
     Orenshire
     
     This was once a bustling village, where kilns burned restlessly, shaping soft 
     clay into sturdy tiles and exquisite pottery. The clay, mined from local quarries, 
     was renowned for its reddish hue and malleable texture, making the town a small 
     but thriving crafts centre. Small boats glided down the Slimy River, laden 
     with goods that were bound for Ironvale before heading north for markets.
     
     Then came the catastrophe. The tremors opened deep crevasses, sucking up the 
     groundwater and leaving the land parched and barren. The river became a rotting 
     watercourse, its black, oily waters swallowing the boats that once carried 
     the town’s livelihood. Disease spread like wildfire, claiming lives in despair. 
     Many fled, but those who stayed… changed. Today, just over two hundred souls 
     inhabit this place, dragging themselves through indistinct days, trapped in 
     a fog of resignation. Their eyes wander unfocused, their mouths murmur incoherent 
     words, as if trying to remember something that has faded with time.
     
     Behind the town, the forest remains like a ghost. Its dry orange trunks seem 
     to ignite in the cold light, and from them emanates a sweet smell, almost hypnotic, 
     but charged with something wrong. Invisible spores float through the air, sticking 
     to skin, infiltrating tired lungs. Some claim to feel something crawling inside 
     them after a walk along the edge of the dry forest. Others wake from restless 
     dreams with the feeling that the forest is calling their name.
     
     
     


