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The Pawnee tribe controlled the area before whites settled, engaged in constant skirmishing with the 

Sioux and the Comanche. The Pawnee were friendly to the newcomers, helping them establish themselves 

through the brutal winters. The site that is now known as Grifton was first settled by whites in 1868, by 

nine families. The settlement was motivated by the Homestead Act, the presence of the river, and the 

promise of Union Pacific Railroad connections.  

 

As cattle ranches in the Sand Hills area in central Nebraska grew, beef cattle became the most important 

farm product in the state. Nebraska is one of the leading states in fattening cattle for market. Hogs are also 

a very important product. The state is one of the world’s major centers of meat packing. Chemicals are the 

second leading manufacture, machinery is third (mostly farm equipment.) Grifton is a national leader in 

chemical manufacture and slaughter. 

 

Grifton is situated on the eastern edge of the Sand Hills area, in the center of the state, on a bend of the 

Middle Loup River. Grifton is connected to the rest of the world by the Union Pacific and Burlington 

Northern Santa Fe railroads, by Hiles airport (not international), Balkay airfield, and the Middle Loup 

river docks in Dales City. Interstate 86 and 42 run through Grifton, as well as State road 52.  

 

Power is provided by a massive coal-burning plant in Blakelee Woods on the eastern edge of the city, 

where shipments of coal arrive by train to fuel the city. “Green” initiatives in the 1970s led to the 

construction of the Cabrian Dam north of the city, controlling flooding and providing hydroelectric power 

(about 20% of the city’s total power consumption.) 

 

A combination of experimentation in city planning, rapid turnover of contractors and public officials, 

public apathy, and an overexcitably robust legal community has rendered Grifton difficult to navigate. 

Numerous contracts with surveyors to map the city have gotten bogged down in red tape and contractual 

breach, and machine resources get shuffled from company to company as working in the difficult 

bureaucratic environment of Grifton puts companies out of business. The city is always full of 

construction and detours, there are no street grids, and one-way streets are typical. Compounding the 

issue, public transportation is available but fairly weak, disconnected systems overlapping. Traveling 

through Grifton takes time, practice, and a little instinct. It is easy to get lost. Very lost. 

 

Because of Grifton’s prominence in the meat industry, most of the birds in the city are crows, blackbirds, 

or ravens, instead of pigeons. The carrion-eaters thrive on the offal of the city, and massive populations in 

the slaughterhouse district expand into other areas of the city that offer equally enticing leftovers. 

 

West Bank 

Rocky slopes make the area to the north and west of the city difficult to develop, but the lower areas by 

the river (or areas where the rich can afford to work around the difficult terrain) are well populated. The 

West Bank has both the oldest and the newest development Grifton has to offer. 

 

Caswell 

Simultaneously a major tourist destination and the site of significant neglect, Caswell is the center of the 

city’s heritage. The oldest buildings, from the 1800s, still stand in Caswell. The wealthy have town 

houses along the river, because this far north it is not yet filthy, but there is no room for mansions. Most 

of the expansion into the area was done in the 50s, knocking down old buildings and putting up housing 

with modern sensibilities. Little building has been done since then. North and east in Caswell are the mass 

housing, mostly apartment buildings, for commuters. Southern Caswell focuses on the tourist trade.  



 Bellrich Plaza. The original town square, this is a tourist site, and home of the headquarters of the 

Grifton Historical Reenactment Society. The plaza has direct access to Interstate 42, and the Baratzzi 

Bridge, connecting to downtown. The original bridge was stone, and while many bridges have been 

built on the site, the current one was built in the 80s and is a suspension bridge. Connection from 

downtown to out-of-town makes the Plaza a popular hotel and travel site. Bellrich Plaza also has the 

first brick building in Grifton, a gaol/post office. 

 Caswell Precinct Station. Built on the river, this massive fortress is built to separate northern Caswell 

from southeastern Caswell along Taber street. The faint desperation of wage slaves and low income 

or unemployed people must be segregated from the shiny tourism and homes of the rich along the 

river. They also occasionally look into crimes. 

 GRTV6. The main television station has its offices in northern Caswell, an office complex built into 

what used to be the mansion of Gilbert Tosconi, occultist and serial killer. 

