Welcome to Fumble Issue Fourteen. There
is something wrong with the weather... it is
August and I am looking out at relentless
waves of rain. Summer seems to have
passed us by, but perhaps it is only just
around the corner as the seasons play a
very different tune than the one we know.
This issue marks a prelude to the
beginning of a new game year for the
Knights of Misspent Youth. It also marks a
beginning for a new Senenschal, Sir
Martin of Mason, and I am sure you will
join me in wishing him good luck for the
two years ahead of him.
In this issue you will also find news on
the Fumble Awards and the Knight of the
Year Award along with updates on
KennelCon and an overview of UK Games
Expo 2015. You may have noticed our
cover is dedicated to providing you with a
glimpse of what we called BryCon for
short but to give it the full Gnomish
overture: BryBurtyLoftyExpoBirmingCon.
Bad Dog Publishing has released the
last in the Saga of the Sentenial trilogy,
Book Three – The House of Silmarin, to
Kindle in July 2015, and with the closing
of the serialisation of Killing Time in this
issue, the novelisation is to be released
shortly ahead of other planned projects.
Watch this space and check out the novel
on its release. The book has an addional
ending, an epilogue entitled ‘Endgame’
that provides an unrevealed insight into the
fate of John Diablo. Due to reasons
mentioned in the last issue, the releases of
Fallen (the third in the series, following
Nightmare and Vampire) and KST04 The
Grandmaster’s Tome (The GM’s Guide to
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Knightshade the Roleplaying Game) have
been delayed. Suffice to say we are
working to get everything back on
schedule but progress is slow.
Fumble is a hive of activity as we move
immediately to the production of the next
issue without a pause for breath. While the
weather was poor of late, the sun did shine
through from time to time. The rain did
serve a purpose in keeping us focused on
the work we love. Hopefully you will see
that coming through in the issue we have
produced for you and in the things yet to
come. There is still so much to do in what
promises to be a very good year for BDP,
and an interesting game year (2015/ 2016)
for KOMY. There is an air of anticipation
that must be curbed lest we become
distracted by too many threads leading to a
myriad of ventures (and adventures) that
never get done. Time will tell if the
optimistic mood can be maintained as
Winter approaches and the nights grow
longer. Maybe we will get a sunny
Autumn in between.
Until next issue,
The Master Sage
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The closing of Campaign IV did not mark
the end for the Company of the Goodies,
though they did take a back seat to new
Characters and new adventurers. The
Goodies did return in the next Campaign,
the Saga of the Knights of the Dove; in
particular Hest Scriprar and David the
Gnome, in a scenario that took the Knights
into the dark realm of Ravenloft. A
primary Goodies scenario outing did not
occur until after the Children of the
Company of the Goodies epic and fatal
failure in the Lost City of Cynidicea. The
adventure began anew with the Prequel –
Return to the Lost City of Cynidicea. In
this scenario, Brando (son of Finatinium)
journeyed with David the Gnome to defeat
the eight tentacled demon, Zargon. The
motivation to recover the bodies of the
Children of the Goodies was key to the
story (so that they could be raised and
reprimanded). Knowing the Lost City had
been explored made the task of reaching
Zargon easier. David might have been less
than excited about being back in the
adventuring saddle but facing his wife
without recovering the errant Children was
less desirable than standing toe to toe (or
toe to tentacle) with the demon of
Cynidicea.
Next came ‘There is no end: Return to
Tradgidore’, and another expedition to that
tragic town from a scenario that predated
the formation of the Company of the
Goodies. The return to the town was
strongly motivated by the renowned
swordarm, Haldarin Mountcharles, who
along with Finatinium and other
companions from the ill fated Company of
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Tears; failed in the past to save the people
of Tragidore from a great evil. Haldarin
joined the Goodies and Finatinium became
a tragic acquaintance in the aftermath of
his subjugation to Claudia Harker. The
journey to Tradgidore was rife with trouble
as the Goodies encountered Black Orc war
parties, Umber Hulks, Trolls, and
inclement weather that did much to test
their resolve, especially when travelling
near the former site of the unnerving
House of Tears. And yet, nothing prepared
the Goodies for the depth of the evil that
was to come. Tragidore had changed
significantly and it did not take the
companions long to realise that it was now
a dark realm overlapping with Ravenloft.
This pocket domain was still ruled by the
Dark Elf fiend known as Zara but she had
grown in power. Tragidore was filled with
Dark Elf minions who made those who
Haldarin had faced before seem almost
benevolent. The Goodies did persevere and
free the people of Tragidore, though the
torment they had endured would never
diminish. The destruction of Zara freed the
town from the hold of Ravenloft and
returned her people to Faerun.
The Company of the Goodies would not
come together in force again until D&D
ALL ‘Convergence’ and the current run of
the sequel scenario ‘Confrontation’,
proving that legendary heroes never really
retire, they just find new challenges to
face. The adventure continues...
Prequel: Return to the Lost City of Cynidicea
There is no end: Return to Tragidore
- Part One: The Long Road
- Part Two: The Dark Realm of Tragidore

