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THE PATCHWORK G RL OF OZ

by L. FRANK BAUM

Affectionately dedicated to nmy young friend

Summer Hamilton Britton of Chicago

Pr ol ogue

Thr ough the ki ndness of Dorothy Gale of Kansas,
afterward Princess Dorothy of Oz, an hunble witer
in the United States of Anerica was once appointed
Royal Historian of Oz, with the privil ege of
witing the chronicle of that wonderful fairyl and.
But after naking six books about the adventures of
those interesting but queer people who live in the
Land of Oz, the Historian | earned with sorrow that
by an edict of the Suprene Ruler, Ozma of Oz, her
country would thereafter be rendered invisible to
all who lived outside its borders and that al

conmuni cation with Oz would, in the future, be cut off.

The children who had | earned to | ook for the

books about Oz and who | oved the stories about the
gay and happy people inhabiting that favored
country, were as sorry as their Historian that
there would be no nore books of Oz stories. They
wote many letters asking if the Hi storian did not
know of some adventures to wite about that had
happened before the Land of Oz was shut out from

all the rest of the world. But he did not know of
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any. Finally one of the children inquired why we
couldn't hear from Princess Dorothy by wrel ess
t el egraph, which would enable her to comunicate
to the Hi storian whatever happened in the far-off
Land of Oz without his seeing her, or even know ng

just where Oz is.

That seened a good idea; so the Historian rigged
up a high tower in his back yard, and took | essons
in wireless telegraphy until he understood it,

and then began to call "Princess Dorothy of Oz" by

sendi ng nessages into the air.

Now, it wasn't likely that Dorothy would be

| ooking for wireless messages or woul d heed the
call; but one thing the Historian was sure of, and
that was that the powerful Sorceress, dinda,
woul d know what he was doing and that he desired
to comunicate with Dorothy. For G@inda has a big
book in which is recorded every event that takes
pl ace anywhere in the world, just the noment that
it happens, and so of course the book would tel

her about the wirel ess nessage.

And that was the way Dorothy heard that the

Hi storian wanted to speak with her, and there was
a Shaggy Man in the Land of Oz who knew how to
telegraph a wireless reply. The result was that
the Hi storian begged so hard to be told the |atest
news of Oz, so that he could wite it down for the
children to read, that Dorothy asked perm ssion of

Ozma and Ozma graci ously consent ed.

That is why, after two | ong years of waiting,
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another Oz story is now presented to the children
of Anerica. This would not have been possible had
not some clever man invented the "wireless" and an
equal ly clever child suggested the idea of

reaching the nmysterious Land of Oz by its neans.

L. Frank Baum

at Hol | ywood

in California
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The Patchwork Grl of Oz

Chapter One

QG o and Unc Nunki e

"Where's the butter, Unc Nunkie?" asked G o.

Unc | ooked out of the wi ndow and stroked his
| ong beard. Then he turned to the Munchkin boy and

shook hi s head.

"Isn't," said he.

"I'sn't any butter? That's too bad, Unc. Were's

the jamthen?" inquired g o, standing on a stool
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so he could I ook through all the shelves of the

cupboard. But Unc Nunki e shook his head again.

"Gone," he said.

"No jam either? And no cake--no jelly--no

appl es--not hi ng but bread?"

"Al'l," said Unc, again stroking his beard as he

gazed fromthe w ndow.

The little boy brought the stool and sat be side
his uncle, munching the dry bread slowy and

seening in deep thought.

"Not hing grows in our yard but the bread

tree," he nmused, "and there are only two nore
| oaves on that tree; and they're not ripe yet. Tel

me, Unc; why are we so poor?"

The ol d Munchkin turned and | ooked at g o. He

had kindly eyes, but he hadn't smled or |aughed
in so long that the boy had forgotten that Unc
Nunki e coul d | ook any other way than sol em. And
Unc never spoke any nore words than he was obliged
to, so his little nephew, who lived alone with
him had |learned to understand a great deal from

one word.

"Wy are we so poor, Unc?" repeated the

"Not," said the old Miunchki n.

"I think we are,"” declared g o. "Wat have we
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got ?"

"House," said Unc Nunki e.

"I know, but everyone in the Land of Oz

has a place to live. Wat else, Unc?"

"Bread. "

"I"'meating the last loaf that's ripe. There;
|'ve put aside your share, Unc. It's on the table,
SO0 you can eat it when you get hungry. But when

that is gone, what shall we eat, Unc?"

The old man shifted in his chair but nerely

shook hi s head.

"Of course," said o, who was obliged to talk
because his uncle would not, "no one starves in
the Land of Oz, either. There is plenty for
everyone, you know, only, if it isn't just where

you happen to be, you must go where it is.

The aged Munchkin wiggled again and stared at

his small nephew as if disturbed by his argunent.

"By tonorrow norning," the boy went on, we nust

go where there is sonmething to eat, or we shal

grow very hungry and becone very unhappy."

"Wher e?" asked Unc.

"\Where shall we go? | don't know, |'m sure,"

replied Go. "But you nust know, Unc. You nust
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have travel ed, in your time, because you' re so
old. | don't remenber it, because ever since |
coul d rermenber anything we've lived right here in
this |l onesone, round house, with a little garden
back of it and the thick woods all around. All
I'"ve ever seen of the great Land of Oz, Unc dear,
is the view of that nountain over at the south,
where they say the Hamrer heads |ive--who won't |et
anybody go by them-and that nmountain at the

north, where they say nobody lives."

"One," declared Unc, correcting him

"Ch, yes; one famly lives there, |'ve heard.
That's the Crooked Magician, who is nanmed

Dr. Pipt, and his wife Margolotte. One year you
told me about them | think it took you a whol e
year, Unc, to say as nuch as |'ve just said about
the Crooked Magician and his wife. They live

hi gh up on the nountain, and the good Miunchkin
Country, where the fruits and flowers grow, is
just the other side. It's funny you and | should
live here all alone, in the mddle of the forest,

Isn't it?"

"Yes," said Unc.

"Then let's go away and visit the Minchkin
Country and its jolly, good-natured people. 1'd
|l ove to get a sight of sonething besides woods,

Unc Nunkie."

"Too little," said Unc.
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"Wy, I'mnot so little as | used to be,"
answered the boy earnestly. "I think I can walk
as far and as fast through the woods as you
can, Unc. And now that nothing grows in our
back yard that is good to eat, we nust go where

there is food."

Unc Nunkie made no reply for a time. Then
he shut down the wi ndow and turned his chair
to face the room for the sun was sinking behind

the tree-tops and it was grow ng cool .

By and by o lighted the fire and the | ogs

bl azed freely in the broad fireplace. The two sat
inthe firelight a long tine--the old, white-
bearded Munchkin and the little boy. Both were
thinking. Wien it grew quite dark out-side, Qo

sai d:

"Eat your bread, Unc, and then we will go to

bed. "

But Unc Nunkie did not eat the bread; neither
did he go directly to bed. Long after his little
nephew was sound asleep in the corner of the room

the old nman sat by the fire, thinking.

Chapter Two

The Crooked Magi ci an
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Just at dawn next norning Unc Nunkie laid his hand

tenderly on g o's head and awakened him

"Cone," he said.

Q o dressed. He wore blue silk stockings, blue
knee pants with gold buckles, a blue ruffled
wai st and a jacket of bright blue braided with
gold. Hi s shoes were of blue | eather and turned up
at the toes, which were pointed. H s hat had a
peaked crown and a flat brim and around the brim
was a row of tiny golden bells that tinkled when
he noved. This was the native costume of those
who i nhabited the Munchkin Country of the Land of
Oz, so Unc Nunkie's dress was much |ike that of
hi s nephew. Instead of shoes, the old man wore
boots with turnover tops and his blue coat had

wi de cuffs of gold braid.

The boy noticed that his uncle had not eaten

the bread, and supposed the old nan had not

been hungry. g o was hungry, though; so he

di vided the piece of bread upon the table and
ate his half for breakfast, washing it down with
fresh, cool water fromthe brook. Unc put the

ot her piece of bread in his jacket pocket, after
whi ch he again said, as he wal ked out through

the doorway: "Cone."

g o was well pleased. He was dreadfully
tired of living all alone in the woods and wanted

to travel and see people. For a long tinme he had
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wi shed to explore the beautiful Land of Oz

in which they lived. Wien they were outside,

Unc sinply | atched the door and started up the
path. No one would disturb their little house,
even if anyone cane so far into the thick forest

whi |l e they were gone.

At the foot of the nountain that separated the
Country of the Munchkins fromthe Country of the
Gllikins, the path divided. One way led to the

|l eft and the other to the right--straight up the
mount ai n. Unc Nunkie took this right--hand path and
Qo foll owed w thout asking why. He knew it would
take themto the house of the Crooked Magician,
whom he had never seen but who was their nearest

nei ghbor.

Al'l the norning they trudged up the nountain path
and at noon Unc and o sat on a fallen tree-trunk
and ate the last of the bread which the old
Munchki n had placed in his pocket. Then they
started on again and two hours later cane in sight

of the house of Dr. Pipt.

It was a big house, round, as were all the
Munchki n houses, and painted blue, which is the
di stinctive color of the Munchkin Country of Oz.
There was a pretty garden around the house, where
blue trees and blue flowers grew in abundance and
in one place were beds of blue cabbages, blue
carrots and blue lettuce, all of which were
delicious to eat. In Dr. Pipt's garden grew bun-

trees, cake-trees, creampuff bushes, blue
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buttercups which yiel ded excell ent blue butter and
a row of chocol ate-caramel plants. Paths of blue
gravel divided the vegetable and flower beds and a
wi der path led up to the front door. The place was
in a clearing on the mountain, but a little way
off was the grimforest, which conpletely

surrounded it.

Unc knocked at the door of the house and
a chubby, pleasant-faced wonman, dressed all in
bl ue, opened it and greeted the visitors with a

smle.

"Ah," said g o; "you nmust be Danme Margolotte,

the good wife of Dr. Pipt."

"I am my dear, and all strangers are wel cone

to ny hone."

"May we see the fanous Magici an, Madanf"

"He is very busy just now," she said, shaking
her head doubtfully. "But conme in and let ne
gi ve you sonething to eat, for you nust have

traveled far in order to get our lonely place."

"W have," replied o, as he and Unc entered
the house. "W have conme froma far lonelier place

than this."

"A lonelier place! And in the Miunchkin Country?"
she exclainmed. "Then it nust be sonmewhere in the

Bl ue Forest."
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"It is, good Dame Margolotte."

"Dear ne!" she said, |ooking at the man, "you
must be Unc Nunkie, known as the Silent One." Then
she | ooked at the boy. "And you nust be o the

Unl ucky, " she added.

"Yes," said Unc.

"I never knew | was called the Unlucky,"
said o, soberly; "but it is really a good nane

for ne.

"Vell," remarked the woman, as she bustl ed

around the room and set the table and brought food
fromthe cupboard, "you were unlucky to live all
alone in that dismal forest, which is nuch worse
than the forest around here; but perhaps your |uck
wi || change, now you are away fromit. If, during
your travels, you can manage to lose that 'Un' at
the begi nning of your nane Unlucky,' you will
then become G o the Lucky, which will be a great

i mprovenent . "

"How can | lose that 'Un,' Dame Margol otte?"

"I do not know how, but you nust keep the
matter in mind and perhaps the chance will

come to you," she replied.

QO o had never eaten such a fine neal in all
his life. There was a savory stew, snoking hot,

a di sh of blue peas, a bow of sweet mlk of a
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delicate blue tint and a blue pudding with blue
plums in it. Wen the visitors had eaten heartily

of this fare the woman said to them

"Do you wish to see Dr. Pipt on business or

for pl easure?”

Unc shook his head.

"W are traveling," replied o, "and we
stopped at your house just to rest and refresh
ourselves. | do not think Unc Nunkie cares
very nmuch to see the fanous Crooked Magi ci an;
but for my part | amcurious to | ook at such

a great nman.

The worman seened t hought f ul

"I renmenber that Unc Nunkie and ny husband used

to be friends, many years ago," she said, "so
perhaps they will be glad to nmeet again. The

Magi cian is very busy, as | said, but if you wll
promise not to disturb himyou nmay cone into his

wor kshop and watch him prepare a wonderful charm?"”

"Thank you," replied the boy, nuch pl eased.

"I would like to do that."

She led the way to a great doned hall at the

back of the house, which was the Magician's

wor kshop. There was a row of wi ndows extending
nearly around the sides of the circular room

whi ch rendered the place very light, and there was

a back door in addition to the one leading to the
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front part of the house. Before the row of w ndows
a broad seat was built and there were sone chairs
and benches in the room besides. At one end stood
a great fireplace, in which a blue | og was bl azi ng
with a blue flanme, and over the fire hung four
kettles in a row, all bubbling and steanming at a
great rate. The Magician was stirring all four of
these kettles at the same tine, two with his

hands and two with his feet, to the latter, wooden
| adl es being strapped, for this man was so very

crooked that his legs were as handy as his arns.

Unc Nunkie cane forward to greet his old

friend, but not being able to shake either his
hands or his feet, which were all occupied in
stirring, he patted the Magician's bald head and

asked: "Wat ?"

"Ah, it's the Silent One," remarked Dr. Pipt,

wi t hout | ooking up, "and he wants to know

what |'mmaking. Well, when it is quite finished
this conpound will be the wonderful Powder

of Life, which no one knows how to make but
mysel f. Whenever it is sprinkled on anything,
that thing will at once cone to life, no matter
what it is. It takes ne several years to make this
magi ¢ Powder, but at this nonent | am pl eased

to say it is nearly done. You see, | ammaking it
for my good wife Margolotte, who wants to use
some of it for a purpose of her own. Sit down
and nake yourself confortable, Unc Nunkie,

and after |1've finished ny task I will talk to

you.
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"You nust know," said Margolottte, when they

were all seated together on the broad w ndow seat,
"that ny husband foolishly gave away all the
Powder of Life he first nade to old Mnbi the
Wtch, who used to live in the Country of the
Gllikins, to the north of here. Mnbi gave to Dr.
Pi pt a Powder of Perpetual Youth in exchange for
his Powder of Life, but she cheated hi mw ckedly,
for the Powder of Youth was no good and coul d work

no nmagic at all."

"Per haps the Powder of Life couldn't either,"

said g o.

"Yes; it is perfection," she declared. "The first
|l ot we tested on our dass Cat, which not only
began to live but has lived ever since. She's

somewhere around the house now. "

"A dass Cat!" exclaimed g o, astonished.

"Yes; she makes a very pl easant conpani on, but
admires herself a little nore than is considered
nmodest, and she positively refuses to catch mce,"
expl ai ned Margolotte. "My husband nmade the cat
sonme pink brains, but they proved to be too high-
bred and particular for a cat, so she thinks it is
undignified in her to catch mce. A so she has a
pretty bl ood-red heart, but it is nade of stone--a
ruby, | think--and so is rather hard and unfeeling.
I think the next C ass Cat the Magician makes will

have neither brains nor heart, for then it wll
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not object to catching nice and may prove of sone

use to us."

"What did old Monbi the Wtch do with the
Powder of Life your husband gave her?" asked

t he boy.

"She brought Jack Punpkinhead to life, for
one thing," was the reply. "l suppose you've
heard of jack Punpki nhead. He is now living
near the Enerald City and is a great favorite

with the Princess Ozma, who rules all the Land

of Qz."

"No; |'ve never heard of him" renarked

Go. "I'mafraid | don't know nuch about the
Land of Oz. You see, I've lived all ny life with

Unc Nunkie, the Silent One, and there was no

one to tell me anything."

"That is one reason you are g o the Unlucky,"
said the woman, in a sympathetic tone. "The nore
one knows, the luckier he is, for know edge is the

greatest gift inlife."

"But tell me, please, what you intend to do
Wth this new | ot of the Powder of Life, which
Dr. Pipt is making. He said his wife wanted it

for sone especial purpose.

"So | do," she answered. "I want it to bring

my Patchwork Grl to life."

"Ch! A Patchwork Grl? Wat is that?" o
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asked, for this seened even nore strange and

unusual than a d ass Cat.

"I think I nust show you ny Pat chwork

Grl," said Margolotte, laughing at the boy's
astoni shent, "for she is rather difficult to
explain. But first I will tell you that for many
years | have longed for a servant to help ne with
the housework and to cook the meals and wash the
di shes. No servant will come here because the
place is so |lonely and out-of-the-way, so ny

cl ever husband, the Crooked Magician, proposed
that | nmake a girl out of sone sort of materia

and he woul d make her live by sprinkling over her
the Powder of Life. This seemed an excell ent
suggestion and at once Dr. Pipt set to work to
make a new batch of his nmagi c powder. He has been
at it a long, long while, and so | have had plenty
of time to nake the girl. Yet that task was not so
easy as you may suppose. At first | couldn't think
what to nake her of, but finally in searching
through a chest | cane across an ol d patchwork
quilt, which nmy grandnot her once made when she was

young.

"VWhat is a patchwork quilt?" asked o

"A bed-quilt made of patches of different kinds
and colors of cloth, all neatly sewed together.
The patches are of all shapes and sizes, so a
patchwork quilt is a very pretty and gorgeous
thing to | ook at. Sonetines it is called a

‘crazyquilt,' because the patches and col ors are
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so m xed up. W never have used ny grand-nother's
manycol ored patchwork quilt, hand-sonme as it is,
for we Munchkins do not care for any col or other
than blue, so it has been packed away in the chest
for about a hundred years. Wien | found it, | said
to nyself that it would do nicely for ny servant
girl, for when she was brought to Iife she would
not be proud nor haughty, as the dass Cat is, for
such a dreadful mxture of colors would di scourage
her fromtrying to, be as dignified as the blue

Munchki ns are.

"I's blue the only respectable color, then?"

inquired go

"Yes, for a Munchkin. Al our country is blue,

you know. But in other parts of Oz the people
favor different colors. At the Enerald Gty,

where our Princess Ozma |ives, green is the
popul ar color. But all Minchkins prefer blue

to anything el se and when ny housework girl

is brought to life she will find herself to be of
so many unpopul ar colors that she'll never dare

be rebellious or inpudent, as servants are
sonetines liable to be when they are nade the sane

way their mstresses are."

Unc Nunki e nodded approval

"Cood idea," he said; and that was a | ong
speech for Unc Nunki e because it was two

wor ds.

"So | cut up the quilt,"” continued Margol otte,
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"and made fromit a very well-shaped girl,
which | stuffed with cotton-wadding. | will
show you what a good job | did," and she went

to a tall cupboard and threw open the doors.

Then back she canme, lugging in her arns the
Patchwork G rl, which she set upon the bench
and propped up so that the figure would not

tunbl e over.

Chapter Three

The Patchwork Grl

G o exam ned this curious contrivance with wonder.
The Patchwork Grl was taller than he, when she
stood upright, and her body was plunp and rounded
because it had been so neatly stuffed with cotton.
Margolotte had first nade the girl's formfromthe
patchwork quilt and then she had dressed it with a
pat chwork skirt and an apron with pockets in it--
usi ng the sane gay material throughout. Upon the
feet she had sewn a pair of red | eather shoes with
poi nted toes. Al the fingers and thunbs of the
girl's hands had been carefully forned and stuffed
and stitched at the edges, with gold plates at the

ends to serve as finger-nails.

"She will have to work, when she conmes to

life," said Marglotte.
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The head of the Patchwork G rl was the nost
curious part of her. While she waited for her
husband to finish naking his Powder of Life the
worman had found anple tine to conplete the head as
her fancy dictated, and she realized that a good
servant's head nmust be properly constructed. The
hair was of brown yarn and hung down on her neck
in several neat braids. Her eyes were two silver
suspender-buttons cut froma pair of the

Magi cian's old trousers, and they were sewed on

wi th black threads, which forned the pupils of the
eyes. Margol otte had puzzled over the ears for
sonme time, for these were inportant if the servant
was to hear distinctly, but finally she had rmade
themout of thin plates of gold and attached them
in place by means of stitches through tiny holes
bored in the netal. Gold is the nobst conmon neta
in the Land of Oz and is used for many purposes

because it is soft and pliable.

The woman had cut a slit for the Patchwork

Grl's nouth and sewn two rows of white pearls
init for teeth, using a strip of scarlet plush for
a tongue. This mouth G o considered very artistic
and lifelike, and Margol otte was pl eased when the
boy praised it. There were al nbst too many patches
on the face of the girl for her to be considered
strictly beautiful, for one cheek was yell ow and
the other red, her chin blue, her forehead purple
and the center, where her nose had been formed and

padded, a bright yell ow.
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"You ought to have had her face all pink,"

suggested the boy.

"l suppose so; but | had no pink cloth," replied
the woman. "Still, | cannot see as it matters
much, for | wish ny Patchwork Grl to be usefu
rather than ornamental. If | get tired | ooking at

her patched face | can whitewash it."

"Has she any brains?" asked Qo

"No; | forgot all about the brains!" exclained
the wonman. "I am gl ad you reni nded ne of

them for it is not too late to supply them by
any neans. Until she is brought to life |I can

do anything | please with this girl. But | nust
be careful not to give her too much brains, and
those she has must be such as are fitted to the
station she is to occupy in life. In other words,

her brains mustn't be very good."

"Wong," said Unc Nunki e.

"No; | amsure | amright about that," returned
t he woman.
"He neans," explained o, "that unless your

servant has good brains she won't know how to obey
you properly, nor do the things you ask her to

do."

"Well, that may be true," agreed Margolotte;
"but, on the contrary, a servant with too nuch

brains is sure to becone i ndependent and hi gh-
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and-nighty and feel above her work. This is a
very delicate task, as | said, and | nust take
care to give the girl just the right quantity of
the right sort of brains. | want her to know j ust

enough, but not too nuch."

Wth this she went to another cupboard which was
filled Wth shelves. Al the shelves were |lined
Wth blue glass bottles, neatly | abeled by the
Magi ci an to show what they contai ned. One whol e
shel f was marked: "Brain Furniture," and the

bottles on this shelf were | abel ed as foll ows:

"Obedi ence,” "d everness," "Judgnent," "Courage,
"Ingenuity,"” "Amability," "Learning," "Truth,"

"Poesy," "Self Reliance.”

"Let me see," said Margolotte; "of those

qualities she nust have ' Gbedi ence' first of all,"”
and she took down the bottle bearing that | abel

and poured fromit upon a dish several grains of
the contents. "'Amability' is also good and
"Truth.'" She poured into the dish a quantity from
each of these bottles. "I think that will do," she
continued, "for the other qualities are not needed

in a servant."

Unc Nunkie, who with g o stood beside her,

touched the bottle marked "C everness."

"Little," said he.

"Alittle 'Ceverness'? Wll, perhaps you are

right, sir," said she, and was about to take down
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the bottle when the Crooked Magician suddenly

called to her excitedly fromthe firepl ace.

"Qui ck, Margolotte! Cone and help ne."

She ran to her husband' s side at once and

hel ped himlift the four kettles fromthe fire.
Their contents had all boiled away, leaving in
the bottom of each kettle a few grains of fine
white powder. Very carefully the Magician renoved
this powder, placing it all together in a gol den
di sh, where he mxed it with a gol den spoon. Wen
the m xture was conplete there was scarcely a

handful, all told.

"That," said Dr. Pipt, in a pleased and

triunmphant tone, "is the wonderful Powder of Life,
which | alone in the world know how to make. It
has taken ne nearly six years to prepare these
preci ous grains of dust, but the little heap on
that dish is worth the price of a kingdom and nmany
a king would give all he has to possess it. Wen
it has beconme cooled | will place it in a snal
bottle; but neantime | nust watch it carefully,

|l est a gust of wind blowit away or scatter it.

Unc Nunkie, Margolotte and the Magician

all stood | ooking at the marvel ous Powder, but

Qo was nore interested just then in the Patchwork
Grl's brains. Thinking it both unfair and unkind
to deprive her of any good qualities that were
handy, the boy took down every bottle on the shelf
and poured sonme of the contents in Margolotte's

dish. No one saw himdo this, for all were | ooking
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at the Powder of Life; but soon the woman
renenbered what she had been doi ng, and canme back

to the cupboard.

"Let's see," she remarked; "I was about to give
my girl alittle 'Cleverness,' which is the
Doctor's substitute for "Intelligence --a quality

he has not yet |earned how to manufacture." Taking
down the bottle of "Cl everness" she added sone of
the powder to the heap on the dish. G o becane a
bit uneasy at this, for he had already put quite
a lot of the "C everness" powder in the dish; but
he dared not interfere and so he conforted hinself

with the thought that one cannot have too much

cl ever ness.

Margol otte now carried the dish of brains to

the bench. Ripping the seam of the patch on

the girl's forehead, she placed the powder within
the head and then sewed up the seam as neatly

and securely as before.

"My girl is all ready for your Powder of Life,
my dear," she said to her husband. But the

Magi ci an repli ed:

"Thi s powder must not be used before tonorrow
nmorning; but | think it is now cool enough to be

bottl ed."

He selected a snall gold bottle with a pepper-

box top, so that the powder m ght be sprinkled on

any object through the small holes. Very carefully
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he placed the Powder of Life in the gold bottle

and then locked it up in a drawer of his cabinet.

"At last," said he, rubbing his hands together
gleefully, "I have anple leisure for a good talk
with ny old friend Unc Nunkie. So let us sit
down cosily and enjoy ourselves. After stirring
those four kettles for six years | amglad to

have a little rest."

"You will have to do nost of the talking,"
said o, "for Unc is called the Silent One and

uses few words. "

"l know; but that renders your uncle a

nost agreeabl e conpani on and gossip," decl ared
Dr. Pipt. "Most people talk too much, so it is

arelief to find one who talks too little."

Qo | ooked at the Magician with nuch awe

and curiosity.

"Don't you find it very annoying to be so

crooked?" he asked.

"No; | amquite proud of ny person," was
the reply. "I suppose | amthe only Crooked
Magician in all the world. Some others are accused

of being crooked, but | amthe only genuine."

He was really very crooked and G o wondered how
he managed to do so many things with such a
twi sted body. When he sat down upon a crooked

chair that had been made to fit him one knee was
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under his chin and the other near the small of his
back; but he was a cheerful man and his face bore

a pl easant and agreeabl e expression.

"I amnot allowed to perform magic, except

for my own amusenent," he told his visitors,

as he lighted a pipe with a crooked stem and

began to snoke. "Too many peopl e were working
magi ¢ in the Land of Oz, and so our |ovely
Princess Ozma put a stop to it. | think she was
quite right. There were several wi cked Wtches who
caused a lot of trouble; but now they are all out
of business and only the great Sorceress, dinda
the Good, is permitted to practice her arts, which
never harm anybody. The Wzard of Oz, who used to
be a hunbug and knew no magic at all, has been
taking |l essons of Ginda, and |'mtold he is
getting to be a pretty good Wzard; but he is
merely the assistant of the great Sorceress. |'ve
the right to nake a servant girl for ny wife, you
know, or a dass Cat to catch our mce--which she
refuses to do--but | amforbidden to work nmagic for

others, or to use it as a profession.”

"Magi ¢ must be a very interesting study,"

said g o.

"It truly is," asserted the Magician. "lIn ny
time |'ve perforned some nmagical feats that were
worthy of the skill of dinda the Good. For
instance, there's the Powder of Life, and mny

Liquid of Petrifaction, which is contained in that

bottle on the shelf yonder-over the w ndow "
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"What does the Liquid of Petrifaction do?"

i nquired the boy.

"Turns everything it touches to solid narble.
It's an invention of ny own, and | find it very
useful. Once two of those dreadful Kalidahs,
with bodies |ike bears and heads like tigers,
cane here fromthe forest to attack us; but |
sprinkl ed some of that Liquid on them and
instantly they turned to marble. | now use them
as ornamental statuary in nmy garden. This table
| ooks to you |ike wood, and once it really was
wood; but | sprinkled a few drops of the Liquid
of Petrifaction on it and nowit is marble. It

wi |l never break nor wear out.

"Fine!" said Unc Nunkie, wagging his head

and stroking his |long gray beard.

"Dear ne; what a chatterbox you're getting
to be, Unc," remarked the Mgician, who was
pl eased with the conplinent. But just then
there cane a scratching at the back door and a

shrill voice cried:

"Let me in! Hurry up, can't you? Let ne in!"

Margol otte got up and went to the door.

"Ask like a good cat, then," she said.

"Meeee-oww W There; does that suit your

royal highness?" asked the voice, in scornfu
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accents.

"Yes; that's proper cat talk," declared the

worman, and opened the door. At once a cat entered,
came to the center of the room and stopped short
at the sight of strangers. G o and Unc Nunkie both
stared at it with w de open eyes, for surely no
such curious creature had ever existed before--

even in the Land of OQz.

Chapt er Four

The d ass Cat

The cat was nade of glass, so clear and
transparent that you could see through it as
easily as through a window. In the top of its
head, however, Was a mass of delicate pink balls
whi ch | ooked like jewels, and it had a heart nade
of a blood-red ruby. The eyes were two | arge
eneral ds, but aside fromthese colors all the rest
of the animal was clear glass, and it had a spun-

glass tail that was really beautiful

"Well, Doc Pipt, do you nean to introduce us, or
not ?" demanded the cat, in a tone of annoyance.

"Seens to me you are forgetting your manners."

"Excuse nme," returned the Magician. "This

is Unc Nunkie, the descendant of the forner
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ki ngs of the Munchkins, before this country be

canme a part of the Land of Cz."

"He needs a haircut,"” observed the cat,

washing its face

"True," replied Unc, with a | ow chuckl e of

amusenent .

"But he has lived alone in the heart of the

forest for nany years," the Magician expl ai ned;
"and, although that is a barbarous country,

there are no barbers there."

"Who is the dwarf?" asked the cat.

"That is not a dwarf, but a boy," answered

the Magician. "You have never seen a boy before.
He is now small because he is young. Wth nore
years he will grow big and becone as tall as Unc

Nunki e. "

"Ch. Is that magi c?" the glass animal inquired.

"Yes; but it is Nature's magic, which is nore
wonder ful than any art known to nan. For

i nstance, ny magi ¢ made you, and nade you

live; and it was a poor job because you are

usel ess and a bother to nme; but | can't make you
grow. You will always be the sanme size--and

the sane saucy, inconsiderate Gass Cat, with

pi nk brains and a hard ruby heart."

"No one can regret nore than | the fact that you
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made ne," asserted the cat, crouching upon the
floor and slowy swaying its spun-glass tail from
side to side. "Your world is a very uninteresting
pl ace. |'ve wandered through your gardens and in
the forest until I'mtired of it all, and when
cone into the house the conversation of your fat

wi fe and of yourself bores ne dreadfully."”

"That is because | gave you different brains
fromthose we ourselves possess--and nuch too

good for a cat,"” returned Dr. Pipt.

"Can't you take 'emout, then, and repl ace
emw th pebbles, so that | won't feel above ny

station in |life?" asked the cat, pleadingly.

"Perhaps so. I'Il try it, after |I've brought the

Patchwork Grl to life," he said

The cat wal ked up to the bench on which
the Patchwork G rl reclined and | ooked at her

attentively.

"Are you going to make that dreadful thing

live?" she asked.

The Magi ci an nodded.

"It is intended to be ny wife's servant maid,"
he said. "Wen she is alive she will do all our
work and mnd the house. But you are not to
order her around, Bungle, as you do us. You

must treat the Patchwork Grl respectfully."”
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"I won't. | couldn't respect such a bundle

of scraps under any circunstances."

"If you don't, there will be nore scraps than

you will like," cried Margolotte, angrily.

"Why didn't you make her pretty to | ook at?"
asked the cat. "You nade ne pretty--very pretty,
i ndeed--and | love to watch ny pink brains rol
around when they're working, and to see ny

precious red heart beat." She went to a |long
mrror, as she said this, and stood before it,
| ooking at herself with an air of much pride.
"But that poor patched thing will hate herself,
when she's once alive," continued the cat. "If

I were you |I'd use her for a nop, and make

anot her servant that is prettier."

"You have a perverted taste,"” snapped

Mar gol otte, much annoyed at this frank criticism
"I think the Patchwork Grl is beautiful

consi dering what she's nade of. Even the rai nbow
hasn't as many colors, and you nust adnmit that the

rainbow is a pretty thing."

The d ass Cat yawned and stretched hersel f

upon the floor.

"Have your own way," she said. "I'msorry

for the Patchwork Grl, that's all."

g o and Unc Nunkie slept that night in the

Magi ci an' s house, and the boy was glad to stay
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because he was anxi ous to see the Patchwork

Grl brought to life. The @ass Cat was also a
wonderful creature to little G o, who had never
seen or known anyt hing of magi c before, although
he had lived in the Fairyland of Oz ever since he
was born. Back there in the woods nothi ng unusua
ever happened. Unc Nunkie, who m ght have been
Ki ng of the Miunchkins, had not his people united
with all the other countries of Oz in

acknow edging Ozma as their Sole ruler, had
retired into this forgotten forest nook with his
baby nephew and they had |ived all alone there.
Only that the neglected garden had failed to grow
food for them they would al ways have lived in the
solitary Blue Forest; but now they had started out
to mngle with other people, and the first place
they cane to proved so interesting that Qo could

scarcely sleep a wink all night.

Mar gol otte was an excel l ent cook and gave
thema fine breakfast. While they were all engaged

in eating, the good worman sai d:

"This is the last nmeal | shall have to cook

for sone tine, for right after breakfast Dr. Pipt
has promi sed to bring ny new servant to life.

| shall let her wash the breakfast dishes and
sweep and dust the house. What a relief it

will bel"

"I't will, indeed, relieve you of nuch drudgery,"
said the Magician. "By the way, Margolotte, |

thought | saw you getting sonme brains fromthe
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cupboard, while | was busy with ny kettles. Wat

qualities have you given your new servant?"

"Only those that an hunbl e servant requires,"”
she answered. "I do not wish her to feel above
her station, as the G ass Cat does. That would
make her discontented and unhappy, for of

course she nust always be a servant."

QG o was sonewhat disturbed as he listened to
this, and the boy began to fear he had done wong
in adding all those different qualities of brains
to the lot Margolotte had prepared for the
servant. But it was too |late now for regret, since
all the brains were securely sewn up inside the
Patchwork G rl's head. He mi ght have confessed
what he had done and thus all owed Margol otte and
her husband to change the brains; but he was
afraid of incurring their anger. He believed that
Unc had seen himadd to the brains, and Unc had
not said a word against it; but then, Unc never
did say anything unless it was absolutely

necessary.

As soon as breakfast was over they all went
into the Magician's big workshop, where the
G ass Cat was lying before the mrror and the
Patchwork G rl lay linp and lifeless upon the

bench.

"Now, then," said Dr. Pipt, in a brisk tone,
"we shall performone of the greatest feats of
magi ¢ possible to man, even in this marvel ous

Land of Oz. In no other country could it be
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done at all. | think we ought to have a little
nmusi ¢ while the Patchwork Grl comes to life.
It is pleasant to reflect that the first sounds her

gol den ears will hear will be delicious nusic.

As he spoke he went to a phonograph, which
screwed fast to a small table, and wound up
the spring of the instrunent and adjusted the

bi g gold horn.

"The music ny servant will usually hear,"

remarked Margolotte, "will be ny orders to do
her work. But | see no harmin allow ng her to
listen to this unseen band while she wakens to

her first realization of life. My orders will beat

the band, afterward."”

The phonograph was now playing a stirring
march tune and the Magi ci an unl ocked his
cabi net and took out the gold bottle containing

t he Powder of Life.

They all bent over the bench on which the
Patchwork G rl reclined. Unc Nunkie and Margolotte
stood behind, near the windows, G o at one side
and the Magician in front, where he would have
freedomto sprinkle the powder. The d ass Cat came

near, too, curious to watch the inportant scene.

"A'l ready?" asked Dr. Pipt.

"All is ready," answered his wife.
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So the Magician | eaned over and shook from
the bottle sone grains of the wonderful Powder,
and they fell directly on the Patchwork Grl's

head and ar ns.

Chapter Five

A Terrible Accident

"I't will take a few mnutes for this powder to
do its work," remarked the Magician, sprinkling

the body up and down with nuch care.

But suddenly the Patchwork G rl threw up one

arm whi ch knocked the bottle of powder fromthe
crooked man's hand and sent it flying across the
room Unc Nunkie and Margolotte were so startled
that they both | eaped backward and bunped
together, and Unc's head joggl ed the shelf above
them and upset the bottle containing the Liquid of

Petrifaction.

The Magician uttered such a wild cry that o
junped away and the Patchwork G rl sprang after
hi m and cl asped her stuffed arnms around himin
terror. The @ ass Cat snarled and hid under the
table, and so it was that when the powerful Liquid
of Petrifaction was spilled it fell only upon the

wi fe of the Magician and the uncle of Go. Wth
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these two the charm worked pronptly. They stood
motionl ess and stiff as marble statues, in exactly
the positions they were in when the Liquid struck

t hem

g o pushed the Patchwork G rl away and

ran to Unc Nunkie, filled with a terrible fear
for the only friend and protector he had ever
known. When he grasped Unc's hand it was

cold and hard. Even the |long gray beard was
solid marble. The Crooked Magician was
dancing around the roomin a frenzy of despair,
calling upon his wife to forgive him to speak

to him to cone to |ife again!

