A CRITIC AT LARGE

WROTE my first story
at the age of ten; its title was
“Over the Rainbow.” It amounted
to a dozen or so pages, dutifully typed
up by my father’s secretary on flimsy
paper, and eventually it was lost some-
where on my family’s mazy journeyings
between India, England, and Paki-
stan. Shortly before my father’s death,
in 1987, he claimed to have found a
copy moldering in an old file, but,
despite my pleadings, he never pro-
duced it, and nobody else ever laid eyes
on the thing. I've often wondered
about this incident. Maybe he didn’t
really find the story, in which case he
had succumbed to the lure of fantasy,
and this was the last of the many fairy
tales he told me; or else he did find it,
and hugged it to himself as a talisman
and a reminder of simpler times, think-
ing of it as his treasure, not mine—his
pot of nostalgic parental gold.
I don’t remember much about the
story. It was about a ten-year-old
boy who one day happens
upon a rainbow’s beginning, a place as
elusive as any pot-of-gold end zone,
and as rich in promises. The rainbow
is broad, as wide as the sidewalk, and
is constructed like a grand staircase.
The boy, naturally, begins to climb. I
have forgotten almost everything about
his adventures, except for an encoun-
ter with a talking pianola, whose per-
sonality is an improbable
hybrid of Judy Garland,
Elvis Presley, and the “play-
back singers” of Hindi mov-
ies, many of which made
“The Wizard of Oz” look
like kitchen-sink realism.
My bad memory—what my
mother would call a “for-
gettery”—is probably just
as well. I remember what
matters. I remember that
“The Wizard of Oz”—the
film, not the book, which I
didn’t read as a child—was
my very first literary influ-
ence. More than that: I
remember that when the
possibility of my going to
school in England was men-
tioned it felt as exciting as
any voyage heyond the rain-
bow. It may be hard to
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believe, but England seemed as won-
derful a prospect as Oz.
The Wizard, however, was right
there in My father
was a magical parent
of young children, but he was prone
to explosions, thunderous rages, bolts
of emotional lightning, puffs of dragon
smoke, and other menaces of the type
also practiced by Oz, the Great and
Powerful, the first Wizard De-luxe.
And when the curtain fell away and
his growing offspring discovered, like
Dorothy, the truth about adult hum-
bug, it was easy for me to think, as she
did, that my Wizard must be a very
bad man indeed. It took me half a
lifetime to work out that the Great
Oz’s apologia pro vita sua fitted my
father equally well—that he, too, was
a good man but a very bad Wizard.
I have begun with these personal
reminiscences because “The Wizard
of Oz” is a film whose driving force
is the inadequacy of adults, even of
good adults; a film that shows us how
the weakness of grownups forces chil-
dren to take control of their own des-
tinies, and so, ironically, grow up
themselves. The journey from Kansas
to Oz is a rite of passage from a world
in which Dorothy’s parent substitutes,
Auntie Em and Uncle Henry, are
powerless to help her save her dog,
Toto, from the marauding Miss Gulch

into a world where the people are her
own size and she is never, ever treated
as a child but as a heroine. She gains
this status by accident, it’s true, having
played no part in her house’s decision
to squash the Wicked Witch of the
East; but, by her adventure’s end, she
has certainly grown to fill those shoes—
or, rather, those ruby slippers. “Who
would have thought a good little girl
like you could destroy my beautiful
wickedness,” laments the Wicked
Witch of the West as she melts—an
adult becoming smaller than, and giv-
ing way to, a child. As the Wicked
Witch of the West “grows down,” so
Dorothy is seen to have grown up.
This, in my view, is a much more
satisfactory reason for her newfound
power over the ruby slippers than the
sentimental reasons offered by the
ineffably loopy Good Witch Glinda,
and then by Dorothy herself, in a
cloying ending that seems to me fun-
damentally untrue to the film’s anar-
chic spirit.

The weakness of Auntie Em and
Uncle Henry in the face of Miss
Gulch’s desire to annihilate Toto leads
Dorothy to think, childishly, of run-
ning away from home—of escape.
And that’s why, when the tornado hits,
she isn’t with the others in the storm
shelter and, as a result, is whirled
away to an escape beyond her wildest



dreams. Later, however, when she is
confronted by the weakness of the
Wizard of Oz, she doesn’t run away
but goes into battle—first against the
Wicked Witch and then against the
Wizard himself. The Wizard’s in-
effectuality is one of the film’s many
symmetries, rhyming with the feeble-
ness of Dorothy’s folks; but the different
way Dorothy reacts is the point.

The ten-year-old who watched “The
Wizard of Oz” at Metro
Cinema knew very little about foreign
parts, and even less about growing up.
He did, however, know a great deal
more about the cinema of the fantastic
than any Western child of the same
age. In the West, the film was an
oddball, an attempt to make a sort of
live-action version of a Disney cartoon
feature despite the industry’s received
wisdom that fantasy movies usually
flopped. (Indeed, the movie never really
made money until it became a televi-
sion standard, years after its original
theatrical release; it should be said in
mitigation, though, that coming out
two weeks before the start of the Sec-
ond World War can’t have helped its
chances.) In India, however, it fitted
into what was then, and remains to-
day, one of the mainstreams of produc-
tion in the place that Indians, conflating
Bombay and Tinseltown, affectionately
call Bollywood.

It’s easy to satirize the Hindi mov-
ies. In James Ivory’s film “Bombay
Talkie,” a novelist (the touching Jen-
nifer Kendal, who died in 1984) visits
a studio soundstage and watches an
amazing dance number featuring scant-
ily clad nautch girls prancing on the
keys of a giant typewriter. The director
explains that the keys of the typewriter
represent “the Keys of Life,” and we
are all dancing out “the story of our
Fate” upon that great machine. “It’s
very symbolic,” Kendal suggests. The
director, simpering, replies, “Thank
you.” Typewriters of Life, sex god-
desses in wet saris (the Indian equiva-
lent of wet T-shirts), gods descending
from the heavens to meddle in human
affairs, superheroes, demonic villains,
and so on, have always been the staple
diet of the Indian filmgoer. Blond
Glinda arriving at Munchkinland in
her magic bubble might cause Dorothy
to comment on the high speed and
oddity of the local transport operating
in Oz, but to an Indian audience
Glinda was arriving exactly as a god
should arrive: ex machina, out of her

own machine. The Wicked Witch of
the West’s orange smoke puffs were
equally appropriate to her super-bad
status.

