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Introducción
Por qué este libro
Este libro está pensado para ayudarte a aprender inglés mediante la lectura de una historia completa, no a través de ejercicios aislados. La trama mantiene vivo el interés y hace que el estudio sea más agradable y constante, capítulo tras capítulo. Los objetivos son dos:
	ampliar el vocabulario, encontrando las palabras nuevas dentro de un relato, con una ficha que explica su significado, su pronunciación y su uso;
	practicar el uso de las estructuras gramaticales, empezando por las más sencillas y llegando poco a poco a las del inglés literario.

Por eso el mismo texto aparece en dos niveles de inglés. Primero lees la versión simplificada, escrita con frases claras y estructuras sencillas; después puedes pasar al mismo párrafo en el original y ver cómo la misma idea se expresa con palabras más sofisticadas y frases más complejas. Las traducciones al español sirven para comprobar que has entendido, no para sustituir la lectura en inglés.
Los niveles del MCER y este libro
El MCER (Marco Común Europeo de Referencia para las Lenguas) divide el conocimiento de una lengua en seis niveles, de A1 a C2.
El texto simplificado de este libro es de nivel B1. Quien tiene un nivel B1 entiende las ideas principales de un texto claro sobre temas conocidos, sabe contar experiencias y acontecimientos y puede explicar brevemente sus opiniones y planes. Por eso, en el texto simplificado encontrarás:
	frases breves y, por lo general, una sola idea por frase;
	palabras frecuentes; las palabras más difíciles que quedan están marcadas y explicadas en el glosario;
	los tiempos verbales más comunes (presente, pasado simple y continuo, futuro, present perfect) y construcciones regulares;
	diálogos presentados de forma sencilla, sin dialectos ni formas antiguas.

El original de L. Frank Baum es de nivel B2. Quien tiene un nivel B2 entiende las ideas principales de textos complejos y se expresa de forma clara y bastante fluida. En el original encontrarás:
	frases largas con muchas subordinadas;
	un vocabulario rico, a menudo poco común o anticuado, propio del inglés de la época;

	nombres descriptivos de personajes, como «Scarecrow» y «Tin Woodman»: el nombre inglés evoca su aspecto o el material del que están hechos.

Los demás niveles, en resumen:
	A1 — Principiante: expresiones cotidianas y frases muy sencillas
	A2 — Elemental: frases frecuentes sobre temas conocidos
	B1 — Intermedio: textos claros sobre temas conocidos(el texto simplificado)
	B2 — Intermedio alto: textos complejos y conversación fluida(el original)
	C1 — Avanzado: textos largos y exigentes, significados implícitos
	C2 — Maestría: entiende casi todo, con gran precisión

Estos libros ayudan a desarrollar la comprensión lectora, pero no otorgan certificaciones ni sustituyen la preparación específica para un examen (por ejemplo, Cambridge B1 Preliminary o C1 Advanced, Trinity ISE, IELTS, TOEFL).
Cómo se preparó el texto
1. El texto de partida. El texto inglés sigue la edición digital de Project Gutenberg n.º 54. Se han eliminado las partes que no pertenecen a la obra (notas editoriales). El texto se ha dividido en 25 capítulos y 1437 párrafos; cada párrafo tiene un código fijo que lo une a sus tres versiones correspondientes.
2. La simplificación en inglés (nivel B1). Cada párrafo se ha reescrito en un inglés de nivel B1: frases más breves, palabras más comunes, construcciones más sencillas. Cada versión se ha revisado para que fuera fiel al original, respetara el nivel y sonara natural. La trama, los personajes, los lugares y el orden de los hechos son los del original, y no se ha eliminado ningún párrafo.
3. La traducción al español del original. El original se ha traducido párrafo por párrafo, y los pasajes dudosos han sido revisados de nuevo por revisores independientes.
4. La traducción al español del texto simplificado. Es una traducción independiente, hecha a partir del texto simplificado: frases breves y claras, para comprobar que has entendido el inglés B1.
Cómo recorrer las cuatro estructuras
El libro contiene cuatro estructuras con los mismos párrafos en el mismo orden: Texto simplificado, Texto simplificado con traducción, Texto íntegro y Texto íntegro con traducción. Cada una tiene su propio índice de partes y capítulos. Las versiones en paralelo muestran solo el inglés y la traducción al español del mismo nivel.
Desde el Texto simplificado en inglés, Español → abre el pasaje simplificado y su traducción. Volver al Texto simplificado lleva al punto de partida; Ir al Texto íntegro abre el pasaje correspondiente en el original inglés.
Desde el Texto íntegro, Español → abre el pasaje original con su traducción al español. El enlace de retorno vuelve al original; Ir al Texto simplificado abre el pasaje correspondiente en la versión simplificada.
	Texto simplificado B1
	Texto simplificado B1 — Texto con traducción
	Texto íntegro B2
	Texto íntegro B2 — Texto con traducción

	Desde el glosario: las referencias de cada ficha llevan directamente a los lugares del texto donde aparece la palabra.

También puedes leer todo el libro de esta forma: abre el índice de «Texto simplificado B1 — Texto con traducción / Texto íntegro B2 — Texto con traducción» y avanza página a página; cada bloque empieza en una página nueva.
Una sugerencia: lee un capítulo en inglés simplificado; cuando un pasaje no te quede claro, abre Español →, comprueba la traducción y luego mira cómo está escrito el mismo pasaje en el original. Cuando el texto simplificado te resulte fácil, intenta leer directamente el original.
Qué son los glosarios y cómo se han elaborado
Un glosario es una lista de fichas, cada una dedicada a una palabra o a una referencia del libro. En el texto, las entradas del glosario están en cursiva y tienen un enlace: al seleccionarlas, la ficha se abre en una pequeña ventana, sin perder la página. También puedes consultar todas las fichas al final del libro.
Edición Kindle: esta edición contiene solo el glosario cultural, que explica lugares, platos, objetos, costumbres y otras referencias que pueden seguir siendo oscuras incluso después de la traducción. Para las palabras inglesas difíciles, usa el diccionario del Kindle: mantén pulsada la palabra. El glosario de palabras completo está en la edición EPUB y en el PDF.

El glosario cultural
Una buena traducción no siempre basta: el nombre de un lugar, de un plato o de un objeto de época puede traducirse correctamente y seguir siendo un nombre vacío para el lector de hoy. El glosario cultural explica precisamente estas referencias.
«Gillikin» designa el pueblo o la región norte del mundo imaginario de Oz, asociada al violeta. «Quadling» designa el pueblo de la región sur del mundo imaginario de Oz, asociada al rojo. En el glosario cultural encontrarás el contexto que ayuda a entender estas referencias del libro.
	Qué contiene. Ciudades, regiones y lugares; pueblos y lenguas; platos y bebidas; hoteles, instituciones, títulos y profesiones; costumbres religiosas y populares; objetos de época, medios de transporte, monedas, medidas, prendas de vestir; palabras extranjeras, antiguas o dialectales que un diccionario común no explica.
	Qué no contiene. Las palabras comunes y los personajes. Cuando un término podría figurar en más de un glosario, se sigue este orden: personaje, luego cultural, luego lingüístico.
	Cómo está escrita la ficha. Lema inglés con pronunciación AFI; forma española verificada; una nota de unas 70–90 palabras que explica qué es, cómo se usaba y por qué es importante en la historia o en la época; la misma explicación en inglés; un ejemplo tomado del libro y un breve ejemplo en español; hasta ocho referencias a pasajes del texto simplificado y ocho a pasajes del original.
	En esta edición, el glosario cultural contiene 18 fichas.

El libro: La maravillosa tierra de Oz
En la secuela de L. Frank Baum de El maravilloso mago de Oz, el Espantapájaros y el Leñador de Hojalata emprenden una nueva aventura en la mágica tierra de Oz. Tras la partida del Mago, el Espantapájaros se ha convertido en gobernante de la Ciudad Esmeralda, pero su reinado se ve amenazado por una rebelión encabezada por la general Jinjur y su ejército de muchachas. El Espantapájaros huye y busca la ayuda de su viejo amigo el Leñador de Hojalata, ahora emperador de los Winkies. Junto con un grupo heterogéneo que incluye a Jack Cabeza de Calabaza, una criatura viviente hecha de calabaza y madera, y al Woggle-Bug, aumentado hasta alcanzar un tamaño enorme, parten para recuperar el trono. Su viaje los lleva por tierras extrañas, entre ellas el bosque del Gump y la tierra de los Quadlings, y se encuentran con criaturas mágicas y obstáculos. La historia presenta a la princesa Ozma, heredera legítima de Oz, que ha permanecido oculta. El tono es caprichoso y aventurero, con la característica combinación de fantasía y sátira amable de Baum. La narración avanza mediante una serie de encuentros episódicos que conducen a un enfrentamiento con los usurpadores. El conflicto central gira en torno al gobierno legítimo de Oz y a la búsqueda de identidad y propósito de los personajes. El escenario amplía la geografía de Oz y revela nuevas regiones y habitantes. La sinopsis evita desvelar la resolución final, manteniendo el misterio sobre cómo superarán los personajes sus dificultades.
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Escritor estadounidense (1856-1919), creador de la Tierra de Oz.
Datos de la obra original
	Título: The Marvelous Land of Oz
	Autor: L. Frank Baum (1856–1919)
	Primera publicación: 1904, Chicago
	Primer editor: The Reilly & Britton Co.
	Forma: novela juvenil
	Nivel del original: B2 (MCER); nivel del texto simplificado: B1
	Texto de referencia: la edición digital de Project Gutenberg n.º 54
	Project Gutenberg: https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/54

Contacto
MicMac from Las Vegas LLC
Contacto: customerservice@micmacfrommiami.com
Otros libros disponibles en la serie ESL Easy Read
Descubre los demás libros disponibles, organizados por colección:
Alicia en el País de las Maravillas
	A través del espejo y lo que Alicia encontró allí
	Alicia en el país de las maravillas
	Aventuras de Alicia bajo tierra

Ana de las Tejas Verdes
	Ana y la casa de sus sueños
	Ana, la de Avonlea
	Ana, la de la Isla
	Ana, la de Tejas Verdes
	Crónicas de Avonlea
	El camino dorado
	El valle del Arco Iris
	Kilmeny la del huerto
	Nuevas crónicas de Avonlea
	Rilla, la de Ingleside

Aventura
	Colmillo blanco
	El agente secreto



## Volumen
	EL CORAZÓN DE LAS TINIEBLAS



## Volume
	El libro de la selva
	El lobo de mar
	Kim
	La llamada de lo salvaje
	Lord Jim
	Martin Eden

Charles Dickens
	Casa desolada
	David Copperfield
	Dombey e hijo
	Grandes esperanzas
	Historia de dos ciudades
	Los papeles póstumos del Club Pickwick
	Martin Chuzzlewit
	Nicholas Nickleby
	Oliver Twist
	Tiempos difíciles

Clásicos
	Abril encantado
	El gran Gatsby
	EL JARDÍN SECRETO



## Volume
	Ivanhoe
	La dama de blanco
	La isla del tesoro
	La momia verde
	Los viajes de Gulliver
	Moby Dick
	Mujercitas
	Norte y sur
	Peter Pan y Wendy
	Tess, la de los d'Urberville

E. R. Burroughs, Relatos de la selva
	El hijo de Tarzán
	El regreso de Tarzán
	Historias de la jungla
	Las fieras de Tarzán
	Los gemelos de Tarzán
	Tarzán de los monos
	Tarzán el indómito
	Tarzán el invencible
	Tarzán el terrible
	Tarzán en el centro de la Tierra
	Tarzán triunfante
	Tarzán y el imperio perdido
	Tarzán y el león de oro
	Tarzán y la ciudad de oro
	Tarzán y las joyas de Opar
	Tarzán y los hombres hormiga
	Tarzán, señor de la jungla

E. R. Burroughs, Relatos de Marte
	El ajedrez vivo de Marte
	El cerebro supremo de Marte
	El guerrero de Marte
	El señor de la guerra de Marte
	Los dioses de Marte
	Thuvia, doncella de Marte
	Una princesa de Marte

El doctor Dolittle
	El circo del doctor Dolittle
	El doctor Dolittle en la Luna
	El jardín del doctor Dolittle
	El zoológico del doctor Dolittle



## Volumen
	La caravana del doctor Dolittle
	La historia del doctor Dolittle
	La oficina de correos del doctor Dolittle
	Los viajes del doctor Dolittle

Gótico y terror
	Carmilla



## Volume
	Drácula
	El extraño caso del doctor Jekyll y el señor Hyde
	El retrato de Dorian Gray
	Frankenstein o el moderno Prometeo
	La caída de la Casa Usher
	Los misterios de Udolfo

H. G. Wells
	El hombre invisible
	La guerra de los mundos
	La isla del doctor Moreau
	La máquina del tiempo
	Los primeros hombres en la Luna

Hermanas Brontë
	Cumbres borrascosas
	Jane Eyre

Jane Austen
	Emma
	Orgullo y prejuicio

Jules Verne
	Cinco semanas en globo
	Héctor Servadac
	La isla misteriosa
	La jangada
	La vuelta al mundo en ochenta días
	Robur el conquistador
	Veinte mil leguas de viaje submarino
	Viaje al centro de la Tierra

La tierra de Oz
	Dorothy y el Mago en Oz
	El camino a Oz
	El espantapájaros de Oz
	El hombre de hojalata de Oz
	El libro del Woggle-Bug
	El maravilloso mago de Oz
	Glinda de Oz
	La Ciudad Esmeralda de Oz
	La magia de Oz
	La maravillosa tierra de Oz
	La muñeca de trapo de Oz
	La princesa perdida de Oz
	Ozma de Oz
	Rinkitink de Oz
	Tik-Tok de Oz

Mark Twain
	El príncipe y el mendigo
	Las aventuras de Huckleberry Finn
	Las aventuras de Tom Sawyer
	Tom Sawyer en el extranjero
	Tom Sawyer, detective
	Un yanqui en la corte del rey Arturo

Sherlock Holmes
	El archivo de Sherlock Holmes
	El regreso de Sherlock Holmes
	El sabueso de los Baskerville
	El signo de los cuatro
	El valle del terror
	Estudio en escarlata
	Las aventuras de Sherlock Holmes
	Las memorias de Sherlock Holmes
	Su última reverencia

Declaración sobre contenido generado por inteligencia artificial
Esta edición contiene contenido generado con herramientas basadas en inteligencia artificial, incluidos el texto en inglés simplificado, las traducciones al español y los elementos visuales de la cubierta y/o del interior. El contenido ha sido sometido a revisión editorial humana.
AI-generated content disclosure: This edition contains content generated by AI-based tools, including simplified English text, Spanish translations, and visual elements used in the cover and/or interior. The content received human editorial review.
Derechos de autor
Esta edición
ESL Easy Read — La maravillosa tierra de Oz, edición en español B1
© 2026 MicMac from Las Vegas LLC. Todos los derechos reservados.
Este libro es una nueva traducción y una nueva simplificación de The Marvelous Land of Oz de L. Frank Baum, publicado por primera vez en Chicago en 1904. No es la reimpresión de una traducción existente: el texto inglés simplificado y las dos traducciones al español se han preparado desde cero para esta edición, párrafo por párrafo.
Esta edición es una obra nueva de MicMac from Las Vegas LLC.
Son obras originales del editor y están protegidos por derechos de autor:
	el texto inglés simplificado de nivel B1, escrito párrafo por párrafo para esta edición;
	la traducción al español del texto simplificado;
	la nueva traducción íntegra al español de la obra;
	el glosario cultural, con las notas históricas y culturales escritas para esta edición;
	el sistema de enlaces entre las cuatro versiones, la introducción, las guías de lectura y el material didáctico;
	la selección y el orden de los contenidos, la maquetación, el diseño gráfico y la cubierta.

Ninguna parte de estos contenidos puede reproducirse, distribuirse ni transmitirse en ninguna forma sin la autorización por escrito del editor, salvo en los casos previstos por la ley.
El texto de partida
El punto de partida de esta edición es la obra inglesa The Marvelous Land of Oz de L. Frank Baum (1856–1919), publicada en 1904. El texto inglés original es de dominio público: se reproduce como referencia, y el editor no reclama ningún derecho sobre él. Todo lo que esta edición añade al texto original pertenece al editor.
Obra original: The Marvelous Land of Oz
Autor: L. Frank Baum
Primera publicación: 1904, Chicago
Primer editor: The Reilly & Britton Co.
Texto de referencia: la edición digital de Project Gutenberg n.º 54
Estados Unidos: dominio público, porque la obra se publicó antes de 1930.
→ Project Gutenberg — https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/54
Editor
MicMac from Las Vegas LLC
Contacto: customerservice@micmacfrommiami.com
www.esleasyread.com/es
Índice
	Cubierta
	Portada
	Introducción
	Copyright
	Texto simplificado B1	Texto simplificado B1	Author's Note
	Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
	The Marvelous Powder of Life
	The Flight of the Fugitives
	Tip Makes an Experiment in Magic
	The Awakening of the Saw-Horse




	Texto simplificado B1 — Texto con traducción	Texto simplificado B1 — Texto con traducción	Nota del autor
	Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
	El maravilloso Polvo de la Vida
	La huida de los fugitivos
	Tip hace un experimento de magia
	El despertar del Caballete




	Texto íntegro B2	Texto íntegro B2	Author's Note
	Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
	The Marvelous Powder of Life
	The Flight of the Fugitives
	Tip Makes an Experiment in Magic
	The Awakening of the Saw-Horse




	Texto íntegro B2 — Texto con traducción	Texto íntegro B2 — Texto con traducción	Nota del autor
	Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
	El maravilloso Polvo de la Vida
	La huida de los fugitivos
	Tip hace un experimento de magia
	El despertar del Caballete




	Glosario cultural

Texto simplificado B1
	Texto simplificado B1	Author's Note
	Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
	The Marvelous Powder of Life
	The Flight of the Fugitives
	Tip Makes an Experiment in Magic
	The Awakening of the Saw-Horse



