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WHAT YOU NEED TO KNOW










The Hidden History of Oz series is built on the following premise:




Oz is a land powered by human dreams. 


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

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

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



Chronology—Important Events Related to this Story

Ozy: The reckoning of years in Oz.

AD: Common reckoning for earth history.

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




Timeline

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

1168 Ozy / 1852 AD / 48 BDG


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

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

  	The Third Witch War begins.

  	The foundations are laid for the Emerald City.

  	Glinda celebrates her sixteenth birthday.



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

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


MAP OF OZ
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PART ONE: TEARS






CHAPTER ONE

Schemes and Things

“IF YOU ALL control yourselves; we will have the Wizard exactly where we want him.” Glinda said. She addressed her Fighting Girls and all the maidens of her court. “The Sky Wizard’s Ball is two days away. Everything will be perfect.”

Glinda’s definition of perfect didn’t match exactly what the other girls thought, but Glinda was in charge. It was her castle, her sorcery, and her party. She controlled what happened in the South country in the Land of Oz. She had been here nearly two years, and the land had blossomed under her watchful eye. She felt confident sharing her scheme with the girls—they could be trusted.

Glinda’s right-hand girl, Wickrie-Kells, the captain of the Fighting Girls, listened half-intently to Glinda’s speech. Mostly she was focused on the carrot in her hand. She heard only about every third word from Glinda’s mouth.

‘Control…will…Wizard…exactly…Ball…days…perfect.’ Exactly. That was all she needed to know. If there was anything else, Glinda would tell her.

“Wickrie, any thoughts you wish to share around that carrot?” Glinda asked. She tossed her red hair over her shoulder and raised an eyebrow.

“Truth? Good carrot. Good plan. I’ll follow your lead.” Wickrie-Kells smiled at Glinda’s acceptance. That’s what best friends were for. Wickrie already had her hands full with all of the new girls that had come to South Castle.

Glinda prided herself on attracting the best and brightest girls in all the Land of Oz to her court. Some of them were fine warriors, and they composed the Fighting Girls—Glinda’s elite fighting force, led by Glinda’s best friend, Wickrie-Kells. Some of them were singers, like Ola Griffin, who also served as Glinda’s herald. Others served in research and experimentation. There were still others that stayed behind the scenes, maintaining the wondrous palace and tending the exotic gardens all around the castle. Glinda addressed them all today. Everyone was a part of this plan.

Ola Griffin closed her eyes and wrote with her bare fingers on the table. In her mind she divided her attention between Glinda’s speech and the song she was composing.




Lost in the absence of doubt,

I know there’s no easy way out.

Outside of this life,

Romance like a knife…




“Ola Griffin, paying attention, are we?” Glinda said. “Your lips are moving, but your eyes are not paying attention. Please share with us, if you will, what I just said?” Glinda folded her arms and narrowed her eyes at the blonde girl.

Ola Griffin ran her fingers through her hair and smiled. This was the easy part, quoting Glinda, “We all know that Oscar Diggs, the Wonderful Wizard of Oz, arrived in our land two years ago this week. The Sky Wizard’s Ball is to honor him, but more importantly, it is to bring him to me. You all have your assignments. There are those of you who are assigned to accompany the Wizard at various points during the Ball.”

It was exactly as Glinda had said it. The girls applauded.

Glinda narrowed her gaze, but then the smile drove the stubborn glare out of her eyes. It was quite a display of memory and elocution. She even paused correctly saying Oscar’s name. That drew some giggles from the younger girls.

Ola Griffin had the best memory of any of them. Her talents were very nearly a match for Glinda’s keen mind.

The red-haired sorceress continued, “You know your roles and I expect that you will be suitably beautiful for the occasion. The rest of you—I am warning you now—the Wizard does not like to see anyone disappointed or let down. He will do whatever it takes to make you happy and smiling. On top of that, he likes pretty faces. Do not encourage him. Be polite and smile when he tells a joke or tells a story, but do not do anything—and I mean anything—that might interfere with our little scheme.

“Some of you will be leaving right after the ball for a joint training exercise with the Emerald Guardsmen. Let me express my gratitude right now for your exemplary efforts. You make me proud to call you friends.”

Near the back of the hall a young teenage girl hung on Glinda’s every word. She wasn’t even supposed to be in here. Her parents were most recently from Munchkin Country, having left quickly after the harsh new laws were implemented. Eyve was too young to join the Fighting Girls, but she wanted to so badly. That desire drove her to break the rules and just follow the group into the hall. There was Wickrie-Kells, the Captain of the Fighting Girls—she was even taller in person. And there was Rala, and Corabinth, and Elka and Decla—she knew them from back home; both sisters wore their hair in side braids. These were names she had only heard of before, now she was right here, breathing the same air as they were. It was good air. It was good to be here. And Glinda had a good plan. The Wizard was important—too important to not let him know how wonderful he was. It was very absolutely clear that Glinda loved the Wizard. They were meant to be together.

When Glinda spoke, it was as if she was speaking directly to Eyve. The young girl’s wide brown eyes took in every detail of the hall. This moment would be sealed into her mind and heart forever.

“There will be no additional smiling at the Wizard, batting of eyes, blowing kisses, or flirting in any way. The Wizard—Oscar—is mine, and I want him to realize in no uncertain terms, just how lucky he is to have me.”

* * * * *

Far to the east and north of Glinda’s palace, Kalinya, the Wicked Witch of the East, knocked on a door on the back side of Mount Munch. For nearly two years she had been waiting for this moment. If such a creature as she could drool in anticipation, she would, but she was very sensitive to water of any type. In addition to her water aversion, every last bit of blood and spit within her dried up two years ago, during the creation of her blood-sand armies in the Battle of Munchkin Fields.

Kalinya looked down on those faraway fields from her vantage point atop the mountain. These intervening months and years had been hard. Though she was the Wicked Witch of the East, and ruled over the Munchkins completely, she was a ghastly spectre of her former self. Where she had once been beautiful, the years of magic had taken their toll. The magic lines she had drawn on her skin to remember the spells marked her as a powerful witch once. Now, after the draining loss of all her blood, her face was sunken and aged. The magic lines crossed each other now, rendering their magic useless. What she lacked, though, in magic, she made up for in power.

Just this month she had enacted a law that forbade any Munchkin in the land from being taller than she was. It was a flattering rule, but a necessary one. It kept the Munchkins in line and fearful. So long as they feared her power, they were easy to control.

Two years—the endless months did not seem so awful now, here at the threshold of success. The terrible price she paid to create her blood-sand armies two years ago had aged her. Beauty was a thing of the past. She was a hideous shadow that ruled the Munchkins with flashing golden eyes. All of that would change today.

