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L. Frank Baum (1856-1919) wrote 69 books beloved by children, including The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, which became a classic movie.

Lyman Frank Baum was born on May 15, 1856, near Syracuse, New York. His father, Benjamin, was a wealthy oil businessman, and young Frank (who disliked his first name and never used it) grew up in comfort. Because he had a weak heart, Frank led a quiet life as a child and was educated largely by tutors. A brief stay at a military academy was not successful, and Frank returned home to indulge his taste for reading, writing, stamp collecting, and chicken breeding. He als publihed two different monthly newspapers during his teenage years.

L. Frank Baum (1856-1919) wrote 69 books beloved by children, including The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, which became a classic movie.

Lyman Frank Baum was born on May 15, 1856, near Syracuse, New York. His father, Benjamin, was a wealthy oil businessman, and young Frank (who disliked his first name and never used it) grew up in comfort. Because he had a weak heart, Frank led a quiet life as a child and was educated largely by tutors. A brief stay at a military academy was not successful, and Frank returned home to indulge his taste for reading, writing, stamp collecting, and chicken breeding. He also published two different monthly newspapers during his teenage years. Baum grew up to become a man of great charm and many interests, yet he had little direction. He pursued a variety of careers ranging from acting to newspaper reporting to theatrical management to writing plays. One of his plays, The Maid of Arran, was a surprise smash hit, and Frank and his company toured with it throughout the United States and Canada in the early 1880s.

While at home on a break from the tour, Baum met and became engaged to Maud Gage, youngest daughter of prominent women's suffrage activist Matilda J. Gage. The strong-willed Matilda did not approve of the impractical Baum, but Maud, equally determined, insisted, and the two were married in November 1882. The marriage, apparently one of opposites, was a happy one, as Maud provided Baum with the stability and good sense he needed, and eventually for their children the discipline he was too gentle to perform.

Baum gave up acting when Maud became pregnant with their first child and all the scenery, props, and costumes for The Maid of Arran were destroyed in a fire. He worked for a time in the family oil business in Syracuse, still writing plays in his spare time, none of which were produced. In the late 1880s he and the family, which now included two sons, moved to the Dakota Territory, where Baum worked for a time as a shopkeeper and then as a newspaper editor, enjoying both jobs but failing financially in each.

By 1891 it was clear that his growing family, now with four sons, required that he find a job that would provide financial stability. They moved to Chicago, where he was first a newspaper reporter but soon took a better paying job as a traveling salesman with a crockery firm. At the suggestion of his mother-in-law, Baum began to write down some of the stories he made up to tell his sons every evening when he was home. One of these stories, Mother Goose in Prose, was published in 1897. The book sold well, and, on the advice of his doctor, Baum gave up his traveling job. Instead, he became the editor of a journal for window-dressers, which also did well.

Baum next decided to collaborate on a children's book with a friend, the artist W. W. Denslow. Father Goose, His Book, published in 1899, was a best-seller. One of the five books he published in 1900, also based on stories he had told his sons and illustrated by Denslow, was The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, which immediately broke records for sales and made Baum a celebrity. At the suggestion of his publisher, Baum's book, with substantial changes to fit the theatrical tastes of the day, was made into a musical in 1902, which also was a great success and toured the United States for years. A second Oz book, The Marvelous Land of Oz, a clever satire on the women's suffrage movement, was published in 1904 and was very popular, and other Oz books followed, though none matched the originality or sales of the first two books. In addition, over the next two decades he wrote over 35 non-Oz books under various pseudonyms and aimed at various audiences. Most of these were "pot-boilers, " but they did well financially and helped make Baum a wealthy man.

Always looking for new outlets for his creativity, Baum became interested in films. In 1909 he founded a company to produce hand-colored slides featuring characters from his Oz books. These were shown while he narrated and an orchestra played background music. Although highly innovative, these "radio-plays, " as he called them, lost a great deal of money, and in June 1911 he was forced to declare bankruptcy. A later venture into the film business, the Oz Film Company in 1914, produced six movies but experienced severe distribution problems and also failed, though not as disastrously.