It is clear, however, that despite all
the similarities, there were important
differences between the Bombay cin-
ema and a film like “The Wizard of
0z.” Good fairies and bad witches
might superficially resemble the deities
and demons of the Hindu pantheon,
but in reality one of the most striking
aspects of the world view of “The
Wizard of Oz” is its joyful and almost
total secularism. Religion is mentioned
only once in the film: Auntie Em,
spluttering with anger at gruesome
Miss Gulch, declares that she’s waited
years to tell her what she thinks of her,
“and now, well, being a Christian
woman, I can’t say it.” Apart from this
moment in which Christian charity
prevents some good old-fashioned plain
speaking, the film is breezily godless.
There’s not a trace of religion in Oz
itself—bad witches are feared and good
ones liked, but none are sanctified—
and, while the Wizard of Oz is thought
to be something very close to all-
powerful, nobody thinks to worship
him. This absence of higher values
greatly increases the film’s charm, and
is an important aspect of its success in
creating a world in which nothing is
deemed more important than the loves,
cares, and needs of human beings
(and, of course, tin beings, straw be-
ings, lions, and dogs).

The other major difference is harder
to define, because it is finally a matter
of quality. Most Hindi movies were
then and are now what can only be
called trashy. The pleasure to be had
from such films (and some of them
are extremely enjoyable) is something
like the fun of eating junk food. The
classic Bombay talkie uses a script of
appalling corniness, looks by turns
tawdry and vulgar, or else both at
once, and relies on the mass appeal of
its stars and its musical numbers to

provide a little zing. “The Wizard of
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Oz” has stars and musical numbers,
but it is also very definitely a Good
Film. It takes the fantasy of Bombay
and adds high production values and
something more—something not often
found in any cinema. Call it imagina-
tive truth. Call it (reach for your
revolvers now) art.

But if “The Wizard of Oz” is a
work of art it's extremely difficult to
say who the artist was. The birth of
Oz itself has already passed into leg-
end: the author, L. Frank Baum, named
his magic world after the letters
“O-Z” on the bottom drawer of his
filing cabinet. His original book, “The
Wonderful Wizard of Oz,” published
in 1900, contains many of the ingre-
dients of the magic potion: just about
all the major characters and events are
there, and so are the most important
locations—the Yellow Brick Road, the
Deadly Poppy Field, the Emerald City.
But the filming of “The Wizard of
Oz” is a rare instance of a film im-
proving on a good book. One of the
changes is the expansion of the Kansas
section, which in the novel takes up
precisely two pages at the beginning,
before the tornado arrives, and just
nine lines at the end; and another is
a certain simplification of the story line
in the Oz section: all subplots were
jettisoned, such as the visits to the
Fighting Trees, the Dainty China
Country, and the Country of the
Quadlings, which come into the novel
just after the dramatic high point of the
Witch’s destruction and fritter away the
book’s narrative drive. And there are
two even more important alterations.
Frank Baum’s Emerald City was green
only because everyone in it had to wear
emerald-tinted glasses, but in the movie
it really is a futuristic chlorophyll
green—except, that is, for the Horse
of a Different Color You've Heard Tell
About. The Horse of a Different Color
changes color in each successive shot—
a change that was brought about by
covering six different horses with a
variety of shades of powdered Jell-O.
(For this and other anecdotes of the
film’s production I’'m indebted to Aljean
Harmetz’s definitive book “The Mak-
ing of The Wizard of Oz.”) Last, and
most important of all, are the ruby
slippers. Frank Baum did not invent .
the ruby slippers; he had silver shoes
instead. Noel Langley, the first of the
film’s three credited writers, originally
followed Baum’s idea. But in his fourth
script, the script of May 14, 1938,



known as the DO NOT MAKE CHANGES
script, the clunky metallic and non-
mythic silver footwear has been jetti-
soned, and the immortal jewel shoes
are introduced. (In Shot 114, “the
ruby shoes appear on Dorothy’s feet,
glittering and sparkling in the sun.”)
Other writers contributed important
details to the finished screenplay. Flor-
ence Ryerson and Edgar Allan Woolf
were probably responsible for “There’s
no place like home,” which, to me, is
the least convincing idea in the film.
(It’s one thing for Dorothy to want to
get home, quite another that she can
do so only by eulogizing the ideal state
that Kansas so obviously is not.) But
there’s some dispute about this, too; a
studio memo implies that it could have
been the assistant producer, Arthur
Freed, who first came up with the
cutesy slogan. And, after much quar-
relling between Langley and the
Ryerson-Woolf team, it was the film’s
lyricist, Yip Harburg, who pulled to-
gether the final script: he added the
crucial scene in which the Wizard,
unable to give the companions what
they demand, hands out emblems in-
stead, and, to our “satiric and cynical”
(the adjectives are Harburg’s own)
satisfaction, they do the job. The name
of the rose turns out to be the rose,
after all.
- Who, then, is the auteur of “The
Wizard of Oz No single writer can
claim that honor, not even the author
of the original book. Mervyn LeRoy
and Arthur Freed, the producers, both
have their champions. At least four
directors worked on the picture, most
notably Victor Fleming, who left be-
fore shooting ended, however, so that
he could make “Gone with the Wind”—
which, ironically, was the movie that
dominated the Academy Awards in
1940, while “The Wizard of Oz” won
just three: Best Song (“Over the Rain-
bow”), Best Original Score, and a
Special Award for Judy Garland. The
truth is that this great movie, in which
the quarrels, firings, and near-bungles
of all concerned produced what seems
like pure, effortless, and somehow
inevitable felicity, is as near as you
can get to that will-o’-the-wisp of
modern critical theory: the authorless
text.

THE Kansas described by Frank

Baum is a depressing place. Every-
thing in it is gray as far as the eye
can see: the prairie is gray, and so is

the house in which Dorothy lives.
As for Auntie Em, “The sun and
wind ... had taken the sparkle from
her eyes and left them a sober gray;
they had taken the red from her
cheeks and lips, and they were gray
also. She was thin and gaunt, and
never smiled now.” And “Uncle Henry
never laughed. . .. He was gray also,
from his long beard to his rough
boots.” The sky? It was “even grayer
than usual.” Toto, fortunately, was
spared grayness. He “saved [ Dorothy]
from growing as gray as her other
surroundings.” He was not exactly
colorful, though his eyes did twinkle
and his hair was silky. Toto was
black.

Out of this grayness—the gather-
ing, cumulative grayness of that bleak
world—calamity comes. The tornado
is the grayness gathered together and
whirled about and unleashed, so to
speak, against itself. And to all this the
film is astonishingly faithful, shooting
the Kansas scenes in what we call
black-and-white but what is in reality
a multiplicity of shades of gray, and
darkening its images until the whirl-
wind sucks them up and rips them to
pieces.

