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            To Save the Wizard
 
"I know this was your doing." Omby-Amby accused. "I don't know what you did to him to make this happen, but I'm not going to let you do any more."
"Do you really think you can stop me?" Glinda said. "I have the answer. We have traveled across all of Oz to find the way to bring him back. And I will bring him back. I love him." Glinda responded.
Omby didn't flinch behind the rifle. "It's the 'we' I don't like. When did you take up with Witches? You have an entire stable of Witches in your barn, Glinda. All of the finest people in Oz seem to have come out for your party." To the others, he said, "What did she promise you? An eye? A tooth from the Wizard? Blood? I know what Witches do. They kill from the shadows and rend the corpses, not for meat, but for power. I promise you, not one of you will lay a cursed finger on Oscar."
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WHAT YOU NEED TO KNOW










THE HIDDEN HISTORY of Oz series is built on the following premise:




Oz is a land powered by human dreams. 


  	That which is dreamed in our world affects what happens in that world.

  	Dreams are drawn into Oz and filtered through the Emerald Engine, which creates magic in the land.

  	A dreamer from our world, dreaming unfiltered dreams in Oz, would change the world around him. That is why they called him the Wizard.



Chronology—Important Events Related to this Story

Ozy: The reckoning of years in Oz.

AD: Common reckoning for earth history.

BDG: Before Dorothy Gale. After Dorothy came to Oz, a new system of reckoning was used. (There is no year 0 BDG/ADG.)




Timeline

1 Ozy / 685 AD / 1215 BDG—Ozma the First becomes the first ruler of the Land of Oz.

1168 Ozy / 1852 AD / 48 BDG


  	The Giant Hourglass completes its cycle early. Every 22 years, there is a period of 22 days where death is suspended in Oz. This Giant Hourglass completes its cycle two days early. 

  	Glinda (15 years old) leaves the North to find a new home. The arrival of Oscar Diggs, the Wizard, to Oz.

  	The Third Witch War begins.

  	The foundations are laid for the Emerald City.

  	Glinda celebrates her sixteenth birthday.



1170 Ozy / 1854 AD / 46 BDG—Events occurring in Dark Dreams in Oz and Dark Wind in Oz.

1216 Ozy / 1900 AD / 1 ADG—Dorothy Gale arrives in Oz, destroys the Wicked Witch of the East, travels to Emerald City, destroys the Wicked Witch of the West, reveals the Wizard, and goes back to Kansas.








Part One




Alliance








CHAPTER ONE

Mortal Enemies

DREAMS DO NOT die easily. Like light, they always find a way to shine in the darkness. So when Oscar Diggs, the Wonderful Wizard of Oz, stopped believing in his dreams, and believed only in his own power, he made a deadly mistake. He swallowed a dangerous magical potion in a vain attempt to control the deadliest magic in Oz, and he lost what little control he had over his waking dreams. In a very real sense, he was dead by his own hand.

He felt the living darkness all around him. It whispered and caressed, intriguing him with promised mysteries and drawing him a step away from his physical body. He stepped over the square green glass bottle that held a few drops of the unguent that brought the unliving to life. That small bottle had caused all of the problems of the last few days—no, that was not true, and his soul felt it. The problems had all been caused by two particularly precocious young ladies—Glinda and Kally.

As he thought on their names, he turned to see them approaching. While each of them raced toward the Wizard’s fallen body, the magic that surrounded them sparked and hissed wherever it crossed. Glinda fell to her knees over Oscar’s body. Her arm passed through his ghostly leg, and he felt a strange awareness of all of the red-haired girl’s emotions—anger was the most dominant, followed by grief, confusion, and bitter self-loathing. That last one was a particular favorite of Oscar’s. He knew those bitter shadows well. Like the darkness surrounding stars, so the bitterness clung to Oscar’s disembodied shade.

Amid the crashing magic that both eviscerated and exalted the land, the flowing darkness unweaved enough of the chaos for a single green eye to peer through. Come to me. She whispered. You are a brightly shining star. Come, shine for all the world to see. Oscar did not recognize the voice of the Queen of Dreams, but he followed her voice and moved another step away from his body.

Oscar saw clearly as his dreams blasted open the weakened gates of his body and flooded outward into the old magic of the Land of Oz. Where the two magicks collided, dreams and faerie magic exploded. The land was not strong enough to hold both, and so it fell into the swirling chaos of nightmare and whimsy, and became whatever the stronger magic ordered. The transformation caused great groanings as the land, and everything therein, was pushed to the very limits of the Wizard’s imagination. 

Oscar looked away into the bright light in the sky. The morning sun was redder—bloodier—than he had seen it before; probably because he was used to seeing with waking eyes, not with the eyes of his disembodied soul. He had been out of his body before, but not like this. His previous astral journeyings had been through the dreamlands and the deeper dreamlands, not staring at his own corpse.

Then Oscar felt another powerful mind nearby. Promethus, one of the wisest men in all of Oz, reached down and touched the Wizard’s clammy neck, feeling his weakening pulse. “He’s not dead.”

Oscar looked at the man and felt the chill of his sadness and disapproval. What a shame. No. That was not acceptable. Oscar had left all of that behind when he ran westward into the storm. He would not be pitied. He would not be forced to do anybody’s will, especially from an old man who only wanted what was best for him.

Glinda pounded on Oscar’s chest. The crash blackened the world for an instant. Oscar fell backwards in pain. The chains reached out again to lock him irretrievably into his mortal skin.

He pulled away. He would not be bound to Glinda again. Nor to Kally. The young-looking Witch watched closely in curious glee, and waited for Glinda to dispel her red-haired rage and freckled fury on the helpless body. She wanted to see just how much destruction could be caused by Glinda’s anger.

Oscar watched the tantrum and the wicked witness and felt his own growing anger. Both of them had betrayed him—for power, forbidden knowledge, and for so-called love. He had loved both of them, but now he was done. 

At seventeen years old, Glinda had youth and anger on her side, but Kally had knowledge and cold cleverness, even though her outwardly youthful body held only dusty bones and withered memories. 

Oscar looked into Kally’s amber eyes and saw them look right through him. She could not see his shade, even though she felt a change in the magic. Oscar’s unblinded eyes finally saw clearly through Kally—she was the disguised Wicked Witch of the East, known to the Munchkins as Kalinya. Though she had the pretty face of a long-forgotten young woman, her deeper, truer, visage was ancient wrinkles and magic lines that hissed and sparked in the whispering darkness. She had no blood to power the magic lines, and so her shredded soul was merely a web of hatred and foul remnants of magic. Whatever prettiness she may have had, it dissolved in Oscar’s eyes.

