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Pre-Generated Character Additional Information

Private Lance de Lac (Sir Lancelot), 
Former French soldier

About His Legendary Namesake: Sir Lancelot was originally a 
knight from France and King Arthur’s right-hand man, virtually 
treated as a brother. Lancelot went on many quests proving 
himself a hero time and time again. However, this brotherhood 
soon dissolved when King Arthur’s wife, Queen Guinevere, fell in 
love with Lancelot and him with her. Lancelot came to the rescue 
of Arthur in the end during the final battle with Mordred and 
while he was dying, Arthur forgave Lancelot.

The Fog Lifts — Lance
You remember more about the circumstances which 
brought you to England. You were in France – still a 
soldier – when the news arrived about the coronation 
of a strange new British monarch, the so-called “King 
in Yellow.” His meteoric rise was something to do with 
the Yellow Art movement, whose works you found 
unsettling. You couldn’t place why: maybe it was the 
unwholesome imagery that churned your stomach. 
It wasn’t until months later, when the influence of 
the Yellow movement had taken hold in America too, 
that you realized that your sense of unease actually 
came from a sense of self-preservation. The Yellow Art 
Movement was in fact one of alien evil and corruption.

Sometime after that, the rule of England fell wholly 
into the hands of the King in Yellow. Around that time, 
you began having dreams of yourself in magnificent 
chainmail, wielding a gleaming sword and fighting back 
the hordes of the Libertine King. These strange dreams 
continued, slowly drawing you to travel to England. In 
the end the visions occupied your mind all around the 
clock, and you had little choice but to succumb. You 
paid someone to smuggle you over the English Channel 
at night, the borders of Britain now thoroughly closed to 
outsiders. The first moment that you set foot on British 
soil you felt a charge run through your body as well as 
a sense that there was some sort of destiny planned for 
you, even if it wasn’t clear what it was. All you knew was 
that England was in dire need of heroes.

As the days wore on, though, a kind of fog descended 
on your mind. Your earlier memories, your resolve, and 
even your sense of identity began to feel … “fuzzy.” It was 
after all of those had departed that you took up a more 
mundane life working in London.

Father George Wane (Sir Gawain), Priest 
of the (former) Church of England

About His Legendary Namesake: Sir Gawain was one of the 
bravest and most courteous of King Arthur’s knights. Legends 
abound of him standing up for the common folk and the women 
of the kingdom. It was Sir Gawain who defeated the immortal 
Green Knight and freed him from his curse.

The Fog Lifts — George
You remember much more about your life as a priest – 
as well as what the Christian faith was all about. You 
can’t believe that you had forgotten so much. Before the 
coming of the new King, the Christian God was worshiped 
in church every Sunday.

In the days leading up to the coming of the new King, you 
were sure that God was warning you — maybe giving you 
a mission. When the Libertine King overthrew Victoria, 
some three years back, you recognized him for what he 
was: a supernatural force for evil. Perhaps even The Devil 
himself. Every night after he took the throne, you were 
plagued with nightmares. Every night you saw yourself 
in dreams as a kind of crusader, fighting to overthrow the 
evil King. In every one of your dreams you carried a cup 
that you instinctively knew was The Holy Grail. In some 
dreams you were questing to search it out, once you 
even dreamed that you were holding the cup as it caught 
Jesus’ blood at the Crucifixion. You were sure that it was 
a sign, calling you to action.

But then the Libertine King dissolved the Church of 
England and made you into a lowly lacky maintaining 
one of his army barracks. For a short time the fire still 
burned in you, but soon afterwards the fog descended. 
Your earlier memories, your resolve, and even your sense 
of identity began to feel … “fuzzy.” It was after all of those 
had departed that you resigned yourself to your more 
mundane place in the King’s Profligate Empire.
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Pre-Generated Character Additional Information

Arthur Dagwood (Sir Dagonet), Historian 
and Librarian

About His Legendary Namesake: Sir Dagonet was King Arthur’s 
jester, a cowardly knight who served as a source of mirth and 
jest for the Knights of the Round Table. Often Dagonet was 
known for playing tricks and jokes, not just on the Knights of 
the Round Table but their enemies as well.

