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 CHAPTER ONE 
 
LOCASTA, THE GOOD WITCH OF THE NORTH
 
 
In the far and quiet North of Oz, where the hills rise like folded quilts and the early mist carries the scent of purple blossoms, there lies a countryside favoured by gentle magic. The mornings are crisp, the afternoons bright, and the evenings soft with lantern light drifting above tidy Gillikin villages. Across these lavender fields winds the Purple Brick Road, its polished stones glimmering like amethyst under the sun. Some say the road hums contentedly when the day is peaceful; others claim it stills itself before storms. Whether this is magic or simply the character of very old stones, no one can say.
 
The Gillikin folk are kindly people who enjoy berry teas, lacework, modest festivals, and telling stories in the soft hour between supper and sleep. Their homes have rounded roofs and indigo shutters, their gardens bloom with violet flowers, and their clothing often bears purple trim in honour of the land that cradles them so gently.
 
Where the Purple Road bends around a quiet glade stands a warm, round cottage filled with charm jars, friendly teapots, and the pleasant smell of herbs drying in the rafters. Here lived Locasta, the Good Witch of the North.
 
The Gillikins knew her by many fond names: Wise Mother, White Lady, Our Locasta. She had been part of their lives for so many generations that no one could recall a time before her. Her magic was not the crackling, fiery sort that leaps easily into adventure tales. Rather, it was a gentle magic—patient, thoughtful, and as comforting as a knitted shawl laid over one’s shoulders on a cold evening. She used it for small things: a charm on a traveller’s boots, a blessing on a newborn’s brow, the quiet coaxing of weather into behaving kindly during a harvest.
 
Locasta was very old—so old that she and the Gillikins had long since stopped counting the years. Yet age never troubled her. The land seemed to greet her wherever she walked, and the magic of Oz, wild in earlier times, now moved around her like an old friend. She knew its ways better than anyone living: where it pooled beneath ancient roots, where it drifted in the high clouds, and how its mood changed with each shifting season.
 
But Locasta had not always lived in such calmness.
The world she first knew was nothing like the Oz of today.
 
Before the North was purple, before the roads were coloured, before the countries had names at all, Oz was a single, untamed stretch of enchantment. Magic ran through it like wild weather—sudden, playful, and sometimes sharp. Forests wandered overnight. Hills shifted their shapes. Streams forgot which way they were meant to flow. The sky cracked open with colours no one had yet found names for. Some mornings felt like spring, others like winter, and a few stubborn days changed their minds halfway through.
 
In this early Oz—confused, miraculous, and loud—there wandered a child.
 
Where she came from, no one remembers.
Least of all Locasta.
 
Sometimes she thinks she recalls a lullaby or a warm arm around her shoulders, but these memories are thin as mist and drift away when she reaches for them. Whether they belong to her own beginning or to the earliest days of Oz itself, she cannot say.
 
What is certain is this: Locasta did not grow up in quietness. She grew up in the storm.
 
She knew trees that spoke without kindness and rivers that snapped playfully at her heels. She sheltered inside hollow stones when spells swept across the plains like startled birds. More than once she woke to find the ground beneath her had rearranged itself while she slept. Yet she was never afraid for long. The strangeness of early Oz was full of danger, yes—but it was also full of curiosity. Magic was young then, and young things are seldom cruel. They simply do not know their strength.
 
Locasta learned quickly that magic was not an enemy.
It was simply trying to be understood.
 
The first magic she ever used wasn’t a spell.
It was listening.
 
Once, when a storm of raw enchantment whipped itself into a tantrum, shaking leaves from the trees, Locasta stepped into the middle of it, pressed her hand to the trembling soil, and whispered, “There now. Easy.”
 
The storm quieted—just a little.
Just enough to show it had heard her.
 
From then on, magic paid attention.
Not as a master.
Not as a servant.
As someone it recognised.
 
Years passed—though how many, no one can say—and Oz slowly grew calmer. The rivers learned their direction. The winds learned patience. The land settled into its great northern softness, and Locasta settled with it. She wandered less, stayed more, and found a home among the gentle hills where the magic hummed warmly beneath the earth. People came later, and when they found her there, they named her a witch because they knew no better word.
 
Locasta never corrected them.
 
And though she has lived longer than any record or recollection, she has never claimed to remember her beginning. Some things, she says, are better felt than remembered. Perhaps she had a mother once. Perhaps she simply belonged to Oz itself. Either way, she is content.
 
For beginnings are not nearly as important as what one chooses to become.
 
