
FUMBLE NEWSZINE  
   ISSUE ONE                FEBRUARY 2012 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     

BAD DOG PUBLISHING  
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



EDITORIAL  
 
Welcome to the very first issue of 
Fumble Newszine. For those of you 
who have been here before, following 
our regular offering of the Fumble 
Newsletter for the last seventeen years, 
I hope that you will find this new 
format better than anything you have 
ever seen from Bad Dog Publishing and 
the Knights of Misspent Youth in the 
past.  

For those of you who are reading 
Fumble for the first time a brief history 
might be in order. 

Fumble began as the quarterly 
Newsletter of the Knights of Misspent 
Youth (KOMY) in 1993 relying on 
contributions from the members of the 
Roleplaying Gaming Group to fill its 
pages. For most of the seventeen years, 
the Newszine served as a vehicle for 
KOMY, supported by Bad Dog 
Publishing. To say it has not always 
been easy is an understatement. In truth, 
producing the Newsletter was at times 
akin to extracting teeth. In recent years, 
the contributions of KOMY diminished 
as Fumble moved in a different 
direction when its members became 
embroiled in matters of life. While this 
is certainly understandable, in order for 
the Newszine to survive and grow, 
changes became necessary, 
fundamentally in the direction this 
publication must take to ensure 
continuance. KOMY will still be 
involved in contributions but the time 
has come for Fumble to mature and 
move on. The time has come for 
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Fumble to grow – to reach out to a 
wider audience. Obviously, there will 
still be challenges in finding 
contributions to fill the void, but as we 
are about to incorporate a number of 
featured articles over the coming issues, 
and we are moving towards a 
professional magazine format, we 
welcome the challenge. We will also be 
opening up submissions to permit a 
wider group to provide content for the 
publication. 

>>>>>>>>> 
Now to the reason we are here. In spite 
of the fact that Fumble has existed in 
one form or another for over seventeen 
years – this is the first ever Fumble 
Newszine wholly produced, edited, 
compiled and distributed by Bad Dog 
Publishing. We aim to bring you all the 
games, the conventions, and the world 
at large as it relates to the games we 
play. There will be regular updates on 
upcoming events both in and out of the 
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KOMY encampment and we do still 
have a section of the Newszine 
dedicated to KOMY along with the 
Seneschal’s Declaration. Bad Dog 
Publishing will also use Fumble to 
announce forthcoming titles, and to 
bring you news of all things BDP, 
including any of the events that we plan 
to attend.  
 Watch out for news of forthcoming 
events and those we plan to attend on 
our website www.baddogpublishing.ie  

Our Submissions Guidelines are also 
listed for all of you who wish to 
contribute to future issues of Fumble. 
A short time ago, that now seems so far 
away, a choice was made to cease 
publication of Fumble as the Newsletter 
of the Knights of Misspent Youth.  

However, within moments of that 
decision being realised, Bad Dog 
Publishing took the decision to 
reincarnate Fumble to bring it to new 
heights and into new territory in support 
of its publishing arm. This will 
hopefully prove to be a good decision. 
For the staff of Fumble, it was most 
certainly a welcome one.  

This is the first issue of a new 
Fumble Newszine and we are well on 
our way to a brighter future. Life can be 
cruel and kind all at once. Let’s aim a 
little higher and see what we get back! 

In reference to submissions for 
Fumble, please be aware that we require 
a higher standard than some of the 
material produced in the past. We will 
not accept submissions for the sake of 
filling space.  

BDP will be launching the 
submissions form shortly via the 
website. Until then, please check out 
>>>>> 
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Dear Fumble for the details on how to 
send material to the Newszine for 
consideration. 

In closing, I have to say it is good to 
be back, even if we have not exactly 
been gone for all that long, but there 
was a moment when a tragedy looked 
set to unfold. Seventeen years. Maybe 
new beginnings have to come out of 
hard lessons earned through experience. 
The cloud’s turn, time burns, and I 
learn. Words from a book I read 
somewhere. Knowing the value of the 
meaning behind the words can open a 
whole new chapter for Fumble and for 
Bad Dog Publishing. For Fumble, they 
have become a kind of truism. For me 
they have become something to live by 
when the going gets tough, 
remembering the past to find the future. 
This is Fumble. This is the potential for 
the Newszine to endure.  

 
Until next issue… 
 
William Anthony Shea – Master Sage 
Editor – Bad Dog Publishing 
 
 

 
 
Welcome to the Letter’s Page. For those 
of you who have never written a letter 
to the Newszine in its present or 
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previous incarnation, there is always 
time, and we would love to hear from 
all of our readers. What is on your 
mind? What is happening in your 
game? Do you have a problem you wish 
to share, or do you just want to drop us 
a line to let us know how we are doing? 
We will endeavour to answer every 
letter we receive (assuming we don’t 
have to edit too severely). Write to us 
now to offer an opinion, a point of 
view, or just a quick hello to let us 
know that you have read the Newszine. 
 

Dear Fumble, 

I really hate metagamers. They have no 

soul. Not a one between them. I 

understand that knowing the rules is 

important, but not at the sacrifice of 

the story. I get enough statistical jargon 

at work. I play the game to spend time 

with my friends and engage with a 

good story – not to be made feel 

inferior or ridiculed because I am not 

up with every detail of every rule. I 

have been lucky. All of my GMs have 

been storytellers. There is nothing 

worse than bringing a soulless 

metagamer into a story-driven plot. I 

hate to exclude anyone but… Ahhhhh! 

