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When you’re thirteen and your sister is just a year younger, it can be both good and bad. It’s hard for me to be my own person because Jennifer copies whatever I do, trying to be exactly like me. If I wear my long, black hair in pigtails, then she wears her brown hair in two French braids. When I wear a white tee with black short shorts, she does too. I have my favorite black gym shoes—she has hers. Because we are only a year apart, we’re also like best friends who hang out, like we did most days after school, doing homework and relaxing in the family room. On that particular day, I had just finished my algebra homework and settled down to turn on the TV. Jennifer still wasn’t done with hers, but my Mom already knew that.

“You need to finish your Latin homework, Jennifer.” Mom looked over my sister’s shoulder at her work, and slyly added, “You should probably go to your room.” 

“Got it,” Jennifer answered softly. 

“Do your best work,” Mom replied, then focused her teddy bear brown eyes on me. “Christina, ten more minutes of TV. After that, you can come help with dinner.”

“Okay, Mom. Ten more minutes!” I called back, stretching my arms out lazily.

Five minutes later, a commercial came on the television screen—an advertisement for a place called Sabbath-Land.

“Welcome to Sabbath-Land!” the voice on the TV announced in a spooky voice. “A new amusement park for certain kids...of all ages! Cast the Evil Witch Spell and have some fun at Sabbath-Land. But remember! You cannot enter Sabbath-Land unless you cast the evil witch’s spell first! First, visit us online...”

I jumped up and flung open the door to Jennifer’s room. “Jennifer, Jennifer! Guess what?” I tried to whisper. “I just saw this ad for a place called Sabbath-Land. It looks really fun. We should go! All we need is something called an ‘Evil Witch’s Spell?’ I don’t know. It’s on their website.” 

I went to the computer room and started typing...Sabbath-Land.com. Jennifer followed.

It was the first thing that popped up. 

“Voila!” I selected the “MAP” page, which printed out the spell. 

I began reading the introduction. “‘Welcome to Sabbath-Land! In order to enter the Sabbath-Land, you need to go inside your lowest bathroom in your house.’ Okay,” I said. “‘Be sure to take a flashlight! Close the bathroom door. Then, you must turn extinguish every other light and point the beam of the flashlight toward the ceiling. Say these words out loud in front of the mirror.’” 

I handed Jennifer the paper, and she read out loud: ‘I rose and rise and enter Sabbath-Land to the power of the witch and pledge I rise and step forward twice to enter.’ That’s silly!” Jennifer rolled her eyes. 

“Of course it’s silly,” I said with a giggle. “But it’s just for fun. Let’s go to the guest bathroom and then—”

“Hold on!” my younger sister interrupted. She raised her hands, hesitating. “Let’s think about this. What you’re talking about doing. Is this evil? Is this an evil land? Are we making the right decision?”

I laughed again. “Really? Are you kidding? You don’t actually think this is going to work, do you? It’s just for fun. Come on. We’ve come this far. Might as well give it a try.” 

Jennifer sighed. Then she reached into the top drawer of the computer desk and grabbed a flashlight; we always kept flashlights around in case the power went out. “Okay, but if something bad happens, don’t blame me. It won’t be my fault because I warned you.” Then Jennifer gave me her classic I-have-a-secret smile. “We should hurry.” 

When I took her hand, we quietly passed through the hallway and dashed down the stairs and into the bathroom. 

“Shhh! Do you want Mom to hear us?” I whispered.

My sister held the flashlight as I held the paper pinched between my two fingers. 

When Jennifer flipped on the flashlight, I quietly closed and locked the door. In the pitch blackness, we stood in front of the gigantic bathroom mirror, holding just the flashlight. Jennifer lowered it to the piece of paper and we repeated the words—speaking slowly and in muffled tones. 

“I rose and rise and enter Sabbath-Land to the power of the witch and pledge I rise and step forward twice to enter.” 

A dim green light flickered in the mirror. 

Crrra—-craaacckk!

I watched the mirror split into rectangles, and green light leaked from the place where the wooden frame held it to the wall. Then, the frame split! Another beam shattered the mirror into a shower of splintered glass. Jennifer and I were clinging to each other as the shiny pieces flew everywhere.

“AHHHHHHHHH!!!” We screamed as a scaly-faced witch appeared where the mirror used to be. With greenish, reptilian skin, she was dressed in a black robe, and her blue, gleaming eyes seemed to outshine everything else. 

Around us, the floor started to fall away. The tiles tore off the bathroom floor and disappeared into darkness and the room buckled, as if it was only held up by the green light oozing from cracks in the wall.

I could feel the breeze on my face.

Jennifer dropped the flashlight just as the witch took hold of it and shined it on her ghastly face. She laughed at our expressions. She didn’t try to hurt us, though. 

She could have.

She smiled. “Come here! Take my hand and follow me,” the witch said. Her hand was also green and scaly with black fingernails—curved and sharp. 

I didn’t want to, but I did it. I took the witch’s hand just as Jennifer grabbed mine. The witch was strong enough to lift us off the ground and pull us into the storm. 

We might have been screaming, but we couldn’t even hear ourselves. The wind was too loud. Flying, or falling, faster and faster—I grabbed my sister’s hands tighter. 

We passed into the center of the cyclone, soaking wet. I still held on to the witch’s hand (not that I could have let go, even if I wanted to). There was nothing to catch me, however. I could feel cool droplets on my face.

The witch turned to me, her eyes as bright as blue diamonds. “Tell me, truly. What are you, Christina?”

Instantly, I was unafraid, so the words fell out of my mouth: “Honest, true, free, brave.”

The witch grinned. “I have seen it. You are an eagle. Now, Jennifer, what are you?”

My sister was ready: “Loyal, thoughtful, kind, and a good friend.”

“You’re a wolf. That is what you are!” The wind began to build in intensity as she carried us into the cyclone. “GIRLS! SHUT YOUR EYES!!'' cried the witch. 

We did as she said. But then I felt my hands—they were empty. I opened my eyes to see the witch had vanished from sight. And, as we realized that we were alone again, we no longer felt the rush of flying. 

No. That’s because we were in free fall! 

In the darkness, we saw the outline of a great bird’s wings...it was a brown snake eagle the size of a car. It flew directly under me. A black wolf appeared to run on the wind, and it positioned himself underneath Jennifer. 

“Let me go!” I shouted.

Still plummeting, I landed on the eagle’s back and wrapped my arms around its neck. Jennifer did the same, clambering to take hold of the beast’s shoulders, until she had a firm grasp of her wolf’s neck. 

Finally, everything was still. The wind stopped rushing. Unfortunately, it was raining hard. 

I looked over at my sister, curious. I never thought of her as a wolf. “Canis Lupus,” Jennifer said. “It’s a Timberwolf!” 

“What’s mine?”

“The scientific name for the brown snake eagle is Circaetus Cinereus. Accipitridate bird family.”

“Someone is paying attention in Latin.”

Looking around, we found ourselves in a field of wild grass. We couldn’t tell if it was dawn or dusk. It was a relief to be out of the cyclone, but before we knew it, rain was pouring down on us. My pigtails felt heavy and full of icy water. Though I could hardly see anything, I held onto my eagle as it started flying towards a faraway gate. Jennifer’s wolf came loping after. 

Seven minutes later, we had dismounted, and my sister and I were faced with the large, stone gate—dark grey with metal bars. It was clearly closed and locked. However, there was also a sign was stamped in tall, unsteady letters:
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