The Patchwork G rl, quickly recovering from her
fright, now came nearer and | ooked fromone to
anot her of the people with deep interest. Then she
| ooked at herself and | aughed. Noticing the
mrror, she stood before it and exani ned her
extraordinary features with amazenent--her button
eyes, pearl bead teeth and puffy nose. Then,

addressing her reflection in the glass, she exclai ned:

"Whee, but there's a gaudy dane!
Makes a paint-box blush with shamne.
Razzl e-dazzle, fizzle-fazzle!

Howdy-do, M ss Wat' s-your-nanme?"

She bowed, and the reflection bowed. Then

she | aughed again, long and merrily, and the
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G ass Cat crept out fromunder the table and said:

"l don't blanme you for |aughing at yourself.

Aren't you horrid?"

"Horrid?" she replied. "Wuy, |'mthoroughly
delightful. I"'man Oiginal, if you please, and
therefore inconparable. O all the com c, absurd,
rare and anmusing creatures the world contains, |
must be the suprene freak. Who but poor Margolotte
coul d have managed to invent such an unreasonabl e
being as I? But I'mglad--1"mawfully glad!--that

I"mjust what | am and nothing else."

"Be quiet, will you?" cried the frantic
Magi ci an; "be quiet and let me think! If | don't

think I shall go mad."

"Thi nk ahead," said the Patchwork G rl, seating
herself in a chair. "Think all you want to. |

don't mnd."

"CGee! but I'mfired playing that tune," called
t he phonograph, speaking through its horn in
a brazen, scratchy voice. "If you don't m nd,

Pipt, old boy, I"Il cut it out and take a rest.'

The Magi ci an | ooked gl oonmi |y at the nusic-

machi ne.

"What dreadful luck!" he wailed, despondently.
"The Powder of Life must have fallen on the

phonogr aph. "

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (37 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:40 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

He went up to it and found that the gold bottle
that contained the precious powder had dropped
upon the stand and scattered its |ife-giving
grai ns over the machi ne. The phonograph was very
much alive, and began dancing a jig with the |egs
of the table to which it was attached, and this
dance so annoyed Dr. Pipt that he kicked the thing
into a corner and pushed a bench against it, to

hold it quiet.

"You were bad enough before," said the Magician,
resentfully; "but a |ive phonograph is enough to
drive every sane person in the Land of Oz stark

crazy."

"No insults, please," answered the phonograph in
a surly, tone. "You did it, nmy boy; don't blane

ne.

"You' ve bungl ed everything, Dr. Pipt," added

the @ ass Cat, contenptuously.

"Except me," said the Patchwork G rl, junping up

to whirl merrily around the room

"I think," said o, alnpbst ready to cry
through grief over Unc Nunkie's sad fate, "it
must all be ny fault, in some way. |'mcalled

Q o the Unlucky, you know. "

"That's nonsense, kiddie," retorted the
Patchwork G rl cheerfully. "No one can be unl ucky

who has the intelligence to direct his own
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actions. The unlucky ones are those who beg for a
chance to think, like poor Dr. Pipt here. Wat's

the row about, anyway, M. Magi c-nmaker?"

"The Liquid of Petrifaction has accidentally
fallen upon ny dear wife and Unc Nunkie and

turned theminto marble," he sadly replied.

"Wel |, why don't you sprinkle sone of that
powder on them and bring themto |ife again?"

asked the Patchwork Grl.

The Magi ci an gave a j unp.

"Why, | hadn't thought of that!" he joyfully
cried, and grabbed up the golden bottle, with

whi ch he ran to Margol otte.

Said the Patchwork Grl:

"Hi ggl edy, piggledy, dee-
What fool s nagi ci ans be!
Hi s head's so thick

He can't think quick,

So he takes advice fromne."

St andi ng upon the bench, for he was so

crooked he could not reach the top of his wife's
head in any other way, Dr. Pipt began shaki ng
the bottle. But not a grain of powder cane out.

He pulled off the cover, glanced within, and
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then threw the bottle fromhimwith a wail of

despair.

"Gone-gone! Every bit gone," he cried.
"Wasted on that niserabl e phonograph when

it mght have saved ny dear wife!"

Then the Magi ci an bowed his head on his

crooked arns and began to cry.

Qo was sorry for him He went up to the

sorrowful man and said softly:

"You can nake nore Powder of Life, Dr. Pipt."

"Yes; but it will take nme six years--six |long,
weary years of stirring four kettles with both
feet and both hands," was the agonized reply. "Six
years! while poor Margolotte stands watching ne as

a marbl e i mage.

"Can't anything el se be done?" asked the

Patchwork Grl.

The Magi ci an shook his head. Then he seened to

remenber sonet hing and | ooked up

"There i s one other conpound that woul d destroy
the magic spell of the Liquid of Petrifaction and
restore my wife and Unc Nunkie to life," said he.
"I't may be hard to find the things | need to make
this magi c conpound, but if they were found

could do in an instant what will otherw se take

six long, weary years of stirring kettles with
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bot h hands and both feet."

"All right; let's find the things, then,"
suggested the Patchwork G rl. "That seens a | ot
nore sensi ble than those stirring times with the

kettles."

"That's the idea, Scraps," said the dass Cat,
approvingly. "I"'mglad to find you have decent
brains. Mne are exceptionally good. You can

see emwork; they're pink."

"Scraps?" repeated the girl. "Did you call ne

"Scraps'? Is that ny nane?"

"I--1 believe ny poor wife had intended to

nane you ' Angeline, sai d the Magici an.

"But | like 'Scraps' best," she replied with a
laugh. "It fits nme better, for my patchwork is
all scraps, and nothing el se. Thank you for
nanm ng ne, Mss Cat. Have you any nane of

your own?"

"I have a foolish name that Margol otte once
gave me, but which is quite undignified for
one of ny inportance," answered the cat. "She

call ed me ' Bungl e.

"Yes," sighed the Magician; "you were a sad
bungle, taken all in all. I was wong to nake
you as | did, for a nore useless, conceited and

brittle thing never before existed."
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"I"'mnot so brittle as you think," retorted the
cat. "I've been alive a good many years, for
Dr. Pipt experinmented on me with the first

magi ¢ Powder of Life he ever nade, and so

far 1've never broken or cracked or chi pped any

part of me."

"You seemto have a chip on your shoul der,"
| aughed the Patchwork G rl, and the cat went

to the mrror to see.

"Tell nme," pleaded G o, speaking to the
Crooked Magici an, "what nmust we find to make

the conpound that will save Unc Nunkie?"

"First," was the reply, "I nust have a six-
| eaved clover. That can only be found in the green
country around the Emerald City, and six-I|eaved

clovers are very scarce, even there."

"I''"ll find it for you," promsed g o.

"The next thing," continued the Mgician,
"is the left wing of a yellow butterfly. That
color can only be found in the yellow country

of the Wnkies, Wst of the Enerald City."

"Il findit," declared GQo. "Is that all?"

"Ch, no; I'll get ny Book of Recipes and see

what cones next."

Saying this, the Magician unl ocked a drawer
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of his cabinet and drew out a small book covered
with blue | eather. Looking through the pages

he found the reci pe he wanted and said: "I

must have a gill of water froma dark well."
"What kind of a well is that, sir?" asked the
boy.

"One where the Iight of day never penetrates.
The water nust be put in a gold bottle and brought

to nme without any light ever reaching it.

"Il get the water fromthe dark well," said

g o.

"Then | rmust have three hairs fromthe tip
of a Wozy's tail, and a drop of oil froma live

man' s body.

G o | ooked grave at this.

"What is a Wozy, please?" he inquired.

"Sonme sort of an animal. |'ve never seen one,

so | can't describe it," replied the Mgician.

"If 1 can find a Wozy, |I'Il get the hairs from
its tail,"” said Go. "But is there ever any oil in a

man' s body?"

The Magi ci an | ooked in the book again, to nake

sure.

"That's what the recipe calls for," he replied,
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"and of course we nust get everything that is

called for, or the charmwon't work. The book

doesn't say 'blood'; it says 'oil,' and there nust

be oil somewhere in a live nman's body or the

book woul dn't ask for it.

"All right,"” returned Go, trying not to fee

di scouraged; "I'Il try to find it."

The Magi ci an | ooked at the little Minchkin

boy in a doubtful way and said:

"All this will nmean a long journey for you;
per haps several |ong journeys; for you must search
t hrough several of the different countries of Oz

in order to get the things | need."

"I know it, sir; but |I nmust do nmy best to save

Unc Nunkie."

"And al so my poor wife Margolotte. If you save

one you will save the other, for both stand there
together and the sane conpound will restore them
both to life. Do the best you can, G o, and while
you are gone | shall begin the six years job of
maki ng a new batch of the Powder of Life. Then, if
you should unluckily fail to secure any one of the
things needed, | will have lost no tine. But if
you succeed you nust return here as quickly as you
can, and that will save nme nuch tiresonme stirring

of four kettles with both feet and both hands."

"I will start on ny journey at once, sir," said

t he boy.
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"And | will go with you," declared the Patchwork

Grl.

"No, no!" exclaimed the Mgician. "You have no
right to leave this house. You are only a servant

and have not been di scharged."”

Scraps, who had been dancing up and down

the room stopped and | ooked at him

"What is a servant?" she asked.

"One who serves. A--a Sort of slave," he

expl ai ned.

"Very well," said the Patchwork Grl, "I'm going
to serve you and your wife by helping Go find the
things you need. You need a lot, you know, such as

are not easily found."

"It is true," sighed Dr. Pipt. "I amwell aware

that g o has undertaken a serious task."

Scraps | aughed, and resuning her dance she said:

"Here's a job for a boy of brains:

A drop of oil froma live man's veins;
A six-leaved clover; three nice hairs
Froma Wozy's tail, the book decl ares
Are needed for the magic spell

And water froma pitch-dark well.

The yell ow wing of a butterfly
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To find must Qo also try,

And if he gets them w thout harm
Doc Pipt will nmake the magic charm
But if he doesn't get 'em Unc

WIl always stand a nmarble chunk."

The Magi ci an | ooked at her thoughtfully.

"Poor Margol otte nust have given you some of the
quality of poesy, by mistake," he said. "And, if
that is true, | didn't nmake a very good article
when | prepared it, or el se you got an overdose or
an underdose. However, | believe | shall let you
go with o, for ny poor wife will not need your
services until she is restored to life. Also |
think you may be able to help the boy, for your
head seens to contain sone thoughts |I did not
expect to find in it. But be very careful of
yoursel f, for you're a souvenir of ny dear
Margolotte. Try not to get ripped, or your
stuffing may fall out. One of your eyes seens

| oose, and you nay have to sew it on tighter. If
you talk too nuch you'll wear out your scarl et

pl ush tongue, which ought to have been henmed on
the edges. And renenber you belong to ne and nust
return here as soon as your nission is

acconpl i shed. "

"I"'mgoing with Scraps and ¢ o," announced

the d ass Cat.

"You can't," said the Magician.
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"Way not ?"

"You'd get broken in no tine, and you
couldn't be a bit of use to the boy and the

Patchwork Grl."

"I beg to differ with you," returned the cat,
in a haughty tone. "Three heads are better
than two, and ny pink brains are beautiful.

You can see em work."

"Well, go along," said the Magician, irritably.
"You're only an annoyance, anyhow, and I'mglad to

get rid of you."

"Thank you for nothing, then," answered the cat,

stiffly.

Dr. Pipt took a small basket from a cupboard
and packed several things init. Then he handed

it to go.

"Here is some food and a bundle of charns,” he
said. "It is all | can give you, but I amsure you
will find friends on your journey who will assist
you in your search. Take care of the Patchwork
Grl and bring her safely back, for she ought to
prove useful to nmy wife. As for the @ ass Cat--
properly nanmed Bungle--if she bothers you | now
give you ny perm ssion to break her in two, for
she is not respectful and does not obey ne. | nade

a mstake in giving her the pink brains, you see.
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Then § o went to Unc Nunkie and kissed the old

man's marbl e face very tenderly.

"I"'mgoing to try to save you, Unc," he said,
just as if the marble inmage could hear him and
then he shook the crooked hand of the Crooked
Magi ci an, who was al ready busy hanging the four
kettles in the fireplace, and picking up his

basket | eft the house.

The Patchwork Grl followed him and after

them cane the d ass Cat.

Chapter Six

The Jour ney

g o had never travel ed before and so he only knew
that the path down the nmountainside led into the
open Munchkin Country, where |arge nunbers of
peopl e dwelt. Scraps was quite new and not
supposed to know anything of the Land of Oz, while
the G ass Cat admtted she had never wandered very
far away fromthe Mgician's house. There was only
one path before them at the beginning, so they
could not mss their way, and for a tine they

wal ked through the thick forest in silent thought,
each one inpressed with the inportance of the

adventure they had undertaken
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Suddenly the Patchwork Grl |aughed. It was
funny to see her |augh, because her cheeks

wri nkl ed up, her nose tipped, her silver button
eyes twi nkled and her nouth curled at the

corners in a comcal way.

"Has sonet hi ng pl eased you?" asked g o, who was
feeling sol emm and joyl ess through thinking upon

his uncle's sad fate.

"Yes," she answered. "Your world pleases ne, for
it's a queer world, and life in it is queerer
still. Here am|, nmade froman old bedquilt and
intended to be a slave to Margolotte, rendered
free as air by an accident that none of you could
foresee. | amenjoying life and seeing the world,
whil e the woman who nmade nme is standi ng hel pl ess
as a block of wood. If that isn't funny enough to

laugh at, | don't know what is.

"You' re not seeing nmuch of the world yet,
my poor, innocent Scraps," remarked the Cat.
"The world doesn't consist wholly of the trees

that are on all sides of us."

"But they're part of it; and aren't they pretty
trees?" returned Scraps, bobbing her head unti

her brown yarn curls fluttered in the breeze.
"Growi ng between them | can see |lovely ferns

and wild-fl owers, and soft green nosses. If the
rest of your world is half as beautiful | shall be

glad "'malive."
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"l don't know what the rest of the world is
like, I"'msure," said the cat; "but | nmean to

find out."

"l have never been out of the forest," Qo
added; "but to me the trees are gloonmy and sad
and the wild-flowers seem | onesone. It nust be

ni cer where there are no trees and there i s room

for lots of people to live together."

"I wonder if any of the people we shall neet

will be as splendid as | am" said the Patchwork
Grl. "All | have seen, so far, have pale,

col orless skins and clothes as blue as the country
they live in, while | am of many gorgeous col ors--
face and body and clothes. That is why | am bright

and contented, o, while you are blue and sad."

"I think | nmade a mistake in giving you so nany

sorts of brains," observed the boy. "Perhaps, as
the Magician said, you have an over-dose, and they

may nhot agree with you."

"What had you to do with nmy brains?" asked

Scr aps.

"Alot," replied Go. "Ad Mrgol otte neant
to give you only a few-just enough to keep
you goi ng--but when she wasn't | ooking | added
a good many nore, of the best kinds | could

find in the Magician's cupboard.™

"Thanks," said the girl, dancing along the

pat h ahead of G o and then dancing back to his

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (50 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:40 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

side. "If a few brains are good, many brains

must be better.”

"But they ought to be evenly bal anced," said the
boy, "and | had no tinme to be careful. Fromthe
way you're acting, | guess the dose was badly

m xed. "

"Scraps hasn't enough brains to hurt her, so

don't worry," remarked the cat, which was trotting
along in a very dainty and graceful manner. "The
only brains worth considering are mne, which are

pi nk. You can see 'em work."

After walking a long tinme they cane to a little
brook that trickled across the path, and here o
sat down to rest and eat sonething fromhis
basket. He found that the Mgician had given him
part of a |loaf of bread and a slice of cheese. He
broke of f sonme of the bread and was surprised to
find the | oaf just as large as it was before. It
was the same way with the cheese: however nuch he
broke off fromthe slice, it remained exactly the

sane si ze.

"Ah," said he, nodding wisely; "that's magic.
Dr. Pipt has enchanted the bread and the cheese,
so it will last nme all through ny journey, however

much | eat."”

"Why do you put those things into your nouth?"
asked Scraps, gazing at himin astoni shment. "Do

you need nore stuffing? Then why don't you use
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cotton, such as | amstuffed with?"

"l don't need that kind," said g o.

"But a mouth is to talk with, isn't it?"

"It is also to eat with," replied the boy. "If I
didn't put food into ny nmouth, and eat it, | would

get hungry and starve.

"Ah, | didn't know that," she said. "G ve me

SOone.

G o handed her a bit of the bread and she put it

in her nouth.

"What next?" she asked, scarcely able to speak.

"Chew it and swallow it," said the boy.

Scraps tried that. Her pearl teeth were unable
to chew the bread and beyond her nouth there was
no opening. Being unable to swallow she threw away

the bread and | aughed.

"I must get hungry and starve, for | can't eat,"

she sai d.

"Neither can I," announced the cat; "but I'm
not fool enough to try. Can't you understand
that you and | are superior people and not made

i ke these poor humans?"

"Way should | understand that, or anything

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (52 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:40 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt
el se?" asked the girl. "Don't bother ny head by
aski ng conundrums, | beg of you. Just let ne

di scover nyself in ny own way."

Wth this she began anusing herself by | eaping

across the brook and hack again.

"Be careful, or you'll fall in the water,"

war ned g o.

"Never mnd."

"You'd better. If you get wet you'll be soggy

and can't wal k. Your colors mght run, too,

he sai d.

"Don't my colors run whenever | run?" she asked.

"Not in the way | nean. |If they get wet, the
reds and greens and yell ows and purples of your
pat ches might run into each other and becone

just a blur--no color at all, you know. "

"Then," said the Patchwork Grl, "I'Il be
careful, for if | spoiled nmy splendid colors

woul d cease to be beautiful."

"Pah!" sneered the G ass Cat, "such colors are
not beautiful; they're ugly, and in bad taste.
Pl ease notice that my body has no color at all
I"mtransparent, except for ny exquisite red heart

and ny | ovely pink brains--you can see 'emwork."

" Shoo- shoo-shoo!" cried Scraps, dancing

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (53 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:40 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt
around and | aughi ng. "And your horrid green eyes,
M ss Bungle! You can't see your eyes, but we can,
and | notice you're very proud of what little
col or you have. Shoo, M ss Bungle, shoo-shoo-shoo!
If you were all colors and many colors, as | am

you' d be too stuck up for anything." She |eaped
over the cat and back again, and the startled
Bungl e crept close to a tree to escape her. This

made Scraps | augh nore heartily than ever, and she

sai d:

"Whoop-t edoodl| e- doo!
The cat has | ost her shoe.
Her tootsie's bare, but she don't care,

So what's the odds to you?"

"Dear ne, §o," said the cat; "don't you think

the creature is a little bit crazy?"

"It may be,"” he answered, with a puzzled | ook

"If she continues her insults I'll scratch off

her suspender-button eyes," declared the cat.

"Don't quarrel, please," pleaded the boy, rising
to resunme the journey. "Let us be good conrades
and as happy and cheerful as possible, for we are

likely to nmeet with plenty of trouble on our way."

It was nearly sundown when they cane to the edge

of the forest and saw spread out before thema
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delightful |andscape. There were broad blue fields
stretching for mles over the valley, which was
dotted everywhere with pretty, blue domed houses,
none of which, however, was very near to the place
where they stood. Just at the point where the path
left the forest stood a tiny house covered with
| eaves fromthe trees, and before this stood a
Munchkin man with an axe in his hand. He seened
very much surprised when G o and Scraps and the
d ass Cat came out of the woods, but as the
Pat chwork G rl approached nearer he sat down upon
a bench and | aughed so hard that he coul d not

speak for a long tine.

This man was a woodchopper and lived all al one
inthe little house. He had bushy bl ue whiskers
and nerry blue eyes and his blue clothes were quite

ol d and worn.

"Mercy me!" exclainmed the woodchopper, when at
| ast he could stop |aughing. "Who woul d think such
a funny harlequin lived in the Land of z? Were

did you cone from Crazy-quilt?"

"Do you nean ne?" asked the Patchwork Grl.

"Of course," he replied.

"You m sjudge ny ancestry. |I'mnot a crazy-

quilt; 1'm patchwork," she said.

"There's no difference," he replied, beginning
to | augh again. "Wen nmy old grandnot her sews such

things together she calls it a crazy-quilt; but I
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never thought such a junble could come to life."

"It was the Magic Powder that did it," explained

g o.

"Ch, then you have cone fromthe Crooked

Magi ci an on the nountain. | mght have known it,
for--Well, | declare! here's a glass cat. But the
Magi cian will get in trouble for this; it's

agai nst the | aw for anyone to work nagi c except

G inda the Good and the royal Wzard of Oz. If you
peopl e--or things--or glass spectacles--or crazy-
quilts--or whatever you are, go near the Enerald

Cty, youll be arrested.”

"W're going there, anyhow, " declared
Scraps, sitting upon the bench and sw ngi ng her

stuffed | egs.

"If any of us takes a rest,
We'l|l be arrested sure,
And get no restitution

'Cause the rest we nust endure."

"l see," said the woodchopper, nodding; "you're

as crazy as the crazy-quilt you' re nade of."

"She really is crazy," renmarked the @ ass Cat.
"But that isn't to he wondered at when you
remenber how many different things she's nade of.
For nmy part, |1'm made of pure gl ass--except ny

jewel heart and my pretty pink brains. Dd you
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notice ny brains, stranger? You can see em work."

"So | can," replied the woodchopper; "but |

can't see that they acconplish nmuch. A gl ass cat
is a useless sort of thing, but a Patchwork Grl
is really useful. She makes ne | augh, and | aughter
is the best thing in life. There was once a
woodchopper, a friend of mine, who was nade all of

tin, and | used to laugh every tinme | saw him"

"A tin woodchopper?" said Go. "That is

strange."

"My friend wasn't always tin," said the nan,

"but he was careless with his axe, and used to
chop hinself very badly. Wenever he lost an arm
or aleg he had it replaced with tin; so after a

while he was all tin.

"And could he chop wood then?" asked the boy.

"He could if he didn't rust his tin joints. But
one day he net Dorothy in the forest and went with
her to the Emerald City, where he nade his
fortune. He is now one of the favorites of
Princess Ozma, and she has nmade hi mthe Enperor of

the Wnkies--the Country where all is yellow"

"Who is Dorothy?" inquired the Patchwork Grl.

"Alittle nmaid who used to |live in Kansas, but
is now a Princess of Oz. She's Ozma' s best

friend, they say, and lives with her in the royal
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pal ace. "

"I's Dorothy made of tin?" inquired o

"I's she patchwork, |ike me?" inquired Scraps

"No," said the man; "Dorothy is flesh, just as

am | know of only one tin person, and that is

Ni ck Chopper, the Tin Wodnan; and there will

never be but one Patchwork G rl, for any nagician
that sees you will refuse to nake anot her one like

you.

"l suppose we shall see the Tin Wodman, for we
are going to the Country of the Wnkies," said the

boy.

"What for?" asked the woodchopper.

"To get the left wing of a yellow butterfly."

"It is a long journey," declared the man, "and
you will go through lonely parts of Oz and cross
rivers and traverse dark forests before you get

there."

"Suits me all right," said Scraps. "I'll get a

chance to see the country."

"You're crazy, girl. Better crawml into a rag-bag
and hide there; or give yourself to sone little
girl to play with. Those who travel are likely to

meet trouble; that's why | stay at hone."
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The woodchopper then invited themall to
stay the night at his little hut, but they were
anxious to get on and so left himand continued
al ong the path, which was broader, now, and

nmore distinct.

They expected to reach sone ot her house before
it grew dark, but the twilight was brief and Qo
soon began to fear they had nmade a m stake in

| eavi ng the woodchopper.

"l can scarcely see the path," he said at |ast.

"Can you see it, Scraps?"

"No," replied the Patchwork G rl, who was
hol ding fast to the boy's armso he could

gui de her.

"l can see," declared the Gass Cat. "My eyes

are better than yours, and ny pink brains--"

"Never m nd your pink brains, please," said
G o hastily; "just run ahead and show us the
way. Wait a minute and I'll tie a string to you;

for then you can |lead us."

He got a string fromhis pocket and tied it

around the cat's neck, and after that the creature
gui ded them al ong the path. They had proceeded in
this way for about an hour when a twi nkling blue

| i ght appeared ahead of them

"CGood! there's a house at last," cried go.

"When we reach it the good people will surely
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wel come us and give us a night's |odging." But
however far they wal ked the |light seemed to get
no nearer, so by and by the cat stopped short,

sayi ng:

"I think the light is traveling, too, and we
shal |l never be able to catch up with it. But here

is a house by the roadside, so why go farther?"

"Where is the house, Bungle?"

"Just here beside us, Scraps."

g o was now able to see a small house near
the pathway. It was dark and silent, but the boy
was tired and wanted to rest, so he went up to

t he door and knocked.

"Who is there?" cried a voice fromwthin.

"I am o the Unlucky, and with me are
M ss Scraps Patchwork and the 3 ass Cat," he

replied.

"What do you want?" asked the Voice

"A place to sleep,” said o

"Cone in, then; but don't nmke any noise,
and you nmust go directly to bed," returned the

\Voi ce.

g o unl atched the door and entered. It was

very dark inside and he could see nothing at all
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But the cat exclained: "Wy, there's no one

here! "

"There nmust be," said the boy. "Sone one

spoke to ne."

"l can see everything in the room" replied the
cat, "and no one is present but ourselves. But
here are three beds, all made up, so we nmay as

well go to sleep.”

"What is sleep?" inquired the Patchwork Grl.

"I't's what you do when you go to bed," said g o.

"But why do you go to bed?" persisted the

Pat chwork Grl.

"Here, here! You are making altogether too
much noise," cried the Voice they had heard

before. "Keep quiet, strangers, and go to bed."

The cat, which could see in the dark, |ooked

sharply around for the owner of the Voice, hut
coul d di scover no one, although the Voice had
seenmed cl ose beside them She arched her back
alittle and seenmed afraid. Then she whi spered

to Go: "Cone!" and led himto a bed.

Wth his hands the boy felt of the bed and

found it was big and soft, with feather pillows
and plenty of blankets. So he took off his shoes
and hat and crept into the bed. Then the cat

|l ed Scraps to another bed and the Pat chwork
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Grl was puzzled to know what to do with it.

"Li e down and keep quiet," whispered the

cat, warningly.

"Can't | sing?" asked Scraps.

"Can't | whistle?" asked Scraps.

"Can't | dance till morning, if |I want to?"

asked Scraps.

"You nust keep quiet," said the cat, in a soft

voi ce.

"I don't want to," replied the Patchwork Grl,

speaking as loudly as usual. "Wat right have you
to order me around? If | want to talk, or yell, or
whi stle--"

Bef ore she coul d say anything nore an unseen
hand sei zed her firmy and threw her out of the
door, which closed behind her with a sharp
slam She found herself bunping and rolling in
the road and when she got up and tried to open

the door of the house again she found it | ocked.

"What has happened to Scraps?" asked G o.

"Never mnd. Let's go to sleep, or sonething

will happen to us," answered the d ass Cat.

So g o snuggl ed down in his bed and fel

asl eep, and he was so tired that he never
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wakened until broad daylight.

Chapter Seven

The Troubl esome Phonogr aph

When t he boy opened his eyes next norning he

| ooked carefully around the room These snall
Munchki n houses sel dom had nore than one roomin
them That in which G o now found hinsel f had
three beds, set all in a row on one side of it.
The d ass Cat |ay asleep on one bed, o was in
the second, and the third was neatly nade up and
snoot hed for the day. On the other side of the
roomwas a round table on which breakfast was

al ready placed, snoking hot. Only one chair was
drawn up to the table, where a place was set for
one person. No one seened to be in the room except

the boy and Bungl e.

Qo got up and put on his shoes. Finding a
toilet stand at the head of his bed he washed his
face and hands and brushed his hair. Then he

went to the table and said:

"I wonder if this is ny breakfast?"

"Eat it!" commanded a Voice at his side, so

near that g o junped; But no person could he
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See.

He was hungry, and the breakfast | ooked
good; so he sat down and ate all he want ed.
Then, rising, he took his hat and wakened the

d ass Cat.

"Come on, Bungle," said he; "we nust go.

He cast another gl ance about the room and,
speaking to the air, he said: "Woever lives here

has been kind to me, and |I'm nmuch obliged."

There was no answer, so he took his basket
and went out the door, the cat follow ng him
In the middle of the path sat the Patchwork

Grl, playing with pebbles she had picked up

"Ch, there you are!" she exclainmed cheerfully.
"1 thought you were never comng out. It has been

daylight a long tinme."

"What did you do all night?" asked the boy.

"Sat here and watched the stars and the

moon, " she replied. "They're interesting. | never

saw t hem bef ore, you know. "

"Of course not," said §o.

"You were crazy to act so badly and get

thrown outdoors," remarked Bungle, as they

renewed their journey.
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"That's all right," said Scraps. "If | hadn't
been thrown out | wouldn't have seen the stars,

nor the big gray wolf."

"What wol f?" inquired go

"The one that cane to the door of the house

three tines during the night."

"l don't see why that should be," said the
boy, thoughtfully; "there was plenty to eat in
that house, for | had a fine breakfast, and

slept in a nice bed."

"Don't you feel tired?" asked the Patchwork

Grl, noticing that the boy yawned.

"Why, yes; I'mas tired as | was |ast night;

and yet | slept very well."

"And aren't you hungry?"

"It's strange," replied Go. "I had a good
breakfast, and yet | think I'lIl now eat some of

my crackers and cheese."

Scraps danced up and down the path. Then

she sang:

"Ki zzl e- kazzl e- kore;
The wolf is at the door,
There's nothing to eat but a bone w thout neat,

And a bill fromthe grocery store."
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"What does that nmean?" asked Q o.

"Don't ask ne," replied Scraps. "l say what
cones into ny head, but of course | know not hing
of a grocery store or bones w thout neat or

very much el se."

"No," said the cat; "she's stark, staring,
raving crazy, and her brains can't be pink, for

they don't work properly."

"Bot her the brains!" cried Scraps. "Wo cares
for 'em anyhow? Have you noticed how beautiful my

patches are in this sunlight?"

Just then they heard a sound as of footsteps
pattering along the path behind themand all three
turned to see what was coming. To their

astoni shmrent they beheld a small round table
running as fast as its four spindle | egs could
carry it, and to the top was screwed fast a

phonograph with a big gold horn

"Hold on!" shouted the phonograph. "Wait for

me! "

"CGoodness ne; it's that nusic thing which the
Crooked Magician scattered the Powder of Life

over," said go.

"So it is," returned Bungle, in a grunpy tone of
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voi ce; and then, as the phonograph overtook them
the @ ass Cat added sternly: "Wat are you doing

here, anyhow?"

"I'"ve run away," said the nmusic thing. "After

you left, old Dr. Pipt and | had a dreadfu

quarrel and he threatened to snash ne to pieces if
I didn't keep quiet. OF course | wouldn't do that,
because a tal ki ng-machine is supposed to talk and
make a noi se--and sonetines nusic. So | slipped out
of the house while the Magician was stirring his
four kettles and |'ve been running after you all
night. Now that |'ve found such pl easant conpany,

I can talk and play tunes all | want to."

G o was greatly annoyed by this unwel conme
addition to their party. At first he did not know
what to say to the newconer, but a little thought

deci ded himnot to make friends.

"We are traveling on inportant business," he
decl ared, "and you'll excuse nme if | say we can't

be bot hered. "

"How very inpolite!" exclainmed the phonograph

"I"'msorry; but it's true," said the boy. "You'l

have to go sonewhere el se."

"This is very unkind treatnent, | nust say,
whi ned t he phonograph, in an injured tone.
"Everyone seens to hate ne, and yet | was intended

to amuse people.”
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"It isn't you we hate, especially," observed
the Gass Cat; "it's your dreadful mnusic. Wen
I lived in the same roomwi th you I was nuch
annoyed by your squeaky horn. It grow s and
grunmbl es and clicks and scratches so it spoils

the music, and your machinery runbles so that

the racket drowns every tune you attenpt."

"That isn't nmy fault; it's the fault of ny
records. | nust admt that | haven't a clear

record," answered the machi ne.

"Just the sane, you'll have to go away," said

g o.

"WAit a minute," cried Scraps. "This nusic

thing interests me. | remenber to have heard
music when | first came to life, and I would like
to hear it again. What is your name, ny poor

abused phonograph?"

"Victor Colunbia Edison," it answered.

"Well, | shall call you '"Vic' for short," said
the Patchwork Grl. "Go ahead and play something."
"I't'I'l drive you crazy," warned the cat.

"I'"'mcrazy now, according to your statenent.

Loosen up and reel out the nmusic, Vic."

"The only record | have with nme," expl ai ned

t he phonograph, "is one the Mugician attached
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just before we had our quarrel. It's a highly

cl assical composition."

"A what?" inquired Scraps.

"It is classical nusic, and is considered the

best and nost puzzling ever nanufactured.

You' re supposed to like it, whether you do or

not, and if you don't, the proper thing is to | ook

as if you did. Understand?"

"Not in the least," said Scraps

"Then, listen!"

At once the nmachine began to play and in a
few mnutes Go put his hands to his ears to
shut out the sounds and the cat snarled and

Scraps began to Jaugh.

"Cut it out, Vic," she said. "That's enough."

But the phonograph continued playing the dreary
tune, so o seized the crank, jerked it free and
threwit into the road. However, the nonent the
crank struck the ground it hounded back to the
machi ne again and began winding it up. And stil

the music pl ayed.

"Let's run!" cried Scraps, and they all started
and ran down the path as fast as they could go.
But the phonograph was right behind them

and could run and play at the sane tinme. It

call ed out, reproachfully:
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"What's the matter? Don't you | ove cl assica

musi c?"

"No, Vic," said Scraps, halting. "W will
passi cal the classical and preserve what joy we
have | eft. | haven't any nerves, thank goodness,

but your music nakes my cotton shrink."

"Then turn over ny record. There's a rag-tine

tune on the other side,"” said the machi ne.

"What's rag-ti ne?"

"The opposite of classical."

"Al'l right," said Scraps, and turned over the

record

The phonograph now began to play a jerky junble

of sounds which proved so bewildering that after a
monent Scraps stuffed her patchwork apron into the
gold horn and cried: "Stop--stop! That's the other

extreme. It's extrenely bad!"

Muf fled as it was, the phonograph played on

"If you don't shut off that music I'll snash

your record,"” threatened Qo

The nusic stopped, at that, and the nachine
turned its horn fromone to another and said
with great indignation: "Wat's the matter

now? Is it possible you can't appreciate rag-
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time?"

"Scraps ought to, being rags herself,” said
the cat; "but | sinply can't stand it; it nakes

my whi skers curl."

"I't is, indeed, dreadful!" exclained o, with

a shudder.

"It's enough to drive a crazy |ady nad,"

murnured the Patchwork Grl. "I'Il tell you what,
Vic," she added as she snoot hed out her apron and
put it on again, "for some reason or other you've
m ssed your guess. You're not a concert; you're a

nui sance.

"Music hath charms to soot he the savage

breast," asserted the phonograph sadly.

"Then we're not savages. | advise you to go

hone and beg the Magician's pardon.”

"Never! He'd smash ne."

"That's what we shall do, if you stay here,"

g o decl ared.

"Run along, Vic, and bother sone one else,"
advi sed Scraps. "Find sone one who is rea
wi cked, and stay with himtill he repents. In

that way you can do sone good in the world."

The nusic thing turned silently away and

trotted down a side path, toward a di stant
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Munchki n vill age.

"I's that the way we go?" asked Bungl e anxi ously.

"No," said Go; "I think we shall keep straight
ahead, for this path is the wi dest and best.
When we cone to sonme house we will inquire

the way to the Enerald City."

Chapt er Ei ght

The foolish OM and the Wse Donkey

On they went, and half an hour's steady wal ki ng
brought themto a house somewhat better than the
two they had already passed. It stood close to the
roadsi de and over the door was a sign that read:
"M ss Foolish OM and M. Wse Donkey: Public

Advi sers. "

Wen G o read this sign al oud Scraps said
| aughingly: "Well, here is a place to get all the

advi ce we want, maybe nore than we need. Let's go

in.

The boy knocked at the door

"Cone in!" called a deep bass voice

So they opened the door and entered the house,
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where a little |ight-brown donkey, dressed in a
bl ue apron and a blue cap, was engaged in dusting
the furniture with a blue cloth. On a shelf over
the wi ndow sat a great blue owl with a blue
sunbonnet on her head, blinking her big round

eyes at the visitors.

