“I couldn't tell if the scarecrow was completely stuffed with straw because | hadn't had a chance to

him a thorough sniff. But he definitely had straw where his brains were supposed to be

give

because he acted like he had even less sense than the corn he was guarding.”
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From 7Toto’s Tale by K.D. Hays and Meg Weidman

lllustration by April Martinez, copyright 2010
www.TotosTale.com



| actually thought the flowers smelled icky. Really icky, like there was
something wrong with them, like it would make you barf if you ate them.
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Big drops zoomed out of the sky, still making that strange noise.
“A drop hit me on my behind and it Aurz. It stung, actually.
“Oh no!” I barked. “The cloud isn't full of rain - it's full of bees’”
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“l am a lickoe,” he said. “And you may call me Lomen. Where is home?”
“Kansas,” | answered.
“That’s on the other side of Oz, isn't it?”
| nodded. “Way on the other side.”
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But this time sleep happened instead.”
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“I was so happy and yet so tired | couldn’t decide whether to wag my tail or curl up and go
to sleep. Tail-wagging is usually not something | have to decide to do—it just happens
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“I'd always thought that mixed terriers were the very best kind of dog, but now | wished | was a
greyhound with long, slender speedy legs. Instead, | was short, slow and useless.
Dorothy would hate me for delaying her. Or worse, she would just leave me behind.
But | had to try.
Without the shoes, she’d never make it home.”
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