POGKET
ARMENIAN

‘To pursue it with forks and hope’




DEDICATION

Well, really, this is an Anniversary Issue, and an Anniversary
issue isn't a proper one unless it's got a Dedication. Now I must rack
my brains and figure out just who I ought to dedicate it ip.

The most obvious choices, of course, are my co-editors. They
really were great help--when they weren't babbling about taking votes on
editorial matters and trying to usurp my rightful powers as Editor.

Greg Costikyan's articles were rather varied in nature~~but had the
amazing ability of sparking off ‘discussion on topics to the point where
Greg only had to write something every four or five issues--the magazine
in between would be filled with material in response to or further ela-
borating on his, His gamemastering, of ccurse, was impeccable (snicker).

Adam Kasanof was always there in a pinch, with twenty thousand page
of his pulpy epics at hisz fingertips. It has reached the point where he
becomes the variable in my pagination equation--I type up all my mater-
ial, then my press, then my games: and whatever's left over I Till with
hasanof. You can take that as an insult if you like--it's meant as a
compliment, :

Matthew Diller shied away from writing most of the time and helped
me out on the more mundane aspects of publishing--help which was prohah-
ly more greatly appreciated., Matthew has finally perfected the art cf
"Dill-work"--but I've also been improving my mimeo skills, and eventual-
ly, Bill-work will be obsolete!

There were others, though, who should be considered for the dedi-
cation. Gil Neiger, for one, He helpzd me out immensely at the start
by giving me a copy of his mailing list--to which I mailed ccpies (100}
of #1 and from which got my starting circulation~-and giving me other
inportant information on publishing.

There's Nick Ulanov, of course, whose fine work on the old POUCH
was my first contact with Dippy fandem and was what I originally based
TPA on. Or Duncan Smith, who was the person who actually introduced me
to the postal game by"telling"me that I was subscribing to the POUCH.

Then there are all the people who pitched in at the beginning with
subs, gamefees, and advice, when it was most needed. They are too
numerous to mention personally.

Of course, I can't forget our fine press writers, whose humoroug
efforts added diversity to our pages. Mark Zimmermenn, in particular,
degerves special credit for his engrossing Sherlock Helmes series, And,
of course, the writer o¢f the Dudland stuff--who refuses to make himself
known to me,

Others deserving thanks include the whole local horde who helped
occasionally with collating and words of en/discouragement as were war-
ranted, and my brother, who has been doing those beautiful mastheads
gince #10,

But, you see, no matter how deserving all these people may be, and
no matter how much thanks they may ought to get-~~and no matter how ra-
venously they all want to see their names in print--this issue will not
be dedicated to them. It's not even dedicated to my parents--the very
first in a long chain of "without whom"s. Nope. It's dedicated to the
one person who made TPA what it is today.

e,

And I might as well also note that this issue, besides being THE
POCKET ARMENIAN's first anniversary, also marks the birthdays of three
of the four editors: Matthew Diller's on June 10, my very own cn June 24
and Adam Kasanof's on June 27, Poor Greg.
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DUDICATION. ..

This special First Anniversary issue of THE POCKET ARMENIAN is
dudicated to all those people who made a dud out of my first year of
publishing.

Foremost among that rank, of course, must lie my esteemed co-
editors, without whose negligible diligence and ever-absent words of
kindness I survived in any case., Shall we go into detail?

Matthew Diller's skill as an excuse-deviser for getting him out
of nelping me run off issues should go down in history. This skill
was perhaps only surpassed by his Fabian delays in producing articles--
in fact, in this whole year he has produced two articles. A record?

Adam Kasanof's writing was in great volume that was only matched
by its incoherence. I woulid estimate that 30-40% of any Kasanof story
was written by me-~first, Adam writes in "manuscript" form: that is,
he does nect use paragraphs. Second, his knowledge of language does
not extsnd to perschal pronouns. Third, gquite often he leaves out
important parts of sentences--like their verbs or concluding thoughts.

Greg Costikyan was the anomaly on our staff--or should I say
"Armenaly"? His articies ranged from the soporifically obscure to the
soperifically common. His gamemastering errors hava given me scome
good laughs--and will probably cost me a few hundred dollars in the
long run. '

All this does not mean that my fellow editors weren't the only
ones who dudded me out. Rod Walker started my invelvement in the hobby
with a real bang by accusing me of being part of a massive, megalomaniac-
al conspiracy to assume the God-like powers of Controllers of the Hobby.
He followed that one up by apologizing and admitting that I was All
Right after all. And of course one cannot -mention Rod Walker without
mentioning his complementary--not complimentary--twin on this side of
the Rockies, John Beshara. dJohn did one thing for which I shall never
forgive him--he kept me on the phone for TWO HOURS, not terrible in it-
self, but those two hours happened to include the time that Monty Python
was on. Was that the sgame conversation in which he grumbled when I
told him I wouldn't join TDAY

Gil Neiger probably did the most of anyone to sow discord and
disagreement among us editors. He had the amazing ability to carry on
phone conversations, back to back, in which he convinced each person
that he was on that person's side, and that the other person was on the
other side., Sounds confusing? It wase.

Bob Lipton did the most he could to condescendingiy bully us into
believing that we were literately inferior to his 'zine. At least he
didn'*t say literally. "“Tud-Dud" Nick Ulanov heiped lmmensely with the
production of this issue by holding onto the article I wrote about
Neiger's Disease, maintaining to the end that he would put out THE TIMES,
Richard Kovalcik made my life miserable by parroting to me everything
John Beshara sald--three days after I heard it from Beshara himself,

Edi Birsan did his part by refusing to break down and confess when I
accused him of trying illegally %o keep the Boardman Numbers from our
fledgling conspiracy.

But wait! I have forgotten one person who did more than anybody
else to dud out the year! This person consistently typed over the right
margin, thus rendering the last words of each line unreadable. He wrote
silly press. He perverted the English language (dudded it out) by using
“dud" too much. He waxed tyrannical over his fellow editors. He bopought
a manual mimeo to torture himself. And he decided to put out a large
Anniversary Issue to further torture himself. But I don't remember his

name!?
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WPLs Is going to take over the hobby:
. N L + )
((On June b, 1975, a meeting was held at My (Scott Rosenberg's) house of a aumber
of local Diplcmacy Personasges. The purpose of this meeting was to attempt to come up
with a solution to "The POUCH Problem, " Gil Neiger's recurrent difficulties with
getting THE FOUCH out on time. Present were Matthew Diller (D), Raymond Heuver (H),
Mike Friedmsn (F), Gil Weiger (N), Bob Lipten (L), and myself (R).*The meeting {or
rather, 90 minutes of it) was taped, with the knowledge of only some of the people.
The tape is in two parts: the first one from the perood when ve were all vwaiting for
Gil to get there, and the second after Gil had arrived. The tape ig obviously pre-
sented edited here; there were too many conversations going on at conce to reproduce
the whole thing coherently. Most of the tize, Jerry PFaulson was babbling sub-audibly
in the background about Dungeons & Dragons, most often to Matt Diller. Anyone may
obtain a copy of this tabe if you send me a 90-mipute casgette, blapik, and enough
money %o cover return postage. I can't guarantee it s audivilibty. Hey Walt, you
want taped evidence of Bob Lipton's intentions of taking IDA over? FHere goeS...))

