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VRAJITORUL DIN 0Z

Dorothy locuia in mijlocul marilor prerii din Kansas, cu
unchiul sdu Henry, care era fermier, si cu matusa Em,
sotia acestuia.

Casa lor era mica, avea o singura camera cu patru
pereti, o podea si un acoperis. Unchiul Henry si matusa Em
aveau un pat mare intr-un colt, iar Emily avea un patut
intr-un alt colt al camerei.

Unchiul Henry sdpase sub casd o groapd mica, intu-
necoasa, pe care o numeau ,pivnita in caz de ciclon“. Fa-
milia putea intra in pivnitd printr-o trapa ce se afla in
mijlocul podelei, pentru a se addposti de uriasele vartejuri
care maturau uneori platourile din Kansas.

Viata era grea. Cand Dorothy statea in pragul casei si
privea de jur-imprejur nu putea vedea nimic altceva decét
pamanturile cenusii care se intindeau in toate partile.
Soarele si vanturile inlaturaserd scanteia din ochii métusei
Em. Niciodatd nu zambea.

Céand Dorothy abia venise la ea, orfana fiind, matusa Em
fusese de-a dreptul uimitd de rasul fetitei. Ea o privea
adesea, surprinsa ca aceasta putea gasi nenumarate lucruri
care o faceau s zdmbeasca.

Nici unchiul Henry nu zambea. Lucra din greu de dimi-
neatd pana seara. Unchiul Henry devenise la fel de sters si
de posomorat ca si ferma si pamanturile sale.

Toto, insé, putea intotdeauna s-o facé pe Dorothy sa rada
cu placere. Toto era catelusul gri al lui Dorothy. Avea parul
lung si matasos si ochii negri, scaparatori.

Dorothy si Toto se jucau cét e ziua de lungé. Dorothy il
iubea din toatd inima.



THE WIZARD OF OZ

Dorothy lived in the midst of the great Kansas
prairies, with her Uncle Henry, who was a farmer, and
her Aunty Em, who was his wife.

Their house was small, just one room with four walls,
afloor and a roof. Uncle Henry and Aunty Em had a big
bed in one corner, and Dorothy a little bed in another
corner.

Under the house, Uncle Henry had dug a small dark
hole, called a “cyclone cellar.” The family would go into
the cellar, through a trap door in the middle of the
floor, to escape the great whirlwinds that sometimes
swept across the flatlands of Kansas.

Life was hard. When Dorothy stood in the doorway
and looked around, she could see nothing but grey land
stretching out on every side. The sun and the winds had
taken the sparkle from Aunty Em’s eyes. She never
smiled.

When Dorothy first came to her, as an orphan, Em
had been startled by Dorothy’s laughter. She often
looked at the little girl, surprised that she could find
anything to make her smile.

Uncle Henry never smiled either. He worked hard
from morning till night. Like his farmhouse and his
land, uncle Henry had become dull and grey.

Toto could always make Dorothy laugh with delight.
Toto was Dorothy’s little grey dog. He had long, silky
hair and twinkling black eyes.

Dorothy and Toto played all day long. She loved him




Astazi, insa, nu se mai jucau. Stateau in pragul casei
impreuna cu unchiul Henry si priveau cu ingrijorare cerul.
Un suierat ascutit se auzea din aer, venind dinspre sud.
Deodata, unchiul Henry se ridica.

— Vine un ciclon, Em, strigd el. Plec sa vad de animale.
Unchiul Henry fugi spre hambar.

Matusa Em 1asa deoparte treaba si veni in usa. Privi
cerul si imediat isi dadu seama cé pericolul era la o aruncé-
tura de bat.

- Repede, Dorothy, fugi! tipa ea. Fugi in pivnita!

Toto o zbughi din bratele lui Dorothy si se ascunse sub
pat. Dorothy il prinse repede si isi urmé métusa spre
chepengul care le conferea siguranta. Dintr-o data, un vant
ingrozitor si suparator scuturd casa atat de tare, incat
Dorothy cazu la podea.

Apoi, se intampla un lucru foarte ciudat. Casa se in-
varti de douéa-trei ori si se ridicéd incet in aer. Dorothy se
simtea ca si cum s-ar ridica intr-un balon. Casa se inalta
din ce in ce mai sus, din ce in ce mai repede, foarte sus
spre cer, pand aproape de varful ciclonului. Astfel fu pur-
tata la mii de kilometri distantéa, tot atdt de usor precum
un fulg.

La inceput, lui Dorothy ii fu teama ca va fi zdrobita
atunci cand vantul va da drumul casei. Orele treceau una
dupa alta, iar dupa un timp, teama lui Dorothy disparu, asa
ca se tarl pe podeaua miscatoare si se urca in patutul ei.
Toto se ghemui langa ea si adormira incet, in leganatul
casei si suieratul vantului.



