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Aut hor's Not e

My friends the children are responsible for this new "Oz Book," as
they were for the last one, which was called The Land of Oz. Their
sweet little letters plead to know "nore about Dorothy"; and they ask
"What becane of the Cowardly Lion?" and "Wat did Ozma do

af t erwar d?" - - meani ng, of course, after she becane the Ruler of Oz.
And sone of them suggest plots to ne, saying: "Please have Dorothy go
to the Land of Oz again"; or, "Wy don't you nake Ozma and Dor ot hy
meet, and have a good tinme together?" Indeed, could | do all that ny
little friends ask, | would be obliged to wite dozens of books to
satisfy their demands. And | wish | could, for | enjoy witing these

stories just as much as the children say they enjoy reading them

Well, here is "nore about Dorothy," and about our old friends the

Scarecrow and the Tin Wodman, and about the Cowardly Lion, and Ozmm,

and all the rest of them and here, |ikewi se, is a good deal about
some new fol ks that are queer and unusual. One little friend, who
read this story before it was printed, said to ne: "Billina is REAL

QzzY, M. Baum and so are Tiktok and the Hungry Tiger."

If this judgment is unbiased and correct, and the little folks find
this new story "real Ozzy," | shall be very glad indeed that I wote

it. But perhaps | shall get some nore of those very wel cone letters
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fromny readers, telling me just how they like "Oznma of Oz." | hope

S0, anyway.

L. FRANK BAUM

MACATAWA, 1907.

1. The Grl in the Chicken Coop

The wi nd bl ew hard and joggl ed the water of the ocean, sending ripples
across its surface. Then the wind pushed the edges of the ripples
until they becane waves, and shoved the waves around until they became
billows. The billows rolled dreadfully high: higher even than the
tops of houses. Sone of them indeed, rolled as high as the tops of
tall trees, and seened |like nmountains; and the gulfs between the great

billows were |ike deep vall eys.

Al'l this mad dashi ng and splashing of the waters of the big ocean,
whi ch the mi schi evous wi nd caused wi thout any good reason whatever,
resulted in a terrible storm and a stormon the ocean is liable to

cut many queer pranks and do a | ot of danmge

At the time the wind began to blow, a ship was sailing far out upon
the waters. When the waves began to tunble and toss and to grow

bi gger and bigger the ship rolled up and down, and tipped

sidewi se--first one way and then the other--and was jostled around so
roughly that even the sailor-nen had to hold fast to the ropes and
railings to keep thensel ves from bei ng swept away by the w nd or

pi t ched headl ong into the sea.
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And the clouds were so thick in the sky that the sunlight couldn't get
through them so that the day grew dark as night, which added to the

terrors of the storm

The Captain of the ship was not afraid, because he had seen storns
before, and had sailed his ship through themin safety; but he knew
that his passengers would be in danger if they tried to stay on deck,
so he put themall into the cabin and told themto stay there unti
after the stormwas over, and to keep brave hearts and not be scared,

and all would be well with them

Now, anpbng these passengers was a little Kansas girl named Dor ot hy
Gal e, who was going with her Uncle Henry to Australia, to visit sone
rel ati ves they had never before seen. Uncle Henry, you rmust know, was
not very well, because he had been working so hard on his Kansas farm
that his health had given way and | eft himweak and nervous. So he
left Aunt Emat home to watch after the hired nen and to take care of
the farm while he traveled far away to Australia to visit his cousins

and have a good rest.

Dorothy was eager to go with himon this journey, and Uncle Henry

t hought she woul d be good conpany and hel p cheer himup; so he decided
to take her along. The little girl was quite an experienced traveller,
for she had once been carried by a cyclone as far away from hone as
the marvel ous Land of Oz, and she had met with a good many adventures
in that strange country before she managed to get back to Kansas

again. So she wasn't easily frightened, whatever happened, and when
the wi nd began to how and whistle, and the waves began to tumbl e and

toss, our little girl didn't mnd the uproar the least bit.

"OF course we'll have to stay in the cabin," she said to Uncle
Henry and the ot her passengers, "and keep as quiet as possible

until the stormis over. For the Captain says if we go on deck
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we nmay be bl own overboard."

No one wanted to risk such an accident as that, you nay be sure;
so all the passengers stayed huddled up in the dark cabin,
listening to the shrieking of the stormand the creaking of the
masts and rigging and trying to keep from bunping i nto one anot her

when the ship tipped sidew se.

Dorot hy had al nost fallen asl eep when she was aroused with a start to
find that Uncle Henry was m ssing. She couldn't inagine where he had
gone, and as he was not very strong she began to worry about him and
to fear he mi ght have been carel ess enough to go on deck. In that

case he would be in great danger unless he instantly came down again.

The fact was that Uncle Henry had gone to lie down in his little

sl eepi ng-berth, but Dorothy did not know that. She only remenbered
that Aunt Em had cautioned her to take good care of her uncle, so at
once she decided to go on deck and find him in spite of the fact that
the tenmpest was now worse than ever, and the ship was plunging in a
really dreadful manner. Indeed, the little girl found it was as nuch
as she could do to nmount the stairs to the deck, and as soon as she
got there the wind struck her so fiercely that it alnost tore away the
skirts of her dress. Yet Dorothy felt a sort of joyous excitement in
defying the storm and while she held fast to the railing she peered
around through the gl oom and thought she saw the dimformof a man
clinging to a mast not far away fromher. This mght be her uncle, so

she called as |oudly as she coul d:

"Uncle Henry! Uncle Henry!"

But the wind screeched and how ed so madly that she scarce heard
her own voice, and the nman certainly failed to hear her, for he

di d not nove.
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Dor ot hy deci ded she must go to him so she made a dash forward, during
alull inthe storm to where a big square chicken-coop had been

| ashed to the deck with ropes. She reached this place in safety, but
no sooner had she seized fast hold of the slats of the big box in

whi ch the chickens were kept than the wind, as if enraged because the
little girl dared to resist its power, suddenly redoubled its fury.
Wth a screamlike that of an angry giant it tore away the ropes that
held the coop and |ifted it high into the air, with Dorothy stil
clinging to the slats. Around and over it whirled, this way and that,
and a few monents | ater the chicken-coop dropped far away into the
sea, where the big waves caught it and slid it up-hill to a foam ng
crest and then down-hill into a deep valley, as if it were nothing

more than a plaything to keep them anused.

Dor ot hy had a good ducki ng, you may be sure, but she didn't |oose her
presence of mnd even for a second. She kept tight hold of the stout
slats and as soon as she could get the water out of her eyes she saw
that the wind had ripped the cover fromthe coop, and the poor
chickens were fluttering away in every direction, being blown by the
wind until they |ooked |ike feather dusters without handles. The
bottom of the coop was nmade of thick boards, so Dorothy found she was
clinging to a sort of raft, with sides of slats, which readily bore up
her wei ght. After coughing the water out of her throat and getting
her breath again, she managed to clinb over the slats and stand upon

the firm wooden bottom of the coop, which supported her easily enough

"Way, I've got a ship of ny own!" she thought, nore anused than
frightened at her sudden change of condition; and then, as the coop
climbed up to the top of a big wave, she | ooked eagerly around for the

ship from whi ch she had been bl own.

It was far, far away, by this time. Perhaps no one on board had yet

m ssed her, or knew of her strange adventure. Down into a valley
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bet ween the waves the coop swept her, and when she clinbed anot her
crest the ship | ooked |like a toy boat, it was such a |l ong way off.
Soon it had entirely disappeared in the gloom and then Dorothy gave a
sigh of regret at parting with Uncle Henry and began to wonder what

was goi ng to happen to her next.

Just now she was tossing on the bosomof a big ocean, with nothing to
keep her afloat but a mi serabl e wooden hen-coop that had a pl ank
bottom and sl atted sides, through which the water constantly splashed
and wetted her through to the skin! And there was nothing to eat when
she becanme hungry--as she was sure to do before |ong--and no fresh

water to drink and no dry clothes to put on

"Well, | declare!" she exclaimed, with a laugh. "You're in a pretty
fix, Dorothy Gale, | can tell you! and | haven't the | east idea how

you're going to get out of it!"

As if to add to her troubles the night was now creeping on, and the
gray clouds overhead changed to inky blackness. But the wind, as if
satisfied at last with its m schievous pranks, stopped blowi ng this
ocean and hurried away to another part of the world to bl ow sonet hing
el se; so that the waves, not being joggled any nore, began to quiet

down and behave thensel ves.

It was lucky for Dorothy, | think, that the storm subsided; otherw se,
brave though she was, | fear she m ght have perished. Many children
in her place, would have wept and given way to despair; but because
Dor ot hy had encountered so many adventures and cone safely through
themit did not occur to her at this tinme to be especially afraid.

She was wet and unconfortable, it is true; but, after sighing that one
sigh | told you of, she managed to recall some of her customary

cheerful ness and decided to patiently await whatever her fate m ght be.

By and by the black clouds rolled anay and showed a bl ue sky over head,
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with a silver nmoon shining sweetly in the mddle of it and little
stars winking nerrily at Dorothy when she | ooked their way. The coop
did not toss around any nore, but rode the waves nore gently--al nost
like a cradle rocking--so that the floor upon which Dorothy stood was
no |l onger swept by water coming through the slats. Seeing this, and
bei ng quite exhausted by the excitenent of the past few hours, the
little girl decided that sleep would be the best thing to restore her
strength and the easiest way in which she could pass the tine. The
fl oor was danp and she was herself winging wet, but fortunately this

was a warmclimte and she did not feel at all cold.

So she sat down in a corner of the coop, |eaned her back agai nst the
slats, nodded at the friendly stars before she closed her eyes, and

was asleep in half a mnute.

2. The Yell ow Hen

A strange noi se awoke Dorot hy, who opened her eyes to find that day

had dawned and the sun was shining brightly in a clear sky. She had
been dream ng that she was back in Kansas again, and playing in the
old barn-yard with the calves and pigs and chickens all around her;

and at first, as she rubbed the sleep fromher eyes, she really

i magi ned she was there.

" Kut - kut - kut, ka-daw kut! Kut-kut-kut, ka-daw kut!"

Ah; here again was the strange noise that had awakened her. Surely it
was a hen cackling! But her wi de-open eyes first saw, through the
slats of the coop, the blue waves of the ocean, now cal mand pl acid,
and her thoughts flew back to the past night, so full of danger and

di sconfort. Also she began to renenber that she was a waif of the
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storm adrift upon a treacherous and unknown sea.

" Kut - kut - kut, ka-daw w w -kut!"

"What's that?" cried Dorothy, starting to her feet.

"Way, I've just laid an egg, that's all," replied a small, but sharp
and distinct voice, and | ooking around her the little girl discovered

a yell ow hen squatting in the opposite corner of the coop

"Dear ne!" she exclainmed, in surprise; "have YOU been here al

ni ght, too?"

"Of course," answered the hen, fluttering her wi ngs and yawni ng.

"When the coop blew away fromthe ship | clung fast to this corner,

with claws and beak, for | knewif | fell into the water |I'd surely be
drowned. Indeed, | nearly drowned, as it was, with all that water
washi ng over ne. | never was so wet before in ny life!"

"Yes," agreed Dorothy, "it was pretty wet, for a time, | know But do

you feel confor'ble now?"

"Not very. The sun has helped to dry ny feathers, as it has your
dress, and | feel better since | laid ny norning egg. But what's to

becone of us, | should Iike to know, afloat on this big pond?”

"I"'d like to know that, too," said Dorothy. "But, tell ne; how does
it happen that you are able to talk? | thought hens could only cluck

and cackle."

"Wy, as for that," answered the yellow hen thoughtfully, "I've
clucked and cackled all ny life, and never spoken a word before this
nmorning, that | can renenber. But when you asked a question, a mnute

ago, it seened the nost natural thing in the world to answer you. So
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| spoke, and | seemto keep on speaking, just as you and other hunman

bei ngs do. Strange, isn't it?"

"Very," replied Dorothy. "If we were in the Land of Oz, | wouldn't
think it so queer, because many of the aninals can talk in that fairy

country. But out here in the ocean nust be a good |ong way fromQz."

"How is nmy grammar?" asked the yellow hen, anxiously. "Do | speak

quite properly, in your judgnent?"

"Yes," said Dorothy, "you do very well, for a beginner."

"I'"'mglad to know that," continued the yellow hen, in a confidentia
tone; "because, if one is going to talk, it's best to talk correctly.
The red rooster has often said that nmy cluck and ny cackle were quite

perfect; and nowit's a confort to know | amtalking properly."

