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Out in the Everglades in Florida, miles from civilization among the Palms and Oak trees, sits a rustic cabin. This is the home of Osceola Walkingstick, AKA. The Catman. The cabin is a simple structure, made from the logs cut from the Cabbage Palm, roof set with hand strewn Cedar shakes. There is no electricity, phone, or running water, He lives the way his ancestors lived. Hunts for his food only when he need to. Gathers water from a spring he has located not far from his cabin. The only signs of modernization are his 4x4 Chevy pickup parked along side the cabin. There is a smoke house a short distance away, built similar to the main house except that it is made from Hickory logs instead. A small wisp of smoke is coming from the chimney. Osceola is sitting in a rocking chair on his porch. He is writing in his journal. Writing: “Well it’s been about 10 years since I became “Catman” and I thought it about time I wrote it down and close that chapter of my life.”



10 years ago I was a normal human man. Being of Seminole descent I lived off the Earth, letting God and Her to guide my life. The way my ancestors lived had always appealed to me. Nature had always been my friend. It had provided for me well. One day, I was deep in the Everglades. I was out hunting with my bow, looking for game. I had just come across the tracks of a deer; by the size and shape of the prints I could tell that it was a big Buck. By the depressions of the track I estimated his weight to be about 170#. Just above average for Florida, and big enough to feed me for a month. Being part Seminole, I was used to hunting alone, stalking and tracking. I followed the trail for three hours. Picking up the hoof prints, broken twigs, overturned rock, anything that would tell me which way he went. I came across an Oak thicket, and there he stood. He was a magnificent ten point buck, and as I surmised about 170# of good meat. I sneaked up to the thicket till I was about 35 yds away. I removed an arrow from my back quiver and notched it on the string. Just as I started to pull back a terrible screaming came from my right. Alerted, my deer spooked and ran off. Disappointed at my missed opportunity I decided to investigate the noise. What I saw will haunt me for the rest of my life.



When I came to the area were the scream originated, I saw a pack of four wolves attacking a female panther and her two cubs. I was in shock, “wolves in Florida, that can’t be” I said to myself. The mother panther was doing her best to fight off two of the pack, but they turned and twisted with such speed she was greatly outmatched. The cubs, I had noticed, had dug themselves into a hole under an uprooted tree. The other two wolves were doing their best to get at them. They were feverishly clawing and scratching the ground around them. The female had taken several hits and was in bad shape. One of the wolves that were after the cubs had gotten one in its teeth when I came to my senses. I still had the arrow notched on my bow so I drew it back and fired it at the wolf. The arrow struck the ground millimeters from its paws. He dropped the cub and he and the one next to it looked up and ran off. What happen next still terrifies me, one wolf that was attacking the female STOOD UP on its hind legs and came toward me. Quickly I notched another arrow and fired, striking the wolf in the chest. Instead of falling it went back to all fours, breaking the arrow on the ground, and ran off. I turned back to the commotion just in time to see the last wolf slash the female viscously with its claws. The blow opened a huge terrible gash in the female’s belly. I fired a third arrow hitting that wolf in the side, but like the other one, instead of falling it simply ran off. I ran over to where the female lay, her body was broken and bleeding. She had numerous gashes on her flanks and muzzle, not to mention that gaping wound in her abdomen. I sat down next to her and cradled her head in my arms. She looked up at me with her beautiful amber eyes, as if to say ‘thank you for trying, but it’s to late.’ She licked my hand and then closed her eyes and died in my arms. I let out a long sorrowful scream, more akin to a howl. For the panther is my Spirit Guide and I could do nothing for her. I set her down and went to where the cubs had been. I could see one was already dead but the other one had only minor cuts and scrapes. I buried the mother and one cub, and then took the other cub, a male, home to my cabin.



After about two weeks the cub had healed well, or so I had thought. One early evening I was preparing his and mine supper. I knelt down to give it to him saying, “Come on boy here you go”. The cub backed away with a strange look in its eyes. It was almost like rabies but not quite. I reached for him and he slashed me in the arm. It was bad; four deep cuts, narrowly missing an artery. The cub ran off into the swamp. I cleaned my wounds and dressed them, “I’ll stitch theses later after I go find him” I said to myself. I tracked him till well after sunset. I found his body lying under a fallen Cabbage Palm. He was dead. Sadden I picked him up and examined him. Not a mark was on his body, though his front paws were contorted slightly, like he had arthritis. As to what killed him I do not know. I prayed to God that He guide the cub back to its mother and sibling, and then buried him. It hurt me deeply that I was not able to save him, My Sprit Guide. I went back to my cabin and proceeded to stitch my arm. About 2 weeks had passed and my arm had healed nicely. I had kept the stitches small enough to have minimal scarring. I felt fine till one day a pain hit my gut like a freight train. I got sick to my stomach and real feverish. None of my healing potions or herbs had worked. So I drove into town to seek medical help. The trip was horrendous, every bump I hit felt like a sword digging in to my stomach. I finally reach town and drove to the doctor’s office. I had occasionally gone to this doctor, because unlike other modern doctors, this one didn’t laugh at my ‘home remedies’. The receptionist looked up a when I walked in and said “Well hello Mr. Walkingstick, how are you today?” “Amy, knock it off would I be here if something wasn’t wrong. I need to see Doc. right away.” Just then Dr. Barker stepped out ”Osceola, what’s wrong.” He was genuinely concerned. “I don’t know Doc. I got this terrible pain in my stomach. I know it’s not my appendix since I already had that out.” He sat me down on the examining table and said, “Well take of your shirt and we’ll have a look”. He examined me thoroughly, drew some blood and had a driver take it to the lab immediately. That got me worried. “What is it Doc.” I said. “I’m not sure Osceola, I’ve sent that blood down to be tested stat. we’ll have the results in a couple of hours. Right now here’s some painkiller, to ease the cramps.” As we waited for the test results he noticed my arm. “What happen Osceola?” he inquired. I told him only about finding a panther cub and how it slashed me. “Well, that might have something to do with your affliction now. Oh very nice job in suturing yourself up.” The test result came back showing a high level of strange bacteria in my blood. Dr. Barker looked at the results and said, “Hmmm, this is very strange, the lab has never seen this before. Well I’ll prescribe a strong antibiotic and painkillers for you.” I drove out; stopping to fill the prescriptions, then drove home.



