
[image: Cover art: a little girl in a blue-and-white checked dress and sparkling silver shoes walks a golden-yellow brick road toward a glowing emerald-green city, with a straw scarecrow, a shiny tin woodman, and a big gentle lion beside her. Title: The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, a SeeMore Children's Classics adapted retelling.]


The Wonderful Wizard of Oz
A SeeMore Children's Classics Adapted Retelling
SeeMore Children's Classics, Book 2


The Wonderful Wizard of Oz
A SeeMore Children's Classics Adapted Retelling
SeeMore Children's Classics · Book 2
Original story by L. Frank Baum, first published 1900. That original story is in the public domain in the United States. Source: Project Gutenberg ebook #55.
This adapted retelling © 2026 by MeekDuke Books, Missouri. All new text, illustrations, cover design, and layout are original works by MeekDuke Books.
No part of this retelling may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without the prior written permission of the publisher, except for brief quotations in reviews and articles.
First edition: October 2026
Published by MeekDuke Books, Missouri.
Cover design and illustrations: MeekDuke Books


A note about this book
This book is an adapted retelling.
The original The Wonderful Wizard of Oz was written by L. Frank Baum and published in 1900. That book belongs to everyone now. It is in the public domain in the United States, which means anyone is allowed to share it, print it, or make something new from it.
We made something new from it.
The words in this book are ours. We rewrote the story in short, clear sentences so more minds can follow it. The pictures are ours too. We drew every character ourselves.
Baum gave us Oz. We built you a clearer path through it.


Contents
	1. The Cyclone
	2. The Munchkins and the Silver Shoes
	3. The Scarecrow
	4. The Tin Woodman
	5. The Cowardly Lion
	6. The Sleepy Poppies
	7. The Emerald City
	8. The Wizard's Bargain
	9. The Wicked Witch of the West
	10. The Humbug Wizard
	11. The Road South
	12. Home Again



Printed in the MeekDuke SeeMore Format
This book was designed for minds that see more.
Text alternates between large and medium sizes, so your eyes always have a place to land and a path to follow. Extra space between lines and between letters. Words are never split across lines. One scene per page — turn the page whenever you need a pause. Short chapters with cliffhanger endings. Every chapter opens by naming its feeling. Cream pages, soft ink — no glare, no harsh black-on-white. No ALL CAPS, no italics. Short, literal sentences; emotions named directly.
Every MeekDuke ebook also comes in a free Access Edition — choose your own font, size, and background.
Because different is not broken.


Chapter 1. The Cyclone

Gray can feel like a heavy blanket over the whole world.

Dorothy lived in Kansas with Uncle Henry and Aunt Em and her little black dog, Toto.

Everything in Kansas was gray. The prairie was gray. The farmhouse was gray. Even Aunt Em's eyes had turned gray from looking at gray things for so long.

Uncle Henry was a farmer. He never laughed. Aunt Em never smiled.

Every day was the same. Uncle Henry worked the fields from sunup to sundown. Aunt Em cooked and cleaned and mended clothes. Dorothy fed the chickens and swept the porch.

Dorothy sometimes wished for something — anything — to change. She did not know that change was already spinning toward her across the prairie.

But Dorothy laughed. She laughed when Toto chased his tail. She laughed when the wind tickled the wheat. Toto made everything less gray.

Dorothy felt lonely sometimes. The gray pressed down on her like a heavy blanket. But Toto's warm head on her lap always helped.

Dorothy played games to chase the gray away. She and Toto raced around the farmhouse. She sang songs while Aunt Em baked bread. Sometimes she lay in the grass and named shapes in the clouds.

But the gray always came back.

One day the sky turned dark green. The wind began to howl.

Uncle Henry looked at the sky. His face went white. "A cyclone is coming!" he shouted. "Quick, Em — to the cellar!"

Aunt Em ran for the storm cellar. Uncle Henry ran after her.

Dorothy ran after Toto. Toto had hidden under the bed. She grabbed him just as the wind hit the house.

CRASH. The house shook. The wind lifted it right off the ground.

Dorothy felt terrified. The house spun and swayed. She held Toto tight and shut her eyes.

The house tipped sideways. Chairs slid across the floor. Dorothy held the bedpost with one hand and Toto with the other. She felt dizzy and sick. She wondered if the wind would ever stop.

"Hold on, Toto," she whispered. "Just hold on."

