Welcome to Fumble Issue Thirteen. This is
not quite the issue that was planned, but
then sometimes you have no choice – a
lesson in backing up data that has been
painfully learned.
This issue is themed around a very
special event as one of the Knights of
Misspent Youth (KOMY) will have
reached a very significant milestone by the
time Fumble is released. Sir Bryan of
Hegarty, our very own Gully Troll turned
the big five-oh (50) on May 04th.
Congratulations to Bryan. I hope you had a
great day, and that you will have a special
time at UK Games Expo 2015 when
KOMY celebrate the event properly. I
hope that you also enjoy the underlying
tone of this issue and our very special
dedication to…ahem – 50 Shades of Gully.
We are halfway through the year, and
coming to the end of another KOMY game
calendar, which runs from September to
July. The games we played have been
diverse, the moments enjoyable, but for
Fumble, the year has brought a level of
consistency in articles we present and the
support received from our membership.
There are still more changes to be made as
we continue to grow our readership and
work towards a greater reintegration with
our core support group.
UK Games Expo 2015 beckons and we
have been counting down to this one
almost since returning from the event last
year. The air of anticipation is at times
understandable. After all, it is no longer
just about the event. It is about getting
away from the pressures of life, gathering
with friends to spend the kind of time
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together that was once only possible in our
youth when responsibility was at a
minimum and life was carefree. Yes, it is
also about attending the convention, but
that is a much diminished part of the
greater event since UK Games Expo
moved away from the central city location
on Hagley Road. Soon, attending Expo
may become superfluous but the jury is
still out on moving away from the event
altogether. Perhaps we will be able to find
a more suitable GenConesque type con to
attend. Perhaps we will just make our own
event.
What’s new in Bad Dog Publishing?
We have released six of the seven initial
titles to Kindle. The seventh is pending
due to the aforementioned failure to
backup critical data. We are working hard
to get back on schedule for all of our
releases, including the long awaited
closing to the Brethren trilogy in Fallen,
and the release of the Grandmaster’s Tome
for Knightshade the Role Playing Game.
Suffice to say, there are lots of other
projects in the works.
Until next issue,
The Master Sage
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Sometimes being friends is not all that
beneficial, especially when one of those
friends is in possession of a ring that can
have a controlling aspect that overrides the
will of the many. Worse, that friend is apt
to get a little maudlin and drinks alcohol
like it is the nectar of the gods.
Campaign IV: The Wanderer’s Quest
was originally an afterthought to the main
campaign and represented the final chapter
in the regular gaming run of the Company
of the Goodies. Just to note, it did not
mark the end. The Goodies would return
again and again from time to time, but they
would forever take on the mantle of
legends in the stories that came thereafter.
The final campaign ended in 1996 and next
year marks the 20th Anniversary of that
closing to a very big chapter in the
Goodies history. How did the final
campaign begin?
The story opened with recurring dreams
plaguing the subconscious, a whispering
song in the shadows of the Characters
dreams. Trouble was abroad in the lands
and the Goodies gathered in Waterdeep at
a summons from Hest Sciprar when they
realised that Noddy Thanatos might be in
trouble. Hest revealed that Claudia Harker
may have risen with the aid of the Cult of
the Fang and was seeking out Noddy to
take the ruling ring of Timelessness from
him. With that ring she would control the
Goodies and use them to make herself
queen of Faerun. The journey took the
Goodies to the Spine of the World, a vast
mountain range to the north where it was
told that a star fell, causing avalanches of
snow and rock, sealing several mines in
the vicinity. Trouble was brewing with the
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Cult of the Fang. The Company of the
Goodies were harrowed all along their
journey north by agents and assassins
sworn to the cult of Claudia Harker.
Worse, the heroes ran into a large
contingent of Orcs led by Skragg the
Slaughterer on the road from Longsaddle
to Mirabar, a threat to the northern lands
that they were only too eager to rectify.
The battle was glorious but shortlived for
the Orcs as the Company of the Goodies
proved why they were accorded legendary
status as heroes of Faerun.

In Mirabar the Goodies enlisted the aid of
a ranger named Galen Whitehair who
would guide them beyond the Spine of the
World through the Caverns of the Purple
Worms. There, our intrepid heroes
defeated the deadly beholder known as
Phalanx before discovering that they were
forced to traverse a sea of ice to find the
Gate through time, something that Claudia
was also seeking. To do so, the Goodies
faced Falderhurst Whitetail, an immense
White Dragon with an evil temperament.

