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Author’s Note

 


The Wizard of Oz has remained a classic story
for years, and it certainly will remain that way for many years to
come. However, as with all classics stories from the past, LGBTQ+
people were invisible at best and comic relief at worst. Of course
this doesn’t take anything away from The Wizard of Oz, and
it doesn’t make the story any better or worse. It’s simply a fact
that can’t be disputed, and society has reached a point where it
can at least be recognized as a fact.

With that said, The Wizard of Pride isn’t
paying homage to The Wizard of Oz, and it’s not laughing at
it either. It’s simply a parody, with a certain amount of
good-natured sarcasm, and it’s a work of fiction that suggests what
might have happened if Dorothy had been a young gay man named
Darius who woke up and found himself in a place called The Land
of Pride instead of The Land of Oz. It’s more of a
tongue-in-cheek account with references to gay culture and
realities we know nowadays that weren’t even conceived in the year
1939, when the film was made. For example, the main character,
Darius, lands in a place called Pride, he meets a beautiful
fairy princess who’s really a man in drag, and he sets off to find
The Wonderful Wizard of Pride who lives in a place called
The Rainbow City, where all people are equal and no one is
judged for being LGBTQ+. Of course there’s a love story and there
is erotic escapades, however, it’s also a celebration of all the
achievements that have become realities for LGBTQ people since the
original Wizard of Oz was first introduced to the world. And
most of all, it’s total fantasy that never would have been
published anywhere in 1939.

Even though the trope is still the same, the
characters, the dialogue, and the situations aren’t the same
because they’re all geared toward gay culture and what it’s like to
always be living on the outside looking in. At times it’s campy and
at times it’s serious, but there’s always that underlying message
of the need to feel love and to be accepted.

I do hope you will enjoy this re-imaging.

Ryan Field, Pride 2021
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Chapter One

 


On late summer afternoons, Darius Krasner would meet
one of his secret male friends in the old abandoned barn out at the
Riggleby Farm. These guys were farm hands, all young men he’d known
for a long time. The Riggleby Farm hadn’t been occupied since the
late 1920s and it was the safest place for Darius and his secret
friends to gather. Darius lived on another farm on the outskirts of
a small town in Kansas named Uranus, and in that rural setting it
wasn’t easy to be himself. For fear of shame, ridicule, and
judgment, Darius lived a quiet life and never took chances with his
reputation in Uranus. And even though he was only 22 years old,
he’d learned the meaning of the word discretion the first time he
saw a pair of pink high heels.

One quiet dusty afternoon in August 1939, Darius and
his secret friend, Jasper Evans, were rolling around naked on a red
plaid blanket at the back of the old barn at the Riggleby Farm when
Darius heard a noise. At first he thought it was a rodent, or maybe
even a bird. It sounded as if something had knocked into a loose
board and there could have been any number of explanations, so he
dismissed it completely as insignificant. No one knew they were
there. He was too busy at the moment to care, and he rolled over on
his back and spread his legs so Jasper could climb on top of him.
Darius had two other special friends he met at the barn, but Jasper
was his favorite. He was tall, with dark wavy hair, and lanky. His
hands were the size of dinner plates and his penis was even more
impressive. He would have been perfect if only he’d been able to
overcome his insecurities. As handsome and kind as Jasper was, the
slightest thing could set him to stammering.

As Darius spread his legs wider, he reached for
Jasper’s shoulders with both hands and Jasper entered him slowly.
Jasper slid in deeper and Darius heard another noise, and this time
the noise was followed by a sudden gasp and a piercing scream.

Jasper stopped moving, but he was still deep inside
Darius’ body. They both looked up at the same time and Darius saw
Agnes McCain standing over them. She had her palms pressed to her
flat skinny chest, her eyes wide, and her pinched pie hole of a
mouth was wide open. She glared at them and said, “I knew it. I
knew you were up to no good in here the minute I saw you two
perverts sneaking around this farm a few weeks ago, Darius. And
look at you, Jasper Evans. I’m sure your daddy is going to love
hearing this story.”