The wind carried the house for miles and miles. Then, slowly, the spinning stopped.

The house dropped out of the sky — THUMP — and landed with a jolt that rattled the dishes.

Everything went quiet.

Dorothy felt dizzy. Her heart thumped like a drum.

She opened the door.

Sunlight poured in. And outside stood a crowd of the strangest, smallest people she had ever seen.

But that is the next part of the story.

---

[image: A small wooden farmhouse spins inside a giant swirling cyclone funnel over the gray Kansas prairie while a little girl and her small black dog look out the window.]



Chapter 2. The Munchkins and the Silver Shoes

Surprise can feel like a gasp you did not plan.

The little people wore blue hats and blue clothes. They were Munchkins.

An old woman in a white gown stepped forward. "Welcome, dear child, to the land of the Munchkins," she said. "We thank you for killing the Wicked Witch of the East."

Dorothy felt shocked. "I didn't kill anyone!" she said.

"Your house did," said the old woman. "It fell on her. Only her silver shoes are left."

Dorothy looked. Under the house stuck out two feet in sparkling silver shoes.

She felt sad for the Witch, even though the Munchkins were cheering.

"I am the Witch of the North," said the old woman. "I am a good witch. But my magic is not as strong as it once was."

Then she bent down and kissed Dorothy softly on the forehead. "No one will dare harm you now," she said. "That kiss is my mark. Everyone will know you are protected."

Dorothy felt the kiss like a warm stamp. She felt a little safer.

"But how will I get home to Kansas?" Dorothy asked. Tears filled her eyes. She felt homesick already.

The Witch of the North looked sad. "The only one who might know is the great Wizard of Oz. He lives in the Emerald City."

"Where is that?"

"Follow the road of yellow brick," said the Witch. "It will lead you there."

She picked up the silver shoes. "These were the Wicked Witch of the East's. They hold strong magic. Wear them. They may help you one day."

Dorothy slipped on the silver shoes. They fit perfectly. They glittered in the sun.

The Munchkins gave her food and a basket. They gave her bread and cheese and apples. They gave Toto a bone. The Munchkins danced and sang. Dorothy felt shy, but their joy was catching. She smiled despite her worries.

A kind Munchkin named Boq walked her to the start of the yellow brick road. "It is a long road," he warned. "But it is a good road. Follow it, and do not leave it."

Boq invited Dorothy to rest at his house that night. His wife gave her a soft blue blanket. Dorothy slept deeply, with Toto curled at her feet. In the morning, Boq pointed east. "The yellow bricks begin there," he said. "Walk with courage, little one."

Dorothy felt nervous. The road stretched far, far away.

She took a deep breath and stepped onto the yellow bricks.

Behind her, the Munchkins waved. Ahead of her, the road gleamed like gold.

She did not know that three new friends were waiting on that road.

---

[image: A crowd of tiny cheerful Munchkin people in blue clothes welcomes a little girl in a checked dress; sparkling silver shoes glow on her feet as a kind old witch in white robes smiles.]



Chapter 3. The Scarecrow

Kindness feels warm, like holding a mug of cocoa.

Dorothy walked along the yellow brick road. Toto trotted beside her.

The road wound through fields of corn. The sun was warm. Dorothy felt hopeful.

Then she saw him: a Scarecrow on a pole, stuffed with straw, with a painted smile.

"Good day," said the Scarecrow.

Dorothy jumped. She felt startled. "Did you speak?" she asked.

"Yes," said the Scarecrow. "I am only stuffed with straw, so I cannot hurt you."

Dorothy felt sorry for him. He looked lonely on his pole.

"Can you get down?" she asked.

"If you lift me off this pole," he said, "I would be very grateful."

Dorothy lifted him down. Straw rustled. The Scarecrow bowed and wobbled.

"Thank you," he said. "I wish I had brains. A man with straw in his head cannot think. If I had brains, I could be wise."

Dorothy felt kind. "Come with me," she said. "I am going to the Emerald City to ask the Wizard of Oz to send me home. Perhaps he will give you brains."

The Scarecrow felt joyful. His painted smile seemed wider. "Oh, that would be wonderful!"

"Tell me," said the Scarecrow as they walked, "what is Kansas like?" Dorothy described the gray prairie. The Scarecrow listened hard. "I think gray sounds sad," he said. "I am glad I am yellow." Dorothy laughed. She felt lighter already.

