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The terrain became rockier and the road became rougher.
The party in the red wagon passed through dark dense forests
and over tall hills. It must have been somewhere there in that
tangled landscape that Ozma’s group missed our party as we
made the journey from chez Glinda northward.
As the hours passed the travelers told stories of their experiences to pass the time. Jimmy and Sarah talked about their home
and family, and they listened to the tales of adventures that their
Ozian friends had had.
Gradually the land became smoother and small villages and
farms began to appear. “We’re nearing the heart of Glinda’s
dominions,” said Ozma. “Her palace is not much farther on.”
Less than an hour later the Pink Palace duly appeared in the
distance. As they neared it they were met by a group of beautiful girl soldiers all dressed in red uniforms.
“Greetings to Ozma, Ruler of Oz, from Glinda the Good.
Welcome to the land of the Quadlings,” pronounced a girl who
was evidently the leader of her twenty companions. “Glinda has
sent us to meet you and escort you to her palace.”
“My thanks to you all and to your ruler,” said Ozma graciously. “We are pleased to accompany you.”
Ten of the girls marched behind the red wagon, the other ten
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with their leader went ahead. In a short time they had arrived at
the palace of the Good Sorceress and were ushered into Glinda’s
opulent throne room. Glinda, the wise and beautiful, came from
her high seat to welcome her guests. She embraced Ozma and
warmly welcomed each visitor in turn.
“Early this afternoon,” Glinda said to Ozma, “I read in my
Great Book of Records that you were coming to consult me. But
the inscription was very brief and somewhat vague. It said,
‘Jimmy and Sarah, two children from the outside world, join
Princess Ozma’s party and journey south to seek counsel of
Glinda the Good Sorceress.’ What is it you seek, my dear? How
may I help you?”
Ozma explained that they were hoping to unravel the mystery of a supposed enchanted dandelion. Glinda listened with
interest. She agreed with the Girl Ruler’s conclusion that the
solution to the mystery might lie somewhere between the
covers of her immense Record Book.
“But exactly where?” said Glinda. “That is what will make
this mystery difficult to solve. As you know, the Book is enormous, and it records only very briefly every event that occurs.
I’m familiar with the history of Oz since young Dorothy first
arrived. I’m sure there is no reference during that time to anyone enchanting a dandelion. Thus, the information we want must
have been recorded before Dorothy arrived. I’ll just have to read
backward, page by page, until I come across it. That may well
take a bit of time. I’ll begin at once—but before I do I’ll see to it
that you are comfortably settled for the night. I’ve ordered a
dinner party prepared in your honor, Jimmy and Sarah.”
“Thank you,” said the tots generously.
“You will take part with us?” asked Ozma. “The Book can
wait ’til afterwards.”
“I shall be delighted to, when you insist,” said Glinda with a
smile. “Shall we go in at once then?”
But before they could leave the throne room one of Glinda’s
girl attendants entered and announced that Lurline, Queen of
the Fairies, and several of her band had arrived from their home
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in the great Forest of Burzee. Temporarily and sufficiently
reduced in size they requested an immediate audience with
Glinda.
“Show them in,” commanded the witch.
“Queen Lurline is the fairy who enchanted Oz long ago,”
explained Ozma to Jimmy and Sarah. “She brought me to be
ruler here when I was just a baby.”
Lurline and eight of her sister fairies entered the throne room.
“Welcome to you, Queen Lurline, and to all your sisters,”
said Glinda.
“That’s Necile,” remarked the Scarecrow to the children quietly as he pointed to a dark-haired nymph dressed in pale blue.
“She’s the fairy who raised Santa Claus from babyhood. I know
you’ve heard of him!” And he went on to identify Ereol and
Doraline and one or two more.
Meanwhile Lurline had greeted with embraces both Glinda
and Ozma. Now she spoke. “My dears, I believe I can save you
the tedious task of scanning the Record Book for the knowledge
that my soul divines you seek. Allow me to shed some light
on your mystery by introducing to you my long-lost youngest
sister, Floraline.”
A young fairy maiden stepped forward and curtsyed to the
Oz sovereigns. She was lovely to behold. Her dress was of pale
green gossamer and she wore a coronet of bright yellow dandelions upon her flowing hair.
“Your Majesties,” she said softly, “I am Floraline ... who was
once an enchanted dandelion.”
“Greetings, Floraline,” said Glinda. “Please, will you tell us
your story?”
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Moving aside the few pieces of furniture and rolling up the
deep-dusty, limp, gwutchy (there was no other word for it)
carpet was for Tik-Tok the work of not very many minutes. That
accomplished, he was ready to set out.
“Oh, but wait!” we all cried in dismay. “We want to be there
too to see how the business works out.”
Lester and his bunch as well, having been instrumental in
setting in motion the solitary adventurer, were curious to learn
how his enterprise would prosper. They could, however, not
put at risk the teeming minuscule life that now flourished on
the ‘floor’ of Oz by essaying to accompany Tik-Tok in tramping
across the fields to Patch. The great copper man on his own was
going to be hazard enough for local populations. We only hoped
they’d hear his huge metal feet clanking toward them and find
time to get out of the way.
I had an idea and one that would insure our continued participation in the adventure. I broached it to the Wizard and
Craftsman Lester. “There are chairs and to spare, I have noticed,
in the new palace,” I began. I was well acquainted with both the
old and the new royal residences by now. “And Master Lester
has epoxy cement among his supplies, I have no doubt. What if
he were to glue chairs to Tik-Tok’s hat brim? We could all take
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part in the expedition from a commanding position—perhaps
even be of assistance.”
“That’s right,” put in Princess Dorothy. Then she surprised
us all by blowing an ear-piercing blast on a silver whistle she
wore on a ribbon round her neck. All of us history buffs recognized it as the one the Queen of the Field Mice had given the
princess long ago. “We’d want to pull our weight,” explained
the girl, as magically appearing mice clustered about her feet. I
thought it attractive in the Kansas princess that she would offer
a functional reason for her participation in the expedition that,
no matter what, she did not intend to be left out of. “As we go
along,” she continued, “we could all blow our whistles—if we
all had whistles—to warn people out of our way... Down, Ramina,
down!” she concluded in warning.
“Well thought upon, my dear,” praised the Wizard. “That
ought to ensure that Tik-Tok’s passage be accompanied by no
threat to life or limb for anyone. As it happens, I have a gross of
penny whistles in stock in my supply rooms. Shall we go to fetch
them? Also clothes pins. For our noses, you know.” And here he
nodded significantly at the vast roll of carpet that drooped from
the copper man’s arm crook high above us. We all gasped and
snuffled in approval.
Before we presently took our leave of the invaluable assistants from Alternate Oz ‘Chairman’ Diggs had a polite speech
to make: “Are you and your group pressed for time Master
Lestar? If not, I should say stay here! Make free of the Old
Palace. Everything there remains in working order. The furniture is all in place. Afford yourselves a holiday! Only, watch out
for tiny tourists. They come through on the hour—I’m sure you
noticed a party just now—getting the guided tour of the celebrated rooms...”
The Volkozites seemed pleased at the invitation and discussed it as they and Tik-Tok carried us (to save time) the short
distance to the (to them) dolls’ Palace across the lawn. Then we
little ones all ran in and grabbed an armchair each of our choice
from one of the reception rooms. We brought them to the front
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terrace where Eqqi, as having the most delicate touch, glued
them, facing forward, to the brim of the Mechanical Man’s derby
hat, well back against the crown.
