November is a time of contemplating the
approach of winter, for accepting that short
days and long nights are here to stay and you
just have to make the best of it. A long night
also brings with it an opportunity to sit back,
relax and imagine. With that in mind,
sometimes you just have to stop, take a
breather and look to make things simpler.
Fumble has tried many incarnations. In the
end, I have to believe it is more about the
content and less about making it seem
prettier than it is – we are in the business of
publishing and bringing the best content we
can to our readers. I wanted to do this sooner
when I realised that the format of the issue
was creating needless work and that in the
end, the content was suffering just to bring a
bigger brighter issue. So, with that in mind, it
will soon be about going back to basics. I do
hope that our readership appreciates this
view, and while we are too late to make
changes at this stage, our next issue will take
on a new simpler format.
Back to this issue – I bet you are wondering
what our cover is all about. Well, in spite any
semblance of better judgement and the time
of year for inclement weather, the long
awaited and necessary renovations have
begun on the Knights of Misspent Youth
gaming room, the Kennel and Knights bar. I
am sure it will all be worth it in the end but
there are moments when I have to stop and
shake my head. What was I thinking? Was the
room really that bad? Am I out of my mind?
Alas, as you can see from the chaotic glimpse
of images, it’s too late to turn back now.
Progress is slow, but then it was never going
to be an easy transition, what with trying to
keep the games going as everything fell
asunder all around us.

When it is done, the room will be better for
gaming, better for KennelCon, and I promise I
won’t change it again… until I come up with a
better idea… or it’s needed… or the whimsical
me takes hold.
So, where are we with all things Bad Dog
Publishing? Killing Time was completed in
August but the novelisation is still in editing.
Fallen is going through its third rewrite.
Knightshade is getting a complete overhaul
based on feedback, game testing and
necessary changes. Seems to be a theme of
this issue. It can be frustrating dealing with a
slower pace than was intended. Too many
projects, even those moving in the right
direction, tend to dilute the perception of
progress but editing, playtesting, editing and
proofing can consume a lot of time. There is
that necessary thing again. As slow as it can
be, each new launch is all the more rewarding
when it reaches completion and the result is
all the better for having taken the required
time. Still, ten more hours in the day would be
nice, assuming one had the stamina to sustain
the pace.

Until next issue,
The Master Sage
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Welcome to Fumble’s letter page, the column
dedicated to presenting any feedback that we
receive from our readers.
Dear Fumble,
Our GM is constantly swearing and I don’t
know how to broach the subject. The night
starts off fine but deteriorates the longer
the game goes on. He seems to take
some form of pleasure in using bad
language as if it somehow adds to the
game. I mean, I do understand when
particular games require this element of
Roleplaying but not when it is just used for
the sake of swearing. I jokingly suggested
a swear jar in the past and it was not well
received.
Yours
Morally Indignant!
Dear Morally Indignant,
I regret that I can offer you no advice other
than talking to the GM. Perhaps it would best
to do so one to one and not in front of other
Players. If the GM is not receptive, it might be
prudent to see how the others in your group
feel about the issue. A swear jar where the
money is put to good use for the benefit of
the group might win over Players who are
reluctant to impose a penalty. Alternatively,
donating the proceeds to an agreed charity
could be another way to go.
Dear Fumble,
I think I have grown tired of gaming. There
are moments when I just fade out and go
with the flow when in the past I was
always so enthusiastic. Perhaps it is just
work and life getting in the way but after
gaming for more than three years straight I
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am just not enjoying it as much as I used
to, and I do play a lot of games in different
genres, so that can’t be the problem. My
friends are great and really get into their
roles but I am starting to feel like it is a
chore or an obligation. I don’t GM, so all I
have to do is turn up, and I know my
friends who run games have to do so
much more. Still, I can’t seem to get into it
lately and I am wondering if that happens
to everyone. Do the games just begin to
blur and lose significance?
Yours
Jaded.
Dear Jaded,
Yes, people do get tired with the games from
time to time but perhaps if you focus on the
underlying reason you are with your group, to
spend time with your friends, it will get better.
If they are your friends they will understand.
Maybe if this doesn’t work, some time out
might be necessary. Take a week or two off
and leave the games behind. You could always
suggest another activity, one that is less
involved or do something else to break the
routine. While the desire to spend time with
your friends may be strong, everyone needs a
little time out.
So, our Gnome bashing and competition has
come to a close in this issue, and I can say that
I am disappointed with the number of
submissions. We had good entries from two
of our readers and few from others. The
Gnome Sized prize goes to Sir Michael of
Mahony. Shame on the rest of you for not
making a better effort! The last Gnomish
moment comes to you in Illustrated on page 5
– A Gnome with a Few! As for the prize… you
will just have to ask the winner.