Índice general
Texto simplificado B1
Español → Author's Note
After "The Wonderful Wizard of OZ" was published, I began to get letters from children. They told me how much they enjoyed the story and asked me to write more about the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman. At first, I thought these short, honest letters were just kind compliments. But the letters kept coming for months and even years.
Español → Finally, I promised a little girl who came far to see me. Her name was Dorothy. I told her that when a thousand little girls wrote me a thousand little letters asking for the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman, I would write the book. Maybe little Dorothy was a fairy and used magic. Or maybe the success of the stage show 'The Wizard of Oz' made new friends for the story. The thousand letters arrived a long time ago, and many more came after them.
Now, although I am sorry for the long delay, I have kept my promise in this book.
Español → Chicago, June, 1904
The author gratefully dedicates this book to David C. Montgomery and Frank A. Stone, two excellent comedians. Their clever performances as the Tin Woodman and the Scarecrow have delighted thousands of children across the country.
Texto simplificado B1
Español → Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
In the Country of the Gillikins, in the north of the Land of Oz, lived a boy named Tip. His name was actually longer, because old Mombi often said his full name was Tippetarius. But no one needed to say such a long word when "Tip" was enough.
This boy remembered nothing about his parents, because he had been taken as a small child to be raised by the old woman called Mombi, whose name was not respected. The Gillikin people thought she used magic, so they were careful not to spend time with her.
Español → Mombi was not exactly a Witch, because the Good Witch who ruled that part of the Land of Oz had forbidden any other Witch to live there. So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Tip had to carry wood from the forest so the old woman could boil her pot. He also worked in the corn fields, hoeing and husking. He fed the pigs and milked the four-horned cow, which was Mombi's special pride.
Español → But he did not work all the time, because he knew that would be bad for him. When he went to the forest, Tip often climbed trees for bird eggs. He also chased the fast white rabbits or fished in the brooks with bent pins. Then he would quickly gather his wood and take it home. When he was meant to work in the corn fields, he sometimes dug in gopher holes. If he felt like it, he lay down between the rows of corn and took a nap. By not wearing himself out, he grew as strong and tough as any boy could be.
Español → Mombi's strange magic often frightened her neighbors. They treated her carefully, but with respect, because of her strange powers. But Tip openly hated her and did not try to hide it. He sometimes showed her less respect than he should have, since she was his guardian.
There were pumpkins in Mombi's corn fields. They lay golden red among the green stalks. They had been planted and cared for so the four-horned cow could eat them in winter. One day, after the corn had been cut and stacked, Tip was carrying the pumpkins to the stable. Then he decided to make a Jack Lantern and use it to frighten the old woman.
Español → He chose a fine, large pumpkin with a bright orange-red color and started carving it. With the tip of his knife, he made two round eyes, a three-cornered nose, and a mouth shaped like a new moon. The face was not truly beautiful, but it had such a wide, cheerful smile that Tip laughed as he looked at it.
The child had no playmates, so he did not know that boys often cut out the inside of a pumpkin-jack and put a lighted candle inside to make the face more frightening. But he had an idea of his own that seemed just as good. He decided to make a man who would wear the pumpkin head and stand where old Mombi would see it face to face.
Español → "And then," Tip said to himself with a laugh, "she'll squeal louder than the brown pig does when I pull her tail, and shake with fear worse than I did last year when I had the ague!"
He had plenty of time to finish it, because Mombi had gone to a village to buy groceries, she said. The trip would take at least two days.
Español → So he took his axe to the forest and chose some strong, straight young trees. He cut them down and trimmed off the twigs and leaves. From them he made the arms, legs, and feet of his man. For the body, he stripped thick bark from a big tree and shaped it into a tube of the right size, holding the edges together with wooden pegs. Then he worked happily, joining the limbs and fastening them to the body with pegs he had carved with his knife.
By the time he finished, it was getting dark, and Tip remembered that he had to milk the cow and feed the pigs. So he picked up his wooden man and carried it home with him.
Español → In the evening, by the kitchen fire, Tip carefully rounded the sharp edges of the joints and smoothed the rough parts. He did this neatly and well. Then he stood the figure against the wall and admired it. It was very tall, even for a grown man. But Tip liked that, and he did not mind its size at all.
Español → The next morning, Tip looked at his work again and saw that he had forgotten the neck. He needed it to attach the pumpkinhead to the body. So he went back to the nearby forest and cut several pieces of wood to finish the job. When he returned, he fixed a cross-piece to the top of the body and made a hole in the middle to hold the neck upright. He sharpened the top of the neck piece too. Then Tip pressed the pumpkin head down onto it, and it fit very well. The head could turn from side to side, and the arms and legs could bend, so he could place the dummy in any position he wanted.
Español → 'Now that,' Tip said proudly, 'is really a very fine man, and it ought to frighten old Mombi very much! But it would look much more real if it were properly dressed.'
Finding clothes was not easy. But Tip bravely searched through the large chest where Mombi kept her keepsakes and treasures. At the bottom, he found purple trousers, a red shirt, and a pink vest with white spots. He took them to his man and dressed him in a lively way, although the clothes did not fit very well. Then he added some knitted stockings that belonged to Mombi and an old pair of his own shoes. Tip was so happy that he danced and laughed with boyish joy.
Español → 'I must give him a name!' he cried. 'A man as good as this must have a name. I think,' he said after a moment, 'I will call him Jack Pumpkinhead!'
Texto simplificado B1
Español → The Marvelous Powder of Life
After thinking about it carefully, Tip decided that the best place for Jack was at the bend in the road, a little way from the house. So he began to carry him there, but Jack was heavy and hard to handle. Tip dragged him a short distance, then stood him on his feet. By bending one leg, then the other, and pushing from behind, the boy managed to make Jack walk to the bend in the road. It was not easy, and Jack fell over several times. Tip worked harder than he ever had in the fields or forest. But his love of mischief pushed him on, and he enjoyed seeing how clever his work was.
Español → 'Jack works fine!' Tip said. He saw Jack's left arm fell off. He went back to find it. He made a new pin and fixed the arm. It was stronger. Jack's head had turned backward, but Tip fixed it. He set Jack facing the path where Mombi would come. Jack looked like a farmer from Gillikin, but strange enough to scare anyone.
It was still too early in the day to expect the old woman to come home, so Tip went down into the valley below the farmhouse and began picking nuts from the trees there.
Español → But old Mombi came back earlier than usual. She had met a crooked wizard who lived in a lonely cave in the mountains, and they had traded several important magic secrets. In this way she got three new recipes, four magical powders, and some herbs with great power. She hurried home as fast as she could so she could try her new magic.
Mombi cared so much about the treasures she had found that when she turned the corner and saw the man, she only nodded and said:
"Good evening, sir."
But a moment later, when she saw that he did not move or answer, she looked closely at his face and found that it was a pumpkin head, carefully carved by Tip's jack-knife.
Español → "Hm!" said Mombi with a rough sound. "That naughty boy has been at his tricks again! Very good! Very good! I'll beat him for trying to frighten me like this!"
In anger, she raised her stick to smash the grinning pumpkin head of the dummy. But then a sudden idea stopped her, and the raised stick stayed still in the air.
"Why, here is a good chance to try my new powder!" she said eagerly. "Then I can see if that crooked wizard really traded secrets fairly, or if he tricked me as badly as I tricked him."
So she put down her basket and began to search inside it for one of the precious powders she had taken.
Español → While Mombi was busy, Tip came back with his pockets full of nuts, and he found the old woman standing beside his man, not looking frightened at all.
At first he was very disappointed. But then he became curious about what Mombi would do. So he hid behind a hedge, where he could watch without being seen.
After some searching, the woman took an old pepper-box from her basket. On the faded label, the wizard had written with a lead pencil:
"Powder of Life."
"Ah -- here it is!" she cried happily. "Now let us see if it works. The stingy wizard did not give me much, but I think there is enough for two or three doses."
Español → Tip was very surprised when he heard this. Then he saw old Mombi raise her arm and sprinkle the powder from the box over the pumpkin head of his man Jack. She did this as if she were shaking pepper on a baked potato. The powder fell from Jack's head and spread over the red shirt, pink waistcoat, and purple trousers Tip had put on him. Some of it even fell on the patched, worn shoes.
Then Mombi put the pepper-box back into the basket. She lifted her left hand with the little finger pointed up and said:
"Weaugh!"
Español → Then she lifted her right hand with the thumb pointed up and said:
"Teaugh!"
Then she raised both hands, with all the fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried:
"Peaugh!"
Jack Pumpkinhead stepped back one pace at this and said in a hurt voice:
"Don't shout like that! Do you think I'm deaf?"
Old Mombi danced around him, wild with joy.
"He lives!" she screamed. "He lives! He lives!"
Then she threw her stick into the air and caught it again. She hugged herself with both arms and tried to do a jig step, while she kept saying happily:
"He lives! He lives! He lives!"
Español → You can well imagine that Tip watched all this in great surprise.
At first he was so frightened and shocked that he wanted to run away. But his legs shook so much that he could not move. Then he thought it was very funny that Jack had come to life, especially because his pumpkin face looked so strange and silly that it made Tip laugh at once. After he got over his first fear, Tip began to laugh. His happy laughter reached old Mombi. She hurried to the hedge, grabbed Tip by the collar, and dragged him back to where she had left her basket and the pumpkinheaded man.
Español → "You naughty, sneaky, wicked boy!" she cried in anger. "I'll teach you to spy on my secrets and make fun of me!"
"I wasn't making fun of you," Tip said. "I was laughing at old Pumpkinhead! Look at him! Isn't he funny?"
"I hope you are not making fun of my looks," said Jack. It was so funny to hear his serious voice while his face still wore a happy smile that Tip began to laugh again.
Even Mombi felt a strange interest in the man her magic had brought to life. She stared at him closely and then asked:
Español → "What do you know?"
"Well, that is hard to say," Jack replied. "I feel that I know a great deal, but I do not yet know how much there is in the world to learn. I need some time to find out whether I am very wise or very foolish."
"That is true," said Mombi, thinking about it.
"But what are you going to do with him now that he is alive?" Tip asked in surprise.
"I must think about that," Mombi answered. "But we must go home at once, because it is getting dark. Help the Pumpkinhead walk."
"Never mind me," Jack said. "I can walk as well as you can. Haven't I got legs and feet, and are they not jointed?"
Español → "Are they?" the woman asked, turning to Tip.
"Of course they are. I made them myself," the boy said proudly.
So they went toward the house. When they reached the farm yard, old Mombi led the pumpkin man to the cow stable. She shut him in an empty stall and locked the door firmly from the outside.
"I must take care of you first," she said, nodding at Tip.
When the boy heard this, he felt uneasy, because he knew Mombi had a cruel and revengeful heart. He believed she would do any evil thing.
They went into the house. It was a round building with a dome, like most farmhouses in the Land of Oz.
Español → Mombi told the boy to light a candle. Then she put her basket in a cupboard and hung her cloak on a peg. Tip did it at once, because he was afraid of her.
After the candle was lit, Mombi ordered him to build a fire in the hearth. While Tip worked, the old woman ate her supper. When the fire began to crackle, the boy asked for some bread and cheese, but Mombi refused him.
"I'm hungry!" said Tip in a sour voice.
"You won't be hungry for long," Mombi answered with a hard look.
Español → The boy did not like this, because it sounded like a threat. Then he remembered the nuts in his pocket, so he cracked some and ate them. Meanwhile, the woman stood up, brushed the crumbs from her apron, and hung a small black kettle over the fire.
Then she measured equal parts of milk and vinegar and poured them into the kettle. After that, she took out several packets of herbs and powders and added some of each to the kettle. Now and then she went near the candle and read the recipe from a yellow paper.
As Tip watched her, he felt more and more uneasy.
Español → “What is that for?” he asked.
“For you,” Mombi said shortly.
Tip moved around on his stool and looked at the kettle, which was starting to bubble. Then he glanced at the witch’s hard, wrinkled face and wished he was anywhere but in that dark, smoky kitchen. Even the candle shadows on the wall seemed frightening. So an hour passed. The only sounds were the pot bubbling and the fire hissing.
At last, Tip spoke again.
“Do I have to drink that stuff?” he asked, nodding toward the pot.
“Yes,” said Mombi.
“What will it do to me?” asked Tip.
Español → “If it is made right,” Mombi replied, “it will change you into a marble statue.”
Tip groaned and wiped the sweat from his forehead with his sleeve.
“I don’t want to be a marble statue!” he said.
"That does not matter. I want you to be one," said the old woman, looking at him sternly.
"What use will I be then?" asked Tip. "There will not be anyone to work for you."
"I will make the Pumpkinhead work for me," said Mombi.
Tip groaned again.
"Why don't you change me into a goat, or a chicken?" he asked in fear. "You can't do anything with a marble statue."
Español → "Oh, yes, I can," Mombi replied. "Next spring I am going to plant a flower garden, and I will put you in the middle of it as a decoration. I wonder why I have not thought of that before. You have been a trouble to me for years."
After this terrible speech, Tip felt sweat on all his body. But he sat still, shivering, and looked worriedly at the kettle.
"Perhaps it will not work," he muttered in a weak, discouraged voice.
"Oh, I think it will," Mombi answered cheerfully. "I seldom make a mistake."
There was silence again. It was so long and dark that when Mombi finally lifted the kettle from the fire, it was almost midnight.
Español → "You cannot drink it until it is quite cold," said the old witch. She had admitted that she practised witchcraft, even though it was against the law. "We must both go to bed now. At daybreak I will call you and quickly finish changing you into a marble statue."
Then she hobbled into her room with the steaming kettle. Tip heard her close the door and lock it.
The boy did not go to bed, as he had been told. He still sat there, staring angrily at the embers of the dying fire.
Texto simplificado B1
Español → The Flight of the Fugitives
Tip thought about it.
"It is a terrible thing to be a marble statue," he thought angrily. "I am not going to accept that. For years she says I have been a bother to her, so now she wants to get rid of me. But there is an easier way than becoming a statue. No boy could have fun standing forever in the middle of a flower garden! I will run away. I may as well go before she makes me drink that nasty stuff in the kettle." He waited until the old witch was snoring and fast asleep. Then he quietly got up and went to the cupboard to find something to eat.
Español → "There is no use starting a journey without food," he decided as he searched the narrow shelves.
He found some crusts of bread, but he had to look in Mombi's basket to find the cheese she had brought from the village. While he was going through the basket, he found the pepper-box that held the Powder of Life.
"I may as well take this with me," he thought. "Otherwise Mombi may use it to make more trouble." So he put the box in his pocket, along with the bread and cheese.
Then he carefully left the house and closed the door behind him. Outside, the moon and stars shone brightly, and the night seemed peaceful and welcoming after the closed, bad-smelling kitchen.
Español → "I'll be glad to get away," said Tip softly. "I never liked that old woman. I wonder how I ever came to live with her."
He was walking slowly toward the road when a thought made him stop.
"I don't want to leave Jack Pumpkinhead with old Mombi," he muttered. "Jack belongs to me, because I made him, even if the old witch brought him to life."
He went back to the cow-stable and opened the door of the stall where the pumpkin-headed man had been left.
Jack was standing in the middle of the stall, and by the moonlight Tip saw that he was smiling as happily as ever.
Español → "Come on!" said the boy, waving to him.
"Where to?" Jack asked.
"You'll know as soon as I do," answered Tip, smiling kindly at the pumpkin face.
"All we have to do now is walk,"
"Very well," Jack said, and he walked awkwardly out of the stable and into the moonlight.
Tip turned toward the road, and the man followed him. Jack walked with a limp, and now and then one of his leg joints turned backward instead of forward, nearly making him fall. But the Pumpkinhead noticed this quickly and tried to step more carefully. So he had few accidents.
Español → Tip led him along the path without stopping. They could not go very fast, but they kept walking. By the time the moon went down and the sun rose over the hills, they had gone so far that the boy did not fear the old witch would follow them. Also, he had turned into one path and then another, so anyone who followed would find it hard to guess where they had gone.
Sure that he had escaped, at least for a while, from being turned into a marble statue, the boy stopped his companion and sat down on a rock beside the road.
Español → "Let's have some breakfast," he said.
Jack Pumpkinhead watched Tip with interest, but he did not join the meal. "I don't seem to be made the same way you are," he said.
"I know you are not," Tip replied. "I made you."
"Oh! Did you?" Jack asked.
"Certainly. I put you together. I carved your eyes, nose, ears, and mouth," Tip said proudly. "And I dressed you."
Jack looked carefully at his body and legs.
"It seems to me you did a very good job," he said.
"Just so-so," Tip replied modestly, because he was starting to notice some faults in the way his man was made. "If I had known we were going to travel together, I might have been a little more careful."
Español → "Then," said the Pumpkinhead, sounding surprised, "you must be my creator, my parent, my father!"
"Or your inventor," the boy answered with a laugh. "Yes, my son, I really think I am!"
"Then I owe you obedience," the man said, "and you owe me support."
"Exactly," Tip said, jumping up. "So let us go."
"Where are we going?" Jack asked when they started walking again.
"I am not sure," said the boy. "But I think we are going south, and that will bring us to the Emerald City sooner or later."
"What city is that?" asked the Pumpkinhead.
Español → "It is the center of the Land of Oz, and the biggest city in the whole country. I have never been there myself, but I know its history. It was built by a great and wonderful Wizard named Oz, and everything there is green, just as everything in this Country of the Gillikins is purple."
"Is everything here purple?" Jack asked.
"Of course it is. Can't you see?" the boy replied.
"I think I may be color-blind," said the Pumpkinhead after looking around for a while.
Español → "Well, the grass is purple, and the trees are purple, and the houses and fences are purple," Tip explained. "Even the mud in the roads is purple. But in the Emerald City, everything is green that is purple here. In the Country of the Munchkins in the east, everything is blue. In the south country of the Quadlings, everything is red. In the west country of the Winkies, where the Tin Woodman rules, everything is yellow."
"Oh!" said Jack. After a pause, he asked, "Did you say a Tin Woodman rules the Winkies?"
"Yes. He helped Dorothy destroy the Wicked Witch of the West, and the Winkies were so thankful that they asked him to rule them. The people of the Emerald City did the same for the Scarecrow."
Español → "Dear me!" said Jack. "I am getting confused by all this history. Who is the Scarecrow?"
"Another friend of Dorothy's," Tip replied.
"And who is Dorothy?"
"She was a girl from Kansas, a place in the big world outside. A cyclone carried her to the Land of Oz, and while she was here, the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman went with her on her travels."
"And where is she now?" the Pumpkinhead asked.
"Glinda the Good, who rules the Quadlings, sent her home again," said the boy.
"Oh. And what happened to the Scarecrow?"
"I told you. He rules the Emerald City," answered Tip.
Español → "I thought you said a wonderful Wizard ruled it," said Jack, looking more and more confused.
"Yes, I did. Now listen, and I will explain it," said Tip, speaking slowly and looking straight at the smiling Pumpkinhead. "Dorothy went to the Emerald City and asked the Wizard to send her back to Kansas. The Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman went with her. But the Wizard could not send her back, because he was not as powerful as people thought. Then they became angry and threatened to show the truth about him. So the Wizard made a big balloon and escaped in it, and no one has seen him since."
Español → "That is very interesting history," said Jack, pleased. "I understand it well, except for the explanation."
"I'm glad you do," replied Tip. "After the Wizard left, the people of the Emerald City made His Majesty, the Scarecrow, their King. I have heard that he became a very popular ruler."
"Are we going to see this strange King?" asked Jack, with interest.
"I think we should," answered the boy. "Unless you have something better to do."
"Oh, no, dear father," said the Pumpkinhead. "I am happy to go wherever you want."
Texto simplificado B1
Español → Tip Makes an Experiment in Magic
The boy was small and rather delicate. He felt embarrassed when the tall, awkward, pumpkinheaded man called him "father." But if he denied it, he would have to give another long and boring explanation. So he quickly changed the subject and asked, "Are you tired?"
"Are you tired?"
"Of course not!" the other replied. Then he added after a short pause, "But I am sure I will wear out my wooden joints if I keep walking."
Español → As they went on, Tip thought this was true. He began to regret that he had not made the wooden legs more carefully and strongly. But how could he have known that the man he had made only to frighten old Mombi would come to life because of magic powder in an old pepper-box?
So he stopped blaming himself and began to think about how he could still fix Jack's weak joints.
While they were thinking about this, they came to the edge of a wood. The boy sat down to rest on an old sawhorse that a woodcutter had left there.
Español → "Why don't you sit down?" he asked the Pumpkinhead.
"Won't that strain my joints?" the other asked.
"Of course not. It will rest them," said the boy.
So Jack tried to sit down. But when he bent his joints more than usual, they gave way. He fell hard to the ground, and Tip feared he was badly broken.
Tip ran to him, helped him to his feet, straightened his arms and legs, and felt his head to see if it had cracked. But Jack seemed all right, and Tip said to him:
"I think you should stay standing from now on. That seems safest."
Español → "Very well, dear father, just as you say," replied the smiling Jack, who was not at all upset by his fall.
Tip sat down again. Then the Pumpkinhead asked:
"What is that thing you are sitting on?"
"Oh, this is a horse," the boy replied without care.
"What is a horse?" Jack asked.
"A horse? Well, there are two kinds of horses," Tip said, a little unsure how to explain. "One kind is alive. It has four legs, a head, and a tail. People ride on its back."
"I understand," said Jack happily. "That is the kind of horse you are sitting on now."
Español → "No, it isn't," Tip answered at once.
"Why not? That one has four legs, and a head, and a tail." Tip looked at the saw-horse more carefully and saw that the Pumpkinhead was right. The body was made from a tree trunk. One branch was left sticking up at one end, and it looked like a tail. At the other end were two big knots that looked like eyes, and a cut-away place that could be mistaken for a mouth. The four legs were straight tree limbs stuck fast into the body. They were spread wide so the saw-horse could stand firmly when a log was laid on it to be sawed.
Español → "This thing looks more like a real horse than I thought," said Tip, trying to explain. "But a real horse is alive, and it trots and prances and eats oats. This is only a dead horse made of wood, and people use it to saw logs on."
"If it were alive, wouldn't it trot, and prance, and eat oats?" asked the Pumpkinhead.
"It might trot and prance, but it wouldn't eat oats," the boy replied, laughing. "And it can never be alive, because it is made of wood."
"So am I," the man answered.
Tip looked at him in surprise.
Español → "Why, so you are!" he cried. "And the magic powder that brought you to life is here in my pocket."
He took out the pepper box and looked at it closely.
"I wonder," he said thoughtfully, "if it would bring the saw-horse to life."
“If it would,” Jack answered calmly, since nothing seemed to surprise him, “I could ride on its back, and that would save my joints from wearing out.”
“I’ll try it!” cried the boy, jumping up. “But I wonder if I can remember the words old Mombi said, and the way she held her hands up.”
Español → He thought about it for a minute. He had watched the old witch closely from behind the hedge and had listened to her words, so he believed he could repeat exactly what she had said and done.
So he began by sprinkling some of the magic Powder of Life from the pepper-box on the saw-horse body. Then he lifted his left hand, with the little finger pointing up, and said, “Weaugh!”
“What does that mean, dear father?” Jack asked curiously.
“I don’t know,” answered Tip. Then he lifted his right hand, with the thumb pointing up, and said, “Teaugh!”
Español → “What’s that, dear father?” asked Jack.
“It means you must keep quiet!” replied the boy, annoyed at being interrupted at such an important moment.
“How fast I am learning!” said the Pumpkinhead, still smiling.
Tip then lifted both hands above his head, with all his fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried loudly, “Peaugh!”
At once, the saw-horse began to move. It stretched its legs, yawned with its cut-out mouth, and shook some powder from its back. The rest of the powder seemed to have disappeared into the horse’s body.
“Good!” Jack called, while the boy watched in surprise. “You are a very clever sorcerer, dear father!”
Texto simplificado B1
Español → The Awakening of the Saw-Horse
The Saw-Horse, now alive, was even more surprised than Tip. Its round eyes looked from side to side as it saw the world for the first time. Then it tried to look at itself, but it had no neck to turn. So it kept moving in circles, without seeing its own body. Its legs were stiff and awkward because they had no knees. Soon it bumped into Jack Pumpkinhead and knocked him over onto the moss by the road.
Tip was worried by this accident, and by the Saw-Horse still running around in a circle. So he called out:
Español → “Whoa! Whoa, there!”
The Saw-Horse did not listen at all. A moment later, one wooden leg came down on Tip’s foot so hard that the boy jumped away in pain. From a safer place, he shouted again:
“Whoa! Whoa, I say!”
Jack had now managed to sit up, and he watched the Saw-Horse with great interest.
“I don’t think the animal can hear you,” he said.
"I shout loud enough, don't I?" Tip answered angrily.
"Yes, but the horse has no ears," said the smiling Pumpkinhead.
"That's true!" Tip said. He noticed this for the first time. "So how can I stop him?"
Español → But at that moment the Saw-Horse stopped by itself. It had decided that it could not see its own body. It could see Tip, though, and it came close to the boy to look at him better.
It was very funny to watch the creature walk. It moved the legs on its right side together, and the legs on its left side together, like a pacing horse. This made its body sway from side to side like a cradle.
Tip patted its head and said, "Good boy! Good boy!" in a gentle voice. Then the Saw-Horse pranced away to study Jack Pumpkinhead with its large, bulging eyes.
Español → "I must find a halter for him," said Tip. He searched his pocket and took out a roll of strong cord. He unwound it, went up to the Saw-Horse, and tied the cord around its neck. Then he fastened the other end to a large tree. The Saw-Horse did not understand. It stepped backward and easily snapped the cord, but it did not try to run away.
"He's stronger than I thought," said the boy. "And he's pretty stubborn, too."
"Why don't you make some ears for him?" asked Jack. "Then you can tell him what to do."
Español → "That's a wonderful idea!" said Tip. "How did you think of it?"
“Why, I did not think of it,” answered the Pumpkinhead. “I did not need to, because it is the easiest thing to do.”
So Tip took out his knife and made some ears from the bark of a small tree.
“I must not make them too big,” he said as he carved. “Then our horse would become a donkey.”
“How is that?” asked Jack from the roadside.
“Well, a horse has bigger ears than a man, and a donkey has bigger ears than a horse,” Tip explained.
“Then if my ears were longer, would I be a horse?” Jack asked.
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Texto simplificado — Nota del autor
Párrafos #2, #3
Author's Note
After "The Wonderful Wizard of OZ" was published, I began to get letters from children. They told me how much they enjoyed the story and asked me to write more about the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman. At first, I thought these short, honest letters were just kind compliments. But the letters kept coming for months and even years.
Nota del autor
Después de que se publicó "El maravilloso mago de Oz", empecé a recibir cartas de niños. Me decían cuánto les gustaba la historia y me pedían que escribiera más sobre el Espantapájaros y el Hombre de Hojalata. Al principio, pensé que esas cartas cortas y sinceras eran solo amables elogios. Pero las cartas siguieron llegando durante meses e incluso años.
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Párrafos #4, #5
Finally, I promised a little girl who came far to see me. Her name was Dorothy. I told her that when a thousand little girls wrote me a thousand little letters asking for the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman, I would write the book. Maybe little Dorothy was a fairy and used magic. Or maybe the success of the stage show 'The Wizard of Oz' made new friends for the story. The thousand letters arrived a long time ago, and many more came after them.
Now, although I am sorry for the long delay, I have kept my promise in this book.
Por fin, le hice una promesa a una niña que había viajado desde lejos para verme. Se llamaba Dorothy. Le dije que, cuando mil niñas me escribieran mil pequeñas cartas pidiendo al Espantapájaros y al Hombre de Hojalata, escribiría el libro. Quizá la pequeña Dorothy era un hada y usó magia. O quizá el éxito de la obra de teatro "El mago de Oz" consiguió nuevos amigos para la historia. Las mil cartas llegaron hace mucho tiempo, y después llegaron muchas más.
Ahora, aunque lamento la larga demora, he cumplido mi promesa con este libro.
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Párrafos #6, #7
Chicago, June, 1904
The author gratefully dedicates this book to David C. Montgomery and Frank A. Stone, two excellent comedians. Their clever performances as the Tin Woodman and the Scarecrow have delighted thousands of children across the country.
Chicago, junio de 1904
El autor dedica agradecido este libro a David C. Montgomery y Frank A. Stone, dos excelentes comediantes. Sus inteligentes actuaciones como el Hombre de Hojalata y el Espantapájaros han alegrado a miles de niños de todo el país.
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Párrafos #8, #9, #10
Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
In the Country of the Gillikins, in the north of the Land of Oz, lived a boy named Tip. His name was actually longer, because old Mombi often said his full name was Tippetarius. But no one needed to say such a long word when "Tip" was enough.