 

Shroud Ridge 

This is the most upscale area in Grifton, where the millionaires live. Huge noveau-riche houses sprawl 

along the rocky slopes. Tennis clubs and country clubs are common. Some of the best dining in Grifton 

can be found in eastern Shroud Ridge, overlooking the river and the massive two-tiered skyline of the 

Downtowns. Most of the workers who service the spas, clubs, restaurants, and staffing needs of mansions 

live in Caswell. The original meat magnates built huge ostentatious houses on Shroud Ridge, overlooking 

the cattle drives that filled their slaughterhouses. Some of those mansions still stand, and a few of them 

are now museums. There can be little question that the current meat magnates have overshadowed their 

ancestors in every way. The Cable Bridge provides direct access for high-powered executives who work 

in either Downtown to get there quickly. 

 

Peppermarket 

Yuppies who are not quite wealthy enough to live in Shroud Ridge but want access to the amenities of 

that community settle in Peppermarket. People who want to have a “shopping experience” also go here. 

The dock to the south, close proximity to those with real wealth, and easy access to Downtown provide 

incentive for many specialty and boutique shops. This hilly area has some strip malls in ground contact, 

some old houses converted to museums or specialty boutiques, and a large number of book sellers and 

antique dealers. Much of the history of Grifton is divvied up and redistributed out of Peppermarket. 

 

Dales City 

A hub of transportation and communication, as hopelessly chaotic as that is. The Dales City railroad hub 

brings in endless loads of cattle, which are then transferred to a ferry system, so over 500 head can go 

across per boat, to Cannerton Junction. Processed meat is ferried back across to put on trains headed west. 

Considerably more cattle fit on the return trip, but the ferries must struggle upstream, so it evens out. 

Because of the sharp rise along the bend in Cannerton Junction, all river traffic tends to be handled in 

Dales City. Not much comes from upriver, mostly things head east to major population centers. Union 

difficulties, urban renewal efforts, new management for stalwart companies, and corruption in those 

tasked with building projects have made sure that each decade leaves a new confusing overlay on the 

tangle of roads, warehouses, dry docks, and rail stations that comprise the knot of Dales City. 

 Balkay Air Field. This local airport can help with moving goods, but mostly services executives on 

short flights. They are notoriously bad at getting the flight manifests confused or lost, and for having 

delays and holding patterns. They are cheaper than flying into Hiles, even if they can only support 

smaller planes. 

 

Central Grifton 

 

Downtown Island 



The original settlers built an old fort on the Grifton island so they could retreat to relative safety during 

local skirmishes between tribes. They buried their dead on the island, as those who lived there before 

them did, but they did not share the view it was holy ground. They built an excellent system of docks on 

the southern side of the island, relatively safe from storms and hazards. With the construction of the 

Baratzzi bridge, traffic was easy, and the locals accepted that occasional floods would wipe everything 

out except what was at the high ground in the middle of the island. In the 1920s modest skyscrapers were 

reared on the island, and it became the center of commerce as other bridges were built to accommodate 

the traffic. The island simply ran out of room, after five bridges connected it to two shores, so downtown 

expanded to the mainland and grew explosively. Stone ramparts were built on all sides of the island in the 

20s because of the flooding that used to happen, and soil was shipped in to raise the island so it is about 

10 meters above the river on all sides. Huge drains open the sewer system to the river, so the river is less 

attractive downstream. The whole island is often buried in London-esque fogbanks. 

 Downtown District. Constructed with 10-15 story buildings that were a big deal, the architecture still 

reflects the Roaring 20s. A major stock exchange, thriving industry of rare coins and gems, and banks 

predominate the offices here. The wealth that moves through the District almost conceals the rotting 

smell of the river and the slow crumbling of the buildings. 

o Fenwick Gardens is a sports center built underground, big enough for basketball or hockey or 

concerts. 

 Tanville. Dozens of social experiments in welfare and homeless management have focused on 

Tanville from the time it was a convalescence colony in the late 1800s to the present, where project 

housing and dozens of shelters try to manage the overwhelming tide of misery in the city. Those 

supported by Tanville seem to spend a lot of time wandering and begging on the island, one reason 

the city’s financial center shifted to a more congenial setting. 

