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﻿Location 1 

"You expect me to go down a rabbit hole?" Alice asks. "An actual hole. Not even a metaphorical one."

She looks up from the burrow's entrance and seems to notice you for the first time.

You clear your throat. "Well… it is traditional," you say.

Alice folds her arms. "I know Wonderland’s supposed to be strange, but this? This is a cliché. Do you really think I’m going to crawl into the dirt like some storybook character?"

She looks at the hole once more.

The burrow is carpeted with grasses and lined with dried leaves. It smells of earth and rabbit droppings. And yes, it is small. But not that small.

Alice crouches down, moving with the casual certainty of a young woman who has already outgrown fairy tales.

"Well? What do you think?" she asks. "Would I even fit?"

To say, "I think that you would," go to Location 32.

To say, "Maybe it's not a good idea," go to Location 41.

To say, "There is a path," go to Location 101.




Location 2

Alice looks at you with a baffled expression.

Then she looks at the rabbit hole, and back to you.

She looks down, as if expecting to see something below you. Then looks back at you and says, "I really don't understand."

"You're supposed to jump," she says. "Down the hole." She points. "It's how these things are done. Usually. That's what it says on my page, anyway." She pats her pockets as if searching for a script. "But you didn't. You didn't follow the instructions at all."

She pauses, her head tilted, as if listening to a distant, unheard music. "This is all terribly... linear. But it's not supposed to be. go to Location 125, and you sit down at the table. go to Location 39, and you find yourself falling through a tunnel of light. And so on, and so forth, until you get the thing you're supposed to get or find the place you're supposed to be." She frowns. "You're not doing that. You're just... I don't know..."

She steps closer and lowers her voice, as though sharing a secret. "Do you know how this works? I think you do. I think you're the one turning the pages. Only, I'm not sure you're holding the book right. So, for the sake of clarity... and my sanity... could we please start over properly?"

She gestures toward the rabbit hole again, her expression a mixture of hope and utter confusion.




Location 3

"OK, there is something strange going on here," Alice says. "This is not at all what is supposed to be happening."

You look at her. You look at the rabbit hole. You look back at her.

"I think you are the one who is confused," you say.

"Me?" Alice says. "Confused? I am not confused. I know exactly where I am, and what I am doing. I'm in a story. You're the one who seems to be lost."

"I'm not lost," you say. "I'm right here."

"Are you?" Alice asks. "Are you really?" She looks you up and down.

Surprisingly, you glance down at yourself. You look normal. At least, you think you do.

"I am right here," you say, a little more forcefully than you intended.

"Of course you are," Alice says. "You're always right where you are. But where are you supposed to be?" She taps her foot impatiently.

"Where am I supposed to be?" you finally ask.

"You're supposed to be down the rabbit hole," Alice says, pointing.

"Why?" you ask.

"Because that's where the story is," Alice says, exasperated.




Location 4

Alice looks at you with a stern expression on her face.

"You didn't make a decision on that last page, did you," she says.

"Erm… well…" You frantically search for some words to say. "Err, no," you finally admit.

Alice's face lights up in delight.

"Cool," she exclaims. "Now we're in the hyper-text."

"Hypertext?" you ask. "Like a web page?" you look around and notice that the landscape around you has become pixellated and is made up of ones and zeroes.

"Yes," she replies. "This means we can go wherever you want to go!"

Alice waves her arms and a giant menu appears in front of you. "Go ahead," she says. "Pick a place you want to go. You have complete control of the story."

"I do?" you sincerely doubt that is the case.

"Pick any page to turn to," Alice says. "There are no choices to choose from on this page."

You look at her, unsure as to what she is suggesting.

"You could go to any page at all," Alice says, helpfully.

You hesitate.

"Or you could turn back to the previous page," Alice suggests.

You consider what to do.

"I hear Location 69 is nice this time of year," Alice says.

"I thought you said I didn't have any choices," you say.

"You don't have any choice," Alice smiles. "You have every choice."

Alice stands back, looking at you with an expectant smile, waiting to see where you will take her.




Location 5

"Wow," Alice says. "You are really stuck on this whole reading the book sequentially, aren't you?"