As Oz matured, so did Locasta. She learned to read the faint suggestions of tomorrow—not prophecies, for magic does not speak that loudly, but small possibilities that brushed against her senses like a soft breeze. A leaf falling strangely, a ripple in a cup of water, the sudden hush of the wind—these hints taught her what might come. She never told anyone their future; she believed every heart deserved to meet its own story freely. Instead, she guided with gentle words and timely encouragement, nudging others toward steadier paths without ever robbing them of choice.
 
It was not long before stories of her wisdom travelled farther than the North.
And one season, three young witches came seeking her guidance.
 
They did not arrive together, but they stayed together, and Locasta’s quiet cottage suddenly became a lively storm of learning.
 
The Witch of the East arrived first.
 
Bright-eyed, sharp-minded, impatient.
She wanted answers quickly, spells quickly, power quickly.
If Locasta paused to think, the girl considered it a personal inconvenience.
 
The Witch of the West arrived second.
 
Proud, bold, and full of storms.
She argued with the East Witch daily and laughed loudly enough to shake the teacups.
She respected Locasta but struggled with the softness of her methods.
 
Glinda arrived last.
 
Calm, thoughtful, steady.
Magic settled around her like a loyal bird.
She listened, absorbed, considered—qualities which drove the East Witch half mad and the West Witch half impressed.
 
The three studied together under the northern pines, each learning in her own stubborn way.
 
But harmony was never their strong suit.
 
The East Witch left first—without farewell, stiff-backed and certain she could “organise” her people better than Locasta could teach her. And in the Munchkin Country, her sharp mind turned to sharper rule, and the gentle Munchkins soon found themselves under her firm command.
 
The West Witch left next—after one argument too many, the kind that shakes shutters and rattles windows. She returned to the Winkie Country, where the lonely land welcomed her strength… and bent to it.
 
Glinda stayed longest.
She learned deeply, patiently.
And when Locasta finally told her, “You have learned what you can from me—for now,” Glinda did not argue.
She bowed, kissed her teacher’s hands, and returned to the Quadling Country just as news reached the North of darkening skies in the East and West.
 
By then, the Munchkins were under the East Witch’s control.
The Winkies were under the West Witch’s rule.
Only the North and South remained free.
 
And magic—older than anyone, older even than Locasta—felt the imbalance.
 
Oz does not like disharmony.
Oz does not like confusion of powers.
Oz does not like to be pulled too sharply in opposite directions.
 
So gently, quietly, naturally, the land began to divide itself.
 
The East grew blue—rigid, ordered.
The West grew yellow—harsh, windy, wild.
The South turned red—warm, safe, organised.
And the North remained purple—calm, wise, and listening.
 
The place where all four magics pressed equally against one another became the Emerald City—a neutral heart for a land learning how to hold many truths at once.
 
Locasta watched all this with an old knowing.
She had seen lands shift before.
She had seen magic choose its shape.
 
And in the quiet between dusk and night, she whispered a soft hope that Glinda would one day be equal to what lay ahead.
 
For just as the land settled, another truth stirred in the winds of time…
 
Long before the Wizard drifted into the Emerald City, before any throne was claimed or contested, there lived an infant princess whose presence tugged at the threads of magic like sunlight warming frost. Locasta felt her destiny before she ever saw her face. The air hummed around the crib.
 
“A bright one,” magic whispered. “Guarded by shadows yet to come.”
 
Locasta knew only possibilities, never certainties:
The child would rule.
The child would be hidden.
The child would return.
 
When the princess vanished, Locasta felt the change immediately, as though a candle had been snuffed in a distant room. She searched, but the magic hiding the child was strong and secretive. She could not break a spell she had never seen cast.
 
But she knew the girl lived.
 
So Locasta waited.
She guided where the land allowed.
She whispered small nudges into the world, trusting that one day, the princess’s path would come back into the light.
 
Princess Ozma was lost for a time.
But never forgotten.
Not by Locasta.
Not by magic.
Not by Oz.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO  
 
THE EAST WITCH
 
The First Student, The First Departure, The First to Be Called Wicked — quietly.
 
In the blue-shaded lands of the Munchkin Country—where the houses are neat, the riverbanks polite, and the people gentle—there once lived a girl who found such softness unbearable.
 
Her name in those early years has been forgotten, though she certainly had one. Names mattered less to her than purpose, and purpose was all she cared about.
 
Even as a child she disliked untidiness.
She disliked unpredictability.
She disliked the way magic sometimes fizzed when it should have hummed, or hummed when it should have bent neatly to her will.
 
Where other children laughed when a spell misfired, she scowled and tried again.
Where they played in meadows, she catalogued herbs by usefulness.
Where they made friends, she made lists.
 
Her mind was sharp.
Her will was sharper.
And the Munchkins, soft as spring rain, never knew what to do with her.
 
