak by to nebyla prosta otazka.

,Dole,” sykla sova, aniz by viibec zvedla o¢i od knihy, kterou celou dobu cetla

vzhiru nohama — tak byla sectéla.
,Na tvou Cest, jako sluSna stard sova?‘ zeptal se Richard.

,»INe,“ sykla sova a Richard si byl téméf jisty, Ze to ve skute¢nosti neni Zadna sova.
Tak stal a n€kolik okamzikl na ni ziral, kdyZ najednou, aniz by zvedla o¢i od knihy, fekla,

»Zazpivam pisnicku,* a zacala:
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Nikdo nezna svét tak jako ja,
kdyZ vSichni spi, ja si zpivam,
ze lepSiho zaka na svéte neni
a neza¢nu Cist az do setméni

a ke ¢teni vzdy beru bryle

a takhle moje moudrost plyne.

Huahuahttiaha

Umim vidét vitr. Kdo jiny ho zna?

A taky vidim sny, které¢ ve klobouku ma.
Vidim, jak je vyfrkava, kudy jde po svéte
ven ze svého frildku podobnému trumpeté.
Véci, které nevymyslis, spoustu a spoustu
a ja si je zapisuju do inkoustu.

Huahuahti, tot” dtvtip.

Jen to nazvi studiem, jak jsem divtipny.

Ale kde luna sedava, to nikdo nevidi.

Jen sova vidi hnizdo celou noc mezi mraky,

jak nad motem stini lod¢ i opefené ptaky,

kdyz perlorodky se oteviou ‘by zpivaly v upliiku,
ona kazdé nacpe perlu do krku.

Huah to je moudré, tady mas!
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A kdyz dozpivala, hodila knihu Richardovi do tvéfe, rozvinula sva velika, ticha a
jemna kiidla a zmizela v hlubinach stromu. KdyZ kniha Richarda trefila, zjistil, Ze to byl

jen kus mokrého mechu.

Zatimco mluvil se sovou, vSiml si dutiny za jednou z vétvi. Soud¢, Ze tohle je ta
cesta, o které sova mluvila, ji Sel prozkoumat a nasel hrubé, Spatné vykreslené schodisté
vedouci doli do samého srdce kmene. Ale strom byl tak veliky, Ze mu to nemohlo
v nejmensim vadit. Tak se tedy Richard skrabal po schodisti dolt, nasledovan Alenkou —
ne z vlastni vile, jak mu dala jasné najevo, ale protoze nemohla udélat nic lepsiho. Sli dolé
a dold, obcas sklouzavali a padali, ale nikdy ne pfili§ daleko, nebot’ se schodisté potad
stacelo. Zachytilo Richarda, kdyz sklouzl, a ten zase Alenku, kdyz uklouzla ona. Zacali se
bat, ze schody nikdy neskonci, potad pokracovaly dokola a dokola, kdyz tu nahle prolezli
skrze puklinu a ocitli se ve velkém séle podepieném tisici pilifi ze Sedého kamene. Odkud
prichézelo to néco malo svétla, nedokazali fict. Zacali rovné prochdzet sdlem v nad¢ji, ze
se dostanou k jedné stén¢ a pijdou podél, dokud nedojdou k néjakym dveiim. Pokrac¢ovali
rovné od pilite k pilifi, jako uz to ud¢€lali pfedtim u stromt. Jakykoliv poctivy plan bude
v Risi pohadek fungovat, sta¢i se ho jen drZet. A zadny plan nebude fungovat, kdyZ se ho

drzet nebudete.

Bylo naprosté ticho a Alenka neméla ticho rada jest¢ vic nez Sero — ba tak moc, ze
touzila slySet Richardiv hlas. Ale byla pokazdé tak popuzena, kdyz promluvil, ze si
myslel, Ze bude lepsi nechat ji promluvit jako prvni, a na to byla ona pfili§ hrdd. Dokonce
ho nenechévala jit ani podél jejiho boku, a kdyZ na ni chtél pockat, vzdy zpomalovala, az
nakonec pokracoval sam. A Alenka ho nésledovala. Ale hororové ticho na ni postupné
doléhalo, az se nakonec citila, jako kdyby byla v celickém vesmiru sama. Sal okolo ni se
postupné rozsifoval, jejich kroky nedélaly zadny zvuk a ticho pierostlo v takovou intenzitu,
az se zdalo, ze se zhmotni. Nakonec uz to nemohla vydrzet. Rozbéhla se za Richardem,

dobéhla ho a chytila se ho za pazi.

Ten uz n¢jakou dobu myslel na to, jak tvrdohlava a protivna holka Alenka je, a pral
si ji dostat v poradku domt, aby se ji uz zbavil, kdyz tu ucitil ruku, ohlédl se a uvidé¢l, ze to
je ta protivna holka. Brzy zacala byt jakz takz pratelskd, protoZe si zacala davat vSechno
dohromady a myslet si, Ze Richard uz musel byt piedtim v Risi pohadek nékolikrat. ,,Je to
velice zvlastni,* fekla si pro sebe, ,,vzdyt je to velice chudy chlapec, tim jsem si jista. Paze
mu tréely z kabatu jako draty z de$tniku jeho mamy. A pomyslet na to, e se tu po Risi

pohadek potuluje s nim!*
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Ve chvili, kdy se dotkla jeho paZe, uvidéli pred sebou temny oblouk. Sli rovnou
k oné — ne pfili§ privétivé — brané, nebot” se oteviela v naprosto temnou chodbu. OvSem
tam, kde byla pouze jedna cesta, nebylo tézké volby. Richard vykrocil ptimo dovniti a
Alenka zvelkého strachu, Ze tu bude ponechina, radéji celila menSimu strachu
z pokracovani. Thned se ocitli v naprosté¢ tmé. Alenka se pfitiskla k Richardové pazi a
téméf proti své vuli zaSeptala ,,Drahy Richarde!* Bylo podivné, Ze by strach mohl mluvit
jako laska, ale byli v Risi pohadek. Bylo jesté podivngjsi, Ze jakmile takto promluvila,
Richard se do ni nahle zamiloval. Ale co bylo Uplné nejpodivnéjsi, Ze v tu samou chvili
Richard spatfil jeji tvar. 1 pies jeji strach, diky kterému byla bledd, vypadala velice

puvabné.
,»Mila Alenko!* ekl Richard, ,,jak jsi bleda!*
,»Jak to mizes v&dét, Richarde, kdyz vSe je ¢erné jako uhel?*

,»Vidim tvou tvaf. Vydava svétlo. Ted’ vidim tvé ruce. Ted vidim tvé nohy. Ano,

vidim kazdé misto, kam jdes — ne, tam neslapej. Zrovna tam je oskliva ropucha.*

Pravdou bylo, ze v okamziku, kdy se do Alenky zamiloval, zacaly jeho o¢i vysilat
svétlo. To, co myslel, ze vychazi z AlenCiny tvare, ve skutecnosti vyzafovalo z jeho oci.
Mohl vidét vSe okolo ni a okolo jeji cesty, a kazdou minutu vidél vic, byl vSak slepy vici
své vlastni cesté. Nevidél vlastni ruku, kdyz ji drzel pifimo ptred o¢ima, takova byla tma.

Ale vid¢l Alenku, a to bylo lepsi, nez vidét cestu — o mnoho.

Posléze 1 Alenka uvidéla tvar svitat skrze temnotu. Byl to Richardiiv oblicej, ale byl
daleko hez¢i, nez kdyz ho vidé€la naposledy. I jeji oci zacaly svitit. A fekla si pro sebe: ,,Je
mozné, ze miluji toho syna chudé vdovy? — Myslim, ze to musi byt ono,* odpovédéla si
s uismeévem, nebot’ sebou viibec nebyla znechucend. Richard uvidél jeji usmév a byl rad.
Jeji bledost zmizela a jeji misto pievzalo sladké riizovéni. A ted’ uvidéla Richardovu cestu

tak, jako on vid¢l tu jeji a s t€émito dvéma pohledy lehce pokracovali.

Sli ted’ po stezce mezi dvéma hlubokymi vodami, které se ani nehnuly, a kam padlo
svétlo z o¢i, tam zafily temné jako eben. Ale zakratko vidé€li, Ze se cesta zuzuje vic a vic.

