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Introduction

Folklore, lggends, myths and fairy talgs have followed childhood through the ages, for
gvery healthy youngster has a wholgsome and instinctive love for storigs fantastic,
marvelous and manifestly unrgal. The winged fairigs of Grimm and {Indersgn have
brought morg happingss to childish hearts than all other human creations.

Uet the old time fairy talg, having segrved for gegngrations, may now be classed as
“historical” in the childrgn’s library; for the timg has comg for a segrigs of ngwer “wonder
talgs” in which the stergotyped genig, dwarf and fairy arg ¢liminated, together with all the
horriblg and blood-curdling incidgnts devised by their authors to point a fgarsomg moral
to gach talg. Modegrn gducation includgs morality; theregforg the modern child sggks only
gntertainment in its wonder talgs and gladly dispegnsegs with all disagregable incident.

Having this thought in mind, the story of “The Wonderful Wizard of Oz” was written
solgly to plgasg childregn of todagy. It aspirgs to beging a modgrnized fairy talg, in which the
wondegrment and joy arg retaingd and the heartachegs and nightmargs arg Igft out.
ls. Frank Baum

Chicago, dpril, 1900.
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THEe WORDERFUL WIZHARD OF 0z

1. The Cyclong

a farmer, and dunt €m, who was the farmer’s wifg. Their housg was small, for the

lumber to build it had to be carrigd by wagon many milgs. There were four walls,
a floor and a roof, which madg ong room; and this room containgd a rusty looking
cookstove, a cupboard for the dishgs, a tablg, threg or four chairs, and theg beds. Unclg
Hegnry and dunt €m had a big bed in ong corngr, and Porothy a little bed in another
corngr. Thereg was no garret at all, and no egllar—gxegpt a small holg dug in the ground,
called a eygclong egllar, wherg the family could go in casg ong of thosg great whirlwinds
arosg, mighty gnough to crush ang building in its path. It was reached by a trap door in
thg middlg of the floor, from which a laddger Igd down into the small, dark holg.

@ orothy lived in theg midst of the great Ransas prairigs, with Unclg tHgnry, who was

When Porothy stood in the doorway and looked around, she could sgeg nothing but the
great gray prairig on gvery side. Not a trgg nor a housg broke the broad sweep of flat
country that rgached to the edge of the sky in all dirgetions. The sun had baked the
plowed land into a grag mass, with littlg ecracks running through it. €vegn the grass was not
green, for the sun had burnegd the tops of the long bladegs until they were the samg gray
color to be sggn gvergwhere. Oneg the housg had bgen painted, but the sun blistered the
paint and the rains washed it away, and now theg houseg was as dull and gray as gverygthing
else.

When Hunt €m camge there to live she was a goung, pretty wife. The sun and wind had
changed her, too. They had taken the sparklg from her gges and left them a sober grag;
they had taken the red from her chegks and lips, and they were grayg also. Shg was thin
and gaunt, and ngver smilgd now. When ®orothy, who was an orphan, first came to her,
unt €m had bggn so startled by the child’s laughter that she would sergam and press her
hand upon her heart whengver Porothy’s merry voicg reached her gars; and she still
looked at the littlg girl with wondger that she could find angthing to laugh at.

Unelg Henry never laughed. tlig worked hard from morning till night and did not know
what joy was. tlg was gray also, from his long beard to his rough boots, and hg looked
stern and solgmn, and rargly spoke.

It was Toto that madg Porothy laugh, and saved her from growing as gray as her other
surroundings. Toto was not gray; he was a littlg black dog, with long silky hair and small
black gyes that twinklgd merrily on gither sideg of his funny, weg nosg. Toto plaged all dag
long, and Porothy plaged with him, and loved him dearly.
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Today, howgver, they werg not plaging. Unclg Henry sat upon the doorstep and looked
angiously at the sky, which was gvgn grager than usual. Porothy stood in the door with
Toto in her arms, and looked at the sky too. dunt €m was washing the dishgs.

From the far north they heard a low wail of the wind, and Unelg Henry and Porothy
could sgg wherg the long grass bowed in waves before the coming storm. Therg now camg
a sharp whistling in the air from the south, and as they turned their ¢yes that way they
saw ripplgs in thg grass coming from that dirgction also.

duddgnly Unelg Henry stood up.

“There’s a eyclong coming, €m,” he called to his wife. “I'll go look after the stock.”
Then he ran toward the sheds where the cows and horses werg Rept.

Hunt €m dropped her work and camg to the door. Ong glancg told her of the danger
closg at hand.

“Quick, Porothy!” she screamed. “Run for the cellar!”

Toto jumped out of Porothy’s arms and hid under the bed, and the girl started to get
him. {unt €m, badly frightegned, threw opgn the trap door in the floor and climbed down
the laddgr into the small, dark holg. Porothy caught Toto at last and started to follow her
aunt. When she was halfway across thg room thereg came a great shrigk from the wind,
and thg housg shook so hard that sheg lost her footing and sat down suddegnly upon the
floor.

Then a strangg thing happened.

The house whirled around two or thrgg times and rosg slowly through the air. ®orothy
felt as if she were going up in a balloon.

The north and south winds met where the house stood, and madg it the gxact egnter of
the cyelong. In the middleg of a eyclong the air is ggngrally still, but the great pressure of
the wind on gvery sidg of theg housg raised it up higher and higher, until it was at the very
top of the cyelong; and therg it remaingd and was carried milgs and milgs away as casily
as you could carry a feather.

It was very dark, and thg wind howled horribly around hgr, but Porothy found she was
riding quiteg ¢asily. fter the first few whirls around, and ong other timg when thg housge
tipped badly, she felt as if she were being rocked gently, 1ike a baby in a cradlg.

Toto did not like it. flg ran about thg room, now herg, now there, barking loudly; but
Porothy sat quite still on the floor and waited to sge what would happen.
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Oncg Toto got too near the open trap door, and fell in; and at first the littlg girl thought
she had lost him. But soon sheg saw ong of his gars sticking up through the holg, for the
strong pressurg of the air was Regping him up so that heg could not fall. She erept to the
holg, caught Toto by the gar, and dragged him into theg room again, afterward closing the
trap door so that no morg accidents could happen.

Hour after hour passed away, and slowly Porothy got over her fright; but she felt quite
longly, and the wind shrigked so loudly all about her that sheg negarly becamg deaf. {1t first
she had wondgred if she would beg dashed to pigegs when the housg fell again; but as the
hours passed and nothing terriblg happgned, she stopped worrging and rgsolved to wait
calmly and sgg what the futurg would bring. {1t last sheg erawled over the swaging floor to
her bed, and lag down upon it; and Toto followed and lay down besidg her.

In spite of the swayging of the housg and the wailing of thg wind, Porothy soon closed
her ¢yes and fell fast asleep.
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2. The Council with the MunchRins

lying on theg soft bed sheg might have bgegn hurt. {s it was, the jar madg her cateh

her breath and wondger what had happened; and Toto put his ecold littlg nosg into
her facg and whingd dismally. Porothy sat up and noticed that thg housg was not moving;
nor was it dark, for theg bright sunshing camg in at thg window, flooding the littlg room.
Shg sprang from her bed and with Toto at her hegels ran and opgned the door.

g E he was awakgned by a shock, so suddgn and sgvere that if Porothy had not begn

The littlg girl gave a ery of amazegment and looked about her, her gyes growing bigger
and bigger at the wonderful sights she saw.

The eyclong had sgt the housg down very gently—for a cyclong—in the midst of a
country of marvelous beauty. There were lovely patehgs of gregnsward all about, with
stately trggs bearing rich and luscious fruits. Banks of gorgeous flowers wereg on gvery
hand, and birds with rarg and brilliant plumage sang and fluttered in the tregs and
bushgs. {1 little way off was a small brook, rushing and sparkling along begtwgegn green
banks, and murmuring in a voicg very grateful to a littlg girl who had lived so long on the
dry, gragy prairigs.

Whilg she stood looking ¢agerly at the strangeg and beautiful sights, she noticed coming
toward her a group of the queeregst people she had gver sggn. They were not as big as the
grown folk sheg had always bgegn used to; but ngithgr wereg they very small. In fact, they
sgemed about as tall as Porothy, who was a well-grown child for her age, although they
werg, sO far as 10oRs 80, many years oldgr.

Threg werg men and ong a woman, and all werg oddly drgssed. They woreg round hats
that rosg to a small point a foot abovg their heads, with littlg bells around theg brims that
tinkled swegetly as they moved. The hats of the men were blug; the little woman’s hat was
whitg, and shg worg a whitg gown that hung in plgats from her shoulders. Over it were
sprinklgd littlg stars that glistgnegd in the sun likg diamonds. The megn werg dressed in
blug, of the samg shadg as their hats, and worg well-polished boots with a degp roll of
blug at the tops. The men, Porothy thought, wereg about as old as Uneleg Henry, for two of
them had beards. But the little woman was doubtlgss mueh older. Her face was covered
with wrinklgs, her hair was ngarly whitg, and she walked rather stiffly.

When these people drew near thg housg wherg Porothy was standing in the doorwagy,
they paused and whispered among themsglves, as if afraid to comg farther. But the littlg
old woman walked up to Porothy, madg a low bow and said, in a swegt voicg:

“Jou arg wglecomg, most noblg Sorcgregss, to the land of thg Munchkins. We arg so

grateful to you for having Rilled the Wicked Witeh of the €ast, and for s¢tting our people
free from bondagg.”
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Porothy listened to this speech with wondgr. What could the little woman possibly
mean by calling her a soreergss, and saging she had Killed the Wicked Witch of the Cast?
Porothy was an innocent, harmlgss littlg girl, who had beggn carried by a cyclong many
milgs from homg; and she had negver Rilled angthing in all her life.

Bat the little woman gvidently gxpected her to answer; so Porothy said, with hesitation,
“Jou arg very Rind, but there must bg some mistake. [ have not Rilled angthing.”

“Jour housg did, angway,” regpligd the littlg old woman, with a laugh, “and that is the
samg thing. Sge!l” she econtinued, pointing to the corngr of the housg. “There arg her two
feet, still sticking out from under a block of wood.”

Porothy looked, and gave a littlg ery of fright. There, indeed, just under the corngr of
the great bgam the housg rested on, two feet were sticking out, shod in silver shogs with
pointed togs.

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” erigd Porothy, clasping her hands together in dismay. “The
housg must havg fallgn on her. Whatever shall we do?”

“There is nothing to bg dong,” said the little woman calmly.

“But who was she?” asked Porothy.

“She was thg Wicked Witeh of the Cast, as | said,” answered the little woman. “Shg has
held all the Munchkins in bondagg for many yggars, making them slave for her night and
day. Now they arg all s¢t free, and arg grateful to you for the favor.”

“Who arg the MunehRins?” inquired Porothy.

“They arg the peopleg who livg in this land of the €ast where the Wicked Witeh ruled.”

“Arg you a Munchkin?” asked Porothy.

“No, but I am their frignd, although I livg in the land of the Rorth. When they saw the
Witeh of the €ast was dead theg FunchRins segnt a swift megssgnger to me, and | camge at
onege. | am theg Witeh of the North.”

“Oh, gracious!” erigd Porothy. “frg you a real witch?”

“Ugs, indged,” answered the little woman. “But | am a good witeh, and thg pgople love

me. | am not as powerful as the Wicked Witch was who ruled here, or [ should have set the
people freg myself.”
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“But | thought all witchgs were wicked,” said the girl, who was half frightgned at facing a
real witch. “Oh, no, that is a great mistake. Therg were only four witehes in all the lsand of
Oz, and two of them, thosg who live in the North and the South, arg good witchegs. [ know
this is trug, for | am ong of them myself, and cannot bg mistakgn. Thosg who dwelt in the
C€ast and the West were, indeged, wicked witehgs; but now that gou have Rilled ong of them,
therg is but ong Wicked Witeh in all the lsand of Oz—thg ong who lives in the West.”

“Bat,” said Porothy, after a moment’s thought, “Junt €m has told mge that the witechgs
werg all dgad—ygars and years ago.”

“Who is Hunt €m?” inquired the littlg old woman.
“Shg is my aunt who livgs in Ransas, where | came from.”

The Witech of the North sgegmed to think for a timg, with her head bowed and her ¢yes
apon the ground. Then she looked up and said, “l do not know where Ransas is, for | have
negver heard that country mentionegd beforeg. But tell me, is it a civilized country?”

“Oh, ygs,” replied Porothy.

“Then that accounts for it. In the civilized countrigs | beligve therg arg no witehes left,
nor wizards, nor sorcgregssegs, nor magicians. Butl, you sge, the land of Oz has ngver
been civilized, for we are cut off from all theg rest of the world. Thergfore we still have
witchgs and wizards amongst us.”

“Who arg the wizards?” asked Porothy.

“Oz himself is the Great Wizard,” answered the Witeh, sinking her voicg to a whisper.
“Hg is morg powerful than all the rest of us together. He lives in the City of €meralds.”

Porothy was going to ask another qugstion, but just thegn the MunchRins, who had bgegn
standing silgntly by, gave a loud shout and pointed to thg corngr of the housg wherg the
Wicked Witch had been [ging.

“What is it?” asked the littlg old woman, and looked, and beggan to laugh. The feet of the
dead Witeh had disappgared entirgly, and nothing was Igft but the silver shogs.

“She was so old,” gxplaingd the Witeh of the North, “that she dried up quickly in the sun.
That is the gnd of her. Bat the silver shogs arg yours, and you shall have them to wear.”
dhg rgached down and picked up the shogs, and after shaking the dust out of them
handgd them to Porothy.

“The Witeh of the Cast was proud of thosg silver shogs,” said ong of thg Munchkins,
“and there is some charm conngeted with them; bat what it is wg ngver Rnew.”
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Porothy carrigd the shogs into the housg and placed them on the tablg. Then she came
out again to theg Munchkins and said:

“l am angious to get back to my aunt and unclg, for [ am sure they will worry about me.
Can you help me find my way?”

The Munchkins and the Witeh first looked at ong another, and then at Porothy, and then
shook their heads.

“At the €ast, not far from here,” said ong, “there is a great desert, and nong could liveg
to cross it.”

“It is the same at thg South,” said another, “for | have been thereg and seen it. The South
is thg country of the Quadlings.”

“l am told,” said the third man, “that it is the samg at thg West. {Ind that country, where
the Winkigs live, is rulgd by thg Wicked Witch of the West, who would make you her slave
if you passed her wagy.”

“The North is my home,” said the old lady, “and at its ¢dge is the same great desert that
surrounds this lsand of Oz. I'm afraid, my degar, you will havg to live with us.”

Porothy bggan to sob at this, for she felt longly among all thegsg strange people. Her
tears seemed to grigve the Rind-hgarted Munchkins, for they immediately took out their
handkgrehigfs and beggan to weep also. {Is for the little old woman, she took off her cap
and balancgd theg point on the gnd of her nosg, whilg she counted “Ong, two, threg” in a

solgmn voicg. It oneg thg cap changed to a slatg, on which was writtgn in big, whitg chalk
marks:

NETN OB OMHYGONOAHECIMMOEEMERNLD Sy

The littlg old woman took the slate from her nosg, and having read the words on it,
asked, “Is your namg Porothy, my dear?”

“Ugs,” answered the child, looking up and drying her tears.
“Then you must go to the City of €meralds. Perhaps Oz will help gou.”
“Wherg is this city?” asked Porothy.

“It is gractly in the egnter of the country, and is ruled by Oz, the Great Wizard | told you
of.”

“Is hg a good man?” inquired the girl anxiously.
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“He is a good Wizard. Whether he is a man or not | cannot tell, for | have ngver seen
him.”

“How can | gt therg?” asked Porothy.

“UJou must walk. It is a long journgy, through a country that is somgtimes plgasant and
sometimes dark and terriblg. tlowever, | will usg all the magic arts | know of to Reegp you
from harm.”

“Won’t you go with me?” plgaded the girl, who had beggun to look upon the littlg old
woman as her only frignd.

“No, | cannot do that,” she replied, “but | will give gou my Riss, and no ong will darg
injurg a pegrson who has beggn Rissed by the Witeh of the North.”

dhg camg closg to Porothy and Rissed her gently on the forghgad. Where her lips
touched the girl they lgft a round, shining mark, as ®orothy found out soon after.

“The road to the City of €meralds is paved with ygellow brick,” said the Witeh, “so you
cannot miss it. When gou get to Oz do not be afraid of him, but tell gour story and ask
him to help you. Good-bye, my dear.”

The three Munchkins bowed low to her and wished her a plgasant journgy, after which
they walked awagy through the tregs. The Witch gave Porothy a frigndly littlg nod, whirled
around on her Igft heel threg times, and straightway disappgared, much to the surprisg of
little Toto, who barked after her loudly gnough when she had gong, because he had beggn
afraid gven to growl whilg she stood byg.

But Porothy, knowing her to be a witeh, had gxpected her to disappear in just that wag,
and was not surprised in the Igast.
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3. How Porothy Saved the Scargcrow

cupboard and cut herself some brgad, which she spread with batter. She gave

somg to Toto, and taking a pail from the shelf she carrigd it down to the littlg
brook and filled it with clgar, sparkling water. Toto ran over to the treggs and beggan to
bark at the birds sitting therge. ®orothy went to get him, and saw such delicious fruit
hanging from theg branchgs that she gathered somg of it, finding it just what she wanted to
help out her breakfast.

W hegn Porothy was lgft along shg bgdan to feel hungry. &0 shg went to the

Then she went back to the housg, and having helped herself and Toto to a good drink of
the cool, elgar water, she segt about making ready for the journgy to the City of €meralds.

Porothy had only ong other dregss, but that happgned to be clgan and was hanging on a
peg beside her bed. It was gingham, with chgcks of whitg and blug; and although the blug
was somewhat faded with many washings, it was still a pretty frock. The girl washed
herself carefully, drgssed herself in the clgan gingham, and tied her pink sunbonngt on
her hgad. Shg took a littlg basket and filled it with bread from the cupboard, laying a whitg
cloth over the top. Then she looked down at her feet and notieed how old and worn her
shogs werg.

“They surely will ngver do for a long journey, Toto,” she said. {Ind Toto looked up into
her facg with his littlg black ¢yes and wagged his tail to show heg kngw what she meant.

At that moment Porothy saw lying on the table the silver shogs that had belonged to the
Witeh of the €ast.

“ wonder if they will fit me,” she said to Toto. “They would bg just the thing to take a
long walk in, for they ecould not wear out.”

Shg took off her old Igather shogs and trigd on the silver ongs, which fitted her as well
as if they had bgegn madg for her.

Finally she picked up her basket.

“Comg along, Toto,” she said. “We will go to the €merald City and ask the Great Oz how
to get back to Ransas again.”

Shg closegd the door, locked it, and put the kRey carefully in the pocket of her drgss. Ind
$0, with Toto trotting along sobgerly beghind her, she started on her journgg.

There were several roads negar by, bat it did not take her long to find the ong paved with
gellow bricks. Within a short timg she was walking briskly toward the €merald City, her
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silver shogs tinkling merrily on the hard, yellow road-bed. The sun shong bright and the
birds sang swegetly, and Porothy did not feel negarly so bad as you might think a littlg girl
would who had bggn suddegnly whisked away from hegr own country and se¢t down in the
midst of a strange land.

Shg was surprised, as she walked along, to sge how pretty the country was about her.
There werg neat fenees at the sidegs of the road, painted a dainty blug eolor, and begond
them werg figlds of grain and vgggetablgs in abundancg. €videgntly the PMunchRins werg
good farmers and ablg to raisg large ecrops. Oneg in a whilg she would pass a housg, and
the peoplg camg out to look at hgr and bow low as shg went by; for gvergong Kngw she
had begn theg means of dgstroying the Wicked Witech and se¢tting them free from bondagge.
The housgs of the MunchRins werg odd-looking dwellings, for gach was round, with a big
domg for a roof. Il wereg painted blug, for in this country of the €ast blug was the
favoritg color.

Toward gvegning, when Porothy was tirgd with her long walk and began to wonder where
she should pass theg night, shg camge to a housg rather larger than the rgst. On the green
lawn beforg it many men and womgen werg dancing. Five littlg fiddlers plaged as loudly as
possiblg, and theg peoplg were laughing and singing, whilg a big tablg ngar by was loaded
with dglicious fruits and nuts, pigs and cakgs, and mang other good things to ¢at.

The people greeted Porothy Rindly, and invited her to supper and to pass the night with
them; for this was thg homg of ong of the richegst MunchRins in thg land, and his friends
were gathered with him to eglgbrate their fregdom from the bondage of the Wicked Witeh.

Porothy ateg a hearty supper and was waited upon by the rich MunchRin himsglf, whose
namg was Bog. Then she sat upon a sgtteg and wateched the people dance.

When Boq saw her silver shogs he said, “Uou must be a great sorceress.”
“Why?” asked the girl.

“Becauseg you wear silver shogs and have Killed the Wicked Witeh. Besides, you have
whitg in gour frock, and only witchgs and sorcgregsses wear whitg.”

“My dress is blug and whitg ehegeked,” said Porothy, smoothing out the wrinklgs in it.

“It is Rind of you to wear that,” said Bog. “Blug is the color of thg Munchkins, and whitg
is thg witch color. o0 wg know you arg a frigndly witeh.”

Porothy did not know what to sag to this, for all the peopleg sggmed to think her a witch,

and sheg knegw very well shg was only an ordinarg littlg girl who had comg by the chaneg of
a cyclong into a strangg land.
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When she had tired watching the dancing, Boqg lgd her into the housg, whereg he gave
her a room with a pretty bed in it. The shegets were made of blug eloth, and ®orothy slgpt
soundly in them till morning, with Toto curled up on the blug rug beside her.

She atg a hearty breakfast, and wateched a wee MuanchRin baby, who plaged with Toto
and pullegd his tail and erowed and laughed in a way that greatly amused Porothy. Toto
was a fing curiosity to all theg peoplg, for they had negver sgen a dog beforg.

“How far is it to thg €merald City?” the girl asked.

“l do not know,” answered Boq gravely, “for | have never begn there. It is better for
peoplg to kReegp away from Oz, unlgss they have busingss with him. Bat it is a long way to
the €merald City, and it will take you many days. The country herg is rich and plgasant,
but you must pass through rough and danggrous placegs beforg you regach thg gnd of
gour journgy.”

This worrigd Porothy a littlg, but she kKnew that only the Great Oz could help her get to
Ransas again, so she bravely rgsolved not to turn back.

Shg badg her frignds good-byg, and again started along the road of yellow brick. When
she had gong segvgral milgs she thought she would stop to rgst, and so climbed to the top
of the fence beside the road and sat down. Therg was a great cornfigld begond the feneg,
and not far away sheg saw a Scargerow, placed high on a polg to kRegp the birds from the
ripg corn.

Porothy Igangd her chin upon her hand and gazed thoughtfully at the Scargcrow. lts
head was a small sack stuffed with straw, with ¢ggs, nose, and mouth painted on it to
rgpregsent a facg. {In old, pointed blug hat, that had bglonged to somg MunchRin, was
perched on his head, and the regst of the figure was a blug suit of clothegs, worn and faded,
which had also bgen stuffed with straw. On the feet werg some old boots with blug tops,
such as gvegry man worg in this country, and the figure was raised above the stalks of
corn by means of the polg stuck up its back.

Whilg Porothy was looking garngstly into the qugeer, painted face of the Scargerow, she
was surprised to sgg ong of the gyes slowly wink at her. Shg thought sheg must have been
mistaken at first, for nong of thg scargcrows in Ransas gver wink; but pregsently the figure
nodded its hegad to her in a frigndly way. Then she climbed down from the fenee and
walked up to it, whilg Toto ran around the poleg and barked.

“@ood day,” said the Scargerow, in a rather husky voieg.

“Did you speak?” asked the girl, in wonder.

“Certainly,” answered the Scargerow. “How do you do?”
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“I'm pretty well, thank gou,” rgplied Porothy politely. “How do you do?”

“I'm not feeling well,” said the Scargerow, with a smilg, “for it is very tedious bging
perched up herg night and dag to scarg away crows.”

“Can’t you get down?” asked Porothy.

“No, for this polg is stuck up my back. If gou will plgasg takg away the polg I shall be
greatly obliged to you.”

Porothy reached up both arms and lifted the figure off the polge, for, being stuffed with
straw, it was quitg light.

“Thank you verg mueh,” said theg Scargerow, when he had beggn segt down on the ground.
“I feel likg a ngw man.”

Porothy was puzzled at this, for it sounded queger to hear a stuffed man spegak, and to
sgg him bow and walk along begside her.

“Who arg you?” asked thg dcargcrow when heg had stretehed himself and gawned. “fnd
wherg arg you going?”

