EDITORIAL
Looking to the past is as important as
looking to the future. With that in mind,
‘In Games’ features a very special look
back at a game Campaign set in AD&D
2nd Edition that still evokes so many
memories for the Knights of Misspent
Youth (past and present). The Company
of the Goodies was, and still is, the one
by which all others are measured – at
least by me. The stories still bring
smiles to so many of our KOMY
members, and groans to a few.
Looking to the future, our next issue
will see some major cosmetic changes
and a rearrangement of the long running
articles. Life is about embracing change
and adapting to the future. Fumble is
about gaming and widening the appeal
to a larger and ever-growing audience.
With that in mind, when distributing
this issue, we will be asking our
readership how they would like to
receive Fumble in the future – via PDF
attached in an e-mail as normal or as a
link to where the issue is available to
download from the BDP website… or
cringe… not at all. We have long
provided an ‘opt out’ disclaimer but
with a greater target audience we need
to be sure that our current readership
still wish to receive the Newszine and
in their preferred format.
Fumble is late, something that is
hard not to notice, and it is not the first
time, but unlike other occasions, this
release failure rests firmly with the
Editor. I would like to cite mitigating
circumstances, but in truth, the delay
was purely personal. Too much to do,
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too little time, with all of life’s mad
idiosyncrasies getting in the way. The
issue is packed, so much so that for
once, we had to defer production of
some choice articles and preform a cut
or two on the excessive side to make
everything fit. Even a digital issue is not
immune to publishing constraints. This
is not the first time we have delayed a
release and I am sure it will not be the
last, but on the bright side, at least we
get to say – Merry Christmas and
Happy New Year!
Sometimes we forget why we do this
– produce an issue that reflects on the
past of the Knights of Misspent Youth
as well as looking to the future of both
Bad Dog Publishing and KOMY. Then
there are moments when we get to
revisit the Goodies, glimpse the
forthcoming BDP publications and
evoke memories that are both lasting
and endearing. Then we know why we
are still here and why Fumble has
survived the test of time – because we
care about the moments we have shared
and will share in the time to come.
Regards and fare thee well for now…
William Anthony Shea – Master Sage
Editor – Bad Dog Publishing.
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we can make the Newszine better.
info@baddogpublishing.ie
Master Sage
BDP & KOMY NEWS
Welcome to the Letters page of Fumble
Newszine. This is the place to voice
your opinions on the games we play,
BDP publications, the Knights of
Misspent Youth, and all aspects of
gaming.
Dear Fumble,
There’s a mistake in Issue Ten. The
Game Calendar has two entries for
the 22/10/2014.
Vigilant
Hi Vigilant, thanks, we already caught
that one and updated the website with
the correct information.
Open Letter to Fumble Readership:
Did you know that you can still view
back issues of Fumble Newszine on the
BDP website in both standard PDF and
Kindle friendly formats? If not, check
out the BDP website from time to time.
Feel free to follow is on Twitter
@BDPubL and ‘LIKE’ us on Facebook:
https://www.facebook.com/pages/BadDog-Publishing/265531676828609
In the coming year we will be changing
the format of Fumble – if you have any
suggestions or there is a particular topic
of interest to you or your gaming group,
do let us know how BLANK
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BDP Titles are appearing on Kindle!
The Darkling Pool series is now
available on all Amazon websites. Did
you know that unlike many other
publishers, BDP titles are offered at
greatly reduced prices than traditional
paperbacks?
Fumble Issue Twelve: planned release
date is February 2015! This is a
Newszine changing event with a whole
new line up and presentation.
KOMY will have a new Seneschal after
the season end Kennel Party in July
2015… but who will he be?
Sir Bryan of Hegarty will be the second
Knight to reach the monumental half
century in May 2015, but do you know
who the first was?
Do you know who boasts the oldest
surviving Character in all KOMY
campaigns since the inception of the
group? Who is the most feared or
reviled antagonist? Who vaunts the
most talked about Character? Is there
one Non-Player Character who sticks
out in your mind? If you could change
the past, would you change the story?
SNAIL MAIL SUBMISSIONS:
BAD DOG PUBLISHING
‘THE KENNEL’
C/O 16 KILLREENDOWNEY AVENUE,
BALLYPHEHANE, CORK, IRELAND.

submissions@baddogpublishing.ie

THE COMPANY OF THE

GOODIES
(PART I)
STARRING
Michael of Mahony
As David the Gnome
Hest Sciprar
As himself
Shane Walshe
As Noddy Thanatos
Bryan Hegarty
As Serf Shadowwynde
Gregg Patrick
As Pugnacious Roundstone
Fergal Moore
As Norwind T Vunderbucks
Kieran Walshe
As Barwick Tal-Kyree
Gregg Patrick
As Penelope Plunderhoard
& As Moonblight
Eoin Clune
As Juno Thallarion
Conor Clune
As John Doe (JD)
These were, for all intents and purposes,
the originals. There were a few
Characters who interacted with the
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Goodies and preceded these mighty and
legendary heroes, but they did not begin
as Goodies. In truth, there were only six
founder members – Hest, David,
Pugnacious, Serf, Noddy and JD.
Others joined later but they are no less
memorable. The Company of the
Goodies were, quite simply – EPIC!
They were (and still are) the
personification of the perfect Dungeons
& Dragons (D&D) 2nd Edition
Adventuring Company, embracing all
that the life of an explorer had to offer.
Some have survived to become part of
D&D 3rd Edition and to interact with
those Characters from later Campaigns,
most significantly in the 2012 crossover
– D&D All: Convergence, and more
recently in the sequel, Confrontation.
Many years have passed since the
inception of the Company of the
Goodies. Due to the scope of this
article, our look into the past will run
over an indeterminate number of issues.
There is a lot of history here and to do it
justice, we must pay proper respect to
the contents in our homage to the past.
CAMPAIGN I: WATERDEEP
Background One – Waterdeep & the North
Waterdeep One – Dassalar’s Amulet
Interlude One – A Priest’s Calling
Waterdeep Two – Smuggler’s Blues
Interlude Two – Burglary, John Doe Style
Waterdeep Three – Savikil’s Ploy
Waterdeep Four – Dangerous Vice
Waterdeep Five – The High Road
CAMPAIGN II: RETURN TO WATERDEEP
Background Two – House of Tears (Revised)
Prelude – Return to the House of Tears
Return One – North to the City of Splendours
Return Two – Old Enemies, New Friends
Return Three - Knightmoon

These were the first two Campaigns
spanning a journey that began decades
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ago. The story opened, like so many,
with the Company of the Goodies down
on their luck and needing money. They
stayed in the Inn of the Dripping
Dagger, home to a benevolent patron,
Filiare and his daughter, Helena. The
Innkeeper and his daughter were to
become steadfast friends of the
Company of the Goodies, and in fact,
many years later one of the Goodies,
Hest Sciprar, would marry Filiare’s
daughter. For much of the first and
second Campaigns, the Company would
often return to stay in the Loft of the
Inn of the Dripping Dagger. This was
more than just a place to stay. Filiare
and Helena were like family to the
Goodies.

