
 
                        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



EDITORIAL 
 
Fumble Issue Three – phew what a time 
it has been. July all but ended with the 
Kennel Party (KennelCon 2012) after 
struggling with the weather. August 
opened with torrential rain and gale 
force winds. Someone up there must 
have forgotten that this was supposed to 
be Summer. Still, what can you do? 
September is approaching as I write this 
editorial. The air of anticipation after an 
even longer absence from the games 
than usual makes me eager to get back 
into the big chair. In particular, I am 
looking forward to unveiling the 
opening of Knightshade the Role 
Playing Game (RPG), Module KS0 – 
Stepping Stones before we take the leap 
into another full and fun-packed game 
year. From what I have heard, I am not 
the only one who is eager to get back 
into the games and that cannot be a bad 
thing. This time around, however, is 
special, because we will be going to 
press with the product of the 
playtesting; albeit with KS0, which will 
be as part of next year’s release of The 
Grandmaster’s Tome. Subsequent 
stories will be included in The 
Adventurer’s Tome, though we have no 
confirmed release date for that 
publication at this time. It will follow 
The Loremaster’s Tome and end the 
first set in a run of releases in BDP’s 
RPG range. The end, as you may 
already know, is not necessarily the 
conclusion, just the completion of that 
particular project and product phase. 
 Bad Dog Publishing is working full   
>>>>>>>>> 
 

out to get up to date with the latest 
planned releases. The Initiate’s Tome, 
Fallen and House of Silmarin are all 
behind schedule due to production 
issues with editing. This will have a 
direct knock-on effect for future 
publication plans and lead to a revised 
schedule, but hopefully this in turn will 
set some realistic expectations amidst 
the mania of creation and execution. 
Thankfully, Fumble appears to have 
gotten over its original staggered 
launch. Back on time and eager to stay 
that way, we have another jam-packed 
issue for your enjoyment. Maybe people 
are actually starting to take an interest. 
You may also have noticed that we took 
in our first advertisements from external 
sources in our last issue, in particular 
from Lourdes Art School along with the 
first release under the Noir Press 
imprint. With this in mind, remember 
that Fumble is a free publication. For 
those of you who receive the Newszine, 
go ahead and pass the issue to anyone 
who may be interested, or direct them to 
the Bad Dog Publishing website where 
they can find a number of previous 
issues still available. 
 So, what now? Well, no time to sit 
still. WarpCon 2013 will be upon us 
before we have a chance to draw breath. 
October heralds the welcome return of 
another favourite. HalloweenCon is on 
the horizon. Of course, plans are 
already underway for UK Games Expo 
2013 in whatever incarnation it takes 
with a move to a new venue that is 
proving to be a mixed blessing. You can 
catch up with all the latest in 
Convention Corner later in this issue 
and in future releases of the Newszine. 
 >>>>>>> 
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 I hope you like the cover of this 
issue, an extract from KS0 – Stepping 
Stones depicting the village of 
Cravenfall. As noted, the game is 
currently being playtested by the 
Knights of Misspent Youth (KOMY) 
and you will find an update on that 
game later in this issue. 
 The Bad Dog Publishing Website is 
set to undergo some changes in the 
coming months as more detail is added 
along with downloadable game aids and 
handouts for Knightshade the Role 
Playing Game. You can already find the 
latest Character Sheets and Spell Sheets 
in PDF form, and in the coming weeks 
we will upload some of the beginning 
Characters from the existing game. 
 All of BDP’s current publications are 
now available across multiple websites 
in the US and Europe ready for your 
enjoyment. 
 

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. Do 
we finally have some momentum here? 
Possibly. At least we have more than 
one letter. 
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Dear �'())*+, , 
 
I have just one word for you – 
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Knightshade. Perhaps this is a blatant 
piece of self-promotion, but the new 
system being launched by Bad Dog 
Publishing fits your requirements. 
However, saying that, you do not need 
to look at a new system to find 
something that is easy and fun to play. 
If your Players have been around for 
some time, they may even already have 
a system that is ready to play. The 
original Dungeons & Dragons did what 
Knightshade is doing best of all. The 
system had ease of use and play, 
permitted Players to create a Character 
in minutes, presented an abstract view 
of the world that was fun to play in and 
you could just dive in and learn the 
details as you went along. I still use this 
system at special convention events and 
for reasons of nostalgia, though the 
latter has not always been successful 
when it becomes more about my own 
nostalgia rather than those I am playing 
with. Sigh! Sometimes the older 
systems really were the better ones. 
Hope this helps. 
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Dear Mr Nice Guy, 
 
When your letter arrived it had to be 
segregated from the others as 
everything it touched immediately 
began to blacken, wither and die. I am 
not saying that this is an endorsement of 
your group’s opinion – but perhaps it is 
time to find a new group – one that is 
unaware of your deeply hidden talents 
and benevolent… geez, we even had to 
coax the laptop to accept that word and 
only after we agreed to highlight it in 
some obvious Star Wars-esque way. 
You will have to figure out the 
significance of red. We are rewriting 
some serious code here just to bring this 
letter to our subscribers. In short, if the 
shoe fits, perhaps you just need to 
embrace your nature and put it on. 
 
Well, a better turn out this issue 
regarding letters. Maybe there is hope 
for our readership. If you have an 
opinion or just want to send us a few 
words to let us know how we are doing 
– please write to the address below or 
the email address provided. 
 

SNAIL MAIL SUBMISSIONS: 

BAD DOG PUBLISHING 
‘THE KENNEL’ 

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

 

submissions@baddogpublishing.ie 
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Kind of strange to be reviewing 
Knightshade: The Initiate’s Tome when 
I wrote the system, but then no one else 
stepped forward, and the task, like so 
many others, fell to me. Knightshade is 
one of the most outstanding systems I 
have seen in years… oh; I have to be 
impartial and fair. Knightshade is 
designed to be easy to use and easier to 
play than many of the systems available 
today. More than anything, BDP has 
been mindful of the busy lives of those 
who play the games, as well as those 
who may be of a younger generation. 
Too often of late, the systems available 
have been complicated to the point that 
the time spent preparing for a game is 
longer than the run of the game itself, 
and that is a little unsettling to say the 
least. The detail is certainly important. 
Sustainability of a system can be 
difficult when you have to cram just to 
run a story in what is supposed to be a 
fun activity, especially for a prolonged 
run. Without a sufficient gaming cycle, 
and by this I mean allocated time, the 
story can suffer. With respect to the 
Initiate’s Tome and the mechanics 
therein, the view was taken to 
minimalize the myriad dice rolls used in 
other systems, where not everything 
needs to be consigned to chance to give 
the Players the impression that they are 
truly participating and affecting the 
>>>>>>>> 
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outcome of the story. Talents of a 
Character are assumed for mundane 
uses of a skill. Only when necessary, 
where there is really a chance of 
misadventure, or where outside stresses 
are involved does a Character actually 
need to roll to determine the outcome. 
Similarly, the Character makes an 
attack roll, but such things as ‘the 
wounds inflicted’ or ‘how fast an action 
is determined’ do not require the use of 
dice. They are predetermined by the 
Attributes generated when the Player 
puts the Character together. So, why 
this approach? Well, the story is 
important, but there is still enough 
within the system to ensure a degree of 
chance in any endeavour. The Players 
participate in a story through their 
Characters. They make choices and 
determine the outcome of those actions 
that require chance. However, the story 
suffers less with Knightshade. The 
Initiate’s Tome promotes ease of use, 
but at the end of the day, the best way 
to learn is to play. The system is not 
always successful in keeping the 
textbook feel of Knightshade in check, 
but then like any game, the rules need 
to be applied or what is the point of 
playing. The Players must have an 
element of chance, a challenge and a 
level of uncertainty even where the 
story invariably leads them up a 
particular path, but without the story, all 
you have are statistics that require 
something to give them meaning. 
Knightshade the Initiate’s Tome is not 
perfect. Nor does it have all the 
answers. The Tome is a beginning, one 
I hope that you will find enjoyable for 
years to come. 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



