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The Wonderful Wizard of Oz by L. Frank Baum  
 

Chapter 1: The Cyclone 
 

Dorothy lived in the midst of the great Kansas prairies, with Uncle Henry, who was a farmer, and 

Aunt Em, who was the farmer's wife. Their house was small, for the lumber to build it had to be 

carried by wagon many miles. There were four walls, a floor and a roof, which made one room; 

and this room contained a rusty looking cook stove, a cupboard for the dishes, a table, three or 

four chairs, and the beds. Uncle Henry and Aunt Em had a big bed in one corner, and Dorothy a 

little bed in another corner. There was no garret at all, and no 

cellar--except a small hole dug in the ground, called a 

cyclone cellar, where the family could go in case one of those 

great whirlwinds arose, mighty enough to crush any building 

in its path. It was reached by a trap door in the middle of the 

floor, from which a ladder led down into the small, dark hole. 

 

When Dorothy stood in the doorway and looked around, she 

could see nothing but the great gray prairie on every side. 

Not a tree nor a house broke the broad sweep of flat country 

that reached to the edge of the sky in all directions. The sun 

had baked the plowed land into a gray mass, with little cracks running through it. Even the grass 

was not green, for the sun had burned the tops of the long blades until they were the same gray 

color to be seen everywhere. Once the house had been painted, but the sun blistered the paint and 

the rains washed it away, and now the house was as dull and gray as everything else. 

 

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

her, too. They had taken the sparkle from her eyes and left them a somber gray; they had taken 

the red from her cheeks and lips, and they were gray also. She was thin and gaunt, and never 

smiled now. When Dorothy, who was an orphan, first came to her, Aunt Em had been so startled 

by the child's laughter that she would scream and press her hand upon her heart whenever 

Dorothy's merry voice reached her ears; and she still looked at the little girl with wonder that she 

could find anything to laugh at. 

 

Uncle Henry never laughed. He worked hard from morning till night and did not know what joy 

was. He was gray also, from his long beard to his rough boots, and he looked stern and solemn, 

and rarely spoke. 

 

It was Toto that made Dorothy laugh, and saved her from growing as gray as her other 

surroundings. Toto was not gray; he was a little black dog, with long silky hair and small black 

eyes that twinkled merrily on either side of his funny, wee nose. Toto played all day long, and 

Dorothy played with him, and loved him dearly. 
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Today, however, they were not playing. Uncle Henry sat upon the doorstep and looked anxiously 

at the sky, which was even grayer than usual. Dorothy stood in the door with Toto in her arms, 

and looked at the sky too. Aunt Em was washing the dishes. 

 

From the far north they heard a low wail of the wind, and Uncle Henry and 

Dorothy could see where the long grass bowed in waves before the coming 

storm. There now came a sharp whistling in the air from the south, and as 

they turned their eyes that way they saw ripples in the grass coming from 

that direction also. 

 

Suddenly Uncle Henry stood up. 

 

"There's a cyclone coming, Em," he called to his wife. "I'll go look after the stock." Then he ran 

toward the sheds where the cows and horses were kept. 

 

Aunt Em dropped her work and came to the door. One glance told her of the danger close at 

hand. 

 

"Quick, Dorothy!" she screamed. "Run for the cellar!" 

 

Toto jumped out of Dorothy's arms and hid under the bed, and the girl started to get him. Aunt 

Em, badly frightened, threw open the trap door in the floor and climbed down the ladder into the 

small, dark hole. Dorothy caught Toto at last and started to follow her aunt. When she was 

halfway across the room there came a great shriek from the wind, and the house shook so hard 

that she lost her footing and sat down suddenly upon the floor. 

 

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. 

 

The north and south winds met where the house stood, and made it the exact center of the 

cyclone. In the middle of a cyclone the air is generally still, but 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. 

 

It was very dark, and the wind howled horribly around her, but Dorothy found she was riding 

quite easily. After the first few whirls around, and one other time when the house tipped badly, 

she felt as if she were being rocked gently, like a baby in a cradle. 

 

Toto did not like it. He ran about the room, now here, now there, barking loudly; but Dorothy sat 

quite still on the floor and waited to see what would happen. 
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Once Toto got too near the open trap door, and fell in; and at first the little girl thought she had 

lost him. But soon she saw one of his ears sticking up through the hole, for the strong pressure of 

the air was keeping him up so that he could not fall. She crept 

to the hole, caught Toto by the ear, and dragged him into the 

room again, afterward closing the trap door so that no more 

accidents could happen. 

 

Hour after hour passed away, and slowly Dorothy got over her 

fright; but she felt quite lonely, and the wind shrieked so loudly 

all about her that she nearly became deaf. At first she had 

wondered if she would be dashed to pieces when the house fell again; but as the hours passed 

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

the future would bring. At last she crawled over the swaying floor to her bed, and lay down upon 

it; and Toto followed and lay down beside her. 

 

In spite of the swaying of the house and the wailing of the wind, Dorothy soon closed her eyes 

and fell fast asleep. 

 

Chapter 2: The Council with the Munchkins 
 

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. As it was, the jar made her catch her breath and wonder what 

had happened; and Toto put his cold little nose into her face and whined dismally. Dorothy sat up 

and noticed that the house was not moving; nor was it dark, for the bright sunshine came in at the 

window, flooding the little room. She sprang from her bed and with Toto at her heels ran and 

opened the door. 

 

The little girl gave a cry of amazement and looked about her, her eyes growing bigger and bigger 

at the wonderful sights she saw. 

 

The cyclone had set the house down very gently--for a cyclone--in the midst of a country of 

marvelous beauty. There were lovely patches of greensward all about, with stately trees bearing 

rich and luscious fruits. Banks of gorgeous flowers were on every hand, and birds with rare and 

brilliant plumage sang and fluttered in the trees and bushes. A little way off was a small brook, 

rushing and sparkling along between green banks, and murmuring in a voice very grateful to a 

little girl who had lived so long on the dry, gray prairies. 

 

While she stood looking eagerly at the strange and beautiful sights, she noticed coming toward 

her a group of the queerest people she had ever seen. They were not as big as the grown folk she 

had always been used to; but neither were they very small. In fact, they seemed about as tall as 

Dorothy, who was a well-grown child for her age, although they were, so far as looks go, many 

years older. 
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Three were men and one a woman, and all were oddly dressed. They wore round hats that rose to 

a small point a foot above their heads, with little bells around the brims that tinkled sweetly as 

they moved. The hats of the men were blue; the little woman's hat was white, and she wore a 

white gown that hung in pleats from her shoulders. Over it were sprinkled little stars that 

glistened in the sun like diamonds. The men were dressed in blue, of the same shade as their 

hats, and wore well-polished boots with a deep roll of blue at the tops. The men, Dorothy 

thought, were about as old as Uncle Henry, for two of them had beards. But the little woman was 

doubtless much older. Her face was covered with wrinkles, her hair 

was nearly white, and she walked rather stiffly. 

 

When these people drew near the house where Dorothy was standing in 

the doorway, they paused and whispered among themselves, as if afraid 

to come farther. But the little old woman walked up to Dorothy, made a 

low bow and said, in a sweet voice: 

 

"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 bondage." 

 

Dorothy listened to this speech with wonder. What could the little woman possibly mean by 

calling her a sorceress, and saying she had killed the Wicked Witch of the East? Dorothy was an 

innocent, harmless little girl, who had been carried by a cyclone many miles from home; and she 

had never killed anything in all her life. 

 

But the little woman evidently expected her to answer; so Dorothy said, with hesitation, "You are 

very kind, but there must be some mistake. I have not killed anything." 

 

"Your house did, anyway," replied the little old woman, with a laugh, "and that is the same thing. 

See!" she continued, pointing to the corner of the house. "There are her two feet, still sticking out 

from under a block of wood." 

 

Dorothy looked, and gave a little cry of fright. There, indeed, just under the corner of the great 

beam the house rested on, two feet were sticking out, shod in silver shoes with pointed toes. 

 

"Oh, dear! Oh, dear!" cried Dorothy, clasping her hands together in dismay. "The house must 

have fallen on her. Whatever shall we do?" 

 

"There is nothing to be done," said the little woman calmly. 

 

"But who was she?" asked Dorothy. 
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"She was the Wicked Witch of the East, as I said," answered the little woman. "She has held all 

the Munchkins in bondage for many years, making them slave for her night and day. Now they 

are all free, and are grateful to you for the favor." 

 

"Who are the Munchkins?" inquired Dorothy. 

 

"They are the people who live in this land of the East where the 

Wicked Witch ruled." 

 

"Are you a Munchkin?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"No, but I am their friend, although I live in the land of the North. 

When they saw the Witch of the East was dead the Munchkins 

sent a swift messenger to me, and I came at once. I am the Witch of the North." 

 

"Oh, gracious!" cried Dorothy. "Are you a real witch?" 

 

"Yes, indeed," answered the little woman. "But I am a good witch, and the people love me. I am 

not so powerful as the Wicked Witch was who ruled here, or I should have set the people free 

myself." 

 

"But I thought all witches were wicked," said the girl, who was half frightened at facing a real 

witch. "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, and cannot be mistaken. Those who dwelt in the East and the West 

were, indeed, wicked witches; but now that you have killed one of them, there is but one Wicked 

Witch in all the Land of Oz--the one who lives in the West." 

 

"But," said Dorothy, with a moment's thought, "Aunt Em has told me that the witches were all 

dead--years and years ago." 

 

"Who is Aunt Em?" inquired the little old woman. 

 

"She is my aunt who lives in Kansas, where I came from." 

 

The Witch of the North seemed to think for a time, with her head bowed and her eyes upon the 

ground. Then she looked up and said, "I do not know where Kansas is, for I have never heard 

that country mentioned before. But tell me, is it a civilized country?" 

 

"Oh, yes," replied Dorothy. 

 

"Then that accounts for it. In the civilized countries I believe there are no witches left, nor 

wizards, nor sorceresses, nor magicians. But, you see, the Land of Oz has never been civilized, 
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for we are cut off from all the rest of the world. Therefore we still have witches and wizards 

amongst us." 

 

"Who are the wizards?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"Oz himself is the Great Wizard," answered the Witch, sinking her voice to a whisper. "He is 

more powerful than all the rest of us together. He lives in the City of Emeralds." 

 

Dorothy was going to ask another question, but just then the Munchkins, who had been standing 

silently by, gave a loud shout and pointed to the corner of the house where the Wicked Witch 

had been lying. 

 

"What is it?" asked the little old woman, and looked, and began to laugh. The feet of the dead 

Witch had disappeared entirely, and nothing was left but the silver shoes. 

 

"She was so old," explained the Witch of the North, "that she dried up quickly in the sun. That is 

the end of her. But the silver shoes are yours, and you shall have them to wear." She reached 

down and picked up the shoes, and after shaking the dust out of them handed them to Dorothy. 

 

"The Witch of the East was proud of those silver shoes," said one of the Munchkins, "and there is 

some charm connected with them; but what it is we never knew." 

 

Dorothy carried the shoes into the house and placed them on the table. Then she came out again 

to the Munchkins and said: 

 

"I am anxious to get back to my aunt and uncle, for I am sure they will 

worry about me. Can you help me find my way?" 

 

The Munchkins and the Witch first looked at one another, and then at 

Dorothy, and then shook their heads. 

 

"At the East, not far from here," said one, "there is a great desert, and no 

one could live to cross it." 

 

"It is the same at the South," said another, "for I have been there and seen it. The South is the 

country of the Quadlings." 

 

"I am told," said the third man, "that it is the same at the West. And that country, where the 

Winkies live, is ruled by the Wicked Witch of the West, who would make you her slave if you 

passed her way." 

 

"The North is my home," said the old lady, "and at its edge is the same great desert that 

surrounds this Land of Oz. I'm afraid, my dear, you will have to live with us." 
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Dorothy began to sob at this, for she felt lonely among all these strange people. Her tears seemed 

to grieve the kind-hearted Munchkins, for they immediately took out their handkerchiefs and 

began to weep also. As for the little old woman, she took off her cap and balanced the point on 

the end of her nose, while she counted "One, two, three" in a solemn voice. At once the cap 

changed to a slate, on which was written in big, white chalk marks: 

 

"LET DOROTHY GO TO THE CITY OF EMERALDS" 

 

The little old woman took the slate from her nose, and having read the words on it, asked, "Is 

your name Dorothy, my dear?" 

 

"Yes," answered the child, looking up and drying 

her tears. 

 

"Then you must go to the City of Emeralds. 

Perhaps Oz will help you." 

 

"Where is this city?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"It is exactly in the center of the country, and is ruled by Oz, the Great Wizard I told you of." 

 

"Is he a good man?" inquired the girl anxiously. 

 

"He is a good Wizard. Whether he is a man or not I cannot tell, for I have never seen him." 

 

"How can I get there?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"You must walk. It is a long journey, through a country that is sometimes pleasant and 

sometimes dark and terrible. However, I will use all the magic arts I know of to keep you from 

harm." 

 

"Won't you go with me?" pleaded the girl, who had begun to look upon the little old woman as 

her only friend. 

 

"No, I cannot do that," she replied, "but I will give you my kiss, and no one will dare injure a 

person who has been kissed by the Witch of the North." 

 

She came close to Dorothy and kissed her gently on the forehead. Where her lips touched the girl 

they left a round, shining mark, as Dorothy found out soon after. 

 

"The road to the City of Emeralds is paved with yellow brick," said the Witch, "so you cannot 

miss it. When you get to Oz do not be afraid of him, but tell your story and ask him to help you. 

Goodbye, my dear." 
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The three Munchkins bowed low to her and wished her a pleasant journey, after which they 

walked away through the trees. The Witch gave Dorothy a friendly little nod, whirled around on 

her left heel three times, and straightway disappeared, much to the surprise of little Toto, who 

barked after her loudly enough when she had gone, because he had been afraid even to growl 

while she stood by. 

 

But Dorothy, knowing her to be a witch, had expected her to disappear in just that way, and was 

not surprised in the least. 

 

Chapter 3: How Dorothy Saved the Scarecrow 
 

When Dorothy was left alone she began to feel hungry. So she went to the cupboard and cut 

herself some bread, which she spread with butter. She gave some to Toto, and taking a pail from 

the shelf she carried it down to the little brook and filled it with clear, sparkling water. Toto ran 

over to the trees and began to bark at the birds sitting there. Dorothy went to get him, and saw 

such delicious fruit hanging from the branches that she gathered some of it, finding it just what 

she wanted to help out her breakfast. 

 

Then she went back to the house, and having helped herself and Toto to a good drink of cool, 

clear water, she set about making ready for the journey to the City of Emeralds. 

 

Dorothy had only one other dress, but that happened to be clean and was hanging on a peg beside 

her bed. It was gingham, with checks of white and blue; and although the blue was somewhat 

faded with many washings, it was still a pretty frock. The girl washed herself carefully, dressed 

herself in the clean gingham, and tied her pink sunbonnet on her head. She took a little basket 

and filled it with bread from the cupboard, laying a white cloth over the top. Then she looked 

down at her feet and noticed how old and worn her shoes were. 

 

"They surely will never do for a long journey, Toto," she said. And Toto looked up into her face 

with his little black eyes and wagged his tail to show he knew what she meant. 

 

At that moment Dorothy saw lying on the table the silver shoes that had belonged to the Witch of 

the East. 

 

"I wonder if they will fit me," she said to Toto. "They would be just the thing to take a long walk 

in, for they could not wear out." 

 

She took off her old leather shoes and tried on the silver ones, which fitted her as well as if they 

had been made for her. 

 

Finally she picked up her basket. 
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"Come along, Toto," she said. "We will go to the Emerald City and ask the Great Oz how to get 

back to Kansas again." 

 

She closed the door, locked it, and put the key carefully in the pocket of her dress. And so, with 

Toto trotting along soberly behind her, she started on her journey. 

 

There were several roads nearby, but it did not take her long to find the one paved with yellow 

bricks. Within a short time she was walking briskly toward the Emerald City, her silver shoes 

tinkling merrily on the hard, yellow road-bed. The sun shone bright and the birds sang sweetly, 

and Dorothy did not feel nearly so bad as you might think a little girl would who had been 

suddenly whisked away from her own country and set down in the midst of a strange land. 

 

She was surprised, as she walked along, to see how pretty the country was about her. There were 

neat fences at the sides of the road, painted a dainty blue color, and beyond them were fields of 

grain and vegetables in abundance. Evidently the Munchkins were good farmers and able to raise 

large crops. Once in a while she would pass a house, and the people came out to look at her and 

bow low as she went by; for everyone knew she had been the means of destroying the Wicked 

Witch and setting them free from bondage. The houses of the Munchkins were odd-looking 

dwellings, for each was round, with a big dome for a roof. All were painted blue, for in this 

country of the East blue was the favorite color. 

 

Toward evening, when Dorothy was tired with her long walk and 

began to wonder where she should pass the night, she came to a 

house rather larger than the rest. On the green lawn before it many 

men and women were dancing. Five little fiddlers played as loudly 

as possible, and the people were laughing and singing, while a big 

table nearby was loaded with delicious fruits and nuts, pies and 

cakes, and many other good things to eat. 

 

The people greeted Dorothy kindly, and invited her to supper and to 

pass the night with them; for this was the home of one of the richest 

Munchkins in the land, and his friends were gathered with him to 

celebrate their freedom from the bondage of the Wicked Witch. 

 

Dorothy ate a hearty supper and was waited upon by the rich Munchkin himself, whose name 

was Boq. Then she sat upon a settee and watched the people dance. 

 

When Boq saw her silver shoes he said, "You must be a great sorceress." 

 

"Why?" asked the girl. 

 

"Because you wear silver shoes and have killed the Wicked Witch. Besides, you have white in 

your frock, and only witches and sorceresses wear white." 
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"My dress is blue and white checked," said Dorothy, smoothing out the wrinkles in it. 

 

"It is kind of you to wear that," said Boq. "Blue is the color of the Munchkins, and white is the 

witch color. So we know you are a friendly witch." 

 

Dorothy did not know what to say to this, for all the people seemed to think her a witch, and she 

knew very well she was only an ordinary little girl who had come by the chance of a cyclone into 

a strange land. 

 

When she had tired watching the dancing, Boq led her into the house, where he gave her a room 

with a pretty bed in it. The sheets were made of blue cloth, and Dorothy slept soundly in them till 

morning, with Toto curled up on the blue rug beside her. 

 

She ate a hearty breakfast, and watched a wee Munchkin baby, who played with Toto and pulled 

his tail and crowed and laughed in a way that greatly amused Dorothy. Toto was a fine curiosity 

to all the people, for they had never seen a dog before. 

 

"How far is it to the Emerald City?" the girl asked. 

 

"I do not know," answered Boq gravely, "for I have never been there. It is better for people to 

keep away from Oz, unless they have business with him. But it is a long way to the Emerald 

City, and it will take you many days. The country here is rich and pleasant, but you must pass 

through rough and dangerous places before you reach the end of your journey." 

 

This worried Dorothy a little, but she knew that only the Great Oz could help her get to Kansas 

again, so she bravely resolved not to turn back. 

 

She bade her friends goodbye, and again started along the road of yellow brick. When she had 

gone several miles she thought she would stop to rest, and so climbed to the top of the fence 

beside the road and sat down. There was a great cornfield beyond the fence, and not far away she 

saw a Scarecrow, placed high on a pole to keep the birds from the ripe corn. 

 

Dorothy leaned her chin upon her hand and gazed thoughtfully at the Scarecrow. Its head was a 

small sack stuffed with straw, with eyes, nose, and mouth painted on it to represent a face. An 

old, pointed blue hat, that had belonged to some Munchkin, was perched on his head, and the rest 

of the figure was a blue suit of clothes, worn and faded, which had also been stuffed with straw. 

On the feet were some old boots with blue tops, such as every man wore in this country, and the 

figure was raised above the stalks of corn by means of the pole stuck up its back. 

 

While Dorothy was looking earnestly into the queer, painted face of the Scarecrow, she was 

surprised to see one of the eyes slowly wink at her. She thought she must have been mistaken at 

first, for none of the scarecrows in Kansas ever wink; but presently the figure nodded its head to 
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her in a friendly way. Then she climbed down from the fence and walked up to it, while Toto ran 

around the pole and barked. 

 

"Good day," said the Scarecrow, in a rather husky voice. 

 

"Did you speak?" asked the girl, in wonder. 

 

"Certainly," answered the Scarecrow. "How do you do?" 

 

"I'm pretty well, thank you," replied Dorothy politely. "How 

do you do?" 

 

"I'm not feeling well," said the Scarecrow, with a smile, "for 

it is very tedious being perched up here night and day to 

scare away crows." 

 

"Can't you get down?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"No, for this pole is stuck up my back. If you will please take away the pole I shall be greatly 

obliged to you." 

 

Dorothy reached up both arms and lifted the figure off the pole, for, being stuffed with straw, it 

was quite light. 

 

"Thank you very much," said the Scarecrow, when he had been set down on the ground. "I feel 

like a new man." 

 

Dorothy was puzzled at this, for it sounded queer to hear a stuffed man speak, and to see him 

bow and walk along beside her. 

 

"Who are you?" asked the Scarecrow when he had stretched himself and yawned. "And where 

are you going?" 

 

"My name is Dorothy," said the girl, "and I am going to the Emerald City, to ask the Great Oz to 

send me back to Kansas." 

 

"Where is the Emerald City?" he inquired. "And who is Oz?" 

 

"Why, don't you know?" she returned, in surprise. 

 

"No, indeed. I don't know anything. You see, I am stuffed, so I have no brains at all," he 

answered sadly. 
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"Oh," said Dorothy, "I'm awfully sorry for you." 

 

"Do you think," he asked, "if I go to the Emerald City with you, that Oz would give me some 

brains?" 

 

"I cannot tell," she returned, "but you may come with me, if you like. If Oz will not give you any 

brains you will be no worse off than you are now." 

 

"That is true," said the Scarecrow. "You see," he continued confidentially, "I don't mind my legs 

and arms and body being stuffed, because I cannot get hurt. If anyone treads on my toes or sticks 

a pin into me, it doesn't matter, for I can't feel it. But I do not want people to call me a fool, and 

if my head stays stuffed with straw instead of with brains, as yours is, how am I ever to know 

anything?" 

 

"I understand how you feel," said the little girl, who was truly sorry for him. "If you will come 

with me I'll ask Oz to do all he can for you." 

 

"Thank you," he answered gratefully. 

 

They walked back to the road. Dorothy helped him over the fence, and they started along the 

path of yellow brick for the Emerald City. 

 

Toto did not like this addition to the party at first. He smelled around the stuffed man as if he 

suspected there might be a nest of rats in the straw, and he often growled in an unfriendly way at 

the Scarecrow. 

 

"Don't mind Toto," said Dorothy to her new friend. "He never bites." 

 

"Oh, I'm not afraid," replied the Scarecrow. "He can't hurt the straw. Do let me carry that basket 

for you. I shall not mind it, for I can't get tired. I'll tell you a secret," he continued, as he walked 

along. "There is only one thing in the world I am afraid of." 

 

"What is that?" asked Dorothy; "the Munchkin farmer who made you?" 

 

"No," answered the Scarecrow; "it's a lighted match." 

 

Chapter 4: The Road Through the Forest 
 

After a few hours the road began to be rough, and the walking grew so difficult that the 

Scarecrow often stumbled over the yellow bricks, which were here very uneven. Sometimes, 

indeed, they were broken or missing altogether, leaving holes that Toto jumped across and 

Dorothy walked around. As for the Scarecrow, having no brains, he walked straight ahead, and 

so stepped into the holes and fell at full length on the hard bricks. It never hurt him, however, 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             16 

and Dorothy would pick him up and set him upon his feet again, while he joined her in laughing 

merrily at his own mishap. 

 

The farms were not nearly so well cared for here as they were farther back. There were fewer 

houses and fewer fruit trees, and the farther they went the more dismal and lonesome the country 

became. 

 

At noon they sat down by the roadside, near a little brook, and Dorothy opened her basket and 

got out some bread. She offered a piece to the Scarecrow, but he refused. 

 

"I am never hungry," he said, "and it is a lucky thing I am not, for my mouth is only painted, and 

if I should cut a hole in it so I could eat, the straw I am stuffed with would come out, and that 

would spoil the shape of my head." 

 

Dorothy saw at once that this was true, so she only nodded and went on eating her bread. 

 

"Tell me something about yourself and the country you came from," said the Scarecrow, when 

she had finished her dinner. So she told him all about Kansas, and how gray everything was 

there, and how the cyclone had carried her to this queer Land of Oz. 

 

The Scarecrow listened carefully, and said, "I cannot understand why you should wish to leave 

this beautiful country and go back to the dry, gray place you call Kansas." 

 

"That is because you have no brains" answered the girl. "No matter how dreary and gray our 

homes are, we people of flesh and blood would rather live there than in any other country, be it 

ever so beautiful. There is no place like home." 

 

The Scarecrow sighed. "Of course I cannot understand it," he said. "If your heads were stuffed 

with straw, like mine, you would probably all live in the beautiful places, and then Kansas would 

have no people at all. It is fortunate for Kansas that 

you have brains." 

 

"Won't you tell me a story, while we are resting?" 

asked the child. 

 

The Scarecrow looked at her reproachfully, and 

answered: "My life has been so short that I really 

know nothing whatever. I was only made day before yesterday. What happened in the world 

before that time is all unknown to me. Luckily, when the farmer made my head, one of the first 

things he did was to paint my ears, so that I heard what was going on. There was another 

Munchkin with him, and the first thing I heard was the farmer saying, 'How do you like those 

ears?' 
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"'They aren't straight,'" answered the other. 

 

"'Never mind,'" said the farmer. "'They are ears just the same,'" which was true enough. 

 

"'Now I'll make the eyes,'" said the farmer. So he painted my right eye, and as soon as it was 

finished I found myself looking at him and at everything around me with a great deal of 

curiosity, for this was my first glimpse of the world. 

 

"'That's a rather pretty eye,'" remarked the Munchkin who was watching the farmer. "'Blue paint 

is just the color for eyes.' 

 

"'I think I'll make the other a little bigger,'" said the farmer. And when the second eye was done I 

could see much better than before. Then he made my nose and my mouth. But I did not speak, 

because at that time I didn't know what a mouth was for. I had the fun of watching them make 

my body and my arms and legs; and when they fastened on my head, at last, I felt very proud, for 

I thought I was just as good a man as anyone. 

 

"'This fellow will scare the crows fast enough,' said the farmer. 'He looks just like a man.' 

 

"'Why, he is a man,' said the other, and I quite agreed with him. The farmer carried me under his 

arm to the cornfield, and set me up on a tall stick, where you found me. He and his friend soon 

after walked away and left me alone. 

 

"I did not like to be deserted this way. So I tried to walk after them. But my feet would not touch 

the ground, and I was forced to stay on that pole. It was a lonely life to lead, for I had nothing to 

think of, having been made such a little while before. Many crows 

and other birds flew into the cornfield, but as soon as they saw me 

they flew away again, thinking I was a Munchkin; and this pleased 

me and made me feel that I was quite an important person. By and 

by an old crow flew near me, and after looking at me carefully he 

perched upon my shoulder and said: 

 

"'I wonder if that farmer thought to fool me in this clumsy manner. 

Any crow of sense could see that you are only stuffed with straw.' 

Then he hopped down at my feet and ate all the corn he wanted. The 

other birds, seeing he was not harmed by me, came to eat the corn too, so in a short time there 

was a great flock of them about me. 

 

"I felt sad at this, for it showed I was not such a good Scarecrow after all; but the old crow 

comforted me, saying, 'If you only had brains in your head you would be as good a man as any 

of them, and a better man than some of them. Brains are the only things worth having in this 

world, no matter whether one is a crow or a man.' 
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"After the crows had gone I thought this over, and decided I would try hard to get some brains. 

By good luck you came along and pulled me off the stake, and from what you say I am sure the 

Great Oz will give me brains as soon as we get to the Emerald City." 

 

"I hope so," said Dorothy earnestly, "since you seem anxious to have them." 

 

"Oh, yes; I am anxious," returned the Scarecrow. "It is such an uncomfortable feeling to know 

one is a fool." 

 

"Well," said the girl, "let us go." And she handed the basket to the Scarecrow. 

 

There were no fences at all by the roadside now, and the land was rough and untilled. Toward 

evening they came to a great forest, where the trees grew so big and close together that their 

branches met over the road of yellow brick. It was almost dark under the trees, for the branches 

shut out the daylight; but the travelers did not stop, and went on into the forest. 

 

"If this road goes in, it must come out," said the Scarecrow, "and as the Emerald City is at the 

other end of the road, we must go wherever it leads us." 

 

"Anyone would know that," said Dorothy. 

 

"Certainly; that is why I know it," returned the Scarecrow. "If it required brains to figure it out, I 

never should have said it." 

 

After an hour or so the light faded away, and they found themselves stumbling along in the 

darkness. Dorothy could not see at all, but Toto could, for some dogs see very well in the dark; 

and the Scarecrow declared he could see as well as by day. So she took hold of his arm and 

managed to get along fairly well. 

 

"If you see any house, or any place where we can pass the night," she said, "you must tell me; for 

it is very uncomfortable walking in the dark." 

 

Soon after the Scarecrow stopped. 

 

"I see a little cottage at the right of us," he said, "built of logs and branches. Shall we go there?" 

 

"Yes, indeed," answered the child. "I am all tired out." 

 

So the Scarecrow led her through the trees until they reached the cottage, and Dorothy entered 

and found a bed of dried leaves in one corner. She lay down at once, and with Toto beside her 

soon fell into a sound sleep. The Scarecrow, who was never tired, stood up in another corner and 

waited patiently until morning came. 
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Chapter 5: The Rescue of the Tin Woodman 
 

When Dorothy awoke the sun was shining through the trees and Toto had long been out chasing 

birds around him and squirrels. She sat up and looked around her. Scarecrow, still standing 

patiently in his corner, waited for her. 

 

"We must go and search for water," she said to him. 

 

"Why do you want water?" he asked. 

 

"To wash my face clean after the dust of the road, and to drink, so the dry bread will not stick in 

my throat." 

 

"It must be inconvenient to be made of flesh," said the Scarecrow thoughtfully, "for you must 

sleep, and eat and drink. However, you have brains, and it is worth a lot of bother to be able to 

think properly." 

 

They left the cottage and walked through the trees until they found a little spring of clear water, 

where Dorothy drank and bathed and ate her breakfast. She saw there was not much bread left in 

the basket, and the girl was thankful the Scarecrow did not have 

to eat anything, for there was scarcely enough for herself and 

Toto for the day. 

 

When she had finished her meal, and was about to go back to the 

road of yellow brick, she was startled to hear a deep groan 

nearby. 

 

"What was that?" she asked timidly. 

 

"I cannot imagine," replied the Scarecrow; "but we can go and 

see." 

 

Just then another groan reached their ears, and the sound seemed to come from behind them. 

They turned and walked through the forest a few steps, when Dorothy discovered something 

shining in a ray of sunshine that fell between the trees. She ran to the place and then stopped 

short, with a little cry of surprise. 

 

One of the big trees had been partly chopped through, and standing beside it, with an uplifted axe 

in his hands, was a man made entirely of tin. His head and arms and legs were jointed upon his 

body, but he stood perfectly motionless, as if he could not stir at all. 

 

Dorothy looked at him in amazement, and so did the Scarecrow, while Toto barked sharply and 

made a snap at the tin legs, which hurt his teeth. 
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"Did you groan?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"Yes," answered the tin man, "I did. I've been groaning for more than a year, and no one has ever 

heard me before or come to help me." 

 

"What can I do for you?" she inquired softly, for she was moved by the sad voice in which the 

man spoke. 

 

"Get an oil-can and oil my joints," he answered. "They are rusted so badly that I cannot move 

them at all; if I am well-oiled I shall soon be all right again. You will find an oil-can on a shelf in 

my cottage." 

 

Dorothy at once ran back to the cottage and found the oil-can, and then she returned and asked 

anxiously, "Where are your joints?" 

 

"Oil my neck, first," replied the Tin Woodman. So she oiled it, and as it was quite badly rusted 

the Scarecrow took hold of the tin head and moved it gently from side to side until it worked 

freely, and then the man could turn it himself. 

 

"Now oil the joints in my arms," he said. And Dorothy oiled them and the Scarecrow bent them 

carefully until they were quite free from rust and as good as new. 

 

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

tree. 

 

"That is a great comfort," he said. "I have been holding that axe in the air ever since I rusted, and 

I'm glad to be able to put it down at last. Now, if you will oil the joints of my legs, I shall be all 

right once more." 

 

So they oiled his legs until he could move them freely; and he thanked them again and again for 

his release, for he seemed a very polite creature, and very grateful. 

 

"I might have stood there always if you had not come along," he said; "so you have certainly 

saved my life. How did you happen to be here?" 

 

"We are on our way to the Emerald City to see the Great Oz," she answered, "and we stopped at 

your cottage to pass the night." 

 

"Why do you wish to see Oz?" he asked. 

 

"I want him to send me back to Kansas, and the Scarecrow wants him to put a few brains into his 

head," she replied. 
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The Tin Woodman appeared to think deeply for a moment. Then he said: "Do you suppose Oz 

could give me a heart?" 

 

"Why, I guess so," Dorothy answered. "It would be as easy as to give the Scarecrow brains." 

 

"True," the Tin Woodman returned. "So, if you will allow me to join your party, I will also go to 

the Emerald City and ask Oz to help me." 

 

"Come along," said the Scarecrow heartily, and Dorothy added that she would be pleased to have 

his company. So the Tin Woodman shouldered his axe and they all passed through the forest 

until they came to the road that was paved with yellow brick. 

 

The Tin Woodman had asked Dorothy to put the oil-can in her 

basket. "For," he said, "if I should get caught in the rain, and rust 

again, I would need the oil-can badly." 

 

It was a bit of good luck to have their new comrade join the party, 

for soon after they had begun their journey again they came to a 

place where the trees and branches grew so thick over the road that 

the travelers could not pass. But the Tin Woodman set to work with 

his axe and chopped so well that soon he cleared a passage for the 

entire party. 

 

Dorothy was thinking so earnestly as they walked along that she did not notice when the 

Scarecrow stumbled into a hole and rolled over to the side of the road. Indeed he was obliged to 

call to her to help him up again. 

 

"Why didn't you walk around the hole?" asked the Tin Woodman. 

 

"I don't know enough," replied the Scarecrow cheerfully. "My head is stuffed with straw, you 

know, and that is why I am going to Oz to ask him for some brains." 

 

"Oh, I see," said the Tin Woodman. "But, after all, brains are not the best things in the world." 

 

"Have you any?" inquired the Scarecrow. 

 

"No, my head is quite empty," answered the Woodman. "But once I had brains, and a heart also; 

so, having tried them both, I should much rather have a heart." 

 

"And why is that?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

"I will tell you my story, and then you will know." 
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So, while they were walking through the forest, the Tin Woodman told the following story: 

 

"I was born the son of a woodman who chopped down trees in the forest and sold the wood for a 

living. When I grew up, I too became a woodchopper, and after my father died I took care of my 

old mother as long as she lived. Then I made up my mind that instead of living alone I would 

marry, so that I might not become lonely. 

 

"There was one of the Munchkin girls who was so beautiful that I soon grew to love her with all 

my heart. She, on her part, promised to marry me as soon as I could earn enough money to build 

a better house for her; so I set to work harder than ever. But the girl lived with an old woman 

who did not want her to marry anyone, for she was so lazy she wished the girl to remain with her 

and do the cooking and the housework. So the old woman went to the Wicked Witch of the East, 

and promised her two sheep and a cow if she would prevent the marriage. Thereupon the Wicked 

Witch enchanted my axe, and when I was chopping away at my best one day, for I was anxious 

to get the new house and my wife as soon as possible, the axe slipped all at once and cut off my 

left leg. 

 

"This at first seemed a great misfortune, for I knew a one-legged man could not do very well as a 

wood-chopper. So I went to a tinsmith and had him make me a new leg out of tin. The leg 

worked very well, once I was used to it. But my action angered the Wicked Witch of the East, for 

she had promised the old woman I should not marry the pretty Munchkin girl. When I began 

chopping again, my axe slipped and cut off my right leg. Again I went to the tinsmith, and again 

he made me a leg out of tin. After this the enchanted axe cut off my arms, one after the other; 

but, nothing daunted, I had them replaced with tin ones. The Wicked Witch then made the axe 

slip and cut off my head, and at first I thought that was the end of me. But the tinsmith happened 

to come along, and he made me a new head out of tin. 

 

"I thought I had beaten the Wicked Witch then, and I worked harder than ever; but I little knew 

how cruel my enemy could be. She thought of a new way to kill my love for the beautiful 

Munchkin maiden, and made my axe slip again, so that it cut right through my body, splitting me 

into two halves. Once more the tinsmith came to my help and made me a body of tin, fastening 

my tin arms and legs and head to it, by means of joints, so that I could move around as well as 

ever. But, alas! I had now no heart, so that I lost all my love for the Munchkin girl, and did not 

care whether I married her or not. I suppose she is still living with the old woman, waiting for me 

to come after her. 

 

"My body shone so brightly in the sun that I felt very proud of it and it did not matter now if my 

axe slipped, for it could not cut me. There was only one danger--that my joints would rust; but I 

kept an oil-can in my cottage and took care to oil myself whenever I needed it. However, there 

came a day when I forgot to do this, and, being caught in a rainstorm, before I thought of the 

danger my joints had rusted, and I was left to stand in the woods until you came to help me. It 

was a terrible thing to undergo, but during the year I stood there I had time to think that the 

greatest loss I had known was the loss of my heart. While I was in love I was the happiest man 
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on earth; but no one can love who has not a heart, and so I am resolved to ask Oz to give me one. 

If he does, I will go back to the Munchkin maiden and marry her." 

 

Both Dorothy and the Scarecrow had been greatly interested in the story of the Tin Woodman, 

and now they knew why he was so anxious to get a new heart. 

 

"All the same," said the Scarecrow, "I shall ask for brains instead of a heart; for a fool would not 

know what to do with a heart if he had one." 

 

"I shall take the heart," returned the Tin Woodman; "for brains do not make one happy, and 

happiness is the best thing in the world." 

 

Dorothy did not say anything, for she was puzzled to know which of her two friends was right, 

and she decided if she could only get back to Kansas and Aunt Em, it did not matter so much 

whether the Woodman had no brains and the Scarecrow no heart, or each got what he wanted. 

 

What worried her most was that the bread was nearly gone, and another meal for herself and 

Toto would empty the basket. To be sure, neither the Woodman nor the Scarecrow ever ate 

anything, but she was not made of tin nor straw, and could not live unless she was fed. 

 

Chapter 6: The Cowardly Lion 
 

All this time Dorothy and her companions had been walking through the thick woods. The road 

was paved with yellow brick, but these were much covered by dried branches and dead leaves 

from trees, and the walking was not at all good. 

 

There were few birds in this part of the forest, for birds love the open country where there is 

plenty of sunshine. But now and then there came a deep growl from some wild animal hidden 

among the trees. These sounds made the little girl's heart beat fast, for she did not know what 

made them; but Toto knew, and he walked close to Dorothy's side, and did not even bark in 

return. 

 

"How long will it be," the child asked of the Tin Woodman, "before we are out of the forest?" 

 

"I cannot tell," was the answer, "for I have never been to the Emerald City. But my father went 

there once, when I was a boy, and he said it was a long journey through a dangerous country, 

although nearer to the city where Oz dwells the country is beautiful. But I am not afraid so long 

as I have my oil-can, and nothing can hurt the Scarecrow, while you bear upon your forehead the 

mark of the Good Witch's kiss, and that will protect you from harm." 

 

"But Toto!" said the girl anxiously. "What will protect him?" 

 

"We must protect him ourselves if he is in danger," replied the Tin Woodman. 
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Just as he spoke there came from the forest a terrible roar, and the next moment a great Lion 

bounded into the road. With one blow of his paw he sent the Scarecrow spinning over and over 

to the edge of the road, and then he struck at the Tin Woodman with his sharp claws. But, to the 

Lion's surprise, he could make no impression on the tin, although the Woodman fell over in the 

road and lay still. 

 

Little Toto, now that he had an enemy to face, ran barking toward the Lion, and the great beast 

had opened his mouth to bite the dog, when Dorothy, fearing Toto would be killed, and heedless 

of danger, rushed forward and slapped the Lion upon his nose as hard as she could, while she 

cried out: 

 

"Don't you dare bite Toto! You ought to be ashamed of yourself, a big beast like you, to bite a 

poor little dog!" 

 

"I didn't bite him," said the Lion, as he rubbed his nose with his paw where 

Dorothy had hit it. 

 

"No, but you tried to," she retorted. "You are nothing but a big coward." 

 

"I know it," said the Lion, hanging his head in shame. "I've always known 

it. But how can I help it?" 

 

"I don't know, I'm sure. To think of you striking a stuffed man, like the 

poor Scarecrow!" 

 

"Is he stuffed?" asked the Lion in surprise, as he watched her pick up the 

Scarecrow and set him upon his feet, while she patted him into shape again. 

 

"Of course he's stuffed," replied Dorothy, who was still angry. 

 

"That's why he went over so easily," remarked the Lion. "It astonished me to see him whirl 

around so. Is the other one stuffed also?" 

 

"No," said Dorothy, "he's made of tin." And she helped the Woodman up again. 

 

"That's why he nearly blunted my claws," said the Lion. "When they scratched against the tin it 

made a cold shiver run down my back. What is that little animal you are so tender of?" 

 

"He is my dog, Toto," answered Dorothy. 

 

"Is he made of tin, or stuffed?" asked the Lion. 

 

"Neither. He's a--a--a meat dog," said the girl. 
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"Oh! He's a curious animal and seems remarkably small, now that I look at him. No one would 

think of biting such a little thing, except a coward like me," continued the Lion sadly. 

 

"What makes you a coward?" asked Dorothy, looking at the great beast in wonder, for he was as 

big as a small horse. 

 

"It's a mystery," replied the Lion. "I suppose I was born that way. All the other animals in the 

forest naturally expect me to be brave, for the Lion is everywhere thought to be the King of 

Beasts. I learned that if I roared very loudly every living thing was frightened and got out of my 

way. Whenever I've met a man I've been awfully scared; but I just roared at him, and he has 

always run away as fast as he could go. If the elephants and the tigers and the bears had ever 

tried to fight me, I should have run myself--I'm such a coward; but just as soon as they hear me 

roar they all try to get away from me, and of course I let them go." 

 

"But that isn't right. The King of Beasts shouldn't be a coward," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"I know it," returned the Lion, wiping a tear from his eye with the tip of his tail. "It is my great 

sorrow, and makes my life very unhappy. But whenever there is danger, my heart begins to beat 

fast." 

 

"Perhaps you have heart disease," said the Tin Woodman. 

 

"It may be," said the Lion. 

 

"If you have," continued the Tin Woodman, "you ought to be glad, for it proves you have a heart. 

For my part, I have no heart; so I cannot have heart disease." 

 

"Perhaps," said the Lion thoughtfully, "if I had no heart I should not be a coward." 

 

"Have you brains?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

"I suppose so. I've never looked to see," replied the Lion. 

 

"I am going to the Great Oz to ask him to give me some," remarked the Scarecrow, "for my head 

is stuffed with straw." 

 

"And I am going to ask him to give me a heart," said the Woodman. 

 

"And I am going to ask him to send Toto and me back to Kansas," added Dorothy. 

 

"Do you think Oz could give me courage?" asked the Cowardly Lion. 

 

"Just as easily as he could give me brains," said the Scarecrow. 
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"Or give me a heart," said the Tin Woodman. 

 

"Or send me back to Kansas," said Dorothy. 

 

"Then, if you don't mind, I'll go with you," said the Lion, "for my life is simply unbearable 

without a bit of courage." 

 

"You will be very welcome," answered Dorothy, "for you will help to keep away the other wild 

beasts. It seems to me they must be more cowardly than you are if they allow you to scare them 

so easily." 

 

"They really are," said the Lion, "but that doesn't make me any braver, and as long as I know 

myself to be a coward I shall be unhappy." 

 

So once more the little company set off upon the journey, the Lion walking with stately strides at 

Dorothy's side. Toto did not approve of this new comrade at first, for he could not forget how 

nearly he had been crushed between the Lion's great jaws. But 

after a time he became more at ease, and presently Toto and 

the Cowardly Lion had grown to be good friends. 

 

During the rest of that day there was no other adventure to mar 

the peace of their journey. Once, indeed, the Tin Woodman 

stepped upon a beetle that was crawling along the road, and 

killed the poor little thing. This made the Tin Woodman very 

unhappy, for he was always careful not to hurt any living 

creature; and as he walked along he wept several tears of 

sorrow and regret. These tears ran slowly down his face and 

over the hinges of his jaw, and there they rusted. When Dorothy presently asked him a question 

the Tin Woodman could not open his mouth, for his jaws were tightly rusted together. He 

became greatly frightened at this and made many motions to Dorothy to relieve him, but she 

could not understand. The Lion was also puzzled to know what was wrong. But the Scarecrow 

seized the oil-can from Dorothy's basket and oiled the Woodman's jaws, so that after a few 

moments he could talk as well as before. 

 

"This will serve me a lesson," said he, "to look where I step. For if I should kill another bug or 

beetle I should surely cry again, and crying rusts my jaws so that I cannot speak." 

 

Thereafter he walked very carefully, with his eyes on the road, and when he saw a tiny ant toiling 

by he would step over it, so as not to harm it. The Tin Woodman knew very well he had no heart, 

and therefore he took great care never to be cruel or unkind to anything. 
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"You people with hearts," he said, "have something to guide you, and need never do wrong; but I 

have no heart, and so I must be very careful. When Oz gives me a heart of course I needn't mind 

so much." 

 

Chapter 7: The Journey to the Great Oz 
 

They were obliged to camp out that night under a large tree in the forest, for there were no 

houses near. The tree made a good, thick covering to protect them from the dew, and the Tin 

Woodman chopped a great pile of wood with his axe and Dorothy built a splendid fire that 

warmed her and made her feel less lonely. She and Toto ate the last of their bread, and now she 

did not know what they would do for breakfast. 

 

"If you wish," said the Lion, "I will go into the forest and kill a deer for you. You can roast it by 

the fire, since your tastes are so peculiar that you prefer cooked food, and then you will have a 

very good breakfast." 

 

"Don't! Please don't," begged the Tin Woodman. "I should certainly weep if you killed a poor 

deer, and then my jaws would rust again." 

 

But the Lion went away into the forest and found his own supper, and no one ever knew what it 

was, for he didn't mention it. And the Scarecrow found a tree full of nuts and filled Dorothy's 

basket with them, so that she would not be hungry for a long time. She thought this was very 

kind and thoughtful of the Scarecrow, but she laughed heartily at the awkward way in which the 

poor creature picked up the nuts. His padded hands were so clumsy and the nuts were so small 

that he dropped almost as many as he put in the basket. But the Scarecrow did not mind how 

long it took him to fill the basket, for it enabled him to keep away from the fire, as he feared a 

spark might get into his straw and burn him up. So he kept a good distance away from the 

flames, and only came near to cover Dorothy with dry leaves when she lay down to sleep. These 

kept her very snug and warm, and she slept soundly until morning. 

 

When it was daylight, the girl bathed her face in a little rippling brook, and soon after they all 

started toward the Emerald City. 

 

This was to be an eventful day for the travelers. They had hardly been walking an hour when 

they saw before them a great ditch that crossed the road and divided the forest as far as they 

could see on either side. It was a very wide ditch, and when they crept up to the edge and looked 

into it they could see it was also very deep, and there were many big, jagged rocks at the bottom. 

The sides were so steep that none of them could climb down, and for a moment it seemed that 

their journey must end. 

 

"What shall we do?" asked Dorothy despairingly. 
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"I haven't the faintest idea," said the Tin Woodman, and the Lion shook his shaggy mane and 

looked thoughtful. 

 

But the Scarecrow said, "We cannot fly, that is certain. Neither can we climb down into this 

great ditch. Therefore, if we cannot jump over it, we must stop where we are." 

 

"I think I could jump over it," said the Cowardly Lion, after measuring the distance carefully in 

his mind. 

 

"Then we are all right," answered the Scarecrow, "for you can 

carry us all over on your back, one at a time." 

 

"Well, I'll try it," said the Lion. "Who will go first?" 

 

"I will," declared the Scarecrow, "for, if you found that you 

could not jump over the gulf, Dorothy would be killed, or the 

Tin Woodman badly dented on the rocks below. But if I am on 

your back it will not matter so much, for the fall would not hurt 

me at all." 

 

"I am terribly afraid of falling, myself," said the Cowardly Lion, "but I suppose there is nothing 

to do but try it. So get on my back and we will make the attempt." 

 

The Scarecrow sat upon the Lion's back, and the big beast walked to the edge of the gulf and 

crouched down. 

 

"Why don't you run and jump?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

"Because that isn't the way we Lions do these things," he replied. Then giving a great spring, he 

shot through the air and landed safely on the other side. They were all greatly pleased to see how 

easily he did it, and after the Scarecrow had got down from his back the Lion sprang across the 

ditch again. 

 

Dorothy thought she would go next; so she took Toto in her arms and climbed on the Lion's 

back, holding tightly to his mane with one hand. The next moment it seemed as if she were 

flying through the air; and then, before she had time to think about it, she was safe on the other 

side. The Lion went back a third time and got the Tin Woodman, and then they all sat down for a 

few moments to give the beast a chance to rest, for his great leaps had made his breath short, and 

he panted like a big dog that has been running too long. 

 

They found the forest very thick on this side, and it looked dark and gloomy. After the Lion had 

rested they started along the road of yellow brick, silently wondering, each in his own mind, if 

ever they would come to the end of the woods and reach the bright sunshine again. To add to 
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their discomfort, they soon heard strange noises in the depths of the forest, and the Lion 

whispered to them that it was in this part of the country that the Kalidahs lived. 

 

"What are the Kalidahs?" asked the girl. 

 

"They are monstrous beasts with bodies like bears and heads like tigers," replied the Lion, "and 

with claws so long and sharp that they could tear me in two as easily as I could kill Toto. I'm 

terribly afraid of the Kalidahs." 

 

"I'm not surprised that you are," returned Dorothy. "They must be dreadful beasts." 

 

The Lion was about to reply when suddenly they came to another gulf across the road. But this 

one was so broad and deep that the Lion knew at once he could not leap across it. 

 

So they sat down to consider what they should do, and after serious thought the Scarecrow said: 

 

"Here is a great tree, standing close to the ditch. If the Tin Woodman can chop it down, so that it 

will fall to the other side, we can walk across it easily." 

 

"That is a first-rate idea," said the Lion. "One would almost suspect you had brains in your head, 

instead of straw." 

 

The Woodman set to work at once, and so sharp was his axe that the 

tree was soon chopped nearly through. Then the Lion put his strong 

front legs against the tree and pushed with all his might, and slowly the 

big tree tipped and fell with a crash across the ditch, with its top 

branches on the other side. 

 

They had just started to cross this queer bridge when a sharp growl 

made them all look up, and to their horror they saw running toward them two great beasts with 

bodies like bears and heads like tigers. 

 

"They are the Kalidahs!" said the Cowardly Lion, beginning to tremble. 

 

"Quick!" cried the Scarecrow. "Let us cross over." 

 

So Dorothy went first, holding Toto in her arms, the Tin Woodman followed, and the Scarecrow 

came next. The Lion, although he was certainly afraid, turned to face the Kalidahs, and then he 

gave so loud and terrible a roar that Dorothy screamed and the Scarecrow fell over backward, 

while even the fierce beasts stopped short and looked at him in surprise. 

 

But, seeing they were bigger than the Lion, and remembering that there were two of them and 

only one of him, the Kalidahs again rushed forward, and the Lion crossed over the tree and 
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turned to see what they would do next. Without stopping an instant the fierce beasts also began 

to cross the tree. And the Lion said to Dorothy: 

 

"We are lost, for they will surely tear us to pieces with their sharp claws. But stand close behind 

me, and I will fight them as long as I am alive." 

 

"Wait a minute!" called the Scarecrow. He had been thinking what was best to be done, and now 

he asked the Woodman to chop away the end of the tree that rested on their side of the ditch. The 

Tin Woodman began to use his axe at once, and, just as the two Kalidahs were nearly across, the 

tree fell with a crash into the gulf, carrying the ugly, snarling brutes with it, and both were 

dashed to pieces on the sharp rocks at the bottom. 

 

"Well," said the Cowardly Lion, drawing a long breath of relief, "I see we are going to live a 

little while longer, and I am glad of it, for it must be a very uncomfortable thing not to be alive. 

Those creatures frightened me so badly that my heart is beating yet." 

 

"Ah," said the Tin Woodman sadly, "I wish I had a heart to beat." 

 

This adventure made the travelers more anxious than ever to get out of the forest, and they 

walked so fast that Dorothy became tired, and had to ride on the Lion's back. To their great joy 

the trees became thinner the farther they advanced, and in the afternoon they suddenly came 

upon a broad river, flowing swiftly just before them. On the other side of the water they could 

see the road of yellow brick running through a beautiful country, with green meadows dotted 

with bright flowers and all the road bordered with trees hanging full of delicious fruits. They 

were greatly pleased to see this delightful country before them. 

 

"How shall we cross the river?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"That is easily done," replied the Scarecrow. "The Tin Woodman must build us a raft, so we can 

float to the other side." 

 

So the Woodman took his axe and began to chop down small trees to make a raft, and while he 

was busy at this the Scarecrow found on the riverbank a tree full of fine fruit. This pleased 

Dorothy, who had eaten nothing but nuts all day, and she made a hearty meal of the ripe fruit. 

 

But it takes time to make a raft, even when one is as industrious and untiring as the Tin 

Woodman, and when night came the work was not done. So they found a cozy place under the 

trees where they slept well until the morning; and Dorothy dreamed of the Emerald City, and of 

the good Wizard Oz, who would soon send her back to her own home again. 

 

Chapter 8: The Deadly Poppy Field 
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Our little party of travelers awakened the next morning refreshed and full of hope, and Dorothy 

breakfasted like a princess off peaches and plums from the trees beside the river. Behind them 

was the dark forest they had passed safely through, although they had suffered many 

discouragements; but before them was a lovely, sunny country that seemed to beckon them on to 

the Emerald City. 

 

To be sure, the broad river now cut them off from this beautiful land. But the raft was nearly 

done, and after the Tin Woodman had cut a few more logs and fastened them together with 

wooden pins, they were ready to start. Dorothy sat down in the middle of the raft and held Toto 

in her arms. When the Cowardly Lion stepped upon the raft it tipped badly, for he was big and 

heavy; but the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman stood upon the other end to steady it, and they 

had long poles in their hands to push the raft through the water. 

 

They got along quite well at first, but when they reached the middle of the river the swift current 

swept the raft downstream, farther and farther away from the road of yellow brick. And the water 

grew so deep that the long poles would not touch the 

bottom. 

 

"This is bad," said the Tin Woodman, "for if we 

cannot get to the land we shall be carried into the 

country of the Wicked Witch of the West, and she 

will enchant us and make us her slaves." 

 

"And then I should get no brains," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"And I should get no courage," said the Cowardly Lion. 

 

"And I should get no heart," said the Tin Woodman. 

 

"And I should never get back to Kansas," said Dorothy. 

 

"We must certainly get to the Emerald City if we can," the Scarecrow continued, and he pushed 

so hard on his long pole that it stuck fast in the mud at the bottom of the river. Then, before he 

could pull it out again--or let go--the raft was swept away, and the poor Scarecrow was left 

clinging to the pole in the middle of the river. 

 

"Goodbye!" he called after them, and they were very sorry to leave him. Indeed, the Tin 

Woodman began to cry, but fortunately remembered that he might rust, and so dried his tears on 

Dorothy's apron. 

 

Of course this was a bad thing for the Scarecrow. 
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"I am now worse off than when I first met Dorothy," he thought. "Then, I was stuck on a pole in 

a cornfield, where I could make-believe scare the crows, at any rate. But surely there is no use 

for a Scarecrow stuck on a pole in the middle of a river. I am afraid I shall never have any brains, 

after all!" 

 

Down the stream the raft floated, and the poor Scarecrow was left far behind. Then the Lion said: 

"Something must be done to save us. I think I can swim to the shore and pull the raft after me, if 

you will only hold fast to the tip of my tail." 

 

So he sprang into the water, and the Tin Woodman caught fast hold of his tail. Then the Lion 

began to swim with all his might toward the shore. It was hard work, although he was so big; but 

by and by they were drawn out of the current, and then Dorothy took the Tin Woodman's long 

pole and helped push the raft to the land. 

 

They were all tired out when they reached the shore at last and stepped off upon the pretty green 

grass, and they also knew that the stream had carried them a long way past the road of yellow 

brick that led to the Emerald City. 

 

"What shall we do now?" asked the Tin Woodman, as the Lion lay down on the grass to let the 

sun dry him. 

 

"We must get back to the road, in some way," said Dorothy. 

 

"The best plan will be to walk along the riverbank until we come to the road again," remarked 

the Lion. 

 

So, when they were rested, Dorothy picked up her basket and they started along the grassy bank, 

to the road from which the river had carried them. It was a lovely country, with plenty of flowers 

and fruit trees and sunshine to cheer them, and had they not felt so sorry for the poor Scarecrow, 

they could have been very happy. 

 

They walked along as fast as they could, Dorothy only stopping once to pick a beautiful flower; 

and after a time the Tin Woodman cried out: "Look!" 

 

Then they all looked at the river and saw the Scarecrow perched upon his pole in the middle of 

the water, looking very lonely and sad. 

 

"What can we do to save him?" asked Dorothy. 

 

The Lion and the Woodman both shook their heads, for they did not know. So they sat down 

upon the bank and gazed wistfully at the Scarecrow until a Stork flew by, who, upon seeing 

them, stopped to rest at the water's edge. 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             33 

"Who are you and where are you going?" asked the Stork. 

 

"I am Dorothy," answered the girl, "and these are my friends, the Tin Woodman and the 

Cowardly Lion; and we are going to the Emerald City." 

 

"This isn't the road," said the Stork, as she twisted her long neck and looked sharply at the queer 

party. 

 

"I know it," returned Dorothy, "but we have lost the Scarecrow, and are wondering how we shall 

get him again." 

 

"Where is he?" asked the Stork. 

 

"Over there in the river," answered the little girl. 

 

"If he wasn't so big and heavy I would get him for you," remarked the Stork. 

 

"He isn't heavy a bit," said Dorothy eagerly, "for he is stuffed with straw; and if you will bring 

him back to us, we shall thank you ever and ever so much." 

 

"Well, I'll try," said the Stork, "but if I find he is too heavy to carry I shall have to drop him in 

the river again." 

 

So the big bird flew into the air and over the water till she came to where the Scarecrow was 

perched upon his pole. Then the Stork with her great claws grabbed the Scarecrow by the arm 

and carried him up into the air and back to the bank, where Dorothy and the Lion and the Tin 

Woodman and Toto were sitting. 

 

When the Scarecrow found himself among his friends again, he was so happy that he hugged 

them all, even the Lion and Toto; and as they walked along he sang "Tol-de-ri-de-oh!" at every 

step, he felt so gay. 

 

"I was afraid I should have to stay in the river forever," he said, "but the kind Stork saved me, 

and if I ever get any brains I shall find the Stork again and do her some kindness in return." 

 

"That's all right," said the Stork, who was flying along beside them. "I always like to help anyone 

in trouble. But I must go now, for my babies are waiting in the nest for me. I hope you will find 

the Emerald City and that Oz will help you." 

 

"Thank you," replied Dorothy, and then the kind Stork flew into the air and was soon out of 

sight. 
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They walked along listening to the singing of the brightly colored birds and looking at the lovely 

flowers which now became so thick that the ground was carpeted with them. There were big 

yellow and white and blue and purple blossoms, besides great clusters of scarlet poppies, which 

were so brilliant in color they almost dazzled Dorothy's eyes. 

 

"Aren't they beautiful?" the girl asked, as she breathed in the spicy scent of the bright flowers. 

 

"I suppose so," answered the Scarecrow. "When I have brains, I shall probably like them better." 

 

"If I only had a heart, I should love them," added the 

Tin Woodman. 

 

"I always did like flowers," said the Lion. "They seem 

so helpless and frail. But there are none in the forest so 

bright as these." 

 

They now came upon more and more of the big scarlet 

poppies, and fewer and fewer of the other flowers; and 

soon they found themselves in the midst of a great meadow of poppies. Now it is well known 

that when there are many of these flowers together their odor is so powerful that anyone who 

breathes it falls asleep, and if the sleeper is not carried away from the scent of the flowers, he 

sleeps on and on forever. But Dorothy did not know this, nor could she get away from the bright 

red flowers that were everywhere about; so presently her eyes grew heavy and she felt she must 

sit down to rest and to sleep. 

 

But the Tin Woodman would not let her do this. 

 

"We must hurry and get back to the road of yellow brick before dark," he said; and the 

Scarecrow agreed with him. So they kept walking until Dorothy could stand no longer. Her eyes 

closed in spite of herself and she forgot where she was and fell among the poppies, fast asleep. 

 

"What shall we do?" asked the Tin Woodman. 

 

"If we leave her here she will die," said the Lion. "The smell of the flowers is killing us all. I 

myself can scarcely keep my eyes open, and the dog is asleep already." 

 

It was true; Toto had fallen down beside his little mistress. But the Scarecrow and the Tin 

Woodman, not being made of flesh, were not troubled by the scent of the flowers. 

 

"Run fast," said the Scarecrow to the Lion, "and get out of this deadly flower bed as soon as you 

can. We will bring the little girl with us, but if you should fall asleep you are too big to be 

carried." 
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So the Lion aroused himself and bounded forward as fast as he could go. In a moment he was out 

of sight. 

 

"Let us make a chair with our hands and carry her," said the Scarecrow. So they picked up Toto 

and put the dog in Dorothy's lap, and then they made a chair with their hands for the seat and 

their arms for the arms and carried the sleeping girl between them through the flowers. 

 

On and on they walked, and it seemed that the great carpet of deadly flowers that surrounded 

them would never end. They followed the bend of the river, and at last came upon their friend the 

Lion, lying fast asleep among the poppies. The flowers had been too strong for the huge beast 

and he had given up at last, and fallen only a short distance from the end of the poppy bed, where 

the sweet grass spread in beautiful green fields before them. 

 

"We can do nothing for him," said the Tin Woodman, sadly; "for he is much too heavy to lift. 

We must leave him here to sleep on forever, and perhaps he will dream that he has found 

courage at last." 

 

"I'm sorry," said the Scarecrow. "The Lion was a very good comrade for one so cowardly. But let 

us go on." 

 

They carried the sleeping girl to a pretty spot beside the river, far enough from the poppy field to 

prevent her breathing any more of the poison of the flowers, and here they laid her gently on the 

soft grass and waited for the fresh breeze to waken her. 

 

Chapter 9: The Queen of the Field Mice 
 

"We cannot be far from the road of yellow brick, now," remarked the Scarecrow, as he stood 

beside the girl, "for we have come nearly as far as the river carried us." 

 

The Tin Woodman was about to reply when he heard a low growl, and turning his head (which 

worked beautifully on hinges) he saw a strange beast come bounding over the grass toward them. 