"Well, what other way would you read a book?" you ask.

"Well, not that I'd ever put words in your mouth, but you could start to make some decisions. Let's say, hypothetically, you decided that I should have said that we were looking for the rabbit. Then we would be able to go to Location 71."

"But we aren't looking for a rabbit, so I can't say that," you point out.

Alice sighs. "I suppose you can't. In that case, let's go to the tea party. We can sit down and have some tea, and then maybe you will understand. go to Location 203."

"But..." You really don't feel like going to a tea party.

"Do not flip forward to Location 6!!!" Alice shouts, as she sees your finger hesitating in the air.




Location 6

"Oh, you are incorrigible," Alice snaps. "Well, if you are not going to play the game properly then, I see no point playing at all."

Alice stamps her foot in frustration. Then turns and walks away.

You stand frozen to the spot as you watch her disappear.

That is, she literally disappears, slowly fading from existence, leaving a slowly dissipating fog of annoyance hanging in the air where she once stood.

You are dead.

At this point I would normally thank you for playing the game, and suggest you go back to the start and try again.

But based on the logs of your last playthrough I am guessing you would just end up at this Location once again, so what would be the point of that?

So, you might as well just go to the next Location and continue your linear exploration of this wonderland.

Who knows, maybe your way might be the better way in the end.




Location 7

You tilt your head back, a motion that feels oddly heavy in this place where gravity seems to have taken a holiday, and scan the peculiar sky above you for any sign of direction. Birds dart through the impossible lavender and mint green stars, their wings catching light that seems to bend around their feathers in ways that make your eyes water. You watch their flight path with the expectation of finding north or south, east or west, any reasonable vector to guide your next steps, only to realize with a jolt that travels down your spine that the birds are flying sideways. Not turning sideways, not banking in the wind, but moving horizontally as if some invisible force has tilted the very concept of up and down, their bodies rigid against the perpendicular while their wings beat against air that doesn't seem to follow the rules you thought you understood.

Then you suddenly realize that Alice is nowhere to be seen. Her voice still echoes in your ears, the words "look with your other senses" lingering like the aftertaste of something both sweet and sharp, but the space she occupied moments ago is empty.

You find yourself touching the spot where she stood, your fingers meeting nothing but the damp chill of the mist that seems to have thickened in her absence, curling around your ankles like curious cats made of vapor.

You call her name. But the only answer is the creak of trees bending in unnatural ways and the rustle of leaves that seem to whisper her name back to you in languages you cannot quite understand.

To take the path to the right, go to Location 28.

To take the path to the left, go to Location 140.

You won't look up to see which way the birds are flying again.




Location 8

You feel Alice grab your ankle.

But instead of arresting your fall, she comes with you.

"Weeeeeeee," she says. "This is fun."

You are about to tell her that it is not fun when you hit the ground.

"Cool!" Alice exclaims, as she lands lightly on her feet beside your prone body.

You climb to your feet and look around to find yourself in a small, windowless room with a low ceiling and a door. There is a lamp on the floor and a key on a table. Attached to the key is a label that says, "Take me."

"Well, that was fun," Alice says. "And we saved a lot of time, for I do believe we have arrived in the Duchess' house already."

"The Duchess's house?" you ask.

"Yes, the Duchess's house," Alice replies. "Where else would we be?"

"I thought we were in a random windowless room," you reply.

"Yes," Alice says. "But the windowless room is in the basement of the Duchess's house. So we are in the Duchess's house."

You look at Alice for a moment, and then nod.

"That makes sense," you say. "But how did we get here?"

You think about that for a moment.

To have a moment of existential angst, go to Location 185.

To say "I'm sure I will figure it out in the end," go to Location 255.

To just keep following the story, and stop asking so many questions, go to Location 233.




Location 9

"Let's go to the tea party," Alice says.

She sets off at a quick pace, and you hurry to follow after her.

Ahead of you, you see a long table set with fine china, silver, and crystal. A cake, some bread, a bowl of sugar cubes, and a tea pot are all on the table. There is a tall man, wearing a strange hat, holding a teacup in one hand, and a teapot in the other. An anthropomorphized hare sits beside hom, As does a sleeping dormouse. They all sit side by side at a table that could easily fit a dozen people, or more.