Yours Storyboy4ever 

 

Dear Storyboy4ever, 

Metagamers are people too (most of 
them), and while I understand your 
frustration, knowing the rules is part of 
the game. Yes, the story is the most 
important part. However, all Players 
and GMs should at least have a passing 
familiarity with the rules and a good 
>>>>>> 
 

understanding of those pertaining to 
their own characters. There are easier, 
less intensive game systems. Perhaps 
there is a way to find a balance. Some 
of the rule variants that have come out 
in recent years have bordered on the 
absurd in an effort to catch the realism 
of a game that is supposed to be 
escapism. Gary Gygax, one of the 
founding fathers of roleplaying games 
was a great supporter of improvisation 
and telling an engaging story, where the 
rules could be adapted or discarded if 
they proved too cumbersome. As long 
as the basic premise is followed and all 
the Players are happy with the 
approach, there is no cause for alarm. 
Still, I do agree with you – metagamers 
have no soul! 
 
Dear Fumble, 

I miss the consistency of a good game, 

or maybe I should say, I miss being able 

to attend a good game, sitting around 

the table, catching up on the week, 

having a few drinks, snacks, and the 

occasional moment of inspiration. Sigh! 

Getting older and having commitments 

sucks. I want my old life back! I know 

this might not be the kind of problem 

you are looking to solve, but I want an 

answer… please! How do you juggle it 

all? I am suffering serious withdrawal 

here. Help me before I blink and it’s too 

late. 

2Old2B4Gotten 

 

Dear 2Old2B4Gotten, 

None of us are getting any younger. 
However, Fumble is not an Agony Aunt  
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(or Unkle) column. We appreciate that 
you are going through the whole life 
thing (possibly ‘mid-life’, coupled with 
the word ‘crisis’) but the games are 
always there. Life can get complicated. 
Still, everyone needs a break, a 
diversion, or something to keep the 
memory alive. Find a game! Find it 
now, before you really do grow old. 
Make time. Remember, sleep is over-
rated. One way to get back into the fold 
is to attend a local convention. Find a 
gaming group, infiltrate, and then make 
like you have always been there until 
they are no longer sure who invited you 
to the table, and they become 
uncomfortable with asking the question. 
After about five years, and a number of 
social engagements that you may need 
to turn up at uninvited, when someone 
thinks to ask, it will already be too late. 
You will be part of the group and back 
in the game. 
 
Should you wish to submit a letter, you 
can do so by writing via snail mail to 
the address provided below or 
alternatively you can send an email to 
submissions@baddogpublishing.ie  

Soon (hopefully), Bad Dog 
Publishing will have the appropriate 
submission forms in place via the 
website. Until then, we look forward to 
your letters in whatever medium you 
choose to send them. Just to note, we 
are not currently taking submissions by 
any form of sixth sense, so the next 
person to tell me that they wrote 
something and they decide to stare at 
me blankly like I should have received 
the letter, I am going to… take the 
appropriate action! 
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Well, that is all we have room for 
this issue. If you have any comments to 
make about Fumble or the content 
contained herein, or you want to raise 
an issue, do contact us.  
 

SNAIL MAIL SUBMISSIONS: 

BAD DOG PUBLISHING 
‘THE KENNEL’ 

C/O 16 KILLREENDOWNEY AVENUE, 
BALLYPHEHANE, CORK, IRELAND. 

 

 

 
This column is brought to you to look 
into the games we play, old and new. In 
Games is looking to provide you an 
insight into the past, as well as to what 
is currently in play. In this very first 
issue we will be reviewing an old 
module – Dungeons & Dragons 
Dungeon Module B4: The Lost City. 
 
For many, the B-Modules represent a 
symbol of lost youth, and for B4, this is 
no less true. The game was easy to play, 
even if the details required a huge 
suspension of belief. The myriad of 
creatures that occupied the corridors of 
the Lost City did not lend to any sense 
of realism, but then again, such was not 
the purpose of the game and we were 
young - young in a way that embraced 
naivety with zeal, exploring the 
unknown with all the fervour of needing 
something to stimulate the mind. Yes, 
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we did have computer games, but they 
were in no way as sophisticated as those 
around today. Still, playing games like 
the Lost City also promoted social 
interaction. Can the same be said of 
today’s games? Sitting around a table 
with friends as we took up the story 
from where it last finished was enough 
to offer an air of anticipation long into 
the weekend that made it magical. 
 

 
 
 The Lost City is an adventure 
module for Dungeons & Dragons 
(D&D). Not the D&D you know today, 
but the original fully commercial 
incarnation way back in the early 
1980s. The story, such as it was, 
revolved around the Lost City of 
Cynidicea. Lost in the desert! The only 
hope for survival lies in a ruined city 
rising out of the sands. Food, water and 
wealth await heroic adventurers inside 
an ancient pyramid ruled by a strange 
>>>  
 

race of masked beings.  
 The background went on to reveal 
the fall of Cynidicea and the various 
factions within the Lost City. Then the 
problems started to unfold – at least for 
the suspension of belief. The Lost City 
harboured wolves, beetles, white apes, 
the aforementioned factions, undead, 
were-foxes, and a whole host of 
creatures that somehow managed to 
cohabit within these confines. Then 
there were the traps, those awkward 
places that were hard to avoid, but 
somehow the creatures seemed to get 
around just fine. Still, when all was said 
and done, this was a dungeon crawl. No 
matter how much the game or the 
Players grew, going back to basics for a 
few nights could be liberating in a way 
that personifies being young. 
Everything doesn’t have to make sense. 
Sometimes the journey was worth the 
moments shared, even if the level of 
realism was lost to moments of 
absurdity.  
 In spite of any perceived 
shortcomings, there was a lot of detail 
in the Lost City that led to hours of 
enjoyment. The background was good. 
The way the characters entered the story 
could be reworked by a good Dungeon 
Master (DM), and once you removed 
any creatures that didn’t quite fit the 
whole dungeon crawl experience, the 
module worked. The Cynidiceans and 
the fall of Cynidicea was a good idea, 
and gave the presence of the Lost City 
meaning. The inclusion of a major, 
unusual, and powerful foe allowed for a 
growing level of danger. There was also 
an undercity that could be expanded to 
prolong the adventure or it could be 
>>>>>> 
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ended in a final brutal encounter with 
the main antagonist. 
 