There is, however, another way of
understanding the tornado. Dorothy
has a surname: Gale. And in many
ways Dorothy is the gale blowing
through this little corner of nowhere,
demanding justice for her little dog
while the adults give in meekly to
the powerful Miss Gulch; Dorothy,
who is prepared to break the gray
inevitability of her life by running
away, and who, because she is so
tenderhearted, runs back when Profes-
sor Marvel tells her Auntie Em is
distraught that she has fled. Dorothy
is the life force of Kansas, just as Miss
Gulch is the force of death; and per-
haps it is Dorothy’s feelings, or the
cyclone of feelings unleashed between
Dorothy and Miss Gulch, that are
made actual in the great dark snake of
cloud that wriggles across the prairie,
eating the world.

The Kansas of the film is a little
less unremittingly bleak than the Kan-
sas of the book, if only because of the
introduction of the three farmhands
and of Professor Marvel—four char-
acters who will find their “rhymes,” or
counterparts, in the Three Compan-
ions of Oz and the Wizard himself.
Then again, the film’s Kansas is also
more terrifying than the book’s, be-

cause it adds a presence of real evil: the
angular Miss Gulch, with a profile
that could carve a joint, riding stiffly
on her bicycle with a hat on her head
like a plum pudding, or a bomb, and
claiming the protection of the Law for
her crusade against Toto. Thanks to
Miss Gulch, the movie’s Kansas is
informed not only by the sadness of
dirt-poverty but also by the badness of
would-be dog murderers.

And this is the home that “there’s
no place like”? This is the lost Eden
that we are asked to prefer -
(as Dorothy does) to Oz? | ]

I remember, or I imag- ] ’l |
ine I remember, that [
when I first saw the film
Dorothy’s place struck me
as a dump. Of course, if | [
I’d been whisked off to |
Oz, I reasoned, I'd natu- !
rally want to get home '!
again, because I had plenty |
to come home for. But
Dorothy? Maybe we should invite her
over to stay; anywhere looks better
than that.

I thought one other thought, which
gave me a sneaking regard for the
Wicked Witch: I couldn’t stand Toto!
I still can’t. As Gollum said of the
hobbit Bilbo Baggins in another great
fantasy, “Baggins: we hates it to pieces.”
Toto: that little yapping hairpiece of a
creature, that meddlesome rug! Frank
Baum, excellent fellow, gave a dis-
tinctly minor role to the dog: it kept
Dorothy happy, and when she wasn’t
it had a tendency to “whine dismally”—
not an endearing trait. The dog’s only
really important contribution to Baum’s
story came when itaccidentally knocked
over the screen behind which the
Wizard stood concealed. The film Toto
rather more deliberately pulls aside a
curtain to reveal the Great Humbug,
and, in spite of everything, I found this
change an irritating piece of mischief-
making. I was not surprised to learn
that the canine actor playing Toto was
possessed of a star’s temperament, and
even, at one point in the shooting,
brought things to a standstill by staging
a nervous breakdown. That Toto should
be the film’s one true object of love has
always rankled.

¢

THE film begins. We are in the
monochrome, “real” world of
Kansas. A girl and her dog run down
a country lane. “She isn’t coming yet,
Toto. Did she hurt you? She tried to,



lidn’t she?”” A real girl, a real dog, and
he beginning, with the very first line
f dialogue, of real drama. Kansas,
iowever, is not real—no more real
han Oz. Kansas is a pastel. Dorothy
nd Toto have been running down a
hort stretch of “road” in the M-G-M
tudios, and this shot has been matted
nto a picture of emptiness. “Real”
mptiness would probably not be empty
nough. This Kansas is as close as
nakes no difference to the universal
rray of Frank Baum’s story, the void
broken only by a couple of
fences and the vertical lines
of telegraph poles. If Oz
is mowhere, then the stu-
dio setting of the Kansas
scenes suggests that so is
U Kansas. This is necessary.
\ A realistic depiction of
t/ the extreme poverty of
'.1 Dorothy Gale’s circum-
stances would have cre-
ated a burden, a heavi-
less, that would have rendered impossible
he imaginative leap into Storyland,
he soaring flight into Oz. The Grimms’
airy tales, it’s true, were often brutally
ealistic. In “The Fisherman and His
Nife,” the eponymous couple live,
intil they meet the magic flounder, in
vhat is tersely described as “a pisspot.”
3ut in many children’s versions of
Srimm the pisspot is bowdlerized into
. “hovel” or some even gender word.
{ollywood’s vision has always been of
his soft-focus variety. Dorothy looks
xtremely well fed, and she is not
eally but unreally poor.

She arrives at the farmyard, and
iere (freezing the frame) we see the
reginning of what will be a recurring
isual motif. In the scene we have
rozen, Dorothy and Toto are in the
ackground, heading for a gate. To
he left of the screen is a tree trunk,
. vertical line echoing the telegraph
ioles of the previous scene. Hanging
rom an approximately horizontal
rranch are a triangle (for calling farm-
1ands to dinner) and a circle (actually
. rubber tire). In midshot are further
-eometric elements: the parallel lines
f the wooden fence, the bisecting
liagonal wooden bar at the gate. Later,
vhen we see the house, the theme of
imple geometry is present again:
verything is right angles and tri-
ngles. The world of Kansas, that
reat void, is defined as “home” by the
ise of simple, uncomplicated shapes—
lone of your citified complexity here.
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Throughout “The Wizard of Oz,”
home and safety are represented by
such geometrical simplicity, whereas
danger and evil are invariably twisty,
irregular, and misshapen. The tor-
nado is just such an untrustworthy,
sinuous, shifting shape. Random, un-
fixed, it wrecks the plain shapes of that
no-frills life.

Curiously, the Kansas sequence
invokes not only geometry but arith-
metic, too, for when Dorothy, like the
chaotic force she is, bursts in upon
Auntie Em and Uncle Henry with her
fears about Toto, what are they doing?
Why do they shoo her away? “We're
trying to count,” they admonish her as
they take a census of chicks—their
metaphorical chickens, their small hopes
of income—which the tornado will
shortly blow away. So, with simple
shapes and numbers, Dorothy’s family
erects its defenses against the immense
and maddening emptiness; and these
defenses are useless, of course.