 Fayette. The Tanhauser Bridge and the Bertinelli Bridge both connect the island to the mainland. 

Fayette is home to the famous Five Ways, five major intersecting streets surrounded by massive 

shopping opportunities and a police station and fire station, both proud of their pathfinding abilities to 

get anywhere on the island in record time. They also have a helipad to help with that. 

 

Irvine 

A strange combination of the arts community and decaying urban center. Workers who support the 

Downtowns live in Irvine, but there is a thriving community of fringe artists that have galleries in 

nightclubs, in old houses, an abandoned tunnels, and in public. Everything from Hordan the Painter, a 

graffiti artist who paints exquisite and disturbing vistas where they are easily seen from public 

transportation, to Elia Mendenheller, a gothic cellist who is renowned nationally, can be found here. 

Irvine seems to have been built from the 20s on, but going into the basement of most buildings will find 

materials or basements dating back to the settling of the city—some even further back. Rocky slopes up 

from the river conceal some cave systems where the water mutters and slides around in the dark, and 

those echoes can be heard in some basements. 

 

Mengel 

The current is too fast to put docks here, but the massively reinforced Bertinelli bridge holds against the 

current. Mengel is low, down to the river’s edge, and used to suffer from constant flooding. It was a 

connecting trading post when the city was first built, and it remains so, coordinating movement through 

the choke point between the east and west, the island and the mainland. The city’s public bus system is 

coordinated out of a massive stacked parking garage built for busses in Mengel. 

 The Circle Line. A subway system was built in the 90s, the most recent of many efforts to put a 

subway into Grifton. The Circle Line starts and ends in Mengel, but it loops around Downtown with 

many stops along the way. In the early 2000s, the Irvine Loop, Haber City Loop, Blaketree Loop, and 

Haymarket Loop additions expanded the subway’s functionality. It seems the tunnels take advantage 



of efforts from the 20s and the 50s to put in a subway, but not much is known about these earlier 

efforts.  

 

Downtown 

From the west, Grifton has two skylines. The island has buildings from 5 stories to 15 stories in its core, 

and behind it, the mainland stretches up to 40 and 50 storey buildings as the dramatic shapers of the 

skyline. Some of the skyscrapers are like small cities, with a huge diversity of occupants, like the 

Lancaster building whose population is always shifting. Others, like the monolithic Harker and Bell 

building, are private property. (Harker and Bell has managed a global shipping company from this 

international headquarters for over fifty years.) A lot of high-rise housing provides the work force for the 

city, both with luxurious penthouses for the wealthy and cramped “termite mounds” for the less fortunate. 

Homeless are far less prevalent on the mainland, as it is difficult to get permits to build shelters in the 

cramped confines of Downtown. 

 Bryce Music Hall. Nationally famous for its acoustics, it was built in 1910 as a huge edifice at the 

edge of civilization, spooky against the skyline. Now it is nestled in the heart of the city. A concert 

choir, a professional orchestra, and three theater companies call this massive edifice home.  

 The Strip. Where the higher ground of downtown falls off, the floodplain used to circle around and 

rise up the back side of the city. Buildings were built and rebuilt, drained and reinforced. This legacy 

of housing undergirds a ribbon of zoning around the eastern side of Downtown, where old 

warehouses and churches and parking garages have been converted into nightclubs and restaurants. 

The stringent police presence downtown forces undesirable elements a bit further out, and they can go 

to the Strip to hide. By unspoken agreement, criminals can relax and be themselves in the Strip as 

long as they stay out of the taxpayers’ way downtown. Drugs, prostitution, gangs, industrial music, 

and gambling on dog fights and bare-knuckle matches give this area its charm. The streets and 

construction range a century; the alley behind a nightclub with a laser show might be cobbled. 

 City Hall. There was a massive flood and fire in 1926, destroying a lot of city records; due to 

bureaucratic processes, the records that did survive were shut up pending a decision on clean-up 

method, so they molded and rotted to incomprehensibility. After that disaster, the city took a stance 

on decentralization, so there are seven records centers that have duplicate copies of everything. 