Nakonec se k Alenc¢inu zdéSeni vody pred nimi spojily.
,Co ted’ udélame, Richarde?* zeptala se.

Kdyz upfeli zrak na vodu pfed nimi, uvidéli, Ze se to v ni hemzi jeStérkami a

zébami a ¢ernymi hady a vSemi druhy podivnych a osklivych tvorti, obzvlasté nékterymi,
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ktetfi neméli ani hlavu, ani ocas, nebo ploutve ¢i tykadla, a byla to, ve skute¢nosti, jen
zivouci boulovita stvofeni. Ta neustdle skakala ven a dovniti a rozlézala se po ceste.
Richard na chvili pfemyslel, jak nejlépe mohl, nez odpovéd€l na Aleninu otazku. Ale
doSel k zavéru, ze cesta nemohla pokracovat jenom kvilli tomu, aby tu skoncila, a Ze to
musi byt jako jakysi prst, ktery ukazoval tam, kam nebylo mozné dojit sam. A tak chytil
Alenku do svych silnych pazi a skocil doprostted odporného hejna. A stejné jako
perletovky zmizi, kdyz mezi né néco hodite, tak i tato bidna stvotfeni zmizela, vpravo,

vlevo, kamkoli.

Zjistil, ze voda je Sirsi, nez predpokladal, a nez ji ptesel, Alenka se mu pronesla vic,
nez kolik by ocekaval, ale pfes pevné, skalnaté dno se Richard nakonec piebrodil
bezpecné. Kdyz se dostal na druhou stranu, zjistil, Ze bieh je vzhiru se tycici, hladka,
kolmé skala s n¢kolika hrubymi vytesanymi schody. Ty je postupné dovedly ptimo do
skaly. Znovu se ocitli v izkém priichodu, tentokrat ale vedl nahoru. Vinul se a vinul jako
zavit obiiho Sroubu. Konecné Richard do néceho vrazil hlavou a nemohl dal. Misto bylo
zaviené a hiejivé. Zvedl ruce a zatlacil na to, co vypadalo jako teply kamen: trochu se

pohnul.

,Jdeéte pryC, vy hrubidni!*“ zavrcéel hlas shiry, chvéjici se hnévem. ,,Rozhoupete mi

kotlik a mou koc¢ku a taky mou naladu, kdyz budete takhle tlacit. Jdéte doli!“
Richard velice jemné& zat'ukal a fekl: ,,Prosim, pust’ nas ven.*

,»Ach ano, urcité! Velice jemné a laskavé feceno! Jdéte pry¢ vy skieti hrubidni! Uz
vas mam dost! VySkubu vam vlasy z vasich Skaredych hlav, jestli to jesté¢ jednou udélate.

Jdéte dolti, povidam!“

Kdyz Richard uvidé€l, Ze férova fec je k nicemu, fekl Alence, at’ trochu ustoupi doli
z cesty a zapiraje ramena pod jeden konec kamene ho vyzvedl, nacez druhy konec spadl
doli spolecné s kotlikem a ohném a kockou, kterd vedle né&j spala. Hrozné¢ Alenku

vydésila, kdyz se kolem ni prohnala se svyma sviticima zelenyma oc¢ima.

Richard, vykukujici nahoru, zjistil, ze pfevratil vzhliru nohama krb. Na pokraji diry
stal maly ohnuty staiik ohanéjici se v obrovské zufivosti kostétem a vahajici pouze, kam
ho s nim prastit. Richard vyskocil a sebral mu htll, a tak ho jeho dilematu zbavil. Potom, co
vyzvedl Alenku, hul s poklonou vratil a nedbaje kleteb stafika, pokracoval v postaveni

kamene a kotliku zpét na svoje misto. Mica vylezla ven sama.
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wevr

jste skieti. Nikdy mé nenechaji byt. Ale musite souhlasit, Ze to byl poné¢kud neobvykly

zpusob ranniho budic¢ku.* A pratelsky se uklonil.

,»10 opravdu byl odpoveédél Richard. ,,Kéz byste ndm misto krbu oteviel své

dvere.” Nebot’ starci nevétil. ,,Ale,” dodal, ,,doufam, ze nadm odpustite.*

»Ach, jisté, jisté, mi drazi mladi ptatel¢! Uzijte své svobody. Ale tak mladi lidé

nemaji pravo byt sami venku. To je proti pravidlim.*
,»Ale co m4 jeden dé¢lat — tedy dva délat — kdyZz si nemohou pomoci?*

,»Ano, ano, to jisté, ale ted’ se vas musim ujmout, vite. Takze ty si sedni tady, mlady

pane, a ty tady, mlada ddmo.*

Pro jednoho dal zidli na jednu stranu krbu a pro druhého na druhou, a pak tu svou
pretahnul mezi né. Kocka mu vylezla na hrb a pak nastavila svijj vlastni. A tu byla zed,
ktera nepropustila Zadny meésicni svit. A ackoli byli Richard i Alenka velice pobaveni,
nelibilo se jim byt takovym raznym zptisobem rozdéleni. Pfesto si mysleli, ze bude lepsi

starého muze vic nerozhnévavat — navic ve svém vlastnim dome.

Ale ten uz byl jednou rozhnévén a to stacilo, nebot’ si dal zasadu nikdy neodpoustét

bez ponizeni.

Bylo to tak nepfijemné mit ho mezi sebou, Ze se citili, jako by byli roztrzeni. Ve
snaze ziskat ze situace to nejlepsi, chtéli se alespon chytit rukama trpaslikovi za zady. Ale
v okamziku, kdy se jejich ruce zacaly pfiblizovat, zada kocky se zacala prodluzovat a hrb
vyvySovat a v dalS$im momenté uz se Richard vyc€erpané plazil do prudkého kopce, jehoz
hieben se tycil ke hvézdam, zatimco nad nim ponuie foukal chladny vitr. Zadné obydli
nebylo v dohledu a Alenka mu zmizela z o¢i. Citil vSak, Zze musi byt nékde na druhé stran¢,
a tak Splhal a Splhal, aby se dostal ptes vrcholek kopce a dolii, kde si myslel, ze musi byt.
Ale ¢im déle lezl, tim vzdalengjsi vrcholku se zdal, az nakonec klesl docela vyc€erpany a —
musim to pfiznat? — malem se rozplakal. Ta ptedstava, ze budou s Alenkou néhle rozdéleni
a to takovym nepiijemnym zptusobem! Ale misto toho se zamyslel a brzy si fekl: ,,To musi
byt n¢jaky trik toho bidného starce. Bud’ je tahle hora kocka, nebo neni. Pokud je to hora,
nebude ji to bolet, pokud je to kocka, doufam, Ze ano.”“ A s timto vytahl sviij kapesni niiz a

Satrajici po mekkém misté ho jednou ranou vrazil az po rukojet’ do uboci hory.
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Prvnim vysledkem byl hrizostrasny skiek, a druhym, ze on i Alenka sedé¢li a divali
se jeden na druhého ptes starciv hrb, ze kterého kocka-hora zmizela. Jejich hostitel sed¢l a
ziral do prazdného ohnisté, aniz by se vliibec otoCil, a predstiral, Ze nevi nic o tom, co se

odehrélo.
,Pojd’, Alenko,* fekl Richard a vstal. ,,To neptijde. Tady nezastavime.*

Alenka okamzit& vstala a chytila ho za ruku. Sli ke dvefim, stafec si jich neviimal.
Oknem jasné zafil mésic, ale misto aby z dveii vykro€ili do mésicniho svétla, vesli do
velkého krasného salu pfes vysoka gotickd okna, z nichZ zéfil ten samy mésic. Z tohoto
salu nevedla Zadna jina cesta kromé& kamenného schodisté vedouciho vzhiiru. Spole¢né ho
vystoupali. Nahote pustila Alenka Richardovi ruku, aby nahlédla do malé mistnosti, ktera
hrala vS§emi barvami duhy tak jako vnitfek diamantu. Richard Sel krok nebo dva chodbou
dal, ale kdyz zjistil, Ze ho opustila, otoc¢il se a podival se do komnaty. Nikde ji nevid¢l.
Mistnost byla plnd dvefi, musela si je splést. SlySel jeji hlas, jak ho vola, a spéchal v jeho
sméru. Ale nikde nebyla. ,,Dalsi triky,” ekl si pro sebe. ,,Nepodlehnu ani tomuto. Musim
pockat, dokud neuvidim, co se da d¢lat. Stale slySel Alenku volat a stale ji nasledoval, jak
nejlépe to Slo. Konecné pfichazel ke dvefim otevienym dokotan, skrz které dopadal
mésicni svit. KdyZz k nim ale doSel, zjistil, ze byly vysoko na vézi, ve zdi, ktera vedla rovné

dolt pod jeho nohy, bez schodti nebo moznosti jakéhokoli sestupu.

