
		
			[image: Front Cover]

		

	
		
			[image: Title Page]

		

	
		
			© 2022 Sesame Workshop.  Ghostwriter, and associated characters, trademarks, and design elements are owned and licensed by Sesame Workshop. All rights reserved.

			Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the publisher.

			Published by Sourcebooks Wonderland, an Imprint of Sourcebooks Kids. 

			Sourcebooks and the colophon are registered trademarks of Sourcebooks. All Rights Reserved. 

			P.O. Box 4410, Naperville, Illinois 60567-4410

			(630) 961-3900

			sourcebookskids.com

			sesameworkshop.org

			Design by Whitney Manger

			Cataloging-in-Publication data is on file with the Library of Congress.

		

	
		
			Contents

			Front Cover

			Title Page

			Copyright

			Chapter 1

			Chapter 2 

			Chapter 3

			Chapter 4

			Chapter 5

			Chapter 6

			Chapter 7 

			Chapter 8

			Chapter 9

			Chapter 10 

			Chapter 11 

			Chapter 12

			Chapter 13

			Chapter 14 

			Chapter 15

			Chapter 16

			Chapter 17

			Chapter 18

			Chapter 19

			Chapter 20

			Chapter 21

			Chapter 22

			Chapter 23

			Chapter 24

			About the Authors

			Back Cover

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Dorothy didn’t remember the day things turned gray. When her mom packed Dorothy and her dog, Toto, into the car and drove her from Denver to the Gale farm just outside Wichita, life still had some color to it. With time, the yellow fields of grain and crystal blue skies turned the color of ash. Living in Kansas was supposed to be temporary—just while her mom, who was a combat medic in the army, was deployed overseas. But then the weeks slipped into months, and the months turned into a year.

			Today was a particularly gray day for Dorothy. She was seating people on the patio of Gale Farm to Table—the restaurant Aunt Em and Uncle Henry owned on their farm—when her cousin, Claudia, butted into her conversation. She was always doing that. She was a year older than Dorothy and had suddenly started acting like she knew everything. Claudia wouldn’t stop trying to teach her stuff she already knew how to do, like handing out menus, rolling silverware, and pouring water. Fed up, Dorothy had snapped and told her to get away and to stop bothering her. Claudia reminded Dorothy that her mom wasn’t around, and someone needed to keep an eye on her.

			She wasn’t wrong, but it was the wrong thing to say. Before Dorothy could stop herself, she called her cousin an annoying, bossy know-it-all who had no business telling her what to do. Dorothy knew she’d gone too far when Claudia just stood there and didn’t argue back. She saw Claudia’s eyes glisten and her face turn red. Claudia stormed off, scrubbing the tears from her cheeks. Ashamed by how she’d reacted, Dorothy did too. So now, instead of greeting customers and leading them to their tables, she sat in the field, watching Toto chase after chickens.

			I wish Claudia didn’t see me as a pest, Dorothy thought. Before she’d moved to Kansas, Claudia was her best friend. But lately Dorothy felt like an annoying little sister who was always getting in the way. And it was growing worse the longer she lived with her cousin.

			The little black dog ran back and hopped into her lap, licking her face. She nuzzled her cheek into his fuzzy little head. “Even with you here, Kansas doesn’t feel much like home, Toto.”

			Toto whined and raised his head to look over her shoulder.

			“What is it, boy?”

			He barked and barked and barked until Dorothy turned around.

			The sky was no longer gray.

			It was emerald. The color of gemstones. The color of forests. The color Aunt Em and Uncle Henry had told her to fear on her very first day in Kansas.

			Emerald skies meant tornadoes.

			And tornadoes meant danger.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2 

			Billowing emerald clouds filled the sky, and the wind kicked up. It tugged at her braids and pulled at her gingham work blouse. Off in the distance, Dorothy heard a siren warning of a tornado. She sprang from the ground, Toto in her arms, and ran for the tornado shelter.

			Aunt Em and Uncle Henry were hurrying their customers and employees down into the shelter. Holding Toto tight against her chest, Dorothy hurtled toward them. She looked over her shoulder just in time to see the twister touch down a few miles behind their farmhouse.

			“Hurry up, Dorothy!” Claudia screamed from the safety of the shelter.

			Just as Dorothy was passing Uncle Henry, Toto wriggled free from her grip and ran toward the tornado. Panic pulsed through Dorothy’s veins. She couldn’t leave Toto behind. Ignoring Claudia and her uncle and aunt’s cries, Dorothy took off after Toto.

			“Toto!” she screamed above the tornado’s roar. She snatched him off the ground, but the tornado was too close for them to get back to the shelter safely. With nowhere else to go, Dorothy ran to their house. She hurried up to the bedroom she shared with Claudia and put Toto on her bed while she locked the door behind them.

			The house groaned and creaked. Books fell from their shelves, and Claudia’s lamp crashed to the ground in a million pieces. Outside, the tornado whistled against the windows, rattling them in their panes. Dorothy shut the blinds to keep any shattered glass from hurting her and Toto. She rushed back to the middle of the room and pressed the heels of her hands to her head.

			“Oh no, what do we do? This is so bad, Toto.”

			Toto whined in response, circling a few times before wiggling underneath Dorothy’s bed.

			“Great idea!” Dorothy grabbed a flashlight out of her nightstand and followed Toto to the safer location.

			The light in her room grew darker and darker with every gust of wind, every shake of the windows, every groan of the house. Now the tornado’s shriek was right on top of them like a freight train bearing down the tracks. Dorothy’s heart thumped in her chest, and she could feel Toto’s beating in rhythm with hers. This was it. The house would fall and trap them inside. They’d never see her mom, Claudia, Aunt Em, or Uncle Henry ever again. A pang of sadness grew in her stomach, and she squeezed her eyes tight.

			The house kept shaking. The foundation cracked, yanked out of the ground like a bone from its socket. Then, just as fast as it’d started, the whistling stopped. The house seemed to be…floating.

			Dorothy opened one eye and looked out from under the bed. It was still dark in the small room, and shadows played on the wall. Dorothy held Toto and flicked on the flashlight, moving the beam over the broken bookshelves and dresser spilling clothing from its drawers.

			Scrambling out from under the bed, she crawled over to the windowsill. She peeked underneath the blinds. And gasped.

			The house was floating.

			They were trapped in the eye of the tornado.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			An hour passed as Dorothy and Toto twirled and twirled at the tornado’s center. At first, Dorothy tried to get her phone and laptop to work, to find someone to help her. But there was no connection or service inside the swirling tornado.

			Dorothy paced the edge of the circular rug between her and Claudia’s beds. She opened the blinds, but the wind whipping around the house made her nauseous, so she shut them.

			She watched the battery-powered alarm clock on Claudia’s nightstand. She’d never heard of anyone being safely suspended in the eye of a tornado for so long. What if we never come down? She rubbed her temples with her fingers. Or what if we do, and we fall so hard we get seriously hurt?

			Toto yawned, curled up in the center of her bed. Dorothy was tired too. She sat next to him, feeling shaky and uneasy.

			Suddenly, the house grumbled and groaned. Her stomach lurched as the house plunged like a dying star and crashed onto the ground with a horrendous thunk. Dorothy fell forward onto the rug, just as Toto awoke with a startle.

			Grunting from the pain of landing on her side, Dorothy hurried to her feet and carefully opened the door to her room. She sprinted down the stairs with Toto at her heels. She flung open the front door, and light flooded into the dim house. And color. Colors so bright they hurt her eyes.

			Stepping out onto the front porch, Dorothy snatched up Toto and clutched him to her chest as she surveyed her surroundings. Brilliant fields of green dotted with pink and orange flowers. Tall trees bearing ripe red apples and purple plums. A magnificent road paved with bricks. The sky was a bright blue with puffy white clouds, the sun shining cheerily onto everything it touched. Bluebirds whistled as they flew overhead.

			This place, wherever it was, wasn’t gray.

			“Uh, Toto?” She cleared her throat, unsure of her words. “Where are we?”

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			“Toto?” a lilting voice called from somewhere to her right. “Is that your name? It’s very pretty.”

			Dorothy jumped, surprised to see a girl only a couple years older smiling up at her from the porch’s steps. Black curls streaked with sky blue framed her heart-shaped face. Her dark eyes shone with kindness, and her lips were painted a royal azure that matched her fluttery cotton sundress and dark cerulean wedge sandals. A crystal headband in her hair caught the light and turned a rainbow of colors. And in her left hand, she held what looked like a wand topped with a shimmering diamond star. Dorothy felt quite ordinary in her blue gingham work blouse and plain skirt.

			“Uh, Toto? Hello?” the girl called again.

			“Oh!” Dorothy shook her head. “I’m not Toto. My name’s Dorothy Gale, and this”—she held Toto higher—“is Toto, my dog.”

			“Dorothy. Another lovely name.” The girl placed a hand to her heart and smiled wider. “I’m Locasta, the Good Witch of the North. And I must say: it’s an honor to meet the sorceress who finally vanquished the Wicked Witch of the East.”

			A million questions swirled through Dorothy’s head. “Vanquished? I—I didn’t vanquish anyone. My house was caught in a tornado. We landed here by accident. Wherever here is. Where are we?”

			But Locasta was already walking to the left side of the house. “Oh yes, you did vanquish the Wicked Witch. Look!” she called over her shoulder. Dorothy hurried off the porch to follow. With a perfectly manicured nail, Locasta pointed to the feet sticking out from under the house.

			They wore silver sequined sneakers.

			“I didn’t do this.” Dorothy felt sweat on the back of her neck. “I’m not a sorceress. You’ve got the wrong girl.”

			“If you didn’t do it, your house certainly did.” Locasta laughed. “You have no idea how grateful we all are for your help.”

			“We?”

			“The Wicked Witch of the East had the Brightlings under her control. She was cruel. They had to do whatever she said or else. But now you’ve rescued them!”

			“Brightlings?” Dorothy felt silly asking so many questions, but everything was happening so fast.

			“They’re kind of shy. A few of them came along with me as soon as we heard the news.” Locasta turned and called, “Hey, y’all! Come out and meet Dorothy Gale.”

			Three people dressed head-to-toe in shades of blue appeared from behind a large tree. They were around her age as well. One had blue curls twisted with pearls and flowers. Another had gold combs holding together a towering, complicated updo. And the third wore a wide-brimmed hat with tall, spiky blue hair poking out the top.

			Locasta gestured to each of the Brightlings. “That’s Aurelia, Elle, and Peter.” She turned. “Everyone, this is Dorothy Gale: sorceress and vanquisher of the Wicked Witch of the East.”