*A Ve 3 .
TAPE O nd Jeremy Paulsoa (P)

{A discussion is proceeding about game 1974CGR, in which R & D have Just been
stabbed by their one-time ally who has gained five centers in che year.))

L: Who's Germany?
E: ?ﬁian Burley. B
: ou can coavince Bur hat - lems i 1ng—=

D: We‘ge_both stabbgdeBurlésq-Ew?gepgggh?f ?(%§%§ﬁ§%3? is better than nothing

L: Then it looks like your chances are vary poor.

F: I wrote te Gygax, asking him how he means to divide those points...

E: Which points?

F: You know, whether it's for each person gets that or otherwise....

H: Which pointg?

F: Experience points.

D: How can you have a Meyer without a Greenwood? (Tc P in back.)

R: (to P re Gil) You're responsible for him?

L: Why don't we take a vote the way the Lunarians do: take a vote to decide on whether
to vote to decide to vote on whether to accept the minutes of the last meeting and
decide that that is not something that should be aired before the other members
and throw them ocut.

R: Now, Bob--and Ray--I cah sit on this table. You cannot! It would break...

L: Now hold it! We're not working for WOR this year.

R: There's no food here for any of you...

H: Then we'll eat Scott.

F: Riot!

L: By the vay, did I tell you people? MNo more cruddy brown poper in THE MIXUMAXU
CAZETTE. ‘

R: There'll be cruddy pink paper instead. L: Right!

R: Remember the old blue ink on pink paper? H: Dinsdale. Dinsdalel

R: I didn't want this many people here. L: Then leave.

R: This always happens. F: Everyone likes you so much, Scott.

F: (Looking at a copy of the FfDudponent) Oh no! I'm cutting off trade!

R: That's vhat I did at first. L can't, unfortunately, because of DNYMPA.

L: Well, you could always subscribe... R: Apd pay for it?

P: (Re Kovalcik) I'LL get him into debt to me and then I'll own his soul.

L: You can't. EXPONENT is owned by the High School.

H: And Kovaleik is owned by Beshara. {(continued)
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: He sold his soul 4o John Beshara. Oh ves, that's right! A new article--

: Evan Jones owns the world. H: Dinsdale.

: Quiet! The article is "I Sold My Soul To John Besharal'

: You know what Evan did all night when we were supposed to be playing D&D? He

played “Bobby Orr Hockey." ({Various derogatory comments about Jones.))

Oh no!l Tihor wrote a D&D Article.

((Comments that everyone has lent his D&D rules out and nc one can lend Lipton his.
(To R Re Besh) How much did he pay? I'll better it! I'11l double ib!

I've finally seen a 'zine that is dittoed and locks better than if it were mimeoed.

: Len Izkofka's?
: Wo, well--Iakofka would be hetter off burnt.
: No, really, LIASONS INFERIEUSES has excellent ditto work.

INFERTEUSES? H: INFERIEUSES?

: Oh, yes, that was the parody. I mean DANGEREUSES. I get thep mixed up.

((Telk shifts to IDA.))
It would be easy to buy the organization. Just buy eighty or so memberships.

: I'd rather buy people. It's more permanent.
: Wanna bet? R: People don't stay bought.
: Don't you see? Buy eighty or so memberships. With that you can grab the Council.

Once you've grabbed the Council you can drain the treasury.

: It's not worth it. There're only something like $500 in the treasury, and it costs

$160 to buy the memberships in the first place.

: But you get the $160 back. R: True.
: And that'll be in January, right after all the new memberships come in. You're not

going to get my money this time, by the way.

: Who here is geing to write me an article for the IDA Handbook?
: I got your whatsit today--your request.

"The Value of Building F Nwy left Coast'?

: Please don't bring that up here.

(To P) Tell me, how much money do you carry in your wallet? It might be worth
strangling you now and getting it all over with., H: Dinasdale!

: Actually, you know who Bill Spangler is playing in Slobbovia pow? The Duke of Dins

dale. They named one of the new provinces Dinsdale.

. You know what? Gil doesn't know how to get here. He's going to end up on Ferf Ave

I bet you Gil's not going to show up.

: S0 we can divvy up the FOUCH without him.

: Yeah, let's divvy up the FOWCH...Jeremy, how much money does Gil owe you?

: Gil doesn't owe me anything anymore.

: Oh well, we decided %o divide up the FOUCH, therefore you have to lend him some

some money again and then you have to demand immediate repayment and we can divide
it up.

: He'll just pay it back, if he doesn't have a chance to spend it! Faulty logic--

“IT've run rings 'round you, logically."

: Oh, no. F: Yes, yes. Exploding Penguins.
: By the way, Scott, I understand your trade with SIOBINFOLTT ZHURNAL has been cut.

That's because you didn't have the sense to start playing socn enough.

: I don't have time to play in SLOBINPOLIT ZHURNAL.
: I need a piece of paper. R: Why? F: 5o I can write something down.

I don't think Gil is coming. H: He said five and it's only ten of.
This was scheduled for 4:30, R & HI: That's why he's coming at 5.
Well then why dorn't we decide vhat we're going to do and then--

: Because we need him here.
: So then we can tell him that we've declded--
: WE have decided that YOU...

The only people here who are members of "The Roundtable' are you ((H)), me, and Bol
I beg your parden? H: There are only five members ol "The Roundtable.”
Well, we dobhave a guorunm. P: Can I join? R: You can't join...

: Why? Vhere's your copy of the By-Rules? R: I don't have them.
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¢ YOU THREW TIEM QUT? HE THREW IT OUT! H: AAAAHEHH!!!!
: How do you go about becoming a member of "The Roundtable™?

Chne must be elther a major New York Publicher or Nick Ulanov.

: What? H: That's about it%.
: Beott's not a major publisher, but he gets in because he's Nick Ulanov.

Well, how do you get in? D: Uh, I get in by, uh, Paulson...
He got in the same way you did--by the door.