Opét slysel Alenku volat, a kdyZ zvedl oci, uvid€l ji naproti ptes Siroky hradni dvdr,

jak stoji ve dveftich, jako byly ty jeho a celou ozéafenou svitem mésice.
,Dobie, Alenko!* zavolal. ,,Slysi§ me?*
,»Ano,* odpovédéla.

,»lak poslouchej. Je to vSechno trik. Je to vSechno lez toho starého darebdka

v kuchyni. Prosté jen natdhni ruku, drahé Alenko.*

Alenka udélala, o€ ji Richard pozadal, a pfesto, ze vidéli jeden druhého né&kolik
metri ptes cely dvir, jejich ruce se dotkly.

!C‘

»lak! To jsem si myslel!* zvolal Richard vitézoslavné. ,,A ted’, Alenko, nevétim,
ze dolii na dvur je to vic nez pul metru, 1 kdyZ to vypada jako celych sto. Pevné se mé drz a
skoc, aZ napocitam do tii.“ Ale Alenka mu ruku v ndhlém zdéSeni z dlan¢ vySkubla, nacez
Richard pravil: ,,Nuze, zkusim to jako prvni,*“ a sko€il. V tu samou chvili dolehl jeho

radostny smich k Alen¢inym usim a vidé€la ho stat hluboko dole, bezpecné na zemi.
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,»Sko¢, mild Alenko, chytim t&,* fekl ji.
,INemohu, bojim se,* odpovéd¢ela Alenka.
,» Len stafec je nékde blizko tebe. Radéji bys méla skocit,” pravil Richard.

Alenka v hriize vyskocila a spadla jenom pil metru pfimo do Richardovy naruce.
Ve chvili, kdy se dotkla zemé, ocitli se pfed dveimi malé chaloupky, kterou velice dobie
znali, nebot’ stala na pokraji lesa, ktery hranicil s jejich vesnici. Ruku v ruce utikali domut
tak rychle, jak jenom mohli. Kdyz dospé¢li k malé brance, jez vedla na pozemky jejiho otce,
poptal Richard Alence sbohem. Do o¢i ji vyhrkly slzy. Vypadalo to, Ze Richard i Alenka
v Ri8i pohadek dorostli v muZe a Zenu a ted’ se nechtdli rozdélit. Ale citili, Ze musi. A tak

Alenka probéhla zadnimi dvefmi a dostala se do svého pokoje diiv, nez ji nékdo zacal

vvvvv

KdyZ Richard na cest¢ doml prochéazel pies trzisté, uvidél prodavace deStnika
prodéavat zrovna svij posledni kousek. KdyZz ho mijel, mél dojem, Ze se na néj muz
prapodivné podival, a dostal chut mu jednu vrazit. Vzpomnél si vSak, jak zbyte¢né bylo

prastit skieta, a tak to radSi neudélal.

Jako odménu za jejich odvahu jim Kralovna poslala povoleni navitivit Risi

pohadek, kdykoli se jim zlibi, a zZddny skiet ani vila nem¢li dovoleno je obtéZzovat.

A co se ty¢e Hraska a Muchomirky, oba byli vykazani ze dvora a donuceni spolu

zit po dobu sedmi let ve starém stromé, ktery na sobé mél jen jediny zeleny list.

Muchomurkovi to moc nevadilo, ale Hraskovi ano.
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6 Commentary

When a regular reader opens a book finally translated into his language, he usually
does not realize the struggles the translator has had during the translation. Every name, any
allusion or wordplay gave translator a hard time. There are things that come repeatedly and
things that are always new. Every detail carefully thought-out is not mechanical or

guaranteed.

The story was written in the 19" century by a Scottish writer and thus it has a
specific language. Through the whole story there are old phrases and words that can have
more meanings. And we have to take in consideration that the author was influenced a lot
by dialects of his area that came from old Scottish. This brings some complications to a
modern student of the English language and an amateur translator. I chose this story
because it is close to me in the literary way and I enjoyed not only the reading but also the
translation itself. I like the author and his writings and I admire his great influence on other

famous writers.

The whole story comes from a fantastical world where no detail is left for us to
complete, everything is fully described and it sends us into our imaginations without any
distractions. There are-maybe—some places unmarked but the rest of the story is very
colourful. It is a whole new world that needs to be fully and faithfully rendered with all its

creatures without any disharmony to be brought.

Firstly I had to read the story very carefully and I prepared the basic structure. I
decided how to continue during the translation and I prepared the background. I had to
consider what will be changed and how and in what spirit the story will be narrated in the
target language. I prepared for the upcoming idioms and difficult phrases. I ensured that I

won’t be surprised by any sudden translation problem.

The translation of single phrases is not interesting enough for a deeper examination.
The phrases were translated regarding to their content and syntax so that the resulting
phrase in the target text meets the requirements of the correct translation. The information
and the impression on the reader were preserved. We will discuss in detail the translation

of the names, the song and some other matters that were interesting.

When it comes to names, these are very important to translate accurately, although

it does not have to seem very important. Names usually carry very important information
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about the holder and they can indicate nature or history of the character. As we already
said in the chapter about Cross Purposes, this tale is not different; MacDonald gives us
clues about the figures. So I made a little research on the internet to ensure myself that I

remember the names in Cross Purposes from before.

Peaseblossom, the fairy from the court of the Queen of Fairyland, has already its
appearance in Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream — it is a servant to Titania at her
court. Thus, there is no room for playing with the name when translating, Peaseblossom
must already exist in the Czech language — Hrdsek, and we should not change it because it
refers to the character that already exists. Indeed, Peaseblossom is supposed to be named

after her great-great-grandmother.

Then, of course, we have the heroine Alice and there are no difficulties here either.
Although we have a name that is written in the same way, we translate Alice as Alenka, as
it already is in Alice in Wonderland. 1t is a soft name and better sits with the character. The

target reader is already used to this naming.

When it comes to Richard, his name is chosen very sagaciously. In etymology,
Richard means “brave” and we have some very strong personalities wearing this name,
such as Richard the Lionheart, and Richard is indeed the hero of the story. We have a
name written the same way and in this case we keep it, because we usually use this name
for the English Richard — Richard Lvi srdce. Also, in the translation of the story, we have
to mention something that does not have to seem very important, but in fact, it is. When
Richard protects Alice from the bad behaviour of the goblin, he punches him and the
goblin gets very angry with him. He yells: "You'll repent that, Dick!" where Dick is
referring to the old nickname for Richard. It symbolizes the crossing from “Master
Richard” as he was for Toadstool before into more familiar way meaning that now the
lines were crossed and corresponding approach will be made. In Czech, we could suggest
that “Rysanku” or “Rysane” could be used but it does not sound as good as original Dick

does. So in this case, I decided to go with “panacku’ to evoke the anger and the change.

It is also important to mention that a translator who translates from the English
language into the Czech language meets a question concerning the use of the polite form of
address and thouing. The English language does not contain this kind of address (“tykani”
and “vykani”). It is therefore up to the translator to decide which form will be given among

the characters. Because it is a fairytale with young children and mythical creatures, I

28



decided to use the thou form as it is usually used in fairytales. Also, the journey of the
children is relatively troublesome and the creatures show no respect to the children,
therefore it is appropriate not to use a redundant politeness. Nevertheless, there is one
exception. Whilst Alice and the fairy have relatively even-tempered relationship, Richard
and the goblin have a relationship varying due to their natures. When the goblin fawns over
Richard and uses the form “Master Richard”, it is better, I believe, to use the polite form
since it corresponds better. It is more suitable to use the thouing in all the other cases

where the goblin is furious and exposes his true nature.

