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A tangle of thick rope, rusty chain, and broad
planks is strewn across the floor, the remnants
of an old suspension bridge.

A massive trestle table with an inches-thick top
is tipped on its side here. Gashes, gouges, and
blood stains on the surrounding floor indicate it
was used as an improvised defensive
structure at some point.

Several wooden cases have been tossed into a
corner, the glass bottles they contain reduced
to broken shards. One bottle holds the dregs
of a fine vintage that is now lost forever.

A pile of thick oak planks and boards fills the
corner, the remains of a large table plus several
chairs and benches. The bigger pieces are
fractured and split but basically sound.

Heaps of moldering, waterlogged books are
scattered about this chamber. Most of the
volumes are ruined, but there is a one in six
chance of reading something useful per hour of
searching.

It's hard to say if these panels of twisted iron
bars were a fence, a railing, a grate, or a cage.
Though rusty and bent, they're sturdy, and
could serve as an improvised barrier or bridge.

Ack! A bear! Oh wait, it's a stuffed bear.
Though big and fierce-looking, a second glance
reveals the creature is a rather mangy moth-
eaten specimen.

These four life-sized, humanoid stone statues
have seen better days. They've been defaced,
broken, and tipped over, making it impossible
to tell who they may have portrayed.

A heap of bricks is piled in the center of this
space. They don't seem to match the material
used in this area's construction, perhaps a sign
of new work being done nearby?

The ruined remnants of a smith's workshop
are heaped here: rusted hammers and tongs,
a cracked anvil and a split and rotten wooden
barrel.
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Based on the melted hunks of wax still stuck to
the frame, this twisted pile of brass and iron
was once an ornate chandelier.

Parts of a skeleton protrude from a pile of
rubble and earth, the result of a ceiling
collapse. Trying to dig out the skeleton has a
one in six chance of causing another cave-in.

A rotten wooden platform supports a still-
intact set of stocks, a whipping post, and a
thick wooden beam strung with several sets of
rusty manacles. Old bones lie scattered on the
floor.

The roots of some ancient tree have broken
through the ceiling and walls, forming a
massive hanging curtain of decaying, fibrous
wood.

A spring has worked its way through cracks in
the ceiling, creating an indoor waterfall. The
water fills the low spots and depressions in the
floor, and slimy growths cover the fallen
rubble.

A wool carpet, fifteen feet square, is rolled
around a wooden pole. The fabric is sound,
but mold and mildew have destroyed the item's
value.

Several dozen large, empty clay urns and pots
are piled on creaky wooden shelves. Some
are cracked and chipped, but the rest are
sound. All of them are empty.

This cart-like contraption may once have
been some sort of small siege engine. The thick
wooden wheels and axles are still sound, but
the rest is dry-rotted and cracked.

Bones, large and small, old and new, are
scattered across the floor in strangely ordered
piles. Whatever pattern lies behind their
arrangement, it's beyond comprehension.

Heavy wooden racks and frames that once
held weapons and armor now hold warped
wooden shafts, dried-out leather, and rusty bits
of metal.

Written by Mark A. Thomas. Icon by Lorc.

OP2001 Copyright 2014 PBE Games, licensed for private use.




