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Preface to the Second Edition

The story goes that George Bernard Shaw once sent Winston Churchill
two tickets to the opening night of one of his plays with a note inviting
him to come to the performance with a friend, “if you have one.”
Churchill returned the tickets, explained that he was otherwise engaged
on opening night, and hoped that Shaw would send him two tickets for
the second night, “if there is one.”

Shaw’s play must have had a second night, a tribute to his skill as a
dramatist, just as this second edition of The Selected Letters is a tribute to
Lewis Carroll’s master craftsmanship as a letter-writer.

Actually Carroll would have worried slightly about this particular
edition because, being deeply concerned with bibliographical formalities
and the processes of printing and publishing, he would note that, where
the first edition of this collection appeared only in paperback, this one
appears in both hard and paper covers. On the other hand, he greatly
fancied puzzles and would probably have enjoyed the idea of a “second”
hardback edition without a “first”.

Lewis Carroll himself presents something of a puzzle to readers who
wonder how so private and reserved a man could write books and letters
that have such a wide appeal. How does a sheltered, shy mathematics
don living in the closed society of an Oxford college spin tales that cast
spells upon an audience the world over? A paradox? Perhaps. But if so,
the paradox is only superficial because Carroll’s ink flowed from a well
of deep and subtle feeling, it shimmered with whimsy, it contained
ingredients so basic to the human condition that it enchants generation
after generation, annihilating time, place, nationality, and convention.
Like the Alice books, Lewis Carroll’s letters are as readable and
compelling today as they were to his original correspondents a hundred
years ago.

Biographers and critics have laboured hard to try to explain the magic
that casts these spells, to get at the heart of both Carroll and his great
classics, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass
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viil PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION

and What Alice Found There. But genius does not lend itself easily to
analysis, and more often than not, we end up with muddled theories and
no sensible totality of meaning.

Perhaps our critical and psychological tools and methods will improve
and allow us one day to see deeper into the man and his books. In the
meantime, we can note how his works retain their popularity. At this
writing, we can count at least seventy-three different editions and
versions of the Alice books available in Britain alone, including play
texts, parodies, read-along cassettes, teachers’ guides, audio-language
studies, colouring books, “New Method” readers, pop-up books,
abridged versions, musical versions, casebooks, and a de luxe edition
selling for £141.75.

What is more, the Alice books have been translated into more than fifty
foreign languages and into Braille. The current UNESCO compilation,
the Index Translationum, reporting foreign editions, lists thirty-one new
publications of the books abroad, including four in the U.S.S.R., for the
year 1982 alone.

As we might expect, not only the Alice books, but Lewis Carroll’s life,
and Alice Liddell’s as well, continue to provide subjects for stage plays,
films, television productions, and ballets.

The two major societies devoted to advancing Carroll studies also
continue to thrive. In the summer of 1989, the British Lewis Carroll
Society celebrated the twentieth anniversary of their founding with an
international conference and exhibition at Christ Church, Oxford; and
the Lewis Carroll Society of North America have undertaken to bring
together and publish in six volumes the hundreds of pamphlets that
Carroll wrote and had printed, on subjects as diverse as university
politics, vivisection, and catching cold. The first of these volumes,
containing Carroll’s Oxford pamphlets, is scheduled to appear in 1989.
Moreover, the Lewis Carroll Birthplace Trust, well launched, is
establishing a Lewis Carroll Centre at Daresbury, Cheshire.

As all of these activities proceed, the Alice books, Carroll’s other
works of fantasy, and his letters shine brightly before us, untarnished by
time and unmarred by all the attention they attract. Their essential
humanity and intrinsic fun lift them from the ordinary into the
remarkable and afford all of us a good read. They will continue to appeal
to readers through this second edition of The Selected Letters and beyond.
Indeed, they will continue to appeal as long as hearts beat in human
frames, as long as eyes sparkle, as long as laughter lasts.

London, 1989 Morton N. Cohen



Preface to the First Edition

“One of the deep secrets of Life,” Charles Lutwidge Dodgson confided
to his friend the actress Ellen Terry, is “that all, that is really worth the
doing, is what we do for others.” The letters assembled here, or a
remarkably high percentage of them, spell out the way that Dodgson
practised what he preached. Indeed, he spent much of his life in the
service of others: writing for their instruction and amusement; paying
for their schooling, for their lessons in French, music, and art; getting
them jobs; guiding their careers; meeting their dentists’ bills; buying
them railway tickets; treating them to the theatre; giving them inscribed
copies of his books and other presents; taking their photographs;
inventing games and puzzles for them; tutoring them in mathematics
and logic; giving them religious guidance; feeding and clothing them;
and, of course, telling them stories.

Letter-writing itself was often for him another way of doing something
for others, especially for the young girls whose friendship he so ardently
cultivated. As he stood at his upright desk, he was often challenged to
breathe life and laughter onto the dry leaves of letter paper ranged before
him. The result is a stream of letters that Lewis Carroll’s fancy alone
could create — new self-contained microcosms of Wonderland, vehicles
of fun and pleasure that underscore his devotion to others and prove
him, in both senses of the phrase, a man of letters.

Of course, not everything he wrote was inspired by the comic muse.
He was actually a serious man, formal and scholarly, shy and awkward,
hard-working, fastidious, deeply religious. From his father’s death in
1868, he was, as the eldest son, head of his family, and he took to heart
his responsibilities to his three brothers and seven sisters. From the age
of eighteen, he was a member of the oldest university in the land,
Oxford; from twenty-three a mathematics don at Christ Church; and
from twenty-nine an ordained clergyman. He wrote treatises on math-
ematics and logic as well as children’s books and concerned himself with
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X PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION

the mechanics of designing and publishing them. His far-reaching
interests and avocations involved him deeply in photography, the theatre,
art, literature, and the minutiae of college affairs; his voluminous reading
took him into the worlds of science, medicine, psychic phenomena, and
technology. All these interests elicited from his pen a flow of serious,
reflective letters that provide posterity with a record of his life, his mind,
his soul, and go beyond to document the behaviour, manners, and
psychological tenor of his age. His less serious letters are, on the other
hand, marvellously fanciful creations, many of them little jewels fash-
ioned for child friends. These reveal the workings of the imagination we
already know from the Alice books; they take the art of letter-writing
into new provinces.

Dodgson was, surely, one of the world’s most prolific letter-writers.
By his own confession, he wrote “wheelbarrows full, almost.” “One-
third of my life seems to go in receiving letters,” he claimed, “and the
other two-thirds in answering them.” Writing to the poet Christina
Rossetti on August 16, 1882, he told her that her letter was the thirteenth
he had written that day. He confessed to his young friend Mary Brown
that some of the letters he had yet to answer were five and a half years
old; he got about two thousand letters off every year, he told her, but
even that was not enough. “I'm generally 70 or 80 names in arrears, and
sometimes one letter will take me an afternoon,” he wrote elsewhere.
On New Year’s Day 1892 he resolved to catch up. “I began by making
a list of the people who are waiting (some of them 5 to 10 years) for
letters. There are more than 60 of them.” “Life seems to go in letter-
writing,” he wrote to Ellen Terry’s sister Marion when he was fifty-
five, “and I’'m beginning to think that the proper definition of ‘Man’ is
‘an animal that writes letters.” ”

He was a systematic record-keeper, and in fact devised a Register of
Letters Received and Sent, with a précis of each alongside its date and
entry number. He began this record on January 1, 1861, less than a
month before his twenty-ninth birthday, and maintained it diligently for
the remaining thirty-seven years of his life. That Letter Register has not
survived, but we know that the last number recorded there was 98,721.
We also know that he kept a separate register for letters he sent and
received between 1882 and 1892 as Curator of Senior Common Room
at Christ Church. That register has not survived either, but by adding
a modest estimate of five thousand entries one arrives at a hypothetical
sub-total of 103,721. To that figure one must yet add an estimate of the
number of letters sent and received before either register was begun,
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during the first twenty-nine years of his life, as a schoolboy at Richmond
and Rugby and an undergraduate and young Oxford don. How many?
If there were over 100,000 in his last thirty-seven years, what for the
first twenty-nine? It is difficult to know. But, whatever the figure, the
total is overpowering.