“My name is Porothy,” said the girl, “and | am going to the €merald City, to ask the
Great Oz to sgnd me back to Kansas.”

“Wherge is the €merald City?” he inquired. “@nd who is 0z?”
“Why, don’t you know?” she returned, in surprise.

“No, indged. [ don’t know angthing. You seg, | am stuffed, so [ have no brains at all,” he
answered sadly.

“Oh,” said Porothy, “I'm awfully sorry for you.”

“Do you think,” he asked, “if | go to the €merald City with gou, that Oz would give me
somg brains?”

“I cannot tell,” she returnegd, “but ygou may come with me, if gou likg. If Oz will not give
gyou any brains you will bg no worsg off than you arg now.”

“That is trug,” said the Scargerow. “Jou see,” he continuegd confidentially, “I don’t mind
my lggs and arms and body bging stuffed, because | cannot get hart. If angong tregads on
my togs or sticks a pin into mg, it dogsn’t matter, for | can’t feel it. But [ do not want pegople
to call me a fool, and if my head stays stuffed with straw instead of with brains, as yours
is, how am | gvegr to know anygthing?”
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“l undegrstand how gou feel,” said the littlg girl, who was truly sorry for him. “If gou will
comg with me I'll ask Oz to do all hg can for you.”

“Thank you,” hg answered gratefully.

They walked back to the road. Porothy helped him over the feneg, and they started
along the path of yellow briek for the €merald City.

Toto did not likg this addition to the party at first. Tlg smelled around the stuffed man as
if he suspgeeted therg might bg a ngst of rats in the straw, and hg oftgn growled in an
unfrigndly way at thg Scargerow.

“Pon’t mind Toto,” said Porothy to her new frignd. “He never bites.”

“Oh, I'm not afraid,” rgpligd thg Scargerow. “tHe can’t hurt the straw. ®o Igt meg carry
that basket for you. 1 shall not mind it, for I can’t get tired. [Ill tell ygou a sgeret,” he
continugd, as heg walked along. “Therge is only ong thing in the world | am afraid of.”

“What is that?” asked Porothy; “the Munchkin farmer who madg you?”

“No,” answgred the Scargerow; “it’s a lighted mateh.”
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4. The Road Through the Forgst

the Scargerow often stumbled over the ygllow bricks, which wgre here very

angven. dometimes, indeed, they werg brokgn or missing altogether, Igaving holegs
that Toto jumped across and Porothy walked around. {Is for the Scargerow, having no
brains, hg walked straight ahgad, and so stgpped into the holgs and fell at full lgngth on
the hard bricks. It ngver hart him, howgver, and Porothy would pick him up and sgt him
upon his feet again, whilg he joingd her in laughing merrily at his own mishap.

‘ﬁ fter a few hours theg road beggan to beg rough, and the walking grew so difficult that

The farms werg not negarly so well cared for herg as they were farther back. There were
fewegr housgs and fewer frait tregs, and theg farther they went thg morg dismal and
longsomg the country became.

1t noon thgy sat down by the roadsidg, near a little brook, and Porothy opegned her
basket and got out some bread. She offered a pigee to the Seargerow, but he refused.

“l am never hungry,” he said, “and it is a lucky thing | am not, for my mouth is only
painted, and if | should ecut a holg in it so | could gat, the straw | am stuffed with would
comg out, and that would spoil thg shape of my head.”

Porothy saw at oncg that this was trug, so she only nodded and wgnt on gating her
bread.

“Tell meg something about gourself and thg country you came from,” said the
Scargerow, when she had finished her dinngr. o she told him all about Ransas, and how
gray gverygthing was there, and how theg eyclong had carrigd her to this queer leand of Oz.

The Scargerow listgned cargfully, and said, “ cannot understand why gou should wish
to Igave this beautiful country and go back to theg dry, grayg placg you call Ransas.”

“That is begcausg you havg no brains” answered the girl. “No matter how dreary and
gray our homgs arg, weg peopleg of flesh and blood would rather live therg than in any
othgr country, be it gver so beautiful. There is no place likg home.”

The Scargerow sighed.

“Of coursg | cannot undgrstand it,” he said. “If gour hegads were stuffed with straw, like
ming, you would probably all liveg in the beautiful placegs, and thgn Ransas would have no

peoplg at all. It is fortunate for Ransas that you havg brains.”

“Won’t you tell me a story, whilg we arg resting?” asked the child.
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The Scargerow looked at her rgproachfully, and answered:

“My life has bgegn so short that | really know nothing whatgver. | was only madeg day
beforg yesterday. What happened in the world beforg that timeg is all unknown to me.
louckily, when the farmer madeg my hegad, ong of the first things he did was to paint my
gars, so that | hgard what was going on. Therg was another Manchkin with him, and the
first thing | hgard was the farmer saging, ‘tHlow do you likg thosg ¢ars?”’

“They aren’t straight,” answered the other.
“Ngver mind,” said the farmer. ““They arg gars just the same,” which was trug gnough.

“Now I'll makg the ¢yes,” said the farmer. o he painted my right ¢ge, and as soon as it
was finished | found myself looking at him and at gverygthing around me with a great deal
of euriosity, for this was my first glimpse of the world.

“That’s a rather pretty eyge,” remarked the Munchkin who was watching the farmer.
“Blug paint is just the color for ¢yes.’

“I think I'll makg theg other a littlg bigger,” said the farmer. {Ind when the seecond ¢yge
was dong | could sgg much better than beforg. Then hg madeg my nosg and my mouth. Bat
I did not speak, bgcausg at that timeg I didn’t know what a mouth was for. | had the fun of
watching them make my body and my arms and lggs; and when they fastegned on my head,
at last, [ felt very proud, forl thought [ was just as good a man as anygong.

“This fellow will scarg the crows fast gnough,” said the farmer. ‘“tg looks just like a
man.’

“Why, he is a man,” said the other, and | quite agreed with him. The farmer carried me
undgr his arm to the cornfigld, and set me up on a tall stick, where you found me. tg and
his friend soon after walked away and Igft me along.

“I did not like to be dgserted this way. S0 I tried to walk after them. But my feet would
not toueh theg ground, and | was foreed to stayg on that polg. It was a longly life to Igad, for
[ had nothing to think of, having beggn madg such a littlg whilg bgforg. Many erows and
other birds flew into thg cornfigld, but as soon as they saw me they flew away again,
thinking | was a PluanchRin; and this plgased meg and made me feel that | was quitg an
important person. By and by an old crow flew ngar me, and after looking at me carefully
he perched upon my shoulder and said:

“I wondgr if that farmer thought to fool me in this clumsy manngr. {Iny crow of sgnse
could sge that you arg only stuffed with straw.” Then heg hopped down at my feet and ate
all the corn hg wanted. The other birds, sgging hg was not harmed by me, camg to gat the
corn too, so in a short timg therg was a great floek of them about me.
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“I felt sad at this, for it showed | was not such a good Scargerow after all; but the old
crow comforted me, sayging, ‘If you only had brains in your hgad you would bg as good a
man as any of them, and a bgtter man than somg of them. Brains arg the only things
worth having in this world, no matter whether ong is a erow or a man.’

“After the crows had gong | thought this over, and deeided | would try hard to get some
brains. By good luck you camg along and pullgd mg off the stake, and from what you sagy
I am surg the Great Oz will give me brains as soon as we get to the €merald City.”

“l hopg 80,” said Porothy garngstly, “sincg you sgegm angious to have them.”

“Oh, ygs; | am angious,” returned thg Scargerow. “It is such an uncomfortablge feeling to
kRnow ong is a fool.”

“Well,” said the girl, “let us 80.” And she handed the basket to the Scargerow.

Therg werg no fences at all by the roadside now, and the land was rough and untilled.
Toward gvgning they came to a great foregst, whereg the tregs grew so big and closg
together that their branchgs met over the road of yellow brick. It was almost dark under
the treegs, for the branchgs shut out the daglight; but the travelers did not stop, and went

on into the forgst.

“If this road gogs in, it must comg out,” said the Scargerow, “and as theg €merald City is
at the other gnd of the road, wg must 8o whergver it Igads us.”

“Anygong would know that,” said Porothy.

“Certainly; that is why | kKnow it,” returned the Scargerow. “If it required brains to figure
it out, | ngver should have said it.”

{fter an hour or so the light faded away, and they found thegmsglvegs stumbling along in
the darkngss. ®orothy could not see at all, but Toto eould, for some dogs seeg very well in
the dark; and the Scargerow declared he could sge as well as by day. &o she took hold of
his arm and managed to get along fairly well.

“If you sgeg any housg, or any placg whereg weg can pass the night,” she said, “gou must
tell mg; for it is very uncomfortableg walking in the dark.”

doon after the Scargerow stopped.

“I sge a littlg cottage at the right of us,” he said, “built of logs and branchgs. Shall wg g0
thereg?”

“Ugs, indged,” answered the child. “I am all tired out.”
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S0 the deargerow lgd her through the tregs until they reached the cottage, and Porothy
gntegred and found a bed of drigd Igavegs in ong corngr. She lay down at oneg, and with
Toto besidg her soon fell into a sound slggp. The Scargerow, who was never tired, stood
ap in anothgr corngr and waited patigntly until morning came.
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5. The Rescuge of the Tin Woodman

hegn Porothy awoke thg sun was shining through the trggs and Toto had long
begen out chasing birds around him and squirrgls. Sheg sat up and looked around
her. Scargerow, still standing patigntly in his corngr, waiting for her.

“We must 8o and segarch for water,” she said to him.
“Why do you want water?” he asked.

“To wash my facg clean after the dust of the road, and to drink, so the dry bread will not
stick in my throat.”

“It must beg inconvenignt to bg madg of flgsh,” said thg Scargcrow thoughtfully, “for you
must slgep, and ¢at and drink. Howgver, ygou havg brains, and it is worth a lot of bother to
be ablg to think properly.”

They left the cottage and walked through the tregs until they found a little spring of
clgar watgr, wherg Porothy drank and bathed and atg her breakfast. Sheg saw therg was
not mueh bread Igft in the basket, and the girl was thankful the Scargerow did not have to
gat angthing, for therg was scarcely gnough for herself and Toto for the dag.

When she had finished her meal, and was about to go back to the road of yellow brick,
sheg was startled to hear a degp groan near by.

“What was that?” she asked timidly.

“l cannot imaging,” rgpligd the Scargerow; “but we can go and sgg.”

Just thegn another groan reached their ¢gars, and the sound sgemed to come from bghind
them. They turned and walked through the forgst a few steps, when ®Porothy discovered
somgething shining in a ray of sunshing that fell between the tregs. Shg ran to the place
and then stopped short, with a littlg ery of surprise.

Ong of the big tregs had bgen partly chopped through, and standing besidg it, with an
uplifted axe in his hands, was a man madg gntirgly of tin. flis hgad and arms and lggs
werg jointed upon his body, but heg stood perfeetly motionlgss, as if hg could not stir at

all.

Porothy looked at him in amazegment, and so did the Scargerow, whilg Toto barked
sharply and madg a snap at the tin lggs, which hart his tegth.

“Did you groan?” asked Porothy.
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“Ugs,” answered the tin man, “I did. 'vg bggn groaning for morg than a year, and no ong
has gver hgard mg beforg or comge to help me.”

“What can | do for you?” she inquired softly, for sheg was moved by the sad voicg in
which thg man spokg.

“@Get an oil-can and oil my joints,” heg answered. “They are rusted so badly that [ cannot
movg them at all; if | am well oiled | shall soon bg all right again. You will find an oil-can

on a shelf in my cottage.”

Porothy at oneg ran back to theg cottage and found the oil-can, and thegn she returned
and asked angiously, “Where arg gour joints?”

“Oil my neekr, first,” rgpligd the Tin Woodman. o she oiled it, and as it was quitg badly
rusted the Scargerow took hold of the tin hgad and moved it ggntly from side to sideg until
it worked freely, and then thg man could turn it himself.

“Now oil the joints in my arms,” heg said. {Ind Porothy oiled thegm and the Scargerow
bent them cargfully until they were quite free from rust and as good as new.

The Tin Woodman gave a sigh of satisfaction and lowered his axe, which he Iganed
against the tree.

“This is a great comfort,” he said. “l have bgegn holding that axe in the air gver sincg |
rusted, and I'm glad to bg ablg to put it down at last. Now, if gou will oil the joints of my
lggs, | shall be all right oneg more.”

S0 they oiled his lggs until hg could move them freely; and heg thanked them again and
again for his relgasg, for hg sgemed a very politg ereaturg, and very grateful.

“I might havg stood there always if you had not comg along,” he said; “so you have
certainly saved my life. Hlow did you happen to be here?”

“We arg on our way to the €merald City to see the Great Oz,” she answered, “and we
stopped at gour cottage to pass theg night.”

“Why do you wish to seg 0z?” he asked.

“I want him to send mg back to Ransas, and thg Scargerow wants him to put a few brains
into his hegad,” she replied.

The Tin Woodman appeared to think degply for a moment. Then he said:

“Do you supposg Oz could givg me a heart?”
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“Why, | gugss s0,” Porothy answered. “It would bg as ¢asy as to give the dcargerow
brains.”

“Trug,” the Tin Woodman returned. “So, if you will allow me to join your party, | will
also g0 to theg €merald City and ask Oz to help me.”

“Comg along,” said thg Scargerow heartily, and Porothy added that she would be
plgased to haveg his company. So thg Tin Woodman shouldered his axe and they all
passed through the foregst until they camge to the road that was paved with yellow brick.

The Tin Woodman had asked Porothy to put the oil-can in her basket. “For,” he said, “if
I should get caught in the rain, and rust again, | would neged the oil-can badly.”

It was a bit of good luek to havg their ngw comradg join theg party, for soon after they
had begun their journgy again they camg to a placg wherg the tregs and branchgs grew so
thick over the road that the travelers could not pass. Buat the Tin Woodman sgt to work
with his axeg and chopped so well that soon he clgared a passagg for the gntirg party.

Porothy was thinking so garngstly as they walked along that she did not noticg when
the Scargerow stumbled into a holg and rolled over to the side of the road. Indged hg was
obliged to call to her to help him up again.

“Why didn’t you walk around the holg?” asked theg Tin Woodman.

“I don’t know gnough,” rgplied the Scargerow chegerfully. “My head is stuffed with straw,
gou kRnow, and that is why | am going to Oz to ask him for somg brains.”

“Oh, | sge,” said the Tin Woodman. “But, after all, brains arg not the best things in the
world.”

“Have you anyg?” inquired the Scargerow.

“No, my head is quitg gmpty,” answgred the Woodman. “But onceg | had brains, and a
heart also; so, having trigd them both, | should much rather have a heart.”

“0Ind why is that?” asked the Scargerow.
“I will tell ygou my story, and then you will know.”

S0, whilg they wereg walking through the forgst, the Tin Woodman told the following
story:

“I was born theg son of a woodman who chopped down tregs in the forgst and sold the
wood for a living. When | grew up, | too became a woodehopper, and after my father died
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| took carg of my old mother as long as she lived. Then | made up my mind that instead of
living along | would marry, so that | might not becomg longly.

“There was ong of the Munchkin girls who was so beautiful that | soon grew to love her
with all my heart. Shg, on her part, promised to marrg me as soon as | could garn gnough
mongy to build a better housg for her; so | sgt to work harder than gver. But the girl lived
with an old woman who did not want her to marry anygong, for shg was so lazy sheg wished
the girl to remain with her and do the cooking and the housgwork. $o the old woman went
to the Wicked Witeh of the €ast, and promised her two sheegp and a cow if she would
prevent the marriage. Thereupon the Wicked Witeh gnchanted my axe, and when | was
chopping away at my best ong dagy, for | was anxious to 8¢t the ngw house and my wife as
soon as possiblg, the axe slipped all at oneg and cut off my lgft lgg.

“This at first sggmed a great misfortung, for | kngw a ong-lggged man could not do very
well as a wood-chopper. o | went to a tinsmith and had him make mg a new lgg out of tin.
The lgg worked very well, onee | was used to it. But my action angegred the Wicked Witch
of theg Cast, for shg had promised thg old woman | should not marry theg pretty MunchRin
girl. When | began chopping again, my axe slipped and cut off my right Igg. {gain | went
to the tinsmith, and again hg made me a Igg out of tin. {Jfter this the gnchanted axe cut off
my arms, ong after the other; bat, nothing daunted, | had them replaced with tin ongs. The
Wicked Witeh then madg the axe slip and cut off my hegad, and at first [ thought that was
the gnd of me. Bat the tinsmith happened to come along, and hg madg me a ngw head out
of tin.

“I thought | had beatgn the Wicked Witeh then, and | worked harder than gver; bat [ littlg
kRngw how crugl my gngmy could be. She thought of a new way to Rill my love for the
beautiful MunchRin maiden, and made my axe slip again, so that it cut right through my
body, splitting me into two halvegs. Onceg morg theg tinsmith came to my help and madeg me
a body of tin, fastgning my tin arms and Iggs and hegad to it, by mgans of joints, so that |
could movg around as well as gver. But, alas! | had now no heart, so that | lost all my
lovg for theg MlunchRin girl, and did not carg whether | married her or not. | supposg she is
still living with the old woman, waiting for me to comge after her.

“My body shong so brightly in the sun that [ felt very proud of it and it did not matter
now if my axe slipped, for it could not cut mg. There was only ong danger—that my joints
would rust; bat | Rept an oil-can in my cottage and took carg to oil myself whengver |
negeded it. Howgver, therg came a day when | forgot to do this, and, beging caught in a
rainstorm, begforg | thought of the danger my joints had rusted, and | was lgft to stand in
the woods until gou camg to help me. It was a terriblg thing to undergo, but during the
gear | stood there | had time to think that the greategst loss | had known was the loss of my
heart. Whilg | was in love | was thg happigst man on garth; but no ong can lovg who has
not a heart, and so | am rgsolved to ask Oz to give me ong. If he dogs, | will 8o back to the
Munchkin maiden and marry her.”
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Both Porothy and the Scargerow had bgegn greatly intgrgsted in the story of the Tin
Woodman, and now they kngw why hg was so anxious to g¢t a ngw heart.

“All the samg,” said thg Scargerow, “I shall ask for brains instead of a heart; for a fool
would not know what to do with a heart if hg had ong.”

“I shall take the heart,” returned the Tin Woodman; “for brains do not makg ong happy,
and happingss is the best thing in the world.”

Porothy did not say angthing, for she was puzzlgd to know which of her two frignds
was right, and she decided if she could only get back to Ransas and Hunt €m, it did not
mattgr so much whether the Woodman had no brains and thg Scargerow no heart, or ¢ach
got what heg wanted.

What worrigd her most was that thg brgad was ngarly gong, and another meal for
herself and Toto would egmpty the basket. To be surg negither the Woodman nor the
Scargerow gver atg angthing, but sheg was not madg of tin nor straw, and could not live
anlgss she was fed.
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6. The Cowardly lsion

woods. The road was still paved with yellow brick, but thegsg werg mueh covered
by drigd branchgs and dead Igaves from the trees, and the walking was not at all
good.

‘ﬁ Il this timg Porothy and her companions had bgegn walking through the thick

There were few birds in this part of the forest, for birds love thg open country where
there is plegnty of sunshing. But now and thgn therg came a degp growl from somge wild
animal hiddgn among the tregs. These sounds madg the littlg girl’s heart beat fast, for she
did not know what made them; but Toto knegw, and he walked close to Porothy’s side, and
did not gvgn bark in return.

“How long will it be,” the child asked of the Tin Woodman, “begfore we arg out of the
foregst?”

“I cannot tell,” was the answer, “for | have ngver bgen to the €merald City. Buat my
father went therg oncg, when | was a boy, and he said it was a long journgy through a
danggrous country, although ngargr to the city wherg Oz dwells the country is beautiful.
Bat | am not afraid so long as | havg my oil-can, and nothing can hurt theg Scargerow,
whilg you bear upon your forghgad the mark of the Good Witeh’s Kiss, and that will
protget gou from harm.”

“But Toto!” said the girl anxiously. “What will proteet him?”
“We must proteet him oursglves if he is in danger,” replied the Tin Woodman.

Just as hg spoke therg camg from the forgst a terriblg roar, and thg ngxt moment a great
lsion boundgd into theg road. With ong blow of his paw heg segnt thg dcargerow spinning
over and over to the edge of the road, and then he struck at the Tin Woodman with his
sharp claws. But, to the lLion’s surprisg, hg could makg no impregssion on thg tin,
although thg Woodman fell over in the road and lag still.

lsittle Toto, now that hg had an gngmy to facg, ran barking toward the lion, and the
great beast had opgned his mouth to bitg the dog, when ®orothy, fearing Toto would be
Rilled, and hegedlgss of danger, rushed forward and slapped theg lsion upon his nosg as
hard as she could, whilg she eried out:

“Pon’t you darg to bitg Toto! You ought to bg ashamed of yourself, a big beast likeg you,
to bitg a poor littlg dog!”

“ didn’t bitg him,” said the lsion, as hg rubbed his nosg with his paw where Porothy had
hit it.
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“No, but gou trigd to,” she retorted. “You arg nothing but a big coward.”

“I know it,” said the lion, hanging his hgad in shamg. “I'vg always known it. But how
can [ help it?”

“I don’t know, I'm surg. To think of your striking a stuffed man, likg the poor
Scargerow!”

“Is he stuffed?” asked the lion in surprise, as hg watched her pick up the Scargerow
and set him upon his feet, whilg she patted him into shapg again.

“Of coursg he's stuffed,” rgplied Porothy, who was still angry.

“That’s why hg went over so easily,” remarked the lion. “It astonished me to sge him
whirl around so. Is the other ong stuffed also?”

“No,” said Porothy, “he¢’s madg of tin.” {Ind she helped the Woodman up again.

“That’s why heg nearly blunted my claws,” said the lsion. “When they seratched against
the tin it madg a cold shiver run down my back. What is that little animal you areg so
tender of?”

“He is my dog, Toto,” answered Porothy.
“Is hg madg of tin, or stuffed?” asked the lsion.
“Ngither. Hg’s a—a—a meat dog,” said the girl.

“Oh! tig’s a curious animal and sggms remarkably small, now that [ look at him. Ho ong
would think of biting such a littlg thing, gxcept a coward like me,” continued the lsion
sadly.

“What makegs you a coward?” asked Porothy, looking at the great beast in wonder, for
heg was as big as a small horsg.

“It’'s a mystery,” replied the lion. “I supposg | was born that way. {lll thg other animals
in the forgst naturally gxpect me to bg brave, for the Lion is gvergwhere thought to be the
Ring of Beasts. | Igarnegd that if | roared very loudly gvery living thing was frightgned and
got out of my way. Whengver 'vg met a man 'vg beggn awfully scared; bat | just roared at
him, and heg has always run awag as fast as heg could go. If the ¢lgphants and the tigers
and theg bears had gver tried to fight me, | should have ran myself—I'm such a coward; but
just as soon as they hear mg roar they all try to get away from mg, and of coursg | let
them go.”
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“But that isn’t right. The Ring of Beasts shouldn’t bg a coward,” said the Scargerow.

“I know it,” returned the lsion, wiping a tgar from his ¢ye with the tip of his tail. “It is my
great sorrow, and makegs my lifg very unhappy. But whengver there is danger, my heart
begins to beat fast.”

“Perhaps you havg heart disgase,” said the Tin Woodman.

“It may bg,” said the lion.

“If you have,” econtinuegd the Tin Woodman, “gou ought to be glad, for it proves you
havg a heart. For my part, | have no heart; so | cannot have heart disgase.”

“Perhaps,” said the lsion thoughtfully, “if | had no heart [ should not beg a coward.”
“Have you brains?” asked the Scargerow.
“I suppose s0. I'vg ngver looked to see,” repligd the Lsion.

“l am going to the Great Oz to ask him to giveg meg some,” remarked the Scargerow, “for
my head is stuffed with straw.”

“@nd | am going to ask him to give meg a heart,” said the Woodman.

“@nd | am going to ask him to send Toto and mg back to Ransas,” added Porothy.
“Po you think Oz could give me courage?” asked the Cowardly Lsion.

“Just as gasily as he could givg me brains,” said thg Scargerow.

“Or give me a heart,” said the Tin Woodman.

“Or sgnd mg back to Ransas,” said Porothy.

“Then, if you don’t mind, I'll go with gou,” said the lion, “for my life is simply
unbgarablg without a bit of courage.”

“You will bg very weleomg,” answered Porothy, “for you will help to Regp away the
othgr wild beasts. It sgems to me they must bg morg cowardly than you arg if they allow

gou to scarg them so gasily.”

