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“So, what do you think son?” Lance said as he looked at Baromir as they finished yet another season of the harvest. It had been a long summer and they had just finished maintaining the equipment and were ready for the fall and winter season to come by. His son was now twenty-one and while he thought Esmeralda was too old for him, he didn’t discount their love for each other. He was glad that she held his interest and he finally met a good woman to take care of him.

“Well Dad, I think it was a productive year, though we had some shortfalls in between.”

“Maybe,” Lance said as he scratched his chin and regarded his son. “I see you probably want to adventure some more I take it.”

“Of course, the time goes fast when you do it as you’re always busy doing something.” It had been months since he saw Esmeralda, who went off to fight for more contracts. The army of King Jeery managed to wipe out the Black Knights and reestablished control of the province. It took months of rooting out the stragglers of the organization, but it was complete. The fact that they didn’t kill Hans themselves only led him to think they weren’t good enough. Though he felt robbed of the opportunity he also looked at the silver lining of the remaining Black Knights not coming after them in a vague sense of revenge against them. Famir had visited during that time, after visiting his boyfriend in Anniva and meeting his friend Arathorn. Arathorn didn’t give off a good impression and he didn’t feel comfortable afterwards with him being around.

After that, he merely did the harvest and toiled through the summer months selling their harvest and preparing for the fall and winter seasons. Now that the equipment was maintained he yearned for more adventure and time away from the farm. How long would his father let him go? He hoped for longer than the two weeks that he normally seemed to be allowed. But what would he do? Fight contracts again? Or would he go on a quest that made some sense of the fighting that he did before? He didn’t know the answer to that question and hoped for the best and that he would have a better time doing it.

“That is true son, though sometimes you can admit it does go slow, slow like the molasses on the tree and you yearn for excitement. I’ve been there too and know what it is like to go from one battle to another and hope that you survive.” He stopped and looked at his son. “Because the object is the person to die for his cause, and you don’t die for yours.” Patting Baromir he shrugged. “Well, that was told to me by some grizzled veteran that I had known for a long time. We had fought for King Jeery for quite a few years until I met your mother of course, then it was time to settle down and have a family and work on a farm that was bequeathed to me by the king.”

“The king gave you this farmhouse?”

“The land he did, but I had to earn everything and buy, and pay off bills and the purchase of the equipment and so on. Not very hard when you have good crops and a sense of urgency and the like.”

“I understand Dad,” Baromir said, somewhat unable to read his father’s face, which seemed to be a stone in a way, almost unreadable. “I hope I wasn’t a burden on you then.”

“No, not my son, you weren’t a burden at all. In fact, I think you were a boon since you were a son, therefore you could help me with the farming when you were of age.”

“Well, I’m glad I can help of course.” The truth was that with the prospect of adventuring, he could do more than toil around the farm hoping some fair woman met him and he could settle down with her and have a family of his own. He realized that he was too young to think of such a thing with his father needing help of course, and he had to convince Esmeralda of wanting to have a kid. She didn’t think much about it, feeling that adventuring was her calling in life and when she felt like it, she would settle down. Just when he didn’t know he hoped she would have some time as he needed to process more fighting in the upcoming month or two weeks that he was allowed to fight in. He thought it wasn’t fair as well, with other young men of his age not adventuring but stuck at home while other men fought gallantly, and he was stuck working the fields. He felt in a way he was cursed that his father wanted him to stay and work on the farm rather than explore the world around him.

He got that glimpse when he fought in Dormir City and at Anniva and fought the Black Knights. It gave him a sense of purpose, a mission to execute for money at least. Here it seemed just toiling and wasting his time when he could be with Esmeralda. Maybe he could be with Famir and Lorna again, fighting more enemies and doing more lucrative contracts and passing the time away fighting for riches and other assorted things. He dares not look for another woman because he knows Esmeralda would just as soon kill him than listen to any plea for forgiveness. He figured that was a good sign that he had a good wife then, somebody to tame his urges, somewhat anyway, and treat her right. Sure, there was an age difference, but love was love and he thought that she was the only one he needed. She seemed to feel the same way and he had to admit that she seemed loyal and in love with him, but not crazy like some women were, so he considered it a win.

“Well, I’m glad you’re here. Now, let’s go in before it gets too dark and can’t find our way back.” Lance said as he began walking and when his son was walking with him, he patted him on the shoulder, smiled and laughed a bit, and led his son back to the house.