: How did you become a member? H: I'm a major New York nublisher.
: I'm a Wew York publisher. A little expansion and I'11 be a mejor.

I do not leok like Neik Ulapov anymore! He grew a beard!
T'm a HY Pubber and I'd like to become a member.
Richard Kovaldud isn't a member and he's a bigger publisher than I am.

: He's. not going to be for long. R: Oh, yes--thank Cod...

: But he says he's going to start his own 'zine. R: AAIINH,..,

: What's his name, the guy vwho was--Fred Bremwer (sic)...

! Is he any good? D: Who knows.

: How could he be worse than Kovaleik? Ualess he's Walt Buchanan,

! Hait--hold on. This is very strange. DJob Liptno, A Besh Puppet, is calling

Richard Kovalcik, another Besh Fuppet, bad.

: That's because Lipton's only three-quatters Besh Puppet.

: That's because Richard Kovalecik, another Besh Puppet, IS bad.

: Well, why 1not? He's on his own initiative for the wmoment.

: Kovaleik? P: No, him (L).

: How much money am I getting paid for saying these things?

! Gilnunganunganunganunganunganunganunganunganunganuaganinga nunganunganunga . .

! Gilnunganunganungaganp.

: No, get caught--ginuuuunnnngsa....nuuuunnonga. ... QUUULANRLGNRGES . ¢ » AUUUUNANTES « « « «
:Lam Undud. I am Undud. I am Undud., I awm Undud. T am Undud. I am Undud...
: You said that already!

You're ONE dud, not Undud!
To shut him up, 211 you have to say is "you said that already." He says "oh'" and
stops.

: Is Greyhavk any good? H: IT is Undud.
: Ch. I mean, you said that already.

i0 I DIDET R: DUD: 1: DCN'T USE TEAT WORD!

¢ I still haven't gotten a copy of PREDAWN ILEFTIST.

: Be thankful. R: Ray, you should consider yourselfl blessed and let it go at that.
¢ WROWG! R: WHIAT?

t I'm reading this article by David Alexander, who wrote the immortal "F STP IC."

& H: WRONG! That was Bill Seligman, er, Seligamn.

: I his first pame weren't Bill I'd think he was Rabbi Seligman.

Why? R: Because of the...uh..,. P: MAD ADVENTURES OF RAGBI JACOR.

: Wrong.

(picking up R's D&D) I guess I'1l have them xeroxsd.

: Wrong: You are not borrowing thenm.

I am not borrowing them? Why not?

: I do not lend someone as prized a possession as that., I havei't lent it to anycne.
: You'll get it back Friday. P: MONEY? Whait is money?

: It's vhat people make when they work. Ever heard the word used?

: Oh yes...people work for me.

: Yes, and while they're working for you they're hopefully earning themselves some

money. H: Two or three dollars a week. P: Something like that.

: Actually, you shouldn't be saying these things--I'm a Tloor captain of the

Tenants ' asscciation in my building. R: What?

: Floor captain? D: AWwWwwWWW...

: Who here is in the Utter Chaos game? ({Babble))

: YOU? You're in it 7 R: I have a uait, don't I?

: Don't you hate the idea of a GM unit? Oh-yes--the next issue of THE TRADER is

only going tc the British, and it's going to say how the British are corrupting
the hobby... :




: I we may have the thing come to order...low, let's have a roll call of sorts...

* 0K, will all members of "The Roundtable" please leave.

: All right, now that all of the unimportant rabble has left...

: What is pgoing on???

: Sit down, Friedman. H: We are going to hold a meeting.

: I'd like to see what wvou will do. P: Iet's come to an agreement here.

: Don't sit on the table, Bob. L: I've sai on tables before!

ot on this table. P: This table can only be sald to be standing by the will of
god D: It's not even round!

L: Do you think that God's will is that weak thzt my feet would collapse it? Now here
is an interesting case: can god create a Raymond Heuer larger than he can lift?

! Well, he hasn't lifted me yet.

All right, the question is what are we going to do with Gil wheh we get him here?

I vote for crucifixion.

: Wait, no: he's Jewish. That isn't exactly Kosher.

: S0 was the guy who was crucified in the first placel

He ign't Jewish. H: He was, though.

I'11 be right bvack, I'm going to that Albanian Church.

(about Gil) With a name like that, bob? L: I thought he was just German.

: And a face like that? H: And a nose like that? P: What else zould he be?

: All right, now, back to Gil, unpleasant as the subject may be...

How many games are you GMing, Paulson? P: Three. R: How many is Fatzoff? P: Three.

That meang Gil has what, five? D: Gil has five.

: All right, may T make a suggestion I suggest that we try to convince Gil to give
up the FOUCH.

R: We don't have to CONVINCE him: H: That will take no convincing 'cause he wants to
give it up.

L: All right, then that's settled. D: Can we adjourn now?

L: How large & magazine are you willing to run?

P: Me? Well, if it's Jjust a mabtter of typing it up and getting it out...

R

P
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: That's what they all say!

: Famous last words, eh? Oh, it really shouldn't be anything, after all we have an
unsinkable ship here, you know: "Titanic" written on the lifeboats.

D: Also, Jerry, ycu're going away. P: Yes, I xnow. I'm going to be leaving for an
archaeological dig near Deersheba on July 6.

F': What school are you going to? P: What are you talking about?

L: In that case, may I make a suggestion? First part of what e get Gil to agree fto;
He gives the mimeograph up to Ray. And Jerry. ‘

R: Can he afford to pay? Or will Paulson psy most of it?

L: Ray cwns half of it automatically. Paulsonr buys the other half. With that money,
he'll pay for THE FOUCH plus pay out whatever games he will not be taking over.

D: 8ir? I'm willing...

L: Now, you will, in effect, be buying the mimeograph. The money will not go to Gil.
It will be going to fulfil his obligations... H: HIS undud.

R: In other words, Gil will be giving you half of the mimeo in return for your assuminos
any debts he mey have incurred on THE POUCH.

P: A1l right, first of all, who has the mimeo in their house? R: Gil.

L: You're going to have to wade through eighteen cats to get it.

H: No, only five, and...it will be transferred to my house. I: Immediately.

P: I don't want to go there! H: Why? You Jjust take the VWoodhaven Doulevard bus...

L: Seriously, Jerry, can you hapdle a magazine with thirteen games? It's a lot of
work. Unless you hire a secretary, which you probably can... D: He'll hire Gil!

P: No, I'll hire Beshara. H & R: Not even you have as much money asg DBesharal

L: Kow the guestion is whether ycu can handle e thirteen games I have seriocus doubls.