From humble beginnings, the name of
the Company of the Goodies soon
became synonymous with good fortune,
wealth and heroic deeds.
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Those in need knew where to find
the Goodies, or at least how to get word
to the heroes of Waterdeep. As much as
the Goodies gained a reputation, they
also invited the attentions of those who
would see the Company undone. One
nemesis became a thorn in the Goodies
side – the evil Necromancer, Savikil.
They would encounter this arch-fiend
many times, within the walls of the City
of Splendours and on their travels to far
off lands.

The bravery of one of the Goodies in
particular often led these companions to
some misfortune. David the Gnome was
a formidable fighter, but he was also
prone to getting himself killed. A
considerable amount of wealth was
expended in bringing the daring Gnome
back to life time and time again, but he
more than paid his way by fighting to
acquire the gold in many dungeons.
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The acquisitions of the Goodies
outweighed the cost of resurrection.
David proved to be a loyal friend, one
worthy of any apparent shortcoming (no
pun intended) akin to bad luck.

in Waterdeep and worked behind the
scenes to manipulate the Goodies, this
only marked the beginning of an
association. Claudia’s history predated
the Company of the Goodies Campaign
as they encountered one of the only two
survivors of the Company of Tears,
believed lost to darkness some years
before. His name was Finatinium, a
Half-Elf dominated and tortured in the
basest manner by Claudia and used for
her devises. His manhood had been
removed to keep him from desiring any
other woman, though his mistress
practiced promiscuity with aplomb. The
other surviving member of the
Company of Tears was a swordarm
named Haldarin Mountcharles. He
would later join the Goodies.

\

The Inn of the Dripping Dagger was
home. Waterdeep was home. The life of
an adventurer frequently took the
Goodies away from the city, and
ultimately, into a darkness that they
have never truly been able to escape.
Savikil was not the only adversary
that would encounter the Company of
the Goodies more than once. They
faced the devious and delectable
Claudia Harker on a number of
occasions. This vampiric villain, as
much as the evil necromancer, would
span the history of the Goodies in
Waterdeep and beyond as a recurring
thorn, to raise a groan of disapproval
and add a flavour of dismay to any
encounter. When she took up residence
BLANK

The Company of the Goodies were
heroes all and always stood for justice,
though at times their methods may not
have seemed particularly gallant.
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FEATURED ARTICLE
HOW TO SURVIVE A CON!
Drink lots of water. You may not like it.
You may even believe that you can
survive without it – but you can’t! Be
prepared for the onrush of gamers when
the Trade Hall opens. Their enthusiasm
is at its peak when there is any
possibility of a bargain and being first is
a must. Let them to it, unless there is
something you must have that can only
be obtained in the opening moments of
chaos. Shower! It may not be essential,
but believe me, others will be thankful
for your efforts and you can quickly
disassociate yourself from those who
decide to let the basics of hygiene slip.
In fact, stay away from the Trade Hall
until the crowds thin out (no pun
intended). The heat, the odours and the
crowding will make you wish you had.
When you do make it into the Trade
Hall, do not buy everything you see.
You may not be able to bring it all
home, and in truth, you should ask
yourself – do you really need it? Most
gamers have shelves full of products
that may never see the light of day.
If you find a comfortable location to
play in – do not give it up! If you need
to move away for any reason – always
leave someone in place to protect the
space. Bring snacks. The Con may tell
you that it is amply catered for, but how
long can you stand in a queue waiting
for food you wouldn’t be inclined to eat
on your worst day? Alcohol is another
concern, but along with the queues, you
may need to be mindful of the price.
Cons are notoriously bad for brokering
deals with on-site bars.

Get
up
and
walk
around
occasionally. It will do your body good,
especially when it comes time to leave.
Play the games you want to play –
not those you are coerced into –
sometimes it is just good to sit and talk.
To survive a Con, in particular one
run over a few days (that may have 24
hour gaming) you need to walk away
from time to time. Leave the Con, relax
and do something completely unrelated,
even if it is only for an hour or two. On
that note, arriving before the Con and
leaving after the event has finished is
always advisable. This allows attendees
to take a moment before and after the
event to unwind – essential if you are
planning to engage in a lot of activities.
Again – drink lots of water throughout
the day and at night. Take it easy,
breathe and… don’t forget to shower!

THE GMs GUIDE
FRIENDS AND CONTACTS
Who are the facilitators of those little necessities?

