IN ASSOCIATION WITH THE KNIGHTS OF MISSPENT YOUTH

EDITORIAL
The nights will soon be longer. The days
will most likely be kept from reaching any
hope of letting the sun through as a dull
grey blanket, that can hardly be called
clouds, becomes a thick dark canopy that
will be relentless and enduring. This does
not herald the coming of the Zombie
Apocalypse, but there’s always hope for
tomorrow. Hmm, that could be a good
opening for a story.
When I began this editorial, I wanted to
set the scene for the general doom and
gloom that was likely to be prevalent in
November. Of course, I knew I could be
wrong. In spite of an expectation of
inclement weather and general dreariness,
the passing cheer of an Autumn that was
not all that bad should make the approach
of Winter more bearable. On the ‘up’ side
– it’s great for atmosphere in those stories
that gain from a little overcast ambience
when dabbling with the dark side of a
story. I love the rain, the wind and the
rustle of the leaves in the tree at the end of
my garden. What others find dismal, I am
inclined to embrace as inspiration and a
reason to stay in. Autumn is a busy time
for Bad Dog Publishing (BDP), as we
work tirelessly to reach those last few
deadlines that will push 2016 beyond
expectations. So how did we do this year?
BDP released four issues of Fumble
(counting this one). BDP also released two
new titles; Killing Time and Fallen. If that
was not enough, BDP revised and re-edited
Nightmare and Vampire and released
Kindle editions of both titles.
‘MORE!’ I hear you cry. Well, there is
an outside chance that we may release
Ripples from a Darkling Pool (the 5th

instalment in the Darkling Pool series) in
December, though January is probably a
more realistic deadline. For 2017 other
projects are already in the works, including
a few from genres not initially covered by
BDP. How about that? Do keep an eye on
the Bad Dog Publishing website for any
further updates.
The Knights of Misspent Youth
(KOMY) are busy deliberating where they
are going in 2017 for NEXTCON? Check
out Convention Cube in this issue to see
what locations made the shortlist. The
details will not be finalised until after the
NEXTCON Planning Conference to be
held on November 16th.
On a Fumble note, unfortunately we are
still struggling to get all of the promised
articles in on time and support for the
Newszine is less than ideal. If you have an
idea for an article, a letter, or anything that
you think would be of interest to our
readership, do let us know, but if you
commit, please deliver on any promise
made as an issue is nearly always planned
three months in advance. Three months
should be enough time to complete any
assignment. Do not leave it until the last
minute!
Until next issue,

Master Sage.
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Welcome to the Letters page, where we
review comments, answer the questions
posed, and provide advice to all of our
readers’ queries.
This issue we had expected a letter from a
disgruntled female reader who had been
very vocal in lambasting the Knights of
Misspent Youth (KOMY) for what she
perceived as a sexist point of view.
Unfortunately, we did not receive the letter
in time, so I guess the issue wasn’t that
important, but to be fair, we did reach out
to KOMY to note her concerns, and to
make them aware that we would be
running this feedback. KOMY have
provided the following statement:
The Knights of Misspent Youth (KOMY)
was founded because of an interest in
playing games and all things game related,
from attending conventions to organising
localised special events. The Club was
formed officially in 1991/1992 but has its
origins much earlier as four of the
founding members began playing in 1981.
At the time of its founding, there were not
very many female participants in this
hobby, and to be honest, those that did
play could not often be identified as female
due to a decidedly ‘homely’ look that
probably let to the term ‘Earthhag’.
KOMY is not condoning this expression.
We are merely clarifying the historical
overview. In time, more and more females
joined gaming but KOMY made the
decision to keep to an exclusively male
IGNORE

fraternity, as our members have become
set in their ways and a female presence
would only lead to an imbalance because
of a prolonged ‘mannish’ attitude to life. If
only women had expressed an interest in
the games sooner, perhaps it would have
been different, but we strongly believe that
they only want to be part of KOMY
because they can’t, and to see what the
‘men’ are up to when we meet every
Wednesday. Inevitably, a female presence
would only want to change us – our
headquarters; the brutal, male chauvinistic
element of our games; and everything that
makes us KOMY.
We want to assure any females reading
this statement that should you feel the need
to offer an opinion; we will be more than
happy to respond to your queries. There is
nothing secretive going on behind closed
doors. We play games, we talk, we have a
few drinks, we laugh, and above all else,
we take a few moments to stay friends.
The same is true for the one time we go
away together every year. We do have
some events open to everyone, primarily
WarpCon and KennelCon. We also permit
special guest appearances from time to
time.
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.php/contactus/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

Follow us on Twitter @BDPubL
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NextCon is coming in 2017, but where will
it be located and does it really matter? A
shortlist of venues is noted below.
Dates of travel will be on or around
Wednesday, May 24 – Monday, May 29,
2017. KOMY will not be attending UK
Games Expo because it has become too
cumbersome, no longer fills our needs, and
we don’t want to spend the rest of our lives
wandering around trying to find a place to
play while paying for overpriced food and
drink… or some reason like that.

Communications will be sent out prior to
the meeting for those members who cannot
attend so that everyone has the opportunity
to voice their opinion. No venue is set in
stone but it will come down to a number of
factors, including cost, accessibility,
potential events, level of interest, etc. A
supplemental update will be circulated
after the planning meeting with details of
the selected location, accommodation,
travel plans, potential events, and any
other additional information deemed
necessary.
We will try to take all feedback on
board before making a final booking, but
ultimately the decision will be made by
those who have confirmed that they will be
attending NextCon by November 16th at
the latest.

Bath, UK
Birmingham, UK
Durham, UK
Exeter, UK
Cologne, GERMANY
Edinburgh, SCOTLAND
Liverpool, UK
Manchester, UK
Oxford, UK
Reading, UK
Stratford-Upon-Avon, UK
Warwick, UK
York, UK
For specific details in reference to costings
and timings, please refer to the NextCon
Facebook Group Page – after the KOMY
NextCon planning meeting scheduled for
Wednesday, November 16, 2016.
IGNORE
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We now turn to reporting on the awards
received at KennelCon 2016 presented on
July 16.
THE FUMBLE AWARDS 2016
Best Death
Sir Bryan of Hegarty: Agent Chuck Miller
getting blown up by his own device in Call
of Cthulhu (COC).
Most Comic Moment
Sir MJ of Heffernan: Terribus Gherkin
trying to save Dog the Horse from the
Fenspawn in the swamp in Knightshade.
Most Vile Act
Sir Michael of Mahony: Wilhelm
Vervoort’s wooden leg and Julia in COC.
Best Fumble
Sir Martin of Mason: Alatoff Barrowdark
getting lost with Terribus in the swamp
and only remembering he had a band of
communication after wandering aimlessly
for some time in Knightshade.
Best Antagonist
Sir Martin of Mason: Special Agent Adam
Westerlind for being a ‘BLANK’ (word
was not printable but may make a good inhouse ‘Cards Against Humanity’ addition)
in COC.
Best Use of an Item or Spell
Sir Alan of Kelly/Sir Bryan of Hegarty:
Armour concealing sword in D&D 4th
Edition.