One hard reality emerges from these arithmetical speculations, and
that is that letter-writing was no sham pastime for Dodgson. He took
it seriously, and he spent long hours at it. “l find I [write] about 20
words a minute, and a page contains about 150 words, i.e., about 7%
minutes to a page,” he observed. “So the copying of 12 pages took
about 13 hours: and the original writing 24 or more. In fact,” he sums
up his report on how long it took him to write a draft of a letter and to
make a fair copy, “I began soon after 23, and ended about 7.”” But he
comforted himself by recalling to the actress Mrs. Herbert Beerbohm
Tree: ‘I have proved by actual trial that a letter, that takes an hour to
write, takes only about 3 minutes to read!”

Sometimes he composed letters in bed at night (he invented a device
called the Nyctograph to enable him to take notes under the covers, in
the dark); and in the morning, fully dressed, standing before his writing-
desk, he would choose the appropriate sheet of paper from the various
sizes he kept in good supply, select his pen, and write, usually in purple
ink, in a clear, easy hand that placed no strain upon the reader. One
might conclude that letter-writing was a compulsion with him. But the
saving grace is that he could laugh about it: ““I hardly know which is me
and which is the inkstand,” he wrote. “The confusion in one’s mind
doesn’t so much matter — but when it comes to putting bread-and-
butter, and orange marmalade, into the inkstand; and then dipping pens
into oneself, and filling oneself up with ink, you know, it’s horrid!”

The light touch and the whimsy always come to his rescue; he rises
above the ordinary, the basic, and whisks himself and his reader off to
a world of nonsense. He creates puzzles, puns, pranks; he teases, he
feigns, he fantasizes. He sends letters in verse, sometimes in verse set
down as prose to see if his correspondent will detect the hidden metres
and rhymes; letters written backwards so that one has to hold them up
to a looking-glass to read them; letters with hoaxes and acrostics; rebus
letters with other visual effects, with a beetle or a spider crawling across
the page, with a sketch of what he himself looked like when he was
lecturing. In the end he packs into tiny envelopes huge amounts of
pleasure for his many friends. For them the postman’s knock must surely
have become one of the world’s happiest sounds.
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Yes, of course, he enjoyed composing these letters, and reaped a sense
of fulfilment, psychic satisfaction — all of that — and he knew it. He
admitted the possibility that doing good for others might be motivated
by one’s own pleasure. But, as he continued in his letter to Ellen Terry,
“it is not selfishness, that my own pleasure should be a motive so long
as it is not the motive that would outweigh the other, if the two came
into collision.”

Motive and manner of life meant everything to the man we have
come to know as Lewis Carroll. He would have been abashed, even
appalled, at the thought that his name (or even his pen name) would
become a household word. For he was essentially a modest man, one
who led a rather ordinary life for his time and station.

He was the son of an intelligent and sensitive clergyman in the north
of England. He grew up in what appears to have been an agreeable
family circle. The Dodgsons were a “good English family” on both
sides, with a heavy sprinkling of clerics and an occasional bishop and
military man here and there on the family tree. They could even make
a claim to a distant relationship to Queen Victoria. It was an upper-crust
family: conservative, steeped in tradition, self-conscious, reverential,
pious, loyal, and devoted to social service. The father could be witty and
whimsical at times, but, on the whole, he was occupied with his clerical
duties and must have given the impression of a strong, solid, authori-
tarian, rather gloomy, high and dry churchman.

We know less about Lewis Carroll’s mother. She died before Carroll’s
nineteenth birthday. She must have been a gentle creature, and, what
with eleven children, a busy one. In his few allusions to her, Carroll
shows genuine affection. But the evidence makes quite clear that Carroll’s
relationship with his father was more important. The two developed
close sympathies, and in the course of being taught by his father while,
as a boy, he was still at home, the young Carroll adopted the father as
his ideal, a model to emulate. Dodgson pére died in 1868, when Carroll
was thirty-six, but even many years later, he characterized his father’s
death as “the greatest sorrow of my life.”

Carroll the man had mostly pleasant memories of childhood. He grew
up with a gaggle of sisters and brothers to play with, and he enjoyed
walks and outings in the Yorkshire countryside. He was good at
mechanical things and built a miniature railway in the garden and a
puppet theatre for which he wrote original plays. He was also a great
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reader, had a good memory, liked to sketch and paint and to write
poetry and short stories. But most of all, he had learned in the Dodgson
family circle to live a purposeful life, and he dedicated his entire being
to making his life meaningful to others and to society in general. Carroll
was educated first by his father, then at the Richmond School in
Yorkshire, next at Rugby in Warwickshire, and, as an undergraduate,
at Christ Church, Oxford.

It was not until 1862, when he was thirty, that he first told the story
of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland to the three daughters of his college
dean as they rowed languidly on the River Isis. Even then, it took
another three and a half years before the story could be read by all. It
was this book and its sequel, Through the Looking-Glass and What Alice
Found There, with their exceptional blend of humour and nonsense, that
made Carroll world famous.

The Alice stories were by-products of a mind filled with many serious
matters. By profession, Charles Dodgson was a mathematician and
logician, and he wrote and published numerous works on these subjects.
He was also deeply interested in art, and was one of the earliest art
photographers. He liked to sketch as well, to stay abreast of the art
movements of his day, and to visit art exhibitions. He was a tireless
theatre-goer and fostered a love of the theatre in many of his child
friends. He pursued friendship not only with literary lights but also with
artists, actors, and playwrights of the time. It follows that many of his
letters are to the famous people of the Victorian world of the arts.

For most of his life, Dodgson lived in college rooms. He allowed
himself the pleasure of visits to London and outings with young friends,
but no extravagant indulgences. He travelled abroad only once, always
ate frugally when he ate at all, and he usually dressed simply, in black.
For much of his life he helped support his six unmarried sisters and a
good many other people—relatives, friends, even strangers. He was
always willing to take on new students, and he was happy, albeit with
genuine modesty, to give young and old alike religious and spiritual
instruction. When he realized that his Alice books would bring in a
modest income for the rest of his life, he actually asked the University
of Oxford to reduce his salary.

Although he resigned his lectureship in 1881, before he turned fifty,
he remained a Student of Christ Church until his death in 1898, a
fortnight before his sixty-sixth birthday. In his Oxford setting, with
occasional forays into the larger world, Charles Dodgson, the shy,
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stammering, sheltered academic don, managed to encompass two dis-
parate worlds, writing serious tomes on the one hand and creating
nonsensical flights into Wonderland on the other.

This selection of Dodgson’s letters comes from the two-volume edition
of The Letters of Lewis Carroll that was published in London by Macmillan
and in New York by Oxford University Press in 1979. Those two
volumes contain 1,305 of Dodgson’s letters, of which 320 appear here,
a selection which I hope captures the essence as well as the multiple
interests and subtleties of the whole man. Where the two-volume edition
strove to identify the recipients of Dodgson’s letters and to give a
biographical sketch of each one, I have included in this edition biograph-
ical information only where I believe it to be especially interesting or
illuminating. Full biographical details are available in the original edition,
as are identifications of most of Dodgson’s quotations and allusions.
There, too, readers will find an explanation of the principles used in
transcribing the letters, and they can determine the location and source
of each letter.