THE FIRST CASE: PRELUDE
DEPARTMENT X 1920
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA
The day had been longer than expected, but
then most had been in recent weeks. Adam
Westerlind was tired, worn so deep that he
just wanted to find a corner with low lighting
to retreat into with a bottle of bourbon and a
glass. It didn’t even have to be good bourbon.
He had put two bullets in a young girl’s head,
and four more in the body just to be sure. It
hadn’t been enough. She still got up and she
still tried to chew his face off. When he signed
up as an Agent for Department X, he knew it
would be bad, he just had no idea how
twisted this nightmare of a world had
become. Tired didn’t cut it. The bourbon
would only make him dwell, but it would not
stop him looking for some solace in the bottle
to take the edge off. The girl had been ten
years old. After four hours of telling the same
story over and over in a debriefing that had
been as absurd as it was pointless, he needed
that drink, a cigarette, and more drink. When
he came into the lounge of the mansion house
that fronted for Department X’s operational
control, he found Wilhelm Vervoort waiting.
His partner had an expression that was dour
but congenial, and full of concern. He did not
try to hide the fact that he had strategically
placed himself to intercept Westerlind. He
was sitting in Adam’s preferred corner. He had
two glasses and a bottle of William Larue
Weller Kentucky Bourbon. Wilhelm offered a
look of understanding that would have
escaped anyone who had not been out there.
‘Hard one,’ said Vervoort.
A statement, not a question. Wilhelm
didn’t need to ask. He had been through
enough of these assignments with Adam to
know.
‘You did your duty. Now pull up a chair and
let it go,’ advised Vervoort. ‘I should have
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been with you,’ he added solemnly.
‘Yes, you should,’ replied Adam, who failed
instantly at concealing any hint of bitterness,
assuming he had any intent to do so.
Vervoort was currently assigned to a desk.
He took a machete in the leg during their last
assignment and hadn’t quite healed up yet. Of
course it was Adam’s fault for not accepting a
temporary replacement. A lesson learned.
One that came too late to save the parents
and siblings of the young girl after she
succumbed to having her mind twisted by a
devious piece of slime that crawled out of the
dark to prove to the world that monsters were
real. Looking at the brooding scowl on
Westerlind’s face, he decided not to share
those thoughts.
Vervoort filled the glasses. Adam didn’t
stand on ceremony in spite of the significance
of the bottle Wilhelm had chosen. It would
serve to drown his sorrows. He threw his
back, sat down and slid the empty glass
towards Wilhelm.
‘You ever think of getting out?’ asked
Westerlind.
‘And do what?’ countered Vervoort. ‘I
don’t think we are made for a quiet life.
We’ve seen too much.’
Will refilled Adam’s glass and topped up
his own.
‘Do you remember when we met?’ he
asked.
Westerlind shrugged. Not because he
didn’t recall the time, but he wasn’t big on
taking long looks into the past to see where it
all went wrong, unlike Vervoort. When he
looked at Will, he knew his partner was not
going to let this one go.
‘Yes,’ he sighed. ‘You and Crane came into
the bar in downtown Chicago to find me. If I
remember right, the barman was dead but
wouldn’t behave like a corpse was supposed
to behave.’
Vervoort took a small sip from his
bourbon.

