
“Dratted laptop!” 
Dorothy stabbed at the keys but it was dead, dead, dead and there 

she was with a deadline to meet for the company newsletter.  No 
option but to take it back to the shop.  It was a miserable day and only 
a few hardy souls were out and about.  She was quite surprised to 
bump into her aunt. 

“Hey Auntie Em.  Not busy on the farm today?” 
“Oh well, you know Dorothy, there’s not a lot growing this time of 

year.  Not much colour anywhere.” 
“I suppose.  Where are you off to?” 
“I’m meeting your Uncle Henry over The Rainbow.  He usually pops 

in there for a pint on market day.” 
“Look, I must dash - I need to get this wretched laptop fixed so I can 

go back and curl up by the fire.” 
“Oh, I’m with you there - there’s no place like home.  Bye dear.” 
 

Ding Dong, the witch is …. mildly concussed 
 
By the time she got to the Cann Systems store where she’d bought 

the laptop, she was drenched and grumpy.  She pushed at the door and 
it wouldn’t budge.  Annoyed with the laptop, the weather and now 
with the door, she gave it an almighty shove and it flew open, 
accompanied by an ominous thud.  When she peered round the door, 
she saw a woman lying on the floor.  Horrified, she ran inside.  
Strangely, everyone else in the store was cheering and clapping. 

“The witch is dead!  Hurrah!  Hurrah!  The witch is dead!!” 
Dorothy ignored them and leaned over the woman who was now 

groaning faintly.  “Shut up all of you!  She’s not dead.  She just had a 
bump on the head - she’s coming round.” 

A sudden, deathly hush made Dorothy look up. 
“What was that?” 
“That was the sound of terror spreading through the room,” 

muttered a customer as he scuttled away. 
Dorothy turned back and recoiled when she found a malevolent 

eye glaring up at her.  (The other one was just shut, OK?  We’re not 
talking major disfigurement - it’s a Christmas story for heaven’s sake).  
The woman grabbed Dorothy’s arm in a painful grip and hauled herself 
to her feet.  Hunched over and glaring upwards and sideways at 
Dorothy (Method Acting 101 - Demented Old Woman), she cackled 
(Masterclass on Cackling and Maniacal Laughter). 

“Ha my pretty!  You’ll regret hurting me!  I curse you and your 
pretty red laptop!!  Aha-ha-ha-ha-ha!!  And now I must fly!” 

She seized the door handle and tugged.  It wouldn’t move. 
“Aha-ha-ha-ha-ha!....ha?” 
She tried again.  Stuck fast.  She sighed, straightened up and 

shrugged at Dorothy.  “I wonder… would you mind….?” 
Dorothy hauled on the handle and the door jerked open. 
The woman dropped back into Demented Hunch. 
“Aha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!!!” she screeched  as she swept out.  “With 

multiple exclamation marks,” she muttered under her breath. 
 

If I only had a brain…... 
 
“Whoa!  Dorothy Gale!  Haven’t seen you since school.” 
Dorothy recognised the voice instantly.  Dougie Scarowicz.  Dubbed 

Scarecrow on his first day at school by a bunch of kids who couldn’t 
pronounce his real name, Dougie had experimented endlessly through 
his late teenage years with what were commonly called mind-
expanding drugs.  They’d expanded Dougie’s brain to the point where 
you could drive a freight train through it.  (Rumour had it he’d gone for 
a CAT scan once and they’d charged a search fee). 

“Hey Dougie.  Long time, no see.  You working here?”  She couldn’t 
quite help the note of incredulity that seeped into the last question. 

“Yeah.  It’s way cool.” 
“Well good for you.  How long have you been here?” 
“What day is it?” 
“Tuesday.” 
“Wow.  Gotta be two years.” 

“…..??  No, never mind.  Hey, I’ve got a problem with my laptop - are 
you able to take a look?” 

“Whoa!!!  No way!  They don’t let me touch stuff.” 
“O-kaaaay.  So what do you do here?” 
“I’m in Sales.  I sell all this cool stuff.”  His wildly expansive gesture 

sent three digital cameras flying. 
“Dear God.  I mean, really?  So I guess you know about software and 

stuff?  Only I was thinking of getting some new anti-virus software for my 
laptop.” 

