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            The Battle for the Freedom of Oz
 
Glinda, Oscar and Wickrie-Kells raced south, knowing that this coming battle held even greater dangers for them than the previous battles. This was not a matter of helping one side to win and making the other lose. If either side crushed the other and kept a large portion of their armies, the entire land would remain at risk.
The only way to obtain a victory for their cause here was to ensure that both Witches lost completely and lost equally. How could they possibly ensure that? Glinda and Oscar were only two people.
Yes, they were only two people, Glinda smiled grimly, but those two people were a sorceress and a wizard.
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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 the next books in the Hidden History (Dark Wind in Oz and Dark Dreams 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.
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The Life of Glinda
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Glinda was destined to one day become Glinda the Good, the most powerful sorceress in all the Land of Oz, but today—with her sixteenth birthday still several weeks away, and her parents doing what parents naturally do—Glinda wanted no part of being good.

From the top of her tousled red hair to the bottom of her bare feet, every freckle, every flared nostril, every narrowed glare identified her clearly as her mother’s daughter. Her red hair was unique in all the land, shared only by her mother—the Red Sorceress. Glinda could do nothing without it reflecting on her parents. That reflection was ever her curse. Glinda’s mother, Gayelette, kept her daughter as a slave in the tower near her palace. Not a slave, exactly, except in Glinda’s mind, but Glinda’s red hair bound her to her life as surely as shackles.

Glinda was always alone, or she felt very much alone, all the time. Her home was a tower in the shadow of the great Ruby Palace in the northern lands of Oz. Here she lived away from her parents, lost in the companionship of her books, and ever cursing her imprisonment. Even though her tower door was open, and stairs led down to the ground (pointed away from the Ruby Palace, no less), she was trapped. She could come and go as she pleased, but mostly she didn’t. She had plenty of food and nice clothing to spare, and she had a voluminous library of books, but there were always strings attached to the gifts from her frequently absent parents—Glinda was expected to abide by four specific rules. The rules were as follows:

No leaving the tower after dark. They didn’t trust her. The shutters were locked at night from the outside. How could they even manage to do that? It was more than forty feet off the ground to get to her window. Neither one of them could fly. The locked shutters prevented Glinda seeing the Ruby Palace at night. Although, sometimes light peeked in through the cracks in the shutters when the night was full. It was a mystery, and they wouldn’t even allow Glinda to try to solve it.

Stay out of the Ruby Palace. What was in there? Nobody was allowed in. But Glinda was family. Why wasn’t she allowed to go in? And there was a corollary to that rule, too.

Do not disturb your mother while she is working. Her mother was always working. The Ruby Sorceress was probably the most powerful person in the entire land, but she was too busy to pay attention to what was right under her own nose. She didn’t care one whit about her daughter, so why should Glinda try to care about her mother? This rule hadn’t been difficult for several years. Once Glinda had discovered the magical worlds within books, she didn’t care any more about trying to get close to her mother. It didn’t bother her at all. Not even a little. Most of the time.

Be the person you are destined to be. This was the one that frustrated Glinda the most. How was she supposed to find her destiny if they never let her do anything? It wasn’t fair that she had to be exactly what they wanted her to be. What if she wanted to be something different? What did her parents know about destiny anyway?

That was it. Those were the rules that made her life a living prison. Glinda counted down the days until she would be an adult. Her sixteenth birthday was approaching. Though it was still several weeks away, it could not come soon enough. When that magical day came, she would finally become an adult and she could rid herself of all the shackles that bound her to childhood. She could at last be free of all the things that, to her parents, made her a child. She would be a woman in their eyes. But the one thing she could never be rid of was her red hair. It was a shining beacon to everyone, proclaiming exactly who she was—Glinda, daughter of Gayelette, Queen of the Ruby Palace. Even to people Glinda had never met, it was perfectly clear who she was. It was a known fact throughout the entire Land of Oz that there were only two people that had red hair. Of these two red-heads, only one of them was young.

Only one was young. That was not actually true, as they were both young, and they certainly appeared so. It was true that Glinda was only fifteen—that was undisputed. Gayelette, however, was older, though how much older nobody seemed to know. She certainly did not look old enough to have a fifteen-year-old daughter. Once she had bragged to Glinda that they would very soon be the same age and they would look like sisters.

It was said that Gayelette had discovered the secret to stop aging. Naturally, all of the women were envious of her, but Gayelette never paid them any mind. As the years of her life passed by, Gayelette had grown more and more reclusive. She did not associate with the people of the North Village or even those of the larger lands of the North. She kept her confidences and her attentions strictly to visitors who came within her personal residence. This house was constructed of strong stones and surrounded by an equally strong stone fence. This house sat nestled in the hill at the base of the Ruby Palace. Visitors to Gayelette’s home ranged from merely mysterious to the outlandishly exotic. Witches and fantastic travelers from the far reaches of Oz sought out the Red Sorceress for her knowledge.

All of these types of exotic folk congregated here this time of year—the one time that all magical enemies and purveyors of the esoteric arts could come together—in the shadow of the Ruby Palace, at the Abracadabra Bazaar.

It was for this once-a-year event that Glinda was preparing today. Despite her mother’s clear instructions that she was to keep her hair straight for the event, Glinda spent over an hour curling and teasing her hair. She was almost sixteen, and she would not be told how she could or could not fix her hair. She wanted to make a bold statement when she went out. Her hair would be remembered today. Glinda, not her mother, would be the star today.