: S0 de I. R: No comment. H: And we kpow from ererlence. D: Silent approval.

L: Herb Darents'll have a heart attack if someone new's talking over thirteen games:
You think he taught Eanglish? H: Jonn Boardman does. P: Sanskrit, actually.

L: No, if you believe Lin Carter. That was in an introduction to one ook--a Dunsany
collection. We were at BDoardman's house when he was on WBAL talking about Tolkien,



and we thought of calling up 2nd saying that we'd looked up Professnr John Boardman

in the English Department at Brooklyn College and he's nct there. Do you kpow wiere

he igs now? '

i: John's comment vas "Lin Carter couldn't find his head with both hands and a rozdman

: ALL kidding eside, I have never typed up a stencil in my life.

: GREAT! Perflect experience!

: It's not that difficult to learn--as long as you have a typewriter. Do you?

: First you plug it in, Paulson. L: Now I assume yoUu can gamesmaster.

Wait & minute! Who has ever had the gall, the guts, the sgheer stupidity to say
something bad abeout my gamesmastering?

L: T have. You gamemastered one of those games I was In--GK, I think it was.

D: Yeah, he was. R: I remember that game!

L: Yeah--you were--yes! Why dc you thiank I stabbed you in GF? Decause I remenberad
that game! R: Doan't worry, DBob, I'll get you back sometime,

D: Bob! He'll get you back in ths Black Hole game in THPONENT!

L: Ch, you're playing in that game? D: Yes. L: Let's ally: H: OK.

L: You're in it too? H: No. R: Does anyone here know who Wade Hampion Johnson is?

H: Yes. Him. R: No. OK, Wade Hampton Johnson is doing the analysis for 1974CL, the
demonstration game.

L: Oh, is that the one from the late, non-lamented EL CONGQUISTADCR?

R: Gordon Anderson is going to have fun with me. D: Oh, really?

L: Can we take pictures? R: No. He'll probably want to sue me about that game.

P: When I go to DipCon, I'll walk up to him and say, "I've never really met a hysteri-
al maniac before!" R: He'll probably sue me.

L: Did you see what he said? He is under the impressicn that he is not one of my
favorite persons.

H: Yes, he alse thinks that Edi Birsan ard Rod Walker are malevolent towards him.

L: No, he's convinced that Rod Walker and John Beshare are in a conzpiracy together!

H: Of course! Rod Walker's on TDA's Doard of Directors!

R: (Quoting from Viking Systems Newsletter) "The Vking Newsletter is edited, misspeled
--which is misspelled--"and other misuses'--"misuseseg”--"of the English language by
the embattled, battling Viking--"; notice that he misspells "misspell” and uses the
English language incorrectly when he says other misuses. 'Heimdall, the Warder of
Bifrost, Stop all intruters into Asgard."

L: Did you find it yet? P: Ch, I thought it was finished.

L: Hold it! He's taping this!

END TAPE ONE.
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TAPE TWO: RUSSIAN ROULETTE WITH THE FOUCH

W: I want to get all this Besh-puppetting on £ilm.

R: Now, Gil, the immediate problem is this: have ycu typed up the stencils for the
latest POUCH? H: Ho, I haven't even opened up the package of stencils.

L:AAocww! H: Crucify him! P: Save the nose.

L: All right, I suggest that we, then, several of us, take a ride out to Gil's house
and get the stencils, and throw them out the window.

: T can get the stencils and all the garbage to Diller tomorrow. R: Diller?

: Yes, you know, Diller, that fellow over there. R: Diller is doing it?

: Yes, don't you know it's already been agreed?

: Jerry and Ray, are you people willing to go over to Gil's house tonight?

: Who said I was willing to go over to my house tonight?

: Remember what we did to Gilinsky?

L: Well why don't we go over to diller's and wreck WAR IN THE EAST again?

R: Better than that, you can go down to my basement and wreck DRANG NACH OSTEN which
was wrecked three times already. L:; Oh, that’s no fun. Is it set up? R: No.

L: Then it's po fun. D: It's been agreed already. Didn't you tell them?

N: No, I didn't tell them anything. D: That I'm getting THE POUCH?

R: Gil, what's going on? Are you resigning as IDA editor or not?

N: No, I'm definitely not doing that.

mEeu e




: Are you going to do the next DR? N: Mo, I'm definitely not deing that.

! Seriously, what's going on with the next DR?  N: Unhhih. Hi Yeslh, well...

: Come on, Gil, spit it out. N: We could always fird an excvsc for oot doing i%.

: Anderstn’'s a pretty good excuse. Did you get your noaey froa Buchanwn?

: No money. H & D: There's your excuse.

Por last issue? He hasn't peaid yocu back for last issue?

: No, he hasn't given me an advance for this issue.

: Does he have to? Did you ask him for it? N: Hick did, but.

: No wonder. H: Not so Buchanan would understand.

Gil, vwe're going to edit & transcript of this and publish it.

Iook, let's get to the point, huh? N: We're already there. P: Whet? H: What?

Tiae point! Yes, um, you no longer wish to--is it undersioed you mo longer wich to
contlnue publishing THE POUCH? N: No, not exactly.

L: Is it understood that you are no longer GOING to publish TED POUWCH? Decause you
haven't been, and 1t seems more and more unlikely as each minute gees by that you wi

R: Now, listen, is Diller going to publish THE POUCH, or--

L: We seem to have agreed that Paulson would.

N: That's not what Ray and I agreed on. Ray and I hal a secret agreement before vc
came here.

L: Listen, Ray CANNOT Publish it, I don't care what you people say, B# CAN'T DO TT!

R: Quiet. Listen, Gil, I want to get this straight: we don't care WHO you give iv to
as long as somebody gets it. I don't care who you give it to; Jjust t211 us.

L: Don't give it to Rod Walker. H: Give it to Rod Walizer. D: Give it to Anderson.

N: No, no, I couldn't give it to Anderson. H: Yes you could. N: That's as bad as
keeping it.

H: You call him up and say "Gordon? VWe're going to make you Editor of IDA as long as
you take one small job with it."

N: No, I thiak actually I should give it to Bob since he's wanted it all along.

L: Fine, I'1l give it to Jerry %then., R: Costikyan wants ih.

H: You can consider Costikyan permanently off the list. R: What Iist?

N: The list of people possible who get it. We can't give it to TPaulson.
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: Why not? N: Decause Paulson's part of the problem. L: What problem?

: Faulscn and Katzoff are going to he away for the summer.

: Well, we seemed to figure out that Ray would publish it temporarily.

: Gil, games can be run in their absence by carbon.

