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INTRODUCTION
BECAUSE, BECAUSE, BECAUSE,
BECAUSE OF THE WONDERFUL THINGS HE DOES

Ray Bradbury

Let us consider two authors whose books were burned in our American society during the past seventy years. Librarians and teachers did the burning very subtly by not buying. And not buying is as good as burning. Yet, the authors survived.

Two gentlemen of no talent whatsoever.

Two mysteries of literature, if you can call their work literature.

Two men who changed the world somewhat more than they ever dreamed, once they were in it, once their books came to be published and moved in the minds and blood of eight-year-olds, ten-year-olds, twelve-year-olds.

One of them changed the future of the entire world and that Universe which waited for Earthmen to birth themselves in space with rockets.

His name: Edgar Rice Burroughs. His John Carter grew to maturity two generations of astronomers, geologists, biochemists, and astronauts who cut their teeth on his Barsoomian beasts and Martian fighting men and decided to grow up and grow out away from Earth.

The second man, also a “mediocre” talent, if you can believe the teachers and librarians of some seventy years, created a country, Oz, and peopled it with not one influence, but several dozens.

His name: L. Frank Baum.

And once you begin to name his people in his country, it is hard to stop: Dorothy, Toto (indeed a very real person), the Tin Man, the Scarecrow, Tik-Tok, Ozma, Polychrome, the Patchwork Girl, Ruggedo, Prof. Woggle-Bug, Aunty Em, the Wicked Witch of the—. You see how easily the names pop out, without having to go look them up!

Two mysteries, then. One the mystery of growing boys to men by romanticizing their taffy bones so the damn things rise toward the sun, no, toward Mars. Now, let us set Mr. Burroughs aside.

Let us get on with the mystery of L. Frank Baum, that faintly old-maidish man who grew boys inward to their most delightful interiors, kept them home, and romanced them with wonders between their ears.

And this book is, of course, about the latter mystery, the mystery of that strange dear little Wizard Himself. The man who wanted to work magic but, oh, dear, not hurt anyone along the way. He is that rare chef who would never dream to yell at his cooks, yet got results anyway: a bakery-kitchen full of valentines, sweet-meats, dragons without teeth, robots with feelings, Tin Men who were once real (to reverse the Pinocchio myth), and girls who are so toothsome and innocent that if you nibble them at all, it would only be their toes, ears, and elbows.

It is a book about a man compelled to money, but saved by his secret self, his hidden creative person.

It is a book about a man who set out, unknowingly, to slaughter his own best talents, but was saved by a mob of strange creatures from another land who knew better than he that they needed to be born. And in birthing themselves ensured the miraculous fact that if we all went to the nearest travel agency tomorrow and were asked if we wanted to go to Alice’s Wonderland or the Emerald City, it would be that Green Place, and the Munchkins and the Quadlings and all the rest, every time.

It is fascinating to compare memories of Dorothy and Oz and Baum with Alice and the Looking Glass and the Rabbit Hole and Lewis Carroll, who made out better with librarians and teachers.

When we think of Oz a whole mob of incredibly lovely if strange people falls across our minds.

When we think of Alice’s encounters we think of mean, waspish, small, carping, bad-mannered children ranting against going to bed, refusing to get out of bed, not liking the food, hating the temperature, minding the weather out of mind.

If Love is the lubricant that runs Oz to glory, Hate is the mud in which all sink to ruin inside the mirror where poor Alice is trapped.

If everyone goes around democratically accepting each other’s foibles in the four lands surrounding the Emerald City, and feeling nothing but amiable wonder toward such eccentrics as pop up, the reverse is true when Alice meets a Caterpillar or Tweedledum and Tweedledee or assorted knights, Queens, and Old Women. Theirs is an aristocracy of snobs, no one is good enough for them. They themselves are crazy eccentrics, but eccentricity in anyone else is beyond comprehension and should best be guillotined or grown small and stepped on.

Both books, both authors, stay in our minds, for mirror-reversed reasons. We float and fly through Oz on grand winds that make us beautiful kites. We trudge and fight our way through Wonderland, amazed that we survive at all.

Wonderland, for all its fantasy, is most practically real, that world where people have conniption fits and knock you out of line on your way onto a bus.