If we stay with the names of the characters for another while, we must think about
Toadstool. We have no inspiring character in the history of the literature as far as we know.
If there is one, it is not very popular and so we do not really worry about the translation. In
the Czech language, toadstool can be understood as “muchomiirka” or as “prasivka”. One
would suggest keeping the “prasivka” as a name for a smarmy goblin but I decided to stay
with the “muchomiirka”. As a mushroom, “muchomiirka” — a toadstool with a red cap with
white spots on it — is a very beautiful mushroom and is usually used as an adorable symbol
— as a statue made out of gypsum and standing in our gardens, or as a carnival costume for
our kids. But in the nature, it is highly poisonous and one of the first things we are taught is
never to eat it — never to trust its beautiful appearance. A toadstool as a non-edible
mushroom in general is not adorable at all and we have no use of it. Toadstool, the
character from our story, is not very gentle, but we do not know it when we begin to read.
He is presented as a funny creature that is very servile. It is after a while that we realize
that there is something more and Toadstool is rather vicious — poisonous. Toadstool is not
ill-fated by his name and we should keep it this way. He is not “Prasivka” to evoke

something bad, he is “Muchomiirka” with nice tricks but very fiery inside.

The land that these characters come from is called the “Fairyland”. This word can
be found in dictionaries as “pohdadkova zeme” or “pohadkova rise”, but I did not find it
very inspiring or charming as the Fairyland is. But | was inspired by Alice in Wonderland
where “Wonderland” is translated as “RiSe divii” which sounds much better to me. So I
decided to come with the name “RiSe pohddek” which sounds suitably. Also, we do not
have to repeat the two words over and over when there is a mention of the land, we can use

simple “RiSe” and needless repetition is avoided.

I postponed the translation of the story’s name and I returned to it after the rest of

the story was finished. I wanted the name to be proper and appropriate. As it is lifted in the
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chapter about Cross Purposes, the author was probably playing with the words and with
his faith in something above. The word cross plays an important role in the eyes of the
author and I wanted to stay loyal to him and maintain the corresponding word in the Czech
language. That is why I decided to go with “ZkiiZené zamery”. 1 believe that the Czech
expression can correspond to all original levels of meaning that are described in the chapter

about the tale and I find that very important.

I also had some troubles with expressions that are no longer used in today’s English
and they are not translated into our language in dictionaries. In the passage where Richard
throws the hearthstone upside down and frightens the cat that was asleep on it, I was
cofused by the expression “she got out of herself” (see appendices, p.50). I could very well
imagine what that phrase is generally saying, but still, this expression is rather unusual to
me. So to be sure I do not make any mistake I decided to ask in an online translation group
which I have used only this time and no more afterwards. There, we agreed on the right
meaning. When it comes to other expressions that are rather historical, I was always using
monolingual dictionaries and etymological dictionaries. That helped me understand the
meaning of these words. A good example of such a use is with expression “fo stab”, where
Richard is following Alice’s voice trying to find her and he encourages himself not to give
up this time. In today’s dictionary “fo stab” has another meaning that did not really make
sense with the rest of the phrase. So I went through etymology dictionaries and through

dating to find out a fitting expression that comes from old Scottish.

When I did not understand something I was using my language skills to help me
understand. [ was using online dictionaries and I was translating the phrases into another
language. In general, it was the French language but sometimes I used even Polish or
German. For example “fo scald off hair from someone’s head’ as the old crooked man
yells at Richard, does not have any equivalent expression in Czech but I found it in Polish
where I understood that it is used in hunter’s jargon when the wild boar has its fur being
removed from it. I verified it in English and I realized that I cannot use it in Czech (so-
called “cineni”) because it does not make any sense. That is why I have replaced it with
another threat frequently used in Czech. There were expressions, for example “ever so
much”, that did not have their equivalent written in Czech dictionaries but they did in
Slovak’s. Of course, there was no use of French in these cases for Slovak is luckily

comprehensible for us.
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Because the author uses very colourful description of the landscapes and of the
nature in the story, the translator meets a lot of plant and animal generic names that are
usually unknown for a foreign reader. As I am already used to translating these special
terms, I did not have any difficulties in this case either. It is simple enough to find the term
in Latin and then translate the Latin name into your native language. But I did some
modifications as for example with minnows that have more possible expressions in Czech.
I did not use the official name “stFevie” as it does not sound very familiar but I preferred

the colloquial “perletovky”.

As a translator, you should convert not only the words from the story, but also all
the other things that are different from our system. Reading the Czech translation of Cross
Purposes to Czech children and leaving the description in yards or in feet would be very
improper. In our metric system we use most often the metres and that is why I erased the
yards and the feet and I replaced them with our metres. In most cases I converted the
numbers using the unit converter and I rounded the numbers into cardinal numbers. But in
one case I decided not to change the number. It is when Richard is following Alice’s voice
and finds himself standing in the door that were high in the tower. In his description the
tower seems one hundred feet and in Czech that would be around fifty metres. But even in
Czech we say one hundred metres when we want to describe something very tall (usually a

tower) and so I decided not to convert the number.

What could be considered as a real challenge is the three-verse song that sings the
goblin-an-owl. It is certainly not an ordinary song which makes it even more complicated.
George MacDonald presents us one very playful and mad song that perfectly fits in the
story. But the fact that it is much fantasized does not help the process of the translation
where we try to keep both the original sense and the rhyme. The first verse is not very
difficult and it is more of a game of rhymes. The second verse requires interpreting its
unrealistic visions with the two main topics which becomes more difficult. The third verse
is also compound of two main topics but is much more diverse and does not really follow
the theme of the story. In this case it would be excused to leave the idea and replace it with
proper alternative in target language but I still decided to stay with the verses a little longer
and to keep as much of the original as possible. The only research I made when composing
the new song was searching for the etymology of the word “hatching”. It seemed to be a
funny joke about hatching the boats and also hatching the birds but I found an interesting

detail about the word. Not only that in painting it means to draw a small and fine lines but
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in Scotland, hatch could be also a bedstead—a frame. So I imagined the view of the original
song as the moon shining upon the sea and drawing the silhouettes of the boats as well as
hatching the birds that are magically flying with the moon in the background like some
giant egg. I believe that if my understanding of the original song got any close to the
original vision of the author, then I have managed to translate the third verse very

faithfully.

Although the translation as it is was not very easy, it interested me and I enjoyed
practising the knowledge I have learned. I enjoyed helping to create a new story. If this is
to be regarded as a good or a sufficient translation of a fairytale, we should take in
consideration how much time I had at my disposal and how much time the regular

translator has to translate an average story.
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7 Conclusion

The aim of this bachelor thesis was to translate a short story that has not yet been
translated and write a commentary about the process of the translation. The translation of
fiction is partially opens to individual approach of the translator and it leaves the options
open to a translation that is believed to be correct. This thesis gives a possibility to meet
the translation work in its course and become acquainted with its requirements. A short

fairytale was presented and then translated with its commentary.

Firstly, the theory about the translation was studied and short extract was written to
introduce the matter of the field. Secondly, a short story, a fairytale from 19" century that
is in accordance with my literary preferences, was chosen. Then the biography of the
story’s author is presented to make an introduction to the fairytale. The next chapter
describes the story itself and explains its significance. Those chapters explain the
importance of the story and of its author in the world of the literature. They attract the
attention of the readers. Afterwards, the story was attentively read and analytical structure
of the source text was made to prepare the structure of the target text. After that the
translation itself was accomplished and concerned notes were remarked for later
processing of the commentary that follows in the next chapter. My method and the process
of translating are there described in detail. The fairytale was successfully translated into the
Czech language and its challenging song was interpreted with a similar theme and in
comparable rhymes. Some linguistic and cultural differences were transformed into our
cultural background such as units or idioms. Some clauses were modified to preserve the

readability in the target language.

Working on this topic allowed me to experience the world of translators and their
daily difficulties. Translating is not only consisted of rewriting the original words into the
target ones with occasional help of the dictionary. It is constant thinking, constant use of
imagination, it is a regular studying. The translator learns diverse things from different
fields to understand the source text and to provide a correct translation. I have had some
experience with translating from before but it has never been a complex story. It is a
creative work but also demanding. I tribute to all translators for their perseverance and

creative skills.
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10 Abstract

The theme of this thesis is literary translation and its requirements and translation
of a short story that has not yet been translated with a commentary. The chosen story is a
19t century fairytale written by a Scottish author and it is set in a fictional fairy world. The

fairytale includes a three-versed song with an abstract theme.