It was, indeed, a great yellow Wildcat, and the 

Woodman thought it must be chasing something, for its 

ears were lying close to its head and its mouth was wide 

open, showing two rows of ugly teeth, while its red eyes 

glowed like balls of fire. As it came nearer the Tin 

Woodman saw that running before the beast was a little 

gray field mouse, and although he had no heart he knew 

it was wrong for the Wildcat to try to kill such a pretty, 

harmless creature. 

 

So the Woodman raised his axe, and as the Wildcat ran by he gave it a quick blow that cut the 

beast's head clean off from its body, and it rolled over at his feet in two pieces. 
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The field mouse, now that it was freed from its enemy, stopped short; and coming slowly up to 

the Woodman it said, in a squeaky little voice: "Oh, thank you! Thank you ever so much for 

saving my life." 

 

"Don't speak of it, I beg of you," replied the Woodman. "I have no heart, you know, so I am 

careful to help all those who may need a friend, even if it happens to be only a mouse." 

 

"Only a mouse!" cried the little animal, indignantly. "Why, I am a Queen--the Queen of all the 

Field Mice!" 

 

"Oh, indeed," said the Woodman, making a bow. 

 

"Therefore you have done a great deed, as well as a brave one, in saving my life," added the 

Queen. 

 

At that moment several mice were seen running up as fast as their little legs could carry them, 

and when they saw their Queen they exclaimed: 

 

"Oh, your Majesty, we thought you would be killed! How did you manage to escape the great 

Wildcat?" They all bowed so low to the little Queen that they almost stood on their heads. 

 

"This funny tin man," she answered, "killed the Wildcat and saved my life. So hereafter you 

must all serve him, and obey his slightest wish." 

 

"We will!" cried all the mice, in a shrill chorus. And then they scampered in all directions, for 

Toto had awakened from his sleep, and seeing all these mice around him he gave one bark of 

delight and jumped right into the middle of the group. Toto had always loved to chase mice when 

he lived in Kansas, and he saw no harm in it. 

 

But the Tin Woodman caught the dog in his arms and held him tight, while he called to the mice, 

"Come back! Come back! Toto shall not hurt you." 

 

At this the Queen of the Mice stuck her head out from underneath a clump of grass and asked, in 

a timid voice, "Are you sure he will not bite us?" 

 

"I will not let him," said the Woodman; "so do not be afraid." 

 

One by one the mice came creeping back, and Toto did not bark again, although he tried to get 

out of the Woodman's arms, and would have bitten him had he not known very well he was made 

of tin. Finally one of the biggest mice spoke. 

 

"Is there anything we can do," it asked, "to repay you for saving the life of our Queen?" 
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"Nothing that I know of," answered the Woodman; but the Scarecrow, who had been trying to 

think, but could not because his head was stuffed with straw, said, quickly, "Oh, yes; you can 

save our friend, the Cowardly Lion, who is asleep in the poppy bed." 

 

"A Lion!" cried the little Queen. "Why, he would eat us all up." 

 

"Oh, no," declared the Scarecrow; "this Lion is a coward." 

 

"Really?" asked the Mouse. 

 

"He says so himself," answered the Scarecrow, "and he would never hurt anyone who is our 

friend. If you will help us to save him I promise that he shall treat you all with kindness." 

 

"Very well," said the Queen, "we trust you. But what shall we do?" 

 

"Are there many of these mice which call you Queen and are willing to obey you?" 

 

"Oh, yes; there are thousands," she replied. 

 

"Then send for them all to come here as soon as possible, and let each one bring a long piece of 

string." 

 

The Queen turned to the mice that attended her and told them to go at once and get all her 

people. As soon as they heard her orders they ran away in every direction as fast as possible. 

 

"Now," said the Scarecrow to the Tin Woodman, "you must go to those trees by the riverside and 

make a truck that will carry the Lion." 

 

So the Woodman went at once to the trees and began to work; and he soon made a truck out of 

the limbs of trees, from which he chopped away all the leaves and branches. He fastened it 

together with wooden pegs and made the four wheels out of short pieces of a big tree trunk. So 

fast and so well did he work that by the time the mice began to arrive the truck was all ready for 

them. 

 

They came from all directions, and there were thousands of them: big mice and little mice and 

middle-sized mice; and each one brought a piece of string in his mouth. It was about this time 

that Dorothy woke from her long sleep and opened her eyes. She was greatly astonished to find 

herself lying upon the grass, with thousands of mice standing around and looking at her timidly. 

But the Scarecrow told her about everything, and turning to the dignified little Mouse, he said: 

 

"Permit me to introduce to you her Majesty, the Queen." 
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Dorothy nodded gravely and the Queen made a curtsy, after which she became quite friendly 

with the little girl. 

 

The Scarecrow and the Woodman now began to fasten the mice to the truck, using the strings 

they had brought. One end of a string was tied around the neck of each mouse and the other end 

to the truck. Of course the truck was a thousand times bigger 

than any of the mice who were to draw it; but when all the 

mice had been harnessed, they were able to pull it quite 

easily. Even the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman could sit 

on it, and were drawn swiftly by their queer little horses to 

the place where the Lion lay asleep. 

 

After a great deal of hard work, for the Lion was heavy, they 

managed to get him up on the truck. Then the Queen hurriedly gave her people the order to start, 

for she feared if the mice stayed among the poppies too long they also would fall asleep. 

 

At first the little creatures, many though they were, could hardly stir the heavily loaded truck; but 

the Woodman and the Scarecrow both pushed from behind, and they got along better. Soon they 

rolled the Lion out of the poppy bed to the green fields, where he could breathe the sweet, fresh 

air again, instead of the poisonous scent of the flowers. 

 

Dorothy came to meet them and thanked the little mice warmly for saving her companion from 

death. She had grown so fond of the big Lion she was glad he had been rescued. 

 

Then the mice were unharnessed from the truck and scampered away through the grass to their 

homes. The Queen of the Mice was the last to leave. 

 

"If ever you need us again," she said, "come out into the field and call, and we shall hear you and 

come to your assistance. Goodbye!" 

 

"Goodbye!" they all answered, and away the Queen ran, while Dorothy held Toto tightly lest he 

should run after her and frighten her. 

 

After this they sat down beside the Lion until he should awaken; and the Scarecrow brought 

Dorothy some fruit from a tree nearby, which she ate for her dinner. 

 

Chapter 10: The Guardian of the Gates 
 

It was some time before the Cowardly Lion awakened, for he had lain among the poppies a long 

while, breathing in their deadly fragrance; but when he did open his eyes and roll off the truck he 

was very glad to find himself still alive. 
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"I ran as fast as I could," he said, sitting down and yawning, "but the flowers were too strong for 

me. How did you get me out?" 

 

Then they told him of the field mice, and how they had generously saved him from death; and 

the Cowardly Lion laughed, and said: 

 

"I have always thought myself very big and terrible; yet such little things as flowers came near to 

killing me, and such small animals as mice have saved my life. How strange it all is! But, 

comrades, what shall we do now?" 

 

"We must journey on until we find the road of yellow brick again," said Dorothy, "and then we 

can keep on to the Emerald City." 

 

So, the Lion being fully refreshed, and feeling quite himself again, they all started upon the 

journey, greatly enjoying the walk through the soft, fresh grass; and it was not long before they 

reached the road of yellow brick and turned again toward the Emerald City where the Great Oz 

dwelt. 

 

The road was smooth and well paved, now, and the country about was beautiful, so that the 

travelers rejoiced in leaving the forest far behind, and with it the many dangers they had met in 

its gloomy shades. Once more they could see fences built beside the road; but these were painted 

green, and when they came to a small house, in which a farmer evidently lived, that also was 

painted green. They passed by several of these houses during the afternoon, and sometimes 

people came to the doors and looked at them as if they would like to ask questions; but no one 

came near them nor spoke to them because of the great Lion, of which they were very much 

afraid. The people were all dressed in clothing of a lovely emerald-green color and wore peaked 

hats like those of the Munchkins. 

 

"This must be the Land of Oz," said Dorothy, "and we are surely getting near the Emerald City." 

 

"Yes," answered the Scarecrow. "Everything is green here, while in the country of the 

Munchkins blue was the favorite color. But the people do not seem to be as friendly as the 

Munchkins, and I'm afraid we shall be unable to find a 

place to pass the night." 

 

"I should like something to eat besides fruit," said the 

girl, "and I'm sure Toto is nearly starved. Let us stop at 

the next house and talk to the people." 

 

So, when they came to a good-sized farmhouse, Dorothy 

walked boldly up to the door and knocked. 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             40 

A woman opened it just far enough to look out, and said, "What do you want, child, and why is 

that great Lion with you?" 

 

"We wish to pass the night with you, if you will allow us," answered Dorothy; "and the Lion is 

my friend and comrade, and would not hurt you for the world." 

 

"Is he tame?" asked the woman, opening the door a little wider. 

 

"Oh, yes," said the girl, "and he is a great coward, too. He will be more afraid of you than you 

are of him." 

 

"Well," said the woman, after thinking it over and taking another peep at the Lion, "if that is the 

case you may come in, and I will give you some supper and a place to sleep." 

 

So they all entered the house, where there were, besides the woman, two children and a man. The 

man had hurt his leg, and was lying on the couch in a corner. They seemed greatly surprised to 

see so strange a company, and while the woman was busy laying the table the man asked: 

 

"Where are you all going?" 

 

"To the Emerald City," said Dorothy, "to see the Great Oz." 

 

"Oh, indeed!" exclaimed the man. "Are you sure that Oz will see you?" 

 

"Why not?" she replied. 

 

"Why, it is said that he never lets anyone come into his presence. I have been to the Emerald City 

many times, and it is a beautiful and wonderful place; but I have never been permitted to see the 

Great Oz, nor do I know of any living person who has seen him." 

 

"Does he never go out?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

"Never. He sits day after day in the great Throne Room of his Palace, and even those who wait 

upon him do not see him face to face." 

 

"What is he like?" asked the girl. 

 

"That is hard to tell," said the man thoughtfully. "You see, Oz is a Great Wizard, and can take on 

any form he wishes. So that some say he looks like a bird; and some say he looks like an 

elephant; and some say he looks like a cat. To others he appears as a beautiful fairy, or a 

brownie, or in any other form that pleases him. But who the real Oz is, when he is in his own 

form, no living person can tell." 
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"That is very strange," said Dorothy, "but we must try, in some way, to see him, or we shall have 

made our journey for nothing." 

 

"Why do you wish to see the terrible Oz?" asked the man. 

 

"I want him to give me some brains," said the Scarecrow eagerly. 

 

"Oh, Oz could do that easily enough," declared the man. "He has more brains than he needs." 

 

"And I want him to give me a heart," said the Tin Woodman. 

 

"That will not trouble him," continued the man, "for Oz has a large collection of hearts, of all 

sizes and shapes." 

 

"And I want him to give me courage," said the Cowardly Lion. 

 

"Oz keeps a great pot of courage in his Throne Room," said the man, "which he has covered with 

a golden plate, to keep it from running over. He will be glad to give you some." 

 

"And I want him to send me back to Kansas," said Dorothy. 

 

"Where is Kansas?" asked the man, with surprise. 

 

"I don't know," replied Dorothy sorrowfully, "but it is my home, and I'm sure it's somewhere." 

 

"Very likely. Well, Oz can do anything; so I suppose he will find Kansas for you. But first you 

must get to see him, and that will be a hard task; for the Great Wizard does not like to see 

anyone, and he usually has his own way. But what do YOU want?" he continued, speaking to 

Toto. Toto only wagged his tail; for, strange to say, he could not speak. 

 

The woman now called to them that supper was ready, so they gathered around the table and 

Dorothy ate some delicious porridge and a dish of scrambled eggs and a plate of nice white 

bread, and enjoyed her meal. The Lion ate some of the porridge, but did not care for it, saying it 

was made from oats and oats were food for horses, not for lions. The Scarecrow and the Tin 

Woodman ate nothing at all. Toto ate a little of everything, and was glad to get a good supper 

again. 

 

The woman now gave Dorothy a bed to sleep in, and Toto lay down beside her, while the Lion 

guarded the door of her room so she might not be disturbed. The Scarecrow and the Tin 

Woodman stood up in a corner and kept quiet all night, although of course they could not sleep. 

 

The next morning, as soon as the sun came up, they started on their way, and soon saw a 

beautiful green glow in the sky just before them. 
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"That must be the Emerald City," said Dorothy. 

 

As they walked on, the green glow became brighter and brighter, and it seemed that at last they 

were nearing the end of their travels. Yet it was afternoon before they came to the great wall that 

surrounded the City. It was high and thick and of a bright green color. 

 

In front of them, and at the end of the road of yellow brick, was a big gate, all studded with 

emeralds that glittered so in the sun that even the painted eyes of the Scarecrow were dazzled by 

their brilliancy. 

 

There was a bell beside the gate, and Dorothy pushed the button and heard a silvery tinkle sound 

within. Then the big gate swung slowly open, and they all passed through and found themselves 

in a high arched room, the walls of which glistened with countless emeralds. 

 

Before them stood a little man about the same size as the Munchkins. He was clothed all in 

green, from his head to his feet, and even his skin was of a greenish tint. And at his side was a 

large green box. 

 

When he saw Dorothy and her companions the man asked, "What do you wish in the Emerald 

City?" 

 

"We came here to see the Great Oz," said Dorothy. 

 

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

 

"It has been many years since anyone asked me to see Oz," he said, shaking his head in 

perplexity. "He is powerful and terrible, and if you come on an idle or foolish errand to bother 

the wise reflections of the Great Wizard, he might be angry and destroy you all in an instant." 

 

"But it is not a foolish errand, nor an idle one," replied the Scarecrow; "it is important. And we 

have been told that Oz is a good Wizard." 

 

"So he is," said the green man, "and he rules the Emerald City wisely and well. But to those who 

are not honest, or who approach him from curiosity, he is most terrible, and few have ever dared 

ask to see his face. I am the Guardian of the Gates, and since you demand to see the Great Oz I 

must take you to his Palace. But first you must put on the spectacles." 

 

"Why?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"Because if you did not wear spectacles the brightness and glory of the Emerald City would 

blind you. Even those who live in the City must wear spectacles night and day. They are all 

locked on, for Oz so ordered it when the City was first built, and I have the only key that will 

unlock them." 
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He opened the big box, and Dorothy saw that it was filled with spectacles of every size and 

shape. All of them had green glasses in them. The Guardian of the Gates found a pair that would 

just fit Dorothy and put them over her eyes. There were two golden bands fastened to them that 

passed around the back of her head, where they were locked together by a 

little key that was at the end of a chain the Guardian of the Gates wore around 

his neck. When they were on, Dorothy could not take them off had she 

wished, but of course she did not wish to be blinded by the glare of the 

Emerald City, so she said nothing. 

 

Then the green man fitted spectacles for the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman 

and the Lion, and even on little Toto; and all were locked fast with the key. 

 

Then the Guardian of the Gates put on his own glasses and told them he was ready to show them 

to the Palace. Taking a big golden key from a peg on the wall, he opened another gate, and they 

all followed him through the portal into the streets of the Emerald City. 

 

Chapter 11: The Emerald City of Oz 
 

Even with their eyes protected by the green spectacles, Dorothy and her friends were at first 

dazzled by the brilliancy of the wonderful City. The streets were lined with beautiful houses all 

built of green marble and studded everywhere with sparkling emeralds. They walked over a 

pavement of the same green marble, and where the blocks were joined together were rows of 

emeralds, set closely, and glittering in the brightness of the sun. The window panes were of 

green glass; even the sky above the City had a green tint, and the rays of the sun were green. 

 

There were many people--men, women, and children--walking about, and these were all dressed 

in green clothes and had greenish skins. They looked at Dorothy and her strangely assorted 

company with wondering eyes, and the children all ran away and hid behind their mothers when 

they saw the Lion; but no one spoke to them. Many shops stood in the street, and Dorothy saw 

that everything in them was green. Green candy and green popcorn were offered for sale, as well 

as green shoes, green hats, and green clothes of all sorts. At one place a man was selling green 

lemonade, and when the children bought it Dorothy could see that they paid for it with green 

pennies. 

 

There seemed to be no horses nor animals of any kind; the men carried things around in little 

green carts, which they pushed before them. Everyone seemed happy and contented and 

prosperous. 

 

The Guardian of the Gates led them through the streets until they came to a big building, exactly 

in the middle of the City, which was the Palace of Oz, the Great Wizard. There was a soldier 

before the door, dressed in a green uniform and wearing a long green beard. 
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"Here are strangers," said the Guardian of the Gates to him, "and they demand to see the Great 

Oz." 

 

"Step inside," answered the soldier, "and I will carry your message to 

him." 

 

So they passed through the Palace Gates and were led into a big room 

with a green carpet and lovely green furniture set with emeralds. The 

soldier made them all wipe their feet upon a green mat before entering 

this room, and when they were seated he said politely: 

 

"Please make yourselves comfortable while I go to the door of the 

Throne Room and tell Oz you are here." 

 

They had to wait a long time before the soldier returned. When, at last, he came back, Dorothy 

asked: 

 

"Have you seen Oz?" 

 

"Oh, no," returned the soldier; "I have never seen him. But I spoke to him as he sat behind his 

screen and gave him your message. He said he will grant you an audience, if you so desire; but 

each one of you must enter his presence alone, and he will admit but one each day. Therefore, as 

you must remain in the Palace for several days, I will have you shown to rooms where you may 

rest in comfort after your journey." 

 

"Thank you," replied the girl; "that is very kind of Oz." 

 

The soldier now blew upon a green whistle, and at once a young girl, dressed in a pretty green 

silk gown, entered the room. She had lovely green hair and green eyes, and she bowed low 

before Dorothy as she said, "Follow me and I will show you your room." 

 

So Dorothy said goodbye to all her friends except Toto, and taking the dog in her arms followed 

the green girl through seven passages and up three flights of stairs until they came to a room at 

the front of the Palace. It was the sweetest little room in the world, with a soft comfortable bed 

that had sheets of green silk and a green velvet counterpane. There was a tiny fountain in the 

middle of the room, that shot a spray of green perfume into the air, to fall back into a beautifully 

carved green marble basin. Beautiful green flowers stood in the windows, and there was a shelf 

with a row of little green books. When Dorothy had time to open these books she found them full 

of queer green pictures that made her laugh, they were so funny. 

In a wardrobe were many green dresses, made of silk and satin and velvet; and all of them fitted 

Dorothy exactly. 
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"Make yourself perfectly at home," said the green girl, "and if you wish for anything ring the 

bell. Oz will send for you tomorrow morning." 

 

She left Dorothy alone and went back to the others. These she also led to rooms, and each one of 

them found himself lodged in a very pleasant part of the Palace. Of course this politeness was 

wasted on the Scarecrow; for when he found himself alone in his room he stood stupidly in one 

spot, just within the doorway, to wait till morning. It would not rest him to lie down, and he 

could not close his eyes; so he remained all night staring at a little spider which was weaving its 

web in a corner of the room, just as if it were not one of the most wonderful rooms in the world. 

The Tin Woodman lay down on his bed from force of habit, for he remembered when he was 

made of flesh; but not being able to sleep, he passed the night moving his joints up and down to 

make sure they kept in good working order. The Lion would have preferred a bed of dried leaves 

in the forest, and did not like being shut up in a room; but he had too much sense to let this worry 

him, so he sprang upon the bed and rolled himself up like a cat and purred himself asleep in a 

minute. 

 

The next morning, after breakfast, the green maiden came to fetch Dorothy, and she dressed her 

in one of the prettiest gowns, made of green brocaded satin. Dorothy put on a green silk apron 

and tied a green ribbon around Toto's neck, and they started for the Throne Room of the Great 

Oz. 

 

First they came to a great hall in which were many ladies and gentlemen of the court, all dressed 

in rich costumes. These people had nothing to do but talk to each other, but they always came to 

wait outside the Throne Room every morning, although they were never permitted to see Oz. As 

Dorothy entered they looked at her curiously, and one of them whispered: 

 

"Are you really going to look upon the face of Oz the Terrible?" 

 

"Of course," answered the girl, "if he will see me." 

 

"Oh, he will see you," said the soldier who had taken her message to the Wizard, "although he 

does not like to have people ask to see him. Indeed, at first he was angry and said I should send 

you back where you came from. Then he asked me what you looked like, and when I mentioned 

your silver shoes he was very much interested. At last I told him about the mark upon your 

forehead, and he decided he would admit you to his presence." 

 

Just then a bell rang, and the green girl said to Dorothy, "That is the signal. You must go into the 

Throne Room alone." 

 

She opened a little door and Dorothy walked boldly through and found herself in a wonderful 

place. It was a big, round room with a high arched roof, and the walls and ceiling and floor were 

covered with large emeralds set closely together. In the center of the roof was a great light, as 

bright as the sun, which made the emeralds sparkle in a wonderful manner. 
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But what interested Dorothy most was the big throne of green marble that stood in the middle of 

the room. It was shaped like a chair and sparkled with gems, as did everything else. In the center 

of the chair was an enormous Head, without a body to support it or any arms or legs whatever. 

There was no hair upon this head, but it had eyes and a nose and mouth, and was much bigger 

than the head of the biggest giant. 

 

As Dorothy gazed upon this in wonder and fear, the eyes turned slowly and looked at her sharply 

and steadily. Then the mouth moved, and Dorothy heard a voice say: 

 

"I am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Who are you, and why do you seek me?" 

 

It was not such an awful voice as she had expected to come from the big Head; so she took 

courage and answered: 

 

"I am Dorothy, the Small and Meek. I have come to you for help." 

 

Then the eyes looked at her thoughtfully for a full minute. Then the voice said: 

 

"Where did you get the silver shoes?" 

 

"I got them from the Wicked Witch of the East, when my house fell on her and killed her," she 

replied. 

 

"Where did you get the mark upon your forehead?" continued the voice. 

 

"That is where the Good Witch of the North kissed me when she bade me goodbye and sent me 

to you," said the girl. 

 

Again the eyes looked at her sharply, and they saw she was telling the truth. Then Oz asked, 

"What do you wish me to do?" 

 

"Send me back to Kansas, where my Aunt Em and Uncle Henry are," she answered earnestly. "I 

don't like your country, although it is so beautiful. And I am sure Aunt Em will be dreadfully 

worried over my being away so long." 

 

The eyes winked three times, and then they turned up to the ceiling and down to the floor and 

rolled around so queerly that they seemed to see every part of the room. And at last they looked 

at Dorothy again. 

"Why should I do this for you?" asked Oz. 

 

"Because you are strong and I am weak; because you are a Great Wizard and I am only a little 

girl." 
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"But you were strong enough to kill the Wicked Witch of the East," said Oz. 

 

"That just happened," returned Dorothy simply; "I could not help it." 

 

"Well," said the Head, "I will give you my answer. You have no right to expect me to send you 

back to Kansas unless you do something for me in return. In this country everyone must pay for 

everything he gets. If you wish me to use my magic power to send you home again you must do 

something for me first. Help me and I will help you." 

 

"What must I do?" asked the girl. 

 

"Kill the Wicked Witch of the West," answered Oz. 

 

"But I cannot!" exclaimed Dorothy, greatly surprised. 

 

"You killed the Witch of the East and you wear the silver shoes, which is a powerful charm. 

There is now but one Wicked Witch left in all this land, and when you can tell me she is dead I 

will send you back to Kansas--but not before." 

 

The little girl began to weep, she was so much disappointed; and the eyes winked again and 

looked upon her anxiously, as if the Great Oz felt that she could help him if she would. 

 

"I never killed anything, willingly," she sobbed. "Even if I wanted to, how could I kill the 

Wicked Witch? If you, who are Great and Terrible, cannot kill her yourself, how do you expect 

me to do it?" 

 

"I do not know," said the Head; "but that is my answer, and until the Wicked Witch dies you will 

not see your uncle and aunt again. Remember that the Witch is Wicked--tremendously Wicked--

and ought to be killed. Now go, and do not ask to see me again until you have done your task." 

 

Sorrowfully Dorothy left the Throne Room and went back where the Lion and the Scarecrow and 

the Tin Woodman were waiting to hear what Oz had said to her. "There is no hope for me," she 

said sadly, "for Oz will not send me home until I have killed the Wicked Witch of the West; and 

that I can never do." 

 

Her friends were sorry, but could do nothing to help her; so Dorothy went to her own room and 

lay down on the bed and cried herself to sleep. 

 

The next morning the soldier with the green whiskers came to the Scarecrow and said: 

 

"Come with me, for Oz has sent for you." 
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So the Scarecrow followed him and was admitted into the great Throne Room, where he saw, 

sitting in the emerald throne, a most lovely Lady. She was dressed in green silk gauze and wore 

upon her flowing green locks a crown of jewels. Growing from her shoulders were wings, 

gorgeous in color and so light that they fluttered if the slightest breath of air reached them. 

 

When the Scarecrow had bowed, as prettily as his straw stuffing would let him, before this 

beautiful creature, she looked upon him sweetly, and said: 

 

"I am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Who are you, and why do you seek 

me?" 

 

Now the Scarecrow, who had expected to see the great Head Dorothy had 

told him of, was much astonished; but he answered her bravely. 

 

"I am only a Scarecrow, stuffed with straw. Therefore I have no brains, 

and I come to you praying that you will put brains in my head instead of 

straw, so that I may become as much a man as any other in your 

dominions." 

 

"Why should I do this for you?" asked the Lady. 

 

"Because you are wise and powerful, and no one else can help me," answered the Scarecrow. 

 

"I never grant favors without some return," said Oz; "but this much I will promise. If you will 

kill for me the Wicked Witch of the West, I will bestow upon you a great many brains, and such 

good brains that you will be the wisest man in all the Land of Oz." 

 

"I thought you asked Dorothy to kill the Witch," said the Scarecrow, in surprise. 

 

"So I did. I don't care who kills her. But until she is dead I will not grant your wish. Now go, and 

do not seek me again until you have earned the brains you so greatly desire." 

 

The Scarecrow went sorrowfully back to his friends and told them what Oz had said; and 

Dorothy was surprised to find that the Great Wizard was not a Head, as she had seen him, but a 

lovely Lady. 

 

"All the same," said the Scarecrow, "she needs a heart as much as the Tin Woodman." 

 

On the next morning the soldier with the green whiskers came to the Tin Woodman and said: 

"Oz has sent for you. Follow me." 

 

So the Tin Woodman followed him and came to the great Throne Room. He did not know 

whether he would find Oz a lovely Lady or a Head, but he hoped it would be the lovely Lady. 
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"For," he said to himself, "I am sure I shall not be given a heart, since a head has no heart of its 

own and therefore cannot feel for me. But if it is the lovely Lady I shall beg hard for a heart, for 

all ladies are themselves said to be kindly hearted." 

 

But when the Woodman entered the great Throne Room he saw neither the Head nor the Lady, 

for Oz had taken the shape of a most terrible Beast. It was nearly as big as an elephant, and the 

green throne seemed hardly strong enough to hold its weight. The Beast had a head like that of a 

rhinoceros, only there were five eyes in its face. There were five long arms growing out of its 

body, and it also had five long, slim legs. Thick, woolly hair covered every part of it, and a more 

dreadful-looking monster could not be imagined. It was fortunate the Tin Woodman had no heart 

at that moment, for it would have beat loud and fast from terror. But being only tin, the 

Woodman was not at all afraid, although he was much disappointed. 

 

"I am Oz, the Great and Terrible," spoke the Beast, in a voice that was one great roar. "Who are 

you, and why do you seek me?" 

 

"I am a Woodman, and made of tin. Therefore I have no heart, and cannot love. I pray you to 

give me a heart that I may be as other men are." 

 

"Why should I do this?" demanded the Beast. 

 

"Because I ask it, and you alone can grant my request," answered the Woodman. 

 

Oz gave a low growl at this, but said, gruffly: "If you indeed desire a heart, you must earn it." 

 

"How?" asked the Woodman. 

 

"Help Dorothy to kill the Wicked Witch of the West," replied the Beast. "When the Witch is 

dead, come to me, and I will then give you the biggest and kindest and most loving heart in all 

the Land of Oz." 

 

So the Tin Woodman was forced to return sorrowfully to his friends and tell them of the terrible 

Beast he had seen. They all wondered greatly at the many forms the Great Wizard could take 

upon himself, and the Lion said: 

 

"If he is a Beast when I go to see him, I shall roar my loudest, and so frighten him that he will 

grant all I ask. And if he is the lovely Lady, I shall pretend to spring upon her, and so compel her 

to do my bidding. And if he is the great Head, he will be at my mercy; for I will roll this head all 

about the room until he promises to give us what we desire. So be of good cheer, my friends, for 

all will yet be well." 

 

The next morning the soldier with the green whiskers led the Lion to the great Throne Room and 

bade him enter the presence of Oz. 
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The Lion at once passed through the door, and glancing around saw, to his surprise, that before 

the throne was a Ball of Fire, so fierce and glowing he could scarcely bear to gaze upon it. His 

first thought was that Oz had by accident caught on fire and was burning up; but when he tried to 

go nearer, the heat was so intense that it singed his whiskers, and he crept back tremblingly to a 

spot nearer the door. 

 

Then a low, quiet voice came from the Ball of Fire, and these were the words it spoke: 

 

"I am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Who are you, and why do you seek me?" 

 

And the Lion answered, "I am a Cowardly Lion, afraid of everything. I came to you to beg that 

you give me courage, so that in reality I may become the King of Beasts, as men call me." 

 

"Why should I give you courage?" demanded Oz. 

 

"Because of all Wizards you are the greatest, and alone have power to grant my request," 

answered the Lion. 

 

The Ball of Fire burned fiercely for a time, and the voice said, "Bring me proof that the Wicked 

Witch is dead, and that moment I will give you courage. But as long as the Witch lives, you must 

remain a coward." 

 

The Lion was angry at this speech, but could say nothing in reply, and while he stood silently 

gazing at the Ball of Fire it became so furiously hot that he turned tail and rushed from the room. 

He was glad to find his friends waiting for him, and told them of his terrible interview with the 

Wizard. 

 

"What shall we do now?" asked Dorothy sadly. 

 

"There is only one thing we can do," returned the Lion, "and that is to go to the land of the 

Winkies, seek out the Wicked Witch, and destroy her." 

 

"But suppose we cannot?" said the girl. 

 

"Then I shall never have courage," declared the Lion. 

 

"And I shall never have brains," added the Scarecrow. 

"And I shall never have a heart," spoke the Tin Woodman. 

 

"And I shall never see Aunt Em and Uncle Henry," said Dorothy, beginning to cry. 

 

"Be careful!" cried the green girl. "The tears will fall on your green silk gown and spot it." 
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So Dorothy dried her eyes and said, "I suppose we must try it; but I am sure I do not want to kill 

anybody, even to see Aunt Em again." 

 

"I will go with you; but I'm too much of a coward to kill the Witch," said the Lion. 

 

"I will go too," declared the Scarecrow; "but I shall not be of 

much help to you, I am such a fool." 

 

"I haven't the heart to harm even a Witch," replied the Tin 

Woodman; "but if you go I certainly shall go with you." 

 

Thereupon it was decided to start upon their journey the next 

morning, and the Woodman sharpened his axe on a green 

grindstone and had all his joints properly oiled. The Scarecrow 

stuffed himself with fresh straw and Dorothy put new paint on his 

eyes that he might see better. The green girl, who was very kind 

to them, filled Dorothy's basket with good things to eat, and 

fastened a little bell around Toto's neck with a green ribbon. 

 

They went to bed quite early and slept soundly until daylight, when they were awakened by the 

crowing of a green cock that lived in the back yard of the Palace, and the cackling of a hen that 

had laid a green egg. 

 

Chapter 12: The Search for the Wicked Witch 
 

The soldier with the green whiskers led them through the streets of the Emerald City until they 

reached the room where the Guardian of the Gates lived. This officer unlocked their spectacles 

and put them back in his great box, and then he politely opened the gate for our friends. 

 

"Which road leads to the Wicked Witch of the West?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"There is no road," answered the Guardian of the Gates. "No one ever wishes to go that way." 

 

"How, then, are we to find her?" inquired the girl. 

 

"That will be easy," replied the man, "for when she knows you are in the country of the Winkies 

she will find you, and make you all her slaves." 

"Perhaps not," said the Scarecrow, "for we mean to destroy her." 

 

"Oh, that is different," said the Guardian of the Gates. "No one has ever destroyed her before, so 

I naturally thought she would make slaves of you, as she has of the rest. But take care; for she is 

wicked and fierce, and may not allow you to destroy her. Keep to the West, where the sun sets, 

and you cannot fail to find her." 
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They thanked him and bade him goodbye, and turned toward the West, walking over fields of 

soft grass dotted here and there with daisies and buttercups. Dorothy still wore the pretty silk 

dress she had put on in the palace, but now, to her surprise, she found it was no longer green, but 

pure white. The ribbon around Toto's neck had also lost its green color and was as white as 

Dorothy's dress. 

 

The Emerald City was soon left far behind. As they advanced the ground became rougher and 

hillier, for there were no farms nor houses in this country of the West, and the ground was 

untilled. 

 

In the afternoon the sun shone hot in their faces, for there were no trees to offer them shade; so 

that before night Dorothy and Toto and the Lion were tired, and lay down upon the grass and fell 

asleep, with the Woodman and the Scarecrow keeping watch. 

 

Now the Wicked Witch of the West had but one eye, yet that was as 

powerful as a telescope, and could see everywhere. So, as she sat in the 

door of her castle, she happened to look around and saw Dorothy lying 

asleep, with her friends all about her. They were a long distance off, but 

the Wicked Witch was angry to find them in her country; so she blew 

upon a silver whistle that hung around her neck. 

 

At once there came running to her from all directions a pack of great 

wolves. They had long legs and fierce eyes and sharp teeth. 

 

"Go to those people," said the Witch, "and tear them to pieces." 

 

"Are you not going to make them your slaves?" asked the leader of the 

wolves. 

 

"No," she answered, "one is of tin, and one of straw; one is a girl and another is a Lion. None of 

them is fit to work, so you may tear them into small pieces." 

 

"Very well," said the wolf, and he dashed away at full speed, followed by the others. 

 

It was lucky the Scarecrow and the Woodman were wide awake and heard the wolves coming. 

 

"This is my fight," said the Woodman, "so get behind me and I will meet them as they come." 

 

He seized his axe, which he had made very sharp, and as the leader of the wolves came on the 

Tin Woodman swung his arm and chopped the wolf's head from its body, so that it immediately 

died. As soon as he could raise his axe another wolf came up, and he also fell under the sharp 

edge of the Tin Woodman's weapon. There were forty wolves, and forty times a wolf was killed, 

so that at last they all lay dead in a heap before the Woodman. 
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Then he put down his axe and sat beside the Scarecrow, who said, "It was a good fight, friend." 

 

They waited until Dorothy awoke the next morning. The little girl was quite frightened when she 

saw the great pile of shaggy wolves, but the Tin Woodman told her all. She thanked him for 

saving them and sat down to breakfast, after which they started again upon their journey. 

 

Now this same morning the Wicked Witch came to the door of her castle and looked out with her 

one eye that could see far off. She saw all her wolves lying dead, and the strangers still traveling 

through her country. This made her angrier than before, and she blew her silver whistle twice. 

 

Straightway a great flock of wild crows came flying toward her, enough to darken the sky. 

 

And the Wicked Witch said to the King Crow, "Fly at once to the strangers; peck out their eyes 

and tear them to pieces." 

 

The wild crows flew in one great flock toward Dorothy and her companions. When the little girl 

saw them coming she was afraid. 

 

But the Scarecrow said, "This is my battle, so lie down beside me and you will not be harmed." 

 

So they all lay upon the ground except the Scarecrow, and he stood up and stretched out his 

arms. And when the crows saw him they were frightened, as these birds always are by 

scarecrows, and did not dare to come any nearer. But the King Crow said: 

 

"It is only a stuffed man. I will peck his eyes out." 

 

The King Crow flew at the Scarecrow, who caught it by the head and twisted its neck until it 

died. And then another crow flew at him, and the Scarecrow twisted its neck also. There were 

forty crows, and forty times the Scarecrow twisted a neck, until at last all were lying dead beside 

him. Then he called to his companions to rise, and again they went upon their journey. 

 

When the Wicked Witch looked out again and saw all her crows lying in a heap, she got into a 

terrible rage, and blew three times upon her silver whistle. 

 

Forthwith there was heard a great buzzing in the air, and a swarm of black bees came flying 

toward her. 

 

"Go to the strangers and sting them to death!" commanded the Witch, and the bees turned and 

flew rapidly until they came to where Dorothy and her friends were walking. But the Woodman 

had seen them coming, and the Scarecrow had decided what to do. 
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"Take out my straw and scatter it over the little girl and the dog and the Lion," he said to the 

Woodman, "and the bees cannot sting them." This the Woodman did, and as Dorothy lay close 

beside the Lion and held Toto in her arms, the straw covered them entirely. 

 

The bees came and found no one but the Woodman to sting, so they flew at him and broke off all 

their stings against the tin, without hurting the Woodman at all. And as bees cannot live when 

their stings are broken that was the end of the black bees, and they lay scattered thick about the 

Woodman, like little heaps of fine coal. 

 

Then Dorothy and the Lion got up, and the girl helped the Tin Woodman put the straw back into 

the Scarecrow again, until he was as good as ever. So they started upon their journey once more. 

 

The Wicked Witch was so angry when she saw her black bees in little heaps like fine coal that 

she stamped her foot and tore her hair and gnashed her teeth. And then she called a dozen of her 

slaves, who were the Winkies, and gave them sharp spears, telling them to go to the strangers 

and destroy them. 

 

The Winkies were not a brave people, but they had to do as they were told. So they marched 

away until they came near to Dorothy. Then the Lion gave a great roar and sprang towards them, 

and the poor Winkies were so frightened that they 

ran back as fast as they could. 

 

When they returned to the castle the Wicked Witch 

beat them well with a strap, and sent them back to 

their work, after which she sat down to think what 

she should do next. She could not understand how 

all her plans to destroy these strangers had failed; 

but she was a powerful Witch, as well as a wicked one, and she soon made up her mind how to 

act. 

 

There was, in her cupboard, a Golden Cap, with a circle of diamonds and rubies running round it. 

This Golden Cap had a charm. Whoever owned it could call three times upon the Winged 

Monkeys, who would obey any order they were given. But no person could command these 

strange creatures more than three times. Twice already the Wicked Witch had used the charm of 

the Cap. Once was when she had made the Winkies her slaves, and set herself to rule over their 

country. The Winged Monkeys had helped her do this. The second time was when she had 

fought against the Great Oz himself, and driven him out of the land of the West. The Winged 

Monkeys had also helped her in doing this. Only once more could she use this Golden Cap, for 

which reason she did not like to do so until all her other powers were exhausted. But now that 

her fierce wolves and her wild crows and her stinging bees were gone, and her slaves had been 

scared away by the Cowardly Lion, she saw there was only one way left to destroy Dorothy and 

her friends. 
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So the Wicked Witch took the Golden Cap from her cupboard and placed it upon her head. Then 

she stood upon her left foot and said slowly: 

 

"Ep-pe, pep-pe, kak-ke!" 

 

Next she stood upon her right foot and said: 

 

"Hil-lo, hol-lo, hel-lo!" 

 

After this she stood upon both feet and cried in a loud voice: 

 

"Ziz-zy, zuz-zy, zik!" 

 

Now the charm began to work. The sky was darkened, and a low rumbling sound was heard in 

the air. There was a rushing of many wings, a great chattering and laughing, and the sun came 

out of the dark sky to show the Wicked Witch surrounded by a crowd of monkeys, each with a 

pair of immense and powerful wings on his shoulders. 

 

One, much bigger than the others, seemed to be their 

leader. He flew close to the Witch and said, "You have 

called us for the third and last time. What do you 

command?" 

 

"Go to the strangers who are within my land and destroy 

them all except the Lion," said the Wicked Witch. "Bring 

that beast to me, for I have a mind to harness him like a horse, and make him work." 

 

"Your commands shall be obeyed," said the leader. Then, with a great deal of chattering and 

noise, the Winged Monkeys flew away to the place where Dorothy and her friends were walking. 

 

Some of the Monkeys seized the Tin Woodman and carried him through the air until they were 

over a country thickly covered with sharp rocks. Here they dropped the poor Woodman, who fell 

a great distance to the rocks, where he lay so battered and dented that he could neither move nor 

groan. 

 

Others of the Monkeys caught the Scarecrow, and with their long fingers pulled all of the straw 

out of his clothes and head. They made his hat and boots and clothes into a small bundle and 

threw it into the top branches of a tall tree. 

 

The remaining Monkeys threw pieces of stout rope around the Lion and wound many coils about 

his body and head and legs, until he was unable to bite or scratch or struggle in any way. Then 

they lifted him up and flew away with him to the Witch's castle, where he was placed in a small 

yard with a high iron fence around it, so that he could not escape. 
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But Dorothy they did not harm at all. She stood, with Toto in her arms, watching the sad fate of 

her comrades and thinking it would soon be her turn. The leader of the Winged Monkeys flew up 

to her, his long, hairy arms stretched out and his ugly face grinning terribly; but he saw the mark 

of the Good Witch's kiss upon her forehead and stopped short, motioning the others not to touch 

her. 

 

"We dare not harm this little girl," he said to them, "for she is protected by the Power of Good, 

and that is greater than the Power of Evil. All we can do is to carry her to the castle of the 

Wicked Witch and leave her there." 

 

So, carefully and gently, they lifted Dorothy in their arms and carried her swiftly through the air 

until they came to the castle, where they set her down upon the front doorstep. Then the leader 

said to the Witch: 

 

"We have obeyed you as far as we were able. The Tin Woodman and the Scarecrow are 

destroyed, and the Lion is tied up in your yard. The little girl we dare not harm, nor the dog she 

carries in her arms. Your power over our band is now ended, and you will never see us again." 

 

Then all the Winged Monkeys, with much laughing and chattering and noise, flew into the air 

and were soon out of sight. 

 

The Wicked Witch was both surprised and worried when she saw the mark on Dorothy's 

forehead, for she knew well that neither the Winged Monkeys nor she, herself, dare hurt the girl 

in any way. She looked down at Dorothy's feet, and seeing the Silver Shoes, began to tremble 

with fear, for she knew what a powerful charm belonged to them. At first the Witch was tempted 

to run away from Dorothy; but she happened to look into the child's eyes and saw how simple 

the soul behind them was, and that the little girl did not know of the wonderful power the Silver 

Shoes gave her. So the Wicked Witch laughed to herself, and thought, "I can still make her my 

slave, for she does not know how to use her power." Then she said to Dorothy, harshly and 

severely: 

 

"Come with me; and see that you mind everything I tell you, for if you do not I will make an end 

of you, as I did of the Tin Woodman and the Scarecrow." 

 

Dorothy followed her through many of the beautiful rooms in her castle until they came to the 

kitchen, where the Witch bade her clean the pots and kettles and sweep the floor and keep the 

fire fed with wood. 

 

Dorothy went to work meekly, with her mind made up to work as hard as she could; for she was 

glad the Wicked Witch had decided not to kill her. 

 

With Dorothy hard at work, the Witch thought she would go into the courtyard and harness the 

Cowardly Lion like a horse; it would amuse her, she was sure, to make him draw her chariot 
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whenever she wished to go to drive. But as she opened the gate the Lion gave a loud roar and 

bounded at her so fiercely that the Witch was afraid, and ran out and shut the gate again. 

 

"If I cannot harness you," said the Witch to the Lion, speaking through the bars of the gate, "I 

can starve you. You shall have nothing to eat until you do as I wish." 

 

So after that she took no food to the imprisoned Lion; but every day she came to the gate at noon 

and asked, "Are you ready to be harnessed like a horse?" 

 

And the Lion would answer, "No. If you come in this yard, I will bite you." 

 

The reason the Lion did not have to do as the Witch wished was that every night, while the 

woman was asleep, Dorothy carried him food from the cupboard. After he had eaten he would lie 

down on his bed of straw, and Dorothy would lie beside him and put her head on his soft, shaggy 

mane, while they talked of their troubles and tried to plan some way to escape. But they could 

find no way to get out of the castle, for it was constantly guarded by the yellow Winkies, who 

were the slaves of the Wicked Witch and too afraid of her not to do as she told them. 

 

The girl had to work hard during the day, and often the Witch threatened to beat her with the 

same old umbrella she always carried in her hand. But, in truth, she did not dare to strike 

Dorothy, because of the mark upon her forehead. The child did not know this, and was full of 

fear for herself and Toto. Once the Witch struck Toto a blow with her umbrella and the brave 

little dog flew at her and bit her leg in return. The Witch did not bleed where she was bitten, for 

she was so wicked that the blood in her had dried up many years before. 

 

Dorothy's life became very sad as she grew to understand that it would be harder than ever to get 

back to Kansas and Aunt Em again. Sometimes she would cry bitterly for hours, with Toto 

sitting at her feet and looking into her face, whining dismally to show how sorry he was for his 

little mistress. Toto did not really care whether he was in Kansas or the Land of Oz so long as 

Dorothy was with him; but he knew the little girl was unhappy, and that made him unhappy too. 

 

Now the Wicked Witch had a great longing to have for her own the Silver Shoes which the girl 

always wore. Her bees and her crows and her wolves were lying in heaps and drying up, and she 

had used up all the power of the Golden Cap; but if she could only get hold of the Silver Shoes, 

they would give her more power than all the other things she had lost. She watched Dorothy 

carefully, to see if she ever took off her shoes, thinking she might steal them. But the child was 

so proud of her pretty shoes that she never took them off except at night and when she took her 

bath. The Witch was too much afraid of the dark to dare go in Dorothy's room at night to take the 

shoes, and her dread of water was greater than her fear of the dark, so she never came near when 

Dorothy was bathing. Indeed, the old Witch never touched water, nor ever let water touch her in 

any way. 
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But the wicked creature was very cunning, and she finally thought of a trick that would give her 

what she wanted. She placed a bar of iron in the middle of the kitchen floor, and then by her 

magic arts made the iron invisible to human eyes. So that when Dorothy walked across the floor 

she stumbled over the bar, not being able to see it, and fell at full length. She was not much hurt, 

but in her fall one of the Silver Shoes came off; and before she could reach it, the Witch had 

snatched it away and put it on her own skinny foot. 

 

The wicked woman was greatly pleased with the success of her trick, for as long as she had one 

of the shoes she owned half the power of their charm, and Dorothy could not use it against her, 

even had she known how to do so. 

 

The little girl, seeing she had lost one of her pretty shoes, grew angry, and said to the Witch, 

"Give me back my shoe!" 

 

"I will not," retorted the Witch, "for it is now my shoe, and not yours." 

 

"You are a wicked creature!" cried Dorothy. "You have no right to take my shoe from me." 

 

"I shall keep it, just the same," said the Witch, laughing at her, "and someday I shall get the other 

one from you, too." 

 

This made Dorothy so very angry that she picked up the 

bucket of water that stood near and dashed it over the 

Witch, wetting her from head to foot. 

 

Instantly the wicked woman gave a loud cry of fear, and 

then, as Dorothy looked at her in wonder, the Witch began 

to shrink and fall away. 

 

"See what you have done!" she screamed. "In a minute I shall melt away." 

 

"I'm very sorry, indeed," said Dorothy, who was truly frightened to see the Witch actually 

melting away like brown sugar before her very eyes. 

 

"Didn't you know water would be the end of me?" asked the Witch, in a wailing, despairing 

voice. 

 

"Of course not," answered Dorothy. "How should I?" 

 

"Well, in a few minutes I shall be all melted, and you will have the castle to yourself. I have been 

wicked in my day, but I never thought a little girl like you would ever be able to melt me and end 

my wicked deeds. Look out--here I go!" 
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With these words the Witch fell down in a brown, melted, shapeless mass and began to spread 

over the clean boards of the kitchen floor. Seeing that she had really melted away to nothing, 

Dorothy drew another bucket of water and threw it over the mess. She then swept it all out the 

door. After picking out the silver shoe, which was all that was left of the old woman, she cleaned 

and dried it with a cloth, and put it on her foot again. Then, being at last free to do as she chose, 

she ran out to the courtyard to tell the Lion that the Wicked Witch of the West had come to an 

end, and that they were no longer prisoners in a strange land. 

 

Chapter 13: The Rescue 
 

The Cowardly Lion was much pleased to hear that the Wicked Witch had been melted by a 

bucket of water, and Dorothy at once unlocked the gate of his prison and set him free. They went 

in together to the castle, where Dorothy's first act was to call all the Winkies together and tell 

them that they were no longer slaves. 

 

There was great rejoicing among the yellow Winkies, for they had been made to work hard 

during many years for the Wicked Witch, who had always treated them with great cruelty. They 

kept this day as a holiday, then and ever after, and spent the time in feasting and dancing. 

 

"If our friends, the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman, were only with us," said the Lion, "I 

should be quite happy." 

 

"Don't you suppose we could rescue them?" asked the girl anxiously. 

 

"We can try," answered the Lion. 

 

So they called the yellow Winkies and asked them if they would help to rescue their friends, and 

the Winkies said that they would be delighted to do all in their power for Dorothy, who had set 

them free from bondage. So she chose a number of the Winkies who looked as if they knew the 

most, and they all started away. They traveled that day and part of the next until they came to the 

rocky plain where the Tin Woodman lay, all battered and bent. His axe was near him, but the 

blade was rusted and the handle broken off short. 

 

The Winkies lifted him tenderly in their arms, and carried him back to the Yellow Castle again, 

Dorothy shedding a few tears by the way at the sad plight of her old friend, and the Lion looking 

sober and sorry. When they reached the castle Dorothy said to the Winkies: 

 

"Are any of your people tinsmiths?" 

 

"Oh, yes. Some of us are very good tinsmiths," they told her. 
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"Then bring them to me," she said. And when the tinsmiths came, bringing with them all their 

tools in baskets, she inquired, "Can you straighten out those dents in the Tin Woodman, and bend 

him back into shape again, and solder him together where he is broken?" 

 

The tinsmiths looked the Woodman over carefully and then answered that they thought they 

could mend him so he would be as good as ever. So they set to work in one of the big yellow 

rooms of the castle and worked for three days and four nights, hammering and twisting and 

bending and soldering and polishing and pounding at the legs and body and head of the Tin 

Woodman, until at last he was straightened out into his old form, and his joints worked as well as 

ever. To be sure, there were several patches on him, but the tinsmiths did a good job, and as the 

Woodman was not a vain man he did not mind the patches at all. 

 

When, at last, he walked into Dorothy's room and thanked her for rescuing him, he was so 

pleased that he wept tears of joy, and Dorothy had to wipe every tear carefully from his face with 

her apron, so his joints would not be rusted. At the same time her own tears fell thick and fast at 

the joy of meeting her old friend again, and these tears did not need to be wiped away. As for the 

Lion, he wiped his eyes so often with the tip of his tail that it became quite wet, and he was 

obliged to go out into the courtyard and hold it in the sun till it dried. 

 

"If only we had the Scarecrow with us again," said the Tin Woodman, when Dorothy had 

finished telling him everything that had happened, "I should be quite happy." 

 

"We must try to find him," said the girl. 

 

So she called the Winkies to help her, and they walked all that day and part of the next until they 

came to the tall tree in the branches of which the Winged Monkeys had tossed the Scarecrow's 

clothes. 

 

It was a very tall tree, and the trunk was so smooth that no one could climb it; but the Woodman 

said at once, "I'll chop it down, and then we can get the Scarecrow's clothes." 

 

Now while the tinsmiths had been at work mending the Woodman himself, another of the 

Winkies, who was a goldsmith, had made an axe-handle of solid gold and fitted it to the 

Woodman's axe, instead of the old broken handle. Others polished the blade until all the rust was 

removed and it glistened like burnished silver. 

As soon as he had spoken, the Tin Woodman began to chop, and in a short time the tree fell over 

with a crash, whereupon the Scarecrow's clothes fell out of the branches and rolled off on the 

ground. 

 

Dorothy picked them up and had the Winkies carry them back to the castle, where they were 

stuffed with nice, clean straw; and behold! here was the Scarecrow, as good as ever, thanking 

them over and over again for saving him. 
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Now that they were reunited, Dorothy and her friends spent a 

few happy days at the Yellow Castle, where they found 

everything they needed to make them comfortable. 

 

But one day the girl thought of Aunt Em, and said, "We must 

go back to Oz, and claim his promise." 

 

"Yes," said the Woodman, "at last I shall get my heart." 

 

"And I shall get my brains," added the Scarecrow joyfully. 

 

"And I shall get my courage," said the Lion thoughtfully. 

 

"And I shall get back to Kansas," cried Dorothy, clapping her hands. "Oh, let us start for the 

Emerald City tomorrow!" 

 

This they decided to do. The next day they called the Winkies together and bade them goodbye. 

The Winkies were sorry to have them go, and they had grown so fond of the Tin Woodman that 

they begged him to stay and rule over them and the Yellow Land of the West. Finding they were 

determined to go, the Winkies gave Toto and the Lion each a golden collar; and to Dorothy they 

presented a beautiful bracelet studded with diamonds; and to the Scarecrow they gave a gold-

headed walking stick, to keep him from stumbling; and to the Tin Woodman they offered a silver 

oil-can, inlaid with gold and set with precious jewels. 

 

Every one of the travelers made the Winkies a pretty speech in return, and all shook hands with 

them until their arms ached. 

 

Dorothy went to the Witch's cupboard to fill her basket with food for the journey, and there she 

saw the Golden Cap. She tried it on her own head and found that it fitted her exactly. She did not 

know anything about the charm of the Golden Cap, but she saw that it was pretty, so she made 

up her mind to wear it and carry her sunbonnet in the basket. 

 

Then, being prepared for the journey, they all started for the Emerald City; and the Winkies gave 

them three cheers and many good wishes to carry with them. 

 

Chapter 14: The Winged Monkeys 
 

You will remember there was no road--not even a pathway--between the castle of the Wicked 

Witch and the Emerald City. When the four travelers went in search of the Witch she had seen 

them coming, and so sent the Winged Monkeys to bring them to her. It was much harder to find 

their way back through the big fields of buttercups and yellow daisies than it was being carried. 

They knew, of course, they must go straight east, toward the rising sun; and they started off in 

the right way. But at noon, when the sun was over their heads, they did not know which was east 
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and which was west, and that was the reason they were lost in the great fields. They kept on 

walking, however, and at night the moon came out and shone brightly. So they lay down among 

the sweet smelling yellow flowers and slept soundly until morning--all but the Scarecrow and the 

Tin Woodman. 

 

The next morning the sun was behind a cloud, but they started on, as if they were quite sure 

which way they were going. 

 

"If we walk far enough," said Dorothy, "I am sure we shall sometime come to some place." 

 

But day by day passed away, and they still saw nothing before them but the scarlet fields. The 

Scarecrow began to grumble a bit. 

 

"We have surely lost our way," he said, "and unless we find it again in time to reach the Emerald 

City, I shall never get my brains." 

 

"Nor I my heart," declared the Tin Woodman. "It seems to me I can scarcely wait till I get to Oz, 

and you must admit this is a very long journey." 

 

"You see," said the Cowardly Lion, with a whimper, "I haven't the courage to keep tramping 

forever, without getting anywhere at all." 

 

Then Dorothy lost heart. She sat down on the grass and looked at her companions, and they sat 

down and looked at her, and Toto found that for the first time in his life he was too tired to chase 

a butterfly that flew past his head. So he put out his tongue and panted and looked at Dorothy as 

if to ask what they should do next. 

 

"Suppose we call the field mice," she suggested. "They could probably tell us the way to the 

Emerald City." 

 

"To be sure they could," cried the Scarecrow. "Why didn't we think of that before?" 

 

Dorothy blew the little whistle she had always carried about her neck since the Queen of the 

Mice had given it to her. In a few minutes they heard the pattering of tiny feet, and many of the 

small gray mice came running up to her. Among them was the Queen herself, who asked, in her 

squeaky little voice: 

 

"What can I do for my friends?" 

 

"We have lost our way," said Dorothy. "Can you tell us where the Emerald City is?" 

 

"Certainly," answered the Queen; "but it is a great way off, for you have had it at your backs all 

this time." Then she noticed Dorothy's Golden Cap, and said, "Why don't you use the charm of 
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the Cap, and call the Winged Monkeys to you? They will carry you to the City of Oz in less than 

an hour." 

 

"I didn't know there was a charm," answered Dorothy, in surprise. "What is it?" 

 

"It is written inside the Golden Cap," replied the Queen of the Mice. "But if you are going to call 

the Winged Monkeys we must run away, for they are full of mischief and think it great fun to 

plague us." 

 

"Won't they hurt me?" asked the girl anxiously. 

 

"Oh, no. They must obey the wearer of the Cap. Goodbye!" And she scampered out of sight, 

with all the mice hurrying after her. 

 

Dorothy looked inside the Golden Cap and saw some words written upon the lining. These, she 

thought, must be the charm, so she read the directions carefully and put the Cap upon her head. 

 

"Ep-pe, pep-pe, kak-ke!" she said, standing on her left foot. 

 

"What did you say?" asked the Scarecrow, who did not know what she was doing. 

 

"Hil-lo, hol-lo, hel-lo!" Dorothy went on, 

standing this time on her right foot. 

 

"Hello!" replied the Tin Woodman calmly. 

 

"Ziz-zy, zuz-zy, zik!" said Dorothy, who was 

now standing on both feet. This ended the 

saying of the charm, and they heard a great chattering and flapping of wings, as the band of 

Winged Monkeys flew up to them. 

 

The King bowed low before Dorothy, and asked, "What is your command?" 

 

"We wish to go to the Emerald City," said the child, "and we have lost our way." 

"We will carry you," replied the King, and no sooner had he spoken than two of the Monkeys 

caught Dorothy in their arms and flew away with her. Others took the Scarecrow and the 

Woodman and the Lion, and one little Monkey seized Toto and flew after them, although the dog 

tried hard to bite him. 

 

The Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman were rather frightened at first, for they remembered how 

badly the Winged Monkeys had treated them before; but they saw that no harm was intended, so 

they rode through the air quite cheerfully, and had a fine time looking at the pretty gardens and 

woods far below them. 
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Dorothy found herself riding easily between two of the biggest Monkeys, one of them the King 

himself. They had made a chair of their hands and were careful not to hurt her. 

 

"Why do you have to obey the charm of the Golden Cap?" she asked. 

 

"That is a long story," answered the King, with a winged laugh; "but as we have a long journey 

before us, I will pass the time by telling you about it, if you wish." 

 

"I shall be glad to hear it," she replied. 

 

"Once," began the leader, "we were a free people, living happily in the great forest, flying from 

tree to tree, eating nuts and fruit, and doing just as we pleased without calling anybody master. 

Perhaps some of us were rather too full of mischief at times, flying down to pull the tails of the 

animals that had no wings, chasing birds, and throwing nuts at the people who walked in the 

forest. But we were careless and happy and full of fun, and enjoyed every minute of the day. 

This was many years ago, long before Oz came out of the clouds to rule over this land. 

 

"There lived here then, away at the North, a beautiful princess, who was also a powerful 

sorceress. All her magic was used to help the people, and she was never known to hurt anyone 

who was good. Her name was Gayelette, and she lived in a handsome palace built from great 

blocks of ruby. Everyone loved her, but her greatest sorrow was that she could find no one to 

love in return, since all the men were much too stupid and ugly to mate with one so beautiful and 

wise. At last, however, she found a boy who was handsome and manly and wise beyond his 

years. Gayelette made up her mind that when he grew to be a man she would make him her 

husband, so she took him to her ruby palace and used all her magic powers to make him as 

strong and good and lovely as any woman could wish. When he grew to manhood, Quelala, as he 

was called, was said to be the best and wisest man in all the land, while his manly beauty was so 

great that Gayelette loved him dearly, and hastened to make everything ready for the wedding. 

 

"My grandfather was at that time the King of the Winged Monkeys which lived in the forest near 

Gayelette's palace, and the old fellow loved a joke better than a good dinner. One day, just before 

the wedding, my grandfather was flying out with his band when he saw Quelala walking beside 

the river. He was dressed in a rich costume of pink silk and purple velvet, and my grandfather 

thought he would see what he could do. At his word the band flew down and seized Quelala, 

carried him in their arms until they were over the middle of the river, and then dropped him into 

the water. 

 

"'Swim out, my fine fellow,' cried my grandfather, 'and see if the water has spotted your clothes.' 

Quelala was much too wise not to swim, and he was not in the least spoiled by all his good 

fortune. He laughed, when he came to the top of the water, and swam in to shore. But when 

Gayelette came running out to him she found his silks and velvet all ruined by the river. 
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"The princess was angry, and she knew, of course, who did it. She had all the Winged Monkeys 

brought before her, and she said at first that their wings should be tied and they should be treated 

as they had treated Quelala, and dropped in the river. But my grandfather pleaded hard, for he 

knew the Monkeys would drown in the river with their wings tied, and Quelala said a kind word 

for them also; so that Gayelette finally spared them, on condition that the Winged Monkeys 

should ever after do three times the bidding of the owner of the Golden Cap. This Cap had been 

made for a wedding present to Quelala, and it is said to have cost the princess half her kingdom. 

Of course my grandfather and all the other Monkeys at once agreed to the condition, and that is 

how it happens that we are three times the slaves of the owner of the Golden Cap, whosoever he 

may be." 

 

"And what became of them?" asked Dorothy, who had been greatly interested in the story. 

 

"Quelala being the first owner of the Golden Cap," replied the Monkey, "he was the first to lay 

his wishes upon us. As his bride could not bear the sight of us, he called us all to him in the 

forest after he had married her and ordered us always to keep where she could never again set 

eyes on a Winged Monkey, which we were glad to do, for we were all afraid of her. 

 

"That was all we ever had to do until the Golden Cap fell into the hands of the Wicked Witch of 

the West, who made us enslave the Winkies, and afterward drive Oz himself out 

of the Land of the West. Now the Golden Cap is yours, and three times you have 

the right to lay your wishes upon us." 

 

As the Monkey King finished his story Dorothy looked down and saw the green, 

shining walls of the Emerald City before them. She wondered at the rapid flight 

of the Monkeys, but was glad the journey was over. The strange creatures set the travelers down 

carefully before the gate of the City, the King bowed low to Dorothy, and then flew swiftly 

away, followed by all his band. 

 

"That was a good ride," said the little girl. 

 

"Yes, and a quick way out of our troubles," replied the Lion. "How lucky it was you brought 

away that wonderful Cap!" 

 

Chapter 15: The Discovery of Oz, the Terrible 
 

The four travelers walked up to the great gate of Emerald City and rang the bell. After ringing 

several times, it was opened by the same Guardian of the Gates they had met before. 

 

"What! are you back again?" he asked, in surprise. 

 

"Do you not see us?" answered the Scarecrow. 
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"But I thought you had gone to visit the Wicked Witch of the West." 

 

"We did visit her," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"And she let you go again?" asked the man, in wonder. 

 

"She could not help it, for she is melted," explained the Scarecrow. 

 

"Melted! Well, that is good news, indeed," said the man. "Who melted her?" 

 

"It was Dorothy," said the Lion gravely. 

 

"Good gracious!" exclaimed the man, and he bowed very low indeed before her. 