Jasper pulled out of Darius fast. He jumped up from
the old red plaid blanket so he could find his pants and he left
Darius flat on his back, naked with his legs still spread. As he
reached for his pants, Agnes McCain took one look at his erection,
she lost her balance, and she fell back against the wooden support
beam.

While Jasper pulled up his pants and looked around
for the rest of his clothes, Darius got up from the blanket, pulled
some hay out of his hair, and grabbed his pants. He’d left them
dangling on a hook near a rusty old shovel. He’d forgotten where
he’d left his underpants and he didn’t waste time looking for
them.

“Oh my God,” Jasper said. “I can’t believe this
happened. What are we going to do? My daddy will kill us both for
this.” He was stuttering so much it was hard to make out what he
was saying.

Darius pulled up his zipper and said, “Calm down,
Jasper. Everything will be okay. There’s nothing to worry about.
You’re fine, so just take a deep breath.” He knew Jasper only
stuttered this way when he was extremely nervous about
something.

Agnes McCain stood up straight again and squared her
back. “Oh yes, there is something to worry about, you sinners. I’m
going to expose you two sinners to this entire town, and then to
the entire county, and you’re both going to have to repent for the
sins you’ve committed here.”

“Oh my God,” Jasper said, again. His face was red,
his entire body was trembling, and there were beads of sweat
dripping down the sides of his face.

Darius already knew about poor Jasper’s fears and
issues and he didn’t want to make things any worse, so he reached
out to Agnes and started to beg. “Please, Agnes. Don’t tell anyone.
Oh please, don’t tell. No one else has to know about this. I’ll do
anything you want. I’ll work for free for you. Anything. You just
name it. But don’t tell anyone about what you just saw.”

“Oh no, Darius,” she said. “I’ve seen you
sneaking in here with those other two boys, too. I’ve been watching
you very closely, Darius. Last week I saw you and Eddie Franklin
slip in here when you thought no one was watching, and then a few
days ago, while everyone else was at church on Sunday, I saw you
sneak in again with Tommy Petersen. I couldn’t figure it out at
first, but now I know what you do in here. Just how many other guys
have you been sneaking around with in here, that’s what I’d like to
know?”

Jasper stopped and gaped in Darius’ direction.
“You’ve been meeting Eddie and Tommy in here, too. Well I didn’t
know that.” He was so nervous he continued to stutter. In
fact, on a good day when he wasn’t stressed at all he often
stuttered. “I thought I was the only one you met up with in
here.”

Agnes McCain laughed. “Apparently, Darius likes to
take care of all the young men he knows.”

Darius wasn’t officially in a relationship with
anyone and he’d never felt the need to explain himself to the men
he fooled around with on the sly. He had to be discreet for obvious
reasons. Jasper, Eddie and Tommy all worked on his family’s farm
and he’d been fooling around with them, individually, for years. He
shifted his gaze to Tommy and shrugged. “I didn’t think you’d mind.
After all, you’re engaged to be married to the Laughlin girl and I
never said anything about that. I never expected anything from you.
I don’t owe anyone any explanations.”

“Degenerates, that’s what you are,” Agnes said.
“You’re all a bunch of sick perverts and I’m going to expose you
all.”

At that point Jasper’s hands started to shake again.
He turned and started running. Darius tried to call after him but
he didn’t stop. Jasper ran out of the barn and down the dirt road
without giving either of them as much as a backward glance.

Darius turned to face Agnes. “Look what you’ve done
to him. Please don’t say anything. Please, please don’t ruin our
lives. If this kind of thing were to get out we would all be
ruined, and so would our families.”

In one of her more dramatic moves, Agnes lifted her
right arm and started to shout the worst pejoratives about men like
Darius. The words faggot, queer, homo, and fairy spewed from her
twisted old mouth. They were sharp and they cut to his very core,
and she shamed him beyond anything he’d ever known. Her wrecked
voice reached such a painful level of shrillness that Darius’ dog
jumped out from behind a rusty old tractor and locked his jaw
around Agnes’ left arm. Darius knew that Sparky wasn’t going to
bite her, or harm her. He was simply tugging at her arm to get her
to stop screaming at Darius.