KILLING TIME PART IX 
REDEMPTION’S HOPE 
WILLIAM ANTHONY SHEA 
 
The rain couldn’t stay away. Jack had 
filed the report on Cindy Anderson, 
such as it was, but Engelhardt seemed 
indifferent to the content. He did not 
comment. In fact, he yawned at frequent 
intervals as he read through what Jack 
had typed. George wanted them to 
pursue the case though it seemed to be 
nothing more than a Call Girl  getting 
killed while engaged in some sordid sex 
game that had gone wrong. The body 
was clean – almost too clean. Forensics 
had found nothing. The time of death 
had been narrowed to around 23:00 
hours, give or take, so at least they 
could question Quibley again and iron 
down his alibi. 
 Jack hadn’t gotten much rest that 
night and his first day on the job had 
hardly been inspirational. Engelhardt 
seemed to have accepted him as a 
partner, even if he still remained far 
from happy about having to show Jack 
the ropes. 
 ‘So, kid, are we going to take a run 
downtown to see if Mr Quibley was 
telling the truth? 
 Jack nodded. Engelhardt looked 
around the monitor concealing his 
partner’s face and gave him a 
questioning look. 
 ‘Yeah, sure,’ said Jack, realising that 
Engelhardt had not seen him nod. ‘But 
I’m driving,’ he added quickly. 
 Engelhardt grabbed the keys and 
stood up. 
 ‘Dream on, kid. You can practice 
>>>>>>>>> 
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watching a pro at work.’ 
Son-of-a… Jack offered Engelhardt a 

false laugh. 
‘Sure, did you have someone in 

mind?’ he jibed. 
Engelhardt just grunted, threw on his 

overcoat and moved towards the door. 
When Jack didn’t follow right away, he 
waited, frowning in impatience. 

‘You coming or not?’ 
Jack grabbed his own jacket, fixed 

his shoulder holster and gestured for 
Engelhardt to lead on. He had phoned 
the Foundation to tell them that they 
were coming down to enquire about 
Morris Quibley. Strangely, the call was 
forwarded within seconds to someone 
named Caroline Richards in Public 
Relations. Jack had the impression they 
were expecting his call. Thankfully the 
flashes from the day before seemed to 
have dissipated. Engelhardt was hard 
enough to crack without having the 
added burden of not being able to keep 
his head straight. Fatigue – that was all 
it had been. 

The ride to the Foundation took 
under thirty minutes. The rain persisted 
throughout the short journey and 
seemed to intensify the closer they got 
to their destination. Remarkably, Jack 
and Engelhardt were no sooner through 
the high, marble-arched doors of the 
Diablo Foundation when the 
aforementioned Ms Caroline Richards 
appeared in the Reception Lobby to 
greet them. The smell of her perfume 
was as disarming as her practiced smile. 
She was tall, slim, and better than 
average build. Her blond hair was 
vibrant and bouncy. Up close, she 
looked a little older than one would 
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have anticipated, but this in no way 
diminished her natural beauty. There 
were subtle indications of lines around 
the eyes, but nothing strikingly obvious. 
She was attractive, poised in all the 
ways her seductive charm could muster 
against a male presence. Engelhardt 
appeared unmoved by either her 
flirtatious charm or her form. Jack was 
not immune but he resisted any 
indulgence to relax his professional 
demeanour in the face of Engelhardt’s 
sullen disapproval. However, when 
Caroline Richards offered her hand, 
Jack took it as Engelhardt kept his own 
buried in his pockets. The flash of 
imagery that erupted was both vivid and 
alarming. Jack saw a woman who bore 
a striking resemblance to Ms Richards, 
though older in appearance. She was 
being dragged to the ground and raped. 
The woman looked ordinary in contrast 
but the similarity was too close to be 
denied. All about her leaves fluttered in 
the breeze. The woman’s eyes turned in 
her head. She was in distress brought on 
by the violence enacted on her body but 
this was not exclusive to the events that 
unfolded. All of a sudden the images 
faded. Jack still held Caroline Richards 
hand. For a moment the look in her eyes 
betrayed a hint of fear but her mask fell 
back in place. Engelhardt scowled in 
disapproval. 

‘Give the lady back her hand, 
Romeo, and let’s get down to business.’ 

Diablo’s Public Relations Officer 
smiled. Maybe the prolonged contact 
has been misconstrued. Ms Richards 
must have figured her considerable 
assets had an impact on Jack. So too 
had Engelhardt. Jack’s face flushed 
>>>>>>>> 
 

from embarrassment. He guessed the 
flashes had not gone away. However, he 
was quick to recover his composure 
when Engelhardt pushed between them 
and took the lead as he followed Ms 
Richards to her office. Ninth floor. The 
elevator ride made her essence more 
vibrant in the confined space. Her 
perfume remained intoxicating. 

Engelhardt chewed his gums and 
frowned at Jack again.  

Caroline Richards’s office was 
plush, elegant and tasteful with all the 
accoutrements of business. Yet, there 
was a strange absence of paper, or 
charts, or even notebook and pens to 
signify that it had seen any significant 
use. Her name was on the door – 
‘Caroline Richards: Public Relations’ 
but other than that, the room did not 
lend itself to a sense of occupancy. 
Engelhardt must have noticed because 
his first question was leading. 

‘Been with Diablo long, Ms 
Richards?’ 

Caroline smiled a warm disarming 
smile. 

‘Oh, about four years. Seems like 
forever. I know my office doesn’t look 
lived in but I deplore clutter. Everything 
has a place and everything is in its 
proper place. If only nature could be so 
organised.’ 

Engelhardt didn’t know how to take 
the last comment, but like Jack, he 
realised how perceptive Ms Richards 
was to pick up on his inflection. Jack 
knew. He decided to risk an observation 
of his own. 

‘Especially in the Autumn when the 
leaves are everywhere.’ 

Caroline’s eyes widened in genuine 
>>>>>> 
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surprise. The first real reaction that Jack 
could be sure he had seen and not 
imagined. 

‘Yes, I suppose so,’ she said softly. 
Engelhardt gave Jack a puzzled look. 
‘Anyway, what can I do for you 

gentlemen?’ she asked, recovering her 
practiced composure. 

‘Can you confirm the whereabouts of 
Morris Quibley on Thursday night, on 
or around 23:00 hours?’ 

Engelhardt flicked open a notebook 
as if he was confirming the facts but 
Jack knew this was only for show. 

‘Yes I can. Morris was with me.’ 
Engelhardt raised an eyebrow. 
‘Well, not just me,’ she corrected. 

‘Morris gave a presentation that night. 
There were twelve other people in the 
room, including our boss, Mr Diablo, 
who runs this office.’ 

Engelhardt did not look convinced. 
‘And I suppose we can speak to all 

those present to verify Mr Quibley’s 
alibi?’ 

Both Jack and Engelhardt knew the 
answer before the reply came. 