The door to Glinda’s room in the tower was closed. She didn’t want anyone sneaking in and telling her that she couldn’t do what she was doing. She wanted it to be a surprise. Oh, she looked forward to seeing her mother’s face. Glinda spent the morning curling her hair and making it just right. As she finished the last lock and teased it into place, a shimmer in the mirror drew her attention. She looked behind her in the mirror. There was another red-haired reflection just behind her. Only this was older—an ageless beauty. Her mother, Gayelette, Sorceress of the Ruby Palace, forced a tight smile at her daughter’s reflection in the mirror.

“Your hair is different than I had planned. You have time to straighten these curls before the bazaar. You are my daughter. You must look the part.”

Glinda glared at her mother but said nothing. Then she slowly turned on the stool. “Why?”

“You are my daughter. I expect you to look like it today.”

“But that doesn’t make any sense. I don’t want to always have to be like you want me to be. Why can’t I do what I want to do, just once?” Glinda protested.

“Your dress will be here within the hour. It is lovely white. It is a good color for today. I expect that you will like it.”

“I was going to wear my green dress.”

“You must learn to rise to expectations, Glinda.” Her mother declared. And that was final. Gayelette tapped her heels together three times and she was gone.

Once Gayelette had gone, Glinda was free to be angry. She hurled her brush at the place her mother had occupied mere moments before. She screamed angrily and stomped her feet. Then she threw herself down on her bed and clutched a pillow to her chest. “I am not what everyone expects! I’m not, I’m not, I’m not!”

It was during this fit of teenage tantrums that the dress was delivered. The knock at the door was met with a scream and several shoes being thrown. The dress was hung neatly outside to wait for the princess to calm down.

It only took an hour.

Glinda emerged from her tower room wearing a beautiful green dress. Her red hair was exquisitely curled and teased for greater volume. She looked narrowly at the white dress hanging by the door. She lifted one of the sleeves and ran her fingers over the lace and embroidery. It was a lovely dress, but it was not her choice. Therefore, it would stay where it was, and Glinda would go out, of her own choice, to face the world on her own terms.
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The Magic Bazaar
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Glinda crossed the fields below the Ruby Palace. The deep red palace glistened in the midday sun. It was an ancient moment frozen in time. The palace was an eruption of molten ruby thrusting upward toward the sky, caught forever in a frozen fountain. This ruby fountain sprang from the rock and solidified. Over the centuries it had been carved and shaped into the wonder that it now was. There was no other place like it in all of Oz. It was a magnificent creation frozen in time. For those who saw the Ruby Palace for the first time, it was a moment that would last forever. This was the legacy of Glinda’s family—it was exactly the kind of the thing that Glinda had no intention of dealing with.

She walked along the river, heading toward the fields south of the North Village—the town where the Abracadabra Bazaar was held yearly. There was once a better name for the town, but they changed it before Glinda was born. Nobody would ever tell her, even when they would talk with her, what the name had been, or why it had been changed. It was something to do with her mother, she was sure.

She saw the long lines of travelers coming up the brick road to the fair grounds. Everyone was hurrying to get through the gates. The assembled multitude grew larger by the minute. Folks were flooding in, hoping to get a good position to view of Smith & Tinker’s latest invention, and to see the upcoming show on the stage. This year promised to be the best one yet. Glinda entered the bazaar and immediately turned left, walking down a narrow alley between two rows of stalls. She was delighted by the sounds and the smells—so many wonderful things that she didn’t have in her tower—and she momentarily lost track of her surroundings.

Glinda rounded the corner and bumped into a taller woman. This woman had long dark hair and golden eyes. Her face was lined with what Glinda easily recognized as magic lines, testifying that she was a witch. She wore a long black overdress, accented with blue embroidery, and a rich blue underdress, displaying glyphs and scintillating gems. Her dress gave the impression of a dark shell cracking to reveal the magic hidden inside. The blue color signified that she was from the East, from the land of the Munchkins. Glinda realized in the half-second it took to regain her balance that this witch was Kalinya, Witch of the East.

Kalinya scowled and raised her hand to strike down this foolish girl who would dare bump into her. Then she dropped her hands to her side when she recognized the red-haired girl. Kalinya’s magically-lined face softened into a reasonable imitation of a smile. “Ah, Glinda, sweet child. I love your hair. Gone feral today? Where are we off to in such a hurry? Lost your mother, by chance?”

“No. I know where she is.” Glinda responded, pushing past the witch. “I have to go.”

“Of course you have to go. You always have to be her little shadow, don’t you?”

Glinda stopped short and slowly turned around. Her eyes blazed with angry fire at Kalinya.

“Or do you?” Kalinya prodded.

Glinda’s burning glare made little impact on the older witch. Glinda said, “I know who you are. You are the wicked witch, Kalinya.”

Now Kalinya smiled a genuinely wicked smile. Her golden eyes laughed at the red-haired girl. “All the way from the mysterious Tall House in the lands of the east. And you are Glinda, the puppet princess of the Ruby Kingdom.”

“I am not.”

“Oh, you most certainly are, Glinda. No one else has that red, red hair.”

“I am not a puppet.”

“Are you trying to convince me...or yourself?” Kalinya mocked. “As long as you live in the shadows, you will never shine.” Kalinya saw Glinda’s defenses crumble and she pushed her attack. “Now if you were my daughter...”

A commanding voice, cold as steel, sliced through the air behind them. “Kalinya.”

An involuntary yelp escaped Kalinya’s lips as she leaped around to stand next to Glinda.

From twenty steps away, Gayelette, Queen Sorceress of the Ruby lands of the North, stared icy daggers at her foe. “I have warned you about talking to my daughter.”