 

Then he led them into his little room and locked the spectacles from the great box on all their 

eyes, just as he had done before. Afterward they passed on through the gate into the Emerald 

City. When the people heard from the Guardian of the Gates that Dorothy had melted the 

Wicked Witch of the West, they all gathered around the travelers and followed them in a great 

crowd to the Palace of Oz. 

 

The soldier with the green whiskers was still on guard before the door, but he let them in at once, 

and they were again met by the beautiful green girl, who showed each of them to their old rooms 

at once, so they might rest until the Great Oz was ready to receive them. 

 

The soldier had the news carried straight to Oz that Dorothy and the other travelers had come 

back again, after destroying the Wicked Witch; but Oz made no reply. They thought the Great 

Wizard would send for them at once, but he did not. They had no word from him the next day, 

nor the next, nor the next. The waiting was tiresome and wearing, and at last they grew vexed 

that Oz should treat them in so poor a fashion, after sending them to undergo hardships and 

slavery. So the Scarecrow at last asked the green girl to take another message to Oz, saying if he 

did not let them in to see him at once they would call the Winged Monkeys to help them, and 

find out whether he kept his promises or not. When the Wizard was given this message he was so 

frightened that he sent word for them to come to the Throne Room at four minutes after nine 

o'clock the next morning. He had once met the Winged Monkeys in the Land of the West, and he 

did not wish to meet them again. 

 

The four travelers passed a sleepless night, each thinking of the gift Oz had promised to bestow 

on him. Dorothy fell asleep only once, and then she dreamed she was in Kansas, where Aunt Em 

was telling her how glad she was to have her little girl at home again. 

 

Promptly at nine o'clock the next morning the green-whiskered soldier came to them, and four 

minutes later they all went into the Throne Room of the Great Oz. 

 

Of course each one of them expected to see the Wizard in the shape he had taken before, and all 

were greatly surprised when they looked about and saw no one at all in the room. They kept 
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close to the door and closer to one another, for the stillness of the empty room was more dreadful 

than any of the forms they had seen Oz take. 

 

Presently they heard a solemn Voice, that seemed to come from somewhere near the top of the 

great dome, and it said: 

 

"I am Oz, the Great and Terrible. Why do you seek me?" 

 

They looked again in every part of the room, and then, seeing no one, Dorothy asked, "Where are 

you?" 

 

"I am everywhere," answered the Voice, "but to the eyes of common mortals I am invisible. I 

will now seat myself upon my throne, that you may converse with me." Indeed, the Voice 

seemed just then to come straight from the throne itself; so they walked toward it and stood in a 

row while Dorothy said: 

 

"We have come to claim our promise, O Oz." 

 

"What promise?" asked Oz. 

 

"You promised to send me back to Kansas when the Wicked Witch was destroyed," said the little 

girl. 

 

"And you promised to give me brains," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"And you promised to give me a heart," said the Tin Woodman. 

 

"And you promised to give me courage," said the Cowardly Lion. 

 

"Is the Wicked Witch really destroyed?" asked the Voice, and Dorothy thought it trembled a 

little. 

 

"Yes," she answered, "I melted her with a bucket of water." 

 

"Dear me," said the Voice, "how sudden! Well, come to me tomorrow, for I must have time to 

think it over." 

 

"You've had plenty of time already," said the Tin Woodman angrily. 

 

"We shan't wait a day longer," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"You must keep your promises to us!" exclaimed Dorothy. 

 

The Lion thought it might be as well to frighten the Wizard, so he gave a large, loud roar, which 

was so fierce and dreadful that Toto jumped away from him in alarm and tipped over the screen 

that stood in a corner. As it fell with a crash they looked that way, and the next moment all of 
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them were filled with wonder. For they saw, standing in just the spot the screen had hidden, a 

little old man, with a bald head and a wrinkled face, who seemed to be as much surprised as they 

were. The Tin Woodman, raising his axe, rushed toward the little man and cried out, "Who are 

you?" 

 

"I am Oz, the Great and Terrible," said the little man, in a 

trembling voice. "But don't strike me--please don't--and I'll 

do anything you want me to." 

 

Our friends looked at him in surprise and dismay. 

 

"I thought Oz was a great Head," said Dorothy. 

 

"And I thought Oz was a lovely Lady," said the 

Scarecrow. 

 

"And I thought Oz was a terrible Beast," said the Tin Woodman. 

 

"And I thought Oz was a Ball of Fire," exclaimed the Lion. 

 

"No, you are all wrong," said the little man meekly. "I have been making believe." 

 

"Making believe!" cried Dorothy. "Are you not a Great Wizard?" 

 

"Hush, my dear," he said. "Don't speak so loud, or you will be overheard--and I should be ruined. 

I'm supposed to be a Great Wizard." 

 

"And aren't you?" she asked. 

 

"Not a bit of it, my dear; I'm just a common man." 

 

"You're more than that," said the Scarecrow, in a grieved tone; "you're a humbug." 

 

"Exactly so!" declared the little man, rubbing his hands together as if it pleased him. "I am a 

humbug." 

 

"But this is terrible," said the Tin Woodman. "How shall I ever get my heart?" 

"Or my courage?" asked the Lion. 

 

"Or my brains?" wailed the Scarecrow, wiping the tears from his eyes with his coat sleeve. 

 

"My dear friends," said Oz, "I pray you not to speak of these little things. Think of me, and the 

terrible trouble I'm in at being found out." 

 

"Doesn't anyone else know you're a humbug?" asked Dorothy. 
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"No one knows it but you four--and myself," replied Oz. "I have fooled everyone so long that I 

thought I should never be found out. It was a great mistake my ever letting you into the Throne 

Room. Usually I will not see even my subjects, and so they believe I am something terrible." 

 

"But, I don't understand," said Dorothy, in bewilderment. "How was it that you appeared to me 

as a great Head?" 

 

"That was one of my tricks," answered Oz. "Step this way, please, and I will tell you all about 

it." 

 

He led the way to a small chamber in the rear of the Throne Room, and they all followed him. He 

pointed to one corner, in which lay the great Head, made out of many thicknesses of paper, and a 

carefully painted face. 

 

"This I hung from the ceiling by a wire," said Oz. "I stood behind the screen and pulled a thread, 

to make the eyes move and the mouth open." 

 

"But how about the voice?" she inquired. 

 

"Oh, I am a ventriloquist," said the little man. "I can throw the sound of my voice wherever I 

wish, so that you thought it was coming out of the Head. Here are the other things I used to 

deceive you." He showed the Scarecrow the dress and the mask he had worn when he seemed to 

be the lovely Lady. And the Tin Woodman saw that his terrible Beast was nothing but a lot of 

skins, sewn together, with slats to keep their sides out. As for the Ball of Fire, the false Wizard 

had hung that also from the ceiling. It was really a ball of cotton, but when oil was poured upon 

it the ball burned fiercely. 

 

"Really," said the Scarecrow, "you ought to be ashamed of yourself for being such a humbug." 

 

"I am--I certainly am," answered the little man sorrowfully; "but it was the only thing I could do. 

Sit down, please, there are plenty of chairs; and I will tell you my story." 

 

So they sat down and listened while he told the following tale. 

 

"I was born in Omaha--" 

 

"Why, that isn't very far from Kansas!" cried Dorothy. 
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"No, but it's farther from here," he said, shaking his head at her sadly. "When I grew up I became 

a ventriloquist, and at that I was very well trained by a great master. I can imitate any kind of a 

bird or beast." Here he mewed so like a kitten that Toto pricked 

up his ears and looked everywhere to see where she was. "After a 

time," continued Oz, "I tired of that, and became a balloonist." 

 

"What is that?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"A man who goes up in a balloon on circus day, so as to draw a 

crowd of people together and get them to pay to see the circus." 

 

"Oh," she said, "I know." 

 

"Well, one day I went up in a balloon and the ropes got twisted, so 

that I couldn't come down again. It went way up above the clouds, 

so far that a current of air struck it and carried it many, many 

miles away. For a day and a night I traveled through the air, and on the morning of the second 

day I awoke and found the balloon floating over a strange and beautiful country. 

 

"It came down gradually, and I was not hurt a bit. But I found myself in the midst of a strange 

people, who, seeing me come down from the clouds, thought I was a great Wizard. Of course I 

let them think so, because they were afraid of me, and promised to do anything I wished them to. 

 

"Just to amuse myself, and keep the good people busy, I ordered them to build this City, and my 

Palace; and they did it all willingly and well. Then I thought, as the country was so green and 

beautiful, I would call it the Emerald City; and to make the name fit better I put green spectacles 

on all the people, so that everything they saw was green." 

 

"But isn't everything here green?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"No more than in any other city," replied Oz; "but when you wear green spectacles, why of 

course everything you see looks green to you. The Emerald City was built a great many years 

ago, for I was a young man when the balloon brought me here, and I am a very old man now. But 

my people have worn green glasses on their eyes so long that most of them think it really is an 

Emerald City, and it certainly is a beautiful place, abounding in jewels and precious metals, and 

every good thing that is needed to make one happy. I have been good to the people, and they like 

me; but ever since this Palace was built, I have shut myself up and would not see any of them. 

 

"One of my greatest fears was the Witches, for while I had no magical powers at all I soon found 

out that the Witches were really able to do wonderful things. There were four of them in this 

country, and they ruled the people who live in the North and South and East and West. 

Fortunately, the Witches of the North and South were good, and I knew they would do me no 

harm; but the Witches of the East and West were terribly wicked, and had they not thought I was 

more powerful than they themselves, they would surely have destroyed me. As it was, I lived in 

deadly fear of them for many years; so you can imagine how pleased I was when I heard your 

house had fallen on the Wicked Witch of the East. When you came to me, I was willing to 
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promise anything if you would only do away with the other Witch; but, now that you have 

melted her, I am ashamed to say that I cannot keep my promises." 

 

"I think you are a very bad man," said Dorothy. 

 

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

 

"Can't you give me brains?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

"You don't need them. You are learning something every day. A baby has brains, but it doesn't 

know much. Experience is the only thing that brings knowledge, and the longer you are on earth 

the more experience you are sure to get." 

 

"That may all be true," said the Scarecrow, "but I shall be very unhappy unless you give me 

brains." 

 

The false Wizard looked at him carefully. 

 

"Well," he said with a sigh, "I'm not much of a magician, as I said; but if you will come to me 

tomorrow morning, I will stuff your head with brains. I cannot tell you how to use them, 

however; you must find that out for yourself." 

 

"Oh, thank you--thank you!" cried the Scarecrow. "I'll find a way to use them, never fear!" 

 

"But how about my courage?" asked the Lion anxiously. 

 

"You have plenty of courage, I am sure," answered Oz. "All you need is confidence in yourself. 

There is no living thing that is not afraid when it faces danger. The True courage is in facing 

danger when you are afraid, and that kind of courage you have in plenty." 

 

"Perhaps I have, but I'm scared just the same," said the Lion. "I shall really be very unhappy 

unless you give me the sort of courage that makes one forget he is afraid." 

 

"Very well, I will give you that sort of courage tomorrow," replied Oz. 

 

"How about my heart?" asked the Tin Woodman. 

 

"Why, as for that," answered Oz, "I think you are wrong to want a heart. It makes most people 

unhappy. If you only knew it, you are in luck not to have a heart." 

 

"That must be a matter of opinion," said the Tin Woodman. "For my part, I will bear all the 

unhappiness without a murmur, if you will give me the heart." 

 

"Very well," answered Oz meekly. "Come to me tomorrow and you shall have a heart. I have 

played Wizard for so many years that I may as well continue the part a little longer." 
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"And now," said Dorothy, "how am I to get back to Kansas?" 

 

"We'll have to think about that," replied the little man. "Give me two or three days to consider 

the matter and I'll try to find a way to carry you over the desert. In the meantime you shall all be 

treated as my guests, and while you live in the Palace my people will wait upon you and obey 

your slightest wish. There is only one thing I ask in return for my help--such as it is. You must 

keep my secret and tell no one I am a humbug." 

 

They agreed to say nothing of what they had learned, and went back to their rooms in high 

spirits. Even Dorothy had hope that "The Great and Terrible Humbug," as she called him, would 

find a way to send her back to Kansas, and if he did she was willing to forgive him everything. 

 

Chapter 16: The Magic Art of the Great Humbug 
 

Next morning the Scarecrow said to his friends: 

 

"Congratulate me. I am going to Oz to get my brains at last. When I return I shall be as other 

men are." 

 

"I have always liked you as you were," said Dorothy simply. 

 

"It is kind of you to like a Scarecrow," he replied. "But surely you will think more of me when 

you hear the splendid thoughts my new brain is going to turn out." Then he said goodbye to them 

all in a cheerful voice and went to the Throne Room, where he rapped upon the door. 

 

"Come in," said Oz. 

 

The Scarecrow went in and found the little man sitting 

down by the window, engaged in deep thought. 

 

"I have come for my brains," remarked the Scarecrow, a 

little uneasily. 

 

"Oh, yes; sit down in that chair, please," replied Oz. "You must excuse me for taking your head 

off, but I shall have to do it in order to put your brains in their proper place." 

 

"That's all right," said the Scarecrow. "You are quite welcome to take my head off, as long as it 

will be a better one when you put it on again." 

 

So the Wizard unfastened his head and emptied out the straw. Then he entered the back room 

and took up a measure of bran, which he mixed with a great many pins and needles. Having 

shaken them together thoroughly, he filled the top of the Scarecrow's head with the mixture and 

stuffed the rest of the space with straw, to hold it in place. 

 

When he had fastened the Scarecrow's head on his body again he said to him, "Hereafter you will 

be a great man, for I have given you a lot of bran-new brains." 
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The Scarecrow was both pleased and proud at the fulfillment of his greatest wish, and having 

thanked Oz warmly he went back to his friends. 

 

Dorothy looked at him curiously. His head was quite bulged out at the top with his brains. 

 

"How do you feel?" she asked. 

 

"I feel wise indeed," he answered earnestly. "When I get used to my brains I shall know 

everything." 

 

"Why are those needles and pins sticking out of your head?" asked the Tin Woodman. 

 

"That is proof that he is sharp," remarked the Lion. 

 

"Well, I must go to Oz and get my heart," said the Woodman. So he walked to the Throne Room 

and knocked at the door. 

 

"Come in," called Oz, and the Woodman entered and said, "I have come for my heart." 

 

"Very well," answered the little man. "But I shall have to cut a hole in your breast, so I can put 

your heart in the right place. I hope it won't hurt you." 

 

"Oh, no," answered the Woodman. "I shall not feel it at all." 

 

So Oz brought a pair of tinsmith's shears and cut a small, square hole in the left side of the Tin 

Woodman's breast. Then, going to a chest of drawers, he took out a pretty heart, made entirely of 

silk and stuffed with sawdust. 

 

"Isn't it a beauty?" he asked. 

 

"It is, indeed!" replied the Woodman, who was greatly pleased. "But is it a kind heart?" 

 

"Oh, very!" answered Oz. He put the heart in the Woodman's breast and then replaced the square 

of tin, soldering it neatly together where it had been cut. 

 

"There," he said; "now you have a heart that any man might be proud of. I'm sorry I had to put a 

patch on your breast, but it really couldn't be helped." 

 

"Never mind the patch," exclaimed the happy Woodman. "I am very grateful to you, and shall 

never forget your kindness." 

 

"Don't speak of it," replied Oz. 

 

Then the Tin Woodman went back to his friends, who wished him every joy on account of his 

good fortune. 
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The Lion now walked to the Throne Room and knocked at the door. 

 

"Come in," said Oz. 

 

"I have come for my courage," announced the Lion, entering the room. 

 

"Very well," answered the little man; "I will get it for you." 

 

He went to a cupboard and reaching up to a high shelf took down a square green bottle, the 

contents of which he poured into a green-gold dish, beautifully carved. Placing this before the 

Cowardly Lion, who sniffed at it as if he did not like it, the 

Wizard said: 

 

"Drink." 

 

"What is it?" asked the Lion. 

 

"Well," answered Oz, "if it were inside of you, it would be 

courage. You know, of course, that courage is always inside one; so that this really cannot be 

called courage until you have swallowed it. Therefore I advise you to drink it as soon as 

possible." 

 

The Lion hesitated no longer, but drank till the dish was empty. 

 

"How do you feel now?" asked Oz. 

 

"Full of courage," replied the Lion, who went joyfully back to his friends to tell them of his good 

fortune. 

 

Oz, left to himself, smiled to think of his success in giving the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman 

and the Lion exactly what they thought they wanted. "How can I help being a humbug," he said, 

"when all these people make me do things that everybody knows can't be done? It was easy to 

make the Scarecrow and the Lion and the Woodman happy, because they imagined I could do 

anything. But it will take more than imagination to carry Dorothy back to Kansas, and I'm sure I 

don't know how it can be done." 

 

Chapter 17: How the Balloon was Launched 
 

For three days Dorothy heard nothing from Oz. These were sad days for the little girl, although 

her friends were all quite happy and contented. The Scarecrow told them there were wonderful 

thoughts in his head; but he would not say what they were because he knew no one could 

understand them but himself. When the Tin Woodman walked about he felt his heart rattling 

around in his breast; and he told Dorothy he had discovered it to be a kinder and more tender 

heart than the one he had owned when he was made of flesh. The Lion declared he was afraid of 

nothing on earth, and would gladly face an army or a dozen of the fierce Kalidahs. 
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Thus each of the little party was satisfied except Dorothy, who longed more than ever to get back 

to Kansas. 

 

On the fourth day, to her great joy, Oz sent for her, and when she entered the Throne Room he 

greeted her pleasantly: 

 

"Sit down, my dear; I think I have found the way to get you out of this country." 

 

"And back to Kansas?" she asked eagerly. 

 

"Well, I'm not sure about Kansas," said Oz, "for I haven't the faintest notion which way it lies. 

But the first thing to do is to cross the desert, and then it should be easy to find your way home." 

 

"How can I cross the desert?" she inquired. 

 

"Well, I'll tell you what I think," said the little man. "You see, when I came to this country it was 

in a balloon. You also came through the air, being carried by a cyclone. So I believe the best way 

to get across the desert will be through the air. Now, it is quite beyond my powers to make a 

cyclone; but I've been thinking the matter over, and I believe I can make a balloon." 

 

"How?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"A balloon," said Oz, "is made of silk, which is coated with glue to keep the gas in it. I have 

plenty of silk in the Palace, so it will be no trouble to make the balloon. But in all this country 

there is no gas to fill the balloon with, to make it float." 

 

"If it won't float," remarked Dorothy, "it will be of no use to us." 

 

"True," answered Oz. "But there is another way to make it float, 

which is to fill it with hot air. Hot air isn't as good as gas, for if 

the air should get cold the balloon would come down in the 

desert, and we should be lost." 

 

"We!" exclaimed the girl. "Are you going with me?" 

 

"Yes, of course," replied Oz. "I am tired of being such a humbug. If I should go out of this Palace 

my people would soon discover I am not a Wizard, and then they would be vexed with me for 

having deceived them. So I have to stay shut up in these rooms all day, and it gets tiresome. I'd 

much rather go back to Kansas with you and be in a circus again." 

 

"I shall be glad to have your company," said Dorothy. 
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"Thank you," he answered. "Now, if you will help me sew the silk together, we will begin to 

work on our balloon." 

 

So Dorothy took a needle and thread, and as fast as Oz cut the strips of silk into proper shape the 

girl sewed them neatly together. First there was a strip of light green silk, then a strip of dark 

green and then a strip of emerald green; for Oz had a fancy to make the balloon in different 

shades of the color about them. It took three days to sew all the strips together, but when it was 

finished they had a big bag of green silk more than twenty feet long. 

 

Then Oz painted it on the inside with a coat of thin glue, to make it airtight, after which he 

announced that the balloon was ready. 

 

"But we must have a basket to ride in," he said. So he sent the soldier with the green whiskers for 

a big clothes basket, which he fastened with many ropes to the bottom of the balloon. 

 

When it was all ready, Oz sent word to his people that he was going to make a visit to a great 

brother Wizard who lived in the clouds. The news spread rapidly throughout the city and 

everyone came to see the wonderful sight. 

 

Oz ordered the balloon carried out in front of the Palace, and the people gazed upon it with much 

curiosity. The Tin Woodman had chopped a big pile of wood, and now he made a fire of it, and 

Oz held the bottom of the balloon over the fire so that the hot air that arose from it would be 

caught in the silken bag. Gradually the balloon swelled out and rose into the air, until finally the 

basket just touched the ground. 

 

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

 

"I am now going away to make a visit. While I am gone the Scarecrow will rule over you. I 

command you to obey him as you would me." 

 

The balloon was by this time tugging hard at the rope that held it to the ground, for the air within 

it was hot, and this made it so much lighter in weight than the air without that it pulled hard to 

rise into the sky. 

 

"Come, Dorothy!" cried the Wizard. "Hurry up, or the balloon will fly away." 

 

"I can't find Toto anywhere," replied Dorothy, who did not wish to leave her little dog behind. 

Toto had run into the crowd to bark at a kitten, and Dorothy at last found him. She picked him up 

and ran towards the balloon. 

 

She was within a few steps of it, and Oz was holding out his hands to help her into the basket, 

when, crack! went the ropes, and the balloon rose into the air without her. 
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"Come back!" she screamed. "I want to go, too!" 

 

"I can't come back, my dear," called Oz from the basket. "Goodbye!" 

 

"Goodbye!" shouted everyone, and all eyes were turned upward to where the Wizard was riding 

in the basket, rising every moment farther and farther into the sky. 

 

And that was the last any of them ever saw of Oz, the Wonderful Wizard, though he may have 

reached Omaha safely, and be there now, for all we know. But the people remembered him 

lovingly, and said to one another: 

 

"Oz was always our friend. When he was here he built for us this beautiful Emerald City, and 

now he is gone he has left the Wise Scarecrow to rule over us." 

 

Still, for many days they grieved over the loss of the Wonderful Wizard, and would not be 

comforted. 

 

Chapter 18: Away to the South 
 

Dorothy wept bitterly at the passing of her hope to get home to Kansas again; but when she 

thought it all over she was glad she had not gone up in a balloon. And she also felt sorry at losing 

Oz, and so did her companions. 

 

The Tin Woodman came to her and said: 

 

"Truly I should be ungrateful if I failed to mourn for the man who gave me my lovely heart. I 

should like to cry a little because Oz is gone, if you will kindly wipe away my tears, so that I 

shall not rust." 

 

"With pleasure," she answered, and brought a towel at once. Then the Tin Woodman wept for 

several minutes, and she watched the tears carefully and wiped them away with the towel. When 

he had finished, he thanked her kindly and oiled himself thoroughly with his jeweled oil-can, to 

guard against mishap. 

 

The Scarecrow was now the ruler of the Emerald City, and although he was not a Wizard the 

people were proud of him. "For," they said, "there is not another city in all the world that is ruled 

by a stuffed man." And, so far as they knew, they were quite right. 

 

The morning after the balloon had gone up with Oz, the four travelers met in the Throne Room 

and talked matters over. The Scarecrow sat in the big throne and the others stood respectfully 

before him. 
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"We are not so unlucky," said the new ruler, "for this Palace and the Emerald City belong to us, 

and we can do just as we please. When I remember that a short time ago I was up on a pole in a 

farmer's cornfield, and that now I am the ruler of this beautiful City, I am quite satisfied with my 

lot." 

 

"I also," said the Tin Woodman, "am well-pleased with my new heart; and, really, that was the 

only thing I wished in all the world." 

 

"For my part, I am content in knowing I am as brave as any beast that ever lived, if not braver," 

said the Lion modestly. 

 

"If Dorothy would only be contented to live in the Emerald City," continued the Scarecrow, "we 

might all be happy together." 

 

"But I don't want to live here," cried Dorothy. "I want to go to Kansas, and live with Aunt Em 

and Uncle Henry." 

 

"Well, then, what can be done?" inquired the Woodman. 

 

The Scarecrow decided to think, and he thought so hard that the pins and needles began to stick 

out of his brains. Finally he said: 

 

"Why not call the Winged Monkeys, and ask them to carry you over the desert?" 

 

"I never thought of that!" said Dorothy joyfully. "It's just the thing. I'll go at once for the Golden 

Cap." 

 

When she brought it into the Throne Room she spoke the magic words, and soon the band of 

Winged Monkeys flew in through the open window and stood beside her. 

 

"This is the second time you have called us," said the Monkey King, 

bowing before the little girl. "What do you wish?" 

 

"I want you to fly with me to Kansas," said Dorothy. 

 

But the Monkey King shook his head. 

 

"That cannot be done," he said. "We belong to this country alone, and cannot leave it. There has 

never been a Winged Monkey in Kansas yet, and I suppose there never will be, for they don't 

belong there. We shall be glad to serve you in any way in our power, but we cannot cross the 

desert. Goodbye." 
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And with another bow, the Monkey King spread his wings and flew away through the window, 

followed by all his band. 

 

Dorothy was ready to cry with disappointment. "I have wasted the charm of the Golden Cap to 

no purpose," she said, "for the Winged Monkeys cannot help me." 

 

"It is certainly too bad!" said the tender-hearted Woodman. 

 

The Scarecrow was thinking again, and his head bulged out so horribly that Dorothy feared it 

would burst. 

 

"Let us call in the soldier with the green whiskers," he said, "and ask his advice." 

 

So the soldier was summoned and entered the Throne Room timidly, for while Oz was alive he 

never was allowed to come farther than the door. 

 

"This little girl," said the Scarecrow to the soldier, "wishes to cross the desert. How can she do 

so?" 

 

"I cannot tell," answered the soldier, "for nobody has ever crossed the desert, unless it is Oz 

himself." 

 

"Is there no one who can help me?" asked Dorothy earnestly. 

 

"Glinda might," he suggested. 

 

"Who is Glinda?" inquired the Scarecrow. 

 

"The Witch of the South. She is the most powerful of all the Witches, and rules over the 

Quadlings. Besides, her castle stands on the edge of the desert, so she may know a way to cross 

it." 

 

"Glinda is a Good Witch, isn't she?" asked the child. 

 

"The Quadlings think she is good," said the soldier, "and she is kind to everyone. I have heard 

that Glinda is a beautiful woman, who knows how to keep young in spite of the many years she 

has lived." 

 

"How can I get to her castle?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"The road is straight to the South," he answered, "but it is said to be full of dangers to travelers. 

There are wild beasts in the woods, and a race of queer men who do not like strangers to cross 

their country. For this reason none of the Quadlings ever come to the Emerald City." 
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The soldier then left them and the Scarecrow said: 

 

"It seems, in spite of dangers, that the best thing Dorothy can do is to travel to the Land of the 

South and ask Glinda to help her. For, of course, if Dorothy stays here she will never get back to 

Kansas." 

 

"You must have been thinking again," remarked the Tin Woodman. 

 

"I have," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"I shall go with Dorothy," declared the Lion, "for I am tired of your city and long for the woods 

and the country again. I am really a wild beast, you know. Besides, Dorothy will need someone 

to protect her." 

 

"That is true," agreed the Woodman. "My axe may be of service to her; so I also will go with her 

to the Land of the South." 

 

"When shall we start?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

"Are you going?" they asked, in surprise. 

 

"Certainly. If it wasn't for Dorothy I should never have had brains. She lifted me from the pole in 

the cornfield and brought me to the Emerald City. So my good luck is all due to her, and I shall 

never leave her until she starts back to Kansas for good and all." 

 

"Thank you," said Dorothy gratefully. "You are all very kind to me. But I should like to start as 

soon as possible." 

 

"We shall go tomorrow morning," returned the Scarecrow. "So now let us all get ready, for it will 

be a long journey." 

 

Chapter 19: Attacked by the Fighting Trees 
 

The next morning Dorothy kissed the pretty green girl goodbye, and they all shook hands with 

the soldier with the green whiskers, who had walked with them as far as the gate. When the 

Guardian of the Gate saw them again he wondered greatly that they could leave the beautiful 

City to get into new trouble. But he at once unlocked their spectacles, which he put back into the 

green box, and gave them many good wishes to carry with them. 

 

"You are now our ruler," he said to the Scarecrow; "so you must come back to us as soon as 

possible." 
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"I certainly shall if I am able," the Scarecrow replied; "but I must help Dorothy to get home, 

first." 

 

As Dorothy bade the good-natured Guardian a last farewell she said: 

 

"I have been very kindly treated in your lovely City, and everyone has been good to me. I cannot 

tell you how grateful I am." 

 

"Don't try, my dear," he answered. "We should like to keep you with us, but if it is your wish to 

return to Kansas, I hope you will find a way." He then opened the gate of the outer wall, and they 

walked forth and started upon their journey. 

 

The sun shone brightly as our friends turned their faces toward the Land of the South. They were 

all in the best of spirits, and laughed and chatted together. Dorothy was once more filled with the 

hope of getting home, and the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman were glad to be of use to her. As 

for the Lion, he sniffed the fresh air with delight and whisked his tail from side to side in pure 

joy at being in the country again, while Toto ran around them and chased the moths and 

butterflies, barking merrily all the time. 

 

"City life does not agree with me at all," remarked the Lion, as they walked along at a brisk pace. 

"I have lost much flesh since I lived there, and now I am anxious for a chance to show the other 

beasts how courageous I have grown." 

 

They now turned and took a last look at the Emerald City. All they could see was a mass of 

towers and steeples behind the green walls, and high up above everything the spires and dome of 

the Palace of Oz. 

 

"Oz was not such a bad Wizard, after all," said the Tin Woodman, as he felt his heart rattling 

around in his breast. 

 

"He knew how to give me brains, and very good brains, too," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"If Oz had taken a dose of the same courage he gave me," added the Lion, "he would have been a 

brave man." 

 

Dorothy said nothing. Oz had not kept the promise he made her, but he had done his best, so she 

forgave him. As he said, he was a good man, even if he was a bad Wizard. 

 

The first day's journey was through the green fields and bright flowers that stretched about the 

Emerald City on every side. They slept that night on the grass, with nothing but the stars over 

them; and they rested very well indeed. 
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In the morning they traveled on until they came to a thick wood. There was no way of going 

around it, for it seemed to extend to the right and left as far as they could see; and, besides, they 

did not dare change the direction of their journey for fear of getting lost. So they looked for the 

place where it would be easiest to get into the forest. 

 

The Scarecrow, who was in the lead, finally discovered a big tree with such wide-spreading 

branches that there was room for the party to pass underneath. So he walked forward to the tree, 

but just as he came under the first branches they bent down and twined around him, and the next 

minute he was raised from the ground and flung headlong among his fellow travelers. 

 

This did not hurt the Scarecrow, but it surprised him, and he looked rather dizzy when Dorothy 

picked him up. 

 

"Here is another space between the trees," called the Lion. 

 

"Let me try it first," said the Scarecrow, "for it doesn't hurt me to get thrown about." He walked 

up to another tree, as he spoke, but its branches immediately seized him and tossed him back 

again. 

 

"This is strange," exclaimed Dorothy. "What shall we do?" 

 

"The trees seem to have made up their minds to fight us, and stop 

our journey," remarked the Lion. 

 

"I believe I will try it myself," said the Woodman, and shouldering 

his axe, he marched up to the first tree that had handled the 

Scarecrow so roughly. When a big branch bent down to seize him 

the Woodman chopped at it so fiercely that he cut it in two. At 

once the tree began shaking all its branches as if in pain, and the 

Tin Woodman passed safely under it. 

 

"Come on!" he shouted to the others. "Be quick!" They all ran forward and passed under the tree 

without injury, except Toto, who was caught by a small branch and shaken until he howled. But 

the Woodman promptly chopped off the branch and set the little dog free. 

 

The other trees of the forest did nothing to keep them back, so they made up their minds that 

only the first row of trees could bend down their branches, and that probably these were the 

policemen of the forest, and given this wonderful power in order to keep strangers out of it. 

 

The four travelers walked with ease through the trees until they came to the farther edge of the 

wood. Then, to their surprise, they found before them a high wall which seemed to be made of 

white china. It was smooth, like the surface of a dish, and higher than their heads. 
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"What shall we do now?" asked Dorothy. 

 

"I will make a ladder," said the Tin Woodman, "for we certainly must climb over the wall." 

 

Chapter 20: The Dainty China Country 
 

While the Woodman was making a ladder from wood which he found in the forest Dorothy lay 

down and slept, for she was tired by the long walk. The Lion also curled himself up to sleep and 

Toto lay beside him. 

 

The Scarecrow watched the Woodman while he worked, and said to him: 

 

"I cannot think why this wall is here, nor what it is made of." 

 

"Rest your brains and do not worry about the wall," replied the Woodman. "When we have 

climbed over it, we shall know what is on the other side." 

 

After a time the ladder was finished. It looked clumsy, but the Tin Woodman was sure it was 

strong and would answer their purpose. The Scarecrow waked Dorothy and the Lion and Toto, 

and told them that the ladder was ready. The Scarecrow climbed up the ladder first, but he was so 

awkward that Dorothy had to follow close behind and keep him from falling off. When he got his 

head over the top of the wall the Scarecrow said, "Oh, my!" 

 

"Go on," exclaimed Dorothy. 

 

So the Scarecrow climbed farther up and sat down on the top of the wall, and Dorothy put her 

head over and cried, "Oh, my!" just as the Scarecrow had done. 

 

Then Toto came up, and immediately began to bark, but Dorothy made him be still. 

 

The Lion climbed the ladder next, and the Tin Woodman came last; but both of them cried, "Oh, 

my!" as soon as they looked over the wall. When they were all sitting in a row on the top of the 

wall, they looked down and saw a strange sight. 

 

Before them was a great stretch of country having a floor as smooth and shining and white as the 

bottom of a big platter. Scattered around were many houses made entirely of china and painted in 

the brightest colors. These houses were quite small, the biggest of them reaching only as high as 

Dorothy's waist. There were also pretty little barns, with china fences around them; and many 

cows and sheep and horses and pigs and chickens, all made of china, were standing about in 

groups. 

 

But the strangest of all were the people who lived in this queer country. There were milkmaids 

and shepherdesses, with brightly colored bodices and golden spots all over their gowns; and 
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princesses with most gorgeous frocks of silver and gold and purple; and shepherds dressed in 

knee breeches with pink and yellow and blue stripes down them, and golden buckles on their 

shoes; and princes with jeweled crowns upon their heads, wearing ermine robes and satin 

doublets; and funny clowns in ruffled gowns, with round red spots upon their cheeks and tall, 

pointed caps. And, strangest of all, these people were all made of china, even to their clothes, and 

were so small that the tallest of them was no higher than Dorothy's knee. 

 

No one did so much as look at the travelers at first, except one little purple china dog with an 

extra-large head, which came to the wall and barked at them in a tiny voice, afterwards running 

away again. 

 

"How shall we get down?" asked Dorothy. 

 

They found the ladder so heavy they could not pull it up, so the Scarecrow fell off the wall and 

the others jumped down upon him so that the hard floor would not hurt their feet. Of course they 

took pains not to light on his head and get the pins in their feet. When all were safely down they 

picked up the Scarecrow, whose body was quite flattened out, and patted his straw into shape 

again. 

 

"We must cross this strange place in order to get to the other side," said Dorothy, "for it would be 

unwise for us to go any other way except due South." 

 

They began walking through the country of the china people, and the first thing they came to was 

a china milkmaid milking a china cow. As they drew near, the cow suddenly gave a kick and 

kicked over the stool, the pail, and even the milkmaid herself, and all fell on the china ground 

with a great clatter. 

 

Dorothy was shocked to see that the cow had broken her leg off, 

and that the pail was lying in several small pieces, while the poor 

milkmaid had a nick in her left elbow. 

 

"There!" cried the milkmaid angrily. "See what you have done! My 

cow has broken her leg, and I must take her to the mender's shop 

and have it glued on again. What do you mean by coming here and 

frightening my cow?" 

 

"I'm very sorry," returned Dorothy. "Please forgive us." 

 

But the pretty milkmaid was much too vexed to make any answer. She picked up the leg sulkily 

and led her cow away, the poor animal limping on three legs. As she left them the milkmaid cast 

many reproachful glances over her shoulder at the clumsy strangers, holding her nicked elbow 

close to her side. 
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Dorothy was quite grieved at this mishap. 

 

"We must be very careful here," said the kind-hearted Woodman, "or we may hurt these pretty 

little people so they will never get over it." 

 

A little farther on Dorothy met a most beautifully dressed young Princess, who stopped short as 

she saw the strangers and started to run away. 

 

Dorothy wanted to see more of the Princess, so she ran after her. But the china girl cried out: 

 

"Don't chase me! Don't chase me!" 

 

She had such a frightened little voice that Dorothy stopped and said, "Why not?" 

 

"Because," answered the Princess, also stopping, a safe distance away, "if I run I may fall down 

and break myself." 

 

"But could you not be mended?" asked the girl. 

 

"Oh, yes; but one is never so pretty after being mended, you know," replied the Princess. 

 

"I suppose not," said Dorothy. 

 

"Now there is Mr. Joker, one of our clowns," continued the china lady, "who is always trying to 

stand upon his head. He has broken himself so often that he is mended in a hundred places, and 

doesn't look at all pretty. Here he comes now, so you can see for yourself." 

 

Indeed, a jolly little clown came walking toward them, and Dorothy could see that in spite of his 

pretty clothes of red and yellow and green he was completely covered with cracks, running every 

which way and showing plainly that he had been mended in many places. 

 

The Clown put his hands in his pockets, and after puffing out his cheeks and nodding his head at 

them saucily, he said: 

 

 

"My lady fair, 

 

Why do you stare 

 

At poor old Mr. Joker? 

 

You're quite as stiff 
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And prim as if 

 

You'd eaten up a poker!" 

 

"Be quiet, sir!" said the Princess. "Can't you see these are strangers, and should be treated with 

respect?" 

 

"Well, that's respect, I expect," declared the Clown, and immediately stood upon his head. 

 

"Don't mind Mr. Joker," said the Princess to Dorothy. "He is considerably cracked in his head, 

and that makes him foolish." 

 

"Oh, I don't mind him a bit," said Dorothy. "But you are so beautiful," she continued, "that I am 

sure I could love you dearly. Won't you let me carry you back to Kansas, and stand you on Aunt 

Em's mantel? I could carry you in my basket." 

 

"That would make me very unhappy," answered the china Princess. "You see, here in our 

country we live contentedly, and can talk and move around as we please. But whenever any of us 

are taken away our joints at once stiffen, and we can only stand straight and look pretty. Of 

course that is all that is expected of us when we are on mantels and cabinets and drawing-room 

tables, but our lives are much pleasanter here in our own country." 

 

"I would not make you unhappy for all the world!" exclaimed Dorothy. "So I'll just say 

goodbye." 

 

"Goodbye," replied the Princess. 

 

They walked carefully through the china country. The little animals and all the people scampered 

out of their way, fearing the strangers would break them, and after an hour or so the travelers 

reached the other side of the country and came to another china wall. 

 

It was not so high as the first, however, and by standing upon the Lion's back they all managed to 

scramble to the top. Then the Lion gathered his legs under him and jumped on the wall; but just 

as he jumped, he upset a china church with his tail and smashed it all to pieces. 

 

"That was too bad," said Dorothy, "but really I think we were lucky in not doing these little 

people more harm than breaking a cow's leg and a church. They are all so brittle!" 

 

"They are, indeed," said the Scarecrow, "and I am thankful I am made of straw and cannot be 

easily damaged. There are worse things in the world than being a Scarecrow." 

 

Chapter 21: The Lion Becomes the King of Beasts 
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After climbing down from the china wall the travelers found themselves in a disagreeable 

country, full of bogs and marshes and covered with tall, rank grass. It was difficult to walk 

without falling into muddy holes, for the grass was so thick that it hid them from sight. However, 

by carefully picking their way, they got safely along until they reached solid ground. But here the 

country seemed wilder than ever, and after a long and tiresome walk through the underbrush they 

entered another forest, where the trees were bigger and older than any they had ever seen. 

 

"This forest is perfectly delightful," declared the Lion, looking around him with joy. "Never have 

I seen a more beautiful place." 

 

"It seems gloomy," said the Scarecrow. 

 

"Not a bit of it," answered the Lion. "I should like to live here all my life. See how soft the dried 

leaves are under your feet and how rich and green the moss is that clings to these old trees. 

Surely no wild beast could wish a pleasanter home." 

 

"Perhaps there are wild beasts in the forest now," said Dorothy. 

 

"I suppose there are," returned the Lion, "but I do not see any of them about." 

 

They walked through the forest until it became too dark to go any farther. Dorothy and Toto and 

the Lion lay down to sleep, while the Woodman and the Scarecrow kept watch over them as 

usual. 

 

When morning came, they started again. Before they had gone far they heard a low rumble, as of 

the growling of many wild animals. Toto whimpered a little, but none of the others was 

frightened, and they kept along the well-trodden path until they came to an opening in the wood, 

in which were gathered hundreds of beasts of every variety. There were tigers and elephants and 

bears and wolves and foxes and all the others in the natural history, and for a moment Dorothy 

was afraid. But the Lion explained that the animals were holding a meeting, and he judged by 

their snarling and growling that they were in great trouble. 

 

As he spoke several of the beasts caught sight of him, and at once the great 

assemblage hushed as if by magic. The biggest of the tigers came up to the 

Lion and bowed, saying: 

 

"Welcome, O King of Beasts! You have come in good time to fight our 

enemy and bring peace to all the animals of the forest once more." 

 

"What is your trouble?" asked the Lion quietly. 
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"We are all threatened," answered the tiger, "by a fierce enemy which has lately come into this 

forest. It is a most tremendous monster, like a great spider, with a body as big as an elephant and 

legs as long as a tree trunk. It has eight of these long legs, and as the monster crawls through the 

forest he seizes an animal with a leg and drags it to his mouth, where he eats it as a spider does a 

fly. Not one of us is safe while this fierce creature is alive, and we had called a meeting to decide 

how to take care of ourselves when you came among us." 

 

The Lion thought for a moment. 

 

"Are there any other lions in this forest?" he asked. 

 

"No; there were some, but the monster has eaten them all. And, besides, they were none of them 

nearly so large and brave as you." 

 

"If I put an end to your enemy, will you bow down to me and obey me as King of the Forest?" 

inquired the Lion. 

 

"We will do that gladly," returned the tiger; and all the other beasts roared with a mighty roar: 

"We will!" 

 

"Where is this great spider of yours now?" asked the Lion. 

 

"Yonder, among the oak trees," said the tiger, pointing with his forefoot. 

 

"Take good care of these friends of mine," said the Lion, "and I will go at once to fight the 

monster." 

 

He bade his comrades goodbye and marched proudly away to do battle with the enemy. 

 

The great spider was lying asleep when the Lion found him, and it looked so ugly that its foe 

turned up his nose in disgust. Its legs were quite as long as the tiger had said, and its body 

covered with coarse black hair. It had a great mouth, with a row of sharp teeth a foot long; but its 

head was joined to the pudgy body by a neck as slender as a wasp's waist. This gave the Lion a 

hint of the best way to attack the creature, and as he knew it was easier to fight it asleep than 

awake, he gave a great spring and landed directly upon the monster's back. Then, with one blow 

of his heavy paw, all armed with sharp claws, he knocked the spider's head from its body. 

Jumping down, he watched it until the long legs stopped wiggling, when he knew it was quite 

dead. 

 

The Lion went back to the opening where the beasts of the forest were waiting for him and said 

proudly: 

 

"You need fear your enemy no longer." 
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Then the beasts bowed down to the Lion as their King, and he promised to come back and rule 

over them as soon as Dorothy was safely on her way to Kansas. 

 

Chapter 22: The Country of the Quadlings 
 

The four travelers passed through the rest of the forest in safety, and when they came out from its 

gloom saw before them a steep hill, covered from top to bottom with great pieces of rock. 

 

"That will be a hard climb," said the Scarecrow, "but we must get over the hill, nevertheless." 

 

So he led the way and the others followed. They had nearly reached the first rock when they 

heard a rough voice cry out, "Keep back!" 

 

"Who are you?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

Then a head showed itself over the rock and the same voice said, "This hill 

belongs to us, and we don't allow anyone to cross it." 

 

"But we must cross it," said the Scarecrow. "We're going to the country of the 

Quadlings." 

 

"But you shall not!" replied the voice, and there stepped from behind the rock the strangest man 

the travelers had ever seen. 

 

He was quite short and stout and had a big head, which was flat at the top and supported by a 

thick neck full of wrinkles. But he had no arms at all, and, seeing this, the Scarecrow did not fear 

that so helpless a creature could prevent them from climbing the hill. So he said, "I'm sorry not to 

do as you wish, but we must pass over your hill whether you like it or not," and he walked boldly 

forward. 

 

As quick as lightning the man's head shot forward and his neck stretched out until the top of the 

head, where it was flat, struck the Scarecrow in the middle and sent him tumbling, over and over, 

down the hill. Almost as quickly as it came the head went back to the body, and the man laughed 

harshly as he said, "It isn't as easy as you think!" 

 

A chorus of boisterous laughter came from the other rocks, and Dorothy saw hundreds of the 

armless Hammer-Heads upon the hillside, one behind every rock. 

 

The Lion became quite angry at the laughter caused by the Scarecrow's mishap, and giving a 

loud roar that echoed like thunder, he dashed up the hill. 

 

Again a head shot swiftly out, and the great Lion went rolling down the hill as if he had been 

struck by a cannon ball. 
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Dorothy ran down and helped the Scarecrow to his feet, and the Lion came up to her, feeling 

rather bruised and sore, and said, "It is useless to fight people with shooting heads; no one can 

withstand them." 

 

"What then can we do?" she asked. 

 

"Call the Winged Monkeys," suggested the Tin Woodman. "You have still the right to command 

them once more." 

 

"Very well," she answered, and putting on the Golden Cap she uttered the magic words. The 

Monkeys were as prompt as ever, and in a few moments the entire band stood before her. 

 

"What are your commands?" inquired the King of the Monkeys, bowing 

low. 

 

"Carry us over the hill to the country of the Quadlings," answered the 

girl. 

 

"It shall be done," said the King, and at once the Winged Monkeys 

caught the four travelers and Toto up in their arms and flew away with them. As they passed 

over the hill the Hammer-Heads yelled with vexation, and shot their heads high in the air, but 

they could not reach the Winged Monkeys, which carried Dorothy and her comrades safely over 

the hill and set them down in the beautiful country of the Quadlings. 

 

"This is the last time you can summon us," said the leader to Dorothy; "so goodbye and good 

luck to you." 

 

"Goodbye, and thank you very much," returned the girl; and the Monkeys rose into the air and 

were out of sight in a twinkling. 

 

The country of the Quadlings seemed rich and happy. There was field upon field of ripening 

grain, with well-paved roads running between, and pretty rippling brooks with strong bridges 

across them. The fences and houses and bridges were all painted bright red, just as they had been 

painted yellow in the country of the Winkies and blue in the country of the Munchkins. The 

Quadlings themselves, who were short and fat and looked chubby and good-natured, were 

dressed all in red, which showed bright against the green grass and the yellowing grain. 

 

The Monkeys had set them down near a farmhouse, and the four travelers walked up to it and 

knocked at the door. It was opened by the farmer's wife, and when Dorothy asked for something 

to eat the woman gave them all a good dinner, with three kinds of cake and four kinds of 

cookies, and a bowl of milk for Toto. 

 

"How far is it to the Castle of Glinda?" asked the child. 
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"It is not a great way," answered the farmer's wife. "Take the road to the South and you will soon 

reach it." 

 

Thanking the good woman, they started afresh and walked by the fields and across the pretty 

bridges until they saw before them a very beautiful Castle. Before the gates were three young 

girls, dressed in handsome red uniforms trimmed with gold braid; and as Dorothy approached, 

one of them said to her: 

 

"Why have you come to the South Country?" 

 

"To see the Good Witch who rules here," she answered. "Will you take me to her?" 

 

"Let me have your name, and I will ask Glinda if she will receive you." They told who they 

were, and the girl soldier went into the Castle. After a few moments she came back to say that 

Dorothy and the others were to be admitted at once. 

 

Chapter 23: Glinda The Good Witch Grants Dorothy's Wish 
 

Before they went to see Glinda, however, they were taken to a room of the Castle, where 

Dorothy washed her face and combed her hair, and the Lion shook the dust out of his mane, and 

the Scarecrow patted himself into his best shape, and the Woodman polished his tin and oiled his 

joints. 

 

When they were all quite presentable they followed the soldier girl into a big room where the 

Witch Glinda sat upon a throne of rubies. 

 

She was both beautiful and young to their eyes. Her 

hair was a rich red in color and fell in flowing 

ringlets over her shoulders. Her dress was pure 

white but her eyes were blue, and they looked kindly 

upon the little girl. 

 

"What can I do for you, my child?" she asked. 

 

Dorothy told the Witch all her story: how the cyclone had brought her to the Land of Oz, how 

she had found her companions, and of the wonderful adventures they had met with. 

 

"My greatest wish now," she added, "is to get back to Kansas, for Aunt Em will surely think 

something dreadful has happened to me, and that will make her put on mourning; and unless the 

crops are better this year than they were last, I am sure Uncle Henry cannot afford it." 

 

Glinda leaned forward and kissed the sweet, upturned face of the loving little girl. 
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"Bless your dear heart," she said, "I am sure I can tell you of a way to get back to Kansas." Then 

she added, "But, if I do, you must give me the Golden Cap." 

 

"Willingly!" exclaimed Dorothy; "indeed, it is of no use to me now, and when you have it you 

can command the Winged Monkeys three times." 

 

"And I think I shall need their service just those three times," answered Glinda, smiling. 

 

Dorothy then gave her the Golden Cap, and the Witch said to the Scarecrow, "What will you do 

when Dorothy has left us?" 

 

"I will return to the Emerald City," he replied, "for Oz has made me its ruler and the people like 

me. The only thing that worries me is how to cross the hill of the Hammer-Heads." 

 

"By means of the Golden Cap I shall command the Winged Monkeys to carry you to the gates of 

the Emerald City," said Glinda, "for it would be a shame to deprive the people of so wonderful a 

ruler." 

 

"Am I really wonderful?" asked the Scarecrow. 

 

"You are unusual," replied Glinda. 

 

Turning to the Tin Woodman, she asked, "What will become of you when Dorothy leaves this 

country?" 

 

He leaned on his axe and thought a moment. Then he said, "The Winkies were very kind to me, 

and wanted me to rule over them after the Wicked Witch died. I am fond of the Winkies, and if I 

could get back to the Country of the West, I should like nothing better than to rule over them 

forever." 

 

"My second command to the Winged Monkeys," said Glinda "will be that they carry you safely 

to the land of the Winkies. Your brain may not be so large to look at as that of the Scarecrow, but 

you are really brighter than he is--when you are well polished--and I am sure you will rule the 

Winkies wisely and well." 

 

Then the Witch looked at the big, shaggy Lion and asked, "When Dorothy has returned to her 

own home, what will become of you?" 

 

"Over the hill of the Hammer-Heads," he answered, "lies a grand old forest, and all the beasts 

that live there have made me their King. If I could only get back to this forest, I would pass my 

life very happily there." 
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"My third command to the Winged Monkeys," said Glinda, "shall be to carry you to your forest. 

Then, having used up the powers of the Golden Cap, I shall give it to the King of the Monkeys, 

that he and his band may thereafter be free for evermore." 

 

The Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman and the Lion now thanked the Good Witch earnestly for 

her kindness; and Dorothy exclaimed: 

 

"You are certainly as good as you are beautiful! But you have not yet told me how to get back to 

Kansas." 

 

"Your Silver Shoes will carry you over the desert," replied Glinda. "If you had known their 

power you could have gone back to your Aunt Em the very first day you came to this country." 

 

"But then I should not have had my wonderful brains!" cried the Scarecrow. "I might have 

passed my whole life in the farmer's cornfield." 

 

"And I should not have had my lovely heart," said the Tin Woodman. "I might have stood and 

rusted in the forest till the end of the world." 

 

"And I should have lived a coward forever," declared the Lion, "and no beast in all the forest 

would have had a good word to say to me." 

 

"This is all true," said Dorothy, "and I am glad I was of use to these good friends. But now that 

each of them has had what he most desired, and each is happy in having a kingdom to rule 

besides, I think I should like to go back to Kansas." 

 

"The Silver Shoes," said the Good Witch, "have wonderful powers. And one of the most curious 

things about them is that they can carry you to any place in the world in three steps, and each 

step will be made in the wink of an eye. All you have to do is to knock the heels together three 

times and command the shoes to carry you wherever you wish to go." 

 

"If that is so," said the child joyfully, "I will ask them to carry me back to Kansas at once." 

 

She threw her arms around the Lion's neck and kissed him, patting his big 

head tenderly. Then she kissed the Tin Woodman, who was weeping in a 

way most dangerous to his joints. But she hugged the soft, stuffed body of 

the Scarecrow in her arms instead of kissing his painted face, and found 

she was crying herself at this sorrowful parting from her loving comrades. 

 

Glinda the Good stepped down from her ruby throne to give the little girl 

a goodbye kiss, and Dorothy thanked her for all the kindness she had 

shown to her friends and herself. 
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Dorothy now took Toto up solemnly in her arms, and having said one last goodbye she clapped 

the heels of her shoes together three times, saying: 

"Take me home to Aunt Em!" 

 

Instantly she was whirling through the air, so swiftly that all she could see or feel was the wind 

whistling past her ears. 

 

The Silver Shoes took but three steps, and then she stopped so suddenly that she rolled over upon 

the grass several times before she knew where she was. 

 

At length, however, she sat up and looked about her. 

 

"Good gracious!" she cried. 

 

For she was sitting on the broad Kansas prairie, and just before her was the new farmhouse 

Uncle Henry built after the cyclone had carried away the old one. Uncle Henry was milking the 

cows in the barnyard, and Toto had jumped out of her arms and was running toward the barn, 

barking furiously. 

 

Dorothy stood up and found she was in her stocking-feet. For the Silver Shoes had fallen off in 

her flight through the air, and were lost forever in the desert. 

 

 

Chapter 24: Home Again 
 

Aunt Em had just come out of the house to water the cabbages when she looked up and saw 

Dorothy running toward her. 

 

"My darling child!" she cried, folding the little girl in her arms and covering her face with kisses. 

"Where in the world did you come from?" 

 

"From the Land of Oz," said Dorothy gravely. "And here is Toto, too. And oh, Aunt Em! I'm so 

glad to be home again!" 

 

THE END 
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Alice's Adventures in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll 
 

Chapter 1: Down the Rabbit-Hole 

 
Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing 

to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or 

conversations in it, 'and what is the use of a book,' thought Alice 'without pictures or 

conversations?' 

 

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very 

sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of 

getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran close by 

her. 

 

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way 

to hear the Rabbit say to itself, 'Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!' (when she thought it over 

afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all 

seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, and 

looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that she 

had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and 

burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time to see it 

pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge. 

 

In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in 

the world she was to get out again. 

 

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped 

suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about 

stopping herself before she found herself falling down a very deep well. 

 

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went 

down to look about her and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look 

down and make out what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked 

at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here 

and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the 

shelves as she passed; it was labelled 'ORANGE MARMALADE', but to her great 

disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so 

managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it. 
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'Well!' thought Alice to herself, 'after such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling down 

stairs! How brave they'll all think me at home! Why, I wouldn't say anything about it, even if I 

fell off the top of the house!' (Which was very likely true.) 

 

Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end! 'I wonder how many miles I've fallen 

by this time?' she said aloud. 'I must be getting somewhere near the center of the earth. Let me 

see: that would be four thousand miles down, I think—' (for, you see, Alice had learnt several 

things of this sort in her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this was not a very good 

opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no one to listen to her, still it was good 

practice to say it over) '—yes, that's about the right distance—but then I wonder what Latitude or 

Longitude I've got to?' (Alice had no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but thought 

they were nice grand words to say.) 

 

Presently she began again. 'I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny it'll seem to 

come out among the people that walk with their heads downward! The Antipathies, I think—' 

(she was rather glad there was no one listening, this time, as it didn't sound at all the right word) 

'—but I shall have to ask them what the name of the country is, you know. Please, Ma'am, is this 

New Zealand or Australia?' (and she tried to curtsey as she spoke—fancy curtseying as you're 

falling through the air! Do you think you could manage it?) 'And what an ignorant little girl she'll 

think me for asking! No, it'll never do to ask: perhaps I shall see it written up somewhere.' 

 

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began talking again. 'Dinah'll 

miss me very much tonight, I should think!' (Dinah was the cat.) 'I hope they'll remember her 

saucer of milk at tea-time. Dinah my dear! I wish you were down here with me! There are no 

mice in the air, I'm afraid, but you might catch a bat, and that's very like a mouse, you know. But 

do cats eat bats, I wonder?' And here Alice began to get rather sleepy, and went on saying to 

herself, in a dreamy sort of way, 'Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?' and sometimes, 'Do bats eat 

cats?' for, you see, as she couldn't answer either question, it didn't much matter which way she 

put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream that she was walking hand in 

hand with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, 'Now, Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever 

eat a bat?' when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves, 

and the fall was over. 

 

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was 

all dark overhead; before her was another long passage, and the White Rabbit was still in sight, 

hurrying down it. There was not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like the wind, and was 

just in time to hear it say, as it turned a corner, 'Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it's getting!' 

She was close behind it when she turned the corner, but the Rabbit was no longer to be seen: she 

found herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the roof. 

 

There were doors all round the hall, but they were all locked; and when Alice had been all the 

way down one side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly down the middle, 

wondering how she was ever to get out again. 
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Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all made of solid glass; there was nothing on 

it except a tiny golden key, and Alice's first thought was that it might belong to one of the doors 

of the hall; but, alas! either the locks were too large, or the key was too small, but at any rate it 

would not open any of them. However, on the second-time round, she came upon a low curtain 

she had not noticed before, and behind it was a little door about fifteen inches high: she tried the 

little golden key in the lock, and to her great delight it fitted! 

 

Alice opened the door and found that it led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole: 

she knelt down and looked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How she 

longed to get out of that dark hall, and wander about among those beds of bright flowers and 

those cool fountains, but she could not even get her head through the doorway; 'and even if my 

head would go through,' thought poor Alice, 'it would be of very little use without my shoulders. 

Oh, how I wish I could shut up like a telescope! I think I could, if I only knew how to begin.' 

For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to think 

that very few things indeed were really impossible. 

 

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, half hoping 

she might find another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up like 

telescopes: this time she found a little bottle on it, ('which certainly was not here before,' said 

Alice,) and round the neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the words 

'DRINK ME' beautifully printed on it in large letters.  

 

It was all very well to say 'Drink me,' but the wise little Alice was not going to 

do that in a hurry. 'No, I'll look first,' she said, 'and see whether it's marked 

"poison" or not'; for she had read several nice little histories about children 

who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts and other unpleasant things, 

all because they would not remember the simple rules their friends had taught 

them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if you hold it too long; and that if you cut your 

finger very deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten that, if you drink 

much from a bottle marked 'poison,' it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or later. 

 

However, this bottle was not marked 'poison,' so Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very 

nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavor of cherry-tart, custard, pineapple, roast turkey, toffee, 

and hot buttered toast,) she very soon finished it off. 

 

'What a curious feeling!' said Alice; 'I must be shutting up like a telescope.' 

 

And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the 

thought that she was now the right size for going through the little door into that lovely garden. 

First, however, she waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she 

felt a little nervous about this; 'for it might end, you know,' said Alice to herself, 'in my going out 

altogether, like a candle. I wonder what I should be like then?' And she tried to fancy what the 
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flame of a candle is like after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember ever having 

seen such a thing. 

 

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she decided on going into the garden at once; 

but, alas for poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found she had forgotten the little golden 

key, and when she went back to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it: she 

could see it quite plainly through the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the legs of 

the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself out with trying, the poor little 

thing sat down and cried. 

 

'Come, there's no use in crying like that!' said Alice to herself, rather sharply; 'I advise you to 

leave off this minute!' She generally gave herself very good advice, (though she very seldom 

followed it), and sometimes she scolded herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and 

once she remembered trying to box her own ears for having cheated herself in a game of croquet 

she was playing against herself, for this curious child was very fond of pretending to be two 

people. 'But it's no use now,' thought poor Alice, 'to pretend to be two people! Why, there's 

hardly enough of me left to make one respectable person!' 

 

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under the table: she opened it, and found in 

it a very small cake, on which the words 'EAT ME' were beautifully marked in currants. 'Well, 

I'll eat it,' said Alice, 'and if it makes me grow larger, I can reach the key; and if it makes me 

grow smaller, I can creep under the door; so either way I'll get into the garden, and I don't care 

which happens!' 

 

She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself, 'Which way? Which way?', holding her hand on 

the top of her head to feel which way it was growing, and she was quite surprised to find that she 

remained the same size: to be sure, this generally happens when one eats cake, but Alice had got 

so much into the way of expecting nothing but out-of-the-way things to happen, that it seemed 

quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common way. 

 

So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake. 

 

Chapter 2: The Pool of Tears 

 
'Curiouser and curiouser!' cried Alice (she was so much surprised, that for the moment she quite 

forgot how to speak good English); 'now I'm opening out like the largest telescope that ever was! 

Goodbye, feet!' (for when she looked down at her feet, they seemed to be almost out of sight, 

they were getting so far off). 'Oh, my poor little feet, I wonder who will put on your shoes and 

stockings for you now, dears? I'm sure I shan't be able! I shall be a great deal too far off to 

trouble myself about you: you must manage the best way you can;—but I must be kind to them,' 

thought Alice, 'or perhaps they won't walk the way I want to go! Let me see: I'll give them a new 

pair of boots every Christmas.' 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             99 

And she went on planning to herself how she would manage it. 'They must go by the carrier,' she 

thought; 'and how funny it'll seem, sending presents to one's own feet! And how odd the 

directions will look! 

 

Alice's Right Foot, Esq. 

 

Hearthrug, 

 

near The Fender, 

 

(with Alice's love). 

 

Oh dear, what nonsense I'm talking!' 

 

Just then her head struck against the roof of the hall: in fact she was now more than nine feet 

high, and she at once took up the little golden key and hurried off to the garden door. 

 

Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, lying down on one side, to look through into the 

garden with one eye; but to get through was more hopeless than ever: she sat down and began to 

cry again. 

 

'You ought to be ashamed of yourself,' said Alice, 'a great girl like 

you,' (she might well say this), 'to go on crying in this way! Stop this 

moment, I tell you!' But she went on all the same, shedding gallons of 

tears, until there was a large pool all round her, about four inches deep 

and reaching half down the hall. 

 

After a time she heard a little pattering of feet in the distance, and she 

hastily dried her eyes to see what was coming. It was the White Rabbit 

returning, splendidly dressed, with a pair of white kid gloves in one hand and a large fan in the 

other: he came trotting along in a great hurry, muttering to himself as he came, 'Oh! the Duchess, 

the Duchess! Oh! won't she be savage if I've kept her waiting!' Alice felt so desperate that she 

was ready to ask help of any one; so, when the Rabbit came near her, she began, in a low, timid 

voice, 'If you please, sir—' The Rabbit started violently, dropped the white kid gloves and the 

fan, and scurried away into the darkness as hard as he could go. 

