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The pictures were crude and childishly drawn but Dr 

Crawford had long ago learned to recognise them on sight. 

There was the Scarecrow with his wonky smile, the Tinman 

with his square head and a triangle where his hair should 

be. Pictures of Ozma with a halo round her head. Tiktok 

and Belinda. Princess Mumbee with her many heads.  

Inside that room of padded white, those drawing were 

everywhere, little red stick-men staring down from the 

walls like thousands of cave paintings from some long 

forgotten civilisation. 

And there, huddled in the middle of the room, a 

thick red crayon clasped in a sweaty fist, sat the artist 

responsible for this work: Dorothy Gale – Dr Crawford’s 

patient - the girl everyone called a hopeless case. 

She was nearly forty-three and still thought she was 

twelve; nearly two hundred pounds and still thought she 

was a little Kansas girl who wore gingham dresses and 

wore her hair in ponytails.  

She was insane – that much was obvious – but it was 

the sheer depth of the girl’s insanity that had always 

impressed her. 

Dr Crawford sat cross-legged on the floor in front 

of her patient. “Hello Dorothy!” she said, cheerfully. 

“How are you today?” 
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Her patient ignored her. She almost always did when 

she was drawing. On the few occasions Dr Crawford had 

managed to reach her in this state, her answers had been 

almost as childish as the drawings themselves. “I can’t 

hear you,” she would say. “I’m in Oz.” 

Oz, that was what she called her fantasy realm, a 

nonsensical place of childish fears and real-world people 

distorted into mere caricatures. It was a place Dorothy 

had built over many years – her safe place to which she 

had always retreated whenever life got hard.  

She thought it was real. 

Dr Crawford whipped open her notebook and began 

scrawling notes of her own.  

October 15
th
. Patient is in self-induced trace state 

and unresponsive to stimuli. Examination of her latest 

markings indicates that she has…  

She broke off to check Dorothy’s latest work, a blob 

with eight lines coming out of it with a fuzzy smudge 

next to it.  

…she has been reliving the events of when the 

Cowardly Lion attacked the giant spider to become king of 

the jungle. Note recurring motive of a weak force 

defeating a stronger foe common in her work.  

Much of Dorothy’s imaginings ran along similar lines. 

Simple wish-fulfilment for the most part: a lion who was 

cowardly but not deadly; a wizard who had no magic. The 

king of Oz was its most stupid inhabitant and all its bad 
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guys were banished. Dr Crawford half expected to walk in 

here one day to find a crude version of herself drawn on 

one of those walls. The doctor who couldn’t heal, that 

was her, though lord knew she’d been trying hard enough 

to do just that. If she didn’t get results soon, they 

were talking of more invasive options: electric shock 

treatment, heavy drug therapy, perhaps even lobotomy. 

Dorothy’s family were rich farmers and they were 

demanding results. 

Dr Crawford was determined to get them. 

“What are you writing?”  

Dr Crawford jumped. She looked up to find Dorothy 

staring at her, her child-like gaze completely out of 

place among the pale, pudgy flesh around it. 

“Back from Oz already?” she asked sweetly.  

“Yes. Was I there long?”  

“I don’t know, I’ve only just got here.” 

Dorothy nodded. “You should join me,” she said. “All 

you need is a magic mirror. Just sign O-Z on the glass.”  

Dr Crawford already knew this of course but she 

acted pleased at the news all the same. As if they’d 

allow Dorothy a mirror in here, let alone a magic one! It 

had been enough trouble just getting her superiors to 

agree to letting her keep the crayon. 

“There now,” she said as she set her notes aside, 

all practiced smiles and blustery cheer. “We can talk 

properly.” 
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Dorothy blinked and said nothing. 

This was always the hardest part of their meetings: 

the beginning. Push too hard and the girl would run back 

to Oz; go too slow and she would lose interest. 

Communication with her was always a delicate balance 

between withholding information while trying to extract 

answers. 

It was exhausting.  

Fortunately, Dr Crawford had a lot of experience by 

now and she knew how to keep Dorothy talking. “Do you 

visit Oz through a magic mirror, Dorothy?” 

“No,” Dorothy answered.  

“I didn’t think so. Do you remember the first time 

you visited Oz? Do you remember how you got there then?” 

