
Sweet Fig Farmhouse 

 

 You wake up in the middle of the orchard, not entirely sure how you got there. A few 

moments ago, you were battling a necromancer and his seemingly never ending horde. Your 

friends as full of anger as you were at the loss of your love. She was torn to shreds in front of 

you, but behind bars that were impenetrable; a trap. One you could not bash your way out of. 

You had taken hit after hit, the bard yelling for you to back down, to get some healing. You 

didn’t listen as you were blinded by rage and tears.  

  

 Now, you are here. 

 

 The sun beats down but the shade provided by acres of fig trees brings a welcome relief 

from the rays. You stand on shaking legs and check yourself; there are no wounds to speak of. 

You begin to wander in a random direction, pulled by some unseen need to move. You walk for 

a while, admiring the grove around you. It is so peaceful. The wind speaks to you as it always 

has. Here, it practically sings through the trees; a chorus of voices praising nature and it’s fruits. 

As you move forward, a farmhouse begins to come into view.  

  

 There is a figure waiting on the porch, blurry at first, but then the smile is unmistakable. 

It is her! The love of you life who, only what seems like moments ago, fell before you. You 

begin to run, breaking out into a full on sprint. You reach her and fling yourself into her arms. 

  

 “How is this possible? I saw you…How are you here?” You ask. 

  

 “It is good to see you, my love, but” she frowns “I did not think it would be so soon.” 

 

 “Where is here? Am I- “ 

 

 “Yes. I am afraid so, sweetheart. We both are.” 

 

 “As long as I am with you, then there is no place I’d rather be. I just wish I could’ve done 

more. I wish I could’ve saved you.” 

 

 She smiles again and the image fills you with an unimaginable warmth. “You have done 

more than enough. Now rest.” 

  

 You sit on the porch of the farmhouse, resting your head on your love’s lap. Things are 

finally as they should be. You are at peace and shall welcome more weary travelers as they arrive 

on your orchard. For now, you rest. 