Unfortunately, this massive task is daunting and sometimes goes poorly, so there are copies that do 

not agree with each other, files that are lost altogether with the assumption another center will have it, 

and filing under different headings in different locations. In 2001, elected officials were dismayed to 

discover that their computer systems had been upgraded too thoroughly, and much of the previous 

electronic media could no longer be accessed; ten years ago they hired a company to get right on 

transferring the files to a new format, and that company has since gone bankrupt and the records have 

been misplaced in that process. Most people who need this system resign themselves to finding other 

ways of tracking down the information, or getting it themselves.  

 Cheever Precinct 16. The police precinct is built into City Hall, with a station “Up Top” that takes up 

the top four floors of the 45 storey building, and “Deep Under,” a detention center and processing 

center and motor pool that takes up the bottom 2 stories and 3 basement levels. The roof has a 

helipad, with unmanned craft, light choppers, and SWAT choppers available to respond to a crisis 

fast. Cheever’s SWAT team is legendary for being hardened, vicious, and direct. 

 The sewer complex. City planners believed that the flooding issues could be managed with 

appropriate sewer systems built to drain off the water quickly after a flood, and to divert water 

coming from below into holding areas. The city hired many different inventors and attached them to 

teams of contractors, but none of them had unified funding and authority to work out their 

experiments on a grand scale. Until the 1920s “solved” the issue with the upstream dam, every 

election year there was endless construction under the city. Those records have since been by and 

large lost, with the inventors dead or moved on and the companies that did the work restructured or 

out of business.  



 

Haymarket and Irontree 
These two suburbs grew together, once separate cities outside town and now gobbled up by sprawl. High 

enough they were usually spared flooding from the river, they have many older buildings, and they serve 

as housing for the tiny middle class of the city that wants a home near the city center. Most of the suburbs 

slid into decay, becoming slums in the last twenty years, but a number of homeowners grimly hang on. In 

the battle to believe in hope and decency, this area is still contested. 

 Our Lady Hope Hospital. A major employer in the area, this sizable hospital services the urban 

center. 

 

Blakelee West 
This residential area is full of schools and churches and small markets, built with the best of intentions 

during the 60s and 70s. This is the American Dream territory, with white picket fences and tidy little 

yards and first-home box houses as well as bigger you’ve-made-it models. Unfortunately, the three major 

developers that worked the area used asbestos and cutting-edge safety treated wood that released 

chemicals that gave lots of people cancer. Huge class-action suits wiped out those three companies and a 

couple chemical companies, leaving no one to tear down the toxic houses and schools and churches. 

Some developers have since tackled getting cheap land and starting on cleanup, but only one or two 

developers have made any real headway renovating the area. Negotiations with the EPA may never be 

resolved, and in the meantime there are silent areas near the heart of the city where no one hears the rain 

patter down on the roofs, no one treads through overgrown yards, and no one sleeps in still houses. 

Except for the desperate, the insane, or the oblivious. 

 The Candlemach Cathedral. Imposing, with two bell towers and a rose window, this massive stone 

cathedral is still in use. It has been abandoned, but always reclaimed. It used to be famous for its wine 

cellars as well as its ecclesiastical functions, but the church’s desperately overworked staff don’t 

spend much time poking around the foundations to see if any wine reserves are left. 

 

North Grifton 

 

Hiles 

The airport is useful because all traffic from the north or west should fly in there, travel around to the 

interstate and go straight to the university without having to go through Grifton. The airport is very 

discreet, has uneven skill with keeping up paperwork, and survives by cooperating with the DEA. Hiles is 

also a major suburb, with reasonably safe and inexpensive housing close to the urban core. 

 

Crichton 

Upscale suburb, with intensely modern buildings, all square and functional and steely. Lawyers, 

politicians, medical professionals, and business magnates keep residences close to the airport and 

Downtown. There is a chilly, firm resistance to any disorganized crime or vagrancy. 

 

Fullbright 

This is the most intensely residential suburb, with workers servicing Downtown and Seville Marker. 

