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EDITORIAL
Welcome to Fumble Issue Six. Yes, I
know that it has been some time since
Issue Five, but in truth, the Newszine is
lucky to be here at all. Time constraints
and lack of support are being cited as
the mitigating factors, but we will not
dwell and just press on. Fumble began
in earnest in 1993, which means this is
a landmark year. While it has been
through
many incarnations,
we
sometimes forget the reason for
producing the Newszine way back
when it was little more than an eight
page pamphlet. This publication is to
keep our readership up to date on
current events, internal to the Knights
of Misspent Youth (KOMY) and as a
vehicle of promotion for Bad Dog
Publishing (BDP). We have always had
the ambition to grow the publication,
both in content and in distribution. With
the advance of the digital age and the
almost instant exposure to information,
a traditional publication struggles with
keeping it fresh. Extending exposure to
the Newszine and adding diversity is
key. This has not always been possible.
As such, the distribution list has been
cut to rebuild the readership so that we
can get the basics right. In this instance,
Fumble will be distributed to all
members of the Knights of Misspent
Youth, along with a few like-minded
individuals. Please feel free to pass a
copy of Fumble on to anyone you feel
would like to see this publication. If
someone wishes to subscribe to the
mailing list, provide the email address
on page 4 and we will send on all future
>>>>

issues. Everyone has the right to opt out
at any time. With regards to previous
releases of Fumble, these will be
maintained for at least two years of
back issues on the BDP website here:
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.
php/newszine-archive/
On to current events: –
As inferred, the axe so very nearly
fell on the last Fumble. Being
enthusiastic is not enough. Even
realising that distribution of a
publication for reasons of emotion is
nothing short of an effort in futility, we
just can’t let it go. We would still like to
take the opportunity to thank all of you
who contributed and supported the
Newszine throughout the 20+ years we
have been in production in one form or
another. All good things and all that…
should never be allowed to end.
Life is busy. The energy required to
produce Fumble is far more than the
exertion needed to read it, but I do not
want to dwell on the negative aspects of
the experience. Suffice to say, there are
moments of mania that I truly enjoy and
some flashes of intensely focused stress
that I will be glad to leave behind.
Fumble has been a struggle but it is still
here.
UK Games Expo 2013 has come and
gone. I will refrain from commenting in
this editorial as you will find the
lowdown on the convention and its
move to the NEC Hilton later in this
issue. I would hate to spoil the fun you
will have in reading that article.
This seems to be a year of endings
and beginnings. Hopefully we will have
more of the latter than the former.
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Regrettably, the proposed content in
Fumble Issue Five ‘Coming Next Issue’
needed to be modified due to imposed
constraints, but you will still find this a
fun-packed periodical.
Regards and fare thee well for now…
William Anthony Shea – Master Sage
Editor – Bad Dog Publishing.
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An Open Letter to our Readership:
Will there be a test? Yes there will.
Have you been reading Fumble?
Perhaps you have only been glancing at
the Newszine. Perhaps you are one of
the faithful who read every page and
take a little joy in the publication. Either
way you all have one thing in common
– a lack of tangible support.
Now is the time to stand up and be
counted. What do you want to see in
Fumble? What works and what doesn’t?
Let us know so that we can make the
publication better. Do you want to hear
more or less about the games we play?
Is the story too long or going on too
long? Would you prefer shorter pieces?
Is the art just not ringing your bell or
sparking your imagination? We really
need your feedback, even if you decide
you do not want your letter produced.
Do you want Gully back? Take a
moment, send us an email – and let us
know!
BDP and KOMY.
SNAIL MAIL SUBMISSIONS:
BAD DOG PUBLISHING
‘THE KENNEL’
C/O 16 KILLREENDOWNEY AVENUE,
BALLYPHEHANE, CORK, IRELAND.
submissions@baddogpublishing.ie
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Waterdeep – hate it or love it, this is
one of the most detailed and publicised
cities in all of Faerun. There is quite
literally a ton of literature and
supporting material dedicated to the
City of Splendours – and yes, I know
that I AM spelling it right and not
American.
How many people remember
Filiare’s Inn – The Dripping Dagger
was pivotal in my Waterdeep. What
about strolling through the streets of
one of the most wondrous cities in all of
Faerun? What a city! What a place to
live in, to visit and to behold! The sheer
weight of material devoted to a fantasy
city is incredible, but for me, the best
source material has always been
TSR1040 The City System Boxed Set
produced in 1988 – the poster-sized
maps joined to present a view of the
city that was visually stunning - a
remarkable and huge undertaking.
These maps adorned the wall of my
Games Room for many years as we
played out adventures in and around the
Forgotten Realms most famous (or
infamous) city. There were many other
supplements but nothing quite stirred
the attraction to Waterdeep like this set.
Yes, we adapted the city to our own
ends and used our imagination, but
having the visual representation only
added to the wonder of a place I
returned to time and time again with my
Players. Occasionally we still go back,
>>>>>>>>>>

