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Introduction




Lyman Frank Baum (May 15th, 1856 – May 6th, 1919) was an acclaimed american author, known mainly for his children's fantasy novels, and in particular, for his most famous book, 'The Wonderful Wizard of Oz,' which was only the first of a long series of novels about the fictitious land of Oz. 

In total, Baum wrote 14 Oz series books, as well as 41 other novels, 83 short stories, more than 200 poems, and at least 42 theater and film scripts.

Altogether, there were 40 books in the Oz series, as it was continued after Baum's death in his style and on his behalf, by author Ruth Plumly Thompson, who wrote an additional 19 Oz books, and other authors who added a further 7 books.

In addition to the Oz books, L. Frank Baum also wrote other, science fiction and romance books, for children and teenagers, under a variety of pseudonyms, most notably, Edith Van Dyne (for the popular Aunt Jane's Nieces books series), and Laura Bancroft, Floyd Akers, Schuyler Staunton, and Capt. Hugh Fitzgerald.

L. Frank Baum was born on May 15th 1856, to wealthy methodist parents, Cynthia Ann (nee Stanton) and Benjamin Ward Baum, and he grew up, and was mostly homeschooled, in the large, beautiful home they owned, called 'Rose Lawn,' in Mattydale, New York. He was the seventh of nine children, only five of whom survived into adulthood.

Baum was given the first name, 'Lyman,' after his father's brother, but he always disliked it, and preferred to be known all his life, by his middle name, Frank.

He suffered from ill health as a child, most notably, after a time spent at boarding school, when he had to return home after suffering what appears to have been a kind of psychosomatic heart attack, and in response, his father nurtured and provided well for his personal interests and hobbies.

He began as an amateur writer early in life, when his father bought him and his brother a small printing press, and they began to write a journal called, 'The Rose Lawn Home Journal,' which they gave away for free.

By age 17, Baum had taken up stamp collecting as a hobby, and began writing a second amateur journal called, 'The stamp Collector,' and a printed pamphlet called, 'Baum's Complete Stamp Dealers' Directory.'

After that, at age 20, he took up the hobby of breeding fancy poultry, particularly a species called, the 'Hamburg Chicken.' He began writing a journal about this hobby too, and in 1886, when he was 30 years old, he had his very first, non-fiction, book published, called, 'The Book of the Hamburgs: A Brief Treatise upon the Mating, Rearing, and Management of the Different Varieties of Hamburgs.'

L. Frank Baum is known for having had a great many different types of jobs, careers, businesses and interests, which also sometimes ended in financial failure, but throughout his life, he also maintained a strong passion for writing, acting, playwriting, and theater and film in general.

Later in life, Baum owned his own theater, which was also bought for him by his father. And of course, 'The Wonderful Wizard of Oz,' and some of his other books, have spawned many theater and film versions throughout the years, some of which Baum was responsible for creating himself.

In 1882, L. Frank Baum married Maud Gage, with whom he had four sons. Maud had a strong personality and was strict with their children, but as spouses they were clearly a very happy and romantic couple.

For example, to celebrate their 25th silver jubilee wedding anniversary in 1907, Baum sent out invitations to their family and friends without telling Maud, that included a sweet, and tongue-in-cheek summary of their marriage:

"Quarrels: Just a few.

Wife in tears: Three times (cat died; bonnet spoiled; sore toe).

Husband swore: One thousand one hundred and eighty-seven times; at wife, 0.

Causes of jealousy: 0. (Remarkable in an age of manicured men and beauty doctor women.)

Broke, occasionally; bent, often.

Unhappy: 0."

Maud Gage Baum was the daughter of a famous feminist and suffragist called Matilda Joslyn Gage. ('Suffrage' means the right to vote. However, the 'suffragists' took a less aggressive approach than the 'suffragettes,' focusing more on the circulation of information, and peaceful, rather than direct, aggressive action protests, although Matilda Joslyn Gage was still a very radical suffragist.)

Baum formed a devoted friendship with his mother-in-law, and was very influenced by her, and the philosophies of the suffragist movement, which sought better political and social rights for women, and in particular, their right to vote in government political elections (a right that was eventually won in 1928.)

From then onward, Baum began to support the feminist and suffragist cause too, for the rest of his life, both philosophically and actively.

Baum was the secretary of the South Dakota (where he and his family lived at the time) 'Equal Suffrage Club,' which attempted to convince local people to support the cause of women's rights, and his beliefs influenced and were reflected in his creativity, and the great books that he wrote later. 

Both fans and critics can see indications of his views in this regard, in the children's stories that would make him famous, particularly by way of playful humor, and they often had courageous female protagonists, which was not the norm, and which would obviously have more appeal for girls.

Baum was also very influenced by Matilda Joslyn Gage's stance against the persecution of native americans. But around the time of 'The Wounded Knee Massacre,' when nearly three hundred Lakota people were shot and killed by the United States Army, he issued a confusing statement which seemed to call this stance into question, and seemed to indicate extreme racism towards them instead.