While she did that Scraps ran to borrow clothes pins from
her chum, the palace laundress, and the Wizard took the freight
lift to his tower eyrie in quest of warner whistles.
The crowd of centenary celebration guests came out on the
terrace to see us off. “What shall we tell Her Majesty?” enquired
Nick Chopper, “—when she returns, that is.”
“Oh, hnh, hnh,” snickered O.Z. Diggs a little uncomfortably.
“Just say we’re away, for a few days only, to clear up a—er, a
little matter of unfinished business.”
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“It begins long ago,” said Floraline, “when the wicked
witches of the four regions of Oz were struggling to consolidate
their power. I was a foolish youngster then, living happily and
carefree in the Forest of Burzee. We fairies knew of the turmoil
in Oz, a favorite realm of our sister and leader, Queen Lurline. It
saddened us all. Daily reports of the contest came to us from
across the Great Sandy Waste, the southern portion of the dread
desert that surrounds Oz. Our bird messengers flew back and
forth, high above the burning sands.
“My work was tending the flowers of the forest. Though I
had never been in Oz I had heard of the beauties and wonders
of that land, and it grieved me to think that my sisters seemed
content to permit troubles to afflict that marvelous place.”
At this point Queen Lurline put in a word. “Having bestowed
grace upon the land of Oz, I was determined that the peoples
and forces within the country itself should shape and decide
their own glorious destiny without any further outside interference. I had faith that goodness would ultimately triumph over
wickedness there,” she justified herself.
“And so it has,” said the Scarecrow loyally.
“Confident,” continued Lurline, “that Glinda and Tattypoo,
the good witches of south and north, were capable of dealing
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with the wicked ones and knowing that I had entrusted the
infant Ozma to the wise Pastoria, who would care for her better
than any other, I decided that I would only interfere in the
affairs of Oz if I were summoned by its rulers. Furthermore I
decreed that nor were any of my sister fairies ever to meddle in
events in Oz.”
Having cleared up curiosity on that score, Lurline nodded
to Floraline, who resumed her story. “As I said, I was young and
foolish,” went on the green fairy. “Among all my sisters I was
the only one who rebelled in my heart against the decree.
“One day when all the others were busy attending to their
own chores in the forest, I made up my mind that I would try to
do what I could for the people of Oz. I flew across the great
barrier desert and over the land on the other side until I was
sure that I was near the heart of Oz.
“I alighted in a beautiful field of yellow flowers. The blossoms that I had tended in the great Forest were few in number
and scattered at rather wide intervals. Here I was in the midst
of a field of closely sown flowers that stretched as far as my eye
could see. I was overwhelmed, so much so that I abandoned my
original intention. The warring factions in Oz might well wait
just a little longer, I thought, for my helpful intrusion. Now I
gave my full attention to kissing each blossom. You do know,
don’t you?” explained Floraline, “that when a fairy kisses a
flower its color and fragrance are enhanced and it lives much
longer.”
“I didn’t know that,” admitted Jimmy.
“Me neither,” said Sarah, forgetting good usage in her absorption in the tale.
“I spent several hours in devotion to the buttercups and daffodils. Presently I grew drowsy. The sun was warm and bright.
I decided to take a nap so as to refresh myself before setting out
to seek a wrong to right.
“Suddenly I woke. I was aware that an enchantment was
being worked on me and sapping my powers. It was a powerful
and evil woman named Mombi—”
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“You were right, Scarecrow!” praised Lana Peethisaw.
“That explains why the Magic Picture went black,” exclaimed
Ozma. “Mombi has long since been destroyed so the picture
could only show us nothingness.”
“Old Mombi had been visiting the Western Witch in
Winkieland,” continued Floraline, “and was returning to her
home when she came upon me sleeping among the flowers. She
believed that it was Lurline she had found—we sisters of Burzee
resemble one another greatly—and hoped that by enchanting
the leader of the fairies she could prevent them from ever coming to the assistance of the good witches of Oz.
“She planned to turn the fell deed to her own particular advantage. She had helped the Eastern Witch conquer the land of
the Munchkins and recently she had assisted the Western Witch
to enslave the Winkie people. She hoped to bribe—or threaten,
if necessary—both of those evil witches into helping subdue
Tattypoo and securing the rule of the Gillikin country for herself. If they helped her she would hand over to them the enchanted Queen of the Fairies. They could go on to destroy her,
or not, Tarrypoo [sic.] just as they chose. Fortunately Mombi’s
powers were only great enough to enchant but not to destroy a
fairy. On the other hand, if the witches refused to help Mombi
become the ruling sorceress in the North, she would threaten to
disenchant the queen fairy and they would all be at Lurline’s
mercy.”
“How do you know all this?” Ozma asked Floraline.
“Old Mombi was so foolishly proud of herself that she could
not resist bragging to me about what she had done and what
she meant to do. The transformation she had worked on me
was powerful but slow. I was still conscious all the while she
was talking.”
“But why didn’t you tell Mombi she was mistaken about your
identity?” asked Dorothy.
“I realized my only hope of rescue was that my sister the
Queen would come looking for me and would discover what
had happened. If Mombi and the other witches believed that
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Lurline had been eliminated, they might be lulled into a false
sense of security. When Lurline should strike they would be
caught off guard. Also, if I informed Mombi that she had enchanted the wrong fairy she might try to use me as bait to lure
my sister into a trap. So I let her believe that she had outwitted
the Fairy Queen.
“She transformed me into a flower, a dandelion. I blended in
with all of the other yellow flowers in that Winkie field, yet
Mombi could find me because I was the one and only dandelion. It was also her subtle way of humiliating me, by turning
me into a weed.”
“I like dandelions,” declared Jimmy forthrightly.
“Me too,” echoed Sarah as usual.
“And me too,” laughed Floraline. “I have often felt that the
poor dandelion is the most unfairly treated and
underappreciated of flowers.”
“You showed great thoughtfulness,” now declared Glinda.
“You may have been foolhardy but you were not foolish. What
exactly was the nature of this transformation?”
“Mombi claimed that I could never be disenchanted until
such time as someone should pick me and at the same moment
say the word ‘Oz’, a combination of circumstances that clearly
would never happen. As she talked on, I felt myself dwindling
and I gradually assumed the form of a flower. I felt my feet take
root in the soil. And when Mombi saw what she had done she
hugged herself with pleasure and hobbled away.”
“If Mombi held such a powerful bargaining tool,” mused
Ozma, “I wonder why the wicked witches didn’t help her defeat Tattypoo.”
Floraline laughed. “The old rascal’s scheme almost succeeded. I waited for days and days for Lurline to find out my
fate and come and rescue me, but no rescue came. I have only
lately learned that our dear queen assumed I had left the fairy
band of my free will.
“In the meantime Mombi had been negotiating with the two
other wicked witches. She had convinced them that she was tell114

ing the truth about having captured Lurline. As there had been
no evidence of interference by the fairies of Burzee they believed
that our Queen had been immobilized.