KNIGHT OF THE YEAR 2016
Sir William of Shea
SPECIAL GIFT OF RECOGNITION
Presented to Sir Martin of Mason:
Johnnie Walker Double Black – To see
him on his journey and as a thank you for
all the games he GM’d throughout his
tenure.
NOTE FOR THE MEMBERSHIP OF KOMY:

The Fumble Awards proved difficult to
compile for the game year 2015-2016. This
issue needs to be corrected in 2016-2017.
Please remember the categories during the
games we play and place all nominations
in the box provided. While the awards for
last year are noted above – the nine
categories are listed here again for your
reference:
Best Death – Best Antagonist – Most Vile Act
Best Fumble – Most Heroic Moment
Best use of an Item or Spell – Best Trap or Ambush
Best Expression or Slip of the Tongue
Most Comic Moment

BLAST FROM THE PAST
Look at the picture below – this was taken
eleven years ago at the Kennel Party
(KennelCon) in 2005 and shows five
Knights, who are still active on our current
roster, along with Lady Jessica. Oh, how
things have changed…

Best Expression or Slip of the Tongue
NO AWARD – No submissions received.
Most Heroic Moment
Sir Bryan of Hegarty: Chuck Miller
disarming a defective explosive device to
save Acting Assistant Director Wilhelm
Vervoort from being blown up in COC.
Best Trap or Ambush
NO AWARD – No submissions received.
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DO YOU WORSHIP CTHULHU?
A game for five to 30 players (yep 30), ‘Do You
Worship Cthulhu’ is a ‘game of deception.
Early one morning in a small village in England
the sound of chanting is heard. The next
morning strange symbols are found on a wall
and one of the villagers is dead. One or more
of you is a worshipper who will feed the
Master by sacrificing the villagers.
The object of the game is to find the
Cthulhu Worshipper(s) before more villagers
are sacrificed to the master.
The Moderator controls the Game and
there are five card types:
Villager: one will die each night until the
worshipper wins, or is hanged. Each day the
villagers will vote on who they believe the
worshiper is and justice will be done.
Seer(s): will use their power to hopefully
guide the investigation to the right end.
Vigilante: choose one person to kill each night
to protect the village.
Protector: you choose one person each night
to protect through prayer.
Worshipper(s): you feed the Master.

be anyone except the protectee. It is the Seers
task, without identifying his powers, (and
possibly being hung) simple superstitious
villagers remember, to lead the investigation.
A suspect is chosen and hung. The Moderator
then shows the suspect’s card. And the night
comes again. Will the Killer(s) be discovered
before the game ends?
Play the roles, be suspicious/ superstitious.
Get revenge on Ted, who sold you a sick cow,
‘he must have cast a spell on me, ooh arr’ I be
too good a farmer not to spot a sick animal,
ohh arrr.’
An enjoyable fun game that we play far too
little, a good game for conventions because of
the possible number of players and the
freedom to describe to the altar as it grows
each night. Let your imagination be your
guide. Is your Master an evil genius or a comic
genius?
www.toyvault.com

Moderator: ‘villagers sleep. Worshipper(s)
awake,’ identifying the worshipper(s) to the
Moderator. They choose a victim and sleep
again. The Seer awakes, chooses a ‘suspect’
and the Moderator confirms or denies this
with a signal. If Vigilante or Protector Cards
are used (number of players dependant) they
wake in turn and choose a victim or
protectee!!?
In the morning another ‘villager’ is dead
and an alter stands in the village centre. The
Moderator shows the victim’s card, it could

IGNOREIGNORE
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THE GMs GUIDE
PLACING ITEMS
The things an adventurer needs to survive.
The GM must give his Players every
chance to survive an encounter or to
overcome an obstacle. Correct placing of
items Characters may need is important.
Items do not suddenly appear (at least not
often), and it is necessary to put them
where they can be found. This does not
necessarily mean enchanted items, but may
include such items as an accurate map, the
right clothing for a particular terrain or
aspect of weather, or indeed anything that
assists the Characters in overcoming a
particular adversity, puzzle or obstacle.
The need for items can often be worked
into the story, and this is the best way to
let the Players know that you had the
foresight to understand the needs of the
game at hand. Perhaps part of the plot can
be tailored towards acquiring the required
item or items needed to complete a task.
The Players will begin to feel short
changed if presented with a story that
cannot be resolved because they are
missing something key, or if the
information provided does not allow the
Characters to prepare properly for a
particular terrain or weather condition that
ultimately makes a solution impossible.
There has to be a chance to succeed. Of
course, if the Players do not ask the right
questions, or fail to grasp the need for an
item, that is a different matter isn’t it?
Simply put – no it’s not. The GM is there
to guide, not punish, and certainly not to
revel in their failure. A story is only good
if there is a real chance of success and the
GM has the advantage of knowing the
IGNORE

outcome. Therefore, if they miss
something, steer the Characters back on
track. If all else fails, move important
items as you deem fit. As long as doing so
is in keeping with the story, this should not
present a problem. Set the Players up for
success. Keep it challenging but not
impossible. This is especially true for
purchased scenarios. Remember – you are
the GM. Change what you need to change.
Do not punish the Players if they have a
bad night or do not grasp the significance
of the need for a particular item. If
necessary, this may only mean making a
clue a bit more obvious. Some GMs can be
too clever for their own plots. Role Playing
is not about winning. It’s about playing
together, having fun, and above all else,
remaining friends after the game is done.
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SHORT STORY
SINISTER MOON
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA

The light of the moon called to me as the
day gave way to the deepening twilight,
shades of blue almost too endearing to be
so transient. The rays hitting the water
were captivating, luring me closer,
tempting me to explore a path to a celestial
body I knew that I could not reach. The sea
seemed strangely surreal, almost like
liquid metal under the exotic hues touching
the water. They transformed it into a
surreal landscape that moved with the
lapping of the waves. It seemed so inviting
and appeared intermittently dense enough
to accept traversing the water to follow the
path set out by the light of the moon. I
knew that the vista would never be the