 

Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall was very hot, she kept fanning herself all the 

time she went on talking: 'Dear, dear! How queer everything is today! And yesterday things went 

on just as usual. I wonder if I've been changed in the night? Let me think: was I the same when I 

got up this morning? I almost think I can remember feeling a little different. But if I'm not the 

same, the next question is, who in the world am I? Ah, that's the great puzzle!' And she began 

thinking over all the children she knew that were of the same age as herself, to see if she could 

have been changed for any of them. 
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'I'm sure I'm not Ada,' she said, 'for her hair goes in such long ringlets, and mine doesn't go in 

ringlets at all; and I'm sure I can't be Mabel, for I know all sorts of things, and she, oh! she 

knows such a very little! Besides, she's she, and I'm I, and—oh dear, how puzzling it all is! I'll 

try if I know all the things I used to know. Let me see: four times five is twelve, and four times 

six is thirteen, and four times seven is—oh dear! I shall never get to twenty at that rate! 

However, the Multiplication Table doesn't signify: let's try Geography. London is the capital of 

Paris, and Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome—no, that's all wrong, I'm certain! I must have 

been changed for Mabel! I'll try and say "How doth the little—"' and she crossed her hands on 

her lap as if she were saying lessons, and began to repeat it, but her voice sounded hoarse and 

strange, and the words did not come the same as they used to do:— 

 

'How doth the little crocodile 

Improve his shining tail, 

And pour the waters of the Nile 

On every golden scale! 

 

'How cheerfully he seems to grin, 

How neatly spread his claws, 

And welcome little fishes in 

With gently smiling jaws!' 

 

'I'm sure those are not the right words,' said poor Alice, and her eyes filled with tears again as she 

went on, 'I must be Mabel after all, and I shall have to go and live in that poky little house, and 

have next to no toys to play with, and oh! ever so many lessons to learn! No, I've made up my 

mind about it; if I'm Mabel, I'll stay down here! It'll be no use their putting their heads down and 

saying "Come up again, dear!" I shall only look up and say "Who am I then? Tell me that first, 

and then, if I like being that person, I'll come up: if not, I'll stay down here till I'm somebody 

else"—but, oh dear!' cried Alice, with a sudden burst of tears, 'I do wish they would put their 

heads down! I am so very tired of being all alone here!' 

 

As she said this she looked down at her hands, and was surprised to see that she had put on one 

of the Rabbit's little white kid gloves while she was talking. 'How can I have done that?' she 

thought. 'I must be growing small again.' She got up and went to the table to measure herself by 

it, and found that, as nearly as she could guess, she was now about two feet high, and was going 

on shrinking rapidly: she soon found out that the cause of this was the fan she was holding, and 

she dropped it hastily, just in time to avoid shrinking away altogether. 

 

'That was a narrow escape!' said Alice, a good deal frightened at the sudden change, but very 

glad to find herself still in existence; 'and now for the garden!' and she ran with all speed back to 

the little door: but, alas! the little door was shut again, and the little golden key was lying on the 

glass table as before, 'and things are worse than ever,' thought the poor child, 'for I never was so 

small as this before, never! And I declare it's too bad, that it is!' 
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As she said these words her foot slipped, and in another moment, splash! she was up to her chin 

in salt water. Her first idea was that she had somehow fallen into the sea, 'and in that case I can 

go back by railway,' she said to herself. (Alice had been to the seaside once in her life, and had 

come to the general conclusion, that wherever you go to on the English coast you find a number 

of bathing machines in the sea, some children digging in the sand with wooden spades, then a 

row of lodging houses, and behind them a railway station.) However, she soon made out that she 

was in the pool of tears which she had wept when she was nine feet high. 

 

'I wish I hadn't cried so much!' said Alice, as she swam about, trying to find her way out. 'I shall 

be punished for it now, I suppose, by being drowned in my own tears! That will be a queer thing, 

to be sure! However, everything is queer today.' 

 

Just then she heard something splashing about in the pool a little way off, and she swam nearer 

to make out what it was: at first she thought it must be a walrus or hippopotamus, but then she 

remembered how small she was now, and she soon made out that 

it was only a mouse that had slipped in like herself. 

 

'Would it be of any use, now,' thought Alice, 'to speak to this 

mouse? Everything is so out-of-the-way down here, that I should 

think very likely it can talk: at any rate, there's no harm in trying.' 

So she began: 'O Mouse, do you know the way out of this pool? I 

am very tired of swimming about here, O Mouse!' (Alice thought this must be the right way of 

speaking to a mouse: she had never done such a thing before, but she remembered having seen in 

her brother's Latin Grammar, 'A mouse—of a mouse—to a mouse—a mouse—O mouse!') The 

Mouse looked at her rather inquisitively, and seemed to her to wink with one of its little eyes, but 

it said nothing. 

 

'Perhaps it doesn't understand English,' thought Alice; 'I daresay it's a French mouse, come over 

with William the Conqueror.' (For, with all her knowledge of history, Alice had no very clear 

notion how long ago anything had happened.) So she began again: 'Ou est ma chatte?' which was 

the first sentence in her French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden leap out of the water, and 

seemed to quiver all over with fright. 'Oh, I beg your pardon!' cried Alice hastily, afraid that she 

had hurt the poor animal's feelings. 'I quite forgot you didn't like cats.' 

 

'Not like cats!' cried the Mouse, in a shrill, passionate voice. 'Would you like cats if you were 

me?' 

 

'Well, perhaps not,' said Alice in a soothing tone: 'don't be angry about it. And yet I wish I could 

show you our cat Dinah: I think you'd take a fancy to cats if you could only see her. She is such a 

dear quiet thing,' Alice went on, half to herself, as she swam lazily about in the pool, 'and she sits 

purring so nicely by the fire, licking her paws and washing her face—and she is such a nice soft 

thing to nurse—and she's such a capital one for catching mice—oh, I beg your pardon!' cried 
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Alice again, for this time the Mouse was bristling all over, and she felt certain it must be really 

offended. 'We won't talk about her any more if you'd rather not.' 

 

'We indeed!' cried the Mouse, who was trembling down to the end of his tail. 'As if I would talk 

on such a subject! Our family always hated cats: nasty, low, vulgar things! Don't let me hear the 

name again!' 

 

'I won't indeed!' said Alice, in a great hurry to change the subject of conversation. 'Are you—are 

you fond—of—of dogs?' The Mouse did not answer, so Alice went on eagerly: 'There is such a 

nice little dog near our house I should like to show you! A little bright-eyed terrier, you know, 

with oh, such long curly brown hair! And it'll fetch things when you throw them, and it'll sit up 

and beg for its dinner, and all sorts of things—I can't remember half of them—and it belongs to a 

farmer, you know, and he says it's so useful, it's worth a hundred pounds! He says it kills all the 

rats and—oh dear!' cried Alice in a sorrowful tone, 'I'm afraid I've offended it again!' For the 

Mouse was swimming away from her as hard as it could go, and making quite a commotion in 

the pool as it went. 

 

So she called softly after it, 'Mouse dear! Do come back again, and we won't talk about cats or 

dogs either, if you don't like them!' When the Mouse heard this, it turned round and swam slowly 

back to her: its face was quite pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it said in a low trembling 

voice, 'Let us get to the shore, and then I'll tell you my history, and you'll understand why it is I 

hate cats and dogs.' 

 

It was high time to go, for the pool was getting quite crowded with the birds and animals that had 

fallen into it: there were a Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and an Eaglet, and several other curious 

creatures. Alice led the way, and the whole party swam to the shore. 

 

Chapter 3: A Caucus Race and a Long Tale 

 
They were indeed a queer-looking party that assembled on the bank—the birds with draggled 

feathers, the animals with their fur clinging close to them, and all dripping wet, cross, and 

uncomfortable. 

 

The first question of course was, how to get dry again: they had a consultation about this, and 

after a few minutes it seemed quite natural to Alice to find herself talking familiarly with them, 

as if she had known them all her life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument with the Lory, who 

at last turned sulky, and would only say, 'I am older than you, and must know better'; and this 

Alice would not allow without knowing how old it was, and, as the Lory positively refused to tell 

its age, there was no more to be said. 

 

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person of authority among them, called out, 'Sit down, all 

of you, and listen to me! I'll soon make you dry enough!' They all sat down at once, in a large 
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ring, with the Mouse in the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously fixed on it, for she felt sure she 

would catch a bad cold if she did not get dry very soon. 

 

'Ahem!' said the Mouse with an important air, 'are you all ready? This is the driest thing I know. 

Silence all round, if you please! "William the Conqueror, whose cause was favored by the pope, 

was soon submitted to by the English, who wanted leaders, and had been of late much 

accustomed to usurpation and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and 

Northumbria—"' 

 

'Ugh!' said the Lory, with a shiver. 

 

'I beg your pardon!' said the Mouse, frowning, but very 

politely: 'Did you speak?' 

 

'Not I!' said the Lory hastily. 

 

'I thought you did,' said the Mouse. '—I proceed. "Edwin 

and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and Northumbria, declared for him: and even Stigand, the 

patriotic archbishop of Canterbury, found it advisable—"' 

 

'Found what?' said the Duck. 

 

'Found it,' the Mouse replied rather crossly: 'of course you know what "it" means.' 

 

'I know what "it" means well enough, when I find a thing,' said the Duck: 'it's generally a frog or 

a worm. The question is, what did the archbishop find?' 

 

The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly went on, '"—found it advisable to go with 

Edgar Atheling to meet William and offer him the crown. William's conduct at first was 

moderate. But the insolence of his Normans—" How are you getting on now, my dear?' it 

continued, turning to Alice as it spoke. 

 

'As wet as ever,' said Alice in a melancholy tone: 'it doesn't seem to dry me at all.' 

 

'In that case,' said the Dodo solemnly, rising to its feet, 'I move that the meeting adjourn, for the 

immediate adoption of more energetic remedies—' 

 

'Speak English!' said the Eaglet. 'I don't know the meaning of half those long words, and, what's 

more, I don't believe you do either!' And the Eaglet bent down its head to hide a smile: some of 

the other birds tittered audibly. 

 

'What I was going to say,' said the Dodo in an offended tone, 'was, that the best thing to get us 

dry would be a Caucus-race.' 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             104 

'What is a Caucus-race?' said Alice; not that she wanted much to know, but the Dodo had paused 

as if it thought that somebody ought to speak, and no one else seemed inclined to say anything. 

 

'Why,' said the Dodo, 'the best way to explain it is to do it.' (And, as you might like to try the 

thing yourself, some winter day, I will tell you how the Dodo managed it.) 

 

First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of circle, ('the exact shape doesn't matter,' it said,) and 

then all the party were placed along the course, here and there. There was no 'One, two, three, 

and away,' but they began running when they liked, and left off when they liked, so that it was 

not easy to know when the race was over. However, when they had been running half an hour or 

so, and were quite dry again, the Dodo suddenly called out 'The race is over!' and they all 

crowded round it, panting, and asking, 'But who has won?' 

 

This question the Dodo could not answer without a great deal of thought, and it sat for a long 

time with one finger pressed upon its forehead (the position in which you usually see 

Shakespeare, in the pictures of him), while the rest waited in silence. At last the Dodo said, 

'Everybody has won, and all must have prizes.' 

 

'But who is to give the prizes?' quite a chorus of voices asked. 

 

'Why, she, of course,' said the Dodo, pointing to Alice with one finger; and the whole party at 

once crowded round her, calling out in a confused way, 'Prizes! Prizes!' 

 

Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair she put her hand in her pocket, and pulled out a box 

of comfits, (luckily the salt water had not got into it), and handed them round as prizes. There 

was exactly one a-piece all round. 

 

'But she must have a prize herself, you know,' said the Mouse. 

 

'Of course,' the Dodo replied very gravely. 'What else have you got in your pocket?' he went on, 

turning to Alice. 

 

'Only a thimble,' said Alice sadly. 

 

'Hand it over here,' said the Dodo. 

 

Then they all crowded round her once more, while the Dodo solemnly presented the thimble, 

saying 'We beg your acceptance of this elegant thimble'; and, when it had finished this short 

speech, they all cheered. 

 

Alice thought the whole thing very absurd, but they all looked so grave that she did not dare to 

laugh; and, as she could not think of anything to say, she simply bowed, and took the thimble, 

looking as solemn as she could. 
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The next thing was to eat the comfits: this caused some noise and confusion, as the large birds 

complained that they could not taste theirs, and the small ones choked and had to be patted on 

the back. However, it was over at last, and they sat down again in a ring, and begged the Mouse 

to tell them something more. 

 

'You promised to tell me your history, you know,' said Alice, 'and why it is you hate—C and D,' 

she added in a whisper, half afraid that it would be offended again. 

 

'Mine is a long and a sad tale!' said the Mouse, turning to Alice, and sighing. 

 

'It is a long tail, certainly,' said Alice, looking down with wonder at the Mouse's tail; 'but why do 

you call it sad?' And she kept on puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking, so that her 

idea of the tale was something like this:— 
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'You are not attending!' said the Mouse to Alice severely. 'What are you thinking of?' 

 

'I beg your pardon,' said Alice very humbly: 'you had got to the fifth bend, I think?' 

 

'I had not!' cried the Mouse, sharply and very angrily. 

 

'A knot!' said Alice, always ready to make herself useful, and looking anxiously about her. 'Oh, 

do let me help to undo it!' 

 

'I shall do nothing of the sort,' said the Mouse, getting up and walking away. 'You insult me by 

talking such nonsense!' 

 

'I didn't mean it!' pleaded poor Alice. 'But you're so easily offended, you know!' 

 

The Mouse only growled in reply. 

 

'Please come back and finish your story!' Alice called after it; and the others all joined in chorus, 

'Yes, please do!' but the Mouse only shook its head impatiently, and walked a little quicker. 

 

'What a pity it wouldn't stay!' sighed the Lory, as soon as it was quite out of sight; and an old 

Crab took the opportunity of saying to her daughter 'Ah, my dear! Let this be a lesson to you 
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never to lose your temper!' 'Hold your tongue, Ma!' said the young Crab, a little snappishly. 

'You're enough to try the patience of an oyster!' 

 

'I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!' said Alice aloud, addressing nobody in particular. 

'She'd soon fetch it back!' 

 

'And who is Dinah, if I might venture to ask the question?' said the Lory. 

 

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always ready to talk about her pet: 'Dinah's our cat. And she's 

such a capital one for catching mice you can't think! And oh, I wish you could see her after the 

birds! Why, she'll eat a little bird as soon as look at it!' 

 

This speech caused a remarkable sensation among the party. Some of the birds hurried off at 

once: one old Magpie began wrapping itself up very carefully, remarking, 'I really must be 

getting home; the night-air doesn't suit my throat!' and a Canary called out in a trembling voice 

to its children, 'Come away, my dears! It's high time you were all in bed!' On various pretexts 

they all moved off, and Alice was soon left alone. 

 

'I wish I hadn't mentioned Dinah!' she said to herself in a melancholy tone. 'Nobody seems to like 

her, down here, and I'm sure she's the best cat in the world! Oh, my dear Dinah! I wonder if I 

shall ever see you anymore!' And here poor Alice began to cry again, for she felt very lonely and 

low-spirited. In a little while, however, she again heard a little pattering of footsteps in the 

distance, and she looked up eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse had changed his mind, and was 

coming back to finish his story. 

 

Chapter 4: The Rabbit Sends in a Little Bill 

 
It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly back again, and looking anxiously about as it went, as if 

it had lost something; and she heard it muttering to itself 'The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my 

dear paws! Oh my fur and whiskers! She'll get me executed, as sure as ferrets are ferrets! Where 

can I have dropped them, I wonder?' Alice guessed in a moment that it was looking for the fan 

and the pair of white kid gloves, and she very good-naturedly began hunting about for them, but 

they were nowhere to be seen—everything seemed to have changed since her swim in the pool, 

and the great hall, with the glass table and the little door, had vanished completely. 

 

Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she went hunting about, and called out to her in an angry 

tone, 'Why, Mary Ann, what are you doing out here? Run home this moment, and fetch me a pair 

of gloves and a fan! Quick, now!' And Alice was so much frightened that she ran off at once in 

the direction it pointed to, without trying to explain the mistake it had made. 

 

'He took me for his housemaid,' she said to herself as she ran. 'How surprised he'll be when he 

finds out who I am! But I'd better take him his fan and gloves—that is, if I can find them.' As she 

said this, she came upon a neat little house, on the door of which was a bright brass plate with the 
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name 'W. RABBIT' engraved upon it. She went in without knocking, and hurried upstairs, in 

great fear lest she should meet the real Mary Ann, and be turned out of the house before she had 

found the fan and gloves. 

 

'How queer it seems,' Alice said to herself, 'to be going messages for a rabbit! I suppose Dinah'll 

be sending me on messages next!' And she began fancying the sort of thing that would happen: 

'"Miss Alice! Come here directly, and get ready for your walk!" "Coming in a minute, nurse! But 

I've got to see that the mouse doesn't get out." Only I don't think,' Alice went on, 'that they'd let 

Dinah stop in the house if it began ordering people about like that!' 

 

By this time she had found her way into a tidy little room with a table in the window, and on it 

(as she had hoped) a fan and two or three pairs of tiny white kid gloves: she took up the fan and a 

pair of the gloves, and was just going to leave the room, when her eye fell upon a little bottle that 

stood near the looking-glass. There was no label this time with the words 'DRINK ME,' but 

nevertheless she uncorked it and put it to her lips. 'I know something interesting is sure to 

happen,' she said to herself, 'whenever I eat or drink anything; so I'll just see what this bottle 

does. I do hope it'll make me grow large again, for really I'm quite tired of being such a tiny little 

thing!' 

 

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she had expected: before she had drunk half the bottle, 

she found her head pressing against the ceiling, and had to stoop to save her neck from being 

broken. She hastily put down the bottle, saying to herself 'That's quite enough—I hope I shan't 

grow any more—As it is, I can't get out at the door—I do wish I hadn't drunk quite so much!' 

 

Alas! it was too late to wish that! She went on growing, and growing, and very soon had to kneel 

down on the floor: in another minute there was not even room for this, and she tried the effect of 

lying down with one elbow against the door, and the other arm curled round her head. Still she 

went on growing, and, as a last resort, she put one arm out of the window, and one foot up the 

chimney, and said to herself 'Now I can do no more, whatever happens. What will become of 

me?' 

 

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had now had its full effect, 

and she grew no larger: still it was very uncomfortable, and, as there 

seemed to be no sort of chance of her ever getting out of the room 

again, no wonder she felt unhappy. 

 

'It was very much pleasanter at home,' thought poor Alice, 'when one wasn't always growing 

larger and smaller, and being ordered about by mice and rabbits. I almost wish I hadn't gone 

down that rabbit-hole—and yet—and yet—it's rather curious, you know, this sort of life! I do 

wonder what can have happened to me! When I used to read fairy-tales, I fancied that kind of 

thing never happened, and now here I am in the middle of one! There ought to be a book written 

about me, that there ought! And when I grow up, I'll write one—but I'm grown up now,' she 

added in a sorrowful tone; 'at least there's no room to grow up any more here.' 
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'But then,' thought Alice, 'shall I never get any older than I am now? That'll be a comfort, one 

way—never to be an old woman—but then—always to have lessons to learn! Oh, I shouldn't like 

that!' 

 

'Oh, you foolish Alice!' she answered herself. 'How can you learn lessons in here? Why, there's 

hardly room for you, and no room at all for any lesson-books!' 

 

And so she went on, taking first one side and then the other, and making quite a conversation of 

it altogether; but after a few minutes she heard a voice outside, and stopped to listen. 

 

'Mary Ann! Mary Ann!' said the voice. 'Fetch me my gloves this moment!' Then came a little 

pattering of feet on the stairs. Alice knew it was the Rabbit coming to look for her, and she 

trembled till she shook the house, quite forgetting that she was now about a thousand times as 

large as the Rabbit, and had no reason to be afraid of it. 

 

Presently the Rabbit came up to the door, and tried to open it; but, as the door opened inwards, 

and Alice's elbow was pressed hard against it, that attempt proved a failure. Alice heard it say to 

itself 'Then I'll go round and get in at the window.' 

 

'That you won't' thought Alice, and, after waiting till she fancied she heard the Rabbit just under 

the window, she suddenly spread out her hand, and made a snatch in the air. She did not get hold 

of anything, but she heard a little shriek and a fall, and a crash of broken glass, from which she 

concluded that it was just possible it had fallen into a cucumber-frame, or something of the sort. 

 

Next came an angry voice—the Rabbit's—'Pat! Pat! Where are you?' And then a voice she had 

never heard before, 'Sure then I'm here! Digging for apples, yer honor!' 

 

'Digging for apples, indeed!' said the Rabbit angrily. 'Here! Come and help me out of this!' 

(Sounds of more broken glass.) 

 

'Now tell me, Pat, what's that in the window?' 

 

'Sure, it's an arm, yer honor!' (He pronounced it 'arrum.') 

 

'An arm, you goose! Who ever saw one that size? Why, it fills the whole window!' 

 

'Sure, it does, yer honor: but it's an arm for all that.' 

 

'Well, it's got no business there, at any rate: go and take it away!' 

 

There was a long silence after this, and Alice could only hear whispers now and then; such as, 

'Sure, I don't like it, yer honor, at all, at all!' 'Do as I tell you, you coward!' and at last she spread 

out her hand again, and made another snatch in the air. This time there were two little shrieks, 
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and more sounds of broken glass. 'What a number of cucumber-frames there must be!' thought 

Alice. 'I wonder what they'll do next! As for pulling me out of the window, I only wish they 

could! I'm sure I don't want to stay in here any longer!' 

 

She waited for some time without hearing anything more: at last came a rumbling of little 

cartwheels, and the sound of a good many voices all talking together: she made out the words: 

'Where's the other ladder?—Why, I hadn't to bring but one; Bill's got the other—Bill! fetch it 

here, lad!—Here, put 'em up at this corner—No, tie 'em together first—they don't reach half high 

enough yet—Oh! they'll do well enough; don't be particular—Here, Bill! catch hold of this 

rope—Will the roof bear?—Mind that loose slate—Oh, it's coming down! Heads below!' (a loud 

crash)—'Now, who did that?—It was Bill, I fancy—Who's to go down the chimney?—Nay, I 

shan't! You do it!—That I won't, then!—Bill's to go down—Here, Bill! the master says you're to 

go down the chimney!' 

 

'Oh! So Bill's got to come down the chimney, has he?' said Alice to herself. 

'Shy, they seem to put everything upon Bill! I wouldn't be in Bill's place 

for a good deal: this fireplace is narrow, to be sure; but I think I can kick a 

little!' 

 

She drew her foot as far down the chimney as she could, and waited till she 

heard a little animal (she couldn't guess of what sort it was) scratching and 

scrambling about in the chimney close above her: then, saying to herself 

'This is Bill,' she gave one sharp kick, and waited to see what would 

happen next. 

 

The first thing she heard was a general chorus of 'There goes Bill!' then the 

Rabbit's voice along—'Catch him, you by the hedge!' then silence, and then 

another confusion of voices—'Hold up his head—Brandy now—Don't 

choke him—How was it, old fellow? What happened to you? Tell us all 

about it!' 

 

Last came a little feeble, squeaking voice, ('That's Bill,' thought Alice,) 'Well, I hardly know—

No more, thank you; I'm better now—but I'm a deal too flustered to tell you—all I know is, 

something comes at me like a Jack-in-the-box, and up I goes like a sky-rocket!' 

 

'So you did, old fellow!' said the others. 

 

'We must burn the house down!' said the Rabbit's voice; and Alice called out as loud as she 

could, 'If you do. I'll set Dinah at you!' 

 

There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thought to herself, 'I wonder what they will do 

next! If they had any sense, they'd take the roof off.' After a minute or two, they began moving 

about again, and Alice heard the Rabbit say, 'A barrowful will do, to begin with.' 
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'A barrowful of what?' thought Alice; but she had not long to doubt, for the next moment a 

shower of little pebbles came rattling in at the window, and some of them hit her in the face. 'I'll 

put a stop to this,' she said to herself, and shouted out, 'You'd better not do that again!' which 

produced another dead silence. 

 

Alice noticed with some surprise that the pebbles were all turning into little cakes as they lay on 

the floor, and a bright idea came into her head. 'If I eat one of these cakes,' she thought, 'it's sure 

to make some change in my size; and as it can't possibly make me larger, it must make me 

smaller, I suppose.' 

 

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was delighted to find that she began shrinking directly. 

As soon as she was small enough to get through the door, she ran out of the house, and found 

quite a crowd of little animals and birds waiting outside. The poor little Lizard, Bill, was in the 

middle, being held up by two guinea-pigs, who were giving it something out of a bottle. They all 

made a rush at Alice the moment she appeared; but she ran off as hard as she could, and soon 

found herself safe in a thick wood. 

 

'The first thing I've got to do,' said Alice to herself, as she wandered about in the wood, 'is to 

grow to my right size again; and the second thing is to find my way into that lovely garden. I 

think that will be the best plan.' 

 

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly and simply arranged; the only difficulty 

was, that she had not the smallest idea how to set about it; and while she was peering about 

anxiously among the trees, a little sharp bark just over her head made her look up in a great 

hurry. 

 

An enormous puppy was looking down at her with large round eyes, and feebly stretching out 

one paw, trying to touch her. 'Poor little thing!' said Alice, in a coaxing tone, and she tried hard 

to whistle to it; but she was terribly frightened all the time at the thought that 

it might be hungry, in which case it would be very likely to eat her up in 

spite of all her coaxing. 

 

Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up a little bit of stick, and held it 

out to the puppy; whereupon the puppy jumped into the air off all its feet at 

once, with a yelp of delight, and rushed at the stick, and made believe to 

worry it; then Alice dodged behind a great thistle, to keep herself from being run over; and the 

moment she appeared on the other side, the puppy made another rush at the stick, and tumbled 

head over heels in its hurry to get hold of it; then Alice, thinking it was very like having a game 

of play with a cart-horse, and expecting every moment to be trampled under its feet, ran round 

the thistle again; then the puppy began a series of short charges at the stick, running a very little 

way forwards each time and a long way back, and barking hoarsely all the while, till at last it sat 

down a good way off, panting, with its tongue hanging out of its mouth, and its great eyes half 

shut. 
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This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for making her escape; so she set off at once, and ran 

till she was quite tired and out of breath, and till the puppy's bark sounded quite faint in the 

distance. 

 

'And yet what a dear little puppy it was!' said Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to rest 

herself, and fanned herself with one of the leaves: 'I should have liked teaching it tricks very 

much, if—if I'd only been the right size to do it! Oh dear! I'd nearly forgotten that I've got to 

grow up again! Let me see—how is it to be managed? I suppose I ought to eat or drink 

something or other; but the great question is, what?' 

 

The great question certainly was, what? Alice looked all round her at the flowers and the blades 

of grass, but she did not see anything that looked like the right thing to eat or drink under the 

circumstances. There was a large mushroom growing near her, about the same height as herself; 

and when she had looked under it, and on both sides of it, and behind it, it occurred to her that 

she might as well look and see what was on the top of it. 

 

She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peeped over the edge of the mushroom, and her eyes 

immediately met those of a large caterpillar, that was sitting on the top with its arms folded, 

quietly smoking a long hookah, and taking not the smallest notice of her or of anything else. 

 

Chapter 5: Advice from a Caterpillar 

 
The Caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for some time in silence: at last the Caterpillar 

took the hookah out of its mouth, and addressed her in a languid, sleepy voice. 

 

'Who are you?' said the Caterpillar. 

 

This was not an encouraging opening for a conversation. Alice replied, 

rather shyly, 'I hardly know, sir, just at present—at least I know who I 

was when I got up this morning, but I think I must have been changed 

several times since then.' 

 

'What do you mean by that?' said the Caterpillar sternly. 'Explain 

yourself!' 

 

'I can't explain myself, I'm afraid, sir' said Alice, 'because I'm not myself, you see.' 

 

'I don't see,' said the Caterpillar. 

 

'I'm afraid I can't put it more clearly,' Alice replied very politely, 'for I can't understand it myself 

to begin with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very confusing.' 

 

'It isn't,' said the Caterpillar. 
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'Well, perhaps you haven't found it so yet,' said Alice; 'but when you have to turn into a 

chrysalis—you will someday, you know—and then after that into a butterfly, I should think 

you'll feel it a little queer, won't you?' 

 

'Not a bit,' said the Caterpillar. 

 

'Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,' said Alice; 'all I know is, it would feel very queer 

to me.' 

 

'You!' said the Caterpillar contemptuously. 'Who are you?' 

 

Which brought them back again to the beginning of the conversation. Alice felt a little irritated at 

the Caterpillar's making such very short remarks, and she drew herself up and said, very gravely, 

'I think, you ought to tell me who you are, first.' 

 

'Why?' said the Caterpillar. 

 

Here was another puzzling question; and as Alice could not think of any good reason, and as the 

Caterpillar seemed to be in a very unpleasant state of mind, she turned away. 

 

'Come back!' the Caterpillar called after her. 'I've something important to say!' 

 

This sounded promising, certainly: Alice turned and came back again. 

 

'Keep your temper,' said the Caterpillar. 

 

'Is that all?' said Alice, swallowing down her anger as well as she could. 

 

'No,' said the Caterpillar. 

 

Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had nothing else to do, and perhaps after all it might 

tell her something worth hearing. For some minutes it puffed away without speaking, but at last 

it unfolded its arms, took the hookah out of its mouth again, and said, 'So you think you're 

changed, do you?' 

 

'I'm afraid I am, sir,' said Alice; 'I can't remember things as I used—and I don't keep the same 

size for ten minutes together!' 

 

'Can't remember what things?' said the Caterpillar. 

 

'Well, I've tried to say "How doth the little busy bee," but it all came different!' Alice replied in a 

very melancholy voice. 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             114 

'Repeat, "You are old, Father William,"' said the Caterpillar. 

 

Alice folded her hands, and began:— 

 

'You are old, Father William,' the young man said, 

'And your hair has become very white; 

And yet you incessantly stand on your head— 

Do you think, at your age, it is right?' 

 

'In my youth,' Father William replied to his son, 

'I feared it might injure the brain 

But, now that I'm perfectly sure I have none, 

Why, I do it again and again.' 

 

'You are old,' said the youth, 'as I mentioned before, 

And have grown most uncommonly fat; 

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door— 

Pray, what is the reason of that?' 

 

'In my youth,' said the sage, as he shook his grey locks, 

'I kept all my limbs very supple 

By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box— 

Allow me to sell you a couple?' 

 

'You are old,' said the youth, 'and your jaws are too weak 

For anything tougher than suet; 

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak— 

Pray how did you manage to do it?' 

 

'In my youth,' said his father, 'I took to the law, 

And argued each case with my wife; 

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw, 

Has lasted the rest of my life.' 

 

'You are old,' said the youth, 'one would hardly suppose 

That your eye was as steady as ever; 

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose— 

What made you so awfully clever?' 

 

'I have answered three questions, and that is enough,' 

Said his father; 'don't give yourself airs! 

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff? 

Be off, or I'll kick you down stairs!' 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             115 

'That is not said right,' said the Caterpillar. 

 

'Not quite right, I'm afraid,' said Alice, timidly; 'some of the words have got altered.' 

 

'It is wrong from beginning to end,' said the Caterpillar decidedly, and there was silence for some 

minutes. 

 

The Caterpillar was the first to speak. 

 

'What size do you want to be?' it asked. 

 

'Oh, I'm not particular as to size,' Alice hastily replied; 'only one doesn't like changing so often, 

you know.' 

 

'I don't know,' said the Caterpillar. 

 

Alice said nothing: she had never been so much contradicted in her life before, and she felt that 

she was losing her temper. 

 

'Are you content now?' said the Caterpillar. 

 

'Well, I should like to be a little larger, sir, if you wouldn't mind,' said Alice: 'three inches is such 

a wretched height to be.' 

 

'It is a very good height indeed!' said the Caterpillar angrily, rearing itself upright as it spoke (it 

was exactly three inches high). 

 

'But I'm not used to it!' pleaded poor Alice in a piteous tone. And she thought of herself, 'I wish 

the creatures wouldn't be so easily offended!' 

 

'You'll get used to it in time,' said the Caterpillar; and it put the hookah into its mouth and began 

smoking again. 

 

This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to speak again. In a minute or two the Caterpillar 

took the hookah out of its mouth and yawned once or twice, and shook itself. Then it got down 

off the mushroom, and crawled away in the grass, merely remarking as it went, 'One side will 

make you grow taller, and the other side will make you grow shorter.' 

 

'One side of what? The other side of what?' thought Alice to herself. 

 

'Of the mushroom,' said the Caterpillar, just as if she had asked it aloud; and in another moment 

it was out of sight. 
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Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mushroom for a minute, trying to make out which 

were the two sides of it; and as it was perfectly round, she found this a very difficult question. 

However, at last she stretched her arms round it as far as they would go, and broke off a bit of 

the edge with each hand. 

 

'And now which is which?' she said to herself, and nibbled a little of the right-hand bit to try the 

effect: the next moment she felt a violent blow underneath her chin: it had struck her foot! 

 

She was a good deal frightened by this very sudden change, but she felt that there was no time to 

be lost, as she was shrinking rapidly; so she set to work at once to eat some of the other bit. Her 

chin was pressed so closely against her foot, that there was hardly room to open her mouth; but 

she did it at last, and managed to swallow a morsel of the left-hand bit. 

 

'Come, my head's free at last!' said Alice in a tone of delight, which changed into alarm in 

another moment, when she found that her shoulders were nowhere to be found: all she could see, 

when she looked down, was an immense length of neck, which seemed to rise like a stalk out of 

a sea of green leaves that lay far below her. 

 

'What can all that green stuff be?' said Alice. 'And where have my shoulders got to? And oh, my 

poor hands, how is it I can't see you?' She was moving them about as she spoke, but no result 

seemed to follow, except a little shaking among the distant green leaves. 

 

As there seemed to be no chance of getting her hands up to her head, she tried to get her head 

down to them, and was delighted to find that her neck would bend about easily in any direction, 

like a serpent. She had just succeeded in curving it down into a graceful zigzag, and was going to 

dive in among the leaves, which she found to be nothing but the tops of the trees under which she 

had been wandering, when a sharp hiss made her draw back in a hurry: a large pigeon had flown 

into her face, and was beating her violently with its wings. 

 

'Serpent!' screamed the Pigeon. 

 

'I'm not a serpent!' said Alice indignantly. 'Let me alone!' 

 

'Serpent, I say again!' repeated the Pigeon, but in a more subdued tone, and added with a kind of 

sob, 'I've tried every way, and nothing seems to suit them!' 

 

'I haven't the least idea what you're talking about,' said Alice. 

 

'I've tried the roots of trees, and I've tried banks, and I've tried hedges,' the Pigeon went on, 

without attending to her; 'but those serpents! There's no pleasing them!' 

 

Alice was more and more puzzled, but she thought there was no use in saying anything more till 

the Pigeon had finished. 
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'As if it wasn't trouble enough hatching the eggs,' said the Pigeon; 'but I must be on the look-out 

for serpents night and day! Why, I haven't had a wink of sleep these three weeks!' 

 

'I'm very sorry you've been annoyed,' said Alice, who was beginning to see its meaning. 

 

'And just as I'd taken the highest tree in the wood,' continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to a 

shriek, 'and just as I was thinking I should be free of them at last, they must needs come 

wriggling down from the sky! Ugh, Serpent!' 

 

'But I'm not a serpent, I tell you!' said Alice. 'I'm a—I'm a—' 

 

'Well! What are you?' said the Pigeon. 'I can see you're trying to invent something!' 

 

'I—I'm a little girl,' said Alice, rather doubtfully, as she remembered the number of changes she 

had gone through that day. 

 

'A likely story indeed!' said the Pigeon in a tone of the deepest contempt. 'I've seen a good many 

little girls in my time, but never one with such a neck as that! No, no! You're a serpent; and 

there's no use denying it. I suppose you'll be telling me next that you never tasted an egg!' 

 

'I have tasted eggs, certainly,' said Alice, who was a very truthful child; 'but little girls eat eggs 

quite as much as serpents do, you know.' 

 

'I don't believe it,' said the Pigeon; 'but if they do, why then they're a kind of serpent, that's all I 

can say.' 

 

This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite silent for a minute or two, which gave the 

Pigeon the opportunity of adding, 'You're looking for eggs, I know that well enough; and what 

does it matter to me whether you're a little girl or a serpent?' 

 

'It matters a good deal to me,' said Alice hastily; 'but I'm not looking for eggs, as it happens; and 

if I was, I shouldn't want yours: I don't like them raw.' 

 

'Well, be off, then!' said the Pigeon in a sulky tone, as it settled down again into its nest. Alice 

crouched down among the trees as well as she could, for her neck kept getting entangled among 

the branches, and every now and then she had to stop and untwist it. After a while she 

remembered that she still held the pieces of mushroom in her hands, and she set to work very 

carefully, nibbling first at one and then at the other, and growing sometimes taller and sometimes 

shorter, until she had succeeded in bringing herself down to her usual height. 

 

It was so long since she had been anything near the right size, that it felt quite strange at first; but 

she got used to it in a few minutes, and began talking to herself, as usual. 'Come, there's half my 

plan done now! How puzzling all these changes are! I'm never sure what I'm going to be, from 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             118 

one minute to another! However, I've got back to my right size: the next thing is, to get into that 

beautiful garden—how is that to be done, I wonder?' As she said this, she came suddenly upon 

an open place, with a little house in it about four feet high. 'Whoever lives there,' thought Alice, 

'it'll never do to come upon them this size: why, I should frighten them out of their wits!' So she 

began nibbling at the righthand bit again, and did not venture to go near the house till she had 

brought herself down to nine inches high. 

 

Chapter 6: Pig and Pepper 

 
For a minute or two she stood looking at the house, and wondering what to do next, when 

suddenly a footman in livery came running out of the wood—(she considered him to be a 

footman because he was in livery: otherwise, judging by his face only, she would have called 

him a fish)—and rapped loudly at the door with his knuckles. It was opened by another footman 

in livery, with a round face, and large eyes like a frog; and both footmen, Alice noticed, had 

powdered hair that curled all over their heads. She felt very curious to know what it was all 

about, and crept a little way out of the wood to listen. 

 

The Fish-Footman began by producing from under his arm a great letter, nearly as large as 

himself, and this he handed over to the other, saying, in a solemn voice, 'For the Duchess. An 

invitation from the Queen to play croquet.' The Frog-Footman repeated, in the same solemn tone, 

only changing the order of the words a little, 'From the Queen. An invitation for the Duchess to 

play croquet.' 

 

Then they both bowed low, and their curls got entangled together. 

 

Alice laughed so much at this, that she had to run back into the wood 

for fear of their hearing her; and when she next peeped out the Fish-

Footman was gone, and the other was sitting on the ground near the 

door, staring stupidly up into the sky. 

 

Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked. 

 

'There's no sort of use in knocking,' said the Footman. First, because I'm on the same side of the 

door as you are; secondly, because they're making such a noise inside, no one could possibly 

hear you.' And certainly there was a most extraordinary noise going on within—a constant 

howling and sneezing, and every now and then a great crash, as if a dish or kettle had been 

broken to pieces. 

 

'Please, then,' said Alice, 'how am I to get in?' 

 

'There might be some sense in your knocking,' the Footman went on without attending to her, 'if 

we had the door between us. For instance, if you were inside, you might knock, and I could let 

you out, you know.' He was looking up into the sky all the time he was speaking, and this Alice 
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thought decidedly uncivil. 'But perhaps he can't help it,' she said to herself; 'his eyes are so very 

nearly at the top of his head. But at any rate he might answer questions.—How am I to get in?' 

she repeated, aloud. 

 

'I shall sit here,' the Footman remarked, 'till tomorrow—' 

 

At this moment the door of the house opened, and a large plate came skimming out, straight at 

the Footman's head: it just grazed his nose, and broke to pieces against one of the trees behind 

him. 

 

'—or next day, maybe,' the Footman continued in the same tone, exactly as if nothing had 

happened. 

 

'How am I to get in?' asked Alice again, in a louder tone. 

 

'Are you to get in at all?' said the Footman. 'That's the first question, you know.' 

 

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to be told so. 'It's really dreadful,' she muttered to 

herself, 'the way all the creatures argue. It's enough to drive one crazy!' 

 

The Footman seemed to think this a good opportunity for repeating his remark, with variations. 'I 

shall sit here,' he said, 'on and off, for days and days.' 

 

'But what am I to do?' said Alice. 

 

'Anything you like,' said the Footman, and began whistling. 

 

'Oh, there's no use in talking to him,' said Alice desperately: 'he's perfectly idiotic!' And she 

opened the door and went in. 

 

The door led right into a large kitchen, which was full of smoke from one end to the other: the 

Duchess was sitting on a three-legged stool in the middle, nursing a baby; the cook was leaning 

over the fire, stirring a large cauldron which seemed to be full of soup. 

 

'There's certainly too much pepper in that soup!' Alice said to herself, as well as she could for 

sneezing. 

 

There was certainly too much of it in the air. Even the Duchess sneezed occasionally; and as for 

the baby, it was sneezing and howling alternately without a moment's pause. The only things in 

the kitchen that did not sneeze, were the cook, and a large cat which was sitting on the hearth and 

grinning from ear to ear. 
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'Please would you tell me,' said Alice, a little timidly, for she was not quite sure whether it was 

good manners for her to speak first, 'why your cat grins like that?' 

 

'It's a Cheshire cat,' said the Duchess, 'and that's why. Pig!' 

 

She said the last word with such sudden violence that Alice quite jumped; but she saw in another 

moment that it was addressed to the baby, and not to her, so she took courage, and went on 

again:— 

 

'I didn't know that Cheshire cats always grinned; in fact, I didn't 

know that cats could grin.' 

 

'They all can,' said the Duchess; 'and most of 'em do.' 

 

'I don't know of any that do,' Alice said very politely, feeling 

quite pleased to have got into a conversation. 

 

'You don't know much,' said the Duchess; 'and that's a fact.' 

 

Alice did not at all like the tone of this remark, and thought it would be as well to introduce some 

other subject of conversation. While she was trying to fix on one, the cook took the cauldron of 

soup off the fire, and at once set to work throwing everything within her reach at the Duchess 

and the baby—the fire-irons came first; then followed a shower of saucepans, plates, and dishes. 

The Duchess took no notice of them even when they hit her; and the baby was howling so much 

already, that it was quite impossible to say whether the blows hurt it or not. 

 

'Oh, please mind what you're doing!' cried Alice, jumping up and down in an agony of terror. 

'Oh, there goes his precious nose'; as an unusually large saucepan flew close by it, and very 

nearly carried it off. 

 

'If everybody minded their own business,' the Duchess said in a hoarse growl, 'the world would 

go round a deal faster than it does.' 

 

'Which would not be an advantage,' said Alice, who felt very glad to get an opportunity of 

showing off a little of her knowledge. 'Just think of what work it would make with the day and 

night! You see the earth takes twenty-four hours to turn round on its axis—' 

 

'Talking of axes,' said the Duchess, 'chop off her head!' 

 

Alice glanced rather anxiously at the cook, to see if she meant to take the hint; but the cook was 

busily stirring the soup, and seemed not to be listening, so she went on again: 'Twenty-four 

hours, I think; or is it twelve? I—' 
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'Oh, don't bother me,' said the Duchess; 'I never could abide figures!' And with that she began 

nursing her child again, singing a sort of lullaby to it as she did so, and giving it a violent shake 

at the end of every line: 

 

'Speak roughly to your little boy, 

And beat him when he sneezes: 

He only does it to annoy, 

Because he knows it teases.' 

 

CHORUS. 

(In which the cook and the baby joined):— 

'Wow! wow! wow!' 

 

While the Duchess sang the second verse of the song, she kept tossing the baby violently up and 

down, and the poor little thing howled so, that Alice could hardly hear the words:— 

 

'I speak severely to my boy, 

I beat him when he sneezes; 

For he can thoroughly enjoy 

The pepper when he pleases!' 

 

CHORUS. 

'Wow! wow! wow!' 

 

'Here! you may nurse it a bit, if you like!' the Duchess said to Alice, flinging the baby at her as 

she spoke. 'I must go and get ready to play croquet with the Queen,' and she hurried out of the 

room. The cook threw a frying-pan after her as she went out, but it just missed her. 

 

Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was a queer-shaped little creature, and held out 

its arms and legs in all directions, 'just like a star-fish,' thought Alice. The poor little thing was 

snorting like a steam-engine when she caught it, and kept doubling itself up and straightening 

itself out again, so that altogether, for the first minute or two, it was as much as she could do to 

hold it. 

 

As soon as she had made out the proper way of nursing it, (which was to twist it up into a sort of 

knot, and then keep tight hold of its right ear and left foot, so as to prevent its undoing itself,) she 

carried it out into the open air. 'If I don't take this child away with me,' thought Alice, 'they're 

sure to kill it in a day or two: wouldn't it be murder to leave it behind?' She said the last words 

out loud, and the little thing grunted in reply (it had left off sneezing by this time). 'Don't grunt,' 

said Alice; 'that's not at all a proper way of expressing yourself.' 

 

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very anxiously into its face to see what was the matter 

with it. There could be no doubt that it had a very turn-up nose, much more like a snout than a 
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real nose; also its eyes were getting extremely small for a baby: altogether Alice did not like the 

look of the thing at all. 'But perhaps it was only sobbing,' she thought, and looked into its eyes 

again, to see if there were any tears. 

 

No, there were no tears. 'If you're going to turn into a pig, my dear,' said Alice, seriously, 'I'll 

have nothing more to do with you. Mind now!' The poor little thing sobbed again (or grunted, it 

was impossible to say which), and they went on for some while in silence. 

 

Alice was just beginning to think to herself, 'Now, what am I to do with this 

creature when I get it home?' when it grunted again, so violently, that she 

looked down into its face in some alarm. This time there could be no mistake 

about it: it was neither more nor less than a pig, and she felt that it would be 

quite absurd for her to carry it further. 

 

So she set the little creature down, and felt quite relieved to see it trot away 

quietly into the wood. 'If it had grown up,' she said to herself, 'it would have 

made a dreadfully ugly child: but it makes rather a handsome pig, I think.' And she began 

thinking over other children she knew, who might do very well as pigs, and was just saying to 

herself, 'if one only knew the right way to change them—' when she was a little startled by 

seeing the Cheshire Cat sitting on a bough of a tree a few yards off. 

 

The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked good-natured, she thought: still it had very 

long claws and a great many teeth, so she felt that it ought to be treated with respect. 

 

'Cheshire Puss,' she began, rather timidly, as she did not at all know whether it would like the 

name: however, it only grinned a little wider. 'Come, it's pleased so far,' thought Alice, and she 

went on. 'Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?' 

 

'That depends a good deal on where you want to get to,' said the Cat. 

 

'I don't much care where—' said Alice. 

 

'Then it doesn't matter which way you go,' said the Cat. 

 

'—so long as I get somewhere,' Alice added as an explanation. 

 

'Oh, you're sure to do that,' said the Cat, 'if you only walk long enough.' 

 

Alice felt that this could not be denied, so she tried another question. 'What sort of people live 

about here?' 

 

'In that direction,' the Cat said, waving its right paw round, 'lives a Hatter: and in that direction,' 

waving the other paw, 'lives a March Hare. Visit either you like: they're both mad.' 
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'But I don't want to go among mad people,' Alice remarked. 

 

'Oh, you can't help that,' said the Cat: 'we're all mad here. I'm mad. You're mad.' 

 

'How do you know I'm mad?' said Alice. 

 

'You must be,' said the Cat, 'or you wouldn't have come here.' 

 

Alice didn't think that proved it at all; however, she went on 'And how do you know that you're 

mad?' 

 

'To begin with,' said the Cat, 'a dog's not mad. You grant that?' 

 

'I suppose so,' said Alice. 

 

'Well, then,' the Cat went on, 'you see, a dog growls when it's angry, and wags its tail when it's 

pleased. Now I growl when I'm pleased, and wag my tail when I'm angry. Therefore I'm mad.' 

 

'I call it purring, not growling,' said Alice. 

 

'Call it what you like,' said the Cat. 'Do you play croquet with the Queen today?' 

 

'I should like it very much,' said Alice, 'but I haven't been invited yet.' 

 

'You'll see me there,' said the Cat, and vanished. 

 

Alice was not much surprised at this, she was getting so used to queer things happening. While 

she was looking at the place where it had been, it suddenly appeared again. 

 

'By-the-bye, what became of the baby?' said the Cat. 'I'd nearly forgotten to ask.' 

 

'It turned into a pig,' Alice quietly said, just as if it had come back in a natural way. 

 

'I thought it would,' said the Cat, and vanished again. 

 

Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it again, but it did not appear, and after a minute or two 

she walked on in the direction in which the March Hare was said to live. 'I've seen hatters 

before,' she said to herself; 'the March Hare will be much the most interesting, and perhaps as 

this is May it won't be raving mad—at least not so mad as it was in March.' As she said this, she 

looked up, and there was the Cat again, sitting on a branch of a tree. 

 

'Did you say pig, or fig?' said the Cat. 
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'I said pig,' replied Alice; 'and I wish you wouldn't keep appearing and vanishing so suddenly: 

you make one quite giddy.' 

 

'All right,' said the Cat; and this time it vanished quite slowly, 

beginning with the end of the tail, and ending with the grin, which 

remained sometime after the rest of it had gone. 

 

'Well! I've often seen a cat without a grin,' thought Alice; 'but a grin 

without a cat! It's the most curious thing I ever saw in my life!' 

 

She had not gone much farther before she came in sight of the house of the March Hare: she 

thought it must be the right house, because the chimneys were shaped like ears and the roof was 

thatched with fur. It was so large a house, that she did not like to go nearer till she had nibbled 

some more of the left-hand bit of mushroom, and raised herself to about two feet high: even then 

she walked up towards it rather timidly, saying to herself 'Suppose it should be raving mad after 

all! I almost wish I'd gone to see the Hatter instead!' 

 

Chapter 7: A Mad Tea Party 

 
There was a table set out under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter 

were having tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were 

using it as a cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talking over its head. 'Very uncomfortable 

for the Dormouse,' thought Alice; 'only, as it's asleep, I suppose it doesn't mind.' 

 

The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it: 'No room! 

No room!' they cried out when they saw Alice coming. 'There's plenty of room!' said Alice 

indignantly, and she sat down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table. 

 

'Have some wine,' the March Hare said in an encouraging tone. 

 

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. 'I don't see any wine,' she 

remarked. 

 

'There isn't any,' said the March Hare. 

 

'Then it wasn't very civil of you to offer it,' said Alice angrily. 

 

'It wasn't very civil of you to sit down without being invited,' said the March Hare. 

 

'I didn't know it was your table,' said Alice; 'it's laid for a great many more than three.' 

 

'Your hair wants cutting,' said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with great 

curiosity, and this was his first speech. 
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'You should learn not to make personal remarks,' Alice said with some severity; 'it's very rude.' 

 

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was, 'Why is a raven like a 

writing-desk?' 

 

'Come, we shall have some fun now!' thought Alice. 'I'm glad they've begun asking riddles.—I 

believe I can guess that,' she added aloud. 

 

'Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?' said the March Hare. 

 

'Exactly so,' said Alice. 

 

'Then you should say what you mean,' the March Hare went on. 

 

'I do,' Alice hastily replied; 'at least I mean what I say—that's the 

same thing, you know.' 

 

'Not the same thing a bit!' said the Hatter. 'You might just as well 

say that "I see what I eat" is the same thing as "I eat what I see"!' 

 

'You might as well say,' added the March Hare, 'that "I like what I 

get" is the same thing as "I get what I like"!' 

 

'You might just as well say,' added the Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in his sleep, 'that "I 

breathe when I sleep" is the same thing as "I sleep when I breathe"!' 

 

'It is the same thing with you,' said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the party 

sat silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and 

writing-desks, which wasn't much. 

 

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. 'What day of the month is it?' he said, turning to 

Alice: he had taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shaking it every 

now and then, and holding it to his ear. 

 

Alice considered a little, and then said 'The fourth.' 

 

'Two days wrong!' sighed the Hatter. 'I told you butter wouldn't suit the works!' he added looking 

angrily at the March Hare. 

 

'It was the best butter,' the March Hare meekly replied. 
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'Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,' the Hatter grumbled: 'you shouldn't have put it 

in with the bread-knife.' 

 

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, 

and looked at it again: but he could think of nothing better to say than his first remark, 'It was the 

best butter, you know.' 

 

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some curiosity. 'What a funny watch!' she 

remarked. 'It tells the day of the month, and doesn't tell what o'clock it is!' 

 

'Why should it?' muttered the Hatter. 'Does your watch tell you what year it is?' 

 

'Of course not,' Alice replied very readily: 'but that's because it stays the same year for such a 

long time together.' 

 

'Which is just the case with mine,' said the Hatter. 

 

Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter's remark seemed to have no sort of meaning in it, and 

yet it was certainly English. 'I don't quite understand you,' she said, as politely as she could. 

 

'The Dormouse is asleep again,' said the Hatter, and he poured a little hot tea upon its nose. 

 

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, without opening its eyes, 'Of course, of 

course; just what I was going to remark myself.' 

 

'Have you guessed the riddle yet?' the Hatter said, turning to Alice again. 

 

'No, I give it up,' Alice replied: 'what's the answer?' 

 

'I haven't the slightest idea,' said the Hatter. 

 

'Nor I,' said the March Hare. 

 

Alice sighed wearily. 'I think you might do something better with the time,' she said, 'than waste 

it in asking riddles that have no answers.' 

 

'If you knew Time as well as I do,' said the Hatter, 'you wouldn't talk about wasting it. It's him.' 

 

'I don't know what you mean,' said Alice. 

 

'Of course you don't!' the Hatter said, tossing his head contemptuously. 'I dare say you never 

even spoke to Time!' 
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'Perhaps not,' Alice cautiously replied: 'but I know I have to beat time when I learn music.' 

 

'Ah! that accounts for it,' said the Hatter. 'He won't stand beating. Now, if you only kept on good 

terms with him, he'd do almost anything you liked with the clock. For instance, suppose it were 

nine o'clock in the morning, just time to begin lessons: you'd only have to whisper a hint to 

Time, and round goes the clock in a twinkling! Half-past one, time for dinner!' 

 

('I only wish it was,' the March Hare said to itself in a whisper.) 

 

'That would be grand, certainly,' said Alice thoughtfully: 'but then—I shouldn't be hungry for it, 

you know.' 

 

'Not at first, perhaps,' said the Hatter: 'but you could keep it to half-past one as long as you liked.' 

 

'Is that the way you manage?' Alice asked. 

 

The Hatter shook his head mournfully. 'Not I!' he replied. 'We quarreled last March—just before 

he went mad, you know—' (pointing with his tea spoon at the March Hare,) '—it was at the great 

concert given by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing 

 

"Twinkle, twinkle, little bat! 

How I wonder what you're at!" 

 

You know the song, perhaps?' 

 

'I've heard something like it,' said Alice. 

 

'It goes on, you know,' the Hatter continued, 'in this way:— 

 

"Up above the world you fly, 

Like a tea-tray in the sky. 

Twinkle, twinkle—"' 

 

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in its sleep 'Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, 

twinkle—' and went on so long that they had to pinch it to make it stop. 

 

'Well, I'd hardly finished the first verse,' said the Hatter, 'when the Queen jumped up and bawled 

out, "He's murdering the time! Off with his head!"' 

 

'How dreadfully savage!' exclaimed Alice. 

 

'And ever since that,' the Hatter went on in a mournful tone, 'he won't do a thing I ask! It's always 

six o'clock now.' 
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A bright idea came into Alice's head. 'Is that the reason so many tea-things are put out here?' she 

asked. 

 

'Yes, that's it,' said the Hatter with a sigh: 'it's always tea-time, and we've no time to wash the 

things between whiles.' 

 

'Then you keep moving round, I suppose?' said Alice. 

 

'Exactly so,' said the Hatter: 'as the things get used up.' 

 

'But what happens when you come to the beginning again?' Alice ventured to ask. 

 

'Suppose we change the subject,' the March Hare interrupted, yawning. 'I'm getting tired of this. I 

vote the young lady tells us a story.' 

 

'I'm afraid I don't know one,' said Alice, rather alarmed at the proposal. 

 

'Then the Dormouse shall!' they both cried. 'Wake up, Dormouse!' And they pinched it on both 

sides at once. 

 

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. 'I wasn't asleep,' he said in a hoarse, feeble voice: 'I heard 

every word you fellows were saying.' 

 

'Tell us a story!' said the March Hare. 

 

'Yes, please do!' pleaded Alice. 

 

'And be quick about it,' added the Hatter, 'or you'll be asleep again before it's done.' 

 

'Once upon a time there were three little sisters,' the Dormouse began in a great hurry; 'and their 

names were Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie; and they lived at the bottom of a well—' 

 

'What did they live on?' said Alice, who always took a great interest in questions of eating and 

drinking. 

 

'They lived on treacle,' said the Dormouse, after thinking a minute or two. 

 

'They couldn't have done that, you know,' Alice gently remarked; 'they'd have been ill.' 

 

'So they were,' said the Dormouse; 'very ill.' 

 

Alice tried to fancy to herself what such an extraordinary way of living would be like, but it 

puzzled her too much, so she went on: 'But why did they live at the bottom of a well?' 
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'Take some more tea,' the March Hare said to Alice, very earnestly. 

 

'I've had nothing yet,' Alice replied in an offended tone, 'so I can't take more.' 

 

'You mean you can't take less,' said the Hatter: 'it's very easy to take more than nothing.' 

 

'Nobody asked your opinion,' said Alice. 

 

'Who's making personal remarks now?' the Hatter asked triumphantly. 

 

Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she helped herself to some tea and bread-and-

butter, and then turned to the Dormouse, and repeated her question. 'Why did they live at the 

bottom of a well?' 

 

The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think about it, and then said, 'It was a treacle-well.' 

 

'There's no such thing!' Alice was beginning very angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare 

went 'Sh! sh!' and the Dormouse sulkily remarked, 'If you can't be civil, you'd better finish the 

story for yourself.' 

 

'No, please go on!' Alice said very humbly; 'I won't interrupt again. I dare say there may be one.' 

 

'One, indeed!' said the Dormouse indignantly. However, he consented to go on. 'And so these 

three little sisters—they were learning to draw, you know—' 

 

'What did they draw?' said Alice, quite forgetting her promise. 

 

'Treacle,' said the Dormouse, without considering at all this time. 

 

'I want a clean cup,' interrupted the Hatter: 'let's all move one place on.' 

 

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse followed him: the March Hare moved into the 

Dormouse's place, and Alice rather unwillingly took the place of the March Hare. The Hatter was 

the only one who got any advantage from the change: and Alice was a good deal worse off than 

before, as the March Hare had just upset the milk-jug into his plate. 

 

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so she began very cautiously: 'But I don't 

understand. Where did they draw the treacle from?' 

 

'You can draw water out of a water-well,' said the Hatter; 'so I should think you could draw 

treacle out of a treacle-well—eh, stupid?' 

 

'But they were in the well,' Alice said to the Dormouse, not choosing to notice this last remark. 
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'Of course they were', said the Dormouse; '—well in.' 

 

This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the Dormouse go on for some time without 

interrupting it. 

 

'They were learning to draw,' the Dormouse went on, yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it was 

getting very sleepy; 'and they drew all manner of things—everything that begins with an M—' 

 

'Why with an M?' said Alice. 

 

'Why not?' said the March Hare. 

 

Alice was silent. 

 

The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and was going off into a doze; but, on being 

pinched by the Hatter, it woke up again with a little shriek, and went on: '—that begins with an 

M, such as mouse-traps, and the moon, and memory, and muchness—you know you say things 

are "much of a muchness"—did you ever see such a thing as a drawing of a muchness?' 

 

'Really, now you ask me,' said Alice, very much confused, 'I don't think—' 

 

'Then you shouldn't talk,' said the Hatter. 

 

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could bear: she got up in great disgust, and walked 

off; the Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the others took the least notice of her 

going, though she looked back once or twice, half hoping that they would call after her: the last 

time she saw them, they were trying to put the Dormouse into the teapot. 

 

'At any rate I'll never go there again!' said Alice as she picked her way through the wood. 'It's the 

stupidest tea-party I ever was at in all my life!' 

 

Just as she said this, she noticed that one of the trees had a door leading right into it. 'That's very 

curious!' she thought. 'But everything's curious today. I think I may as well go in at once.' And in 

she went. 

 

Once more she found herself in the long hall, and close to the little glass table. 'Now, I'll manage 

better this time,' she said to herself, and began by taking the little golden key, and unlocking the 

door that led into the garden. Then she went to work nibbling at the mushroom (she had kept a 

piece of it in her pocket) till she was about a foot high: then she walked down the little passage: 

and then—she found herself at last in the beautiful garden, among the bright flower-beds and the 

cool fountains. 

 

Chapter 8: The Queen's Croquet-Ground 
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A large rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden: the roses growing on it were white, but 

there were three gardeners at it, busily painting them red. Alice thought this a very curious thing, 

and she went nearer to watch them, and just as she came up to them she heard one of them say, 

'Look out now, Five! Don't go splashing paint over me like that!' 

 

'I couldn't help it,' said Five, in a sulky tone; 'Seven jogged my elbow.' 

 

On which Seven looked up and said, 'That's right, Five! Always lay the blame on others!' 

 

'You'd better not talk!' said Five. 'I heard the Queen say only yesterday you deserved to be 

beheaded!' 

 

'What for?' said the one who had spoken first. 

 

'That's none of your business, Two!' said Seven. 

 

'Yes, it is his business!' said Five, 'and I'll tell him—it was for bringing 

the cook tulip-roots instead of onions.' 

 

Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun 'Well, of all the unjust 

things—' when his eye chanced to fall upon Alice, as she stood watching 

them, and he checked himself suddenly: the others looked round also, 

and all of them bowed low. 

 

'Would you tell me,' said Alice, a little timidly, 'why you are painting those roses?' 

 

Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began in a low voice, 'Why the fact is, you 

see, Miss, this here ought to have been a red rose-tree, and we put a white one in by mistake; and 

if the Queen was to find it out, we should all have our heads cut off, you know. So you see, Miss, 

we're doing our best, afore she comes, to—' At this moment Five, who had been anxiously 

looking across the garden, called out 'The Queen! The Queen!' and the three gardeners instantly 

threw themselves flat upon their faces. There was a sound of many footsteps, and Alice looked 

round, eager to see the Queen. 

 

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these were all shaped like the three gardeners, oblong and 

flat, with their hands and feet at the corners: next the ten courtiers; these were ornamented all 

over with diamonds, and walked two and two, as the soldiers did. After these came the royal 

children; there were ten of them, and the little dears came jumping merrily along hand in hand, in 

couples: they were all ornamented with hearts. Next came the guests, mostly Kings and Queens, 

and among them Alice recognized the White Rabbit: it was talking in a hurried nervous manner, 

smiling at everything that was said, and went by without noticing her. Then followed the Knave 
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of Hearts, carrying the King's crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this grand 

procession, came THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS. 

 

Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to lie down on her face like the three gardeners, 

but she could not remember ever having heard of such a rule at processions; 'and besides, what 

would be the use of a procession,' thought she, 'if people had all to lie down upon their faces, so 

that they couldn't see it?' So she stood still where she was, and waited. 

