
PROLOGUE 
 

The world has grown and changed since the beginning of man upon 

the land. Groups of nomadic travelers settled down and formed 

villages. The villages soon turned into towns, then to cities, to 

nations, and then to countries. As time passed, many technological 

advances found a way into the world. However, no matter how advanced 

the human race could become, there was always magick that existed 

within the world. This magick circumvented anything a scientist could 

boil in the laboratory. Along with this magick, existed lands never 

before seen by humans. Their enchantments were so powerful, that even 

sorcerers and witches in the human world could not see past their 

cloaks.  

There existed a land where magick flourished, and within its 

grasp, every magickal creature imaginable was present. Birds chirped 

and animals danced around gaily in the bright, warm sun that shone 

across the green valleys and forests. All the inhabitants grew 

together in balance and harmony. It was simple and peaceful here in 

this enchanted land. Blessed by the fairies, this land named Oz had 

once been a powerful and thriving kingdom led by a young, fairy 

Princess that looked no older than your average teenager. Dark times 

had befallen the kingdom which caused the Princess to step down from 

the throne, leaving it open for the rightful heir deemed fit to earn 

it. The Princess gathered a group of her closest friends and allies, 

creating a council to mentor and oversee the new powers to take the 

throne. This council was known as the Elders.  

"We must take action before this land is lost to Evil," the 

former Princess persuaded. 

"What do you propose we do?" The council sat awaiting an answer 

as she walked over to her magick mirror. 

"Show me, Dorothy," she said waving her hand over the mirror. 

"You can't be serious! Dorothy left us years ago!"  

"No matter how long ago she left, she will always remain a 

princess here!" she retorted. Dorothy popped up in the mirror entering 

a hospital. "I have been watching over her for years. I propose an 

action to be taken on her behalf for what she has done for us." She 

turned and faced the Council. "The answer lies not with her, but the 

child she carries within." 

"What are you suggesting? Making a mortal child the Queen of Oz? 

Preposterous!" The council murmured amongst themselves over the 

proposal that was ludicrous. 

"No, but the rightful heir to the throne does need a companion." 

The Princess stood her ground. 

"You know the rules! Mortals and Ozmites will not marry!" 

"That's why I have called you all here..." 

  



Chapter One 
 

Tall wheat grass blew in the soft wind rolling across the fields 

of dreams. In the distance, you could hear the soft tones of melodic 

singing as the workers went about their day. It was a peaceful and gay 

portion of the world that evil left untainted. The foliage that spread 

from one end of the land to the other was lustrous and unequivocal to 

that of the rainforests that existed in the Amazon. Fairies fluttered 

about tending the gardens of flowers while the gnomes worked hard 

harvesting the jewels from the mountains on the outskirts of the land. 

Everyone worked in harmony to bring about their day's work for 

celebrations later on in the evening. Not one job was harder than the 

next, so all lived civilly without jealousy or discontentment. 

 

Just outside of a quaint, little town that lay towards the east 

of the land, there was a barren spot in the field where a nest sat 

with bones and decaying animals lying around it. A young, teenage girl 

that wasn't indignant to the marvelous land frolicked through the 

fields free of worry or fright. Maryjane had been making daily visits 

to this peculiar place for quite some time now, and the inhabitants 

had fallen in love with the child. She had stolen their hearts upon 

her arrival and was treated with the utmost care. She roamed the 

valleys always exploring and looking for a new adventure to embark on. 

As Maryjane made her way over to the massive grave of animals, 

she couldn't help but cover her mouth as her eyes watered. She tried 

not to choke on the pungent stench. She had been warned not to venture 

to close to this new addition to the land, but curiosity had gotten 

the best of her. She now wished she had listened as she was unable to 

force down the bile that had risen to the back of her throat. She 

covered her nose and mouth with her shirt in an attempt to block the 

reeking, decaying bodies, but the putrid smell had sunk into the 

stitching of her clothes. Once she laid eyes on the rotting corpses of 

animals and the maggots squirming around inside, she lost all control 

of her stomach and heaved with huge spasms putting her to her knees as 

she tried to force herself away.  

