Sarachim:
Can I get a recap?
Eva Roe:
...
Dammit, I KNEW I was forgetting something.
Erm...
Sarachim:
It's not mandatory. I can do it, if y'all like.
Wybren:
MAP!
http://dintiradan.ermarian.net/static/images/dust-bowl-map.jpg
Eva Roe:
We traveled through the forest, kicked the ass of an illusionist (and bickering in the 
process), saved a goblin who's name escapes me, and rested.
Wybren:
Gorgut.
Sarachim:
Thanks for the map, Dinti. I found it useful.
Anyway...
Wybren:
And now we're off to meet Forglung.
Sarachim:
Nothing disturbs your sleep. You wake up, refreshed, to find Gorgut standing over you 
and tapping her foot impatiently.
Begin session.
Wybren:
Totally not to scale.
Eva Roe:
I snort and wake up.
Eva Roe:
"Hunh?"
Wybren:
"'Nudder five minutes, Ma." I turn over.
Sarachim:
"I caught breakfast. It's in the kitchen."
Eva Roe:
"Izit coffee?"
Sarachim:
"Coffee?"
Eric:
I head to the kitchen.
Eva Roe:
"Coffee." I slowly get up, get the cat off of me, and head to the kitchen.
Sarachim:
On the kitchen table, there's an animal you've never seen before. It looks a bit like a 
lobster, but brown and the size of a small dog. There's a small, round hold in its shell, like a spear wound.
Wybren:
I shamble into the kitchen. "Wow, they make everything big here, don't they."
Xiriatl:
"What is this? Does it even have a name?"
Eric:
"How do you eat it?"
Eva Roe:
"...and does it contain coffee?"
Leitha:
"Breakfast. She told us."
Eva Roe:
"Ah." I look around for coffee or coffee beans.
Sarachim:
Gorgut follows you in. "Break it and cook it or something."
Wybren:
"Well, thank you, Gorgut." I begin looking for what I hope to be a tasty portion.
Leitha:
"So, how far away are the rest of the goblins? Do you know?"
Eva Roe:
Failing to find coffee, I grab my spellbook and start studying.
Sarachim:
"If they stopped to look for me, not far. Less than a day, certainly."
Leitha:
"Okay, good. You know which direction they were headed in, then?"
Sarachim:
"Not exactly, but now that Forglung knows you mean him no harm, he will stop hiding 
his tracks. We can follow."
Eva Roe:
"How would Forglung know that?
Wybren:
If no one has done so already, I look around for something to cook the... thing in. And a 
stove or firepit.
Sarachim:
Gorgut shurgs. "Forglung just knows things. Magic, I think."
Eva Roe:
I pour myself a cup of cold tea and sip as I study my tome.
Sarachim:
There are several large pots, and a stove.
Xiriatl:
"How interesting. Perhaps you're right: I would like to meet him."
Eric:
I help Wybren cook the giant crustacean.
Wybren:
Excellent. I make myself busy and try cook for the group.
(Roll for food poisoning?)
Leitha:
(would a good roll mean you succeed at poisoning if that's what you're rolling for? :p)
Sarachim:
As you talk, Gramzon announces that he wants to explore the tunnels under this place.
You can take 10 on cooking, or roll. :P
Wybren:
I'll take ten. :p
Softly to Eric: "Hey, you have Survi's ring, right?"
Xiriatl:
"Explore? I am curious to see what's down there, but can we afford to let the goblins get 
further away?"
Sarachim:
You boil some water, and drop bits of the. . . lobster-thing in. A few minutes later, it's 
ready.
Gramzon: "I'll go alone and catch up later."
Eric:
I nod.
Wybren:
"Could you handle things here for a bit and lend it to me? I want to test something."
Xiriatl:
"As you wish. Don't do anything too dangerous."
Sarachim:
"Do I ever?" Gramzon winks, and walks into the library. You hear him descend the 
ladder.
Leitha:
"Well at least there's nothing for him to climb up down there."
Eric:
I pass the ring over.
Wybren:
"Thanks." I put it on and casually walk to the table, and position myself behind Eva, 
who's still reading.
Eva Roe:
I sip some more tea.
Sarachim:
(The ring does, in fact, intensify whatever feelings the rest of you already had about 
Wybren. Roleplay accordingly. :P)
Wybren:
"BOO!"
Xiriatl:
I tear off a claw and start nibbling experimentally at the crustacean.
Eva Roe:
I smack the tome across the Wybren's face with a shriek.
Sarachim:
It's not bad. Tastes like fish, but with the texture of meat.
Xiriatl:
"Hmm. Well, it seems edible."
Sarachim:
Gorgut smiles. "Good." She grabs a leg and stars eating.
Eva Roe:
"Don't... do that...!"
Eric:
I try some as well.
Eva Roe:
I calm down.
Wybren:
I back off laughing, fending off Eva's blows. "Sorry, sorry, I just had to..." I pull the ring 
off. "See? Off now."
Leitha:
"Eva, it'd probably be more effective if you used the tome to cast spells. Just saying."
Wybren:
"Seriously, though, do you have any idea of what's possible with this thing?"
Eva Roe:
"Heart attacks of the unwary?"
Wybren:
"Play your cards right, and you could be the toast of the town!"
Sarachim:
Gorgut pauses between bites. "The. . . food is getting cold."
Eric:
"It would take someone with a strong personality to use it well."
Wybren:
"Oh, right." I sit down and dig in.
Eva Roe:
I ignore the food and get back to studying.
Leitha:
I grab some food too.
"What kind of things could you do with the ring, then, Wybren?"
Eric:
"And more than likely the results would not be good." I mutter.
"Can I have the ring back?"
Wybren:
"I, uh, I suppose." I reluctantly hand it over.
(My precious!)
Sarachim:
(Heh.)
Gorgut has finished her portion of the lobster-thing, and is fidgeting in her chair.
Xiriatl:
"Something wrong, Gorgut? You seem uneasy."
Eva Roe:
I put my tome away. "I need to work on my focus..."
Sarachim:
"I'm just eager to find my tribe."
Leitha:"Yeah, we should probably be heading out soon."
Eric:
I finish eating.
Wybren:
(Anything left over we can pack up?)
Sarachim:
The unidentified meal is pretty filling. As you finish, you feel ready for the day.
Yes, there are some leftovers. About half of the creature.
Wybren:
(Also, I assume this means we won't need a ration for the day, correct?)
Sarachim:
(Basically, yes.)
Wybren:
(Cool)
Sarachim:
"There is a well behind the house, for water. Please excuse me for a moment." Gorgut 
gets up, and goes into the foyer.
Eva Roe:
I stand up and stow away my spellbook. "I hope Gorgut's right about Forglung. And that 
he's friendly."
Leitha:
"We dont have any reason not to trust her."
Eva Roe:
"Oh, I'm not saying I don't trust her."
Wybren:
"Forglung looks to be an interesting chap, at any rate."
Sarachim:
From the next room: "I can hear you!"
Wybren:
(Must be related to Zarusa.)
Sarachim:
(No, hearing bonuses come with any NPC that follows the party. :P)
Eva Roe:
"It's just that I worry about Forglung not being as... receptive as we may hope."
Eva Roe:
I pointedly ignore Gorgut's comment.
Xiriatl:
"There's no way to know for sure until we find him."
Leitha:
I shrug and prepare to leave.
Eva Roe:
I gather my stuff together. "No, I suppose not."
Sarachim:
Gorgut reuturns to the kitchen, sharpening a wooden spear with her fingernail as she 
walks. "Are you ready?"
Eric:"To be honest, I don't have high hopes, so it would take something pretty extreme to fail 
my hopes."
Xiriatl:
"I'm ready. I hope Gramzon can catch up with us."
Eva Roe:
"Ready as I'll ever be... though I'd be readier with coffee."
Sarachim:
"What is coffee?"
Eva Roe:
"Beverage. Wakes you up, very bitter."
Sarachim:
"Oh. We have something like that."
Eva Roe:
"I'm listening."
Sarachim:
"I meant we, my tribe of goblins. Not we, the people here."
Eva Roe:
"Nevertheless."
Leitha:
I sigh. "Lets just go."
Eva Roe:
I whistle Patches to my side.
