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INTRODUCTION

MARIE O’REGAN & PAUL KANE

Everyone remembers the first time they saw MGM’s The Wizard of Oz.

The way the movie shifts from black and white/sepia-toned to colour, the songs – over the rainbow, following that Yellow Brick Road – and the characters of Dorothy, Tin Man, Scarecrow and Cowardly Lion. But how about the first time you read the book, The Wonderful Wizard of Oz? Or should that be books, plural? Because there are fourteen in the original series, penned by L. Frank Baum, covering many more aspects of Oz than you think.

From The Marvelous Land of Oz and Ozma of Oz in 1904 and 1907 respectively (loosely adapted in the Disney movie Return to Oz from 1985, which also incorporated aspects of 1914’s Tik-Tok of Oz), right through to The Magic of Oz (1919) and Glinda of Oz (1920), which was published posthumously and focuses on a treacherous journey Dorothy and Ozma undertake, as well as their rescue by the Good Witch of the South, these form the bedrock of all the adventures that came afterwards.

Of which there were many. Just in terms of books, after Baum’s death, publisher Reilly & Lee carried on bringing out Oz publications written by Ruth Plumly Thompson, which – combined with the originals – formed what’s known as the ‘Famous Forty’. Then, of course, you have all the tales published by the International Wizard of Oz Club, precipitated by Jack Snow’s short story ‘A Murder in Oz’ (1958) – where the Wizard himself takes on the mantle of detective – the officially recognised Oz sequels, such as The Emerald Wand of Oz (2005), Trouble Under Oz (2006), and Sky Pyrates Over Oz by Sherwood Smith (2014), and all the alternate Oz books, like those penned by Russian novelist Alexander Volkov in the ’60s and ’70s.

This is before we get to other films – ranging from a short silent adaptation way back in 1910, right up to Sam Raimi’s Oz The Great and Powerful (2013), which sought to address how the Wizard got there in the first place and cast Spider-Man’s James Franco in the title role – and TV takes, like the Tin Man miniseries from 2007 starring Zooey Deschanel.

Then you have the musicals, such as The Wiz – an award-winning Broadway hit, with music and lyrics by Charlie Smalls (amongst others). It was itself also turned into a film in 1978, famously starring Diana Ross and Michael Jackson.

But, you’d have to’ve been living in Oz yourself to have missed the most recent movies based on Wicked, another hit musical which itself was loosely based on the bestselling novel by Gregory Maguire (who has written a good few more since). The excitement around director Jon M. Chu’s two-parter, starring Cynthia Erivo and Ariana Grande, is just one of the reasons why Oz is even more popular than ever at the moment.

So, when we began thinking about how to follow up the Shirley Jackson Award-nominated Wonderland and The Other Side of Never, a British Fantasy Award nominee and #1 bestseller (both also from Titan), even before we’d delivered the latter book, this topic was obviously the first choice. The chance to add to such a rich and varied history, being the fans that we are, was an opportunity not to be missed.

And hopefully we’ve delivered on the promise of that idea, gathering together another hugely talented group of authors to give their own spin on the material, whether they be reworkings, coming at the material from right-angles, side-stories, situations or characters connected – however indirectly – to The Land of Oz.

Author of Startup Hell, Caitlin Rozakis, takes as her inspiration the long-lost love of the Tin Woodman (as he’s known in the original books), while Paul Magrs (Doctor Who: Dracula!) draws on what Baum’s original tale might have meant to one young boy in particular.

Adrian Tchaikovsky (Bee Speaker) delivers a sci-fi take you won’t forget in a hurry, Simon R. Green (Which Witch) ponders what might have happened once Dorothy returned home to Kansas, and Ian Whates (The Double-Edged Sword) reveals the role a certain bird played in events when the girl first arrived in Oz.

The author of House of Idyll, Delilah S. Dawson, transports Dorothy to a twisted version of Oz, and Christina Henry (The Place Where They Buried Your Heart) reworks the story by way of a fortune-telling sideshow, but Robert Shearman (Doctor Who: The Chimes of Midnight and its companion, Doctor Who: Jubilee) uses elements of the mythos to comment on grief and loss.

Louise Carey (Downfall) and M. R. Carey (Outlaw Planet) give us two tales with a distinct link; author of the NecroTek books, Jonathan Maberry, explores Dorothy’s connection to her home in Kansas; and Una McCormack (The Peacemakers) discloses whatever happened to a certain famous general. Finally, creator of The Factus Sequence – Stark Holborn – investigates a bizarre Ozian crime with shocking consequences.

So get ready, because we’re about to take you to the Land of Oz and back, and then some! Rainbows and Yellow Brick Roads optional.

MARIE O’REGAN & PAUL KANE

January 2026




THE DOOR TO OZ

SIMON R. GREEN

Everyone knows the story of Dorothy. How she was carried away from her little farm in Kansas, to the wonderful world of Oz. But there is a fundamental problem at the heart of this story; namely, why did Dorothy want to go home? Why would she want to leave a world of magics and marvels and incredible friends, to return to a grey and desolate farm and a family that didn’t seem to have much time for her?