Sometimes you just can’t find the thing
you want without knowing someone
somewhere who can either point you in
the right direction or who can act as a
source for those little hard to acquire
necessities that make an adventurers life
easier. For the GM, providing a
backdrop of friends and contacts to help
the Characters obtain everything from
the exotic to the rare can present a
challenge. Perhaps the GM just needs to
buy a little time to weigh the costs, if
not the implications, of a Player request.
Wanting and getting are two very
different things. What may seem
essential to a Player with ambitions to
BLANK
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augment his possessions can often serve
to impact a story in a way that a GM
cannot anticipate. For instance, take the
Player who has his mind set on the
introduction of firearms that are not yet
available
in
a
pseudo-medieval
Campaign. The GM has a choice – a
blanket refusal, or an opportunity to
integrate such procurement into the
story. When weighing the implications,
he must also figure out where such
items can be found. Introducing any
friends and contacts into a story may
require monitoring thereafter. Perhaps
the request will be for nothing more
mundane than a quality forger or a
fence. Once introduced, if not part of
the story already, such personas will
need to be tracked in case the Character
requires such services again. Reaching
out repeatedly to the same contacts can
offer a level of consistency, and lead to
unanticipated
friendships
between
Characters and those who provide such
services, especially if the Persona is
perceived to be doing so at some risk,
even if it is mutually beneficial. Players
should be encouraged to make friends
in the lands they pass through on their
travels and to search out contacts that
may be of value. The trick for the GM
is to make sure that in any return to the
same area, the friends and contacts that
a Character has made remain the same
while moving with the story as well as
the passage of time – ‘Oh, we are
passing through Galhaven, I think I will
look up Padjo the Smith. He was able to
repair my axe the last time we came
through here, and he helped me out in
that tavern misunderstanding’.
A contact or a friend can come out of
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anywhere or any situation. If the GM
threw in Padjo just to facilitate repairing
the Character’s axe, or he added the
Persona just to get him out of a bad
situation, these are the things that need
to be consistent and noted for any future
dealings. Of course the GM could
always state – ‘You ask a local and it
appears that Padjo left town some time
ago. No one knows why’, but this could
prompt an unnecessary reaction of
concern from the Character that might
invariably lead the story in the wrong
direction. It is better to tailor contacts
and friends to support rather than inhibit
a story and to use those in play rather
than adlibbing. If you have to
improvise, keep good notes on any
personalities you add.
However you manage friends and
contacts, always be mindful of a
Player’s reaction to the Personas you
present in a game. Don’t use them to
exploit the Characters just because they
provide an opportunity to do so. The
Player (and their Characters) must have
some confidence in the associations
they build over time, whether it’s
through intimidation, grudging respect
or genuine friendship. Of course that is
not to say that a personality cannot
appear to be one thing and end up being
another. As long as the original intent is
in keeping with the story, hiding an
antagonist behind a mask of geniality
and helpfulness can be a great way to
add a Persona whose ultimate aim is to
thwart the Characters – one willing to
play the long game by giving them what
they need to succeed in an effort to
promote his own self-interests in what
can be a Campaign changing event.