Sarachim:
"We make it from the roots of a particular kind of swamp tree. Hopefully they will have 
some ready by the time we reach them."
Gorgut finishes sharpening, and moves toward the front door.
Eva Roe:
I follow.
Wybren:
I grab my pack and follow as well. "You'll get your vile concoction soon enough, Eva."
Eric:
I follow.
Sarachim:
In the foyer, Gorgut retrieves three other spears that were resting against the wall, then 
walks outside.
"When we passed here yesterday, we were going west. The track continues that way for 
about thirty minutes until it reaches the place where I was captured."
Eva Roe:
"Then what?"
Sarachim:
"I don't know. I was captured."
Eric:
"Well, I suppose we'll find out when we get there."
Sarachim:
She points out a set of tracks on the ground, which you recognize as the ones you've been 
following so far.
Eva Roe:
"Erm..." I scratch my head and follow.
Sarachim:
"Let's go, then."
Eric:
I follow the tracks.
Sarachim:
The sun rises behind you as Gorgut leads you at a brisk pace. About 45 minutes later, she 
stops.
Sarachim:
"See, the tracks are confused here. They must have split up to look for me."
Eric:
I try to find where the split-up goblin tracks come together and continue again. 
(Perception)
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  20
Eric:
(Woo)
Wybren:
(is it just me, or are all the first rolls of a session either crits or critfails?)
Sarachim:
Gorgut is just beginning to examine the tracks when Eric spots the direction easily. It 
turns south-west.
She smiles. "You are a much better tracker than I. No wonder we could not fool you."
Eric:
I shrug and follow the tracks.
Eva Roe:
"You certainly made it difficult, that's for sure."
Sarachim:
She follows Eric. "We do need to move faster, though. A storm is coming."
Eric:
"A magical storm, or a natural one?"
Xiriatl:
"Not again..."
Sarachim:
"Does it matter?" She keeps walking as she talks.
Xiriatl:
As I walk, I look up at the sky and trace the runes of Detect Magic with my hands.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Xiriatl:
"Dragons! Invisible dragons everywhere! Run for your lives!"
Eva Roe:
"Well, the last time there was a magical storm, it came with a free gift of kraken."
Leitha:
"We aren't on a boat this time though."
Sarachim:
As Xiriatl walks, casts, and looks up at the sky simultaneously, he fails to notice a root 
right in front of him. He trips and falls for 1 damage.
Eric:
"...invisible dragons?"
Wybren:
"This one is far less likely to have kraken, though. Dragons, on the other hand..."
Xiriatl:
I regain my composure. "It's... possible that the spell didn't quite go off right."
Leitha:
"Still, we should keep an eye out just in case you were right."
Xiriatl:
"The storm seems to be coming from the east, for what that's worth."
Sarachim:
Gorgut is some distance ahead, picking her way through the tall grass. "Faster!"
Wybren:
I pick up the pace.
Xiriatl:
I do likewise.
Eva Roe:
I pick up the pace as well.
Leitha:
I speed up to match the others.
Eric:
I hurry after her.
Sarachim:
As you move forward, you see the ground is beginning to get swampy again. It is high 
and dry in some places, low and soft in others.
Wybren:
"Whoa. This is not a place to run blindly." I keep an eye out for quagmires, like before.
Sarachim:
Perception roll, then.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  12
Sarachim:
The ground is muddly in some places, but you don't see any spots that are actually 
dangerous. You're able to find safe paths without having to slow down.
Xiriatl:
While Wybren is playing lookout, I cast Portent on myself to predict immediate dangers.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  4
Wybren:
"Doesn't look too bad, folks." I press on.
Xiriatl:
(oh come on)
"Well, if there were dragons around, they're gone now. Also, there's a storm coming, if we hadn't noticed already."
"We should probably find shelter before it hits, if we can."
Sarachim:
Gorgut, still a short distance ahead, stops at the base of a long, low hill.
Eva Roe:
I catch up. "What's wrong?"
Sarachim:
"I lost the track here." She gestures to the swampy ground in front of her.
"I know they must have gone through the mud, because their tracks would be visible on 
the hill. We could try to cross the solid ground and find the track again on the other side, 
but if they turned or something we would be lost."
Xiriatl:
"Third time lucky..." I stand where the tracks end and cast Detect History.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Sarachim:
You get a rough idea of the path the goblins took through the low ground that surrounds 
the hill. You could tell the party where to look for tracks.
Wybren:
"Eric? You're the resident expert here." Inspiring tale if Eric looks for tracks.
Xiriatl:
"I can tell you which direction they went. When we get back to solid ground, we can 
expect to find their tracks over that way, more or less." I indicate.
Eric:
"Lead the way, Xiriatl."
Xiriatl:
I head in the direction the goblins seem to have gone.
Sarachim:
Xiriatl leads way through the swamp, navigating by landmarks he saw in his vision.
Sarachim:
Perception rolls, please.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  9
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  9
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Wybren:
(Aw, I was hoping for a 6 or a 9.)
Wybren:
(Woulda been an awesome crib hand.)
Sarachim:
As you are following Xiriatl, eyes on the ground for tracks, none of you see the snake 
lurking in the tree above. It drops onto Eva and begins coiling around her.
Leitha:
"Hold very still!"
Eva Roe:
"Agh!"
Leitha:
I try to slice the snake in half with my daggers.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  11
Wybren:
"Gah! Eric? Leitha? I don't want to risk a shot on it." I pull out my crossbow anyway, in 
case the snake moves off of her.
Xiriatl:
I stand back and start yelling in an attempt to distract the snake.
Sarachim:
It's too big to slash in half with a dagger, but Leitha does manage to wound it. It gives out 
a quiet shriek, and keeps coiling.
Eric:
"Don't really want to hit her either."
Leitha:
I slice again, same spot, 1 stamina.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  4
Eva Roe:
I grab its head and channel a Ball Lightning right into its face.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  13
Sarachim:
Leitha stabs again, but her dagger glances off its scaly hide.
Wybren:
(Oh, duh. I can be useful here. Battlesong.)
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Sarachim:
Eva sets off a Ball Lightning at point-blank range, singing the snake. It cries, and begins 
tightening faster.
Eva takes 3 damage from the snake's pressure to her chest, and loses 1 stamina.
Eric:
I grab the snake by the neck and try to pull it off her, or at least far enough I can get a 
clear shot at her. Spend a stamina. (Strength)
Sarachim:
Wybren starts an inspiring battlesong. You all feel like heroes.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  15
Wybren:
(I dunno. Last time I used a Battlesong, people were hitting on sixes.)
Leitha:
I attack again
OnlineHost:Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  18
Sarachim:
Eric pulls the snake's head far enough from Eva's body to give Leitha a clear shot. She 
stabs the snake in the neck, but it still does not let go.
Eva Roe:
I use Telekinesis to try and pull the snake off of me.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Wybren:
I move over and try help Eric with pulling off the snake (Strength):
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  14
Sarachim:
You try to push the snake away, but it is too strong.
Wybren manages to hold the snake in its current position, but not to pull it further off.
Xiriatl:
I run toward the snake and try to whack it over the head with a stone loaded into a sling 
at melee range.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  7
Leitha:
"Stabby stabby... don't move, Eva! Stabby stabby!"
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  12
Sarachim:
Xiriatl's blow glances off the snake's head.
It tightens its grip again, Eva takes 1 damage, and loses another point of stamina.
Eric:
I try to slice through the snake just behind the neck.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  11
Wybren:
(I'm continuing to sing, didn't make that clear, sorry.)
Sarachim:
Eric nearly takes the snake's head off. It whimpers, let's go, and begins to slither away.
Eva Roe:
I stumble away, gasping.
Sarachim:
(I figured you are. Songs go on until you cancel them or the problem is gone, right?)
Xiriatl:
"Are you alright, Eva?"
Wybren:
(right)
Sarachim:
The snake starts up a nearby tree, leaving a trail of orange-red blood.
Eva Roe:"Do... *gasp* I look.. *gasp* alright?"
Wybren:
"Don't let it get away! That's tomorrow's lunch and a pair of boots!" I fire off a shot.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Leitha:
"You look alive at least. Quit complaining."
Xiriatl:
I start scraping the blood off the tree's bark and test it for alchemical properties.
Eric:
"You kill it, you carry it."