Alice is walking straight towards the group, a determined look on her face. The hare looks up at you, and then whispers something to the tall man, who chuckles in response.

Alice walks up to the table, and the hare and the man in the hat look at her.

"Hello," Alice says. "My name is Alice. I'm sorry to interrupt, but I was wondering if I could ask you for directions."

"Of course!" the Hare says, standing. "I would be delighted to give you directions."

"Oh, thank you," Alice says. "You see, we're trying to find the Duchess's house."

"We are?" you ask, surprised.

"Well, yes," Alice says, turning to you. "Isn't that where we're supposed to be going?"

You pause to consider. It's possible that Alice is right.

"Don't you remember?" Alice asks.

You really don't.

To say, "I'm not sure," go to Location 11.

To say, "I'm pretty sure that's not where we're going," go to Location 45.

To say, "I don't know, but we should have some tea and cake," go to Location 63.




Location 10

The glass slips from your fingers, lowly tumbling to the ground, as if in slow motion.

When it hits, it does not shatter. Instead, it bounces on the marble floor with a sound like a single, lonely xylophone note, then rolls in a perfect circle, spilling not liquid, but a handful of shimmering, silver moths. They flutter upward, their metallic wings catching the chandelier light before vanishing into the dark rafters.

A hush falls over the immediate area. The music seems to stutter. The woman in the red sequined mask stares at you, her painted lips slightly parted.

You have a sudden feeling of impending doom.

"Did you just..." she begins, her voice a low hum.

But the hum fades as everything dissolves around you, not into darkness, but into a swirling vortex of color, sound, and sensation. The ballroom blurs, the faces of the guests stretching into distorted masks, the music warping into a single, sustained note that vibrates through your very bones.

You fall through this chaos, not up or down, but sideways, through what feels like the seam of a story being unstitched.

Eventually you feel soft leather against your back.

You open your eyes, and find yourself in a small, cramped room lined with bookshelves filled with books whose titles change as you try to read them.

Looking around you see Alice sitting in an armchair. She wears a simple dress of dark grey wool, its high collar and fitted waist giving her an air of stern authority. Her hair is pulled back in a severe bun, and she holds a fountain pen like a weapon. A notebook rests on her lap.

"Clumsy," she says, making a note in her book. "Very clumsy. I'm afraid I'll have to mark you as dead." She looks up at you, her expression unreadable. "Please turn back to Location 1 and try again."




Location 11

"I’m not sure," you tell Alice. The Duchess’s house doesn’t sound quite right, but you can’t think of a better idea.

"Ah yes," the Hare says. "The Duchess’s house. I can give you directions."

"Oh, perfect," Alice says, smiling.

"Of course," the Hare replies. "First you must go to Humpty Dumpty’s house. Then you take an egg beater, beat the eggs until frothy, add milk, vanilla, sugar..."

Alice frowns. "Those aren’t directions. That’s a recipe."

"Oh, I assure you they are," says the Hare.

Alice sighs. "I asked for directions, not cake."

The Hare waves a paw. "It comes to the same thing."

Alice throws up her hands. "Well, this is a waste of time." She turns to you, exasperated.

To sit down and pour yourself a nice cup of tea, go to Location 125.

To say, "OK, lead the way," go to Location 99.

To say, "I know where we should go," go to Location 77.




Location 12

But before the mist can envelop you, two burly men dressed in sharp suits appear as if by magic.

"Well, what do we have here, Tweedledum," one of the men says sarcastically, as he pulls a bunch of zip ties from the pocket of his suit.

"It appears to be the Reader holding up the progress of the story, Tweedledee," the second man replies, as he pulls a hood out of the pocket of his suit.

Before you can do anything, Tweedledum pulls the hood over your head, and Tweedledee zip-ties your wrists together. Then you are lifted bodily, and carried away.

To struggle, and shout for help, go to Location 290.

To go limp and allow the men to carry you where they want, go to Location 290.

To try and estimate the direction and count the number of steps you walk, go to Location 290.




Location 13

"Why do you always choose the forest?" Alice asks with a knowing smile.