The cold became the most dangerous
enemy in this quest and the Goodies
encountered dopplegangers of themselves
and a warning that they would not survive
if any of their alter egos touched the one
whose form he took. The Goodies
overcame this obstacle and passed through
the Gate of Time only to be halted by what
appeared to be an aspect of the deity,
Tymora. This aspect ended the journey
stating that Noddy had no right to put the
Goodies through this test of worthiness.
Tymora left the Goodies reside in the Halls
of Heroes for a time to recover from their
ordeal. The falling star beyond the Spine
of the World was their Elven companion
being cast down as punishment for taking
liberties with his powers and with
Tymora’s handmaidens. After the Goodies
rested they were guided to a confrontation
and the final chapter in their quest.
As a consequence of Noddy’s fall from
grace, the Goodies became aware that they
could, by choice, remove the rings of
Timelessness from their own hands. They
approached a large stone structure with
some measure of trepidation, believing that
Claudia Harker now possessed the Ruling
ring and that Noddy was either subjugated
to her will or dead. A final epic battle
ensued. Claudia possessed the ring for only
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a short time, but she could not control it in
aftermath of the changes enacted as a
consequence of Noddy’s fall from grace.
Here within the great Halls of Noddy
Thanatos, the Goodies found some of their
companions in shackles, whom they freed
in the aftermath of defeating Claudia –
David the Gnome, John Doe, Pugnacious
Roundstone, Moonblight and Filiare the
Innkeeper. Noddy too was found, not dead,
but dead drunk.
The Great ‘N’ Hall was restored to its
former glory, the Cauldron of the Plentiful
set in pride of place. A final gift was
imparted to the Goodies by Tymora. A
glorious light filled the hall and all those
who had fallen in the past trials of this
brave and noble Company embraced the
light, appearing as grateful apparitions of
redemption. With them went Juno
Thallarion, ascending from the Chalice of
the Gods to his righful place as Protector
of Tymora’s Faith in place of Noddy.
The Company of the Goodies continued
to dine and revel in life, glad to be alive,
sure that their ordeals were over for a time,
content that they had experienced much of
what the life of an adventurer had to offer
and that they had travelled beyond the
realms of imagination...

Saga of the Company of the Goodies
1992 - 1996
CAMPAIGN IV – THE WANDERER’S QUEST

Part One: Reunion
Part Two: Across the Sea of Ice
Part Three: Finale
The Campaign ended here, but it was not
the end of the adventure...
The closing note in this Campaign said it best – ‘I
thank you for your patience and endurance...’.
Often that is what it takes to built the memories of a
story that captures the imagination.

This column is dedicated to the Knights of
Misspent Youth gaming group. This issue
we were meant to be catching up on
Dungeons & Dragons All: Confrontation,
(A crossover game utilising most of the
Characters from 2nd and 3rd Edition D&D),
but due to technical issues, we are unable
to bring you this game update. Instead we
continue with Alan Kelly’s D&D 4th
Edition game updates.
Dungeon & Dragons 4th Edition
Dungeon Master: Sir Alan of Kelly

Cast of Characters
Barnabe – Human Fighter
Sir Michael of Mahony
Bronson Axefoot – Halfling Barbarian
Sir Paul of Mason
Eli – Human Rogue
Sir Bryan of Hegarty
Fayce – Goliath Barbarian
Sir Michael of Heffernan (MJ)
Finnan – Halfling Fighter
Sir Fergal of Moore
Hannibus – Elven Cleric
Sir William of Shea (Liam)
Murdokulus – Human Wizard
Sir Martin of Mason
Splug – Goblin Cleric
Squire Luke of Shea
Rendil – Gnome Bard
Squire Dane of Shea
Session 33: March 18, 2015
The A Company
Thunderspire Labyrinth – Well of Demons

Players at this session: Liam, Luke, Dane,
Bryan, Michael, Martin and MJ
The villagers from Riverdown were
annoyed that two of their party (women)
didn’t want to return to the village with
them. One woman wanted to become a
Rogue and trained with Eli while the other
studied the arcane arts with Rendil.
Barnabe meanwhile went to a ‘sex
emporium’ to study Lovecraft.
Eli and Splug went walking to see
where the Silver Key was leading them.
They came to the Road of Lanterns before
the ring pulled to the east towards a dark
and narrow passageway. Eli and Splug
returned to the Inn to report their findings.
Murdokulus decided to stop speaking
until Fayce gave up his vow of silence, and
began communicating through a sock
puppet using ‘Ghost Sound’.
Murdokulus and Fayce went to
Gendar’s to buy items. Murdokulus bought
a fancy red robe and an Amulet of
Fastidiousness which could either be worn
as a necklace or around the forehead.
Gendar asked Murdokulus to get him the
black ring that Paldemar wore on the small
finger of his right hand. It was very
difficult for Fayce to shop since he refused
to speak. It took hours and plenty of
pantomime but Gendar finally figured out
what Fayce wanted, a Badge of the
Berserker. Gendar didn’t have one but the
local law enforcement leader, an Ogre
named Brugg, wore one. He usually hung
out at Rothar’s Taproom when not on duty.
Fayce left when he saw Brugg with a few
of his lackeys enter Rothar’s.