Kalinya wrapped her dark sleeve around her wrist and regained her composure. Her gold eyes darkened and danced up mockingly to meet Gayelette’s gaze. “Oh? So now you assume maternal responsibility? Isn’t that just the wickedest thing? When this fine, upstanding young woman, perfectly able to abide and, perhaps, even prosper in the outside world, decides to have a perfectly innocent conversation with a powerful witch, you come to snuff out her light? Tut, tut.” Kalinya clucked at Gayelette. “And you call me wicked.” Kalinya slid past Gayelette and smirked at Glinda. “I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of each other, dearie. Smith & Tinker have some tantalizing goodies this year.”

Gayelette looked narrowly at Kalinya as she slunk past. Then her eyes went to her daughter. “Are you all right?”

“I was doing fine, Mother.” Glinda’s eyes dropped to the ground.

“Look at me when you are speaking, Glinda.”

Glinda’s eyes burned, but she forced them up to meet her mother’s steely gaze. “I did fine without you.”

Gayelette crossed the distance between them in a heartbeat. She lifted one of Glinda’s wild curls. “So I see.”

“I can do my own hair, Mother.” Glinda protested.

“And you can dress yourself, too. I specifically requested the white gown for you today. And you disappointed me.”

“Why shouldn’t I disappoint you? You never tell me anything. You go off and I don’t see you for days or weeks at a time. Then when you finally show up, it’s Glinda do this, or Glinda wear that. I’m sick of it.”

“I am doing what is best for you. Glinda, you have no idea what I am going through for you.”

“I would if you told me!”

Gayelette’s face hardened into a cold mask. “You are a presumptuous daughter.” She took hold of Glinda’s arm. “Come with me. We’ll get your white dress.”

“I’m not going back there.” Glinda twisted her arm, but she didn’t pull away.

“We don’t have much time, Glinda. Come. Now.” Gayelette ordered.

Glinda followed for two steps and then finally pulled her arm away. “Why?”

Gayelette appeared to blur for the barest fraction of a second. When Glinda pulled away, Gayelette stumbled, as if the ground shifted under her feet. She turned on Glinda, her red hair blazing like a torch in the sunlight. “Today is more important than you know. There is the Convocation of Witches very soon. I will not have my best presentation upstaged by that rock-tosser, Kalinya.”

“So this is about you? This has nothing to do with me? I’m not going.”

Gayelette turned to face the distant tower. “Don’t be daft. Come with me.”

“What is your problem with Kalinya? Why is she afraid of you?”

“Everyone is afraid of me.” Gayelette said, matter-of-factly. Her impatience was evident. Her feet tapped quickly as she stared down her daughter.

Glinda’s eyes darkened. She planted her feet stubbornly on the ground and refused to move. “Why?”

“Kalinya is a witch. She cannot be trusted. You cannot trust any of the witches, Glinda. They only want what is inside your head.” Gayelette stepped toward Glinda, extending her hand.

“Why?”

“Because it is full of secrets.”

“But aren’t you a witch? Should I not trust you?” Glinda’s stormy blue eyes flashed between distrust and delicious fascination.

“Sorceress. Not witch. Big difference. And I already know your secrets, so of course you can trust me. I know what is in your head because I put it there. You see, Glinda, unlike the witches, I actually create and do things. The witches just toss around magic like it was stuffed cats. Kalinya, for example; Glinda, don’t ever trust that shifty-eyed rock-tosser. Those yellow eyes might promise power, but they are dead as amber.”

“Well, at least she has two eyes. I heard somebody say that there’s a witch with only one eye.” Glinda brushed a curl out of her eye, stealing a glance at her mother’s face. Even though she refused to take her mother’s hand, she was glad that her mother was actually talking to her.

“That would be Ondri-baba. She is Kalinya’s unfortunate younger sister. Unfortunate in that she does not have the beauty, the brains or the ruthless subtlety of her sister. All she has is a deep hatred and jealousy. Where she is not clever, she is mean and cruel. You are lucky that you don’t have a sister, Glinda—she would have been exactly like that.”

That statement dropped Glinda’s rising heart down into her stomach. She could not hide her disgust and disappointment at her mother in that moment. Gayelette noticed the change and cocked her head to the side curiously.

“Yes. If you had a sister, she would have been horrible to you. You are a beautiful girl, Glinda. You are smart and you are determined. Once you realize the magnitude of what you have inside your head, you will be on your way to being a powerful sorceress.”

Glinda opened her mouth to say something, and then closed it, when she realized she didn’t have any response to that. So much for her mother talking to her. Conversation was only about Glinda when it was convenient. Any other time, it was about Gayelette.

“And her one eye, it’s magic. A curse from the Queen of Dreams. I will need to make a visit to her to examine that someday. It is fascinating how someone so powerful can be so absolutely ignorant of what is right in front of them.” Then Gayelette turned on her heel and walked. “Come.” She ordered.

After several steps Gayelette turned around to reprimand Glinda for her slowness. But the girl was nowhere to be seen. Gayelette walked back to where Glinda had stood. “Glinda?” She called softly. Then the tempest raged in her eyes. Furious, she turned toward the distant Ruby Palace. Gayelette clicked her heels three times and she disappeared.

* * * * *
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Glinda ran among the stalls, weaving in and out of the baskets full of wares from across the land of Oz. Rich smells filled the air, but Glinda ignored all of that. She was otherwise occupied with a heart full of strange storms. She wanted to go back and take her mother’s hand and be there with her, but at the same time, she wished that she would never see her mother again. She heard her mother call once, but she ducked into a tent and scooted behind some crates. If her mother really wanted to find her, she could. If she didn’t...Glinda didn’t even care. Not at all.

Outside the tent she heard the excited chatter of the people as they passed by on their way to the central stage. The time for the Convocation of Witches was rapidly approaching. This was one of the most exciting events in the Abracadabra Bazaar. Each of the Witches in the land produced a trick or an invention, in Gayelette’s case, that was intended as a public display of their power. They boasted of their great power and tried to outdo the others.

