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      My life began properly the Saturday that Mrs. Aitken slammed the screen door behind her, clomped over the wooden boards of the porch, and banged loudly on our paint-chipped front door. I should have known from the frown lines on her forehead she would deliver grim news that would change everything, but even with my unfortunate circumstances, I had no idea of the events she was about to put into motion.

      Usually, our neighbor was friendly, especially to me, but her expression told me she wouldn’t be on this occasion. “Your dog,” she began in a controlled tone. She was referring to my Border Collie, Toto, which a friend had given to me after my mother died. “He got under my fence again!” she spat, “He’s dug up my lettuces and cucumbers.”

      I took a deep breath, hating that my dog was in trouble, but I had to placate my irate neighbor. “I’m so sorry about that, Mrs. Aitken⁠—”

      “This isn’t the first trouble I’ve had with him, Dorothy. He’s been chasing my cat, Ginger, too. One of these days he’s going to kill her.”

      “I’m sure he won’t. He loves cats.” I crossed my fingers behind my back. “I’ll keep a close eye on him. I promise you.”

      While I knew Toto loved to chase cats, I managed to mollify Mrs. Aitken, but before she could leave our house, my stepfather Edward—who’d been in the kitchen drinking beer with his new wife Agnes—came out to see who I was talking to. Damn, that was all I needed: my stepfather getting involved in this conversation. Nothing was easy when he got involved.

      “What’s going on?” he asked with a genial smile. The smile was fake, served up to people who didn’t know what he was like underneath the pleasant veneer. Meanwhile his eyes swept me with a mean glint and I shuddered under his gaze.

      Mrs. Aitken launched into her complaints once more.

      Edward and Agnes were noncommittal about her grievances because they hated anyone interfering with their rights, as they called them. But after she’d left, it was a different matter.

      “We have to do something about this blasted dog,” my stepfather announced after he’d hauled me back into the kitchen. He took a sip of his beer and I wondered how many he’d had that day. On a typical day it would be at least three before lunch and many more after. “The dog shouldn’t be living in such a small yard here in town. He needs to be on a farm where he can run with all the other animals.” It was typical of Edward to pretend to be concerned about Toto’s welfare when he didn’t care about my dog in the slightest. If he had cared, he’d use Toto’s name. I never heard him refer to my beautiful boy as anything other than ‘the dog’.

      I made direct eye contact with him. “No. Toto’s not going anywhere.” Then as the words were out in the open, I glanced at my stepmother to see if she’d support me. Sometimes she was nice, and sometimes she was a witch. I never really could tell which way she’d jump, because she appeared to be nervous of Edward’s unpredictable moods.

      On this occasion, I didn’t have her support. “It’s up to Edward.”

      “Dog must go,” he barked. “We’ll find somewhere.”

      “No. If he goes, I go.” My voice might have been resolute, but my insides were shaking. Edward, as I’d found out, wasn’t a man to be crossed.

      He eyeballed me, his look hinting at the hatred he had for me. Once, we’d gotten along okay. That had been a few years back, after he’d married my mother when I was ten. At the time, I’d been happy about the union. Mom had been miserable for the three years after my Dad had died in a terrible car accident, and just as she was recovering my beloved Grandma Dorothy, who I was named after, died too. Edward had pulled Mom back from the brink of a terrible depression. I’d hoped when they married that I’d have a normal family again, but I was overly optimistic, as children often are.

      “We’ll talk about this later,” he growled, taking another beer from the refrigerator. He pulled the tab top off his beer, put the can to his lips, and noisily chugged back the liquid before removing it from his mouth and burping loudly. He sat down on the sofa and flicked the beer tab onto the floor without a second look at it.

      A minute later Agnes scuttled over, retrieved the metal tab from where it had landed and dumped it into the garbage bin. What did your last slave die of? I wanted to ask my stepfather, but that wasn’t funny, given my Mom had died of cancer. Then he burped again, took another pull at his beer, and sat down with the newspaper. He dropped the news and business sections onto the floor and immersed himself in the sports pages, while Agnes cleaned up after him again.

      I swallowed my argument, knowing better than to stir him up when he was partaking of his two favorite activities: beer and armchair sports.

      Agnes gave me a tremulous smile, no doubt relieved that I’d shut up and avoided making Edward angry. “I’m working the late shift tonight. Are you going to be alright by yourself, Dorothy, or would you like to have a girlfriend stay over?”