Sadly, Dungeon Module B4 is currently 
out of print and TSR is no longer in 
existence. So, if you want to find this 
adventure you will need to sift through 
the games on offer at conventions or 
search the internet to track the module 
down, along with the other B-Modules 
or previous games that delighted many 
a Player when the age of roleplaying 
began. 
 
DUNGEONS & DRAGONS  
DUNGEON MODULE B4 
THE LOST CITY 
By Tom Moldvay 
An Adventure for Character Levels 1-3 
For the Dungeons & Dragons Basic Set 
1982 TSR Hobbies 
 
Next issue we are going to take a look 
at Dungeons & Dragons 4th Edition, the 
version that has raised the most 
contentious opinions since the inception 
of the game. We will be specifically 
reviewing the Player’s Manual but will 
solicit the views of D&D 4th Edition as 
a whole. Nothing like controversy to 
make people take sides or provoke 
opinion. 
 
If there is a game module, product or 
system that you would like to see 
reviewed in Fumble, or indeed if you 
have an article submission for this 
column, please do let us know. You 
will find the contact details on the 
Letter’s Page and the Submission 
Guidelines for the Newszine on the 
BDP website.  
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Please adhere to the details provided 
to avoid disappointment. 

 

AVAILABLE FROM 
BAD DOG PUBLISHING  

& AMAZON.COM  
 
TALES FROM A DARKLING POOL 
(AUTHOR’S PREFERRED TEXT) 
 
RETURN TO A DARKLING POOL 
 
A DARKLING POOL AGAIN 
 
BEYOND A DARKLING POOL 
 
NIGHTMARE 
OUT NOW! 
 
VAMPIRE 
OUT NOW! 
 
FALLEN 
REVISED RELEASE DATE:  
JUNE 2012 
 
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: 
SEPTEMBER 2012 
 
RIPPLES from A Darkling Pool: TBA 
 
 
 
 
 



KILLING TIME  
PERPLEXITY’S INAUGURATION 
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA 
 
The rain was always there. At least it 
seemed that way. Jack Gabriel could 
not remember the last time he had seen 
the sun shine through anything other 
than dark and angry clouds – grey, 
sombre, and full of the angst of some 
divine play on a joke that no one else 
got. Jack was a cop. He had been 
working narcotics for so long it had 
been hard to return to the fold, or so to 
speak. Homicide seemed strangely 
normal compared with some of the 
extreme shit he had to deal with in the 
last twelve years. He had cleaned up 
well enough but he would never be 
pretty. He was far too intense to pull 
that sort of frivolity off. He had seen 
too much of the darker twists of nature 
of the true scum among humanity to 
ever lose his edge. He was attractive 
enough. However, he was the kind of 
guy that women wanted to sleep with 
but not to form a lasting relationship 
with. He stood at just less than six feet 
with dark hair, electric blue eyes, 
square jaw made of granite and that 
smouldering indifference that made him 
seem incorrigible. Still, Jack had stayed 
lean and mean while working the 
streets. He had also managed to stay 
clean, which was an even greater feat 
given his occupation. Now with his hair 
cut, clean-shaven face, dark clothes and 
a maroon tie to boot, he looked almost 
reputable, except for the badge and the 
Glock 19. This was in essence his first 
day and most of these guys couldn’t 
>>>>>>> 
 

pick him out of a line-up if they had 
seen him a few hours ago. He had been 
a cop for nearly thirteen years, straight 
out of basic training and into the hell 
world of narcotics, if you didn’t count 
the six months he spent on patrol as a 
beat cop. He didn’t know anyone in this 
precinct except for Captain George 
Harris and the psychiatrist who had 
evaluated his state of mind after he had 
returned to the true blue from his 
prolonged stint as a narc. From what he 
had gathered, Miss Rebecca Stenos 
(that was the brain-squeeze) had 
recommended that he interim with a 
new partner. His charm hadn’t worked 
on her and his casual indifference 
appeared as just that – cold detachment. 
George was different. They went way 
back and then some. The Captain had 
been a friend of his father’s, another 
true blue cop who didn’t know when to 
quit. Jack might not have made it but 
for George. In truth, he was not 
altogether sure that he had made the 
leap. Neither had Miss Stenos. Only 
time would tell. In spite of the craziness 
of the last twelve years, Jack had not 
been a user. It was a wonder that he had 
lasted so long out there staying clean. 
Of course, that isn’t to say that he didn’t 
have to taste the product – he just 
refrained from falling so far into the 
mire of drugs to never come back. The 
rush that he had lived on was being a 
cop among those who would have 
carved him into tiny pieces and fed him 
to the dogs if they had discovered what 
he was, or what he had done. A world 
away. 
 Jack had been through the 
preliminaries. Today was essentially a 
>>>>>> 
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beginning. He had not even met partner. 
Hell, he hadn’t even been told who his 
partner was going to be – though he 
guessed that George would not stick 
him with anyone he was likely to kill, 
or who was just as likely to kill him, 
before they got to know each other.  
 Before Jack knew what was 
happening, he had met his partner, got 
the brief introduction, and hit the 
ground running. 
 Ben Engelhardt. He had been in 
homicide for over twenty years. He was 
overweight, sourly and had barely 
spoken two words to Jack as he drove 
them to the scene of their first case 
together. For some reason, George 
seemed amused by his choice. Jack 
figured his partner had about as much 
say in the matter as he had, though 
Engelhardt seemed more put out by the 
choice being forced on him. All Jack 
had was time as Ben stayed focused on 
the road, the rain, and the waning light. 
Twenty minutes of silent disapproval. 
Jack could tell from the mood that 
Engelhardt was going to be a 
sweetheart. The lines engraved on his 
face were like some badge of honour, 
hard earned etchings of stress, contempt 
and just plain nastiness. His lips were 
curled in perpetual snarl. He hadn’t 
shaved in a few days. His clothes were 
not fresh. He chewed gum like he was 
grinding some of his bitterness and 
tension with each bite. Jack figured that 
Engelhardt was having relationship 
problems or had recently been through a 
break-up. He was also wise enough to 
know to let this one alone. Engelhardt 
did not look like the kind of man who 
would appreciate him prying. 
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 ‘Are you going to tell me where we 
are going or would you like me to 
guess?’ 
 Engelhardt snorted in reply, but 
offered nothing else to alleviate the 
moment. 
 ‘Suit yourself, but if we have to 
work together, might be better if I knew 
what we were doing.’ 
 Engelhardt smiled. Jack didn’t know 
the old man had it in him. 
 ‘Homicide. It’s what we do. Where 
the hell do you think we are going? 
Someone got themselves killed and we 
get to figure out how and why.’ 
 Smug bastard. 
 ‘Look, I don’t know what I did to 
you but…’ 
 Engelhardt snorted again. 
 ‘You didn’t do nothing, kid,’ 
interjected Engelhardt. ‘George just has 
a weird sense of humour. 
 Kid? Jack hadn’t been called that in 
like… ever. Another thing he decided 
not to push. 
 ‘How so?’ he asked instead. 
 ‘Haven’t had or needed a partner in 
over five years. 
 Jack laughed. Engelhardt was not 
impressed. 
 ‘What the hell’s so funny, kid?’ 
 Jack shook his head and ran the 
forefinger and thumb of his right hand 
across his eyes. 
 ‘Neither have I,’ he replied. ‘Guess 
George figured we deserved each 
other.’ 
 Engelhardt let out a huge belly 
laugh. The tension was over. 
 ‘So, are you going to tell me?’ 
 Engelhardt sighed. 
 ‘They found a young woman stuffed 
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in the trunk of a hotel rental. Some 
exotic dancer and part time escort, if 
you know what I mean.’ 
 Jack didn’t need a picture. 
 ‘What was her name?’ 
 Engelhardt took the gum out of his 
mouth, opened the window and tossed it 
out. He then reached into the glove 
compartment, took out a pack of Lucky 
Strikes, popped one in his mouth and lit 
up. 
 Jack groaned. 