Her ears caught an indescribable sound that sent chills and fear 

throughout her body. She carefully stood from her doubled over 

position and turned around to find the source of the sound. Her body 

went rigid with dread. Careening towards her was a winged creature 

with no feathers. It had the body of a human, with feet and hands as 

talons. Its head was large with the disposition of a reptile. Its 

mouth was a fanged beak, and it squalled a spine tingling shriek of 

death. She had never seen or heard about this creature even in a 

warning, but prayed with all her heart that she would get away 

unscathed. As it closed in on her, with every ounce of whit she tried 

to move, but her entire body stood frozen like a statue. 

"Ch-ch-Charlie!!" she managed to scream before the beast closed 

in for the attack. 

The sounds of laughter mixed with screaming filled her ears, and 

she opened her eyes. Her vision was blurry as she tried to focus and 



her head felt tremendously heavy. Through her hazy vision, she was 

able to make out trees; green foliage had replaced the wheat grass she    

had been in, as well as a blurred blob of faceless people. When she 

was finally able to focus, she realized she had been having one of her 

nightmares, and to her dismay, her outburst was in public. The 

screaming she had heard was her own. The laughter coursed through her 

body as her peers joked about her public display of "crazy." 

She sat at the base of a tree while her notebook spilled open 

with her sketches and writings. She scrambled to pack everything up in 

the notebook before the group of bystanders could eye them. She kept 

her eyes to the ground as she hurriedly placed all the papers back in 

the notebook. She heard the whispers from the kids that stood around 

her watching her every move. 

"Her mom's crazy. She was in an insane asylum," one of them 

barked. 

 

"She's not far behind her," another one chided. 

Her face grew hot from embarrassment, and she could feel the 

tears welling, but she brushed them aside. She reached for her last 

sketch when a foot stepped down on it. She closed her eyes, took a 

deep breath, and looked up to the perpetrator. 

"Do you mind picking your foot up? You're stepping on my sketch," 

she mumbled. 

A boy her age bent down, picked up her sketch, and looked at it. 

"This sketch?" he mocked as he tore it in front of her. 

The pieces fell to the ground, and it took every ounce in her to 

hold back the urge to burst into tears. He then picked up her notebook 

and began tearing sheets of paper from it. She jumped up trying grab 

it from him. 

"Please, don't" she pleaded while everyone gawked and laughed at 

her.  

The earth beneath her began to spin as she grew light headed and 

disoriented from the anxiety. 

"Listen to this," the boy began, "Today Glinda showed me how to 

use my powers and told me I'm a powerful witch," the boy stopped 

reading and looked at her, "You're a witch! This   is a magick book!" 

he exclaimed holding it up to everyone. 

The crowd exploded in laughter. The faces whirled around her in 

mockery, and she was to the point of passing out. 

"Stop!" she bellowed and the crowd came to a silent halt. 

Everyone looked at her in astonishment. She had never fought back or 

said anything as they taunted her before today. "Give me my book," she 

demanded stretching her hand to meet his. 

"Or what?" the boy enticed tearing another sheet from the book. 

The skies began to grey and clouds began to roll in as the kids 

all stopped and stared at the sudden weather change. They looked from 

the sky and back to Maryjane as her expression hardened. 

"Do you really want to know what?" Maryjane glared as lightning 

struck a tree several hundred feet from the crowd. 

Everyone jumped and screamed, terrified of the warning bolt.  

"You really are a freak," the boy stammered tossing the book to 

the ground. 



The crowd dissipated in haste before the rain came pouring down 

on them. Maryjane bent down and picked up the torn pages that 

surrounded her feet. She stopped at the one sketch   torn from the 

book, but not ripped in two. 

"Charlie," she whispered. The weather changed from the impending 

torrential storm back into the sunny day it had been with a light 

drizzle as her tears fell. She rubbed her fingers across the face of 

the sketch and sighed. An emotional dam broke loose from within and 

tears streamed down her face. She packed away all the torn pages, 

slipped the notebook into her bag, and started on her walk home. In 

the distance, she could hear her mom calling her name from the front 

porch of the farmhouse. 

  “Maryjane! Maryjane! Where are you, Maryjane!?” Dorothy looked out 

toward the long road leading up to the house, but could see nothing in 

the distance aside from the thunderclouds that had moved in. Her 

eyesight had started to fail along with the rest of her body from old 

age. 