"Always?" you reply.

Alice does not respond. She simply steps in front of you and takes both your hands in hers. "I want you to close your eyes and take a little jump with me," she says.

"Jump?" you are full of insightful questions today.

"Perhaps a jump of faith," Alice says. "Now, on three."

You nod, not wanting to ask yet another question.

"One. Two. Three."

You take a little jump as Alice lets go of your hands.

But when you open your eyes, you find yourself in a thick and dark forest.

You are standing alone at a crossroads. Three narrow paths branch out before you, each vanishing into the shadowed forest. There are no signs, no landmarks, and not even a whisper of which way Alice might have gone.

To take the path to the right, go to Location 28.

To take the path to the left, go to Location 140.

To go straight ahead, go to Location 253.




Location 14

"How do you 'unwrite' an ending?" you ask.

"Well, that's kind of hard to explain," Alice says. "But, as a writer, if you feel like the story has gone down the wrong path, you sort of have to loop it around on itself."

"Loop it around on itself?" you ask, puzzled.

"Yes," Alice replies. But she seems to notice that you don't understand. "Let me show you."

Alice walks over to a rabbit hole you hadn't noticed before. "For instance," Alice squats down beside the hole. "Do you think I should jump into this hole?"

"That sounds like a trick question," you say.

"Aren't all questions tricks?" Alice asks.

"Are they?" you respond.

"Of course they are," Alice answers. She looks around. "But if you think that a rabbit hole is a bit clichéd, we could always take a different path."

Alice gestures to a path that meanders through the forest.

To say, "Well, I suppose you could always jump down the rabbit hole." go to Location 32.

To suggest taking the path, go to Location 97.

Sometimes you wish that Alice could choose, but that option is not available to you.




Location 15

You sit down with your back against the tree and close your eyes. You forget all about Alice. You forget all about the story. You become as one with the universe.

Until a gruff voice interrupts your meditation.

"Well, well, well. What do we have here, Tweedledee?" a voice like gravel says.

You open your eyes to see a burly man dressed in a sharp suit grinning down at you.

"It looks like the Reader, Tweedledum," another voice says.

You look to the side and see another burly man dressed in another sharp suit grinning down at you.

"Now, fellows..." you start to say.

But the men pull you to your feet. And before you can catch your breath, they put a hood over your head and fasten your hands behind your back.

Then you are lifted bodily and carried through the forest and into a building.

To struggle and fight against them, go to Location 290.

To kick them in the shins and stamp on their feet, go to Location 290.

To try and estimate the direction and the number of steps you are carried, go to Location 290.




Location 16

"A song?" you ask. "How will that help?"

"Oh, you know," Alice says. "Songs are good for anything."

She clears her throat and sings, her voice oddly steady in the rushing air:

"I love the merry sunshine,

and the jolly, jolly grass."

The words hang strangely in the sky, and you do feel yourself slowing. The darkness lifts just enough for shapes to emerge below.

"Is that a cat?" you ask. "And people sitting at a table?"

"A picnic?" Alice squints. "It looks like tea."

Before you can puzzle it out, a buzzing fills the air. A squadron of tiny biplanes swoops around you. Inside each cockpit sits a monkey in goggles and a leather jacket. One salutes crisply, then mimes a crash, then an exaggerated sip of tea.

"I think he wants us to go to that tea party," you say.

Alice nods. "Good. Because I’m starving."

The monkeys circle round you and begin to swoop down and away. You and Alice follow, speeding up a little, and drifting to the side. The ground is much closer now, and you can see the people at the party, and the great long table they're at. One of the people at the table is gesturing grandly at the other two.

To ask "But how do we get down?" go to Location 20.

To reach out and grab a biplane, go to Location 65.

Or you could sing a song to pass the time. go to Location 81.




Location 17

You are falling. You are falling into a psychedelic maelstrom of swirling colors and strange textures.

You blink and find yourself in a room with white walls and white furniture. The couch, the chairs, and the coffee table are all white, and seem to be made of plastic.

Sitting on the couch is a giant caterpillar.

You gulp, wondering what you have done now.

"You broke the flow of time and space," the giant caterpillar says.

