[ a few hundred feet to the north, you can see the forest end, and you can barely make out farm land beyond it, with foggy outlines of barnyards and mills ]

[ describe various corpses littering the farmfields, mutilated, gnawed upon and slashed open, festering hay stacks, many farmhouses are burnt out or ransacked ] 

[ in the distance you can see the hamlet proper, a grouping of a few dozen thatch dwellings, support buildings and watch towers surrounding a great wooden fort, a grand hall. Beyond the city the earth turns 

to steep rising hills, and far on the horizon are giant mountains, still capped by white snow ]  

[ as you cross the field you find a circle of headless corpses, more serpent members, eyeless guy stands in the middle with a bundle of heads on a rope, harvesting the last head from a body he grips at the 

collar, he turns into crows again and dissapears ] 

[ The dirt road leading up the hamlet is scattered with debris, baskets and casks, sacks with decaying clothes. A few makeshift burial mounds are fifty feet off the road, several of which still have arms 

hanging out. the pallisade surrounding the hamlet has been breached at various points, and sections have been burnt by fire, the people of hedgwick walk around in a demoralized stupor, staring at your 

company as you arrive. The animal pens are dirty and filled with excrement, dead chickens sunk under mounds of mud, and the thach huts and bungaloes have seen better days, many of them in disrepair or left 

barren in the absence of their owners. The smell of garbage is heavy on the air, and piles of the dead lay stacked in dark corners and awnings. Women, children, few men between 15 and 50, are all that remain 

in the town, the stronger souls are nowhere to be found. Angvard remembers the town of one of the most prosperous hamlets of the northern frontier, a bustling trade port connecting the north and middle 

ascomanni. King Hothbrodd was like another father to him. ] 

[ a dirty little boy in rags runs over and tags on angvard's cloak, tells him about how they come in the mist ]

[ prominent in the center of the village is a magnificent great hall, a wooden fort house five or six times the height of a man, orantely carved with detail of mythological creatures and gods, and inlaid 

with silver and gold gilding. At its broad face are two massive wooden doors, of which several arrows penetrate, and several cracks from blades are visible. Other than this, the hall appears to be in 

pristine condition.] 

[ if people knock, a bunch of terrified old men and boys with swords and shields poised, reluctantly answer and open the doors, revealing a massive internal hall, with a great arched dome, a hole in the 

cieling, letting rain drip down to form a puddle in he middle of the room. Iron braziers line the walls, glowing with fire, and across from the entrance are two thrones, one inhabited by a broken old man, 

slumped in his chair, one eye clinched shut, the other by a confidant, pretty looking woman of regal manner, in a plain but meticulous dress. A herald stands next to him and says "My lord Hothbrodd, This is 

Angvard, son of Hygelac, come from the south..." and is interupted]


[ "I know the man, I sent for him." I knew him as a boy, knew his father, and I know him now. Grown a man, a fine fine man." ] 

[ * First started when the crop caches were mysteriously burned, men dissapeared from the village
  * A strange influx of crows in the area 
  * A heavier mist came into the area, heavier than usual
  * Smoke plumes were seen to the north, in the direction of the northern settlements
  * A few of the men who had dissapeared previously were involved in grusome slayings in town, they seemed posessed by madness
  * Come winter, the attacks started, a great host of the Imperial dead, lead by a mahir
  * As of now, all the men of proper fighting age are dead, there are 20 men at arms remaining (the majority of which are teens and old men ) and 60 women/children, 
  * The pallisade is ruined and undefendable 
  * they attack with the mist, Hothbrodd does not think they will survive another assault.
  * there were several survivors of the north, most commited suicide, one remains, who also speaks that the mahir possesses a weapon we have not seen yet, a fireworm ] 

[ after people talk to him, he invites them to a banquet, where survivor from a northern town tells about the fireworm, the ultimate weapon of the mahir, it came out of the mist, slithering as it came, 

spitting fire ] 

[ oracle revelations: 
* To destroy the mahir, you must heal the wound
* glimpses of a massacre of nuns/priests/defenseless kneeling imperial men
* mahir cackling over a piled hill of bones 
* shadowy figures stumbling out of a great stone entrance, twisting and gnarled movements, yellow eyes and mad screams, followed by a marching legion of illuminated, murdered imperials ] 