She must have had a good reason.

*   *   *

It was 1920; a full twenty years since Dorothy had returned from her magical adventure. In that time she had left her old life behind, grown into an adult, and founded a charitable enterprise called the Oz Foundation, that ended up with branches all over the world. Dorothy ran the whole affair herself, which was quite an achievement in a country where women had only just been granted the right to vote. But no-one begrudged Dorothy her success, because she had so openly dedicated her life to raising money for good works; and now her foundation fed the hungry, fought injustice, and improved lives in every country there was. But Dorothy still worked every day from her main office in Kansas City, in her home state; on the very top floor of the tallest building in that now-bustling place. And it was to this office that the journalist Arthur Magister went, to interview her.

It wasn’t his idea. He was just called in to his editor’s office that morning and told he was going. At first he was excited, because until now Dorothy had always refused to give any interview that wasn’t strictly related to foundation business, but on the twentieth anniversary of her return from Oz Dorothy had reached out to the editor of the Kansas Star, and declared she was finally ready to put on record exactly what had happened to her during her time in Oz. And she asked specifically for Arthur Magister to do the interview.

He had no idea why.

“Why me?” he said just a bit plaintively, to his editor, Mike Chandry. “I don’t do celebrity interviews. I do business, and politics…”

“And all the other stuff everyone reads after they’ve read everything else,” said Chandry. “Including the automobile polo scores.”

He glowered at Arthur from behind a desk half-buried under tottering piles of paper, a large and imposing man in an ill-fitting suit, with a permanently down-turned mouth and an eye always fixed on the main chance.

“She wants you,” said Chandry. “And only you. Or she’ll take her interview somewhere else. So, how are you going to approach this very special assignment?”

“Well,” said Arthur. “I suppose she must have read my stuff, and decided I would give her a fair hearing, so…”

“To hell with that!” said Chandry. “She’s finally ready to tell the world what really went on in Oz, and I want every damned detail! I want every dirty little secret she’s been holding back all these years.”

“What do you mean, secrets?” said Arthur, doing his best to keep up.

“I mean dirt! I mean scandals, and political dealings, and…”

“What makes you think she’s been doing any of that?”

“Because no one is that good, and that squeaky clean. I need you to dig deep, persuade her to open up and talk about all the payoffs and political bargains she must have made, to get her foundation’s offices into every country across the globe. I want you to find out how much of those charitable donations ends up in her pocket. Get me the facts I can use to bury her!”

“That really isn’t the kind of thing I do,” Arthur protested feebly.

“It is now,” said Chandry, “if you like having a job. The interview has been set for midday today, so you’d better get a move on. Turn up on time, make a good impression, and Magister… I want the real inside story. Don’t come back without it.”

*   *   *

Arthur Magister stood before the Oz Foundation, and had to crane his head all the way back to see the top of it. In a city packed full of huge and amazing buildings, this had to be the most impressive. It had a strength, and a presence, that it almost certainly drew from people knowing who lived and worked there. The Oz Foundation was a beacon of light in a world that was often very dark. Arthur squared his shoulders and walked up to the front door like a man about to brave a bear in its cave.

The doorman was tall and broad-shouldered, and looked as if he were more used to manual labour than guarding an entrance, but he smiled easily as he opened the door for Arthur. His uniform was sharply cut and positively bristling with brightly-shined buttons. He waved Arthur through into a very impressive lobby, wide and open and airy, but still designed to be welcoming. Arthur walked up to the reception desk, where another gentleman in an equally impressive uniform greeted him with a smile. The receptionist’s uniform seemed a little shabby compared to the doorman’s, probably because there was something indefinably shabby about the man himself. But his smile seemed pleasant enough.

“I’m here to see Dorothy,” said Arthur, trying his best to sound like he was someone important. “I have an appointment…”

“Of course you do, Mister Magister,” said the receptionist. “We’ve been expecting you.”

He struck a large brass bell with the flat of his hand, and the great ringing sound seemed to fill the entire lobby. A door flew open, and a big bearish type in yet another smart uniform headed straight for the reception desk. He had blond hair and steady blue eyes, and walked with a cat-like grace. Arthur thought he had the look of a man who could be dangerous, at need. He extended a large hand and Arthur shook it gingerly, but the man’s grip was reassuringly brisk and controlled. He nodded easily to Arthur.

“Call me Leon; I’m head of security here.”

“Is there much need for security?” said Arthur, falling back on his usual defence of diverting authority figures by asking them questions. “Given how generally beloved Dorothy is?”

Leon let loose with something that was as much a growl as a laugh.

“The nicer people are, the more enemies they attract. People who want to change the world for the better are often seen as a threat, by those with vested interests in the status quo. But I make sure no one gets near her without a good reason. The bad guys have to get through me to reach her and there aren’t many who can do that.”

Arthur scented a story. “There really are bad guys? Has Dorothy been attacked? I mean here, personally?”