 

When the procession came opposite to Alice, they all stopped and looked at her, and the Queen 

said severely 'Who is this?' She said it to the Knave of Hearts, who only bowed and smiled in 

reply. 

 

'Idiot!' said the Queen, tossing her head impatiently; and, turning to Alice, she went on, 'What's 

your name, child?' 

 

'My name is Alice, so please your Majesty,' said Alice very politely; but she added, to herself, 

'Why, they're only a pack of cards, after all. I needn't be afraid of them!' 

 

'And who are these?' said the Queen, pointing to the three gardeners who were lying round the 

rose tree; for, you see, as they were lying on their faces, and the pattern on their backs was the 

same as the rest of the pack, she could not tell whether they were gardeners, or soldiers, or 

courtiers, or three of her own children. 

 

'How should I know?' said Alice, surprised at her own courage. 'It's no business of mine.' 

 

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after glaring at her for a moment like a wild beast, 

screamed 'Off with her head! Off—' 

 

'Nonsense!' said Alice, very loudly and decidedly, and the Queen was silent. 

 

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and timidly said 'Consider, my dear: she is only a child!' 

 

The Queen turned angrily away from him, and said to the Knave 'Turn them over!' 

 

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot. 

 

'Get up!' said the Queen, in a shrill, loud voice, and the three gardeners instantly jumped up, and 

began bowing to the King, the Queen, the royal children, and everybody else. 

 

'Leave off that!' screamed the Queen. 'You make me giddy.' And then, turning to the rose-tree, 

she went on, 'What have you been doing here?' 
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'May it please your Majesty,' said Two, in a very humble tone, going down on one knee as he 

spoke, 'we were trying—' 

 

'I see!' said the Queen, who had meanwhile been examining the roses. 'Off with their heads!' and 

the procession moved on, three of the soldiers remaining behind to execute the unfortunate 

gardeners, who ran to Alice for protection. 

 

'You shan't be beheaded!' said Alice, and she put them into a large flower-pot that stood near. 

The three soldiers wandered about for a minute or two, looking for them, and then quietly 

marched off after the others. 

 

'Are their heads off?' shouted the Queen. 

 

'Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!' the soldiers shouted in reply. 

 

'That's right!' shouted the Queen. 'Can you play croquet?' 

 

The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the question was evidently meant for her. 

 

'Yes!' shouted Alice. 

 

'Come on, then!' roared the Queen, and Alice joined the procession, wondering very much what 

would happen next. 

 

'It's—it's a very fine day!' said a timid voice at her side. She was walking by the White Rabbit, 

who was peeping anxiously into her face. 

 

'Very,' said Alice: '—where's the Duchess?' 

 

'Hush! Hush!' said the Rabbit in a low, hurried tone. He looked anxiously over his shoulder as he 

spoke, and then raised himself upon tiptoe, put his mouth close to her ear, and whispered 'She's 

under sentence of execution.' 

 

'What for?' said Alice. 

 

'Did you say "What a pity!"?' the Rabbit asked. 

 

'No, I didn't,' said Alice: 'I don't think it's at all a pity. I said "What for?"' 

 

'She boxed the Queen's ears—' the Rabbit began. Alice gave a little scream of laughter. 'Oh, 

hush!' the Rabbit whispered in a frightened tone. 'The Queen will hear you! You see, she came 

rather late, and the Queen said—' 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             134 

'Get to your places!' shouted the Queen in a voice of thunder, and people began running about in 

all directions, tumbling up against each other; however, they got settled down in a minute or two, 

and the game began. Alice thought she had never seen such a curious croquet-ground in her life; 

it was all ridges and furrows; the balls were live hedgehogs, the mallets live flamingoes, and the 

soldiers had to double themselves up and to stand on their hands and feet, to make the arches. 

 

The chief difficulty Alice found at first was in managing her flamingo: she succeeded in getting 

its body tucked away, comfortably enough, under her arm, with its legs hanging down, but 

generally, just as she had got its neck nicely straightened out, and was going to give the 

hedgehog a blow with its head, it would twist itself round and look up in her face, with such a 

puzzled expression that she could not help bursting out laughing: and when she had got its head 

down, and was going to begin again, it was very provoking to find that the hedgehog had 

unrolled itself, and was in the act of crawling away: besides all this, there was generally a ridge 

or furrow in the way wherever she wanted to send the hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up 

soldiers were always getting up and walking off to other parts of the ground, Alice soon came to 

the conclusion that it was a very difficult game indeed. 

 

The players all played at once without waiting for turns, quarrelling all the while, and fighting 

for the hedgehogs; and in a very short time the Queen was in a furious passion, and went 

stamping about, and shouting 'Off with his head!' or 'Off with her head!' about once in a minute. 

 

Alice began to feel very uneasy: to be sure, she had not as yet had any dispute with the Queen, 

but she knew that it might happen any minute, 'and then,' thought she, 'what would become of 

me? They're dreadfully fond of beheading people here; the great wonder is, that there's any one 

left alive!' 

 

She was looking about for some way of escape, and wondering whether she could get away 

without being seen, when she noticed a curious appearance in the air: it puzzled her very much at 

first, but, after watching it a minute or two, she made it out to be a grin, and she said to herself 

'It's the Cheshire Cat: now I shall have somebody to talk to.' 

 

'How are you getting on?' said the Cat, as soon as there was mouth enough for it to speak with. 

 

Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and then nodded. 'It's no use speaking to it,' she thought, 'till 

its ears have come, or at least one of them.' In another minute the whole head appeared, and then 

Alice put down her flamingo, and began an account of the game, feeling very glad she had 

someone to listen to her. The Cat seemed to think that there was enough of it now in sight, and 

no more of it appeared. 

 

'I don't think they play at all fairly,' Alice began, in rather a complaining tone, 'and they all 

quarrel so dreadfully one can't hear oneself speak—and they don't seem to have any rules in 

particular; at least, if there are, nobody attends to them—and you've no idea how confusing it is 

all the things being alive; for instance, there's the arch I've got to go through next walking about 
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at the other end of the ground—and I should have croqueted the Queen's hedgehog just now, 

only it ran away when it saw mine coming!' 

 

'How do you like the Queen?' said the Cat in a low voice. 

 

'Not at all,' said Alice: 'she's so extremely—' Just then she noticed that the Queen was close 

behind her, listening: so she went on, '—likely to win, that it's hardly worth while finishing the 

game.' 

 

The Queen smiled and passed on. 

 

'Who are you talking to?' said the King, going up to Alice, and looking at the Cat's head with 

great curiosity. 

 

'It's a friend of mine—a Cheshire Cat,' said Alice: 'allow me to introduce 

it.' 

 

'I don't like the look of it at all,' said the King: 'however, it may kiss my 

hand if it likes.' 

 

'I'd rather not,' the Cat remarked. 

 

'Don't be impertinent,' said the King, 'and don't look at me like that!' He got behind Alice as he 

spoke. 

 

'A cat may look at a king,' said Alice. 'I've read that in some book, but I don't remember where.' 

 

'Well, it must be removed,' said the King very decidedly, and he called the Queen, who was 

passing at the moment, 'My dear! I wish you would have this cat removed!' 

 

The Queen had only one way of settling all difficulties, great or small. 'Off with his head!' she 

said, without even looking round. 

 

'I'll fetch the executioner myself,' said the King eagerly, and he hurried off. 

 

Alice thought she might as well go back, and see how the game was going on, as she heard the 

Queen's voice in the distance, screaming with passion. She had already heard her sentence three 

of the players to be executed for having missed their turns, and she did not like the look of things 

at all, as the game was in such confusion that she never knew whether it was her turn or not. So 

she went in search of her hedgehog. 

 

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another hedgehog, which seemed to Alice an 

excellent opportunity for croqueting one of them with the other: the only difficulty was, that her 
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flamingo was gone across to the other side of the garden, where Alice could see it trying in a 

helpless sort of way to fly up into a tree. 

 

By the time she had caught the flamingo and brought it back, the fight was over, and both the 

hedgehogs were out of sight: 'but it doesn't matter much,' thought Alice, 'as all the arches are 

gone from this side of the ground.' So she tucked it away under her arm, that it might not escape 

again, and went back for a little more conversation with her friend. 

 

When she got back to the Cheshire Cat, she was surprised to find quite a large crowd collected 

round it: there was a dispute going on between the executioner, the King, and the Queen, who 

were all talking at once, while all the rest were quite silent, and looked very uncomfortable. 

 

The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by all three to settle the question, and they 

repeated their arguments to her, though, as they all spoke at once, she found it very hard indeed 

to make out exactly what they said. 

 

The executioner's argument was, that you couldn't cut off a head unless there was a body to cut it 

off from: that he had never had to do such a thing before, and he wasn't going to begin at his time 

of life. 

 

The King's argument was, that anything that had a head could be beheaded, and that you weren't 

to talk nonsense. 

 

The Queen's argument was, that if something wasn't done about it in less than no time she'd have 

everybody executed, all round. (It was this last remark that had made the whole party look so 

grave and anxious.) 

 

Alice could think of nothing else to say but 'It belongs to the Duchess: you'd better ask her about 

it.' 

 

'She's in prison,' the Queen said to the executioner: 'fetch her here.' And the executioner went off 

like an arrow. 

 

The Cat's head began fading away the moment he was gone, and, by the time he had come back 

with the Duchess, it had entirely disappeared; so the King and the executioner ran wildly up and 

down looking for it, while the rest of the party went back to the game. 
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Chapter 9: The Mock Turtle's Story 

 
'You can't think how glad I am to see you again, you dear old thing!' said the Duchess, as she 

tucked her arm affectionately into Alice's, and they walked off together. 

 

Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant temper, and thought to herself that perhaps it 

was only the pepper that had made her so savage when they met in the kitchen. 

 

'When I'm a Duchess,' she said to herself, (not in a very hopeful tone though), 'I won't have any 

pepper in my kitchen at all. Soup does very well without—Maybe it's always pepper that makes 

people hot-tempered,' she went on, very much pleased at having found out a new kind of rule, 

'and vinegar that makes them sour—and chamomile that makes them bitter—and—and barley-

sugar and such things that make children sweet-tempered. I only wish people knew that: then 

they wouldn't be so stingy about it, you know—' 

 

She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this time, and was a little startled when she heard her 

voice close to her ear. 'You're thinking about something, my dear, and that makes you forget to 

talk. I can't tell you just now what the moral of that is, but I shall remember it in a bit.' 

 

'Perhaps it hasn't one,' Alice ventured to remark. 

 

'Tut, tut, child!' said the Duchess. 'Everything's got a moral, if only you can find it.' And she 

squeezed herself up closer to Alice's side as she spoke. 

 

Alice did not much like keeping so close to her: first, because the Duchess was very ugly; and 

secondly, because she was exactly the right height to rest her chin upon Alice's shoulder, and it 

was an uncomfortably sharp chin. However, she did not like to be rude, so she bore it as well as 

she could. 

 

'The game's going on rather better now,' she said, by way of keeping up the conversation a little. 

 

''Tis so,' said the Duchess: 'and the moral of that is—"Oh, 'tis love, 'tis love, that makes the world 

go round!"' 

 

'Somebody said,' Alice whispered, 'that it's done by everybody minding their own business!' 

 

'Ah, well! It means much the same thing,' said the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin into 

Alice's shoulder as she added, 'and the moral of that is—"Take care of the sense, and the sounds 

will take care of themselves."' 

 

'How fond she is of finding morals in things!' Alice thought to herself. 
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'I dare say you're wondering why I don't put my arm round your waist,' the Duchess said after a 

pause: 'the reason is, that I'm doubtful about the temper of your flamingo. Shall I try the 

experiment?' 

 

'He might bite,' Alice cautiously replied, not feeling at all anxious to have the experiment tried. 

 

'Very true,' said the Duchess: 'flamingoes and mustard both bite. And the moral of that is—

"Birds of a feather flock together."' 

 

'Only mustard isn't a bird,' Alice remarked. 

 

'Right, as usual,' said the Duchess: 'what a clear way you have of putting things!' 

 

'It's a mineral, I think,' said Alice. 

 

'Of course it is,' said the Duchess, who seemed ready to agree to everything that Alice said; 

'there's a large mustard-mine near here. And the moral of that is—"The more there is of mine, the 

less there is of yours."' 

 

'Oh, I know!' exclaimed Alice, who had not attended to this last remark, 'it's a vegetable. It 

doesn't look like one, but it is.' 

 

'I quite agree with you,' said the Duchess; 'and the moral of that is—"Be what you would seem to 

be"—or if you'd like it put more simply—"Never imagine yourself not to be otherwise than what 

it might appear to others that what you were or might have been was not otherwise than what you 

had been would have appeared to them to be otherwise."' 

 

'I think I should understand that better,' Alice said very politely, 'if I had it written down: but I 

can't quite follow it as you say it.' 

 

'That's nothing to what I could say if I chose,' the Duchess replied, in a pleased tone. 

 

'Pray don't trouble yourself to say it any longer than that,' said Alice. 

 

'Oh, don't bother about trouble!' said the Duchess. 'I make you a present of everything I've said as 

yet.' 

 

'A cheap sort of present!' thought Alice. 'I'm glad they don't give birthday presents like that!' But 

she did not venture to say it out loud. 

 

'Thinking again?' the Duchess asked, with another dig of her sharp little chin. 

 

'I've a right to think,' said Alice sharply, for she was beginning to feel a little worried. 
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'Just about as much right,' said the Duchess, 'as pigs have to fly; and the m—' 

 

But here, to Alice's great surprise, the Duchess's voice died away, even in the middle of her 

favorite word 'moral,' and the arm that was linked into hers began to tremble. Alice looked up, 

and there stood the Queen in front of them, with her arms folded, frowning like a thunderstorm. 

 

'A fine day, your Majesty!' the Duchess began in a low, weak voice. 

 

'Now, I give you fair warning,' shouted the Queen, stamping on the ground as she spoke; 'either 

you or your head must be off, and that in about half no time! Take your choice!' 

 

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a moment. 

 

'Let's go on with the game,' the Queen said to Alice; and Alice was too much frightened to say a 

word, but slowly followed her back to the croquet-ground. 

 

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen's absence, and were resting in the shade: 

however, the moment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, the Queen merely remarking 

that a moment's delay would cost them their lives. 

 

All the time they were playing the Queen never left off quarrelling with the other players, and 

shouting 'Off with his head!' or 'Off with her head!' Those whom she sentenced were taken into 

custody by the soldiers, who of course had to leave off being arches to do this, so that by the end 

of half an hour or so there were no arches left, and all the players, except the King, the Queen, 

and Alice, were in custody and under sentence of execution. 

 

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, and said to Alice, 'Have you seen the Mock Turtle 

yet?' 

 

'No,' said Alice. 'I don't even know what a Mock Turtle is.' 

 

'It's the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,' said the Queen. 

 

'I never saw one, or heard of one,' said Alice. 

 

'Come on, then,' said the Queen, 'and he shall tell you his history,' 

 

As they walked off together, Alice heard the King say in a low voice, to the company generally, 

'You are all pardoned.' 'Come, that's a good thing!' she said to herself, for she had felt quite 

unhappy at the number of executions the Queen had ordered. 
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They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast asleep in the sun. (If you don't know what a 

Gryphon is, look at the picture.) 'Up, lazy thing!' said the Queen, 'and take this young lady to see 

the Mock Turtle, and to hear his history. I must go back and see after some executions I have 

ordered'; and she walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. Alice did not quite like the 

look of the creature, but on the whole she thought it would be quite as safe to stay with it as to go 

after that savage Queen: so she waited. 

 

The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes: then it watched the 

Queen till she was out of sight: then it chuckled. 'What fun!' 

said the Gryphon, half to itself, half to Alice. 

 

'What is the fun?' said Alice. 

 

'Why, she,' said the Gryphon. 'It's all her fancy, that: they never 

executes nobody, you know. Come on!' 

 

'Everybody says "come on!" here,' thought Alice, as she went slowly after it: 'I never was so 

ordered about in all my life, never!' 

 

They had not gone far before they saw the Mock Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and lonely on 

a little ledge of rock, and, as they came nearer, Alice could hear him sighing as if his heart would 

break. She pitied him deeply. 'What is his sorrow?' she asked the Gryphon, and the Gryphon 

answered, very nearly in the same words as before, 'It's all his fancy, that: he hasn't got no 

sorrow, you know. Come on!' 

 

So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at them with large eyes full of tears, but said 

nothing. 

 

'This here young lady,' said the Gryphon, 'she wants for to know your history, she do.' 

 

'I'll tell it her,' said the Mock Turtle in a deep, hollow tone: 'sit down, both of you, and don't 

speak a word till I've finished.' 

 

So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some minutes. Alice thought to herself, 'I don't see how 

he can ever finish, if he doesn't begin.' But she waited patiently. 

 

'Once,' said the Mock Turtle at last, with a deep sigh, 'I was a real Turtle.' 

 

These words were followed by a very long silence, broken only by an occasional exclamation of 

'Hjckrrh!' from the Gryphon, and the constant heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle. Alice was very 

nearly getting up and saying, 'Thank you, sir, for your interesting story,' but she could not help 

thinking there must be more to come, so she sat still and said nothing. 
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'When we were little,' the Mock Turtle went on at last, more calmly, though still sobbing a little 

now and then, 'we went to school in the sea. The master was an old Turtle—we used to call him 

Tortoise—' 

 

'Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn't one?' Alice asked. 

 

'We called him Tortoise because he taught us,' said the Mock Turtle angrily: 'really you are very 

dull!' 

 

'You ought to be ashamed of yourself for asking such a simple question,' added the Gryphon; and 

then they both sat silent and looked at poor Alice, who felt ready to sink into the earth. At last the 

Gryphon said to the Mock Turtle, 'Drive on, old fellow! Don't be all day about it!' and he went 

on in these words: 

 

'Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you may not believe it—' 

 

'I never said I didn't!' interrupted Alice. 

 

'You did,' said the Mock Turtle. 

 

'Hold your tongue!' added the Gryphon, before Alice could speak again. The Mock Turtle went 

on. 

 

'We had the best of educations—in fact, we went to school every day—' 

 

'I've been to a day-school, too,' said Alice; 'you needn't be so proud as all that.' 

 

'With extras?' asked the Mock Turtle a little anxiously. 

 

'Yes,' said Alice, 'we learned French and music.' 

 

'And washing?' said the Mock Turtle. 

 

'Certainly not!' said Alice indignantly. 

 

'Ah! then yours wasn't a really good school,' said the Mock Turtle in a tone of great relief. 'Now 

at ours they had at the end of the bill, "French, music, and washing—extra."' 

 

'You couldn't have wanted it much,' said Alice; 'living at the bottom of the sea.' 

 

'I couldn't afford to learn it.' said the Mock Turtle with a sigh. 'I only took the regular course.' 

 

'What was that?' inquired Alice. 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             142 

'Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,' the Mock Turtle replied; 'and then the different 

branches of Arithmetic—Ambition, Distraction, Uglification, and Derision.' 

 

'I never heard of "Uglification,"' Alice ventured to say. 'What is it?' 

 

The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in surprise. 'What! Never heard of uglifying!' it exclaimed. 

'You know what to beautify is, I suppose?' 

 

'Yes,' said Alice doubtfully: 'it means—to—make—anything—prettier.' 

 

'Well, then,' the Gryphon went on, 'if you don't know what to uglify is, you are a simpleton.' 

 

Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more questions about it, so she turned to the Mock 

Turtle, and said 'What else had you to learn?' 

 

'Well, there was Mystery,' the Mock Turtle replied, counting off the subjects on his flappers, '—

Mystery, ancient and modern, with Seaography: then Drawling—the Drawling-master was an 

old conger-eel, that used to come once a week: he taught us Drawling, Stretching, and Fainting 

in Coils.' 

 

'What was that like?' said Alice. 

 

'Well, I can't show it you myself,' the Mock Turtle said: 'I'm too stiff. And the Gryphon never 

learnt it.' 

 

'Hadn't time,' said the Gryphon: 'I went to the Classics master, 

though. He was an old crab, he was.' 

 

'I never went to him,' the Mock Turtle said with a sigh: 'he taught 

Laughing and Grief, they used to say.' 

 

'So he did, so he did,' said the Gryphon, sighing in his turn; and 

both creatures hid their faces in their paws. 

 

'And how many hours a day did you do lessons?' said Alice, in a 

hurry to change the subject. 

 

'Ten hours the first day, nine the next, and so on,' said the Mock Turtle. 

 

'What a curious plan!' exclaimed Alice. 

 

'That's the reason they're called lessons,' the Gryphon remarked: 'because they lessen from day to 

day.' 
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This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought it over a little before she made her next 

remark. 'Then the eleventh day must have been a holiday?' 

 

'Of course it was,' said the Mock Turtle. 

 

'And how did you manage on the twelfth?' Alice went on eagerly. 

 

'That's enough about lessons,' the Gryphon interrupted in a very decided tone: 'tell her something 

about the games now.' 

 

Chapter 10: The Lobster Quadrille 

 
The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the back of one flapper across his eyes. He looked at 

Alice, and tried to speak, but for a minute or two sobs choked his voice. 'Same as if he had a 

bone in his throat,' said the Gryphon: and it set to work shaking him and punching him in the 

back. At last the Mock Turtle recovered his voice, and, with tears running down his cheeks, he 

went on again:— 

 

'You may not have lived much under the sea—' ('I haven't,' said Alice)—'and perhaps you were 

never even introduced to a lobster—' (Alice began to say 'I once tasted—' but checked herself 

hastily, and said 'No, never') '—so you can have no idea what a delightful thing a Lobster 

Quadrille is!' 

 

'No, indeed,' said Alice. 'What sort of a dance is it?' 

 

'Why,' said the Gryphon, 'you first form into a line along the sea-shore—' 

 

'Two lines!' cried the Mock Turtle. 'Seals, turtles, salmon, and so on; then, 

when you've cleared all the jelly-fish out of the way—' 

 

'That generally takes some time,' interrupted the Gryphon. 

 

'—you advance twice—' 

 

'Each with a lobster as a partner!' cried the Gryphon. 

 

'Of course,' the Mock Turtle said: 'advance twice, set to partners—' 

 

'—change lobsters, and retire in same order,' continued the Gryphon. 

 

'Then, you know,' the Mock Turtle went on, 'you throw the—' 

 

'The lobsters!' shouted the Gryphon, with a bound into the air. 
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'—as far out to sea as you can—' 

 

'Swim after them!' screamed the Gryphon. 

 

'Turn a somersault in the sea!' cried the Mock Turtle, capering wildly about. 

 

'Change lobsters again!' yelled the Gryphon at the top of its voice. 

 

'Back to land again, and that's all the first figure,' said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping his 

voice; and the two creatures, who had been jumping about like mad things all this time, sat down 

again very sadly and quietly, and looked at Alice. 

 

'It must be a very pretty dance,' said Alice timidly. 

 

'Would you like to see a little of it?' said the Mock Turtle. 

 

'Very much indeed,' said Alice. 

 

'Come, let's try the first figure!' said the Mock Turtle to the Gryphon. 'We can do without 

lobsters, you know. Which shall sing?' 

 

'Oh, you sing. I've forgotten the words,' said the Gryphon. 

 

So they began solemnly dancing round and round Alice, every now and then treading on her toes 

when they passed too close, and waving their forepaws to mark the time, while the Mock Turtle 

sang this, very slowly and sadly:— 

 

'"Will you walk a little faster?" said a whiting to a snail. 

"There's a porpoise close behind us, and he's treading on my tail. 

 

See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance! 

They are waiting on the shingle—will you come and join the dance? 

 

Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, will you join the dance? 

Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, won't you join the dance? 

 

"You can really have no notion how delightful it will be 

When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out to sea!" 

But the snail replied "Too far, too far!" and gave a look askance— 

Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join the dance. 

 

Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join the dance. 

Would not, could not, would not, could not, could not join the dance. 
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'"What matters it how far we go?" his scaly friend replied. 

"There is another shore, you know, upon the other side. 

The further off from England the nearer is to France— 

Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance. 

 

Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, will you join the dance? 

Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, won't you join the dance?"' 

 

'Thank you, it's a very interesting dance to watch,' said Alice, feeling very glad that it was over at 

last: 'and I do so like that curious song about the whiting!' 

 

'Oh, as to the whiting,' said the Mock Turtle, 'they—you've seen them, of course?' 

 

'Yes,' said Alice, 'I've often seen them at dinn—' she checked herself hastily. 

 

'I don't know where Dinn may be,' said the Mock Turtle, 'but if you've seen them so often, of 

course you know what they're like.' 

 

'I believe so,' Alice replied thoughtfully. 'They have their tails in their mouths—and they're all 

over crumbs.' 

 

'You're wrong about the crumbs,' said the Mock Turtle: 'crumbs would all wash off in the sea. 

But they have their tails in their mouths; and the reason is—' here the Mock Turtle yawned and 

shut his eyes.—'Tell her about the reason and all that,' he said to the Gryphon. 

 

'The reason is,' said the Gryphon, 'that they would go with the lobsters to the dance. So they got 

thrown out to sea. So they had to fall a long way. So they got their tails fast in their mouths. So 

they couldn't get them out again. That's all.' 

 

'Thank you,' said Alice, 'it's very interesting. I never knew so much about a whiting before.' 

 

'I can tell you more than that, if you like,' said the Gryphon. 'Do you know why it's called a 

whiting?' 

 

'I never thought about it,' said Alice. 'Why?' 

 

'It does the boots and shoes,' the Gryphon replied very solemnly. 

 

Alice was thoroughly puzzled. 'Does the boots and shoes!' she repeated in a wondering tone. 

 

'Why, what are your shoes done with?' said the Gryphon. 'I mean, what makes them so shiny?' 
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Alice looked down at them, and considered a little before she gave her answer. 'They're done 

with blacking, I believe.' 

 

'Boots and shoes under the sea,' the Gryphon went on in a deep voice, 'are done with a whiting. 

Now you know.' 

 

'And what are they made of?' Alice asked in a tone of great curiosity. 

 

'Soles and eels, of course,' the Gryphon replied rather impatiently: 'any shrimp could have told 

you that.' 

 

'If I'd been the whiting,' said Alice, whose thoughts were still running on the song, 'I'd have said 

to the porpoise, "Keep back, please: we don't want you with us!"' 

 

'They were obliged to have him with them,' the Mock Turtle said: 'no wise fish would go 

anywhere without a porpoise.' 

 

'Wouldn't it really?' said Alice in a tone of great surprise. 

 

'Of course not,' said the Mock Turtle: 'why, if a fish came to me, and told me he was going a 

journey, I should say "With what porpoise?"' 

 

'Don't you mean "purpose"?' said Alice. 

 

'I mean what I say,' the Mock Turtle replied in an offended tone. And the Gryphon added 'Come, 

let's hear some of your adventures.' 

 

'I could tell you my adventures—beginning from this morning,' said Alice a little timidly: 'but it's 

no use going back to yesterday, because I was a different person then.' 

 

'Explain all that,' said the Mock Turtle. 

 

'No, no! The adventures first,' said the Gryphon in an impatient tone: 'explanations take such a 

dreadful time.' 

 

So Alice began telling them her adventures from the time when she first saw the White Rabbit. 

She was a little nervous about it just at first, the two creatures got so close to her, one on each 

side, and opened their eyes and mouths so very wide, but she gained courage as she went on. Her 

listeners were perfectly quiet till she got to the part about her repeating 'You are old, Father 

William,' to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming different, and then the Mock Turtle drew a 

long breath, and said 'That's very curious.' 

 

'It's all about as curious as it can be,' said the Gryphon. 
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'It all came different!' the Mock Turtle repeated thoughtfully. 'I should like to hear her try and 

repeat something now. Tell her to begin.' He looked at the Gryphon as if he thought it had some 

kind of authority over Alice. 

 

'Stand up and repeat "'Tis the voice of the sluggard,"' said the Gryphon. 

 

'How the creatures order one about, and make one repeat lessons!' thought Alice; 'I might as well 

be at school at once.' However, she got up, and began to repeat it, but her head was so full of the 

Lobster Quadrille, that she hardly knew what she was saying, and the words came very queer 

indeed:— 

 

''Tis the voice of the Lobster; I heard him declare, 

"You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair." 

As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose 

Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes.' 

 

When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark, 

And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark, 

But, when the tide rises and sharks are around, 

His voice has a timid and tremulous sound. 

 

'That's different from what I used to say when I was a child,' said the Gryphon. 

 

'Well, I never heard it before,' said the Mock Turtle; 'but it sounds uncommon nonsense.' 

 

Alice said nothing; she had sat down with her face in her hands, wondering if anything would 

ever happen in a natural way again. 

 

'I should like to have it explained,' said the Mock Turtle. 

 

'She can't explain it,' said the Gryphon hastily. 'Go on with the next verse.' 

 

'But about his toes?' the Mock Turtle persisted. 'How could he turn them out with his nose, you 

know?' 

 

'It's the first position in dancing.' Alice said; but was dreadfully puzzled by the whole thing, and 

longed to change the subject. 

 

'Go on with the next verse,' the Gryphon repeated impatiently: 'it begins "I passed by his 

garden."' 

 

Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt sure it would all come wrong, and she went on in a 

trembling voice:— 
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'I passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye, 

How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie—' 

 

The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat, 

While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat. 

When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon, 

Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon: 

While the Panther received knife and fork with a growl, 

And concluded the banquet— 

 

'What is the use of repeating all that stuff,' the Mock Turtle interrupted, 'if you don't explain it as 

you go on? It's by far the most confusing thing I ever heard!' 

 

'Yes, I think you'd better leave off,' said the Gryphon, and Alice was only too glad to do so. 

 

'Shall we try another figure of the Lobster Quadrille?' the Gryphon went on. 'Or would you like 

the Mock Turtle to sing you a song?' 

 

'Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle would be so kind,' Alice replied, so eagerly that the 

Gryphon said, in a rather offended tone, 'Hm! No accounting for tastes! Sing her "Turtle Soup," 

will you, old fellow?' 

 

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began, in a voice sometimes choked with sobs, to sing 

this:— 

 

Beautiful Soup, so rich and green, 

Waiting in a hot tureen! 

Who for such dainties would not stoop? 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup! 

 

Beau-ootiful Soo-oop! 

Beau-ootiful Soo-oop! 

Soo-oop of the e-e-evening, 

Beautiful, beautiful Soup! 

 

Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish, 

Game, or any other dish? 

Who would not give all else for two 

Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup? 

Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup? 
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Beau-ootiful Soo-oop! 

Beau-ootiful Soo-oop! 

Soo-oop of the e-e-evening, 

Beautiful, beauti-FUL SOUP! 

 

'Chorus again!' cried the Gryphon, and the Mock Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when a cry of 

'The trial's beginning!' was heard in the distance. 

 

'Come on!' cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice by the hand, it hurried off, without waiting for 

the end of the song. 

 

'What trial is it?' Alice panted as she ran; but the Gryphon only answered 'Come on!' and ran the 

faster, while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze that followed them, the 

melancholy words:— 

 

Soo-oop of the e-e-evening, 

Beautiful, beauti-FUL SOUP! 

 

Chapter 11: Who Stole the Tarts? 

 
The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their throne when they arrived, with a great crowd 

assembled about them—all sorts of little birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack of cards: the 

Knave was standing before them, in chains, with a soldier on each side to guard him; and near 

the King was the White Rabbit, with a trumpet in one hand, and a scroll of parchment in the 

other. In the very middle of the court was a table, with a large dish of tarts upon it: they looked 

so good, that it made Alice quite hungry to look at them—'I wish they'd get the trial done,' she 

thought, 'and hand round the refreshments!' But there seemed to be no chance of this, so she 

began looking at everything about her, to pass away the time. 

 

Alice had never been in a court of justice before, but she had read about them in books, and she 

was quite pleased to find that she knew the name of nearly everything there. 'That's the judge,' 

she said to herself, 'because of his great wig.' 

 

The judge, by the way, was the King; and as he wore his crown over the wig, (look at the 

frontispiece if you want to see how he did it,) he did not look at all comfortable, and it was 

certainly not becoming. 

 

'And that's the jury-box,' thought Alice, 'and those twelve creatures,' (she was obliged to say 

'creatures,' you see, because some of them were animals, and some were birds,) 'I suppose they 

are the jurors.' She said this last word two or three times over to herself, being rather proud of it: 

for she thought, and rightly too, that very few little girls of her age knew the meaning of it at all. 

However, 'jurymen' would have done just as well. 
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The twelve jurors were all writing very busily on slates. 'What are they doing?' Alice whispered 

to the Gryphon. 'They can't have anything to put down yet, before the trial's begun.' 

 

'They're putting down their names,' the Gryphon whispered in reply, 'for fear they should forget 

them before the end of the trial.' 

 

'Stupid things!' Alice began in a loud, indignant voice, but she 

stopped hastily, for the White Rabbit cried out, 'Silence in the court!' 

and the King put on his spectacles and looked anxiously round, to 

make out who was talking. 

 

Alice could see, as well as if she were looking over their shoulders, 

that all the jurors were writing down 'stupid things!' on their slates, 

and she could even make out that one of them didn't know how to 

spell 'stupid,' and that he had to ask his neighbor to tell him. 'A nice 

muddle their slates'll be in before the trial's over!' thought Alice. 

 

One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. This of course, Alice 

could not stand, and she went round the court and got behind him, 

and very soon found an opportunity of taking it away. She did it so quickly that the poor little 

juror (it was Bill, the Lizard) could not make out at all what had become of it; so, after hunting 

all about for it, he was obliged to write with one finger for the rest of the day; and this was of 

very little use, as it left no mark on the slate. 

 

'Herald, read the accusation!' said the King. 

 

On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and then unrolled the parchment 

scroll, and read as follows:— 

 

'The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts, 

All on a summer day: 

The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts, 

And took them quite away!' 

 

'Consider your verdict,' the King said to the jury. 

 

'Not yet, not yet!' the Rabbit hastily interrupted. 'There's a great deal to come before that!' 

 

'Call the first witness,' said the King; and the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and 

called out, 'First witness!' 
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The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with a teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-and-

butter in the other. 'I beg pardon, your Majesty,' he began, 'for bringing these in: but I hadn't 

quite finished my tea when I was sent for.' 

 

'You ought to have finished,' said the King. 'When did you begin?' 

 

The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had followed him into the court, arm-in-arm with the 

Dormouse. 'Fourteenth of March, I think it was,' he said. 

 

'Fifteenth,' said the March Hare. 

 

'Sixteenth,' added the Dormouse. 

 

'Write that down,' the King said to the jury, and the jury eagerly wrote 

down all three dates on their slates, and then added them up, and 

reduced the answer to shillings and pence. 

 

'Take off your hat,' the King said to the Hatter. 

 

'It isn't mine,' said the Hatter. 

 

'Stolen!' the King exclaimed, turning to the jury, who instantly made a 

memorandum of the fact. 

 

'I keep them to sell,' the Hatter added as an explanation; 'I've none of my own. I'm a hatter.' 

 

Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and began staring at the Hatter, who turned pale and 

fidgeted. 

 

'Give your evidence,' said the King; 'and don't be nervous, or I'll have you executed on the spot.' 

 

This did not seem to encourage the witness at all: he kept shifting from one foot to the other, 

looking uneasily at the Queen, and in his confusion he bit a large piece out of his teacup instead 

of the bread-and-butter. 

 

Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sensation, which puzzled her a good deal until she 

made out what it was: she was beginning to grow larger again, and she thought at first she would 

get up and leave the court; but on second thoughts she decided to remain where she was as long 

as there was room for her. 

 

'I wish you wouldn't squeeze so.' said the Dormouse, who was sitting next to her. 'I can hardly 

breathe.' 
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'I can't help it,' said Alice very meekly: 'I'm growing.' 

 

'You've no right to grow here,' said the Dormouse. 

 

'Don't talk nonsense,' said Alice more boldly: 'you know you're growing too.' 

 

'Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,' said the Dormouse: 'not in that ridiculous fashion.' And he 

got up very sulkily and crossed over to the other side of the court. 

 

All this time the Queen had never left off staring at the Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse crossed 

the court, she said to one of the officers of the court, 'Bring me the list of the singers in the last 

concert!' on which the wretched Hatter trembled so, that he shook both his shoes off. 

 

'Give your evidence,' the King repeated angrily, 'or I'll have you executed, whether you're 

nervous or not.' 

 

'I'm a poor man, your Majesty,' the Hatter began, in a trembling voice, '—and I hadn't begun my 

tea—not above a week or so—and what with the bread-and-butter getting so thin—and the 

twinkling of the tea—' 

 

'The twinkling of the what?' said the King. 

 

'It began with the tea,' the Hatter replied. 

 

'Of course twinkling begins with a T!' said the King sharply. 'Do you take me for a dunce? Go 

on!' 

 

'I'm a poor man,' the Hatter went on, 'and most things twinkled after that—only the March Hare 

said—' 

 

'I didn't!' the March Hare interrupted in a great hurry. 

 

'You did!' said the Hatter. 

 

'I deny it!' said the March Hare. 

 

'He denies it,' said the King: 'leave out that part.' 

 

'Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said—' the Hatter went on, looking anxiously round to see if he 

would deny it too: but the Dormouse denied nothing, being fast asleep. 

 

'After that,' continued the Hatter, 'I cut some more bread-and-butter—' 
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'But what did the Dormouse say?' one of the jury asked. 

 

'That I can't remember,' said the Hatter. 

 

'You must remember,' remarked the King, 'or I'll have you executed.' 

 

The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread-and-butter, and went down on one knee. 'I'm 

a poor man, your Majesty,' he began. 

 

'You're a very poor speaker,' said the King. 

 

Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was immediately suppressed by the officers of the 

court. (As that is rather a hard word, I will just explain to you how it was done. They had a large 

canvas bag, which tied up at the mouth with strings: into this they slipped the guinea-pig, head 

first, and then sat upon it.) 

 

'I'm glad I've seen that done,' thought Alice. 'I've so often read in the newspapers, at the end of 

trials, "There was some attempts at applause, which was immediately suppressed by the officers 

of the court," and I never understood what it meant till now.' 

 

'If that's all you know about it, you may stand down,' continued the King. 

 

'I can't go no lower,' said the Hatter: 'I'm on the floor, as it is.' 

 

'Then you may sit down,' the King replied. 

 

Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was suppressed. 

 

'Come, that finished the guinea-pigs!' thought Alice. 'Now we shall get on better.' 

 

'I'd rather finish my tea,' said the Hatter, with an anxious look at the Queen, who was reading the 

list of singers. 

 

'You may go,' said the King, and the Hatter hurriedly left the court, without even waiting to put 

his shoes on. 

 

'—and just take his head off outside,' the Queen added to one of the officers: but the Hatter was 

out of sight before the officer could get to the door. 

 

'Call the next witness!' said the King. 
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The next witness was the Duchess's cook. She carried the pepper-box in her hand, and Alice 

guessed who it was, even before she got into the court, by the way the people near the door 

began sneezing all at once. 

 

'Give your evidence,' said the King. 

 

'Shan't,' said the cook. 

 

The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, who said in a low voice, 'Your Majesty must 

cross-examine this witness.' 

 

'Well, if I must, I must,' the King said, with a melancholy air, and, after folding his arms and 

frowning at the cook till his eyes were nearly out of sight, he said in a deep voice, 'What are tarts 

made of?' 

 

'Pepper, mostly,' said the cook. 

 

'Treacle,' said a sleepy voice behind her. 

 

'Collar that Dormouse,' the Queen shrieked out. 'Behead that Dormouse! Turn that Dormouse out 

of court! Suppress him! Pinch him! Off with his whiskers!' 

 

For some minutes the whole court was in confusion, getting the Dormouse turned out, and, by 

the time they had settled down again, the cook had disappeared. 

 

'Never mind!' said the King, with an air of great relief. 'Call the next witness.' And he added in an 

undertone to the Queen, 'Really, my dear, you must cross-examine the next witness. It quite 

makes my forehead ache!' 

 

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled over the list, feeling very curious to see what the 

next witness would be like, '—for they haven't got much evidence yet,' she said to herself. 

Imagine her surprise, when the White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little voice, the 

name 'Alice!' 

 

Chapter 12: Down the Rabbit-Hole 

 
'Here!' cried Alice, quite forgetting in the flurry of the moment how large she had grown in the 

last few minutes, and she jumped up in such a hurry that she tipped over the jury-box with the 

edge of her skirt, upsetting all the jurymen on to the heads of the crowd below, and there they lay 

sprawling about, reminding her very much of a globe of goldfish she had accidentally upset the 

week before. 
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'Oh, I beg your pardon!' she exclaimed in a tone of great dismay, and began picking them up 

again as quickly as she could, for the accident of the goldfish kept running in her head, and she 

had a vague sort of idea that they must be collected at once and put back into the jury-box, or 

they would die. 

 

'The trial cannot proceed,' said the King in a very grave voice, 

'until all the jurymen are back in their proper places—all,' he 

repeated with great emphasis, looking hard at Alice as he said 

so. 

 

Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that, in her haste, she had 

put the Lizard in head downwards, and the poor little thing was 

waving its tail about in a melancholy way, being quite unable to 

move. She soon got it out again, and put it right; 'not that it 

signifies much,' she said to herself; 'I should think it would be 

quite as much use in the trial one way up as the other.' 

 

As soon as the jury had a little recovered from the shock of being upset, and their slates and 

pencils had been found and handed back to them, they set to work very diligently to write out a 

history of the accident, all except the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome to do anything but 

sit with its mouth open, gazing up into the roof of the court. 

 

'What do you know about this business?' the King said to Alice. 

 

'Nothing,' said Alice. 

 

'Nothing whatever?' persisted the King. 

 

'Nothing whatever,' said Alice. 

 

'That's very important,' the King said, turning to the jury. They were just beginning to write this 

down on their slates, when the White Rabbit interrupted: 'Unimportant, your Majesty means, of 

course,' he said in a very respectful tone, but frowning and making faces at him as he spoke. 

 

'Unimportant, of course, I meant,' the King hastily said, and went on to himself in an undertone, 

 

'important—unimportant—unimportant—important—' as if he were trying which word sounded 

best. 

 

Some of the jury wrote it down 'important,' and some 'unimportant.' Alice could see this, as she 

was near enough to look over their slates; 'but it doesn't matter a bit,' she thought to herself. 
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At this moment the King, who had been for some time busily writing in his notebook, cackled 

out 'Silence!' and read out from his book, 'Rule Forty-two. All persons more than a mile high to 

leave the court.' 

 

Everybody looked at Alice. 

 

'I'm not a mile high,' said Alice. 

 

'You are,' said the King. 

 

'Nearly two miles high,' added the Queen. 

 

'Well, I shan't go, at any rate,' said Alice: 'besides, that's not a regular rule: you invented it just 

now.' 

 

'It's the oldest rule in the book,' said the King. 

 

'Then it ought to be Number One,' said Alice. 

 

The King turned pale, and shut his notebook hastily. 'Consider your verdict,' he said to the jury, 

in a low, trembling voice. 

 

'There's more evidence to come yet, please your Majesty,' said the White Rabbit, jumping up in a 

great hurry; 'this paper has just been picked up.' 

 

'What's in it?' said the Queen. 

 

'I haven't opened it yet,' said the White Rabbit, 'but it seems to be a letter, written by the prisoner 

to—to somebody.' 

 

'It must have been that,' said the King, 'unless it was written to nobody, which isn't usual, you 

know.' 

 

'Who is it directed to?' said one of the jurymen. 

 

'It isn't directed at all,' said the White Rabbit; 'in fact, there's nothing written on the outside.' He 

unfolded the paper as he spoke, and added 'It isn't a letter, after all: it's a set of verses.' 

 

'Are they in the prisoner's handwriting?' asked another of the jurymen. 

 

'No, they're not,' said the White Rabbit, 'and that's the queerest thing about it.' (The jury all 

looked puzzled.) 
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'He must have imitated somebody else's hand,' said the King. (The jury all brightened up again.) 

 

'Please your Majesty,' said the Knave, 'I didn't write it, and they can't prove I did: there's no name 

signed at the end.' 

 

'If you didn't sign it,' said the King, 'that only makes the matter worse. You must have meant 

some mischief, or else you'd have signed your name like an honest man.' 

 

There was a general clapping of hands at this: it was the first really clever thing the King had 

said that day. 

 

'That proves his guilt,' said the Queen. 

 

'It proves nothing of the sort!' said Alice. 'Why, you don't even know what they're about!' 

 

'Read them,' said the King. 

 

The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. 'Where shall I begin, please your Majesty?' he asked. 

 

'Begin at the beginning,' the King said gravely, 'and go on till you come to the end: then stop.' 

 

These were the verses the White Rabbit read:— 

 

 

'They told me you had been to her, 

And mentioned me to him: 

She gave me a good character, 

But said I could not swim. 

 

He sent them word I had not gone 

(We know it to be true): 

If she should push the matter on, 

What would become of you? 

 

I gave her one, they gave him two, 

You gave us three or more; 

They all returned from him to you, 

Though they were mine before. 

 

If I or she should chance to be 

Involved in this affair, 

He trusts to you to set them free, 

Exactly as we were. 
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My notion was that you had been 

(Before she had this fit) 

An obstacle that came between 

Him, and ourselves, and it. 

 

Don't let him know she liked them best, 

For this must ever be 

A secret, kept from all the rest, 

Between yourself and me.' 

 

'That's the most important piece of evidence we've heard yet,' said the King, rubbing his hands; 

'so now let the jury—' 

 

'If any one of them can explain it,' said Alice, (she had grown so large in the last few minutes 

that she wasn't a bit afraid of interrupting him,) 'I'll give him sixpence. I don't believe there's an 

atom of meaning in it.' 

 

The jury all wrote down on their slates, 'She doesn't believe there's an atom of meaning in it,' but 

none of them attempted to explain the paper. 

 

'If there's no meaning in it,' said the King, 'that saves a world of trouble, you know, as we needn't 

try to find any. And yet I don't know,' he went on, spreading out the verses on his knee, and 

looking at them with one eye; 'I seem to see some meaning in them, after all. "—said I could not 

swim—" you can't swim, can you?' he added, turning to the Knave. 

 

The Knave shook his head sadly. 'Do I look like it?' he said. (Which he certainly did not, being 

made entirely of cardboard.) 

 

'All right, so far,' said the King, and he went on muttering over the verses to himself: '"We know 

it to be true—" that's the jury, of course—"I gave her one, they gave him two—" why, that must 

be what he did with the tarts, you know—' 

 

'But, it goes on "they all returned from him to you,"' said Alice. 

 

'Why, there they are!' said the King triumphantly, pointing to the tarts on the table. 'Nothing can 

be clearer than that. Then again—"before she had this fit—" you never had fits, my dear, I 

think?' he said to the Queen. 

 

'Never!' said the Queen furiously, throwing an inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. (The 

unfortunate little Bill had left off writing on his slate with one finger, as he found it made no 

mark; but he now hastily began again, using the ink, that was trickling down his face, as long as 

it lasted.) 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             159 

'Then the words don't fit you,' said the King, looking round the court with a smile. There was a 

dead silence. 

 

'It's a pun!' the King added in an offended tone, and everybody laughed, 'Let the jury consider 

their verdict,' the King said, for about the twentieth time that day. 

 

'No, no!' said the Queen. 'Sentence first—verdict afterwards.' 

 

'Stuff and nonsense!' said Alice loudly. 'The idea of having the sentence first!' 

 

'Hold your tongue!' said the Queen, turning purple. 

 

'I won't!' said Alice. 

 

'Off with her head!' the Queen shouted at the top of her voice. 

Nobody moved. 

 

'Who cares for you?' said Alice, (she had grown to her full size by 

this time.) 'You're nothing but a pack of cards!' 

 

At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came flying down 

upon her: she gave a little scream, half of fright and half of anger, 

and tried to beat them off, and found herself lying on the bank, with her head in the lap of her 

sister, who was gently brushing away some dead leaves that had fluttered down from the trees 

upon her face. 

 

'Wake up, Alice dear!' said her sister; 'Why, what a long sleep you've had!' 

 

'Oh, I've had such a curious dream!' said Alice, and she told her sister, as well as she could 

remember them, all these strange Adventures of hers that you have just been reading about; and 

when she had finished, her sister kissed her, and said, 'It was a curious dream, dear, certainly: but 

now run in to your tea; it's getting late.' So Alice got up and ran off, thinking while she ran, as 

well she might, what a wonderful dream it had been. 

 

But her sister sat still just as she left her, leaning her head on her hand, watching the setting sun, 

and thinking of little Alice and all her wonderful Adventures, till she too began dreaming after a 

fashion, and this was her dream:— 

 

First, she dreamed of little Alice herself, and once again the tiny hands were clasped upon her 

knee, and the bright eager eyes were looking up into hers—she could hear the very tones of her 

voice, and see that queer little toss of her head to keep back the wandering hair that would 

always get into her eyes—and still as she listened, or seemed to listen, the whole place around 

her became alive with the strange creatures of her little sister's dream. 
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The long grass rustled at her feet as the White Rabbit hurried by—the frightened Mouse splashed 

his way through the neighboring pool—she could hear the rattle of the teacups as the March Hare 

and his friends shared their never-ending meal, and the shrill voice of the Queen ordering off her 

unfortunate guests to execution—once more the pig-baby was sneezing on the Duchess's knee, 

while plates and dishes crashed around it—once more the shriek of the Gryphon, the squeaking 

of the Lizard's slate-pencil, and the choking of the suppressed guinea-pigs, filled the air, mixed 

up with the distant sobs of the miserable Mock Turtle. 

 

So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half believed herself in Wonderland, though she knew she 

had but to open them again, and all would change to dull reality—the grass would be only 

rustling in the wind, and the pool rippling to the waving of the reeds—the rattling teacups would 

change to tinkling sheep-bells, and the Queen's shrill cries to the voice of the shepherd boy—and 

the sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gryphon, and all the other queer noises, would change 

(she knew) to the confused clamor of the busy farmyard—while the lowing of the cattle in the 

distance would take the place of the Mock Turtle's heavy sobs. 

 

Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same little sister of hers would, in the after-time, be 

herself a grown woman; and how she would keep, through all her riper years, the simple and 

loving heart of her childhood: and how she would gather about her other little children, and make 

their eyes bright and eager with many a strange tale, perhaps even with the dream of Wonderland 

of long ago: and how she would feel with all their simple sorrows, and find a pleasure in all their 

simple joys, remembering her own child-life, and the happy summer days. 

 

THE END 
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Pinocchio by Carlo Collodi 
 

Chapter 1: The Piece of Wood That Laughed and Cried Like a Child  
 

Note to Instructors: Although Pinocchio is a beloved classic children's tale with an overall 

positive moral message, like many original fairy tales, it does contain darker aspects. Instructors 

should take care with chapters 14, 15, and 33 in particular. 

 

There was once upon a time a piece of wood in the shop of an old carpenter named Master 

Antonio. Everybody, however, called him Master Cherry, on account of the end of his nose, 

which was always as red and polished as a ripe cherry. 

 

No sooner had Master Cherry set eyes on the piece of wood than his face beamed with delight, 

and, rubbing his hands together with satisfaction, he said softly to himself: "This wood has come 

at the right moment; it will just do to make the leg of a little table." 

 

He immediately took a sharp axe with which to remove the bark and the rough surface, but just 

as he was going to give the first stroke he heard a very small voice say imploringly, "Do not 

strike me so hard!" 

 

He turned his terrified eyes all around the room to try and discover where the little voice could 

possibly have come from, but he saw nobody! He looked under the bench—nobody; he looked 

into a cupboard that was always shut—nobody; he looked into a basket of shavings and 

sawdust—nobody; he even opened the door of the shop and gave a glance into the street—and 

still nobody. Who, then, could it be? 

 

"I see how it is," he said, laughing and scratching his wig, 

"evidently that little voice was all my imagination. Let us 

set to work again." 

 

And, taking up the axe, he struck a tremendous blow on the 

piece of wood. 

 

"Oh! oh! you have hurt me!" cried the same little voice 

dolefully. 

 

This time Master Cherry was petrified. His eyes started out of his head with fright, his mouth 

remained open, and his tongue hung out almost to the end of his chin, like a mask on a fountain. 

As soon as he had recovered the use of his speech he began to say, stuttering and trembling with 

fear: "But where on earth can that little voice have come from, 'Oh! oh!'? Is it possible that this 

piece of wood can have learned to cry and to lament like a child? I cannot believe it. This piece 
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of wood is nothing but a log for fuel like all the others, and thrown on the fire it would about 

suffice to boil a saucepan of beans. How then? Can anyone be hidden inside it? If anyone is 

hidden inside, so much the worse for him. I will settle him at once." 

 

So saying, he seized the poor piece of wood and commenced beating it without mercy against the 

walls of the room. 

 

Then he stopped to listen if he could hear any little voice lamenting. He waited two minutes—

nothing; five minutes—nothing; ten minutes—still nothing! 

 

"I see how it is," he then said, forcing himself to laugh, and pushing up his wig; "evidently the 

little voice that said 'Oh! oh!' was all my imagination! Let us set to work again." 

 

Putting the axe aside, he took his plane, to plane and polish the bit of wood; but whilst he was 

running it up and down he heard the same little voice say, laughing: "Stop! you are tickling me 

all over!" 

 

This time poor Master Cherry fell down as if he had been struck by lightning. When he at last 

opened his eyes he found himself seated on the floor. 

 

His face was changed, even the end of his nose, instead of being crimson, as it was nearly 

always, had become blue from fright. 

 

Chapter 2: Master Cherry Gives the Wood Away 
 

At that moment someone knocked at the door. 

 

"Come in," said the carpenter, without having the strength to rise to his feet. 

 

A lively little old man immediately walked into the shop. His name was Geppetto, but when the 

boys of the neighborhood wished to make him angry they called him Pudding, because his 

yellow wig greatly resembled a pudding made of Indian corn. 

 

Geppetto was very fiery. Woe to him who called him Pudding! He became furious and there was 

no holding him. 

 

"Good-day, Master Antonio," said Geppetto; "what are you doing there on the floor?" 

 

"I am teaching the alphabet to the ants." 

 

"Much good may that do you." 

 

"What has brought you to me, neighbor Geppetto?" 
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"My legs. But to tell the truth. Master Antonio, I came to ask a favor of you." 

 

"Here I am, ready to serve you," replied the carpenter, getting on his knees. 

 

"This morning an idea came into my head." 

 

"Let us hear it." 

 

"I thought I would make a beautiful wooden puppet; one that could dance, fence, and leap like an 

acrobat. With this puppet I would travel about the world to earn a piece of bread and a glass of 

wine. What do you think of it?" 

 

"Bravo, Pudding!" exclaimed the same little voice, and it was impossible to say where it came 

from. 

 

Hearing himself called Pudding, Geppetto became as red as a turkey-cock from rage and, turning 

to the carpenter, he said in a fury: "Why do you insult me?" 

 

"Who insult you?" 

 

"You called me Pudding!" 

 

"It was not I!" 

 

"Do you think I called myself Pudding? It was you, I say!" 

 

"No!" 

 

"Yes!" 

 

"No!" 

 

"Yes!" 

 

And, becoming more and more angry, from words they came to blows, and, flying at each other, 

they bit and fought, and scratched. 

 

When the fight was over Master Antonio was in possession of Geppetto's yellow wig, and 

Geppetto discovered that the grey wig belonging to the carpenter remained between his teeth. 

 

"Give me back my wig," screamed Master Antonio. 

 

"And you, return me mine, and let us be friends again." 
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The two old men having each recovered his own wig, shook hands and swore that they would 

remain friends to the ends of their lives. 

 

"Well, then, neighbor Geppetto," said the carpenter, to prove that peace was made, "what is the 

favor that you wish of me?" 

 

"I want a little wood to make my puppet; will you give me some?" 

 

Master Antonio was delighted, and he immediately went to the bench and fetched the piece of 

wood that had caused him so much fear. But just as he was going to give it to his friend the piece 

of wood gave a shake and, wriggling violently out of his hands, struck with all of its force 

against the dried-up shins of poor Geppetto. 

 

"Ah! is that the courteous way in which you make your presents, Master Antonio? You have 

almost lamed me!" 

 

"I swear to you that it was not I!" 

 

"Then you would have it that it was I?" 

 

"The wood is entirely to blame!" 

 

"I know that it was the wood; but it was you that hit my legs with it!" 

 

"I did not hit you with it!" 

 

"Liar!" 

 

"Geppetto, don't insult me or I will call you Pudding!" 

 

"Knave!" 

 

"Pudding!" 

 

"Donkey!" 

 

"Pudding!" 

 

"Baboon!" 

 

"Pudding!" 
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On hearing himself called Pudding for the third time Geppetto, mad with rage, fell upon the 

carpenter and they fought desperately. 

 

When the battle was over, Master Antonio had two more scratches on his nose, and his adversary 

had lost two buttons off his waistcoat. Their accounts being thus squared, they shook hands and 

swore to remain good friends for the rest of their lives. 

 

Geppetto carried off his fine piece of wood and, thanking Master Antonio, returned limping to 

his house. 

 

Chapter 3: Geppetto Names His Puppet Pinocchio 
 

Geppetto lived in a small ground-floor room that was only lighted from the staircase. The 

furniture could not have been simpler—a rickety chair, a poor bed, and a broken-down table. At 

the end of the room there was a fireplace with a lighted fire; but the fire was painted, and by the 

fire was a painted saucepan that was boiling cheerfully and sending out a cloud of smoke that 

looked exactly like real smoke. 

 

As soon as he reached home Geppetto took his tools and set to work to cut out and model his 

puppet. 

 

"What name shall I give him?" he said to himself; "I think I will call him Pinocchio. It is a name 

that will bring him luck. I once knew a whole family so called. There was Pinocchio the father, 

Pinocchia the mother, and Pinocchi the children, and all of them did well. The richest of them 

was a beggar." 

 

Having found a name for his puppet he began to work in good earnest, and he first made his hair, 

then his forehead, and then his eyes. 

 

The eyes being finished, imagine his astonishment when he perceived that they moved and 

looked fixedly at him. 

 

Geppetto, seeing himself stared at by those two wooden eyes, said in an angry voice: "Wicked 

wooden eyes, why do you look at me?" 

 

No one answered. 

 

He then proceeded to carve the nose, but no sooner had he made it than it began to grow. And it 

grew, and grew, and grew, until in a few minutes it had become an immense nose that seemed as 

if it would never end. 

 

Poor Geppetto tired himself out with cutting it off, but the more he cut and shortened it, the 

longer did that impertinent nose become! 
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The mouth was not even complete when it began to laugh and deride him. 

 

"Stop laughing!" said Geppetto, provoked; but he might as well have spoken to the wall. 

 

"Stop laughing, I say!" he roared in a threatening tone. 

 

The mouth then ceased laughing, but put out its tongue as far as it would go. 

 

Geppetto, not to spoil his handiwork, pretended not to see and continued his labors. After the 

mouth he fashioned the chin, then the throat, then the shoulders, the stomach, the arms and the 

hands. 

 

The hands were scarcely finished when Geppetto felt his wig snatched from his head. He turned 

round, and what did he see? He saw his yellow wig in the puppet's hand. 

 

"Pinocchio! Give me back my wig instantly!" 

 

But Pinocchio, instead of returning it, put it on his own head and was in consequence nearly 

smothered. 

 

Geppetto at this insolent and derisive behavior felt sadder and more melancholy than he had ever 

been in his life before; and, turning to Pinocchio, he said to him: "You young rascal! You are not 

yet completed and you are already beginning to show want of respect to your father! That is bad, 

my boy, very bad!" 

 

And he dried a tear. 

 

The legs and the feet remained to be done. 

 

When Geppetto had finished the feet he received a kick on the point of 

his nose. 

 

"I deserve it!" he said to himself; "I should have thought of it sooner! 

Now it is too late!" 

 

He then took the puppet under the arms and placed him on the floor to 

teach him to walk. 

 

Pinocchio's legs were stiff and he could not move, but Geppetto led him by the hand and showed 

him how to put one foot before the other. 

 

When his legs became limber Pinocchio began to walk by himself and to run about the room, 

until, having gone out of the house door, he jumped into the street and escaped. 
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Poor Geppetto rushed after him but was not able to overtake him, for that rascal Pinocchio 

leaped in front of him like a hare and knocking his wooden feet together against the pavement 

made as much clatter as twenty pairs of peasants' clogs. 

 

"Stop him! stop him!" shouted Geppetto; but the people in the street, seeing a wooden puppet 

running like a race-horse, stood still in astonishment to look at it, and laughed and laughed. 

 

At last, as good luck would have it, a soldier arrived who, hearing the uproar, imagined that a 

colt had escaped from his master. Planting himself courageously with his legs apart in the middle 

of the road, he waited with the determined purpose of stopping him and thus preventing the 

chance of worse disasters. 

 

When Pinocchio, still at some distance, saw the soldier barricading the whole street, he 

endeavored to take him by surprise and to pass between his legs. But he failed entirely. 

 

The soldier without disturbing himself in the least caught him cleverly by the nose and gave him 

to Geppetto. Wishing to punish him, Geppetto intended to pull his ears at once. But imagine his 

feelings when he could not succeed in finding them. And do you know the reason? In his hurry 

to model him he had forgotten to make any ears. 

 

He then took him away by the collar and as he was leading him away he said to him, shaking his 

head threateningly: "We will go home at once, and as soon as we arrive we will settle our 

accounts, never doubt it." 

 

At this information Pinocchio threw himself on the ground and would not take another step. In 

the meanwhile a crowd of idlers and inquisitive people began to assemble and to make a ring 

around them. 

 

Some of them said one thing, some another. 

 

"Poor puppet!" said several, "he is right not to wish to return home! Who knows how Geppetto, 

that bad old man, will beat him!" 

 

And the others added maliciously: "Geppetto seems a good man! but with boys he is a regular 

tyrant! If that poor puppet is left in his hands he is quite capable of tearing him in pieces!" 

 

It ended in so much being said and done that the soldier at last set Pinocchio at liberty and led 

Geppetto to prison. The poor man, not being ready with words to defend himself, cried like a calf 

and as he was being led away to prison sobbed out: "Wretched boy! And to think how I labored 

to make him a well-conducted puppet! But it serves me right! I should have thought of it 

sooner!" 
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Chapter 4: The Talking-Cricket Scolds Pinocchio 
 

While poor Geppetto was being taken to prison for no fault of his, that imp Pinocchio, finding 

himself free from the clutches of the soldier, ran off as fast as his legs could carry him. That he 

might reach home the quicker he rushed across the fields, and in his mad hurry he jumped high 

banks, thorn hedges and ditches full of water. 

 

Arriving at the house he found the street door ajar. He pushed it open, went in, and having 

fastened the latch, threw himself on the floor and gave a great sigh of satisfaction. 

 

But soon he heard someone in the room who was saying: "Cri-cri-cri!" 

 

"Who calls me?" said Pinocchio in a fright. 

 

"It is I!" 

 

Pinocchio turned round and saw a big cricket crawling slowly up the wall. 

 

"Tell me, Cricket, who may you be?" 

 

"I am the Talking-Cricket, and I have lived in this room a hundred years or more." 

 

"Now, however, this room is mine," said the puppet, "and if you would do me a pleasure go 

away at once, without even turning round." 