KILLING TIME PART XVII
UNLOCKING DOORS IN TIME
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA

Convergence. Any coming together of
events does not necessarily provide
answers. The time of death for Cindy
Anderson had been wrong? Lab
confirmed that there were anomalies in
the autopsy that only now came to light,
pushing the time of death to earlier,
maybe even by as much as two to three
hours. The convenience of this
revelation was almost too much for Jack
to swallow. Engelhardt wanted closure
but he too showed the same frown of
disbelief. This both validated the Diablo
Foundation’s claim that Morris Quibley
had been present in a meeting at the
time of Cindy Anderson’s death and
provided the deviant worm with the
opportunity to have committed the
crime. Along with Rachel Moore and
the evidence pointing to Quibley in that
case, it was just a little too neat and
tidy. Diablo were no longer culpable.
Quibley was guilty. The fact that he was
also dead made any hope of disputing
the facts a moot point. Jack knew deep
down that the perpetrator was Quibley,
but he also knew that Diablo, both the
Foundation and the man, had been
aware of their employee’s excesses. He
did not, however, have any evidence
linking one to the other. Instinct was not
enough to accuse, let alone convict.
Withholding evidence was a crime but
the burden of proof meant that any
supposition on the parts of Engelhardt
and Gabriel wouldn’t wash. Again,
knowing was not enough. Diablo’s
lawyers would make dog meat of them.
Worse, George would be only too
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happy to put this one to bed. There were
other cases, other crimes to investigate.
Jack had even begun to harbour
unvoiced thoughts that Diablo had
somehow got to the medical examiner
but without concrete evidence, an
accusation like that would have graver
implications for Engelhardt and himself
if they could not prove some
culpability. Thinking it possible did not
make it true and he had no cause to
mistrust the Lab techs or to believe that
they had become involved in a
conspiracy that seemed to have no
implications. Even if Diablo could be
proved culpable, the fallout would be
negligible – a reprimand, a fine –
nothing more than a slap on the wrist.
‘Stinks to high heaven, but thems the
breaks,’
sighed
Engelhardt,
his
exhalation a resignation to the futility of
chasing something that no one wanted
to pursue. ‘Write it up and let it go,
Jack. You’ll live longer if you don’t
dwell on what can’t be changed. Go
enjoy yourself at that little soirée of
Diablo’s. You might as well get
something out of all this – now that we
no longer have an open case.’
Jack shook his head in disbelief. He
didn’t know how the Diablo Foundation
was involved in this whole sordid affair
but he knew they were complicit, and
that meant they were guilty by
association. They knew – or to be more
precise, John Diablo knew. Two or
more women were dead because of
Quibley. He wasn’t smart enough to
have the wherewithal to have
committed the murders without leaving
clues behind. Someone had cleaned up
after him, or covered up his
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indiscretions. It all amounted to the
same thing – guilt.
‘So they just get away with it,’ said
Jack with more than a trace of irritation.
‘Yes,’ replied Engelhardt. ‘Write it
up and move on. As soon as you’re
done, get out of here and go get ready.
There are plenty cases waiting for us. If
nothing else, it will make George
happy, or at least more agreeable for a
while. I don’t think happy is something
he is capable of, except in short bursts.’
Engelhardt’s attempt at being glib
did nothing to lessen the impact of
disappointment. This did not sit right
with Jack and he was not going to let it
go. Engelhardt knew he wouldn’t, but
there was nothing else to say on the
matter for now. They were stumped.
Quibley had committed the murders. In
the end, wasn’t that what really
mattered? Catching the perpetrator and
moving on to the next case. The dead
didn’t care about justice, and it seemed
that no one else did either – at least not
beyond knowing that the perpetrator
was no longer out there.
Jack took Engelhardt’s advice,
finished writing it up and left.
Engelhardt was right. He needed to get
ready and if he had any hope of finding
answers, Diablo and its employees were
the key. Caroline Richards might
provide some of what Jack was looking
for, but he doubted she knew enough.
She was a way in, nothing more.
When Jack stepped outside the
precinct he came face to face with Alice
Lake. He was a little taken aback. A
momentary impression of fire washed
over him. She looked like she had been
waiting. Jack’s hesitation was fleeting
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but it was still noticeable.
‘I am surprised to see you here, Ms
Lake,’ he said a little too quickly.
‘Evidently,’ she replied, indicating
that she had noticed his hesitancy.
Jack smiled and began to walk away.
‘I came here to see you, Detective
Gabriel.’
Jack stopped in his tracks and turned
to look at Alice. She was nervous,
bordering on afraid.
‘I need to ask you something that
may seem a little strange.’
Jack let out a false laugh and
instantly regretted the inflection. Alice
turned on her heel to walk away, the
frown before her move to leave all too
clear in its disapproval. Jack reached
out and grabbed her arm, an apology on
his lips that never came. The images
flooded his mind.
Alice Lake, younger but infinitely
more terrified. Jack heard two shots
and felt the sting of the bullets hit him
in the back. He saw two strangers
pursuing Alice, their faces unclear.
They dragged her into an alley. He did
not have to see more to know why. The
images that flooded his mind were
disjointed. He saw Alice again standing
before him. He promised her she would
be safe. The sound of the shots rang out
again and then for a moment he saw
only fire before Alice pulled her arm
from his grip.
When Jack’s eyes cleared, Alice was
standing there horrified, the same
expression of terror tasking her face as
that of her younger self.
‘This was a mistake,’ she remarked,
the tremor in her voice impossible to
conceal. She turned and walked away at
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pace. Jack followed her.
‘Wait!’ he cried. ‘What the hell was
that?’
Alice was already retreating and the
distance between them forced Jack to
run to close the gap. She jumped into
her car and locked the doors. Through
the glass, Jack could see her breathing
heavily, taking in deep breaths in an
effort to calm herself. He knocked at the
glass but she ignored him, turned the
engine and sped out of the precinct car
park.
Jack called after Alice but it was too
late. Why had she come to see him?
Jack had never been shot but the images
and the feelings they evoked seemed so
real. He stood there for some time
trying to take it all in, to grasp at any
thread or insight that might explain
what had happened. In the end he had
little choice. The answers he needed all
seemed to revolve around Diablo.
Perhaps it was time to talk to the man
himself. He would be at the Exhibition.
Jack resigned himself to getting to his
apartment and getting ready for tonight.
Caroline Richards might not like him
interfering with John Diablo, or using
her to get to him, but right now he
needed answers, and he was not about
to let Diablo’s Public Relations Officer
distract him or get in the way. Caroline
might not be willing to forgive him but
then again, she was the one who asked
him to the Exhibition. He was a cop and
as far as Ms Richards knew, the case
was still open.
Alice should never have gone to see
Jack Gabriel. What possessed her? She
was left confused and more afraid than
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before. She had seen the fire, heard the
shots ring out, and watched as Jack
Gabriel fell but she could not make
sense of the things she saw. Alice was
also aware that Detective Gabriel had
seen the same images but how or why
eluded her. The doubt grew. He had not
come for her in the other incarnation.
He had promised to protect her. If he
had been shot? If his life had been
changed by Diablo, why did he not
remember? Alice had resented Jack
Gabriel for a very long time, even
before their paths had crossed in this
life. She wanted to run away and hide.
She wanted to crawl into a corner and
never come out. Her hands shook to the
terrible need of a craving that she had
managed to keep in check since John
Diablo had found her and set her on a
very different path, but she knew deep
down that this was only a consequence
of self-interest. She was inconsequential
to him, a means to an end, a pawn to
play to a different reality so that her
father could live. Whatever limited
effect Alice had on this time, or her
fate, she could not deny that Diablo was
only interested in her because they
needed Martin Lake. She did not like
her father, and she hated what he stood
for, though the latter was easily
avoided. He would be at Matthew
Harding’s Exhibition, pressing the flesh
like the worst kind of politician and
soliciting support and money for his
campaign. Diablo had ambitions for
Martin Lake that had once seemed
absurd to Alice. His meteoric rise and
carefully tailored popularity put an end
to any doubt she harboured. Her father
would be President of the United States,
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the most powerful man in the world – a
puppet to the whims of Diablo. Jack
Gabriel was part of this, though Alice
could not see how. If he saw the things
that she did, he must be tied to John
Diablo and what had been done to them.
Why else would he be here now? Why
else would he be drawn to…Caroline?
All that Alice could do was breathe
and wait for the phantom cravings to
pass. No matter how much she had
achieved, she was still a slave to the
whims of her tortured past. She could
still taste the essence of her ruin. Alice
had no choice but to attend Matthew’s
event. If she was absent, it would not
just be noticed, John would send
someone to find her. All she could hope
for was to get it over with as soon as
possible and avoid her father for as
much as the night as would be deemed
socially permissible.
By the time Alice had reached her
apartment, she had less than an hour to
shower and change. The urgency of
getting ready distracted and calmed her
enough to function. Why had she gone
to see Jack Gabriel? If he was in some
way part of this, he would tell her
nothing. If he had not been part of John
Diablo’s schemes, what could he know
to tell her? If Detective Gabriel had
been shot, what did that mean? The
more Alice tried to think, the more the
answer eluded her. In the end she
resigned herself to getting ready and
playing the part of the loving daughter –
as John wanted. He had saved her from
the gutter, not Jack Gabriel. Without
John’s intervention, Alice would have
died a junkie and a whore, something to
be despised or pitied.