Once inside Baromir sat down and waited for his mother to finish making supper, and his father sat down by him as he had finished setting the table for eating. It was odd to him that his father insisted on setting the table, which he didn’t understand because he was the youngest and they had him do the rest of the chores, but this wasn’t one he regularly did. Nevertheless, he did like the fact that he didn’t have to do all the chores around the house. But he still offered to give a hand, which they refused. As he sat down, he wondered what Esmeralda was doing. She probably was off on some adventure slaying dragons and the like, fighting for whatever cause she got paid for. She wasn’t concerned about Locklier trying to have sex with her and trying to seduce her. She was too young for him by his words so that reassured him that things were fine and that he shouldn’t be jealous that she was spending time with him.

“So, son, where do you plan on going next?” Handing his son some ale it was decidedly cold and tasty, the local brew from the local tavern that he often bought to bring some class to the household. He took his own cup, took a sip, and smiled. “Taste good?”

“It is good Dad.” Baromir said as he wasn’t sure where he wanted to go for his adventuring ‘vacation’. “Maybe see Famir and Lorna again in Dormir City, maybe we can talk to Kussof and do some more contracts, I haven’t figured out what to do exactly, I don’t know if I have to go to somewhere new where I don’t know anybody, like when I first started out.”

“Understandable.” Taking another sip he regarded his son, and wished he could go along this one time, just to experience the thrill of adventuring, but his wife needed to be protected and there was managing the books to account for their sales this summer. “I wish I could go along with you.”

“You Dad? I think you’re a bit too old for fighting.” Inwardly he thought that his father probably could wield a sword at least, given his training by him in the past.

“I am not too old for fighting, I have at least one adventure in me, I can feel it.” Shaking his head he wondered how his son, who hadn’t fought yet, could judge him like that. “Besides whom are you to judge? You haven’t adventured as I have, so I wouldn’t talk son.”

“Dad you’re moving slower this year, I don’t think you’ll be able to wield a sword like you used to.”

“I’m only fifty-four years old, I still got it in me, I can feel it.” While he did feel older, he knew that while he didn’t have the same spring in his step as he used to, he knew he could still fight because he had to protect his family, and that occupied his mind every day.” Somebody besides you has to protect your mother young Baromir.”

“Or maybe your joints are getting old Dad.” Smiling, he winked and took a sip of his ale. It was rare to joke with his father without a hard stare in response.

“Maybe, but they’re still able to swing a sword deftly and I would look out if I were you.” He pointed a finger at Baromir, but he was smiling in jest at him, taking away some of the tension that had been building up during the summer. It wasn’t like Baromir joking around all of the time, but it was a good feeling to him that he wasn’t also being critical of his every move. He was becoming a man and he had to treat him like one as the days went by.

Laughing Baromir nodded in agreement. “I believe you, Dad,” Baromir said after he took another sip. It was good joking around with his father, who was serious most of the time and never really joked as it was him focused on the harvest and the yield that it gave them for selling the product. It was good that he at least relaxed a bit, and wondered if it was because they were talking about adventuring, he showed a more relaxed side of him.

“Good, let’s eat our dinner and enjoy this fine ale.” He said, saluting with the cup he had and winked. “The night is young and so are you son, time to figure out where you’re going to go for the next two weeks.”

Waking up with a hangover Baromir sighed and got up. He realized that he didn’t have to work as much today, but he had to figure out something as he was sure his father would get him working. He got out of bed, made it, and left his room and saw his mother making breakfast. “Good morning, Mom.”

“Good morning son, hungry?”

“Yes, of course, I’ll get a plate.”

“On the table, I set up early.”

“Oh okay.” Walking to the table he picked up the plate and yawned. He then walked over and held out his plate. He looked at the eggs and sausage and ham that was put on his plate and smiled. “Looks and smells good Mom.”

“Thank you, your father is awake and he’s out in the fields and said for you to meet him out there.”

“Yes Mom,” Baromir said with some dread in his body. He didn’t want to work after the night of good times, but he knew that work came first with his father and the previous night was only a rare occurrence that he had to cherish, though he wished the hangover would go away and he could concentrate on eating his food. Sitting down he picked up his utensils and ate his food as quickly as he could, making sure he didn’t keep his father waiting for too long. It wasn’t like he had to rush, but a look from his mom told him that he needed to hurry and get out there. He was curious about what they were going to do today as there wasn’t much that he could remember to do. Once he finished, he picked up the plate, put it in the sink, and kissed his mom on the cheek. “I’m done Mom, thank you.”

“Run along son, he’s waiting.” And returned to making a meal for herself.

Baromir exited his house and went to look for his father. After searching for a few minutes, he finally saw him. He had been walking and he hurried to catch him. Once he did, breathing hard, he caught up to his father. “I’m here Dad.” He said as he noticed that his father wasn’t doing much with the area. He realized that his father acknowledged his presence but seemed preoccupied with something. “What is it.” He noticed his father held up a hand and then brought it down.