      “I might ask Cathy if she can stay.” I said it dubiously because Cathy wasn’t a close friend. I didn’t have any close friends. My odd childhood had made that impossible.

      “That sounds great. Have a nice night. I’ve gotta run.” She grabbed her keys from the kitchen counter, kissed her husband on the cheek and rushed out without a backward glance.

      Edward looked up from his paper and smirked at me, and I shivered as the hairs on my arms tingled, as if tiny insects were crawling over them. A few years ago, I began to see a different side of him. He had started to take a deeper interest in me, one that was creepy in the extreme. I tried to talk to my stepmom about his odd behavior, but she brushed it off, telling me I was being silly.

      “It might be just the two of us tonight.” His voice sent razors of fear down my spine and I shook my head, glaring at him.

      “I’m never going be alone with you again if I can help it.” I left the kitchen, slamming the door behind me and went upstairs to my bedroom where I secured a chair underneath the knob. I decided to ring Cathy immediately. I hadn’t spoken to her for ages, and every time I did, she blew me off. She was a popular girl and always had something to do so I reasoned I might as well get in as early as I could. I speed dialed her and waited, my stomach churning until she answered.

      “Hi, Dorothy,” she said in a bright voice.

      “What are you doing tonight?” I asked. Before waiting for her answer, I rushed on. “Agnes just announced she has a non-scheduled shift at the hospital and she’s taken off. Can you come over and stay the night with me?”

      There was a silence down the other end of the line. “I’m sorry, Dorothy, I can’t. I’m going out with Eric tonight.”

      “Don’t worry. You have fun.” I hung up, wondering who I could ask next. There was a small crowd of ‘friends’ I’d gone to school with, but none of them included me in their plans. Fear however, drove me to call them. Jane was busy that night. So were Erica, and Betty. Why was it that everyone except me had plans that night? I hadn’t exactly been a popular girl at school—in fact far from it—and it wasn’t as if I lived in a thriving metropolis where lots of exciting things happened.

      I lived in Liberal, a little town in the middle of the Kansas prairies where nothing ever happened.

      That wasn’t quite true. One thing that changed frequently in my town was the weather. That afternoon was a prime example. One minute I was sitting in my room, already feeling scared about being alone with Edward, when the shutters on my bedroom window started rattling. Toto got up from his curled-up position and growled. Was it the wind he was reacting to or something more sinister?

      I picked up my phone and tapped on the weather app. The first notification was a bad weather warning. The second said a tornado was on its way, and the forecasters predicted it was going to be a big one.

      As I was considering what to do, I heard a creak on the stairs then the doorknob turned slowly. Edward poked his ugly face in, sending Toto’s growls to a whole new level.

      “Shut that dog up,” my stepfather snarled. “Hand him over to me. He’s going.”

      “Going where?” I challenged, my gut turning to porridge.

      “He’s going to a farm.”

      My hands immediately flew to my dog, pulling him close to me. Another rumble started in Toto’s chest, and this time the sound grew, echoing through my tiny bedroom. I massaged his neck, and he calmed slightly but I could feel him shaking. If I gave the command, Toto would go for my stepfather. Edward knew it too: he licked his lips, unsure of whether to approach or retreat.

      “Get out of here.” I glared at him with courage I didn’t feel.

      He swore at me softly. “You’ve got a reprieve for a short while. But only because of the storm. Once I’ve battened down the hatches, I’ll be back up here and neither you nor your dog are going to stop me.” He turned on his heel and slammed the door behind him.

      As if he’d unleashed the storm, the glass in my windows rattled as a tree branch fell against it, and Toto whined, looking at me with beseeching eyes. In that moment I made a decision. Moving quickly into the hallway, I grabbed the hook and pulled down the loft ladder. It came down smoothly and I scuttled up into the confined space of the attic where the smell of mothballs and dust motes overwhelmed me. Using my fingers to find my way around, I located an old battered suitcase and I brought it down and into my bedroom.

      I had very little of any value. Money was tight and Liberal wasn’t a place where people were ostentatious. I had two good dresses: my favorite blue and white checked one that I wore to church, and a silky red number, which was my only going out dress. I threw them both into the suitcase along with some other clothes and my favorite necklace: a moonstone set in silver, which had been my grandmothers. The necklace reminded me that I’d like to take something else of hers with me. I raced back up to the attic and feeling my way again to the back, found a mirror that she’d loved. But it was too big to travel with. There was something else though that I could carry easily.