Matthew Harding had made it into the
Exhibition hall without running into
Murdock, John Diablo, or anyone else
who might deem fit to reprimand,
inhibit or censure the artist on the eve of
his greatest triumph, the finale to a life
that really didn’t amount to much. His
ability was never in doubt, but it lacked
focus. The images that he derived from
those around him gave him a singular
motivation, something between a
resonance of spiteful obsession and
desperation. The paintings would reveal
all. They emanated deep and raw
emotions, impressions and feelings that
Matthew was not immune to and could
not control during his initial exposure in
the aftermath of consigning the images
to canvas. He found a way to overcome
those invoked moods and transitioned
to boredom when he had consumed all
that his creations had to offer. For a
long time he didn’t understand the
power behind the images until her
realised the effect that they had on other
people. Matthew grabbed a glass of
champagne from one of the faceless
waiters he regarded with disinterest and
quickly mingled with his guests. He
saw Vera Hully across the room,
wearing the same dress that marked her
infidelity. Her husband was a boorish
man, polished only enough to make his
presence among such distinguished
company tolerable. His appetisers, in
contrast to his breeding, were mouthwateringly delectable. When he looked
at Vera across the room, he felt a
momentary pang of regret. Perhaps he
should not have gone so far. She would
be hurt when the curtains opened on his
creations. It was too late to turn back
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now. The show and all that, must go on.
Matthew became aware of the
presence of John Diablo even before he
saw the intimidating hulking form of a
man that often inspired a good degree
of apprehension. He was not alone,
though the security surrounding the
Diablo Foundation’s CEO was not for
him. They were for the man in his
company, Senator Martin Lake. He was
the picture of the polished aristocrat,
haughty, arrogant, temperamental and
cunning. He masked it all behind a
practiced charm that few could see
through. Even Matthew had been
deceived once. He professed to be a
patron of the arts, but the truth only
went as deep as possessing pieces to
augment his position. Everything was
structured to that end. He was the
invention
of
Diablo’s
clever
choreography, tailored to appear more
than he was to those who would never
see the man for what he really was – a
fiend diminished in the stature of a truly
evil and soulless entity. John would not
make a scene by engaging Matthew
openly. Any repercussions after the
event would be too late. The clock was
ticking. An icy chill permeated the air
around Matthew. He did not have long.
The moment had come to reveal all.
The artist drew strength from his
convictions. The world would be a
better place with truth. He was lying
only to himself. Matthew Harding did
not value truth. This was more about
gaining a modicum of retribution than
anything akin to virtue. Diablo had
suppressed his artistry, forcing him
along a path that was not too dissimilar
to that of Martin Lake’s. He was a

puppet. So too was Harding for far too
long. Matthew liked the self-deceptions
he had gathered around himself like fine
clothes and sycophants paid by Diablo
to prop up the artist’s ego. He was not
blind to the falseness of it all but he
chose to revel in his delusion. Even
now, he played to his gathering
audience, knowing that his clientele had
been carefully selected by the very man
he had come to despise. The moment
was drawing closer. Matthew noted the
arrival of Doctor Devlin Richards,
Caroline’s father, the man responsible
for saving Martin Lake from a
congenital heart defect that might have
ended a distinguished career along with
the ambitions of Diablo’s Puppetmaster.
Alice appeared in the doorway to the
Exhibition hall. Matthew held his
breath. She was stunning, angelic and
all at once too innocent to be here
amongst such vipers. Moments later
Caroline appeared and a gasp escaped
Harding’s lips. She cupped the arm of
the man who could save Alice. It was
too late. A hush settled over the crowd
as a bell rang out to herald the revealing
of a truth from which there was no
escape…
KILLING TIME PART XVIII:
PLAYING EMOTION
CONTINUES IN FUMBLE ISSUE TWELVE
Be sure to check out the previous instalments of Killing
Time Parts I – XVI, still available to download from:
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.php/newszine-archive/

KILLING TIME – WHAT’S LEFT?
ISSUE TWELVE – February 2015
Part XVIII – Playing Emotion
ISSUE THIRTEEN – May 2015
Part XIX – A State of Death
ISSUE FOURTEEN – August 2015
Part XX – The Awful Aftermath of Betrayal
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JC’s Student Union Bar
Curry Club!!!
DAY 04 – Friday, May 29th
Loughborough/Birmingham
UK Games Expo
DAY 05 – Saturday, May 30th
Birmingham
UK Games Expo
DAY 06 – Sunday, May 31st
Birmingham
Cinema Day

WARPCON XXV - 2015

Fri, January 23rd – Sun, January 25th
University College Cork (UCC)
College Road, Cork, Ireland.

Planned Games: D&D Original – Dark
Moon & Darker Still.

UK GAMES EXPO 2015
A.k.a BryCon
A.k.a BirmingCon
Tuesday, May 26th – Monday, June 01st
NEC Metropole, Birmingham, UK.
DAY 01 – Tuesday, May 26th
Cork/Burton On Trent
Visit to the National Brewery Centre
Bryan’s 50th Birthday Bash!
DAY 02 – Wednesday, May 27th
Burton On Trent/ Loughborough
Other Brewery Tours
JC’s Student Union Bar
DAY 03 – Thursday, May 28th
Loughborough
Cinema Day

DAY 07 – Monday, June 01st
Birmingham/Cork
Cocktail Afternoon
Accommodation – Burton On Trent
Premier Inn: Wellington Road, Burton
On Trent, Staffordshire DE14 2DQ,
United Kingdom
Phone: +44 871 527 9280
Accommodation – Loughborough
Premier Inn: Southfield Road,
Loughborough, Leicestershire LE11
9SA, United Kingdom
Phone: +44 871 527 9314
Accommodation – Birmingham
Premier Inn: 20 Bridge St, Birmingham,
West Midlands B1 2JH, United
Kingdom
Phone: +44 871 527 8078

KENNELCON 2015
A.k.a The Kennel Party
Saturday, July 11th @ 19:00 – Late
The Kennel & Knights Bar
Cork, Ireland.
Knight of the Year & Fumble Awards
Special Guests to be advised!
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KENNELCON 2014

BEST EXPRESSION

THE AWARDS!

Squire Luke of Shea for:
Sir Michael of Mahony as Mar Vell:
‘Can I turn invisible?’
Squire Luke replied: ‘Yeah, you can
take off your clothes and no one will
look at you.’

We left the results of the Fumble
Awards and the much coveted Knight
of the Year Award out of the last issue
due to space constrictions. Rumours
that we forgot to include the results are
vehemently apologetically denied. For
those KOMY members who won, a
belated congratulations! For those who
came close – there are no prizes for
second best – there are no prizes for
coming first but that is not the point.
This will give you something to aspire
to for the game year 2014/2015.
BEST FUMBLE
Sir Michael of Mahony as Ricardo
Montebane in Knightshade for the
‘Rock’ incident (or all of the incidents
with the ‘Rock’ to be more accurate).

MOST VILE ACT
Sir Michael as Assistant Director
Wilhelm Vervoort in Call of Cthulhu
for using Sadie’s child as a shield.
BEST DEATH
Sir Martin of Mason as Manny in Call
of Cthulhu for killing O’Toole by
shooting him in the face midconversation.
HONOURARY MENTION

BEST USE OF AN ITEM OR SPELL

Fumble:
Squire Dane of Shea with the bollard in
Birmingham.