She knocked on the door of the small house on Mount Munch. This round dwelling served as the laboratory for the alchemist, Pipton Nikidik. Few knew of him. In fact, Kalinya had only met him two years ago, when she was on her way to an appointment with death. Glinda had created a cloud and bound Kalinya with sandy vines so she could not escape. Kalinya was unceremoniously tossed on top of the cloud and sent northeast into the sky. After almost a full day, the cloud had thinned out as it approached Mount Munch. Her terrified screams had drawn the attention of a singular Munchkin high up on the mountain.

He stood up a ladder against the cloud and retrieved her from her floating prison, thereby earning the witch’s gratitude. After learning her story, the Munchkin shared his. He was working on a concept that would peel back the years of time—it was one of his many projects under development. For such a promise of youth, Kalinya swore she would pay any price.

That price now rested in her pocket. Today marked the end of her journey. For two days she had traveled slowly through the forest to arrive at this point. The line-of-sight was not clear enough through the forest, so the magic of the Silver Slippers, as far as Kalinya knew, was useless.

Pipton Nikidik, the alchemist, answered the door. He stared at the Witch for several moments.

Kalinya could not be bothered with formalities. “Two years I have been waiting for this. You have finished?”

“I have finished the ointment. Remember, Witch, when you came down from the cloud, you promised to pay any price? Have you the pearl?”

Kalinya narrowed her amber eyes at the alchemist. “I have it. But I require proof before payment.”

“Fair enough.” He said. He opened the door and Kalinya followed him into a small laboratory.

The alchemist pulled the cloak up over his head and covered his face with a protective mask. “Stand back, please.” He measured the volatile ingredients into a small vial.

“I hear you have taken the title of Professor.” Kalinya forced the pleasantries as she waited.

Professor Nikidik carefully measured the liquid into a small dish. “Beware of the burning. Keep it out of your blood.”

“What are you adding to the potion?”

“Ointment. It is a topical cream. You want to look younger to catch a man—a specific man, I assume, based on the price. Keep it out of your blood.”

“I have no blood.” Kalinya confessed.

The man paused and glanced up. His dark eyes studied the twisted magic lines etched deeply into the Witch’s face. “Interesting. And yet you live. Where did it spill?”

“I spent it battling my sis—my enemies.”

Professor Nikidik held out a small dish containing the ointment. “Your sample as proof.”

Kalinya rubbed the ointment into her gnarled hands and gasped in pain as the magic infused her parchment skin and peeled back the years. Her claw-like hands unclenched to become young again. The skin filled out to become smooth and unwrinkled. She laughed in astonishment.

She stepped behind a privacy screen and applied the ointment to her neck and shoulders. She gasped and laughed in pain as the magic in the ointment burned back the years.

She held out the pearl over the top of the screen, and Professor Nikidik snatched it from her fingers. He passed in the vial of ointment. Kalinya applied the ointment liberally and screamed and laughed in pain as the beauty of her youth returned to her.

She pulled on her robes and shook out her dark hair. She cinched her belt around her narrow waist and laughed in glee. She stepped out, younger than she had been in half a lifetime.

Kalinya put her hands on her hips. She laughed and swiveled her hips back and forth in front of Professor Nikidik. “What would your wife say if she could see you now?”

Professor Nikidik held the pearl up to the light, examining it. He gestured back over his shoulder and turned the light on a statue behind him. It was a round-featured woman, pleasantly plump with a pretty face. The statue was carved exquisitely in marble. The likeness in stone was uncanny. Upon closer inspection, Kalinya recognized the fear in the statue’s eyes. That could not be carved, no matter how skilled the artisan.

“Ask her.” Nikidik said.

Kalinya stopped in shock. She gulped. Then she smiled and shook her finger at Nikidik. “You almost had me. I believed for a minute that she was real.”

“Margolotte, this lovely young lady does not believe that you are real.” He reached back and stroked the statue’s cheek. “For a witch, you lack a great deal of understanding. How old did you say you were?”

“I’m…older than I look.”

Nikidik frowned. “You look young now, but your voice sounds raspy. Do you sing?”

“I haven’t in years.”

“Start. It will clear your voice and help you sound young again. A spoonful of honey twice a day will help.”

“How did Margolotte…?”

“She interrupted me while I was working. I am working on an Unguent of Animation. It will bring the inanimate to life. Things that are of a form, but have no life, can be brought into activity and being. I tire of cooking dinner for one.”

“How much of this Unguent of Animation are you mixing?”

“I have sufficient ingredients to make a full flask.”

“How much will it take to bring Margolotte back?”

“Only a single drop.”

“I wish to purchase this unguent from you. I’m looking for an army.”

Nikidik stuck the pearl in his pocket, and rubbed his hands together. “An army. Hmm. That is a large request, but I believe I can help you. It will cost you five pearls.”

Kalinya smiled tightly. That was her last pearl that she had paid. “It will take some time.”

“Fine. Margolotte isn’t going anywhere. I will be here when you call again.”

Kalinya turned to leave. As her young hand wrapped around the door handle, she stopped and looked back over her shoulder. Nikidik was watching her.

She tossed her hair and flashed her amber eyes at him. “Professor Nikidik, you rogue. What would your wife think?”

“Ask her.”

“Next time. I am certain I will see her face-to-face. But now, I have some diabolical schemes to unleash upon an unsuspecting populace.” She flashed a dazzling smile. “Wish me luck.”

Professor Nikidik pulled out the pearl again and examined it. He looked over the top of the pearl at the beautiful young witch. “Tell me—this man you are spending a fortune to entice—is he worth it?”

“I have been told that he likes pretty faces. As it was long ago, so it is again today, there are none prettier than mine. I have a stop or two to make to visit my rivals in this burgeoning love triangle, and then…I’m off to see the Wizard.”

* * * * *

In the center of the Land of Oz, the Emerald City rose as a shining beacon of protection and liberty. It was a city built on freedom and liberty. The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, Oscar Diggs—from the far away territory of Nebraska, in the western frontier of the United States of America—ruled the people kindly and fairly. He established laws based on the principles of equality, justice, and personal responsibility. He encouraged trade and welcomed all who were willing to abide by the laws of the city. Everyone knew the Wizard and loved him. He was powerful beyond their wildest imaginings, but he kept himself so approachable and affable that the people thanked him every moment they could get his attention.

In truth, the power that Oscar wielded was not of his choosing. The Land of Oz was powered by human dreams, and Oscar was a human dreamer. This close to the source of magic, his powerful dreams had an astounding effect on the city—new structures and designs appeared every night. This impressed the people greatly.