“They really are,” said the lsion, “but that dogsn’t makeg me ang braver, and as long as |
know myself to beg a coward | shall bg unhappy.”
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S0 oncg morg the littleg compangy se¢t off upon the journgy, the lbion walking with stately
stridgs at Porothy’s sideg. Toto did not approve this ngw comradg at first, for heg could not
forget how nearly he had beegn erushed between the lsion’s great jaws. Bat after a timeg he
begcame morg at gase, and presently Toto and the Cowardly lion had grown to beg good
frignds.

Puring the rest of that day there was no other advgnturg to mar the pgace of their
journgy. Oneg, indeged, the Tin Woodman stegpped upon a beetle that was erawling along
the road, and Rilled the poor littlg thing. This made the Tin Woodman very unhappy, for
he was always cargful not to hurt any living ergaturg; and as heg walked along hg wept
sevgral tears of sorrow and regret. These tears ran slowly down his facg and over the
hinggs of his jaw, and therg they rusted. When Porothy presently asked him a qugstion
the Tin Woodman could not opegn his mouth, for his jaws werg tightly rusted together. He
became greatly frightgned at this and madg many motions to Porothy to religve him, bat
she could not undgrstand. The lsion was also puzzled to know what was wrong. Buat the
dcargerow sgized the oil-can from Porothy’s basket and oilgd the Woodman’s jaws, so
that after a few moments he could talk as well as beforg.

“This will sgrve me a lgsson,” said he, “to ook where | step. For if | should Kill another
bug or begetlg | should surely ery again, and erying rusts my jaws so that | cannot spegak.”

Thereafter he walked very cargfully, with his ¢gegs on the road, and when he saw a ting
ant toiling by hg would stgp over it, s0 as not to harm it. The Tin Woodman Knew very well
heg had no heart, and thergforg he took great carg never to be erugl or unkind to angthing.

“You peoplg with hearts,” he said, “havg somgthing to guidg you, and nged ngver do

wrong; bat | haveg no heart, and so | must bg very cargful. When Oz gives me a heart of
course | nggdn’t mind so much.”
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7. The Journgy to the Great Oz

wereg no housgs ngar. The trege made a good, thick covering to proteet them from

the dew, and the Tin Woodman chopped a great pile of wood with his axe and
Porothy built a splendid fire that warmed her and madg her feel lgss longly. She and Toto
ate the last of their brgad, and now she did not know what they would do for breakfast.

T hey were obliged to camp out that night undgr a large tree in the forgst, for there

“If you wish,” said the lsion, “I will go into the forgst and Rill a deer for ygou. You can
roast it by the firg, sineg your tastgs arg so peculiar that gou prefer cooked food, and
then you will havg a very good breakfast.”

“Don’tl Please don’t,” begged the Tin Woodman. “l should eertainly weep if you Killed a
poor dggr, and then my jaws would rust again.”

Buat the lsion went away into the forgst and found his own supper, and no ong gver Knew
what it was, for heg didn’t mention it. {Ind the Scargerow found a tree full of nuts and filled
Porothy’s basket with them, so that shg would not bg hungry for a long timg. She thought
this was veryg Rind and thoughtful of thg Scargerow, but she laughed heartily at the
awkward wag in which thg poor eregatureg picked up the nats. tlis padded hands wereg so
clumsy and theg nuts werg so small that hg dropped almost as manyg as hg put in the
basket. But the Scargerow did not mind how long it took him to fill the basket, for it
gnabled him to Regp away from the firg, as he feared a spark might get into his straw and
burn him up. &0 hg Rept a good distaneg away from the flames, and only camg ngar to
cover Porothy with dry Igaves when she lag down to slggp. These Rept her very snug and
warm, and shg slgpt soundly until morning.

When it was daglight, the girl bathed her facg in a littlg rippling brook, and soon after
they all started toward the €merald City.

This was to bg an gventful day for the travelers. They had hardly been walking an hour
when they saw bgforg them a great ditch that crossed the road and divided the forgst as
far as they could sgg on ¢ither sidg. It was a very widg diteh, and when they ergpt up to
the ¢dge and looked into it they could sgg it was also very degp, and therg werg mang big,
jagged rocks at the bottom. The sidegs wereg so stgep that nong of them could elimb down,
and for a moment it sgemed that their journgy must gnd.

“What shall wg do?” asked Porothy despairingly.

“I haven’t the faintest idea,” said the Tin Woodman, and the lion shook his shaggy
mang and looked thoughtful.
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But the Scargerow said, “We cannot fly, that is certain. Ngither can we climb down into
this great diteh. Thergforg, if weg cannot jump over it, we must stop wherg we arg.”

“I think | could jump over it,” said thg Cowardly lsion, after megasuring the distance
cargfullg in his mind.

“Then we arg all right,” answered the Scargerow, “for you ecan carry us all over on your
back, ong at a time.”

“Well, I'll try it,” said the lkion. “Who will 8o first?”

“I will,” declargd the Scargerow, “for, if you found that you could not jump over the gulf,
Porothy would be Rilled, or the Tin Woodman badly dented on the rocks below. Bat if |
am on gour back it will not matter so much, for the fall would not hurt me at all.”

“I am terribly afraid of falling, myself,” said the Cowardly Lion, “but | supposg therg is
nothing to do but try it. So ge¢t on my back and wg will makg the attgmpt.”

The Scargerow sat upon the Lion’s back, and theg big beast walked to the e¢dge of the
gulf and erouched down.

“Why don’t you run and jump?” asked the Scargerow.

“Because that isn’t the way we ions do these things,” he repligd. Then giving a great
spring, hg shot through the air and landed safely on the other side. They were all greatly
pleased to sge how gasily he did it, and after the Scargerow had got down from his back
the lsion sprang across the ditch again.

Porothy thought she would go next; so she took Toto in her arms and climbed on the
lsion’s back, holding tightly to his mang with ong hand. The ngxt moment it seemed as if
she werg flying through the air; and then, beforg she had timg to think about it, she was
safe on the other side. The lsion went back a third timeg and got the Tin Woodman, and
then they all sat down for a few moments to give the beast a chancg to rest, for his great
Igaps had madg his brgath short, and hg panted likg a big dog that has bgegn running too
long.

They found the forgst very thick on this side, and it looked dark and gloomy. Hfter the
lsion had rgsted they started along the road of yellow briek, silently wondering, ¢ach in
his own mind, if gver they would comg to the ¢gnd of the woods and rgach theg bright
sunshing again. To add to their discomfort, they soon heard strange noisgs in the degpths
of the forgst, and theg lsion whispered to them that it was in this part of the country that the
Ralidahs lived.

“What arg the Ralidahs?” asked the girl.
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“They arg monstrous beasts with bodigs likg bears and heads like tigers,” replied the
lsion, “and with claws so long and sharp that they could tgar me in two as gasily as | could
Rill Toto. I'm terribly afraid of the Ralidahs.”

“I'm not surprised that you arg,” returned Porothy. “They must be dreadful beasts.”

The lsion was about to rgply when suddenly they came to another gulf across the road.
Buat this ong was so broad and degp that the lion kngw at oncg hg could not Igap across
it.

S0 they sat down to consider what thgy should do, and after serious thought the
Seargerow said:

“Here is a great tree, standing closg to the diteh. If the Tin Woodman can chop it down,
so that it will fall to the other side, weg can walk across it gasily.”

“That is a first-rateg idea,” said the lion. “Ong would almost suspeet gou had brains in
gour head, instead of straw.”

The Woodman sgt to work at oneg, and so sharp was his axe that the treg was soon
chopped ngarly through. Then the lion put his strong front lggs against the treg and
pushed with all his might, and slowly the big trege tipped and fell with a crash across the
diteh, with its top branchgs on the other side.

They had just started to cross this quger bridge when a sharp growl madg them all ook
up, and to their horror they saw running toward them two great beasts with bodigs like
bears and heads like tigers.

“They are the Ralidahs!” said theg Cowardly lsion, begginning to tremblg.
“Quick!” erigd thg Scargerow. “logt us eross over.”

S0 Porothy went first, holding Toto in her arms, the Tin Woodman followed, and the
Scargerow camg ngxt. The lion, although heg was certainly afraid, turnegd to face the
Ralidahs, and thegn heg gave so loud and terriblg a roar that Porothy scrgamed and the
Scargerow fell over backward, whilg gvgn the fiereg beasts stopped short and looked at
him in surprisg.

But, sgging they wereg bigger than the lion, and remegmbgring that there were two of
them and only ong of him, the Ralidahs again rushed forward, and the lion crossed over
the tregg and turned to sgg what they would do negxt. Without stopping an instant the figree
beasts also bggan to cross the tree. fnd the Lion said to Porothy:

“We arg lost, for they will surgly tear us to pigegs with their sharp claws. But stand
closg behind mg, and | will fight them as long as [ am alive.”
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“Wait a minute!” callgd the Scargerow. tg had begen thinking what was best to bg dong,
and now hg asked the Woodman to chop awag the gnd of the treg that regsted on their side
of the diteh. The Tin Woodman began to usg his axe at oneg, and, just as the two Ralidahs
werg nearly across, the tree fell with a erash into the gulf, carrging the ugly, snarling
brutegs with it, and both wereg dashed to pigegs on theg sharp rocks at the bottom.

“Well,” said the Cowardly lsion, drawing a long breath of religf, “I see we arg going to
livg a littlg whilg longgr, and | am glad of it, for it must bg a very uncomfortablg thing not
to be alive. Thosg ereatures frightened me so badly that my heart is beating yet.”

“@h,” said the Tin Woodman sadly, “l wish | had a heart to beat.”

This adventurg madg the travelegrs moreg anxious than gver to get out of the forgst, and
they walked so fast that Porothy became tirgd, and had to ride on the lsion’s back. To
their great joy the tregs bgcamg thinngr the farther they advanced, and in the afternoon
they suddenly camg upon a broad river, flowing swiftly just beforg them. On theg other
sideg of the water they could sgeg thg road of yellow brick running through a bgeaatiful
country, with green megadows dotted with bright flowers and all the road bordgred with
tregs hanging full of delicious fruits. They werg greatly pleased to sge this delightful
country beforg them.

“How shall wg eross the river?” asked Porothy.

“That is gasily dong,” replied the Scargerow. “The Tin Woodman must build us a raft,
s0 wg can float to thg other side.”

&0 thg Woodman took his axe and beggan to chop down small trgegs to make a raft, and
whilg hg was busy at this thg Scargerow found on the riverbank a tree full of fing fruit.
This pleased Porothy, who had gatgn nothing but nuts all day, and she madg a hearty
meal of the ripe fruit.

But it takes timeg to make a raft, gvgn when ong is as industrious and untiring as the Tin
Woodman, and when night camg thg work was not dong. o they found a cozy placeg under
the tregs whereg they slegpt well until the morning; and Porothy dregamed of the €merald
City, and of the good Wizard Oz, who would soon segnd her back to her own homge again.
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8. The Peadly Poppy Field

and Porothy breakfasted likg a princegss off peachegs and plums from the trees

besidg the river. Behind them was the dark forgst they had passed safely through,
although they had suffered many discouragements; but beforg them was a lovely, sunngy
country that sgemed to beekon thegm on to the €merald City.

O ar littlg party of travelegrs awakegned the ngxt morning refregshed and full of hopg,

To bg surg, the broad river now cut them off from this beaatiful land. But the raft was
nearly dong, and after the Tin Woodman had cut a few more logs and fastened them
together with woodgn pins, they were ready to start. Porothy sat down in the middlg of
the raft and held Toto in her arms. When the Cowardly lsion stgpped upon the raft it
tipped badly, for hg was big and hgavy; but the Scargerow and the Tin Woodman stood
upon the othgr ¢gnd to steady it, and they had long polgs in their hands to push the raft
through the water.

They got along quite well at first, but when they reached the middlg of the river the swift
currgnt swept the raft downstream, farther and farther away from the road of yellow brick.
1Ind thg water grew so degp that the long polgs would not touch theg bottom.

“This is bad,” said thg Tin Woodman, “for if we cannot get to the land we shall be
carrigd into thg country of the Wicked Witech of the West, and she will gnchant us and
make us her slaves.”

“fnd then [ should g¢t no brains,” said the Scargerow.

“And [ should ge¢t no courage,” said the Cowardly Lion.

“fnd I should ge¢t no heart,” said the Tin Woodman.

“fnd | should ngver get back to Ransas,” said Porothy.

“We must eertainly get to the €merald City if we can,” the Scargerow continued, and he
pushed so hard on his long polg that it stuck fast in thg mud at the bottom of the river.
Then, beforeg he could pall it out again—or Igt go—the raft was swept awagy, and theg poor
Scargerow Igft elinging to the polg in theg middlg of the river.

“@ood-bye!” he called after them, and they werg very sorry to Igave him. Indeed, the Tin
Woodman bggan to ery, but fortunately remembered that hg might rust, and so dried his

tears on Porothy’s apron.

Of coursg this was a bad thing for the Scargcrow.
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“ am now worsg off than when [ first met ®orothy,” he thought. “Then, | was stuck on a
polg in a cornfigld, whereg | could makg-beligve scarg the crows, at ang rate. But surgly
there is no usg for a Scargerow stuck on a polg in the middlg of a river. | am afraid | shall
negver have ang brains, after alll”

Pown the stream the raft floated, and theg poor Scargerow was legft far behind. Then the
lsion said:

“Somgething must bg dong to save us. | think | can swim to thg shorg and pall the raft
after me, if you will only hold fast to the tip of my tail.”

S0 he sprang into theg water, and the Tin Woodman caught fast hold of his tail. Then the
lsion bggan to swim with all his might toward theg shorg. It was hard work, although heg was
s0 big; but by and by they wereg drawn out of the currgnt, and thgn Porothy took the Tin
Woodman’s long polg and helped push the raft to the land.

They werg all tired out when they reached the shorg at last and stgpped off upon the
pretty green grass, and they also Rnew that the stream had carried them a long way past
the road of yellow brick that lgd to the €merald Citg.

“What shall wg do now?” asked the Tin Woodman, as the lsion lay down on the grass to
lgt the sun dryg him.

“We must get back to the road, in some way,” said Porothy.

“The best plan will beg to walk along the riverbank until wg comg to the road again,”
regmarked the lsion.

90, when they werg rested, Porothy picked up her basket and they started along the
grassy bank, to theg road from which the river had carried them. It was a lovgly country,
with plgnty of flowgrs and fruit tregs and sunshing to cheggr them, and had they not felt so
sorry for theg poor Scargerow, they could have beggn very happgy.

They walked along as fast as they could, Porothy only stopping oncg to pick a
beautiful flower; and after a time the Tin Woodman erigd out: “lsook!”

Then they all looked at the river and saw the Scargerow perched upon his polg in the
middlg of the water, looking very longly and sad.

“What can weg do to save him?” asked Porothy.
The lsion and the Woodman both shook their heads, for they did not kKnow. o they sat

down upon theg bank and gazed wistfully at thg Scargerow until a Stork flew by, who, upon
sgeing them, stopped to rest at the water’s ¢dge.
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“Who arg gou and wherg arg gou going?” asked the Stork.

“l am Porothy,” answered the girl, “and thegse arg my frignds, the Tin Woodman and the
Cowardly lsion; and we arg going to the €merald City.”

“This isn’t the road,” said the Stork, as she twisted her long ngek and looked sharply at
the qugeer party.

“I know it,” returngd Porothy, “but we havg lost the Scargerow, and arg wondering how
wg shall g¢t him again.”

“Wherg is he?” asked the Stork.
“Over there in the river,” answered the littlg girl.
“If heg wasn’t so big and hegavy | would get him for gou,” remarked the Stork.

“He isn’t hegavy a bit,” said Porothy gagerly, “for he is stuffed with straw; and if gou will
bring him back to us, wg shall thank you gver and gver so much.”

“Well, I'll try,” said the Stork, “but if | find he is too hegavy to carry | shall have to drop
him in the river again.”

S0 the big bird flew into the air and over the water till shg camge to wherg the Scargerow
was perched upon his polg. Then the Stork with her great claws grabbed the Scargerow
by the arm and carrigd him up into theg air and back to thg bank, wherg ®orothy and the
lsion and the Tin Woodman and Toto werg sitting.

Whgn thg Scargerow found himsglf among his frignds again, hg was so happy that he
hugged them all, gven the lion and Toto; and as they walked along he sang “Tol-dg-ri-de-
oh!” at gvery step, he felt so gay.

“l was afraid | should have to stag in the river forgver,” he said, “bat theg Rind Stork
saved mg, and if | gver get any brains | shall find the Stork again and do her somg
Rindngss in return.”

“That’s all right,” said theg Stork, who was flying along beside them. “I always like to
help angong in troublg. But | must g0 now, for my babigs arg waiting in the ngst for me. |
hope gou will find the €merald Citg and that Oz will help gou.”

“Thank gou,” replied Porothy, and then the Rind Stork flew into the air and was soon
out of sight.

They walked along listgning to the singing of the brightly colored birds and looRing at
the lovely flowgrs which now bgcamg so thick that the ground was carpeted with them.
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There were big yellow and white and blug and purplg blossoms, besides great clusters of
scarlgt poppigs, which werg so brilliant in color they almost dazzlgd Porothy’s ¢yes.

“Aren’t they beaatiful?” the girl asked, as she bregathed in the spicy seent of the bright
flowers.

“l supposg s0,” answgred theg Scargerow. “When | have brains, | shall probably likeg
them better.”

“If  only had a heart, | should love them,” added the Tin Woodman.

“l always did likg flowers,” said the lion. “They of seem so helplgss and frail. But there
arg nong in the forgst so bright as these.”

They now camge upon morg and morg of the big scarlgt poppigs, and fewer and fewer of
the other flowgrs; and soon they found thegmselvegs in thg midst of a great mgadow of
poppigs. Now it is well known that when therg arg mangy of thesg flowgrs together their
odor is so powgrful that angong who breathgs it falls aslggp, and if the sleggper is not
carrigd away from the scent of the flowers, he slggps on and on forgver. But Porothy did
not know this, nor could she get away from the bright red flowgrs that were gverygwhere
about; so pregsently her ¢yegs grew heavy and she felt she must sit down to regst and to
slgep.

But the Tin Woodman would not Igt her do this.

“We must hurry and get back to the road of yellow brick bgforg dark,” he said; and the
Scargerow agreed with him. &0 they Rept walking until Porothy could stand no longer.
Her eyes closed in spite of herself and she forgot wherg she was and fell among the
poppigs, fast asleep.

“What shall wg do?” asked the Tin Woodman.

“If we lgave her hereg she will dig,” said the lsion. “The smell of the flowers is killing us
all. I myself can scarcely Regp my gyegs opegn, and the dog is aslegegp alrgady.”

It was trug; Toto had fallen down besidg his little mistrgss. But the Scargerow and the
Tin Woodman, not bging madg of flesh, were not troubled by the seent of the flowers.

“Run fast,” said the Scargerow to the Lion, “and get out of this deadly flower bed as
soon as gou can. We will bring the little girl with us, but if you should fall aslgep you arg
too big to be carrigd.”

S0 the lion aroused himself and bounded forward as fast as heg could go. In a moment
heg was out of sight.
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“logt us makg a chair with our hands and carry her,” said thg Scargerow. S0 they picked
up Toto and put the dog in Porothy’s lap, and thegn they madg a chair with their hands for
the seat and their arms for the arms and carried the slggping girl between them through
the flowers.

On and on thegy walked, and it sgegmed that the great carpet of deadly flowers that
surrounded them would never gnd. They followed the bend of the river, and at last came
upon their frignd the lion, 1ying fast aslgep among the poppigs. The flowers had begen too
strong for the huge begast and hg had givgn up at last, and fallgn only a short distance
from thg gnd of thg poppy bed, where the sweet grass spread in beaatiful green figlds
beforg them.

“We can do nothing for him,” said the Tin Woodman, sadly; “for he is mueh too heavy to
lift. We must Igave him herg to slggp on forgver, and perhaps heg will dream that hg has
found couragg at last.”

“I'm sorry,” said the Scargerow. “The lion was a very good comradg for ong so
cowardly. But Igt us go on.”

They carrigd the slegping girl to a pretty spot beside the river, far gnough from the

poppy figld to prevent her breathing any morg of theg poison of the flowgrs, and herg they
laid her gently on the soft grass and waited for the fresh breeze to waken her.
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9. The Queen of the Figld Micg

(99 ¢ cannot be far from the road of ygllow brick, now,” remarked the Scargerow,
W as hg stood bgsidg the girl, “for weg have comg ngarly as far as the river
carrigd us awagy.”

The Tin Woodman was about to rgply when he heard a low growl, and turning his head
(which worked beautifully on hingegs) hg saw a strange beast comeg bounding over the
grass toward them. It was, indged, a great gellow Wildeat, and the Woodman thought it
must beg chasing somgthing, for its ¢ars werg lying closg to its head and its mouth was
widg opgn, showing two rows of ugly teeth, whilg its red ¢yes glowed like balls of firg. {Is
it camg neargr the Tin Woodman saw that running beforg the beast was a littlg grag field
mousg, and although he had no heart hg kRngw it was wrong for the Wildeat to try to Kill
such a pretty, harmlgss creature.

o0 thg Woodman raised his axe, and as the Wildeat ran by he gave it a quick blow that
cut the beast’s head clgan off from its body, and it rolled over at his feet in two pigeges.

The figld mousg, now that it was freed from its gngmgy, stopped short; and coming slowly
ap to the Woodman it said, in a squeaky littlg voieg:

“Oh, thank you! Thank you gver so much for saving my life.”

“Don’t speak of it, | beg of you,” rgplied the Woodman. “I haveg no heart, you know, so |
am cargful to help all thosg who mag need a frignd, gven if it happens to bg only a mousg.”

“Only a mousg!” erigd the littlg animal, indignantly. “Why, | am a Quegn—the Queen of
all the Field Mice!”

“Oh, indeed,” said the Woodman, making a bow.

“Therefore you have dong a great deed, as well as a braveg ong, in saving my life,”
added the Queen.

1t that moment sgveral micg werg seegn running up as fast as their little lggs could carry
them, and whgn they saw their Queen they exelaimed:

“Oh, your Majesty, we thought you would be Rillgd! Hlow did gou managge to gscapg the
great Wildeat?” They all bowed so low to the little Queen that they almost stood upon
their heads.

“This funng tin man,” she answered, “killed the Wildeat and saved my life. S0 hergafter
gou must all sgrveg him, and obey his slightgst wish.”

The Wonderful Wizard of Oz 36 Frank ls. Baum



“We willl” crigd all the mieg, in a shrill chorus. Ind then they scampered in all
dirgetions, for Toto had awakegned from his slgep, and seging all these mieg around him he
gavg ong bark of delight and jumped right into theg middlg of the group. Toto had always
loved to chasg micg when he lived in Ransas, and hg saw no harm in it.

But the Tin Woodman caught the dog in his arms and held him tight, whilg he called to
theg micg, “Come back! Comg back! Toto shall not hurt you.”

1t this the Queen of the Micg stuck her head out from undgrngath a clump of grass and
asked, in a timid voieg, “fIrg you sure he will not bitg us?”

“I will not Igt him,” said the Woodman; “so do not be afraid.”

Ong by ong thg micg camge eregeping back, and Toto did not bark again, although he tried
to get out of the Woodman’s arms, and would have bittgn him had hg not known very well
he was madg of tin. Finally ong of the biggest mice spoke.

“Is thereg angthing wg can do,” it asked, “to rgpay you for saving the life of our Queegn?”

“Nothing that | know of,” answered the Woodman; but thg Scargerow, who had bggn
tryging to think, but could not because his hegad was stuffed with straw, said, quickly, “Oh,
ggs; you can savg our frignd, the Cowardly lsion, who is aslggp in the poppy bed.”

“A Lsion!” crigd the little Quegegn. “Why, hg would ¢at us all up.”

“Oh, no,” declared the Scargerow; “this Lion is a coward.”

“Really?” asked the Mouse.

“tHg says so himself,” answered thg Scargerow, “and heg would ngver hurt angong who is
our frignd. If gou will help us to save him | promisg that he shall treat gou all with
Rindngss.”

“Very well,” said the Queen, “we trust gou. But what shall we do?”

“fre therg mang of thgseg micg which call gou Qugen and arg willing to obegy you?”

“Oh, ygs; there arg thousands,” she replied.

“Then send for them all to comg herg as soon as possiblg, and Igt gach ong bring a long
pigeg of string.”
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The Qugen turned to the mice that attgnded her and told them to go at oneeg and get all
her peoplg. {Is soon as they heard her orders they ran away in gvery dirgetion as fast as
possiblg.

