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EDITORIAL 
Love is in the air, the days are getting longer, 
the scent of roses will have stirred the senses 
to mark an occasion of romance by the time 
we go to print, and well, it’s February, a 
month that marks Spring and rebirth, if only it 
could stop raining long enough for us to 
discover the enthusiasm of a new year. 
Fumble is back and stripped down to the bare 
essentials – well, as much as we could get 
away with while still being supported by Bad 
Dog Publishing (BDP). This year we will 
conduct an experiment and increase the 
content by cutting down on the 
advertisements, in size at least, and making 
the issue resonate with a whole new focus. 
We are keeping what seems to work for our 
readership and dropping that which has not 
been appreciated. As in all things, your 
opinions count. If you have any feedback, 
please do let us know. You can find our details 
on page 4. 
 BDP have been actively working on 
increasing our social media presence, through 
Twitter; if you haven’t followed us already, we 
would appreciate your support. Our Twitter 
handle is @BDPubL. Similarly, we are working 
on enhancing our Facebook presence to 
coincide with a number of key launches in 
2016. Our Facebook page can be found here: 
 

http://on.fb.me/1L0Yzqn 
 

The Darkling Pool collection was recently 
promoted on Kindle and distributed for free 
over a five day period. The collection climbed 
to #10, 11, 12 and 13 respectively in the top 
100 of the Kindle Store’s free Kindle eBooks, 
Science Fiction & Fantasy, Fantasy, 
Anthologies & Short Stories on Amazon.co.uk 
and to #13, 14, 15 and 16 respectively on 
Amazon.com during the promotion. Watch 
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out for further promotions in 2016 and for 
favourable pricing on all BDP’s Kindle titles, 
including new releases; something that is 
becoming a distinct avantage to publishing 
digital imprints. That said, BDP will continue 
to produce paperback editions and support a 
traditional publishing approach alongside our 
digital editions. Next to be released is the 
novelisation of Killing Time which is just going 
through some last minute corrections before 
release in March 2016. 
 

I mentioned the rain earlier. The weather has 
been the bane of getting the renovations to 
the Knights of Misspent Youth (KOMY) 
gamesroom completed. On top of this we 
have had misfortune thrown into the mix with 
flooding due to a shattered cistern. After 
bucketing out the water and drying the place, 
a new cistern has been fitted and everything is 
back to normal; as in back to the previous 
level of upheaval that is awaiting a sufficient 
break in the weather to allow the remainder 
of the renovations to be completed. I am sure 
that it will all be worth it in the end. 
 

Let’s not dwell. The weather will improve, the 
finished facilities will be wonderful and all 
Gnomes will be summarily executed before 
they can take up residency in the garden. 
 

Until next issue, 
Master Sage. 
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Welcome to the Letters page, where we 
review comments, answer the questions 
posed, and provide appropriate advice to all 
of our readers queries. 
 
Dear Fumble, 
 

Firstly, I enjoyed the Gnome bashing in 
the previous issues. Those little buggers 
are just too happy to be trusted. Now to 
my problem; do you think that Role 
Playing Games have had their day? I 
mean, with so many high class computer 
RPGs out there and online gaming RPGs 
such as World of Warcraft, is there really 
any need for the traditional tabletop 
game? Are we just hanging on to the past 
for the sake of preserving something that 
only has a place in fond memories? I have 
attended a number of conventions of late 
and the influence of RPGs seems to be 
diminishing. Is it time to hang up my 
gaming dice and join the interactive digital 
age? 
 

Yours, Being Real. 
 
Dear Being Real, 
 

Your letter provoked quite a debate in the 
office. While it is true that we are in an age 
where online gaming and digital interaction 
has grown in appeal, the benefits of playing 
tabletop games cannot be dismissed. There 
are many traditional RPGs out there and we 
have seen no sign that the appetite to play 
these games has diminished. Gathering to 
play a game with friends is not the same as 
interacting online. The latter promotes a 
BLANK 
 

disconnection from the real social benefits of 
gaming. The world has become very much a 
virtual social experience and that is not all 
good. There is nothing better than playing a 
tabletop RPG and sharing the experience with 
friends, seeing their reactions and enjoyng the 
moments together. While there are some 
advantages to online gaming, there is no 
better perception than one driven by 
imagination. I understand that you may have 
seen a downturn in RPGs being played at 
conventions, but perhaps this is more to do 
with the organisers of the events than the 
myriad of games available. Provide your 
feedback to the convention organisers. 
Instead of seeking out games, look to run 
events. If a particular convention has lost its 
appeal, perhaps it is time to find an 
alternative that better caters for your needs. 
 
Dear Fumble, 
 

Thanks for sending me on Fumble. I look 
forward to reading each issue. It gives me 
a chance to stay in touch with some of the 
things from my youth that I really miss due 
to being away from home. 
 

Yours, Sighing. 
 
Dear Sighing, 
 

We do appreciate your kind words and we 
understand the pressures and obligations in 
life that can take you away from friends and 
gaming. Take heart. Find an event near you 
where they run games. Perhaps you can find 
an event to attend with your friends and 
rekindle some of the magic. In the age of 
Social Media, you should have little trouble 
finding like-minded individuals to play with, 
but do be careful in your selection. 
 