“No one in this building would ever allow Dorothy to come to harm,” said Leon.

Which, Arthur reflected, as Leon led him to the elevator at the back of the lobby, wasn’t actually an answer.

*   *   *

The elevator doors opened directly onto Dorothy’s office. A surprisingly small and even cosy affair with comfortable furniture, tall potted plants, and a single great window looking out over the city. Dorothy stood up behind her desk to smile at Arthur as Leon escorted him forward.

“The journalist, Miss Dorothy,” the security chief said calmly. “Would you like me to stick around and…?”

“No thank you, Leon,” said Dorothy, in a pleasant easygoing voice whose accent still held echoes of her rural Kansas upbringing. “I think I can handle it from here.”

Leon gave her a resigned look, and then presented Arthur with a warning one, before returning to the elevator. Dorothy waited until the doors had closed on her security chief before waving Arthur to the chair set out before her desk. He settled himself comfortably as she sat down, and regarded Arthur thoughtfully. He found her steady gaze just a little unnerving, and so gave all his attention to the desk. It was simple and straightforward, without any frills or fancies, boasting only a single sit-up-and-beg telephone and a complete lack of important-looking papers. Arthur took this to mean Dorothy ran a tight ship. Though he did have to wonder whether the papers might have been carefully removed, just before he got there, to make sure he wouldn’t see anything he wasn’t supposed to. He took a moment to study Dorothy, with a respectful but direct stare. The lady might be rich and important and almost universally respected, but he was damned if he was going to let her know just how impressed he was.

Dorothy was a neat, slender woman, in a fashionable but unthreatening outfit, the kind women wore when they didn’t want to overawe their guest. She had short-cropped dark hair, bright eyes, and a mouth that always seemed to have a knowing smile tucked away in one corner.

Arthur couldn’t help feeling very small and ordinary, in the presence of someone who had achieved so much. Dorothy nodded briefly, as though to indicate she knew what he was feeling, and smiled at him cheerfully.

“I’ve read your work, Mister Magister. Very thoughtful, very incisive. You go after all the right targets, and show favour toward none. Which is a lot rarer in the newspaper business than perhaps it should be. I know you normally prefer working on in-depth pieces, rather than celebrity interviews, but I hope you’ll indulge me in my belief that I have chosen the right man for the job.”

“I go where my editor sends me,” said Arthur. “And let me assure you, I have no axe to grind with the Oz Foundation. I’m just here to do the best job I can.”

“I never doubted that for a moment,” said Dorothy. “But didn’t you wonder why I asked for you in particular, out of all the journalists working for your paper?”

“Because you liked my work?”

“That was part of it,” said Dorothy.

Arthur waited, but she had nothing more to add.

“Why are you finally ready to tell the whole story about Oz?” asked Arthur.

“It seemed the right time,” said Dorothy. “It’s been twenty years, after all. And I promise you, it won’t be the story you’re expecting.”

Arthur felt a sudden tingling in his stomach, as he realised for the first time that this was a story he really wanted to hear. Given all the many and marvellous details Dorothy had already shared about her most astonishing trip, he had to wonder what there could be left to tell. He felt a growing excitement at sitting before this young woman who had travelled so… Well, far wasn’t really a strong enough word, was it? To the other side of the rainbow… He was struck by how at ease Dorothy seemed, and to buy himself a moment to regain his calm, he nodded at the framed motto of the Oz Foundation, hanging on the wall beside them; What Would Glinda Do?

“Glinda; that’s the good witch, right?”

“Oh yes,” said Dorothy, smiling in a way that suggested she was inwardly amused by something she chose not to share. “She’s definitely very good at what she does. Though it should be remembered that in Oz, a witch is simply a person of power and influence.”

Arthur’s attention was caught by the simple green door standing next to the motto. There was no sign, no explanation; nothing to indicate why it was there or what it was for. Set flush with the wall, it seemed like the door would only open onto the long drop outside the huge window.

“Is that some kind of emergency exit?” said Arthur.

“Something like that,” answered Dorothy.

Arthur was about to push the question when he was suddenly distracted by a small dog emerging unhurriedly from its basket by the desk, padding happily forward to be made a fuss of. It was a little black dog, with long silky hair, and small black eyes. Arthur gave the dog’s shaggy head a good rub, and a small tail wagged happily.

“You should feel honoured,” said Dorothy. “Toto doesn’t always take to people. It’s almost like he knows you.”

“I have that kind of face,” Arthur said solemnly.

The dog returned to his basket, turned around several times, and then dropped down. He lay very still, studying Arthur with dark watchful eyes.

“Toto,” said Arthur, just to show he’d been paying attention. “That was the name of the dog who went with you to Oz, wasn’t it? I suppose you must have had more dogs since then. Were they all named after the original?”

“Oh no,” said Dorothy, quite casually. “That is the original. Toto hasn’t aged a day since he returned from Oz.”