BALANCE

The true meaning
of impartiality, playing fair and knowing
where to draw the line...
Being fair can be hard, especially when
you have a view of how a story should
unfold and your Players take a very
different path with a view that is
diammetrically opposed to the one the GM
planned. However, the Players must be
permitted to make the choices based on the
scenes presented. If they do not have an
input into a story, then why bother to play
the game. You might as well just let them
read a book. Being fair also means being
objective and avoiding favourtism. For
instance, Players miss games. If the
Players turn up and play through a story,
the GM must be mindful to employ this
sense of fairness when it comes to dividing
the spoils of any adventure. Having a
group of Players risk their Characters only
to have those who miss the game turn up
just in time to divide the treasure and take
choice items is an awful experience. It can
leave those who went through the ordeal
less than enthusiastic in future games.
Transparency is equally important. While
some collusion may be necessary for story
continuity, the GM must be open when
presenting rewards. A GM should not
provide any needless behind the scenes
insights prior to a game session that do not
contribute to the story, and certainly
should err on the side of caution to avoid
giving a Player any unfair advantage. Any
perception of favourtism can be
disheartening to other Players. On that
note, nothing should be added to a game
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that could serve to unbalance the game or
the aspirations of one Player over another.
A Player will want things. It is a natural
inclination. A Player may unwittingly (or
even consciously) work to gain an
advantage and look to influence a GM to
that end. There have been instances where
Players liked to hoard powerful objects.
Unless it is meant to be part of the story, a
self-serving Player may only upset the
balance of a game, such as in withholding
an item that is vital to the group’s
progression for the sake of keeping him
ahead of his companions. The story is
important, but the perception of fairness
and impartiality by the GM is crucial.
Where possible, avoid back room deals,
revealing elements of the plot outside of
play, or giving items that may make the
other Players wonder just what they have
to do to catch a break. Most of all, be fair,
impartial, and remember the people who
sit across from you at the game table are
also your friends. Even if the game you are
presenting is for a table of strangers (such
as at a games convention or tournament
event), for the duration of the story they
are your Players and will have come to
play in the belief that all things are equal
from the outset.
There are moments when a GM might
be eager to reveal elements of a plot
outside the game. The more time between
game sessions makes it possible that a GM
could let snippets of what is about to
unfold out of the proverbial bag. There is
no problem with little previews as long as
you disclose the same information to all of
the Players or any detail revealed is
unlikely to provide an unfair advantage.

This column is dedicated to the Knights of
Misspent Youth gaming group. Due to
commercial reasons we are unable to
report on Knightshade RPG game sessions.
We continue with Alan Kelly’s D&D 4th
Edition game updates from his last session.
Dungeon & 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
Rendil – Gnome Bard
Squire Dane of Shea
Session 36: June 17, 2015
The A Company
Thunderspire Labyrinth – Well of Demons
Players at this session: Liam, Luke, Dane,
Michael, Bryan, and Fergal.
With Paldemar defeated Murdokulus took
a nap in Paldemar’s bed. Fayce sliced off
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Paldemar’s finger, the one wearing the
black ring Gendar had requested. He
secured it in a hidden pocket, joined the
rest of the group in the teleportation
chamber, and fell asleep.
Later the party searched the area,
starting with Paldemar’s private chambers.
Eli and Finnan began moving the bed, to
bar the door at the northern end of the
room. However, they sprung a fire trap
causing some damage to themselves and
Murdokulus. Eli spotted something shiny
in a hollow under the bed; a small chest
with silver banding. Reaching for it
triggered another fire trap, this time
striking just Eli but with a lot more force
than the previous trap. Finnan saved Eli by
diving on him with a cloak and
successfully putting out the flames.
Eli put the chest on the bed and they
moved it to the door before returning to the
hollow in the floor. Eli saw a large bundle
but before grabbing it he looked for a trap,
finding a very fine wire mesh pulled tight
over the bundle, almost invisible to the
human eye. Hooked up to the mesh were a
number of needles coated with what he
assumed was poison. He carefully
disarmed the trap, grabbed the bundle and
unrolled it on the floor to reveal his prize.
He uncovered a pile of gear from
previous parties that Paldemar has killed.
Weapons, armour, shields, a variety of
minor magic items and charms, and a bag
of holding. A lot of the equipment
uncovered was magical. The party agreed
to divide the items when they got back to
the hall.
Hannibus and Rendil searched the
bookshelf and worktop area in the room
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finding a mixture of chemical and magical
reagents which made them a little uneasy
as to their potential use.
They then turned their attention to the
crystal orb on a pedestal in the middle of
the room. Rendil determined it was a
scrying orb and that it would be best for
Hannibus to use it. Hannibus stared deeply
into the orb and felt his mind being drawn
towards the Seven-Pillared Hall. Suddenly
an image of the ceiling of the Hall entered
his mind and he realised that he was seeing
a live vision there. Concentrating hard he
could ‘move’, seeing different areas, but it
was difficult to maintain the images
without practice.
They determined the orb was currently
tuned for the Hall and probably different
places in and around that area. There was a
risk to using it however; if someone were
to attempt a viewing and fail to establish
the initial vision, the orb will be destroyed.
Someone highly trained and practiced in
the arcane arts was required to adjust the
tuning of the orb and only a person trained
and practiced in maintaining discipline and
willpower could use the orb for visions.
Rendil and Murdokulus working
together should, after some time, be able to
alter the tuning. Hannibus and Splug, also
in conjuction, might be able to use it to
reveal visions after some practice; both
with a minimal chance of destroying it.
The group prepared to enter the temple.
Rendil decided to attempt something first
running into the room with the immobile
bronze warden in it. Using one of the
control amulets he had taken from the
body of a Tiefling they had fought a few
days earlier, Rendil focused his thoughts
through it towards the Minotaur construct.
After a few minutes he was able to control
the construct. BLANK

