
Lyman Frank Baum

THE WONDERFUL WIZARD 
OF OZ 

Лаймен Фрэнк Баум

УДИВИТЕЛЬНЫЙ 
ВОЛШЕБНИК

ИЗ СТРАНЫ ОЗ

Адаптация текста 

И.Г. Дубиковской



Б29

УДК 811.111(075)
ББК 81.2 Англ-9
 Б29

Дизайн обложки А.И. Орловой

 Баум, Лаймен Фрэнк.
Удивительный волшебник из стра-

ны Оз = The Wonderful Wizard of Oz / 
Л.Ф. Баум; адаптация текста И.Г. Ду-
биковской. – Москва : Издательство 
АСТ, 2019. – 320 с. – (Карманное чте-
ние на английском языке). 

ISBN 978-5-17-116358-7

Когда Дороти и её щенка Тото уносит ураган, 
они оказываются в волшебной стране Оз, где 
правят ведьмы и чародейки. Чтобы вернуться 
домой, Дороти предстоит пройти долгий путь, 
полный приключений. Помогут ей в этом её но-
вые друзья — Страшила, Железный Дровосек 
и Трусливый Лев. 

Текст произведения адаптирован и сопро-
вождается словарем. Предназначается для на-
чинающих изучать английский язык (уровень 
Elementary).

УДК 811.111(075)
ББК 81.2 Англ-9

ISBN 978-5-17-116358-7

© Дубиковская И.Г., адаптация текста

© ООО «Издательство АСТ», 2019



THE WONDERFUL 
WIZARD OF OZ 

by Lyman Frank 
Baum





Chapter 1

The Cyclone

Dorothy lived in the middle 

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. There was only one 

room; and this room contained 

a rusty cookstove, a cupboard 

for the dishes, a table, three 

chairs, and two beds: one big 

one for the Uncle and Aunt 

and one small one for Dorothy.  

There was no attic, but there 
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ground, called a cyclone cellar. 

That’s where the family could 

go in case one of those great 

whirlwinds happened.  

There was nothing but the 

great gray prairie on every side, 

not a tree nor a house; just fl at 

country that reached to the edge 

of the sky in all directions.  The 

earth was gray and dry, with 

little cracks running through 

it.  Even the grass was not 

green, burned by the sun to be 

the same gray color.  Once the 

house had been painted, but 

now it was as dull and gray as 

everything else.

When Aunt Em fi rst came 

here, she was young and pretty.  

The sun and wind had changed 
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her, too, and turned her gray. 

She was thin, and never smiled 

now.  When Dorothy, who was 

an orphan, fi rst came to her, 

Aunt Em was always scared by 

the child’s laughter and would 

scream and press her hand to 

her chest.

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.

It was Toto that made Doro-

thy laugh, and saved her from 

becoming gray.  Toto was a little 

black dog, with silky fur and 

small black eyes.  Toto played 

all day long, and Dorothy played 
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much.

Today, however, they were not 

playing.  Uncle Henry sat upon 

the doorstep and looked anx-

iously at the sky. It was even 

grayer than usual.  Dorothy held 

Toto in her arms, and looked 

at the sky too.  Aunt Em was 

washing the dishes.

They heard a low wail of the 

wind in the north.  Then came a 

sharp whistling from the south.

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.
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Aunt Em dropped her work 

and came to the door.  “Quick, 

Dorothy!” she screamed. “Run 

for the cellar!”

Toto jumped out of Dorothy’s 

arms and hid under the bed, 

and the girl ran to get him.  

Aunt Em was very afraid. She 

threw open the trap door in 

the fl oor and climbed down the 

ladder into the small, dark hole.  

Dorothy caught Toto at last and 

ran to do the same. When she 

was halfway across the room, 

the house shook so hard that 

she fell down.

Then a strange thing hap-

pened.

The house whirled around 

two or three times and rose 

slowly through the air.  Dorothy 
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a balloon.

The house was in the exact 

center of the cyclone.  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, 

which carried it as easily as a 

feather.

It was very dark, and the 

wind howled horribly. However, 

Dorothy thought it wasn’t so 

bad.  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, barking loudly.

Hour after hour passed away. 

Dorothy wondered if she would 

be dashed to pieces when the 
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house fell again. But hours 

passed and nothing terrible hap-

pened. She stopped worrying and 

decided to wait calmly.  Eventu-

ally, she crept to her bed, and 

lay down upon it; and Toto fol-

lowed and lay down beside her.

Dorothy soon closed her eyes 

and fell asleep.



Chapter 2

The Council with the 

Munchkins

She was awakened by a jolt. 

If Dorothy had not been lying 

on the soft bed she might have 

been hurt. Toto put his cold little 

nose into her face and whined 

terribly.

Dorothy sat up and noticed 

that the house was not moving. 

Bright sunshine came in at the 

window.  She got up from her 

bed and with Toto at her heels 

ran and opened the door.
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The little girl gave a cry of 

amazement and looked about 

her. The cyclone had set the 

house down in the middle of 

a beautiful country. There were 

green plants and fl owers every-

where, and trees with fruit on 

them.  

While she was looking at the 

strange and beautiful sights, 

she noticed something. Towards 

her was walking a group of the 

strangest people she had ever 

seen.  They were all very small.  

In fact, they seemed about as 

tall as Dorothy, although they 

looked much older.

Three of them were men 

and one was a woman. They 

all wore tall pointy hats, with 

little bells around the brims 
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moved.  The hats of the men 

were blue; the little woman’s 

hat was white, and she wore a 

white pleated dress.  The men 

were dressed in blue, the same 

shade as their hats, and wore 

well-polished boots.  The men, 

Dorothy thought, were about as 

old as Uncle Henry, for two of 

them had beards.  But the little 

woman was much older.  Her 

face was covered with wrinkles 

and her hair was nearly white.

When they got near the house 

where Dorothy was standing in 

the doorway, they paused and 

whispered among themselves, as 

if afraid to come farther.  But 

the little old woman walked up 
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to Dorothy, made a low bow and 

said, in a sweet voice:

“You are welcome, most noble 

Sorceress, to the land of the 

Munchkins. We are so grate-

ful to you for having killed the 

Wicked Witch of the East, and 

for setting our people free.”

Dorothy didn’t understand.  

What could the little woman 

possibly mean by calling her a 

sorceress, and saying she had 

killed the Wicked Witch of the 

East? 

The little woman evidently 

waited for her to answer; so 

Dorothy said, with hesitation, 

“You are very kind, but there 

must be some mistake.  I have 

not killed anything.”