Fayce returned to the Inn signalling for
his friends to join him. Bronson and
Murdokulus followed him to Rothar’s
where they attempted to get Brugg’s
attention. After various failed attempts at
intimidating the Ogre, Fayce decided to
call him outside for a fight.
A circle of spectators formed outside as
the two prepared for their fight. Bronson,
Splug and Eli noticed that Brugg’s
drinking buddies had taken up a position
where they could quickly attack Fayce
from behind if the fight started to go
against Brugg, so they placed themselves
in a position to counter this move.
Fayce defeated Brugg without killing
him, took the medallion and walked away
while Eli, Splug and Bronson took care of
Brugg’s buddies. Murdokulus approached
Brugg with his sock puppet and attempted
to do a Mandible Claw on him. However,
Hannibus had cast a healing spell on Brugg
so Fayce wouldn’t have a murder charge
brought against him. Soon after,
Murdokulus’ hand was stuck in the Ogre’s
mouth, with Brugg attempting to bite it
off, while at the same time punching the
wizard in the face. Murdokulus came very
close to dying but managed to survive
thanks to a few spells but before he could
kill Brugg, Eli sneaked up behind his
friend and knocked him out.
Session 34: March 25, 2015
The A Company
Thunderspire Labyrinth – Well of Demons
Players at this session: Liam, Luke, Dane,
Michael, Bryan and Fergal
The party travelled into the Labyrinth
following the pull of the Silver Key. It led
them far from the Hall and it eventually
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pulled Splug straight towards a wall. He
released the key and it stuck itself into the
wall. Nothing happened for a few seconds.
A bright blue spot was seen high up on the
wall. The spot became a horizontal line
which revealed a doorway into a dark
tunnel. Splug took the key back and the
party entered the tunnel, the doorway
closing behind them.
The companions saw a faint glow at the
end of the corridor and they moved
towards it, entering a chamber with a 10foot-wide circle in the centre of the floor.
As they approached the circle momentarily
flared with blinding energy. When the light
faded, a spectral, skeletal figure clad in
thick robes of deepest scarlet was standing
within the circle. It was missing its left
hand and its left eye socket was empty.
The figure glared at them and said ‘The
secrets of the tower come at a price. You
must each pay for the right to enter this
place. What can you offer to the dreaded
Lord of Secrets? I seek lore, power, and
your souls.’
After being entertained by the party
with tales of their antics, the figure
allowed them entrance for the low price of
a healing surge each. Hannibus, Eli, Splug,
Finnan, Rendil and Barnabe entered the
circle and were immediately transported to
a similar circle in a different room, Level 1
of the tower in the central chamber.
Disturbing pillars that literally sucked
the life from anyone who wasn’t a follower
of Vecna surrounded the companions.
They were attacked by Norkers and priests
of Vecna but the party defeated them
easily.
Session 35: April 01, 2015
The A Company
Thunderspire Labyrinth – Well of Demons

Players at this session: Liam, Luke, Dane,
Michael, Bryan, Martin and MJ
Having defeated the Norkers and priests,
the party searched the area. To the south of
the room, between four pillars, a
shimmering mist rose from mystic runes
on the floor. Sure that this was how to
teleport to the next level of the tower,
Murdokulus cast an invisibility spell on
himself and stepped through the mists
while the others searched Level 1 of the
tower.
Murdokulus appeared (or didn’t! Get it?
because he’s invisible….) between four
pillars in the northwest area and began
looking around. In one room he saw a
priest of Vecna doing some kind of
experiment in a lab with a very bored
Norker standing guard. In another room, a
library, was another priest looking through
some books, also with a Norker standing
guard. To the south was a Bronze Warden
and in the last room that he checked he
saw a magic summoning sphere with a
creature trapped inside.
Entering the threshold of the room
allowed the creature a chance to escape,
which it did and then turned invisible.
After a brief conversation Murdokulus
became friendly with the creature, which
identified itself as an imp named
Windingo. The imp asked Murdokulus if
there was anything he could do for him as
a thank you for helping him free himself.
Murdokulus asked him to frighten his
Rogue friend (Eli). Windingo was happy to
oblige. Murdokulus and the imp returned
to Level 1 of the tower. Murdokulus
dropped his invisibility spell but Windingo
kept his in place. Murdokulus reported on
the layout of Level 2 and the party decided
how to proceed. BLANK

The group quickly moved through the
mists to appear on Level 2 and split up to
attack the creatures Murdokulus had
reported on, making very quick work of
them. After defeating the creatures they
destroyed an arcane machine which
controlled the numerous bronze wardens
(Minotaur shaped golems) that were spread
throughout the Labyrinth. Unfortunately
for the party this notified Paldemar to their
presence. He teleported down to Level 2
for a few seconds, threatened Murdokulus
and teleported back to Level 3.
The party barricaded themselves into
the library in the south west corner of
Level 2 to get some rest before tackling
Level 3. Windingo was tormenting Eli,
whispering cruel and unusual things in his
ear before quickly darting away again.
Murdokulus was happy to see his friend
occasionally looking around the room with
a disturbed look on his face.
Paldemar sent a small force down to
harass them and disturb their rest. As they
wouldn’t be unable to delay the encounter
with Paldemar any longer, they headed for
Level 3. Three of the group moved through
first, appearing on Level 3 to find all that
remained of Paldemar’s forces waiting.
They were attacked and badly injured.
Moments later the rest of the party joined
the attack leading to a difficult fight.
Luckily destroying the arcane machine on
Level 2 disabled the bronze warden on
Level 3: if that was taking part in the
attack on the party the outcome could have
been very different. The party began to
chip away at Paldemar’s forces. The
healing powers of Hannibus, Splug and
Rendil proved to be invaluable in keeping
the party on their feet, and the story ended
with Paldemar defeated. The remaining
parts of Level 3 remain unexplored.

The Con of Cons beckons, the gathering of
those brave enough to endure six nights,
seven days on a non-stop rollercoaster ride.