Although the Reverend Charles Lutwidge Dodgson lived a life away
from the limelight, disliked publicity, and cherished privacy, he was
aware that we must all make concessions to history, that we cannot,
should not, try to place a restraining hand upon the truth from beyond
the grave. Surely he would have taken some satisfaction in knowing that
his letters could, more than three-quarters of a century after his death,
still afford pleasure to others.

New York and London, 1982 Morton N. Cohen
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I. The Dodgson Family and
Lewis Carroll’s Youth

Although Charles Lutwidge Dodgson remained a bachelor all his life,
he was very much a family man. He was ever a devoted brother and
son; and, from his father’s death in 1868, he became, as eldest son, head
of the family, a responsibility he took seriously.

For a time in the 1830s, Carroll’s father was Perpetual Curate of
Daresbury in Cheshire (where Lewis Carroll was born), then Rector of
Croft in Yorkshire (where Carroll grew up), and eventually Chaplain
to the Bishop of Ripon, Canon of Ripon, and Archdeacon of Richmond.

When Carroll was twelve, he left home to enter the Richmond School,
not far from Croft, where his father was still rector. By then, Carroll
was already proficient in Latin and mathematics. He remained at
Richmond for only a year and a half, boarding with the headmaster and
his large family. When he left, the headmaster wrote to Carroll’s father,
“I shall always feel a peculiar interest in the gentle, intelligent, and well-
conducted boy who is now leaving us.”

The next three years Carroll spent at Rugby. His memories of Rugby
were not particularly pleasant; probably, being shy and contemplative
by nature, he did not fit well into the rough-and-ready atmosphere of
the boys’ living quarters. But Rugby left its mark upon Carroll all the
same. The strong, militantly Christian preaching of Dr. Thomas Arnold
was still echoing in the school when Carroll was there, and he came
away convinced that life on earth was a struggle between good and evil,
between God and the Devil, and that it was his purpose on earth to fend
off the Devil by means of self-denial, a strong will, and uncompromis-
ingly righteous thought and behaviour. One must strive constantly to
be virtuous, and one must do serious work in God’s name. It is not
surprising, given Carroll’s family background and his training at school,
that while he was still in his twenties, he was ordained a deacon in the
Church of England.

But before then he went from Rugby to Oxford, to Christ Church,
the same college where his father had made a double first. He himself
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4 THE SELECTED LETTERS OF LEWIS CARROLL

achieved an excellent record and in 1852 was made Student of Christ
Church (the equivalent of a Fellow elsewhere) and in 1855 was appointed
Mathematical Lecturer.

To his nurse
[?1837]

My dear Bun,

I love you very much, and tend you a kitt from little Charlic with the
horn of hair. I'd like to give you a kitt, but I tan’t, betause I'm at Marke.
What a long letter I've written. I'm twite tired.*
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To his sisters Frances and Elizabeth and his brother Skeffington

Richmond School, Yorkshire
August 5 [1844]

My dear Fanny and Memy,
I hope you are all getting on well, as also the sweet twins, the boys I think
that I like the best, are Harry Austin, and all the Tates’ of which there are

* Charles Dodgson wrote this earliest of letters from an unknown address to his nurse at
home when he was four or five years old. His hand was probably guided by one of his elders.

t James Tate was headmaster of Richmond Grammar School. Charles Dodgson started school
four days before he wrote this letter. He lived with the Tates as a boarder.
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7 besides a little girl who came down to dinner the first day, but not since,
and I also like Edmund Tremlet, and William and Edward Swire, Tremlet
is a very sharp little fellow about 7 years old, the youngest in the school,
I also like Kemp and Mawley. The rest of the boys that I know are Bertram,
Harry and Dick Wilson, and two Robinsons, I will tell you all about them
when I return. The boys have played two tricks upon me which were these
- they first proposed to play at “King of the cobblers” and asked me if I
would be king, to which I agreed, then they made me sit down and sat (on
the ground) in a circle round me, and told me to say “Go to work™ which
I said and they immediately began kicking me and knocking on all sides.
The next game they proposed was “Peter, the red lion,” and they made a
mark on a tombstone (for we were playing in the church-yard) and one of
the boys walked with his eyes shut, holding out his finger, trying to touch
the mark, then a little boy came forward to lead the rest and led a good many
very near the mark; at last it was my turn, they told me to shut my eyes well,
and the next minute I had my finger in the mouth of one of the boys, who
had stood (I believe) before the tombstone with his mouth open. For 2 nights
I slept alone, and for the rest of the time with Ned Swire. The boys play me
no tricks now. The only fault (tell mama) that there has been was coming in
one day to dinner just after grace. On Sunday we went to church in the
morning, and sat in a large pew with Mr. Fielding, the church we went to
is close by Mr. Tate’s house, we did not go in the afternoon but Mr. Tate
read a discourse to the boys on the sth Commandment. We went to church
again in the evening. Papa wished me to tell him all the texts 1 had heard
preached upon, please to tell him that 1 could not hear it in the morning nor
hardly one sentence of the sermon, but the one in the evening was
I Cor:i. 23. I believe it was a farewell sermon but I am not sure. Mrs. Tate
has looked through my clothes and left in the trunk a great many that will
not be wanted. I have had 3 misfortunes in my clothes etc., 1st I cannot find
my tooth brush, so that I have not brushed my teeth for 3 or 4 days, 2nd
I cannot find my blotting paper, and 3d I have no shoe horn. The chicf
games are, foot-ball, wrestling, lcap frog, and fighting. Excuse bad writing.
Your affectionate brother,
Charles

To Skeff
My dear Skeff,
Roar not lest thou be abolished.
Yours, etc. ~
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To his sister Elizabeth

School House [Rugby]
October 9 [1848]
Dearest Elizabeth,

Thank you for your letter: in reply to your question, I do get a prize,*
value one guinea. I have chosen for it Butler’s Analogy in 2 vols. which
exactly comes up to the value, one vol.: Analogy, the other Sermons. As to
the other prize I am not yet decided: Papa has taken no notice of the book
I had set my fancy on getting, Whiston’s Josephus, in 2 vols., 24s.:
will you ask him what he thinks of it? Clarendon’s Rebellion is in
double columns, and Hallam’s looks very dry. Whiston would require a
Bohn to makc up the valuc. I was thinking of Wheatly on the Common
Prayer.

I have not got any warm gloves yet but must do sosoon. Now I think of it,
I should like 10s. of my own money to be sent: I can settle about the gloves
afterward. I must not forget to send my hearty thanks to Papa and Mamma
for their kind present. I cannot in the least decide what to get, and should
be glad of some advice on this head.

Thanks for your explanation of a drawn bonnet. I suppose shot silk or
satin is to be explained on the same principles: I hope you never wear it.
I am glad to hear of the 6 rabbits. For the new name after some consideration
I recommend Parellelopipedon. It is a nice easy one to remember, and
the rabbit will soon learn it.

The report is certainly a delightful one: I cannot account for it; I hope
there is no mistake. As to the difference between Walker and myself (Papa
scems satisfied about Harrison) it must be remembered that he is in the 6th
and has hitherto been considered the best mathematician in the school.
Indecd no one but me got anything out of the 6th (I hope you understand
this last sentence). As to the tutor marks, we did not go the 1st week and the
Prize examinations have prcvented the 4th. The Lower Mathematical
Prizeman, Fisher, unfortunately broke his arm yesterday by falling down:
it had been broken before, or I do not think so slight a thing could have
done it.