Baum appears to have been trying to say, in an impassioned and sarcastic way, that so much damage had already been done to the native americans he was referring to, that the only way to guarrantee the safety of white american settlers in the area, and even to give them back some of their dignity, was to kill the rest of those that were left.

However, critics accused him of not being sarcastic, but of meaning what he said literally.

In any case, in 2006, two of Baum's descendants gave a public apology to the Sioux nation, for any hurt that their ancestor might have caused by what he said.

Despite all his years of writing experience, and the great and prolific fiction author that he was soon to become, it was not until 1897, when Baum was 41 years old, that his first successful children's fiction book, called 'Mother Goose in Prose,' was published. This was a collection of children's stories, illustrated by Maxfield Parrish, that were based on tradittional 'Mother Goose' nursery rhymes.

Next came, 'Father Goose,' which was a collection of nonsense poetry, illustrated by W.W. Denslow. This too, was well received, and even became the best-selling children's book of the year.

After that, he had two children's alphabet books published, and it was at this point, that Baum began to be taken seriously as a writer. His fortunes had forever changed, and he was making enough money from it, that he would never have to work at a normal job that he hated again.

In 1900, Baum published, 'The Wonderful Wizard of Oz,' with illustrations by William allace Denslow, and it was an instant success, which catapulted him to longstanding worldwide fame and fortune.

'The Life and Adventures of Santa Claus' was first published in 1902, with illustrations by Mary Cowles Clark, then two years later, Baum published a follow-up short story, that was originally published in a women's magazine, which is a continuation of the original novel called, 'A Kidnapped Santa Claus,' in which Santa Claus is captured by fierce 'daemons'.

The short story shares the same fictional world and characters as 'The Life and Adventures of Santa Claus,' and is sometimes presented alongside the original novel, but is said to present 'a less rosy view of the world.'

L. Frank Baum continued writing the Oz novels until the end of his life, and replied to the letters from his fans, calling himself the 'Royal Historian of Oz,' and often taking the children's suggestions as ideas for the next book.

Just like Santa Claus, in 'The Life and Adventures of Santa Claus,' his destiny was to bring happiness to children everywhere, and in completing his mission so well, he too, achieved immortality.










  
  

To My Son

Harry Neal Baum
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Chapter one

Burzee





Have you heard of the great Forest of Burzee? Nurse used to sing of it when I was a child. She sang of the big tree-trunks, standing close together, with their roots intertwining below the earth and their branches intertwining above it; of their rough coating of bark and queer, gnarled limbs; of the bushy foliage that roofed the entire forest, save where the sunbeams found a path through which to touch the ground in little spots and to cast weird and curious shadows over the mosses, the lichens and the drifts of dried leaves. 

[image: image-placeholder]

The Forest of Burzee is mighty and grand and awesome to those who steal beneath its shade. Coming from the sunlit meadows into its mazes it seems at first gloomy, then pleasant, and afterward filled with never-ending delights.

For hundreds of years it has flourished in all its magnificence, the silence of its inclosure unbroken save by the chirp of busy chipmunks, the growl of wild beasts and the songs of birds.

[image: image-placeholder]

Yet Burzee has its inabitants-for all this. Nature peopled it in the beginning with Fairies, Knooks, Ryls and Nymphs. As long as the Forest stands it will be a home, a refuge and a playground to these sweet immortals, who revel undisturbed in its depths.

Civilization has never yet reached Burzee. Will it ever, I wonder?










  
  

Chapter two

The Child of the Forest





Once, so long ago our great-grandfathers could scarcely have heard it mentioned, there lived within the great Forest of Burzee a wood-nymph named Necile. She was closely related to the mighty Queen Zurline, and her home was beneath the shade of a widespreading oak. Once every year, on Budding Day, when the trees put forth their new buds, Necile held the Golden Chalice of Ak to the lips of the Queen, who drank therefrom to the prosperity of the Forest. So you see she was a nymph of some importance, and, moreover, it was said she was highly regarded because of her beauty and grace. 

[image: image-placeholder]

When she was created she could not have told; Queen Zurline could not have told; the great Ak himself could not have told. It was long ago when the world was new and nymphs were needed to guard the forests and to minister to the wants of the young trees. Then, on some day not remembered, Necile sprang into being; radiant, lovely, straight and slim as the sapling she was created to guard.

Her hair was the color that lines a chestnut-bur; her eyes were blue in the sunlight and purple in the shade; her cheeks bloomed with the faint pink that edges the clouds at sunset; her lips were full red, pouting and sweet. For costume she adopted oak-leaf green; all the wood-nymphs dress in that color and know no other so desirable. Her dainty feet were sandal-clad, while her head remained bare of covering other than her silken tresses.

Necile's duties were few and simple. She kept hurtful weeds from growing beneath her trees and sapping the earth-food required by her charges. She frightened away the Gadgols, who took evil delight in flying against the tree-trunks and wounding them so that they drooped and died from the poisonous contact. In dry seasons she carried water from the brooks and pools and moistened the roots of her thirsty dependents.