 

"I will not go," answered the Cricket, "until I have told you a great truth." 

 

"Tell it me, then, and be quick about it." 

 

"Woe to those boys who rebel against their parents and run away from home. They will never 

come to any good in the world, and sooner or later they will repent bitterly." 

 

"Sing away, Cricket, as you please, and as long as you please. For me, I have made up my mind 

to run away tomorrow at daybreak, because if I remain I shall not escape the fate of all other 

boys; I shall be sent to school and shall be made to study either by love or by force. To tell you 

in confidence, I have no wish to learn; it is much more amusing to run after butterflies, or to 

climb trees and to take the young birds out of their nests." 

 

"Poor little goose! But do you know that in that way you will grow up a perfect donkey, and that 

everyone will make fun of you?" 

 

"Hold your tongue, you wicked, ill-omened croaker!" shouted Pinocchio. 
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But the Cricket, who was patient and philosophical, instead of becoming angry at this 

impertinence, continued in the same tone: "But if you do not wish to go to school why not at 

least learn a trade, if only to enable you to earn honestly a piece of bread!" 

 

"Do you want me to tell you?" replied Pinocchio, who was beginning to lose patience. "Amongst 

all the trades in the world there is only one that really takes my fancy." 

 

"And that trade—what is it?" 

 

"It is to eat, drink, sleep and amuse myself, and to lead a vagabond life from morning to night." 

 

"As a rule," said the Talking-Cricket, "all those who follow that trade end almost always either in 

a hospital or in prison." 

 

"Take care, you wicked, ill-omened croaker! Woe to you if I fly into a 

passion!" 

 

"Poor Pinocchio! I really pity you!" 

 

"Why do you pity me?" 

 

"Because you are a puppet and, what is worse, because you have a 

wooden head." 

 

At these last words Pinocchio jumped up in a rage and, snatching a 

wooden hammer from the bench, he threw it at the Talking-Cricket. 

 

Perhaps he never meant to hit him, but unfortunately it struck him exactly on the head, so that the 

poor Cricket had scarcely breath to cry "Cri-cri-cri!" and then he remained dried up and flattened 

against the wall. 

 

Chapter 5: The Flying Egg 
 

Night was coming on and Pinocchio, remembering that he had eaten nothing all day, began to 

feel a gnawing in his stomach that very much resembled appetite. 

 

After a few minutes his appetite had become hunger and in no time his hunger became ravenous. 

 

Poor Pinocchio ran quickly to the fireplace, where a saucepan was boiling, and was going to take 

off the lid to see what was in it, but the saucepan was only painted on the wall. You can imagine 

his feelings. His nose, which was already long, became longer by at least three inches. 
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He then began to run about the room, searching in the drawers and in every imaginable place, in 

hopes of finding a bit of bread. If it was only a bit of dry bread, a crust, a bone left by a dog, a 

little moldy pudding of Indian corn, a fish bone, a cherry stone—in fact, anything that he could 

gnaw. But he could find nothing, nothing at all, absolutely nothing. 

 

And in the meanwhile his hunger grew and grew. Poor Pinocchio had no other relief than 

yawning, and his yawns were so tremendous that sometimes his mouth almost reached his ears. 

And after he had yawned he spluttered and felt as if he were going to faint. 

 

Then he began to cry desperately, and he said: "The Talking-Cricket was right. I did wrong to 

rebel against my papa and to run away from home. If my papa were here I should not now be 

dying of yawning! Oh! what a dreadful illness hunger is!" 

 

Just then he thought he saw something in the dust-heap—something round and white that looked 

like a hen's egg. To give a spring and seize hold of it was the affair of a moment. It was indeed 

an egg. 

 

Pinocchio's joy was beyond description. Almost believing it must be a dream he kept turning the 

egg over in his hands, feeling it and kissing it. And as he kissed it he said: "And now, how shall I 

cook it? Shall I make an omelet? No, it would be better to cook it in a saucer! Or would it not be 

more savory to fry it in the frying-pan? Or shall I simply boil it? No, the quickest way of all is to 

cook it in a saucer: I am in such a hurry to eat it!" 

 

Without loss of time he placed an earthenware saucer on a brazier full of 

red-hot embers. Into the saucer instead of oil or butter he poured a little 

water; and when the water began to smoke, tac! he broke the egg-shell 

over it and let the contents drop in. But, instead of the white and the yolk 

a little chicken popped out very gay and polite. Making a beautiful 

courtesy it said to him: "A thousand thanks, Master Pinocchio, for saving 

me the trouble of breaking the shell. Adieu until we meet again. Keep 

well, and my best compliments to all at home!" 

 

Thus saying, it spread its wings, darted through the open window and, 

flying away, was lost to sight. 

 

The poor puppet stood as if he had been bewitched, with his eyes fixed, 

his mouth open, and the egg-shell in his hand. Recovering, however, from his first stupefaction, 

he began to cry and scream, and to stamp his feet on the floor in desperation, and amidst his sobs 

he said: "Ah, indeed, the Talking-Cricket was right. If I had not run away from home, and if my 

papa were here, I should not now be dying of hunger! Oh! what a dreadful illness hunger is!" 
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And, as his stomach cried out more than ever and he did not know how to quiet it, he thought he 

would leave the house and make an excursion in the neighborhood in hopes of finding some 

charitable person who would give him a piece of bread. 

 

Chapter 6: Pinocchio's Feet Burn to Cinders 
 

It was a wild and stormy night. The thunder was tremendous and the lightning so vivid that the 

sky seemed on fire. 

 

Pinocchio had a great fear of thunder, but hunger was stronger than fear. He therefore closed the 

house door and made a rush for the village, which he reached in a hundred bounds, with his 

tongue hanging out and panting for breath like a dog after game. 

 

But he found it all dark and deserted. The shops were closed, the windows shut, and there was 

not so much as a dog in the street. It seemed the land of the dead. 

 

Pinocchio, urged by desperation and hunger, took hold of the bell of a house and began to ring it 

with all his might, saying to himself: "That will bring somebody." 

 

And so it did. A little old man appeared at a window with a night-cap on his head and called to 

him angrily: "What do you want at such an hour?" 

 

"Would you be kind enough to give me a little bread?" 

 

"Wait there, I will be back directly," said the little old man, thinking it was one of those rascally 

boys who amuse themselves at night by ringing the house-bells to rouse respectable people who 

are sleeping quietly. 

 

After half a minute the window was again opened and the voice of the same little old man 

shouted to Pinocchio: "Come underneath and hold out your cap." 

 

Pinocchio pulled off his cap; but, just as he held it out, an enormous basin of water was poured 

down on him, soaking him from head to foot as if he had been a pot of dried-up geraniums. 

 

He returned home like a wet chicken, quite exhausted with fatigue and hunger; and, having no 

longer strength to stand, he sat down and rested his damp and 

muddy feet on a brazier full of burning embers. 

 

And then he fell asleep, and while he slept his feet, which were 

wooden, took fire, and little by little they burnt away and 

became cinders. 
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Pinocchio continued to sleep and to snore as if his feet belonged to someone else. At last about 

daybreak he awoke because someone was knocking at the door. 

 

"Who is there?" he asked, yawning and rubbing his eyes. 

 

"It is I!" answered a voice. 

 

And Pinocchio recognized Geppetto's voice. 

 

Chapter 7: Geppetto Gives His Own Breakfast to Pinocchio 
 

Poor Pinocchio, whose eyes were still half shut from sleep, had not as yet discovered that his feet 

were burned off. The moment, therefore, that he heard his father's voice he slipped off his stool 

to run and open the door; but, after stumbling two or three times, he fell his whole length on the 

floor. 

 

And the noise he made in falling was as if a sack of wooden ladles had been thrown from a fifth 

story. 

 

"Open the door!" shouted Geppetto from the street. 

 

"Dear papa, I cannot," answered the puppet, crying and rolling about on the ground. 

 

"Why can't you?" 

 

"Because my feet have been eaten." 

 

"And who has eaten your feet?" 

 

"The cat," said Pinocchio, seeing the cat, who was amusing herself by making some shavings 

dance with her forepaws. 

 

"Open the door, I tell you!" repeated Geppetto. "If you don't, when I get into the house you shall 

have the cat from me!" 

 

"I cannot stand up, believe me. Oh, poor me! poor me! I shall have to walk on my knees for the 

rest of my life!" 

 

Geppetto, believing that all this lamentation was only another of the puppet's tricks, thought of a 

means of putting an end to it, and, climbing up the wall, he got in at the window. 

 

He was very angry and at first he did nothing but scold; but when he saw his Pinocchio lying on 

the ground and really without feet he was quite overcome. He took him in his arms and began to 
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kiss and caress him, and to say a thousand endearing things to him, and as the big tears ran down 

his cheeks he said, sobbing: "My little Pinocchio! how did you manage to burn your feet?" 

 

"I don't know, papa, but it has been such a dreadful night that I shall remember it as long as I 

live. It thundered and lightened, and I was very hungry, and then the Talking-Cricket said to me: 

'It serves you right; you have been wicked and you deserve it,' and I said to him: 'Take care, 

Cricket!' and he said: 'You are a puppet and you have a wooden head,' and I threw the handle of a 

hammer at him, and he died, but the fault was his, for I didn't wish to kill him, and the proof of it 

is that I put an earthenware saucer on a brazier of burning embers, but a chicken flew out and 

said: 'Adieu until we meet again, and many compliments to all at home': and I got still more 

hungry, for which reason that little old man in a night-cap, opening the window, said to me: 

'Come underneath and hold out your hat,' and poured a basinful of water on my head, because 

asking for a little bread isn't a disgrace, is it? and I returned home at once, and because I was 

always very hungry I put my feet on the brazier to dry them, and then you returned, and I found 

they were burnt off, and I am always hungry, but I have no longer any feet! Oh! oh! oh! oh!" 

And poor Pinocchio began to cry and to roar so loudly that he was heard five miles off. 

 

Geppetto, who from all this jumbled account had only understood one thing, which was that the 

puppet was dying of hunger, drew from his pocket three pears and, giving them to him, said: 

"These three pears were intended for my breakfast, but I will give them to you willingly. Eat 

them, and I hope they will do you good." 

 

"If you wish me to eat them, be kind enough to peel them for me." 

 

"Peel them?" said Geppetto, astonished. "I should never have thought, my boy, that you were so 

dainty and fastidious. That is bad! In this world we should accustom ourselves from childhood to 

like and to eat everything, for there is no saying to what we may be 

brought. There are so many chances!" 

 

"You are no doubt right," interrupted Pinocchio, "but I will never eat 

fruit that has not been peeled. I cannot bear rind." 

 

So good Geppetto peeled the three pears and put the rind on a corner 

of the table. 

 

Having eaten the first pear in two mouthfuls, Pinocchio was about to 

throw away the core, but Geppetto caught hold of his arm and said to him: "Do not throw it 

away; in this world everything may be of use." 

 

"But core I am determined I will not eat," shouted the puppet, turning upon him like a viper. 

 

"Who knows! there are so many chances!" repeated Geppetto, without losing his temper. 
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And so the three cores, instead of being thrown out of the window, were placed on the corner of 

the table, together with the three rinds. 

 

Having eaten, or rather having devoured the three pears, Pinocchio yawned tremendously, and 

then said in a fretful tone: "I am as hungry as ever!" 

 

"But, my boy, I have nothing more to give you!" 

 

"Nothing, really nothing?" 

 

"I have only the rind and the cores of the three pears." 

 

"One must have patience!" said Pinocchio; "if there is nothing else I will eat a rind." 

 

And he began to chew it. At first he made a wry face, but then one after another he quickly 

disposed of the rinds: and after the rinds even the cores, and when he had eaten up everything he 

clapped his hands on his sides in his satisfaction and said joyfully: "Ah! now I feel comfortable." 

 

"You see, now," observed Geppetto, "that I was right when I said to you that it did not do to 

accustom ourselves to be too particular or too dainty in our tastes. We can never know, my dear 

boy, what may happen to us. There are so many chances!" 

 

Chapter 8: Geppetto Makes Pinocchio New Feet 
 

No sooner had the puppet satisfied his hunger than he began to cry and to grumble because he 

wanted a pair of new feet. 

 

But Geppetto, to punish him for his naughtiness, allowed him to cry and to despair for half the 

day. He then said to him: "Why should I make you new feet? To enable you, perhaps, to escape 

again from home?" 

 

"I promise you," said the puppet, sobbing, "that for the future I will be good." 

 

"All boys," replied Geppetto, "when they are bent upon obtaining something, say the same 

thing." 

 

"I promise you that I will go to school and that I will study and bring home a good report." 

 

"All boys, when they are bent on obtaining something, repeat the same story." 

 

"But I am not like other boys! I am better than all of them and I always speak the truth. I promise 

you, papa, that I will learn a trade and that I will be the consolation and the staff of your old 

age." 
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Geppetto's eyes filled with tears and his heart was sad at seeing his poor Pinocchio in such a 

pitiable state. He did not say another word, but, taking his tools and two small pieces of well-

seasoned wood, he set to work with great diligence. 

 

In less than an hour the feet were finished: two little feet—swift, well-knit and nervous. They 

might have been modelled by an artist of genius. 

 

Geppetto then said to the puppet: "Shut your eyes and go to sleep!" 

 

And Pinocchio shut his eyes and pretended to be asleep. 

 

And while he pretended to sleep, Geppetto, with a little glue which he had melted in an egg-

shell, fastened his feet in their place, and it was so well done that not even a trace could be seen 

of where they were joined. 

 

No sooner had the puppet discovered that he had feet than he jumped down from the table on 

which he was lying and began to spring and to cut a thousand capers about the room, as if he had 

gone mad with the greatness of his delight. 

 

"To reward you for what you have done for me," said Pinocchio to his father, "I will go to school 

at once." 

 

"Good boy." 

 

"But to go to school I shall want some clothes." 

 

Geppetto, who was poor and who had not so much as a penny in his pocket, then made him a 

little dress of flowered paper, a pair of shoes from the bark of a tree, and a cap of the crumb of 

bread. 

 

Pinocchio ran immediately to look at himself in a crock of water, and he was so pleased with his 

appearance that he said, strutting about like a peacock: "I look quite like a gentleman!" 

 

"Yes, indeed," answered Geppetto, "for bear in mind that it is not fine 

clothes that make the gentleman, but rather clean clothes." 

 

"By the bye," added the puppet, "to go to school I am still in want—

indeed, I am without the best thing, and the most important." 

 

"And what is it?" 

 

"I have no spelling-book." 
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"You are right: but what shall we do to get one?" 

 

"It is quite easy. We have only to go to the bookseller's and buy it." 

 

"And the money?" 

 

"I have got none." 

 

"Neither have I," added the good old man, very sadly. 

 

And Pinocchio, although he was a very merry boy, became sad also, because poverty, when it is 

real poverty, is understood by everybody—even by boys. 

 

"Well, patience!" exclaimed Geppetto, all at once rising to his feet, and putting on his old 

corduroy coat, all patched and darned, he ran out of the house. 

 

He returned shortly, holding in his hand a spelling-book for Pinocchio, but the old coat was 

gone. The poor man was in his shirt-sleeves and out of doors it was snowing. 

 

"And the coat, papa?" 

 

"I have sold it." 

 

"Why did you sell it?" 

 

"Because I found it too hot." 

 

Pinocchio understood this answer in an instant, and unable to restrain the impulse of his good 

heart he sprang up and, throwing his arms around Geppetto's neck, he began kissing him again 

and again. 

 

Chapter 9: Pinocchio Goes to See a Puppet-Show 
 

As soon as it stopped snowing Pinocchio set out for school with his fine spelling-book under his 

arm. As he went along he began to imagine a thousand things in his little brain and to build a 

thousand castles in the air, one more beautiful than the other. 

 

And, talking to himself, he said: "Today at school I will learn to read at once; then tomorrow I 

will begin to write, and the day after tomorrow to figure. Then, with my acquirements, I will earn 

a great deal of money, and with the first money I have in my pocket I will immediately buy for 

my papa a beautiful new cloth coat. But what am I saying? Cloth, indeed! It shall be all made of 

gold and silver, and it shall have diamond buttons. That poor man really deserves it, for to buy 
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me books and have me taught he has remained in his shirt-sleeves. And in this cold! It is only 

fathers who are capable of such sacrifices!" 

 

Whilst he was saying this with great emotion, he thought that he heard music in the distance that 

sounded like fifes and the beating of a big drum: Fi-fie-fi, fi-fi-fi; zum, zum, zum. 

 

He stopped and listened. The sounds came from the end of a cross street that led to a little village 

on the seashore. 

 

"What can that music be? What a pity that I have to go to school, or else—" 

 

And he remained irresolute. It was, however, necessary to come to a decision. Should he go to 

school? or should he go after the fifes? 

 

"Today I will go and hear the fifes, and tomorrow I will go to school," finally decided the young 

scapegrace, shrugging his shoulders. 

 

The more he ran the nearer came the sounds of the fifes and the beating of the big drum: Fi-fi-fi; 

zum, zum, zum, zum. 

 

At last he found himself in the middle of a square quite full of people, 

who were all crowded round a building made of wood and canvas, and 

painted a thousand colors. 

 

"What is that building?" asked Pinocchio, turning to a little boy who 

belonged to the place. 

 

"Read the placard—it is all written—and then you will know." 

 

"I would read it willingly, but it so happens that today I don't know how to read." 

 

"Bravo, blockhead! Then I will read it to you. The writing on that placard in those letters red as 

fire is: "The Great Puppet Theater." 

 

"Has the play begun long?" 

 

"It is beginning now." 

 

"How much does it cost to go in?" 

 

"A dime." 
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Pinocchio, who was in a fever of curiosity, lost all control of himself, and without any shame he 

said to the little boy to whom he was talking: "Would you lend me a dime until tomorrow?" 

 

"I would lend it to you willingly," said the other, "but it so happens that today I cannot give it to 

you." 

 

"I will sell you my jacket for a dime," the puppet then said to him. 

 

"What do you think that I could do with a jacket of flowered paper? If there were rain and it got 

wet, it would be impossible to get it off my back." 

 

"Will you buy my shoes?" 

 

"They would only be of use to light the fire." 

 

"How much will you give me for my cap?" 

 

"That would be a wonderful acquisition indeed! A cap of bread crumb! There would be a risk of 

the mice coming to eat it whilst it was on my head." 

 

Pinocchio was on thorns. He was on the point of making another offer, but he had not the 

courage. He hesitated, felt irresolute and remorseful. At last he said: "Will you give me a dime 

for this new spelling-book?" 

 

"I am a boy and I don't buy from boys," replied his little interlocutor, who had much more sense 

than he had. 

 

"I will buy the spelling-book for a dime," called out a hawker of old clothes, who had been 

listening to the conversation. 

 

And the book was sold there and then. And to think that poor Geppetto had remained at home 

trembling with cold in his shirt-sleeves in order that his son should have a spelling-book. 

 

Chapter 10: The Puppets Recognize Their Brother Pinocchio 
 

When Pinocchio came into the little puppet theater, an incident occurred that almost produced a 

revolution. 

 

The curtain had gone up and the play had already begun. 

 

On the stage Harlequin and Punch were as usual quarrelling with each other and threatening 

every moment to come to blows. 
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All at once Harlequin stopped short and, turning to the public, he pointed with his hand to 

someone far down in the pit and exclaimed in a dramatic tone: "Gods of the firmament! Do I 

dream or am I awake? But surely that is Pinocchio!" 

 

"It is indeed Pinocchio!" cried Punch. 

 

"It is indeed himself!" screamed Miss Rose, peeping from behind the scenes. 

 

"It is Pinocchio! it is Pinocchio!" shouted all the puppets in chorus, leaping from all sides on to 

the stage. "It is Pinocchio! It is our brother Pinocchio! Long live Pinocchio!" 

 

"Pinocchio, come up here to me," cried Harlequin, "and throw yourself into the arms of your 

wooden brothers!" 

 

At this affectionate invitation Pinocchio made a leap from the end 

of the pit into the reserved seats; another leap landed him on the 

head of the leader of the orchestra, and he then sprang upon the 

stage. 

 

The embraces, the friendly pinches, and the demonstrations of 

warm brotherly affection that Pinocchio received from the excited 

crowd of actors and actresses of the puppet dramatic company are 

beyond description. 

 

The sight was doubtless a moving one, but the public in the pit, 

finding that the play was stopped, became impatient and began to 

shout: "We will have the play—go on with the play!" 

 

It was all breath thrown away. The puppets, instead of continuing the recital, redoubled their 

noise and outcries, and, putting Pinocchio on their shoulders, they carried him in triumph before 

the footlights. 

 

At that moment out came the showman. He was very big, and so ugly that the sight of him was 

enough to frighten anyone. His beard was as black as ink, and so long that it reached from his 

chin to the ground. I need only say that he trod upon it when he walked. His mouth was as big as 

an oven, and his eyes were like two lanterns of red glass with lights burning inside them. He 

carried a large whip made of snakes and foxes' tails twisted together, which he cracked 

constantly. 

 

At his unexpected appearance there was a profound silence: no one dared to breathe. A fly might 

have been heard in the stillness. The poor puppets of both sexes trembled like so many leaves. 
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"Why have you come to raise a disturbance in my theater?" asked the showman of Pinocchio, in 

the gruff voice of a hobgoblin suffering from a severe cold in the head. 

 

"Believe me, honored sir, it was not my fault!" 

 

"That is enough! Tonight we will settle our accounts." 

 

As soon as the play was over the showman went into the kitchen, where a fine sheep, preparing 

for his supper, was turning slowly on the spit in front of the fire. As there was not enough wood 

to finish roasting and browning it, he called Harlequin and Punch, and said to them: "Bring that 

puppet here: you will find him hanging on a nail. It seems to me that he is made of very dry 

wood and I am sure that if he were thrown on the fire he would make a beautiful blaze for the 

roast." 

 

At first Harlequin and Punch hesitated; but, appalled by a severe glance from their master, they 

obeyed. In a short time they returned to the kitchen carrying poor Pinocchio, who was wriggling 

like an eel taken out of water and screaming desperately: "Papa! papa! save me! I will not die, I 

will not die!" 

 

Chapter 11: Fire-Eater Sneezes and Pardons Pinocchio 
 

The showman, Fire-Eater—for that was his name—looked like a wicked man, especially with his 

black beard that covered his chest and legs like an apron. On the whole, however, he had not a 

bad heart. In proof of this, when he saw poor Pinocchio brought before him, struggling and 

screaming "I will not die, I will not die!" he was quite moved and felt very sorry for him. He 

tried to hold out, but after a little he could stand it no longer and he sneezed violently. When he 

heard the sneeze, Harlequin, who up to that moment had been in the deepest affliction and bowed 

down like a weeping willow, became quite cheerful and, leaning towards Pinocchio, he 

whispered to him softly: "Good news, brother. The showman has sneezed and that is a sign that 

he pities you, and consequently you are saved." 

 

Most men, when they feel compassion for somebody, either weep or at least pretend to dry their 

eyes. Fire-Eater, on the contrary, whenever he was really overcome, had the habit of sneezing. 

 

After he had sneezed, the showman, still acting the ruffian, shouted to Pinocchio: "Have done 

crying! Your lamentations have given me a pain in my stomach. I feel a spasm that almost—

Etchoo! etchoo!" and he sneezed again twice. 

 

"Bless you!" said Pinocchio. 

 

"Thank you! And your papa and your mamma, are they still alive?" asked Fire-Eater. 

 

"Papa, yes; my mamma I have never known." 
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"Who can say what a sorrow it would be for your poor old father if I were to have you thrown 

amongst these burning coals! Poor old man! I pity him! Etchoo! etchoo! etchoo!" and he sneezed 

again three times. 

 

"Bless you" said Pinocchio. 

 

"Thank you! All the same, some compassion is due to me, for as you see I have no more wood 

with which to finish roasting my mutton, and, to tell you the truth, under the circumstances you 

would have been of great use to me! However, I have had pity on you, so I must have patience. 

Instead of you I will burn under the spit one of the puppets belonging to my company. Ho there, 

gendarmes!" 

 

At this call two wooden gendarmes immediately appeared. They were very long and very thin, 

and had on cocked hats, and held unsheathed swords in their hands. 

 

The showman said to them in a hoarse voice: "Take Harlequin, 

bind him securely, and then throw him on the fire to burn. I am 

determined that my mutton shall be well roasted." 

 

Only imagine that poor Harlequin! His terror was so great that his 

legs bent under him, and he fell with his face on the ground. 

 

At this amazing sight Pinocchio, weeping bitterly, threw himself 

at the showman's feet and, bathing his long beard with his tears, 

he began to say, in a supplicating voice: "Have pity, Sir Fire-

Eater!" 

 

"Here there are no sirs," the showman answered severely. 

 

"Have pity, Sir Knight!" 

 

"Here there are no knights!" 

 

"Have pity, Commander!" 

 

"Here there are no commanders!" 

 

"Have pity, Excellence!" 

 

Upon hearing himself called Excellence the showman began to smile and became at once kinder 

and more tractable. Turning to Pinocchio, he asked: "Well, what do you want from me?" 

 

"I implore you to pardon poor Harlequin." 
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"For him there can be no pardon. As I have spared you he must be put on the fire, for I am 

determined that my mutton shall be well roasted." 

 

"In that case," cried Pinocchio proudly, rising and throwing away his cap of bread crumb—"in 

that case I know my duty. Come on, gendarmes! Bind me and throw me amongst the flames. No, 

it is not just that poor Harlequin, my true friend, should die for me!" 

 

These words, pronounced in a loud, heroic voice, made all the puppets who were present cry. 

Even the gendarmes, although they were made of wood, wept like two newly born lambs. 

 

Fire-Eater at first remained as hard and unmoving as ice, but 

little by little he began to melt and to sneeze. And, having 

sneezed four or five times, he opened his arms affectionately and 

said to Pinocchio: "You are a good, brave boy! Come here and 

give me a kiss." 

 

Pinocchio ran at once and, climbing like a squirrel up the 

showman's beard, he deposited a hearty kiss on the point of his 

nose. 

 

"Then the pardon is granted?" asked poor Harlequin in a faint 

voice that was scarcely audible. 

 

"The pardon is granted!" answered Fire-Eater; he then added, 

sighing and shaking his head: "I must have patience! Tonight I 

shall have to resign myself to eat the mutton half raw; but another time, woe to him who 

displeases me!" 

 

At the news of the pardon the puppets all ran to the stage and, having lighted the lamps and 

chandeliers as if for a full-dress performance, they began to leap and to dance merrily. At dawn 

they were still dancing. 

 

Chapter 12: Pinocchio Receives a Present of Five Gold Pieces 
 

The following day Fire-Eater called Pinocchio to one side and asked him: "What is your father's 

name?" 

 

"Geppetto." 

 

"And what trade does he follow?" 

 

"He is a beggar." 
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"Does he gain much?" 

 

"Gain much? Why, he has never a penny in his pocket. Only think, in order to buy a spelling-

book so that I could go to school he was obliged to sell the only coat he had to wear—a coat that, 

between patches and darns, was not fit to be seen." 

 

"Poor devil! I feel almost sorry for him! Here are five gold pieces. Go at once and take them to 

him with my compliments." 

 

Pinocchio was overjoyed and thanked the showman a thousand times. He embraced all the 

puppets of the company one by one, even to the gendarmes, and set out to return home. 

 

But he had not gone far when he met on the road a Fox lame of one foot, and a Cat blind of both 

eyes, and they were going along helping each other like good companions in misfortune. The 

Fox, who was lame, walked leaning on the Cat; and the Cat, who was blind, was guided by the 

Fox. 

 

"Good-day, Pinocchio," said the Fox, greeting him politely. 

 

"How do you come to know my name?" asked the puppet. 

 

"I know your father well." 

 

"Where did you see him?" 

 

"I saw him yesterday at the door of his house." 

 

"And what was he doing?" 

 

"He was in his shirt-sleeves and shivering with cold." 

 

"Poor papa! But that is over; for the future he shall shiver no more!" 

 

"Why?" 

 

"Because I have become a gentleman." 

 

"A gentleman—you!" said the Fox, and he began to laugh rudely and scornfully. The Cat also 

began to laugh, but to conceal it she combed her whiskers with her forepaws. 

 

"There is little to laugh at," cried Pinocchio angrily. "I am really sorry to make your mouth 

water, but if you know anything about it, you can see that these are five gold pieces." 
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And he pulled out the money that Fire-Eater had given him. 

 

At the jingling of the money the Fox, with an involuntary movement, stretched out the paw that 

seemed crippled, and the Cat opened wide two eyes that looked like two green lanterns. It is true 

that she shut them again, and so quickly that Pinocchio observed nothing. 

 

"And now," asked the Fox, "what are you going to do with all that money?" 

 

"First of all," answered the puppet, "I intend to buy a new coat for my papa, made of gold and 

silver, and with diamond buttons; and then I will buy a spelling-book for myself." 

 

"For yourself?" 

 

"Yes indeed, for I wish to go to school to study in earnest." 

 

"Look at me!" said the Fox. "Through my foolish passion for study I have lost a leg." 

 

"Look at me!" said the Cat. "Through my foolish passion for study I have lost the sight of both 

my eyes." 

 

At that moment a white Blackbird, that was perched on the hedge by the road, began his usual 

song, and said: "Pinocchio, don't listen to the advice of bad companions; if you do you will 

repent it!" 

 

Poor Blackbird! If only he had not spoken! The Cat, with a great leap, 

sprang upon him, and without even giving him time to say "Oh!" ate him 

in a mouthful, feathers and all. 

 

Having eaten him and cleaned her mouth she shut her eyes again and 

feigned blindness as before. 

 

"Poor Blackbird!" said Pinocchio to the Cat, "why did you treat him so badly?" 

 

"I did it to give him a lesson. He will learn another time not to meddle in other people's 

conversation." 

 

They had gone almost half-way when the Fox, halting suddenly, said to the puppet: "Would you 

like to double your money?" 

 

"In what way?" 

 

"Would you like to make out of your five miserable sovereigns, a hundred, a thousand, two 

thousand?" 
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"I should think so! but in what way?" 

 

"The way is easy enough. Instead of returning home you must go with us." 

 

"And where do you wish to take me?" 

 

"To the land of the Owls." 

 

Pinocchio reflected a moment, and then he said resolutely: "No, I will not go. I am already close 

to the house, and I will return home to my papa, who is waiting for me. Who can tell how often 

the poor old man must have sighed yesterday when I did not come back! I have indeed been a 

bad son, and the Talking-Cricket was right when he said: 'Disobedient boys never come to any 

good in the world.' I have found it to be true, for many misfortunes have happened to me. Even 

yesterday in Fire-Eater's house I ran the risk—Oh! it makes me shudder only to think of it!" 

 

"Well, then," said the Fox, "you are quite decided to go home? Go, then, and so much the worse 

for you." 

 

"So much the worse for you!" repeated the Cat. 

 

"Think well of it, Pinocchio, for you are giving a kick to fortune." 

 

"To fortune!" repeated the Cat. 

 

"Between today and tomorrow your five sovereigns would have become two thousand." 

 

"Two thousand!" repeated the Cat. 

 

"But how is it possible that they could become so many?" asked Pinocchio, remaining with his 

mouth open from astonishment. 

 

"I will explain it to you at once," said the Fox. "You must know that in the land of the Owls there 

is a sacred field called by everybody the Field of Miracles. In this field you must dig a little hole, 

and you put into it, we will say, one gold sovereign. You then cover up the hole with a little 

earth; you must water it with two pails of water from the fountain, then sprinkle it with two 

pinches of salt, and when night comes you can go quietly to bed. In the meanwhile, during the 

night, the gold piece will grow and flower, and in the morning when you get up and return to the 

field, what do you find? You find a beautiful tree laden with as many gold sovereigns as a fine 

ear of corn has grains in the month of June." 

 

"So that," said Pinocchio, more and more bewildered, "supposing I buried my five sovereigns in 

that field, how many should I find there the following morning?" 
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"That is an exceedingly easy calculation," replied the Fox, "a calculation that you can make on 

the ends of your fingers. Every sovereign will give you an increase of five hundred; multiply five 

hundred by five, and the following morning will find you with two thousand five hundred 

shining gold pieces in your pocket." 

 

"Oh! how delightful!" cried Pinocchio, dancing for joy. "As soon as ever I have obtained those 

sovereigns, I will keep two thousand for myself and the other five hundred I will make a present 

of to you two." 

 

"A present to us?" cried the Fox with indignation and appearing much offended. "What are you 

dreaming of?" 

 

"What are you dreaming of?" repeated the Cat. 

 

"We do not work," said the Fox, "for interest: we work solely to enrich others." 

 

"Others!" repeated the Cat. 

 

"What good people!" thought Pinocchio to himself, and, forgetting there and then his papa, the 

new coat, the spelling-book, and all his good resolutions, he said to the Fox and the Cat: "Let us 

be off at once. I will go with you." 

 

Chapter 13: The Inn of the Red Craw-Fish 
 

They walked, and walked, and walked, until at last, towards evening, they arrived, all tired out, 

at the inn of The Red Craw-Fish. 

 

"Let us stop here a little," said the Fox, "that we may have something to eat, and rest ourselves 

for an hour or two. We will start again at midnight, so as to arrive at the Field of Miracles by 

dawn tomorrow morning." 

 

Having gone into the inn they all three sat down to table, but none of them had any appetite. 

 

The Cat, who was suffering from indigestion and feeling seriously indisposed, could only eat 

thirty-five fish with tomato sauce and four portions of tripe with Parmesan cheese; and because 

she thought the tripe was not seasoned enough, she asked three times for the butter and grated 

cheese! 

 

The Fox would also willingly have picked a little, but as his doctor had ordered him a strict diet, 

he was forced to content himself simply with a hare dressed with a sweet and sour sauce, and 

garnished lightly with fat chickens and early pullets. After the hare he sent for a made dish of 

partridges, rabbits, frogs, lizards and other delicacies; he could not touch anything else. He cared 

so little for food, he said, that he could put nothing to his lips. 
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The one who ate the least was Pinocchio. He asked for some walnuts and a hunch of bread, and 

left everything on his plate. The poor boy's thoughts were continually fixed on the Field of 

Miracles. 

 

When they had supped, the Fox said to the host: "Give us two good 

rooms, one for Mr. Pinocchio, and the other for me and my 

companion. We will snatch a little sleep before we leave. Remember, 

however, that at midnight we wish to be called to continue our 

journey." 

 

"Yes, gentlemen," answered the host, and he winked at the Fox and 

the Cat, as much as to say: "I know what you are up to. We understand 

one another!" 

 

No sooner had Pinocchio got into bed than he fell asleep at once and began to dream. And he 

dreamed that he was in the middle of a field, and the field was full of shrubs covered with 

clusters of gold sovereigns, and as they swung in the wind they went zin, zin, zin, almost as if 

they would say: "Let who will, come and take us." But just as Pinocchio was stretching out his 

hand to pick handfuls of those beautiful gold pieces and to put them in his pocket, he was 

suddenly awakened by three violent blows on the door of his room. 

 

It was the host who had come to tell him that midnight had struck. 

 

"Are my companions ready?" asked the puppet. 

 

"Ready! Why, they left two hours ago." 

 

"Why were they in such a hurry?" 

 

"Because the Cat had received a message to say that her eldest kitten was ill with chilblains on 

his feet and was in danger of death." 

 

"Did they pay for the supper?" 

 

"What are you thinking of? They are too well educated to dream of offering such an insult to a 

gentleman like you." 

 

"What a pity! It is an insult that would have given me so much pleasure!" said Pinocchio, 

scratching his head. He then asked: "And where did my good friends say they would wait for 

me?" 

 

"At the Field of Miracles, tomorrow morning at daybreak." 
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Pinocchio paid a sovereign for his supper and that of his companions, and then left. 

 

Outside the inn it was so pitch dark that he had almost to grope his way, for it was impossible to 

see a hand's breadth in front of him. Some night-birds flying across the road from one hedge to 

the other brushed Pinocchio's nose with their wings as they passed, which caused him so much 

terror that, springing back, he shouted: "Who goes there?" and the echo in the surrounding hills 

repeated in the distance: "Who goes there? Who goes there?" 

 

As he was walking along he saw a little insect shining dimly on the trunk of a tree, like a night-

light in a lamp of transparent china. 

 

"Who are you?" asked Pinocchio. 

 

"I am the ghost of the Talking-Cricket," answered the insect in a low voice, so weak and faint 

that it seemed to come from the other world. 

 

"What do you want with me?" said the puppet. 

 

"I want to give you some advice. Go back and take the four sovereigns that you have left to your 

poor father, who is weeping and in despair because you have not returned to him." 

 

"By tomorrow my papa will be a gentleman, for these four sovereigns will have become two 

thousand." 

 

"Don't trust to those who promise to make you rich in a day. Usually they are either mad or 

rogues! Give ear to me, and go back, my boy." 

 

"On the contrary, I am determined to go on." 

 

"The hour is late!" 

 

"I am determined to go on." 

 

"The night is dark!" 

 

"I am determined to go on." 

 

"The road is dangerous!" 

 

"I am determined to go on." 

 

"Remember that boys who are bent on following their caprices, and will have their own way, 

sooner or later repent it." 
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"Always the same stories. Good-night, Cricket." 

 

"Good-night, Pinocchio, and may Heaven preserve you from dangers and from assassins." 

 

No sooner had he said these words than the Talking-Cricket vanished suddenly like a light that 

has been blown out, and the road became darker than ever. 

 

Chapter 14: Pinocchio Falls Among Assassins 
 

Note to Instructors: Although Pinocchio is a beloved classic children's tale with an overall 

positive moral message, like many original fairy tales, it does contain darker aspects. Instructors 

should take care with chapters 14, 15, and 33 in particular. 

 

"Really," said the puppet to himself, as he resumed his journey, "how unfortunate we poor boys 

are. Everybody scolds us and gives us good advice. See now; because I don't choose to listen to 

that tiresome Cricket, who knows, according to him, how many misfortunes are to happen to me! 

I am even to meet with assassins! That is, however, of little consequence, for I don't believe in 

assassins—I have never believed in them. For me, I think that assassins have been invented 

purposely by papas to frighten boys who want to go out at night. Besides, supposing I was to 

come across them here in the road, do you imagine they would frighten me? Not the least in the 

world. I should go to meet them and cry: 'Gentlemen assassins, what do you want with me? 

Remember that with me there is no joking. Therefore go about your business and be quiet!' At 

this speech they would run away like the wind. If, however, they were so badly educated as not 

to run away, why, then I would run away myself and there would be an end of it." 

 

But Pinocchio had not time to finish his reasoning, for at that moment he thought that he heard a 

slight rustle of leaves behind him. 

 

He turned to look and saw in the gloom two evil-looking black figures completely enveloped in 

charcoal sacks. They were running after him on tiptoe and making great leaps like two phantoms. 

 

"Here they are in reality!" he said to himself and, not 

knowing where to hide his gold pieces, he put them in his 

mouth precisely under his tongue. 

 

Then he tried to escape. But he had not gone a step when 

he felt himself seized by the arm and heard two horrid, 

sepulchral voices saying to him: "Your money or your 

life!" 

 

Pinocchio, not being able to answer in words, owing to the money that was in his mouth, made a 

thousand low bows and a thousand pantomimes. He tried thus to make the two muffled figures, 
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whose eyes were only visible through the holes in their sacks, understand that he was a poor 

puppet, and that he had not as much as a counterfeit nickel in his pocket. 

 

"Come, now! Less nonsense and out with the money!" cried the two brigands threateningly. 

 

And the puppet made a gesture with his hands to signify: "I have none." 

 

"Deliver up your money or you are dead," said the tallest of the brigands. 

 

"Dead!" repeated the other. 

 

"And after we have killed you, we will also kill your father!" 

 

"Also your father!" 

 

"No, no, no, not my poor papa!" cried Pinocchio in a despairing voice, and as he said it the 

sovereigns clinked in his mouth. 

 

"Ah! you rascal! Then you have hidden your money under your tongue! Spit it out at once!" 

 

Pinocchio was obstinate. 

 

"Ah! you pretend to be deaf, do you? Wait a moment, leave it to us to find a means to make you 

give it up." 

 

And one of them seized the puppet by the end of his nose, and the other took him by the chin, 

and began to pull them brutally, the one up and the other down, to force him to open his mouth. 

But it was all to no purpose. Pinocchio's mouth seemed to be nailed and riveted together. 

 

Then the shorter assassin drew out an ugly knife and tried to put it between his lips like a lever or 

chisel. But Pinocchio, as quick as lightning, caught his hand with his teeth, and with one bite bit 

it clear off and spat it out. Imagine his astonishment when instead of a hand he perceived that a 

cat's paw lay on the ground. 

 

Encouraged by this first victory he used his nails to such purpose that he succeeded in liberating 

himself from his assailants, and, jumping the hedge by the roadside, he began to fly across the 

country. The assassins ran after him like two dogs chasing a hare, and the one who had lost a 

paw ran on one leg, and no one ever knew how he managed it. 

 

After a race of some miles Pinocchio could go no more. Giving himself up for lost, he climbed 

the trunk of a very high pine tree and seated himself in the topmost branches. The assassins 

attempted to climb after him, but when they had reached half-way up they slid down again and 

arrived on the ground with the skin grazed from their hands and feet. 
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But they were not to be beaten by so little; collecting a quantity of dry wood, they piled it 

beneath the pine and set fire to it. In less time than it takes to tell, the pine began to burn and to 

flame like a candle blown by the wind. Pinocchio, seeing that the flames were mounting higher 

every instant, and not wishing to end his life like a roasted pigeon, made a stupendous leap from 

the top of the tree and started afresh across the fields and vineyards. The assassins followed him, 

and kept behind him without once giving up. 

 

The day began to break and they were still pursuing him. Suddenly Pinocchio found his way 

barred by a wide, deep ditch full of stagnant water the color of coffee. What did he do? "One! 

two! three!" cried the puppet, and, making a rush, he sprang to the other side. The assassins also 

jumped, but not having measured the distance properly—splash! splash! they fell into the very 

middle of the ditch. Pinocchio, who heard the plunge and the splashing of the water, shouted out, 

laughing, and without stopping: "A fine bath to you, gentleman assassins." 

 

And he felt convinced that they were drowned, when, turning to look, he perceived that, on the 

contrary, they were both running after him, still enveloped in their sacks, with the water dripping 

from them as if they had been two hollow baskets. 

 

Chapter 15: The Assassins Hang Pinocchio to the Big Oak 
 

Note to Instructors: Although Pinocchio is a beloved classic children's tale with an overall 

positive moral message, like many original fairy tales, it does contain darker aspects. Instructors 

should take care with chapters 14, 15, and 33 in particular. 

 

At this sight the puppet's courage failed him and he was on the point of throwing himself on the 

ground and giving himself over for lost. Turning, however, his eyes in every direction, he saw, at 

some distance, a small house as white as snow. 

 

"If only I had breath to reach that house," he said to himself, "perhaps I should be saved." 

 

And, without delaying an instant, he recommenced running for his life through the wood, and the 

assassins after him. 

 

At last, after a desperate race of nearly two hours, he arrived quite breathless at the door of the 

house, and knocked. 

 

No one answered. 

 

He knocked again with great violence, for he heard the sound of steps approaching him and the 

heavy panting of his persecutors. The same silence. 

 

Seeing that knocking was useless, he began in desperation to kick and pommel the door with all 

his might. The window then opened and a beautiful Child appeared at it. She had blue hair and a 
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face as white as a waxen image; her eyes were closed and her hands were crossed on her breast. 

Without moving her lips in the least, she said, in a voice that seemed to come from the other 

world: "In this house there is no one. They are all dead." 

 

"Then at least open the door for me yourself," shouted Pinocchio, crying and imploring. 

 

"I am dead also." 

 

"Dead? Then what are you doing at the window?" 

 

"I am waiting for the bier to come to carry me away." 

 

Having said this she immediately disappeared and the window was closed again without the 

slightest noise. 

 

"Oh! beautiful Child with blue hair," cried Pinocchio, "open the door, for pity's sake! Have 

compassion on a poor boy pursued by assas—" 

 

But before he could finish the word, he felt himself seized by the collar and the same two 

horrible voices said to him threateningly: "You shall not escape from us again!" 

 

The puppet, seeing death staring him in the face, was taken with such a violent fit of trembling 

that the joints of his wooden legs began to creak, and the sovereigns hidden under his tongue to 

clink. 

 

"Now, then," demanded the assassins, "will you open your mouth—yes or no? Ah! no answer? 

Leave it to us: this time we will force you to open it!" 

 

And, drawing out two long, horrid knives as sharp as razors, clash!—they attempted to stab him 

twice. 

 

But the puppet, luckily for him, was made of very hard wood; the knives therefore broke into a 

thousand pieces and the assassins were left with the handles in their hands, staring at each other. 

 

"I see what we must do," said one of them. "He must be hung! let us hang him!" 

 

"Let us hang him!" repeated the other. 

 

Without loss of time they tied his arms behind him, passed a running noose round his throat, and 

hung him to the branch of a tree called the Big Oak. 

 

They then sat down on the grass and waited for his last struggle. But at the end of three hours the 

puppet's eyes were still open, his mouth closed, and he was kicking more than ever. 
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Losing patience, they turned to Pinocchio and said in a bantering tone: "Goodbye till tomorrow. 

Let us hope that when we return you will be polite enough to allow yourself to be found quite 

dead, and with your mouth wide open." 

 

And they walked off. 

 

In the meantime a tempestuous northerly wind began to blow and roar angrily, and it beat the 

poor puppet from side to side, making him swing violently, like the clatter of a bell ringing for a 

wedding. And the swinging gave him atrocious spasms, and the running noose, becoming still 

tighter round his throat, took away his breath. 

 

Little by little his eyes began to grow dim, but although he felt that death was near he continued 

to hope that some charitable person would come to his assistance before it was too late. But 

when, after waiting and waiting, he found that no one came, absolutely no one, then he 

remembered his poor father, and, thinking he was dying, he stammered out: "Oh, papa! if only 

you were here!" 

 

His breath failed him and he could say no more. He shut his eyes, opened his mouth, stretched 

his legs, gave a long shudder, and hung stiff and insensible. 

 

Chapter 16: The Beautiful Child Rescues the Puppet 
 

While poor Pinocchio, suspended to a branch of the Big Oak, was apparently more dead than 

alive, the beautiful Child with blue hair came again to the window. When she saw the unhappy 

puppet hanging by his throat, and dancing up and down in the gusts of the north wind, she was 

moved by compassion. Striking her hands together, she gave three little claps. 

 

At this signal there came a sound of the sweep of wings flying rapidly and a large Falcon flew on 

to the window-sill. 

 

"What are your orders, gracious Fairy?" he asked, inclining his beak in sign of reverence. 

 

"Do you see that puppet dangling from a branch of the Big Oak?" 

 

"I see him." 

 

"Very well. Fly there at once: with your strong beak break the knot that keeps him suspended in 

the air, and lay him gently on the grass at the foot of the tree." 

 

The Falcon flew away and after two minutes he returned, saying: "I have done as you 

commanded." 

 

"And how did you find him?" 
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"To see him he appeared dead, but he cannot really be quite dead, for I had no sooner loosened 

the running noose that tightened his throat than, giving a sigh, he murmured in a faint voice: 

'Now I feel better!'" 

 

The Fairy then struck her hands together twice and a magnificent Poodle appeared, walking 

upright on his hind legs exactly as if he had been a man. 

 

He was in the full-dress livery of a coachman. On his head he had a three-cornered hat braided 

with gold, his curly white wig came down on to his shoulders, he had a chocolate-colored 

waistcoat with diamond buttons, and two large pockets to contain the bones that his mistress 

gave him at dinner. He had, besides, a pair of short crimson velvet breeches, silk stockings, cut-

down shoes, and hanging behind him a species of umbrella case made of blue satin, to put his tail 

into when the weather was rainy. 

 

"Be quick, Medoro, like a good dog!" said the Fairy to the Poodle. "Have the most beautiful 

carriage in my coach-house harnessed, and take the road to the wood. When you come to the Big 

Oak you will find a poor puppet stretched on the grass half dead. Pick him up gently and lay him 

flat on the cushions of the carriage and bring him here to me. Do you understand?" 

 

The Poodle, to show that he had understood, shook the case of blue satin three or four times and 

ran off like a race-horse. 

 

Shortly afterwards a beautiful little carriage came out of the coach-house. The cushions were 

stuffed with canary feathers and it was lined on the inside with whipped cream, custard and 

vanilla wafers. The little carriage was drawn by a hundred pairs of white mice, and the Poodle, 

seated on the coach-box, cracked his whip from side to side like a driver when he is afraid that he 

is behind time. 

 

Scarcely had a quarter of an hour passed, when the carriage returned. The Fairy, who was 

waiting at the door of the house, took the poor puppet in her arms and carried him into a little 

room that was wainscoted with mother-of-pearl. She sent at once to summon the most famous 

doctors in the neighborhood. 

 

They came immediately, one after the other: namely, a Crow, an Owl, and a Talking-Cricket. 

 

"I wish to know from you, gentlemen," said the Fairy, "if this unfortunate puppet is alive or 

dead!" 

 

At this request the Crow, advancing first, felt Pinocchio's pulse; he then felt his nose and then the 

little toe of his foot: and, having done this carefully, he pronounced solemnly the following 

words: "To my belief the puppet is already quite dead; but, if unfortunately he should not be 

dead, then it would be a sign that he is still alive!" 
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"I regret," said the Owl, "to be obliged to contradict the Crow, my illustrious friend and 

colleague; but, in my opinion the puppet is still alive; but, if unfortunately he should not be alive, 

then it would be a sign that he is dead indeed!" 

 

"And you—have you nothing to say?" asked the Fairy of the Talking-Cricket. 

 

"In my opinion, the wisest thing a prudent doctor can do, when he does not know what he is 

talking about, is to be silent. For the rest, that puppet there has a face that is not new to me. I 

have known him for some time!" 

 

Pinocchio, who up to that moment had lain immovable, like a real piece of wood, was seized 

with a fit of convulsive trembling that shook the whole bed. 

 

"That puppet there," continued the Talking-Cricket, "is a confirmed rogue." 

 

Pinocchio opened his eyes, but shut them again immediately. 

 

"He is a ragamuffin, a do-nothing, a vagabond." 

 

Pinocchio hid his face beneath the clothes. 

 

"That puppet there is a disobedient son who will make his poor father die of a broken heart!" 

 

At that instant a suffocated sound of sobs and crying was heard in the room. Imagine everybody's 

astonishment when, having raised the sheets a little, it was discovered that the sounds came from 

Pinocchio. 

 

"When a dead person cries, it is a sign that he is on the road to get well," said the Crow solemnly. 

 

"I grieve to contradict my illustrious friend and colleague," added the Owl; "but for me, when the 

dead person cries, it is a sign that he is sorry to die." 

 

Chapter 17: Pinocchio Will Not Take His Medicine 
 

As soon as the three doctors had left the room the Fairy approached Pinocchio and, having 

touched his forehead, she perceived that he was in a high fever. 

 

She therefore dissolved a certain white powder in half a tumbler of water and, offering it to the 

puppet, she said to him lovingly: "Drink it and in a few days you will be cured." 

 

Pinocchio looked at the tumbler, made a wry face, and then asked in a plaintive voice: "Is it 

sweet or bitter?" 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             196 

"It is bitter, but it will do you good." 

 

"If it is bitter, I will not take it." 

 

"Listen to me: drink it." 

 

"I don't like anything bitter." 

 

"Drink it, and when you have drunk it I will give you a lump of sugar to take away the taste." 

 

"Where is the lump of sugar?" 

 

"Here it is," said the Fairy, taking a piece from a gold sugar-basin. 

 

"Give me first the lump of sugar and then I will drink that bad bitter water." 

 

"Do you promise me?" 

 

"Yes." 

 

The Fairy gave him the sugar and Pinocchio, having crunched it up and swallowed it in a second, 

said, licking his lips: "It would be a fine thing if sugar were medicine! I would take it every day." 

 

"Now keep your promise and drink these few drops of water, which will restore you to health." 

 

Pinocchio took the tumbler unwillingly in his hand and put the point of his nose to it: he then 

approached it to his lips: he then again put his nose to it, and at last said: "It is too bitter! too 

bitter! I cannot drink it." 

 

"How can you tell that, when you have not even tasted it?" 

 

"I can imagine it! I know it from the smell. I want first another lump of sugar and then I will 

drink it!" 

 

The Fairy then, with all the patience of a good mamma, put another lump of sugar in his mouth, 

and again presented the tumbler to him. 

 

"I cannot drink it so!" said the puppet, making a thousand grimaces. 

 

"Why?" 

 

"Because that pillow that is down there on my feet bothers me." 
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The Fairy removed the pillow. 

 

"It is useless. Even so I cannot drink it." 

 

"What is the matter now?" 

 

"The door of the room, which is half open, bothers me." 

 

The Fairy went and closed the door. 

 

"In short," cried Pinocchio, bursting into tears, "I will not drink that bitter water—no, no, no!" 

 

"My boy, you will repent it." 

 

"I don't care." 

 

"Your illness is serious." 

 

"I don't care." 

 

"The fever in a few hours will carry you into the other world." 

 

"I don't care." 

 

"Are you not afraid of death?" 

 

"I am not in the least afraid! I would rather die than drink that bitter medicine." 

 

At that moment the door of the room flew open and four rabbits as black as ink entered carrying 

on their shoulders a little bier. 

 

"What do you want with me?" cried Pinocchio, sitting up in bed in a great fright. 

 

"We have come to take you," said the biggest rabbit. 

 

"To take me? But I am not yet dead!" 

 

"No, not yet? but you have only a few minutes to live, as you have refused the medicine that 

would have cured you of the fever." 

 

"Oh, Fairy, Fairy!" the puppet then began to scream, "give me the tumbler at once; be quick, for 

pity's sake, for I will not die—no, I will not die." 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             198 

And, taking the tumbler in both hands, he emptied it at a gulp. 

 

"We must have patience!" said the rabbits; "this time we have made our journey in vain." And, 

taking the little bier again on their shoulders, they left the room, grumbling and murmuring 

between their teeth. 

 

In fact, a few minutes afterwards, Pinocchio jumped down from the bed quite well, because 

wooden puppets have the privilege of being seldom ill and of being cured very quickly. 

 

The Fairy, seeing him running and rushing about the room as gay and as lively as a young cock, 

said to him: "Then my medicine has really done you good?" 

 

"Good? I should think so! It has restored me to life!" 

 

"Then why on earth did you require so much persuasion to take it?" 

 

"Because you see that we boys are all like that! We are more afraid of medicine than of the 

illness." 

 

"Disgraceful! Boys ought to know that a good remedy taken in time may save them from a 

serious illness, and perhaps even from death." 

 

"Oh! but another time I shall not require so much persuasion. I shall remember those black 

rabbits with the bier on their shoulders and then I shall immediately take the tumbler in my hand, 

and down it will go!" 

 

"Now, come here to me and tell me how it came about that you fell into the hands of those 

assassins." 

 

"You see, the showman, Fire-Eater, gave me some gold pieces and said to me: 'Go, and take 

them to your father!' and instead I met on the road a Fox and a Cat, who said to me: 'Would you 

like those pieces of gold to become a thousand or two? Come with us and we will take you to the 

Field of Miracles,' and I said: 'Let us go.' And they said: 'Let us stop at the inn of The Red Craw-

Fish,' and after midnight they left. And when I awoke I found that they were no longer there, 

because they had gone away. Then I began to travel by night, for you cannot imagine how dark it 

was; and on that account I met on the road two assassins in charcoal sacks who said to me: 'Out 

with your money,' and I said to them: 'I have got none,' because I had hidden the four gold pieces 

in my mouth, and one of the assassins tried to put his hand in my mouth, and I bit his hand off 

and spat it out, but instead of a hand it was a cat's paw. And the assassins ran after me, and I ran, 

and ran, until at last they caught me and tied me by the neck to a tree in this wood, and said to 

me: 'Tomorrow we shall return here and then you will be dead with your mouth open and we 

shall be able to carry off the pieces of gold that you have hidden under your tongue." 
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"And the four pieces—where have you put them?" asked the Fairy. 

 

"I have lost them!" said Pinocchio, but he was telling a lie, for he had them in his pocket. 

 

He had scarcely told the lie when his nose, which was already long, grew at once two inches 

longer. 

 

"And where did you lose them?" 

 

"In the wood near here." 

 

At this second lie his nose went on growing. 

 

"If you have lost them in the wood near here," said the Fairy, "we will look for them and we shall 

find them: because everything that is lost in that wood is always found." 

 

"Ah! now I remember all about it," replied the puppet, getting quite confused; "I didn't lose the 

four gold pieces, I swallowed them whilst I was drinking your medicine." 

 

At this lie his nose grew to such an extraordinary length that poor Pinocchio could not move in 

any direction. If he turned to one side he struck his nose against the bed or the window-panes, if 

he turned to the other he struck it against the walls or the door, if he raised his head a little he ran 

the risk of sticking it into one of the Fairy's eyes. 

 

And the Fairy looked at him and laughed. 

 

"What are you laughing at?" asked the puppet, very confused and anxious at finding his nose 

growing so prodigiously. 

 

"I am laughing at the lie you have told." 

 

"And how can you possibly know that I have told a lie?" 

 

"Lies, my dear boy, are found out immediately, because they are of two sorts. There are lies that 

have short legs, and lies that have long noses. Your lie, as it happens, is one of those that have a 

long nose." 

 

Pinocchio, not knowing where to hide himself for shame, tried to run out of the room; but he did 

not succeed, for his nose had increased so much that it could no longer pass through the door. 

 

Chapter 18: Pinocchio Again Meets the Fox and the Cat 
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The Fairy allowed the puppet to cry for a good half-hour over his nose, which could no longer 

pass through the door of the room. This she did to give him a severe lesson, and to correct him of 

the disgraceful fault of telling lies—the most disgraceful fault that a boy can have. But when she 

saw him quite disfigured and his eyes swollen out of his head from weeping, she felt full of 

compassion for him. She therefore beat her hands together and at that signal a thousand large 

birds called Woodpeckers flew in at the window. They immediately perched on Pinocchio's nose 

and began to peck at it with such zeal that in a few minutes his enormous and ridiculous nose 

was reduced to its usual dimensions. 

 

"What a good Fairy you are," said the puppet, drying his eyes, "and how much I love you!" 

 

"I love you also," answered the Fairy; "and if you will remain with me you shall be my little 

brother and I will be your good little sister." 

 

"I would remain willingly if it were not for my poor papa." 

 

"I have thought of everything. I have already let your father know, and he 

will be here tonight." 

 

"Really?" shouted Pinocchio, jumping for joy. "Then, little Fairy, if you 

consent, I should like to go and meet him. I am so anxious to give a kiss to 

that poor old man, who has suffered so much on my account, that I am counting the minutes." 

 

"Go, then, but be careful not to lose yourself. Take the road through the wood and I am sure that 

you will meet him." 

 

Pinocchio set out, and as soon as he was in the wood he began to run like a kid. But when he had 

reached a certain spot, almost in front of the Big Oak, he stopped, because he thought he heard 

people amongst the bushes. In fact, two persons came out on to the road. Can you guess who 

they were? His two traveling companions, the Fox and the Cat, with whom he had supped at the 

inn of The Red Craw-Fish. 

 

"Why, here is our dear Pinocchio!" cried the Fox, kissing and embracing him. "How came you to 

be here?" 

 

"How came you to be here?" repeated the Cat. 

 

"It is a long story," answered the puppet, "which I will tell you when I have time. But do you 

know that the other night, when you left me alone at the inn, I met with assassins on the road?" 

 

"Assassins! Oh, poor Pinocchio! And what did they want?" 

"They wanted to rob me of my gold pieces." 
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"Villains!" said the Fox. 

 

"Infamous villains!" repeated the Cat. 

 

"But I ran away from them," continued the puppet, "and they followed me, and at last they 

overtook me and hung me to a branch of that oak tree." 

 

And Pinocchio pointed to the Big Oak, which was two steps from them. 

 

"Is it possible to hear anything more dreadful?" said the Fox. "In what a world we are 

condemned to live! Where can respectable people like us find a safe refuge?" 

 

Whilst they were thus talking Pinocchio observed that the Cat was lame of her front right leg, for 

in fact she had lost her paw with all its claws. He therefore asked her: "What have you done with 

your paw?" 

 

The Cat tried to answer, but became confused. Therefore the Fox said immediately: "My friend 

is too modest, and that is why she doesn't speak. I will answer for her. I must tell you that an 

hour ago we met an old wolf on the road, almost fainting from want of food, who asked alms of 

us. Not having so much as a fish-bone to give him, what did my friend, who has really the heart 

of a Caesar, do? She bit off one of her fore paws and threw it to that poor beast that he might 

appease his hunger." 

 

And the Fox, in relating this, dried a tear. 

 

Pinocchio was also touched and, approaching the Cat, he whispered into her ear: "If all cats 

resembled you, how fortunate the mice would be!" 

 

"And now, what are you doing here?" asked the Fox of the puppet. 

 

"I am waiting for my papa, whom I expect to arrive every moment." 

 

"And your gold pieces?" 

 

"I have got them in my pocket, all but one that I spent at the inn of The Red Craw-Fish." 

 

"And to think that, instead of four pieces, by tomorrow they might have become one or two 

thousand! Why do you not listen to my advice? Why will you not go and bury them in the Field 

of Miracles?" 

 

"Today it is impossible; I will go another day." 

"Another day it will be too late!" said the Fox. 
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"Why?" 

 

"Because the field has been bought by a gentleman and after tomorrow no one will be allowed to 

bury money there." 

 

"How far off is the Field of Miracles?" 

 

"Not two miles. Will you come with us? In half an hour you will be there. You can bury your 

money at once, and in a few minutes you will collect two thousand, and this evening you will 

return with your pockets full. Will you come with us?" 

 

Pinocchio thought of the good Fairy, old Geppetto, and the warnings of the Talking-Cricket, and 

he hesitated a little before answering. He ended, however, by doing as all boys do who have not 

a grain of sense and who have no heart—he ended by giving his head a little shake and saying to 

the Fox and the Cat: "Let us go: I will come with you." 

 

And they went. 

 

After having walked half the day they reached a town that was called "Trap for Blockheads." As 

soon as Pinocchio entered this town he saw that the streets were crowded with dogs who were 

yawning from hunger, shorn sheep trembling with cold, cocks without combs begging for a grain 

of Indian corn, large butterflies that could no longer fly because they had sold their beautiful 

colored wings, peacocks which had no tails and were ashamed to be seen, and pheasants that 

went scratching about in a subdued fashion, mourning for their brilliant gold and silver feathers 

gone forever. 

 

In the midst of this crowd of beggars and shamefaced creatures some lordly carriage passed from 

time to time containing a Fox, or a thieving Magpie, or some other ravenous bird of prey. 

 

"And where is the Field of Miracles?" asked Pinocchio. 

 

"It is here, not two steps from us." 

 

They crossed the town and, having gone beyond the walls, they came to a solitary field. 

 

"Here we are," said the Fox to the puppet. "Now stoop down and dig with your hands a little hole 

in the ground and put your gold pieces into it." 

 

Pinocchio obeyed. He dug a hole, put into it the four gold pieces that he had left, and then filled 

up the hole with a little earth. 
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"Now, then," said the Fox, "go to that canal close to us, fetch a can of water, and water the 

ground where you have sowed them." 