So the Scarecrow joined them. He walked with a funny straw walk, and Toto barked at the rustling.

That night they rested under the stars. The Scarecrow told Dorothy he did not need sleep. He watched over her while she dreamed.

"Do you dream?" Dorothy asked him sleepily.

"I think I dream of thinking," said the Scarecrow. "When I have brains, I will think about this night and remember it." Dorothy felt touched. She fell asleep smiling.

Dorothy felt safe. She had a friend now.

In the morning they walked on. The forest grew thick and dark around the road.

Then they heard it: a strange, sad crying sound, like metal groaning.

The Scarecrow tilted his head. "Someone is crying in the trees," he said.

Dorothy felt worried. She hurried toward the sound.

---

[image: A friendly goofy scarecrow monster with straw poking from his sleeves waves from his pole in a moonlit cornfield as a little girl reaches up to help him down.]



Chapter 4. The Tin Woodman

Pity feels like an ache behind your ribs.

In the forest they found a man made entirely of tin.

He stood frozen between the trees, his axe raised. His joints were rusted stiff.

Tears of rust ran down his tin cheeks. That was the crying sound.

"Oh!" cried Dorothy. "Are you hurt?"

The Tin Woodman blinked slowly. "I am rusted," he said in a creaky voice. "It rained while I was chopping wood. My joints rusted shut. I have stood here for a whole year."

Dorothy felt pity. It ached behind her ribs.

"Is there an oil can nearby?" asked the Scarecrow, who was thinking as hard as straw could think.

"On the shelf in my cottage," creaked the Tin Woodman.

Dorothy ran and found the oil can. She oiled his neck first. He sighed with relief.

Then his arms. Then his legs. Soon he could move again. He bent and stretched, and his tin body squeaked happily.

"Thank you," he said. "I am the Tin Woodman. Once I was a man of flesh, but a wicked spell turned me to tin, piece by piece. And worst of all — I lost my heart."

He tapped his hollow tin chest. It went CLANG.

"The Wicked Witch of the East did this to me," he said. "She enchanted my axe. Every time I swung it, it slipped — and cut off a part of me. A tinsmith replaced each part with tin. Arm by arm, leg by leg. Until no part of me was flesh. And the tinsmith forgot to give me a heart."

Dorothy felt angry at the Witch. "That was cruel," she said softly.

He told them about the Munchkin maiden he had loved, long ago. "I would have married her," he said. "But without a heart, I cannot love her as I should."

Dorothy felt sad for him. "Come with us," she said. "The Wizard of Oz might give you a heart."

The Tin Woodman's eyes shone. "A heart! Then I could love someone. I would be the happiest Tin Woodman alive."

So he joined them, axe on his shoulder.

The Tin Woodman chopped a clear path through the thick forest. Fallen branches cracked under their feet. Birds sang in the high branches. The Scarecrow pointed out interesting shapes in the clouds. Dorothy felt cheerful. Three friends were better than one.

That evening a terrible roar shook the forest. Birds flew up screaming. Toto hid behind Dorothy's dress.

The Tin Woodman raised his axe. The Scarecrow stood tall.

Out of the trees leaped an enormous Lion.

---

[image: A kind shiny tin woodman monster with a tin funnel hat stands frozen with rust in a forest, holding his axe, as a little girl oils his joints with an oil can.]



Chapter 5. The Cowardly Lion

Fear is loud. It bangs like a drum in your chest.

The Lion was huge, with a great shaggy mane. He roared and struck at the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman.

Then Toto ran at him, barking furiously.

The Lion shrank back. "Don't bite me!" he whimpered. "I'm scared of small dogs."

Dorothy stared. She felt amazed. This giant Lion was afraid of tiny Toto!

"Are you... a coward?" she asked gently.

The Lion hung his great head. Tears filled his amber eyes. "I am," he admitted. "I am the Cowardly Lion. Every living thing is afraid of me, but I am afraid of everything. I want courage more than anything."

"Once, a spider bit me on the nose," the Lion confessed. "I ran all the way home and hid under my mother's bed. The other lions laughed." Dorothy felt sorry for him. "Being scared does not make you bad," she said. "It just means you need courage."

Dorothy felt tender toward him. She patted his huge paw. "Come with us," she said. "The Wizard of Oz might give you courage."

The Lion felt a flicker of hope. "Do you think so? Oh, I would be so brave!"

So the Lion joined them. He walked softly so he would not scare Toto.