When Blakelee West was condemned, the housing refocused in Fullbright, but in the desperate financial 

situation and with the best contractors mired in legal matters and bankruptcy, Fullbright seems a bit 

slapdash and discouraged. Everything was built in the mid 80s, and it all has a similar taste. The area was 

overdeveloped, and some of the new houses sat and rotted, much faster than the sturdier construction in 

Blakelee West. Still, a thriving amateur theater and music community is active between the school 

auditoriums and practice rooms in the community, and education is an important function for the lower 

middle class that live here and work in the service industry for those better educated than themselves.  

 



Seville Marker 

It has been done before, and it can be done again; the city center moved from the island to the mainland 

Downtown. Now that those buildings are showing their age, Markers think that downtown could move 

away from the river altogether. To this end, they have created fashionable boutiques, office buildings, 

medical annex compounds, and restaurants en masse. Upscale housing is almost in reach of the university 

professionals, and a growing industry in warehousing for truckers ensures traffic on interstate 86 is 

always loaded with semis and their loads. The air is clearer here, the streets are straighter, and the 

residents pride themselves on being above the stink of slaughterhouses and flooded lands, ready to set a 

bold new future for the city and bring needed reform and organization. A clump of older city 

infrastructure hangs on to the west of the neighborhood, anchoring Seville Marker to the rest of the city. 

Markers believe that a new age is before them, and they can leave the political corruption, incompetence, 

apathy, and filth and stink of death behind them. They meticulously map their neighborhoods, showing 

how easy it can be, and organize neighborhood watches. 

 Seville Lighthouse. They are quick to point out the hope they offer the rest of the city. An old clock 

tower was converted to a lighthouse, just to make the point. Its light sweeps over the benighted city.  

 

South Grifton 

 

Felding/The Riverwalk 

A major civic engineering project in the 80s, the riverwalk was made possible by the building of the 

Cabrian dam in 70s, controlling the water level and minimizing flooding (with the exception of the huge 

flood in 1993, which broke the dam and did untold damage.) Lined with restaurants, high-end housing, 

and hotels, the riverwalk is a major tourist attraction as long as the wind is from the north or the west. 

Unfortunately, of the 20 kilometers, only about 10 are actually useful; the riverwalk becomes a canal 

where it enters Cannerton, and it smells worse than Venice ever did. 

 Korok Theatre. The outdoor stage is on the north side of the river, and the ranked rows of seating are 

across the six meter canal, sandy carved blocks with low turf where people can set up chairs or put 

down blankets to see the outdoor show with the Downtown skyline in the background. 

 Felding Locks. A series of mechanical contrivances separating the river from the riverwalk controls 

the depth, and the riverwalk is generally about 2 meters deep. 

 Panchi Boat Tours. Gondola style boats cruise up and down the riverwalk offering boat tours, 

pointing out key features. At $5 a ride, for up to 6 people, they are a pleasant hour’s diversion. 

 

Haber City 

Low-rent slums were a real eyesore that was a struggle to cope with as Downtown grew. With the 

Cannerton East explosion of 88, the city finally had the political will to bulldoze everything and relocate 

factories to Haber City at municipal expense, with complex contractual incentives. Haber City now 

manufactures combines, reapers, tractors, bulldozers, and other farm equipment, as well has having a 

heavily regulated chemical refinery situation. No sooner were the shiny new factories in place when the 

dam broke in the great flood of 93, and the buildings were underwater in the same stew as Cannerton. The 

buildings do not look as new as they are, and bitter white lines mark the high water points on the grungy 

factories that stink of the river. 

 

Cannerton Junction 
Meat. The northwestern corner of the area is designed to receive ferries full of cattle and move them 

seamlessly into the great steel pens, massive bawling herds that are then divided and shuttled into 

slaughterhouses for processing. Here too the city has benefited from generations of innovative thinkers, 

working out the most effective abattoirs and offal processing systems, herd control, and ways to kill cattle 

with maximum safety and comfort. Needless to say, all that is expensive, and all the meat packers have 

their prize show areas, and their secondary and tertiary sites that help handle the volume of traffic that 



flows under the blades. Massive refrigerated warehouses are necessary to keep the meat frozen if it cannot 

be quickly moved. This was always the center of the city’s meat packing efforts. The flood of 1993 was 

devastating to them, as it swirled the filth of the urban core and the pollution of Cannerton East as well as 

the industrial waste of Haber City through the facilities. After years of cleanup and restoration, rigorous 

inspections find all equipment to be cleaned and all of the open facilities to be within acceptable limits on 

various toxins. Many of the slaughterhouses were unable to reopen; some of these are nightclubs, or big 

stores. The whole area stinks, and its inhabitants seem too demoralized to do anything about the swarms 

of carrion birds that coat the landscape. 