Rendil instructed it to pass a few feet
into the temple. Nothing happened. The
party followed, taking positions behind the
Minotaur. Suddenly, as they got close to
the statue of Vecna they were dazed by it.
Seeing that it posed no lasting harmful
effect they moved farther into the temple
avoiding the statue. Rendil instructed the
Minotaur to push the statue over and it
wasn’t long before it crashed to the
ground.
The party split up into small groups and
approached the altar, examining the pillars
and braziers as they moved. They
determined that the pillars didn’t pose an
immediate danger and were part of the
necromantic ritual that Paldemar was
creating. Examining the pillars more
closely they saw they were made of crystal
and were capable of storing magical
energies. They realised their fight with
Paldemar could have ended very
differently had they fought him here rather
than in his private chambers.
As they moved closer to the dais
multiple small fireballs shot out of the red
eye towards the party. Rendil stepped
forward and attempted to deactivate the
magic trap. Suddenly he could feel a dark
presence probing at his mind, taunting
him, ‘You are worthless, going to fail, why
even bother trying, just give up and let the
darkness wash over you’.
But he fought on. The voice taunting
him changed from arrogant to frustrated as
Rendil refuses to submit. The party heard a
loud crack from the skull, followed by
another. The glow from the red eye faded,
it fell from the socket and rolled along the
ground before Hannibus tossed a cloak
over it and stored it away for safe keeping.
Rendil collapsed to the ground, exhausted.
With the skull deactivated Finnan
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stepped onto the dais to approach the altar
but collapsed to his knees in pain. Barnabe
rushed to him and pulled him away.
Hannibus tried the dais. He too collapsed,
but managed to get himself away from it.
Seeing that Rendil was too exhausted to
assist they woke Murdokulus and asked
him if he could do anything about the dais.
While Murdokulus concentrated the
party could step up to the altar without
harm but the longer they spent there the
harder it got for him to exert control. They
quickly searched around the altar and the
skull. They found a very fine sacrificial
dagger which Hannibus wrapped up in a
cloth and put away with the red eye for
safe keeping.
Then the party left the temple,
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teleporting down to the lower level where
they took some books of note from the
library and left the tower. As they walked
towards to tunnel leading to the secret door
they heard a slow clapping sound from
behind them, and turned to see the spectral
manifestation of Vecna. He looked
pointedly at Rendil for a moment before
addressing the party. He congratulated
them on their small victory and suggested
they returned certain items to him before
leaving, namely the books and the red eye.
Initially they refused but decided to hand
them over. When Hannibus tried to return
the sacrificial dagger Vecna said he could
keep it as a gift. How many clerics of Pelor
can say they received a gift from Vecna
himself?