‘Of course. Anything we can do to 
assist.’ 

Jack stifled a groan. Only because he 
knew that Engelhardt was going to go 
through the motions. 

‘As long as you don’t mind our legal 
personnel being present. Non-disclosure 
in relation to company practices and all 
that.’ 

Engelhardt scowled. 
‘Well, then we can start with you,’ 

said Jack. ‘Do you want to call someone 
from Legal?’ 

Caroline’s eyes lit up and she smiled. 
His comment about the leaves had no 
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lasting effect.  
‘Not at all. Ask me what you want.’ 
Engelhardt paced the room, which 

meant he wanted Jack to ask the 
questions. 

‘Did Mr Quibley leave the 
presentation at any time?’ 

Caroline mulled this over for a 
moment. 

‘Actually, he did. Morris forgot his 
presentation. Left it in the car, if I recall 
correctly. He is always doing things like 
that. Sometimes it is even true.’ 

Jack figured Caroline’s honesty was 
still too practiced, or perhaps she was 
just too eager to help. 

‘Look, Morris is not the nicest of 
men, if you know what I mean.’ 

Engelhardt snorted. This was enough 
to indicate that he knew exactly what 
she meant. 

‘He went to get his presentation. I 
think it was about nine-twenty or nine-
thirty. He had to have been back in the 
office before ten.’ 

Jack took notes but he calculated the 
time in the margin. If he had gone to the 
hotel car park instead of the Diablo 
Foundation car park, he would have 
needed at least an hour. Based on the 
way that Cindy Anderson was killed, he 
would have in fact needed more. 

‘And you are certain of the timing,’ 
interjected Engelhardt a little too curtly. 
Jack figured his partner needed a coffee 
or some other stimulant. He was a little 
too cranky. With all of Ms Richards’s 
charm, she had not offered so much as a 
glass of water.  

‘Sure as I can be, but if you like, I 
can check with Security. I will have to 
get clearance from Legal first.’ 

 
 



A security log! Of course they had a 
security log – complete with footage of 
Quibley entering and leaving the 
building at the right times. In fact, Jack 
was certain that Caroline Richards had 
already reviewed the log.  

‘Okay, then, I guess that’s that,’ said 
Engelhardt raising a confused look from 
Jack. 

‘If you can send us a copy of the 
security footage, I guess that we won’t 
need to talk to all of your people. They 
can just put together their statements 
and send them in to us.’ 

Jack stood up and gave Engelhardt a 
questioning look. Engelhardt ignored 
his partner. 

‘We may need to talk to some of 
them later,’ he added. 

‘Of course, I will make the 
arrangements.’ 

At that moment a woman with a dour 
expression passed through the doorway 
and entered the room unannounced. She 
seemed delicate and intense all at once. 
Her blond hair was tied up. She was 
strikingly pale. Still, something of the 
vitality of her youth seemed to shine 
through to lend more to her presence. 

‘Arrangements for what?’ she 
questioned with more than a hint of 
annoyance. 

‘Ah, this is Miss Lake, our Legal 
Liaison. Hi, Alice, I was just telling 
these gentlemen that we will cooperate 
in any way that we can. They are here 
about the unfortunate business uptown. 
The Central Plaza hotel, where the 
Call… young woman died.’ 

Alice frowned in disapproval, an 
expression that would have made 
Engelhardt proud. 

 
 

‘We will cooperate within the limits 
of the law,’ she corrected. 

When the Legal Liaison looked at 
Jack, she held his gaze a little too long. 
Engelhardt looked at Alice Lake and 
then at Jack. There was venom in the 
woman’s stare. Jack noticed the 
coldness too. 

‘Have we met?’ he asked. 
‘No,’ retorted Alice a little too 

strongly. 
Jack felt the cut of the ice emanating 

from Miss Lake. Engelhardt could not 
have failed to notice. Still, he did not 
deem fit to intervene. Jack went in a 
different direction. 

‘So perhaps you can verify Ms 
Richards…’ began Jack. 

‘Caroline,’ interrupted the Public 
Relations Officer, who betrayed too 
much delight in the friction between 
Jack and Alice. 

‘Caroline’s assertion,’ he continued. 
‘Is that Mr Quibley was giving a 
presentation around the time of Cindy 
Anderson’s death. Were you there?’ 

Alice Lake hesitated. 
‘Yes, I was,’ she replied. 
‘And?’ asked Jack. 
‘You will receive my statement with 

those of our associates who were 
present.’ 

Jack knew this woman. He didn’t 
know from where or when, but he was 
certain. 

‘I will make the arrangements,’ 
offered Miss Lake. ‘I am sure that 
Caroline will be able to tend to your 
needs and escort you out.’ 

The sword ran both ways between 
these two women. However, Jack was 
not finished. 
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 ‘Can I just ask you one more 
question, Miss Lake?’ 
 Alice stopped in the doorway. 
 ‘Did you have a lot of dealings with 
Mr Quibley?’ 
 The slight snarl of contempt was as 
hard to miss as it was to contain. 
 ‘I will arrange for the statements to 
be forwarded to you, Detective 
Gabriel.’ 
 Jack had all he was going to get out 
of Miss Lake. 
 Caroline Richards escorted them out 
of Diablo without even the offer of a 
coffee. Engelhardt waited until they 
were outside before giving into any 
outburst. 
 ‘What is it with you and these 
women?’ he snarled. 
 ‘Why didn’t you want to interview 
all of those at Quibley’s presentation?’ 
countered Jack. 
 ‘Pointless,’ replied Engelhardt. 
‘They would have all told exactly what 
Richards had said.’ 
 ‘Well, they’re hiding something,’ 
said Jack. 
 ‘How do you know? Other than the 
frosty reception from Miss Lake, I 
mean.’ 
 Jack grinned. He wanted to say 
‘being a detective’ but figured 
Engelhardt would not accept this 
humour with any grace in his present 
demeanour. 
 ‘Caroline Richards never introduced 
us. Ms Lake referred to me as Detective 
Gabriel.’ 
 Engelhardt frowned. 
 ‘Yeah, but you rang to say you were 
coming down.’ 
 Jack walked away towards the car. 
 >>>>>>> 
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‘How did she know which one of us 
was which? They knew who we were. 
At least, Miss Lake knew.’ 
 Engelhardt pondered on this for a 
second before following Jack. 
 ‘What was the whole thing with the 
leaves?’ 
 Jack shrugged. Engelhardt did not 
look like he would let this one go on a 
shrug. 
 ‘Just a hunch,’ offered Jack. 
 ‘Yeah, and I’m the tooth fairy.’ 
 
Agitation was hard to contain when it 
had a personal flavour. John Diablo was 
waiting. Immovable as granite. 
 ‘Your emotion is evident even if 
your face says otherwise, Miss Lake.’ 