With all of the people coming into the Emerald City, a precautionary police force was established. The Emerald Guardsmen were the brave and skilled soldiers that kept the peace and patrolled the land around the Emerald City. They were led by Ombrosius Ambrosius—Omby-Amby to his friends—the Soldier with Green Whiskers. He was Oscar’s best friend, and his right-hand man.

Oscar and Omby-Amby looked out over the Emerald Lands from Oscar’s tower in the city. Oscar turned to look south.

“She’s expecting me in two days. This is really a big deal to her.”

“I know it is. Wickrie-Kells is looking forward to this. All of us together again. How long has it been?”

“Thirteen months for everybody. You’ve been down once. Wickrie has been up here twice. And I’ve gone down once. Then Glinda came partway back with me six months ago.” He sighed. “Has it really been six months?” He forced a smile. “That’s a long time.”

“Both of you have been busy. The Emerald City is growing faster than either of us thought possible. Glinda is doing some amazing things in the South. She is becoming a powerful sorceress. You two are bringing peace to the land.”

“Yes, peace, but not freedom—not liberty like I hoped.” Oscar replied. He yawned and kept his eyes closed for a long second.

“How much sleep did you get?”

Oscar shrugged. “Enough.”

“It’s barely the middle of the morning. You should not be yawning. You’ve got to get more sleep. All of these dreams you dream change things—they are wearing you out.”

“I have to go to my meetings. The people depend on me.”

“The bureaucrats can run their own meetings. They don’t need you in there to supervise.”

“There is nobody else but me. I have to be there. And in the meetings with the architects, and the daily tours. They are doing amazing things in this city.”

“It is you, the Wizard, that is doing these things. Every night you dream them. They only point them out.”

Oscar shook his head and chuckled. “No, no, no. It is not me. Dreams just entertain me in the nighttime hours. They can’t become real.”

Now it was Omby-Amby’s turn to sigh. His friend was wrong. He was powerful, and he was changing the Emerald City nightly with his dreams. Nobody in Oz dreamed, except the Wizard. The people did not know what dreams were, but they knew the Wizard had power, and that was enough.

“You have to get more sleep. Emerald City would not be happy with a dead wizard. You need sleep. You need to take a break. Let the people live their own lives for a day.”

“They need me. I make them happy. You see their faces. They smile. They laugh. They like to be with me.”

“You cannot make everybody happy all of the time. You can’t make them so happy that they just accept liberty and freedom. Liberty is a personal choice and people have to choose it. They have to want it. Right now, many of them don’t.”

“I don’t understand that.” Oscar said, leaning his elbows down on the railing. He stared into the streets far below.

Omby-Amby joined him down on the rail. “Neither do I, Brud. Neither do I.” He clapped a hand on Oscar’s back and stood up. “You need to get some rest today. Glinda expects you down there bright-eyed in two days. Let the meetings go today. Let the people be happy and entertain themselves today. Take a day for you.”

Oscar shook his head and smiled. “I am the Wizard. Like it or not, the humbug they believe is why I am in the tower. If they give me so much, how can I do less for them? Failure is not an option, Omby. I have to keep going.”

“You are killing yourself.”

“I know, but I have to keep going.” He closed his eyes and leaned his head down on his arms. “I am so tired.”

* * * * *

Kalinya admired herself in a small mirror for the fourth time since leaving the front door of Professor Nikidik. She saw all of her magic lines again. She was a beauty of probably twenty-four. Oh, those were marvelous years. The lads from miles around knew her and looked her way. Now they would again, but there was only one lad with the power to make her stay—that was the Wizard of Oz.

There still remained the matter of that red-haired brat, Glinda. The little princess was throwing a ball in honor of the Wizard. It probably meant a great deal to her to have it perfect. It certainly would be a shame to spoil such a well-planned occasion as that. A little chaos in the mix would upset the little apple’s cart and maybe, just possibly, reveal the bad within. If she was anything like her mother—and Kalinya was sure that she was—Glinda would rage and destroy something. That would be a spectacle worth watching.

The question remained—how to spoil Glinda’s day to the greatest possible degree? Kalinya turned west, toward the morning sun. Her sister was there, with the captive peoples of the Winkies and the Winged Monkeys. A slow smile spread on Kalinya’s face. Actually, she should think of herself as Kally now. She was a younger woman, and her name Kalinya did not inspire love.

Kally looked west to search the sky for the distant Winged Monkeys that would be a wonderful addition to the Sky Wizard’s Ball.

She wiggled her toes in the Silver Slippers and sighted a high point on the distant horizon. She took one, two, three steps and she was gone.








CHAPTER TWO

Opening the Curtain

OSCAR PACED BACK and forth in the garden. These past two days had passed quickly in travel and preparations. Now it was down to a matter of minutes before the Sky Wizard’s Ball. They were all counting on him. He was the one that would make or break this grand celebration.

So it was that Eyve discovered the Wizard in Glinda’s rose garden, muttering and pacing back and forth. She was nearly as tall as the young man with the carefully styled yet awkward hair.

“You’re talking to yourself.” She said.

“I expect I am, yes. It’s been quite a day for me. This is quite a place. Your Lady Glinda is quite the hostess.”

“Oh no, she’s not my—”

“No matter.” Oscar waved away the reply. “She expects really a lot of me today, but nobody will tell me a thing. They have some plan, I’m sure of it. I know how to read an audience, and they are all of the same mind. I can’t even get any of them to laugh. Can you believe that? Me, the Wizard, unable to conjure up even a giggle.”

So he was the Wizard. He was much different than what she expected. “So if you’re the Wizard, can’t you just magic something and make everything right? That’s what you did for my city.”

“What city is that?” Oscar cleared his throat and spoke more proudly. “I mean, I’ve done so much for so many cities…no?”

“Really? I’m not buying it.” Eyve raised her eyebrow. “You need to be better than that.”

“I’m a humbug. They are all going to hate me. I’m not who they say I am.”

“You came out of the clouds, right?”

Oscar nodded.

“And you built Emerald City. I’ve seen it shining and sparkling in the sky. Even the sky is green above it. That isn’t something that just anyone can do. Glinda loves you. You are amazing. You are the Wizard. Everybody sees it. Even if you don’t see it. I can see you need some help. Here, give me your hand. When you get in to see Glinda, take her hand like this. Look into her eyes. Think about how her hair blows in the wind, how she smiles, and how she laughs. That will make your eyes smile—like that. Good. Then, when you have her all to yourself, kiss her three times. One for love. Two for luck. Three for lollipops.”

