
It seemed that the sun rose earlier every day, which was typical as the winter months approached.  Some have said that the sun used to be much brighter and warmer than it now is, but this was of little concern for Henrod.  It would be a busy day and he had much to prepare.  The groves needed tending and he was expecting a visit from the master of the grove, Marcus.  Henrod was never very good at getting tasks done on time, he constantly put chores off until the very last minute, or occasionally past the time that they should have been completed.  Marcus had told him that he got that trait from his father, but he had never known either of his parents, and knew less about his father than his mother.  Henrod picked unconsciously at the scars on his wrists; he had had the scars as long as he could remember but knew less about how they came to be than he did about his parents.  To his mind, they appeared more of brand marks than old wounds, and he should know, as he had tended many wounds in the 20 years that he had lived at the groves.


Suddenly there was a loud rapping on the door and Henrod jumped as reality slammed him back to the things at hand.  He was sure that Marcus was behind that knocking and his daydreaming had put him even further behind his chores.  He swung the door open to find his prediction had come true, and smirked at the irony of that thought:  those that came to the groves came for only two reasons, the first was of course sanctuary, but many came to have their fortunes read and destiny revealed.  It seemed that these trees, rumored to be planted by Selva herself, imparted a certain ability for some to look into the future and discover what their place in history may be.  Marcus’ clearing of his throat snapped Henrod  back like the stinging crack of a whip, Henrod had forgotten that he had opened the door to let him in.


As Henrod’s mind raced for an excuse as to why his chores had not been done, Marcus began:  “It is not about your work that has brought me here this morning Henrod.  It is actually a matter of the oracle.”  Henrod was stunned, never in his years of service had Marcus let his tardiness with his chores slip, but more importantly, he had never even suggested that Henrod would ever serve the oracle in even the remotest of fashion.  His heart raced as the words that Marcus spoke to him washed over his body; as hard as he tried he could not understand the words that Marcus spoke.  Henrod stared down into his hands and saw that his fingers had turned into vines and the scars on his wrists had turned silver and vine-like.  As consciousness slipped from Henrod’s grasp he heard Marcus say:  “take him to Selva….go…quickly.”


The world erupted in flames, yet the seeds that were planted grew out of the ashes of what once was the greatest accomplishment of the ‘modern’ world.  Henrod floated above the ground by a hundred span and watched as years seemed to tick by like minutes through a sandglass.  He realized that what he was witnessing was the eruption of Mount Breaker, known as Kings bane from the downfall of the empire that it heralded.  Since the dissolution of the monarch, people had gone back to calling the mountain by its old name:  Mt Breaker; still, in Henrod’s opinion, an apt title.  Before his eyes he saw the ancients extinguished by the ash belched forth from the great towering mountain.  He saw strange winged creatures that he recognized from legend: Archeons, children of the gods, fly out and gather some of the ancient magics that had been entrusted to those civilizations.  The terrain below grew quiet after the ash cloud cleared and it was several minutes before he saw movement below him, the rebirth of the reign of Rienholds he thought.  As the nation grew in size once again, he saw the development of the elven lands and that of the little people of brandonshire.  He saw evidence of the presence of the dwarves in the crags and gate peaks, and he knew that Moradin had indeed kept his promise of keeping his ‘children’ safe under the blanket of rock.  Henrod had seen the flight of the goblinkin to the south and the reptilemen to the north and he now saw evidence of their survival as well.  He was astonished to be looking at the time of rebirth of nations.  Sorrow gripped Henrod as he realized what was sure to come next.  Almost on cue, a mass of darkness spread down from the north holding for long seconds to the north of the ‘civilized’ world before it swept down and into the nation of palandar.  At the same time he saw the coming of the offlanders, the monks of Xan.  He saw the great fog that proclaimed the return of the house of Strahd and he saw the blackness turn to green as the great plague overtook many of the Xan as well as those within the nation of Palandar.  Henrod knew well from his studies that the battles were not as simple as appeared on this glimpse of history.  He knew that the dark pact that Strahd had made with Vecna had changed the face of the War of Darkness.  It was Srahd’s double cross of Vecna that had nearly led to the gods themselves being brought into the battle of these mortals.  Henrod did not know exactly what had transpired nearly 30 years ago, but he did know that Strahd had inadvertently been the savior of his existence, for without his interferance, it is certain that the world would have been consumed by the Nightshades;  some days Henrod wondered how that could have been a worse fate than the one the world suffered today (Marcus had assured him that it was).  Although Henrod had no family to speak of, he did live in one of the few safe places that existed anywhere in the realm today.  Selva had made sure that this grove would remain protected for the sake of peace.  None were turned away from the grove, and only divination and healing magic worked within a half days walk of the trees that comprised it.  Suddenly Henrod’s attention was returned to the scene of the realm below him, he saw the Archeon’s return and he heard them speaking, but he was uncertain whether it was to him that they addressed themselves.  He strained to hear, but could only make out a few words:  “…return them so that they may fight the darkness… place one with each, dwarf, halfling, elf…. Show the marked one and make… it is time for the awakening when…”  Light seemed to slam into him as his eyes opened and he lay below a great oak, groggy and fuzzed from sleep he saw Marcus looking down from above.  “How do you feel boy?  Can you stand?”


As Henrod labored to his feat he knew that he was within the grove, but he was somewhere that he had never been before, and he knew that if this great oak actually stood within the grove he would have known it.  Suddenly he heard a voice that he did not recognize, it was high and feminine but somehow just not human.  As he looked for the source of the voice, he followed Marcus’ gaze.  The great oak turned and he saw the benevolent face of an elf within its barky trunk.  “I am Selva, guardian of the last grove of Elhonia and Obad-Hai and you have come before me to see your destiny.  You were born from the spawn of the destruction and the grace of hope to deliver the creatures of this realm back to their rightful place in nature.  You are the son of Martin of Clearwater, and the Lady Ellenor Daughter to Queen Rienhold.  I have used my powers on you to keep you hidden until you were of age to take back what is rightfully yours, the crown of Palandar.”


Henrod knew that he must still be dreaming, and all he could think about was that the danger he knew he was heading towards.  The next several hours passed in a flash as his attention drifted in and out of the words that this tree calling itself ‘Selva’ seemed to be saying.  Selva told him of the coming of the darkness and of the disbanding of the group that led her to this grove.  After several hours she told Henrod to sleep on the information that she had imparted to him, and that she would tell him all she knew of the people that might aid him, or might turn him over to the forces of evil.  For that information she would wait for another day.