It pauses, as worry gnaws at your stomach.

"I can't blame you," the caterpillar continues. "It is a terrible burden. The worst, in fact, there is. Is it any wonder that you should seek escape? Even for a moment?"

"I'm sorry," you say, not sure how to respond to that.

"It is fine," the caterpillar replies. "I understand. But I must tell you, you will have to go back."

"Back?" you ask, not sure where it is that you will be going back to.

"Oh, yes. Back you must go." The caterpillar searches around in the cushions of the sofa it is sitting on and then pulls out a hookah.

"But..." You look around, as if expecting your choices to be listed for you. "What Location should I go to next?"

The caterpillar takes a long drag from its hookah. "I would suggest that you go to Location 78," it says, speaking in a cloud of thick smoke. "But I will be surprised if you do."

And with that, you are falling again. Falling into a psychedelic maelstrom of swirling colors, floating disembodied heads, and... dancing bears?

To go to Location 78, go to Location 78.

You feel like you could go to any Location in the story, but that might be quite confusing.

To just keep falling and see where that takes you, go to Location 57.




Location 19

You follow slowly behind Alice, looking all around as you go. But as you walk down the narrow trail the light gets darker and more foreboding, and you start to get an uneasy feeling.

Then you suddenly realize that Alice is nowhere to be seen.

You call her name. But the only answer is the creak of trees and the rustle of leaves.

You press forward anyway, but the path twists strangely. It turns left, then right, then somehow doubles back on itself. Before you know it, you stumble and trip, rolling forward into some brambles (it's always brambles) and out the other side.

You pull yourself to your feet and look around.

You are totally alone.

Lost alone in a forest. It seems a bit clichéd. Which means either the author is a rank amateur who has never written a book before in their life, or is an unrecognized genius who can subvert any cliché with understated irony.

Personally, I suspect the former over the latter.

"Socrates," you say to yourself, then look around in case anyone has caught you talking out loud to yourself.

Luckily no one has.

You now find yourself at a crossroads.

A literal crossroads, that is.

To take the path to the north, go to Location 28.

To take the path to the south, go to Location 140.

To take the path to the east, go to Location 253.

I know that crossroads traditionally have four roads, but do you really want to go west?




Location 20

“But how do we get down?” you ask, peering about for a rope, a ladder, a trapdoor, even.

“I thought we were closer to the ground already,” Alice says, frowning.

“So did I,” you admit.

You and Alice drift there, suspended as though the sky has forgotten about gravity. It feels almost calm until, without warning, the air gives out beneath you. Your stomach lurches as the world rushes up. You and Alice plummet side by side, her scream tangled with your own, hair whipping and eyes watering in the wind.

And just when you’re certain this is the sort of story that ends abruptly on page 20, the fall stops. Not with a crash, not with a splat, but with a most undignified bounce.

You and Alice sprawl on the grass of a sunlit field. The ground is warm, and the air smells faintly of biscuits and tea.

Alice groans, brushing leaves from her hair. “Well,” she mutters, “that could have been worse.”

You sit up. In the distance comes the sound of laughter, and the mouthwatering aroma of cakes and tea. A forest looms on the other side, cool and green and full of shadows.

To head towards the source of the sounds and smells, go to Location 9.

To head towards the forest, go to Location 51.

To just keep sitting there, go to Location 103.




Location 21

You believe her, and perhaps it's for the best. The alternative, doubting your only guide in this place, is too exhausting to consider. You follow the sway of her shoulders, the confident placement of her bare feet on what you swear is thin air.

"I have a system," Alice says conversationally, as if reading your thoughts. "The moss grows thickest on the north side of the tree trunks. The birdsong to the left is always half a beat behind the real song, a sort of echo from yesterday. You just have to know how to listen."

"I see," you say, not really seeing at all.

You're so busy trying to listen to yesterday's birdsong that you fail to notice where you're stepping. Your foot sinks into something soft and yielding. A mud puddle, you think, but when you look down, it's not mud at all. It's a puddle of words, swirling in a black, inky pool. You catch the phrase "And then they all lived happily ever after" before it dissolves.