‘That was the moment,’ he stated as he
tapped the side of his glass with his index
finger.
‘The moment?’ quizzed Adam.
‘Where we had the choice to leave it all
behind.’
Westerlind shook his head and let out a
small laugh.
‘Too late now, huh?’
Vervoort stood up, drained his glass and
slid the bottle towards Adam.
‘Too late then. Too late now. Knowing
what’s out there…’ affirmed his partner.
‘…doing what we do is the only choice. You
might have lost the girl and her family, but the
people in the town will sleep better knowing
that they are safe. They will deny anything
happened in the light of day. It’s just another
tragedy awaiting a deeper catastrophe. Cause
and effect. You did what you had to do for the
greater good.’
Adam lifted the bottle and filled his glass
again.
‘You should have been a preacher, Will, or
a politician.’
Vervoort laughed. ‘No need to get nasty. I
work for a living, just like you. Get some rest.
Try to leave some of the bottle behind.’
Vervoort moved to leave.
‘Cause and effect,’ Adam called after him.
‘Sometimes you have to drink to feel worse so
that you can remember what good is in a
world that never changes.’
Vervoort halted in the doorway.
‘I think there are several things wrong with
that statement. Goodnight Adam. I will see
you in the morning.’
Westerlind wasn’t exactly thinking clearly
right now.
‘Will, why did you really ask about when
we met?’
Vervoort looked like he wasn’t going to
answer, or that he was mulling over the
consequences of responding.
‘Jack O’Brien,’ he replied.