Leaping ahead to Oz, it becomes
obvious that this opposition between
the geometric and the twisty is no
accident. Look at the beginning of the
Yellow Brick Road: it is a perfect
spiral. Look at Glinda’s carriage, that
perfect, luminous sphere. Look at the
regimented routines of the Munchkins
as they greet Dorothy and thank her
for the death of the Wicked Witch of
the East. Move on to the Emerald
City: see it in the distance, its straight
lines soaring into the sky! And now,
by contrast, observe the Wicked Witch
of the West: her crouching figure, her
misshapen hat. How does she arrive
and depart! In a puff of shapeless
smoke. “Only bad witches are ugly,”
Glinda tells Dorothy, a remark of high
Political Incorrectness which empha-
sizes the film’s animosity toward what-
ever is tangled, claw-crooked, and
weird. Woods are invariably frighten-
ing—the gnarled branches of trees
are capable of coming to menacing
life—and the one moment when the
Yellow Brick Road itself bewilders
Dorothy is the moment when it ceases
to be geometric (first spiral, then rec-
tilinear), and splits and forks every
which way.

ACK in Kansas, Auntie Em is de-
livering the scolding that is the
prelude to one of the cinema’s immor-
tal moments.
“You always get yourself into a fret
over nothing. . . . Find yourself a place

where you won’t get into any trouble!”

“Some place where there isn’t any
trouble. Do you suppose there is such
a place, Toto? There must be.”

Anybody who has swallowed the
scriptwriters’ notion that this is a film
about the superiority of “home” over
“away,” that the “moral” of “The
Wizard of Oz” is as sentimental as an
embroidered sampler—"“East, West,
Home’s Best”—would do well to listen
to the yearning in Judy Garland’s
voice as her face tilts up toward the
skies. What she expresses here, what
she embodies with the purity of an
archetype, is the human dream of
leaving—a dream at least as powerful
as its countervailing dream of roots. At
the heart of “The Wizard of Oz” is
a great tension between these two
dreams; but, as the music swells and
that big, clean voice flies into the
anguished longings of the song, can
anyone doubt which message is the
stronger? In its most potent emotional
moment, this is inarguably a film about
the joys of going away, of leaving the
grayness and entering the color, of
making a new life in the “place where
you won’t get into any trouble.” “Over
the Rainbow” is, or ought to be, the
anthem of all the world’s migrants, all
those who go in search of the place
where “the dreams that you dare to
dream really do come true.” It is a
celebration of Escape, a grand paean
to the Uprooted Self, a hymn—the
hymn—to Elsewhere.

One of the leading actors in the cast
complained that “there was no acting”
in the movie, and in the usual sense
this was correct. But Garland singing
“Over the Rainbow” did something
extraordinary: in that moment she gave
the film its heart, and the force of her
rendition is strong and sweet and deep
enough to carry us through all the
tomfoolery that follows, even to bestow
upon it a touching quality, a vulnerable
charm, that is matched only by Bert
Lahr’s equally extraordinary creation
of the role of the Cowardly Lion.

What is left to say about Garland’s
Dorothy? The conventional wisdom is
that the performance gains in ironic
force because its innocence contrasts so
starkly with what we know of the
actress’s difficult later life. I’m not sure
this is right. It seems to me that
Garland’s performance succeeds on its
own terms, and on the film’s. She is
required to pull off what sounds like

an impossible trick. On the one hand, -



he is to be the film’s tabula rasa, the
lank slate upon which the action of
he story gradually writes itself—or,
ecause it is 4 movie, the screen upon
vhich the action plays. Armed only
vith a wide-eyed look, she must be the
bject of the film as much as its subject,
aust allow herself to be the empty
essel that the movie slowly fills. And
et, at the same time, she must (with
litde help from the Cowardly Lion)
arry the entire emotional weight, the
thole cyclonic force, of the film. That
he achieves both is due not only to the
1ature depth of her singing voice but
Iso to the odd stockiness, the gauche-
ess, that endears her to us precisely
ecause it is half unbeautiful, jolie-
ide, instead of the posturing adorable-
ess a Shirley Temple would have
rought to the role—and Temple was
:riously considered for the part. The
:rubbed, ever so slightly lumpy
nsexiness of Garland’s playing is what
1zkes the movie work. One can imag-
1¢ whe disastrous flirtatiousness young
niriey would have employed, and be
rateful that Twentieth Century Fox
:fused to loan her to M-G-M.
The tornado, swooping down on
Jorothy’s home, creates the second
enuinely mythic image of “The
Vizard of Oz the archetypal myth,
ne might say, of moving house. In
iis, the transitional sequence of the
ovie, when the unreal reality of
.ansas gives way to the realistic
irreality of the world of wizardry,
lere is, as befits a threshold moment,
tuch business involving windows
ad doors. First, the farmhands open
p the doors of the storm
relter, and Uncle Henry,
eroic as ever, persuades
untie Em that they can’t
ford to wait for Dorothy.
scond, Dorothy, returning
ith Toto from her attempt
. running away, opens the
reen door of the main house,
‘hich is instantly ripped from its hinges
1d blown away. Third, we see the
thers closing the doors of the storm
relter. Fourth, Dorothy, inside the
suse, opens a door in her frantic
arch for Auntie Em. Fifth, Dorothy
des to the storm shelter, but its doors
‘e already battened down. Sixth,
lorothy retreats back inside the main
buse, her cry for Auntie Em weak
1d fearful; whereupon a window,
‘hoing the screen door, blows off its
inges and knocks her cold. She falls

upon the bed, and from now on magic
reigns. We have passed through the
film’s most important gateway.

But this device—the knocking out of
Dorothy—is the most radical and the
worst change wrought in Frank Baum’s
original conception. For in the book
there is no question that Oz is real—
that it is a place of the same order,
though not of the same type, as Kan-
sas. The film, like the TV soap opera
“Dallas,” introduces an element of bad
faith when it permits the possibility
that everything that follows is a dream.
This type of bad faith cost “Dallas” its
audience and eventually killed it off.
That “The Wizard of Oz” avoided
the soap opera’s fate is a testament to
the general integrity of the film, which
enabled it to transcend this hoary,
creaking cliché.

While the house flies through the
air, looking like the tiny toy it is,
Dorothy “awakes.” What she sees
through the window is a sort of movie—
the window acting as a cinema screen,
a frame within the frame—which
prepares her for the new sort of movie
she is about to step into. The special-
effects shots, sophisticated for their
time, include a lady sitting knitting in
her rocking chair as the tornado whirls
her by, a cow placidly standing in
the eye of the storm, two men row-
ing a boat through the twisting air,
and, most important, the figure of
Miss Gulch on her bicycle, which is
transformed, as we watch it, into the
figure of the Wicked Witch of the West
on her broomstick, her cape flying
behind her, and her huge, cackling
laugh rising above the storm.

