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In the middle of the state of Kansas was a great, grey prairie where the wind blew fiercely and farmers worked hard to grow crops in the poor, thin soil. Every few miles on this prairie, a small, grey farmhouse popped up out of the grass . . . and in one of these small, grey houses  lived a little girl named Dorothy, her Uncle Henry and her Aunt Em.
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Dorothy’s aunt and uncle were farmers. They were thin and grey, like the earth, and they didn’t smile a great deal. But Dorothy knew that they loved her very much – and she loved them back, with all her heart. 
Living in the middle of a great, grey prairie, young Dorothy didn’t have many friends to play with. 







	
			

			


But was she bored? Oh, no! 
She had a little black dog called Toto, who was full of mischief. He barked and ran and jumped and rolled and dug in the thin, grey soil, and the two of them played together from morning till night. 
But, today, Dorothy and Toto were silent. The sky was darker than usual. The wind howled like hungry wolves and, in the distance, the prairie grass rippled fiercely. 
A cyclone was on its way. 
“Dorothy, Em, go down into the cellar while I check on the cow and the horses,” said Uncle Henry.
Aunt Em flung open the trapdoor. “Dorothy!” she cried. “Come quickly! Bring Toto!”
But Toto was more scared of the small, dark cellar than of the terrible raging wind outside. With a yelp, he leapt from Dorothy’s arms. 
“Toto, come back!” called Dorothy, scrambling after him.
But it was too late. As Dorothy caught the little dog in  her arms, the house shook so hard that they fell to the floor. The windowpanes rattled and – bang! – the trapdoor slammed shut. 
The cyclone had hit!
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Clutching Toto, Dorothy was flung from one wall to the other as the house rocked from side to side. Plates and teacups flew through the air – even chairs were lifted up and hurled by the wind.
“Aunt Em!” cried Dorothy. “Help!” 
Then, with a great rush of wind, the little  house was swept from the ground. And suddenly the rocking and whirling stopped. Everything was still. It felt to Dorothy as though they must be floating. And they were! Looking out of the window, she could see that the house was balanced at the very top of the cyclone. With Toto in her arms, Dorothy crept over to her bed. She lay down, shut her eyes and pressed her face into Toto’s fur. Were Aunt Em and Uncle Henry safe? Where was the fierce wind taking them? How she wished she were safely on the ground! 
But, eventually, lulled by the gentle sway  of the house, bobbing on top of the cyclone,  Dorothy fell 
asleep. 
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When Dorothy woke it was with a bump. The little house had landed. Bright sunshine was streaming in through the window. With Toto at her heels, Dorothy ran to the door. She flung it open and­­— “Oh!”
Stretched out in front of her was the most beautiful land she had ever seen. There were lush green meadows, towering trees with delicious-looking fruit, and bright, sweet-scented flowers. Dazzling blue birds sang in the sky and, in the distance, a silver stream sparkled in the sunlight. Dorothy had never seen so much colour!
Coming towards her was a group of people dressed in blue.  As they got closer, Dorothy saw that, although grown up, they were almost the same size as she was. 
The eldest in the group – the only one not dressed in blue – was a lady. She wore a pointy hat and a white dress covered in golden stars. She stepped forward, smiling. 
“Welcome to the Land of the Munchkins, my dear!” she said.  “I thank you most sincerely for what you have done!”
“But I haven’t done anything!” said Dorothy.
“Why, you’ve killed the Wicked Witch of the East,” said the lady, “and set the Munchkins free!”
The men and women in blue cheered with delight. They must be the Munchkins, thought Dorothy. 
“Thank you!” they cried. “Thank you!” 
But Dorothy was horrified. She had never killed anything! Ever! 
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