Before long, she outpaced every hedge-witch, charm-maker, and spell-reader in Munchkin Country.
People began whispering that she was “too clever by half,” which she found deeply irritating.
She believed she was clever by whole multiples.
 
But even with all her talent, she lacked something:
control.
 
Magic refused to behave consistently for her.
It bent for her, but not cleanly.
It listened, but not thoroughly.
 
This infuriated her.
 
She wanted magic to function like a well-run household: organised, obedient, always predictable.
 
So when tales reached her of an ancient witch in the North—
one who listened to magic so clearly that even the wind softened its voice—
she packed her things, smoothed her hair, and set out along the Purple Road before dawn.
 
No farewells.
No hesitation.
Just ambition wrapped in tidy determination.
 
 ARRIVAL AT THE COTTAGE
 
Locasta opened her door before the girl even reached it.
Magic had been jittering all morning, tapping the shutters and rattling the teapot like a nervous bird.
 
The young witch stepped inside, cast a critical eye at the cluttered, cosy cottage, and quietly resolved to reorganise the entire place once she proved herself indispensable.
 
Locasta offered tea.
The girl declined.
Tea was inefficient.
 
Locasta liked her immediately—not because she was kind, but because she was brilliant, and brilliance always finds its path eventually, even if it burns a little as it travels.
 
 THE LESSONS BEGIN
 
The girl learned spells with frightening speed—often before Locasta had finished demonstrating them.
She corrected the wind.
She corrected broomsticks.
She corrected Locasta, once, which earned her a single raised eyebrow that spoke louder than thunder.
 
But she never learned patience.
Not even a teaspoonful.
 
Oz’s magic—alive, mysterious, and fond of mischief—refused to be ordered about. It resisted her rigidity, her structure, her desire to catalogue and command.
 
Every refusal made her angrier.
Every setback made her try to impose more order.
 
 
THE OTHER STUDENTS ARRIVE
 
When the Witch of the West arrived, sparks flew.
Literal ones.
 
West laughed too loudly.
East studied too rigidly.
West cast spells like tantrums.
East cast spells like scalpels.
 
They disagreed on everything—from spell technique to bedtime—and would have gladly moved to opposite ends of the cottage if the cottage had any ends to spare.
 
By the time Glinda arrived, calm and steady as a lake at dawn, the tension was thick enough to be sliced into portions.
East found Glinda unbearable—her patience, her grace, her quiet strength.
 
Locasta merely watched, hands folded, the way one watches thunderstorms gather.
 
THE BREAKING POINT
 
One evening, after magic once again refused to obey her command, the East Witch snapped.
 
“If magic will not follow order,” she said through clenched teeth, “then I shall impose order myself.”
 
Locasta answered softly,
“Child, order forced is not order kept.”
 
The young witch did not argue.
She did not say goodbye.
She simply packed her belongings with mechanical precision and left before dawn—just as she had arrived.
 
But she did not leave as she came.
 
She left with the bitter certainty that she alone had the will to bring discipline to Oz.
 
THE RETURN TO MUNCHKIN COUNTRY
 
When she returned home, she found the same soft fields, the same gentle people, the same easy laughter she had left behind.
 
It all felt intolerable.
 
The Munchkins were kind.
She found them unambitious.
 
They were cheerful.
She found them inefficient.
 
They were cooperative.
She found them disorganised.
 
So she “helped.”
 
At first it was small things:
	•	organising village chores
	•	regulating work hours
	•	assigning tasks
 
But when the Munchkins resisted—politely, as they always did—she tightened her grip.
 
Rules became laws.
Laws became binding enchantments.
 
Not cruel ones.
She told herself cruelty had no place in improvement.
 
Just… firm ones.
 
Firm enough to “guide them properly.”
Firm enough to “correct their flaws.”
Firm enough to “make them the best version of themselves.”
 
They bowed lower.
They worked harder.
They spoke less.
 
And though no one dared say it aloud in her presence, behind hedges and behind shutters and behind cupped hands the whispers began:
 
“The Wicked Witch of the East.”
 
She heard them.
Of course she did.
She heard everything.
 
And every whisper only hardened her further.
 
“If they call me wicked for trying to improve them,” she told herself,
“then they are not improved enough yet.”
 
A LAND BEGINNING TO SHIFT
 
Far beyond her borders, the land was stirring.
Other troubles were rising.
Other choices were being made.
 
But the East Witch did not see these things.
She was too busy forcing the world into the shape she believed it should be.
 
And the shape she believed in was neat.
Rigid.
Ordered.
Disciplined.
 
Her people bent under her will.
The land beneath her turned a sharper shade of blue.
The air grew thinner.
The magic grew colder.
 
