Cursed Weather Sl'gns

Rain falls upward, revealing bootprints
leading toward a buried silver whistle.

Thunder repeats one character’s name, and
nearby animals suddenly refuse commands.

A warm snow covers only weapons,
marking them with tiny handprints.

Sunlight bends around a stranger who
begs to borrow someone’s shadow.

Hailstones crack open, each holding a
wet note from tomorrow morning.

A rainbow touches down nearby, while
bandits argue over its ownership.

Mist forms doorways that vanish whenever |
anyone mentions their destination aloud.

The wind steals one shouted word and
delivers it miles ahead.

Black drizzle stains maps, adding a road
nobody remembers drawing before.

Lightning strikes silently, awakenin
scarecrows that point toward hidden danger.

Frost blooms on coins, and merchants
refuse payment until sunset passes.

Clouds gather into faces, accusing the
party ofgbreaking an oath.

neman-rpg-studio.com 7