That night they camped in a hollow between the trees. The Lion curled his great body around the camp like a furry wall. "Nothing will hurt you while I watch," he rumbled. Dorothy felt safer than she had in days. She dreamed of Kansas, and the Lion's purring filled her dreams.

Now they were four friends on the yellow brick road: a girl who wanted home, a Scarecrow who wanted brains, a Tin Woodman who wanted a heart, and a Lion who wanted courage.

They came to a wide, deep ditch. The Tin Woodman felled a tall tree across it, and they crossed on the trunk.

Behind them came the Kalidahs — beasts with the bodies of bears and the heads of tigers, with claws like knives. Their roars shook the leaves.

The Kalidahs chased them onto the tree bridge. The friends ran across, fast as they could. Quick as a flash, the Tin Woodman chopped through the trunk. The bridge fell, and the Kalidahs tumbled into the ditch with angry howls.

The friends cheered. Dorothy felt proud of them all.

Ahead, the road dipped into a valley of flowers — red as fire, sweet as honey.

"How lovely!" cried Dorothy, running into the blossoms.

But the sweet smell was a trap. Her eyelids grew heavy. The poppies were pulling her to sleep.

---

[image: A big fluffy cowardly lion monster with kind amber eyes trembles behind glowing bushes on a forest path while a small girl gently pats his huge paw.]



Chapter 6. The Sleepy Poppies

Sleepiness is soft and heavy, like sinking into pillows.

The poppy field stretched for miles. The red flowers nodded in the sun.

Dorothy's steps slowed. Her eyes drooped. She felt drowsy and warm.

"I... need... to rest," she murmured, and sank down among the poppies. Toto curled up beside her, already asleep.

The Lion walked a few more steps, then collapsed with a great sigh. His mighty snores shook the petals.

The Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman were not bothered. Straw and tin do not sleep.

"We must get them out," said the Scarecrow. "The poppies' smell is poison to living things."

They carried Dorothy gently out of the flowers and laid her on the soft grass beyond. Toto woke and licked her face.

But the Lion was too heavy to carry.

Then came a squeak from the grass: the Queen of the Field Mice! The Tin Woodman had once saved her from a wildcat, and she had promised to help him one day.

"You saved my life," the Queen squeaked to the Tin Woodman. "A wildcat chased me through the grass. You lifted your axe, and the cat ran away. I have waited long to repay you." The Tin Woodman bowed. "It was nothing," he said politely. But his tin chest felt warm.

"My mice and I will pull the Lion out," said the Queen. "Build us a cart."

The Tin Woodman chopped wood and built a strong wooden cart. Thousands of field mice harnessed themselves with strings, and together they pulled the sleeping Lion out of the poppies.

Dorothy woke up. Her head felt fuzzy. Toto licked her nose. "Did we make it?" she mumbled. "We made it," said the Scarecrow. She felt groggy, then grateful. She thanked the Queen a hundred times.

The field mice waved goodbye with their tiny paws. The Queen bowed low. "Call us if you ever need us," she squeaked. Dorothy promised she would remember them always.

Beyond the poppy field, the road turned toward a green glow on the horizon.

Towers sparkled. Walls shimmered. The whole city glowed like a jewel.

Dorothy gasped. She felt wonder fizz in her chest.

"The Emerald City!" cried the Scarecrow.

But a tall wall circled the city, and the gate was locked.

---

[image: A vast field of giant glowing red poppies nods under a jewel-toned night sky as a straw scarecrow and a tin woodman carry a sleeping little girl through the flowers.]



Chapter 7. The Emerald City

Wonder sparkles, like sunlight on green glass.

A little man with green whiskers opened the gate. He was the Guardian of the Gates.

"You are the first visitors in many years," he said, smiling. "The Wizard sees no one. But he has sent word — he will see you." The Guardian spoke of the Wizard's wonders: the great Head that spoke, the marvels of the palace. Dorothy felt excited and nervous at once.

"Before you enter," he said, "you must put on these spectacles." He locked a pair of green glasses onto each of them — even Toto.

"Why?" asked Dorothy.

"The brightness of the Emerald City would blind you," said the Guardian.

Inside, everything was green: green marble streets, green houses, green clothes on green people. The shops sold green candy and green popcorn. Green children played with green balls. Even the horses wore green ribbons. Dorothy felt like she was inside a jewel.