as some of my Players long term
Characters reside there.
Waterdeep is like a reflection of finer
moments in gaming and in life, not
quite youth, but a certain amount of
innocence and naivety that the years
have dulled. For the Knights of
Misspent Youth, it is a reminder of
stories that still stir the heart to
fondness. I loved playing in Waterdeep
and being part of the experience. I am
not sure if you can still get your hands
on a copy of TSR1040 but if you ever
intend to play in Waterdeep – this is the
>>>>>>

Author(s)
Publisher
Type
Realm year(s)
Binding
Released
Pages
ISBN 10
ISBN 13

Jeff Grubb, Ed Greenwood
TSR, Inc.
Accessory
1357 DR
Boxed Set
1988
32-page book with 95 map pages
0-88038-600-2
978-0880386005
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essential game aid. I still have my copy
– a little worn at the edges with the
maps showing signs of extensive use,
but – just as magical.
Will I ever go back to Waterdeep –
absolutely – it’s like coming home and
will always have a place in my heart. I
know my Players feel the same too.
Keep a chair for me in Filiare’s Inn and
a cold tankard of ale at the ready…
when the door creaks open, you never
know who will walk through...

THE GMs GUIDE

Archenemies
What makes an antagonist memorable?
Better still, what makes a nemesis?
4

Savikil, Lomdath, Strahd, Skaraloc, and
so many more – names synonymous
with infamy within my game worlds –
but what makes an antagonist more than
just an adversary? Sometimes it is the
history in the name. It can be easy to
solicit a gasp of surprise and fear from
your Players when they know the
antagonist, but how does it all begin?
How do you bring them to that level of
anxiety? The truly memorable nemesis
is the one who causes the most pain and
misfortune or the one you never expect
will turn the knife at that ill-fated
moment. The role of the GM is
wonderful, because he knows his world,
because he can work behind the scenes
proffering the face of congeniality on a
true fiend. Maybe the brusque old man
who comes into the tavern day after
day, or who always seems to be there
when you return to the town, is not just
>>>>>
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a convenient backdrop for the GM. An
antagonist or nemesis can take almost
any form. How easy it is to see the one
who is openly hostile – but beware the
one who gives gifts for no reason.
A GM only has to decide who the
group’s nemesis will be, and then
present him in the manner to which he
will be ingratiated to cause the most
harm without being suspected. The
longer a nemesis remains in the
shadows, the greater the shock when he
is ultimately revealed. This can lead to
the true meaning of an Archenemy. Of
course, there will be other antagonists a
group or Player may take a personal
dislike to, and these individuals are no
less worthy of the title. Whatever upsets
the balance can be a good motivator to
adventure and another scenario thread,
but the greater impact begins by seeding
a nemesis (perhaps several) into a story,
even if they all never come to fruition.
The GM should exploit possibilities. Be
ready to utilise an individual who does
not have the party’s best interest in
mind who is already seeded in the plot.
Continuity matters so that it is not
perceived as an all too convenient
contrivance. The revelation of a true
nemesis should have a definitive impact
– damaging trust, teaching a lesson as
well as setting the tone of antipathy
between the group and their betrayer.
The longer the animosity goes on, the
greater the joy the Players will have
when they finally defeat such an enemy.
Even the simplest of encounters can
lead to surprising rewards. The lowliest
Kobold who keeps attacking and getting
away can be just as much a pain as the
most powerfully subtle despot.