Arthur looked hard at the very ordinary-looking dog, and the dog stared steadily back. Arthur had a strange feeling that the dog understood every word they were saying. He pushed the thought aside, and concentrated on the practicalities.

“But that would make him over twenty years old,” he said mildly.

“Everyone who returns from Oz comes back changed,” said Dorothy.

“Including you?”

“Of course. It’s not every little girl who grows up to run a global business.”

The tingle in Arthur’s stomach increased. He was on to something here, he could feel it; something really big. And for the first time he decided he was going to treat this as an important story; something the whole world needed to know.

“How did your going to Oz change you?” he said bluntly.

“I had my eyes opened,” replied Dorothy. “And when I decided to come back, Glinda presented me with a gift, to bring to the peoples of Earth.”

“What kind of a gift?” said Arthur.

“We’ll get to that,” said Dorothy.

Arthur suddenly realised that he hadn’t got any of this fascinating information on record. He took out his notepad and pencil, and laid them carefully on his knee.

“I’m going to record all of our conversation from now on, in shorthand; if that’s okay. Do you want to bring in a secretary to do the same for you, so you can have your own record of what’s said?”

“I don’t see any need for that,” said Dorothy.

Arthur raised an eyebrow. “Most people insist, if only to make sure they’re not misquoted or taken out of context.”

“I’m fine,” said Dorothy.

“That’s very trusting,” said Arthur.

“Not really,” Dorothy told him. “Things have a way of working out for me.”

Arthur had to smile. “After everything that’s happened to you, I can’t really argue with that.” He took a deep breath, and plunged straight in. “Let’s start with an obvious question. What do you think of all the books, movies, even stage shows and merchandise, that have been based on your experiences?”

“I saw the first movie,” said Dorothy. “The real Oz was far more magical. I sold all rights to my story to raise enough money to get my foundation started. And to do that, I had to give up all control over how the material might be used. I knew they wouldn’t dare change things too much, for fear I would denounce them. The public has always been on my side. But, of course, I always knew they’d go their own way. They did promise me I’d be consulted, but even though I used to write to them when they got things wrong, or make suggestions on how to improve matters, they never responded. So I just left them to get on with it. All I really care about is that the royalties keep rolling in, to fund the foundation’s work.”

“At least you had enough sense to insist on royalties,” said Arthur.

Dorothy sat back in her chair and grinned broadly. “I’m a farm girl, Mister Magister. We know all there is to know about how to squeeze a penny till it squeals.”

“Given the sheer amount of money Oz has generated down the years, you must be very wealthy by now,” said Arthur. He was careful not to push that, just letting the remark hang there on the air.

Dorothy shook her head. “The vast majority of it goes to the foundation. My needs are very simple.”

“All right; let’s go for a big question,” said Arthur. “Something that’s always bothered me about your story. Were you really transported to Oz by a tornado? I’ve read reports about the kind of destruction they can cause. Most people don’t survive contact with them.”

Dorothy frowned, and chose her words carefully. “It was never a tornado. The film people added that for dramatic effect. It was more like a storm, of a kind I’d never seen before. A disturbance in the atmosphere so powerful it broke the world. A crack in the sky appeared and my house fell up into the air, and took me and my dog through into Oz.”

Arthur leaned forward. This was new. “What do you suppose caused this storm?”

Dorothy smiled briefly. “Perhaps my wanting so much to be anywhere except where I was.”

Arthur knew an evasion when he heard one. He sat back in his own chair.

“Do you still keep in touch with your old friends from Oz? The Scarecrow, the Tin Woodman, the Cowardly Lion?”

“Of course,” said Dorothy. “Sometimes they come through into this world; for a visit, or to help out in our branches round the world.”

Arthur sat bolt upright. There had never been any mention of this before. He had a sudden vision of his interview making the front page on every newspaper in every country. Have You Seen the People from Oz?

“Don’t they stand out?” he asked bluntly.

“They’re different here,” said Dorothy. “Everyone who comes to us from Oz arrives changed. It takes a toll on them; they’re not what they were. But they all volunteered, and they paid the price gladly. They believe in the foundation, and what it’s for.”

“And they believe in you.”

Dorothy smiled. “Even after all this time. We did go through a lot together.”

“Let’s talk about when you first arrived in Oz,” said Arthur. “You were just a little girl. Weren’t you frightened, to find yourself in such a strange world?”

“No,” said Dorothy. “It was all so magical. Everything was big and bright and colourful, like a dream come true. You have to remember I came from a small farm in the back of beyond. Kansas back then was a cold, desolate place. Massive grey prairies stretched away on every side, and there wasn’t a tree to be seen anywhere. Our nearest neighbours were hours away. I had no one to talk to, and no one to play with; apart from Toto, of course.”

She smiled at the dog in his basket, and Toto wagged his tail as he heard his name mentioned.

“The fierce sun had baked the land into a parched grey vista for as far as the eye could see, with long, jagged cracks running through it. What grass there was, wasn’t green, because the heat had burned the tops of the long blades until they were as grey as everything else. Even the paint on the farmhouse’s walls had blistered away, until they were grey too. It was like living in a black and white world.”

