Barley

Magic

Soil and Stone - Earth Magic Level 2

Although you're not properly trained in magic, you can cast one or two effective spells and have a grasp of the general principles.  You can aid the sick and wounded and speed the natural course of their healing.  As well as knowing the right herbs to use to stop bleeding, ease pain and speed recovery from common, non-fatal illnesses, you have what the wise women at home used to call 'the healing touch'.  Simple laying on of hands can help victims to recover and seeds touched by you have a higher fertility than would be expected.  You don't have enough magic to ensure a good harvest, nor to cure fatal wounds and diseases, but you are able to do your bit to help out.

Powers

Gift of the Pot (free)

Anything edible cooked in your special stewpot tastes good and is more nourishing than it would be if cooked in an ordinary pot.

Absolute Direction (1)

You always know which way is North, even in absolute darkness.

Background

You were raised on a farm in a realm where the society could pretty accurately be described as feudal.  Peasants, like you, did all the work.  Great lords taxed you so they could parade around in finery from time to time and have everyone cheer at them and Priests tithed you so that they could offer the appropriate sacrifices to the gods to ensure that the harvest were good.  This was normal and struck you as being fair enough, until the year the harvests failed and the Lords put the taxes up yet again.   The Priests put up the tithes too, as the sacrifices were clearly far from grand enough to please the gods.  The Lords continued to parade in their finery whilst the people from your village grew thin.  The old folk and the babies died.  What were you to do to save yourself and your family?

Well, you did what most of the young and strong from the village did.  You poached the odd deer from the Lords’ hunting forests.  There were plenty to go round and you couldn’t pay your taxes if you starved to death, could you?

Well, you couldn’t pay your taxes anyway, so the Lords sent the bailiffs round and, unfortunately, they happened to find a nice pot of venison you had on the fire and you were in serious trouble.  They fined you more than you could ever hope to pay and, when you couldn’t pay it, they decided to make an example of you and threw you in a dungeon.

Now, you shared this dungeon with someone who could do magic.  Not a nice sort of person or easy to get on with.  The stuff this person had done, they deserved to be in the dungeon, in your opinion, but you weren’t about to object to being helped to escape.  This magician had a trained raven who managed to drop the key to your dungeon in through the bars, then the magician turned the pair of you invisible just long enough for you to get out of the building and into the woods.  Then everything went decidedly pearshaped and it turned out this magician had dragged you through a gate into another world.  Whereupon, this magician did a runner, leaving you stranded.

Things in this new place weren’t all that different from how they were at home except the Lords and the Priests weren’t so greedy.  You soon found a nice family who were happy to let you help them work their farm in exchange for food, lodgings and enough money to visit the local tavern from time to time.  Only this travel between worlds business had aroused your curiosity.  You had a chat to the village wisewoman about it and learned the basic idea then, when you got back to the gate you came through, you discovered you could do it yourself!  Course, you couldn’t stay in the realm you came from, you’re a wanted criminal there.

Turns out being a professional spherewalker is more profitable than being a farmhand.  More fun too!  Your long term ambition is to go home with enough money to pay off your fine and make the Lords and Priests look foolish.  You have family there who are probably worried about you.  Anyway, it would be a good thing to take them somewhere they could have a better life than the one they had when you left them.  This is a long term plan because, unfortunately, money has a habit of slipping through your fingers.

Fortune

Your virtue is Spring which means new growth.  You believe this represents your ability to look at things in a different way, to bring a breath of fresh air into stagnant situations.

Your fault is The Peasant which means lack of vision.  You can't see that in yourself.  You know you have your feet firmly on the ground and revel in your own simple strength.  Maybe you can be stubborn at times, sticking to your own simple, down to earth way of looking at things, but you don't really see this as a 'fault'.

Your fate is The Soldier which means that, at some point in your life, you will be tested to see if you understand the difference between duty and blind obedience.

Possessions

2 copper beads

The clothes you stand up in

A two-headed axe of unexceptional quality

Your special cooking pot

Nothing else madly useful