‘What about him?’ quizzed Westerlind,
stifling a yawn.
‘Alan Flannery. They’re the same guy.’
Westerlind groaned. This was never going
to get any easier.
‘Goodnight Adam,’ reiterated Vervoort.
There really was nothing more to say.
Westerlind lifted the half empty bottle
with the intent of pouring another glass. He
had swallowed the last one too fast to be
healthy. He stopped and set it down. He
wasn’t much in the mood for feeling worse
right now. Knowing there was nothing he
could have done to save the girl didn’t make it
any easier. Her voice resonated in his brain
like an accusation.
‘You’re not going to hurt me, mister?’
They were the last words she spoke to him
before he shot her in the head.
The smell of stale smoke and alcohol clung to
everything in O’Brien’s Drinking Emporium in
the aftermath of a night that had only ended
with the light of dawn rising on another wet
and dismal day. Brandon O’Brien was the
official owner of the establishment but it was
his son, Jack who ran the place. The old man
had been retired for some years, but
remained behind the scenes as an imposing
presence to keep his son in line. Jack was
never the most focused individual and his
dalliances with both the criminal elements of
Chicago and some rather macabre
connections in the underworld often drew the
kind of attention that the old man found
increasingly distasteful. Adam Westerlind
mulled over what had drawn him to O’Brien’s.
It sure as hell wasn’t the décor. The
impressions of a clientele that practiced every
nefarious vice had soaked so deep into the
wood of the bar that Westerlind was not
inclined to let his hand linger overly long.
Seedy was a word that did not seem to do the
place justice. He was just as careful with the
way he held the glass of whiskey set before
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him, to avoid touching the part of the glass
that had been resting on the tarnished wood.
The glass was two thirds full and the bottle
still rested nearby, untouched but for the
drink he had poured a generous measure of,
knowing it could well be his last for a while.
Prohibition was coming into effect in about a
week. O’Brien’s clientele had imbibed with all
the enthusiasm and sorrow of those who
were ill made to deny their dependency on
the myriad of liquids soon to be denied them
in the aftermath of a law that Westerlind felt
was ill conceived. It would only breed a worse
dependency on a criminal element already
poised to take advantage. He took a swallow
and carefully set the glass down. The liquid
was strong and coarse, but it did the trick. The
.45 on the bar beside the glass was placed
strategically to allow Adam to reach the gun
quickly should the need arise. Why the
weapon was displayed openly was something
that only Westerlind could attest to, but he
did not seem in any way perturbed or anxious.
In fact, he seemed far too calm for someone
who was contemplating harm. He looked like
he was waiting with a practiced patience. For
what, was not clear.
Westerlind reached inside his jacket pocket
and drew out his cigarettes, stuck one in his
mouth and fumbled for his matches in
another pocket. All the while he kept his eyes
fixed on the door behind the bar. He lit up,
shook the match until it went out and
discarded it with no regard on the bar.
Bleak and grey. Depressed. How difficult
society becomes after a war, especially one
hailed as the war to end all wars. If only that
could be true, people might find a modicum of
hope. As long as man had existed, conflict had
been inevitable. Something repressed from a
primitive past, and all too often let out,
existed in the primordial makeup that
motivated humanity to acts of barbarity. Life
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went on, but sometimes, hope needed a
helping hand, or at the very least, a nudge in
the right direction.
Boston, Massachusetts, Monday, January
10th 1920, 10.15 a.m. – Near the Old Harbour.
‘What makes you think we will find him
here, sir?’ asked Wilhelm Vervoort.
Crane did not offer a response. Vervoort
could be so infuriating when the answer
wasn’t obvious. He had not known the man
long, but he had been a cop before he had
enlisted in the US Army and returned to being
a cop after he had come home. James Carter
Crane had been his commanding officer in the
latter part of 1917. He had recognised
something in Vervoort that was a valuable
commodity in the aftermath of the war. The
man had a great propensity to stay calm,
under fire, under adversity, and no matter
how crazy things got around him. His police
background had served to keep him focused,
but he required details to form a conclusion
and actively solicited those points by asking
questions.
‘We will find him here because this is
where he will be when he has nothing better
to do.’
This was not an answer that Vervoort was
likely to accept. Crane knew this but he still
could not resist providing only what was
required. Nothing more.
‘You do realise that this place is illegal,’
offered Vervoort.
Crane suppressed a smile. A speakeasy in
the harbour area would soon become
commonplace, especially with the Volstead
Act coming into effect on January 16th. Still,
Vervoort was right, this place was illegal in
spite of the fact that they were still some days
away from Prohibition coming into effect. Of
course, the law did not hold as much weight
with Crane in light of more recent events.
Their mandate had become… different. The
law mattered, but right now, not as much as
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making things right in a world that had just
turned upside down and inside out.
‘The legality of our current situation is not
a question we need to discuss at this time,
Agent Vervoort. Try to remember that you
have been enlisted to a new initiative, one
that will often take us outside of the mandate
of your former occupation.’
Vervoort looked far too comfortable in the
black suit, white shirt, black tie and
impeccably polished shoes. Complete with his
dark grey overcoat, he was the perfect picture
of a Federal Agent. So much so that the word
‘undercover’ did not merit any visitation.
Crane was less conspicuous. Grey suit, white
shirt and maroon tie. The top button of the
shirt was open.
Crane was here to recruit the second
member of his team. Adam Westerlind. He
had been a medical doctor, a cop, enlisted in
the US Army Medical Corp and came home to
become a Federal Investigator whose primary
duty was to provide support to Field Agents, a
position that had led to a noticeable dissatisfaction and a measure of insubordination
before he was forced to take a leave of
absence. Westerlind had punched his superior
Lester Travers in the mouth. He had not been
wrong. Travers was a prick. He had set his
sights towards his political ambitions and used
his Federal position to further his own aims.
He had no time for real investigative work and
cared little for a case of substance when it did
not project him into the public eye. Travers
was an opportunist. Crane needed unusual
people with a background in law enforcement
as well as skills that might not normally be
associated with regular police work. He had
been tasked with finding the right men for a
particular assignment. Officially, they would
be part of the Federal Bureau, but they would
be listed as Department X. Undercover,
unknown, and operating outside of normal
operations. Westerlind had the right qualities,
assuming BLAANK

assuming he had not climbed too far into a
bottle to be deemed recoverable.
Crane preceded Vervoort into O’Brien’s.
He did not practice caution and raised a frown
of disapproval from Wilhelm. The Director
was reckless. Vervoort’s displeasure grew
when the taint in the air assailed his nostrils
and raised an involuntary snort of derision.
Crane had paused inside the door and was
scrutinising the only occupant. Westerlind
looked pensive, almost as if he anticipated
some cause for alarm that was not readily
apparent. He cast a cursory disinterested
glance towards Crane before returning his
gaze to the bar. Vervoort noted the .45 within
reach and instinctively dropped his hand to
the Smith & Wesson holstered at his hip. He
could not hide his condemnation. Westerlind
was a doctor, a government agent and a
former soldier but he looked at home here as
a down on his luck barfly. He also exuded an
undertone of menace that did not seem to fit
with the demeanour of a medical practitioner
– a threat that was in no way augmented by
the presence of the gun.
Suddenly the door behind the bar burst
open. A pale, dishevelled man lunged towards
Westerlind, who merely lifted the .45 and
emptied the clip into the antagonist’s head.
The man dropped to the floor behind the bar
as both Vervoort and Crane drew their guns
and pointed them towards Westerlind.
‘What the hell was that? Are you insane?’
bellowed Crane.
Westerlind took a clip from his pocket and
replaced the one in the .45 before setting it
back on the bar. He lit up another cigarette
and shrugged. Crane and Vervoort kept their
guns poised against any retaliation from the
man they had come here to recruit. He
certainly got their attention.
‘Wait for it,’ counselled Westerlind, stifling
a yawn. ‘That’s the third time I put O’Brien
down and he keeps getting back up.’