“And your family?” said Arthur.

“I was so young when my parents died that I can barely remember them. I was sent to live with my only remaining relatives, who took me in as a duty. Uncle Henry and Aunt Em didn’t really know what to do with a child, except as another pair of hands that could help around the farm. The constant heat and the endless back-breaking work had beaten them both down. Aunt Em seemed as grey and hopeless as the land around her. Uncle Henry never smiled, and worked the land from morning till night. He had no idea what joy was. I think they both cared for me as much as they could. They just never had the time to show it.”

“What did they think of your amazing adventure, and the great success that followed your return?” asked Arthur.

“I think they were proud,” said Dorothy. “Though they never did understand about Oz. They both left this world some years back.”

Arthur nodded slowly, and decided it was time for something a little more probing.

“When you arrived in Oz, the first thing you were told was that you’d just killed someone. How did that make you feel?”

Dorothy just looked at him, as if to say I don’t do ambushes.

“I didn’t kill the Wicked Witch of the East. My house fell on her. What kind of person is too dumb to get out from under a falling house? I can’t take any credit for her death, though when I discovered some of the appalling things she’d done, I almost wish I could.”

“So Oz wasn’t all sweetness and light?” said Arthur.

“Of course not,” replied Dorothy. “There was good and there was evil, just like everywhere else; but at least in Oz they were right out in the open, where everyone could see them. Motives were always clear and actions were always straightforward, so everyone always knew where they were.” She smiled briefly again. “Not at all like here.”

There was a sudden loud explosion from somewhere at the base of the building. Arthur almost jumped out of his skin, his shorthand pad and pencil flying through the air; but Dorothy remained calm and composed, almost as though she’d been expecting it. Even Toto only raised his head a little, before lowering it onto his paws again.

“What the hell was that?” Arthur exclaimed.

“It would appear my building is under attack,” said Dorothy.

“All of it?” said Arthur.

“This entire building is given over to the Oz Foundation,” said Dorothy. “Everyone who works here is a part of it.”

“So this isn’t just aimed at you?” said Arthur.

Dorothy shrugged. “There are powers and forces in the world that would celebrate my death, and the destruction of my foundation. Let’s see what’s going on downstairs, shall we?”

She gestured at the huge window, and it flickered briefly before showing a detailed view of the lobby. Arthur immediately became so fascinated by what was happening that he forgot all about how he was seeing it. The entire lobby was full of chaos and mayhem. Some great explosion had blasted the front door right off its hinges, and left it lying scorched but intact on the floor. A small army of winged demons, like gargoyles from some cathedral, had invaded the lobby, all of them armed with machine guns, and they were firing at anything that moved and many things that didn’t. Clouds of dark smoke left over from the explosion drifted lazily on the air, as though uncertain as to what else was required of them. And a tall woman dressed in black leathers, with a gaunt, wrinkled face, a single blazing eye and a black eye-patch, came striding through the lobby. Grinning a grin with absolutely no humour in it.

The winged demons bowed their heads to her as she passed, and then returned to their assault. The lobby walls were already riddled with bullet-holes, and several small fires had broken out. The demons were twisted, ape-like creatures, with massive batwings spreading from their hunched backs. They leaped and soared across the lobby, bouncing off the walls and hitting the ceiling and falling back again, so they could find new ways to attack. Their faces were full of malice, and a terrible delight in destruction.

“Mercenaries,” Dorothy said flatly. “The dregs of Oz. Happy to be paid to go where the killing is.”

“Those things come from the wonderful world of Oz?” said Arthur, his voice rising just a little.

“I told you there was evil as well as good,” said Dorothy. “The only difference is that in Oz, you can tell which is which just by looking at them.”

It quickly became clear that the demons were facing stiff opposition from a much smaller army, consisting of three very determined individuals. The doorman, unharmed by the explosion but clearly outraged by the loss of his door, was now wearing a suit of shining armour, that easily deflected any bullet which came its way. He also carried a large and brutal axe, which he slammed into one winged demon after another. Bones shattered and blood flew under the heavy impacts, and the demons fell like wheat under a scythe. More of them flew at the armoured doorman, from every direction at once, but he just hacked them out of mid-air and sent them crashing to the floor in bloody ruins. One demon dropped from the ceiling to land right in front of the armoured man, and opened fire on him at point blank range, but the bullets just ricocheted back and cut the demon down.

The receptionist was now a scarecrow dressed in a shabby old suit of faded blue, complete with a small stuffed sack for a head with the features painted on, topped by a pointed blue hat. As Arthur watched, the scarecrow’s smirk slowly spread, tearing open the cloth. It was a very unpleasant smirk. The shabby figure vaulted over the reception desk and threw himself at the nearest demons. He clubbed them down with vicious force, breaking necks and smashing heads, and he couldn’t wait to get to the next one. The nearest demons didn’t even pause for their fellow mercenaries to get out of the way; they all just opened fire on the scarecrow with their machine guns. He stood his ground with his cloth fists planted on his hips, and didn’t even flinch as the bullets tore through him. He took no damage and felt no pain, because after all he was only cloth and stuffing. He laughed out loud, a terrible mocking sound, and waded into the demons before him. He slapped the machine guns out of their hands, punched their heads clean off their shoulders, and tore apart any who didn’t back away fast enough. The scarecrow stormed on through the lobby, an unstoppable force with inhuman strength.