“Love, luck, and lollipops?”

“This will be the most amazingly romantic night ever. You and Glinda are so cute.”

“Oh. Cute. Okay.”

They were interrupted by the clearing of a throat behind them. “Your Wonderfulness…sir. They are ready for you.”

“Thank you Omby.” Oscar turned to the girl, Eyve. “Thank you, my dear.”

“Remember.”

“Love, luck, and lollipops. I’ve got it.” As Oscar turned to go, he looked at Omby-Amby, “Your Wonderfulness?”

“You were entertaining a lovely young lady. I felt decorum was in order.”

Oscar nodded and chuckled. “She’s a good kid. I’ll see you inside.”

Omby-Amby clapped his friend on the back and smiled. It was going to be a good day.

“I’ve got a sword, too. Do you want to see?” Eyve asked.

Omby turned around to see a shining blade pointed right at his face.

* * * * *

One hour until the ceremonial bell chimed to begin the Sky Wizard’s Ball, and everything was perfect. Still, Glinda worried.

Oscar was here, but he was not himself. Omby-Amby wouldn’t explain it. Oscar just shrugged and said that he had been busy. At last he showed up on the stairs. Glinda came up to take his hand. She stopped one step below him so that he was taller. Her red hair was beautifully done in ringlets that cascaded over her shoulders.

Oscar, this land lives for you—everyone loves you, and you seem to love everyone. If you weren’t here, the land would not be the same. You—Oz the Great and Terrible—The Wonderful Wizard, are the Land of Oz to many of these people. They see your power and they trust, knowing that everything will be okay. Those were the words Glinda wanted to say. Those were the words that she believed and wanted desperately to share with Oscar. However, what came out of Glinda’s mouth was much different. “Gold would have looked better on your emerald-green suit instead of silver.”

“I like silver.” Oscar mumbled. He dug into his pocket and pulled out a wrapped gift. “I hope you like this.”

Glinda opened the package. It held a silver chain hung with a carved wooden pendant. In the tangled Celtic knotwork on the pendant, a blue-painted teardrop featured prominently in the center. “Oscar, it’s lovely. Where did you get this? I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“I made it. I have a workshop, you know.”

“I didn’t know.”

“I had some time.” He shrugged. “It is a reminder of what we are building. No more tears. There will be peace—no more tears.”

“I love it. Help me on?” Glinda lifted her curled hair away from her neck, and Oscar reached around her neck to clasp the chain in back. He focused on hooking the small clasp on the eyelet. He did not immediately notice her eyes widening and her lips slightly pouting. When he did, he smiled awkwardly. Glinda dropped her hair over his hand and she placed her hands on his hips. “I have missed you, Oscar.”

Oscar looked down and noticed that he was taller than Glinda. He stepped down to the same step that she was on. Now they were about the same height. “I have missed you, too, Glinda. Why don’t you come up to the Emerald City? There are questions I want to ask you.”

“You can ask me now.”

Oscar smiled and dodged the question. “This is your day, not mine. This pomp and circumstance is nice. It suits you.”

“I think it suits you better than me. You are the entertainer. The people love you. I like to curl up with a book or two.”

“Or twelve.” Oscar interjected.

Glinda laughed, agreeing. “Or twelve.” She took his hands and squeezed them. “We need you here. You would be happy here.”

Oscar’s smile didn’t make it up to his eyes. “I know you want that.” He kissed her quickly on the lips. “One for love. Two for luck. Three for lollipops.”

“Three? If you keep this up, the lollipop makers will be in guild status before the year is up.”

“If it were up to me, I’d grant them guild status this week.”

Glinda smiled and cocked her head to the side. “Why isn’t it up to you?”

* * * * *

In the rose garden, Omby-Amby stepped back and slapped away the blade with his scabbard. “If you draw a blade, be prepared to use it.”

The girl, Eyve, giggled and held her blade rock-steady at the Soldier with Green Whiskers.

Omby-Amby smiled. “You look like you know a thing or two.”

“I was the best before we left.”

Omby-Amby drew his sword from its scabbard. “Best in a small pond is still only small.”

“Tabulo said I was going to be better than him.”

“Tabulo? I’ve heard that name. Munchkin. He said that about you?” Omby-Amby launched into a quick attack that drew the girl’s sword both high and low. She blocked his blade and drove it point-first into the ground.

“Two years ago.” Eyve smiled. “I got better.”

The soldier pulled his sword tip from the ground and rubbed a hand over his whiskered chin. “Apparently. How well do you know Winko’s Sickle?” He launched into another attack, drawing the girl’s sword wide, then stepping inside her guard and pulling her close to toss her over his hip. His sword arm kept her sword away. “Not very well.”

“Do you know Crying Lion Whisker?” Eyve asked in return. Without waiting for an answer, she shot her free hand up and grabbed one of the soldier’s green whiskers and plucked it out. She spun and whirled away, giggling and pointing her sword at him.

“You made that up.”

Omby smiled and launched into another attack. They ranged up and down the rose corridor and through the arch into the lily circle. Then Eyve stepped back to catch her breath.

“I had fun. I’m Eyve.” She sheathed her shorter sword and bowed to the Soldier with Green Whiskers.

Omby-Amby returned the respectful bow. “Well done, Eyve. Try out for the Fighting Girls. You would make a good addition. Your swordplay is excellent. Better than Wickrie-Kells, even.” When he saw the girl’s eyes widen into an excited scream, he waved his hands to stop the coming storm. “Don’t tell her I said that. She might just prove how good with a sword she really is.”

“Really? You really mean that?”

“Are you here for the ball? Stick around for a few days. I’ll make sure that you get to show your stuff.” The soldier flicked his wrist out, snapping his blade at a blossom. He stepped forward and caught the falling blossom as it began to slip off its severed stem. He held the flower out to the girl. “I’ll be watching for you.”

Eyve took the flower gently and looked up to the soldier’s smiling face. She raised the blossom to her face and breathed deeply. No flower ever smelled as sweet.

* * * * *

Kally, the former Kalinya, raced from horizon to horizon, using the power of the Silver Slippers. In her hands she held a golden cage. In the cage was a screaming Winged Monkey. Kally stopped when she came within sight of Glinda’s palace.

The South Castle shone brilliantly on the edge of the desert. It was more a city now than the castle-laboratory it had been in the days of Smith & Tinker, inventors extraordinaire. Now the buildings extended halfway down the cliffs toward the Deadly Desert below. Glinda had made this place amazing. Kally stopped in her tracks. Even the Winged Monkey stopped and oooh’ed appropriately.