Agnes froze and said, “Get this vicious beast off of
me or I’ll have him put down.”

Darius had found Sparky on the side of the road a
few years earlier, thin as a spike and so weak he could barely
stand up. He’d been abandoned and left to die alone. As far as
Darius could tell, he was an American Pit Bull, black and white
with more white than black. He was also the calmest, quietest dog
Darius had ever encountered and didn’t have a hint of meanness in
his entire body. Darius’ aunt always laughed and said Sparky was
the kind of dog on which field mice would rest because they knew
they were safe. However, Darius also knew that Agnes despised all
dogs and cats and she was known to scour the county looking for
strays that she could put down. She’d even been pushing the town
council in Uranus to appoint her the official dog catcher.

“He won’t hurt you,” Darius said. “He’s just trying
to make you stop screaming.”

She screamed even louder. “Get this beast off me,
Darius. You know how I feel about dogs.”

Darius was fully clothed by then so he went over to
where she was standing and tugged on Sparky’s collar. He glanced
down at Sparky, as if Sparky could understand every word he spoke,
and said, “That’s enough. I’m fine. Let go of her.”

Sparky released her arm, looked up at Darius, and
barked. Darius rubbed his head and said, “Good boy. It’s okay now.
You didn’t do anything wrong.”

Agnes shook her arm and said, “Oh no it’s not
okay, Darius Krasner. That vicious beast attacked me. He tried to
kill me. After I tell Etienne and Nicola what he did, I’m going to
tell them what I saw you doing this afternoon with that Evans boy,
not to mention the fact that you’re trespassing on my property.
I’ll tell them about the other men, too, and about everything.”

Darius shot her a look. “This isn’t your property
yet, Agnes. You know that Etienne and Nicola have been trying to
purchase it for years.” Etienne and Nicola were Darius’ aunt and
uncle and they’d been the people who’d raised him from the time he
was an infant. After his mom and dad died in a tornado that tore
the entire county apart, Etienne and Nicola took him in as if he
was their own. Even though he referred to them in a casual way as
Etienne and Nicola, he thought of them as his mom and dad and there
was nothing he wouldn’t do for them.

Agnes lifted her chin and said, “Well I just came up
with the money, a cash deal, and it’s going to be my property very
soon and there’s nothing you can do about that.” Agnes was the only
real estate agent in Uranus and she already owned more than half
the town. Although she sat in the front row at church on Sunday,
and she sang holy songs the loudest, she’d been known to evict
families from their homes for missing one rent payment, closing
down businesses for missing a mortgage payment, and evicting senior
citizens who couldn’t even afford their medications. She had the
most notorious reputation in the county for being ruthless and most
people were terrified of her. If Agnes set out to ruin someone, she
usually succeeded. Of course there had been rumors about crooked
deals she’d made, and situations that suggested she’d done criminal
acts in real estate, but no one could ever prove anything and she
knew that.

She was also peculiar and eccentric. She wore black
dresses and tailored black waistcoats that she’d had since the
Edwardian era, she never wore make up or jewelry, her black hair
was always pulled back in a tight little bun, and her nose
resembled a parrot’s beak. As she turned to climb onto to her
bicycle she sent Darius a glance and said, “When I’m finished with
you people I’ll not only own this farm, I’ll own your farm, too.
I’ll run you and your people out of this county.”

“Please don’t say anything about what you saw
today,” Darius said. He squared his back and looked her in the eye.
“I swear on my life I will do anything you want. I’ll work as hard
as I can for you and never charge you a nickel. If you say anything
about what you saw you’ll be ruining so many lives you’ll never be
able to live with yourself.”

“Oh I’ll be able to live with myself because I have
morals and good old-fashioned religion on my side. You’re the
pervert. You’re the one who’s been seducing those other young men.
They all have girlfriends and you’re the only one who doesn’t. I’ve
heard about your kind before, Darius. And you’ll repent for this if
it’s the last thing I do.”

