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=Before vou stands and sturdy wooden table shaded by a thick thatch roof. As vou appreach vou see a

bizarre assortment of desiccated monster parts, jars of dried powders and herbs, and vials of colorful

liquids. A weathered elven woman glances up at vou briefly then retums her attention to the thick leather

bound tome that she's reading.

If any player touches amytlong withod er pernassion, she springs up from her chatr with startling speed and drives a

dagger mfo the fable bestde thetr hand, then tcily states. "Look. Don't fouch.” There's a 25% chance of fouling rare

spell or potion conponents, thougl only of plant or aymal based. If engaged. the seller. Elmnra Eridaro, will sigh heavily

amd state fairly exorbitant prices for her goods. If the players attengrt fo hagele she will lower her prices, bt

reluct ant ly with such cononents as, " You have no tdea the gffort i fook to obfam these.”. "You won't find anotler of

those o the city.”. or "It took a year and a half to frack that down. ™ Thougl she does not sell any magical tems, she

hias extensive contacts amongst the wizanding conmoonty and can provide confacts for abmost any nagical needs the

players have for a few comns - if they don't anfagonize ler.

= A roughhewn table holds a vast assorbment of weaponry - hammers, axes, swords, and daggers.

Spears, halberds, and pole axes lean against the wall behind the stall. Almost any weapon except the

meost exotic can be found here. Plavers even glancing at the stall will be greeted warmly by twin brothers,

human and sharply dressed in matching tunics.

Festus and Damyn Tiondale are extremely eager to make a sale, tlhings have been a bif slow the past few days. They re

exceedmely friendly and fry fo be helpful. no matier what the players do or say. They have a peculiar habif - Festus will

say somethieg ard Darmyn will support Ion entlnestastically, for exangple, if Festus tells the players, "Tlas is divarven

steel tf will serve you well i battle.” then Darmyn will say, "Very stromg! Ridicudonsly strong! You won'? foud
stromger! " Thetr wares are all second hand, nd they have extensive kowledge of metabworing

g the ctty, and will freely offer advice tn that area.
ks = A small table with a fine black linen tablacloth sits under a black canvas awning.

Undemeath an ancient human with long grev hair and a thick weclen cloak leans on a

gnarled staff gazing into the distance. Placed neatly on the table are empty wineskins.

If the players make any pupnaries abond s wares, e faps a small sign hangg from the awnng
with lids staff that they hadn't noticed before that says. "ONLY wineskans . If they tupare abowd price. lie faps a small
sigrn on the fable that they hadnt noticed before that mdicates the price. At any atfengpt fo haggle, e agan faps the
stgn with the price. Amy ofher tuguiries and he taps the sign sayme ONLY wineskins. If the players confirme frying fo
mteract with I, e evenfually begts staring off vifo the distance aga
= A rotund human woman stands under a grev canvas sunshade barking continuously, "Meat pies! Hot,
fresh meat pies!” The aforementioned pies rest on a motley assortment of small tables and chairs
arrayved all around her. There is a line of a few people here throughout the day.

Marta Pillwort does a brisk bustess m meat pies. Her Inisband ts the baker, and ler som Marcus s the

ngwier. carying a swpristigly laree monber of mes, amviig with the armonmcement, "Fresh pies

mather!” The pies are delicions and reasonably priced. Price is non-negotiable. Marfa is very busy and

though frierndly will not lave fme fo chat.

= A long thatched roof covers a variety of barrels and casks of different sizes. Most of the larger barrels
have a variety of bottles and jugs on them. Hanging from the roof is a sign that reads, "Drink, Drank,
Drunk.”

Two diwvarves, Urma and Budo Hardeake, nm tlis establishment and sell all marmer of beverages from

cheap ale to an assorfment of ninor magical potions. Uima addresses the parfy tn a ferse mummer, "What

youwant ! and "We gof that.” Bufo then scrambles tlmough the maze of barrels and locates any

requested them abnost tstantly. Af the back of thetr stall is a shabby bed. a patr of crossbows loaded and

ready, and a profusion of meat pie cionbs. Thetr small grey katten Peaches dozes tlmougl most of the

day b may come ouf fo mvestigate the players.

Random Encounters:

1} With a horrific groan a small mud elemental rises from the standing water on the east side of the
allev and attacks! A miner magical ring with a healing enchantment lies in the muck where the beast rose.
2} A gang of § laughing children run down the alley and bump into a player. (possibly stealing his purse!)
3} A voung woman flanked by two guards with spears marches down the alley and points at one of the
Flavers declaring, "That's the one that took my quilt!” Hilarity and misunderstandings ensue.

4} A horrific lizard creature flips open the sewer grate and walks down the east side of the alley, its
clawed flippers splashing in the puddles as moves. As the PCs reach for their weapons in terror, Marta
shouts, "Hev Frank!" Frank gets in line for a pie, sorting through his handful of coppers.

5) A figure in a dark cloak races down the allev. A guard rounds the comer and shouts, "Stop him!”

&) An wneticed wax sealed scroll case fleats lazily in the gutter, heading toward the storm drain.
Within is a map of the local area with a red X in the woods outside town. Treasure or trouble?