BLANK

same should I come again to this place, at
this time, even if the moment seemed
similar – there would always be
differences – subtle or otherwise. I once
walked in steps unbidden, lost in tranquil
dreams that drew me to the periphery of
the sea, and did not so much as glance
towards the moon or even the sky. My
mind was heavy then with the weight of
living and enduring a life without hope.
Perhaps my life distraction was better. It
kept me from noticing the sinister aspect of
that which followed me relentlessly, even
filling my dreams with its presence. I
walked the shoreline in the throes of
melancholy. Now I did so in fear, knowing
that a time was coming when I would be
forever lost to the macabre emanations of a
sinister moon, bathing me in rays of
enduring madness – the folly of my
perception a lure that would be too much
for my fragile mind to stand, and yet, I
could not flee. Even as the celestial orb
waned it continued to be both captivating
and deceptive. When I closed my eyes I
could still see its brooding menace, as if
the celestial orb had been burned into my
memory. It would not let me rest.
The waves lapped towards the shore,
gentle and inviting, but I knew that the
serenity of the approaching night was a lie.
So too was the inviting embrace of the
water. I had seen the truth and I could
never now find my way to a restful sleep. I
had traversed the sands of the shoreline
again and again, following steps of lament
that began in hope only to promise ruin.
My name is Jerome Shaw. I spent the last
twenty years of my life lost in a hopeless
life of mediocrity, deluded into believing I
belonged, only to find that I was alone,
forgotten and friendless. No one cared for
me. No one seemed to have ever regarded
BLANK
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my presence at all. I was nothing more
than an associate of convenience, an
expected aspect of following moments of
interaction that were soon forgotten and
never valued. No one would regret my
loss. My eulogy would be a verse of vacant
emotion, given by a stranger, who would
feel only the sadness of knowing a moment
in the life of a truly forlorn soul. However,
any conjured feeling could only be drawn
from some personal loss, a subjective
recollection confined to the individual that
was deemed fitting; a fleeting memory
evoked to lend an aspect to the charade
that would mean more to the recalled
moment than to me. Those who came to
offer condolences would find my end
tragic but they would be overcome only
with the realisation that they never really
knew me, and when removed from the
obligation, they would pass again into a
world of callous disregard.
In reality I did not realise how terribly
mundane my life had been, or how truly
empty the friendships I took for granted
would become in the aftermath of leaving
those behind who choose to continue in the
same vein of existing in an ordinary life
under the yoke of those who shared the
same ideals in a world that had become
jaded and unkind. The realisation for me
was abrupt, the exodus almost immediate.
I extricated myself from the mundane to
embrace a life that I thought would have
more meaning, but my passing was
nothing more than a ripple of discontent,
soon forgotten, and just as quickly
abandoned. Moments and friendships
followed me like an echo that soon faded
to an awful and awkward silence. Thus, I
retreated – fled to a craven choice of
avoiding conflict and any risk of pain,
emotional or otherwise. Rejection would
BLANK

only hurt me deeper. I came to greet the
sea, not to bask in the serenity, but to find
the courage to walk into the water and end
the charade of living without hope. The
word ‘courage’ seemed so out of place in
my thoughts. Fear kept me from taking the
plunge, so I continued to walk the
shoreline to find a place where I knew that
no one will see me fail. I walked for so
long that the day gave way to sunset, the
twilit haze upon the water lending an eerie
and surreal aspect to the beach on which I
paused. A moment passed that seems far
too long as I stood transfixed by the light
of a full moon cast against an ever
darkening sky, the rays catching the water
until a beam of macabre intensity reached
the shore. There was something in that
cold and empty light that called to me, a
subtle whisper of warning and allure.
Soon, I realised that I was standing in the
sand as the water retreated from the shore,
leaving behind a thousand sinister
squiggles that all at once alarmed me to a
state of apprehension that seemed
somewhat juvenile. They were nothing
more than the displacements in the sand
caused by lug worms, an offensive looking
creature, but harmless. And yet, my
thoughts lingered on these disturbances,
and a greater fear clutched my heart as the
rays of a sinister moon bathed these
seemingly natural portents in celestial rays
of an eerie concentration. Something
seemed wholly wrong. The sandy mounds
moved in unison, each squiggle
manifesting some alteration that was not
readily apparent but more disquieting than
I initially comprehended. The patterns
began to change as the squiggles settled
and moved with startling intent, the lines
taking on an aspect that betrayed some
increase
in
mass,
now
uniform

IGNOREBLANK
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disturbances moving deliberately towards
where I stood. I took a furtive step back
and short jumped to the side, hoping to
position myself away from the trajectory
of the things that swell beneath the sand,
praying that their route was nothing more
than an attempt to move away from the
sinister beams of some celestial sway that I
could not detect. The motion corrected its
path to prove that whatever was happening
beneath the sand, those things were poised
with intent to pursue me. I looked to the
moon, the silver orb revealing traces of
discontent with hints of blue and purple
that merged into steams of red. The
distortion of the colours seemed to lend it a
greater characteristic of malevolence. It
held me almost too long and distracted me
from a more immediate and indigenous
threat. I gasped in terror when I realised
how close the instabilities in the sand had
come. They were little more than two to
three inches from my feet, and the size
distortion had grown to such proportions
as to increase my alarm. Panic. I turned
with the intention of running to find my
route cut off. My only hope rested in
taking a desperate gamble and offering
prayers to anything divine that my legs
would hold out – a cry for deific
intervention that was nothing more than an
insane plea against the dead feeling that
seemed to manifest in my limbs as the cold
seeped precariously deeper to touch the
bone within. It rendered the muscle
uncertain but I had little choice – other
than to accept my fate – as cruel and awful
a thought as that seemed. I had no time to
deliberate. My thoughts raced in fear
through a mind choked with worry.
As the wave of apprehension took a
deeper hold, I suddenly become aware that
I was not alone, though even as I saw the

BLANK

woman standing there, it took me more
than a moment to realise that she was
actually there and not just a figment of my
deluded, unravelling mind. She scrutinised
me in silence and seemed so out of place
on this lonely stretch of beach under the
leering moon. Her hair and clothes were
drenched as if she had only now stepped
from the water. Her skin was so pale, her
eyes dulled to the point where the colour
was uncertain and the redness around the
eyelids betrayed a woman who had not
slept in some time. Her cheekbones
seemed too sharp against a long face that
was plain and haggard but yet lovely in a
way that seemed otherworldly. Her hair
looked darker due to the wash of the water
and the uncertain light of the moon. She
was thin, and her clothing was wholly
inadequate, little more than a frail
nightdress that did little to conceal her
feminine attributes. While she had a
woman’s body, the lines of her femaleness
were subtle. She looked so forlorn that I
was moved from my own melancholy and
reluctance to offer some assistance.
‘Are… are you alright?’ I asked. My
voice sounded strange, strained with
uncertainty and more than a hint of fear.
The woman smiled at me but the
expression was singularly unnerving. It
instilled a greater aspect of caution in me
and I took a step back, conscious of the
swelling swirls of the lug worms. It was
only then I noticed that the squiggles in the
sand had overtaken my retreat. There was
no way for me to avoid them. They had
grown to dangerous proportions in the
light of the sinister moon, one that
continued to hold its allure, but emanated
an aspect that was bewilderingly terrifying.
I repeated my question, trying to
implant calmness into my voice that could
IGNORE
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not be attained given the unsettling
transformation of the lug worm swirls.
‘Are… are you alright?’
The woman offered the same worrying
grin, raised her right arm, gestured towards
the water and pointed to the striking path
reflecting the light of the moon. The
movement shifted her nightdress against
her skin and lent a more striking betrayal
of her femininity. Her breasts brushed the
fabric, which struck against nipples
pronounced by the cold. My eyes followed
the line of her arm as the index finger of
her hand moved to point at the celestial
path wavering on the water, the gentle
waves unable to disturb its presence to any
great extent, as if the sea has been suitably
subdued by the eerie moon.
I hesitated. I did not understand. She
continued to point towards the water and
the baleful light.
A sound from behind took my attention
and I turned to see the now immense swirls
rising like great mounds in the sand.
Suddenly the threatening churns began to
fall away, revealing lug worms of a size
that filled my heart with terror. I looked
again to the woman and I found that she
has already stepped into the water. It
lapped at her knees and she gestured with
her hands for me to follow her. The
lugworms filled the beach and they were of
such a size that I dared not try to cross the
chilling gauntlet. The woman now stood in
deeper water as it played seductively about
her waist. In spite of the lugworms, at first
I was not compelled to follow her. I had
little choice. This was what I needed. This
was why I had come here. My mind was
troubled and I wanted to walk into the
water and just let the sea take me to
oblivion. Now that I was faced with the
inevitability of that fate, my reluctance hit
BLANK