‘Fucking gum always makes me 
want to smoke,’ said Engelhardt to the 
unvoiced question. ‘Cindy Anderson,’ 
he added in response to the one Jack 
had actually asked. 

Engelhardt continued to talk. The 
cigarette seemed to have loosened his 
tongue. However, Jack’s eyes blurred. 
His mind wandered. He saw flashes of 
images between the furious wash of the 
rain and the sway of the windscreen 
wipers. A girl being strangled, her face 
contorted in fear and asphyxiation. Her 
anguish was extreme. 

‘Yo, Jack, did you hear me?’ shouted 
Engelhardt. ‘Do you want one?’ 

Jack was jolted back to reality. He 
reached for one of Engelhardt’s 
cigarettes, ran his fingers through his 
hair, and shook off whatever it was that 
had caused his distraction. Jack reached 
into his pocket, pulled out his lighter 
and lit up. 

‘Did they say how she died?’ 
enquired Jack, shaking off the haze. 

‘Strangled,’ offered Engelhardt.  
‘They’re waiting for us to figure out 

how. You know, do the detective stuff.’ 
Jack shook his head and yawned.  
‘Sorry, am I boring you?’ asked  

 
 

Engelhardt in annoyance. 
‘No, just tired. I’m still getting used 

to being awake during the day.’ 
Engelhardt rolled down the window 

and flashed his badge to the cops 
already on the scene. He then continued 
into the hotel parking lot. 

‘Yeah, George said you were a Narc. 
Under cover a long time.’ 

Jack didn’t want to talk about that 
any more than Engelhardt wanted to 
talk about his personal life. Strangled. 
He only just registered what his partner 
has said. How coincidental that he 
should imagine the cause of death 
before Engelhardt uttered the words. 
Jack just figured it was some sort of 
déjà vu or perhaps his experience was 
finally showing through after all these 
years. 
 Engelhardt took the lead from the get 
go. He spoke to the beat cops on the 
scene. Jack headed straight for the car 
and his first look at the body. The 
discolouration around the neck left little 
doubt. However, the manner in which 
she was dressed, or to be exact, the 
absence of attire, suggested something 
else. She had not been strangled by bare 
hands. If he had to guess, a scarf or a tie 
had been used. If this was murder, Jack 
doubted the killer had been stupid 
enough to leave behind any forensic 
evidence. If it had been an accident, 
then the body would not have been so 
clean – and she was definitely clean. 
 Jack leaned over the body and 
sniffed the skin.  
 ‘What are you doing?’ snapped 
Engelhardt, jolting Jack from his 
examination. 
 ‘She was cleaned,’ offered Jack.  
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‘There is an odour of some cleaning 
agent I can’t quite place.’ 
 Engelhardt shook his head. 
 ‘Let the Lab boys figure that one out. 
We have to follow up on a suit who was 
seen leaving the car park.’ 

Jack lingered. 
‘What is it now?’ asked Engelhardt 

with some irritation. 
 ‘I have seen this girl before,’ said 
Jack. 
 ‘Junkie?’ enquired Engelhardt. 
 ‘I’m not sure. It will come to me,’ 
replied Jack.  
 ‘Well let it come to you while we get 
some coffee on the way to check out the 
suit.’ 
 Jack marvelled at how Engelhardt 
used all of his investigative prowess to 
ascertain that they had done enough by 
talking to the cops on the scene and the 
brief glance he had at the body. 
 ‘Well, the girl’s name is Cindy 
Anderson, like I said. Don’t know if 
that helps,’ added Engelhardt. 
 The name meant nothing. At least 
not yet. 
 ‘I spoke to the first guys on the 
scene. The car is a hotel rental and 
hasn’t been out in days, which means 
someone put the body in the car after 
the fact. The last guy who drove in here 
was Morris Quibley, the suit. Works for 
some Foundation down town. We’re 
headed there next.’ 
 Jack still hadn’t moved away from 
the body of Cindy Anderson. 
 ‘Come on, Jack. Leave the detail to 
the Lab boys.’ 
 Jack reluctantly left the body and 
followed Engelhardt. Neither of the 
names Cindy Anderson nor Morris 
>>>>>>>>> 
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Quibley seemed familiar, but he had 
seen this girl before. Engelhardt had 
taken notes. Jack had not. When he sat 
in the car beside his partner, he tossed 
the pad to Jack. 