Well everything seemed to be going fine. The antibiotics took care of what ever it was that was ailing me. The pain in my stomach was gone and had not returned. I went back to Dr. Barker only once for a check up, and when the test came back he was puzzled, “well it seems that the bacterium are still there but no longer attacking your system. I think I can give you a clean bill of health Osceola. But if you have any problems come and see me OK?” I told him I would and went home. Well weeks went by, no problems occurred so the incident was all but forgotten from my mind. I continued to hunt the Glades, and the neighboring swamps. Everyone always made fun of me cause I did not mind getting wet, in fact sometimes going out of my way to cross a swamp. I always kept an eye open for that strange wolf pack that had attacked the panther. But no other sign of them was ever found. I went out again one day to try and get some game. I was looking for some tracks when of nowhere came a black bear. It wasn’t very big, only about 200#, but the claws coming out of its paws were enough to get my adrenaline going. I was looking for a tree to climb when suddenly my hands and stomach cramped painfully. I screamed at the top of my lungs. It felt like my hands were turning inside out! I dropped my bow and looked down at them, they were contorting into a shape more like a paw, and tawny fur was growing on my arms. The bear hearing my scream lumbered off not wanting any part of something that could make that horrendous noise. I sat down knowing I had to get calm. I closed my eyes, controlled my breathing, and relaxed and finally the pain subsided. I looked at my hands, they were normal and the fur was gone. I had considered going back to Docs. But then I knew whom I had to go to. He is a friend of mine who I had seen grow fur before. His name is Bayson Wolfie.



I didn’t know how long I was going to be but I knew it was going to be a long time before I came home. So I prepared my cabin for a long absence. I emptied out my smoke house, putting some into coolers to take with me, the rest I scattered out into the Glades. If I could eat it then some of the animals would have something to eat. I was sure though to place the meat far enough away as not to create problems later with unwanted visitors. I then barred my cabin up, more to keep bears out than people, and drove to the airport. I was never one that liked to fly so during the flight a couple of times I felt my adrenaline surge and small pains in my hands. I forced myself to relax because the last thing I needed was to grow fur on an airplane 23,000 feet in the air. We landed fine and debarked. I rented a car and drove off to where Bayson lived. A place called Werewolf Mountain. As I pulled up to his house a human male came out of the door and stood there. I stepped out of the car and he immediately recognized me. “Osceola!!” he shouted, and ran down and hugged me. We had been friends for some time. “How are doing you sly dog, what are you doing here? How’s the Everglades?……..” a ton of questions were pouring from his mouth. “Whoa, whoa buddy” I said. “I’m here because I have a problem, and I think you might be able to help.” He released the hug and looked at me with deep concern. “What kind of problem my friend” I could tell by the look in his eyes that he was deeply worried.

                               “Lets go inside and you can tell me all about it” He lead me into his home, “Go ahead and sit down and make yourself comfortable, I’ll brew up some tea” He knew that I liked hot tea, especially when I was nervous. “Well….” I began, “It started in the middle of the year…” And I relayed the entire story of what happened in the Glades to him. I didn’t hold back one detail. As I told him he didn’t once interrupt me, or disbelieve me. He sat there taking it all in. He leaned back in his chair and looked deeply into my eyes. ”Yes I think I know what you’re problem is” he hesitated a bit. “What?” I said, “For the love of pete tell me!” He considered me for a moment then sighed “Okay, but prepare yourself you may not like what I have to say. Its like a blessing and a curse rolled into one ball.” He took a drink from his cup then continued. “You’ve got abilities now that you’ll have to control, or they will control you. From what you told me, that pack of wolves was no ordinary wolves.” I looked at him astonished as he continued. “It appears that you’ve been exposed to Lycanthrope.” I was in shock! “You mean like men turning in to Werewolves and such like you?” He held up his hands, “Well not exactly like me. You know I got my abilities from drinking water from a hidden cave, that water changed my molecular structure allowing me to turn werewolf.” He paused to let this sink in. “Have you had any strange feelings like this on a full moon?” He asked me. “No. After I had finished the pills and the pains went away. Then there was the encounter with the bear. And the couple of close calls on the plane.” He thought about it for a moment. “Yes it defiantly sounds like you attacked a pack of werewolves you insane knuckle head.” “That would explain why the ones I shot didn’t die, for only silver or magical items can harm werewolves.” I said all excited. “Yes that’s right and it seems you’ve got the actual disease. It appears that the antibiotics had halted the diseases spread through out your body. So instead of it totally destroying you. You have control over it.” He finished his tea then looked at the clock “Well it’s getting late. Tomorrow I want to try a few things with you. But for right now lets get some rest.” He led me down the hall into a little room. “I’m sorry its small but it’s the only spare room I’ve got.” “That’s ok. It’ll do.” I assured him. As I got ready for bed, my thoughts kept going back to that day.