Maryjane was a couple tenths of a mile from the house. She 

lollygagged down the road brooding over the events of the afternoon. 

She looked to the distance at her mom standing on the front porch, and 

she remembered her mother's stories of her Uncle Henry and Auntie Em. 

They had long since passed before Maryjane was even thought of. 

“Maryjane! Child! Where are you!?” Dorothy yelled with a tired 

voice.  

Maryjane was always late coming home from school and knew what to 

expect when she got home. Her mom was always sick to her stomach, so 

she would fix dinner, and then would lie down after fixing dinner.  

“Maryjane!” Dorothy yelled more exasperated. 

Maryjane groaned and put a little hitch in her step. “Coming, 

Mama!” Maryjane rounded the corner and opened the gate. 

Dorothy frowned at her when the absence of the cat that 

disappeared five years ago wasn’t on her heels. When the kitten had 

been given to her, she was barely learning to talk and couldn’t yell 

kitty-kitty, only Kiki. So, the name stuck with the cat, and the two 

had been inseparable until it disappeared. Dorothy told Maryjane 

stories of frolicking along through the field with Toto. That dog had 

gotten her mother through all of her life’s hardships. Dorothy 

explained how it was a total heartbreak when he took his last breath 

in her lap. 

She was pregnant with Maryjane and had endured so much during the 

pregnancy.        Maryjane's father had been killed in an accident on 

the farm while tending to the animals. She was left to raise Maryjane 

alone while also tending to the care and upkeep of the farm. Now, 

fifteen years later, Maryjane was nearly full grown, and the farm was 

flourishing. Dorothy had offered room and board to whoever would work 

on the farm in return. It took a couple of months, but finally there 

was a family stopped in to take her offer. 

“Come in child. Its dinner time, and I feel a storm a brewing.” 

Dorothy turned around to walk inside as Maryjane neared the steps. 

Maryjane stopped on the top step and looked around the farm. 

Every day the same        routine ensued between her Mother and her. 

She was never questioned as to what took her so long to respond, or 



what she had been doing that took her so long to get home. She 

couldn’t gather the courage to tell her how she was treated by the 

other kids. She didn’t dare speak of her notebook that was full of 

magickal spells, potions, and herbal information. She thought surely 

her mother would pitch a fit and would have her committed to an insane 

asylum if she knew the secret she kept within. 

Since the time she could remember of her early childhood, every 

night she had dreamt of a faraway place called Oz. It was a beautiful 

and spectacular place with evergreen forests, rolling fields of 

flowers, farms as far as the eye could see. Each visit she was always 

greeted by the friendly people of Munchkin Land and her mentor, 

Glinda, the beautiful witch of the South. She had no friends outside 

of Oz. She had always been a social outcast with most of the 

children’s parents putting an end to whatever friendship could have 

blossomed. Her mother was noted as an insane and ludicrous addition to 

their small town in Kansas. She would cry herself to sleep each night 

from heartache and loneliness - the anxiety the town had placed on her 

small shoulders.  

After finding Oz, the people there had become the only friends 

she ever had and ever truly cared about. She missed each and every one 

of them, especially her best friend Charlie. Charlie had gotten her 

through some of the hardest moments she had faced in Oz. Outsiders 

were few and far in between, so not many people smiled on their 

presence. Charlie didn’t care though. They were the same age, and he 

took to her as if he were an outsider himself. The people of Oz slowly 

came around to her presence and within months, she was seen as a 

person of Oz herself. It was the only place where she truly had people 

who loved her dearly instead of treating her like dirt.  

Each visit she had in her land of love and magick, she learned 

spell work from Glinda. For the past five years, however, she hadn’t 

been able to slip back into the remnants of Oz. She felt lost without 

her nightly trips, and her depression sank deeper into her heart and 

mind. It was her sanctuary from the real world. So, as a means of 

escape from the harsh treatment the townspeople expressed to her, she 

would slip off into the field, and practice what Glinda had taught 

her. She had taught her herb usage for various healings. She could 

make tonics, tinctures, sachets, nearly anything herb wise. Along with 

the herbal knowledge, came the gift of spells. Her mom thought it was 

the family that moved in that helped make the farm flourish. However, 

she had cast a fortune spell in favor of her mom so she wouldn’t worry 

so much. The stress and worry had put so much strain on her body; she 

had grown weak and sick. This sickness was not curable with her herbs, 

though, and she had exhausted her resources by trying to heal her mom. 

