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John Tenniel didn’t provide illustrations for all the characters that Alice encounters. 


Read the passages below, and then draw either

 Alice with a long neck
 the Pigeon
 Alice’s sister, o
 the talking flowers



Alice has just eaten a piece of mushroom which has made her grow incredibly quickly and strangely. She now 
has a very long neck and her head is in the treetops where she encounters a very stressed out pigeon.

PICTURING CHARACTERS

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


    “What can all that green stuff be?” said Alice. “And where have my shoulders got to? And oh, my 
poor hands, how is it I can’t see you?” She was moving them about as she spoke, but no result 
seemed to follow, except a little shaking among the distant green leaves.


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


    “Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon.


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


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


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


    “I’ve tried the roots of trees, and I’ve tried banks, and I’ve tried hedges,” the Pigeon went on, without 
attending to her; “but those serpents! There’s no pleasing them!”


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


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

Alice with a long neck and the Pigeon
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    “I’m very sorry you’ve been annoyed,” said Alice, who was beginning to see its meaning.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


    “Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a sulky tone, as it settled down again into its nest. Alice 
crouched down among the trees as well as she could, for her neck kept getting entangled among the 
branches, and every now and then she had to stop and untwist it. After a while she remembered that 
she still held the pieces of mushroom in her hands, and she set to work very carefully, nibbling first at 
one and then at the other, and growing sometimes taller and sometimes shorter, until she had 
succeeded in bringing herself down to her usual height.’ (Wonderland, chapter 5)

Alice’s sister

    ‘Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing to 
do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or 
conversations in it, “and what is the use of a book,” thought Alice “without pictures or conversations?”  
    So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very 
sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of getting 
up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran close by her.’ 
(Wonderland, chapter 1)
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Trial - playing cards

Later illustrators did include Alice’s sister:

    ‘At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came flying down upon her: she gave a little scream, 
half of fright and half of anger, and tried to beat them off, and found herself lying on the bank, with her 
head in the lap of her sister, who was gently brushing away some dead leaves that had fluttered down 
from the trees upon her face.


    “Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister; “Why, what a long sleep you’ve had!”


    “Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!” said Alice, and she told her sister, as well as she could 
remember them, all these strange Adventures of hers that you have just been reading about; and 
when she had finished, her sister kissed her, and said, “It was a curious dream, dear, certainly: but 
now run in to your tea; it’s getting late.” So Alice got up and ran off, thinking while she ran, as well she 
might, what a wonderful dream it had been.’ (Wonderland, chapter 12)

Rene Bour (1937)Charles Copeland (1893)
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Flowers

    ‘This time she came upon a large flower-bed, with a border of daisies, and a willow-tree growing in 
the middle.


    “O Tiger-lily,” said Alice, addressing herself to one that was waving gracefully about in the wind, “I 
wish you could talk!”


    “We can talk,” said the Tiger-lily: “when there’s anybody worth talking to.”


    Alice was so astonished that she could not speak for a minute: it quite seemed to take her breath 
away.


At length, as the Tiger-lily only went on waving about, she spoke again, in a timid voice—almost in a 
whisper. “And can all the flowers talk?”


    “As well as you can,” said the Tiger-lily. “And a great deal louder.”


    “It isn’t manners for us to begin, you know,” said the Rose, “and I really was wondering when you’d 
speak! Said I to myself, ‘Her face has got some sense in it, though it’s not a clever one!’ Still, you’re 
the right colour, and that goes a long way.”


    “I don’t care about the colour,” the Tiger-lily remarked. “If only her petals curled up a little more, 
she’d be all right.”


    Alice didn’t like being criticised, so she began asking questions. “Aren’t you sometimes frightened at 
being planted out here, with nobody to take care of you?”


    “There’s the tree in the middle,” said the Rose: “what else is it good for?”


    “But what could it do, if any danger came?” Alice asked.


    “It says ‘Bough-wough!’” cried a Daisy: “that’s why its branches are called boughs!”


    “Didn’t you know that?” cried another Daisy, and here they all began shouting together, till the air 
seemed quite full of little shrill voices. “Silence, every one of you!” cried the Tiger-lily, waving itself 
passionately from side to side, and trembling with excitement. “They know I can’t get at them!” it 
panted, bending its quivering head towards Alice, “or they wouldn’t dare to do it!”


    “Never mind!” Alice said in a soothing tone, and stooping down to the daisies, who were just 
beginning again, she whispered, “If you don’t hold your tongues, I’ll pick you!”


    There was silence in a moment, and several of the pink daisies turned white.


    “That’s right!” said the Tiger-lily. “The daisies are worst of all. When one speaks, they all begin 
together, and it’s enough to make one wither to hear the way they go on!”’ (Looking-Glass, chapter 2)

Try and identify which flowers John Tenniel does and doesn’t include in his image overleaf. Can you 
draw the flowers he leaves out?

TASK:
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