“Computers get viruses?  Oh man!!” 
“Tell you what, never mind.  I’ll worry about it another time.  Who’s 

the best person round here to do repairs and stuff?” 
“Lemme take you to Mr Lyon.  He’s really good with printers.” 
“I’ve got a laptop Dougie.” 
“Wow.  Well done.  Always knew you’d go places.” 
 

If I only had the nerve…... 
 
Dougie led her across to a counter at the back of the store, where a 

big, jowly man stood anxiously watching them approach. 
“Hey Mr Lyon, this here’s a friend of mine from school come to say 

hello.” 
“Hello!” he squeaked. 
“Dougie, I have a faulty laptop, remember?” 
“Hey, what are the chances?  Mr Lyon here does repairs!  Lucky you 

dropped in.” 
You had to love Dougie.  He was utterly harmless, but his attention 

span was shorter than that of an incontinent gnat. 
She produced the laptop and set it on the counter.  Mr Lyon visibly 

flinched when it clunked onto the hard surface.  His hands shook as he 
opened the lid and a sheen of perspiration had already appeared on his 
forehead. 

“You seem awfully nervous Mr Lyon.  Is everything OK?” 
His eyes darted feverishly around the store. 
“It was that witch of a woman, Miss Gulch.  Standing over me.  

Criticising me.  My nerves are shot to bits.  To bits!!” 
Dorothy wiped saliva from her lapel. 
“You know, maybe now’s not a good time for you.  Perhaps I’ll come 

back when you’re more yourself.  Or more someone else….” 
“No!  Don’t go.  I’ll fetch my colleague.” 
 

Anyone who had a heart…. 
 
He shot through a door and slammed it shut behind him.  Moments 

later, a grey man appeared.  Grey suit, grey shirt, grey tie, grey hair, grey 
skin.  (Remember John Major’s Spitting Image puppet?  Like that).  He 
looked down his pointy nose at her.  Dorothy peered at his name tag.  T 
Inman. 

“Hi Mr Inman.  I have a problem with…..” 
He raised his hand abruptly to cut her off and turned his attention to 

the laptop.  He pushed a couple of buttons randomly and shook his 
head. 

“Nope, it’s trashed.  You’ll need to buy a new one.” 
“Have a heart!  It cost 900 quid!  I’m not giving up on it just like 

that!” 
Mr Inman just shrugged. 
“Can’t you recommend anything?  Any ideas at all?” 
She hadn’t noticed Mr Lyon creep back to the desk.  For a big man, 

he was very good at making himself insignificant.  “Well,” he quavered, 
“there’s a guy works in that new store on the other side of town - 
Emerald City?  They say he’s really good, especially with Windows and 
stuff like that.  They call him the Wizard of O/S.” 

“OK, I’ll try him.  Where is this Emerald City exactly?” 
“Oh, it’s waaaay the other side of town.” 
“Well I’m not giving up on a £900 laptop, so I’m going.”  She picked 

up her laptop and turned for the door. 
“I’ll come too!” squeaked Mr Lyon. 
“What!?  Why?” 
“Well….”, he glanced nervously at Mr Inman, “I’ve been looking for 

another job to be honest.  I just needed to get my courage up.  But 
maybe they’ve got some openings at Emerald City.  And maybe she 
won’t find me there.” 

Mr Inman glared at him.  “I see,” he said frostily.  “That’s how it is, is 
it?” 

“Sorry Mr Inman,” mumbled Mr Lyon. 
“Very well.”  He reached under the counter and pulled out his coat.  

“I shall come too.  Never liked this place.” 
Dorothy stared at them.  At this rate she’d have to apply for a parade 

permit.  But then she had a brainwave. 

A heartless, brainless story, but 
with a helluva lot of nerve! 

“Excuse me,” she said sweetly, “but doesn’t that mean you’d be 
leaving Dougie in charge?” 