At BDP and Fumble we welcome your letters 
and opinions, but we do ask that you refrain 
from sending any material that may be 
BLANKBLANKBLANK 
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construed as offensive to our readership. We 
reserve the right to edit content and reject 
any material that may not be in keeping with 
the edicts and intentions of Fumble. Any 
material submitted is subject to our 
guidelines. Please do check out our website: 
 

http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.php/c
ontact-us/submissions/ 
 

Please send letters and submissions to: 
Bad Dog Publishing 
C/O The Kennel, 
16 Killreendowney Avenue,  
Ballyphehane,  
Cork, T12 H9X5, 
Ireland. 
 
Alternatively you can e-mail: 
submissions@baddogpublishing.ie 
 

© Bad Dog Publishing 2016 * Produced by Bad 
Dog Publishing * www.baddogpublishing.ie 
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WarpCon XXVI Gotham has come and gone. 
See later in this issue for the lowdown. 
NewCon is up next. This is the interim 
replacement for UK Games Expo while we 
look for a new convention more suitable for 
our needs. KennelCon follows, and thereafter, 
we will make it up as we go along. 
 

NEWCON – MAY 25-30, 2016 
 

KOMY’s annual retreat will be in Birmingham 
UK. While this may not be the first choice 
location, it is the best option for 2016; for 
price, convenience and familiarity while we 
work out the particulars for future excursions. 
This event will also be used as a planning 
conference to explore the possibilities 
available to KOMY in 2017 and beyond. 
However, for now, here are the available 
details for this year’s retreat. 
 

 

PLEASE TAKE NOTE: The events and activities for 
NEWCON involve participation. However, if you want to 
go it alone or stay behind during any of the planned 
activities (including meals) please do so. Social protocol 
implies that 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 / able to abide by this rule – please do not attend 
these activities or events! 
 

 

Wednesday, May 25 
 

Everyone... and I mean ‘EVERYONE’, is to be at 
the airport no later than 05:00. This is a group 
BLANK 
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booking with pooled bags. Please be mindful 
that moments of stress are highest when 
travelling. With that said, first drinks will be in 
‘The Last Call’ as soon as we make it through 
security. If you make it through before 
everyone else, have them waiting  
 

Depart Cork via Aer Lingus @ 06:40 
Arrive Birmingham @ 08:15 
 

Take train into city centre as soon as possible 
(15-20 minute journey). 
 

Breakfast in The Briar Rose, followed by 
dropping of bags at the Premier Inn on 
Waterloo Street. Pause, contemplate, and let 
the fun begin, starting low and moving to 
higher ground or starting high and vice versa. 
For those who are up to it, we can take a run 
to Tesco to get supplies. 
 

We will return to the Premier Inn to book in 
and refresh in between our travels. Dinner will 
be at approximately 19:30. 
 

This will be a long day. Pace yourselves. We 
are not as seasoned or as young as we used to 
be and those falling by the wayside will be 
open to suitable ridicule and mockery the 
following day. 
 

Thursday, May 26 
 

Up and at ‘em – 08:30 
Breakfast at 09:15 in the Briar Rose. 
  

EVENT: Somehow, someway (while ‘passing’ 
several historical public houses), our journey 
may take us to Millenium Point; to the Think 
Tank Science Museum. Unfortunately, the 
cinema with the 70 foot screen closed last 
year so we will have to make the return 
journey to the city centre to attend the 
cinema. 
 

EVENT: The first cinema outing. The movie 
choice – preliminary selection is Captain 
America: Civil War – expected release date 
April 29. 
 

 
 
 

Dinner will be at approximately 19:30 in the 
Figure of Eight – Curry Club! This is the only 
night where the choice of venue is set to one 
of the Wetherspoon’s pubs. 
 

Friday, May 27 
 

Up and at ‘em – 08:30 
Breakfast at 09:15 in the Dragon Inn, followed 
by a visit to the comic book store – Nostalgia. 
 

No plans. Make it up as we go along day! 
 

Dinner: Whenever we feel like it. 
 

Saturday, May 28 
 

Up and at ‘em – 09:30 
Breakfast at 10:15 in the Briar Rose, followed 
by an exploration of Birmingham and card 
games. 
 

Sunday, May 29 
 

Up and at ‘em – 09:30 
Breakfast at 10:15 in the Figure of Eight. 
 

EVENT: The second cinema outing. The movie 
choice – preliminary selection is X-Men 
Apocalypse – expected release date May 19. 
 

Monday, May 30 
 

Up and at ‘em – 09:30 
Breakfast at 10:15 in the Figure of Eight. 
 

Do whatever you want day but book out of 
hotel before 12:00. Breakfast, cocktails, and 
the usual. Departing City Centre for airport @ 
approximately 18:00. 
 

Depart Birmingham via Aer Lingus @ 21:00 
Arrive Cork @ 22:35 
 
 

Any games played should be quick and require as little 
brain capacity as possible. Drinking games are good. 
Card games that incorporate drinking are better. At this 
stage it may be all about the pacing. 
 

No women!!! This may seem a little harsh, but, we are 
going away as a group to unwind and leave the world we 
live in behind for a while. No children under 16 years of 
age or females permitted. 
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So, what’s next – where do we go from here? 
This is one of the things we will be looking at 
while at NewCon. We will be exploring the 
possibilities for 2017 and beyond. 
 