This was true. Jasper, Eddie, and Tommy were all in
relationships with local young women and Darius was the only one
who’d never even dated women. He couldn’t help it if he wasn’t
wired the same way they were. He’d never been able to fake his
feelings. The other guys had been able to find a way to date women
and rationalize their attraction to Darius at the same time. And
Darius had never asked for anything emotional from them. His
relationship with each one of them had been nothing more than
physical and he’d never expected more from them. He’d always been
very pragmatic that way and he’d learned to live without love or
romance in his life. He’d learned to settle for occasional
affection, with a man on top of him in a dusty old barn. In 1939,
men like Darius didn’t have the same chances or opportunities that
men who were attracted to women had. As long as he was discreet and
minded his own business, no one ever asked any questions. He also
suspected he wasn’t the only so-called bachelor living in a small
rural town in the middle of America.

As Agnes peddled away from him, he called after her
and said, “What can I do? There must be something I can do to make
you rethink exposing all of us this way. You’re right. I’m the one
to blame, not the other guys. Just tell me what you want.”

She stopped peddling and turned to glance back at
him with a wicked expression. “I want that beast of a dog put down,
and then maybe I’ll think about keeping our little secret, at least
for the time being. And on top of that, I won’t say anything about
the other men you’ve been sinning with. I’ll leave them out of this
out of respect for their families. But you will owe me, and it
starts with that beast of a dog. It’s your choice.”

“Oh you can’t mean that,” Darius said. “Sparky
didn’t hurt you. He simply tried to calm you down. He didn’t bite
or even rip your jacket. He’s the gentlest dog I’ve ever known.” He
took a step forward, as if to shield Sparky.

“Oh yes I do mean it,” she said. “That’s my
deal, take it or leave it. Your beast of a dog for my silence, and
you and your friends are safe from being exposed... for now.” Then
she turned and started pedaling again. “Now I have work to do. I
have to collect the rent over at the Marshal Farm, but I’ll be
around to your place to take that dog later this afternoon. You can
count on it.”

As she disappeared on the dusty, uneven road, Darius
looked down at Sparky and smiled. He was the only real friend
Darius had ever known and he’d helped get him through some of the
darkest hours of his life. He couldn’t imagine what he would do
without Sparky and he couldn’t let Agnes take him away like this.
But more than that, even if Agnes didn’t say anything about what
she’d seen Darius and Jasper doing that afternoon, she now had
information on Darius she could hold over his head for the rest of
his life. There was no telling what she might do in the future. He
would never be free of her now, and he would never close his eyes
again without worrying that she might expose him.


Chapter Two

 


When Agnes was gone, Sparky looked up at Darius and
licked his hand, as if he understood everything that had happened
and he was trying to console him. Darius glanced down at the dog
and smiled, and then he went down on one knee and put his arms
around him. He hugged him tightly and said, “We have to figure this
out, Sparky. We can’t let that mean old woman take you away.”

Sparky licked his face, and then Darius stood up to
head back to his farm. The air was thick and hot and the sky was
darker than he’d seen it in a long time. It was so humid his
T-shirt was sticking to his chest and he wasn’t even perspiring
much. They were long overdue for rain and Darius knew the weather
could become violent that time of year under these conditions. He
tapped his thigh and said, “C’mon, Sparky, we’d better get back
home and find Etienne and Nicola and warn them about Agnes McCain.
They won’t allow Agnes to take you away from me.”

As if he were trying to tell Darius he agreed, the
dog barked and they both set off toward the farm in a slow jog.
Darius didn’t want to waste a moment in his quest to save Sparky,
and he wasn’t even sure what he was going to tell his aunt and
uncle when he did get home. He’d been lying to everyone… including
himself… all his life about who he was and what he wanted to be. He
knew he’d never grow up and marry a woman and have a family like
other men. He knew he was different from other men and it wasn’t
just about sex. Sex was only part of who he was. The feelings he’d
been hiding his entire life went much deeper than just sex.