When attending any convention or planned
event, especially with friends, I must
caution you to read the fine print. An
absolute if you want to stay friends. I will
not dwell on the issue, but suffice to say,
you live and learn and can only plan to
offer greater clarity for furture events. So
what about the Cons? This year we had a
few personal events added to our
attendance at UK Games Expo. The first
was BryCon, birthday bash for our very
own Gully Troll, Sir Bryan of Hegarty. We
got to visit the National Brewey in BurtonUpon-Trent to find out that all it really had
to offer was... beer. Our outing to
Loughborough was better, with visits to
JC’s (Student Union Bar, Loughborough
University), the exploration of historical
locations, hic, and the birthday meal. Then
we hit UK Games Expo. For the lowdown
on that event, read on.
UK GAMES EXPO 2015
THE VERDICT
I would dearly love to report this one as a
success, but alas, it fell way below the
expectations that the organisers finally
might have got it right. I am sure that it
was a commercial success, but how long
will it last when there is just so much
wrong with the Con. My first thought as I
look back at the event is ‘tiring’. What an
awful place to hold a Con. The hotel is like
a maze. Heaven forbid you should lose
sight of your friends and can’t phone
because free data access was almost nonexistent. The price of alcohol on site was
hit and miss but generally erred on the side
of expensive. The Bus Bar was a good
idea, but again, they were greedy with the
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pricing. Finding a seat, even just to sit for a
moment, bordered on insanity. Free
gaming areas seem to have been cast aside
in favour of tournament and planned
events. This was hugely disappointing.
Overall UK Games Expo was a shockingly
poor experience personified by queues,
queues and more queues. The event is too
big for the venue. The venue is too
convoluted and infruriating for the event.
Move now! I don’t mean just into the NEC
halls. Find a more central location away
from greedy and overpriced venues. After
attending since 2009 without fail, I for one
am done with UK Games Expo, and I am
not alone. Given attendance figures, I am
sure I will not be missed much, but for our
readership and anyone we meet, I am
marking this up as – one to avoid!
KENNELCON 2015
THE VERDICT
Sadly, not everyone was able to attend this
year, but those who did seemed to enjoy
the event. I must say that the build up to
KennelCon required some exertion that
bordered on insanity, and provoked the
usual question – why do I continue to host
this event? The rain threatened to dampen
the party. The wind huffed and puffed. In
the end, we persevered, the Gazebo held
out, the merryment overflowed and the
special events only added to the
enjoyment.
This year, along with the Annual
Fumble Awards and the Knight of the Year
Award, we had three knightings, all most
deserved. Congratulations to Sir Andrew
of Meaney, Sir Dane of Shea and Sir Luke
of Shea. KOMY now have no Squires on
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the active roster but we have a full group
and can push ahead with some necessary
updates to our KOMY Charter. While our
cover is dedicated to our attendence of
BryBurtyLoftyExpoBirmingCon, I have
added a few pictures below from
KennelCon 2015 for your enjoyment.
Unfortunately due to limited space, we
cannot show all the photos.

SO WHERE DO WE GO FROM HERE?

Halloween falls on a Saturday this year,
and we have pencilled in hosting another
HalloweenCon. The exact makeup of this
event is yet to be decided but perhaps a
return to Demon: The Fallen might be on
the cards if we can convince our own Sully
Troll to step back into the role of GM for
the night.
2016 will open with WarpCon XXVI
(themed WarpCon Gotham) on January
29-31. The Saturday game at that event is
our annual foray into D&D Original –
Darkest Night, the sequel to Dark Moon
and Darker Still.
KOMY will not be attending UK Games
Expo. Instead, we will be organising our
own event, currently designated NewCon
2016.
We fondly remember Michael Sheard on
the 10th anniversary of his death. A
wonderful character actor, a true
gentleman and a friend to the Knights of
Misspent Youth.

Born: June 18, 1938, Aberdeen, United Kingdom
Died: August 31, 2005, Isle of Wight, UK

Emptiness in the aftermath of knowing
even a glimmer of hope only made despair
all the more painful. The discomfort could
lend a physical aspect but more often
played on the mind. When the memory
was uncertain, a whisper of de ja vu, it was
hard to know what had been imagined and
what had been real. When the details faded
to a greater uncertainty with each passing
moment, a sad resignation was all that
remained. Caroline Richards stopped for a
moment in the endless and tedious task of
cleaning up the leaves from an autumnal
fall, her eyes distant to something she
could not quite grasp. No matter how
many times Caroline cleaned them out of
the porch, she only had to turn her back
and they returned worse than the time
before. As she returned to her task, a sigh
escaped her lips.
Caroline became aware of the man
watching her from across the street. She
had seen him before. He used to work the
gardens around here during better times.
Caroline didn’t know his name but she
knew he was trouble. The beat of her heart
quickened. Her fear was far too deliberate.
She was overcome with the impression of
choking. She glanced towards the man. His
eyes were empty, devoid of any redeeming
quality that might otherwise soften his
appearance. Her fear grew in rhythm to the
beat of her heart. Soon her heart was
hammering and from the pain that
followed she knew it could not be good.
She retreated inside and looked out into the
street. He was gone. Caroline tried
deperately to breathe. The sigh of relief
died on her lips as she turned to find a
stranger standing in her hallway. BLANK