"I'"mbeginning to get hungry," remarked Dorothy. "It's breakfast

time; but there's no breakfast."

"You may have ny egg," said the yellow hen. "I don't care for it,
you know. "

"Don't you want to hatch it?" asked the little girl, in surprise.
"No, indeed; | never care to hatch eggs unless |'ve a nice snug nest,

in some quiet place, with a baker's dozen of eggs under ne. That's
thirteen, you know, and it's a lucky nunber for hens. So you may as

well eat this egg."

"Ch, | couldn't PCSS BLY eat it, unless it was cooked," excl ai ned

Dorothy. "But |I'mmuch obliged for your kindness, just the sane.”

"Don't mention it, ny dear," answered the hen, calmy, and began
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pruni ng her feathers.

For a monent Dorothy stood | ooking out over the wi de sea. She was

still thinking of the egg, though; so presently she asked:

"Why do you |l ay eggs, when you don't expect to hatch then?"

"It's a habit | have," replied the yellow hen. "It has always been ny
pride to lay a fresh egg every norning, except when |I'm noul ting.
never feel like having ny norning cackle till the egg is properly

| aid, and without the chance to cackle I would not be happy."

"It's strange," said the girl, reflectively; "but as I'"'mnot a hen

can't be 'spected to understand that."

"Certainly not, ny dear."

Then Dorothy fell silent again. The yellow hen was sonme conpany, and
a bit of confort, too; but it was dreadfully lonely out on the big

ocean, nevert hel ess.

After a time the hen flew up and perched upon the topnost slat of the
coop, which was a little above Dorothy's head when she was sitting

upon the bottom as she had been doing for some nonments past.

"Wy, we are not far fromland!" exclainmed the hen

"VWhere? Wiere is it?" cried Dorothy, junping up in great excitenent.

"Over there a little way," answered the hen, nodding her head in a
certain direction. "W seemto be drifting toward it, so that

bef ore noon we ought to find ourselves upon dry |and again."

"I shall like that!" said Dorothy, with a little sigh, for her feet
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and legs were still wetted now and then by the sea-water that cane

through the open sl ats.

"So shall 1," answered her conpanion. "There is nothing in the world

so m serable as a wet hen."

The | and, which they seened to be rapidly approaching, since it grew
more distinct every mnute, was quite beautiful as viewed by the
little girl in the floating hen-coop. Next to the water was a broad
beach of white sand and gravel, and farther back were several rocky
hills, while beyond these appeared a strip of green trees that marked
the edge of a forest. But there were no houses to be seen, nor any

sign of people who might inhabit this unknown | and.

"I hope we shall find sonething to eat," said Dorothy, |ooking eagerly

at the pretty beach toward which they drifted. "It's |ong past

br eakfast tinme, now.

"I'ma trifle hungry, nyself," declared the yell ow hen

"Why don't you eat the egg?" asked the child. "You don't need to have

your food cooked, as | do."

"Do you take nme for a cannibal?" cried the hen, indignantly. "I do

not know what | have said or done that |eads you to insult ne!"

"l beg your pardon, |I'msure Ms.--Ms.--by the way, may | inquire

your nane, na'an?" asked the little girl.

"My nane is Bill," said the yell ow hen, somewhat gruffly.

"Bill! Wy, that's a boy's nane."

"What difference does that nmake?"
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"You're a lady hen, aren't you?"

"Of course. But when | was first hatched out no one could tel

whether | was going to be a hen or a rooster; so the little boy at the
farmwhere | was born called ne Bill, and nade a pet of nme because

was the only yellow chicken in the whole brood. When | grew up, and
he found that | didn't crow and fight, as all the roosters do, he did
not think to change ny nane, and every creature in the barn-yard, as
well as the people in the house, knewne as 'Bill.'" So Bill |'ve

al ways been called, and Bill is ny nane."

"But it's all wong, you know, " declared Dorothy, earnestly; "and, if
you don't mind, |I shall call you "Billina.' Putting the 'eena' on the

end nmakes it a girl's nanme, you see."

"Ch, | don't mind it in the least," returned the yellow hen. "It
doesn't matter at all what you call me, so long as | know t he nane

means M. "

"Very well, Billina. M nane is Dorothy Gale--just Dorothy to ny
friends and Mss Gale to strangers. You may call ne Dorothy, if you
like. W're getting very near the shore. Do you suppose it is too

deep for ne to wade the rest of the way?"

"Wait a few mnutes |longer. The sunshine is warm and pl easant, and we

are in no hurry."

"But ny feet are all wet and soggy,"” said the girl. "M dress is dry

enough, but | won't feel real confor'ble till | get nmy feet dried.”

She waited, however, as the hen advised, and before long the big
wooden coop grated gently on the sandy beach and the dangerous voyage

was over.
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It did not take the castaways long to reach the shore, you may be

sure. The yellow hen flew to the sands at once, but Dorothy had to
climb over the high slats. Still, for a country girl, that was not
much of a feat, and as soon as she was safe ashore Dorothy drew off

her wet shoes and stockings and spread them upon the sun-warned beach

to dry.
Then she sat down and watched Billina, who was pick-pecking away with
her sharp bill in the sand and gravel, which she scratched up and

turned over with her strong cl aws.

"What are you doi ng?" asked Dor ot hy.

"Getting ny breakfast, of course," nmurnured the hen, busily pecking away.

"What do you find?" inquired the girl, curiously.

"Ch, some fat red ants, and sone sand-bugs, and once in a while a tiny

crab. They are very sweet and nice, | assure you."
"How dreadful!" excl ained Dorothy, in a shocked voice.
"What is dreadful ?" asked the hen, lifting her head to gaze with one

bri ght eye at her conpani on.

"Why, eating live things, and horrid bugs, and crawly ants. You ought

to be ' SHAMED of yoursel f!"

"Goodness nme!" returned the hen, in a puzzled tone; "how queer you
are, Dorothy! Live things are nmuch fresher and nore whol esonme than

dead ones, and you humans eat all sorts of dead creatures.”

"W don't!" said Dorothy.
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"You do, indeed," answered Billina. "You eat |anbs and sheep and cows

and pigs and even chi ckens."

"But we cook 'em" said Dorothy, triunmphantly.

"What difference does that nake?"

"A good deal ," said the girl, in a graver tone. "I can't just 'splain
the diff'rence, but it's there. And, anyhow, we never eat such

dreadful things as BUGS."

"But you eat the chickens that eat the bugs," retorted the yell ow hen,

with an odd cackle. "So you are just as bad as we chickens are."

Thi s made Dorothy thoughtful. What Billina said was true enough, and
it alnost took away her appetite for breakfast. As for the yellow
hen, she continued to peck away at the sand busily, and seened quite

contented with her bill-of-fare.

Finally, down near the water's edge, Billina stuck her bill deep into

the sand, and then drew back and shi vered.

"OM" she cried. "I struck nmetal, that time, and it nearly broke

my beak."

"I't prob'bly was a rock," said Dorothy, carel essly.

"Nonsense. | know a rock frommetal, | guess," said the hen

"There's a different feel to it."

"But there couldn't be any netal on this wild, deserted seashore,"”
persisted the girl. "Were's the place? 1'Il dig it up, and prove to

you |'mright,"
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Billina showed her the place where she had "stubbed her bill," as she
expressed it, and Dorothy dug away the sand until she felt sonething
hard. Then, thrusting in her hand, she pulled the thing out, and
discovered it to be a large sized gol den key--rather old, but stil

bri ght and of perfect shape.

"What did | tell you?" cried the hen, with a cackle of triunph. "Can

I tell nmetal when | bunp into it, or is the thing a rock?"

"It's netal, sure enough,"” answered the child, gazing thoughtfully at
the curious thing she had found. "I think it is pure gold, and it nust
have | ain hidden in the sand for a long tinme. How do you suppose it came

there, Billina? And what do you suppose this nysterious key unl ocks?"

"I can't say," replied the hen. "You ought to know nore about | ocks

and keys than | do."

Dorot hy gl anced around. There was no sign of any house in that part
of the country, and she reasoned that every key nust fit a | ock and
every | ock nust have a purpose. Perhaps the key had been | ost by

sonebody who lived far away, but had wandered on this very shore

Musi ng on these things the girl put the key in the pocket of her dress
and then slowy drew on her shoes and stockings, which the sun had

fully dried.

"I b'lieve, Billina," she said, "I'll have a |ook 'round, and see if |

can find sone breakfast."

3. Letters in the Sand
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Walking a little way back fromthe water's edge, toward the grove of
trees, Dorothy came to a flat stretch of white sand that seened to
have queer signs marked upon its surface, just as one would wite upon

sand with a stick.

"What does it say?" she asked the yellow hen, who trotted al ong beside

her in a rather dignified fashion

"How should | know?" returned the hen. "I cannot read."

"Ch! Can't you?"

"Certainly not; |'ve never been to school, you know. "

"Well, | have," admitted Dorothy; "but the letters are big and far

apart, and it's hard to spell out the words."

But she | ooked at each letter carefully, and finally discovered that

these words were witten in the sand:

"BEWARE THE WHEELERS! "

"That's rather strange,"” declared the hen, when Dorothy had read al oud

the words. "What do you suppose the \Weel ers are?"

"Fol ks that wheel, | guess. They nust have wheel barrows, or baby-cabs

or hand-carts," said Dorot hy.

"Perhaps they're autonobiles," suggested the yellow hen. "There is no
need to beware of baby-cabs and wheel barrows; but autonobiles are

dangerous things. Several of ny friends have been run over by them"

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fr...ul%200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%2001%200z.txt (17 of 147) [5/22/03 1:02:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%200f%200z.txt

"It can't be auto'biles,” replied the girl, "for this is a new, wild
country, without even trolley-cars or tel'phones. The people here
haven't been discovered yet, I'msure; that is, if there ARE any

people. So | don't b'lieve there CAN be any auto'biles, Billina."

"Perhaps not," adnmitted the yell ow hen. "Were are you goi ng now?"

"Over to those trees, to see if | can find sone fruit or nuts,"

answer ed Dor ot hy.

She tranped across the sand, skirting the foot of one of the little

rocky hills that stood near, and soon reached the edge of the forest.

At first she was greatly di sappoi nted, because the nearer trees were
all punita, or cotton-wood or eucal yptus, and bore no fruit or nuts at
all. But, bye and bye, when she was alnost in despair, the little girl

came upon two trees that promi sed to furnish her with plenty of food.

One was quite full of square paper boxes, which grew in clusters on
all the linbs, and upon the biggest and ripest boxes the word "Lunch"
could be read, in neat raised letters. This tree seened to bear al
the year around, for there were | unch-box bl ossons on sone of the
branches, and on others tiny little lunch-boxes that were as yet quite

green, and evidently not fit to eat until they had grown bigger.

The | eaves of this tree were all paper napkins, and it presented a

very pl easing appearance to the hungry little girl

But the tree next to the lunch-box tree was even nore wonderful, for
it bore quantities of tin dinner-pails, which were so full and heavy
that the stout branches bent underneath their weight. Some were snal
and dark-brown in color; those larger were of a dull tin color; but

the really ripe ones were pails of bright tin that shone and gli stened
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beautifully in the rays of sunshine that touched them

Dorot hy was delighted, and even the yell ow hen acknow edged that she

was surprised

The little girl stood on tip-toe and picked one of the nicest and

bi ggest | unch-boxes, and then she sat down upon the ground and eagerly
opened it. Inside she found, nicely wapped in white papers, a ham
sandwi ch, a piece of sponge-cake, a pickle, a slice of new cheese and
an apple. Each thing had a separate stem and so had to be picked off
the side of the box; but Dorothy found themall to be delicious, and

she ate every bit of luncheon in the box before she had finished.

"A lunch isn't zactly breakfast," she said to Billina, who sat beside
her curiously watching. "But when one is hungry one can eat even

supper in the norning, and not conplain.”

"l hope your lunch-box was perfectly ripe," observed the yell ow hen,

in a anxious tone. "So nmuch sickness is caused by eating green things."

"Ch, I'msure it was ripe," declared Dorothy, "all, that is, 'cept the
pickle, and a pickle just HAS to be green, Billina. But everything
tasted perfectly splendid, and |I'd rather have it than a church
picnic. And now !l think I'lIl pick a dinner-pail, to have when | get
hungry again, and then we'll start out and 'splore the country, and

see where we are."

"Haven't you any idea what country this is?" inquired Billina.