* Dodgson entered Rugby on January 27, 1846. He made an excellent record and won
prizes in classics, composition, divinity, history, and mathematics.
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Is W.L. and L.F’s Useful and Instructive Poetry finished binding yet?*
I enclose for Papa the Geometrical problem worked out by Mr. Mayor. Itis
one of the most beautifully neat ones I ever saw. Pray ask him to take great
care of it. There are some books I should like to have leave to get: these are
Butler’s—Ancient—-Adeas (on 2nd thoughts not yet). Liddell and Scott’s
Larger Greek-English Lexicon. Mr. Price quite despises the little one and
says it is only fit for my younger brothers. It is hardly any use in Demosthenes.
Cicero’s Epistles, this we do in school. If he consents will you ask him to send
the leave on a piece of paper by itself. With best love to all I remain -

Your most affectionate brother,

@-£ - I
s
i~

To his sister Mary

Christ Church, Oxford?
March 6, 1851
Dearest Mary,

Many very happy returns of your birthday. I write this for you to get on
Saturday, as I suppose you will not get the letters on Sunday. I hope you
will “keep” it very happily on the Monday, and will imagine my presence
when the health is drunk. The other day I borrowed a book called Coxe’s
Christian Ballads, thinking I might like to get a copy: however I found so
many things in it I did not like, and so few I did, that I decided on not buying
the book, but as some of the ballads are sold separate I got the 2 I like best,
which I enclose (one wants sewing). I think you will like them, but I can
hardly ask you to consider so small a purchase as a birthday present.

*Dodgson composed this family magazine for his seven-year-old brother Wilfred and
his five-year-old sister Louisa.

1 Dodgson started life as an undergraduate at Christ Church, Oxford, on January 24,
1851,
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Give Elizabeth my best thanks for her letter: I am tired of saying “nice
long,” so let it be always understood in future. I am very glad to see the
improved account of Aunt Caroline. Ihave got all Dr. Hook’s Meditations;
the 2nd vol. contains Lent, the 3d Easter to Trinity, the 4th Trinity.

As Cousin Menella [Smedley] cannot tell you the meaning of “kako-
graphy,” I must do my best: the word now means ““bad or incorrect writing,”
but its original meaning was “vulgarity,” and it is thus derived: “kay” or
“‘kai,” a Syriac verb, signifying ‘‘to wear”’: “kog”’ or “kogh” in Chaldee
means “paper”’: and ‘‘graph” or “‘graf,” is a Hebrew word meaning
“flowers.” Hence ‘‘kakography”’ meant *“the wearing of paper flowers,”
and from this came to mean “vulgarity,” as the wearing such flowers has
always been considered among civilised nations as the height of vulgarity.
In the same way ‘‘kakographist,” meant originally, *“‘she that wears paper
flowers,” and was a term of great reproach: its meaning is now altogether
changed.

I am not so anxious as usual to begin my personal history, as the first thing
I have to record is a very sad incident, namely my missing morning chapel;
before however you condemn me, you must hear how accidental it was.
For some days now I have been in the habit of - I will not say getting up,
but of being called at } past 6, and generally managing to be down soon
after 7. In the present instance I had been up the night before till about
% past 12, and consequently when I was called I fell asleep again, and was
thunderstruck to find on waking that it was 10 minutes past 8. I have had
no imposition, nor heard anything about it. It is rather vexatious to have
happened so soon, as I had intended never to be late.

This afternoon I was sitting in my room when I heard a sudden shricking
of dogs, as if fighting: I rushed to the window, but the fight, if any, was
over, having lasted for about the space of 3 seconds, and every thing and
every body was flying from the scene of combat: six dogs went headlong
down the steps, which lead into the quad, yelling at the very top of their
voices; six sticks came flying after them, and after that came their six masters,
all running their hardest, and all in different directions. For a little time none
of the dogs knew which way to go, so they went darting about, tumbling
over cach other, screaming, and getting hit by the sticks, and their masters
did the same only they screamed in a different manner: at last 3 dogs got
away and ran straight home, screaming as they went, 2 others were hunted
up and down the quad by their masters, I suppose with the intention of
beating them, but were never sufficiently caught for that purpose, and the
sixth went home with its master, but even it screamed all the way. Never
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was such desperate vengeance taken for so small an offence: I should think
all the dogs will rue the day: the two combatants will never wish to fight
again, nor the others to be aiders or abettors.

I have got a new acquaintance of the name of Colley, who has been here
once or twice to tea, and we have been out walking together. Today we set
out for the justice court, to hear the trials conducted, as the assizes began on
Monday: it was a cold wretched day for our walk, and you may imagine
what a pleasant surprise it was to us to find that the assizes concluded yester-
day, and the judges left Oxford last night.

Mr. Faussett has recovered, so our mathematical lectures have begun
again.

As to my being in London this Easter, the probability is that I shall come
straight home to Bletchley, and not trouble Uncle S[keffington] at all: the
holidays are too short to spare much time for meandering: if I had men-
tioned it in my last letter I should have said there was no object in my going
to London, but after the message in E.L.’s* letter civility forbids me to say a
thing, the very mention of which would be downright rudeness.

I have asked Papa 2 questions, which he seems to have forgotten to
answer, Ist what [ am to do about a name plate, and 2nd what I am to do
about a Greek History, also 3dly whether I may get Horatius Zeunii. I am
using Mr. Ley’s at present. The notes in Anthon are wretched.

In routing over my wardrobe the other day I discovered a curious and
far from satisfactory circumstance, namely that I have left all my silk neck
handkerchiefs at home. The only: things of the kind I possess here are the
handkerchief I now have on, and a black satin tie for the evening. Will you
hunt them up at Croft and send them: if you cannot find them I will look
for them again but I do not think they are here.

I think this is one of the most magnificently long letters I have ever
written.

With best love to all, I remain

Your very affectionate Brother,
Charles Lutwidge Dodgson

* His sister Elizabeth's.
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To his sister Louisa

Christ Church, Oxford
June 10, 1851
My beloved and thrice-respected Sister,

Verily I doe send greeting untoe thee, and wish thee all hail for thy
byrthe-day, and theretoe manie happie returns off the same. And therewith
I have made purchase off ane smalle boke, whilke I have hope ytte maie lyke
thee toe possesse. For besydes manie pleasaunte and entertainynge thynges
therein contained, ye moralle I trowe beeth both sound and healthful,
whylke iss ane greate matterre.

Forbie I have received ane epistle (for whilke I send thanks, and ytte
lyketh me well) from mine systere Elyzabethe, and anon I shall enform her
off my lectures, etc., gratefulle that she doth notte adde toe ye nombere
thereoffe.

Ytte will pain thyne hearte, I wotte, toe heare thattc ye people offe
Oxford hig-towne cannotte skylle to nurse babys; and trulie their mannere
thereoffe is cruelle: herewithe I enclose a sketch of what I have wytnessed
myne selfe, and to mie mynde the underneathe babie yn the nurse herre
armes ys yn ane sorrie plight.

Onne Moone his daye nexte we goe yn forre Responsions, and I amme

uppe toe mine eyes yn worke.
Thine truly,
Charles

To his sister Elizabeth

Spring Gardens, London
July s, 1851
Dearest Elizabeth,

I must try to make up for my exceedingly short letter of yesterday. In the
first place, for fear I forget it again, my Aunts send their best love, including
Aunt Raikes.