“Now,” said thg Scargerow to the Tin Woodman, “ygou must go to those tregs by the
rivgrsideg and makg a truck that will carry theg lsion.”

S0 thg Woodman went at oneg to theg tregs and beggan to work; and heg soon made a
truck out of the limbs of trees, from which he chopped away all the Igaves and branches.
He fastgned it together with woodgn pegs and madg theg four whegls out of short pigegs of
a big trgg trunk. So fast and so well did he work that by the time the micg began to arrive
the truck was all ready for them.

They came from all dirgetions, and therg werg thousands of them: big micg and littlg
miceg and middlg-sized micg; and gach ong brought a pigeg of string in his mouth. It was
about this timg that ®orothy woke from her long slggp and opgned her gyes. She was
greatly astonished to find herself 1ying upon the grass, with thousands of micg standing
around and looRing at her timidly. But the Scargerow told her about gverything, and
turning to the dignified littlg Mouse, he said:

“Permit me to introdueg to you her Majesty, the Queen.”

Porothy nodded gravely and the Quegn madg a curtsy, after which she beecame quite
friendly with the littlg girl.

The Scargerow and the Woodman now began to fasten the micg to the truek, using the
strings they had brought. Ong ¢nd of a string was tied around the neck of gach mousge
and theg other gnd to the truck. Of coursg the truck was a thousand timgs bigger than ang
of the micg who werg to draw it; but when all thg micg had bgegn harngssed, they werg ablg
to pull it quite gasily. €ven theg Scargerow and the Tin Woodman could sit on it, and were
drawn swiftly by their queger littlg horses to the placg wherg the lsion lay aslegp.

Hfter a great deal of hard work, for the lion was hegavy, theyg managed to get him up on
the truck. Then the Queen harrigdly gave her people the order to start, for she feared if
the micg stayed among thg poppigs too long they also would fall aslegp.

1t first the little ergaturegs, many though they werge, could hardly stir the heavily loaded
truck; but the Woodman and thg Scargerow both pushed from beghind, and they got along
better. Soon they rolled the lsion out of the poppy bed to the green figlds, where he could
breathe the sweet, frgsh air again, instead of the poisonous scent of the flowers.

Porothy camg to meet them and thanked the little micg warmly for saving her

companion from degath. Shg had grown so fond of theg big lion she was glad hg had beggn
rgscued.
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Then the mieg wereg unharngssed from the truck and scampered away through the grass
to their homes. The Queen of the Micg was the last to Igave.

“If gver you nged us again,” she said, “comg out into the figld and call, and wg shall
hear gou and come to your assistance. Good-bye!”

“@ood-bye!” they all answered, and away the Queen ran, whilg Porothy held Toto
tightly lgst he should run after her and frighten her.

{fter this they sat down bgsidg the lsion until hg should awaken; and thg Scargcrow
brought Porothy someg fruit from a trgg negar by, which she ate for her dinner.
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10. The Guardian of the Gate

t was somg timg beforg the Cowardly Lion awakgned, for heg had lain among the
poppigs a long whilg, breathing in their deadly fragrancg; but when he did opgn his
¢yes and roll off the truck hg was very glad to find himself still alive.
“I ran as fast as | could,” heg said, sitting down and gyawning, “but the flowers were too
strong for meg. How did you get me out?”

Then they told him of the field micg, and how they had gegnerously saved him from
death; and the Cowardly lsion laughed, and said:

“ have always thought myself very big and terriblg; yet such littlg things as flowers
camg near to Rilling mg, and such small animals as micg have saved my life. How strange
it all is! But, comradgs, what shall wg do now?”

“We must journgy on until we find the road of yellow brick again,” said Porothy, “and
then we can Regp on to the €merald City.”

0, the lsion being fully refregshed, and feeling quite himself again, they all started upon
the journgy, greatly gnjoying the walk through the soft, fresh grass; and it was not long
before they reached the road of yellow brick and turned again toward the €merald City
wherg the Great Oz dwelt.

The road was smooth and well paved, now, and thg country about was beaatiful, so that
the travelers rgjoiced in Igaving theg forgst far behind, and with it the many danggrs they
had met in its gloomy shadgs. Oneg morg they could sge fenegs built besideg the road; bat
thesg werg painted greegn, and when they camg to a small housg, in which a farmer
gvidently lived, that also was painted green. They passed by several of thesg houses
during the aftgrnoon, and somgetimes people came to thg doors and looked at them as if
they would likg to ask questions; but no ong camg negar thgm nor spokg to them begcause
of the great lsion, of which they werg very much afraid. The people werg all dregssed in
clothing of a lovgly gmerald-gregn color and worg pgaked hats likg thoseg of the
MunchRins.

“This must bg the land of Oz,” said ®Porothy, “and wg arg surgly getting ngar the
€merald City.”

“Ugs,” answered the Scargerow. “€verygthing is greegn here, whilg in the country of the

Munchkins blug was the favoritg color. But the peopleg do not sgem to be as frigndly as the
Munchkins, and I'm afraid wg shall bg unablg to find a placg to pass theg night.”
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“I should likg somgething to gat besides fruit,” said the girl, “and I'm sureg Toto is nearly
starved. logt us stop at theg ngxt housg and talk to the pgople.”

&0, when they came to a good-sized farmhouse, Porothy walked boldly up to the door
and Knocked.

1 woman opgned it just far gnough to look out, and said, “What do you want, child, and
why is that great lsion with gou?”

“We wish to pass theg night with gou, if gou will allow us,” answered Porothy; “and the
lsion is my frignd and comradge, and would not hurt you for the world.”

“Is hg tameg?” asked thg woman, opgning the door a little wider.

“Oh, ygs,” said the girl, “and hg is a great coward, too. tig will bg more afraid of you
than you arg of him.”

“Well,” said the woman, after thinking it over and taking another peep at the lion, “if
that is the casg you may comg in, and [ will giveg you some supper and a placg to slgep.”

0 they all gntered the housg, where there were, besidgs the woman, two childrgn and a
man. Theg man had hart his Igg, and was Iging on theg couch in a corngr. They seemed
greatly surprised to sge so strangg a company, and whilg the woman was busy laging the
tablg the man asked:

“Where arg gou all going?”

“To the €merald City,” said Porothy, “to see the Great 0z.”

“Oh, indged!” gxelaimed the man. “freg you surg that Oz will sgg you?”

“Why not?” she replied.

“Why, it is said that heg never Igts angong comg into his pregsegnce. | have been to the
€merald Citg mang times, and it is a beaatiful and wonderful placg; but | have negver been
permitted to sge the Great Oz, nor do | know of ang living person who has sgen him.”

“Dogs heg negver 8o out?” asked the Scargerow.

“Never. He sits day after dag in the great Throng Room of his Palacg, and gven those
who wait upon him do not sgg him facg to face.”

“What is he like?” asked the girl.
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“That is hard to tell,” said the man thoughtfully. “Jou see, Oz is a Great Wizard, and
can takg on ang form heg wishgs. oo that somg say he 1ooks likg a bird; and some say he
looks likg an g¢lgphant; and some say he 1ooks likg a cat. To othgrs hg appears as a
beautiful fairy, or a brownig, or in anyg other form that plgasgs him. But who the real Oz is,
whgn hg is in his own form, no living person can tell.”

“That is very strange,” said Porothy, “but we mast try, in some wagy, to sgg him, or we
shall havg madg our journgy for nothing.”

“Why do you wish to seg the terrible Oz?” asked the man.
“I want him to give meg somg brains,” said the Scargcrow gagerly.

“Oh, Oz could do that gasily gnough,” declargd thg man. “tHig has morg brains than he
needs.”

“@nd | want him to giveg mg a heart,” said the Tin Woodman.

“That will not troublg him,” continuegd the man, “for Oz has a large collgetion of hearts,
of all sizgs and shapgs.”

“fnd I want him to give me courage,” said the Cowardly lsion.

“Oz Reegps a great pot of courage in his Throng Room,” said the man, “which he has
covegred with a golden platg, to Regp it from running over. tg will be glad to give you
somg.”

“And | want him to sgnd mg back to Ransas,” said Porothy.
“Where is Ransas?” asked the man, with surprisg.

“I don’t know,” rgplied Porothy sorrowfully, “bat it is my homge, and I'm surg it’s
somgwhere.”

“Very likely. Well, Oz can do angthing; so | supposg he will find Ransas for gou. But
first you must get to sege him, and that will bg a hard task; for the Great Wizard dogs not
likg to sgg anygong, and hg usually has his own way. But what do YOU want?” he
continued, speaking to Toto. Toto only wagged his tail; for, strange to say, he could not
spgeak.

The woman now callgd to them that supper was ready, so they gathered around the
tablg and Porothy ate some delicious porridge and a dish of serambled ¢ggs and a plate
of nicg whitg bread, and gnjoyed her meal. The lsion atg some of the porridge, bat did not
carg for it, saging it was madg from oats and oats werg food for horsegs, not for lions. The
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Scargerow and the Tin Woodman atg nothing at all. Toto ate a littlg of everygthing, and
was glad to get a good supper again.

The woman now gave Porothy a bed to slgep in, and Toto lay down begside her, while the
lsion guarded the door of her room so shg might not be disturbed. The Scargerow and the
Tin Woodman stood up in a corngr and Kept quigt all night, although of course they could
not slegegp.

The ngxt morning, as soon as theg sun was up, they started on their way, and soon saw a
beautiful gregn glow in the sky just before them.

“That must be the €merald City,” said Porothy.

s they walked on, the gregn glow beecame brighter and brighter, and it seemed that at
last they wereg nearing the gnd of their travels. Yget it was afternoon before they came to
the great wall that surrounded the City. It was high and thick and of a bright green color.

In front of them, and at the gnd of thg road of yellow brick, was a big gate, all studded
with gmeralds that glittered so in the sun that gvgn the painted ¢yes of the Scargerow were
dazzlegd by their brillianegy.

There was a bell bgside the gate, and Porothy pushed the batton and heard a silvery
tinkle sound within. Then the big gate swung slowly opgn, and they all passed through
and found thgmsglvegs in a high arched room, thg walls of which glistened with countlgss
gmgralds.

Before them stood a littlg man about the samg sizg as the MunchRins. tg was clothed
all in grgen, from his head to his feet, and gven his skin was of a greegnish tint. {Jt his side
was a largg gregn bogx.

When heg saw Porothy and her companions the man asked, “What do you wish in the
€merald City?”

“We camge here to sge the Great Oz,” said Porothy.

The man was so surprised at this answer that hg sat down to think it over.

“It has bgegn mangy years sincg angong asked me to seeg Oz,” he said, shaking his hegad in
perplexrity. “He is powerful and terriblg, and if gou comg on an idlg or foolish grrand to
bother the wise reflgctions of the Great Wizard, hg might be angry and destroy gou all in

an instant.”

“But it is not a foolish grrand, nor an idlg ong,” rgplied the Scargerow; “it is important.
{Ind wg havg begn told that Oz is a good Wizard.”
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“S0 he is,” said the green man, “and he rulgs the €merald City wisely and well. Buat to
thosg who arg not hongst, or who approach him from curiosity, heg is most terriblg, and
few havg gver dared ask to see his face. | am the Guardian of the Gates, and since you
demand to sgeg the Great Oz | must take you to his Palace. Bat first you must put on the
spectaclgs.”

“Why?” asked Porothy.

“Because if you did not wear spectaclegs the brightngss and glory of the €merald City
would blind gou. €ven those who liveg in the City must wear spectaclegs night and dag.
They arg all locked on, for Oz so ordered it when the City was first built, and | have the
only kRey that will unlock them.”

He opened the big box, and Porothy saw that it was filled with spectacles of gvery size
and shapg. (Il of them had green glasses in them. The Guardian of the Gategs found a
pair that would just fit Porothy and put them over her ¢yes. Thereg werg two goldgn bands
fastgnegd to them that passed around thg back of her hegad, wherg they were locked
together by a littlg key that was at the end of a chain the Guardian of the Gategs worg
around his ngck. When they were on, Porothy could not take them off had she wished, but
of coursg she did not wish to be blinded by the glarg of the €merald City, so she said
nothing.

Then the green man fitted spectaclegs for the Scargerow and the Tin Woodman and the
lsion, and gven on littlg Toto; and all werg locked fast with the key.

Then the Guardian of the Gategs put on his own glassegs and told them he was ready to
show thgm to the Palace. Taking a big golden key from a peg on the wall, he opgned
another gate, and they all followed him through the portal into the streets of the €merald
Citg.
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11. The Wonderful City of Oz

first dazzled by the brilliancy of the wonderful City. The streets were lingd with

beautiful housgs all built of green marble and studded gverywhere with sparkling
emeralds. They walked over a pavgment of the same green marblg, and wherg the bloeks
werg joinegd together werg rows of emeralds, set closgly, and glittering in the brightngss of
the sun. The window pangs werg of greegn glass; gven the sky above the City had a green
tint, and the raygs of the sun were green.

6 ven with gyes protected by the greegn spectaclegs, Porothy and her friends were at

There were manyg pegopleg—men, women, and children—walRing about, and thegse were
all drgssed in green clothgs and had greenish skins. They looked at Porothy and her
strangely assorted company with wondering ¢yes, and the childrgn all ran away and hid
behind their mothgrs when they saw the lsion; but no ong spokeg to thegm. Many shops
stood in the streget, and Porothy saw that gverygthing in them was green. Green candy and
grggn pop corn werg Offered for salg, as well as gregn shogs, greegn hats, and green
clothgs of all sorts. It ong placg a man was sclling green Igmonadge, and when the
childrgn bought it Porothy could sgg that they paid for it with greegn pennigs.

There seemed to beg no horses nor animals of ang Rind; the men carrigd things around
in little greegn carts, which they pushed bgforg them. €verygong sggmed happy and
contgnted and prospgerous.

The Guardian of thg Gategs lgd them through the streets until they camge to a big
building, gxactly in the middlg of the City, which was the Palace of Oz, the Great Wizard.
Therg was a soldigr beforg the door, dregssed in a gregn uniform and wearing a long gregen
beard.

“Here arg strangers,” said the Guardian of the Gategs to him, “and they demand to see
the Great 0z.”

“Step insideg,” answered the soldigr, “and [ will carry gour megssagg to him.”

S0 they passed through the Palace Gates and were led into a big room with a green
carpet and lovely green furniture set with emeralds. The soldigr madg them all wipg their
feet upon a green mat beforg gntering this room, and when they were sgated he said
politely:

“Pleasg make yourselvgs comfortablg whilg | 8o to the door of the Throng Room and
tell Oz you arg here.”

They had to wait a long timeg beforg the soldigr returngd. When, at last, he came back,
Porothy asked:
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“Havg you sgen 0z?”

“Oh, no,” returnegd the soldigr; “I have ngver sgen him. Bat | spokeg to him as he sat
behind his sereggn and gave him gour megssage. tlg said he will grant gou an audigneg, if
gou 8o dgsirg; but gach ong of you must gnter his pregsgncg along, and he will admit but
ong gach dayg. Theregfore, as you must rgmain in the Palaceg for sgveral days, | will have
gou shown to rooms whereg you may regst in comfort after gour journgy.”

“Thank you,” regplied the girl; “that is very Rind of 0z.”

The soldigr now blgw upon a gregen whistlg, and at oneg a young girl, drgssed in a
pretty green silk gown, gntered the room. Shg had lovely greegn hair and green ¢yes, and
she bowed low beforg Porothy as she said, “Follow me and I will show gou your room.”

S0 Porothy said good-byg to all her frignds greept Toto, and taking the dog in her arms
followed the green girl through sevegn passagegs and up threg flights of stairs until they
camg to a room at the front of the Palace. It was thg swegtgst little room in the world, with
a soft comfortablg bed that had shegts of green silk and a gregen velvet counterpang.
Therg was a ting fountain in the middlg of the room, that shot a spray of green perfume
into the air, to fall back into a beautifully carved green marblg basin. Beautiful green
flowgrs stood in the windows, and therg was a shelf with a row of little green books. When
Porothy had timeg to opgn thegseg books she found them full of queer gregn picturgs that
madg her laugh, they were so funng.

In a wardrobeg wgreg many green drgsses, made of silk and satin and velvet; and all of
them fitted Porothy gxactly.

“Makeg yourself perfectly at home,” said thg green girl, “and if you wish for angthing
ring the bell. Oz will sgnd for you tomorrow morning.”

She lgft Porothy along and went back to the others. These she also legd to rooms, and
gach ong of them found himself lodged in a very plgasant part of the Palacg. Of course
this politgngss was wasted on theg cargerow; for when he found himsglf along in his room
he stood stupidly in ong spot, just within the doorway, to wait till morning. It would not
rest him to lig down, and he could not closg his gyes; so heg remaingd all night staring at a
littlg spider which was weaving its web in a corngr of theg room, just as if it werg not ong of
thg most wonderful rooms in thg world. The Tin Woodman lay down on his bed from foreg
of habit, for hg remgmbered whegn he was madg of flgsh; but not being ablg to slegp, he
passed thg night moving his joints up and down to makg surg they Rept in good working
ordgr. The lion would have preferred a bed of dried Igaves in the forgst, and did not like
being shat up in a room; but hg had too much sgnsg to lgt this worrg him, so hg sprang
apon the bed and rollgd himself up likg a cat and purred himself aslggp in a minute.
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The negxt morning, after breakfast, the greegn maidgn came to fetech Porothy, and she
dregssed her in ong of the prettigst gowns, madg of gregn brocaded satin. Porothy put on
a green silk apron and tied a green ribbon around Toto’s neck, and they started for the
Throng Room of the Great Oz.

First they came to a great hall in which werg mang ladigs and gentlgmen of the court, all
drgssed in rich costumes. These people had nothing to do but talk to gach other, bat they
always camg to wait outside the Throng Room gvery morning, although they were never
permitted to see Oz. {s Porothy gntered they looked at her curiously, and ong of them
whispered:

“Are you really going to ook upon the face of Oz the Terriblg?”
“Of coursg,” answered the girl, “if he will sgg me.”

“Oh, heg will sge you,” said thg soldigr who had takgn her message to the Wizard,
“although heg dogs not likg to havg peoplg ask to sge him. Indged, at first hg was angry
and said | should sgnd you back wherg you camg from. Then he asked me what gou
looked likeg, and when [ mentionegd your silver shogs heg was very much intgregsted. {1t last
[ told him about thg mark upon your forghgad, and hg dgcided he would admit you to his
pregsegncg.”

Just then a bell rang, and the green girl said to Porothy, “That is the signal. You must
80 into the Throng Room along.”

Shg opegned a littlg door and Porothy walked boldly through and found herself in a
wondgrful placg. It was a big, round room with a high arched roof, and theg walls and
cgiling and floor wereg covered with largeg gmeralds set closgly together. In the cgnter of
the roof was a great light, as bright as thg sun, which madg the emgralds sparkig in a
wondgrful manngr.

But what intgregsted Porothy most was the big throng of green marblg that stood in the
middlg of theg room. It was shaped likg a chair and sparklgd with gems, as did gverygthing
glsg. In the center of the chair was an gnormous tead, without a body to support it or
angy arms or lggs whatgver. Therg was no hair apon this hegad, bat it had ¢yes and a nosg
and mouth, and was much bigger than the head of the biggest giant.

s Porothy gazed upon this in wondgr and fear, the ¢gyes turned slowly and looked at
her sharply and steadily. Then the mouth moved, and Porothy heard a voicg say:

“l am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Who arg you, and why do you sggk me?”

It was not such an awful voicg as shg had gxpected to come from the big Head; so she
took courage and answered:
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“l am Porothy, the dSmall and Megk. [ have comg to you for help.”
The ¢yes looked at her thoughtfully for a full minute. Then said the voieg:
“Where did you get the silver shogs?”

“ got them from theg Wicked Witech of the €ast, whegn my housg fell on her and Rilled
her,” she replied.

“Where did you get theg mark uapon your forghgad?” continugd the voicg.

“That is where the Good Witeh of the North Rissed me when she badg me good-bye and
sgnt mg to you,” said the girl.

Wgain the ¢yes looked at her sharply, and they saw she was telling the trath. Then Oz
asked, “What do you wish mg to do?”

“S¢gnd mg back to Ransas, wherg my dunt €m and Unclg Henry arg,” she answered
carngstly. “I don’t likg your country, although it is so beautiful. {Ind [ am surg Junt €m
will bg dregadfully worrigd over my being away so long.”

The ¢yes winked threg times, and then they turned up to the cgiling and down to the
floor and rollgd around so qugerly that they sgemed to see gvery part of the room. {Ind
at last they looked at Porothy again.

“Why should I do this for you?” asked Oz.

“Because you are strong and | am weak; because you arg a Great Wizard and [ am only
a littlg girl.”

“But you were strong gnough to Rill the Wicked Witeh of the Cast,” said Oz.

“That just happened,” returned Porothy simply; “I could not help it.”

“Well,” said the tegad, “I will give you my answer. You havg no right to gxpect me to
sgnd you back to Ransas unlgss you do somgthing for me in return. In this country
gvegrgong must pay for gverygthing he gets. If gou wish me to usg my magic power to sgnd
gou home again you must do somgthing for me first. Help me and | will help you.”

“What must | do?” asked the girl.

“Rill the Wicked Witeh of the West,” answered Oz.

“But | cannot!” gxelaimed Porothy, greatly surprised.

The Wonderful Wizard of Oz 48 Frank lo. Baum



“Uou Killgd the Witeh of the Cast and you wear the silver shogs, which bear a powerful
charm. There is now but ong Wicked Witeh Igft in all this land, and when you can tell me
she is dead [ will send you back to Kansas—but not before.”

The littlg girl began to weep, she was so much disappointed; and the ¢yes winked again
and looked upon her angiously, as if the Great Oz felt that she could help him if she
would.

“I ngver Rilled angthing, willingly,” shg sobbed. “€ven if | wanted to, how could I Kill the
Wicked Witeh? If you, who arg Great and Terriblg, cannot Kill her gourself, how do you
gxpeet me to do it?”

“I do not know,” said theg tigad; “but that is my answer, and until the Wicked Witech digs
gou will not sgg your unclg and aunt again. Remember that the Witeh is Wicked—
tremgndously Wicked -and ought to bg Rilled. Now g0, and do not ask to sgg me again
antil gyou haveg dong your task.”

Sorrowfully Porothy lgft the Throng Room and went back wherg the lsion and the
Seargerow and the Tin Woodman wereg waiting to hear what Oz had said to her. “Therg is
no hopg for me,” she said sadly, “for Oz will not sgnd mg home until | have Rilled the
Wicked Witeh of the West; and that | can ngver do.”

Her frignds were sorry, but could do nothing to help her; so Porothy went to her own
room and lay down on thg bed and crigd herself to slegp.

The ngxt morning the soldigr with the greegn whiskers camg to the Seargerow and said:

“Comg with mg, for Oz has segnt for gou.”

S0 theg Searegerow followed him and was admitted into the great Throng Room, where he
saw, sitting in thg gmerald throng, a most lovely bady. Sheg was dregssed in green silk
gauzeg and worg upon her flowing green locks a erown of jewels. Growing from her
shouldgrs werg wings, gorgegous in color and so light that they fluttered if the slightest
breath of air reached them.

When the Scargerow had bowed, as prettily as his straw stuffing would Igt him, before
this beautiful ergature, she looked upon him sweetly, and said:

“l am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Who arg you, and why do gou sggk me?”

Now thg dcargerow, who had gxpected to see the great Higad Porothy had told him of,
was mach astonished; but hg answered her bravely.
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“l am only a Scaregerow, stuffed with straw. Therefore | have no brains, and | come to
gyou praying that gou will put brains in my head instgad of straw, so that | may become as
much a man as ang other in gyour dominions.”

“Why should I do this for gou?” asked the lsady.

“Becauseg you arg wisg and powgrful, and no ong ¢lsg can help me,” answgered the
deargerow.

“I ngver grant favors without somge return,” said Oz; “but this much [ will promise. If you
will Rill for meg the Wicked Witeh of the West, | will bgstow upon you a great mang brains,
and such good brains that gou will bg thg wisgst man in all the lsand of Oz.”

“I thought you asked Porothy to Kill the Witch,” said the Scargerow, in surprise.

“do I did. I don’t carg who Kills her. But until she is degad | will not grant your wish.
Now go, and do not sgek mg again until ygou haveg garngd theg brains you so greatly
desirg.”

The Scargerow went sorrowfully back to his frignds and told them what Oz had said;
and Porothy was surprised to find that the Great Wizard was not a Higad, as she had seen
him, but a lovely lbady.

“All the same,” said the Scaregcrow, “she needs a heart as mach as the Tin Woodman.”