Caroline was terrified beyond reason. The
fleeting ease of pressure on her heart had
been too short to offer any lasting relief.
‘Hello, Miss Richards. Please don’t be
afraid. I am not here to harm you. I am
here to harm him,’ stated the stranger. His
face seemed all at once familiar as he
pointed down the hallway at a second man.
Caroline was momentarily distracted by
a single leaf coming to rest at her feet. She
did not have to look up again to know that
the man at the end of the hall was the same
one who had come in her dreams to rape
her. His skin had been darkened from
working in the gardens, but he was white,
thirty-something, with hair cut so tight that
it made him look more intimidating. She
could never afford to hire him and felt his
resentment on those occasions when he
came across her working in the garden.
The labouring of her heart eased. The other
man was even more intimidating but she
did not fear him. He was tall, muscular,
with a full head of long dark hair that was
tied back to keep it from his eyes, the
pony-tail thick, full and hanging half way
down his back. His nose must have been
broken more than once as it didn’t look
quite symmetrical after having been set.
His eyes reflected something half way
between the morose darkness of a furious
miscreant and the playful twinkle of a man
who was too confident to be denied
anything. The stubble was heavy and dark
on his jaw line but it looked to have been
left by design rather than lack of
grooming. Caroline reached down, picked
up the leaf and smiled. James Murdock
returned her smile. He gestured towards
the door. All the while the man at the end
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of the hallway remained transfixed, almost
as if he could not bring himself to retreat
or he was in fact held in place. Caroline
stepped outside and left James to his task.
The muffled scream did not last long.
When Murdock appeared in the doorway,
he was carrying the unfortunate gardener,
beaten unconscious. From the faint groans
and shallow rise and fall of his chest, she
could tell he was still alive. Caroline
betrayed a degree of disappointment that
surprised her.
‘He won’t bother you again, Miss
Richards. I can assure you of that.’
Murdock walked to the kerb where a
large truck was parked. He climbed into
the back carrying the gardener, appearing
again moments later. He gave Caroline a
polite nod before he climbed up into the
cab and drove away. If there had been any
doubt about the images that played across
her mind, they were all at once becoming
clearer, the truth breaking through with all
the vivid clarity of a revelation that was
both welcome and invigorating.
There were too many things in life that
could go wrong the more choices you had.
Choosing in itself was rife with problems
because variables in life led to infinite
paths and often few were beneficial.
Knowing something of the past and the
future could be just as dangerous in
colouring choice towards a certain vein. In
the end, a choice had to be made and doing
the right thing could be catastrophic or it
could offer the only hope of making the
right one.
Alice could barely bring herself to open
her eyes, knowing the awful taste in her
mouth served as a reminder of a time that
had now come full circle to drive her into
the gutter all over again. The memories of
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a life entwined in the machinations of the
Diablo Foundation seemed like nothing
more than a dream in the awful aftermath
of betrayal. Knowing she could have been
so much more didn’t save her from John’s
retribution, cold and callous as anything
she had felt before. It would have been
better if she had not known anything of a
life that was more than the utter
degradation of her soul. Hope had been a
lie. A slow drumming beat played across
the base of her skull amidst stabs of pain
that increased in severity the longer she
tried to stave off the phantom of a drunken,
drug-induced sleep that made her whole
body feel like she had crawled through a
sewer. Alice sat up in the bed tangled in a
nightmare of those who had used her in a
past she could not resolve, too real to be
denied but fractured into pieces she could
not put together with any degree of
certainty. She brought her knees to her
chest and sobbed wistfully, overcome by
the shame and guilt that threatened to soak
away any resolve that remained within her
to go on. She was better than this, had been
more than the sum of her addiction and
retreat into hopelessness. It had not all
been Diablo. She had been used but had
not given herself to the same degradation
in a present that left her just as lost. The
soft sobs diminished. Alice climbed from
the bed and retreated from the awful
excuse for a bedroom to what passed for a
shower in this place – cold and
unsatisfying – just like her life. She was
walking in steps all too familiar as she
locked the door with the feeble latch and
prayed that she could find the strength to
endure. She found her clothes strewn on