“We have to save him.” Glinda laid her head on Oscar’s chest. She felt his weak heart cold on her cheek. “What can I do? I can’t control this.” And then she raised her head and repeated again in greater panic, “I can’t control this. What can I do? Oscar, what can I do?” She took his other hand and clutched it tightly, and then patted it, as if to wake him from a gentle slumber.

Kally knelt across from Glinda. She took one of the Wizard’s hands in hers, and pressed her fingers to his forehead. Glinda and Kally glared at each other over the body. “He’s mine.” Glinda growled.

“I am not anybody’s.” Oscar’s shade said, though no one listened.

“What is done is done.” Kally said. “There is no more time.”

Glinda raised her drowning eyes to Kally first, “There is always time.” 

In the brightening morning sun, the bloody light fell away, leaving only pure light, warm to the touch. He felt the light on his back. The green eye glittered at him through the darkness. Unlocked mind escapes world’s noise. Forsake the guiding Angel’s voice. Oscar turned one last time to look at Glinda.

Glinda’s pleading eyes turned upward to Promethus. “I can’t let go. I can’t.”

Oscar’s eyes hardened and his shade darkened. I can’t let go. That was the only true thing that Glinda had said. Glinda could not let go of anything once she had her mind set. Her need for control would ruin Oz. And Oscar was not going to be a part of it.

A clock face slowly expanded and materialized from a single, floating piece of ash. If time was all that mattered, let them have time. Oscar would simply walk away, like he had done before.

He stepped through the glowing clock face and disappeared.

* * * * *

Glinda felt something change in Oscar’s body, and she rose to her feet to follow the retreating shade. “Don’t you leave, Oscar.” Her eyes flashed as the tears flowed down her cheeks. “You coward! You idiot coward! Flee, run away, like you always do. Forget everything and everyone you leave behind. Coward!” Sobs shook her body as she stared through drowning eyes at the morning sun. 

She slowly dropped down as her flaring temper faded and she covered Oscar’s unmoving body with her own. “I never asked you...I don’t even know what I never asked you. Don’t leave. Not yet. I have so many memories left to make. I need you here to make them.”

Kally snorted and tried unsuccessfully to cover her mocking smirk.

Glinda’s blue eyes flashed anger. Her fingers knotted in Oscar’s shirt. Her face stayed pressed on Oscar’s chest, where his weak heartbeat felt cold on her flushed cheek.

“You are the Witch, Kalinya.” Promethus said to Kally. “Your face is young. I would not have known you from the practiced pout of your lips, but your smirking, mocking laugh—that you cannot disguise. Your eyes glow with knowledge a blushing girl cannot begin to fathom. Amber eyes have always been the mark of your family.”

“A mark of all those that mattered.” Kally curtseyed in feigned respect, displaying her striped stockings and the Silver Slippers.

“What happened to him? A spell?” Promethus asked.

“He drank something.” Glinda said, glaring at Kally. “Something that she made.” 

“Unguent.” Kally clarified. “A potion. Nikidik brewed it to bring the unliving to life. It has no name. But this mess, no—this was not me. I only bought it. The Wizard, he chose unwisely.”

“No name means no antidote.” Promethus furrowed his brow. “There was nothing he mentioned at all? That strikes me as unusual. Nikidik’s vanity will not allow him to sit silent when he can boast.” Then Promethus glimpsed the spark of remembrance flicker in Kally’s eyes before she glanced away.

“Nothing.” the Witch repeated.

“She remembers.” Glinda accused.

“You remember.” Promethus pointed a heavy finger at the Witch. “You try to hide your knowledge, but it is your undoing. If the Wizard dies, this destruction and change continue. Is there magic where he comes from? You had better hope that it exists in great measure, because his untethered soul is remaking this land in his dreaming image. All that he knows and has seen, or even imagined—nothing is withheld as he floats toward death’s threshold. That is his final barrier. Once he is beyond that, our world will be forever changed. And if there is no magic in that world, you, Witch, will simply cease to be. The blood of life has long since fled your veins.”

Kally held her hands up in partial surrender. Glinda misinterpreted the gesture, and jumped up to grab them. Kally jerked her hands back and Glinda stumbled over the body of the Wizard. Their eyes locked and their frozen stare chilled the air between them.

Promethus’ hand slipped behind him toward the hidden pistol he had stolen from Glinda’s magic lockbox a day earlier. He did not want to use it on them, but he could not risk either of them destroying the body of the Wizard. “Enough, you two.” Promethus ordered. “The unguent, what name did Nikidik call it?”

Both young women dropped their glare, and Promethus relaxed his hand, leaving the pistol hidden behind him.

“All right. Yes, I remember.” Kally shot a final sideways glare at Glinda. “He asked me something strange that didn’t mean anything to me at the time. If you have an answer that will save him...save us all...” Her eyes dropped and lingered on the Wizard longer than they should have. “Nikidik said it was the opposite of the Stilling the Dreaming Life Within potion.”

“Silence the Dreaming Within.” Promethus searched his memory. He had repeated the name wrongly, but Kally did not correct him. “I have not heard of that. Glinda, lassie, have you?”

Glinda shook her head. She brushed Oscar’s hair back away from his closed eyes. His face was cold, like clay, under her hand. She patted his cheek again. “What can we do?”

Kally lifted her skirts and stepped around the Wizard’s body. The Silver Slippers on her feet twinkled like cool starlight against the magical flickers of the  dying Wizard’s fire.

An idea brightened the Guardian’s eyes. “You have the Silver Slippers.”

Kally dropped her skirt hem back to the ground, covering the Silver Slippers from view. “Yes.” She said slowly, already plotting her escape route on the distant horizon. 

“You can leave at any time. Why have you not already gone?”

Glinda narrowed her eyes as Kally’s face scrunched up in a quizzical retort that she could not quite articulate. That was an excellent question.

“I don’t have to justify myself to you.” Kally stammered. “I was concerned. The world is ending…all around us.”

Glinda stood to face Kally squarely. “You stayed. Whether from spite or love, don’t deny it.”

“I stayed. It’s not like I had any choice. I’m not going to turn tail and let you keep all the power.”

Promethus smiled tightly. A twinkle shone in his eye. “Glinda, do you still have the Ruby Spectacles? We may need them where we are going.”

The young sorceress felt in her pocket for the magical spectacles. They were unbroken. That was good. She held them up in front of her face and looked through the ruby lenses. “The magic is coming up all around. The land isn’t holding it anymore.”