Using money Maud had inherited from her mother, the Baums moved to Hollywood, California, in 1910 for Frank's health, and there built Ozcot, a large home with an impressive garden. Here he produced additional Oz books, to a total of 14, which helped ease his financial problems. But with most of his fortune gone and his health failing, in his later years Baum lived quietly at Ozcot, gardening, writing stories, and answering the hundreds of letters he received from Oz-struck children. After a protracted illness in his gall-bladder and a 24 hour coma, he died on May 6, 1919, supposedly uttering, "Now we can cross the Shifting Sands" just a minute before expiring.

Baum's Oz books were so popular and profitable that after his death, with Maud's permission, the publishers continued the series using other writers. In addition, the lasting popularity of Oz was in no small way aided by film versions of The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, the 1925 silent version with Oliver Hardy as the Tin-Man, and most notably the 1939 classic MGM musical with Judy Garland as Dorothy.

Although Baum's avowed intention was merely to entertain children with unique American creations and American values, his Oz books have been endlessly criticized and analyzed, and they sometimes have been banned from libraries as being too imaginative, too frightening, or even too dull. Nonetheless, they constitute 20th century America's first and most enduring contribution to children's fantasy literature.
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In which are related the Exciting Experiences of Princess


Ozma of Oz, and Dorothy, in their hazardous journey

to the home of the Flatheads, and to the Magic

Isle of the Skeezers, and how they were

rescued from dire peril by the

sorcery of Glinda the Good

This Book is Dedicated to My Son Robert Stanton Baum
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The Call to Duty
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Glinda, the good Sorceress of Oz, sat in the grand court of her palace,

surrounded by her maids of honor—a hundred of the most beautiful girls of

the Fairyland of Oz. The palace court was built of rare marbles, exquisitely

polished. Fountains tinkled musically here and there; the vast colonnade,

open to the south, allowed the maidens, as they raised their heads from their

embroideries, to gaze upon a vista of rose-hued fields and groves of trees

bearing fruits or laden with sweet-scented flowers. At times one of the girls

would start a song, the others joining in the chorus, or one would rise and

dance, gracefully swaying to the music of a harp played by a companion.

And then Glinda smiled, glad to see her maids mixing play with work.


Presently among the fields an object was seen moving, threading the



broad path that led to the castle gate. Some of the girls looked upon this

object enviously; the Sorceress merely gave it a glance and nodded her

stately head as if pleased, for it meant the coming of her friend and mistress

—the only one in all the land that Glinda bowed to.


Then up the path trotted a wooden animal attached to a red wagon, and as



the quaint steed  halted at the gate there descended from the wagon two

young girls, Ozma, Ruler of Oz, and her companion, Princess Dorothy.

Both were dressed in simple white muslin gowns, and as they ran up the

marble steps of the palace they laughed and chatted as gaily as if they were

not the most important persons in the world's loveliest fairyland.


The maids of honor had risen and stood with bowed heads to greet the



royal Ozma, while Glinda came forward with outstretched arms to greet her

guests.


"We've just come on a visit, you know," said Ozma. "Both Dorothy and I



were wondering how we should pass the day when we happened to think

we'd not been to your Quadling Country for weeks, so we took the

Sawhorse and rode straight here."
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"And we came so fast," added Dorothy, "that our hair is blown all fuzzy,



for the Sawhorse makes a wind of his own. Usually it's a day's journey from

the Em'rald City, but I don't s'pose we were two hours on the way."


"You are most welcome," said Glinda the Sorceress, and led them



through the court to her magnificent reception hall. Ozma took the arm of

her hostess, but Dorothy lagged behind, kissing some of the maids she

knew best, talking with others, and making them all feel that she was their

friend. When at last she joined Glinda and Ozma in the reception hall, she

found them talking earnestly about the condition of the people, and how to

make them more happy and contented—although they were already the

happiest and most contented folks in all the world.