 Bleeker Station. The police who work the slaughterhouse district are a hardened lot who don’t like to 

ask questions and don’t like to conduct searches—but it is their job, and they will do it, though they 

may not be particularly gentle with those who require them to poke through filthy condemned 

abattoirs for the bodies of the missing. They travel in packs of 4 minimum, and they are almost 

SWAT teams. Trying to raise children and please spouses in this city is expensive, a fact not lost on 

these public servants. 

 The Knife Dance. Candlemass Packing Plant went out of business in 93, and its metal grate floors and 

sturdy catwalks serve a new herd, as the hottest night scene in Southern Grifton gyrates and slams 

industrial numbing music in the former slaughterhouse. 

 Six Packers. There are six residential clusters in Cannerton Junction, each one about five or six city 

blocks square, as self-contained as possible. Most of the poorly paid slaughterhouse workers live in 

these islands of residential zoning in a commercial area. A few schools serve this population, a 

situation that works for the city (as children from these families tend to disrupt regular classrooms.) 

Many video stores, no public library.  

 

East Grifton 

The land gradually rises to the north and east, away from the river, and the air clears (somewhat literally, 

getting away from the fog of the river.) Sporadic woods, rolling hills, and outside the edges of the city 

quite a bit of farmland. 

 

Hampton 

Much of Hampton’s economic survival is from the tourist trade. Those entering the city from the east 

need maps, gasoline, advice, lodging, and entertainment; the interstates do not survive contact with the 

edge of the city, Grifton drinks them in and digests them into a confusing array of local roads and 

construction detours before spitting them back out on the other side of the river. Hampton serves as an 

airlock between the Midwest and Central Grifton. Smart travelers will take 86 in rather than 42, but they 

must make that decision almost 100 miles away, as the interstates do not connect. Travelers can edge 

Hampton north to Madvane Estates to reconnect with 86; if they forge into the city from Hampton, then 

they may find their path a bit confusing. Hampton is populated with good souls who like to help, with 

charlatans who take advantage of the unwary, and by those who want to be close to Grifton without being 

in Grifton. 

 14
th
 St. Bridge Station. The police here keep the peace and serve as cultural interpreters when Grifton 

slips out into the world, or the world heads into Grifton. They like it peaceful, and they don’t really 

care who gets hurt to keep it that way. They will pull anyone over, just to get a look and make sure 

that anything unusual stays out of sight. (There is no actual bridge.) 

 Hampton Courier Newspaper. This is the local city newspaper, working with the AP Wire and other 

sources as well as local stringers to report news. They are daily, with a special weekend insert on 

culture and religion.  

 Goch Correctional Facility. This hulking prison is on the edge of Hampton to the east, its ramparts 

visible from interstate 42. Land has been cleared for 2 miles in every direction, and trained snipers are 

on every corner all the time. This makes up for any deficiencies in the crumbling concrete and iron 

facility. In the 70s, an innovative warden had the surrounding land mined. This was ruled illegal, the 



warden was jailed, and since then work crews have been sent out with metal detectors to sweep for 

mines. They are still finding them. 

 

Blakelee Woods 

Set aside as a city park in 1974, the ink was just dry on the zoning reports when the first class action suits 

were leveled in Blakelee West. Development was curtailed by the creation of the city park, where new-

growth lumber spread over the stumps of the old-growth forests that built much of the city. The original 

plans for walking paths, shelter houses, campsites, caretakers, a nature center, and so on were shelved in 

the budget crises that crashed in on the city in the 70s, wave upon wave. Politicians were desperate to 

appear able to get things done, so they forced the creation of some trails, campsites, and other amenities, 

the crowning achievement being two blockhouse public restrooms that no one maintained. Some housing 

has gone in, but not much. The area is carelessly tested to make sure it has still absorbed lethal levels of 

toxins from the Cannerton East mishap in 88. The plant life did not die, but it grew strange and thick and 

crooked. Fugitives, the desperate, and the homeless haunt the woods. The most visitors the woods get are 

police leading volunteer efforts to look for the missing or the dead. 