Oz was beginning to change—
and the East Witch was the first stone dropped into the pond.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE 
 
THE WITCH OF THE WEST
 
The Wild Heart, the Second to Leave, the Second to Be Called Wicked.
 
In the far West of Oz, beyond fields that grow thin and skies that grow hard, lies a country of long, yellow plains and lonely hills. The Winkie Country is not cruel, but it is not gentle either. The sun there is stronger, the winds less friendly, and the nights come down sudden and black, as if someone has blown out a great candle in the sky.
 
The Winkies are a sturdy folk. They work with metal and stone, build strong tools and useful things, and know how to stand against sharp weather. They do not complain easily, nor do they expect the world to be kind. If a storm comes, they lower their heads and endure.
 
In such a place, a child learns early that softness is a luxury.
 
The girl who would one day become the Witch of the West learned this lesson very well.
 
She was not born wicked, nor did she think herself cruel. She was loud, certainly. Proud, unquestionably. Quick to anger, often. But beneath all that bluster lived a heart that simply refused to be broken. The Winkie lands had a way of breaking anything that didn’t stand tall.
 
As a child she ran with the wind instead of hiding from it.
When dust storms blew, other children shut their doors; she climbed hills to shout back at the sky.
When lightning struck, she counted the seconds between flash and thunder and tried to shout along with it.
 
She liked big things.
Big noise.
Big storms.
Big feelings.
 
But whenever she tried to use magic, it came out too big.
 
A spark to light a fire became a whoosh that singed eyebrows.
A charm to steady a fence made the whole fence hop like startled rabbits.
Rain spells soaked entire villages.
 
The local spell-workers said kindly that she would “settle” in time.
 
She did not want to settle.
She wanted to direct.
 
When she heard, over clanking mugs and the brave laughter of tired Winkies, of a witch in the far North who understood magic better than anyone alive, she made up her mind on the spot.
 
“Someone has to help me stop breaking everything,” she grumbled.
“And if she can’t, at least I’ll have someone new to argue with.”
 
So she set off for the Purple Road with dust on her boots and thunder in her stride.
 
⸻
 
ARRIVAL IN THE NORTH
 
The journey from the yellow lands to the purple was long enough to cool most tempers. Hers did not cool. It simply gathered more things to be annoyed about.
 
The North was too green.
Too soft.
Too polite.
 
The Gillikins smiled at her.
She frowned back reflexively and only later realised she’d frightened a small child.
 
When she reached Locasta’s cottage, she didn’t wait for the door to open.
She knocked once, so hard the hinges rattled.
 
“It’s open,” Locasta called, amused.
 
The girl stepped inside, looked at the cosy clutter and the mismatched teapots, and announced:
 
“This place looks like a storybook.”
 
“Thank you,” said Locasta.
 
“I didn’t say it was a compliment,” the girl muttered.
 
But she sat anyway.
 
She was not yet called the Witch of the West, but she carried the West with her—
in her voice, in her posture, in the way she took up space as if daring anyone to object.
 
Locasta poured tea anyway.
 
 
 
 THREE WITCHES UNDER ONE ROOF
 
For a brief and remarkable season, Locasta’s cottage held four witches:
	•	Locasta, old and steady
	•	The East Witch, sharp as winter
	•	The West Witch, loud as thunder
	•	Glinda, bright and calm, arriving last
 
The days were full.
 
The East Witch criticised everything.
The West Witch complained just as much.
Glinda cleaned up quietly behind both of them.
Locasta watched with the patience of someone who has seen centuries of storms.
 
Lessons never went smoothly.
 
When Locasta taught them to hear the voices of rivers, East tried to measure them; West tried to challenge them; Glinda simply listened, and the rivers liked her best.
 
When Locasta coaxed a breeze to demonstrate the subtleties of spell-craft, West tried to race it, East tried to trap it, and Glinda cupped her hand around it like greeting a shy creature.
 
West liked Glinda more than she liked East—though she never said so.
Glinda’s calmness steadied her.
East’s precision irritated her.
Locasta’s silence humbled her.
 
And slowly, inevitably, the balance began to tilt.
 
The East Witch left first in a quiet fury, before dawn, without farewell.
 
Her absence left a hollow that West did not know how to fill.
 
 
 
AFTER EAST IS GONE
 
Without the East Witch to argue with, the cottage felt… wrong.
Unbalanced.
Too quiet.
 
West became restless.
 
She paced holes in the floorboards.
She muttered complaints at breezes that weren’t misbehaving.
She sent sparks up the chimney just to watch them go.
 
Glinda tried to soothe the imbalance.
West found that unbearable.
 
