Welcome traveller, to the town of Scarred Tree
Sit down, relax, and have some warm mead.
The weather, you say, is terrible here?

Well believe me my friend, it was much worse last year.
The town was cursed, by whom no one knew

And our brave Captain Branningan knew not what to do.
In raging storms, the trees came alive

Attacked us they did, on carnage they thrived.
All hope was lost, or so it would seem

For our little town of the Scarred Tree.
Along came a gang, of adventurerers bold

Like heroes they faught, from stories of old.
We knew they’d been sent, to lend us a hand

Zaros the Merry, and his fortunous band;
Birger the Mighty, Julie the Brave

And Fedor, who seemed to like running away.
They said they would help, or try as they could

Much better than that, it turned out they would.
They uncovered a plot, of cunning and skill

And the evil archvillain, they managed to kill.
The story of this, our problem you see

Began long ago, when we chopped down a tree

On the wrong river shore, the spirits got mad

And killed little Emmie, it’s really quite sad.
Don’t cross the river, the spirits had warned

But the townsfolk forgot, and built on the shore

West of the river, on sacred ground

Much time did then pass, no solution was found

To the great problem, with the storms and the trees

All that we wanted, was to flourish in peace.
However, there’s more to my story, you know

A villanous man planned to send us below

To the land of the dad, our eldest was he

With a clouded past, his master you see

Lived in our town, in the castle so dark

Old and weathered, a blind man, but smart.
A good man was he, but his student, not so

A villain, a sorcerer, who could not be stopped.
His plans, however, by some brave men were crushed

And now our little town, is happy and lush.
Zaros and friends, they taught us just how

To live so the spirits would not be so foul.
We moved to the east of the river, for starters

And now we hold feasts, to honour our partners.
Remember always, our good friends we will

Our lives with joy and fortune they filled.
They saved us, and we hope to see them again

Though honestly, I think we will not , my friend

For they help the needy, and as you can see

We no longer need help, in the town of the Scarred Tree.
