
Chapter Twenty-Four

It was a happy party, indeed, that journeyed in the

Red Wagon to the Emerald City, and Trot already

began to hope that Ozma would permit her and Cap'n
Bill to live always in the Land of Oz.

When they reached the great city they were more
amazed than ever, both by the concourse of people

in their quaint and picturesque costumes, and by the

splendor of the city itself. But the magnificence of

the Royal Palace quite took their breath away, until

Ozma received them in her own pretty apartment
and by her charming manners and assuring smiles

made them feel they were no longer strangers.

Trot was given a lovely little room next to that of

Dorothy, while Cap'n Bill had the cosiest sort of a
room next to Trot's and overlooking the gardens.

And that evening Ozma gave a grand banquet and
reception in honor of the new arrivals. While Trot

had read of many of the people she then met, Cap'n
Bill was less familiar with them and many of the

unusual characters introduced to him that evening

caused the old sailor to open his eyes wide in

astonishment.

He had thought the live Scarecrow about as curious

as anyone could be, but now he met the Tin Woodman,
who was all made of tin, even to his heart, and carried
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