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Mary’s Change of View

 


The previous night's storm contained
extremely damaging winds, leaving nothing behind but downed trees
and the oppressive heat it was supposed to relieve. Sticky and
disgusting is how I would describe the weather on that July the
ninth when I took my fateful walk. I always thought taking a walk
in the woods was one of the least dangerous and most relaxing ways
to spend your free time. Everything has a way of surprising
you.

My name is Mary Lornel and I was a nature
buff, still am I guess. I would walk in the valleys and small hills
of my native Virginia enjoying the nature. I was lucky to live in a
rural area far removed from the noise of man, except the occasional
ATV or chainsaw. My backyard was about ten yards of grass, blending
right into a deciduous forest. Nothing but woodland untouched for
around a hundred years was my true backyard. It was there I would
take my walks every day, among the miles and miles of trees, such a
lovely place. Inheriting arthritis instead of money was my family’s
gift to me, so I always try to keep moving.

Even on those hot and nasty days I would go
for my walk or hike as I liked to call it and try to convince
myself it was arduous. A small backpack with water, a GPS, and my
walking stick were all I would bring with me. I never planned on
being gone for more than a few hours at a time, usually I never
was. I knew those woods like the back of my hand and loved the fact
I was the only one there. I felt so privileged and lucky to see the
undisturbed nature most people never witness.

Walking up the third crest in a small hill
that day I noticed to my left that a massive oak tree had fallen in
the storm, it was standing tall just a few days ago.

“Damn,” I said as I took a drink of water
walking over to the fallen, exposed roots. The roots were ten to
twelve feet above my head forming a half moon shape with twigs
sticking out everywhere. There was even a small holly tree that was
growing next to it that now stands vertical seemingly defying
gravity. To the left of where the tree had been standing was now a
large muddy hole filled with three or four inches of water. I
noticed a couple frog eyes looking at me from the puddle, there
were bugs skimming the water and serving as their lunch. I thought
of the tree and the loss of such an old and valued tree seemed so
sad to me, I turned around to continue on my walk but my life
changed forever before I could.

I turned back because I heard a rustling
coming from the middle of the roots right where the trunk was. Some
loose dirt fell down and then WHAM! A “door” swung open loudly from
the inside and I could see two little feet which had kicked it
open. My first thought was a child so I was going to step forward
and help...until I saw the horns. I stopped in my tracks as this
three foot, green skinned little “thing” hopped down from the
roots. It wasn't ugly to look at just strange, I saw the little
feet were actually almost hooves but from the waist up it looked
like a small green man except it was scaly and had horns. Standing
where it landed it looked up and while scanning the trees said,

“This isn't Colvar!” He said frustrated but
in English which I thought was weird. Then it saw me standing there
staring at it frozen like a zombie. It didn't look surprised or
scared at all, though I'm sure I did. What happened next I'm not
sure I will ever understand, but it was one of those moments in
life where everything you believed suddenly doesn't matter
anymore.

“Hi there Mary, long time no see.” It
blurted out as if we were old friends.

“Excuse me?” I managed to stammer like an
idiot.

“Oh that's right you're on this false world
now,” it said as if that answered my question.

“Who are you?” I gathered enough courage to
ask.

It slumped its shoulders in disappointment
and sighed lazily,

“Awww, explaining is so hard. This isn't
Corval so I have to go back, come with me and you will see the
truth of yourself.”

“See what truth? Corval?” I kept asking even
though it just told me explaining is too hard.

The little green thing hopped up and back
into the small doorway of the tree with no effort. Turning around
he motioned for me to follow him. Usually I would have turned to
run by now but I had a very strong and unusual feeling that I was
supposed to follow, so I did not knowing why. Stepping onto a few
lower roots I hoisted myself up and into the opening. It was large
enough for me to crawl; just ahead I saw the flashing eyes of the
little green guy.

“Hurry up Mary,” he said running down the
dark tunnel of the tree trunk then hopping off as if out of another
doorway.

When it jumped down I could see a light at
the end of this tunnel I was crawling in. “That's impossible,” I
said to myself thinking that there should be nothing but the
massive fallen trunk ahead. I kept crawling, inching closer to that
light. Reaching the end I swung my legs over and jumped down the
three or four feet to the forest floor, I wanted to get out of that
cramped tunnel. I took a good look around, everything looked the
same. I was sure I was still in the same forest and had just
crawled through the tree somehow.

“Colvar,” the little green thing said
extending its scaled arms wide and breathing deeply.

When he said that word it was like being hit
with a lightning bolt directly in the brain, I remember screaming
and falling down. Memories and knowledge were coming to me in
massive waves, crashing over my brain, washing away the forgotten
sands of time and space. Yes my name is Mary, no this is not earth
anymore, it is Colvar. The creature that led me here is called a
Cordevarian and this one’s name was Isor Rootdeep. They are known
as tree dwellers, they are from the forests of Colvar on the planet
of Oleskia. Their “country” is nothing but an ancient and
undisturbed forest. They hollow out large trees from the top down
and strip the leaves from the branches. You can distinguish between
dwellings and families by the arrangement of branches upon the
canopy, which they refer to as the top door. I also remembered they
are mischievous little rascals. My brain felt like a small balloon
being filled to its maximum with memories of this world Oleskia and
this forest country Colvar. I suppose that is the reason I enjoyed
walking in the woods so often, I had spent centuries in Colvar. I
remembered being in the forests during a hurricane with Isor
rescuing vulnerable Cordevarian families.