The only way out of this mess with Agnes McCain was
to tell the truth, which he was planning to do that afternoon the
moment he returned home. He would tell his aunt and uncle that he’d
been the one who had seduced the other guys and they were totally
innocent. He didn’t want to be responsible for ruining the lives of
Jasper, Eddie and Tommy, and most of all he didn’t want to lose his
beloved dog, Sparky. He wasn’t sure how Etienne and Nicola would
react to this news about him seducing other men, or even if they
would understand. He was hoping they would support him and stand up
to Agnes McCain, but he wasn’t expecting anything. He’d grown up
with so much shame and self-loathing he wouldn’t have blamed
Etienne and Nicola if they threw him out of their home and disowned
him completely. And he knew there was a strong chance they might do
just that.

A few minutes later, they reached a dirt road that
would lead them to the barn where he knew Etienne and Nicola would
be working to prepare for the approaching storm. The sky was
growing darker and the air had become dead still, a sign of
troubled times ahead. On a farm there were routines and patterns
that had to be followed, especially when it came to the animals.
They had to be sheltered and protected, and equipment had to be
stored away properly. Darius’ own mother and father had perished in
a twister and his family had almost lost the entire farm that
day.

He rounded a corner and found Etienne and Nicola
fixing a fence where they kept the goats. “Etienne, Etienne,”
Darius called out, “Something’s happened and I have to speak to you
right away. It’s terrible. It’s the worst possible thing that could
ever happen. It involves that mean old Agnes McCain, and something
that happened this afternoon. We have to talk this minute.”

Etienne handed a hammer to Nicola. S he didn’t even
look up at Darius. “It’s okay, dear. We’re very busy right now with
this storm coming. We can talk later.” She was a short woman with
long gray hair pulled back into a chignon. Her knee length calico
dress was bunched up around her waist, like all her other dresses
do, especially now that she had grown a little thicker around the
middle in the last few years.

She clearly didn’t realize how serious this was.
“But Etienne,” Darius said, “this is bad. This is very, very bad.
Agnes McCain wants to take Sparky away from me and put him
down.”

Nicola finished hammering a nail into the fence and
said, “She’s the nastiest old woman I’ve ever set eyes on. I
wouldn’t worry about her.” Nicola was portly, and he’d lost most of
his hair by now. He had a tendency to pull his pants up above his
waistline and belt them just below his chest. There was nothing
confrontational about Nicola and he usually deferred to Etienne
when it came to family matters of this nature.

“But you don’t understand,” Darius said. “I really
have to talk to you. She means business this time and she wants to
take Sparky away and have him put down. There’s something you need
to know about me. We have to talk.”

Etienne still hadn’t looked up at him. She was
checking other parts of the fence to make sure they were secure
enough for the goats. “We’ll talk about this later, Darius. We have
too much work to do right now. Stop being so dramatic, again. You
know how you get sometimes, dear. Always dramatic. Just calm down.
We just don’t have time for histrionics at the moment. We’ll sit
down and talk later over a nice cup of tea.”

They were always telling Darius he tended to be too
dramatic, but this time it was different. He threw his arms in the
air and turned in the opposite direction. He could see it was
pointless to continue speaking. They were working hard and he knew
he’d never get them to listen. He also knew it was pointless to ask
if he could do anything to help prepare for the storm. His aunt and
uncle had coddled him and spoiled him to the point where he’d never
done a day of manual labor in his life. They’d been strict in the
sense that they expected him to perform in school and plan for his
future. They wanted him to go to college and make something of his
life. This was part of the reason why they’d never expected him to
do manual labor on the farm. He did have chores, and he worked hard
doing his share. He was expected to work inside the farm house
doing things like washing and ironing sheets and cleaning floors.
He knew how to cook, how to clean an old stove, and how to bleach
the tile grout. But for some reason he’d never been able to totally
understand, they would not allow him to do any farm work
whatsoever. They told him it was for his own good and he never
complained. They’d been so good to him. They’d made it clear that
they didn’t want Darius to live the same lives they’d led.