This interested Ozma, of course, but it didn't interest Dorothy very much,



so the little girl ran over to a big table on which was lying open Glinda's

Great Book of Records.


This Book is one of the greatest treasures in Oz, and the Sorceress prizes



it more highly than any of her magical possessions. That is the reason it is

firmly attached to the big marble table by means of golden chains, and

whenever Glinda leaves home she locks the Great Book together with five

jeweled padlocks, and carries the keys safely hidden in her bosom.


I do not suppose there is any magical thing in any fairyland to compare



with the Record Book, on the pages of which are constantly being printed a

record of every event that happens in any part of the world, at exactly the

moment it happens. And the records are always truthful, although

sometimes they do not give as many details as one could wish. But then,

lots of things happen, and so the records have to be brief or even Glinda's

Great Book could not hold them all.


Glinda looked at the records several times each day, and Dorothy,



whenever she visited the Sorceress, loved to look in the Book and see what

was happening everywhere. Not much was recorded about the Land of Oz,

which is usually peaceful and uneventful, but today Dorothy found

something which interested her. Indeed, the printed letters were appearing

on the page even while she looked.


"This is funny!" she exclaimed. "Did you know, Ozma, that there were



people in your Land of Oz called Skeezers?"


"Yes," replied Ozma, coming to her side, "I know that on Professor



Wogglebug's Map of the Land of Oz there is a place marked 'Skeezer,' but

what the Skeezers are like I do not know. No one I know has ever seen them
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OR HEARD  OF THEM. The Skeezer Country is 'way at the upper edge of the

Gillikin Country, with the sandy, impassable desert on one side and the

mountains of Oogaboo on another side. That is a part of the Land of Oz of

which I know very little."


"I guess no one else knows much about it either, unless it's the Skeezers



themselves," remarked Dorothy. "But the Book says: 'The Skeezers of Oz

have declared war on the Flatheads of Oz, and there is likely to be fighting

and much trouble as the result.'"


"Is that all the Book says?" asked Ozma.

"Every word," said Dorothy, and Ozma and Glinda both looked at the



Record and seemed surprised and perplexed.


"Tell me, Glinda," said Ozma, "who are the Flatheads?"

"I cannot, your Majesty," confessed the Sorceress. "Until now I never



have heard of them, nor have I ever heard the Skeezers mentioned. In the

faraway corners of Oz are hidden many curious tribes of people, and those

who never leave their own countries and never are visited by those from our

favored part of Oz, naturally are unknown to me. However, if you so desire,

I can learn through my arts of sorcery something of the Skeezers and the

Flatheads."


"I wish you would," answered Ozma seriously. "You see, Glinda, if these



are Oz people they are my subjects and I cannot allow any wars or troubles

in the Land I rule, if I can possibly help it."


"Very well, your Majesty," said the Sorceress, "I will try to get some



information to guide you. Please excuse me for a time, while I retire to my

Room of Magic and Sorcery."


"May I go with you?" asked Dorothy, eagerly.

"No, Princess," was the reply. "It would spoil the charm to have anyone



present."


So Glinda locked herself in her own Room of Magic and Dorothy and



Ozma waited patiently for her to come out again.


In about an hour Glinda appeared, looking grave and thoughtful.

"Your Majesty," she said to Ozma, "the Skeezers live on a Magic Isle in a



great lake. For that reason—because the Skeezers deal in magic—I can

learn little about them."


"Why, I  didn't know there was  a lake in that part of Oz," exclaimed



Ozma. "The map shows a river running through the Skeezer Country, but no

lake."
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"That is because the person who made the map never had visited that part



of the country,"  explained the Sorceress. "The lake surely is there, and in

the lake is an island—a Magic  Isle—and on that island live  the people

called the Skeezers."


