EDITORIAL
I always breathe a sigh of relief when
we finish an issue. I mean, beyond the
editing, the special edition formats –
everything done and dusted. There is a
momentary sense of elation, satisfaction
– maybe even a modicum of pride…
and then we get to do it all over again,
almost from the moment we finish the
last issue. Yes we have spent time
building up material and we do actually
have an archive of reserve pieces but
these are in a raw state and usually
require rework. Much of the material
needs to be assessed for suitability in an
upcoming issue. The work is constant
and we are sometimes left short, so
fillers are inevitable.
For those of you who noticed the
split view of the cover this issue – well
done. This is a scene from the special
event HalloweenCon in 2012, a game
titled ‘Convergence’ and depicts an
attempt to combine Characters from
D&D 2nd and 3rd Editions and across a
number of game campaigns, bringing
together all of the threads that had been
building for years. The game was a
success and took three nights (one of
which went on until the wee hours of
the morning) to complete. When we
were looking at the November issue, we
thought of Halloween and while the
images are not particularly significant
for this issue, any pictures that portray
the raw essence of a game are always
good. Even when you just look at the
placement of the figures and two views,
they make you kind of wonder what
exactly is going on. I can tell you that
>>>>>>>>>

this was a moment – one of those that
will live on in my memory because of
the friends who shared the event and the
significance to the games we played.
For those of you who are regular
readers of Fumble, HalloweenCon 2012
was summarised in last year’s
November issue. As this is the last issue
of 2013, looking back on something
good is just as important as looking
forward. A little reflection is important
before we take on the challenges of a
new year. I wanted to pick out
something memorable for me and for
the Knights of Misspent Youth. As our
gaming year runs from July to July this
would be within that time period.
Christmas is coming and then the
New Year. I would like to take this
opportunity to wish you all a happy and
peaceful holiday. I know that some of
us work during this time of year but the
sentiment is the same.
Regards and fare thee well for now…
William Anthony Shea – Master Sage
Editor – Bad Dog Publishing.
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Anyway I was wondering if it was just
me or are there others who have been
through this crisis (mid-life or otherwise,
though I’m probably too young for the
former, lol)?
A thoughtful response would be
appreciated.
S

Welcome once again to the Letters Page
of Fumble. Before we begin, no, Gully
is not back. We are not saying he is not
coming back, but he is not available at
this time. Meanwhile, we will continue
to present another selection of letters for
you… well, one letter
Dear Fumble (or Gully, if you’re back),
How do you keep going week after
week? I am starting to feel an antipathy
towards gaming. Don’t get me wrong, I
like spending time with my friends
(when any of them show up), but
playing games is beginning to feel like
a chore. I want to run a game again but
the thought of the effort required is
giving me a headache. I have been
looking to join another gaming group,
perhaps short term to see if I can
rejuvenate my interest. As a long time
gamer I was wondering if your
readership felt a similar lulling of
enthusiasm. I have tried taking a break,
short-term and long-term. I have tried
playing only twice a month but this too
is starting to drag a little as my friends
can sometimes be so into a game that
having any kind of non-game related
fun can seem disruptive, sometimes I
just sit there and say nothing. We all
work. We all have full lives. I miss being
able to sit in a pub and just talking,
joking, laughing and unwinding. All I
seem to have are the games and no
other real connections outside of this
close-knit group, sigh.
>>>>>>>>
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Dear S, As a GM, I do from time to
time get disillusioned. As a Player, I
like those moments when my friends
come together and we get to catch up on
the week before we start a game. I can’t
say we are the most disciplined group
but we get by. I am as guilty as anyone
with little disruptions but I do try to
give my attention to the game once it is
underway. We play card games every
so often to offer variety and an
opportunity to chill out and talk. We
have a dedicated games room with its
own bar, so I guess our gaming group is
a little unique. I don’t think that joining
another gaming group will solve your
problem, but perhaps attending one of
the main conventions (WarpCon or
GaelCon in Ireland, or UK Games Expo
in the UK) will help. You will have an
opportunity to socialise with some likeminded individuals, discuss your issues
with the games, pick up some tips and
perhaps even unwind a little. You will
also have a chance to get into a few
games that might help to rekindle your
interest. I do hope you find a solution
and a way to continue gaming for a long
time to come.
SNAIL MAIL SUBMISSIONS:
BAD DOG PUBLISHING
‘THE KENNEL’
C/O 16 KILLREENDOWNEY AVENUE,
BALLYPHEHANE, CORK, IRELAND.
submissions@baddogpublishing.ie

