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EDITORIAL
For those of you who are paying
attention, yes, this issue has not come
out on schedule, but that is not to say
that we will put aside plans to increase
the frequency, just that we have yet to
complete the process from editing all
the way to production on time. January
is never a good month as so much needs
to be done to lay the groundwork for the
coming year and while this is seeded in
the weeks leading up to Christmas,
inactivity inevitably breeds a little
complacency. By the time January
comes around the first challenge is
always WarpCon held in UCC in Cork,
Ireland. This is number 23. Hard to
imagine where all the years have gone
as this will also be – my 23rd WarpCon!
There are games to be played and thus
stories to be finalised. By the time you
read this the convention will be over.
And yet, lethargy will give way to
elation until fatigue sets in. With any
luck a bit of shameless self-promotion
will also have ensued.
Well, a new year stretches out before
us and with this beginning we anticipate
bringing you more than you have ever
seen before in the Newszine. The
featured articles have proven a hit with
the exception of Dear Fumble and with
that in mind we intend to continue to
add to the quality of each and every
publication. I am (kind of) hoping for
shorter editorials so that the space can
be allocated to the things that matter –
primarily the content. Having gotten the
balance right with regard to page count,
stabilising the format is our focus in the
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short term, with long term goals yet to
be realised.
If you don’t know by now,
Knightshade: The Initiate’s Tome has
been released and The Grandmaster’s
Tome is entering the final phase of
production. This is going to be a busy
year for BDP, with many more releases
planned. In particular, the much
anticipated final chapter in the Saga of
the Sentenial – House of Silmarin. For
those of you who have read the
previous two volumes, hopefully you
will find this a fitting end to the tale that
began so long ago.
For now – read on and enjoy.
Knowing Fumble will stay a part of
BDP’s publication plans for the
foreseeable future and that it will
continue to support our favourite
gaming group (Knights of Misspent
Youth - KOMY) is something to take
solace in.
Until next issue…
William Anthony Shea – Master Sage
Editor – Bad Dog Publishing.
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Welcome once again to the Letters Page
of Fumble. We present another (two)
selection of letters for you this issue.
Dearest Fumble,
I write this letter from the frozen tundra
of northern North America. The whale
blubber in the lamp won't last long, and
the wolves seem to be getting closer,
but I felt I needed to send a letter. So
here it goes. Firstly, I just want to
commend the staff at Bad Dog
Publishing for the excellent job they
have done with the new layout of
Fumble. It looks very professional and
well put together. Something everybody
involved, and KOMY as a whole,
should be proud of.
The reason I choose to write this
letter is to just state how much I enjoy
being kept up to date with my very
good friends in The Knights of
Misspent Youth. I enjoy all the sections
of Fumble but my favourite is The Inner
Circle. It is a real pleasure for those that
are KOMY members but cannot attend
the games due to unreasonable
commute time and expense, to live out a
game through the report. In my time as
a regular attendee of games at The
Kennel I often looked on the game
reports as a useful reminder of events
that happened during the game, as often
due to poor memory/ beer/ mead/
>>>>>>>>>>
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Glenmorangie, some elements slipped
my mind. However in my current
situation, outcast in Canada, these game
reports transport me to the games I wish
I could attend. Reading them not only
keeps me up to date with what is
happening in the game, but also by
knowing the characters involved and
the Knights behind those characters,
one gets an insight to how the game was
run. For example, when in the report it
simply states that Filower has done
something perverted (insert numerous
scenarios here) not only do I know what
has happened to Filower, but I can see
the conversation that ensues, the
laughter... the disgust. When the report
has names like Strahd, Red Death and
Savikil in it, I can see Liam's smirk and
hear the collective sighs from the rest of
the group.
So in closing, keep up the good
work. Fumble keeps people like myself
there in the game and in the KOMY
family – and brings a smile to my face,
even on the frigid Canadian winter
nights.
Kindest regards,
Sir Eoin of Moloney.
Dear Sir Eoin,
Thank you for your entertaining and
appreciative letter. Nice to know that
someone is reading and enjoying
Fumble and that you are feeling the
moments we share in the games. The
reports provided by each GM/DM have
proven quite useful for our residing
members as well, for just the reasons
you have indicated. One of the KOMY
plans for this year is to release Game
Packs for absent members. These will
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include details of an absent member’s
current Characters in the game, status
at this time and a taste of what is yet to
come. These should be ready to go out
with the next issue of Fumble in
May/June 2013. There are also plans
afoot to pilot some technological
innovations and attempt to bring the
game to those who are physically
disconnected from the group by utilising
any and all means at our disposal
though this is unlikely to be realised
until the new Game Year 2013-2014.
Keep your eye on Fumble and the
KOMY Group Facebook page for
further updates nearer the time.

Dear Fumble,
Keep up the good work. Sorry I don’t
have time to write more but I used all
my free time digesting your last issue.
Very Tasty.
M.
Dear M,
Not sure how to take that but I guess
we are glad you enjoyed the issue.

One of the hardest columns to maintain
at this time is the Letters page as the
material we receive is either not suitable
for publication or we do not receive
enough of the right kind of input. Try to
do better!
SNAIL MAIL SUBMISSIONS:

BAD DOG PUBLISHING
‘THE KENNEL’
C/O 16 KILLREENDOWNEY AVENUE,
BALLYPHEHANE, CORK, IRELAND.
submissions@baddogpublishing.ie

Knightshade’s KS01 The Tomb of
Arloth is the first Role Playing Game
(RPG) Story from Bad Dog Publishing
(BDP). While KS00 Stepping Stones is
presented as a foundation opening in the
Grandmaster’s Tome, that story leads
directly into KS01 and represents a true
beginning to the adventuring exploits of
the Characters in Knightshade RPG.
KS01 is also the first story that will be
published in 2014 in the forthcoming
Adventurer’s Tome, which will incorporate six full and interconnected
scenarios for Knightshade RPG.
The KS01 scenario module has a
different approach in that it presents all
of the material necessary to run the
game, including snapshots of the
Talents, Charts and Bestiary details for
the creatures without a need to
reference the core rule books. The aim
is to keep the reference work the
Grandmaster (GM) needs to do at a
minimum and KS01 largely succeeds in
this endeavour. The volume of material
presented is still a little cumbersome but
BDP has assured that this should be
sorted in the final edits before the
commercial material is released.
The story elements help to enhance
the tale being told but there is a
contingency to begin the Campaign at
the entrance to the Tomb of Arloth
without recourse to any of the
supporting material should the GM
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wish to bypass the opening scenes. In
fact there are three possible entry points
into the story for a GM but the latter
two do little to provide any supporting
background for the Characters. The
later start points in the game do take
away the need to know anything more
about the town of Cravenfall other than
its name and general direction, with a
mind to cutting down on the volume of
material requiring study prior to
running the game. Saying that, there is
merit in opening the story from the
beginning and indeed in using KS00 to
launch the Campaign as the town of
Cravenfall rests in a frontier land
between two countries but under the
laws and jurisdiction of neither. This
provides a place for the Characters to
return to and in which to recover from
the ordeals of their adventures –
potentially a safe haven and a place to
spend their money without having to
worry about questions as to how they
came by any valuables that may be of
questionable origin. The opening scenes
also permit the potential for additional
experience and advancement. The
Tomb of Arloth presents a balanced
approach with opportunities for all
Professions to realise the merits of a
beginning that will test but not overtask
Rank 0 Characters. There is still a
chance for harm that can have lasting
implications, but in truth, no Character
should die unless they are unfortunate
or the group does not work together to
overcome the obstacles presented
therein.
If the Tomb of Arloth has any
shortcomings they rest in the almost
cliché beginning of a dungeon crawl,
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but this is offset by some welcome
surprises later on and the potential for
further story hooks. If the GM chooses
to use KS00 Stepping Stones and the
full opening scenes of KS01 then the
game will have greater possibilities.
At the end of exploring the Tomb of
Arloth the story has a contingency to
return to Cravenfall if the GM is using
that town as a base for the Characters.
The nice part of using all the scenarios
is the way the town evolves along with
the stories. This dynamic gives the
Characters a chance to experience the
world in motion even when they are not
there to see the changes unfolding. A lot
of the outcomes are dependent on what
the Characters do along the way.
However, this can get somewhat
confusing for the GM if he does not
track the changes carefully. The
Grandmaster’s Tome provides some
guidance on keeping the admin tasks in
the game in check and while this review
of KS01 was largely on the Beta
version, the finished product promises
to live up to providing the GM with
direction regarding the likely outcomes
of Character interaction with the town
of Cravenfall. Saying that, if the GM
wants to begin at the Tomb of Arloth
and then utilise the material presented
in KS00 Stepping Stones, there is
nothing to prevent a reversal of the
path. All in all, KS01 does exactly what
it promises – it provides a beginning
story for the Players to learn to use
Knightshade the Role Playing Game to
good effect. With playtesting complete
on the product, the finished article is
likely to have benefitted from a dry run
and Player feedback.