"Good norning," said the donkey, in his deep
voi ce, which seened bigger than he was. "Did

you cone to us for advice?"

"Way, we cane, anyhow," replied Scraps, "and now
we are here we may as well have sone advice. It's

free, isn't it?"

"Certainly," said the donkey. "Advice doesn't
cost anything--unless you followit. Permit ne to
say, by the way, that you are the queerest |ot of
travel ers that ever cane to ny shop. Judgi ng you
nmerely by appearances, | think you'd better talk

to the Foolish OM yonder."

They turned to | ook at the bird, which fluttered
its wings and stared back at themwith its big

eyes.

"Hoot-ti-toot-ti-toot!" cried the ow .

"Fi ddl e-cum f oo,

Howdy- do?

Ri ddl e-cum tiddl e-cum

Too-ra-1la-1oo!"
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"That beats your poetry, Scraps," said g o.

"I't's just nonsense!" declared the d ass Cat.

"But it's good advice for the foolish," said
the donkey, admringly. "Listen to nmy partner,

and you can't go w ong.

Said the owl in a grunbling voice

"Patchwork G rl has cone to life;
No one's sweet heart, no one's wife;
Lacki ng sense and | oving fun,

She' || be snubbed by everyone."

"Quite a conpliment! Quite a conplinent, |

decl are,” exclainmed the donkey, turning to | ook at
Scraps. "You are certainly a wonder, ny dear, and
I fancy you'd make a splendid pincushion. If you
bel onged to ne, |I'd wear snoked gl asses when |

| ooked at you."

"Why?" asked the Patchwork Grl.

"Because you are so gay and gaudy."

"It is my beauty that dazzles you," she
asserted. "You Munchkin people all strut around in

your stupid blue color, while I--"
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"You are wong in calling ne a Munchkin,"

interrupted the donkey, "for | was born in the
Land of Mp and cane to visit the Land of Oz
on the day it was shut off fromall the rest of

the world. So here | amobliged to stay, and

confess it is a very pleasant country to live in."

"Hoot-ti-toot!" cried the ow ;

"g o's searching for a charm
" Cause Unc Nunkie's cone to harm
Charns are scarce; they're hard to get;

Qo's got a job, you bet!"

"I's the oWl so very foolish?" asked the boy.

"Extrenely so," replied the donkey. "Notice what
vul gar expressions she uses. But | adnire the ow
for the reason that she is positively foolish

OM s are supposed to be so very wi se, generally,
that a foolish one is unusual, and you perhaps
know t hat anything or anyone unusual is sure to be

interesting to the wse."

The ow flapped its wings again, muttering

t hese words:

"It's hard to be a glassy cat--
No cat can be nore hard than that;
She's so transparent, every act

Is clear to us, and that's a fact."
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"Have you noticed ny pink brains?" inquired

Bungl e, proudly. "You can see 'em work."

"Not in the daytine," said the donkey. "She
can't see very well by day, poor thing. But her

advice is excellent. | advise you all to followit."

"The ow hasn't given us any advice, as yet,"

the boy decl ared.

"No? Then what do you call all those sweet

poens?"

"Just foolishness,"” replied go. "Scraps does

the sane thing."

"Fool i shness! O course! To be sure! The Foolish
OM nust be foolish or she wouldn't be the Foolish
OM. You are very conplimentary to ny partner,

i ndeed, " asserted the donkey, rubbing his front

hoofs together as if highly pleased.

"The sign says that you are w se," renmarked

Scraps to the donkey. "I wi sh you would prove it."

"Wth great pleasure," returned the beast.
"Put nme to the test, ny dear Patches, and I|'|

prove nmy wisdomin the wink of an eye

"What is the best way to get to the Enerald

Cty?" asked g o.

"Wal k, " said the donkey.
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"1 know, but what road shall | take?" was the

boy's next question

"The road of yellow bricks, of course. It |eads

directly to the Enerald Gty."

"And how shall we find the road of yellow

bri cks?"

"By keeping along the path you have been
following. You'll come to the yellow bricks pretty
soon, and you'll know them when you see them
because they're the only yellow things in the

bl ue country."

"Thank you," said the boy. "At last you have

told nme sonething.”

"I's that the extent of your w sdon?" asked

Scr aps.

"No," replied the donkey; "I know many

other things, but they wouldn't interest you

So I'll give you a last word of advice: nove on
for the sooner you do that the sooner you'l

get to the Enerald City of Oz."

"Hoot-ti-toot-ti-toot-ti-too!" screeched the ow ;

"OFf you go! fast or slow,
Where you're going you don't know.

Pat ches, Bungl e, Michkin |ad,

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (77 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:41 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt
Faci ng fortunes good and bad,
Meeti ng dangers grave and sad,
Sonetinmes worried, sonetines gl ad--
Where you're going you don't know,

Nor do I, but off you go!"

"Sounds like a hint, to me," said the Patchwork Grl.

"Then let's take it and go," replied G o.

They sai d good-bye to the Wse Donkey and the

Foolish OM and at once resuned their journey.

Chapter N ne

They Meet the Whozy

"There seemto be very few houses around here,

after all," remarked G o, after they had wal ked

for atinme in silence.

"Never mnd," said Scraps; "we are not | ooking
for houses, but rather the road of yellow bricks.
Wn't it be funny to run across something yell ow

in this dismal blue country?"

"There are worse colors than yellowin this
country," asserted the ass Cat, in a spiteful

tone.
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"Ch; do you nean the pink pebbles you cal
your brains, and your red heart and green eyes?"

asked the Patchwork Grl.

"No; | mean you, if you rmust know it," grow ed
the cat.
"You're jealous!" laughed Scraps. "You'd give

your whiskers for a |l ovely variegated conpl exi on

li ke mne."

"l wouldn't!" retorted the cat. "I've the
cl earest conplexion in the world, and | don't

enpl oy a beauty-doctor, either."

"l see you don't," said Scraps.

"Pl ease don't quarrel," begged Go. "This is an
i mportant journey, and quarreling makes me
di scouraged. To be brave, one nust be cheerful, so

I hope you will be as good-tenpered as possible."

They had travel ed sonme di stance when suddenly
they faced a high fence which barred any further
progress straight ahead. It ran directly across
the road and enclosed a small forest of tall
trees, set close together. Wen the group of
adventurers peered through the bars of the fence
they thought this forest |ooked nore gl oony and

forbi dding than any they had ever seen before.

They soon di scovered that the path they had
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been foll owi ng now nmade a bend and passed
around the encl osure, but what made G o stop
and | ook thoughtful was a sign painted on the

f ence which read:

"BEWARE COF THE WOOZY!"

"That neans," he said, "that there's a Wozy
inside that fence, and the Wozy nust be a
dangerous animal or they wouldn't tell people

to beware of it."

"Let's keep out, then," replied Scraps. "That
path is outside the fence, and M. Wozy nay have

all his little forest to hinself, for all we care."

"But one of our errands is to find a Wozy,"
g o expl ained. "The Magician wants nme to get

three hairs fromthe end of a Wozy's tail."

"Let's go on and find sone other Wozy,"
suggested the cat. "This one is ugly and
dangerous, or they wouldn't cage hi mup. Maybe

we shall find another that is tane and gentle."

"Perhaps there isn't any other, at all,"
answered g o. "The sign doesn't say: 'Beware a
Whozy'; it says: 'Beware the Whozy,' which may,

mean there's only one in all the Land of Qz.

"Then," said Scraps, "suppose we go in and

find hin? Very likely if we ask himpolitely to
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let us pull three hairs out of the tip of his tai

he won't hurt us."

"I't would hurt him |'msure, and that would

make himcross,"” said the cat.

"You needn't worry, Bungle," remarked the
Patchwork G rl; "for if there is danger you can

climb atree. o and | are not afraid; are we,

g 07"

"I am a little," the boy admtted; "but this

danger must be faced, if we intend to save poor

Unc Nunkie. How shall we get over the fence?"

"Cinb," answered Scraps, and at once she began
climbing up the rows of bars. G o foll owed and
found it nore easy than he had expected. Wien they
got to the top of the fence they began to get down
on the other side and soon were in the forest. The
@ ass Cat, being small, crept between the | ower

bars and j oi ned them

Here there was no path of any sort, so they
entered the woods, the boy | eading the way,
and wandered through the trees until they were
nearly in the center of the forest. They now
came upon a clear space in which stood a rocky

cave.

So far they had net no living creature, but
when o saw the cave he knew it nust be the

den of the Wozy.
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It is hard to face any savage beast wi thout

a sinking of the heart, but still nore terrifying
is it to face an unknown beast, which you have
never seen even a picture of. So there is little
wonder that the pul ses of the Miunchki n boy

beat fast as he and his conpani ons stood facing
the cave. The opening was perfectly square,

and about big enough to adnmit a goat.

"l guess the Wozy is asleep,” said Scraps.

"Shall | throwin a stone, to waken hinf"

"No; please don't," answered G o, his voice

trenbling a little. "I"'min no hurry."

But he had not long to wait, for the Wozy
heard the sound of voices and came trotting out
of his cave. As this is the only Wozy that has
ever lived, either in the Land of Oz or out of

it, I rmust describe it to you

The creature was all squares and flat surfaces
and edges. Its head was an exact square, |ike
one of the building-blocks a child plays with;
therefore it had no ears, but heard sounds
through two openings in the upper corners. Its
nose, being in the center of a square surface,
was flat, while the mouth was formed by the
openi ng of the | ower edge of the block. The
body of the Wozy was much larger than its
head, but was |ikew se bl ock-shaped- - bei ng

twice as long as it was wi de and high. The tai
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was square and stubby and perfectly straight,
and the four legs were made in the sane way,
each being four-sided. The ani nal was covered
with a thick, snooth skin and had no hair at all
except at the extrene end of its tail, where there
grew exactly three stiff, stubby hairs. The beast
was dark blue in color and his face was not
fierce nor ferocious in expression, but rather

good- hunored and drol |

Seei ng the strangers, the Wozy folded his
hind legs as if they Lad been hinged and sat

down to | ook his visitors over.

"Well, well," he exclaimnmed; "what a queer |ot

you are! at first | thought some of those

m serabl e Munchkin farners had cone to annoy ne,
but I amrelieved to find you in their stead. It
is plain to ne that you are a renarkabl e group--as
remarkabl e in your way as | amin mne--and so you
are wel cone to my domain. Nice place, isn't it?

But | onesone-dreadfully | onesone."

"Why did they shut you up here?" asked
Scraps, who was regardi ng the queer, square

creature with nuch curiosity.

"Because | eat up all the honey-bees which
the Munchkin farmers who |ive around here

keep to make them honey."

"Are you fond of eating honey-bees?" inquired

the boy.
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"Very. They are really delicious. But the
farmers did not like to |ose their bees and so
they tried to destroy me. O course they couldn't

do that."

"Wy not ?"

"My skin is so thick and tough that nothing can
get through it to hurt ne. So, finding they could
not destroy me, they drove ne into this forest and

built a fence around ne. Unkind, wasn't it?"

"But what do you eat now?" asked g o.

"Nothing at all. 1've tried the | eaves fromthe
trees and the nobsses and creepi ng vines, but they
don't seemto suit nmy taste. So, there being no

honey-bees here, |'ve eaten nothing for years.

"You rmust be awfully hungry," said the boy.
"I'"ve got sone bread and cheese in ny basket.

Woul d you like that kind of food?"

"Gve ne anibble and I will try it; then
can tell you better whether it is grateful to my

appetite," returned the Wozy.

So the boy opened his basket and broke a
pi ece off the |oaf of bread. He tossed it toward
the Whozy, who cleverly caught it in his nmouth

and ate it in a tw nkling.

"That's rather good," declared the aninal.

"Any nore?"
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"Try some cheese," said o, and threw down a

pi ece.

The Wozy ate that, too, and snacked its |ong,

thin lips.

"That's mghty good!" it exclaimed. "Any nore?"

"Plenty," replied go. So he sat down on a Stunp
and fed the Whozy bread and cheese for a | ong
time; for, no matter how nmuch the boy broke off,

the |l oaf and the slice remained just as big.

"That' |l do," said the Wozy, at last; "I'm
quite full. I hope the strange food won't give

me i ndi gestion.

"I hope not," said Ggo. "It's what | eat."

"Well, | nust say |I'mnuch obliged, and
I"mglad you cane," announced the beast. "Is
there anything | can do in return for your

ki ndness?"

"Yes," said o earnestly, "you have it in

your power to do me a great favor, if you will."

"VWhat is it?" asked the Wozy. "Nane the

favor and | will grant it.

"I--1 want three hairs fromthe tip of your

tail," said Go, with sone hesitation
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"Three hairs! Wiy, that's all | have--on ny

tail or anywhere el se," exclained the beast.

"I know;, but | want themvery nuch."

"They are ny sol e ornanents, ny prettiest
feature," said the Wozy, uneasily. "If | give

up those three hairs I--1"mjust a bl ockhead."

"Yet | must have them" insisted the boy,

firmy, and he then told the Wozy all about the
accident to Unc Nunkie and Margol otte, and how t he
three hairs were to be a part of the nmagic charm
that would restore themto life. The beast
listened with attention and when G o had fi ni shed

the recital it said, with a sigh.

"l always keep my word, for | pride myself on
bei ng square. So you may have the three hairs, and
wel cone. | think, under such circunstances, it

woul d be selfish in me to refuse you."

"Thank you! Thank you very nuch,” cried
the boy, joyfully. "May | pull out the hairs

now?"

"Any time you like," answered the Wozy.

So Go went up to the queer creature and
taking hold of one of the hairs began to pull.
He pulled harder. He pulled with all his mght;

but the hair remai ned fast.

"What's the troubl e?" asked the Wozy,

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (86 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:41 AM]



file:///F|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20The%207%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl %200f%200z,%20T he.txt

which g o had dragged here and there all
around the clearing in his endeavor to pull out

the hair.

"It won't cone,"” said the boy, panting.

"I was afraid of that," declared the beast.

"You'll have to pull harder."

“I''l'l help you," exclainmed Scraps, coming to
the boy's side. "You pull the hair, and I'l1 pul

you, and together we ought to get it out easily."

"Wait a jiffy," called the Wozy, and then
it went to a tree and hugged it with its front
paws, so that its body couldn't be dragged

around by the pull. "Al ready, now. Go ahead!"

Qo grasped the hair with both hands and

pulled with all his strength, while Scraps seized
the boy around his wai st and added her strength
to his. But the hair wouldn't budge. Instead, it
slipped out of g o's hands and he and Scraps

both rolled upon the ground in a heap and never
stopped until they bunped agai nst the rocky

cave.

"Gve it up," advised the dass Cat, as the

boy arose and assisted the Patchwork Grl to her
feet. "A dozen strong nmen couldn't pull out
those Hairs. | believe they're clinched on the

under side of the Wozy's thick skin."
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"Then what shall | do?" asked the boy,
despairingly. "If on our return | fail to take
these three hairs to the Crooked Magician, the
other things | have cone to seek will be of no
use at all, and we cannot restore Unc Nunkie

and Margolotte to life."

"They're goners, | guess," said the Patchwork
Grl.
"Never mnd," added the cat. "I can't see that

old Unc and Margolotte are worth all this trouble,

anyhow. "

But Qo did not feel that way. He was so
di sheartened that he sat down upon a stunp and

began to cry.

The Wbozy | ooked at the boy thoughtfully.

"Wy don't you take me with you?" asked the
beast. "Then, when at |ast you get to the
Magi ci an' s house, he can surely find sone way to

pul | out those three hairs."

g o was overjoyed at this suggestion.

"That's it!" he cried, wiping away the tears
and springing to his feet with a smle. "If | take
the three hairs to the Magician, it won't natter

if they are still in your body."

"It can't matter in the |least," agreed the

Woozy.
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"Come on, then," said the boy, picking up his
basket; "let us start at once. | have several other

things to find, you know. "

But the Class Cat gave a little | augh and

inquired in her scornful way:

"How do you intend to get the beast out of this

forest ?"

That puzzled themall for a tine.

"Let us go to the fence, and then we may find a
way, " suggested Scraps. So they wal ked through the
forest to the fence, reaching it at a point
exactly opposite that where they had entered the

encl osur e.

"How did you get in?" asked the Wozy.

"W clinbed over," answered Qo

"I can't do that," said the beast. "I'ma very
swift runner, for | can overtake a honey-bee as
it flies; and | can junp very high, which is the
reason they nmade such a tall fence to keep ne

in. But | can't clinb at all, and I'mtoo big to

squeeze between the bars of the fence."

o tried to think what to do.

"Can you di g?" he asked.

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (89 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:41 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

"No," answered the Wyozy, "for | have no
claws. My feet are quite flat on the bottom of
them Nor can | gnaw away the boards, as

have no teeth."

"You're not such a terrible creature, after all,"

remar ked Scraps.

"You haven't heard ne growl, or you wouldn't say
that," declared the Wozy. "Wen | grow, the
sound echoes like thunder all through the valleys
and woodl ands, and children trenmble with fear, and
wonen cover their heads with their aprons, and big
men run and hide. | suppose there is nothing in
the world so terrible to listen to as the grow of

a Wosy. "

"Pl ease don't growl, then," begged g o,

earnestly.

"There is no danger of my growing, for

I amnot angry. Only when angry do | utter

my fearful, ear-splitting, soul-shuddering grow .
Al so, when | amangry, ny eyes flash fire,

whet her | growl or not."

"Real fire?" asked §o.

"OF course, real fire. Do you suppose they'd
flash imtation fire?" inquired the Wozy, in an

i njured tone.

"In that case, |'ve solved the riddle," cried
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Scraps, dancing with glee. "Those fence-boards
are made of wood, and if the Wozy stands
close to the fence and lets his eyes flash fire,
they might set fire to the fence and burn it up
Then he could wal k away with us easily, being

free. "

"Ah, | have never thought of that plan, or |

woul d have been free |long ago," said the Wozy.
"But | cannot flash fire fromny eyes unless | am
very angry."

"Can't you get angry 'bout sonething, please?"

asked G o.

"Il try. You just say 'Krizzle-Kroo' to ne.

"WIIl that make you angry?" inquired the boy-~.

"Terribly angry."

"What does it nean?" asked Scraps.

"I don't know, that's what nakes nme so angry,"

re-plied the Wozy.

He then stood close to the fence, with his

head near one of the boards, and Scraps called out
"Krizzle-Kroo!" Then Qo said "Krizzle-Kroo!"

and the dass Cat said "Krizzle-Kroo!" The Wozy
began to trenble with anger and snmal| sparks
darted fromhis eyes. Seeing this, they all cried
"Krizzl e-Kroo!" together, and that nade the

beast's eyes flash fire so fiercely that the
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fence-board caught the sparks and began to snoke.
Then it burst into flane, and the Wozy stepped

back and said triunmphantly:

"Aha! That did the business, all right. It was
a happy thought for you to yell all together, for
that made nme as angry as | have ever been

Fi ne sparks, weren't they?"

"Reg' lar fireworks," replied Scraps, admiringly.
In a few monments the board had burned to a

di stance of several feet, |eaving an opening big
enough for themall to pass through. Qo broke
sone branches froma tree and with them

whi pped the fire until it was extinguished.

"W don't want to burn the whol e fence

down, " said he, "for the flames would attract
the attention of the Munchkin farners, who
woul d then cone and capture the Wozy again.

I guess they'll be rather surprised when they

find he's escaped.”

"So they will," declared the Wozy, chuckling
gleefully. "Wen they find |I'mgone the farners
will be badly scared, for they'll expect nme to eat

up their honey-bees, as | did before."

"That reminds ne," said the boy, "that you nust

promi se not to eat honey-bees while you are in our

conpany. "
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"None at all?"

"Not a bee. You would get us all into trouble,
and we can't afford to have any nore trouble than
is necessary. |'ll feed you all the bread and

cheese you want, and that nust satisfy you."

"Al'l right; 1I'll promse," said the Wozy,
cheerfully. "And when | prom se anything you

can depend on it, 'cause |'msquare."

"l don't see what difference that makes,"
observed the Patchwork Grl, as they found the
pat h and continued their journey. "The shape

doesn't make a thing honest, does it?"

"COF course it does," returned the Wozy, very
deci dedly. "No one could trust that Crooked
Magi ci an, for instance, just because he is

crooked; but a square Wozy couldn't do anyt hing

crooked if he wanted to."

"I am neither square nor crooked," said

Scraps, |ooking down at her plunp body.

"No; you're round, so you're liable to do
anything," asserted the Wozy. "Do not blane ne,
M ss Gorgeous, if | regard you with suspicion

Many a satin ribbon has a cotton back."

Scraps didn't understand this, but she had an
uneasy m sgiving that she had a cotton back
herself. It would settle down, at tines, and make

her squat and dunpy, and then she had to rol
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herself in the road until her body stretched out again.

Chapter Ten

Shaggy Man to the Rescue

They had not gone very far before Bungle, who had
run on ahead, came boundi ng back to say that the
road of yellow bricks was just before them At

once they hurried forward to see what this fanous

road | ooked |i ke.

It was a broad road, but not straight, for it
wandered over hill and dale and picked out the
easi est places to go. Al its Iength and breadth
was paved with snooth bricks of a bright yell ow
color, so it was snooth and | evel except in a few
pl aces where the bricks had crunbl ed or been
renoved, |eaving holes that m ght cause the unwary

to stunbl e.

"I wonder," said go, |ooking up and down the

road, "which way to go."

"Where are you bound for?" asked the Wozy.

"The Enerald Cty," he replied.

"Then go west," said the Whozy. "I know this

road pretty well, for I've chased many a honey-bee

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (94 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:41 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

over it."

"Have you ever been to the Emerald Gty?"

asked Scraps.

"No. | amvery shy by nature, as you may have

noticed, so | haven't mingled nuch in society."

"Are you afraid of nen?" inquired the Patchwork

Grl.

"Me? Wth my heart-rending grow -ny horri bl e,
shudderful growl ? I should say not. | am not

afraid of anything," declared the Wozy.

"I wish | could say the sane," sighed Go. "I

don't think we need be afraid when we get to the
Enerald City, for Unc Nunkie has told nme that

Qzma, our girl Ruler, is very lovely and kind, and
tries to help everyone who is in trouble. But they
say there are nmany dangers lurking on the road to

the great Fairy City, and so we nust be very

careful . "
"l hope nothing will break ne," said the
@ ass Cat, in a nervous voice. "I'ma little brittle,

you know, and can't stand many hard knocks."

"If anything should fade the colors of my lovely

patches it would break ny heart," said the

Patchwork Grl.

"I"'mnot sure you have a heart," G o reninded

her.

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (95 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:41 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

"Then it would break nmy cotton," persisted
Scraps. "Do you think they are all fast colors,

g 0?" she asked anxiously.

"They seem fast enough when you run," he
replied; and then, |ooking ahead of them he

excl ai ned: "Oh, what |ovely trees!"

They were certainly pretty to | ook upon and
the travelers hurried forward to observe them

nore cl osely.

"Way, they are not trees at all," said Scraps;

"they are just nonstrous plants."

That is what they really were: masses of great
broad | eaves which rose fromthe ground far into
the air, until they towered twi ce as high as the
top of the Patchwork Grl's head, who was a little
taller than Go. The plants formed rows on both
sides of the road and from each plant rose a dozen
or nmore of the big broad | eaves, which swayed
continually fromside to side, although no w nd
was bl owi ng. But the nobst curious thing about the
swayi ng | eaves was their color. They seened to
have a general groundwork of blue, but here and
there other colors glinted at tines through the

bl ue- - gorgeous yell ows, turning to pink, purple,
orange and scarlet, mngled with nore sober browns
and grays--each appearing as a blotch or stripe
anywhere on a | eaf and then di sappearing, to be

repl aced by some other color of a different shape.
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The changeful coloring of the great |eaves was
very beautiful, but it was bew ldering, as well,
and the novelty of the scene drew our travelers
close to the line of plants, where they stood

wat ching themw th rapt interest.

Suddenly a | eaf bent |ower than usual and

touched the Patchwork Grl. Swiftly it envel oped
her in its enbrace, covering her conpletely in
its thick folds, and then it swayed back upon its

stem

"Why, she's gone!" gasped Q o, in anazenent, and
listening carefully he thought he could hear the
muf fl ed screams of Scraps conming fromthe center
of the folded leaf. But, before he could think
what he ought to do to save her, another |eaf bent
down and captured the dass Cat, rolling around
the little creature until she was conpletely

hi dden, and then straightening up again upon its

stem

"Look out," cried the Wozy. "Run! Run

fast, or you are lost."

Q o turned and saw the Wbozy runni ng
swiftly up the road. But the |ast |eaf of the row
of plants seized the beast even as he ran and

instantly he di sappeared from sight.

The boy had no chance to escape. Half a dozen of
the great |eaves were bending toward himfrom
different directions and as he stood hesitating

one of themclutched himin its enbrace. In a
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flash he was in the dark. Then he felt hinself
gently lifted until he was swaying in the air,
with the folds of the | eaf hugging himon all

si des.

At first he struggled hard to escape, crying
out in anger: "Let ne go! Let ne go!" But

nei ther struggles nor protests had any effect
what ever. The leaf held himfirmy and he was

a prisoner.”

Then G o quieted hinself and tried to think
Despair fell upon himwhen he renmenbered that al
his little party had been captured, even as he

was, and there was none to save them

"I mght have expected it," he sobbed,
mserably. "I'"'mgo the Unlucky, and sonething

dreadful was sure to happen to me."

He pushed against the leaf that held himand
found it to be soft, but thick and firm It was
like a great bandage all around himand he
found it difficult to nmove his body or linmbs in

order to change their position

The m nutes passed and becane hours. Qo
wonder ed how | ong one could live in such a
condition and if the leaf would gradually sap
his strength and even his life, in order to feed
itself. The little Munchkin boy had never heard
of any person dying in the Land of Oz, but he

knew one could suffer a great deal of pain. Hs
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greatest fear at this tinme was that he woul d
al ways remain inprisoned in the beautiful |eaf

and never see the light of day again.

No sound came to himthrough the |eaf; all

around was intense silence. o wondered if Scraps
had stopped screaming, or if the folds of the |eaf
prevented his hearing her. By and by he thought he
heard a whistle, as of some one whistling a tune.
Yes; it really must be sone one whistling, he
decided, for he could follow the strains of a
pretty Munchkin mel ody that Unc Nunkie used to
sing to him The sounds were | ow and sweet and,

al though they reached g o's ears very faintly,

they were clear and harnoni ous.

Could the | eaf whistle, G o wondered? Nearer and
nearer cane the sounds and then they seemed to be
just the other side of the | eaf that was huggi ng

hi m

Suddenly the whol e | eaf toppled and fell

carrying the boy with it, and while he sprawl ed at
full length the folds slowy relaxed and set him
free. He scranbled quickly to his feet and found
that a strange man was standing before him-a man
SO curious in appearance that the boy stared with

round eyes.

He was a big nan, with shaggy whi skers, shaggy
eyebrows, shaggy hair--but kindly blue eyes that
were gentle as those of a cow On his head was a
green velvet hat with a jewel ed band, which was

all shaggy around the brim Rich but shaggy | aces
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were at his throat; a coat with shaggy edges was
decorated with dianond buttons; the vel vet
breeches had jewel ed buckl es at the knees and
shags all around the bottonms. On his breast hung a
medal | i on bearing a picture of Princess Dorothy of
@z, and in his hand, as he stood | ooking at g o,

was a sharp knife shaped |i ke a dagger.

"Ch!" exclaimed o, greatly astonished at the
sight of this stranger; and then he added: "Wo

has saved me, sir?"

"Can't you see?" replied the other, with a

smle; "lI'mthe Shaggy Man."

"Yes; | can see that," said the boy, nodding.

"Was it you who rescued ne fromthe | eaf?"

"None other, you nay be sure. But take care,

or | shall have to rescue you again."

g o gave a junp, for he saw several broad

| eaves | eaning toward him but the Shaggy Man
began to whistle again, and at the sound the
| eaves all straightened up on their stens and

kept still.

The man now took G o's armand |l ed him
up the road, past the last of the great plants,
and not till he was safely beyond their reach did

he cease his whistling.

"You see, the nusic charms 'em" said he.
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"Singing or whistling--it doesn't matter which--
makes ' em behave, and nothing else will. | always
whistle as | go by 'emand so they always |let ne
al one. Today as | went by, whistling, | saw a | eaf
curled and knew there nust be sonething inside it.
I cut down the leaf with ny knife and--out you

popped. Lucky | passed by, wasn't it?"

"You were very kind," said o, "and | thank

you. WIIl you please rescue ny compani ons, also?"

"WWhat conpani ons?" asked the Shaggy Man.

"The | eaves grabbed themall," said the boy.

"There's a Patchwork Grl and--"

" A what ?"

"A girl made of patchwork, you know. She's
alive and her name is Scraps. And there's a

dass Cat--"

"d ass?" asked the Shaggy Man.

"All glass.”

"And alive?"

"Yes," said go; "she has pink brains. And

there's a Wozy--"

"What's a Wbozy?" inquired the Shaggy Man.

"Way, I--1--can't describe it," answered the
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boy, greatly perplexed. "But it's a queer aninal
with three hairs on the tip of its tail that won't

cone out and--"

"What won't cone out?" asked the Shaggy Man;

"the tail?"
"The hairs won't cone out. But you'll see the
Whozy, if you'll please rescue it, and then you'l

know just what it is.

"Of course," said the Shaggy Man, nodding his
shaggy head. And then he wal ked back anobng the
plants, still whistling, and found the three

| eaves which were curled around g o's traveling
conpani ons. The first |eaf he cut down rel eased
Scraps, and on seeing her the Shaggy Man threw
back his shaggy head, opened w de his nouth and

| aughed so shaggily and yet so nerrily that Scraps
i ked himat once. Then he took off his hat and

made her a | ow bow, sayi ng:

"My dear, you're a wonder. | nust introduce

you to ny friend the Scarecrow "

When he cut down the second | eaf he rescued the

G ass Cat, and Bungle was so frightened that she
scanpered away |i ke a streak and soon had j oi ned
g o, when she sat beside him panting and
trenbling. The last plant of all the row had
captured the Wozy, and a big bunch in the center
of the curled | eaf showed plainly where he was.
Wth his sharp knife the Shaggy Man sliced off the

stemof the leaf and as it fell and unfol ded out
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trotted the Wozy and escaped beyond the reach of

any nore of the dangerous plants.

Chapter El even

A Good Friend

Soon the entire party was gathered on the road of
yel | ow bricks, quite beyond the reach of the
beautiful but treacherous plants. The Shaggy Man,
staring first at one and then at the other, seemned

greatly pleased and interested.

"I've seen queer things since | canme to the Land
of Oz," said he, "but never anything queerer than
this band of adventurers. Let us sit down a whil e,

and have a tal k and get acquainted."

"Haven't you always lived in the Land of Qz?"

asked the Munchkin boy.

"No; | used to live in the big, outside world.
But | canme here once with Dorothy, and Ozma

let ne stay."”

"How do you like Oz?" asked Scraps. "lIsn't

the country and the climte grand?"

"It's the finest country in all the world, even

if it is afairyland. and |I'm happy every minute
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live init," said the Shaggy Man. "But tell ne

sonet hi ng about yoursel ves."

So o related the story of his visit to the
house of the Crooked Magi ci an, and how he net
there the Cdass Cat, and how the Patchwork Grl
was brought to life and of the terrible accident
to Unc Nunkie and Margdotte. Then he told how he
had set out to find the five different things
whi ch the Magici an needed to nake a charmthat
woul d restore the marble figures to life, one

requi renent being three hairs froma Wozy's tail.

"W found the Whozy," expl ained the boy,
"and he agreed to give us the three hairs; but
we couldn't pull themout. So we had to bring

the Whozy along with us."

"l see," returned the Shaggy Man, who had
listened with interest to the story. "But perhaps
I, who am big and strong, can pull those three

hairs fromthe Wozy's tail."

"Try it, if you like," said the Wozy.

So the Shaggy Man tried it, but pull as hard

as he could he failed to get the hairs out of the
Whozy's tail. So he sat down agai n and wi ped

his shaggy face with a shaggy sil k handkerchi ef

and sai d:

"It doesn't matter. If you can keep the Wozy

until you get the rest of the things you need,
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you can take the beast and his three hairs to
the Crooked Magician and let himfind a way
to extract 'em Wat are the other things you are

to find?"

"One," said go, "is a six-|leaved clover."

"You ought to find that in the fields around
the Emerald City," said the Shaggy Man.

"There is a Law agai nst picking six-|eaved
clovers, but | think | can get zna to let you

have one."

"Thank you," replied G o. "The next thing

is the left wing of a yellow butterfly."

"For that you nust go to the Wnkle Country,"

the Shaggy Man declared. "I've never noticed any
butterflies there, but that is the yellow country
of Oz and it's ruled, by a good friend of mne,

the Tin Wodman."

"Ch, |I've heard of him" exclainmed g o. "He

must be a wonderful man."

"So he is, and his heart is wonderfully Kkind.
I"'msure the Tin Woodman will do all in his
power to help you to save your Unc Nunkie

and poor Margolotte."

"The next thing | nmust find," said the
Munchki n boy, "is a gill of water froma dark

wel | .
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"Indeed! Well, that is nmore difficult," said
the Shaggy Man, scratching his left ear in a
puzzl ed way. "I've never heard of a dark well;

have you?"

"No," said §o.

"Do you know where one may be found?" inquired

t he Shaggy Man.

"I can't imagine," said §o.

"Then we nust ask the Scarecrow "

"The Scarecrow! But surely, sir, a scarecrow

can't know anything."

"Most scarecrows don't, | adnmit," answered
the Shaggy Man. "But this Scarecrow of whom
| speak is very intelligent. He clains to possess

the best brains in all Cz."

"Better than nine?" asked Scraps.

"Better than m ne?" echoed the d ass Cat.

"M ne are pink, and you can see 'em work."

"Well, you can't see the Scarecrow s brains
work, but they do a |lot of clever thinking,"
asserted the Shaggy Man. "If anyone knows where a

dark well is, it's ny friend the Scarecrow. "

"Where does he live?" inquired g o.
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"He has a splendid castle in the Wnkle
Country, near to the palace of his friend the
Tin Wodman, and he is often to be found in
the Emerald City, where he visits Dorothy at

the royal palace.”

"Then we will ask himabout the dark well, k"

said g o.

"But what el se does this Crooked Magician

want ?" asked the Shaggy Man.

"A drop of oil froma live nman's body."

"Ch; but there isn't such a thing."

"That is what | thought,” replied Q o; "but
the Crooked Magician said it wouldn't be called
for by the recipe if it couldn't be found, and

therefore | nust search until | find it."

"I wish you good luck," said the Shaggy Man,
shaki ng his head doubtfully; "but | inmagine

you'll have a hard job getting a drop of oil from
a live man's body. There's bl ood in a body, but

no oil."

"There's cotton in mne," said Scraps, dancing

alittle jig.

"I don't doubt it," returned the Shaggy Man
admiringly. "You' re a regular conforter and as
sweet as patchwork can be. Al you lack is

dignity."
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"I hate dignity," cried Scraps, kicking a pebble
high in the air and then trying to catch it as it
fell. "Half the fools and all the wise folks are

dignified, and I'm neither the one nor the other.'

"She's just crazy," explained the dass Cat.

The Shaggy Man | aughed.

"She's delightful, in her way," he said. "I'm
sure Dorothy will be pleased with her, and the
Scarecrow will dote on her. D d you say you

were traveling toward the Enmerald GCty?"

"Yes," replied Qo. "I thought that the best
place to go, at first, because the six-Ieaved clover

may be found there."

"I'"l'l go with you," said the Shaggy Man, "and
show you t he way."

"Thank you," exclainmed Qo. "I hope it won't

put you out any."

"No," said the other, "I wasn't going anywhere

in particular. 1've been a rover all ny life, and

al though Ozma has given ne a suite of beautiful
roons in her palace | still get the wandering
fever once in a while and start out to roamthe
country over. |'ve been away fromthe Enerald City
several weeks, this tine, and now that |'ve net

you and your friends I"'msure it will interest me
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to acconpany you to the great city of Oz and

i ntroduce you to ny friends."

"That will be very nice," said the boy,

grateful ly.

"l hope your friends are not dignified,"

observed Scraps.

"Some are, and sonme are not," he answered;
"but | never criticise my friends. If they are
really true friends; they may be anything they

like, for all of ne."

"There's sone sense in that," said Scraps,
noddi ng her queer head in approval. "Come on, and
let's get to the Emerald City as soon as

possible." Wth this she ran up the path, skipping

and dancing, and then turned to await them

"It is quite a distance fromhere to the Enerald
Cty," remarked the Shaggy Man, "so we shall not
get there to-day, nor to-norrow. Therefore let us
take the jaunt in an easy manner. I'man old
travel er and have found that | never gain anything
by being in a hurry. 'Take it easy' is my notto.

If you can't take it easy, take it as easy as you

can.