“A hurricane picked up the house,” she said. “Blew 

me there.” 

At least the girl was consistent with her delusions. 

Her aunt and uncle had long ago confirmed to Dr Crawford 

that a hurricane had indeed hit the house while Dorothy 

was inside it. She had apparently spent almost a week in 

a coma but her aunt was insistent that she had never left 

her bed throughout the entire ordeal. 

“That’s a very traumatic experience for a girl,” Dr 

Crawford noted mildly. When Dorothy said nothing, she 

added. “What about the second time you went to Oz? You 

were running away from a hospital, if I remember? You 

fell into a river and got washed away.” 
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There was the slightest hint of a nod.  

“And then there was that shipwreck a couple of years 

later. An Earthquake in San Francisco after that. I can’t 

imagine how scary those events must have been for you.” 

“I’m tired,” Dorothy said, rubbing her eyes just to 

prove that she was. Her fists left waxy smears of red in 

their wake from the crayon clutched in her fist.  

“You can sleep in a minute,” Dr Crawford promised. 

“You know, that’s a lot of bad things that happened to 

you in your childhood. More than most people ever go 

through in their whole lives. I don’t know about you, but 

if I were a child going through all those horrible 

experiences, I would want to get away from them? I’d want 

to – oh, I don’t know - create some sort of fantasy world 

and just disappear inside it. A place where nobody ever 

dies and all the bad people have been banished far away. 

Does that make sense to you?”  

Damn it girl, she thought. Don’t you see the pattern? 

Don’t you get it? Give me something to work with!  

Dorothy just shrugged, bored. “I’m tired,” she said.  

Louise sighed. “You’ve been tired a lot lately. Is 

that why you visit Oz?” 

“People don’t get tired in Oz,” she replied.  

“They don’t die, either, do they?” 

A nod. “Only bad people die.” 

“Do you remember what happened the last time you 

visited Oz?” 
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For the first time in their conversation, Dorothy 

smiled at her. “We were having a party,” she said in her 

simple way. “Everyone came. Me and Scarecrow defeated the 

Jawa Bird.” 

“You killed it?” 

Dorothy pouted. “We showed it how bad it was and it 

reformed and came to live with us.” 

Louise made a note and felt wretched for doing it. 

Jawa Bird? Reformed ways? She was going backwards here 

not forwards. She needed a new angle.  

And she needed results! The Gales were pushing for 

it, her bosses were pushing for it. Everyone knew that 

Dorothy was getting weaker, spending ever longer periods 

zoned out in her fantasy land of hers. She needed a 

breakthrough and she needed it now before she lost this 

patient forever. 

It’s so unfair, Dr Crawford lamented, not for the 

first time. All her friends had papers published already. 

One of them even had a disease named after them. All she 

had was a 43 year old woman who didn’t realise she was 

crazy. 

Well, there was nothing else for it. She had tried 

being soft. She had tried being gentle. Now she needed to 

be hard.  

“The Jawa bird decided to live in Oz,” she repeated 

drawing the words out to try and show Dorothy how crazy 
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they sounded. “Tell me Dorothy... Why don’t you live in 

Oz?” 

Dorothy frowned. “I live here,” she said simply. 

“Here?” Dr Crawford sneered at the room around her. 

“A padded cell with no more furniture than a bed? Your 

only visitor a doctor who is ten years younger than you? 

Why have your friends never asked you to stay in Oz? To 

make it your home?” 

Dorothy’s frown turned into a scowl and her pudgy 

face darkened with blood. “You don’t know what you’re 

talking about,” she said. “I’m bored of this 

conversation.” 

But inside Dr Crawford felt like singing. Because 

she did know what she was talking about, she was sure of 

that. She’d rattled the girl. For the first time since 

she’d known her, Dorothy was being forced to stare at the 

crazy logic of her make-believe world and she that it 

didn’t make a bit of sense.  

Now to twist the knife. If she couldn’t get Dorothy 

to stop going to Oz by accident, then she could at least 

keep her from going there by choice. 

“Oz has conned you,” she said. 

Dorothy gaped at her. “You don’t know what you’re 

talking about.” 