Every night she shut her eyes hoping she would make it to Oz to 

speak to Glinda about a cure. To her dismay, each night she was met 

with the same wall. The wall went for miles blocking any possible 

entrance there may be. She had walked for what seemed like forever in 

each direction only to be disappointed and weary from her plight. 

Glinda had warned her the last time she left that she may not be able 

to return. There had been a strange feeling to the air her last visit 

along with a vague memory of a woman dressed all in red. She had 

pondered quite often if this woman was the reason for her inability to 



return to her land of freedom and happiness.  

Her memories of Oz had become hazy, but she clung to the memory 

of something dark   that had been nesting there for a while that 

Glinda had spoken of. Every time she urged her memories to return, a 

haze went through her mind blocking what was important to remember. 

She could only remember the faces and names of those close to her 

there, and the memory of her last conversation with Glinda before her 

final visit ended. 

“Oz used to have a balance of power. There were my twin sisters 

who had reign to the East and the West, along with my sister to the 

North. My twin sisters had become power driven and soon found 

themselves drowning in wickedness and morphing their part of Oz into 

desolation and evil.” Glinda sat down and patted the fountain beside 

her. Maryjane complied and rested beside Glinda as she wrapped an arm 

around her. "It was quite disheartening to watch them turn from the 

loving people they had once been into evil tyrants." 

“What happened to them?” Maryjane peered up to Glinda with an 

eager face hoping her eyes would force the story from Glinda’s lips. 

Glinda giggled.” You mean you haven’t heard the story, little 

one?” 

“No,” Curiosity overtook Maryjane. There was something odd about 

the way Glinda asked the question that left Maryjane’s mind roaming 

wildly. 

“Well then, that is a story for a later time. However, with their 

destruction, the balance of power diminished. I am the last of the 

four, and I am afraid my power alone isn’t enough to battle the power 

that is brewing from Emerald City.” Glinda stood and motioned for 

Maryjane to follow as she walked to the edge of Munchkin Land.  

The beautiful, golden road that originated in the center of the 

city had begun to crumble and gray on the outskirts. Maryjane followed 

Glinda’s gaze past the road and saw the enchanted fields dying, 

dwindling away to wastelands. Emerald City, which was once too far 

away to see through the enchanted forests, was now visible as if the 

land was shrinking, and a pillar of black smoke rose from the center. 

It was no longer emerald in color, but was darkening from the center. 

What parts of the castle that were still emerald were slowly losing 

their luster. Maryjane didn’t know how much longer the beautiful city 

would have until the darkness completely enveloped the once sparkling 

ray of hope it had been. 

“This is why it is so important for you not to wonder off as you 

did today. If it weren’t for Charlie being there with you, I don’t 

know what would have happened to you.” Glinda frowned picturing 

Maryjane’s future. 

“What’s there now, Glinda? Or should I say who? Why is there 

smoke where beauty used to be? Why would this person wish me harm?” 

Maryjane turned around from the sight of the city with her heart 

beating rapidly in her chest. She had never known anyone in Oz who 

wished her harm. 

“Child, do not fret. In good time, it too will be fixed. I have 

one last lesson for you to learn before you’re off back to your home,” 

Glinda assured placing her hands on Maryjane’s shoulders. 

“What lesson is this one?” Maryjane asked. 



“You have within you a tremendous power brewing just under the 

surface. I have taught you the basics of power. This last lesson I 

want you to take to heart. After your run in today with a special kind 

of evil, you need to learn whatever I can teach you.” Glinda walked 

her back to the fountain.  

Maryjane nodded in acknowledgement.  

“Okay, my dear, close your eyes.”  