“It won’t. Whatever control he had over his dreams is gone. That unguent is releasing and bringing to life everything that he dreamed or didn’t allow himself to dream. The Land of Oz is reshaping itself. Look around you—this is not normal for Oz. The land will destroy itself. His body is the only thing that is keeping the magic from taking on a life of its own. If he dies…”

“I heard you the first time.” Kally answered. “The Land of Oz dies, too.”

“The magic is too wild.” Promethus glanced through his own Ruby Monocle. “This raw magic was meant to be filtered. The land will tear apart if he dies. Everything we know will cease to exist.”

“Do you know how to save him?” Kally asked.

Promethus looked down at the Wizard’s pallid face. “No. But I know to keep him from dying.”

Promethus removed his overcoat and reached inside his shirt, pulling a large ruby amulet from next to his chest. As he removed it from contact with his skin, his soul-stirring gasp of pain startled both the Witch and the Sorceress. Promethus removed the amulet from its chain and placed the ruby amulet on Oscar’s throat and pushed it down his shirt. “Live, Wizard, that this magic might right itself.”

Promethus slowly stood. He tucked the chain back into his pocket. Several gray hairs now streaked his formerly black hair. His eyes were sunken deeper into their sockets. “Look and learn, Witch. Has my face changed so little that you cannot see the advancing of time in but a few seconds? I feel it. I know you see it.” He took a deep breath and let it out sadly. “If I can learn from the actions of the ancients, perhaps you can learn from me how to keep the Wizard from dying.”

“That’s impossible. Nobody can stop death. Gayelette is gone. Nobody has that power anymore.” Kally scoffed. “Not even the all-powerful heir.”

“Gayelette did not embody the power, but she knew how to tap into that inexorable force that draws everything toward its end.” Promethus said. He coughed, clearing his throat. “What happens every twenty-two years?”

Glinda shrugged.

“Of course you don’t know. You’re just a child. You don’t even know what you don’t know.” Kally said. Then she answered Promethus. “Every twenty-two years? I was not certain that it was so precise. I knew only that it happened about every twenty to twenty-five years.”

“What happens?” Glinda asked.

“The Time of Reckoning.” Kally said.

“Oh.” Glinda said. “I read that the Kings Oz proved their immortal right to rule. But then with King Oz, the Seventeenth, something happened.”

“For a time, death is suspended in Oz.” Promethus explained. “During normal times, the Blood of Oz flows, and death is present in the land.”

A memory came back to Glinda. It was something that she had heard once. “As long as the blood of the land flows, the Queen of Dreams cannot enter.”

The older man’s face turned pale. “Where did you hear that?” He demanded.

“I am a sorceress. A sorceress, just like a magician, never reveals her secrets.”

“That is dangerous knowledge that you spout so freely. Be wary of wandering ears—present company explicitly included—but you are correct.” Promethus narrowed his eyes at Glinda. “But what flows? Time flows. Blood flows. The Blood of the Land flows. How is this measured? The Giant Hourglass. Every twenty-two years it turns over and begins anew. While it is turning, the blood is not flowing. Death cannot walk in Oz. In his place, the Queen of Dreams may walk freely, and her power may be exercised.”

“An hourglass?”

“A giant hourglass.” Promethus confirmed. “We’ll have to convince the Guardians of Time to pause the flow.”

“I don’t think that will be necessary.” Glinda said, beginning to see the plan forming. “I can turn over hourglasses. It is one of the spells my mother taught me.”

Promethus’ eyes brightened. “This may work, after all. I mean, if we cannot convince them.”

“Where is this Giant Hourglass?” Kally demanded.

“That is for me alone to know.” Promethus said cryptically. “It is far away. That is all that you need know.” He extended both of his hands to the two girls. “I need both of you. To save the Land of Oz, we three must work together.”

“I will not work with her.” Glinda said. “I don’t trust her.”

“Nor I her.” Kally agreed. “We are sworn enemies.”

“Who have gotten along well enough for the love of one Wonderful Wizard.” Promethus observed. To Kally, he said, “You have had ample opportunity to leave. Perhaps the old Witch Kalinya, would have left, but the reborn girl Kally has stayed.”

Great groanings shook the ground beneath their feet. Kally looked toward the shifting horizon, panicked.

“Do not leave.” Promethus commanded. “If you leave, we all die. There is no place to hide. There is no cave deep enough, nor mountain high enough to escape this wild magic. You commissioned the unguent from Nikidik. This is your doing. However, you have the Silver Slippers, which makes you the only person in all of Oz that can get us to the Giant Hourglass before Oscar dies.”

Glinda looked back to the battlefield for the first time since Oscar fell. The two armies were still battling. Their purpose was unchanged, though their leaders here had reached an uneasy alliance.

“I know the Silver Slippers have a charm. I can only hope that you know how the Silver Slippers work.” Promethus looked at Kally for confirmation.

“Traveling here to there—line of sight—I can go as far as I can see.” Kally said. “It’s how it works. It’s how it has always worked. I wrung that secret out of Gayelette’s perfect little neck.”

Glinda bristled at the intentional verbal jab. Kally just smiled wickedly as she whispered, “Wring, wring. Wring, wring.”

Promethus crouched down and lifted Oscar up on his shoulders. He grunted at the weight of the smaller man. “My back is not what it was five minutes ago. We need to get him somewhere safe, away from this battle.” He pointed northward. “There is a deep forest over those hills. Can you take us to the north side? That should be far enough away from this to protect him.”

Glinda picked up the fallen green bottle. There were still several drops of the unguent left. She capped the square bottle and slid it into her half-filled pocket. As she let go of the bottle, she felt the tree seeds that she had received the other day from Perilous Eddy in Emerald City. A thought took hold, and a plan grew in her mind. “I’m ready. And I think I know how we can protect him.”

Kally reached out and took the hand of her sworn enemy, Glinda, and then took the hand of Promethus carrying the Wizard on his shoulders. They took one, two, three steps together, and they were gone.

* * * * *

Meanwhile, on the nearby field of battle, Omby-Amby, the green-whiskered Captain of the Emerald Guardsmen, swung his sword mightily in defense of both his brethren-in-arms and the Fighting Girls—Glinda’s personal guard. He rammed his sword down through the body of a fallen automaton, pinning it to the ground. These inhuman soldiers were part of the Witch’s army. They did not tire, and they did not scream when they died. They simply stopped moving. They grew cold as the enlivening power slipped away, to return to the shadow of death.

