
ENTRANCE

An unsuspected tunnel led to the depths of the
ground where the rose once bloomed. After all,
is the myth true?

GREENHOUSES

The glass doors are locked and a sign reads:
"Forbidden to open all doors simultaneously.”
Inside each greenhouse there is a different
species of singing rose. They learn and sing only
one word in their entire life. Unfortunately, the
doors are sound proof.

LIBRARY

High as the walls,
the bookshelves are
filled with old magic
and botany books.
Some are missing.
One of them is still
open on the top of a
reading table. It is
stained with snot
and blood but you
see a handwritten
note saying: “feed
them petals and
they will move
away.”

LABORATORY

There are bottles of
potions everywhere of
different shapes and sizes,
filled with liquids of all
colors and thicknesses. A
white board on the wall
with recipes is half-faded.
Which one captures your
eye? Do you take the
chance?

D6 ROLL

5-6

3-4

1-2

RESULT

You shrink to the
size of a key

Your arms become
roots that you can
shape as you wish

Your body turns
into liquid glass

GREAT HALL

If these walls could speak,
what would they tell?
Around the platform in the
center of the room is
engraved "hear the roses
as the sap flows". When
you sing it right, a portal
opens. What comes
through? Or is your
curiosity stronger and you
go through the portal?
What do you do?

NAVE

Beyond a discreet door, everything is different.
A nave of columns merge into the horizon. The
walls are torn by huge windows, through which it
is possible to see the roots of the giant rose. But
before you can go any further, a wooden golem
that guards the temple is blocking your way.

COLLAPSED WING

As the magic dissipates, the temple's
structure also begins to collapse. Among the
rubble of the old workshop, cafeteria and
dormitory wander monster snails, originated
by the exposition to the abandoned magic.
They won't move and it's impossible to pass
through them. They look hungry and fierce.

STAIRCASE

No longer a
passage but
its mural
survives. The
words "order"
and "sing"
still read.

Through generations travels the memory of
heroes who climbed the rose, in which shadow
forests fell from old age. One day the rose
dried up and the myth was born. Its magic
had not been extinguished but had instead
been imprisoned by wizards in an underground
temple, where they were studying ways to
tame the magic of the rose.

The myth is no more. It became
a story to be told. Your story.
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