KILLING TIME PART XII

ALICE LAKE
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA
Not knowing what was going on had
both advantages and disadvantages.
Alice had cause to wonder into which
category she now fell. Morris Quibley
was dead. Suicide. Alice doubted there
had been anything voluntary about
Morris’ demise. Plausible deniability.
She had full deniability, because if there
was a loop, she wasn’t in it. Alice was
not so naïve as to believe that Diablo
was squeaky clean but she had hoped
that they were predisposed to doing
more good than harm. Murder crossed
the line, but then again, this was all
conjecture on her part. Still, she could
tell the truth on this occasion because
she really didn’t know anything. She
had no idea how Morris Quibley
managed to attend a meeting and be
across town at the same time. The
whole ‘outside the loop’ thing was
starting to get irritating. Morris was still
dead, no matter how his demise had
come about. Alice knew that he had
become a liability, but not what had
pushed his value to the point of being
less tolerable. Not any more it seemed.
This was all too neat for Diablo
Every day of late Alice seemed to
have cause to question what she had
done when she accepted John’s offer of
a new life. She was overcome with fear
at the thought of returning to a place
and time that had left her broken and
feeling worthless. She had more cause
for fear in light of Morris Quibley’s
demise. If he too had been given a
BLANK

second chance, and this was the
outcome, how safe did she really feel
knowing that it could all be taken
away?
In reference to Morris, John had
assured her that she need not be
concerned. The matter was in hand and
there would be no legal ramifications
for her to address. She had been
dismissed so she went home to her
apartment, retreating to a place that did
not provide her the solace that she had
once known as part of a fleeting selfdeception that now seemed so childish.
Diablo had given her everything. They
had funded her education, supported her
financially and provided her with a
carefully choreographed future. She had
her doubts but had no cause to question
her place in all of this until now.
When Alice reached her apartment,
she was taken aback to see Murdock
coming out of Caroline’s, particularly
as she knew the Public Relations
Officer was still in her office. Alice
hesitated and Murdock could see her
confusion and trepidation. He closed the
door and walked towards her. Alice
held her breath.
‘Good afternoon, Ms Lake. I am
surprised to see you here at this time.’
Alice faltered a moment so that her
response would not come out all a
quiver and failed dismally.
‘I… I have been working late a lot.
John didn’t require my assistance on
anything of note so… I figured I could
use the break, what with Matthew
Harding’s show coming up tomorrow
night.’
Alice did not need to explain herself
to James Murdock. However, she felt
BLANK
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compelled to offer some account of her
presence here at this time of day. She
felt like a child around Murdock, like
she had been caught skipping out on
school.
‘I guess I will see you there then,’
said Murdock as he moved to leave.
When he passed her by, Alice was
immensely relieved, but then he
stopped.
‘I would never let any harm come to
you, Miss Lake,’ offered Murdock.
He exited the door before she could
respond. If anything, this unsettled
Alice more. She retreated inside her
apartment and quickly shut the door.
She fastened the heavy duty chain and
double locked the door.
Alice slid to the floor and brought
her knees up to her head. The whole
world around her began to spin as
anxiety churned her stomach to a
nausea she remembered only in a
nightmare that hurt with far more
weight because it had been real.
Alice lay there for a long time,
rocking back and forth but unable to
cry. She needed tears to offer something
more in relief but she could not
summon them no matter how hard she
tried or how lost she felt. She was
surprised when she managed to shake
off the fear that only an hour had
passed.
Alice climbed to her feet. She had
spent enough of her time in a past that
was too vivid to deny being weak.
However, she could not forget that it
was real. John Diablo stood as
testament to that reality. In effect, Alice
had lived her life up to the time of her
death and then she had returned to just