Then there were the Kalidahs—the tiger-bears—roaring across the battlefield. Eight of these beasts had pulled the Witch’s chariot into battle. Now they were loose to wreak havoc on the small human army. For Omby-Amby, it was not a matter of winning, but rather, surviving and ensuring the survival of his soldiers. Across the field, Omby’s fiancée, Wickrie-Kells, blasted another arrow through the shoulder of an automaton. She pulled Rala, a dark-haired Fighting Girl, to her feet, and then finished off the metal soldier. Rala staggered toward Omby-Amby. Her weak steps caught the attention of a Kalidah. Its tiger head watched her and it turned its fearsome bear paws to follow after her.

Omby-Amby yanked his sword from the slain automaton and ran to intercept the beast. He would not let any more of his comrades fall while he still had strength in his arm. His sword sliced through the air, but missed the beast, which reared back unexpectedly. Another sword leaped into the battle. Toro Plantain, the only other soldier in the Emerald Guardsmen with green hair, slashed again at the roaring creature. Both green-haired soldiers thrust their blades at the creature, driving it backwards. Omby-Amby fought to drive the beast away from the wounded soldiers. Toro placed himself between the beast and the wounded dark-haired Fighting Girl—he fought to drive the beast away from Rala.

Omby-Amby looked around to ensure that none of the other enemy soldiers or beasts flanked them. The Kalidah swiped out a massive bear paw and struck Toro a glancing blow on the shoulder and head. A single claw ripped across Toro’s cheek, drawing blood. Omby-Amby leaped toward the creature, burying his sword in the beast’s shoulder. The Kalidah bellowed in pain and pulled away. It limped away to the forest.

“Are you okay?” Omby asked Toro. “Let me see.”

Toro pulled his hand away from his face. Blood seeped through his fingers. “Is it bad?”

“It missed your eye. You’ll have another scar. No worse than when you fell face-first out of the tree fort.”

“So I’ll never live it down?” Toro forced a smile.

“Never. Not with that matching set.” Omby-Amby smiled back and clapped him on the shoulder. Then Omby-Amby’s smile dropped away. 

He looked across the field to see a dark-haired older man hoist Oscar’s fallen body up on his shoulders. There was Kally, the young Witch that had enchanted Oscar. She took Glinda’s hand. Then she took the man’s hand. One, two, three steps, and a silver twinkle, and they were gone.

They took Oscar’s body with them. Omby had turned the moment they disappeared. That silver flash had to be magic for traveling. They could not have gotten far. Or they could have gone all the way across the Land of Oz. No, there, on that hilltop on the horizon. There they were. They traveled as far as they could see. Omby stared after them with a sickly growing dread.

Glinda had no business deciding what to do with Oscar. She was the one just yesterday who had slapped shackles on the Wizard to prevent him from dreaming. As if iron could stop the Wizard’s magic. Faerie magic perhaps, but not wizard magic. Glinda was the one that forced him to stay awake. She wanted his power. She wanted to control him. And now she had him—Glinda and the Witch. 

Somehow, both of them had overcome the Wizard and taken his body. If he was dead, that would explain the destruction and changes in the land all around them. His dreams had changed Oz, and now Oz was changing at his death. This was not a power that Omby-Amby trusted in Glinda’s hands. Even more dangerously, now Glinda was with the Witch. They had joined hands. Maybe Oscar was right. Maybe all they did want was power, and it did not matter who they hurt or who they allied themselves with to secure that power.

Not today. Not while he was watching. Not while there was yet an honorable soldier on the field of battle. Omby broke into a run toward the distant hill.

Toro Plantain turned to follow him. “Where are you going?”

“They took the Wizard. I’m going to bring him back. He deserves better than that witch and her friends.”

An arrow thunked into the ground just in front of Omby. He stopped short. He recognized that arrow. If she had wanted to hit him, she would have hit him. This was an intentional miss to get his attention.

Wickrie-Kells ran toward him, but Omby dared not wait many moments longer. He pulled the arrow from the ground and held it out to the approaching Captain of the Fighting Girls. The arrow had one gold and two white fletchings—feathers—at the end. That was Wickrie’s signature arrow.

“They took Oscar. I’m going to bring him back.” He directed Wickrie’s view to the battlefield. “It’s almost finished here. The monsters are moving to the forest. The metal soldiers are all but destroyed.” 

Wickrie-Kells tossed the arrow to the side and then embraced the Soldier with Green Whiskers tightly. She worked her fingers up from his back and tangled her fingers in his matted green hair. “Don’t go.”

“They have Oscar.”

“Look at the valley, Omby. Fire. Cracks burping fire and stink. What magic did this?”

“The land. It was Oscar. He fell. They must have overpowered him somehow, and took him. I have to find him.”

“Don’t go. We are to be married. If you leave—”

“I am leaving. Right now.” Omby pulled away from the tall girl. Dirt and sweat streaked her face. Her amber eyes pleaded with him to stay. “Oscar is my friend.”

“And Glinda is mine. She wouldn’t have taken him without a good reason.” Wickrie-Kells brushed the uncharacteristically stray hairs—matted and stained brown with grime and exertion—out of her face, tucking them back behind her ears. Omby-Amby reached out and pulled a broken metal spring from the girl’s tightly braided ponytail. She took it from his fingers and tossed it away. 

“You’re not hearing me.” Omby-Amby exclaimed. “She held the Witch’s hand. They disappeared. That hill there is all that I know. If I don’t get after them now, I won’t find his body.”

Wickrie-Kells reached out again to the Soldier with Green Whiskers, pulling him close. Her hands gripped the pouches on his belt. “Glinda the Good, remember? She loves Oscar.”

“It’s what she loves him for that worries me. Oscar deserves better than those two.” Omby felt a pouch on his belt shift as Wickrie-Kells stepped away. She held a rolled parchment in her hand. Omby held out his hand and gestured to give it back.

“You can’t read it. It does no good to you.” She said.

“That’s your dowry. Unless I have it, we can’t be married.”

“I need to know what it says. I can read it some more. I can see the words on here—you can’t. You’ll get it back when I know what it says.” Wickrie said. Curiosity about the strange words on the parchment was just one of the reasons for Wickrie wanting her dowry back and postponing their betrothal. The second reason was this: unknown to Omby-Amby, she had made an oath with the other Fighting Girls—those who were present at the time—that they would not love until Glinda loved. It seemed harmless enough—fifteen Fighting Girls simply needed to control their smiles and sideways glances around the fifteen Emerald Guardsmen. Thirty soldiers was a strong enough force to get the Wizard back and to get everything under control. Or so they thought.

That oath was planned to be in force just a short time—just until they got the Wizard back. But then, with Kally the Witch around, the Wizard kept disappearing. His return to Glinda’s heart and hand was not quite a sure thing anymore. So Wickrie-Kells intended to keep her oath to her friends, even if her own love had to wait.