N: But who's going to run them?  ((Babble.))

R: Now, Gil, this 1's what Bob thought. Dob thought that you would give Jerry your
part of the mimeo in return for him continuing the POUCH assuming all vour debis.

N: I don't kave to give Paulson anything, he's the one witih all Lths money.

H: You Just give him the machine. N: The mzin problem-- L: The mein problem, Gil, is
YOU! N: No, no, no-- L: The mainh problem is--

R: The point is this, Gil. You're not telling us youwr intentions. Who do you wvant?

You say that you made a secret deal. What's going on? Tell us! L: Give a rational
: How can you stay guiet, I don't believe you understand!

: A1l these people are talking, that's why I don't say anything! A11 right, all right
: Shhhh! Gil is about to speak.

: FMrst of =11, no one came over on the train with wme.

: Well, the only person who could’ve was Evan., R: 4nd I will not allow Evan here.

: Now the main problem is not publishing in general. L: Yes it is, Gil.

: Ginungagapagengil. N: Theoretically I car publish it. D: If he gives away his
mimeo, how does he do DR? L: He borrows the use of someone else’s.

R: He's dumping DR by September. L: Or he RENTS the use of someone else's. ((Babble.

Gil goes to phone.)) L: Gil, don't call Anderson. D: Not Conrad. N: I only disled
seven digits. H: He's calling Evan and inviting him here.

N: I walled Evan and his mother and Scott hung up on them. All right, I'm not giving
it to Scott, then. R: The POUCH? I don't want it. N: I'm giving it to you.

L: Gil, Gil--GIL, WILL YOU SHUI UP FOR A SECOND? The main problem despite whoever yorv
ray want to put it on is you. You're supposed tc have published that thing; you have
not published it. P: Youle turning it into, really, a five-week publication.
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L: Believe me, if he keeps 1t now it won't be every five weeks, it'll be every eight.

N: Can T ask a guestion? Why &id I have to come here? You're not letting me do any
talking anyvay. ({(Babble.))

N: Scott, when is food? R: later, when we go down to Hillside Avenve.

* That's what I thought. P: Point of order? L: The bed recognizes Paulson.

. Ho. the bed recognizes the chair.

: I tnink that I should te chairman zince thig is my last chance.

: Why don't you give Gil a chance to say what he intends to say?

: I'm trying to, but you keep babbling. L: Do you think you will continue THE POUCH:
: The main thing--I can't continue it the way it is now. DBut the main problem is

the next issue.

H: The next issue or the one that was due three weeks ago? N: That's the sare ora.

R: That's the problem! D: Gil, what's the problem with it?

N: I have a mental block against it. 'Cos, I know--now, this is going to sound silly
--but I know, I'm going to have to sit down there and type up Beghaiva’s ariuicle.

And then--I have to type up Walker's letter. H: ALl right, Dob'll type up Beshara's
article.

N: And then I have to type up dumb Chamberlain's article sbout girls.

R: You brought this on yourself. You asked for it! N: And then I huve Friedman's
press. D: And PAD!

N: T already got a different response to that article from Bero.

D: What'd he say? Dob, what'd he say? L: I didn't sav anything! ¥N: Say something,
Bob! D: What'd he claim to say? L: I didn't sey anyshing! I don't know what you
are talking about!

N: There's no problem financially with the next issue. T have more than enouch sten
cils, more than enough paper, more than enough ink, and enough stamps.

R: Just put the geames in it.

L: Scott, he is nct going to do i%, and he is not going to do another issue. Gil, wil
you leave it? I've talked with Scott about this for five moatha. I told him when
I hapded DNYMPA over that the firat transfer he'd have tc handle would be THE DPOWCH,.

N: It's not. I refuse. R: It was THE PLAYTESTOR. N: Yeah.

L: Well, I knew it would be something from you. MNow we have managed to arrange as
rational an out as we canr. H: As is possible with this group.

L: Paulscon will take over, and while Jerry's awey Ray will do the publishing job.

Is that what we seem to agree on?

H: I thought we agreed that Jerry would take over-- L: And further~~ N: What about
ME?? L: You don't counht anymore.

¥: Huh! I'm not going to give you MY 'zine if you're not going to let me play with
it. L: Iet's call Frinceton and see what Nick says. N: NMO! MO! I purposely
waited till now to call this meeting so he couldn't be here.

P: I would like to meke a statement. T don't want to take this over and be in the
same situation as il was--'cause Gil is all alone on THE POUCH, whiech is no small
little dinky magazine like--I won't say. N: It's a2 big dinky magazine.

L: He means you, Scott. R: It's pot a dinky little magazine, it's got seven games
out cf thirteen and has & circulation of-- D: Shut the hell up, Scott.

F: He was talking about GINNUNGAGAP. D: Scott, he was looking at Dob, first of all.

H: Ginungenungsnunganunga... P: Second of all, you're not alone.

P: It's amazing vhat you can do to what I say:

N: The financial problem with THE POUCH ig the fact that I think it's one of the few
sajor 'zipes--oi our type, anyway--which is over an ounce, every issue, and I figure
I've lost over $200 on it over the year. R: What's your price now, five for $27

N: 8ix. L: Whatever happens, I'm sure you'd have Ray's help., N: What about ME??

L: You're going toc go away to college. If you think you have no tine and money now,
wait till you get to college.

N: I'm not talking about ccllege, I'm talking about this summer.

L: This summer is not the problem. R: This summer is going to be the time that we
reach a solution.

L: This summer is not the problem, the problem is the long-range problem. ((Babble.).
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R: In other words, DNYMPA's standpoint is thai if Faulson drops 1T, We TEKE OVer.

N: Paulscn isn't going to drop it. Ee can PAY someons to take it over.

P: Another thing, T don't intend to have it rest entirely, absolutely, and solely
vron this one poor body.

#: Boy, is that a poor body.

P: Well, all right, would you let me finish my thoughts? I'd like to have it run, in
some way or other, the way THE FOUCH was run originally.

L: Jerry, the problem here is that we are suffering a talen®t cruach. R: Is that a
breakfast cereal? N: I'm leaving. P: Gil, you're rot really pgoing to be misged.

L: We are suffering a talent crunch. There are now 1000 people in the hobby when wwo
years ago there were 1500. N; Ch, come on Bob. :

H: This is the same person who last year at LunaCon was babbling about in five years
vwe were going to have three~digit Boardman Nuubers.

: Yes, I did say that. I was prophesying that from the last two years' trend.

Bow did you kpow it was golng to keep on that way?

Stop that, it'll dud out the recording.

: You're actually recording this whole thing?