“Don’t I? The Scarecrow is the king of OZ, but if it 

wasn’t for you, he would still be stuck in the middle of 

a field somewhere with his body in pieces. Ozma is a 
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princess yet if it wasn’t for you, she would still be 

trapped inside that mirror. Tinman, the Lion, Tiktok, 

Jack – you saved them all. If it wasn’t for you, the 

Wicked Witch of the West would still be running free and 

the Nome King would be in charge. And yet, when you go 

there, despite all that you have done for that place, you 

are still seen as an outsider. You are still looked down 

upon by everyone that you go to save.” 

“T-they’re my friends!” she stuttered. She looked 

horrified. 

“Great friends if they only ever call for you when 

they need your help. They have the magic to allow you to 

visit them whenever they want, yet they never bother to 

come here – to you! They just ask for your help and the 

moment you’re done giving it to them, they kick you back 

into the real world with nothing more than a thank you.” 

“Stop it!” Dorothy cried. “Stop it, you’re confusing 

me!” 

“No one in Oz likes you, Dorothy.” 

“They do! They care about me!” 

“Your aunt and uncle care about you. I care about 

you. Your so-called friends in Oz care for nothing but 

themselves.” 

“You don’t know what you’re talking about!” 

“Do what’s wise, Dorothy – resist the call to go 

back to Oz. Fight against those who try to use you! Stop 

going to a place that doesn’t even exist!” 
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Dorothy was on her feet screaming. “It does exist! 

It does! It does!” 

“There’s no such place as...” 

“Home! It’s my home!” Dorothy stamped her feet 

together and shrieked at the top of her lungs. “They’ll 

come for me – you’ll see! They’ll come here and take me 

away. Forever!” 

“No they won’t.” 

“Get out!” she hissed, flinging the stub of crayon 

at Dr Crawford hard enough to leave a mark. “Get out!”  

Her body followed close behind – all 200 pounds of 

her crashing into Dr Crawford, fists flying and voice 

wailing as Dr Crawford retreated before it, her notes 

held before her like a shield. “Get out, get out, get 

out!” 

Two security guards were inside the room in a flash, 

a dose of sedative in hand. Together they dragged the 

screaming girl back against the wall and pinned her down 

long enough for Dr Crawford to scramble to her feet and 

escape back into the real world. 

Outside, she watched through the one-way glass as 

Dorothy succumbed to the sedative. She let out a breath 

she didn’t realise she’d been holding.  

“Well,” she said. “You’ve done it now, Crawford.” 

She’d never seen the girl react so violently before. 

After that display, there would be nothing else for it 
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but to hand her over to the authorities and wipe her 

hands of the whole mess. Electric shock treatment it was.  

Dr Crawford’s career was ruined. 

Sad really, she thought as she looked down at the 

notes still clutched in her hand. Some of those stories 

had been quite good. At times she’d almost made Oz sound 

like a real place. 

# 

They called her in the next day.  

“Missing?” Dr Crawford repeated, confused as they 

led her inside the cell. “What do you mean, missing?” 

“You were the last person to have any contact with 

her,” her supervisor explained as he stood beside her 

looking round the empty room, his moustache quivering 

with pent up rage.  

From every wall the crude stick figures stared down 

at them. Mocking them and the empty space between where 

Dorothy had always sat.  

“Did you notice anything unusual in her behaviour 

when you last saw her?” 

“Nothing,” Dr Crawford lied. “How could she escape 

anyway?” 

“She couldn’t,” her supervisor returned with an 

angry shake of his head. “Bloody hell! And I thought the 

Gales were angry enough with us already... And you’re 

sure you have no idea what might have happened to her?” 
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Dr Crawford shook her head at him, dumbfounded. Gone. 

Dorothy was gone and not a sign remained to say how she 

had done it. 

Except... Now that she was looking for it, there was 

something different about the room. There, hidden among 

the stick figures scrawled on the walls was one she 

didn’t remember ever seeing before.  

As she stepped closer, she saw that it was a crudely 

drawn woman with a stethoscope around her neck and a pair 

of glasses on her head. It was her – Dr Crawford.  

There was something in her hand. A hand mirror, she 

realised, leaning close with the letters O-Z etched onto 

the glass. 

“No idea,” she said, turning away from the wall. 

“I’m just as clueless as you are.” 

 

 