Omby turned away from Wickrie-Kells to look at the hill again. He turned back to look at the girl who held his heart. Three days ago he had asked her father for permission to marry her. He had received the dowry of the map with invisible writing. That represented the trust that her parents—Tjorn and Donya Dunkle—had placed in him. And now, just as quickly, it had slipped away.

He had no more time to wonder. Wickrie-Kells had the dowry parchment containing the map. Glinda and the Witch had Oscar. In his heart, he knew that there was only one thing that he loved more than the beautiful girl in front of him, and that was liberty.

Liberty and self-determination were the principles on which Oscar had founded the Emerald City. Omby-Amby had worked side-by-side with Oscar to proclaim freedom and liberty to the people. Multitudes had heard the song of freedom and joined their cause. Emerald City was the shining city on the hill that beckoned to all in Oz that wanted to be free. Omby-Amby held that newfound freedom as the most sacred gift he had ever been given. It was his, and he would never again be enslaved or shackled. He would always be free, because freedom was his to give, but nobody could take it from him. Oscar knew all of these things and more. The future of Oz rested with the Wizard.

In that instant, Omby-Amby saw all that he needed to see in Wickrie-Kells. A strange fire crept into her amber eyes as she unrolled the parchment. He waited a moment, but she didn’t even look up to watch him leave.

* * * * *

At the northern edge of the oak forest, Kally stopped to allow Glinda and Promethus time to catch their breath. Promethus fell to his knees and Oscar’s limp body fell from his shoulders onto the ground.

Glinda also fell over, clutching her spinning head. Everything in her vision was swirling around. She felt queasy and wrapped her arms around her stomach. “What was that?” She groaned.

“You’re as bad as Locasta ever was.” Kally mocked and danced her fingers like running legs across her arm. “It’s just a little here to there. Now there is here. Get up. The trees are moving.”

Indeed they were. The great oaks were shifting in place, as if restless in their position. The raw magic of dream—the somnos—burned their roots and set them at dismay. The concern of the ancient forest would not have been so severe if this world had been strong enough on its own to birth dreamers, but it was not. The ancient trees felt the changes in their leaves and branches. The deep earth was not yet corrupted by the change. If they could protect this sacred place, they would. They sent warning to the emeralds deep beneath their roots.

The Land of Oz was powered by earthly human dreams. Every dream that came to Oz was supposed to be filtered through the Emerald Engine to make the magic safe for this world. However, in the presence of an earthly dreamer like the Wizard, the magic of dream had a more powerful effect.

Just beyond the shadow of the trees, Glinda stretched out her hands to keep the ground from tipping sideways as she slowly stood up. The teleportation with the Silver Slippers was not what she had expected. The disorientation was worse than the time she had drank too much splatberry wine on her father’s birthday. She carefully placed one foot forward and then took another faltering step. With each breath her head cleared a little more and her vision grew steady. Once she was inside the forest, she felt the ancient magic of the trees as she walked beneath their cool shade. They groaned and rustled their leaves, but there was no breeze. She felt the impressions of the forest, and her unbridled tongue spoke without thinking.

“This is a sacred place.” Glinda said softly. “I feel it. The voice in my mind says these trees are very old. Important things happened here many years ago. The trees remember. They know that this moment is just as vital to the survival of Oz, but the new magic burns and threatens everything. A second tree was planted here and grew. These trees remember the story of that single swordfruit. Tree of Knowledge of Life and Death.” She breathed the last words almost silently as her voice was suddenly stilled.

She looked back at her companions, and she said sheepishly, “I feel it in my mind and in my heart.” Glinda shook her red hair and brushed her fingers through it, forcing an air of nonchalance. “Bring Oscar into the shade. That’s right. Under this tree.”

Promethus huffed and puffed as he pulled the Wizard’s body over the heavy roots of the trees. “I’m not young like I used to be.” He smiled through clenched teeth. Yet his eyes had sunk deeper into his face. Deep lines appeared around his mouth.

Glinda dug in her pocket and pulled out the square green bottle of unguent and the handful of seeds. These were tree seeds, specially requested by Oscar for the hanging gardens in Emerald City. The young architect, Perilous Eddy, had searched over all the Land of Oz and finally found them, but he did not say where he had found them. After he planted the seeds, he gave the rest to Glinda to help her remember one simple thing—no planted seed is ever wasted.

Glinda opened the bottle of unguent and placed all of the seeds inside. She shook the bottle vigorously, coating the seeds with the magical solution.

“What are you doing? That’s my bottle.” Kally protested. “I paid five pearls for that.”

“What you paid has been paid and repaid with the blood my army has spilled fighting your metal soldiers.” Glinda said. “More blood has fallen at your hands in the last twelve hours than you ever had in your entire body. I am protecting Oscar’s body. This unguent gives life to the unliving. Seeds are in between life and unliving. They just need a little boost to help them to be what they should be.”

She placed the seeds one by one in a line in front of the ancient oaks. By the time she got the last seed in the line, the first one had sprouted from the ground and had grown as tall as Glinda’s waist. In a few more moments, all of the trees had pushed through the ground and were growing tall and strong.

Glinda spoke directly to the magic trees. “I give to you trees to be the guardians of the forest. Protect this sacred place. Protect the trees that remember. Protect the body of the Wizard. He is worth every drop of precious rain you will ever taste. Talk to the older trees and learn what they know. Be diligent in your duty.” Glinda stepped carefully back to Oscar’s body. “He will be safe now.”

“Where did you get those words? Those are the words of an old soul. You are still a child.” Promethus said.

“There is a Mother of the Forest watching. She came with the swordfruit. She whispered to me, and I added my words to her plea.” Glinda answered.

Kally knelt next to the Wizard’s body. She pressed her fingers on the ruby amulet on his chest, and felt the power. With her magic, she felt the faint beats of Oscar’s heart beneath the ruby amulet. She placed her hand atop Oscar’s hand and leaned in close to his face. She whispered, “Live, Wizard, that I may escape the wrath of time and justice, and so that the land may survive. But know this truly—I will have a dreamer of my own. If it is you, then you will love me. If it is not you, I will destroy you. I will have a dreamer for myself—She has promised, even if I have to bring one across the skies.” Then she leaned in quickly and kissed Oscar on the cheek.

Glinda glared at Kally as the Witch walked out of the forest. The just-planted trees were already more than ten feet tall, and they swiped their branches at the Witch. She batted them away with her telekinetic magic. “Don’t linger too long over lost love.” She called over her shoulder to Glinda. “We have a world to save.”