                             I was sure I would be able to sleep, but it took a while to get there, then I started to dream. In my dream I was once again facing the werewolves but this time they didn’t run away. They gathered together and attacked me as one unit. Then the female panther had gotten up and stood on her hind legs and attacked. Under the barrage of teeth and claws I was torn apart. I woke up with a gasp. Sat bolt right up in bed sweating and panting. I walked silently to the bathroom, making sure that I did not wake Bayson. I washed my face off and looked in the mirror. My face was untouched, not all cut up like my dream. I made my way back down the hall and climbed back into bed. The rest of the night was thankfully peaceful. The next morning found me standing outside in my shorts, watching the sunrise. It was all part of my morning routine. I had always liked to get up and watch the sun come up, and to thank God for my life, Family, and friends. I’d always felt blessed with the life that God has given me. And that still was true even today. Although I’d been struck with this affliction I couldn’t help but think that God had wanted me to do something with it, or else He would not have given it to me. Bayson came up behind me and placed a hand on my shoulder, “Beautiful, isn’t it.” He said, smiling at me. “Yeah, down in the Glades, when it comes up over the palms is when I like it most. It reminds me that God is still in control and guiding us.” Bayson looked up at the sky with a big smile on his face “Yeah, that He is.” We stood there and watched the sunrise for a solid hour. Finally he turned to me and said “Come on, its time we got underway.” We started walking through the woods that surrounded Werewolf Mountain. 

                              We walked for about an hour when Bayson stopped and turned to me. “Ok now comes the hard part. We need to test the extents of your abilities.” Bayson steps back and transforms to his werewolf form. “You know Bayson, that still unnerves me when you do that.” I stated. “ Well you might have to get used to it, wont you?” “Yeah, I guess so” I chuckled. Bayson got serious and looked at me. “Ok, now I want you to try and become a werewolf. Close your eyes and think ‘Wolf”” I closed my eyes and pictured in my mind of becoming a werewolf. Nothing happed. “Osceola, anything happening? Any feelings, sensations, anything?” Bayson asked. I shook my head “No nothing, nothing at all” “Hmmmmm, I was so sure that it would work” Bayson replied. He shook his head in disbelief. “Maybe it needs some outside stimulation. All of a sudden, with a quickness I never knew he had, Bayson turned and leaped at me with his teeth barred and racking with his claws. Being part Indian and fairly good in judo, I side stepped him, grabbed the arm closest to me, and twisted till he was thrown of balance. He fell in a hump, then got up and leaped again. I wasn’t quite as prepared as the first time, so when I went to step back I tripped and Bayson landed right on top of me. He growled and snarled and went for my throat. I didn’t have the strength to stop him. His jaws closed around my throat, then stopped. He released me and got up helping me up as well. “What the heck were you doing!!!!” I shouted. “Did you feel anything?” he asked with a puzzled look on his face. “No” I replied. “Man I was so sure something would happen.” He said shaking his head. I placed my hand on his shoulder, “Nothing happened probably because deep down I knew you would never do anything to really hurt me.” As I sat down beside him he looked at me and smiled. “Your right, I wouldn’t but I tried to make I realistic.” He chuckled lightly. “That you did my friend, that you did.” We both sat there on the log resting.

                             When out of nowhere, came charging a huge grizzly bear. This was nothing like the bear I’d encountered back in the Everglades. This was a full-grown 700# grizzly, and he was mad! He must have scented Bayson when he transformed into his werewolf form. Bayson leaped up off the log, almost knocking me over, and jumped between the bear and me. “Osceola, get out of here! I can handle myself while I’m a werewolf!” he shouted. Bayson leaped and twisted around the bear so fast that the bear couldn’t touch him. I jumped up looking around for a tree when suddenly the pain hit me. It was so fierce that I dropped to my knee clutching my stomach. “AAAAAHHHHHHH, BAYSON!! AAAHHHH THE PAIN…. IT’S BACK!!!!!!!!!!!” Bayson stopped and turn just in time to see me transform. My hands contorted into paws, on the end of my fingers were appearing retractable claws, tawny fur started to cover my body. My mouth and nose came together to form a bifurcated muzzle, small rounded ears appeared on the top of my head. My irises of my eyes formed slits and a tail grew from my backside. Bayson just looked on in shock, ”Osceola is that you?” “RRRRWWwwwwwooooooolllllll” I tried to scream but that’s all that came out. Suddenly the bear back swiped at Bayson catching him in the chest knocking him away about ten feet. The bear’s claws had just missed him. I roared and leaped up on to the bear’s back latching on with teeth and claws. “RRRoooooowwwwwllllllll” I roared again. The bear, startled, stood up on his hind legs. He shook his entire body throwing me off. Bayson then leaped up and slashed at the bear’s face with his claws. He put three long gashes right across the bears nose. I got back up and leaped again. This time the bear saw me as I came flying through the air and slashed me with his claws. He raked me good down my flanks. “YYYEEEEOOOOOWWWWWLLL” I hollered. I still could not speak. Bayson jumped back in front of me and shouted as loud as his werewolf’s voice could shout. The bear was taken aback; suddenly not sure of him self anymore he turned and lumbered back through the forest.

                             Bayson then turned back to me, almost crying, “Osceola, are you ok? Man don’t die on me.” I licked his hand and laid my head down. The Bayson’s eyes grew wide when he saw the cuts on my flanks slowly disappear. I shakily stood up. Bayson happily grabbed me in a hug. “Osceola your all right!” I tried to tell him I was ok, but all that came out was “mmrreeoowwll” It was so frustrating that I couldn’t communicate. But Bayson being werewolf I knew he would be able to follow body language. “Osceola can you understand me?” he questioned. I flicked my ear in affirmative and licked the side of his face. He released the hug and grabbed the sides of my face and said “Osceola I don’t know how to tell you this, but you are a panther.” My face must have registered shock because he started to chuckle “So cat like” he said. “I saw you transform” he continued, “That’s why it didn’t work before. I was trying to get you to change into something your body was not. OK now calm down and think about becoming human again.” I sat down on my haunches and relaxed. My heart rate started to slow down as well as my breathing.