The first part contains a short theory on the literary translation with a focus on
interlingual translation. The second part is consisted of story’s author’s biography and his
important role in the literary world and basic information about the story. It is followed by
the translation into the Czech language and by a commentary with the method of the

translation described in detail.

The thesis enables to consult the translation activity in its process and to learn the

basic principles of literary translation.
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11 Resumé

Tématem této prace je preklad kratké povidky, kterd jest€¢ nebyla pieloZena
s dodanym komentafem. Cilem bylo seznamit se s teorii prekladu a na zéklad¢ ziskanych
znalosti vybranou povidku pielozit a pfidat komentai k prekladu. Prvni ¢ast se sklada ze
zjednodusené teorie zamétené na pieklad fikce. Ta je nasledovana biografii autora povidky
a jeho postavenim ve svété literatury spolecné s letmym rozborem vybrané povidky.
Nasleduje samotny pieklad, ktery je doprovdzeny podrobnym komentdiem s popiskem
postupu pii prekladu. Prekladana povidka je pohadka z devatendctého stoleti a je

povazovana za piredchliidce Alenky v i1 diva.
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12 Appendices

George MacDonald

Cross Purposes

CHAPTER I.

Once upon a time, the Queen of Fairyland, finding her own subjects far too well-behaved to be amusing, took
a sudden longing to have a mortal or two at her Court. So, after looking about her for some time, she fixed
upon two to bring to Fairyland.

But how were they to be brought?
"Please your majesty," said at last the daughter of the prime-minister, "I will bring the girl."

The speaker, whose name was Peaseblossom, after her great-great-grandmother, looked so graceful, and
hung her head so apologetically, that the Queen said at once,--

"How will you manage it, Peaseblossom?"
"l will open the road before her, and close it behind her."
"l have heard that you have pretty ways of doing things; so you may try."

The court happened to be held in an open forest-glade of smooth turf, upon which there was just one mole-
heap. As soon as the Queen had given her permission to Peaseblossom, up through the mole-heap came the
head of a goblin, which cried out,--

"Please your majesty, | will bring the boy."
"You!" exclaimed the Queen. "How will you do it?"

The goblin began to wriggle himself out of the earth, as if he had been a snake, and the whole world his skin,
till the court was convulsed with laughter. As soon as he got free, he began to roll over and over, in every
possible manner, rotatory and cylindrical, all at once, until he reached the wood. The courtiers followed,
holding their sides, so that the Queen was left sitting upon her throne in solitary state.

When they reached the wood, the goblin, whose name was Toadstool, was nowhere to be seen. While they
were looking for him, out popped his head from the mole-heap again, with the words,--

"So, your majesty."

"You have taken your own time to answer," said the Queen, laughing.
"And my own way too, eh! your majesty?" rejoined Toadstool, grinning.
"No doubt. Well, you may try."

And the goblin, making as much of a bow as he could with only half his neck above ground, disappeared
under it.

CHAPTER Il

No mortal, or fairy either, can tell where Fairyland begins and where it ends. But somewhere on the borders of
Fairyland there was a nice country village, in which lived some nice country people.

Alice was the daughter of the squire, a pretty, good-natured girl, whom her friends called fairy-like, and others
called silly.
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One rosy summer evening, when the wall opposite her window was flaked all over with rosiness, she threw
herself down on her bed, and lay gazing at the wall. The rose-colour sank through her eyes and dyed her
brain, and she began to feel as if she were reading a story-book. She thought she was looking at a western
sea, with the waves all red with sunset. But when the colour died out, Alice gave a sigh to see how
commonplace the wall grew. "l wish it was always sunset!" she said, half aloud. "l don't like gray things."

"l will take you where the sun is always setting, if you like, Alice," said a sweet, tiny voice near her. She looked
down on the coverlet of the bed, and there, looking up at her, stood a lovely little creature. It seemed quite
natural that the little lady should be there; for many things we never could believe, have only to happen, and
then there is nothing strange about them. She was dressed in white, with a cloak of sunset-red--the colours of
the sweetest of sweet-peas. On her head was a crown of twisted tendrils, with a little gold beetle in front.

"Are you a fairy?" said Alice.
"Yes. Will you go with me to the sunset?"
"Yes, | will."

When Alice proceeded to rise, she found that she was no bigger than the fairy; and when she stood up on the
counterpane, the bed looked like a great hall with a painted ceiling. As she walked towards Peaseblossom,
she stumbled several times over the tufts that made the pattern. But the fairy took her by the hand and led her
towards the foot of the bed. Long before they reached it, however, Alice saw that the fairy was a tall, slender
lady, and that she herself was quite her own size. What she had taken for tufts on the counterpane were really
bushes of furze, and broom, and heather, on the side of a slope.

"Where are we?" asked Alice.

"Going on," answered the fairy.

Alice, not liking the reply, said,--

"l want to go home."

"Good-bye, then!" answered the fairy.

Alice looked round. A wide, hilly country lay all about them. She could not even tell from what quarter they had
come.

"I must go with you, | see," she said.

Before they reached the bottom, they were walking over the loveliest meadow-grass. A little stream went
cantering down beside them, without channel or bank, sometimes running between the blades, sometimes
sweeping the grass all one way under it. And it made a great babbling for such a little stream and such a
smooth course.

Gradually the slope grew gentler, and the stream flowed more softly and spread out wider. At length they
came to a wood of long, straight poplars, growing out of the water, for the stream ran into the wood, and there
stretched out into a lake. Alice thought they could go no farther; but Peaseblossom led her straight on, and
they walked through.

It was now dark; but everything under the water gave out a pale, quiet light. There were deep pools here and
there, but there was no mud, or frogs, or water-lizards, or eels. All the bottom was pure, lovely grass, brilliantly
green. Down the banks of the pools she saw, all under water, primroses and violets and pimpernels. Any
flower she wished to see she had only to look for, and she was sure to find it. When a pool came in their way,
the fairy swam, and Alice swam by her; and when they got out they were quite dry, though the water was as
delightfully wet as water should be. Besides the trees, tall, splendid lilies grew out of it, and hollyhocks and
irises and sword-plants, and many other long-stemmed flowers. From every leaf and petal of these, from every
branch-tip and tendril, dropped bright water. It gathered slowly at each point, but the points were so many that
there was a constant musical plashing of diamond rain upon the still surface of the lake. As they went on, the
moon rose and threw a pale mist of light over the whole, and the diamond drops turned to half-liquid pearls,
and round every tree-top was a halo of moonlight, and the water went to sleep, and the flowers began to
dream.
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"Look," said the fairy; "those lilies are just dreaming themselves into a child's sleep. | can see them smiling.
This is the place out of which go the things that appear to children every night."

"|s this dreamland, then?" asked Alice.

"If you like," answered the fairy.

"How far am | from home?"

"The farther you go, the nearer home you are."

Then the fairy lady gathered a bundle of poppies and gave it to Alice. The next deep pool that they came to,
she told her to throw it in. Alice did so, and following it, laid her head upon it. That moment she began to sink.
Down and down she went, till at last she felt herself lying on the long, thick grass at the bottom of the pool,
with the poppies under her head and the clear water high over it. Up through it she saw the moon, whose
bright face looked sleepy too, disturbed only by the little ripples of the rain from the tall flowers on the edges of
the pool.

She fell fast asleep, and all night dreamed about home.

CHAPTER 1L

Richard--which is name enough for a fairy story--was the son of a widow in Alice's village. He was so poor that
he did not find himself generally welcome; so he hardly went anywhere, but read books at home, and waited
upon his mother. His manners, therefore, were shy, and sufficiently awkward to give an unfavourable
impression to those who looked at outsides. Alice would have despised him; but he never came near enough
for that.