			“No!” Dorothy said, a bit too sharply. The four strangers stared at her, heads tilted. She took a deep breath and tried again, more softly. “What I mean is I’m not either of those things. I’m just a girl from Kansas.”

			“Kansas? Hmm. Where’s that?” Peter asked.

			“In the middle of the United States,” Dorothy said, scrunching her brows. She repeated her previous question: “Where are we?”

			Locasta laughed. “I’ve never heard of a Kansas before. We’re in the Land of Oz.”

			“The Land of Oz? Is that near Canada or something?”

			Locasta shook her head. “There’s no Canada here. There are four quadrants in Oz: Brightling Country in the east, Gillikin Country in the north, Quadling Country in the south, and Winkie Country in the west.” Seeing the confusion on Dorothy’s face, Locasta continued, “Each quadrant has a ruler. I oversee Gillikin, and Glinda oversees Quadling. We’re the good witches.”

			“What about the other ones? Who rules those?”

			“Well…” Locasta’s cheery expression dropped. “The wicked witches. Malvolia’s the Wicked Witch of the West. She wasn’t so bad until her mom passed down the title and, all of the sudden, she just became so…”

			“Wicked?” Dorothy offered.

			Locasta snapped her fingers. “Yes! The wickedest. Though I suppose not as wicked as the Wicked Witch of the East. The one you vanquished.”

			Dorothy swallowed, looking at the feet sticking out from under her house. “I’m sorry about all of this. Everything. Really, I am. Listen, how do I get home from here? Can you drive me? Is there a bus or taxi or something?”

			The Brightlings and Locasta all exchanged a funny look. “You can’t drive. There’s desert all around the Land of Oz,” Aurelia said.

			“Yeah, as far as the eye can see,” Elle added.

			“What about an airport? I need to get home.” She held up her phone and sighed. “My phone isn’t working, so I can’t call anyone for help.”

			“How strange. All our phones have cords and only work for communicating within quadrants.” Locasta turned to the Brightlings, who all shrugged.

			“Ugh.” Dorothy tugged at one of her braids nervously. “I just need to get home. How do I do that?”

			“The Wizard might be able to help you,” Locasta suggested.

			“Who?”

			“The Wizard!” the three Brightlings said in unison.

			“The Wizard of Oz. He lives in the Emerald City at the center of our land,” Locasta explained with a dreamy look. “It’s the prettiest place I’ve ever seen. And some of the best parties are thrown at the Emerald Lake.” Her lips quirked downward, her face growing more serious. “But Oz himself never goes to those. Or anywhere around town. No one really ever sees him, and he never asks to see anybody. Never leaves his throne room is what everyone says.”

			Peter nodded. “But you should still try. You’ve come all the way from a faraway place.”

			“And you vanquished the Wicked Witch of the East. That ought to count for something,” Aurelia said.

			“How far is the Emerald City?” Dorothy asked.

			“Well, it’s a long walk from here.” Locasta pointed down the golden path. “And it can be dangerous. But if you stick to the road paved with yellow bricks, it’ll lead you right to the Emerald City.”

			“I guess I don’t have any other choice but to ask this Oz person.”

			Maybe he can help. She felt a twinge of fear wind its way into her stomach. Or maybe he’ll turn out wicked like the other two witches.

			“That’s the spirit!” Locasta waved her wand, and pink glitter trailed after it. She caught some sparkle on her thumb and pressed it to Dorothy’s forehead, smearing it across her skin. “This is my mark. It’ll keep you safe. No one will harm you on your journey.”

			Locasta glanced over Dorothy’s shoulder, eyeing the silver high-top sneakers on the Wicked Witch of the East’s feet, still sticking out from underneath the farmhouse. Dorothy followed her gaze. With another wave of Locasta’s wand, the sneakers were magically transported onto Dorothy’s feet, replacing her old, dirty ones.

			And then the Wicked Witch’s feet shriveled up and disappeared!

			Dorothy gasped, eyes wide. Then she stared at her feet. Although they were the loveliest sneakers she’d ever seen, she cringed. “This is all way weird. I mean, they’re not mine—”

			“These now belong to you, since you vanquished the Wicked Witch of the East. There’s some kind of charm on them.” Locasta tapped a finger to her chin. “But I’m not quite sure what they do. Anyone?”

			She looked to the three Brightlings for help, but they all shrugged.

			“Oh well. No worries.” Locasta grinned. “As long as we get you to the Emerald City so you can ask the Wizard for a way home.”

			Toto barked, hopped out of Dorothy’s arms, and pranced toward the road.

			“Will you all come with me?” Dorothy asked.

			“Unfortunately, we can’t,” Locasta said. “Too much to do! Now that the Wicked Witch of the East is gone, we need to let everyone know they no longer have to live in fear.”

			“I understand.” But she didn’t. She didn’t understand anything that was happening in this strange place. She still had so many questions. “It was nice meeting you all.”

			“And you as well, Dorothy Gale. Stay safe, and don’t forget to stay on the road paved with yellow bricks.” Locasta spun her wand through the air and twirled on her heel three times. In a flash of blue and silver, Locasta and the Brightlings were gone.

			“Well…” Dorothy looked at Toto. It was all so bizarre, but magnificent. “Maybe an adventure is what we need.” When her mom had dropped her off at the Gale farm, she’d told her to be brave. To watch out for herself and for Toto. And that’s just what I’ll do.

			Dorothy hopped back up the porch steps and climbed the stairs to her bedroom. She grabbed her backpack, an old gray hoodie, and the flashlight. Running to the kitchen, she gathered a turkey sub from the fridge and a metal water bottle.

			Dorothy whistled for Toto, and the pair began their quest to the Emerald City.

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			The silver sneakers were much more comfortable than her old pair. They were magical, for sure. She knew that if she hadn’t been wearing them, the distance she and Toto had already walked would’ve given her blisters. With these, she didn’t even notice the miles slipping by.

			They followed the road paved with yellow bricks, never straying from the path. And as they walked, they passed through small villages lined with pretty houses with robin’s-egg-blue roofs and royal-blue fences.

			Soon, though, the road winded them away from the villages and past wide-open spaces dotted with all kinds of trees and farmhouses spread far apart. Dorothy took a deep breath, relishing the fresh air that smelled faintly of earth and wheat.

			It reminded her of Kansas. Her thoughts drifted to Claudia. To the awful argument they’d had just before the tornado hit. A silly thing compared to the mess she was in now. She needed to get home and apologize for her outburst. It wasn’t Claudia’s fault that her world on the Gale farm was so gray. Kansas might not feel like home, but her aunt, uncle, and cousin sure did.

			She shook her head, ridding herself of the sad thoughts, just as the wheat fields gave way to a marvelous azure lake. The bright rays of the sun turned the surface sapphire in places.

			“Maybe just a slight detour, Toto,” she said, already veering off the yellow road. “To rest awhile.”

			Toto barked and ran ahead to the lake’s shore.

			Dorothy sat and buried her fingers into the warm sand. It felt good sitting still after being caught in the tornado and walking for so long. As she gazed across the lake, a strange sight caught her eye. She strained to get a better look.

			A few feet from the shore in the shallow part of the lake stood a scarecrow attached to a long pole.

			How strange! she thought. What’s a scarecrow doing in the lake?

			In Kansas, scarecrows stood in fields and were dressed in overalls and plaid flannel shirts. But this scarecrow wore a black wet suit and a straw fedora. Over the wet suit was a Hawaiian shirt and a pair of swim trunks. Dorothy laughed. A surfer scarecrow! She’d never seen that before.

			Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted the scarecrow’s head turn. Her laughter stopped.

			Maybe it was the breeze, she thought.

			But there was no breeze. At least not one strong enough to have moved him.

			Then he raised his left hand. He waved.

			Dorothy’s stomach leaped into her throat, and her mouth hung open.

			The scarecrow was alive!

		

	
		
			Chapter 6

			Unsure what to do, Dorothy waved back.

			“Yo!” Scarecrow called out. “Could you do me a favor?”

			“Uhh…?” She stood and moved closer to the lake’s edge.

			“This pole’s giving me a cramp, and it’s a major bummer.”

			“Oh, sure.” Dorothy waded into the water, soaking the bottom of her skirt and filling her silver sneakers. Carefully, she loosened the ropes holding Scarecrow’s shoulders and ankles to the pole.

			He splashed down, but thanks to his wet suit and water shoes, he stayed completely dry.

			Scarecrow rubbed his neck, then rolled his shoulders back. A wide grin spread across his face, and he held his hand up to Dorothy for a high five. “Thanks, pal! What a pain that was.”

			“I can’t even imagine.” Dorothy returned his high five. “So, wait, you’re real?”

			Scarecrow tilted his head to one side and then the other before flexing his fingers and twisting his torso. “I feel real. Are you real?”

			“Yeah, of course I am.” The pair walked to the shore, and Dorothy studied him, brows knit in confusion. “But you’re a scarecrow.”

			“Sure am. I was made just this morning.” Scarecrow removed his fedora to scratch at his mop of short, curly hair. “The Brightling fisherman wanted me to keep the gulls from messing up his crab nets.” He laughed. “So far, though, none of them give a hoot about me. Did you know gulls aren’t scared of people? Pretty wild.” Scarecrow shrugged before asking, “What’re you doing out here, anyway?”

			“I’m trying to go back home to Kansas, along with my dog, Toto.” Upon hearing his name, Toto trotted over to the pair and eyed Scarecrow suspiciously. “We’re going to talk to the Wizard about getting home. Apparently, he can help anyone with anything. At least that’s what it seems.”

			“Hmm.” Scarecrow stroked his chin as if thinking through what she’d said. He grinned. “I wonder if he could help me with these gulls out here. That fisherman didn’t give me a brain when he made me. I bet if I had one, I’d be smart enough to come up with a way to stop them from eating his crabs.” He nodded excitedly. “And no one would think I’m just some airhead with nothing between my ears. Scarecrows get such a bad rep, you know. Heads full of straw and all that.”

			Dorothy smiled. “Maybe you could come with Toto and me. We could keep each other company, and then the Wizard could give us what we want.”

			“That’d be righteous! Road trip!” Scarecrow wiggled his thumb and pinkie in a “hang loose” sign.

			“Yeah, something like that!” Laughing, she hoisted her backpack onto her shoulder and grinned. He’s nice. And with him, it won’t be a lonely walk, she thought.

			Dorothy, Scarecrow, and Toto found their way back to the road and continued down the long, twisting path. As they walked, they shared stories. Dorothy told Scarecrow about the farm and restaurant and her cousin Claudia. Scarecrow told Dorothy about the first few hours he was alive and all the new things he’d encountered so far. Toto, for his part, barked and played and chased birds.

