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Introduction

Welcomel

Welcome to Bits of the Boulevard™, Tabletop Adventures’ first city product. Cities can be alot of work to develop
and we hope to make your job easier. For Bits of the Boulevard we have found writers with a broad range of
medieval and fantasy writing experience S0 that we can represent a diverserange of settings. Each of us have some
ideas of what to put in a medieval fantasy city but al of us together are able to cover things that, individualy, we
might not have cong dered. We have taken care to provide descriptions that can be used in virtually any game that
takes place in a quasi-European medieval fantasy setting without "clashing" with the feel or setting of your existing
campaign. However, in those rare cases that something seems out of place, either discard the description or change
it as you have need. These descriptions arefor your usein your game and you are freeto modify them to keep your
game fun and exciting for you and your players. | hopethat you can find plenty of material here to augment your
players imaginations and to stimulate your own ideas for adventures.

Harried Game Masters, or How We Came to Write This Book

So, | hear you ask, “Why write a book like this?” Well, I'm glad you asked. We wrote it for al those Game
Masters who have ever lamented not having the timethat they wanted to spend on their game because those
unforgiving intrusions to gaming (life, work, family, schoal) interfered. We wrote it for all those gamemasters who
have come homefrom a hard day of work or just finished a grueding finds week and had friends call up and say,
"Hey, l&'s play tonight. | had arough day and | want to kill something." For all of you who need more then 24
hours in a day, welcome to Tabletop Adventures’ line of products for the Harried Game Master.

Weheeat TTA bdievethat descriptionisavery important part of game-mastering and that vivid descriptions can
make a world or an adventure come alive However, we have noticed that the more rushed or frazzled a GM
becomes, the more mechanical the game tends to be. So we have written abook that we' ve aways wished to have,
one that would have made our lives easer over the years. Tabletop Adventures’ “Harried GameMaster” products
are designed to be products that you can buy today and play tonight. We havetaken careto make them flexible so
they can be used in virtually any campaign without changing itsfed or details. They areto help you, the Game
Master, make the maximum use of the limited time you have available

This tool provides the GM with away to stimulate the characters' senses and the players’ imaginations without
having to use game-changing information. The descriptions can give players a“feel” for a stuation, a better image
of what is happening or what their characters are experiencing without all of thase experiences leading directly to
combat or treasure. They are intended to enhance role-playing by encouraging character building, reaction, and
interaction. These Bits of the Boulevard, and al the accompanying material, are made for you, to ease the life of the
Harried Game Master.

Check out our other products at www.tabletopadventures.com, and if you have any comments or suggestions please
send them to me at overlord@tabletopadventures.com

Enjoy, havefun, and create funfor others!




How to Use This Resource

Or, What in theWorld are Shards and Bits?

Shards and Bits should be viewed as small pieces of
an adventure. Think of the archeologi<t, collecting
little pieces of pottery and then fitting them together
into a fascinating whole. Bits are tiny pieces of
description that can be thrown in anywhere to provide
“color” or add alittle excitement to what might
othewise bea dull spot. Shards arelonger and more
elaborate, meant to be selected rather than added
randomly. They may describe a certain area or
specific thing, or particular facets that do not fit well
in arandom table such as times or seasors.

Onething to remember inusing this is that wetry to
provide you products that will add a bit of drama to
your game. Therefore ddivery isimportant. The way
you chooseto ddive the descriptions that are
provided can have a tremendous effect on the
subsequent playability of the situation involved.

Aswith our previous products in the Bits of
Darkness™ series, these Bits of the Boulevard™
have been numbered so that a GM can roll percentile
dice or pick a card to randomly generate a dash of
description for an adventure. An Index is provided in
case a Bit is needed to fit a particular situation, and
we haveincluded many Shards for specific situations,
conditions, or locations within the city. Theseall can
help you flesh out areas of a favorite city or give you
an "instant” description for those occasons when
your players go "where no-one has gone before” and
you don't yet have a clue what is there because you
didn't expect them to go that way.

These descriptions need not be followed verbatim. As
GM, you should fedl freeto adapt them however you
need in order to use them to greatest effect. In some
instances they may even give you ideas for additional
adventures for your players. These Bits are for
whatever you want! If a piece sparks your
imagination (or those of your players) and you want
to build onit, thengofor it.

Another consideration is that, while most Bits do not
add encounters, in some situations a minor encounter
is passible. Inthose cases, (if you are using the D20
System™ ) you may well find it handy to use the
resource "Everyone Else’ by E.N. Publishing. Thisis
an excellent and handy resource for providing the
GM stats for "everyone else".

Printing This Product

These pages can be printed out on regular paper.
However, the final pages are formatted to be printed
on card stock. As cards, they can be shuffled and
drawn randomly during play or sorted ahead of time,
with the GM sdlecting certain bits for use and placing
them with the appropriate map or other materials. If
you don’'t want to work with cards, you can roll
randomly and read the description to the players, or
write the appropriate number on the GM's map and
refer to it when the characters arrive there

Upcoming Productsfrom TTA

Be watching for the next product from Tabletop
Adventures™: “ Bits of Wilderness: Into the
Wildwood,” which will bring you descriptions for
drama and suspense as your adventurers ventureinto
the darkness and mystery of the untamed woods.
Check our web site at www.tabletopadventures.com
for more information. As always, if you have any
comments or suggestions please send them to the
Ovelord at overlord@tabl etopadventures.com




Bits of the Boulevard

01. A dozen merchants call out pricesand waresin
practiced, sing-song chants. Some exuber ant
businessmen juggletheir wares as they call out,
and over the heads of the crowd you catch sight of
tumbling fruits, baguettes, even hunks of smoked
meat.

02. A weary peddler walks his heavily-laden
donkey through the narrow streets. With each
step the ragged beast of burden takes, you hear
the clink of metal on metal, as copper mugs and
pans clink together. As he walks, the donkey
contentedly munches grain from an ornately
stitched leather feedbag.

03. The dusky smell of good coffee [spicy ted]
drifts out of an otherwise non-descript market
gall. Looking inside, you see a plump old woman
brewing hersdf a cup, while dozens of color ful
finches hop across rows of carrots and melons,
squawking. [Note: The publishers know that coffee
was not available in medieval Europe, however it is
something many players are familiar with, and it or
its equivalent might be availablein a fantasy world.]

04. In the shade of a push cart, ayoung girl is
busly scraping the seedsout of a fat, pinkish-
yellow pumpkin. She dumpsthe entrailsinto the
dirt beside her, and occasionally a spectacularly
bold grey squirrel will dart in to snatch a seed or
three. The pudgy pushcart owner busies her self
sdlling similar gourds, while the child dutifully
preparesone for dinner.

05. Thereis ajolly red-faced man with a white hat
and tunic and a huge smile offering his pastriesto
the crowd. " Sweet pastries! Fruit and honey!" His
smileis sincer eand he seems genuinely enthused
about hisfruit pies. " Tickle your taste and tease
your tummy! Get your sweet treats here!" In his
left arm he carries a large basket lined with ared
and whitewoven fabric and many pastries. He
smiles at [pick one of the characters]. " Y ou look

like someone who could use a special treat today!
How abouts a pie of fruit and honey as you go on
your way?" [Heis named Rocco but his friends call
him "Sweets." He loves the pies which he and his
wife make at their home and then sdll on the street
each day. The little pies cost as much as a loaf of
bread.]