Yes! He started it as soon as you walked in.

What a dud. ((to tape recorder)) DUD! YOU HEAR? DUD!

Iam UnDud, I am UnDud, T am UnDud, T am UnDud...

Again, like I said, there's a talent crunch. N: He said that! L: I said that!

! Somebody said it! P: Right, I'm sorry. O can prcbably persuade Grossman to--

: NG! R:Eshhh! H:Uhhh... N: No, I'm keeping it, I'm keeping the whole thing.

: Did I say something apathema?

: Jerry, I hate to tell you this, but there is only one new possible source of new
talent left in New York-- WN: And that's me. D: Jeff Myers.: H: Dewey High SBchrool.

L: Exactly. R: Dewey High School is a source of dudness. I: It may be a source of
dudness, but it is the only large, new group of people comipg into the hobby.

R: Bob, I've got tventy new kids at Horace Mann who are all more intelligs=rt than eacr
and every one-- L: But they'’re not doing anything.

R: At least they're not Besh-Puppets. L Now, Jderry, we figure--

R: The problem is, the most productive of them live out of town.

D: Okay, folks, I accept-- ({Babble.)) XN: UWhat about when YOU graduate, Eob?

L: You hate my megazine but you like my articles. N: You never FRINT your art
Dob, I print them.

R: Bob, what was all that suff asbout math? Was it utter gibberish or wes it a joke--

L: It was a joke but if you show it %o & mathematician he will be able to drive him-
gelf crazy finding that there is some sense in it.

N: Bob, the reason why I don't want to give it to Paulson is because I've got somethir
better planned for him. EE can take over THE TIMES! L: Ho one iz goirg Lo taxe
over THE TIMES. H: It was the best of times, it was the worst of times...

L: Niek said it was going to be out this weekend. R: Nick says that every weekend.

N: You know, lye says that the real TIMES is going to sue Nick.

R: The main problem is this: Gil is dudding and we've got to find some way to undud
him. ©L: Don't use that WORD, not in my house: D: Dud, dud, dud, dud, dud, dud...

H: I am UnDud, I am UnDud, I am UnDud... R: You said that already H: Oh.

R: What if I say "You said tbat already" BEFORE you have said that already?

H: Then I say, 'No I haven’ t." I am UnDud, I am anLdn.,

L: Gil, do you really object to Jerry taking over?

I: I oblect Lo you people talking about me as if I was dead. D: You are.

L: We can arrange... L: You will be dead. You know why? Because everyone here will
be able to note in their magazines that you have refused to cooperate in trying to
get your games o decent home. You let them go out into the cold, crule world...

P: Aiihhiiyuuhhii...

R: The main point is this, Gil: if you dump the games on DNYMPS we'll have tc murder
you. P: 1'11 geu Eli Friedman. D: A relative of Friedman's

N: Look, you don't have to kill me. I can just orphan them all, st alght if that's
what you want. L: We don't. N: Well, then, stop dudding ocui!

H: I am Uabud. I am UnDud, I am UnDud, I am UnDud...
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W: You can't do this to me, Lipton! All right, I'm giving them all to Walker.

R: Gil, you know what you're supposed to say now? "I Feel Better Now.'" Walker won't.

N: I think we chould call up Walker and ask him 1f he wants them.

((Rosenberg, Heuer, and Diller sing a version of "Alsc Sprach Zarathustra” with the

lyrics: "Dud--dud--dud..." and so forth.))

L: You know, you're talking about one issue at a time. N: That's how I print them.

P: There's only one thing that cap justify this conversation. ((souvn? of teilet
flushing ))

: This is going to sound like '"All In The Family.”" I want to hear the playback.

! Wailt until the tape is done. There's still half of it to go.

¢ Gil, I vant to deal with the immediate problem which is the next issue.

That's what I want to talk about! R: Do you have the adjudications?

: I have everything! H: Well, type it up, dammit. R: If he refuses to type it uo~--

t I didn't refuse to type it up. R: Well, you said you can't type it. Can you?

: I can. L: When? N: I can, I didn't say I will.

: He won't even do CONSPIRATIONAL DIPLOMACY. N: You would never give me the mape.

: Give it to Costikyan. He's going to publish a variant playtest 'zine. ({Babble.))

: I still think I'd prefer it if somebody else does it. Dutw--

¢ Paulson, are you willing to do a lot of typing this weekend? IL: I'l)l help hiu.

: I would prefer if Ray did it. L: I can do typing tomorrow. R: I can give you a
hand. F: I can give you a hand, D: I can give you a hand dbut you wouldn't wanl it.

P: I can open up a used hand market! What are they going for nowadays?

N: I don't think you should bother Ray so much, P: Let him do it.

L: That's what he wants to do. R: Do you want to do it, Ray? 1II: Yes. R: Then do it!

L: There's a problem here, he has an issue of Carn Dum to put out. N: I'LL put it ocul
I've always wanted to put out an issue of CARN DUM. ((Babble.))

N: T didn't like the name THE POUCH from the very beginaing!

R: THE POCKET DARBARIAN! H: MARXUBARXU GARBIETTE! R: CUMULO DUJM.

N: I have absolutely no object to running a decent-sized fzine with a decent number of
games. Which is what Ray and I had planned before you duds came in.

R: Well why don't you tell us already? You never told us. )

H: He have decided... N: WAIT a second! L: HE have? H: No, WE have decided that HE
is going to publish & 'zipe with like five games in it,.. P: Not with my money you'r.
not. H:...and dump the rest of the eight of them. -

: Scott, if he does that and he remains in DNYMPA I am withdrawing.

: If he does that he cannot remain in DNYMPA.

: What do you mean, I cannot? I RESIGH! R: Yaaay!

: You don't have to worry about Johpn Beshara cutting off any support now., R: Huh?

1 Wait a second! Why can't he decide to orderly transfer some of his games and
keep the rest? N: Cause they don't want me to do that.

L: You're not going to pull a Tretick on us! N: I don't see uhy not. He did’

R" the problem here is semantics. You said 'dump.’ What dc you mean by 'dump'?

N: Who said 'dump'? He said dump. L: You said dump. H: I said dump:

R: Do you mean dump them on DNYMPA, or give them to someone else? '

H: Give three of them to Paulson, give two of them to.

R: Now how is Paulson going to run them? Carbon? 'Zlne7 N: No. Will you guys Just
calm down? For one thing, thls was originally supposed to be a meeting of THE FOUCH
staff in New York, plus... D: I'm the artist! R: The Head of DNYIIRPA. N: Fo.

R: Well, that's who I am. N: Plus the Council appointee to the Publications commit-
tee... L: Gil, stop babbling! N: Why can't I babble? Everyone else here does.