The house lands; Dorothy
emerges from her bedroom
with Toto in her arms. We
have reached the moment of
color. But the first color shot,
in which Dorothy walks away
from the camera toward the
front door of the house, is
deliberately dull, an attempt to match
the preceding monochrome. Then, once
the door is open, color floods the screen.
In these color-glutted days, it’s hard
for us to imagine ourselves back in a
time when color was still relatively
rare in the movies. Thinking back
once again to my Bombay childhood,
in the nineteen-fifties—a time when
Hindi movies were a// in black-and-
white—1 can recall the excitement of
the advent of color in them. In an epic
about the Grand Mughal, the Em-
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peror Akbar, entitled “Mughal-e-
Azam,” there was only one reel of
color photography, featuring a dance at
court by the fabled Anarkali. Yet this
reel alone guaranteed the film’s suc-
cess, drawing crowds by the million.

The makers of “The Wizard of
Oz” clearly decided that they were
going to make their color as colorful
as possible, much as Michelangelo
Antonioni did, years later, in his first
color feature, “Red Desert.” In the
Antonioni film, color is used to create
heightened and often surrealistic effects.
“The Wizard of Oz” likewise goes for
bold, Expressionist splashes—the yel-
low of the Brick Road, the red of the
Poppy Field, the green of the Emerald
City and of the Witch’s skin. So strik-
ing were the film’s color effects that
soon after seeing the film as a child
I began to dream of green-skinned
witches; and years afterward I gave
these dreams to the narrator of my
novel “Midnight’s Children,” having
completely forgotten their source. “No
colours except green and black the
walls are green the sky is black . . . the
stars are green the Widow is green
but her hair is black as black™ so
began the stream-of-consciousness dream
sequence, in which the nightmare of
Indira Gandhi is fused with the equal-
ly nightmarish figure of Margaret
Hamilton—a coming together of the
Wicked Witches of the East and of
the West.

Dorothy, stepping into color, framed
by exotic foliage, with a cluster of
dwarfy cottages behind her, and look-
ing like a blue-smocked Snow White,
no princess but a good, demotic Ameri-
can gal, is clearly struck by the absence
of her familiar homey gray. “Toto, 1
have a feeling we’re not in Kansas
anymore,” she says, and that camp
classic of a line has detached itself
from the movie to become a great
American catchphrase, endlessly re-
cycled, and even turning up as one of
the epigraphs to Thomas Pynchon’s
mammoth paranoid fantasy of the
Second World War, “Gravity’s Rain-
bow,” whose characters’ destiny lies
not “behind the moon, beyond the
rain” but “beyond the zero” of con-
sciousness, in a land at least as bizarre
as Oz.

But Dorothy has done more than
step out of the gray into Technicolor.
Her homelessness, her unhousing, is
underlined by the fact that, after all the
door play of the transitional sequence,



ind having now stepped out-of-doors,
ihe will not be permitted to enter any
nterior at all until she reaches the
zmerald City. From tornado to Wiz-
.rd, Dorothy never has a roof over her

read. Out there amid the giant holly-
tocks, which bear blooms like old

ramophone trumpets, there in the
‘ulnerability of open space (albeit open
pace that isn’t at all like the Kansas
rairie), Dorothy is about to outdo
now White by a factor of nearly twenty.
‘ou can almost hear the M-G-M
udio chiefs plotting to put the Disney
it in the shade—not simply by pro-
iding in live action almost as many
liraculous effects as the Disney car-
onists created but also by surpassing
Misney in the matter of the little people.
f Snow White had seven dwarfs, then
lorothy Gale, from the star called
ansas, would have a hundred and
venty-four,
The Munchkins were made up and
stumed exactly like 3-D cartoon fig-
es. The Mayor of Munchkin City is
lite implausibly rotund; the Coroner
ngs out the Witch of the East’s
ertificate of Death (“And she’s not
\ly merely dead, she’s really most
1cerely dead”) while wearing a hat
ith an absurdly scroll-like brim; the
iffs of the Lollipop Kids, who appear
have arrived in Oz by way of Bash
reet and Dead End, stand up more
fly than Tintin’s. But what might
ve been a grotesque and unappetiz-
7 sequence in fact becomes the mo-

ent in which “The Wizard of Oz”
ptures its audience once and for all,
allying the natural charm of the
ry to brilliant M-G-M choreogra-
y (which alternates large-scale rou-
es with neat little set pieces like the
nce of the Lullaby League, or the
:epy Heads awaking mobcapped and
‘nightied out of cracked blue egg-
:lls set in a giant nest), and, above
-through Harold Arlen and Yip Har-
'g’s exceptionally witty “Ding Dong!
ie Witch Is Dead.” Arlen was a
le contemptuous of this song and the
ally unforgettable “We’re Of to

the Wizard,” calling them his
mon-drop songs,” and perhaps this
decause the real inventiveness in
1 tunes lies in Harburg’s lyrics. In
rothy’s intro to “Ding Dong!” Har-
g embarked on a pyrotechnic dis-
7 of a-a-a rhymes (“The wind
an to switch/the house to pitch™s
1, at length, we meet the “witch . . .
nbin’ for a hitch”; and “what hap-
:d then was rich”)—a series in
ch, as with a vaudeville barker’s

alliterations, we cheer each new rhyme
as a sort of gymnastic triumph. This
type of verbal play continues to char-
acterize both songs. In “Ding Dong!”
Harburg begins to invent punning,
concertinaed words:

Ding, dong, the witch is dead!

Whicholwitch?

—The wicked witch!

This technique found much fuller

expression in “We're Off to See the

Wizard,” becoming the real “hook” of
the song:

We're off to see the Wizard,

The wonderful Wizzerdovox.

-We hear he is

A Wizzovawizz,

If ever a Wizztherwoz=.

If everoever a Wizztherwozz

The Wizzerdovoz is one because . . .

And so on.

Amid all this Munchkining we are
given two very different portraits of
adults. The Good Witch Glinda is
pretty in pink (well, prettyish, even if
Dorothy is moved to call her “beauti-
ful”). She has a high, cooing voice,
and a smile that seems to have jammed.
She has one excellent gag line, after
Dorothy disclaims witchy status: point-
ing at Toto, Glinda inquires, “Well,
is that the witch?” This joke apart, she
spends the scene looking generally
benevolent and loving and rather too
heavily powdered. Interestingly, though
she is the Good Witch, the goodness
of Oz does not inhere in her. The
people of Oz are naturally good, unless
they are under the power of the Wicked
Witch (as is shown by the improved
behavior of her soldiers after she
melts). In the moral universe of the
film, then, evil is external, dwelling
solely in the dual devil figure of
Miss Gulch/Wicked Witch.