			As they traveled, the road became rockier and uneven. Scarecrow tripped over a missing brick and tumbled to the ground. Dorothy helped him up, and they linked arms to be sure he didn’t take another dive. The sun started to set, and soon it was too dark for them to see.

			“Let’s find a place to rest,” Dorothy suggested.

			“Good call.” After a while of stumbling through the dark, they spotted a warm-looking, well-lit cabin not far from the path. The door was painted a pretty shade of navy, and a set of periwinkle lawn chairs sat by its side. As they knocked on the door, it opened on its own to reveal a cozy room with a silver sewing machine in one corner, a fireplace next to it, and a small kitchen and living room on the other side. On the mantel above the fireplace were pictures of girls about Dorothy’s age, arms slung over each other’s shoulders and grinning into the camera. Dorothy’s heart ached. The cabin reminded her of the one their whole family had rented a few summers ago. It was on a big lake and they’d spent their days jumping from the dock or lounging in inner tubes, laughing until their sides hurt. At night they’d roasted marshmallows and tried to scare each other by telling ghost stories over the fire. She suddenly missed Claudia.

			“Nice digs,” Scarecrow said.

			Dorothy tore her gaze from the pictures and shook off the feeling of sadness. “Hello?” she called out uncertainly. “Is anyone home?”

			No one responded.

			“I’d feel bad staying here.” Dorothy stared at the soft, inviting sofa. A yawn escaped her lips, and she covered it with the back of her hand. “But I’m exhausted.”

			“Take a load off.” Scarecrow scanned the bookshelf. He settled on what looked like a book of high fashion designs. “I’ll go sit outside and do my scarecrow duties. No freaky folks or animals will get past me.”

			“Well, all right.” Dorothy dropped her backpack and curled up on the sofa. Toto hopped onto her stomach. Her eyes felt heavy, and in no time at all, she drifted off to sleep.

		

	
		
			Chapter 7 

			Dorothy awoke to sunshine flittering across her eyelids. She grabbed her backpack off the floor and found Scarecrow outside in the lawn chair, thumbing through a gardening magazine.

			“You’re a heavy sleeper.” Scarecrow rose and tossed the oversized book onto his seat. “I heard your snoring from outside.”

			“I don’t snore! Never snored in my entire life.”

			Toto was romping after squirrels in a clearing just beyond the cottage. The air was cool and carried the faint scent of apples. Dorothy’s stomach rumbled. Unzipping her backpack, she pulled out the turkey sub and shared it with Scarecrow and Toto.

			“Ready?” Dorothy asked, wiping the crumbs off her skirt. Just then, a groan echoed from between the trees.

			“Did you hear that?” Dorothy whispered.

			The Scarecrow wiggled a finger in his ear. “Hear what?”

			Another groan. This time a little louder.

			“That!” Dorothy said, and Toto barked.

			“Oh, that. I thought it was your stomach grumbling.”

			“It wasn’t me.” She grabbed his arm.

			“Let’s check it out,” said Scarecrow.

			Dorothy was about to protest, when Toto ran ahead. He sniffed a trail between overgrown bushes and trees so tall Dorothy couldn’t see their tops. He stopped suddenly, his tail wagging fast. Dorothy hurried to him, then leaped back.

			Sunlight bounced off the metal fingertips.

			The metal fingers were part of a metal hand connected to a metal arm, which connected to a metal torso and, finally, a metal head.

			It was a girl—made entirely of tin!

			She was dressed in a beautiful metal cape and shiny metal boots. Even her long, straight hair, which was tied in a ponytail, was coated in silver metallic dust.

			Dorothy stepped forward. “Were you making that noise?”

			“Yeah” The tin girl’s voice was small and raspy. “I’ve been out here forever trying to get someone’s attention.”

			Dorothy’s eyes widened. “What can we do to help you?”

			“There’s an oil can on the shelf in my cottage. It’s just beyond the forest.”

			Without another word, Dorothy bolted through the forest, found the cottage, and grabbed the oil can. She returned in a flash, doubling over to catch her breath before asking, “What now?”

			“Start with my neck,” Tin Girl instructed. “I’ve had a crick in it forever.”

			She oiled Tin Girl’s neck, taking great care to squeeze extra on the rustiest spots. Soon, Tin Girl was able to twist it from side to side. “Oh my gosh! That feels so much better. Can you do my arms next?”

			“Sure.” Dorothy started at her shoulders before moving to her elbows, wrists, and fingers. Scarecrow helped, holding up the Tin Girl’s arms until she was able to move them on her own.

			“I’ve never seen a girl made out of tin before,” Dorothy admitted. “That’s not common where I’m from.”

			“Not common here, either.” Tin Girl clenched her fingers into a fist. The metal squeaked only slightly. “Someone turned me into metal.”

			“Wow. Why?” Dorothy didn’t even know how that would be done.

			Tin Girl narrowed her metallic eyes. “None of your business.”

			“Uh…sorry?” Dorothy stepped back, embarrassed.

			Tin Girl exhaled. “It’s fine. I get snappy about it. Just a sensitive subject.” She waved a hand. “But I’m so glad you all came along.”

			“Me too.” Dorothy applied oil to Tin Girl’s legs.

			“Why’re you out here, anyway?” she asked while bending her knees.

			“We’re gonna see that Wizard dude in the Emerald City,” Scarecrow said. “Dorothy here is from Kansas, and she needs his help to get home. And, uh, I want him to replace the stuffing in my head with real brains. It’s gonna be totally rad.”

			Tin Girl thought for a moment before raising a stiff brow. “Does the Wizard just give people what they ask for? I’ve lived here my whole life, and I’ve never heard of the Wizard doing anything out of kindness. Most people don’t.”

			“That’s what I was told,” Dorothy said. “I hope he does. I really want to get home.”

			Tin Girl toed the ground with her boot, as if considering her words carefully. “Do you think he’d give me a heart? If he’s really giving things out.”

			Dorothy smiled. “It’s worth a shot. Seems like he can do a lot of things. Why do you need a heart?”

			“Well…I don’t need a heart. It’s for a friend.” Tin Girl crossed her arms over her chest. “Her heart turned to ice because of me, and now she needs a new one.”

			“Oh wow,” Dorothy said. “I didn’t know that could happen.” After a moment, she added, “You should come with us!”

			“I suppose I could do that.” Tin Girl nodded. “But bring that oil can, okay? Just in case.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 8

			“Ugh. Will he ever stop barking at me?” Tin Girl frowned. “He’s been going on and on for hours.”

			“He’s wary of new people,” Dorothy fibbed. The truth was that while Toto had been suspicious of Scarecrow at first, the two had bonded fast. Tin Girl, on the other hand, well, Toto wasn’t her biggest fan. But she wasn’t going to tell Tin Girl that. It’d be rude, after all. “He’ll get used to you.”

			“He’d better.” Tin Girl put her hands over her ears.

			The sun drifted behind the clouds as the group came to the edge of a large and dark forest. Dorothy hesitated. “It’s a little spooky, right?”

			“The trees are so thick. Not much sunlight coming through.” Scarecrow scratched his head. “Maybe if we had some kind of light or something.”

			“Oh!” Dorothy slung her backpack around and dug through the front pocket, where she found her flashlight. “I forgot about this.” She flicked the switch, and the low beam stuttered on, then off. “Oh, great.” Dorothy slapped the side of the flashlight, trying to get it to work.

			“Come on, Dorothy,” Tin Girl urged, stomping ahead. “Didn’t you tell me you got the Good Witch of the North’s thumbprint on your forehead? That’ll keep you safe. And I’m made of metal. Nothing will get through me.”

			“It’s pretty sick that underneath my wet suit I’m made out of burlap and straw.” Scarecrow gestured to himself with a broad smile. “Burlap’s pretty tough too.”

			“Yeah, but what about Toto?” Dorothy looked down at her little black dog.

			Tin Girl rolled her eyes. “Fine. If anything tries to harm the little monster, I guess I can rescue him.”

			“You would?” She’s kind of a grump, but under all that metal, she cares, Dorothy thought.

			So they set off together into the foreboding forest.

			Toto kept close to Dorothy’s heels. He growled at every crack of a branch, faraway howl, and menacing shadow.

			“Well, that’s a problem.” Tin Girl pointed a few yards ahead of them. A large, dead tree blocked their way.

			Dorothy said, “We’re going to have to climb over it.”

			Tin Girl took a step closer. The tree took up the entire path and yards beyond it in either direction. “How about you go first? Since your joints are all loosey-goosey and stuff. Then you can help us”—she gestured to Scarecrow—“down on the other side.”

			But before Dorothy could agree to the plan, a deep roar bellowed from the darkness.

			A roar that sounded mean.

			And vicious.

			And absolutely bloodcurdling.

		

	
		
			Chapter 9

			“W-w-what was that?” Scarecrow’s head swiveled in all directions.

			A shudder ran down Dorothy’s spine. “Whatever it was, it didn’t sound all that friendly.”

			“Roarrrr.” This time, much closer.

			Toto returned the horrifying roar with a growl.

			“Toto…don’t,” Dorothy warned, panic launching into her throat. Tin Girl positioned herself in front.

			“Do you see that?” Tin Girl whispered to the group.

			Just beyond the fallen tree, a set of yellow eyes glowed in the darkness.

			“Rrrroarrrr.”

			A lion as big as a car leaped at them. He landed gracefully on his feet, and puffed out his chest. Toto launched himself at the lion, barking and barking. The lion raised a boxing glove–sized paw above his head.

			“Oh no, you don’t!” Dorothy shook the fear from her body and threw herself in the way.

			“Dorothy, no!” Tin Girl cried.

			With Dorothy’s blood rushing in her ears, Tin Girl’s protests faded into white noise. The only words repeating in her head were: Save Toto!

			She stomped her foot and hollered in the lion’s face, “Bad lion. You’re being a bully.”

			The lion’s eyes widened and began to water. Instantly, he dropped his paw. Dorothy stepped back, scooping Toto into her arms. Then the lion burst into tears.

			“I’m so, so sorry!” Lion cried. Snot dripped down from his big nose and landed on the ground in sticky, wet clumps. “I didn’t want to hurt anyone, but you all scared me so much. I didn’t know what else to do.”

			“We scared you?” Tin Girl went over to Scarecrow.

			“I’m supposed to be this big, brave lion. King of the forest and all that.” A loud sob escaped from Lion as he sniffled. “But I’m just a big coward instead. All my roaring’s for show. I try to scare all the other animals in the forest so they respect and fear me. Before they can scare me. But everything scares me. Even this little dog, with all his barking and carrying on, gave me the heebie-jeebies.”