Suggested Restaurants 
 

The Briar Rose 
25 Bennetts Hill,  
Birmingham, West Midlands, B2 5RE 
United Kingdom 
T: +44 (0) 121 634 8100 
 

The Figure of Eight 
236-239 Broad Street 
Birmingham, West Midlands, B1 2HG 
T: +44 (0) 121 633 0917 
 

The Dragon Inn 
(Secondary Breakfast Location). 
Hurst Street,  
Birmingham, West Midlands, B5 4TD 
T: +44 (0) 121 622 7850 
 

O’Neill’s 
Broad Street, 
Birmingham B1 2HG,  
United Kingdom 
T: +44 (0) 121 616 1623 
 

Ming Moon Restaurant 
Pan Asian Chinese Buffet 
16 Hurst Street,  
Birmingham B5 4BN 
United Kingdom 
T: +44 (0) 121 622 5588 
 

Asha’s Contemporary Indian Bar & Restaurant 
Edmund House, 
12-22 Newhall Street,  
Birmingham, B3 3LX 
United Kingdom 
T: +44 (0) 121 200 2767 
 

Coast to Coast (All-day, American-style eatery 
and bar serving cocktails, burgers, pizzas, 
steaks and Tex-Mex fare). 
 LANK 
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9 Broad Street, 
Birmingham B1 2HJ 
United Kingdom 
T: +44 (0) 121 643 5708 
 

Johnny Wong’s 
197 Hagley Road, 
Birmingham B16 9RD 
United Kingdom 
T: +44 (0)121 456 4333 
 
Suggested Bars 
 

All Bar One 
Bacchus Bar 
Bartons Arms 
Brewdog Birmingham 
Cherry Reds 
Coast to Coast 
Fiddle & Bone 
Malt House 
O’Neill’s 
Pitcher & Piano 
Purecraft Bar & Kitchen 
Spotted Dog 
Tap & Spile 
The Anchor 
The Bothanist 
The Brasshouse 
The Briar Rose 
The Craven Arms 
The Dragon Inn 
The Duck 
The Figure of Eight 
The Lamp Tavern 
The Old Fox 
The Post Office Vaults 
The Slug and Lettuce 
The Soloman Cutler 
The Square Peg 
The Sun on the Hill 
The Victoria 
The Water’s Edge 
The Wellington 
The Woodman 
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KENNELCON – JULY 16, 2016 
 

The Kennel & Knights Bar 
Cork, Ireland. 
Events to be advised. 
Invitation only! 
 
WARPCON XXVI GOTHAM 
 

January 29 – 31, 2016 
University College Cork (UCC). 
Cork City, Ireland. 
 
WarpCon XXVI Gotham has come and gone, 
and was largely a success in what has become 
a stable, but unchangeable event. Ten 
thousand euro was raised at the auction for 
the Cork City Childrens Hospital after being 
topped up by the organisers. Three atttendees 
bid 1000 euro in conjuction with special guest 
John Kovalic. This crazy bid started at 50 euro 
for absolutely nothing; and led to a 
commendable act for charity. 
 I measure the success while attending a 
convention by the number of friends I meet 
up with, and the myriad of games that we 
play. While I am not a fan of the Student 
Union Bar, preferring the atmosphere of the 
Old Bar, we did manage to find a space and 
keep it for the duration of our time at the 
convention. I must admit that I did not spend 
a lot of that time around the trade stands in 
the main hall, but in passing, the variety on 
offer and the level of occupancy seemed 
encouraging when compared to other years. 
The cornerstone of our attendance was our 
annual D&D Original game, this particular 
story the culmination of a scenario that began 
three years ago, and the end to a campaign 
that started eleven years ago. Prophetically, 
the story seemed to have developed all on its 
own to coincide with the Gotham theme of 
this years WarpCon. The details of the game 
can be found on page 13.  BLANK 
 
 
 

In general, we did not play as much as I would 
have liked, but then, perhaps we played as 
much as we were able. 
 I would like to see WarpCon grow in the 
years to come, but given the space restrictions 
imposed on event, I am not exactly sure how 
that feat would be achieved without moving 
venue. Saying that, WarpCon without UCC 
would not be WarpCon. Something is needed 
to create a bigger emphasis on the event 
without compromising the essence of 
WarpCon. 
 
Other Conventions 
 

LepreCon 
Goldsmith Hall, Trinity College, Dublin 
March 11-13, 2016 
 

GaelCon 
The Ballsbridge Hotel, Dublin 4 
October 28-31, 2016 
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Cards Against Humanity (CAH) is a party game 
for horrible people. Unlike most of the party 
games you've played before, CAH is as 
despicable and awkward as you and your 
friends.  The game is simple. Each round, one 
player asks a question from a Black Card, and 
everyone else answers with their funniest 
White Card. The UK edition comprises 550 
cards (460 White cards and 90 Black cards), 
professionally printed on premium playing 
cards and includes game rules and alternate 
rules, all shrink-wrapped in a custom box. 
There are a number of expansion packs 
available to add to the game over time and to 
keep it fresh. So, that’s the product 
description in a nutshell, but is it any good? 
 