The Fog Lifts — Dagwood
You remember much more about your life before the 
coming of the King in Yellow. You used to work as a clerk 
in the Bank of England. It’s funny, that institution no 
longer exists – in fact the notion of money, as it once 
existed, lost its meaning when the new King decreed 
that theft was no longer an offense. The scarcity of 
resources didn’t go away, but the access that people 
had to items no longer had much to do with how many 
banknotes one had and a lot more to do with how 
strong your army of thugs and mercenaries was. 

You remember being happy working for the bank; in 
those days your natural sense of humor had a natural 
outlet — at both the office and at home you were 
always cracking jokes, especially when you felt nervous. 
There isn’t much joy in the Department of New Truth, 
even despite the mandated joy policy being enforced 
rigorously upon all workers.

Somewhere along the way this change of careers must 
have taken its toll on you. That must be the reason that 
the fog descended on your mind. The reason why your 
earlier memories, your resolve, and even your sense of 
identity began to feel … “fuzzy.”

Dr. Tristan Smith (Sir Tristan), Doctor

About His Legendary Namesake: Sir Tristan was one of Arthur’s 
knights, sent on a quest to retrieve the Princess Isolde who was 
supposed to marry the king of Cornwall. Sir Tristan was to be 
her bodyguard, escorting her back to this local king, who was 
also Tristan’s uncle. However, through the power of a love potion 
Tristan and Isolde fell in love. Sir Tristan broke his vows and ran 
away with his new-found love so they could be together.

The Fog Lifts — Tristan
You remember much more about your life before the coming 
of the King in Yellow. You have been a doctor for decades, 
since well before the coming of the Libertine King in Yellow 
Raiment. You had your own practice on Bond Street before 
the events that brought about the fall of Queen Victoria. 
You cannot believe that you had forgotten all about the old 
Queen, who was cruelly deposed by the new King. 

You also remember much more about Isabella; she was 
not just a friend from the time before. She was your wife. 
Sometime before the rise of the King, you met a young 
woman who came in the middle of the night to your practice 
with a bullet lodged in her sternum. You cared for her, not 
asking from whence her bullet injury had come. This woman 
was Isabella — at the time she was a local woman who made 
a living on the streets through thievery. 

From that day forward, you and she were inseparable. In the 
crazy days just before Victoria’s fall, the two of you chose 
to get married in a private ceremony — to make an ‘honest 
woman of her.’ Unfortunately, your legal status as man and 
wife was short-lived: almost immediately after the Libertine 
King ascended to the throne he issued the Ordnance of 
Hedonistic Freedom. That decree not only dissolved all 
marriages, but actually made it illegal to be wed.

Sometime in the months that followed, you began to feel 
the fog descend upon your mind. Even worse was seeing 
the same happen to Isabella – seeing her slowly forget every 
moment you had shared from the days of your courting. 
It wasn’t long after that day when your earlier memories, 
your resolve, and even your sense of identity began to feel 
… “fuzzy.” Somehow you still retained a vague sense of prior 
connection to Isabella, even as you retained a sense that 
somehow things were not completely right with the Empire 
and the World.
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Pre-Generated Character Additional Information

Isabella Rose-Smith (Isolde), Former Criminal

About Her Legendary Namesake: The Princess Isolde was an 
Irish princess who drank a love potion with Sir Tristan. As a 
result, the two fell in love. Isolde was sentenced to be burned 
at the stake as punishment for running away with Sir Tristan. 
However, at the last second, she was saved by her lover. They ran 
off and lived a happy life together.