Sir Martin of Mason as Grelin Tanis in
Knightshade for using Air Sanctuary to
save Sir Alan of Kelly’s Character,
Bartok Fane… twice, when he fell from
a cliff face.

Antagonist/Fumble:
Sir Fergal of Moore and the glass door
to the hotel in Birmingham.

BEST ANTAGONIST
The ‘Rock’ that beat Sir Michael of
Mahony’s
Character,
Ricardo
Montebane before he fell into a horde
of Plague Zombies.
MOST COMIC MOMENT
Sir Martin and Sir Paul of Mason as
Manny & Cantrell in Call of Cthulhu
for exposing the exploding man.
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Fumble/Comic Moment:
Squire Andrew Meaney for getting to
the airport first and then going to the
wrong terminal and the wrong airline.

KNIGHT OF THE YEAR 2014
SIR MICHAEL OF MAHONY
NOTE: Those who won a Fumble Award are
entitled to an extra point added to attendance.
The Knight of the Year gets three points. All
KOMY members attending the Kennel Party get
an additional point.

Rendil – Gnome Bard
Squire Dane of Shea

Session 25: October 15th 2014
THUNDERSPIRE LABYRINTH
The Horned Hold
Players at this session: Liam, Michael,
Fergal, MJ, Bryan, Dane and Luke.

This column is dedicated to all things
Knights of Misspent Youth. Updates
regarding many of the gaming group’s
activities are made available through
Inner Circle every issue. This issue, the
column is again dedicated solely to the
D&D 4th Edition game of Sir Alan of
Kelly,
Dungeon and Dragons 4th Edition
Dungeon Master: Sir Alan of Kelly

Cast of Characters
Barnabe – Human Fighter
Sir Michael of Mahony
Bronson Axefoot – Halfling Barbarian
Sir Paul of Mason
Eli – Human Rogue
Sir Bryan of Hegarty
Fayce – Goliath Barbarian
Sir Michael of Heffernan (MJ)
Finnan – Halfling Fighter
Sir Fergal of Moore
Hannibus – Elven Cleric
Sir William of Shea (Liam)
Murdokulus – Human Wizard
Sir Martin of Mason
Splug – Goblin Cleric
Squire Luke of Shea

After defeating the guards watching the
slaves, the A Company saw to the
wellbeing of the prisoners and relieved
the deceased guards of their valuables.
Ten of the slaves were people that had
been taken from Riverdown, three were
captured while wandering in the
Labyrinth and the last was a goblin
named Gru. The people from
Riverdown told the party that two of
their group; the two prettiest women,
were recently taken away by a gang of
Gnolls known as the Blackfangs. The
group barricaded the doors of the
chamber and rested for the night.
Later the ‘A’ Company set their sights
to the double doors they had passed on
the way to the slave pits. Inside they
heard shouting, the sound of a gruff
male voice yelling at a woman; calling
her a ‘stupid bitch’. Fearing for the
wellbeing of the female slaves the party
burst through the doors to discover a
male Duergar shouting at a female
Duergar, who along with three other
male Duergar guards in the room,
turned to face their attackers.
The Duergar who was shouting
announced himself as Murkelmor and
ordered his fellow Duergar to kill the
intruders.
Bronson quickly learned how tough
BLANK
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Murkelmor was, finally having to be
saved by one of Rendil’s spells. The
Halfling pulled him to safety after he
got a severe beating from the Duergar.
The three Duergar guards put up a good
fight and the party quickly found out
that when the guards got hurt they
tended to hulk out and double in size,
becoming a lot stronger. Not being too
intimidated by them the party fought
on, slowly overcoming the Duergar
guards while Finnan faced Murkelmor,
and slowly chipped away at him. When
Murkelmor saw that his Duergar allies
were falling he decided to make a break
for it and ran into the fireplace, through
a secret door that only he knew about.
Without hesitation Hannibus pursued
him through the flames. The door led
into the room with the slave pits, where
Murkelmor was greeted by Fayce. Left
with no choice, Murkelmor ran towards
the foyer of his chambers. The rest of
the party were waiting there and he was
finally cut down.
Session 26: October 22nd 2014
THUNDERSPIRE LABYRINTH
The Horned Hold
Players at this session: Liam, Michael,
Fergal, MJ, Bryan, Dane and Luke.
Having defeated Murkelmor, the leader
of these Duergar, the A Company
continued their trek through the rest of
the Horned Hold in search of clues as to
the whereabouts of the two missing
girls from Riverdown, prisoners of the
Blackfang Gnolls.
Eli picked the lock of a door leading
from the slave pit room to a narrow
dark corridor which led to another
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closed door. Moving through, they were
greeted by a statue; a Minotaur
representation of the grim reaper in a
chamber wherein the remains of around
two dozen Minotaur warriors lay in
burial niches along the walls.
Following the only passageway from
this room they came to another door. As
Eli approached it a cold chill ran
through him. He opened the door after
checking for traps and the party moved
into a room where a huge statue of a
demonic Minotaur stood in the centre.
At the base of the statue was the body
of a Duergar who previously escaped
from them.
The room was littered with rubble and
the party were immediately attacked by
a number of Wights that were hiding
behind it. Wights can suck the life out
of living creatures (who lose a healing
surge every time they are hit) so they
are very dangerous in close quarter
combat. The party eventually overcame
the Wights and luckily for them there
were no more enemies in the Horned
Hold, as this adventure could have
turned out very differently had they
chased down the Duergar that
escaped…
The party healed up and gathered the
freed slaves together before making
their way back to the Hall. Predictably,
with a party of this size, over twenty of
them travelling together, their journey
was uneventful.
In the Hall, Hannibus informed the
‘slaves’ that they were free to go and
offered each of them a small amount of
gold to keep them fed. The ten from
BLANK

Riverdown said they would wait in the
Hall until they heard news of the two
missing women. The three adventurers,
being so inspired by the heroics of The
‘A’ Company, decided that they would
continue in their chosen profession but
perhaps look for some slightly more
manageable
challenges
before
wandering in the Labyrinth again…

asked him his name and offered him a
silver piece. Fearing some kind of trap
the Kobold; unused to any form of
kindness, took a step back before
Hannibus assured the creature that no
harm would come to him. The Kobold
said his name was Charrak, and
Hannibus told him he could leave.