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Xiriatl:
(testing the blood, that is, not the bark)
Sarachim:
Gorgut fits a spear into a groove in one of her other spears, and uses the latter to throw 
the former. She misses the snake.
Wybren, however, hits it square. It falls from the tree, twiches once, and does not move.
Sarachim:
(What kind of reagent would blood be?)
Xiriatl:
(It's a vital fluid, so water.)
(Unless the blood is poisonous.)
Sarachim:
There's not much blood, but you gather enough for one reagent.
Eva Roe:
"Snakes... Falling snakes..." I shake my head as I get my breath back.
Eric:
(Don't snakes usually twitch for a long time after death?)
Eva Roe:
I keep a watch above for any more Treeboa constrictors.
Wybren:
"Woohoo!" I move over and retrieve my bolt, then see if I can salvage any of the meat or 
skin.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Xiriatl:
(I like how we're literally butchering everything we come across.)
Sarachim:
The bolt is still good. but unless you're planning to use it like a knife, you can't do much 
about meat or skin.
Leitha:
I hand Wybren a dagger.
Eva Roe:
"Thanks for getting that thing off me, Leitha."
Leitha:
"Thank Eric, he did it."
Sarachim:
Wybren's experience as a cook doesn't quite extend to butchering a snake, but the same 
basic principles apply. With a dagger, he's able to butcher it fairly well.
Eva Roe:
"Yeah, him too."
Eric:
I look to the east. Can I tell how close the storm is?
Wybren:
"Hope Gramzon doesn't run into these things again when he's alone."
Sarachim:
Roll perception if you want a good look, or not for just a quick one.
Eric:
Just quick.
Sarachim:
It's definitely closer. The whole eastern sky is dark.
Eva Roe:
"Let's keep moving, shall we?"
Sarachim:
Gorgut nods in agreement.
Xiriatl:
"Yes. These trees won't be much shelter in a real storm."
Leitha:
"Lets. I'll snake-watch."
Wybren:
I wrap up what I can, give my hands a quick 'wash' in the swamp water, then follow the 
others.
Leitha:
(and give Leitha her dagger back :p)
Wybren:
"Thanks for the dagger, Leitha." I give it back.
Sarachim:
Wybren gets some meat and the skin, and you return to the path Xiriatl saw. It ends soon 
after, at a place where the ground is a little more solid.
Eva Roe:
"Gorgut, you see the path again?"
Sarachim:
"I am trying. I'm used to tracking animals, not people."
Eva Roe:
I set Patches to seeing if he can detect a trail.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  19
Sarachim:
Patches sniffs the ground around you for a couple of minutes, uncertainly at first, but 
then in a clear direction. When he stops, you can see tracks at his feet.
Eva Roe:
"Good Patches! Good boy!" I pick the cat up and pet him.
Sarachim:
He purrs happily. Gorgut sets off on the trail you just found at a brisk pace.
Eva Roe:
I follow, stroking the cat all the while.
Leitha:
I follow, still watching out for the local wildlife.
Sarachim:
Did you roll for the wildlife-watching already?
Leitha:
No.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Leitha:
"Nothing. Lets keep going"
Sarachim:
You keep going for a while. The track winds through swampy patches and dry ones, but 
you don't lose it again. Occasionally, you glance behind you, and see that the storm is 
still coming closer. It's nearly blocked out the rising sun.
Sarachim:
After about another hour of this, you come to another narrow, fast-flowing river. Where 
the tracks meet it, there's a fallen tree bridging it.
Leitha:
I check the tree for traps.
(Perception or thievery?)
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Sarachim:
Hmm. Traps are whichever is higher, so I guess it's thievery.
You don't see any.
Leitha:
"OKay, looks safe enough."
Eric:
I cross the tree trunk. (Roll?)
Sarachim:
Eh, no roll necessary. It's broad and sturdy, and you cross it without any trouble.
Eva Roe:
I cross as well.
Leitha:
I follow Eva
Wybren:
I cross too.
Sarachim:
When Wybren is halfway across, you hear a shriek above you. It's a flock of birds.
Sarachim:Rather large birds, in fact, like eagles but bigger. They seem to be descending toward 
you.
Xiriatl:
"Does... anyone know enough about birds to know if those ones are aggressive?"
Wybren:
I finish crossing and pull out my crossbow.
Leitha:
"Er, I saw those earlier, but it looked like they were just fleeing from the storm..."
Eva Roe:
"That begs a new question."
Eva Roe:
"Namely, why is everything in this jungle bent on eating us?"
Leitha:
"...which is why I didn't mention it. My bad."
Xiriatl:
"Well, we are made of food."
Eric:
I pick up a few rocks on the ground. How soon before the birds are in range?
Sarachim:
As you debate, the birds answer your question for you. All six descend on Xiriatl. They 
claw and peck at his head.
Sarachim:
He is swarmed, and takes 10 damage.
Wybren:
(!) I fire a shot at one.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  2
Eva Roe:
I cast Ruby Armor on X- Holy ****!
Eva Roe:
Erm...
Sarachim:
Wybren's bolt flies right through the flock, missing all.
Xiriatl:
"Aaargh!" I look at the river. Is there anything to hold on to if I dive in? Tree roots or 
something?
Eric:
I drop the rocks and attack with my halberd instead.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Sarachim:
You can't tell. There's a beak in your eye.
Eva Roe:
Is that possibly a typo? The ten damage?
Leitha:
"Wybren, throw them the snake food!"
Sarachim:
No, 'fraid not.
(X is at 1)
Leitha:
I leap at the nearest bird and bring both daggers down on it.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  5
Xiriatl:
I cast Instinct and dive into the river, grabbing blindly for something to hold on to.
(Roll?)
Sarachim:
Eric and Leitha both charge back across the fallen log, but their swings miss.
Sarachim:
Yes, roll.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Sarachim:
Xiriatl mutters a quick incantation, and dives in. He drifts around a bend, out of sight.
Wybren:
"I think they prefer lacewing! Still, worth a shot." I root through my pack, looking for the 
snake meat. Once I find a bloody piece, I throw it at the flock.
Leitha:
"Oh dear. This can't end well."
Eva Roe:
I open up with a Flameburst on the birds. 1 stamina.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Eva Roe:
(...)
(Love you too, dice)
Sarachim:
Eva's flameburst singes the feathers of several birds, but they don't slow their attacks.
Sarachim:
Three of them attack Leitha, but she manages to fend them all off. The others go after 
Eric, and one claws him for 2 damage.
Sarachim:
Gorgut fires a spear from her atl-atl, and it goes right through one bird's chest. It goes 
down.
Leitha:
(our turn?)
Sarachim:
Yes
Eric:
I swing at a bird again.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Leitha:
Cool. I attack one of the birds swarming me.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  17
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  4
Eva Roe:
I try to figure out who needs help more. Then, settling on a plan of action, I cast Ruby 
Armor on Eric.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Wybren:
I start a frantic Battlesong as I reload my crossbow (1 stamina)
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Sarachim:
Eric stabs wildly, and misses. Leitha slahes at one of the birds, and wounds it.
Eva's spell succeeds. A faint red aura appears around Eric.
Wybren's song is derivative and uninspiring, but better than nothing.
Leitha:
(goo goo g'joob!)
Wybren:
(You try rhyming with 'eagle.')
Wybren:
(Beagle? Legal? Regal?)
Eva Roe:
(Beagle, Deagle, Seagull...)
Sarachim:
Three of the remaining birds attack Eric, but their claws rebound harmlessly from the 
shield around him. A jet of fire seems to erupt from around Eric, and burns one rather 
badly.
Leitha:
(Treacle if you wanted to push it)
Sarachim:
Another rakes its claws across Leitha's head, for 4 damage. The last misses.
Gorgut launches another spear, but misses.
Eric:
(...illegal)
Sarachim:
(Is that a complaint, Diki? :P)
Xiriatl:
(Spiegel)
Leitha:
(smeagol)
Sarachim:
Party's turn.
Eric:(Yeah, the eagle's attacks are totally breaking the rules. :P )
Leitha:
I launch myself up at the bird that attacked me, daggers at the ready, spending one 
stamina.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Leitha:
(yay!)