			“But you were about to hit Toto,” Dorothy said.

			Lion’s shoulders slumped and his sobbing started to slow. “I never want to actually hurt anyone. I just get so frightened. I heard all that mean barking and”—Lion shuddered—“I thought I’d be a goner if I didn’t do something.”

			Dorothy put a gentle hand on Lion’s back and rubbed his soft fur. “You can’t scare animals or people into respecting you. A good leader doesn’t lead in fear.”

			“Maybe if I was brave it’d be different. But I don’t have an ounce of bravery. Not even a smidge of it.”

			“That’s a real bummer, dude.” Scarecrow shook his head sadly. But then his eyes glimmered with an idea. “What if you came with us to the Emerald City? You could ask the Wizard for courage!”

			“The Wizard?” Lion asked. “I’d have to leave the forest. I don’t know. I mean, go out into the big, wide world?”

			“Aw, don’t be a scaredy-cat,” Tin Girl said. “It’ll be fine.”

			“Plus we’d all be with you,” Dorothy added.

			“I’m asking the Wizard for brains. Tin Girl’s going to get a heart for a friend, and Dorothy’s asking for a way home. You should totally come,” added Scarecrow.

			Lion thought about it for a moment before asking, “You promise you’ll all be with me the whole way there? And not leave me stranded alone in the dark or up a tree or floating on a raft? What about all the bugs? There are hundreds of deadly diseases they carry. Do you have bug spray? And what about all the flus and colds I could catch? I mean, the germs, so many germs—”

			“We’d never leave you,” Dorothy said, cutting him off. She nudged Lion’s shoulder. “We promise.”

			“Well…okay. As long as you promise.” He gulped. “I’m in. I’ll come with you.”

			Dorothy, Lion, and Toto climbed over the tree first and helped Tin Girl and Scarecrow down on the other side. Back on track, and with a new friend in their group, they traveled deeper into the forest.

		

	
		
			Chapter 10 

			Surrounded by thick, gnarled branches on either side and above their heads, they found it impossible to see the sun. Only the faintest bit of light passed between tree limbs. Just enough to make the forest’s shadows taller, bigger, and scarier.

			Tin Girl crossed her arms over her chest. “It’s never taken this long to get to the Emerald City before.”

			“What? You’ve been there before?” Dorothy asked. “Why didn’t you tell us?”

			“You never asked. I’m a Brightling. I grew up going to the Emerald City.”

			“So do you know the Wizard dude?” asked Scarecrow.

			“No. I hear he’s always hidden away in his gorgeous but kind of creepy mansion. Must be lonely for him.” She frowned. “After all that time stuck in the forest, I know what that’s like.”

			Dorothy linked her arm with Tin Girl’s. “Now you have us!”

			Tin Girl smiled. “Hey, could you squirt a bit of oil in my neck? It’s getting stiff.”

			Scarecrow grabbed the oil can from Dorothy’s backpack and squeezed a few drops onto Tin Girl’s neck.

			“Thanks!” She sighed. “Much better.”

			The group held hands and continued onward. Toto tried to keep pace with Lion’s long strides. After a while, the road paved with yellow bricks took a sharp turn, and light flitted through the canopy of leaves and branches.

			“Ah, finally!” Tin Girl tilted her head back. Her face shimmered as the sun hit her metallic cheeks. “I don’t like many things, but I do love sunshine.”

			Lion let out a cry. His tail and mane puffed up. His teeth chattered with fear. Toto gave a small whimper.

			“What’s up, dudes?” Scarecrow asked.

			“H-huge gorge,” Lion stammered, covering his eyes with his paws. “With an even bigger drop. I hate heights. They make me queasy. And when I get queasy, I throw up.”

			Dorothy walked to the edge and peered into the deep gorge with a furiously fast river all the way at its bottom. The sides were too sheer for them to climb down and then back up. We’ll never get to the Wizard if we can’t make it across, she thought.

			“The road starts up again over there.” Tin Girl pointed to the other side. The road continued on through rolling hills of gemstone-colored flowers.

			“We need to get over somehow.” Dorothy looked to her friends. “Any ideas?”

			No one spoke.

			Finally, Scarecrow snapped his fingers. “I got it!” He turned to Lion, who was still trembling. “Lion, you’ll carry us across one by one. We’ll sit on your back, and you can leap over.”

			“Good thinking.” Tin Girl pumped her fist.

			“Me? Leap?” Lion shook his head. “No, no, no. Not happening. I’ll fall, for sure.”

			“You’re a big, powerful lion.” Scarecrow clapped him on the shoulder. “You can do anything.”

			“Yeah, Lion,” Tin Girl said. “You can do it.”

			“I don’t think I can. I’m too much of a coward.”

			“Everyone gets scared.” Dorothy gestured to herself. “But part of being courageous means fighting past that fear even when it feels like you can’t.”

			“And we all have things we want from the Wizard.” Tin Girl tapped her toe.

			“Like, I really want that brain, dude. I mean, no pressure and all. It’s just…” Scarecrow’s voice trailed off.

			“I don’t know.” Lion inched closer and grimaced. “Maybe if I try leaping across first. Just to see if I can make it. I wouldn’t want any of you getting hurt.”

			Dorothy, Scarecrow, and Tin Girl nodded in encouragement. Toto gave his own bark of support.

			Taking several steps backward, Lion breathed in deep, and before he could think twice, he sprang off the edge.

			He whooshed through the air, arcing gracefully over the gorge. He cleared it with room to spare on the other side.

			“I did it! I did it!” He pranced around, head held high, his voice echoing over the great canyon between them. He laughed, and the sound bounced off every surface.

			Ahhahha. Haahaha. Ahhhahhha, something in the darkness responded.

			But that wasn’t the echo of Lion’s roar.

			It was something else.

		

	
		
			Chapter 11 

			The sound came from behind them. Somewhere deep in the forest.

			Without hesitation, Lion leaped back over the gorge. “It’s a pack of Kalidahs.”

			“Kalidahs?” Dorothy repeated.

			“Ugly, mean beasts. Bodies like bears. Heads like tigers. And with the longest claws ever.” He moaned. “We’re doomed. They’ll tear us all apart.”

			Quickly, Dorothy grabbed Lion. “You need to get us over. Fast.”

			“Will they follow?” Scarecrow glanced over his shoulder.

			Lion shook his head. “I don’t think so. They’re not good jumpers. But they’re quick. I don’t know if I can make the leap under all this pressure.”

			“C’mon, Lion!” Tin Girl said. “You just proved you can make the jump. We don’t know for sure how long Locasta’s thumbprint will keep Dorothy safe. And the rest of us don’t have any kind of protection.” She glanced toward the forest, her expression grim. “If we don’t hurry, they’ll make us dinner.”

			Lion breathed deeply and shook out his long mane. “I can do this. I can do this.”

			“Dorothy.” Scarecrow took charge. “You and Toto go first. Then Tin Girl and me.”

			Ahhahahaa. Hhhaahhhaa. Ahahahahaaa.

			From the shadows crept four big creatures with furry brown bear bodies and orange-and-black-striped heads. They gnashed their yellow teeth, spitting and growling at the group.

			“Go!” Tin Girl shouted. “Scarecrow and I’ll be fine for a bit.”

			Without another word, Dorothy scrabbled onto Lion’s back, Toto pressed tight to her chest. Lion sprang high over the gorge. For a moment, Dorothy felt herself floating through the air. Everything was so still. She chanced a glance downward and saw just how deep the gorge really was.

			The Kalidahs circled Scarecrow and Tin Girl, roaring deep from their bellies and snapping their jaws.

			Lion leaped back over the cliff. The Kalidahs reared, growling as Lion landed between them and his friends. Scarecrow and Tin Girl hurried on top of him, and they arced high over the canyon to the other side. Lion collapsed to the ground with a huff.

			The Kalidahs paced along the edge, roaring across the large expanse.

			“You crushed it, Lion!” Scarecrow cheered. “That was sick!”

			“You saved us.” Dorothy hugged him. It’s so brave of Lion, she thought, to have rescued everyone even though he’s afraid of heights.

			Lion yawned deeply. “All that jumping took it out of me.”

			“We need to keep going.” Tin Girl straightened her silver metal cap.

			“I had no idea there’d be so much danger here,” Dorothy said. “What if we don’t make it to the Wizard?”

			Tin Girl shook her head. “We’ll make it. We’re almost there.”

			The group followed Tin Girl away from the canyon’s edge, away from the gnawing, gnashing Kalidahs. After just a couple of miles, they reached fields of emerald, ruby, and amethyst. Trees heavy with all sorts of fruits hemmed the fields’ edges, giving off scents of apples and cherries.

			And off in the distance, glowing in a halo of green, was the Emerald City.

		

	
		
			Chapter 12

			“Wow,” Dorothy breathed. “It’s incredible.”

			Tin Girl grinned. “It’s even cooler inside the gates.”

			“What’re we waiting for?” Scarecrow said with a crooked smile. “Let’s get a move on.”

			The road with yellow bricks twisted and turned. Soon, in its place was a blanket of thick ruby flowers.

			“Bummer. The road’s gone,” Scarecrow said.

			“It shows up again on the other side of the flower field,” Tin Girl reported.

			“Oh, rad! Then all we need to do is cut through.” Scarecrow grinned, leading the way toward the field. “A quick walk through the flowers and then we’ll be right on the Wizard’s doorstep.”

			Lion placed his paw in the soft petals and sighed. “It’s like stepping on clouds.”

			Toto hopped straight into the flowers and wagged his tail as he spun around in circles.

			Tin Girl followed, with Dorothy trailing after.

			Lion was right, Dorothy thought. The flowers were tissue-paper soft. And their smell! Dorothy had never smelled a flower quite like this. Gentle rainstorms, bubble baths, fresh-laundered sheets–the flowers smelled like all of these things at once. The sweet scent clung to her hair and clothes, and inside her nostrils.

			She yawned into the crook of her elbow. Her eyelids started to droop.

			“I don’t know about you all”—Lion yawned—“but I’m feeling sleepy.”

			“We have been walking for a while now.” Dorothy shrugged, but the fatigue started to weigh her body down.

			Toto stumbled ahead, before yawning deeply and collapsing into a tiny black ball amid the ruby flowers.

			“Toto?” Dorothy ran to him, scooping the tiny dog into her arms. “What’s wrong?”

			Scarecrow looked down. “What if it’s the flowers?”

			“Oh no!” Tin Girl gasped.

			“What’s”—Dorothy yawned, eyelids slipping closed—“wrong?”

			“These flowers are poppies! I totally forgot. This is why we never travel to the Emerald City this way. If you get trapped in the poppies, you fall asleep forever.”