It was a show of power, but it was primarily to stoke the egos of the participants. This was a debate of sorts, with the participants displaying magic and showmanship instead of verbal jousting. Other participants were allowed a rebuttal, so that no one was left without a voice. It was great fun for the people to watch the most powerful people in the land belittling each other and showing what to them was unimaginable power.

A loud voice sounded over the chatter of the crowd, silencing them all. This was a voice they recognized, but it was of a magnitude that they had never before heard. A man’s voice, full and robust, sounded with a little bit of tinny reverberation. “Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, for gathering at the main stage. To begin this year’s Convocation, your esteemed guests, Smith & Tinker, I being Mr. Smith, have two things by way of announcement. One, as you can hear, my voice is amplified greatly. This device is called the mega-trump-o-phone. So all of you in the back can hear clearly when your hostess, Gayelette, brings out her show-stopping scion of amazement!”

And the crowd roared.

Curious, Glinda crept from her hiding spot behind the crates. She peeked out underneath the tent flap to see if the way out was clear. Glinda lifted the flap several inches and froze. There were cream-colored skirt hems right in front of her face. Shapely ankles in sandals shifted impatiently.

Someone was waiting right outside the door, so Glinda could not move. She lowered the tent flap slightly so that she was hidden in the shadow.

Soon the clanking of metal—the clanking of a dozen metal key rings jogging quickly—approached, and the ankles visibly relaxed. Glinda listened from the shadows.

“So what was the great hurry, lassie? Y’couldn’t wait like the others? There’re plenty of goodies to go around.” This male voice was thin and danced with a restless brogue.

The female voice, low and husky, replied, “I have no desire for trinkets. I believe that you, Mr. Tinker, know how to suitably impress a lady? I have a lovely mirror, and it shows me truth, but I want the reflection to hold. My mirror holds a reflection, and lets me see deeper than peering eye can see, but there is more. I want the reflection to really hold.”

The brogue whistled in amusement, “I believe I understand.” There was the noise of clanking keys and bits of metal as he dug deep in his coat pocket. The clankery stopped when he pulled out a small something. “For the Witch who wants the perfect face.”

Glinda lifted the tent flap just a little bit higher to peek out and look up. At this movement, Mr. Tinker glanced down, seeing the girl with red hair. He lifted the item up and away from her view, drawing the witch’s gaze with it. The item was a small, blue glass vial. “I hold in my hand a very rare and precious unguent, what has been called by mystics from the Land of Ix, Imaginary Paint.”

Imaginary paint? Glinda mouthed silently.

“It becomes what it is intended to be. It can be yours for a very reasonable price. I am certain we can come to some sort of arrangement.”

The witch with shapely ankles took Mr. Tinker’s arm and led him away from Glinda’s hiding spot. She had not seen the girl. Thankfully. Glinda peeked out of the tent to see the shapely witch and Mr. Tinker walk toward a nearby intersection. She perked up her ears to hear the witch’s final words before they rounded the corner.

“... paint someone else’s face ...”

​
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Elsewhere, on the main stage, Mr. Smith demonstrated the most unique item in his wagon this year—Sandy Servants. “Here I hold in my hand a small hourglass, about the size of what you’d use to time an egg. Simple. What could it possibly be? Flakes from a jinni’s scalp? Scrapings from a dragon’s teeth? Dried tears from a chromatic cloud? Enough guessing, I’ll tell you. Inside this hourglass is magical sand from across the burning wastes of the Deadly Desert. Inside each one of these vials waits a fully-extant servant, ready to do your bidding, for one hour, and one hour alone.”

Mr. Smith unscrewed one end of the hourglass and poured the sand over his hand and allowed it to fall to the ground. Rather than falling as gravity would dictate, the sand flowed and shifted like spastic putty. It formed itself into a whirlwind and rose up to the height of a man—the same height as Mr. Smith. It pushed out arms and legs and a head with very flowing and rudimentary features.

“Dance, Sandy Servant.” Mr. Smith commanded, and the golem began a slow shuffle. The audience gasped in amazement. This was life, or something very much like it, not the normal fare for this audience. This shuffling was akin to strange sorcery. A few gasps quickly gave way to excitement.

This was a presentation of the caliber that the witches would present in their Convocation, not Smith & Tinker. Normally, Smith & Tinker had been the purveyors of springs and things and magical jumpers. The toys and trinkets were amusing and entertaining, like a carousel was amusing, even though there was really nothing new. This was far more than anybody had anticipated. They ooohed and aaaahed.

“I gave you a command to dance, Sandy Servant. Lift your feet and dance.” Mr. Smith poked at the golem with his finger. As his finger made contact with the magic sand, the features became more distinct, even starting to look like Mr. Smith.

The golem picked its feet higher and danced a fast jig. Its features became more distinct as the dance grew faster. There was no doubt that this thing was acting on its own, rather than miming Mr. Smith. Mr. Smith danced beside it, differently, just to prove that he was not controlling the creature.

“These Sandy Servants are good for one hour before the sand must be re-corporated in the vial. The hourglass is its mind, if you will, and it needs to rest before you put it to work again.

“I’ve got plenty of vials here, a whole cart full. Get ‘em while the sand is still hot from the desert.”

While many of the audience were duly impressed, very few pulled out any kind of money to buy any of the vials. The primary audience for these types of products was not the gathered crowd, but the users of magic.

Three witches pushed forward, jostling with each other for the lead position, to communicate with the Mr. Smith in hushed tones.