After wal ki ng sone di stance over the road of
yell ow bricks g o said he was hungry and woul d
stop to eat sone bread and cheese. He offered a
portion of the food to the Shaggy Man, who thanked

himbut refused it.
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"When | start out on ny travels," said he,
"l carry along enough square nmeals to last ne
several weeks. Think I'll indulge in one now,

as long as we're stopping anyway."

Saying this, he took a bottle fromhis pocket
and shook fromit a tablet about the size of one

of §go's finger-nails.

"That," announced the Shaggy Man, "is a square
meal , in condensed form Invention of the great

Pr of essor Whggl e- Bug, of the Royal College of
Athletics. It contains soup, fish, roast neat,

sal ad, appl e-dunplings, ice cream and chocol at e-
drops, all boiled down to this small size, so it
can be conveniently carried and swal | owned when you

are hungry and need a square neal ."

"I'"'msquare," said the Wozy. "G ve nme one,

pl ease. "

So the Shaggy Man gave the Wozy a tablet from

his bottle and the beast ate it in a tw nkling.

"You have now had a six course dinner,"

decl ared the Shaggy Man.

"Pshawl " said the Wozy, ungratefully, "I
want to taste sonething. There's no fun in that

sort of eating."

"One should only eat to sustain life," replied

t he Shaggy Man, "and that tablet is equal to a
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peck of other food."

"I don't care for it. | want sonmething | can

chew and taste,"” grunbled the Wozy.

"You are quite wong, ny poor beast," said

the Shaggy Man in a tone of pity. "Think how
tired your jaws woul d get chewi ng a square

meal like this, if it were not condensed to the

size of a small tablet--which you can swal | ow

inajiffy."

"Chewing isn't tiresone; it's fun, maintained
the Whozy. "I always chew t he honey-bees when

catch them Gve ne sone bread and cheese, go."

"No, no! You've already eaten a big dinner!"

protested the Shaggy Man.

"May be," answered the Wozy; "but | guess

I"l'l fool nyself by munching sone bread and
cheese. | may not be hungry, having eaten all
those things you gave nme, but | consider this
eating business a matter of taste, and | like to

realize what's going into nme."

Q o gave the beast what he wanted, but the
Shaggy Man shook his shaggy head reproachfully and
said there was no animal so obstinate or hard to

convi nce as a Wozy.

At this nonment a patter of footsteps was heard,

and | ooking up they saw the |ive phonograph
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standi ng before them It seenmed to have passed
t hrough many adventures since o and his conrades
| ast saw the machine, for the varnish of its
wooden case was all marred and dented and
scratched in a way that gave it an aged and

di sreput abl e appear ance.

"Dear ne!" exclaimed o, staring hard.

"What has happened to you?"

"Not hi ng much," replied the phonograph in

a sad and depressed voice. "lI've had enough
things thrown at nme, since | left you, to stock
a departnment store and furnish half a dozen

bar gai n-counters.”

"Are you so broken up that you can't play?"

asked Scraps.

"No; | still amable to grind out delicious
music. Just now |'ve a record on tap that is
really superb,” said the phonograph, grow ng nore

cheer f ul

"That is too bad," remarked G o. "W've no
objection to you as a nmachine, you know, but

as a nusi c- maker we hate you."

"Then why was | ever invented?" demanded

the machine, in a tone of indignant protest.

They | ooked at one another inquiringly, but
no one could answer such a puzzling question

Finally the Shaggy Man said:
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"I"d like to hear the phonograph play."

g o sighed. "We've been very happy since we

met you, sir," he said.

"I know. But alittle msery, at tines, makes
one appreci ate happi ness nore. Tell me, Phony,
what is this record like, which you say you have

on tap?"

"It's a popular song, sir. In all civilized |ands

the conmon peopl e have gone wild over it.

"Makes civilized folks wild fol ks, eh? Then

it's dangerous."

"WIld with joy, | nmean," explained the
phonograph. "Listen. This song will prove a
rare treat to you, | know. It nade the author

rich--for an author. It is called 'MWy Lulu.""

Then the phonograph began to play. A strain
of odd, jerky sounds was foll owed by these
words, sung by a man through his nose with

great vigor of expression:

"Ah wants mah Lul u, nmah coal - bl ack Lul u;
Ah wants nah | oo-100, |o0o0-100, |o0o0-l00, Lu
Ah |l oves mah Lulu, mah coal -bl ack Lul u,

There ain't nobody el se | oves | o0o-100, Lu!"
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"Here-shut that off!" cried the Shaggy Man,
springing to his feet. "What do you nean by

such inpertinence?"

"It's the |l atest popul ar song," declared the

phonogr aph, speaking in a sul ky tone of voice.

"A popul ar song?"

"Yes. One that the feebl e-m nded can remenber

the words of and those ignorant of mnusic can

whi stle or sing. That makes a popul ar song

popul ar, and the time is coming when it will take

the place of all other songs."

"That time won't cone to us, just yet," said

the Shaggy Man, sternly: "I'msonething of a
singer myself, and I don't intend to be throttled
by any Lulus |ike your coal -black one. | shal
take you all apart, M. Phony, and scatter your

pi eces far and wi de over the country, as a matter
of kindness to the people you nmight neet if

all owed to run around | oose. Havi ng perforned

this painful duty |I shall--"

But before he could say nore the phonograph
turned and dashed up the road as fast as its four
table-legs could carry it, and soon it had entirely

di sappeared fromtheir view.

The Shaggy Man sat down again and seened
wel | pleased. "Sone one else will save ne the

trouble of scattering that phonograph,"” said he;
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"for it is not possible that such a mnusic-maker
can last long in the Land of Oz. Wen you are

rested, friends, let us go on our way."

During the afternoon the travel ers found
thenselves in a lonely and uninhabited part of the
country. Even the fields were no | onger cultivated
and the country began to resenble a w |l derness.
The road of yellow bricks seemed to have been

negl ected and becanme uneven and nore difficult to
wal k upon. Scrubby under-brush grew on either side
of the way. while huge rocks were scattered around

i n abundance.

But this did not deter G o and his friends from
trudgi ng on, and they beguiled the journey wth

j okes and cheerful conversation. Toward evening
they reached a crystal spring which gushed froma
tall rock by the roadside and near this spring
stood a deserted cabin. Said the Shaggy Man,

hal ti ng here:

"W may as well pass the night here, where

there is shelter for our heads and good water to
drink. Road beyond here is pretty bad; worst

we shall have to travel; so let's wait unti

nmorning before we tackle it."

They agreed to this and g o found sone brushwood
in the cabin and nmade a fire on the hearth. The

fire delighted Scraps, who danced before it unti
Q o warned her she might set fire to herself and
burn up. After that the Patchwork Grl kept at a

respectful distance fromthe darting flames, but
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the Whozy |lay down before the fire like a big dog

and seened to enjoy its warnth.

For supper the Shaggy Man ate one of his
tablets, but o stuck to his bread and cheese as
the nmost satisfying food. He al so gave a portion

to the Wozy.

When darkness cane on and they sat in a circle
on the cabin floor, facing the firelight--there
being no furniture of any sort in the place--Qo

said to the Shaggy Man:

"Wn't you tell us a story?"

"I'"'mnot good at stories," was the reply; "but

| sing like a bird."

"Raven, or crow?" asked the d ass Cat.

"Like a song bird. I'lIl prove it. I'll sing a song
| conposed myself. Don't tell anyone |I'm a poet;
they might want ne to wite a book. Don't tel

"em| can sing, or they'd want nme to nake
records for that awful phonograph. Haven't

time to be a public benefactor, so I'll just sing

you this little song for your own amusenent."

They were gl ad enough to be entertained,
and listened with interest while the Shaggy Man
chanted the following verses to a tune that was

not unpl easant:
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"I''"l'l sing a song of Ozl and, where wondrous creatures dwell
And fruits and flowers and shady bowers abound in every dell
Where nagic is a science and where no one shows surprise

If sone amazing thing takes place before his very eyes.

Qur Ruler's a bewitching girl whomfairies |love to pl ease;
She's al ways kept her magic sceptre to enforce decrees
To make her peopl e happy, for her heart is kind and true

And to aid the needy and distressed is what she longs to do.

And then there's Princess Dorothy, as sweet as any rose,
A lass from Kansas, where they don't grow fairies, | Suppose;
And there's the brainy Scarecrow, with a body stuffed with straw,

Who utters words of wisdomrare that fill us all wth awe.

1"l not forget Nick Chopper, the Wodman made of Tin,
Whose tender heart thinks killing tinme is quite a dreadful sin,
Nor ol d Professor Wggl e-Bug, who's highly magnified

And | ooks so big to everyone that he is filled with pride.

Jack Punpki nhead's a dear old chum who m ght be called a chunp,
But won renown by riding round upon a magi ¢ GQunp;
The Sawhorse is a splendid steed and though he's nade of wood

He does as many thrilling stunts as any neat horse coul d.

And now I'Il introduce a beast that ev'ryone adores--
The Cowardly Lion shakes with fear 'nobst ev'ry tinme he roars,
And yet he does the bravest things that any lion night,

Because he knows that cowardice is not considered right.

There's Tik-tok-he's a clockwork man and quite a funny sight--
He tal ks and wal ks nmechani cally, when he's wound up tight;

And we've a Hungry Tiger who would babies |ove to eat
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But never does because we feed hi mother kinds of neat.

It's hard to nane all of the freaks this noble Land' s acquired;
"Twoul d make my song so very long that you would soon be tired;
But give attention while | nention one wi se Yellow Hen

And Nine fine Tiny Piglets living in a golden pen

Just search the whole world over--sail the seas from coast to coast--
No other nation in creation queerer folk can boast;
And now our rare museumw || include a Cat of d ass,

A Woozy, and--last but not |east--a crazy Patchwork Lass."

G o was so pleased with this song that he

appl auded the singer by clapping his hands, and
Scraps followed suit by clappi ng her padded
fingers together. although they nade no noi se.
The cat pounded on the floor with her glass
paws--gently, so as not to break them-and the
Whozy. whi ch had been asl eep, woke up to ask

what the row was about.

"l seldomsing in public, for fear they m ght
want me to start an opera conpany," remarked
the Shaggy Man, who was pl eased to know his
effort was appreciated. "Voice, just nowis a

little out of training; rusty, perhaps."

"Tell nme," said the Patchwork G rl earnestly,
"do all those queer people you mention really

live in the Land of QOz?"

"Every one of 'em | even forgot one thing:
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Dorothy's Pink Kitten."

"For goodness sake!" exclained Bungle, sitting
up and | ooking interested. "A Pink Kitten? How

absurd! Is it glass?"

"No; just ordinary kitten."

"Then it can't anount to much. | have pink

brai ns, and you can see 'emwork."

"Dorothy's kitten is all pink--brains and all--
except blue eyes. Name's Eureka. Great favorite at

the royal pal ace," said the Shaggy Man, yawni ng.

The d ass Cat seened annoyed.

"Do you think a pink kitten--comon neat--is as

pretty as | anP" she asked.

"Can't say. Tastes differ, you know, " replied
the Shaggy Man, yawning again. "But here's a
poi nter that may be of service to you: make
friends with Eureka and you'll be solid at the

pal ace. "

"I"'msolid now, solid glass."

"You don't understand," rejoined the Shaggy
Man, sleepily. "Anyhow, nmake friends with the
Pink Kitten and you'll be all right. If the Pink

Kitten despi ses you, |ook out for breakers."

"Wbul d anyone at the royal palace break a
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d ass Cat ?"

"M ght. You never can tell. Advise you to purr
soft and | ook hunble--if you can. And now |'m

going to bed."

Bungl e consi dered the Shaggy Man's advice
so carefully that her pink brains were busy |ong

after the others of the party were fast asleep.

Chapter Twel ve

The G ant Por cupi ne

Next norning they started out bright and early to
follow the road of yellow bricks toward the
Emerald Gty. The little Munchkin boy was
beginning to feel tired fromthe |ong wal k, and he
had a great many things to think of and consi der
besi des the events of the journey. At the
wonderful Enerald City, which he would presently
reach, were so nany strange and curious people
that he was half afraid of nmeeting them and
wondered if they would prove friendly and ki nd.
Above all else, he could not drive fromhis mnd
the inportant errand on which he had cone, and he
was determ ned to devote every energy to finding
the things that were necessary to prepare

the magi c recipe. He believed that until dear

Unc Nunkie was restored to life he could fee
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no joy in anything, and often he w shed that

Unc could be with him to see all the astonishing
things G o was seeing. But alas Unc Nunkie was now
a marble statue in the house of the Crooked

Magi cian and G o nust not falter in his efforts to

save him

The country through which they were passing was
still rocky and deserted, with here and there a
bush or a tree to break the dreary | andscape. o
noti ced one tree, especially, because it had such
I ong, silky |eaves and was so beautiful in shape.
As he approached it he studied the tree earnestly,
wondering if any fruit grewon it or if it bore

pretty flowers.

Suddenly he becane aware that he had been

| ooking at that tree a long tine--at |east for
five minutes--and it had renmined in the sanme
position, although the boy had continued to
wal k steadily on. So he stopped short. and when
he stopped, the tree and all the | andscape, as
wel | as his conpani ons, noved on before him

and | eft himfar behind.

Qo uttered such a cry of astonishnment that
it aroused the Shaggy Man, who al so halted.
The ot hers then stopped, too, and wal ked back

to the boy.

"What's wong?" asked the Shaggy Man

"Way, we're not nmoving forward a bit, no
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matter how fast we walk," declared G o. "Now
that we have stopped, we are noving backward

Can't you see? Just notice that rock."

Scraps | ooked down at her feet and said:

"The yell ow bricks are not noving."

"But the whole road is," answered o

"True; quite true," agreed the Shaggy Man
"l know all about the tricks of this road, but I
have been thinking of something else and didn't

realize where we were."

"I't will carry us back to where we started

from" predicted g o, beginning to be nervous.

"No," replied the Shaggy Man; "it won't do
that, for | know a trick to beat this tricky road.
I"ve travel ed this way before, you know. Turn

around, all of you, and wal k backward."

"What good will that do?" asked the cat.

"You'll find out, if you obey ne," said the

Shaggy Man.

So they all turned their backs to the direction
in which they wished to go and began wal ki ng
backward. In an instant Qo noticed they were
gai ning ground and as they proceeded in this
curious way they soon passed the tree which had

first attracted his attention to their difficulty.
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"How | ong nmust we keep this up, Shags?"
asked Scraps, who was constantly tripping and
tunmbling down, only to get up again with a

| augh at her mi shap.

"Just a little way farther," replied the Shaggy

Man.

A fewnnutes later he called to themto turn
about quickly and step forward, and as they
obeyed the order they found thensel ves treading

solid ground.

"That task is well over," observed the Shaggy

Man. “It's a little tiresone to wal k backward, but
that is the only way to pass this part of the
road, which has a trick of sliding back and

carrying with it anyone who is wal king upon it."

Wth new courage and energy they now

trudged forward and after a tinme canme to a

pl ace where the road cut through a low hill,

| eavi ng hi gh banks on either side of it. They
were traveling along this cut, talking together,
when t he Shaggy Man seized Scraps with one

armand Qo with another and shouted: "Stop!"

"What's wong now?" asked the Patchwork Grl.

"See there!" answered the Shaggy Man, pointing

with his finger.

Directly in the center of the road lay a

mot i onl ess object that bristled all over with
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sharp quills, which resenbled arrows. The body was
as big as a ten-bushel basket, but the projecting

quills made it appear to be four tines bigger.

"Well, what of it?" asked Scraps.

"That is Chiss, who causes a | ot of trouble

along this road," was the reply.

" Chi ss! What is Chiss?

"I think it is merely an overgrown porcupi ne,

but here in Oz they consider Chiss an evil spirit.
He's different froma reg'lar porcupine, because
he can throw his quills in any direction, which
an Anerican porcupi ne cannot do. That's what

makes ol d Chiss so dangerous. |f we get too

near, he'll fire those quills at us and hurt us

badl y. "

"Then we will be foolish to get too near,

said Scraps.

"I'"'mnot afraid," declared the Wozy. "The Chiss
is cowardly, I"'msure, and if it ever heard ny
awful, terrible, frightful growl, it would be

scared stiff."

"Ch; can you grow ?" asked the Shaggy Man.

"That is the only ferocious thing about ne,"
asserted the Wozy with evident pride. "My grow
makes an earthquake bl ush and the thunder ashaned

of itself. If I growed at that creature you cal
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Chiss, it would imrediately think the world had
cracked in two and bunped agai nst the sun and
nmoon, and that woul d cause the nonster to run as

far and as fast as its legs could carry it."

"In that case," said the Shaggy Man, "you are
now able to do us all a great favor. Pl ease

grow ."

"But you forget," returned the Wozy;

ny
tremendous grow would al so frighten you, and
if you happen to have heart di sease you m ght

expire."

"True; but we nust take that risk," decided

the Shaggy Man, bravely. "Being warned of

what is to occur we nust try to bear the terrific
noi se of your growl; but Chiss won't expect it,

and it will scare himaway."

The Wbozy hesit at ed.

"I'"'mfond of you all, and | hate to shock you,"

it said.

"Never mnd," said §o.

"You may be made deaf."

"If so, we will forgive you

"Very well, then," said the Wozy in a
determ ned voi ce, and advanced a few steps toward

the gi ant porcupine. Pausing to | ook back, it
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asked: "Al ready?"

"Al'l ready!" they answered.

"Then cover up your ears and brace yoursel ves

firmy. Now, then--look out!"

The Wbozy turned toward Chiss, opened wide its

mout h and sai d:

"Quee- ee- ee-eek. "

"Go ahead and grow ," said Scraps.

"Way, I--1 did grow!" retorted the Wozy,

who seenmed nmuch astoni shed

"What, that little squeak?" she cried.

"It is the nost awful growl that ever was heard,
on land or sea, in caverns or in the sky,"
protested the Wozy. "I wonder you stood the shock
so well. Didn't you feel the ground trenbl e? |

suppose Chiss is now quite dead with fright."

The Shaggy Man | aughed merrily.

"Poor Whoz!" said he; "your grow wouldn't

scare a fly."

The Wbozy seened to be hum|iated and surpri sed.
It hung its head a noment, as if in shane or
sorrow, but then it said with renewed confi dence:

"Anyhow, ny eyes can flash fire; and good fire,

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (126 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:42 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

too; good enough to set fire to a fence!"

"That is true," declared Scraps; "I sawit
done nyself. But your ferocious grow isn't as
loud as the tick of a beetle--or one of §go's

snores when he's fast asleep.”

"Perhaps," said the Whozy, hunbly, "I have
been m staken about ny grow. It has al ways
sounded very fearful to nme, but that nmay, have

been because it was so close to ny ears.”

"Never mnd," o said soothingly; "it is a
great talent to be able to flash fire from your

eyes. No one else can do that."

As they stood hesitating what to do Chiss
stirred and suddenly a shower of quills cane
flying toward them alnost filling the air, they
were so many. Scraps realized in an instant that
they had gone too near to Chiss for safety, so
she sprang in front of o and shielded him
fromthe darts, which stuck their points into her
own body until she resemnbl ed one of those
targets they shoot arrows at in archery ganes.
The Shaggy Man dropped flat on his face to

avoi d the shower, but one quill struck himin
the leg and went far in. As for the dass Cat,
the quills rattled off her body w thout naking
even a scratch, and the skin of the Wozy was

so thick and tough that he was not hurt at all

When the attack was over they all ran to the
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Shaggy Man, who was npani ng and groani ng, and

Scraps pronptly pulled the quill out of his Ieg.

Then up he junped and ran over to Chiss, putting

his foot on the nonster's neck and holding it a

prisoner. The body of the great porcupi ne was now

as snooth as | eather, except for the holes where

the quills had been, for it had shot every single

quill in that one w cked shower.

"Let me go!" it shouted angrily. "How dare

you put your foot on Chiss?"

"I"'mgoing to do worse than that, old boy,"
replied the Shaggy Man. "You have annoyed
travelers on this road | ong enough, and now

| shall put an end to you."

"You can't!" returned Chiss. "Nothing can

kill me, as you know perfectly well."

"Perhaps that is true," said the Shaggy Man
in a tone of disappointnent. "Seens to ne |'ve
been told before that you can't be killed. But if

I let you go, what will you do?"

"Pick up ny quills again," said Chiss in a

sul ky voi ce

"And then shoot them at nore travel ers? No;
that won't do. You nust pronise ne to stop

throwing quills at people.”

"I won't prom se anything of the sort," declared

Chi ss.
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"Why not ?"

"Because it is my nature to throw quills, and

every ani mal nust do what Nature intends it

to do. It isn't fair for you to blame ne. If it were
wong for me to throw quills, then | wouldn't

be made with quills to throw The proper thing

for you to do is to keep out of ny way.

"Why, there's sone sense in that argunent,
admtted the Shaggy Man, thoughtfully; "but
peopl e who are strangers, and don't know you

are here, won't be able to keep out of your way."

"Tell you what," said Scraps, who was trying

to pull the quills out of her own body, "let's
gather up all the quills and take them away wth
us; then old Chiss won't have any left to throw

at people.”

"Ah, that's a clever idea. You and ¢ o nust
gather up the quills while I hold Chiss a
prisoner; for, if I let himgo he will get sone of

his quills and be able to throw them again."

So Scraps and Qo picked up all the quills
and tied themin a bundle so they mght easily
be carried. After this the Shaggy Man rel eased
Chiss and | et himgo, knowi ng that he was

harm ess to injure anyone.

"It's the neanest trick | ever heard of,"
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muttered the porcupine gloomly. "How would you
like it, Shaggy Man, if | took all your shags away

fromyou?"

"If 1 threw ny shags and hurt people, you would

be wel come to capture them" was the reply.

Then they wal ked on and left Chiss standing in
the road sullen and di sconsol ate. The Shaggy Man
I'inped as he wal ked, for his wound still hurt him
and Scraps was much annoyed be cause the quills

had | eft a nunber of small holes in her patches.

When they came to a flat stone by the roadside
the Shaggy Man sat down to rest, and then o
opened his basket and took out the bundle of

charns the Crooked Magician had given him

"I am g o the Unlucky," he said, "or we would
never have net that dreadful porcupine. But | will
see if | can find anything anong t hese charns

which will cure your |eg

Soon he di scovered that one of the charns

was | abelled: "For flesh wounds,” and this the
boy separated fromthe others. It was only a bit
of dried root, taken from sonme unknown shrub,
but the boy rubbed it upon the wound nade by
the quill and in a few nonents the place was
heal ed entirely and the Shaggy Man's | eg was

as good as ever.

"Rub it on the holes in ny patches," suggested

Scraps, and o tried it, but without any effect.
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"The charmyou need is a needle and thread,"
sai d the Shaggy Man. "But do not worry, ny

dear; those holes do not |ook badly, at all."

"They' Il let inthe air, and | don't want people
tothink I"'mairy, or that |'ve been stuck

up," said the Patchwork Grl.

"You were certainly stuck up until we pulled

Qut those quills,"” observed o, with a |laugh

So now they went on again and com ng presently
to a pond of nuddy water they tied a heavy stone
to the bundle of quills and sunk it to the bottom

of the pond, to avoid carrying it farther

Chapter Thirteen

Scraps and the Scarecrow

From here on the country inproved and the desert

pl aces began to give way to fertile spots; stil

no houses were yet to be seen near the road. There
were sone hills, with valleys between them and on
reaching the top of one of these hills the
travelers found before thema high wall, running
to the right and the left as far as their eyes
could reach. Immrediately in front of them where

the wall crossed the roadway, stood a gate having
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stout iron bars that extended fromtop to bottom
They found, on coning nearer, that this gate was
| ocked with a great padlock, rusty through | ack of

use.

"Well," said Scraps, "I guess we'll stop here."

"It's a good guess,"” replied Go. "Qur way is
barred by this great wall and gate. It looks as if

no one had passed through in many years.

"Looks are deceiving," declared the Shaggy Man,
| aughi ng at their disappointed faces, "and this

barrier is the nbost deceiving thing in all Oz."

"It prevents our going any farther, anyhow, "
said Scraps. "There is no one to nind the gate
and | et people through, and we've no key to

t he padl ock."

"True," replied o, going a little nearer to
peep through the bars of the gate. "Wat shall we
do, Shaggy Man? If we had wings we mght fly over
the wall, but we cannot clinb it and unl ess we get
to the Enerald City | won't be able to find the

things to restore Unc Nunkie to life."

"All very true," answered the Shaggy Man,
quietly; "but I know this gate, having passed

through it many tines."

"How?" they all eagerly inquired.

"Il show you how," said he. He stood o
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in the mddle of the road and pl aced Scraps
just behind him wth her padded hands on his
shoul ders. After the Patchwork G rl cane the
Wozy, who held a part of her skirt in his
mout h. Then, last of all, was the 3 ass Cat,
hol ding fast to the Wozy's tail with her glass

j awns.

"Now, " said the Shaggy Man, "you nust all
shut your eyes tight, and keep them shut until

| tell you to open them™

"I can't," objected Scraps. "My eyes are but-

tons, and they won't shut."

So the Shaggy Man tied his red handkerchi ef over
the Patchwork Grl's eyes and exanmined all the
others to nmake sure they had their eyes fast shut

and coul d see not hi ng.

"What's the gane, anyhow--blind-man's-buff?"

asked Scraps.

"Keep quiet!" commanded the Shaggy Man,

sternly. "All ready? Then follow nme."

He took g o's hand and | ed himforward over the
road of yellow bricks, toward the gate. Hol ding
fast to one another they all followed in a row,
expecting every minute to bunp against the iron
bars. The Shaggy Man al so had his eyes cl osed, but
mar ched strai ght ahead, neverthel ess, and after

he had taken one hundred steps, by actual count,
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he stopped and sai d:

"Now you nmay open your eyes."

They did so, and to their astoni shnent found
the wall and the gateway far behind them
while in front the former Blue Country of the
Munchki ns had given way to green fields, with

pretty farm houses scattered anong them

"That wall," explained the Shaggy Man, "is

what is called an optical illusion. It is quite rea
whil e you have your eyes open, but if you are

not looking at it the barrier doesn't exist at all
It's the same way with many other evils in life;
they seemto exist, and yet it's all seem ng and
not true. You will notice that the wall--or what
we thought was a wal |l --separates the Minchkin
Country fromthe green country that surrounds

the Emerald City, which lies exactly in the
center of Oz. There are two roads of yell ow
bricks through the Munchkin Country, but the

one we followed is the best of the two. Dorothy
once travel ed the other way, and nmet with nore
dangers than we did. But all our troubles are

over for the present, as another day's journey

will bring us to the great Enerald City."

They were delighted to know this, and proceeded
with new courage. In a couple of hours they
stopped at a farmhouse, where the people were very
hospitable and invited themto dinner. The farm
folk regarded Scraps with nmuch curiosity but no

great astoni shnent, for they were accustoned to
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seei ng extraordi nary people in the Land of Qz.

The woman of this house got her needle and
thread and sewed up the hol es made by the
porcupine quills in the Patchwork Grl's body,
after which Scraps was assured she | ooked as

beauti ful as ever.

"You ought to have a hat to wear," renarked
the wonan, "for that would keep the sun from
fading the colors of your face. | have some
pat ches and scraps put away, and if you will

wait two or three days |I'lIl make you a |ovely

hat that will match the rest of you."

"Never mnd the hat," said Scraps, shaking
her yarn braids; "it's a kind offer, but we can't
stop. | can't see that ny col ors have faded a

particle, as yet; can you?"

"Not much," replied the woman. "You are stil

very gorgeous, in spite of your long journey."

The children of the house wanted to keep the
Class Cat to play with, so Bungle was offered

a good hone if she would remain; but the cat
was too nuch interested in go's adventures and

refused to stop.

"Children are rough playmates," she renmarked to
the Shaggy Man, "and al though this hone is nore
pl easant than that of the Crooked Magician |I fear

I woul d soon be smashed to pieces by the boys and
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girls."

After they had rested thensel ves they renewed
their journey, finding the road now snooth and
pl easant to wal k upon and the country grow ng nore
beautiful the nearer they drewto the Enerald

Cty.

By and by g o began to wal k on the green

grass, |ooking carefully around him

"What are you trying to find?" asked Scraps.

"A six-leaved clover," said he.

"Don't do that!" exclained the Shaggy Man,
earnestly. "It's against the Lawto pick a six-
| eaved cl over. You nust wait until you get Ozma's

consent."

"She wouldn't know it," declared the boy.

"Ozma knows many things," said the Shaggy Man
"In her roomis a Magic Picture that shows any
scene in the Land of Oz where strangers or
travel ers happen to be. She may be watching the

pi cture of us even now, and noticing everything

that we do."

"Does she al ways watch the Magic Picture?"

asked g o.

"Not al ways, for she has many other things

to do; but, as | said, she nay be watching us
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this very mnute."

"I don't care," said o, in an obstinate tone

of voice; "Ozma's only a girl."

The Shaggy Man | ooked at himin surprise.

"You ought to care for Ozma," said he, "if you
expect to save your uncle. For, if you displease
our powerful Ruler, your journey will surely prove
a failure; whereas, if you nake a friend of Ozmm,
she will gladly assist you. As for her being a
girl, that is another reason why you shoul d obey
her laws, if you are courteous and polite.
Everyone in Oz | oves Ozma and hates her enem es,

for she is as just as she is powerful."

G o sulked a while, but finally returned to the
road and kept away fromthe green clover. The
boy was noody and bad tenpered for an hour

or two afterward, because he could really see
no harmin picking a six-leaved clover, if he
found one, and in spite of what the Shaggy

Man had said he considered Oznma's | aw to be

unj ust.

They presently cane to a beautiful grove of tal
and stately trees, through which the road wound in
sharp curves--first one way and then another. As
they were wal king through this grove they heard
sonme one in the distance singing, and the sounds
grew nearer and nearer until they could

di stinguish the words, although the bend in the

road still hid the singer. The song was sonet hi ng
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like this:

"Here's to the hale old bale of straw
That's cut fromthe waving grain,

The sweetest sight man ever saw

In forest, dell or plain.

It fills me with a crunkling joy

A straw stack to behol d,

For then | pad this |ucky boy

Wth strands of yellow gold."

"Ah!" excl ai mred the Shaggy Man; "here cones ny

friend the Scarecrow.

"VWhat, a |live Scarecrow?" asked g o.

"Yes; the one | told you of. He's a splendid
fellow, and very intelligent. You'll like him

' m sure.

Just then the fanous Scarecrow of Oz cane
around the bend in the road, riding astride a
wooden Sawhorse which was so small that its

rider's legs nearly touched the ground.

The Scarecrow wore the blue dress of the

Munchki ns, in which country he was made,

and on his head was set a peaked hat with a flat
brimtrimed with tinkling bells. A rope was
tied around his waist to hold himin shape. for
he was stuffed with strawin every part of him

except the top of his head, where at one tine
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the Wzard of Oz had pl aced sawdust, nixed

with needles and pins, to sharpen his wits. The
head itself was nmerely a bag of cloth, fastened
to the body at the neck, and on the front of this
bag was painted the face--ears, eyes, nose and

nmout h.

The Scarecrow s face was very interesting, for

it bore a comical and yet wi nning expression,

al t hough one eye was a bit |arger than the other
and ears were not mates. The Munchkin farmer who
had made the Scarecrow had neglected to sew him
together with close stitches and therefore sone of
the straw with which he was stuffed was inclined
to stick out between the seanms. Hi s hands

consi sted of padded white gloves, with the fingers
long and rather linp, and on his feet he wore
Munchki n boots of blue |eather with broad turns at

the tops of them

The Sawhorse was al nmobst as curious as its rider.
It had been rudely nade, in the beginning, to saw
| ogs upon, so that its body was a short |ength of
alog, and its |l egs were stout branches fitted
into four holes nmade in the body. The tail was
fornmed by a small branch that had been | eft on the
|l og, while the head was a gnarl ed bunp on one end
of the body. Two knots of wood forned the eyes,
and the mouth was a gash chopped in the | og. Wen
the Sawhorse first cane to life it had no ears at
all, and so could not hear; but the boy who then
owned himhad whittled two ears out of bark and

stuck themin the head, after which the Sawhorse
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heard very distinctly.

Thi s queer wooden horse was a great favorite

with Princess Ozma, who had caused the bottons of
its legs to be shod with plates of gold, so the
wood woul d not wear away. Its saddl e was made of
cloth-of-gold richly encrusted with precious gens.

It had never worn a bridle.

As the Scarecrow canme in sight of the party of
travelers, he reined in his wooden steed and

di smount ed, greeting the Shaggy Man with a smiling
nod. Then he turned to stare at the Patchwork Grl

in wonder, while she in turn stared at him

"Shags, " he whi spered, draw ng the Shaggy Man

asi de, "pat me into shape, there's a good fellow"

Wi le his friend punched and patted the
Scarecrow s body, to smooth out the hunps, Scraps
turned to G o and whispered: "Roll me out, please;
I've sagged down dreadfully fromwal king so nuch

and nmen like to see a stately figure."

She then fell upon the ground and the boy rolled
her back and forth like a rolling-pin, until the
cotton had filled all the spaces in her patchwork
covering and the body had |l engthened to its

full est extent. Scraps and the Scarecrow both
finished their hasty toilets at the sane tine, and

agai n they faced each other.

"Al'low me, Mss Patchwork," said the Shaggy Man
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"to present ny friend, the R ght Royal Scarecrow
of Oz. Scarecrow, this is Mss Scraps Patches;
Scraps, this is the Scarecrow. Scarecrow -Scraps;

Scr aps- - Scar ecr ow. "

They both bowed w th rmuch dignity.

"Forgive ne for staring so rudely," said the
Scarecrow, "but you are the nost beautiful sight

my eyes have ever beheld."

"That is a high conplinent fromone who is

hi nsel f so beautiful," nmurnured Scraps, casting
down her suspender-button eyes by | owering her
head. "But, tell me, good sir, are you not a

trifle lunpy?"

"Yes, of course; that's ny straw, you know.
It bunches up, sonmetines, in spite of all ny
efforts to keep it even. Doesn't your straw ever

bunch?"

"Ch, I"'mstuffed with cotton," said Scraps.
"I't never bunches, but it's inclined to pack down

and nake ne sag."

"But cotton is a high-grade stuffing. | nay say
it is even nore stylish, not to say aristocratic,
than straw," said the Scarecrow politely. "Still,
it is but proper that one so entrancingly |ovely
shoul d have the best stuffing there is going. I--
er--1"mso glad I've met you, Mss Scraps!

I ntroduce us again, Shaggy."
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"Once is enough,” replied the Shaggy Man,

| aughing at his friend' s enthusiasm

"Then tell nme where you found her, and--Dear ne,

what a queer cat! What are you nmade of --gel atine?"

"Pure gl ass," answered the cat, proud to have

attracted the Scarecrow s attention. "I am nuch
more beautiful than the Patchwork Grl. I'm
transparent, and Scraps isn't; |'ve pink brains--

you can see 'emwork; and |'ve a ruby heart,
finely polished, while Scraps hasn't any heart at

al | .

"No nore have |," said the Scarecrow, shaking
hands with Scraps, as if to congratul ate her on
the fact. "I've a friend, the Tin Wodman, who has
a heart, but | find | get along pretty well

wi t hout one. And so--Vell, well! here's alittle
Munchki n boy, too. Shake hands, nmy little man. How

are you?"

G o placed his hand in the flabby stuffed gl ove
that served the Scarecrow for a hand, and the
Scarecrow pressed it so cordially that the straw

in his glove crackl ed.

Meanti me, the Wozy had approached the Sawhorse
and begun to sniff at it. The Sawhorse resented
this famliarity and with a sudden ki ck pounded
the Wozy squarely on its Lead with one gol d- shod

f oot .
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"Take that, you nonster!" it cried angrily.

The Wbozy never even wi nked.

"To be sure," he said; "I'lIl take anything
have to. But don't make me angry, you wooden

beast, or ny eyes will flash fire and burn you

up. "
The Sawhorse rolled its knot eyes wi ckedly
and ki cked again, but the Wozy trotted away

and said to the Scarecrow

"What a sweet disposition that creature has!
| advise you to chop it up for kindling-wood
and use nme to ride upon. My back is flat and

you can't fall off."

"I think the trouble is that you haven't been
properly introduced," said the Scarecrow,
regardi ng the Wozy with nuch wonder, for he had

never seen such a queer aninmal before.

"The Sawhorse is the favorite steed of Princess
Ozma, the Ruler of the Land of Oz, and he lives in
a stable decorated with pearls and eneral ds, at
the rear of the royal palace. He is swift as the
wind, untiring, and is kind to his friends. A

the people of Oz respect the Sawhorse highly, and
when | visit Ozma she sonetines allows nme to ride
him-as | am doing to-day. Now you know what an

i mportant personage the Sawhorse is, and if sone
one- - perhaps your-self--will tell nme your nane,

your rank and station, and your history, it wll
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give me pleasure to relate themto the Sawhorse.