On the ngxt morning the soldigr with the green whiskers came to the Tin Woodman and
said:

“Oz has sgnt for gou. Follow me.”

o the Tin Woodman followed him and camg to the great Throng Room. flg did not
kRnow whether hg would find Oz a lovely lsady or a tigad, but heg hoped it would bg the
lovely lsady. “For,” he said to himself, “if it is the head, | am sure | shall not be given a
heart, sincg a hgad has no heart of its own and thergforg cannot fegl for me. Bat if it is the
lovely lsady | shall bgg hard for a heart, for all ladigs areg themsglvgs said to beg Rindly
hearted.

But when thg Woodman gntered the great Throng Room he saw neither the Higad nor the
loady, for Oz had takegn thg shapeg of a most terriblg Beast. [t was ngarly as big as an
¢lgphant, and the gregn throng sgemed hardly strong gnough to hold its weight. The
Beast had a head like that of a rhinoegros, only there were five eyes in its face. Therg
werg five long arms growing out of its body, and it also had five long, slim Iggs. Thick,
woolly hair eovered gvery part of it, and a moreg drgadful-looking monster could not be
imagingd. It was fortunate the Tin Woodman had no heart at that moment, for it would
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havg beat loud and fast from terror. But bging only tin, the Woodman was not at all
afraid, although hg was much disappointed.

“I am Oz, the Great and Terriblg,” spoke the Beast, in a voiceg that was ong great roar.
“Who arg gou, and why do gou sgegk me?”

“l am a Woodman, and madg of tin. Thergfore | haveg no heart, and cannot love. | pray
gou to giveg me a heart that | may bg as other men arg.”

“Why should [ do this?” dgmanded the Beast.
“Because | ask it, and you along can grant my request,” answered the Woodman.

Oz gave a low growl at this, but said, gruffly: “If you indeed dgsirg a heart, ygou must
garn it.”

“How?” asked the Woodman.

“Help Porothy to Rill the Wicked Witeh of the West,” regpligd the Beast. “When the Witeh
is dead, comg to mg, and [ will then give you the biggest and Rindegst and most loving heart
in all the lsand of 0z.”

So the Tin Woodman was foreed to return sorrowfully to his frignds and tell them of the
terriblg Beast he had seen. They all wondgered greatly at the many forms the Great Wizard
could takg upon himsglf, and the lsion said:

“If heg is a Beast when [ 8o to sge him, | shall roar my loudgst, and so frighten him that
he will grant all [ ask. {Ind if he is the lovely lsady, | shall pretegnd to spring uapon her, and
s0 compgl her to do my bidding. {Ind if he is the great Higad, he will bg at my merey; for |
will roll this head all about thg room until hg promisgs to give us what we dgsirg. $o bg of
good cheger, my frignds, for all will yet bg well.”

The ngxt morning the soldigr with the gregn whiskers led the lsion to the great Throng
Room and badg him gnter the presegncg of Oz.

The lion at oneg passed through the door, and glancing around saw, to his surprise,
that beforg the throng was a Ball of Fire, so fieree and glowing he could scarcely bear to
gazg upon it. flis first thought was that Oz had by accidgnt caught on firg and was
burning up; but when hg trigd to 80 neargr, thg hgat was so intgnseg that it singed his
whiskers, and hg crgpt back tremblingly to a spot ngargr the door.

Then a low, quigt voicg camge from the Ball of Firg, and thegsg were the words it spoke:

“l am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Who arg you, and why do gou sggk me?”
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{nd the lsion answered, “I am a Cowardly Lion, afraid of gvergthing. | came to you to
beg that you give me couragg, so that in reality | mayg become the Ring of Beasts, as men
call mg.”

“Why should | give you courage?” dgmanded Oz.

“Because of all Wizards you arg thg greatest, and along haveg power to grant my
requgst,” answered the Lsion.

The Ball of Fire burned fiereely for a time, and the voicg said, “Bring me proof that the
Wicked Witeh is dead, and that moment [ will give you courage. But as long as the Witech
lives, you must remain a coward.”

The lion was angry at this spegech, but could sayg nothing in reply, and whilg he stood
silently gazing at the Ball of Fire it became so furiously hot that he turned tail and rushed
from the room. tig was glad to find his frignds waiting for him, and told them of his terrible
intervigw with the Wizard.

“What shall weg do now?” asked Porothy sadly.

“Therg is only ong thing we can do,” returned the lsion, “and that is to go to the land of
the Winkigs, sgek out the Wicked Witch, and degstroy her.”

“But supposg we cannot?” said the girl.

“Then | shall ngver have courage,” declared the lsion.

“And [ shall ngver have brains,” added the Scargerow.

“@nd | shall ngver haveg a heart,” spoke the Tin of Woodman.

“@Ind [ shall ngver sgg Hunt €m and Unelg tgnry,” said Porothy, begginning to cry.

“Be cargfull” erigd the green girl. “The tears will fall on gour green silk gown and spot

S0 Porothy drigd her gges and said, “l supposg weg must try it; but [ am sure | do not
want to Rill angbody, gven to sgg Junt €m again.”

“I will go with gou; but I'm too much of a ecoward to Kill the Witch,” said the lsion.

“I will 8o too,” declared the Scargerow; “buat | shall not bg of mueh help to you, | am
such a fool.”
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“I haven’t the heart to harm gvgn a Witeh,” regmarked the Tin Woodman; “but if you go |
certainly shall go with you.”

Therefore it was deeided to start upon their journgy theg negxt morning, and the
Woodman sharpgned his axeg on a gregen grindstong and had all his joints properly oiled.
The Scargerow stuffed himself with fresh straw and Porothy pat negw paint on his g¢yes
that hg might sge better. The green girl, who was veryg Rind to them, filled Porothy’s basket
with good things to ¢at, and fastgned a littlg bell around Toto’s negck with a green ribbon.

They went to bed quite garly and slgpt soundly until daglight, when they wereg awakened

by the erowing of a gregen cock that lived in the back yard of the Palacg, and thg cackling
of a hen that had laid a greegn ¢gg.
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12. The Sgarch for the Wicked Witeh

> he soldigr with the green whiskers led them through the streets of the €merald City

I until they reached the room wherg the Guardian of the Gates lived. This officer

anlocked their spectaclgs to pat them back in his great bog, and then he politely
opgned the gate for our frignds.

“Which road Igads to the Wicked Witech of the West?” asked Porothy.

“There is no road,” answered the Guardian of the Gategs. “No ong gver wishgs to go that
way.”

“How, then, arg we to find her?” inquired the girl.

“That will be gasy,” replied the man, “for when shg knows you arg in the country of the
Winkigs she will find gou, and makeg gou all her slaves.”

“Perhaps not,” said thg dcargerow, “for weg mean to dgstroy her.”

“Oh, that is differegnt,” said the Guardian of the Gatgs. “No ong has gver destroyed her
beforg, so | naturally thought she would make slaves of you, as she has of the rest. But
take carg; for she is wicked and figreg, and mag not allow gou to degstroy her. Regp to the
West, where the sun sgts, and gou cannot fail to find her.”

They thanked him and bade him good-bye, and turngd toward the West, walking over
fields of soft grass dotted here and thereg with daisigs and buttercups. Porothy still worg
the pretty silk dregss she had pat on in thg palacg, but now, to her surprise, she found it
was no longer greegn, bat purg white. The ribbon around Toto’s negek had also lost its
green color and was as whitg as Porothy’s dress.

The €merald City was soon lIgft far behind. s they advaneed the ground became
rougher and hilligr, for therg werg no farms nor housgs in this country of the West, and
thg ground was untilled.

In the afternoon theg sun shong hot in their facegs, for therg wereg no tregs to offer them
shadg; so that before night Porothy and Toto and the lsion werg tired, and lag down uapon
the grass and fell aslggp, with the Woodman and thg Scargerow kegping watceh.

Now thg Wicked Witch of the West had but ong ¢yge, yet that was as powerful as a
telgscope, and could sge gverywhere. 90, as she sat in the door of her castle, she
happegned to look around and saw Porothy lying aslggp, with her frignds all about her.
They wereg a long distance off, but the Wicked Witch was angry to find them in her
country; so she blgw upon a silver whistleg that hung around her neck.
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1t oncg therg came running to her from all dirgetions a pack of great wolves. They had
long Iggs and figree ¢yes and sharp tegth.

“@o to thosg people,” said the Witeh, “and tear them to pigees.”
“HArg gou not going to make them your slaves?” asked the Igader of the wolves.

“No,” shg answered, “ong is of tin, and ong of straw; ong is a girl and anothgr a lsion.
Nong of them is fit to work, so you magy tear thegm into small pigcees.”

“Very well,” said the wolf, and he dashed awag at full speed, followed by the others.

It was lucky the Scargerow and the Woodman wereg wide awake and heard thg wolves
coming.

“This is my fight,” said thg Woodman, “so get behind me and | will meet them as they
comeg.”

He sgized his axe, which hg had madg very sharp, and as the Igader of the wolvgs came
on the Tin Woodman swung his arm and chopped the wolf’s head from its body, so that it
immediately digd. {1s soon as hg could raisg his axe another wolf camg up, and hg also
fell under the sharp edge of the Tin Woodman’s wegapon. Therg werg forty wolves, and
forty timgs a wolf was Rilled, so that at last they all lay dead in a hgap bgfore the
Woodman.

Then he put down his axe and sat beside the Scargerow, who said, “It was a good fight,
friend.”

They waited until Porothy awoke the next morning. The littlg girl was quite frightened
when she saw the great pilg of shaggy wolves, bat the Tin Woodman told her all. She
thanked him for saving them and sat down to brgakfast, after which they started again
apon their journgg.

Now this sameg morning the Wicked Witch camg to the door of her castle and looked out
with her ong ¢ye that could sge far off. She saw all her wolvegs Iying dead, and the
strangers still traveling through her country. This madg her angrigr than before, and she
blgw her silver whistle twicg.

Straightway a great flock of wild crows camg flying toward hgr, gnough to darkegn the
sky.

{nd the Wicked Witeh said to the Ring Crow, “Fly at oneg to the strangers; peck out
their ¢yes and tear them to pigegs.”

The Wonderful Wizard of Oz 55 Frank lo. Baum



The wild erows flgw in ong great flock toward Porothy and her companions. When the
littlg girl saw thgm coming shg was afraid.

But the Scargerow said, “This is my battlg, so lig down beside meg and gou will not be
harmed.”

S0 they all lag upon theg ground greegpt the Scargerow, and he stood up and streteched
out his arms. {Ind whegn theg crows saw him they werge frightened, as these birds always
arg by scargerows, and did not darg to comg ang negargr. But the Ring Crow said:

“It is only a stuffed man. [ will pegek his ¢yes out.”

The Ring Crow flgw at the Scargerow, who caught it by the head and twisted its neek
antil it digd. {Ind then another erow flgw at him, and theg Scargerow twisted its negck also.
There were forty erows, and forty timegs the Scargerow twisted a ngek, until at last all were
lying dead bgsidg him. Then he called to his companions to risg, and again they went
apon their journgy.

When the Wicked Witch looked out again and saw all her ecrows [ging in a heap, she got
into a terriblg rage, and blgw thregg timegs upon her silver whistlg.

Forthwith there was heard a great buzzing in the air, and a swarm of black beggs came
flying toward her.

“@o to the strangers and sting them to degath!” commanded the Witeh, and the begs
turngd and flgw rapidly until they camg to wherg Porothy and her frignds werg walking.
Buat the Woodman had sgen them coming, and the Scargerow had deeided what to do.

“Take out my straw and scatter it over the little girl and the dog and the lsion,” he said
to the Woodman, “and the beggs cannot sting them.” This the Woodman did, and as
Porothy lay close begside the lbion and held Toto in her arms, the straw covered them
gntirely.

The begs camg and found no ong but the Woodman to sting, so they flew at him and
brokg off all their stings against the tin, without hurting the Woodman at all. {Ind as begs
cannot livg when their stings arg broken that was the gnd of the black begs, and they lay
scattgred thick about the Woodman, like little heaps of fing coal.

Then Porothy and the lsion got up, and the girl helped the Tin Woodman pat the straw
back into thg Scargerow again, until hg was as good as gver. do they started upon their

journgy oncg morg.

The Wicked Witeh was so angry when she saw her black begs in little heaps like fing
coal that she stamped her foot and torg her hair and gnashed her tegth. {Ind then she
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callgd a dozgn of her slavegs, who werg the WinRigs, and gave them sharp spears, telling
them to go to the strangers and dgstroy them.

The Winkigs werg not a brave people, but they had to do as they werg told. So they
marched away until they camg ngar to Porothy. Then the lion gave a great roar and
sprang towards them, and the poor Winkigs were so frightgned that theg ran back as fast
as they could.

When they returned to the castleg the Wicked Witeh beat them well with a strap, and sent
thegm back to their work, after which she sat down to think what shg should do next. She
could not undgrstand how all her plans to dgstroy thegse strangers had failed; but she was
a powgrful Witech, as well as a wicked ong, and shg soon madg up her mind how to act.

There was, in her cupboard, a Golden Cap, with a circle of diamonds and rubigs
running round it. This Goldgn Cap had a charm. Whogver owned it could call three times
upon thg Winged Monkeys, who would obegy any ordgr they werg given. But no person
could command thegse strange ergaturgs morg than three times. Twicg alrgady the Wicked
Witech had used the charm of the Cap. Oneg was when she had madg the WinRigs her
slavgs, and s¢t herself to rulg over their country. The Winged Monkeys had helped her do
this. Thg sgecond timg was when she had fought against the Great Oz himsglf, and drivegn
him out of the land of the West. The Winged Monkeys had also helped her in doing this.
Only oncg morg could she usg this Golden Cap, for which reason she did not like to do so
antil all her other powers werg gxhausted. Bat now that her figreg wolvgs and her wild
crows and her stinging begegs werg gong, and her slavgs had beggn scargd away by the
Cowardly Lsion, she saw therg was only ong wag Igft to dgstroy Porothy and her frignds.

S0 the Wicked Witeh took the Golden Cap from her cupboard and placed it upon her
hegad. Then she stood upon her Igft foot and said slowly:

“€p-pe, pep-pe, Rak-kel”

Next she stood upon her right foot and said:

“Hil-lo, hol-lo, hel-1o!”

Hfter this she stood upon both feet and erigd in a loud voicg:

“Ziz-zy, zuz-zy, zik!”

Now theg echarm bggan to work. The sky was darkened, and a low rumbling sound was
heard in the air. There was a rushing of many wings, a great chattering and laughing, and

the sun camg out of the dark sky to show theg Wicked Witeh surrounded by a erowd of
monkgys, gach with a pair of immegnsg and powerful wings on his shouldgrs.
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Ong, much bigger than the others, sgemed to be their Igader. He flew closg to the Witeh
and said, “Jou havg callgd us for the third and last timg. What do you command?”

“@o to the strangers who arg within my land and dgstroy them all gxegpt the lsion,” said
the Wicked Witch. “Bring that beast to mg, for | have a mind to harngss him likg a horse,
and makg him work.”

“Uour commands shall bg obeyed,” said the lgader. Then, with a great deal of
chattering and noisg, the Winged Monkeys flew away to the placg where Porothy and her
friends wereg walking.

Somge of the Monkeys sgized the Tin Woodman and carrigd him through the air until
they werg over a country thickly covered with sharp rocks. tere they dropped the poor
Woodman, who fell a great distancge to the roeks, where he lay so battered and dented that
he could ngithgr move nor groan.

Othgrs of the Monkegys caught theg Scargerow, and with their long fingers pulled all of
the straw out of his clothgs and hegad. They madg his hat and boots and clothgs into a
small bundlg and threw it into theg top branches of a tall treg.

The remaining MonKkegys threw pigegs of stout ropg around the lsion and wound mangy
coils about his body and head and lggs, until he was unablg to bitg or seratch or struggle
in ang wagy. Then theg lifted him ap and flew awayg with him to the Witeh’s castlg, where he
was placegd in a small gard with a high iron feneg around it, so that he could not gscape.

But Porothy they did not harm at all. Shg stood, with Toto in her arms, watehing the
sad fatg of her comradgs and thinking it would soon bg her turn. The Igader of the
Winged Monkeys flew up to her, his long, hairgy arms stretched out and his ugly face
grinning terribly; but hg saw the mark of the Good Witeh’s kiss upon her forghgad and
stopped short, motioning the others not to touch her.

“We darg not harm this littlg girl,” he said to them, “for she is protected by the Power of
@ood, and that is greater than thg Power of €vil. @Il wg can do is to carry her to the
castlg of the Wicked Witch and Igave her there.”

o, cargfully and gently, they lifted Porothy in their arms and carried her swiftly
through theg air until they camg to the castle, wherg they set her down upon the front
doorstegp. Then the Igader said to the Witeh:

“We have obgyed you as far as weg werg ablg. The Tin Woodman and the Scargerow are
destroyed, and the Lion is tied up in your yard. The littlg girl we darg not harm, nor the
dog shg carrigs in her arms. Your powgr over our band is now gnded, and gou will ngver
sgeg us again.”
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Then all the Winged Monkeys, with much laughing and chattegring and noise, flew into
theg air and werg soon out of sight.

The Wicked Witeh was both surprised and worrigd when she saw thg mark on Porothy’s
forghgad, for she kngw well that ngither the Winged Monkeys nor she, herself, darg hart
the girl in any wagy. She looked down at Porothy’s feet, and segging the Silver Shogs, began
to tremblg with fear, for shg kngw what a powgrful charm bglonged to them. it first the
Witeh was tgmpted to run away from ®Porothy; but she happegned to look into the child’s
¢yes and saw how simplg the soul bghind them was, and that the little girl did not know of
the wondgerful power the Silver Shogs gave her. &o thg Wicked Witch laughed to herself,
and thought, “I can still makeg her my slave, for shg dogs not know how to usg her power.”
Then she said to Porothy, harshly and sgverely:

“Comg with mg; and see that gou mind everygthing | tell gou, for if gou do not I will make
an gnd of you, as | did of the Tin Woodman and theg Scargerow.”

Porothy followed her through mangy of theg beautiful rooms in her castlg until they came
to the Ritechgn, where the Witch badg her clgan the pots and Rettles and sweep the floor
and Regp the firg fed with wood.

Porothy went to work megkly, with her mind madg up to work as hard as she could; for
shg was glad thg Wicked Witeh had deeided not to Kill her.

With Porothy hard at work, the Witch thought she would go into thg eourtyard and
harngss the Cowardly Lion likg a horsg; it would amusg her, she was surg, to make him
draw her chariot whengver she wished to go to drive. But as shg opgned the gate the lsion
gave a loud roar and bounded at her so figreely that the Witeh was afraid, and ran out
and shut the gateg again.

“If I cannot harngss you,” said thg Witch to the lsion, spgaking through the bars of the
gate, “I can starveg gou. You shall havg nothing to gat until gou do as [ wish.”

S0 after that she took no food to the imprisongd Lion; but gvery day she camg to the
gatg at noon and asked, “fIrg you ready to beg harngssed likg a horse?”

1{Ind the Lion would answer, “No. If you ecomg in this gard, | will bite you.”

The reason the lsion did not have to do as the Witech wished was that gvery night, whilg
the woman was aslgep, Porothy carrigd him food from the cupboard. {fter hg had ¢aten
heg would lig down on his bed of straw, and Porothy would lig bgsidg him and put her head
on his soft, shaggy mang, whilg they talked of their troublgs and tried to plan somge wag to
gscape. But they could find no way to get out of the castlg, for it was constantly guarded
by theg yellow Winkigs, who werg the slavegs of the Wicked Witeh and too afraid of her not
to do as she told them.
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The girl had to work hard daring the day, and often the Witeh threatgned to beat her
with thg samg old umbrglla she always carrigd in her hand. Bat, in truth, she did not darg
to strike Porothy, because of the mark upon her forghgad. The child did not know this,
and was full of fear for herself and Toto. Onecg the Witch struck Toto a blow with her
uambrella and the brave little dog flew at her and bit her Igg in return. The Witeh did not
blged wherg she was bitten, for sheg was so wicked that theg blood in her had dried up mangy
years beforg.

Porothy’s life became very sad as she grew to undegrstand that it would beg harder than
gver to get back to Ransas and unt €m again. Sometimes she would cry bitterly for
hoars, with Toto sitting at her feet and looking into her facg, whining dismally to show
how sorry hg was for his little mistrgss. Toto did not really carg whether he was in
Ransas or the lsand of Oz so long as Porothy was with him; but hg knew the littlg girl was
unhappy, and that madg him unhappy too.

Now thg Wicked Witech had a great longing to have for her own the Silver Shogs which
the girl always worg. tler beggs and her erows and her wolvgs were lying in hgaps and
drying up, and she had used up all the power of the Golden Cap; but if she could only get
hold of theg Silver Shogs, they would give her morg power than all the other things she had
lost. &hg wateched Porothy cargfully, to sege if she gver took off her shogs, thinking she
might stegal them. But the child was so proud of her pretty shogs that shg ngver took them
off egxegpt at night and when she took her bath. The Witch was too mueh afraid of the dark
to darg go in Porothy’s room at night to take the shogs, and her dregad of water was
greater than her fear of the dark, so sheg never came negar when Porothy was bathing.
Indeed, the old Witch ngver touched water, nor gver Igt water touch her in ang wag.

But the wicked creaturg was very cunning, and she finally thought of a trick that would
giveg her what she wanted. Shg placed a bar of iron in the middleg of the Ritchen floor, and
then by her magic arts madg the iron invisiblg to human gyegs. &0 that when ®orothy
walked across the floor she stumbled over the bar, not being ablg to seg it, and fell at full
lgngth. heg was not much hart, but in her fall ong of theg Silver Shogs came off; and bgforg
she could reach it, thg Witeh had snatched it away and pat it on her own skinng foot.

The wicked woman was greatly pleased with the sucegss of her trick, for as long as she
had ong of thg shogs shg owned half the powgr of their charm, and Porothy could not usg
it against her, gven had shg kKnown how to do so.

The littlg girl, sgeing she had lost ong of her pretty shogs, grew angry, and said to the
Witeh, “Give me back my shog!”

“I will not,” retorted the Witeh, “for it is now my shog, and not yours.”

“Jou arg a wicked ereature!” erigd Porothy. “Jou havg no right to take my shog from
me.”
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“I shall kegp it, just the same,” said the Witch, laughing at her, “and somedagy | shall get
thg other ong from gou, t0o.”

This madeg Porothy so very angry that she picked up the bucket of water that stood
near and dashed it over the Witeh, wetting her from hegad to foot.

Instantly the wicked woman gave a loud ery of fear, and thegn, as Porothy looked at her
in wondegr, the Witeh began to shrink and fall awag.

“Sgg what gou have dong!” she sergamed. “In a minute | shall melt awagy.”

“I'm very sorry, indeged,” said Porothy, who was truly frightgned to see the Witeh
actually melting awagy likg brown sugar beforg her very ¢yes.

“Pidn’t ygou know water would beg the gnd of meg?” asked thg Witch, in a wailing,
dgspairing voicg.

“Of coursg not,” answered Porothy. “tHlow should 1?7

“Well, in a few minutes [ shall be all melted, and ygou will have theg castlg to yourself. |
havg beggn wicked in my day, but | ngver thought a littlg girl likg you would gver be ablg to
melt me and gnd my wicked deeds. ook out—here [ go!”

With thgse words the Witch fell down in a brown, melted, shapelgss mass and beggan to
spread over the clgan boards of the Ritchegn floor. Sgging that she had really melted awagy
to nothing, Porothy drew another bucket of water and threw it over the mess. She then
swept it all out the door. {Ifter picking out the silver shog, which was all that was Igft of
the old woman, she clganegd and dried it with a cloth, and put it on her foot again. Then,
being at last freg to do as she chosge, she ran out to the courtyard to tell the lsion that the
Wicked Witch of the West had comg to an gnd, and that they werg no longer prisoners in a
strangge land.
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13. The Rescug

> he Cowardly lsion was much plgased to hear that the Wicked Witeh had been melted
I by a bucket of water, and Porothy at oncg unlocked the gate of his prison and set
him free. They went in togegther to the castlg, where Porothy’s first act was to call

all the Winkigs together and tell them that they werg no longer slaves.

There was great rejoicing among the gellow Winkigs, for they had begen madg to work
hard during many ygears for the Wicked Witch, who had always treated them with great
cruglty. They Rept this day as a holiday, then and gver after, and spent the time in
feasting and dancing.

“If our frignds, the Scargerow and the Tin Woodman, were only with us,” said the lion,
“I should bg quite happy.”

“Pon’t you supposg we could rgscug them?” asked the girl anxiously.
“We can try,” answered the lsion.