‘Read what I got down. Add your 
own observations. You can write this 
one up when you get back to the office.’ 
 Jack shook his head in disbelief, but 
he was happy to get a look at 
Engelhardt’s notes. 
 ‘You’re the new guy,’ laughed 
Engelhardt. ‘And I hate typing.’ 
 George Harris knew exactly what he 
was doing when he put Jack with 
Engelhardt. One was old school and 
inflexible – the other was new and 
trying to fit in. George probably figured 
Engelhardt would benefit from Jack’s 
attention to detail as much as he would 
get to know what it was to be a 
homicide detective from an old school, 
no nonsense, dinosaur. 
 Jack flipped through the notes. At 
least the penmanship was clear. Morris 
Quibley? He had been ID’d by one of 
the parking attendants. He was known 
by the hotel staff. Why? As the car left 
the parking lot and the rain exerted its 
hold over anything crazy enough to 
venture outside, Jack’s mind wandered 
again. Flashes of a man standing in a 
parking lot as gunshots rang out. The 
man was hit – falling – and looked out 
of it. A dark shadow clung to the 
periphery of the image and then it was 
gone. 
 Engelhardt had been talking. Jack 
hadn’t heard a word. When the car 
stopped in a service station, he was 
jolted from his dream. 
 ‘So, do you want coffee or not?’ 
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growled Engelhardt. 
 ‘Sure,’ replied Jack. ‘Black, two 
sugars.’ 
  Engelhardt got out of the car, 
grumbling about the weather, how 
nobody listened to him, and something 
about sugar rotting your teeth. 
 Jack had not been a drug taker. Sure, 
he had to taste the product, but nothing 
that could have explained these flashes. 
He chalked it down to fatigue and the 
change of pace. What else could it be? 
He had passed the compulsory medical 
and the psych evaluation. The latter just 
about. He was just tired. 
 The rain seemed to increase in 
intensity. The furious wash obscured 
the outside world, dulling the sounds of 
the city so perfectly as to leave Jack in 
seclusion. When the shots rang out, he 
was startled from his reflection, his eyes 
brought into brutal focus on the clock in 
the dashboard. Twelve minutes had 
passed since Engelhardt went into the 
service station. Twelve minutes. Jack 
has hardly noticed the time. He was out 
of the car in an instant, the Glock in his 
hand and the adrenalin pumping 
through his body. Engelhardt came 
tumbling out of the automated doors of 
the forecourt, blood pouring from his 
mouth and his chest. He fell to the 
ground face down and never moved 
again. The inadequate covering of the 
service station could not defy the wash 
of the rain. The blood ran from 
Engelhardt’s body like rivers of 
discontent. Jack ran to the car to call for 
an ambulance and backup. As he turned 
away, the sound of the automated doors 
opening caused him to swing around 
and fire. He looked on in horror as a 
>>>>>>>>>>>> 
 

man in a hotel uniform dropped the gun 
he had been carrying and fell. He had 
reddish-blond hair tied back in a 
ponytail and his features seemed 
obscured by an unnatural shadow. Jack 
had hit him square in the chest. Two 
rounds.  
 Jack’s eyes closed against the wash 
of the rain. A thumping sound filled his 
mind. Thump! Thump! A muffled voice 
was cursing. Jack took a moment to 
register Engelhardt standing at the 
window on his side of the car. 
 ‘For the love of God, Jack, will you 
wake up and take the coffees! These 
damn cups are hot.’ 
 Jack’s heart was racing. Engelhardt 
was alive. This had all been a dream. 
 

KILLING TIME 
CONTINUES NEXT ISSUE IN:  

IMMORAL ECHO  
 
 

COMING SOON! 
 

KNIGHTSHADE  
The Role Playing Game 

The Initiate’s Tome 
& 

Adventure KS0 

 Stepping Stones 
 

Playtesting in UK Games Expo 2012 
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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. 

Unfortunately, our going to press 
date was too late to offer details of 
WarpCon XXII. However, suffice to 
say, a good time was had by all. The 
convention definitely had less attendees 
this year, which could be derived from 
the space afforded one in the Old Bar, 
normally a tight squeeze on a Friday 
and Saturday night. Another noted 
indication of reduced numbers was the 
absence of sufficient vendors in the 
Trade Hall. Still, in spite of all this, the 
convention was a success. KOMY 
played an open game of Dungeons & 
Dragons Original in two sessions, and 
the number of Players at the game on 
Saturday was only superseded by the 
exceptional attendance on Sunday with 
an unprecedented ten. While the 
numbers proved a little difficult to play 
with, everyone had a good time. My 
thanks to all of those who made the 
>>>>>>> 

14 

effort on both days to give our Junior 
KOMY members a game that will 
probably live in some infamy for years 
to come – a dark lord rising? Sir Martin 
of Mason just had to take the Crown of 
Anturoc and put it on. This coupled 
with last year’s dramatic conclusion 
with the Staff of Destruction that 
created the Deadlands made for an 
interesting sequel. One has to wonder 
what they will do next. The good thing 
about WarpCon is the time allocated to 
playing the game. Any convention 
where we play is always a good event. 
 
The big one for the year is UK Games 
Expo 2012. This will mark the 4th year 
in attendance for KOMY, but will also 
be a special convention as it heralds the 
arrival of the new Knightshade 
Roleplaying Game as Bad Dog 
Publishing presents a very special 
module to play test the publication in 
advance of release in the latter half of 
2012. Updates to other forthcoming 
events will also be provided nearer to 
the time of the event. 
 