They were given a fine room in the palace, with a green bed for Dorothy and a green cushion for Toto. That night Dorothy put on a green silk dress the Guardian had given her. She twirled in front of the mirror. She felt almost like a princess.

In the morning, the Guardian led them toward the Wizard's throne room.

But the Wizard would see only one of them today. The others must wait their turn.

Dorothy would go first.

She stood before the great doors, her heart thumping. Behind those doors waited Oz — the Great and Terrible.

She pushed the doors open and stepped inside.

---

[image: A magnificent gleaming emerald-green crystal city with jeweled towers rises under a jewel-toned night sky as four small friends approach its glowing gates in awe.]



Chapter 8. The Wizard's Bargain

Being told "you must" can feel like a door shutting in your face.

On the great throne sat an enormous Head — no body, no arms, no legs. Just a giant, solemn Head.

"I am Oz, the Great and Terrible," it boomed. "Why do you seek me?"

Dorothy's knees shook. But she stood straight. "Please, I want to go home to Kansas."

"Bring me the broomstick of the Wicked Witch of the West," said the Head, "and I will send you home."

Dorothy felt dismay. She was a little girl. How could she fight a wicked witch?

The Scarecrow went next. He met not a Head but a lovely Lady in green silk. She gave him the same task.

The Tin Woodman met a terrible Beast with five eyes. Same task.

The Lion met a great Ball of Fire, burning and roaring. Same task: destroy the Wicked Witch of the West.

Between visits, the friends waited in the green room and compared stories. "Mine was a lovely Lady," said the Scarecrow. "Mine was a Beast with five eyes!" said the Tin Woodman. "Mine was fire!" said the Lion. Dorothy frowned. "How can the Wizard be four different things?" The Scarecrow tapped his straw head. "That is a very good question," he said. Nobody had an answer. They felt uneasy.

That night the four friends sat together in their green room. Nobody spoke for a long time.

"She is wicked and powerful," whispered the Lion. "She will destroy us."

"But it is our only chance," said Dorothy. She felt scared, but also determined. "For home. For brains. For a heart. For courage."

Dorothy lay awake long after the others slept. She pictured the Wicked Witch of the West: tall, terrible, with one glaring eye. She felt scared. But she thought of Aunt Em's arms. "For home," she whispered.

The Scarecrow nodded his straw head. The Tin Woodman clanged his chest bravely.

At dawn they left the Emerald City and walked west, toward the Winkie Country — where the Wicked Witch of the West was waiting.

The yellow brick road ended at the city's edge. Beyond it stretched a rough country road. The land grew wilder. Dark hills rose in the distance. A cold wind blew. Dorothy pulled her shawl tight. She felt small against the big, strange land.

---



Chapter 9. The Wicked Witch of the West

Dread is cold. It crawls up your spine like ice water.

The Wicked Witch of the West had one eye, like a telescope. From her castle window she saw them coming.

She sent hungry wolves. The Tin Woodman chopped them down with his axe.

She sent wild crows. The Scarecrow twisted their necks and scattered them.

She sent black bees. The Scarecrow pulled out his straw and let them sting the straw, while the others hid beneath it.

Then she sent her Winkie soldiers. The Lion roared so terribly that the soldiers ran away.

The Witch was furious. She opened her golden box and took out the Golden Cap.

"This cap commands the Winged Monkeys," she hissed. "They must obey whoever wears it — three times."

She put on the cap and gave the order. A chattering storm of Winged Monkeys filled the sky.

The Monkeys tore the straw from the Scarecrow and threw him into a tree. They dented and battered the Tin Woodman and dropped him on sharp rocks. They tied the Lion with ropes and carried him to the castle yard.

But they did not harm Dorothy. On her forehead they saw the Good Witch of the North's kiss, glowing faintly. They were afraid of that mark.

The leader of the Winged Monkeys spoke to Dorothy softly. "We do not wish to serve the Witch," he said. "The Golden Cap forces us to obey. We are sorry." Dorothy felt pity for them. "It is not your fault," she told them.

So the Witch made Dorothy her servant. Day after day, Dorothy swept the castle floors. She polished the Witch's broomstick. At night she cried quietly into her pillow. She missed her friends. She missed Kansas. But she did not give up. She watched the Witch, and she waited.

One day the Witch saw the silver shoes on Dorothy's feet. She wanted them. She set a trap: an invisible iron bar across the floor. Dorothy tripped — and one silver shoe flew off.