"What are they like?" inquired the Ruler of Oz.

"My magic cannot tell me that," confessed Glinda, "for the magic of the



Skeezers prevents anyone outside of their domain knowing anything about

them."


"The Flatheads must know, if  they're going to fight the Skeezers,"



suggested Dorothy.


"Perhaps so," Glinda replied, "but I can get little information concerning



the Flatheads, either. They are people who inhabit a mountain just south of

the Lake of the Skeezers. The mountain has steep sides and a broad, hollow

top, like a basin, and in this basin the Flatheads have their dwellings. They

also are magic-workers and usually keep to themselves and allow no one

from outside to visit them. I have learned that the Flatheads number about

one hundred people—men, women and children—while the Skeezers

number just one hundred and one."


"What did they quarrel about, and why do they wish to fight one



another?" was Ozma's next question.


"I cannot tell your Majesty that," said Glinda.

"But see here!" cried Dorothy, "it's against the law for anyone but Glinda



and the Wizard to work magic in the Land of Oz, so if these two strange

people are magic-makers they  are breaking the law and ought to be

punished!" Ozma smiled upon her little friend.


"Those who do not know me or my laws," she said, "cannot be expected



to obey my laws. If we know nothing of the Skeezers or the Flatheads, it is

likely that they know nothing of us."


"But they ought to know, Ozma, and we ought to know. Who's going to



tell them, and how are we going to make them behave?"


"That," returned Ozma, "is what I am now considering. What would you



advise, Glinda?"


The Sorceress took a little time to consider this question, before she made



reply. Then she said: "Had you not learned of the existence of the Flatheads

and the Skeezers, through my Book of Records, you would never have

worried about them or their quarrels. So, if you pay no attention to these

peoples, you may never hear of them again."
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"But that wouldn't be right," declared Ozma. "I am Ruler of all the Land



of Oz, which includes the Gillikin Country, the Quadling Country, the

Winkie Country and the Munchkin Country, as well as the Emerald City,

and being the Princess of this fairyland it is my duty to make all my people

—wherever they may be—happy and content and to settle their disputes

and keep them from quarreling. So, while the Skeezers and Flatheads may

not know me or that I am their lawful Ruler, I now know that they inhabit

my kingdom and are my subjects, so I would not be doing my duty if I kept

away from them and allowed them to fight."


"That's a fact, Ozma," commented Dorothy. "You've got to go up to the



Gillikin Country and make these people behave themselves and make up

their quarrels. But how are you going to do it?"


"That is what is puzzling me also, your Majesty," said the Sorceress. "It



may be dangerous for you to go into those strange countries, where the

people are possibly fierce and warlike."


"I am not afraid," said Ozma, with a smile.

"'Tisn't a question of being 'fraid," argued Dorothy. "Of course we know



you're a fairy, and can't be killed or hurt, and we know you've a lot of magic

of your own to help you. But, Ozma dear, in spite of all this you've been in

trouble before, on account of wicked enemies, and it isn't right for the Ruler

of all Oz to put herself in danger."


"Perhaps I shall be in no danger at all," returned Ozma, with a little



laugh. "You mustn't imagine danger, Dorothy, for one should only imagine

nice things, and we do not know that the Skeezers and Flatheads are wicked

people or my enemies. Perhaps they would be good and listen to reason."


"Dorothy is right, your Majesty," asserted the Sorceress. "It is true we



know nothing of these faraway subjects, except that they intend to fight one

another, and have a certain amount of magic power at their command. Such

folks do not like to submit to interference and they are more likely to resent

your coming among them than to receive you kindly and graciously, as is

your due."


"If you had an army to take with you," added Dorothy, "it wouldn't be so



bad; but there isn't such a thing as an army in all Oz."


"I have one soldier," said Ozma.