UK GAMES EXPO 2012 
The proposed Itinerary for the event is 
not set in stone and is subject to change. 
However, we will try to adhere to most 
of the planned events. 
  
NOTE: Prices for accommodation are 
prepaid/ pre-booked costs with no 
refund. For other options, costs will 
vary and you will need to research any 
variations. 
 
The Plan  
All attendees to be at Cork Airport by 
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no later than 5:30 on the day of 
departure. 
 Cost of Flight via Aer Lingus is 
approximately 100 Euro return (ex. 
bags) as of this article going to press. 
The times provided are for Aer Lingus 
only. 
 
Day One: Wednesday 
Depart Cork Wednesday 23rd May 2012 
@ 6:45 Arrive Birmingham @ 8:15. 
Pick up Car @ Birmingham Airport. 

Drive to Birmingham City Centre for 
Breakfast and Refreshment in The 
Figure of Eight pub. 

Depart Birmingham @ 11.00-11.30 
for Loughborough in Leicestershire 
(about 50 miles/80 kilometres).  

While there is no particular waystop 
planned, and depending on time, we 
may push on to Loughborough; we will 
be looking to break the journey at any 
convenient pub along the route for 
refreshment and possibly lunch. If we 
do not stop along the way, refreshment 
and lunch will be the first priority once 
we reach Loughborough.  

Overnight stay in the Premier Inn 
£29 per night for twin room sharing. 
Booking in after 2.00 p.m. 

Visit Loughborough Student Union 
Bar 14:30 until 17:30, as well as a brief 
trip to the EHB (Edward Herbert 
Building) Bar. 

Return to the hotel to freshen up 
before dinner @ 19:00 in Thai Grand 
Restaurant or other Chinese/ Thai 
restaurant. 

Pub Crawl to include Flan O’Brien’s 
Irish Bar. Return to Hotel to finish off 
the night. 
 
 
 

Day Two: Thursday 
Up and at ‘em @ 8:30 
Breakfast followed by a short tour of 
town. 
Book out of hotel @ 12:00 

Last visit to Student Union Bar 
before departing Loughborough @ 
14:00 for Nottingham (approx 12 miles/ 
19 kilometres). 
 Visit to Nottingham Castle. Cost 
£5.50 (Tickets give joint admission to 
Nottingham Castle and The Museum of 
Nottingham Life at Brewhouse Yard 
(situated approximately 5 minutes walk 
away on Castle Boulevard). Lunch in 
Nottingham. 
 Depart Nottingham @ 16:30 for 
return to Birmingham. Book into 
Quality Hotel on Hagley Road for 4 
nights. 
 
£246 for Triple Room (£82 per person) 
£196 for Twin Room (£98 per person) 
£164 for Single Room (£164 per 
person) 
 
The costs are for prepaid booking only. 
 
Drinks in the Duck Beefeater before 
Dinner in Johnny Wongs, followed by 
O’Neill’s Pub until close. Return to 
Hotel to finish off the night. 
 
Day Three: Friday 
Up and at ‘em @ 8:30 
Car to be returned. 
Breakfast in The Figure of Eight 
followed by a short tour of town. 

Brewery Bar Crawl to include the 
Wellington Specialist Real Ale Pub and 
Bennett’s followed by UK Games Expo 
@ 16:00. 
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� Three Day Ticket: £18 
� Two Day Ticket: £14 
� Single Day Ticket: £8 

 
 Return to Hotel to freshen up before 
Dinner in Bengal Delight Tandoori 
Restaurant. 
 O’Neill’s or Scruffy Murphy’s until 
close. Return to Hotel to finish off the 
night. 
 
Day Four: 
Up and at ‘em @ 8:30 
Breakfast in the Plough & Harrow. 
Hit the Convention! 
Knightshade 14:00 – 18:00 

Return to Hotel to freshen up before 
Dinner in the City Centre. Venue TBA. 
 O’Neill’s, Scruffy Murphy’s or 
Strathallen until close. Return to Hotel 
to finish off the night. 
 
Day Five: 
Up and at ‘em @ 8:30 
Breakfast in the Plough & Harrow. 
Hit the Convention! 
Knightshade 12:00 – 16:00 

Cinema in the afternoon followed by 
refreshment in O’Neill’s. 
 Return to Hotel to freshen up before 
Dinner in Johnny Wongs. 
 O’Neill’s or Scruffy Murphy’s until 
close. Return to Hotel to finish off the 
night. 
 
Day Six: 
Up and at ‘em @ 8:30 
Breakfast in the Plough & Harrow. 
Local refreshment followed by booking 
out of Hotel. Bags to be retained by 
Hotel until leaving. 

Brief tour of town before Pub Crawl 
>>>>> 
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(to include the Wellington, Bennett’s 
and the Shakespeare.  
 Depart Birmingham City Centre @ 
17:30 via Bus or Train to Airport. 
 Dinner @ the Airport followed by 
refreshments if anyone still has the 
inclination. 

Depart Birmingham @ 21:15 on 
Monday 28th May 2012. Arrive Cork @ 
22:50. 
 
Car Hire for Two Days – TBA. 
Alternative Train – TBA. 
Bus to Birmingham Centre – TBA. 
 
Special Guests 
Steve Jackson 
Ian Livingstone 
 
Only members who have prepaid will 
be booked in advance. 
 
 
KENNELCON 2012 
Presented by DUKE (Dane and Luke)  
In Association with 
Bad Dog Publishing  
and the Knights of Misspent Youth. 
Saturday 28th July 2012 – 19:00 till Late 
 
Free Admission 
By Invitation Only 
 
Special Events 
The Annual KennelCon Puppet Show 
The Annual Fumble Awards 
The Knight of the Year Award 
 
Special Guests 
Eva Widermann (we are paying her in 
Beer) 
 
 
 



THE GMs GUIDE  
IN THE BEGINNING 
 

Ah, I remember the beginning of the 
whole roleplaying experience. GMing 
for the first time. After a few failed 
ventures later, I just about got it right. 
Sometimes running the game can look 
easy from the other side of the table but 
I can tell you, for anyone who aspires to 
sit in the big chair, easy is not a word I 
would use. Running one game is not so 
hard. Keeping a game running week 
after week can be as challenging as it 
can be rewarding. 
 Things to remember. A good first 
night does not a campaign make. A bad 
first night (or second for that matter) 
does not end the game. 