the bathroom floor, as stained and worn as
her body. She hesitated. The sense of de ja
vu was overwhelming and slapped her out
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of this daze like an accusation. Why
couldn’t you have done it differently on
your own? Whatever had happened on that
other night was not the same as another
memory, was not the same as the here and
now. She had not... given herself to them
last night. She had walked away. Alice
could not resolve the conflict in her
memory. She remembered what they had
done to her... didn’t she? If she recalled the
truth, it was the same as living it.
Alice withdrew into the shower and let
the cold water run over her body. She
struggled with the vague disjointed images
of what had happened and could not be
sure that what she remembered was last
night or another one of so many. She could
not resolve the faces or the indignity. She
couldn’t be sure if everything in those
fractured glimpses had not just been
woven into the long nightmare that had
driven her to such a reckless submission to
the depraved nature of those she let use her
so completely. Did she let them use her?
She walked away. She remembered
running. She turned off the water. The cold
made her teeth chatter and her extremities
ache all the more. The fear more than the
cold made her shiver without relief, but it
was the uncertainty that drove her to tears.
Her mind could not hold on to the thoughts
she prayed were truer than those she could
not deny as real. Alice was caught between
fear and a desperate need to believe that
she had not become the same lost girl –
eager for anything that could dull the pain
of a past that was all at once fractured into
too many possibilities to offer any clarity.
She could not stay here like this – lost in
hopelessness.
Alice unlatched the door and peered out
into the room. She was alone. She dressed
quickly and searched for her boots. They
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were at the other side of the bed but
instead of going around she followed
familiar territory and struggled under,
reaching out until she snagged the laces
and drew them to her. When she came out
from under the bed she immediately
became aware that she was not alone. The
shininess of the black shoes defying the
wash of having been out in the rain was the
first thing she saw. Her heart skipped a
beat as the fear shook her body. She
followed the line of the figure upward,
until she was looking into the face of a
man who all at once made the anguish
choking her heart retreat. It was not John
Diablo. It was Jack Gabriel!
‘I was thinking we could get a cup of
coffee and start over.’
Jack’s smile was both disarming and as
warm as hope could be as he reached out
and offered Alice his hand to help her to
her feet.
‘How...how did you find me?’ asked
Alice.
‘I never lost you,’ he replied. ‘And I am
not going to lose you again.’
Alice’s eyes welled up with tears.
‘I... I don’t know what’s real anymore,’
she sobbed.
‘You are and I am. I promise I will
never let anything happen to you. Trust
me.’
Alice took his hand. He pulled her up
and put his arm around her. All the world
of doubt washed away.
‘What if he finds us?’ she asked
fearfully.
‘Then I will make him go away. We
choose our own destiny, Alice. I remember
everything. This time our fate is our own.’
Engelhardt appeared in the doorway
and shook his head.
‘If you two lovebirds are just about
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done, how about I take you both for coffee
and you can explain just how come you
know so much about me considering we
only just met. No sign of the guy you
asked me to watch for, kid, but given this
isn’t exactly the best of neighbourhoods, I
would like to be quit of the place all the
same.’
Alice smiled as Jack took her by the
hand and led her away from a life that had
never been her choice.
‘This doesn’t mean I like you,’ she said
glibly.
‘I know,’ replied Jack. ‘But seeing as I
am in love with you, I think I can wait long
enough for that to change.’
Englehardt shook his head and let out a
laboured sigh.
‘Geez, I would say get a room but I
don’t quite like the locale. How about we
just get out of here and you both can get to
that later. Trust me, kid, I been married a
long time, be careful what you wish for.’
Alice was a little taken aback.
‘Who said anything about marriage?
I’m not even sure I like him.’
Engelhardt laughed and walked away.
He liked this girl. She was just like a
woman he knew, a mirror of a past that
filled him with a warm feeling of
contentment. Alice reminded him of his
wife and of why he loved her so much,
even when she was being a pain.
‘And I’m just here for the ambience of
the place, enough already. He almost
busted a gut to find you. I think whatever
he’s got for you, you got it too. Now let’s
get out of here and you can both work it
out over the next thirty to forty years.’
There was a smug air of satisfaction in the
room, the darkened shadows of eight
alcoves keeping those who occupied the
BLANK