06. A wagon load of fired clay pots clatters down
the narrow street, pulled by adrab grey donkey.
Thecart'sdriver isan equally drab grandmother;
the only spark of color on the wagon is the
brightly colored scarf the old woman has wrapped
around her mouth to keep out theroad's dirt.
Even the pots aredrab; smple unador ned grey
clay splotched with brown. The woman lowers her
scarf and spits aglob of inky black tobacco into
theroad.




geese drowns out all other sounds. Their wings
clipped, oneleg tied to a post with bluethread, the
geese can only squawk and scamper around the
small cook-stall. It's no use. One by one, the grey
geese ar e snatched up by an elderly grandmother,
who expertly severs their heads with an old and
often repaired hatchet. She curtly tosses the ill
struggling cor pse to one of her many brawny
grandsons deeper in the stall's shadows for
cleaning and cooking. Theair smells of tangy
exotic gpices and the panicked excr ement of the
dying geese.

08. " Finest winein town!" You hear thewine crier
befor e you can see him, but as you approach you
sight a man in a clean white shirt with a blue vest
and breeches. Under hisleft armis aflagon of
wine supported by a strap across his shoulder and
over hisneck and in hisright hand he holds a
wooden cup of modest size. [Pick aninnin town or
use the one provided. This man is a professional wine
taster and crier and works for the inns of his
choosing.] " Philip recommends the wine of the
Black Steed; fruity and rich!" Helooksat [pick a
character]. " Hey there, you seem to be a cultured
lot. The Black Steed has thefinest wine in town.
Carefor ataste?" He proffersthe cup toward the
players. " A tasteisfree, you can't loose with that,
eh?" [Philip will give directions to the Black Steed
but he is being paid to cry the wine so hewill nat talk
long]

09. A leathery gnome mer chant has stopped to
chat with a pair of human masons, and possibly
make asale. A sheaf of dried tobacco leaves
protrudes from the gnome's backpack, and he
hunches low under the weight. L eather pouches
filled with sweet-smelling dried tobaccos and teas
hang from the gnome's every button hole and from
his braided rope belt.

10. A pudgy, friendly-looking man with a cart
stands on the cor ner hawking his wares. The most
wonder ful smell is coming from the cart, the smell
of fresh baked bread. Thelong loaves of bread are
stacked, and the man has one hand on the cart and

the other g

esturing broadly ashe callstothe
passers-by. " Roger 0's fresh baked bread,
Rogero's fresh baked bread!" Helooks at you and
smiles broadly. " Care for aloaf of bread to fill the
empty corners? Thereisno finer bread than
Rogero's!” It does smell good.

11. Asyou continue down the street, a small stall
on the right side of the path drawsyour attention.
A small boy plays festive dance music on a
mandolin beside the stall, and the sound of
laughter comes from the back. Several exotic
scents combineto further entice customers. Inside
the stall, all manner of masks and headdr esses
hang on display. An exaggerated bird’s face with
an enormous beak, a jeweled cat head, a black and
white patterned headpiece and a brightly
feathered mask all viefor attention with numerous
other, simpler pieces.

12. A man dressed in a swirl of bright reds and
golds stands beside a cover ed horse-drawn wagon
at the side of theroad. Strange and exotic-looking
statues, weapons and mirrorsare laid before him
on ablanket, and a small hunched assistant (whose
race and sex you cannot determine) in a hooded
cloak scamper sfrom wagon to blanket, adding
and removing items under the man’sdirection.
Townsfolk obvioudly view these activities with
suspicion and give the wagon a wide berth, though
the man either doesn't notice, or doesn’t care.

13. " Ed pastries! Get your edl and fish pastries
herel" Up ahead arather large, round peddler
carries a deep wooden tray supported by straps
that go over his shouldersand behind his neck. He
catches your eye, [pick oneof the characters].

" Finest ed in town, wriggling only yester day,
baked into afresh pastry with cheeseand rare
spices fromthe east! Carefor apastry?" [The
pastries arewd| made and look fresh. They are
small, just large enough for aquick bite to eat for one
person and cost afew coppers. The GM cantiethe
peddier to an inn by the docks/river/edge of town if
desired, and use the fellow to guide charactersto a
specific location. Hisnameis Japers.]




their brilliant red leather jerkins and blue-dyed
brewer's aprons, winds through the stregt. Each of
the stout men carries a wooden ale cask on his
shoulder, painted in ared and blue check pattern.
The eldest dwarf calls out the name of the brewery
to drum up interest. The chant of “Ten Keg
Mountain ale’ resounds through the street.

15. A merchant steps out of her shop just in front
of you, clad in adeep red velvet gown. All of her
fingers bear bg eweled rings, and alarge emerald
hangs around her neck. Six guards, each dressed
in mail and bearing finely-crafted long swords that
are emblazoned with aroseand an eagle, sand
around her, glaring at townsfolk, and clearing a
path to the merchant’s coach. The coach itsdlf is
lacquer ed wood, stained the same deep red of her
gown, and clearly cost mor e than many of the
people near by would earn in their lifetimes. A
number of hands stretch up requesting coin, but
they are quickly swatted away by the woman’s
guards asthey seat her in the coach and ride off.

16. A fat tabby and a brightly colored iguana
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battle over scraps of beef fat under abutcher's
window. So far, in a stor m of hisses and swats, the
plump cat seems to be winning the fight, while the
butcher's small daughter watches from the
window sill with delight.

17. " Ham pies! Get your ham pies herel" An
unkempt man in a stained green tunic and red
scarf callsout to the crowd. It looks asif he added
the scarf as a way of trying to spruce up his
appearance but heis one of those people who will
never look neat no matter how hard hetries. " Ay
there you folks look like you could use a bit of
meat! Got to keep your strength up for fightin’
dragons and all, eh?' [The man’'s name is Scotti and
heis socially inept but he means no harm. Any
conversation of more than a couple sentencesis
bound to dicit at |east one politically incorrect,
racist, or insensitive comment. There doesn't seemto
be any malice behind it; he is just clueess. His meaty
pies cost a laborer a day’ s wages.]

18. Acrossthedreet isan inn, but thesignisat an
odd angle, s0 you can't make out the name of the
establishment. Folks ar e entering with baggage
and through the second floor window you can see
aman shaving. Just in sight, off to the side of the
building are what appear to be stables. This
thought is punctuated by a loud crack, followed by
a horse's whinny. You see aharried looking youth
dart out of the sables, bent double and his arms
over hishead. Once a safe distance away he whirls
back to face the stables and begins to shout. " Blast
you, Firetounge, you near took my head off!" You
hear Firetoungewhinny again in reply. A couple of
passer s by laugh at the poor groom.