"None at all. But listen: I"'mquite sure it's a fairy country, or
such things as |unch-boxes and dinner-pails woul dn't be grow ng upon
trees. Besides, Billina, being a hen, you wouldn't be able to talk in

any civ'lized country, |like Kansas, where no fairies live at all."
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"Perhaps we're in the Land of Oz," said the hen, thoughtfully.

"No, that can't be," answered the little girl; because |'ve been to
the Land of Oz, and it's all surrounded by a horrid desert that no one

can cross."

"Then how did you get away fromthere agai n?" asked Billina.

"I had a pair of silver shoes, that carried me through the air; but I

| ost them " said Dorothy.

"Ah, indeed," remarked the yellow hen, in a tone of unbelief.

"Anyhow, " resuned the girl, "there is no seashore near the Land of QCg,

so this nust surely be some other fairy country."

Wi | e she was speaking she selected a bright and pretty dinner-pai
that seened to have a stout handle, and picked it fromits branch.
Then, acconpani ed by the yell ow hen, she wal ked out of the shadow of

the trees toward the sea-shore.

They were part way across the sands when Billina suddenly cried, in a

voi ce of terror:

"What's that?"

Dorot hy turned quickly around, and saw com ng out of a path that |ed

frombetween the trees the nost peculiar person her eyes had ever beheld.

It had the formof a man, except that it wal ked, or rather rolled,
upon all fours, and its legs were the sane length as its arns, giving
them t he appearance of the four legs of a beast. Yet it was no beast

that Dorothy had di scovered, for the person was clothed nost
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gorgeously in enbroidered garnments of many colors, and wore a straw
hat perched jauntily upon the side of its head. But it differed from
human beings in this respect, that instead of hands and feet there
grew at the end of its arns and | egs round wheels, and by neans of
these wheels it rolled very swiftly over the I evel ground. Afterward
Dorothy found that these odd wheels were of the same hard substance
that our finger-nails and toe-nails are conposed of, and she al so
| earned that creatures of this strange race were born in this queer
fashion. But when our little girl first caught sight of the first
i ndi vidual of a race that was destined to cause her a | ot of trouble,
she had an idea that the brilliantly-clothed personage was on

roll er-skates, which were attached to his hands as well as to his feet.

"Run!" screaned the yellow hen, fluttering away in great fright.

"I't's a Wheeler!"

"A Wheel er?" exclained Dorothy. "What can that be?"

"Don't you renenber the warning in the sand: 'Beware the Weelers'?

Run, | tell you--run!"

So Dorothy ran, and the Weel er gave a sharp, wild cry and cane after

her in full chase.

Looki ng over her shoul der as she ran, the girl now saw a great
processi on of \Weelers energing fromthe forest--dozens and dozens of
them-all clad in splendid, tight-fitting garnents and all rolling

swiftly toward her and uttering their wild, strange cries.

"They're sure to catch us!" panted the girl, who was still carrying the
heavy di nner-pail she had picked. "I can't run nuch farther, Billina."
"Cinb up this hill,--quick!" said the hen; and Dorothy found she was

very near to the heap of |oose and jagged rocks they had passed on
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their way to the forest. The yellow hen was even now fluttering anong
the rocks, and Dorothy followed as best she could, half clinbing and

hal f tunbling up the rough and rugged steep

She was none too soon, for the forenpst Weeler reached the hill a
monent after her; but while the girl scranbled up the rocks the

creature stopped short with hows of rage and di sappoi nt nent.

Dor ot hy now heard the yellow hen | aughing, in her cackling, henny way.

"Don't hurry, ny dear," cried Billina. "They can't follow us anobng

t hese rocks, so we're safe enough now. "

Dor ot hy stopped at once and sat down upon a broad boul der, for she was

all out of breath.

The rest of the Wieel ers had now reached the foot of the hill, but it
was evident that their wheels would not roll upon the rough and jagged
rocks, and therefore they were helpless to follow Dorothy and the hen
to where they had taken refuge. But they circled all around the
little hill, so the child and Billina were fast prisoners and coul d

not come down without being captured.

Then the creatures shook their front wheels at Dorothy in a
threatening manner, and it seemed they were able to speak as well as

to nake their dreadful outcries, for several of them shouted:

"We'll get you in time, never fear! And when we do get you, we'll

tear you into little bits!"

"Why are you so cruel to ne?" asked Dorothy. "l'ma stranger in your

country, and have done you no harm™

"No harm " cried one who seemed to be their leader. "Did you not pick
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our lunch-boxes and di nner-pails? Have you not a stol en dinner- pai

still in your hand?"

"I only picked one of each," she answered. "I was hungry, and

didn't know the trees were yours."

"That is no excuse," retorted the | eader, who was clothed in a nost
gorgeous suit. "It is the | aw here that whoever picks a dinner- pai

wi t hout our perm ssion nust die i mediately."

"Don't you believe him" said Billina. "lI'msure the trees do not
belong to these awful creatures. They are fit for any nischief, and
it's my opinion they would try to kill us just the same if you hadn't

pi cked a dinner-pail."

"I think so, too," agreed Dorothy. "But what shall we do now?"

"Stay where we are," advised the yellow hen. "W are safe fromthe
Weel ers until we starve to death, anyhow, and before that time cones

a good many things can happen."

4. Tiktok the Machi ne Man

After an hour or so nost of the band of Wheelers rolled back into the
forest, leaving only three of their nunber to guard the hill. These
curled thensel ves up like big dogs and pretended to go to sleep on the
sands; but neither Dorothy nor Billina were fooled by this trick, so
they remained in security anong the rocks and paid no attention to

their cunning enem es.

Finally the hen, fluttering over the nmound, exclained: "Wy,
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here's a path!"

So Dorothy at once clanbered to where Billina sat, and there, sure
enough, was a snmooth path cut between the rocks. It seenmed to wi nd
around the nound fromtop to bottom |ike a cork-screw, tw sting here
and there between the rough boul ders but al ways remai ning | evel and

easy to wal k upon.

I ndeed, Dorothy wondered at first why the Weelers did not roll up
this path; but when she followed it to the foot of the nobund she found
that several big pieces of rock had been placed directly across the
end of the way, thus preventing any one outside fromseeing it and

al so preventing the Wheelers fromusing it to clinb up the nound.

Then Dorot hy wal ked back up the path, and followed it until she cane
to the very top of the hill, where a solitary round rock stood that
was bigger than any of the others surrounding it. The path canme to an
end just beside this great rock, and for a monent it puzzled the girl
to know why the path had been made at all. But the hen, who had been
gravely follow ng her around and was now perched upon a point of rock

behi nd Dor ot hy, suddenly remarked:

"I't | ooks sonething |ike a door, doesn't it?"

"What | ooks like a door?" enquired the child.

"Why, that crack in the rock, just facing you," replied Billina, whose

little round eyes were very sharp and seened to see everything. "It

runs up one side and down the other, and across the top and the bottom

"What does?"

"Why, the crack. So | think it nust be a door of rock, although | do

not see any hinges."
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"Ch, yes," said Dorothy, now observing for the first time the crack in
the rock. "And isn't this a key-hole, Billina?" pointing to a round,

deep hol e at one side of the door.

"Of course. |If we only had the key, now, we could unlock it and see
what is there," replied the yellow hen. "May be it's a treasure

chamber full of dianonds and rubies, or heaps of shining gold, or--"

"That reminds ne," said Dorothy, "of the golden key | picked up on the

shore. Do you think that it would fit this key-hole, Billina?"

"Try it and see," suggested the hen

So Dorothy searched in the pocket of her dress and found the gol den

key. And when she had put it into the hole of the rock, and turned

it, a sudden sharp snap was heard; then, with a solem creak that nade
the shivers run down the child' s back, the face of the rock fell outward,

|i ke a door on hinges, and revealed a small dark chanber just inside.

"Good gracious!" cried Dorothy, shrinking back as far as the narrow

path woul d | et her.

For, standing within the narrow chanber of rock, was the formof a
man--or, at least, it seened like a man, in the dimlight. He was
only about as tall as Dorothy herself, and his body was round as a
ball and made out of burnished copper. Also his head and |inbs were
copper, and these were jointed or hinged to his body in a peculiar
way, with nmetal caps over the joints, like the armor worn by knights
in days of old. He stood perfectly still, and where the light struck

upon his formit glittered as if nmade of pure gold.

"Don't be frightened," called Billina, fromher perch. "It isn't alive."
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"I see it isn't," replied the girl, drawing a | ong breath.

"It is only made out of copper, like the old kettle in the barn-yard
at hone," continued the hen, turning her head first to one side and
then to the other, so that both her little round eyes coul d exam ne

t he object.

"Once," said Dorothy, "I knew a man nade out of tin, who was a woodman
named Ni ck Chopper. But he was as alive as we are, 'cause he was born
a real man, and got his tin body a little at a time--first a leg and
then a finger and then an ear--for the reason that he had so many

accidents with his axe, and cut hinself up in a very carel ess nanner."

"Ch," said the hen, with a sniff, as if she did not believe the story.

"But this copper nman," continued Dorothy, looking at it with big eyes,
"is not alive at all, and | wonder what it was made for, and why it

was | ocked up in this queer place."

"That is a nystery," remarked the hen, twi sting her head to arrange

her wing-feathers with her bill.

Dorothy stepped inside the little roomto get a back view of the
copper man, and in this way di scovered a printed card that hung

bet ween hi s shoul ders, it being suspended froma snall copper peg at
the back of his neck. She unfastened this card and returned to the
pat h, where the light was better, and sat herself down upon a slab of

rock to read the printing.

"What does it say?" asked the hen, curiously.

Dorothy read the card aloud, spelling out the big words with sone

difficulty; and this is what she read:
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| SM TH & TINKER S |
| Pat ent Doubl e- Action, Extra-Responsive, |
| Thought - Creat i ng, Perfect-Tal ki ng |
| MECHANI CAL MAN |
| Fitted with our Special C ock-Wrk Attachnent. |
| Thi nks, Speaks, Acts, and Does Everything but Live. |

| Manuf actured only at our Wwrks at Evha, Land of Ev. |

| Al infringements will be pronptly Prosecuted according to Law. |

I I
Fo m o m o oo oo +
"How queer!" said the yellow hen. "Do you think that is all true,
my dear?"

"I don't know," answered Dorothy, who had nore to read. "Listen to

this, Billina:"

| DI RECTI ONS FOR USI NG |
| For THINKING --Wnd the C ock-work Man under his |
| left arm (rmarked No. 1.) |
| For SPEAKING --Wnd the C ock-work Man under his |
| right arm (marked No. 2.) |
| For WALKING and ACTION: --Wnd O ock-work in the |
| m ddl e of his back, (marked No. 3.) |
| N. B.--This Mechanismis guaranteed to work |

| perfectly for a thousand years. |
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"Well, | declare!" gasped the yell ow hen, in amazenent; "if the copper
man can do half of these things he is a very wonderful machine. But I

suppose it is all hunmbug, like so many other patented articles.”

"W nmight wind himup," suggested Dorothy, "and see what he'll do."

"Where is the key to the cl ock-work?" asked Billina.

"Hangi ng on the peg where | found the card."

"Then," said the hen, "let us try him and find out if he will go. He
is warranted for a thousand years, it seens; but we do not know how

| ong he has been standing inside this rock."

Dorot hy had al ready taken the clock key fromthe peg.

"Which shall | wind up first?" she asked, |ooking again at the

directions on the card.

"Nunber One, | should think," returned Billina. "That nmakes him

thi nk, doesn't it?"

"Yes," said Dorothy, and wound up Number One, under the left arm

"He doesn't seemany different," remarked the hen, critically.

"Why, of course not; he is only thinking, now " said Dorothy.

"I wonder what he is thinking about."
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"I''"l'l wind up his talk, and then perhaps he can tell us," said the girl.

So she wound up Number Two, and immedi ately the cl ock-work nan said,

wi t hout noving any part of his body except his |lips:

"Good norn-ing, lit-tle girl. Good norn-ing, Ms. Hen."

The words sounded a little hoarse and creaky, and they were uttered
all in the sane tone, without any change of expression whatever; but

both Dorothy and Billina understood them perfectly.

"CGood norning, sir," they answered, politely.

"Thank you for res-cu-ing ne," continued the machine, in the same
nmonot onous voi ce, which seemed to be worked by a bell ows inside of
him like the little toy |lanbs and cats the children squeeze so that

they will make a noi se.

"Don't mention it," answered Dorothy. And then, being very curious,

she asked: "How did you conme to be |ocked up in this place?"