                             I could feel my adrenaline fall. The pain hit me again, not the severe pain of before, more likes a dull ache. My body started to transform back to human. My paws became hands once again and the fur disappeared. With the transformation complete, I stood up shakily and Bayson led me to the log where I sat down. “OH WOW!” I exclaimed when I finally caught my breath. “That was awesome! I actually felt like a panther, yet I still had the reasoning mind of a human.” I explained. “The only problem was I couldn’t communicate, I couldn’t talk to you” Bayson looked down the trail, “This is new to me. I mean I never was able to turn to full wolf.” He turned back to me, “I’m sorry, but I don’t have all the answers. All I can give you now is speculation.” Bayson sat down next to me. “OK, lets review some facts. One- you only turned panther when you got excited. Two- you could not communicate. And Three- you still had a reasoning mind.” As he pondered the facts a moment I asked him “Why didn’t I turn to a werepanther?” Bayson glanced at the ground and said,  “I don’t know. Well I think the reason it didn’t work before is I had you think of an animal your body was not familiar with. It appears that the lycanthrope mutated when it was transferred to the cub then to you. Maybe it has to do with the fact that your doctor gave you that medication.” He looked back at me “As far as not being able to communicate, you did a far job with the body language. It seems to me that because you are a panther, you don’t have the vocal capabilities of speech.” He continued with his explanations, “And of course you will still have your reasoning, though you might want to be careful and not give in to total animal instincts. They might take over and run out all reasoning.” He cautioned. “Ok, now I want to see if you can transform willingly.” I looked at him with a little fear in my eyes, “I don’t know if I can Bayson” I looked away from him. “Oh come on Osceola, I’ve never seen you back down from anything.” I raised my head, “You’re right I’ve got to know what I can do.” Determined I relaxed and closed my eyes. “Ok now this time think about being a panther.”



I closed my eyes and relaxed. “OK, panther, panther” as I did a strange feeling came over me, a sense of calm. I could feel my body start to transform but the pain that was there before was absent, just a weird feeling of change. Once again I morphed into a panther. Oh it was great, my senses became highly acute. I noticed smells, and sounds I had never before. I ran around investigating everything. I leaped up into a tree and started climbing. I could feel the animal instincts trying to take over, but it was not difficult to suppress them. Bayson watched with amusement “OK. OK time to come down now.” He shouted. I climbed down and ran up to him. Rearing up on my hind legs I placed my fore paws on his shoulders. “OK.OK I like you to” He laughed. I got down and morphed back into a human and just started babbling. “Calm down man” Bayson chuckled. “Oh Bayson, it was great the smells, the sounds…Oh man it was incredible, and the pain.. There was no pain!” I kept going on and on till Bayson raised a paw. “Hey easy, maybe that’s because the first time your body tried to fight it. Then afterward you did it willingly. So your body accepted the change. I told you it would get easier. As for the heighten senses, of course your gonna have them, you’re a panther. Now come on lets go home we’re done for the day.” Bayson transformed back to human and we walked back to his house, I was babbling all the way.



The next few days found us testing out my panther abilities. We would go out into the forest and track deer, and other animals. We’d spare with one another, play hide and seek to test my new senses. We determined, after those first cuts and some ‘incidents’ that my lycanthrope gave my fast healing abilities. We are assuming that silver and magical items will harm me, though neither one of us wanted to try it.  We just had a lot of fun with it. One day a couple of people came over and when Bayson saw whom it was he transformed to werewolf before they came in. This kind of puzzled me but I didn’t pry. “Tanner, Sheba, How you all doing. Nice to see you” He said as he opened the door. The one called Tanner came in first and kind of looked at me strangely. Sheba followed and when she saw me she startled back “ Oh I’m sorry Bayson. I didn’t know you had company. We could come back later.” “No, no, its alright. Tanner, Sheba, this is Osceola.” Basoyn replied. “My fiend I told you about a few times.” Tanner and I shook hands and he said, “Yes, I remember now, you’re the one that’s lives down in Florida. Glad to meet you.” Sheba spoke up giggling, “Bayson said you like to live rough, off the land and all.” “Yeah, I guess that’s me.” I shot a look to Bayson and he just hung his head down. “That’s ok Bayson she’s right I do like to live rough. Its always appealed to me. I’m glad to meet you too, though I am getting a little intimidated by you guys.” I said. Sheba just smiled and said, “That’s ok Osceola, and it’s all right to be a normal human.” Bayson just smiled and said “That’s not exactly true now is it Osceola? Why don’t you show them?” “Are you sure Bayson?” “Sure go ahead.” I got up and stepped back and morphed into my panther form. It had gotten real easy to do now. Sheba and Tanner just looked in amazement. “Wow, that’s awesome!” I morphed back to human “Yeah it is, the only problem is I can’t communicate. I don’t have the vocal capabilities for speech.” Sheba eyed me real close “Have you tried to transform to a sapien form?” I looked at Bayson wide eyed. “Ahh, no I haven’t. We never really thought about it.” Sheba walked up to me a looked into my eyes deeply. “I believe you can if you try. Nothing to lose.” “That’s right.” I said. I stepped back and closed my eyes. At first I went to full panther. Sheba knelt down and said, “Now think about standing and becoming sapien.” I complied, I concentrated and the next thing I knew my rear legs lengthened a little, my arms reshaped some, my fore paws became more like hands, but still had the claws. And I STOOD UP! Sheba and Tanner looked on at the transformation with delight. Sheba exclaimed, “I was right! You could do it. A real Cat Man” “Catman, I like the sound of that. Mind if I take it as my traveling name Sheba?” I stopped just realizing I spoke. Bayson rolled his eyes at my ignorance when he realized why I hesitated “Of course you’d be able to talk in this form. Look at us we all can talk.” “Yeah you’re right it just sort of took me by surprise.” Sheba just giggled. “No I don’t mind at all Catman. It does have a nice ring to it. Here have a look at yourself.” She brought over a mirror to me and I looked at myself. I was astounded! I was basically humanoid in form with tawny fur all over my body. A white patch of fur went from the lower part of my muzzle down my chest. My head looked kind of like a normal panther’s, small rounded ears on top of my head, a bifurcated muzzle. And my tail was still present. All in all I was about 7’-0” tall with another 42” of tail. I flexed all four sets of claws. They were beautiful. “I guess I’ll find out later what these guys will cut through.” I looked over to Sheba and Tanner “Thank you so much. I don’t think I’d ever have thought of this. But how’d you know I could do it?” “No problem, I have always been able to ‘look’ inside someone.” She said. Tanner and Sheba hung around a few days helping Bayson train me in my new powers. My claws were super strong. I could cut through sheets of steel! My overall strength was tremendous as well, able to lift enormous amounts of weight.