This boy remembered nothing about his parents, because he had been taken as a small child to be raised by the old woman called Mombi, whose name was not respected. The Gillikin people thought she used magic, so they were careful not to spend time with her.
Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
En el País de los Gilikins, al norte de la Tierra de Oz, vivía un niño llamado Tip. En realidad, su nombre era más largo, porque la vieja Mombi a menudo decía que su nombre completo era Tippetarius. Pero nadie necesitaba decir una palabra tan larga cuando "Tip" era suficiente.
El niño no recordaba nada de sus padres, porque de pequeño había sido llevado para que lo criara la anciana llamada Mombi, cuyo nombre no era respetado. La gente gilikin pensaba que ella usaba magia, por eso tenía cuidado de no pasar tiempo con ella.
Volver al Texto simplificado
Ir al Texto íntegro
Texto simplificado — Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
Párrafos #11, #12
Mombi was not exactly a Witch, because the Good Witch who ruled that part of the Land of Oz had forbidden any other Witch to live there. So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Tip had to carry wood from the forest so the old woman could boil her pot. He also worked in the corn fields, hoeing and husking. He fed the pigs and milked the four-horned cow, which was Mombi's special pride.
Mombi no era exactamente una Bruja, porque la Bruja Buena que gobernaba esa parte de la Tierra de Oz había prohibido que otra Bruja viviera allí. Por eso la tutora de Tip, aunque quisiera hacer magia, sabía que solo podía ser una Hechicera, o como mucho una Maga.
Tip tenía que llevar leña del bosque para que la anciana pudiera hervir su olla. También trabajaba en los campos de maíz, cavando y quitando las cáscaras. Alimentaba a los cerdos y ordeñaba a la vaca de cuatro cuernos, que era el orgullo especial de Mombi.
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Párrafo #13
But he did not work all the time, because he knew that would be bad for him. When he went to the forest, Tip often climbed trees for bird eggs. He also chased the fast white rabbits or fished in the brooks with bent pins. Then he would quickly gather his wood and take it home. When he was meant to work in the corn fields, he sometimes dug in gopher holes. If he felt like it, he lay down between the rows of corn and took a nap. By not wearing himself out, he grew as strong and tough as any boy could be.
Pero no trabajaba todo el tiempo, porque sabía que eso le haría mal. Cuando iba al bosque, Tip a menudo trepaba a los árboles para buscar huevos de pájaro. También perseguía a los rápidos conejos blancos o pescaba en los arroyos con alfileres doblados. Luego reunía rápidamente la leña y la llevaba a casa. Cuando se suponía que debía trabajar en los campos de maíz, a veces cavaba en agujeros de tuzas. Si le apetecía, se acostaba entre las filas de maíz y dormía una siesta. Al no agotarse, creció tan fuerte y resistente como podía ser cualquier niño.
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Párrafos #14, #15
Mombi's strange magic often frightened her neighbors. They treated her carefully, but with respect, because of her strange powers. But Tip openly hated her and did not try to hide it. He sometimes showed her less respect than he should have, since she was his guardian.
There were pumpkins in Mombi's corn fields. They lay golden red among the green stalks. They had been planted and cared for so the four-horned cow could eat them in winter. One day, after the corn had been cut and stacked, Tip was carrying the pumpkins to the stable. Then he decided to make a Jack Lantern and use it to frighten the old woman.
La extraña magia de Mombi a menudo asustaba a sus vecinos. La trataban con cuidado, pero con respeto, por sus raros poderes. Sin embargo, Tip la odiaba abiertamente y no intentaba ocultarlo. A veces le mostraba menos respeto del que debía, ya que ella era su tutora.
Había calabazas en los campos de maíz de Mombi. Yacían de color rojo dorado entre los tallos verdes. Las habían plantado y cuidado para que la vaca de cuatro cuernos pudiera comerlas en invierno. Un día, después de cortar y apilar el maíz, Tip llevaba las calabazas al establo. Entonces decidió hacer un farol de calabaza y usarlo para asustar a la anciana.
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He chose a fine, large pumpkin with a bright orange-red color and started carving it. With the tip of his knife, he made two round eyes, a three-cornered nose, and a mouth shaped like a new moon. The face was not truly beautiful, but it had such a wide, cheerful smile that Tip laughed as he looked at it.
The child had no playmates, so he did not know that boys often cut out the inside of a pumpkin-jack and put a lighted candle inside to make the face more frightening. But he had an idea of his own that seemed just as good. He decided to make a man who would wear the pumpkin head and stand where old Mombi would see it face to face.
Eligió una calabaza grande y hermosa, de un color rojo anaranjado brillante, y empezó a tallarla. Con la punta de su cuchillo, hizo dos ojos redondos, una nariz triangular y una boca con forma de luna nueva. La cara no era realmente hermosa, pero tenía una sonrisa tan amplia y alegre que Tip se rio al mirarla.
El niño no tenía compañeros de juego, así que no sabía que los chicos suelen sacar el interior de una calabaza y poner dentro una vela encendida para que la cara dé más miedo. Pero tuvo una idea propia que le pareció igual de buena. Decidió hacer un hombre que llevara la cabeza de calabaza y se quedara donde la vieja Mombi pudiera verlo cara a cara.
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"And then," Tip said to himself with a laugh, "she'll squeal louder than the brown pig does when I pull her tail, and shake with fear worse than I did last year when I had the ague!"
He had plenty of time to finish it, because Mombi had gone to a village to buy groceries, she said. The trip would take at least two days.
"Y entonces", se dijo Tip con una risa, "chillará más fuerte que la cerda marrón cuando le tiro de la cola, ¡y temblará de miedo más que yo el año pasado cuando tuve fiebre!"
Tenía mucho tiempo para terminarlo, porque Mombi había ido a un pueblo a comprar comida, según dijo. El viaje tardaría por lo menos dos días.
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So he took his axe to the forest and chose some strong, straight young trees. He cut them down and trimmed off the twigs and leaves. From them he made the arms, legs, and feet of his man. For the body, he stripped thick bark from a big tree and shaped it into a tube of the right size, holding the edges together with wooden pegs. Then he worked happily, joining the limbs and fastening them to the body with pegs he had carved with his knife.
By the time he finished, it was getting dark, and Tip remembered that he had to milk the cow and feed the pigs. So he picked up his wooden man and carried it home with him.
Así que llevó su hacha al bosque y eligió varios árboles jóvenes, fuertes y rectos. Los cortó y les quitó las ramas y las hojas. Con ellos hizo los brazos, las piernas y los pies de su hombre. Para el cuerpo, quitó la corteza gruesa de un árbol grande y le dio forma de tubo del tamaño correcto, sujetando los bordes con clavijas de madera. Después trabajó felizmente, uniendo las extremidades y fijándolas al cuerpo con clavijas que había tallado con su cuchillo.
Cuando terminó, estaba oscureciendo y Tip recordó que tenía que ordeñar la vaca y alimentar a los cerdos. Así que recogió a su hombre de madera y se lo llevó a casa.
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In the evening, by the kitchen fire, Tip carefully rounded the sharp edges of the joints and smoothed the rough parts. He did this neatly and well. Then he stood the figure against the wall and admired it. It was very tall, even for a grown man. But Tip liked that, and he did not mind its size at all.
Por la noche, junto al fuego de la cocina, Tip redondeó con cuidado los bordes afilados de las articulaciones y alisó las partes ásperas. Lo hizo con cuidado y bien. Luego puso la figura contra la pared y la admiró. Era muy alta, incluso para un hombre adulto. Pero a Tip le gustaba eso y no le importaba su tamaño.
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The next morning, Tip looked at his work again and saw that he had forgotten the neck. He needed it to attach the pumpkinhead to the body. So he went back to the nearby forest and cut several pieces of wood to finish the job. When he returned, he fixed a cross-piece to the top of the body and made a hole in the middle to hold the neck upright. He sharpened the top of the neck piece too. Then Tip pressed the pumpkin head down onto it, and it fit very well. The head could turn from side to side, and the arms and legs could bend, so he could place the dummy in any position he wanted.
A la mañana siguiente, Tip volvió a mirar su obra y vio que había olvidado el cuello. Lo necesitaba para unir la cabeza de calabaza al cuerpo. Por eso regresó al bosque cercano y cortó varios trozos de madera para terminar el trabajo. Cuando volvió, colocó una pieza cruzada en la parte superior del cuerpo e hizo un agujero en el centro para sostener el cuello derecho. También afiló la parte superior de la pieza del cuello. Luego Tip presionó la cabeza de calabaza sobre ella, y encajó muy bien. La cabeza podía girar de un lado a otro, y los brazos y las piernas podían doblarse, así que podía poner el muñeco en cualquier posición que quisiera.
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'Now that,' Tip said proudly, 'is really a very fine man, and it ought to frighten old Mombi very much! But it would look much more real if it were properly dressed.'
Finding clothes was not easy. But Tip bravely searched through the large chest where Mombi kept her keepsakes and treasures. At the bottom, he found purple trousers, a red shirt, and a pink vest with white spots. He took them to his man and dressed him in a lively way, although the clothes did not fit very well. Then he added some knitted stockings that belonged to Mombi and an old pair of his own shoes. Tip was so happy that he danced and laughed with boyish joy.
"Esto", dijo Tip con orgullo, "es de verdad un hombre muy bueno, ¡y debería asustar muchísimo a la vieja Mombi! Pero parecería mucho más real si estuviera vestido como corresponde."
Encontrar ropa no fue fácil. Pero Tip buscó valientemente en el gran baúl donde Mombi guardaba sus recuerdos y tesoros. En el fondo encontró unos pantalones morados, una camisa roja y un chaleco rosa con lunares blancos. Los llevó a su hombre y lo vistió de manera alegre, aunque la ropa no le quedaba muy bien. Después añadió unas medias tejidas que pertenecían a Mombi y un viejo par de sus propios zapatos. Tip estaba tan contento que bailó y rio con alegría infantil.
Volver al Texto simplificado
Ir al Texto íntegro
Texto simplificado — Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
Párrafo #26
'I must give him a name!' he cried. 'A man as good as this must have a name. I think,' he said after a moment, 'I will call him Jack Pumpkinhead!'
"¡Debo darle un nombre!", gritó. "Un hombre tan bueno como este debe tener un nombre. Creo", dijo después de un momento, "¡que lo llamaré Jack Cabeza de Calabaza!"
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The Marvelous Powder of Life
After thinking about it carefully, Tip decided that the best place for Jack was at the bend in the road, a little way from the house. So he began to carry him there, but Jack was heavy and hard to handle. Tip dragged him a short distance, then stood him on his feet. By bending one leg, then the other, and pushing from behind, the boy managed to make Jack walk to the bend in the road. It was not easy, and Jack fell over several times. Tip worked harder than he ever had in the fields or forest. But his love of mischief pushed him on, and he enjoyed seeing how clever his work was.
El maravilloso Polvo de la Vida
Después de pensarlo con cuidado, Tip decidió que el mejor lugar para Jack era en la curva del camino, a poca distancia de la casa. Así que empezó a llevarlo allí, pero Jack era pesado y difícil de manejar. Tip lo arrastró un corto trecho y luego lo puso de pie. Doblando una pierna, después la otra, y empujando desde atrás, el niño logró que Jack caminara hasta la curva del camino. No fue fácil, y Jack se cayó varias veces. Tip trabajó más que nunca en los campos o en el bosque. Pero su gusto por las travesuras lo impulsó, y disfrutaba viendo lo inteligente que había sido su trabajo.
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'Jack works fine!' Tip said. He saw Jack's left arm fell off. He went back to find it. He made a new pin and fixed the arm. It was stronger. Jack's head had turned backward, but Tip fixed it. He set Jack facing the path where Mombi would come. Jack looked like a farmer from Gillikin, but strange enough to scare anyone.
It was still too early in the day to expect the old woman to come home, so Tip went down into the valley below the farmhouse and began picking nuts from the trees there.
"¡Jack funciona muy bien!", dijo Tip. Vio que el brazo izquierdo de Jack se había caído. Volvió a buscarlo. Hizo una clavija nueva y arregló el brazo. Quedó más fuerte. La cabeza de Jack se había girado hacia atrás, pero Tip la arregló. Puso a Jack mirando el camino por donde vendría Mombi. Jack parecía un campesino gilikin, pero lo bastante extraño como para asustar a cualquiera.
Aún era demasiado temprano para esperar que la anciana volviera a casa, así que Tip bajó al valle que estaba debajo de la granja y empezó a recoger nueces de los árboles de allí.
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But old Mombi came back earlier than usual. She had met a crooked wizard who lived in a lonely cave in the mountains, and they had traded several important magic secrets. In this way she got three new recipes, four magical powders, and some herbs with great power. She hurried home as fast as she could so she could try her new magic.
Mombi cared so much about the treasures she had found that when she turned the corner and saw the man, she only nodded and said:
"Good evening, sir."
But a moment later, when she saw that he did not move or answer, she looked closely at his face and found that it was a pumpkin head, carefully carved by Tip's jack-knife.
Pero la vieja Mombi regresó antes de lo normal. Se había encontrado con un mago jorobado que vivía en una cueva solitaria de las montañas, y habían intercambiado varios secretos importantes de magia. De ese modo consiguió tres recetas nuevas, cuatro polvos mágicos y algunas hierbas de gran poder. Se apresuró a volver a casa tan rápido como pudo para probar su nueva magia.
Mombi se preocupaba tanto por los tesoros que había encontrado que, al doblar la esquina y ver al hombre, solo asintió y dijo:
"Buenas noches, señor."
Pero un momento después, al ver que él no se movía ni respondía, miró de cerca su cara y descubrió que era una cabeza de calabaza, cuidadosamente tallada por Tip con su navaja.
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"Hm!" said Mombi with a rough sound. "That naughty boy has been at his tricks again! Very good! Very good! I'll beat him for trying to frighten me like this!"
In anger, she raised her stick to smash the grinning pumpkin head of the dummy. But then a sudden idea stopped her, and the raised stick stayed still in the air.
"Why, here is a good chance to try my new powder!" she said eagerly. "Then I can see if that crooked wizard really traded secrets fairly, or if he tricked me as badly as I tricked him."
So she put down her basket and began to search inside it for one of the precious powders she had taken.
"¡Hum!", dijo Mombi con un sonido áspero. "¡Ese niño travieso está otra vez con sus trucos! ¡Muy bien! ¡Muy bien! ¡Le pegaré por intentar asustarme así!"
Enojada, levantó su bastón para destrozar la sonriente cabeza de calabaza del muñeco. Pero una idea repentina la detuvo, y el bastón levantado quedó quieto en el aire.
"¡Vaya, aquí hay una buena oportunidad para probar mi nuevo polvo!", dijo con entusiasmo. "Entonces podré ver si ese mago jorobado intercambió secretos de forma justa o si me engañó tan mal como yo lo engañé a él."
Entonces dejó su canasta en el suelo y empezó a buscar dentro uno de los preciosos polvos que había tomado.
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While Mombi was busy, Tip came back with his pockets full of nuts, and he found the old woman standing beside his man, not looking frightened at all.
At first he was very disappointed. But then he became curious about what Mombi would do. So he hid behind a hedge, where he could watch without being seen.
After some searching, the woman took an old pepper-box from her basket. On the faded label, the wizard had written with a lead pencil:
"Powder of Life."
"Ah -- here it is!" she cried happily. "Now let us see if it works. The stingy wizard did not give me much, but I think there is enough for two or three doses."
Mientras Mombi estaba ocupada, Tip regresó con los bolsillos llenos de nueces y encontró a la anciana junto a su hombre, sin parecer asustada en absoluto.
Al principio se sintió muy decepcionado. Pero luego tuvo curiosidad por saber qué haría Mombi. Así que se escondió detrás de un seto, desde donde podía mirar sin que lo vieran.
Después de buscar un poco, la mujer sacó de su canasta un viejo pimentero. En la etiqueta descolorida, el mago había escrito con lápiz:
"Polvo de la Vida."
"¡Ah, aquí está!", gritó feliz. "Ahora veamos si funciona. El mago tacaño no me dio mucho, pero creo que hay suficiente para dos o tres dosis."
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Tip was very surprised when he heard this. Then he saw old Mombi raise her arm and sprinkle the powder from the box over the pumpkin head of his man Jack. She did this as if she were shaking pepper on a baked potato. The powder fell from Jack's head and spread over the red shirt, pink waistcoat, and purple trousers Tip had put on him. Some of it even fell on the patched, worn shoes.
Then Mombi put the pepper-box back into the basket. She lifted her left hand with the little finger pointed up and said:
"Weaugh!"
Tip se sorprendió mucho al oír esto. Entonces vio que la vieja Mombi levantaba el brazo y espolvoreaba el polvo de la caja sobre la cabeza de calabaza de su hombre Jack. Lo hizo como si estuviera echando pimienta sobre una papa al horno. El polvo cayó de la cabeza de Jack y se extendió sobre la camisa roja, el chaleco rosa y los pantalones morados que Tip le había puesto. Parte de él incluso cayó sobre los zapatos gastados y remendados.
Luego Mombi volvió a poner el pimentero en la canasta. Levantó la mano izquierda, con el dedo meñique apuntando hacia arriba, y dijo:
"¡Weaugh!"
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Then she lifted her right hand with the thumb pointed up and said:
"Teaugh!"
Then she raised both hands, with all the fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried:
"Peaugh!"
Jack Pumpkinhead stepped back one pace at this and said in a hurt voice:
"Don't shout like that! Do you think I'm deaf?"
Old Mombi danced around him, wild with joy.
"He lives!" she screamed. "He lives! He lives!"
Then she threw her stick into the air and caught it again. She hugged herself with both arms and tried to do a jig step, while she kept saying happily:
"He lives! He lives! He lives!"
Luego levantó la mano derecha, con el pulgar apuntando hacia arriba, y dijo:
"¡Teaugh!"
Después levantó ambas manos, con todos los dedos y pulgares extendidos, y gritó:
"¡Peaugh!"
Jack Cabeza de Calabaza dio un paso atrás y dijo con voz ofendida:
"¡No grites así! ¿Crees que soy sordo?"
La vieja Mombi bailó a su alrededor, loca de alegría.
"¡Está vivo!", gritó. "¡Está vivo! ¡Está vivo!"
Luego lanzó su bastón al aire y lo atrapó de nuevo. Se abrazó con ambos brazos e intentó bailar un paso de jig, mientras seguía diciendo feliz:
"¡Está vivo! ¡Está vivo! ¡Está vivo!"
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You can well imagine that Tip watched all this in great surprise.
At first he was so frightened and shocked that he wanted to run away. But his legs shook so much that he could not move. Then he thought it was very funny that Jack had come to life, especially because his pumpkin face looked so strange and silly that it made Tip laugh at once. After he got over his first fear, Tip began to laugh. His happy laughter reached old Mombi. She hurried to the hedge, grabbed Tip by the collar, and dragged him back to where she had left her basket and the pumpkinheaded man.
Puedes imaginar muy bien que Tip observó todo esto con gran sorpresa.
Al principio estaba tan asustado y sorprendido que quiso huir. Pero le temblaban tanto las piernas que no podía moverse. Luego le pareció muy gracioso que Jack hubiera cobrado vida, sobre todo porque su cara de calabaza parecía tan extraña y tonta que Tip se rio enseguida. Después de superar su primer miedo, Tip empezó a reír. Su risa alegre llegó a la vieja Mombi. Ella corrió al seto, agarró a Tip por el cuello de la camisa y lo arrastró hasta donde había dejado su canasta y al hombre con cabeza de calabaza.
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"You naughty, sneaky, wicked boy!" she cried in anger. "I'll teach you to spy on my secrets and make fun of me!"
"I wasn't making fun of you," Tip said. "I was laughing at old Pumpkinhead! Look at him! Isn't he funny?"
"I hope you are not making fun of my looks," said Jack. It was so funny to hear his serious voice while his face still wore a happy smile that Tip began to laugh again.
Even Mombi felt a strange interest in the man her magic had brought to life. She stared at him closely and then asked:
"¡Niño travieso, astuto y malvado!", gritó enfadada. "¡Te enseñaré a espiar mis secretos y a burlarte de mí!"
"No me estaba burlando de ti", dijo Tip. "¡Me reía de la vieja Cabeza de Calabaza! ¡Míralo! ¿No es gracioso?"
"Espero que no te estés burlando de mi aspecto", dijo Jack. Era tan gracioso oír su voz seria mientras su cara aún mostraba una sonrisa feliz que Tip volvió a reír.
Incluso Mombi sintió un extraño interés por el hombre al que su magia había dado vida. Lo miró de cerca y luego preguntó:
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"What do you know?"
"Well, that is hard to say," Jack replied. "I feel that I know a great deal, but I do not yet know how much there is in the world to learn. I need some time to find out whether I am very wise or very foolish."
"That is true," said Mombi, thinking about it.
"But what are you going to do with him now that he is alive?" Tip asked in surprise.
"I must think about that," Mombi answered. "But we must go home at once, because it is getting dark. Help the Pumpkinhead walk."
"Never mind me," Jack said. "I can walk as well as you can. Haven't I got legs and feet, and are they not jointed?"
"¿Qué sabes?"
"Bueno, es difícil decirlo", respondió Jack. "Siento que sé muchas cosas, pero todavía no sé cuánto hay que aprender en el mundo. Necesito tiempo para descubrir si soy muy sabio o muy tonto."
"Es verdad", dijo Mombi, pensando en ello.
"¿Pero qué vas a hacer con él ahora que está vivo?", preguntó Tip sorprendido.
"Debo pensarlo", respondió Mombi. "Pero tenemos que ir a casa enseguida, porque está oscureciendo. Ayuda a caminar a Cabeza de Calabaza."
"No se preocupen por mí", dijo Jack. "Puedo caminar tan bien como ustedes. ¿No tengo piernas y pies, y no tienen articulaciones?"
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"Are they?" the woman asked, turning to Tip.
"Of course they are. I made them myself," the boy said proudly.
So they went toward the house. When they reached the farm yard, old Mombi led the pumpkin man to the cow stable. She shut him in an empty stall and locked the door firmly from the outside.
"I must take care of you first," she said, nodding at Tip.
When the boy heard this, he felt uneasy, because he knew Mombi had a cruel and revengeful heart. He believed she would do any evil thing.
They went into the house. It was a round building with a dome, like most farmhouses in the Land of Oz.
"¿Las tienen?", preguntó la mujer, volviéndose hacia Tip.
"Claro que las tienen. Las hice yo mismo", dijo el niño con orgullo.
Así que fueron hacia la casa. Cuando llegaron al patio de la granja, la vieja Mombi llevó al hombre calabaza al establo de la vaca. Lo encerró en un compartimento vacío y cerró la puerta con llave desde fuera.
"Primero debo ocuparme de ti", dijo, asintiendo hacia Tip.
Al oír esto, el niño se sintió inquieto, porque sabía que Mombi tenía un corazón cruel y vengativo. Creía que ella podía hacer cualquier cosa malvada.
Entraron en la casa. Era un edificio redondo con una cúpula, como la mayoría de las granjas de la Tierra de Oz.
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Mombi told the boy to light a candle. Then she put her basket in a cupboard and hung her cloak on a peg. Tip did it at once, because he was afraid of her.
After the candle was lit, Mombi ordered him to build a fire in the hearth. While Tip worked, the old woman ate her supper. When the fire began to crackle, the boy asked for some bread and cheese, but Mombi refused him.
"I'm hungry!" said Tip in a sour voice.
"You won't be hungry for long," Mombi answered with a hard look.
Mombi le dijo al niño que encendiera una vela. Luego puso su canasta en un armario y colgó su capa de una percha. Tip lo hizo enseguida, porque le tenía miedo.
Después de encender la vela, Mombi le ordenó que hiciera fuego en la chimenea. Mientras Tip trabajaba, la anciana comió su cena. Cuando el fuego empezó a crepitar, el niño pidió un poco de pan y queso, pero Mombi se lo negó.
"¡Tengo hambre!", dijo Tip con voz amarga.
"No tendrás hambre por mucho tiempo", respondió Mombi con una mirada dura.
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The boy did not like this, because it sounded like a threat. Then he remembered the nuts in his pocket, so he cracked some and ate them. Meanwhile, the woman stood up, brushed the crumbs from her apron, and hung a small black kettle over the fire.
Then she measured equal parts of milk and vinegar and poured them into the kettle. After that, she took out several packets of herbs and powders and added some of each to the kettle. Now and then she went near the candle and read the recipe from a yellow paper.
As Tip watched her, he felt more and more uneasy.
Al niño no le gustó eso, porque sonaba como una amenaza. Entonces recordó las nueces de su bolsillo, rompió algunas y se las comió. Mientras tanto, la mujer se levantó, quitó las migas de su delantal y colgó un pequeño caldero negro sobre el fuego.
Luego midió partes iguales de leche y vinagre y las vertió en el caldero. Después sacó varios paquetes de hierbas y polvos y añadió un poco de cada uno al caldero. De vez en cuando se acercaba a la vela y leía la receta en un papel amarillo.
Mientras Tip la observaba, se sentía cada vez más inquieto.
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“What is that for?” he asked.
“For you,” Mombi said shortly.
Tip moved around on his stool and looked at the kettle, which was starting to bubble. Then he glanced at the witch’s hard, wrinkled face and wished he was anywhere but in that dark, smoky kitchen. Even the candle shadows on the wall seemed frightening. So an hour passed. The only sounds were the pot bubbling and the fire hissing.
At last, Tip spoke again.
“Do I have to drink that stuff?” he asked, nodding toward the pot.
“Yes,” said Mombi.
“What will it do to me?” asked Tip.
"¿Para qué es eso?", preguntó.
"Para ti", dijo Mombi brevemente.
Tip se movió inquieto en su taburete y miró el caldero, que empezaba a burbujear. Luego miró la cara dura y arrugada de la bruja y deseó estar en cualquier lugar menos en esa cocina oscura y llena de humo. Incluso las sombras de la vela en la pared parecían aterradoras. Así pasó una hora. Los únicos sonidos eran el burbujeo de la olla y el silbido del fuego.
Al fin, Tip habló de nuevo.
"¿Tengo que beber esa cosa?", preguntó, señalando la olla con la cabeza.
"Sí", dijo Mombi.
"¿Qué me hará?", preguntó Tip.
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“If it is made right,” Mombi replied, “it will change you into a marble statue.”
Tip groaned and wiped the sweat from his forehead with his sleeve.
“I don’t want to be a marble statue!” he said.
"That does not matter. I want you to be one," said the old woman, looking at him sternly.
"What use will I be then?" asked Tip. "There will not be anyone to work for you."
"I will make the Pumpkinhead work for me," said Mombi.
Tip groaned again.
"Why don't you change me into a goat, or a chicken?" he asked in fear. "You can't do anything with a marble statue."
"Si está bien hecha", respondió Mombi, "te convertirá en una estatua de mármol."
Tip gimió y se secó el sudor de la frente con la manga.
"¡No quiero ser una estatua de mármol!", dijo.
"Eso no importa. Yo quiero que seas una", dijo la anciana, mirándolo con severidad.
"¿Qué utilidad tendré entonces?", preguntó Tip. "No habrá nadie que trabaje para ti."
"Haré que Cabeza de Calabaza trabaje para mí", dijo Mombi.
Tip volvió a gemir.
"¿Por qué no me conviertes en una cabra o una gallina?", preguntó con miedo. "No puedes hacer nada con una estatua de mármol."
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"Oh, yes, I can," Mombi replied. "Next spring I am going to plant a flower garden, and I will put you in the middle of it as a decoration. I wonder why I have not thought of that before. You have been a trouble to me for years."
After this terrible speech, Tip felt sweat on all his body. But he sat still, shivering, and looked worriedly at the kettle.
"Perhaps it will not work," he muttered in a weak, discouraged voice.
"Oh, I think it will," Mombi answered cheerfully. "I seldom make a mistake."
There was silence again. It was so long and dark that when Mombi finally lifted the kettle from the fire, it was almost midnight.
"Oh, sí que puedo", respondió Mombi. "La próxima primavera voy a plantar un jardín de flores y te pondré en medio como adorno. Me pregunto por qué no había pensado en eso antes. Me has dado problemas durante años."
Después de este terrible discurso, Tip sintió sudor por todo el cuerpo. Pero se quedó quieto, temblando, y miró preocupado la tetera.
—Tal vez no funcione —murmuró con una voz débil y desanimada.
—Oh, creo que sí funcionará —respondió Mombi alegremente—. Rara vez cometo un error.
Volvió a haber silencio. La noche era tan larga y oscura que, cuando Mombi por fin retiró la tetera del fuego, era casi medianoche.
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"You cannot drink it until it is quite cold," said the old witch. She had admitted that she practised witchcraft, even though it was against the law. "We must both go to bed now. At daybreak I will call you and quickly finish changing you into a marble statue."
Then she hobbled into her room with the steaming kettle. Tip heard her close the door and lock it.
The boy did not go to bed, as he had been told. He still sat there, staring angrily at the embers of the dying fire.
—No podrás beberlo hasta que esté completamente frío —dijo la vieja bruja. Había admitido que practicaba la brujería, aunque estaba prohibida por la ley—. Ahora los dos debemos ir a la cama. Al amanecer te llamaré y terminaré rápidamente de convertirte en una estatua de mármol.
Luego entró cojeando en su habitación con la tetera humeante. Tip la oyó cerrar la puerta y echarle llave.
El chico no fue a la cama, como le habían dicho. Seguía allí sentado, mirando con rabia las brasas del fuego que se apagaba.
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The Flight of the Fugitives
Tip thought about it.
"It is a terrible thing to be a marble statue," he thought angrily. "I am not going to accept that. For years she says I have been a bother to her, so now she wants to get rid of me. But there is an easier way than becoming a statue. No boy could have fun standing forever in the middle of a flower garden! I will run away. I may as well go before she makes me drink that nasty stuff in the kettle." He waited until the old witch was snoring and fast asleep. Then he quietly got up and went to the cupboard to find something to eat.
La huida de los fugitivos
Tip lo pensó.
«Es terrible ser una estatua de mármol», pensó con rabia. «No voy a aceptarlo. Desde hace años dice que le he causado problemas, así que ahora quiere deshacerse de mí. Pero hay una forma más fácil que convertirse en estatua. ¡Ningún chico podría divertirse de pie para siempre en medio de un jardín de flores! Me escaparé. Será mejor que me vaya antes de que me haga beber esa cosa horrible de la tetera». Esperó hasta que la vieja bruja roncaba y estaba profundamente dormida. Entonces se levantó en silencio y fue al armario a buscar algo para comer.
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"There is no use starting a journey without food," he decided as he searched the narrow shelves.
He found some crusts of bread, but he had to look in Mombi's basket to find the cheese she had brought from the village. While he was going through the basket, he found the pepper-box that held the Powder of Life.
"I may as well take this with me," he thought. "Otherwise Mombi may use it to make more trouble." So he put the box in his pocket, along with the bread and cheese.
Then he carefully left the house and closed the door behind him. Outside, the moon and stars shone brightly, and the night seemed peaceful and welcoming after the closed, bad-smelling kitchen.
«No sirve de nada empezar un viaje sin comida», decidió mientras buscaba en los estantes estrechos.
Encontró algunas cortezas de pan, pero tuvo que buscar en la cesta de Mombi para encontrar el queso que ella había traído del pueblo. Mientras revisaba la cesta, encontró el pimentero que contenía el Polvo de la Vida.
«También podría llevarme esto», pensó. «De otro modo, Mombi podría usarlo para causar más problemas». Así que se metió la caja en el bolsillo, junto con el pan y el queso.
Luego salió cuidadosamente de la casa y cerró la puerta detrás de él. Afuera, la luna y las estrellas brillaban con fuerza, y la noche parecía tranquila y acogedora después de la cocina cerrada y maloliente.