"It is along sto-ry," replied the copper man; "but | wll tell it to
you brief-ly. | was pur-chased fromSnith & Tin-ker, ny

man- u-fac-tur-ers, by a cru-el King of Ev, named Ev-ol-do, who used to
beat all his serv-ants un-til they died. Howev-er, he was not a-ble
to kill me, be-cause | was not a-live, and one nust first live in
or-der to die. So that all his beat-ing did ne no harm and nere-ly

kept mny cop-per bod-y well pol-ished.

"This cru-el king had a love-ly wife and ten beau-ti-fu
chil-dren--five boys and five girls--but in a fit of an-ger he sold
themall to the Nonme King, who by neans of his mag-ic arts changed
themall in-to oth-er forms and put themin his un-der-ground pal -ace

to or-na-nent the roons.

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fr...ul%200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%2001%200z.txt (29 of 147) [5/22/03 1:02:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%200f%200z.txt

"Af-ter-ward the King of Ev re-gret-ted his w ck-ed ac-tion, and tried
to get his wife and chil-dren a-way fromthe None King, but wth-out
a-vail. So, in de-spair, he locked nme up in this rock, threw the key

in-to the o-cean, and then junped in af-ter it and was drowned."

"How very dreadful!" exclaimed Dorothy.

"It is, in-deed," said the nmachine. "Wen |I found ny-self
impris-oned | shout-ed for help un-til my voice ran down; and then
wal ked back and forth in this lit-tle roomun-til ny ac-tion ran down;
and then | stood still and thought un-til ny thoughts ran down.

Af-ter that | re-member noth-ing un-til you wound me up a-gain."

"It's a very wonderful story," said Dorothy, "and proves that the Land

of Evis really a fairy land, as | thought it was."

"OF course it is," answered the copper man. "l do not sup-pose such a

per-fect ma-chine as | amcould be made in an-y place but a fair-y land."

"I'"ve never seen one in Kansas," said Dorothy.

"But where did you get the key to un-lock this door?" asked the

cl ock-wor k voice

"I found it on the shore, where it was prob'ly washed up by the

waves," she answered. "And now, sir, if you don't mnd, I'Il wnd up

your action."

"That will please nme ve-ry nuch," said the nachine.

So she wound up Nunber Three, and at once the copper man in a sonmewhat
stiff and jerky fashion wal ked out of the rocky cavern, took off his

copper hat and bowed politely, and then kneel ed before Dor ot hy.
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Sai d he:

"Fromthis time forth I amyour o-be-di-ent ser-vant. \What-ev-er you

comnmand, that | will do will-ing-ly--if you keep ne wound up."

"What is your name?" she asked.

"Tik-tok," he replied. "My for-ner nms-ter gave ne that name be-cause

my clock-work al-ways ticks when it is wound up."

"I can hear it now," said the yell ow hen.

"So can |," said Dorothy. And then she added, with sone anxiety: "You

don't strike, do you?"

"No," answered Tiktok; "and there is no a-larmcon-nec-ted with
my ma-chin-er-y. | can tell the tine, though, by speak-ing,
and as | nev-er sleep | can wak-en you at an-y hour you w sh

to get up in the morn-ing."

"That's nice," said the little girl; "only | never wish to get up in

the norning."

"You can sleep until | lay nmy egg," said the yellow hen. "Then, when

| cackle, Tiktok will know it is tine to waken you."

"Do you lay your egg very early?" asked Dor ot hy.

"About eight o'clock," said Billina. "And everybody ought to be up by

that time, |'msure.”

5. Dorothy Opens the Dinner Pai
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"Now Ti ktok," said Dorothy, "the first thing to be done is to find a
way for us to escape fromthese rocks. The Weelers are down bel ow,

you know, and threaten to kill us."

"There is no rea-son to be a-fraid of the Wweel-ers,"” said Tiktok, the

words comng nore slowy than before.

"Why not ?" she asked.

"Be-cause they are ag-g-g--gr-gr-r-r-"

He gave a sort of gurgle and stopped short, waving his hands
frantically until suddenly he became notionless, with one armin the
air and the other held stiffly before himwith all the copper fingers

of the hand spread out like a fan

"Dear ne!" said Dorothy, in a frightened tone. "Wat can the matter be?"

"He's run down, | suppose,"” said the hen, calmy. "You couldn't have

wound himup very tight."

"I didn't know how much to wind him" replied the girl; "but I'Il try

to do better next tinme."

She ran around the copper man to take the key fromthe peg at the back

of his neck, but it was not there.

"It's gone!" cried Dorothy, in dismy.

"What's gone?" asked Billina.

"The key."
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"I't probably fell off when he nade that |ow bow to you," returned the

hen. "Look around, and see if you cannot find it again."

Dor ot hy | ooked, and the hen hel ped her, and by and by the girl

di scovered the cl ock-key, which had fallen into a crack of the rock

At once she wound up Ti ktok's voice, taking care to give the key as
many turns as it would go around. She found this quite a task, as you
may imagine if you have ever tried to wind a clock, but the machine
man's first words were to assure Dorothy that he would now run for at

| east twenty-four hours.

"You did not wind me nmuch, at first," he calmy said, "and | told
you that long sto-ry a-bout King Ev-ol-do; so it is no won-der that

I ran down."

She next rewound the action clock-work, and then Billina advised her to

carry the key to Tiktok in her pocket, so it would not get |ost again.

"And now," said Dorothy, when all this was acconplished, "tell me what

you were going to say about the \Weelers."

"Why, they are noth-ing to be fright-en'd at," said the nachine.
"They try to make fol ks be-lieve that they are ver-y ter-ri-ble, but
as a mat-ter of fact the Weel-ers are harmless e-nough to an-y one
that dares to fight them They might try to hurt alit-tle girl like

you, per-haps, be-cause they are ver-y mis-chiev-ous. But if | had a

club they would run a-way as soon as they saw ne."

"Haven't you a club?" asked Dorot hy.

"No, " said Tiktok.
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"And you won't find such a thing anong these rocks, either," declared

the yel | ow hen.

"Then what shall we do?" asked the girl

"Wnd up ny think-works tight-ly, and I will try to think of sone

oth-er plan," said Tiktok.

So Dorothy rewound his thought nachinery, and while he was thinking
she decided to eat her dinner. Billina was already pecking away at
the cracks in the rocks, to find something to eat, so Dorothy sat down

and opened her tin dinner-pail

In the cover she found a snall tank that was full of very nice

| enbnade. It was covered by a cup, which mght also, when renoved, be
used to drink the | enbnade from Wthin the pail were three slices of
turkey, two slices of cold tongue, sone |obster salad, four slices of
bread and butter, a small custard pie, an orange and nine |arge
strawberries, and sonme nuts and raisins. Singularly enough, the nuts
in this dinner-pail grew already cracked, so that Dorothy had no

trouble in picking out their neats to eat.

She spread the feast upon the rock beside her and began her dinner,
first offering sone of it to Tiktok, who declined because, as he said,
he was nerely a nmachine. Afterward she offered to share with Billina,
but the hen nurnured sonethi ng about "dead things" and said she

preferred her bugs and ants.

"Do the lunch-box trees and the dinner-pail trees belong to the

Wheel ers?" the child asked Ti ktok, while engaged in eating her meal.

"Of course not," he answered. "They be-long to the roy-al famil-y of

Ev, on-ly of course there is no roy-al famil-y just now be-cause King
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Ev-ol -do junped in-to the sea and his wife and ten chil-dren have been
trans-formed by the Nome King. So there is no one to rule the Land of
Ev, that | can think of. Per-haps it is for this rea-son that the
Wheel -ers claimthe trees for their own, and pick the |unch-eons and
din-ners to eat themselves. But they be-long to the King, and you will

find the roy-al "E" stanped up-on the bot-tomof ev-er-y din-ner pail."

Dorothy turned the pail over, and at once di scovered the royal mark

upon it, as Tiktok had said.

"Are the Wheelers the only folks living in the Land of Ev?" enquired

the girl.

"No; they on-ly in-hab-it a small por-tion of it just back of the
woods, " replied the machine. "But they have al -ways been

m s-chiev-ous and i mper-ti-nent, and ny old nmas-ter, King Ev-ol-do,
used to car-ry a whip with him when he wal ked out, to keep the
crea-tures in or-der. Wen | was first made the Weel-ers tried to

run o-ver ne, and butt ne with their heads; but they soon found | was

built of too sol-id a ma-ter-i-al for themto in-jure."

"You seemvery durable,” said Dorothy. "Wo mde you?"

"The firmof Smth & Tin-ker, in the town of Evha, where the roy-a

pal -ace stands," answered Ti kt ok

"Did they make many of you?" asked the child.

"No; | amthe on-ly au-to-mat-ic nme-chan-i-cal man they ev-er

complet-ed," he replied. "They were ver-y won-der-ful in-ven-tors,

were ny nak-ers, and quite ar-tis-tic in all they did."

"I amsure of that," said Dorothy. "Do they live in the town of

Evna now?"
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"They are both gone," replied the machine. "M. Smith was an art-ist,
as well as an in-vent-or, and he paint-ed a pic-ture of a riv-er

whi ch was so nat-ur-al that, as he was reach-ing a-cross it to paint
sonme flowers on the op-po-site bank, he fell in-to the wa-ter

and was dr owned. "

"Ch, I'msorry for that!" exclaimed the little girl

"Ms-ter Tin-ker," continued Tiktok, "nade a | ad-der so tall that he
could rest the end of it a-gainst the noon, while he stood on the

hi gh-est rung and picked the lit-tle stars to set in the points of the
king's crown. But when he got to the noon Ms-ter Tin-ker found it
such a love-ly place that he de-cid-ed to live there, so he pulled up

the | ad-der af-ter himand we have nev-er seen himsince."

"He nust have been a great loss to this country," said Dorothy, who

was by this tinme eating her custard pie.

"He was," acknow edged Tiktok. "Also he is a great loss to nme. For
if I should get out of or-der | do not know of an-y one a-ble to
re-pair me, be-cause | amso compli-cat-ed. You have no i-de-a how

full of ma-chin-er-y I am

"I can imagine it," said Dorothy, readily.

"And now, " continued the machine, "I nmust stop tal k-ing and be-gin
think-ing a-gain of a way to es-cape fromthis rock." So he turned

hal f way around, in order to think w thout being disturbed.

"The best thinker | ever knew, " said Dorothy to the yell ow hen,

"was a scarecrow. "

"Nonsense! " snapped Billina.
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"It is true," declared Dorothy. "I nmet himin the Land of Qg,
and he traveled with me to the city of the great Wzard of Oz,
so as to get some brains, for his head was only stuffed with straw.
But it seened to nme that he thought just as well before he got his

brains as he did afterward."

"Do you expect me to believe all that rubbish about the Land of QCGz?"
enquired Billina, who seened a little cross--perhaps because bugs

were scarce.

"What rubbi sh?" asked the child, who was now finishing her

nuts and rai sins.

"Why, your inpossible stories about animals that can talk, and a tin

woodman who is alive, and a scarecrow who can think."

"They are all there," said Dorothy, "for | have seen them"

"l don't believe it!" cried the hen, with a toss of her head.

"That's 'cause you're so ign'rant," replied the girl, who was a little

of fended at her friend Billina' s speech.

"In the Land of Oz," remarked Ti ktok, turning toward them "an-y-thing

is pos-si-ble. For it is a won-der-ful fair-y coun-try."

"There, Billina! what did | say?" cried Dorothy. And then she turned
to the nmachine and asked in an eager tone: "Do you know t he Land of

Oz, Tiktok?"

"No; but | have heard a-bout it," said the cop-per man. "For it is

on-ly sep-a-ra-ted fromthis Land of Ev by a broad des-ert."
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Dor ot hy cl apped her hands together delightedly.

"I"'mglad of that!" she exclained. "It nakes me quite happy to be so
near nmy old friends. The scarecrow | told you of, Billina, is the

King of the Land of Cz."

"Par-don ne. He is not the king now, " said Tiktok

"He was when | left there," decl ared Dor ot hy.

"I know," said Tiktok, "but there was a rev-o-lu-tion in the Land of
Oz, and the Scare-crow was de-posed by a sol -di er wo-man naned
Gen-er-al Jin-jur. And then Jin-jur was de-posed by a lit-tle girl
naned Oz-ma, who was the right-ful heir to the throne and now rul es

the land un-der the ti-tle of Oz-na of Cz."