(A parenthetical worry about the
presentation of Munchkinland: Is it
not a mite too pretty, too kempt, too
sweetly sweet for a place that was,
until the moment of Dorothy’s arrival,
under the absolute power of the evil
and dictatorial Witch of the East’ How
is it that this squashed Witch had no
castle! How could her despotism have
left so little mark upon the land? Why
are the Munchkins so relatively un-
afraid, hiding only briefly before they
emerge, and giggling while they hide?
A heretical thought occurs: Maybe the
Witch of the East wasn’t as bad as all
that—she certainly kept the streets clean,
the houses painted and in good repair,
and, no doubt, such trains as there
might be running on time. More-
over—and, again, unlike her sister—
she seems to have ruled without the aid

of soldiers, policemen, or other regi-
ments of repression. Why, then, was
she so hated? I only ask.)

Glinda and the Witch of the West
are the only two symbols of power in
a film that is largely about the pow-
erless, and it’s instructive to “unpack”
them. They are both women, and a
striking aspect of “The Wizard of Oz”

is its lack of a male hero—because, for
all their brains, heart, and courage, it
is impossible to see the Scarecrow, the
Tin Man, and the Cowardly Lion as
classic Hollywood leading men. The
power center of the film is a triangle
at whose points are Glinda, Dorothy,
and the Witch; the fourth point, at
which the Wizard is thought for most
of the film to stand, turns out to be an
illusion. The power of men, it is sug~
gested, is illusory; the power of women
is real.

Of the two Witches, good and bad,
can there be anyone who’d choose to
spend five minutes with Glinda? Of
course, Glinda is “good” and the
Wicked Witch “bad”; but Glinda is a
silly pain in the neck, and the Wicked
Witch is lean and mean. Check out
their clothes: frilly pink versus slimline
black. No contest. Consider their atti-
tudes toward their fellow-women:
Glinda simpers upon being called
beautiful, and denigrates her unbeautiful
sisters, whereas the Wicked Witch is
in a rage because of the death of ker
sister, demonstrating, one might say, a
commendable sense of solidarity. We
may hiss at her, and she may terrify
us as children, but at least she doesn’t
embarrass us the way Glinda does. It’s
true that Glinda exudes a sort of raddled
motherly safeness while the Witch of
the West looks—in this scene, any-
how—curiously frail and impotent,
obliged to mouth empty threats (“I'll
bide my time. . .. But just try to stay
out of my way”). Yet just as feminism
has sought to rehabilitate pejorative old
words such as “hag,” “crone,” and
“witch,” so the Wicked Witch of the
West can be said to represent the more
positive of the two images of powerful
womanhood on offer here. Glinda and
the Wicked Witch clash most fiercely
over the ruby slippers, which Glinda
magics off the feet of the dead Witch
of the East and onto Dorothy’s feet,
and which the Wicked Witch seem-
ingly has no power to remove. But
Glinda’s instructions to Dorothy are
oddly enigmatic, even contradictory.
She first tells Dorothy, “Their magic
must be very powerful or she wouldn’t



vant them so badly,” and later she

ays, “Never let those ruby slippers off
rour feet for a moment or you will be
it the mercy of the Wicked Witch of
he West.” Now, Statement No. 1
uggests that Glinda is unclear about
he nature of the ruby slippers, whereas
statenent No. 2 suggests that she knows
1] about their protective power. Nei-
her statement hints at the ruby slip-
rers’ later role in helping to get Dor-
ithy back to Kansas. It seems probable
hat this confusion is a hangover from
he long, dissension-riddled scripting
irocess, in which the function of the
lippers was the subject of considerable
lispute. But one can also see Glinda’s
ibliquities as proof that a good fairy or
. good witch, when she sets out to be
f assistance, never gives you every-
hing. Glinda, after all, is not so unlike
ler description of the Wizard of Oz:
‘Oh, very good, but very mysterious.”

"JUST follow the Yellow Brick

Road,” says Glinda, and bubbles
ff into the blue hills in the distance;
nd Dorothy—geometrically influenced,
s who would not be after a childhood
mong triangles, circles, and squares—
egins her journey at the very point
rom which the Road spirals outward.
\nd as she does so, and while both she
nd tfe Munchkins are echoing
5linda’s instructions in tones both rau-
ously high and gutturally low, some-

hing begins to happen to her feet: their

notion acquires a syncopation, which
y beautifully slow stages grows more
nd more noticeable until at last, as the
nsemble bursts for the first time into
he film’s theme song, we see, fully
eveloped, the clever, shuffling little
kip that will be the leitmotif of the
ntire journey:

You’re off to see the Wizard,

(s=skip)
The wonderful Wizzerdovoz.
(s-skip)
You'll find he is a Wizzovawizz
If ever 2 Wizztherwozz. . ..

In this way, s-skipping along, Doro-
hy Gale, who is already a National
{eroine of Munchkinland, who is
Iready (as the Munchkins have as-
ured her) History, who “will be a
Just in the Hall of Fame,” steps out
long the road of destiny, and heads,
s Americans must, into the West:
>ward the sunset, the Emerald City,
nd the Witch.

I have always found off-camera

simultaneously delicious and disappoint-
ing, especially when the flm con-
cerned has lodged as deep down inside
as “The Wizard of Oz” has. It was
a little sad to learn about the Wizard’s
drinking problem, and to discover that
Frank Morgan was only the third
choice for the part, behind W. C. Fields
and Ed Wynn. (What contemptuous
wildness Fields might have brought to
the role!) The first choice for his
female more-than-opposite number, the
Witch, was Gale Sondergaard, not
only a great beauty but, prospectively,
another Gale to set alongside Dorothy
and the tornado. Then I found myself
staring at an old color photograph of
the Scarecrow, the Tin Man, and
Dorothy, posing in a forest set, sur-
rounded by autumn leaves, and real-
ized that what I was looking at was
not the stars at all but their stunt
doubles, their stand-ins. It was an
unremarkable studio still, but it took
my breath away; for it, too, was both
melancholy and mesmeric. In my mind,
it came to be the very epitome of the
doubleness of my responses.

There they stand, Nathanael West’s
locusts, the ultimate wannabes. Gar-
land’s shadow, Bobbie Koshay, with
her hands clasped behind her back and
a white bow in her hair, is doing her
brave best to smile, but she knows she’s
a counterfeit, all right: there are no
ruby slippers on her feet. The mock-
Scarecrow looks glum, too, even though
he has avoided the full-scale burlap-
sack makeup that was Ray Bolger’s
daily fate. If it were not for the clump
of straw poking out of his right sleeve,
you’d think he was some kind of hobo.
Berween them, in full metallic drag,
stands the Tin Man’s tinnier echo,
looking as miserable as hell. Stand-ins
know their fate: they know we don’t
want to admit their existence, even
though our rational minds tell us that
when we watch the figure in this or
that difficult shot—watch the Wicked
Witch fly, or the Cowardly Lion dive
through a glass window—we aren’t
watching the stars. The part of us that
has suspended disbelief insists on see-
ing the stars, and not their doubles.
Thus, the stand-ins are rendered in-
visible even when they are in full
view. They remain off camera even
when they are onscreen.