I am afraid it will be impossible to give you any idea of all I have seen, but
I will do my best. On Friday at 10 o’clock I went with Aunt Charlotte to
the Exhibition,* to be joined afterwards by Aunts Henrietta, Margaret, and

* The Great Exhibition had opened on May 1.
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Aunt Raikes. The building is within 10 minutes walk of Alfred Place, by
means of some curious little short cuts through stable yards, etc.

I think the first impression produced on you when you get inside is of
bewilderment. It looks like a sort of fairyland. As far as you can look in any
direction, you see nothing but pillars hung about with shawls, carpets, etc.,
with long avenues of statues, fountains, canopies, etc., etc., etc. The first
thing to be seen on entering is the Crystal Fountain, a most elegant one
about 30 feet high at a rough guess, composed entirely of glass and pouring
down jets of water from basin to basin: this is in the middle of the centre
nave and from it you can look down to cither end, and up both transepts.
The centre of the nave mostly consists of a long line of colossal statucs, some
most magnificent. The one considered the finest, I believe, is the Amazon
and Tiger. She is sitting on horseback, and a tiger has fastened on the neck
of the horse in front. You have to go to one side to see her face, and the other
to see the horse’s. The horse’s face is really wonderful, expressing terror and
pain so exactly, that you almost expect to hear it scream. She is leaning back
to strike at the tiger with a spear, and her expression is of steady determina-
tion without the least fear. A pair of statues of a dog and child struck me as
being excecdingly good. In one the child is being attacked by a serpent, and
the dog standing over to defend it. The child is crying with fear, and making
I think an exccedingly ugly face. In the other the dog has conquered: the
body of the serpent is lying at one side, and the head, most thoroughly bitten
off, at the other. The dog seems to have quite chewed the neck of the
scrpent to make sure. The child is leaning over and playing with the dog,
which is really smiling with pleasure and satisfaction. Then there is an
enormous one of Godfrey of Bouillon, with the horse a great deal larger
than an elephant; however I cannot describe to you 135 of what I saw.
The view down from the galleries is very striking. The different compart-
ments on the ground floor arc divided by carpets, shawls, etc., and you
look down into one after another as you go along. There is a medieval
compartment beautifully fitted up, and a suite of Austrian rooms, furnished,
floored, etc., exactly as in Austria, the floors inlaid with different woods and
very slippery, and the furniture wonderfully carved. There are some very
ingenious pieces of mechanism. A tree (in the French Compartment) with
birds chirping and hopping from branch to branch exactly like life. The
bird jumps across, turns round on the other branch, so as to face back again,
settles its head and neck, and then in a few moments jumps back again.
A bird standing at the foot of the tree trying to eat a beetle is rather a failure
(I am blotting dreadfully ); the beetle is lying very conveniently before it,
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but it never succeeds in getting its head more than a quarter of an inch
down, and that in uncomfortable little jerks, as if it was choking. I have to
go to the Royal Academy so must stop: as the subject is quite inexhaustible,
there is no hope of ever coming to a regular finish.

I want instructions what to do as to my various invitations: they are,
to go on Tuesday to Tunbridge Wells, on Thursday to Gordon Square till
Monday, on Monday to escort Cousin E. L. Raikes to Hastings, and aftcr
a day or two there, home. Those are the propositions: nothing is fixed.
Last night I dined with the Stones, and afterwards to a music party at the
Watsons. Some day, I forget which, I am to go to a music party at the
Campbells. Also Mr. Brinley Richards’ concert. Today I am going with
my Aunt to The Diorama of Jerusalem. Let Fanny send her commission.
I shall know next term what class I got in collections. In haste.

Your very affectionate Brother,
Charles

To his sister Elizabeth

[Christ Church, Oxford]
December 9, 1852
Dearest Elizabeth,

You shall have the announcement of the last piece of good fortune this
wonderful term has had in store for me, that is, a 1st class in Mathematics.
Whether I shall add to this any honours at collections I cannot at present
say, but I should think it very unlikely, as I have only today to get up the
work in The Acts of the Apostles, 2 Greek Plays, and the Satires of Horace
and I feel myself almost totally unable to rcad at all: I am beginning to
suffer from the reaction of reading for Moderations.

I heard this morning from Uncle Skeffington, telling me that he should
expect me on Friday, to stay till Tuesday or Wednesday, when I am to
migrate to Putney. It will be a most delightful trip for me, if only con-
sidered as an interval of rest. You will have very little of my company this
Xmas, as we return on the 15th of January.

I am getting quite tired of being congratulated on various subjects: there
seems to be no end of it. If I had shot the Dean, I could hardly have had more
said about it.
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Mr. Gordon has given me a copy of his Censor’s speech (printed for
private distribution): I will bring it home with me for Papa to read. I think
it beautiful Latin; it is mostly about the Duke.*

I have decided against taking the rooms I thought of at first, but there is
another set (in Tom) that I have got my eye on. I am going to write to
Uncle S[keffington] and Mr. Greenall’ (I promised to tell him the result of
the Mathematics) so conclude.

Best love to all.

Your very affectionate Brother,
Charles L. Dodgson

To his sister Mary

Christ Church, Oxford
December 13, 1854
My dear Sister,

Enclosed you will find a list, which I expect you to rejoice over con-
siderably: it will take me more than a day to believe it, I expect — I feel at
present very like a child with a new toy, but I daresay I shall be tired of it
soon, and wish to be Pope of Rome next. Those in the list who were of the
Whitby party are, Fowler, Ranken, Almond, and Wingfield.* I have just
given my Scout a bottle of wine to drink to my First. We shall be made
Bachelors on Monday: I think I may be able to come home on the Tuesday,
but I am not sure yet, and will write again about it. If you have not yet sent
the London order will you get The Life of R. Haydon for me? That is, unless
it happens to be in the Ripon Library. I hope that Papa did not conclude it
was a 2nd by not hearing on Wedncsday morning. I have just been to Mr.
Price to see how I did in the papers, and the result will I hope be gratifying
to you. The following were the sums total of the marks for each in the 1st
class, as nearly as I can remember:

Dodgson. . . . . . 279
Bosanquet . . . . . 261

* The Duke of Wellington, Chancellor of Oxford University, died on September 14 of
that year.

t Gilbert Greenall, M.P. for Warrington, was an old family friend.

1 Dodgson was one of a number of undergraduates who spent the summer vacation at
Whitby reading mathematics with Professor Bartholomew Price.
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Cookson . . . . . 254
Fowler . . . . . . 225
Ranken . . . . . . 213

He also said he never remembered so good a set of men in. All this is very
satisfactory. I must also add (this is a very boastful letter) that I ought to get
the Senior Scholarship next term. Bosanquet will not try, as he is leaving
Oxford, and the only man, besides the present First, to try, is one who
got a 2nd last time. One thing more I will add, to crown all, and that is -
I find I am the next 1st class Math. student to Faussett (with the exception
of Kitchin, who has given up Mathematics) so that I stand next (as Bosanquet
is going to leave) for the Lectureship. And now I think that is enough news
for one post.

Your very affectionate Brother,
Charles L. Dodgson

To his sister Henrietta and brother Edwin

[Christ Church, Oxford]

My dcar Henrietta, January 31 [?1855]

My dear Edwin,

I am very much obliged by your nice little birthday gift — it was much
better than a cane would have been - I have got it on my watch chain, but
the Dcan has not yet remarked it.