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"I'll be glad to get away," said Tip softly. "I never liked that old woman. I wonder how I ever came to live with her."
He was walking slowly toward the road when a thought made him stop.
"I don't want to leave Jack Pumpkinhead with old Mombi," he muttered. "Jack belongs to me, because I made him, even if the old witch brought him to life."
He went back to the cow-stable and opened the door of the stall where the pumpkin-headed man had been left.
Jack was standing in the middle of the stall, and by the moonlight Tip saw that he was smiling as happily as ever.
—Me alegrará alejarme —dijo Tip en voz baja—. Nunca me gustó esa vieja. Me pregunto cómo llegué a vivir con ella.
Caminaba despacio hacia el camino cuando una idea lo hizo detenerse.
—No quiero dejar a Jack Cabeza de Calabaza con la vieja Mombi —murmuró—. Jack me pertenece, porque yo lo hice, aunque la vieja bruja le dio vida.
Regresó al establo de las vacas y abrió la puerta del compartimento donde habían dejado al hombre con cabeza de calabaza.
Jack estaba de pie en medio del compartimento, y a la luz de la luna Tip vio que sonreía tan feliz como siempre.
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"Come on!" said the boy, waving to him.
"Where to?" Jack asked.
"You'll know as soon as I do," answered Tip, smiling kindly at the pumpkin face.
"All we have to do now is walk,"
"Very well," Jack said, and he walked awkwardly out of the stable and into the moonlight.
Tip turned toward the road, and the man followed him. Jack walked with a limp, and now and then one of his leg joints turned backward instead of forward, nearly making him fall. But the Pumpkinhead noticed this quickly and tried to step more carefully. So he had few accidents.
—¡Vamos! —dijo el chico, haciéndole señas.
—¿Adónde? —preguntó Jack.
—Lo sabrás en cuanto yo lo sepa —respondió Tip, sonriendo con amabilidad al rostro de calabaza.
«Ahora solo tenemos que caminar»
—Muy bien —dijo Jack, y salió torpemente del establo hacia la luz de la luna.
Tip se dirigió hacia el camino, y el hombre lo siguió. Jack caminaba cojeando, y de vez en cuando una de las articulaciones de sus piernas se doblaba hacia atrás en lugar de hacia delante, casi haciéndolo caer. Pero Cabeza de Calabaza se daba cuenta de ello rápidamente e intentaba caminar con más cuidado. Por eso tuvo pocos accidentes.
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Tip led him along the path without stopping. They could not go very fast, but they kept walking. By the time the moon went down and the sun rose over the hills, they had gone so far that the boy did not fear the old witch would follow them. Also, he had turned into one path and then another, so anyone who followed would find it hard to guess where they had gone.
Sure that he had escaped, at least for a while, from being turned into a marble statue, the boy stopped his companion and sat down on a rock beside the road.
Tip lo guio por el sendero sin detenerse. No podían ir muy rápido, pero siguieron caminando. Cuando la luna se ocultó y el sol salió sobre las colinas, habían avanzado tanto que el chico ya no temía que la vieja bruja los siguiera. Además, había tomado un camino y luego otro, por lo que a cualquiera que los siguiera le resultaría difícil adivinar adónde habían ido.
Seguro de que había escapado, al menos por un tiempo, de convertirse en una estatua de mármol, el chico detuvo a su compañero y se sentó en una roca junto al camino.
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"Let's have some breakfast," he said.
Jack Pumpkinhead watched Tip with interest, but he did not join the meal. "I don't seem to be made the same way you are," he said.
"I know you are not," Tip replied. "I made you."
"Oh! Did you?" Jack asked.
"Certainly. I put you together. I carved your eyes, nose, ears, and mouth," Tip said proudly. "And I dressed you."
Jack looked carefully at his body and legs.
"It seems to me you did a very good job," he said.
"Just so-so," Tip replied modestly, because he was starting to notice some faults in the way his man was made. "If I had known we were going to travel together, I might have been a little more careful."
—Desayunemos —dijo.
Jack Cabeza de Calabaza observó a Tip con interés, pero no se unió a la comida. —Parece que no estoy hecho de la misma manera que tú —dijo.
—Sé que no —respondió Tip—. Yo te hice.
—¡Oh! ¿Lo hiciste? —preguntó Jack.
—Claro. Te armé. Tallé tus ojos, nariz, orejas y boca —dijo Tip orgullosamente—. Y te vestí.
Jack miró con cuidado su cuerpo y sus piernas.
—Me parece que hiciste un trabajo muy bueno —dijo.
—Más o menos —respondió Tip con modestia, porque empezaba a notar algunos defectos en la forma en que había hecho a su hombre—. Si hubiera sabido que íbamos a viajar juntos, quizá habría tenido un poco más de cuidado.
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"Then," said the Pumpkinhead, sounding surprised, "you must be my creator, my parent, my father!"
"Or your inventor," the boy answered with a laugh. "Yes, my son, I really think I am!"
"Then I owe you obedience," the man said, "and you owe me support."
"Exactly," Tip said, jumping up. "So let us go."
"Where are we going?" Jack asked when they started walking again.
"I am not sure," said the boy. "But I think we are going south, and that will bring us to the Emerald City sooner or later."
"What city is that?" asked the Pumpkinhead.
—Entonces —dijo Cabeza de Calabaza, sorprendido—, debes de ser mi creador, mi progenitor, ¡mi padre!
—O tu inventor —respondió el chico con una risa—. Sí, hijo mío, ¡de verdad creo que lo soy!
—Entonces te debo obediencia —dijo el hombre—, y tú me debes apoyo.
—Exactamente —dijo Tip, levantándose de un salto—. Así que vayamos.
—¿Adónde vamos? —preguntó Jack cuando volvieron a caminar.
—No estoy seguro —dijo el chico—. Pero creo que vamos hacia el sur, y eso nos llevará tarde o temprano a la Ciudad Esmeralda.
—¿Qué ciudad es esa? —preguntó Cabeza de Calabaza.
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"It is the center of the Land of Oz, and the biggest city in the whole country. I have never been there myself, but I know its history. It was built by a great and wonderful Wizard named Oz, and everything there is green, just as everything in this Country of the Gillikins is purple."
"Is everything here purple?" Jack asked.
"Of course it is. Can't you see?" the boy replied.
"I think I may be color-blind," said the Pumpkinhead after looking around for a while.
—Es el centro de la Tierra de Oz y la ciudad más grande de todo el país. Yo nunca he estado allí, pero conozco su historia. La construyó un gran y maravilloso Mago llamado Oz, y allí todo es verde, igual que todo en este País de los Gillikins es morado.
—¿Todo aquí es morado? —preguntó Jack.
—Claro que sí. ¿No lo ves? —respondió el chico.
—Creo que tal vez no distingo los colores —dijo Cabeza de Calabaza después de mirar a su alrededor durante un rato.
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"Well, the grass is purple, and the trees are purple, and the houses and fences are purple," Tip explained. "Even the mud in the roads is purple. But in the Emerald City, everything is green that is purple here. In the Country of the Munchkins in the east, everything is blue. In the south country of the Quadlings, everything is red. In the west country of the Winkies, where the Tin Woodman rules, everything is yellow."
"Oh!" said Jack. After a pause, he asked, "Did you say a Tin Woodman rules the Winkies?"
"Yes. He helped Dorothy destroy the Wicked Witch of the West, and the Winkies were so thankful that they asked him to rule them. The people of the Emerald City did the same for the Scarecrow."
—Bueno, la hierba es morada, los árboles son morados, y las casas y las cercas son moradas —explicó Tip—. Incluso el barro de los caminos es morado. Pero en la Ciudad Esmeralda, todo lo que aquí es morado es verde. En el País de los Munchkins, al este, todo es azul. En el país del sur de los Quadlings, todo es rojo. En el país del oeste de los Winkies, donde gobierna el Leñador de Hojalata, todo es amarillo.
—¡Oh! —dijo Jack. Tras una pausa, preguntó—: ¿Dijiste que un Leñador de Hojalata gobierna a los Winkies?
—Sí. Ayudó a Dorothy a destruir a la Malvada Bruja del Oeste, y los Winkies estaban tan agradecidos que le pidieron que los gobernara. La gente de la Ciudad Esmeralda hizo lo mismo con el Espantapájaros.
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"Dear me!" said Jack. "I am getting confused by all this history. Who is the Scarecrow?"
"Another friend of Dorothy's," Tip replied.
"And who is Dorothy?"
"She was a girl from Kansas, a place in the big world outside. A cyclone carried her to the Land of Oz, and while she was here, the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman went with her on her travels."
"And where is she now?" the Pumpkinhead asked.
"Glinda the Good, who rules the Quadlings, sent her home again," said the boy.
"Oh. And what happened to the Scarecrow?"
"I told you. He rules the Emerald City," answered Tip.
—¡Vaya! —dijo Jack—. Toda esta historia me está confundiendo. ¿Quién es el Espantapájaros?
—Otro amigo de Dorothy —respondió Tip.
—¿Y quién es Dorothy?
—Era una niña de Kansas, un lugar del gran mundo exterior. Un ciclón la llevó a la Tierra de Oz, y mientras estuvo aquí, el Espantapájaros y el Leñador de Hojalata la acompañaron en sus viajes.
—¿Y dónde está ella ahora? —preguntó Cabeza de Calabaza.
—Glinda la Buena, que gobierna a los Quadlings, la envió de nuevo a casa —dijo el chico.
—Oh. ¿Y qué le pasó al Espantapájaros?
—Ya te lo dije. Él gobierna la Ciudad Esmeralda —respondió Tip.
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"I thought you said a wonderful Wizard ruled it," said Jack, looking more and more confused.
"Yes, I did. Now listen, and I will explain it," said Tip, speaking slowly and looking straight at the smiling Pumpkinhead. "Dorothy went to the Emerald City and asked the Wizard to send her back to Kansas. The Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman went with her. But the Wizard could not send her back, because he was not as powerful as people thought. Then they became angry and threatened to show the truth about him. So the Wizard made a big balloon and escaped in it, and no one has seen him since."
—Creí que habías dicho que la gobernaba un Mago maravilloso —dijo Jack, cada vez más confundido.
—Sí, lo dije. Ahora escucha y te lo explicaré —dijo Tip, hablando despacio y mirando directamente al sonriente Cabeza de Calabaza—. Dorothy fue a la Ciudad Esmeralda y le pidió al Mago que la enviara de vuelta a Kansas. El Espantapájaros y el Leñador de Hojalata fueron con ella. Pero el Mago no podía enviarla de vuelta, porque no era tan poderoso como la gente creía. Entonces se enfadaron y amenazaron con mostrar la verdad sobre él. Así que el Mago hizo un gran globo y escapó en él, y nadie lo ha visto desde entonces.
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"That is very interesting history," said Jack, pleased. "I understand it well, except for the explanation."
"I'm glad you do," replied Tip. "After the Wizard left, the people of the Emerald City made His Majesty, the Scarecrow, their King. I have heard that he became a very popular ruler."
"Are we going to see this strange King?" asked Jack, with interest.
"I think we should," answered the boy. "Unless you have something better to do."
"Oh, no, dear father," said the Pumpkinhead. "I am happy to go wherever you want."
—Es una historia muy interesante —dijo Jack, contento—. La entiendo bien, excepto la explicación.
—Me alegra que así sea —respondió Tip—. Después de que el Mago se fue, la gente de la Ciudad Esmeralda hizo Rey a Su Majestad, el Espantapájaros. He oído que se convirtió en un gobernante muy querido.
—¿Vamos a ver a este extraño Rey? —preguntó Jack con interés.
—Creo que deberíamos —respondió el chico—. A menos que tengas algo mejor que hacer.
—Oh, no, querido padre —dijo Cabeza de Calabaza—. Me alegra ir adonde quieras.
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Tip Makes an Experiment in Magic
The boy was small and rather delicate. He felt embarrassed when the tall, awkward, pumpkinheaded man called him "father." But if he denied it, he would have to give another long and boring explanation. So he quickly changed the subject and asked, "Are you tired?"
"Are you tired?"
"Of course not!" the other replied. Then he added after a short pause, "But I am sure I will wear out my wooden joints if I keep walking."
Tip hace un experimento de magia
El chico era pequeño y bastante delicado. Se sentía avergonzado cuando el alto, torpe hombre con cabeza de calabaza lo llamaba «padre». Pero si lo negaba, tendría que dar otra explicación larga y aburrida. Así que cambió rápidamente de tema y preguntó: —¿Estás cansado?
—¿Estás cansado?
—¡Claro que no! —respondió el otro. Luego añadió, después de una breve pausa—: Pero estoy seguro de que desgastaré mis articulaciones de madera si sigo caminando.
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As they went on, Tip thought this was true. He began to regret that he had not made the wooden legs more carefully and strongly. But how could he have known that the man he had made only to frighten old Mombi would come to life because of magic powder in an old pepper-box?
So he stopped blaming himself and began to think about how he could still fix Jack's weak joints.
While they were thinking about this, they came to the edge of a wood. The boy sat down to rest on an old sawhorse that a woodcutter had left there.
Mientras avanzaban, Tip pensó que eso era verdad. Empezó a lamentar no haber hecho las piernas de madera con más cuidado y más resistencia. Pero ¿cómo podía haber sabido que el hombre que había hecho solo para asustar a la vieja Mombi cobraría vida gracias al polvo mágico de un viejo pimentero?
Así que dejó de culparse y empezó a pensar cómo podía arreglar todavía las débiles articulaciones de Jack.
Mientras pensaban en esto, llegaron al borde de un bosque. El chico se sentó a descansar sobre un viejo caballete de serrar que un leñador había dejado allí.
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"Why don't you sit down?" he asked the Pumpkinhead.
"Won't that strain my joints?" the other asked.
"Of course not. It will rest them," said the boy.
So Jack tried to sit down. But when he bent his joints more than usual, they gave way. He fell hard to the ground, and Tip feared he was badly broken.
Tip ran to him, helped him to his feet, straightened his arms and legs, and felt his head to see if it had cracked. But Jack seemed all right, and Tip said to him:
"I think you should stay standing from now on. That seems safest."
—¿Por qué no te sientas? —preguntó a Cabeza de Calabaza.
—¿Eso no forzará mis articulaciones? —preguntó el otro.
—Claro que no. Las hará descansar —dijo el chico.
Así que Jack intentó sentarse. Pero cuando dobló más de lo normal sus articulaciones, estas cedieron. Cayó con fuerza al suelo, y Tip temió que se hubiera roto mucho.
Tip corrió hacia él, lo ayudó a ponerse de pie, enderezó sus brazos y piernas, y le tocó la cabeza para ver si se había agrietado. Pero Jack parecía estar bien, y Tip le dijo:
—Creo que de ahora en adelante deberías quedarte de pie. Parece lo más seguro.
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"Very well, dear father, just as you say," replied the smiling Jack, who was not at all upset by his fall.
Tip sat down again. Then the Pumpkinhead asked:
"What is that thing you are sitting on?"
"Oh, this is a horse," the boy replied without care.
"What is a horse?" Jack asked.
"A horse? Well, there are two kinds of horses," Tip said, a little unsure how to explain. "One kind is alive. It has four legs, a head, and a tail. People ride on its back."
"I understand," said Jack happily. "That is the kind of horse you are sitting on now."
—Muy bien, querido padre, como tú digas —respondió el sonriente Jack, que no estaba nada molesto por su caída.
Tip volvió a sentarse. Entonces Cabeza de Calabaza preguntó:
—¿Qué es esa cosa sobre la que estás sentado?
—Oh, esto es un caballo —respondió el chico sin darle importancia.
—¿Qué es un caballo? —preguntó Jack.
—¿Un caballo? Bueno, hay dos clases de caballos —dijo Tip, sin saber muy bien cómo explicarlo—. Una clase está viva. Tiene cuatro patas, cabeza y cola. La gente monta sobre su lomo.
—Entiendo —dijo Jack felizmente—. Esa es la clase de caballo sobre la que estás sentado ahora.
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"No, it isn't," Tip answered at once.
"Why not? That one has four legs, and a head, and a tail." Tip looked at the saw-horse more carefully and saw that the Pumpkinhead was right. The body was made from a tree trunk. One branch was left sticking up at one end, and it looked like a tail. At the other end were two big knots that looked like eyes, and a cut-away place that could be mistaken for a mouth. The four legs were straight tree limbs stuck fast into the body. They were spread wide so the saw-horse could stand firmly when a log was laid on it to be sawed.
—No, no lo es —respondió Tip enseguida.
—¿Por qué no? Ese tiene cuatro patas, cabeza y cola. Tip miró el caballete de serrar con más cuidado y vio que Cabeza de Calabaza tenía razón. El cuerpo estaba hecho con el tronco de un árbol. Una rama se había dejado sobresaliendo en un extremo, y parecía una cola. En el otro extremo había dos grandes nudos que parecían ojos, y una parte cortada que podía confundirse con una boca. Las cuatro patas eran ramas rectas de árbol, sujetas firmemente al cuerpo. Estaban muy separadas para que el caballete pudiera mantenerse firme cuando se colocaba un tronco sobre él para serrarlo.
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"This thing looks more like a real horse than I thought," said Tip, trying to explain. "But a real horse is alive, and it trots and prances and eats oats. This is only a dead horse made of wood, and people use it to saw logs on."
"If it were alive, wouldn't it trot, and prance, and eat oats?" asked the Pumpkinhead.
"It might trot and prance, but it wouldn't eat oats," the boy replied, laughing. "And it can never be alive, because it is made of wood."
"So am I," the man answered.
Tip looked at him in surprise.
—Esta cosa se parece más a un caballo de verdad de lo que pensaba —dijo Tip, tratando de explicarse—. Pero un caballo de verdad está vivo, trota, retoza y come avena. Este es solo un caballo muerto hecho de madera, y la gente lo usa para serrar troncos.
—Si estuviera vivo, ¿no trotaría, retozaría y comería avena? —preguntó Cabeza de Calabaza.
—Podría trotar y retozar, pero no comería avena —respondió el chico, riendo—. Y nunca puede estar vivo, porque está hecho de madera.
—Yo también —respondió el hombre.
Tip lo miró sorprendido.
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"Why, so you are!" he cried. "And the magic powder that brought you to life is here in my pocket."
He took out the pepper box and looked at it closely.
"I wonder," he said thoughtfully, "if it would bring the saw-horse to life."
“If it would,” Jack answered calmly, since nothing seemed to surprise him, “I could ride on its back, and that would save my joints from wearing out.”
“I’ll try it!” cried the boy, jumping up. “But I wonder if I can remember the words old Mombi said, and the way she held her hands up.”
—¡Claro, tienes razón! —exclamó—. Y el polvo mágico que te dio vida está aquí, en mi bolsillo.
Sacó el pimentero y lo miró de cerca.
—Me pregunto —dijo pensativamente— si podría dar vida al caballete de serrar.
—Si pudiera —respondió Jack con calma, ya que nada parecía sorprenderlo—, podría montar sobre su lomo, y eso evitaría que mis articulaciones se desgastaran.
—¡Lo intentaré! —exclamó el chico, levantándose de un salto—. Pero me pregunto si podré recordar las palabras que dijo la vieja Mombi y la forma en que levantó las manos.
Volver al Texto simplificado
Ir al Texto íntegro
Texto simplificado — Tip hace un experimento de magia
Párrafos #194, #195, #196, #197
He thought about it for a minute. He had watched the old witch closely from behind the hedge and had listened to her words, so he believed he could repeat exactly what she had said and done.
So he began by sprinkling some of the magic Powder of Life from the pepper-box on the saw-horse body. Then he lifted his left hand, with the little finger pointing up, and said, “Weaugh!”
“What does that mean, dear father?” Jack asked curiously.
“I don’t know,” answered Tip. Then he lifted his right hand, with the thumb pointing up, and said, “Teaugh!”
Lo pensó durante un minuto. Había observado atentamente a la vieja bruja desde detrás del seto y había escuchado sus palabras, así que creyó que podría repetir exactamente lo que ella había dicho y hecho.
Así que empezó esparciendo sobre el cuerpo del caballete de serrar un poco del mágico Polvo de la Vida del pimentero. Luego levantó la mano izquierda, con el dedo meñique apuntando hacia arriba, y dijo: «¡Weaugh!»
—¿Qué significa eso, querido padre? —preguntó Jack con curiosidad.
—No lo sé —respondió Tip. Entonces levantó la mano derecha, con el pulgar hacia arriba, y dijo: «¡Teaugh!»
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“What’s that, dear father?” asked Jack.
“It means you must keep quiet!” replied the boy, annoyed at being interrupted at such an important moment.
“How fast I am learning!” said the Pumpkinhead, still smiling.
Tip then lifted both hands above his head, with all his fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried loudly, “Peaugh!”
At once, the saw-horse began to move. It stretched its legs, yawned with its cut-out mouth, and shook some powder from its back. The rest of the powder seemed to have disappeared into the horse’s body.
“Good!” Jack called, while the boy watched in surprise. “You are a very clever sorcerer, dear father!”
—¿Qué es eso, querido padre? —preguntó Jack.
—¡Significa que debes quedarte callado! —respondió el muchacho, molesto por la interrupción en un momento tan importante.
—¡Qué rápido aprendo! —dijo Cabeza de Calabaza, todavía sonriendo.
Entonces Tip levantó las dos manos sobre su cabeza, con todos los dedos y pulgares extendidos, y gritó con fuerza: «¡Peaugh!»
De inmediato, el Caballo de Sierra empezó a moverse. Estiró las patas, bostezó con su boca recortada y sacudió un poco de polvo de su lomo. El resto del polvo parecía haber desaparecido dentro del cuerpo del caballo.
—¡Bien! —exclamó Jack, mientras el muchacho lo observaba sorprendido—. ¡Eres un hechicero muy inteligente, querido padre!
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The Awakening of the Saw-Horse
The Saw-Horse, now alive, was even more surprised than Tip. Its round eyes looked from side to side as it saw the world for the first time. Then it tried to look at itself, but it had no neck to turn. So it kept moving in circles, without seeing its own body. Its legs were stiff and awkward because they had no knees. Soon it bumped into Jack Pumpkinhead and knocked him over onto the moss by the road.
Tip was worried by this accident, and by the Saw-Horse still running around in a circle. So he called out:
El despertar del Caballete
El Caballo de Sierra, ahora vivo, estaba aún más sorprendido que Tip. Sus ojos redondos miraban de un lado a otro al ver el mundo por primera vez. Luego intentó mirarse a sí mismo, pero no tenía cuello que pudiera girar. Por eso siguió dando vueltas, sin poder ver su propio cuerpo. Sus patas eran rígidas y torpes porque no tenían rodillas. Pronto chocó con Jack Cabeza de Calabaza y lo hizo caer sobre el musgo junto al camino.
Tip se preocupó por aquel accidente y porque el Caballo de Sierra seguía corriendo en círculos. Así que gritó:
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“Whoa! Whoa, there!”
The Saw-Horse did not listen at all. A moment later, one wooden leg came down on Tip’s foot so hard that the boy jumped away in pain. From a safer place, he shouted again:
“Whoa! Whoa, I say!”
Jack had now managed to sit up, and he watched the Saw-Horse with great interest.
“I don’t think the animal can hear you,” he said.
"I shout loud enough, don't I?" Tip answered angrily.
"Yes, but the horse has no ears," said the smiling Pumpkinhead.
"That's true!" Tip said. He noticed this for the first time. "So how can I stop him?"
—¡Alto! ¡Alto ahí!
El Caballo de Sierra no escuchó nada. Un momento después, una pata de madera cayó sobre el pie de Tip con tanta fuerza que el muchacho saltó de dolor. Desde un lugar más seguro, volvió a gritar:
—¡Alto! ¡Alto, digo!
Jack ya había conseguido sentarse y observaba al Caballo de Sierra con mucho interés.
—No creo que el animal pueda oírte —dijo.
—Grito bastante fuerte, ¿no? —respondió Tip con enojo.
—Sí, pero el caballo no tiene orejas —dijo la sonriente Cabeza de Calabaza.
—¡Es verdad! —dijo Tip. Lo notó por primera vez—. Entonces, ¿cómo puedo detenerlo?
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But at that moment the Saw-Horse stopped by itself. It had decided that it could not see its own body. It could see Tip, though, and it came close to the boy to look at him better.
It was very funny to watch the creature walk. It moved the legs on its right side together, and the legs on its left side together, like a pacing horse. This made its body sway from side to side like a cradle.
Tip patted its head and said, "Good boy! Good boy!" in a gentle voice. Then the Saw-Horse pranced away to study Jack Pumpkinhead with its large, bulging eyes.
Pero en ese momento el Caballo de Sierra se detuvo por sí solo. Había decidido que no podía ver su propio cuerpo. Sin embargo, podía ver a Tip, y se acercó al muchacho para mirarlo mejor.
Era muy gracioso ver caminar a la criatura. Movía juntas las patas del lado derecho y juntas las del lado izquierdo, como un caballo que anda al paso. Esto hacía que su cuerpo se balanceara de un lado a otro como una cuna.
Tip le dio unas palmaditas en la cabeza y dijo con voz suave: «¡Buen chico! ¡Buen chico!». Entonces el Caballo de Sierra se alejó dando saltitos para estudiar a Jack Cabeza de Calabaza con sus grandes ojos saltones.
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"I must find a halter for him," said Tip. He searched his pocket and took out a roll of strong cord. He unwound it, went up to the Saw-Horse, and tied the cord around its neck. Then he fastened the other end to a large tree. The Saw-Horse did not understand. It stepped backward and easily snapped the cord, but it did not try to run away.
"He's stronger than I thought," said the boy. "And he's pretty stubborn, too."
"Why don't you make some ears for him?" asked Jack. "Then you can tell him what to do."
—Debo encontrarle un cabestro —dijo Tip. Buscó en su bolsillo y sacó un rollo de cuerda fuerte. La desenrolló, se acercó al Caballo de Sierra y le ató la cuerda alrededor del cuello. Después sujetó el otro extremo a un árbol grande. El Caballo de Sierra no entendió. Dio un paso atrás y rompió la cuerda con facilidad, pero no intentó escapar.
—Es más fuerte de lo que pensé —dijo el muchacho—. Y también es bastante terco.
—¿Por qué no le haces unas orejas? —preguntó Jack—. Entonces podrás decirle lo que debe hacer.
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"That's a wonderful idea!" said Tip. "How did you think of it?"
“Why, I did not think of it,” answered the Pumpkinhead. “I did not need to, because it is the easiest thing to do.”
So Tip took out his knife and made some ears from the bark of a small tree.
“I must not make them too big,” he said as he carved. “Then our horse would become a donkey.”
“How is that?” asked Jack from the roadside.
“Well, a horse has bigger ears than a man, and a donkey has bigger ears than a horse,” Tip explained.
“Then if my ears were longer, would I be a horse?” Jack asked.
—¡Es una idea maravillosa! —dijo Tip—. ¿Cómo se te ocurrió?
—Bueno, no se me ocurrió —respondió Cabeza de Calabaza—. No lo necesitaba, porque es lo más fácil de hacer.
Así que Tip sacó su cuchillo e hizo unas orejas con la corteza de un árbol pequeño.
—No debo hacerlas demasiado grandes —dijo mientras las tallaba—. Entonces nuestro caballo se convertiría en un burro.
—¿Cómo es eso? —preguntó Jack desde el borde del camino.
—Bueno, un caballo tiene las orejas más grandes que un hombre, y un burro las tiene más grandes que un caballo —explicó Tip.
—Entonces, si mis orejas fueran más largas, ¿sería un caballo? —preguntó Jack.
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Texto íntegro B2
Español → Author's Note
After the publication of "The Wonderful Wizard of OZ" I began to receive letters from children, telling me of their pleasure in reading the story and asking me to "write something more" about the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman. At first I considered these little letters, frank and earnest though they were, in the light of pretty compliments; but the letters continued to come during succeeding months, and even years.
Español → Finally I promised one little girl, who made a long journey to see me and prefer her request, -- and she is a "Dorothy," by the way -- that when a thousand little girls had written me a thousand little letters asking for the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman I would write the book, Either little Dorothy was a fairy in disguise, and waved her magic wand, or the success of the stage production of "The Wizard of OZ" made new friends for the story, For the thousand letters reached their destination long since -- and many more followed them.
And now, although pleading guilty to long delay, I have kept my promise in this book.
Español → Chicago, June, 1904
To those excellent good fellows and comedians David C. Montgomery and Frank A. Stone whose clever personations of the Tin Woodman and the Scarecrow have delighted thousands of children throughout the land, this book is gratefully dedicated by THE AUTHOR
Texto íntegro B2
Español → Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
In the Country of the Gillikins, which is at the North of the Land of Oz, lived a youth called Tip. There was more to his name than that, for old Mombi often declared that his whole name was Tippetarius; but no one was expected to say such a long word when "Tip" would do just as well.
This boy remembered nothing of his parents, for he had been brought when quite young to be reared by the old woman known as Mombi, whose reputation, I am sorry to say, was none of the best. For the Gillikin people had reason to suspect her of indulging in magical arts, and therefore hesitated to associate with her.
Español → Mombi was not exactly a Witch, because the Good Witch who ruled that part of the Land of Oz had forbidden any other Witch to exist in her dominions. So Tip's guardian, however much she might aspire to working magic, realized it was unlawful to be more than a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Tip was made to carry wood from the forest, that the old woman might boil her pot. He also worked in the corn-fields, hoeing and husking; and he fed the pigs and milked the four-horned cow that was Mombi's especial pride.
Español → But you must not suppose he worked all the time, for he felt that would be bad for him. When sent to the forest Tip often climbed trees for birds' eggs or amused himself chasing the fleet white rabbits or fishing in the brooks with bent pins. Then he would hastily gather his armful of wood and carry it home. And when he was supposed to be working in the corn-fields, and the tall stalks hid him from Mombi's view, Tip would often dig in the gopher holes, or if the mood seized him -- lie upon his back between the rows of corn and take a nap. So, by taking care not to exhaust his strength, he grew as strong and rugged as a boy may be.
Español → Mombi's curious magic often frightened her neighbors, and they treated her shyly, yet respectfully, because of her weird powers. But Tip frankly hated her, and took no pains to hide his feelings. Indeed, he sometimes showed less respect for the old woman than he should have done, considering she was his guardian.
There were pumpkins in Mombi's corn-fields, lying golden red among the rows of green stalks; and these had been planted and carefully tended that the four-horned cow might eat of them in the winter time. But one day, after the corn had all been cut and stacked, and Tip was carrying the pumpkins to the stable, he took a notion to make a "Jack Lantern" and try to give the old woman a fright with it.
Español → So he selected a fine, big pumpkin -- one with a lustrous, orange-red color -- and began carving it. With the point of his knife he made two round eyes, a three-cornered nose, and a mouth shaped like a new moon. The face, when completed, could not have been considered strictly beautiful; but it wore a smile so big and broad, and was so Jolly in expression, that even Tip laughed as he looked admiringly at his work.
The child had no playmates, so he did not know that boys often dig out the inside of a "pumpkin-jack," and in the space thus made put a lighted candle to render the face more startling; but he conceived an idea of his own that promised to be quite as effective. He decided to manufacture the form of a man, who would wear this pumpkin head, and to stand it in a place where old Mombi would meet it face to face.
Español → "And then," said Tip to himself, with a laugh, "she'll squeal louder than the brown pig does when I pull her tail, and shiver with fright worse than I did last year when I had the ague!"
He had plenty of time to accomplish this task, for Mombi had gone to a village -- to buy groceries, she said -- and it was a journey of at least two days.
Español → So he took his axe to the forest, and selected some stout, straight saplings, which he cut down and trimmed of all their twigs and leaves. From these he would make the arms, and legs, and feet of his man. For the body he stripped a sheet of thick bark from around a big tree, and with much labor fashioned it into a cylinder of about the right size, pinning the edges together with wooden pegs. Then, whistling happily as he worked, he carefully jointed the limbs and fastened them to the body with pegs whittled into shape with his knife.