Wybren:
"But the heroes response was regal. Ugh." I take aim and fire.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  5
Eric:
I aim for the burned eagle this time.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  7
Eva Roe:
(I saw that coming. Every time stamina's been spent so far, it ends badly.)
Sarachim:
Leitha misses, and lands awkward on one leg. She stumbles and takes 1 damage.
Eric's thrust misses.
Eva Roe:
It worked well the last time, so I cast Ruby Armor again, this time on Leitha.
Wybren:
(Whoops, I suppose I shoulda specified a target. Pick one for me, my bad.)
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Eva Roe:
(Another 10?)
(Meh, not complaining)
Sarachim:
Wybren's shot misses. Another red aura appears, this one around Leitha.
Sarachim:
An unhurt eagle hits Eric for three, but burns itself in the process. Another hits Leitha for 
3. A third moves in to attack Leitha, but catches fire before it can get close enough. It 
falls to the ground.
Gorgut flings her third and last spear. It misses.
Xiriatl comes running up the riverbank.
Your turn again.
Leitha:
"Die dammit!"
Leitha:
Another stamina, bird that wounded me.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  18
Xiriatl:I sling a stone at any of the eagles that looks wounded.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Eric:
I attack again.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  15
Sarachim:
Leitha's furious attack catches her bird off-guard, and she kills it with one blow.
Xiriatl's stone misses.
Eric finally hits with his spear, and another bird falls. Three remain, one of them injured.
Wybren:
I reload and fire a shot at the injured bird. "Paralegal? Gah, not my best day."
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Eva Roe:
I fire a Ball Lightning at one of the uninjured birds. "These things just keep coming!"
Wybren:
(Not my best day.)
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  11
Sarachim:
Wybren's crossbow string snaps, and his bolt falls into the river.
Eva' lightning hits a bird, scorching it badly, but it stay in the air.
One bird attacks Eric, one Leitha, and one Xiriatl, but all three manage to defend 
themselves. Leitha's ruby armor catches another one, and it falls to the ground.
Gorgut, unarmed, charges across the tree-bridge and attempts to grapple a bird with her 
bare hands, but it hits her first.
Party turn.
Xiriatl:
I swing my loaded sling at the bird currently molesting me.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  4
Leitha:
"Tell your spell to cut it out Eva - I want to cut the rest of these up myself!"
Eric:
I swing at the bird attacking me.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Leitha:
I pounce and attack at the bird attacking me.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Leitha:
(yay again!)
Eva Roe:(How many fumbles is this again?)
Eva Roe:
"I would, but I have an aversion to you getting yourself killed!"
Sarachim:
Xiriatl misses his bird. Leitha, in her wild swinging, leaps in front of Eric's spear and gets 
hit for 2 damage.
Leitha:
"Getting myself killed?! Blame him!"
Wybren:
I swear and start pawing through my pack. I pull out a spare string and attach it to my 
crossbow. (Assuming this takes up my turn, at least.)
Sarachim:
It does, but just one turn.
Eva Roe:
I murmur a healing chant, directed at Xiriatl.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Eva Roe:
(...)
Sarachim:
(Wow, this is absurd.)
Eva Roe:
(What.)
Sarachim:
Eva's healing chant fizzles, and she loses 1 stamina.
Eva Roe:
(I'm counting up fumbles after the session.)
Sarachim:
Both of the surviving birds go for Leitha, and miss. One burns itself in the process, but 
stays up. Or, rather, it does until Gorgut leaps for it, grabs its neck, and wrestles it to the 
ground.
Leitha:
"Last one is mine!"
Wybren:
"Nooo! I'm getting a shot in, if it's the last thing I do"! I load and fire.
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Wybren:
(HAHAHAHAHAHA)
Leitha:
I shake me head, spend another stamina and try to bring it down with my daggers.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  13
Xiriatl:
I sling another stone at the last bird.
OnlineHost:thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  9
Eva Roe:
(WHAT THE HEEEEEEEEELLLLL?!?!?1?)
Wybren:
(I can't stop laughing...)
Sarachim:
Wybren, in his haste, shoots Eric in the back for 1 damage. Leitha and Xiriatl both miss.
Eric:
"Watch it!"
I swing at the last bird.
OnlineHost:
Dikiyoba rolled 1 20-sided die:  8
Wybren:
(Remind me not to put the ring on after this.)
Sarachim:
Eric also misses.
(Ha ha)
Eva Roe:
I fire a (hopefully) final Ball Lightning at the remaining bird.
Xiriatl:
"Eva, make sure to put Ruby Armour on all of us! It seems to be the only thing that's 
actually hurting them!"
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Xiriatl:
"Or that works too, I guess."
Sarachim:
Eva's lightning streaks through the air, and blows the last bird into a nearby tree. The tree 
is badly hurt, and the bird killed.
Gorgut finishes choking the life out of her bird, and the battle is over.
Xiriatl:
"This will be a more satisfying dissection than usual." I scavenge the fallen eagles for 
unburnt parts, carefully plucking out their eyes and grinding their talons into a fine 
powder.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  18
Eric:
I glance east at the gathering storm again.
Eva Roe:
I pant from the adrenaline, and survey my comrades for injury.
Leitha:
I kick the fallen birds.
Sarachim:
Xiriatl digs into the birds like a man possessed. Many of their body parts are burned 
beyond use, but he still gets 2 air reagents and 2 fire reagents.
Eva Roe:"Wow. I mean... what. What's going on 'round these parts? Why are all the animals...?"
Eva Roe:
I cast a healing spell on Xiriatl. Any chance of taking 10?
Sarachim:
(It was even more hilarious on my end. I'll share after the session.)
Wybren:
I close my pack, and sheepishly retrieve a crossbow bolt from my comrade's back.
Sarachim:
Sure, but it'll cost a stamina point.
Xiriatl:
"I already used my healing salve, so I'm not in immediate danger of death."
Sarachim:
Also, you notice that Xir is less wounded now than when he dove into the river.
Sarachim:
(6/12)
Eva Roe:
Oh, I thought it always cost stamina.
Xiriatl:
(I should be 7/12, shouldn't I? I was at 1 and the potion healed 6.)
Sarachim:
Yes, it does. I was just reminding you.
Eva Roe:
Oh.
Sarachim:
(Oh, right, 7. Thank you.)
Xiriatl:
(I'm at 6/10 stamina because of Instinct, though.)
Eva Roe:
Well, heal away.
Eric:
"Well, if the storms really are originating from near here, it's possible that something 
about it is messing up their ability to find food or something."
Wybren:
(By my count, one other bolt is lost to the river, and two other bolts had normal misses 
and are possibly lost as well.)
Sarachim:
Eva heals Xiriatl for 2, at the cost of 1 stamina.
Eric:
I attempt first aid on myself, taking ten.
Sarachim:
Eric patches himself up, healing 2 damage.
Eva Roe:
I then proceed to heal Leitha.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  13
Leitha:"Ah, thanks."
Sarachim:
Wybren is able to find one of the bolts he fired into the woods, but not the other.
Eva Roe:
(13... a sign my luck is changing for the better?)
Sarachim:
Eva heals Leitha for 4, no stamina lost.
Xiriatl:
"Sorry about abandoning you during the fight earlier. You might say I acted on instinct."
Sarachim:
(Remember, first heal of the day on each party member is stamina-free.)
(Xiriatl's pun does 1 damage to the party's brains. :P)
Eva Roe:
(*shades*)
(YEEAAAHHH!!!!)
( :P )
Sarachim:
Gorgut performs first aid on herself, and seems to be good as new. "You are right, Eva. 
Animals should not be doing this."
Eva Roe:
I nod. "That's what I thought."
Xiriatl:
"Do you think our unknown enemies have control over more than just the weather?"
Eva Roe:
While I'm at it, I heal myself as well.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  8
Sarachim:
Eva heals herself for 2, no stamina lost.
Can everyone double-check their HP/stamina with me, please?
Eva Roe:
(8/5)
Wybren:
(14/8)
Xiriatl:
(9/12, 6/10)
Eric:
(14/9)
Leitha:
10/6
Eva Roe:
(Also, this is why I have a grand total of 1 spell that requires stamina.)
(On a related note, we've burned up a 1/3 of our stamina reserves)
Sarachim:
Anyway, resume.
Xiriatl:"In any case, we have no choice but to press on if we want to escape this storm."