Glinda’s tidiness reminded her too much of East.
Her patience felt like judgement.
Her soft-spoken magic made West’s own magic feel clumsy.
 
And Locasta—
Locasta kept expecting her to listen.
 
One breezy afternoon, Locasta set a feather on the table and asked West to lift it without disturbing so much as a grain of dust.
 
The feather might as well have been an insult.
 
“This is not real magic,” West growled.
 
“It is,” Locasta said gently, “the foundation of real magic.”
 
West flicked her fingers.
The feather shot into the rafters and got stuck between two beams.
 
“That,” said Locasta softly, “is what happens when you force what should be guided.”
 
The words stung more than they should have.
 
West looked away.
Then back.
Then away again.
 
“I’m not meant for teacup magic,” she said at last, voice tight.
“The wind does not whisper — it howls.”
 
“And you,” said Locasta, “must learn to hear the difference.”
 
But she couldn’t.
Not then.
Not there.
 
Not when the quiet around her felt like a threat instead of comfort.
 
That evening she packed—not angrily, but with the solemn exhaustion of someone finally admitting a truth to herself.
 
Glinda caught her at the door before dawn.
 
“Will you come back?” Glinda asked softly.
 
“Storms always do,” West said.
Which was half a joke and half a promise she didn’t believe herself.
 
She paused only once, hand on the frame, as if wanting to say more.
 
“Tell Locasta…” she began, then shook her head.
“She already knows.”
 
And she stepped back toward the yellow lands, the wind curling around her ankles as though escorting her home.
 
 
 
 
 
RETURN TO WINKIE COUNTRY
 
The Winkie lands had not grown any gentler.
 
The winds still tore across the plains.
The sun still scorched the earth.
The nights still arrived like falling stones.
 
But the Winkies—hardy, tired, weather-beaten—looked up when she returned.
 
She had travelled the land.
She had trained with Locasta.
She had survived the North.
She carried the scent of magic and the confidence of someone who had matched storms and lived.
 
They saw in her not danger, but protection.
 
She calmed the winds that tore roofs away.
She forced hail to break apart before hitting the ground.
She bent wild magic, redirecting it around villages instead of through them.
 
For the first time, she felt useful.
Needed.
Trusted.
 
And that, right there, was where her trouble began.
 
If they trusted her strength…
then clearly they should trust her judgement.
 
If she stood between them and danger…
then clearly she should decide how they lived to avoid danger.
 
Her guidance became instruction.
Instruction became expectation.
Expectation became enforcement.
 
Winkies stopped arguing.
Not because she frightened them—
but because anyone who questioned her made the winds snarl.
 
And slowly, quietly, reluctantly, the murmurs began:
 
“The Wicked Witch of the West.”
 
Not shouted.
Never to her face.
Just whispered behind tall grass and tired hands.
 
She pretended not to hear.
 
But the wind carried whispers the way it carried everything.
 
The first time she heard it, she laughed.
 
The second time, she frowned.
 
The third time, she grew harder.
 
“If they call me wicked for keeping them alive,” she muttered,
“then they do not understand what survival costs.”
 
Her heart didn’t grow colder.
It grew tougher.
Like callus over old wounds.
 
She built walls.
She made rules.
She commanded because the world, in her eyes, respected only strength.
 
She never meant to be wicked.
She meant to be necessary.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
GLINDA OF THE SOUTH
 
The Bright Thread, the Last Student, the One Who Learned What the Others Missed.
 
Far to the South of Oz, where the soil glows red under warm sunlight, where the air smells of blossoms and baked earth, and where songs drift through open windows like friendly spirits, lies Quadling Country.
 
It is gentle, but not fragile.
Warm, but not naive.
Red as courage, red as hearth fire.
 
The Quadlings are peaceful folk who believe in tending things—gardens, stories, each other. Their magic is woven into daily life: quilts that warm extra on cold nights, pots that stir themselves when hands grow tired, lanterns that glow brighter when a weary traveller steps through the door.
 
In such a place, a child learns early how to listen.
 
The girl who would one day be known as Glinda listened better than most.
 
She listened to people.
To wind.
To silence.
To the quiet between words.
To intention.
 
She listened with her ears, and with her heart, and sometimes with that hidden sense that seems to belong only to those who will someday become witches.
 
And though she was kind, she was not blind.
Quadlings see the world clearly—they simply don’t panic about it.
 
Glinda knew from childhood that her life would not end where it began.
 
She heard stories—old ones, carried from the North on gossiping breezes—about the Good Witch Locasta, a white witch of uncommon wisdom. And newer stories too, of two young witches already travelling north to learn from her:
 
One sharp as winter,
one loud as thunder.
 
That was enough to stir Glinda’s curiosity.
 