If it was possible to do so, Mr Lyon looked even more frightened.  
Even Mr Inman went a whiter shade of grey.  “Out of the question”, he 
stated flatly. 

Dorothy breathed out. 
“So we’d better take him too.” 
“Awesome!” beamed Dougie.  “Where are we going?” 
 

We’re off to see the Wizard…. 
 
Well they turned corners and crossed streets and eventually found 

themselves in a part of town that Dorothy was pretty sure they really 
didn’t want to be in.  Where before they’d fairly skipped along (until 
Mr Inman had pointed out that they risked being picked up and 
thrown in a padded cell unless they stopped), now they’d slowed to a 
hesitant creep and they peered around anxiously. 

“Are you sure this is the way?” asked Dorothy for the third time. 
Mr Lyon twitched.  “I.. I… I thought so.  Oh, I don’t like this.  I bet 

there are all kinds of dangers around here.” 
“Winos and muggers and gangs, oh my”,  sneered Mr Inman. 
“Well do you know where we are?” snapped Dorothy. 
He shrugged.  “ I know we’re not in CannSys anymore.”  (look, the 

whole story’s groan-worthy.  Why should this bit be different?) 
Dorothy rolled her eyes (everyone’s a critic).  “Look, let’s try and 

get some directions.  I’ll ask those boys sitting on the steps over there.” 
Shaking off Mr Lyon’s urgent hand, she strode over to the group. 
“Hey.” 
Three heads swivelled.  (Not full-blown Exorcist you understand.  

Just normal swivelling). 
“Do you know the way to Emerald City?” 
The three stood up so suddenly, Dorothy automatically took a step 

back. 
“Are you off to see the Wizard?” asked the first, approaching from 

her left. 
She shifted to the right.  “Well, y…” 
“The wonderful Wizard of O/S?” interjected the second, closing in 

on that side. 
“Uh….” 
“He really is a whiz of a whiz”, whispered the third, inches from her 

face. 
Thoroughly intimidated now, and able to hear Mr Lyon in the first 

stages of cardiac arrest behind her, Dorothy stammered a reply.  
“Y..y..yes.  That is… we’re… kind of….lost.” 

The first boy sat down again and smiled. 
“You’re not so far away actually.  Down there two blocks, turn left 

and you’re on Yellowbrick Road.  Just follow it.  You can’t miss it.” 
“Er.. Thanks?” 
“No probs.  Anytime.” 
 

Follow Yellowbrick Road….. 
 
Once Mr Lyon’s colour and breathing had returned to normal, they 

set off and soon turned onto Yellowbrick Road.  They could already see 
a green flashing neon sign about 200 yards away saying “Emera d  
ity” (rule of films - words spelled out in neon must have letters 
missing).  Their relief was short-lived though. 

“Closed!??  It can’t be closed!” 
Dougie cupped his hands against the glass and peered through. 
“Can you see anything?” asked Dorothy. 
“Yeah.  Whoa, it’s like looking through a scuba mask.” 
“But what do you see?” 
“Well once, yeah, I saw this big stripy fish?  It was ….” 
“Can you see anyone in the store??!” 
“Whoa, there’s no need to yell.” 
He rapped on the glass.  The door opened an inch or so (we accept 

full responsibility for using imperial measures in flagrant disregard of 
EU legislation) a voice snapped “we’re closed!  Go away!!” and the 
door slammed shut. 

“Right, we’re going to knock again,” said Dorothy, “and when they 
open the door, you stick your foot in the gap Dougie.” 

“Why me?” 
She ground her heel into his foot. 
“Oh man, when my brain tells me you did that, that’s gonna hurt.” 
“That’s why, Dougie.  Now do it.” 
They hammered on the door again and Dougie snuck his foot into 

the gap when it opened. 
“I told you - we’re closed!” 
“We’re here to see the Wizard.  We’ve come a long way.” 

“He’s not here and I don’t care, so just GO AWAY!!”  He tried to slam 
the door but Dougie’s size 14 trainer was in the way.  He gave it a good 
few tries though. 

