
Cantrip Quest (Sweet Fig Farmhouse)  

  

When her eyes opened again she was laying on her back looking up at the sky. It had 
been a long time since she marveled at the sky's beauty. The color seemed to put her at ease as 
she watched the clouds roll by.  

 

She attempted to sit up, but felt a sharp pain in her back that forced her back down. I 
would not move much if I were you. That was a nasty cut on your back. Not quite as bad as the 
one on your leg, but still pretty bad. If you managed to get out of a scrape with wounds like 
that, I'd hate to see the other guy. She turned her head in the direction of the voice noticing the 

man sitting nearby for the first time. He was not an old man, but not a young man either. His 
skin carried the dark tone of a person who was often in the sun and possibly from the southern 
region. He had a knife out and was cutting up what appeared to be figs and placing them in jars.  

 

Upon seeing the figs, it brought her attention to the smell in the air for the first time. 
The air itself smelt delicious. There was a sweet and vibrant aroma that calmed her. She felt her 
stomach growl recalling the fig preserves her mother used to spread on fresh bread for a 
morning treat. That was a simpler and safer time in her life. The man laughed. You must have 
worked up quite an appetite making your way through those woods. You rangers only travel 
with the necessities and food runs out pretty quick when you're lost. I placed a basket of my 
famous figs near you there if you can reach them. She looked at the basket and made a quick 

ravenous grab for it. She began to shovel the figs skin and all into her mouth as quickly as she 

could. Hey!, you need to slow down! You’re on the fast track to a stomachache. The man said 
with some concern in his voice. She slowed her pace and concentrated on chewing. Her jaw was 
still sore from the fight as well. Her face had caught several punches. It was good she slowed 
down because now she could taste how truly wonderful these figs tasted. The burst of berry hit 
her taste buds and nose at the same time. The feeling again had a calming effect on her body. 
She could feel her heart slow after the rush of excitement over the food. The tart and juicy taste 
in her mouth seemed to warm her whole body. The pleasant assault on her senses from the 
taste and the smell was unlike anything she had felt before. How could anything smell so 

delicious? Again, she thought of her mother, the calm and safe feeling washing over her again 
like a warm wave of sunlight. But in reality she knew she might not be safe.  

 

Her ranger senses finally began to break through the fog of hunger and exhaustion. Who 

are you? she asked. And where am I? The man looked up from his work. So, she does speak. I 
was afraid you might be mute and I would never hear the story about what left those marks on 
you. Do not worry child you are safe. You are at Marigold's Farmhouse at the edge of the 
Duskenville province in Tarimill. She nodded in response remembering the Orc party she had 
tracked down was close to Duskenville. That is why she had to fight them even though she had 
been out numbered which was a rookie mistake, but a threat to Duskenville was a threat to 
what she held most dear in this world.  



She popped another fig into her mouth and looked around as best she could slightly 
propping herself up on her elbows which made swallowing easier. She was in the middle of 

what seemed like a clearing in a well-kept orchard of fig trees. If this is Marigold's Farmhouse 
then you must be Oswald Marigold. She said with a straightforward tone. The man finished 
filling up one jar and placed a seal over the top of it. Yes, I am Oswald. You have heard of me I 
suppose? She let out a sarcastic chuckle. Everyone has heard of the famous Marigold Figs. It is 
said that they are planted above some ancient ruins so the roots reach down deep to some 
magical source that has been untouched for thousands of moons. It was the man's turn to 
laugh. That is what they say I have heard the tales. Personally, I would like to think my skills as a 
farmer are what has brought them so much success, but a rumor like that does not hurt 

anything. He smiled at her looking much more youthful than she knew he must be perhaps 

there was magic in these figs. She smiled back and ate another one. They certainly did taste 
magical and she could not recall any other place in world that smelled this pleasant.  

 

So, how did you get those wounds little lady? The man inquired again. She laid back with 
a bit of difficulty since she winced at the pain again. The wounds are the most recent mishap in 
a long story that I am not sure you are ready to hear friend. It is a bit of a strange tale. She shut 
her eyes and let the smells comfort her again thinking that might end the man's questions. 
There is nothing strange about a half elf in the woods, but any elf with a wound from a malakish 
blade is most certainly strange. He replied without looking up from his work. A Malakish blade, 
she thought, so it was certainly poisoned. But something did not make sense. If it were 
poisoned, how did you save me? He smiled at her with a look of wisdom, but said nothing. 

Perhaps there was more to this farmer. She decided to tell her story with the hopes of learning 

more about him. My tale starts North of here in Brokolein. On a day the sun went dark… 

  