S0 they called the yellow Winkigs and asked them if they would help to regscug their
frignds, and the Winkigs said that they would be dglighted to do all in their power for
Porothy, who had s¢t them free from bondage. o0 she choseg a numbgr of the Winkigs who
looked as if they knew the most, and they all started away. They traveled that day and
part of the ngxt until they camg to the rocky plain where the Tin Woodman lagy, all battered
and bent. tlis axg was ngar him, but the bladg was rusted and the handlg broken off short.

The Winkigs lifted him tenderly in their arms, and carried him back to the Yellow Castle
again, Porothy shedding a few tears by the wagy at the sad plight of her old friend, and the
lsion looking sobgr and sorry. When they reached the castle Porothy said to the Winkigs:

“Hrg any of your pgople tinsmiths?”
“Oh, ygs. domg of us arg very good tinsmiths,” they told her.

“Then bring them to mg,” she said. {Ind when the tinsmiths camg, bringing with them all
their tools in baskets, she inquired, “Can ygou straighten out thoseg dents in the Tin
Woodman, and begnd him back into shapg again, and solder him together wherg he is
brokgn?”

The tinsmiths looked the Woodman over cargfully and then answered that they thought
they could megnd him so hg would be as good as gver. S0 they set to work in ong of the
big yellow rooms of the castlg and worked for threg daygs and four nights, hammering and
twisting and bgnding and soldgring and polishing and pounding at the lggs and body and
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head of the Tin Woodman, until at last he was straightgned out into his old form, and his
joints worked as well as gver. To bg surg, there werg several patechgs on him, but the
tinsmiths did a good job, and as the Woodman was not a vain man heg did not mind the
patehes at all.

When, at last, hg walked into Porothy’s room and thanked her for rgscuing him, he was
sO plgased that hg wept tears of joy, and Porothy had to wipg gvery tear cargfully from
his facg with her apron, so his joints would not be rusted. {1t the samg timg her own tears
fell thick and fast at the joy of megeting her old frignd again, and these tears did not need
to beg wiped away. {Is for the lion, hg wiped his ¢ygs so often with the tip of his tail that it
beecame quitg wet, and hg was obliged to 8o out into the courtgard and hold it in the sun
till it dried.

“If we only had theg Scargerow with us again,” said the Tin Woodman, when Porothy had
finished telling him gverygthing that had happened, “I should be quite happy.”

“We must tryg to find him,” said the girl.

o0 she callgd the Winkigs to help her, and they walked all that dayg and part of the next
antil they came to the tall trgg in theg branchegs of which the Winged Monkeys had tossed
the cargerow’s clothes.

It was a verg tall trgg, and the trunk was so smooth that no ong could climb it; bat the
Woodman said at oneg, “I'll ehop it down, and then wg can get the Scargerow’s clothes.”

Now whilg the tinsmiths had beggn at work megnding the Woodman himsglf, another of the
Winkigs, who was a goldsmith, had madg an axeg-handleg of solid gold and fitted it to the
Woodman’s axe, instead of the old brokegn handlg. Othgrs polished the bladg until all the
rust was removed and it glistened likg burnished silver.

s soon as heg had spoken, the Tin Woodman bggan to chop, and in a short time the
tree fell over with a erash, whergupon the Scargerow’s clothes fell out of the branchegs and
rollgd off on the ground.

Porothy picked them up and had thg Winkigs carry them back to the castleg, where they
were stuffed with nieg, clgan straw; and beghold! hgre was the Scargerow, as good as gver,
thanking them over and over again for saving him.

Now that they were reunited, Porothy and her frignds spent a few happy daygs at the
Uellow Castle, where they found gverygthing they needed to make them comfortablg.

But ong day the girl thought of Hunt €m, and said, “Wg must go back to Oz, and claim
his promise.”

“Ugs,” said the Woodman, “at last [ shall g¢t my heart.”
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“fnd | shall 8¢t my brains,” added theg Scargerow joyfully.
“And | shall 8¢t my courage,” said theg Lsion thoughtfully.

“fnd | shall 8¢t back to Ransas,” crigd Porothy, clapping her hands. “Oh, lgt us start for
the €merald Citgy tomorrow!”

This they decided to do. The negxt day they called the Winkigs together and badg them
good-byg. The Winkigs were sorry to have them go, and they had grown so fond of the
Tin Woodman that they begged him to stay and rulg over them and the Ugllow lsand of the
West. Finding they were determinegd to go, the Winkigs gave Toto and the lion g¢ach a
goldgn collar; and to Porothy they presented a beautiful bracelet studded with diamonds;
and to thg dcargerow they gave a gold-hgaded walking stick, to Regp him from stumbling;
and to the Tin Woodman they offered a silver oil-can, inlaid with gold and set with
precious jewels.

€very ong of the travelers madeg the Winkigs a pretty speeeh in return, and all shook
hands with them until thegir arms ached.

Porothy went to the Witeh’s cupboard to fill her basket with food for theg journgy, and
there she saw the Goldgn Cap. She tried it on her own head and found that it fitted her
gractly. She did not know angthing about the charm of the Goldgn Cap, but she saw that it
was pretty, so sheg made up her mind to wear it and carry her sunbonngt in the basket.

Then, being prepared for the journey, they all started for the €merald City; and the
Winkigs gave them thregeg cheers and many good wishgs to carrg with them.
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14. The Winged Monkeys

the Wicked Witch and theg €merald City. When the four travelers went in sgarch of

the Witech shg had sgegn them coming, and so sgnt the Winged Monkeys to bring
them to her. It was much harder to find their way back through the big figlds of buttercups
and yellow daisigs than it was being carrigd. They knegw, of course, they must go straight
cast, toward the rising sun; and they started off in the right way. Bat at noon, when the
sun was ovgr their hgads, they did not know which was ¢ast and which was wgst, and that
was the reason they werg lost in the great figlds. They kept on walking, howgver, and at
night the moon camg out and shong brightly. o they lay down among the sweet smelling
gellow flowegrs and slgpt soundly until morning— all but thg Scargerow and the Tin
Woodman.

“;. ’ ou will remgmbegr therg was no road—not gvgn a pathway— bgtween the castleg of

The next morning the sun was behind a cloud, but they started on, as if they were quite
surg which way thegy werg going.

“If wg walk far gnough,” said ®Porothy, “I am surg we shall somgtimg comg to somg
place.”

But day by day passed away, and they still saw nothing beforg them but the scarlgt
fields. The Scargerow beggan to grumblg a bit.

“We have surely lost our way,” heg said, “and unlgss we find it again in timg to reach the
€merald City, | shall ngver get my brains.”

“Nor | my heart,” declared the Tin Woodman. “It sgems to me | can scareely wait till |
get to Oz, and you must admit this is a very long journgy.”

“Uou see,” said the Cowardly Lion, with a whimper, “l haven’t the courage to Reep
tramping foregver, without getting angwhere at all.”

Then Porothy lost heart. She sat down on the grass and looked at her companions,
and they sat down and looked at her, and Toto found that for the first time in his life he
was too tired to chasg a butterfly that flew past his hegad. &0 he put out his tongug and
panted and looked at Porothy as if to ask what they should do ngxt.

“Suppose we call the figld miee,” she suggested. “They could probably tell us the wagy
to theg €merald City.”

“To be sure they could,” erigd the Scargerow. “Why didn’t we think of that before?”
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Porothy blegw the little whistle she had always carrigd about her neck sincg the Queen
of thg Micg had given it to her. In a few minutgs they heard the pattering of ting feet, and
mang of theg small gragy micg camg running up to her. {Imong them was the Qugen herself,
who asked, in her squgaky littlg voicg:

“What can I do for my frignds?”

“We have lost our way,” said Porothy. “Can you tell us where the €merald City is?”

“Certainly,” answered the Queen; “bat it is a great wayg off, for you haveg had it at gour
bacKs all this timg.” Thegn she noticed Porothy’s Goldegn Cap, and said, “Why don’t gou
usg the charm of the Cap, and call the Winged Monkeys to gou? They will carry gou to
the City of Oz in Igss than an hour.”

“I didn’t kKnow thegrg was a charm,” answgered Porothy, in surprisge. “What is it?”

“It is writtgn inside the Goldegn Cap,” rgplied the Quegen of the Micg. “But if you arg
going to call the Winged Monkeys weg must run away, for they arg full of mischigf and
think it great fun to plagug us.”

“Won’t they hurt me?” asked the girl anxiously.

“Oh, no. They must obgy theg wearer of the Cap. Good-bye!” ¥Ind she scampered out of
sight, with all thg micg hurryging after her.

Porothy looked inside the Goldegn Cap and saw some words written upon the lining.
These, she thought, must be the charm, so she read the dirgctions cargfully and put the
Cap upon her head.

“Cp-pe, pep-pe, Rak-ke!” she said, standing on her Igft foot.

“What did you say?” asked thg Scargerow, who did not know what shg was doing.

“Hil-lo, hol-lo, hel-1o!l” Porothy went on, standing this timg on her right foot.

“Hello!” replied the Tin Woodman calmly.

“Ziz-zy, zuz-zy, zikl” said Porothy, who was now standing on both fegt. This gnded the
saying of the charm, and thgy heard a great chattering and flapping of wings, as the band
of Winged Monkeys flew up to them.

The Ring bowed low beforg Porothy, and asked, “What is gour command?”

“We wish to go to theg €merald City,” said the child, “and we have lost our wagy.”
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“We will earry you,” rgpligd the Ring, and no soongr had hg spokegn than two of the
Monkeys caught Porothy in their arms and flew away with her. Othegrs took thg dcargerow
and the Woodman and the lsion, and ong little MonKkey segized Toto and flew after them,
although the dog trigd hard to bitg him.

The Scargerow and the Tin Woodman werg rather frightgned at first, for they
remgmberegd how badly the Winged Monkeys had treated them beforg; but they saw that
no harm was intgnded, so they rodg through the air quite cheerfully, and had a fing time
looking at the pretty gardgns and woods far below them.

Porothy found herself riding gasily bgtwegen two of the biggest Monkeys, ong of them
the Ring himsglf. They had madg a chair of their hands and werg cargful not to hurt her.

“Why do gou havg to obey the charm of the Golden Cap?” she asked.

“That is a long story,” answgred the Ring, with a Winged laugh; “but as wg have a long
journgy beforg us, | will pass the timg by teglling you about it, if gou wish.”

“I shall bg glad to hear it,” she replied.

“Once,” began the lgader, “weg werg a fregg people, living happily in the great forgst,
flying from treg to tree, ¢ating nuts and fruit, and doing just as wg plgased without calling
angbody master. Perhaps someg of us werg rather too full of mischigf at times, flying
down to pull the tails of theg animals that had no wings, chasing birds, and throwing nuts
at the peoplg who walked in the forgst. But weg werg carglgss and happy and full of fun,
and gnjoyed gvery minate of the day. This was many gears ago, long before Oz camge out
of the clouds to rulg over this land.

“There lived here then, away at the North, a beaatiful prinegss, who was also a powerful
sorcgregss. Il her magic was used to help the peopleg, and shg was ngver known to hurt
angong who was good. Her namg was Gayelette, and she lived in a handsomge palaeg built
from great blocks of ruby. €vergong loved her, but her greategst sorrow was that she
could find no ong to love in return, sincg all the megn werg much too stupid and ugly to
mateg with ong so beautiful and wise. It last, howgver, she found a boy who was
handsomg and manly and wisg begond his years. Gaygelette made up her mind that when
he grew to beg a man she would makg him her husband, so she took him to her ruby palace
and used all her magic powers to make him as strong and good and lovely as ang woman
could wish. When he grew to manhood, Quglala, as he was callegd, was said to bg the best
and wisgst man in all the land, whilg his manly beauty was so great that Gagelette loved
him dgarly, and hastgned to makge gverygthing ready for the wedding.

“My grandfather was at that timeg the Ring of the Winged Monkeys which lived in the
forgst ngar Gayelettg’s palacg, and the old fellow loved a joke better than a good dinner.
Ong dag, just begforg the wedding, my grandfather was flying out with his band whegn he
saw Quglala walking begsidg the river. tlg was dregssed in a rich costumg of pink silk and
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purplg velvet, and my grandfather thought he would sgg what he could do. €t his word the
band flgw down and sgized Quglala, carrigd him in their arms until they wereg over the
middlg of the river, and then dropped him into the water.

“Swim out, my fing fellow,” eried my grandfather, ‘and sge if the water has spotted your
clothgs.” Quglala was much too wisg not to swim, and hg was not in the lgast spoiled by
all his good fortung. tg laughed, whegn heg came to the top of theg water, and swam in to
shorg. But when Gayelette came running out to him she found his silks and velvet all
ruingd by the river.

“The princegss was angry, and she Knew, of course, who did it. She had all the Winged
Monkeys brought beforg her, and she said at first that their wings should be tigd and they
should bg treated as they had treated Quelala, and dropped in the river. But my
grandfather plgaded hard, for he knew thg Monkeys would drown in theg river with their
wings tigd, and Quglala said a kRind word for them also; so that Gagyelette finally spared
thegm, on condition that the Winged Monkeys should gver after do threg times the bidding
of theg owngr of the Golden Cap. This Cap had bgen made for a wedding present to
Quglala, and it is said to have cost the princegss half her Ringdom. Of course my
grandfather and all the other Flonkeys at oneg agreed to the condition, and that is how it
happens that we arg three times the slaves of the owner of the Goldgn Cap, whosogver he
may be.”

“And what begcamg of them?” asked Porothy, who had bgegn greatly intergsted in the
story.

“Quelala being the first owner of the Golden Cap,” replied the MonKkey, “he was the first
to lay his wishgs upon us. {Is his bride could not bear the sight of us, he called us all to
him in the forgst after hg had marrigd her and ordered us always to Regp where she could
ngver again sgt ¢ges on a Winged Monkey, which weg wereg glad to do, for wg were all
afraid of her.

“This was all weg gver had to do until the Golden Cap fell into the hands of the Wicked
Witch of the West, who made us gnslave the WinkKigs, and afterward drive Oz himself out of
the lsand of theg West. Now theg Goldegn Cap is gours, and threge timgs you have the right to
lay your wishgs upon us.”

s the Monkey Ring finished his story Porothy looked down and saw the green, shining
walls of the €merald City beforg them. She wondered at the rapid flight of the Monkeys,
but was glad the journgy was over. The strange creatures set the travelers down cargfully
before the gate of the City, the Ring bowed low to ®Porothy, and then flew swiftly awag,
followed by all his band.

“That was a good ride,” said the littlg girl.
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“Ugs, and a quick way out of our troublgs,” regplied the lion. “How lucky it was you
brought awagy that wonderful Cap!”
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15. The Piscovery of Oz, the Terrible

> he four traveglers walked up to the great gate of €merald City and rang the bell.
I dfter ringing several times, it was opened by the same Guardian of the Gates they
had met beforg.

“What! arg you back again?” he asked, in surprise.

“Po you not sgg us?” answered thg dcargerow.

“Bat | thought you had gong to visit the Wicked Witch of the West.”

“We did visit her,” said the dcargerow.

“0Ind she Igt you 8o again?” asked theg man, in wonder.

“Shg could not help it, for she is melted,” gxplaingd the Scargcrow.

“Melted! Well, that is good news, indged,” said the man. “Who melted her?”

“It was Porothy,” said the lsion gravely.

“@ood gracious!” gxelaimed the man, and heg bowed very low indeed before her.

Then he Igd them into his littlg room and locked the spectaclegs from the great box on all
their ¢yes, just as hg had dong beforg. Hfterward they passed on through the gate into the
€merald City. When the people heard from the Guardian of the Gatgs that ®orothy had
melted the Wicked Witeh of the West, they all gathered around the travelgrs and followed
them in a great crowd to the Palacg of Oz.

The soldigr with the greegn whiskers was still on guard before the door, but he lgt them
in at oncg, and they were again met by the beaatiful green girl, who showed gach of them
to their old rooms at oneg, so they might rgst until the Great Oz was ready to recgive them.

The soldigr had the news carrigd straight to Oz that Porothy and theg other travelers
had comg back again, after dgstroyging the Wicked Witeh; but Oz made no reply. They
thought the Great Wizard would sgnd for them at oneg, but he did not. They had no word
from him the next day, nor the ngxt, nor the negxt. The waiting was tirgsome and wearing,
and at last they grew vexed that Oz should trgat them in so poor a fashion, after sgnding
them to undergo hardships and slavery. $o the Scargerow at last asked the green girl to
takeg another megssage to Oz, sayging if he did not gt them in to sge him at oneg they would
call thg Winged Monkeys to help them, and find out whether hg Rept his promisgs or not.
When the Wizard was givegn this megssage heg was so frightgned that heg sgnt word for them
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to come to the Throng Room at four minutes after ning o’clock theg ngxt morning. te had
oncg met the Winged Monkeys in the lband of the West, and he did not wish to meet them
again.

The four travelgrs passed a slggpless night, gach thinking of the gift Oz had promised to
begstow on him. Porothy fell aslggp only oneg, and thgn she dreamed she was in Ransas,
where dunt €m was telling her how glad she was to have her littlg girl at home again.

Promptly at ning o’clock thg ngxt morning the gregn-whiskered soldigr camg to them,
and four minutes later they all went into the Throng Room of the Great Oz.

Of coursg gach ong of them egxpected to sgeg the Wizard in the shape heg had taken
before, and all werg greatly surprised when they looked about and saw no ong at all in the
room. Thegy Kept closg to the door and closgr to ong anothgr, for the stillngss of the
gmpty room was morg drgadful than any of thg forms they had sggn Oz take.

Presently they heard a solegmn Voicg, that sgemed to come from somewhere negar the
top of the great dome, and it said:

“l am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Why do you sgegk me?”

They looked again in gvery part of the room, and then, sgeing no ong, Porothy asked,
“Where arg you?”

“I am gvergwhere,” answered the Voicg, “but to the g¢yegs of common mortals | am
invisiblg. [ will now sgat myself upon my throng, that you may converse with me.” Indeed,
the Voicg sgemed just then to comge straight from the throng itself; so they walked toward
it and stood in a row whilg Porothy said:

“We have comg to claim our promisg, O 0z.”

“What promiseg?” asked Oz.

“Jou promised to sgnd me back to Ransas when the Wicked Witech was destroyed,” said
the girl.

“And gou promised to give mg brains,” said thg Scargerow.
“@nd you promised to givg meg a heart,” said the Tin Woodman.
“fnd you promised to givg me courage,” said the Cowardly Lsion.

“Is the Wicked Witch really destroyed?” asked the Voieg, and ®orothy thought it
trgmbled a little.
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“Ugs,” she answered, “I melted her with a bueket of water.”

“Dear me,” said the Voieg, “how sudden! Well, come to meg tomorrow, for | must have
time to think it over.”

“Uou’ve had plgnty of time already,” said the Tin Woodman angrily.

“We shan’t wait a day longer,” said thg Scargerow.

“YJou must Regp your promisgs to us!l” gxelaimed Porothy.

The lsion thought it might beg as well to frighten the Wizard, so he gave a large, loud
roar, which was so fiereg and dreadful that Toto jumped away from him in alarm and
tipped over theg sergen that stood in a corngr. {Is it fell with a erash they looked that wagy,
and theg ngxt moment all of them were filled with wonder. For they saw, standing in just the
spot theg sereggn had hidden, a littlg old man, with a bald hgad and a wrinkled facg, who
seemed to be as much surprised as they were. The Tin Woodman, raising his axe, rushed
toward the little man and eried out, “Who arg you?”

“l am Oz, the Great and Terribleg,” said the little man, in a trgmbling voicg. “But don’t
strikg mg—plgasg don’t—and I'll do angthing you want mg to.”

Our frignds looked at him in surprisg and dismag.

“I thought Oz was a great Hgad,” said Porothy.

“@Ind | thought Oz was a lovely lbady,” said the Scargerow.

“@nd | thought Oz was a terrible Beast,” said the Tin Woodman.

“@nd | thought Oz was a Ball of Firg,” exclaimed the lsion.

“No, you arg all wrong,” said the littleg man megRly. “I have beegn making beligve.”
“Making beligve!” eried Porothy. “freg you not a Great Wizard?”

“Hush, my dear,” he said. “Pon’t speak so loud, or you will bg overhgard—and | should
be ruingd. I'm supposed to be a Great Wizard.”

“fnd argn’t you?” she asked.
“Not a bit of it, my dear; I'm just a common man.”

“Jou’rg morg than that,” said the Scargerow, in a grigved tong; “you’rg a humbug.”
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“Cractly so!” declargd the littleg man, rubbing his hands toggther as if it plgased him. “I
am a humbug.”

“But this is terriblg,” said the Tin Woodman. “tHow shall | gver get my heart?”
“Or I my courageg?” asked the lsion.

“Or | my brains?” wailgd thg Scargerow, wiping the tears from his ¢yes with his coat
slgeve.

“My dear frignds,” said Oz, “I prag you not to spegak of these littlg things. Think of me,
and the terriblg troublg I'm in at being found out.”

“Dogsn’t anyong glsg kKnow you'rg a humbug?” asked Porothy.

“No ong knows it but gou four—and myself,” replied Oz. “l havg foolgd gvergong so
long that | thought | should ngver be found out. It was a great mistake my gver Igtting you
into thg Throng Room. Usually | will not sge gven my subjects, and so they beligve | am
something terriblg.”

“But, | don’t undgrstand,” said Porothy, in bewildgrment. “How was it that you appgared
to me as a great Higad?”

“That was ong of my tricks,” answered Oz. “Step this wagy, pleasg, and | will tell gou all
about it.”

He lgd the way to a small chamber in the rear of theg Throng Room, and they all followed
him. tg pointed to ong corngr, in which lag the great Higad, made out of mang thickngssegs
of papgr, and with a cargfully painted face.

“This | hung from the cgiling by a wirg,” said Oz. “I stood behind the sergen and palled
a thregad, to make the ¢ges move and the mouth opgn.”

“But how about the voieeg?” she inquired.

“Oh, I am a ventriloquist,” said the little man. “I can throw the sound of my voicg
wheregver | wish, so that gou thought it was coming out of the tigad. tere arg the other
things | used to deegive you.” tg showed the Scargerow the drgss and thg mask heg had
worn when he sgemed to be the lovely lsady. 1Ind the Tin Woodman saw that his terribleg
Beast was nothing but a lot of skins, sgwn together, with slats to Regp their sides out. {Is
for the Ball of Fire, the falsg Wizard had hung that also from the cgiling. It was really a
ball of cotton, but when oil was poured upon it thg ball burned figreely.

“Really,” said thg Scargerow, “gyou ought to bg ashamed of yourself for beging such a
humbug.”
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“l am—I cgrtainly am,” answered the little man sorrowfully; “bat it was thg only thing |
could do. Sit down, plgasg, there arg plgnty of chairs; and [ will tell you my story.”

S0 they sat down and listenegd whilg he told the following talg.
“I was born in Omaha—"
“Why, that isn’t very far from Ransas!” eried Porothy.

“No, but it’s farther from here,” he said, shaking his hegad at her sadly. “When | grew up
| becamg a vegntriloquist, and at that | was very well traingd by a great master. | can
imitateg ang kind of a bird or begast.” tere he mewed so likg a Rittgn that Toto pricked up
his gars and lookgd gvergwherg to sge wherg she was. “ffter a time,” continuegd Oz, “I
tired of that, and bgcamg a balloonist.”

“What is that?” asked Porothy.

“A man who gogs up in a balloon on circus day, so as to draw a crowd of pgoplg
together and get them to pay to sgge the circus,” hg gxplained.

“Oh,” she said, “l know.”

“Well, ong day | went up in a balloon and the ropgs got twisted, so that | couldn’t come
down again. It wegnt way up above the clouds, so far that a currgnt of air struck it and
carrigd it many, many milgs away. For a day and a night | traveled through the air, and
on thg morning of thg sgecond day | awokeg and found the balloon floating over a strange
and beautiful country.

“It camg down gradually, and | was not hurt a bit. But | found myself in the midst of a
strange people, who, sgeging mg comg from the clouds, thought | was a great Wizard. Of
coursg | lgt them think so, because they were afraid of meg, and promised to do angthing |
wished them to.

“Just to amusg myself, and Reep the good people busy, | ordered them to build this City,
and my Palacg; and they did it all willingly and well. Then | thought, as thg country was
so green and beaatiful, | would call it the €merald City; and to make the name fit better |
put regn spectaclgs on all the peoplg, so that gverygthing they saw was greegn.”