By the time this feat had been accomplished it began to grow dark, and Tip remembered he must milk the cow and feed the pigs. So he picked up his wooden man and carried it back to the house with him.
Español → During the evening, by the light of the fire in the kitchen, Tip carefully rounded all the edges of the joints and smoothed the rough places in a neat and workmanlike manner. Then he stood the figure up against the wall and admired it. It seemed remarkably tall, even for a full-grown man; but that was a good point in a small boy's eyes, and Tip did not object at all to the size of his creation.
Español → Next morning, when he looked at his work again, Tip saw he had forgotten to give the dummy a neck, by means of which he might fasten the pumpkinhead to the body. So he went again to the forest, which was not far away, and chopped from a tree several pieces of wood with which to complete his work. When he returned he fastened a cross-piece to the upper end of the body, making a hole through the center to hold upright the neck. The bit of wood which formed this neck was also sharpened at the upper end, and when all was ready Tip put on the pumpkin head, pressing it well down onto the neck, and found that it fitted very well. The head could be turned to one side or the other, as he pleased, and the hinges of the arms and legs allowed him to place the dummy in any position he desired.
Español → "Now, that," declared Tip, proudly, "is really a very fine man, and it ought to frighten several screeches out of old Mombi! But it would be much more lifelike if it were properly dressed."
To find clothing seemed no easy task; but Tip boldly ransacked the great chest in which Mombi kept all her keepsakes and treasures, and at the very bottom he discovered some purple trousers, a red shirt and a pink vest which was dotted with white spots. These he carried away to his man and succeeded, although the garments did not fit very well, in dressing the creature in a jaunty fashion. Some knit stockings belonging to Mombi and a much worn pair of his own shoes completed the man's apparel, and Tip was so delighted that he danced up and down and laughed aloud in boyish ecstacy.
Español → "I must give him a name!" he cried. "So good a man as this must surely have a name. I believe," he added, after a moment's thought, "I will name the fellow 'Jack Pumpkinhead!'"
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After considering the matter carefully, Tip decided that the best place to locate Jack would be at the bend in the road, a little way from the house. So he started to carry his man there, but found him heavy and rather awkward to handle. After dragging the creature a short distance Tip stood him on his feet, and by first bending the joints of one leg, and then those of the other, at the same time pushing from behind, the boy managed to induce Jack to walk to the bend in the road. It was not accomplished without a few tumbles, and Tip really worked harder than he ever had in the fields or forest; but a love of mischief urged him on, and it pleased him to test the cleverness of his workmanship.
Español → "Jack's all right, and works fine!" he said to himself, panting with the unusual exertion. But just then he discovered the man's left arm had fallen off in the journey so he went back to find it, and afterward, by whittling a new and stouter pin for the shoulder-joint, he repaired the injury so successfully that the arm was stronger than before. Tip also noticed that Jack's pumpkin head had twisted around until it faced his back; but this was easily remedied. When, at last, the man was set up facing the turn in the path where old Mombi was to appear, he looked natural enough to be a fair imitation of a Gillikin farmer, -- and unnatural enough to startle anyone that came on him unawares.
As it was yet too early in the day to expect the old woman to return home, Tip went down into the valley below the farm-house and began to gather nuts from the trees that grew there.
Español → However, old Mombi returned earlier than usual. She had met a crooked wizard who resided in a lonely cave in the mountains, and had traded several important secrets of magic with him. Having in this way secured three new recipes, four magical powders and a selection of herbs of wonderful power and potency, she hobbled home as fast as she could, in order to test her new sorceries.
So intent was Mombi on the treasures she had gained that when she turned the bend in the road and caught a glimpse of the man, she merely nodded and said:
"Good evening, sir."
But, a moment after, noting that the person did not move or reply, she cast a shrewd glance into his face and discovered his pumpkin head elaborately carved by Tip's jack-knife.
Español → "Heh!" ejaculated Mombi, giving a sort of grunt; "that rascally boy has been playing tricks again! Very good! ve -- ry good! I'll beat him black-and-blue for trying to scare me in this fashion!"
Angrily she raised her stick to smash in the grinning pumpkin head of the dummy; but a sudden thought made her pause, the uplifted stick left motionless in the air.
"Why, here is a good chance to try my new powder!" said she, eagerly. "And then I can tell whether that crooked wizard has fairly traded secrets, or whether he has fooled me as wickedly as I fooled him."
So she set down her basket and began fumbling in it for one of the precious powders she had obtained.
Español → While Mombi was thus occupied Tip strolled back, with his pockets full of nuts, and discovered the old woman standing beside his man and apparently not the least bit frightened by it.
At first he was generally disappointed; but the next moment he became curious to know what Mombi was going to do. So he hid behind a hedge, where he could see without being seen, and prepared to watch.
After some search the woman drew from her basket an old pepper-box, upon the faded label of which the wizard had written with a lead-pencil:
"Powder of Life."
"Ah -- here it is!" she cried, joyfully. "And now let us see if it is potent. The stingy wizard didn't give me much of it, but I guess there's enough for two or three doses."
Español → Tip was much surprised when he overheard this speech. Then he saw old Mombi raise her arm and sprinkle the powder from the box over the pumpkin head of his man Jack. She did this in the same way one would pepper a baked potato, and the powder sifted down from Jack's head and scattered over the red shirt and pink waistcoat and purple trousers Tip had dressed him in, and a portion even fell upon the patched and worn shoes.
Then, putting the pepper-box back into the basket, Mombi lifted her left hand, with its little finger pointed upward, and said:
"Weaugh!"
Español → Then she lifted her right hand, with the thumb pointed upward, and said:
"Teaugh!"
Then she lifted both hands, with all the fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried:
"Peaugh!"
Jack Pumpkinhead stepped back a pace, at this, and said in a reproachful voice:
"Don't yell like that! Do you think I'm deaf?"
Old Mombi danced around him, frantic with delight.
"He lives!" she screamed: "He lives! he lives!"
Then she threw her stick into the air and caught it as it came down; and she hugged herself with both arms, and tried to do a step of a jig; and all the time she repeated, rapturously:
"He lives! -- he lives! -- he lives!"
Español → Now you may well suppose that Tip observed all this with amazement.
At first he was so frightened and horrified that he wanted to run away, but his legs trembled and shook so badly that he couldn't. Then it struck him as a very funny thing for Jack to come to life, especially as the expression on his pumpkin face was so droll and comical it excited laughter on the instant. So, recovering from his first fear, Tip began to laugh; and the merry peals reached old Mombi's ears and made her hobble quickly to the hedge, where she seized Tip's collar and dragged him back to where she had left her basket and the pumpkinheaded man.
Español → "You naughty, sneaking, wicked boy!" she exclaimed, furiously: "I'll teach you to spy out my secrets and to make fun of me!"
"I wasn't making fun of you," protested Tip. "I was laughing at old Pumpkinhead! Look at him! Isn't he a picture, though?"
"I hope you are not reflecting on my personal appearance," said Jack; and it was so funny to hear his grave voice, while his face continued to wear its jolly smile, that Tip again burst into a peal of laughter.
Even Mombi was not without a curious interest in the man her magic had brought to life; for, after staring at him intently, she presently asked:
Español → "What do you know?"
"Well, that is hard to tell," replied Jack. "For although I feel that I know a tremendous lot, I am not yet aware how much there is in the world to find out about. It will take me a little time to discover whether I am very wise or very foolish."
"To be sure," said Mombi, thoughtfully.
"But what are you going to do with him, now he is alive?" asked Tip, wondering.
"I must think it over," answered Mombi. "But we must get home at once, for it is growing dark. Help the Pumpkinhead to walk."
"Never mind me," said Jack; "I can walk as well as you can. Haven't I got legs and feet, and aren't they jointed?"
Español → "Are they?" asked the woman, turning to Tip.
"Of course they are; I made 'em myself," returned the boy, with pride.
So they started for the house, but when they reached the farm yard old Mombi led the pumpkin man to the cow stable and shut him up in an empty stall, fastening the door securely on the outside.
"I've got to attend to you, first," she said, nodding her head at Tip.
Hearing this, the boy became uneasy; for he knew Mombi had a bad and revengeful heart, and would not hesitate to do any evil thing.
They entered the house. It was a round, domeshaped structure, as are nearly all the farm houses in the Land of Oz.
Español → Mombi bade the boy light a candle, while she put her basket in a cupboard and hung her cloak on a peg. Tip obeyed quickly, for he was afraid of her.
After the candle had been lighted Mombi ordered him to build a fire in the hearth, and while Tip was thus engaged the old woman ate her supper. When the flames began to crackle the boy came to her and asked a share of the bread and cheese; but Mombi refused him.
"I'm hungry!" said Tip, in a sulky tone.
"You won't be hungry long," replied Mombi, with a grim look.
Español → The boy didn't like this speech, for it sounded like a threat; but he happened to remember he had nuts in his pocket, so he cracked some of those and ate them while the woman rose, shook the crumbs from her apron, and hung above the fire a small black kettle.
Then she measured out equal parts of milk and vinegar and poured them into the kettle. Next she produced several packets of herbs and powders and began adding a portion of each to the contents of the kettle. Occasionally she would draw near the candle and read from a yellow paper the recipe of the mess she was concocting.
As Tip watched her his uneasiness increased.
Español → "What is that for?" he asked.
"For you," returned Mombi, briefly.
Tip wriggled around upon his stool and stared awhile at the kettle, which was beginning to bubble. Then he would glance at the stern and wrinkled features of the witch and wish he were any place but in that dim and smoky kitchen, where even the shadows cast by the candle upon the wall were enough to give one the horrors. So an hour passed away, during which the silence was only broken by the bubbling of the pot and the hissing of the flames.
Finally, Tip spoke again.
"Have I got to drink that stuff?" he asked, nodding toward the pot.
"Yes," said Mombi.
"What'll it do to me?" asked Tip.
Español → "If it's properly made," replied Mombi, "it will change or transform you into a marble statue."
Tip groaned, and wiped the perspiration from his forehead with his sleeve.
"I don't want to be a marble statue!" he protested.
"That doesn't matter I want you to be one," said the old woman, looking at him severely.
"What use'll I be then?" asked Tip. "There won't be any one to work for you."
"I'll make the Pumpkinhead work for me," said Mombi.
Again Tip groaned.
"Why don't you change me into a goat, or a chicken?" he asked, anxiously. "You can't do anything with a marble statue."
Español → "Oh, yes, I can," returned Mombi. "I'm going to plant a flower garden, next Spring, and I'll put you in the middle of it, for an ornament. I wonder I haven't thought of that before; you've been a bother to me for years."
At this terrible speech Tip felt the beads of perspiration starting all over his body, but he sat still and shivered and looked anxiously at the kettle.
"Perhaps it won't work," he mutttered, in a voice that sounded weak and discouraged.
"Oh, I think it will," answered Mombi, cheerfully. "I seldom make a mistake."
Again there was a period of silence a silence so long and gloomy that when Mombi finally lifted the kettle from the fire it was close to midnight.
Español → "You cannot drink it until it has become quite cold," announced the old witch for in spite of the law she had acknowledged practising witchcraft. "We must both go to bed now, and at daybreak I will call you and at once complete your transformation into a marble statue."
With this she hobbled into her room, bearing the steaming kettle with her, and Tip heard her close and lock the door.
The boy did not go to bed, as he had been commanded to do, but still sat glaring at the embers of the dying fire.
Texto íntegro B2
Español → The Flight of the Fugitives
Tip reflected.
"It's a hard thing, to be a marble statue," he thought, rebelliously, "and I'm not going to stand it. For years I've been a bother to her, she says; so she's going to get rid of me. Well, there's an easier way than to become a statue. No boy could have any fun forever standing in the middle of a flower garden! I'll run away, that's what I'll do -- and I may as well go before she makes me drink that nasty stuff in the kettle." He waited until the snores of the old witch announced she was fast asleep, and then he arose softly and went to the cupboard to find something to eat.
Español → "No use starting on a journey without food," he decided, searching upon the narrow shelves.
He found some crusts of bread; but he had to look into Mombi's basket to find the cheese she had brought from the village. While turning over the contents of the basket he came upon the pepper-box which contained the "Powder of Life."
"I may as well take this with me," he thought, "or Mombi'll be using it to make more mischief with." So he put the box in his pocket, together with the bread and cheese.
Then he cautiously left the house and latched the door behind him. Outside both moon and stars shone brightly, and the night seemed peaceful and inviting after the close and ill-smelling kitchen.
Español → "I'll be glad to get away," said Tip, softly; "for I never did like that old woman. I wonder how I ever came to live with her."
He was walking slowly toward the road when a thought made him pause.
"I don't like to leave Jack Pumpkinhead to the tender mercies of old Mombi," he muttered. "And Jack belongs to me, for I made him even if the old witch did bring him to life."
He retraced his steps to the cow-stable and opened the door of the stall where the pumpkin-headed man had been left.
Jack was standing in the middle of the stall, and by the moonlight Tip could see he was smiling just as jovially as ever.
Español → "Come on!" said the boy, beckoning.
"Where to?" asked Jack.
"You'll know as soon as I do," answered Tip, smiling sympathetically into the pumpkin face.
"All we've got to do now is to tramp."
"Very well," returned Jack, and walked awkwardly out of the stable and into the moonlight.
Tip turned toward the road and the man followed him. Jack walked with a sort of limp, and occasionally one of the joints of his legs would turn backward, instead of frontwise, almost causing him to tumble. But the Pumpkinhead was quick to notice this, and began to take more pains to step carefully; so that he met with few accidents.
Español → Tip led him along the path without stopping an instant. They could not go very fast, but they walked steadily; and by the time the moon sank away and the sun peeped over the hills they had travelled so great a distance that the boy had no reason to fear pursuit from the old witch. Moreover, he had turned first into one path, and then into another, so that should anyone follow them it would prove very difficult to guess which way they had gone, or where to seek them.
Fairly satisfied that he had escaped -- for a time, at least -- being turned into a marble statue, the boy stopped his companion and seated himself upon a rock by the roadside.
Español → "Let's have some breakfast," he said.
Jack Pumpkinhead watched Tip curiously, but refused to join in the repast. "I don't seem to be made the same way you are," he said.
"I know you are not," returned Tip; "for I made you."
"Oh! Did you?" asked Jack.
"Certainly. And put you together. And carved your eyes and nose and ears and mouth," said Tip proudly. "And dressed you."
Jack looked at his body and limbs critically.
"It strikes me you made a very good job of it," he remarked.
"Just so-so," replied Tip, modestly; for he began to see certain defects in the construction of his man. "If I'd known we were going to travel together I might have been a little more particular."
Español → "Why, then," said the Pumpkinhead, in a tone that expressed surprise, "you must be my creator my parent my father!"
"Or your inventor," replied the boy with a laugh. "Yes, my son; I really believe I am!"
"Then I owe you obedience," continued the man, "and you owe me -- support."
"That's it, exactly", declared Tip, jumping up. "So let us be off."
"Where are we going?" asked Jack, when they had resumed their journey.
"I'm not exactly sure," said the boy; "but I believe we are headed South, and that will bring us, sooner or later, to the Emerald City."
"What city is that?" enquired the Pumpkinhead.
Español → "Why, it's the center of the Land of Oz, and the biggest town in all the country. I've never been there, myself, but I've heard all about its history. It was built by a mighty and wonderful Wizard named Oz, and everything there is of a green color -- just as everything in this Country of the Gillikins is of a purple color."
"Is everything here purple?" asked Jack.
"Of course it is. Can't you see?" returned the boy.
"I believe I must be color-blind," said the Pumpkinhead, after staring about him.
Español → "Well, the grass is purple, and the trees are purple, and the houses and fences are purple," explained Tip. "Even the mud in the roads is purple. But in the Emerald City everything is green that is purple here. And in the Country of the Munchkins, over at the East, everything is blue; and in the South country of the Quadlings everything is red; and in the West country of the Winkies, where the Tin Woodman rules, everything is yellow."
"Oh!" said Jack. Then, after a pause, he asked: "Did you say a Tin Woodman rules the Winkies?"
"Yes; he was one of those who helped Dorothy to destroy the Wicked Witch of the West, and the Winkies were so grateful that they invited him to become their ruler, -- just as the people of the Emerald City invited the Scarecrow to rule them."
Español → "Dear me!" said Jack. "I'm getting confused with all this history. Who is the Scarecrow?"
"Another friend of Dorothy's," replied Tip.
"And who is Dorothy?"
"She was a girl that came here from Kansas, a place in the big, outside World. She got blown to the Land of Oz by a cyclone, and while she was here the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman accompanied her on her travels."
"And where is she now?" inquired the Pumpkinhead.
"Glinda the Good, who rules the Quadlings, sent her home again," said the boy.
"Oh. And what became of the Scarecrow?"
"I told you. He rules the Emerald City," answered Tip.
Español → "I thought you said it was ruled by a wonderful Wizard," objected Jack, seeming more and more confused.
"Well, so I did. Now, pay attention, and I'll explain it," said Tip, speaking slowly and looking the smiling Pumpkinhead squarely in the eye. "Dorothy went to the Emerald City to ask the Wizard to send her back to Kansas; and the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman went with her. But the Wizard couldn't send her back, because he wasn't so much of a Wizard as he might have been. And then they got angry at the Wizard, and threatened to expose him; so the Wizard made a big balloon and escaped in it, and no one has ever seen him since."
Español → "Now, that is very interesting history," said Jack, well pleased; "and I understand it perfectly all but the explanation."
"I'm glad you do," responded Tip. "After the Wizard was gone, the people of the Emerald City made His Majesty, the Scarecrow, their King; and I have heard that he became a very popular ruler."
"Are we going to see this queer King?" asked Jack, with interest.
"I think we may as well," replied the boy; "unless you have something better to do."
"Oh, no, dear father," said the Pumpkinhead. "I am quite willing to go wherever you please."
Texto íntegro B2
Español → Tip Makes an Experiment in Magic
The boy, small and rather delicate in appearance seemed somewhat embarrassed at being called "father" by the tall, awkward, pumpkinheaded man, but to deny the relationship would involve another long and tedious explanation; so he changed the subject by asking, abruptly:
"Are you tired?"
"Of course not!" replied the other. "But," he continued, after a pause, "it is quite certain I shall wear out my wooden joints if I keep on walking."
Español → Tip reflected, as they journeyed on, that this was true. He began to regret that he had not constructed the wooden limbs more carefully and substantially. Yet how could he ever have guessed that the man he had made merely to scare old Mombi with would be brought to life by means of a magical powder contained in an old pepper-box?
So he ceased to reproach himself, and began to think how he might yet remedy the deficiencies of Jack's weak joints.
While thus engaged they came to the edge of a wood, and the boy sat down to rest upon an old sawhorse that some woodcutter had left there.
Español → "Why don't you sit down?" he asked the Pumpkinhead.
"Won't it strain my joints?" inquired the other.
"Of course not. It'll rest them," declared the boy.
So Jack tried to sit down; but as soon as he bent his joints farther than usual they gave way altogether, and he came clattering to the ground with such a crash that Tip feared he was entirely ruined.
He rushed to the man, lifted him to his feet, straightened his arms and legs, and felt of his head to see if by chance it had become cracked. But Jack seemed to be in pretty good shape, after all, and Tip said to him:
"I guess you'd better remain standing, hereafter. It seems the safest way."
Español → "Very well, dear father." just as you say, replied the smiling Jack, who had been in no wise confused by his tumble.
Tip sat down again. Presently the Pumpkinhead asked:
"What is that thing you are sitting on?"
"Oh, this is a horse," replied the boy, carelessly.
"What is a horse?" demanded Jack.
"A horse? Why, there are two kinds of horses," returned Tip, slightly puzzled how to explain. "One kind of horse is alive, and has four legs and a head and a tail. And people ride upon its back."
"I understand," said Jack, cheerfully "That's the kind of horse you are now sitting on."
Español → "No, it isn't," answered Tip, promptly.
"Why not? That one has four legs, and a head, and a tail." Tip looked at the saw-horse more carefully, and found that the Pumpkinhead was right. The body had been formed from a tree-trunk, and a branch had been left sticking up at one end that looked very much like a tail. In the other end were two big knots that resembled eyes, and a place had been chopped away that might easily be mistaken for the horse's mouth. As for the legs, they were four straight limbs cut from trees and stuck fast into the body, being spread wide apart so that the saw-horse would stand firmly when a log was laid across it to be sawed.
Español → "This thing resembles a real horse more than I imagined," said Tip, trying to explain. "But a real horse is alive, and trots and prances and eats oats, while this is nothing more than a dead horse, made of wood, and used to saw logs upon."
"If it were alive, wouldn't it trot, and prance, and eat oats?" inquired the Pumpkinhead.
"It would trot and prance, perhaps; but it wouldn't eat oats," replied the boy, laughing at the idea. "And of course it can't ever be alive, because it is made of wood."
"So am I," answered the man.
Tip looked at him in surprise.
Español → "Why, so you are!" he exclaimed. "And the magic powder that brought you to life is here in my pocket."
He brought out the pepper box, and eyed it curiously.
"I wonder," said he, musingly, "if it would bring the saw-horse to life."
"If it would," returned Jack, calmly for nothing seemed to surprise him "I could ride on its back, and that would save my joints from wearing out."
"I'll try it!" cried the boy, jumping up. "But I wonder if I can remember the words old Mombi said, and the way she held her hands up."
Español → He thought it over for a minute, and as he had watched carefully from the hedge every motion of the old witch, and listened to her words, he believed he could repeat exactly what she had said and done.
So he began by sprinkling some of the magic Powder of Life from the pepper-box upon the body of the saw-horse. Then he lifted his left hand, with the little finger pointing upward, and said: "Weaugh!"
"What does that mean, dear father?" asked Jack, curiously.
"I don't know," answered Tip. Then he lifted his right hand, with the thumb pointing upward and said: "Teaugh!"
Español → "What's that, dear father?" inquired Jack.
"It means you must keep quiet!" replied the boy, provoked at being interrupted at so important a moment.
"How fast I am learning!" remarked the Pumpkinhead, with his eternal smile.
Tip now lifted both hands above his head, with all the fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried in a loud voice: "Peaugh!"
Immediately the saw-horse moved, stretched its legs, yawned with its chopped-out mouth, and shook a few grains of the powder off its back. The rest of the powder seemed to have vanished into the body of the horse.
"Good!" called Jack, while the boy looked on in astonishment. "You are a very clever sorcerer, dear father!"
Texto íntegro B2
Español → The Awakening of the Saw-Horse
The Saw-Horse, finding himself alive, seemed even more astonished than Tip. He rolled his knotty eyes from side to side, taking a first wondering view of the world in which he had now so important an existence. Then he tried to look at himself; but he had, indeed, no neck to turn; so that in the endeavor to see his body he kept circling around and around, without catching even a glimpse of it. His legs were stiff and awkward, for there were no knee-joints in them; so that presently he bumped against Jack Pumpkinhead and sent that personage tumbling upon the moss that lined the roadside.
Tip became alarmed at this accident, as well as at the persistence of the Saw-Horse in prancing around in a circle; so he called out:
Español → "Whoa! Whoa, there!"
The Saw-Horse paid no attention whatever to this command, and the next instant brought one of his wooden legs down upon Tip's foot so forcibly that the boy danced away in pain to a safer distance, from where he again yelled:
"Whoa! Whoa, I say!"
Jack had now managed to raise himself to a sitting position, and he looked at the Saw-Horse with much interest.
"I don't believe the animal can hear you," he remarked.
"I shout loud enough, don't I?" answered Tip, angrily.
"Yes; but the horse has no ears," said the smiling Pumpkinhead.
"Sure enough!" exclaimed Tip, noting the fact for the first time. "How, then, am I going to stop him?"
Español → But at that instant the Saw-Horse stopped himself, having concluded it was impossible to see his own body. He saw Tip, however, and came close to the boy to observe him more fully.
It was really comical to see the creature walk; for it moved the legs on its right side together, and those on its left side together, as a pacing horse does; and that made its body rock sidewise, like a cradle.
Tip patted it upon the head, and said "Good boy! Good Boy!" in a coaxing tone; and the Saw-Horse pranced away to examine with its bulging eyes the form of Jack Pumpkinhead.
Español → "I must find a halter for him," said Tip; and having made a search in his pocket he produced a roll of strong cord. Unwinding this, he approached the Saw-Horse and tied the cord around its neck, afterward fastening the other end to a large tree. The Saw-Horse, not understanding the action, stepped backward and snapped the string easily; but it made no attempt to run away.
"He's stronger than I thought," said the boy, "and rather obstinate, too."
"Why don't you make him some ears?" asked Jack. "Then you can tell him what to do."
Español → "That's a splendid idea!" said Tip. "How did you happen to think of it?"
"Why, I didn't think of it," answered the Pumpkinhead; "I didn't need to, for it's the simplest and easiest thing to do."
So Tip got out his knife and fashioned some ears out of the bark of a small tree.
"I mustn't make them too big," he said, as he whittled, "or our horse would become a donkey."
"How is that?" inquired Jack, from the roadside.
"Why, a horse has bigger ears than a man; and a donkey has bigger ears than a horse," explained Tip.
"Then, if my ears were longer, would I be a horse?" asked Jack.
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Texto íntegro — Nota del autor
Párrafos #2, #3
Author's Note
After the publication of "The Wonderful Wizard of OZ" I began to receive letters from children, telling me of their pleasure in reading the story and asking me to "write something more" about the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman. At first I considered these little letters, frank and earnest though they were, in the light of pretty compliments; but the letters continued to come during succeeding months, and even years.
Nota del autor
Después de la publicación de «El maravilloso mago de Oz», empecé a recibir cartas de niños que me contaban cuánto placer les había dado leer la historia y me pedían que «escribiera algo más» acerca del Espantapájaros y el Leñador de Hojalata. Al principio tomé aquellas cartitas, por francas y sinceras que fueran, como bonitos cumplidos; pero las cartas siguieron llegando durante los meses siguientes, e incluso durante años.
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Párrafos #4, #5
Finally I promised one little girl, who made a long journey to see me and prefer her request, -- and she is a "Dorothy," by the way -- that when a thousand little girls had written me a thousand little letters asking for the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman I would write the book, Either little Dorothy was a fairy in disguise, and waved her magic wand, or the success of the stage production of "The Wizard of OZ" made new friends for the story, For the thousand letters reached their destination long since -- and many more followed them.
And now, although pleading guilty to long delay, I have kept my promise in this book.
Por fin prometí a una niñita que había hecho un largo viaje para verme y formular su petición —y que, por cierto, era una «Dorothy»— que escribiría el libro cuando mil niñitas me hubieran escrito mil cartitas pidiendo al Espantapájaros y al Leñador de Hojalata. O la pequeña Dorothy era un hada disfrazada y agitó su varita mágica, o el éxito de la representación teatral de «El mago de Oz» dio nuevos amigos a la historia, porque las mil cartas llegaron a su destino hace ya mucho tiempo, y muchas más las siguieron.
Y ahora, aunque me declaro culpable de una larga demora, he cumplido mi promesa con este libro.
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Párrafos #6, #7
Chicago, June, 1904
To those excellent good fellows and comedians David C. Montgomery and Frank A. Stone whose clever personations of the Tin Woodman and the Scarecrow have delighted thousands of children throughout the land, this book is gratefully dedicated by THE AUTHOR
Chicago, junio de 1904
A aquellos excelentes camaradas y comediantes David C. Montgomery y Frank A. Stone, cuyas ingeniosas interpretaciones del Leñador de Hojalata y del Espantapájaros han deleitado a miles de niños por toda la nación, dedica agradecidamente este libro EL AUTOR.
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Párrafos #8, #9, #10
Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
In the Country of the Gillikins, which is at the North of the Land of Oz, lived a youth called Tip. There was more to his name than that, for old Mombi often declared that his whole name was Tippetarius; but no one was expected to say such a long word when "Tip" would do just as well.
This boy remembered nothing of his parents, for he had been brought when quite young to be reared by the old woman known as Mombi, whose reputation, I am sorry to say, was none of the best. For the Gillikin people had reason to suspect her of indulging in magical arts, and therefore hesitated to associate with her.
Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
En el País de los Gillikins, que se halla al norte de la Tierra de Oz, vivía un muchacho llamado Tip. Su nombre tenía más letras, pues la vieja Mombi declaraba a menudo que su nombre completo era Tippetarius; pero nadie tenía por qué decir una palabra tan larga cuando «Tip» servía igual de bien.
El muchacho no recordaba nada de sus padres, pues, siendo muy pequeño, lo habían llevado para que lo criara la anciana conocida como Mombi, cuya reputación, lamento decirlo, no era precisamente de las mejores. Los Gillikins tenían motivos para sospechar que practicaba las artes mágicas y, por tanto, dudaban en relacionarse con ella.
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Párrafos #11, #12