This column is dedicated to the Knights of
Misspent Youth (KOMY) gaming group.
Unfortunately, due to the demands of life, we
have had few games since the opening of the
game calendar for KOMY. This issue we bring
you a brief abstract overview of the Special
Session – Hobbos-in-Plaid (HIP) case, The
Scarlet Hobbofoot! Suffice to say, for the sake
of being tasteful, we will not be delving too
deeply into the machinations of what it means
to play a HIP game, as the overtures are
decidely adult based and not for the fainthearted. So... how did it all begin?
The Players were tasked with designing a
tracktoor, not just any tracktoor, but a vehicle
worthy of the HIP multiverse. The tracktoor
was squirrel powered, with squirrel launchers,
big bad tyres and of course, it had to be red.
Creating the tracktoor was done so that the
opening scene of the Scarlet Hobbofoot could
be given meaning. Someone had stolen the
plans! While our HIP investigators were off up
the mountain investigating some Muffy
worrying and an anomaly forming at the base
of Rodger’s Pinnacle, an appendage shaped
formation on the top of a stepped hilly
structure of questionable origin across from a
chasm of decidedly feminine propensity and
immensity over a bridge of equally girlish
qualities. If that sounds a little vague, I did
mention that the game was one that had a
definite over sixteen rating, and could
probably have been pushed to over twentyone. Signs of a soggy mass forming into a
deep hole were found by Rodger’s
endowment along with clues of womanly
hygiene, strewn about recklessly and all too
conveniently. While they were up the hill, an
alarm was sounded that could be heard all
over the town. By the time our bothered
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Hobbos made it back to headquarters, it was
too late. The plans were gone, DT Jammy
Cranefoot was left in a very compromising
position and any clues were of a less than
savoury nature. Again, the Hobbos found
clues of discarded womanly hygiene and
embarked on a curious method of forensickly
testing the samples – the T&S test. Trust me
when I say – you do not want to know. The
clues led the Hobbos all over town and into
some sordid situations of a seductively
humorous nature. One by one the HIP agents
fell to the whims of a dastardly enemy and the
fear grew in proportion to the laughter as the
identity of the perpetrator seemed to be
revealed – Jadzia, the wife of all our Hobbos.
She had come through the anomaly to recover
her wayward husbands and bring them home.
However, it soon became apparent that while
Jadzia was behind much of the mayhem going
on in the town, she had not stolen the plans
for the new experimental and highly volatile
big red shiny tracktoor. She was behind a far
more dangerous plot – one that would soon
see the Hobbos overwhelmed by the river of
womanly might that was about to wash over
the whole town in a fluid that would drive any
male counterpart to acts of bestial bravado.
So, if not Jadzia – who stole the plans and
why?
The perpetrator of the crime was none
other than DT Jammy Cranefoot himself. He
had embezzled the money he had been given
to develop a new tracktoor for HIP and
covered it up by stealing the plans so that the
project could never get underway and no one
would know that the tracktoor was as bogus
as it was flawed. He had staged the incident.
What of Jadzia and the dastardly plot, well…
oh look we have run out of room. A pity that I
cannot tell you of the curious…