CAH courts the controversial and dallies with 
impropriety while dancing on any inclination 
towards social acceptance. It is brave, it is 
new, and put simply – it is fun to play. Check 
your indignation at the door and try to 
remember that it is only a game. In a world 
‘gung ho’ on political correctness and social 
outrage at the most mundane things, CAH is a 
reminder that sometimes it is okay to play a 
game that pushes the boundaries. If you feel 
CAH offends in any way – don’t play! In fact, 
don’t even read the cards, so that you can 
keep from sharing your moral indignation and 
outrage with those of us who understand that 
it is only a game. We revel in the opportunity 
to have a little fun in a world that has become 
increasingly jaded by the tide of the 
opinionated. 
 CAH pushes the boundaries but that is 
what makes the game popular. You have to 
read exactly what is on the cards, so if you are 
BLANK 
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adverse to an ‘ism’ or the use of profanity, 
this is not a game for you. If you are open 
minded, in search of fun and want a diversion 
that will make you laugh until you cry, this is 
the one for you and your group. CAH might (as 
with all things) lose its appeal in time, 
depending on how often you play, but for this 
reviewer, it hasn’t happened yet, primarily 
due to the addition of expanion packs. This is 
an adult themed game, and you might want to 
play it behind closed doors or at a venue of 
like-minded individuals. The game is better 
played at night after a few drinks or while 
having a few drinks. CAH is highly 
recommended for anyone who is not easily 
offended. Play it if you dare, but you might 
want to do it in private, or at a party where 
you can be sure of your friends reactions. BDP 
gives Cards Against Humanity 5 stars ***** 
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THE GMs GUIDE 
MAGIC MOMENTS 
Countering the havoc of mystical intensity 
 

Magic can be the bane to impact a GM’s story. 
Writing takes time, editing longer. Getting all 
the pieces in place for a scenario is never easy 
work. Setting the challenges so that they are 
fair, and in keeping with the rewards, can be 
an equally difficult task. Then the game starts 
and a Player steps to the fore utilising the 
most destructive spell in his Character’s 
arsenal and BOOM, the story goes up in 
smoke along with the whole town and your 
cleverly detailed plot. On the other side of the 
coin, the GM may have a bad night and decide 
to wreak havoc on his Players and their 
respective Characters for not taking his 
scenario serious, resulting in equally dire 
consequences to the story. Whether suffering 
the imbalance of a Player who decides to pull 
out the most inappropriate spell at an equally 
inopportune moment or on the receiving end 
of a GM’s wrath, the story is the most likely 
thing to suffer. 
 What would a world without magic look 
like in a Fantasy Role Playing Game (FRPG)? 
Could the game survive? Magic is an intrinsic 
part of many FRPGs, but it can be used from 
time to time (intentionally or otherwise) to 
unbalance a story. The GM often has a vision 
for the game, but that view needs to remain 
fluid. Otherwise the FRPG scenario becomes 
just a story with the Players and their 
Characters along for the ride. Players must 
have the ability to impact the outcome of a 
scenario and if this moves away from the 
GM’s intent, so be it. There are ways to guide 
Players and their Characters back to the 
desired path without using heavy handed 
techniques. Magic is one of the great 
BLANKBLANK 
 
 

influencers, for good or ill. I recall incidents in 
games where magic was used to wonderful 
effect and altered the outcome beyond my 
expectations in a positive way. I similarly 
remember the disasters invoked by magic and 
the tragic outcome that destroyed a story, 
prematurely ending a game or altering the 
intent of the plot so radically as to render the 
scenario forfeit. Players are supposed to 
develop their Characters to be able to use 
feats of great power, but if the only intent is 
to grandstand and disrupt the outcome of a 
story, the use of magic can be misplaced. The 
GM must strike a balance and encourage 
Players to use the abilities of their Characters 
as intended. One of the ways that 
Knightshade strikes a balance is in utilising the 
counter of magic versus fatigue. Prolonged 
use has consequences. Fumbling magic in 
Knightshade can be devastating, especially 
when using powerful spells. In the end it is 
really up to the Players to act in keeping with 
the personas of their Characters and for the 
GM to guide. If things get out of hand, there is 
always a greater Mage or evoking a finality in 
a story that the Players may not find 
palatable. The Players control the actions of 
their Characters, but the GM rules the world. 
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THE FIRST CASE: PRELUDE PART II 
DEPARTMENT X 1920 
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA 
 

There was something very wrong from the 
moment when Wesson Smith passed over the 
threshold of the warehouse, through a door 
that was not locked and offered no resistance. 
He sensed the less than subtle change in the 
air as the hairs rose on his skin and he felt the 
noticeable drop in temperature. He felt… 
expected, but he had no tangible reason for 
that impression. The warehouse had been 
abandoned and it had fallen to ruin, but that 
wasn’t it. In truth, the feeling had been 
building all day so he could not be sure that 
what he was sensing was real, or just a 
projection of his suspicions. Something wasn’t 
right with this place. Something wasn’t right 
with the world around him. The tension in the 
back of his neck made his shoulders and teeth 
ache in sympathy. The discomfort was 
transferred to the adjoining areas and he 
wondered how long it would be before it sent 
tremors throughout his body. All this told him 
was that nothing good was coming. He could 
deny the truth, but it would not change the 
outcome. Perhaps he should have taken some 
time off when he had the chance. Too late for 
that now. He had answered the call. In the 
end, he was a cop, and one of the few in 
Chicago for whom duty and honour were not 
just words. Smith was tough. He had seen 
some bad things in life. He was not a man 
prone to fear. Something about this place 
made him feel different. These days he 
seemed to have less to lose and even less to 
care about. He couldn’t change who he was, 
and giving a damn was not just an 
inconvenience, it went with the territory. He 
did not have long to wait to test the theory of 
being fearless and the sight that greeted him 
as he stepped further into the warehouse 