Glinda watched from the back of the crowd as the witches talked with Mr. Smith. Glinda recognized Kalinya in her electric-eggshell-cracked dress. Next to her, the short, stout witch in metal must be Ondri-baba, her sister. The third Witch had an obviously shapely figure, swathed in a cream-colored dress. That must be the one that Glinda overheard talking with Mr. Tinker. Glinda strained but she could not see what they were saying. Mr. Smith nodded and closed the crates of vials. He spoke to the audience, though they were not interested in buying his wares. He had an image to maintain, in his role as salesman. Then he switched roles to Master of Ceremonies and put his stovepipe hat back on.

“Thank you, lovely ladies, for your purchases. The rest of you rabble, hold steady as our other honored guests make their way up to the stage. Then we will begin this year’s Witches Convocation.”

The crowd cheered. Jugglers and tumblers leaped up on the stage, entertaining with whirling sticks of fire. The audience gasped as a tumbler tossed in a whole pie in the blazing blur of motion. They shouted in surprise and appreciation as a third juggler stepped into the middle of the whirling flames and caught the pie. He danced the pie in and out of the fiery rods. Then his hands fumbled. The pie slipped. And went right in the face of one of the jugglers!

The bumbling juggler grinned sheepishly, and then took a deep bow. The pie-face took a wild swing, missing the bowing bumbler. That left the last juggler trying furiously to keep all seven flaming rods in the air. Which he did marvelously. The audience cheered.

The entertainers cleared the stage, and Smith and Tinker announced each entrant in turn as they walked up the stairs to the main stage.

The Witches made their way up onto the main stage. There was Kalinya, clothed in black and blue, from the land of the East. As she walked up the stairs, she lifted her skirts above her feet so that Glinda caught a glimpse of her striped stockings.

She was followed by her shorter, stockier sister, Ondri-baba. She had a noticeable hunch—probably from the heavy decorative collars she wore— so she walked slightly stooped over. The audience grew silent as Ondri-baba took her place on stage. They were all watching for a glimpse of the witch’s magic eye. Her luminous silver and green eye darted this way and that, seeing horrors unseen to anyone else. When she stood in the shadows, the slight glow from her magic eye cast a greenish pallor on her face. It made her look like the walking dead. With Ondri-baba, every look and sideways glance was a grimace of anger or disgust. She was ugly because she chose to be.

This contrasted sharply with the next up on the stage. She was young—older than Glinda by a few years—but still much younger than the previous witches. Locasta was her name, Glinda heard somebody say. The girl glanced around at every sharp noise. She was drawn toward Kalinya like she was a doll on a string. On the top of her head she wore a big floppy hat with the brim drooping down below her shoulders. She wore a white dress with a black and blue cape, to identify her as Kalinya’s apprentice. The cape had similar cutout designs as Kalinya’s dress. The most apparent difference between Locasta and the other witches—other than her age—was that her face was not yet lined with magic, like the others. She had a certain normalcy that the others could not project. Of all of the witches, only the apprentice, Locasta, wore a hat.

The next up on stage was Mombi. She was beautiful compared to the other witches. She walked slowly, drawing every expectant eye to her in her form-fitting, cream-colored dress. She didn’t appear to have the same magic lines on her face as the others, but Glinda was unconvinced after hearing the secret conversation about imaginary paint. Mombi took her place, and she lowered her eyes to look down at the stage. Then she slowly closed them. When her eyes flashed open and she raised them to the crowd, she was practically glowing. Her lips curved into a practiced smile. She extended her hand, and everyone in the crowd was in her grasp. There was a studied radiance that illuminated from her, drawing every eye to Mombi. But the warm smile didn’t extend into her eyes. There was a hidden mystery there—her face was a painted mask—but the crowd didn’t care, Mombi gave them a show.

Then Gayelette walked up the stairs, carrying herself with a regal bearing that none of her competitors could match. Her red hair was shone radiant against her white dress. Her face was young and fresh, not scarred by magic like the others. She was as young as she had always appeared, for Gayelette was the eternal sorceress. As she crossed the stage, the gravity of her persona quieted the crowd. Gayelette would not be won with cheers like Mombi. She commanded a respect, even if it was motivated in part by fear.

Then the crowd turned to the stairway to see the last entrant. But the stairway was empty. Concerned murmurs rose. There was clearly the expectation that one more person should come up those stairs.

The voice sounded over the mega-trump-o-phone. “Yes, ladies and gentlemen, the staircase is empty. One of our favorite faces will not be joining us today, or ever. Sonadia, the Witch of the South, is dead.”

The audience gasped in horrified denial. Up on the stage, Kalinya just smirked.

At the same time as the announcement, Glinda’s father, Quelala, pushed through the crowd toward her. He was a handsome man with a closely-cropped beard. He was tall, with blue eyes and a large forehead. He carried over his head a folded white bundle, raised up where it could not get accidentally dirtied. He saw Glinda’s curled red hair and reached out to embrace his daughter with one arm. “Glinda, there you are. Your mother gave me this dress to give to you. Please change into it.”

Glinda blanched at the thought. “I don’t want to wear it. Then I’ll look just like her.”

Quelala looked down at his daughter and forced her eyes to meet his. “Glinda, you are your mother’s daughter. This is a very important day. Our time is very, very limited here.” He kept glancing up at the main stage, where Gayelette was stepping up to the front. “I need you to do this, right now.”

“No.”

“You see that girl up there? She’s wearing a white dress.”

“That’s not a girl, that’s your wife.”

“The other one. Locasta. Do you know what that means? That means that she is being announced as an apprentice. She is being introduced as one of them up there. Do you get that?”

On the stage, Gayelette addressed the audience. She reviewed the affairs of her kingdom in the north and the bountiful harvest this year. She spoke of her studies and the continuing need for vigilance as the time in Oz passes by, drop by drop. She watched as Quelala pleaded with Glinda and even handed her the dress. Quelala pointed to the stage—not to Gayelette, but behind her—spoiling the surprise for Glinda. Then Glinda’s face showed comprehension. She snatched the dress from her father. But it was too late. Gayelette’s face hardened as she saw her daughter panic. There was no more time for games.