Welcome to Convention Cube, the column
where we figure out where we are going next
year… eventually.
WARPCON XXVI 2016
January 29 – 31, 2016
Venue: UCC, Cork, Ireland.
WarpCon XXVI beckons in January and it is not
so far away now. This event is adopting a
Gotham theme, which strangely coincides
with our featured event for the Con – D&D
Original, Darkest Night, the culmination of a
three year scenario that began in 2014 with
Dark Moon, followed by Darker Still in 2015.
The last scenario ended with the coming of
‘The Bat’ and the revealing of the dark fiend
behind all of the troubles, the Gnome known
as ‘The Hoker’. How prophetic was that? Yes, I
know it is just one of those strange coincidences, but at least the story to be told is
already in line with the underlying theme of
WarpCon XXVI.
NEWCON 2016
NEWCON is the big one for the Knights of
Misspent Youth (KOMY) in 2016. While it is
not exactly a convention, it does mark our
main event in 2016 for the purpose of friends
gathering to spend time together playing
games and taking some necessary downtime
from our otherwise busy lives. Why
NEWCON? We will be unable to attend UK
Games Expo due to a conflict of dates, but
given that our most recent outings to the
event have been less than satisfactory; it may
be a foregone conclusion that KOMY are
looking for a new event to replace one that no
longer meets our needs or holds our interest.
Where are we going? Well, after exploring all
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the options, taking into account hotel costs,
accessible locations, flight times and a myriad
of other considerations – we are going to
Birmingham.
When are we going? Wednesday, May 25 –
Monday, May 30, 2016.
How are we getting there? For those of us
departing from Cork, Ireland, we will be flying
via Aer Lingus at 06:45 and arriving in
Birmingham at 08:10 (Return Flight will be
departing Birmingham at 21:00 and arriving in
Cork at 22:35.
Where are we staying? While this is not
written in stone – the forerunner is
Birmingham City Centre (Waterloo Street).
PLEASE TAKE NOTE: The events and activities
for NEWCON require participation, and mean
just that! If you want to do it alone or stay
behind during any of the planned activities
(including meals) please do so. Social protocol
states that all bills will be shared equally,
without exception. Meals include drinks.
Some activities may also include drinks. If you
are participating, then all bills will be settled
equally. If you decide that you are not willing
to abide by this rule – do not attend the
activities or events!
What are we doing? Events to follow but we
will be taking the tour of many new and
historical venues to imbibe concoctions of a
worldly and otherworldly nature, and in
quantities that will test the fortitude of the
most hardy soul. There will be singing,
voluntary or otherwise – that too may seem
otherworldly at times. There will be banquets
that will do much to temper the body in a
journey into the known and unknown, but
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also to test the capacity of the most avid
connoisseur of delectable delights. This is
going to be a special one.
KENNELCON 2016 - 16/7/16
Every KennelCon is special. What began as an
annual party has become an event that is now
anticipated by many. Attendance was down in
2015 – let’s try to make it bigger and better in
2016! With that in mind, you might have
noticed the cover pictures of Fumble this
issue. Suffice to say, I am sure it will be all
worth it on the night.
Saturday, July 16, 2016
Venue: The Kennel & Knights Bar
Doors open at 17:00

THE GMs GUIDE
CHALLENGING WITHOUT DEATH
How to keep Players on their toes
when death is not a consequence?
Firstly, if a GM kills Players too often, this can
be just as bad as removing death as a
consequence. However, if he takes death out
of the equation, the result will be the same.
Typically, the GM wants his story to be
consistent and have continuance. To
encourage good Role Playing, the personas
have to survive. If Characters are killed off too
early or too often, the story will suffer and
Players will be less inclined to engage with the
GM. Without removing death as an overriding
factor or diminishing the means for Characters
to recover from death’s door – what
motivates a Player to become concerned
about his alter ego, especially during those
formative initial runs of games? Knightshade
works this well, because injuries can (and do)
take a long time to recover from. Dead usually
means dead, but it is the thought of getting
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injured or suffering prolonged incapacitation
that keeps Players from rash actions. This may
not work for every GM, especially if playing in
a system that is high on healing magic or one
that sacrifices any element of reality in favour
of the get up and go approach. The story may
have continuity but the Players can become
complacent. They get injured, healed, recover
and move on, sometimes within a few
minutes of game time. While such devices can
certainly aid story fluidity, they remove some
of the things that can keep a Player from
becoming reckless and believing they cannot
be killed. A Player who thinks his Character is
too important to a story may require a reality
check. Of course, there are many ways to
motivate Players and we have covered this
topic from a number of angles in Fumble
before, but death is the ultimate deterrent
that keeps a Player’s Character in check.
When the Character is new, it may simply be
the thought of being left behind, as others
develop faster due to... staying alive. Getting
the balance right is never easy and (except
perhaps in the games) there are no magic
formulas. Limiting aspects of healing can help.
Forcing the Characters (and their Players) into
dealing with the consequences of injuries is
one way to go. Killing everything around them
(Retainers, favourite horse, etc.) can only take
you so far. Get creative. In any Roleplaying
Game (RPG) there is usually a rating system,
be it called Health Points or Hit Points (HPs). If
a particular injury takes over half a Character’s
HPs, rule that magic will only aid so far in
recovery, or take a hand or other body part.
Look at the opponents a group faces – will
being incapacitated have lasting consequences that could add to the story without
the finality of death. For example, will they be
robbed of all their goods, drained of some life
fluid, imprisoned, or worse? If the Players are
getting complacent, look at ways to correct
such behaviour. If it persists, well... there’s
always death!