high backed chairs concealed. A ninth
alcove remained empty in this circular
chamber. Caroline’s perception was that
she stood in the exact centre of that circle.
The smell of her perfume was as disarming
as her practiced smile and she took some
satisfaction in the effect it had on those
who preferred to remain in an absence of
light. She surmised that they were not
immune to her charms as she detected the
sound of an inhalation that did more to
betray the mood of her shadowy
benefactors. Caroline stood tall, slim, and
wore clothing that accentuated all the right
curves. Her blond hair was vibrant and
bouncy, her natural beauty shining through
in defiance of her age. Subtle lines around
the eyes could be seen by a close observer
but nothing so obvious that they could not
be concealed by makeup. She was a
woman in every sense of the word, poised
in all the ways her seductive charm could
muster against anyone taken with her
flirtatious charm or her form. The dreams
had plagued her for a long time and the
memories were difficult to resolve. In spite
of all that had happened, she had never
given into obscurity. James Murdock had
confirmed the reality of choices yet to be
made. Mistakes could be altered and
perception was everything and nothing. He
had places to be and things to do but he
had returned to reaffirm her suspicions.
Better, he had offered a tangible insight to
her pain and to her past, both incarnations.
When she was summoned, she already had
a plan; one that did not necessarily fit in
with the ambitions of those who had
deigned to use her for purposes that had
already proven distasteful.
‘We have a proposition for you, Ms
Richards,’ said one of the voices.
‘Please, call me Caroline,’ she
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countered disarmingly.
‘Caroline,’ corrected the voice. ‘We
would like you to undertake a venture that
we believe you will find most exciting.’
Caroline smiled, trying to downplay her
interest.
‘And what do I have to do to be
deserving of such an opportunity?’ quizzed
Caroline, half expectant of the answer,
knowing that a life of mediocrity was not
something she had any desire to return to
in any incarnation.
There was a momentary silence,
perhaps an unvoiced deliberation. Perhaps
they picked up on her willingness to
engage in a game that had already been
played too many times before. Perhaps she
was being viewed as a fresh perspective to
a jaded game. Caroline could sense
something more than she could see but was
unable to define the exact emotions
emanating from the shadowy alcoves. She
knew only what she felt.
‘You need only accept our offer...’
There it was – the chance at a new life,
the same dull charade that John Diablo had
portrayed as a gift. The flawed perception
of those who played games with the lives
of those they viewed as nothing more than
pawns.
‘Hmm, that is rather interesting,’
Caroline lied. ‘But how about we let fate
be and leave things to chance.’
Caroline could sense the tension in the
alcoves. It was a reaction to what they
perceived as a tangible rebuke to their
perception of superiority.
‘Mr Murdock, if you would be so good
as to provide these... gentlemen with my
counter offer.’
The screams that followed were neither
subdued nor left any doubt as to the
outcome. The sound of the hammer
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breaking bone did not disturb Caroline.
She took solace in the necessity of
bringing this to an end. Murdock was
nothing if not thorough. He remembered
everything. They had broken the
agreement and now the price of betrayal
was absolute in its retribution.
Caroline exited this pocket of nowhere
and stepped out into the street. The sun
was high over the city and full of the
promise of a beautiful day. Rachel was
waiting in the car. Caroline opened the
door, eased into the passenger seat and
leaned closer to plant a passionate kiss on
those ample lips. Rachel reciprocated and
then broke away as a smile of satisfaction
made Caroline content beyond reason.
‘Where to now?’ asked Rachel, the
slight trace of a blush evident on her face.
‘I don’t know, honey. From here on I
think we have to make it up as we go
along.’
Rachel sighed and pulled the car away
from the kerb, slowly easing out into
traffic.
Caroline cast a glance back towards the
point of her exit. She saw Murdock
standing on the street. He lingered a
moment and then walked away in the
opposite direction. Caroline turned back to
Rachel and looked forward.
‘No more looking back,’ she said with
an air of satisfaction that resonated in her
laugh.
Fate too was smiling. The future, like
the past, would take care of itself...
SUBMISSIONS
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Sound the Imperial March, groom your
Hans Grueber beards and dust off your
favourite Gary Oldman movie. Ladies and
gentleman, a new era of darkness is upon
us.
In all seriousness, welcome to one and
all as we start out into yet another year of
fun, adventure and friendship. I am
honoured to be back in the hot seat as
Seneschal of KOMY for the coming few
years and I would like to take this
opportunity to thank the outgoing
Seneschal, Sir William of Shea, for the
blood sweat and tears that he has invested
in us, not just during his last term as
Seneschal, but in general and since the
beginning of time as we know it. I hope he
liked the small token of appreciation we
gifted to him at KennelCon. Indeed, not
only are thanks and gratitude due to the
White Knight, but also congratulations, as
he reigns victorious once more as our
Knight of Year!
KennelCon was once again a huge
success, as we gave a figurative middle
finger to the weather and celebrated in
style. The Fumble Awards were enjoyable,
and it was great to see faces old and new.
The highlight of the night for me was the
formal knighting of the now Sirs, Luke,
Dane and Andrew. On behalf of KOMY,
welcome to the greatest fraternity there is.
With our ranks now bolstered by new
blood, we currently have no active squires.
I want to underline this point and put a
pause on any new acquisitions for the
coming year. We have a very healthy
representation of active knights right now
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and I firmly believe that any further
growth at this time could add undue
pressure on our group. Of course we will
always embrace guests both recurring and
new on our travels or when they visit us,
but for now our compliment of knights is
full. BLANK
In terms of games this year, you will
find our game calendar included in this
edition of the Fumble Newszine. We are
maintaining the focus of ‘less is more’ in
terms of our GMs this year, as we continue
with currently active campaigns. I have
personally found this model has worked
well over the last two years, and the
shorter rotations help us to get back in
touch with our Characters and give our
best both as Players and GMs.
We will be making some organizational
changes that will be effective immediately.
I will be tasking Sirs Luke and Dane of
Shea to be our Stewards, responsible for
ensuring that all Knights attending games
vote BEFORE leaving the Kennel. We
have missed all too many voting
opportunities over the years and I think it
is only right and proper that each knight
casts their vote in respect of which knight
worked/roleplayed the hardest as Player or
GM on any given game night. I will also
be charging our new knights with a special
mission for this coming year; I would like
them to focus on collecting submissions
for the Fumble awards, as and when events
happen in the games during the year. There
are so many great moments that we all
create together and I feel we can be more
diligent in capturing these as and when
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they happen.
The final appointment that I will make
at this time is to appoint Sir Paul of Mason
as our Social Media Herald. Sir Paul will
be charged with sending out game invites
through our social media page ahead of
each game. In return, I hope that all
knights will be in a position to respond and
indicate the likelihood of their attendance.
It may also be sensible to send out an
email invitation in addition to the above,
but I will leave this to Sir Paul’s
discretion.
We’re also going to make some
changes with our sign in book and
collection tin. I will make an effort to set
up a small table aside from the gaming
table at each game. We will place the sign
in book and the collection tin on this table.
I would kindly ask that each knight take
responsibility for signing in and donating
whatever is within their means when they
arrive at the Kennel for a game.
There will be much to share and discuss
over the coming year, but until next issue I
will leave you by once again sharing how
excited and honoured I am to be your new
Seneschal, and by sharing this quote …
‘You are not entering this world in the
usual manner, for you are setting forth to
be a Dungeon Master. Certainly there are
stout fighters, mighty magic-users, wily
thieves, and courageous clerics who will
make their mark in the magical lands of
D&D adventure. You however, are above
even the greatest of these, for as DM you
are to become the Shaper of the Cosmos. It
is you who will give form and content to
the universe. You will breathe life into the
stillness, giving meaning and purpose to
all the actions which are to follow.’
― Gary Gygax