			“What? We’re going to sleep forever?” Lion cried. “Oh no. I’m going to get bedsores and then I’ll be so uncomfortable. I can’t stay asleep forever!”

			Panic pulsed in Dorothy’s veins. “We need to get out of here.”

			“Lion,” Scarecrow said. “Run ahead as fast as you can. Get out of the field. We can’t carry you if you fall asleep here.”

			“But—” Lion glanced about uncertainly.

			“Lion! Go!” Scarecrow repeated.

			Lion bolted through the poppies as fast as he could, petals flying through the air.

			Dorothy, clinging to a snoring Toto, looked between Tin Girl and Scarecrow. “What do I—” She paused, trying to fight back another yawn. “What do I do?”

			Sleep took hold of her limbs. First her fingers, then her hands and arms. Toto tumbled from her grasp and landed gently on the poppies. Then sleep came for her toes, ankles, and legs. Finally, her head began to sag on her shoulders as her eyelids were tugged shut. I can’t fight this…, she thought.

			The last thing Dorothy remembered before falling asleep was Tin Girl catching her under her arms.

		

	
		
			Chapter 13

			“Wake up, Dorothy!” Tin Girl laid Dorothy down next to Toto in the poppies.

			Dorothy stayed asleep. “Ugh! This is bad.” Tin Girl turned to Scarecrow. “What do we do now?”

			“Beats me.” Scarecrow shrugged.

			“What?” Tin Girl stomped her foot. “What’s that supposed to mean? You said we should go through the poppies!”

			“How was I supposed to know this would happen? I don’t have a brain, remember?”

			Scarecrow squinted at her. “Are you tired?”

			“Not one bit. You?”

			Scarecrow shook his head.

			“Well,” Tin Girl said. “That’s one good thing. I say we get out of here pronto.”

			Scarecrow collected Toto off the ground while Tin Girl hoisted Dorothy over her shoulder. The pair carried their sleeping friends through the fragrant poppies. When they finally saw the faint glimmer of yellow bricks, they spotted Lion. He was sprawled on his back, dozing in the afternoon sun.

			“Dude…,” Scarecrow murmured with a shake of his head. “He almost made it out.”

			“Let’s get Dorothy and the dog safe first,” Tin Girl said. “Then we’ll deal with him.”

			They brought Dorothy and Toto to rest under the shade of a large apple tree. The two snored soundly, both turning onto their sides to get more comfortable.

			Scarecrow and Tin Girl went back for Lion. They leaned their backs against his body and pushed as hard as they could. Lion started to roll, and the pair kept their pattern of push, roll, push, roll, push, roll, until Lion was also completely out of the poppy field.

			“Phew! If I were human, I’d be sweating by now,” Scarecrow said.

			“I guess that’s one good thing about being turned to tin,” Tin Girl said. “Well, that and not being knocked out by the poppies.”

			The pair sat next to their sleeping friends and waited the rest of the afternoon and all through the night. As the sun started to cast pink and purple light over the horizon, Dorothy, Toto, and Lion finally began to wake.

		

	
		
			Chapter 14 

			“Where am I?” Dorothy asked, rubbing her eyes.

			“Still in Oz,” Scarecrow said. “But you took a dive in the poppy field and had a super long nap. It’s been half  a day since you conked out.”

			“A day?” Dorothy bolted up straight.

			“What a nice rest.” Lion shook out his fluffy mane. “I haven’t slept like that in ages. Usually nightmares keep me awake.”

			Toto barked and ran around the group in a burst of energy.

			“We need to get to the Wizard.” Dorothy grabbed her backpack off the ground and led the group toward the shimmering green city. Being in Oz had been fun, but she missed school and the restaurant and her family. Dorothy already knew the first thing she’d do was apologize to Claudia for her part in their fight.

			They approached the gigantic, closed gates that surrounded the Emerald City. Scarecrow knocked with the giant knocker.

			A gray-haired man dressed head-to-toe in green leaned over the railing atop the gates. “Ho, there! I am the Guardian of the Gates. What brings you to the Emerald City?”

			“We’re here to see the Great Oz,” Dorothy called. “We were told he could help us.”

			“The Wizard? Really? No one sees the Wizard. It’s not done.”

			Dorothy shook her head. “But the Good Witch of the North told me to come here and ask for him.”

			“Did you say the Good Witch of the North?” The gatekeeper retrieved a green-gold spyglass and held it up to his eye to get a closer look at the group. “Oh, ho! I see it! You have her mark on your forehead. You must be telling the truth.”

			“Of course she is,” scoffed Tin Girl.

			The gatekeeper’s eyes widened. “You’re her! The sorceress who vanquished the Wicked Witch of the East!”

			Dorothy sighed. “I didn’t vanquish anyone!”

			“Come in! Come in!” He disappeared, and then the gates opened wide for Dorothy and her friends.

			“Dude…,” Scarecrow breathed as they followed the gatekeeper. “This place is the coolest.”

			The Emerald City lived up to its name. It was somehow even greener inside the gates. Shamrock streets, seafoam sedans, chartreuse shop fronts. Men and women in fancy forest-green suits hurried between office buildings. Others strolled in and out of shops holding big mint-colored shopping bags.

			It was the most extraordinary place Dorothy had ever seen in her life. Claudia would love the emerald skyscrapers and beautiful tree-lined streets. Claudia’s dream was to move to New York City, and while Dorothy had never visited, she imagined this was similar to that. Dorothy took a deep breath. Now wasn’t the time to get sad. She had to get home. And when she got home, she’d tell Claudia all about the Emerald City.

			The group walked through the center of the city and up a hill to the Wizard’s modern-looking manor.

		

	
		
			Chapter 15

			The manor’s great glass doors—each one embossed with an O and a Z—slid open on their own to reveal a large room with green marble floors. Hanging from the ceiling was a green chandelier that glimmered with real emeralds. The glass walls gave a perfect view of the Emerald City and the Emerald Lake beyond.

			A woman stepped out from behind a green marble desk. “Thaddaeus!” she greeted the gatekeeper.

			“Oh, ho! Wilma, I bring this group of young folk to converse with the Wizard.” He pointed to Dorothy. “The one with braids vanquished the Wicked Witch of the East. See her silver sneakers?”

			“I do.” Wilma looked Dorothy up and down.

			“She also carries Locasta’s mark of protection,” Thaddaeus added.

			“Extraordinary.” Wilma grabbed a notepad off her desk and jotted down these details with a large peacock-feather quill. “Now, just so we’re clear, the Wizard doesn’t talk to anyone. In fact, he hasn’t talked to anyone directly in the decade I’ve worked here. Not even to me, his assistant. Never seen him. We have intercoms throughout the manor. To be granted an audience with him is rare.” Wilma looked at each member of the group and tilted her head. “What is it you need from him?”

			“I need his help getting home,” Dorothy said. “Back to Kansas.”

			“And I need brains,” said Scarecrow.

			Tin Girl squared her stiff shoulders. “I need a heart.”

			“I’d like courage, please.” Lion swished his tail through the air.

			Toto simply barked.

			Wilma jotted all this down. “Hmm. Yes, okay. Let me buzz him.”

			Wilma picked up a phone at her desk, pressed one button, and whispered into the receiver. She hung up the phone and picked up another, tapping her foot as she was put on hold. Then another phone rang and she grabbed that one, cradling it on her other shoulder as the cords twisted between the two. Then another phone rang, and she balanced it along with the first one as she talked into all three at once. All the while, Wilma’s eyes kept flitting over to the group.

			Dorothy started to get nervous. What if the Wizard doesn’t want to talk to us? How will I get home? She clenched her hands at her sides, trying to will the negative thoughts away. Finally, after what felt like forever, Wilma got off the phone, her eyes wide with shock.

			“After speaking to four members of the Wizard’s security, I’m happy to say I have gotten you all clearance to meet with him.” Wilma fidgeted with the emerald ring on her finger as a smile slipped over her lips. “This is a momentous occasion. Not once, in the many, many years I have worked for the Great Oz has he had an audience with anyone.” She leaned over her desk and peered more closely at Dorothy, her gaze moving from Locasta’s mark of protection down to the silver shoes. “What you did to vanquish the Wicked Witch of the East must be of major interest to him.”

			“Oh…well, I’m afraid I didn’t do much of anything. It all really happened so fast.” She shook her head, suddenly remembering her manners. Dorothy added, “But thank you so much for your help.” She was now worried, but for an entirely different reason. They’d be seeing the Wizard. They’d made it through. Not just anyone made it through. Now they had to see if he’d actually grant their wishes.

			Wilma brought Dorothy, Toto, Scarecrow, Tin Girl, and Lion out from the large entryway and into a green-gold elevator. It whooshed up three floors before the doors opened to reveal a long green marble hallway. They followed Wilma to a set of large glass doors etched with the same two letters—OZ—guarded by two tall, muscular women dressed in olive-green jumpsuits. Without a word, the two guards opened the doors for the group, and Wilma stepped back.

			“You’re not coming with us?” Dorothy asked.

			“The Great Oz doesn’t want to see me.” She paused and gave them a worried look. “Good luck.”

			Tin Girl led the group into the large room. This room also had marble floors and great glass walls, some of which were covered in velvet green curtains. At its center was the only piece of furniture. A large throne made entirely of green metal and stone.

			“Uh…” Dorothy cleared her throat. “Hello?”

			In an instant, a gigantic ball of fire shot up from the throne. The fire was green at its center. At its edges, it became an angry orange. The flames burned high and wide, snapping and cracking.

			Toto barked, and Lion cowered behind Scarecrow and Tin Girl. Dorothy’s heart hammered against her rib cage. Sweat dripped down her forehead.

			“Who comes before the great and terrible Wizard of Oz?” a voice boomed from the orange-and-green flames.

			Dorothy twirled around. No one else was in the room with them.

			“H-hi,” Dorothy stammered at the ball of fire. “I’m Dorothy Gale, and I’m here with my friends: Scarecrow, Tin Girl, Lion, and my dog, Toto.”

			The ball of fire disappeared, replaced by the giant, bald head of an old man. The head hovered above the ground. He didn’t have a body. Just a floating head! It must be some kind of trick. A hologram? This is too bizarre, Dorothy thought. Then she remembered Locasta magically putting the high-top sneakers on her feet. Magic was real in Oz.

			The head of Oz arched a scraggly eyebrow. “What is it that you all seek?”

			“Well…we all want different things,” Dorothy began. “We were told you’re all-powerful.”

			“Is that so?” The old head magically transformed into a princess with a black braid and a beautiful pale-green gown. She sat on the throne, assessing each of them.

