VII. GIBBERLING HUNT
by Zebo
Eleasias 12, Afternoon
Ah, a battle for the ages. After returning prosperity to Lake Prosperity in the Industrial Quarter of Essembra, the party rested their small cuts and bruises and departed the next day to merchant's stands. Zebo ate quite a bit here, ordering a large slab of beef and some eggs, and topped it off with a cold bottle of milk. D'Amico and Opie suggested a hunting trip to Cormanthor for a nice vacation from adventuring. Luckily, they recieved just that. After strolling around for several hours, Opie shot down a few hares and ran across a freshwater pond, which D'Amico and Opie indulged in. 

Eleasias 12, Evening
Afterwards, they ran into a raiding party of Gibberlings. These creatures stand at a height of 3.5 ft., are hairy and smell of strong urine. Their name is a reference to the gibberish noises they scream out while fighting, a natural defense that keeps predators a safe distance from them. Luckily, the elves D'Amico and Opie are inherently good against enchantments and Zebo's aura discourages fear. So, the battle was long but easily won by the party, 'fore Brunor, Opie's newly befriended wolf companion, came along as well as Zebo's horse Eeor and D'Amico's unnamed Warpony. It was two horses, a bloodthirsty wolf and three seasoned fighters facing off against twelve beasts smelling of horse leavings. The coup came when the final Gibberling was hit twice, once by each of Opie's swords. The beast fell to the ground, knocked out and bleeding to death. Zebo, who was one hundred feet away, turned his horse around and stampeded over the dying Gibberling's bodies.
Afterwards, the party removed the fur of a good-looking white-furred Gibberling and checked out the cave from whence they came. They found nothing but blankets, so the party returned home.
Yes. A vacation is good for all of us.