THE GMs GUIDE
LEVELLING THE PLAYING FIELD:
DO EPIC CHARACTERS FEEL FEAR?
DO THEY CARE?
4

Many campaigns do not survive to
higher Levels or Ranks. Sometimes this
is due to the Games Master (GM) and
sometimes it is due to the system being
used. How do you continue to challenge
Players when their Characters could
obliterate entire towns with a blink of
an eye? How do you make them care
about their mortality?
The answer is not easy, but if a GM
has been building his Campaign for
years, and the Players have become
invested in their Characters, along with
the world they play in, finding a way to
discover challenges worthy of these
heroes is not beyond reason. By the
time you reach this stage in the game
you should know your Players very well
and what they are afraid of, or to be
more apt – what are they afraid to lose?
If your Players don’t care, well, nothing
you can do will ever create an impact.
Maybe you should find new Players.
Anyone involved in a story that has
taken years to unfold, whose Characters
have helped shape the world, and who
have truly enjoyed the moments you
present week after week, will always
care. The motivation does not have to
be fear, but to be honest, that is one
wonderful influence. Maybe a Player
has formed an attachment to another
Character, to a location (town or city) or
to a particular item. Over the years, it is
the things they hoard, the affection they
show for a place and the stories they tell
about the games they played in that will
>>>>>>>>>>>

give the GM the best insight.
The higher levels can still be difficult
to cater to for Players who have seen it
all, especially in games where the
Characters have become so powerful
that the ability to put them in harm’s
way seems improbable. Target the
things and people they have formed
attachments to and watch them unravel.
If it becomes increasingly difficult to
hurt the epic Characters belonging to
the Players, hurt the things they own or
the people who define their existence.
The simple fact remains – Players who
have been around longer and who are
attached to their Characters will care.
Any achievements gained will in all
likelihood have been hard fought for
and even harder to give up. Loss does
not necessarily have to be of the
Character as in some games death has
been relegated to something that can be
overcome. The Players may be
motivated to defend a place that has a
special significance to their past.
Listen to the Players. Talk to them of
their exploits. Remind them of the past.
Maybe they have unfinished business
with an antagonist they failed to
overcome. Perhaps there is something
they always wanted to achieve for their
Character. By being attentive to the
times between games you can always
pick up new ideas. In the end, you are
the GM. There is no happily ever after
if you do not want such an ending.
There are no limits other than those you
impose. As the years pass and the
weight of age begins to take its toll on
the Character, there are always ways to
motivate a Player who does not want to
see the story end…
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KILLING TIME PART XI

MORRIS QUIBLEY
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA
Moments of usefulness must be
measured against the value of the here
and now. Morris had already felt the
tide turn against him. Only now did he
begin to realise the full extent of the
displeasure he had invited. He never
really stood a chance and that
realisation did not make it any better.
His only redeeming quality with John
Diablo had been exactly what now
proved to be his undoing. Morbid
fascination wavered to contempt when
discovery had implications for anyone
seen to support what would be
perceived as a deviant nature. At least
in the other past Morris had never really
been aware of what he had done to all
those women. Perhaps it was worse
now. Not knowing put him in the
category of being mentally ill. Full
awareness of his faculties meant he was
considered sane, cognitive of his actions
and any denial would have been
perceived to be contrived moments of
remorse. Exposure would lead to the
full rigours of the law being imposed.
The question of believing him was
moot. Yet, Morris Quibley could not
deny his nature. Knowing what he was
only made his aberrant streak more…
enjoyable. He did not have to hide from
himself. He had still been just as
careless, a matter formerly rectified by
his association with Diablo, but now, it
seemed he was surplus to requirement
and his habits had become too indulgent
to be allowed to continue.
BLANK