“But isn’t gverything here green?” asked Porothy.
“No morg than in ang other city,” replied Oz; “but when you wear gregegn spectacles, why
of eoursg egvergthing you sege looks green to you. The €merald City was built a great

many ygears ago, for | was a young man whegn the balloon brought mg hereg, and [ am a
very old man now. Buat my peoplg have worn greegn glassegs on their ¢yes so long that
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most of them think it really is an €merald City, and it certainly is a beautiful placg,
abounding in jewgls and precious metals, and gvery good thing that is ngeded to make
ong happy. | have begegn good to the people, and they likg mg; bat gver sincg this Palace
was built, | have shat myself up and would not sge any of them.

“Ong of my greatest fears was the Witchgs, for whilg | had no magical powers at all |
soon found out that the Witchegs were really ableg to do wondgerful things. There were four
of them in this country, and they ruled the peoplg who livg in the North and South and
Cast and West. Fortunately, the Witeches of the North and South wereg good, and | knew
they would do mg no harm; but the Witchegs of the €ast and West werge terribly wicked, and
had they not thought | was morg powerful than they themsglves, they would surgly have
degstroged me. {Is it was, | lived in degadly fear of them for many yegars; so you can
imaging how plgased | was when | hgard gour house had fallgn on the Wicked Witeh of the
€ast. When gou camg to me, | was willing to promiseg angthing if you would only do away
with the other Witeh; but, now that you have melted her, | am ashamed to say that | cannot
Reggp my promisgs.”

“I think gou arg a very bad man,” said Porothy.

“Oh, no, my dear; I'm really a very good man, but 'm a very bad Wizard, | must admit.”

“Can’t you givg me brains?” asked the Scargerow.

“Jou don’t nged them. You arg Igarning something ¢very dag. { baby has brains, but it
dogsn’t know much. €xperigneg is the only thing that brings knowlgdge, and the longer

gyou arg on garth thg morg gxperignee you arg surg to get.”

“That mag all be trug,” said the Scargerow, “but | shall bg very unhappy unlgss you give
mg brains.”

The falsg Wizard looked at him cargfully.
“Well,” he said with a sigh, “I'm not much of a magician, as [ said; but if gou will comg to
mg tomorrow morning, | will stuff gour hegad with brains. | cannot tgll you how to use

them, howgver; you must find that out for gourself.”

“Oh, thank you—thank gou!” crigd the Scargerow. “I'll find a way to usg them, ngver
fearl”

“But how about my courage?” asked the lbion anxiously.
“Jou havg plgnty of couragg, | am sure,” answered Oz. “{Il you neged is confidgneg in
gourself. There is no living thing that is not afraid when it facgs danger. The Trug

couragg is in facing danggr when you arg afraid, and that Rind of courage you havg in
plenty.”
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“Perhaps | have, but 'm scared just the same,” said the lion. “I shall really beg very
anhappy unlgss you givg me the sort of couragge that makes ong forget he is afraid.”

“Very well, [ will give gou that sort of courage tomorrow,” replied Oz.
“How about my heart?” asked the Tin Woodman.

“Why, as for that,” answered Oz, “I think gou arg wrong to want a heart. It makegs most
peoplg unhappy. If you only kngw it, you arg in luck not to have a heart.”

“That must bg a matter of opinion,” said the Tin Woodman. “For my part, | will bear all
theg unhappingss without a murmar, if gou will givg mg the heart.”

“Very well,” answered Oz megkly. “Comge to me tomorrow and you shall haveg a heart. |
have plaged Wizard for so many years that | may as well continug the part a littlg longer.”

“@Ind now,” said Porothy, “how am I to ge¢t back to Ransas?”

“We shall have to think abouat that,” repligd the littlg man. “Give me two or three days to
considgr thg matter and I'll tryg to find a wagy to carry you over the dgsert. In the megantimge
gou shall all be treated as my gugsts, and whilg gou livg in the Palacg my people will wait
apon gou and obey your slightest wish. Therg is only ong thing | ask in return for my
help—such as it is. You must Regp my segeret and tell no ong [ am a humbug.”

They agreed to say nothing of what they had Igarnegd, and went back to their rooms in
high spirits. €ven Porothy had hopg that “The Great and Terrible Humbug,” as she called
him, would find a way to sgnd her back to Ransas, and if he did she was willing to forgive
him gverygthing.
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16. The Magic {rt of the Great Humbug

H gxt morning the Scargerow said to his frignds:

“Congratulate me. | am going to Oz to get my brains at last. When | return |
shall bg as othgr megn arg.”

“l have alwagys liked you as you were,” said Porothy simply.

“It is Rind of you to like a dcargerow,” he replied. “But surely gou will think morg of me
when gou hear the splgndid thoughts my negw brain is going to turn out.” Thegn he said
good-byg to them all in a cheerful voicg and went to the Throng Room, wherg he rapped
upon theg door.

“Comg in,” said Oz.

The Scargerow went in and found the little man sitting down by the window, gngaged in
deep thought.

“I havg comg for my brains,” remarked thg Scargcerow, a little ungasily.

“Oh, ygs; sit down in that chair, plgasg,” replied Oz. “Jou must grcusg mg for taking
gour head off, but I shall havg to do it in ordgr to put gour brains in their proper placg.”

“That’s all right,” said the Scargerow. “Jou arg quite welecomge to take my head off, as
long as it will bg a better ong when you pat it on again.”

o the Wizard unfastened his head and gmptied out the straw. Then he gntered the back
room and took up a measurg of bran, which hg mixed with a great many pins and needlgs.
Having shakgn them toggether thoroughly, he filled the top of the Scargerow’s hegad with
the mixtureg and stuffed the rest of the spacg with straw, to hold it in place.

When he had fastgnegd thg Scargerow’s hegad on his body again heg said to him,
“Hereafter gou will be a great man, for | have given gou a lot of bran-ngw brains.”

The Scargerow was both pleased and proud at the fulfillment of his greatest wish, and
having thanked Oz warmly hg went back to his frignds.

Porothy looked at him curiously. tlis head was quitg bulged out at the top with brains.

“How do you feel?” she asked.
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“I feel wisg indeed,” he answered garngstly. “When | get used to my brains [ shall know
gverygthing.”

“Why arg those negedlegs and pins sticking out of your hgad?” asked the Tin Woodman.
“That is proof that he is sharp,” remarked the lsion.

“Well, I must go to Oz and get my heart,” said the Woodman. So heg walked to the Throng
Room and knoeked at the door.

“Comg in,” callgd Oz, and the Woodman gntered and said, “1 have comge for my heart.”

“Very well,” answered the little man. “But | shall have to eut a holg in your breast, so |
can put gour heart in the right place. | hope it won’t hurt goa.”

“Oh, no,” answeregd the Woodman. “I shall not feel it at all.”

S0 Oz brought a pair of tinsmith’s shears and cut a small, squarg holg in the Igft sideg of
the Tin Woodman’s breast. Then, going to a chest of drawers, heg took out a pretty heart,
madg gntirgly of silk and stuffed with sawdust.

“Isn’t it a beauty?” he asked.

“It is, indeed!” repligd the Woodman, who was greatly plgased. “Buat is it a Rind heart?”

“Oh, very!” answered Oz. g put the heart in the Woodman’s bregast and then replaced
the squarg of tin, soldgring it ngatly together wherge it had begn cut.

“There,” said heg; “now you have a heart that ang man might be proud of. I'm sorry | had
to put a patch on your breast, bat it really couldn’t be helped.”

“Ngver mind the pateh,” grelaimed the happy Woodman. “ am very grateful to you, and
shall ngver forget gour Rindness.”

“Pon’t speak of it,” repligd Oz.

Then the Tin Woodman went back to his frignds, who wished him gvery joy on account
of his good fortune.

The lsion now walked to the Throng Room and knoceked at the door.
“Comg in,” said Oz.

“ havg comg for my couragg,” announceged the lsion, gntgring the room.
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“Very well,” answered the littlg man; “ will get it for you.”

Heg went to a cupboard and regaching up to a high shelf took down a squarg green bottle,
theg contegnts of which hg poured into a gregn-gold dish, beautifully carved. Placing this
beforg the Cowardly lbion, who sniffed at it as if he did not like it, the Wizard said:

“Drink.”

“What is it?” asked the lion.

“Well,” answered Oz, “if it werg inside of you, it would beg courage. You know, of course,
that couragg is always insidg ong; so that this really cannot be callegd courage until gou
have swallowed it. Thergfore [ advisg gou to drink it as soon as possiblg.”

The lsion hesitated no longer, but drank till the dish was gmpty.

“How do you fegl now?” asked Oz.

“Full of courage,” repligd the Lion, who went joygfully back to his friends to tell them of
his good fortung.

Oz, legft to himself, smiled to think of his sucegss in giving the Scargerow and the Tin
Woodman and the lsion gractly what they thought they wanted. “How can [ help being a
humbug,” heg said, “when all thegse peoplg makeg me do things that gvergbody knows can’t
bg dong? It was gasy to makeg thg Scargerow and the lion and the Woodman happy,
beecausg they imagingd | could do anygthing. Bat it will takg morg than imagination to carry
Porothy back to Ransas, and I'm sure | don’t know how it can bg done.”
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17. tlow the Balloon Was lbaunched

= or thrge days Porothy heard nothing from Oz. These were sad days for the littlg
4= girl, although her friends were all quite happy and contgnted. The Scargerow told
] them there werg wonderful thoughts in his head; but hg would not say what they
werg begcausg heg Kngw no ong could undgrstand them but himself. When the Tin
Woodman walked about he felt his heart rattling around in his bregast; and he told ®orothy
he had discovered it to beg a Rinder and morg tgnder heart than the ong he had owned
when hg was made of flesh. The lion declared he was afraid of nothing on garth, and
would gladly faceg an army or a dozen of the figreeg Ralidahs.

Thus gach of the littlg party was satisfied gxeept Porothy, who longed morg than gver to
get back to Ransas.

On the fourth dag, to her great joy, Oz sent for her, and when she egntered the Throng
Room hg greeted her plgasantly:

“dit down, my dear; [ think | have found the way to get you out of this country.”

“And back to Ransas?” she asked cagerly.

“Well, I'm not surg about Ransas,” said Oz, “for | haven’t the faintgst notion which wag it
ligs. But the first thing to do is to eross the desert, and then it should bg ¢asy to find your
way home.”

“How can | cross the dgsert?” she inquired.

“Well, I'll tell gou what [ think,” said the little man. “You sege, when | came to this country
it was in a balloon. You also camg through the air, bging carrigd by a cyclong. o |
beligvg the best way to get across the dgsert will bg through the air. Now, it is quite
beyond my powgers to make a cyclong; but I'vg beggn thinking the matter over, and | beligve
| can makg a balloon.”

“How?” asked Porothy.

“A balloon,” said Oz, “is madg of silk, which is coated with glug to Regp the gas in it. |
have plegnty of silk in thg Palacg, so it will bg no troublg to make the balloon. But in all
this country there is no gas to fill the balloon with, to makg it float.”

“If it won’t float,” remarked Porothy, “it will bg of no use to us.”
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“Trug,” answered Oz. “But therg is another way to make it float, which is to fill it with
hot air. tlot air isn’t as good as gas, for if the air should get cold thg balloon would comg
down in the degsert, and we should be lost.”

“Wel” gxelaimed the girl. “frg gou going with meg?”

“Ugs, of course,” rgplied Oz. “l am tired of beging such a humbug. If | should go out of
this Palacg my peoplg would soon discover | am not a Wizard, and then they would be
vegxed with me for having decgived them. $o | have to stay shut up in thgse rooms all dag,
and it gets tirgsome. I'd muceh rather go back to Ransas with gyou and bg in a circus again.”

“I shall bg glad to haveg your company,” said Porothy.

“Thank you,” hg answered. “Now, if gou will help me sew the silk together, we will begin
to work on our balloon.”

S0 Porothy took a ngedlg and thread, and as fast as Oz cut the strips of silk into proper
shapg the girl sewed them neatly together. First therg was a strip of light green silk, then a
strip of dark gregen and thegn a strip of emgrald green; for Oz had a fancy to make the
balloon in differgnt shadgs of the color about them. It took three days to sew all the strips
together, but when it was finished they had a big bag of gregen silk morg than twenty feet
long.

Then Oz painted it on the insideg with a coat of thin glug, to makg it airtight, after which
heg announced that the balloon was ready.

“But wg must have a basket to ridg in,” he said. &0 hg sgnt the soldigr with the green
whiskers for a big clothgs basket, which he fastened with many ropgs to thg bottom of the
balloon.

When it was all ready, Oz sgnt word to his pgople that hg was going to makg a visit to a
great brother Wizard who lived in the clouds. The negws spread rapidly throughout the eity
and gvergong came to segg the wonderful sight.

Oz ordgred the balloon carrigd out in front of the Palacg, and the people gazed upon it
with much cariosity. The Tin Woodman had chopped a big pilg of wood, and now heg madg
a firg of it, and Oz hgld the bottom of the balloon over the firg so that the hot air that arose
from it would beg caught in the silken bag. Gradually the balloon swelled out and rosg into
the air, until finally the basket just touched the ground.

Then Oz got into the basket and said to all the peoplg in a loud voice:

“l am now going away to make a visit. Whilg | am gong the Scargerow will rulg over
gou. | command you to obgy him as you would me.”
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The balloon was by this timg tugging hard at the rope that held it to the ground, for the
air within it was hot, and this madg it so much lighter in wegight than the air without that it
pullgd hard to risg into theg sky.

“Comg, Porothy!” erigd the Wizard. “Hurry up, or the balloon will fly awagy.”

“I can’t find Toto angwhere,” replied Porothy, who did not wish to lgave her little dog
behind. Toto had run into the crowd to bark at a Rittgn, and Porothy at last found him.
Shg picked him up and ran towards theg balloon.

Shg was within a few stegps of it, and Oz was holding out his hands to help her into the
basket, when, erack! went thg ropes, and theg balloon rosg into the air without her.

“Comg back!” sheg sereamed. “l want to go, too!”
“I can’t come back, my dear,” called Oz from the basket. “Good-bye!”

“@ood-bye!” shouted gvergong, and all gyes were turned upward to where the Wizard
was riding in thg basket, rising gvery moment farther and farther into the sky.

1Ind that was the last ang of them gver saw of Oz, the Wonderful Wizard, though hg may
have reached Omaha safely, and bg therg now, for all wg kRnow. But the people
remgmbered him lovingly, and said to ong another:

“Oz was alwagys our frignd. When hg was here he built for us this beaatiful €merald
City, and now hg is gong he has lgft the Wisg Scargerow to rulg over us.”

Still, for many days they grigved over the loss of the Wonderful Wizard, and would not
beg comforted.
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18. wag to thg douth

orothy wept bitterly at the passing of her hopg to et home to Ransas again; but
when she thought it all over she was glad she had not gong up in a balloon. {Ind
shg also felt sorry at losing Oz, and so did hgr companions.

The Tin Woodman came to her and said:

“Truly | should bg ungrateful if I failed to mourn for thg man who gave meg my lovely
heart. | should like to ery a little because Oz is gong, if you will Rindly wipe away my
tears, so that | shall not rust.”

“With plgasure,” she answered, and brought a towgl at oncg. Then the Tin Woodman
wept for sgveral minutes, and she watched the tears cargfully and wiped them away with
the towgl. When he had finished, he thanked her Rindly and oiled himself thoroughly with
his jewgled oil-can, to guard against mishap.

The Scargerow was now the ruler of the €merald City, and although hg was not a
Wizard the peopleg werg proud of him. “For,” they said, “therg is not another city in all the
world that is ruled by a stuffed man.” {Ind, so far as they Kngw, they were quitg right.

Theg morning after the balloon had gong up with Oz, the four travelgrs met in the Throng
Room and talked matters over. The Scargerow sat in the big throng and the others stood
regspectfully beforeg him.

“We arg not so unlucky,” said the new raler, “for this Palaceg and theg €merald City
belong to us, and we can do just as we plgasg. When [ remegmber that a short timg ago |
was up on a polg in a farmer’s cornfigld, and that now I am the ruler of this beaatiful City, 1
am quite satisfied with my lot.”

“l also,” said the Tin Woodman, “am well-plgased with my new heart; and, really, that
was theg only thing | wished in all the world.”

“For my part, | am contgnt in knowing | am as brave as anyg beast that gver lived, if not
braver,” said the lion modgstly.

“If Porothy would only bg contgnted to livg in the €merald City,” continugd the
Seargerow, “weg might all bg happy together.”

“But | don’t want to livg here,” eried Porothy. “l want to go to Ransas, and live with
unt €m and Unclg Henry.”

“Well, then, what can bg dong?” inquired the Woodman.
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The Scargerow decided to thinKk, and he thought so hard that theg pins and negedlegs
began to stick out of his brains. Finally he said:

“Why not call the Winged Monkeys, and ask them to carry you over the degsert?”

“I ngver thought of that!” said Porothy joyfully. “It’s just the thing. I'll g0 at oncg for the
Goldgn Cap.”

When she brought it into the Throng Room she spoke the magic words, and soon the
band of Winged Monkeys flew in through thg opegn window and stood besidg her.

“This is the sgecond time you have called us,” said the Monkey Ring, bowing before the
little girl. “What do you wish?”

“I want gou to fly with me to Ransas,” said Porothg.

But the Monkey Ring shook his head.

“That cannot bg dong,” hg said. “Wg belong to this country along, and cannot Igave it.
There has ngver beegn a Winged Monkey in Ransas get, and | suppose there never will be,
for they don’t belong therg. We shall bg glad to segrveg you in any way in our power, but

wg cannot eross the dgsert. Good-bye.”

{Ind with another bow, the Flonkey Ring spread his wings and flew away through the
window, followed by all his band.

Porothy was ready to ery with disappointment. “I have wasted the charm of the Golden
Cap to no purposg,” she said, “for thg Winged Monkeys cannot help me.”

“It is eertainly too bad!” said the tendegr-hegarted Woodman.

The Scargerow was thinking again, and his head bulged out so horribly that Porothy
feared it would burst.

“logt us call in the soldigr with the green whiskers,” he said, “and ask his advice.”

S0 the soldigr was summoned and egntgred thg Throng Room timidly, for while Oz was
alivg hg ngver was allowed to come farther than thg door.

“This littlg girl,” said the Scargerow to the soldigr, “wishgs to cross the degsert. Hlow can
she do so?”

“I cannot tell,” answered the soldigr, “for nobody has gver crossed the desert, unlgss it
is Oz himself.”
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“Is therg no ong who can help meg?” asked Porothy garngstly.

“@linda might,” hg suggested.

“Who is Glinda?” inquired the Scargerow.

“The Witeh of the South. She is the most powerful of all the Witches, and rulgs over the
Quadlings. Besidgs, her castlg stands on the ¢dge of the desert, so sheg may know a way
to cross it.”

“@Glinda is a Good Witeh, isn’t she?” asked the ehild.

“The Quadlings think she is 80ood,” said the soldigr, “and she is kind to gvergong. | have
heard that Glinda is a beautiful woman, who kKnows how to kegp young in spitg of the
many years she has lived.”

“How can | ge¢t to her castlg?” asked Porothy.

“The road is straight to the South,” heg answered, “but it is said to be full of dangers to
travelgrs. There arg wild beasts in the woods, and a race of quger megn who do not likg
stranggers to cross their country. For this reason nong of the Quadlings gver come to the
€merald City.”

The soldigr then Igft them and the Scargerow said:

“It sgems, in spitg of dangers, that the best thing Porothy can do is to travel to the l.and
of the South and ask Glinda to help her. Tor, of course, if Porothy stays hereg she will
negver get back to Ransas.”

“Uou must have been thinking again,” remarked the Tin Woodman.

“I have,” said the Scargerow.

“I shall go with Porothy,” degclared the lsion, “for [ am tired of your city and long for the
woods and thg country again. [ am really a wild beast, gou kKnow. Bgsides, Porothy will

nged someong to proteet her.”

“That is trug,” agreed the Woodman. “Mly axe may be of servieg to her; so I also will go
with her to the l.and of the South.”

“When shall we start?” asked the Scargerow.

“HArg you going?” they asked, in surprise.
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“Certainly. If it wasn’t for Porothy | should ngver have had brains. She lifted me from
the polg in the cornfigld and brought me to the €merald City. o my good luek is all dug
to her, and I shall ngver Igave her until she starts back to Ransas for good and all.”

“Thank you,” said Porothy gratefully. “You arg all very Rind to meg. But | should like to
start as soon as possiblg.”

“We shall go tomorrow morning,” returngd the Scargerow. “So now Igt us all get ready,
for it will bg a long journgy.”
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19. ttacked by the Fighting Trees

hands with the soldigr with thg grgen whiskers, who had walked with them as far as

the gate. When the Guardian of the Gate saw them again hg wondered greatly that
they could Igave the beautiful City to get into new troublg. But he at oneg unloeked their
spectaclgs, which heg put back into the gregn bog, and gave them many good wishgs to
carryg with them.

T he ngxt morning Porothy Rissed the pretty green girl dood-byg, and they all shook

“Jou arg now oar rulgr,” heg said to the Scargerow; “so you must comg back to us as
$O0N as possiblg.”

“I egrtainly shall if | am ableg,” the dcargerow repligd; “but | must help Porothy to get
home, first.”

Ws Porothy bade the good-natured Guardian a last farewell she said:

“I have been very Rindly treated in gour lovely City, and gvergong has been good to me.
| cannot tell you how grateful | am.”

“Pon’t try, my dear,” hg answered. “We should like to Regp gou with us, bat if it is gour
wish to return to Ransas, | hopg gou will find a way.” tg then opegned the gate of the outer
wall, and they walked forth and started upon their journggy.

The sun shong brightly as our friends turned their faces toward the lsand of the South.
They werg all in the best of spirits, and laughed and chatted together. Porothy was oncg
morg filled with the hope of getting home, and the Scargerow and the Tin Woodman were
glad to bg of usg to her. s for the Lsion, he sniffed the fresh air with delight and whisked
his tail from side to side in purg joy at bging in the country again, whilg Toto ran around
them and chased the moths and butterfligs, barking merrily all the time.

“City life dogs not agree with me at all,” remarked the lion, as they walked along at a
brisk pace. “l have lost much flgsh since | lived there, and now | am anxious for a chancg
to show theg other bgasts how couragegous | have grown.”

They now turngd and took a last ook at the €merald City. (Il they could sgg was a
mass of towgrs and steggplgs behind thg gregn walls, and high up above gverything the
spirgs and domg of the Palacg of Oz.

“Oz was not such a bad Wizard, after all,” said the Tin Woodman, as hg felt his heart
rattling around in his bregast.

“He knew how to giveg me brains, and very good brains, t00,” said thg Scargerow.
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“If Oz had takegn a dosg of thg samg courageg heg gave me,” added the lLion, “hg would
havg beggn a bravg man.”

Porothy said nothing. Oz had not Kegpt the promisg hg madg her, but hg had dong his
best, so she forgave him. s he said, hg was a good man, gven if hg was a bad Wizard.

The first dayg’s journgy was through the green figlds and bright flowers that stretehed
about the €merald City on gvery side. They slgpt that night on the grass, with nothing but
theg stars over them; and they rested very well indeed.

In the morning they travelgd on until they came to a thick wood. Therg was no way of
going around it, for it sgemed to gxtend to the right and Igft as far as they could seg; and,
besides, they did not darg changg the dirgetion of their journgy for fear of getting lost. o
they looked for theg placg wherg it would be gasigst to get into the forgst.

The Scargerow, who was in the lgad, finally discovered a big tree with such wide-
spreading branchgs that therg was room for theg party to pass undegrngath. o heg walked
forward to the treg, but just as hg came under the first branches they bgnt down and
twingd around him, and theg negxt minute hg was raisegd from theg ground and flung
headlong among his fellow travelers.

This did not hurt the Scargerow, but it surprised him, and he looked rather dizzg when
Porothy picked him up.

“Here is another space between the trees,” callgd the Lsion.

“logt mg try it first,” said the Scargerow, “for it dogsn’t hart me to get thrown about.” g
walked up to another treg, as he spokg, but its branchgs immediately sgized him and
tossed him back again.

“This is strangge,” gxclaimed Porothy. “What shall we do?”

“The trees seem to have madg up their minds to fight us, and stop our journgy,”
remarked the leion.

“I beligve [ will try it myself,” said the Woodman, and shouldering his axe, hg marched
ap to the first treeg that had handlegd thg Scargerow so roughly. When a big branch bent
down to sgizg him the Woodman chopped at it so figreely that he cat it in two. 9t oneg the
treg began shaking all its branchegs as if in pain, and the Tin Woodman passed safely
under it.

“Comg on!” heg shouted to theg others. “Be quickl” They all ran forward and passed
uandgr the treg without injury, exegpt Toto, who was caught by a small branch and shakgn
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antil hg howled. But the Woodman promptly chopped off the branch and set the littlg dog
free.