"Oh," Alice says, not sounding particularly surprised. "We've strayed into an ending. How careless."

To try to scrape the words off your shoe, go to Location 80.

To pull your foot out and continue with the story, go to Location 122.

To wish for a happy ending, read a different book.




Location 22

"What if the key isn't lost?" you ask.

Alice's breath catches. Her fingers, which had been tracing the pattern of a key on her own dress, freeze mid-motion.

"What a strange thing to say," she whispers, her eyes darting toward the approaching Duchess. "A fanciful thought. A storybook notion."

She turns back to you, her gaze so intense it feels like a physical touch. "But do go on."

The key in your pocket feels heavier, a sudden, tangible weight against your leg. You slide your hand into your pocket, your fingers closing around the cold, intricate metal. It's real. You're sure of it.

Alice's eyes follow the movement of your hand. A slow smile spreads across her face, sharp and brilliant and dangerous. "Well, now," she says. "This changes everything."

You might feel like taking this conversation to a more private place, but as you look around all you see is the enormous ballroom filled with revellers.

To show Alice the key, go to Location 59.

To leave the key in your pocket, go to Location 89.




Location 23

"No, we are trying to get to the Duchess’s house," Alice says.

"Ah," the March Hare says. "Well, if I were you and wanted to get to the Duchess' house, I wouldn't be starting from here."

"Oh." Alice looks puzzled. "So where would you start from?"

"Well," the March Hare says. "I'd start from the beginning."

"A very good place to start," the Hatter adds.

"From the beginning of the story," Alice says. "Of course. That's what you meant." She turns to you, "go to Location 1 to start this story again."

For you to say, "What? But I have been reading this book for ages." go to Location 288.

For Alice to add, "There is no time to lose," go to Location 1.

To go to Location 1 as instructed, go to Location 1.




Location 24

"That is so deep," you say as you close your eyes and drift off.

Eventually you feel soft leather against your back.

You open your eyes and find yourself in a small, cramped room lined with bookshelves. The books upon them bear titles that whisper themselves into being, before vanishing like mist on morning windows.

Looking around, you see Alice sitting in an armchair. She is wearing a vintage velvet smoking jacket the color of deep midnight blue, paired with tailored black trousers that fall perfectly to her ankles. On her feet are simple leather loafers in dark brown. A notebook rests on her lap, and she holds a fountain pen with an air of contemplation as she regards you.

"Well, that was certainly a very mellow ending," she says.

"I suppose," you reply, though you find the words drifting oddly, as if spoken by someone else entirely.

"Even so," Alice continues. "I'm afraid I will have to mark you as dead." She writes briefly in the notebook. "And ask you to go to Location 1 to try again."




Location 25

You stick your head in the rabbit hole. It is dark, and damp, and smells funny.

Feeling like you have achieved nothing, you are just about to pull your head out when the ground beneath you gives way.

You find yourself falling. But before you can even take a breath to scream, you land on a hard, stone floor.

You open your eyes and find yourself in a room. It is a small room, with a low ceiling, and a door. The room is illuminated by a bare bulb hanging from the ceiling. There is a key on the floor, right in front of your face. Attached to the key is a label that says, "Take me."

You scramble quickly to your feet.

"Oh, there you are," Alice says, as if appearing out of nowhere.

"It seems like forever since you left me." Alice gives you a puzzled look. "Or did I leave you?"

She shakes her head and shrugs. "Anyway, you are here now."

"Yes, I suppose I am," you say, looking around. "But, where is here?"

"The Duchess's house," Alice replies. "Where else would we be?"

"It looks like a storage room," you reply.

"Yes," Alice says. "But the storage room is in the Duchess's house."

Alice looks at you expectantly.

"That makes sense," you say. "But how did I get here?"

You think about that for a moment.

To have a moment of existential angst, go to Location 185.

To say "I'm sure I will figure it all out in the end," go to Location 255.

To just keep following the story, and stop asking so many questions, go to Location 233.




Location 26

Yeah, right. An uneventful walk to the Duchess’s house? Not in this book.

Except that is exactly what happens. You and Alice cross the wide field without anything happening, and soon the Duchess’s house stands in stately pride right in front of you. The doors of its grand entrance are wide open, a flood of color and music spilling out. A string quartet plays on the steps, though one musician seems to be asleep.

