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EDITORIAL
Welcome once again to Fumble
Newszine. Where have the last few
months gone? While we have been busy
producing all things BDP as well as
Fumble, I have to pause to wonder
about the time between issues. Oh how
I long for a greater frequency but
without the sell out to a ‘forumesque’
format. Such would only depreciate the
value of editing, producing and
presenting a finished product that has
grown over the last twenty or so years.
True, this is a new incarnation of the
Newszine, but still, I just can’t seem to
let it go – even when so many others
have moved on and the support is
dismal. Wouldn’t it be nice to have
Fumble out every two months, or
gasp… monthly. I guess we can only
dream.
However,
as
long
as
submissions remain sporadic, and we
have cause to wonder if Fumble is
really making any impact (noted by a
serious lack of letters), perhaps the
decision to call it a day was not all that
wrong. In a time where ‘free’ should
matter to our readership, where so much
is going wrong in the world, a little
appreciation would be welcome. Even if
we are really getting it so wrong – some
acknowledgement that our readership
is… well, reading the publication would
be nice. Alas, perhaps like all good
things – we really do have to face facts
that they must come to an end. Guess it
is up to those last few diehard readers to
show the value here.
I want to switch to a different view
>>>>>>>>>

for a moment. There has been far too
much negativity surrounding the
industry of late, and I too have felt the
weight of thankless obligations.
Knightshade – The Initiate’s Tome will
be out shortly, and should have been
released as a prototype sooner but for
other commitments, design issues and
some production problems. So much to
do, so little time and everything is
suddenly late. KennelCon 2012 will be
upon us and may well have happened
by the time you read this editorial. From
early indications – this one looks likely
to be bigger than ever, at least from an
attendance standpoint. For those of our
readers who do not know what
KennelCon is, beyond references in this
Newszine, the event is an annual party
and Awards Ceremony dedicated to the
Knights of Misspent Youth (KOMY)
and hosted by yours truly. KennelCon is
named for the games room of KOMY –
‘The Kennel’. Members of the Knights
of Misspent Youth come from far and
wide along with their partners (as well
as other interested parties) to attend this
event. The only way in is ‘by invitation
only’. Bad Dog Publishing hosts the
Annual Fumble Awards alongside this
event.
As you read this issue, UK Games
Expo 2012 has come and gone. You
will find some details of the convention
later in this issue. Suffice to say, a good
time was had by all. Any convention
you get to play at is a good event,
though this time around it left me with
mixed feelings, especially regarding the
planned move to another venue further
away from the city centre next year. If
you have an opinion on this or anything
>>>>>>>
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else presented here in Fumble, please
do let us know.
The great thing about Fumble going
digital is there are no real limits on
space. Of course, we still have to be
practical for the issues we print from
time to time, and mindful of the hard
copy requirements necessary for any
issue in promotion of BDP. Fumble is
still a gaming publication, targeted
primarily, if not exclusively, at games,
though it must be said that we do try to
stay away from online games. Coverage
for that area of gaming can be found in
a myriad of other publications. We will
continue to bring you our best for as
long as we are able, and I hope that you
find some enjoyment in reading this
latest issue. Remember, if you come
upon an obstacle that seems too
daunting – you can always run away!
Until next issue…
William Anthony Shea – Master Sage
Editor – Bad Dog Publishing.
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Welcome once again to the Letter’s
Page of Fumble. We present another
selection of letters for you this issue.
Well, actually there’s only one, huumh!
Dear Fumble,
I like the new format and I am so glad
that you could save Fumble, or bring it
back in a new incarnation. I miss the
whole Knights of Misspent Youth feel
about the Newszine and especially the
Trolls (Gully and Durex Maximus in
particular). Still, I guess it is better to
see Fumble back than to not have it at
all. You are definitely showing a more
professional and polished publication.
Welcome back.
2FarawayN.
Dear 2FarawayN,
Yes, we are really pleased with the
format for the publication and the
necessary changes we had to make. The
Trolls are not exactly gone. They have
just grown up and been put to better
use. Thank you for taking the time to
write to us. We appreciate your
feedback.
If you have an opinion or just want to
send us a few words to let us know how
we are doing – please write!