BLANK
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before another pivotal moment in her
life. Her father had died and crippling
despair coupled with heartache had
driven her mother into the gutter. John
had saved her. Alice’s father was alive.
The Diablo Foundation had been behind
finding an individual capable of saving
Martin Lake’s life. Her father in turn
had been an influential supporting
advocate of Diablo. Her mother died a
few years later but by then Alice had
already been in college, fortified by the
experiences of a lifetime that no one
else knew about – except John. Doctor
Devlin Richards – Caroline’s father had
saved Martin Lake. All entwined pieces
of the same infuriating puzzle that
redefined Alice’s existence. She had
come to realise one truth in being given
the chance to live again. Her father was
the important one – not her. Still, Alice
remained with Diablo when she could
have gone to any number of firms.
Loyalty. There was no choice. Alice had
to pay for what they had given her. She
remembered when John Diablo had
come to see her in the second
incarnation. She had been thirteen years
old and all at once the realisation of her
awful life was relived in a moment –
life and ultimately… death.
This had been more about Martin
Lake than her, and Alice could not see
why John Diablo needed her. These
were the thoughts that followed Alice
Lake into the night when her mind was
not distracted or motivated by work.
From the moment she had met John
Diablo, Alice had never again touched
drugs and only drank on occasions like
Matthew Harding’s Exhibitions. A glass
of champagne, the occasion white wine,

but nothing more. Still, she had felt the
withdrawal and it had been tangible,
complete with all the physical and
psychological manifestations one would
expect. She had spent weeks in hospital
when she turned fourteen, baffling the
doctors with what they perceived were
psychosomatic withdrawal symptoms.
The physical effects were disturbing but
they had found no drugs in her body.
They had found nothing and had no
other recourse but to deem the condition
to be wholly psychological. Alice had
recovered. During her recovery, John
Diablo had come to see her. He had
presented his business card and told her
she would have a future. Alice still had
the card.
JOHN DIABLO
DIABLO FOUNDATION
PROCUREMENT IN TIME
Alice had embraced her new chance
at life. She had excelled academically
and she never again indulged. She had
also never been able to form a
relationship. At the moment of reaching
a level of intimacy that required any
form of commitment to taking it further,
Alice retreated. She had found a future
with Diablo but she was alone,
perceived as cold and detached – frigid.
Morris Quibley had nicknamed her
‘Miss Frosty’ after failing on a number
of occasions in his attempts to impress
himself upon her - something that had
raised the ire of James Murdock when
Morris had made advances at a Diablo
Foundation function. Then he just
stopped pestering her. Alice was not
sure what happened back then but he
had never so much as made a
derogatory comment after that time. He
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had not been any more polite and he
still practiced his own brand of crass
behaviour but Alice had not been the
target of his gossip or innuendo. She
had cause to wonder just how much of a
hand Murdock had in Quibley’s change.
She had more cause to wonder if
Murdock had practiced his rumoured
excesses, either on his own volition, or
at the behest of John Diablo. Morris
was dead. Nothing would change that
now.
Alice retreated to the shower, to
wash away the grime of a day that lived
in the darker recesses. An image of the
time of her death flashed through her
mind. The cold shower, the despair, the
feeling of degradation that clung to her