me like waves of panic. The woman
waited, all the while motioning with her
hands for me to enter the water,
demonstrating concern bordering on
desperation. The woman’s mute anxiety
only added to her bizarre arrival at a time
when the danger manifested on the beach
under the light of an increasingly sinister
moon. As the lugworms rose above the
sand mounds with seemingly deliberate
intent, I ran for the water. The woman was
now concealed up to her neck by the lap of
the sea. Soon she would be lost beneath
waves that had grown increasingly
stronger under the swaying emanations of
the moon. I no longer had time to offer any
further indecision. The water was bitter
cold at first, but soon my body began to
adjust and I struggled against the rising
surf to reach the woman, casting a
momentary glance towards the shoreline.
There were hundreds, perhaps thousands,
of giant lugworms strewn across the beach
cutting off all hope of returning to the
shoreline. The water was my only solace.
When my eyes looked again to where the
woman stood, she was lost to my sight.
Panicking, I swam to where I last saw her,
my desperation all at once overwhelming
any previous thoughts of greeting the sea
and the finality of my existence. I knew
only that I must find her. I swam into the
path of the celestial light. Then I saw her,
further out from the beach than I had
anticipated, bobbing in the throes of waves
that carried her further away with each
passing moment. I swam with all my
strength. My thoughts were only of her.
No matter how long I struggled against the
rolling sea, I could not quite reach her.
Soon, I was overwhelmed with despair.
I could not go on. My fingers began to
ache. My strength was failing. Then I saw

BLANK
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her again. She was near and the water
seemed to have settled around her into a
bewildering calm, even though it remained
ever tempestuous around me. I pushed on
and swam until my reserve was spent, my
fingertips reached out to touch hers, my
right hand straining to grasp hold of her
but I could not gain purchase. When I
looked at her face, she was smiling, her
eyes sparkling with unrestrained glee and I
realised the mistake I had made. I had
followed her. I had followed her and I was
damned. Though I came to the sea with
thoughts of ending my life, the realisation
of being here had startled me to the reality
that deep down, I never really meant to do
it.
The woman’s face began to melt away
to be replaced by the unwholesome aspect
of a lugworm, fiendishly large and
horrendously grotesque under the macabre
light of a balefully sinister moon. In
moments the worm dissipated in the water,
liquefying to adopt the aspect of the sea, a
swirl of salt sweeping out from the
epicentre where the creature had moments
before floated in the guise of a woman,
manifested as an enticement to draw me
out into the water under the frightful light
of this callously evil presence.
The cold was unbearable now. I felt the
pain in my extremities, but as it began to
numb all sensation, the discomfort passed
away and I was left floating on the water.
The taste of salt was too much to bear as
the waves lapped over my face and my
thirst grew in proportion to the dryness of
my mouth. I wanted to let go, but
something kept me here, struggling feebly
against the need to give in. I looked to the
light of the moon and suddenly it appeared
mocking and cruel. I heard whispers that
sung a song of lament but I could not grasp

the words. Thin wisps of clouds drifted
across the moon but they did nothing to
diminish its hold on me, the captivating
aura too much to permit me to turn away.
In moments too long to measure and too
short for the endurance of a mortal life, the
moon began to waver and I could not keep
my eyes from watering as I tried in vain to
hold its celestial dominance in focus. The
swell of the taste of salt in my mouth had
almost overwhelmed me. The cold began
to creep deeper into my body, filling my
gullet and my stomach as the saline choked
away all hope of a saving breath. The light
began to waver and soon it had faded so
much that I could not hold on. In that last
moment I realised that I had sank beneath
the water and I could no longer muster the
strength to resist. The sinister moon was
up there. The whispers had become a laugh
that followed me beneath the sea to my last
resting place. My final futile thought was
that I did not want to die. I had been
deceived, and I wanted to live, but it was
already too late…
Image provided by William Anthony Shea - © William Anthony Shea; Moon at
sunset in Youghal, Co. Cork, Ireland (August 2016).
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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.
CALL OF CTHULHU
CAMPAIGN IV: ENDGAME
Keeper: Sir William of Shea.
The Players:
 NPC – Director of Special Operations Diane Watt.
 Michael O’Mahony –Assistant Director (AD)
Wilhelm Vervoort –on sabbatical.
 NPC – Research Director (RD) Mordecai Bromridge.
 Fergal Moore – Acting Assistant Director (AAD)
Special Agent Samuel Colter.
 Alan Kelly – Adjutant: Agent Rok O’Neill.
 Martin Mason – Special Agent Adam Westerlind.
 Bryan Hegarty – Special Agent Franklin Daly.
 NPC – Special Agent Julia Hayes-Vervoort.
 NPC – Agent Allison Crane.
 Paul Mason – Agent Samuel Macky.
 MJ Heffernan – Agent Bryan Brant.
 Martin Mason – Agent Clint Walker.
 Fergal Moore – Agent Frank Harris
 Dane O’Shea – Agent Jack Rooker.
 Luke O’Shea – Agent Brad Wilson.
 NPC – Florence (Flossy) Harkendale.

Wednesday, August 31, 2016
Attendance: Liam, MJ, Fergal, Dane, Luke, and Michael.

NSADXIV3: The Abduction Stone
Agents Brant, Wilson and Walker arrived
in Scottsdale, Arizona via Black 2, one of
two helicopters at the disposal of
Department X, on Wednesday, October 24,
1962. A car was leased from a local garage
and the three Agents proceeded to the
location identified in the case file, the farm
BLANK

of Miles Donovan, approximately 2 miles
from the town. The Agents liaised with
local Law Enforcement; Sheriff Donny
Carter and his deputy, Mark O’Donnell but
did not require their assistance at that time.
Sheriff Carter confirmed that the total
number of missing persons to date
(compiled in his report of October 15,
1962) was eight – others may have gone
missing but were not reported.
MISSING PERSONS – SCOTTSDALE, ARIZONA (8)
Miles Donovan – Farmer
Dr. Alex Morrow – Professor of Antiquities from
Phoenix University.
Dr. Thelonius Anderkurt – Professor of Ancient History
from Phoenix University.
Francine Bradford – Student from Phoenix University.
Carl Windermere – Student from Phoenix University.
Frank Sallow – Local Scottsdale Farmer.
Henry Burrows – Local Odd Jobs man.
Alice Brooks – Local Spinster.