However, this is not the reason for
the curious fascination of the photo-
graph; that arises from the fact that, in

the stars’ doubles. Our imaginations !
put us in the Lion’s skin, fit the spar-
kling slippers on our feet, send us
cackling through the air on a broom-
stick. To look at this photograph is to
look into a mirror; in it we see our-
selves. The world of “The Wizard of !
Oz” has possessed us. We have be-
come the stand-ins. A pair of ruby
slippers found in a bin in a basement
at M-G-M was sold at auction in
May, 1970, for the amazing sum of
fifteen thousand dollars. The purchaser
was, and has remained, anonymous.
Who was it who wished so profoundly
to possess—perhaps even to wear—
Dorothy’s magic shoes?

ON being asked to pick a single
defining image of “The Wizard
of Oz,” most of us would, I suspect,
come up with the Scarecrow, the Tin
Man, the Cowardly Lion, and Dor-
othy s-skipping down the Yellow Brick
Road. (In point of fact, the skip con-
tinues to grow throughout the journey,
and becomes a full-fledged h-hop.)
How strange that the most famous
passage of this very filmic film—a film
packed with technical ingenuity and
effects—should be the least cinematic,
the most “stagy,” part of the whole! Or
perhaps not so strange, for this is
primarily a passage of surreal comedy,
and we recall that the equally inspired
clowning of the Marx Brothers was no
less stagily filmed; the zany mayhem
of the playing made any but the sim-
plest camera techniques impossible.

The Scarecrow and the Tin Man
are pure products of the burlesque
theatre, specializing in pantomime ex-
aggerations of voice and body move-
ments, pratfalls (the Scarecrow de-
scending from his post), improbable
leanings beyond the center of gravity
(the Tin Man during his little dance),
and, of course, the smart-ass backchat
of the crosstalk act:

T1IN MaN (rusted solid): (Squawks)
Dorotny: He said “Oil can”!
Scarecrow: Oil can what!

At the pinnacle of all this clowning
is that fully realized comic masterpiece
of a creation, Bert Lahr’s Cowardly
Lion, all elongated vowel sounds (“Put
’em uuuuuuuup”), ridiculous rhymes
(“rhinoceros” and “imposserous”),
transparent bravado, and huge, oper-
atic, tail-tugging, blubbering terror.
All three—Scarecrow, Tin Man, and
Lion—are, in T. S. Eliot’s phrase,



actually does have a “headpiece filled
with straw, alas,” but the Tin Man,
the ancestor of C-3PO in “Star Wars,”
is completely empty—he bangs on his
chest to prove that his innards are
missing, because “the Tinsmith,” his
shadowy maker, forgot to provide a
heart—and the Lion lacks the most
leonine of qualities, lamenting:

What makes the Hottentot so hot?

What puts the ape in apricot?

What have they got that I ain’ got?

Courage!

Perhaps it is because they are all
hollow that our imaginations can enter
them and fill them up so easily. That
is to say, it is their anti-heroism, their
apparent lack of Great Qualities, that
makes them our size, or even smaller,
so that we can stand among them as
equals, like Dorothy among the Munch-
kins. Gradually, however, we discover
that, along with their “straight man,”
Dorothy (she occupies in this sequence
the role of the unfunny Marx Brother,
the one who could sing and look hunky
and do little else), they embody one of
the film’s “messages”—that we al-
ready possess what we seek most fer-
vently. The Scarecrow regularly comes
up with bright ideas, which he offers
with self-deprecating disclaimers. The
Tin Man can weep with grief long
before the Wizard gives him a heart.
And Dorothy’s capture by the Witch
brings out the Lion’s courage, even
though he pleads with his friends to
“talk me out of it.” For this message
to have its full impact, however, it is
necessary that we learn the futility of
looking for solutions outside. We must
learn about one more hollow man: the
Wizard of Oz himself. Just as the
Tinsmith was a flawed maker of tin
men—just as, in this secular movie,
the Tin Man’s god is dead—so too
must our belief in wizards perish, so
that we may believe in ourselves. We
must survive the Deadly Poppy Field,
helped by a mysterious snowfall (why
does snow overcome the poppies’ poi-
son?), and so arrive, accompanied by
heavenly choirs, at the city gates.

ERE the film changes convention

once again, becoming a portrait
of hicks from the sticks arriving in the
metropolis—one of the classic themes
of American films, with echoes in
“Mr. Deeds Goes to Town,” and even
in Clark Kent’s arrival at the Daily
Planet in “Superman.” Dorothy is a
country hick, “Dorothy the small and

meek”’; her companions are backwoods
buffoons. Yet—and this, too, is a fa-
miliar Hollywood trope—it is the out-
of-towners, the country mice, who will
save the day.

There was never a metropolis quite
like Emerald City, however. It looks
from the outside like a fairy tale of
New York, a thicket of skyscraping
green towers. On the inside, though,
i's the very essence of quaintness.
Even more startling is the discovery
that the citizens—many of them played
by Frank Morgan, who adds the parts
of the gatekeeper, the driver of the
horse-drawn buggy, and the palace
guard to those of Professor Marvel
and the Wizard—speak with what
Hollywood actors like to call an En-
glish accent. “Tyke yer anyplace in the
city, we does,” says the driver, adding,
“I'Iltyke yer to a little place where you
can tidy up a bit, what?”” Other mem-
bers of the citizenry are dressed like
Grand Hotel bellhops and glitzy nuns,
and they say—or, rather, sing—things
like “Jolly good fun!” Dorothy catches
on quickly. At the Wash & Brush Up
Co., a tribute to urban technological
genius with none of the dark doubts of
a “Modern Times” or a “City Lights,”
our heroine gets a little Englished
herself:

DoroTHY (sings): Can you even dye my

eyes to match my gown?

ATTENDANT: Uh-huh!

DoroThy: Jolly old town!