The Fog Lifts — Isabella
You remember much more about your life before the coming 
of the King in Yellow. You were raised on the rough streets of 
London, doing whatever it took to make money. Thievery, 
breaking and entering and pick-pocketing were some of the 
various activities you got involved with in an effort to merely 
survive. Over time you perfected your skills in all those areas. 
Unfortunately, your entire world changed the night one of your 
fellow criminals turned on you and unloaded a vintage musket 
right at your chest. You thought that the musket-ball was going 
to kill you; certainly it lodged in your chest and hurt like hell.

In terrible pain, you somehow stumbled into a Bond Street 
clinic in the middle of the night. There you found not only 
the medical help you needed to survive, but also found your 
future husband in the form of Dr. Tristan Smith. The two of you 
seemed made for each other — you could be yourself around 
him, never keeping your past a secret but using his civilizing 
influence as a way to move on from the criminal past that had 
defined your life to that point.

In the crazy days just before the rise of the new King, the two 
of you chose to get married in a private ceremony — Tristan 
joked that he would make an ‘honest woman of you at long 
last.’ Unfortunately, your legal status as man and wife was 
short-lived: almost immediately after the Libertine King 
ascended to the throne he issued the Ordnance of Hedonistic 
Freedom. That decree not only dissolved all marriages, but 
actually made it illegal to be wed.

Sometime in the months that followed, you began to feel 
the fog descend upon your mind. It wasn’t long after that 
day when your earlier memories, your resolve, and even your 
sense of identity began to feel … “fuzzy.” Somehow you still 
retained a vague sense of prior connection to Tristan, even 
as you retained a sense that somehow things were not 
completely right with the Empire and the World. Of course 
with the changes wrought by the new King, your original 
skills at thievery were suddenly very useful once again.

Mortimer Oswin (Mordred), Former Knight 
of Carcosa

About His Legendary Namesake: Sir Mordred was King Arthur’s 
son, born of Arthur and the witch Morrigan Le Fay. Mordred 
appeared from out of the blue staking his claim to being 
Arthur’s blood. Arthur welcomed Mordred into the fold but 
eventually Sir Mordred betrayed him. While Arthur was away on 
a quest, fighting a war (some say it was in pursuit of Lancelot 
and Guinevere), Mordred usurped the kingdom and Arthur’s 
throne. When Arthur returned, the two men fought in a massive 
war. Mordred severely injured Arthur, who in turn killed Mordred 
with his dying breath.

The Fog Lifts — Mortimer
You remember much more about your life before the King in 
Yellow became installed upon the throne of Britain, usurping 
the dowager Queen Victoria. The toppling of her long reign 
was something in which you played a part, though perhaps 
you’re not as proud of that fact as you once were.

You began your career as a simple sergeant in the London 
Metropolitan police, in the time well before the coming of 
the Libertine King. You worked on the Jack the Ripper case — 
that was only five years ago, but it may as well have been a 
lifetime. It was the Ripper case that turned you to thinking on 
the true nature of the Universe and the possibility that there 
are vast forces  — gods  — that exist in alien places. Forces 
poised to reward supplicants who knew how to contact them. 
The King in Yellow was one such force, and there were a few 
secretive groups in London who not only knew of Him but 
also worshiped Him. After suffering a mental breakdown on 
the Ripper case, you came to join a few of the groups that had 
begun spring up. With these groups, you conspired to bring 
forth the King in Yellow into this world, sick of the terrible 
corruption and violence that you had been exposed to in your 
life as a police officer.

The rituals and the dedications were long-winded, but 
eventually they were answered. The Libertine King came. 
Victoria was cast down, and overnight the world became 
almost as you see it now. For your loyalty you were granted 
a role in the King’s elite force, the Knights of Carcosa. The 
alien King brought with him an equally alien retinue, who 
serve side by side with the loyal human forces. But the very 
presence of the King and his alien beings causes the citizens 
of Britain to slowly forget the time before their coming. You 
yourself were not immune to that influence … though now 
you think that it may have been a blessing. Had you served 
as a Knight knowing all that you now recall, it may just have 
pushed you over the brink.
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 Handout 1: London, The Great and Yellow City
His generous permissiveness. Sometimes these agents of 
the king even ride the skies on the backs of great fl ying 
beasts with leathery wings.