A rebuke? Sometimes with John it 
was hard to tell. 
 ‘Perhaps letting you remember 
everything was not the wisest course of 
action,’ he clarified, leaving Alice with 
no doubt. 
 ‘Mr Gabriel was a catalyst in your 
life, wasn’t he? Something we missed?’ 
 Alice did not want to talk about Jack 
Gabriel. She had too much heartache to 
carry from a past that did nothing to 
offer even a sliver of redemption. She 
was here to talk about Quibley but it 
seemed like John had other ideas. His 
perceptive glimpses were annoying. 
 ‘He arrested you in the past – the 
other past.’ 
 A statement. 
 ‘Yes,’ replied Alice because this 
wasn’t going away. 
 ‘More than that,’ continued John. 
‘He promised he would come back to 
get you out. What I don’t know is 
why?’ 
 >>>>>> 
 



Alice swallowed hard and looked 
away. 
 ‘He arrested me to protect me from 
the street and from the two guys who 
gave me drugs so that they could…’ 
 John sighed. 
 ‘And he never came back?’ 
 Alice nodded. Tears welled in her 
eyes but she choked them down.  
 ‘I was fourteen,’ she whispered. ‘I 
told them I was eighteen. They kept me 
for forty-eight hours and then let me go. 
They didn’t even check.’ 
 John Diablo crossed the room and 
drew Alice’s attention. 
 ‘Life is complicated and easy – an 
enigma of cause and effect. Like what 
happened to you that changed your 
life.’ 
 Alice had heard words like this 
before. 
 ‘I was no sooner out than I ran into 
the same guys. Drugs, booze and you 
know the rest.’ 
 John scowled at the indignity of it 
all. 
 ‘I am here to talk about Quibley. 
What do you want me to do about the 
cops?’ 
 Caroline Richards came into the 
briefing room just at that moment. She 
heard only the last statement. 
 ‘Give them what they want,’ stated 
John. 
 ‘We have another problem,’ 
interjected Caroline. ‘Jack Gabriel is 
either freakishly perceptive or he knows 
about me – or specifically, my past. He 
tried to bait me with some comment 
about leaves.’ 
 When Alice looked confused, 
Caroline continued. 
 >>>>>> 
 

‘Well, John, you know the manner of 
my demise.’ 

John Diablo nodded. 
‘Mr Gabriel is what we refer to as an 

unquantifiable anomaly.’ 
Both Caroline and Alice looked to 

John to explain. 
‘He has the ability to become the 

proverbial fly in the ointment – to 
unravel even the most determined plan. 
We will have to be mindful of our 
Detective.’ 

Alice was as confused as Caroline, 
but unlike Ms Public Relations, she did 
not want to dwell on Jack Gabriel. 

‘Perhaps I can… feel him out,’ said 
Caroline. 

John suppressed a smile. Alice 
groaned. 

‘As you wish,’ noted Diablo. 
‘I don’t think that is a good idea and 

what are we going to do about Morris?’ 
John seemed to grow in stature 

though this was probably just the poor 
lighting in the room. He was not fond of 
the light and his associates knew better 
than to offer any discomfort to their 
benefactor. 

‘Leave Mr Quibley to me. We have 
all but concluded our association.’ 

This actually sent a shiver down 
Alice’s spine. As John moved to leave, 
he did so with a few parting words. 

‘Do what you do best, Caroline. I 
will speak to you later, Alice.’ 

Caroline pursed her lips and dabbed 
her lipstick. Alice rolled her eyes. 

‘Maybe if you let yourself go, Alice, 
you might not be such a prude.’ 

Alice walked away. 
‘What, no comeback? No bitter 

retort?’ called Caroline after her. 
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Alice paused in the doorway. 
‘Maybe if you keep your legs closed 

long enough, you wouldn’t be such a 
bitch.’ 

As Alice departed, John stepped 
back into the room and sat down. 
Caroline closed the door and moved to 
sit beside her benefactor. 

‘I think we have a problem,’ said 
John. ‘Jack Gabriel is more than just an 
anomaly. He is what we refer to as a 
Redemption Clause.’ 

Caroline shrugged. She had no idea 
what that meant but figured John would 
tell her if she needed to know. 

‘While Alice remains adverse to his 
charms, I am unconcerned. However, I 
think it might be prudent for you to pay 
a visit to Detective Gabriel to find out 
exactly what he envisions to know. If he 
is perceptive enough to see an echo of 
your other past with such casual 
proximity, let us see what is provoked 
by prolonged intimate contact.’ 

John always had a way with words. 
In the end the meaning was clear. He 
wanted Caroline to whore herself out to 
Jack Gabriel. Strangely, Caroline had 
become comfortable with those 
requests. Still, she wondered what 
would happen if she said ‘no’ . She 
decided that was not an avenue she 
wanted to explore. Yet, in spite of her 
nonchalance about the whole affair, she 
decided to ask one question. 

‘So, what is a Redemption Clause?’ 
John seemed to mull over whether or 

not to tell her. Only for a moment, but 
moments in time can be infinite in 
silence. 

‘A way out,’ he remarked coldly. ‘A 
thread to unravel in a moment all that 
>>>>> 
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we have achieved.’ 
The answer did not make it any 

clearer to Caroline. 
 

KILLING TIME PART X:  

OPPOSING VIEWS 
CONTINUES NEXT ISSUE… 

 

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

 

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

First up, we have the game report from 
Sir Martin’s Pathfinder game, which 
some of you may already have seen on 
the Knights of Misspent Youth 
(KOMY) Facebook Group page. 
However, you will find this presented 
here as a recap for those members who 
are not part of that closed Group. 
Updates will follow in future issues.  
 Inner Circle also brings you the first 
instalments from the opening games of 
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Knightshade – KS0: Stepping Stones. 
 
Pathfinder Campaign  
Rise of the Runelords 
The Saga of the Company of the Bells 
 

Liam:   Lord Larcan Alderwood 
Michael:  Mar’Vel 
Bryan:    Sir Iozif Artarion 
Fergal:   Barzyk 
MJ:    Sir Theodore Dunkle 
Alan:   Prior Durgan of Sandpoint 
Paul:   Lord Emile Scarnetti 
>>>>>> 

Chapter 1: Burnt Offerings 
The newly formed Company of the 
Bells arrived in the Varisian town of 
Sandpoint for the annual Swallowtail 
Festival. Working as hired Swordarms, 
protecting the trader caravans travelling 
to Sandpoint for the Festival, the 
Company suddenly found themselves 
with some gold in their pockets and 
were eager to find more work. 
 Taking up residence at the Rusty 
Dragon Inn, the Company soon found 
favour with the Innkeeper, the lovely 
Ameiko Kaijitsu. It was not long before 
Ameiko hired the Company to protect 
her stands at the Festival, in addition to 
doing some manual labour around the 
Inn.  
 Soon after the opening ceremony for 
the Festival, the town of Sandpoint was 
taken by surprise as a large force of 
Goblins began a rampage throughout 
the streets, setting fire to buildings and 
attacking townsfolk with their vicious 
blades. Eager to put their own blades to 
the test, the Company of the Bells 
joined the town guard and stood with 
them against the Goblins. Ultimately, 
the Goblins were defeated and driven 
>>>>>>> 
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out of the town, leaving many 
questions. How had this happened, and 
how were a group of Goblins so 
organised and well equipped? 
 Following the assault on the town, 
the Company were hailed as local 
heroes and had clearly earned the 
respect and gratitude of the people of 
Sandpoint. In recognition of their 
prowess and demonstrated ability to 
tackle the Goblin raiders, the Mayor of 
Sandpoint, Mayor Devlin, approached 
the Company of the Bells and requested 
that they help the town by travelling to 
the Goblin Tribe Lands to investigate 
the situation further. It was unheard of 
for Goblins to be so bold that they 
would go as far as attacking a town the 
size of Sandpoint, and the fear was that 
this could just have been a raiding party 
and something or someone had 
successfully organised the various 
Goblin Tribes in the region. 
 Travelling north along the coast, the 
Company came upon the lands of the 
Thistletop Goblin Tribe, and there they 
found a recently erected fort with a 
sizeable garrison of Goblins. This was 
most unusual. It was clear now that 
something more was at work here. In a 
daring effort, the Company of the Bells 
laid siege to the Goblin fort at 
Thistletop. After a long fought battle, 
the Company pressed into the keep of 
the fort, and defeated the Chieftain of 
the Thistletop Tribe.  
 With the Goblins defeated, the 
Company proceeded to investigate the 
area, in an effort to identify whatever 
unknown benefactor was responsible 
for amassing and organising these 
Goblins. Soon they uncovered the secret 
>>>>> 
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of Thistletop, a sublevel of ancient 
construction. Cautiously making their 
way through the dungeon, they 
eventually found what they had been 
looking for – twisted priestess of 
Lamashtu, the God of Death and 
Destruction, had made this place her 
home and manipulated the Chieftain 
and his Tribe into believing she was an 
emissary sent forth from their dark god 
to lead them into battle against the 
people of Sandpoint and Varisia. In a 
bloody encounter that almost claimed 
the lives of more than one of the 
Company members, the Company of 
the Bells proved too much for the dark 
priestess and defeated her.  
 Returning to Sandpoint as heroes, 
the Company decided to settle and for 
now call Sandpoint their home. Little 
did they know at that time, how this 
decision would yet change their lives. 
 