BLANKBLANK 
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gave him cause to swallow hard in 
anticipation of something he could not yet 
see. The only light that penetrated this place 
came from the half open door, now a good 
thirty feet away, and the myriad of holes that 
had made this place less viable as a shelter for 
any more than the rats and debris. The former 
seemed strangely absent. He did not have 
long to wait for a visual focus for the 
unsettling feeling that rose from the pit of his 
stomach. 
 The darkness began to swell in the centre 
of the warehouse, like a tangible thickening 
smog that had been imbued with a wholly 
unsettling motion, deliberate in its reaction to 
Smith’s presence. Tendrils of despair crept 
slowly towards him. The absence of light or 
any discerning hues to break the total 
blackness only added to the impression of 
something truly beyond redemption. The air 
had grown colder still with the forming of this 
entity. Smith had not noticed the change 
immediately until the plumes of his breath 
make him cognizant of this fact. Then he felt it 
in his extremities, especially in his toes, as any 
trace of warmth left his body. Smith 
brandished his gun but hesitated. Somehow 
he instinctively knew the weapon would be 
ineffective. The tendrils were now no more 
than three feet away and the swell of 
darkness at the epicentre of this malevolent 
impression was growing. All at once, the 
distance to the door seemed impossible to 
traverse without dire consequences. Smith 
would have to turn his back to the entity and 
run, a move that would leave him open to 
attack. He was more convinced now that 
something unwholesome and intelligent 
resided within the darkness. The tendrils 
would react to his retreat, though beyond 
instinct, he had no way of being sure until he 
made the attempt. He looked for anything 
that would staunch his apprehension as his 
BLANK 
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eyes darted furtively about this abandoned 
warehouse. He saw a piece of wood from a 
broken pallet, and just beyond this, an oily 
rag. His mind worked quickly to connect the 
obvious, though his eyes never strayed far 
from the macabre tendrils. They were the only 
things amongst the debris that evoked a faint 
impression of hope. 
 Smith moved gradually towards the piece 
of pallet as if it were his only salvation. He 
continued to keep a close watch on the dark 
tendrils creeping towards him, his eyes wide 
to any hint of agitation. He holstered his gun. 
He would need his hands free. He reached 
into the pocket of his jacket and drew out his 
lighter. His knees ached as he bent to retrieve 
the first object, the piece of wood. The oily 
rag was only inches beyond his reach now. A 
single step would allow him to reach the rag, 
but as he felt a reverberation in the air, he 
knew it was already too late. 
 The tendrils reacted, driven to a robust 
motion by the intent of Smith. They whipped 
upward into a frenzy, curled about Smith’s 
appendages and tightened with intent. The 
epicentre also reacted, sending more tendrils 
from the growing darkness to ensure that this 
victim would not escape. Smith could not help 
but think of the absence of rats or other 
vermin in this place. The answer seemed 
obvious now. He held on to the fragment of 
pallet, but he had dropped his lighter. He 
fought against the pull of the creature but his 
efforts proved futile. He was certain that this 
was a single entity, but again, he had no 
reason for drawing such a conclusion. 
 The tendrils made Smith’s skin crawl by 
proximity alone, and even though few made 
direct contact with the exposed areas of his 
body, they served to unravel his nerve. Those 
that touched his skin made him want to 
scream. The touch of the tendrils was cold, 
clammy and unwholesome in a way that he 
BLANK 
 
 

could not define and would not be able to 
describe with any degree of detail beyond 
knowing the creature was evil to the core. He 
was lost. Forfeit. He should never have come 
here alone. Hindsight was wonderful if he 
ever got the chance to reproach himself for 
this careless act; a point that now seemed 
moot. 
 Suddenly, Wesson Smith became aware of 
a flicker of flame on the periphery of his 
vision. He caught a glimpse of a tall man 
boasting an expression of utter disgust. The 
stranger had his lighter and had flicked it open 
and lit it up. A greater flame erupted from a 
torch in his hand, exposing a snarl of 
satisfaction and a glimmer of mischief from 
the man. Smith’s forward progress had not 
been diminished by the appearance of the 
stranger or the flame. Soon two more torches 
ignited to reveal that he was not alone. The 
darkness in the centre of the room took 
notice.  
 ‘Now!’ shouted a voice from someone 
Smith could not see at this vantage. Then it 
seemed as if all hell broke loose. The torches 
sailed through the air and impacted with the 
darkness. The flames engulfed the entity. The 
tendrils withdrew. Smith was disorientated 
but he felt himself being dragged away from 
the ensuing conflict. The sounds of gun fire 
filled the warehouse. No, not gun fire, 
something louder and more effective; shotgun 
discharge. Smith caught a glimpse of the 
stranger pulling him away from the conflict. 
The man’s free hand bolstered a shotgun that 
fired twice and startled Smith. The explosive 
shots hit a tendril that was snaking its way 
through the air. The fire engulfing the entity 
had become an inferno. The man opened the 
shotgun and expertly expelled the casings. 
One-handed he managed to cup two more 
shells from his belt and push them into the 
apertures of the barrels. Smith would have 
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been impressed if had not been in dire peril. 
The three strangers withdrew from the 
warehouse, taking Smith with them. After 
enduring the swell of the flames, acrid smoke 
and the cries of something beyond human 
comprehension, Smith struggled to stand on 
his own two feet and to make sense of it all. 
This could not be real... but he knew that it 
was, and with that realisation, life would 
never be the same again. 
 