“One afternoon Mombi and the witches of east and west came
to the flower field to claim me, but—” Here Floraline laughed
again. “But they couldn’t find me. I had gone to seed! My essence had passed into a single flower seed and I had blown to
earth at some distance from the original spot of my enchantment. You should have seen them! Mombi was frantically uprooting every yellow flower she could lay hands on, while crying ‘Oz! Oz!’ at the top of her voice. The two other witches were
furious, believing Mombi had deliberately led them on a goose
chase. They finally stormed off, cursing her. Eventually Mombi
too gave up and left the field, still muttering.
“Seasons passed. I took root and grew into a blossoming
flower again, then again went to seed and drifted across the field
to a new spot. I took root again, and the cycle was repeated many
times. Twice I grew among the yellow flowers in the original
field, three times in the green meadows near the Emerald City,
and three times in the blue grass of the Munchkin country.
“The last time after I had gone to seed in the blue country
something very unusual happened. A terrible wind blew across
the field, drawing me and the other white fluffy seed-heads from
the stem. As I swirled around in the gale I saw a little old house
fall from the sky and land with a crash in the meadow where I
had grown. The same wind that had dropped the house carried
me far far away, across the desert and across the sea, and to
another and unfamiliar land—”
“Why, that must have been the storm that dropped Dorothy’s
house on the Wicked Witch of the East!” said the Scarecrow.
“Yes, I think it must have been,” agreed Queen Ozma.
“The great wind deposited me in a field in this new land and
I grew into another tall strong dandelion. The years passed and
I grew into flowers and blew as seeds across many fields.
“It seemed that long ages went by. My memories of those
distant times when I had lived and been a flower fairy and
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danced with my sisters in sun and shadow in the Forest of Burzee
faded until I wondered if they had ever been real. My only companions now were bees and butterflies. And still the seasons
passed and the breezes blew, I grew and was scattered and grew
again. Now too the world was growing darker and I wondered
if we would soon see the end of all...”
The fairy paused and seemed lost in reverie. Then she bethought herself and resumed briskly:
“A few days ago I had just gone to seed yet once more. Then
I became aware of people near me. One was a great yellowish
butterfly and I thought it might be he who would release my
seed-spill this time. But no, he only fluttered here and there,
and then I realized he was being chased by a couple of creatures
with masked faces.
“In the end it turned out to be one of these who picked my
flower stem and then said something including the magic word
‘Oz’. A moment later I found myself in my own fairy form again
and in the yellow field in Winkieland where it had all begun.”
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Tramp, tramp, tramp along the highway.
Tramp, tramp, tramp across the fields.
That’s what Tik-Tok did and we, at second hand, with him.
At first of course there wasn’t much tramping across fields to be
done as there was a perfectly adequate road of yellow bricks
leading westward out of the Emerald City. In these days it was
three-lane and busily trafficked by the tens of thousands who
now thronged Oz.
How were we going to avoid trampling to destruction any
number of our-size people as-we clanked along? It wasn’t all
that hard, really. At first we blew our whistles like mad but we
had not even reached the western city gate before we found that
that was going to be for the most part unnecessary. Who was
going to fail to observe coming along a creature as tall, in relation to average-sized Ozites, as a hoisting derrick? And Tik-Tok
kept to the middle lane, leaving ample room for tiny traffic to
move in both directions along the side lanes.
Even at the copper man’s sturdy but measured pace we came
to the city gates in less than an hour. Then there were two hours
of green countryside to enjoy. Immigrants to Oz, hearing by the
grapevine that primary colors played an important role in the
fairyland, had long been in the habit of bringing with them as
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much as they could lift of objects in the various hues, as if feeling that these provided a sort of carte blanche or passport to
admittance to that land of all the world’s desire. Once arrived
and finding the open-sesame materials no longer (or ever?) necessary they threw them way along the roadsides as they trekked
to their new homes. That was why the green District of Oz was
now littered, in heaps, with decaying watermelons, broccoli, and
leeks, emeralds, shamrocks, flags of Egypt and Pakistan,
Irishmen, bits of jade, dollar bills, supermarket stamps, classic
Coca Cola bottles, and the leaves of every known variety of tree
and shrub (except copper beeches). The area also boasted unexpectedly large populations of transplanted Carolina parakeets,
frogs, lizards, and grasshoppers. With some of these we had to
contend as we went along. Dragonflies rested, though briefly, in
great numbers on Tik-Tok’s hat-brim.
Then we crossed the line into Winkieland and had the whole
thing over again in yellow.
“Yellow,” I said, introducing a new angle. “Tell me, Mr.
Baum,” I requested, “how did it happen that so famous a colorkeyed phenomenon as the road of yellow bricks was first observed in the predominantly blue country of the Munchkins,
whereas it is only by latter-day extension that we have an actually so denominated Yellow Road in this country, where all the
roads, brick or not, are yellow?”
The Historian, in the fresh honeysuckle-scented air, was not
sucking on a cigar. His mouth was free immediately to say, “I
should advise you to put that question to Ms. Dorothy here,
who actually experienced those scenes from the start.”
The young lady (who had chosen the sweet age of sixteen to
remain at permanently) was not at all loath to relate. We saw
her close her eyes briefly and surrender to the dear old spell.
Then she opened them and said, “Munchkinland in the beginning wasn’t blue. My first impression when I arrived there was
of its great greenness. The green sward, the green banks. Munchkinland was no more blue than Kansas was grey which it never
was, except during a dust storm. Even then it was, at most, a
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pale brown... But I’ve discussed this issue in my article, ‘The
Bluing of Munchkinland’—”
—which it might have been supposed we all had read. Alack,
I had not, but I was at least cognizant enough of the Kansas
girl’s scholarly attainments that I could guess it dated from the
period of her work for her Master’s.
“Blue,” she pursued, “was merely the favorite color of the
Eastern people. They used it for preference when any choice of
color scheme was to be made: in personal apparel or in the painting of houses and fences. It was by no means exclusive. The
witch of the Munchkins wore silver shoes. In places the ground
was carpeted with yellow, white, and purple flowers—and not
to forget the deadly poppies, which were scarlet. So at the time
a road of yellow bricks in the Munchkin country struck me as
nothing exceptional.
“It is, however, curious that the road remained always a distinctly Munchkinland phenomenon. If other ‘yellow brick roads’
are mentioned in other of the countries it is always felt that they
are but extensions of the Munchkin one. But mostly they are
just roads: no particular color or type of paving is indicated, as,
for instance, the road on which the boy Tip played his trick on
witch Mombi—”
“Mombi!” broke in the Patchwork Girl. “Mombi is as Mombi
does—
And that’s not too attractive.
I guess, it’s best she’s gone to rest
And is no longer active.”
“Yes, well...” continued Dorothy, perhaps not best pleased
to have undue attention called to that departed member of the
Oz pantheon. After all it was at her suggestion that the Gillikin
witch had met the fate she did. “To get back:” she pursued, “the
heightening of color predominance in the various lands was a
slowly accreting process. Remember that at the time of my first
arrival—gee,” she broke off in young-girl-ish dismay, “was that
really a whole century ago?! I can hardly believe it. It makes me
an antique, doesn’t it!” she exclaimed with sudden laughter.
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Everyone hastened to tell her how childlike, in her poke bonnet, she still appeared. But her moment’s chagrin was over. She
went on:
“When I first visited the Emerald City it only looked green
because we put on green glasses. By now those have gone totally out of fashion—because unnecessary! The Emerald City
now really is an emerald hue all over.