Welcome to yet another value packed issue of
Fumble! It’s hard to believe that as I sit here
writing this instalment of the Seneschal’s
Declaration, the year 2015 is drawing to a
close and 2016 beckons.
Since taking on the mantle of Seneschal at
this year’s KennelCon, much has happened.
The games as always drive forward, and on
that note I would like to congratulate Sir Paul
of Mason on running the opening session to
his Star Wars™ RPG campaign. I personally
quite enjoy this setting and it’s a welcome
break from our more typical “Hack & Slash”
campaigns.
In other news, the White Knight has been
undertaking yet another upgrade to our
cherished gaming hall, The Kennel. I would
love nothing more than to go into detail about
this amazing upgrade, but I wouldn’t want to
spoil the surprise for you! Needless to say, it
will provide an even greater and more
comfortable gaming environment, particularly
for those of us who are, shall we say, more
significantly measured than we once were.
We have several weeks of gaming to go
before we arrive at our Xmas year end break.
There is a great line up on the horizon,
including one game that I have been
particularly anticipating for a very long time,
Call of Cthulhu, Department X ‘Avenging
Angel’! In addition to this, we have also now
entered the final chapter to my own
Pathfinder saga. This game has been in play
since 2009 and I have very much enjoyed
every minute of the last 6 years. They say all
good things must come to an end, but I
caution my players by reminding them that
sometimes its hell, trying to get to heaven!
2016 will also bring us WarpCon at the end
BLANK

of January. This convention is a staple in the
KOMY calendar, and is as much about relaxing
together with friends as it is about gaming. I
hope we will have a strong representation of
our knights at this event, and no doubt we will
have another memorable con and weekend.
I want to take a moment this issue and talk
to you all about Roleplaying. Yes, we do that
from time to time! In all seriousness, I know
that we all have great fun at our regular
weekly games, but I have noticed that on
occasion, we are guilty of getting carried away
with the fun and humour, all at the cost of
losing sight somewhat of the Character we are
playing, his motivations, his personality and
his life. Speaking as a GM, there is nothing
more heart-breaking than a Player breaking
Character after you have poured hours of
thought and work into preparing a story for
others to enjoy. Therefore, at running the risk
of being labelled a ‘kill joy’, I would like to
challenge us all to redouble our best
Roleplaying efforts this year. We are a
damned great group of Role Players, and I
think we need to reconnect with that
somewhat.
Now, with that said, I do fully appreciate
that we have some younger players who are
not as experienced as some of us. It is even
more important for those young knights that
those of us, who have been around a tad
longer, set the bar for them to learn from and
follow… and with that, my sermon concludes
(and I do hope I have some supporters).
We have some noteworthy news to
announce this issue. First of all, Happy
Birthday to Sir Michael of Mahony, and Sir
Fergal of Moore, on behalf of all of KOMY.
Secondly, I would like to congratulate Sir
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Alan of Kelly, his wife Lady Fiona of Kelly, and
the heir to the throne, Tara Kelly, on the
purchase of their very first castle!
Finally, I would like to sincerely
congratulate Sir Dane of Shea for successfully
making it through one whole gaming session
without dropping, spilling, knocking or
otherwise destroying an item of drink, food or
gaming apparatus. This is truly an amazing
feat, and one I am sure has made his father
very proud.
Once again, I find myself drawn back to the
realisation that the year will soon come to a
close. So, with that being the case, I would like
to take this chance to wish you all a wonderful
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Xmas and new year. May it be peaceful, fun,
and shared with friends and family. 2016
certainly looks to be shaping up as a very
special year (for me at least!).
There we are, once again at the conclusion
to yet another Seneschal’s declaration. Until
next time, I will leave you with yet more
words of wisdom from a past master:

‘Mr Bronson was a dinosaur and when we
were discussing what he would wear, I felt
that he would always be smartly dressed
and thought that a bow-tie would finish
off the ensemble.’ – Michael Sheard.

BUILDING A SHIP

were up. Weapons could not fire while in
faster than light (FTL) mode.

Bad Dog Publishing launched an experiment at
Games Expo 2014 known simply as ‘Building a
Ship’. This is a prelude to an up and coming
project as BDP ventures into new territory in
the area of a Sci-fi Role Playing Game (RPG)
using the Knightshade system. The intent was
always to launch four RPGs; Knightshade,
Department X, Interstellar and Frontier. The
Sci-fi RPG was momentarily derailed by the
release of a movie of the same name, even
though the games had been conceived and
mapped out years before.
The task set the group was to design
elements of a starship based on some
restrictions set by the rules of the planned
RPG. The group were split into four teams,
Black, Blue, Green and Red. The Black team
was assigned to Bridge Design, Navigation,
Shields, Armour and Dispersion fields. The
Blue team was assigned to Propulsion, Inertia
Suppression and Gravity. The Red team was
assigned to Weapons and Life Support. The
Green team was assigned to Hydroponics,
Filtration and Waste Disposal. Each team was
provided a pad and pens only in their team
colour. A large outline plan of the ship to be
designed was set out on the table. The group
was split into their teams and segregated.
They returned to the main plan from time to
time to test their theories with the designer
and for notes to be added to the layout. The
year of the RPG setting was 2151. Some of the
designs created based on the restrictions
were as follows:

The starship would be constructed in orbit
and while capable of entering the
atmosphere, it would not normally do so. The
ship would use dropships to make planet fall.
Redundancy should be built into all systems in
two levels – standby and parallel.

As the ship was being designed to have a zero
mass, any impact to the ship will cause it to
stop. Weapons could not fire while the shields
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Standby – Duplicate circuits or device remain
inoperative until the primary unit fails. They
are then switched in the case where a
malfunction sensing switch detects a problem
so that the system continues to operate.
Parallel – Duplicate devices or circuitry are all
operating at the same time. If one fails, the
other continues to operate/function so that
operation of system is not interrupted.
The ship would operate with tri-layer and triredundancy systems. Three standby/parallel
circuits would be initiated.

Some of the design limitations included: if the
shields failed and velocity continued, the ship
would be crushed. Gravity generation had to
be contained within the ship. Suspended
animation was viable but only as a backup for
longer missions and life capsules duelled as
escape pods.

The teams added elements such as biolighting, sentinel drones and perimeter mines.
Inertia was designed to be negation rather
than suppression. Primary systems are always
on until they fail. Secondary systems – parallel
redundancy are always on. Backup system –
standby is off. If primary fails, secondary
becomes primary and backup engages and
becomes secondary. If secondary fails, ship
falls out of FTL and drops to standard velocity.
Maximum standard velocity is not Light Speed
– it is the maximum speed while maintaining
structural integrity without shields in
operation – only a dispersion field is in effect.
The ship’s hull would be comprised of a
tungsten alloy, but given the design of the
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shields and the outward overall mass of zero,
this would only matter when the ship’s main
protective systems were down. Onboard
weapons are both energy based and
conventional. Ship is capable of dropping
shields, firing and re-engaging shields in 6
second intervals. Missiles launch at targets,
rail guns fire in three second bursts.
The experiment was more than
worthwhile. As to the intention behind
launching a Sci-fi based RPG, only time will tell
if the endeavour is worthy of the effort. There
is still so much to be done with Knightshade
before any of the spin-off systems see the
light of day. We will continue to test and
experiment and of course… dream.
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