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A crumbling foundation is all that remains of
an old cabin or hut. Oddly, the stones used in
its construction are not from the local area, and
several have strange symbols scratched into
them.

Ayards deep, half-mile long crevice splits the
earth (roll randomly for direction). Foul,
sulfurous fumes rise from the steaming pools
of mud in its depths.

A circle of white stones surrounds a natural
spring that bubbles up through a crack in a
large boulder. A variety of small items, the
remains of a meal, a few copper coins, a flint
knife, a bundle of yarn, have been left as
offerings within the circle.

A curiously geometric spire of orange and
brown stone stands here. Dozens of drawings,
initials, slogans, and curses have been
scratched into its chalky surface.

There are dozens and dozens of smooth
stones arranged in precarious piles atop a
table-sized boulder here. There seems to be
no rhyme or reason to their arrangement.

A natural stone arch marked with a beast-
shaped petroglyph spans a narrow chasm. A
stream tumbles along the chasm's floor.

Dozens of sun-bleached bones, some human,
some animal, some unidentifiable, have been
laid on the ground in the shape of an eight-foot
long arrow (roll randomly for direction).

A rotting hemp noose hangs from the twisted
branch of an old maple tree, the leg-bones of
some inhuman creature knotted in its loop.
An old board bears a single crudely written and
misspelled word: MURDEROR

A vine-covered brick pillar leans against an elm
tree. There's a corroded bronze plaque on one
side that shows a man's face in profile. His
name has been gouged and scraped away.

A weathered grave marker leans against an
elm. Its brief inscription, a name and a year, is
written in dwarf runes. A shallow depression in
a nearby clearing marks an old open grave.
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A dozen twisted and gnarled trees surround a
barren, isolated hill. There is a camp site, an
old fire pit and a collapsed lean-to, atop the hill.
Someone has carved dozens of notches into
the lean-to's main support pole.

Someone has made dozens of odd triangular
sigils out of twigs, bones, and vines, some tiny,
some huge. They hang like ornaments from all
the surrounding trees.

A five-foot long, granite hand, fingers curled as
if it were holding some round object, rises from
the ground, supported by a carved arm. It's
impossible to tell if it is part of a larger statue.
Strange glyphs have been inscribed along the
lines of the palm.

Dozens of corpses have been burned here.
Scorched and blackened bones lie scattered
around a heap of charred remains that are
humanoid, but definitely not human.

There is a crater here, ten yards wide and six
feet deep. It's surrounded by a ring of loose,
scattered earth, and a pool of sickly-green
water (?) has formed at the bottom.

A lightning-scarred sycamore stands in the
middle of a swampy meadow. There is a crude
shrine in the tree's hollow trunk.

Someone has planted seven wooden fence
posts in a line (roll randomly for direction). The
posts are one foot apart, and the one in the
middle has a raptor's skull affixed to it.

A ring of heavy stones marks the site of an
old well. The 80-foot deep shaft has narrow
handholds cut into the wall. The chamber at
the bottom is bone dry, and a line of text in a
weird language is scratched into the wall.

Dozens of arrow-straight channels crisscross
a marshy plain, shaping the clumpy grasses
and dense undergrowth into squares and
rectangles. Old ruins or simply a strange rock
formation?

Several large oaks have been marked with
circles of yellow paint. They form a near-
perfect square 170 yards on a side. A cairn of
black stones marks the middle of the square.
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