			Dorothy tilted her head, squinting to get a better look. Was she the Wizard’s true form?

			“Tell me,” the princess said. “What is it you need?”

			Dorothy, Scarecrow, Tin Girl, and Lion all explained what they wanted.

			In a flash, the beautiful princess’s head grew bigger and her braid transformed into a large gray trunk. Tusks grew where her nose used to be, and giant ears popped out on either side of her head.

			Eagle wings tore through the princess’s green dress and expanded almost all the way across the room. Then her body morphed into that of a tiger’s, with black and orange stripes and feet as big as Dorothy’s head. The ferocious beast roared, rattling the windows and shaking the throne.

			Dorothy moved back several steps, transfixed. The Wizard must be very powerful, she thought.

			Toto growled in front of Dorothy. She clicked her tongue to get him to sit by her side.

			“You all want a lot.” The beast paced before the throne.

			 “That’s why we’re here. Can you help us?”

			The beast paused. Then nodded.

			Dorothy clapped her hands together. “Oh, thank you!”

			“BUT!” The beast became a giant floating head once more. “You must do something for me first.”

			The head transformed into the ball of fire. The room grew hot. The fire’s flames, even larger than before, lashed at the marble ceiling. “You already destroyed the Wicked Witch of the East. Now you need to do the same to the Wicked Witch of the West.”

			“Wait, what?” Tin Girl crossed her arms in confusion. “Why?”

			“There was a time, not too long ago, when Malvolia’s heart wasn’t made of ice. She used to be a kind, fun-loving person.” The head became the princess again, and she frowned. “But when her mother passed down the title of Wicked Witch of the West, something changed. She grew cold and wicked. Now she’s threatened the people of the Emerald City, and I must stop her wickedness before she does something horrible.”

			“But we can’t hurt her!” Tin Girl cried.

			“You must do it. Or I won’t help you,” the princess said. “That’s how this has to go.”

			“We’ll figure out some way to stop her,” Dorothy promised.

			The princess flickered for a moment—almost like a candle—before turning into the beast. “Bring me proof that you’ve destroyed or stopped Malvolia, and you’ll get whatever you wish. Now go!”

			A blast of smoke cloaked the throne, and once it evaporated, the Wizard was gone.

		

	
		
			Chapter 16

			The group was ushered out of the Wizard’s throne room by the guards and hurried beyond the gates of the Emerald City. Now they once more stood on the road paved with yellow bricks.

			“We can’t destroy Mal,” Tin Girl announced.

			“Mal? Who’s Mal?” Dorothy asked.

			“My best friend.” A sob broke her words apart, and Tin Girl buried her head in her hands.

			“Whoa! Chill or you’ll rust,” said Scarecrow.

			“What?” Lion demanded. “Say that again. You’re best friends with the Wicked Witch of the West?”

			“Don’t call her that,” Tin Girl snapped. “She was my best friend. It’s all my fault she’s wicked.”

			“That’s not true,” Dorothy said. “No one can make another person wicked.”

			“What happened?” asked Lion.

			“Like I said, it’s all my fault. I had this big party at Emerald Lake and didn’t invite her. Any kind of water would make her melt. It’s very dangerous for her. I didn’t think she’d want to come. It’d be totally awkward, you know?” Tin Girl’s eyes filled with fresh tears, and Dorothy reached for the oil can. “It was the wrong move. We could’ve hung out on the beach or whatever. But I didn’t think about that until later. She got so mad at me. When her mom passed on the title, she became wicked so quickly. She wasn’t like that before then. After I didn’t invite her to my party”—Tin Girl gestured to herself, looking down at her tin body—“she turned me into this. I was a girl just like Dorothy before.”

			“That wasn’t a nice thing to do,” Lion said. “You don’t turn people to metal just because you’re mad at them.”

			Tin Girl groaned. “It’s all a mess.”

			Dorothy couldn’t help but think about Claudia. Like Malvolia and Tin Girl, she and her cousin were also stubborn and did things to make fights worse.

			An idea clicked into place. “Are you sorry for what happened?”

			“What?” Tin Girl asked.

			“It wasn’t your fault that she became wicked, but are you sorry about the beach party? Do you miss Malvolia?”

			Tin Girl nodded. “I’d do anything to have her back.”

			“Then maybe we can go to her and you can tell her all of this?”

			“I haven’t seen her since she made me metal.”

			“But if you two talk to each other, maybe she’ll apologize and stop being wicked?” Dorothy said, eyes wide. “That could be it! This could be the key to fixing everything! We wouldn’t need to destroy Malvolia, you two would be besties again, and we’d get our wishes.”

			And I wouldn’t have to vanquish anyone. Not that I even know how to do that since the first time was a total accident, Dorothy thought, secretly relieved.

			Lion added, “She was your best friend once, after all.”

			Tin Girl shrugged, but there was a ghost of a smile on her lips. “Let’s try, right?”

			“Right!” Dorothy agreed.

			“Awesome plan.” Scarecrow flashed a thumbs-up. “Which way to her castle?”

			“It’s off the road into Winkie Country,” Tin Girl said.

			“After you, then,” Scarecrow said with a flourish of his arm.

			Dorothy took a deep breath and followed Tin Girl.

		

	
		
			Chapter 17

			The path to Malvolia’s castle was old and crooked. It carved through a deep forest, sloped down valleys, and climbed up hills. After hours of walking, they finally saw the ivy-covered redbrick castle looming on a hill in the distance. Just like a witch’s castle in a storybook, Dorothy thought.

			Suddenly, the wind kicked up. Rain began to pour at a slant. Lightning cracked and split a tree in half.

			“Oh, I hate thunderstorms. Flooding, hail, hurricanes?” Lion squeezed his eyes shut. “What if this turns into a full-blown hurricane?”

			Tin Girl sighed. “This storm is Malvolia’s magic. She knows we’re coming.”

			As the group hurried through a wide-open field quickly becoming pocked with rain puddles and muck, a loud screech filled the air. An unbearable, unharmonious sound that rattled Dorothy’s skull.

			Dorothy looked up—and spotted a swarm of monkeys with enormous black-feathered wings cutting through the sky!

			The Winged Monkeys screeched again. Toto barked and Dorothy scooped him up into her arms.

			Dipping down, the Winged Monkeys grabbed Scarecrow off his feet and into the air. She watched in horror as his straw-filled body sagged like a broken doll in one of the monkey’s arms. Dorothy screamed, but the noise was swallowed up by the thunder and the monkeys’ shrieks.

			Three monkeys snatched up Lion next. They carried him off after Scarecrow, and Dorothy sobbed as she saw his tail fall between his legs in defeat. They came for Tin Girl and then Dorothy, Toto still tight in her grip.

			“Tin Girl! Scarecrow! Lion!” Dorothy cried, her heart beating in her ears as she struggled in the Winged Monkey’s hold. He grabbed her tight around her waist. His claws pinched her skin. The field and its trees and boulders started to look smaller and smaller as they flew higher into the sky.

			Fear snaked up her spine, rising into her throat. Dorothy screamed again. She screamed until her voice was hoarse. But no one could hear her. No one would save them from the Wicked Witch of the West.

		

	
		
			Chapter 18

			“Well, well, well.” The Wicked Witch of the West sneered. She was a tall girl not much older than Dorothy. Her short brown hair was tucked under a golden beanie. She wore a long black sweater, tight black jeans, and a pair of black combat boots studded with gold. She held a black twisted wand.

			In the castle’s black-and-purple-striped entryway underneath a large red crystal chandelier, Dorothy, Toto, Scarecrow, Tin Girl, and Lion sat tied up on the floor. Dorothy searched for a way out, but the only exit she could see was the heavily guarded doors behind them. She shut her eyes tight and took a deep breath, blood pumping frantically through her veins.

			The Wicked Witch looked at Tin Girl. “What a fun group of friends you have here, Melanie.”

			“Melanie?” Dorothy squinted at Tin Girl.

			“That’s my real name. Before Mal turned me to tin.” She glared at the Wicked Witch of the West. “Let them go. Your issues are with me. Not them.”

			“I don’t think I will. I need people to scrub the floors around here.” The Wicked Witch of the West laughed. Behind her, the Winged Monkeys sitting on the stair railing hooted.

			Dorothy looked beside her to see Scarecrow struggling with his bindings. Lion, too, was stuck. Instead of ropes, he was bound in metal chains. Lion kept his eyes tightly closed, a whine escaping from his lips.

			Dorothy pulled against her ropes to try to free herself and rescue them. But there was no way out.

			“Look, Mal,” Tin Girl began. “About that party. I—”

			“I don’t want to hear what you have to say.” Malvolia waved her wand, and in an instant, a purple bandana tied its way around Tin Girl’s mouth. “It’s too late for words.”

			“It’s never too late,” Dorothy said.

			The Wicked Witch of the West spun to face her. “And who are you? What do you know about anything?”

			“I—I…” Dorothy swallowed and started again. “I’m Dorothy Gale. From Kansas. And I know what it’s like to have a fight with someone you love.”

			“Love?” Malvolia’s cackle rose alongside the Winged Monkeys’ laughter. “I don’t love anyone or anything. I can’t. I’m wicked.”

			“That’s not true,” Dorothy said. “Everyone has the ability to love.”

			Malvolia thrust her wand out to throw a spell at her. Dorothy flinched and closed her eyes.

			But when nothing happened, she opened them. The magic left the tip of Malvolia’s wand in a puff of purple smoke.

			The witch tried again. And again. And again.

			But each time, her magic came out in a poof.

			“AGHH!” Malvolia growled. “What’s wrong?”

			Malvolia grabbed Dorothy and brought her to stand before her. Then Malvolia’s gaze landed on the thumbprint on her forehead.

			“Oh, you’re protected, are you? How cute,” she scoffed.

			Dorothy stepped back and stumbled, falling on her back, feet in the air.

			“Wait!” Malvolia pointed to the pair of silver high-top sneakers.

			Dorothy curled her legs underneath her. “They’re mine.”

			“You’re mistaken,” the Wicked Witch of the West said with another unnerving laugh. “Everything in this castle and beyond is mine.”

			Malvolia lunged for Dorothy’s feet. But Dorothy rolled onto her side. She didn’t want to give up her sneakers. Around them, the Winged Monkeys cheered. Dorothy heard Scarecrow and Lion screaming her name.

			“She’s your best friend! That doesn’t just change because of a fight. You can work it out,” Dorothy told the witch, words tumbling from her mouth. “Mistakes happen. People aren’t perfect. You need to learn how to tell a friend you’re hurt. Don’t get angry and snap at them. Best friends will always find a way to stay BFFs.”