All around the world, the Free and Licentious Empire of 
Britain is envied. In the Americas, you have heard that 
governments have fallen to a pale imitation of the Libertine 
King’s benevolence, its own feeble King of America scraping 
to win over the Yellow King’s dissolute favour.

It is presently the 3rd Year of the New King (“3 N.K.”). Some 
unfashionable traditionalists still call it “1893”, but 
nobody remembers what that number means. Everybody 
remembers how free life has been since the new King chose 
Britain as the seat of his empire, although most fi nd it 
hard to remember what life was like before that. You have 
a few slight memories of a time before, where life was a 
maze of propriety and rules of meaningless decorum. But 
really those bad old days are lost in a fog … outshone by 
the pure yellow brilliance of the New Freedom!

Despite everyone around London seeming to embrace 
the Libertine King’s creed, you’ve had doubts from 
time-to-time about whether there is a negative side to 
this unprecedented level of freedom. It pays not to say 
anything like that out loud, even in jest, since the loyal 
subjects of the King are honour-bound to report such 
“prude speak” to the nearest authorities. You have heard 
stories about people disappearing after speaking out on 
such topics — nobody knows where such people go. So, 
it’s generally better to keep questions to yourself and just 
get on with enjoying the freedoms the King has provided.

You live in London, the greatest metropolis in the world. You 
know that it is the greatest city on the planet because it is 
the most permissive city to be found anywhere upon the 
face of the globe. The Libertine King — who some call the 
“Yellow King” on account of his luxuriant raiment — has his 
palace in London. It is from here that the great Empire is run. 
It is from here that the great Empire spreads out, borne on 
steamships, airships, and other mighty works of industry.

People in London are free. They are the most liberated 
people anywhere, even compared to the rest of the 
Profl igate Empire of Free and Licentious Britain. Posters 
everywhere tell the King’s loyal subjects about how free 
their lives are under his carefree and wanton rule. Some 
proclaim, “Art for Arts’ Sake, By Mandated Appointment”. 
Others say, “Do What Thou Will, By Royal Decree.”

Yes, everyone is free in Free Britain. Free to love as they 
will. When, where, and with whom they will. Anyone who 
seeks to impose limits — moral or otherwise — upon any 
man, woman, or child, is subject to the most extreme 
sanctions. So too is anyone who dares say that there are 
pursuits to life more valid than the pursuit of beauty 
and pleasure. The King’s yellow-garbed knights are the 
enforcers of this freedom from puritanism and restriction. 
As too are the Royal Army, known informally also as the 
“Yellowcoats”. Then there are the strange pale-masked 
fi gures that are a common sight around London, silently 
gliding through crowds as though dancing to music only 
they can hear; according to rumour they too are agents 
of the King and sanction anyone overheard denouncing 
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 Handout 2: À la recherche du temps perdu

“I see a scene in an underground stone tomb. A radiant 
man adorned in a crown lies motionless on a bier. Is he 

dead? Next to him are an ornate gilded cup and a gleaming 
sword. A sad-faced crowd, many of them in old-fashioned 
armor, stand looking on. Many of their faces seem oddly … 
familiar to me. Is my own face one of them?”

A
“I remember hearing about how the Play had spread 
to the New World, with performances in America 

mimicking those happening in many cities around Britain. 
Riots started to break out across North America. The riots 
broke out into an all-out war, another civil war. But this 
time it was the haves versus the have nots. Reports reaching 
England were confused but some described America now 
as a changed land — one ruled by a new ‘King of America.’ 
The newspapers said he had ambitions to create an empire 
for himself spanning the continents of North and South 
America. In the new American Empire, suicide booths had 
started to be erected for the quick and painless exit of those 
overcome with the futility of existence.”