Maryjane obeyed, closed her eyes, and adjusted all her senses to 

her surroundings. She inhaled and exhaled slowing each breath. She 

could hear birds in a nearby tree feeding their babies with insects 

from the morning hunt. There was a soft rapping in the distance from 

where the workers cut down trees and busted the wood up to season for 

fire wood so they could keep warm during the nights. The wind started 

to blow slightly past her, and she could smell the fragrant flowers in 

bloom just outside of the little town. Apple pie flitted by her nose 

as one of the Munchkin bakers placed one in a nearby window to cool. 

The sun beamed down on her, heating her skin to where sweat trickled 

down her forehead. She didn’t flinch and stood unmoving as all of her 

surroundings grew louder and stronger in sense. Just as fast as her 

senses reached out to everything, she withdrew them concentrating on 

her immediate surroundings. Her ears trained in on Glinda’s inaudible 

breathing and heartbeat, calm and collected without a hint of worry to 

cause a jump or flutter of tachycardia.  

“Now, imagine a bright, white light starting in your center and 

filling your body. Let this light surround you. Once surrounded, take 

your hands and place them an inch apart. I want you to feel the energy 

radiating in between them. Expand your hands until you have a nice 

ball formed. Gently press together and feel the push like magnets 

against one another.” 

 Maryjane listened as Glinda spoke. With her eyes still closed, 

she envisioned a startling white light growing within her center, her 

Ki point. She let the light grow from her belly button and without 

her, surrounding her entire body in white light. Once she felt the 

energy radiating from her body, she took her hands and held them 

slightly apart. She funneled all of the white light into her hands and 

felt them vibrating with power. She concentrated all of her efforts 

into maintaining the energy within the spaces between her hands and 

fingers. She then pushed her hands together and felt the immediate 

push back, just as Glinda described. The energy resistance sent 

tingles up her arms and into her spine. She felt the power of this 

manifested energy as it coursed and spun in her hands. 

“Open your eyes and concentrate on this ball.” 

 When she opened her eyes, she saw a beautiful, bright purple 

sphere in her hands. She had tapped into the violet flame of power. 

The energy was astounding, and the purple ball looked as fire did in a 

fireplace. She turned the grenade of energy over in her hands 

expecting it to disappear. The sphere grew brighter and stronger as 

she played with it, the flames flickered in her hands without searing 

her. 

"Do you see the color?” Glinda asked. 

Still concentrating, worried that answering would diminish the 

unfathomable globe of purple fire in her hands, she squeaked, “Yes, 



it’s purple.” 

“Excellent, little one. Now, concentrate on the orb. Imagine it 

growing hot like fire.”  

Maryjane did so and the tumescence of energy began to change into 

a fire orb. It turned from the violet flame into a molten ball of 

lava. Fire tendrils whipped from the orb, and she could feel the heat 

growing in intensity as she let it set in between her hands. She began 

to sweat from the heat wave radiating around her body. The power held 

within her hands started a fire up her arms. Panic shot through her 

body until she realized the fire did not burn her skin. 

“Marvelous! Imagine it cold like ice.”  

Once more, Maryjane changed her concentration, and the orb 

shifted into a ball of ice. The rondure felt solid, but she could 

still see straight through it as if it were translucent. It was a 

numbing and freezing feeling that crept throughout her body. Ice began 

to grow up her arms and down her legs as the power sat growing in 

intensity within her hands. A frigid wind emanated from her hands, and 

the ground below her feet began to freeze over. 

“Stupendous!”  

Maryjane followed her gut instinct, tossed the ball in the air, 

and it began to snow. She stared in awe as tiny snowflakes drifted 

down from the sky onto her and the surrounding area. It didn’t melt 

and clumps of snow began to form around them. The fountain that had 

water coursing from its top froze into shards of solid ice as the last 

bits of water dripped from the spout. The entire fountain turned to 

ice.  

As fast as it had begun to snow and ice, it stopped, and the 

remnants of what her powers had caused melted away in the heat of the 

Oz sun. Maryjane stood in utter awe of everything she had just 

witnessed from her own hands. She looked down at them, turning them 

over, peering, and speculating over the power that she had witnessed 

them create. 

“I…I can change the weather?” Maryjane was still in awe over the 

ball of power she had held within her hands. The power still coursed 

through her fingers waiting for another one to be let loose. 