			Malvolia clamped onto Dorothy’s ankle and managed to yank off one of the silver sneakers.

			“Think about growing up together. None of those memories go away because of an argument,” Dorothy shouted, desperate now. “You don’t have to be wicked!”

			She kicked out her leg and hit a small table, sending a metal vase of black roses clattering to the ground.

			Malvolia reached for Dorothy’s other sneaker. Hands still tied, Dorothy grabbed the vase, and the water splashed Malvolia.

			Plumes of purple smoke rose off her shoulders. As her black makeup washed from her eyes in thick trails down her cheeks, she leaned back on her knees, clutching at her chest. She looked around frantically for help.

			Tin Girl managed to spit the bandana from her mouth. “Are you melting?”

			“No!” Malvolia staggered to her feet. “It’s my heart.”

			Dorothy wriggled closer to her friends as the smoke grew thicker. Together they watched the ice and wickedness melt from Malvolia’s heart, leaving behind a dark purple puddle of anger and pain.

			Then the Wicked Witch of the West collapsed to the floor.

		

	
		
			Chapter 19

			The witch lay still on the ground. The only noise was the Tin Girl’s sobs. Even the Winged Monkeys stayed silent, watching their ruler in disbelief.

			No! Did I kill her? Dorothy thought, fear bubbling up inside her. I can’t have killed her!

			“Look!” cried Scarecrow.

			Malvolia’s chest had started to move up and down. She was breathing! Alive!

			“Malvolia?” Tin Girl whispered. “Are you okay?”

			The Wicked Witch groaned. She propped herself up on her elbows and rubbed her temples. Then she tore off her golden beanie and tossed it across the room. The Winged Monkeys all perked up and stared in wonder at one another. “I feel like I was hit by a house.” She blinked rapidly. “But I feel…I don’t know, lighter?”

			Her eyes widened as she looked at the group. Immediately, she grabbed her wand and magically undid their bindings.

			Dorothy rubbed at her wrists and ankles, while Toto hopped around the room. He barked at the Winged Monkeys observing the scene from the stairs.

			“You freed us,” Scarecrow said.

			“Should we be afraid of you still?” Lion cowered behind Tin Girl and Dorothy.

			“I don’t think so,” Malvolia said.

			“I thought water made you melt?” Tin Girl asked, brow furrowed.

			Malvolia shrugged and smiled. “It melted the ice around my heart. That and all of Dorothy’s talk about friendship. I don’t feel wicked anymore.” She handed Dorothy the silver sneaker. “Are you a witch too?”

			“Not as far as I know.” Why was everyone always asking her that? She put the sneaker back on.

			Malvolia hurried over to Tin Girl. “I’m so sorry for turning you to tin…and for being such a nightmare. I felt hurt after you didn’t invite me to your party.”

			“I thought you wouldn’t want to come because you can’t go in the water. That was stupid. We could have hung out on the beach away from the lake.”

			“It wasn’t only that,” Malvolia admitted. “I was already turning wicked before our fight. When my mom passed on the title, the wickedness started to slowly take hold.” She shook her head, toying with the edge of her sleeve. “I felt so confused and scared. After the party thing, I stopped fighting the wickedness and just let it take over.”

			“Are you better now that it’s melted away?” Tin Girl asked.

			She nodded.

			“Can we be friends again? Maybe that will help keep the wickedness away?”

			“Oh, yes!” Malvolia wrapped her in a hug. “Mal and Mel.”

			Then Malvolia stepped back but kept both her hands on Tin Girl’s shoulders and shut her eyes tight. A silver light glimmered, reflecting off Tin Girl’s metal body.

			It swirled around them both, and in a flash, Tin Girl was human again. A Brightling girl in the flesh. Her metal clothes turned into blue silk, and her black hair was free from metal dust. She twirled, laughing, her dark blue cape fluttering in the air. Tin Girl—now Melanie—flexed her fingers and bent her knees, squealing as they worked without the aid of oil.

			“I say we go back to the Wizard dude,” Scarecrow announced. “And he’ll give us what we asked for.”

			“Why?” Malvolia asked.

			“He promised that if we destroyed you or stopped your wickedness somehow, he’d give us whatever we need,” Lion explained.

			Malvolia tapped a finger to her chin. “I better come with you.”

			“We can fly you to the Emerald City,” a Winged Monkey offered.

			“Whoa! Not happening.” Lion stepped back.

			“Don’t worry. The witch’s golden beanie was what kept us under her control,” the Winged Monkey explained. “She’s no longer wicked, and she took off the beanie. We’re back to being plain ol’ flying monkeys now.”

			Malvolia turned to him. “Please go to the villages and towns and let the Winkies know they’re free. I’ll apologize in person once I’m back from the Emerald City.” She gave the group a sheepish smile. “I have a lot of apologizing to do.”

			Malvolia and Melanie hopped onto Malvolia’s flying broom, while the remaining Winged Monkeys scooped up Dorothy, Toto, Scarecrow, and Lion. Dorothy couldn’t wait to get back to the Wizard and tell him everything.

		

	
		
			Chapter 20

			The Winged Monkeys dropped them off in front of the Emerald City’s gates. The gatekeeper was shocked to see Malvolia standing with them. But Scarecrow and Melanie explained, and after a moment, he opened the gates and led them through the city.

			Wilma greeted them in the green marble entrance of the Wizard’s manor, then hurried them up the elevator and down the long hallway to his throne room. As soon as the doors closed behind them, the beast with the elephant head, eagle wings, and tiger body materialized.

			“Back so soon,” the beast boomed. “And with a guest.”

			Dorothy stepped forward, grinning. “We did as you asked, Oz. Malvolia’s not wicked anymore.”

			“See?” Melanie added. “She changed me back to a Brightling. And she freed all the Winkies too.”

			“I don’t want to hurt anyone or anything.” Malvolia moved to stand beside Dorothy. “I know I need to prove myself, but I’m not a threat.”

			In a flash of light, the beast changed into the ball of fire. “Hmm. This is very good to hear. What a relief it will be to the Land of Oz to have no more wicked witches.”

			“So…you’ll give us what we came for?” Scarecrow asked. “Now that we helped out.”

			“Ah, yes,” the ball of fire said as it transformed into the giant head. “I’m a person of my word. Please. Tell me. What is it you all want again?”

			“I want brains,” Scarecrow said.

			“And I want courage,” Lion added.

			“I would like to go home to Kansas.”

			The giant head turned into the princess and nodded to Melanie. “And what of you?”

			“I wanted a heart.”

			“Wanted?”

			“I didn’t want the heart for me.” Melanie looked to Malvolia. “I wanted it to save my best friend. But she got her old heart back.”

			Toto ran around the room, barking at the Wizard.

			“Stop that noise at once!” The princess transformed into the beast.

			“Toto!” Dorothy called. But he didn’t listen.

			The little dog leaped into the air, then came down, getting tangled in one of the long, dark green curtains. As he tumbled out of the curtain, its rod snapped and crashed onto the marble floor.

			And behind the curtain sat an ordinary man at an ordinary desk. With a laptop, projector, and microphone.

		

	
		
			Chapter 21

			Dorothy, Lion, and Scarecrow stared at the guy behind the curtain. He looked like any other man Dorothy would see in Kansas. About the age of Uncle Henry, except he had short black braids and glasses. He wore an old green T-shirt, jeans, and high-tops splattered with what looked like paint.

			“You’re the Wizard?” Dorothy asked, unable to mask the panic in her voice. It was all fake. All special effects. “How are you going to get me home when all this is just holograms and a smoke machine? And what about his brains?” she said, gesturing to Scarecrow. “And Lion’s courage? You tricked us!”

			“It’s not nice to fool people.” Lion prowled back and forth next to Dorothy and Scarecrow.

			“Yeah!” Scarecrow said. “This is totally bogus.”

			The Wizard held his hands up in front of himself. “I didn’t mean to fool anyone. I’m like you,” he said, nodding to Dorothy. “Except I’m from Los Angeles. I’m a special effects wizard.”

			“So you work on movies and stuff?” Dorothy crossed her arms. “How’d you get here? Was it a tornado like me?”

			He shook his head. “Earthquake. I was driving home from work when all of the sudden the big one hit, and my car fell through a huge crack in the road. I somehow ended up here in Oz. I had all my equipment in my trunk, so when people showed up, they saw all this high-tech gear, and I told them I was a wizard from a far-off place. Then we built the Emerald City, and I became the ruler.” The Wizard shrugged, giving them a weak smile.

			“As the years went on,” he continued, “I stayed away from people to keep up the illusion that I was magical.”

			“So it’s all a trick,” Melanie said. “A lie.”

			“I was scared when I got here. You can understand that, I’m sure.” Once again, the Wizard looked to Dorothy.

			A pang of sympathy struck her heart. She had been scared and lonely when she got to the Land of Oz. “I don’t know what I would’ve done if I hadn’t met my friends. Do you want to go home too?”

			“It’s been twenty years since I got here,” he said. “I think it’s time I went home. I have an idea that I’ve been working on these past few years.” The Wizard looked to the rest of the group. “And I think I can help with your other requests too.”

			He walked over to another curtain and pushed it aside to reveal a door. The Wizard disappeared into a closet, where he rummaged through several shelves filled with robotic hands, half-finished resin dinosaur models, and a flashing stoplight. He grabbed something before turning back to the group.

			“Scarecrow,” he said. “You want brains, yes?”

			Scarecrow stepped forward. “Yeah, dude. If you’re willing to oblige, that is.”

			“Knowledge is a noble pursuit. And, unfortunately, some people don’t use the brains they were given. Here I have a sea sponge, which works like a brain and will soak up all the knowledge you seek.” The Wizard paused and tilted his head. “You’ve always been smart, you know. But this’ll serve as a reminder. If you let me, I can sew it into your head so you can begin your journey as a lifelong learner.”

			“Righteous! I’m totally down.”

			The Wizard led him behind the curtain for privacy and stitched the sponge into Scarecrow’s straw-filled head. When they came back, Scarecrow held his fedora in his hands to show off the noticeable bulge of brains under his floppy brown curls. He grinned at the Wizard and thanked him.

			“Anytime, Scarecrow,” the Wizard said, patting his shoulder. “I am so impressed by your request that, when I leave, I’d appreciate it if you could rule over the Emerald City. You can enroll in the university and take classes as you help the people who live here.”

			“Gosh.” Scarecrow scratched at his head in thought. After a few moments, he snapped his fingers and nodded. “You know what? That sounds like a cool idea, dude!”

			“You’ll be a good leader. Now!” The Wizard clapped his hands and turned to Lion. “You want courage, right?” He headed back into the closet and came out with a crown and hand mirror. “You’ve always had courage. You’re a lion. King of the forest. But a king needs a crown.”