The aftermath offered moments of disbelief, 
incomprehension and a struggle to accord 
some sense to what had happened. Wesson 
Smith looked to his saviours with more than a 
hint of suspicion wrapped in a fair measure of 
apprehension. At some level he was also 
impressed and grateful. His once stoic and 
unshakeable demeanour had been left in 
tatters after the incident in the warehouse. 
Two of the men stood nearby, the last nearer 
the warehouse studying the extent of the 
harm the fire was causing or making sure 
nothing came out of that place to coerce them 
further. Adam Westerlind offered Smith a hit 
from his hip flask. Smith gratefully accepted 
and took a good swallow. The drink was 
coarse but calming. Bourbon, the underlying 
caramel flavour unmistakable. Westerlind just 
grinned at him, took the flask back and 
sequestered it away. The grin was not 
comforting and made the man look a tad 
insane, like he was enjoying this just a little 
too much. The other one – he just offered a 
bland expression of calm acceptance as if 
what had happened in there was nothing out 
of the ordinary. Westerlind had introduced 
himself and his companions. Smith had heard 
the words but did not make an immediate 
connection. He had not taken in the fullness 
of what was being said, but his brain slowly 
made the leap. Adam Westerlind, Wilhelm 
Vervoort and Director James Crane. 
Something about a covert organisation called 
LANKBLANKBLANK 
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Department X and a specialist team. An 
apology for being late and an indication that 
they were here to recruit him. 
 ‘We need to go,’ shouted Crane. ‘Bring him 
or leave him but do it now. The sirens are 
getting closer and I would rather not be here 
to explain this unfortunate happenstance. The 
threat is contained for now.’ 
 The men withdrew to an unmarked black 
car. Westerlind halted just before getting in. 
 ‘You coming or not?’ he asked. 
 For Wesson Smith there seemed little 
choice, but this was the moment he would 
revisit in the days, weeks, months and years 
to come... assuming he lived that long. This 
was the last time that he could have fooled 
himself into believing he ever had a hand in 
his own fate. 
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This column is dedicated to all things Knights 
of Misspent Youth. Updates regarding many 
of the gaming group’s activities will be made 
available through Inner Circle every issue. This 
issue features the culmination of the annual 
D&D Original game, played at WarpCon for 
over a decade. 
 

DUNGEONS & DRAGONS (D&D) ORIGINAL 
(Played at WarpCon XXVI Gotham) 
Saturday, January 30, 2016 
 

The Players: 
 

 Dane O’Shea – Lord Jestist Hawk (The Destroyer). 
 Luke O’Shea – Lord Chaerus Lovarian (Dragon Slayer 

and The Destroyer) & Terri the Troll Hound. 
 Martin Mason – Sûe Cashtus (The King and Effelunt 

Rider), a.k.a. The Bat, a.k.a. Brad Vein. 
 Michael O’Mahony – Hoss Stile (Purveyor of the 

Lovely Ladies House of Ill Repute). 
 Alan Kelly – Joshua (He needs no other name). 
 Andrew Meaney – Theron Starr. 
 Fergal Moore – Oakly Evergreen (The Oakey in 

Oakeybix – the other half is Cookie Buddlebum). 
 

First came Dark Moon in 2014, then Darker 
Still in 2015 and finally... Darkest Night in 
2016, marking the culmination of a three part 
scenario to end an eleven year run that began 
in WarpCon XV in 2005. Darkest Night opened 
with moments of typical despair... 
 

The dark and the rain. The rain and the dead. 
The dark and the dead. The dark, the rain and 
the dead. Do you know what made it worse? 
Gnomes! Those freaking, maniacal, rotund, 
demonical and depraved demons from the 
underworld. The town had only ever known 
BLANK 
 
 

despair and darkness ever since coming to this 
land, a place that is truly cursed. As the scene 
opened, Jestist and Chaerus were elsewhere, 
after having spent a prolonged period of time 
scouring the land, seeking out every portent 
of evil, delving deep and soaring high. They 
could find no end to the recurring misfortunes 
surrounding the town and the land that had 
become their home. In the end, the Lords of 
Jarus left the town to find something to dispel 
the underlying corruption, quell the tide of 
evil and bring prosperity back to this land. 
Truthfully, they needed a respite from the 
rain, doom and gloom and so set off to 
adventure again. In their absence, the inn was 
rebuilt and fortified. The town still fell to ruin 
when the people could take no more and 
absent heroes permitted an undercurrent of 
evil to fester and grow. They looked for a 
hero, anyone to save them. Then came ‘The 
Bat’. Who could not forgive them for rallying 
behind this dark avenger? For three years he 
battled every evil, soaring through the air and 
traversing the ground astride his trusty 
mount, Rotunda the masked effulunt (actually 
Sûe and Sa’die). The task proved too much for 
him. Where is ‘The Bat’ now? No one knows. 
No one had seen him or the masked effulunt 
in months. The tremors of warning at his 
approach were no longer being felt in Jarus. 
The Bat and Rotunda had not ridden through 
this region in some time. Few people 
remained as the evil held sway over the land. 
Those who did had lost all hope. The waystop 
town became a decaying and decadent 
reflection of a place that once offered refuge 
from what was perceived as a greater evil. 
This had been a place of hope and wonder, 
but only for a moment. Now it was 
transformed into a hive of treachery and 
villiany, of houris (pronounced hoor-ees) and 
drugs, of hard liquer and gambling... of well, 
you get the picture. 