skin and the relief that she had survived
remained tangible impressions on her
physical being. She could no more wash
away the real grime back then any more
than she could clean something that
now only affected her psyche. The only
difference in the here and now was that
the water was hot and the perfume
smell from the shampoo, conditioner
and shower gel went some way towards
dispelling the dismal connection. She
was also not recovering from some drug
and alcohol induced stupor or from
having given herself to a couple of
scumbags in return for a fix.
Tears flooded Alice’s eyes. It really
happened. How could she have fallen so
far? She knew the answer to that
question. She knew it with all the vivid
clarity of a rebuke. Alice could not go
back. She had no choice. Whatever
Diablo was, it had to be better than
living in a nightmare that tore her
dignity to shreds. Jack Gabriel could
BLANK
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have saved her. John Diablo did. In the
end, maybe that was all that mattered.
Any moral indignation about what may
or may not have happened to Morris
Quibley seemed to dissipate in the
realisation that she was just as trapped
by her current circumstances as she had
been when forced to degrade her body
and her soul in a reality that would
never leave her find peace. She
remembered everything. So much so
that it was worse than when she had
lived it. At least then, most times she
couldn’t remember the night before, let
alone all of the awful things she had
been subjected to by those who held her
in even less regard than herself. Alice
stayed in the shower for some time. She
lingered with an impression of dread
that was unwarranted. John Diablo
would not be waiting outside her
bathroom. Nothing of the life she had
left behind would be there to haunt her.
However, even knowing that she now
lived a different life did nothing to
diminish the fear.
When Jack got a call from Caroline
Richards as he had just been thinking
about Diablo’s Public Relations Officer,
he could not help but be surprised at the
timing. Engelhardt already disapproved
of any association with Ms Richards
while they were engaged in an active
investigation. However, Jack needed to
find out more – something to tell them
that they still had a case.
‘I was wondering if you would like
to join me at one of Diablo’s special
events on Friday night,’ said Caroline
with a good mixture of sincerity and
practiced nervousness. ‘I hope I am not
BLANK
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being too forward,’ she added quickly.
‘Not at all,’ replied Jack. ‘If you
don’t mind mixing business with
pleasure.’
There was a moment of hesitancy.
‘Sure, whatever I can do to help.
Shall we say eight o clock. You can
pick me up at my apartment.’
Jack smiled. Caroline seemed more
than comfortable with being forward.
‘So, what’s the event?’ enquired
Jack.
‘An Art Exhibition for one of our
clients, Matthew Harding. Don’t know
if you’ve heard of him.’
Jack had another unsettling mind
flash – a razor and blood, rain and cold
– but it passed quickly.
‘No… I don’t think so,’ said Jack.
‘Black tie,’ stated Caroline.
Jack groaned. A little more audibly
than he intended.
‘Is that going to be a problem? I can
always…’ she began.
‘No,’ interrupted Jack. ‘No problem.
I will see you then.’
Caroline hung up just as Engelhardt
came into the office.
‘See you then?’ he asked as he
tossed a couple of files on the desk.
‘What are those?’ questioned Jack,
hoping to deflect Engelhardt.
‘Files,’ replied Engelhardt. ‘See you
then?’
One look at Jack and he didn’t need
an answer.
‘You are not seriously thinking of
seeing that woman?’ he scowled.
‘What’s in the files?’ asked Jack,
trying to stray away from providing
Engelhardt with an answer.
‘Stuff,’ smiled Engelhardt.
BLANK