“I date the increase in what we may call the ‘colorification’
of Oz to as early as nineteen-four, for we find in The Marvelous
Land of Oz of that date that ‘everything in Gillikinland was purple’
and that included specifically grass, trees, houses, fences, and
the gravel surface of roads. Young Mr. Tippetarius, as our dear
Ozma was called then, stated so and he should have known. He
is also our authority for the information that similar conditions
prevailed in the other countries as regards their chosen colors,
and we soon see this borne out in the case of the green District
of Oz, where, even without the benefit of green spectacles, walls,
rifles, and a soldier’s whiskers were green.
“As earlier, however, and despite what Tip says, the prevalence of the national color was not total. We find that normally
and very orange pumpkins grew in Gillikin fields. And another
interesting aspect of the phenomenon is that the preference of
the natives for the dominant color is shown to be not exclusive
either. Hunting for garments for his creation, Jack Pumpkinhead,
Tip came across ones in red and pink as well as purple.
“We may say, perhaps, that the over-riding tendency in each
land was towards its favorite color but the condition was by no
means absolute. For instance, things never changed color in order
to match up. The Scarecrow’s blue Munchkin clothes remained blue
also on the green throne of the Emerald City, and Jack
Pumpkinhead’s garments stayed red, pink, and purple, nor in the
land of the Winkies did his orange pumpkin head go yellow.
“The first time I ever met our beloved Princess Ozma, newly
crowned regent of the Emerald City, she was wearing a silvercolored dress. ‘Also, we returned together from the Land of Ev
to the specifically green meadows of Munchkinland. Two years
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later my first sight, on a new arrival in Oz, was of the both green
and yellow hills of Winkieland. Later, in the emerald Palace of
Magic, we admired furniture upholstered in cloth of gold with
embroidery in red, and our friend the Shaggy Man could get
some of his favorite fruit, red apples, and put on a pink frock
coat with cream-colored accessories.
“So it went, on through the years. The colorification process
seemed to wax and wax and wane. As late as 1919—when
you came to Oz, Mr. Historian,” Dorothy addressed Mr. Baum,
“—Sorceress Glinda in the red country was still weaving emerald cloth, while in purple Gillikinland yellow leopards and grey
apes still roamed in Gugu Forest.”
“How do you,” I put in, “explain this—what we might call
—‘erraticism’ of the ‘key coloration’, Ms. Dorothy?”
“I don’t,” said she, “except possibly as an illustration of the
fourth law of thaumadynamics, which is that characteristics never
remain constant; they must always grew more so or less so.”
“I know how I’d explain it,” put in the Original Historian a
little surprisingly, and we all gaped, agog. “It was because, as I
was writing along, I’d forget all about that predominant-color
business—if it wasn’t germane to the action in hand.”
There was an embarrassed silence.
I myself broke it by putting in knowingly, “Never mind, chief.
Whatever you wrote was fact. You couldn’t help it, you see.”
I thought this subtly put in their place once and for all persons who would presume to declare that they had invented out
of whole cloth anything about Oz.
Dorothy changed the course of conversation with charming
abruptness. “You know what?” she said; “just as there was no
reason why there should not be a yellow road crossing the green/
blue countryside of Munchkinland, I’ve sometimes thought how
nice it would be if there was a road—this road, for instance—
that was green—or blue—crossing the yellow country. Wouldn’t
that make a refreshing contrast?”
Everyone approved the idea and at once proposed an
Orange Brick Road for Gillikinland and pink pavements for the
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Emerald City.
But why stop at recolorations for only specifically Oz phenomena? some pondered. The Patchwork Girl sang:
“I’ve never really been content
With red and white for peppermint!
I cannot eat—for stomach-lack—
But just the same I’d like it black.”
“But there’s licorice, Scraps,” objected Miss Thompson.
“Surely that supplies that need?”
“Oh, but licorice should be olive green!”
“And olives then?”
“White.”
“How bizarre everything would look,” mused Dorothy.
“But how bizarre everything does look,” rebutted Scraps.
“Did it never strike you as most strange that the sun is orange?
It isn’t even a—primary color. Pale green would be much more
suitable—and more restful to the eyes.”
“It is odd,” put in Mr. Neill, “that the sky is blue. I’ve often
thought that. If outer space is all black—as it seems to appear to
us—a little light flooding in locally should only lighten it to various shades of grey, I would have thought.”
“Like the poet García Lorca,” I dropped a name, “I like green.
But still I wish grass and trees were the colors of lilac blossoms.
I love all shades of violet and you just don’t see enough of it.
One gets rather fed up just seeing green everywhere.”
“Roses are brown,
Violets are grey,” recited Scraps.
“When the sea’s yellow
Will be the day!”
“Yes!” agreed somebody. “Water, when deep, is green or blue.
Why not maroon? Or yellow?”
We gave it up. No accounting for hue, though no doubt laws
of physics, if any of us non-scientists had known them, could
have been brought in to explain the causes of colors. But just the
same I didn’t see why butter should not be pink—or blood skyblue.
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Who remembers men made of metal? Trees that whisper
secrets of the forests? Or the dreaded and dreadful black
clouds that cried salt tears? No one? Oh well, no matter. Sit
and listen ever so carefully and without a sound and I will
tell you of that time and place so long ahead and far away.
In a land not too far from the one some of you know as Oz
lived men made of metal. Where those shining faces and
clanking bodies came from no one knew but they had lived
in Alloya as long as anyone could remember; perhaps always?
They were lumberjacks, blacksmiths, and carpenters. They
lived in houses much like you and I inhabit: some made of
brick, others of stone, and some men even occupied cabins
built of logs with their own hands.
Now being men of metal, they required no daily food (as
we know it) or water (which is quite understandable) for their
survival and well-being. The only nourishment that their tin
or copper or aluminum bodies did partake of—it being essential in every way—was oil. Any oil would serve but the
tin men, for instance, of Alloya always preferred the sweet
corn oil that came from their own fields of maize, which they
grew specifically for that purpose. The copper men chose tung
oil; it kept off the verdigris; the iron men, plain petroleum.
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For some reason the inhabitants of Alloya were not respected or accepted in any of the neighboring towns or villages. Consequently they had learned, over the ages, to be
completely self-sufficient. They bartered and traded for each
other’s goods and services and had no need of aid or assistance from outsiders. They built each other’s houses, shod
their horses, shared the precious lubricating oils, and provided for one another whatever help was needed.
The metal men of Alloya had no families: no wives, sweethearts, or children. As far as anyone knew the only creatures
ever to have lived in Alloya were the men of metal. They
worked all the days through and rested when the sun went
down each evening. (Even they could feel metal fatigue.) This
was what their lives were made of. Oh, sure, they visited each
other and. could sit for hours discussing the workings of
machinery and the fine points of metal ornamentation, and
on clear nights of moon or stars you could hear them clinking and clanking as they danced in merriment around huge
bonfires. Mainly though, their lives consisted of work and
rest and work and rest. They did not mind, for this was all
they knew. Such was the life of a metal man in Alloya.
Alloya was a very beautiful village. Surrounded by deep
thick forests on all sides, it sat almost sunken in their midst.