Leon, the head of security, had become a huge and terrible lion. He raged among the demons, tearing them apart with his vicious claws and crushing them in his powerful jaws. He roared fiercely as he cut a bloody path through the demons, and when they flapped desperately into the air to avoid him he just leaped after them, and bore them to the ground to savage them. The demons shot him again and again, and he didn’t even notice.

The last of the winged demons leaped and soared around the lobby, firing their weapons constantly and trying to keep out of reach, but the three defenders just grabbed them in mid-air and broke their backs over their knees. Sometimes they picked up dead demons to throw them at the living, smashing them flat against the bullet-holed walls. Dead bodies piled up across the lobby, but the winged demons kept on fighting until there was not a single one left to fight.

They were demons, and mercenaries. It was all they knew.

The woman in black walked unscathed through all the violence, not even deigning to notice it. Blood and death surrounded her but she walked on, untouched and uncaring. The three defenders did their best to get to her, but there were always winged demons in their way, buying the woman in black enough time to get to the elevator at the rear of the lobby. The view from the transformed window moved in to concentrate on the woman’s face, and she allowed herself another humourless grin; as though she knew she was being watched. The woman in black hit the button for the top floor, and the elevator doors closed on the awful grin. The window was suddenly just a window again. Arthur looked at Dorothy.

“I know who they are,” he said slowly. “The three in the lobby. The Tin Woodman, the Scarecrow, and the Lion.”

“I told you they came through changed,” said Dorothy.

“At least they killed all the winged things,” said Arthur.

“Oh, I’ve no doubt there will be more,” Dorothy assured him. “To keep my friends occupied, while our visitor has words with me. But my friends will do all that’s necessary to hold off the mercenaries and make sure none of them get any further into the building, to hurt the people who work here.”

“Who was that woman leading them?” asked Arthur.

Dorothy raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t recognise her?”

“Never seen her before in my life!” said Arthur. “How could you ever forget someone like that?”

“Not easily,” said Dorothy. “She is the secret ruler of this world. The power behind all the forces that oppose the foundation. Because she likes the way things are. The death and the hunger and the suffering. She is the Wicked Witch of the West, come out into the open at last. She must have realised how much ground she’s lost to the foundation, and all its good works. So she’s come to attack me personally. For her, it was always personal.” She looked calmly at Arthur. “She’ll arrive soon. Which means, it’s time for you to know why you’re really here.”

“I’m here to interview you,” said Arthur. “My editor…”

“Hush,” said Dorothy. “I chose your newspaper because you worked there. I promised your editor an exclusive interview, and he all but bit my hand off taking the bait.” She smiled warmly at the reporter. “I said I’d tell you things I never told anyone else. And I will. It’s time for you to remember who you are.”

Dorothy rose to her feet and came out from behind the desk. Arthur stood up to face her. She reached out and took both his hands in hers, and Arthur was so confused he let her. Suddenly it seemed to him that he did know her, had always known her, but had somehow forgotten until now. Dorothy looked on him kindly.

“It’s so good to see you again, my dear Wizard.”

The word hammered through his head like the pealing of a great bell. He rocked on his feet, and clung to her hands as though only they could keep him upright.

“What are you talking about?” he said hoarsely. “You mean, like the Wizard you met in Oz? But he was just a cheat and a liar… And anyway, he was an old man when you met him as a child. God knows how old he’d be now, if he was even still alive!”

“I told you everyone comes back changed from Oz,” said Dorothy. “Try to remember. When you flew your balloon back to Omaha, you reappeared in exactly the same location you left from; but many years had passed since then. There were tall buildings on what had once been an open plain, and you flew right into one. Your balloon crashed to the ground, and you were badly injured. You lost all memory of who and what you used to be. But your trip back from Oz had rejuvenated you, made you young again, and your new vitality allowed you to recover. You made a new life for yourself, as a newspaper reporter.”

She smiled, and shook her head. “Just more of the same old humbug.”

“That’s why the three in the lobby seemed to know me,” Arthur said slowly. “Even your dog recognised me.”

“Do you remember who you were, now?” said Dorothy. “Do you remember me?”

Arthur slowly withdrew his hands from hers. He was standing firmly now, a restored strength rushing through him.

“Of course I know you, Dorothy. Oh, my dear, look how you’ve grown. And what you’ve grown into. I am so proud of everything you’ve achieved…”

Dorothy beamed. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

“How could I have forgotten so much?” said Arthur.

“You don’t think your crash was an accident, do you?” said Dorothy.