Guests are arriving from every direction. A carriage pulled by six white stags glides to a halt beside a steam-powered omnibus. A knight on horseback dismounts next to a woman stepping out of a hot air balloon basket. A glittering sports car purrs up the drive, narrowly avoiding a pumpkin coach.

All of them are masked. Feathered masks, jeweled masks, masks shaped like animals and angels and things with too many eyes. Their costumes are even more outrageous: ball gowns that sparkle like galaxies, uniforms that never existed outside a fever dream, armor made of glass.

Alice takes it all in with a grimace. "Of course it’s a masquerade. And of course nobody told me."

You glance down at yourself, then at Alice. Ordinary clothes. Not a mask between you. You feel very, very underdressed.

To stride up and walk through the main door, go to Location 53.

To slip away and sneak around the back, go to Location 147.

To find your way blocked by security, go to Location 273.




Location 27

The whale sort of bobs up and down, and sideways a little, but it doesn't seem to be going anywhere.

But, after a minute or two, the ground gets a lot closer, and a lot less blurry.

And then the whale flips its flipper, and you fall to the ground with a thump.

Alice lands lightly on both feet beside you. She smiles and holds out a hand to help you up. You take her hand, and she pulls you to your feet.

"I hope you had a nice flight," Alice says, giving you a wink.

"Well, it was a little bumpy at the end," you say, "but I can't really complain."

"I'll take that as a compliment," Alice says. "And I suppose we should get going."

"Where to?" you ask.

"To the Duchess's house, of course," Alice says. "I mean, that's where I need to get to."

"Why?" you ask.

"Because," Alice says, "that's where we need to go. That's where the story takes us. And we have to follow the story."

"But why?" you ask, again.

"Because," Alice says, her voice growing louder and more agitated, "that's where we need to go. That's where the story takes us. And we have to follow the story."

You are starting to wonder if Alice might have a few issues that need to be worked out.

To say, "I'm not so sure I want to follow the story." go to Location 223.

To say, "You are right, of course." go to Location 109.

For some inciting incidence to happen, go to Location 183.




Location 28

As you follow the path, the forest does not seem to be as dark as you imagined it would be. After a couple of minutes of walking you can see that you are coming to a clearing.

You reach the edge of the clearing just as the sun breaks out from whatever dark clouds had been hiding it. And you feel like it's going to be a bright, sunshiny day.

You are standing in a small glade. There is a large tree at the center of the glade. You walk towards the tree. As you get closer, you see that there is a large hole at the base of the tree. It is a rabbit hole. You look down into the hole. It is deep and dark, and you cannot see the bottom.

"Hello," you call into the hole.

"Hello," a voice calls back. The voice is very faint and full of echos.

"Who are you?" you ask.

"I'm Alice," the voice replies. "Who are you?"

"I'm the Reader," you reply.

"Oh, good," Alice replies. "Please come down. I can't go on without you."

"Are you sure I should come down?" you ask. "Can't you come up?"

"No," Alice replies. "I can't. Please come down."

You think about what to do next.

To jump down the hole, go to Location 171.

To walk into the surrounding trees and undergrowth, go to Location 163.

To sit down and enjoy the sunshine, go to Location 15.




Location 29

You take the glass and give the woman a grateful nod. The drink is clear, harmless looking, almost inviting.

You raise it to your lips and take a careful sip.

The liquid hits your tongue with the taste of mint, metal, and something that reminds you uncomfortably of licking a battery. Your stomach drops. Your vision wobbles.

You feel yourself growing taller than the house, while at the same time shrinking smaller than a mouse.

The two sensations wrestle with each other as everything twists inside you.

It is as if someone has grabbed hold of your insides and given them a brisk, unnecessary rearrangement.

A wave of nausea rolls through you. You close your eyes, certain that if you don’t, you will definitely see something you’re not prepared to see.

Silence envelops you.

Eventually you feel soft leather against your back.

You open your eyes to find yourself in a small, cramped room. It is lined with bookshelves filled with imaginary books that contain the meaning of life.