Dungeons & Dragons 4th Edition has
raised the ire of more gamers than any
previous incarnation of the Dungeons &
Dragons (D&D) franchise. If like me,
you were one of those who awaited a
new edition with an eagerness that
turned colder and colder in later
renditions, this time out is not likely to
change that opinion. Of course, it is
worth mentioning that ‘Wizards of the
Coast’ are currently working on the 5th
Edition and early indications seem to
point to the creation team listening to
the people who play the game, but then
again, this is something that has been
flouted as a marketing ploy in the past.
We shall wait and see, and hope that
they get it largely right. There is, after
all, no such thing as the perfect game
and listening to the wrong people is just
as bad as taking notice of those who
only serve their own needs.
This time around we are looking at
the Player’s Handbook, which is usually
the first book that gamers see when
D&D is released. Having read through
the book the first time in astonished
disbelief, I read it again just to be sure
that I had indeed taken in some level of
the content and not misunderstood the
context on an epic level. Oh my, what
were you thinking? Well, it is plainly
obvious what you were thinking – but
why? Why would you do this? Let’s
>>>>>>>

begin with backward compatibility – no
scope for this in 4th Edition. Then again,
I believe that those who worked on the
new volumes did state that they would
not be making it backward compatible.
I, like many others, thought they were
just making a joke in very poor taste.
Guess not. Please don’t get me started
on ‘healing surges’. I really do not want
to go down the route of bashing D&D
4th Edition to death, but seriously – did
someone fall asleep at the wheel? Some
existing race and class changes – why?
The very fabric of D&D has been
unravelled. I can only say that this is
not a system that I would run and my
initial reaction is that I would not want
to play. I did take the leap in the end in
a game where nothing had been vested
of the rich past of previous editions.
However, I chose to treat this as a new
game system with no ties to any
incarnation of the past. In that aspect,
the perception of the game changes but
not enough to make this edition
ingratiate itself to any lasting degree. I
still cannot get passed the whole
‘healing surges’ issue and the sheer
weight of the mechanics. I understand
the changes and an attempt to marry
this system to some of the online games
to capture a new audience, but this was
never meant to be an online game. I
should point out that this aspect of 4th
Edition is not alone in the weighty
dependency on mechanics. Previous
editions have also suffered from a move
towards rules that choke a story to the
point of rendering the game nothing
more than a series of dice rolls
combined with a vain attempt to invoke
greater levels of realism. In a world
>>>>>>
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where we have far less time to devote to
a game, this has proved problematic. An
issue that is not exclusive to Dungeons
& Dragons 4th Edition. The game is
about having fun. The game is about the
story. In this edition, D&D has fallen
far short of expectations, and those who
steer the creation have not listened to
the gamers, or to the right people.
Perhaps you should look at what
Pathfinder did with the system. I am not
saying it is much better, but that
incarnation was closer to the mark. I
still like the simplistic view of the
original D&D (referring to the one in
the original red box here and not further
back to its inception). This is still a
game system I run at conventions for
ease of use and play. Roll up your
character; get the details together in
about ten minutes and just play. Sigh, if
only everything could be that easy. One
of the attractions of the game is ease of
use, ease of generation and just having
fun. Realism has a place, but not in this
fantasy game. Maybe it is time for those
responsible for holding the reins to look
backwards to the beginning before
attempting to look forward. D&D may
still have a chance to shine, but based
on the Player’s Handbook for 4th
Edition – this is not an example of
improvement. Changing the rules for
the sake of finding a new audience
while alienating existing gamers is not
very bright, and word gets around. They
may not be so enthusiastic next time
around. Thinking you can reinvent the
wheel to capture the essence of an
online game is not practical. Good luck
with 5th Edition. Surely, you cannot
make it worse? D&D 4th Edition
>>>>>>>>>
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Player’s Handbook rating 3/10. Would
have been 4 except for those blasted
healing surges.

AVAILABLE FROM
BAD DOG PUBLISHING
& AMAZON
(.com/.co.uk/.fr/.de/.it/.es) &
other online book stores.
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KILLING TIME PART VIII