(Reproduced with the kind permission 
of Martin W Mason). 
 
 

Knightshade Campaign 
KS0: Stepping Stones 
 

Bryan:   Hudron Pharr (Hermit) 
Alan:   Wicketley Phessel (Rogue)  
Martin:   Alatoff Barrowdark (Mage) 
Michael:  Ricardo Montebane  
  (Swordarm) 
Fergal:  Milford Modulus Prime  
    (Swordarm) 
MJ:    Terribus Gherkin   
    (Swordarm) 
Paul:   Rorik of Ravensburg  
    (Scout) 
 
Wednesday 05th September 2012 
The adventurers gathered. The rain and 
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subsequent cold became the most 
difficult obstacle for the party to 
traverse on the first night, one that was 
not without incident. A bell tolled at the 
time of the arrival of this worn and 
jaded group. Thoughts of adventure, 
excitement and riches gave way to 
need. Welcome to Cravenfall. Welcome 
to the unsettled and unsettling region 
between Taer and Calliban. Two 
diametrically opposed countries, a strict 
lawful theocracy and a corrupt republic.  
 The companions ventured quickly 
into Cravenfall to meet a friend named 
Fhonwright Carinstein who had 
supposedly located the Tomb of Arloth. 
Once Wicketley gave his horse over to 
the Stable boy (who would not permit 
him within as there was a mare in foal), 
the companions entered the Caltearan 
Inn, only to learn that the foppish 
Rogue was not in this frontier village. 
Soon, they were told (with some regret) 
that Fhonwright left Cravenfall about a 
day and a half before the companions 
crossed over the stone bridge that 
marked the southern boundary of the 
village. The Rogue did not appear to 
have left of his own volition. Two 
Callibanese officials escorted him from 
the village, but whether or not they 
were Inquisitors was unknown. This 
they learned from Pharan, the Innkeeper 
of the Caltearan Inn, who also believed 
the Callibanese officials would have 
taken Fhonwright to Westmarsh Tower 
on the western border of Calliban, 
approximately twelve leagues (36 
miles) to the east of Cravenfall. The 
worsening weather would not permit 
safe travel, and thus, the companions 
settled into their fate, and for now, left 
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the Rogue to his own. Pharan provided 
a welcoming brandy – a good measure 
more than a dram, though some of the 
companions could not partake, even if it 
meant some restoration of warmth into 
their chilled limbs. As the timing of the 
group’s arrival in Cravenfall coincided 
with the requirements of some of their 
Faiths, the remainder of the night was 
spent getting to know the locals and in 
service to the required devotions. All 
except Alatoff consigned themselves to 
the mundane, knowing there was little 
that could be done given the gathering 
momentum of the storm.  
 Alatoff ventured out alone (using 
concealing Shadow magic) to look for 
clues into Fhonwright’s disappearance, 
but he found nothing of note, other than 
confirming Pharan’s story that the 
Stables was off limits because of the 
mare. The others conversed with the 
locals: Annie the Innkeeper’s daughter; 
Engel his son; Angos the Merchant; 
Philpot the Cobbler and Tailor; and 
Romuld the Baker. No one else came 
into the Inn but given the foulness of 
the weather this was not perceived as 
unusual. After a meal of hearty broth 
and warm milk (most of the party 
abstaining from alcohol because of the 
requirements of their Faith), the 
companions retired for the night. 
 On the following morrow the already 
awful weather worsened. Moonday, 1st 
Octar 740 Ayre Reckoning (AR), the 
first day of new moon, on the first day 
of Autumn, and a highly superstitious 
time in Taer, known locally as the first 
day of the wolf’s season. Later a bell 
tolled again, but from whence it 
sounded, the companions could not be 
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certain. Some of them attended the local 
Temple to offer further devotions. The 
Holy dwelling proved a Spartan place, 
lacking an impression of occupancy or 
frequent visitation. There was no sign 
of a Priest or Prefect. Pharan the 
Innkeeper later confirmed that the 
Advocate of the Faiths had left 
Cravenfall some time ago due to a lack 
of appreciation. The Temple held 
symbols and statues depicting four of 
the known Faiths of Ayre: Aleria, 
Thyrr, Novus and Myress, but little else 
could be found during this visit.  
 As this grey and sorrowful day drew 
to a close, the bell from the Watchtower 
sounded. Pharan noted that this was the 
changing of the Watch having not heard 
the earlier ring, but when it sounded 
again, he became concerned. Looking 
out the hatch of the Tavern door he saw 
a horse – white as snow with a black 
saddle and saddlebags of exquisite 
workmanship. The animal was anxious 
and looked worn from some ordeal. 
Alatoff confirmed that this was 
Fhonwright’s horse, Petal. And thus 
ended the first session. 
 