Slam! 
“Ow.” 
Bang! 
“Bummer.” 
Thump!  Thump!  Thump!” 
“Whoa, this is really gonna smart tomorrow.” 
“Just let us in,” pleaded Dorothy.  “We’re not going to go away, so 

you might as well.” 
Grumbling, the man pulled the door all the way open.  “He won’t see 

you though.  He’s a very busy man.” 
“WHO IS THERE?” boomed a voice from the back of the store.  Mr 

Lyon bit down on a hand to keep from screaming. 
“Dude, that’s my hand.  I bet that’s really gonna sting sometime.” 
Dorothy moved gingerly towards the voice. 
“Uh… My name’s Dorothy Gale and I’ve come to see the Wizard.” 
“WHY?” 
“Because my laptop’s broken.” 
“BUT WHY HAVE THE REST OF YOU COME?” 
“Well,” said Dorothy, “Mr Lyon really wants another job but he 

hasn’t got the courage to apply.  Mr Inman needs to learn to have a bit 
more heart…” 

“What?  I do not!” 
“Trust me on this one,” she muttered.  “And Dougie….” 
Suddenly the door burst open so hard it hit the wall, and Miss Gulch 

shouldered her way past the doorkeeper and into the store. 
“Well, well, well.  And what do we have here?”  She whirled on Mr 

Lyon, who whimpered and bit down harder.  (“Du-ude!”) 
“Cowardly Mr Lyon.  Guaranteed to ruin any component just by 

sweating on it.  You think they’d employ you?”  She stopped in front of 
Mr Inman.  “Or Mr Personality here.”  She regarded Dougie, still dangling 
from Mr Lyon’s teeth and simply shook her head. 

Finally she came to Dorothy.  She squinted up at her (still doing 
Demented Hunch). 

“Well, we-ell, my pretty.  Brought your little laptop here to make it 
better, did you?  Well too bad!  I’m here now and he’s going to fix my 
problem first.  Ah-ha-ha-ha!!” 

“WHAT HAVE YOU BROUGHT?” 
The others all spoke up at once. 
“But you can’t…” 
“That’s not fair!” 
Mmmmff..mmf!” 
“Whoa!  I think my brain just found out about my foot…” 
“ SILENCE !! “ 
You couldn’t argue with that voice.  They shut up. 
Miss Gulch smirked at them and produced a computer from under 

her cloak (it was pretty voluminous, OK?)  A door behind the counter 
opened and a teenage boy emerged.  Everyone just stared.   

“What?  Oh, the voice?  It’s just a synthesiser.  Cool though, huh?  
OK, what have we got here?” 

He grabbed a screwdriver and removed the case.  He looked inside 
and then studied the row of faces watching him. 

“Oh yeah, I see what’s needed here.”  He ducked under the counter 
and re-emerged with an aerosol can.  He shook it and sprayed it liberally 
over the innards of the computer.  A moment passed in silence as they all 
watched.  Then the components started to bubble.  Miss Gulch’s voice 
rose in crescendo. 

“What have you done??!!  It’s melting!!  My beautiful PC is 
meltiiiiinnnnggggg!!!!  But I had everything on there!  My Cursed 
Contacts!  My Vitriolic Documents!  My To-Damn List!  I’ve lost 
everything!  I’m ruined!!  Ruined!!!!”  She screeched to a halt on a sea of 
exclamation marks. 

There was a long pause.  Then she blew out a breath and 
straightened up.  She passed her arm through Dorothy’s and in a 
perfectly normal voice, said “Look, no hard feelings, huh?  How about 
you dump your laptop on the counter for the whiz-kid to look at and we 
go shoe shopping?  I saw a killer pair of heels in town.  Ruby red, I 
swear.” 

“You’re on!” 
The Wizard turned to the other three, who were still gaping at the 

door as it swung closed behind Dorothy and Miss Gulch. 
“So-ooo.  Think you’d like to work here?  ‘Cause if you want a job, all 

you have to do is click you heels together and say…” 
“Oh man…. I can’t feel my foot anymore….” 
“...that’ll do.  Welcome aboard gents…..” 