IMMORAL ECHO
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA
Moments can change everything.
Engelhardt was concerned. Jack was put
out by his partner’s current swing
towards sympathy. He decided to divert
his attention from a moment he would
rather was left behind. Jack wanted this
job. He wanted Homicide. Surely the
transition from Narcotics to Homicide
did not cause him anxiety. He certainly
did not feel anxious, or at least he had
been fine up until the point where he
thought that Engelhardt had been
gunned down.
‘Why are we here? I thought you
said Quibley was a suit with a
foundation downtown?’
Engelhardt shrugged. Jack guessed
the sympathy had worn off fast, but he
was wrong.
‘Geez, kid, you look like you need a
drink. Are you alright?’
‘A question countering a question.
Jack hated when people did that –
evading the issue.
‘Quibley lives in that brownstone
across the street. I figured we’d pay him
a visit before he could get his story
straight, assuming he’s in and not at
work. If I’m wrong we’ve lost nothing
but time. If he is at work, he will have
all the time he needs to compose
himself before we get to him, regardless
of whether we went there now.’
Engelhardt was a detective after all.
Jack was mildly impressed. Marginally,
but still impressed.
Cindy Anderson had been dead for
>>>>>>>>>
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eight to ten hours. Forensics had given
him and Engelhardt that much to go on.
This placed the death at between 22:00
and midnight. They would be able to
narrow the time when the body was
examined further but for now it was all
they had to go on.
As chance would have it, Morris
Quibley was coming out of the
apartment as Jack and Engelhardt were
getting out of the car. He looked to be
in an awful hurry. He was one of those
guys with the hair tied up who had the
thinnest line of a goatee meticulously
groomed to his face. Against the pale
skin, the reddish tint to the growth made
him look even more pathetic. He would
have considered himself strawberry
blond, but in truth, his hair colour was
ginger, just too subdued to be
absolutely sure in its definition. His
blue eyes looked so dead as if deep
down Quibley had already realised that
life wasn’t worth the effort.
Jack didn’t like Quibley. Instant
distaste. He had only just set eyes on
the man and the impression washed
over him like a tangible intolerance.
The feeling had an intensity all of its
own.
A flash of imagery crossed Jack’s
peripheral vision. The screech of tyres.
Incoherent shouts followed by a
moment of clarity.
‘He’s got a gun!’
The reflection was gone as quick as
it came into view. Quibley groaned and
closed his eyes briefly in annoyance.
‘Whatever you guys are selling, I
don’t have the time. I’m in a bit of a
hurry.’
Engelhardt flashed his badge,
>>>>>>>

silenced Quibley and halted him in his
tracks.
‘Oh great, what’s this about? Did I
skip a stop sign or run a light or what?’
Jack figured Engelhardt didn’t like
Quibley much either as he stood in real
close and snarled at the suit.
‘Want to give your mouth a rest so I
can tell you why we’re here?’ growled
Engelhardt.
Quibley shut up. Engelhardt may
have been a little on the heavy side but
he was no teddy bear.
‘Do you know a Miss Cindy
Anderson?’ he added with more than a
hint of disgust. Quibley was a worm. At
least that impression surrounded and
oozed out of him.
‘Oh what the fuck has she been
saying about me now? Women, huh.
Bane of a man’s need to roam.
For some reason, Jack only noticed
now that the rain had stopped.
Engelhardt pressed a hand against
Quibley’s suit.
‘What did I tell you? Answer the
question and keep a civil tongue in your
mouth,’ retorted Engelhardt.
Morris Quibley brushed his hand
away and straightened his tie. Jack
watched and listened. He was still
feeling a little unbalanced from the
flashes. Quibley didn’t like to be
touched. At least not in the way that
Engelhardt had in mind.
‘Yes I know her,’ replied Quibley.
‘Knew,’ countered Engelhardt.
‘What do you mean?’ asked Quibley.
His reaction seemed genuine.
‘Miss Anderson is dead. Turned up
in a car park in the Central Plaza Hotel.
A place you were seen leaving.’