Wednesday 12th September 2012 
The opening of the second session saw 
Hudron Pharr the Hermit leading some 
of the party outside in an attempt to 
secure Fhonwright’s horse. There was 
no doubt as to whom the animal 
belonged to even without Alatoff’s 
confirmation. Petal was in some 
distress. However, calming the horse so 
that it could be taken into the stables 
proved problematical. Milford the 
Swordarm was injured, taking a blow to 
the leg. Alatoff was rendered paralysed 
>>>>>>> 
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after a botched attempt to invoke his 
magic. In the end, Hudron finally 
brought the animal under control, 
sequestering it within the Stables and 
into the care of Pharan’s son, Engel. 
The boy brought the saddlebags into the 
Tavern so that the companions could 
search them for any clues. Petal was 
safe. Engel dried the horse down, 
placed the saddle aside and gave the 
animal food. With the presence of two 
other horses in the Stables, one a mare 
soon to foal, and the other, Wicketley’s 
horse, Petal soon became content. The 
saddlebags held some of Fhonwright’s 
belongings, money in a concealed 
pouch, a vial of perfume and several 
lace handkerchiefs, but nothing to offer 
an idea as to where the Rogue could be 
or any evidence that he had indeed 
found the Tomb of Arloth. The saddle? 
The companions brought this to the 
Common Room above and after 
securing the door searched the thing 
thoroughly. The pommel of the saddle 
lifted. They found a small circular 
impression with obvious signs of a 
fragile parchment secured within. 
Wicketley discovered two pin points 
that he surmised was some form of trap, 
but he could not disarm the device. 
With the aid of Ricardo and Terribus, 
Hudron decided to risk his nimble 
fingers in an attempt to extract the 
parchment. When two distinct cracks 
sounded and a puff of steam or smoke 
erupted from the apertures, the Hermit 
and his companions quickly withdrew 
their hands. Acid! The parchment was 
consumed, and the exquisite saddle 
reduced in value by the acid burns on 
the leather. If this was the only clue to 
>>>>> 
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the whereabouts of the Tomb of Arloth, 
they would have to find Fhonwright or 
give up on any hope of locating the 
fabled resting place of the legendary 
Mage. 
 During the night, the companions 
saw off a small pack of wolves that had 
ventured within Cravenfall lingering 
about the well and near the Temple. The 
exploration of the village continued and 
Rorik found evidence of blood around 
the rim of the well and Fhonwright’s 
Novus ring on an outcropping above the 
edge of the water. There was little doubt 
that the ring belonged to Fhonwright – 
silvery metal with an embellished jewel 
image of his Faith’s symbolic heart. 
Only Angos had ventured into the 
Caltearan Inn this night and again the 
party left to explore the Temple and to 
take a closer look at the Watchtower. 
They met the strange Garamalt (Cooper 
and Tanner) wandering about the 
village, who stated he was having 
trouble sleeping with all the pitter 
patter, splosh, splosh, splosh of the rain 
on the roof of his home. At the 
Watchtower, the companions managed 
to stir Sergeant Barnfeld to come to the 
fortified door, but could not gain entry 
though he acknowledged Garamalt. 
Soon after, the Tanner walked away 
about his business as the companions 
went about their own. All but Alatoff 
and Wicketley had come out to the 
Temple to search the place again. 
 With time and a fresh perspective, 
Ricardo discovered something strange 
about the floor, scuff marks that 
revealed evidence of wear. Knowing 
this, the companions searched again and 
discovered that the statues of the divine  
 



aspects had a secret all of their own. 
The heads turned, and this revealed a 
clicking noise for each altar. The 
clicking noise emanated from the floor 
where Ricardo had noticed the scuff 
marks. The most startling discovery was 
yet to come. Beneath the floor – a 
coven temple to the Dark One – Barric-
Lyre. This led to an obvious realisation, 
in all of Cravenfall, they had seen only 
one female – Annie, the Innkeeper’s 
daughter, and even for a village this size 
and the inclement weather, there were 
too few people to offer any degree of 
comfort. The significance of the lack of 
female population rested with Barric- 
Lyre, whose covens were known to 
sacrifice women first above all others, 
and especially virgins. Something else, 
when they spoke to Pharan earlier, he 
mentioned that his wife had died in 
childbirth with Annie, but Pharan’s son, 
Engel, was younger than his sister and 
there was no doubt that they were 
family. 
 All in all, this led to an unsettled 
night, one that asked more questions 
than could be answered. When the 
companions encountered Garamalt still 
out and about, uncannily highlighted at 
freakishly unsettling intervals by flashes 
of lightning, he remarked that he 
expected the weather to break the 
following day – something that could 
hardly be believed until the next 
morning when the rain did seem to 
diminish in the aftermath of a long 
night of what could only be described 
as a deluge. 
 And so ended the second session, as 
a few more pieces of the puzzle fell into 
place, but still no sign of Fhonwright… 
 
 

Wednesday 19th September 2012 
A final night for the opening and 
closing of KS0: Stepping Stones. So 
where is Fhonwright Carinstein? 

Having explored the village, found 
the temple of Barric-Lyre, uncovered 
something of the mystery surrounding 
Cravenfall; Rorik had time to think and 
surmised that the missing Rogue could 
be in only one place – the Watchtower. 
The companions had failed to gain entry 
having been denied access by Sergeant 
Barnfeld. Still, before they explored this 
obstacle, there were other more pressing 
matters. If the villagers of Cravenfall 
were part of some secret coven, the 
companions would need to be careful. 
The inscriptions and runes in the secret 
temple emanated ritual magic but as of 
yet, Alatoff had not examined the place. 
He was currently resting in his room 
having developed a cold (nothing to do 
with venturing out into the night 
barefooted in a storm of course), but 
under the pretence of having contracted 
gout. All of the villagers were present in 
the Inn this morning as the weather 
improved, except for Garamalt who 
foretold the passing of the storm. A 
light drizzle remained but it proved 
infinitely better than the deluge of the 
previous days. Wicketley and Rorik 
explored the Inn, after calling on the 
ailing Alatoff who provided them with 
some concealing Shadow Magic to aid 
their task. Milford stood watch at the 
top of the stairs. Meanwhile, the others 
in the Tavern engaged the locals in 
conversation, offering as much of a 
distraction as they could manage to 
keep Pharan and the villagers distracted. 
 Wicketley and Rorik found evidence  
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of Pharan’s involvement – six ritual 
daggers of Barric-Lyre. The daggers 
could not be removed from the 
concealed panel in the bottom of the 
Innkeeper’s wardrobe. They too 
emanated dark magic, a power that sent 
a chilling sensation through the body of 
those who attempted to touch the items. 
The very blood congealed in the 
extremities of anyone touching the dark 
instruments. The involvement of the 
villagers also seemed certain, but who 
was behind this coven in Cravenfall. 
 The companions continued to keep 
the villagers suitably engaged as Alatoff 
and Wicketley went out under the 
charade of going for a walk, but in 
actuality they were venturing out to find 
a way into the Watchtower. Milford 
followed, but his direction took him to 
the Temple. Alatoff circled and joined 
the Swordarm to look over the ritual 
magic inscribed in the concealed 
chamber. The Mage was able to 
determine that this was a ritual of 
power, dark in nature, possibly 
necromantic, but incomplete. Suspicion 
seemed to point to Garamalt, but what 
this implied for the rest of Cravenfall 
was as yet unknown. Alatoff and 
Wicketley proceeded with their original 
plan. Alatoff provided a diversion by 
engaging Barnfeld at the Watchtower 
door as Wicketley made the sixty-foot 
climb up the Tower to the parapet. 
Wicketley got inside but was soon 
confronted by the Sergeant. A frantic 
fight ensued. The young Rogue’s speed, 
skill and a fair measure of luck won out. 
Though injured, Wicketley defeated 
Barnfeld and found Fhonwright. Their 
friend was sorely wounded, shackled to 
>>>>>>>> 

