
 

 

 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

(Is that how I should address you?). I guess I should begin by introducing 

myself. I’m Alice. We’ve barely met, but I already have so many things to 

tell you... I could talk to you about my dear Dinah, the kindest little cat 

in the whole wide world! I love her so much! She’s so soft and skillful. 

Yesterday, she caught another mouse and… I know! I have an even  

better story to tell you! (I’ll add pictures to my diary, because a book 

without pictures – even a diary – is very sad. There, that’s  

me over there.) 

 

Today, I had a very curious adventure. I was in the garden with my  

sister and I was bored to death. Dinah had disappeared and no game 

could distract me. My head, full of stories and lessons recounted this  

morning, couldn’t find the imagination to keep me amused. ‘‘Alice, I said, 

a bit angry with myself, you are more imaginative than that. Think 

harder!” That’s when I saw him pass me by. My curiosity was suddenly 

piqued: a beautiful pink-eyed rabbit! 

 I’ll tell you the rest of the story later, right now my mother is calling 

me. It’s snack time! 

   



 

 

Diar Diary, 

 

Finally, I’m back! Phew, I ate way too much!   

A rabbit! It was a white rabbit I saw pass me by in the garden. He was about to 

disappear behind a bush when I heard him say: “I’m late, I’m late, I’m very very 

late!” He was looking at his watch and that’s when it hit me: Since when do 

rabbits carry a watch? 

I got up and followed him to his rabbit hole. At the bottom of the hole, I could 

see the rabbit in the distance. When I caught up to him, he had changed and 

was now wearing an elegant uniform. He looked at me and seemed to recognise 

me. He asked me… to get him a pair of gloves and a fan. He was addressing me 

in such an authoritative voice that I rushed to the little house nearby to find 

what he asked. This rabbit was quite demanding! 

While I was in the house, I saw a small bottle with a label saying “Drink me”. 

(Who am I to contradict such a well-written label?) I drank up and all of a 

sudden, I started to grow. The rabbit, surprised and frightened by my newfound 

height, lost his authoritative ways and started throwing rocks my way. As soon 

as they would hit the ground, though, the rocks would turn to little cakes. That’s 

when I thought: “If drinking made me grow, perhaps eating will make me 

shrink.” Indeed, a few cakes later, I was tiny and I was able to escape discretely 

through the garden. 

Now I was a miniature Alice and very confused. As I walked through the garden, 

I also met a caterpillar, but I’ll tell you about that encounter next time.  

 

   



 

 

 Dear Diary, 

 

It’s now time to continue my story. I was now tiny tiny, barely seven 

centimetres tall – can you imagine? I was trying to find my way through the 

garden, but everything seems so strange when you’re not used to seeing the 

world from the viewpoint of a mouse! I arrived close to a mushroom that was 

almost as big as me and noticed that smoke was coming out of it, but no! I had 

seen the mushroom but not what was above it. Sitting atop the mushroom was 

a caterpillar and the smoke was actually coming from his pipe! 

This caterpillar was all red, watching me silently as he sat arms  

crossed on his mushroom. Finally, with a sluggish and sleepy  

voice, he asked me who I was. What a question! I was Alice, of  

course! Or was I? After having grown, then shrunk, I wasn’t  

quite sure I still was myself. When I admitted my confusion to the  

caterpillar, he suddenly became stern and asked me to explain myself.  

I was starting to not quite like this caterpillar. The more I tried to clarify  

my situation, the more he would contradict me on every point.  

I pretended like I was about to leave. That’s when the caterpillar finally tried to 

help me a little. I guess he took pity on me. He told me that one side of his 

mushroom would make me grow, while the other would make me shrink. On 

that note, he disappeared in the high grass. I didn’t quite appreciate the 

caterpillar’s tone of voice, but what else could I do to try and find my usual 

height back? One little bite at a time, on one side of the mushroom then on the 

other, I finally returned to a normal height and continued on my way. This 

time, I bumped into a cat!  