At Donovan’s farm, the three Agents
encountered their first anomaly – increased
vegetation not typically found in Arizona,
the dense growth implying a highly fertile
soil factor. However, it was the excavated
artefact that captured their immediate
attention. The huge monolith stood 70 feet
high, with a width of 23 feet and a depth of
17 feet. Only 12 feet of the monolith could
be seen above ground level. The rest of the
monolith was only visible below after
having been dug out by diggers to its base.
A scaffolding had been erected around the
artefact. The work had been conducted
with great care so as not to touch the
monolith and the scaffolding had been
constructed so as to keep a distance of 3
feet to the fore of the artefact. The
construction equipment was no longer in
the area, having departed prior to the
investigation which was conducted by Dr.
Morrow and his team. No markings were
visible on the monolith but the stone
appeared to have been constructed of a
BLANK
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black granite. A number of visual tests
were carried out on site but none proved
useful until Agent Walker threw a stone at
the monolith. The stone impacted but fell
immediately to the ground with no
rebound, almost as if the energy of the
momentum had been absorbed. This was
confirmed when Walker took out his gun
and shot the fallen stone and then the
monolith. The bullet reacted similarly.
Walker elected to touch the monolith and
reported that the hairs rose on the back of
his hand and he felt a sensation akin to
vibration. The effect seemed to remain
after he removed his hand from the
artefact.
The three Agents were understandably
cautious after this discovery and exhibited
an increased level of apprehension. Agent
Brant conducted a chemical analysis of the
soil and found high moisture content, with
a strange property that was more akin to
the intracellular fluid found in the human
body. Samples were to be taken back to
DX HQ for a more detailed forensic
analysis. Any attempt at radio contact from
the site proved impossible. Agent Walker
returned to the car, parked a mile away
from the farm and tested his exposure to
the monolith with a compass. No matter
the distance, the compass continued to
point towards the monolith. Walker
returned to the site. The three Agents
ventured down to the base of the monolith
using the scaffolding. The moisture
content at the base proved even more
potent. Agent Walker cleared the ground at
the base of the monolith and when he
placed his hands beneath the artefact, he
disappeared. Agent Brant noted a sudden
marked increase in the chemical
composition of the soil. The only way to
be sure was to take further samples and
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bring them back to DX HQ but Brant
believed that Walker had been absorbed by
the monolith. The only other anomaly was
an impression in the stone 80 inches high
by 45 inches wide with a stepped insertion
culminating in a rounding that seemed too
precise to have been carved or sculpted out
of the artefact. This might relate to the key
referenced in Case NSADXIV1: The
Missing Gate. Given the circumstances,
Agents Wilson and Brant withdrew from
Scottsdale, Arizona after they could not
ascertain the fate of Agent Walker. They
enlisted the assistance of Sheriff Carter
and Deputy O’Donnell to secure the road
to the site of the artefact. Agents Wilson
and Brant proceeded to link up with the
team in Gary, Indiana, to submit a report to
Case Lead, Special Agent Franklin Daly.
They arrived in Gary on October 25.
DX Teams in the field received orders: all
operational communications would be
taken by Assistant Florence ‘Flossy’
Harkendale, who had been assigned to DX
Operations as of Wednesday, October 25.
Flossy had already been briefed on all
cases and was in place to provide
additional insights and support.
NSADXIV1: The Missing Gate
Special Agent Franklin Daly led the
investigation. Accompanying him to Gary,
Indiana, were Agents Jack Rooker and
Jason Fowler. They arrived at the location
on the evening of Wednesday, October 24,
and booked into the Sunshine Flowers
Motel on Interstate 90 (I90) on the
outskirts of Gary. This case hinged on
locating either Byron Bridges or Professor
Mark Wolderein, though the latter was a
better option given the passage of time. On
an outside gamble, finding the missing
scholars who supposedly stole the ‘Key’ or
BLANK
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‘Gate’ could in turn lead to the item, the
Professor or Bridges.
Initial investigations revealed that Dr
Wolderein had purchased a pickup truck
about a year before from Harvey’s garage
in town. He was also identified as having
purchased camping and climbing gear
from a local hardware store on the pretence
of going camping in the mountains. Ferris
Mueller remembered him making some
‘Greenhorn’ purchases. He indicated that
Wolderein did not seem certain where he
was going. He mentioned a forest and then
mountains. Near as Mueller could figure,
he probably meant Busse Woods.
SA Daly tasked Agent Jason Fowler
with research in the Gary Library to see if
any other persons had gone missing in the
area, over the past 100 years. Agent
Rooker was given the task of liaising with
local Law Enforcement to ascertain if there
had been any other reported missing
persons in the area or abandoned vehicles,
as well as to arrange for a guide to take the
DX team into the Busse Woods Trail,
located within a 3,700 acre forested area
about 11 miles from Gary, nearer to
Chicago. The main trail was reported to be
nearly 8 miles long, circling some lakes
and meadows, with a couple of much
shorter side loops that led to the north and
south end of the forest.
Agent Frank Harris was tasked with
continuing
the
investigation
into
Wolderein, Bridges and the missing
students in or around Gary.
Agents Brant and Wilson arrived in
Gary, Indiana on the evening of October
25, and reported the loss of Agent Walker
– declared Missing, Status Unknown.

NSADXIV1: The Missing Gate
Let’s first make one thing clear – there are
no mountains in this part of the story.
There are hills and a vast woodland area
but no mountains!
MISSING PERSONS – GARY, INDIANA (10)
Sadie Richards – Student from Chicago University
Fran Murphy – Student from Chicago University
Wendle Boregard – Student from Chicago University
Henry Golan – Student from Chicago University
Byron Bridges – Son of U.S. Supreme Court Judge,
Jonathan Bridges
Professor Mark Wolderein – Head of the Science
Department from Chicago University (Secondary in
Ancient Civilizations).
Agent Horace Novaritz – NSA
Agent Daniel Connors – NSA
Agent Sam Goldman – NSA
Agent David Bryant – NSA

After spending some time ascertaining that
Professor Wolderein and Byron Bridges
could not be found in Gary, Agent Rooker
checked with local police and established
that there were no other missing person’s
BLANK

Wednesday, September 07, 2016
Attendance: Liam, MJ, Fergal, Dane, Luke, and Michael.
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cases and no abandoned vehicles in the
area. Rooker hired a guide to take a team
into the Busse Woods to search for any
evidence of Wolderein, Bridges, the
missing students or clues pertaining to the
missing ‘Gate/Key’. The guide was onequarter American Indian from the
Kickapoo tribe. He was one half Irish, and
the remaining quarter rested in his name…
Hezekiah. His full name was Hezekiah
George Murphy. His Indian name was
‘Born with Beard’, or at least he stated that
to be the closet translation. He responded
mostly to Murphy. Meanwhile, Agent
Frank Harris hit a dead end while trying to
retrace Wolderein’s steps. There was no
local evidence of Bridges having been in
Gary. Agent Fowler continued his research
at the library, but again, in spite of his skill
as a researcher, this proved fruitless.
Agents Wilson and Brant arrived in
Gary via Black 2. Agent Brant then
continued on to DX HQ to analyse the soil
samples he had taken in Scottsdale. Shortly
after, information arrived showing the
dimensions of the ‘Gate/Key’ and some
additional details from a note left by
Townsend. They provided an insight but
also opened up further questions. The
monolith in Scottsdale had an impression
that matched the depiction detailed on the
note. However, there were no impressions
on the gates located in the Catskill
Mountains or near Salem.
Flossy theorised that there may be a
pattern to the locations of the two known
gates. If she was correct, a third gate
would be located near Long Island in New
York, at the site of a holding facility
attached to the Ashbourne Foundation. She
further theorised that a fourth gate could be
located in… Harrisburg, near the site of
the cloning facility Department X