 Lee Commons. Northern edge of the woods. Originally planned to be a fairground, this open area has 

a gazebo, some rudimentary camping facilities, and a stream. It is sometimes used by passing gypsy 

communities that set up camp for a few weeks or months until they are run off.  

 Priazzo Cemetery. The western point of the Woods was sectioned off in 1984 to serve as a massive 

cemetery. Even after the explosion, though a number of companies went out of business managing the 

burial ground (shuffling burial records through many hands), it stayed “open.” After all, burying 

people in toxic ground is not much less respectful than burying them in normal earth. It is the 

inexpensive funereal option in Grifton, and if they were to approach capacity, the city would probably 

grant still more of the dark forested land for clearing and “planting.” 

 

Cannerton East 

Originally, all the cattle came in from the south over the vast Chundleton Bridge, which is equipped for 

four lanes of traffic and also four lanes of rail cars in a massive vertically stacked masterpiece of 

engineering. The Chundleton Bridge was the crowning triumph of the 1960s. Unfortunately, in 1988 a 

massive explosion rocked Plantagenet Chemical, a factory of epic proportions that handled chemical 

refinement and manufacture. Fires burned for years in the gutted husk of the factory, and a murk of fallout 

drifted all across the other factories and especially the slaughterhouses. No one knows what caused the 

explosion, but Plantagenet had a spotty record with the EPA before the accident. The entire area was 

condemned at once, with massive investigation into the effects on Cannerton Junction and the rest of the 

city. Some factions wanted to bulldoze the entire Cannerton East and plant trees or something, but since 

the investigation was open, that would be destroying evidence. After twenty years of hellish wrangling, 

all the companies involved were out of business, most of those who burned with passion over the issue 

were dead or moved on (cancer was epidemic in those decades) and apathy buried the issue; Cannerton 

East was largely forgotten. Ghostlike, trains rumble past on the rusted shell of the Chundleton bridge, 

though it is closed to car traffic and the road is curdling and cracking and falling away. Health inspectors 

monitor the bridge and edges of Cannerton East, and are stringent in inspecting meat quality in Cannerton 

Junction to make sure the fallout is contained. These inspections are voluntary and profoundly expensive, 

but business booms as the inspections report that contaminants are well within acceptable levels. 

Cannerton East has sunk into shadow and echoes, forgotten and dark. No one goes there. Only the crows. 

 

Madvane Estates 

Essentially a college town, supporting Marlbeth University. Only minutes from the university, the Estates 

have attractive older houses as well as modern apartments for students, with art galleries, dozens of 

restaurants, charming brick streets in the fringes, and many modern amenities. Most professors live here. 

 

Marlbeth 



The University was founded in 1950 to accommodate the rush of veterans to higher education. Originally 

a trade school, it became a liberal arts school in 1971 and a university in 1990. A massive clock tower on 

the administration building always resets itself to be 98 minutes slow, and efforts to repair it have not 

been successful. A beautiful campus, it has a 5 storey library (Machanaelia Library) that specializes in 

ancient manuscripts and historical volumes from all over the world. A bus shuttle moves back and forth 

from the Estates town square to the university once every 90 minutes—more or less, from 7 a.m. to 10 

p.m. 

 Rest Stop 82. There is a rest stop on 52, halfway between the Estates and Marlbeth. This is frequently 

the site for sexual trysts, drug deals, and poetry readings. 

 

Fossey West 

Basically a town square, grain silo, and livestock yard with enough of a town to support all the local 

farmers.  A grimy café, a few other restaurants, a town hall with attached sheriff department and records 

center. The farmers here are an insular lot, quiet and grim, doing their best to ignore the massive city to 

the west. 

 

 