“Of course it wasn’t,” said a cold, amused voice from the elevator doors. “I never leave anything to chance.”

Dorothy and Arthur turned to look at the woman in black as she strolled calmly across the office to join them. There was a power in her, and a deadly grace, like one of the awful bird-eating spiders of the Amazon rainforest, given human shape and form.

“It took a lot of planning, to take the Great and Terrible Wizard of Oz off the playing field,” said the Wicked Witch of the West. “To make him a powerless nobody, just like everyone else. But then, I never did believe in competition. That’s why I distracted my sister in the East at just the right moment, so she’d never see the house coming…”

She stopped, to study Dorothy coldly with her single dark eye. “Did you really think I’d let you threaten me, little girl? As long as you were throwing your money away on good works I didn’t care; but I finally discovered what you’ve really been up to. Someone in your employ talked. Someone always talks, eventually. You’ve been very clever, I’ll give you that; slowly and subtly setting your plans in motion, building up your foundation until it was strong enough to challenge my hold on this world. But I never give up anything that’s mine.”

Arthur looked at Dorothy. “What is she talking about?”

“Why would I leave the wonderful world of Oz, for a grey land and a loveless family?” said Dorothy. “I chose to come back, so I could find a way for everyone to go to Oz. So humanity could leave this cold, sad place, for a better world.”

“But I like it just the way it is,” said the Witch. She sneered condescendingly at Dorothy, ignoring Arthur. “Did you really think you could destroy a powerful witch like me with a bucket of water that just happened to be standing around? I used it to make myself invisible, so I could cling to your back like an unfelt stowaway when you returned here. Because I felt in need of a new world to conquer.”

“I always wondered,” said Dorothy. “Why do you have an eyepatch?”

The Witch shrugged. “I traded the eye for power.”

“Like Odin?” said Arthur.

“Just like Odin,” answered the Witch.

“You should have asked for wisdom,” said Dorothy.

“You can’t stop me!” blazed the Witch. “I draw strength from the suffering of this world, and I will not have that interrupted. All the corrupt leaders of this realm bow down to me, and carry me on their shoulders, as long as I keep them in power. Everything and everyone in this world is my property now. Did you really think I’d allow you to steal from me, little girl?”

“You don’t have a choice,” said Dorothy.

“Because you still have the silver shoes?” said the Witch, grinning unpleasantly. “I’ve spent years accumulating enough power to defy their influence.”

“I know,” said Dorothy. She turned to Arthur. “And that is why you are here. Someone in the Witch’s employ told me she’d be launching her attack today; because someone always sees the light, eventually.” She smiled on Arthur. “That’s why I summoned you here, old friend. This is your moment. What are you going to do?”

Arthur looked steadily at the Witch. “You stole my memories, stole my past, stole everything I could have been. But you couldn’t steal my power. The best you could make me do was forget I had it. But now, I remember.”

“You were never powerful enough to defy me!” screamed the Witch.

“But everyone comes back changed, from Oz,” said Arthur.

He thrust out both hands and blasted the Witch with a lifetime’s accumulated power; and under its implacable force she withered and melted away until there was nothing left of her. The Wizard turned, to smile at Dorothy.

“How about that? I’m not a humbug any more.”

“Welcome back, dear Wizard,” said Dorothy.

“Good to be back,” said the Wizard. “Is it over now?”

“It’s only just beginning,” Dorothy informed him. “Let’s just take a quick peek at what’s happening in the lobby.”

The window changed back to show the Tin Woodman, the Scarecrow, and the Lion clearing up the dead. They were being quite cheerful about it. The invasion was over, the winged demons had all been routed, and even the front door had been put back in place. Dorothy dismissed the view with a wave of her hand.

“The moment the Witch died, her power over the mercenaries died too. They only work for money. Which means we’re free to get on with our business.”

“But what business is that?” asked the Wizard. “What happens now?”

“You see the green door in the wall?” said Dorothy.

They both turned to gaze at it. The Wizard recognised that particular shade of green immediately. It was the same colour as the eyeglasses everyone had to wear when they entered his Emerald City in Oz. The colour spoke to him, and he could feel himself responding on some deep and primal level.

“That door was my gift from Glinda, to bring back with me,” said Dorothy. “A door that opens directly onto Oz. The aim of the Oz Foundation has always been to put a green door in everyone’s home, in every country. So the whole of humanity can leave this grey world and go to a land where magics and wonders come as standard, and good things happen every day.”

The Wizard shook his head slowly. “I’m not sure that dumping all the quarrelling, warring people of Earth on a magical land is a good idea. The people of Oz wouldn’t know what hit them!”

“Everyone will change, when they go to Oz,” said Dorothy. “I was just a small girl when I left, and look at all the things I did. Oz was where I learned how to help people, and why it was important. The people of Earth will become better people in Oz, and make wonderful new lives for themselves.”

“But there’s no room for that many people in Oz!” said the Wizard.