So Gayelette concluded her address. “–For my demonstration this year, I was to have a grand surprise, which you would have all appreciated. But it is clearly not ready. And so I exit, leaving you to the fine entertainment of the Witches.” And she walked off the stage.

Glinda paled. She was frozen in shock and embarrassment. Even if nobody knew that she was supposed to be Gayelette’s surprise, she knew. The look of disappointment on her mother’s face burned indelibly into her memory.

Quelala reached out to put his arm around her, but Glinda shrugged him off. She thrust the white bundle back into her father’s hands and ran away.

* * * * *
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Up on the stage, the Convocation of Witches continued. Each witch demonstrated their great talent. Mombi ran her fingers through her long dark hair and it suddenly turned blonde. She danced around, changing her appearance and becoming this and that. She knew how to work a stage. Without a word said, she had the audience ready to eat out of her hand.

Ondri-baba demonstrated her walking hut. It was a strange contraption, really. It was a very normal, or rather, a very shabby hut on first glance. It had metal plates in strange places, with plaster work covering some cracks. But then at Ondri-baba’s command, it rose up on spindly legs and walked around. This was the most impressive thing that the short-memory’ed audience had seen all day, and Ondri-baba looked poised to win. When she was challenged by Kalinya as to whether or not her house could jump, she prickled at the challenge. She commanded, and it jumped. But on the second try, it jumped too high and broke one of its legs. That effectively removed Ondri-baba from the Convocation competition.

Kalinya smirked and introduced her apprentice, Locasta. This was the first apprentice among the witches in more than ten years. The surprise cinched the title neatly for Kalinya. Without the competition from her chief rival, she soundly trounced the others on the stage. To add the final touches, Locasta demonstrated her talking hat that gave oracular advice.

With all of the excitement and rivalry demonstrated up on the stage, the crowd was quickly distracted from the missing participants.

In fact, there was only one person—Quelala—who noticed the missing redheads, and he was not certain which one to go after. So he did as he always did, and he followed after Gayelette.
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The Secret of Red Hair
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In the Council Hut owned by the Elders of the North Village, Gayelette sat at the table, writing. The front door burst open, and Kalinya breezed into the house with all the air of an unwanted visiting relative. Though Locasta was following closely behind, Kalinya slammed the front door in her face and latched it shut. “I won. Handily.”

Gayelette continued writing without glancing up. Kalinya postured and attempted to regain control of the situation, which was quickly becoming awkward. Finally Gayelette finished her writing and delicately placed the quill back in its stand. She capped the ink bottle and then linked her fingers below her chin. “You don’t belong here, Kalinya. This building is reserved for Gillikin Counselors or practitioners of the sorcerous arts. You are neither. Please leave.”

Kalinya glanced around to ensure that all of the windows of the room were closed. “I know you have discovered something, Gayelette. Something profound. You are researching something that nobody else seems to know anything about. You are amassing power.” She lingered on the final word.

“And you want a taste.” Gayelette said. It was not a question.

“I want it all!” Kalinya slammed her palm down on the table in front of Gayelette, disturbing the inkwell. The quill slowly fell over. Gayelette picked it up and set it back into position.

“You know nothing of my work. What I do here is not for you, but for the entire land.”

“Poppycock. You want power so you can control others.” Kalinya snarled.

Gayelette stood from her seat, and Kalinya involuntarily backed up a step. Though her skin was young and beautiful, Gayelette’s eyes were old with the wisdom of several lifetimes. She narrowed her gaze at Kalinya. “Control others? You think I want to control others? Why would I waste my time trying to control people? You speak of power? You know nothing of power. You are bitter because you are nothing but a rock-hurler. You throw things. What power do you possess? Can you stop the sands of time? Can you turn back the wrinkles from your face? Can you bring back the dead? That is power.”

Kalinya’s golden eyes glowed with envy. “Teach me.”

“No.”

“Teach me!”

“No.” The word was barely a whisper, but the implied threat cut through the room like a razor.

Gayelette reached for the ruby pendant around her neck and Kalinya flung out her hand, throwing Gayelette across the room into the hearth. 

“TEACH ME! Or I will destroy you!”

Gayelette arose. She crossed the space between them in less than the blink of an eye. She stared at Kalinya, nose to nose. Gayelette’s red hair glowed with power. Kalinya trembled before her, both in rage and fear.

A slight age crease appeared in Gayelette’s face, next to the corner of her mouth. Using this level of power always aged her slightly, but it was necessary in this case, to teach the impertinent witch a lesson. “You know nothing of power.” Gayelette snarled the words in Kalinya’s face.

Insulted, Kalinya raised her hands for another assault, but Gayelette grabbed Kalinya by the wrists. Gayelette’s hands glowed around Kalinya’s wrists as the life flowed from the wicked witch’s hands into the Ruby Sorceress.

The age line disappeared from Gayelette’s face.

Kalinya fell to her knees. She wailed in horror as she looked at her gnarled hands. “What have you done?”

“You will never strike me again.” Gayelette spit on the floor. “I have taken five years from your hands. They will heal in time, but they will grow old before you. They may even fall off.”

Kalinya glared up at Gayelette through angry tears. “I would have humbled myself to become your apprentice. I would have given everything I have to learn what you know.”

Gayelette smirked. “Humility has never been your mask, Kalinya. But I will humor you. Dreams. No one in all the Land of Oz dreams. I want to know why. I search. That is what I do.”

“I don’t understand. What is ‘dream’? How do you know...?”