Leitha:
"Shall we press on - I dont want to get caught in that storm, and hanging out here is jus.."
"What Xir said."
Sarachim:
The storm is still gaining on you. You can feel the wind start to pick up a little, and the 
sky isn't quite as bright.
Xiriatl:
"And since I don't fancy the idea of building a raft and seeing where the river takes us, 
we'd better cross and keep going."
Eva Roe:
I nod. "Agreed. Plus, I'd rather not hang around for the buddies of those birds to show 
up."
Eric:
I cross the log again and search for the tracks again.
Eva Roe:
I follow the party once they pick up the trail again.
Sarachim:
Gorgut recovers her darts. You all cross uneventfully this time (except for those who 
were already across)
You pick up the trail again. It winds between the hills, through the swampy low ground. 
Gorgut keeps urging you to hurry as you go.
Dikiyoba had to leave here, so Eric followed the group silently.
Sarachim:
Toward noon, when you're starting to feel raindrops, Eric and Gorgut stop again.
Xiriatl:
"What's wrong?"
Sarachim:
Gorgut speaks. "The path splits again here. We can't tell which is correct, or if the group 
split up."
Leitha:
"Which do you think is the more likely path your tribe took?"
Wybren:
"Xiriatl, could you try divine which one they took?" Inspiring tale if X does so.
Sarachim:
"Forglung told us that Doran's home was southwest, but not the path he would take. One 
of these paths continues southwest, and the other turns south. It could be either."
Eva Roe:
"In that case, I bring up logic; with a lack of knowledge which path is correct, wouldn't 
heading directly there be the simplest and best solution?"
Xiriatl:
"I'll try. Maybe now that I know a bit more about Forglung, this'll work better." I cast 
Locate on Forglung again.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Wybren:Inspiring tale:
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  10
Wybren:
"Thanks, Xiriatl, knew we could count on you."
Xiriatl:
"He went south, and he isn't far."
Eva Roe:
"Then that raises the question; who went southwest?"
Xiriatl:
"Who knows? Perhaps they doubled back again."
Sarachim:
Eric: "Does it matter?"
Xiriatl:
"I can try to detect the history of this location as well if you think it's worth taking the 
time, but there is that storm to consider..."
Leitha:
"I say we just head south."
Sarachim:
Gorgut: "I think we should head south. By the time he got here, Forglung would know to 
stop trying to trick you."
Eva Roe:
"Oh, don't mind me, I'm mostly just observing here."
Wybren:
"Let's go south."
Eva Roe:
"Lead the way."
Sarachim:
Gorgut and Eric resume tracking, following the path to the south.
Eva Roe:
I follow them as they track.
Sarachim:
Along this path, the ground begins to rise. Ahead, you can see you'll be out of the swamp 
soon, probably in less than another hour. There's a range of hills beyond, similar to the 
ones around Survi's house.
Eva Roe:
"...Okay, anyone else getting a case of bad deja vu?"
Xiriatl:
"I wouldn't call it bad. If there's another entrance to the tunnels, at least that's shelter from 
the storm."
Sarachim:
The wind is gusting hard now, and a light rain is falling. The storm is almost upon you.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  15
Wybren:
(Thunderstorm approaching IRL, perfect timing.)
Sarachim:
The ground is rising more steeply, and beginning to get rocky. There's a thick grove of 
swamp trees about 100 feet ahead. Beyond it, you can see the grassland.
Eva takes a cloak out of her pack, and puts it on.
Leitha:
Any buildings in sight?
Sarachim:
Nope. As far as you can tell, you're alone.
A short distance from the grove, Gorgut and Eric stop again.
Eva Roe:
"Don't tell me... Another problem?"
Sarachim:
Gorgut is looking down at her feet, and shuffles nervously.
Eric: "Gorgut says she doesn't like these trees."
Wybren:
"Eh? What do you mean?"
Xiriatl:
"What's wrong with them? They seem like perfectly good trees to me."
I cast Portent, focusing specifically on dangers from the direction of the trees.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  1
Xiriatl:
(-_-)
"As far as I can tell, there's not a thing wrong with them."
Eva Roe:
You know what? What the hell. I'll roll a religion check on the trees to see if they seem 
familiar from religious knowledge.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  13
Sarachim:
These trees have no particular significance in your religion. You'd know if they did.
Leitha:
"They're just trees. Come on."
Eva Roe:
"I hope so. But you're right, we need to keep moving."
Sarachim:
Gorgut looks up, a little sheepishly. "They don't smell right."
Leitha:
"How do they smell, then? And "wrong" is not the correct answer."
Sarachim:
"Yes, it is. This kind of tree is supposed to smell one way. These trees smell another."
Wybren:
"Well, we are going to need shelter sooner or later. How about we circle around in the 
open before we head in?"
Eva Roe:
I sniff curiously.
Wybren:
"Maybe they just smell different on Ouracasos. I mean, everything else is different."
Xiriatl:
"We could always just go around the trees..."
Sarachim:
Eric: "We might lose the trail."
Leitha:
"Lets just go on."
I lead the way, towards the trees.
Eva Roe:
I follow hesitantly.
Xiriatl:
I follow.
Sarachim:
You enter the grove. Gorgut brings up the rear, seeming reluctant. The canopy is very 
thick, and between that and the clouds it's a little hard to see.
Wybren:
I follow as well. "So, is it the trees that smell different, or could something inside them 
be causing the smell. If you're able to tell, that is."
Sarachim:
Gorgut whispers back. "Could be either."
It gets darker as you get further in, but you can still see the tracks.
Directly ahead, you see what looks like a cloud of smoke.
Eva Roe:
I take a ready stance.
Sarachim:
You wait for a tense moment, but nothing happens. The cloud drifts away like. . . well, 
like smoke.
Wybren:
I pull out my crossbow. "Fire?" I whisper.
Xiriatl:
"How odd. I'm not an expert on forests, but do they normally have smoke clouds in them 
when they're not obviously on fire?"
Sarachim:
Gorgut is still whispering. "It could be a kind of swamp gas."
Xiriatl:
"Is that dangerous?"
Wybren:
"Maybe a campfire further in... I'm not sure. Or swamp gas; that would explain the 
smell."
Leitha:
"Well, there's only one way to find out, right?"
Sarachim:
Gorgut: "Some kinds are, but if it's that easy to spot I'm not worried."
She doesn't look like she's not worried.
Eva Roe:I fidget.
Sarachim:
As you discuss it, you notice that Eric is no longer with you.
Xiriatl:
I look around. "Eric?"
Leitha:
"Oh heck."
Eva Roe:
"Spawn of Hurak..." I look around for Eric.
Sarachim:
You hear his voice from about where the smoke was, though in the gloom you can't 
actually see him. "I'm here, guys. There's nothing h-" THUD.
You hear a mad rustling in the underbrush, moving away from the spot up ahead.
Leitha:
"Again, oh heck."
Eva Roe:
"Son of a...! Eric!"
Xiriatl:
"So do we follow and maybe get killed, or not follow and maybe let him get killed?"
Leitha:
I look at my companions, before ducking out ahead to where we heard the rustling.
Sarachim:
Eric does not answer Eva.
Wybren:
"Let's move up together, people!" I follow Leitha, crossbow at ready.
Eva Roe:
"Leitha! Oh, damn it all to..." I cast Resiliency on myself, then follow Leitha.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Xiriatl:
I cast Instinct and follow carefully, sticking with the party.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  8
Sarachim:
You reach the spot where you heard Eric, and see him lying on the ground. He is not 
moving.
Leitha:
I look around to see if there are any creatures/people/whatever around.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  17
Eva Roe:
I check Eric over to see what the damage is. Roll?
Wybren:
"Eva? Need you here!" I stand guard by Eric.
Eva Roe:
"Right here, Wybren."
Wybren:
(Perception roll for me as well?)
Leitha:
"I think it's the smoke - it's really thick to the northwest."
Sarachim:
No need. He's been hit on the head, and is bleeding a little. He's unconscious, but still 
breathing.
Leitha:
"Oh. Or maybe it isn't."
"Still. Thick smoke. Northwest."
Eva Roe:
"So, go into it and get ambushed, or stay here and be trapped."
"Sounds nice and cozy."
Sarachim:
The last bit of smoke isn't thick enough for an ambush. Leitha barely noticed it.