That was in the beginning. The weeds had now learned to avoid the forests where wood-nymphs dwelt; the loathsome Gadgols no longer dared come nigh; the trees had become old and sturdy and could bear the drought better than when fresh-sprouted. So Necile's duties were lessened, and time grew laggard, while suceeding years became more tiresome and uneventful than the nymph's joyous spirit loved.

Truly the forest-dwellers did not lack amusement. Each full moon they danced in the Royal Circle of the Queen. there were also the Feast of Nuts, the Jubilee of Autumn Tintings, the solemn ceremony of Leaf Shedding and the revelry of Budding Day. But these periods of enjoyment were far apart, and left many weary hours between.

That a wood-nymph could grow discontented was not thought of by Necile's sisters. It came upon her only after many years of brooding. But when once she had settled in her mind that life was irksome she had no patience with her condition, and longed to do something of real interest and to pass her days in ways hitherto undreamed of by forest nymphs. The Law of the Forest alone restrained her from going forth in search of adventure.

While this mood lay heavy upon pretty Necile it chanced that the great Ak visited the Forest of Burzee and allowed the wood-nymphs as was their wont – to lie at his feet and listen to the words of wisdom that fell from his lips. Ak is the Master Woodsman of the world; he sees everything, and knows more than the sons of men.

That night he held the Queen's hand, for he loved the nymphs as a father loves his children; and Necile lay at his feet with many of her sisters and earnestly harkened as he spoke.

"We live so happily, my fair ones, in our forest glades," said Ak, stroking his grizzled beard thoughtfully, "that we know nothing of the sorrow and misery that fall to the lot of those poor mortals who inhabit the open spaces of the earth. They are not of our race, it is true, yet compassion well befits beings so fairly favored as ourselves. Often as I pass by the dwelling of some suffering mortal I am tempted to stop and banish the poor thing's misery. Yet suffering, in moderation, is the natural lot of mortals, and it is not our place to interfere with the laws of Nature."

[image: image-placeholder]

"Nevertheless," said the fair Queen, nodding her golden head at the Master Woodsman, "it would not be a vain guess that Ak has often assisted these hapless mortals."

Ak smiled.

"Sometimes," he replied, "when they are very young – 'children,' – the mortals call them – I have stopped to rescue them from misery. The men and women I dare not interfere with; they must bear the burdens Nature has imposed upon them. But the hapless infants, the innocent children of men, have a right to be happy until they become full-grown and able to bear the trials of humanity. So I feel I am justified in assisting them. Not long ago – a year, maybe – I found four poor children huddled in a wooden hut, slowly freezing to death. Their parents had gone to a neighbouring village for food, and had left a fire to warm their little ones while they were absent. But a storm arose and drifted the snow in their path, so they were long on the road. Meantime the fire went out and the frost crept into the bones of the waiting children."

"Poor things!" murmured the Queen softly. "What did you do?"

"I called Nelko, bidding him fetch wood from my forests and breathe upon it until the fire blazed again and warmed the little room where the children lay. Then they ceased shivering and fell asleep until their parents came."

"I am glad you did thus," said the good Queen, beaming upon the Master; and Necile, who had eagerly listened to every word, echoed in a whisper: "I, too, am glad!"
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"And this very night," continued Ak, "as I came to the edge of Burzee I heard a feeble cry, which I judged came from a human infant. I looked about me and found, close to the forest, a helpless babe, lying quite naked upon the grasses and wailing quite piteously. Not far away, screened by the forest, crouched Shiegra, the lioness, intent upon devouring the infant for her evening meal."

"And what did you do, Ak?" asked the Queen, breathlessly.

"Not much, being in a hurry to greet my nymphs. But I commanded Shiegra to lie close to the babe, and to give it her milk to quiet its hunger. And I told her to send word throughout the forest, to all beasts and reptiles, that the child should not be harmed."

"I am glad you did thus," said the good Queen again, in a tone of relief;  but this time Necile did not echo her words, for the nymph, filled with a strange resolve, had suddenly stolen away from the group.

Swiftly her lithe form darted through the forest paths until she reached the edge of mighty Burzee, when she paused to gaze curiously about her. Never until now had she ventured so far, for the Law of the Forest had placed the nymphs in its inmost depths.

Necile knew she was breaking the Law, but the thought did not give pause to her dainty feet. She had decided to see with her own eyes this infant Ak had told of, for she had never yet beheld a child of man. All the immortals are full-grown; there are no children among them. Peering through the trees Necile saw the child lying on the grass. But now it was sweetly sleeping, having been comforted by the milk drawn from Shiegra. It was not old enough to know what peril means; if it did not feel hunger it was content.

Softly the nymph stole to the side of the babe and knelt upon the sward, her long robe of rose leaf color spreading about her like a gossamer cloud. Her lovely countenance expresed curiosity and surprise, but, most of all, a tender, womanly pity. The babe was new-born, chubby and pink. It was entirely helpless. While the nymph gazed the infant opened its eyes, smiled upon her, and stretched out two dimpled arms. In another instant Necile had caught it to her breast and was hurrying with it through the forest paths.
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