Gayelette grabbed Kalinya by the hair and dragged her to the door. “The words are enough.”

She cast open the door and threw Kalinya by her hair to the ground outside the house. Locasta, Ondri-baba, Mr. Tinker and a number of other bazaar attendees watched in surprise. The witch who had easily won the Witch’s Convocation this year was unceremoniously and indelicately dumped on her face.

“You are not worthy to serve me. I already have an apprentice.” Gayelette said.

Locasta ran to her mentor and helped her rise to her feet. “What happened to your hands?”

When Kalinya turned around to face Gayelette, she was gone—completely gone.

* * * * *
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Down by the river, far away from the bazaar grounds, Gayelette and her husband, Quelala, walked hand in hand.

“You didn’t have to humiliate her in front of her sister.” Quelala chided. In the distance, their Ruby Palace rose against the afternoon sky.

“I will not have her interfering with my work. I was writing. If Glinda is not ready, I have to document my work. If it cannot be master-to-apprentice, mother-to-daughter, then it must be pen-to-paper.”

“You will have time to write when you are old. Right now you are still young.” Quelala brushed a red lock of hair from Gayelette’s cheek. “You are always young. Let us be young together. Let the ghosts care for their own curses. Glinda is not a child any more. She is thinking thoughts that are not fit for a child to deal with. She needs a mother.”

By the riverbank nearby, two Gillikin women, clad in cloaks, gathered rushes.

“Glinda is getting older.” Gayelette admitted.

Quelala agreed. “While you work in the Ruby Palace, I have sat on the tower steps many nights, sitting, worrying about her. Worrying that the events of that full moon night so long ago haunt her. She has not forgotten that night. I have heard her cry out in her sleep.”

“She...she dreamed?” Gayelette wondered aloud.

Quelala grimaced. Those were not the words he wanted to hear from his wife. “Her memories are not gone. We don’t know that she dreamed. How could such a thing even be possible?”

Gayelette’s face lit up. “That is wonderful! We must bring her into the palace again.”

Quelala stopped and placed his hands on his wife’s shoulders. He looked deeply into her green eyes. “Gayelette. My only love. My ever-beautiful queen. You are a powerful sorceress. Perhaps the most powerful the land has ever known...”

“Perhaps?”

“Yes. Perhaps.” Quelala smiled quickly. “But you are more than a sorceress.”

“I am THE sorceress.”

“You are a mother.”

Gayelette was silent for several moments. “I have a daughter. She will be a powerful sorceress. I have taught her. She has dreamed.”

Quelala corrected her. “WE have a daughter. She is nearly sixteen years old. She is growing up alone. Our daughter needs a mother.”

Gayelette smiled and nodded. “She will. Tonight. Tonight I will be her mother. I will bring her into the Ruby Palace. It does not matter that the other witches do not know. I will proceed with my plans. Glinda will learn at my side what it means to be a sorceress.”

Quelala unsuccessfully tried to force a smile. “That is not exactly what I meant.”

“Shh.” A rustling behind them drew Gayelette’s attention. Now there was only one Gillikin woman pulling rushes from the riverbank.

“It’s nothing. A woman gathering reeds.” Quelala looked to see a shadow out of place behind the reeds. Was it one of them? One of his friends that he had promised to protect from Gayelette’s wrath? He could not allow Gayelette to investigate. Even if he wasn’t sure it was one of them, he quickly shrugged and gestured off to the distance to divert Gayelette’s attention. “I will go find Glinda.”

Gayelette could hardly contain her excitement. “Yes. Find Glinda. I will prepare the Ruby Palace. Tonight is a night that will change the world.” Gayelette picked up her skirts, and in the blink of an eye, she was gone.

* * * * *
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Elsewhere, Glinda sat on a fence eating a cob of corn. The afternoon sun decided that it had just about had enough of this day and started its journey toward the far horizon.

“Glinda...” Kalinya whispered from behind Glinda, startling the girl. Glinda jumped off the fence. Her cob of corn dropped to the ground. Glinda glared backwards, and quickly picked up the corn. She turned around, blowing on the cob and brushing off the dirt. “That wasn’t nice.”

Kalinya stepped halfway out of the shadows of the cornfield. Her hands were held carefully in the folds of her dress, concealing their unnatural aging.

“What do you want?” Glinda glared.

Kalinya stepped forward and reached out her gnarled hands to take the dirty cob of corn from Glinda. She flicked her fingers and magically thrust all of the clinging dirt from the half-eaten cob. “I only want you to be happy.” She held the clean corn out to the girl.

Glinda took the corn and rolled her eyes. “I am happy.” But teenage sarcasm soured her voice.

“Are you? I think I know otherwise. I can see that there is something you want very much. Your mother is so disappointed.”

“So now you’re the fortune teller. I thought that power belonged to the stupid hat.” Glinda turned away and discreetly tossed away the corn. She did not want anything to do with what Kalinya’s withered hands had touched.

Fury roared in Kalinya’s eyes as she raised her hands to smite the girl. Her gnarled hands wove intricate battles in the air as she struggled to hold her silence. She forced her hands down behind her back and gritted her teeth as Glinda turned back around to face her.

Glinda climbed back up on the fence. Then she cast a glance at Kalinya. “Why do you...no, that’s not what I want to ask. Never mind.”

“Speak, child. I do not have all day.”

Glinda chose her words specifically to match how she felt at that moment. “When my mother talks of you, she calls you a wicked witch. She never says anything good about you. Calls you a rock thrower. Why do you let her do that to you?”

Fierce emotions raced across Kalinya’s face—shock, anger, hurt, betrayal—until control forced itself back into position. “Gayelette is powerful.” She held her hands up in the evening light. “I am a witch. From your mother’s high throne, she may well call me wicked, but answer me this, child, she speaks of me. Does she ever speak of you?”