This will lead to nutual respect and friendship."

The Whozy was sonmewhat abashed by this speech

and did not know how to reply. But g o said:

"Thi s square beast is called the Wozy, and he
isn't of much inportance except that he has three

hairs growing on the tip of his tail."

The Scarecrow | ooked and saw that this was true.

"But," said he, in a puzzled way, "what nakes
those three hairs inportant? The Shaggy Man has
t housands of hairs, but no one has ever accused

hi m of being inportant.”

So o related the sad story of Unc Nunkie's
transformation into a marble statue, and told how
he had set out to find the things the Crooked
Magi ci an wanted, in order to make a charmthat
woul d restore his uncle to life. One of the
requirenents was three hairs froma Wozy's tail,
but not being able to pull out the hairs they had

been obliged to take the Wozy with them

The Scarecrow | ooked grave as he |istened and he
shook his head several tinmes, as if in

di sapproval .

"W nust see Ozma about this matter," he
said. "That Crooked Magician is breaking the

Law by practicing nmagic without a |license, and
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I"mnot sure Oznma will allow himto restore your

uncle to life."

"Already | have warned the boy of that,"

decl ared t he Shaggy Man.

At this o began to cry. "I want ny Unc

Nunki e!" he exclainmed. "I know how he can be
restored to life, and I"'mgoing to do it--Ozma or
no Ozma! What right has this girl Ruler to keep ny

Unc Nunki e a statue forever?"

"Don't worry about that just now " advised

the Scarecrow. "Go on to the Emerald Gty,

and when you reach it have the Shaggy Man

take you to see Dorothy. Tell her your story and
I"msure she will help you. Dorothy is Gzma's
best friend, and if you can win her to your side
your uncle is pretty safe to live again." Then he
turned to the Whozy and said: "I'mafraid you

are not inportant enough to be introduced to

t he Sawhorse, after all."

"I'ma better beast than he is," retorted the

Whozy, indignantly. "My eyes can flash fire, and

his can't."

"I's this true?" inquired the Scarecrow, turning

to the Munchkin boy.

"Yes," said o, and told how the Wozy had

set fire to the fence.

"Have you any other acconplishnents?"

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (145 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:42 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

asked the Scarecrow.

"l have a npst terrible grow --that is,

sonetines,"” said the Wozy, as Scraps | aughed
merrily and the Shaggy Man sniled. But the Patch-
work Grl's laugh made the Scarecrow forget all

about the Wozy. He said to her:

"What an admirable young | ady you are, and
what jolly good company! We nust be better
acquai nted, for never before have | nmet a girl
wi th such exquisite coloring or such natural,

artl ess manners."

"No wonder they call you the Wse Scarecrow,"

replied Scraps.

"When you arrive at the Enerald Gty | will see
you again," continued the Scarecrow. "Just now I
amgoing to call upon an old friend--an ordinary
young | ady naned Jinjur--who has Prom sed to
repaint nmy left ear for nme. You may have noticed
that the paint on ny left ear has peeled off and
faded, which affects ny hearing on that side.
Jinjur always fixes me up when | get weat her-

Wor n.

"When do you expect to return to the Enerald

Cty?" asked the Shaggy Man.

"I''"l'l be there this evening, for |I'm anxious

to have a long talk with Mss Scraps. Howis it,

Sawhor se; are you equal to a swift run?"
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"Anyt hing that suits you suits ne," returned

t he wooden hor se.

So the Scarecrow nounted to the jewel ed
saddl e and waved his hat, when the Sawhorse
darted away so swiftly that they were out of

sight in an instant.

Chapter Fourteen

g o Breaks the Law

"What a queer man," renmarked the Munchkin boy,

when the party had resuned its journey.

"And so nice and polite," added Scraps, bobbing
her Lead. "I think he is the handsonmest nan |'ve

seen since | cane to life."

"Handsonme i s as handsone does," quoted the
Shaggy Man; "but we nust admit that no living
scarecrow i s handsoner. The chief merit of ny

friend is that he is a great thinker, and in Oz it

is considered good policy to follow his advice."

"I didn't notice any brains in his head,"

observed the d ass Cat.

"You can't see 'emwork, but they're there, al
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right," declared the Shaggy Man. "I hadn't nuch
confidence in his brains nyself, when first | cane
to Oz, for a hunmbug Wzard gave themto hin but
was soon convinced that the Scarecrow is really
wi se; and, unless his brains nake himso, such

wi sdom i s unaccount abl e. ™

"I's the Wzard of Oz a hunbug?" asked g o.

“Not now. He was once, but he has reforned

and now assists Ginda the CGood, who is the
Royal Sorceress of Oz and the only one |icensed
to practice nmagic or sorcery. Ginda has taught
our old Wzard a good nany cl ever things, so

he is no |l onger a hunbug."

They wal ked a little while in silence and

then § o said:

"If Ozma forbids the Crooked Magician to

restore Unc Nunkie to |life, what shall | do?"

The Shaggy Man shook hi s head.

"In that case you can't do anything," he said.

"But don't be discouraged yet. W will go to
Princess Dorothy and tell her your troubles, and
then we will let her talk to Gzna. Dorothy has the
kindest little heart in the world, and she has
been through so many troubles herself that she is

sure to synpathize with you."

"I's Dorothy the little girl who cane here from

Kansas?" asked the boy.
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"Yes. In Kansas she was Dorothy Gale. | used to
know her there, and she brought nme to the Land of
Oz. But now Ozne has made her a Princess, and
Dorothy's Aunt Em and Uncle Henry are here, too."
Here the Shaggy Man uttered a |l ong sigh, and then

he continued: "It's a queer country, this Land of

Oz; but | like it, neverthel ess."

"What is queer about it?" asked Scraps.

"You, for instance," said he.

"Did you see no girls as beautiful as | amin

your own country?" she inquired

"None with the sane gorgeous, variegated
beauty," he confessed. "In Anerica a girl stuffed
with cotton wouldn't be alive, nor woul d anyone

think of making a girl out of a patchwork quilt."

"VWhat a queer country America nust bel" she
exclainmed in great surprise. "The Scarecrow, whom
you say is wise, told me | amthe nost beautiful

creature he has ever seen."

"l know, and perhaps you are-froma scarecrow
poi nt of view," replied the Shaggy Man; but why he

smiled as he said it Scraps could not inmagine.

As they drew nearer to the Emerald City the
travelers were filled with admration for the
spl endi d scenery they behel d. Handsome houses

stood on both sides of the road and each had a
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green |awn before it as well as a pretty flower

gar den.

"In another hour," said the Shaggy Man, "we
shall come in sight of the walls of the Roya

Gty."

He was wal ki ng ahead, with Scraps, and behi nd
them canme the Wozy and the 3 ass Cat. G o had

| agged behind, for in spite of the warnings he

had received the boy's eyes were fastened on the
clover that bordered the road of yellow bricks and
he was eager to discover if such a thing as a

si x-l eaved clover really existed.

Suddenly he stopped short and bent over to

exam ne the ground nore closely. Yes; here at |ast
was a clover with six spreading | eaves. He counted
themcarefully, to nmake sure. In an instant his
heart |eaped with joy, for this was one of the

i mportant things he had come for--one of the

things that would restore dear Unc Nunkie to life.

He gl anced ahead and saw that none of his

compani ons was | ooki ng back. Neither were any
ot her people about, for it was m dway between
two houses. The tenptation was too strong to

be resi st ed.

"I mght search for weeks and weeks, and
never find another six-Ileaved clover,"” he told
hi msel f, and quickly plucking the stemfromthe

pl ant he placed the prized clover in his basket,
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covering it with the other things he carried
there. Then, trying to look as if nothing had
happened, he hurried forward and overtook his

conr ades.

The Emerald City, which is the nost splendid as
wel |l as the nmpost beautiful city in any fairyland,
is surrounded by a high, thick wall of green
mar bl e, polished smooth and set with glistening
eneral ds. There are four gates, one facing the
Munchki n Country, one facing the Country of the

W nki es, one facing the Country of the Quadlings
and one facing the Country of the GIllikins. The
Enerald City lies directly in the center of these
four inmportant countries of Oz. The gates had bars
of pure gold, and on either side of each gateway
were built high towers, fromwhich floated gay
banners. O her towers were set at distances al ong
the walls, which were broad enough for four people

to wal k abreast upon.

This enclosure, all green and gold and

glittering with precious genms, was indeed a
wonder ful sight to greet our travelers, who first
observed it fromthe top of a little hill; but
beyond the wall was the vast city it surrounded,
and hundreds of jewel ed spires, domes and

m narets, flaunting flags and banners, reared
their crests far above the towers of the gateways.
In the center of the city our friends could see
the tops of many mmgnificent trees, sone nearly as
tall as the spires of the buildings, and the

Shaggy Man told themthat these trees were in the
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royal gardens of Princess Ozna.

They stood a long tinme on the hilltop, feasting

their eyes on the splendor of the Enerald Gty.

"Whee! " excl ai med Scraps, clasping her padded
hands in ecstacy, "that'll do for ne to live in,
all right. No nore of the Munchkin Country for
these patches--and no nore of the Crooked

Magi ci an! "

"Why, you belong to Dr. Pipt," replied o,
| ooki ng at her in amazenent. "You were nade for a
servant, Scraps, SO you are personal property and

not your own mstress.”

"Bother Dr. Pipt! If he wants ne, let him

cone here and get ne. 1'lIl not go back to his
den of my own accord; that's certain. Only one
place in the Land of Oz is fit to live in, and
that's the Enerald City. It's lovely! It's al npbst

as beautiful as | am Go."

"In this country," remarked the Shaggy Man,
"people live wherever our Ruler tells themto. It
woul dn't do to have everyone live in the Enerald
Cty, you know, for sone nust plow the | and and
raise grains and fruits and vegetables, while
others chop wood in the forests, or fish in the

rivers, or herd the sheep and the cattle."

"Poor things!" said Scraps.

"I"'mnot sure they are not happier than the city
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people," replied the Shaggy Man. "There's a
freedom and i ndependence in country life that not
even the Enerald City can give one. | know that
lots of the city people would like to get back to
the land. The Scarecrow lives in the country, and
so do the Tin Wodman and Jack Punmpki nhead; yet

all three would be welconme to live in Ozma's

pal ace if they cared to. Too nmuch spl endor becones
tiresome, you know But, if we're to reach the
Emerald City before sundown, we must hurry, for it

is yet a long way off."

The entrancing sight of the city had put new
energy into themall and they hurried forward
with lighter steps than before. There was nuch
to interest themalong the roadway, for the
houses were now set nore closely together and
they met a good nany people who were com ng

or going fromone place or another. Al these
seenmed happy-faced, pleasant people, who
nodded graciously to the strangers as they

Passed, and exchanged words of greeting.

At | ast they reached the great gateway, just

as the sun was setting and adding its red gl ow
to the glitter of the emeralds on the green walls
and spires. Sonmewhere inside the city a band
could be heard playing sweet nusic; a soft,
subdued hum as of nmany voices, reached their
ears; fromthe neighboring yards cane the | ow

nmooi ng of cows waiting to be ml ked.

They were al nbst at the gate when the gol den
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bars slid back and a tall soldier stepped out and
faced them Qg o thought he had never seen so
tall a man before. The soldier wore a handsone
green and gold uniform with a tall hat in which
was a wavi ng plune, and he had a belt thickly
encrusted with jewels. But the nost peculiar
thing about himwas his |ong green beard,
which fell far bel ow his wai st and perhaps

made himseemtaller than he really was.

"Halt!" said the Soldier with the G een
Whi skers, not in a stern voice but rather in a

friendly tone.

They hal ted before he spoke and stood | ooking at

hi m

"Good evening, Colonel," said the Shaggy
Man. "What's the news since | left? Anything

i mportant ?"

"Billina has hatched out thirteen new chickens,"

replied the Soldier with the Green Whiskers, "and
they're the cutest little fluffy yellow balls you
ever saw. The Yellow Hen is mghty proud of those

children, | can tell you

"She has a right to be," agreed the Shaggy
Man. "Let nme see; that's about seven thousand

chi cks she has hatched out; isn't it, General ?"

"That, at least," was the reply. "You will have

to visit Billina and congratul ate her."
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"It will give ne pleasure to do that," said the
Shaggy Man. "But you will observe that | have
brought sone strangers hone with ne. | am

going to take themto see Dorothy."

"One noment, please,"” said the soldier, barring
their way as they started to enter the gate. "I am
on duty, and | have orders to execute. |Is anyone

in your party named G o the Unl ucky?"

"Why, that's nme!" cried G o, astonished at

hearing his nane on the |ips of a stranger

The Soldier with the G een Wi skers nodded. "I

t hought so," said he, "and | amsorry to announce

that it is ny painful duty to arrest you."

"Arrest me!" exclained the boy. "Wat for?"

"l haven't | ooked to see," answered the soldier.
Then he drew a paper from his breast pocket and
glanced at it. "Ch, yes; you are to be arrested

for willfully breaking one of the Laws of Cz."

"Breaking a law" said Scraps. "Nonsense,

Sol dier; you're joking."

“Not this tine," returned the soldier, with a
sigh. "My dear child what are you, a rumuage sal e
or a guess-ne quick?--in nme you be hold the Body
Guard of our gracious Ruler, Princess Ozma, as
well as the Royal Arny of Oz and the Police Force

of the Emerald City."
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"And only one man!" exclainmed the Patchwork Grl.

"Only one, and plenty enough. In ny officia
positions |'ve had nothing to do for a good many
years--so long that | began to fear | was

absol utely usel ess--until today. An hour ago | was
called to the presence of her Highness, OGzma of
Oz, and told to arrest a boy named G o the

Unl ucky, who was journeying fromthe Munchkin
Country to the Enerald City and would arrive in a
short time. This command so astoni shed nme that |
nearly fainted, for it is the first tine anyone
has merited arrest since | can renenber. You are
rightly named G o the Unlucky. my poor boy, since

you have broken a Law of Oz.

"But you are wong," said Scraps. "Qzma is
wrong--you are all wong--for g o has broken no

Law.

"Then he will soon be free again," replied the
Soldier with the G een Wi skers. "Anyone accused
of crinme is given a fair trial by our Ruler and
has every chance to prove his innocence. But just

now Ozrma' s orders nust be obeyed.”

Wth this he took fromhis pocket a pair of
handcuffs nade of gold and set with rubies and

di anonds, and these he snapped over o's wists.
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Chapter Fifteen

Ozma' s Pri soner

The boy was so bewildered by this calamty that he
made no resistance at all. He knew very well he
was guilty, but it surprised himthat Ozma al so
knew it. He wondered how she had found out so soon
that he had picked the six-Ieaved clover. He

handed his basket to Scraps and sai d:

"Keep that, until | get out of prison. If I
never get out, take it to the Crooked Magician, to

whom it bel ongs."

The Shaggy Man had been gazing earnestly in the
boy's face, uncertain whether to defend him or
not; but sonmething he read in § o's expression
made hi m draw back and refuse to interfere to save
him The Shaggy Man was greatly surprised and

gri eved, but he knew that Ozma never made m st akes

and so o nust really have broken the Law of Qz.

The Soldier with the Green Wi skers now |l ed them
all through the gate and into a little room built
inthe wall. Here sat a jolly little man, richly
dressed in green and having around his neck a
heavy gold chain to which a nunber of great gol den
keys were attached. This was the Guardi an of the
Gate and at the nonment they entered his room he

was pl aying a tune upon a nout h- organ

"Listen!" he said, holding up his hand for
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silence. "l've just conposed a tune called ' The
Speckled Alligator.' It's in patch-tine, which is
much superior to rag-tine, and |'ve conposed it in
honor of the Patchwork G rl, who has just

arrived. "

"How did you know | had arrived?" asked Scraps,

much interested.

"I't's ny business to know who's coming, for |I'm
the Guardian of the Gate. Keep quiet while | play

you ' The Speckled Alligator.""

It wasn't a very bad tune, nor a very good one,
but all listened respectfully while he shut his
eyes and swayed his head fromside to side and

bl ew the notes fromthe little instrument. Wen it
was all over the Soldier with the G een Whiskers

sai d:

"CQuardi an, | have here a prisoner."

"Good gracious! A prisoner?" cried the little
man, junping up fromhis chair. "Wich one? Not

t he Shaggy Man?"

"No; this boy."

"Ah; | hope his fault is as small as hinself,"
said the Guardi an of the Gate. "But what can he

have done, and what made himdo it?"

"Can't say," replied the soldier. "Al | know

is that he has broken the Law. "
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"But no one ever does that!"

"Then he nust be innocent, and soon will be
rel eased. | hope you are right, Guardian. Just now
I amordered to take himto prison. Get nme a

prisoner's robe fromyour Oficial \Wardrobe."

The CGuardi an unl ocked a cl oset and took

fromit a white robe, which the soldier threw
over o. It covered himfromhead to foot, but
had two holes just in front of his eyes, so he
could see where to go. In this attire the boy

presented a very quai nt appearance.

As the Guardi an unl ocked a gate | eading
fromhis roominto the streets of the Enerald

Cty, the Shaggy Man said to Scraps:

"I think I shall take you directly to Dorothy,
as the Scarecrow advised, and the d ass Cat
and the Wozy nmay conme with us. G o nust

go to prison with the Soldier with the Green
Wi skers, but he will he well treated and you

need not worry about him"

"What will they do with hinP" asked Scraps.

"That | cannot tell. Since | came to the Land of
Oz no one has ever been arrested or inprisoned--

until G o broke the Law. "

"Seens to me that girl Ruler of yours is making
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a big fuss over nothing," remarked Scraps, tossing
her yarn hair out of her eyes with a jerk of her
pat ched head. "I don't know what Q o has done, but
it couldn't be anything very, bad, for you and

were with himall the tinme."

The Shaggy Man made no reply to this speech and
presently the Patchwork G rl forgot all about o
in her admration of the wonderful city she had

ent er ed.

They soon separated fromthe Munchkin boy, who
was |l ed by the Soldier with the Green Wi skers
down a side street toward the prison. o felt
very m serable and greatly ashamed of hinself, but
he was begi nning to grow angry because he was
treated in such a disgraceful manner. |nstead of
entering the splendid Enerald City as a
respectable traveler who was entitled to a

wel cone and to hospitality, he was being brought
in as a crimnal, handcuffed and in a robe that

told all he net of his deep disgrace.

Qo was by nature gentle and affectionate and if
he had di sobeyed the Law of Oz it was to restore
his dear Unc Nunkie to life. His fault was nore

t houghtl ess than w cked, but that did not alter
the fact that he had committed a fault. At first
he had felt sorrow and renorse, but the nore he

t hought about the unjust treatnment he had

recei ved--unjust nerely because he considered it
so--the nore he resented his arrest, blam ng Ozma
for making foolish Iaws and then punishing fol ks

who broke them Only a six-leaved clover! A tiny
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green plant grow ng negl ected and tranpl ed under
foot. What harmcould there be in picking it? go
began to think Ozma nust be a very bad and
oppressive Ruler for such a lovely fairyland as
Oz. The Shaggy Man said the people | oved her; but

how coul d t hey?

The little Munchkin boy was so busy thinking

t hese things--which nmany guilty prisoners have

t hought before him-that he scarcely noticed all
the splendor of the city streets through which
they passed. \Wenever they net any of the happy,
smling people, the boy turned his head away in
shane, al t hough none knew who was beneath the

r obe.

By and by they reached a house built just beside
the great city wall, but in a quiet, retired
place. It was a pretty house, neatly painted and
with many wi ndows. Before it was a garden filled
with bloomng flowers. The Soldier with the G een
Wi skers led G o up the gravel path to the front

door, on whi ch he knocked.

A woman opened the door and, seeing o

in his white robe, exclained:

"Goodness me! A prisoner at last. But what a

smal | one, Soldier."

"The size doesn't matter, Tollydiggle, ny
dear. The fact renmains that he is a prisoner,"”

said the soldier. "And, this being the prison,
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and you the jailer, it is nmy duty to place the

prisoner in your charge."

"True. Cone in, then, and I'll give you a

receipt for him"

They entered the house and passed through a hal
to a large circular room where the woman pul | ed
the robe off from o and | ooked at himw th
kindly interest. The boy, on his part, was gazing
around himin amazenent, for never had he dreaned
of such a magnificent apartnent as this in which
he stood. The roof of the dome was of col ored

gl ass, worked into beautiful designs. The walls

were paneled with plates of

gol d decorated with gens of great size and many
colors, and upon the tiled fl oor were soft rags
delightful to walk upon. The furniture was franed
in gold and uphol stered in satin brocade and it
consi sted of easy chairs, divans and stools in
great variety. Also there were several tables with
mrror tops and cabinets filled with rare and
curious things. In one place a case filled with
books stood against the wall, and el sewhere o

saw a cupboard containing all sorts of ganes.

"May | stay here a little while before | go to

prison?" asked the boy, pleadingly.

"Way, this is your prison,"” replied Tollydiggle,
"and in nme behold your jailor. Take off those
handcuffs, Soldier, for it is inpossible for

anyone to escape fromthis house."
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"I know that very well," replied the soldier and
at once unl ocked the handcuffs and rel eased the

prisoner.

The woman touched a button on the wall and
lighted a big chandelier that hung suspended from
the ceiling, for it was growi ng dark outside. Then

she seated herself at a desk and asked

"What nane?"

"g o the Unlucky," answered the Sol dier

with the Green Wi skers.

"Unl ucky? Ah, that accounts for it," said she.

"What crime?"

"Breaking a Law of QCz."

"Al'l right. There's your receipt, Soldier; and
now | ' mresponsible for the prisoner. I'mglad
of it, for this is the first time |'ve ever had
anything to do, in ny official capacity," remarked

the jailer, in a pleased tone.

"It's the sanme with me, Tollydiggle," |aughed
the soldier. "But ny task is finished and | nust
go and report to Ozma that |'ve done ny duty
like a faithful Police Force, a loyal Arny and

an honest Body-Guard--as | hope I am"

Saying this, be nodded farewell to Tollydiggle

and g o and went away.
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"Now, then," said the woman briskly, "I nust get
you sone supper, for you are doubtl ess hungry.
What woul d you prefer: planked whitefish, onelet

with jelly or mutton-chops with gravy?"

g o thought about it. Then he said: "I'Il take

the chops, if you please."

"Very wel|l; armuse yourself while |I'm gone;
I won't be long," and then she went out by a

door and left the prisoner alone.

G o was much astoni shed, for not only was this
unli ke any prison he had ever heard of, but he was
being treated nore as a guest than a crim nal
There were many wi ndows and they bad no | ocks.
There were three doors to the room and none were
bolted. He cautiously opened one of the doors and
found it led into a hallway. But he had no
intention of trying to escape. If his jailor was
willing to trust himin this way he woul d not
betray her trust, and noreover a hot supper was
bei ng prepared for himand his prison was very

pl easant and confortable. So he took a book from
the case and sat down in a big chair to | ook at

the pictures.

This anused himuntil the woman cane in with a
|large tray and spread a cloth on one of the

tabl es. Then she arranged his supper, which proved
the nmost varied and delicious meal G o had ever

eaten in his life.
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Tol | ydi ggl e sat near himwhile he ate, sew ng
on sonme fancy work she held in her |ap. Wen
he had finished she cleared the table and then

read to hima story fromone of the books.

"I's this really a prison?" he asked, when she

had fi ni shed readi ng.

"Indeed it is," she replied. "It is the only

prison in the Land of Oz."

"And am | a prisoner?"

"Bless the child!l O course."

"Then why is the prison so fine, and why

are you so kind to ne?" he earnestly asked.

Tol | ydi ggl e seenmed surprised by the question,

but she presently answered:

"W consider a prisoner unfortunate. He is
unfortunate in two ways--because he has done
sonet hi ng wong and because he is deprived of his
liberty. Therefore we should treat himkindly,
because of his m sfortune, for otherw se he would
becone hard and bitter and would not be sorry he
had done wong. Qzna thinks that one who has
committed a fault did so because he was not strong
and brave; therefore she puts himin prison to
make him strong and brave. VWen that is
acconpl i shed he is no | onger a prisoner, but a

good and loyal citizen and everyone is gl ad that
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he is now strong enough to resist doing wong. You
see, it is kindness that nakes one strong and

brave; and so we are kind to our prisoners.”

g o thought this over very carefully. "I had
an idea," said he, "that prisoners were always

treated harshly, to punish them"

"That woul d be dreadful!" cried Tollydiggle.
"I'sn't one puni shed enough in knowi ng he has
done wong? Don't you wish, o, with all your
heart, that you had not been di sobedi ent and

broken a Law of Oz?"

"I--1 hate to be different from other people,"”

he adm tted.

"Yes; one likes to be respected as highly as his
nei ghbors are," said the worman. "Wen you are
tried and found guilty, you will be obliged to
make anmends, in sone way. | don't know j ust
what Ozma will do to you, because this is the
first tine one of us has broken a Law, but you
may be sure she will be just and nerciful. Here
in the Enerald City people are too happy and
contented ever to do wong; but perhaps you
came from sone faraway corner of our |and, and
havi ng no | ove for Qzna carel essly broke one

of her Laws."

"Yes," said o, "l've lived all ny life in the

heart of a lonely forest, where | saw no one but

dear Unc Nunkie."
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"I thought so," said Tollydiggle. "But now
we have tal ked enough, so let us play a gane

until bedtinme."

Chapter Si xteen

Princess Dor ot hy

Dorothy Gale was sitting in one of her roons in
the royal palace, while curled up at her feet was
alittle black dog with a shaggy coat and very
bright eyes. She wore a plain white frock, w thout
any jewels or other ornanents except an emeral d-
green hair-ribbon, for Dorothy was a sinple
little girl and had not been in the | east spoiled
by the nmagnificence surrounding her. Once the
child had lived on the Kansas prairies, but she
seemed marked for adventure for she had made
seven trips to the Land of Oz before she cane to
live there for good. Her very best friend was the
beautiful Ozma of Oz, who | oved Dorothy so well
that she kept her in her own pal ace, so as to be
near her. The girl's Uncle Henry and Aunt Em-the
only relatives she had in the world--had al so been
brought here by Ozma and gi ven a pl easant hone.
Dor ot hy knew al nost everybody in Oz, and it was
she who had discovered the Scarecrow, the Tin
Whodman and the Cowardly Lion, as well as Tik-tok

the G ockwork Man. Her life was very pleasant now,
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and al though she had been made a Princess of Oz by
her friend Ozma she did not care nmuch to be a
Pri ncess and remmi ned as sweet as when she had

been plain Dorothy Gale of Kansas.

Dorothy was reading in a book this evening
when Jellia Janb, the favorite servant-maid of
the pal ace, came to say that the Shaggy Man

wanted to see her.

"All right," said Dorothy; "tell himto come

right up."

"But he has sone queer creatures with him-sone
of the queerest |'ve ever laid eyes on," reported

Jel li a.

"Never mnd; let "emall cone up,"” replied

Dor ot hy.

But when the door opened to admit not only the
Shaggy Man, but Scraps, the Wozy and the d ass
Cat, Dorothy junped up and | ooked at her strange
visitors in amazenment. The Patchwork G rl was the
nmost curious of all and Dorothy was uncertain at
first whether Scraps was really alive or only a
dream or a nightmare. Toto, her dog, slowy
uncurl ed hinsel f and going to the Patchwork Grl
sniffed at her inquiringly; but soon he | ay down
again, as if to say he had no interest in such an

irregul ar creation.

"You're a new one to ne," Dorothy said
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reflectively, addressing the Patchwork Grl. "I

can't imagi ne where you've conme from"

"Who, ne?" asked Scraps, |ooking around the

pretty roominstead of at the girl. "Ch, | cane
froma bed-quilt, | guess. That's what they say,
anyhow. Some call it a crazy-quilt and sonme a

patchwork quilt. But my name is Scraps--and now

you know all about ne."

"Not quite all," returned Dorothy with a smle.

"I wish you'd tell ne how you cane to be alive.'

"That's an easy job," said Scraps, sitting upon

a bi g uphol stered chair and nmeking the springs
bounce her up and down. "Margolotte wanted a

sl ave, so she nade ne out of an old bed-quilt she
didn't use. Cotton stuffing, suspender-button
eyes, red velvet tongue, pearl beads for teeth.
The Crooked Magi ci an made a Powder of Life,
sprinkled me with it and--here | am Perhaps
you've noticed ny different colors. A very refined
and educated gentl eman naned the Scarecrow, whom I
net, told me | amthe nost beautiful creature in

all Oz, and | believe it."

"Ch! Have you net our Scarecrow, then?" asked
Dorothy, a little puzzled to understand the brief

hi story rel at ed.

"Yes; isn't he jolly?"

"The Scarecrow has many good qualities," replied

Dorothy. "But I'msorry to hear all this 'bout the

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (169 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:42 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

Crooked Magician. Ozma'll be mad as hops when she
hears he's been doing nmagic again. She told him

not to."

"He only practices nmagic for the benefit of his
own fam ly," explained Bungle, who was keeping at

a respectful distance fromthe little black dog.

"Dear ne," said Dorothy; "I hadn't noticed

you before. Are you gl ass, or what?"

"I'mglass, and transparent, too, which is nore

than can be said of sonme fol ks," answered the
cat. "Also | have sone | ovely pink brains; you

can see 'emwork."

"Ch; is that so? Cone over here and |let ne see."

The Class Cat hesitated, eyeing the dog.

"Send that beast away and | will," she said.

"Beast! Wiy, that's my dog Toto, an' he's the
ki ndest dog in all the world. Toto knows a good
many things, too; 'nost as much as | do, |

guess. "

"Why doesn't he say anything?" asked Bungle.

"He can't talk, not being a fairy dog,"
expl ai ned Dorothy. "He's just a comon United
States dog; but that's a good deal; and
under stand him and he understands ne, just as

well as if he could tal k."
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Toto, at this, got up and rubbed his head
softly agai nst Dorothy's hand, which she held
out to him and he |ooked up into her face as if

he had understood every word she had sai d.

"This cat, Toto," she said to him "is made

of glass, so you nustn't bother it, or chase it,
any nore than you do ny Pink Kitten. It's
prob'ly brittle and m ght break if it bunped

agai nst anything."

"Whof " said Toto, and that neant he under st ood.

The d ass Cat was so proud of her pink brains
that she ventured to conme close to Dorothy, in

order that the girl mght "see "emwork." This was
really interesting, but when Dorothy patted the
cat she found the glass cold and hard and
unresponsi ve, so she decided at once that Bungle

woul d never do for a pet.

"What do you know about the Crooked Magi ci an who

lives on the nmountain?" asked Dor ot hy.

"He nade ne," replied the cat; "so I know al

about him The Patchwork Grl is new-three or
four days old--but 1've lived with Dr. Pipt for
years; and, though | don't much care for him

will say that he has always refused to work magic
for any of the people who conme to his house. He

thinks there's no harmin doing nagic things for

his own fam ly, and he nade ne out of glass

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (171 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:42 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt
because the meat cats drink too much nilk. He al so
made Scraps conme to life so she could do the

housework for his wife Margolotte."

"Then why did you both | eave hin?" asked

Dor ot hy.

"I think you'd better let nme explain that,"
interrupted the Shaggy Man, and then he told
Dorothy all of §o's story and how Unc Nunki e and
Margol otte had accidentally been turned to marble
by the Liquid of Petrifaction. Then he rel ated how
the boy had started out in search of the things
needed to nake the magic charm which would
restore the unfortunates to life, and how he had
found the Wozy and taken him al ong because he
could not pull the three hairs out of its tail.
Dorothy listened to all this with nuch interest,
and t hought that so far g o had acted very well.
But when the Shaggy Man told her of the Munchkin
boy's arrest by the Soldier with the G een

Wi skers, because he was accused of wilfully
breaking a Law of Oz, the little girl was greatly

shocked.

"What do you s' pose he's done?" she asked.

"I fear he has picked a six-leaved clover,"”
answered the Shaggy Man, sadly. "I did not see him
do it, and | warned himthat to do so was agai nst
the Law, but perhaps that is what he did,

nevert hel ess.

"I"'msorry 'bout that," said Dorothy gravely,
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for now there will be no one to help his poor
uncle and Margolotte 'cept this Patchwork Grl,

the Whozy and the dass Cat."

"Don't mention it," said Scraps. "That's no
affair of mine. Margolotte and Unc Nunkie are
perfect strangers to nme, for the nonment | cane

tolife they came to marble."

"l see," remarked Dorothy with a sigh of

regret; "the wonan forgot to give you a heart."”

"I'"'mglad she did," retorted the Patchwork Grl.

"A heart nust be a great annoyance to one. It

makes a person feel sad or sorry or devoted or
sympat hetic--all of which sensations interfere with

one's happi ness. "

"I have a heart," nmurnured the G ass Cat.
"I't's made of a ruby; but | don't inagine | shal
let it bother me about hel ping Unc Nunkie and

Margol otte. ™

"That's a pretty hard heart of yours," said

Dorothy. "And the Wozy, of course--"

"Why, as for ne," observed the Wozy, who was
reclining on the floor with his | egs doubl ed under
him so that he | ooked nuch like a square box, "I
have never seen those unfortunate people you are
speaking of, and yet | amsorry for them having

at tinmes been unfortunate nyself. Wien | was shut

up in that forest | longed for sone one to help
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me, and by and by Go cane and did help ne. So I'm
willing to help his uncle. I"'monly a stupid
beast, Dorothy, but | can't help that, and if
you'll tell nme what to do to help G o and his

uncle, I'lIl gladly doit."

Dor ot hy wal ked over and patted the Wozy on his

squar e head.

"You're not pretty," she said, "but | Iike you.

What are you able to do; anything 'special?"

"I can make ny eyes flash fire--real fire--when
I'"'mangry. When anyone says: 'Krizzle-Kroo' to ne

I get angry, and then ny eyes flash fire."

"I don't see as fireworks could help Go's
uncle,” remarked Dorothy. "Can you do anything

el se?"

"I--1 thought | bad a very terrifying grow k"
said the Wozy, with hesitation; "but perhaps

I was m staken."

"Yes," said the Shaggy Man, "you were certainly
wrong about that." Then he turned to Dorothy and

added: "What will becone of the Miunchkin boy?"

"I don't know," she said, shaking her head
thoughtfully. "Ozma will see him'bout it, of
course, and then she'll punish him But how,
| don't know, 'cause no one ever has been

puni shed in Oz since | knew anything about

the place. Too bad, Shaggy Man, isn't it?"
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Wil e they were tal king Scraps had been

roam ng around the room and | ooking at al

the pretty things it contained. She had carried
g o's basket in her hand, until now, when she
deci ded to see what was inside it. She found
the bread and cheese, which she had no use for,
and the bundl e of charns, which were curious
but quite a nystery to her. Then, turning these
over, she came upon the six-1eaved clover which

the boy had pl ucked.

Scraps was qui ck-witted, and although she had no
heart she recogni zed the fact that g o was her
first friend. She knew at once that because the
boy had taken the clover he bad been inprisoned,
and she understood that G o had given her the
basket so they would not find the clover in his
possessi on and have proof of his crine. So,
turning her head to see that no one noticed her,
she took the clover fromthe basket and dropped it
into a gol den vase that stood on Dorothy's table.

Then she cane forward and said to Dorothy:

"I wouldn't care to help Go's uncle, but I
will help Go. He did not break the Law-no
one can prove he did--and that green-whiskered

sol dier had no right to arrest him™"

"Ozma ordered the boy's arrest,"” said Dorothy,
"and of course she knew what she was doing. But if
you can prove o is innocent they will set him

free at once
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"They' || have to prove himguilty, won't

they?'' asked Scraps.

"l s'pose so."

"Well, they can't do that," declared the

Pat chwork Grl.

As it was nearly tine for Dorothy to dine with
Qzma, which she did every evening, she rang for a
servant and ordered the Wozy taken to a nice room

and given plenty of such food as he liked best.

"That's honey-bees," said the Wozy.

"You can't eat honey-bees, but you'll be given
sonet hing just as nice," Dorothy told him Then
she had the d ass Cat taken to another room for
the night and the Patchwork G rl she kept in one
of her own roons, for she was nuch interested in
the strange creature and wanted to talk with her

again and try to understand her better.

Chapt er Sevent een

Ozma and Her Friends

The Shaggy Man had a room of his own in the roya

pal ace, so there he went to change his shaggy suit
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of clothes for another just as shaggy but not so
dusty fromtravel. He sel ected a costune of
peagreen and pink satin and velvet, wth
enbroi dered shags on all the edges and iridescent
pearls for ornanents. Then he bathed in an
al abaster pool and brushed his shaggy hair and
whi skers the wong way to nake themstill nore
shaggy. This acconplished, and arrayed in his
spl endi d shaggy garnents, he went to Ozna's
banquet hall and found the Scarecrow, the Wzard
and Dorothy already assenbl ed there. The Scarecrow
had made a quick trip and returned to the Enerald

City with his left ear freshly painted.