Today, however, they were not playing. They sat upo
the doorstep with Uncle Henry and anxiously watched
the sky. There came a sharp whistling in the air from the
south. Suddenly, Uncle Henry stood up.

“There’s a cyclone coming, Em,” he called. “I'll go
look after the animals.” Uncle Henry ran toward the
barn.

Aunty Em dropped her work and came to the door.
One look at the sky told her danger was close at hand.

“Quick, Dorothy, run!” she screamed. “Run for the
cellar!”

Toto jumped out of Dorothy’s arms and hid under
the bed. Dorothy quickly caught the little dog and
started to follow her aunt through the trap door to
safety. All at once, there was a great whirling and roaring
wind that shook the house so hard that Dorothy fell to
the floor.

A very strange thing happened next. The house
whirled around two or three times and then rose slowly
into the air. Dorothy felt as if she were going up in a
balloon. The house rose higher and higher and faster
and faster till it was way, way up in the sky, at the very top
of the cyclone. It was carried miles and miles away, as
easily as you could carry a feather.

At first Dorothy was scared she would be smashed to
pieces when the house was dropped by the wind. Hour
after hour passed and after a while, Dorothy got over her
fear, crawled across the moving floor and climbed into
her small bed. Toto curled up beside her and they were
rocked to sleep by the swaying of the house and the
wailing of the wind.




MUNCHINEZII

Dorothy se trezi dintr-o daté. Ce se intdmplase? Casa nu
se mai misca. Toto isi lipi nasucul de fata ei si scheuné. Sari
din pat si, cu Toto pe 1anga picioarele ei, alerga sé deschida
usa.

Dorothy scoase un strigat de inmé&rmurire. Ochii i se
marira din ce in ce mai mult in fata minunatelor lucruri
din fata ei. Ciclonul deplasase casa in mijlocul unei frumoa-
se pajisti. De jur-imprejur erau flori de toate culorile si de
toate formele si pasdri cu pene stralucitoare cantau in
arbori si In tufisuri.

in timp ce contempla ciudata priveliste, observa venind
spre ea un grup de oameni neobisnuiti. Pareau sa fie de
statura lui Dorothy, dar aratau cu mult mai in varsta.

Erau trei barbati si o femeie. Aceasta purta o roba
presédrata cu stelute care straluceau in soare. Barbatii erau
aproximativ de varsta unchiului Henry, dar femeiusca era
mult mai in varstéd. Parul ii era aproape alb, iar umbletul ii
era foarte teapan.

Micuta femeie pasi in fata lui Dorothy, facu o plecaciune
adanca si spuse: ,Fii binevenita, nobild domnita plinéd de
vrajé, In tara munchinezilor! iti suntem extrem de recunos-
catori pentru céd ai omorat-o pe Vrajitoarea cea Rea de la
Réasarit si ne-ai eliberat poporul!“

— Sunteti foarte amabila, dar trebuie s fie o greseala.
N-am omorat pe nimeni, spuse Dorothy.

- Casa ta a facut-o, spuse femeiusca razand, si asta e
cam acelasi lucru. Priveste!

Dorothy scoase un tipat infricosat. De sub un colt al
casel ieseau doud picioare.



THE MUNCHKINS

Dorothy awoke with a start. What had happened? The
house wasn’t moving. Toto put his little nose into her
face and whined. She jumped out of bed, and with Toto
at her heels, ran to open the door.

Dorothy gave a cry of amazement. Her eyes widened
at the wonderful things she saw. The cyclone had set the
house down in the midst of a beautiful meadow. There
were flowers of every colour and shape and birds with
brilliant feathers sang in the trees and in the bushes.

While she stood gazing at the strange sights, she saw
a group of very unusual people coming toward her. They
seemed to be Dorothy’s size, but they looked much
older.

There were three men and one woman. The woman
wore a white gown covered with little stars that sparkled
in the sun. The men were about as old as Uncle Henry,
but the little woman was much older. Her hair was
nearly white and she walked rather stiffly.

The little old woman walked up to Dorothy, made a
low bow, and said, “You are welcome, most noble
Sorceress, to the land of the Munchkins. We are so
grateful to you for having killed the Wicked Witch of the
East and setting our people free.”

“You are very kind, but there must be some mistake.
I have not killed anything,” said Dorothy.

“Your house did,” said the little woman with a laugh,
“and that is the same thing. See!”

Dorothy looked down, and gave a cry of fright. There,
under the corner of the house, two feet were sticking out.