“Oz is a world, not a land,” Dorothy said patiently. “And because it’s magical, it can expand to become big enough to contain everyone.”

Toto jumped out of his basket and scurried over to lean heavily against the Wizard’s leg, as though to assure him that everything would be all right. The Wizard reached down absently to pat his head.

“Oz is waiting, to help all the people of Earth be free of pain and misery at last,” said Dorothy. “In a world where everyone’s dreams can come true, every hurt can be healed, and every heart comforted.”

She gestured at the green door in the wall and it swung slowly open to reveal a magnificent view of the wonderful land beyond. And it was so much more colourful and magical than any fiction could ever suggest. Dorothy took the Wizard by his hand.

“Come along, old friend. It’s time for us to go home.”




ROSE AND EMERALD

CAITLIN ROZAKIS


“I thought I had beaten the Wicked Witch then, and I worked harder than ever; but I little knew how cruel my enemy could be. She thought of a new way to kill my love for the beautiful Munchkin maiden, and made my axe slip again, so that it cut right through my body, splitting me into two halves. Once more the tinsmith came to my help and made me a body of tin, fastening my tin arms and legs and head to it, by means of joints, so that I could move around as well as ever. But, alas! I had now no heart, so that I lost all my love for the Munchkin girl, and did not care whether I married her or not. I suppose she is still living with the old woman, waiting for me to come after her.”

– THE WONDERFUL WIZARD OF OZ, L. FRANK BAUM



Rose lived in a great wood in Munchkinland, with an old woman who always said that, while she was not Rose’s mother, Rose must treat her with all the devotion she would have treated her own dear Mama. Since Rose could not remember her own dear Mama, she did her best to pretend, for it seemed to her a terribly shameful thing to say that she did not love the old woman who stood in her mother’s place.

The old woman had given her a pair of spectacles, quite the finest thing that Rose had ever seen, let alone owned. They were golden all around the rims, and the lenses were made of a lovely rose-colored glass, just like her name.

“You must never take them off, my dear,” said the old woman. “For they are the key to your happiness. You will find that the world is much sadder and you much sorrier without them.”

So Rose kept them on, day and night, sleeping carefully on her back so as not to bend or break them. She only took them off once a year, when the tinker came by to adjust them to fit her growing head. The world without her rose-colored glasses was indeed a much sadder place. When she wore her spectacles, she could manage to see the bright side of everything. Even cooking and cleaning and caring for an unpleasant woman she only pretended to love.

Once, she thought she did find out what it was to love and be loved. A sweet young Munchkin, a woodman by trade, stumbled into the clearing where Rose lived with the old woman. He looked at the dilapidated cottage, which was as homey as Rose could make it despite its occasional tendency to leak rain through the roof. He made a face.

Despite the look of disgust, to Rose’s eyes, he was very much the handsomest thing she had ever seen. She fell in love immediately. He seemed rather taken with her, as well, coming by every day despite the old woman’s complaints. He helped her with her chores so she wouldn’t fall behind (for the old woman was shockingly lazy and would not lift a finger to cook or clean for herself).

“You are the most beautiful girl in Munchkinland,” the Woodman said to her one day. “But why do you wear those spectacles?”

Rose touched the bridge with one finger, surprised, as she had forgotten she was even wearing them. “Why, they help me see the world the way I would like it to be. Through my rose-colored glasses, everything is lovely and arranged for the best.”

“But what if things are not arranged for the best?” he asked, careful not to look at the house or the old woman waiting querulously inside.

“Then there’s not much I can do about it, so I’d rather not know,” she said firmly. For she understood perfectly well that, if the old woman had not taken her in, there were not many places a respectable young woman with no family and no prospects could go.

At that, he looked distressed. A few days later, he came to her with a plan. He promised her that as soon as he had enough money to build her a better house, he would whisk her away to live with him.

She dreamed at night of a cottage of her own, in shades of purple and peach and clean, clean white.

But not long after, he had a terrible accident. While chopping wood in
















































































































































































OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
SLAND

()54





OEBPS/images/half.jpg
-]
)

51

N

D o





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


Table of Contents



		Cover


		Contents


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Introduction | By Marie O’Regan & Paul Kane


		The Door to Oz | Simon R. Green


		Rose and Emerald | Caitlin Rozakis


		The Poor Workman | Louise Carey


		Heartless | Adrian Tchaikovsky


		The Blue Jay | Ian Whates


		Final Report on the Rex Rembrandt Affair | M. R. Carey


		The Wizard of the Bookish Omnibus | Paul Magrs


		The Lost Princess of Zo | Delilah S. Dawson


		Heart’s Desire | Robert Shearman


		The Other Foot | Stark Holborn


		Silver & Gold | Christina Henry


		General Jinjur’s Last Stand | Una McCormack


		The Little House on the Kansas Prairie | Jonathan Maberry


		About the Authors


		About the Editors


		Acknowledgments








		Cover


		Contents


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Start of Content







Page-List



		i


		ii


		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362








OEBPS/images/cover.jpg



