20 

the wall and looked to have been 
tortured for some time. In the aftermath 
they uncovered, they surmised that 
Garamalt must be involved. Fhonwright 
had been tortured to uncover the 
location of the Tomb. If he had told 
what he knew their friend would have 
already been dead.  
 As Wicketley was injured in the 
fight with Barnfeld, Milford, who 
watched and waited in the Temple, 
went to get a Healing Salve from 
Hudron. In the end, a confrontation with 
Pharan and the other villagers was 
inevitable. 
 Wicketley stayed in the Watchtower 
and took care of Fhonwright. Alatoff 
returned to the Inn to join the others and 
to expose the plot. When the Mage 
confronted Pharan, he noted the absence 
of Engel in the Tavern. Pharan did not 
try to run. Nor did he try to intervene 
when the other villagers became 
agitated. Philpot the Tailor screamed 
franticly. Angos the Merchant drew a 
long knife and became almost feral. 
Romuld the Baker drew forth a cleaver 
and moved towards the door, but 
Milford stood in his way. In the ensuing 
battle, both Romuld and Angos were 
killed. Philpot lived a short while, but 
was put out of his misery by Terribus 
who had sorely injured the Tailor with 
his two axes, cutting deeply into both 
arms. Still, Pharan did not try to flee 
and looked somehow relieved. In the 
moments that followed, the Innkeeper 
told all of what had transpired in 
Cravenfall, the town he helped to found.  
 Cravenfall had fallen under the sway 
of Garamalt. Some of the villagers fled 
rather than submit to the Faith of 
>>>>>> 
 



the Dark One. Others were sacrificed to 
Barric-Lyre. Fhonwright arrived in the 
village a number of Tendays ago. He 
had stayed only a short time, but 
returned within days, pursued by two 
Callibanese officials who accused him 
of theft. They tried to take Fhonwright. 
Garamalt intervened. His disciples 
murdered the officials and subdued 
Fhonwright. The horses fled before a 
small pack of wolves summoned by the 
Necromancer. The Rogue was taken to 
the Watchtower. Fhonwright had 
written a letter and left it in his room in 
the Caltearan Inn. Pharan concealed the 
letter from Garamalt and gave it to a 
passing herald on his way through the 
village. Fhonwright did not summon the 
companions to the village, it was 
Pharan who sent it in the hope that 
someone would save his daughter. 
Garamalt intended to sacrifice her on 
one of the nights of the new moon to 
seal his ritual. At the closing of the 
story, Pharan lived, Annie had been 
saved and Fhonwright remained 
unconscious, but what of Garamalt and 
Engel? Pharan surmised that his brother 
would not give up. He would bide his 
time, allow the companions to venture 
forth to discover the Tomb of Arloth 
and be there to take what he needed in 
the aftermath. Pharan warned them to 
be wary when they were ready to leave. 
They had saved him and his daughter. 
Cravenfall was a village without people, 
but in time word would spread that a 
great evil had been lifted and they 
would return. This was Pharan and 
Annie’s home, and for what the 
companions had done, they would 
always be welcome… 
 
 

THE GMs GUIDE 
BOOKKEEPING IS IMPORTANT 
 
Let’s be fair – no one enjoys 
bookkeeping, noting every detail, 
keeping track of every change and 
listing volume after volume of 
painstakingly boring snippets about 
their game – but it has to be done! You 
need to know the current status of your 
Characters when a game opens, 
including who is injured, nature of the 
wounds, status of supplies, money 
available and just how deep they are in 
the proverbial Minotaur fodder. The 
details are important. If you are running 
a one-off game, this may matter little or 
not at all, but the successful drive 
towards a Campaign is in the detail. 
Knowing the story and where it is going 
is one thing. Knowing the detail that 
brings the Characters (and indeed, the 
Players) along is equally important. 
Take notes. No matter how painful, stop 
to do this during the game and make 
sure they are always legible. There is 
nothing worse than going over the 
details after the fact and finding that 
you cannot read the notes you have set 
down during a game. GMs should 
always be prepared with a recap, for 
those who were unable to attend the last 
session, or just to remind the Players so 
that they can focus on the story 
unfolding in the current run. Get the 
Players to help. Having someone to 
track treasure, wounds and supplies is a 
start. Get them to do it in such a way as 
to add value to the details of the game. 
This can also promote participation. 
Using a standard approach will be best 
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for the GM and the Players. 
Consistency helps when sorting out the 
current status of a group in any game. 
Some GMs tackle this by providing 
workbooks, each one assigned to a 
different game. Therein, notes are taken 
on money, current treasure gathered (if 
applicable), wounds received by the 
group and supply levels (food, water, 
oil, etc.). All of this detail is important 
for the consistency of the game. It can 
also be an invaluable tool when there is 
a long time between sessions. A recap is 
good, but it will not provide the detail, 
and all too often a GM will gloss over 
this issue. The Players may be 
accepting of this type of ruling, but 
something can be lost. 
 The GM in turn must keep track of 
what is going on in his game world, as 
well as the things that may directly 
affect the Characters. Antagonists and 
Protagonists must be carefully tracked 
as any interaction is likely to have an 
effect on the Players. Important events 
may equally be of significance. The 
world can be a living breathing thing. It 
does not have to stand still while the 
Characters blunder through story after 
story. Events can move on around the 
Characters, but they need to be 
carefully choreographed so that they 
seem real and not just device after 
device put in place in reaction to the 
influence of the Players on a story. But 
not all events need to have a special 
significance. Some may be used to 
colour the backdrop to a story, noting 
that other things occur elsewhere. The 
Players are the most important focus. 
After all, the game is centred on them. 
Otherwise, what would be the point of 
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playing? Note the details. Do the 
necessary bookkeeping and keep careful 
track of everything that is going on 
around the Players and in the world. Let 
the Players participate. When the GM 
recaps the story thus far at the start of a 
session, have the Players note their 
status and update any workbook. In the 
end, stopping to take stock of what is 
going on will only add to the flavour of 
a game. Whatever doesn’t work can 
always be discarded. 
 
 

AVAILABLE FROM 
BAD DOG PUBLISHING 
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BEYOND A DARKLING POOL 
* 

NIGHTMARE 
 

VAMPIRE 
 

FALLEN 
(REVISED RELEASE DATE: TBA) 

* 
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: TBA) 
* 

RIPPLES from A Darkling Pool 
(REVISED RELEASE DATE: TBA) 

 
 

KNIGHTSHADE – THE INITIATE’S TOME 
KNIGHTSHADE – THE GRANDMASTER’S 

TOME: COMING SOON! 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
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.  
 
KennelCon 2012 has come and gone. 
The Annual Fumble Awards are over, at 
least for another year. Attendance was 
down slightly on last year but still a 
good turnout. The weather… well, all 
went right in the end in spite of some 
earlier concerns that stretched into the 
afternoon. When did it all end? About 
06:30 the next morning… 
 And as for the Fumble Awards, the 
nominations were: 
 
Most Vile Act 
Nominations: 
MJ as Dunkle in Pathfinder. 

Martin: The rider is coming towards 
him, what are you doing? 
MJ: I grease the horse! 

Martin as Mage in Knightshade. 
Attacking two Minotaurs…naked!!!  

 

24 

After climbing a sheer cliff face 
…naked!!! Untying a fourteen year 
old girl… while naked!!! And still 
not tying on any ropes to help the 
others climb. 

The Plough and Harrow in Birmingham 
 Remember the harrowing… 
 
WINNER: MJ as Dunkle in Pathfinder. 
 
Best Use of an Item or Spell 
Nominations: 
Richard as Swordarm in Knightshade. 

Offering pieces of Michael’s (as 
Hermit) leg to Gorgon Hounds! 

 
WINNER: Richard as Swordarm in 
Knightshade.  
 
Best Death 
Nominations: 
Michael as Mar’Vel in Pathfinder. 

Losing his arms, legs, head, etc. – 
disarmed and decapitated. 

Michael as Mar Vel in Pathfinder. 
Forgetting to take healing potion and 
getting killed by ogres. 

Martin killing decrepit poor kobold. 
 No! No! No!  
 
WINNER: Michael as Mar’Vel in 
Pathfinder. 
 
Best Slip of the Tongue or Expression 
Nominations: 
Martin as Dwarf in Pathfinder Basic. 

Martin: I wonder how much more it 
will be roaring when we kill it. 
Liam: I assume not at all… if it’s 
dead! 