Oz is that place, ten minutes before sleep, where we bind up our wounds, soak our feet, dream ourselves better, snooze poetry on our lips, and decide that mankind, for all it’s snide and mean and dumb, must be given another chance come dawn and a hearty breakfast.

Oz is muffins and honey, summer vacations, and all the easy green time in the world.

Wonderland is cold gruel and arithmetic at six A.M., icy showers, long schools.

It is not surprising that Wonderland is the darling of the intellectuals.

It is similarly not surprising that dreamers and intuitionists would reject the cold mirror of Carroll and take their chances on hotfooting it over the forbidden desert which at least promises utter destruction for purely inanimate reasons (the desert, after all, is not alive and doesn’t know whom it is destroying), heading for Oz. Because in Oz of course reside amiable villains who are really not villains at all. Ruggedo is a fraud and a sham, for all his shouts and leaping about and uttering curses. Whereas Wonderland’s Queen of Hearts really does chop off heads and children are beaten if they sneeze.

Wonderland is what we Are.

Oz is what we would hope and like to be.

The distance between raw animal and improved human can be measured by pegging a line between Alice’s Rabbit Hole and Dorothy’s Yellow Brick Road.

One need not polarize oneself by picking one country, one heroine, one set of characters. It is not either-or, or this or that. It can be both.

It is the sad/happy state of mankind always to be making such measurements: where we are as against where we would like to be.

I hope that the lovers of Wonderland and the lovers of Oz do not break up into permanent warring camps. That would be foolish and fruitless, for growing humanity needs proper doses of reality and proper doses of dreaming. I would like to believe Alice puts antibodies in our blood to help us survive Reality by showing us as the fickle, reckless, abrupt, and alarming children we are. Children, of course, recognize themselves in the mostly bad-mannered grotesques that amble, stalk, and wander up to Alice.

But mean and loud and dreadful make for high tea lacking vitamins. Reality is an unsubstantial meal. Children also recognize a good dream when they see it, and so turn to Mr. Baum for the richer cake rather than the swamp gruel, for the mean-spirit that is really Santa Claus pretending at horrible. Children are willing to risk being smothered in true marmalade and saccharine. Mr. Baum provides both, with some narrow escapes from the maudlin and the thing we damn as sentimentality.

No matter if Mr. Baum was his own worst enemy … The more he tried to be commercial, the more his intuitive self seemed to pop to the surface saying, finally, “To hell with you, I’m going my way!” And away it went, dragging Mr. Baum screaming after it, he yelling for money, his Muse settling for warm creations. Ironically if Mr. B had relaxed more, and let the Muse drag him, he would probably have wound up wiser, happier, richer.

I suddenly realize … that a funny thing happened on my way into this Introduction: Mr. Carroll fell by and collided with Mr. Baum. In the resultant scramble, I was locked in and only now fight free.

What you have here, in the (book to which this is the Preface), is an attempt made by one of the first people, late in time, to pay attention to a spirited man with a nice old grandma’s soul. It is an endeavor to “unburn” the histories of Oz, and shelve the Works where they have rarely, in the history of our country, been shelved: in libraries.

It is not the task of a writer of Prefaces to criticize or super-analyze the work at hand. If Raylyn Moore has done nothing else but begin to stir up some sort of small tempest concerning Oz and the super-evident fact it has stood, unassailed and beautific somewhere beyond Kansas for seventy-odd years, her task will have been commendable.

For Oz has not fallen, has it? Even though legions of bright people with grand good taste, and thousands of librarians have fired cannonades in tandem with hosts of sociologists who fear that the mighty Wizard will pollute their children, Baum, across the years, simply reaches in his pocket and produces, Shaggy Man that he is, the Love Magnet.

And if he is not the Shaggy Man, which he surely is, he is the Pied Piper who takes the adoring children away from their dull and unappreciative parents. Let the older folk survive into starvation with their algebra breakfasts, mathematical luncheons, and computer-data-fact dinners. To the children, Baum cries, “Let them eat cake!” but means it, and delivers.

In a story of mine published some twenty-two years ago, The Exiles, fine fantasists like Poe and Hawthorne, along with Dickens, and Baum, find themselves shunted off to Mars as the nondreamers, the super-psychological technicians, the book burners of the future, advance through towns and libraries, tossing the last of the great dreams into the furnace.