Murdock would come for him. The
police were also looking for him.
Morris was not finished. In fact, right
now, he was interested and focused on
two carefully chosen females, those
who had hitherto been denied to his
particular appetites – Alice Lake and
Caroline Richards. Both had spurned
his advances but only one of them went
so far as to take a taste of what he
considered his alone. Caroline had slept
with Rachel. She had tainted that
particular prize. Morris had been more
than a little upset with his former PA.
He had not intended to kill Rachel right
away, but she had flaunted how much
better a lover Caroline was and how she
considered him less than John Diablo’s
harlot. Morris was not one to take
criticism lightly. He had been even
more averse to being talked down to by
the bitch, a category she was relegated
to in the aftermath of her perceived
infidelity. Rachel had not been afraid of
Morris. She had been afraid in the end.
Caroline wasn’t afraid of Morris. She
too would learn – just like Rachel.
However, he planned to take his time
with Caroline. Rachel had been too
quick. She had made him angry and he
killed her all too hastily. His emotions
had gotten the better of him, denying
him the indulgence that Diablo now
found redundant.
Murdock was searching for him.
There was little doubt that time, a
commodity that once seemed in
abundance, was now running out.
Diablo’s enforcer would not think to
look in Caroline’s apartment. Morris
was adept at procuring things. Getting a
copy of the master key for the building
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had been easy. Still, gaining entry to
Caroline’s apartment had an added
problem – one he had discovered a few
months back. There was a second lock.
Morris did not know what had
happened to Caroline in the past but she
was definitely paranoid about her
security. Morris had called in a few
favours to get a master key for the
second lock. The chain would be easy.
If she was in – a bolt cutter would
suffice. If she was out – it would not be
in place.
As chance would have it, Caroline
was out when Morris gained entry on
this occasion. He had already
disconnected the phone and alarm. He
had already found the antiquated sixshooter she kept in the drawer beside
her bed. The gun was clean, wellmaintained and definitely functional.
The bitch was his, and then he would
visit Miss Frosty across the hall and
make her pay in a way that made
Caroline’s end seem tame. While
Diablo’s Public Relations Officer had
made it personal in the intervening
weeks, running ahead of Miss Lake in
sheer arrogance, Alice had been a long
time thorn in his rear. He despised Alice
Lake and he wanted to fuck her so hard
that she would scream for him to stop
before he choked the life out of her.
John had prevented him from going
anywhere near his precious Miss Lake,
but considering John-fucking-Diablo
had no more use for him, Morris was
going to make his favourite bitch pay
and take little miss prim and innocent to
a whole new level of hell. This thought
alone gave him a hard on that was sure
to last the course but he popped enough
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pills to keep him stiff for a week should
his interest be inclined to wane.
Morris was conscious that he would
have to be patient, a quality that he was
not known for and could not abide. The
inactivity would drive him to distraction
but if he did not curb his natural
intolerance he would be undone before
he had a chance to begin. He stayed in
Caroline’s room, paced a lot, smoked a
lot and bounced on the bed to keep
himself from walking the walls. He had
some drugs on him but didn’t want to
take anything on top of what was
already coursing through him. He
wanted to feel and remember
everything he did to Caroline Richards.
The drugs were for when he was
finished with Diablo’s Public Relations
Officer and moved on to Alice Lake.
She had caught him shooting up once
and the reaction had been singularly
profound. She had closet junkie written
all over her. Morris always wanted to
test that theory. By the time he pumped
her full of the premium stuff he had
brought with him, she would beg him to
take her in every way he wanted just for
another taste.
By six in the evening, Morris was fit
to be tied. His impatience had grown
exponentially. By six-thirty he was all
but ready to go out and find Caroline.
The sound of the key in the lock held
him in place. Finally, the sound of the
second key forced Morris to close the
door to the bedroom and stand ready to
pounce on her when she came through.
He could already hear the approach of
her footfall and she wasn’t being quiet.
The door opened and Morris sprang
from his hiding place, only to be caught
BLANK>>>>>>>

in mid-air by… Murdock.
Caroline stood behind Diablo’s
Security Specialist. She was not
surprised.
‘Hello, Morris,’ growled Murdock. ‘I
have been looking for you.’
Caroline case a glance around the
room.
‘Make all the mess you want, Mr
Murdock; I will be disposing of
everything once you are done.
With that, she moved to leave.
Morris looked completely shocked
and defeated.
‘How?’ he managed to utter.
Caroline halted in the doorway to her
bedroom.
‘Extra locks are not all that I had
installed. As someone concerned about
my security, I had a surveillance camera
put in with a direct feed to my office.
Well, for that reason and because
sometimes John likes to watch my
progress with a client.’
Morris tried in vain to break
Murdock’s hold.
‘I will leave you gentlemen to
your… discussion.’
Murdock snarled at Quibley and
tightened his grip. This was the end for
Morris. There would be no deal to get
him out of trouble this time.
As Murdock began the task of
venting his considerable rage on Morris
Quibley, John Diablo flicked a switch in
Caroline’s office and turned off the
feed. He had seen Murdock at work
before and had no concerns. Morris
was surplus to requirements and time
had been satisfied. In the end he had
been a minor player, a short-lived
distraction who had proven far more
BLANK>>>

interesting when he didn’t know what
he had done.
A headache was not a good way to start
the day. Jack had come in early to finish
the paperwork, which he knew
Engelhardt had not touched. He had
been plagued by images the whole
night, but not of Caroline Richards. No,
his thoughts had remained with Alice
Lake and the startling familiarity of the
woman. However, the images he saw in
flashes were of a younger jaded woman,
intermingled with abstract moments of
violence, sex and drugs. Jack forced the
thoughts
from
his
mind
and
concentrated on the mundane. They had
not found Morris Quibley and were
going to put out an APB (All Points
Bulletin) on him today. Jack had just
submitted the request when a voice
broke him from his thoughts of the case,
Quibley and otherwise.
‘Do you have any leads?’
Jack had not quite heard the question
though he was aware of the words. He
was staring so hard at the wall of
evidence that he didn’t quite hear
George.
‘Yo, Jack, DO-YOU-HAVE-ANYLEADS?’ restated George Harris a little
louder.
‘Sorry – not at this time. At least
none I can offer more than conjecture
on.’
George sighed solemnly as he looked
at the two young women who had died
so horribly.
‘We need to get somewhere on this
and soon. What about the guy who was
seen hurrying from the car park?’
Jack shook his head.
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‘He was a suit in a hurry for a
meeting downtown. He would have had
to have been a magical man to have
taken the time to do this,’ stating Jack
tapping the picture of the deceased
Cindy Anderson. ‘His alibi checked out.
Works for some Foundation firm named
Diablo,’ continued Jack.
‘Better the devil you know,’ replied
George.
‘What?’ said Jack with a puzzled
look.
‘Their slogan or catchphrase. I heard
it recently – better the devil you know.’
Jack rolled his eyes.
‘Well, according to his office and
about twelve accountants, he was giving
a presentation, was gone only thirty
minutes, and would have been lucky to
make it back in time to finish after he
realised that he left his brief at the
hotel.’
Jack was still scrutinising the
evidence wall as if looking at it harder
and longer might yield something.
‘And he checked out?’ asked
George, half-question, half resignation.
‘Yes, unless twelve people lied for
Quibley and managed to convince their
lawyer to support that lie. Besides,
neither of the people we talked to
seemed to like Morris Quibley much. I
got the impression they would gladly
sell him down the river. The
disappointment was hard to miss.’
‘What about the other girl?’
interjected George.
‘No alibi for that one and definitely
connected to Quibley, but again, it’s
hard to get passed the first murder. If he
didn’t do one, there is nothing to
connect him to the other. Same MO.’
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George pondered on this a moment.
‘Was he staying at the hotel?’
Jack’s eyes widened in realisation.
‘No, he has an apartment in a
brownstone uptown.’
Why was he at the hotel?
George looked at Jack as if he had
made a point. The Captain smiled.
‘Sometimes a different perspective
helps. Where’s Engelhardt?’
Jack grabbed some cuffs off his desk
and took his jacket from the back of his
chair.
‘He’s not in yet. Tell him I’ve gone
to the hotel to check on a lead.’
George nodded and stayed by the
evidence wall a few moments longer.
They were too young to know such
misery – too young to die. Both killed
the same way. If he had a serial killer
on his hands he needed to know. Jack
and Engelhardt needed to find a lead
and soon before word got out and
someone started to connect the dots.
Panic would follow. George didn’t need
that kind of attention.
There was always an air of expectancy
in Diablo. Alice felt the undertone from
the moment she arrived in the building.
When John had come to her all those
years ago and the memory of another
life drove her to the point of despair,
she understood that she had traded one
form of dependency for another. John
had guided her career and took her
under his wing. She had been successful
and she avoided a rather unsavoury and
sordid life that was still vividly
imprinted on her mind beyond anything
real in the here and now. Alice’s father
had lived. As such she came to realise
BLANK>>>>>>>>>>>>>