Most of the citizenry are cheerfully
friendly, and those who appear not to
be—the gatekeeper, the palace guard—
are soon won over. (In this respect,
once again, they are untypical city
folk.) Our four friends finally gain
entry to the Wizard’s palace because
Dorothy’s tears of frustration undam a
quite alarming reservoir of liquid in
the guard. His face is quickly sodden
with tears, and, watching this extreme
performance, you are struck by the
sheer number of occasions on which
people cry in this film. Besides Dor-
othy and the guard, there is the Cow-
ardly Lion, who bawls when Dorothy
bops him on the nose; the Tin Man,
who almost rusts up again from weep-
ing; and Dorothy again, while she is

in the clutches of the Witch. It occurs
to you that if the hydrophobic Witch
could only have been closer at hand on
one of these occasions the movie might
have been much shorter.

Into the palace we go, down an
arched corridor that looks like an elon-
gated version of the Looney Tunes
logo, and at last we confront a Wizard
whose tricks—giant heads and flashes
of fire—conceal his basic kinship with
Dorothy. He, too, is an immigrant
indeed, as he will later reveal, he is
a Kansas man himself. (In the novel,
he came from Omaha.) These two
immigrants have adopted opposite strat-
egies of survival in a new and strange
land. Dorothy has been unfailingly
polite, careful, courteously “small and .
meek,” whereas the Wizard has been
fire and smoke, bravado and bombast,
and has hustled his way to the top—
floated there, so to speak, on a cloud
of his own hot air. But Dorothy learns
that meekness isn’t enough, and the
Wizard finds (as his balloon gets the
better of him for a second time) that
his command of hot air isn’t all it
should be. (It is hard for a migrant
like me not to see in these shifting
destinies a parable of the migrant
condition.)

The Wizard’s stipulation that he
will grant no wishes until the four
friends have brought him the Witch’s
broomstick ushers in the penultimate,
and least challenging (though most
action-packed and “exciting”), move-
ment of the film, which is in this phase
at once a buddy movie, a straightfor-
ward adventure yarn, and, after Doro-
thy’s capture, a more or. less conven-
tional princess-rescue story. The film,
having arrived at the great dramatic
climax of the confrontation with the
Wizard of Oz, sags for a while, and

.doesn’t really regain momentum until

the equally climactic final struggle with
the Wicked Witch, which ends with
her melting, her “growing down” into
nothingness.

FAST forward. The Witch is gone.
The Wizard has been unmasked,
and in the moment of his unveiling has
succeeded in performing a spot of true
magic, giving Dorothy’s companions
the gifts they did not believe until that
moment that they possessed. The Wiz-
ard is gone, too, and without Dorothy,
their plans having been fouled up by
(who else but) Toto. And here is
Glinda, telling Dorothy she has to



learn the meaning of the ruby slippers
for herself.

Tin Man: What have you learned,
Dorothy?

DoroTHy: . .. If I ever go looking for my
heart’s desire again, I won't look any further
than my own back yard; because if it isn’t
there, I never really lost it to begin with. Is
that right!

GLinpa: That’s all it is.... Now those
magic slippers will take you home in two
seconds. . . . Close your eyes and tap your heels
together three times. .. and think to your-
self . . . there's no place like . ..

Hold it.

How does it come about that at the
close of this radical and enabling film—
which teaches us in the least didactic
way possible to build on what we have,
to make the best of ourselves—we are
given this conservative little homily?
Are we to think that Dorothy has
learned no more on her journey than
that she didn’t need to make such a
journey in the first place! Must we
believe that she now accepts the limi-
tations of her home life, and agrees
that the things she doesn’t have there
are no loss to her! “Is that right”
Well, excuse me, Glinda, but it is not.

Home again, in black-and-white,
with Auntie Em and Uncle Henry and
the rude mechanicals clustered around
her bed, Dorothy begins her second
revolt, fighting not only against the
patronizing dismissals by her own folk
but also against the scriptwriters and
the sentimental moralizing of the en-
tire Hollywood studio system. “It wasn’t
a dream, it was a place!” she cries
piteously. “A real, truly live place!
... Doesn’t anyone believe me:?”

Many, many people did believe her.
Frank Baum’s readers believed her,
and their belief in Oz led him to write
thirteen further Oz books, admittedly
of diminishing quality; the series was
continued, even more feebly, by other
hands after his death. Dorothy, ignoring
the “lessons” of the ruby slippers, goes
back to Oz, in spite of the efforts of
Kansas folk, including Auntie Em and
Uncle Henry, to have her dreams brain-
washed out of her (see the terrifying
electro-convulsive-therapy sequence in
the recent Disney film “Return to Oz");
and, in the sixth book of the series, she
sends for Auntie Em and Uncle Henry,
and they all settle down in Oz, where
Dorothy becomes a Princess.

So Oz finally becornes home. The
imagined world becomes the actual
world, as it does for us all, because the
truth is that, once we leave our child-
hood places and start to make up our

lives, armed only with what we know
and who we are, we come to under-
stand that the real secret of the ruby
slippers is not that “there’s no place
like home” but, rather, that there is no
longer any such place as home—except,
of course, for the homes we make, or
the homes that are made for us, in Oz.
Which is anywhere—and everywhere—
except the place from which we began.

In the place from which I began,
after all, I watched the film from the
child’s—Dorothy’s—point of view. I
experienced, with :her, the frustration
of being brushed aside by Uncle Henry
and Auntie Em, busy with their dull
grownup counting. Like all adults,
they couldn’t focus on what was really
important: namely, the threat to Toto.
I ran away with her and then ran back.
Even the shock of discovering that the
Wizard was a humbug was a shock 1
felt as a child, a shock to the child’s
faith in adults. Perhaps, too, I felt
something deeper, something I couldn’t
then articulate; perhaps some half-
formed suspicion about grownups was
being confirmed.

Now, as I look at the movie again,
I have become the fallible adult. Now
I am a member of the tribe of imperfect
parents who cannot listen to their
children’s voices. I, who no longer
have a father, have become a father
instead. Now it is my fate to be unable
to satisfy the longings of a child. And
this is the last and most terrible lesson
of the film: that there is one final,
unexpected rite of passage. In the end,
ceasing to be children, we all become
magicians without magic, exposed
conjurers, with only our simple hu-
manity to get us through.

We are the humbugs now.

SILVER LINING DEPARTMENT

[From a memo from the Lake Vieze
Cemetery dssociation, in Cleveland ]

To: TrRUSTEES

Re: FinanciaL anD OPERATING REerorTs
For THE FirsT MonTu ExDiNG
Novemaer 30, 1991,

Enclosed are the Financial and Operat-
ing Reports for the period ending Novem-
ber 30, 1991.

November statistics look very good be-
cause of the significant increase in funerals
for the month. We went from 49 funerals a
year ago to 70 funerals this year. It reflects
the affects of the early flu season. The higher
number of funerals accounts for almost all
of the positive variance of $9,000 on the
income side of operations. . ..

We hope that the early positive start will
carry through the remainder of this year.






