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 Dorothy took Toto in her arms and, having said one last good-bye, she clapped the heels 

of her shoes together three times, saying, “Take me home to Aunt Em!” 

 The crowd watched in expectation as the young girl in a blue checkered dress started to 

vanish before their eyes. She began disappearing from the feet up and everything below her 

knees was already mist. The silver slippers she had been wearing sparkled more spectacularly 

than ever in the fog. They remained intact as she faded away.  

 “I will never forget you!” the girl hollered, and then she was gone.  

 

Galinda sat up in a panic, breathing heavily and sweating profusely. She looked around 

her room. Everything was in place. The pink ruffled curtains were pulled tightly shut. The alarm 

clock was blinking the appropriate time, and she was still wearing the silver slippers.  

She calmed herself and laid back down watching the ceiling above her.  

 “That was one weird dream,” she said aloud. Galinda rubbed her eyes and sighed.  

 She saw movement out of the corner of her eye; she turned her head to the right to find a 

small kitten sitting on the edge of her bed. The kitten was small, snow white, bright blue eyes 

and a pink bow tied around its neck. It meowed at Galinda- clearly asking for attention. 

 “I’m guessing you are hungry,” she said to the small creature. The cat stood and meowed 

curtly once again, as if to indicate a positive response. “Alright, I’ll feed you.” 



 Galinda threw the covers off of her and swung her feet over the side of her bed. She 

stared at her feet a moment admiring how well they fit and looked in the silver slippers she was 

wearing. “I can’t believe I dreamt that I would ever give these away to a total stranger,” she said 

to the cat. “For goodness sake, I wear these to bed!” she gestured at her feet. “Not to mention the 

power in these shoes is far too much for any mere human to handle, especially some clueless 

child.” 

 Galinda stood up and grabbed a dress robe off of the chair in the corner. She put it on, 

tied the belt, and took a few steps forward. She put her hand on the doorknob then glanced back 

at the kitten. “Are you coming Toto?” she asked the cat. 

 He jumped off the bed and ran a figure eight through her legs. “I knew you were hungry,” 

Galinda said.  

 The pair walked out of the bedroom, down a long hall and turned right down a flight of 

stairs. There was a short, stocky man standing alert at the bottom of the stairs. When he saw 

Galinda and Toto, he bowed and set a pair of slippers on the floor.  

 “Good morning, your greatness. Your slippers,” he motioned to the pastel pink slip-on 

shoes on the floor. 

 Galinda said nothing.  

 “Did you sleep well?” the munchkin asked her. 

 Again, Galinda said nothing. 

 Desperate to please her, the munchkin asked, “Can I get you anything else?” 

 Galinda made eye contact with him. “If I wanted anything from you, I would ask for it,” 

she said clearly exasperated. “Until then, you will only speak when spoken to, or you will be 

replaced. Is that clear?” 



 The munchkin was shaking, he had heard rumors about what happened to munchkins that 

disappointed or displeased the wicked witch of the north, and none of them ended well. He held 

eye contact with her even though he felt that her eyes were burning into him and tearing down 

his confidence.  

 “Yes, sorceress,” he said with a polite bow. 

 “Good,” said Galinda. “Now, feed my dear Toto and bring me a hot cup of tea. I will be 

outside on the patio reading the Emerald Herald.” Galinda slipped her feet into the slippers and 

shuffled toward the patio.  

 “Right away,” said the munchkin. 

 “And not too much sugar in the tea!” Galinda hollered after him.  

 Galinda walked onto the back patio and sat in her favorite chair. There was a large, pink, 

plush, chair in the farthest corner of the yard. It had a perfect view over all of munchkin land and 

most of Oz that Galinda particularly enjoyed spending her time in.  

 She smiled, impressed by her own accomplishment of becoming ruler over all of 

munchkin land. Satisfied with herself, she took the newspaper off of the table next to her chair. 

The headline read, “Wicked Witch of North to Rule Emerald City: The Wizard Leaves for 

Oklahoma.” 

 She smiled again, and closed the paper.  

 The munchkin servant ran out with a cup of hot tea followed closely by Toto.  

 “Here is your tea, oh great one,” he placed it on the table next to the newspaper. 

 She turned to him still smiling, “Thank you.” 

 He bowed and turned to leave.  

 “Just a moment,” Galinda said stopping him in his tracks, “I need you to do me a favor.” 



 He waited expectantly. 

 “As you know, today is a very important day for me. I am moving into the Emerald 

Palace and I need everything to be perfect. I am a little paranoid after having an odd dream last 

night that things may not go perfect and we can’t have that happen.” 

 He nodded in understanding. 

 “Therefore, to make sure that nothing goes wrong, I need you to check the weather 

forecast for me.” 

 “Yes ma’am,” said the munchkin. He briskly left and Toto jumped onto Galinda’s lap. 

 “We have a big day today Toto,” she said stroking the cat, “our lives will never be the 

same again after today.”  

 

 I chose essay topic one, to extend on one of the novels we read this semester, because I 

have always been a stronger creative writer than academic writer. I find it easier to keep my 

language clear when I create the text on my own versus when I am writing about another 

author’s text. The ability to keep writing clear and concise is the most important aspect to be a 

good writer. If the reader has no difficulty understanding the text and it is still well written the 

author is very talented. This is a skill that I focused on improving on this semester. I wrote this 

essay with the goal of writing as clear and concise of an essay that I could. This work is a good 

representation of how clearly and concisely I can write.  

I chose to end the story as a dream, an alternative reality, to focus on translation. 

Translation has been a large part of our curriculum this semester. We have compared, contrasted, 

seen new perspectives, and analyzed ever text this semester. This enabled us to get new ideas and 



think out of the box. I viewed Baum’s The Wonderful Wizard of Oz as a rather unique one and it 

deserved an ending just as unique.  
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