Mombi was not exactly a Witch, because the Good Witch who ruled that part of the Land of Oz had forbidden any other Witch to exist in her dominions. So Tip's guardian, however much she might aspire to working magic, realized it was unlawful to be more than a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Tip was made to carry wood from the forest, that the old woman might boil her pot. He also worked in the corn-fields, hoeing and husking; and he fed the pigs and milked the four-horned cow that was Mombi's especial pride.
Mombi no era exactamente una Bruja, porque la Buena Bruja que gobernaba aquella parte de la Tierra de Oz había prohibido que existiera otra Bruja en sus dominios. De modo que la tutora de Tip, por mucho que aspirase a obrar magia, comprendía que era ilegal ser más que una Hechicera o, como mucho, una Maga.
Tip tenía que traer leña del bosque para que la vieja pudiera hervir su olla. También trabajaba en los maizales, escardando y deshojando las mazorcas; alimentaba a los cerdos y ordeñaba a la vaca de cuatro cuernos, orgullo especial de Mombi.
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Párrafo #13
But you must not suppose he worked all the time, for he felt that would be bad for him. When sent to the forest Tip often climbed trees for birds' eggs or amused himself chasing the fleet white rabbits or fishing in the brooks with bent pins. Then he would hastily gather his armful of wood and carry it home. And when he was supposed to be working in the corn-fields, and the tall stalks hid him from Mombi's view, Tip would often dig in the gopher holes, or if the mood seized him -- lie upon his back between the rows of corn and take a nap. So, by taking care not to exhaust his strength, he grew as strong and rugged as a boy may be.
Pero no debéis suponer que trabajaba todo el tiempo, pues creía que eso le haría mal. Cuando lo enviaban al bosque, Tip solía trepar a los árboles en busca de huevos de pájaro, o se entretenía persiguiendo a los ágiles conejos blancos o pescando en los arroyos con alfileres doblados. Luego reunía apresuradamente su brazada de leña y la llevaba a casa. Y cuando se suponía que trabajaba en los maizales, y los altos tallos lo ocultaban de la vista de Mombi, Tip solía escarbar en las madrigueras de los topos, o, si le daba la gana, se tumbaba de espaldas entre las hileras de maíz y echaba una siesta. Así, cuidando de no agotar sus fuerzas, creció tan fuerte y robusto como puede serlo un muchacho.
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Párrafos #14, #15
Mombi's curious magic often frightened her neighbors, and they treated her shyly, yet respectfully, because of her weird powers. But Tip frankly hated her, and took no pains to hide his feelings. Indeed, he sometimes showed less respect for the old woman than he should have done, considering she was his guardian.
There were pumpkins in Mombi's corn-fields, lying golden red among the rows of green stalks; and these had been planted and carefully tended that the four-horned cow might eat of them in the winter time. But one day, after the corn had all been cut and stacked, and Tip was carrying the pumpkins to the stable, he took a notion to make a "Jack Lantern" and try to give the old woman a fright with it.
La extraña magia de Mombi asustaba a menudo a sus vecinos, que la trataban con recelo, aunque respetuosamente, a causa de sus raros poderes. Pero Tip la odiaba francamente y no se esforzaba por ocultar sus sentimientos. De hecho, a veces mostraba a la anciana menos respeto del debido, considerando que era su tutora.
En los maizales de Mombi había calabazas, de un dorado rojizo entre las hileras de tallos verdes; las habían plantado y cuidado con esmero para que la vaca de cuatro cuernos pudiera comerlas en invierno. Pero un día, después de cortar y apilar todo el maíz, mientras Tip llevaba las calabazas al establo, se le ocurrió hacer una «linterna de Jack» e intentar darle un susto a la vieja.
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Párrafos #16, #17
So he selected a fine, big pumpkin -- one with a lustrous, orange-red color -- and began carving it. With the point of his knife he made two round eyes, a three-cornered nose, and a mouth shaped like a new moon. The face, when completed, could not have been considered strictly beautiful; but it wore a smile so big and broad, and was so Jolly in expression, that even Tip laughed as he looked admiringly at his work.
The child had no playmates, so he did not know that boys often dig out the inside of a "pumpkin-jack," and in the space thus made put a lighted candle to render the face more startling; but he conceived an idea of his own that promised to be quite as effective. He decided to manufacture the form of a man, who would wear this pumpkin head, and to stand it in a place where old Mombi would meet it face to face.
Escogió, pues, una hermosa calabaza grande, de un brillante color rojo anaranjado, y empezó a tallarla. Con la punta de su cuchillo hizo dos ojos redondos, una nariz triangular y una boca con forma de luna nueva. La cara, una vez terminada, no podía considerarse estrictamente hermosa; pero sonreía de manera tan amplia y tenía una expresión tan alegre que hasta Tip se rió al contemplar con admiración su obra.
El niño no tenía compañeros de juego, así que ignoraba que los muchachos suelen vaciar por dentro una «calabaza de Jack» y poner en el hueco una vela encendida para hacer la cara más espantosa; pero concibió una idea propia que prometía ser igual de eficaz. Decidió fabricar la figura de un hombre que llevaría aquella cabeza de calabaza y colocarlo donde la vieja Mombi se lo encontrara cara a cara.
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Párrafos #18, #19
"And then," said Tip to himself, with a laugh, "she'll squeal louder than the brown pig does when I pull her tail, and shiver with fright worse than I did last year when I had the ague!"
He had plenty of time to accomplish this task, for Mombi had gone to a village -- to buy groceries, she said -- and it was a journey of at least two days.
«Y entonces —se dijo Tip, riendo— chillará más fuerte que la cerda parda cuando le tiro de la cola, ¡y temblará de miedo peor que yo el año pasado, cuando tuve las fiebres!»
Tenía tiempo de sobra para realizar la tarea, pues Mombi había ido a una aldea —a comprar provisiones, dijo— y el viaje duraba por lo menos dos días.
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Párrafos #20, #21
So he took his axe to the forest, and selected some stout, straight saplings, which he cut down and trimmed of all their twigs and leaves. From these he would make the arms, and legs, and feet of his man. For the body he stripped a sheet of thick bark from around a big tree, and with much labor fashioned it into a cylinder of about the right size, pinning the edges together with wooden pegs. Then, whistling happily as he worked, he carefully jointed the limbs and fastened them to the body with pegs whittled into shape with his knife.
By the time this feat had been accomplished it began to grow dark, and Tip remembered he must milk the cow and feed the pigs. So he picked up his wooden man and carried it back to the house with him.
Así que llevó su hacha al bosque y escogió varios arbolitos fuertes y rectos, que derribó y limpió de ramitas y hojas. Con ellos haría los brazos, las piernas y los pies de su hombre. Para el cuerpo arrancó de un árbol grande una lámina de corteza gruesa y, con mucho trabajo, la convirtió en un cilindro de tamaño aproximadamente adecuado, uniendo los bordes con clavijas de madera. Luego, silbando alegremente mientras trabajaba, articuló cuidadosamente las extremidades y las sujetó al cuerpo con clavijas que talló con su cuchillo.
Cuando hubo logrado aquella hazaña, empezó a oscurecer, y Tip recordó que debía ordeñar la vaca y dar de comer a los cerdos. Así que recogió a su hombre de madera y se lo llevó a casa.
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During the evening, by the light of the fire in the kitchen, Tip carefully rounded all the edges of the joints and smoothed the rough places in a neat and workmanlike manner. Then he stood the figure up against the wall and admired it. It seemed remarkably tall, even for a full-grown man; but that was a good point in a small boy's eyes, and Tip did not object at all to the size of his creation.
Durante la velada, a la luz del fuego de la cocina, Tip redondeó con cuidado todos los bordes de las articulaciones y alisó las asperezas de un modo pulcro y digno de un buen artesano. Después puso la figura de pie contra la pared y la admiró. Parecía extraordinariamente alta, incluso para un hombre adulto; pero eso era una virtud a ojos de un niño pequeño, y Tip no puso ninguna objeción al tamaño de su creación.
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Next morning, when he looked at his work again, Tip saw he had forgotten to give the dummy a neck, by means of which he might fasten the pumpkinhead to the body. So he went again to the forest, which was not far away, and chopped from a tree several pieces of wood with which to complete his work. When he returned he fastened a cross-piece to the upper end of the body, making a hole through the center to hold upright the neck. The bit of wood which formed this neck was also sharpened at the upper end, and when all was ready Tip put on the pumpkin head, pressing it well down onto the neck, and found that it fitted very well. The head could be turned to one side or the other, as he pleased, and the hinges of the arms and legs allowed him to place the dummy in any position he desired.
A la mañana siguiente, al volver a mirar su obra, Tip vio que había olvidado ponerle un cuello al muñeco, con el cual pudiera sujetar la cabeza de calabaza al cuerpo. Volvió, pues, al bosque, que no estaba lejos, y cortó de un árbol varias piezas de madera para completar su trabajo. Al regresar, fijó un travesaño en el extremo superior del cuerpo, haciendo un agujero en el centro para sostener erguido el cuello. El trozo de madera que formaba el cuello también estaba afilado por arriba, y cuando todo estuvo listo Tip colocó la cabeza de calabaza, presionándola bien hacia abajo sobre el cuello, y comprobó que encajaba muy bien. Podía girar la cabeza hacia un lado u otro a voluntad, y las bisagras de brazos y piernas le permitían poner el muñeco en cualquier postura que deseara.
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"Now, that," declared Tip, proudly, "is really a very fine man, and it ought to frighten several screeches out of old Mombi! But it would be much more lifelike if it were properly dressed."
To find clothing seemed no easy task; but Tip boldly ransacked the great chest in which Mombi kept all her keepsakes and treasures, and at the very bottom he discovered some purple trousers, a red shirt and a pink vest which was dotted with white spots. These he carried away to his man and succeeded, although the garments did not fit very well, in dressing the creature in a jaunty fashion. Some knit stockings belonging to Mombi and a much worn pair of his own shoes completed the man's apparel, and Tip was so delighted that he danced up and down and laughed aloud in boyish ecstacy.
«Eso —declaró Tip orgullosamente— es en verdad un hombre estupendo, ¡y debería arrancarle varios chillidos de susto a la vieja Mombi! Pero sería mucho más parecido a un ser vivo si estuviera vestido como es debido.»
Encontrar ropa no parecía tarea fácil; pero Tip registró audazmente el gran arcón donde Mombi guardaba todos sus recuerdos y tesoros, y en el fondo descubrió unos pantalones morados, una camisa roja y un chaleco rosa salpicado de lunares blancos. Se los llevó a su hombre y logró, aunque las prendas no le quedaban muy bien, vestir a la criatura de manera airosa. Unas medias de punto de Mombi y un par de sus propios zapatos muy gastados completaron el atuendo del hombre, y Tip quedó tan encantado que saltó y bailó, riéndose en voz alta con éxtasis infantil.
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"I must give him a name!" he cried. "So good a man as this must surely have a name. I believe," he added, after a moment's thought, "I will name the fellow 'Jack Pumpkinhead!'"
«¡Debo darle un nombre! —exclamó—. Un hombre tan bueno como este sin duda debe tener un nombre. Creo —añadió, tras pensar un instante— que llamaré al sujeto ‹Jack Cabeza de Calabaza›.»
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The Marvelous Powder of Life
After considering the matter carefully, Tip decided that the best place to locate Jack would be at the bend in the road, a little way from the house. So he started to carry his man there, but found him heavy and rather awkward to handle. After dragging the creature a short distance Tip stood him on his feet, and by first bending the joints of one leg, and then those of the other, at the same time pushing from behind, the boy managed to induce Jack to walk to the bend in the road. It was not accomplished without a few tumbles, and Tip really worked harder than he ever had in the fields or forest; but a love of mischief urged him on, and it pleased him to test the cleverness of his workmanship.
El maravilloso Polvo de la Vida
Después de considerar el asunto cuidadosamente, Tip decidió que el mejor lugar para situar a Jack era la curva del camino, a poca distancia de la casa. Empezó a llevar allí a su hombre, pero descubrió que era pesado y bastante incómodo de manejar. Tras arrastrar a la criatura un trecho corto, Tip la puso de pie y, doblando primero las articulaciones de una pierna y luego las de la otra, mientras empujaba por detrás, consiguió que Jack caminara hasta la curva del camino. No lo logró sin algunas caídas, y Tip trabajó de veras más de lo que jamás había trabajado en los campos o en el bosque; pero el gusto por las travesuras lo impulsaba, y le agradaba poner a prueba la destreza de su fabricación.
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"Jack's all right, and works fine!" he said to himself, panting with the unusual exertion. But just then he discovered the man's left arm had fallen off in the journey so he went back to find it, and afterward, by whittling a new and stouter pin for the shoulder-joint, he repaired the injury so successfully that the arm was stronger than before. Tip also noticed that Jack's pumpkin head had twisted around until it faced his back; but this was easily remedied. When, at last, the man was set up facing the turn in the path where old Mombi was to appear, he looked natural enough to be a fair imitation of a Gillikin farmer, -- and unnatural enough to startle anyone that came on him unawares.
As it was yet too early in the day to expect the old woman to return home, Tip went down into the valley below the farm-house and began to gather nuts from the trees that grew there.
«Jack está perfectamente y funciona de maravilla», se dijo, jadeando por aquel esfuerzo inusitado. Pero entonces descubrió que el brazo izquierdo del hombre se había caído durante el trayecto, así que volvió a buscarlo y, después, tallando una clavija nueva y más fuerte para la articulación del hombro, reparó el daño con tanto éxito que el brazo quedó más resistente que antes. Tip también advirtió que la cabeza de calabaza de Jack se había girado hasta mirar hacia su espalda; pero aquello se remedió fácilmente. Cuando al fin el hombre quedó colocado frente a la vuelta del sendero por donde debía aparecer la vieja Mombi, parecía bastante natural para ser una buena imitación de un granjero Gillikin, y bastante antinatural para sobresaltar a quien se lo encontrase de improviso.
Como aún era demasiado temprano para esperar el regreso de la anciana, Tip bajó al valle que había debajo de la granja y empezó a recoger nueces de los árboles que crecían allí.
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However, old Mombi returned earlier than usual. She had met a crooked wizard who resided in a lonely cave in the mountains, and had traded several important secrets of magic with him. Having in this way secured three new recipes, four magical powders and a selection of herbs of wonderful power and potency, she hobbled home as fast as she could, in order to test her new sorceries.
So intent was Mombi on the treasures she had gained that when she turned the bend in the road and caught a glimpse of the man, she merely nodded and said:
"Good evening, sir."
But, a moment after, noting that the person did not move or reply, she cast a shrewd glance into his face and discovered his pumpkin head elaborately carved by Tip's jack-knife.
Sin embargo, la vieja Mombi regresó antes de lo habitual. Se había encontrado con un mago taimado que vivía en una cueva solitaria de las montañas y había intercambiado con él varios secretos importantes de magia. Habiendo obtenido así tres nuevas recetas, cuatro polvos mágicos y una selección de hierbas de maravilloso poder y eficacia, regresó a casa cojeando tan deprisa como pudo para probar sus nuevos hechizos.
Tan absorta estaba Mombi en los tesoros que había adquirido que, al doblar la curva del camino y vislumbrar al hombre, se limitó a asentir y decir:
«Buenas noches, señor.»
Pero un momento después, al notar que la persona no se movía ni respondía, lanzó una mirada astuta a su rostro y descubrió la cabeza de calabaza, elaboradamente tallada por la navaja de Tip.
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"Heh!" ejaculated Mombi, giving a sort of grunt; "that rascally boy has been playing tricks again! Very good! ve -- ry good! I'll beat him black-and-blue for trying to scare me in this fashion!"
Angrily she raised her stick to smash in the grinning pumpkin head of the dummy; but a sudden thought made her pause, the uplifted stick left motionless in the air.
"Why, here is a good chance to try my new powder!" said she, eagerly. "And then I can tell whether that crooked wizard has fairly traded secrets, or whether he has fooled me as wickedly as I fooled him."
So she set down her basket and began fumbling in it for one of the precious powders she had obtained.
«¡Je!», exclamó Mombi con una especie de gruñido; «¡ese pícaro muchacho ha estado haciendo bromas otra vez! ¡Muy bien! ¡Mu-y bien! ¡Le daré una paliza hasta dejarlo morado por tratar de asustarme así!»
Enfurecida, levantó su bastón para aplastar la sonriente cabeza de calabaza del muñeco; pero un pensamiento repentino la hizo detenerse, y el bastón alzado quedó inmóvil en el aire.
«¡Vaya, aquí tengo una buena ocasión para probar mi polvo nuevo! —dijo ansiosamente—. Y entonces podré saber si ese mago taimado ha intercambiado secretos con justicia, o si me ha engañado tan malvadamente como yo lo engañé a él.»
Dejó la cesta en el suelo y empezó a rebuscar en ella uno de los preciosos polvos que había obtenido.
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While Mombi was thus occupied Tip strolled back, with his pockets full of nuts, and discovered the old woman standing beside his man and apparently not the least bit frightened by it.
At first he was generally disappointed; but the next moment he became curious to know what Mombi was going to do. So he hid behind a hedge, where he could see without being seen, and prepared to watch.
After some search the woman drew from her basket an old pepper-box, upon the faded label of which the wizard had written with a lead-pencil:
"Powder of Life."
"Ah -- here it is!" she cried, joyfully. "And now let us see if it is potent. The stingy wizard didn't give me much of it, but I guess there's enough for two or three doses."
Mientras Mombi estaba ocupada así, Tip volvió paseando, con los bolsillos llenos de nueces, y descubrió a la vieja junto a su hombre, sin que este pareciera haberla asustado lo más mínimo.
Al principio se sintió enormemente decepcionado; pero al momento tuvo curiosidad por saber qué iba a hacer Mombi. Se ocultó tras un seto, desde donde podía ver sin ser visto, y se dispuso a observar.
Después de buscar un poco, la mujer sacó de la cesta un viejo pimentero, en cuya etiqueta descolorida el mago había escrito con lápiz:
«Polvo de la Vida».
«¡Ah, aquí está! —gritó alegremente—. Y ahora veamos si es potente. El mago tacaño no me dio mucho, pero supongo que habrá suficiente para dos o tres dosis.»
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Tip was much surprised when he overheard this speech. Then he saw old Mombi raise her arm and sprinkle the powder from the box over the pumpkin head of his man Jack. She did this in the same way one would pepper a baked potato, and the powder sifted down from Jack's head and scattered over the red shirt and pink waistcoat and purple trousers Tip had dressed him in, and a portion even fell upon the patched and worn shoes.
Then, putting the pepper-box back into the basket, Mombi lifted her left hand, with its little finger pointed upward, and said:
"Weaugh!"
Tip se sorprendió mucho al oír aquellas palabras. Entonces vio que la vieja Mombi levantaba el brazo y espolvoreaba el contenido del pimentero sobre la cabeza de calabaza de su hombre Jack. Lo hizo como se sazona una patata asada, y el polvo cayó desde la cabeza de Jack y se dispersó por la camisa roja, el chaleco rosa y los pantalones morados con que Tip lo había vestido; una parte incluso cayó sobre los zapatos remendados y gastados.
Luego, devolviendo el pimentero a la cesta, Mombi levantó la mano izquierda, con el meñique apuntando hacia arriba, y dijo:
«¡Weaugh!»
Volver al Texto íntegro
Ir al Texto simplificado
Texto íntegro — El maravilloso Polvo de la Vida
Párrafos #47, #48, #49, #50, #51, #52, #53, #54, #55, #56
Then she lifted her right hand, with the thumb pointed upward, and said:
"Teaugh!"
Then she lifted both hands, with all the fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried:
"Peaugh!"
Jack Pumpkinhead stepped back a pace, at this, and said in a reproachful voice:
"Don't yell like that! Do you think I'm deaf?"
Old Mombi danced around him, frantic with delight.
"He lives!" she screamed: "He lives! he lives!"
Then she threw her stick into the air and caught it as it came down; and she hugged herself with both arms, and tried to do a step of a jig; and all the time she repeated, rapturously:
"He lives! -- he lives! -- he lives!"
Luego levantó la mano derecha, con el pulgar apuntando hacia arriba, y dijo:
«¡Teaugh!»
Luego levantó ambas manos, con todos los dedos y pulgares extendidos, y gritó:
«¡Peaugh!»
Ante esto, Jack Cabeza de Calabaza retrocedió un paso y dijo con voz de reproche:
«¡No grite así! ¿Cree que soy sordo?»
La vieja Mombi bailó a su alrededor, frenética de alegría.
«¡Vive! —chilló—. ¡Vive! ¡Vive!»
Luego lanzó su bastón al aire y lo atrapó al caer; se abrazó a sí misma con ambos brazos e intentó bailar un paso de giga; y todo el tiempo repetía extasiada:
«¡Vive! ¡Vive! ¡Vive!»
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Now you may well suppose that Tip observed all this with amazement.
At first he was so frightened and horrified that he wanted to run away, but his legs trembled and shook so badly that he couldn't. Then it struck him as a very funny thing for Jack to come to life, especially as the expression on his pumpkin face was so droll and comical it excited laughter on the instant. So, recovering from his first fear, Tip began to laugh; and the merry peals reached old Mombi's ears and made her hobble quickly to the hedge, where she seized Tip's collar and dragged him back to where she had left her basket and the pumpkinheaded man.
Ahora bien, podéis imaginaros que Tip observó todo aquello con asombro.
Al principio estaba tan asustado y horrorizado que quiso echar a correr, pero las piernas le temblaban y se sacudían tanto que no pudo. Después le pareció muy gracioso que Jack cobrara vida, sobre todo porque la expresión de su rostro de calabaza era tan cómica y divertida que provocaba risa al instante. Así que, recobrado de su primer miedo, Tip comenzó a reír; y las alegres carcajadas llegaron a los oídos de Mombi, que se apresuró cojeando al seto, agarró a Tip por el cuello de la camisa y lo arrastró de vuelta al lugar donde había dejado la cesta y al hombre de cabeza de calabaza.
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"You naughty, sneaking, wicked boy!" she exclaimed, furiously: "I'll teach you to spy out my secrets and to make fun of me!"
"I wasn't making fun of you," protested Tip. "I was laughing at old Pumpkinhead! Look at him! Isn't he a picture, though?"
"I hope you are not reflecting on my personal appearance," said Jack; and it was so funny to hear his grave voice, while his face continued to wear its jolly smile, that Tip again burst into a peal of laughter.
Even Mombi was not without a curious interest in the man her magic had brought to life; for, after staring at him intently, she presently asked:
«¡Niño malo, furtivo y perverso! —exclamó furiosamente—. ¡Te enseñaré a espiar mis secretos y a burlarte de mí!»
«No me estaba burlando de usted —protestó Tip—. ¡Me reía de la vieja Cabeza de Calabaza! ¡Mírelo! ¿No es una estampa?»
«Espero que no esté haciendo observaciones sobre mi aspecto personal», dijo Jack; y fue tan gracioso oír su voz seria mientras su rostro seguía mostrando aquella sonrisa alegre, que Tip volvió a soltar una carcajada.
Incluso Mombi sentía un curioso interés por el hombre a quien su magia había dado vida; pues, tras mirarlo fijamente, al cabo preguntó:
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"What do you know?"
"Well, that is hard to tell," replied Jack. "For although I feel that I know a tremendous lot, I am not yet aware how much there is in the world to find out about. It will take me a little time to discover whether I am very wise or very foolish."
"To be sure," said Mombi, thoughtfully.
"But what are you going to do with him, now he is alive?" asked Tip, wondering.
"I must think it over," answered Mombi. "But we must get home at once, for it is growing dark. Help the Pumpkinhead to walk."
"Never mind me," said Jack; "I can walk as well as you can. Haven't I got legs and feet, and aren't they jointed?"
«¿Qué sabes?»
«Bueno, eso es difícil de decir —respondió Jack—. Pues aunque siento que sé una cantidad enorme de cosas, aún no sé cuánto hay en el mundo por descubrir. Me llevará algún tiempo averiguar si soy muy sabio o muy necio.»
«Desde luego», dijo Mombi, pensativa.
«¿Pero qué va a hacer con él, ahora que está vivo?», preguntó Tip, intrigado.
«Debo pensarlo —respondió Mombi—. Pero debemos ir a casa enseguida, pues está oscureciendo. Ayuda a la Cabeza de Calabaza a caminar.»
«No se preocupe por mí —dijo Jack—; puedo caminar tan bien como usted. ¿No tengo piernas y pies, y no están articulados?»
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"Are they?" asked the woman, turning to Tip.
"Of course they are; I made 'em myself," returned the boy, with pride.
So they started for the house, but when they reached the farm yard old Mombi led the pumpkin man to the cow stable and shut him up in an empty stall, fastening the door securely on the outside.
"I've got to attend to you, first," she said, nodding her head at Tip.
Hearing this, the boy became uneasy; for he knew Mombi had a bad and revengeful heart, and would not hesitate to do any evil thing.
They entered the house. It was a round, domeshaped structure, as are nearly all the farm houses in the Land of Oz.
«¿Lo están?», preguntó la mujer, volviéndose hacia Tip.
«Claro que sí; los hice yo mismo», respondió el niño con orgullo.
Así que se pusieron en camino hacia la casa; pero, al llegar al patio de la granja, la vieja Mombi condujo al hombre calabaza al establo de la vaca y lo encerró en un compartimento vacío, asegurando bien la puerta por fuera.
«Primero tengo que ocuparme de ti», dijo, asintiendo hacia Tip.
Al oírlo, el niño se inquietó, pues sabía que Mombi tenía un corazón malo y vengativo y no vacilaría en hacer cualquier maldad.
Entraron en la casa. Era una construcción redonda y con forma de cúpula, como casi todas las granjas de la Tierra de Oz.
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Mombi bade the boy light a candle, while she put her basket in a cupboard and hung her cloak on a peg. Tip obeyed quickly, for he was afraid of her.
After the candle had been lighted Mombi ordered him to build a fire in the hearth, and while Tip was thus engaged the old woman ate her supper. When the flames began to crackle the boy came to her and asked a share of the bread and cheese; but Mombi refused him.
"I'm hungry!" said Tip, in a sulky tone.
"You won't be hungry long," replied Mombi, with a grim look.
Mombi ordenó al muchacho encender una vela, mientras ella guardaba su cesta en un armario y colgaba la capa de una percha. Tip obedeció deprisa, porque le tenía miedo.
Después de encender la vela, Mombi le ordenó que hiciera fuego en el hogar y, mientras Tip se ocupaba de ello, la vieja cenó. Cuando las llamas empezaron a crepitar, el niño fue a pedirle una parte del pan y el queso; pero Mombi se lo negó.
«¡Tengo hambre!», dijo Tip con tono malhumorado.
«No tendrás hambre por mucho tiempo», respondió Mombi con expresión sombría.
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The boy didn't like this speech, for it sounded like a threat; but he happened to remember he had nuts in his pocket, so he cracked some of those and ate them while the woman rose, shook the crumbs from her apron, and hung above the fire a small black kettle.
Then she measured out equal parts of milk and vinegar and poured them into the kettle. Next she produced several packets of herbs and powders and began adding a portion of each to the contents of the kettle. Occasionally she would draw near the candle and read from a yellow paper the recipe of the mess she was concocting.
As Tip watched her his uneasiness increased.
Al niño no le gustó aquello, pues sonaba a amenaza; pero recordó que tenía nueces en el bolsillo, así que cascó algunas y las comió mientras la mujer se levantaba, sacudía las migas de su delantal y colgaba sobre el fuego un pequeño caldero negro.
Luego midió partes iguales de leche y vinagre y las vertió en el caldero. Después sacó varios paquetes de hierbas y polvos, y comenzó a añadir una porción de cada uno al contenido del caldero. De vez en cuando se acercaba a la vela y leía en un papel amarillo la receta de la mezcla que estaba preparando.
Mientras Tip la observaba, aumentaba su inquietud.
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"What is that for?" he asked.
"For you," returned Mombi, briefly.
Tip wriggled around upon his stool and stared awhile at the kettle, which was beginning to bubble. Then he would glance at the stern and wrinkled features of the witch and wish he were any place but in that dim and smoky kitchen, where even the shadows cast by the candle upon the wall were enough to give one the horrors. So an hour passed away, during which the silence was only broken by the bubbling of the pot and the hissing of the flames.
Finally, Tip spoke again.
"Have I got to drink that stuff?" he asked, nodding toward the pot.
"Yes," said Mombi.
"What'll it do to me?" asked Tip.
«¿Para qué es eso?», preguntó.
«Para ti», contestó Mombi brevemente.
Tip se removió en su taburete y miró un rato el caldero, que empezaba a burbujear. Luego dirigía la vista a los rasgos severos y arrugados de la bruja y deseaba estar en cualquier lugar menos en aquella cocina oscura y humeante, donde hasta las sombras que la vela proyectaba en la pared bastaban para causar horror. Así pasó una hora, durante la cual el silencio solo se rompía por el borboteo de la olla y el siseo de las llamas.
Por fin, Tip volvió a hablar.
«¿Tengo que beber esa cosa?», preguntó, señalando con la cabeza la olla.
«Sí», dijo Mombi.
«¿Qué me hará?», preguntó Tip.
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"If it's properly made," replied Mombi, "it will change or transform you into a marble statue."
Tip groaned, and wiped the perspiration from his forehead with his sleeve.
"I don't want to be a marble statue!" he protested.
"That doesn't matter I want you to be one," said the old woman, looking at him severely.
"What use'll I be then?" asked Tip. "There won't be any one to work for you."
"I'll make the Pumpkinhead work for me," said Mombi.
Again Tip groaned.
"Why don't you change me into a goat, or a chicken?" he asked, anxiously. "You can't do anything with a marble statue."
«Si está bien preparada —respondió Mombi—, te cambiará o transformará en una estatua de mármol.»
Tip gimió y se secó el sudor de la frente con la manga.
«¡No quiero ser una estatua de mármol!», protestó.
«No importa; yo quiero que lo seas», dijo la vieja, mirándolo severamente.
«¿Y de qué serviré entonces? —preguntó Tip—. No habrá nadie que trabaje para usted.»
«Haré que la Cabeza de Calabaza trabaje para mí», dijo Mombi.
Tip volvió a gemir.
«¿Por qué no me transforma en cabra o en gallina? —preguntó ansiosamente—. No puede hacer nada con una estatua de mármol.»
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"Oh, yes, I can," returned Mombi. "I'm going to plant a flower garden, next Spring, and I'll put you in the middle of it, for an ornament. I wonder I haven't thought of that before; you've been a bother to me for years."
At this terrible speech Tip felt the beads of perspiration starting all over his body, but he sat still and shivered and looked anxiously at the kettle.
"Perhaps it won't work," he mutttered, in a voice that sounded weak and discouraged.
"Oh, I think it will," answered Mombi, cheerfully. "I seldom make a mistake."
Again there was a period of silence a silence so long and gloomy that when Mombi finally lifted the kettle from the fire it was close to midnight.
«Oh, sí que puedo —replicó Mombi—. La próxima primavera voy a plantar un jardín de flores y te pondré en medio, como adorno. Me extraña no haber pensado antes en ello; llevas años siendo una molestia para mí.»
Al oír aquellas terribles palabras, Tip sintió que le brotaban gotas de sudor por todo el cuerpo; pero permaneció sentado, temblando y mirando ansiosamente el caldero.
«Quizá no funcione», murmuró con una voz débil y desalentada.
«Oh, creo que sí funcionará —respondió alegremente Mombi—. Rara vez cometo un error.»
De nuevo hubo un período de silencio, un silencio tan largo y lúgubre que, cuando Mombi por fin retiró el caldero del fuego, era casi medianoche.