D&D 5th Edition or DnD Next
DnD Next? Let’s put that to one side for
the moment. So the art looks good, the
D&D team appear to be listening to
those who play the game – can they
really get over the last incarnation, what
I like to call – DnD Vista – the almost
Microsoft style screw up that soured the
biggest and brightest gem in the gaming
world for GMs and Players alike. Yes,
4th Edition has its supporters but if not
for the story presented by our DM, I
think that I would have refused to play
the system that all but broke the very
essence of D&D.
Whatever the goods folks at Wizards
are calling the new D&D, they will
have to do some work to impress after
the dismal D&D 4th Edition. Let’s be
fair, one wonders if there would have
been a need for a 5th or Next edition if
Wizards got it right during the last
incarnation or if the far superior
Pathfinder wasn’t outselling them at
every turn; but let’s press on. Is what’s
coming really going to be better than
what has gone before? Maybe Wizards
need a boost but one only hopes that
they have at least learned the lessons
from past mistakes. I not only met Gary
Gygax but I had the good fortune to
play in one of his games. If I learned
one thing then, it was the system is a
backdrop to the story. When it starts to
choke the life out of a scenario by the
>>>>>>>>

sheer weight of the rules and
combinations, the time has come to
throw it away. I still play in and run
many versions of D&D – original red
box (I say original because of the
laughable attempt to recreate the
packaging for a 4th Edition in an effort
to pass it off as a reproduction), 2nd and
3rd Edition variants. I never felt the need
to return to 1st Edition, or Advanced
Dungeons & Dragons as it was known
at the time. To be fair, 4th Edition does
have some elements that are good but
the combat system is weighted down by
too many options that slow play. The
good news for 5th Edition is that combat
is much quicker. The trick is still to get
it to feel like D&D again. 2nd Edition
had its flaws but was best in class so far
in not killing the story. Many elements
of 3rd Edition are good but it tried to go
too far. Realism has its place but you
have to remember – this is supposed to
be a game. Perhaps it is time again for a
standard and optional set – D&D and
DnD Advanced. I wonder if anyone
spared a thought for back compatibility
this time or if it is now impossible to
merge game systems that have just
grown too far apart. The buzz around
5th Edition is that it is better overall but
ask yourself this question – do we really
need a new variant? I mean, if you want
to run a game and you need a set of
rules – why not just use what you
already have? If you are happy with 2nd
Edition – use 2nd Edition. If you are
happy with 3rd, 4th or even the original
sets – just use those. From a
commercial standpoint, I understand
what Wizards is doing, but do we really
need another game?
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THE GMs GUIDE
The Ties that Bind:

What
keeps a group together? What makes
them want to stay together?

The ties that bind – I like that, but just
to be clear – no binding, bondage or
anything else like that goes on in the
games (or at least not in any of the ones
I play in). What keeps a group of
friends together? Is it playing the
games? Is it having a place to go where
you are almost expected to turn up each
and every week? Is it the thought of
being part of something more? I would
say yes to all of that but keeping a
group together requires effort. The
reward is in knowing 5, 10, 15 or more
years from now you are still together as
a close-knit group and that some
friendships can survive the test of time.
Look around you – is there anyone in
your immediate group of friends you
wish you had met sooner in life? Is
there anyone who you would be sad to
be without? Friends can be as curt and
unforgiving as a family, but true friends
always forgive the little things (and
sometimes a few big things). The ties
that bind – well, comradeship, shared
interests, being there to listen,
understanding – and having fun with it
all. There are so many qualities that
make up a friendship and they can be
diverse in the extreme. In the end – for
GMs in particular, the game can
provide a great cohesion to a group of
friends. The ones that last the test of
time are likely to be the ones who were
worth the effort. Friends need a place to
go – to hang out, to let off a little steam,
>>>>>>>>>>>>
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or to just leave the world behind for a
few hours.
For the gaming group, the ties that
bind are very much the same, but a
good story helps, along with good
comradeship and a consistent approach.
Knowing you can leave it for a while
and your friends will still be there
provides a solace all of its own. For a
GM, always be fair and impartial. More
often than not those sitting around your
table will be your friends or have the
potential to become true and lasting
associations. The tie that will ultimately
bind is playing the games we enjoy,
sharing moments and living in the here
and now. What keeps my group
together? Well, we’re family now, not
just friends. We have our times apart
but it is coming together that makes us
happy – and our family circle continues
to grow. We don’t always have room
for new friends but we always try to
make room. I have spent a good portion
of my lifetime growing to understand
what it means to be a friend, and in time
maybe I will even learn to be a good
one.
The games brought us together and
keep us together. They give us a focus
for the times we share. Even when we
meet outside the games, the moments
have become memories that fuel the
stories we tell. They define who we are
– and perhaps they allow us to live in a
real world that sometimes becomes just
a little grey. I don’t know if the ties that
bind will last but I hope so. There are
still so many games to play, so many
moments to share, so much of life that
is open to wonder. The ties that bind are
the ones that last a lifetime…