“You can do far more than that, my dear. You can manifest energy 

balls to heal as well as to harm. You are very powerful.” Glinda 

smiled at Maryjane. She rested her hands on Maryjane’s shoulders, 

looked her directly in the eyes. “You are destined for something far 

greater than your imagination can think of. When you’re older, you 

will understand, but right now isn’t the time to elaborate on that.” 

She looked to the sky and back to Maryjane. “Right now it’s time for 

you to return home.” 

“Okay,” Maryjane replied dropping her head. Whenever she would 

run off and came close to danger, Glinda had always sent her home. It 

wasn’t a punishment, but rather a fear of Maryjane being hurt while in 

Oz. 

“Glinda?” Maryjane asked. 

Glinda turned around and faced her with a smile. “Yes, little 

one.” 

“Don’t be mad at Charlie.” Maryjane scratched the back of her 

head anxiously. “And…tell him I said goodbye.” 



Glinda smiled as she always did. “It is never goodbye. Remember, 

even if you can’t return one day, never give up or stop trying.” 

Glinda said as she floated away. 

Maryjane walked to the center of Munchkin Land, tapped her heels 

three times and said, “Take me home.” She took three steps through the 

whirling winds of Oz and awoke in her bed as daylight approached the 

horizon.  

Maryjane sighed. She was about to open the door and walk in when 

she heard the familiar sign of Scarlet Gulhimer approaching on her 

bike. She had been trying to steal their farm from beneath them for 

years. 

“Mama,” Maryjane called out. “Miss Gulhimer is coming.” 

Dorothy opened the door and walked on the front porch as Scarlet 

dismounted her bike at the picket fence gate. 

“Good evening, Dorothy. I heard in town you aren’t feeling well 

and thought I’d drop this basket off with you. It’s not much, but it’s 

the thought that counts,” Scarlet said as she walked up the sidewalk.  

She was dressed in a red, polka dotted dress with a deep red 

lipstick nearly scarlet in color to match. 

“Thank you,” Dorothy said flatly with no emotion behind it. 

“I’d hate to see anything happen to you,” Scarlet said smugly. 

“Scarlet, I know what you’re thinking, and I’m in no mood to 

battle over my farm. You’re just as snide as your mother was, and 

frankly, I didn’t care much for her. However, unlike the rest of the 

county, I will not bow to your pigheadedness. You do not own me or 

what is mine and never will. So please, kindly leave,” Dorothy said 

handing the basket back to Scarlet. 

Scarlet snorted, her hands tightening around the handle of the 

basket.  

“One day this farm will be mine just like everything you have 

ever dreamed of as yours is.” She smiled an evil smile, turned and 

walked back to her bike at the fence. She mounted it, glared at the 

two on the porch, muttered something under her breath, and pushed off 

down the road. 

Maryjane watched her mother shiver. She had heard the stories of 

how menacing Miss Gulhimer's mother was and how much she was like her. 

She had disappeared when Scarlet was a child without a trace. Dorothy 

walked inside with Maryjane trailing. Dorothy was silent as everyone 

ate while she sat and ate nothing. Once the workers cleared out, it 

was Maryjane and Dorothy that were left at the table. It was Maryjane 

who spoke first. 

“Mama?” she asked looking up from her plate of fried chicken and 

mashed potatoes. 

“Yes, Maryjane,” Dorothy replied looking at her through weary 

eyes. 

Maryjane started, “Is this sickness going to kill you? I’ve 

worked on countless remedies and none…” 

“Oh hocus pocus,” Dorothy said cutting her off. “You can’t cure 

cancer, child!” Dorothy exclaimed. 

Maryjane protested, leaning forward over the table to emphasize 

her point, “If I could just get back to Oz, I could cure you I-“  

“What did you say!?” Dorothy enquired not giving her a chance to 



finish the sentence. 

“I said I could cure you…” Maryjane said meekly sitting back in 

her seat looking down at her plate. 

“No before that. You said…Oz,” Dorothy said squinting her eyes at 

her in suspicion. 

Maryjane sat quietly wishing she had kept her mouth shut. She 

replied, “Yes.” 

“Who told you about Oz?” Dorothy demanded with her face flushing. 