Then again, the grove itself is thick enough, and also quite dark now.
Wybren:
"Shall I light a torch? They know we're here anyway..."
Eva Roe:
"I'd evoke a flame for light, but if Gorgut's right about swamp gas, that could set us all 
ablaze."
Xiriatl:
"We could form a defensive circle around Eric with our backs to each other and wait for 
them to come to us."
"Whoever 'they' are."
Leitha:
"What makes you think they would?"
Xiriatl:
"Do you have a better idea?"
Leitha:
"Not really, but standing around doing nothing sucks as a plan."
Wybren:
"We need to wait until Eva gets Eric back up, at least. Then we can decide to press on or 
retreat."
Sarachim:
As you talk, the last of the smoke here dissipates. The grove is silent except for your 
voices.
Gorgut is watching the trees silently. Periodically, she turns to look in a new direction.
Eva Roe:
"Yeah, yeah... gimme a sec."
Leitha:
"What're you thinking, Gorgut?"
Eva Roe:
"Eric!" I shake Eric slightly.
Sarachim:
"Not sure. The smell is stronger here."
Sarachim:
Eric is not getting any worse, but he doesn't wake up either. He's just. . . out.
Eva Roe:
I provide some minor magical healing to try and bring him around.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  11
Leitha:
"You guys watch him, I'm going to explore."
Leitha:
I creep forward as stealthily as I can.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  20
Eva Roe:
"Leitha, no!"
Xiriatl:
"On your own? Are you insane?"
Leitha:
(insane like a fox!)
Sarachim:
His wound closes, but he doesn't wake up. It's as though he's asleep, except that all the 
yelling and shaking don't wake him.
Wybren:
(I love how Leitha's super stealthiness is ruined by everyone yelling at her.)
Eva Roe:
"What the hell did this to him...?"
Wybren:
"You're the healer -- you tell us." I'm still keeping a look out.
Sarachim:
Round 1:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
03[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
04[ : : :t: : : : : : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: :L:t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :Z:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
t=tree
Z=party
L=Leitha
Xiriatl:
(oh, that ain't a good sign)
Eva Roe:
I take a whiff of the air, seeing if I can't detect the scent Gorgut keeps mentioning.
Sarachim:
Some notes: this grid is larger-scale than usual, so the whole party fits into one space. 
You can split up (like you just did), but it takes a full round to move one square.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  7
Xiriatl:
I spend a point of Stamina on another Portent spell, trying to work out what form and 
direction danger is in.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Sarachim:
You can't smell anything unusual, but then, you're not sure what usual is supposed to be.
Xiriatl:
"I can only sense one enemy, to the northwest."
Leitha:
I'll follow the path of whatever it was that passed through.
Xiriatl:
"At least we don't have to worry about being surrounded."
Eva Roe:
"Look, someone needs to go with Leitha, before she gets herself killed. I'll stay here with 
Eric."
Xiriatl:
"The rest of us should seek our enemy before it finds us." I follow Leitha.
Sarachim:
Round 2:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : : : : :t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : : :t:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : : :t:L: : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: : :t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :Z:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
t=tree
Z=party
L=Leitha
Sarachim:
Note: trees do not block movement, only line of sight.
Eva Roe:
I cast Ruby Armor on myself whilst I stay with Eric.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Leitha:
I keep following, as quietly as I can
Sarachim:
A faint red glow appears around Eva.
Sarachim:
Wybren and Xiriatl follow Leitha, to the northwest.
Xiriatl:
I keep heading northwest, and sling a stone in the general direction of F2 to create a 
diversion.
(Do I need to roll?)
Sarachim:
No roll. Your stone strikes a tree, quite loudly.
Leitha:
(hissed:) "Gah! Quit it. We want it still, not moving about."
Sarachim:
As Leitha advances, the rest of you can just barely make out the massive shape that 
emerges from the trees with incredibly speed. It hits Leitha with a massive, shaggy arm 
for 6 damage, and vanishes back into the trees.
Sarachim:
Round 3:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : :t:t:t:t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : :t:L:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : :t:t: : : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: :Z:t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :V:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
Z=party
L=Leitha
V=Eva
Xiriatl:
"It knows the forest better than we do and it already knows we're here. Sneaking up on it 
won't work. We need to draw it out."
Wybren:
"Or just retreat."
Sarachim:
Gorgut speaks: "Grab Eric, press forward."
Wybren:
(Sorry, is Gorgut with Eva or X and Wybren?)
Sarachim:
The latter.
(Sorry, I forget NPCs are here sometimes. :P)
(I must be a player at heart.)
Eva Roe:
(Forward's to the south, right?)
Sarachim:
Yes.
Wybren:
I turn to Xiriatl. "I could try carry Eric, if the rest of you cover me..."
Leitha:
"I'll help. I'd be no good in a fight right now anyway."
Leitha:
"And it'd be faster with two of us. Come on."
Xiriatl:
"I can cover you. No singing, though, at least not until we're sure it knows where we are 
anyway."
Sarachim:
So, moves?
Eva Roe:
I wait for the others to come back, keeping an eye out for any attackers.
Sarachim:
Remember, you can only move one square per round.
Xiriatl:
I'll stay where I am for now until Leitha gets closer.
Wybren:
I head back to Eric and Eva.
Leitha:
I'll move towards Xir, so E4
Sarachim:
As you move, the thing returns, and strikes Leitha a glancing blow for 1 damage.
Sarachim:
You can see it clearly now- the. . . whatever it is is humanoid, about nine feet tall and 
impossibly bulky. It seems to be covered in a layer of mud, except for its glowing green 
eyes.
Sarachim:
Round 4:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : :t:t:t:t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : :t:t:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : :t:t:L: : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :M: :X:t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :P:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
X=Xiriatl and Gorgut
L=Leitha
Z=Rest of the party
M=Swamp monster
Sarachim:Nikki, roll a saving throw for me.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  16
Sarachim:
A cloud of thick smoke seems to pour out of the beast's skin, but Leitha is unaffected.
Xiriatl:
"So much for escaping! It's faster than us!" I stand my ground and spend a Stamina point 
to sling a stone at it, aiming for the eyes.
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
Sarachim:
Xiriatl's stone flies over its head.
Leitha:
"I never thought I'd be glad we're not running from a huge mud monster, but this thing is 
really asking for it."
Am I close enough to attack it?
Sarachim:
Gorgut tries to launch a dart from her atl-atl, but it breaks on the swing.
Yes, you're one square away.
Wybren:
"Whelp, since we're giving up on stealth anyway..." I start singing an old hunting song 
(Battlesong)
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  14
Leitha:
I spend two stamina and stab both my daggers into it.
OnlineHost:
Saralfur rolled 1 20-sided die:  12
Sarachim:
Wybren's song cuts through the silent gloom around you, lifting all of your spirits. The 
glow in the monster's eyes even seems to dim.
Wybren:
"Hunt the Wumpus, Hunt the Wumpus..."
Sarachim:
Leitha's savage attack takes the beat completely by surprise, and she sinks both daggers 
deep into its chest.
Sarachim:
Nioca?
Eva Roe:
"Leitha! I knew it I knew it I knew it..."
Eva Roe:
Do I have a clear shot?
At the beast, that is?
Sarachim:
It's partially obstructed, but possible.
Eva Roe:I fire Ball Lightning at it then.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  8
Sarachim:
Eva's ball lightning flies just over Leitha's head, and hits the creature in the face.
It retreats back into the trees.
Eva Roe:
"Leitha, get over here!"
Sarachim:
Round 5:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : :t:t:t:t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : :t:t:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : :t:t:L: : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: :X:t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :Z:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
X is still Xir and Gorgut, Z is everyone else
Leitha:
Move to Xir and Gorgut
(f5)
Wybren:
I guesture, indicating that Gorgut and Leitha should move back with the rest, as I keep 
singing and move to G6.
Sarachim:
Weren't you on G6?
That's where you left Eric and Eva, and you moved back time you moved.
Wybren:
(Comprehension fail, sorry.)
(You're right.)
Sarachim:
Gorgut stands still, waiting for Leitha to catch up.
Eva Roe:
I fidget nervously, preparing to fire another ball lightning should I see the creature again. 