“I’m sorry I was distracted. There seems to be a woman coming towards us and I’m trying to see if she has any weapons.” He paused to look at the woman and noticed that she noticed them and was making her way to them. Sighing, he saw her approach, and beside her clothes, she had a round carrier with her and was unarmed. He appraised her and wondered why she came this way to their farm. She panted slightly but he figured that was for effect rather than her being winded from the travel of walking that far and in a hurry. “What can I do for you young lady?”

“Baromir here can introduce me.” The woman said as she looked at Baromir.

“I remember you when we approached the Black Knight camp, but I forgot your name.”

“Diedre.” 

“Ah yes, Father we saw her after we approached the camp, which was razed by a dragon supposedly.”

“I see, and why have you come here, and how do you know his name?”

“I knew it from our encounter, I overheard it being said that’s all. Nothing to worry about.” Loeffler said as she figured that it would ease their paranoia. She was considering revealing her true nature, but that remained to be seen soon.

“Okay then, why are you here?” He looked at Diedre and wondered how she came to find his home amongst many in the province. “May I ask how you knew to come here amongst all of the farmland in the Helva province?”

“I got his magical signature when we met, of your son and also his party members, well the ones that were with him anyway,” Loeffler said as she appraised Baromir’s father and figured he was about fifty years old. He could probably make the trip, but she didn’t know if he would go. If she got Baromir to go then that would be something good, as he was young, fit, and could perhaps fight well. However, she didn’t know as she never saw him fight. She assumed that maybe if they were going to assault the camp, she razed then maybe he was a decent fighter after all. “So, I only followed the trail by normal means, to make it to you.”

“And what do you want then lady?” Lance said as he eyed the woman. She was attractive in a way and looked wiry to a degree, and perhaps able to defend herself. “I think you ought to tell us, or we may decline.”

“I need you or your son to travel to the Great Land Council and deliver this scroll to them. I cannot, as I am in a way banished from them. I am simply asking him to be a courier for my needs.”

“That seems a tall order Diedre,” Lance said as he continued to size her up. “How much are you offering him to go? It gets very expensive traveling from here to there.”

“Money is not a concern my friend, only getting this scroll to the Council will be your main concern.”

“Well, how much money is ‘not a concern’?”

“Thirty gold, I can provide it as soon as he agrees to take the scroll to the Council.” She patted the carrying satchel. “It should be enough to get your son to the Great Land Council, and back, depending on expenses of course.”

“Well, I agree it may be dangerous, suppose he gets some friends to go with him?” Lance sighed more to himself than a reflection of the conversation that was going on. He knew it was a good deal, but he was concerned about his son’s ability to recruit other friends to aid him.

“That is not my responsibility to get the scroll to the Council, my friend, I would recommend it though given the probable route, he must take. Though I think he would be better off with friends, and I’m sure if his party agrees they can go, though I will not pay them because I don’t know who or how many, and I do have limited resources.”

“I see and I accept your offer of payment. I am sure my son can fend on his own and find assistance to aid him in his quest.” He had to support his son’s desire to go on an adventure and he was sure that this would be an adventure to recount to his kids when he had them when he got to his age.

“I’m so relieved,” Loeffler said. She didn’t need to explain the scroll and what it meant to get it to the Great Land Council. She only wondered what they would think of her when they read it. It was nothing hostile that was for sure, but her case for being allowed back to the Great Land Council was a pressing matter that even Ragnor couldn’t fix by himself. Haesslich didn’t like her that much, but he agreed that she should be allowed back on the Council despite what she did.

“I wish I could go but can you tell me what’s to be taken?” Lance said, eyeing her possessions, which were the satchel for the money presumably and the other round case that was slung on her body.

“I cannot reveal too much, but it is a simple scroll to be read by the councilmembers themselves. It has a magical seal that only they can open and therefore will be unreadable by Baromir and whatever companions that come along with him, should they choose to do so.”

“I see.” Baromir finally said as he realized he would have some say in the quest for once. “I can find a couple of friends that can assuredly help me in my quest Diedre.”

“Good! I shall give you this satchel as payment as well. You can count on it of course but I figure within a week or so that you will have delivered it to the Great Land Council. It shouldn’t take you long, maybe less than two weeks to a week or so depending on how you travel.”

“I will have to see the convoy going to Dormir City though as I need to get there to find my friends and see if they’re willing to go to where you desire. What city does the Great Land Council reside in?” That was something he needed to know should Famir and Lorna does not accept his request to join him. Still, he figured that Famir would just do something should he be bored and the like. Lorna would probably have to be cajoled into it because of her busy schedule and the like. Plus, he felt that she didn’t like him that much, or was always preoccupied with her magic spells and the like. “But rest assured I can get it to the Council madam.”