A morment later, while they all stood in waiting,
a servant threw open a door, the orchestra struck

up a tune and Ozma of Oz entered.

Much has been told and witten concerning the
beauty of person and character of this sweet girl
Rul er of the Land of QOz--the richest, the happiest
and nost delightful fairyland of which we have any
know edge. Yet with all her queenly qualities Ozna
was a real girl and enjoyed the things in life
that other real girls enjoy. Wen she sat on her
splendid enerald throne in the great Throne Room
of her palace and nmade | aws and settled disputes
and tried to keep all her subjects happy and
contented, she was as dignified and denure as any
queen m ght be; but when she had thrown asi de her
jewel ed robe of state and her sceptre, and had
retired to her private apartnents, the girl--

joyous, light-hearted and free--replaced the
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sedate Rul er.

In the banquet hall to-night were gathered

only old and trusted friends, so here Ozna was
herself--a nmere girl. She greeted Dorothy with
a kiss, the Shaggy Man with a smile, the little
old Wzard with a friendly handshake and then
she pressed the Scarecrow s stuffed arm and

cried nerrily:

"What a lovely left ear! Wiy, it's a hundred

times better than the old one."

"I"'mglad you like it," replied the Scarecrow,
wel | pleased. "Jinjur did a neat job, didn't she?
And nmy hearing is now perfect. Isn't it wonderfu
what a little paint will do, if it's properly
appl i ed?"

"It really is wonderful," she agreed, as they
all took their seats; "but the Sawhorse nust
have his legs twinkle to have carried you so far

in one day. | didn't expect you back before

tonorrow, at the earliest.”

"Well," said the Scarecrow, "I met a charm ng
girl on the road and wanted to see nore of her, so

I hurried back."

Qzma | aughed.

"l know," she returned; "it's the Patchwork
Grl. She is certainly bewildering, if not strictly

beautiful ."
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"Have you seen her, then?" the straw nan eagerly

asked.

"Only in ny Magic Picture, which shows nme al

scenes of interest in the Land of Oz."

"I fear the picture didn't do her justice," said

t he Scarecrow.

"It seemed to ne that nothing could be nore

gorgeous, " declared Ozna. "Whoever nade that
patchwork quilt, fromwhich Scraps was forned
must have sel ected the gayest and brightest bits

of cloth that ever were woven.

"I amglad you like her," said the Scarecrow

in a satisfied tone. Al though the straw man did
not eat, not being nmade so he could, he often
dined with Ozma and her conpani ons, mnerely

for the pleasure of talking with them He sat at
the table and had a napkin and plate, but the
servants knew better than to offer himfood.

After alittle while he asked: "Were is the

Pat chwork G rl now?"

"In ny room" replied Dorothy. "I've taken a

fancy to her; she's so queer and-and-uncomon."”

"She's half crazy, | think," added the Shaggy

Man.

"But she is so beautiful!" exclained the

Scarecrow, as if that fact disarnmed all criticism
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They all laughed at his enthusiasm but the
Scarecrow was quite serious. Seeing that he was
interested in Scraps they forbore to say anything
against her. The little band of friends OGzma had
gat hered around her was so quaintly assorted that
much care nust be exercised to avoid hurting their
feelings or making any one of them unhappy. It was
this considerate kindness that held them cl ose
friends and enabled themto enjoy one another's

soci ety.

Anot her thing they avoi ded was conversing

on unpl easant subjects, and for that reason go
and his troubles were not nentioned during the
di nner. The Shaggy Man, however, related his
adventures with the nmonstrous plants which

had sei zed and enfol ded the travelers, and told
how he had robbed Chiss, the giant porcupine,

of the quills which it was accustomed to throw
at people. Both Dorothy and OQzna were pleased
with this exploit and thought it served Chiss

right.

Then they tal ked of the Wozy, which was the

nost renmarkabl e ani mal any of them had ever before
seen--except, perhaps, the |ive Sawhorse. Ozma had
never known that her dom nions contained such a
thing as a Wozy, there being but one in existence
and this being confined in his forest for nmany
years. Dorothy said she believed the Wozy was a
good beast, honest and faithful; hut she added

that she did not care nmuch for the 3 ass Cat.
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"Still," said the Shaggy Man, "the d ass Cat
is very pretty and if she were not so conceited
over her pink brains no one woul d object to her

as a comnpani on.

The W zard had been eating silently unti

now, when he | ooked up and renarked:

"That Powder of Life which is nade by the
Crooked Magician is really a wonderful thing.
But Dr. Pipt does not know its true val ue and

he uses it in the nost foolish ways."

"I must see about that," said Ozma, gravely.
Then she sniled again and continued in a
lighter tone: "It was Dr. Pipt's fanmous Powder
of Life that enabled ne to becone the Rul er

of Oz."

"I'"ve never heard that story," said the Shaggy

Man, | ooking at Oznma questioningly.

"Wl l, when | was a baby girl | was stolen by an
old Wtch named Monbi and transfornmed into a boy,"
began the girl Ruler. "I did not know who | was
and when | grew big enough to work, the Wtch made
me wait upon her and carry wood for the fire and
hoe in the garden. One day she cane back froma
journey bringing some of the Powder of Life, which
Dr. Pipt had given her. | had made a punpki n-
headed man and set it up in her path to frighten
her, for I was fond of fun and hated the Wtch.

But she knew what the figure was and to test her
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Powder of Life she sprinkled sone of it on the nman
I had made. It came to life and is now our dear
friend Jack Punpki nhead. That night | ran away
with Jack to escape punishnent, and | took old
Monbi''s Powder of Life with me. During our journey
we cane upon a wooden Sawhorse standing by the
road and | used the nagic powder to bring it to
life. The Sawhorse has been with nme ever since.
When | got to the Enerald City the good Sorceress,
@ inda, knew who | was and restored ne to ny
proper person, when | becanme the rightful Ruler of
this land. So you see had not old Mnbi brought
home the Powder of Life | might never have run
away from her and becone Oznma of Oz, nor would we
have had Jack Punpki nhead and the Sawhorse to

confort and amuse us."

That story interested the Shaggy Man very much,
as well as the others, who had often heard it
before. The di nner bei ng now concl uded, they all
went to Ozma's drawi ng-room where they passed a

pl easant evening before it came time to retire.

Chapt er Ei ghteen

g o is Forgiven

The next norning the Soldier with the G een

VWi skers went to the prison and took g o away to

the royal pal ace, where he was summoned to appear
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before the girl Ruler for judgnent. Again the
sol di er put upon the boy the jewel ed handcuffs and
white prisoner's robe with the peaked top and
holes for the eyes. g o was so ashamed, both of
his disgrace and the fault he had comitted, that
he was glad to be covered up in this way, so that
peopl e coul d not see himor know who he was. He
followed the Soldier with the Green \Wiskers very
willingly, anxious that his fate m ght be decided

as soon as possible.

The inhabitants of the Emerald City were polite
peopl e and never jeered at the unfortunate; but it
was so long since they bad seen a prisoner that
they cast many curious | ooks toward the boy and
many of themhurried away to the royal palace to

be present during the trial

When G o was escorted into the great Throne
Room of the pal ace he found hundreds of people
assenbl ed there. In the magnificent enerald
throne, which sparkled with countless jewels, sat
Ozma of Oz in her Robe of State, which was
enbroidered with eneralds and pearls. On her
right, but alittle |ower, was Dorothy, and on her
left the Scarecrow. Still |ower, but nearly in
front of Ozma, sat the wonderful Wzard of Oz and
on a snall table beside himwas the gol den vase
fromDorothy's room into which Scraps had dropped

t he stol en cl over.

At Ozma's feet crouched two enornopus beasts,

each the | argest and nost powerful of its kind.
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Al t hough these beasts were quite free, no one
present was al armed by them for the Cowardly Lion
and the Hungry Tiger were well known and respected
in the Enerald City and they al ways guarded the
Rul er when she held high court in the Throne Room
There was still another beast present, but this
one Dorothy held in her arnms, for it was her
constant conpanion, the little dog Toto. Toto knew
the Cowardly Lion and the Hungry Tiger and often
pl ayed and ronmped with them for they were good

friends.

Seated on ivory chairs before Ozma, with a clear
space between them and the throne, were nany of
the nobility of the Enerald City, lords and | adies
in beautiful costumes, and officials of the
kingdomin the royal uniforms of Oz. Behind these
courtiers were others of less inportance, filling

the great hall to the very doors

At the same nonment that the Soldier with the
Green Wi skers arrived with g o, the Shaggy Man
entered froma side door, escorting the Patchwork
Grl, the Wozy and the G ass Cat. Al these came
to the vacant space before the throne and stood

facing the Rul er

"Hullo, §o," said Scraps; "how are you?"

"Al'l right," he replied; but the scene awed the
boy and his voice trenbled a little with fear.

Not hing could awe the Patchwork Grl, and although
the Whozy was sonewhat uneasy in these splendid

surroundi ngs the dass Cat was delighted with the
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sumpt uousness of the court and the inpressiveness
of the occasion--pretty big words but quite

expressi ve.

At a sign from Oznma the soldier renoved g o's
white robe and the boy stood face to face with the
girl who was to decide his punishnent. He saw at a
gl ance how | ovely and sweet she was, and his heart
gave a bound of joy, for he hoped she woul d be

mer ci f ul

Oznma sat | ooking at the prisoner a long tine.

Then she said gently:

"One of the Laws of Oz forbids anyone to
pi ck a six-leaved clover. You are accused of
havi ng broken this Law, even after you had

been warned not to do so.

G o hung his head and while he hesitated how to
reply the Patchwork G rl stepped forward and spoke

for him

"All this fuss is about nothing at all," she

said, facing Ozma unabashed. "You can't prove he
pi cked the six-leaved clover, so you've no right
to accuse himof it. Search him if you like, but
you won't find the clover; look in his basket and
you'll find it's not there. He hasn't got it, so |

demand that you set this poor Minchkin boy free."

The people of Oz listened to this defiance in

amazenent and wondered at the queer Patchwork Grl
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who dared talk so boldly to their Ruler. But Ozna
sat silent and motionless and it was the little

W zard who answered Scraps.

"So the clover hasn't been picked, eh?" he said.
"I think it has. | think the boy hid it in his
basket, and then gave the basket to you. | also
think you dropped the clover into this vase, which
stood in Princess Dorothy's room hoping to get
rid of it so it would not prove the boy guilty.
You're a stranger here, Mss Patches, and so you
don't know that nothing can be hidden from our
powerful Ruler's Magic Picture--nor fromthe

wat chful eyes of the hunble Wzard of Qz. Look,
all of you!"™ Wth these words he waved his hands
toward the vase on the table, which Scraps now

noticed for the first tine.

Fromthe nouth of the vase a plant sprouted,
slowy growi ng before their eyes until it becane a
beauti ful bush, and on the topnost branch appeared
the six-leaved clover which o had unfortunately

pi cked.

The Patchwork G rl |ooked at the clover and
said: "Oh, so you've found it. Very well; prove

he picked it, if you can.”

Qznma turned to go

"Did you pick the six-leaved clover?" she asked.

"Yes," he replied. "I knew it was against the

Law, but | wanted to save Unc Nunkie and | was
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afraid if | asked your consent to pick it you

woul d refuse ne."

"What caused you to think that?" asked the

Rul er.

"Way, it seenmed to me a foolish law, unjust and
unr easonabl e. Even now | can see no harmin

pi cking a six-leaved clover. And I--1 had not seen
the Enerald City, then, nor you, and | thought a
girl who would make such a silly Law woul d not be

likely to help anyone in trouble.”

Qzna regarded hi mnusingly, her chin resting
upon her hand; but she was not angry. On the
contrary she smled a little at her thoughts and

then grew sober agai n.

"l suppose a good many | aws seem foolish to

those peopl e who do not understand them" she
said; "but no law is ever nmade w thout some

pur pose, and that purpose is usually to protect

all the people and guard their welfare. As you are
a stranger, | will explain this Law which to you
seens so foolish. Years ago there were many
Wtches and Magicians in the Land of Oz, and one
of the things they often used in making their
magi ¢ charns and transformati ons was a si x-| eaved
clover. These Wtches and Magi ci ans caused so nuch
troubl e among ny people, often using their powers
for evil rather than good, that | decided to
forbi d anyone to practice nagic or sorcery except

dinda the Good and her assistant, the Wzard of
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Oz, both of whom | can trust to use their arts
only to benefit ny people and to make them
happier. Since | issued that Law the Land of Oz
has been far nore peaceful and quiet; but |
| earned that sone of the Wtches and Magici ans
were still practicing magic on the sly and using
the six-leaved clovers to make their potions and
charns. Therefore | made another Law forbi ddi ng
anyone from pl ucking a six-leaved clover or from
gathering other plants and herbs which the Wtches
boil in their kettles to work magic with. That has
al rost put an end to w cked sorcery in our |and,
so you see the Law was not a foolish one, but w se
and just; and, in any event, it is wong to

di sobey a Law. "

QG o knew she was right and felt greatly
nmortified to realize he had acted and spoken so
ridiculously. But he raised his head and | ooked

zma in the face, saying:

"I amsorry | have acted wongly and broken
your Law. | did it to save Unc Nunkie, and
thought | would not be found out. But | am
guilty of this act and whatever puni shnent you

think I deserve | will suffer willingly."

Qzna smiled nore brightly, then, and nodded

graciously.

"You are forgiven," she said. "For, although
you have conmitted a serious fault, you are now
penitent and | think you have been puni shed

enough. Soldier, release go the Lucky and--"
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"l beg your pardon; |I'm g o the Unlucky,"

sai d the boy.

"At this nonent you are |ucky," said she.

"Rel ease him Soldier, and |let himgo free."

The people were glad to hear Ozma' s decree and

murmured their approval. As the royal audience was
now over, they began to | eave the Throne Room and
soon there were none renmi ning except o and his

friends and Ozma and her favorites.

The girl Ruler now asked o to sit down and
tell her all his story, which he did, beginning
at the tinme he had left his hone in the forest
and ending with his arrival at the Emerald City
and his arrest. Ozma listened attentively and
was thoughtful for sone nonents after the boy

had fi ni shed speaki ng. Then she said:

"The Crooked Magician was wong to make the

d ass Cat and the Patchwork Grl, for it was
against the Law. And if he had not unlawful |y kept
the bottle of Liquid of Petrifaction standing on
his shelf, the accident to his wife Margol otte and
to Unc Nunkie could not have occurred. | can
under st and, however, that G o, who |oves his
uncle, will be unhappy unless he can save him
Also | feel it is wong to | eave those two victins
standing as marbl e statues, when they ought to be
alive. So | propose we allow Dr. Pipt to make the

magi ¢ charmwhich will save them and that we
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assist o to find the things he is seeking. Wat

do you think, Wzard?"

"That is perhaps the best thing to do," replied
the Wzard. "But after the Crooked Magici an
has restored those poor people to |ife you nust

take away his magi c powers."

"I will," prom sed Ozma.
"Now tell me, please, what nmagic things nust you

find?" continued the Wzard, addressing o

"The three hairs fromthe Wozy's tail |
have," said the boy. "That is, | have the Wozy,
and the hairs are in his tail. The six-|eaved

clover I--1--"

"You may take it and keep it," said Ozma. "That
will not be breaking the Law, for it is already

pi cked, and the crime of picking it is forgiven."

"Thank you!" cried o gratefully. Then he
continued: "The next thing, | nust find is a gil

of water froma dark well.'

The W zard shook his head. "That," said he,

will be a hard task, but if you travel far enough

you may discover it.

"I amwilling to travel for years, if it wll

save Unc Nunkie," declared g o, earnestly.

"Then you'd better begin your journey at
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once, " advised the Wzard.

Dorot hy bad been listening with interest to
this conversation. Now she turned to Oznm and

asked: "May | go with o, to help hinP"

"Whul d you like to?" returned Qzna.

"Yes. | know Oz pretty well, but G o doesn't
know it at all. I'msorry for his uncle and poor
Margolotte and I'd like to help save them My

I go?"

"If you wish to," replied Ozma.

"If Dorothy goes, then | nust go to take care of

her," said the Scarecrow, decidedly. "A dark well
can only be discovered in some out-of-the-way

pl ace, and there may be dangers there."

"You have ny permi ssion to acconpany Dorothy,"
said Ozma. "And while you are gone | will take

care of the Patchwork Grl."

"I"ll take care of nyself," announced Scraps,

"for 1'"'mgoing with the Scarecrow and Dor ot hy.
| promised Go to help himfind the things he

wants and I'l1l stick to ny promse."

"Very well,” replied Ozma. "But | see no need

for Qo to take the 3 ass Cat and the Wozy."

"I prefer to remnin here," said the cat. "I've

nearly been nicked half a dozen tinmes, already,

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (191 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:42 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt
and if they're going into dangers it's best for ne

to keep away fromthem"

"Let Jellia Janb keep her till Qo returns,"
suggested Dorothy. "W won't need to take the
Wyozy, either, but he ought to be saved because

of the three hairs in his tail."

"Better take me along," said the Wozy. "My eyes
can flash fire, you know, and I can grow --a

little. "

"I"'msure you'll be safer here," Ozma deci ded,
and the Wozy nmade no further objection to the

pl an.

After consulting together they decided that G o
and his party should | eave the very next day to
search for the gill of water froma dark well, so
they now separated to nmake preparations for the

j our ney.

znma gave the Munchkin boy a roomin the pal ace
for that night and the afternoon he passed with
Dor ot hy--getting acquai nted, as she said--and
recei ving advice fromthe Shaggy Man as to where
they must go. The Shaggy Man had wandered in many
parts of Oz, and so had Dorothy, for that matter,
yet neither of them knew where a dark well was to

be found.

"If such a thing is anywhere in the settled
parts of Oz," said Dorothy, "we'd prob'ly have

heard of it long ago. If it's in the wild parts of
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the country, no one there would need a dark

well. P raps there isn't such a thing."

"Ch, there nust he!" returned g o, positively;
"or else the recipe of Dr. Pipt wouldn't cal

for it.

"That's true," agreed Dorothy; "and, if it's
anywhere in the Land of Oz, we're bound to find

it."

"Well, we're bound to search for it, anyhow, "
said the Scarecrow. "As for finding it, we nust

trust to luck."

"Don't do that," begged o, earnestly. "I'm

called g o the Unlucky, you know. "

Chapter N neteen

Trouble with the Tottenhots

A day's journey fromthe Enerald Cty brought the
little band of adventurers to the home of Jack
Punpki nhead, which was a house fornmed fromthe
shel | of an i mense punpkin. Jack had nade it

hi nsel f and was very proud of it. There was a
door, and several w ndows, and through the top was
stuck a stovepipe that led froma snall stove

i nside. The door was reached by a flight of three
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steps and there was a good floor on which was
arranged sone furniture that was quite

confortabl e.

It is certain that Jack Punpki nhead m ght
have had a nuch finer house to live in bad he
wanted it, for Ozma | oved the stupid fell ow,
who had been her earliest conpanion; but Jack
preferred his punpkin house, as it matched
hinself very well, and in this he was not so

stupid, after all.

The body of this remarkabl e person was nmade of
wood, branches of trees of various sizes having
been used for the purpose. This wooden franmework
was covered by a red shirt--with white spots in
it--blue trousers, a yellow vest, a jacket of
green-and-gol d and stout |eather shoes. The neck
was a sharpened stick on which the punpkin head
was set, and the eyes, ears, nose and mouth were
carved on the skin of the punpkin, very like a

child' s jack-0'-lantern.

The house of this interesting creation stood

in the center of a vast pumpkin-field, where the
vines grew in profusion and bore punpkins of
extraordinary size as well as those which were
smal l er. Sone of the punpkins now ripening

on the vines were alnost as |arge as Jack's house,
and he told Dorothy he intended to add anot her

punpkin to his nmansion

The travelers were cordially wel comed to this
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quaint domicile and invited to pass the night
there, which they had planned to do. The
Patchwork G rl was greatly interested in Jack

and exami ned him admiringly.

"You are quite handsone," she said; "but not

as really beautiful as the Scarecrow "

Jack turned, at this, to exanm ne the Scarecrow
critically, and his old friend slyly w nked one

pai nted eye at him

"There is no accounting for tastes," remarked

t he Punpki nhead, with a sigh. "An old crow
once told ne | was very fascinating, but of
course the bird mght have been m staken. Yet

I have noticed that the crows usually avoid the
Scarecrow, who is a very honest fellow, in his

way, but stuffed. I amnot stuffed, you will

observe; ny body is good solid hickory."

"l adore stuffing," said the Patchwork Grl.

"Well, as for that, my head is stuffed with
punpki n-seeds, " declared Jack. "I use themfor
brai ns, and when they are fresh | amintell ectual

Just now, | regret to say, ny seeds are rattling a

bit, so | nust soon get another head."

"Ch; do you change your head?" asked Qo

"To be sure. Punpkins are not permanent, nore's
the pity, and in tinme they spoil. That is why |

grow such a great field of punpkins--that | may
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sel ect a new head whenever necessary."

"Who carves the faces on then?" inquired the

boy.

"I do that nyself. | lift off ny old head, place
it on a table before me, and use the face for a

pattern to go by. Sonetimes the faces | carve are
better than others--nore expressive and cheerful,

you know-but | think they average very well."

Bef ore she had started on the journey Dorothy

had packed a knapsack with the things she night
need, and this knapsack the Scarecrow carried
strapped to his back. The little girl wore a plain
gi ngham dress and a checked sunbonnet, as she knew
they were best fitted for travel. g o al so had
brought al ong his basket, to which Ozna had added
a bottle of "Square Meal Tablets" and sone fruit.
But Jack Punpki nhead grew a lot of things in his
garden besi des punpkins, so he cooked for thema
fine vegetabl e soup and gave Dorothy, G o and
Toto, the only ones who found it necessary to eat,
a punpkin pie and sonme green cheese. For beds they
must use the sweet dried grasses which Jack had
strewn al ong one side of the room but that
satisfied Dorothy and G o very well. Toto, of

course, slept beside his little m stress.

The Scarecrow, Scraps and the Punpki nhead
were tireless and had no need to sleep, so they
sat up and tal ked together all night; but they

stayed outside the house, under the bright stars,
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and talked in |ow tones so as not to disturb the
sl eepers. During the conversation the Scarecrow
expl ained their quest for a dark well, and asked

Jack's advice where to find it.

The Punpki nhead considered the matter gravely.

"That is going to be a difficult task," said he,
"and if | were you |I'd take any ordinary well

and enclose it, so as to nmake it dark."

"I fear that wouldn't do," replied the
Scarecrow. "The well nust be naturally dark, and
the water nmust never have seen the light of day,
for otherwi se the magi ¢ charm m ght not work at

al | .

"How rmuch of the water do you need?" asked Jack

"Agill."

"How much is a gill?"

"Whay--a gill is a gill, of course," answered
the Scarecrow, who did not wish to display his

i gnor ance.

"I know " cried Scraps. "Jack and Jill went up

the hill to fetch--"

"No, no; that's wong," interrupted the

Scarecrow. "There are two kinds of gills, | think;

one is agirl, and the other is--"
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sai d Jack.

"A gillyflower,"'

"No; a neasure."”

"How bi g a neasure?"

"Well, 1'll ask Dorothy."

So next norning they asked Dorothy, and she

sai d:

"l don't just know how much a gill is, but I've
brought along a gold flask that holds a pint.
That's nmore than a gill, |I'msure, and the Crooked
Magi ci an may neasure it to suit hinself. But the
thing that's bothering us nost, Jack, is to find

the well."

Jack gazed around the | andscape, for he was

standing in the doorway of his house.

"This is a flat country, so you won t find any
dark wells here," said he. "You nust go into the

mount ai ns, where rocks and caverns are.

"And where is that?" asked g o.

"In the Quadling Country, which |ies south
of here," replied the Scarecrow. "I've known al

al ong that we nust go to the nmountains."”

"So have I," said Dorothy.

"But - - goodness ne!--the Quadling Country is ful
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of dangers," declared Jack. "I've never been there
mysel f, but--"
"l have," said the Scarecrow. "I've faced the

dr eadf ul Hammer heads, which have no arns and butt
you like a goat; and |'ve faced the Fighting
Trees, which bend down their branches to pound and

whi p you, and had many ot her adventures there."

"It's awild country,"” renmarked Dor ot hy,
soberly, "and if we go there we're sure to have
troubl es of our own. But | guess we'll have to go,

if we want that gill of water fromthe dark well."

So they said good-bye to the Punpki nhead and
resuned their travels, heading now directly toward
the South Country, where mountains and rocks and
caverns and forests of great trees abounded. This
part of the Land of Oz, while it belonged to Ozna
and owed her allegiance, was so wild and secl uded
that many queer peoples hid in its jungles and
lived in their own way, w thout even a know edge
that they had a Ruler in the Emerald City. If they
were | eft alone, these creatures never troubled
the inhabitants of the rest of Oz, but those who

i nvaded their domai ns encountered many dangers

fromthem

It was a two days journey from Jack Punkinhead's
house to the edge of the Quadling Country, for
neither Dorothy nor G o could wal k very fast and
they often stopped by the wayside to rest. The
first night they slept on the broad fields, anong

the buttercups and dai sies, and the Scarecrow
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covered the children with a gauze bl anket taken
fromhis knapsack, so they would not be chilled by
the night air. Toward eveni ng of the second day
they reached a sandy pl ain where wal ki ng was
difficult; but sone distance before themthey saw
a group of palmtrees, with many curious bl ack
dots under them so they trudged bravely on to
reach that place by dark and spend the ni ght under

the shelter of the trees.

The black dots grew | arger as they advanced and
al t hough the |ight was di m Dorothy thought they
| ooked |i ke big kettles turned upsi de down. Just
beyond this place a junble of huge, jagged rocks
lay scattered, rising to the mountains behind

t hem

Qur travelers preferred to attenpt to clinb
these rocks by daylight, and they realized that
for atine this would be their last night on the

pl ai ns.

Twi light had fallen by the tinme they cane to the
trees, beneath which were the black, circular

obj ects they had marked from a di stance. Dozens of
them were scattered around and Dorot hy bent near
to one, which was about as tall as she was, to
examine it nore closely. As she did so the top

fl ew open and out popped a dusky creature, rising
its length into the air and then plunping down
upon the ground just beside the little girl.

Anot her and anot her popped out of the circular,

pot-like dwelling, while fromall the other black

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (200 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:42 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt
obj ects canme popping nore creatures--very like
j unpi ng-j acks when their boxes are unhooked--unti
fully a hundred stood gathered around our little

group of travelers.

By this tinme Dorothy had discovered they

were people, tiny and curiously formed, but stil
peopl e. Their skins were dusky and their hair
stood straight up, like wires, and was brilliant
scarlet in color. Their bodies were bare except
for skins fastened around their waists and they
wore bracelets on their ankles and wists, and

neckl aces, and great pendant earrings.

Toto crouched beside his nmistress and wail ed

as if he did not |ike these strange creatures a bit.
Scraps began to nmutter sonething about "hopity,
poppity, junpity, dunp!" but no one paid any
attention to her. o kept close to the Scarecrow
and the Scarecrow kept close to Dorothy; but the
little girl turned to the queer creatures and

asked:

"Who are you?"

They answered this question all together, in

a sort of chanting chorus, the words being as follows:

"We're the jolly Tottenhots;
We do not like the day,
But in the night "tis our delight

To ganbol, skip and pl ay.
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"W hate the sun and fromit run,
The noon is cool and cl ear,
So on this spot each Tottenhot

Waits for it to appear.

"We're ev'ry one chock full of fun,
And full of mschief, too;
But if you're gay and with us play

We'll do no harmto you.

"G ad to neet you, Tottenhots," said the
Scarecrow sol etmmly. "But you nustn't expect us
to play with you all night, for we've travel ed

all day and sone of us are tired."

"And we never ganble," added the Patchwork Grl.

"I't's against the Law. "

These remarks were greeted with shouts of

| aughter by the inpish creatures and one seized
the Scarecrow s arm and was astonished to find the
straw man whirl around so easily. So the Tottenhot
rai sed the Scarecrow high in the air and tossed

hi m over the heads of the crowd. Sone one caught
hi m and tossed hi m back, and so with shouts of

gl ee they continued throwi ng the Scarecrow here

and there, as if he had been a basket-ball.

Presently another inp seized Scraps and began to
throw her about, in the sane way. They found her a

little heavier than the Scarecrow but still [ight
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enough to be tossed |ike a sofa-cushion, and they
were enjoying the sport i mensely when Dor ot hy,
angry and indignant at the treatnent her friends
were receiving, rushed anbng the Tottenhots and
began sl appi ng and pushing themuntil she had
rescued the Scarecrow and the Patchwork Grl and
hel d them cl ose on either side of her. Perhaps she
woul d not have acconplished this victory so easily
had not Toto hel ped her, barking and snappi ng at
the bare legs of the inps until they were glad to
flee fromhis attack. As for g o, sonme of the
creatures had attenpted to toss him also, but
finding his body too heavy they threw himto the
ground and a row of the inps sat on him and held

himfromassisting Dorothy in her battle.

The little brown fol ks were nmuch surprised

at being attacked by the girl and the dog, and
one or two who had been sl apped hardest began
to cry. Then suddenly they gave a shout, all
together, and di sappeared in a flash into their
various houses, the tops of which closed with a
series of pops that sounded |ike a bunch of

firecrackers bei ng expl oded.

The adventurers now found themnsel ves al one,

and Dorot hy asked anxi ously:

"ls anybody hurt?"

"Not me," answered the Scarecrow. "They have
given ny straw a good shaking up and taken all the
lumps out of it. | amnow in splendid condition

and amreally obliged to the Tottenhots for their
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kind treatnent."

"I feel much the sane way," said Scraps.

"My cotton stuffing had sagged a good deal with
the day's wal king and they' ve | cosened it up
until | feel as plunp as a sausage. But the play
was a little rough and I'd had quite enough of

it when you interfered."

"Six of themsat on me," said o, "but as

they are so little they didn't hurt me nuch.”

Just then the roof of the house in front of
t hem opened and a Tottenhot stuck his head

out, very cautiously, and | ooked at the strangers.

"Can't you, take a joke?" he asked,
reproachfully; "haven t you any fun in you at

all?"

"If 1 had such a quality," replied the
Scarecrow, "your people would have knocked it out

of me. But | don't bear grudges. | forgive you."

"So do I," added Scraps. "That is, if you behave

yoursel ves after this."

"It was just a little rough-house, that's all,"
said the Tottenhot. "But the question is not if
we will behave, but if you will behave? W
can't be shut up here all night, because this
is our tine to play; nor do we care to cone out

and be chewed up by a savage beast or sl apped
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by an angry girl. That slapping hurts |ike sixty;
some of ny folks are crying about it. So here's
the proposition: you let us alone and we'll |et

you al one."

"You began it," decl ared Dor ot hy.

"Well, you ended it, so we won't argue the
matter. May we cone out again? Or are you stil

cruel and sl appy?"

"Tell you what we'll do," said Dorothy. "W're
all tired and want to sleep until norning. If
you'll let us get into your house, and stay there
until daylight, you can play outside all you want

to.

"That's a bargain!" cried the Tottenhot

eagerly, and he gave a queer whistle that

brought his peopl e popping out of their houses

on all sides. Wen the house before them was
vacant, Dorothy and Q o | eaned over the hole

and | ooked in, but could see nothing because

it was so dark. But if the Tottenhots slept there
all day the children thought they could sleep
there at night, so o |lowered hinself down

and found it was not very deep."

"There's a soft cushion all over," said he.

"Cone on in."

Dor ot hy handed Toto to the boy and then clinbed
in herself. After her cane Scraps and the

Scarecrow, who did not wish to sleep but preferred
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to keep out of the way of the m schievous

Tot t enhot s.

There seened no furniture in the round den, but
soft cushions were strewn about the floor and
these they found made very confortabl e beds. They
did not close the hole in the roof but left it
open to adnmit air. It also admtted the shouts and
ceasel ess laughter of the inpish Tottenhots as
they played outside, but Dorothy and G o, being

weary fromtheir journey, were soon fast asleep

Toto kept an eye open, however, and uttered | ow,
threatening grow s whenever the racket nade by the
creatures outside becane too boisterous; and the
Scarecrow and the Patchwork Grl sat |eaning

agai nst the wall and tal ked in whispers all night
|l ong. No one disturbed the travelers unti

dayl i ght, when in popped the Tottenhot who owned

the place and invited themto vacate his prem ses.

Chapter Twenty

The Captive Yoop

As they were preparing to | eave, Dorothy asked:

"Can you tell us where there is a dark well?"

"Never heard of such a thing," said the

Tottenhot. "We live our lives in the dark, nostly,
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and sleep in the day-time; but we've never seen a

dark well, or anything |ike one."

"Does anyone |ive on those nountains beyond

here?" asked the Scarecrow.

"Lots of people. But you'd better not visit

them W never go there," was the reply.

"VWhat are the people |ike?" Dorothy inquired.

"Can't say. We've been told to keep away
fromthe nountain paths, and so we obey. This
sandy desert is good enough for us, and we're

not disturbed here," declared the Tottenhot.

So they left the man snuggling down to sleep in
his dusky dwelling, and went out into the
sunshine, taking the path that led toward the
rocky places. They soon found it hard cli nbing,
for the rocks were uneven and full of sharp points
and edges, and now there was no path at all

Cl anmbering here and there anong the boul ders they
kept steadily on, gradually rising higher and

hi gher until finally they came to a great rift in
a part of the nountain, where the rock seened to
have split in tw and left high walls on either

si de.

"S' pose we go this way," suggested Dorothy;

it's much easier wal king than to clinb over

the hills."
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"How about that sign?" asked g o.

"What sign?" she inquired.

The Munchki n boy pointed to sone words
pai nted on the wall of rock beside them which

Dorot hy had not noticed. The words read:

"LOOK OQUT FOR YOCP. "

The girl eyed this sign a nonent and turned to

the Scarecrow, asking:

"Who is Yoop; or what is Yoop?"

The straw nan shook his head. Then | ooked at

Toto and the dog said "Wof!"

"Only way to find out is to go on, Scraps."

This being quite true, they went on. As they
proceeded, the walls of rock on either side grew
hi gher and hi gher. Presently they came upon

anot her sign which read:

"BEWARE THE CAPTI VE YOOP. "

"Wy, as for that," remarked Dorothy, "if Yoop
is a captive there's no need to beware of him
What ever Yoop happens to be, I'd nuch rather have

hima captive than running around | oose."
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"So had I," agreed the Scarecrow, with a nod of

hi s pai nted head.

"Still," said Scraps, reflectively:

"Yoop-t e-hoop-te-loop-te-goop!
Who put noodles in the soup?
We may beware but we don't care,

And dare go where we scare the Yoop."

"Dear ne! Aren't you feeling a little queer,

just now?" Dorothy asked the Patchwork Grl.

"Not queer, but crazy," said g o. "Wen she
says those things |I'm sure her brains get m xed

sonehow and work the wong way.

"l don't see why we are told to beware the Yoop

unl ess he is dangerous," observed the Scarecrow in

a puzzl ed tone.

"Never mnd; we'll find out all about hi mwhen

we get to where he is," replied the little girl.

The narrow canyon turned and twi sted this way

and that, and the rift was so small that they were
able to touch both walls at the sane tine by
stretching out their arns. Toto had run on ahead,
frisking playfully, when suddenly he uttered a

sharp bark of fear and came running back to them
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with his tail between his |egs, as dogs do when

they are frightened.

"Ah," said the Scarecrow, who was | eading

the way, "we nust be near Yoop."

Just then, as he rounded a sharp turn, the
Straw man stopped so suddenly that all the

ot hers bunped agai nst him

"What is it?" asked Dorothy, standing on
tip-toes to | ook over his shoul der. But then she
saw what it was and cried "Ch!" in a tone of

ast oni shnent .

In one of the rock walls--that at their left--

was hollowed a great cavern, in front of which was
a row of thick iron bars, the tops and bottons
being firmy fixed in the solid rock. Over this
cavern was a big sign, which Dorothy read with
much curiosity, speaking the words al oud that al

m ght know what they said:

"M STER YOOP--HI S CAVE

The Largest Untamed G ant in Captivity.
Hei ght, 21 Feet.--(And yet he has but 2 feet.)
Wei ght, 1640 Pounds.--(But he waits all the tine.)

Age, 400 Years 'and Up' (as they say in the

Department Store adverti senents).
Tenper, Fierce and Ferocious. --(Except when asl eep.)

Appetite, Ravenous.--(Prefers Meat People and Orange Marnal ade.)
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P. S.--Don't feed the G ant yourself."

"Very well," said Go, with a sigh; "let's go back."

"It's a long way back," decl ared Dor ot hy.

"So it is," remarked the Scarecrow, "and it

means a tedious clinb over those sharp rocks if

we can t use this passage. | think it will be best
to run by the Gant's cave as fast as we can go.