My one pupil has begun his work with me, and I will give you a descrip-
tion how the lecture is conducted. It is the most important point, you know,
that the tutor should be dignified, and at a distance from the pupil, and that the
pupil should be as much as possible degraded- otherwise youknow, theyare not
humble enough. So Isit at the further end of the room; outside the door (which
is shut) sits the scout; ou. 'de the outer door (also shut) sits the sub-scout; half-
way down stairs sits the sub-sub-scout; and down in the yard sits the pupil.

The questions are shouted from one to the other, and the answers come
back in the same way - it is rather confusing till you are well used to it.
The lecture gocs on, something like this.

Tutor. ‘ What is twice three?”
Scout. ‘““ What'’s a rice tree?”’
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Sub-Scout. ““When is ice free?”’

Sub-sub-Scout. ““What'’s a nice fec?”’

Pupil (timidly). “Half a guinca!”’

Sub-sub-Scout. *“Can’t forge any!”

Sub-Scout. ““Ho for Jinny!”’

Scout. “Don’t be a ninny!”

Tutor (looks offended, but tries another question). ““Divide a hundred by
twelve !”

Scout. ““Provide wonderful bells!”’

Sub-Scout. “‘Go ride under it yoursclf.”

Sub-sub-Scout. “Deride the dunder-headed elf!”

Pupil (surprised). “Who do you mcan?”

Sub-sub-Scout. ““‘Doings between !”’

Sub-Scout. ““Blue is the scrcen!”

Scout. *“Soup-turcen!”

And so the lecture proceeds.

Such is Life - from )
Your most affectionate brother,

Charles L. Dodgson

To his cousin W. E. Wilcox

Christ Church, Oxford
May 11, 1859
My dear William,

I have had it in my head for some time back to write you an account of
my visit to the Isle of Wight, only I doubted if there was enough to tell to
make it worth while - now however that you yourself ask for it, you must
be thankful for what you get, interesting or not — truly bis dat qui cito dat.*
(I trust there is some latent appropriatencss in the quotation.) Wilfred must
have bascly misrepresented me if he said that I followed the Laureate down
to his retreat, as I went, not knowing that he was there, to stay with an old
College friend at Freshwater. Being there, I had the inalienable right of a
freeborn Briton to make a morning call, which I did, in spite of my friend

* “He gives twice who gives in a trice.”
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Collyns having assured mc that the Tennysons had not yet arrived. There
was a man painting the garden railing when I walked up to the house, of
whom I asked if Mr. Tennyson werc at home, fully expecting the answer
“no,” so that it was an agrecable surprise when he said ““he’s there, sir”” and
pointed him out, and behold! he was not many yards off, mowing his
lawn in a wide-awake and spcctacles. I had to introduce myself, as he is too
short-sighted to rccognise people, and when he had finished the bit of
mowing he was at, he took me into the house to sec Mrs. Tennyson, who,
I was very sorry to find, had been very ill, and was then suffering from
almost total slecplessness. She was lying on the sofa, looking rather worn
and haggard, so that I stayed a very few minutes. She asked me to come to
dinner that evening to mect a Mr. Warburton (brother of the Crescent and
the Cross), but her husband revoked the invitation before I left, as he said he
wished her to be as little excited as possible that evening, and begged I would
drop in for tea that evening and dine with them the next day. He took me
over the house to sce the pictures, etc. (among which my photographs of
the family were hung “on the linc,” framed in those enamel - what do you
call them - cartons? ). The view from the garret windows he considers one
of the finest in the island, and showed me a picture which his friend Richard
Doyle had painted of it for him, also his little smoking-room at the top of
the house, where of course he offered me a pipe, also the nursery, where we
found the beautiful little Hallam (his son) who remembered me more readily

than his father had done.

I went in the evening, and found Mr. Warburton an agreeable man, with
rather a shy, nervous manner: he is a clergyman, and inspector of schools in
that neighbourhood. We got on the subject of clerical duty in the evening,
and Tennyson said he thought clergymen as a body didn’t do half the good
they might if they werc less stuck-up, and showed a little more sympathy
with their pcople. “What they want,” he said, “is force and geniality -
geniality without force will of coursc do no good, but force without
geniality will do very little” - all very sound theology to my thinking. This
was up in the little smoking-room, to which we had adjourned after tea,
and where we had about 2 hours’ very interesting talk. The proof-sheets of
*“The King’s Idyls”’ were lying about, but he would not let me look at them.
I looked with some curiosity to see what sort of books occupied the lowest
of the swinging bookshelves, most handy to his writing-table: they were
all without exception Greek or Latin — Homier, Aeschylus, Horace, Lucretius,
Virgil, etc. It was a fine moonlight night, and he walked through the garden
with me when I left, and pointed out an effect of the moon shining through
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thin white cloud which I had never noticed before - a sort of golden ring,
not close round its cdge like a halo, but at some distance off. I belicve sailors
consider it a sign of bad weather. He said he had often noticed it, and had
alluded to it in one of his carly poems: you will find it in ““Margaret.”

The next day I went to dinner, and met Sir John Simeon, who has an
estate some miles off there, an old Christ Church man, who has turned
Roman Catholic since. He is one of the pleasantest men I ever met, and you
may imagine that the evening was a delightful one: I enjoyed it thoroughly,
especially the concluding 2 hours in the smoking-room.

I took over my books of photographs, but Mrs. Tennyson was too tired
to look at them that cvening, and I settled to leave them and come for them
next morning, when I could see more of the children, who had only
appeared for a few minutes during dinner.

Tennyson told us that often on going to bed after being engaged on com-
position, he had dreamed long passages of poctry (*“you, I suppose,” turning
to me, ‘““dream photographs”’) which he liked very much at the time, but
forgot entirely when he woke. One was an enormously long one on fairies,
where the lines from being very long at first, gradually got shorter and
shorter, till it ended with 5o or 60 lines of 2 syllables cach ! The only bit he
ever remembered enough to write down was one he dreamed at 10 years
old, which you may like to possess as a genuine unpublished fragment of
the Laureate, though I think you will agree with me that it gives very little
indication of his future poetic powers -

May a cock-sparrow
Write to a barrow?
I hope you'll excuse
My infantine muse.

Up in the smoking-room the conversation turned upon murders, and
Tennyson told us several horrible stories from his own experience: he seems
rather to revel in such descriptions — one would not guess it from his poetry.
Sir John kindly offered me a lift in his carriage back to the hotel, and as we
were standing at the door before getting in, he said, ““you don’t object to a
cigar in the carriage, do you?’’ On which Tennyson growled out, *he didn’t
object to two pipes in that little den upstairs, and a feebliori* he’s no business to

* A pun on a fortiori.
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object to one cigar in a carriage.” And so ended one of the most delightful
evenings I have spent for many a long day. I lunched with them the next
day, but saw very little of Tennyson himsclf, and afterwards showed the
photographs to Mrs. T. and the children, not omitting to get Hallam’s auto-
graph, in a large bold text-hand, under his portrait. The children insisted on
reading out the poetry opposite to the pictures, and when they came to
their father’s portrait (which has for a motto *“The Poet in a golden clime
was born,” etc. ), Lionel puzzled over it for a moment, and then began
boldly “The Pope —! on which Mrs. Tennyson began laughing, and
Tennyson growled out from the other side of the table “Hollo ! what’s that
about the Pope?”’ but no one ventured to explain the allusion.

I asked Mrs. Tennyson for an explanation of “The Lady of Shalott,”
which has been so variously interpreted. She said that the original legend is
in Italian, and that Tennyson only gave it as he found it, so that it is hardly
fair to expect him to furnish an interpretation as well.