      Rummaging on the shelves, I located a very old, unassuming cardboard box. I brought it downstairs and took the lid off. Wrapped in yellowing tissue paper was a pair of iridescent red shoes. I’d heard about them many times from my Grandma Dorothy, but I’d only seen them once, when I was a child. Grandma told me that they were her magic shoes and I wasn’t allowed to play with them. She explained—amongst other things—that they were from a movie studio in Hollywood and that one day she’d like me to take them back there. She said I’d understand more when I got older.

      I took them out and examined them reverently. Although dated, they were in perfect condition, as though they’d never been worn. The rhinestones glittered in the light and then, as I turned them this way and that, I could have sworn they took on a life of their own, radiating light and energy. I didn’t have time to ascertain whether it was a trick of the dim light—and my overactive imagination—because I heard the slamming of a door downstairs. Even though I knew it was unlikely I’d ever wear the shoes, I shoved them back into the tissue paper and then rolled them in a pair of my jeans, closed the suitcase, and crept downstairs with Toto.

      The noises outside told me Edward was still securing the storm shutters and that he’d be in to fetch Toto at any moment. With shaking legs, I crossed the kitchen and grabbed the keys to my car, an old beat-up Ford Mustang. I took a deep breath to calm my spiraling nerves and then as I heard Edward’s footsteps banging across the porch I scurried out of the back door.

      I was in my car when I heard him call me, his harsh voice shattering my illusion of safety. My heartbeat sped up as I turned the key in the ignition and pumped the gas. Don’t flood it. If the car doesn’t start he’ll be over here in seconds and he’ll beat you senseless. But with a reassuring roar the car turned over, and I accelerated away from the house, slowly at first then I revved the engine and increased my speed. Sure I was safe, I gazed up into my rear-view mirror.

      Edward raised his fist and pounded the air, no doubt wishing he were hitting me. Soundless words came out of his gaping hole of a mouth but I couldn’t hear them over the loud exhaust of the Mustang. Even so, the sight of him screaming was enough to make me plant the accelerator and I never looked back.

      Later, when I recounted the day, I always told people that it was because of the twister that I’d left Kansas. My stepfather though, was worse than any weather event known to mankind.
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      Rick was at the bar shooting pool when he heard that a storm was about to hit. The windows and the shutters rattled and the shot that he’d just taken went badly askew.  He mightn’t have been the smartest guy in town, but he was a shark at pool and he had put twenty dollars on winning the game. He swore loudly and hit the table with the palm of his hand, sending the rest of the balls flying. Despite his disappointment at his shot, adrenaline flooded his system. He lived for storms, and they didn’t happen often enough for his liking.

      “What did you do that for?” his pool partner, Tim, asked. His friend obviously couldn’t tell what was happening outside, but why should he? He wasn’t a storm chaser.

      Rick had followed storms for years and when someone’s as experienced as he was, they knew the difference between a car backfiring or going through potholes, and the sound of the wind whipping itself up into something that will whirl through the skies and wreck everything in its path.

      “Storm’s coming. And it’s going to be big.” Everyone in the bar turned to look at Rick as his deep voice boomed across the space. During calamitous weather the usually unassuming farmer took on the persona of a celebrity. He knew that everyone in town thought that the boring agricultural occupation suited him, because he was so slow intellectually that it was all he could handle. But they underestimated him, and when a tempest hit, he was able to show people what he could do. Some people said that being a storm chaser didn’t require any intelligence either, just a sound disposition and strong nerves. He had both of those thanks to the generations of farming running through his veins. His family had worked on the Kansas prairie for years and although he was expected to follow in the family footsteps and stay there for life, he yearned for something more. What that something was he wasn’t entirely sure. Chasing tornadoes gave him an opportunity to be a different person. Someone who had the intelligence to battle a force of nature and win, given the twisters they saw in their part of the country decimated everything in their path.

      Being smart was something Rick wanted more than anything. He’d been teased as a kid, with folk saying when God had given out brains, Rick had been absent. He still felt the pain of that judgment.

      “I’d better call Dorothy,” he said to no one in particular, pulling his phone out of his pocket.