Most Players are forgiving souls. 
They will always give a new GM a 
chance and no game is irredeemable 
with a little effort. You don’t need to 
have all of the answers on the first 
night. Start slow and build consistently. 
There is no harm in throwing in a 
creature who can scare the bejesus out 
of the Players, but arbitrarily killing off 
the party for the sake of effect should be 
avoided. Even if you have done so, 
there may still be ways to affect a 
recovery. The characters are not dead – 
they have been captured. This works 
especially well if some of the Players 
didn’t make the game or attend for the 
first few nights. They can in effect – 
become the rescue party.  

Build a little background. Do not run 
in the same campaign world as another 
GM. If you do – make sure the story is 
not connected, or that it gets 
>>>>>>>>>>>> 

in your own direction. The only one 
who needs to know everything about 
what is going on is the GM running the 
game. Nice if the Players clue in 
occasionally as well. Seek assistance 
from a veteran GM if needed. Chose 
someone who has nothing invested in 
the game system being run. Look for a 
fresh perspective. Any advice you 
receive should include options. If there 
is only one outcome being suggested, 
the GM is not helping you, he is doing 
it for you. A new GM will never learn 
that way. Be patient, and receptive. 

Parallels and crossovers are nice, but 
only between equals and only if both 
party’s can share a mutually beneficial 
or agreed outcome. 
 Don’t worry about the history of the 
world when beginning, or the characters 
for that matter – this will build in time. 
KEEP GOOD NOTES! You will need 
them. Even if you don’t remember 
everything during a break in the game, 
one of the Players is bound to remind 
you. 
 In the end – you are the GM. The 
story, the world and the outcome are 
yours to direct or destroy. Keep the 
story moving but stay small and focused 
until you need to grow. The time 
between running a game can be all that 
you need to fix a problem or reinvent 
the wheel.  
 GMs can sometimes employ a dream 
sequence or treat a game that ended 
badly (as in fatally) as a premonition 
story to correct a mishap or imbalance. 
Now the Players know what they did 
wrong – give them a chance to do it 
right. Also – not a bad way to get 
another night out of the same game. 
>>>>>>> 
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Most of all – remember – this is your 
game – one of imagination. There are 
no limits except those you impose. 

A synopsis is useful after a break and 
even at the start of a game night, but 
especially after a longer absence. 
Players may be involved in other games 
and it can be hard to keep up with what 
happened in a game if they are 
separated by weeks or months. A 
summation is also good to keep a GM’s 
game on track and to review the story 
progression as well as to adapt to any 
pending changes in the interim. Don’t 
be afraid to make changes to any part of 
the story that is not working. If the 
details have not as yet been unfolded, 
they are not yet written. 
 I am not sure I would ever like to be 
a GM starting off again. While most 
Players are forgiving and supportive, 
some can be difficult or demanding 
(probably the ones who are GMs 
themselves). Time is another factor. 
The more GMs running games in a 
group, the less air-time a game can 
have, and this can be difficult for a 
veteran to carry a story, never mind a 
novice. Still, when all is said and done – 
there is nothing like running a game and 
unveiling a new story for the enjoyment 
of your Players. Every hiccup, every 
mishap, only makes a GM better – as 
long as he is willing to learn from his 
mistakes. 
 There are also times when a Player 
who has made the transition to the role 
of a GM finds that he is not cut out to 
run a game beyond a one-off here and 
there. The trick is realising that before it 
is too late, especially if you have 
Players who will persevere because of 
>>>>>>>>> 
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friendship or just being polite. 
However, on the other hand, don’t give 
up just because of a setback. You can 
always change the direction of the 
game, or even change games to find one 
that does work. In the end, the decision 
is yours. Be sure that you want to GM. 
If you ask all the right questions and 
you still want to sit at the head of the 
table, look at your preparation and seek 
advice from someone you trust to help 
you to put the game back on the right 
track. Remember, take it slow, 
sometimes less is more. You do not 
have to grow the game beyond your 
limits until you are ready to do so. 
 Whatever category you fall into, 
telling a story can be a wonderful 
experience. Telling a story that unveils 
itself before the eyes of your Players 
can be equally terrifying and rewarding.  

Next issue, we explore the question 
of detail, adding elements to your game 
that provide substance. We also invite 
other GMs to offer articles of interest to 
this column for future issues of Fumble. 
If you believe that you have an article 
that fits this column, something that 
will aid fledgling and experienced GMs 
alike as they engage their Players week 
after week, please do let us know. You 
will find the contact details in the 
Letter’s Page of this issue. 
 
Be sure to check out the previous 
instalments of Killing Time – Diablo 
Parts I – IV, still available for download 
from: 
 