 LANK 
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Amidst tragedy, a greater sorrow unfolded. 
An old man was dragged from the tavern, out 
into the incessant rain and muck filled street. 
He was beaten and quickly tied to the blocks 
as a smaller, shorter figure in a mismatched 
colourful outfit unfurled his whip with intent. 
The short, stocky creature was a Gnome, of 
the dispicable, maniacally hysterical grinning 
race. He was a Deputy of Jarus, one of six who 
policed the town, though ‘policed’ hardly 
seems a fitting term given some of their 
considered wrongdoings. The old man had 
committed a crime... a very serious crime in 
the eyes of the Gnomes – he had spilt beer! 
The Hoker-appointed deputies of Jarus 
comprised six Gnomes known collectively as 
‘The Gnomes of Anarchy’ and they were oft 
seen riding through Jarus on their loud, 
obnoxious hogs. In the absence of the Hoker, 
they were led by Mad Bobby. The others were 
named Fecker, Nobby, Pervy, Pigwash and 
Moody. 
 The old man cried out in pain as the whip 
bit into his flesh and the blood began to pour 
from the open wounds in his frail emaciated 
frame. Lightning flashed and the rain became 
a deluge. The Gnomes laughed and the light 
revealed their grotesquely distorted features. 
The townsfolk watched from their hiding 
places, afraid to intervene. Each of the 
Gnomes took turns and shared in the 
whipping. 
 A moment of hope presented itself as a 
mysterious stranger entered the scene and 
attempted to intervene. He was tall, lanky 
male and human. He was attired in a red 
hooded cloak, with yellow breeches and 
matching tunic. His boots were bright blue 
and rose to above the knee, the toes curled in 
an outlandish way that seemed somehow in 
keeping with the rest of the outfit. 
 ‘You will cease and desist, you scoundrels!’ 
he cried out. 

 BLANK 
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‘What the hell are you supposed to be?’ 
asked one of the Gnomes. 
 ‘My name is Roe Ban. I am here to kill the 
Gnome who defiled my mother, my sister, my 
aunt, my cousin, and turned my father a little 
peculiar. He also ate my favourite sleeping 
companion, my sheep, Roe’Sie. I have 
travelled from a land far and further away 
than here and I will have justice! You will stop 
whipping this man and tell me where I can 
find the Gnome known as El Bastardo del 
Hoker.’ 
 The Gnomes looked at this stranger 
through the rain and then at each other. They 
then burst into uncontrollable laughter. 
 Mad Bobby, who was whipping the man, 
replied. 
 ‘Heh, heh, heh... he’s behind you!’ 
 Roe Ban did not look impressed. 
 ‘Do you think that I slipped from the last 
acorn tree to fall for such a ridiculous ruse?’ 
 And then the Hoker struck. Roe Ban fell in 
the muck with his skull cracked open. The 
laughter filled the air, and soon the mirth was 
shared by all the remaining Gnomes of 
Anarchy. 
 

Suffice to say, our heroes did return in time, 
but in the interim, Sûe appeared in the guises 
of ‘The Bat’ and Brad Vein (and indeed as 
Sûe). As ‘The Bat’ he rescued Alf Fresso, and 
took him to his mansion house along with Roe 
Ban. All the while he sought the Hoker and 
tried to uncover the whereabouts of new 
threats to the land in the form of two 
dastardly villians known as ‘The Piddler’ and 
‘The Pusher’. After a confrontation with the 
Gnomes of Anarchy, the whereabouts of the 
Hoker became ‘clear’ in deciphering a cryptic 
rhyme: 
 

Hoker’s gone to wake the dead, 
wake the dead, wake the dead,  
Hoker’s gone to get some bread, 
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out beyond the wall. 
 

Hoker’s playing with his ball, 
with his ball, with his ball, 
Hoker’s playing with his ball, 
out beyond the wall. 
 

Hoker’s gonna bring it down, 
bring it down, bring it down. 
Hoker’s gonna bring it down, 
And down the wall will fall. 
 

And then the dead will eat you all... 
Chuckles, manical laughter and guffaws! 
 