Now Richard had been saving up his few pence in order to buy an umbrella for his mother; for the winter
would come, and the one she had was almost torn to ribands. One bright summer evening, when he thought
umbrellas must be cheap, he was walking across the market-place to buy one: there, in the middle of it, stood
an odd-looking little man, actually selling umbrellas. Here was a chance for him! When he drew nearer, he
found that the little man, while vaunting his umbrellas to the skies, was asking such absurdly small prices for
them, that no one would venture to buy one. He had opened and laid them all out at full stretch on the market-
place--about five-and-twenty of them, stick downwards, like little tents--and he stood beside, haranguing the
people. But he would not allow one of the crowd to touch his umbrellas. As soon as his eye fell upon Richard,
he changed his tone, and said, "Well, as nobody seems inclined to buy, | think, my dear umbrellas, we had
better be going home." Whereupon the umbrellas got up, with some difficulty, and began hobbling away. The
people stared at each other with open mouths, for they saw that what they had taken for a lot of umbrellas,
was in reality a flock of black geese. A great turkey-cock went gobbling behind them, driving them all down a
lane towards the forest. Richard thought with himself, "There is more in this than | can account for. But an
umbrella that could lay eggs would be a very jolly umbrella." So by the time the people were beginning to
laugh at each other, Richard was half-way down the lane at the heels of the geese. There he stooped and
caught one of them, but instead of a goose he had a huge hedgehog in his hands, which he dropped in
dismay; whereupon it waddled away a goose as before, and the whole of them began cackling and hissing in
a way that he could not mistake. For the turkey-cock, he gobbled and gabbled and choked himself and got
right again in the most ridiculous manner. In fact, he seemed sometimes to forget that he was a turkey, and
laughed like a fool. All at once, with a simultaneous long-necked hiss, they flew into the wood, and the turkey
after them. But Richard soon got up with them again, and found them all hanging by their feet from the trees,
in two rows, one on each side of the path, while the turkey was walking on. Him Richard followed; but the
moment he reached the middle of the suspended geese, from every side arose the most frightful hisses, and
their necks grew longer and longer, till there were nearly thirty broad bills close to his head, blowing in his
face, in his ears, and at the back of his neck. But the turkey, looking round and seeing what was going on,
turned and walked back. When he reached the place, he looked up at the first and gobbled at him in the
wildest manner. That goose grew silent and dropped from the tree. Then he went to the next, and the next,
and so on, till he had gobbled them all off the trees, one after another. But when Richard expected to see
them go after the turkey, there was nothing there but a flock of huge mushrooms and puff-balls.

44



"l have had enough of this," thought Richard. "l will go home again."

"Go home, Richard," said a voice close to him.

Looking down, he saw, instead of the turkey, the most comical-looking litle man he had ever seen.
"Go home, Master Richard," repeated he, grinning.

"Not for your bidding," answered Richard.

"Come on, then, Master Richard."

"Nor that either, without a good reason."

"l will give you such an umbrella for your mother."

"l don't take presents from strangers."

"Bless you, I'm no stranger here! Oh, no! not at all." And he set off in the manner usual with him, rolling every
way at once.

Richard could not help laughing and following. At length Toadstool plumped into a great hole full of water.
"Served him right!" thought Richard. "Served him right!" bawled the goblin, crawling out again, and shaking the
water from him like a spaniel. "This is the very place | wanted, only | rolled too fast." However, he went on
rolling again faster than before, though it was now uphill, till he came to the top of a considerable height, on
which grew a number of palm-trees.

"Have you a knife, Richard?" said the goblin, stopping all at once, as if he had been walking quietly along, just
like other people.

Richard pulled out a pocket-knife and gave it to the creature, who instantly cut a deep gash in one of the trees.
Then he bounded to another and did the same, and so on till he had gashed them all. Richard, following him,
saw that a little stream, clearer than the clearest water, began to flow from each, increasing in size the longer
it flowed. Before he had reached the last there was quite a tinkling and rustling of the little rills that ran down
the stems of the palms. This grew and grew, till Richard saw that a full rivulet was flowing down the side of the
hill.

"Here is your knife, Richard," said the goblin; but by the time he had put it in his pocket, the rivulet had grown
to a small torrent.

"Now, Richard, come along," said Toadstool, and threw himself into the torrent.
"I would rather have a boat," returned Richard.

"Oh, you stupid!" cried Toadstool crawling up the side of the hill, down which the stream had already carried
him some distance.

With every contortion that labour and difficulty could suggest, yet with incredible rapidity, he crawled to the
very top of one of the trees, and tore down a huge leaf, which he threw on the ground, and himself after i,
rebounding like a ball. He then laid the leaf on the water, held it by the stem, and told Richard to get upon it.
He did so. It went down deep in the middle with his weight. Toadstool let it go, and it shot down the stream like
an arrow. This began the strangest and most delightful voyage. The stream rushed careering and curveting
down the hill-side, bright as a diamond, and soon reached a meadow plain. The goblin rolled alongside of the
boat like a bundle of weeds; but Richard rode in triumph through the low grassy country upon the back of his
watery steed. It went straight as an arrow, and, strange to tell, was heaped up on the ground, like a ridge of
water or a wave, only rushing on endways. It needed no channel, and turned aside for no opposition. It flowed
over everything that crossed its path, like a great serpent of water, with folds fitting into all the ups and downs
of the way. If a wall came in its course it flowed against it, heaping itself up on itself till it reached the top,
whence it plunged to the foot on the other side, and flowed on. Soon he found that it was running gently up a
grassy hill. The waves kept curling back as if the wind blew them, or as if they could hardly keep from running
down again. But still the stream mounted and flowed, and the waves with it. It found it difficult, but it could do
it. When they reached the top, it bore them across a heathy country, rolling over purple heather, and blue
harebells, and delicate ferns, and tall foxgloves crowded with bells purple and white. All the time the palm-leaf
curled its edges away from the water, and made a delightful boat for Richard, while Toadstool tumbled along
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in the stream like a porpoise. At length the water began to run very fast, and went faster and faster, till
suddenly it plunged them into a deep lake, with a great splash, and stopped there. Toadstool went out of sight,
and came up gasping and grinning, while Richard's boat tossed and heaved like a vessel in a storm at sea;
but not a drop of water came in. Then the goblin began to swim, and pushed and tugged the boat along. But
the lake was so still, and the motion so pleasant, that Richard fell fast asleep.

CHAPTER IV.

When he woke he found himself still afloat upon the broad palm-leaf. He was alone in the middle of a lake,
with flowers and trees growing in and out of it everywhere. The sun was just over the tree-tops. A drip of water
from the flowers greeted him with music; the mists were dissolving away, and where the sunlight fell on the
lake the water was clear as glass. Casting his eyes downward, he saw, just beneath him, far down at the
bottom, Alice drowned, as he thought. He was in the act of plunging in, when he saw her open her eyes, and
at the same moment begin to float up. He held out his hand, but she repelled it with disdain, and swimming to
a tree, sat down on a low branch, wondering how ever the poor widow's son could have found his way into
Fairyland. She did not like it. It was an invasion of privilege.

"How did you come here, young Richard?" she asked, from six yards off.

"A goblin brought me."

"Ah! | thought so. A fairy brought me."

"Where is your fairy?"

"Here | am," said Peaseblossom, rising slowly to the surface just by the tree on which Alice was seated.
"Where is your goblin?" retorted Alice.

"Here | am," bawled Toadstool, rushing out of the water like a salmon, and casting a summersault in the air
before he fell in again with a tremendous splash. His head rose again close beside Peaseblossom, who being
used to such creatures only laughed.

"Isn't he handsome?" he grinned.

"Yes, very. He wants polishing, though."

"You could do that for yourself, you know. Shall we change?"
"l don't mind. You'll find her rather silly."

"That's nothing. The boy's too sensible for me."

He dived, and rose at Alice's feet. She shrieked with terror. The fairy floated away like a water-lily towards
Richard. "What a lovely creature!" thought he; but hearing Alice shriek again, he said,

"Don't leave Alice; she's frightened at that queer creature.--I don't think there's any harm in him, though,
Alice."

"Oh, no! He won't hurt her," said Peaseblossom. "I'm tired of her. He's going to take her to the court, and | will
take you."

"l don't want to go."

"But you must. You can't go home again. You don't know the way."
"Richard! Richard!" cried Alice, in an agony.

Richard sprang from his boat, and was by her side in a moment.

"He pinched me," cried Alice.
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Richard hit the goblin a terrible blow on the head; but it took no more effect upon him than if his head had
been a round ball of india-rubber. He gave Richard a furious look, however, and bawling out, "You'll repent
that, Dick!" vanished under the water.

"Come along, Richard; make haste; he will murder you," cried the fairy.
"It is all your fault," said Richard. "l won't leave Alice."