Directly in the center of town the men had erected a pyramid
monument made of the finest sterling silver. Its peak towered over the houses but not so high that the trees of the forest did not surmount it and hide it from would-be robbers
and vandals.
Curiously enough, the metal men were all blessed with
green thumbs, so to speak, and they all cultivated the most
remarkable gardens around their homes. Again curiously, all
their ornamental plants were wildflowers. The blossoms were
purple and orange, violet and pink. None had structured
seeds. As well as in the planned gardens these flowers also
grew here and there haphazardly and untended. They were
of the kinds you could see in fields and meadows cared for
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by mother nature herself. Certainly they were beautiful and
well loved and they grew in abundance.
Alloya being enveloped in forests, many of the forest’s
creatures, unlike their human counterparts, befriended the
metal men and made their own homes in and around the village. Soft quick rabbits, shy wide-eyed deer, sly but friendly
foxes, and at least twelve varieties of birds were to be found
there. Nests, dens, and burrows concealed here and there in
nooks and crannies gave evidence of the ongoing and trusting friendships that had been cemented between the metal
men and the animals. Yes, the men were gentle kind souls, a
fact that shone plain for all who would see.
Now while Alloya seemed warm and welcoming to all who
sought entrance there, the forests were to a great extent not
so inviting. Hence it was seldom that a visitor wandered into
the village, for to do so he had to brave the deep dark Forest
of Whispers. Though no one knew of specific dangers lurking in or about the trees and dense greenery, it was thought
advisable not to tempt their secrets. For the trees did whisper secrets, secrets no human had ever heard. Were they secrets about forest life itself? or about some unknown evil that
flourished, hidden there? It was not known for sure but some
believed the trees knew about the beginnings of the metal
men themselves. The fact that the men did make their home
right in the heart of this fear-haunted woodland caused the
people of the towns and villages beyond to grow increasingly
leery of the poor metal fellows. None of them ever ventured
near the Forest of Whispers or as far as the village of Alloya.
If the forests themselves were not dark and forbidding
enough, there came every now and then what was known as
the Witch’s Storm. When this happened, not only did the
townspeople outside go in fear of their lives but the metal
men too ran at the first sight of the dreaded black clouds. For
these were not ordinary dark grey storm clouds, no, they were
heavy and black as a witch’s eye and everyone knew that the
rains that fell out of these clouds could sting and burn even
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the toughest leather. For the metal men there was even a
greater fear, for the smallest sprinkling of those acid drops
could corrode them and turn them into no better than statues. Yes, the Witch’s Storm frightened all who knew its wrath.
Its mercy was very strained and it dropped alike on everyone and everything.
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“Well, shi’ite!” said Jimmy. Like all normal vital American
children he spent all his time at home in front of the T.V. screen
and could thus not help being exposed to frequent news broadcasts with their recurrent references to the on-going wars in the
Near East and the various teams participating. Religious names
are always satisfying expletives but of course you didn’t want
to say anything directly sacrilegious like “God!” or “Christ!”
The names of sects were a sufficient substitute.
“Shi’ite!” he said. “What about us?”, meaning to say he
couldn’t quite see what Floraline’s release from some ancient
spell had to do with him and Sarah. No way could her return to
a former shape and a former venue have caused two average
kids to be transported to Oz. They would have to come up with
a better one than that.
Ozma explained. “It’s simply a very great coincidence. I admit my mind boggled at the aptness of it.” Here she told how
she had been looking for a couple U.S. children to go to Oz so as
to make her roundup of participants in the great centenary celebrations complete.
“We were invisible, of course,” she related—though Jimmy
and Sarah couldn’t see any ‘of course’ about it. “We saw you
wishing on dandelions and were frankly bowled over by the
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aptness of your mentioning our fairyland. Knowing you actively
wanted to come here I had no hesitation in touching my Magic
Belt and accomplishing it.”
“Well, why the heck didn’t you say so in the first place?”
demanded Jimmy impulsively. “Save us all this running around.”
“Well, bruvver, we wanted to check out Glinda anyway,”
reminded Sarah fairly. “So it’s not a total loss.”
“Frap,” he replied with scant courtesy. “So there’s no such
thing as a magic dandelion after all.”
“Not if you mean one that automatically grants wishes,” conceded Princess Ozma. “How could there be—in Ohio...?!”, as
one who would say ‘Now if it had been Indiana...’ “But,” she
continued, “a dandelion that was the incarnation of a magical
being: that, yes. It was wonderful that you should happen to
say the befreeing word. I’m sure Floraline—”
“Yes, your majesty,” broke in Lurline of Burzee, “that’s why
we’re here now. When Glinda chanced to mention during our
radio chat this morning—” Here she displayed her wrist with
its delicate two-way radio in opal and onyx. “—that the Big Book
had alerted her to your visit, I thought we could save some time
by intercepting you here—”
Then the fairy queen in turn was interrupted by the joyous
and vivid, newly mobile Floraline: “Oh, Your Majesty, let me
speak, I pray you!” Of course Lurline gave consent.
“As the spell was broken,” spoke the green fairy, “I was magically returned to the original site of my enchantment in that
Winkie field. When I realized that I was free of Mombi’s spell at
last my joy was so great that I quite forgot about the two children who had delivered me. I sped back to the Forest of Burzee
to be reunited with my sisters. I’m sorry I left you in the Ohio
field,” she addressed Sarah and Jimmy.
“I’m not,” said the latter. “Sarah and I had neat adventures
because you did.”
“Even so I want to thank you both for rescuing me,” said the
fairy, and she kissed each of the children on the forehead. “To
show my appreciation I hereby declare that any time you wish
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to come to Oz all you need do is wish upon a dandelion and I
will bring you here.”
Jimmy and Sarah joined hands and jumped for joy. It was
joy-jumping time anyway. The tots were tired of standing around
half-way between Glinda’s chair of state and the door and they
wanted a change of pace. By the time they finished jumping they
were at the door and Jimmy was looking significantly at his digital watch.
“Now dandelions are magic flowers after all,” said the Scarecrow. “At least for Jimmy and Sarah.”
“I wish there were some around here then, said Jimmy. “I
would wish we could go ahead and eat dinner.”
“Indeed,” said Glinda. “Now that the mystery has been
solved and Floraline has been restored to her sisters let us celebrate,” she commanded.
The merry group went into the dining room, where a wonderful repast was served. The food was delicious. Girl musicians played beautiful music during the meal. And afterwards
Lurline’s band of fairies danced. Before the evening ended the
red sorceress ushered everyone out onto the great balcony of
her castle/palace. From here the happy companions watched a
magnificent display of fireworks.
When it was over it was time for Lurline’s band to fly off to
their forest home. As the fairies did the rounds bidding everyone goodbye Floraline drew the two Ohio children aside.
“It’s all very well making arrangements for you to come to
Oz next time,” she said. “But what about this time? Are those
people taking care of you?” She meant Glinda and the Scarecrow and company. “I’m so grateful to you,” she repeated. “I
want to be certain you’re having a nice time. You’re not bored,
are you?”
Jimmy and Sarah looked at each other. “Well,” they confessed, “there was a little excitement the time Jimmy squished
that batty butterfly, but it didn’t last too long. We want some
horrors—like in the movie. Safe ones, of course.”
“Hmm,” said Floraline, bemused.
