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Alice in Blunderland John Kendrick Bangs

The Duchess read it carefully; her face paled, and she too 
stamped her foot.
“I’ll see about this, she roared angrily, and in a moment she 
had gone, slamming the door so hard behind her that the 
building fairly shook. A moment later Alice followed, and in 
a short time was bounding down the stairway as fast as her 
little legs would carry her toward freedom, when all of a sud-
den she tripped and began to fall—down, down, down—O, 
would she never stop! And then, bump! Her fall was over, and 
strange to relate the little maid found herself sitting on the 
floor back in her own nursery in her own real home, with her 
mother bending over her.
“Dear me, Alice,” said her mother. “I hope you haven’t hurt 
yourself.”

“Why-Have I—I Really Fallen?”

“No,” said Alice. “Why—have I—I really fallen?”
“You most certainly have—off the sofa,” laughed her mother. 
“Where have you been?” she added. “In Wonderland again?”
“No,” said Alice. “In Blunderland—this time.”
Which struck her father, when he heard the story of her ad-
ventures later, as a very apt and descriptive title for the M. O. 
Country.

“Seizing Her By The Arm”

The child ran toward the door, but the Duchess was too quick 
for her, seizing her by the arm.
“Let me go!” shrieked Alice.
“Never,” snapped the Duchess.
And then the little girl thought of the piece of paper the 
White Knight had given her.
“I guess that will make you change your mind,” she said, 
handing the injunction to her captor.