19. The sign of awindowless, red brick pub
fascinates you for long seconds asyou passby. For
those who can read, the finely-wrought iron sign
proclaimsthe name of the placeto be “The
Vorpal,” and the majority of the sign is taken up
by a small puppet connected to a pinwhed. The
metal shadow puppet depictsa miniature knight
losing and regaining his head asthe breeze stirs
the pinwhedl.




innkeeper and hiswife live above their tavern. As
you pass under their second floor window, (its
wooden slat shutters open to catch the breeze,)
you hear the man and wife arguing loudly and
profandy about the poor state of thetavern's
business. Each accuses the other of drinking up
too much of the profits.

21. Far too many guests arrived at a prosperous
mer chant's wedding party. As the noise and chaos
of the celebration increases, the group is being
moved to alarge patio area outside theritzy inn.
Harried waiters are setting up tables while trying
to stay out of theway of drunken revelers and
arguing in-laws. Passers by areapt to be spit upon
for some imagined insult to the bride's family, or
war mly embraced as a long-lost cousin by one of
the drunks. [It's difficult to hear anything over the
roar of the party and the loud musicians they hired to
entertain. Any conversation will be nearly
impossible]

22. Through the window of an old and ramshackle
inn, you see a young woman weaving awide-
brimmed straw hat. She's obviously impatient,
looking up from her work often, sometimes out the
window and sometimes inside the inn. [Sheis
waiting for both her food and her companion.]

23. Expert construction gangs ar e erecting a new
war ehouse. They work in avery efficient manner
such that the massive new structure will be
completed in a little over half the usual time. The
wor kmen'slilting wor k-songs, sung in high voices
in alanguage mor e exotic than Common can be
heard for some distance, and at lunch they grill
savory meat dishes.

24. An ancient, legless man sitson a threadbare
rug in front of acarpenter's shop, spinning a
wagon whed on hislap and checking its balance.
He doesn't look up as you pass, and your shadow
falls over him. He's engr ossed in his exacting
work, humming an old army battle chant to
himself as he works.

25. The hanging wood signs along the street creak
rhythmically in the gentle br eeze. Scanning the
garishly painted planks, you catch sight of
advertisements for all the businesses common to a
bustling city; cobblers, wheelwrights, barrel
makers, iron workersand glassblowers are all
present. All the signs are crudely wrought but
effective, decorated with simple pictures depicting
the business' trade, for the benefit of their mostly-
illiterate customers.

26. A brown-skinned glass blower works behind a
hissing and popping fire pit that is separ ated from
the walkway by a single round wooden rail afew
feet away. Behind you can seethe doorsthat are
pulled acrossto close off the shop and tools after
hours. Yédlow light glistens off the long glass tube
sheplayslikea flute, and within a few moments,
thewoman finishes her current project, adedlicate
black glass figurinein the shape of a crab. With
callused fingers, she snaps off the crab’'s blow tube
and setsthis latest creation aside onto a low table
that'sfilled with a bedazzling glass menageriein
clear view, but just out of reach, of the passers by.

27. A smith isbusy at hisforgein plain sight of the
street, hammering out horseshoes forged from

iron and silver, and inscribed with protective runic
prayers. The smith must be superstitious, as he
wears adried cat's paw on aleather thong around
his neck, as a symboal of good luck, and several
upturned hor seshoes wreathed in pungent bulbs of
garlic adorn his stall. A traveler iswaiting to have
her horse shod as soon as the smith finished his
latest piece.

28. A gnomish pastry chef looks resplendent in his
many-layered, five-colored chef's hat as he strides
pur posefully down the lane. In one stubby-
finger ed hand, the chef clutches several dozen
honey candies on a stick. All of thetasty treatsare
shaped to resemble fanciful monsters; you catch
sight of a great worm spun from purple sugar, an
orc carved from licorice, and a dozen more.
Despite the hungry eyes of neighborhood children,
the gnome ignores all entreaties, intent on
delivering hiswaresto avery specific customer.




studded with racks of arrows, their iron and stone
tips areresting lightly on theracks' lower shelves.
Therainbow of feathers capping the arrowsrustle
like leavesin the breeze. Children run their fingers
over thearrows fletchingsas they pass, but
removether fingers from the shafts at a gruff
warning call from the stall.

30. Behind a low dlat fence, you can see a yellow-
robed stonemason busy at work. His shirt is open
on his chest, and his robeflapsin thewind. You
hear the chink of his chisel on stone. The mason
gently and patiently chipslettering into a grey

mar ble grave marker, which restson a sturdy tree
stump before him.

31. A few blacksmiths have set up shopsin a
courtyard around one of thecity's deepest wells.
The sounds of multiple anvils being rhythmically
hammered resound through the plaza. The burnt
and coppery smell of smelting firesfillsthe air;
steam and haze from tempering bucketsroll gently
along the ground.

32. Through the noise of the crowd you seem to
hear the noise of running water. Ahead in the
center of an intersection is a fountain. You can see
the top of it first, above the heads of the peoplein
front of you. Sometype of long fish, carved in
stone, perches ontop of a basin and water spurts
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up from its mouth. When you draw closer you see
six of the same fish supporting thetop basin. Their
mouths ar e open wide and water pours out,
making spouts which are convenient for filling
cups or buckets. People stop to water their
animals from the lower pool, but get their own
drinking water from the spouting fish.

33. The streets meet at a lar ge inter section, paved
with old bricks. In the center isa simple
fountain—therain god[dess] standing over a
bubbling stream of water. On each sde of the
stone figure, the water collectsin pools deep
enough for people to dip buckets.

34. Thedrains run under the pavement along the
street. At the inter section of streets, the pipesare
carried into a pool at the center of the open area
wher ethe streets meet. A roughly circular sone
basin 5 in diameter with 3’ sides holds about a
foot of water. The water iswarm and somewhat
cloudy. A little more water isdrippingintothe
basin from the uphill drain.

35. A lanky traveler in well-worn leatherswaters
his horsein the fountain [well/pool/river]. Despite
his appear ance he does not seem to be a stranger
here.

36. A red-bear ded dwar f with skin the color of
brownish clay sits perched on arickety wooden
stool near the entranceto alarge temple A low
wooden table before him is covered in painted
prayer cardsbearing theimages of various deities
and holy persons. Thedwarf thrusts a handful of
prayer cardsat you with ink stained fingers,
puffing with exaggerated pride as he detailsthe
many hour s of loving work that went into painting
each of these icons. One look at the crude but
brilliantly-colored iconstells you heis probably

lying.

37. Y ou pass under the shadowy arch of one of the
great templée sflying buttr esses, enjoying the
moment’ s respite from the blazing sun. Copper
bells dangle from thin cords tied to the mossy
under side of the ar ch, tinkling out a gentle hymn.




or lawful ddty that encourages carefor the poor] has
attracted alarge number of the town’s beggars
and unfortunates. The priests are passing out food
and clothing. Their once-bright robes are stained
and muddied, but they seem unaware. The line of
waiting beneficiariesisrather long, and thearea is
slowly beginning to take on the scent of a large
mass of unwashed bodies. One of the clerics sees
you and gives you a piercing stare, seemingly
taking in your clothing and arms, then shakes his
head, turning back to his char ges.