At the finale of my story, a rocket arrives on Mars, bearing with it the last copies in existence of Poe and Dickens and Baum. The captain of the ship burns these books on a dead Martian sea-bottom, and Oz at long last crashes over into ruins, Tik-Tok runs to rust, the Wizard and all his dusktime dreams are destroyed, even as Scrooge, Marley, the Three Spirits, the Raven and the Masque of the Red Death fly away into dusks, gone forever.

I do not for a moment believe that day will ever come. The fight between the dreamers and the fact-finders will continue, and we will embody both in equal proportion, or risk all men singing castrato soprano for the literary popes.

I have not predicted futures but, as I have often hopefully pointed out, prevented them. How much has my ounce counted for in a world of data dross?

Who can say? I only know that 1984 is not coming after all. For a while there we actually thought it might. Man as mere computer-adjunct data collector realist is losing to man as loving companion to a miraculous universe. By such hopes I must live.

Raylyn Moore, if I read her rightly, has given us a book here of such a size and weight as to knock librarians’ heads with, and bang sociologists’ elbows with, and knock psychiatrists’ hats askew. Whether she intends it or not, in sum here I believe her to say, in all truth:


Shakespeare invented Freud.



Hell, Shakespeare invented everything!

And long before the first couch was lain upon and the first psychiatrical confession heard.

Baum is a small and inconsequential flower blooming in the shade of Shakespeare. I suppose I will be reviled for mentioning them in one paragraph. But both lived inside their heads with a mind gone wild with wanting, wishing, hoping, shaping, dreaming. There, if no other place, they touch fingertips.

In a world where books are machine-made for “age groups” and pass through dry-parchment analysts’ hands before being pill-fed to kids, Baum deserves this book, because Baum is needed. When the cities die, in their present form at least, and we head out into Eden again, which we must and will, Baum will be waiting for us. And if the road we take is not Yellow Brick why, damn it, we can imagine that it is, even as we imagine our wives beautiful and our husbands wise and our children kind until such day as they echo that dream.…

—

RAY BRADBURY was born August 22, 1920, in Waukegan, Illinois. He is the author of hundreds of published works—short stories, novels, plays, screenplays, television scripts, and verse—including the books The Martian Chronicles, Fahrenheit 451, Something Wicked This Way Comes, and The Illustrated Man, and the screenplay for director John Huston’s 1956 film Moby Dick. He has been awarded the O. Henry Memorial Award, the Benjamin Franklin Award, the World Fantasy Award for Lifetime Achievement, the Grand Master Award from the Science Fiction Writers of America, and the PEN Center U.S.A. West Lifetime Achievement Award, among others. In 2000, he was awarded the National Book Foundation’s Medal for Distinguished Contribution to American Letters.


A NOTE ON THE TEXT

This Modern Library Paperback Classic was set from a facsimile reprint of the first edition, published as The Wonderful Wizard of Oz in 1900 by George M. Hill Company of Chicago, and includes original illustrations by William Wallace Denslow. The Hill text has been reproduced here largely intact; some illustrations have been omitted.



[image: ]




PREFACE

Folk lore, legends, myths and fairy tales have followed childhood through the ages, for every healthy youngster has a wholesome and instinctive love for stories fantastic, marvelous and manifestly unreal. The winged fairies of Grimm and Andersen have brought more happiness to childish hearts than all other human creations.

Yet the old-time fairy tale, having served for generations, may now be classed as “historical” in the children’s library; for the time has come for a series of newer “wonder tales” in which the stereotyped genie, dwarf and fairy are eliminated, together with all the horrible and bloodcurdling incident devised by their authors to point a fearsome moral to each tale. Modern education includes morality; therefore the modern child seeks only entertainment in its wondertales and gladly dispenses with all disagreeable incident.

Having this thought in mind, the story of “The Wonderful Wizard of Oz” was written solely to pleasure children of today. It aspires to being a modernized fairy tale, in which the wonderment and joy are retained and the heart-aches and nightmares are left out.

L. FRANK BAUM.
Chicago, April, 1900



THE WONDERFUL WIZARD OF OZ
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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 cooking 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 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 sober 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.

[image: ]

“She caught Toto by the ear.”

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.

To-day, however, they were not playing. Uncle Henry sat upon the door-step 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 half way 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.

A strange thing then 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.

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.
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