He loved them so much he couldn’t argue with them
anymore. He knew he would have to tell them everything eventually
and he didn’t want to make their lives more difficult than they
already were. So he headed toward the barn to see if he could help
out over there, where Jasper, Eddie and Tommy would be. They would
let Darius help. Etienne and Nicola thought nothing of paying part
time help to come work on the farm, but they still wouldn’t allow
Darius to do a single thing when it came to manual labor.

This is why he had to talk to them, and to explain
the entire situation so that Agnes McCain wouldn’t destroy them all
first. He headed toward the barn where the other guys were working
and decided he would tell his aunt and uncle everything as soon as
they stopped working outside.

He found Jasper heading in his direction. He was
pulling a wagon that had to be stored safely in the barn. The
instant Jasper saw Darius he stopped walking and began to stutter.
He was still so worked up about Agnes catching them together that
he stuttered so much it was difficult to understand him. “Darius
this is bad. I can’t let this get out. If my family and my
girlfriend find out, I’m done. What we were doing was wrong. I’m
not like you.”

“I’ll take care of everything,” Darius said. “You
have nothing to worry about, Jasper. Stop thinking about it. I’m
going to take the blame for everything. I’ll tell them I seduced
you and it was all my fault. She has no proof about Tommy and Eddie
so they have nothing to worry about either. You’re the only one and
I’ll make sure I take all the blame. I don’t mind.”

“Are you sure? You don’t mind?” Jasper asked, as if
he didn’t know how to react.

Darius nodded. “I’m sure. I don’t mind taking the
blame. Right after I tell Etienne and Nicola I’ve decided I’m
leaving Uranus for good. I’m taking Sparky with me. I don’t have
any other choice. It’s the best thing to do for everyone. You’ll be
okay. I promise.”

“You’re a great guy,” Jasper said. He was still
stuttering, but now Darius could at least understand him.

“So are you, Jasper, and don’t you ever forget
that,” Darius said. He thought it was important to say this aloud.
“You’re a great guy, too, and we didn’t do anything wrong. And no
matter what happened, no matter what horrible people like Agnes
McCain say, I want you to remember that. Do you understand? We did
nothing wrong.”

Jasper glanced down and shook his head. “I
understand, but the rest of the world doesn’t understand.”

Darius looked at him and frowned.

Then Jasper turned and pulled the wagon toward the
barn, with his head down and his jaw clenched, and Darius went down
to see what Eddie and Tommy were doing near the old chicken
coop.

He found them boarding up the side of the chicken
coop to protect the chickens from the approaching storm. The sky
was getting darker and they were working fast, but joking around at
the same time. They knew nothing about what had happened with Agnes
and Darius wasn’t going to tell them. They were in the same
situation as Jasper, with girlfriends and families. Darius saw no
need to worry them. If Agnes did mention their names to anyone, and
if she did make any accusations, Darius would call her a liar to
her face. She’d never seen Darius do anything with either Eddie or
Tommy, and she couldn’t prove a thing. Of course Darius had been
with both of them and they’d always been discreet. This was their
private business and no one else had to know about it, and if he
had to lie for survival he would do that.

When they glanced up and saw Darius approaching,
Eddie smiled and said, “There he is. We’ve been wondering where
you’ve been. Looks like bad weather is coming.”

Eddie was the friendly one, and he was incredibly
smart. He was tall and lanky, with reddish blond hair and broad
shoulders and he’d always treated Darius with absolute respect.
Darius trusted them both and he didn’t think it would hurt if he
told part of the story. “It’s been awful today. Agnes McCain and I
got into a scuffle and Sparky grabbed her arm. He didn’t hurt her.
He just wanted to stop her from screaming at me. And you know how
she feels about dogs. She hates them. So now she’s coming over here
this afternoon to take Sparky away and have him put down.”

Eddie shook his head. “That mean old bag. Someone
should take her away and put her down.”

Tommy glanced up from what he was hammering and
asked, “What are you going to do, Darius?”

Darius shook his head. “I don’t know, guys. I’m
probably just going to run away. I’ll leave town and take Sparky
with me.”
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