
From Alice in Wonderland: 

ALICE: [Angrily] Why, how impolite of him. I asked him a civil question, and 

he pretended not to hear me. That's not at all nice. [Calling after him] I say, 

Mr. White Rabbit, where are you going? Hmmm. He won't answer me. And I 

do so want to know what he is late for. I wonder if I might follow him. Why 

not? There's no rule that I mayn't go where I please. I--I will follow him. 

Wait for me, Mr. White Rabbit. I'm coming, too! [Falling] How curious. I 

never realized that rabbit holes were so dark . . . and so long . . . and so 

empty. I believe I have been falling for five minutes, and I still can't see the 

bottom! Hmph! After such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling 

downstairs. How brave they'll all think me at home. Why, I wouldn't say 

anything about it even if I fell off the top of the house! I wonder how many 

miles I've fallen by this time. I must be getting somewhere near the center 

of the earth. I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny that 

would be. Oh, I think I see the bottom. Yes, I'm sure I see the bottom. I 

shall hit the bottom, hit it very hard, and oh, how it will hurt! 

 

MAD HATTER: If you knew Time as well as I do you wouldn’t talk about 

wasting it. It’s him. Of course you don’t know what I mean. I daresay you 

never even spoke to Time. What’s that? You beat time when you learn 

music? That accounts for it. He won't stand beating. Now, if you only kept on 

good terms with him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock. For 

instance, suppose it were nine o'clock in the morning, just time to begin 

lessons. You’d only have to whisper a hint to Time, and round goes the clock 

in a twinkling! Hands tripping over each other to half-past one, time for 

lunch! Now, you might say that you wouldn’t be hungry yet – but you could 

keep it at half-past one for as long as you like! 

 

From Peter Pan: 

Peter (male/female): Yes, Wendy, I know fairies! But, they’re nearly all dead 

now. You see, when the first baby laughed for the first time, the laugh broke 

into thousand of pieces and they all went skipping about, and that was the 

beginning of fairies. So, there ought to be a fairy for every boy and girl. 

There isn’t of course. You see children know such a lot now that soon they 

don’t believe in fairies. Every time a child says “I don’t believe in fairies,” 

somewhere a fairy falls down dead. I can’t think she is gone. Tinkerbell, 

Tink, where are you? 



From The Diary of Anne Frank: 

ANNE: Sometimes I see myself alone in a dungeon, without Father and 

Mother, or I’m roaming the streets, or the Annex is on fire, or they come in 

the middle of the night to take us away, and I know it could all happen soon. 

I see the eight of us in the Annex as if we were a patch of blue sky 

threatened by menacing black clouds. We’re surrounded by darkness and 

danger, and in our desperate search for a way out we keep bumping into 

each other. We look at the fighting below and the peace and beauty above, 

but we’re cut off by the dark mass of clouds and can go neither up nor 

down. It looms before us, an impenetrable wall. I can only cry out and 

implore, “Open wide. Let us out!” 

 

From Oliver Twist: 

THE ARTFUL DODGER: Then accommodated you shall be, me old mate. 

There’s a certain house – and I know a respectable old gentleman lives 

there, what’ll give you lodgings for nothing, and never ask for the change – 

this is – and that is, if any other gentleman what he knows introduces ya. 

And does he know me? I should say he does! Not arf he don’t – and some! 

But if I introduces someone it’s alright, on account of I happen to be a 

particular favourite of Mister Fagin . . . that’s his name – Mister Fagin. By 

the way if I’m introducing you to Fagin, I better know who you are – me old 

china plate. My name’s Jack Dawkins – better known among my more 

intimate friends as the Artful Dodger. 

 

From Tom Sawyer: 

TOM SAWYER: Well, if that ain't just like you, Huck Finn. Why, ain't you ever 

read any books at all?—Robin Hood, nor Ivanhoe, nor Henri IV, nor none of 

them heroes? Who ever heard of getting a prisoner loose in such an old-

maidy way as that? No; the way all the best people do it is to saw the bed-

leg in two, and leave it just so. Then, the night you're ready, fetch the leg a 

kick, down she goes; slip off your chain, and there you are. Nothing to do 

but hitch your rope ladder to the battlements, shin down it, break your leg in 

the moat--because a rope ladder is nineteen foot too short, you know--and 

there's your horses and your trusty vassals, and they scoop you up and fling 

you across a saddle, and away you go. I wish there was a moat to this 

cabin. If we get time, the night of the escape, we'll dig one. 

 



From The Secret Garden 

MARY LENNOX: It's odd—when I try to remember Mother's face, it's like 

looking in a foggy mirror. And when I think of my Ayah the fog clears. That's 

pathetic, don't you think? To remember a servant and not your own mother. 

But this portrait is so like her. It brings her back, as if Mother were right 

here - seated at her dressing table. I can almost hear the ghostly orchestra 

rehearsing in the ballroom. Mother loved to dance. She had so many 

beautiful gowns. I used to sneak into her room and study her reflection in 

the looking glass. I loved to see our faces in the mirror, side by side. 

Sometimes she'd let me try on one of her pretty jewels. She was always 

getting ready to leave. After everyone died, I went back to the looking glass 

to see if I could make her appear. Her name was Camellia, and she loved to 

pin flowers in her hair. 

 

COLIN: The springtime.  I was thinking that I’ve really never seen it 

before.  I scarcely ever went out, and when I did go, I never looked at it.  I 

didn’t even think about it.  That morning when you ran in and said ‘It’s 

come!  It’s come!’ you made me feel quite queer.  It sounded as if things 

were coming with a great procession and big bursts and wafts of music.  I’ve 

a picture like it in one of my books - crowds of lovely people and children 

with garlands and branches with blossoms on them,  everyone laughing and 

dancing and crowding and playing on pipes.  That’s why I said, ‘Perhaps we 

shall hear golden trumpets’ and told you to throw open the window. 

 

MARY:  Could you keep a secret, if I told you one?  It’s a great secret.  I 

don’t know what I should do if anyone found it out.  I believe I should 

die!  I’ve stolen a garden.  It isn’t mine.    It isn’t anybody’s.  Nobody wants 

it, nobody cares for it, nobody ever goes into it.  Perhaps everything is dead 

in it already; I don’t know.   And I don’t care, I don’t care!  Nobody has any 

right to take it from me when I care about it and they don’t.  They’re letting 

it die, all shut up by itself.  But it’s mine now! I don’t know anything about 

plants or flowers or the earth they grow in. But with my help, my little secret 

garden  will come back to life.  

 

 

 