Then the fairy saw it was all over with her and Toadstool; for they can do nothing with mortals against their
will. So she floated away across the water in Richard's boat, holding her robe for a sail, and vanished, leaving
the two alone in the lake.

"You have driven away my fairy!" cried Alice. "l shall never get home now. It is all your fault, you naughty
young man."

"l drove away the goblin," remonstrated Richard.

"Will you please to sit on the other side of the tree? | wonder what my papa would say if he saw me talking to
you!"

"Will you come to the next tree, Alice?" said Richard, after a pause.

Alice, who had been crying all the time that Richard was thinking, said "l won't." Richard, therefore, plunged
into the water without her, and swam for the tree. Before he had got half-way, however, he heard Alice crying
"Richard! Richard!" This was just what he wanted. So he turned back, and Alice threw herself into the water.
With Richard's help she swam pretty well, and they reached the tree. "Now for the next!" said Richard; and
they swam to the next, and then to the third. Every tree they reached was larger than the last, and every tree
before them was larger still. So they swam from tree to tree, till they came to one that was so large that they
could not see round it. What was to be done? Clearly to climb this tree. It was a dreadful prospect for Alice,
but Richard proceeded to climb; and by putting her feet where he put his, and now and then getting hold of his
ankle, she managed to make her way up. There were a great many stumps where branches had withered off,
and the bark was nearly as rough as a hill-side, so there was plenty of foothold for them. When they had
climbed a long time, and were getting very tired indeed, Alice cried out, "Richard, | shall drop--1 shall. Why did
you come this way?" And she began once more to cry. But at that moment Richard caught hold of a branch
above his head, and reaching down his other hand got hold of Alice, and held her till she had recovered a
little. In a few moments more they reached the fork of the tree, and there they sat and rested. "This is capital!"
said Richard, cheerily.

"What is?" asked Alice, sulkily.

"Why, we have room to rest, and there's no hurry for a minute or two. I'm tired."
"You selfish creature!" said Alice. "If you are tired, what must | be!"

"Tired too," answered Richard. "But we've got on bravely. And look! what's that?"

By this time the day was gone, and the night so near, that in the shadows of the tree all was dusky and dim.
But there was still light enough to discover that in a niche of the tree sat a huge horned owl, with green
spectacles on his beak, and a book in one foot. He took no heed of the intruders, but kept muttering to himself.
And what do you think the owl was saying? | will tell you. He was talking about the book that he held upside
down in his foot.

"Stupid book this-s-s-s! Nothing in it at all! Everything upside down! Stupid ass-s-s-s! Says owls can't
read! / can read backwards!"

"l think that is the goblin again," said Richard, in a whisper. "However, if you ask a plain question, he must give
you a plain answer, for they are not allowed to tell downright lies in Fairyland."

"Don't ask him, Richard; you know you gave him a dreadful blow."
"l gave him what he deserved, and he owes me the same.--Hallo! which is the way out?"

He wouldn't say if you please, because then it would not have been a plain question.
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"Down-stairs," hissed the owl, without ever lifting his eyes from the book, which all the time he read upside
down, so learned was he.

"On your honour, as a respectable old owl?" asked Richard.

"No," hissed the owl; and Richard was almost sure that he was not really an owl. So he stood staring at him
for a few moments, when all at once, without lifting his eyes from the book, the owl said, "l will sing a song,"
and began:--

"Nobody knows the world but me.

When they're all in bed, I sit up to see

I'm a better student than students all,

For I never read till the darkness fall;

And I never read without my glasses,

And that is how my wisdom passes.
Howlowlwhoolhoolwoolool.

"I can see the wind. Now who can do that?

I see the dreams that he has in his hat;

I see him snorting them out as he goes--

Out at his stupid old trumpet-nose.

Ten thousand things that you couldn't think

I write them down with pen and ink.
Howlowlwhooloolwhitit that's wit.

"You may call it learning--'tis mother-wit.

No one else sees the lady-moon sit

On the sea, her nest, all night, but the owl,

Hatching the boats and the long-legged fowl.

When the oysters gape to sing by rote,

She crams a pearl down each stupid throat.

Howlowlwhitit that's wit, there's a fowl!"

And so singing, he threw the book in Richard's face, spread out his great, silent, soft wings, and sped away
into the depths of the tree. When the book struck Richard, he found that it was only a lump of wet moss.

While talking to the owl he had spied a hollow behind one of the branches. Judging this to be the way the owl
meant, he went to see, and found a rude, ill-defined staircase going down into the very heart of the trunk. But
so large was the tree that this could not have hurt it in the least. Down this stair, then, Richard scrambled as
best he could, followed by Alice--not of her own will, she gave him clearly to understand, but because she
could do no better. Down, down they went, slipping and falling sometimes, but never very far, because the
stair went round and round. It caught Richard when he slipped, and he caught Alice when she did. They had
begun to fear that there was no end to the stair, it went round and round so steadily, when, creeping through a
crack, they found themselves in a great hall, supported by thousands of pillars of gray stone. Where the little
light came from they could not tell. This hall they began to cross in a straight line, hoping to reach one side,
and intending to walk along it till they came to some opening. They kept straight by going from pillar to pillar,
as they had done before by the trees. Any honest plan will do in Fairyland, if you only stick to it. And no plan
will do if you do not stick to it.

It was very silent, and Alice disliked the silence more than the dimness,--so much, indeed, that she longed to
hear Richard's voice. But she had always been so cross to him when he had spoken, that he thought it better
to let her speak first; and she was too proud to do that. She would not even let him walk alongside of her, but
always went slower when he wanted to wait for her; so that at last he strode on alone. And Alice followed. But
by degrees the horror of silence grew upon her, and she felt at last as if there was no one in the universe but
herself. The hall went on widening around her; their footsteps made no noise; the silence grew so intense that
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it seemed on the point of taking shape. At last she could bear it no longer. She ran after Richard, got up with
him, and laid hold of his arm.

He had been thinking for some time what an obstinate, disagreeable girl Alice was, and wishing he had her
safe home to be rid of her, when, feeling a hand, and looking round, he saw that it was the disagreeable girl.
She soon began to be companionable after a fashion, for she began to think, putting everything together, that
Richard must have been several times in Fairyland before now. "It is very strange," she said to herself; "for he
is quite a poor boy, | am sure of that. His arms stick out beyond his jacket like the ribs of his mother's
umbrella. And to think of me wandering about Fairyland with him!"

The moment she touched his arm, they saw an arch of blackness before them. They had walked straight to a
door--not a very inviting one, for it opened upon an utterly dark passage. Where there was only one door,
however, there was no difficulty about choosing. Richard walked straight through it; and from the greater fear
of being left behind, Alice faced the lesser fear of going on. In a moment they were in total darkness. Alice
clung to Richard's arm, and murmured, almost against her will, "Dear Richard!" It was strange that fear should
speak like love; but it was in Fairyland. It was strange, too, that as soon as she spoke thus, Richard should fall
in love with her all at once. But what was more curious still was, that, at the same moment, Richard saw her
face. In spite of her fear, which had made her pale, she looked very lovely.

"Dear Alice!" said Richard, "how pale you look!"
"How can you tell that, Richard, when all is as black as pitch?"

"l can see your face. It gives out light. Now | see your hands. Now | can see your feet. Yes, | can see every
spot where you are going to--No, don't put your foot there. There is an ugly toad just there."

The fact was, that the moment he began to love Alice, his eyes began to send forth light. What he thought
came from Alice's face, really came from his eyes. All about her and her path he could see, and every minute
saw better; but to his own path he was blind. He could not see his hand when he held it straight before his
face, so dark was it. But he could see Alice, and that was better than seeing the way--ever so much.

At length Alice too began to see a face dawning through the darkness. It was Richard's face; but it was far
handsomer than when she saw it last. Her eyes had begun to give light too. And she said to herself--"Can it be
that | love the poor widow's son?--1 suppose that must be it," she answered herself, with a smile; for she was
not disgusted with herself at all. Richard saw the smile, and was glad. Her paleness had gone, and a sweet
rosiness had taken its place. And now she saw Richard's path as he saw hers, and between the two sights
they got on well.