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“Yeah,” supplemented Jimmy. “We haven’t seen any fighting trees or deadly poppies or flying monkeys—”
“What about wicked witches?!” demanded Sarah. “We
haven’t met witch one.”
“Glinda’s a witch,” reminded Floraline.
“She doesn’t count,” declared Jimmy. “Anyway they call her
‘sorceress’ all the time. Let’s face it: real witches only do bad
things.”
“Yes, you’d want some bad things, wouldn’t you?” agreed
Floraline thoughtfully.
“Yeah, to make it more fun after,” explained Sarah, “when
the witches or whatever got killed.”
“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” said Floraline with an air of decision. “I’m in your debt, as I say. I’d like to help you have fun. The
fairy band got along without me for a century. Another few days
or weeks won’t matter. Wait here a minute, will you? I’ll just
have a word with the dear queen—”
Fitting deed to word the charming golden-green fay flew after
the fairy train that was nearing the south portal of the pink palace.
Then she returned. “Right,” she summed up. “I’ve got a
week’s leave. And Dementia’s coming with us!” Here she introduced a little blue-green pixy with a delightfully daffy look.
“Let’s go see if we can’t find you a fun wicked witch..!”
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As we neared the Winkie Village of the Field Mice Dorothy
couldn’t resist blowing her magic whistle again and once more
summoning all the wee rodents. Queen Ramina ran up with her
paws on her hips, metaphorically speaking, and shrieked, “What
is it this time, Princess?” She and her entourage had been called
out in vain several times during the day whenever Dorothy had
thoughtlessly blown on the whistle for other purposes. What
had got into the girl?
Luckily, way up on the hat brim of the onward-stalking Mechanical Man Dorothy couldn’t hear the queen’s near-indignant
greeting. She could just barely see her and that with the help of
Wizard Diggs’ binoculars. She waved and called down to the
mouse court: “Hi! your majesty. We were passing and I just
couldn’t go by without saying hello.” On one of her earlier vain
summonings of the magic mice she had explained that we were
off to Patch.
Ramina could hear the traveler all right and, good-natured
little thing, she squeaked, “Well, if you need any help just let us
know.” But Dorothy didn’t hear that either and she merely waved
again merrily and rode on. (As author I knew what Ramina said
but as a character I couldn’t hear her either, way down there
and so tiny, so I couldn’t pass on her message to the princess.)
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After a time of steady plodding by our copper conveyance
we passed within sight of Bookville and Ice Town but we didn’t
pause. Only at Lake Lily did we stop for a drink and to stretch
our legs. The liquid of the lake was perfume, of course, but just
of a very refined subtle scent that in no way interfered with our
enjoyment in quaffing the fluid. We just all had lovely breaths
afterwards. It was natural flower essences, none of your chemically produced ethers, and it was no more disagreeable than
sipping the dew from the heart of a rose. Curiously, according
to where you knelt along the lake’s rim, its waters smelt and
tasted of different flowers. I got a rich swallow of lilac for my
pains.
Then it was on again for an hour or two till we camped for
the night. The Wizard did his usual trick with pocket handkerchiefs and provided comfortable tents for the wayfarers. Just
imagine what it was like, actually living under a magic canopy
for a night!, after having read about them and dreamed of them
for so many years. It was a thrill, I can tell you.
Over magically produced delicacies at collapsible camp tables
we authors that evening couldn’t help getting into a discussion
of the processes involved. It was all very well ascribing the catering to magic but after all the physical constituents of the celeriac sandwiches we were eating must come from somewhere.
Summoning them to our table was magic enough. Don’t tell me
the foods were examples of something made out of nothing!
“Oh, no,” said the genial Wizard. “They come from the Magic
Soup Kitchens in Ev. I believe they’ve been written up§.”
“If they have,” put in Mr. Neill, “I don’t know about it. What’s
the story, Mr. Diggs?”
He told us, reminding those in the know that the kitchens
themselves were, indeed, not magical. The dishes were prepared
by master chefs from produce grown in a rich farming area that
the kitchens lay at the heart of. It was only their instant delivery
by small blackamoors to customers near and far that was magically arranged.
§ Yes, indeed. See The Enchantment of Oz. Editor’s note.
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Well, one thing more. The dishes were always ‘just enough’.
They were so delicious that no one could ever stop eating until
he had finished his plate, at which point he found that he was
just exactly satisfied and did not want another bite. This was a
built-in trait of the servings. It saved the Servants of the Plate
having to throw away a lot of perfectly good leftovers, an
always antisocial act.
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That day started like any other fine day in Alloya. The sun
was bright and white puffy animal-shaped clouds filled the sky.
All the woodland’s little creatures busied themselves with their
daily tasks and chores. The metal men proceeded to their lumberyards, fields, and stables without a thought that this day
might be different from all others.
Garth rose from his great wooden bed, clanking and feeling
a bit stiff, and made his way to the pantry where he would find
the shiny tin oil-can. The oil would loosen up those kinks and
give him the extra punch he needed in the morning to be able to
get on with the day.
Oh, he was stiff this morning! Clank, clunk, he crossed the
hall, bending and stretching all the way. Nope, these silly physical jerks weren’t going to do the trick; straight for the corn oil!
There on the second shelf beside the jar of acorns for his little
tree friends. Ah, yes: a little squirt here and a little squirt there,
in his joints at the knee, shoulder, and elbow. “There, that’ll get
any ol’ man of tin going on any ol’ kind of day,” said Garth to
himself with a smile as he replaced the can where he had found
it.
Heading for the back door with almost a dance in his step,
Garth laughed and made the head-knocking jesture that meant
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he had forgotten the breakfast jar for his squirrely pals. He
clanked his way back to the pantry and grabbed the acorns.
Sitting in his yard on the stump of a tree that he had chopped
down just the day before, Garth handed out the nuts one by one
to a group of six or seven little furry people who greeted him
every morning on hind legs with noses eager and front paws
outstretched. Six or seven of them: Garth never knew in advance
because sometimes they would bring along a stray who had
wandered into their domain. But there was always plenty to go
round. Why, one morning there had been ten squirrels waiting
and hungry when Garth sat down to dole out the portions. “No
matter,” he chuckled. “Glad you could bring your friends.”
He sat there smiling and chatting-with the squirrels for perhaps half an hour. As he did so he admired the way the sun
glinted through the branches of the trees, lighting up the leaves
as if they were transparent or made of silk. ‘This is a glorious
morning,’ he thought. To his little friends he said, “I do believe
you would gnaw the last nut in the jar if I gave it to you. I think
you’ve all had quite enough for this morning. Run away now
and play; that’s your job in this world, isn’t it?” Then he screwed
the lid in place and shooed away the squirrels with his shining
arms.
Now Garth was a lumberjack and woodworker and bordering on his garden sprawled a section of the Forest of Whispers
so deep and thick that no matter how many trees he cut down a
person could still get lost in the midst of it. Not that Garth did a
particular lot of chopping these days for the inflow of newcomer
residents in Alloya had thinned almost to a complete halt by
last spring. There just weren’t any metal men moving into the
village any more and all that were there had already built their
houses and stables.
All Garth could do was cut firewood for his neighbors and
the townsmen and, with this new spring coming on, even the
need for that would dwindle considerably. But that would be all
right for the rains would be coming soon as they did every year
at about this season and he could spend his days in the house
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doing what he loved most in the world: writing poetry.