     



 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

 As I was telling you, during my adventures I met a cat, but he had nothing to 

do with my dear little Dinah. While she has a sweet little face, he had a large 

grimace from ear to ear. Nevertheless, there was something slightly endearing 

about this sort of smile, but he also had sharp teeth and long claws, so I thought 

it wise to address him with utmost respect.  

  

The Cat informed me that everyone was mad in this country, even him. Yet, his 

conversation was very intelligent, so I decided to ask him for directions. He told 

me that if I turned right, I would find a hatter, and if I went to the left, I would 

meet a hare, both of whom were perfectly mad as well. I thanked him for his 

directions, not quite knowing which road to follow. Hatter or hare?  

  

When I turned around to ask the Cat another question, he had disappeared from 

the branch in the tree where he was perched. However, he reappeared right in 

front of me and asked, still grimacing, if I was going to play croquet at the 

Queen’s. Not having been invited, I answered no. He told me that I could find 

him there, and then he disappeared again, but slowly this time, starting from 

his tail. At the end, there was only his grimace left, hanging alone in the air, 

and I thought that I had often seen a cat without a grimace, but never a 

grimace without a cat. I found this quite amusing, but I had to keep going along 

my way. I decided to visit the hare first. Perhaps would he help me make sense 

of this extraordinary place?  

     



 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

How can I tell you what happened with the March Hare? In front of the house, 

there was a large table with different chairs all around. The table was quite 

large, but its three occupants were all sitting in a corner. There was the Hatter, 

the Hare, and a Lory. On the table there were a number of teacups and teapots. 

The Hatter and the Hare appeared to be engaged in an intense conversation, but 

when they saw me, they suddenly yelled out that there was no more room. And 

yet, there were plenty of empty seats at this table, so I sat down in  

a big armchair.  

 

The Hatter, who was wearing a large top-hat, was observing  

me attentively and finally he told me that my hair needed to  

be cut. I found him very impolite. One doesn’t say something like  

that right after meeting someone! When I pointed this out to  

him, he answered that I too was impolite for having sat  

down at their table with no invitation. I apologized,  

but he didn’t seem to want to hear it. He had a way of turning  

everything I said around; it was really annoying! 

 

Eventually, he changed the topic of conversation and asked me an enigma. I like 

riddles and I really tried to find an answer, but even he didn’t know it! 

I didn’t quite know what to make of this strange teatime with the mad Hatter 

(the Cheshire Cat had warned me!), the Lory, and the March Hare… whom I still 

haven’t introduced, for that matter. Dear Diary, it will have to be for another 

time! 

 

     



 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

So there I was, with the Hatter, the Hare, and the Lory around  

the table, having a cup of tea though I hadn’t yet taken a sip. They  

told me that it was always teatime here now that the Hatter had  

quarreled with Time and that he had left them  

so, always serving tea at six o’clock. A most frustrating situation, to  

be sure. The Hare had tried to repair the watch of the Hatter by  

covering it in butter, but to no avail (in fact, this did not seem like  

an excellent tactic, but I am no expert on Time)! 

What can I say about the Hare except that he always seemed to  

concur with his friend the Hatter? According to him, the Hare had become mad 

shortly before the month of March, just before Time abandoned them. Although 

my conversation with the Hatter concerned him, the Hare did not seem very 

interested by it and he asked me to tell them a story instead. I had to answer 

that regrettably I did not know any. No problem, the Hare suddenly woke up 

the Lory and asked him to tell us one.  

Yet, the Lory’s story seemed quite bizarre and I couldn’t help but ask all sorts of 

questions to try and understand. I quickly realized that my questions bothered 

the other guests. After a few rude comments on their part, I stood up and left 

the table. I was half hoping that they would ask me to come back, but they did 

not, so I left them with their never-ending tea and went on my way. 

Up until that point, I had met some extraordinary characters, but other 

adventures awaited still and I was about to meet the illustrious Queen of this 

strange and wonderful world. 