They were now walking on a path betwixt two deep waters, which never moved, shining as black as ebony
where the eyelight fell. But they saw ere long that this path kept growing narrower and narrower. At last, to
Alice's dismay, the black waters met in front of them.

"What is to be done now, Richard?" she said.

When they fixed their eyes on the water before them, they saw that it was swarming with lizards, and frogs,
and black snakes, and all kinds of strange and ugly creatures, especially some that had neither heads, nor
tails, nor legs, nor fins, nor feelers, being, in fact, only living lumps. These kept jumping out and in, and
sprawling upon the path. Richard thought for a few moments before replying to Alice's question, as, indeed,
well he might. But he came to the conclusion that the path could not have gone on for the sake of stopping
there; and that it must be a kind of finger that pointed on where it was not allowed to go itself. So he caught up
Alice in his strong arms, and jumped into the middle of the horrid swarm. And just as minnows vanish if you
throw anything amongst them, just so these wretched creatures vanished, right and left and every way.

He found the water broader than he had expected; and before he got over, he found Alice heavier than he
could have believed; but upon a firm, rocky bottom, Richard waded through in safety. When he reached the
other side, he found that the bank was a lofty, smooth, perpendicular rock, with some rough steps cut in it. By
and by the steps led them right into the rock, and they were in a narrow passage once more, but, this time,
leading up. It wound round and round, like the thread of a great screw. At last, Richard knocked his head
against something, and could go no farther. The place was close and hot. He put up his hands, and pushed
what felt like a warm stone: it moved a little.
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"Go down, you brutes!" growled a voice above, quivering with anger. "You'll upset my pot and my cat, and my
temper too, if you push that way. Go down!"

Richard knocked very gently, and said: "Please let us out."

"Oh, yes, | dare say! Very fine and soft-spoken! Go down, you goblin brutes! I've had enough of you. I'll scald
the hair off your ugly heads if you do that again. Go down, | say!"

Seeing fair speech was of no avail, Richard told Alice to go down a little, out of the way; and, setting his
shoulders to one end of the stone, heaved it up; whereupon down came the other end, with a pot, and a fire,
and a cat which had been asleep beside it. She frightened Alice dreadfully as she rushed past her, showing
nothing but her green lamping eyes.

Richard, peeping up, found that he had turned a hearth-stone upside down. On the edge of the hole stood a
little crooked old man, brandishing a mop-stick in a tremendous rage, and hesitating only where to strike him.
But Richard put him out of his difficulty by springing up and taking the stick from him. Then, having lifted Alice
out, he returned it with a bow, and, heedless of the maledictions of the old man, proceeded to get the stone
and the pot up again. For puss, she got out of herself.

Then the old man became a little more friendly, and said: "I beg your pardon, | thought you were goblins. They
never will let me alone. But you must allow, it was rather an unusual way of paying a morning call." And the
creature bowed conciliatingly.

"It was, indeed," answered Richard. "l wish you had turned the door to us instead of the hearth-stone." For he
did not trust the old man. "But," he added, "I hope you will forgive us."

"Oh, certainly, certainly, my dear young people! Use your freedom. But such young people have no business
to be out alone. It is against the rules."

"But what is one to do--1 mean two to do--when they can't help it?"

"Yes, yes, of course; but now, you know, | must take charge of you. So you sit there, young gentleman; and
you sit there, young lady."

He put a chair for one at one side of the hearth, and for the other at the other side, and then drew his chair
between them. The cat got upon his hump, and then set up her own. So here was a wall that would let through
no moonshine. But although both Richard and Alice were very much amused, they did not like to be parted in
this peremptory manner. Still they thought it better not to anger the old man any more--in his own house, too.

But he had been once angered, and that was once too often, for he had made it a rule never to forgive without
taking it out in humiliation.

It was so disagreeable to have him sitting there between them, that they felt as if they were far asunder. In
order to get the better of the fancy, they wanted to hold each other's hand behind the dwarf's back. But the
moment their hands began to approach, the back of the cat began to grow long, and its hump to grow high;
and, in a moment more, Richard found himself crawling wearily up a steep hill, whose ridge rose against the
stars, while a cold wind blew drearily over it. Not a habitation was in sight; and Alice had vanished from his
eyes. He felt, however, that she must be somewhere on the other side, and so climbed and climbed to get
over the brow of the hill, and down to where he thought she must be. But the longer he climbed, the farther off
the top of the hill seemed; till at last he sank quite exhausted, and--must | confess it?--very nearly began to
cry. To think of being separated from Alice all at once, and in such a disagreeable way! But he fell a-thinking
instead, and soon said to himself: "This must be some trick of that wretched old man. Either this mountain is a
cat oritis not. If it is a mountain, this won't hurt it; if it is a cat, | hope it will." With that, he pulled out his
pocket-knife, and feeling for a soft place, drove it at one blow up to the handle in the side of the mountain.

A terrific shriek was the first result; and the second, that Alice and he sat looking at each other across the old
man's hump, from which the cat-a-mountain had vanished. Their host sat staring at the blank fireplace, without
ever turning round, pretending to know nothing of what had taken place.

"Come along, Alice," said Richard, rising. "This won't do. We won't stop here."

Alice rose at once, and put her hand in his. They walked towards the door. The old man took no notice of
them. The moon was shining brightly through the window; but instead of stepping out into the moonlight when
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they opened the door, they stepped into a great beautiful hall, through the high gothic windows of which the
same moon was shining. Out of this hall they could find no way, except by a staircase of stone which led
upwards. They ascended it together. At the top Alice let go Richard's hand to peep into a little room, which
looked all the colours of the rainbow, just like the inside of a diamond. Richard went a step or two along a
corridor, but finding she had left him, turned and looked into the chamber. He could see her nowhere. The
room was full of doors; and she must have mistaken the door. He heard her voice calling him, and hurried in
the direction of the sound. But he could see nothing of her. "More tricks," he said to himself. "It is of no use to
stab this one. | must wait till | see what can be done." Still he heard Alice calling him, and still he followed, as
well as he could. At length he came to a doorway, open to the air, through which the moonlight fell. But when
he reached it, he found that it was high up in the side of a tower, the wall of which went straight down from his
feet, without stair or descent of any kind. Again he heard Alice call him, and lifting his eyes, saw her, across a
wide castle-court, standing at another door just like the one he was at, with the moon shining full upon her.

"All right, Alice!" he cried. "Can you hear me?"
"Yes," answered she.

"Then listen. This is all a trick. It is all a lie of that old wretch in the kitchen. Just reach out your hand, Alice
dear."

Alice did as Richard asked her; and, although they saw each other many yards off across the court, their
hands met.

"There! | thought so!" exclaimed Richard triumphantly. "Now, Alice, | don't believe it is more than a foot or two
down to the court below, though it looks like a hundred feet. Keep fast hold of my hand, and jump when |
count three." But Alice drew her hand from him in sudden dismay; whereupon Richard said, "Well, | will try
first," and jumped. The same moment his cheery laugh came to Alice's ears, and she saw him standing safe
on the ground, far below.

"Jump, dear Alice, and | will catch you," said he.
"l can't; | am afraid," answered she.
"The old man is somewhere near you. You had better jump," said Richard.

Alice sprang from the wall in terror, and only fell a foot or two into Richard's arms. The moment she touched
the ground, they found themselves outside the door of a little cottage which they knew very well, for it was only
just within the wood that bordered on their village. Hand in hand they ran home as fast as they could. When
they reached a little gate that led into her father's grounds, Richard bade Alice good-bye. The tears came in
her eyes. Richard and she seemed to have grown quite man and woman in Fairyland, and they did not want to
part now. But they felt that they must. So Alice ran in the back way, and reached her own room before anyone
had missed her. Indeed, the last of the red had not quite faded from the west.

As Richard crossed the market-place on his way home, he saw an umbrella-man just selling the last of his
umbrellas. He thought the man gave him a queer look as he passed, and felt very much inclined to punch his
head. But remembering how useless it had been to punch the goblin's head, he thought it better not.

In reward of their courage, the Fairy Queen sent them permission to visit Fairyland as often as they pleased;
and no goblin or fairy was allowed to interfere with them.

For Peaseblossom and Toadstool, they were both banished from court, and compelled to live together, for
seven years, in an old tree that had just one green leaf upon it.

Toadstool did not mind it much, but Peaseblossom did.
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