“Do you want to see inside?” Kally asked the monkey. It nodded vigorously. “Then you must keep quiet until I bring you inside. Then you can make all the noise you want.”

The monkey clapped its hands. Kally smiled. The devious plan danced in her golden eyes. The chaos would be extraordinary.

* * * * *

“This place is good at keeping time.” Oscar noted to Wickrie-Kells as they stood in line to be announced.

“You have no idea.” The taller girl smiled to herself. She cast her amber eyes down at the shorter Wizard. He was fidgeting slightly. “Concerns about anything?” She asked.

Oscar stopped fidgeting. “Just pre-show jitters. I know how important this extravaganza is to Glinda.”

Wickrie-Kells shook her head. Her light brown ponytail swung back and forth on her back. “No, you really have no idea, Oscar. But I believe you have it in you to make it a good night. Just go to Glinda. Everyone who smiles at you doesn’t need a story. Just go to Glinda.”

Oscar knitted his brow. “Okay.” He said hesitantly.

Wickrie-Kells took Oscar’s arm and squeezed it and patted his hand. “Trust me. Glinda just wants you to see how much you mean to her.”

“That’s really not necessary. I thought she knew that I—”

“Liberty and justice for all, right? Glinda is free to act. In this case, however, you are not. Just keep your feet moving forward. The girls will guide you to Glinda.”

“More than one? I must be a lucky man tonight.” He straightened his jacket and stood a little taller.

Wickrie-Kells rolled her eyes as she closed them and turned her head up toward the ceiling. Now Oscar was bouncing jauntily. She shook her head and tried not to smile. Invisible whistling birds sounded all around them.

Oscar glanced off to the side as a golden-eyed girl suddenly appeared. She stepped up to the front of the line, smiled at the herald, Ola Griffin, and then proceeded into the ballroom. Oscar noticed a flash of silver as her feet walked quickly beneath her swishing skirts. He kept watching to see if the silver flashed again.

Wickrie-Kells cleared her throat. Oscar stood up quickly and smiled sheepishly at the taller girl. “Do you see something?”

“Yes. Actually, I thought I saw…” Oscar’s revelation died under the withering gaze of Wickrie-Kells. “No. Not a thing.”

Wickrie-Kells narrowed her eyes and watched the girl disappear toward the pile of gifts. Then it was their turn. Ola Griffin turned to them and announced in a voice as clear as it was beautiful, “From his home among the Sky Wizards, the founder of the Emerald City, and teller of stories loved and dear—The Wonderful Wizard of Oz!”

Wickrie-Kells pulled Oscar forward. They paused at the top of the stairs. The ballroom was filled with brightly costumed people from across the Land of Oz. They looked up at him and applauded and cheered. There was love and admiration in their eyes as they looked on their Wizard. Wickrie-Kells nodded to Rala, a dark-haired girl nearby, and she slowly began her approach.

Oscar smiled and raised his hand. He surveyed the crowd, sizing them up and noting which guests were the most enthusiastic in their appreciation. They would make a welcome group for his stories later.

Then he saw the girl again. She picked up a golden cage from among the piles of presents.

Ola Griffin’s voice rang clear again, “Your hostess for the evening, the Ruby Sorceress, Glinda—”

The terrified screech of the Winged Monkey cut off Glinda’s introduction as she rose from the Ruby Throne. Everyone turned to look at the ceiling as the screaming monkey leaped from pillar to pillar.

On her raised dais, Glinda stared in stunned horror. Then her face got red and her eyes grew stormy. In a matter of two moments Glinda’s angry face was as red as her hair.

* * * * *

Omby-Amby leaped into action. He grabbed the nearest non-lethal item he could find as a club—a long loaf of bread—and swung at the diving monkey. He chased the monkey around the room. Several knocked over candles lit a tapestry on fire. A quick-thinking young girl ran for the punch bowl to douse the flames.

Oscar whistled at the Winged Monkey, holding out his hands and snapping his fingers. Without his noticing, Wickrie-Kells disappeared from Oscar’s side.

Oscar was joined quickly by Ola Griffin. She smiled at him and reached her hands out also. She raised her voice in song—a catchy tune about a dancing star that lost its place in the sky and fell to Oz and made the first faerie magic. The orchestra quickly joined in and played the jaunty melody. The people danced and laughed. Everyone loved The First Faerie.

Oscar ran down the stairs after the monkey. The monkey screamed and leaped and stopped on a chandelier. Wickrie-Kells returned to the ballroom with her bow in hand. She nocked an arrow and drew back the bowstring. She took careful aim and let fire.

The Winged Monkey leaped away from the chandelier. The arrow whistled past the monkey, and the razor-sharp onyx arrowhead sliced through one of the support ropes. The chandelier creaked and the remaining ropes groaned.

Omby-Amby grabbed a heavy round loaf of bread from the banquet table and reared his arm back to launch the loaf at the monkey. Glinda saw this and screamed, “NO!”

The monkey also saw this and laughed at him. This was great fun.

Omby-Amby let it fly.

The Winged Monkey folded its wings and dropped below the trajectory of the baked projectile. The loaf flew harmlessly past the Winged Monkey. Omby-Amby’s eyes grew wide as he saw the inescapable target of his unfortunate aim. He had time to gulp once before the round loaf of bread shattered against the chandelier.

Glinda watched in horror as the chandelier rocked back and forth on the remaining ropes. The added strain snapped one rope, then another, then all of them. It seemed to hang in the air for a moment before realizing the inevitability of gravity.

Glinda did not even notice the sudden weight on her shoulder as the Winged Monkey landed and watched with her.

The chandelier shattered on the marble floor. Glinda’s eyes narrowed. Then she noticed the monkey on her shoulder. It was looking at her necklace.

In a flash, the monkey shot out its hand and grabbed the necklace. It looked up and made eye contact with Glinda. The monkey was a male, so it knew very well what that look on Glinda’s face meant. It shot off her shoulder quick as lightning.

The orchestra was suddenly silent. So were Oscar’s whistles and Ola Griffin’s singing. All chatter, laughter and movement stopped, frozen in an instant. The only sound left to echo through the entire palace was Glinda’s angry scream.

* * * * *

Oscar held the small Winged Monkey in his arms. Ola Griffin stroked the small creature’s head. From the next room, Glinda’s shout sounded loud and clear.

“Out! I don’t care! You ruined everything. I will not be bothered with people who will not take orders. No—do not even try to explain. Get out.”

Omby-Amby stormed past Oscar without a glance sideways. Oscar walked after him, and the Soldier with Green Whiskers slowed, but he did not turn his head. “If you need me, brother—my Brud—just call. I’m never far. I will be your sword and shield.” He exited the large front door, letting it slam loudly behind him.