"That is news to ne," said Dorothy, thoughtfully. "But | s'pose

| ots of things have happened since | left the Land of Oz. | wonder
what has become of the Scarecrow, and of the Tin Wodman, and the
Cowardly Lion. And | wonder who this girl Ozma is, for | never heard

of her before.™

But Tiktok did not reply to this. He had turned around again to

resume hi s thinking.

Dor ot hy packed the rest of the food back into the pail, so as not to
be wasteful of good things, and the yell ow hen forgot her dignity far
enough to pick up all of the scattered crunbs, which she ate rather

greedily, although she had so lately pretended to despise the things

that Dorothy preferred as food.

By this tine Tiktok approached themw th his stiff bow.

"Be kind e-nough to fol-low me," he said, "and | will |ead you a-way
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fromhere to the town of Ev-na, where you will be nore comfor-ta-ble,

and al-so | will pro-tect you fromthe Weel-ers."

"A'l right," answered Dorothy, pronptly. "I'mready!"

6. The Heads of Langw dere

They wal ked sl oWy down the path between the rocks, Tiktok going
first, Dorothy following him and the yellow hen trotting along | ast

of all.

At the foot of the path the copper man | eaned down and tossed aside
with ease the rocks that encunbered the way. Then he turned to

Dor ot hy and sai d:

"Let nme car-ry your din-ner-pail."

She placed it in his right hand at once, and the copper fingers closed

firmy over the stout handl e.

Then the little procession marched out upon the |evel sands.

As soon as the three Weel ers who were guardi ng the mound saw t hem
they began to shout their wild cries and rolled swiftly toward the
little group, as if to capture themor bar their way. But when the
forempst had approached near enough, Tiktok swung the tin dinner-pai
and struck the Weel er a sharp blow over its head with the queer
weapon. Perhaps it did not hurt very nuch, but it nade a great noi se,
and the Wheeler uttered a how and tunbled over upon its side. The
next mnute it scranbled to its wheels and rolled away as fast as it

could go, screeching with fear at the sane tine.

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fr...ul%200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%2001%200z.txt (39 of 147) [5/22/03 1:02:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%200f%200z.txt

"I told you they were harml ess," began Ti ktok; but before he could
say nore anot her \Weel er was upon them Crack! went the dinner- pai
against its head, knocking its straw hat a dozen feet away; and that
was enough for this Weeler, also. It rolled away after the first
one, and the third did not wait to be pounded with the pail, but

joined its fellows as quickly as its wheels would whirl.

The yel |l ow hen gave a cackle of delight, and flying to a perch upon

Ti kt ok' s shoul der, she sai d:

"Bravely done, my copper friend! and wi sely thought of, too. Now we

are free fromthose ugly creatures.™

But just then a | arge band of Wheelers rolled fromthe forest, and
relying upon their nunbers to conquer, they advanced fiercely upon
Ti kt ok. Dorothy grabbed Billina in her arns and held her tight, and
the machi ne enbraced the formof the little girl with his left arm

the better to protect her. Then the Weel ers were upon them

Rattlety, bang! bang! went the dinner-pail in every direction, and

it made so much clatter bunping agai nst the heads of the Weelers that
they were much nore frightened than hurt and fled in a great panic.
All, that is, except their | eader. This Weeler had stunbl ed agai nst
another and fallen flat upon his back, and before he could get his
wheel s under himto rise again, Tiktok had fastened his copper fingers

into the neck of the gorgeous jacket of his foe and held himfast.

"Tell your peo-ple to go a-way," conmanded t he machi ne.

The | eader of the Wieelers hesitated to give this order, so Tiktok
shook himas a terrier dog does a rat, until the Weeler's teeth

rattl ed together with a noise |like hail stones on a wi ndow pane. Then,
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as soon as the creature could get its breath, it shouted to the others

to roll away, which they i mediately did.

"Now, " said Tiktok, "you shall come with us and tell ne what

I want to know. "

"You'll be sorry for treating ne in this way," whined the Weel er

"I'ma terribly fierce person."

"As for that," answered Tiktok, "I amonly a ma-chine, and can-not
feel sor-row or joy, no mat-ter what hap-pens. But you are wong to

think your-self ter-ri-ble or fierce."

"Why so?" asked the Weel er

"Be-cause no one else thinks as you do. Your wheels nake you

hel p-less to in-jure an-y one. For you have no fists and can not
scratch or e-ven pull hair. Nor have you an-y feet to kick wth.
Al'l you can do is to yell and shout, and that does not hurt an-y

one at all."

The Wheel er burst into a flood of tears, to Dorothy's great surprise.

"Now | and ny people are ruined forever!" he sobbed; "for you have

di scovered our secret. Being so hel pless, our only hope is to make
people afraid of us, by pretending we are very fierce and terrible,
and witing in the sand warnings to Beware the Weelers. Until now we
have frightened everyone, but since you have di scovered our weakness

our enemes will fall upon us and make us very m serabl e and unhappy."

"Ch, no," exclainmed Dorothy, who was sorry to see this beautifully
dressed Weeler so miserable; "Tiktok will keep your secret, and so
will Billinaand I. Only, you nmust promise not to try to frighten

children any nore, if they cone near to you."
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"I won't--indeed I won't!" pronised the Weeler, ceasing to cry and
becom ng nore cheerful. "I'mnot really bad, you know, but we have to

pretend to be terrible in order to prevent others fromattacking us."

"That is not ex-act-ly true,"” said Tiktok, starting to walk toward the
path through the forest, and still holding fast to his prisoner, who
rolled slowy along beside him "You and your peo-ple are full of

m s-chief, and like to both-er those who fear you. And you are of-ten
i mpu-dent and dis-a-gree-a-ble, too. But if you will try to cure

those faults I will not tell any-one how hel p-l1ess you are.”

"Il try, of course," replied the Weeler, eagerly. "And thank you,

M. Tiktok, for your kindness."

"I amon-ly a ma-chine,"” said Tiktok. "I can not be kind an-y nore

than | can be sor-ry or glad. | can on-ly do what | am wound up to do."

"Are you wound up to keep ny secret?" asked the \Weel er, anxiously.

"Yes; if you be-have your-self. But tell me: who rules the Land of Ev

now?" asked the machi ne.

"There is no ruler,” was the answer, "because every nenber of the
royal famly is inprisoned by the None King. But the Princess

Langwi dere, who is a niece of our late King Evoldo, lives in a part of
the royal palace and takes as much nmoney out of the royal treasury as
she can spend. The Princess Langwi dere is not exactly a ruler, you

see, because she doesn't rule; but she is the nearest approach to a

ruler we have at present.”

"l do not re-member her," said Tiktok. "Wat does she |ook |ike?"

"That | cannot say," replied the Weeler, "although | have seen her
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twenty times. For the Princess Langwidere is a different person every
time | see her, and the only way her subjects can recogni ze her at all
is by nmeans of a beautiful ruby key which she al ways wears on a chain
attached to her left wist. Wen we see the key we know we are

behol ding the Princess."

"That is strange," said Dorothy, in astonishnent. "Do you nean to say

that so many different princesses are one and the sanme person?"

"Not exactly," answered the Wheeler. "There is, of course, but one
princess; but she appears to us in many forns, which are all nore or

| ess beautiful.”

"She nust be a witch," exclainmed the girl.

"l do not think so," declared the Wieeler. "But there is sone nystery
connected with her, nevertheless. She is a very vain creature, and
lives nostly in a roomsurrounded by mrrors, so that she can admre

hersel f whi chever way she | ooks."

No one answered this speech, because they had just passed out of the
forest and their attention was fixed upon the scene before them-a
beautiful vale in which were many fruit trees and green fields, with
pretty farm houses scattered here and there and broad, snooth roads

that led in every direction

In the center of this lovely vale, about a mile fromwhere our friends
were standing, rose the tall spires of the royal palace, which
glittered brightly against their background of blue sky. The pal ace
was surrounded by charm ng grounds, full of flowers and shrubbery.
Several tinkling fountains could be seen, and there were pl easant

wal ks bordered by rows of white nmarble statuary.
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Al'l these details Dorothy was, of course, unable to notice or adnmire
until they had advanced along the road to a position quite near to the
pal ace, and she was still |ooking at the pretty sights when her little
party entered the grounds and approached the big front door of the
king's own apartments. To their disappointment they found the door

tightly closed. A sign was tacked to the panel which read as foll ows:

| OMNER ABSENT. |

| Please Knock at the Third

| Door in the Left Wng. |

"Now, " said Tiktok to the captive Wheeler, "you nust show us the way

to the Left Wng."

"Very well," agreed the prisoner, "it is around here at the right."

"How can the left wing be at the right?" denanded Dorothy, who feared

the Wheel er was fooling them

"Because there used to be three wings, and two were torn down, so the
one on the right is the only one left. It is a trick of the Princess

Langwi dere to prevent visitors from annoying her."

Then the captive led themaround to the wing, after which the nmachine
man, having no further use for the Weeler, pernmtted himto depart
and rejoin his fellows. He imediately rolled away at a great pace

and was soon |ost to sight.
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Ti kt ok now counted the doors in the wing and knocked | oudly upon the

third one.

It was opened by a little naid in a cap trimed with gay ribbons, who

bowed respectfully and asked:

"What do you wi sh, good peopl e?"

"Are you the Princess Langw dere?" asked Dor ot hy.

"No, miss; | amher servant,"” replied the maid.

"May | see the Princess, please?"

"I will tell her you are here, miss, and ask her to grant you an audi ence,

said the naid. "Step in, please, and take a seat in the draw ng-room"

So Dorothy wal ked in, followed closely by the nmachine. But as the
yellow hen tried to enter after them the little maid cried "Shoo!"

and flapped her apron in Billina's face.

"Shoo, yourself!" retorted the hen, drawi ng back in anger and ruffling

up her feathers. "Haven't you any better manners than that?"

"Ch, do you tal k?" enquired the maid, evidently surprised.

"Can't you hear nme?" snapped Billina. "Drop that apron, and get out of

the doorway, so that | may enter with my friends!"

"The Princess won't like it," said the maid, hesitating.

"I don't care whether she likes it or not," replied Billina, and

fluttering her wings with a | oud noise she flew straight at the maid's
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face. The little servant at once ducked her head, and the hen reached

Dorothy's side in safety.

"Very well," sighed the maid; "if you are all ruined because of this
obstinate hen, don't blame me for it. It isn't safe to annoy the

Princess Langw dere."

"Tell her we are waiting, if you please," Dorothy requested, with

dignity. "Billinais ny friend, and nmust go wherever | go.

Wthout nore words the maid led themto a richly furnished
drawi ng-room |ighted with subdued rainbow tints that cane in through

beauti ful stained-glass w ndows.

"Remain here," she said. "What names shall | give the Princess?"

"I am Dorothy Gale, of Kansas," replied the child; "and this gentleman

is a machi ne naned Ti ktok, and the yellow hen is ny friend Billina."

The little servant bowed and withdrew, going through several passages
and nounting two narbl e stairways before she canme to the apartnents

occupi ed by her m stress.

Princess Langwi dere's sitting-roomwas paneled with great mrrors,

whi ch reached fromthe ceiling to the floor; also the ceiling was
conposed of nmirrors, and the floor was of polished silver that

refl ected every object upon it. So when Langw dere sat in her easy
chair and played soft nel odi es upon her mandolin, her form was
mrrored hundreds of tines, in walls and ceiling and floor, and

whi chever way the | ady turned her head she could see and admire her
own features. This she loved to do, and just as the naid entered she

was saying to herself:

"This head with the auburn hair and hazel eyes is quite attractive. |
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must wear it nore often than | have done of late, although it nay not

be the best of ny collection."”

"You have conpany, Your Hi ghness," announced the maid, bow ng | ow.

"Who is it?" asked Langw dere, yawning.

"Dorothy Gal e of Kansas, M. Tiktok and Billina," answered the maid.

"VWhat a queer |lot of names!"™ murnured the Princess, beginning to
be alittle interested. "Wat are they like? |s Dorothy Gale of

Kansas pretty?"

"She might be called so," the nmaid replied.

"And is M. Tiktok attractive?" continued the Princess.

"That | cannot say, Your Hi ghness. But he seens very bright. WII

Your G acious H ghness see then?"

"Ch, | may as well, Nanda. But | amtired admring this head, and if
my visitor has any claimto beauty | nust take care that she does not
surpass me. So | will go to ny cabinet and change to No. 17, which

think is my best appearance. Don't you?"

"Your No. 17 is exceedingly beautiful," answered Nanda, w th anot her bow.