(Prepared Action)
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  9
Sarachim:
Noted.
Thuryl?
Xiriatl:
I drink a Stimulant potion and spend another Stamina point slinging a rock into the 
thing's face.
Sarachim:
You can't see it.
Xiriatl:
oh wait, it disappeared?
damn
In that case I stand my ground for now and stay alert.
Sarachim:
The monster appears at F7, but Eva is ready. Her lightning hits it before it can attack.
Nonetheless, it swings at Wybren and clubs with its massive first. He takes 1 damage.
Wybren:
(fun fact -- first point of damage dealt by an enemy)
Sarachim:
Round 6:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : :t:t:t:t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : :t:t:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : :t:t: : : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: :X:t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :Z:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :M:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
X=Xiriatl, Gorgut, and Leitha
Z=Everyone else
M=Swamp monster
Wybren:
(now everything's going to be attacking me from now on aren't they?)
Xiriatl:
Okay, now I drink the stimulant and sling a rock at its head.
Sarachim:
Oh, almost forgot. Roll a save, everyone in G6
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  17
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  6
OnlineHost:
thuryl rolled 1 20-sided die:  2
Sarachim:
Smoke billows from the monster again, nearly overwhelming Eva. (1 stamina)
Xiriatl's slings his rock very fast, but not true. It strikes a tree.
Eva Roe:
"I..." *cough* "would every..." *gag* "stop asphyxiating me?" I fire on it with another 
ball lightning.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  17
Xiriatl:
(At least I forgot to spend a Stamina point on that attack.)
Sarachim:
Eva hits again. Wisps of flame dance in the air around where the lightning struck the 
creature.
Wybren:
I shake my head to clear it, then fire a shot at the monster's face (1 stamina)
OnlineHost:
dintiradan rolled 1 20-sided die:  11
Sarachim:
Gorgut discards her broken spear-launcher, and charges to G6.
Sarachim:
Wybren's bolt hits the monster in one of its eyes. That eye goes dark.
Sarachim:
Nikki?
Leitha:
I rejoin the group at G6
Sarachim:
The monster turns and runs southwest. You lose sight of it again.
Xiriatl:
"Do you think we scared it off?"
Sarachim:
Round 7:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : :t:t:t:t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : :t:t:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : :t:t: : : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: :X:t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :P:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
X=Xiriatl
P=Everyone else
Eva Roe:
"I... don't know. I hope so. I don't know how much longer I can keep this up."
Eva Roe:
I cast Heal on Leitha.
OnlineHost:
Nioca rolled 1 20-sided die:  3
Eva Roe:
(Hey, the roll's equal to your hit points! :P )
Sarachim:
Eva heals Leitha for 3, at the cost of one stamina.,
Sarachim:(You already used the free heal on Leitha after the bird fight, right?)
Eva Roe:
(Yeah)
Xiriatl:
I rejoin the rest of the party.
Sarachim:
Round 8:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : :t:t:t:t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : :t:t:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : :t:t: : : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: : :t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: :Z:t: : : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t: :t: : : : ]
08[ : : : : : : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
Z=Everyone
Leitha:
"South?"
Eva Roe:
"We... we need to start... moving forward. We're... sitting ducks here."
Eva Roe:
(Also... Eva's transformation... into... Shatner is almost... complete...)
Sarachim:
The rain is finally strong enough that you start to feel it through the tree canopy. The 
wind is blunted in here, but still strong.
Sarachim:
(No seducing Gorgut, Nioca. :P)
Eva Roe:
(Hehe)
Wybren:
"Pity. This would have been perfect shelter from the storm."
Wybren:
"Want me to move Eric?"
Sarachim:
Gorgut: "Xiriatl said it's not much farther to Forglung. Right, Xiriatl?"
Xiriatl:
"'Not far' is a relative term, but he can't be much more than a mile away by now." I drink 
a Stamina potion and move to H7.
Sarachim:
Xiriatl regains 3 stamina.
Wybren:
I clip my hand crossbow onto my belt and try pick up Eric.
(STR 3; need to roll?)
Eva Roe:I follow Xiriatl into H7.
Sarachim:
Eh, a roll isn't necessary, but you'll move slower.
Wybren:
(And I move with the others.)
Sarachim:
Eric's fairly large, and wearing chain mail.
Leitha:
If I help with Eric can we keep up with the others?
Sarachim:
Yeah.
Leitha:
I'll do that then
Wybren:
"Thanks, Leitha."
Sarachim:
Wybren takes Eric's feet, and Leitha takes his hands. The way his halberd is balanced on 
his torso is an accident waiting to happen, but they manage to keep up as the party moves 
to H7.
Sarachim:
Round 9:
-*-A_B_C_D_E_F_G_H_I_J_K_L_M_
01[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
02[ : :t:t:t:t:t: : : : : : ]
03[ : :t:t:t: :t: : : : : : ]
04[ : :t:t: : : :t: : : : : ]
05[ : : :t: : :t:t: : : : : ]
06[ : : : :t: : :t:t: : : : ]
07[ : : :t: :t:t:Z:t: : : : ]
08[ : : : :t: : :t:t: : : : ]
09[ : : : : :t:t: : : : : : ]
10[ : : : : : : : : : : : : ]
Eva Roe:
"No sign of it..." I toy with the stamina potion in my pack, but hold off for now. Also, 
move to H8.
Sarachim:
From H8, you can see a clear path out of the grove.
Xiriatl:
I move to H8 so that we can go somewhere less h8ful.
Wybren:
(Oy.)
Xiriatl:
(Oh, hey, now there's a thunderstorm here too.)
Sarachim:
You move to, and beyond, H8 without further incident. You're outside the grove now, 
with the monster nowhere in sight.
Eva Roe:(It's clouding up here now too. Sarachim, WHAT DID YOU DO?!? :P )
Xiriatl:
"I think we fought it off. I wonder how the goblins managed."
Eva Roe:
"Raw numbers?"
Sarachim:
(Funny, it's clear here.)
The wind and the rain are both strong here, but not immediately dangerous. The ground 
is much firmer, so you can make out the goblins' tracks.
Sarachim:
You'd guess it's a little past midday, but the storm makes it hard to say for sure.
Xiriatl:
I keep following the tracks.
Eva Roe:
I wearily follow the tracks as well.
Leitha:
I keep following
Sarachim:
You follow the tracks to the top of the hill. From there, you can see across a small valley 
to another hill, with a cave in its side. Smoke is coming out of the cave mouth.
"That's them!"
Xiriatl:
"Are you sure?"
"I don't want to go in there and face another smoke sasquatch."
Sarachim:
Gorgut starts to run, but then stops suddenly and comes back. "Yes, I'm certain. Come 
on, let's go!"
Eva Roe:
I trudge after Gorgut.
Leitha:
*Good enough. Come on."
Sarachim:
She grabs Eric's halberd off of his chest, and sets off for the cave at a jog. She's careful 
not to leave you too far behind, but it's clearly taking an effort for her not to burst into a 
sprint.
She gets to the cave when you're still a short distance away. You see an older goblin man 
emerge and hug her. Others are clustered around the cave mouth.
Eva Roe:
"Well that's a good sign."
Xiriatl:
I call out to them. "Hi there! We saved your friend Gorgut. Mind letting us stay here and 
chat for a while in return, at least until the storm clears?"
Sarachim:
"Yes, yes, come in! Bring your hurt friend!"
Eva Roe:
I smile and break into a trudge toward the cave.
Sarachim:
Eva and Xiriatl reach the cave first. Wybren and Leitha, still carrying Eric, take a little 
longer, but soon you're all there.
Gorgut gestures to the older goblin. "This is Forglung!"
Forglung leads you all into the cave. It's surprisingly large- there are about 20 other 
goblins here, but it doesn't feel cramped. One of them lays out a bedroll by the fire.
"For your friend."
Xiriatl:
"Ah, Forglung. I've heard a lot about you."
Eva Roe:
I make as much of a half-bow as my weary body allows. "Good to meet you, Forglung. 
It's nice to see a friendly face for a change."
Wybren:
Once Leitha and I reach the bedroll, I unceremoniously drop my end. "Okay, not carrying 
you again until you lose that armour or some weight."
Sarachim:
Forglung speaks. His voice is soft and slow. "It's nice that there are more friendly faces 
here than I realized. I hope our tricks did not cause you any lasting harm."