39. The mournful bdls of the haly places ring out
through the town. The clarion call tels the
religiousthat it istime for prayer but for most
othersit smply lets them know how many hours
of daylight remain. The belsring at the beginning
of every watch of theday and night (that is every
three hour s) with four watches of the day and four
watches of the night and the pattern of rings
teling the number of the watch.

40. You come to an area where the avenues are
broader and cleaner. There are trees and bushes
to either sideand the occasional twitter of bird
song —which is quite different from the slums,
where any birds foolish enough to venturelearn to
keep their beaks shut for fear they will end up in
the pot. That’s another thing so different here, in
therich part of thecity. It isso quiet! Thereis
none of the constant shouting and squawking of
goodsfor saleand offersto be had. There areno
children —those dirty-faced urchins who had
seemed to be everywhere before are notable here
by their absence from the streets.

41. A line of grey-cloaked school children walks
through a statue-lined park. Each child tightly
clasps the hood of the child in front, forming a
human chain watched over by a pair of severe-
looking adults in mage's robes and wide flat hats.
Every now and then, one of thestern preceptors
will lightly slap a child on the back of the head for
talking out of turn or some other breach of
discipline. [These children are sons and daughters of

by their teachers]

42. Flies buzz incessantly, hovering over stinking
piles of raw sewage randomly scattered acr ossthe
dlick and narrow way. Pedestrians and push carts
jostlefor space, competing with urchins and
beggar s for walking room in the narrow lane. Now
and then you catch sight of a peasant wife
emptying her family's chamber pot onto a
momentarily empty space on the street,
contributing that much moreto the squalor. You'd
be advisaed to watch wher e you step; the citizens of
this quarter seem adept at almost unconscioudy
dodging the reeking piles of dung. [Characters
residing in this district for more than a short time
may be at risk of contracting a disease.]

43. Many extended families have crammed into a
few multistory buildings that threaten to tumble
down around them. The noise and stench of so
many living in such dose proximity is appalling.
Drying lines bearing the poor people's meager
possessions are stretched between crooked
buildings. They must have hope though, because
despite the poverty, small but immaculately-
arranged religious altars have been placed on
every windowsill.

44. Two or threeragged old women are r oasting
potatoes on a charcoal fire, and the smell is
enticing. They are enjoying thewarmth of thefire.
The same idea appealsto some town guar ds who
come over take a little chill off. However,
something one of the women says angers the

guar ds and, within seconds, they have kicked the
potatoesinto the dirt and trodden out thefire.

45. An old man dts by the sde of the ditch,
cackling. His wither ed limbs are visible thr ough
thetearsin his clothes. Heis holding a stick and
occasionally fishes something out of the ditch
which he then thrugtsinto a stinking old sack next
to him. Then he cackles some more. The
combination of smellsnear him isintense, and
intensdy unpleasant.
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apped in a brightly-
color ed crazy quilt to ward off any chill, stsin the
sun nursing a newborn baby. T he baby absently
plays with the quilt's tattered edges asit feeds.
The woman nods a bor ed greeting as you pass.

47. 1t may seem early in the day for it, but the
poor ly-dressed man over on the other side of the
dreet is already drunk. He weaves as he walks and
his face isruddy and covered in sweat. He bangs
on the window of a house and a woman’s head
emer ges. She must be the angriest woman you
have seen for a long time. Even from a distance
you can almost taste her emotions. She graspsthe
man by the ear and then by the nose, all the while
tdling him what a usdess, lazy, good-for-nothing
wastrel heis. Other women forget their household
tasksfor a moment and gather round, shouting
encouragement to the screeching harridan. The
noise quickly becomes shrill and unbearable.

48. On the other side of the street from you walks
a young woman who catches your attention for
some reason. Cosmetics are smeared thickly over
her face and her clothes seem to have been hastily
assembled. Sheis carrying a bottle in front of her
car efully, as if frightened to spill even adrop, and
seemstir ed and unhappy. When the young woman
stops at a door and knocks hesitantly, it is

wr enched open vialently. An angry man who looks
alot like her, only older, stares at her with
loathing. She hands him the full bottle she has
been carrying and waits for him to turn. Then,
head bowed, she follows himinto the building.

49.Competing street corner prophets of obscure
but rival fanatical sects attempt to shout each
other down in front of an apothecary, asthe bored
proprietor watches from a ool just inside the
shop’s cool darkness. The two prophets seem
almost mad, and ar e obviously foreigners,
distinctive in their ragged sackcloth, facial tattoos
and scar s of self-mutilations. They ar gue and
shout derisive comments back and forth at high
volume, slipping out of Common and back into
their native tongue as they get excited about a
particular point. It is hard to bdieve that these
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two haveany real insght into the truths of the
gods or therhythm of the universe.

50. Straining under the huge weight of their
burden, a small gang of burly workmen carries an
enor mous log on their shouldersto a construction
sitejust up the street. A broken crew wagon is
visible down the street, wher e several more of the
construction logs have spilled out onto the street,
blocking traffic. Several angry pedestrians are
tossing curses at the harried construction crew.

51. Ahead of you, alarge and boister ous crowd of
people surround a hooded figure, dressed all in
black. A city guard seemsto have just finished
reading from a scroll, and as he puts the scroll
away, several peoplein crowd begin to cheer. The
figur e (a man) isquickly stripped to the waist, and
efficiently given 10 lashes, then roughly shoved to
a near by cleric, who checks hiswounds. Asthe
punishment ends, the crowd breaksup into
several small gr oups, some clear ly arguing about
the event, others simply discussing local events.




long wispy poles they use almost like whips, are
driving their belligerent, noisy cattle through the
city's streets, intent on reaching the city’s livestock
mar ket. Cattle moo, bells jingle on some collars,
and the grident commands from the herdersring
out through the street. The air has acquired the
earthy rich tang of cattle dung.

53. Neighborhood children play some team ball
gamein an open area between buildings. Thereis
much shouting, kicking the ball, pushing and
chasing. The teams are marked with strips of cloth
tied around their arms. One team wear s brown
ties, the other wears golden ye low. Parents and
gamblers, waving clothsin their team colors, cheer
the children on.

54. Several men and women dressed all in white
walk methodically down theroad towar ds you,
almost asif they werein aprocession. They each
bear the holy symbal of ther deity, and each hasa
largeyoke or pack on their backs, penitent
pilgrims atoning for their various transgr essions.
Their eyesremain downcast as they walk through
the streets, uttering no sounds. A number of
children run around the group, taunting and
calling to them, clearly trying to distract them or
icit aresponse, but the group pays them no
mind. Some young boys even throw afew stones,
which strike one of the men in the back, but he
does not flinch. A few locals stop to watch the
group, but most pay them no mind, beyond
moving aside as the group passes. [These pilgrims
probably worship a lawful dety.]

