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TREAD HEAVY DigsLO

IMM®&RTAL

In the Sharval Wilds, an eldritch evil rots at the heart of the First Forest. The fey sow
ruin and molder wherever they go, consuming oak and creature and child alike. But
where nature cries out its defiance, a druid must answer.
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Al sHarvaL wants
o WHAT’S BEST FOR
" HER CHILDREN.

YOU JUST
THISTLES ARE NEED TO Dla
GONNA BE OUT THE ROOTS.
EVERYWHERE // LET ME SHOW
SOON.

HERE, IN THE
SHADOW OF THE
FIRST FOREST...

/ L ZE?;‘LE TREAD
] / ] TLY. TAKE WHAT
| c-,gTE fggﬁhe ! THEY NEED, AND
| WARM FOR THE . NOTHING ELSE.

WINTER?

MAYBE. DEPENDS
ON WHAT YOU MEAN
BY WARM.

IF ONLY THERE
WERE MORE
FOLK LIKE THEM...



HOW COULD
SHARVAL LET
THIS HAPPEN?

THE TOWN WAS
FAR FROM THE
DEEP WOODS...IT
DIDN'T MATTER.
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THE ROTTEN

CHILDREN OF
THE FOREST.




ENTSTEIG FOLK
LEAVE FOOTPRINTS
AND STUMPS
EVERYWHERE.

THEY'RE
GONE, SAME
AS THE
VILLAGE.

FEYLL TAKE
ANYTHING,
FRIEND OR
FOE. THEY
DON'T CARE
HOW YOU LIVE.

"WE’'RE THE ONLY ONES
WHO CAN TEND TO SHARVAL.
THE ONLY ONES WHO CAN
CHECK HER DARKNESS.”

THAT’S WHAT
IFEH SAID
WHEN SHE
BROUGHT
THE DRUIDS

I THINK
WE'RE
FAILING.
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M I HAVE TO BELIEVE

(= 7 X L& Wl THERE's SOMETHING
(= ) s ' LEFT 70 SAVE.
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EITHER
WE TEND
8| sHarRvAL, OR
THE WICKED
THINGS WILL.







CAN'T YOU
SEE YOUR OWN
SUFFERING?




IF YOU DON'T
WANT US TO
TREAD LIGHTLY...
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IT’S TIME
I LISTENED
CLOSER.

TO LIVE.
~
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SHARVAL CAN'T
TELL Us HOW




44 EVEN IN THE SEASON OF
DEATH...LIFE TRIUMPHS.

SHARVAL DOES
WANT WHAT’S
BEST FOR HER
CHILDREN.