      On the surface, she might be an unusual companion for him, but they’d bonded way back in second grade when the other kids had teased him because he kept failing tests. One of the smartest kids in class, she was teased mercilessly as well. Her grandmother—also named Dorothy Gale—had set up the renowned Adventures in Oz Museum in town, and his friend had suffered because many called her beloved grandma eccentric. Given they were both social outcasts, she took pity on him and had tried to teach him writing and arithmetic. Her coaching had been an epic fail, because he was too stupid to learn, but she’d earned his unshakeable loyalty. They’d remained close through high school, although they’d never dated. They didn’t see each other that way, although Rick would have been lying if he said it hadn’t occurred to him that she was growing up to be an absolute beauty.

      She picked up straight away. “Hi, Rick,” she said in a muted voice.

      “Are you at home?” he asked her. “If you are, get yourself down to the bar. I have a feeling we’re in for a big one.”

      “I’ve just left home. I know there’s a tornado on the way. Edward’s just closed all the shutters.”

      Rick blew out a sigh of relief, happy that she wasn’t going down into the storm cellar with Edward. She’d told him about her stepfather’s behavior and he would have liked to kill the guy for it. “Are you coming out with me to chase it?”

      “I was leaving town.”

      “What do you mean leaving town? It’s hardly the time to do that, is it? Girl, you won’t be safe in a car driving anywhere in the eye of a tornado.”

      “Edward’s getting out of control. Coming on strong with me, and saying he’s going to re-home Toto. I’ve decided it’s time to leave for good.”

      Rick took his time answering, wanting to get his words right. He’d known for ages he didn’t want to be a farmer, and if his best friend was leaving town, why shouldn’t he go with her? His family expected him to take over the family business, but he had three younger brothers, all of whom were as capable as he was, if not more so. No one would miss him. Rick didn’t know what he wanted to do, but he was sure that Kansas was too provincial for him. He wanted to be somewhere where no one knew him, and so didn’t judge him as dumb Rick. No, he wanted to be somewhere he could start afresh. “It’s time I left town, too. Where are you heading?”

      “Across country. Maybe LA.”

      Rick whistled softly between his teeth. “You’re finally going to do it.”

      “Yeah. You know it’s been on my mind for a long time.”

      “For as long as I can remember,” Rick said. “I guess there’s no time like the present.” Dorothy had wanted to go to LA for years. She’d confided in him that her grandma Dorothy had gone there years before in the hopes of being an actress, but her dream hadn’t worked out and she’d ended up back in Liberal. “For both of us.”

      “What about the storm?” she asked. “Don’t you want to stay and chase it? It’s what you live for, Rick.”

      “Let’s kill two birds with one stone,” he said, not wanting to miss the storm, but also not wanting her to leave town without him. “Let’s chase the storm, and see where it takes us. If it’s sunny California, so much the better.”
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      Soon after leaving Edward shouting and waving behind me, the wind had picked up dramatically, screaming around me and buffeting the car on the road. I turned the car radio up, hoping to soothe both Toto and myself but he was nervous, which told me how bad this was going to get. With relief I pulled into town, to see Rick waiting for me outside the bar, hunched over, his head down against the wind.

      “What are we going to do with your car?” he yelled as I gestured for him to get in. “We’re better taking my truck.”

      I nodded. His vehicle was kitted out with all the mod cons you’d expect for someone whose hobby was following storms, and would be way more comfortable than the Mustang for traveling across country. “We’ll leave it here,” I said. “Once we’re long gone, I’ll call Agnes and tell her to pick it up.” I turned the car off and put the keys in the glove box. In a town of twenty thousand people everyone knew who the bright yellow Mustang belonged to, and no one would steal it.

      Rick grabbed my case from the back and we piled into his truck then he gunned the engine, so it wasn’t long before we arrived at his farm. The place was battened down and Rick told me his parents and siblings would already be down in their storm cellar. He went into the house and hurriedly packed a case, leaving a note for his family on the kitchen table. “I’ll contact them when we get to wherever it is we’re going to.” He opened the refrigerator, grabbed some provisions and threw them into a bag. “Not sure when we’ll get our next meal.” His confident smile was infectious.

      “Do you know which way we’re going?” I asked, as we got back into his truck, cold from the whipping wind.