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"You cannot drink it until it has become quite cold," announced the old witch for in spite of the law she had acknowledged practising witchcraft. "We must both go to bed now, and at daybreak I will call you and at once complete your transformation into a marble statue."
With this she hobbled into her room, bearing the steaming kettle with her, and Tip heard her close and lock the door.
The boy did not go to bed, as he had been commanded to do, but still sat glaring at the embers of the dying fire.
«No puedes beberlo hasta que esté completamente frío —anunció la vieja bruja, pues a pesar de la ley reconocía que practicaba la brujería—. Ahora debemos acostarnos los dos, y al amanecer te llamaré y completaré de inmediato tu transformación en estatua de mármol.»
Dicho esto, se fue cojeando a su habitación, llevando consigo el caldero humeante, y Tip la oyó cerrar y echar el cerrojo a la puerta.
El niño no se acostó, como le habían mandado, sino que siguió sentado mirando fijamente las brasas del fuego agonizante.
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The Flight of the Fugitives
Tip reflected.
"It's a hard thing, to be a marble statue," he thought, rebelliously, "and I'm not going to stand it. For years I've been a bother to her, she says; so she's going to get rid of me. Well, there's an easier way than to become a statue. No boy could have any fun forever standing in the middle of a flower garden! I'll run away, that's what I'll do -- and I may as well go before she makes me drink that nasty stuff in the kettle." He waited until the snores of the old witch announced she was fast asleep, and then he arose softly and went to the cupboard to find something to eat.
La huida de los fugitivos
Tip reflexionó.
«Es una cosa dura ser una estatua de mármol —pensó con rebeldía—, y no pienso soportarlo. Dice que durante años he sido una molestia para ella; así que se va a librar de mí. Bueno, hay una manera más fácil que convertirse en estatua. ¡Ningún niño podría divertirse permaneciendo eternamente en medio de un jardín de flores! Me escaparé, eso es lo que haré; y más vale que me vaya antes de que me obligue a beber esa asquerosidad del caldero.» Esperó hasta que los ronquidos de la vieja bruja anunciaron que dormía profundamente; entonces se levantó sin hacer ruido y fue al armario a buscar algo que comer.
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"No use starting on a journey without food," he decided, searching upon the narrow shelves.
He found some crusts of bread; but he had to look into Mombi's basket to find the cheese she had brought from the village. While turning over the contents of the basket he came upon the pepper-box which contained the "Powder of Life."
"I may as well take this with me," he thought, "or Mombi'll be using it to make more mischief with." So he put the box in his pocket, together with the bread and cheese.
Then he cautiously left the house and latched the door behind him. Outside both moon and stars shone brightly, and the night seemed peaceful and inviting after the close and ill-smelling kitchen.
«No tiene sentido emprender un viaje sin comida», decidió mientras registraba los estrechos estantes.
Encontró algunas cortezas de pan; pero tuvo que mirar en la cesta de Mombi para encontrar el queso que ella había traído de la aldea. Mientras revolvía el contenido de la cesta, dio con el pimentero que contenía el «Polvo de la Vida».
«Será mejor que me lo lleve —pensó—, o Mombi lo usará para hacer más fechorías.» Así que se guardó la caja en el bolsillo, junto con el pan y el queso.
Luego salió cautelosamente de la casa y cerró la puerta tras él con el pestillo. Afuera brillaban la luna y las estrellas, y la noche parecía tranquila y acogedora después de la cocina sofocante y maloliente.
Volver al Texto íntegro
Ir al Texto simplificado
Texto íntegro — La huida de los fugitivos
Párrafos #112, #113, #114, #115, #116
"I'll be glad to get away," said Tip, softly; "for I never did like that old woman. I wonder how I ever came to live with her."
He was walking slowly toward the road when a thought made him pause.
"I don't like to leave Jack Pumpkinhead to the tender mercies of old Mombi," he muttered. "And Jack belongs to me, for I made him even if the old witch did bring him to life."
He retraced his steps to the cow-stable and opened the door of the stall where the pumpkin-headed man had been left.
Jack was standing in the middle of the stall, and by the moonlight Tip could see he was smiling just as jovially as ever.
«Me alegraré de alejarme —dijo Tip en voz baja—, porque nunca me gustó esa vieja. Me pregunto cómo llegué a vivir con ella.»
Caminaba despacio hacia el camino cuando un pensamiento lo hizo detenerse.
«No me gusta dejar a Jack Cabeza de Calabaza a merced de la vieja Mombi —murmuró—. Además, Jack me pertenece, porque yo lo hice, aunque la vieja bruja le haya dado vida.»
Volvió sobre sus pasos hasta el establo de la vaca y abrió la puerta del compartimento donde habían dejado al hombre de cabeza de calabaza.
Jack estaba de pie en medio del compartimento y, a la luz de la luna, Tip pudo ver que sonreía con la misma jovialidad de siempre.
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"Come on!" said the boy, beckoning.
"Where to?" asked Jack.
"You'll know as soon as I do," answered Tip, smiling sympathetically into the pumpkin face.
"All we've got to do now is to tramp."
"Very well," returned Jack, and walked awkwardly out of the stable and into the moonlight.
Tip turned toward the road and the man followed him. Jack walked with a sort of limp, and occasionally one of the joints of his legs would turn backward, instead of frontwise, almost causing him to tumble. But the Pumpkinhead was quick to notice this, and began to take more pains to step carefully; so that he met with few accidents.
«¡Ven!», dijo el niño, haciéndole señas.
«¿Adónde?», preguntó Jack.
«Lo sabrás en cuanto yo lo sepa», respondió Tip, sonriendo con simpatía al rostro de calabaza.
«Lo único que tenemos que hacer ahora es caminar.»
«Muy bien», respondió Jack, y salió torpemente del establo hacia la luz de la luna.
Tip se dirigió hacia el camino y el hombre lo siguió. Jack caminaba con una especie de cojera y, de vez en cuando, alguna articulación de sus piernas se doblaba hacia atrás en lugar de hacia delante, por poco haciéndolo caer. Pero la Cabeza de Calabaza se dio cuenta enseguida y comenzó a cuidar más sus pasos, de modo que tuvo pocos accidentes.
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Tip led him along the path without stopping an instant. They could not go very fast, but they walked steadily; and by the time the moon sank away and the sun peeped over the hills they had travelled so great a distance that the boy had no reason to fear pursuit from the old witch. Moreover, he had turned first into one path, and then into another, so that should anyone follow them it would prove very difficult to guess which way they had gone, or where to seek them.
Fairly satisfied that he had escaped -- for a time, at least -- being turned into a marble statue, the boy stopped his companion and seated himself upon a rock by the roadside.
Tip lo condujo por el sendero sin detenerse un instante. No podían ir muy deprisa, pero caminaban con constancia; y cuando la luna se puso y el sol asomó sobre las colinas, habían recorrido tanta distancia que el niño no tenía motivo para temer la persecución de la vieja bruja. Además, había tomado primero un sendero y luego otro, de manera que, si alguien los seguía, sería muy difícil adivinar por dónde habían ido o dónde buscarlos.
Bastante satisfecho de haber evitado, al menos por un tiempo, que lo transformaran en una estatua de mármol, el niño detuvo a su compañero y se sentó sobre una roca junto al camino.
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"Let's have some breakfast," he said.
Jack Pumpkinhead watched Tip curiously, but refused to join in the repast. "I don't seem to be made the same way you are," he said.
"I know you are not," returned Tip; "for I made you."
"Oh! Did you?" asked Jack.
"Certainly. And put you together. And carved your eyes and nose and ears and mouth," said Tip proudly. "And dressed you."
Jack looked at his body and limbs critically.
"It strikes me you made a very good job of it," he remarked.
"Just so-so," replied Tip, modestly; for he began to see certain defects in the construction of his man. "If I'd known we were going to travel together I might have been a little more particular."
«Desayunemos», dijo.
Jack Cabeza de Calabaza observó a Tip con curiosidad, pero rehusó participar en la comida. «No parece que esté hecho de la misma manera que tú», dijo.
«Sé que no —respondió Tip—, porque yo te hice.»
«¡Ah! ¿De veras?», preguntó Jack.
«Desde luego. Te ensamblé. Y te tallé los ojos, la nariz, las orejas y la boca —dijo Tip orgullosamente—. Y te vestí.»
Jack examinó críticamente su cuerpo y sus miembros.
«Me parece que hiciste un trabajo muy bueno», observó.
«Más o menos», respondió Tip modestamente, pues empezaba a ver ciertos defectos en la construcción de su hombre. «Si hubiera sabido que íbamos a viajar juntos, habría sido un poco más cuidadoso.»
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"Why, then," said the Pumpkinhead, in a tone that expressed surprise, "you must be my creator my parent my father!"
"Or your inventor," replied the boy with a laugh. "Yes, my son; I really believe I am!"
"Then I owe you obedience," continued the man, "and you owe me -- support."
"That's it, exactly", declared Tip, jumping up. "So let us be off."
"Where are we going?" asked Jack, when they had resumed their journey.
"I'm not exactly sure," said the boy; "but I believe we are headed South, and that will bring us, sooner or later, to the Emerald City."
"What city is that?" enquired the Pumpkinhead.
«Entonces —dijo la Cabeza de Calabaza con un tono de sorpresa—, ¡debes de ser mi creador, mi progenitor, mi padre!»
«O tu inventor», respondió el niño con una risa. «Sí, hijo mío; ¡de veras creo que lo soy!»
«Entonces te debo obediencia —continuó el hombre—, y tú me debes… sustento.»
«Eso es, exactamente», declaró Tip, poniéndose de pie de un salto. «Así que vámonos.»
«¿Adónde vamos?», preguntó Jack cuando reanudaron el viaje.
«No estoy completamente seguro —dijo el niño—; pero creo que vamos hacia el sur, y eso nos llevará, tarde o temprano, a la Ciudad Esmeralda.»
«¿Qué ciudad es esa?», preguntó la Cabeza de Calabaza.
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"Why, it's the center of the Land of Oz, and the biggest town in all the country. I've never been there, myself, but I've heard all about its history. It was built by a mighty and wonderful Wizard named Oz, and everything there is of a green color -- just as everything in this Country of the Gillikins is of a purple color."
"Is everything here purple?" asked Jack.
"Of course it is. Can't you see?" returned the boy.
"I believe I must be color-blind," said the Pumpkinhead, after staring about him.
«Pues es el centro de la Tierra de Oz y la ciudad más grande de todo el país. Yo nunca he estado allí, pero he oído toda su historia. La construyó un Mago poderoso y maravilloso llamado Oz, y todo allí es de color verde, igual que todo en este País de los Gillikins es de color morado.»
«¿Todo aquí es morado?», preguntó Jack.
«Claro que sí. ¿No lo ves?», respondió el niño.
«Creo que debo de ser daltónico», dijo la Cabeza de Calabaza después de mirar a su alrededor.
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"Well, the grass is purple, and the trees are purple, and the houses and fences are purple," explained Tip. "Even the mud in the roads is purple. But in the Emerald City everything is green that is purple here. And in the Country of the Munchkins, over at the East, everything is blue; and in the South country of the Quadlings everything is red; and in the West country of the Winkies, where the Tin Woodman rules, everything is yellow."
"Oh!" said Jack. Then, after a pause, he asked: "Did you say a Tin Woodman rules the Winkies?"
"Yes; he was one of those who helped Dorothy to destroy the Wicked Witch of the West, and the Winkies were so grateful that they invited him to become their ruler, -- just as the people of the Emerald City invited the Scarecrow to rule them."
«Bueno, la hierba es morada, y los árboles son morados, y las casas y las cercas son moradas —explicó Tip—. Hasta el barro de los caminos es morado. Pero en la Ciudad Esmeralda todo lo que aquí es morado es verde. Y en el País de los Munchkins, al este, todo es azul; en el país meridional de los Quadlings, todo es rojo; y en el país occidental de los Winkies, donde gobierna el Leñador de Hojalata, todo es amarillo.»
«¡Oh!», dijo Jack. Después de una pausa, preguntó: «¿Dijiste que un Leñador de Hojalata gobierna a los Winkies?»
«Sí; fue uno de los que ayudaron a Dorothy a destruir a la Malvada Bruja del Oeste, y los Winkies estuvieron tan agradecidos que lo invitaron a ser su gobernante, igual que los habitantes de la Ciudad Esmeralda invitaron al Espantapájaros a gobernarlos.»
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"Dear me!" said Jack. "I'm getting confused with all this history. Who is the Scarecrow?"
"Another friend of Dorothy's," replied Tip.
"And who is Dorothy?"
"She was a girl that came here from Kansas, a place in the big, outside World. She got blown to the Land of Oz by a cyclone, and while she was here the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman accompanied her on her travels."
"And where is she now?" inquired the Pumpkinhead.
"Glinda the Good, who rules the Quadlings, sent her home again," said the boy.
"Oh. And what became of the Scarecrow?"
"I told you. He rules the Emerald City," answered Tip.
«¡Válgame Dios! —dijo Jack—. Me estoy confundiendo con toda esta historia. ¿Quién es el Espantapájaros?»
«Otro amigo de Dorothy», respondió Tip.
«¿Y quién es Dorothy?»
«Era una niña que vino aquí desde Kansas, un lugar del gran Mundo exterior. Un ciclón la llevó volando a la Tierra de Oz y, mientras estuvo aquí, el Espantapájaros y el Leñador de Hojalata la acompañaron en sus viajes.»
«¿Y dónde está ahora?», preguntó la Cabeza de Calabaza.
«Glinda la Buena, que gobierna a los Quadlings, la envió de regreso a casa», dijo el niño.
«Oh. ¿Y qué fue del Espantapájaros?»
«Ya te lo dije. Gobierna la Ciudad Esmeralda», respondió Tip.
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"I thought you said it was ruled by a wonderful Wizard," objected Jack, seeming more and more confused.
"Well, so I did. Now, pay attention, and I'll explain it," said Tip, speaking slowly and looking the smiling Pumpkinhead squarely in the eye. "Dorothy went to the Emerald City to ask the Wizard to send her back to Kansas; and the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman went with her. But the Wizard couldn't send her back, because he wasn't so much of a Wizard as he might have been. And then they got angry at the Wizard, and threatened to expose him; so the Wizard made a big balloon and escaped in it, and no one has ever seen him since."
«Creí que habías dicho que la gobernaba un Mago maravilloso», objetó Jack, cada vez más confundido.
«Bueno, sí lo dije. Ahora presta atención y te lo explicaré —dijo Tip, hablando despacio y mirando directamente a los ojos a la sonriente Cabeza de Calabaza—. Dorothy fue a la Ciudad Esmeralda a pedir al Mago que la enviara de vuelta a Kansas; el Espantapájaros y el Leñador de Hojalata fueron con ella. Pero el Mago no pudo enviarla de regreso, porque no era tan buen mago como habría podido ser. Entonces se enfadaron con el Mago y amenazaron con desenmascararlo; de modo que el Mago hizo un gran globo y escapó en él, y nadie lo ha vuelto a ver desde entonces.»
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"Now, that is very interesting history," said Jack, well pleased; "and I understand it perfectly all but the explanation."
"I'm glad you do," responded Tip. "After the Wizard was gone, the people of the Emerald City made His Majesty, the Scarecrow, their King; and I have heard that he became a very popular ruler."
"Are we going to see this queer King?" asked Jack, with interest.
"I think we may as well," replied the boy; "unless you have something better to do."
"Oh, no, dear father," said the Pumpkinhead. "I am quite willing to go wherever you please."
«Esa es una historia muy interesante —dijo Jack, complacido—, y la entiendo perfectamente, salvo la explicación.»
«Me alegra que así sea —respondió Tip—. Después de que el Mago se fue, los habitantes de la Ciudad Esmeralda hicieron rey a Su Majestad el Espantapájaros; y he oído que se convirtió en un gobernante muy popular.»
«¿Vamos a ver a ese extraño rey?», preguntó Jack con interés.
«Creo que bien podemos hacerlo —respondió el niño—, a menos que tengas algo mejor que hacer.»
«Oh, no, querido padre —dijo la Cabeza de Calabaza—. Estoy completamente dispuesto a ir adonde quieras.»
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Tip Makes an Experiment in Magic
The boy, small and rather delicate in appearance seemed somewhat embarrassed at being called "father" by the tall, awkward, pumpkinheaded man, but to deny the relationship would involve another long and tedious explanation; so he changed the subject by asking, abruptly:
"Are you tired?"
"Of course not!" replied the other. "But," he continued, after a pause, "it is quite certain I shall wear out my wooden joints if I keep on walking."
Tip hace un experimento de magia
El niño, pequeño y de aspecto más bien delicado, pareció algo incómodo al ser llamado «padre» por aquel hombre alto y desgarbado de cabeza de calabaza; pero negar el parentesco habría supuesto otra explicación larga y tediosa, así que cambió bruscamente de tema preguntando:
«¿Estás cansado?»
«¡Claro que no! —respondió el otro—. Pero —continuó tras una pausa— es seguro que desgastaré mis articulaciones de madera si sigo caminando.»
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Tip reflected, as they journeyed on, that this was true. He began to regret that he had not constructed the wooden limbs more carefully and substantially. Yet how could he ever have guessed that the man he had made merely to scare old Mombi with would be brought to life by means of a magical powder contained in an old pepper-box?
So he ceased to reproach himself, and began to think how he might yet remedy the deficiencies of Jack's weak joints.
While thus engaged they came to the edge of a wood, and the boy sat down to rest upon an old sawhorse that some woodcutter had left there.
Tip reflexionó, mientras continuaban el viaje, que aquello era verdad. Empezó a lamentar no haber construido los miembros de madera con más cuidado y solidez. Sin embargo, ¿cómo podía haber adivinado que el hombre que había hecho solamente para asustar a la vieja Mombi cobraría vida gracias a un polvo mágico contenido en un viejo pimentero?
Dejó, pues, de reprocharse a sí mismo y empezó a pensar cómo podría remediar las deficiencias de las débiles articulaciones de Jack.
Mientras estaba ocupado en tales pensamientos, llegaron al borde de un bosque, y el niño se sentó a descansar sobre un viejo caballete de aserrar que algún leñador había dejado allí.
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"Why don't you sit down?" he asked the Pumpkinhead.
"Won't it strain my joints?" inquired the other.
"Of course not. It'll rest them," declared the boy.
So Jack tried to sit down; but as soon as he bent his joints farther than usual they gave way altogether, and he came clattering to the ground with such a crash that Tip feared he was entirely ruined.
He rushed to the man, lifted him to his feet, straightened his arms and legs, and felt of his head to see if by chance it had become cracked. But Jack seemed to be in pretty good shape, after all, and Tip said to him:
"I guess you'd better remain standing, hereafter. It seems the safest way."
«¿Por qué no te sientas?», preguntó a la Cabeza de Calabaza.
«¿No forzará eso mis articulaciones?», preguntó el otro.
«Claro que no. Las descansará», declaró el niño.
Así que Jack intentó sentarse; pero, en cuanto dobló sus articulaciones más de lo habitual, estas cedieron por completo y cayó ruidosamente al suelo con tal estrépito que Tip temió que se hubiera estropeado del todo.
Corrió hacia el hombre, lo levantó, enderezó sus brazos y piernas y le palpó la cabeza para ver si por casualidad se había agrietado. Pero Jack parecía estar, después de todo, en bastante buen estado, y Tip le dijo:
«Creo que será mejor que, de ahora en adelante, permanezcas de pie. Parece la manera más segura.»
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"Very well, dear father." just as you say, replied the smiling Jack, who had been in no wise confused by his tumble.
Tip sat down again. Presently the Pumpkinhead asked:
"What is that thing you are sitting on?"
"Oh, this is a horse," replied the boy, carelessly.
"What is a horse?" demanded Jack.
"A horse? Why, there are two kinds of horses," returned Tip, slightly puzzled how to explain. "One kind of horse is alive, and has four legs and a head and a tail. And people ride upon its back."
"I understand," said Jack, cheerfully "That's the kind of horse you are now sitting on."
«Muy bien, querido padre; como tú digas», respondió el sonriente Jack, a quien su caída no había desconcertado en absoluto.
Tip volvió a sentarse. Al poco, la Cabeza de Calabaza preguntó:
«¿Qué es esa cosa sobre la que estás sentado?»
«Oh, esto es un caballo», respondió el niño despreocupadamente.
«¿Qué es un caballo?», exigió saber Jack.
«¿Un caballo? Pues hay dos clases de caballos —respondió Tip, un poco desconcertado sobre cómo explicarlo—. Una clase de caballo está viva y tiene cuatro patas, una cabeza y una cola. Y las personas montan sobre su lomo.»
«Entiendo —dijo alegremente Jack—. Esa es la clase de caballo sobre la que estás sentado.»
Volver al Texto íntegro
Ir al Texto simplificado
Texto íntegro — Tip hace un experimento de magia
Párrafos #182, #183
"No, it isn't," answered Tip, promptly.
"Why not? That one has four legs, and a head, and a tail." Tip looked at the saw-horse more carefully, and found that the Pumpkinhead was right. The body had been formed from a tree-trunk, and a branch had been left sticking up at one end that looked very much like a tail. In the other end were two big knots that resembled eyes, and a place had been chopped away that might easily be mistaken for the horse's mouth. As for the legs, they were four straight limbs cut from trees and stuck fast into the body, being spread wide apart so that the saw-horse would stand firmly when a log was laid across it to be sawed.
«No, no lo es», respondió Tip de inmediato.
«¿Por qué no? Ese tiene cuatro patas, cabeza y cola.» Tip miró con más cuidado el caballete de aserrar y descubrió que la Cabeza de Calabaza tenía razón. El cuerpo se había formado con el tronco de un árbol, y en un extremo habían dejado una rama saliente que se parecía mucho a una cola. En el otro extremo había dos grandes nudos que se asemejaban a ojos, y habían cortado una parte que fácilmente podía tomarse por la boca del caballo. En cuanto a las patas, eran cuatro ramas rectas cortadas de árboles e insertadas firmemente en el cuerpo, muy separadas entre sí para que el caballete permaneciera firme cuando se colocara encima un tronco para aserrarlo.
Volver al Texto íntegro
Ir al Texto simplificado
Texto íntegro — Tip hace un experimento de magia
Párrafos #184, #185, #186, #187, #188
"This thing resembles a real horse more than I imagined," said Tip, trying to explain. "But a real horse is alive, and trots and prances and eats oats, while this is nothing more than a dead horse, made of wood, and used to saw logs upon."
"If it were alive, wouldn't it trot, and prance, and eat oats?" inquired the Pumpkinhead.
"It would trot and prance, perhaps; but it wouldn't eat oats," replied the boy, laughing at the idea. "And of course it can't ever be alive, because it is made of wood."
"So am I," answered the man.
Tip looked at him in surprise.
«Esta cosa se parece más a un caballo de verdad de lo que imaginaba —dijo Tip, tratando de explicarle—. Pero un caballo de verdad está vivo, trota, piafa y come avena, mientras que este no es más que un caballo muerto, hecho de madera y usado para aserrar troncos.»
«Si estuviera vivo, ¿no trotaría, piafaría y comería avena?», preguntó la Cabeza de Calabaza.
«Tal vez trotase y piafase, pero no comería avena —respondió el niño, riéndose de la idea—. Y, desde luego, nunca puede estar vivo, porque está hecho de madera.»
«Yo también», respondió el hombre.
Tip lo miró sorprendido.
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Texto íntegro — Tip hace un experimento de magia
Párrafos #189, #190, #191, #192, #193
"Why, so you are!" he exclaimed. "And the magic powder that brought you to life is here in my pocket."
He brought out the pepper box, and eyed it curiously.
"I wonder," said he, musingly, "if it would bring the saw-horse to life."
"If it would," returned Jack, calmly for nothing seemed to surprise him "I could ride on its back, and that would save my joints from wearing out."
"I'll try it!" cried the boy, jumping up. "But I wonder if I can remember the words old Mombi said, and the way she held her hands up."
«¡Pues sí que lo estás! —exclamó—. Y el polvo mágico que te dio vida está aquí, en mi bolsillo.»
Sacó el pimentero y lo miró con curiosidad.
«Me pregunto —dijo pensativo— si le daría vida al caballete.»
«Si lo hiciera —respondió Jack serenamente, pues nada parecía sorprenderlo—, yo podría montar sobre su lomo, y eso evitaría que se me desgastaran las articulaciones.»
«¡Lo intentaré!», gritó el niño, poniéndose de pie de un salto. «Pero me pregunto si podré recordar las palabras que dijo la vieja Mombi y la manera en que levantó las manos.»
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Texto íntegro — Tip hace un experimento de magia
Párrafos #194, #195, #196, #197
He thought it over for a minute, and as he had watched carefully from the hedge every motion of the old witch, and listened to her words, he believed he could repeat exactly what she had said and done.
So he began by sprinkling some of the magic Powder of Life from the pepper-box upon the body of the saw-horse. Then he lifted his left hand, with the little finger pointing upward, and said: "Weaugh!"
"What does that mean, dear father?" asked Jack, curiously.
"I don't know," answered Tip. Then he lifted his right hand, with the thumb pointing upward and said: "Teaugh!"
Lo pensó durante un minuto y, como había observado cuidadosamente desde el seto todos los movimientos de la vieja bruja y escuchado sus palabras, creyó poder repetir exactamente lo que había dicho y hecho.
Así que empezó por espolvorear un poco del mágico Polvo de la Vida del pimentero sobre el cuerpo del caballete. Luego levantó la mano izquierda, con el meñique apuntando hacia arriba, y dijo: «¡Weaugh!»
«¿Qué significa eso, querido padre?», preguntó Jack con curiosidad.
«No lo sé», respondió Tip. Luego levantó la mano derecha, con el pulgar apuntando hacia arriba, y dijo: «¡Teaugh!»
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Texto íntegro — Tip hace un experimento de magia
Párrafos #198, #199, #200, #201, #202, #203
"What's that, dear father?" inquired Jack.
"It means you must keep quiet!" replied the boy, provoked at being interrupted at so important a moment.
"How fast I am learning!" remarked the Pumpkinhead, with his eternal smile.
Tip now lifted both hands above his head, with all the fingers and thumbs spread out, and cried in a loud voice: "Peaugh!"
Immediately the saw-horse moved, stretched its legs, yawned with its chopped-out mouth, and shook a few grains of the powder off its back. The rest of the powder seemed to have vanished into the body of the horse.
"Good!" called Jack, while the boy looked on in astonishment. "You are a very clever sorcerer, dear father!"
«¿Qué es eso, querido padre?», preguntó Jack.
«¡Significa que debes quedarte callado!», respondió el niño, irritado por ser interrumpido en un momento tan importante.
«¡Qué deprisa aprendo!», observó la Cabeza de Calabaza con su eterna sonrisa.
Tip levantó entonces ambas manos sobre la cabeza, con todos los dedos y pulgares extendidos, y gritó con voz fuerte: «¡Peaugh!»
Al instante el caballete se movió, estiró las patas, bostezó con su boca recortada y sacudió de su lomo unos granos del polvo. El resto del polvo parecía haber desaparecido dentro del cuerpo del caballo.
«¡Bien! —exclamó Jack mientras el niño miraba asombrado—. ¡Eres un hechicero muy hábil, querido padre!»
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Párrafos #204, #205, #206
The Awakening of the Saw-Horse
The Saw-Horse, finding himself alive, seemed even more astonished than Tip. He rolled his knotty eyes from side to side, taking a first wondering view of the world in which he had now so important an existence. Then he tried to look at himself; but he had, indeed, no neck to turn; so that in the endeavor to see his body he kept circling around and around, without catching even a glimpse of it. His legs were stiff and awkward, for there were no knee-joints in them; so that presently he bumped against Jack Pumpkinhead and sent that personage tumbling upon the moss that lined the roadside.
Tip became alarmed at this accident, as well as at the persistence of the Saw-Horse in prancing around in a circle; so he called out:
El despertar del Caballete
El Caballete, al descubrir que estaba vivo, pareció aún más asombrado que Tip. Movió sus ojos de nudos de un lado a otro, contemplando por primera vez y con sorpresa el mundo en el que ahora tenía una existencia tan importante. Después intentó mirarse a sí mismo; pero no tenía cuello que girar, de modo que, al tratar de ver su cuerpo, daba vueltas y más vueltas sin alcanzar siquiera a vislumbrarlo. Sus patas eran rígidas y torpes, pues no tenían articulaciones en las rodillas; así que al poco chocó contra Jack Cabeza de Calabaza y envió a aquel personaje rodando sobre el musgo que bordeaba el camino.
Tip se alarmó por aquel accidente, así como por la persistencia del Caballete en piafar dando vueltas en círculo; por eso gritó:
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Texto íntegro — El despertar del Caballete
Párrafos #207, #208, #209, #210, #211, #212, #213, #214
"Whoa! Whoa, there!"
The Saw-Horse paid no attention whatever to this command, and the next instant brought one of his wooden legs down upon Tip's foot so forcibly that the boy danced away in pain to a safer distance, from where he again yelled:
"Whoa! Whoa, I say!"
Jack had now managed to raise himself to a sitting position, and he looked at the Saw-Horse with much interest.
"I don't believe the animal can hear you," he remarked.
"I shout loud enough, don't I?" answered Tip, angrily.
"Yes; but the horse has no ears," said the smiling Pumpkinhead.
"Sure enough!" exclaimed Tip, noting the fact for the first time. "How, then, am I going to stop him?"
«¡So! ¡So, quieto!»
El Caballete no prestó la menor atención a la orden y, al instante siguiente, dejó caer una de sus patas de madera sobre el pie de Tip con tanta fuerza que el niño se apartó bailando de dolor hasta una distancia más segura, desde la cual volvió a gritar:
«¡So! ¡He dicho so!»
Jack había logrado entonces incorporarse hasta quedar sentado, y miraba al Caballete con mucho interés.
«No creo que el animal pueda oírte», observó.
«Grito bastante fuerte, ¿no?», respondió Tip enojado.
«Sí; pero el caballo no tiene orejas», dijo la sonriente Cabeza de Calabaza.
«¡Es verdad! —exclamó Tip, advirtiendo el hecho por primera vez—. Entonces, ¿cómo voy a detenerlo?»
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Texto íntegro — El despertar del Caballete
Párrafos #215, #216, #217
But at that instant the Saw-Horse stopped himself, having concluded it was impossible to see his own body. He saw Tip, however, and came close to the boy to observe him more fully.
It was really comical to see the creature walk; for it moved the legs on its right side together, and those on its left side together, as a pacing horse does; and that made its body rock sidewise, like a cradle.
Tip patted it upon the head, and said "Good boy! Good Boy!" in a coaxing tone; and the Saw-Horse pranced away to examine with its bulging eyes the form of Jack Pumpkinhead.
Pero en aquel momento el Caballete se detuvo por sí mismo, al concluir que era imposible ver su propio cuerpo. Sin embargo, vio a Tip y se acercó al niño para observarlo mejor.
Resultaba verdaderamente cómico verlo caminar; movía a la vez las dos patas del lado derecho, y luego a la vez las dos del lado izquierdo, como un caballo de andadura, y eso hacía que su cuerpo se meciera lateralmente, como una cuna.
Tip le dio palmaditas en la cabeza y le dijo con tono persuasivo: «¡Buen chico! ¡Buen chico!», y el Caballete se alejó piafando para examinar con sus ojos saltones la figura de Jack Cabeza de Calabaza.
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Texto íntegro — El despertar del Caballete
Párrafos #218, #219, #220
"I must find a halter for him," said Tip; and having made a search in his pocket he produced a roll of strong cord. Unwinding this, he approached the Saw-Horse and tied the cord around its neck, afterward fastening the other end to a large tree. The Saw-Horse, not understanding the action, stepped backward and snapped the string easily; but it made no attempt to run away.
"He's stronger than I thought," said the boy, "and rather obstinate, too."
"Why don't you make him some ears?" asked Jack. "Then you can tell him what to do."
«Debo encontrarle un cabestro», dijo Tip; y, tras buscar en el bolsillo, sacó un rollo de cuerda resistente. La desenrolló, se acercó al Caballete y le ató la cuerda alrededor del cuello, sujetando el otro extremo a un árbol grande. El Caballete, sin entender aquella acción, dio un paso atrás y rompió la cuerda con facilidad; pero no intentó escaparse.
«Es más fuerte de lo que pensaba —dijo el niño—, y también bastante obstinado.»
«¿Por qué no le haces unas orejas? —preguntó Jack—. Entonces podrás decirle qué debe hacer.»
Volver al Texto íntegro
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Párrafos #221, #222, #223, #224, #225, #226, #227