She packed lightly, left a letter for her family, and stepped onto the road before dawn.
 
She was not the first student to seek Locasta.
She was not the second.
She was simply the right one at the right time.
 
 
 
 
 
 
ARRIVING AT LOCASTA’S COTTAGE
 
By the time Glinda reached the North, the cottage was full of clatter and contradiction.
 
The East Witch was there—lean, sharp-eyed, already snapping at teacups for steeping too slowly.
 
The West Witch was there—stormy, loud, and standing in a way that suggested chairs offended her personally.
 
The moment Glinda knocked, the door flew open.
The West Witch filled the doorway like a gust of wind with elbows.
 
“Oh,” she said flatly, “you must be the new one. Wonderful. Another person to tell me to ‘breathe.’”
 
Glinda smiled politely.
“Breathing can be helpful.”
 
West rolled her eyes so hard they nearly squeaked.
 
Locasta appeared behind her with a warmth that could melt winter.
 
“You are late,” the old witch said mildly.
 
Glinda bowed her head.
“I believe I’m exactly when I should be.”
 
Locasta’s mouth twitched as if hiding a smile.
 
⸻
 
WHAT MADE GLINDA DIFFERENT
 
Where the East Witch sought mastery,
and the West Witch sought direction,
Glinda sought understanding.
 
She did not force magic to obey.
She invited it into conversation.
 
She did not bend spells.
She guided their shape.
 
When magic misbehaved for East, she grew frustrated.
When it misbehaved for West, she lashed back.
When it misbehaved for Glinda, she simply asked,
“What are you trying to be?”
 
In Glinda, Locasta finally saw not potential alone, but alignment.
 
She was not the most powerful—West was.
She was not the most brilliant—East was.
She was not the most ancient—Locasta was.
 
But she was the one who learned what Locasta had truly meant to teach.
 
 
WHAT SHE LEARNED FROM THE OTHER WITCHES
 
From the East Witch,
she learned that structure without compassion becomes tyranny.
 
From the West Witch,
she learned that strength without humility becomes destruction.
 
From Locasta,
she learned the hardest lesson of all:
that magic is not something one holds,
but something one walks beside.
 
 
THE DAY SHE BECAME THE LAST STUDENT
 
A week—
or a year—
after Glinda’s arrival,
the balance in the cottage shifted.
 
The East Witch, frustrated by her own brilliance and the world’s refusal to bend, stormed away first.
Her departure left a lingering chill in the air.
 
The West Witch, restless without her natural foil, stayed a little longer—but not much.
Her storms grew sharper.
Her patience grew thinner.
Her lessons felt too small.
 
And one morning, under a soft northern dawn, the West Witch left—
not in anger, but with a pain she disguised as pride.
 
Glinda watched her go,
sensing something the West Witch could not:
the land itself reacting, adjusting, choosing.
 
When the door closed behind the stormy girl,
the cottage at last grew quiet.
 
Locasta looked at Glinda for a long time.
 
Only then did Glinda realise:
she was the last student.
 
The one who stayed.
The one who listened.
The one trusted with what came next.
 
 
GLINDA’S LAST LESSON
 
One morning, Locasta beckoned Glinda to sit beside her.
 
“You have learned what you can from me,” she said.
 
Glinda nodded.
“And what I cannot?”
 
“You will learn from the world itself.”
 
Glinda did not weep—Quadlings rarely do—but her heartbeat softened with the ache of parting.
 
She packed little.
Spoke softly.
Hugged tightly.
 
The East Witch had left like a blade.
The West Witch had left like a storm.
 
Glinda left like a promise.
 
 
 RETURN TO THE SOUTH
 
Quadling Country welcomed her like warm hands around a cup.
 
But the world had changed.
 
She could feel it:
	•	the tightening blue in the East
	•	the rising yellow tension in the West
	•	the North becoming quieter
	•	the South waiting for her
 
The land itself shifted around her presence,
acknowledging—without words—that she was now its southern anchor.
 
Red boundaries blossomed around Quadling Country,
gentle as petals,
firm as roots.
 
Her people did not bow to her.
They simply trusted her.
 
She did not call herself the Good Witch.
Others did.
 
She did not seek power.
It flowed to her because she was steady enough to hold it.
 
And though she knew nothing yet of Dorothy,
or silver shoes,
or emerald cities,
or a missing princess whispered about in old magic—
 
She felt, deep and quiet as a heartbeat:
 
When Oz calls, I will answer.
When the land stirs, I will rise.
I will never rule through fear.
I have seen what fear becomes.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 The Royal Line & The Empty City
 
 
Before the witches took their thrones…
before the compass hardened into its four colours…
before the Wizard ever gasped his first breath of emerald air…
Oz was ruled by a king whose reign was as quiet and well-meaning as a warm afternoon.
 