D

“The way I heard it told, Britain’s own fall was less 
bloody, but just as total. It began with a summons from 

Queen Victoria — she had heard much about The Play and, 
being a strong and commanding ruler, ordered against her 
adviser’s counsel that a Royal Command performance be 
held in Buckingham Palace itself. What happened inside 
the closed walls of the palace that day, nobody really can 
say. But I was standing outside that day, just beyond the 
railings and the Beefeaters and I can tell you that something 
unnatural occurred. At fi rst there was a strange and sickly 
yellow light seen issuing from the building. Then I saw the 
whole palace bend and twist, changing form until it was left 
as a large and grand-spired castle. All over its every surface 
were now carved hideous gargoyles and lusty maidens. Mad 
staircases twisted and turned.”

E

“I remember I was in the crowd that day, too. No sooner 
had the assembled masses fi nished gasping at the 

transformations to the Palace, they were driven into a frenzy 
by a clock chiming midnight — in the middle of the day. But 
the sky suddenly was like midnight. The gates to Buckingham 
Palace fl ew open then and out poured strange masked fi gures. 
The same creatures that were just here on the train. They did 
not move like normal people but glided, danced and swirled 
with endless energy that seemed inhuman. 

“One by one they spread throughout London carrying a 
simple message — the Queen is Dead, Long Live The King. The 
King in Yellow. A few people challenged them but were quickly 
silenced as the strange fi gures pulled additional masks from 
their robes and clapped them onto the faces of dissenters. 
This silenced them immediately. I heard that these Masked 
creatures traveled the whole breadth of Britain similarly 
crushing anyone who refused to bow down to the new King.”

F

“I see a dour woman in ornate raiment wearing a 
crown. She is a Queen; the Queen of England. Victoria 

is her name. She rules over the vast British Empire upon 
which it is said the sun never sets. Life under Victoria is 
a picture of conservative constraint. Decadent artists are 
treated as questionable, drunk, or immoral. The state of 
perfection is a well-ordered life of excellent manners and 
demeanor.

“I remember the fi rst time that most people heard of the 
Yellow Art Movement. It came out of France, and it preached 
a philosophy of surrealism and nihilism. It preached that 
the only true happiness in life could be found in decadence 
and art, everything else (especially religion) was a lie. A lie 
created and maintained by the so-called ruling class, false 
monarchs and clergy who only existed to keep the artists 
and dreamers under control.”

B

“I remember crowds fl ocking to see a play promoted 
by the Yellow Art Movement as the solution to British 
society’s unrest and inequalities. The play was called 

‘The King in Yellow’ and diff erent troupes in Paris, Berlin 
and London started performing it. At fi rst on stages in tiny, 
grubby theatres but soon on some of the most prestigious. 
Each performance brought its own eccentricities to it, but 
they also brought their share of madness and violence. 
I remember hearing about one performance in London 
ended with the audience trying to tear itself to pieces, 
while another in Berlin had a prominent patron being 
taken out on a stretcher after a heart attack. Several 
countries attempted to ban performances of the play, but 
they were unsuccessful.”

C
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crushing anyone who refused to bow down to the new King.”

F

“I see a dour woman in ornate raiment wearing a 
crown. She is a Queen; the Queen of England. Victoria 

is her name. She rules over the vast British Empire upon 
which it is said the sun never sets. Life under Victoria is 
a picture of conservative constraint. Decadent artists are 
treated as questionable, drunk, or immoral. The state of 
perfection is a well-ordered life of excellent manners and 
demeanor.

“I remember the fi rst time that most people heard of the 
Yellow Art Movement. It came out of France, and it preached 
a philosophy of surrealism and nihilism. It preached that 
the only true happiness in life could be found in decadence 
and art, everything else (especially religion) was a lie. A lie 
created and maintained by the so-called ruling class, false 
monarchs and clergy who only existed to keep the artists 
and dreamers under control.”