So the time came for me to go home. I stood at the door with my lone duffel bag, in human form, shaking hands with Tanner, Sheba and Bayson. “Thanks once again for your help. I don’t know what I’d done with out you.” “No problem, it was our pleasure.” Said Bayson. “Make sure now you keep in touch.” “It was a real pleasure to meet you, Catman,” said Sheba. “Yeah, If you need anything else just let us know,” Tanner added. I shook their hands again and then went to the airport. This time though I didn’t have any episodes of fright. The days went by after I got back home. I often went out as a panther to do my hunting instead of using my bow. I still hunted with my bow but it was more fun to hunt as a panther. Several times though I had to dodge researchers out trying to tag panthers. It was funny; the dogs would catch my scent and start chasing me. I would run until I knew no one saw me then morphed to human. The dogs went crazy, the people would ask me if I had seen a panther around. I’d say no and went on my way. I was careful not to use my panther-sapien form outside of my cabin. I sure as heck didn’t want people coming around starting something like the Skunkape syndrome. But I did keep in practice around my cabin. That’s when I started to notice strange things happening. I’d be doing something like cooking and want the garlic powder, and bam, there it was. Objects moving by themselves and such. I also started having a feeling like I was in a static electricity field. Unnerved a little I drove into town to call Bayson. “Hello?” “ Hey Bayson its Osceola.” “Hi Osceola, heh, or should I say ‘Catman’” “Yeah right, Listen I got a question to ask you. When you first turned werewolf, did you ever experience anything weird like stuff appearing out of nowhere, or things moving by themselves?” The line grew quite as Bayson thought about what I’d said. “No Osceola, I’ve never had any of that happen to me. I don’t know what to tell you. I’m real sorry bud.” “That’s ok Bayson. I know another friend that can help me. He is a shaman for the Blackfoot tribe in Montana. This smacks of magic and he’ll know how to help.” Bayson replied, “That’s good. Again I’m sorry I couldn’t help. Well let me know how things turn out ok? Bye.” “I will Bayson you can be sure of that. See you later bye.” After I got off the phone with Bayson I arranged for a trip to Montana.

                            When I got off the plane I pulled my coat closer around me cause it was cold! I looked up and there he was, Noakana Eagle Speaks. He hadn’t changed a bit over time. He stood there in his shaman robes and ceremonial headdress. I walked up to him and clasp his shoulders “Noakana, old friend how are you and how did you know I was coming?” He returned the grasp “You cannot hide such things from the Dream world. And I believe it is I who need to ask ‘How are you’?” He pointed to a couple of horses “Let us depart this place, and go back to my home.” We mounted up and soon were riding north through the woods. We did very little talk on the way, and soon we came up to the Blackfoot Reservation. Noakana led me to his cottage. “Now then Osceola, my brother from the south. Or should I be calling you ‘Catman?” He looked at me smiling, to show me he already knew about it. “Tell me about these strange abilities that you have acquired.” I was shocked at first, and then I remembered whom I was with. “So you dream walked and found out huh?” I told the story of the panthers, then of Bayson and his friends helping me. “Sounds like you have some very great friends indeed to take it upon themselves to assist you.” The whole time I was talking, he was making tea. He handed me a cup and I took it. “Now drink, it will make you feel better.” I drank the tea, and started to feel dizzy, my eyes fogged and I got very tired. I looked at Noakana and saw his eyes closed as he chanted. I knew then that I was going to Dream Walk. When my eyes started to focus, I could see we were in the middle of a forest. Shapes started to form around us. Spirits of our ancestors, past chiefs and shamans. They gathered around us, I could make out now that they were chanting. One figure came up to me, I recognized him, for it was Noakana’s great grandfather whom I’d only seen in painting. He looked deep into my soul, and regarded me carefully. I was awestruck and honored to meet a man of his caliber. He spoke to Noakana and I, “Osceola, you are not of the Blackfoot, but you are welcome here. You have been given special abilities. Abilities that have opened the doorway to the Mystical world to you. Understand that with this power comes responsibility. Use it wisely, and never for selfishness. Noakana Eagle Speaks, You are chosen to teach this one the arts and ways of Shaman.” After he spoke the area fogged up and the spirits were gone.