BRYBIRMINGEXPOCON (BBEC)
Tuesday, May 26 – Monday, June 01 2015
DAY ONE – Tuesday, May 26
EVERYONE TO BE AT AIRPORT NO
LATER THAN 05:00. Pre-departure
refreshments in Cork Airport – The Last
Call!
Arrive in Birmingham International
Airport and stop for refreshments. Take the
train to Burton Upon Trent. Breakfast and
refreshments in The Lord Burton as we
slowly make our way closer to the hotel.
This will not be a mad dash. It will be a
leisurely jaunt.
Book into Hotel or drop bags no later
than 12:45.
The National Brewery Tour at 14:00
followed by the Great Drinking Tour
(GDT) of Burton Upon Trent. Return to
the hotel to freshen up (or book in if we
haven’t as yet) and continue the GDT
before and after dinner.
Dinner at The Lord Burton – Steak
Night followed by some serious
refreshments.
DAY TWO – Wednesday, May 27
Up and at ‘em at 08:30. Breakfast in The
Lord Burton no later than 09:30 followed
by last refreshments in Burton Upon Trent.
Depart Burton-Upon-Trent at around
12:30 (subject to change if something
takes our interest or we get distracted).
Arrive in Loughborough at approx.
14:10 and book into hotel followed by
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refreshments in The Moon & Bell,
followed by an evening in John Cooper’s
(JC’s) Student Union Bar, Loughborough
University.
Bryan’s Big 50th Gully Birthday Bash
in The Laughing Buddha (or one of the
alternative restautrants) followed by
Cocktails in The Moon & Bell.
DAY THREE – Thursday, May 28
Up and at ‘em @ 08:30. Breakfast in The
Moon & Bell no later than 09:30 followed
by the GDT of Loughborough.
Cinema: Movie – Mad Max Fury Road
followed by the continuance of the GDT of
Loughborough.
Dinner in The Moon & Bell: Curry
Club! Cocktails in The Moon & Bell as we
sing the night away with the songs of
Bryan!
DAY FOUR – Friday, May 29
Up and at ‘em @ 08:30. Breakfast in The
Moon & Bell no later than 09:30 followed
by last refreshments in Loughborough.
Depart Loughborough at around 12:30
(subject to change if something takes our
interest or we get distracted).
Arrive in Birmingham New Street at
approx.14:20 and book into Hotel followed
by refreshments – Bryan’s choice as this is
his last day.
Depart for Birmingham International
for UK Games Expo no later than 15:30.
UK Games Expo 2015 Day One
followed by farewell to Bryan! GAME:
TBA Andrew.
Return to City Centre to greet Rando &
Tied-On and go to dinner somewhere on
Broad Street followed by the Long Friday
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Night (LFN) of glorious exploration!
DAY FIVE – Saturday, May 30
Up and at ‘em at 08:30 to 09:30.
Breakfast in The Figure of Eight at
09:30, followed by pre-con refreshments
(subject to change if we decide to hit Expo
earlier. We may go to breakfast as normal
and pick up the Squires on the way to the
Con) followed by collecting Squires Klutz
and Krave.
Alternatively, depart for UK Games
Expo no later than 13:00 if the Squires
come into city centre. GAME: Design a
Tractor!
Return to City Centre at approx. 19:00
followed by dinner in Johnny Wong’s (or
alternative to be confirmed).
The GDT of Birmingham Broad Street.
DAY SIX – Sunday, May 31
Up and at ‘em at 09:30. Breakfast in the
Brass House followed by refreshments in
O’Neill’s and the Figure of Eight.
Cinema: Movie – TBA followed by
farewell to Rando & Tied-On.
A Sunday afternoon of liquefaction
followed by dinner in Coast to Coast (to be
confirmed).
DAY SEVEN – Monday, June 01
Up and at ‘em in 09:00. Breakfast in The
Figure of Eight no later than 10:00
followed by refreshments culminating in
O’Neill’s before booking out of hotel –
leave bags.
Last minute shopping followed by
Cocktail Afternoon.
Pick up bags from hotel and depart City
Centre no later than 17:30 to take train to
Birmingham International. Immediately
start planning next year!

WARNING: These activities and venues
are not set in stone. However, participation
means just that – if you want to do it alone
or stay behind during any of the planned
activities (including meals) please do so.
Social protocol means that all bills will be
shared equally without exception.
BURTON UPON TRENT
(The great unknown – some information)
Burton upon Trent Train Station to
Premier Inn 1.2 miles walking (Via
Wellington Rd/A5121)
Burton upon Trent Premier Inn Central
Hotel, Wellington Road, Burton On Trent,
Staffordshire DE14 2DQ
United Kingdom
T: +44 (0) 871 527 9280
F: +44 (0) 871 527 9281
Premier Inn to National Brewery Centre
1.9 miles walking (Via Wellington
Rd/A5121)
THE NATIONAL BREWERY TOUR
Individual visitors can book day tickets by
calling +44 (0)1283 532 880 or at
reception on the day of visit.
The National Brewery Centre standard
visitor opening hours are 10:00 – 17:00,
with last entrance at 16.00 and the daily
Guided Tours are at 11:00 and 14:00.
Standard ticket price, including a guided
tour, free car parking and four beer tasting
vouchers per adult, are: £8.95.
National Brewery Centre
Horninglow Street,
Burton upon Trent,
Staffordshire DE14 1NG
United Kingdom
T: +44 (0) 1283 532 880

Train Station to National Brewery Centre
0.6 miles walking (Via Guild St/B5018
and B5416)
Train Station to The Lord Burton 0.6 miles
walking (Via Station Street)
The Lord Burton
154 High Street,
Burton upon Trent,
Staffordshire DE14 1JE,
United Kingdom
T: +44 (0) 1283 517587
LOUGHBOROUGH
The Laughing Buddha
3 Woodgate, Loughborough,
Leicestershire, LE11 2TY
United Kingdom
T: +44 (0)1509 236868

The Figure of Eight
236-239 Broad Street
Birmingham West Midlands B1 2HG
T: +44 (0) 121 633 0917
The Dragon Inn
(Secondary Breakfast Location).
Hurst Street,
Birmingham, West Midlands, B5 4TD
T: +44 (0) 121 622 7850
O’Neill’s
Broad Street,
Birmingham B1 2HG,
United Kingdom
T: +44 (0) 121 616 1623