‘Geez, Cindy… really? What a
waste? That girl had talents, if you
know what I mean.’
Quibley was real slime. He oozed of
cheap smarm and the lowest form of
inappropriate taste. He could see that
Engelhardt did not share his appraisal of
the dead girl.
‘Look, a lot of people go through
that car park. Don’t tell me that you
came down here to hassle me because I
happened to be in a car park where
some bimbo ended up in getting killed.’
Jack had been hoping he was going
to end that outburst with the word
‘strangled’ but no such luck. Still, he
had felt a strange de ja vu.
‘We would just like you to help us
with our enquiries,’ offered Engelhardt.
‘Yeah, man. No worries, but as I said
I am in a bit of a hurry. I’m running a
little late.’
Engelhardt yawned. Jack couldn’t
believe that he actually yawned into
Quibley’s face.
‘So where were you between the
hours of ten and twelve last night?’
Quibley didn’t deliberate very long.
The response was a bit too quick.
‘I was in the office giving a
presentation. There are plenty of people
who can verify my whereabouts.’
Engelhardt had a bemused look on
his face. He didn’t believe Quibley any
more than Jack.
‘I bet there are,’ growled Engelhardt.
Quibley looked at Jack and tensed
up. Something that was hard to miss.
‘Do you know me?’ asked Jack.
Engelhardt gave him a puzzled look
but Jack was staring at Morris Quibley.
‘No… no, I don’t think so. Look,
>>>>>>>>>>>
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man, am I free to go, or what? I am
really late.’
Engelhardt glowered at Jack who
just shrugged.
‘Let your employer know we will be
in touch to verify your alibi.’
Quibley nodded and set off towards
a nearby car. Some pretend wannabe
sportster. He was gone in a few seconds
before Engelhardt spoke again.
‘What the hell was that all about?’
Jack shrugged again.
‘He’s familiar. May have been
someone I came across while working
Narcotics. I’ll check when we head
back to the office.’
Engelhardt shook his head.
‘Do you know me? Are you serious,
kid? Why didn’t you just say – I know
you don’t I? At least that would have
made him squirm. Anyway, I already
checked. Quibley doesn’t have a
record.’
Engelhardt was right. It was a stupid
question asked in a stupid way and
yielded nothing. Jack hated that
Engelhardt was right. He had made
such a rookie mistake. Still, it was good
that one of them was thinking like a
detective.
Jack was surprised that Quibley
didn’t have a record. If he had been up
to no good, he didn’t look the type who
was bright enough to avoid getting
caught. Quibley definitely looked
familiar. Jack just couldn’t place him.
He was scum. The impression of
familiarity was just too strong.
‘What now?’ asked Jack.
‘We head back to the office, report
in, get some lunch and you can write
this one up. What else? We got nothing
>>>>>>>
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on Quibley. Later we can go down to
his office and verify his alibi but I don’t
guess we’ll get much out of those
Foundation folks. Quibley already knew
we were coming. He already knew the
girl was dead. Nothing we can prove
here until the lab boys are done with the
body.’
Jack didn’t like this one bit. Quibley
might have nothing to do with Cindy
Anderson’s death but he sure as hell
didn’t feel all that innocent. There was
something about Quibley that was
unwholesome; instinct, intuition or just
an ache in his gut that made him seem
wrong. Jack didn’t know. No matter. He
couldn’t convict Quibley on a feeling.
The flashes he was having only fuelled
his doubt. He had been undercover a
long time. Maybe this was just his
whole mindset adjusting to a new frame
of life.
Murdock watched from across the
street. He was getting tired of cleaning
up the messes that Quibley left in his
wake. This time he had been too late to
intervene. Morris was an idiot. How
clever did he have to be to dispose of
the body properly? Some days Murdock
believed that the fool wanted to be
caught. He was also getting tired of
being at John Diablo’s beck and call as
well. This new life wasn’t much better
than the old one. Diablo knew about
Quibley’s indiscretions but why he
chose to keep the little maggot around
was beyond Murdock. Morris was a
liability – a weasel in a suit. At the end
of the day, he should have been put
down. Murdock would gladly have
performed that task ex gratia.
>>>>>>>>

Morris was in procurement, whatever
the hell that meant. All he ever seemed
to do was drag people down to the
lowest denomination.
Right now, Morris wasn’t Murdock’s
problem. He was here to see Alice
Lake. She lived in the same apartment
block as Morris but as far as he knew
she did not associate with the worm.
Morris guessed she had some standards.
Alice was the one that he didn’t get.
She didn’t fit into John’s whole
equation. Alice was less than whatever
it was the rest of them had. Maybe she
just appeared less corrupt. Diablo
certainly hadn’t recruited Ms Lake for
her innocent charm. She was with Legal
though that very term seemed sullied by
association with the Foundation that
paid their way. Murdock was here to
bring Alice to John Diablo. He didn’t
have a reason. He wasn’t given one.
Alice’s apartment was on the top floor.
Six flights up in a six story brownstone.
Morris was on the second floor. There
were others from the Foundation in the
building but Murdock was only
concerned with Alice Lake now. He had
been here on a number of occasions
before. This whole building was
company property. Murdock had a
master key to gain entry into the
building and didn’t have to announce
his presence. He used the stairs to reach
the sixth floor. There were two
apartments on each level. Caroline
Richards occupied the one across from
Alice. God’s gift to promiscuity.
Caroline was in Public Relations and
she took that all too literally. She liked
men but her appetites were not
exclusive to a single gender. Murdock
>>>>>