                            I woke up in a cot next to a small warming fire. Noakana was already preparing breakfast. “Dream walking can take a lot out of you, can’t it?” he asked chuckling. I placed my head in my hands, “Yeah, I feel one heck of a hangover.” We ate breakfast quietly, just recalling the events of last night. Finally Noakana spoke “It appears that I have an apprentice.” He looked at me grinning. “So the first lesson will be on how to clear you mind and focus. To access the mystic arts you must have a clear mind.” “Nokana, even after I acquired the ability to transform.  No magic happened while I was in human form, nor while I was panther, just in my sapien form.” “It appears that this sapien form is what opened the door. Then that is how it shall be, you must first become this panther-sapien to use your mystical powers.” “Osceola, if you train well and learn what I have to offer. You would become an even greater Shaman than I.” I looked at Noakana in disbelief, “No, that cant be. I cant be that powerful.” I said. Noakana held up his hand at my outburst. “After you were brought back, I was shown this. Your affliction has given you access to the magical realm more readily than even I can access.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, stronger than Noakana? It just didn’t seem possible. “But remember with this power come great responsibility. Always use it for the good of Mankind.” So I became Noakana’s apprentice. At first he had me doing menial tasks, like cleaning up the cottage, working in the garden and such. If I had not had that first vision I’d swear he was taking advantage of me. But I learned later that this was all part of learning responsibility. Noakana would take me out to the mountain and we would meditate. One day I was thinking about the communication problem I had while I was a panther. Noakana sensed this and asked, “What troubles you my young friend?” “Well I keep thinking that when I’m in panther form I can’t talk to anyone. I still have my human mind, but just don’t have the vocal capabilities.” He looked around and closed his eyes. I felt something weird in my mind, like another presence. “Ahh, I see, I know what you need to do. Change into your panther form.” I didn’t know what to think, but I complied. I transform into my panther form, and sat there looking at him with my blue eyes. “Can you understand me?” He asked. “Mmrreeeeooowwllll” was all I could say. I flicked and ear in affirmative to tell him that I could understand him. “Good, now you have been exposed to great powers. That will be able to help you communicate, but in a way you don’t yet understand. Open you mind to me.” I tilted my furry head to one side as to say ‘I don’t understand’. “Yes open your mind try to mind say your words to me.” I felt kind of stupid but I did what he said. I relaxed my mind, and pictured Noakana, then I ‘thought’ in his direction ~Noakana can you read me~ He looked at me and smiled ~Yes I can, and now you can communicate. You had it all along, It was just that you did not know it~ I jumped back swishing my tail nervously ~Whoa I heard you in my mind!~ ~Yes, all you had to do was open your mind. This so called disease has given you great gifts.~ I transformed back to human and just sat there astonished. “Well now that that problem is solved, shall we go back to meditation?” I chuckled and relaxed once more.

                           I trained under Noakana for three years, learning all he had to teach me. Noakana often said he never had an apprentice quite like me. Wanting to learn so much. One day we were out on the mountain practicing some small exercise skills, when I looked up to the other ridge. I saw some wild apple trees. I glanced over at Noakana, “How bout some of those apples Noakana? We’ve been working pretty hard, I think we could use a break.” He smiled over to me, “Very well Osceola, go get some.” I started to walk down the ravine to go to the other side when Noakana stopped me. “Time to learn to use some of your powers. Think about going to the other ridge.” He calmly said. I looked back over to the ridge. I transformed to panther-sapien and closed my eyes. I concentrated and a chant formed on my lips, and I disappeared. I reappeared right next to the apple trees. I couldn’t believe it. I picked some apples and ‘teleported’ back to Noakana. He just smiled at me and said. “Well done, I am proud to have you as an apprentice.” “Now, I feel it is time for your final lesson and gift.” I looked at him strangely “What gift Noakana?” I asked. He looked at me, “I was visited last night, you have done well in your training. You are to be rewarded, I have no more to teach you.” “But Noakana” I smiled “ I know you never stop learning.” “Very good you passed the test of wisdom. When a shaman proves he is worthy, as you have done, The Great Spirit bestows a “gift” to him.” He closes his eyes and chants, and a Spear appears in his hands. “This was my ‘gift’. The Water Spear, It will find or produce water anywhere. Now close you’re eyes and concentrate. Focus on my grandfather, He will guide you” I did as he asked, and closed my eyes. I thought about that first Dream Walk, and Noakana’s Grandfather. A fog grew through out my mind and I could almost see him. He was standing there before me chanting. I don’t know why but I felt the need to repeat his words, though I did not understand them. As I uttered the chant my hands, seemingly on their own, formed patterns in the air. Static electricity suddenly surrounded me and in my hands appeared a Bow. 



Noakana’s eyes widen. “Osceola, You have been truly blessed. The Great Spirit has given you one of the most powerful of ‘Gifts’, The Thunderbolt Bow.” I examined my ‘Gift” closely. It seemed like an ordinary enough bow. It was a Long bow, heavily engraved, but the peculiar thing was the absence of a string. As I ran my hands over the engravings I felt a strong power in it. As Noakana watched me look over the bow, a voice inside my head said, “Draw it back.” I glanced at Noakana, but some how knew it wasn’t him. Feeling a little foolish I grabbed at where the string should have been and was amazed. A magical string appeared! As I drew it back I could feel it about 70# draw, but it had no stacking. It felt like I could hold it forever. An arrow formed onto the shelf, an arrow of pure energy. Noakana looked over and saw a deer about 80yds away. He pointed over to it, “Shoot him Osceola..” I let down my Thunderbolt, and looked at him in disbelief. “Noakana, forgive me, but we do not need the meat or skins.” I questioned. Never before had he wanted to needlessly kill an animal. “Why would you want me to kill him?” Noakana smiled at me, “Yes, you have been chosen wisely. You are courteous and forthcoming, yet you are not afraid to question something that goes against your beliefs. Fear not Osceola, for the deer will not be harmed, but you need to understand the power which you now possess.” Still not understanding, but trusting what Noakana had told me, I drew back once again. The arrow formed and this time I aimed and fired, a shot that I normally wouldn’t have taken. The arrow flew true, right to the target, behind the front shoulder of the deer. Instead of running off as what should have happened with that shot. The deer just simply fell. Noakana looked at me and smiled, “Now lets go and take a look.” We walked down and over to where the deer lay. As we approached I could see that the deer was still breathing. I knelt down and felt the deer’s side; his heart rate was normal! I looked up at Noakana with puzzlement. He just stood there “That is right Osceola, the deer still lives. He is just in a state of unconsciousness. He will awaken in a few hours.” “But how did that happen?” I asked. “That was the Lightning arrow. It can disrupt any electrical field it comes in contact with, including brainwaves. With time and practice you will be able to control the length of time that your victim remains unconscious. You will also learn how to create arrows for different functions as well. The key is focus and control.” “Now lets return home, he will be fine.” Noakana turned to lead the way home. I felt the deer once more to make sure he was all right. I felt myself enter its mind. It was basic animal thought but had tremendous fear as It was hit by the arrow. I felt real bad so I reached in with my mind and soothed its thoughts carefully. I got up and turned to go. I could see Noakana had gone ahead a little ways, when suddenly I saw him slip on some loose rocks and fall down the ravine! “NOAKANA!!!!!!” I shouted. Without thinking I teleported to where he had landed. I examined him and found him in very bad shape, broken ribs, punctured lung, and internal bleeding. I started to cry, He was my mentor, my teacher, and my friend, and he was going to die, right there in my arms, just like the female panther. I couldn’t take it; I lifted my voice upward, “Oh Great Spirit, Guider of our ancestors, please hear my pleas. Let me help him, grant me the power to save him.” I prayed. I placed my paw-hand on his chest and cried. Then suddenly I felt a power, my eyes began to glow, as did my hand. The glow went into Noakana’s body. I could ‘feel’ the bones knitting together, the internal wounds closing. He slowly opened his eyes and looked up at me. Weakly he said, “You defiantly have been blessed by the Great Spirit to have healed me. Thank you my Friend.” When he felt strong enough to move we went home, fixed some tea, and rested.