KILLING TIME PART XIII

JAMES MURDOCK
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA
Quibley was dead. Murdock had
enjoyed putting the deviant little
maggot down. Morris had cried and
pleaded but in the end he was just as
dead. There was no dignity in his
demise. Murdock had vented his rage
and all was right in the world again.
Tonight he was required to provide
security for John at Harding’s Art
Exhibition. Murdock couldn’t stand
Harding any more than he could
stomach Quibley. Pretentious fop
looked down his nose at nearly
everyone who lived in the real world.
James Murdock had wanted to be a
trucker once. In fact he had been on the
road, so to speak, to that career choice
when John Diablo came to make him an
offer he could not refuse. The money
was just too good. Lauralye had been
over the moon with the prospect of
moving to a better part of New York as
well as with the chances this ‘welcome
opportunity’ presented. Her words – not
his. Of course she would be there
tonight, as a guest of the Diablo
Foundation and not as his wife or date.
This disturbed Murdock. He was put
out in a way that made his skin crawl
and his temper boil. He didn’t trust
Lauralye but he had no reason for the
awful ache in his gut that seemed to
swell whenever she stood anywhere
near Matthew or any of Harding’s
friends. Friends? He had very few of
those left. His temper had gotten the
better of him on more than one
occasion. His jealousy concerning
>>>>>>>>

Lauralye was usually the catalyst.
John Diablo kept Murdock focused
and gave him an outlet. Lately, it had
not been enough. His suspicions had
flared up after the dreams, images that
seemed all too real, and which he could
not resolve in his mind. They disturbed
his sleep and drove him to distraction
during the day. Lauralye had been
unfaithful – except that she hadn’t. The
man he imagined at the centre of the
betrayal had been a good friend. He was
also too far away to have been involved
with Murdock’s wife. The dreams were
getting worse. Murdock could see
himself killing Bill Travers. However,
what he imagined for Lauralye was
infinitely more terrible. Every time he
had the dream, it always ended the same
way – with Murdock burning. The
feelings and images were so
staggeringly real, he could smell the
cooking of his flesh and burning of his
hair in the aftermath of waking.
Lauralye had done nothing except be
overly friendly to Matthew Harding.
The artist seemed too full of his own
importance to have shown her any
prolonged attention. Still, Murdock felt
a growing dislike that was intensifying
towards hatred. This fuelled his
animosity, and in turn, the rise of his
temper. Murdock had to exert a great
deal of effort to keep this negative
emotion in check. In truth, the only
thing that could quell the growing tide
of discontent would be beating Harding
to a bloody pulp. The thought evoked a
return to a waking dream. Flashes of a
lump hammer hitting Bill, the
aforementioned friend. Worse, the
images of harm perpetrated on Lauralye

>>>>>>>>>>>>
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were extreme – more so because
Murdock knew that he was capable of
such acts should his wife ever stray. He
would kill any man who touched her
but he would reserve the real harm for
his errant wife. The point was moot.
Lauralye had not strayed. She had not
betrayed him. As for Bill, he was a long
way from here and out of their lives.
Dark thoughts lingered. There was little
that Murdock could do to prevent the
flashes, except to keep himself busy
with Harding’s Exhibition and the
security arrangements for John and the
Diablo personnel.
Murdock spared a thought for Alice
Lake. She had been afraid of him… was
afraid of him. She had no cause to be
apprehensive. He meant what he had
said. He would not see her harmed.
Alice was the only innocent in all of
Diablo. She was an employee of the
Foundation but she was not privy to the
inner workings. Not like Caroline. Not
like him. Not like Quibley had been.
Alice had done some distasteful
legalese things but only as part of her
work and only at the direction of John.
She knew nothing of practical deceit,
murder or the other less savoury
machinations of Diablo.
Murdock’s phone rang. John Diablo.
Murdock flipped it open and suppressed
a growl.
‘Hello John, what can I do for you?’
asked Murdock, knowing the CEO of
Diablo did not like small talk.
‘I need you to pay a visit to Matthew
Harding. He appears to be somewhat
confused about my instructions
regarding his exhibition.
Strongly
reaffirm my position. Nothing too
>>>>>>>>>>>>
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public or visibly upsetting.’
John hung up. Murdock didn’t need
any more information. Same old story
with Harding. He had been warned
before and knew the consequences. He
could not show certain exhibits.
Murdock did not know why and caring
was outside of his remit. John may have
appeared quite calm but Murdock knew
he was… annoyed. He did not wait for
the customary ‘understood’ from his
Head of Security.
Matthew Harding was one of those
artists who believed that he had control
over his own destiny because he
enjoyed the trappings of a successful
exposure to an appreciative audience.
However, that success had been brought
about by the involvement of the Diablo
Foundation, the influential support of its
clientele and a nurtured and captive
audience who were less approving of
Harding’s efforts and more of Diablo’s
support in their business and political
endeavours. Whatever hold Diablo had
on Matthew Harding was usually
enough to impress upon him that simple
fact. Harding had still pushed the
envelope recently. This would be
Murdock’s third visit in as many
months. On each occasion Harding had
known what he did wrong and recanted.
On the last visit he had been a little
more irate but relented before any
persuasion needed to be applied.
Murdock recalled his timid rebellions
but knew this had been building to
something more for a long time.
Harding was a user. Drugs and alcohol,
but mostly just drugs. They gave him an
edge of intolerance and daring.
Murdock knew just how to curb such
>>>>>>>>>>