55. Y ou catch a glimpse of something bright and
shiny at the far end of the street. Then you begin
to hear laughter and music, and the sounds of
horses and oxen. Moments later, several large,
horse- and ox-drawn cartsroll into view, each
with an elabor ate scene constructed on the wagon.
Oneshows what is obviously a local hero tale, asa
man dressed in exagger ated armor and wielding a
gigantic sword challenges some sort of large
winged beast. On another, a fool tumbles and
rolls, diciting laughter from the children that

maiden who throws flower sto passers by as her
cart dowly moves along. The fourth and final cart
bears a quartet of musicians playing simple tavern
songsfor their appreciative audience, which sings
along, often very out of key.

56. Buoyed up by a cloud of cinnamon-scented
fairy dust, a bundle of scrolls, some quill pens and
several inkwells drift through the air, bound for a
wizar d's study near thetown gate. The
townspeople have seen this spectacle before, but
never grow tired of gawking at the ‘wizard’s
shopping trip’. The floating writing implements
Zip efficiently through the streets, maneuvering
easily around amazed bystanders.

57. A man stands on the corner, surrounded by a
group of wide-eyed children and bemused adults.
He isgesturing wildly and grandly, and diciting
oohsand aahs from the youngsters. With amotion
of his hand, a bright flash of light popsinto
existence, and disappears again, quickly. Another
gesture and the distinct scent of baking bread fills
the air, and then is gone. He bows deeply, and tells
a short joke, which brings laughter from a few of
the adults. After several moretricksincluding
summoning a small bird, and making a young

boy’ s shoes tie themsel ves, he begins to pass
around a hat, collecting copper and silver from the
watching crowd, and then moves on.

58. A troupe of green-faced clownsdressed in
elaborate green and yellow costumes perform in
front of a row of food gallsin the marketplace. A
crowd of cussomer sand gawkers applauds asthe
troupe runs through their routine of acrobatics
and comedic pratfalls. Occasionally an onlooker
will expectantly toss a copper coin at the
performers, who try to catch it with ther teeth, to
the crowd's delight.

59. A green-cloaked druid with yellowish reptilian
eyes gguats in the dugt, his bare feet dark and
leathery from theroad. He plays a flute well,
swaying hislithe body in time with the music. A
trio of blue and white scaled cobras dances in the




respectful distance, but claps politely as he makes
the snakes dance and spell lettersin thedirt with
their bodies. The three large serpents coil over a
growing pile of copper and silver coins.

60. A trio of fools tumbles through the streds,
using their skills to get the attention of the
pedestrians and merchants. Each wears green and
pink motley, and their faces are hidden by papier-
méaché half masks made in theimages of fanciful
birds. One of the clowns, with a mask like an
exotic pink bird, bounces in front of you and
laughs and gestures down a particular stred.
“Cometo thecircustonight! 1t’s fun, fun, fun!”
With alaugh and a flourish he is gone, bouncing
and tumbling along the street with his companions.

61. A procession of brightly-costumed bar ds,
street performersand even court entertainers
windsitsway through the city, thelargest among
them carrying a black and gold checkered coffin
on their shoulders. M usicians play loudly and
enthusiastically in dozens of different styles,
serenading a fallen colleague out in style. An

enor mous crowd has gathered to gawk and catch
the handfuls of candy some of the performersare
tossing to them.
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62. Most of thetrafficin thetown is on foot.
People are hurrying to and fro engaged in
important business of their own. Somelook at you
and pass by while others pointedly avoid looking
inyour direction, amost asif to say that it doesn't
pay to get involved in someone else s business. The
variety of people is as diverse asthe buildings.
There are merchants with fur-trimmed garb,
craftsmen in work aprons, artisansin brightly
colored tunics and housewives and women in
peasant dresses, gowns or tunics. Occasionally,
one dedicated to thereligious lifeisseen in the
streetsin the vestments of hisor her office.

63. A blanket of lush green vines and black moss
covers most of the buildings to the r ooftops, giving
this entirearea the appear ance of strangetopiary.
Thesmell of mint makes your nostrils tingle asyou
walk through the verdant alleyways. Small green
lizar ds, almost impossibleto spot amidst the
foliage, dart quickly through the maoss chasing
insects.

64. Rounding acorner, you come upon a small
courtyard, with a raised platform in the center.
The platform is empty, but the gibbe still stands
on the platform, a noose dangling and swaying in
the wind. Thesquareis empty, almost asthough
the city’s residents unconscioudy avoid traveling
this route when they can.

65. Thissmall section of thecity, stretching only a
dreet or two, isvery different from theredt, being
hometo a number of peoplethat areclearly
travelers. Strange music comes from beneath
several small tents, and a dancing girl dressed in a
diaphanous silks swir Is out the door of a shop, and
quickly back in. The smells of strange foods and
spices are aimost overwhelming, and the people
call loudly back and forth in a hundred different
languages, arguing and laughing loudly. No one
actively shuns your party, but it’s clear that you
aretolerated, not welcomed. No one will make eye
contact, and conver sations die down as you move
through the street.
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66. The street hereis paved in stonesthat are well
worn. Thisisunusual and isamark of the wealth
of thecity or of the area. Either in thedistant past
or initsrecent history the city either had, or
wanted to pretend that it had, enough importance
to actually pave some streets. In any event this
makes your travel much easier, your footing surer,
and the street a bit cleaner.

67. The odors of the city are prevalent wherever
you go. [ The fallowing aromas could be used to lead
characters to a tavern or inn that you have prepared
for them.] The pleasant aromas of food from the
innsand cookshops are punctuated with the
pungent smell of animal and human waste that
mingles with the scent fr om the piles of rotting
garbageinthe alleyways. While alaw has been
passed to prevent people from dumping waste into
the streetsit is, obvioudy, not entirely effective.
Apparently, the inhabitants don't fedl that the law
includes the alleys either. Occasiondly, the city
officials will demand that the sour ces of the city’s
less pleasent smells be cleaned up but they don't
seem to have donethat recently.

68. The dreet hereis muddy and dippery. At one
side of the mouth of an alley filled with trash, a
rain water barrel that has been tipped over. It
seemsthat the water has washed some of the waste
from the alley into the street. People are stepping
around the muddy barrel but no oneismoving it
out of theway. You are not surethat you want to
know what else besdes water caused the mud but
it isclear that thereisanima wastein the mix
from passing horses and dogs. The street here
smells vaguely like a cross between alatrine and a
compost heap. People around you are picking their
steps car efully and some are cursing fluently.

69. Turning a corner, you see an ancient circular
bronze seal, eight feet in circumfer ence, depicting
seven birds of different species surrounding a
tongue of fire, set into the worn, neglected brick
road. Four of the depicted birds—all birds of prey
-- hover over three featherless and wounded birds
from a position of dominance. Around the
perimeter of the seal you can make out the faded
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character s of what might have been a sacred
inscription. The few pedestrians on the road
sidestep the seal with a solemn expression, while
the carriage of a wealthy merchant passes over it
without care. [ Those questioned about the seal
cannot say why they avoid walking on it, citing
forgotten traditions. Persistent characters may learn
that the seal dates back to the founding of the city, or,
that this area of town was once the home of heroes
who defended the city from unworthy foreign kings.]

