Bovington 2008

Wings of War, football of death, enough beer to sink a ship and a game of Munchkin that I still don’t quite understand (but Jerry won!!). The memories of my first Bovy experience are a great bunch of memories I‘m happy to remember, however there are a few that I’m quite happy to forget. Obviously the weather for one and being stuck in the port-a-loo with nothing but a terrible smell for company knowing that outside Toby was waiting to smack a football at me the moment I showed my head. But there’s a silver cloud to every lining and the weather’s silver lining had to be walking across the field to the burger van in the pouring rain only to get back and see Jerry’s ‘bedroom’ compartment collapsing in on him due to the howling gales and on Sunday morning when I got out my tent and felt the rain on my face I knew that summer had really come. Its good to know that these memories will stay with me for a while not unlike the mass internal injuries I sustained from Toby’s LARP sword fight.

As far as I’m aware everyone enjoyed this years Bovy in spite of the terrible weather. Most notably for me was Sedge who spent all his sober time at the table next to ours playing Wings of War (fantastic game) and all of his time drunk spouting out useless rubbish that you’ll never need and settling down in his sleeping bag telling the rest of us how he was so warm and we were so cold…

The tank museum itself was a brilliant experience - lots and lots of overgrown children all overjoyed to be allowed out for the weekend by WAGS so they could play with toy soldiers. The atmosphere was fantastic and everyone seemed to be involved in something and trying something new at the same time. It was chaos organized in a way only war gamers can manage. I have to admit though how surprised I was to see how few fantasy based games were around - nearly everything seemed to be set on the various wars of the 20th century. I was also slightly disappointed to see that out of a huge gathering of war gamers only the Warchiefs (us) and the Wings of War boys had bothered to dress up in a silly manner in honour of the occasion. Having said that though I did think that everyone who did dress up in more than a hat/bandanna (J and Jerry) did look fantastic so congratulations all round especially to Kiwi Dave and his absurd trousers. 

The turnout at our pirate game was a little below par admittedly but I think we all made up for it ensuring the turnout at the Wings of War table was as high as possible, as it was mainly us and no-one else got a go (we did get fairly hooked). It wasn’t the only other game of interest at the exhibition - Toby found a game not unlike 40K Epic with a human, robotic, alien and lizard race. The general consensus of this game was that the models looked superb and game looked like fun but no-one wanted to have another huge army to paint. I found a WWII game that used the same scale as O-gauge for Hornby, great little game but I don’t personally go for games of that scale. 

Last year the new game brought back from Bovy was War Machine, his year it was Wings of War. Wings of War is a game set about the dogfights of the First World War. A great opportunity to talk like us Brits are perceived and be terribly polite to the other fellow in the plane.
It’s a card-based game so there are no tape measures or dice. One deck of cards for movement for each of the planes, one range ruler for firing ranges and one deck of damage cards for each gun. Receive a damage card for every time you get hit and subtract that number from your hp - run out of hp and you’ve bought it I’m afraid, keep your hp and its back home in time for tea and medals. It’s that simple and understandable why we all love it so much. But this isn’t a Wings of War glorification speech so back to Bovy. 

The Burger van was definitely one of the big ticks of the weekend. A fantastic cup of tea and a brilliantly greasy ½ pounder with cheese was by far and away the best rain drenched meal I had all weekend - actually come to think of it, it’s all I had all weekend. Sadly the toilets weren’t up to much. They were only Port-a-loos and there were only 6 for everyone so by Saturday morning they all stank and had run out of paper. Also there was a severe shortage of showering facilities so by Sunday we all stank (not as badly as the loos thank god).

But we weren’t without our entertainment for each evening. Someone had brought down a football (ED) so Friday afternoon we set about making sure the most antisocial group award went to us by loudly kicking it around the campsite and in Toby’s case at other people’s tents or Jerry’s car. We also had Munchkin (Vampire edition mainly because Toby forgot to bring his and Scott’s decks he’d bought only a few days previous) which as far as I managed to grasp was all about screwing over the people next to you whilst making sure you got the best deal - advantage Toby! Although he didn’t win that honour the game went to the most unlikely winner imaginable, pray silence for Mr Marshall congrats Jerry! Throughout Munchkin, and generally whenever we weren’t in the museum playing with toy soldiers, there was a copious amount of alcohol consumed which we needed to sustain us. 

Sunday’s clean up operation impressed me immensely by how quickly we were able to clean up such a massive mess. Apart from the fag butts scattered around where the door had been the campsite was as good as new in little over and hour. Just goes to show how much can be achieved when a group of gamers get their arses into gear and team up. 

I would definitely be going to back to Bovy with the hope of better weather and the vague hope of not spending too much money again. Thanks to Mike for organising it and to Rach for organising Mike and I look forward to next year.

By James 