Meanwhile, Lords Jestist and Chaerus 
returned to the land, along with their 
companions, Oakey Evergreen, Joshua and 
Theron Starr. They encountered ‘The Piddler’ 
and ‘The Pusher’ at the foot of the Cookiebix 
Mountains, out by Crumble Pass. Neither 
villain proved a match for these seasoned 
veterans, and then came P Envy (PE). She was 
a curious villain with an even more probing 
ability. PE requested charity from the Lords 
and their companions as she had to ‘rely on 
the kindness of strangers’ to get by. All but 
Joshua paid up. Joshua lost his appendage for 
being mean. Later ‘The Bat’ encountered PE 
and also lost his appendage but didn’t really 
notice; a consequence of the suit he wore. 
When he removed the suit, he became Brad 
Vein. When he returned to his true persona, 
he became Sûe. Neither Brad nor Sûe had 
refused PE charity. Another curiosity of the 
transformation from suit to persona – the 
Players knew that ‘The Bat’, Brad and Sûe 
were the same person, but their Characters 
always saw only the personality before them, 
even if he changed right in front of their eyes 
(yes, Andrew, I know your Character was 
standing right there and you knew who he 
was and that he was changing right in front of 
you but, Theron still saw what he saw). 
 Some things happened in the town of Jarus 
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that are not fit to print. Queue music and 
imagine montage. The Bat did bold things to 
bold people. Hoss did bold things to bold girls. 
Brad Vein procrastinated. The Lords of Jarus 
restored the rule of law, and with the help of 
their companions, ousted the Gnomes of 
Anarchy and roasted their hogs. PE eventually 
went merrily on her way and the lost 
appendages were restored. The Piddler and 
the Pusher are no more. In the end it all came 
down to one thing... a noble act of self-
sacrifice. Ironically it also came down to one 
person, and while he was an unlikely hero, he 
was just as likely as anyone else in the town of 
Jarus to step up and be counted, given the 
tendency of our intrepid adventurers to 
couple heroic acts with bouts of mayhem and 
questionable judgement akin to the very 
Gnomes of Anarchy they were attempting to 
foil. Theron Starr stepped forth, because in 
truth, no other could. He had the aptitude, 
solely because he had the implement, and 
deep down everyone knew that he had always 
been itching to use it... to test the theory that 
the wand in his possession really was as 
dangerous as believed by all. The Hoker was 
poised to release the sphere of destruction. 
Theron hesitated for only a moment as his 
moral streak wavered, but in the end the 
stronger undertone of madness reigned and 
he, by implication, did the right thing. He flew 
into the heart of the army of darkness and 
exploded the wand, laying waste to the dead. 
Theron Starr was a hero after all. He had 
prevented the Armageddon War and saved 
the lands. When the dust settled, the curse 
was broken. The rain stopped and the sun 
broke through the retreating clouds. 
 Did Theron die? Was he destroyed along 
with the army of darkness? The simple answer 
is ‘no’, but that is another story involving the 
Celestial Void, a Skyship and… you will just 
have to wait. 
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Welcome one and all to yet another edition of 
Fumble Newszine, and Happy New Year! 
 

2016 is already off to a great start, for KOMY. 
As we stand today, our regular membership is 
as healthy as it’s ever been, and our offering 
of games is growing and diversifying at a 
manageable pace. There truly is something for 
everyone, whether your taste is for Fantasy 
sword & board, dark fantasy / horror, or sci-fi 
adventures in a galaxy far far away. We have 
it all! 
 

WarpCon has come and gone, and was 
enjoyable as always. We saw the conclusion 
to Sir William of Shea’s original D&D campaign 
that has been a staple of the convention for 
many years. I personally thoroughly enjoyed 
this adventure and will be sad to see it go, but 
if there’s is one thing we can rely on, it is the 
White Knight surprising and delighting us with 
new stories and unexpected adventures. 
 

I would further like to take a moment to 
extend a personal thank you to the White 
Knight for the sheer number of games he has 
run so far in this gaming year. With other GMs 
(including myself) missing a number of 
scheduled sessions, the White Knight has truly 
lived up to his title and saved us this year. I 
can only say that his efforts are massively 
appreciated, and in truth, I think we’ve been 
quite spoiled by this extended run as we have 
seen some of the very best and most engaging 
sessions in years. 
 

2016 is shaping up well for our group, as in 
just a few short months we will be embarking 
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for this new (and somewhat familiar) territory, 
for the very first NewCon! I am really looking 
forward to this event, as once again we have a 
good group attending, and freed from the 
shackles and constraints of other events, I am 
sure we will have a magnificent time. For 
those of you who are in possession of a 
considerable board game and card game 
library (I am looking to you Sirs, Andrew and 
Michael), it would be fantastic if we could 
bring along a selection of games that are both 
accessible and fun… I AM NOT THE SPY!!! 
 

On another game related note, I am excited 
and intrigued about a future game thread that 
both Sir William and I have managed to 
patchwork together. I am sure that many of 
you will be familiar with Sir William’s Skyship 
saga that has been evolving over… ahem… 
many years. Well, with the arrival of the 
Knighthawk, in my own Pathfinder campaign, 
we have opened a door to a shared universe 
that might just see all the vessels take part in 
a common story line. I hear the White and 
Black Knights have some ideas for a realm 
even darker and more depraved than 
Ravenloft… 
 

On a personal note, time has become a 
precious commodity (insert Killing Time plug 
here), as I await the arrival of the heir to the 
throne of darkness. Watch this space for 
further updates on that front, but suffice to 
say, all you footloose and fancy free Knights 
out there… your time will come!  
 Once more it is time for us to part. Thank 
you all for reading and I will see you soon on a  
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prime material plane near you. But before I 
leave you, here are yet a few more words of 
wisdom from a recently passed master: 
 

“When I'm stuck for a closing to a 
lyric, I will drag out my last resort: 
overwhelming illogic”. 
David Bowie 
 

Seneschal 
Sir Martin of Mason 
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