“No one…I…I used to go there in my dreams,” Maryjane said 

regretfully wishing she hadn’t. 

Dorothy was silent. “Whoever told you to play this joke is cruel 

and you…you’re just as cruel to go along with it,” she hissed as she 

stood up knocking her drink over. 

“Mama, it’s not a joke, honest!” Maryjane cried standing up 

running to her mother. 

“Enough! No more talk of Oz. Clean this kitchen up and then off 

to bed!” Dorothy yelled and walked from the room. 

Maryjane sat back down in tears. Her mother was clearly upset 

with her tale of the dreams she had. This is one reason she never told 

her or anyone else for that matter. People already thought she was 

weird and strange. She stood up and started clearing the dishes off 

the table. She carried them to the sink and looked out the window.  

“Glinda,” she whispered, “please help me return to Oz. I need to 

so desperately.” She turned to walk from the room when she saw her mom 

in the doorway. 

“Oz…what…what does it look like now?” Dorothy asked with wide 

eyes like a child staring at candy. 

“I don’t know. I haven’t been able to return in nearly five 

years. There’s a wall up now blocking me,” Maryjane replied sitting 

back at the table. 

“I heard…you say Glinda…” Dorothy said following her to the 

table. 

“Yes, she’s the good witch of the South, well the only witch left 

now. Her twin sisters who had turned wicked were destroyed years ago, 

and her sister of the North not too long ago. There’s an imbalance of 

power which made way for a new power to emerge. This new power is what 

has me blocked from re-entry,” Maryjane said. 

Dorothy was silent. Thoughts whizzed through her head. Could it 

be true? Has my daughter been taking the trips I wished for? She 

thought quietly to herself. 

“People used to call me crazy. Uncle Henry and Auntie Em finally 

told me to stop telling my tales to people. The town’s people held a 

meeting and forced Uncle Henry and Auntie Em to commit me to an asylum 

for three years. When I was finally released, I ran away,” Dorothy 

said pausing in reminiscence. “I was barely a teenager when I went to 

Oz,” Dorothy began as she started to tell her daughter of her trip to 

Oz and all the friends and foes she had made. When she was finished, 

Maryjane sat there looking at her. 

Finally, she spoke, “So, it was you that destroyed the wicked 

witches of the east and west.” 

“Yes, well of course, they were both accidents. I never intended 

to harm either one of them,” Dorothy said. “You have no clue how 



wonderful it feels to share the story and not be treated as a mad 

woman. I finally convinced Uncle Henry and Auntie Em that Oz existed, 

well, Princess Ozma did. We lived there until they died. I asked Ozma 

to return me home, and she complied sending jewels and gold for me to 

buy back the farm. I met your father, and you know where it goes from 

there.” She smiled in relief as she shared her story for the first 

time in years. 

“Mama, we must go back! Glinda can heal you! I know it!” Maryjane 

said excitedly. She grinned at her mother. Her smile faded when her 

mother did not return the same enthusiasm. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 

“I haven’t been able to return to Oz since I came home, child,” 

Dorothy replied with a grief stricken look. "Ozma told me once I left, 

I would never be able to return." 

“I can help you, Mama! If you really want to go back, I can get 

you there!” Maryjane exclaimed running to the sink. She pulled some 

herbs out of her basket and began to brew them. 

“What are you doing, child?” Dorothy asked exhausted from the 

conversation. 

“I’m making you a tea to drink to help you sleep and dream. The 

herbal blend will take you on a journey of the heart. I’ll meet you at 

the wall,” Maryjane said as she handed her a cup of tea. 

Dorothy looked at her daughter. She saw a glimmer in her, 

something she had never noticed before. She drank the tea, and 

Maryjane walked her to her room to lie down.  

She looked at her daughter, smiled and said, “You have always 

been my glimmer of hope to keep pushing forward.” 

Maryjane smiled, and as she shut her mother's door said, “I love 

you, Mama.” She walked to her room, shut the door and crawled in bed. 

Glinda, were coming home!” She closed her eyes and drifted off to 

sleep. She felt her body getting lighter and lighter. Soon she was 

asleep and ready to begin her journey back to Oz. 

 