A few days later Noakana said, “Osceola, ‘Catman’ you have earned the name. There is no more I can teach you. Now you will learn on your own experiences. Remember what you have learned here. And please don’t forget me.” I grabbed him in a big hug “Noakana I could never forget you. Thank you for all you have done for me.” We saddled up the horses and rode to the airport. We hugged again and then I boarded the plane. All during the flight I thought about what I had learned and were this was taking me. It was a lot to comprehend so I just trusted God to guide me. I didn’t go right home, but instead stopped off at Bayson’s place. Bayson saw me walking up the trail and came running toward me. He was in werewolf form. “Osceola!” he shouted, “How you been! I haven’t heard from you for three years. Where you been keeping yourself?” We hugged and continued walking. “Remember that friend that I told you about back then?” “Yeah, ah.. Noakana Eagle Speaks right? You said he was a shaman?” “That’s right, well I’ve been with him all this time.” I explained. “He was teaching me the ways and arts of being a shaman. Remember those strange things I said were happening?” He nodded his head as we reached his house. As he opened the door to lets us in Sheba came running out. “Bayson, what’s gotten into you, why did you run…..” She turned and saw me. “Oh hi Catman.” She smiled showing me she had not forgotten. “You must be the reason he bolted out the door.” “Yeah I just got into town, I’ve been away, and I haven’t even been back to Florida. Man it’s going to be great to get back. I just wanted to stop in and fill you all in on what’s been happening. I still owe you guys for everything thing you have done for me.” Sheba made a dismissive gesture, “Catman, you had some problems that’s all. We just did what friends were supposed to do. Now tell us what’s been going on with you these last few years.” So Bayson brewed up some tea for us all and I relayed the story of my learning experiences of becoming a shaman. I told them about the teleporting and everything. I even conjured up my Thunderbolt to show them, though I did not try to show off any off my powers. “Man, you must be invincible now.” Bayson said. “No Bayson, far from it. I’m still mortal, there’s only one person I believe in that lives forever and that’s Jesus. I can be killed, and not just with silver or magical items. I have an accelerated healing, but not immortality. Given enough wound at one time I could still die from loss of blood. And the use of my mystic arts costs me in energy.” I explained. After I had finished the tale. We all went out and took a walk through the forest. I transformed to panther, with Bayson, and Sheba laughing at me, to explore more the smells of the forest. I looked back at them, ~What are you guys laughing at~ They stopped and froze. “Ahhhhh. Osceola? Did you just speak to my mind?” asked Bayson. Sheba looked at Bayson, “I heard him also!” ~I guess I left out something didn’t I. While I was with Noakana I was able to lock in this ability. I had had it all along but didn’t know it.~ Bayson knelt down and petted my head, “Well now at least you can communicate. I know that was really bothering you.” I licked the side of his face in friendship and we continued on our walk. 



When I finally got back home, I was dismayed. Everything was grown over, some of my roof was gone, and my smoke house was damaged. Oh I felt sick. I transformed to my panther-sapien form to use magic to clean everything up when I heard Noakana’s voice ~Remember, use this power only for the good of mankind, never for selfishness~ I sighed and smiled. I knew this was not the way. I morphed back to human and set about cleaning things up. My life once again started to get back to normal. I continued to live as I liked, but started practicing some shaman rituals. I occasionally Dream Walked and met Noakana there. I loved the life God had given me. Some months went by and I was out in the swamps. I wasn’t hunting for food, but for that pack of wolves. I just wanted to see if I could find them, but no trace. I was stalking around when I heard a distant sound. I looked around to make sure no one would see me, and morphed to panther so I could hear better. I heard a voice a little ways away. I silently snuck over to where the voice was coming from. It had a male English accent, “Blooming swamp, I cant believe that guide went and left me. Colleen’s gonna give him a Hiya he’ll never forget.” I finally found the owner of the voice, and I was amazed. He was not human but a dog person. It looked like he was a smooth collie standing on his hind legs. He was traipsing around not really knowing were he was going. Then all of a sudden he fell into some quicksand. “Ahhhh….wouldn’t you bloody know it. Oh now how am I going to blooming get out of this.” He was trying to reach some branches that were just out of reach. I went behind some trees and morphed back to human and then went to help him. “Here grab onto this.” I said as I reached out to him with a branch. He grabbed the branch and I pulled him out. “Oh mate thanks a lot. I don’t know what I’d done if you hadn’t happed by.” He stopped then looked at me,” How did you just happen by?” “That’s easy, I live here. My cabins only about 500yrds that way.” I pointed. “My names Osceola, but you can call me Catman. Come on lets go back to my cabin and you can clean up and tell me what your doing lost out here.” “That’s sounds peachy, Catman. By the way I’m Andy, Andy Silver. I’m friends with the Road Rovers.” We shook hands and I led him back to my cabin. I showed him my shower stall and said. “There’s where you can shower, but first I have to get some water.” He looked shocked, “don’t you bloody ‘ave running water?” I smiled, “No, nor do I have electricity, or phone. And before you ask, yes I enjoy living like this. Now let me go get the water OK?” “I’m sorry Catman, I didn’t mean to sound like that, I am grateful to you. And I really would LOVE a shower.” So I grabbed my water yoke and got the water. After I had heated it up and put it in the tanks, Andy was soon enjoying his shower. I cleaned his clothes and set them by the fire to dry. He stepped out in the shorts I had lent him, “Ahhh thanks Catman that felt good.” 