Again the Princess yawned. Then she said:

"Help ne to rise."

So the nmaid assisted her to gain her feet, although Langw dere was the
stronger of the two; and then the Princess slowy wal ked across the

silver floor to her cabinet, |eaning heavily at every step upon

file:/l/F|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fr...ul%200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%2001%200z.txt (47 of 147) [5/22/03 1:02:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%200f%200z.txt

Nanda's arm

Now | rmust explain to you that the Princess Langw dere had thirty
heads--as many as there are days in the nonth. But of course she
could only wear one of themat a tine, because she had but one neck

These heads were kept in what she called her "cabinet," which was a
beautiful dressing-roomthat lay just between Langw dere's

sl eepi ng-chanber and the nmirrored sitting-room Each head was in a
separate cupboard lined with velvet. The cupboards ran all around the

sides of the dressing-room and had el aborately carved doors with gold

nunbers on the outside and jewel ed-franed nmirrors on the inside of them

When the Princess got out of her crystal bed in the norning she went
to her cabinet, opened one of the velvet-lined cupboards, and took the
head it contained fromits golden shelf. Then, by the aid of the
mrror inside the open door, she put on the head--as neat and straight
as could be--and afterward called her maids to robe her for the day.
She always wore a sinple white costune, that suited all the heads.

For, being able to change her face whenever she |liked, the Princess
had no interest in wearing a variety of gowns, as have other |adies

who are conpelled to wear the sane face constantly.

O course the thirty heads were in great variety, no two fornmed alike
but all being of exceeding |loveliness. There were heads with gol den
hair, brown hair, rich auburn hair and bl ack hair; but none with gray
hair. The heads had eyes of blue, of gray, of hazel, of brown and of
bl ack; but there were no red eyes anong them and all were bright and
handsome. The noses were G ecian, Roman, retrousse and Oiental,
representing all types of beauty; and the nouths were of assorted

si zes and shapes, displaying pearly teeth when the heads smiled. As
for dinples, they appeared in cheeks and chins, wherever they m ght be
nost charm ng, and one or two heads had freckles upon the faces to

contrast the better with the brilliancy of their conpl exions.
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One key unlocked all the vel vet cupboards containing these
treasures--a curious key carved froma single blood-red ruby--and this
was fastened to a strong but sl ender chain which the Princess wore

around her |eft wist.

When Nanda had supported Langwi dere to a position in front of cupboard
No. 17, the Princess unlocked the door with her ruby key and after
handi ng head No. 9, which she had been wearing, to the maid, she took
No. 17 fromits shelf and fitted it to her neck. It had black hair
and dark eyes and a | ovely pearl-and-white conpl exi on, and when

Langwi dere wore it she knew she was remarkably beautiful in appearance.

There was only one trouble with No. 17; the tenper that went with it
(and whi ch was hi dden sonmewhere under the gl ossy black hair) was
fiery, harsh and haughty in the extrene, and it often |l ed the Princess
to do unpl easant things which she regretted when she cane to wear her

ot her heads.

But she did not renenber this today, and went to neet her guests in
the drawing-roomwith a feeling of certainty that she would surprise

themwi th her beauty.

However, she was greatly disappointed to find that her visitors were
merely a small girl in a ginghamdress, a copper nan that would only
go when wound up, and a yellow hen that was sitting contentedly in
Langwi dere's best work-basket, where there was a china egg used for
darning stockings. (It may surprise you to learn that a princess ever
does such a conmmon thing as darn stockings. But, if you will stop to
think, you will realize that a princess is sure to wear holes in her
stockings, the sane as other people; only it isn't considered quite

polite to nention the matter.)

"Ch!" said Langwi dere, slightly lifting the nose of No. 17. "I
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t hought some one of inportance had called.”

"Then you were right," declared Dorothy. "I'ma good deal of
"portance nyself, and when Billina |lays an egg she has the proudest

cackl e you ever heard. As for Tiktok, he's the--"

"Stop--Stop!" commanded the Princess, with an angry flash of her

spl endid eyes. "How dare you annoy me with your sensel ess chatter?"

"Why, you horrid thing!" said Dorothy, who was not accustoned to being

treated so rudely.

The Princess | ooked at her nore closely.

"Tell nme," she resuned, "are you of royal blood?"
"Better than that, ma'am" said Dorothy. "I canme from Kansas."
"Huh!" cried the Princess, scornfully. "You are a foolish child, and

I cannot allow you to annoy ne. Run away, you little goose, and

bot her sone one el se."

Dorot hy was so indignant that for a noment she could find no words to
reply. But she rose fromher chair, and was about to | eave the room
when the Princess, who had been scanning the girl's face, stopped her

by saying, nore gently:

"Cone nearer to me."

Dor ot hy obeyed, wi thout a thought of fear, and stood before the

Princess while Langw dere exam ned her face with careful attention.

"You are rather attractive," said the lady, presently. "Not at all

beautiful, you understand, but you have a certain style of prettiness
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that is different fromthat of any of my thirty heads. So | believe

1"l take your head and give you No. 26 for it.

"Well, | b'lieve you won't!" excl ai ned Dor ot hy.

"It will do you no good to refuse,” continued the Princess; "for
need your head for nmy collection, and in the Land of Ev ny will is
law. | never have cared nuch for No. 26, and you will find that it is

very little worn. Besides, it will do you just as well as the one

you're wearing, for all practical purposes."

"l don't know anything about your No. 26, and | don't want to," said
Dorothy, firmy. "lI'mnot used to taking cast-off things, so I'l

just keep ny own head."

"You refuse?" cried the Princess, with a frown.

"OF course | do," was the reply.

"Then," said Langwi dere, "I shall lock you up in a tower until you

decide to obey nme. Nanda," turning to her naid, "call ny army."

Nanda rang a silver bell, and at once a big fat colonel in a bright
red uniformentered the room followed by ten | ean sol diers, who al
| ooked sad and di scouraged and saluted the princess in a very

mel anchol y fashi on.

"Carry that girl to the North Tower and | ock her up!" cried the

Princess, pointing to Dorothy.

"To hear is to obey," answered the big red col onel, and caught the
child by her arm But at that noment Ti ktok raised his dinner-pai
and pounded it so forcibly against the colonel's head that the big

of ficer sat down upon the floor with a sudden bunp, | ooking both dazed
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and very nuch astoni shed.

"Hel p!'" he shouted, and the ten | ean soldiers sprang to assi st

their | eader.

There was great excitenent for the next few noments, and Ti ktok had
knocked down seven of the arny, who were sprawing in every direction
upon the carpet, when suddenly the machi ne paused, with the

di nner-pail raised for another blow, and renained perfectly notionless.

"My ac-tion has run down," he called to Dorothy. "Wnd ne up, quick."

She tried to obey, but the big colonel had by this tinme managed to get
upon his feet again, so he grabbed fast hold of the girl and she was

hel pl ess to escape.

"This is too bad," said the machine. "I ought to have run six hours
| on-ger, at |east, but | sup-pose ny long walk and ny fight with the

Wheel -ers made ne run down fast-er than us-u-al."

"Well, it can't be helped," said Dorothy, with a sigh

"WIIl you exchange heads with ne?" demanded the Princess.

"No, indeed!" cried Dorothy.

"Then | ock her up," said Langwi dere to her soldiers, and they |ed
Dorothy to a high tower at the north of the palace and | ocked her

securely within.

The soldiers afterward tried to lift Tiktok, but they found the
machi ne so solid and heavy that they could not stir it. So they left

him standing in the center of the draw ng-room
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"People will think I have a new statue,"” said Langwi dere, "so it won't

matter in the least, and Nanda can keep himwell polished."

"What shall we do with the hen?" asked the col onel, who had just

di scovered Billina in the work-basket.

"Put her in the chicken-house," answered the Princess. "Someday |']I

have her fried for breakfast."

"She | ooks rather tough, Your Hi ghness," said Nanda, doubtfully.

"That is a base slander!"” cried Billina, struggling frantically in the
colonel's arns. "But the breed of chickens | come fromis said to be

poison to all princesses."

"Then," remarked Langwi dere, "I will not fry the hen, but keep her to
lay eggs; and if she doesn't do her duty I'll have her drowned in the

horse trough."

7. Ozma of Oz to the Rescue

Nanda brought Dorothy bread and water for her supper, and she sl ept

upon a hard stone couch with a single pillow and a sil ken coverlet.

In the nmorning she | eaned out of the wi ndow of her prison in the tower
to see if there was any way to escape. The roomwas not so very high
up, when conpared with our nodern buildings, but it was far enough
above the trees and farm houses to give her a good view of the

surroundi ng country.

To the east she saw the forest, with the sands beyond it and the ocean
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beyond that. There was even a dark speck upon the shore that she
t hought m ght be the chicken-coop in which she had arrived at this

si ngul ar country.

Then she | ooked to the north, and saw a deep but narrow valley |vying
between two rocky mountains, and a third nountain that shut off the

val l ey at the further end.

Westward the fertile Land of Ev suddenly ended a little way fromthe
pal ace, and the girl could see nmles and niles of sandy desert that
stretched further than her eyes could reach. It was this desert, she
thought, with much interest, that al one separated her fromthe

wonder ful Land of Oz, and she renenbered sorrowfully that she had been
told no one had ever been able to cross this dangerous waste but
herself. Once a cyclone had carried her across it, and a magi cal pair
of silver shoes had carried her back again. But now she had neither a
cycl one nor silver shoes to assist her, and her condition was sad

i ndeed. For she had becone the prisoner of a disagreeable princess
who insisted that she must exchange her head for another one that she

was not used to, and which nmight not fit her at all

Real |y, there seemed no hope of help for her fromher old friends in
the Land of Oz. Thoughtfully she gazed from her narrow wi ndow. On

all the desert not a living thing was stirring.

Wait, though! Sonmething surely WAS stirring on the desert--sonething
her eyes had not observed at first. Now it seened like a cloud; now
it seemed |ike a spot of silver; nowit seened to be a nmass of rainbow

colors that noved swiftly toward her.

What COULD it be, she wondered?

Then, gradually, but in a brief space of tine neverthel ess, the vision
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drew near enough to Dorothy to nmake out what it was.

A broad green carpet was unrolling itself upon the desert, while
advanci ng across the carpet was a wonderful procession that made the

girl open her eyes in amazenent as she gazed.

First cane a nagnificent gol den chariot, drawn by a great Lion and an
i mrense Tiger, who stood shoul der to shoul der and trotted al ong as
gracefully as a well-matched team of thoroughbred horses. And
standing upright within the chariot was a beautiful girl clothed in
flowi ng robes of silver gauze and wearing a jewel ed di adem upon her
dainty head. She held in one hand the satin ribbons that guided her
astonishing team and in the other an ivory wand that separated at the
top into two prongs, the prongs being tipped by the letters "O' and

"Z", made of glistening dianonds set closely together.

The girl seened neither older nor |larger than Dorothy herself, and at once
the prisoner in the tower guessed that the | ovely driver of the chariot

must be that Oznma of Oz of whom she had so lately heard from Ti kt ok.

Fol | owi ng cl ose behind the chariot Dorothy saw her old friend the
Scarecrow, riding calmy astride a wooden Saw Horse, which pranced and

trotted as naturally as any nmeat horse coul d have done.

And then cane Nick Chopper, the Tin Wodnan, with his funnel -shaped
cap tipped carelessly over his left ear, his gl eaning axe over his
ri ght shoul der, and his whol e body sparkling as brightly as it had

ever done in the old days when first she knew him

The Tin Wodman was on foot, marching at the head of a conpany of
twenty-seven sol diers, of whom sone were |ean and sone fat, some short
and sone tall; but all the twenty-seven were dressed in handsome

uni fornms of various designs and colors, no two being alike

in any respect.
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Behi nd the soldiers the green carpet rolled itself up again, so that
there was al ways just enough of it for the procession to walk upon, in
order that their feet mght not conme in contact with the deadly,

|'ife-destroying sands of the desert.

Dorot hy knew at once it was a nmagi c carpet she beheld, and her heart
beat high with hope and joy as she realized she was soon to be rescued
and allowed to greet her dearly beloved friends of Qz--the Scarecrow,

the Tin Wodman and the Cowardly Lion

Indeed, the girl felt herself as good as rescued as soon as she
recogni zed those in the procession, for she well knew the courage and
|l oyalty of her old conrades, and al so believed that any others who
came fromtheir marvel ous country woul d prove to be pleasant and

reliabl e acquai nt ances.