glanced in the direction of her door
before knocking at the apartment of
Miss Lake. A single knock. The sound
of a response was almost immediate.
The door opened within seconds.
Alice was like a breath of fresh air.
Even Murdock felt it. He was unmoved
by other motivations that provoked the
interest of those who knew only desire.
Deviants and slime. Men of low
character and wit. They would have
been best served pursing Miss Fuckalot
Richards across the hall. Alice was a
demure twenty-two year old woman
who looked fragile at the best of times,
almost as if darkness consumed her or
something tragic has occurred in her
past that set her apart from any hope of
redemption. Even when formidable she
seemed delicate. Her hair was full and
blond but somehow jaded. She was too
pale and needed some time in the sun to
restore an underlying vitality that may
not have been obvious to many but
which Murdock could see as plain as
day. Alice had a spark behind her eyes.
Defiance amidst fear. She was stronger
than anyone gave her credit, and good
at what she did for Diablo because
nearly everyone underestimated her.
‘Hello. Miss Lake. Are you ready to
go?’
Alice nodded. There was always an
awkward tenseness that choked away
her voice when she first set eyes on
Murdock. He understood. Murdock
appeared intimidating. Even without the
physical presence of a man, he was
every bit as real and formidable as the
coarsest thug. However, Murdock had
been polished, moulded into the picture
of acceptable security. He was still
>>>>>>>
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intimidating, but his attire and
education made him fit into the
expected approximation of a corporate
enforcer. Murdock was mid to late
thirties but he seemed older. He was
tall, muscular, with thick dark hair that
almost seemed black, but was closer to
a deeper brown in the daylight. He was
clean-shaven – meticulously groomed.
His nose was the only anomaly and
appeared slightly disjointed as if it had
been broken too many times to ever be
set right again. His eyes reflected a
brooding countenance that never really
lost its menacing sway, even when he
smiled.
Murdock gestured for Miss Lake to
proceed him but Alice hesitated. She
did not like to walk ahead or behind.
She preferred to walk beside him.
Murdock guessed that she didn’t want
him looking at her ass, which was nice.
He wouldn’t do something like that, but
understood her concern. Living in the
same building with Quibley was bound
to make her self-conscious. Given her
associate’s peculiar fetish, Murdock
was puzzled why Diablo housed that
maggot in the same building as Alice.
Caroline he understood. She was as
much a predator as Morris Quibley.
‘Is it raining?’ asked Alice.
‘Stopped,’ replied Murdock.
‘Did Mr Diablo say why he wanted
to see me?’
Alice was just trying to ease the
tension in her voice. Again, Murdock
understood. Every time he came for her,
it was always the same.
‘No, but if I had to guess…’ began
Murdock. ‘No,’ he finished when he
remembered that Miss Lake did not like
>>>>>
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speculation. Facts were far easier.
Speculation meant that the answer
lacked some degree of certainty. Alice
was not cold. She was just cautious of
making decisions that had implications
that let to regret.
‘But you do have some idea?’
questioned Alice.
This surprised Murdock. Alice had
found her voice and uncharacteristic
curiosity.
‘Yes, I suppose I do,’ replied
Murdock. ‘Our friend Quibley has been
up to his usual nefarious activities.’
Alice groaned. The look of distaste
at the mention of Quibley’s name was
obvious.
‘There were two cops out front a
while ago talking to Morris Quibley.’
Alice groaned again. She knew only
too well what that meant. Morris had
either assaulted someone or he had been
caught trafficking in illegal goods
again. Probably drugs. Given the past
that Alice remembered she took great
pains to stay away from anything to do
with drugs. Associations with a life that
now seemed like a distant nightmare
remained vivid, accusing and always
there as a reminder of what John Diablo
had given her. Still, she did not like
Morris, and she did not approve of
his… activities.
‘Do you know who the cops were?’
asked Alice to divert her thoughts from
her own past, something that cut too
deep to deny.
‘The older one looked familiar.
Don’t know the other one, but they
were homicide.’
Homicide? What had Morris Quibley
done now?
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

KILLING TIME PART IX:

REDEMPTION’S HOPE
CONTINUES NEXT ISSUE…
Be sure to check out the previous
instalments of Killing Time Parts I –
VII, still available for download from:
http://www.baddogpublishing.ie/index.
php/fumble-newszine/

Convention Cube is a column dedicated
to bringing you news of gaming
conventions, primarily those attended
by, and of interest to, the Knights of
Misspent Youth (KOMY) and Bad Dog
Publishing. There is only one planned
event currently left for the year –
KennelCon 2012.

KENNELCON 2012
Presented by DUKE (Dane and Luke)
In Association with Bad Dog Publishing
& The Knights of Misspent Youth.

Saturday 28th July 2012 – 19:00 till Late
Free Admission – By Invitation Only

Special Events
The Annual KennelCon Puppet Show
The Annual Fumble Awards
The Knight of the Year Award
Special Guests
Eva Widermann (we are paying her in
Beer)
UK GAMES EXPO 2012 REPORT
I am not sure of UK Games Expo 2012
was a success or not. The whole
excursion to Loughborough before the
event seemed to be successful and a
welcome break from the rigours of
living in the real world. Loughborough
was probably the highlight of this tour.
The visit to Nottingham Castle marked
the lowest point. Returning to
Birmingham was great and Expo was
Expo. Nothing more and nothing less
than before.
Gaming was difficult due to the
noise level but it was nice to have so
many attendees and guests for our
group to begin the playtest of
Knightshade KSCON: The Forgotten.
Don’t get me wrong, we had a good
time. However, Expo seemed… jaded. I
think that we had a good time because
of other aspects of our trip. Being
together in a good sized group helped.
Having plans that did not revolve
around the event alone certainly added
to this gathering. Of course, Expo is set
to move venue next year. Given the
choice of location, this is a mixed
blessing. At this stage we are now only
planning to attend next year on
Saturday as Expo is being located too
far outside the city to suit our purposes.
We may even have to find a new event.
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The scene opened as follow:

This column is dedicated to all things
Knights of Misspent Youth. All updates
regarding the gaming group will be
made available through our Inner Circle
every issue. With that in mind, this time
around we are reporting on a very
special event that took place at UK
Games Expo 2012 – the first playtesting round of Knightshade and the
story: KSCON – The Forgotten.
However, first let’s introduce the
Players involved, though we cannot
introduce their Characters beyond
identifying them by their Professions
for reasons that will become obvious.
MJ = Knight
Richard = Swordarm
Paul = Rogue
Shane = Swordarm
Michael = Hermit
Andrew = Mage
Kieran = Rogue
Martin = Mage
Fergal = Scout
A special thanks to all those who took
the time to play the game in what
proved to be a very difficult arena due
to the level of noise involved.

Crying. You hear crying, but you don’t
know if it is in your dreams, or if it is
real. The weeping lingers and the
lament touches your heart deeply,
prolonged sorrow brought on by
despair, a desperation running so deep
that the weight of the burden becomes a
tangible manifestation of hopelessness.
However, you know that the pitiable
sounds come from more than one
person. The tide of woe calls out in a
pleading cacophony of voices that
intermingle, cross-over, and scream
against injustice. This is the only
certainty you can be sure of as you are
stirred from a sleep that seems to linger
far too long. The weight of the
sluggishness persists and you find it
almost impossible to move as your
limbs seem unable or unwilling to
respond. The weariness is immense but
you struggle against the fatigue because
of feelings of desperation that permeate
every awkward breath demanding your
wakefulness. Why can you not move?
The frustration taxing your mind rises
to unbearable levels as every fibre of
your being burns with the need to
answer the dispossessed calls of living
souls in dire torment. Your body is
warm, almost cosy, and you know that
there is light just beyond the periphery
of your eyes even though you cannot
make them open no matter how hard
you try. The sensation is both
uncomfortable and frustrating, though
somehow you seem to linger on the
memory that it was infinitely more
terrible before your consciousness
started to return. There are others here.
Even though you cannot see them, you
are aware of their presence, and

somehow you expected them to be here.
Whispers pass you by, awful remnants
of something that you cannot remember
and have no desire to revisit. There you
remain, in darkness, within the light
that stays just out of reach, held at bay
only by your own inaction, moved to
accept the emotion that stirs your heart
to greater sorrow by the impressions
tasking you to the core of your being…
And so the Characters slowly became
cognizant but found they had no idea
who they were or how they came to be
in this state. They struggled to escape
this mausoleum to find they resided in
the heart of a wilderness. They had no
choice but to push onwards following
breadcrumbs and all too subtle clues to
a past that did not quite seem to lend to
any degree of certainty or comfort.
Impressions like their memories were
fractured and misfortune reigned
supreme when they were pushed to any
task of note or necessity. Already one
comrade lay unconscious (the Hermit
played by Michael), the victim of
hellish hounds that took his leg without
regard for his diminished capacity. In
time they found other comrades, some
clues, and ultimately – tragedy. Two
more companions fell (literally) before
the story was drawn to a close by the
constraints of time. A difficult climb
proved the undoing of the Scout played
by Fergal and the Rogue played by
Paul. Their fate is yet to be determined
as their remaining companions faced off
against two Minotaurs, defeating the
monstrous creatures with a combination
of luck and some questionable tactics
that saw the Mage played by Martin
>>>>>>
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going naked – not sure if the reason was
for distraction or ease of movement. In
any case, it paid off as the second of the
two Minotaurs fell to the wicked…
rapier of the second Rogue played by
Kieran. All in all, it was a shame that
the Hermit was the first to fall. He was
the only one who could have offered
healing of any sort.
Suffice to say, ‘The Forgotten’ prevail
for now, though how long they do so is
anybody’s guess. Unfortunately, we
cannot provide more than these few
abstract details without giving away the
plot in KSCON – The Forgotten. All we
have to do is wait for the next
convention special event to see how this
story is likely to unfold. In the
meantime, Knightshade will continue
with the campaign launch of KS0 –
Stepping Stones in the Autumn.