From behind a tapestry, two brown eyes watched after the Soldier with Green Whiskers. Eyve’s wide eyes watched the door. He had to come back in. Everything had to be all right. It was just a misunderstanding. She heard angry footsteps and ducked behind the tapestry.

Glinda entered the hallway and spotted the Winged Monkey in Oscar’s arms. She reached out her hand for the creature. “How did you get it?” she demanded.

Oscar let a small smile dance around his mouth before answering. “It was easy enough. I just made a noise like a banana.”

Glinda was not amused.

As Oscar returned to Ola Griffin’s side, Glinda grabbed the monkey away from Oscar and thrust it into Ola Griffin’s arms. “Get rid of this thing.” Then she pointed a finger at the small Winged Monkey. “Take heed, little one, any future intrusion into any noble dwelling—whether it be castle, palace, or laboratory, whatever the sacred space may be—is an unconditional declaration of war. And it will be answered accordingly.” Then she waved her hand, dismissing Ola Griffin. “Get it out of my sight.”

Ola Griffin curtseyed and quickly exited.

Glinda turned her angry glare on Oscar. She shook her head, but no words came out. Oscar quickly left her side and headed back into the ballroom. He saw Ola Griffin pick up the golden cage from near the pile of gifts. She slipped the small monkey into the cage and closed the cage door, smiling and whispering to the small creature.

The guests in the ballroom buzzed in curiosity and wonder about the events. Had this been planned? If so, it was a marvelous show—definitely the best they had ever seen. But if it was not, then this was a tragedy of great proportions…perfect for gossips all throughout the Land of Oz.

Oscar descended the stairs and was immediately surrounded by admirers. They all wanted to know how he managed to capture the wild monkey. “It was easy. I just made a noise like a banana.”

They were amused.

Oscar looked over at Ola Griffin. She took a piece of fruit and handed it through the bars of the cage.

Glinda entered and saw Oscar surrounded by admirers—many of them females, with some of those maids from her court. She followed his gaze and turned to see Ola Griffin. Glinda narrowed her eyes and turned back to Oscar.

Ola Griffin disappeared through another door. Oscar turned to see Glinda at the top of the stairs, glaring at him. With the herald, Ola Griffin, otherwise occupied, there was no one to announce Glinda. Oscar stepped away from the adoring guests and lifted his hands and large ventriloquist voice toward Glinda, “From the Scarlet Courts of the South, our Hostess for this evening’s memorable events, Glinda, the Good!”

* * * * *

From her hidden location on an overlooking balcony, Kally watched all of the traumatic events unfold with barely contained glee. Glinda was furious. The Wizard was trying to patch things, but the fire in the red-haired sorceress was so very like her mother that she was bound to break something precious before the night was over.

Kally stepped from the balcony to the look over the stairs. She saw the blonde herald carrying away the golden cage with the Winged Monkey. The girl stopped when she came face to face with a tall, dark-haired man. The herald asked who he was.

“Forget you ever saw me.” He answered. “I’ll let myself in. I’m a friend of the original owners.”

Kally saw the man’s face and she paled. As the man entered the ballroom, Kally hurried to an outside window to make her quick getaway.

* * * * *

In the gardens overlooking the desert cliffs, Omby-Amby stared out over the desert. His back was straight and his glare unmoving. If he heard the girl silently moving behind him, he made no notice.

Eyve sat cross-legged near him and looked up at his tightly-composed face. “I put out the fire. The tapestry is stained with punch. I wasn’t even supposed to be in there.”

Omby-Amby sighed and let his gaze travel to the girl. If he would have had a younger sister, she would probably have been like this girl. “Did anyone see you?”

“Lady Glinda was certainly mad. Did you see how red her face was? It was almost the exact same color as her hair.”

“No. I didn’t see that, but I’ve seen it before. She has a temper like fire.”

“She shouldn’t have kicked you out.”

“Did you see the chandelier?” Omby-Amby asked, shooting a sideways glance at the girl.

She giggled, and Omby’s face cracked into a disbelieving smile. “I actually knocked it to the floor with a loaf of bread. I’m surprised she didn’t kill me right there.”

“If looks could kill…,does she know the look of death? She is a sorceress.”

“All females know the look of death. And all males know what it looks like. Did you see how quick that monkey took off? He knew.”

“No. I was running with the punchbowl.”

Omby-Amby turned to look at the earnest girl. “You were paying attention to the situation, that’s good. You weren’t distracted by the theatrics. See a need, fill a need. That’s a good soldier.”

“Really?”

“Really. I think you have what it takes. Try out for the Fighting Girls. I have to leave now—Emerald City beckons afar. I am no longer welcome here.”

“I’m sure you could talk to Glinda. I could talk to her.” Eyve offered.

“Thank you. Eyve, was it? I’ll be watching for you.” Omby-Amby lifted a hand to salute her.

Eyve jumped up and embraced him around the middle. “I’ll be ready.”

* * * * *

Glinda was in no mood to entertain guests, but still they came. Everything was supposed to be perfect for the Sky Wizard’s Ball, but nothing was perfect. Everything was ruined. The guests all wished her well and congratulated her for a delightful evening. It was truly a memorable event. It was a fitting event to celebrate the arrival of the Wizard to the Land of Oz—destruction from the sky, chaos, and all that.

Glinda was jealous. Power came so easily to the Wizard. People clustered around him like shadows on a bright day. And like a shadow, he never cast them away—they were always with him. Such power came with a price, but Oscar didn’t seem to care. He continued to direct the building of the Emerald City, and tell stories of the wonderful work going on there. And he continued to court his enemies with the easy familiarity of a stage clown. Did he not realize that they were his enemies? Was he that blind, naïve, or foolish? Or was it something else entirely—something that Glinda could not see?

It was no wonder that the powers politic were growling at his heels. The legend of Oz, the Great and Terrible, was of particular consequence to the people who only respected power. They knew that they could control the power if they could just get inside his circle. It was only the crowds that constantly thronged the Wizard that kept the power-hungry leeches in the shadows. If they could ever get him alone, they would see whether or not his power truly was as legendary as the legends sang.

Glinda, too, wished that she could get Oscar alone. His continual drive for perfection in his city to the north concerned the sorceress. There was so much that he was doing that went unnoticed. It was like doing needlepoint on a dishrag, she once told him. He rejected her explanation that day. Though she argued, Oscar wanted everything to be perfect for every single person.

Her power was great, and it was increasing day by day as she learned more and more from her library in the South. What concerned her most was that Oscar’s strange power to dream visions into reality was changing the Land of Oz—her land—into something different. That was not acceptable.