                            Soon we were sitting by the fire just talking. I told him about the swamps and about my ancestors, but didn’t get into the fact of my ‘abilities’. He told me about England and the Road Rovers. “Hey Andy, Did I heard you say something about Colleen?” “Oh blimey! I’d better call her. Her and the others will be worried!” “ Andy, remember I don’t have a phone.” “That’s ok I ‘ave a wrist comm.” He held up his wrist and began talking, “Colleen, come in. do you read me? This is Andy.” “Andy! Where the blooming devil ‘re you!” I could hear a group of voices over the comm. “Where is he?…” “Yah, Vere is that little scardie dog.” “Quiet down Blinky,” “Its BLITZ!!” “Whatever..” “Rah..raah.” Andy looked at me and rolled his eyes. “Guys I’m OK. I’m in the middle of the swamp.” (all voices together) “WHAT!!!!!!!” “(Colleen) Gov’nor we’ll lock in on your comm. an’ come get you!” “Guys I’m OK. I’ve met someone out here. He lives here his name is Catman. Don’t worry, I’ll see you guys tomorrow.” “You sure?” “Yeah I’ll be fine. This is Andy over and out.” Andy turned back to me, “My friends, you gotta love ‘um. You see we’re here on a little R&R, and I though I’d do some sightseeing on my own. But I got lost and then you came.” I looked at Andy, “Andy the swamps no place to go unless you know it. It can be treacherous.” “Look I’d be glad to take you an a little tour tomorrow.” Andy looked up and smiled, “I’d like that Catman.” “Its settled then, now lets go get some sleep, it’s getting late.” 

                            The next morning I woke up as usual before the sunrise. Ohh. How I love to watch it come up over the palm trees. I went over and started a fire and cooked some breakfast. The smell of the fire and food woke Andy up. He came out of the cabin and stretched his entire body from his head to the tip of his tail. “I ‘ate to ask this Catman, but do you have a brush?” “Certainly Andy. Let me get it for you.” I got up and went in to the cabin and came out with the brush. I handed it to him and he began to brush his entire body, all the way down and including his tail. “I ‘ate when I get mud in my tail.” After we had eaten and I cleaned up the dishes, I put out the fire and took Andy on a tour of the Everglades by foot. I showed him my spring where I draw my water. We went all over the area. I showed him how to track deer, and even found some. I showed him how to tell North with out a compass, by finding an old oak tree and seeing

Which side the moss grew. “Now see this Andy, On the Oak the moss grows thickest on the North side.” He was amazed, “Oh wow, But cant you use any tree?” “No take a look at this Cabbage palm. What do you see?” He looked at the tree and his eyes got wide, “Ahh the moss grows all around it!” “That’s right the Palm tree lies.” I took him all around the swamps, making sure we didn’t get nothing but our feet wet. We headed back toward my cabin. He was smiling as wide as he could, I swear if he smiled any wider the top of his head would fall off. “Catman, you sure know a lot about this swamp!” he exclaimed. “Well Andy I have lived here all my life.” I chuckled. Just then a panther jumped out in front of us a female I had known was here. Instinctively I threw my arm up and pushed Andy back. With out thinking I morphed into my panther form and approached the other panther. She hissed, I purred trying to calm her. After a while her hair laid back down and I walked up and we rubbed bodies in friendship.  She turned and loped off, stopping a little ways away and gathered her three cubs. I turned back and realized my grave error. I had never transformed in front of Andy before. He just stood there in shock not saying anything. ~Andy it’s OK, it’s me Catman~ I sent to him.  I morphed back to human and went back to him. “Wha..why…how did you do that?” he stammered. “I’m sorry Andy, I tried to keep this secret” He looked at me, “But why? With your ability you could join us in keeping the world safe!” “Yeah. But I think I’ll have to refuse your formal request to join. But if you ever need me I wont refuse to help.” Andy shook my hand, “Fair enough, here take this comm. so we can communicate back and forth.” “Thank you for understanding, and I’d appreciate it if you kept this quiet.” ‘No problem Catman. Now can you take me back to the hotel?” “Certainly Andy and thank you.” We got back to the cabin and hopped in my 4x4, and I drove him to town. I quietly refused to meet the others, and drove home. 



(fade back to present Osceola writing) And that’s how it all started, and my first contact with the Road Rovers. I’ve lived pretty peaceful since then, though I’ve helped on some missions, including one with the Strayers against Ecosystem. Well that’s about all I think, I’m going to stop now and get some rest. Maybe now my sleep won’t be so troubled.

The End (for now)