that he, and not her, had been the focal
point of John’s interest. Still, everything
that Alice had achieved she owed to
John. The thought always left her
colder. She had a busy day ahead of her.
Just as well. Work would keep her
centred. Her sleep had not been good
last night and she needed the
distraction. For some reason her
thoughts lingered on Jack Gabriel. She
resented him for something that had
happened in another life. All of her
feelings perceived him to be the same
man who had let a young girl behind to
face a life that brought her to the brink
of despair and ruin.
Caroline had been asked to intervene
with Jack Gabriel. Why, was a matter
between Diablo’s Public Relations
Officer and John. Caroline would
hardly be discreet and Alice had cause
to wonder why she even cared. Jack
Gabriel was nothing to her – could be
nothing to her.
Again, focal points were in question.
Alice remembered something that had
not happened, would not change in the
here and now, and only served to make
her bitter. Jack Gabriel could have
saved her – but he didn’t. John had. Her
memory was clear on that point.
However, while she was pondering
time, she had no time to deliberate on
Jack Gabriel. Matthew Harding was
with John finalising contracts for his
new art exhibition for some charitable
institution that allowed the artist to
sleep better at night knowing he was
giving something back to those who
could care less about art when every
day offered nothing but a bleak
existence. Harding had captured the
BLANK>>>>

negative essence of the human soul in
all its stark depravity and gloom,
reflections that reminded Alice of her
own dark past. She had seen some of
his work. Haunting. The images
invoked an eerie reality.
Alice did not like Matthew Harding,
but then, she didn’t like any of Diablo’s
clients. She liked them even less when
she had to attend their tiresome affairs,
sure to be catered by Diablo’s
professional provisions firm, Hully
Cuisine. Alice wondered just how many
people John had made a life-changing
deal with. Harding was another matter.
He had become fascinated with her and
made frequent references to Alice
having an old soul and a fractured
psyche. John usually reined the
miscreant artist in before he made her
feel too uncomfortable, but this did
nothing to endear him to Alice. She had
little choice but to play nice insofar as
she could maintain professional
detachment. Harding was also a user.
Something that Alice took great pains to
avoid and could not fail to recognise,
even if he had taken some effort to be
discreet. Harding did so less and less.
Before Alice entered the conference
room she could smell Harding’s
cologne, expensive and pretentious, just
like the wearer. Matthew was a picture
of fashion, though his tastes remained
suitably bland so as not to detract from
his art. As always, he favoured greys
and blacks – dark colours with just a
dash of white to break the monotony.
All designer brands of which Alice had
little or no regard. She wore functional
attire. He wore pretentious without
wanting to seem pretentious and failed.
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Harding was tall at just over six foot,
but too thin for his height. His hair and
clothes were a little too precise,
groomed to perfection and all at once
cliché. Alice had cause to wonder if he
ever knew what it was to be a starving
artist. He was the picture of success,
like he had been carefully choreographed into the role. There was no
doubt that he had talent, but his art was
bleak, too real and dark. Harding’s
subject matter always seemed to offer
the impression of a dream but the
content was sharpened to mirror life in
all its decay, physical and morose.
Some of his creations had been vetoed
by John. Harding had not taken such
censorship well. Alice had been present
during some of the artist’s protests.
However, she had been asked to step
out of a meeting on a number of
occasions while John spoke to Harding.
She would be called back in to reiterate
points of contract, in particular noting
what Diablo could and could not do.
Harding always relented, returning to
jaded resignation once the cold, hard
facts had been pushed in his face. What
John had said to him during those times
when she was asked to step out, Alice
could only guess. Whatever Harding
was in this whole affair, he seemed to
be only a minor distraction – just like
Morris Quibley.
Alice choked down her disdain and
masked it under a congenial coldness
that defined her position. No smiles, no
frowns – just Alice.
Harding stood up when Diablo’s
Legal Liaison entered the room and the
sparkle in his eyes was annoyingly
genuine.

BLANK
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‘How is my tragic muse today?’ he
commented.
Alice ignored the remark. John
Diablo scowled, his disapproval evident
even if he had not shown an obvious
sign of impatience. Harding ignored
both of their reactions.
‘Do tell me that you are coming to
my show on Friday night?’
Alice forced a smile. Harding knew
she was coming. They were all
‘required’ to be there.
‘Of course, but there is still the final
matter of the contracts.’
Matthew Harding took out a pen,
flipped over the folders set before him
and signed on the dotted lines without a
quibble.
‘There. All done.’
Alice shook her head. He didn’t even
glance at the detail. How very…
Matthew Harding. Shame he would not
be so flippant if a point had to be raised
when he stepped outside the agreement.
Alice took the folders and looked at
John.
‘I think that will be all, Alice,’ he
remarked.
Harding could not resist taking her
by the hand and planting a kiss on her
fingers. Alice snapped her hand away.
Matthew offered only a warm smile and
sighed. He was high. Alice could tell.
No wonder John was put out.
Alice turned on her heel and left. She
felt a gnawing ache in her gut. The
memory of a time that cut way too deep
threatened to unravel her practiced
countenance. She retreated before the
first bead of sweat became apparent on
her brow. When she reached her own
office and closed the door she let out a
BLANK

gasp and sucked in furious gulps of air
to offset the panic. Her heart calmed.
She recovered her composure almost
immediately but the thought lingered
like a warning that she was vulnerable
no matter how much she denied a past
that now lived only in her memory –
vivid in a way of no other recollection
since her… salvation.
The concierge had been almost too
helpful. He not only recalled Morris
Quibley, he knew him. He also
remembered the night in question but
could not swear as to Quibley’s
movements in the timeframe of Cindy
Anderson’s demise. However, he did
recall the girl and he could confirm that
Morris and the ‘lady’ (a term he
inferred loosely to mean that she was no
lady), frequented the hotel. Morris had
never been very discreet. He always
used the same room, even when he had
been with one of his other supposed
conquests. Jack definitely got the
impression that the concierge didn’t like
Quibley any better than his Diablo
associates. He was enthusiastic in his
efforts to assist. When Jack asked to see
the room that Quibley frequented, there
was no hesitation. The room was
currently noted on the system as
unoccupied. As Jack stood waiting for
the elevator, Engelhardt came into the
lobby of the hotel. He saw Jack and
immediately moved to join him.
‘Hi Kid, I guess you had the same
idea.’
Engelhardt had guessed about the
hotel.
‘As in why was Quibley passing
through the hotel car park when he
BLANK

already had an apartment, not to
mention ample parking at Diablo, which
was a hell of lot closer to where he was
supposedly attending a late meeting. All
too damned convenient if you ask me.’
Engelhardt smiled. He knew
something else.
‘And why was he here at a hotel
owned by the Diablo Foundation,’
added Engelhardt.
Another connection to Diablo. Jack
really did not like coincidences. Neither
did Engelhardt. In light of this being
about a Diablo employee, the Concierge
really was too helpful.
Jack put the card key in the lock to
Room 212. The door opened only so
far. The chain prevented further access.
Jack immediately pulled his gun from
his shoulder holster. Engelhardt did the
same.
‘Mr Quibley, if you are inside, please
open the door,’ Jack called out.
No response.
‘Quibley!’ barked Engelhardt. ‘You
have about two seconds to comply!’
Jack shook his head. Engelhardt
didn’t wait. He forced the door open
and rushed inside.
Morris Quibley was hanging from
the ceiling and from the look of the
body he had been there for some time.
Still, Jack reached out to check for a
pulse. Images flooded his mind. He saw
Quibley being gunned down. He saw
the cops and heard the sirens. He saw
the figure of a man he didn’t recognise,
the face burning with a rage that looked
all too personal. He heard Quibley
pleading for his life. Please, Murdock,
don’t…
‘Alright already, Jack’ snapped