B

“I remember crowds fl ocking to see a play promoted 
by the Yellow Art Movement as the solution to British 
society’s unrest and inequalities. The play was called 

‘The King in Yellow’ and diff erent troupes in Paris, Berlin 
and London started performing it. At fi rst on stages in tiny, 
grubby theatres but soon on some of the most prestigious. 
Each performance brought its own eccentricities to it, but 
they also brought their share of madness and violence. 
I remember hearing about one performance in London 
ended with the audience trying to tear itself to pieces, 
while another in Berlin had a prominent patron being 
taken out on a stretcher after a heart attack. Several 
countries attempted to ban performances of the play, but 
they were unsuccessful.”

C



7

  Handout 3: Excerpts from Walking in King 
Arthur’s Footsteps by Theodore Franklin

Cadbury Castle, Camelot, and the Holy Grail: The 
remains of this ancient hillfort can be found in Somerset. 
There are two diff erent Arthurian legends connected with 
this place. According to old stories, this hillfort was truly 
the location of King Arthur’s fortress, known as Camelot. 
It was here, they say, that the fabulous Round Table was 
installed where all who sat at the table were considered 
as equals. The chosen knights were those who Arthur 
trusted with the aff airs of his kingdom and who could 
help bring peace to his lands.

The stories of the deeds of the Round Table Knights are 
many but the most famous is their quest for the Holy 
Grail. In this, they sought the cup that once caught 
the blood of Christ when he hung on the cross and was 
pierced with a lance by a Roman legionnaire. Some say 
the Holy Grail has wonderous powers, able to heal people 
or even bring them back from the dead. The Grail was 
hidden away, only able to be found by those who were 
pure of heart and faith. Some stories state that the 
knights did indeed fi nd the Holy Grail and brought it 
back to Camelot, where it still rests. 

Other stories state that Arthur’s knights themselves may 
still lay under the hill of Cadbury Castle in some sort of 
deathless sleep, a swoon similar that of Arthur himself. Like 
him, they are said to sleep until England needs them most.

Glastonbury Abbey, and the Legend of Avalon: 
Glastonbury Abbey is a set of ruins which were once a large 
abbey in Somerset, near the small town of Glastonbury. The 
abbey was destroyed by a fi re in 1184; before that date, 
some who worked there claimed that King Arthur’s sleeping 
body was put to rest beneath the Abbey. This has led some 
to believe that the Abbey is in fact the site of Avalon, as 
mentioned in the original legend.

Three of the more common legends of Arthurian lore are that 
of Excalibur, the quest for the Holy Grail and the location 
of Avalon where Arthur is said to live or lie in a dream like 
death-sleep. Each of the legends plays an important part in 
the lore, even more so than the Round Table, Guinevere and 
Mordred. Scholarly research and local legend have given 
us some likely real-world locations associated with each 
of these legends. Artifacts and clues sprinkled throughout 
history helps narrow this down as well.

Excalibur and the Dozmary Pool: In Cornwall lies a small 
lake, barely a mile across. It is in this body of water that the 
Lady of the Lake is said to live. It was from the Lady of the 
Lake that Arthur received the sword Excalibur. This sword 
was a fearsome weapon, able to cut through virtually 
everything. It was said, too, that merely drawing the blade 
caused one’s enemies to be fi lled with fear. Legend has it 
that Arthur rowed out onto the lake where the Lady of the 
Lake made herself known to him, off ering the sword to 
Arthur to bring peace to England.

Upon his death, Arthur asked that the sword be returned 
to the Lady of the Lake for it was hers and no mortal man 
could wield it for long. Arthur entrusted one of his knights, 
Grifl et, to return the sword to the lake. Twice Grifl et went 
to the lake but could not bring himself to discard such 
a magnifi cent weapon, coming instead back to his dying 
king falsely claiming that he had performed the deed. Each 
time Arthur saw through his deception and chastised the 
knight. On the third attempt, Grifl et threw the sword back 
into the lake. It is said that the hand of a woman emerged 
from the lake, caught the sword and disappeared beneath 
the depths with the weapon.

Some say that the sword is still in the depths of the lake 
but whether anyone could retrieve it, or whether one 
would fi rst need to be chosen by the Lady of the Lake is a 
matter for speculation.
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