The Mystical Gem


Once upon a time, in the land of Varrok, there was a beautiful forest, home to fanciful creatures.  Each of these beings were special in their own way.  Some were physically gifted, while others had rather interesting mental capabilities.  Tragically most lost their powers to an evil lord named Stantin Devlor.  


Before Lord Devlor cursed the forest and its people, Varrok Forest was filled with bright pink cotton candy trees, giant candy canes the size of buildings, and bushes that oozed gold.  The forest of Varrok lived, breathed, and could communicate in harmony with the animal species that thrived there.  All the creatures simply borrowed nutrients and food that the vegetation could easily provide.  Living things shared.  Kindly beasts of every kind bounded through the fields like jack-a-lopes, green Lepre-gnomes, choc-o-cows, and bug-a-lopes. 

Glistening waterfalls sparkled in the sun as rainbows soared above in the blue sky.  Ferns and grasses carpeted the forest floor.


Once Lord Devlor's miners discovered a magical gem, Varrok changed dramatically.  He was able to use the gem's mystical ability to draw spiritual energy from nature.  At first he used the gem for the benefit of all.  Food was more plentiful.  Nature's energy flourished.  Citizens laughed.  But as time passed he became worried others would want to control the gem's powers so he became very protective and controlling.  Things changed.


As Lord Devlor became more paranoid, evil, and sinister the gem's powers started to cause terrible changes to the lands of Varrok.  Instead of crystal clear water, molten lava flowed over the waterfalls.  The waters of the rivers and lakes had a rotten putrid smell.  Bright blue skies perished and converted into a sickening black mess, and rain splattered down in acidic blood red clods.  Transformed into a magnet for light, the sun began generating excessive heat that freakishly mutated Varrok's vegetation.  


Animals were not spared in the transformations, and they looked like Frankenstein's creations.  Changing from their rich earthy tones, animal furs were matted and almost colourless.   Demonic expressions of aggression replaced ones of joy and cooperation.  Very few species would tolerate each other, brawling tooth and nail over almost nothing.  They were becoming wild and vicious.  The once beautiful Varrok was suffering, and only one small section of the forest remained hospitable. 

-  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  


In this one spot - where life still managed to survive - lived a young fairy named Heidi Fern.  No matter what problems she faced, Heidi thought optimistically about possible solutions.  It sometimes irritated others that she could be so happy while surrounded by such despair.  It was even more baffling that her brother was none other than the evil tyrant Lord Stantin Devlor.  It saddened her that her own brother could be causing such destruction and hardship.  She constantly schemed for ways to overthrow her brother yet she could sense her fellow villagers were wary of her.  Conversations would quickly change when she entered the room and others refused to speak to her at all.

Heidi was a pretty fairy.  She had fiery red hair and freckles dotted her porcelain cheeks.  Even though she had wings she could no longer fly.  Just like her fellow villagers she was losing her abilities, so her wings became frail and nearly useless. 