BLANK
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Engelhardt. ‘If you haven’t got a pulse
by now, I don’t think he’s coming back.
What is it with you and holding hands?’
Jack returned to the here and now
and let go of Quibley’s wrist.
Engelhardt shook his head, scowled and
called it in on the hotel room phone.
This was all just too convenient… or
too contrived. Two murdered women
leading to Quibley and now he turns up
dead – suicide. No matter what a worm
Quibley was, he didn’t seem the type.
Jack was still disturbed by the
images. Murdock? Another piece of an
imagined puzzle he couldn’t share.
‘Don’t worry about it, kid,’ consoled
Engelhardt. ‘No matter how many
murder victims I’ve seen, I still can’t
fully understand this,’ he continued,
gesturing towards Quibley’s body. ‘A
bit too neat though, don’t you think?’
Jack nodded. His conjecture was not
based in fact, or in reality for that
matter. He wanted answers and he
figured he knew where to get them as
his hand fell upon the business card of
Caroline Richards. He did not remove it
from his pocket. Engelhardt would have
flipped.
‘Let the Lab boys sort this one out,
Jack. I think we’re done here.’
Engelhardt was right. If someone did
kill Quibley and make it look like a
suicide, they would not have left
anything behind. Jack lingered a
moment and then followed his partner
out of the room. Quibley was dead and
with him the last tangible lead in a case
that just got a whole lot colder.
KILLING TIME PART XII:

ALICE LAKE
CONTINUES NEXT ISSUE…
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Be sure to check out the previous
instalments of Killing Time Parts I – X:
still available for download from:
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.
php/fumble-newszine/

AVAILABLE FROM
BAD DOG PUBLISHING
& AMAZON
(.com/.co.uk/.fr/.de/.it/.es) &
other online book stores.
TALES FROM A DARKLING POOL
(AUTHOR’S PREFERRED TEXT)
RETURN TO A DARKLING POOL
A DARKLING POOL AGAIN
BEYOND A DARKLING POOL
NIGHTMARE
VAMPIRE
FALLEN
REVISED RELEASE DATE:
NOVEMBER 2013
SAGA OF THE SENTENIAL BOOK
ONE: CAULDRON OF TROUBLE
SAGA OF THE SENTENIAL BOOK
TWO: FOR THE LAND THAT FELL
SAGA OF THE SENTENIAL BOOK
THREE: HOUSE OF SILMARIN:
REVISED RELEASE DATE:
AUGUST 2013
RIPPLES from A Darkling Pool
FEBRUARY 2014

Bus into City Centre
Breakfast in Figure of Eight
Book into Quality Inn
Pub Crawl (to include O’Neill’s, Plough
& Harrow, Figure of Eight, Wellington
and Briar Rose)
CARDS – Pontoon & Lawless
Dinner @ Figure of Eight – 20:00 –
CURRY NIGHT!!! – followed by
Drinks in O’Neill’s & Hotel

Convention Cube is a column dedicated
to bringing you news of gaming
conventions, primarily those attended
by, and of interest to, the Knights of
Misspent Youth (KOMY) and Bad Dog
Publishing.
UK GAMES EXPO 2013
NEC Hilton Metropole
Birmingham, UK
24th – 26th May 2013
KOMY Dates Thursday 23rd – Tuesday
28th May 2013 (inclusive)
There are two plans this time around
due to the timing of the Flight home on
Tuesday 28th May 2013. In order to get
the maximum from the trip and limit
the possibility of missing the Flight, the
journey to Loughborough and Burtonon-Trent is optional. Details of the
locations follow, including Hotels,
Pubs, Restaurants and Car Hire.
DAY ONE – 23rd May 2013
Pre-departure Beer in Airport
Depart Cork – 06:40
Arrive Birmingham – 08:10

DAY TWO – 24th May 2013
Breakfast in Figure of Eight
Bus Tour of Birmingham
Pub Crawl (to include O’Neill’s, Plough
& Harrow, Figure of Eight, Wellington
and Briar Rose)
CARDS – Pontoon & GROO
Dinner @ Johnny Wongs – 20:00
Cocktails @ Briar Rose followed by
Drinks @ Hotel
DAY THREE – 25th May 2013
Breakfast in Figure of Eight
Bus to UK Games Expo
KNIGHTSHADE RPG – KSCON The
Forgotten Part II
Bus to Birmingham City Centre
Dinner @ Bengal Delight Indian
Restaurant – 20:00
Drinks @ O’Neill’s (open until 02:00)
DAY FOUR – 26th May 2013
Breakfast in Figure of Eight
CINEMA (Film to be advised but likely
to be Iron Man 3 or Thor 2)
Dinner @ Johnny Wongs – 20:00
Drinks @ O’Neill’s (open until 02:00)
Optional:
Pick up Car in Birmingham City Centre
@ 16:00 and Depart Birmingham for
Loughborough, Leicestershire UK.
Arrive Loughborough 17:30 – 18:00
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Book into Premier Inn
Dinner @ Mr Chan’s – 20:00
Cocktail Night @ Moon & Bell
DAY FIVE – 27th May 2013
Breakfast in Figure of Eight
Shopping in Birmingham (including
many drink stops)
Pub Crawl (to include O’Neill’s, Figure
of Eight, Briar Rose, Wellington &
many more)
Dinner @ Briar Rose
Option A:
Breakfast in Moon & Bell
Shopping in Loughborough
Pub Crawl to include Loughborough
Student Union Bar, Edward Herbert
Building and Moon & Bell
Dinner @ Moon & Bell followed by
Cocktails
Option B:
Breakfast in Moon & Bell
Excursion to Burton-on-Trent National
Brewery
Pub Crawl to include Loughborough
Student Union Bar and Moon & Bell
Dinner @ Moon & Bell followed by
Cocktails
DAY SIX – 28th May 2013
Breakfast in Figure of Eight
Last look around including Drinks @
O’Neill’s
Depart Birmingham via Bus @ 14:00
Depart Birmingham Airport @ 17:20
Arrive Cork @ 18:55
Optional:
Breakfast in Moon & Bell
Depart Loughborough @ 12:00
Drop Car off @ Airport
Depart Birmingham Airport @ 17:20
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Arrive Cork @ 18:55
Birmingham City Centre to Airport
& NEC Metropole:
Local buses stop outside the passenger
terminals and provide connections with
the city centre and the surrounding
districts. The 900 Airport Link operates
between the passenger terminals and the
city centre every 20 minutes during the
day and every 30 minutes evenings and
Saturdays.
Flights: Pre-booked costs between 97130 Euro based on current pricing as of
February 2013.
Accommodation: Triple Room in the
Quality Inn will be approximately 110
Euro while the cost of staying in
Loughborough may have increased this
year to £30 STG per person per night.
KENNELCON 2013
The Kennel and Knights Bar
Cork, Ireland
Confirmed Date:
Saturday July 13th 2013 19:00 – Late
Special Guests:
Eva Widermann (payment in Beer &
Other Beverages)
Michael ‘CARDEW’ O’Mahony
DUKE
Special Brews:
Check out the speciality Ales and Beers
Special Events:
Ye Olde Puppet Show
Annual FUMBLE Awards (hosted by
DUKE)
Knight of the Year Award
Seneschal’s Speech