			Wizard placed the green-gold crown atop Lion’s head. Lion rolled his broad shoulders back, and his chest puffed out as the crown glinted in the light. Then the Wizard gave him the hand mirror.

			“What’s this for?” Lion asked.

			“When you forget who you are, you can take a look in the mirror and see yourself: the big, magnificent lion that you are. You left your forest to travel all the way to an unknown city. You sprang over a canyon to save your friends. You went to a wicked witch’s castle. You faced many fears. And now you have two reminders of your courage. Never forget who you are and all that you can become.”

			Lion bowed again before throwing his head back in a ferocious roar. Toto howled in harmony. When he was done, Lion laughed and nodded to the Wizard. “Thank you. For everything.”

			“You’re quite welcome.” The Wizard smiled at him, and then his gaze met Melanie and Malvolia, who were standing off to the side. “Melanie, I know you said you didn’t need a heart anymore.” He fished through his pocket and retrieved two silver necklaces, each one a piece of a heart. “But I think it’s best that you and Malvolia wear these.”

			“Best friend necklaces?” Melanie took them from his hand and passed one to Malvolia.

			He nodded. “It’s one thing to have a heart. But it’s just as, if not more, important to always share your heart with those you love. Wear your best friend necklaces as a reminder of how much you mean to one another.”

			The two girls glanced at each other for a moment before both looping their necklaces over their heads.

			“Thanks, Oz,” Malvolia said. “You’re not as bad as I thought you were.”

			“Likewise.” He held out his hand, and Malvolia high-fived him.

			Dorothy looked at her friends, heart full for their happiness. She tapped the Wizard. “I don’t mean to be rude, but what about me?”

			“I haven’t forgotten about you.” He disappeared into the closet once more, taking longer than the last time, before coming back with a gigantic, deflated emerald-and-olive-striped balloon.

			“What’s that?” Dorothy asked as the balloon spilled out into the throne room.

			“This is a hot-air balloon,” the Wizard explained. “Back in California, when I wasn’t working on movies, I was a hobby balloonist. Would go out to Napa for the balloon festival every year before the earthquake brought me here.”

			Dorothy swallowed. “Uh…what are we going to do with a balloon?”

			“We’re going to float home, of course.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 22

			Float home, Dorothy thought as they all took the elevator up to the roof of the Wizard’s manor. Her stomach flip-flopped at the thought of another tornado and the balloon getting caught inside. Where would she and the Wizard end up if that happened?

			The elevator dinged and they walked out onto the roof. The wind whipped around them, tangling their hair and hitting their cheeks. From way up here, it was possible to see all of Oz and into the great desert beyond. Dorothy took a deep breath and stared down at her sparkly sneakers.

			It’s going to be okay, she thought. The Wizard was a balloonist. He knew what he was doing. But she couldn’t help the trembling in her hands.

			The Wizard rigged the balloon to a large wicker basket. Next, he attached the propane tanks and burner into place, before tying a large rope to the basket so it stayed anchored while he and Dorothy got sorted.

			“Today’s the day, Dorothy!” he yelled. “We’ll be home in no time.”

			Dorothy turned to her friends. Her chest tightened with sadness. She would miss Scarecrow, Melanie, and Lion. And Malvolia too. She would miss every kind person and animal she’d met in the Land of Oz. But she knew it was time for her to go home.

			“I’m happy I got to meet you all,” she said as tears fell down her cheeks. “Maybe someday I’ll see you again.”

			Her friends wrapped her in a group hug.

			“We won’t forget you,” Melanie promised.

			“You’ve been, like, the coolest person ever.” Scarecrow nodded, smiling brightly.

			Lion patted her on the back and said, “You’re a true friend.”

			“You helped save me from the wickedness,” Malvolia added. “I owe you.”

			“Keep being good friends to each other.” Dorothy grabbed Toto off the ground and headed for the balloon.

			Holding Toto, she climbed in. She waved to her friends.

			Scarecrow, Melanie, Lion, and Malvolia all shouted their goodbyes. Toto barked, his paws resting on top of the basket. The Wizard unhooked the rope and turned on the burner. Soon the balloon was catching the breeze and lifting off the rooftop.

			Just as it rose a few feet from the roof, Toto suddenly leaped from her arms and over the basket’s side.

			“Toto! Toto, no!” Dorothy vaulted out of the basket after him.

			Toto sailed through the air, landing with a thud, and took off in a run for the group. Scarecrow scooped Toto into his arms. Dorothy found herself standing on the roof again. The balloon continued to rise.

			“I can’t come back down,” the Wizard shouted. “The wind’s too strong! I’m so sorry, Dorothy!”

			“No! Please come back!”

			It was too late. Fresh tears welled in Dorothy’s eyes. She took Toto back and snuggled him close. “Oh, Toto. What’ve you done?”

			Her friends circled her, saying comforting things as she watched the Wizard and his balloon grow smaller and smaller in the sky.

		

	
		
			Chapter 23

			None of her friends could cure the ache in her heart. Never before had she wanted to be back in Kansas more than now. She hadn’t realized how, after the year spent on the Gale farm and helping at the restaurant, it had become her home. It might have taken getting swept up in a tornado and being thrown into a strange land to understand this, but Dorothy knew there was no place like home. Or like her family.

			“I—I just want to be home!” she cried between hiccups.

			“You know,” Malvolia said, eyeing Dorothy’s sparkly silver sneakers, “you can wish yourself home.”

			“What?” Dorothy said.

			“It’s true. All you had to do, this whole time, was click your heels together and spin three times. And think of your wish.”

			“It can’t be that easy. Nothing here is that easy.”

			Dorothy, Toto, Scarecrow, Melanie, and Lion stared at Malvolia as if she’d sprouted a second head.

			She shrugged. “What? You didn’t know that?”

			“You’re joking, right?” Dorothy tilted her head. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

			“I thought you knew and just wanted to go home in the Wizard’s balloon.”

			“Locasta didn’t know how the shoes worked,” Dorothy said. “And why would I want to fly home in a hot-air balloon when I could just wish myself there?”

			Malvolia rolled her eyes. “Good witches don’t know anything about anything. His balloon was pretty cool, though.”

			Dorothy felt the seeds of hope growing in her stomach. “Are you sure this will work?”

			“Of course I am. I’m the strongest magical being in all of Oz.” Malvolia placed her hands on her hips. “Just try it.”

			Dorothy held Toto firm in her arms. She wasn’t letting him get away again. Then she clicked her heels once and spun.

			She clicked them again and spun.

			Then one more time, spinning on her toe.

			Warmth flooded up from Dorothy’s feet, spreading up her legs, into her stomach, and all the way to the top of her head. Silver light shot out from the sneakers, making it hard for her to keep her eyes open. She squeezed them shut and held on to Toto as the world around them began to spin. Air whooshed through her ears, matching the beating of her pulse, and the wind kicked up her braids.

			But then a familiar scent. Fresh earth and cows. Hyacinth on the breeze.

			Dorothy opened her eyes, and her friends were gone. So was the Wizard’s manor. All of Oz was gone, and in its place was the bright blue Kansas sky.

		

	
		
			Chapter 24

			Color.

			That was the first thing Dorothy noticed as she sat there, in the middle of a field on her family’s farm. Kansas wasn’t the gray, boring place she had left. Color bloomed in every flower. Pinks, indigos, and oranges. It sang on the breeze. Red cardinals and brown wrens. And it shined up above. A bright, golden sun and deep blue sky. Color was all around her.

			Dorothy sat up, rubbing the back of her head. Toto stood next to her and stretched out his back. She saw the barn—the Gale Farm to Table restaurant—and patio filled with customers. Just beyond it, the white clapboard farmhouse stood just as it had before the tornado. Before she flew to Oz and landed on the Wicked Witch of the East.

			Scrambling up, Dorothy wiped the dirt from her skirt and looked down at her feet. The sparkly silver sneakers were gone. She wasn’t wearing shoes at all. Just her polka-dot socks. A frown formed on her face. Was it all just a dream? Did Oz exist?

			But on the ground next to her feet was her backpack, and she knew she didn’t have that until after she’d landed in Oz. Or did she?

			“What happened to us, Toto?” she asked, but all he did was bark in response.

			“Dorothy!” a familiar voice called, and she spun around to see Claudia coming her way. Her short hair curled around her ears. She wore the same gingham work blouse as Dorothy’s, along with a pair of jeans and boots. “Where’ve you been? We need your help.”

			Claudia looked her up and down. “Are you okay? You look a little out of it.”

			Before her cousin could say anything else, Dorothy flung her arms around her. “I’m so sorry for our fight earlier, Claud. I didn’t mean to blow up like that.”

			Claudia returned the hug. “What you said really hurt me. But I don’t mean to be bossy. I just can’t help it sometimes.”

			“I thought things would feel okay when my mom was deployed. That living here would feel normal, but it’s been”—Dorothy searched for the right word—“tricky. Figuring out how I fit in and all. I guess I should’ve told you how I felt instead of exploding—”

			Claudia cut her off. “I’m sorry too. I promise I’m going to stop treating you like a baby. And you can tell me when you’re feeling sad about things. We can talk it out, okay? We’re family. We fight, but we’ll always make up.”

			“We’re friends too, right?”

			“Of course we are. Best friends.” Claudia looked her up and down, eyebrow arched. “Not gonna lie, though, you’re acting a little strange. What’s up with you?”

			“Nothing.” She grinned. “Everything’s perfect.”

			Claudia smiled at her. “Good. Let’s get going. Lunch rush, you know?”

			The pair set off for the restaurant. “Hey,” Dorothy began. “Did the tornado do any damage?”

			“Tornado? What are you talking about?”

			Dorothy began telling Claudia her strange dream about the Land of Oz. About a surfer-dude scarecrow, a girl made of tin, a fearful lion, and a wicked witch turned good.

			Both girls were so busy talking they didn’t notice Toto in a nearby pile of hay—chewing on a sparkly silver sneaker.
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Ghostwriter is back and has released characters from the very book
you're holding—an upside-down, inside-out retelling of the beloved classic
The Wonderful Wizard of Oz.

One minute Dorothy is helping out at her aunt and uncle’s farm-to-table restaurant,
and the next she's twirling in a tornado that sends her to a bizarre and enchanted
world. To get home, she'll need to find the Wizard. But it's not that easy! Luckily,
Surfer Dude Scarecrow, Tin Girl, and Scaredy-Cat Lion all join Dorothy on her journey
—a good thing since an angry Wicked Witch is after them! Can Dorothy uncover the

long-hidden secrets of Oz to return home?
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