70. Prostitutes in suggestive outfits drift through
the streets, calling seductively to potential
customers. All of thewomen, whether young and
still pretty or old and worn down, wear a small
rectangular piece of silk covered in some sort of
script [ther civic license] either fastened to a chain
around the neck or pinned to a deeve.

71. In one of those odd lullsin the sounds of the
city you areable to hear the beautiful sound of
voicesraised in melody. It ishaunting and
reverent, singing in an ancient language of things
that you can only imagine. The sound, however, is
so beautiful that it draws at something deep within
you and seems to simultaneously call you to
remember your beginnings and to fulfill your
destiny. Unfortunately, just as the mdody begins
to draw you in, thebrief calm in the city is past
and the cacophony of the crowd rises once again to
obscur e the sound.

72. A mob of urchins scamper underfoot, all

car rying shoeshine ragsor tailor's needle and
thread, and everywhere you turn, you're besieged
by grasping little hands, and sing song voices
offering to clean your armor, polish your blades,
bind your wounds, shine your shoes, r eattach your
buttons, massage you, trim your nails, carry your
packages, find you lodgings.... [ The children may
follow the party as much as two sreets from whee
they werefirst encountered, but then desist and return
totheir first location. The GM could havethe players
make afew dicerolls; even if therés nothing to
discover it should make them good and paranoid
about pickpockets.]




73. Many people bustle about moving in every
direction. A man in trousers and a short brown
tunic totters past you carrying a crate of clattering
dishes that isso big it covers hisface " Oi!" he
shouts, " Coming through!™ Two pretty women in
expensive dresses pass you going the other
direction, giggling to themselves and apparently
oblivious to anything dse happening around them.
They move on without giving you any more than a
glance.

74. Under the shadowed branches of awillow tree,
apair of young loversislocked in a passionate
embrace. Asthe pair kisses, the young man is
attempting to undo the laces of the girl's bodice,
despite her halfhearted protests.

75. A cloaked warrior in the livery of the city
guard leansin the shadows of an alleyway between
two fishmongers. The old knight is cursing
colorfully in Orcish as hetriesto light hislong-
stemmed pipe.

76. A middle aged man and another about twenty-
five years old struggle with the street's many pot
holes asthey push a cart containing a wrapped
body, toward the city’sburial plot. The corpseis
bound tightly in white linen, with pur ple flowers
laid on the chest. For all the dignity the two
attempt to give ther small procession, the corpse
jumps and threatensto spill out with every new
bump the unbalanced cart hits Thetwo men can't
help but laugh resignedly as they struggle to finish
their somber task. [A young man and hisfather are
transporting the body of his grandfather, because
they cannat afford to hire a wagon.]

77. A stunningly beautiful half-elven prostitute
wander s haphazar dly through the streets, clad
only in awr apped gown of gossamer red silk.
Long chains of dlver bells dangle from her elegant
ears, jingling with every step shetakes. Shesings
her servicesand prices loudly and clearly, in a
surprisingly well-trained voice. [PC swishing to
sample her services can do so for 25 pieces of gold
per night; her name is Antali Linosen and her skills
command a premium.]

78. Three members of the town militia have caught
a pickpocket, and aretying her hands in front of a
bottle maker' s stoop. Two of the guar ds watch the
thief closdy, arguing with her about the severity of
the charges. It seems she knowsthe law well and is
quoting chapter and ver se to mitigate her
punishment. She's already talked the trio down
from a public flogging to a fine. Meanwhile, the
third guardsman is busy returning a coin purse to
avictim, shaking his head in amusement at the
girl'sboldness.

79. Suddenly ahorn call rings out over thecity. It
isthe alarm of the guards on thewall. In just afew
minutes, the streets seem full of warriors as what
must be every guard in the city heads for a post on
thewall. The normal citizensjust sand aside and
let them go, though many of the street children
follow behind, trying to discover what all the
excitement is about. [Thisis an unannounced drill of
the city guards. They have happened before, though
not for a couple years, as some resdents may recall.]
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residence in aburned out ruin that used to bea
moneychanger's shop. Their multicolored wagon
is parked besidethe collapsed northern wall, its
rainbow of wooden shields and flapping banners
brilliant against the blackened wood. Small
children gather mushroomsand try to snare a wild
creaturefor the night's stew, while their older
brothers and sister s stabilize the old roof.

81. Two bullock carts have tried to pass each
other in anarrow aley [street] and their wheels
have locked so that neither can move. The drivers
ar e standing and shouting at each other. Some
chickens have escaped and are running ar ound
crazily, and asmall child is crying while two older
boys aretrying to steal eggs from one of the
trapped carts. [All three boys are brothers that live
nearby.]

82. Thewoman seems bowed under a heavy
weight as shereturnsto her humble abode. Her
plain black clothes are old and in need of cleaning
and mending. She opens the door and then the
window, where shetiesared ribbon to the open
shutters, to attract any male passer by.

83. Walking along a particularly muddy street,
you spy the gleam of a gemstone buried on the side
of the street. Before you can move towards it, you
Ssee a man near by spy it, and reach down,
attempting to pick up the gem. However, his
fingers passdirectly through it, and come up
cover ed in something that smells only slightly less
foul than it looks. Thereisaburst of high pitched
laughter near by, and several tiny pixies scamper
away, disappearing into the crowds.

84. The end of thisstreet isblocked off by several
city guards sanding shoulder to shoulder. A
number of peopleare attempting to see past them,
but the guards block most lines of sight. Asthey
shift, you can see past them in bits and pieces. It
appearsthat a body dressed in fine fursliesface
down inthe street, and several guardsare
guestioning a skinny woman, dressed entirely in
black. Her hands seem to be bound or held behind

escorted away by her questioners, whilethe
guards blocking the street begin to shoo people

away.

85. A wooden 50-gallon barrel falls off the back of
a farmer's wagon with a resounding crash. Grain
spills everywher e onto the wear -pitted street, and
the accident immediately draws beggars, who
scoop the spilt grain into cupped hands and
shawls. Next to descend are the pigeons, starlings
and other city birds who show little fear of the
humans asthey sgquabblefor their share of the
mess.

86. Asyou walk down the street, a blurry streak
crossesyour path. Youturn to seea beige dog
with brown patches, about knee high, running off
down an alleyway. As you attempt to continue on
your way, abarefoot littleurchin runsin front of
you, following the dog. The child has short, curly
blonde hair and iswearing a short green tunic
with black pants and you're not sure whether the
childisaboy or girl. Asyou watch, the urchin also
disappear s down the aley. [The child is very
familiar with the streets and can easily lose itself in
the crowd should the adventurers try to follow.]

87. Two sets of soldierssit under the shade of an
oak. One pair of warriorsare garbed inred-tinged
stedl, with steel helmets by their sides, the others
armor ed only with leather capsand jerkins
decorated with intricately sewn swallowsin green
and red. The four men sit comfortably together,
eating a lunch of bread and cheeses, sipping from
leather wineskins and laughing about past battles.

