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TREAD HEAVY
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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Damn 
thistles are 
go�a be 

everywhere 
s�n.

Bertolt! 
Got anything 
warm for the 

winter?

Maybe, 
maybe. Depends 
on what you mean 

by warm.

You just 
n�d to dig 

out the r�ts. 
Let me show 

you.

Sharval wants 
what’s best for 
her children.

Here, in the 
shadow of the 
First Forest…

…People tread 
lightly. Take what 
they n	d, and 
nothing else. 

if only there 
were more 

folk like them…



How could 
Sharval let 
this ha�en? They 

lived the 
right way. 

The town was 
far from the 
d�p w�ds…it 
didn’t ma�er.

The ro�en 
children of 
the forest.

Fey. 

How? 



Wilds…
n�d…no 
steward.

We… 
grow…or 

die.

Entsteig folk 
leave f�tprints 

and stumps 
everywhere.

Fey’� take 
anything, 

friend or 
foe. They 
don’t care 

how you live.

They’re 
gone, same 

as the 
vi�age. 

“We’re the only ones 
who can tend to Sharval. 
The only ones who can 
check her darkne�.”

I think 
we’re 
failing.

that’s what 
ifeh said 
when she 
brought 

the druids 
here.



Maybe 
we failed 
long ago. 

I have to believe 
there’s something 

left to save.

Either 
we tend 

Sharval, or 
the wicked 
things wi�.

No.



is this what you 
want, sharval?

This 
ho�or?



…are they 
covering 

your eyes?

Or…

Can’t you 
s� your own 
suffering?



Speak to 
me, Sharval.

Please.

if you don’t 
want us to 

tread lightly…



Say 
so.



Sharval can’t 
te� us how 

to live.

But she 
shows us 
what she 
n�ds.

it’s time 
I listened 
closer.

Not with 
words.



Stayin’ 
warm?

Got 
furs to 
share if 
you’re 
not.

Even in the season of 
death…life triumphs.

Sharval does 
want what’s 

best for her 
children.

A� of 
them. 