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.
php/fumble-newszine/ 
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Well, I sure didn’t think I would have to 
write another Seneschal’s Declaration, 
but I have to say that I am pleased, even 
if the Knights of Misspent Youth’s 
participation in Fumble has been 
relegated to a few pages within an all 
new publication that is not wholly 
dedication to KOMY, but to Bad Dog 
Publishing (BDP). 
 The Knights of Misspent Youth have 
always been in transition, but towards 
what I do not know. Perhaps the 
journey matters more than achieving an 
ultimate goal. What I find amazing is 
that our members can be motivated to 
write protracted communications in 
response to the ending of something 
that they have never or seldom 
contributed to – when the end is 
announced, but they cannot spare a 
moment or a thought for Fumble when 
a Newszine was there for all. Please do 
not write back to me in relation to what 
I write here. If you have an issue with 
my column, please – correctly – address 
your concerns to Fumble, which is now 
beyond the KOMY remit to control. I 
am pleased to see the Newszine came 
through a proverbial baptism of fire and 
I would like to commend BDP for still 
providing us with space within the 
publication to reach out to our 
membership on occasion. Perhaps, we 
too, in time, will come through our own 
revelation of change to solidify the 
>>>>>> 
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future of the Knights of Misspent 
Youth. 
 I have been Seneschal less than I 
should have, and perhaps more than I 
probably deserve, but as a founding 
member of KOMY, I have an obligation 
to protect the future and to preserve the 
initiative for all of those who follow. 
With this in mind, the first draft of the 
KOMY Charter will be sent out to all 
members near and far to ratify no later 
than the end of May 2012. Members 
will have the opportunity to review 
same for one full month or 30-day 
period from release. Any member who 
has not responded within the allotted 
time will be deemed to have accepted 
the Charter by default. Included in the 
offering will be a list of current active 
members. All those who are considered 
inactive will be removed from the 
KOMY records. 
 This is going to be about a year of 
change, for the better I hope, but it will 
also be about promoting KOMY at 
every event or corner we grace for the 
foreseeable future. KOMY and Proud! 
We have lasted a very long time. There 
will be moments of discontent. We may 
even lose some members and gain 
others, but in the end we will survive 
and strive to make a better gaming 
group for all concerned. 
 The Knights of Misspent Youth will 
be attending UK Games Expo 2012 in 
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Birmingham UK in May. For all of 
those members who are interested, 
please be advised that we will only be 
booking in advance for those of you 
who are fully paid up. All members 
who are not part of the Manage Fund 
will need to make their own 
arrangements. Just to note, as the next 
issue of Fumble is not due out until 
June, there will be no further updates in 
the Newszine prior to going to press at 
that time. By then you will already have 
missed the convention. Further updates 
may be provided online in the KOMY 
section of the BDP website as well as 
on the notice boards in the Kennel.  
 In closing, I would like to thank you 
for your continued support and hope 
that you can all attend the scheduled 
events in the weeks and months to 
come, as well as the Annual KennelCon 
(Kennel Party) on Saturday 28th July 
2012. 
 
Sir William of Shea – Seneschal 
 

 

 
 
This column is dedication to all things 
Knights of Misspent Youth. All updates 
regarding the gaming group will be 
made available through our Inner Circle 
every issue. 
 
 

Currently running in the Knights of 
Misspent Youth (KOMY) Gaming 
Calendar as of writing this column is 
Sir Fergal of Moore with his Palladium 
Campaign followed by Sir William of 
Shea with D&D Original. There have 
been some necessary changes to the slot 
allocations, as the calendar adapts to 
living in the real world. As of the next 
issue, the schedule for 2011/2012 will 
be racing towards the finish line, UK 
Games Expo 2012 will have come and 
gone, and the final draft of the KOMY 
Charter will be in the hands of all 
members. 

In this year, some of our Knights are 
due to reach a milestone birthday of 
Thirty Winters. Kind of strange seeing 
as at last year’s KennelCon we 
celebrated 30 years of gaming for some 
of our members. For those of you, who 
are reaching 30, don’t fret at getting 
older. If 50 is the new 40, and 40 is the 
new 30, and we now address age in the 
Knights of Misspent Youth by taking 
the average age of the group as a whole 
(including active Squires), yes, this 
gives us an average age of 32 (yes I did 
include Squire Paul, Dane and Luke). 
Still, great for us old guys – 32 again. 
As for those of you who are turning 30, 
well, you will hardly notice the change. 
So, what is currently going on in 
KOMY? As of writing this, not much. 
Games have come and gone and some 
will come again. We do need some 
proper disposal facilities for the games 
room so that our host doesn’t have to 
clean up the place every week. The new 
leather backings to the walls to provide 
more comfort when playing will be 
fitted shortly. The inside facilities have 
>>>>>>>> 
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already been finished and have been a 
godsend during the wetter, colder 
months (I mean the ones that are wetter 
and colder than usual). All in all, the 
Kennel has begun to shape up better 
than ever, though some people still have 
a propensity to point out the flaws and 
not the great improvements that have 
been made. I remember playing as a 
young man in a cold shed with poor 
lighting and very little in the way of 
comfort. Sometimes I miss those days. 
The Kennel Games Room and the 
Knights of Misspent Youth are a marvel  
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compared to way back then but 
something of the magic has waned 
along the way. Maybe we can get it 
back this year in the games we play and 
the moments we share.  
 As for the Kennel, how awful for our 
members to have to suffer with good 
lighting, private facilities, an amply 
stocked bar (including cooler), soft 
leather benches and heating. Let’s not 
mention the leather high stools that are 
used during special events. Yes, 
perhaps they are a little deprived, or is 
that depraved? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



COMING IN FUMBLE ISSUE TWO  
 
 

KILLING TIME: IMMORAL ECHO 
 
Jack Gabriel begins to sense something more in the after-echo of a past that does 
not fit into present. However, he begins to wonder if he is truly being insightful or 
if he just is losing his mind. 
 
 

IN GAMES: DUNGEONS & DRAGONS 4TH EDITION 
PLAYER’S MANUAL 

 
Fumble takes a look at Dungeons & Dragons 4th Edition, the last incarnation, 
which has had a mixed reception from the veteran die-hards and those new to 
roleplaying. This review looks at both sides and focuses on the Player’s Manual. 
 
 

ILLUSTRATED 
 
Heaven and Hell, Gary Gygax style. Another scripted presentation from the pen of 
Michael O’Mahony with art by William Anthony Shea. 
 
 

INNER CIRCLE 
 
All the latest news from the current games and forthcoming events, including the 
Game Calendar for 2012/2013. 
 
 

THE GMs GUIDE 
 
The trick is in the detail, both for the Players and for the GM, but in the end, it is 
the GM who has to deal with any elements created or agreed. Keeping good notes 
is essential. Consistency is important. 
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