L: Gil, whatever you do, you are not going to continue publishing past Cctober. I
meke: that as a flat statement, because he's going to college, Mike. N: I could put
out a rag. L: You do put out a rag.

R: Now, listen. The main problem and what this meetlng is supposed to decide is nok
.in long-range terms, because, qulte frankly, we 're not going to be able to decide
long-range things here. I think cur main ‘problenm is the next issue.

L: Scott, he is not going to--don't you understand? He is exhibiting all the symptor
of someone who is going to gquit publishing. Now, we cap handle this two ways: we
can let him inch on for another few months, publishing every eight weeks, until he
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finally cdecides to hell with it and forgets ahout it entirely, he gats duriad on
DNYMPA gnyway and all of New York gets a black eye; or we can decide now, all cf us,
to make an orderly transfer... H: VE have decided thet YOU... R: All of us exgent
him. He obviously deesn't wanit to do this. He wants to keep Tive grmes.

L: He obvicusly isn't going to be able tec do it.

K: Then I resign from DNYMPA again! H: You can't, you naven't been alloved back in
again,

L: I hate to say this to you, Gil, but I have more.experience in this hobby thap vou
you can ask Ray, you can ask Scott if you are not-- N: Scoti's not more experlenczer
D: Secott doesn't know anything! N: He's a dud! H: I am UpDud...T am UnDud...

L: You can ask these gentlemen if you are not exhibiting the symptoms of somebody uh
is dropping out. N: I don't carel

D: Aha, multicolored socks! Aha, big nose... R: Gil, you got a haircut or you comus
your hair. Yes, you combed your hair: that's it.

: No, somebody else did, actually.

R: It'y amering, the change. Just one combing ir eight months)

H: He looks almost human.

N: So, DBob, do you want to take over all the games? L: No.

N: The reason why T can't put it out this week is because there's too much scheoolwor!
this week.

L: Gil, that's been your excuse for the last six months!

END TAPE TWO.

{(Yes, that's it. A total of nine hours of transcribing. Do you know whai it's
like to do transcribing without a foot pedal? Tedious to the utiost.

In any casec, you all now have a bebter idea of what the bosses of the New York
Conspiracy are like. I realize that I'm performing the Conspiracy, under its codenar
"The Roundtable,'" a great disservice by disseminating this valuable information. It
may cause some trouble when the Conspiracy makes its move. We'll have to see...

One interesting point that was brought up in the conversation was the talent
erunch (detestable as that term may be). At this point, Jst sbout every one of my
local friends vwho is capable of publishing is publishing; likewise for writers and
GMs. Many of us are already overloaded. :

I, for instance, have noticed that my vast publishing empire began to deterior:.
the moment I “ook time off to publish this Anniversary Issue. DPuppeis' letlers vent
unansvwered, applications and nominations for puppethood piled up cn my desk, and I
lost track of my Publication Numbers.

Cuite seriocusly, though, something is going to have to change around lew York,
and soon. What I suspect, albeit unhappily, will happen, is that as the publishers
left here fiee off to college, the whole younger crowd will disintegrate, leaving th-
old-timers back in sole possession of the area. As to Dewey High, it remains to be
seen whether Diplomacy there is just a pagsing fad to die out when the seniors gra-
duate, (or when everyone falls asleep from reading the DUDFONENT ).

For those oi you who don't kaow, the rest of the meeting went as follows: the
whole crowd left for some food at a local Burger King {vhat else did you expect?),
and while I kept Bob Lipton away from Gil, Ray, and Jerry, so that they could discus
things rationally, they did sc.  The soluticn that was worked cut was that Gil will
run a 'zine with six games until Jerry gets back, at which time Jerry will take it.
Ray wil 1 run the rest of the games. I vwas stuck with listening to Lipton telling
me that DNYMPA should declare THE FOUCH folded and steal the games. What a dud:

To clarify one point: I stated that this transcript was edited. That does KOT
mean thet controversial parts were edited out; as you know by now if you got this fea:
guch is far from the case. It does mean that in gituaticons where everyone was
speaking concurrently, I tried to separate things out for clarity.

T would like to disclaim any responsibility for statements made In this trans-
cript. All the participants later found out, if they hadn't already, that what they
said would bte printed, and none protested; thus, if you want to press libel charges,
please don't come to me.

Althoukh I could babble on and on about how dumb everybody came out from the it
I'11 leave you to your own conclusions, and merely comment that after listening to
that much of myself on tape I am convinced that I do sound like Nick Ulanov!))



THE POCKET ARMENIAN COMES OF AGE
By Nicholas Ulanov

What can you say about & ‘zine that flourished? That it was bright, witiy, anusing:
That while you never actually kept it in your pocket or sat nerveusly awaiting its
delivery, you were always glad tc see it and almost never disappoinuved by its zoatents’
Well, you might, but it would be an awful parody.

To put it simply, TPA is older and at once, that means tiaere is less of it left to
come, but more of it already extant to appreciate. It is a time of aprreciating

Just how good TPA is instead of regarding it as a matter of course and then bemoaning
its loss when it fipally folds.

So Scott, et al: thank you very much for a great 'zine. I enjoy it and hope to see
it for some timre to cone.

TiE FOCKET ARMENIAN has brought so many varizats, amusing anecdotes, excellent press,
and sage comments on the politics of the hobby. There is so much to remember: such
as the feud Letween Scott and Bob Lipton over whether TPA or Mixymaxu Gazette was
vetter (and though, doubtless, both Scott and Bob will deny that this was the crux
of the issue that's what it seemed like to me), the entertaining, if scurrilous,
entirely false, and petty insistence that Scott looks just like me. {And for the
last time, I did pot grow the beard so that people could distinguish between us i)

T could go on and on sbout how enjoyable TPA has been, or bitch about the very feu
things I don't like about it, but that eort of thing isn't necessary and, if I have
properly expressed myself, redundant. Perhaps the most important thing for an editer
to hear is that after all that sweat and effort, someons really does read whal the
hours of typing and mimeographing {let alone thinking) have produced. I read it,

ané I appreciate it, and I thank you.

One of the interesting phenomena in 'zines is that of imitation. A tremendous amount
of imitation of other 'zines and literary devices takes place. Very little original
technigue is developed, yet the actual results are usually clever variations or re-
combinations and thoroughly entertaining. I am speaking here of those 'zines of
quality which have at least something of a personality, rather than those which are
pure repetition and have nothing other than games to recommend them.