Oh, there was no demand for poetry in those parts. Where is
there? But then a poet or artist doesn’t create because there’s a
“demand” for it That’s where non-artists get confused. Artists
and poets, as opposed to hucksters, do it because they have to.
Still, at moonlight gatherings Garth would offer readings to
his companions and all would enjoy the pictures he could paint
with his words, but by and large verse was pretty much a
private pleasure for woodman Garth. He found much peace and
contentment in writing about all the beauty and sentiment
that were still to be noted in this darkening world. Somehow
writing seemed to put a ‘topping’ on it all for him. ‘It completed
the picture,’ was how he put it.
He wrote about the animals he saw and knew and even some
he didn’t. He liked to imagine unheard-of creatures, strange and
giant birds, or little whirring spinning insects. He would give
them names and build worlds for them to live in.
Garth would write about the trees and how old they were,
about where their long long roots ended, and of how they
entwined and mingled with other trees’ roots and were intimate,
in arboreal fashion. Flowers and rainbows also made their way
into the metal man’s word portraits, as did his metal friends
and the life they lived.
But Garth could also write sadly at times. He would put his
innermost emotions and desires on paper and now and again a
tear would stain the ink. It isn’t good for a tin man to cry so he
tried hard to hold back the flood but once in a while the droplets would fall. Solemnly he would take his oil-can, squirt the
corners of his eyes, and then try to think of lighter and happier
words to write.
Garth’s principal sadness stemmed from his desire for a life’s
companion. In contrast to the general and hard-headed celibacy
of his metal-town fellows he had the blues for someone to love.
By definition it needn’t, even couldn’t, be an erotic love, but oh!
just to have the fond company. He didn’t like living alone and it
pained him to have no one to share the charm and beauty of the
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world with. He sometimes wondered if he was the only metal
man in the world who ached in that way, for all his local friends
seemed content and never mentioned sharing any such feelings.
That was what turned Garth to make friends of animals and
birds. It was the only thing he could think of that might ease the
pain. Most of the time it did but then there would come those
rainy days when he was all alone, cloistered in his house and
feeling the loneliness of utter solitude. Those times were when
the words of darkness and despair would flow freely from his
pen to paper.
Yet Garth loved life and living. He called the sun his mother
and the moon his father, rather reversing the genders we tend
to apply to those heavenly bodies (at least in English). The forests were his spiritual home and the animals within it his family. He had his metal pals too and his work to do: wood to cut,
stories to tell, and poetry to indite.
It looked very much as if Garth had a heart. He had something there that could hurt. Yet when he was first made the
tinsmith had told him that he had forgotten to put in a heart but
that he really didn’t need one and that he would do very well
without it, leading a normal metal man’s life.
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“There is everybody?” demanded Jimmy engagingly. They
were back in Queen Ozma’s throne room in the Emerald City.
“I’m here,” stated the Queen.
“So am I,” said fairy Floraline, and the pixy Dementia echoed her.
“You’re only fairy godmothers—sort of,” asserted Jimmy. “I
want more uncles here to welcome me. There’s that Wizard?
and the old geezers you said wrote the books?”
“You wouldn’t mean Mr. Baum, would you, angel?” asked
Jellia Jamb, shocked.
“I guess that’s his name. And those other guys.”
“I’m a ‘guy’,” the Scarecrow reminded the visitors.
“Oh, Scarecrow,” said the two kids, giving him a perfunctory, if careful, hug. Even they had grace enough not to
advert to the fact that straw was the extent of the
Scarecrow’s ‘guy-ness’. Yet in one way he was quite right: the
stuffed fellow’s form fulfilled the classic definition of a “guy”.
But now the Soldier with the Green Whiskers came hurrying in, a bit belatedly, to acquaint the Girl Ruler and her
entourage with the fact that during her absence in the south the
Wizard and Dorothy with other celebrities and visitors had gone
off on Tik-Tok’s hat brim.
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“Tik-Tok’s hat brim?” echoed fairy Ozma amazed. “That
requires some explanation.”
But here Omby Amby hummed and hawed. Wizard Diggs
had warned him that the royal Princess, for reasons best known
to herself, was not really keen to be informed about the motivation for the expedition to Patch. It was for her advantage but not
at her instigation. So finally the general came out with: “Oh, it
was just a sight-seeing jaunt, your grace, hit on at the spur of the
moment. They’ll be back before you know it.”
“Kurds!” protested Jimmy. “Sight-seeing?! And they left us
out? I like that.”
“I wanna go too!” exclaimed Sarah and started to cry.
“You’re tired, darlings,” diagnosed Jellia Jamb. “Come. It’s
off to bed with you.”
The kids let themselves be persuaded. But they didn’t forget
their grievance. Next morning they went into a huddle with
Floraline and Dementia.
“They didn’t wait for us!” they accused. “That’s the second
time now. That bunch went off to see Glinda without us and
now they’ve gone to Patch. What’s the idea? It almost looks like
they don’t care about our company.”
“Oh, no, kiddies,” Floraline hastened to protest. “It couldn’t
be that.” The fairy was no dumbie and she had already sized up
the tots, but nothing could alter the fact that she was under an
obligation to them and she’d play along for a while yet.
“Well, nerts,” said the delightful duo. “What are we supposed to do now? We came here for adventures. We’re not just
gonna stand around playing croquet like Trot and Betsy or whatever those kids call themselves.”
“No, no one’s going to make you do that,” the fairy assured
them. In fact no one was going to force them to do anything. Oz
was like that; that was part of its charm. But the result might be
that the pair would be left kicking their heels.
“Hey,” said Sarah, remembering something, “I thought you
were going to show us a wicked witch.”
“Yeah, that’s right,” her sibling backed her up faithfully.
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“How’s about it?”
“But I want to go to Patch too!” announced Sarah contrarily.
She’d got wind of the fact that Patch was a country where the
national industry was sewing and that interested her.
Floraline looked thoughtful. “Maybe we could combine the
two,” she said at last, giving off an attractive aura of mystery.
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As metal-man Garth sat on in the back yard dreaming about
his poetry and thinking how lonely and essentially unappreciated he was he presently became aware that the sun had clouded
over. Oh, heck, maybe it wasn’t going to be another in the
current chain of fairly golden days after all.
He looked off to the south from which the cloudbank was
moving. That meant that if it rained it would at least be a warm
one, the clouds having passed over the sizzling convections of
the Impassable (but not to clouds) Desert, which lay not very
many miles off beyond the frontier of Ev. He’d better get in the
bit of washing he’d hung out just before going to bed.
Garth didn’t wear clothes. That is to say, such clothes as he
(of course!) appeared to wear were part of him. Like their
famous confreres in the land of Oz the metal men of Alloya came
with made-on decor that simulated clothing: bow ties, collars,
and spats, for instance. Or one might sport a tailcoat or another
a weskit or boondockers. Functionally there was no reason why
they should not have perfectly asexual robot-like bodies, which
of course would dispense with such frills as the illusion of
garments. However, it would seem that the ‘philosophy’ behind
the creation of the Alloyans was that they should imitate as much
as possible human beings. And of course ninety nine percent of
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humans, in the ordinary way, go clothed.