Dorothy felt rage. She grabbed a bucket of water and threw it at the Witch.

The Witch screamed. "You have destroyed me!" She melted — bubbled and hissed — until nothing was left but a brown puddle.

Dorothy felt stunned. Then she felt free.

The Winkies cheered. They were glad to be free. They mended the Tin Woodman with gold and polished him bright. They restuffed the Scarecrow with fresh straw.

Dorothy picked up the Golden Cap. Now SHE was its owner. She had three wishes of her own.

She turned the cap over in her hands. It was plain gold, soft as cloth. "Such a small thing," she murmured, "to hold such power." She felt serious. Wishes should not be wasted.

"Take us back to the Emerald City," she commanded.

The Winged Monkeys soared into the sky — and the friends flew home in triumph.

But the Wizard still owed them their wishes.

---

[image: A wicked green witch monster melts into a bubbling puddle as a brave little girl holds up an empty water bucket; her scarecrow, tin, and lion friends cheer.]



Chapter 10. The Humbug Wizard

Anger is hot. It fizzes up like soda about to spill.

Back in the Emerald City, the friends marched to the throne room.

"We have done your task!" cried Dorothy. "The Wicked Witch of the West is melted!"

The great Head was silent for a long moment. Then it said, "Come back tomorrow."

"Tomorrow!" shouted Dorothy. She felt anger fizzing up. "You promised!"

Toto, bored and brave, trotted behind the throne — and knocked over a painted screen.

Behind it stood a little old man with a bald head, pulling levers and speaking into a tube.

The friends gasped.

"Are you the Wizard?" asked Dorothy.

The little man turned red. "I... I am," he admitted. "I am a humbug."

He told them everything. He was a ventriloquist from Omaha. His circus balloon had blown away to the Land of Oz. The people thought his tricks were magic, so he had played the Wizard ever since.

"I have fooled everyone," he said sadly. "But I cannot fool you any longer."

Dorothy felt her anger cool into pity. He was just a lonely old man.

"But our wishes?" asked the Scarecrow.

The Wizard smiled. "I cannot give you real brains, but I can give you something just as good."

He filled the Scarecrow's head with bran mixed with pins and needles. "Now you have sharp brains!" The Scarecrow felt clever at once.

He gave the Tin Woodman a silk heart stuffed with sawdust. "Now you can love!" The Tin Woodman wept with joy.

He gave the Lion a green drink. "Courage in a bottle!" The Lion drank it and roared bravely.

Then the Wizard turned to Dorothy. "And I will take you home myself," he said. "We will fly away in my balloon — just like I came."

Dorothy felt hope bloom like a flower. Home! At last!

For three days, the Wizard sewed the great balloon from green silk. Dorothy helped him tie the ropes. "It must be strong," he said. "It will carry us all the way to Kansas." Dorothy felt hope grow bigger every day.

The whole city gathered to watch the great balloon rise. Bells rang. Green flags waved.

The night before the flight, the palace cooks made a great feast: green soup, green bread, green cakes. The Scarecrow ate nothing, but he enjoyed watching. The Tin Woodman oiled his jaw so he could chew. The Lion ate enough for three lions. Dorothy laughed until her sides hurt.

---



Chapter 11. The Road South

Tired feet still want to keep going when hope is near.

The balloon was huge and beautiful, green silk with gold ropes.

The Wizard climbed into the basket. Dorothy picked up Toto to follow —

But Toto spotted a kitten and chased it through the crowd. Dorothy ran after him.

"Come back!" cried the Wizard. But the ropes slipped from his hands.

The balloon rose. Higher. Higher. The wind caught it.

"Goodbye!" called the little old man, waving his hat. And he was gone.

Dorothy felt heartbreak crash over her like a wave. She sat down and cried.

Her friends gathered around her. "We will find another way," said the Scarecrow gently.

The Soldier with the Green Whiskers told them: "In the South lives Glinda, the Good Witch of the South. She is the most powerful of all. She will know how to send you home."

So they set out south on foot. Dorothy wore the Golden Cap. She had used one wish. Two remained.

On the road they met the Fighting Trees, who boxed their ears with wooden fists. The trees swung their branches like boxers. One caught the Scarecrow and spun him around. The Lion roared and swatted branches away. The Tin Woodman's axe flashed — chop, chop, chop — until the path was clear. They ran through, rubbing their sore ears.