Glinda’s eyes shot to Kalinya’s face, but she could not read what lay behind those golden orbs. She studied them, searching for a scrap of something that she could call truth.

Kalinya continued, “I am who I am, and I am what I am. Can you claim the same for yourself? Who are, you, Glinda? Do you even have a name? Or are you simply, the ‘daughter of the Sorceress’?”

There it was—that scrap of truth that Glinda searched for. She thought that she wanted the truth, but with this truth, she would have gladly preferred lies. Angry tears welled up in Glinda’s blue eyes. She swiveled her hips and dropped off the fence and stepped into the cornfield behind her. Kalinya scrambled to the fence, seeking to regain her position in front of Glinda’s face. “Do you want to be you mother’s apprentice? Aren’t you curious about your own potential?”

“My mother will do what she wants. She always does.” She bitterly spit out the words.

Kalinya reached out to Glinda, “Now if you were my daughter...I wouldn’t treat you as a stranger. You would be loved. You would be treasured, as a tender dream...”

Glinda jerked away from the withered, outstretched hand. “I am not a dream. I am real. REAL!” She pushed through the cornstalks into the lengthening shadows. The insulting words stung even after their echo died in the air.

“Come back, child. I don’t hate you, Glinda.”

Glinda whirled and glared at her. “You will, Witch. You will hate me. You will hate me even more than you hate my mother.”

* * * * *
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Glinda left the cornfield and headed toward the river, which led toward her tower. 

“What a pretty girl.” An old crone, dressed in a black cloak and leaning on a cane hobbled up to Glinda. A reed dropped on the ground behind her. “Your hair is just lovely. Where can I get hair like that?” The crone reached out and twisted a lock of Glinda’s hair around her finger. Glinda jerked her head backward, disgusted.

“Ow! You pulled my hair.”

“A thousand apologies, my pretty, pretty pet. I was only trying to touch your hair and you pulled away.”

“Get away from me.”

“Oh my dearie, you misunderstand me. I was not trying to—”

“I don’t care what you were trying to do. Nobody touches me.”

“You have a loose hair sticking out.” the crone reached for her hair again, but Glinda stepped backwards, smoothing down her hair. “That’s not it. Here, my dear,” The crone dug into her bag and pulled out a large silver mirror mounted on a finely engraved handle. A mystical sheen glistened on the mirror’s surface. “You can see your whole face in my mirror. There, now you can fix your hair.”

Glinda looked in the mirror and smoothed her unruly hair back. “Thanks.”

“A pleasure, pet.”

Glinda turned to walk back toward her tower, rising up against the setting sun. The crone turned the mirror away from the departing girl. Glinda’s reflected face still showed in the sliver mirror. The old woman stood up straight and pulled out the white hair growing from her head. Long dark hair instantly replaced the old.

“Thank you my dear. My witch sisters will thank me for borrowing your face.” Mombi was no longer a crone, but a passing shadow of normal. She unfurled her fingers to reveal their subtly-won prize—five strands of Glinda’s red hair.

Mombi put away her silver mirror and wound the strands of red hair around her fingers. She ran her fingers through her dark hair. With each stroke, her hair became more and more red until it matched Glinda’s color exactly.
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The Secret of the Winged Monkeys
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While the sun dropped lower, first resting on, and then sinking into the distant mountains, Glinda’s heart sunk deeper in her chest. She stared out the window of her tower. The Ruby Palace was a constant reminder that Gayelette was there, and Glinda was here.

Nothing profound happened today. Unless you count the profound failure that Glinda had become. Her mother had wanted her to be up on that stage with her. All it would have taken was wearing that white dress. But she never explained anything. She just expected Glinda to act.

Glinda’s head was usually filled with stories of great and noble actions, but today those tales of daring-do let her down. Courage didn’t mean what she thought it meant. She thought that courage against oppression always paid off. She stood up to her mother, so why wasn’t that rewarded? She stood up for her own freedom. So why didn’t she feel free?

Glinda pulled a short red leather jacket from her closet. She untied the sleeves and they fell to the floor. She slid the jacket over her shoulders and looked at herself in the mirror. Ready for adventure. But where was it? Adventure was out there, and Glinda was in here, in the tower.

Even the other witches saw that Glinda wasn’t free. They expected her to be like her mother, too—the daughter of the sorceress. Now Kalinya was coming in to try to cozy up to Glinda, probably just to get to her mother. What was so special about the sorceress anyway? None of the questions had any answers. And none of the answers she had made any sense.Above Glinda’s tower a dark winged shape flapped by, chattering nonsensically words that sounded like, “Witch hair, witch hair.”

* * * * *
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In the nearby sparkwood forest, Kalinya impatiently drummed her gnarled fingers on the black bark of the sparkwood tree, raising tiny points of light in the deepening darkness. The moon had not yet glanced above the horizon. Melodious insects happily chirped their evening songs, grating on Kalinya’s nerves. She should not have lost her temper at the girl. Glinda was the only way to get to Gayelette. If she could not get Glinda to join her, there was no chance of forcing Gayelette to reveal her secrets. If only the sorceress had explained her cryptic secrets further. What was a dream? How did Gayelette know what they were? How did she know that nobody in the Land of Oz had a dream? These questions irritated Kalinya’s mind as she waited for her co-conspirator to rendezvous.

From the shadows, Mombi cleared her throat, directing Kalinya’s attention to her. Mombi stood cloaked head to foot in her dark cloak. The cloak skirts were still wet from her earlier espionage and disguise in the reeds. “Your hasty actions will betray you in the end.”

Kalinya looked down at her withered fingers and clasped her hands together, keeping them still.
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