 

Pinocchio went to the canal, and, as he had no can, he took off one of his old shoes and filling it 

with water he watered the ground over the hole. 

 

He then asked: "Is there anything else to be done?" 

 

"Nothing else," answered the Fox. "We can now go away. You can return in about twenty 

minutes and you will find a shrub already pushing through the ground, with its branches quite 

loaded with money." 

 

The poor puppet, beside himself with joy, thanked the Fox and the Cat a thousand times, and 

promised them a beautiful present. 

 

"We wish for no presents," answered the two rascals. "It is enough for us to have taught you the 

way to enrich yourself without undergoing hard work, and we are as happy as people out for a 

holiday." 

 

Thus saying, they took leave of Pinocchio, and, wishing him a good harvest, went about their 

business. 

 

Chapter 19: Pinocchio Is Robbed of His Money 
 

The puppet returned to the town and began to count the minutes one by one, and when he 

thought that it must be time he took the road leading to the Field of Miracles. 

 

And as he walked along with hurried steps his heart beat fast—tic, tac, tic, tac—like a drawing-

room clock when it is really going well. Meanwhile he was thinking to himself: "And if, instead 

of a thousand gold pieces, I were to find on the branches of the tree two thousand? And instead 

of two thousand, supposing I found five thousand? and instead of five thousand, that I found a 

hundred thousand? Oh! what a fine gentleman I should then become! I would have a beautiful 

palace, a thousand little wooden horses and a thousand stables to amuse myself with, a cellar full 

of currant wine and sweet syrups, and a library quite full of candies, tarts, plum-cakes, 

macaroons, and biscuits with cream." 

 

Whilst he was building these castles in the air he had arrived in the neighborhood of the field, 

and he stopped to look about for a tree with its branches laden with money, but he saw nothing. 

He advanced another hundred steps—nothing; he entered the field and went right up to the little 

hole where he had buried his sovereigns—and nothing. He then became very thoughtful and, 

forgetting the rules of society and good manners, he took his hands out of his pocket and gave 

his head a long scratch. 
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At that moment he heard an explosion of laughter close to him and, looking up, he saw a large 

Parrot perched on a tree, who was pruning the few feathers he had left. 

 

"Why are you laughing?" asked Pinocchio in an angry voice. 

 

"I am laughing because in pruning my feathers I tickled myself under my 

wings." 

 

The puppet did not answer, but went to the canal and, filling the same old 

shoe full of water, he proceeded to water the earth afresh that covered his 

gold pieces. 

 

While he was thus occupied another laugh, still more impertinent than the first, rang out in the 

silence of that solitary place. 

 

"Once for all," shouted Pinocchio in a rage, "may I know, you ill-educated Parrot, what you are 

laughing at?" 

 

"I am laughing at those simpletons who believe in all the foolish things that are told them, and 

who allow themselves to be entrapped by those who are more cunning than they are." 

 

"Are you perhaps speaking of me?" 

 

"Yes, I am speaking of you, poor Pinocchio—of you who are simple enough to believe that 

money can be sown and gathered in fields in the same way as beans and gourds. I also believed it 

once and today I am suffering for it. Today—but it is too late—I have at last learned that to put a 

few pennies honestly together it is necessary to know how to earn them, either by the work of 

our own hands or by the cleverness of our own brains." 

 

"I don't understand you," said the puppet, who was already trembling with fear. 

 

"Have patience! I will explain myself better," rejoined the Parrot. "You must know, then, that 

while you were in the town the Fox and the Cat returned to the field; they took the buried money 

and then fled like the wind. And now he that catches them will be clever." 

 

Pinocchio remained with his mouth open and, not choosing to believe the Parrot's words, he 

began with his hands and nails to dig up the earth that he had watered. And he dug, and dug, and 

dug, and made such a deep hole that a rick of straw might have stood upright in it, but the money 

was no longer there. 

 

He rushed back to the town in a state of desperation and went at once to the Courts of Justice to 

denounce the two knaves who had robbed him to the judge. 
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The judge was a big ape of the gorilla tribe, an old ape respectable for his age, his white beard, 

but especially for his gold spectacles without glasses that he was always obliged to wear, on 

account of an inflammation of the eyes that had tormented him for many years. 

 

Pinocchio related in the presence of the judge all the particulars of the infamous fraud of which 

he had been the victim. He gave the names, the surnames, and other details, of the two rascals, 

and ended by demanding justice. 

 

The judge listened with great benignity; took a lively interest in the story; was much touched and 

moved; and when the puppet had nothing further to say he stretched out his hand and rang a bell. 

 

At this summons two mastiffs immediately appeared dressed as gendarmes. The judge then, 

pointing to Pinocchio, said to them: "That poor devil has been robbed of four gold pieces; take 

him away and put him immediately into prison." 

 

The puppet was petrified on hearing this unexpected sentence and tried to protest; but the 

gendarmes, to avoid losing time, stopped his mouth and carried him off to the lockup. 

 

And there he remained for four months—four long months—and he would have remained longer 

still if a fortunate chance had not released him. The young Emperor who reigned over the town 

of "Trap for Blockheads," having won a splendid victory over his enemies, ordered great public 

rejoicings. There were illuminations, fireworks, horse races and velocipede races, and as a 

further sign of triumph he commanded that the prisons should be opened and all the prisoners 

freed. 

 

"If the others are to be let out of prison, I will go also," said Pinocchio to the jailor. 

 

"No, not you," said the jailor, "because you do not belong to the fortunate class." 

 

"I beg your pardon," replied Pinocchio, "I am also a criminal." 

 

"In that case you are perfectly right," said the jailor, and, taking off his hat and bowing to him 

respectfully, he opened the prison doors and let him escape. 

 

Chapter 20: Pinocchio Starts Back to the Fairy's House 
 

You can imagine Pinocchio's joy when he found himself free. Without stopping to take breath he 

immediately left the town and took the road that led to the Fairy's house. 

 

On account of the rainy weather the road had become a marsh into which he sank knee-deep. But 

the puppet would not give in. Tormented by the desire of seeing his father and his little sister 

with blue hair again, he ran on like a greyhound, and as he ran he was splashed with mud from 

head to foot. And he said to himself as he went along: "How many misfortunes have happened to 
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me. But I deserved them, for I am an obstinate, passionate puppet. I am always bent upon having 

my own way, without listening to those who wish me well, and who have a thousand times more 

sense than I have! But from this time forth I am determined to change and to become orderly and 

obedient. For at last I have seen that disobedient boys come to no good and gain nothing. And 

has my papa waited for me? Shall I find him at the Fairy's house? Poor man, it is so long since I 

last saw him: I am dying to embrace him and to cover him with kisses! And will the Fairy 

forgive me my bad conduct to her? I think of all the kindness and loving care I received from 

her, to think that if I am now alive I owe it to her! Would it be possible to find a more ungrateful 

boy, or one with less heart than I have?" 

 

While he was saying this he stopped suddenly, frightened to death, and made four steps 

backwards. 

 

What had he seen? 

 

He had seen an immense Serpent stretched across the road. Its skin was green, it had red eyes, 

and a pointed tail that was smoking like a chimney. 

 

It would be impossible to imagine the puppet's terror. He walked away to a safe distance and, 

sitting down on a heap of stones, waited until the Serpent should have gone about its business 

and left the road clear. 

 

He waited an hour; two hours; three hours; but the Serpent was always there, and even from a 

distance he could see the red light of his fiery eyes and the column of smoke that ascended from 

the end of his tail. 

 

At last Pinocchio, trying to feel courageous, approached to within a few steps, and said to the 

Serpent in a soft, insinuating voice: "Excuse me. Sir Serpent, but would you be so good as to 

move a little to one side—just enough to allow me to pass?" 

 

He might as well have spoken to the wall. Nobody moved. 

 

He began again in the same soft voice: "You must know. Sir Serpent, that I am on my way home, 

where my father is waiting for me, and it is such a long time since I saw him last! Will you, 

therefore, allow me to continue my road?" 

 

He waited for a sign in answer to this request, but there was none; in fact, the Serpent, who up to 

that moment had been sprightly and full of life, became motionless and almost rigid. He shut his 

eyes and his tail ceased smoking. 

 

"Can he really be dead?" said Pinocchio, rubbing his hands with delight. He determined to jump 

over him and reach the other side of the road. But, just as he was going to leap, the Serpent 
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raised himself suddenly on end, like a spring set in motion; and the puppet, drawing back, in his 

terror caught his feet and fell to the ground. 

 

And he fell so awkwardly that his head stuck in the mud and his legs went into the air. 

 

At the sight of the puppet kicking violently with his head in the mud, the Serpent went into 

convulsions of laughter, and laughed, and laughed, until he broke a blood-vessel in his chest and 

died. And that time he was really dead. 

 

Pinocchio then set off running, in hopes that he should reach the Fairy's 

house before dark. But before long he began to suffer so dreadfully from 

hunger that he could not bear it, and he jumped into a field by the wayside, 

intending to pick some bunches of Muscatel grapes. Oh, that he had never 

done it! 

 

He had scarcely reached the vines when crack—his legs were caught 

between two cutting iron bars and he became so giddy with pain that stars 

of every color danced before his eyes. 

 

The poor puppet had been taken in a trap put there to capture some big polecats which were the 

scourge of the poultry-yards in the neighborhood. 

 

Chapter 21: Pinocchio Acts as Watch-dog 
 

Pinocchio began to cry and scream, but his tears and groans were useless, for there was not a 

house to be seen, and not a living soul passed down the road. 

 

At last night came on. 

 

Partly from the pain of the trap, that cut his legs, and a little from fear at finding himself alone in 

the dark in the midst of the fields, the puppet was on the point of fainting. Just at that moment he 

saw a Firefly flitting over his head. He called to it and said: 

 

"Oh, little Firefly, will you have pity on me and liberate me from this torture?" 

 

"Poor boy!" said the Firefly, stopping and looking at him with compassion; "but how could your 

legs have been caught by those sharp irons?" 

 

"I came into the field to pick two bunches of these Muscatel grapes, and—" 

 

"But were the grapes yours?" 

 

"No." 
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"Then who taught you to carry off other people's property?" 

 

"I was so hungry." 

 

"Hunger, my boy, is not a good reason for appropriating what does not belong to us." 

 

"That is true, that is true!" said Pinocchio, crying. "I will never do it again." 

 

At this moment their conversation was interrupted by a slight sound of approaching footsteps. It 

was the owner of the field coming on tiptoe to see if one of the polecats that ate his chickens 

during the night had been caught in his trap. 

 

His astonishment was great when, having brought out his lantern from under his coat, he 

perceived that instead of a polecat a boy had been taken. 

 

"Ah, little thief," said the angry peasant, "then it is you who carries off my chickens?" 

 

"No, it is not I; indeed it is not!" cried Pinocchio, sobbing. "I only came into the field to take two 

bunches of grapes!" 

 

"He who steals grapes is quite capable of stealing chickens. Leave it to me, I will give you a 

lesson that you will not forget in a hurry." 

 

Opening the trap, he seized the puppet by the collar and carried him to his house as if he had 

been a young lamb. 

 

When he reached the yard in front of the house he threw him roughly on the ground and, putting 

his foot on his neck, he said to him: 

 

"It is late and I want to go to bed; we will settle our accounts 

tomorrow. In the meanwhile, as the dog who kept guard at night died 

today, you shall take his place at once. You shall be my watch-dog." 

 

And, taking a great collar covered with brass knobs, he strapped it so 

tightly round his throat that he was not able to draw his head out of it. 

A heavy chain attached to the collar was fastened to the wall. 

 

"If it should rain tonight," he then said to him, "you can go and lie 

down in the kennel; the straw that has served as a bed for my poor dog for the last four years is 

still there. If unfortunately robbers should come, remember to keep your ears pricked and to 

bark." 
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After giving him this last injunction the man went into the house, shut the door, and put up the 

chain. 

Poor Pinocchio remained lying on the ground more dead than alive from the effects of cold, 

hunger and fear. From time to time he put his hands angrily to the collar that tightened his throat 

and said, crying: 

 

"It serves me right! Decidedly, it serves me right! I was determined to be a vagabond and a good-

for-nothing. I would listen to bad companions, and that is why I always meet with misfortunes. If 

I had been a good little boy, as so many are; if I had remained at home with my poor papa, I 

should not now be in the midst of the fields and obliged to be the watch-dog to a peasant's house. 

Oh, if I could be born again! But it is too late now and I must have patience!" 

 

Relieved by this little outburst, which came straight from his heart, he went into the dog-kennel 

and fell asleep. 

 

Chapter 22: Pinocchio Discovers the Robbers 
 

He had been sleeping heavily for about two hours when, towards midnight, he was aroused by a 

whispering of strange voices that seemed to come from the courtyard. Putting the point of his 

nose out of the kennel, he saw four little beasts with dark fur, that looked like cats, standing 

consulting together. But they were not cats; they were polecats—carnivorous little animals, 

especially greedy for eggs and young chickens. One of the polecats, leaving his companions, 

came to the opening of the kennel and said in a low voice: 

 

"Good evening, Melampo." 

 

"My name is not Melampo," answered the puppet. 

 

"Oh! then who are you?" 

 

"I am Pinocchio." 

 

"And what are you doing here?" 

 

"I am acting as watch-dog." 

 

"Then where is Melampo? Where is the old dog who lived in this kennel?" 

 

"He died this morning." 

 

"Is he dead? Poor beast! He was so good. But, judging you by your face, I should say that you 

were also a good dog." 
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"I beg your pardon, I am not a dog." 

 

"Not a dog? Then what are you?" 

 

"I am a puppet." 

 

"And you are acting as watch-dog?" 

 

"That is only too true—as a punishment." 

 

"Well, then, I will offer you the same conditions that we made with the deceased Melampo, and I 

am sure you will be satisfied with them." 

 

"What are these conditions?" 

 

"One night in every week you are to permit us to visit this poultry-yard as we have hitherto done, 

and to carry off eight chickens. Of these chickens seven are to be eaten by us, and one we will 

give to you, on the express understanding, however, that you pretend to be asleep, and that it 

never enters your head to bark and to waken the peasant." 

 

"Did Melampo act in this manner?" asked Pinocchio. 

 

"Certainly, and we were always on the best terms with him. Sleep quietly, and rest assured that 

before we go we will leave by the kennel a beautiful chicken ready plucked for your breakfast 

tomorrow. Have we understood each other clearly?" 

 

"Only too clearly!" answered Pinocchio, and he shook his head threateningly, as much as to say: 

"You shall hear of this shortly!" 

 

The four polecats, thinking themselves safe, repaired to the poultry-yard, which was close to the 

kennel, and, having opened the wooden gate with their teeth and claws, they slipped in one by 

one. But they had only just passed through when they heard the gate shut behind them with great 

violence. 

 

It was Pinocchio who had shut it, and for greater security he put a large stone against it to keep it 

closed. 

 

He then began to bark, and he barked exactly like a watch-dog: "Bow-wow, bow-wow." 

 

Hearing the barking, the peasant jumped out of bed and, taking his gun, he came to the window 

and asked: "What is the matter?" 

 

"There are robbers!" answered Pinocchio. 
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"Where are they?" 

 

"In the poultry-yard." 

 

"I will come down directly." 

 

In fact, in less time than it takes to say "Amen!" the peasant came down. He rushed into the 

poultry-yard, caught the polecats, and, having put them into a sack, he said to them in a tone of 

great satisfaction: "At last you have fallen into my hands! I might punish you, but I am not so 

cruel. I will content myself instead by carrying you in the morning to the innkeeper of the 

neighboring village, who will skin and cook you as hares with a sweet and sour sauce. It is an 

honor that you don't deserve, but generous people like me don't consider such trifles!" 

 

He then approached Pinocchio and began to caress him, and amongst other things he asked him: 

"How did you manage to discover the four thieves? To think that Melampo, my faithful 

Melampo, never found out anything!" 

 

The puppet might then have told him the whole story; he might have informed him of the 

disgraceful conditions that had been made between the dog and the polecats; but he remembered 

that the dog was dead and he thought to himself: "What is the good of accusing the dead? The 

dead are dead, and the best thing to be done is to leave them in peace!" 

 

"When the thieves got into the yard, were you asleep or awake?" the peasant went on to ask him. 

 

"I was asleep," answered Pinocchio, "but the polecats woke me with their chatter and one of 

them came to the kennel and said to me: 'If you promise not to bark, and not to wake the master, 

we will make you a present of a fine chicken ready plucked!' To think that they should have had 

the audacity to make such a proposal to me! For, although I am a puppet, possessing perhaps 

nearly all the faults in the world, there is one that I certainly will never be guilty of, that of 

making terms with, and sharing the gains of, dishonest people!" 

 

"Well said, my boy!" cried the peasant, slapping him on the shoulder. "Such sentiments do you 

honor; and as a proof of my gratitude I will at once set you at liberty, and you may return home." 

 

And he removed the dog-collar. 

 

Chapter 23: Pinocchio Flies to the Seashore 
 

As soon as Pinocchio was released from the heavy and humiliating weight of the dog-collar he 

started off across the fields and never stopped until he had reached the high road that led to the 

Fairy's house. He could see amongst the trees the top of the Big Oak to which he had been hung, 

but, although he looked in every direction, the little house belonging to the beautiful Child with 

the blue hair was nowhere visible. 
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Seized with a sad presentiment, he began to run with all the strength he had left and in a few 

minutes he reached the field where the little white house had once stood. But it was no longer 

there. Instead of the house he saw a marble stone, on which were engraved these sad words: 

 

HERE LIES THE CHILD WITH THE BLUE HAIR 

WHO DIED FROM SORROW 

BECAUSE SHE WAS ABANDONED BY HER LITTLE BROTHER PINOCCHIO 

 

I leave you to imagine the puppet's feelings when he had with difficulty spelled out this epitaph. 

He fell with his face on the ground and, covering the tombstone with a thousand kisses, burst 

into an agony of tears. He cried all night and when morning came he was still crying, although he 

had no tears left, and his sobs and lamentations were so acute and heart-breaking that they 

aroused the echoes in the surrounding hills. 

 

And as he wept he said: "Oh, little Fairy, why did you die? Why did I not die instead of you, I 

who am so wicked, whilst you were so good? And my papa? Where can he be? Oh, little Fairy, 

tell me where I can find him, for I want to remain with him always and never leave him again, 

never again! Oh, little Fairy, tell me that it is not true that you are dead! If you really love your 

little brother, come to life again. Does it not grieve you to see me alone and abandoned by 

everybody? If assassins come they will hang me again to the branch of a tree, and then I should 

die indeed. What do you imagine that I can do here alone in the world? Now that I have lost you 

and my papa, who will give me food? Where shall I go to sleep at night? Who will make me a 

new jacket? Oh, it would be better, a hundred times better, for me to die also! Yes, I want to 

die—oh! oh! oh!" 

 

And in his despair he tried to tear his hair, but his hair was made of wood so he could not even 

have the satisfaction of sticking his fingers into it. 

 

Just then a large Pigeon flew over his head and, stopping with distended wings, called down to 

him from a great height: "Tell me, child, what are you doing there?" 

 

"Don't you see? I am crying!" said Pinocchio, raising his head towards the voice and rubbing his 

eyes with his jacket. 

 

"Tell me," continued the Pigeon, "amongst your companions, do you happen to know a puppet 

who is called Pinocchio?" 

 

"Pinocchio? Did you say Pinocchio?" repeated the puppet, jumping quickly to his feet. "I am 

Pinocchio!" 

 

At this answer the Pigeon descended rapidly to the ground. He was larger than a turkey. 

 

"Do you also know Geppetto?" he asked. 
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"Do I know him! He is my poor papa! Has he perhaps spoken to you of me? Will you take me to 

him? Is he alive? Answer me, for pity's sake: is he still alive?" 

 

"I left him three days ago on the seashore." 

 

"What was he doing?" 

 

"He was building a little boat for himself, to cross the ocean. For more than three months that 

poor man has been going all round the world looking for you. Not having succeeded in finding 

you, he has now taken it into his head to go to the distant countries of the New World in search 

of you." 

 

"How far is it from here to the shore?" asked Pinocchio breathlessly. 

 

"More than six hundred miles." 

 

"Six hundred miles? Oh, beautiful Pigeon, what a fine thing it would be to have your wings!" 

 

"If you wish, I will carry you there." 

 

"How?" 

 

"On my back. Do you weigh much?" 

 

"I weigh next to nothing. I am as light as a feather." 

 

And without waiting for more Pinocchio jumped at once on the Pigeon's back and, putting a leg 

on each side of him as men do on horseback, he exclaimed joyfully: "Gallop, gallop, my little 

horse, for I am anxious to arrive quickly!" 

 

The Pigeon took flight and in a few minutes had soared so high that they almost touched the 

clouds. Finding himself at such an immense height the puppet had the curiosity to turn and look 

down; but his head spun round and he became so frightened to save himself from the danger of 

falling he wound his arms tightly round the neck of his feathered steed. 

 

They flew all day. Towards evening the Pigeon said: "I am very thirsty!" 

 

"And I am very hungry!" rejoined Pinocchio. 

 

"Let us stop at that dovecote for a few minutes and then we will continue our journey, so that we 

may reach the seashore by dawn tomorrow." 
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They went into a deserted dovecote, where they found nothing but a basin full of water and a 

basket full of vetch. 

 

The puppet had never in his life been able to eat vetch: according to him it made him sick. That 

evening, however, he ate to repletion, and when he had nearly emptied the basket he turned to 

the Pigeon and said to him: "I never could have believed that vetch was so good!" 

 

"Be assured, my boy," replied the Pigeon, "that when hunger is real, and there is nothing else to 

eat, even vetch becomes delicious. Hunger knows neither caprice nor greediness." 

 

Having quickly finished their little meal they recommenced their journey and flew away. The 

following morning they reached the seashore. 

 

The Pigeon placed Pinocchio on the ground and, not wishing to be troubled with thanks for 

having done a good action, flew quickly away and disappeared. 

 

The shore was crowded with people who were looking out to sea, shouting and gesticulating. 

 

"What has happened?" asked Pinocchio of an old woman. 

 

"A poor father who has lost his son has gone away in a boat to search for him on the other side of 

the water, and today the sea is tempestuous and the little boat is in danger of sinking." 

 

"Where is the little boat?" 

 

"It is out there in a line with my finger," said the old woman, pointing to a little boat which, seen 

at that distance, looked like a nutshell with a very little man in it. 

 

Pinocchio fixed his eyes on it and after looking attentively he gave a piercing scream, crying: "It 

is my papa! It is my papa!" 

 

The boat, meanwhile, beaten by the fury of the waves, at one moment disappeared in the trough 

of the sea, and the next came again to the surface. Pinocchio, standing on the top of a high rock, 

kept calling to his father by name, and making every kind of signal to him with his hands, his 

handkerchief, and his cap. 

 

And, although he was so far off, Geppetto appeared to recognize his son, for he also took off his 

cap and waved it, and tried by gestures to make him understand that he would have returned if it 

had been possible, but that the sea was so tempestuous that he could not use his oars or approach 

the shore. 

 

Suddenly a tremendous wave rose and the boat disappeared. They waited, hoping it would come 

again to the surface, but it was seen no more. 
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"Poor man!" said the fishermen who were assembled on the shore; murmuring a prayer, they 

turned to go home. 

 

Just then they heard a desperate cry and, looking back, they saw a little boy who exclaimed, as 

he jumped from a rock into the sea: "I will save my papa!" 

 

Pinocchio, being made of wood, floated easily and he swam like a fish. At one moment they saw 

him disappear under the water, carried down by the fury of the waves, and next he reappeared 

struggling with a leg or an arm. At last they lost sight of him and he was seen no more. 

 

Chapter 24: Pinocchio Finds the Fairy Again 
 

Pinocchio, hoping to be in time to help his father, swam the whole night. 

 

And what a horrible night it was! The rain came down in torrents, it hailed, the thunder was 

frightful, and the flashes of lightning made it as light as day. 

 

Towards morning he saw a long strip of land not far off. It was an island in the midst of the sea. 

 

He tried his utmost to reach the shore, but it was all in vain. The waves, racing and tumbling over 

each other, knocked him about as if he had been a stick or a wisp of straw. At last, fortunately for 

him, a billow rolled up with such fury and impetuosity that he was lifted up and thrown far on to 

the sands. 

 

He fell with such force that, as he struck the ground, his ribs and all his joints cracked, but he 

comforted himself, saying: "This time also I have made a wonderful escape!" 

 

Little by little the sky cleared, the sun shone out in all his splendor, and the sea became as quiet 

and as smooth as oil. 

 

The puppet put his clothes in the sun to dry and began to look in every direction in hopes of 

seeing on the vast expanse of water a little boat with a little man in it. But, although he looked 

and looked, he could see nothing but the sky, and the sea, and the sail of some ship, but so far 

away that it seemed no bigger than a fly. 

 

"If I only knew what this island was called!" he said to himself. "If I only knew whether it was 

inhabited by civilized people—I mean, by people who have not the bad habit of hanging boys to 

the branches of the trees. But whom can I ask? Whom, if there is nobody?" 

 

This idea of finding himself alone, alone, all alone, in the midst of this great uninhabited country, 

made him so melancholy that he was just beginning to cry. But at that moment, at a short 

distance from the shore, he saw a big fish swimming by; it was going quietly on its own business 

with its head out of the water. 
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Not knowing its name, the puppet called to it in a loud voice to make himself heard: "Eh, Mr. 

Fish, will you permit me a word with you?" 

 

"Two if you like," answered the fish, who was a Dolphin, and so polite that few similar are to be 

found in any sea in the world. 

 

"Will you be kind enough to tell me if there are villages in this island where it would be possible 

to obtain something to eat, without running the danger of being eaten?" 

 

"Certainly there are," replied the Dolphin. "Indeed, you will find one at a short distance from 

here." 

 

"And what road must I take to go there?" 

 

"You must take that path to your left and follow your nose. You cannot make a mistake." 

 

"Will you tell me another thing? You who swim about the sea all day and all night, have you by 

chance met a little boat with my papa in it?" 

 

"And who is your papa?" 

 

"He is the best papa in the world, whilst it would be difficult to find a worse son than I am." 

 

"During the terrible storm last night," answered the Dolphin, "the little boat must have gone to 

the bottom." 

 

"And my papa?" 

 

"He must have been swallowed by the terrible Dog-Fish, who for some days past has been 

spreading devastation and ruin in our waters." 

 

"Is this Dog-Fish very big?" asked Pinocchio, who was already beginning to quake with fear. 

 

"Big!" replied the Dolphin. "That you may form some idea of his size, I need only tell you that 

he is bigger than a five-storied house, and that his mouth is so enormous and so deep that a 

railway train with its smoking engine could pass down his throat." 

 

"Mercy upon us!" exclaimed the terrified puppet; and, putting on his clothes with the greatest 

haste, he said to the Dolphin: "Goodbye, Sir Fish; excuse the trouble I have given you, and many 

thanks for your politeness." 
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He then took the path that had been pointed out to him and began to walk fast—so fast, indeed, 

that he was almost running. And at the slightest noise he turned to look behind him, fearing that 

he might see the terrible Dog-Fish with a railway train in its mouth following him. 

 

After a walk of half an hour he reached a little village called "The Village of the Industrious 

Bees." The road was alive with people running here and there to attend to their business; all were 

at work, all had something to do. You could not have found an idler or a vagabond, not even if 

you had searched for him with a lighted lamp. 

 

"Ah!" said that lazy Pinocchio at once, "I see that this village will never suit me! I wasn't born to 

work!" 

 

In the meanwhile he was tormented by hunger, for he had eaten nothing for twenty-four hours—

not even vetch. What was he to do? 

 

There were only two ways by which he could obtain food—either by asking for a little work, or 

by begging for a nickel or for a mouthful of bread. 

 

He was ashamed to beg, for his father had always preached to him that no one had a right to beg 

except the aged and the infirm. The really poor in this world, deserving of compassion and 

assistance, are only those who from age or sickness are no longer able to earn their own bread 

with the labor of their hands. It is the duty of everyone else to work; and if they will not work, so 

much the worse for them if they suffer from hunger. 

 

At that moment a man came down the road, tired and panting for breath. He was dragging, alone, 

with fatigue and difficulty, two carts full of charcoal. 

 

Pinocchio, judging by his face that he was a kind man, approached him and, casting down his 

eyes with shame, he said to him in a low voice: "Would you have the charity to give me a nickel, 

for I am dying of hunger?" 

 

"You shall have not only a nickel," said the man, "but I will give you a quarter, provided that you 

help me to drag home these two carts of charcoal." 

 

"I am surprised at you!" answered the puppet in a tone of offense. "Let me tell you that I am not 

accustomed to do the work of a donkey: I have never drawn a cart!" 

 

"So much the better for you," answered the man. "Then, my boy, if you are really dying of 

hunger, eat two fine slices of your pride, and be careful not to get indigestion." 

 

A few minutes afterwards a mason passed down the road carrying on his shoulders a basket of 

lime. 
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"Would you have the charity, good man, to give a nickel to a poor boy who is yawning for want 

of food?" 

 

"Willingly," answered the man. "Come with me and carry the lime, and instead of a nickel I will 

give you a quarter." 

 

"But the lime is heavy," objected Pinocchio, "and I don't want to tire 

myself." 

 

"If you don't want to tire yourself, then, my boy, amuse yourself with 

yawning, and much good may it do you." 

 

In less than half an hour twenty other people went by, and Pinocchio 

asked charity of them all, but they all answered: "Are you not ashamed to 

beg? Instead of idling about the roads, go and look for a little work and 

learn to earn your bread." 

 

At last a nice little woman carrying two cans of water came by. 

 

"Will you let me drink a little water out of your can?" asked Pinocchio, who was burning with 

thirst. 

 

"Drink, my boy, if you wish it!" said the little woman, setting down the two cans. 

 

Pinocchio drank like a fish, and as he dried his mouth he mumbled: "I have quenched my thirst. 

If I could only appease my hunger!" 

 

The good woman, hearing these words, said at once: "If you will help me to carry home these 

two cans of water I will give you a fine piece of bread." 

 

Pinocchio looked at the can and answered neither yes nor no. 

 

"And besides the bread you shall have a nice dish of cauliflower dressed with oil and vinegar," 

added the good woman. 

 

Pinocchio gave another look at the can and answered neither yes nor no. 

 

"And after the cauliflower I will give you a beautiful bonbon full of syrup." 

 

The temptation of this last dainty was so great that Pinocchio could resist no longer and with an 

air of decision he said: "I must have patience! I will carry the can to your house." 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             219 

The can was heavy and the puppet, not being strong enough to carry it in his hand, had to resign 

himself to carry it on his head. 

 

When they reached the house the good little woman made Pinocchio sit down at a small table 

already laid and she placed before him the bread, the cauliflower and the bonbon. 

 

Pinocchio did not eat, he devoured. His stomach was like an apartment that had been left empty 

and uninhabited for five months. 

 

When his ravenous hunger was somewhat appeased he raised his head to thank his benefactress, 

but he had no sooner looked at her than he gave a prolonged "Oh-h!" of astonishment and 

continued staring at her with wide open eyes, his fork in his hand, and his mouth full of bread 

and cauliflower, as if he had been bewitched. 

 

"What has surprised you so much?" asked the good woman, laughing. 

 

"It is—" answered the puppet, "it is—it is—that you are like—that you remind me—yes, yes, 

yes, the same voice—the same eyes—the same hair—yes, yes, yes—you also have blue hair—as 

she had—Oh, little Fairy! tell me that it is you, really you! Do not make me cry anymore! If you 

knew—I have cried so much, I have suffered so much." 

 

And, throwing himself at her feet on the floor, Pinocchio embraced the knees of the mysterious 

little woman and began to cry bitterly. 

 

Chapter 25: Pinocchio Promises the Fairy to Be Good 
 

At first the good little woman maintained that she was not the little Fairy with blue hair, but, 

seeing that she was found out and not wishing to continue the comedy any longer, she ended by 

making herself known, and she said to Pinocchio: "You little rogue! how did you ever discover 

who I was?" 

 

"It was my great affection for you that told me." 

 

"Do you remember? You left me a child, and now that you have found me again I am a 

woman—a woman almost old enough to be your mamma." 

 

"I am delighted at that, for now, instead of calling you little sister, I will call you mamma. I have 

wished for such a long time to have a mamma like other boys! But how did you manage to grow 

so fast?" 

 

"That is a secret." 
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"Teach it to me, for I should also like to grow. Don't you see? I always remain no bigger than a 

ninepin." 

 

"But you cannot grow," replied the Fairy. 

 

"Why?" 

 

"Because puppets never grow. They are born puppets, live puppets, and die puppets." 

 

"Oh, I am sick of being a puppet!" cried Pinocchio, giving himself a slap. "It is time that I 

became a man." 

 

"And you will become one, if you know how to deserve it." 

 

"Not really? And what can I do to deserve it?" 

 

"A very easy thing: by learning to be a good boy." 

 

"And you think I am not?" 

 

"You are quite the contrary. Good boys are obedient, and you—" 

 

"And I never obey." 

 

"Good boys like to learn and to work, and you—" 

 

"And I instead lead an idle, vagabond life the year through." 

 

"Good boys always speak the truth." 

 

"And I always tell lies." 

 

"Good boys go willingly to school." 

 

"And school gives me pain all over the body. But from today I will change my life." 

 

"Do you promise me?" 

 

"I promise you. I will become a good little boy, and I will be the consolation of my papa. Where 

is my poor papa at this moment?" 

 

"I do not know." 
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"Shall I ever have the happiness of seeing him again and kissing him?" 

 

"I think so; indeed, I am sure of it." 

 

At this answer Pinocchio was so delighted that he took the Fairy's hands and began to kiss them 

with such fervor that he seemed beside himself. Then, raising his face and looking at her 

lovingly, he asked: "Tell me, little mamma: then it was not true that you were dead?" 

 

"It seems not," said the Fairy, smiling. 

 

"If you only knew the sorrow I felt and the tightening of my throat when I read, 'Here lies—'" 

 

"I know it, and it is on that account that I have forgiven you. I saw from the sincerity of your 

grief that you had a good heart; and when boys have good hearts, even if they are scamps and 

have got bad habits, there is always something to hope for; that is, there is always hope that they 

will turn to better ways. That is why I came to look for you here. I will be your mamma." 

 

"Oh, how delightful!" shouted Pinocchio, jumping for joy. 

 

"You must obey me and do everything that I bid you." 

 

"Willingly, willingly, willingly!" 

 

"Tomorrow," rejoined the Fairy, "you will begin to go to school." 

 

Pinocchio became at once a little less joyful. 

 

"Then you must choose an art, or a trade, according to your own wishes." 

 

Pinocchio became very grave. 

 

"What are you muttering between your teeth?" asked the Fairy in an angry voice. 

 

"I was saying," moaned the puppet in a low voice, "that it seemed to me too late for me to go to 

school now." 

 

"No, sir. Keep it in mind that it is never too late to learn and to instruct ourselves." 

 

"But I do not wish to follow either an art or a trade." 

 

"Why?" 

 

"Because it tires me to work." 
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"My boy," said the Fairy, "those who talk in that way end almost always either in prison or in the 

hospital. Let me tell you that every man, whether he is born rich or poor, is obliged to do 

something in this world—to occupy himself, to work. Woe to those who lead slothful lives. Sloth 

is a dreadful illness and must be cured at once, in childhood. If not, when we are old it can never 

be cured." 

 

Pinocchio was touched by these words and, lifting his head quickly, he said to the Fairy: "I will 

study, I will work, I will do all that you tell me, for indeed I have become weary of being a 

puppet, and I wish at any price to become a boy. You promised me that I should, did you not?" 

 

"I did promise you, and it now depends upon yourself." 

 

Chapter 26: The Terrible Dog-Fish 
 

The following day Pinocchio went to the government school. Imagine the delight of all the little 

rogues, when they saw a puppet walk into their school! They set up a roar of laughter that never 

ended. They played him all sorts of tricks. One boy carried off his cap, another pulled his jacket 

behind; one tried to give him a pair of inky mustachios just under his nose, and another 

attempted to tie strings to his feet and hands to make him dance. 

 

For a short time Pinocchio pretended not to care and got on as well as he could; but at last, losing 

all patience, he turned to those who were teasing him most and making game of him, and said to 

them, looking very angry: "Beware, boys! I have not come here to be your buffoon. I respect 

others, and I intend to be respected." 

 

"Well said, boaster! You have spoken like a book!" howled the young rascals, convulsed with 

mad laughter, and one of them, more impertinent than the others, stretched out his hand, 

intending to seize the puppet by the end of his nose. 

 

But he was not in time, for Pinocchio stuck his leg out from under 

the table and gave him a great kick on his shins. 

 

"Oh, what hard feet!" roared the boy, rubbing the bruise that the 

puppet had given him. 

 

"And what elbows! even harder than his feet!" said another, who for his rude tricks had received 

a blow to the stomach. 

 

But, nevertheless, the kick and the blow acquired at once for Pinocchio the sympathy and the 

esteem of all the boys in the school. They all made friends with him and liked him heartily. 

 

And even the master praised him, for he found him attentive, studious and intelligent—always 

the first to come to school, and the last to leave when school was over. 
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But he had one fault: he made too many friends, and amongst them were several young rascals 

well known for their dislike to study and love of mischief. 

 

The master warned him every day, and even the good Fairy never failed to tell him and to repeat 

constantly: "Take care, Pinocchio! Those bad school-fellows of yours will end sooner or later by 

making you lose all love of study, and perhaps they may even bring upon you some great 

misfortune." 

 

"There is no fear of that!" answered the puppet, shrugging his shoulders and touching his 

forehead as much as to say: "There is so much sense here!" 

 

Now it happened that one fine day, as he was on his way to school, he met several of his usual 

companions who, coming up to him, asked: "Have you heard the great news?" 

 

"No." 

 

"In the sea near here a Dog-Fish has appeared as big as a mountain." 

 

"Not really? Can it be the same Dog-Fish that was there when my papa was drowned?" 

 

"We are going to the shore to see him. Will you come with us?" 

 

"No; I am going to school." 

 

"What matters school? We can go to school tomorrow. Whether we have a lesson more or a 

lesson less, we shall always remain the same donkeys." 

 

"But what will the master say?" 

 

"The master may say what he likes. He is paid on purpose to grumble all day." 

 

"And my mamma?" 

 

"Mammas know nothing," answered these bad little boys. 

 

"Do you know what I will do?" said Pinocchio. "I have reasons for wishing to see the Dog-Fish, 

but I will go and see him when school is over." 

 

"Poor donkey!" exclaimed one of the number. "Do you suppose that a fish of that size will wait 

your convenience? As soon as he is tired of being here he will start for another place, and then it 

will be too late." 

 

"How long does it take to go from here to the shore?" asked the puppet. 
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"We can be there and back in an hour." 

 

"Then away!" shouted Pinocchio, "and he who runs fastest is the best!" 

 

Having thus given the signal to start, the boys, with their books and copy-books under their arms, 

rushed off across the fields, and Pinocchio was always the first—he seemed to have wings to his 

feet. 

 

From time to time he turned to jeer at his companions, who were some distance behind, and, 

seeing them panting for breath, covered with dust, and their tongues hanging out of their mouths, 

he laughed heartily. The unfortunate boy little knew what terrors and horrible disasters he was 

going to meet with! 

 

Chapter 27: Pinocchio Is Arrested by the Gendarmes 
 

When he arrived on the shore Pinocchio looked out to sea, but he saw no Dog-Fish. The sea was 

as smooth as a great crystal mirror. 

 

"Where is the Dog-Fish?" he asked, turning to his companions. 

 

"He must have gone to have his breakfast," said one of them, laughing. 

 

"Or he has thrown himself on to his bed to have a little nap," added another, laughing still louder. 

 

From their absurd answers and silly laughter Pinocchio perceived that his companions had been 

making a fool of him, in inducing him to believe a tale with no truth in it. Taking it very badly, 

he said to them angrily: "And now, may I ask what fun you could find in deceiving me with the 

story of the Dog-Fish?" 

 

"Oh, it was great fun!" answered the little rascals in chorus. 

 

"And in what did it consist?" 

 

"In making you miss school and persuading you to come with us. Are you not ashamed of being 

always so punctual and so diligent with your lessons? Are you not ashamed of studying so 

hard?" 

 

"And if I study hard, what concern is it of yours?" 

 

"It concerns us excessively, because it makes us appear in a bad light to the master." 

 

"Why?" 

 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             225 

"Because boys who study make those who, like us, have no wish to learn, seem worse by 

comparison. And that is too bad. We, too, have our pride!" 

 

"Then what must I do to please you?" 

 

"You must follow our example and hate school, lessons, and the master—our three greatest 

enemies." 

 

"And if I wish to continue my studies?" 

 

"In that case we will have nothing more to do with you, and at the first opportunity we will make 

you pay for it." 

 

"Really," said the puppet, shaking his head, "you make me inclined to laugh." 

 

"Eh, Pinocchio" shouted the biggest of the boys, confronting him. "None of your superior airs: 

don't come here to crow over us, for if you are not afraid of us, we are not afraid of you. 

Remember that you are one against seven of us." 

 

"Seven, like the seven deadly sins," said Pinocchio, with a shout of laughter. 

 

"Listen to him! He has insulted us all! He called us the seven deadly 

sins!" 

 

"Take that to begin with and keep it for your supper tonight," said 

one of the boys. 

 

And, so saying, he gave him a blow on the head with his fist. 

 

But it was give and take; for the puppet, as was to be expected, immediately returned the blow, 

and the fight in a moment became general and desperate. 

 

Pinocchio, although he was one alone, defended himself like a hero. He used his feet, which 

were of the hardest wood, to such purpose that he kept his enemies at a respectful distance. 

Wherever they touched they left a bruise by way of reminder. 

 

The boys, becoming furious at not being able to measure themselves hand to hand with the 

puppet, had recourse to other weapons. Loosening their satchels, they commenced throwing their 

school-books at him—grammars, dictionaries, spelling-books, geography books, and other 

scholastic works. But Pinocchio was quick and had sharp eyes, and always managed to duck in 

time, so that the books passed over his head and all fell into the sea. 
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Imagine the astonishment of the fish! Thinking that the books were something to eat they all 

arrived in shoals, but, having tasted a page or two, or a frontispiece, they spat it quickly out and 

made a wry face that seemed to say: "It isn't food for us; we are accustomed to something much 

better!" 

 

The battle meantime had become fiercer than ever, when a big crab, who had come out of the 

water and had climbed slowly up on the shore, called out in a hoarse voice that sounded like a 

trumpet with a bad cold: "Have done with that, you young ruffians, for you are nothing else! 

These hand-to-hand fights between boys seldom finish well. Some disaster is sure to happen!" 

 

Poor crab! He might as well have preached to the wind. Even that young rascal, Pinocchio, 

turning around, looked at him mockingly and said rudely: "Hold your tongue, you tiresome crab! 

You had better suck some licorice lozenges to cure that cold in your throat." 

 

Just then the boys, who had no more books of their own to throw, spied at a little distance the 

satchel that belonged to Pinocchio, and took possession of it. 

 

Amongst the books there was one bound in strong cardboard with the back and points of 

parchment. It was a Treatise on Arithmetic. 

 

One of the boys seized this volume and, aiming at Pinocchio's head, threw it at him with all the 

force he could muster. But instead of hitting the puppet it struck one of his companions on the 

temple, who, turning as white as a sheet, said only: "Oh, mother! help, I am dying!" and fell his 

whole length on the sand. Thinking he was dead, the terrified boys ran off as hard as their legs 

could carry them and in a few minutes they were out of sight. 

 

But Pinocchio remained. Although from grief and fright he was more dead than alive, 

nevertheless he ran and soaked his handkerchief in the sea and began to bathe the temples of his 

poor school-fellow. Crying bitterly in his despair, he kept calling him by name and saying to 

him: "Eugene! my poor Eugene! Open your eyes and look at me! Why do you not answer? I did 

not do it; indeed it was not I that hurt you so! believe me, it was not! Open your eyes, Eugene. If 

you keep your eyes shut I shall die, too. Oh! what shall I do? how shall I ever return home? How 

can I ever have the courage to go back to my good mamma? What will become of me? Where 

can I fly to? Oh! how much better it would have been, a thousand times better, if I had only gone 

to school! Why did I listen to my companions? they have been my ruin. The master said to me, 

and my mamma repeated it often: 'Beware of bad companions!' Oh, dear! what will become of 

me, what will become of me, what will become of me?" 

 

And Pinocchio began to cry and sob, and to strike his head with his fists, and to call poor Eugene 

by his name. Suddenly he heard the sound of approaching footsteps. 

 

He turned and saw two soldiers. 
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"What are you doing there, lying on the ground?" they asked Pinocchio. 

 

"I am helping my school-fellow." 

 

"Has he been hurt?" 

 

"So it seems." 

 

"Hurt indeed!" said one of them, stooping down and examining Eugene closely. 

 

"This boy has been wounded in the temple. Who wounded him?" 

 

"Not I," stammered the puppet breathlessly. 

 

"If it was not you, who did it?" 

 

"Not I," repeated Pinocchio. 

 

"And with what was he wounded?" 

 

"With this book." And the puppet picked up from the ground the Treatise on Arithmetic, bound 

in cardboard and parchment, and showed it to the soldier. 

 

"And to whom does this belong?" 

 

"To me." 

 

"That is enough, nothing more is wanted. Get up and come with us at once." 

 

"But I—" 

 

"Come along with us!" 

 

Before they left, the soldiers called some fishermen who were passing at that moment near the 

shore in their boat, and said to them: "We give this boy who has been wounded in the head in 

your charge. Carry him to your house and nurse him. Tomorrow we will come and see him." 

 

They then turned to Pinocchio and, having placed him between them, they said to him in a 

commanding voice: "Forward! and walk quickly, or it will be the worse for you." 

 

Without requiring it to be repeated, the puppet set out along the road leading to the village. But 

the poor little devil hardly knew where he was. He thought he must be dreaming, and what a 

dreadful dream! He was beside himself. He saw double; his legs shook; his tongue clung to the 
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roof of his mouth, and he could not utter a word. And yet, in the midst of his stupefaction and 

apathy, his heart was pierced by a cruel thorn—the thought that he would pass under the 

windows of the good Fairy's house between the soldiers. He would rather have died. 

 

They had already reached the village when a gust of wind blew Pinocchio's cap off his head and 

carried it ten yards off. 

 

"Will you permit me," said the puppet to the soldiers, "to go and get my cap?" 

 

"Go, then; but be quick about it." 

 

The puppet went and picked up his cap, but instead of putting it on his head he took it between 

his teeth and began to run as hard as he could towards the seashore. 

 

The soldiers, thinking it would be difficult to overtake him, sent after him a large mastiff who 

had won the first prizes at all the dog races. Pinocchio ran, but the dog ran faster. The people 

came to their windows and crowded into the street in their anxiety to see the end of the desperate 

race. 

 

Chapter 28: Pinocchio Escapes Being Fried Like a Fish 
 

There came a moment in this desperate race—a terrible moment—when Pinocchio thought 

himself lost: for Alidoro, the mastiff, had run so swiftly that he had nearly come up with him. 

 

The puppet could hear the panting of the dreadful beast close behind him; there was not a hand's 

breadth between them, he could even feel the dog's hot breath. 

 

Fortunately the shore was close and the sea but a few steps off. 

 

As soon as he reached the sands the puppet made a wonderful leap—a frog could have done no 

better—and plunged into the water. 

 

Alidoro, on the contrary, wished to stop himself, but, carried away by the impetus of the race, he 

also went into the sea. The unfortunate dog could not swim, but he made great efforts to keep 

himself afloat with his paws; but the more he struggled the farther he sank head downwards 

under the water. 

 

When he rose to the surface again his eyes were rolling with terror, and he barked out: "I am 

drowning! I am drowning!" 

 

"Drown!" shouted Pinocchio from a distance, seeing himself safe from all danger. 

 

"Help me, dear Pinocchio! Save me from death!" 
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At that agonizing cry the puppet, who had in reality an excellent heart, was moved with 

compassion, and, turning to the dog, he said: "But if I save your life, will you promise to give me 

no further annoyance, and not to run after me?" 

 

"I promise! I promise! Be quick, for pity's sake, for if you delay another half-minute I shall be 

dead." 

 

Pinocchio hesitated; but, remembering that his father had often told him that a good action is 

never lost, he swam to Alidoro, and, taking hold of his tail with both hands, brought him safe and 

sound on to the dry sand of the beach. 

 

The poor dog could not stand. He had drunk so much salt water that he was like a balloon. The 

puppet, however, not wishing to trust him too far, thought it more prudent to jump again into the 

water. When he had swum some distance from the shore he called out to the friend he had 

rescued: "Goodbye, Alidoro; a good journey to you, and take my compliments to all at home." 

 

"Goodbye, Pinocchio," answered the dog; "a thousand thanks for having saved my life. You have 

done me a great service, and in this world what is given is returned. If an occasion offers I shall 

not forget it." 

 

Pinocchio swam on, keeping always near the land. At last he thought that he had reached a safe 

place. Giving a look along the shore, he saw amongst the rocks a kind of cave from which a 

cloud of smoke was ascending. 

 

"In that cave," he said to himself, "there must be a fire. So much the better. I will go and dry and 

warm myself, and then? and then we shall see." 

 

Having taken the resolution he approached the rocks, but, as he was going to climb up, he felt 

something under the water that rose higher and higher and carried him into the air. He tried to 

escape, but it was too late, for, to his extreme surprise, he found himself enclosed in a great net, 

together with a swarm of fish of every size and shape, who were flapping and struggling like so 

many despairing souls. 

 

At the same moment a fisherman came out of the cave; he was so ugly, so horribly ugly, that he 

looked like a sea monster. Instead of hair his head was covered with a thick bush of green grass, 

his skin was green, his eyes were green, his long beard that came down to the ground was also 

green. He had the appearance of an immense lizard standing on its hind-paws. 

 

When the fisherman had drawn his net out of the sea, he exclaimed with great satisfaction: 

"Thank Heaven! Again today I shall have a splendid feast of fish!" 

 

"What a mercy that I am not a fish!" said Pinocchio to himself, regaining a little courage. 
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The netful of fish was carried into the cave, which was dark and smoky. In the middle of the 

cave a large frying-pan full of oil was frying and sending out a smell of mushrooms that was 

suffocating. 

 

"Now we will see what fish we have taken!" said the green fisherman, and, putting into the net 

an enormous hand, so out of all proportion that it looked like a baker's shovel, he pulled out a 

handful of fish. 

 

"These fish are good!" he said, looking at them and smelling them complacently. And after he 

had smelled them he threw them into a pan without water. 

 

He repeated the same operation many times, and as he drew out the fish his mouth watered and 

he said, chuckling to himself: "What good whiting!" 

 

"What exquisite sardines!" 

 

"These soles are delicious!" 

 

"And these crabs excellent!" 

 

"What dear little anchovies!" 

 

The last to remain in the net was Pinocchio. 

 

No sooner had the fisherman taken him out than he opened his big green eyes with astonishment 

and cried, half frightened: "What species of fish is this? Fish of this kind I never remember to 

have eaten." 

 

And he looked at him again attentively and, having examined him well all over, he ended by 

saying: "I know. He must be a craw-fish." 

 

Pinocchio, mortified at being mistaken for a craw-fish, said in an angry voice: "A craw-fish 

indeed! Do you take me for a craw-fish? What treatment! Let me tell you that I am a puppet." 

 

"A puppet?" replied the fisherman. "To tell the truth, a puppet is quite a new fish for me. All the 

better! I shall eat you with greater pleasure." 

 

"Eat me! but will you understand that I am not a fish? Do you hear that I talk and reason as you 

do?" 

 

"That is quite true," said the fisherman; "and as I see that you are a fish possessed of the talent of 

talking and reasoning as I do, I will treat you with all the attention that is your due." 
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"And this attention?" 

 

"In token of my friendship and particular regard, I will leave you the choice of how you would 

like to be cooked. Would you like to be fried in the frying-pan, or would you prefer to be stewed 

with tomato sauce?" 

 

"To tell the truth," answered Pinocchio, "if I am to choose, I should prefer to be set at liberty and 

to return home." 

 

"You are joking! Do you imagine that I would lose the opportunity of tasting such a rare fish? It 

is not every day, I assure you, that a puppet fish is caught in these waters. Leave it to me. I will 

fry you in the frying-pan with the other fish, and you will be quite satisfied. It is always 

consolation to be fried in company." 

 

At this speech the unhappy Pinocchio began to cry and scream and to implore for mercy, and he 

said, sobbing: "How much better it would have been if I had gone to school! I would listen to my 

companions and now I am paying for it." 

 

And he wriggled like an eel and made indescribable efforts to slip out of the clutches of the green 

fisherman. But it was useless: the fisherman took a long strip of rush and, having bound his 

hands and feet as if he had been a sausage, he threw him into the pan with the other fish. 

 

He then fetched a wooden bowl full of flour and began to flour them each in turn, and as soon as 

they were ready he threw them into the frying-pan. 

 

The first to dance in the boiling oil were the poor whitings; the crabs followed, then the sardines, 

then the soles, then the anchovies, and at last it was Pinocchio's turn. Seeing himself so near 

death, and such a horrible death, he was so frightened, and trembled so violently, that he had 

neither voice nor breath left for further entreaties. 

 

But the poor boy implored with his eyes! The green fisherman, however, without caring in the 

least, plunged him five or six times in the flour, until he was white from head to foot and looked 

like a puppet made of plaster. 

 

Chapter 29: He Returns to the Fairy's House 
 

Just as the fisherman was on the point of throwing Pinocchio into the frying-pan a large dog 

entered the cave, enticed there by the strong and savory odor of fried fish. 

 

"Get out!" shouted the fisherman, threateningly, holding the floured puppet in his hand. 

 

But the poor dog, who was as hungry as a wolf, whined and wagged his tail as much as to say: 

"Give me a mouthful of fish and I will leave you in peace." 
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"Get out, I tell you!" repeated the fisherman and he stretched out his leg to give him a kick. 

 

But the dog, who, when he was really hungry, would not stand trifling, turned upon him, 

growling and showing his terrible tusks. 

 

At that moment a little feeble voice was heard in the cave, saying entreatingly: "Save me, 

Alidoro! If you do not save me I shall be fried!" 

 

The dog recognized Pinocchio's voice and, to his extreme surprise, perceived that it proceeded 

from the floured bundle that the fisherman held in his hand. 

 

So what do you think he did? He made a spring, seized the bundle in his mouth, and, holding it 

gently between his teeth, he rushed out of the cave and was gone like a flash of lightning. 

 

The fisherman, furious at seeing a fish he was so anxious to eat 

snatched from him, ran after the dog, but he had not gone many 

steps when he was taken with a fit of coughing and had to give it 

up. 

 

Alidoro, when he had reached the path that led to the village, 

stopped and put his friend Pinocchio gently on the ground. 

 

"How much I have to thank you for!" said the puppet. 

 

"There is no necessity," replied the dog. "You saved me and I have now returned it. You know 

that we must all help each other in this world." 

 

"But how came you to come to the cave?" 

 

"I was lying on the shore more dead than alive when the wind brought to me the smell of fried 

fish. The smell excited my appetite and I followed it up. If I had arrived a second later—" 

 

"Do not mention it!" groaned Pinocchio, who was still trembling with fright. "Do not mention it! 

If you had arrived a second later I should by this time have been fried, eaten and digested. Brrr! 

It makes me shudder only to think of it!" 

 

Alidoro, laughing, extended his right paw to the puppet, who shook it heartily in token of great 

friendship, and they then separated. 

 

The dog took the road home, and Pinocchio, left alone, went to a cottage not far off and said to a 

little old man who was warming himself in the sun: "Tell me, good man, do you know anything 

of a poor boy called Eugene who was wounded in the head?" 
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"The boy was brought by some fishermen to this cottage, and now—" 

 

"And now he is dead!" interrupted Pinocchio with great sorrow. 

 

"No, he is alive and has returned to his home." 

 

"Not really? not really?" cried the puppet, dancing with delight. "Then the wound was not 

serious?" 

 

"It might have been very serious and even fatal," answered the little old man, "for they threw a 

thick book bound in cardboard at his head." 

 

"And who threw it at him?" 

 

"One of his school-fellows, a certain Pinocchio." 

 

"And who is this Pinocchio?" asked the puppet, pretending ignorance. 

 

"They say that he is a bad boy, a vagabond, a regular good-for-nothing." 

 

"Calumnies! all calumnies!" 

 

"Do you know this Pinocchio?" 

 

"By sight!" answered the puppet. 

 

"And what is your opinion of him?" asked the little man. 

 

"He seems to me to be a very good boy, anxious to learn, and obedient and affectionate to his 

father and family." 

 

Whilst the puppet was firing off all these lies, he touched his nose and perceived that it had 

lengthened more than a hand. Very much alarmed he began to cry out: "Don't believe, good man, 

what I have been telling you. I know Pinocchio very well and I can assure you that he is a very 

bad boy, disobedient and idle, who, instead of going to school, runs off with his companions to 

amuse himself." 

 

He had hardly finished speaking when his nose became shorter and returned to the same size that 

it was before. 

 

"And why are you all covered with white?" asked the old man suddenly. 
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"I will tell you. Without observing it I rubbed myself against a wall which had been freshly 

whitewashed," answered the puppet, ashamed to confess that he had been floured like a fish 

prepared for the frying-pan. 

 

"And what have you done with your jacket, your trousers, and your cap?" 

 

"I met with robbers, who took them from me. Tell me, good old man, could you perhaps give me 

some clothes to return home in?" 

 

"My boy, as to clothes, I have nothing but a little sack in which I keep beans. If you wish for it, 

take it; there it is." 

 

Pinocchio did not wait to be told twice. He took the sack at once and with a pair of scissors he 

cut a hole at the end and at each side, and put it on like a shirt. And with this slight clothing he 

set off for the village. 

 

But as he went he did not feel at all comfortable—so little so, indeed, that for a step forward he 

took another backwards, and he said, talking to himself: "How shall I ever present myself to my 

good little Fairy? What will she say when she sees me? Will she forgive me this second 

escapade? Oh, I am sure that she will not forgive me! And it serves me right, for I am a rascal. I 

am always promising to correct myself and I never keep my word!" 

 

When he reached the village it was night and very dark. A storm had come on and as the rain 

was coming down in torrents he went straight to the Fairy's house, resolved to knock at the door. 

 

But when he was there his courage failed him and instead of knocking he ran away some twenty 

paces. He returned to the door a second-time and laid hold of the knocker, and, trembling, gave a 

little knock. 

 

He waited and waited. At last, after half an hour had passed, a window on the top floor was 

opened—the house was four stories high—and Pinocchio saw a big Snail with a lighted candle 

on her head looking out. She called to him: "Who is there at this hour?" 

 

"Is the Fairy at home?" asked the puppet. 

 

"The Fairy is asleep and must not be awakened; but who are you?" 

 

"It is I." 

 

"Who is I?" 

 

"Pinocchio." 
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"And who is Pinocchio?" 

 

"The puppet who lives in the Fairy's house." 

 

"Ah, I understand!" said the Snail. "Wait for me there. I will come down and open the door 

directly." 

 

"Be quick, for pity's sake, for I am dying of cold." 

 

"My boy, I am a snail, and snails are never in a hurry." 

 

An hour passed, and then two, and the door was not opened. Pinocchio, who was wet through 

and through, and trembling from cold and fear, at last took courage and knocked again, and this 

time he knocked louder. 

 

At this second knock a window on the lower story opened and the same Snail appeared at it. 

 

"Beautiful little Snail," cried Pinocchio from the street, "I have been waiting for two hours! And 

two hours on such a bad night seem longer than two years. Be quick, for pity's sake." 

 

"My boy," answered the calm little animal—"my boy, I am a snail, and snails are never in a 

hurry." 

 

And the window was shut again. 

 

Shortly afterwards midnight struck; then one o'clock, then two o'clock, and the door remained 

still closed. 

 

Pinocchio at last, losing all patience, seized the knocker in a rage, intending to give a blow that 

would resound through the house. But the knocker, which was iron, turned suddenly into an eel 

and, slipping out of his hands, disappeared in the stream of water that ran down the middle of the 

street. 

 

"Ah! is that it?" shouted Pinocchio, blind with rage. "Since the knocker has disappeared, I will 

kick instead with all my might." 

 

And, drawing back a little, he gave a tremendous kick against the house door. The blow was 

indeed so violent that his foot went through the wood and stuck; and when he tried to draw it 

back again it was trouble thrown away, for it remained fixed like a nail that has been hammered 

down. 

 

Think of poor Pinocchio! He was obliged to spend the remainder of the night with one foot on 

the ground and the other in the air. 
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The following morning at daybreak the door was at last opened. The clever little Snail had taken 

only nine hours to come down from the fourth story to the house-door. It is evident that her 

exertions must have been great. 

 

"What are you doing with your foot stuck in the door?" she asked the puppet. 

 

"It was an accident. Do try, beautiful little Snail, if you cannot release me from this torture." 

 

"My boy, that is the work of a carpenter, and I have never been a carpenter." 

 

"Beg the Fairy for me!" 

 

"The Fairy is asleep and must not be awakened." 

 

"But what do you suppose that I can do all day nailed to this door?" 

 

"Amuse yourself by counting the ants that pass down the street." 

 

"Bring me at least something to eat, for I am quite exhausted." 

 

"At once," said the Snail. 

 

In fact, after three hours and a half she returned to Pinocchio carrying a silver tray on her head. 

The tray contained a loaf of bread, a roast chicken, and four ripe apricots. 

 

"Here is the breakfast that the Fairy has sent you," said the Snail. 

 

The puppet felt very much comforted at the sight of these good things. But when he began to eat 

them, what was his disgust at making the discovery that the bread was plaster, the chicken 

cardboard, and the four apricots painted alabaster. 

 

He wanted to cry. In his desperation he tried to throw away the tray and all that was on it; but 

instead, either from grief or exhaustion, he fainted away. 

 

When he came to himself he found that he was lying on a sofa, and the Fairy was beside him. 

 

"I will pardon you once more," the Fairy said, "but woe to you if you behave badly a third time!" 

 

Pinocchio promised and swore that he would study, and that for the future he would always 

conduct himself well. 

 

And he kept his word for the remainder of the year. Indeed, at the examinations before the 

holidays, he had the honor of being the first in the school, and his behavior in general was so 
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satisfactory and praiseworthy that the Fairy was very much pleased, and said to him: "Tomorrow 

your wish shall be gratified." 

 

"And what is that?" 

 

"Tomorrow you shall cease to be a wooden puppet and you shall become a boy." 

 

No one who had not witnessed it could ever imagine Pinocchio's joy at this long-sighed-for good 

fortune. All his school-fellows were to be invited for the following day to a grand breakfast at the 

Fairy's house, that they might celebrate together the great event. The Fairy had prepared two 

hundred cups of coffee and milk, and four hundred rolls cut and buttered on each side. The day 

promised to be most happy and delightful, but— 

 

Unfortunately in the lives of puppets there is always a "but" that spoils everything. 