Xiriatl:
"No need to apologise. The swamp itself proved to be more of a danger than any traps 
you could set for us."
Sarachim:
"Yes, the swamp is often dangerous to strangers. I am impressed you made it this far."
Eva Roe:
"It wasn't easy... You cover your tracks very well."
Wybren:
"Wait. Have you been here before?"
Xiriatl:
"Yes. It does seem your talents would be wasted aboard a ship."
Eva Roe:
I sit down and lean against a cave wall, my eyes closed.
Sarachim:
"No, but I've spent my whole life in swamps. Even exotic ones are not entirely strange."
Dikiyoba returns for Eric.
Eric:
I groan and sit up. "What happened?"
Xiriatl:
"Swamp sasquatch. Don't worry, we fought it off."
Sarachim:
"Oh, I was so excited to see Gorgut again, I forgot the good news." He turns to Gorgut. 
"We found Doran!"
Xiriatl:
"I don't suppose you goblins know anything about a big hairy monster that emits smoke, 
do you? And whether there's more than one of it?"
Sarachim:
". . . no. I fear you are asking for a reason."
Xiriatl:
"No. I'd watch out for it if I were you, though. I mean, if you ever go back into that grove 
of trees near here."
"I do wonder why it attacked us and not you, though."
"Never mind. Right now, I'm more interested to hear about you than about the swamp."
Eva Roe:
"Maybe for the same reason every damn animal in this accursed swamp keeps attacking 
us."
Sarachim:
Forglung looks sad, and suddenly seems old and tired. "A swamp should not be so 
dangerous. We have already lost two of our number. Something is not right."
"And, on top of that, I do not know what to do with you lot."
Xiriatl:
"You've surely noticed the unusual weather as well? We're concerned the two might be 
related."
"What to do with us? Well, then, let me get straight to the point. I assume you can guess 
why we were sent here?"
Sarachim:
"Yes. Gorgut says you have promised not to carry out your orders. I wonder which of 
your promises you will keep, and which you must break."
Xiriatl:
"Before we do anything, we need to hear your side of the story."
Sarachim:
". . . I do not understand. What story?"
Xiriatl:
"It is my understanding that you left for the swamps because you found yourselves 
unsuited to the work aboard the ship and disrespected by more experienced sailors. Is this 
true?"
Sarachim:
"Yes."
Xiriatl:
"Then why did you all sign up in the first place, and why was Captain Doburn so 
insistent on keeping you?"
Eric:
"Gorgut mentioned that there was a... a misunderstanding about what was expected of 
you in the contract."
Sarachim:
"I thought my skills would be useful aboard a ship. I told the captain I could forsee 
storms and other dangers, and would come along if he employed my tribe. When we got 
to sea, I found that my sight is weak away from swamps. That was the source of the first 
of our disagreements."
"The work was much harder than the captain made it out to be. We expected respect, and 
did not get it. Our pay was the amount promised, but we were misled about how much it 
could buy."
Xiriatl:
"Your... 'sight'? You refer to more than mere physical sight, don't you?"
Sarachim:
"Yes. It is usually clear, but . . ." his voice lowers. "lately I have been making mistakes. 
Doran is not what I expected."
Xiriatl:
"Who is this Doran?"
Sarachim:
He turns to Eric. "A goblin contract is void if either party is not forthright before it is 
signed. We assumed our contract with the captain followed our law, but once we were at 
sea he told us it did not."
Wybren:
"Just as important, how did you meet him, or hear of him?"
Sarachim:
"I do not know much about Doran, even now that I have met him. He is. . . unwelcoming, 
even though I know he must help us."
"I saw him. More than physically, as your friend," he nods to Xiriatl, "puts it."
"Now, I have told you why we disliked the ship. Do you need to hear more, or will you 
keep your word to Gorgut?"
Xiriatl:
"I have heard enough. You were misled by the captain, if not lied to outright. As a fellow 
seeker of the truth, I believe your words. If you will not return, we cannot force you. We 
shall have to work in your stead."
Eva Roe:
"Actually, Xiriatl, maybe not."
Wybren:
"Of course we aren't going to force you to return. I mean, even if we were so inclined, 
you outnumber us."
Sarachim:
Forglung frowns at Wybren. "Motives matter."
Xiriatl:
"Eva? Do you have another suggestion?"
Wybren:
"But, as I mentioned to Gorgut, and as you yourself noted, this swamp is dangerous. 
You've already lost two of your number, and you are far more at home in a swamp than 
others."
Eva Roe:
"Our orders from the mayor are to investigate the cause of the weather anomalies 
plaguing Riole. And if what Gorgut said is true, we may be close to the source."
Wybren:
"How long could you survive out here? And if you could survive, would it be worth it?"
Eva Roe:
"At this point, what Doburn wants takes a backseat to our original task."
Wybren:
"Captain Doburn would be able to offer you a trip back to your own swamp."
Sarachim:
"We will do better here than at sea. There used to be thirty-two of us."
Eva Roe:"And at any rate, I'd be more than happy to leave his sorry behind stranded here 
indefinitely."
Xiriatl:
"It is possible... yes. If this island is also affected, it is less likely that the dust storm was 
an act of war by Leor."
Wybren:
"And us as well, Eva?"
Sarachim:
"Gorgut told you that the source of these storms is near here?"
Eva Roe:
"If this is indeed Ouracasos, there has to be another coastal settlement, one with ships we 
could use to get off the island once our task is complete."
Sarachim:
You notice that Gorgut is no longer nearby. She must be somewhere else in the cave.
Eric:
"Yes."
Sarachim:
"How did she claim to know?"
Eva Roe:
"If I remember right... She said you told her... Or something to that effect."
Sarachim:
Forglung sighs. "That is true, but. . . " he lowers his voice again, "my sight is not as clear 
as normal. I think the source is near, but I cannot promise it."
Xiriatl:
"That is a better lead than we have found so far. Thank you."
Eric:
"Is it possible that whatever is causing the storms is also impacting your sight?"
Xiriatl:
"Is there anything to be gained by our seeing Doran? If he could help you, perhaps he 
could also help us."
Sarachim:
"And what's more, I can see that you have a role in this, but I do not know what it should 
be. Even if you do not leave the island, the crew of the Serene are threatened by this, too. 
They could make powerful allies if you helped them. I do not know if you should stay 
with us or go back to them."
He turns to Xiriatl, and smiles. "You read my thoughts. You could almost have the sight 
yourself. Yes, I think we must go see Doran."
He motions to a younger goblin, who hands him a cloak. "It is not far. Let's go now."
Xiriatl:
"Sadly, my abilities are gained through training rather than talent. I try to avoid envy as 
an unproductive emotion, but in your case..."
Eva Roe:
I groan, then slowly stand again.
Wybren:
"So, who exactly is this 'Doran'? Or what, for that matter?"
Sarachim:Forglung turns to Eva. "Take cheer. We will rest after we see Doran, unless he persuades 
us otherwise."
Sarachim:
He begins walking toward the cave mouth, and motions for you to follow.
Xiriatl:
I follow.
Eva Roe:
"That's good..." I follow him.
Eric:
I get up and follow.
Wybren:
I look at Leitha and raise an eyebrow.
Sarachim:
He leads you outside, back into the storm, and speaks as you walk. "Doran's house is just 
over the hill. The first thing you should know is that Doran is not his real name. It simply 
means "old man" in our language. I tell you this because he seems to take offense at it."
Xiriatl:
"Ah. Thank you for the warning."
Wybren:
Softly: "Can't shake it: I've got a bad feeling about this."
Sarachim:
You crest the hill. On the other slope, you can see a small, rough house, not far away. 
You're walking toward it.
"The second is that he does not like strangers. You will have to win him over. I hope you 
do better than we have so far."
Xiriatl:
"I have been told I am not the most agreeable of people, but I will do my best."
Sarachim:
"And finally, let me warn you that Doran smells absolutely terrible. I do not think he ever 
bathes."
Wybren:
I then follow the others.
Leitha:
I follow too.
Sarachim:
You are almost to the house. From inside, you hear a man's voice. It has the aggrieved 
tone of a man at the end of his patience.
"More people? Good gods, why can't you all just go away?"
End session.