Seneschal Martin of Mason

FUMBLE AWARDS 2015
Best Trap of Ambush
Sir Martin of Mason for the Simulacrum Mirror
Trap in Pathfinder – Runeforge.
Best Death
Sir Fergal of Moore for Barzyk, beheaded by his
own simulacrom in Pathfinder – Runeforge.
Best Antagonist
Sir William of Shea for Hoker in D&D Original –
Darker Still.
Best Fumble
Sir Martin of Mason as Alatoff Barrowdark in
Knightshade for drinking the special potion of
Strength that can never be replicated.
Best Use of an Item or Spell
Sir Martin of Mason for using the Teenage
Prenancy card in Cards of Humanity when asked
‘Why is mommy crying?’
Most Vile Act (I thought we banned this one?)
Sir Michael of Mahony in Hobbos-in-Plaid – The
Scarlett Hobbitfoot for one tampon too far – Taste
& Suckle test on Jammy Cranefoot.
Most Comic Moment
Sir Michael of Mahony as Barnabe in D&D 4th
Edition for stealing the kill from Fayce (MJ) by
throwing dagger 80-100 feet.
Best Escape
Sir Bryan of Hegarty in Hobbos-in-Plaid for
escaping Widow Agnessa Lonelyfoot by throwing
Luke’s Hobbo under the cougar.
Most Heroic Moment
Squire Luke of Shea standing in for Sir Michael of
Mahony as Mar Vell – an epic solo fight against
100 antagonists.

KNIGHT OF THE YEAR 2015
Sir William of Shea
Every effort has been made to ensure that
the game schedule on page 24 is accurate
at the time of going to publication. The
schedule is subject to change.
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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.
I am upset… nay, I am furious at your
request for Gnome jokes! How could
you stoop to this level (no pun
intended)? Gnomes are a cheerful,
helpful people and do not deserve this.
They are also courageous, as
evidenced by the exploits of David the
Gnome of Goodies fame, and the
bravery of the Gnomes in Oriaol,
risking their own lives to save the
citizens of that city; see Saga of the
Sentenial, Book Three, The House of
Silmarin by William Anthony Shea.
Now available from Bad Dog
Publishing and Amazon worldwide.
Disgraceful!!!
However, if you must use jocularity to
insult this benign race you should at
least receive some good jokes.
How many Gnomes does it take to
change a light bulb?
Depends on how high the ceiling is.
If David the Gnome was a spy, what
would his designation be?
Double Gnome 7.

Why do Gnomes have such long
names?

What do Gnome women look like?
Gnome men; only prettier.
Star Trek 4: ‘the Voyage Gnome.’
The ‘Indiana Gnomes’ movies.

Dear Fumble,

Why are Dwarves so grumpy?
They keep being mistaken
Gnomes.

They feel it compensates for their
stature.

for

I have Gnome ore jokes.
Ever indignant,
Gnome groupie.
Dear Gnome Groupie,
Don’t you feel better embracing your
Gnomish side and giving into the mirth of
a fictional race? If we can imagine
Gnomes, we can imagine anything. You
will be sad to hear that we did not receive
any submissions for our Gnome jokes
segment, other than yours, but alas,
perhaps people do not have the time to
play to their jovial side. Well, I guess I
have time to add a few more.
What do you call a Gnome with a wagon?
A mobile Gnome.
What do you get when you cross pepper
with a Gnome?
Sneezy Gnome.
What do you call a Gnome in the Game of
Thrones?
The Iron Gnome.
Given that we have had no other
submissions to note, I have decided to
extend the competition until the end of
October 2015, just in time for our
November issue. Remember there is a
Gnome-sized prize on offer.
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COMING NEXT ISSUE
ILLUSTRATED
A GNOME WITH A FEW
IN GAMES
BUILDING A SHIP
How the forthcoming SCI-FI RPG from BDP began.
THE SENESCHAL’S DECLARATION
Words of wisdom from the Seneschal of the Knights of Misspent Youth
THE GMs GUIDE
CHALLENGING WITHOUT DEATH
How do you keep your Players on their toes when death is not a consequence?
CONVENTION CUBE
WarpCon, NewCon & KennelCon
INNER CIRCLE
Game updates from the Knights of Misspent Youth
THE FIRST CASE: PRELUDE
DEPARTMENT X 1920
There is more than death out there in a world that is darker than anyone can believe. How
do you fight against what is unknown, and how do you find something that no one
believes exists? James Crane is charged with finding those who are equal to the
challenge, knowing that he will change their lives forever, and that once they step into
the unrelenting darkness, there will be no turning back.
DEAR FUMBLE
More letters from our readers
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