PLACES OF INTEREST:
Hotels:
Quality Hotel Birmingham
166 Hagley Road,
Birmingham B16 9NZ, United Kingdom
Apollo Hotel
Hagley Road,
Edgbaston,
Birmingham B16 9RA, United Kingdom
Premier Inn Loughborough
Southfield Road,
Loughborough,
Leicestershire LE11 9SA, United Kingdom
Restaurants:
Johnny Wong’s Chinese Restaurant
197 Hagley Road
Birmingham B16 9RD, United Kingdom
Bengal Delight Indian Restaurant
207 Hagley Road,
Birmingham,
West Midlands B16 9RE, United Kingdom
Figure of Eight (Wetherspoons)
- Also Pub
236-239 Broad Street,
Birmingham,
West Midlands B1 2HG, United Kingdom
Opening Times
Mon – Thu and Sun: 7am to 12.30am
Fri - Sat: 7am to 2am
The Briar Rose (Wetherspoons)
- Also Pub
25 Bennetts Hill,
Birmingham,
West Midlands B2 5RE, United Kingdom
Opening Times
Mon - Sun: 7am to 1am
Mr Chan’s Chinese Restaurant
Bedford Street,
Loughborough,
Leicestershire LE11 2TP, United Kingdom
Moon & Bell (Wetherspoons)
- Also Pub
6 Wards End,
Loughborough,

Leicestershire LE11 3HA, United Kingdom
Opening Times
Mon – Thu and Sat - Sun: 8am to 12am
Fri: 8am to 1am
Pubs:
The Plough & Harrow
135 Hagley Road,
Edgbaston,
Birmingham B16 8LS, United Kingdom
The Wellington (Specialist Real Ale Pub)
37 Bennett's Hill,
Birmingham,
West Midlands B2 5SN, United Kingdom
Opening Times
Mon – Sun 10:00 – 12:00 a.m.
O’Neill’s Pub
Broad Street,
Birmingham B1 2HG, United Kingdom
Opening Times
Mon to Fri: 11am - 12am
Sat to Sun: 10am - 2am
JC’s The John Cooper Bar
Loughborough University
Loughborough,
Leicestershire LE11 3TU, United Kingdom
Edward Herbert Building (EHB) Bar & Café
Loughborough University
Loughborough,
Leicestershire LE11 3TU, United Kingdom
Car Rental:
Enterprise Rent-A-Car UK
9-10 Suffolk Street,
Queensway,
Birmingham B1 1LT, United Kingdom
Enterprise Rent-A-Car UK
Birmingham International Airport
Other:
Nostalgia & Comics
14-16 Smallbrook Queensway,
Birmingham,
West Midlands B5 4EN, United Kingdom
Cineworld
181 Broad Street, Birmingham,
West Midlands B15 1DA, United Kingdom
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UK GAMES EXPO 2013

The NEC Metropole hotel is 20 minutes’ walk
from Birmingham International Railway station
which is connected to the airport via a light
railway. Internally there is a large amount of
space for UK Games Expo to move into both
this year and possibly build on in future years.
The Palace and King's suites will house all the
exhibitors and game demos.
Entry Fees:
SINGLE DAY TICKET: Adults £8, Child (10
to 15 years) £5. Family £20
TWO DAY TICKET: Adults £14, Child (10 to
15 years) £9. Family £35
THREE DAY TICKET Adults £18, Child (10
to 15 years) £10. Family £40
FRIDAY ONLY TICKET Adults £5, Child (10
to 15 years) £3. Family £10
FAMILY TICKET (admits 2 adults and 2
children).
Children under 10 go free.
Ticket provides full access to all the trade halls
and demo games.
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Event Tickets:
If you want to enter a tournament or play an
RPG game you pay per event. This charge pays
for room, table hire and prize support. In
addition you need to purchase an entry ticket
to get into UK Games Expo.
Role Playing Games (RPGs), Miniature, Card &
Boardgame tournament entry fees are dependent
on game system.
Role Playing Games: £3 per slot
Board Games: Half Day £3 (a.m. or p.m.)
Saturday all day Tournament £6
Flames of War, Field of Glory, Warhammer
40K £8 (Warmachines Hordes TBC)
Public entry tickets can be paid for on the door
or booked online in advance (booking system
will be online at the end of March 2013).
Pre-booked Packs can be collected from the
Venue from 09.30 – 18:00 on Friday 24th May,
from08:00 – 17:00 on Saturday 25th May and
from 09:00 – 16:00 on Sunday 26th May.

This column is dedicated to all things
Knights of Misspent Youth. All updates
regarding the games group will be made
available through Inner Circle every
issue.
Dungeons & Dragons 4th Edition
Dungeon Master: Sir Alan of Kelly
Date of Character introduction and first
game: October 26th, 2011
The party:
Murdokulus – Human Wizard
Sir Martin of Mason
Bronson Axefoot – Halfling Barbarian
Squire Paul of Mason
Hannibus – Elven Cleric
Sir William of Shea
Finnan – Halfling Fighter
Sir Fergal of Moore
Barnabe – Human Fighter
Sir Michael of Mahony
Fayce – Goliath Barbarian
Sir Michael of Heffernan
We met our group of adventurers
braving a storm as they travelled
through the night along an old road

>>>>>>>>>
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surrounded by dangerous woods. A cold
wind whipped sleet into their eyes and
tore at their cloaks. The moon was
shrouded behind a grey haze, the sound
of wolves baying in the dark woods all
around. Against the dusky sky the shape
of a tower could be made out. Shelter.
As they got closer a lantern in one of
the windows was seen and it began to
sway, beckoning them onwards.
As the group approached the tower
they saw the road ahead crossing a
bridge over a small river. The sound of
wolves around them grew louder.
Before our heroes reached the bridge
they looked around to see a number of
wolves coming at them from all sides.
They were surrounded. Most of the
wolves looked half-starved; hesitating a
moment before attacking.
The adventurers made short work of
these wretched creatures, quickly
dispatching them. Treona looked on
from the window of her tower as she
lowered the lantern she used to attract
the adventurers. She made her way
downstairs to welcome her new house
guests, hoping maybe these were the
heroes they had been looking for...
The party approached the tower to be
greeted by Treona and offered shelter
from the storm for the night in front of a
roaring fire. They accepted the offer
and Treona provided a place to sit and
hot drinks to stave off the chill.
Introductions were exchanged. Treona
introduced herself. A regal man in his
mid-forties descended the stairs. Treona
introduced him as Kiris Alkirik. She
told the party that she and Alkirik
needed competent risk-takers to recover
something for them. Alkirik was the last
>>>>>>