“Never seen such a storm, if you live you'll
have one heck of a story to tell Mary and if you die you'll be a
story to tell. Either way it's a win-win.” Isor told me as we were
scrambling between the branches. I remember at that time I was
thinking, 'It must be nice being Isor, completely ignorant and
unafraid of death.' Memory after memory, the moment I thought my
head would explode it all ended with a bright flash and I collapsed
to the ground, a sweaty heaving mass. After I gathered myself, I
looked up to see Isor's smiling razor tooth face. I stood up
looking down at him,

“Hello Isor, yes it has been a long time.” I
said now remembering exactly who he was.

“I guess it wasn't a wrong turn then,
somebody helped me to find you. I was out looking for you to come
back to Colvar, you are needed again Mary. Sorry we had to break
your shadow Earth isolation.” Isor said in a low almost ashamed
tone.

“The savior of Oleskia,” I remembered that
was the name conferred upon me by most of its inhabitants.
Apparently on the world of Oleskia I am some type of immortal
guardian like being that every race of the planet has myths and
stories about. “Being the savior of Oleskia has its
responsibilities,” I said with a smile as I touched Isor's bony
shoulder. There had been several times over the centuries since I
inherited that title I have saved the forests of Colvar and indeed
the very world of Oleskia.

Oleskia is a world made from and dependent
upon crystals, crystals for energy, crystals for light, for
healing, and some races need the crystals just to survive. There
have been times when the dependency on the crystals threatened
their very existence; this may be one of those times.

The Cordevarian race is one of the most
insular upon Oleskia, only concerned with their affairs unless
their forests are under threat. After being shown my memories and
knowledge all of my questions were answered. I was here because
there was to be a war, I knew it had to be important or else the
Cordevarians would not have pulled me from my slumber on that dream
Earth.

“A war between the Cordevarians and...the
Sharm?” Impossible, you are relatives and all the Sharm want to do
is farm in peace, smoking and eating their Retkatis.” I said unable
to imagine any reason these two peaceful cousin races would want to
go to war. Retkatis is an herb used on Oleskia by many races, but
the Sharm need it to survive in a symbiotic relationship unique to
their race.

“Look into your knowledge; you'll see all
the answers Mary.” Isor explained while taking out a tuber of some
kind and crunching into it. I sat quietly and closed my eyes; a
problem like this needs concrete answers. I knew everything I
needed to know was already in my mind. There is no equal to me upon
Oleskia, I decided to relax and let the entire reasons and answers
surface in my mind. They began to appear to me like old friends
from a heavy mist, and I can see every detail on their clothing,
every hair on their head and face. My memories and knowledge began
to well up inside of me clearly, giving me the information on the
newest crisis upon Oleskia, a beautiful but crazy world of
crystal.

The Sharm and the Cordevarians are closely
related cousins sharing a single ancestor. The Sharm are all less
than four feet tall with large clawed hands, though they are
blunted for farming. The Cordevarians are also two to four feet
tall with large clawed hands, theirs are sharp for climbing. The
Sharm live in a pleasant green homeland called Nikva Sa'Je or
simply “green home” in their native tongue. The Sharm are either
all farmers or harvesters, never both. Their homeland is a mixture
of undisturbed forest, wide green farms, and lodges of Sharmhill.
Their entire race except for a handful of them they call “Sharm
Magi” are addicted to Retkatis, beyond addicted. It is more of a
symbiotic relationship with the plant Retkatis. The entire race of
Sharm lives in Nikva Sa'Je except their magi who live at the base
of the Sharmdewmon Mountains.

Retkatis not only intoxicates and relaxes
the Sharm, who are naturally violent, but they no longer eat or
drink like other races. They smoke and eat Retkatis achieving some
sort of photosynthesis, it is the reason they are farmers dedicated
to one crop. The only type of Sharm that doesn't use Retkatis are
the magi, instead they are addicted to a specific type of crystal
that grows near the base of the Sharmdewmon Mountains. The Sharm
are now peaceful because of Retkatis and have been for generations,
why would they want make war with their cousins now?

Though mischievous, the Cordevarians are no
different in wanting a peaceful life. They are hospitable to
visitors and can be overly friendly by human measure. You're not
quite sure if they are being serious or making fun of you when then
are being so nice, the same goes for when they make fun of you, it
can be unnerving if you don't know them. As I said, they hollow out
and live in massive trees in the forests of Colvar. Those lucky
enough to be invited inside a Cordevarian dwelling report nothing
short of a cozy, warm, and dry abode overflowing with Cordevarian
decorative flair and whimsy. They are the only race on Oleskia that
shun using crystals in any form or “empty rocks” as they call them.
They may use Retkatis for recreation but I couldn't see how that
would create a problem for the Sharm using such small amounts.

I already have the answers for them on this
world. Oleskia and her secrets are all mine, that doesn't apply
inter-dimensionally however. The Sharm magi have decided to force
their race to stop using Retkatis which would kill most of them
initially. The long term crystal usage has driven them insane. The
two thousand or so Sharm magi that use the crystals not only want
to take control of their own race but want to expand
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