Glinda knelt next to Oscar. The ground was cool beneath her knees. She felt the movement of the growing roots as they pushed deep into the soil. The smell of burning magic faded in the ancient coolness of the forest. She touched the back of her hand to the Wizard’s forehead. “Oscar, this was never my intention. Things just got out of my control. I was wrong to push and pry. Your dreams are special. I wanted to see with my own eyes, alone, just how special they were. I needed to see what you kept hidden inside. I needed it to be just me, away from everyone else. You share your dreams every night with Emerald City, but never anything with me. I wanted your secrets, but I was wrong. I pushed too hard. I pulled out something that didn’t belong in this world. I am sorry. If you can hear me, please know that I love you, not just for your dreams, but for who you are for real. You are real to me. You are not a dream. I will have this under control. I promise. I will control this.” She leaned over and kissed him softly on the lips. “I’ll be back soon.”

Then Glinda got up and quickly wiped the brimming tears out of her eyes. The new trees let her pass through unmolested. She took a deep breath and held out her hands to Kally and Promethus. “I’m ready.”








CHAPTER TWO

Magic Lines

OMBY-AMBY PUSHED FORWARD through the meadow toward the distant hill. He ran as quickly as he could, keeping his eye on his destination, but then movement on his right stopped him cold. A large shadow moved in the distant trees. He dropped to his knees and cupped his hands over his eyes to block the sun. The silhouette of the monster against the trees identified it clearly as a Kalidah. Was it following its mistress? He watched as it lifted its head to the wind and sniffed. Then it bellowed, satisfied, and ambled toward the same hill.

Omby followed the beast’s path on a parallel course. He kept downwind of the creature so that it would not smell him. As part of a team fighting against the much larger beasts, the Soldier with Green Whiskers gladly fought, but now on his own, in the open, he had no desire to face one of the Kalidahs. He stayed well back as the Kalidah climbed the hill. The soldier waited, and then he went around the side of the hill to ensure that the path up was clear.

From the top of the hill, Omby-Amby surveyed his surroundings. From this point, the Witch could have gone in any direction. However, the safest direction, given that they were carrying the Wizard’s body, and their group was three people wide, would be there, toward the river. From that point, their view would have been limited. They would be going somewhere safe. The safest place in this area, other than Cairn Valley, where all the fighting had been, would be Ugreather, the Great Oak Forest. That was still several miles up ahead. It was beyond the horizon, but Omby believed that was where they were going. He took a deep breath, looked to the sky for guidance, felt the breeze on his back, and then he started to run.

* * * * *

The last of the Kalidahs retreated into the forest. A large Emerald Guardsman, Bosco, crushed the last automaton with the butt of his axe. The battle was over. A stillness descended upon the valley like a sheet over a corpse. There was no lasting comfort in the bitter silence. Here and there the moans and cries of the wounded punctuated the still air. Rala followed instructions from Toro Plantain and helped Elka and Decla gather the weapons of the fallen, at least from where they could safely gather them. The weapons beyond the belching chasms of fire they left alone. There was no telling if and when the monstrous Kalidahs would be back. Each tense minute passed in strict silence. Slowly the soldiers began to relax.

Wickrie-Kells kept to herself on the far side of the valley. She wandered, letting her feet pick their own path as her eyes read the parchment. Sigils and glyphs appeared in glowing lines as she read each passage. With each new uncovered stanza she read, more words appeared on the page.

Suddenly she was on the edge of the valley, with someone right in front of her. A young teenage girl, Eyve, stepped back and grasped the hilt of her sword. Wickrie blinked three times and froze. Her sword was in her hand, drawn against the girl. Eyve had her sword, still in its scabbard, held up, blocking Wickrie’s slash.

“Hey! What are you doing?” Eyve demanded. “No. I said stop. I’ve been calling to you for almost five minutes, since I was way back there.”

“I didn’t hear you. Who are you?” Wickrie asked, clearing the fog from her mind. She folded the parchment and tucked it into her shirt.

“Eyve. They told me to stay away, but I had to come. Where is Omby-Amby?” She asked. “I don’t see him. Is he wounded?”

“What do you want with Omby-Amby? And aren’t you a little bit young to be carrying a sword?”

“Yes. Yes, I am. But it isn’t about what you’ve got. It’s about how you use it.” In a flash, Eyve whipped her sword out of her scabbard and slapped Wickrie’s blade away. She whirled and set her scabbard tip right next to Wickrie’s cheekbone. Her other hand kept her sword hovering over Wickrie’s sword.

Wickrie glanced at the scabbard and threw her arm upward, knocking Eyve’s scabbard up above her forehead. Wickrie got hit in the head, but it was simply a glancing blow from a leather scabbard—nothing to worry about. She grabbed Eyve by the collar and twirled her around, stepping away and freeing her sword. Wickrie slapped the flat of the blade out after the girl, whacking her on the bottom.

“Don’t try to fancy-move me, girl. A scabbard to the side of the head isn’t a blade. If you want to impress me, turn around and go back. I don’t need to babysit a little kid.”

“I am not a kid. I’m thirteen years old. How old are you, seventeen? You’re not exactly a lady yourself.”

“I’ll be twenty next week. Don’t sass me, little girl. I’m Captain of the Fighting Girls.”

Eyve sheathed her sword, and hooked the scabbard in place on her back. Her eyes burned as she watched the taller girl closely. “Where is Omby-Amby? Did he get hurt?”

“We all got hurt. What do you care? It was a hard battle.” Wickrie-Kells ensured that the folded parchment was unhurt and tucked it safely into her shirt. “Omby-Amby is gone. He left us.”

“We have to go to him. Hurry up.”

“What do you want with a soldier with green whiskers? You are too young.”

“He’s my friend.”

“Oh. I see…no. I doubt that.” 

“I can help. I’m good with a sword. You saw. I almost beat you.”

“Not even close. I am Captain. That is something that you will never be.”

“I can help. I came to help. I ran and walked all the way. The man with Ola Griffin told me to stay, but I knew I needed to be here. I needed to be where I could help, and so here I am.”

Wickrie-Kells frowned, and then she glanced back at the wounded. “Fine. You can carry weapons. We have hurt soldiers. We’re heading back to Chronometria.”

“But Omby—”

“But nothing. Omby is Captain of the Emerald Guardsmen. I am Captain of the Fighting Girls. In his absence, I rank the highest, and my command is final.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Eyve mumbled.

“That’s better. I doubt your inexperienced eyes have noticed, but there are flaming cracks running through the valley. Strange things are happening because the Wizard is probably dead.”

“Dead?”

“Do you have a better explanation for why the dreams are destroying the land? Glinda took him. She knows more than any of us. She will fix this. We just need to get the wounded back home. Let the magic ones deal with magic. Soldiers will deal with life and death. It’s what we do.”