destroyed while shadowing the Avenging
Angel case. A team would need to be sent
to Harrisburg. Special Agent Westerlind
and Agent Alison Crane were already near
the location in Long Island, and perfectly
placed to pursue an investigation at that
site.
Rooker arranged for Fowler and Harris
to meet Murphy in the centre of Gary.
Murphy took them into the Busse Woods,
11 miles from the town. It soon became
clear that Murphy was not quite stable. He
also exhibited an uncanny ability to elicit
information out of his two clients as he
revealed certain snippets that betrayed both
his inquisitiveness and sleight of hand.
Murphy revealed that he has been addicted
to tobacco since he was five years old and
that he might become irritable to the point
of harm if he should run out. This became
more of a problem when he noted that he
might not have enough with him for the
duration of this particular trip into the
woods. While he was generally helpful, his
quirks soon become a further cause for
concern as he shared a birthday rite by
giving Fowler and Harris gifts of an
elongated Kickapoo pipe. Murphy got the
Agents to smoke a modest amount of
tobacco to seal the celebration of his
birthday and then looked for gifts in return.
Fowler gives Murphy a Swiss Army type
knife with useful tools (property of
Department X) and Harris provided him
with a pair of sun glasses (also the
property of DX). Murphy continued to
guide them deeper into the woods,
searching for the site where the other
Government Agent types came to Busse
Woods to survey the area and look into the
possibility of turning this place into a
recreation park. As the days passed, the
Kickapoo guide began to show other
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signs of mental aberrations – principally
anger at finding litter in the woods, which
he proclaimed that certain ‘b#tc&es’ must
have left there. He indicated that he guided
two teenage women into the woods a few
days before he ventured up there with
Agents Fowler and Harris.
Wednesday, September 14, 2016
Attendance: Liam, Bryan, Fergal, Luke, and Michael.

NSADXIV1: The Missing Gate
Agents Fowler and Harris continued to
traverse the Busse Wood, the gradual
upward incline getting steadily more
difficult. Murphy led them to the area
where he last saw ‘Government Types’
surveying the woods where they came face
to face with a man in a dark suit, white
shirt and dark maroon tie, who also
boasted dark sunglasses that hid his eyes
almost as much as his intent. He identified
himself as Central Intelligence Agent
(CIA) Sebastian Lynch, and he professed
to be there under a Presidential order that
superseded any restriction of conducting
CIA operations on domestic soil. Murphy
knew this man and there was an air of
animosity between the two as Lynch told
the ‘Scout’ that he was not welcome here
and he had already been warned – a
warning he extended to Fowler and Harris.
He pointed out that they were currently
under scrutiny and that he had no less than
six snipers targeting their position. Lynch
was not well received by the DX Agents
but they were forced to back down. Harris
convinced Murphy to sneak up the hill and
investigate the area. The Scout was out of
sight when the Agents heard two point
blank shots from a handgun, possibly a
.45. They moved in cautiously and found
Murphy on the ground, apparently dead.
BLANK

Lynch was gone. There were signs of a
major excavation, strikingly similar to the
one in Scottsdale, Arizona, described by
Agent Wilson, though this one had no
monolith. The ground had been disturbed
sufficiently with enough earth to imply the
removal of an object of similar size and
composition.
Murphy was not dead. He climbed to
his feet, rubbing his chest as he extoled the
ability of the DX Kevlar vest to stop a
bullet (or bullets in this case). His chest
was sore but he was alive. When Harris
questioned where he got the vest, he stated
that he had borrowed it… from Harris. In a
moment of absolute confusion, Murphy
explained how the weed they shared for his
birthday made the two Agents open to
suggestion, how he had foreseen his death
at the hands of Lynch, how it was
impossible to avoid his fate, how he saw
things from time to time, and how Harris
should be thankful that he only lost his
Kevlar vest as Fowler did not fare so good.
Harris found that he was wearing some
kind of leather Indian harness. Fowler was
even more distressed to find that he was
wearing Murphy’s underpants, a garment
that the Scout has been previously wearing
for 14 days. Murphy also lifted Lynch’s
cigarettes while being shot by the CIA
Agent. The Kickapoo Scout seemed to
have an uncanny sleight of hand ability to
go alone with his prescience.
Special Agent Daly, Agent Rooker and
Agent Wilson arrived on site. They
enlisted the services of Murphy who
confirmed that heavy vehicles had
removed something from this hill,
supported by other vehicles, but it could
not have been the monolith. He alluded
that Lynch may also have been responsible
for the disappearances in the area. Daly,
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being sensitive to the nature of the Mythos,
offered revelations just before he collapsed
in a catatonic state. There was a monolith
here. It was shifted spatially or by
extradimensional means. The monolith
was moved, possibly to its point of origin.
Before Daly could add to this insight he
was overcome by that which he saw and
was in serious danger.
Murphy offered further insights that
proved his value to DX who provisionally
co-opted the Kickapoo Scout into the team.
Lynch most likely had the ‘Key’ DX were
looking for and he was after other parts of
the ‘Gate’, which meant he would be
heading to Scottsdale, Arizona. The more
immediate problem was the condition of
Daly. DX had the ability to wipe his
memory of the event that led to his
collapse, but only if they reached out to
Doctor Mordecai Bromridge and the
Research Team in Montana. There was a
concern that this might compromise the
security of DX’s new location. The only
other alternative was to let Daly recover
organically, through rest, revival and
extensive psychoanalysis, but this would
take 11-12 months to return him to the
field. Harris contacted HQ and consulted
with Acting Assistant Director Colter, who
reluctantly consented for Daly to be wiped.
He arranged for a neutral location near
Chicago and airlifted Daly to that site
under the scrutiny of Adjutant Rok
O’Neill. Colter also reassigned Agent
Lenny Larkin to provide covert security
for Daly and O’Neill. Special Agent Daly
was expected to recover within 24 hours.
In the meantime, his team was directed to
Scottsdale, Arizona, to stop Lynch from
acquiring the monolith at all costs. They
were also tasked to recover the ‘Key’ if
possible and to use all available resources.
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THE HARRISBURG CONNECTION
Agent Larkin had not found anything to
support Harrisburg being linked to the
‘Gates’ or the case files, but was pulled
from the location as emergency cover to
support Adjutant O’Neill.
NSADXIV3: The Abduction Stone
The site was currently closed off and under
the limited security of Sheriff Donny
Carter and Deputy Mark O’Donnell.
NSADXIV2: Dr Woo
Agent Sam Macky continued to hold
position in the Catskill Mountains, New
York, on the lookout for the missing Dr.
Woo.
Missing Persons – Catskill Mountains, New York (1)
Doctor Woo

NSADXIV4: The Ashbourne Foundation
Special Agent Adam Westerlind was
redirected to Long Island to investigate a
lead into the possible location of a ‘Gate’
in an Ashbourne warehouse holding
facility, while Agent Allison Crane
remained on location in New York City,
keeping the Ashbourne Foundation under
surveillance.
Wednesday, September 21, 2016
Attendance: Liam, Bryan, Dane, and Luke.