Michael about James Cameron. 
 10 K below the sea bed is like… a 
>>>> 

 



 lot! 
Others could not be mentioned! 
 
WINNER: Martin in Pathfinder Basic. 

 
Best Trap or Ambush 
Nominations: 
Liam in Knightshade ‘The Forgotten’ 
 Oil Fire Trap. 
 
WINNER: Liam in Knightshade ‘The 
Forgotten’. 
 
Best Fumble 
Nominations: 
Martin at UK Games Expo 2012. 

Spilling beers over Andrew’s iPad 
while playing monopoly. 

Liam at UK Games Expo 2012. 
Going into Hollister with all the lads 
to see the topless models. 

Liam at UK Games Expo 2012. 
 Leading the group into the Vaults. 
Michael as Mar’Vel in Pathfinder. 

Forgetting to take his healing potion 
while fighting ogres in Black Arrow 
Keep… and dying. 

Michael as Hermit in Knightshade. 
Using Animal Empathy Talent on a 
Gorgon Hound (remember the 
Shadows in D&D) – lost left leg, 
unconscious and paralysed. 

Martin as Mage in Knightshade. 
Not tying on the ropes – killing 
Paul’s Rogue and Fergal’s Scout. 

Paul at UK Games Expo 2012. 
Spilling pint in the Wellington while 
carrying two and passing one to MJ. 

 MJ: You’re spilling it! 
 Paul: No, I’m not! 

MJ: Em’ the other hand (pointing at 
Paul) spilling his own pint down the 
>>>> 

 

back of seat. 
 
WINNER: Michael as Mar’Vel in 
Pathfinder. 
 
Knight of the Year Award 2012 
Sir William of Shea. 
 
Special Thanks  
To our Puppetmaster – Sir Michael of 
Mahony for this year’s Puppet Show. 
To our special guest hosts - DUKE 
(Squires Dane and Luke). 
To our special guest artist – Eva 
Wilderman. 
To surprise guest Jessica. 
To our hostess for the catering – Teresa. 
 
 

WARPCON XXIII 
University College Cork (UCC) 
Cork, Ireland 
25th – 27th January 2013 
 
 

UK GAMES EXPO 2013 
NEC Hilton Metropole 
Birmingham, UK 
25th – 27th May 2013 
 
 

KENNELCON 2013 
The Kennel and Knights Bar 
Cork, Ireland 
TBA July 2013 
 
 

THE MANAGE FUND 2012 – 2013 
In the first week of October 2012, a 
Manage Fund will be put in place for 
UK Games Expo 2013 to offset the 
costs for the coming year. The money 
will go towards flights, baggage, car 
hire, accommodation and entry to UK 
Games Expo 2013. 
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Where has all the time gone? I guess I 
am asking that question more and more 
of late. We never seem to have time for 
anything of note. Maybe we can wish 
the world away for a while. I miss the 
old days – playing the games, talking 
about absolutely nothing important and 
just kicking back to chill out. I have too 
much I want to do, too much I need to 
do, and alas, too much that other people 
want me to do. I mean, really, how bad 
would it be if I just disappeared for a 
while? Oh… already did that. O-K then, 
not for me. I am the Seneschal of the 
Knights of Misspent Youth, not quite 
all powerful and all knowing, but I do 
try. The tenure of a Seneschal is not 
easily measured, especially when it 
comes to the contentment of KOMY. 
Trying is not enough it seems, but then 
again it is easy to be critical when all 
you have to do is turn up and exert all 
the effort of being present. I forget in a 
few weak moments why I started this 
group all those years ago. These are the 
moments of ‘why bother?’ and ‘what 
was I thinking?’ but then again, there 
are other moments when I remember 
why. Friendship takes effort, and not 
necessarily just to get something back 
in return. Still, expectations creep in 
every so often. I get tired. Everyone 
does. For me, as the Seneschal, and 
even as a Knight of Misspent Youth, I 
measure the worth by the moments. I 
recently had a friend tell me that he 
>>>>>> 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
wanted to thank me for keeping it all 
together for all these years. It’s what I 
do. Keep it all together. The Knights of 
Misspent Youth is not just a Club, or a 
place to go, it is a place to come home 
to, or a circle of friends where ‘home’ 
has meaning, and does not have to be 
just a place, but an idea. The Knights of 
Misspent Youth is knowing that, should 
I or any other Knight, fall, someone will 
be there – always. Friendship is not a 
new idea, but as I said, it requires effort.  
The proof of the worth is passing thirty 
years of being together and holding on 
to more than just a faint impression. I 
know so many people who cannot name 
a close friend from the days of going to 
school, being young, being a teenager, 
moving on in life, and leaving it all 
behind. I have seen so many friendships 
drift apart to become associations and 
then casual acquaintances until they 
ultimately drift so far apart as to 
become a physical representation that 
has no emotional connection. 
 The Knights of Misspent Youth will 
go on, and we will always be here, to 
talk, to listen, to tell tales, to play, and 
be that recollection of home that matters 
more and more the further apart we live 
and the closer we become – living in the 
moments that offer reason to life, 
creating memories that are meant to 
last. Friends always, because being a 
Knight of Misspent Youth is truly worth 
the effort. 
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*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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** 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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The revised schedule for 2012 – 2013 
can be found on the previous two pages. 
As the schedule will be subject to 
change throughout the year, future 
issues will contain any necessary 
updates. As of this release any games 
already completed will be marked 
‘Comp’. Planned events are also subject 
to change and each GM will be 
responsible for notifying Players of 
more immediate changes closer to the 
time of scheduled games through ‘Text’ 
notifications and/or through the Knights 
of Misspent Youth Private Group 
Facebook page. 
 For those of you who were unable to 
attend KennelCon 2012, check out the 
picture below of the Knights and 
Squires who enjoyed the night on your 
>>>>>> 
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behalf. Further pictures will be made 
available through Facebook shortly. 
 There was a mistake in the last issue 
with the previous Knights of Misspent 
Youth Calendar noting the game year as 
2012 – 2014 in the title. Suffice to say, 
no one noticed, which says even less for 
our readerships sense of observation 
than our editorial skills. In any case, 
please accept our apologies if you did 
notice and were just too lazy to let us 
know. In our defence, the pressure of 
producing an issue can be quite intense. 
The appropriate punishment has been 
dished out to the editor responsible. 
 
From left to right: 
Back Row: MJ, Shane, Luke, Liam, Dane, 
Michael, Paul and Fergal. 
Front Row: Alan and Martin. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



COMING IN FUMBLE ISSUE FOUR 
 
 

KILLING TIME PART X: OPPOSING VIEWS 
 
Another murder and a coincidence that leads Jack and Engelhardt back to the 
Diablo Foundation and Morris Quibley. Meanwhile, Caroline flirts openly with 
Jack as Alice tries to come to grips with an aversion to the Detective because of a 
past that lives only in her memory. Caroline plays the part that John requires of his 
favourite harlot. Irritating Alice is a bonus. 
 
 

IN GAMES: KNIGHTSHADE THE GRANDMASTER’S TOME 
 

A preview look at Bad Dog Publishing’s forthcoming title.  
 
 

ILLUSTRATED 
 

The Art of Knightshade – from sketches to the final image! 
 
 

INNER CIRCLE 
 

All the latest news from the current games and forthcoming events, including 
further updates from Knightshade the Role Playing Game. 

 
 

THE GMs GUIDE 
 

Atmosphere, Real Fear & Too Far:  
The GM’s Guide takes a look at playing with the elements that invoke emotions.  
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