88. A young boy, skin astanned as boot leather,
leads two young girls by the hand through the
crowded street. The boy is perhaps eght years of
age, thegirls (obviously twins) around five or so.
All three children have large clothstied around
their shouldersto form crude backpacks, and all
struggle under loads of potatoes, radishes and
beetsthey are carrying away from the market. [A
brother and sisters sent on an erand ]
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89. Flocks of doves and pigeonsroost in chaotic
nests in rain gutters, squawking incessantly. The
cloth awnings covering most doorways ar e white
with old bird droppings. Bits of long-forgotten
bread crunch underfoot, thrown by visitors
similar to the ones you see today who come hereto
feed the tame street birds. Unlike most wild birds,
these avians don't flitter away asyou approach;
instead they boldly approach you for treats.

90. Crossing a harrow inter section bringsyou to a
part of the city wher ethe buildings are spread out
just alittle, revealing an alleyway here and there.
Up ahead to theright, half protruding from
between two buildings, a dog stands wat ching the
street. Approaching the alleyway you notice
growling sounds coming from within, and the
patchy, black—and-brown-coated dog fixes its gaze
on you. As you pass, she follows your movement
with her head, otherwise standing very till.
Beyond it, in the alleyway, you see two puppies
with similar markingstugging at the remains of a
haunch of meat. T he dog continues to watch your
progress until another passer by approaches, then
she switches her attention to them. The sounds of
little dogs at dinner fade into background.

91. Feral dogs with spotted auburn coats growl
menacingly at passers by, but keep their distance.
In the alleyway, their companions work on the
shredded corpse of a cat. Thewet sounds of
tearing fur and snapping bones reach your ears.

Two dender felines stalk up and down the broken
cobblestones of the streets, hissng and fighting
over scraps and tiny kills. A black and grey tom
with mismatched eyes glances up at you balefully
asyou pass, and returns to protecting his meager
kill from equally mangy rivals.

93. You natice a brown dog, about knee high at
the shoulder, moving along the edge of the street
and sniffing around the alleys and merchant stands
foraging for food. It isthin and wary in its manner
asif it has been living on its own for sometime
and is used to not getting awarm welcome. As you
look you see that it has a black spot on its right
foreleg and a bit of white on its underside that
beginsat its neck and continues towar d the
abdomen. Itstail isdown and it pausesin mid
dgride asit eyesyou with an uncertain gaze. [The
dog can react asthe GM wishesif approached.]

94. You hear the honking of geese and the curses
of men and women in sever al languages. Up ahead
you sear ch for the source of this disturbance and
you see a gaggle of geese in the street. They
apparently believe thisareato be theirs and they
are honking at passer s-by and smultaneousy
trying to avoid the hooves of horses. Two of them
run forward honking and flapping their wings at a
young boy, who swings at them with a stick and
runs off down the street in the opposite direction.
Other people seem to bejust asannoyed at the
geese asthe geese are at them. [If theadventurers
investigate:] It isunclear whether these geese have
escaped from a poulterer's shop or someone
bringing them into town for market, or if they just
landed her e for some unfathomable reason.

95. Pigeons flit about the roof tops and dip down
into the street, picking up mor sels that have been
dropped by the passing crowd. Their cooing
infiltrates the sounds of the people going about
their business and some suddenly take flight to
avoid being stepped on. Just in front of you a
couple of pigeons walk across your path, heads
bobbing, but as you approach they hurry on their




baby laborioudly drags a stale loaf of bread back
toitswarren. A pair of neighborhood cats watches
from an open window, deciding whether the
rodent would make a good meal or if the vermin
lookstoo tough to attack.

97. A yipping miniature hunting poodle, dressed in
a hand-knitted grey and gold sweater that'sa
mocking approximation of the local watch

unifor ms, darts between your legsat maximum
speed. A few feet behind the canine, a panting new
recruit barrels after thelittle mascot, a snapped
leather leash clutched tight in one hand.

98. Flocks of wild chickensrun riot through the
dirt streets, their white feather s darkened with
dust. The noisy birdstangle underfoot, and peck
irritatingly at your legs and ankles. An
impressively combed rooster crows at his harem
from atop a splintered fence post.

buildingsthat is aswide as a short spear, a small
grey and white cat dips from the crowd and heads
into the alleyway. [When the adventurers reach the
area, read:] Asyou reach the alley itself you see
that the kitten is cleaning itself and thereis a dead
mouse lying at its feet. It stops its bathing and
looks into the shadows between the buildings.
There are some wooden crates that are

haphazar dly tossed to the left and somerags and
garbage strewn about. The alley sméllslike an
over-ripe trash heap. Turning and seeing you in
theentranceto itsalley thekitten hisses at you and
then picks up its prize and trots over tothe
privacy of the cratesfor its meal.

100. A scrap of ragis caught up by thewind and
flutters up behind you, jug at the edge of your
eyesight. For a moment, it almogt seemsasif a
ghost hasrisen from the grave to haunt you, but it
isjust arag.




Shards of the Street

General Descriptions

1. LEAVING THE GATE — It iswider herejust
insidethe gate, yet the crowding iswor se. Gaffers
trying to get to market cur se those new to thecity,
who stop in the middle of theroad to get their
bearings. A few gentle-born in rich capes do their
best, while holding scented cloths to their faces, to
nimbly dodge the unwashed children darting
through the mass of people. It seemsonly the
presence of a few of the gate guard moving
through the crowd keeps things fr om getting out
of hand. “M ove along now, move along.”

Trickles of people head off from the
bottleneck in a number of directions, more or less
guided by the layout of the streets and close
buildings. Asthe pressureof the traffic beginsto
lessen, it becomes noticeably easier to breathe.
The muttering masses begin to give way to the
measur ed clip-clop of horses being lead on stone-
paved streets. A townsman heading for the gate
passes you; he seemsto have comefrom the
market, as his cloth-wr apped bundle releases the
smell of hot bread, which washes over you.

2. BUILDINGS OF THE CITY —The buildings
rise up on either side of you and for anyonewho is
used to open spaces, you feel like they are closing
in upon you. In many buildings, the upper stories
actually overhang the street and cast grey shadows
beneath them asthe owners tried to maximize
their space. Stucco and half-timbered buildings
are more prevalent then wood or stone but thereis
avariety of buildings and nearly every possibility
seemsto be represented. The facades of the
buildings ar e often painted bright colors, with red,
blue, green, and white being common. Some of the
richer-looking buildings actually have tiled facings
or tiled decoration around the doors and windows.
Signs hang above the shops and show their wares
in bold detail. Sometimes the name of the shop is
written and sometimesit is just the picture and the

color of the sign that let you know what may lie
within.

[An example of this would be the "Golden
Lion;" it may or may not havewords on the sign but
it would haveagaddliononit.]

3. NARROW ALLEY —[Asyou turnthe corner]
You find your self in an aley so narrow, you
imagine one person could lean out a window and
shakethe hand of her neighbor across the way.
Weak sunlight filters down from above,
illuminating the gray puddles and black mud of the
alley. Thereisno sound except the wind howling
quietly through the eaves of the buildings on either




the rooftops above. One by one the dead leaves
fall, cascading slowly down in the gloomy light. I f
you squint you can make out something sparkling
from farther down the alley, glinting in a ender
shaft of sunlight.