“But if he was dead, wouldn’t this just stop? Why would the land tantrum like this if there was no reason? I met the Wizard. He’s a very nice person. He is going to marry Glinda.”

“So now you know the Wizard, too? I don’t think so. You’re just a star-struck little girl, lost in larger-than-life names. Yours does not belong with them. You are looking too much at portraits and not enough at your real life. You are a child. You do not know Omby, and you do not know Oscar. Now, you can either walk through the fire, or you can turn your little tail around and go home to mommy and daddy.”

Eyve stuck out her chin defiantly and marched down through the fire. She leaped over cracks and rolled as the ground heaved. She lost her footing once and slipped halfway down into a glowing crevasse. She pulled herself up and dusted off her knees and gathered the arrows from the bodies of the automatons. 

All the while, Wickrie-Kells watched without saying a word.

* * * * *

The most seriously wounded rode in the chariot of the Witch of the East. Those wounded who could walk did so behind the chariot. The strongest of the soldiers fitted the harnesses over their shoulders and pulled the chariot. Those who didn’t survive the battle were buried and makeshift crosses and circles were placed on their graves. Eyve wondered what the crosses and circles meant, but she didn’t dare ask anyone, for fear of looking foolish.

Wickrie-Kells, Toro Plantain, and Rala led the party westward, around the area of greatest destruction. They were only backtracking because it was safer than passing through the forest after the Kalidahs. When they stopped to rest, Rala leaned heavily on Toro. Her wounds were not serious, but the pain was intense. She walked because she would not allow herself to be carried in the chariot.

Rala noticed during their brief stops that she was the only one of the Fighting Girls that approached the Emerald Guardsmen. The other girls kept a conscious distance. That was strange. Rala had come with Glinda on the cloud chariot after Wickrie-Kells had found Glinda. The Guardsmen did not share the same opinion on distance, so it was definitely a girl thing. It didn’t really matter right now, though. She had trained and worked with the Fighting Girls for two years, but this was the first time that she had lost friends. The ache in her heart was deeper than the pain in her muscles. However, she had something that the other Fighting Girls did not—Rala had support and a strong arm around her. That was enough for this moment.

Far behind everybody, Eyve staggered under the heavy weight of a dozen swords, with arrows and a shield added for additional measure. She fell further and further behind. Finally, she stopped in the middle of a hill and sat down to catch her breath. Several minutes passed. Eyve rose to her feet and wobbled under the heavy weight. Everyone needed their swords, so she would press on.

As she crested the hill, she smiled as she saw that two of her heroes among the Fighting Girls were waiting for her. Elka and Decla laughed and gestured to her.

Elka tossed her side braid back over her shoulder, “The little rabbit made it. Fun, huh?”

Decla crossed the distance between them. She was a great bear of a woman, minus the fur. Her great mane of hair was held back by a thick headband. This was a change from her usual matching side braid to her sister. Her broad shoulders could easily carry Eyve’s burden and more. Eyve’s eyes brightened at the thought of her burden being lifted from her tired shoulders. Decla saw that look in Eyve’s eyes and read it with the skill of a practiced commander. “It is not my place to take it from you.” She took two swords out of the dozen on Eyve’s back. “You’ve been ordered, so the burden is yours. We can make it lighter, though.”

Elka laughed and took two swords, just like her sister. Eyve saw the callused knuckles as Elka took the swords. Those hands were accustomed to hard work and familiar with the hilt of a sword. Her hearty smile was as sure a weapon as any blade. “Every Fighting Girl knows the pain of carrying another’s swords. That pain is just one of the strands that braids us together.” 

Us. She said us. At once Eyve’s shoulders straightened, for she knew that she belonged on this path. This was one that others had trod before, so it was possible, even if for her it was not well-marked.

* * * * *

Wickrie-Kells read again the glowing runes on the parchment. She felt the whispers rising all around her, promising great power and glory. For merely a whispered word, she would achieve wonders. Just like the words on the page, as soon as two are read, another appears. So you, also, may become wondrous and powerful. Let the spark consume your understanding, and the flame burn within you, that you may bring light to all others in darkness. Let your power be free.

Whispers crossed her lips as she repeated the words pressed into her mind by the Land of Oz unleashed. She crossed the meadow and arrived in the shadow of the trees before she felt the hand on her arm.

“Stop. We’ve lost five on the trail so far. They can’t keep up with you like this.” Toro Plantain said. 

Rala listened as the whispers continued from Wickrie’s lips.

“She’s not listening to you, Toro. Just keep your hand on her. I’ll walk back to the hill to see if I can find them.” Rala said.

“If she’s not listening, can I shake her?” Toro asked, only half-joking.

“No. That only belongs to Omby-Amby. But even he would be unwise to interrupt Wickrie-Kells.” Rala said. Then she walked away toward the distant hill. She glanced back to see Toro watching her. A blush warmed her cheeks as she stumbled slightly. She was not at her best, yet it helped to know he was still watching.

A sound like breaking pottery floated on the wind and met Rala’s ears as she climbed to the top of the hill. Down below, on the other side of the hill, there were the stragglers. At the very end, helping two of the wounded were Elka, Decla, and Eyve. They were in good hands. 

Rala turned her ears toward the breaking sound. It was beyond the trees. To her surprise, a hill rose up out of the ground in the nearby valley, and with it shouting and more battle. Strange silhouettes of man-like things, without arms and extensible necks bounced along the edge of the hill. She hurried down past the chariot to Wickrie-Kells and Toro to report.

Wickrie-Kells was quite nearly herself now. She had extricated herself from Toro’s kind but firm grip and she was mumbling to herself and tracing on her forearm. Rala explained the trembling of the earth and the breaking pottery sounds.

“Perhaps we can be of help.” Toro offered.

“We shall see. What power have we to help?” Wickrie-Kell murmured. Her voice wavered slightly as sparks danced in her eyes. Then she snapped back to herself. “Yes. We shall see. And where there is opportunity, we shall provide power.”

Rala looked questioningly at her captain. “Are you feeling yourself right now, Wickrie? You seem not very in-the-present right now.”

“Leave the chariot. You six, with me. Toro, Rala, skirt around and keep clear of the fire.”

Toro and Rala shared a bewildered glance. Toro looked back to the hill and gestured with the soldier hand code for those stragglers to stay and watch. As Wickrie-Kells led the six other soldiers through the forest, Toro and Rala skirted around the trees, staying at the edge of the meadow.

“Those things were not men, Toro. They were wrong. They gave me fingers of fright shivering down my back.”