By-the-bye do you think that those lines in The Times, called “The War,”
and signed *‘T,”’ are Tennyson’s? I have made a bet with a friend here that
they are not, and am going to try and find out: many people seem to think
they are.

Well! you ought to be very much obliged to me for writing so long a
letter (and I hate letter-writing as a general rule), and I am going to conclude
it with rather an odd request. I have been thinking of writing an account of
my Tennyson visit to Menella Smedley. Now it will probably be long
before I get time for it, and the letter would be in substance much the same
as this. Would you mind forwarding this for her perusal, as she is my only
other appreciative correspondent. It is of course less compliment to her than
writing direct, and possibly she may not feel at all grateful for it, but it is
better than none.

So no more at present from

Your faithful Cousin,
Charles L. Dodgson

P.S. 5 minutes to 3 A.M.! This comes of beginning letter-writing at night.
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To his family

[Christ Church, Oxford]
[December 18, 1860}

.. .proposition we had been doing ! - he was less influenced by the presence
of Majesty, and remembered it. She* was only a minute or two in the Hall,
during which the Dean pointed out some of the chief pictures, and presented
the Sub-dean. With her were Prince Albert, Princess Alice, Prince of Wales,
Prince Alfred, and suite. I had never seen her so near before, nor on her feet,
and was shocked to find how short, not to say dumpy, and (with all loyalty
be it spoken), how plain she is. She is exactly like the little full-length photo-
graph published of her. I have got the whole set of the Royal Family, and
will bring them home with me.

You will be sorry to hear that I have failed, finally and completely, in
getting H.R.H. to sit for his photograph. I will give you the history of my
proceedings in the matter, which will show you that I did not fail for want
of asking, and that, if ever impudence and importunity descrved to succeed,
Idid.

When the Royal party returned to Frewen Hall,’ I called to enter my
name (as usual) in the visiting book, and to see General Bruce, whom I
reminded of the promised photograph, and also asked him to take some
opportunity of introducing me to H.R.H. as I had never had an opportunity
of thanking him for consenting to sit. This he promised to do, and also said
he would arrange for a sitting.

Weceks passed, and I heard no more of it. When it was so near the end of
term as to be “now or never,” I wrote to tell him that I had got out my
chemicals, and found they worked very fairly, and hoped he would come
without delay. He answered that the Prince feared it could not be done in
such rainy weather. I wrote once more to say that if that was the only
objection, it could be done, but if there was any other reason against it, I with-
drew my request. I happened to meet General Bruce, who at once entered

* Queen Victoria visited Christ Church, where the Prince of Wales was an undergraduate,
n December 12, 1860, accompanied by the Prince Consort, their second daughter,
Princess Alice, and their second son, Prince Alfred.

t Beside the Oxford Union, where the Prince of Wales lived while at Oxford. Major-
Seneral Robert Bruce was Governor to the Prince of Wales.
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on the subject, and admitted that the Prince’s real reason was that he was
utterly weary of being photographed, having been so often victimised.
Though I thought this hardly sufficient excuse for not keeping his promise, of
course I could only beg that he might be no more troubled on the subject.

Last Wednesday we were asked to an evening party at the Deanery to
meet the Prince. I need not say that I got hold of General Bruce, and claimed
the fulfilment of his promise to introduce me, which he most readily did.
The Prince shook hands very graciously, and I began by apologising for
having been so troublesome about the photograph. He looked perhaps a
little ashamed of himself, and said something about the weather being un-
favourable. I asked him if the Americans had victimised him much as a
sitter, and he said “yes, but they had not succeeded well,” and we talked
for 2 or 3 minutes about photographs, my pictures of the Liddells, and the
tableaux vivants which were to form the entertainment of the evening.
When I say “we,” it should rather be, that I talked to him, for he was any-
thing but suggestive of conversation himself, seeming rather shy and silent.

I told him that as I could not get the photograph of himself, I meant to
take one from his published picture (by Richmond) for my album, and
hoped he would at least give me his autograph, which he promised to do.
I also said if he would like copies of any of my photographs, I should think
it an honour for him to accept them, and he thanked me, saying he should
like some of them, or something to that effect.

When the talk came to a pause, and he did not seem inclined to go on,
I drew back, and the interview came to an end. You will not wonder at
these minute details, knowing how unique a thing an interview with
Royalty is to me.

The tableaux vivants were very successful, but I must leave the description
of them for viva voce. Lady Williamson was there, and supplied the cos-
tumes, and herself appeared in one scene. One of the prettiest was Tennyson’s
The Sleeping Princess, acted entirely by the children. The grouping was
capital, I believe by Lady W. I was sure it could not be by Mrs. Liddell, of
whose taste in that line I have already had melancholy experience in my
photographs. I shall try and get them to go through it by daylight in the
summer. It would make a beautiful photograph.

To return to the Prince, I wrote a note to General Bruce, asking if [ might
bring my album to Frewen Hall, and see the autograph done, pleading that
that would much increase its value in my eyes. He wrote appointing 10 on
Saturday, and added that the Prince would at the same time select some of
the photographs. I sent over the box of albums, and went at 10. General
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Bruce joined me in the hall (a sort of morning room), and the Prince came
in directly afterwards, and seemed very friendly and more at his ease than
he was at the Deanery. He saw that I was noticing his dog (an enormous
Newfoundland, given him in America), and began to talk to me about it,
telling me, in answer to my question, that it was not yet a year old. When
the box was opened, he looked through the sccond album, espccially
admiring the ““cherry” group, the Chinesc group, and the large onc of the
2 Haringtons.

He said he had no time to finish looking through them then, and proposed
they should be left, but on my saying (an awful breach of court etiquette,
no doubt), that I was expecting some friends that morning to see them (the
John Slatters ), he fixed on Tuesday (today) to have them sent over again.
He consented to give the autograph then, but would not use my gold pen,
as I wanted, saying that he wrote best with quill, and went to fetch a good
one, with which he signed, adding the place and date at my suggestion.
There ends my interview with Royalty. I have sent over the box this morn-
ing, and General Bruce is to send me a list of those of which he would like
to have copies. We must do them if possible in the Easter Vacation: I expect
there will be no lack of volunteers to print for the Prince - of course none
but first-raters must be sent.

By this time you will have had about enough on this subject.

I spent the whole of yesterday in sorting letters and bills, and have made
up a great bundle of letters interesting as autographs, which I shall bring
home for exhibition, and may be able to spare Mary one or two of the most
worthless (Mary: *“kind and thoughtful brother !”’).

I don’t think I shall go by London at all this time. I should have done so if
Edwin had joined me, but it is rather dull work going about there alone,
and my business will do just as well at the end of the Vacation as now. We
have to be here again by the 19th. - The little Haringtons have just been in
(you see 1 have other visitors than the Liddells) to invite me to lunch to-
morrow. ] am going out now bill-paying, which cheerful occupation will
probably last till post-time, so I here conclude one of the longest letters
I have written for some time. Make the most of it.

Your very affectionate brother,
Charles L. Dodgson
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To the Diocesan Registrar, Oxford

Croft Rectory, Darlington
August 5, 1861
Dcar Sir,

[ am intending to offer myself at the Bishop of Oxford’s examination in
September, to be ordained Dcacon.* I gave his Lordship notice of this about
4 months ago. Would you kindly inform me what else is nccessary (of papers
to be sent in, etc.) before presenting myself for examination, and when and
where I ought to appear? Believe me

Yours truly,
Charles L. Dodgson
(M.A. and Student of Christ Church)

* Dodgson was ordained a deacon on December 22, 1861, but he never took priest’s
orders.