As for the Goblin, Gru, noticing that the
party had taken somewhat of a liking to
Splug, he decided that he would also
like to join the group. However, Splug
didn’t think that was such a good idea.
While travelling, Splug had learnt from
the slaves that Gru was a former
member of The Bloodreavers, who had
betrayed him and sold him to the
Duergar. Apparently Gru had liked
getting rough with the slaves and had
cost The Bloodreavers money.

‘Your actions against the Duergar are
commendable. I am in a position of power
in the organisation behind the Duergar’s
actions, and I wish to help you defeat my
comrades. I have been seeking a way out
of the organisation, and I believe you can
help me. Follow the attached map so that
we can meet in secret. P’

Splug reported this to Murdokulus who,
with Splug, took Gru for a little walk
down a dark passageway. Not the
brightest torch in the bunch, Gru didn’t
realise what was about to happen to
him. A little while later Murdokulus
and Splug rejoined the rest of the party
in The Halfmoon Inn for a drink and
some food before resting up for the
night.
The next morning during breakfast the
door to the Inn opened and an unusually
small Kobold entered. He was nervous,
quickly looking around the room before
cautiously approaching Hannibus with
his hand outstretched, a note clutched
between his filthy fingers which the
Cleric accepted.
Hannibus thanked him for the note,
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The note read:

Sure that it was a trap the party finished
breakfast, gathered their gear and
followed the map to the noted location.
There they found a huge cavern with
several large boulders scattered about
and a wide ledge on the opposite side.
Behind some boulders were two large
animated statues of Minotaur wardens
and from the ledge three Tieflings
began to cast spells at the party.
Hannibus used a spell to pull one of the
Tieflings from the ledge; smashing him
into the ground and sliding him towards
the party where Eli and Finnan closed
to attack him. However, the Minotaurs
pushed one of the boulders in from of
the entranceway, trapping Eli and
Finnan in the cavern with the rest of the
party stuck outside. Luckily for Eli and
Finnan, Barnabe had eaten an extra
portion of porridge that morning, and
gathering all of his strength he managed
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to push the boulder back into
the cavern, crushing the
Tiefling lying on the ground.
The party rushed in to
engage the Minotaurs and Eli
scrambled up one of the
boulders and jumped onto
the ledge to attack the two
remaining Tieflings.
The
Tieflings
fighting
together had a big advantage
over Eli and got very close to
killing him a number of
times. The only things that
kept him alive were the
combined healing powers of
Hannibus, Splug and Rendil.
Hannibus used a spell to severely
weaken one of the Wardens and Fayce
stepped forward to fight while the rest
of the party engaged the other. The
Wardens large size, strength and wide
sweeping attacks made them very
dangerous foes, which Finnan soon
found out when one particularly nasty
blow knocked him to the ground,
unconscious and bleeding out. Lucky
for him Rendil was nearby and saved
his life with a healing spell.
After defeating his Warden, Fayce
climbed up to join Eli and quickly
dispatched the remaining Tiefling
before jumping down and finishing off
the last warden.
9 & 17 Bridges spanning the canyon
18. The room through which Rundarr
the Duergar escaped
19. The room with the magic ballista
20. The small barracks where a
treasure chest was found
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21. Barracks with the arrow slits
looking into the guard room with Ogre
and Orcs
22. Guard room with Ogre and orcs
23. The battlements overlooking
bridge (9) and the path to the portcullis
24. The ruined chapel with the
demonic Minotaur statue and the
Wraiths
25. Crypt, with the Minotaur grim
reaper statue
26. Large chamber with the slave pits
27. The foyer with Minotaur and
demon bas-reliefs
28. Murkelmor’s private chambers
Session 27: October 29th 2014
THUNDERSPIRE LABYRINTH
Well of Demons
Players at this session: Liam, Dane,
Luke, Michael, Paul and Fergal, with
special guest Sir Stephen of Kiely
filling in as Murdokulus.

Following the ambush by the Tieflings
and the Minotaur automatons the party
regrouped, healed the injured and looted
the corpses. They returned to the Hall
for the night where Hannibus came
across Charrak, the Kobold runt who
had handed him the note that morning.
Seeing Hannibus, Charrak immediately
feared for his life but Hannibus
managed to reassure him that he was
not in trouble. It helped that Hannibus
was quick to hand over a silver piece.
Hannibus just wanted some information
about the person who had given
Charrak the note. Charrak described a
sudden darkness surrounding him and
being handed the note by a hooded
figure who told him to bring it to the
adventuring party in The Halfmoon Inn.
Satisfied with his story, Hannibus lets
Charrak go on his way.
In the Halfmoon Inn the party saw a
notice left by Ulthand Deepgem, an old
Dwarven Cleric who ran The Deepgem
Company. One of his mining teams had
been found viciously slaughtered in The
Labyrinth; he suspected it was done by
Gnolls and his Dire Boar was now
missing. He was offering a reward for
its safe return.
The party went shopping in the Hall. A
new shield for Rendil, crossbow bolts
for Finnan and new armour for Splug.
Then they settled down in The
Halfmoon Inn for the evening before
resting for the night.
The next morning they followed the
map they had acquired from the dead
Tieflings and found their way to the
Well of Demons. They paused as they
approached a large square chamber;
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five pillars with fanged Minotaur faces
carved into them supported the 15 foot
high ceiling. There was a well in the far
corner of the chamber with corridors
leading off to the east and to the south.
As they entered the room voices came
from each of the pillars: ‘Greetings,
seekers of Baphomet’s boundless glory.
Those who prove unworthy of his
attention shall be claimed forever as his
slaves. Those who prove worthy shall
be granted power beyond mortal
reckoning. Mask, bell, blade, and tome’
Immediately tentacles burst from the
ground about the characters closest to
the chamber. They lashed out at the
party, and then, just as suddenly as they
appeared they disappeared back into the
ground.
Throwing a torch further into the
chamber Finnan noticed a shadow
moving behind one of the pillars and
moved to engage. He attacked the
Ghoul hiding there as soon as he saw it,
and was joined immediately by Barnabe
and Bronson. However, they were
attacked by two more Ghouls.
As the rest of the party moved into the
room they were attacked from the
ceiling by 3 Chokers, and then by the
acid dripping tentacles. It was difficult
to fight the Chokers, as they couldn’t be
reached with regular melee weapons
(spears or polearms would be needed),
but between a mix of ranged spells and
Bronson reversing a grab from one and
slamming it into the ground they were
quickly taken care off.
The Ghouls lasted a bit longer, their
claws immobilising anyone they hit.
BLANK
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The Ghouls moved in to bite their
victims, paralysing them for a short
time. Eventually the party took care of
the Ghouls, at the same time being
attacked by the tentacles, which were
then quickly hacked to pieces.
Getting an uneasy feeling from the area
the party retreated back into the
Labyrinth to a small chamber they had
passed earlier. There they rested for a
while and received healing from
Hannibus, Splug and Rendil.
They returned to the Well and
cautiously re-entered the pillared
chamber. Looking down the passage to
the east, they saw double door about 25
feet away. The passage to the south ran
for 50 feet with passages leading off it
to the west and east.