His name was Pastoria.
 
He was a gentle ruler—dutiful, sentimental, soft-handed.
A king fit for peace, not for prophecy.
 
But Oz was no longer a peaceful land.
 
Magic was shifting beneath everyone’s feet.
Natural power was gathering itself into lines and currents.
Witches were rising in every direction.
 
And at the heart of the Emerald City—then a pale palace with silver stone and only the faintest green shimmer—there lived the child who unknowingly anchored it all:
 
Princess Ozma.
 
Her presence brightened the air,
softened the halls,
and made the city’s stones hum with a quiet promise.
 
Oz loved her.
The land itself loved her.
Even the wind curled softly when it passed her cradle.
 
But the brighter the light, the longer the shadow behind it.
 
⸻
 
THE PALACE BEFORE THE FALL
 
In those early days, the Emerald City was emerald only in name.
It was a place of pale towers, silver trim, and marble floors with green veins that glimmered faintly at dusk.
 
A city built not of gemstones,
but of destiny.
	•	Gardens hummed under moonlight
	•	Fountains whispered small secrets
	•	Lanterns warmed when children passed
	•	Magic lingered in corners like friendly cats
 
It was not a grand city.
It was a hopeful city.
 
But all hopeful cities depend on their heart.
 
And Ozma was that heart.
 
 
 
 
 
PASTORIA’S BLIND SPOT
 
While Ozma thrived in her nursery,
Pastoria faced a kingdom he didn’t fully understand.
 
The East was growing restless.
The West was getting louder.
The South was strengthening.
The North was deepening.
And the purple magic of the Gillikin lands—Locasta’s realm—began to ripple with premonition.
 
Pastoria did not notice these things.
 
He trusted too easily.
Doubted himself too often.
Believed peace could be maintained by warmth alone.
 
Into this soft spot slipped someone who understood people far better than Pastoria ever had:
 
Mombi.
 
Petty.
Patient.
And dangerously competent at the kind of magic that hides things.
 
She saw what the others missed:
 
“The throne is unsteady.
The future is bright.
Bright futures cast long shadows.
If you hold the heir… you hold the land.”
 
 
MOMBI’S QUIET BETRAYAL
 
Mombi did not steal Ozma with force.
She stole her with subtlety.
 
One moonless night,
in a forgotten chamber of the palace,
she cast a spell so quiet that even the marble floors failed to notice.
 
Ozma vanished.
 
In her place stood a little boy—
ordinary, plain,
with no aura of royalty around him.
 
Tip.
 
It was simple magic,
but devastating magic.
 
A concealment spell with intention.
A transformation meant to rewrite expectations.
A disguise designed to survive childhood.
 
Tip was no longer a princess in danger.
He was a child no one looked at twice.
 
And Mombi whisked him away before dawn.
 
THE CITY LOSES ITS HEART
 
Without Ozma’s presence, the palace dimmed.
 
Not physically.
Emotionally.
Magically.
 
The glow beneath the stones softened.
Fountains stopped whispering.
Lanterns dimmed no matter how much oil was added.
Hallways felt longer, like they were waiting for footsteps that never came.
 
Pastoria tried to continue ruling,
but his grief and confusion hollowed him.
 
As the centre weakened:
	•	Blue magic in the East sharpened
	•	Yellow magic in the West swelled
	•	Red magic in the South deepened
	•	Purple magic in the North grew still
—held in place only by Locasta’s ancient white calm
 
The colours of Oz intensified
because the centre had fallen silent.
 
A compass with no point.
 
A table with no leg.
 
A land searching for balance.
THE EMPTYING OF THE EMERALD CITY
 
People left in ones and twos.
 
Not fleeing.
Just… drifting.
 
Advisors returned to their provinces.
Spell-workers found homes elsewhere.
Guards followed their families.
Gardeners tended plots back in their own districts.
 
The city felt less lived-in
and more like a place keeping vigil.
 
Even Pastoria couldn’t fill the space left by his daughter.
 
He stayed, weakened, devoted, and quietly broken.
Ruled as best he could.
Held onto ceremony like a man holding onto rope in a rising river.
 
The Emerald City was no longer dying.
Oz does not die.
 
But it was waiting.
 
A palace with a missing heartbeat.
A city preparing for a ruler who would never come through its gates as a child.
 
 
 
OZ RESPONDS
 
Magic in Oz is alive.
It adapts.
Compensates.
Reacts.
 
So when the centre collapsed:
	•	the corners strengthened
	•	the quadrants began crystallising
	•	the colours deepened
	•	the witches unknowingly rose into their destinies
 
Oz herself was trying to heal.
 