enthusiasm, without knowing why. John
had given him an old-style razor. All he
had to do was to show the implement to
Harding. The effect was better than if
Murdock had hung the artist out of his
penthouse apartment by his balls. As
noted, Murdock did not know why, but
he never had to show Harding the blade
– just the razor itself. This time he had
already decided to go a little further.
When Murdock reached the top of
the thirty-plus storey building and came
out of the elevator at Harding’s
apartment and studio level, he was
almost eager. An undercurrent of quiet
rage simmered beneath a tense but calm
exterior, or at least as calm as Murdock
could manage when motivated to
thoughts of harm that he did not find
objectionable. The floor was occupied
exclusively by Harding. As such, any
semblance of disarray was to be
expected. The artist was not known for
his organisational skills. They had (as in
Diablo) provided him with a cleaning
service, which he had harassed into
submission followed by personal maid
whom he had insulted to the point of
needing a sizeable payoff along with
some delicate negotiations by Alice
Lake. There were rumours of sexual
indiscretions but those turned out to be
no more than Harding asking the
woman to pose for one of his life
drawings. The artist had found her
Latino motherly physique worthy of
interest. He had not been motivated by
any urge other than exploiting an
artistic exploration of her form. The
maid, Murdock believed her name was
Silvia, found him creepy and leering as
he followed her about the penthouse
>>>>>>>>>>

with a pad and pencil. In the end,
Diablo decided Harding would have to
fend for himself and sent in clean-up
crews when the artist was absent. The
studio remained off limits, even to
Murdock, which in truth offered
nothing in the realm of curiosity to lure
him into violating John’s instructions in
this matter. Until now.
Matthew Harding’s apartment was in
disarray – more than usual. The artist
was not present. The only place he
could be – assuming he had not gone
out – was in the Studio. Murdock
already knew that Harding had not gone
out. He would have been informed this
close to an Exhibition. Diablo knew the
artist could be unstable before a
showing. They kept close tabs on him to
ensure his compliance.
Murdock looked around while
playing with the razor in his pocket. He
paid no mind to the chaos Harding lived
in. There was nothing here to draw his
attention. This descent into living like a
bum was all Harding. No one else had
caused this mess.
The Studio was adjacent to the
apartment, concealed by double doors
of polished ebony, handcrafted by a true
artisan that Murdock had some
appreciation for because it was not
Harding’s work. Similar doors led out
into the hallway at the south end several
metres away from the elevator.
Murdock knew that the doors in the
hallway would be locked. They had
been for as long as he could remember.
Harding once noted that he had lost the
keys. Murdock knew otherwise. The
artist didn’t have the keys. They were in
a drawer of John Diablo’s desk in his

>>>>>>>>>>>

9

office at the Foundation. Neither he nor
Murdock wanted to provide Harding
with an avenue of escape should a visit
be required to correct any aberrant
behaviour, such as it was right now.
Murdock approached the doors to the
Studio. The intricate carvings and
symbolism were normally lost on
Diablo’s Chief of Security but now they
seemed alive in expectation. Murdock
hesitated. An impression of fire washed
over him.
The doors opened. Matthew Harding
stood there looking drained to the point
of collapse. He wore nothing except
loose pants, dark in colour and stained
with the toils of his labour. His thin
frame was similarly tarnished with paint
– burnished gold, red, yellow, blue and
varying hues of orange. The man
looked diminished beneath the vibrant
colours of an as yet unknown creation.
Harding’s height worked against him
when he let himself go. At a little over
six foot, his thin wiry body was
insufficient to hold together this
awkward facsimile of something that
looked more like a walking corpse than
a healthy human being. The unkempt
dark hair and several day old beard only
added to a generally dishevelled look.
Both betrayed traces of silver grey
strands, aged as prematurely as the face
that looked out through swollen red
eyes. Deepening lines engraved a visage
of youth that had been consumed by
long hours and telling abuse. He could
clean up well and all of the traces of his
decadence could be smoothed into a
presentable view for his public persona.
‘I am tired, Mr Murdock,’ remarked
Harding. The strain in his voice lent