Special Agent Franklin Daly, having
recovered from his ordeal in Gary, Indiana,
gathered intelligence and updates from all
sources. He knew that CIA Sebastian
Lynch was most likely working to
ascertain the location of the monolith in
Scottsdale, Arizona, and Daly prepared his
team to intercept and counter this
intention. He kept Agent Larkin on
standby, activated an initiative to move
Agent Macky into service, and called on
all resources to counter Lynch. This took
BLANK
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Several days to coordinate. The date was
October 30, 1962. The teams were airlifted
via Black 1 & 2, under an emergency
directive, to Scottsdale, but were dropped
5 klicks out from the airport and proceeded
on foot to the artefact location on
Donovan’s farm. Diane communicated
directly with SA Daly. This was a DX
issue. No matter what the consequences,
they were ordered to – secure the
Scottsdale site – put Lynch down – clear
all collateral evidence (including local
assets utilised to secure the site if required)
– use as necessary and eliminate with
extreme prejudice. All resources were to
be focused on preventing the removal of
the monolith in Scottsdale.
Meanwhile, Flossy established that
there was absolutely no mirror site
surrounding Scottsdale, or indeed, near
Arizona. The monolith was a misplaced
artefact. The most likely location of the
fourth gate was in Harrisburg, and a gate
definitely existed in Long Island near the
Ashbourne commercial holding facility.
With the arrival of a new and
substantially increased security team in
DX, vetted by Diane, the Alpha team were
released to cover outlying assignments and
locations. Two of the soldiers were
assigned to the Catskill Mountain location
in place of Agent Macky. Two were sent to
New York; one to support Agent Crane,
the other to support Special Agent
Westerlind. One was sent to monitor the
site in Harrisburg. The remaining soldier
was assigned to Special Agent Daly and
the active operation in Scottsdale, Arizona.
Lynch was not likely to take too long to
locate the monolith, but according to
Murphy, the ritual being used to activate
the ‘Key’ might not be exact. He had seen
flashes in his waking dreams that showed
BLANK

him a time of conflict under the wash of
heavy rains. Flossy confirmed that a storm
was moving towards Scottsdale, but would
not hit the location for another four to six
days. Still, given the importance of
preventing Lynch and his team from
acquiring the monolith, Diane ordered SA
Daly and the DX contingent to stay in
place and prepare to counter any incursion.
Wednesday, September 28, 2016
Attendance: Liam, Michael, Martin, MJ, Dane, Luke, and
Paul.

NSADXIV3: The Abduction Stone
SA Franklin Daly recovered from his
ordeal in Gary, Indiana, just in time to lead
his team into the fray in Scottsdale,
Arizona. All available resources were
gathered and sent to the location of the
monolith with urgency. Flossy noted that a
storm was forecast to hit Scottsdale,
Arizona, on Friday, November 02, and that
this may tie into what Murphy had seen in
his vision. Preventing Sebastian Lynch
from acquiring the artefact was the
primary concern.
In spite of the Kickapoo Scout’s
prescient flash indicating an attack during
inclement weather, a pack of Ghouls,
seemingly directed by Sebastian Lynch,
moved on the monolith location on
Tuesday, October 30. The attack was
brutal, one-sided and brief. DX personnel
repelled Lynch’s forces, killed nineteen
Ghouls, removed two of the sniper strike
team and dealt with Lynch. Unfortunately,
the snipers proved to be clones, as did
Lynch. The farmer – Miles Donovan also
made a surprise return, but given the tense
situation, he was placed under guard at his
shack to be questioned later when time
permitted. Daly surmised that Lynch’s
attack was nothing more than a precursor
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to gauge the strength, resources and tactics
of DX personnel protecting the monolith.
DX were cut off. They could not
communicate while inside the one mile
perimeter, they were a mile away from the
vehicles that had brought them up the trail
to the farm, and they could not rely on
reinforcements. Lynch… the real one, was
still out there and if Murphy’s vision held
through, he would make another attempt to
take the monolith during a storm.
Meanwhile in New York…
NSADXIV4: The Ashbourne Foundation
Sunday, October 28, 1962: Special Agent
Westerlind, accompanied by Private John
Harrison, was directed to Long Island by
Flossy. They were sent to investigate a
warehouse location that was owned by the
Ashbourne Foundation to ascertain if it
was being used as a containment area for a
‘Gate’. This was a surveillance mission
only. Westerlind was directed not to
engage Ashbourne personnel, and if at all
possible, to maintain his cover, as this was
a covert assignment. Westerlind found that
the warehouse was of sufficient size but,
contrary to orders, he decided to push the
issue by confronting on site Security.
Ashbourne personnel invited Special
Agent Westerlind to withdraw, noting
considerable on site assets that would be
brought to bear if he declined. Westerlind
withdrew after taking in as much detail as
he could. He had revealed his credentials
and Ashbourne would now be aware of a
potential DX threat. Any element of
surprise was lost.
Wednesday, October 12, 2016
Attendance: Liam, Bryan, Fergal, Dane and Luke.