Jack frowned back at his partner.
‘Ok, let’s do this then. I am going
with Caroline Richards to a Diablo
sponsored Art Exhibition on Friday
night. I figured it would give me a
chance to catch her with her guard
down and maybe get some information
to jump start this case.’
Engelhardt smiled again.
‘You have a way with words, Jack.
Did you practice that little speech or did
it come to you all of a sudden?’
Jack let out a laugh. Subconsciously
he had been practising what he would to
say to Engelhardt. He was like an
adolescent youth who had been caught
dating some girl that his father didn’t
approve of or he had been embarrassed
about.
‘What’s in the files?’ asked Jack
again.
‘Four cases that match our MO with
Quibley. All over the last two years. I
haven’t found a connection to Diablo or
Quibley yet, but the details are
identical. If these women were
murdered by Quibley, someone may
just have put an end to a serial killer.
Sure would be one hell of a motive, but
it means that we could have another
problem.’
Jack knew where this was going.
‘A vigilante?’
Engelhardt nodded.
‘Not a problem unless he decides to
do it again or he got the wrong perp.’
Morris Quibley fitted the bill for
these murders. Diablo’s alibi stood in
the way of being sure.
‘Which we can’t substantiate with
the statements from Diablo. Quibley
would not have had the time to murder

Cindy Anderson and have been there to
give a presentation,’ stated Jack for the
sake of clarity.
‘Exactly. Unless they lied.’
Of course they had lied, but getting
Diablo to retract false statements would
not be very likely, even in the interest
of justice. Of course, most of Diablo’s
personnel merely indicated that they
had attended a presentation given by
Quibley. They had not said definitively
that he was there – except for Caroline
Richards.
‘Which is why I need to talk to
Caroline Richards,’ offered Jack.
‘Hmmm, just don’t enjoy yourself
too much,’ retorted Engelhardt.
‘Remember why you’re there.’
Jack nodded. Now he was left with
only one dilemma. Where was he going
to get a dress suit before tomorrow
night?
Engelhardt scribbled a note and
passed it to him.
‘Farley’s Dress Hire?’ said Jack with
all the tone of a question.
‘I’ve been to enough of these to
know that you’ll need a monkey suit.’
Jack was impressed. Engelhardt had
been to an Art Exhibition.
‘The wife used to make me go,’ he
added.
Jack smiled.
‘If you say anything, I swear I’ll…’
Jack got the message.
‘No problem. Thanks.’
Engelhardt opened one of the files
and began the motion of reviewing the
contents.
Jack did not want to make his partner
uncomfortable. He could tell that
Engelhardt lingered over some thought
BLANK
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that had been provoked by the mention
of his wife. They were not at the point
where it seemed proper or even prudent
to talk about personal matters.
‘Mention me,’ said Engelhardt.
‘What?’ asked Jack.
‘To Farley. He’s my brother-in-law.’
Another personal snippet.
‘Sure. I will,’ replied Jack. ‘Do you
want me to look through the files?’
Engelhardt thought about this for a
moment and then closed the one he was
reviewing.
‘Nah. Why don’t you knock off
early? You can stop off at the Dress
Hire. One of us might as well have a
life.’
Now it was Jack’s turn to ponder.
Engelhardt had not approved of any
associations with Caroline Richards.
Now he was pushing Jack towards
getting something of a social life.
‘If you’re sure?’ said Jack, hoping he
was not being set up for a fall.
‘Go on, get out of here. I will go
through the files. If something comes
up, I have your number. Anyway, you
have been here early nearly every day
this week.’
Engelhardt wasn’t Jack’s boss. He
was his partner. Still, he was the senior
detective. Jack felt comfortable if
Engelhardt said it was alright to go.
Jack left him alone with the files. By
the time he had reached the lobby of the
precinct building, he felt sorry for
Engelhardt. He should have asked him
to go for a drink, or something. Another
time. Right now he had a lot to do and
the case would have to wait. This
wasn’t the only murder in the city. Jack
figured he had been given an easy start
BLANK
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but by next Monday both he and
Engelhardt would have to tackle other
assignments. He had no intention of
leaving the Quibley case go, even if he
had to do it on his own time. Something
was very wrong here and it involved
Diablo.
KILLING TIME PART XIII:
JAMES MURDOCK
CONTINUES IN NEXT ISSUE

Be sure to check out the previous
instalments of Killing Time Parts I –
XI, still available for download from:
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.php/new
szine-archive/
AVAILABLE FROM

BAD DOG PUBLISHING
(.com/.co.uk/.fr/.de/.it/.es)
& other online book stores.
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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 SOON IN 2013/2014
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 IN 2013
RIPPLES from A Darkling Pool
COMING IN 2014

KennelCon 2013 has come and gone at
the time of going to publication. The
annual Knights of Misspent Youth
(KOMY) Kennel Party took on a new
format this year with a reduced number
of awards.
KENNELCON 2013
Thanks to Sir Michael of Mahony for
hosting the Annual Puppet Show.
Congratulations to Sir Alan of Kelly
who won this year’s much coveted
Knight of the Year Award – well
deserved.
Congratulations also to Squire Paul of
Mason who was knighted after a long
tenure as the lowly servant to Seneschal
William of Shea. He finally joined the
ranks of KOMY as Sir Paul of Mason.
Special thanks to Lady Teresa of Shea
and Squires Dane & Luke of Shea for
all their help in putting KennelCon
together (and Lady Jessica for just
being there).
Thanks to all who attended KennelCon
2013 – Hope to see you again next year!
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IS UK GAMES EXPO DEAD?
At least for now…
Overpriced drink and food. Location in
the back of beyond – might have been
good for any international conventioneers who were only attending
Expo but not if you wanted to spend
some time in the city centre. Expo is
still too short for a Con. Personalities all
crammed into one corner. Bring and
Buy an ordeal to get at, unless you are a
professional rugby player. Games room
too hot – and please, please, please
shower! – Or at least use a stronger
deodorant. Finding things was a pain as
a group of five were reduced to one
programme. Taking lanyards from
children leaving the Con – Shame!!!
Five years attending UK Games
Expo only for it to end like this – not
with a hurrah, but a whimper of
contempt. Reminded me of Gen Con
>>>>>>>>>