>>>>>>>>>>>>
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credence to this feeble declaration.
‘And I am tired of having to come
down here every time you deviate from
John’s instructions,’ growled Murdock.
‘I do not think the customary lesson
will suffice on this occasion.’
Harding sighed, ran his paint
splattered hand through his unkempt
hair and offered a jaded look of
resignation to whatever fate Murdock
had in store for him.
‘Do what you have to, Mr Murdock.
I do not think I care, though I am
certain that you believe you can
persuade me otherwise. However,
before we descend to the basest level,
perhaps you should look at my latest
creation. After all, it concerns you more
than I.’
Murdock looked to the doors just
behind Harding. They were slightly
ajar. The artist had slipped through an
opening that was proportionate to his
meagre frame. Still, in spite of the poor
lighting, Murdock caught a faint
glimpse of gold and a furious red that
must mark the edge of the painting
Harding had been working on. The
artist stepped aside and gestured feebly
for Murdock to proceed. Diablo’s Chief
of Security eyed Harding with a mixture
of suspicion and inherent distaste. The
artist’s eyes were a little too wide to
deny that he was under some influence
– narcotic or otherwise. Still, the ebony
doors offered something more of a
deterrent as they stirred a memory that
Murdock could not fit into his past.
There was just nowhere that such a
recollection of fire or burning fitted into
his life. The face of John Diablo
appeared, weaving at the edge of his
>>>>>>>>>>

periphery – scowling disapprovingly as
he turned away. The images had the
opposite effect on Murdock. They drew
him onwards. Before he even realised
he had moved he had passed Harding to
stand before the carefully poised
aperture, exposing just enough of the
opening to permit him to see beyond the
threshold. The painting was huge. As
Murdock drew closer it swallowed his
whole view. The colours seemed to
erupt from the canvas, engulfing him in
a perception of liquid fire.
Murdock did not scream or draw
away. He embraced the vista with a
desperate need to understand as a
hitherto dormant curiosity swallowed
his consciousness.
Murdock saw everything in that
painting. The detail was intricate,
interwoven with vivid clarity that defied
denial. This was as real as life could
get, captured on a canvas that looked
deep into the soul of James Murdock.
Something that should have been
beyond the meagre talents of Matthew
Harding. The visual was also surreal for
the longer Murdock remained exposed
to the painting the more he suffered as
the barriers imposed on his mind were
torn away. He had killed Bill. He had
butchered Lauralye. He had burned to
death, a prisoner of his own rage.
Lauralye had betrayed him. The fire
depicted in the canvas burned in
Murdock’s eyes. The anger burned
hottest of all.
When Murdock was struck from
behind, there was nothing he could do
to
prevent
Matthew
Harding’s
fortuitous, if not feeble, blow. When the
artist struck him again with a frantically
>>>>>>>>>

insane reserve of strength, Murdock
fell, no longer aware of the repeated
flailing blows from a madman who had
been pushed over the edge by too many
revelations.
KILLING TIME PART XIV:
CAROLINE RICHARDS
CONTINUES IN FUMBLE ISSUE EIGHT – ON
RELEASE EARLY 2014

Be sure to check out the previous instalments of
Killing Time Parts I – XII, still available for
download from:
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.php/newszinearchive/

AVAILABLE FROM

BAD DOG PUBLISHING
& AMAZON
(.com/.co.uk/.fr/.de/.it/.es) & other
online book stores.
TALES FROM A DARKLING POOL
(AUTHOR’S PREFERRED TEXT)
RETURN TO A DARKLING POOL
A DARKLING POOL AGAIN
BEYOND A DARKLING POOL
NIGHTMARE
VAMPIRE
FALLEN
REVISED RELEASE DATE:
COMING IN 2014
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:
COMING SOON
RIPPLES from A Darkling Pool
COMING IN 2014
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KENNELCON 2014
July 12th
The Kennel & Knights Bar
Cork, Ireland.
Events to be advised.
UK GAMES EXPO UPDATE
We will be staying for 6 Days (5
nights): prices will be based on full
event package. A supplement will be
available with the next issue of Fumble
with all of the details at that time. This
is expected to be released in February
2014 and will be sent out with Fumble
Issue Eight.
So we are about to do it all over again
in another gaming year. WarpCon, UK
Expo and KennelCon.
WARPCON 2014
January 24 – 26th
University College Cork (U.C.C.)
Cork, Ireland.
PLANNED GAMES
Friday January 24th: The night of the
long drinking and catching up game
Saturday, January 25th: Special Event –
D&D Original: Dark Moon @12:0016:00 followed by GROO
Sunday, January 26th: Special Event –
D&D Original: Darker Still @12:0016:00 followed by CHEZ GEEK
UK GAMES EXPO 2014
May 30th – June 01st
(attending May 28th – June 01st)
NEC Metropole
Birmingham, UK.
See: UK GAMES EXPO UPDATE

Depart Cork on May 28th @ 06:40;
Arrive Birmingham @ 08:10
Depart Birmingham on June 02nd @
17:20; Arrive Cork 18:55
Travelling via Aer Lingus
Current Estimated cost €118
PLANNED GAMES
Wednesday May 28th:
KOMY Pontoon

GROO

&

Thursday May 29th: CHEZ GEEK &
VAMPIRE
Friday May 30th – LAWLESS &
GROO
Special Event: Knightshade KSCON01
The Forgotten Part II will be run at UK
Games Expo 2014 on Saturday, May
31st 2014 @ 13:00 – 17:00 followed by
Do you worship Cthulhu?
Sunday June 01st – MUNCHKIN &
VAMPIRE
Monday June 02nd – LAWLESS &
KOMY Pontoon
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PLANNED EVENTS
Cinema Outing 1 – Movie TBA
The Great Comic Book Store Excursion
– some serious Comic Book time!!!
Cinema Outing 2 – Movie TBA
The Shopping (Groan) Experience
UK Games Expo 2014
ACCOMMODATION
TBC (two options are noted below:

Premier Inn

This column is dedicated to all things
Knights of Misspent Youth. All updates
regarding many of the gaming group’s
activities will be made available
through Inner Circle every issue. This
issue we look exclusively at Sir Alan of
Kelly’s D&D 4th Edition game.
Dungeon and Dragons 4th Edition
Dungeon Master: Sir Alan of Kelly

3-6 Waterloo Street, Birmingham, B2 5PG,
United Kingdom

Apollo Hotel

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

Hagley Road, Edgbaston, Birmingham B16
9RA, United Kingdom
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Splug – Goblin Cleric
Non-Player Character (NPC)

Support for absent Players
Squires Dane and Luke of Shea
Session 16: June 19th 2013
KEEP ON THE SHADOWFELL
Players at this session: Liam, MJ, Dane
and Luke.
Having saved the town of Winterhaven
(and a large group of victims) from
Kalarel, an evil necromancer operating
out of the sublevels of the old ruins of
The Keep on the Shadowfell, our heroes
rested for a few days in the town before
moving on. A band of goblinoid slavers
in the Thunderspire Mountain needed to
be stopped.
Our heroes took to the road, heading
east towards the town of Fallcrest. The
journey was uneventful. The Goblins
that were harassing travellers in the area
had fled after Kalarel was defeated.
They would most likely return but at
least it was quiet for the time being.
Traffic on the King’s Road got a
little heavier as the companions
approached Fallcrest, the group passing
up to ten wagons a day! After five days
they saw Fallcrest in the distance – a
large town, easily five times the size of
Winterhaven with over 1,000 residents
within the walls alone.
They approached from the northwest
moving along the western bank of the
Nentir River. An inn called the Nentir
Inn stood at the fork in the road. One
road continued south, the other turned
east towards a toll bridge and on to the
western gate of the town.
They decided to take a break and
have a drink in the inn, perhaps availing
of an opportunity to pick up on some
>>>>>>>>

rumours about anything going on in the
area. Making a loud entrance, Hannibus
declared the presence of Lord Kiris
Murdokulus and flashed a lot of gold to
quickly get everyone’s attention, while
Eli stealthily moved into the shadows to
see if anyone was paying them
especially close interest.
They quickly got the attention of the
proprietor of the inn, a charming halfelf named Erandil, who hastily ordered
a couple of his staff to see to the needs
of his newest arrivals.
The ‘taproom’ was an uneventful
break from the road for the group and
despite the boasting of a tiefling named
Serim claiming to be the third son of a
southern noble, it was a welcome rest
before entering the city.
The party moved on; collecting their
horses from the stables, tipping a
month’s wages to each of the four
stable boys and crossed the bridge
towards the toll gate. They paid and
entered the town. Eli left the group as
they turned north towards the gates to
depart the town, Eli moving to some of
the seedier areas. He rejoined the group
near the northern gate. However they
spotted a number of people in the
shadows of some side streets looking at
them.
After leaving town Eli told them that
he heard some rumours about slavers
operating in Thunderspire, confirming
what the party believed.
That night the party set up camp
about five miles from Fallcrest. Not
long after that, Eli, from his watch
position in a tree, spotted three shadowy
figures attempting to sneak up on their
camp. Unaware that they have been
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seen the three thieves were quickly
overrun by the fighters of the group and
beaten to a pulp. Two were killed and a
survivor was brought to the tent where
information about the thieves in
Fallcrest was extracted from him,
before he was let off into the night by
Fayce to meet his end. The thieves were
working alone, not wanting to share any
of their loot with the other thieves in
their guild.
In the morning they moved on to
Thunderspire Mountain where they saw
a very large entrance in the side of the
cliff, easily 50 feet high. Minotaurs
were carved beside the entrance. They
entered and followed a long tunnel
down under the mountain where green
magical lanterns lit their way. The
tunnel also had a number of odd statues
along the sides and there were hundreds
of smaller tunnels leading off in
different directions, to truly give the
impression of a labyrinth.
At the end of the tunnel (called the
Road of Lanterns) they discovered a
huge cavern with seven massive pillars
supporting the 50 foot high ceiling.
They began their search for Gendar; the
person Bairwin asked them to trade
some items with on his behalf. After a
brief search they found a shop named
Gendar’s Curios and Relics.
Nearby they heard a large
Dragonborn; she was speaking very
loudly to a small group of what seemed
to be inexperienced adventurers. She
was preaching to them of the evil in the
Labyrinth and how it had to be stopped.
For all of her efforts she seemed to be
terrifying the gathering rather than
recruiting them to her cause as they
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seemed to just want to go home.
Hannibus and his colleagues entered
the building and were greeted by a
grinning Drow with an eye patch. He
bade them enter and introduced himself
as Gendar.
The Drow informed them that he had
one of the items but the second was
stolen by Hobgoblins the previous day.
After chatting for a while the
companions went to an inn Gendar
recommended and where he said he
would meet them later for a drink. It
was the only inn in town. There were
other places to get a drink, but they
were not very friendly to newcomers…
The group found The Halfmoon Inn
without difficulty, organised some
rooms for a few nights and had dinner.
A little while later Gendar showed up
and they discussed the loss of the
second item. He had had a number of
run-ins with local hobgoblins over the
previous few months and mentioned
they were not making any friends for
themselves since moving into the area.
Conversation was cut short when
Gendar suddenly stopped mid-sentence.
He had spotted Surina, the Dragonborn
from earlier, entering the inn. He told
the party it was probably best if she
didn’t see him talking with them. He
told the group to call by his shop in the
morning and slipped away.
Surina seemed to be well known in
the inn,
everyone
giving the
Dragonborn a wide berth. She looked
around, spotted the newcomers and
made her way towards our heroes. She
introduced herself and said that she was
looking for new recruits to help her
defeat the evil doers hiding in the
>>>>>>>>>>

