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Spit and Polish by jolly blackburn 

RECAP: the GROUP has

set up camp near the

“GATES OF HARBINGER” --

the legendary PORTALS

leading to the TEMPLE OF

HORRENDOUS DOOM itself.

one SLEEP and a WAKE UP

and then they must face

their GREATEST CHALLENGE.

as dawn breaks,

the PARTY awakens to

what could QUITE

possibly be their LAST

DAY together as a group.

you AWAKE to find a MIST

has settled upon the woods.

along with the SWEET 

AROMA of ROASTING

MEAT over an OPEN fire.

rubbing the SLEEP from your eyes and

ROLLING out of your BED ROLLS, you

discover that RANDY the halfling 

and BUCKY are already up and 

sitting around the CAMP FIRE.

the BROWNIE is sitting on the HALFLING’s knee turning 

a SPIT as RANDY bastes the meat with a brush.

the large steaming piece of meat 

SIZZLES as the fat DRIPS from it.

looks like

SOMEBODY

rustled

us up some 

BREAKFAST.

nice -- b.a., \’ll

go gather some

more FIREWOOD.

hrmmmph --

randy must be

trying to ONE-UP

me on that

MUSKRAT

\ caught 

for SUPPER 

the other day.

sara -- RANDY notices you 

heading off and CALLS you back.

“you needn't bother

sweet cheeks...”

he brushes more of 

his HONEY and BEER

concoction over the meat.

“MEAT’S ready --

soon as we 

EAT we’ll be

BREAKING camp.”

he TEARS off a leg

from the CARCASS and

TOSSES it to you.

“here -- EAT up!!”

“we’ve got a FULL

DAY ahead of us.”

um, exactly

WHAT are

we eating?

“let’s just say 

that NUISANCE of a

FELINE who has

been HOUNDING our

tracks won’t be a

BOTHER anymore.”

the SMELL is

QUITE

Enticing.

*

after DAYS of

eating SALTED

RATIONS, the

promise of a

FRESH COOKED

meal ROUSES you.

RANDY seems to be enjoying a HEARTY

laugh -- apparently SPARKED by a

JOKE the brownie has just conveyed.

the LYNX...?  \ ain’t eatin’ no stinkin’ LYNX.

why couldn’t you have caught a

RABBIT or a BUCK or something?

“\’ll tell ya WHY

ya BUTT-FACED

MOOK...”

* See KODT#126: The Unfamiliar — A Ring-Tailed Lynx is summoned as Dave’s familiar. Unfortunately he doesn’t recognize it as such -- think-
ing the poor, unfortunate brownie, Bucky is his familar.

AA “there’s NO CRYING in battleship, son.” —Bob Herzog, KODT Issue #77, Child’s Play

joke? since when

did BUCKY start

telling jokes?

\ was

WONDER-

ING that

myself.
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AA “by the time he showed up to WORK monday mornin’

OLD MAN WINMYER was on to him like a GNAT on SWEAT!”

—Dave Bozwell, Bundles of Trouble #23, And Then the Other…

“coz \ DIDN’T

KILL it!”

“our little 

friend MISTER 

BUCKMINSTER

here had 

the HONORS.”

b-bucky KILLED a LYNX?? really?

“he LURED the beast INTO camp with a

PLATE of that VILE GAWD-AWFUL

stew the DWARF cooked up last night.”

“and while he 

was LAPPING it 

up BUCKY

smashed his head

in with a ROCK!!”

geezus!

aaaah -- \

REALLY wish

he hadn’t

killed the

POOR thing.

VILE

STEW??

hey!!  \ worked 

my ASS off 

cooking that stew..

\ even added TWO

bags of TRAIL MIX 

for FLAVORING.

which | paid

for -- thank 

you very much.

not that \ ever got so much as a 

“THANK YOU” or anything.

and it’s not MY fault somebody

made off with my SPICE KIT -- 

\ can’t WORK without the PROPER tools.

yeah -- it WAS

pretty bad.

\ had to make FOUR

saves vs. RETCHING.

that LEFT-OVER

muskrat meat \

added to the 

POT must 

have TURNED.

by the way, dave...

you woke up

feeling um...

a bit out of SORTS.

mark off

three 

hitpoints.

oh man...

my FAMILIAR

KICKS ASS!!

that stew

was the

WORST,

big guy.

a bit out 

of sorts?

wadda ya MEAN

\ feel a BIT

out of sorts?

just what

\ said.

you have a

THROBBING

headache.

like somebody

-ahem- SMASHED

you over the head

with a ROCK.

what the hell?

\ lost three hitpoints?

must’ve been

the STEW dude...

consider yourself lucky -- 

\ got FOOD POISONING

from a MEAT PIE 

in HURDEN’STAN

one time -- two days 

later \ DROPPED my small

intestine in a LATRINE PIT.

randy tosses the REST

of you CHUNKS of

the ROASTED LYNX.

“enough with 

the JIBBER

JABBER, ladies.”

“we’ve got

ta git movin’!”

now

EAT

up!!

my BOY is

startin’ to get

his GAME on!



AA “sittin’ in front of a COMPUTER in your UNDERWEAR 

sendin’ TEXT MESSAGES isn’t ROLE-PLAYING ya DORK!”

—Pete Ashton, KODT Issue #116, Losing Battle
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meanwhile, the BROWNIE 

leaps down off of his lap

and grabs the HALFLING’s boots.

he pulls out a BRUSH and seats himself

by the fire and begins POLISHING them.

especially since it’s MY familiar

providing the meal. besides --

according to the HACKLOPEDIA

they taste like CHICKEN.

actually it

says they taste

like PIGEON.

yeah but PIGEON

tastes like CHICKEN 

according the

book -- so he’s

TECHNICALLY right.

randy

WOLFS

down a piece

of meat and

WASHES it

down with a

tankard of

KROMIAN

ALE.
what

brought

THIS on?

the LITTLE GUY is

REALLY putting his 

HEART into the effort.

he ROLLS up his sleeves.

spits on the boots 

and goes to work.

he even uses the FUR from the LYNX he killed

as a BUFFING CLOTH to really bring out the shine.

as he occasionally PAUSES

to check the PROGRESS of 

his work, it’s obvious

he’s putting a LOT of

PRIDE into what he’s doing.

figures -- 

looks like our

BROWNIE is a

“BROWN NOSER.”

curious --BUCKY

seems to be

WARMING up

to RANDY.

maybe he’s 

trying to earn

brownie points.

-giggle-

“look -- this could very

well be the LAST MEAL

for some us here....”

“considerin’ what

we’re about to 

go UP against today.”

bob -- please.

let’s not STIR things up.

today of ALL days we’re

going to need to STICK together.

ME stir 

things up?

\ ain’t eatin’

CAT -- that’s ALL

there is to it.

\ got no

problem

eatin’ lynx...

“FINE! “ 

says randy.

“then SHUT yer yap

and SIT there while

the REST of us

ENJOY our meal!”

\ toss the meat aside, b.a.

\ ain’t eatin’ no DEAD CAT.

\ already TOLD him that.

“why SPOIL it?”yeah? well

\ think \’ll

STAND!!

what’s 

he think 

about that?

not sure \

like this...

yeah? well \’m

STILL standing.