II. Alice and Photography

When the Dean of Christ Church, Thomas Gaisford, died in June 1855,
he was succeeded by Henry George Liddell, chaplain to Queen Victoria’s
husband, headmaster of Westminster School, and co-author with Robert
Scott of the formidable Greek Lexicon.

With the Dean and his Lexicon came his wife, a son, and three
daughters. The second daughter, Alice, became, in time, Lewis Carroll’s
“ideal child friend” and the model for the heroine of the fantasy that he
created, spontaneously, on July 4, 1862, when he and a fellow don,
Robinson Duckworth, took the three Liddell girls on a rowing party.

Actually the story almost never got recorded. It was put onto paper
only because, as Alice herself recalled in later years, *“on the next day I
started to pester him to write down the story for me.” She “kept going
on, going on at him” until he promised to set it down for her. The rest
is history.

Although we think of Carroll primarily in connection with the Alice
books, his interest in technological advances, and in gadgets generally,
made the camera an object that he wanted to possess and experiment
with. He bought one as early as 1856, when photography itself was still
in its infancy. For Carroll, taking good and careful pictures, pictures that
would please and delight for their sheer artistic qualities, became much
more than just 2 hobby; and to this day he keeps his place among the
important early photographic artists in all histories on the subject.

Carroll began by taking sittings of his family and friends and of his
university associates. But before long he moved on to London and other
venues with his cumbersome camera to photograph some of the
luminaries of his time. He managed to photograph the Terry family, the
Rossetti family, John Everett Millais and his family, his friends the
George MacDonalds, the Tennysons, John Ruskin, Prince Leopold,
Frederick the Crown Prince of Denmark, and various judges and
churchmen.

In time he turned to children and devoted himself to photographing
them. So successful was he that the historian of photography Helmut
Gernsheim has written that he was “‘the most outstanding photographer
of children in the nineteenth century.”

24
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To Lorina, Alice and Edith Liddell

Christmas 1861

Litlle maidens, when you look
On -this little story- book,
Reading with atlentive eve
Its enticing history,

Never think that hours of play
Are your only HOLTDAY,
And that in a HOUSE of joy
Lessons sexve but {o anngy:
I 1 any HOVUSE you find
Children of & genlle mind,
Each the others pleasing ever—

Each the others vexing never—

Daily work and pastime dady
In their order taking gaily —
Ther be very sure that they

Hive & Lfe of HOLIDAY.*

* This acrostic, in Dodgson’s own hand, appears on the front inner cover of a copy of
Catherine Sinclair’s Holiday House (1839, 2nd ed. 1856). On the fly-leaf Dodgson wrote:
“L. A. and E. Liddell/a Christmas gift/from C. L. Dodgson.”
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To Annie Rogers

2
My decar Annic, [? 1862]

I send you
A picture, which I hope will
B one that you will like to
C. If your Mamma should
D sire one like it, I could

E sily get her one. ) )
y8 Your affectionate friend,

C. L. Dodgson

To Hallam Tennyson”

Christ Church, Oxford
January 23, 1862
My dear Hallam,

Thank you for your nice little note. I am glad you liked the knife, and
I think it a pity you should not be allowed to use it “till you are older.”
However, as you are older now, perhaps you have begun to use it by this
time: if you were allowed to cut your finger with it, once a week, just a
little, you know, till it began to bleed, and a good deep cut every birthday,
[ should think that would be enough, and it would last a long time so. Only
[ hope that if Lionel ever wants to have his fingers cut with it, you will be
kind to your brother, and hurt him as much as he likes.

If you will send me word, some day, when your two birthdays are,
perhaps I may send him a birthday present, if I can only find something that
will hurt him as much as your knife: perhaps a blister, or a leech, or some-
thing of that sort.

Give him half my love, and take the rest yourself.

Your affectionate friend,
Chatles L. Dodgson

* The Poet Laureate’s younger son.
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To Tom Tay lor Christ Church, Oxford

December 20, 1863
Dear Sir,

Do you know Mr. Tenniel enough to be able to say whether he could
undertake such a thing as drawing a dozen wood-cuts to illustrate a child’s
book, and if so, could you put me into communication with him? The
reasons for which I ask (which however can be of but little intcrest if your
answer be in the negative) are that I have written such a tale for a young
friend, and illustrated it in pen and ink. It has been read and liked by so
many children, and I have been so often asked to publish it, that I have
decided on doing so. I have tried my hand at drawing on the wood, and
come to the conclusion that it would take much more time than I can afford,
and that the result would not be satisfactory after all. I want some figure-
pictures donc in pure outline, or nearly so, and of all artists on wood, I should
prefer Mr. Tenniel. If he should be willing to undertake them, I would send
him the book to look over, not that he should at all follow my pictures, but
simply to give him an idea of the sort of thing I want. I should be much
obliged if you would find out for me what he thinks about it, and remain

Very truly yours,
C. L. Dodgson

My address will be ““Croft Rectory, Darlington” till the end of the year,
and then “The Residence, Ripon”’ till the 15th.

To Robinson Duckworth’
Christ Church, Oxford
April 12, 1864
Dear Duckworth,

Will you dine with me in Hall on Thursday? or on Saturday? And should
you be disposed any day soon for a row on the river, for which I could
procure some Liddells as companions.

Ever truly yours,
C. L. Dodgson

* The popular and prolific dramatist, who later became editor of Punch, gave Dodgson
an introduction to John Tenniel, the Punch cartoonist.

t Then Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford, Duckworth was the other adult present on
the memorable river picnic in July 1862 when Dodgson first told the story of Alice in
Wonderland.
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To Mary MacDonald”™

Christ Church, Oxford
May 23, 1864
My dear Child,

It’s been so frightfully hot here that I've been almost too weak to hold a
pen, and even if I had been able, there was no ink - it had all evaporated into
a cloud of black steam, and in that state it has been floating about the room,
inking the walls and ceiling till they’re hardly fit to be seen: today it is
cooler, and a little has come back into the ink-bottle in the form of black
snow — there will soon be enough for me to writc and order those photo-
graphs your Mamma wants.

This hot weather makes me very sad and sulky: I can hardly keep my
temper sometimes. For instance, just now the Bishop of Oxford came in to
see me — it was a civil thing to do, and he meant no harm, poor man: but
I was so provoked at his coming in that I threw a book at his head, which
I am afraid hurt him a good deal (Mem: this isn’t quite true, so you needn’t
believe it. Don’t be in such a hurry to believe next time — I'll tell you why.
If you set to work to believe everything, you will tire out the believing-
muscles of your mind, and then you'll be so weak you won’t be able to
believe the simplest true things. Only last week a friend of mine sct to work
to believe Jack-the-giant-killer. He managed to do it, but he was so ex-
hausted by it that when I told him it was raining (which was true) he
couldn’t believe it, but rushed out into the street without his hat or umbrella,
the consequence of which was his hair got seriously damp, and one curl
didn’t recover its right shape for nearly 2 days. (Mem: some of that is not
quite true, I'm afraid.)) Will you tell Greville I am getting on with his
picture (to go into the oval frame, you know) and I hope to send it in a day
or two. Also tell your Mamma that I'm sorry to say none of my sisters are
coming to London this summer.

With my kind regards to your Papa and Mamma, and love to you and
the other infants, I remain

Your affectionate Friend,
Charles L. Dodgson

The only unlucky thing that happened to me last Friday was your writing
to me. There!

* Daughter of poet-novelist George MacDonald and his