surrounding labyrinth. Hannibus tried to
talk to her but it soon became apparent
that Surina was beyond reasonable
conversation. She quickly lost patience
with the party when she realised they
were not willing to leave immediately
and fight alongside her against this
threat, and thus left.
The group remained and spent the
night in the inn.
Session 17: July 03rd 2013
THUNDERSPIRE LABYRINTH
Players at this session: Liam, Fergal,
MJ, Dane, Luke, Michael and Martin.
Next morning the party called to
Gendar, who informed them that he had
some information about a group of
Hobgoblins holed up in a
small chamber to the
south of the Seven
Pillared Hall. It was
possible they were the
ones that had stolen the
second item he was to
trade to Bairwin.
As they left Gendar’s
shop they spotted Surina.
She saw them too. Gendar
informed them that Surina
took a dislike to him the
moment she saw him and
that his Lolth worshipping
days were long behind
him. Surina gave them a
nasty
look
before
becoming distracted by
another group of possible
recruits and she rushed
towards them.
Hannibus, Eli, Finnan,
>>>>>

Fayce and Barnabe went looking for
the slavers while the rest of the group
searched around the Seven Pillared
Hall. Wandering through the tunnels in
the direction Gendar mentioned, they
were soon surrounded by darkness and
silence. Lighting a couple of torches
they moved along the tunnel. Wary of
many smaller tunnels leading off in
every direction they continued on the
path Gendar had detailed.
After travelling for some time they
saw a flicker of light ahead. Dousing
their torches they moved forward
slowly and stopped around 50 feet from
the light. Eli crept forward and came to
a door. He looked through the slit that
allowed the light out and saw a number
of Hobgoblins in what seemed to be a
some >>>>>>>>
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sort of storage room. He returned to the
group and they formed a plan – kick in
the door and kill everything in the
room – always a good plan.
The Hobgoblins were caught off
guard but did put up a fight – not
enough to save them. >>>>>>>>>
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The A Company soon overwhelmed
the enemy. In the corner of the room
they found last prisoner of the
Hobgoblins, a Halfling who introduced
himself as Rendil Halfmoon. The group
untied this captive and Hannibus tended
to the Halfling’s wounds.

>>>>>>>

FEATURED ARTICLE
A GEEK or not a GEEK!
The world is being inherited by the Geek.
Are you one of them? Well, if you
understand any of the following three
questions, no matter how cool you think
you are, the facts are undeniable:
1. Do you know the significance of
being a ‘Red Shirt’ in Star Trek?
2. Do you know the name of the Comic
Book Guy in the Big Bang Theory?
3. Have you ever spent more than four
hours playing an indoors game that
was not party or sports orientated?
Now for the bad news – if you could
answer any of the three questions – you
are a Geek (or at least you have Geekish
tendencies)! Yes, I know, those are muscles
and the catchphrase on your t-shirt is a
fashion statement, but… there are people
in the world who do not dress like that and
could not answer any of the three
questions to save their own life. They
would not get the significance of your
ingenious t-shirt, even if you tried to
explain it in every intricate detail – which
you shouldn’t if you want to have any hope
of appearing normal. You are a Geek and
now you need to come to terms with what
that means. It is not a bad thing. It is what
you are – not who you are, though many
people will find it hard to separate the two.
There is nothing wrong with being a Geek.
You just need to inject a little personality
into the equation and everything will be
fine.