back when it did two years in London at
the Olympia. Awful! Hagley Road may
not have been ideal but it was levels
above the Con this year. The only pro
for the convention was the amount of
space available for the vendors –
addressing previous issues with
overcrowding.
UK Expo is dead! While there were
only five of us attending this year (last
year we had ten attendees and we
usually gather a significant number),
guess how many are going to UK
Games Expo next year? Well, in truth
we will probably still be going as it is
the only show in town that suits our
purposes – but I can’t see my group
going out to the NEC Metropole for
more than one day out of the three.
I would like to add one note. I have a
tremendous respect for anyone who
undertakes organising a convention of
this nature, where there has to be a
reasonable commercial aspect and some
margin for profit. While the growth
within Expo at Hagley Road had
problems, moving to the NEC Hilton
was a mistake. There may have been a
good number of attendees this year, but
gamers do not like to give up on an
event they like until they lose the reason
to attend by seeing what they thought

was a good Con take a turn for the
worst. Looking for a new venue can
have a huge impact. You may never
realise just how much until you go back
to the same place the following year.
Gamers can be worse than elephants –
sometimes all they remember is the
bad!
I will be back, somewhat reluctantly
but attending nonetheless.
SO WHAT’S NEXT?
Well, with UK Games Expo 2014 in
mind – for KOMY a MANAGE
commences on September 18th 2014.
The current details are:
We will be staying for 6 Days (5
nights); Prices based on current costing.
Depart Cork on May 28th 2014 @
06:40; Arrive Birmingham @ 08:10
Depart Birmingham on June 02nd 2014
@ 17:20; Arrive Cork 18:55
Travelling via Aer Lingus; Estimated
cost €118 (excluding baggage charges)
Staying @ Premier Inn on Waterloo
Street; Estimated Cost per person £105
(about €125 for 5 nights) – that’s only
£21 (or €25) per night (assuming a 5
night stay in a Twin Room).

>>>>>>>>>>.>>>>>>>>
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Pathfinder – Title to be confirmed
DM: Sir Martin of Mason
Knightshade – The Mask of Tirana
GM: Sir William of Shea
Hobbits in Plaid – The Scarlet Hobbitfoot
Fibber: Sir William of Shea
GROO
CM: Sir Michael of Mahony

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.
However, we have suspended game
updates while we evaluate this medium
as a viable resource. In the future we
will be introducing a standard format
for GMs no matter where we decide to
produce updates of the games.
For now, we have decided to provide
you with a list of the current active
games:
D&D Original – The Journeys:
DM: Sir William of Shea
Run exclusively at Warp Con in U.C.C.
– This is the game run for Squires Dane
& Luke every year and attended by all
available members of KOMY as well as
members of the public who wish to play
a classic game from the past,
D&D 4th Ed – Title to be confirmed
DM: Sir Alan of Kelly
Call of Cthulhu – The Other Guys
Keeper of Secrets: Sir William of Shea
Palladium – Title to be confirmed
GM: Sir Fergal of Moore
>>

18

VAMPIRE
CM: Sir Michael of Mahony
MUNCHKIN
CM: Sir Michael of Mahony
CHEZ GEEK
CM: Sir Michael of Mahony
LAWLESS
CM: Sir William of Shea
Do you worship CTHULHU?
CM: Sir Michael of Mahony
As you can see from the list, this is
quite a diverse array of games.
Hopefully we will return to our usual
format next issue, but if you are missing
the game updates, take solace from the
fact that we will provide a full overview
of all current games in some medium.
For members of KOMY, check out the
private Facebook Group page.
NOTE FOR ALL GMs, DMs, Keepers, CMs
and those of other titles running a game:

If you wish to reach out to the gaming
group and keep everyone up to date,
please provide an overview of the
current status of your game for
publication. These updates have proven
invaluable in keeping up to date with
current events between gaming runs.