  



 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

As promised, here is a better account of the characters in the court of  

the Queen of Hearts. Of course, the Queen was accompanied by her King, a  

fearful man who would discretely temper his wife’s tantrums. How else could the 

King be with such a partner?  

Preceding their entrance into the garden, the Knave of Hearts would walk 

around carrying the crown on a cushion and he would see to all the official tasks 

in the castle. The King and Queen were also joined by their ten young children, 

all dressed in hearts. If you can count as well as me, dear Diary, you will have 

reached the conclusion that we had all the cards of a regular deck of playing 

cards. The courtiers, on the other hand, wore diamonds and the people from the 

castle, both guards and gardeners, wore clubs and spades. They all had long and 

flat bodies, with their hands and feet placed at the four corners. Also present 

amongst them were animals, such as the white rabbit I mentioned at the 

beginning of my story.  

As you will have made out already, logic is not the strong suit of this sort of 

company. That’s why, when they tried to hold a trial, accusing me of stealing 

pies (that I had never even seen!), they went about it in such confusion, wanting 

to sentence me before deliberating. I was so exasperated that my anger made 

me grow taller and taller until I found my normal height again. The court, after 

all, was simply a deck of playing cards, and I threw them up in the air and saw 

the little pieces of cardboard come down all around me. 

 And that’s when I woke up, on my sister’s lap. However, this isn’t the end of my 

adventures! I have a little idea that I will share next time… 

 

  



 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

 You remember that Queen I was telling you about? What a character! I met her 

in her garden, as she was scolding her gardeners because they had planted a 

white rosebush instead of a red one. White or red, don’t all rosebushes smell 

great? I understand, she was dressed all in red herself, like the queen of hearts 

in a deck of cards, but that shouldn’t have prevented her from appreciating 

white roses. 

 She barely let the gardeners explain themselves, and quickly proclaimed: “Off 

with their heads!” This seemed so excessive! For a Queen of Hearts, she had the 

tiniest one, to condemn someone over such a trivial thing.  

 When she turned toward me, I thought she was going to sentence me as well, 

but in fact, she invited me to a game of croquet. As I love the game, I readily 

accepted. I should have known better: in this land, nothing is what it seems. 

Instead of a ball, I had a hedgehog, and instead of a stick, a flamingo. The 

animals wouldn’t stay still and none of the players would follow the rules, so you 

can imagine the chaos of the game, interspersed by the Queen’s screams, 

irritated by everyone’s misconduct. By the end of the game, the only players left 

were the Queen and I, everyone else having been sentenced to decapitation. 

 I wondered how this kingdom could still have any subjects with such a queen! 

Noticing my sheepish look, the Jack of Hearts answered me: “Despite her 

hostility, the Queen has a very short memory. As soon as she turns her back, the 

King gives them all his pardon.” 

 Relieved by this answer, I started taking a closer look at the members of this 

court,    all of whom were at the Queen of Hearts’ beck and call. I will tell you 

more        next time. 

  

 



 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

Last time, I told you about an idea I had. Indeed, although I really enjoy sharing 

my adventures with you, as I mentioned already, I prefer SEEING what is being 

told to me, and images don’t quite suffice. 

  

I would like to share the magic of my trip to Wonderland with other children, so 

that we might laugh and have fun together. I would love to organize an event, 

but an event just for children. Do you think it’s possible?  

 

There would be symphonic music, dancing, and surprises. I could tell them the 

story of my extraordinary adventure and introduce all the curious characters I 

met along the way.   

 

I will speak to Mother and Father, and I am certain that they will let us 

organise this party. You have my word, it will be spectacular! 

 

Dear Diary, do you think the children will come? I so wish to meet them. 

Perhaps we might become great friends? 

 

Now, I have lots to do if I want to welcome them properly at the Maison 

symphonique de Montréal!  

 

Farewell, dear Diary. You were a valued confidante, but I 

will soon have new friends! 
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