And then the Wizard was gone. He was not among the clustered knots of people. He was not at the banquet table among the delightful foods. Glinda stood up from her throne. She tossed the large bowl of half-eaten pastries on the floor. Had she really eaten that many?

She went to find the Wizard.








CHAPTER THREE

Golden Cage

IN THE GARDEN, Oscar found Ola Griffin with the golden cage. She fed fruits to the chattering little monkey. The monkey turned to watch the Wizard hungrily as he approached. Oscar chuckled to himself as the monkey licked its lips.

“Hello, little monkey. You look like you are seeing something you like. Hello, Ola.”

“Good evening, to you, Wizard.” The blonde girl responded pleasantly.

“Oscar, please. It’s what my friends call me. I’d like to consider you a friend.”

The girl nodded politely, but stayed silent.

“I just wanted to see how the monkey was doing. He had quite a fright in there.”

“He’s doing fine now.” Ola Griffin looked around, but didn’t see anybody. “Wizard…Oscar, I wanted to ask you…how do you make a noise like a banana?”

Oscar smiled broadly. “You’ve got a good voice. You’re going to love this. See, you start with the nose. Lift it high into the air, like you are holding a banana on there. Let the sound build in the back of your throat as you visualize the banana, and then you let it peal.”

The girl immediately recognized the pun and laughed out loud. Her clear laughter rang through the garden. This attracted the attention of a certain red-haired sorceress.

Oscar smiled broadly. He liked to make people smile. When they laughed—true, genuine laughter—it was even better. “Do you want to see what I made for Glinda?”

Oscar held up the necklace. The polished wood caught the fading sunlight and glistened.

Ola Griffin reached out her hand to touch it and examine the fine woodwork.

From across the garden, Glinda saw the scene unfold without the sound. Hurt tears filled her eyes. No more tears, Oscar had promised—but he lied—they came anyway. Glinda turned and ran far away.

* * * * *

Glinda’s suite overlooked the gardens. She threw herself on her bed and sobbed. Then she screamed and kicked her feet and sobbed some more. And then, when she was finished, she picked up a book and flipped through it slowly.

In the garden, Ola Griffin sang. Glinda recognized the song, Parradime Lost. It was one of her favorites.

As Ola Griffin sang, her voice chased away the shadows and brought the light back in to Glinda’s eyes. Though the song ended with the disappearance of the City of Parradime, home of the wisest philosophers in all of Oz, the bouncy refrain cheered Glinda. She even caught herself singing along with the Chumpocles verse. By the time the song was finished, Glinda had turned toward the balcony. She walked out and overlooked the garden.

The singing stopped. Glinda looked for Oscar, but he was nowhere to be seen. Glinda smiled at her friend. “I see you down there.”

“I see you up there. Are you better?” Ola asked. She lifted the golden cage to leave.

“An iota better. I like that song.”

“I know.”

“Where is Oscar?”

“The Wizard stepped inside. He has probably found some more friends or leeches.”

“I wanted this night to be perfect. I wanted it to be special.” Glinda leaned her arms down on the balcony railing, looking down at her friend.

“It was memorable.”

“How can you say so much by saying so little? You are a wonder to me sometimes.”

“I do my duty.”

“Was there no young man here for you tonight?”

In the twilight shadows, Ola Griffin shook her head. Glinda caught the slight motion. “No.”

“Tell me why you will not love.”

“My duty is to you, my Lady. I will not love until you allow yourself to love.”

Glinda’s smile froze on her face. She stood up and knit her brows together. She puzzled on that cryptic statement. When she looked down in the garden again, Ola Griffin was gone.

“But I do love.” She whispered to the wind. “He just doesn’t love me back.”

* * * * *

Glinda walked the halls, waiting and dreading. What had she seen out there? Was Oscar fading away from her? Was she fading from his heart? She would be his, but would Oscar be her Wizard still? Would he recognize her sacrifices? Would he recognize her power? This land was hers, by rights—she had been driven from her home in the North, and Smith & Tinker invited her into this castle, so she had made it her own. She was making a clear name for herself.

Her fame had grown in the land. She was not so well-known as the Wizard, but she would be. Where the Wizard was the hero of the Battle of Munchkin Fields, it was Glinda that—no. That wasn’t fair. Mistakes had been made.

Oscar promised to help her free the Winged Monkeys. If only she had done as he had said and freed them then. But he promised to help.

She would be more inclined to believe him if he wasn’t too busy building his Emerald City and spreading liberty across Oz. He had orchestrated treaties with the other lands in Oz, making Emerald City neutral in war. No entangling alliances, he had said. That sounded wonderful, and it was going to be. So far, he had been lucky—war had not come to Oz in these last two years. Not since the Battle of Munchkin Fields, but the Wicked Witches were still out there. His luck would not hold out forever, then where would his power get him? What could his dreams do in the middle of a war?

Oscar was a dreamer. He was unique in all of Oz. People in Oz don’t dream. Few even knew what a dream was. Oscar explained once that they were visions in the night when you sleep—things that once were, or are, or may be. The magic of dreams, he said, is not in what we see when we sleep, but what we carry with us into the light of day. The magic is in the dreams we keep.

This sounded wonderful…only Oscar didn’t keep all of his dreams—he actually forgot a great many of them. Fortunately for him, the Land of Oz remembered them all to well. He dreamed an entire city into existence. The Emerald City was based on a dream he had. He would have forgotten it, too, except that Glinda had reminded him that morning, after the battle.

Even now Oscar regularly dreamed changes into the city. The Architects’ Guild posted Watchers throughout the city to spot the new magical developments that appeared every night. They built the city around Oscar’s dreams, for he was a mighty Wizard that changed Oz. He was the most powerful of any in the Land of Oz, yet Glinda knew that there was more to his power. What lay beneath was the greatest mystery of all. It was a mystery that she intended to solve.

If the Wizard could not control his power, he did not deserve the power. It should belong to—or at least be controlled by—someone who knew how to use it and control it. Power belonged to those who would use it responsibly.

So wrapped up in her thoughts was Glinda, that she did not stop her hall-wandering until she ran into the heavy oaken door. She came back to herself and found that she was at the heavy doorway of her Echo Chamber.

This was where Glinda spent most of her nights. It was in the lower levels of the palace, down below the surface. The stone room was large and circular, perfect for sorcery and experiments. This was also her place to think and meditate. It was her isolation from the outside world. She entered and closed the door behind her.

