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Cyclone!
There‛s a 

cyclone coming, Em! 
I‛ll go look after 

the stock. 

Toto!

Dorothy lived in the middle of the great 
Kansas prairies with Uncle Henry, who was 
a farmer, and Aunt Em, who was his wife.

Uncle Henry never laughed. He worked 
hard from morning till night, and did 

not know what joy was. He looked 
stern and solemn, and rarely spoke.

When Dorothy, an orphan, came to 
live with her, Aunt Em had been 
startled by the child‛s laughter. She wondered how the 

little girl could fi nd 
anything to laugh at! 

It was Toto that made Dorothy 
laugh. In fact, the little black 
dog saved her from growing as 

grey as her surroundings.

Toto played all day long, 
and Dorothy played with 

him, and loved him dearly.

When Aunt Em came there to live, 
she was a young, pretty wife. The 
sun and wind had changed her, too. 

Her eyes had lost their sparkle. Her 
cheeks and lips were no longer red.
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Oh!

Quick, 
Dorothy!

Dorothy!

Hurry, 
Toto!

Come here, 
Toto!

Quick, 
Dorothy! Run 
to the cellar!

The wind shrieked and 
the house shook so hard…

…that Dorothy 
lost her footing.

Then a strange thing happened.

The house whirled around 
two or three times and 

rose slowly through the air.

Dorothy felt as if she 
were going up in a balloon.

Aunt Em dropped her work and 
came to the door. One glance 

told her of the danger close by.
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Where 
are we?

Ohh!

The great pressure of the wind on every side 
of the house raised it up higher and higher, 
until it was at the very top of the cyclone…

…and there it remained, and was 
carried miles and miles away as 

easily as you could carry a feather. 

Hour after hour passed, and slowly Dorothy 
got over her fright. But she felt very lonely.

As nothing terrible happened, she stopped 
worrying and resolved to wait calmly and 

see what the future would bring. In spite of the swaying of the house, and the 
wailing of the wind, Dorothy soon fell fast asleep.

She was awakened by a shock, so sudden and 
severe that if Dorothy had not been lying on 

the soft bed, she might have been hurt.
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Oh, no! The 
house must have 

fallen on her. What 
should we do? Who 

was she?

Your house did, 
anyway, and that is the 
same thing. See! There 
are her two feet, still 

sticking out from under 
a block of wood.

You are welcome, 
most noble sorceress, to 

the land of the Munchkins. 
We are so grateful to you 

for having killed the Wicked 
Witch of the East, and for 

setting our people free 
from slavery.

You are 
very kind, but 

there must be some 
mistake. I have not 

killed anyone.

While Dorothy stood looking eagerly at the strange 
and beautiful sights, she noticed a group of the 

strangest people she had ever seen coming toward her.

When these people drew near the 
house, they paused and whispered among 
themselves, as if scared to go further.

The cyclone had set the house down in the 
middle of a marvelous and beautiful country. 
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There is some 
charm connected 
with them, but we 

don‛t know what it is.

Now these 
silver shoes 
are yours.

Oh, look! The 
Wicked Witch of the 

East was so old that she 
has dried up quickly in 
the sun. That is the 

end of her.

Oh, no, that is 
a great mistake. There 

were only four witches in 
all the Land of Oz, and two 
of them, those who live in 
the North and the South, 

are good witches. 

I know this is 
true, for I am one of them 

myself. Those who dwelled in 
the East and the West were, 
certainly, wicked witches. But 

now that you have killed 
one of them…

…there is only 
one wicked witch in all 
the Land of Oz—the 
one who lives in the 

West.

But I thought 
all witches were 

wicked.

Yes, of course. But I 
am a good witch, and people 

love me. I am not as powerful as 
the Wicked Witch of the East, 

or I would have set the 
people free myself.

No, I‛m not a 
Munchkin, but I am 

their friend. I am the 
Witch of the North. 

Oh my 
God! Are you 
a real witch?

But who are the 
Munchkins? 

They are the 
people who live in 

this land of the East, 
where the wicked 

witch ruled. Are you a 
Munchkin?

She was the Wicked 
Witch of the East. She had held 

all the Munchkins in bondage for many 
years, making them slave for her night 

and day. Now they are all set free, 
and are grateful to you 

for the favor.
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A powerful tornado rips through the Kansas prairie catching 

Dorothy inside her home. Caught inside the vortex, the home 

fl oats for hours. When the house fi nally lands on the ground 

again, it kills a wicked witch.

Dorothy fi nds herself in new surroundings and is welcomed by 

the local inhabitants, the Munchkins, who tell her she is in Oz, 

surrounded by a great desert that cannot be crossed.

Dorothy’s only hope of escape is to see the great Wizard of 

Oz. On her journey to meet the Wizard, she is joined by some 

unusual friends who also want favors from the Wizard. But the 

Wizard will not help Dorothy and her friends unless they do 

something for him: they must kill the Wicked Witch of the West!

Read on to know more about Dorothy’s adventures in this 

delightful tale that has fascinated children for ages.
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