heir to the Kiris line, rulers of the fallen
town of Kiris Dahn. Eight years ago,
Alkirik, Treona and the citizens were
forced to abandon Kiris Dahn. In the
face of an overwhelming goblin
invasion the populace scattered to other
settlements or secluded lives. The
goblins took over the town and lived
there still.
A large group of kobolds also settled
in what was once the poorer area of the
town. Treona thought the goblins just
tolerated their presence so they could
beat on them when they were bored.
In the past, rulers of the town used a
Slaying Stone to repel invaders by
slaying their enemy's greatest warriors
from a distance before they could
launch a full attack, but the supply of
Slaying Stones had long been
exhausted. Originally the town had been
supplied with eight such stones, which
had all been used while defending the
town from invaders over the years.
Recently however, while studying
obscure historical texts, Treona had
found references indicating that there
were originally nine Slaying Stones, not
eight. Treona asked the adventurers to
find and retrieve the remaining Stone so
she could destroy it using a ritual she
had devised to save it from falling into
the wrong hands.
She offered the group a handsome
reward for their services and the return
of the Slaying Stone, or at least proof of
its destruction. Treona had also created
a ritual to aid in locating the Stone. She
gave it to the group’s cleric Hannibus;
three scrolls of the ritual and enough
components to perform them. The ritual
should be able to locate the Stone
BLANK>>>>>

if it was within 100 feet of the casting.
The group spent the night by the
large fireplace in the low level of
Treona’s tower in front of a roaring fire,
the wind still howling outside. By
morning, the weather had calmed
greatly and the group made their way to
Gorizbadd, the goblin’s new name for
Kiris Dahn.
As they neared the town they noticed
signs of recent patrols in the area and
decided to set an ambush in an attempt
to gain some information about the
goings-on in the town.
While the group made plans,
Murdokulus, along with Bronson for
backup, wandered along a nearby
narrow path through the trees. As they
approached a bend in the path they
could hear the trickle of water from a
nearby river. They approached slowly
and carefully peered around it – the
coast was clear. On the far river bank
Murdokulus spied a kobold child
playing near the water’s edge. A plan
formed in his mind. He slowly raised
his staff and took careful aim at the
child. A silvery bolt launched from his
staff to strike the surprised kobold in
the chest. She was dead before she hit
the ground. Pleased that his plan was
underway, he called Bronson away
from something that distracted him and
they were about to make their way back
to the group when the kobold sorcerer,
Speelock, left her home to call her
daughter for breakfast. She did not see
the wizard or his Halfling bodyguard on
the far side of the river, just the still
form of her child with a vacant look in
her eyes. Murdokulus smiled – this plan
may work out better than expected.
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The party hid themselves in the
bushes on the side of the road, waiting
for the arrival of a goblin patrol. That
was the plan anyway. Barnabe,
however, was never really one for
plans. After all, how tough could these
little goblins be? He decided he was
going to face the patrol himself.
Barnabe left his hiding place and had
marched around 30 feet up the road
when he saw the goblin patrol
approaching. Only five of them, three
soldiers armed with spears, one with a
battleaxe and the fifth in robes.
Confidant in his ability he stood tall and
issued a challenge.
The goblin in the robes raised his
staff. Barnabe felt an invisible giant
hand grab him roughly. He was unable
to move. The rest of his group waited in
the bushes. Why was Barnabe just
standing there and not leading the
goblins back to the ambush point? This
was not the plan.
Barnabe could only look on in horror
as the three goblin soldiers raced
towards him with their spears drawn.
Somehow the goblins only managed
glancing blows on the human, rather
than being able to run him through.
Barnabe felt whatever grabbed him
release its grip. He broke free and
rushed back to where his companions
waited to spring the ambush.
Unfortunately, he wasn’t fast
enough. Before the ambush could be
sprung the goblin soldiers caught up
with him and beat him down. Before
they could finish him off the group
jumped from their hiding places and
rushed the goblins.
During the battle Hannibus was able
>>>>>>>>
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to use his powers to save Barnabe’s life.
Fayce engaged the leader of the goblin
patrol, the one with the battleaxe, by
himself and quickly learned some of the
dangers these small creatures posed.
With the aid of Hannibus’s healing the
party did overcome the goblin patrol
before any of them could escape.
The group tended their wounds and
decided against a frontal assault on the
goblin
held
town.
Murdokulus
suggested crossing the river and
sneaking through the kobold part of the
town.
After a brief rest, Murdokulus led the
party to a clearing on the bank of the
river just upstream from his previous
activities in the area as some of the
party probably would not approve…
Murdokulus used his Tenser’s
Floating Disc power to carry the party
one by one across the river. When they
got to the other side they rushed for
cover to the back of a nearby building.
After the party regrouped they quickly
searched the area and found a door at
the base of one of the buildings, leading
into a long abandoned house with half
of the roof missing.
The group carefully stepped inside
and closed the door behind them, while
Finnan remained outside to make sure
they were not being followed.
Knightshade RPG
KS01 The Tomb of Arloth Part III
Wednesday January 02nd 2013
Clink, clink, clink went the hammer as
Alatoff put a theory to the test – or was
he just lucky? The Mage believed the
warding above the entryway to the
BLANK>>>>>

Tomb of Arloth had already been
triggered… and he was right. The huge
stone door still proved troublesome to
open and took time to remove.
Wicketley took the lead but Rorik
was not far behind him as he began the
descent into the Tomb of Arloth. Steps
that were too smooth and too regularly
formed provided enough concern but
the Rogue took his time to make sure of
his foothold and that the ground was
safe. Except for a slick sheen and one
loose step on the way down, nothing
adverse happened. There was no
obvious reason for the shine on the
steps and it appeared to be concentrated
on them alone. Fhonwright spent some
time exploring why but in spite of
taking the time, he could not figure out
what caused the sheen. Did… did
Fhonwright just taste the substance?
Wicketley continued to lead the way.
He was adept at avoiding obstacles and
finding pitfalls, including the levers by
which to deactivate the obstacles…
until he ran afoul of one trap in
particular. The Rogue was aware of the
trap but still triggered the huge boulder
with the spring-loaded blades – blades
that were also coated with the same
curious sheen as that of the steps at the
entrance.
Then the fun truly began as the
companions made their way into an
acid-filled room with four platforms
leading at precise intervals to an alcove
filled with darkness. Rorik fell as
Wicketley passed into the invoked
darkness where a shadowy hand took
the quarterstaff he had borrowed from
Alatoff. The shadowy hand became a
skeletal appendage as it passed into the
>>>>>>>>>>