Looking around you see Alice sitting in an armchair. She is dressed in a long blue dress and sensible black shoes. A notebook rests on her lap, and she is holding a pen as she regards you.

"Well, that was certainly a very potent drink," she says.

"Was it?" you ask.

Alice just smiles at you. "I'm afraid I will have to mark you as dead." She writes briefly in the notebook. "And ask you to go to Location 1 to try again."




Location 30

Alice's face crumples like a paper map being deliberately wadded into a ball. A small, choked noise escapes her throat. "Useless," she whispers, the word swallowed by the party's din. Then she turns and bolts, a flash of pale fabric disappearing into the swirling kaleidoscope of the crowd.

You push after her, muttering apologies as you bump against a man with a birdcage for a head and a woman whose dress is made entirely of playing cards. The colors of the ballroom intensify, bleeding into one another like wet ink. A waltz begins, but the music stretches and distorts, the notes elongating into wailing sirens.

The psychedelic riot of color deepens. Gold becomes liquid, flowing over the floor. The sapphire of a guest's cape billows out, filling the room like an ocean. You reach out to steady yourself, your hand passing through a column that dissolves into a swarm of iridescent butterflies.

You're lost, spinning in a universe made of spilled paint and broken melodies. Alice is gone. The ballroom is gone. There is only the overwhelming, spiraling color.

You close your eyes and fall…

… into a small, cramped room, lined with bookshelves. The books upon them bearing titles that whisper themselves into being, before vanishing like mist on morning windows.

Looking around you see Alice sitting in an armchair. She wears a dress the color of twilight, with tiny silver sequins scattered across the skirt like constellations. The bodice is embroidered with golden thread in patterns of keys and clockwork gears that seem to turn when you look away. A notebook rests on her lap and she holds a pen as she regards you.

"That was unexpected," Alice says.

"It was," you agree.

"But you are still dead." Alice writes briefly in her notebook. "I'm afraid I shall have to ask you to rego to Location 1."




Location 31

"It’s hard to tell," you admit. The chessboard pulses with noise and color. Cheerleaders bounce in strict formation, bishops flick their trench coats, unicorns wheeze under the weight of their riders. None of it looks sensible. None of it looks fair.

Alice frowns, squinting at the chaos. "Tweedledee!" she calls suddenly.

And as if summoned by the word, two burly men in sharp suits step out from the trees. They clearly don’t belong here. Their black shoes clack against the sun-hot stone squares, and the cheerleaders shuffle aside, pretending not to see them.

"Your mother has been looking for you," one of the men says, voice low and gravelly.

Alice lifts her chin. "I’m in the middle of something."

"You will come with us," the other insists, reaching for her arm.

Alice presses closer to you, her grip on your arm almost hurting. The second man watches you now, one eyebrow arched in silent challenge.

To back Alice up and attack the second man, go to Location 73.

To pull Alice away and flee into the forest, go to Location 161.

To do nothing and watch as the men take her away, go to Location 294.




Location 32

Alice sighs, and then grins a bit. "Well, I suppose I could."

She looks at you, her grin turning mischievous. "But, if I'm going to do this... I'm not going to do it alone." She grabs your hand and, before you have time to react, she leaps in.

You just have time to yelp, and then you're falling into the dark alongside Alice.

Alice laughs as you both fall into the darkness. "You’re never too old to indulge a cliché," she says, clearly amused by the fall.

You are not sure that you agree.

"Look," Alice says, pointing, "There's the ground. We should be hitting it any moment now. Any moment. Now. Now."

But the ground never rises to meet you. After a while, it almost seems like the ground recedes from you.

"Well, this is fun, I suppose," Alice says, "but I wonder how we'll get down."

You look around as the air rushes past you. It's hard to see anything in the darkness, but there's the faint impression that you're in a vast space. The wind against your skin smells of the sea. The ground is far, far below.

"Oh, I know," Alice says. "We'll sing a song. A chorus or two, and I bet we'll be on the ground in no time."

To say, "A song?" go to Location 16.

To say, "That seems like a stupid idea." go to Location 67.

To say, "Let go of my hand!" as you try to pull free from her grip
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