I felt good, real good…

When we first met up with Henrod and Yurth I was a bit leery of them; after all they were strangers.  Even with the apprehension I was feeling, it took no time at all to become comfortable around them.  Henrod was obviously a druid (not evil), and Yurth appeared to be a dwarven fighter of some kind.  Yurth was a little more difficult to figure out since our first meeting was seeing him diseased and almost dead.  When I was talking with Henrod, I found myself thinking of home, and missing my family and friends.  I soon realized that Henrod (and Yurth) felt like, for a lack of better words, home.  Something deep in my soul drew me towards these two men.

Why my traveling companions and I agreed to aid Henrod and Yurth on their quest, I was very excited.  When I learned that we were searching out the Crown of Kingdoms, I became even more enthralled; to be searching out one of the most powerful items ever, that the gods themselves created is just awesome.  The legend says that the gods created this item, for what some would say was the most powerful Elven Kings.  The gods felt that the Elven race was too powerful, and they needed to break the race up so that the other races could flourish.  This is why the Crown of Kingdoms was created.  Today we see many races in the realm, and the elves are dwindling, so the gods’ plan must have worked in splitting the elven people.  I hope that in finding this lost and legendary artifact will somehow help unite the races as well as the Elven people.  Sometimes the instrument of destruction can be the impetus of reconstruction.  I feel that for the land to heal, the races must unite and heal their wounds as well.  Somehow, I believe that this artifact can aid Henrod and Yurth (and myself) in bringing the races back together.

The morning that we set out in search of the crown, was a morning filled with excitement and anticipation.  I was expecting to run into some trouble on our journey, but I did not expect this trouble to result in the loss of our new companions; Henrod to an outsider, Yurth’s mind and Triggers soul.  In fact, I was so stunned by the loses that I didn’t know what to do.  I felt like I was walking in a dream and if I just waited long enough I would wake up and my new friends would be just fine.  The world had conspired against me in the form of one encounter after another, and not long after my new friends had been taken, I was forced to confront one of the most deadly predators of the realm:  A Dragon.  Luckily for us it was of the white variety, known for its brawn more than intelligence, and we were able to confront it with our combat skills and finally drove it off.  The next morning, while we continued to travel towards Jeremiah’s home we were shocked to discover the body of the dragon, which we must have mortally wounded the previous night.  It was at this time that I finally discovered the magic of the arrows I had acquired earlier, they were arrows of wounding.  Knowing that a dragon’s anatomy was very useful as components for spells or potions, and even as food, we decided to take the dragon body to Greenfalls (Jeremiah’s hometown).  When we finally arrived it was discovered that this dragon had been reeking havoc on the village by cutting off the supply line to the village.  Overjoyed with the presence of hero’s, the town folk had a celebration in honor of the hero’s.

It was difficult to put myself in the frame of mind to celebrate, because even with the parties combined vast knowledge, we were not successful in bringing Yurth’s mind back.  Since we were unable to help him, I feel we must find the one place that has the power to restore Yurth’s mind; Selva’s sacred grove.  If we only new the true name of the grove, we could use the idol of Izzor to locate the grove and take Yurth there of healing.  I am sure that they would also be able to help discover the location of Henrod so we might go rescue him.  At this moment I am torn, I want to help Yurth this very moment, but I am also aware that we are close to the location of the Crown of Kingdoms.  I am sure that if we know of it’s location then others probably know as well.  I cannot allow this to fall into the wrong hands, so I must continue the quest and do everything within my power to locate the crown.  If I go after the crown, then I am betraying the needs of my friend, but if I help my friend, then one of the most powerful artifacts ever created could fall into the hands of evil.  I will undoubtedly feel guilty regardless of which choice I make.