sci-fi series or movie but not everyone
shares your enthusiasm. If the other party
is nodding a lot, hasn’t said anything for a
while, yawns incessantly or betrays any
other signs of boredom – move on. Turn
the topic on its head and engage the other
party – ask how they are getting on, if they
are having a good day or general banter.
Let the other individual lead the
conversation for a while. Be interested. As
much as she or he seemed disinterested in
your conversation – you should make the
effort. ‘Oh my God, have you seen the
latest Dredd movie? You haven’t – oh you
must see it because…’ STOP!
There will be moments when you can
go wild with all things Geekville but not if
you want to move in the direction of social
acceptability beyond being that thing that
you are – a Geek! There is nothing wrong
with being a Geek – just stop a moment
and think before you launch into a diatribe
full of passion for a subject of which the
other party may not share the same
degree of enthusiasm. If you have nothing
to say – listen. Believe me, it can help so
much. Have an opinion but do not scoff at
someone else’s interests. Being a Geek is
not a bad thing. You will be surprised by
how many there are in the world and even
more so by who they are – yes, even the
hot girl or guy you have been ogling with a
silly grin on your face for the last hour.
Embrace your Geekiness. Just remember
to watch out for those painfully obvious
signs of disinterest.
A LITTLE FUN: How many times was the
word Geek used in this article?
Answer on page 21

With that in mind, a little advice when out
in the big world:
I know you are passionate about the latest
>>>>>>>>>
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NOTE: Due to space constraints in this
issue, the scheduled ‘Illustrated’ article
has been pushed to Fumble Issue Eight.

The games are in full swing.
Attendance average is up and with the
utilisation of our Squires (Dane and
Luke of Shea) to cover those infrequent
absences, the effort of keeping
Characters in play can be managed
better. We have even been able to get a
few card games in and allowed for a
Canadian interaction or two via Skype.
The quality of the virtual link may not
have been the best at times but we can
take measures to improve the
connection in time. The KOMY fund is
recovering bit by bit. The planning for
next year’s convention calendar is in
full swing. The world according to
KOMY is overflowing with optimism
and Christmas is only around the
corner. So, what can we do better?
What are we doing right? Perhaps a few
letters to Fumble would not go amiss,
but other than that, we seem to have hit
all the right notes this time around.
A number of our members have
reached, and some are about to reach, a
milestone birthday – 30… the big… no,
I can’t do it. I won’t do it. I will not call
it the big 3-oh. Thirty – I can’t believe
that I have been playing longer than
some of these guys have been alive. Ok,
so get a grip – Happy Birthday guys and
here’s to the next 30, hope I’m still here
to see that one… sigh! Mmmm, that
would make me… let’s not go there, but
you will all be 60 ☺. What a sobering
thought. I will tell you one thing – age
>>>>>>>

is a state of mind. My mind and my
state put me at about 90, 21 or 12
depending on the mood any given day.
Damn kids today – they have no idea
how lucky they are…
So, what’s coming next year? Well,
for KOMY – more games, more events
and more moments to create the
memories that have made us what we
are… the Knights of Misspent Youth! I
can’t wait!!!
As I finish writing this column I
have a moment to reflect and I guess the
best use of that time would be in
looking at the games I have played in
the last few weeks. We have enjoyed
some additional card games and a
roleplaying type board game in between
our regular slots. The diversity has been
both welcome and rewarding and I
would like to thank the respective Card
Masters for their efforts.
Merry Christmas to all of our members
whether you celebrate this holiday or
not. May you all have a happy, peaceful
and prosperous New Year!
William Anthony Shea – Seneschal
Knights of Misspent Youth
ANSWER: Seriously, have you learned nothing?
I can’t believe you counted the word Geek!
How many of you read the answer BEFORE you
decided to count. If it was intentional – GEEK! If
not – read the Newszine in the order
intended!!!
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Please note that while every effort has been made to make the Schedule as accommodating as
possible, it is subject to change. GMs have been allocated slots. If a GM is unable to use a slot, then
these can be surrendered or exchanged with another GM. Please do not make any arrangements
without notifying the host and/or Seneschal (if this is not the same person). In some instances,
swopping slots may not be possible, especially if in the middle of a game run. If sufficient notice is
provided, the entire allocation of slots may be exchanged with another GM. Alternatively, slots can
be surrendered and a CARD game run in its stead.

CONGRATULATIONS TO SIR MARTIN OF MASON
ON REACHING THE MILESTONE AGE OF 3O (oh and to Sir Paul of Mason on turning 23)!
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KILLING TIME PART XIV: CAROLINE RICHARDS
Caroline Richards dreams about a past she thought she had left behind, the pain of
which manifests in this reality. She is summoned to John Diablo’s office at 05:00
in the morning due to a bewildering incident in which Matthew Harding assaulted
James Murdock. Caroline is asked to bring Alice with her but when she goes to
fetch Diablo’s Legal Liaison she learns something of Miss Lake’s past that peaks
her curiosity…

IN GAMES:
Card games for the veteran and uninitiated.

ILLUSTRATED
Pages from the forthcoming Fumbling!

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

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

THE GMs GUIDE
Creatures to be feared:
The big, the small and the deadly.
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