"Yes, the soldier with the green whiskers; but he's dreadful 'fraid of his



gun and never loads it. I'm sure he'd run rather than fight. And one soldier,
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EVEN IF HE WERE  BRAVE, couldn't do much against two hundred and one

Flatheads and Skeezers."


"What then, my friends, would you suggest?" inquired Ozma.

"I advise you to send the Wizard of Oz to them, and let him inform them



that it is against the laws of Oz to fight, and that you command them to

settle their differences and become friends," proposed Glinda. "Let the

Wizard tell them they will be punished if they refuse to obey the commands

of the Princess of all the Land of Oz."


Ozma shook her head, to indicate that the advice was not to her



satisfaction.


"If they refuse, what then?" she asked. "I should be obliged to carry out



my threat and punish them, and that would be an unpleasant and difficult

thing to do. I am sure it would be better for me to go peacefully, without an

army and armed only with my authority as Ruler, and plead with them to

obey me. Then, if they prove obstinate I could resort to other means to win

their obedience."


"It's a ticklish thing, anyhow you look at it," sighed Dorothy. "I'm sorry



now that I noticed the Record in the Great Book."


"But can't you realize, my dear, that I must do my duty, now that I am



aware of this trouble?" asked Ozma. "I am fully determined to go at once to

the Magic Isle of the Skeezers and to the enchanted mountain of the

Flatheads, and prevent war and strife between their inhabitants. The only

question to decide is whether it is better for me to go alone, or to assemble a

party of my friends and loyal supporters to accompany me."


"If you go I want to go, too," declared Dorothy. "Whatever happens it's



going to be fun—'cause all excitement is fun—and I wouldn't miss it for the

world!"


Neither Ozma nor Glinda paid any attention to this statement, for they



were gravely considering the serious aspect of this proposed adventure.


"There are plenty of friends who would like to go with you," said the



Sorceress, "but none of them would afford your Majesty any protection in

case you  were in danger. You are yourself the most powerful fairy in Oz,

although both I and the Wizard have more varied arts of magic at our

command. However, you have one art that no other in all the  world can

equal—the art of winning hearts and making people love to bow to your

gracious presence. For that reason I believe you can accomplish more good

alone than with a large number of subjects in your train."
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"I believe that also," agreed the Princess. "I shall be quite able to take



care of myself, you know, but might not be able to protect others so well. I

do not look for opposition, however. I shall speak to these people in kindly

words and settle their dispute—whatever it may be—in a just manner."


"Aren't you going to take me?" pleaded Dorothy. "You'll need some



companion, Ozma."


The Princess smiled upon her little friend.

"I see no reason why you should not accompany me," was her reply.



"Two girls are not very warlike and they will not suspect us of being on any

errand but a kindly and peaceful one. But, in order to prevent war and strife

between these angry peoples, we must go to them at once. Let us return

immediately to the Emerald City and prepare to start on our journey early

tomorrow morning."


Glinda was not quite satisfied with this plan, but could not think of any



better way to meet the problem. She knew that Ozma, with all her

gentleness and sweet disposition, was accustomed to abide by any decision

she had made and could not easily be turned from her purpose. Moreover

she could see no great danger to the fairy Ruler of Oz in the undertaking,

even though the unknown people she was to visit proved obstinate. But

Dorothy was not a fairy; she was a little girl who had come from Kansas to

live in the Land of Oz. Dorothy might encounter dangers that to Ozma

would be as nothing but to an "Earth child" would be very serious.


The very fact that Dorothy lived in Oz, and had been made a Princess by



her friend Ozma, prevented her from being killed or suffering any great

bodily pain as long as she lived in that fairyland. She could not grow big,

either, and would always remain the same little girl who had come to Oz,

unless in some way she left that fairyland or was spirited away from it. But

Dorothy was a mortal, nevertheless, and might possibly be destroyed, or

hidden where none of her friends could ever find her. She could, for

instance be cut into pieces, and  the pieces, while still alive and free from
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