As soon as the last bit of desert was passed and all the procession,
fromthe beautiful and dainty Qzna to the |ast soldier, had reached
the grassy neadows of the Land of Ev, the nagic carpet rolled itself

together and entirely di sappear ed.

Then the chariot driver turned her Lion and Tiger into a broad roadway
| eading up to the palace, and the others followed, while Dorothy stil

gazed from her tower wi ndow in eager excitement.

They came quite close to the front door of the palace and then halted,
the Scarecrow di smounting fromhis Saw Horse to approach the sign

fastened to the door, that he mght read what it said.

Dorot hy, just above him could keep silent no | onger

"Here | aml" she shouted, as loudly as she could. "Here's Dorothy!"
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"Dor ot hy who?" asked the Scarecrow, tipping his head to | ook upward

until he nearly lost his balance and tunbl ed over backward.

"Dorothy Gale, of course. Your friend from Kansas," she answered.

"Why, hello, Dorothy!" said the Scarecrow. "Wat in the world are you

doi ng up there?"

"Not hing," she called down, "because there's nothing to do. Save ne,

my friend--save me!"

"You seemto be quite safe now," replied the Scarecrow.

"But I'ma prisoner. |I'mlocked in, so that | can't get out,"

she pl eaded.

"That's all right," said the Scarecrow. "You m ght be worse off,
little Dorothy. Just consider the matter. You can't get drowned, or
be run over by a Weeler, or fall out of an apple-tree. Sone folks

woul d think they were lucky to be up there."

"Well, | don't,"” declared the girl, "and I want to get down

imed i'tly and see you and the Tin Wodman and the Cowardly Lion."

"Very well," said the Scarecrow, nodding. "It shall be just as you

say, little friend. Who |ocked you up?"

"The princess Langwi dere, who is a horrid creature,"” she answered.

At this Ozma, who had been listening carefully to the conversation,

called to Dorothy fromher chariot, asking:

"Why did the Princess |ock you up, ny dear?"
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"Because," exclained Dorothy, "I wouldn't |let her have ny head for her

collection, and take an old, cast-off head in exchange for it.

"l do not blanme you," exclainmed Ozma, pronptly. "I will see the

Princess at once, and oblige her to |liberate you."

"Ch, thank you very, very much!" cried Dorothy, who as soon as she
heard the sweet voice of the girlish Ruler of Oz knew that she woul d

soon learn to | ove her dearly.

Qznma now drove her chariot around to the third door of the wi ng, upon

whi ch the Tin Wodman bol dly proceeded to knock

As soon as the nmaid opened the door Ozma, bearing in her hand her
ivory wand, stepped into the hall and nade her way at once to the
drawi ng-room followed by all her conpany, except the Lion and the
Tiger. And the twenty-seven sol diers nade such a noise and a clatter
that the little nmaid Nanda ran away screaming to her mstress,

wher eupon the Princess Langw dere, roused to great anger by this rude
i nvasi on of her palace, came running into the draw ng-room wi t hout any

assi st ance what ever.

There she stood before the slight and delicate formof the little girl

fromOz and cried out;--

"How dare you enter ny pal ace unbi dden? Leave this room at once, or
wi Il bind you and all your people in chains, and throw you into ny

dar kest dungeons!™

"What a dangerous lady!" nurmured the Scarecrow, in a soft voice.

"She seens a little nervous," replied the Tin Wodman

But Ozma only smiled at the angry Princess.
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"Sit down, please," she said, quietly. "I have traveled a long way to

see you, and you nust listen to what | have to say."

"Must!" screamed the Princess, her black eyes flashing with fury--for

she still wore her No. 17 head. "Must, to ME'"

"To be sure,” said Ozma. "I am Ruler of the Land of Oz, and | am
power ful enough to destroy all your kingdom if | so wish. Yet | did
not come here to do harm but rather to free the royal famly of Ev
fromthe thrall of the None King, the news having reached ne that he

i s holding the Queen and her children prisoners."

Hearing these words, Langwi dere suddenly became qui et.

"I wish you could, indeed, free ny aunt and her ten royal children,"
said she, eagerly. "For if they were restored to their proper forns
and station they could rule the Kingdom of Ev thensel ves, and that
woul d save ne a |ot of worry and trouble. At present there are at

| east ten minutes every day that | nust devote to affairs of state,
and | would Iike to be able to spend ny whole tine in admring ny

beauti ful heads."

"Then we will presently discuss this matter," said Ozma, "and try to find
a way to liberate your aunt and cousins. But first you nust |iberate

anot her prisoner--the little girl you have | ocked up in your tower."

"OfF course," said Langwi dere, readily. "I had forgotten all about
her. That was yesterday, you know, and a Princess cannot be expected
to renmenber today what she did yesterday. Conme with me, and | wll

rel ease the prisoner at once."

So Ozma followed her, and they passed up the stairs that led to the

roomin the tower.
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Wil e they were gone Ozma's followers remained in the draw ng-room
and the Scarecrow was | eani ng agai nst a formthat he had m staken for

a copper statue when a harsh, netallic voice said suddenly in his ear:

"Get off ny foot, please. You are scratch-ing ny pol-ish.”

"Ch, excuse ne!" he replied, hastily drawi ng back. "Are you alive?"

"No," said Tiktok, "I amon-ly a ma-chine. But | can think and speak
and act, when | ampro-per-ly wound up. Just now ny ac-tion is run

down, and Dor-o-thy has the key to it."

"That's all right," replied the Scarecrow. Dorothy will soon be free,
and then she'll attend to your works. But it must be a great

m sfortune not to be alive. |I'msorry for you."

"Why?" asked Ti kt ok.

"Because you have no brains, as | have," said the Scarecrow.

"Ch, yes, | have," returned Tiktok. "I amfit-ted with Smth &
Tin-ker's Improved Combi-na-tion Steel Brains. They are what make

me think. What sort of brains are you fit-ted with?"

"I don't know," admitted the Scarecrow. "They were given to ne by the
great Wzard of Oz, and | didn't get a chance to exami ne them before
he put themin. But they work splendidly and nmy conscience is very

active. Have you a conscience?"

"No, " said Tiktok.

"And no heart, | suppose?" added the Tin Wodnman, who had been

listening with interest to this conversation
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"No, " said Tiktok.

"Then," continued the Tin Wodnan, "I regret to say that you are
greatly inferior to nmy friend the Scarecrow, and to myself. For we
are both alive, and he has brains which do not need to be wound up,

while | have an excellent heart that is continually beating in ny bosom"

"l con-grat-u-late you," replied Tiktok. "I can-not help be-ing your
in-fer-i-or for | ama nere nma-chine. Wen | amwund up | do ny
du-ty by go-ing just as ny ma-chin-er-y is nade to go. You have no

i-de-a how full of ma-chin-er-y | am"

"l can guess," said the Scarecrow, |ooking at the nachine nman
curiously. "Some day I'd like to take you apart and see just how you
are nmde."

"Do not do that, | beg of you," said Tiktok; "for you could not put ne

to-geth-er a-gain, and ny use-ful-ness would be de-stroyed."

"Ch! are you useful ?" asked the Scarecrow, surprised.

"Ve-ry," said Tiktok

"In that case," the Scarecrow kindly prom sed, "I won't fool with your

interior at all. For |I ama poor mechanic, and might m x you up."

"Thank you," said Tiktok

Just then Ozma re-entered the room |eading Dorothy by the hand and

followed closely by the Princess Langwi dere.
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8. The Hungry Tiger

The first thing Dorothy did was to rush into the enbrace of the
Scar ecrow, whose painted face beaned with delight as he pressed her
formto his straw padded bosom Then the Tin Wodnan enbraced
her--very gently, for he knew his tin arns might hurt her if he

squeezed too roughly.

These greetings having been exchanged, Dorothy took the key to Tiktok
from her pocket and wound up the nmachine man's action, so that he
coul d bow properly when introduced to the rest of the conpany. Wile
doing this she told them now useful Tiktok had been to her, and both
the Scarecrow and the Tin Wodman shook hands with the machine once

nmore and thanked himfor protecting their friend.

Then Dorot hy asked: "Were is Billina?"

"l don't know," said the Scarecrow. "Wwo is Billina?"

"She's a yellow hen who is another friend of mine," answered the girl,

anxiously. "l wonder what has becone of her?"

"She is in the chicken house, in the back yard," said the Princess.

"My drawi ng-roomis no place for hens."

Wthout waiting to hear nore Dorothy ran to get Billina, and just
out si de the door she canme upon the Cowardly Lion, still hitched to the
chariot beside the great Tiger. The Cowardly Lion had a big bow of

bl ue ribbon fastened to the long hair between his ears, and the Tiger

wore a bow of red ribbon on his tail, just in front of the bushy end.

In an instant Dorothy was huggi ng the huge Lion joyfully.
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"I'mSO glad to see you again!" she cried.

"I amalso glad to see you, Dorothy," said the Lion. "W've had some

fine adventures together, haven't we?"

"Yes, indeed," she replied. "How are you?"

"As cowardly as ever," the beast answered in a neek voice. "Every
little thing scares me and nakes ny heart beat fast. But let ne

introduce to you a new friend of mne, the Hungry Tiger."

"Ch! Are you hungry?" she asked, turning to the other beast, who was
just then yawning so widely that he displayed two rows of terrible

teeth and a nouth big enough to startle anyone.

"Dreadful ly hungry," answered the Tiger, snapping his jaws together

with a fierce click.

"Then why don't you eat sonething?" she asked.

"It's no use," said the Tiger sadly. "l've tried that, but | always

get hungry again."

"Way, it is the sane with ne," said Dorothy. "Yet | keep on eating."

"But you eat harmless things, so it doesn't matter," replied the
Tiger. "For ny part, |I'ma savage beast, and have an appetite for al

sorts of poor little living creatures, froma chipmnk to fat babies.

"How dreadful!" said Dorothy.

"Isn't it, though?" returned the Hungry Tiger, licking his lips with
his long red tongue. "Fat babies! Don't they sound delicious? But
I've never eaten any, because ny conscience tells ne it is wong. |If
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I had no conscience | would probably eat the babies and then get
hungry again, which would nean that | had sacrificed the poor babies
for nothing. No; hungry | was born, and hungry | shall die. But |'l|

not have any cruel deeds on ny conscience to be sorry for."

"I think you are a very good tiger," said Dorothy, patting the huge

head of the beast.

"In that you are nistaken," was the reply. "I ama good beast,

per haps, but a disgracefully bad tiger. For it is the nature of
tigers to be cruel and ferocious, and in refusing to eat harm ess
living creatures | amacting as no good tiger has ever before acted.

That is why | left the forest and joined ny friend the Cowardly Lion."

"But the Lion is not really cowardly," said Dorothy. "I have seen him

act as bravely as can be."

"All a mstake, nmy dear," protested the Lion gravely. "To others
may have seened brave, at tines, but | have never been in any danger

that | was not afraid."

"Nor |," said Dorothy, truthfully. "But | nust go and set free

Billina, and then | will see you again."

She ran around to the back yard of the pal ace and soon found the chicken
house, being guided to it by a |oud cackling and crowi ng and a distracting

hubbub of sounds such as chi ckens nmake when they are excited.

Sonet hi ng seenmed to be wong in the chicken house, and when Dor ot hy
| ooked through the slats in the door she saw a group of hens and
roosters huddl ed in one corner and watchi ng what appeared to be a
whirling ball of feathers. It bounded here and there about the

chi cken house, and at first Dorothy could not tell what it was, while
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the screeching of the chickens nearly deafened her

But suddenly the bunch of feathers stopped whirling, and then, to her
amazenment, the girl saw Billina crouching upon the prostrate formof a
speckl ed rooster. For an instant they both remai ned notionless, and
then the yell ow hen shook her wings to settle the feathers and wal ked
toward the door with a strut of proud defiance and a cluck of victory,
whil e the speckl ed rooster |inped away to the group of other chickens,

trailing his crunpled plumage in the dust as he went.

"Way, Billina!" cried Dorothy, in a shocked voice; "have you

been fighting?"

"I really think I have," retorted Billina. "Do you think I'd let that
speckled villain of a rooster lord it over ME, and claimto run this
chi cken house, as long as |'mable to peck and scratch? Not if ny

nane is Bill!"

"It isn'"t Bill, it's Billina; and you're tal king slang, which is very

undig'n'fied," said Dorothy, reprovingly. "Cone here, Billina, and

I"I'l et you out; for Ozma of Oz is here, and has set us free."