fire spell at the Gnolls. Barnabe,
Bronson and Finnan rushed into the
room to attack them while the rest of
the party moved forward. From a side
door by the cage two Gnolls with bows
emerged. One of them opened the cage
and released the Hyenas, which
immediately rushed forward and
attacked the party and the other Gnoll
took cover behind the cage and fired
arrows at the party.
It was a short but brutal fight. The
Gnolls that were eating couldn’t stand
up to the attacks of Barnabe, Bronson
and Finnan, and the archers and Hyenas
couldn’t do enough damage to
overcome Hannibus’ and Splug’s
healing powers before the fighters
defeated them.

Deciding to try the doors
first, Finnan and Murdokulus
approached, meeting an
increasingly horrible smell as
they did. They determined
the door weren’t locked or
trapped and they carefully
opened one of them. Inside
was a cage of Hyenas in the
room at the end of a corridor,
with passages leading off to
the north and south.
Murdokulus and Finnan snuck forward.
They saw some Gnolls eating in a room
to the north. Finnan continued forward
and moved into the room with the caged
Hyenas, and they immediately started
barking.
Finnan quickly raced back to where
Murdokulus was and the Wizard cast a
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1. The chamber of the Well
2. The Gnoll Barracks
We have received no updates for the other
games run by the Knights of Misspent Youth.
No updates will be added for Knightshade RPG
due to commercial reasons as KOMY are
currently playtesting the forthcoming release of
KST04 The Questmaster’s Tome.

The year is winding to a close. The
weather has been phenomenally mild
throughout
September,
October,
November and on into December. I
always feel that this time of year is
about reflection. It has not been an easy
year but it teeters on the edge of being
better than many that have come before.
There have been many highs and lows.
The Knights of Misspent Youth have
found a sense of balance in the games,
with the number of attendees at our
regular sessions, and in providing a
level of consistent communication to
our members. The KOMY Facebook
Group page offers a nice addition to the
KOMY section of the BDP website to
update any last minute changes to
scheduling or to keep up to date with
any emerging issues. There are more
avenues available to provide updates on
all things KOMY, privately shared
amongst our members, and openly
presented to the public. Our support of
BDP has been mutually beneficial and
looks set to continue for the foreseeable
future. We do still need to be mindful
that while these forums are generally
private to members only, they are not a
place to air the grievances of the world
or to pander to misbehaviour. We do
have a code of conduct in place for our
Social Media outlets.
We have been struggling in recent
years to maintain financial support of
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KOMY, which is really sad at this stage
of the Club’s existence. Unfortunately
at times the outgoing is greater than the
incoming and supplemented by the few.
I don’t think that we will ever be in a
position to offer any degree of frivolity
from the KOMY coffers, but it would
be nice not to have to become overly
concerned when the funds drop to a
particular low, especially after the
annual Kennel Party, which is the single
event that is of benefit to everyone.
Keep this in mind when you frown at
the shaking of the tin during our weekly
game sessions. I would much prefer that
our membership remain mindful that
the funds collected go exclusively
towards the upkeep of the Club and
always fall far short of the support we
would like to give. I do not want to
dwell on this issue, but perhaps you
should ask yourself why you come to
the games, and if KOMY is really
important to you.
I always like to end on a cheerier
note, and this being the season of good
will, on behalf of the Knights of
Misspent Youth, may I take this
opportunity to wish you a Merry
Christmas and a Happy and Prosperous
New Year. The door to the past is
always open to good memories.

William Anthony Shea
Seneschal – Knights of Misspent Youth

Every effort has been made to make the Schedule for 2014-2015 as accurate as possible at
the time of going to press. It is subject to change. GMs have been allocated slots. If a GM
is unable to use a slot, please do not make any arrangements without notifying the host
and/or Seneschal (if this is not the same person). In some instances, swopping slots may
not be possible, especially if in the middle of a game run. If sufficient notice is provided,
the entire allocation of slots may be exchanged with another GM. Alternatively; slots can
be surrendered in favour of a CARD game.
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KILLING TIME PART XVIII: PLAYING EMOTION
The truth is not always welcome. When Matthew Harding opens the doors to the
past, he reveals a myriad of images that betray the aspirations of Diablo. The
emotional overture is both alarming and bewildering to a captive audience who can
neither turn away nor deny the veracity of that to which they are exposed. The
revelations are intertwined with glimpses into the lives of those who dance to the
whims of something they will never truly understand as darkness festers beneath
the surface on the periphery of the light. The impression of evil is apparent and
abhorrent and yet it holds a strange allure that invites acceptance in return for
ambiguous promises that touch the desires of the heart. The play on emotions is
false, as vacant and hollow as the paintings portraying a vain empty shadow of
something real.

IN GAMES:
The Company of the Goodies Part II

ILLUSTRATED
MASK OF INFINITE DELUSION

CONVENTION CUBE
An update on current conventions of interest to KOMY and BDP.

INNER CIRCLE
All the latest news from the current games and forthcoming events.

THE GMs GUIDE
FIREARMS & EXPLOSIVES
Should you let the Characters play with things that go boom?
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