She sat on the edge of the large table, kicking her feet absently. It was quiet in here. She pulled on her most recent experiment—an adjustable ruby lens attached to a headpiece. She flipped down the ruby lens over one eye and stared at the floor. With only her thoughts to sort through, Glinda did not expect to see the heavy door open.

Glinda had given standing orders for the doors to be locked while she was inside. Wickrie-Kells or Ola Griffin then unlocked them at certain specified hours. However, nobody knew that she was in here tonight. The heavy oak doors kept unwanted guests out—but not this evening.

With the events of the Sky Wizard’s Ball fresh in her mind, and worries about Oscar haunting her, Glinda was in no mood to entertain guests. She wanted only one guest, but to get that one guest here, she had to make room for the dozens and hundreds that were required.

She most certainly did not expect the tall, dark-haired man who arrived with no announcement. He simply walked in and closed the door behind himself. Glinda saw a flash of blonde hair through the crack in the doorway as the door closed.

Glinda slid off the table and faced the intruder. She raised the ruby lens and looked at the unwelcome visitor coldly. “I am not to be disturbed.”

“I’m not here to disturb—just watching. Go right ahead. Don’t let me be a bother.”

Glinda narrowed her eyes and turned her back on the man. She faced her vials of powders and crystals, trying to look busy. She flipped the ruby lens back down and studied the auras of one powder, and then the next. When she glanced up again, the man was right next to her, studying the powders also. He had pulled out a monocle of emerald. He looked through his lens just like Glinda looked through hers.

“Quite a show this evening.” He said.

“Is there something you want?” Glinda demanded.

The man gestured to the powders. “Interesting, isn’t it? What do you see?” He asked.

“I see you.”

“Ho-ho. I see you, too, lassie. But we both know that smart answers won’t be clever enough for my questions.” He tucked his monocle back into his vest pocket and sat on the corner of the table, waiting for the storm of questions within the red-haired sorceress’ eyes.

Within the raging storm came an unexpected question. “Were you invited?”

“Ah, well…no more than you, I suppose, would be a fair answer.”

Glinda’s eyes narrowed, but they flicked back and forth, searching the dark man’s face for some shred of an answer. He was clever. Information would not be easily obtained from this one.

“I was invited back here when I had finished my journey.” The man said.

“Who invited you back? I have been here for two years. I know nothing of you.”

“No. That’s true. I doubt my masters would have mentioned me. By the way, I love what you’ve done to the place—knocking the Twisted Lighthouse into the desert below—brilliant. It had been there too long anyway. Too many bad dreams in that place.”

“Wait a minute. Who are your masters?” Glinda demanded, both confused and intrigued.

“Masters Smith and Tinker, inventors extraordinaire. They built this castle, trained apprentices for numberless years, and invited me back whenever I felt my journey was complete. Imagine my surprise when I find you here instead of them.”

“Imagine.” Glinda muttered.

“And I’m certain that you are just as impressed to see me.” The man said. “I can’t say that I blame you. The first time I came into this room, I was in complete awe of the power. This chamber was home to the most powerful magicks I had ever beheld, or had ever heard of.”

“This is my Echo Chamber.” Glinda said. “It keeps the world out so that I can focus. Nothing out there matters when I am in here.”

“So you come in here to hide.”

Glinda glanced up at him but said nothing.

“That wasn’t a question—it was a statement. You are Glinda, daughter of Quelala.”

Glinda raised an eyebrow curiously. “Yes.” She said slowly. “I am. My mother was Gayelette.”

“Of course.” He laughed. “Can’t forget the Ruby Sorceress.”

“No. We can’t forget her.” Glinda’s eyes unfocused and she swam through the murky memories that clouded her thinking. She turned back to her crystals.

The door clicked closed, snapping her out of her silence.

The man was gone.

* * * * *

Glinda ordered the Ruby Throne brought down to the Echo Chamber. Wickrie-Kells arranged that project, leaving Glinda to coordinate the next phase of the experiment. It was originally supposed to happen tomorrow evening, but the events of the day rested heavily on her mind, and she could not wait. She had to ask Oscar the important questions.

She paced back and forth, anxious, as she tried to focus her thoughts on the man that Oscar was. Oscar was a good man, but she could not shake the fears she had about his power. What concerned her most was the power that the Wonderful Wizard was amassing without effort on his part.

Even without trying, Oscar was the most powerful—and the most dangerous—man in all of Oz. And what was worse, he didn’t take it seriously. The people came to his city. They built up his name and his fame. Oh, the stories they told. And what was worse, Oscar didn’t seem to pay them any great notice. Certainly he liked to be admired by the pretty faces, but he had no idea what was happening around him.

He was too busy building his city—a beacon to the world. And then he would sleep, and dream, and things would change. He was changing the world around him. He could not be trusted in his dreams, because they had no plan. He had no plan. Other than the banner of liberty for all, he did not do anything.

Oscar had obtained the name and the fame. He was the hero of Munchkin Fields. He was Oz, the Great and Terrible. He was the true power in Oz. Yet it was Glinda behind him, making these great things happen. It was said that behind every great man is a greater woman. But Glinda did not want to be behind him. She wanted him to be at her side.

Two years ago Oscar had descended from the stormy sky in a balloon. His arrival had changed the course of history in the Witch War. They won the first battle of Winkie Plains when Oscar arrived. It was thanks mostly to the storm, but stories arose that Oscar brought the storm with him. Everywhere he marched out against his enemies, the storms followed.

Glinda knew the stories, but those stories had gone on long enough. It was her magic that brought the storms of South Castle and Munchkin Fields. The people loved the Wizard and so all good and all power was attributed to him, the hero. While respect was given to the Sorceress of the South, Glinda the Good, she was not the foremost paragon of good in the minds of the people.

It was Glinda that was born to rule. As the daughter of the Ruby Sorceress, Gayelette, Glinda was heir to the North. The Witch Wars drove her out. She had finally made a place for herself in the South, in the laboratories of Smith & Tinker. She would not be second to anyone—not her mother, not Oscar, not anyone.

Oscar had great power, that was undeniable, but he was a strange sort of man who saw stories in shadows. He delighted more in the appearance of magic and the adoration of the crowd than in the power of actual magic. Why? Oscar was a mystery that Glinda would peel back, layer by layer, until she understood perfectly.

This was the purpose of throwing the Sky Wizard’s Ball. She needed Oscar to come down from the Emerald City so that she could find answer to her questions.

Once the Ruby Throne had completed its transition from the Ballroom to the Echo Chamber, Glinda stopped her frantic pacing. It was time. The Wizard would reveal his secrets and Glinda would finally understand him.

Glinda put on her best smile and went to find the Wizard.
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