      “I’ve been examining the weather situation this afternoon and yes, I’ve already chosen our target area. We’re going northwest to the Great Plains. Now buckle up and hold on. This is going to be a hell of a ride from the feeling of the wind.”

      I’d been out with Rick on chases a couple of times before and it wasn’t as easy as the townsfolk said it was. People don’t randomly see tornadoes. The prairies cover thousands of square miles of land and although a tornado might occur near a town, the chances of driving to one are pretty small. They’re rare, even though there are millions of thunderstorms on earth every year. Storm chasing wasn’t my favorite thing, but I trusted Rick, and given that I wanted a companion for my journey out of Liberal, chasing a storm didn’t seem such a big deal.

      Hours passed before we saw anything. We’d driven several hundred miles across the plains and it was late afternoon when suddenly an ominous cloud moved towards us. The air had been still for some time, but there was an oppressive quality to it that suggested that was about to change.

      “I hope we see a super cell,” Rick said, peering up at the formations in the sky.

      “I know that’s the most exciting thing you could hope for, but if there’s one thing I want, it’s to get out of Kansas unscathed. That won’t happen if we chase a giant storm.”

      I looked at his face in profile: his jaw set and determined, his skin flushed with the excitement of the chase. As if he could feel my eyes on him he turned and a boyish grin wreathed his generous mouth. He took one hand off the steering wheel and placed it over mine. The warmth of his skin comforted me. I was always safe with Rick.

      To our left were hundreds of acres of open fields, and above them—replacing the usual blue—were unearthly black and orange patterns suggestive of a burning sky. The air stilled, and I sighed, relaxing into the seat now that the storm was dying down.

      “Get a look at that,” Rick yelled, so loudly that I jumped. “Over to the right behind us.”

      I turned in my seat, scanning the sky. What I saw made my heart plummet to the bottom of my stomach. A small compact funnel whirled on the horizon, leading the eye upwards into the sky. Even from this distance we could see the clouds of dust kicking up around it, and involuntarily I clutched the grab handle above the door as it moved towards us. What I thought was miles away wasn’t: it was close and moving towards us at an astonishing speed.

      Rick laughed and whooped. “Got hold of the oh-shit handle? Hold on now, this is going to get messy.” His hands gripped the steering wheel tightly, and I knew I was in good hands. He was an adept driver and was enjoying the ride.

      Unlike me. As the funnel gained impetus the wide end became broader and broader until it massed into a dark peak of clouds that looked as if they might explode. My spine stiffened and my breaths came out short and fast. I clenched what Ray called the oh-shit handle even harder…because yes, I was going to shit myself.

      We were moving towards the tornado now. Sweat broke out on the nape of my neck as I wondered if it would swallow and devour us. I imagined the car being swept up into the sky, broken up in pieces and spat back down to the ground. I closed my eyes. I was a coward and wasn’t ready to die.

      “What do you say, Dorothy?” Rick shouted. “Shall we chase it?”

      Toto barked from his spot wedged between my legs. He was the bravest dog I knew and wasn’t scared of anything.

      “Toto votes that we should, and so do I.” My voice sounded much more confident than I felt.

      Rick changed gears, planting his foot on the accelerator. With a roar the truck went off road, racing diagonally across a field straight towards the twister. I put my hand on the dash, bracing myself against what I didn’t know. Looking sideways at my friend I saw the firm set of his jaw and the way his fingers white-knuckled the steering wheel. But he wasn’t clutching the wheel because of fear, like I felt. He was experiencing gut-pounding excitement and although I was ready to pee myself with my own terror, I was glad to be sharing this adventure with him.

      Or I would be, when this escapade was over and I knew we had survived it.

      We plowed through the field, the corn flattening in our wake, the twister staying ahead of us. The sky was smashed with red, gold and orange as the light fell into the corn crops, giving it the appearance of a flaming sea of copper.

      I took my eyes off the twister, admiring the sky when a yell from Rick claimed my attention. God only knows how it happened but the twister had turned and was now heading straight for us, several hundred yards away. My gut turned to water as Rick swore loudly, slammed the vehicle into reverse, and planted his foot back on the accelerator.

      We shot backwards and as he turned the wheel sharply we skidded, narrowly missing a fence. Then he put his foot down again and we took off back in the direction we’d come from.

      Fear chomping at my insides, I swiveled in my seat, not knowing what to expect. It was worse than I feared: the twister danced as if it was alive, with a devil within its vortex.