So the yellow hen came to the door, which Dorothy unlatched for her to
pass through, and the other chickens silently watched them fromtheir

corner wthout offering to approach nearer

The girl lifted her friend in her arns and excl ai ned:

"Ch, Billina! how dreadful you | ook. You' ve lost a |ot of feathers,

and one of your eyes is nearly pecked out, and your conb is bleeding!"

"That's nothing," said Billina. "Just |ook at the speckl ed rooster

Didn't | do himup brown?"
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Dor ot hy shook her head.

"I don't 'prove of this, at all," she said, carrying Billina away
toward the palace. "It isn't a good thing for you to 'sociate with
those common chickens. They woul d soon spoil your good manners, and

you woul dn't be respec' able any nore."

"I didn't ask to associate with them" replied Billina. "It is that
cross old Princess who is to blame. But | was raised in the United
States, and | won't allow any one-horse chicken of the Land of Ev to run

over nme and put on airs, as long as | can lift a claw in self-defense."

"Very well, Billina," said Dorothy. "W won't talk about it any nore."

Soon they came to the Cowardly Lion and the Hungry Tiger to whomthe

girl introduced the Yell ow Hen.

"Gad to neet any friend of Dorothy's," said the Lion, politely. "To

j udge by your present appearance, you are not a coward, as | am"

"Your present appearance nmakes ny nmouth water," said the Tiger,
| ooking at Billina greedily. "M, ny! how good you would taste if |
could only crunch you between ny jaws. But don't worry. You would only

appease ny appetite for a nonent; so it isn't worth while to eat you."

"Thank you," said the hen, nestling closer in Dorothy's arns.

"Besides, it wouldn't be right," continued the Tiger, |ooking steadily

at Billina and clicking his jaws together.

"COf course not," cried Dorothy, hastily. "Billinais nmy friend, and

you mustn't ever eat her under any circ' nstances."

"Il try to remenber that," said the Tiger; "but I'ma little
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absent-m nded, at tines."

Then Dorothy carried her pet into the draw ng-room of the pal ace,
where Ti ktok, being invited to do so by Ozna, had seated hinsel f
bet ween the Scarecrow and the Tin Wodman. Opposite to themsat Ozma
hersel f and the Princess Langw dere, and beside themthere was a

vacant chair for Dorothy.

Around this inportant group was ranged the Arny of Oz, and as Dor ot hy

| ooked at the handsone uniforns of the Twenty-Seven she said:

"Why, they seemto be all officers.™

"They are, all except one," answered the Tin Wwodnman. "I have in ny
Army eight Generals, six Colonels, seven Majors and five Captains,
besi des one private for themto command. 1'd like to pronote the
private, for | believe no private should ever be in public life; and
I"ve also noticed that officers usually fight better and are nore
reliable than common soldiers. Besides, the officers are nore

i mportant | ooking, and lend dignity to our army."

"No doubt you are right," said Dorothy, seating herself beside Ozna.

"And now, " announced the girlish Ruler of Oz, "we will hold a solem

conference to decide the best nmanner of liberating the royal fanily of

this fair Land of Ev fromtheir long inprisonnent."

9. The Royal Famly of Ev

The Tin Wodman was the first to address the meeting.
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"To begin with," said he, "word cane to our noble and illustrious
Ruler, Ozma of Oz, that the wife and ten children--five boys and five
girls--of the forner King of Ev, by nanme Evol do, have been ensl aved by
the None King and are held prisoners in his underground pal ace. Also
that there was no one in Ev powerful enough to rel ease them
Naturally our Ozma w shed to undertake the adventure of liberating the
poor prisoners; but for a long tine she could find no way to cross the
great desert between the two countries. Finally she went to a
friendly sorceress of our |and naned dinda the Good, who heard the
story and at once presented Ozna a nmgi c carpet, which would
continually unroll beneath our feet and so make a confortable path for
us to cross the desert. As soon as she had received the carpet our
gracious Ruler ordered nme to assenble our army, which | did. You
behold in these bold warriors the pick of all the finest soldiers of
Qz; and, if we are obliged to fight the None King, every officer as

well as the private, will battle fiercely unto death."

Then Ti kt ok spoke.

"Why shoul d you fight the Nome King?" he asked. "He has done no wong."

"No wrong!" cried Dorothy. "lIsn't it wong to inprison a queen nother

and her ten chil dren?"

"They were sold to the None King by King Ev-ol -do," replied Tiktok
"It was the King of Ev who did wong, and when he re-al-ized what he

had done he junped in-to the sea and drowned hi msel f."

"This is news to ne," said Ozma, thoughtfully. "I had supposed the
Nonme King was all to blame in the matter. But, in any case, he nust

be nmade to liberate the prisoners.”

"My uncle Evoldo was a very w cked man," declared the Princess

Langwi dere. "If he had drowned hinself before he sold his famly, no
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one woul d have cared. But he sold themto the powerful None King in
exchange for a long life, and afterward destroyed the life by junping

into the sea."

"Then," said Ozma, "he did not get the long life, and the Nome King

must give up the prisoners. Were are they confined?"

"No one knows, exactly," replied the Princess. "For the king, whose
nane i s Roquat of the Rocks, owns a splendid pal ace underneath the

great nountain which is at the north end of this kingdom and he has
transforned the queen and her children into ornaments and bric-a-brac

with which to decorate his roons."

"I"d like to know," said Dorothy, "who this Nome King is?"

"I will tell you," replied Ozma. "He is said to be the Ruler of the
Under ground World, and commands the rocks and all that the rocks
contain. Under his rule are many thousands of the Nones, who are
queerly shaped but powerful sprites that |abor at the furnaces and
forges of their king, making gold and silver and other netals which
they conceal in the crevices of the rocks, so that those |iving upon
the earth's surface can only find themwith great difficulty. Al so
t hey nake di anonds and rubi es and eneral ds, which they hide in the
ground; so that the kingdom of the Nomes is wonderfully rich, and all

we have of precious stones and silver and gold is what we take from

the earth and rocks where the None King has hidden them™"

"l understand," said Dorothy, nodding her little head w sely.

"For the reason that we often steal his treasures,"” continued Ozna,
"the Ruler of the Underground Worlid is not fond of those who |ive upon
the earth's surface, and never appears anong us. |If we wish to see

Ki ng Roquat of the Rocks, we must visit his own country, where he is
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all powerful, and therefore it will be a dangerous undertaking."

"But, for the sake of the poor prisoners,” said Dorothy, "we ought to

doit."

"W shall do it," replied the Scarecrow, "although it requires a |ot
of courage for me to go near to the furnaces of the Nome King. For I
amonly stuffed with straw, and a single spark of fire m ght destroy

me entirely.”

"The furnaces may also nmelt my tin," said the Tin Wodman;

"but I am going."

"I can't bear heat," renmarked the Princess Langw dere, yawning |lazily,

"so | shall stay at hone. But | w sh you may have success in your
undertaking, for I amheartily tired of ruling this stupid ki ngdom

and | need nore leisure in which to admre ny beautiful heads."

"W do not need you," said Ozma. "For, if with the aid of ny brave
followers | cannot acconplish my purpose, then it would be usel ess for

you to undertake the journey."

"Quite true," sighed the Princess. "So, if you'll excuse ne, | wll
now retire to nmy cabinet. |[|'ve worn this head quite awhile, and

want to change it for another."

When she had | eft them (and you nay be sure no one was sorry to see

her go) Ozma said to Tiktok

"WIIl you join our party?"

"I amthe slave of the girl Dor-oth-y, who rescued ne from pris-on,"

replied the machine. "Were she goes | will go."

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fr...ul%2002z,%20The%203%20-%200zma%2001%200z.txt (70 of 147) [5/22/03 1:02:02 AM]



file:/l/F)/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %200z,%20T he%203%20-%200zma%200f%200z.txt
"Ch, | amgoing with ny friends, of course," said Dorothy, quickly.

"I wouldn't miss the fun for anything. WII you go, too, Billina?"

"To be sure,"” said Billina in a carel ess tone. She was snoot hi ng down

the feathers of her back and not paying nuch attention

"Heat is just in her line," remarked the Scarecrow. "If she is nicely

roasted, she will be better than ever."

"Then" said Ozma, "we will arrange to start for the Kingdom of the
Nones at daybreak tomorrow. And, in the neantine, we will rest and

prepare ourselves for the journey."

Al t hough Princess Langw dere did not again appear to her guests, the
pal ace servants waited upon the strangers from Oz and di d everything
in their power to make the party confortable. There were many vacant
roons at their disposal, and the brave Arny of twenty-seven was easily

provided for and liberally feasted.

The Cowardly Lion and the Hungry Tiger were unharnessed fromthe
chariot and allowed to roamat wll throughout the pal ace, where they
nearly frightened the servants into fits, although they did no harm at
all. At one time Dorothy found the little maid Nanda crouching in

terror in a corner, with the Hungry Tiger standing before her.

"You certainly | ook delicious," the beast was saying. "WII you

kindly give ne perm ssion to eat you?"

"No, no, no!" cried the maid in reply.

"Then," said the Tiger, yawing frightfully, "please to get nme about
thirty pounds of tenderloin steak, cooked rare, with a peck of boiled

pot at oes on the side, and five gallons of ice-creamfor dessert.”
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"I--1"1l do the best | can!" said Nanda, and she ran away as fast as

she coul d go.

"Are you so very hungry?" asked Dorothy, in wonder.

"You can hardly inmagine the size of my appetite,” replied the Tiger,
sadly. "It seens to fill nmy whole body, fromthe end of ny throat to
the tip of ny tail. | amvery sure the appetite doesn't fit ne, and
is too large for the size of my body. Sone day, when | nmeet a denti st

with a pair of forceps, I"'mgoing to have it pulled.”

"What, your tooth?" asked Dor ot hy.

"No, ny appetite," said the Hungry Ti ger

The little girl spent nobst of the afternoon talking with the Scarecrow
and the Tin Wodnman, who related to her all that had taken place in
the Land of Oz since Dorothy had left it. She was nmuch interested in
the story of Ozma, who had been, when a baby, stolen by a wi cked old
witch and transformed into a boy. She did not know that she had ever
been a girl until she was restored to her natural formby a kind
sorceress. Then it was found that she was the only child of the
fornmer Ruler of Oz, and was entitled to rule in his place. Oznma had
many adventures, however, before she regained her father's throne, and
in these she was acconpani ed by a punpki n-headed nan, a highly
magni fi ed and thoroughly educated Wbggl e-Bug, and a wonderful sawhorse
that had been brought to |life by means of a magic powder. The
Scarecrow and the Tin Wodman had al so assisted her; but the Cowardly
Lion, who ruled the great forest as the King of Beasts, knew not hing
of Ozma until after she became the reigning princess of Oz. Then he
journeyed to the Enerald City to see her, and on hearing she was about
to visit the Land of Ev to set free the royal fanmily of that country,
the Cowardly Lion begged to go with her, and brought along his friend,

the Hungry Tiger, as well.
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Havi ng heard this story, Dorothy related to them her own adventures,
and then went out with her friends to find the Sawhorse, which Ozma
had caused to be shod with plates of gold, so that its | egs would not

wear out.

They came upon the Sawhorse standi ng notionl ess beside the garden
gate, but when Dorothy was introduced to himhe bowed politely and
bl i nked his eyes, which were knots of wood, and wagged his tail, which

was only the branch of a tree.

"What a remarkable thing, to be alive!" exclained Dorothy.

"I quiet agree with you," replied the Sawhorse, in a rough but not
unpl easant voice. "A creature like ne has no business to live, as we
all know. But it was the magic powder that did it, so | cannot justly

be bl aned. "

"Of course not," said Dorothy. "And you seemto be of sone use,

‘cause | noticed the Scarecrow ridi ng upon your back."

"Ch, yes; |I'mof use," returned the Sawhorse; "and | never tire, never

have to be fed, or cared for in any way."

"Are you intel'gent?" asked the girl.

"Not very," said the creature. "It would be foolish to waste
intelligence on a conmpon Sawhorse, when so nmany professors need it.
But | know enough to obey ny masters, and to gid-dup, or whoa, when

I"'mtold to. So |l'mpretty well satisfied."

That night Dorothy slept in a pleasant little bed-chanber next to that
occupi ed by Ozna of Oz, and Billina perched upon the foot of the bed

and tucked her head under her wing and slept as soundly in that
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position as did Dorothy upon her soft cushions.

But before daybreak every one was awake and stirring, and soon the
adventurers were eating a hasty breakfast in the great di