>>>>>>>

The door closed on accepting
candidates for the much vaulted
position of Seneschal. Therefore, I
continue for another term of office. The
next opening will be in 2015.
Welcome to this issue and to an
almost sad occasion as I was informed
of the cessation of the Fumble
Newszine for the foreseeable future.
From what I gather, the decision had
been a long time coming and was not
taken lightly. If we were inclined to
offer blame I think the failing must be
placed clearly at the feet of those who
produced the Newszine. Reaching too
far only set up the certainty of a fall.
Yes, I know we all had a part to play
and KOMY was a huge input area for
the Newszine but a failure to understand
your target audience was a fundamental
flaw. Thankfully, like so many times
before, reason prevailed and so too will
Fumble, though what incarnation it will
take in 2014 is hard to say.
Recently, Squires Dane and Luke of
Shea joined the main group in Sir Alan
of Kelly’s D&D 4th Edition game as
surrogates for absent members, of
which there have been far too many
lately. Our Squires, who recently
reached the milestone age of 15, will
continue to support the group in this
way throughout the coming game year
2013 – 2014 and for the foreseeable
future. Speaking of age, a number of
our members will have reached a more
>>>>>>>>>>
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significant milestone age of 30 in recent
weeks. Congratulations and Happy
Birthday to Sir Alan of Kelly, Sir MJ of
Heffernan and Sir Stephen of Kiely.
Welcome to the ‘Old Boys’ club. Of
course, there will be others amongst our
KOMY membership who will achieve
this momentous turning point in life
later in the calendar year.
So, what’s next? I don’t actually
know. The last game year is going to be
a hard act to follow. The KOMY
Charter of 2012 finally came out. We
have played some great games, attended
good and questionable conventions,
dallied in virtual connections and most
of all – we are all still here. Noteworthy
news is difficult when the ‘zipped lip
principle’ is in force. Suffice to say,
changes are coming.
On yet another note, I would like to
address some issues that have come to
light. They are not new or unknown to
our membership, but still, they are a
concern. The lack of financial support
to KOMY has left the club in a state of
flux. No taxes have been collected in
some time and this has to be remedied.
The most significant consequence will
be the removal of all beverages from
the gaming room and the end of the
annual KennelCon. Yes, this could be
the last one! I am currently reviewing
the role of Tax Collector and any input
you have will be greatly appreciated.
Voting in games has been sporadic to
>>>>>>>

say the least. Please remember – it is
the responsibility of the GM, DM –
person running the game, to ensure that
all voting is completed on a given night.
Similarly, our Fumble Awards are also
in danger of being consigned to the past
– due to lack of support. If all you are
doing is paying lip service to the games,
perhaps it may be time to review why
you attend, or if indeed you truly wish
to be part of the Knights of Misspent
>>>>>>>

Youth. If this comes across as a little
harsh, I as much as anyone knows what
it is to be busy. Take some time out if
necessary. Everyone needs a break, but
if you are here with us, work a little
more to be a part of being KOMY and
perhaps a little harder on promoting
KOMY.
Sir William of Shea
Seneschal
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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. Please
update the Host and/or Seneschal before informing Players that a game is off.
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KILLING TIME PART XIII: JAMES MURDOCK
Murdock’s dreams reveal a disturbing truth but he does not have time to dwell.
Matthew Harding’s exhibition is drawing near and the artist is being less than
cooperative. Murdock is almost enthusiastic in correcting any aberrant behaviour
but Harding has a revelation of his own to reveal, one that will have lasting
implications on Diablo’s enforcer – if he survives a glimpse at the truth!
IN GAMES: D&D 5th EDITION
A preview of the hype surrounding the impending release of Dungeons & Dragons
5th Edition – will they get it right this time?

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 current games and forthcoming events.

THE GMs GUIDE
The Ties that Bind:
What keeps a group together? What makes them want to stay together?
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