      My heart pounded and sweat ran in rivers down my back as I wondered if this was the day I was going to meet my maker. Perhaps there were demons in that twister because I’d dreamt this exact scene many times in my life. So often that I’d wondered if one day it would happen, but in the daylight hours I told myself that supernatural creatures didn’t inhabit tornadoes.

      Now I wasn’t so sure.

      “Hold on tight, Dorothy, and hold on to Toto.”

      I grabbed on to the handle again and as Rick barreled along the field and the truck sailed into the air my bum left the seat, even as my hands held on tight. Toto barked once, then nestled into me and I held tight to his collar, hoping like hell I wouldn’t strangle him. But I didn’t have a choice but to hold him as firmly as I was: if I didn’t and we stopped suddenly there was every chance that both of us would go through the front windscreen.

      From behind us came a roaring sound. I’d heard twisters, both in real life, and on YouTube. But listening to them in your study on a computer isn’t the same as when you have one chasing your tail. Louder than anything I’d experienced before, I wanted to press my hands against my ears. The vortex of whirling wind screamed, as if a thousand demons were swirling inside the twister, calling Rick and me to our fate.

      “Can you outrun it?”

      Rick didn’t even take his eyes off the field, but he shook his head. “No. I don’t think I can,” he growled and put the vehicle into overdrive.

      We were ahead of the tornado for a few seconds but then we hit something in the crops. It might have been a pothole in the field or maybe a post sticking out from an old fence. Whatever the obstruction was, the truck stalled and that was all the twister needed. The storm came up behind us whining and screaming and battering the vehicle so that I thought the metal would rip from the truck piece by piece and we’d be carried into the air.

      Everything was silent. I breathed in, my chest expanding, but before I’d expelled the breath something shot up in the air in front of us. My eyes traced its shape before I recognized it was the hood of the truck.

      The wind spun the SUV around and carried it off the ground. My heart jumped into my throat, bringing bile with it.

      A millisecond later Toto jumped out of my arms.  I jerked forward, pulling him back to me. Out of the cracked windscreen I saw the ground thirty feet below us and ahead the sky turned purple, pink, and grey. My stomach clenched with fear at the certainty of what was about to happen: we were going to die when the twister threw us back to the ground.

      The demons screamed my name, telling me they were taking me to my grave.

      Then there was blackness.

      
      I woke and although my eyes were closed, I had the impression of being in a dimly lit area. The hissing noises and steam in the atmosphere led me to believe I was in the lair of an enormous dragon. I was too scared to open my eyes, but my fear told me I was alive.

      But were Rick and Toto alive too, or had they died? Still too frightened to open my eyes I reached out with my hands and felt Toto’s fur beneath my fingers. He whined and licked my hand. I knotted my fingers through his thick coat, giving thanks that he was okay.

      Now I had to get up, open my eyes and see if Rick was alright.

      I moved marginally, pains shooting through my chest and hips. The soreness wasn’t excruciating, and I guessed I hadn’t broken anything, but was bruised. I opened my eyes, adjusting to the light.

      I closed them again immediately, swallowing the scream brewing in my throat. Instead, uncontrollable whimpering punctuated my ragged breathing. I clutched Toto to me, but he was relaxed. I opened my eyes again.

      A massive monster hovered above me. Over six foot tall, the creature’s body was dark and metallic. Its face was steely with cold glassy eyes that stared down at me. Large non-human hands moved toward my face and I flinched.

      “Stay still.” I shrank back from the booming voice, which reverberated around the space. “Don’t be scared. You’re hurt. I’m trying to help you.”

      “It’s all right, Dorothy.” I turned towards the sound of Rick's voice. “Lord knows how we landed safely, but we did.”

      I had the impression of flames dancing in my peripheral vision and I wondered irrationally if we’d been swept into hell. But how could we be? While I may have done something wrong, and Rick may have done too, I was absolutely sure that Toto had never hurt anyone in his entire life.

      I tried to sit up but as pain shot through my joints I gasped and slumped back.

      The tin creature leaned over and held out one of his large hands to me. I grasped long fingers—warm to the touch and not metal like I’d originally thought, but instead made of shiny leather. He hauled me into a standing position and during the upward movement I realized that he was a human, wearing a metal and glass
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