Trying to stabilise.
 
Trying to prepare.
 
Trying to survive the absence of Ozma.
 
And just when the land reached its most delicate, hollow moment…
 
…a balloon descended from the sky
carrying a man who would change everything
by accident.
 
But that
is the next chapter.
 
 
CHAPTER SIX 
 
The Fool Chosen by Storms
 
How the Witches Found Their Perfect Patsy and Delivered Him to the Throne of Oz
 
Before Dorothy’s house tore the sky,
before silver shoes ever sparked their first whisper,
before Glinda dared to tilt fate toward goodness…
 
…the West Witch found her king.
 
Not a great king.
Not a wise king.
Not even a magical king.
 
She found a fool.
 
A man whose entire life was held together by lies, luck, and loud noises.
 
His full name — gods help him — was:
 
Oscar Zoroaster Phadrig Isaac Norman Henkel Emmanuel Ambroise Diggs
 
He once tried to shorten it using his initials:
O.Z.P.I.N.H.E.A.D.
 
He stopped immediately once he realised he had named himself:
 
Oz Pinhead.
 
Yes.
This is the man two witches would soon conspire to put on a throne.
 
A man whose very NAME tried to warn the world about him.
 
 
THE EYE IN THE STORM
 
The West Witch didn’t bother with crystal balls.
Those were for witches who still cared about appearing elegant.
 
She preferred a basin of stormwater—
a churning mirror where lightning flickered beneath the surface
and clouds swirled like trapped spirits.
 
When she leaned over it,
her one good eye glowed like a dying star.
 
Stormwater rippled.
Skies twisted.
The world beyond Oz opened like a curtain parting in a gale.
 
She saw Kansas.
 
A dusty carnival.
A creaking tent.
A crowd waiting to be disappointed.
 
Inside, Oscar Diggs was in full flight:
 
Smoke bombs sputtered.
A rabbit refused to disappear.
A scarf transformation jammed halfway.
His fireworks misfired and singed his moustache.
 
“BEHOLD!” he boomed.
“I command the MYSTIC ARTS!”
 
A child snorted.
A woman murmured, “Bless his heart…”
 
The West Witch pressed a hand over her mouth and laughed into her sleeve.
 
This man was no threat.
This man was no hero.
This man had a gift:
 
He believed his own nonsense just enough to sell it.
 
Perfect.
 
A king made of glitter and bravado.
 
 
 THE DEBT-COLLECTOR NUDGE
 
Oscar, as always, owed money.
 
And one particular carnie — tall, furious, and famously impatient —
had been letting him slide too long.
 
The West Witch saw him pacing outside the tent.
Saw Oscar’s smug grin.
Saw the storm gathering overhead.
 
Storms were her language.
Emotions were storms.
And nudging a man’s temper was the simplest magic she knew.
 
A ripple.
A spark.
A twist of irritation.
 
A whisper through the stormwater:
 
“Now.”
 
The collector’s patience snapped.
 
He burst through the tent flap.
 
“Oscar! You owe me six dollars and a broken lantern!”
 
Oscar shrieked.
Fumbled a smoke bomb.
Dropped it.
Burned his thumb.
Threw it.
Hit a lantern.
Ricocheted it off a pole.
And blew the whole backstage into thick grey smoke.
 
Children screamed.
Adults laughed.
Oscar coughed and bolted.
 
He tripped over a tent rope.
Got tangled in another.
Fell into a crate of juggling pins.
Scrambled up.
Ran the wrong way.
Ran into the same crate again.
Somehow both cried AND screamed simultaneously.
 
He tore out the back of the tent, wheezing and flapping like a startled pelican.
 
The collector thundered after him.
 
Oscar was losing.
 
Badly.
 
 
THE STOLEN BALLOON
 
Then —
because panic sharpens stupidity into innovation —
Oscar spotted the carnival owner’s hot-air balloon.
 
It was tied down behind the tents,
prepared for tomorrow morning’s “Sunrise Spectacular.”
 
Oscar was absolutely, unquestionably forbidden to touch it.
 
So of course he dove straight into the basket.
 
“Sorry, Clarence!” he squeaked —
to no one who could hear —
and slashed the mooring rope with a shaking hand.
 
The balloon lurched upward.
 
The wind caught it.
The storm gathered.
Oscar clung to the side, shrieking.
 
The West Witch leaned closer to her storm-basin.
 
Her eye gleamed.
 
“Mine.”
 
 
 THE WITCH WHO PULLED THE SKY APART
 
West pulled at the winds like reins.
She yanked the storm toward the balloon.
Clouds tore.
Lightning stitched the sky open.
The
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