Garth had built-on overalls as befitting his callings of
forester and wood-carver and his wrists were equipped with
flanges suggesting gauntlets.
Even so, the tin man had belongings of cloth that occasionally wanted laundering: tea towels, table cloths, curtains, oil rags.
A modest array of such hung on the lines and hastily he gathered them in. A little clean rain wouldn’t hurt them, of course,
but in fact clean rain was alas but a pleasant memory for the
people of Alloya and the towns beyond the forest and indeed in
all of Ev.
As everywhere on earth in that time the air even in non-industrialized countries like Ev was not clean. Why, the very North
Pole itself was afflicted by “Arctic haze”, an effluvium of airborne filth from the south. Even in the year two thousand man
had not as yet got to planting factories on the ice floes of the
Arctic Ocean so that that region could supply its own pollution.
It is true that when it rained it still tended to clear the air but
what you saw afterwards where the rain had fallen was streaks
of mud or oil. It was marvelously nourishing for the soil but it
did not serve to satisfy people who had a yen for fresh cleanliness. The metal men were perhaps more fortunate than some in
an era when rain was less water and increasingly phylocarbons.
Or was it even a case of “fortune”? Might it not be that their
wise creator(s?) had just some such development in mind when
he/they had had the metal fellows on the drawing board?
Garth stood at the kitchen window. Kitchen? A curious
adjunct to the living arrangements of a non-eating person. But
most of the Alloyans were of a genial disposition and would not
rule out the possibility that they might sometimes have foodconsuming guests. Then a kitchen would come into its own.
Meanwhile Garth’s cooking room with its adjoining pantry
served as a storage place for the squirrels’ nut jar, while otherwise performing more or less as an indoor tool shed.
He watched the sprinkle turn quickly into a downpour that
streaked the windows with grime. At the same time the wind
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had mounted and was blowing a regular gale. He hoped his
forest pals were snug in their nests, in solid trees, and that his
buddies in the village had made it indoors in time. Granted those
wishes, he could quite enjoy the battle of the elements.
As is no doubt the case in all situations of fear there was
some admiration mixed with Garth’s dread of rain. Blasts of lightning, shatterings of thunder, and the roar of rain are the most
violent manifestations of natural forces that many people ever
see. If you can pull your head out from under the bedclothes
and look at the storm impartially you have to admit that it is
dramatic and magnificent. No one would deny its excitement,
even if it be a type of excitement one could well do without. In
Garth’s case the stirring of emotion went even further.
“The Witch’s Storm” they called this kind of thing. He’d never
known quite why. Was some particular witch supposed to be
responsible? Or was it just a theoretical name, hit upon because
this sort of wild dance of fury was what a witch would likely
stage if witches could run the weather?
He didn’t know, but as he watched the mud-balls clinging
he couldn’t help a sneaking feeling that he’d like to get a look at
any witch capable of bringing off such a display.
Little did he dream...
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“There!” Tik-Tok flung down the limp old carpet on the lawn
in front of the patched palace (or quilted castle. Oz writers
seemed not to know the difference between a castle and a palace. We are told that an early Patch ruler looked out of her
“castle” window. But now that I have seen them I can affirm
that the buildings [an old, normal-sized, and a modern miniature version] are in fact palaces, or rather, a rambling sort of
wooden pavilion whose cracks are stuffed with rags.).
Dust flew up and everyone sneezed briefly. A window in the
smaller of the two royal residences flew open and the head and
shoulders of Queen Sewsan leaned out. “Whatever—!?” she
cried.
“Oh, hi, Suze!” called the Patchwork Girl gaily.
“We’ve got a job of work for you.
We want this carpet made like new.
It’s badly tattered and it stinks
But can’t be washed in case it shrinks.”
“Oh,” said the Queen, peering with considerable interest.
“Sounds like it will need smigging.”
“What is smigging exactly?” queried Scraps after Tik-Tok had
carefully deposited his hat on the ground and we could all get
off and walk about. The quilted girl approached her friend at
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the window. “I was trying to explain it to my friends but the fact
is I’ve forgotten.”
“Oh, it’s very like simple needlework,” explained Queen
Sewsan comfortably; “it’s a procedure for mending and cleaning in one operation. We use needles cut from soapstone. The
process is much used where the material is too old and fragile
to stand cleaning before repair.”
“Exactly the case here!” chortled the Patchwork Girl. “Will
you see what you and your people can do?”
“That can be arranged,” conceded Queen Sewsan. She contemplated the project more closely. Tik-Tok had by now unrolled
the carpet and it was seen to cover the broad front garden of the
palace. “It’s rather large, isn’t it?”
“That’s just the point,” confirmed Scraps. “If it had been
pocket handkerchiefs we could have done the job at home, but
the size necessitated the intervention of experts tooled up for
large-scale production. That’s you Quilties!” the girl brought out
her clincher.
“Oh, I think we can cope.” The Patch queen continued to
cast an appraising eye. “It’s quite pretty, actually.” She meant
the carpet’s old-rose ground with the pea-green-going-on-aqua
surround. “But I can’t make out the pattern. It’s strangely diffuse, as if blurred by dust or something.”
“It is.” Then the Patchwork Girl had to give a thumbnail history of the furnishing and hinted that there was a bit of mystery
connected with the rug. “The main thing though,” she wrapped
up the dissertation, “is the smell of it. We can’t keep something
like that in a royal palace and we didn’t know what better to do
than bring it to you, hoping you could help. It’s a job for your
launderers more than for your needlepeople perhaps.”
“When did you need it?” asked Sewsan.
“While we wait—I guess.” Scraps looked to the Wizard for
confirmation. “We haven’t got any other priorities. We thought
we’d just stay here as long as it takes to get the work done... if
you can put us up..?”
“That’s no problem. Delighted to have you. Well, come on
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in.” The Queen left her window and went to her door, where
she shook each of us by the hand as we entered. All except TikTok, who was invited to make himself free of the old (big)
palace across the fields.
Queen Sewsan sent the Scissor Bird to alert the citizenry to
the project and presently we saw them all coming in groups of
two or three from their houses in various directions beyond the
cotton fields. All were armed with the tools of their trade and
seemed quite cheerful at the prospect of a sort of giant quilting
bee.
Meanwhile the queen had summoned the palace staff to provide us with refreshments and show us to the guest rooms. We
all wanted a freshen-up after our night on the road but were
none of us too tired to assist at the gay scene that presently was
unfolded on the lawn. All the comfortable Quilty women in their
bright patchwork dresses settled down around the periphery of
the miles-wide-seeming carpet and in amongst them were not a
few of their seamster menfolk, and all of them with clothes-pins
on their noses against the stench. These latter the Wizard of Oz
had supplied from his gross of them, which he had providently
brought along, foreseeing some such necessity. Consequently
no one seemed too oppressed by the smell. When Queen Sewsan
came with her magic needle and the needlepeople set to work
they would soon take care of all manifestations of the carpet’s
age and rundown condition.
Now the momentous act was at hand. Involuntarily we all
held our breaths for an instant as the Queen took her place at
the middle of the edge of one of the long sides of the rug, raised
her sparkling platinum Magic Needle on high, and, reaching far
out, plunged it into the spongey fabric of the vast floor-cover.
None of us was prepared for what happened next.
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