Alternative Restaurants:
Thai Grand Restaurant
18 The Rushes, Loughborough
Leicestershire LE11 5BE
United Kingdom
T: +44 (0) 1509 211299
Zheng’s Restaurant
(Chinese, Japanese & Thai Cuisine)
1A Devonshire Lane
Loughborough LE11 3DF
United Kingdom
T: +44 1509 211189
BIRMINGHAM (Too many to list)
Ming Moon Restaurant
Pan Asian Chinese Buffet
16 Hurst Street,
Birmingham B5 4BN
United Kingdom
T: +44 (0) 121 622 5588

KENNELCON
a.k.a. THE KOMY KENNEL PARTY
Saturday, July 11, 2015
INVITATION ONLY EVENT
Knight of the Year, Fumble Awards and
passing of the torch to the: new
0121Seneschal!
622 5588

There was a brooding contempt and
frustration in the room, the darkened
shadows of eight alcoves keeping those
who occupied the high backed chairs
within from being seen. A ninth alcove
remained empty in this circular chamber.
This was the one normally occupied by
John Diablo, but as he was standing in the
exact centre of the chamber, it lay vacant.
Why he stood apart had all the weight of
an accusatory overture as if he was forced
to face a tribunal of his peers for some
perceived slight, one that had already ruled
and adopted an irretractable stance of
guilty until proven otherwise. Failure was
not unknown even among the others.
Given the very nature of their interference
in any perceived linear existence, the
manner of this incarnation’s disappointment was viewed as nothing short
of a fiasco. Cause and effect, effecting
cause. They were supposed to have
considered and neutralised all of the
variables. Accountability was a convenient
overture for those who were predisposed
towards according blame for any
ineptitude they shared. John Diablo had
been given the task of overseeing this
venture. Now it seemed he had only been
afforded this opportunity to accord a
singular focus of blame.
‘We thought about including Detective
Gabriel in this incarnation but he was flat
line, deemed to be an insignificant
anomaly – the seventh in an equation that
required only six,’ said John.
‘You were wrong,’ replied the voice.
‘We,’ corrected John with some
irritation. ‘Detective Gabriel would not
have accepted the offer. He was too
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morally opposed to any thoughts of saving
himself. What we sometimes refer to as a
hero complex. He would not have accepted
our offer unless it involved sacrificing
himself for another, something that would
have caused complications at best or
negated our ambitions in a worst case
scenario. His perception of events was
uncanny and unanticipated. The fact that
he could see the ripples of the other time
thread may need to be explored at a later
junture but for now, elimination of the
threat is the only recourse that will ensure
noninterference.’
No immediate response. There was a
deliberate and uncomfortable pause though
there was no obvious verbal exchange
between those occupying the darkened
recesses.
‘We are not finished with this
incarnation then,’ offered the voice.
‘No, only the parameters need to be
changed. Keeping the subjects after a
purpose had been served was perhaps a
little… indulgent. More so in the case of
Matthew Harding. We had thought to use
them to our benefit, in particular, Alice
Lake. However, dealing with Detective
Gabriel offers a more finite solution, for
him and for our ambitions. The six will
need to be motivated, contained and then
suitably disposed of before they show any
lasting insight to affect the outcome.’
Silence. Perhaps a conference was in
effect. John remained stoic, as unreadable
as stone. While he betrayed moments of
irritation, he provided no other indication
that he was in any way perturbed by
events. He knew the others were
communing and that he had been
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purposely excluded from any deliberation.
He had employed the same tactic in the
past when visiting disdain on his peers for
similar failures. They were still looking to
accord blame – a typically narrow minded
view that lacked imagination. John may
have been perceived as unmovable as a
carniverous dinosaur that had sighted prey
but he at least had the vision to separate
failure from opportunity. He was not
blinded by the elements that had
unravelled this incarnation. Knowing
where the pieces on the chess board stood
was one thing. Knowing where they would
be and every move that was to come did
not require any further insight. It just
required patience and time.
‘Both options will ensure success,’
agreed his dark counterparts. ‘But there
will be no other chances. You have already
had three. Another failure would require
unfortunate consequences for all. Any
further tampering could well compromise
other solutions in effect and we will not
risk a second incursion.’
John turned to leave.
‘Agreed,’ he said as he walked away.
As far as he was concerned there was
nothing else to talk about and this pointless
dialogue was at an end.
‘We are not done, Mr Diablo,’ stated
one of the faceless voices.
John returned to the centre of the room,
the only space from where any substantial
light emanated.
‘What else is there?’ he asked in a tone
that almost sounded like a growl.
‘Those exposed to our plans are also
forfeit. They will need to be removed.’
There was another pause, another
deliberation, but no further observations
were forthcoming.
‘I
will
make
the
necessary
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arrangements,’ offered John.
‘No,’ stated the same voice, as flat and
emotionless as if the conversation were of
mundane interest. ‘These incidents must be
contained. They require a personal
resolution.’
John understood. Those who had been
chosen could not be permitted to affect any
further outcomes and the most effective
way to eliminate any unnecessary
implications would mean he was required
to get his hands dirty.
‘Agreed,’ he sighed, because he knew
that a refusal would not go well. He had no
desire to enter into a tiresome debate.
John Diablo knew not to take the
manner of this incursion’s failure
personally but he had already decided the
fate of those who had been chosen. In the
aftermath of such disappointment, it was
hard not to revel in a little spite.
Everything was in a state of death, and
John liked the cold silence of standing in
between reality and the suspension of time.
It gave him a moment to contemplate the
degree of betrayal he had endured because
of the shortsightedness of pawns who did
not understand how truly insignificant they
really were. Similarly he took a moment to
contemplate having been summoned
before his peers to answer for something
that
had
been
unforeseen.
The
accountability was not his alone. John
