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The creature walked through the deserted town of Tristram. Her legs felt 

strange. She was used to sand and rocks; the...grass, she heard...was to much 

for her. They tickled her pawed feet. She heard a noise behind her. A human 

girl ran out from a... what is it...bush. The child, not knowing what this 

creature was or where it came from, ran behind her and clucthed her leg. A 

spike fiend was chasing her. The vile creature jumped at the creature, claws 

extended. The beast was killed with two cracks of her whip. The child looked 

up at the beast which saved her life. The girl child was no older than two. 

She had long, blond hair and brown eyes. Her light blue dress was ripped and 

tattered. The creature had pointed ears, paws, and legs that bent forward and 

then backwards. "What are you?" said the girl, "Uh, who are you?" "I am 

Charon," said the monster, "The saber cat." "Sabercat? But, you come from the 

desert, don't you?" "Yes," said Charon, her tail going limp. "I made the 

mistake of going through some portal to get away from..." Her voice went low. 

"Diablo. He changed my sisters into monsters. I was the only one to get 

away." Her tail was dropping lower than it seemed possible. "Picha Pichara," 

said the girl in amazement. A monster with a heart. 'Picha Pichara' meant 

'Spell of Apocolypse', but she didn't know that. She thought it sounded cool, 

so she said it she was surprised. She looked at Charon. She was humming a few 

bars from 'Come Sail Away'. "I'm..." began the girl. Her voice dropped when 

Charon looked at her with burning voilet eyes. "Hortence. Your eyes are 

purple!" "Oh," said Charon, "It's a birth defect. Hortence, huh?" she bent 

down and picked up the edge of Hortence's dress. "You need new close. And a 

new name. Look at me." Hortence didn't look at Charon, but she looked at her 

hands. Her hands were more like paws than hands. Charon lifted Hortence's 

head to her eyes. Hortence looked into Charon's burning purple eyes, and 

Charon looked into her dull green ones. "Jeroba." Charon dropped her head. 

Hortence looked surprised. "Jeroba?! What kind of name is Jeroba?!" "A saber 

cat name. It was my mother's na.." She startled, then dropped onto her knees. 

Well, she fell onto the ground, and some of her weight was on her knees. Most 

was on her toes. "MOTHER, I'M SORRY! I WILL FIND A WAY TO SAVE YOU, NO MATTER 

WHAT COST..." Her voice quieted. "Humans by my side if I must." She picked up 

Horte...Jeroba in her arms. She carried her to a very tall blue distortion in 

the ground. A town portal. "Come with me." She put Jeroba down onto the 

ground and pushed her towards the portal. Leroba stopped in front of the 

portal. A huge blue cloud on the ground, unmarked, unidentified, not knowing 

what it does. Jeroba didn't want to go through. Charon pushed her gently with 

the back of her paw. She ran her claws through Jeroba's hair. Jeroba suddenly 

felt confident. She stepped through. Her body seemed to fell distorted, her 

very core vibrating like crazy. She couldn't see. She couldn't hear. She 

couldn't breathe. She started to panick. Where was she going? Where did it 

lead to? Jeroba wanted to run, to hide, back to her mother. But she couldn't 

move. Her feet were planted on the ground. She felt around for a door. An 

opening. ANYTHING! "HELP ME!" she cried, "HELP ME! I WANT MY BLANKIE! I WANT 

MY MAMA! MAMA! MAMA!" She screamed like crazy. She yelled. She hollered. 

Then, she felt fine. Something told her, "Canyon of the Magi." "Canyon of the 

MAGI!" she repeated, half-crying. She felt herself being pushed by an 

invisble hand. She felt light, saw sunshine. Her eyes flung open. She saw 

herself looking into the eyes of a vulture. She jumped back. It wasn't a 

vulture. It was a vulture demon. She turned her head around, quickly. Three 

rogues and a tentacle beast were there. A spirit was floating nearby, and it 

had six arms. She screamed and tried to run back into the portal. She bounced 

off Charon's leg. The creatures laughed. Charon looked down at her. "You 

should have known that I come from a desert. Portals don't work unless you 

know where you are going." "Well, you should have told me! I don't know my 

deserts!" "Ssssheeeee hasssss the atitititititude offfff a t-t-t-t-twelve 

yeeeeeeeearrrr old-d," said the vulture demon. "She is a bewitched," said the 

tentacle demon. "She can't be," said the spirit, "She is young. The bewitch 

makes you older." "But the spell can go wrong," said the three rogues there, 

each taking a turn speaking. They heard a noise. They turned towards it. A 

barbarian was there, ready to rip them apart. Charon jumped in front of the 

barbarian ready for battle. The barbarian swung his ax. Charon dodged the 

slow attack and slashed the barbarian across the stomach. He screamed and ran 

off. "Do you know what we have to do around here to stay alive?" she said, 

turning to Jeroba. "We have to guard ourselves from people who could bew our 

allies, yet they think we're...possossed or something!" "We need your help. 

You have sorceress blood in you, and we like sorceresses." "Youuuu c-c-can be 

v...v..v-v-v-very help-ful in oouuuurrrrrrrr quessssssssssss-t." "One 

question," said Jeroba, after being interrupted by the rogues and vulture 

demon, "But, what is the 'bewitch'?" "The bewitch is a spell which ages your 

body prematurly, but your mind is the same," said the six armed spirit, "You 

have that spell in reverse. You stay young." "But..." "BUT NOTHING!" boomed 

the tentacle beast. You will aid us on our journey!" Jeroba stared.