NSADXIV4: The Ashbourne Foundation
Tuesday, October 30, 1962: Special Agent
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Westerlind and Private John Harrison were
directed to return to Long Island, again
under orders not to engage Ashbourne
personnel. They were sent to survey the
area, Foundation assets on the ground, and
to formulate a plan. Under no
circumstances were they to confront the
associates of the Ashbourne Foundation.
Security had been increased at the facility
in the interim with patrols being doubled
and personnel on the ground increased to
four times what had been witnessed at the
location previously. Westerlind carried out
his orders, but when he had gathered the
required information, he went to the gate
again to talk to the security officer in
charge. After a brief exchange, the security
officer instructed Westerlind to withdraw
and not to return. He handed him a pair of
binoculars and directed him to look
towards the warehouse about 300 yards
from their current position. Westerlind saw
two hooded individuals being pushed
through the partially open door. They were
forced to their knees by a contingent of
heavily armed security personnel, two of
whom came forward and placed silenced
handguns at the heads of the captives. The
hoods were removed to reveal… Assistant
Director Wilhelm Vervoort and Special
Agent Julia Hayes-Vervoort, both gagged,
showing some signs of distress and having
been tortured. They were supposed to be
on a Rest and Recuperation (R&R) standdown sabbatical. The Security Officer at
the gate directed Westerlind to withdraw
and to take his grunt (referring to Harrison)
with him or the two captives would be
executed. Westerlind’s first instinct was to
shoot the Security Officer dead and wade
into the Long Island location with guns
blazing to save Wilhelm and Julia. He
decided that discretion was better than a
BLANK
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vain attempt to save them now. He would
only get them and himself killed.
Westerlind reluctantly moved to withdraw,
but stopped and turned to the Security
Officer, scrutinising his badge: Mike
Kincaid – Chief of Security – Ashbourne
Foundation. His parting words were –
‘This isn’t over.’ To which the Chief of
Security replied; ‘Looking forward to
seeing you again, Westerlind. In the
meantime, have a nice trip.’
The smug smile of the Chief followed
Westerlind all the way back to the car. He
picked up Harrison on the way. The soldier
had been in the adjacent treeline providing
sniper cover. Westerlind gave a fleeting
smirk of his own – he had kept the
binoculars.
Meanwhile, in Scottsdale, Arizona,
Special Agent Daly was busy readying his
resources to counter another attempt by the
real Sebastian Lynch to acquire the
monolith, knowing that the position could
not be defended indefinitely. Murphy had
foreseen the CIA operative taking the
artefact, but the underlying aspect of the
vision showed the monolith disappearing
during a storm over the Donovan farm
location. They had to find a way to appear
to resist the incursion of Lynch without
actually resisting. They would also need a
way to track the monolith. Daly questioned
the farmer, Miles Donovan, who was
beginning to show Ghoulish mannerisms.
He had returned to his home because of
some unfinished business but he was more
than happy to talk as long as Daly and the
other Agents promised not to harm the
other Ghouls. They were his friends.
Donovan confirmed that Agent Clint
Walker was not dead, but that he had been
captured and tortured by ‘those in the
white coats’. He also indicated that they
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did have a Chinese man who was
reluctantly working on the inscriptions and
incantations. This could only be Dr Woo.
Sebastian Lynch seemed to have the
advantage, and not just in numbers.
In the meantime Agents Harris and
Fowler had found a way to track the
monolith. The compass used by Agent
Walker was attuned to the artefact,
providing a means to follow if the
monolith was taken. However, Murphy
became concerned when his visions
showed him dying during an explosion
caused when lightning stuck the artefact
during the storm. The explosion killed
everyone within a six mile radius of the
monolith. Fowler had rigged an explosive
device to the ‘Key’ entry point near the
base of the artefact. In light of this vision,
Murphy decided to remove the device. He
also advised the other Agents in
positioning away from the danger areas.
Daly and his team were ready. They
played out the ruse, and avoided killing the
Ghouls as requested by the farmer, who
rejoined his companions as they moved to
take the monolith. They had tunnelled
underground to come in line with the base
of the artefact. Lynch achieved his goal.
Murphy watched as Lynch directed six
Ghouls to place the ‘Key’ and performed
the required moving ritual. The compass
pointed east… towards New York. He saw
a vision of the monolith being put in place,
the capstone already at the location of
origin with the other side of the ‘Gate’. He
saw a host of confusing images that he
could not readily decipher but picked up
the basics of the device ‘Key’, the ritual of
activation, and the mention of a name…
‘Kennedy’. He also got the impression of a
great wave of darkness descending on New
York and spreading out across a vast area.
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My, how time flies. Welcome one and all to
yet another edition of Fumble.
Time does fly. It flies when you are having
fun, working hard, studying, raising kids, or
trying to fit in all of the above. That said, it is
important to pause for a moment and
remember our commitments to more than
just our jobs and our day to day lives.
Friendship for one will accompany you long
after that day has dwindled to a memory of
erratic past anxiety, and steer you through the
many phases in your life. Having moved to
Germany a few months ago, I must admit that
I greatly miss my weekly dose of KOMY
madness. But time and distance also bring
with them great appreciation of the moments
you are lucky enough to experience, and it is
with a renewed hunger and anticipation that
this Seneschal looks forward to both WarpCon
in January 2017 and NextCon in May 2017!
Living here in Germany has given me a
greater clarity and awareness of one issue in
particular, and that is our other Knights who
live away from Ireland. I think that Fumble
Newszine, and a great many other initiatives
created and driven by the White Knight, are
fantastic in providing a connection for our
distant Knights. However, for some the urge
to play and exercise that roleplaying muscle is
one that needs a more direct fix. That is why I
have decided to gather interest for an
additional monthly game session that will be
played online using tools such as Roll20 (a free
online role playing platform) and Skype. This
game will be a new campaign set in my own
game world.
In order to gauge interest in this project, I
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have set up an email address where you can
email me directly for further details. Once a
trial group has been assembled, the optimal
night of the week and time will be
determined. If you are interested in taking
part in this project, please email me at:
komy.senseschal@gmail.com.
In other news, the games roll onward
captained by Sir William and Sir Alan. I would
like to extend my appreciation on behalf of
KOMY to these gentlemen for delivering
consistently week after week. Thanks also to
Sir Michael of Mahony for his card game
sessions that provide a break from the
madness every once in a while. I am sure our
seasoned GMs greatly appreciate this respite
and I know the other Knights have great fun at
these sessions. WarpCon sits upon the
horizon, and soon we will have a clearer
picture of what NextCon 2017 will look like. In
addition to these events, we will also see the
Seneschal’s Invitational, a very special event
that may or may not include an RPG session.
Stay tuned to the next edition of Fumble for
further details. This event will take place in
quarter one of 2017.
Speaking of 2017, it is that time again
where seasonal holidays will soon be upon us.
I wish the very best and great happiness and
joy to all of KOMY. I will be returning to
Ireland in December for the New Year. I look
forward to catching up with many of you then.
Until that time, I leave you with a few words
worth remembering.
‘Tea. Earl Grey. Hot’ - Captain Jean-Luc Picard
SENESCHAL: Sir

Martin of Mason
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ILLUSTRATED
Ayre is a land in conflict, full of danger
and opportunity. The land has a diverse
and rich culture dominated by humans, but
they are not alone. Creatures of darkness
roam the night. The wilderland is not so far
away as to be denied. Elven Dissidents
fight for the return of their home,
territories they accuse the humans of
stealing from their ancestors. Amidst all of
this turmoil, humanity does so much to
deny any possibility of a lasting peace,
even amongst their own kind.
The land of Ayre has eight countries,
each with its own ruling Faction, laws and
customs. The detailed maps presented
below provide an illustrated snapshot of
IGNORE

the land. The countries of Ayre will be
dealt with in greater detail in Knightshade
– The Loremaster’s Tome, where the maps
will be presented in full, along with all the
necessary details to play in this land.
The snapshots below include a touch of
Ravensburg, Taer, Calliban, Falhurst and
Grail in broad detail.
Check out Knightshade KST01 ‘The
Initiate’s Tome’ available from Amazon
and Bad Dog Publishing in paperback
edition only, and watch out for the
forthcoming
titles
KST02
‘The
Grandmaster’s Tome’ and KST03 ‘The
Loremaster’s Tome’.
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.php/publications-2/rpgs/
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COMING NEXT ISSUE
ILLUSTRATED
WarpCon XXVII
Pictures by KOMY
IN GAMES
Game Review
GOLD DIGGER
THE SENESCHAL’S DECLARATION
Words of wisdom from the Seneschal of the Knights of Misspent Youth
THE GMs GUIDE
Game Time
Dealing with breaks in the cycle of gaming and how it impacts a story.
CONVENTION CUBE
What’s on the calendar for 2017?
INNER CIRCLE
Game updates from the Knights of Misspent Youth.

SHORT STORY
Remnant – Prologue: Shadows
An extract from the forthcoming sequel to Nightmare, Vampire and Fallen:
DEAR FUMBLE
More letters from our readers.
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