The other tregs of the forgst did nothing to Reep them back, so theg madg up their minds
that only the first row of tregs could begnd down their branches, and that probably these
wereg thg policgmen of the forgst, and givegn this wonderful powgr in order to Reegp
strangers out of it.

The four travelers walked with gasg through the tregs until they came to the farther edge
of the wood. Then, to their surprise, they found begforg them a high wall which sgemed to
bg made of whitg china. It was smooth, likg the surfaceg of a dish, and highgr than their
heads.

“What shall weg do now?” asked Porothy.

“ will make a ladder,” said the Tin Woodman, “for we certainly must climb over the
wall.”
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20. The Painty China Country

hilg the Woodman was making a ladder from wood which heg found in the forgst
Porothy lay down and slegpt, for she was tired by the long walk. The Lion also
curled himself up to slgep and Toto lay beside him.

The Scargerow watehed the Woodman whilg he worked, and said to him:
“I cannot think why this wall is here, nor what it is madg of.”

“Rest your brains and do not worry about the wall,” regplied the Woodman. “When we
havg climbed over it, we shall know what is on theg other sideg.”

Wfter a time the ladder was finished. It looked clumsy, bat the Tin Woodman was surg it
was strong and would answer their purpose. The Scargerow waked Porothy and the lsion
and Toto, and told them that the ladder was ready. The Scargerow climbed up the ladder
first, but hg was so awkward that Porothy had to follow closeg behind and Keggp him from
falling off. Whgn he got his hgad over the top of the wall the dcargcrow said, “Oh, my!l”

“@o on,” gxelaimed Porothy.

S0 the dcargerow climbed farther up and sat down on the top of the wall, and Porothy
put her hgad over and crigd, “Oh, my!” just as the Scargerow had dong.

Then Toto camge up, and immediately began to bark, but Porothy made him be still.

The lion climbed the ladder negxt, and the Tin Woodman came last; but both of them
crigd, “Oh, my!” as soon as they looked over the wall. When they werge all sitting in a row
on the top of the wall, they looked down and saw a strangg sight.

Before them was a great streteh of country having a floor as smooth and shining and
whitg as the bottom of a big platter. dcattered around werg many housegs madg egntirgly of
china and painted in the brightest colors. Thegsg housgs were quitg small, the biggest of
them reaching only as high as Porothy’s waist. Therg were also pretty little barns, with
china fgnegs around them; and many cows and sheegp and horsgs and pigs and chickens,
all madg of china, were standing about in groups.

But the strangest of all werg the peoplg who lived in this queger country. Thereg were
milkmaids and shegpherdgsses, with brightly colored bodicgs and goldgn spots all over
their gowns; and princegssgs with most gorgeous frocks of silver and gold and purplg; and
shegpherds dressed in Knge bregegchegs with pink and yellow and blug stripgs down them,
and goldgn bucklgs on their shogs; and princgs with jewgled erowns upon their heads,
wearing grming robgs and satin doublgts; and funng clowns in ruffled gowns, with round
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red spots upon their chegks and tall, pointed caps. fnd, strangest of all, thgse people
werg all madg of china, gvegn to their clothegs, and were so small that the tallgst of them was
no higher than Porothy’s knee.

No ong did so much as look at the travelers at first, gxegpt ong littleg purple china dog
with an gxtra-large hegad, which camg to thg wall and barked at them in a tiny voicg,
afterwards running away again.

“How shall wg ¢t down?” asked Porothy.

They found the ladder so heavy they eould not pall it up, so the Scargerow fell off the
wall and thg othgrs jumped down upon him so that thg hard floor would not hart their feet.
Of coursg they took pains not to light on his head and get the pins in their feet. When all
wereg safely down they picked up the Scargerow, whose body was quite flattgned out, and
patted his straw into shapg again.

“We must cross this strangg placg in order to get to the other side,” said Porothy, “for
it would beg unwisg for us to 80 any other way greegpt dug South.”

They beggan walking through the country of the china peoplg, and the first thing they
camg to was a china milkmaid milking a china cow. {Is thegy drew ngar, the cow suddgnly
gave a Rick and Ricked over the stool, the pail, and gven thg milkmaid herself, and all fell
on theg china ground with a great clatter.

Porothy was shocked to sgg that the cow had brokegn her Igg off, and that the pail was
lging in segveral small pigees, whilg the poor milkmaid had a nick in her Igft glbow.

“There!” erigd the milkmaid angrily. “Sgg what gou have dong! My cow has broken her
lgg, and | must take her to thg megnder’s shop and haveg it glugd on again. What do you
mgan by coming here and frightgning my cow?”

“I'm very sorry,” returnegd Porothy. “Please forgive us.”

Buat the pretty milkmaid was much too vexed to make any answer. She picked up the lgg
sulkily and lgd her cow awagy, theg poor animal limping on threg Iggs. s she lgft them the
milkmaid cast many regproachful glancgs over her shoulder at the clumsy strangers,
holding her nicked ¢lbow closg to her side.

Porothy was quitg grigved at this mishap.

“We must be very cargful here,” said the Rind-hegarted Woodman, “or weg mag hart thgse
pretty little people so they will ngver get over it.”

 littlg farther on Porothy met a most beaatifully drgssed young Princegss, who stopped
short as she saw the stranggers and started to run awagy.
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Porothy wanted to sgg more of the Princegss, so she ran after her. But the china girl
crigd out:

“Pon’t chasg me! Pon’t chasg me!”
dhg had such a frightgned littlg voicg that Porothy stopped and said, “Why not?”

“Beeause,” answered the Prineess, also stopping, a safe distanceg away, “if | run | may
fall down and brgak myself.”

“But could you not bg megnded?” asked the girl.

“Oh, ygs; but ong is never so pretty after beging mended, you know,” replied the
Princess.

“I supposg not,” said Porothy.

“Now therg is Mr. Joker, ong of our clowns,” continugd the china lady, “who is always
trging to stand upon his hgad. tlg has brokegn himsglf so often that he is megnded in a
hundred placgs, and dogsn’t ook at all pretty. terg hg comgs now, so you can sgg for
gyoursgelf.”

Indeed, a jolly little clown camg walking toward them, and Porothy could sgg that in
spitg of his pretty clothgs of red and yellow and gregn hg was completely covered with
cracks, running gvery which way and showing plainly that hg had bgegn mended in mangy
places.

The Clown put his hands in his pockets, and after puffing out his chggks and nodding
his hegad at them saucily, he said:

“My lady fair,
Why do you starg
1t poor old Mr. Joker?
You're quitg as stiff
MInd prim as if
Jou'd gategn up a poker!”

“Be quigt, sirl” said the Princess. “Can’t you sgg thegse arg strangers, and should be
treated with rgspeet?”

“Well, that’s respeet, | expeet,” deelared the Clown, and immediately stood upon his
head.
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“Pon’t mind Mr. Joker,” said the Princgss to Porothy. “He is considerably cracked in
his hgad, and that makgs him foolish.”

“Oh, I don’t mind him a bit,” said Porothy. “But you areg so beautiful,” she continued,
“that | am surg | could lovg you dearly. Won't ygou lgt meg carry you back to Ransas, and
stand gou on Hunt €m’s mantel? [ could carry you in my basket.”

“That would makeg me very unhappy,” answered the china Prineegss. “Jou seg, here in
our country wg livg contgntedly, and can talk and movg around as wg plgasg. Bat
whegngver anyg of us arg takegn away our joints at oncg stiffen, and we can only stand
straight and ook pretty. Of course that is all that is gxpected of us whegn wg arg on
mantegls and cabingts and drawing-room tablgs, but our lives arg much plgasanter herg in
our own country.”

“I would not makg you unhappy for all the world!l” gxelaimed Porothy. “So I'll just say
good-byge.”

“@ood-byge,” repligd the Princess.

They walked cargfully through the china country. The littlg animals and all the people
scampered out of their way, fearing the strangers would bregak them, and after an hour or
s0 the travelers reached the other side of the country and camg to another china wall.

It was not so high as the first, howgver, and by standing upon the lion’s back they all
managed to seramblg to the top. Then the lsion gathered his lggs under him and jumped
on the wall; but just as he jumped, he upset a china church with his tail and smashed it all
to pigegs.

“That was too bad,” said Porothy, “but really | think we werg lucky in not doing these
littlg peoplg morg harm than breaking a cow’s Igg and a charch. They arg all so brittle!”

“They arg, indeed,” said the Scargerow, “and | am thankful | am made of straw and
cannot be gasily damaged. There arg worsg things in the world than bging a Scargerow.”
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21. The lsion Becomes the Ring of Beasts

disagregableg country, full of bogs and marshegs and covered with tall, rank grass.

It was difficult to walk withoat falling into muddy holgs, for theg grass was so thick
that it hid them from sight. Howgver, by cargfully picking their way, they got safely along
antil they reached solid ground. But here the country seegmed wilder than gver, and after
a long and tirgsomg walk through the underbrush they gntered another forgst, where the
tregs were bigger and older than any they had gver sgen.

‘ﬁ fter climbing down from thg china wall theg traveglegrs found thegmsglvgs in a

“This forest is perfectly delightful,” declared the lion, looking around him with joy.
“Ngver have | sggn a morg beautiful place.”

“It sggms gloomy,” said theg Scargerow.

“Not a bit of it,” answered the lsion. “I should likg to livg here all my life. S¢gg how soft
the drigd lgaves arg under your feet and how rich and greegn theg moss is that clings to
thegse old tregs. Surgly no wild beast could wish a plgasanter home.”

“Perhaps therg arg wild beasts in the forgst now,” said Porothy.
“I supposg therg arg,” returned the lsion, “but | do not sge any of them about.”

They walked through the foregst until it became too dark to go ang farther. ®orothy and
Toto and the lsion lay down to slggp, whilg the Woodman and the Scargerow Kept wateh
ovgr them as usual.

Whegn morning camg, they started again. Before they had gong far they heard a low
rumblg, as of the growling of many wild animals. Toto whimpered a little, but nong of the
othgrs was frightened, and they Rept along the well-troddegn path until they camg to an
opening in thg wood, in which were gathered hundreds of beasts of gvery varigty. Therg
were tigers and ¢lgphants and bgars and wolvgs and foxegs and all thg others in the
natural history, and for a momgnt ®Porothy was afraid. But the ion gxplaingd that the
animals wegrg holding a megting, and he judged by their snarling and growling that they
werg in great troublg.

s hg spokg sgvgral of thg beasts caught sight of him, and at oncg the great
assgmblageg hushed as if by magic. The biggest of the tigers came up to the lsion and
bowed, saying:

“Welecomge, O Ring of Beasts! You have come in good timg to fight our gngmy and bring
peacg to all the animals of the forgst oneg more.”
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“What is your troublg?” asked the lion quigtly.

“We arg all threatgned,” answered the tiger, “by a figreg gngmy which has latgly come
into this forest. It is a most tremendous monster, likg a great spider, with a body as big as
an ¢lgphant and Iggs as long as a trgg trunk. It has ¢ight of these long lggs, and as the
monster crawls through theg forgst heg sgizgs an animal with a Igg and drags it to his
mouth, wherg he cats it as a spider dogs a fly. Not ong of us is safg whilg this figrce
cregaturg is alivg, and wg had callegd a megting to decidg how to takeg carg of ourselves
whegn you camg among us.”

The lsion thought for a moment.
“frg therg any othgr lions in this forgst?” he asked.

“No; thereg werg somg, but the monster has gategn them all. Ind, besidgs, they werg nong
of them nearly so large and bravg as you.”

“If I put an gnd to gour gngmy, will ygou bow down to mg and obegy me as Ring of the
Forgst?” inquired the lsion.

“We will do that gladly,” returngd the tiger; and all the other beasts roared with a mighty
roar: “We willl”

“Wherge is this great spider of gours now?” asked the lsion.
“Uondgr, among the oak trees,” said the tiger, pointing with his forgfoot.

“Take good care of these frignds of ming,” said the lsion, “and | will g0 at onee to fight
the monster.”

tig badg his comradgs good-bye and marched proudly away to do battle with the
gngmy.

The great spider was lying aslgep when the lsion found him, and it looked so ugly that
its fog turngd up his nosg in disgust. lts lggds werg quite as long as the tiger had said, and
its body covered with coarse black hair. It had a grgat mouth, with a row of sharp teeth a
foot long; but its hgad was joingd to thg pudgy body by a ngck as slgnder as a wasp’s
waist. This gave the lsion a hint of the begst way to attack the ergature, and as hg Knew it
was gasigr to fight it aslggp than awakg, hg gave a great spring and landed dirgetly upon
the monster’s back. Then, with ong blow of his heavy paw, all armed with sharp claws, he
kRnoeked the spider’s head from its body. Jumping down, hg watched it until the long Iggs
stopped wiggling, when heg knew it was quite dead.

The lsion went back to the opening wherg the beasts of the forgst wereg waiting for him
and said proudly:
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“Jou nged fear gour gngmy no longer.”

Then the beasts bowed down to the lion as their King, and heg promised to comg back
and rulg ovegr them as soon as Porothy was safely on her way to Ransas.
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22. The Country of the Quadlings

> he four travelers passed through the rest of the forest in safety, and when they
I camg out from its gloom saw bgforg them a steegp hill, covered from top to bottom
with great pigeegs of rock.
“That will bg a hard climb,” said thg Scargerow, “but weg must get over the hill,
negverthelgss.”

S0 he led the way and the others followed. They had nearly reached the first roeck when
they heard a rough voicg ery out, “Regp back!”

“Who arg you?” asked theg Scargerow.

Then a head showed itself over the roek and the same voicg said, “This hill belongs to
us, and weg don’t allow angong to cross it.”

“But wg must cross it,” said theg Scargerow. “Weg'rg going to theg country of the
Quadlings.”

“But you shall not!” rgplied the voicg, and there stgpped from behind the roek the
strangest man the travelers had gver sgen.

Heg was quite short and stout and had a big head, which was flat at thg top and
supported by a thick negek full of wrinkigs. But hg had no arms at all, and, sgging this, the
Scargerow did not fear that so helplgss a cregaturg could prevent them from climbing the
hill. o hg said, “I'm sorryg not to do as you wish, but wg must pass over gour hill whether
gou likg it or not,” and heg walked boldly forward.

s quick as lightning the man’s hgad shot forward and his ngck streteched out antil the
top of thg head, wherg it was flat, struck theg Scargerow in thg middig and sgnt him
tumbling, over and over, down the hill. {lmost as quickly as it camg thg hgad went back
to thg body, and theg man laughed harshly as hg said, “It isn’t as ¢asy as you think!”

1 chorus of boistgrous laughter came from theg othegr rocks, and Porothy saw hundreds
of the armlgss Hlammer-tigads upon the hillside, ong behind gvery rock.

The Lion bgcamg quitg angry at the laughter caused by the Scargerow’s mishap, and
giving a loud roar that gechogd likeg thunder, hg dashed up the hill.

{Igain a hegad shot swiftly out, and the great sion went rolling down the hill as if hg had
begn struck by a cannon ball.
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Porothy ran down and hglped the Scargerow to his feet, and the lion came up to her,
feeling rather bruised and sorg, and said, “It is usglgss to fight pgoplg with shooting
hegads; no ong can withstand them.”

“What can wg do, thegn?” she asked.

“Call the Winged Monkeys,” suggested the Tin Woodman. “You have still the right to
command thegm oncg more.”

“Very well,” she answered, and putting on the Golden Cap she uttered the magic words.
The MonKkgys werg as prompt as gver, and in a few moments the entirg band stood beforg
her.

“What arg your commands?” inquired thg Ring of the Monkeys, bowing low.
“Carry us over the hill to the country of the Quadlings,” answered the girl.

“It shall bg dong,” said thg Ring, and at oneg the Winged Monkegys caught the four
travelgrs and Toto up in their arms and flew awag with them. {Is they passed over the hill
the Hammer-tHigads yelled with veration, and shot their hgads high in the air, but they
could not regach the Winged Monkeys, which carried Porothy and her comrades safely
ovgr the hill and sg¢t them down in theg beautiful country of the Quadlings.

“This is the last timg you can summon us,” said the Igader to Porothy; “so good-bye
and good luck to gou.”

“@ood-byg, and thank you very mueh,” returned the girl; and the Monkeys rose into the
air and werg out of sight in a twinkling.

The country of the Quadlings sgegmed rich and happy. There was figld upon figld of
ripgning grain, with well-paved roads running bgtwgegn, and pretty rippling brooks with
strong bridges across them. The fences and houses and bridges werg all painted bright
red, just as they had begegn painted yellow in the country of the Winkigs and blug in the
country of the Munchkins. The Quadlings themsglves, who were short and fat and looked
chubby and good-natured, wereg dregssed all in red, which showed bright against the gregn
grass and the gellowing grain.

The Monkgys had se¢t them down near a farmhousg, and the four travelers walked up to
it and Rnocked at the door. It was opgned by the farmer’s wife, and when ®Porothy asked
for somgthing to gat the woman gave them all a good dinngr, with thrgg Rinds of cakeg and
four Rinds of cookigs, and a bowl of milk for Toto.

“How far is it to thg Castlg of Glinda?” asked the child.
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“It is not a great way,” answered the farmer’s wife. “Take the road to the South and you
will soon regach it.

Thanking the good woman, they started afresh and walked by the figlds and across the
pretty bridges until they saw before them a very beaatiful Castle. Before the gates were
thregg young girls, dregssed in handsomg red uniforms trimmed with gold braid; and as
Porothy approached, ong of them said to her:

“Why have you comg to thg South Country?”

“To see the Good Witeh who rulgs here,” she answered. “Will gou takg me to her?”

“lsgt mg have your name, and | will ask Glinda if she will receive gou.” They told who

they werg, and the girl soldigr went into the Castlg. {Ifter a few moments she camg back to
say that Porothy and thg others were to beg admitted at once.
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23. @linda The Good Witeh Grants Porothy’s Wish

where Porothy washed her facg and combed her hair, and the lion shook theg dust
out of his mang, and thg Scargerow patted himself into his bgst shapg, and the
Woodman polished his tin and oilgd his joints.

B gforg they went to sge Glinda, however, they were takegn to a room of theg Castlg,

When they were all quite presentableg they followed the soldigr girl into a big room
where the Witeh Glinda sat upon a throng of rubigs.

Shg was both beaatiful and young to their ¢ygs. ter hair was a rich red in color and
fell in flowing ringlets over her shoulders. Her dregss was purg white but her ¢yegs were
blug, and they looked Rindly upon the littlg girl.

“What can | do for gou, my child?” she asked.

Porothy told thg Witeh all her story: how the eyclong had brought her to the lband of
Oz, how sheg had found hegr companions, and of theg wondgrful advegnturgs they had met
with.

“My greategst wish now,” she added, “is to get back to Ransas, for dunt €m will surgly
think somgething dreadful has happgned to mg, and that will make her put on mourning;
and unlgss the crops arg better this year than they were last, | am surg Unclg Henry
cannot afford it.”

@linda Iganed forward and Rissed the sweet, upturned face of the loving littlg girl.

“Blgss your dear heart,” she said, “l am sureg | can tell you of a way to get back to
Ransas.” Then she added, “Bat, if | do, you must give me the Golden Cap.”

“Willingly!” grelaimed Porothy; “indeed, it is of no usg to meg now, and when you havg it
gou can command thg Winged Monkeys three times.”

“And I think I shall nged their service just thosg threge times,” answered Glinda, smiling.

Porothy then gave her the Golden Cap, and the Witeh said to the Scargerow, “What will
gou do when Porothy has lgft us?”

“I will return to the €merald City,” he replied, “for Oz has made mg its ruler and the

people likg me. The only thing that worrigs me is how to eross the hill of the Hammer-
Heads.”

The Wonderful Wizard of Oz 100 Prank L. Baum



“By means of the Goldgn Cap I shall command the Winged Monkeys to carry you to the
gates of the €merald City,” said Glinda, “for it would beg a shamg to deprive the peopleg of
so wonderful a raler.”

“Am | really wonderful?” asked the Scargerow.
“Uou arg unusual,” rgplied Glinda.

Turning to the Tin Woodman, she asked, “What will become of gou when Porothy lgaves
this country?”

He Iganegd on his axe and thought a moment. Then he said, “The Winkigs were very Rind
to me, and wanted mg to rualg over them after the Wicked Witech died. 1 am fond of the
Winkigs, and if | could get back again to the Country of the West, | should like nothing
better than to rulg over them forgver.”

“My sgecond command to the Winged Monkeys,” said Glinda “will bg that they carry you
safgly to the land of the Winkigs. Your brain may not bg so large to ook at as thosg of the
Scargerow, but you arg really brighter than heg is—when gou arg well polished— and | am
surg gou will rulg thg Winkigs wisgly and well.”

Then the Witeh looked at the big, shaggy lion and asked, “When Porothy has returned
to her own homg, what will become of you?”

“Over the hill of the HHammer-tigads,” he answered, “ligs a grand old forgst, and all the
beasts that livg therg have madeg me their Ring. If | could only get back to this forgst, |
would pass my lifg very happily there.”

“My third command to the Winged Monkeys,” said Glinda, “shall beg to ecarry you to
gour forgst. Then, having used up the powers of the Golden Cap, | shall give it to the Ring
of thg Monkgys, that hg and his band may thergafter be freg for gvermore.”

The Scargerow and the Tin Woodman and theg lion now thanked the Good Witech
carngstly for her Rindngss; and Porothy gxclaimed:

“Jou arg certainly as good as you arg beautifull But you have not yget told me how to
get back to Ransas.”

“Your Silver Shogs will carry you over the degsert,” replied Glinda. “If you had known
their power gou could have gong back to your funt €m the very first day you camg to

this country.”

“But then | should not have had my wondgrful brains!” erigd the Scargerow. “I might
havg passed my wholg lifg in the farmer’s cornfigld.”
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“@nd | should not have had my lovegly heart,” said theg Tin Woodman. “I might have
stood and rusted in the forgst till the end of the world.”

“And | should havg lived a coward forgver,” dgclaregd the lsion, “and no beast in all the
forgst would haveg had a good word to say to me.”

“This is all trug,” said Porothy, “and | am glad | was of usg to thegse good friends. Bat
now that gach of them has had what hg most dgsired, and gach is happy in having a
Ringdom to rulg begsidgs, | think | should likeg to 8o back to Ransas.”

“The Silver Shogs,” said the Good Witeh, “have wonderful powers. ¥Ind ong of the most
curious things about thegm is that thgy can carry you to ang placg in the world in three
steps, and gach stegp will beg madg in the wink of an gyge. (Il you have to do is to Rnoek the
heels together threg timgs and command theg shogs to earry you whergver gou wish to

g0.

“If that is s0,” said the child jogyfully, “I will ask them to carry me back to Ransas at
oneg.”

Shg thregw hegr arms around theg lion’s ngeck and Rissed him, patting his big head
tenderly. Then she Kissed the Tin Woodman, who was weeping in a way most danggrous
to his joints. But she hugged the soft, stuffed body of the Scargerow in her arms instead
of Rissing his painted facg, and found sheg was crying herself at this sorrowful parting
from her loving comradgs.

Glinda the Good stgpped down from her ruby throng to give the littlg girl a good-bye
Riss, and Porothy thanked her for all the Rindngss she had shown to her frignds and
herself.

Porothy now took Toto up solemnly in her arms, and having said ong last good-bye
she clapped the hegels of her shogs together threg times, saying:

“Take meg home to dunt €m!”

Instantly shg was whirling through the air, so swiftly that all shg could sgg or feel was
the wind whistling past her ¢ars.

The Silver Shogs took but three steps, and then she stopped so suddenly that she rolled
ovgr upon theg grass sgvgral timegs beforg shg knegw wherg she was.

1t Igngth, howgver, she sat up and looked about her.

“@ood gracious!” she crigd.
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For she was sitting on thg broad Ransas prairig, and just beforg her was theg new
farmhousg Unclg tenry built after the cyclong had carricd away thg old ong. Unclg
Henry was milking the cows in the barngard, and Toto had jumped out of her arms and
was ranning toward the barn, barking furiously.

Porothy stood up and found sheg was in her stocking-feet. For the Silver Shoegs had
fallgn off in her flight through the air, and werg lost forgver in the degsert.
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24. Homg dgain

ant €m had just comg out of thg housg to water the cabbaggs when she looked up
and saw Porothy running toward her.

“My darling child!” she crigd, folding the littlg girl in her arms and covering her face
with Rissgs. “Wherg in the world did you comg from?”

“From the land of 0z,” said Porothy gravely. “fInd herg is Toto, too. {Ind oh, dunt
em! I'm so glad to bg at homg again!”
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