Thealley seemsto go on forever, not
getting any wider or narrower. Someone tosses
their chamber pot refuseand it lands with a splash
just afew feet ahead. “ Want t'watch wher ethe
heck yer walking when you walk back there, ye
do!” avoice calls from above. Suddenly the
sparkling object can be seen again, hanging from a
sring, being hed by unseen hands from a four th-
story window just two buildings down. Asyou
appr oach, it isslowly pulled up, but then the
gring snags against the building’ stimbers. The
unseen owner yanks harder to pull the string but it
breaks, sending the spar kling object plummeting
into the mud below. A child’ s [or woman’s] voice
hisses, “Drat it!”

[The door to the building is bolted from the
insde and can't be opened. If the characterstry to
search for the item, it can be anything from a shard of
glass to a worthless trinket to a va uable or magical
item.]

Markets and Shops

4. SIGHTS AND SOUNDS OF THE MARKET-
You walk along the market square, beholding the
sights, sounds, and smells of a living city. Any type
of food, clothing, or other sundry items can be had
herefor a price. Some of the shops are open-air
booths, including the ones selling food. Othersare
closad-in shops, most of these being fine clothiers,
equipment shops, and miscellaneous stores such as
jewelers and herbalists. You can seethat it would
be easy to spend too much gold here on tasty
treats and uniqueitems that you've seen nowhere
else. Thinking of gold makes you instinctively
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reach down for your money pouch as you
remember that a place like this is the prime
vicinity for thieves and cutpur ses.

The more time you spend walking along
the market square, the more the facade fades away
in your eyes. At firg this place was exciting and
seemed almost beautiful inits diversity, but asyou
look deeper you notice thereality of a spot such as
this. Surely there are great thingsto be had here,
but there are also dangers. Your earlier thought of
protecting your purse comes back as you see a
poor ly-dressed young man bump into a well-
dressad old woman. She doesn’'t noticeit, but you
see that the teenager has walked away with her
money-pur se, agrin of satisfaction on hislips.
Further along you see a small boy standing among
a group of soldiers. They are eating hard bread
and jerky just bought from a nearby market
stand. The boy, obviously hungry and poor, moves
about like a small mouse grabbing bit of bread
that the soldiersdrop asthey eat. It’s hard to feel
sorry for the boy however, because you can see a
fier ce determination in his green eyes as he pilfers
the fallen mor sels.

The sounds of the place ar e almost
deafening. Hawker s yelling at potential customers,
children running and laughing, and groups of
people all talking at once; all of these sounds
assault your ears asyou make your way through
the square. As much asthiscity’s market place has
to offer, you are still anxious to buy what you need
and make your way back to a quieter part of town.

5. PAINTER INTHE MARKET — A painter of
middling talent has spread some of her best
canvasses out on a car pet in an unclaimed area
between a sausage vendor and sword smith. M ost
of the woman's paintings ar e competent, if
unimaginative, still lifes and portr aits of various
people. [These people are her family, friends and
local merchants who agreed to pose. The painter will
introduce herself as Amiis, and tell customers shelll
sell any of the pieces for a few silvers, and she also
accepts commissions. However, from the paltry
copper cains in thecup in front of her, customers
might conclude that she would sell most of the
paintings for far less]




6. THE FRESH MARKET EARLY
MORNING — Stretching across the plaza, traders
have arranged their fruit and vegetables for
ingpection. To oneside, a series of buckets and
small tubs occasionally jump asthe fish inside flop
and splash. Here and there, claw-bound crabstry
to escape their confinement. A row of skinned
frogs wriggleweakly againgt adirty blanket, the
blood glistening on their exposed or gans and
muscles. An old woman is poking among them in a
desultory fashion with her stick. From her
demeanor, she seemsto think they area poor
group of specimens indeed.

Bunches of root vegetablesarelined up in
the adjacent row of vendors. The mud dinging to
theinverted tipsis gill fresh and glistens gently in
thedawn light. Even asearly asthis, mogt of the
cut flowers have alr eady been claimed and only a
few dightly dried-up bunches remain. Still, they
arecolorful, if not sweet-smelling — the opposite of
the pungent herbsin the next row. Those look like
tiny mandrakes but have an exquisite fragrance
and taste, which could be valuable, given the
apparent propensity for most cooksin this city to
ruin their meats with a single variety of aily,
greasy gravy.

Thefinal row of vendors has avariety of
miscellaneous manufactured goods. Color ful
printed cloth appears variously cheap, gaudy or

attractive depending on the woman holding it up

againg hersdf. Chipped cer amics that look like
they have been rescued from ashipwreck are
being examined by several maids. Small children
eye the spinning tops and hoops and wait for their
opportunity totry to steal one or mor e of them.

Three bor ed-looking guards stand
yawning and scratching to one side.

7. STREET OF CRAFTSMEN AT DAWN —
Thestreet of cobblersand tailorsisanarrow
paved walk between two-story buildings, pressed
tightly together with no aley between. At dawn
their brightly painted shutters are dosed, next to
matching wooden door s. Painted signs hang by the
doors: a shoe being repaired, a suit of new clathes,
and aneedle stitching cloth indicate shoe repair, a
tailor, and general sewing. Thereislittle sound,
although a dull murmur indicates that some of the
residents ar e probably awake.

8. STREET OF CRAFTSMEN INTHE
DAYLIGHT —An hour after dawn, thestreet of
cobblers and tailor sis alive with activity. T he
painted wood shutter s on each house have been
thrown back to show large bay windows in which
the craftsman (or woman) works. |tems for sale or
demonstrating the skill of the
craftsman are spread just
ins de thewindow, inviting
inspection. The crafterssit in
:,L the windows at their
__% wor kbenches, each plying his
=1 or her trade. Few workers
7 look up at passersby, but if

- you stop, they will quickly
respond, inquiring how they
can serveyou. You hear a
continual background sound
- of taps and bangs and the
sound of large shears, and

" smell food cooking mixed

- with the odors of wool, dyes




hill, near the center of the city. There ar e stone
archways at both ends of the street. A guard with
a short sword and heavy leather jerkin stands
conspicuoudy just inside each entrance, watching
pedestrians carefully. The street is narrow but
swept clean of debris. The shops havethe usual
narrow fronts, but inthisstreet their doorsare
closed. A window, set back into the shop, shows
the war es, behind athick, well-madeiron grid.
Thefirst shops display finesilver and brass
necklaces, br ooches and belts, either too largeto
pass through the grid’s bars, or mounted so they
cannot. The metal work is excellent and the gems
appear high-quality.

A customer knocks at the jewder’s shop
just beyond you. The barred window in the door is
unfastened, someone inside inspects the potential
customer, and the heavy shop door opensto admit
the visitor.

10. STREET OF LEATHER MAKERS-The
street of the leather makersis an unpopular place
to be because of the intense smell. At oneend, the
car casses ar e stripped and boiled down and the
rendering passed onto the tallow makers. Next,
hides are cured, salted and dried. The leather-
wor kers scurrying about these tasks have come to
seem as old, dry and wrinkled asthe leat