They crossed the Dainty China Country, where everything — people, houses, animals — was made of china. They met a china Princess with a china crown. "Please be careful," she begged. "We break so easily." The friends tiptoed through the tiny streets. The Lion tucked in his great tail. Nobody broke a single thing. They felt relieved.

Then they came to a steep hill. On top stood the Hammer-Heads — rubber people who bounced and would not let anyone pass.

Dorothy put on the Golden Cap. "Carry us over this hill to the Land of the South," she commanded.

The Winged Monkeys swept down, lifted the friends gently, and set them down beyond the hill.

As they flew, the Monkey King chatted with Dorothy. "We have carried many travelers," he said. "But you are the kindest owner the cap has ever had." Dorothy felt proud. Below them, the Land of the South spread out like a quilt — red and gold and green.

Ahead rose a beautiful palace, warm and golden in the sunset.

"Glinda's palace," whispered the Scarecrow.

Dorothy felt hope again, small but bright. She knocked on the great door.

---



Chapter 12. Home Again

Home feels like arms around you.

The door opened, and there stood Glinda — the Good Witch of the South. She was young and beautiful, with rich red hair and kind eyes.

Glinda's palace was the loveliest place Dorothy had ever seen. Fountains sparkled. Roses climbed the walls. Three young girls in white guided them in. Dorothy felt calm for the first time in weeks.

She listened to the whole story. Then she smiled.

"Dorothy," she said, "you have worn the answer on your feet all along. The silver shoes can carry you anywhere in the world. Three steps, and you will be home."

Dorothy stared at her glittering shoes. She felt amazed. "Why didn't anyone tell me sooner?" she laughed through happy tears.

"Because you would not have believed me," said Glinda gently. "And because your friends needed you — and you needed them."

Then came the goodbyes. Glinda's servants brought a farewell feast: cakes and fruit and cool drinks. The friends ate together one last time, telling stories and laughing.

Then Dorothy hugged the Scarecrow, the Tin Woodman, and the Lion. She cried, and they cried too — the Tin Woodman rusted his cheeks with tears.

Glinda took the Golden Cap. As its new owner, she made three wishes: she sent the Scarecrow to rule the Emerald City, the Tin Woodman to rule the Winkies, and the Lion to be King of the Forest. Then she gave the cap to the King of the Monkeys, and they were free forever.

Dorothy clicked the heels of the silver shoes together three times. "Take me home to Aunt Em!" she said.

The wind whirled around her like a soft tornado. Kansas rushed toward her — the prairie, the wheat, the little farmhouse. Her heart pounded. "I'm coming, Aunt Em!" she whispered.

Over the great desert, the silver shoes slipped from her feet and fell — lost forever in the sand.

Then — THUMP. She landed on the soft Kansas grass.

She opened her eyes. The farmhouse stood before her — the new house Uncle Henry had built.

Aunt Em came running out. "Dorothy!" she cried, and folded her in her arms.

Dorothy felt Aunt Em's arms around her. She felt Toto's warm tongue on her cheek.

The gray was still there. But Dorothy was home.

And home, she knew now, was the most magical place of all.



ONE LAST THING
This book is yours now.
Fold the corners. Underline everything. Read the ending first.
Read one page a day, or the whole thing at 2am. Both count.
Stim while you read. Take breaks. Come back when you're ready.
There are no rules here except yours.
We built this book for the way your mind actually works. So read it the way you actually live.
And if it helps you, tell someone.
Somebody out there needs to hear it.


— MEEKDUKE BOOKS · THE FREE PANTRY —

New here? Your first book’s on us.

This book is free forever — keep it, share it, read it a hundred times.

More free books live in the Free Pantry at meekdukebooks.com — the whole shelf is free, always.

Small ways to keep the shelf full:


• Buy a Kid a Book — $1: buy.stripe.com/cNi8wRftf4Ac8yMaMOasg18 — every dollar puts a book in a young reader’s hands.

• Christmas Magnetic Bookmarks — $9.99 at meekdukebooks.com (the Manor Shop).

• Stacked-Book Christmas Ornament, 3-pack — $11.99 at meekdukebooks.com (the Manor Shop).



Missouri families with a child under 5: join the Treehouse Pack — a free book every month: meekdukebooks.com

Watch the books read aloud every Saturday — ECHO’S STORYTIME on YouTube @meekdukebooks.

meekdukebooks.com
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