light and depressed the stone to activate
the trap that caused Rorik to spill into
the acid. He was rescued but not before
most of the hair on his body was burned
away. There was no time to ponder – no
time to wait. Wicketley was being
attacked!
Only when the companions pushed
passed the darkness did they find the
source of the Rogue’s woe – Zombies!
Four of them clambered from a dark
well. With the help of Terribus, Milford
and Ricardo the fell creatures were soon
dispatched.
At first glance there was nothing else
here – no cask – no Arloth – no
treasure. However, the companions
soon found the concealed entrance to
Arloth’s resting place and uncovered an
awful truth. Arloth, who had willingly
entered the tomb as he believed he was
dying, had been deceived. He had been
slowly poisoned by Queen Valitoria
who had discovered his complicity in
her husband’s infidelity. Much of his
treasure had been taken long before
Arloth sealed himself within. The
concern for the companions was not
what was missing but what remained –
the poison had been coated on the robes
of the Mage, on the tomb and… on the
steps at the entrance – but where else?
KS01 The Tomb of Arloth Part IV
Wednesday January 09th 2013
Getting into the tomb was one thing.
Getting out proved equally challenging.
Remember the sinister hand in the dark
alcove? Well, this did not appear to be
part of Arloth’s defences but something
left behind to prevent the Mage from
escaping his final resting place.
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Unfortunately for Alatoff the
shadowy hand could not differentiate
between Arloth and Alatoff. Thus, Mr
Barrowdark took the brunt of the attack
as he tried to pass through the alcove.
Alatoff’s arm was broken but things
could have fared worse as one attack
was deflected away from his neck.
Hudron and Terribus guided and
protected the Mage as he traversed the
darkness in spite of his wound. If it
were not for the timely intervention of
Rebecca in preventing the hand from
yet again triggering the acid trap the
injuries might have been more severe
for all. However, the consequences to
the Scout had lasting repercussions as
her health was severely impacted by
this daring deed.
The companions crawled their way
back through the tomb, some of them
already showing signs of a curious
illness, the same sickness that afflicted
Arloth. Fhonwright felt its debilitating
hold more than the others.
At the entrance to the tomb Garamalt
waited, along with his son and
apprentice, Engel. They wanted the
Spell Book that Alatoff had recovered.
In an exchange of magic, Wicketley
was wounded by a magical hammer and
Alatoff was paralysed. So too was
Garamalt. The companions could not
reach the Mage or his apprentice as
quicksand appeared between the
companions and their antagonist. In the
end, Engel murdered his father, stole his
wagon (the one with the big letter ‘A’),
Spells and Fhonwright’s horse, Petal.
He pushed Garamalt off the cliff while
paralysed. Now you know how Alatoff
didn’t get his wagon…
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KS01A Return to Cravenfall Part I
Wednesday January 16th 2013
The sickness took hold of some of the
companions but none suffered more
than Fhonwright and Rebecca. If it were
not for Hudron, those afflicted might
have failed to make it too far on their
return journey to Cravenfall. Along the
way they were attacked by a large wolf
of such size as they had never seen
before. The wolf moved too swiftly for
a beast of its bulk and it seemed hurried
in a way that was unnatural. Terribus
struck the fatal blow as the wolf’s heart
all but exploded in the animal’s chest.
The companions pushed on, eager to
make the town as the temperature
continued to fall and the snow
threatened.
When they arrived in Cravenfall,
Rebecca and Fhonwright had all but
succumbed to their illnesses and others
were also sick. The town had not
changed much but many of the
previously empty buildings were now
occupied. Pharan and Annie were
overjoyed to see the companions safely
returned but distressed to find the poor
state of Rebecca in particular. The
Scout was placed in the care of Annie
and consigned to the inn, while the
others retreated to their Tower as per
the agreement with Pharan. They
provided him with his share of the
treasure from the Tomb of Arloth as
agreed. Fhonwright, who was well on
the way to recovery, was overjoyed to
hear that a new tailor had arrived in
town but given the lateness of the hour,
nothing more could be achieved this
night. There would be time enough for
introductions in the morning.

>>>>>

Friends. The meaning is not always
clear but being friends takes effort.
Being friendly is something different. In
life there are many associations and
types of friends. Work friends, casual
friends and good friends are a few that
come to mind. The Knights of Misspent
Youth is about being good friends and
making the effort. While not always
easy, it is essential to keeping that
special interaction alive. The games we
play help but there is more to friendship
than playing the games. The advent of
social media is useful but we have had
technology and media for years without
making good use of the tools at our
disposal. Fumble is a nice outlet too but
limited in the frequency of its release.
Often what we present here may have
been talked about long before the
publication hits your email account.
Yet, I still believe that such media has
value in promoting the ties that keep us
together, keep us talking (or writing)
and keep us friends. Look around. How
many good friends do you know that
have been there for more than five
years; how many for more than ten?
How many would you still have around
you were it not for the effort of keeping
it all together?
The Knights of Misspent Youth go
on, beyond the effort, the fatigue and
the occasional disagreement. We are
friends. This is why we are here. The
games, the events, the social media and
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anything else we use to stay in touch are
just tools, effective yes, but a means to
an end. As the world evolves and the
geographical distance between us
grows, we will always find a way to
bridge the gap and make the world a
smaller place in which we fervently stay
connected and stay friends. We share
moments. Life really is too short.
Always remember to spare a thought for
the friendships that matter, especially
for those who may be disconnected
from a physical presence in those
moments we consider worthy of
sharing. The Knights of Misspent Youth
go on and as the world does indeed
grow smaller, we will endure – friends
forever, friends apart and friends
together. Perhaps the sentiment will be
lost on some. Perhaps a few will even
scoff, laugh or joke about the emotion.
Still, if a few understand then I have
made a difference. To quote the line
from the KOMY Charter, and add to the
sentimentality of it all:
The lives we live are real. The Characters
we play are fantasy. Between reality and
fantasy is everything that makes life worth
living.

Look around. Stop to think about the
value of the moments we have shared
and ask yourself if you really believe in
a friendship that endures. If the doubt
lingers, you have your answer…
Sir William of Shea - Seneschal

A picture says a thousand words…

Santa is missing two Elves…
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The Final Amendments to the Game Calendar 2012 - 2013
SLOT
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35
36
37
38
39
40
41
42
43
44
45
46
47

DATE
06/02/2013
13/02/2013
20/02/2013
27/02/2013
03/04/2013
10/04/2013
17/04/2013
24/04/2013
01/05/2013
08/05/2013
15/05/2013
23/05/2013
24/05/2013
25/05/2013
26/05/2013
27/05/2013
28/05/2013
05/06/2013
12/06/2013
19/06/2013
26/06/2013
03/07/2013

GM
ALAN
ALAN
ALAN
ALAN
MICHAEL
LIAM
LIAM
LIAM
LIAM
LIAM
MICHAEL
KOMY
KOMY
LIAM
LIAM
KOMY
KOMY
ALAN
ALAN
ALAN
LIAM
LIAM

GAME
D&D 4th EDITION
D&D 4th EDITION
D&D 4th EDITION
D&D 4th EDITION
MUNCHIKIN
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
VAMPIRE
CARDS
CARDS
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
CARDS
CARDS
D&D 4th EDITION
D&D 4th EDITION
D&D 4th EDITION
KNIGHTSHADE
KOMY MEETING

VENUE
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
HAWTHORN
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
HAWTHORN
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL

CONFIRMED date for KennelCon 2013 = Saturday 13th July 2012

SPECIAL CONGRATULATIONS
ON THEIR ENGAGEMENT
TO

Sir Alan of Kelly
&
Lady Fiona of Ryan
30

KILLING TIME PART XII: ALICE LAKE
Alice struggles with knowing that Diablo saved her from a fate that led to her death
in a past she cannot leave behind. She knows that she traded one dependency for
another and she was not the object of Diablo’s interest. Meanwhile both Engelhardt
and Jack work to infuse some life into a case that seems to have conveniently
closed as an opportunity presents itself for an encounter with Caroline Richards.

IN GAMES: WATERDEEP
A look at the Forgotten Realms most famous city and the material
that inspired it to greatness…

ILLUSTRATED
Rando’s Game:
The Night before the Magic Died

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

THE GMs GUIDE
Archenemies:
What makes an antagonist memorable? Better still, what makes a nemesis?
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