M ster Yoop seens to be asleep just now "

But the G ant wasn't asleep. He suddenly

appeared at the front of his cavern, seized the
iron bars in his great hairy hands and shook
themuntil they rattled in their sockets. Yoop

was so tall that our friends had to tip their heads
way back to |l ook into his face, and they noticed

he was dressed all in pink velvet, with silver
buttons and braid. The G ant's boots were of

pi nk | eather and had tassels on themand his

hat was decorated with an enornous pink ostrich

feather, carefully curled

"Yo--ho!" he said in a deep bass voice; "I snel

di nner. "

"I think you are nistaken," replied the
Scarecrow. "There is no orange marnmal ade around

here. "
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"Ah, but | eat other things," asserted M ster
Yoop. "That is, | eat themwhen | can get them
But this is a lonely place, and no good neat has

passed by ny cave for many years; so |'m hungry."”

"Haven't you eaten anything in many years?"

asked Dor ot hy.

"Not hi ng except six ants and a nonkey. | thought
the nmonkey woul d taste |ike neat people, but the
flavor was different. | hope you will taste

better, for you seem plunp and tender."

"Ch, I'mnot going to be eaten,"” said Dorothy.

"Wy not ?"

"l shall keep out of your way," she answered.

"How heartless!" wailed the G ant, shaking the
bars agai n. "Consider how many years it is since
I'"ve eaten a single plunp little girl! They tel
me meat is going up, but if I can manage to catch
you I'msure it will soon be going down. And I'|

catch you if | can."

Wth this the G ant pushed his big arns,

whi ch | ooked like tree-trunks (except that tree-
trunks don't wear pink velvet) between the iron
bars, and the arms were so long that they
touched the opposite wall of the rock passage.
Then he extended themas far as he could reach

toward our travelers and found he coul d al nbst
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touch the Scarecrow -but not quite.

"Conme a little nearer, please," begged the
G ant .

"1'"ma Scarecrow. "

"A Scarecrow? Ugh! | don't care a straw for

a scarecrow. Who is that bright-col ored delicacy

behi nd you?"

"Me?" asked Scraps. "I'ma Patchwork Grl,

and | 'mstuffed with cotton."

"Dear ne," sighed the Gant in a disapointed
tone; "that reduces ny dinner fromfour to two--

and the dog. |I'll save the dog for dessert."

Toto grow ed, keeping a good distance away.

"Back up," said the Scarecrow to those behind
him "Let us go back a little way and talk this

over.

So they turned and went around the bend in
t he passage, where they were out of sight of the

cave and M ster Yoop could not hear them

"My idea," began the Scarecrow, when they
had halted, "is to nake a dash past the cave,

going on a run.

"He'd grab us," said Dorot hy.
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"Wll, he can't grab but one at a time, and
I"lI'l go first. As soon as he grabs ne the rest of
you can slip past him out of his reach, and he

will soon let nme go because | amnot fit to eat."

They decided to try this plan and Dor ot hy

took Toto in her arns, so as to protect him She
foll owed just after the Scarecrow. Then cane

go, with Scarps the last of the four. Their

hearts beat a little faster than usual as they again
approached the G ant's cave, this tinme noving

swiftly forward.

It turned out about the way the Scarecrow had

pl anned. M ster Yoop was quite astonished to see
them cone flying toward him and thrusting his
arns between the bars he seized the Scarecrow in a
firmgrip. In the next instant he realized, from
the way the straw crunched between his fingers,
that he had captured the non-eatable nan, but
during that instant of delay Dorothy and § o had
slipped by the G ant and were out of reach.
Utering a how of rage the nonster threw the
Scarecrow after themw th one hand and grabbed

Scraps with the other.

The poor Scarecrow went whirling through the air
and so cleverly was he ained that he struck go's
back and sent the boy tunbling head over heels,
and he tripped Dorothy and sent her, also,

sprawl i ng upon the ground. Toto flew out of the
little girl's arns and | anded sone di stance ahead,

and all were so dazed that it was a nonent before
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they could scranble to their feet again. Wen they
did so they turned to | ook toward the Gant's
cave, and at that noment the ferocious Mster Yoop

threw the Patchwork G rl at them

Down went all three again, in a heap, with

Scraps on top. The G ant roared so terribly that
for atinme they were afraid he had broken | oose;
but he hadn't. So they sat in the road and | ooked
at one another in a rather bew | dered way, and

then began to feel gl ad.

"We did it!" exclaimed the Scarecrow, with
satisfaction. "And now we are free to go on

our way.

"M ster Yoop is very inpolite," declared
Scraps. "He jarred ne terribly. It's lucky ny
stitches are so fine and strong, for otherw se such

harsh treatment might rip ne up the back."

"Allow me to apol ogi ze for the Gant," said
the Scarecrow, raising the Patchwork Grl to
her feet and dusting her skirt with his stuffed
hands. "M ster Yoop is a perfect stranger to me,

but | fear, fromthe rude manner in which he

has acted, that he is no gentlenan.”

Dorothy and Q o | aughed at this statenent
and Toto barked as if he understood the joke,
after which they all felt better and resuned the

journey in high spirits.

"OfF course," said the little girl, when they had
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wal ked a way al ong the passage, "it was lucky for
us the G ant was caged; for, if he had happened to

be | oose, he--he--"

"Perhaps, in that case, he wouldn't be hungry

any nore," said G o gravely.

Chapter Twenty-QOne

H p Hopper the Chanpion

They nmust have had good courage to clinb all those
rocks, for after getting out of the canyon they
encountered nore rock hills to he surnounted. Toto
could junmp fromone rock to another quite easily,
but the others had to creep and clinb with care,
so that after a whole day of such work Dorothy and

G o found thensel ves very tired.

As they gazed upward at the great nass of
tunbl ed rocks that covered the steep incline,

Dorothy gave a little groan and sai d:

"That's going to be a ter'ble hard clinb,
Scarecrow. | wish we could find the dark well

wi t hout so nmuch trouble."”

"Suppose, " said o, "you wait here and | et
me do the clinbing, for it's on ny account

we're searching for the dark well. Then, if I
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don't find anything, I'll come back and join

you.

"No," replied the little girl, shaking her head
positively, "we'll all go together, for that way
we can hel p each other. If you went al one,

sonet hi ng m ght happen to you, §go."

So they began the clinb and found it indeed
difficult, for a way. But presently, in creeping
over the big crags, they found a path at their
feet which wound in and out anong the masses of
rock and was quite snoboth and easy to wal k upon
As the path gradually ascended the mountain,

al though in a roundabout way, they decided to

followit.

"This nust be the road to the Country of

the Hoppers," said the Scarecrow.

"Who are the Hoppers?" asked Dor ot hy.

"Some peopl e Jack Punpki nhead told ne about," he

replied.

"I didn't hear him" replied the girl.

"No; you were asleep," explained the Scarecrow.
"But he told Scraps and ne that the hoppers

and the Horners live on this nountain."

"He said in the mountain," declared Scraps;

"but of course he neant on it."
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"Didn't he say what the Hoppers and Horners were

i ke?" inquired Dorothy.

"No; he only said they were two separate

nations, and that the Horners were the nost

i mportant. "
"Well, if we go to their country we'll find out
all about '"em" said the girl. "But |'ve never

heard Ozna nention those people, so they can't

be very inportant."

"I's this mountain in the Land of Oz?" asked

Scr aps.

"Course it is," answered Dorothy. "It's in the
South Country of the Quadlings. Wen one cones to
the edge of Oz, in any direction, there is nothing
nore to be seen at all. Once you could see sandy
desert all around Oz; but nowit's diff'rent, and
no ot her people can see us, any nore than we can

see them"

"If the mountain is under Ozma's rule, why
doesn't she know about the Hoppers and the

Horners?" ( o asked.

"Why, it's a fairyland," expl ai ned Dorothy, "and
| ots of queer people live in places so tucked away
that those in the Enerald Gty never even hear of
"em In the mddle of the country it's diff'rent,

but when you get around the edges you're sure to

run into strange little corners that surprise you
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I know, for |'ve traveled in Oz a good deal, and

os has the Scarecrow. "

"Yes," admitted the straw man, "l|'ve been
considerable of a traveler, in ny tine, and | |ike
to explore strange places. | find | learn nuch

more by traveling than by staying at home."

During this conversation they had been wal ki ng

up the steep pathway and now found thensel ves wel |
up on the nountain. They could see nothing around
them for the rocks beside their path were higher
than their heads. Nor could they see far in front
of them because the path was so crooked. But
suddenly they stopped, because the path ended and
there was no place to go. Ahead was a big rock

I yi ng against the side of the nmountain, and this

bl ocked the way conpl etely.

"There woul dn't be a path, though, if it
didn't go sonewhere," said the Scarecrow,

wrinkling his forehead in deep thought.

"This is somewhere, isn't it?" asked the
Pat chwork G rl, laughing at the bew | dered

| ooks of the others.

"The path is |l ocked, the way is bl ocked,
Yet here we've innocently flocked;
And now we're here it's rather queer

There's no front door that can be knocked."
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"Pl ease don't, Scraps," said g o. "You rmake nme nervous.

"Well," said Dorothy, "I'mglad of alittle

rest, for that's a drea'ful steep path."

As she spoke she | eaned agai nst the edge of

the big rock that stood in their way. To her
surprise it slowy swng backward and showed
behind it a dark hole that |ooked |ike the mouth

of a tunnel

"Why, here's where the path goes to!" she

excl ai med.

"So it is," answered the Scarecrow. "But the
question is, do we want to go where the path

does?"

"I't's underground; right inside the nmountain,"”
said o, peering into the dark hole. "perhaps
there's a well there; and, if thereis, it's sure

to be a dark one."

"Why, that's true enough!" cried Dorothy
with eagerness. "Let's go in, Scarecrow, '-cause,

if others have gone, we're pretty safe to go, too."

Toto | ooked in and barked, but he did not

venture to enter until the Scarecrow had bravely
gone first. Scraps followed closely after the
straw man and then G o and Dorothy timdly stepped
i nside the tunnel. As soon as all of them had

passed the big rock, it slowy turned and filled
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up the opening again; but now they were no | onger
in the dark, for a soft, rosy light enabled them

to see around themquite distinctly.

It was only a passage, w de enough for two

of themto walk abreast--with Toto in between
them-and it had a high, arched roof. They
could not see where the light which flooded the
pl ace so pleasantly canme from for there were
no | anps anywhere visible. The passage ran
straight for alittle way and then nade a bend
to the right and another sharp turn to the left,
after which it went straight again. But there
were no side passages, so they could not |ose

their way.

After proceedi ng sone di stance, Toto, who

had gone on ahead, began to bark |oudly. They
ran around a bend to see what was the natter
and found a man sitting on the floor of the
passage and | eaning his back against the wall.
He had probably been asl eep before Toto's barks
aroused him for he was now rubbing his eyes

and staring at the little dog with all his might.

There was sonet hi ng about this man that Toto

obj ected to, and when he slowy rose to his foot
they saw what it was. He had but one |eg, set just
bel ow the nmiddle of his round, fat body; but it
was a stout leg and had a broad, flat foot at the
bottomof it, on which the man seened to stand
very well. He had never had but this one |eg,

whi ch | ooked sonething |like a pedestal, and when

Toto ran up and made a grab at the nan's ankle he

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (221 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:43 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

hopped first one way and then another in a very
active manner, |ooking so frightened that Scraps

| aughed al oud.

Toto was usually a well behaved dog, but this
time he was angry and snapped at the nan's | eg
again and again. This filled the poor fellowwth
fear, and in hopping out of Toto's reach he
suddenly | ost his bal ance and tunbl ed heel over
head upon the floor. Wen he sat up he kicked Toto
on the nose and made the dog how angrily, but
Dorot hy now ran forward and caught Toto's coll ar,

hol di ng hi m back.

"Do you surrender?" she asked the man.

"Who? Me?" asked the Hopper.

"Yes; you," said the little girl.

"Am | captured?" he inquired.

"Of course. My dog has captured you," she said.

"Wll," replied the man, "if |'mcaptured | nust
surrender, for it's the proper thing to do. | |ike
to do everything proper, for it saves one a | ot of

trouble."

"It does, indeed," said Dorothy. "Please tell us

who you are.

"I''"'m Hi p Hopper--Hi p Hopper, the Chanpion."
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" Chanpi on what ?" she asked in surprise.

"Chanpion westler. I'ma very strong man,
and that ferocious ani nal which you are so
kindly holding is the first living thing that has

ever conquered me."

"And you are a Hopper?" she conti nued.

"Yes. My people live in a great city not far

fromhere. Wuld you like to visit it?"

"I"'mnot sure,” she said with hesitation. "Have

you any dark wells in your city?"

"I think not. W have wells, you know, hut

they're all well lighted, and a well |ighted well
cannot well be a dark well. But there may be
such a thing as a very dark well in the Horner

Country, which is a black spot on the face of

the earth.”

"Where is the Horner Country?" G o inquired.

"The other side of the mountain. There's a
fence between the Hopper Country and the
Horner Country, and a gate in the fence; but
you can't pass through just now, because we

are at war with the Horners."

"That's too bad," said the Scarecrow. "Wat

seens to be the troubl e?"

"Why, one of them made a very insulting remark
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about ny people. He said we were lacking in
under st andi ng, because we had only one leg to a
person. | can't see that |egs have anything to do
wi t h under standi ng t hings. The Homers each have
two | egs, just as you have. That's one leg too

many, it seens to nme."

"No," declared Dorothy, "it's just the right

nunber. "

"You don't need them" argued the Hopper,
obstinately. "You' ve only one head, and one
body, and one nose and nouth. Two | egs are

qui te unnecessary, and they spoil one's shape."

"But how can you wal k, with only one | eg?" asked

g o.

"Wal kI Who wants to wal k?" excl ai ned the man.
"Walking is a terribly anwkward way to travel.
hop, and so do all my people. It's so much nore

graceful and agreeabl e than wal ki ng."

"I don't agree with you," said the Scarecrow.
"But tell me, is there any way to get to the
Horner Country without going through the city of

t he Hoppers?"

"Yes; there is another path fromthe rocky

| owl ands, outside the nountain, that |eads
straight to the entrance of the Horner Country.
But it's a long way around, so you'd better cone

with me. Perhaps they will allow you to go
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through the gate; but we expect to conquer
themthis afternoon, if we get time, and then

you may go and conme as you please."

They thought it best to take the Hopper's

advi ce, and asked himto |l ead the way. This he
did in a series of hops, and he noved so swiftly
in this strange manner that those with two | egs

had to run to keep up with him

Chapter Twenty- Two

The Joki ng Hor ners

It was not |ong before they left the passage and
came to a great cave, so high that it nust have
reached nearly to the top of the nountain wthin
which it lay. It was a magnificent cave, illum ned
by the soft, invisible light, so that everything
init could be plainly seen. The walls were of
polished marble, white with veins of delicate
colors running through it, and the roof was arched

and fantastic and beautiful.

Built beneath this vast done was a pretty
village--not very large, for there seened not nore
than fifty houses altogether--and the dwellings
were of marble and artistically designed. No grass
nor flowers nor trees grewin this cave, so the

yards surroundi ng the houses carved in designs
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both were snmooth and bare and had | ow wal | s around

themto mark their boundari es.

In the streets and the yards of the houses
were many people all having one | eg grow ng
bel ow their bodies and all hopping here and
there whenever they noved. Even the children
stood firmy upon their single | egs and never

| ost their bal ance.

"Al'l hail, Chanpion!" cried a man in the first
group of Hoppers they net; "whom have you

capt ured?"

"No one," replied the Chanmpion in a gl oony

voi ce; "these strangers have captured ne."

"Then," said another, "we will rescue you, and

capture them for we are greater in nunber.

"No," answered the Chanpion, "I can't allowit.
I'"ve surrendered, and it isn't polite to capture

those you' ve surrendered to."

"Never mnd that," said Dorothy. "W will give

you your liberty and set you free."

"Real | y?" asked the Champion in joyous tones.

"Yes," said the little girl; "your people my

need you to hel p conquer the Horners."

At this all the Hoppers | ooked downcast and sad.

Several nore had joined the group by this tine and
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quite a crowd of curious nmen, wonen and chil dren

surrounded the strangers.

"This war with our neighbors is a terrible
thing," remarked one of the wonen. "Sone one is

al nrost sure to get hurt.”

"Why do you say that, nadan?" inquired the

Scar ecr ow.

"Because the horns of our enem es are sharp,
and in battle they will try to stick those horns

into our warriors," she replied.

"How many horns do the Horners have?" asked

Dor ot hy.

"Each has one horn in the center of his fore

head, " was the answer.

"Ch, then they're unicorns," declared the

Scar ecr ow.

"No; they're Horners. W never go to war with
themif we can help it, on account of their
dangerous horns; but this insult was so great and
so unprovoked that our brave men decided to fight,

in order to be revenged," said the woman.

"What weapons do you fight wi th?" the Scarecrow

asked.

"W have no weapons, " expl ai ned t he Chanpi on.

"Whenever we fight the Horners, our planis to
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push them back, for our arns are |onger than

theirs."

"Then you are better armed," said Scraps.

"Yes; but they have those terrible horns, and
unl ess we are careful they prick us with the

points," returned the Chanpion with a shudder.
"That nmakes a war with them dangerous, and a

danger ous war cannot be a pl easant one."

"l see very clearly," remarked the Scarecrow,
"that you are going to have trouble in conquering

those Horners--unless we help you."

"Ch!" cried the Hoppers in a chorus; "can
you hel p us? Please do! W will be greatly
obliged! It would please us very nuch!" and by

t hese excl amations the Scarecrow knew that his

speech had nmet with favor.

"How far is it to the Horner Country?" he asked.

"Way, it's just the other side of the fence,"”

t hey answered, and the Chanpi on added:

"Come with me, please, and I'll show you the

Hor ners. "

So they followed the Chanpi on and several

others through the streets and just beyond the
village came to a very high picket fence, built
all of marble, which seened to divide the great

cave into two equal parts.
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But the part inhabited by the Horners was in no
way as grand in appearance as that of the Hoppers.
I nstead of being marble, the walls and roof were
of dull gray rock and the square houses were

pl ainly made of the same material. But in extent
the city was nuch larger than that of the Hoppers
and the streets were thronged w th nunerous people

who busied thensel ves in various ways.

Looki ng t hrough the open pickets of the fence

our friends watched the Horners, who did not know
they were being watched by strangers, and found
them very unusual in appearance. They were little
folks in size and had bodies round as balls and
short |legs and arns. Their heads were round, too,
and they had long, pointed ears and a horn set in
the center of the forehead. The horns did not seem
very terrible, for they were not nore than six
inches long; but they were ivory white and sharp

poi nted, and no wonder the Hoppers feared them

The skins of the Horners were |ight brown, but
they wore snowwhite robes and were bare footed.
Dor ot hy t hought the nmost striking thing about them
was their hair, which grewin three distinct
colors on each and every head--red, yellow and
green. The red was at the bottom and somneti nes
hung over their eyes; then cane a broad circle of
yel l ow and the green was at the top and fornmed a

brush- shaped t opknot .

None of the Horners was yet aware of the
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presence of strangers, who watched the little
brown people for a time and then went to the
big gate in the center of the dividing fence. It
was | ocked on both sides and over the | atch was

a sign reading:

"WAR | S DECLARED"

"Can't we go through?" asked Dor ot hy.

"Not now," answered t he Chanpion.

"I think," said the Scarecrow, "that if | could
talk with those Horners they woul d apol ogi ze to

you, and then there would be no need to fight."

"Can't you talk fromthis side?" asked the

Chanpi on.

"Not so well," replied the Scarecrow. "Do you
suppose you could throw ne over that fence?

It is high, but I amvery light."

"W can try it," said the Hopper. "I am perhaps
the strongest man in ny country, so |I'll undertake
to do the throwing. But | won't pronise you wll

| and on your feet."

"No matter about that," returned the Scarecrow.

"Just toss ne over and I'I|l be satisfied."

So the Chanpion picked up the Scarecrow
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and bal anced hima nmonment, to see how nuch
he wei ghed, and then with all his strength

tossed himhigh into the air.

Perhaps if the Scarecrow had been a trifle

heavi er he woul d have been easier to throw and
woul d have gone a greater distance; but, as it
was, instead of going over the fence he | anded
just on top of it, and one of the sharp pickets
caught himin the mddle of his back and held him
fast prisoner. Had he been face downward the

Scar ecrow ni ght have managed to free hinsel f, but
lying on his back on the picket his hands waved in
the air of the Horner Country while his feet

ki cked the air of the Hopper Country; so there he

was.

"Are you hurt?" called the Patchwork G rl

anxi ousl y.

"Course not," said Dorothy. "But if he wi g-gles
that way he may tear his clothes. How can we get

hi m down, M. Chanpi on?"

The Chanpi on shook hi s head.

"l don't know," he confessed. "If he could
scare Horners as well as he does crows, it night

be a good idea to | eave himthere."

"This is terrible," said o, alnpst ready to
cry. "l s'pose it's because | am g o the Unl ucky
that everyone who tries to help nme gets into

trouble."
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"You are lucky to have anyone to help you,"
decl ared Dorothy. "But don't worry. We'll rescue

t he Scarecrow sonehow. "

"l know how, " announced Scraps. "Here, M.
Chanpi on; just throw nme up to the Scarecrow. |'m
nearly as light as he is, and when I'mon top the

fence 1'll pull our friend off the picket and toss

hi m down to you."

"Al'l right," said the Chanpion, and he picked up
the Patchwork Grl and threw her in the same
manner he had the Scarecrow. He nust have used
more strength this tinme, however, for Scraps
sailed far over the top of the fence and, without
being able to grab the Scarecrow at all, tunbled
to the ground in the Horner Country, where her
stuffed body knocked over two nen and a worman and
made a crowd that had collected there run |ike

rabbits to get away from her.

Seeing the next monent that she was harni ess,

the people slowy returned and gat hered around the
Patchwork G rl, regarding her with astoni shnent.
One of themwre a jeweled star in his hair, just
above his horn, and this seemed a person of

i nportance. He spoke for the rest of his people,

who treated himw th great respect.

"Who are you, Unknown Being?" he asked.

"Scraps," she said, rising to her feet and
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patting her cotton waddi ng snoboth where it had

bunched up.

"And where did you conme fron?" he continued

"Over the fence. Don't be silly. There's no

other place | could have cone from" she replied.

He | ooked at her thoughtfully.

"You are not a Hopper," said he, "for you

have two |l egs. They're not very well shaped,

but they are two in nunber. And that strange
creature on top the fence--why doesn't he stop

ki cki ng?--nust be your brother, or father, or son,

for he also has two |egs."

"You nmust have been to visit the Wse Donkey,"
sai d Scraps, laughing so nmerrily that the crowd
smled with her, in synpathy. "But that rem nds

me, Captain--or King--"

"I am Chief of the Horners, and ny name is Jak."

"Of course; Little Jack Horner; | mght have
known it. But the reason | vol pl aned over the
fence was so | could have a talk with you about

t he Hoppers."

"What about the Hoppers?" asked the Chief,

f r owni ng.

"You've insulted them and you'd better beg

their pardon," said Scraps. "If you don't, they'l
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probably hop over here and conquer you

"We're not afraid--as long as the gate is
| ocked," declared the Chief. "And we didn't insult
themat all. One of us made a joke that the stupid

Hoppers coul dn't see."

The Chief smled as he said this and the smle

made his face look quite jolly.

"What was the joke?" asked Scraps.

"A Horner said they have | ess understanding than
we, because they've only one |l eg. Ha, ha! You see
the point, don't you? If you stand on your | egs,
and your |egs are under you, then--ha, ha, ha!--
then your |egs are your under-standi ng. Hee, bee,
hee! Ho, ho! My, but that's a fine joke. And the
stupid Hoppers couldn't see it! They couldn't see
that with only one I eg they nmust have |ess
under - st andi ng than we who have two | egs. Ha, ha,
ha! Hee, bee! Ho, ho!" The Chief w ped the tears
of laughter fromhis eyes with the bottom hem of
his white robe, and all the other Horners w ped
their eyes on their robes, for they had | aughed
just as heartily as their Chief at the absurd

j oke.

"Then," said Scraps, "their understanding of the
under st andi ng you nmeant led to the

m sunder st andi ng. "

"Exactly; and so there's no need for us to

apol ogi ze," returned the Chief.
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"No need for an apol ogy, perhaps, but much need
for an explanation," said Scraps decidedly. "You

don't want war, do you?"

"Not if we can help it," admtted Jak Horner

"The question is, who's going to explain the joke
to the Horners? You know it spoils any joke to be
obliged to explainit, and this is the best joke

ever heard."

"Who made the joke?" asked Scraps.

"Di ksey Horner. He is working in the mnes, just
now, but he'll be hone before | ong. Suppose we
wait and talk with himabout it? Maybe he' |l be

willing to explain his joke to the Hoppers."

"Al'l right," said Scraps. "I'll wait, if Diksey

isn't too long."

"No, he's short; he's shorter than | am Ha,
ha, ha! Say! that's a better joke than Diksey's.
He won't be too | ong, because he's short. Hee,

hee, ho!"

The ot her Horners who were standing by roared
with laughter and seened to like their Chief's
j oke as nmuch as he did. Scraps thought it was odd
that they could be so easily amused, but deci ded
there could be little harmin people who | aughed

so merrily.
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Chapter Twenty-Three

Peace |Is Decl ared

"Come with me to ny dwelling and I'll introduce
you to ny daughters,"” said the Chief. "W're
bringing themup according to a book of rules that
was witten by one of our |eading old bachel ors,

and everyone says they're a renarkable ot of girls.

So Scraps acconpani ed himalong the street to a
house that seenmed on the outside exceptionally
grinmy and dingy. The streets of this city were not
paved nor had any attenpt been nmade to beautify
the houses or their surroundi ngs, and having
noticed this condition Scraps was astoni shed when

t he Chi ef ushered her into his hone.

Here was nothing griny or faded, indeed. On the
contrary, the roomwas of dazzling brilliance and
beauty, for it was lined throughout with an
exquisite netal that resenbl ed translucent frosted
silver. The surface of this metal was highly
ornanented in rai sed designs representing men
animals, flowers and trees, and fromthe neta
itself was radiated the soft I|ight which flooded
the room Al the furniture was nade of the same

glorious netal, and Scraps asked what it was.

"That's radium" answered the Chief. "W

Horners spend all our tine digging radiumfrom
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the mines under this nountain, and we use it
to decorate our homes and make them pretty and
cosy. It is a nedicine, too, and no one can ever

be sick who |lives near radium"

"Have you plenty of it?" asked the Patchwork

Grl.

"More than we can use. All the houses in this
city are decorated with it, just the same as m ne
is."

don't you use it on your streets, then,

and the outside of your houses, to nake them as

pretty as they are within?" she inquired.

"Qutside? Wio cares for the outside of

anyt hi ng?" asked the Chief. "W Horners don't |ive
on the outside of our hones; we live inside. Mny
peopl e are like those stupid Hoppers, who love to
make an outside show. | suppose you strangers
thought their city nore beautiful than ours,
because you judged from appearances and they have
handsorme mar bl e houses and marbl e streets; but if
you entered one of their stiff dwellings you would
find it bare and unconfortable, as all their show
is on the outside. They have an idea that what is
not seen by others is not inportant, but w th us
the roons we live in are our chief delight and

care, and we pay no attention to outside show "

"Seens to nme," said Scraps, nusingly, "it

woul d be better to make it all pretty--inside
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and out."

"Seens? Wiy, you're all seans, ny girl!" said
the Chief; and then he |aughed heartily at his
| atest joke and a chorus of snall voices echoed

the chorus with "tee-hee-hee! ha, ha!"

Scraps turned around and found a row of

girls seated in radiumchairs ranged al ong one
wal | of the room There were nineteen of them

by actual count, and they were of all sizes from
atiny child to one alnbst a grown worman. Al

were neatly dressed in spotless white robes and
had brown skins, horns on their foreheads and

threecol ored hair.

"These," said the Chief, "are ny sweet
daughters. My dears, | introduce to you M ss
Scraps Patchwork, a lady who is traveling in

foreign parts to increase her store of wi sdom"

The nineteen Horner girls all arose and nade
a polite curtsey, after which they resuned their

seats and rearranged their robes properly.

"Why do they sit so still, and all in a row?"

asked Scraps.

"Because it is ladylike and proper,"” replied the

Chi ef .

"But some are just children, poor things!
Don't they ever run around and play and | augh,

and have a good time?"
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"No, indeed," said the Chief. "That would he

i nproper in young |ladies, as well as in those who
wi ||l sonetine becone young | adies. My daughters
are being brought up according to the rules and
regul ations | aid down by a | eadi ng bachel or who
has given the subject nmuch study and is hinself a
man of taste and culture. Politeness is his great
hobby, and he clains that if a child is allowed to
do an inpolite thing one cannot expect the grown

person to do anything better."

"Is it inpolite to ronp and shout and be jolly?"

asked Scraps.

"Well, sonetimes it is, and sonetines it isn't,"
replied the Horner, after considering the
question. "By curbing such inclinations in ny
daughters we keep on the safe side. Once in a
while | nmake a good joke, as you have heard, and
then | permit ny daughters to | augh decorously;
but they are never allowed to nake a joke

t hensel ves. "

"That ol d bachel or who nade the rul es ought

to be skinned alive!" declared Scraps, and would
have said nore on the subject had not the door
opened to admt a little Horner man whomthe

Chi ef introduced as Diksey.

"What's up, Chief?" asked Di ksey, wi nking

nineteen times at the nineteen girls, who denurely

cast down their eyes because their father was
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| ooki ng.

The Chief told the man that his joke had not
been understood by the dull Hoppers, who had
becone so angry that they had declared war. So the
only way to avoid a terrible battle was to explain

the joke so they could understand it.

"Al'l right,"” replied D ksey, who seenmed a good-
natured man; "I'Il go at once to the fence and
explain. | don't want any war with the Hoppers,
for wars between nations al ways cause hard

feelings."

So the Chief and Di ksey and Scraps left the
house and went back to the narbl e picket fence.
The Scarecrow was still stuck on the top of his
pi cket but had now ceased to struggle. On the
other side of the fence were Dorothy and g o,

| ooki ng between the pickets; and there, also,

wer e the Chanpi on and nmany ot her Hoppers.

D ksey went close to the fence and said:

"My good Hoppers, | wish to explain that

what | said about you was a joke. You have but
one | eg each, and we have two | egs each. Qur

| egs are under us, whether one or two, and we
stand on them So, when | said you had |ess
under st andi ng than we, | did not nean that you
had | ess understandi ng, you understand, but
that you had | ess standundering, so to speak

Do you understand that?"

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (240 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:43 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

The Hoppers thought it over carefully. Then one

sai d:

"That is clear enough; but where does the joke

come in?'"

Dor ot hy | aughed, for she couldn't help it,

al though all the others were sol emm enough.

"I''"l'l tell you where the joke cones in," she

sai d, and took the Hoppers away to a distance,
where the Horners could not hear them "You know, "
she then expl ai ned, "those nei ghbors of yours are
not very bright, poor things, and what they think
is ajokeisn't ajoke at all--it's true, don't

you see?"

"True that we have | ess understandi ng?" asked

t he Chanpi on.

"Yes; it's true because you don't understand
such a poor joke; if you did, you' d be no wi ser

than they are."

"Ah, yes; of course," they answered, | ooking

very w se.

"So I'll tell you what to do," continued

Dorot hy. "Laugh at their poor joke and tell 'em
it's pretty good for a Horner. Then they won't
dare say you have | ess understandi ng, because you

under stand as nuch as they do."

The Hoppers | ooked at one anot her questioningly
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and blinked their eyes and tried to think what it

all neant; but they couldn't figure it out.

"What do you think, Champion?" asked one of

t hem

"I think it is dangerous to think of this thing
any nore than we can help," he replied. "Let us do
as this girl says and | augh with the Horners, so
as to nmake them believe we see the joke. Then

there will be peace again and no need to fight."

They readily agreed to this and returned to
the fence | aughing as | oud and as hard as they
could, although they didn't feel |ike |aughing

a bit. The Horners were nuch surprised.

"That's a fine joke--for a Horner--and we are

much pleased with it," said the Chanpion, speaking

bet ween the pickets. "But please don't do it

again."
"I won't," prom sed Diksey. "If | think of
anot her such joke I'Il try to forget it."

"CGood!" cried the Chief Horner. "The war i s over

and peace is declared."

There was nuch joyful shouting on both sides of
the fence and the gate was unl ocked and t hrown
wi de open, so that Scraps was able to rejoin her

friends.
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"What about the Scarecrow?" she asked Dor ot hy.

"W nust get himdown, sonehow or other," was

the reply.

"Perhaps the Horners can find a way," suggested
Qo. So they all went through the gate and Dor ot hy
asked the Chief Horner how they could get the
Scarecrow of f the fence. The Chief didn't know

how, but Diksey said

"A ladder's the thing."

"Have you one?" asked Dor ot hy.

"To be sure. W use | adders in our mnes,"
said he. Then he ran away to get the | adder,
and whil e he was gone the Horners gathered
around and wel coned the strangers to their
country, for through thema great war had been

avoi ded.

Inalittle while D ksey came back with a

tall |adder which he placed against the fence. o
at once clinbed to the top of the | adder and
Dor ot hy went about hal fway up and Scraps stood at
the foot of it. Toto ran around it and barked.
Then G o pulled the Scarecrow away fromthe picket
and passed himdown to Dorothy, who in turn

|owered himto the Patchwork Grl.

As soon as he was on his feet and standing

on solid ground the Scarecrow said:
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"Much obliged. | feel nuch better. I'm not

stuck on that picket any nore."

The Horners began to laugh, thinking this

was a joke, but the Scarecrow shook hinself and

patted his strawa little and said to Dorot hy:

"I's there much of a hole in my back?"

The little girl exam ned himcarefully.

"There's quite a hole," she said. "But |'ve got
a needle and thread in the knapsack and I'l| sew

you up again."

"Do so," he begged earnestly, and again the
Hoppers | aughed, to the Scarecrow s great

annoyance.

Whi |l e Dorothy was sewing up the hole in
the straw man's back Scraps exam ned the other

parts of him

"One of his legs is ripped, too!" she excl ai med.

"Cho!" cried little Diksey; "that's bad. Gve
hi mthe needle and thread and | et hi m nmend

hi s ways."

"Ha, ha, ha!" |aughed the Chief, and the

other Homers at once roared with | aughter

"What ' s funny?" inquired the Scarecrow sternly.
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"Don't you see?" asked D ksey, who had

| aughed even harder than the others. "That's a
joke. It's by odds the best joke | ever nmde.
You wal k with your legs, and so that's the way
you wal k, and your |l egs are the ways. See? So,
when you mend your |egs, you nend your ways.
Ho, ho, ho! hee, hee! 1'd no idea | could make

such a fine joke!"

"Just wonderful!" echoed the Chief. "How do you

manage to do it, Diksey?"

"I don't know," said Di ksey nodestly. "Perhaps
it's the radium but | rather think it's ny

splendid intellect."

If you don't quit it," the Scarecrow told him
"there'll be a worse war than the one you've

escaped from"

g o had been deep in thought, and now he
asked the Chief: "Is there a dark well in any

part of your country?"

"A dark well? None that ever | heard of," was

t he answer.

"Ch, yes," said Diksey, who overheard the

boy's question. "There's a very dark well down

in ny radiumnine."

"I's there any water in it?" o eagerly asked.

"Can't say; |'ve never |ooked to see. But we
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can find out."

So, as soon as the Scarecrow was mnended,

they decided to go with Di ksey to the m ne
When Dorothy had patted the straw man into
shape again he declared he felt as good as new

and equal to further adventures.

"Still," said he, "I prefer not to do picket
duty again. High |life doesn't seemto agree with
my constitution.” And then they hurried away

to escape the laughter of the Honers, who

t hought this was anot her joke.

Chapt er Twenty- Four

Q o Finds the Darkwell

They now fol |l owed Di ksey to the farther end of
the great cave, beyond the Horner city, where
there were several round, dark holes leading into
the ground in a slanting direction. Di ksey went to

one of these holes and sai d:

"Here is the mine in which lies the dark well
you are seeking. Follow ne and step care fully and

I"l'l lead you to the place."

He went in first and after himcane G o, and

then Dorothy, with the Scarecrow behind her.
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The Patchwork Grl entered last of all, for Toto

kept close beside his little m stress.

A few steps beyond the nmouth of the opening it

was pitch dark. "You won't |ose your way, though,"
said the Honer, "for there's only one way to go.
The mine's mne and | know every step of the way.
How s that for a joke, eh? The mne's mine." Then
he chuckl ed gleefully as they foll owed him
silently down the steep slant. The hol e was j ust
bi g enough to permt themto wal k upright,

al t hough the Scarecrow, being nmuch the taller of
the party, often had to bend his head to keep from

hitting the top.