knew the dangers. Those in the shadows
required a lesson in reality. They needed to
learn their place as much as those who had
been chosen to mould this incarnation. All
in good time. John needed to deal with the
matters at hand first.
Martin Lake was too important not to
take another chance. There had been too
many permutations to let this one go. If it
had not been for the ineptitude of the six,
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success would have been a foregone
conclusion. John’s thoughts were clear on
the matter. He would have to make use of
Murdock’s rage to counter Jake Hully,
Matthew Harding and Morris Quibley.
James would have to meet his own end
before John turned his thoughts to taking
care of Alice Lake and Caroline Richards.
Murdock was too likely to interfere in any
plans that led to their demise, Alice from a
reintroduction to drugs and Caroline from
that ill fated heart attack that was always
simmering beneath the surface. Jack
Gabriel was easier. His fate had been
unravelled by their interference. With a
little tweaking, John would make sure that
Detective Gabriel met with the same
finality that had always been his destiny –
long before he became a problem.
One thought struck John and raised a
smile of satisfaction. This time he was
going to indulge in using Caroline to her
full potential before he arranged her end.
Perhaps he would even have a place for
Alice Lake, though she had been damaged
goods when he found her, tainted in a way
that made his mouth twist in disgust.
John Diablo stepped out of the shadows
as if he had merely been passing through a
door out into a sombre street confined to
distressed pockets of darkness by
inadequate lighting. He was wearing his
hat and coat. The rain began to fall, furious
tears or lament that did nothing to clean or
diminish the grime from a world that was
little more than a tarnished canvas for true
artists of the macabre to mould. Reality
was created and destroyed with little or no
regard for the existence of the mundane
souls of the mortal indigent who lacked a
vital spark. They were the sheep of moral
outrage, the faithful to a living world
embracing mediocrity. They would
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never aspire to more than following true
genius without understanding why or
recognising the significance of taking
more. They were the ones who wanted but
did not know how to make the leap from a
behavioural pattern that existed since the
primodial soup churned and oozed out
something that choked on primitive fear. A
debilitation that kept them from being
more. There were sheep and there were
wolves, and then there was the leader of
the pack. A simple anology but one that
seemed apt in light of all that had
transpired to undo what had been
perceived as a foregone conclusion. John
had been given oversight but he had not
been the one to conceive this venture. He
had not been the one to put the precarious
pieces in place. He would not be the one
who paid for the failure of others.
John traversed the past to lead him to an
older time, the same one he had visited to
find the first of his chosen six, Jake Hully.
When the door opened again, he would
step into that seedy bar in the arse-end of
nowhere and begin the incarnation all over
again. The exchange would be as familiar
as it was tiresome. It was also necessary.
Success was derived from repeating those
patterns that worked and dismissing those
that did not. Still, the repetition did not
permit John Diablo to stifle an involuntary
yawn. He was not tired. He did not get
tired. He was bored. He paused only long
enough to recover his composure and then
crossed the threshold without further
delay.
Not everything is as it seems. The voices
whispered in the dark beyond the
periphery of the circle on which John
Diablo had stood. He had departed as
expected but the others were not finished.
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‘John believes himself successful in
deceiving us. We will need to take steps to
correct his perception,’ offered the same
voice that had spoken to Diablo.
‘Was indulging his whims necessary?’
asked another voice, strained by age, deep
and as coarse as one who had suffered
prolonged distress.
‘He is still dangerous,’ insisted the first
voice.
The deliberate silence followed.
‘Then we will not be permitting a
revisit to this incarnation. Are our
ambitions in this regard at an end?’ asked
another voice, this one clear and vital with
all the exuberance of emotion. ‘Then why
make him believe that any possibility
remained?
The darkness seemed to swell and
deepen and any trace of light in the circle
in which John Diablo had stood was
consumed.
‘The deception was necessary. John is
dangerous. He will bide his time but a
retaliation is inevitable. He conveniently
forgets that this was always his plan.’
Silence lingered for a moment that
seemed too long.
‘Do we have a name for this
resolution?’ asked the second voice.
‘Murdock,’ offered the first.
‘Agreed,’ said the others.
‘And what of the pawns in John’s
incarnation?’ asked the youthful voice.
‘Irrelevant. They remember but are
unable to resolve. It may be necessary to
leave the threads of those memories alone
to permit John to find his own misfortune,’
answered the first voice.
‘Do we have a contingency?’ asked the
second.
‘Unnecessary but yes. Jack Gabriel.
Murdock will not fail. His hatred is too
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strong and his anger is purer than hope.
John can never be permitted to return. Not
in death, not in life, not in any form.’
The deliberation was at an end. There
was no need to give voice to an accord.
John had chosen the path to his own ruin.
As for those he had played to serve their
ambitions, they were as inconsequential to
time as a drop of water in the vast ocean of
space and time. A momentary distraction
that was fading faster than the existence of
a mortal soul. The distraction was no
longer worthy of the attentions of those
who had found a new thread to pull on.
COMING IN ISSUE FOURTEEN
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The conclusion.
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NOTES FROM THE EDITOR:
You may have noticed the underlying
theme to this issue. Hopefully we have got
it right and there are 50 Gullys throughout
this publication. A special and heartfelt
congratualtions to Sir Bryan of Hegarty
(a.k.a. Gully Troll) who turned 50 on May
4th, 2015. Additional congratulations to
Sir Alan of Kelly and Squires Dane and
Luke of Shea who also had birthdays in
May, and to any who I may have forgotten
along the way.

