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Take Me Back to Oz

By anonymous female


As soon as I saw the movie, I knew I wanted to become Dorothy. I would lie in my bed at night dreaming of yellow brick roads and lunchbox trees. Dorothy didn’t have holes in her heart. But then again, I bet she didn’t have a jackass like “Mandi” for a neighbor, either.


Mandi and I used to be best friends; we would do everything together. I didn’t really have many adults in my life at the time because my dad was always at work and my mother was in and out of the hospital with my brother all the time. “Jack” was what they call a “mirror baby,” which means that his heart is on the wrong side of his body. So I looked up to Mandi like she was the older sister I never had. She was my idol and taught me everything from riding bikes and applying mascara, to how to deal with boys. Her parents even treated me like I was one of the family.


I had a pretty normal grade school life, full of fun times and great friends. My closest friends were “Sue,” “Brad,” and “Jim.” We were inseparable. All through junior high we hung out, and when it was time to graduate from the eighth grade, we were all so sad to leave. Sue, Brad, Jim, and I decided that we needed to leave school with a bang, so we decided to throw a pool party at Brad’s house. It ended up being a blast and we all started tearing up a bit when it was time to leave. Brad and Jim walked Sue and me home when the party was over, since I lived right down the street. We had to cut through Mandi’s yard, which I hadn’t visited in years, in order to get home. I’m not sure how it happened, but all of a sudden, Brad was trying to take off my suit and Jim was sticking his hand down my pants. I kept yelling for them to get off, but they just wouldn’t listen. It was if they couldn’t hear me. Sue just stood there the whole time. She didn’t even say a word. After they were done with me, Sue and I walked the rest of the way home in silence.


Over the summer I lost touch with Sue. The more I thought about the incident, the reasons I stopped hanging out with Mandi started coming back to me piece by piece. I remembered things that I didn’t want to, like Mandi telling her cousin to drop his pants and making me draw it on the easel. Or how her whole family used to sit down and watch whatever porn was on TV that night. Or how I forgot about all my fantasies of becoming Dorothy. I decided when I was young I would rather be a stripper, a much more profitable job.


I don’t know how I forgot about everything that happened at Mandi’s, but I wished those memories had never come back. It made me remember how I was not only abused by Mandi and my friends, but also by my cousin “Josephine.” That is something I’m still not comfortable talking about, even after three years of therapy. I’ve a lot to deal with since that fateful night of the pool party, things I’m still dealing with now. Sometimes I wish I could just forget about everything that has happened. I wish I could be Dorothy and travel to Oz where the only thing you have to worry about is flying monkeys.