“The Wizard’s dreams are causing this...this great change. The monsters of the land beneath are rising. We must be wary.”

“Their necks stretched out very long and then snapped back. They were breaking things. I know they were. That’s where the sound of pottery came from. They were fighting.”

“We will be wary. And we will humor Wickrie-Kells and avoid the fire.”

* * * * *

Wickrie-Kells followed the instructions promised by the whispering voices. She watched in bemused fascination as the magic lines formed beneath her fingernails, pushing glyphs up through the nail beds. Each one was a magic word. All she needed to do was speak the word and join the powers. She snapped her fingers and a spark formed fire in her hands. She blew the magic fire over a rift in the ground and unleashed a blazing fireball at the strange armies.

On one side, porcelain figures climbed up from beneath the ground, forcing their way through the dirt. In some cases, rifts in the ground allowed for the porcelain figures to lead out larger, more dangerous things, like spiky dragons and rolling rhinoceroses. These porcelain creatures warred against a larger, more demonstrably destructive enemy.

On the other side, man-like creatures with no arms and extensible necks fought against the porcelain army. These Hammer-Heads had flattened heads, with which they viciously attacked their opponents. The Hammer-Heads launched their heads from their bodies as fast as a cannonball blasts from a cannon. When their heads hit the porcelain creatures, the porcelain shattered. But strangely, the porcelain creatures did not cease to move. They did not die.

The broken porcelain creatures pulled themselves back together, though not always in the original shape they were in before. For once a figure was broken, they were never quite the same again. This strange reshaping of the broken porcelain army took the shape of shuffling kickers, three-armed spikewards, screaming splinter dragons, and the frightful jagged biter. Against these already broken monstrosities, the Hammer-Heads had little defense. They could attack and break the porcelain things again and again, but the pieces that were already broken rarely broke again. The reformed porcelain warriors simply picked up the fallen pieces and slapped them back together and attacked again.

The strange magic of the Land of Oz formed and reformed these creatures. As one wave of magic passed over the field, it raised up another hill. This was quickly seized upon by the Hammer-Heads as the higher ground. However, from this hill spilled hundreds of porcelain people, scurrying like ants from an anthill. The magic wave also formed the shattered pieces into whole creatures. So the three-armed shamblers no longer ran the risk of falling apart. They were whole creatures in their own right now.

The Hammer-Heads were woefully outnumbered, despite the fact that they were more than four times as large as the average porcelain person. The spine dragon snaked through the rocks to attack the lower part of the hill. Three Hammer-Heads attacked it and splintered it into pieces. Without arms to pick up rocks to crush the pieces further, the Hammer-Heads were at a clear disadvantage.

Wickrie-Kells blew fire into their midst. The fire separated the porcelain warriors from the Hammer-Heads, who retreated higher up the hills.

In the distance, Toro Plantain and Rala watched the battle through the smoky haze. Rala asked, “How did she know there would be fire?”








CHAPTER THREE

Always a Spectacle

KALLY PACED ANXIOUSLY back and forth. Glinda was in a distant field of yellow flowers, catching her breath. They had taken three zig-zag slips since the Guardian Forest, and they had traveled beyond the rippling effects of the wild magic. Kally was nervous because the air was uncomfortably silent. The monstrous roaring that she had heard inside her head in the midst of the raw magic outpouring left an echoing vacuum that begged to be filled. Her amber eyes searched desperately, but she could find no wickedness with which to distract herself.

Promethus approached the Witch with one hand carefully clutching something in his overcoat pocket. Kally studied the aging man and decided that he was not worth the trouble to taunt right now. Time was short. She could feel the rumbling of the distant ground crawling ever closer as the magic spread from its epicenter. Would the desert stop it? There was no way to tell. Would the wild magic, in fact, spread through the entire world? Would the founts of the deep be opened once again, and would the dragons soar on wings of night to span the screaming voids between dreaming worlds?

“Cruel magic is coming, Kally. There are things you cannot see if you are to carry us to our destination. Wear these, and you shall see clearly.” Promethus held out the Emerald Spectacles to Kally. She put them on.

“Everything looks the same, except green.”

“Yes. As it should be.” Promethus stepped around behind her and locked the spectacles on the Witch’s head. One of Kally’s hairs caught in the lock and yanked out.

“Ouch. You pulled my hair.”

“A necessary pain if you are to convey us through the dreamons safely.”

“Why are these locked on my head?” Kally tried to pull the spectacles off, but they were locked firmly in place. “I know how to slip through space without losing anything.”

“It is not your skills that require caution, but rather, your vision. The wave of magic will be upon us soon. Glinda and I will not see as you see. I will guide you by landmarks. I may or may not actually see them. I do not know how this part of the land will react to the magic. The spectacles are magically sealed in place. Not even your magic may remove them without also removing your head. Even in your bloodless state, I do not believe that you would live long without your head.”

Glinda joined them and looked queerly at the Emerald Spectacles. “Why is she wearing those?”

“Kally is going to carry us through the wild, shifting magic that may skew our sight. She will be unaffected, as the Emerald Spectacles will block out the raw magic. She will see clearly.”

Except she won’t. That was the unspoken message passed between Promethus and Glinda. Promethus had previously demonstrated the magic-blinding powers of the Emerald Spectacles to Glinda. Not only would Kally not see the wild magic, but she would not see any magic.

“Oh. Good idea.” Glinda said.

“I thought so, too. Now I will be the only one who can see clearly. You two must simply trust my judgment.” Kally cackled.

“For which we will force ourselves to be grateful.” Promethus said. He and Glinda shared a brief knowing glance as Kally lifted her skirts to step atop a large stone.

“Where shall we go next? The green sky gathers storms behind us.” Kally turned a complete circle on the stone. She held out her hands and hopped down. 

“Then we shall go forward.” Promethus said.

One, two, three steps, and they were beyond the horizon.

* * * * *

Far away, in a place unlike any he had seen with his waking eyes, the Wonderful Wizard of Oz, Oscar Zoroaster Diggs, stepped lightly, for fear that he would slip off this very mortal-feeling coil and drop into interminable nothingness. He had felt that nothingness before, and he did not ever want to feel that ever again—once in a dreaming lifetime was enough. As far as he knew, he was the only dreamer who had traveled into the maddening emptiness between worlds and come back with his sanity intact. It was not a feat he wished to repeat anytime soon. During that time of infinite madness, the only thing that kept him intact was clutching his coin, clinging tightly to his dreaming name. That single bit of sanity was enough to sustain him in the darkness.

He gingerly





















































































OPS/images/Land-of-Oz.jpg





OPS/images/cover.jpg