KNIGHTSHADE
THE ROLEPLAYING GAME

GULLY TROLL AS HUDRON PHARR

HORROR The true subtlety of
engaging your Players in the macabre...
This is a subject that is near and dear to my
heart in gaming terms. The subtle nuances
of horror are far more useful than the
brutality of outright slaughter typical of
hack and slash that often defines the bulk
of roleplaying game stories. Using horror
creatively will leave a far better lasting
impression on the Players and their
Character alter egos. The trick is to use
that subtlety to effect and there are very
real techniques to evoking horror in a
game. Of course it will hardly matter if
you cannot get your Players to buy into the
atmosphere of it all. You can teach Players
to fear the fall of the dice but it is the story
that must be used to convey the depth of
anxiety and despair. Horror can be evoked
by offering details that provoke thoughts
that something is not quite right. This is a
subject we have written about in the past
and will return to time and time again. To
get the full impression of the macabre, you
need to use details. You need to remember
the senses of the Characters and of the
Players behind those personas. In every
decriptive piece, play to those senses and
always consider, sight, sound, smell, taste,
touch and every facet that can add to the
impression you are attempting to convey.
Mood can greatly add to the impression of
horror for the Players. Low lighting,
candles, carefully placed sounds, the
addition of an odour (be nice here and
remember you may have to stay in the
games room for some time after).
Everything that adds to the impressions
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of the Players will be portrayed in the
actions and reactions of their Characters.
Subtlety rather than blunt force trauma can
be most effective. The Characters find a
blood stain. There is a strong odour in the
air like incense. You find a black substance
near the blood stain. Touching it, the
substance appears to have the texture of
wax and you soon realise that it is candle
wax... black candle wax. The room has an
underlying smell of musk and you can see
a clutter of odds and ends strewn all
about. There is a layer of dust which
implies the clutter was here before
whatever occurred with the wax and the
blood on the floor. There is a faint sound
in the room, a low whistling that you can
only surmise emanates from the long
unused fireplace. The sound draws your
attention to the large gaping apeture that
leads up to the chimney, solenm, bleak,
empty and dark. All at once you notice the
chill and shudder. The temperature in the
room seems to have dropped suddenly. The
whispering wail from the fireplace seems
to be growing steadily louder. GM bangs
the table loudly (intent on startling the
Players). Without warning the window
swings open and slams hard against the
harsh uncaring stone wall. The glass
shatters and you see a shape at the
window. What does this all mean? Take
the time to build your scenes. Make sure
the Players are seated comfortably and
listening. Nothing destroys the mood more
than disturbances to the detail of a story
when you are trying to impart an
impression of horror. For every scene you
present, always think of the undertones
you can add to make it seem real...

ORIGINALLY FROM

CALL OF CTHULHU

DEPARTMENT X
THE ROLEPLAYING GAME

GULLY TROLL AS WESSON SMITH

Have you ever wondered what is it is that I
do as Seneschal or why I do it? Have you
ever wondered what I do as host to the
Knights of Misspent Youth (KOMY)?
Have you ever stopped to think how I keep
it all together or why it has survived all
these years? The truth is, there are times
when I have cause to wonder about just
those questions. Being Seneschal is a
thankless job, and anyone who decides to
do it for a modicum of appreciation has
made the wrong choice. I must offer my
apologies to my successor and those who
have held this mantle in the past. I never
meant to make it seem easy while doing
the things that I do to keep the wheel
turning. For those who have never stepped
up, believe me when I tell you that keeping
it all together is not easy. Remember that
and be kind to my successor. So what do I
do as host? I guess tirelessly attending the
games is not a great feat as the games
room is at the end of the garden of the
house I live in. What I do is make sure that
we have a comfortable environment to
play in, that the room is warm during the
colder periods and cool during those brief
moments that offer anything akin to an
aspect of summer. I clean the games room,
clear up after the games, clean the
facilities, provide snacks and refreshments
and generally try to make sure that
everything is prepared for each and every
game. This is just the mechanics of what
goes on behind the scenes. I don’t do this
for the appreciation, although a little
thanks from time to time would not be a
bad thing. Maybe you can save it for my
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successor. Knowing what is to come, he
may need all the encouragement you can
give him. Being Seneschal is not about
paying lip service to the governance and
guidance of KOMY. So why do it? We do
it because we care, because the effort has
value, not just to the Seneschal but to all
who gather week after week, or come
together for special events, or meet up to
share the stories we build over time. I do it
for selfish reasons, because a long time
ago I realised that I wanted to keep my
friends close, and to bring those I meet
from time to time in life who have good
hearts into something that has meaning.
This leads me nicely to my last questions
– keeping it together and surviving. The
first part is the hardest. It takes a real
concentration of effort. There are times
when I get jaded and have cause to wonder
if it really is worth it. I only have to look
around my table, listen to the stories and
taste the anticipation of the moments we
share to know the answer. Good friends
are hard to find and harder to keep. You
will always have to work at anything worth
doing. It may be cliché but it is no less
true. The second part of the question is
easier. Why have we survived? KOMY
creates a sense of history, friendship and
just the possibility of belonging. We have
survived because we take the time to listen
and to care. We don’t always get it right.
This is the end. Not of KOMY, but of
being Seneschal. This is my last
declaration. I feel I should say something
poignant, but in truth, I am tired. Perhaps
that in itself is statement and a testament to