“Good.” Loeffler handed over the scroll and the satchel containing the money. It was a slight burden on her but if she was human, she would have likely felt the weight of the money that she paid him. It was curious to see how much he would spend and how far he would get. The case for the scroll was nondescript save for the lock, so he wouldn’t be questioned too much about it she thought. Smiling and bowing she walked away from the two, leaving them somewhat dumbfounded as she simply didn’t do anything more than simply give them a task which they knew would be dangerous. “Here is the case and the money, I am sure you will do fine.”

“Thank you,” Baromir said as he accepted the case and money bag.

“You are welcome, I must go now,” Loeffler said as she nodded to both men and began to walk away. She had to walk far away so that the humans wouldn’t see her morph back into her true form though, but it wasn’t hard either.

“Some woman,” Lance said as he watched the retreating form. “That certainly changed things. Come on, we’ll go into town and check the schedule for the convoy. Bring that stuff in case you get lucky and must go now. Get your blade as well son.” He said as he figured that if he knew the schedule right there would be one leaving today, maybe tomorrow at the latest. If he could get him going now, he could save time and get to his friends earlier. He waited until Baromir was ready, and they walked to the center of town, taking an hour to get there. It was a nice crisp morning and he felt that getting him on his quest as soon as possible was the smart thing to do. They arrived at the embarkation point for the convoys and found out that there was one convoy leaving for Dormir City in four hours. “Four hours son, stay here, get some lunch beforehand and I will see you when you get back. Don’t die on me son, I command it.”

Smiling, Baromir appreciated the concern of his father. “Thank you, Dad, I won’t, I promise.”

Smiling, he patted his son on his shoulder and walked off, first to get something to drink and eat since he didn’t eat breakfast. He figured he could spend some time in town and see if he needed anything at the store.

Baromir stood around for a few hours, not talking with anybody and keeping a generally low profile given his quest and the mission that he had to perform. After eating some food and getting something to drink he finally boarded the convoy and traveled for two days. Upon reaching Dormir City he smiled, as if he was returning home and that he would see his friends again. He smiled and before he walked to Famir’s house, he stopped at the market and had lunch, hoping that Famir was home. Approaching the door he smiled, then knocked loudly. He knocked a few more times, then waited for a response. A few minutes later the door Famir stepped out, half-naked, looking around, and his eyes lit up when he saw Baromir. “Hey, my friend, how’s it going? What brings you to my house?”

“Business mainly, can I come in?”

“Be quiet, she’s asleep.” Motioning for Baromir to come in, he backed up and closed the door when he entered.

“She?” Raising an eyebrow Baromir was slightly surprised at that revelation.

“Some lady I met last night at the bar, a looker, sleeps like a rock, so we can talk normally without waking her I bet.”

“Good.” Baromir entered and sat down. After a few moments of drinking water, he explained the situation to Famir, who listened intently. Once finished Baromir hoped that Famir was going to join him.

“So, when do we leave?”

“I don’t know, I have to find Lorna and see if she’s up to the task too.”

“Well as soon as I get rid of this woman I can sure as hell come with you, I got nothing planned for the week and you know that I get bored easily and need something to keep me going.”

“That I agree with. How long are you going to keep her here?”

“Give it a few hours or so, we can get the horses from Peterson like before, so there’s no rush my friend. Care for something to eat?”

“I already ate before coming here I’m afraid,” Baromir said with some annoyance, he wanted to get going as soon as possible to the Great Land Council.

“No worries as soon as she wakes up and leaves, we can be on our way to Lorna’s.”

“Good, I hope she’s not too busy that she can’t come.”

“What’s with the scroll though? You can’t open it?” Eyeing the case Famir wondered what might be in it. And if it was something that they could get money off of.

“It’s magically sealed so I can’t open it and see what it is,” Baromir said as he shrugged and wished that he knew what the scroll was. He wasn’t going to steal it given Diedre’s power that he felt when she was standing there talking to him and his father.

“Maybe Lorna can break the lock, though admittedly I don’t know what we would do with the scroll though. We could probably sell it or keep it for our use.”

“I don’t think she would like that; Diedre wouldn’t like that I suppose.”

“What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her, my friend.” Famir nearly pleaded as he made his case in opening the case. He wanted to know what they knew, and if it was so important to take to the Great Land Council, then maybe it was worth knowing now. “Lorna could try and open it.”

“Maybe, but she entrusted me to this case, and I don’t think she wanted it to be opened by someone other than them. What if Lorna can’t break through?”

“Then we gotta deliver it as you said. More than likely the magic is tuned to that woman, so she’ll know when it’s delivered and so on. I mean I can survive not knowing what the case has to say, but you know... anything that we know is better for us and our survival.”
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