The floor of the tunnel was difficult to walk

upon because it had been worn snmoboth as gl ass, and
pretty soon Scraps, who was sone di stance behind
the others, slipped and fell head forenpst. At
once she began to slide downward, so swiftly that
when she cane to the Scarecrow she knocked him of f
his feet and sent himtunbling agai nst Dorothy,
who tripped up Go. The boy fell against the
Horner, so that all went tunbling down the slide
in a regular mx-up, unable to see where they were

goi ng because of the darkness.

Fortunately, when they reached the bottomthe
Scarecrow and Scraps were in front, and the others
bunped agai nst them so that no one was hurt. They
found thenmselves in a vast cave which was dimy
lighted by the tiny grains of radiumthat |ay

scattered anong the | oose rocks.
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"Now, " said Diksey, when they had all re
gained their feet, "I will show you where the
dark well is. This is a big place, but if we hold

fast to each other we won't get lost."

They took hold of hands and the Honer |ed

theminto a dark corner, where he halted.

"Be careful," said he warningly. "The well is

at your feet."

"All right,"” replied o, and kneeling down
he felt in the well with his hand and found
that it contained a quantity of water. "Were's
the gold flask, Dorothy?" he asked, and the
little girl handed himthe flask, which she had

brought with her.

G o knelt again and by feeling carefully in
the dark managed to fill the flask with the
unseen water that was in the well. Then he
screwed the top of the flask firmy in place and

put the precious water in his pocket.

"Al'l right!" he said again, in a glad voice;

"now we can go back."

They returned to the nmouth of the tunnel and

began to creep cautiously up the incline. This
time they made Scraps stay behind, for fear she
woul d slip again; but they all managed to get up
in safety and the Munchkin boy was very happy when

he stood in the Horner city and realized that the
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water fromthe dark well, which he and his friends
had traveled so far to secure, was safe in his

j acket pocket.

Chapter Twenty-Five

They Bribe the Lazy Quadling

"Now, " said Dorothy, as they stood on the nmountain
pat h, having | eft behind themthe cave in which
dwelt the Hoppers and the Horners, "I think we
must find a road into the Country of the Wnkies,

for there is where o wants to go next."

"I's there such a road?" asked the Scarecrow.

"I don't know," she replied. "I s'pose we can go
back the way we came, to Jack Punpki nhead's house,
and then turn into the Wnkie Country; but that

seens |ike running 'round a haystack, doesn't it?"

"Yes," said the Scarecrow. "What is the next

thing g o nmust get?"

"A yellow butterfly," answered the boy.

"That neans the Wnkie Country, all right,
for it's the yellow country of Oz," renarked
Dorothy. "I think, Scarecrow, we ought to take

himto the Tin Wodman, for he's the Enmp'ror
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of the Wnkies and will help us to find what

Qo wants."

"OfF course," replied the Scarecrow, brightening

at the suggestion. "The Tin Wodnman will do
anything we ask him for he's one of ny dearest
friends. | believe we can take a crosscut into his
country and so get to his castle a day sooner

than if we travel back the way we cane.”

"I think so, too," said the girl; "and that means

we nust keep to the left."

They were obliged to go down the nountain before
they found any path that led in the direction they
wanted to go, but anbng the tumbled rocks at the
foot of the nountain was a faint trail which they
decided to follow. Two or three hours wal k al ong
this trail brought themto a clear, level country,
where there were a few farms and sone scattered
houses. But they knew they were still in the
Country of the Quadlings, because everything had a
bright red color. Not that the trees and grasses
were red, but the fences and houses were painted
that color and all the wild-flowers that bl ooned
by the wayside had red bl ossons. This part of the
Quadl i ng Country seened peaceful and prosperous,

if rather lonely, and the road was nore distinct

and easier to foll ow

But just as they were congratul ating thensel ves
upon the progress they had nmade they canme upon a

broad river which swept al ong between hi gh banks,
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and here the road ended and there was no bridge of

any sort to allow themto cross.

"This is queer," nused Dorothy, |ooking at
the water reflectively. "Wiy should there be
any road, if the river stops everyone wal ki ng

along it?"

"Ww " said Toto, gazing earnestly into her

f ace.

"That's the best answer you'll get," declared
the Scarecrow, with his comcal smle, "for no

one knows any nore than Toto about this road.”

Sai d Scraps:

"Bv'ry time | see a river,

I have chills that make me shiver,
For | never can forget

Al the water's very wet.

If my patches get a soak

It will be a sorry joke;

So to swiml'll never try

Till I find the water dry."

"Try to control yourself, Scraps," said Go;
you re getting crazy again. No one intends to swim

that river."

"No," decided Dorothy, "we couldn't swimit

if we tried. It's too big a river, and the water
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nmoves awful fast."

"There ought to be a ferryman with a boat,"

said the Scarecrow, "but | don't see any."

"Couldn't we make a raft?" suggested G o.

"There's nothing to make one of," answered

Dor ot hy.

"Ww " said Toto again, and Dorothy saw he

was | ooki ng al ong the bank of the river.

"Why, he sees a house over there!" cried the
little girl. "I wonder we didn't notice it
ourselves. Let's go and ask the people howto

get 'cross the river."

A quarter of a nile along the bank stood a
smal I, round house, painted bright red, and as
it was on their side of the river they hurried
toward it. A chubby little nman, dressed all in
red, cane out to greet them and with himwere
two children, also in red costumes. The man's
eyes were big and staring as he exam ned the
Scarecrow and the Patchwork Grl, and the
children shyly hid behind himand peeked

timdly at Toto.

"Do you live here, ny good nan?" asked the

Scar ecr ow.

"I think I do, Most M ghty Magician," replied

the Quadling, bowing |ow, "but whether |I'm awake
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or dreaming | can't be positive, so |I'mnot sure
where | live. If you'll kindly pinch ne I'll find

out all about it!

"You' re awake," said Dorothy, "and this is no

magi ci an, but just the Scarecrow "

"But he's alive," protested the man, "and he
oughtn't to be, you know. And that other dreadfu
person--the girl who is all patches--seens to be

alive, too

"Very nmuch so," declared Scraps, making a

face at him "But that isn't your affair, you

know. "

"I've a right to be surprised, haven't |1?" asked

the man neekly.

"I'"'mnot sure; but anyhow you've no right to say
I"mdreadful. The Scarecrow, who is a gentlenan of
great wi sdom thinks |'m beautiful," retorted

Scr aps.

"Never mnd all that," said Dorothy. "Tell us,

good Quadling, how we can get across the river."

"I don't know," replied the Quadling.

"Don't you ever cross it?" asked the girl

"Never."

"Don't travelers cross it?"
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"Not to ny know edge," said he.

They were nuch surprised to hear this, and

the man added: "It's a pretty big river, and the
current is strong. | know a man who |lives on

t he opposite bank, for |I've seen himthere a good
many years; but we've never spoken because

nei ther of us has ever crossed over."

"That's queer," said the Scarecrow. "Don't you

own a boat ?"

The man shook hi s head.

"Nor a raft?"

"Where does this river go to?" asked Dor ot hy.

"That way," answered the nman, pointing with
one hand, "it goes into the Country of the

W nkies, which is ruled by the Tin Enperor,
who nust be a mighty nmgician because he's

all made of tin, and yet he's alive. And that
way, " pointing with the other hand, "the river
runs between two nountai ns where dangerous

peopl e dwel I . "

The Scarecrow | ooked at the water before them

"The current flows toward the Wnkie Country"
said he; "and so, if we had a boat, or a raft, the
river would float us there nore quickly and nore

easily than we could wal k."
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"That is true," agreed Dorothy; and then they
all | ooked thoughtful and wondered what could

be done.

"Wy can't the man nake us a raft?" asked g o.

"WIIl you?" inquired Dorothy, turning to the

Quadl i ng.

The chubby man shook his head.

"I'mtoo lazy," he said. "My wife says |I'mthe
laziest man in all Oz, and she is a truthful
worman. | hate work of any kind, and making a raft

is hard work."

“I''l'l give you ny emrald ring," pronised the

girl.
"No; | don't care for eneralds. If it were a
ruby, which is the color I like best, | mght work

alittle while."

"I've got sonme Square Meal Tablets," said the
Scarecrow. "Each one is the sane as a dish of
soup, a fried fish, a nutton pot-pie, |obster

sal ad, charlotte russe and lenon jelly--all made
into one little tablet that you can swall ow

wi t hout trouble.”

"Wthout trouble!" exclainmed the Quadling,
much interested; "then those tablets would be

fine for a lazy man. It's such hard work to chew

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (255 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:43 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

when you eat."

"Il give you six of those tablets if you'l

hel p us nake a raft," prom sed the Scarecrow.
"They're a conbi nation of food which people who
eat are very fond of. | never eat, you know, being

straw, but sonme of ny friends eat regularly. Wat

do you say to ny offer, Quadling?"

"I''"ll doit," decided the man. "I'Il help, and
you can do nost of the work. But nmy wife has
gone fishing for red eels to-day, so sone of you

will have to mind the children."

Scraps pronised to do that, and the children
were not so shy when the Patchwork Grl sat
down to play with them They grew to like

Toto, too, and the little dog allowed themto
pat himon his head, which gave the little ones

much j oy.

There were a nunber of fallen trees near the
house and the Quadling got his axe and chopped
theminto | ogs of equal length. He took his wife's
clothesline to bind these | ogs together, so that
they would forma raft, and Qo found sone strips
of wood and nail ed them al ong the tops of the

|l ogs, to render themnore firm The Scarecrow and
Dorothy hel ped roll the | ogs together and carry
the strips of wood, but it took so Iong to make
the raft that evening cane just as it was
finished, and with evening the Quadling's wife

returned from her fishing.
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The woman proved to be cross and bad-tenpered,

per haps because she had only caught one red ee
during all the day. Wen she found that her
husband had used her clothesline, and the |ogs she
had wanted for firewod, and the boards she had
intended to nend the shed with, and a | ot of gold
nails, she becane very angry. Scraps wanted to
shake the woman, to make her behave, but Dorothy
talked to her in a gentle tone and told the
Quadling's wife she was a Princess of Oz and a
friend of Ozma and t hat when she got back to the
Emerald City she would send thema | ot of things
to repay themfor the raft, including a new
clothesline. This prom se pleased the wonan and
she soon becane nore pleasant, saying they could
stay the night at her house and begin their voyage

on the river next norning.

This they did, spending a pleasant evening
with the Quadling famly and being entertained
with such hospitality as the poor people were
able to offer them The man groaned a good
deal and said he had overworked hinmsel f by
chopping the logs, but the Scarecrow gave him
two nore tablets than he had pronised, which

seenmed to confort the lazy fell ow

Chapter Twenty-Si x

The Trick R ver
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Next norning they pushed the raft into the water
and all got aboard. The Quadling man had to hol d
the log craft fast while they took their places,
and the flow of the river was so powerful that it
nearly tore the raft fromhis hands. As soon as
they were all seated upon the logs he let go and
away it floated and the adventurers had begun

their voyage toward the Wnkie Country.

The little house of the Quadlings was out of
sight al nost before they had cried their good-
byes, and the Scarecrow said in a pleased voice
"It won't take us long to get to the Wnkie

Country, at this rate.”

They had fl oated several niles down the stream
and were enjoying the ride when suddenly the raft
sl owed up, stopped short, and then began to fl oat

back the way it had cone.

"Why, what's wong?" asked Dorothy, in

astoni shrent; but they were all just as bew |l dered
as she was and at first no one could answer the
question. Soon, however, they realized the truth:
that the current of the river had reversed and the
water was now flowing in the opposite direction--

toward the npuntai ns.

They began to recogni ze the scenes they had
passed, and by and by they cane in sight of the

little house of the Quadlings again. The nman
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was standing on the river bank and he called

to them

"How do you do? dad to see you again. | forgot
to tell you that the river changes its direction
every little while. Sonetines it flows one way,

and sonetines the other."

They had no tine to answer him for the raft
was swept past the house and a | ong distance on

the other side of it.

"We're going just the way we don't want to
go," said Dorothy, "and | guess the best thing
we can do is to get to land before we're carried

any farther."

But they could not get to | and. They had

no oars, nor even a pole to guide the raft with.
The | ogs which bore themfloated in the mddle

of the stream and were held fast in that position

by the strong current.

So they sat still and waited and, even while

they were wondering what could be done, the raft
sl owed down, stopped, and began drifting the other
way--in the direction it had first followed. After

a tine they repassed the Quadling house and the

man was still standing on the bank. He cried out
to them
"Good day! dad to see you again. | expect

I shall see you a good many tines, as you go

by, unless you happen to swi mashore."
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By that tine they had |l eft himbehind and
wer e headed once nore straight toward the

W nki e Country.

"This is pretty hard luck," said Qo in a

di scouraged voice. "The Trick River keeps
changing, it seens, and here we nust float back
and forward forever, unless we nmanage in sone way

to get ashore."

"Can you swi n?" asked Dor ot hy.

"No; I'm Qo the Unlucky."

"Neither can |. Toto can swma little, but

that won't help us to get to shore.™

"l don't know whether | could swm or not,"
remarked Scraps; "but if I tried it I'd surely ruin

my | ovely patches."

"My straw woul d get soggy in the water and

I would sink," said the Scarecrow.

So there seened no way out of their dilemua

and being helpless they sinply sat still. o,
who was on the front of the raft, |ooked over
into the water and thought he saw sone | arge

fi shes swi mm ng about. He found a | oose end

of the clothesline which fastened the | ogs
together, and taking a gold nail from his pocket
he bent it nearly double, to forma hook, and

tied it to the end of the line. Having baited the
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hook with sone bread which he broke fromhis
| oaf, he dropped the line into the water and

al nost instantly it was seized by a great fish

They knew it was a great fish, because it

pulled so hard on the line that it dragged the
raft forward even faster than the current of the
river had carried it. The fish was frightened,
and it was a strong swinmmer. As the other end

of the clothesline was bound around the | ogs

he could not get it away, and as he had greedily
swal | owed the gold hook at the first bite he

could not get rid of that, either.

When they reached the place where the current

had before changed, the fish was still sw nm ng
ahead in its wild attenpt to escape. The raft

sl owed down, yet it did not stop, because the fish
would not let it. It continued to nove in the sanme
direction it had been going. As the current
reversed and rushed backward on its course it
failed to drag the raft with it. Slowy, inch by
inch, they floated on, and the fish tugged and

tugged and kept them goi ng.

"l hope he won't give up," said G o anxiously.
“If the fish can hold out until the current

changes again, we'll be all right."

The fish did not give up, but held the raft
bravely on its course, till at last the water in
the river shifted again and floated themthe way

they wanted to go. But now the captive fish
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found its strength failing. Seeking a refuge, it
began to drag the raft toward the shore. As they
did not wish to land in this place the boy cut
the rope with his pocket-knife and set the fish
free, just in tine to prevent the raft from

groundi ng.

The next tine the river backed up the Scarecrow
managed to seize the branch of a tree that
overhung the water and they all assisted himto
hold fast and prevent the raft frombeing carried
backward. While they waited here, Qo spied a |long
broken branch |ying upon the bank, so he | eaped
ashore and got it. Wien he had stripped off the

si de shoots he believed he could use the branch as

a pole, to guide the raft in case of emergency.

They clung to the tree until they found the
water flowing the right way, when they let go
and pernmitted the raft to resune its voyage. In
spite of these pauses they were really making
good progress toward the Wnkie Country and
havi ng found a way to conquer the adverse
current their spirits rose considerably. They
could see little of the country through which
they were passing, because of the hi gh banks,
and they net with no boats or other craft upon

the surface of the river

Once nore the trick river reversed its current,
but this tine the Scarecrow was on guard and
used the pole to push the raft toward a big
rock which lay in the water. He believed the

rock woul d prevent their floating backward with
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the current, and so it did. They clung to this
anchorage until the water resuned its proper

direction, when they allowed the raft to drift on

Fl oati ng around a bend they saw ahead a high

bank of water, extending across the entire river,
and toward this they were being irresistibly
carried. There being no way to arrest the progress
of the raft they clung fast to the logs and |et
the river sweep themon. Swiftly the raft clinbed
the bank of water and slid down on the other side,
plunging its edge deep into the water and

drenching themall with spray.

As again the raft righted and drifted on,

Dorothy and Q o | aughed at the ducking they had
recei ved; but Scraps was nuch di smayed and t he
Scar ecrow t ook out his handkerchi ef and wi ped the
water off the Patchwork Grl's patches as well as
he was able to. The sun soon dried her and the
col ors of her patches proved good, for they did

not run together nor did they fade.

After passing the wall of water the current did
not change or flow backward any nore but continued
to sweep them steadily forward. The banks of the
river grew |lower, too, permtting themto see nore
of the country, and presently they discovered

yel | ow buttercups and dandel i ons grow ng anbngst
the grass, from which evidence they knew they had

reached the Wnkie Country.

"Don't you think we ought to | and?" Dorothy
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asked the Scarecrow.

"Pretty soon," he replied. "The Tin Wodman's
castle is in the southern part of the Wnkie
Country, and so it can't be a great way from

here. "

Fearing they nmight drift too far, Dorothy and

g o now stood up and raised the Scarecrow in
their arns, as high as they could, thus allow ng
hi m a good view of the country. For a tine he

saw not hi ng he recogni zed, but finally he cried:

"There it is! There it is!"

"\What ?" asked Dor ot hy.

"The Tin Wodman's tin castle. | can see
its turrets glittering in the sun. It's quite a way

of f, but we'd better land as quickly as we can."

They | et himdown and began to urge the raft
toward the shore by means of the pole. It obeyed
very well, for the current was nore sluggish
now, and soon they had reached t he bank and

| anded safely.

The Wnkie Country was really beautiful,

and across the fields they could see afar the
silvery sheen of the tin castle. Wth |light hearts
they hurried toward it, being fully rested by

their long ride on the river.

By and by they began to cross an i nmense
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field of splendid yellow lilies, the delicate

fragrance of which was very delightful

"How beautiful they are!" cried Dorothy,
stopping to admire the perfection of these

exquisite flowers

"Yes," said the Scarecrow, reflectively, "but
we nust be careful not to crush or injure any

of these lilies."

"Why not?" asked o

"The Tin Wodman is very kind-hearted,"
was the reply, "and he hates to see any living

thing hurt in any way.

"Are flowers alive?" asked Scraps.

"Yes, of course. And these flowers belong to
the Tin Wodnman. So, in order not to offend

him we nust not tread on a single blossom"”

"Once," said Dorothy, "the Tin Wodnan
stepped on a beetle and killed the little creature.
That made hi m very unhappy and he cried unti

his tears rusted his joints, so he couldn't nove

em

"What did he do then?" asked Qg o.

"Put oil on them until the joints worked

snmoot h agai n.
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"Ch!" exclainmed the boy, as if a great discovery
had fl ashed across his mind. But he did not tel
anybody what the discovery was and kept the idea

to hinsel f.

It was a long wal k, but a pl easant one, and

they did not mind it a bit. Late in the afternoon
they drew near to the wonderful tin castle of

the Enperor of the Wnkies, and g o and

Scraps, who had never seen it before, were

filled with amazenent.

Tin abounded in the Wnkie Country and

the Wnkies were said to be the nost skillfu
tinsmths in all the world. So the Tin Wodnan

had enpl oyed themin building his magnificent
castle, which was all of tin, fromthe ground to
the tallest turret, and so brightly polished that
it glittered in the sun's rays nore gorgeously

than silver. Around the grounds of the castle

ran a tin wall, with tin gates; but the gates stood
wi de open because the Enperor had no enenies

to disturb him

When they entered the spaci ous grounds our
travelers found nore to admre. Tin fountains sent
sprays of clear water far into the air and there
were many beds of tin flowers, all as perfectly
formed as any natural flowers mght be. There

were tin trees, too, and here and there shady
bowers of tin, with tin benches and chairs to sit
upon. Also, on the sides of the pathway | eading up

to the front door of the castle, were rows of tin
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statuary, very cleverly executed. Anbng these Qo
recogni zed statues of Dorothy, Toto, the
Scarecrow, the Wzard, the Shaggy Man, Jack
Punpki nhead and Qznm, all standing upon neat

pedestal s of tin.

Toto was well acquainted with the residence of

the Tin Wodnman and, being assured a joyfu

wel come, he ran ahead and barked so loudly at the
front door that the Tin Wodman heard hi mand cane
out in person to see if it were really his old
friend Toto. Next nmonment the tin man had cl asped
the Scarecrow in a warm enbrace and then turned

to hug Dorothy. But now his eye was arrested by
the strange sight of the Patchwork Grl, and he

gazed upon her in mngled wonder and admiration

Chapter Twenty- Seven

The Tin Wodman Cbj ects

The Tin Wodnan was one of the npbst inportant
personages in all Oz. Though Enperor of the

W nki es, he owed allegiance to Ozma, who rul ed al
the land, and the girl and the tin nman were warm
personal friends. He was something of a dandy and
kept his tin body brilliantly polished and his tin
joints well oiled. Also he was very courteous in
manner and so kind and gentle that everyone |oved

him The Enperor greeted g o and Scraps with

file:/lIF|/rah/L.%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Fra...%20-%20Patchwork%20Girl%200f%200z,%20The.txt (267 of 282) [5/22/03 1:07:43 AM]



file://IF|/rah/L .%20Frank%20Baum/Baum,%20Frank%20-%20Wonderful %6200z,%20T he%207%20-%20Patchwork%620Gi r1%200f%200z,%20T he.txt

cordial hospitality and ushered the entire party
into his handsone tin parlor, where all the
furniture and pictures were nmade of tin. The walls
were paneled with tin and fromthe tin ceiling

hung tin chandeli ers.

The Tin Whodman wanted to know, first of

all, where Dorothy had found the Pat chwork

Grl, so between themthe visitors told the story
of how Scraps was nade, as well as the accident
to Margol otte and Unc Nunkie and how G o

had set out upon a journey to procure the things
needed for the Crooked Magician's nmagic

charm Then Dorothy told of their adventures

in the Quadling Country and how at |ast they

succeeded in getting the water froma dark well.

Wiile the little girl was relating these
adventures the Tin Wodman sat in an easy chair
listening with intense interest, while the others
sat grouped around him G o, however, had kept his
eyes fixed upon the body of the tin Enperor, and
now he noticed that under the joint of his |eft
knee a tiny drop of oil was form ng. He watched
this drop of oil with a fast-beating heart, and
feeling in his pocket brought out a tiny vial of

crystal, which he held secreted in his hand.

Presently the Tin Wodman changed his

position, and at once o, to the astoni shnent

of all, dropped to the floor and held his crysta
vial under the Enperor's knee joint. Just then

the drop of oil fell, and they boy caught it in
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his bottle and i medi ately corked it tight. Then,
with a red face and enbarrassed manner, he rose

to confront the others.

"What in the world were you doi ng?" asked

the Tin Wodnan.

"l caught a drop of oil that fell fromyour

knee-joint," confessed o

"A drop of oil!" exclaimed the Tin Wodman
"Dear ne, how careless ny val et nust have

been in oiling ne this norning. I'mafraid
shall have to scold the fellow, for | can't be

dropping oil wherever | go.

"Never mnd," said Dorothy. Qo seens glad

to have the oil, for sone reason."

"Yes," declared the Munchkin boy, "I am

gl ad. For one of the things the Crooked Magici an
sent ne to get was a drop of oil froma live man's
body. | had no idea, at first, that there was such
a thing; but it's nowsafe inthe little crysta

vial."

"You are very welcone to it, indeed," said
the Tin Wodnman. "Have you now secured al

the things you were in search of ?"

"Not quite all," answered QG o. "There were five
things | had to get, and | have found four of
them 1 have the three hairs in the tip of a

Whozy's tail, a six-leaved clover, a gill of water
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froma dark well and a drop of oil froma live
man's body. The last thing is the easiest of all
to get, and I'msure that ny dear Unc Nunkie--and
good Margolotte, as well--will soon be restored to

life."

The Munchkin boy said this with nuch pride and

pl easure.

"CGood!" exclained the Tin Wodnman; "I
congratul ate you. But what is the fifth and | ast
thing you need, in order to conplete the nmagic

char n?"

"The left wing of a yellow butterfly," said
go. "In this yellow country, and with your
ki nd assi stance, that ought to be very easy to

find."

The Tin Wodman stared at himin amazenent.

"Surely you are joking!" he said.

"No," replied g o, nuch surprised; "I amin

earnest."

"But do you think for a norment that | woul d
permt you, or anyone else, to pull the left wng
froma yellow butterfly?" demanded the Tin Wodman

sternly.

"Why not, sir?"

"Why not? You ask me why not? It would be
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cruel --one of the nost cruel and heartl ess deeds

| ever heard of," asserted the Tin Wodnman.

"The butterflies are anpbng the prettiest of al
created things, and they are very sensitive to
pain. To tear a wing fromone woul d cause it
exquisite torture and it would soon die in great

agony. | would not permt such a w cked deed

under any circunstances!"”

QO o was astounded at hearing this. Dorothy, too,

| ooked grave and di sconcerted, but she knew in her
heart that the Tin Wodnman was right. The

Scar ecrow nodded his head in approval of his
friend s speech, so it was evident that he agreed
with the Enmperor's decision. Scraps | ooked from

one to another in perplexity.

"Who cares for a butterfly?" she asked.

"Don't you?" inquired the Tin Wodnan.

"Not the snap of a finger, for | have no heart,"
said the Patchwork Grl. "But | want to help

go, who is ny friend, to rescue the uncle whom
he loves, and |I'd kill a dozen useless butterflies

to enable himto do that."

The Tin Wodnman sighed regretfully.

"You have kind instincts,"” he said, "and with a
heart you woul d i ndeed be a fine creature. |
cannot bl anme you for your heartless remark, as you

cannot understand the feelings of those who
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possess hearts. |, for instance, have a very neat
and responsi ve heart which the wonderful Wzard
of Oz once gave ne, and so | shall never--never--
never permt a poor yellow butterfly to be

tortured by anyone."

"The yell ow country of the Wnkies," said o
sadly, "is the only place in Oz where a yell ow

butterfly can be found."

"I"'mglad of that," said the Tin Wodnan.
"As | rule the Wnkie Country, | can protect

my butterflies.”

Unless | get the wing--just one left wing--"

said o nmserably, "I can't save Unc Nunkie."

"Then he nust renain a nmarbl e statue forever,"

decl ared the Tin Enmperor, firmy

g o wiped his eyes, for he could not hold back

the tears.

"Il tell you what to do," said Scraps. "W'l
take a whole yellow butterfly, alive and well, to
the Crooked Magician, and let himpull the left

wing off."

"No, you won't," said the Tin Wodnan.
"You can't have one of ny dear little butterflies

to treat in that way.

"Then what in the world shall we do?" asked

Dor ot hy.
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They all becane silent and thoughtful. No
one spoke for a long time. Then the Tin Wodman

suddenly roused hinself and sai d:

"We nust all go back to the Enerald City
and ask Oznma's advice. She's a wise little girl,
our Ruler, and she may find a way to help o

save his Unc Nunkie."

So the following norning the party started

on the journey to the Enerald City, which they
reached in due tine w thout any inportant
adventure. It was a sad journey for Go, for

wi thout the wing of the yellow butterfly he saw
no way to save Unc Nunkie--unl ess he waited

six years for the Crooked Magician to nake a
new | ot of the Powder of Life. The boy was
utterly di scouraged, and as he wal ked al ong he

groaned al oud.

"I's anything hurting you?" inquired the Tin

Whodman in a kindly tone, for the Enperor

was with the party.

"I'mQgo the Unlucky," replied the boy. "I
m ght have known | would fail in anything

| tried to do."

"Why are you G o the Unlucky?" asked the tin

man.

"Because | was born on a Friday."
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"Friday is not unlucky," declared the Enperor
"It's just one of seven days. Do you suppose all
the world becomes unl ucky one-seventh of the

tine?"

"It was the thirteenth day of the nonth," said

g o.

"Thirteen! Ah, that is indeed a |ucky nunber,"”
replied the Tin Wodnman. "All ny good | uck seens
to happen on the thirteenth. | suppose nost
peopl e never notice the good luck that cones to
themwi th the nunber 13, and yet if the least bit
of bad luck falls on that day, they blane it to

the nunber, and not to the proper cause."

"Thirteen's ny lucky number, too," renarked the

Scar ecr ow

"And mine," said Scraps. "l've just thirteen

pat ches on ny head."

"But," continued Go, "I'mleft-handed."

"Many of our greatest nen are that way,"
asserted the Enperor. "To be left-handed is
usual ly to be two-handed; the right-handed peopl e

are usual |l y one-handed. "

"And |'ve a wart under ny right arm" said g o.

"How lucky!" cried the Tin Wodnman. "If

it were on the end of your nose it mght be
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unl ucky, but under your armit is luckily out

of the way."

"For all those reasons," said the Miunchkin

boy, "I have been called G o the Unl ucky."

"Then we nust turn over a new |leaf and call you

henceforth G o the Lucky," declared the tin nman.
"Every reason you have given is absurd. But | have
noticed that those who continually dread ill |uck
and fear it will overtake them have no tinme to
take advantage of any good fortune that cones

their way. Make up your mind to be gGo the

Lucky. "

"How can | ?" asked the boy, "when all ny

attenpts to save ny dear uncle have fail ed?"

"Never give up, G o," advised Dorothy. "No

one ever knows what's going to happen next."

Qo did not reply, but he was so dejected that
even their arrival at the Enerald City failed to

interest him

The people joyfully cheered the appearance of

the Tin Wodnman, the Scarecrow and Dorot hy, who
were all three general favorites, and on entering
the royal palace word cane to them from Ozna t hat

she woul d at once grant them an audi ence.

Dorothy told the girl Ruler how successfu
they had been in their quest until they cane to

the itemof the yellow butterfly, which the Tin
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Wyodman positively refused to sacrifice to the

magi ¢ potion.

"He is quite right," said Ozma, who did not seem
a bit surprised. "Had G o told ne that one of the
thi ngs he sought was the wing of a yellow
butterfly I would have infornmed him before he
started out, that he could never secure it. Then

you woul d have been saved the troubl es and

annoyances of your |ong journey."

"I didn't mind the journey at all," said
Dorothy; "it was fun."
"As it has turned out," remarked G o, "I can

never get the things the Crooked Magician sent
me for; and so, unless | wait the six years for
himto make the Powder of Life, Unc Nunkie

cannot be saved."

Ozma sm | ed.

"Dr. Pipt will make no nore Powder of Life,

I prom se you," said she. "I have sent for him
and had him brought to this pal ace, where he
now is, and his four kettles have been destroyed
and his book of recipes burned up. | have al so
had brought here the marbl e statues of your
uncl e and of Margolotte, which are standing in

t he next room

They were all greatly astonished at this

announcenent .
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"Ch, let ne see Unc Nunkie! Let ne see him

at once, please!" cried o eagerly.

"Wait a nmonent," replied Qzna, "for | have
somet hing nmore to say. Nothing that happens

in the Land of Oz escapes the notice of our w se
Sorceress, Ginda the Good. She knew all about
the magi c-making of Dr. Pipt, and how he had
brought the dass Cat and the Patchwork Grl

to life, and the accident to Unc Nunkie and
Margol otte, and of g o's quest and his journey
with Dorothy. dinda also knew that § o woul d
fail to find all the things he sought, so she sent
for our Wzard and instructed himwhat to do.
Sonething is going to happen in this pal ace,
presently, and that 'sonething' will, | am sure,
pl ease you all. And now," continued the girl

Rul er, rising fromher chair, "you nmay follow

me into the next room"

Chapter Twenty- Ei ght

The Wonderful Wzard of Oz

Whien G o entered the roomhe ran quickly to

the statue of Unc Nunkie and ki ssed the marble

face affectionately.

"I did my best, Unc," he said, with a sob, "but
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it was no use!"

Then he drew back and | ooked around the room
and the sight of the assenbl ed conmpany quite

amazed him

Aside fromthe marbl e statues of Unc Nunkie and
Margol otte, the dass Cat was there, curled up on
a rug; and the Whozy was there, sitting on its
square hind | egs and | ooking on the scene with
solemm interest; and there was the Shaggy Man, in
a suit of shaggy pea-green satin, and at a table
sat the little Wzard, |ooking quite inportant and

as if he knew nmuch nore than he cared to tell.

Last of all, Dr. Pipt was there, and the
Crooked Magici an sat hunped up in a chair,

seem ng very dej ected but keeping his eyes fixed
on the lifeless formof his wife Margolotte,
whom he fondly | oved but whom he now feared

was | ost to himforever.

Ozma took a chair which Jellia Janb wheel ed
forward for the Ruler, and back of her stood the
Scarecrow, the Tin Wodnman and Dorothy, as

wel|l as the Cowardly Lion and the Hungry

Tiger. The Wzard now arose and nmade a | ow

bow to Ozma and another |ess deferent bow to

the assenbl ed conpany.

"Ladi es and gentl enen and beasts,"” he said,
"l beg to announce that our Gracious Ruler has
permitted nme to obey the commands of the great

Sorceress, dinda the Good, whose hunbl e Assi st ant
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I amproud to be. W have discovered that the
Crooked Magi ci an has been indulging in his magica
arts contrary to Law, and therefore, by Roya
Edict, | hereby deprive himof all power to work
magic in the future. He is no | onger a crooked
magi ci an, but a sinple Munchkin; he is no | onger

even crooked, but a man |i ke other men.

As he pronounced these words the Wzard

waved his hand toward Dr. Pipt and instantly
every crooked linb strai ghtened out and becane
perfect. The former nagician, with a cry of joy,
sprang to his feet, |ooked at hinself in wonder,
and then fell back in his chair and watched the

Wzard with fascinated interest.

"The G ass Cat, which Dr. Pipt |aw essly

made, " continued the Wzard, "is a pretty cat,
but its pink brains nade it so conceited that it
was a di sagreeabl e conpani on to everyone. So
the other day | took away the pink brains and
replaced themwith transparent ones, and now
the G ass Cat is so nodest and well| behaved

that Ozma has decided to keep her in the pal ace

as a pet."

"I thank you," said the cat, in a soft voice

"The Wyozy has proved hinself a good Wozy and a
faithful friend," the Wzard went on, "so we wll
send himto the Royal Menagerie, where he will

have good care and plenty to eat all his life."
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"Much obliged," said the Whozy. "That beats

being fenced up in a lonely forest and starved."

"As for the Patchwork Grl," resuned the W zard,
"she is so remarkabl e in appearance, and so cl ever
and good tenpered, that our Gacious Ruler intends
to preserve her carefully, as one of the
curiosities of the curious Land of Oz. Scraps may
live in the pal ace, or wherever she pleases, and

be nobody's servant but her own."

"That's all right," said Scraps.

"W have all been interested in §o," the little
W zard continued, "because his love for his
unfortunate uncle has led himbravely to face all
sorts of dangers, in order that he m ght rescue
him The Miunchki n boy has a | oyal and generous
heart and has done his best to restore Unc Nunkie
tolife. He has failed, but there are others nore
powerful than the Crooked Magician, and there are
nmore ways than Dr. Pipt knew of to destroy the
charm of the Liquid of Petrifaction. dinda the
Good has told nme of one way, and you shall now

| earn how great is the know edge and power of our

peer| ess Sorceress."

As he said this the Wzard advanced to the
statue of Margol ote and made a nmmgi ¢ pass, at
the sane tine nmuttering a nagic word that

none coul d hear distinctly. At once the woman
nmoved, turned her head wonderingly this way

and that, to note all who stood before her, and

seeing Dr. Pipt, ran forward and t hrew herself
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into her husband's outstretched arns.

Then the Wzard made the nmagi ¢ pass and

spoke the magi ¢ word before the statue of Unc
Nunki e. The old Munchkin inmedi ately cane
tolife and with a |low bow to the Wzard said:

"Thanks. "

But now g o rushed up and threw his arns
joyfully about his uncle, and the old man
hugged his little nephew tenderly and stroked
his hair and w ped away the boy's tears with a
handkerchief, for g o was crying from pure

happi ness.

Ozma cane forward to congratul ate them

"l have given to you, ny dear g o and Unc
Nunki e, a nice house just outside the walls of
the Enerald City," she said, "and there you
shal | make your future home and be under mny

protection."”

"Didn't | say you were g o the Lucky?"
asked the Tin Wodnman, as everyone crowded

around to shake G o's hand.

"Yes; and it is true!" replied o, gratefully.

The Wonderful Oz Books by L. Frank Baum
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THE W ZARD OF OZ

THE LAND OF O&Z

ZMA OF

DOROTHY AND THE W ZARD IN O&Z
THE RCAD TO &z

THE EMERALD I TY OF OZ
THE PATCHWORK G RL OF OZ
TIK-TOK OF Z

THE SCARECROW OF OZ
RINKI TINK IN OZ

THE LOST PRINCESS OF Oz
THE TI N WOCDVMAN OF OZ
THE MAG C OF OZ

GLI NDA OF O&Z

End of The Patchwork Grl of Oz by Baum
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