THE GMs GUIDE
HISTORY IN THE BACKGROUND
So your Players have survived the first
few games. Attachments are starting to
form with their Characters, and they
want to know more. Where am I from?
Where am I now? How far away from
my homeland am I? Why did I leave?
Why? Why? Why?
The same principles apply when
building a game story. Start small and
add detail as you go along. The Players
may also like some input but do not
permit anything that is likely to be out
of sync with the story/campaign
unfolding. You do not need to have a
>>>>>

comprehensive map but take note of
everything you add to your world,
including distances. The details can be
vague to begin with, i.e. there are
mountains to the north, a day’s ride
through forested terrain, the weather is
generally temperate, and all of the
Characters hail from different places,
which will be covered at a different
time. The reason the Characters are
together is for mutual gain and general
safety as the land can be a dangerous
place. If as the GM, you are not ready
to answer the hard questions, redirect
the Players focus back to the game at
hand and promise to discuss the details
of their requests later. Have the Players
write the questions down and submit
them so that you can look them over
before the next game, or at your leisure
before the next game run as GM.
Take advantage of any time out to
increase the detail surrounding your
game and campaign world. As a GM I
prefer to create my own world, though
this can be a challenge that is not for
everyone. At least in your own world,
the Players cannot gain any foresight. I
have run games in, and played in,
predetermined campaign worlds. These
do take away some of the workload and
permit the GM to provide details more
readily to the Players. This comes down
to personal choice in the end. There is
nothing to say that a GM must use
everything in a predetermined world. A
GM can use what is needed, change
what is not required and put a personal
stamp on the world. Again, there are no
limits except those the GM imposes.
This is a fantasy world, in a fictional
setting, in a game that is played
>>>>>>

primarily for fun. A GM only needs to
inject as much realism or detail as
required.
As for the Players – some will try to
be unbelievably helpful in providing
details for their Character. This should
all be subject to the approval of the GM
who is the only authority on the story
and campaign world being presented. A
GM should avoid being pushed into
accepting a Character’s background.
Just because a Player put work into
creating the detail doesn’t mean the GM
has to accept the background. The game
must maintain a balance for the sake of
the story. The GM can veto anything
that does not fit into the perception of
the game, even a Character’s name if
this does not suit the mood of a story or
locale. Some Players like a lot of detail.
Some do not. In time a GM will find the
right balance for all concerned,
assuming the Characters survive the
first few outings in a story long enough
to count in the grander scheme of
things. Also, the GM should be mindful
that no matter how intrinsically detailed
a Player makes his background, this
does not make him immune to the
challenges of staying alive, even if the
Player becomes annoyed at the sudden
demise of his avatar should the outcome
prove unfavourable. Such is life and
death within the cut and thrust of the
game. Just to remember to keep an eye
on that sense of balance.
The GM knows all, sees all and
hears all. Maybe not right away, but
given time, the world and all contained
therein is there for the GM to mould.
He is the only one who knows the true
direction of the story.
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An impasse. Perhaps even a stone wall.
I think we have reached one of those
and lost the ability to climb or reason
our way passed this daunting obstacle,
one that should never have been
allowed to provide this level of
difficulty. I have come to realise that
the impasse I am referring to is me. I
am the stone wall or monolith. I am the
obstacle. I have to remember why I
began this great adventure. On
reflection, my reasons were less noble
and profoundly selfish. Losing friends
is hard, but such is also a fact of life.
One I was never really willing to
accept. I have had to go back and
rethink things, and not for the first time
I might add. A radical departure came
to mind but the concept of executing
this idea seemed all at once – unsettling.
I forgot why I was involved in games
week after week, but now I remember. I
started this to hold on to the friends I
had but I also began this to run my
games. Lately, the fractured approach to
the games has damaged or certainly
stagnated storylines. Game after game
has been incomplete or disarrayed. The
Players seem unable to keep track of
what is going on and the effort falls
again to the Games Master (GM) to do
even more work just to focus the goal of
the story. So things have to change, or
change back. The whole calendar needs
a radical revision and we get to see if it
works one last time before the ultimate
>>>
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reversion to days of old. So, I am
serving notice – we have one more year
to get it right before 2013-14 becomes a
return to the past. There are just not
enough game slots to go around and too
many GMs. Effective immediately; the
allocations will be altered to promote
the existing storylines. Unfortunately,
this means that some games will need to
be sacrificed. I must point out that in
time a more radical approach will in all
likelihood be needed, and this stepping
stone approach is unlikely to succeed.
Please refer to the KOMY Game
Calendar 2012/13 on the next page for
the details of the games for the next
year. My apologies to those who have
lost their allocations. Perhaps you will
be able to find other Players or game
dates to run outside of the KOMY
remit.