[a mist will come tonight, either they prepare for it, and can ambush the attackers, or they dont prepare for it and get ambushed, they get up to sleep in the great hall, 
* awoken by the sudden splintering of boards, undead pour in a phalanx and begin to viciously stab forward with long spears
* pitch black, their faces are obscured by full face helms
* their decaying bronze armors are glowing blue
* Behind them are floating upper body skeletons, clad with scraps of armor, a spear through the middle impaling through the mouth, they have a satchel of javelins
* Behind them are two gaunt, grey skinned creatures with two goat horns and bone spines running down their back, their skin appears to be comprised of stitched together men. They have silk wraps around their 

lower waist ]

[ next morning, they should probably prepare defenses, massive attack at night with fireworm ]

[ next morning oracle should be used to determine where the eyeless guy's source of power is, an ancient imperial monastery, where a mass execution was done. It is filled with zombies during the daylight, 

who are paralyzed and cannot move through sun. ]
[ * to the west of town is a stony pass, mile long, fireworm ambushes them
· Beyond that, winding mountain path up to monastery ] 
[image: ]

North Transept: A grand arch entrance lies before you, shrinking to an alcove with a smaller entranceway. In the alcove are the smashed remnants of some statutory, they have been hewn with swords. Perched atop one of the smashed stone busts is a crow. Ports of the wall are cracked and shining beams of light into the interior, but you can’t make out the inside. [ paladin gets owned]  
Door: The door’s locking mechanism appears to have been pulverized by something, the door cannot be closed shut. 
Hall: As you near the entrance a strong gust of wind blows out from the monastery toward you. You smell the all too familiar stench of dead bodies, incense and candles. The air is dry and stinging. You enter into an unremarkable stone hallway with an arched exit to the south. The floor is carpeted with putrid  red clothe. Before the door are three  silently standing Imperial soldiers, clad in bronze armor. They are illuminated by the sun and seemed to have not noticed yet, even though they are staring straight ahead with dead eyes. 
Trap: A pressure plate which fills the room with darkness, the undead glow and attack. 
Square Junction: 
You enter into a square  15’ by 15’ room, inlaid into the walls are hundreds of candle holders, many of them missing candles. To the west, south and east are entranceways. Light shines brightly from overhead, as the ceiling has collapsed and lies in chunks of masonry at the floor. In one of the corners of the room is a silently standing robbed woman with a putrid cowl on. Her mouth and neck are slashed, revealing deep lacerations.  
West (Quire): This grand hall is filled with rows of benches for prayer service, facing a stone altar at the end of it. Swathes of the room are filled with an impenetrable darkness, while other spots are revealed by rays of light from the cracked ceiling. The hall is littered with books, scrolls, candles and other trinkets, many of the pews are smashed and flipped over. The altar’s idol has been split in half and lies in pieces at the base of it. Several figures seem to lurk in the darkness, and a priest stands emotionlessly at the altar, staring at the idol pieces. His robe is blood stained and his skull is cracked. The walls are lined with statues, paintings and carvings of religious icons, most of which have been beheaded or flipped over.  
Presbytery:  At the mouth of this room all you can make out are several figures in the room and the front of a stone table. The room is completely shrouded in darkness, only partially revealed by the light spilling in from the room you just came from. 
If light up, it’s filled with a table, priest living stuff, chairs. 6 dead priests. 
Cloister: 
As you enter you come upon a horrific site. This wide open area of several hundred feet in diameter may have once been a garden grounds. The walls are a colonnaded porch. Before you is a massive pile of decaying brown bones, several feet high, stretching across the entire grounds.  Hundreds of motionless, murdered Imperial people, some knights, some priests, some nuns, some peasants, faces anguished and brutalized, stand silently on top of their graves ,staring downward to their wrecked remains. Many of them have been stabbed in the neck, their hands bound by rope, as if executed, while others are impaled from the groin to the mouth on long spears. The ocean of bones is possessed by a frenzy of energy, as carrion beetles scurry across and pick at remains. 
Floating above the mound of the dead is the mahir. He lets loose a guttural cackle as he spots you and raises his hands palms inward. From behind him, a slowly moving cloud of darkness begins to engulf the grounds and blot out the sun, causing the dead to glow with a dim blue aura. 
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