"That's a splendid idea!" said Tip. "How did you happen to think of it?"
"Why, I didn't think of it," answered the Pumpkinhead; "I didn't need to, for it's the simplest and easiest thing to do."
So Tip got out his knife and fashioned some ears out of the bark of a small tree.
"I mustn't make them too big," he said, as he whittled, "or our horse would become a donkey."
"How is that?" inquired Jack, from the roadside.
"Why, a horse has bigger ears than a man; and a donkey has bigger ears than a horse," explained Tip.
"Then, if my ears were longer, would I be a horse?" asked Jack.
«¡Es una idea espléndida! —dijo Tip—. ¿Cómo se te ha ocurrido?»
«Pues no se me ocurrió —respondió la Cabeza de Calabaza—; no lo necesité, porque es lo más simple y fácil que se puede hacer.»
Así que Tip sacó su cuchillo y fabricó unas orejas con la corteza de un árbol pequeño.
«No debo hacerlas demasiado grandes —dijo mientras tallaba—, o nuestro caballo se convertirá en burro.»
«¿Cómo es eso?», preguntó Jack desde el borde del camino.
«Pues un caballo tiene las orejas más grandes que un hombre, y un burro tiene las orejas más grandes que un caballo», explicó Tip.
«Entonces, si mis orejas fueran más largas, ¿sería un caballo?», preguntó Jack.
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Glosario cultural
Índice del glosario
Gillikin
/ˈɡɪlɪkɪn/
Forma en español: Gillikin
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Gillikin Country es una de las cuatro regiones principales de la Tierra de ficción de L. Frank Baum de Oz. Se encuentra en el norte y se asocia con el color púrpura en los libros de Oz. Gillikin también puede describir a su gente.
Inglés: Gillikin Country is one of the four main regions in L. Frank Baum's fictional Land of Oz. It lies in the north and is associated with the color purple in the Oz books. Gillikin can also describe its people.
Ejemplo: In the Country of the Gillikins, in the north of the Land of Oz, lived a boy named Tip.
Ejemplo en español: En el País de los Gilikins, al norte de la Tierra de Oz, vivía un niño llamado Tip.
Texto simplificado: #9 · #10 · #29 · #140
Texto íntegro: #9 · #10 · #29 · #140
Guardian
/ˈɡɑːdjən/
Forma en español: guardián; tutor
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Guardian puede designar a quien cuida de un niño, como Mombi con Tip, o a quien guarda un lugar, como el Guardián de las Puertas. La palabra normal no es dialectal. Guard’an representa una pronunciación abreviada y Guardian’s es una forma posesiva.
Inglés: A guardian can look after a child, as Mombi does for Tip, or guard a place, as the Guardian of the Gates does. The standard word guardian is not dialect. The recorded form Guard’an represents a shortened pronunciation; Guardian’s means belonging to the guardian.
Ejemplo: So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Ejemplo en español: Por eso la tutora de Tip, aunque quisiera hacer magia, sabía que solo podía ser una Hechicera, o como mucho una Maga.
Texto simplificado: #11 · #14
Texto íntegro: #11 · #14
Hobble
/ˈhɑːbəl/
Forma en español: Cojear
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
To hobble es caminar con dificultad o un paso irregular. Un hobble es también una correa, una cuerda o una restricción enlazada utilizada en las piernas de un animal para limitar su rango al tiempo que permite algún movimiento. Los dos sentidos están relacionados con el movimiento restringido.
Inglés: To hobble is to walk with difficulty or an uneven gait. A hobble is also a strap, rope, or linked restraint used on an animal's legs to limit its range while allowing some movement. The two senses are related by restricted movement.
Ejemplo: Then she hobbled into her room with the steaming kettle.
Ejemplo en español: Luego entró cojeando en su habitación con la tetera humeante.
Texto simplificado: #103
Texto íntegro: #31 · #58 · #103
Mombi
/ˈmɑːmbi/
Forma en español: Mombi
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Mombi es una bruja ficticia de los libros de Oz de Baum, en especial The Marvelous Land of Oz. Está vinculada a la magia, las transformaciones y la princesa Ozma. Su papel y apariencia pueden variar entre las adaptaciones de ese mundo.
Inglés: Mombi is a fictional witch in L. Frank Baum's Oz books, notably The Marvelous Land of Oz. She is associated with magic, transformations, and the royal child Ozma. Her role and appearance differ across adaptations of the Oz setting.
Ejemplo: His name was actually longer, because old Mombi often said his full name was Tippetarius.
Ejemplo en español: En realidad, su nombre era más largo, porque la vieja Mombi a menudo decía que su nombre completo era Tippetarius.
Texto simplificado: #9 · #10 · #11 · #12 · #14 · #15 · #17 · #19
Texto íntegro: #9 · #10 · #11 · #12 · #13 · #14 · #15 · #17
Peaugh
/pjɔː/
Forma en español: Peaugh
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Peaugh es una palabra mágica inventada en una historia de Oz de L. Frank Baum. Se habla durante el uso del Polvo de la Vida, una sustancia ficticia que anima objetos. La palabra tiene significado sólo dentro de ese entorno imaginario.
Inglés: Peaugh is an invented magic word in an Oz story by L. Frank Baum. It is spoken during the use of the Powder of Life, a fictional substance that animates objects. The word has significance only within that imaginary setting.
Ejemplo: "Peaugh!"
Ejemplo en español: "¡Peaugh!"
Texto simplificado: #50 · #201
Texto íntegro: #50 · #201
Pumpkinhead
/ˈpʌmpkɪnhed/
Forma en español: cabeza de calabaza
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
El término tiene un contexto cultural, histórico, lingüístico o literario específico. Pumpkinhead puede referirse a Jack Pumpkinhead, el personaje ficticio amistoso de los libros de Oz de L. Frank Baum. Jack tiene una calabaza tallada por cabeza sobre un cuerpo de madera y cobra vida gracias al Polvo de la Vida. La palabra también puede ser un insulto humorístico para una persona tonta o con la cabeza en forma de calabaza. En español, “cabeza de calabaza” puede expresar el sentido genérico; cuando se alude al personaje de Oz, se conserva el nombre Jack Pumpkinhead. El contexto debe distinguir al personaje del insulto común.
Inglés: The term has a distinct cultural, historical, linguistic, or literary setting. Pumpkinhead can refer to Jack Pumpkinhead, the friendly fictional figure from L. Frank Baum's Oz books. Jack has a carved pumpkin for a head on a wooden body and is brought to life with the Powder of Life. The word can also be a general comic insult for a foolish person or someone with a pumpkin-shaped head. Brazilian Portuguese may use Cabeça de Abóbora and identify Jack when the Oz reference is present. Context must distinguish the named character from ordinary mockery.
Ejemplo: Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
Ejemplo en español: Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
Texto simplificado: #8 · #23 · #26 · #51 · #60 · #67 · #94 · #114
Texto íntegro: #23 · #26 · #51 · #60 · #67 · #94 · #114 · #122
Pumpkinheaded
/ˈpʌmpkɪnhedɪd/
Forma en español: con cabeza de calabaza
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Pumpkinheaded significa tener la cabeza hecha de una calabaza o con esa forma. Aquí describe literalmente a Jack, el hombre construido por Tip. En otros contextos humorísticos puede sugerir torpeza o necedad; la escena permite distinguir el aspecto físico del insulto.
Inglés: The term has a distinct cultural, historical, linguistic, or literary setting. Pumpkinheaded means having a head shaped like or made from a pumpkin and can directly describe figures such as Jack Pumpkinhead from L. Frank Baum's Oz stories. In broader comic use, it can mean foolish, dull, or absurd-looking. Brazilian Portuguese may use com cabeça de abóbora for physical description or tolo for the insult, while preserving Jack's established name in an Oz context. The adjective's force depends on whether it refers literally to a fictional construction or figuratively judges a person.
Ejemplo: She hurried to the hedge, grabbed Tip by the collar, and dragged him back to where she had left her basket and the pumpkinheaded man.
Ejemplo en español: Ella corrió al seto, agarró a Tip por el cuello de la camisa y lo arrastró hasta donde había dejado su canasta y al hombre con cabeza de calabaza.
Texto simplificado: #58 · #163
Texto íntegro: #58 · #163
Quadling
/ˈkwɑːdlɪŋ/
Forma en español: Quadling
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Quadling es un integrante de los Quadlings, el pueblo ficticio de Quadling Country, en la parte sur de la Tierra de Oz de L. Frank Baum. La región se asocia tradicionalmente con el color rojo y, en algunos relatos, la gobierna Glinda la Buena. La palabra también puede funcionar como adjetivo referido al país o a sus habitantes. Es un gentilicio inventado, no una identidad étnica o nacional real.
Inglés: The term has a distinct cultural, historical, linguistic, or literary setting. Quadling is a member of the Quadlings, the fictional people of Quadling Country in the southern part of L. Frank Baum's Land of Oz. The region is traditionally associated with the color red and is ruled in some stories by Glinda the Good. The word can also function as an adjective for the country or its inhabitants. Portuguese may preserve Quadling and explain habitante do País dos Quadlings. It is an invented demonym, not a real ethnic or national identity.
Ejemplo: In the south country of the Quadlings, everything is red.
Ejemplo en español: En el país del sur de los Quadlings, todo es rojo.
Texto simplificado: #144 · #152
Texto íntegro: #144 · #152
Sawhorse
/ˈsɔːhɔːrs/
Forma en español: Sawhorse
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Sawhorse es, en el mundo de Oz, el nombre de un caballo de madera mágico que está vivo y puede correr. Como nombre de personaje, conservar Sawhorse en vez de descomponerlo o traducirlo literalmente como herramienta o caballo de sierra. Al principio es un caballete de madera usado para serrar; Tip le da vida después.
Inglés: In Oz, a magical wooden horse that is alive and can run. The source form is retained because no widely accepted localized equivalent is established here. At first it is an ordinary sawhorse, a wooden support used when sawing; Tip later brings it to life.
Ejemplo: The boy sat down to rest on an old sawhorse that a woodcutter had left there.
Ejemplo en español: El chico se sentó a descansar sobre un viejo caballete de serrar que un leñador había dejado allí.
Texto simplificado: #168
Texto íntegro: #168
Scarecrow
/ˈskɛrkroʊ/
Forma en español: Espantapájaros
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Un espantapájaros suele ser una figura humana que ahuyenta aves en los campos. Aquí el nombre identifica al amigo vivo de Dorothy, relleno de paja. Baum convierte el objeto agrícola en un personaje autónomo que habla y participa en aventuras.
Inglés: A scarecrow is normally a human-shaped figure placed in a field to frighten birds. Here the capitalized name identifies Dorothy’s living straw-filled friend. Baum turns a familiar agricultural object into an independent character who speaks and takes part in adventures.
Ejemplo: They told me how much they enjoyed the story and asked me to write more about the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman.
Ejemplo en español: Me decían cuánto les gustaba la historia y me pedían que escribiera más sobre el Espantapájaros y el Hombre de Hojalata.
Texto simplificado: #3 · #4 · #7 · #146 · #147 · #150 · #153 · #156
Texto íntegro: #3 · #4 · #7 · #146 · #147 · #150 · #153 · #156
Sorceress
/ˈsɔːrsərəs/
Forma en español: hechicera
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Una hechicera es una mujer que practica magia en el folclore y la fantasía. El término puede evocar hechizos, profecías o conocimientos sobrenaturales. En este libro se aplica tanto a Mombi como a Glinda; no implica por sí solo bondad o maldad.
Inglés: A sorceress is a female practitioner of sorcery in folklore and fantasy. Like sorcerer, the word can suggest spells, charms, prophecy, or supernatural knowledge. Older stories often assign such figures strong beauty, danger, wisdom, or mystery, though modern fiction may portray them in many different ways.
Ejemplo: So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Ejemplo en español: Por eso la tutora de Tip, aunque quisiera hacer magia, sabía que solo podía ser una Hechicera, o como mucho una Maga.
Texto simplificado: #11
Texto íntegro: #11
Sorcery
/ˈsɔːrsəriz/
Forma en español: Hechicería
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Sorcery es la práctica, real dentro de la ficción o supuesta en otros contextos, de usar magia para influir en personas, sucesos o la naturaleza. Sus reglas varían entre tradiciones y relatos. Aquí Mombi quiere probar las nuevas artes mágicas que ha adquirido.
Inglés: Sorcery is the practice or supposed practice of using magic to affect people, events, or the natural world. The idea appears in many folk traditions, religious debates, and fantasy stories, where its rules differ widely. In fiction, the term often signals supernatural power rather than a real historical claim.
Ejemplo: Having in this way secured three new recipes, four magical powders and a selection of herbs of wonderful power and potency, she hobbled home as fast as she could, in order to test her new sorceries.
Ejemplo en español: Habiendo obtenido así tres nuevas recetas, cuatro polvos mágicos y una selección de hierbas de maravilloso poder y eficacia, regresó a casa cojeando tan deprisa como pudo para probar sus nuevos hechizos.
Texto íntegro: #31
Teaugh
/tjɔː/
Forma en español: Teaugh
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Teaugh es una palabra mágica inventada que se usa en el hechizo Powder of Life.
Inglés: A made-up magic word used in the Powder of Life spell. The source form is retained because no widely accepted localized equivalent is established here.
Ejemplo: "Teaugh!"
Ejemplo en español: "¡Teaugh!"
Texto simplificado: #48 · #197
Texto íntegro: #48 · #197
Tippetarius
/ˌtɪpɪˈteəriəs/
Forma en español: Tippetarius
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Tippetarius es el largo nombre formal de Tip, un chico en la ficción de L. Frank Baum. El gran nombre es parte del estilo lúdico de la serie. Sirve de nombre propio y no tiene una definición independiente en inglés.
Inglés: Tippetarius is the long formal name of Tip, a boy in L. Frank Baum's Oz fiction. The grand-sounding name is part of the playful naming style of the series. It serves as a proper name and has no independent definition in English.
Ejemplo: His name was actually longer, because old Mombi often said his full name was Tippetarius.
Ejemplo en español: En realidad, su nombre era más largo, porque la vieja Mombi a menudo decía que su nombre completo era Tippetarius.
Texto simplificado: #9
Texto íntegro: #9
Weaugh
/wjɔː/
Forma en español: Weaugh
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Weaugh es una palabra mágica usada para dar vida a un objeto en Land of Oz.
Inglés: a magic word used to bring life to an object in the Land of Oz The source form is retained because no widely accepted localized equivalent is established here.
Ejemplo: "Weaugh!"
Ejemplo en español: "¡Weaugh!"
Texto simplificado: #46 · #195
Texto íntegro: #46 · #195
Wizard
/ˈwɪzərdz/
Forma en español: del Mago
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Wizard's es la forma posesiva: algo pertenece a, fue hecho por o se asocia con un mago. En Oz, la mayúscula suele indicar al Mago de Oz; en otra fantasía puede referirse a cualquier hombre mágico. El apóstrofo muestra la relación.
Inglés: Wizard’s is the possessive form: it marks something belonging to, made by or associated with the Wizard. In these Oz stories, the capital letter identifies the Wizard of Oz, the former ruler associated with the Emerald City. The apostrophe-s marks the relation; Wizard without it names the person.
Ejemplo: After "The Wonderful Wizard of OZ" was published, I began to get letters from children.
Ejemplo en español: Después de que se publicó "El maravilloso mago de Oz", empecé a recibir cartas de niños.
Texto simplificado: #3 · #4 · #31 · #37 · #41 · #43 · #140 · #155
Texto íntegro: #3 · #4 · #31 · #37 · #41 · #43 · #140 · #155
Wizardess
/ˈwɪzərdəs/
Forma en español: Hechicera
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Wizardess es una forma femenina de wizard, usada para una mujer que practica magia. Aparece en el vocabulario de Oz de L. Frank Baum, donde los títulos mágicos tienen sentidos ficticios particulares. La palabra es menos común que witch o sorceress y puede sonar deliberadamente anticuada o juguetona. Indica habilidad mágica, no una ocupación común.
Inglés: Wizardess is a feminine form of wizard, used for a woman who practices magic. It appears in L. Frank Baum's Oz vocabulary, where magical titles have particular fictional meanings. The word is less common than witch or sorceress and may sound deliberately old-fashioned or playful. It identifies magical skill rather than an ordinary occupation.
Ejemplo: So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Ejemplo en español: Por eso la tutora de Tip, aunque quisiera hacer magia, sabía que solo podía ser una Hechicera, o como mucho una Maga.
Texto simplificado: #11
Texto íntegro: #11
Woodcutter
/ˈwʊdkʌtərz/
Forma en español: Cortador de madera
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Un leñador corta árboles y prepara madera o leña. En economías rurales, este trabajo podía ser estacional y combinarse con la agricultura. Aquí se menciona al trabajador que dejó un caballete de madera junto al bosque.
Inglés: Woodcutters are workers who fell trees and prepare timber or firewood. In older rural economies, the work could be seasonal and combined with farming; in modern forestry it may involve machinery and regulated practices. The plural identifies a work group rather than a particular craft object. It is close in meaning to lumberjacks in some contexts.
Ejemplo: The boy sat down to rest on an old sawhorse that a woodcutter had left there.
Ejemplo en español: El chico se sentó a descansar sobre un viejo caballete de serrar que un leñador había dejado allí.
Texto simplificado: #168
Texto íntegro: #168
Gillikin
/ˈɡɪlɪkɪn/
Forma en español: Gillikin
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Gillikin Country es una de las cuatro regiones principales de la Tierra de ficción de L. Frank Baum de Oz. Se encuentra en el norte y se asocia con el color púrpura en los libros de Oz. Gillikin también puede describir a su gente.
Inglés: Gillikin Country is one of the four main regions in L. Frank Baum's fictional Land of Oz. It lies in the north and is associated with the color purple in the Oz books. Gillikin can also describe its people.
Ejemplo: In the Country of the Gillikins, in the north of the Land of Oz, lived a boy named Tip.
Ejemplo en español: En el País de los Gilikins, al norte de la Tierra de Oz, vivía un niño llamado Tip.
Ficha completa
Guardian
/ˈɡɑːdjən/
Forma en español: guardián; tutor
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Guardian puede designar a quien cuida de un niño, como Mombi con Tip, o a quien guarda un lugar, como el Guardián de las Puertas. La palabra normal no es dialectal. Guard’an representa una pronunciación abreviada y Guardian’s es una forma posesiva.
Inglés: A guardian can look after a child, as Mombi does for Tip, or guard a place, as the Guardian of the Gates does. The standard word guardian is not dialect. The recorded form Guard’an represents a shortened pronunciation; Guardian’s means belonging to the guardian.
Ejemplo: So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Ejemplo en español: Por eso la tutora de Tip, aunque quisiera hacer magia, sabía que solo podía ser una Hechicera, o como mucho una Maga.
Ficha completa
Hobble
/ˈhɑːbəl/
Forma en español: Cojear
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
To hobble es caminar con dificultad o un paso irregular. Un hobble es también una correa, una cuerda o una restricción enlazada utilizada en las piernas de un animal para limitar su rango al tiempo que permite algún movimiento. Los dos sentidos están relacionados con el movimiento restringido.
Inglés: To hobble is to walk with difficulty or an uneven gait. A hobble is also a strap, rope, or linked restraint used on an animal's legs to limit its range while allowing some movement. The two senses are related by restricted movement.
Ejemplo: Then she hobbled into her room with the steaming kettle.
Ejemplo en español: Luego entró cojeando en su habitación con la tetera humeante.
Ficha completa
Mombi
/ˈmɑːmbi/
Forma en español: Mombi
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Mombi es una bruja ficticia de los libros de Oz de Baum, en especial The Marvelous Land of Oz. Está vinculada a la magia, las transformaciones y la princesa Ozma. Su papel y apariencia pueden variar entre las adaptaciones de ese mundo.
Inglés: Mombi is a fictional witch in L. Frank Baum's Oz books, notably The Marvelous Land of Oz. She is associated with magic, transformations, and the royal child Ozma. Her role and appearance differ across adaptations of the Oz setting.
Ejemplo: His name was actually longer, because old Mombi often said his full name was Tippetarius.
Ejemplo en español: En realidad, su nombre era más largo, porque la vieja Mombi a menudo decía que su nombre completo era Tippetarius.
Ficha completa
Peaugh
/pjɔː/
Forma en español: Peaugh
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Peaugh es una palabra mágica inventada en una historia de Oz de L. Frank Baum. Se habla durante el uso del Polvo de la Vida, una sustancia ficticia que anima objetos. La palabra tiene significado sólo dentro de ese entorno imaginario.
Inglés: Peaugh is an invented magic word in an Oz story by L. Frank Baum. It is spoken during the use of the Powder of Life, a fictional substance that animates objects. The word has significance only within that imaginary setting.
Ejemplo: "Peaugh!"
Ejemplo en español: "¡Peaugh!"
Ficha completa
Pumpkinhead
/ˈpʌmpkɪnhed/
Forma en español: cabeza de calabaza
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
El término tiene un contexto cultural, histórico, lingüístico o literario específico. Pumpkinhead puede referirse a Jack Pumpkinhead, el personaje ficticio amistoso de los libros de Oz de L. Frank Baum. Jack tiene una calabaza tallada por cabeza sobre un cuerpo de madera y cobra vida gracias al Polvo de la Vida. La palabra también puede ser un insulto humorístico para una persona tonta o con la cabeza en forma de calabaza. En español, “cabeza de calabaza” puede expresar el sentido genérico; cuando se alude al personaje de Oz, se conserva el nombre Jack Pumpkinhead. El contexto debe distinguir al personaje del insulto común.
Inglés: The term has a distinct cultural, historical, linguistic, or literary setting. Pumpkinhead can refer to Jack Pumpkinhead, the friendly fictional figure from L. Frank Baum's Oz books. Jack has a carved pumpkin for a head on a wooden body and is brought to life with the Powder of Life. The word can also be a general comic insult for a foolish person or someone with a pumpkin-shaped head. Brazilian Portuguese may use Cabeça de Abóbora and identify Jack when the Oz reference is present. Context must distinguish the named character from ordinary mockery.
Ejemplo: Tip Manufactures a Pumpkinhead
Ejemplo en español: Tip fabrica una Cabeza de Calabaza
Ficha completa
Pumpkinheaded
/ˈpʌmpkɪnhedɪd/
Forma en español: con cabeza de calabaza
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Pumpkinheaded significa tener la cabeza hecha de una calabaza o con esa forma. Aquí describe literalmente a Jack, el hombre construido por Tip. En otros contextos humorísticos puede sugerir torpeza o necedad; la escena permite distinguir el aspecto físico del insulto.
Inglés: The term has a distinct cultural, historical, linguistic, or literary setting. Pumpkinheaded means having a head shaped like or made from a pumpkin and can directly describe figures such as Jack Pumpkinhead from L. Frank Baum's Oz stories. In broader comic use, it can mean foolish, dull, or absurd-looking. Brazilian Portuguese may use com cabeça de abóbora for physical description or tolo for the insult, while preserving Jack's established name in an Oz context. The adjective's force depends on whether it refers literally to a fictional construction or figuratively judges a person.
Ejemplo: She hurried to the hedge, grabbed Tip by the collar, and dragged him back to where she had left her basket and the pumpkinheaded man.
Ejemplo en español: Ella corrió al seto, agarró a Tip por el cuello de la camisa y lo arrastró hasta donde había dejado su canasta y al hombre con cabeza de calabaza.
Ficha completa
Quadling
/ˈkwɑːdlɪŋ/
Forma en español: Quadling
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Quadling es un integrante de los Quadlings, el pueblo ficticio de Quadling Country, en la parte sur de la Tierra de Oz de L. Frank Baum. La región se asocia tradicionalmente con el color rojo y, en algunos relatos, la gobierna Glinda la Buena. La palabra también puede funcionar como adjetivo referido al país o a sus habitantes. Es un gentilicio inventado, no una identidad étnica o nacional real.
Inglés: The term has a distinct cultural, historical, linguistic, or literary setting. Quadling is a member of the Quadlings, the fictional people of Quadling Country in the southern part of L. Frank Baum's Land of Oz. The region is traditionally associated with the color red and is ruled in some stories by Glinda the Good. The word can also function as an adjective for the country or its inhabitants. Portuguese may preserve Quadling and explain habitante do País dos Quadlings. It is an invented demonym, not a real ethnic or national identity.
Ejemplo: In the south country of the Quadlings, everything is red.
Ejemplo en español: En el país del sur de los Quadlings, todo es rojo.
Ficha completa
Sawhorse
/ˈsɔːhɔːrs/
Forma en español: Sawhorse
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Sawhorse es, en el mundo de Oz, el nombre de un caballo de madera mágico que está vivo y puede correr. Como nombre de personaje, conservar Sawhorse en vez de descomponerlo o traducirlo literalmente como herramienta o caballo de sierra. Al principio es un caballete de madera usado para serrar; Tip le da vida después.
Inglés: In Oz, a magical wooden horse that is alive and can run. The source form is retained because no widely accepted localized equivalent is established here. At first it is an ordinary sawhorse, a wooden support used when sawing; Tip later brings it to life.
Ejemplo: The boy sat down to rest on an old sawhorse that a woodcutter had left there.
Ejemplo en español: El chico se sentó a descansar sobre un viejo caballete de serrar que un leñador había dejado allí.
Ficha completa
Scarecrow
/ˈskɛrkroʊ/
Forma en español: Espantapájaros
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Un espantapájaros suele ser una figura humana que ahuyenta aves en los campos. Aquí el nombre identifica al amigo vivo de Dorothy, relleno de paja. Baum convierte el objeto agrícola en un personaje autónomo que habla y participa en aventuras.
Inglés: A scarecrow is normally a human-shaped figure placed in a field to frighten birds. Here the capitalized name identifies Dorothy’s living straw-filled friend. Baum turns a familiar agricultural object into an independent character who speaks and takes part in adventures.
Ejemplo: They told me how much they enjoyed the story and asked me to write more about the Scarecrow and the Tin Woodman.
Ejemplo en español: Me decían cuánto les gustaba la historia y me pedían que escribiera más sobre el Espantapájaros y el Hombre de Hojalata.
Ficha completa
Sorceress
/ˈsɔːrsərəs/
Forma en español: hechicera
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Una hechicera es una mujer que practica magia en el folclore y la fantasía. El término puede evocar hechizos, profecías o conocimientos sobrenaturales. En este libro se aplica tanto a Mombi como a Glinda; no implica por sí solo bondad o maldad.
Inglés: A sorceress is a female practitioner of sorcery in folklore and fantasy. Like sorcerer, the word can suggest spells, charms, prophecy, or supernatural knowledge. Older stories often assign such figures strong beauty, danger, wisdom, or mystery, though modern fiction may portray them in many different ways.
Ejemplo: So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Ejemplo en español: Por eso la tutora de Tip, aunque quisiera hacer magia, sabía que solo podía ser una Hechicera, o como mucho una Maga.
Ficha completa
Sorcery
/ˈsɔːrsəriz/
Forma en español: Hechicería
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Sorcery es la práctica, real dentro de la ficción o supuesta en otros contextos, de usar magia para influir en personas, sucesos o la naturaleza. Sus reglas varían entre tradiciones y relatos. Aquí Mombi quiere probar las nuevas artes mágicas que ha adquirido.
Inglés: Sorcery is the practice or supposed practice of using magic to affect people, events, or the natural world. The idea appears in many folk traditions, religious debates, and fantasy stories, where its rules differ widely. In fiction, the term often signals supernatural power rather than a real historical claim.
Ejemplo: Having in this way secured three new recipes, four magical powders and a selection of herbs of wonderful power and potency, she hobbled home as fast as she could, in order to test her new sorceries.
Ejemplo en español: Habiendo obtenido así tres nuevas recetas, cuatro polvos mágicos y una selección de hierbas de maravilloso poder y eficacia, regresó a casa cojeando tan deprisa como pudo para probar sus nuevos hechizos.
Ficha completa
Teaugh
/tjɔː/
Forma en español: Teaugh
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Teaugh es una palabra mágica inventada que se usa en el hechizo Powder of Life.
Inglés: A made-up magic word used in the Powder of Life spell. The source form is retained because no widely accepted localized equivalent is established here.
Ejemplo: "Teaugh!"
Ejemplo en español: "¡Teaugh!"
Ficha completa
Tippetarius
/ˌtɪpɪˈteəriəs/
Forma en español: Tippetarius
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Tippetarius es el largo nombre formal de Tip, un chico en la ficción de L. Frank Baum. El gran nombre es parte del estilo lúdico de la serie. Sirve de nombre propio y no tiene una definición independiente en inglés.
Inglés: Tippetarius is the long formal name of Tip, a boy in L. Frank Baum's Oz fiction. The grand-sounding name is part of the playful naming style of the series. It serves as a proper name and has no independent definition in English.
Ejemplo: His name was actually longer, because old Mombi often said his full name was Tippetarius.
Ejemplo en español: En realidad, su nombre era más largo, porque la vieja Mombi a menudo decía que su nombre completo era Tippetarius.
Ficha completa
Weaugh
/wjɔː/
Forma en español: Weaugh
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Weaugh es una palabra mágica usada para dar vida a un objeto en Land of Oz.
Inglés: a magic word used to bring life to an object in the Land of Oz The source form is retained because no widely accepted localized equivalent is established here.
Ejemplo: "Weaugh!"
Ejemplo en español: "¡Weaugh!"
Ficha completa
Wizard
/ˈwɪzərdz/
Forma en español: del Mago
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Wizard's es la forma posesiva: algo pertenece a, fue hecho por o se asocia con un mago. En Oz, la mayúscula suele indicar al Mago de Oz; en otra fantasía puede referirse a cualquier hombre mágico. El apóstrofo muestra la relación.
Inglés: Wizard’s is the possessive form: it marks something belonging to, made by or associated with the Wizard. In these Oz stories, the capital letter identifies the Wizard of Oz, the former ruler associated with the Emerald City. The apostrophe-s marks the relation; Wizard without it names the person.
Ejemplo: After "The Wonderful Wizard of OZ" was published, I began to get letters from children.
Ejemplo en español: Después de que se publicó "El maravilloso mago de Oz", empecé a recibir cartas de niños.
Ficha completa
Wizardess
/ˈwɪzərdəs/
Forma en español: Hechicera
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Wizardess es una forma femenina de wizard, usada para una mujer que practica magia. Aparece en el vocabulario de Oz de L. Frank Baum, donde los títulos mágicos tienen sentidos ficticios particulares. La palabra es menos común que witch o sorceress y puede sonar deliberadamente anticuada o juguetona. Indica habilidad mágica, no una ocupación común.
Inglés: Wizardess is a feminine form of wizard, used for a woman who practices magic. It appears in L. Frank Baum's Oz vocabulary, where magical titles have particular fictional meanings. The word is less common than witch or sorceress and may sound deliberately old-fashioned or playful. It identifies magical skill rather than an ordinary occupation.
Ejemplo: So Tip's guardian, even if she wanted to do magic, knew she could only be a Sorceress, or at most a Wizardess.
Ejemplo en español: Por eso la tutora de Tip, aunque quisiera hacer magia, sabía que solo podía ser una Hechicera, o como mucho una Maga.
Ficha completa
Woodcutter
/ˈwʊdkʌtərz/
Forma en español: Cortador de madera
Contexto cultural e importancia histórica
Un leñador corta árboles y prepara madera o leña. En economías rurales, este trabajo podía ser estacional y combinarse con la agricultura. Aquí se menciona al trabajador que dejó un caballete de madera junto al bosque.
Inglés: Woodcutters are workers who fell trees and prepare timber or firewood. In older rural economies, the work could be seasonal and combined with farming; in modern forestry it may involve machinery and regulated practices. The plural identifies a work group rather than a particular craft object. It is close in meaning to lumberjacks in some contexts.
Ejemplo: The boy sat down to rest on an old sawhorse that a woodcutter had left there.
Ejemplo en español: El chico se sentó a descansar sobre un viejo caballete de serrar que un leñador había dejado allí.
Ficha completa
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