COMING SOON!
KNIGHTSHADE
The Role Playing Game
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& Adventure KS0
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KNIGHTS OF MISSPENT YOUTH GAME CALENDAR 2012 – 2014 PART I

SLOT
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26

DATE
GM
28/07/2012
KOMY
05/09/2012
LIAM
12/09/2012
LIAM
19/09/2012
LIAM
26/09/2012
LIAM
03/10/2012
LIAM
10/10/2012
TBA
17/10/2012
TBA
24/10/2012
TBA
31/10/2012
LIAM
03/11/2012
LIAM
10/11/2012 MARTIN
17/11/2012 MARTIN
24/11/2012 MARTIN
01/12/2012 MARTIN
08/12/2012 MARTIN
15/12/2012 MICHAEL
02/01/2013
LIAM
09/01/2013
LIAM
16/01/2013
LIAM
23/01/2013
LIAM
25/01/2013 MICHAEL
26/01/2013
LIAM
27/01/2013
LIAM
30/01/2013
LIAM
06/02/2013
TBA

GAME
KOMY PARTY
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
TBA
TBA
TBA
CONVERGENCE*
CONVERGENCE*
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
GROO
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
CARDS
D&D Original
D&D Original
COC**
TBA

VENUE
KENNELCON
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
HALLOWEENCON
HALLOWEENCON
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
HAWTHORN
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
WARPCON
WARPCON
WARPCON
KENNEL
KENNEL

*HalloweenCon 2012 is an invitation only event organised for the Knights of
Misspent Youth (KOMY). The event begins on Wednesday 31st October 2012 at
20:30 – 00:30 and continues on Saturday 03rd November at 20:30 until the end on
Sunday 04th November at 06:30. This year’s event is Advanced Dungeons &
Dragons (AD&D) 3rd Edition Crossover Scenario: Ravenloft – Convergence, with
two scheduled breaks on the all night event for CLUEDO. This special event is
being hosted by William Anthony Shea.
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KNIGHTS OF MISSPENT YOUTH GAME CALENDAR 2012 – 2014 PART II

SLOT
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35
36
37
38
39
40
41
42
43
44
45
46
47
48
49
50
51
52

DATE
GM
13/02/2013
TBA
20/02/2013
TBA
27/02/2013 MARTIN
06/03/2013 MARTIN
13/03/2013 MARTIN
20/03/2013 MARTIN
27/03/2013 MARTIN
03/04/2013 MICHAEL
10/04/2013
LIAM
17/04/2013
LIAM
24/04/2013
LIAM
01/05/2013
LIAM
08/05/2013
LIAM
15/05/2013 MICHAEL
22/05/2013
KOMY
23/05/2013
KOMY
24/05/2013
KOMY
25/05/2013
LIAM
26/05/2013
LIAM
27/05/2013
KOMY
29/05/2013
TBA
05/06/2013
TBA
12/06/2013
TBA
19/06/2013 MARTIN
26/06/2013 MARTIN
03/07/2013
LIAM

GAME
TBA
TBA
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
MUNCHKIN
COC**
COC**
COC**
COC**
COC**
VAMPIRE
CARDS
CARDS
CARDS
KNIGHTSHADE
KNIGHTSHADE
CARDS
TBA
TBA
TBA
PATHFINDER
PATHFINDER
HIP***

VENUE
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
HAWTHORN
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
HAWTHORN
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
UK GAME EXPO
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL
KENNEL

** Call of Cthulhu (COC) begins with the scenario ‘Avenging Angel’ which is a
special event game with limited (exclusive) invitation. Subsequent COC games will
only be opened to the group once this scenario has been completed. The second
scenario in this game run is ‘Dry Run’ which is a precursor to the launch of
Campaign IV.
***Hobbits In Plaid (HIP) is an invitation only scenario ‘The Scarlet Hobbitfoot’
which is another special event game that is not for the faint-hearted.
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COMING IN FUMBLE ISSUE THREE
KILLING TIME PART IX: REDEMPTION’S HOPE
Jack continues to struggle with impressions of a time that is not quite in the here
and now but none the less real. In fact the imagery is all too real. Meanwhile Alice
Lake is forced to relive moments of her own past as a consequence of meeting Jack
again. The feelings invoked are those of bitterness, something that suits her
benefactor, John Diablo, all too well.

IN GAMES: KNIGHTSHADE THE INITIATE’S TOME
Fumble takes a look at Knightshade the Initiate’s Tome, fresh from its initial
rounds of play-testing.

ILLUSTRATED
Bad Hair Day with art and story by William Anthony Shea.

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

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