the effort expended in being Seneschal. All
I have left to do is pick a successor and
wish him luck, patience and hard outer
shell akin to battle armour. It may be a
position dearly coveted in the blind belief
that leading the Knights of Misspent Youth
is easy. Being Seneschal is only easy if
you do nothing. Keeping everyone
focused, together and on the right track
will require determination and hard work.
The casual duties of the Seneschal are
easier – master of schedules, putting the
game calendar together, providing four
declarations each game calendar year, and
well… you know the rest.

For all of those who have made it to the
games in the last four years of my two
terms as Seneschal, thank you for making
the moments both memorable and
enjoyable. For my successor, take heart in
the fact that you are not alone, though
there may be moments when you feel that
way.
The annual Kennel Party, known now
as KennelCon will mark the last official
event of my tenure. I do hope that as many
of the members of the Knights of Misspent
Youth can make it this year.

Every effort has been made to ensure that
the game schedule is accurate at the time
of going to publication. The schedule is
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subject to change. The new KOMY
schedule will be available in Fumble Issue
Fourteen FN14 in August 2015.

Seneschal: Sir William of Shea

Welcome to the Letters page of Fumble
Newszine. This is the place to voice your
opinions on the games we play, BDP
publications, the Knights of Misspent
Youth, and all aspects of gaming.

slippers will be soft and comfortable,
(because Elves are light and dainty in
character). They will not slip (because
Elves are graceful) and will last
because Elves are long living. I would
not recommend Dwarf slippers unless
you want hard wearing slippers, (for
rough ground) but wearing these will
eventually make you grumpy.
Remember too that Gnomes are
cheerful and playful in nature so you
may find their slippers become ticklish
in time. However, whichever ‘style’ you
eventually choose I would advise you
to keep their provenance a secret
unless you yourself wish in the future
to adorn the feet of a vengeful Gnome,
Elf or Dwarf.
I hope you get the chance to put
your (their???) feet up soon.
Gnome groupie.

GULLY TROLL – FORMER AGONY UNKLE

Dear Fumble,
I read with interest, but chagrin the
letter in Issue twelve, about Gnome
slippers. I feel for the letter writer
regarding their seemingly endless toil
in the ‘cesspit of a world’. But that does
not excuse their dislike of Gnomes.
Gnomes are brave honourable beings.
This is evidenced by the high regard
David ‘the Gnome’ is held in by his
comrades, (see ‘In Games’ article in
issue twelve) so why pick on them.
In my opinion if you want
comfortable slippers you should look
no further than the Elves. These
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Dear Gnome Groupie,
Given your bewildering support and
fascination with Gnomes (and it would
seem, also Elves), you might want to steer
clear of reading the closing of the letters
page as we are far from done with the
round nosed little fiends who are only fit to
inhabit the end of the garden of someone
with questionable taste.
Dear Fumble,
I really hate missing games, especially
when my Character is used. I
understand a GM cannot always
exclude my Character but its seems
the other Players are never mindful of
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his personality and frequently use him
as cannon fodder in my absence. I
even had a Character who died in a
game and was looted by the others
with no regard for the time they had all
been together. Is there no honour
among Players? Can a GM not step in
and save me from such a cruel fate? I
did try to discuss this with my GM and
his reply was a rather curt ‘Well, that
will teach you not to miss a game!’ I
think I might need some new friends.

Maybe you should embrace the whimsical
you instead of judging those who might be
inclined to show a little roleplaying effort.

Disillusioned.
Dear Disillusioned,
I think we have all been there at some time
or another. I can only offer my sympathy.
The GM should know better. I am not sure
about you needing new friends, but if this
behaviour is allowed to fester, perhaps you
need a new GM.

Now to a little fun…on behalf of the
AAG (Action Against Gnomes):

Dear Fumble,

Reality: None. Gnomes aren’t real.

I take it back. Our DM should not give
us downtime. This will be known as the
‘sock puppet’ incident or the saga of a
demented fool. I would have taken the
arm. BLANK

Fantasy: None. There are no light bulbs in
a pseudo medieval fantasy setting.
None, Gnomes don’t need light bulbs.
They can see in the dark.
One, if you have David the Gnome, he
glows in the dark.

H.
Dear H,
I am sensing a little discontent. I guess you
learned a lesson in being careful what you
wish for – but we seem to be following a
theme this issue. Talk to the DM. The best
way to deal with these things is to
participate more and complain less. If you
are not enjoying the story, perhaps it is
time to take a break. Players need to vent
and be a little diverse from time to time.
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AUNTIE – FORMER AGONY AUNT

How many Gnomes does it take to screw
in a light bulb?

If you feel up to a good Gnome bashing,
submit your own suggestions to Fumble
and get a Gnome-sized prize for the
winner. Just another taste…
None, he’s never Gnome!
Knightshade: What’s a Gnome?
Call of Cthulhu: Is that what I just shot? A
gah-nome?
Traveller: Depends, is the Gnome part of
the engineering team or in maintenance?
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