 

Chapter 30: The 'Land of Boobies' 
 

Pinocchio, as was natural, asked the Fairy's permission to go round the town to give out the 

invitations, and the Fairy said to him: "Go, if you like, and invite your companions for the 

breakfast tomorrow, but remember to return home before dark. Have you understood?" 

 

"I promise to be back in an hour," answered the puppet. 

 

"Take care, Pinocchio! Boys are always very ready to promise, but generally they are little given 

to keep their word." 

 

"But I am not like other boys. When I say a thing, I do it." 

 

"We shall see. If you are disobedient, so much the worse for you." 

 

"Why?" 

 

"Because boys who do not listen to the advice of those who know more than they do always 

meet with some misfortune or other." 

 

"I have experienced that," said Pinocchio, "but I shall never make that mistake again." 

 

"We shall see if that is true." 

 

Without saying more the puppet took leave of his good Fairy, who was like a mamma to him, 

and went out of the house singing and dancing. 
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In less than an hour all his friends were invited. Some accepted at once heartily; others at first 

required pressing; but when they heard that the rolls to be eaten with the coffee were to be 

buttered on both sides they ended by saying: "We will come also, to do you a pleasure." 

 

Now I must tell you that amongst Pinocchio's friends and school-fellows there was one that he 

greatly preferred and was very fond of. This boy's name was Romeo, but he always went by the 

nickname of Candlewick, because he was so thin, straight and bright, like the new wick of a little 

nightlight. 

 

Candlewick was the laziest and the naughtiest boy in the school, but Pinocchio was devoted to 

him. He had indeed gone at once to his house to invite him to breakfast, but he had not found 

him. He returned a second time, but Candlewick was not there. He went a third time, but it was 

in vain. Where could he search for him? He looked here, there, and everywhere, and at last he 

saw him hiding on the porch of a peasant's cottage. 

 

"What are you doing there?" asked Pinocchio, coming up to him. 

 

"I am waiting for midnight, to start away." 

 

"And where are you going?" 

 

"I am going to live in a country—the most delightful country in the world: a 

real land of sweetmeats!" 

 

"And what is it called?" 

 

"It is called the 'Land of Boobies.' Why do you not come, too?" 

 

"I? No, never!" 

 

"You are wrong, Pinocchio. If you do not come you will repent it. Where could you find a better 

country for us boys? There are no schools there; there are no masters; there are no books. In that 

delightful land nobody ever studies. On Saturday there is never school, and every week consists 

of six Saturdays and one Sunday. Only think, the autumn holidays begin on the first of January 

and finish on the last day of December. That is the country for me! That is what all civilized 

countries should be like!" 

 

"But how are the days spent in the 'Land of Boobies'?" 

 

They are spent in play and amusement from morning till night. When night comes you go to bed, 

and recommence the same life in the morning. What do you think of it?" 
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"Hum!" said Pinocchio, and he shook his head slightly, as much as to say, "That is a life that I 

also would willingly lead." 

 

"Well, will you go with me? Yes or no? Resolve quickly." 

 

"No, no, no, and again no. I promised my good Fairy to become a well conducted boy, and I will 

keep my word. And as I see that the sun is setting I must leave you at once and run away. 

Goodbye, and a pleasant journey to you." 

 

"Where are you rushing off to in such a hurry?" 

 

"Home. My good Fairy wishes me to be back before dark." 

 

"Wait another two minutes." 

 

"It will make me too late." 

 

"Only two minutes." 

 

"And if the Fairy scolds me?" 

 

"Let her scold. When she has scolded well she will hold her tongue," said that rascal Candlewick. 

 

"And what are you going to do? Are you going alone or with companions?" 

 

"Alone? Indeed not, there will be more than a hundred boys." 

 

"And do you make the journey on foot?" 

 

"A coach will pass by shortly which is to take me to that happy country." 

 

"What would I not give for the coach to pass by now!" 

 

"Why?" 

 

"That I might see you all start together." 

 

"Stay here a little longer and you will see us." 

 

"No, no, I must go home." 

 

"Wait another two minutes." 
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"I have already delayed too long. The Fairy will be anxious about me." 

 

"Poor Fairy! Is she afraid that the bats will eat you?" 

 

"But now," continued Pinocchio, "are you really certain that there are no schools in that 

country?" 

 

"Not even the shadow of one." 

 

"And no masters either?" 

 

"Not one." 

 

"And no one is ever made to study?" 

 

"Never, never, never!" 

 

"What a delightful country!" said Pinocchio, his mouth watering. "What a delightful country! I 

have never been there, but I can quite imagine it." 

 

"Why will you not come also?" 

 

"It is useless to tempt me. I promised my good Fairy to become a sensible boy, and I will not 

break my word." 

 

"Goodbye, then, and give my compliments to all the boys at school, if you meet them in the 

street." 

 

"Goodbye, Candlewick; a pleasant journey to you; amuse yourself, and think sometimes of your 

friends." 

 

Thus saying, the puppet made two steps to go, but then stopped, and, turning to his friend, he 

inquired: "But are you quite certain that in that country all the weeks consist of six Saturdays and 

one Sunday?" 

 

"Most certainly." 

 

"But do you know for certain that the holidays begin on the first of January and finish on the last 

day of December?" 

 

"Assuredly." 
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"What a delightful country!" repeated Pinocchio, looking enchanted. Then, with a resolute air, he 

added in a great hurry: "This time really goodbye, and a pleasant journey to you." 

 

"Goodbye." 

 

"When do you start?" 

 

"Shortly." 

 

"What a pity! If really it wanted only an hour to the time of your start, I should almost be 

tempted to wait." 

 

"And the Fairy?" 

 

"It is already late. If I return home an hour sooner or later it will be all the same." 

 

"Poor Pinocchio! And if the Fairy scolds you?" 

 

"I must have patience! I will let her scold. When she has scolded well she will hold her tongue." 

 

In the meantime night had come on and it was quite dark. Suddenly they saw in the distance a 

small light moving and they heard a noise of talking, and the sound of a trumpet, but so small 

and feeble that it resembled the hum of a mosquito. 

 

"Here it is!" shouted Candlewick, jumping to his feet. 

 

"What is it?" asked Pinocchio in a whisper. 

 

"It is the coach coming to take me. Now will you come, yes or no?" 

 

"But is it really true," asked the puppet, "that in that country boys are never obliged to study?" 

 

"Never, never, never!" 

 

"What a delightful country! What a delightful country! What a delightful country!" 

 

Chapter 31: Pinocchio Enjoys Five Months of Happiness 
 

At last the coach arrived, and it arrived without making the slightest noise, for its wheels were 

bound round with flax and rags. 

 

It was drawn by twelve pairs of donkeys, all the same size but of different colors. 
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Some were gray, some white, some brindled like pepper and salt, and others had large stripes of 

yellow and blue. 

 

But the most extraordinary thing was this: the twelve pairs, that is, the twenty-four donkeys, 

instead of being shod like other beasts of burden, had on their feet men's boots made of white 

kid. 

 

And the coachman? 

 

Picture to yourself a little man broader than he was long, flabby and greasy like a lump of butter, 

with a small round face like an orange, a little mouth that was always laughing, and a soft, 

caressing voice like a cat when she is trying to insinuate herself into the good graces of the 

mistress of the house. 

 

All the boys vied with each other in taking places in his coach, to be conducted to the "Land of 

Boobies." 

 

The coach was, in fact, quite full of boys between eight and fourteen years old, heaped one upon 

another like herrings in a barrel. They were uncomfortable, packed closely together and could 

hardly breathe; but nobody said "Oh!"—nobody grumbled. The consolation of knowing that in a 

few hours they would reach a country where there were no books, no schools, and no masters, 

made them so happy and resigned that they felt neither fatigue nor inconvenience, neither 

hunger, nor thirst, nor want of sleep. 

 

As soon as the coach had drawn up the little man turned to Candlewick and with a thousand 

smirks and grimaces said to him, smiling: "Tell me, my fine boy, would you also like to go to 

that fortunate country?" 

 

"I certainly wish to go." 

 

"But I must warn you, my dear child, that there is not a place left in the coach. You can see for 

yourself that it is quite full." 

 

"No matter," replied Candlewick, "if there is no place inside, I will manage to sit on the springs." 

 

And, giving a leap, he seated himself astride on the springs. 

 

"And you, my love!" said the little man, turning in a flattering manner to Pinocchio, "what do 

you intend to do? Are you coming with us or are you going to remain behind?" 

 

"I remain behind," answered Pinocchio. "I am going home. I intend to study, as all well 

conducted boys do." 
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"Much good may it do you!" 

 

"Pinocchio!" called out Candlewick, "listen to me: come with us and we shall have such fun." 

 

"No, no, no!" 

 

"Come with us and we shall have such fun," shouted in chorus a hundred voices from the inside 

of the coach. 

 

"But if I come with you, what will my good Fairy say?" said the puppet, who was beginning to 

yield. 

 

"Do not trouble your head with melancholy thoughts. Consider only that we are going to a 

country where we shall be at liberty to run riot from morning till night." 

 

Pinocchio did not answer, but he sighed; he sighed again; he sighed for the third time, and he 

said finally: "Make a little room for me, for I am coming, too." 

 

"The places are all full," replied the little man; "but, to show you how welcome you are, you 

shall have my seat on the box." 

 

"And you?" 

 

"Oh, I will go on foot." 

 

"No, indeed, I could not allow that. I would rather mount one of these 

donkeys," cried Pinocchio. 

 

Approaching the right-hand donkey of the first pair, he attempted to mount 

him, but the animal turned on him and, giving him a great blow in the stomach, rolled him over 

with his legs in the air. 

 

You can imagine the impertinent and immoderate laughter of all the boys who witnessed this 

scene. 

 

But the little man did not laugh. He approached the rebellious donkey and, pretending to give 

him a kiss, bit off half of his ear. 

 

Pinocchio in the meantime had gotten up from the ground in a fury and, with a spring, he seated 

himself on the poor animal's back. And he sprang so well that the boys stopped laughing and 

began to shout: "Hurrah, Pinocchio!" and they clapped their hands and applauded him as if they 

would never finish. 
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Now that Pinocchio was mounted, the coach started. Whilst the donkeys were galloping and the 

coach was rattling over the stones of the high road, the puppet thought that he heard a low voice 

that was scarcely audible saying to him: "Poor fool! you would follow your own way, but you 

will repent it!" 

 

Pinocchio, feeling almost frightened, looked from side to side to try and discover where these 

words could come from, but he saw nobody. The donkeys galloped, the coach rattled, the boys 

inside slept, Candlewick snored like a dormouse, and the little man seated on the box sang 

between his teeth: 

 

"During the night all sleep, 

But I sleep never." 

 

After they had gone another mile, Pinocchio heard the same little low voice saying to him: "Bear 

it in mind, simpleton! Boys who refuse to study and turn their backs upon books, schools and 

masters, to pass their time in play and amusement, sooner or later come to a bad end. I know it 

by experience, and I can tell you. A day will come when you will weep as I am weeping now, 

but then it will be too late!" 

 

On hearing these words whispered very softly, the puppet, more frightened than ever, sprang 

down from the back of his donkey and went and took hold of his mouth. 

 

Imagine his surprise when he found that the donkey was crying—crying like a boy! 

 

"Eh! Sir Coachman," cried Pinocchio to the little man, "here is an extraordinary thing! This 

donkey is crying." 

 

"Let him cry; he will laugh when he is a bridegroom." 

 

"But have you by chance taught him to talk?" 

 

"No; but he spent three years in a company of learned dogs, and he learned to mutter a few 

words." 

 

"Poor beast!" 

 

"Come, come," said the little man, "don't let us waste time in seeing a donkey cry. Mount him 

and let us go on: the night is cold and the road is long." 

 

Pinocchio obeyed without another word. In the morning about daybreak they arrived safely in 

the "Land of Boobies." 
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It was a country unlike any other country in the world. The population was composed entirely of 

boys. The oldest were fourteen, and the youngest scarcely eight years old. In the streets there was 

such merriment, noise and shouting that it was enough to turn anybody's head. There were troops 

of boys everywhere. Some were playing with nuts, some with battledores, some with balls. Some 

rode velocipedes, others wooden horses. A party were playing at hide and seek, a few were 

chasing each other. Some were reciting, some singing, some leaping. Some were amusing 

themselves with walking on their hands with their feet in the air; others were trundling hoops or 

strutting about dressed as generals, wearing leaf helmets and commanding a squadron of 

cardboard soldiers. Some were laughing, some shouting, some were calling out; others clapped 

their hands, or whistled, or clucked like a hen who has just laid an egg. 

 

In every square, canvas theaters had been erected and they were crowded with boys from 

morning till evening. On the walls of the houses there were inscriptions written in charcoal: 

"Long live playthings, we will have no more schools; down with arithmetic," and similar other 

fine sentiments, all in bad spelling. 

 

Pinocchio, Candlewick and the other boys who had made the journey with the little man, had 

scarcely set foot in the town before they were in the thick of the tumult, and I need not tell you 

that in a few minutes they had made acquaintance with everybody. Where could happier or more 

contented boys be found? 

 

In the midst of continual games and every variety of amusement, the hours, the days and the 

weeks passed like lightning. 

 

"Oh, what a delightful life!" said Pinocchio, whenever by chance he met Candlewick. 

 

"See, then, if I was not right?" replied the other. "And to think that you did not want to come! To 

think that you had taken it into your head to return home to your Fairy, and to lose your time in 

studying! If you are this moment free from the bother of books and school, you must 

acknowledge that you owe it to me, to my advice, and to my persuasions. It is only friends who 

know how to render such great services." 

 

"It is true, Candlewick! If I am now a really happy boy, it is all your doing. But do you know 

what the master used to say when he talked to me of you? He always said to me: 'Do not 

associate with that rascal Candlewick, for he is a bad companion, and will only lead you into 

mischief!'" 

 

"Poor master!" replied the other, shaking his head. "I know only too well that he disliked me, and 

amused himself by calumniating me; but I am generous and I forgive him!" 

 

"Noble soul!" said Pinocchio, embracing his friend affectionately and kissing him between the 

eyes. 
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This delightful life had gone on for five months. The days had been entirely spent in play and 

amusement, without a thought of books or school, when one morning Pinocchio awoke to a most 

disagreeable surprise that put him into a very bad humor. 

 

Chapter 32: Pinocchio Turns into a Donkey 
 

The surprise was that Pinocchio, when he awoke, scratched his head, and in scratching his head 

he discovered, to his great astonishment, that his ears had grown more than a hand. 

 

You know that the puppet from his birth had always had very small ears—so small that they 

were not visible to the naked eye. You can imagine then what he felt when he found that during 

the night his ears had become so long that they seemed like two brooms. 

 

He went at once in search of a glass that he might look at himself, but, not being able to find one, 

he filled the basin of his washing-stand with water, and he saw reflected what he certainly would 

never have wished to see. He saw his head embellished with a magnificent pair of donkey's ears! 

 

Only think of poor Pinocchio's sorrow, shame and despair! 

 

He began to cry and roar, and he beat his head against the wall, but the 

more he cried the longer his ears grew; they grew, and grew, and became 

hairy towards the points. 

 

At the sound of his loud outcries a beautiful little Marmot that lived on the 

first floor came into the room. Seeing the puppet in such grief she asked 

earnestly: "What has happened to you, my dear fellow-lodger?" 

 

"I am ill, my dear little Marmot, very ill, and my illness frightens me. Do you understand 

counting a pulse?" 

 

"A little." 

 

"Then feel and see if by chance I have got fever." 

 

The little Marmot raised her right fore-paw, and, after having felt Pinocchio's pulse, she said to 

him, sighing: "My friend, I am grieved to be obliged to give you bad news!" 

 

"What is it?" 

 

"You have got a very bad fever!" 

 

"What fever is it?" 
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"It is donkey fever." 

 

"That is a fever that I do not understand," said the puppet, but he understood it only too well. 

 

"Then I will explain it to you," said the Marmot. "You must know that in two or three hours you 

will be no longer a puppet, or a boy." 

 

"Then what shall I be?" 

 

"In two or three hours you will become really and truly a little donkey, like those that draw carts 

and carry cabbages and salad to market." 

 

"Oh, unfortunate that I am! unfortunate that I am!" cried Pinocchio, seizing his two ears with his 

hands and pulling them and tearing them furiously as if they had been someone else's ears. 

 

"My dear boy," said the Marmot, by way of consoling him, "you can do nothing. It is destiny. It 

is written in the decrees of wisdom that all boys who are lazy, and who take a dislike to books, to 

schools, and to masters, and who pass their time in amusement, games, and diversions, must end 

sooner or later by becoming transformed into so many little donkeys." 

 

"But is it really so?" asked the puppet, sobbing. 

 

"It is indeed only too true! And tears are now useless. You should have thought of it sooner!" 

 

"But it was not my fault; believe me, little Marmot, the fault was all Candlewick's!" 

 

"And who is this Candlewick?" 

 

"One of my school-fellows. I wanted to return home; I wanted to be obedient. I wished to study, 

but Candlewick said to me: 'Why should you bother yourself by studying? Why should you go to 

school? Come with us instead to the "Land of Boobies"; there we shall none of us have to learn; 

there we shall amuse ourselves from morning to night, and we shall always be merry'." 

 

"And why did you follow the advice of that false friend? of that bad companion?" 

 

"Why? Because, my dear little Marmot, I am a puppet with no sense, and with no heart. Ah! if I 

had had the least heart I should never have left that good Fairy who loved me like a mamma, and 

who had done so much for me! And I would be no longer a puppet, for I would by this time have 

become a little boy like so many others: But if I meet Candlewick, woe to him! He shall hear 

what I think of him!" 
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And he turned to go out. But when he reached the door he remembered his donkey's ears, and, 

feeling ashamed to show them in public, what do you think he did? He took a big cotton cap and, 

putting it on his head, he pulled it well down over the point of his nose. 

 

He then set out and went everywhere in search of Candlewick. He looked for him in the streets, 

in the squares, in the little theaters, in every possible place, but he could not find him. He 

inquired for him of everybody he met, but no one had seen him. 

 

He then went to seek him at his house and, having reached the door, he knocked. 

 

"Who is there?" asked Candlewick from within. 

 

"It is I!" answered the puppet. 

 

"Wait a moment and I will let you in." 

 

After half an hour the door was opened and imagine Pinocchio's feelings when, upon going into 

the room, he saw his friend Candlewick with a big cotton cap on his head which came down over 

his nose. 

 

At the sight of the cap Pinocchio felt almost consoled and thought to himself: "Has my friend got 

the same illness that I have? Is he also suffering from donkey fever?" 

 

And, pretending to have observed nothing, he asked him, smiling: "How are you, my dear 

Candlewick?" 

 

"Very well; as well as a mouse in a Parmesan cheese." 

 

"Are you saying that seriously?" 

 

"Why should I tell you a lie?" 

 

"Excuse me; but why, then, do you keep that cotton cap on your head which covers up your 

ears?" 

 

"The doctor ordered me to wear it because I have hurt this knee. And you, dear puppet, why have 

you got on that cotton cap pulled down over your nose?" 

 

"The doctor prescribed it because I have grazed my foot." 

 

"Oh, poor Pinocchio!" 

 

"Oh, poor Candlewick!" 
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After these words a long silence followed, during which the two friends did nothing but look 

mockingly at each other. 

 

At last the puppet said in a soft voice to his companion: "Satisfy my curiosity, my dear 

Candlewick: have you ever suffered from disease of the ears?" 

 

"Never! And you?" 

 

"Never. Only since this morning one of my ears aches." 

 

"Mine is also paining me." 

 

"You also? And which of your ears hurts you?" 

 

"Both of them. And you?" 

 

"Both of them. Have we got the same illness?" 

 

"I fear so." 

 

"Will you do me a kindness, Candlewick?" 

 

"Willingly! With all my heart." 

 

"Will you let me see your ears?" 

 

"Why not? But first, my dear Pinocchio, I should like to see yours." 

 

"No: you must be first." 

 

"No, dear. First you and then I!" 

 

"Well," said the puppet, "let us come to an agreement like good friends." 

 

"Let us hear it." 

 

"We will both take off our caps at the same moment. Do you agree?" 

 

"I agree." 

 

"Then, attention!" 

 

And Pinocchio began to count in a loud voice: "One, two, three!" 
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At the word "Three!" the two boys took off their caps and threw them into the air. 

 

And then a scene followed that would seem incredible if it were not true. That is, that when 

Pinocchio and Candlewick discovered that they were both struck with the same misfortune, 

instead of feeling full of mortification and grief, they began to prick their ungainly ears and to 

make a thousand antics, and they ended by going into bursts of laughter. 

 

And they laughed, and laughed, and laughed, until they had to hold themselves together. But in 

the midst of their merriment Candlewick suddenly stopped, staggered, and, changing color, said 

to his friend: "Help, help, Pinocchio!" 

 

"What is the matter with you?" 

 

"Alas, I can no longer stand upright." 

 

"Neither can I," exclaimed Pinocchio, tottering and beginning to cry. 

 

And whilst they were talking, they both doubled up and began to run round the room on their 

hands and feet. And as they ran, their hands became hoofs, their faces lengthened into muzzles, 

and their backs became covered with a light gray hairy coat sprinkled with black. 

 

But do you know what was the worst moment for these two wretched boys? The worst and the 

most humiliating moment was when their tails grew. Vanquished by shame and sorrow, they 

wept and lamented their fate. 

 

Oh, if they had but been wiser! But instead of sighs and lamentations they could only bray like 

asses; and they brayed loudly and said in chorus: "Hee-haw!" 

 

Whilst this was going on someone knocked at the door and a voice on the outside said: "Open 

the door! I am the little man, I am the coachman who brought you to this country. Open at once, 

or it will be the worse for you!" 

 

Chapter 33: Pinocchio Is Trained for the Circus 
 

Note to Instructors: Although Pinocchio is a beloved classic children's tale with an overall 

positive moral message, like many original fairy tales, it does contain darker aspects. Instructors 

should take care with chapters 14, 15, and 33 in particular. 

 

Finding that the door remained shut the little man burst it open with a violent kick and, coming 

into the room, he said to Pinocchio and Candlewick with his usual little laugh: "Well done, boys! 

You brayed well, and I recognized you by your voices. That is why I am here." 
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At these words the two little donkeys were quite stupefied and stood with their heads down, their 

ears lowered, and their tails between their legs. 

 

At first the little man stroked and caressed them; then, taking out a currycomb, he currycombed 

them well. And when by this process he had polished them till they shone like two mirrors, he 

put a halter round their necks and led them to the market-place, in hopes of selling them and 

making a good profit. 

 

And indeed buyers were not wanting. Candlewick was bought by a peasant whose donkey had 

died the previous day. Pinocchio was sold to the director of a company of buffoons and tight-

rope dancers, who bought him that he might teach him to leap and to dance with the other 

animals belonging to the company. 

 

And now, my little readers, you will have understood the fine trade that little man pursued. The 

wicked little monster, who had a face all milk and honey, made frequent journeys round the 

world with his coach. As he went along he collected, with promises and flattery, all the idle boys 

who had taken a dislike to books and school. As soon as his coach was full he conducted them to 

the "Land of Boobies," that they might pass their time in games, in uproar, and in amusement. 

When these poor, deluded boys, from continual play and no study, had become so many little 

donkeys, he took possession of them with great delight and satisfaction, and carried them off to 

the fairs and markets to be sold. And in this way he had in a few years made heaps of money and 

had become a millionaire. 

 

What became of Candlewick I do not know, but I do know that Pinocchio from the very first day 

had to endure a very hard, laborious life. 

 

When he was put into his stall his master filled the manger with straw; but Pinocchio, having 

tried a mouthful, spat it out again. 

 

Then his master, grumbling, filled the manger with hay; but neither did the hay please him. 

 

"Ah!" exclaimed his master in a passion. "Does not hay please you either? Leave it to me, my 

fine donkey; if you are so full of caprices I will find a way to cure you!" 

 

And by way of correcting him he struck his legs with his whip. 

 

Pinocchio began to cry and to bray with pain, and he said, braying: "Hee-haw! I cannot digest 

straw!" 

 

"Then eat hay!" said his master, who understood perfectly the asinine dialect. 

 

"Hee-haw! hay gives me a pain in my stomach." 
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"Do you mean to pretend that a little donkey like you must be kept on breasts of chickens, and 

capons in jelly?" asked his master, getting more and more angry, and whipping him again. 

 

At this second whipping Pinocchio prudently held his tongue and said nothing more. 

 

The stable was then shut and Pinocchio was left alone. He had not eaten for many hours and he 

began to yawn from hunger. And when he yawned he opened a mouth that seemed as wide as an 

oven. 

 

At last, finding nothing else in the manger, he resigned himself and chewed a little hay; and after 

he had chewed it well, he shut his eyes and swallowed it. 

 

"This hay is not bad," he said to himself; "but how much better it would have been if I had gone 

on with my studies! Instead of hay I might now be eating a hunch of new bread and a fine slice 

of sausage. But I must have patience!" 

 

The next morning when he woke he looked in the manger for a little more hay; but he found 

none, for he had eaten it all during the night. 

 

Then he took a mouthful of chopped straw, but whilst he was chewing it he had to acknowledge 

that the taste of chopped straw did not in the least resemble a savory dish of macaroni or pie. 

 

"But I must have patience!" he repeated as he went on chewing. "May my example serve at least 

as a warning to all disobedient boys who do not want to study. Patience!" 

 

"Patience indeed!" shouted his master, coming at that moment into the stable. "Do you think, my 

little donkey, that I bought you only to give you food and drink? I bought you to make you work, 

and that you might earn money for me. Up, then, at once! you must come with me into the 

circus, and there I will teach you to jump through hoops, to go through frames of paper head 

foremost, to dance waltzes and polkas, and to stand upright on your hind legs." 

 

Poor Pinocchio, either by love or by force, had to learn all these fine things. But it took him three 

months before he had learned them, and he got many a whipping that nearly took off his skin. 

 

At last a day came when his master was able to announce that he would give a really 

extraordinary representation. The many-colored placards stuck on the street corners were thus 

worded: 
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On that evening, as you may imagine, an hour before the play was to begin the theater was 

crammed. 

 

There was not a place to be had either in the pit or the stalls, or in the boxes even, by paying its 

weight in gold. 

 

The benches round the circus were crowded with children and with boys of all ages, who were in 

a fever of impatience to see the famous little donkey Pinocchio dance. 

 

When the first part of the performance was over, the director of the company, dressed in a black 

coat, white breeches, and big leather boots that came above his knees, presented himself to the 

public, and, after making a profound bow, he began with much solemnity the following 

ridiculous speech: "Respectable public, ladies and gentlemen! The humble undersigned being a 

passer-by in this illustrious city, I have wished to procure for myself the honor, not to say the 

pleasure, of presenting to this intelligent and distinguished audience a celebrated little donkey, 

who has already had the honor of dancing in the presence of His Majesty the Emperor of all the 

principal courts of Europe. 

 

"And, thanking you, I beg of you to help us with your inspiring presence and to be indulgent to 

us." 

 

This speech was received with much laughter and applause, but the applause redoubled and 

became tumultuous when the little donkey Pinocchio made his appearance in the middle of the 

circus. He was decked out for the occasion. He had a new bridle of polished leather with brass 

buckles and studs, and two white camellias in his ears. His mane was divided and curled, and 

each curl was tied with bows of colored ribbon. He had a girth of gold and silver round his body, 

and his tail was plaited with amaranth and blue velvet ribbons. He was, in fact, a little donkey to 

fall in love with! 
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The director, in presenting him to the public, added these few words: "My respectable auditors! I 

am not here to tell you falsehoods of the great difficulties that I have overcome in understanding 

and subjugating this mammifer, whilst he was grazing at liberty amongst the mountains in the 

plains of the torrid zone. I beg you will observe the wild rolling of his eyes. Every means having 

been tried in vain to tame him, and to accustom him to the life of domestic quadrupeds, I was 

often forced to have recourse to the convincing argument of the whip. But all my goodness to 

him, instead of gaining his affections, has, on the contrary, increased his viciousness. However, 

following the system of Gall, I discovered in his cranium a bony cartilage that the Faculty of 

Medicine of Paris has itself recognized as the regenerating bulb of the hair, and of dance. For this 

reason I have not only taught him to dance, but also to jump through hoops and through frames 

covered with paper. Admire him, and then pass your opinion on him! But before taking my leave 

of you, permit me, ladies and gentlemen, to invite you to the daily performance that will take 

place tomorrow evening; but in case the weather should threaten rain, the performance will be 

postponed till tomorrow morning at 11 ante-meridian of post-meridian." 

 

Here the director made another profound bow, and, then turning to Pinocchio, he said: "Courage, 

Pinocchio! before you begin your feats make your bow to this distinguished audience—ladies, 

gentlemen, and children." 

 

Pinocchio obeyed, and bent both his knees till they touched the ground, and remained kneeling 

until the director, cracking his whip, shouted to him: "At a foot's pace!" 

 

Then the little donkey raised himself on his four legs and began to walk round the theater, 

keeping at a foot's pace. 

 

After a little the director cried: "Trot!" and Pinocchio, obeying the order, changed to a trot. 

 

"Gallop!" and Pinocchio broke into a gallop. 

 

"Full gallop!" and Pinocchio went full gallop. But whilst he was going full speed like a race 

horse the director, raising his arm in the air, fired off a pistol. 

 

At the shot the little donkey, pretending to be wounded, fell his whole length in the circus, as if 

he were really dying. 

 

As he got up from the ground amidst an outburst of applause, shouts and clapping of hands, he 

naturally raised his head and looked up, and he saw in one of the boxes a beautiful lady who 

wore round her neck a thick gold chain from which hung a medallion. On the medallion was 

painted the portrait of a puppet. 

 

"That is my portrait! That lady is the Fairy!" said Pinocchio to himself, recognizing her 

immediately; and, overcome with delight, he tried to cry: "Oh, my little Fairy! Oh, my little 

Fairy!" 
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But instead of these words a bray came from his throat, so sonorous and so prolonged that all the 

spectators laughed, and more especially all the children who were in the theater. 

 

Then the director, to give him a lesson, and to make him understand that it is not good manners 

to bray before the public, gave him a blow on his nose with the handle of his whip. 

 

The poor little donkey put his tongue out an inch and licked his nose for at least five minutes, 

thinking perhaps that it would ease the pain he felt. 

 

But what was his despair when, looking up a second time, he saw that the box was empty and 

that the Fairy had disappeared! 

 

He thought he was going to die; his eyes filled with tears and he 

began to weep. Nobody, however, noticed it, and least of all the 

director who, cracking his whip, shouted: "Courage, Pinocchio! 

Now let the audience see how gracefully you can jump through 

the hoops." 

 

Pinocchio tried two or three times, but each time that he came in 

front of the hoop, instead of going through it, he found it easier to go under it. At last he made a 

leap and went through it, but his right leg unfortunately caught in the hoop, and that caused him 

to fall to the ground doubled up in a heap on the other side. 

 

When he got up he was lame and it was only with great difficulty that he managed to return to 

the stable. 

 

"Bring out Pinocchio! We want the little donkey! Bring out the little donkey!" shouted all the 

boys in the theater, touched and sorry for the sad accident. 

 

But the little donkey was seen no more that evening. 

 

The following morning the veterinary, that is, the doctor of animals, paid him a visit, and 

declared that he would remain lame for life. 

 

The director then said to the stable-boy: "What do you suppose I can do with a lame donkey? He 

would eat food without earning it. Take him to the market and sell him." 

 

When they reached the market a purchaser was found at once. He asked the stable-boy: "How 

much do you want for that lame donkey?" 

 

"Twenty dollars." 
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"I will give you two dollars. Don't suppose that I am buying him to make use of; I am buying 

him solely for his skin. I see that his skin is very hard and I intend to make a drum with it for the 

band of my village." 

 

Imagine poor Pinocchio's feelings when he heard that he was destined to become a drum! 

 

As soon as the purchaser had paid his two dollars he conducted the little donkey to the seashore. 

He then put a stone round his neck and, tying a rope, the end of which he held in his hand, round 

his leg, he gave him a sudden push and threw him into the water. 

 

Pinocchio, weighted down by the stone, went at once to the bottom, and his owner, keeping tight 

hold of the cord, sat down quietly on a piece of rock to wait until the little donkey was drowned, 

intending then to skin him. 

 

Chapter 34: Pinocchio Is Swallowed by the Dog-Fish 
 

After Pinocchio had been fifty minutes under the water, his purchaser said aloud to himself: "My 

poor little lame donkey must by this time be quite drowned. I will therefore pull him out of the 

water, and I will make a fine drum of his skin." 

 

And he began to haul in the rope that he had tied to the donkey's leg, and he hauled, and hauled, 

and hauled, until at last—what do you think appeared above the water? Instead of a little dead 

donkey he saw a live puppet, who was wriggling like an eel. 

 

Seeing this wooden puppet, the poor man thought he was dreaming, and, struck dumb with 

astonishment, he remained with his mouth open and his eyes staring out of his head. 

 

Having somewhat recovered from his first stupefaction, he asked in a quavering voice: "And the 

little donkey that I threw into the sea? What has become of him?" 

 

"I am the little donkey!" said Pinocchio, laughing. 

 

"You?" 

 

"I." 

 

"Ah, you young scamp! Do you dare to make game of me?" 

 

"To make game of you? Quite the contrary, my dear master? I am speaking seriously." 

 

"But how can you, who but a short time ago were a little donkey, have become a wooden puppet, 

only from having been left in the water?" 
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"It must have been the effect of sea water. The sea makes extraordinary changes." 

 

"Beware, puppet, beware! Do you imagine that you can amuse yourself at my expense? Woe to 

you if I lose patience!" 

 

"Well, master, do you wish to know the true story? If you will set my leg free I will tell it you." 

 

The good man, who was curious to hear the true story, immediately untied the knot that kept him 

bound; and Pinocchio, finding himself free as a bird in the air, commenced as follows: "You 

must know that I was once a puppet as I am now, and I was on the point of becoming a boy like 

the many who are in the world. But instead, induced by my dislike for study and the advice of 

bad companions, I ran away from home. One fine day when I awoke I found myself changed into 

a donkey with long ears, and a long tail. What a disgrace it was to me!—a disgrace, dear master, 

that even your worst enemy would not inflict upon you! Taken to the market to be sold I was 

bought by the director of an equestrian company, who took it into his head to make a famous 

dancer of me, and a famous leaper through hoops. But one night during a performance I had a 

bad fall in the circus and lamed both my legs. Then the director, not knowing what to do with a 

lame donkey, sent me to be sold, and you were the purchaser!" 

 

"Only too true. And I paid two dollars for you. And now, who will give me back my good 

money?" 

 

"And why did you buy me? You bought me to make a drum of my skin!" 

 

"Only too true! And now, where shall I find another skin?" 

 

"Don't despair, master. There are a number of little donkeys in the world!" 

 

"Tell me, you impertinent rascal, does your story end here?" 

 

"No," answered the puppet; "I have another two words to say and then I shall have finished. 

After you had bought me you brought me to this place to kill me; but then, yielding to a feeling 

of compassion, you preferred to tie a stone round my neck and to throw me into the sea. This 

humane feeling does you great honor and I shall always be grateful to you for it. But, 

nevertheless, dear master, this time you made your calculations without considering the Fairy!" 

 

"And who is the Fairy?" 

 

"She is my mamma and she resembles all other good mammas who care for their children, and 

who never lose sight of them, but help them lovingly, even when, on account of their foolishness 

and evil conduct, they deserve to be abandoned and left to themselves. Well, then, the good 

Fairy, as soon as she saw that I was in danger of drowning, sent immediately an immense school 

of fish, who, believing me really to be a little dead donkey, began to eat me. And what mouthfuls 
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they took; I should never have thought that fish were greedier than boys! Some ate my ears, 

some my muzzle, others my neck and mane, some the skin of my legs, some my coat. Amongst 

them there was a little fish so polite that he even condescended to eat my tail." 

 

"From this time forth," said his purchaser, horrified, "I swear that I will never touch fish. It 

would be too dreadful to open a mullet, or a fried whiting, and to find inside a donkey's tail!" 

 

"I agree with you," said the puppet, laughing. "However, I must tell you that when the fish had 

finished eating the donkey's hide that covered me from head to foot, they naturally reached the 

bone, or rather the wood, for, as you see, I am made of the hardest wood. But after giving a few 

bites they soon discovered that I was not a morsel for their teeth, and, disgusted with such 

indigestible food, they went off, some in one direction and some in another, without so much as 

saying 'Thank you' to me. And now, at last, I have told you how it was that when you pulled up 

the rope you found a live puppet instead of a dead donkey." 

 

"I laugh at your story," cried the man in a rage. "I know only that I spent two dollars to buy you, 

and I will have my money back. Shall I tell you what I will do? I will take you back to the 

market and I will sell you by weight as seasoned wood for lighting fires." 

 

"Sell me if you like; I am content," said Pinocchio. 

 

But as he said it he made a spring and plunged into the water. Swimming gaily away from the 

shore, he called to his poor owner: "Goodbye, master; if you should be in want of a skin to make 

a drum, remember me." 

 

And he laughed and went on swimming, and after a while he turned again and shouted louder: 

"Goodbye, master; if you should be in want of a little well-seasoned wood for lighting the fire, 

remember me." 

 

In the twinkling of an eye he had swum so far off that he was scarcely visible. All that could be 

seen of him was a little black speck on the surface of the sea that from time to time lifted its legs 

out of the water and leaped and capered like a dolphin enjoying himself. 

 

Whilst Pinocchio was swimming, he knew not whither, he saw in the midst of the sea a rock that 

seemed to be made of white marble, and on the summit there stood a beautiful little goat who 

bleated lovingly and made signs to him to approach. 

 

But the most singular thing was this. The little goat's hair, instead of being white or black, or a 

mixture of two colors as is usual with other goats, was blue, and a very vivid blue, greatly 

resembling the hair of the beautiful Child. 

 

I leave you to imagine how rapidly poor Pinocchio's heart began to beat. He swam with 

redoubled strength and energy towards the white rock; and he was already half-way there when 
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he saw, rising up out of the water and coming to meet him, the horrible head of a sea-monster. 

His wide-open, cavernous mouth and his three rows of enormous teeth would have been 

terrifying to look at even in a picture. 

 

And do you know what this sea-monster was? 

 

This sea-monster was neither more nor less than that gigantic Dog-Fish, who 

has been mentioned many times in this story, and who, for his slaughter and 

for his insatiable voracity, had been named the "Attila of Fish and 

Fishermen." 

 

Only to think of poor Pinocchio's terror at the sight of the monster. He tried 

to avoid it, to change his direction; he tried to escape, but that immense, wide-open mouth came 

towards him with the velocity of an arrow. 

 

"Be quick, Pinocchio, for pity's sake!" cried the beautiful little goat, bleating. 

 

And Pinocchio swam desperately with his arms, his chest, his legs, and his feet. 

 

"Quick, Pinocchio, the monster is close upon you!" 

 

And Pinocchio swam quicker than ever, and flew on with the rapidity of a ball from a gun. He 

had nearly reached the rock, and the little goat, leaning over towards the sea, had stretched out 

her fore-legs to help him out of the water! 

 

But it was too late! The monster had overtaken him and, drawing in his breath, he sucked in the 

poor puppet as you would have sucked a hen's egg; and he swallowed him with such violence 

and avidity that Pinocchio, in falling into the Dog-Fish's stomach, received such a blow that he 

remained unconscious for a quarter of an hour afterwards. 

 

When he came to himself again after the shock he could not in the least imagine in what world 

he was. All around him it was quite dark, and the darkness was so black and so profound that it 

seemed to him that he had fallen head downwards into an inkstand full of ink. He listened, but he 

could hear no noise; only from time to time great gusts of wind blew in his face. At first he could 

not understand where the wind came from, but at last he discovered that it came out of the 

monster's lungs. For you must know that the Dog-Fish suffered very much from asthma, and 

when he breathed it was exactly as if a north wind was blowing. 

 

Pinocchio at first tried to keep up his courage, but when he had one proof after another that he 

was really shut up in the body of this sea-monster he began to cry and scream, and to sob out: 

"Help! help! Oh, how unfortunate I am! Will nobody come to save me?" 
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"Who do you think could save you, unhappy wretch?" said a voice in the dark that sounded like a 

guitar out of tune. 

 

"Who is speaking?" asked Pinocchio, frozen with terror. 

 

"It is I! I am a poor Tunny who was swallowed by the Dog-Fish at the same time that you were. 

And what fish are you?" 

 

"I have nothing in common with fish. I am a puppet." 

 

"Then, if you are not a fish, why did you let yourself be swallowed by the monster?" 

 

"I didn't let myself be swallowed; it was the monster swallowed me! And now, what are we to do 

here in the dark?" 

 

"Resign ourselves and wait until the Dog-Fish has digested us both." 

 

"But I do not want to be digested!" howled Pinocchio, beginning to cry again. 

 

"Neither do I want to be digested," added the Tunny; "but I am enough of a philosopher to 

console myself by thinking that when one is born a Tunny it is more dignified to die in the water 

than in oil." 

 

"That is all nonsense!" cried Pinocchio. 

 

"It is my opinion," replied the Tunny, "and opinions, so say the political Tunnies, ought to be 

respected." 

 

"To sum it all up, I want to get away from here. I want to escape." 

 

"Escape, if you are able!" 

 

"Is this Dog-Fish who has swallowed us very big?" asked the puppet. 

 

"Big! Why, only imagine, his body is two miles long without counting his tail." 

 

Whilst they were holding this conversation in the dark, Pinocchio thought that he saw a light a 

long way off. 

 

"What is that little light I see in the distance?" he asked. 

 

"It is most likely some companion in misfortune who is waiting, like us, to be digested." 
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"I will go and find him. Do you not think that it may by chance be some old fish who perhaps 

could show us how to escape?" 

 

"I hope it may be so, with all my heart, dear puppet." 

 

"Goodbye, Tunny." 

 

"Goodbye, puppet, and good fortune attend you." 

 

"Where shall we meet again?" 

 

"Who can say? It is better not even to think of it!" 

 

Chapter 35: A Happy Surprise for Pinocchio 
 

Pinocchio, having taken leave of his friend the Tunny, began to grope his way in the dark 

through the body of the Dog-Fish, taking a step at a time in the direction of the light that he saw 

shining dimly at a great distance. 

 

The farther he advanced the brighter became the light; and he walked and walked until at last he 

reached it; and when he reached it—what did he find? I will give you a thousand guesses. He 

found a little table spread out and on it a lighted candle stuck into a green glass bottle, and, 

seated at the table, was a little old man. He was eating some live 

fish, and they were so very much alive that whilst he was eating 

them they sometimes even jumped out of his mouth. 

 

At this sight Pinocchio was filled with such great and unexpected 

joy that he became almost delirious. He wanted to laugh, he 

wanted to cry, he wanted to say a thousand things, and instead he 

could only stammer out a few confused and broken words. At last he succeeded in uttering a cry 

of joy, and, opening his arms, he threw them around the little old man's neck, and began to shout: 

"Oh, my dear papa! I have found you at last! I will never leave you more, never more, never 

more!" 

 

"Then my eyes tell me true?" said the little old man, rubbing his eyes; "then you are really my 

dear Pinocchio?" 

 

"Yes, yes, I am Pinocchio, really Pinocchio! And you have quite forgiven me, have you not? Oh, 

my dear papa, how good you are! And to think that I, on the contrary—Oh! but if you only knew 

what misfortunes have been poured on my head, and all that has befallen me! Only imagine, the 

day that you, poor, dear papa, sold your coat to buy me a spelling-book, that I might go to 

school, I escaped to see the puppet show, and the showman wanted to put me on the fire, that I 

might roast his mutton, and he was the same that afterwards gave me five gold pieces to take 
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them to you, but I met the Fox and the Cat, who took me to the inn of The Red Craw-Fish, where 

they ate like wolves, and I left by myself in the middle of the night, and I encountered assassins 

who ran after me, and I ran away, and they followed, and I ran, and they always followed me, 

and I ran, until they hung me to a branch of a Big Oak, and the beautiful Child with blue hair 

sent a little carriage to fetch me, and the doctors when they saw me said immediately, 'If he is not 

dead, it is a proof that he is still alive'—and then by chance I told a lie, and my nose began to 

grow until I could no longer get through the door of the room, for which reason I went with the 

Fox and the Cat to bury the four gold pieces, for one I had spent at the inn, and the Parrot began 

to laugh, and instead of two thousand gold pieces I found none left, for which reason the judge 

when he heard that I had been robbed had me immediately put in prison to content the robbers, 

and then when I was coming away I saw a beautiful bunch of grapes in a field, and I was caught 

in a trap, and the peasant, who was quite right, put a dog-collar round my neck that I might guard 

the poultry-yard, and acknowledging my innocence let me go, and the Serpent with the smoking 

tail began to laugh and broke a blood-vessel in his chest, and so I returned to the house of the 

beautiful Child, who was dead, and the Pigeon, seeing that I was crying, said to me, 'I have seen 

your father who was building a little boat to go in search of you,' and I said to him, 'Oh! if I also 

had wings,' and he said to me, 'Do you want to go to your father?' and I said, 'Without doubt! but 

who will take me to him?' and he said to me, 'I will take you,' and I said to him, 'How?' and he 

said to me, 'Get on my back,' and so we flew all night, and then in the morning all the fishermen 

who were looking out to sea said to me, 'There is a poor man in a boat who is on the point of 

being drowned,' and I recognized you at once, even at that distance, for my heart told me, and I 

made signs to you to return to land." 

 

"I also recognized you," said Geppetto, "and I would willingly have returned to the shore, but 

what was I to do! The sea was tremendous and a great wave upset my boat. Then a horrible Dog-

Fish, who was near, as soon as he saw me in the water, came towards me, and, putting out his 

tongue, took hold of me and swallowed me as if I had been a little apple tart." 

 

"How long have you been shut up here?" asked Pinocchio. 

 

"Since that day—it must be nearly two years ago; two years, my dear Pinocchio, that have 

seemed like two centuries!" 

 

"And how have you managed to live? And where did you get the candle? And the matches to 

light it? Who gave them to you?" 

 

"Stop, and I will tell you everything. You must know, then, that in the same storm in which my 

boat was upset a merchant vessel foundered. The sailors were all saved, but the vessel went to 

the bottom, and the Dog-Fish, who had that day an excellent appetite, after he had swallowed 

me, swallowed also the vessel." 

 

"How?" 
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"He swallowed it in one mouthful, and the only thing that he spat out was the mainmast, that had 

stuck between his teeth like a fish-bone. Fortunately for me, the vessel was laden with preserved 

meat in tins, biscuit, bottles of wine, dried raisins, cheese, coffee, sugar, candles, and boxes of 

wax matches. With this providential supply I have been able to live for two years. But I have 

arrived at the end of my resources; there is nothing left in the larder, and this candle that you see 

burning is the last that remains." 

 

"And after that?" 

 

"After that, dear boy, we shall both remain in the dark." 

 

"Then, dear little papa," said Pinocchio, "there is no time to lose. We must think of escaping." 

 

"Of escaping? How?" 

 

"We must escape through the mouth of the Dog-Fish, throw ourselves into the sea and swim 

away." 

 

"You talk well; but, dear Pinocchio, I don't know how to swim." 

 

"What does that matter? I am a good swimmer, and you can get on my shoulders and I will carry 

you safely to shore." 

 

"All illusions, my boy!" replied Geppetto, shaking his head, with a melancholy smile. "Do you 

suppose it possible that a puppet like you, scarcely a yard high, could have the strength to swim 

with me on his shoulders!" 

 

"Try it and you will see!" 

 

Without another word Pinocchio took the candle in his hand, and, going in front to light the way, 

he said to his father: "Follow me, and don't be afraid." 

 

And they walked for some time and traversed the body and the stomach of the Dog-Fish. But 

when they had arrived at the point where the monster's big throat began, they thought it better to 

stop to give a good look around and to choose the best moment for escaping. 

 

Now, I must tell you that the Dog-Fish, being very old, and suffering from asthma and 

palpitation of the heart, was obliged to sleep with his mouth open. Pinocchio, therefore, having 

approached the entrance to his throat, and, looking up, could see beyond the enormous gaping 

mouth a large piece of starry sky and beautiful moonlight. 
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"This is the moment to escape," he whispered, turning to his father; "the Dog-Fish is sleeping 

like a dormouse, the sea is calm, and it is as light as day. Follow me, dear papa, and in a short 

time we shall be in safety." 

 

They immediately climbed up the throat of the sea-monster, and, having reached his immense 

mouth, they began to walk on tiptoe down his tongue. 

 

Before taking the final leap the puppet said to his father: "Get on my shoulders and put your 

arms tightly around my neck. I will take care of the rest." 

 

As soon as Geppetto was firmly settled on his son's shoulders, Pinocchio, feeling sure of himself, 

threw himself into the water and began to swim. The sea was as smooth as oil, the moon shone 

brilliantly, and the Dog-Fish was sleeping so profoundly that even a cannonade would have 

failed to wake him. 

 

Chapter 36: Pinocchio at Last Ceases to Be a Puppet and Becomes a Boy 
 

Whilst Pinocchio was swimming quickly towards the shore he discovered that his father, who 

was on his shoulders with his legs in the water, was trembling as violently as if the poor man had 

an attack of ague fever. 

 

Was he trembling from cold or from fear. Perhaps a little from both the one and the other. But 

Pinocchio, thinking it was from fear, said, to comfort him: "Courage, papa! In a few minutes we 

shall be safely on shore." 

 

"But where is this blessed shore?" asked the little old man, becoming still more frightened, and 

screwing up his eyes as tailors do when they wish to thread a needle. "I have been looking in 

every direction and I see nothing but the sky and the sea." 

 

"But I see the shore as well," said the puppet. "You must know that I am like a cat: I see better by 

night than by day." 

 

Poor Pinocchio was making a pretense of being in good spirits, but in reality he was beginning to 

feel discouraged; his strength was failing, he was gasping and panting for breath. He could do no 

more, and the shore was still far off. 

 

He swam until he had no breath left; then he turned his head to Geppetto and said in broken 

words? 

 

"Papa, help me, I am dying!" 

 

The father and son were on the point of drowning when they heard a voice like a guitar out of 

tune saying: "Who is it that is dying?" 



SECOND GRADE PROSE LESSONS 

 

                    Copyright © 2018 - All Rights Reserved - underthehome.org                             265 

 

"It is I, and my poor father!" 

 

"I know that voice! You are Pinocchio!" 

 

"Precisely; and you?" 

 

"I am the Tunny, your prison companion in the body of the Dog-Fish." 

 

"And how did you manage to escape?" 

 

"I followed your example. You showed me the road, and I escaped after you." 

 

"Tunny, you have arrived at the right moment! I implore you to help us or we are lost." 

 

"Willingly and with all my heart. You must, both of you, take hold of my tail and leave it to me 

to guide you. I will take you on shore in four minutes." 

 

Geppetto and Pinocchio, as I need not tell you, accepted the offer at once; but, instead of holding 

on by his tail, they thought it would be more comfortable to get on the Tunny's back. 

 

Having reached the shore, Pinocchio sprang first on land that he might help his father to do the 

same. He then turned to the Tunny and said to him in a voice full of emotion: "My friend, you 

have saved my papa's life. I can find no words with which to thank you properly. Permit me at 

least to give you a kiss as a sign of my eternal gratitude!" 

 

The Tunny put his head out of the water and Pinocchio, kneeling on the ground, kissed him 

tenderly on the mouth. At this spontaneous proof of warm affection, the poor Tunny, who was 

not accustomed to it, felt extremely touched, and, ashamed to let himself be seen crying like a 

child, he plunged under the water and disappeared. 

 

By this time the day had dawned. Pinocchio, then offering his arm to Geppetto, who had scarcely 

breath to stand, said to him: "Lean on my arm, dear papa, and let us go. We will walk very 

slowly, like the ants, and when we are tired we can rest by the wayside." 

 

"And where shall we go?" asked Geppetto. 

 

"In search of some house or cottage, where they will give us for charity a mouthful of bread, and 

a little straw to serve as a bed." 

 

They had not gone a hundred yards when they saw by the roadside two villainous-looking 

individuals begging. 
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They were the Cat and the Fox, but they were scarcely recognizable. Fancy! the Cat had so long 

feigned blindness that she had become blind in reality; and the Fox, old, mangy, and with one 

side paralyzed, had not even his tail left. That sneaking thief, having fallen into the most squalid 

misery, one fine day had found himself obliged to sell his beautiful tail to a traveling peddler, 

who bought it to drive away flies. 

 

"Oh, Pinocchio!" cried the Fox, "give a little in charity to two poor, infirm people." 

 

"Infirm people," repeated the Cat. 

 

"Begone, impostors!" answered the puppet. "You took me in once, but you will never catch me 

again." 

 

"Believe me, Pinocchio, we are now poor and unfortunate indeed!" 

 

"If you are poor, you deserve it. Recollect the proverb: 'Stolen money never fructifies.' Begone, 

impostors!" 

 

And, thus saying, Pinocchio and Geppetto went their way in peace. When they had gone another 

hundred yards they saw, at the end of a path in the middle of the fields, a nice little straw hut 

with a roof of tiles and bricks. 

 

"That hut must be inhabited by some one," said Pinocchio. "Let us go and knock at the door." 

 

They went and knocked. 

 

"Who's there?" said a little voice. 

 

"We are a poor father and son without bread and without a roof," answered the puppet. 

 

"Turn the key and the door will open," said the same little voice. 

 

Pinocchio turned the key and the door opened. They went in and looked here, there, and 

everywhere, but could see no one. 

 

"Oh! where is the master of the house?" said Pinocchio, much surprised. 

 

"Here I am, up here!" 

 

The father and son looked immediately up to the ceiling, and there on a beam they saw the 

Talking-Cricket. 

 

"Oh, my dear little Cricket!" said Pinocchio, bowing politely to him. 
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"Ah! now you call me 'Your dear little Cricket.' But do you remember the time when you threw 

the handle of a hammer at me, to drive me from your house?" 

 

"You are right, Cricket! Drive me away also! Throw the handle of a hammer at me, but have pity 

on my poor papa." 

 

"I will have pity on both father and son, but I wished to remind you of the ill treatment I received 

from you, to teach you that in this world, when it is possible, we should show courtesy to 

everybody, if we wish it to be extended to us in our hour of need." 

 

"You are right. Cricket, you are right, and I will bear in mind the lesson you have given me. But 

tell me how you managed to buy this beautiful hut." 

 

"This hut was given to me yesterday by a goat whose wool was of a beautiful blue color." 

 

"And where has the goat gone?" asked Pinocchio, with lively curiosity. 

 

"I do not know." 

 

"And when will it come back?" 

 

"It will never come back. It went away yesterday in great grief and, bleating, it seemed to say: 

'Poor Pinocchio! I shall never see him more, for by this time the Dog-Fish must have devoured 

him!'" 

 

"Did it really say that? Then it was she! It was my dear little Fairy," exclaimed Pinocchio, crying 

and sobbing. 

 

When he had cried for some time he dried his eyes and prepared a comfortable bed of straw for 

Geppetto to lie down upon. Then he asked the Cricket: "Tell me, little Cricket, where can I find a 

tumbler of milk for my poor papa?" 

 

"Three fields off from here there lives a gardener called Giangio, who keeps cows. Go to him 

and you will get the milk you are in want of." 

 

Pinocchio ran all the way to Giangio's house, and the gardener asked him: "How much milk do 

you want?" 

 

"I want a tumblerful." 

 

"A tumbler of milk costs five cents. Begin by giving me the five cents." 
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"I have not even one cent," replied Pinocchio, grieved and mortified. 

 

"That is bad, puppet," answered the gardener. "If you have not even one cent, I have not even a 

drop of milk." 

 

"I must have patience!" said Pinocchio, and he turned to go. 

 

"Wait a little," said Giangio. "We can come to an arrangement together. Will you undertake to 

turn the pumping machine?" 

 

"What is the pumping machine?" 

 

"It is a wooden pole which serves to draw up the water from the cistern to water the vegetables." 

 

"You can try me." 

 

"Well, then, if you will draw a hundred buckets of water, I will give you in compensation a 

tumbler of milk."> 

 

"It is a bargain." 

 

Giangio then led Pinocchio to the kitchen garden and taught him how to turn the pumping 

machine. Pinocchio immediately began to work; but before he had drawn up the hundred buckets 

of water the perspiration was pouring from his head to his feet. Never before had he undergone 

such fatigue. 

 

"Up till now," said the gardener, "the labor of turning the pumping machine was performed by 

my little donkey, but the poor animal is dying." 

 

"Will you take me to see him?" said Pinocchio. 

 

"Willingly." 

 

When Pinocchio went into the stable he saw a beautiful little donkey stretched on the straw, 

worn out from hunger and overwork. After looking at him earnestly, he said to himself, much 

troubled: 

 

"I am sure I know this little donkey! His face is not new to me." 

 

And, bending over him, he asked him in asinine language: "Who are you?" 

 

At this question the little donkey opened his dying eyes, and answered in broken words in the 

same language: "I am—Can—dle—wick." 
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And, having again closed his eyes, he expired. 

 

"Oh, poor Candlewick!" said Pinocchio in a low voice; and, taking a handful of straw, he dried a 

tear that was rolling down his face. 

 

"Do you grieve for a donkey that cost you nothing?" said the gardener. "What must it be to me, 

who bought him for ready money?" 

 

"I must tell you—he was my friend!" 

 

"Your friend?" 

 

"One of my school-fellows!" 

 

"How?" shouted Giangio, laughing loudly. "How? had you donkeys for school-fellows? I can 

imagine what wonderful studies you must have made!" 

 

The puppet, who felt much mortified at these words, did not answer; but, taking his tumbler of 

milk, still quite warm, he returned to the hut. 

 

And from that day for more than five months he continued to get up at 

daybreak every morning to go and turn the pumping machine, to earn the 

tumbler of milk that was of such benefit to his father in his bad state of 

health. Nor was he satisfied with this; for, during the time that he had 

over, he learned to make hampers and baskets of rushes, and with the 

money he obtained by selling them he was able with great economy to 

provide for all the daily expenses. Amongst other things he constructed 

an elegant little wheel-chair, in which he could take his father out on fine 

days to breathe a mouthful of fresh air. 

 

By his industry, ingenuity and his anxiety to work and to overcome difficulties, he not only 

succeeded in maintaining his father, who continued infirm, in comfort, but he also contrived to 

put aside five dollars to buy himself a new coat. 

 

One morning he said to his father: "I am going to the neighboring market to buy myself a jacket, 

a cap, and a pair of shoes. When I return," he added, laughing, "I shall be so well dressed that 

you will take me for a fine gentleman." 

 

And, leaving the house, he began to run merrily and happily along. All at once he heard himself 

called by name and, turning around, he saw a big Snail crawling out from the hedge. 

 

"Do you not know me?" asked the Snail. 
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"It seems to me—and yet I am not sure—" 

 

"Do you not remember the Snail who was lady's-maid to the Fairy with blue hair? Do you not 

remember the time when I came downstairs to let you in, and you were caught by your foot, 

which you had stuck through the house-door?" 

 

"I remember it all" shouted Pinocchio. "Tell me quickly, my beautiful little Snail, where have 

you left my good Fairy? What is she doing? Has she forgiven me? Does she still remember me? 

Does she still wish me well? Is she far from here? Can I go and see her?" 

 

To all these rapid, breathless questions the Snail replied in her usual phlegmatic manner: "My 

dear Pinocchio, the poor Fairy is lying in bed at the hospital!" 

 

"At the hospital?" 

 

"It is only too true. Overtaken by a thousand misfortunes, she has fallen seriously ill, and she has 

not even enough to buy herself a mouthful of bread." 

 

"Is it really so? Oh, what sorrow you have given me! Oh, poor Fairy! Poor Fairy! Poor Fairy! If I 

had a million I would run and carry it to her, but I have only five dollars. Here they are—I was 

going to buy a new coat. Take them, Snail, and carry them at once to my good Fairy." 

 

"And your new coat?" 

 

"What matters my new coat? I would sell even these rags that I have on to be able to help her. 

Go, Snail, and be quick; and in two days return to this place, for I hope I shall then be able to 

give you some more money. Up to this time I have worked to maintain my papa; from today I 

will work five hours more that I may also maintain my good mamma. Goodbye, Snail, I shall 

expect you in two days." 

 

The Snail, contrary to her usual habits, began to run like a lizard in a hot August sun. 

 

That evening Pinocchio, instead of going to bed at ten o'clock, sat up till midnight had struck; 

and instead of making eight baskets of rushes he made sixteen. 

 

Then he went to bed and fell asleep. And whilst he slept he thought that he saw the Fairy, 

smiling and beautiful, who, after having kissed him, said to him: "Well done, Pinocchio! To 

reward you for your good heart I will forgive you for all that is past. Boys who minister tenderly 

to their parents and assist them in their misery and infirmities, are deserving of great praise and 

affection, even if they cannot be cited as examples of obedience and good behavior. Try and do 

better in the future and you will be happy." 

 

At this moment his dream ended and Pinocchio opened his eyes and awoke. 
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But imagine his astonishment when upon awakening he discovered that he was no longer a 

wooden puppet, but that he had become instead a boy, like all other boys. He gave a glance 

round and saw that the straw walls of the hut had disappeared, and that he was in a pretty little 

room furnished and arranged with a simplicity that was almost elegance. Jumping out of bed he 

found a new suit of clothes ready for him, a new cap, and a pair of new boots, that fitted him 

beautifully. 

 

He was hardly dressed when he naturally put his hands in his pockets and pulled out a little ivory 

purse on which these words were written: "The Fairy with blue hair returns the five dollars to her 

dear Pinocchio, and thanks him for his good heart." He opened the purse and instead of five 

dollars he saw fifty shining gold pieces fresh from the mint. 

 

He then went and looked at himself in the glass, and he thought he was someone else. For he no 

longer saw the usual reflection of a wooden puppet; he was greeted instead by the image of a 

bright, intelligent boy with chestnut hair, blue eyes, and looking as happy and joyful as if it were 

the Easter holidays. 

 

In the midst of all these wonders succeeding each other, Pinocchio felt quite bewildered, and he 

could not tell if he was really awake or if he was dreaming with his eyes open. 

 

"Where can my papa be?" he exclaimed suddenly, and, went into the next room, he found old 

Geppetto quite well, lively, and in good humor, just as he had been formerly. He had already 

resumed his trade of wood-carving, and he was designing a rich and beautiful frame of leaves, 

flowers and the heads of animals. 

 

"Satisfy my curiosity, dear papa," said Pinocchio, throwing his arms around his neck and 

covering him with kisses; "how can this sudden change be accounted for?" 

 

"This sudden change in our home is all your doing," answered Geppetto. 

 

"How my doing?" 

 

"Because when boys who have behaved badly turn over a new leaf and become good, they have 

the power of bringing contentment and happiness to their families." 

 

"And where has the old wooden Pinocchio hidden himself?" 

 

"There he is," answered Geppetto, and he pointed to a big puppet leaning against a chair, with its 

head on one side, its arms dangling, and its legs so crossed and bent that it was really a miracle 

that it remained standing. 
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Pinocchio turned and looked at it; and, after he had looked at it for a short time, he said to 

himself with great complacency: "How ridiculous I was when I was a puppet! And how glad I 

am that I have become a well-behaved little boy!" 

 

 


