The following is an account of what I saw on the Raid and details of what loot was taken:

/roleplay

I was idly sitting in the Ghoul infested dungeon of Lower Guk, casually roasting marshmallows skewered onto my Sword of Skyfire (a use that it is most singularly suited to!), when the cry came up for another raid.  But where? I thought.  The changes to Befallen would mean that only very seasoned players could raid it, and we had already been there.  Perhaps somewhere lower…

Crushbone!  The thought of visiting my old stomping ground again and the prospect of exacting “some measure of revenge” upon Ambassador D'Vinn, that is to say cutting his nuts off and feeding them to the Trolls, spurred me to my feet.

Racing to Freeport, I quickly ‘ported to Butcher Block, and ran onwards Greater Faydark.  I paused only to help a young Dwarf Warrior in trouble; the poor chap had been trained by too many enemies to fight.  So, in passing, I chopped off their limbs for him and slapped on a quick band-aid.  A Nomads duty fulfilled, I ran on.  

Zoning into GF was like coming back home, as I ran through the mist the magnificent city of Kelethin loomed out of the darkness and my heart was filled with the music I had heard so many times before, had it been so long since I was here?  Coming to the ‘old Ork lift I was greeted as an ally by the guards, my long association with this realm and tally of a thousand or so Ork scalps served me well.  Banked and refreshed I zoned into CB to check the lay of the land.

CB hasn’t changed much, it still stinks of unwashed Ork backsides, and fleeing newbies.  Derailing a train at the zone I repaired to Trainer hill to better get a lie of the land I once called home.  Sitting at the peak, the Orks there took offence to my presence and I was forced to slay them all, silly sods!

By now more and more Nomads were on their way.  It is of great benefit that no matter how far they had to come they made the effort.  We have some very kind ‘porters in our guild and they should be prized and rewarded highly!  I had organised a few fun events (in my head only, mark you) so that the younger players could really have a little fun and not just kill and pillage.  However a check of the nomads zoning in quickly told me that this was going to be an old time WOOP’ass party, as the youngest Nomad present was of 14 levels and the highest of mid 40’s!  I invited the aged ones to join me in the events I had thought out, but they declined, deciding instead to scour the zone and tally as many kills upon the Orks as could be mustered in a few hours.  Since the youngsters stayed away, I threw caution to the wind and leapt from the hill to join the carnage taking pace in the tower.

The poor Orks had no answer to such a presence and we quickly tallied up massive kills.  It was around this point that someone brought out a beer….

What followed was simply the most unprincipled, outrageous, farcical, riotous assembly of drunken Nomads I have ever seen (through the bottom of a beer glass!) and I loved it :)  Having many magical Nomads present SOW was swayingly bestowed to all.

I found myself rushing around the map drunkenly killing anything that looked vaguely green, and falling out of alot of windows.  It was while I was seeing if I could leap from the throne room window and clear the moat in a single bound when, obviously concerned for my safety, someone cast a float spell on me.  I have to tell you, it is A LOT of fun being pissed out of your noggin’ (to the tune of 20 beers at a time) whilst in the possession of SOW, Float, and a 20 lvl advantage over the zones populous!  I remember only…

….. Ynnos buying more beer from Kelethin whilst drunk and getting advice from Rodrick as to “Traversing the rope bridges without falling off” – “Barkeep! More beer!”…..

….. K’s objections to drunkenness being swished aside after ten shots of Gator Gulp!….

…. Soloing D’Vinn drunk, which was almost as funny as 7 of us trying to kill him drunk and getting in each other’s way….

….. Completing the Screaming mace quest (an item which is now in the Guild bank) whilst drunk with Ynnos, a quest which originally took me three weeks at lvl 15!….

…. Running out of one window around the castle (after a wobbly fashion) and back in another window…

… Ending up on the roof of the castle just as float wore off – and attempting to jump down through the tower window (failed but a good try) to the tune of 120 dmg….

The Nomads had defeated Crushbone!

Final tally for Crushbone kills:  

Emperor Crush 
15 times!

Ambassador D’Vinn
7 Times!

The Prophet

3 Times!

The Warlord 

3 Times!

The Trainer 

14 Times by myself alone! (and only two shields)

At this point, the Officers agreed to relocate the Raid to Oasis and go kill some giants! (Something I have never done before)  The (slowly sobering up) party moved to the Ork Lift, where we ported to WC and Ynnos ran us into town.  (Our fine leader was obviously still a little drunk as he ran the whole way backwards!).

A quick visit to the bank (and to the herbalist for some headache tablets) and we ran down to Oasis docks.  

Again running backwards our fearless leader ran us right into the sea, which had me splitting my sides (and laughing even now).

Heading up the Bug Killing committee, Ynnos pulled em in and the tanks slashed them up.  As you undoubtedly know this is the best way to get a giant to spawn.  And spawn they did, we totalled 5 Sand Giant kills in only one hour.  Myself, I had my first experience of going toe to toe with a giant and found they hit for 80 – 95, which is something I’m more than used to from Guk (where the named Ghouls hit me for 140’s regularly).  Pleased by this I attacked more and we soon polished off the big sissy, his dead carcass tumbling to the ground with a crash.

Rejuvenated with our success, our ambition had no bounds.  Now we went for the Spectres (Those hideous floating Demons I had spent many a life running from).  It was then that tragedy seamed to have struck.  Our puller Druid tagged 3 of the blighters and with only two warriors in the group we were unable to stop the third from killing her.  Only the second death of a Nomad that night… and one which made us all mad.  Seeking more specs to exact revenge upon we got involved in spec train derailment at the docks and accounted from many more of the horrors.  Final total:  Nomads 10 : Spectres 1.

It was then that I had to camp, happy in the knowledge that more evil will meet the Hooded Nomads blade that night!

/ooc 

----

Loot table:

I have:

Shiny Brass Sheild  -> Going free to any Nomad who needs it

Dvinn Dirk (this one im keeping to use myself)

100 plat
-> guild bank fund donated by Ynnos

Other loot:

Crushes Tunic and BoB -> Converted into Screaming Mace (quest) -> Guild bank

----

Thank you all that attended the Raid, I had a good time seeing you all and hope to group with you again soon!  (AA meetings permitting!)

The next Raid I will be organising will be of a higher lvl, perhaps a Giant Killing evening? In Sro?  We can get the AC to spawn and start getting the J’boots quest items!

Or even a raid to the CoM?

Let me know,

Many regards

Basho Matsuo

39 lvl Human Warrior

Officer: Hooded Nomads