This lack of originality could simply parallel the world at large where one finds
little original apd much repetitive. But I think it is rare %o find such a level of
imitativeness in a creative area like Diplomacy 'zines. There arve three things which,
I think, explain the phenomenon.

The first is the relative youth and/or inexperience of the contributors to writing.
Most of the producers of material in Diplomacy 'zines are not used to creative writin
and are certainly pre-professional so that they follow role models and tried and true
methods. Not only is this a valid exercise, but it is one of the few ways of really
learning the technique of expounding creatively on paper.

The second thing which seems to help explain the repetitive nature of much of the
Diplomacy Press (publications and “press”) is attributable to the "vack" quality of
the hobby. People in the hobby are very close, 'zines are interrelated and people
respopd to cach other much more than in most circles. With the amount of response

to work, repetition is inevitable. The secret is to combine the repetition with some
originality. Excessive repetition can and should be avoided by refusing to write

the merely repetitive, be it the simple "The Tsar today denounced the aggressive acts
of the Austrian forces in the Ukraine," or the highly creative, "They hadn't always
teen Protestants.”




Awd the lest and most happy resson for the duplication of meterial is reflected in
the truism, "Imitation is the sincerest form of comoliment." This sort of parody
iz often excellent, frequently leads toc more and better material and is, afber all,
something to make at least the original author pleased.

I find the degree of imitation in the hobby unfortunate, if substantially ineviiiable.
To some extent it overshadows what it imitates and keeps its creatcrs Irom truly
creating something new. Moderation in all things is itself an excecs, but as an
occasional resplte it's most welcome.

A truly pleasant aspect of THE FOCKET ARMENIAN is that it tries to complemert ratier
?han directly imitate the better things in the hobby and to originste material and
ideas of quality. It has failed a couple of times, but that is the fate of all that
dare. A remarkable retiring professor of chemistry at Princeton, John Turkevich,
recently told me that if no mistakes are made it is impossible to lead in the field
of science, for to lead is inevitably to make mistakes. The same apllies, I think,
to most things and Diplomacy 'zines among them, TPA has had a remsrkable number of
successes and few corresponding failures.

((Thank you. DBut wait one moment--here I was, this whole year, certain that I was
Scett Rogenberg, smug in my sense of self-identity. While typing the above article

I realized that I was not he, but rather the author of the above article. Then I
became terrified, for I realized that the author of the above article must be me, or
racher, who I was, or rather, who I thought I wags. I am Nick Ulanocv. I am NOT Scoit
Rosenberg. DBut then the name of this 'zine must be THE FOUCH. Or was it the TIMES?
What's going on? Who am I, anyway? How about a vote? Or maybe I'm a Doppleganger?

({In all sericusness, I would like to totally refute Nick's statement above that TPA
strives to ''complement the better things in the hobby." I have never sat down and
planned out a policy for TFA, nor have I ever declded tha tPA will attempt this or
that. I've always been too busy typing stencils %o bother!))
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LIATSONS DANGEREUSES (len lakofka, 644 West Briar Pl., Chicago IL 60657) is a well-
produced, informative 'zine that usually contains material on game statistics, eatings
and other stufi of a similar pature. A must for those involved in the above area. and
pretty interesting reading in any case for someone who, like me, isan't. Subs 10/%2,
games for novices only at $6, $8 airmail.

ORICINS I is an Avalon Hill ecn, and as such doesn't interest me that greatly, but I'r
going anyway. Rooms are cheap, and what the hell, it is a wargaming cca. To registev
send $3 to AH, L4517 Harford R4, Baltimore MD 2121L. TI'll be there, along with the
other editors of TPA, as well as the usual NY horde. It's worth it to comre, even if
only to see my IORD OF THE RINGS game:

I have designed an all-purpose Player Record Sheet for Dungeons and Dragons. I can't
very easily supply people with piles of them, but I can send single coples out to
enable you %o rup them off yourself, with any appropriate changes you may wish to
meke. They are now two-sided (the first editiocn was one-sided).

Book comment time: two books I'd highly recommend to anyone at all interested in Rome
and her history are I, CLAUDIUS and CLAUDIUS THE GOD, both historical novels by Robert
Graves. DBesides being immensely readable and enjoyable, they provide a wealth of
Press release material to those so inclined.

THE LANGUAGES OF MIDDIE EARTH, compiled by Ruth Noel, is an invaluable aid to any
serious student of Tolkien, and , in conjunction with A GUIDE TO MIDDIE EARTH, pro-
vides a complete glossary of Tolkienian terms. It's available for around $4 from
Mirage Press, PO BOX 7687, Baltimore MD 21207.



INTERNATIONAL DILL~-WORKERS UNMION FROGRESS REZCRT
by Matthew Diller

"Here, go through these."

"Count?"

"Nah, just sort blanks."

The Dill-worker hunched over the dimly-lit workbench with a stack of :apor
before him. He deftly leafed through the pile, removing five blank shecets

"That's it?"

"Yeah. When do we eat?" The Dill-wprker picked up the copy of Asterix in
Britain which lay at his side and began %o skim it.

" One task all mimeo and ditto publishers are awere of is Dill-working, that
is to say, sorting the piles of printed paper for blanks and dude. Sone publishers

lower themselves to doing the work themselves; others, whom ve are concerned with
here, coerce other people (Dill-workers) into laboring for them. You would npever
catch a well-known publisher like Gi}l Neiger doing Dill-work; his mothzr does it for
him. Richard Kovaleik hav two thousand Diplomacy fanatics working for hia ((and atill
can't put out a decent ‘zipe.)). John Boardman Just uses hisg thirteenth-level
Fublisher's spell 'Create Graustark"” and thereforz has no need for a Dill-worker.
Scott Rosenberg,J a nevw insignificant pubber (I know you're doing the Handbook, s=o
what?) ((So you're bottom of the masthead.this issue)), has made feeble attempts to
convert his fellow editors into low-class Dill-workers. For a while I Dill-worked
regularly and without pay; then I formed the International Dill-Workers' Union (IDWU..
iDWU's primary goal is to protect poor innocent Dill-workers from cruel oppressive
publishers. We insist that all Dill-workers be given lunch or dinner free. We have
also narroved down the field of Dill-working by forbidding a Dill-worker to perform
such low tasks as collating and counting.

In ancient times {six months agc) the Dill-worker was required to work at a
wooden bench on a swivel chair that was too high. The affluent publisher, however,
worked in much better conditions, a wooden table and no chair. The Dill-worker was
required to remove blanks and duds, count, collate, answer the phone, read and do
similar back-breaking labor. Sometimes there were as many as 70 blanks in 100 sheets!

lowadays the modern Dill-worker Dill-works in sirCeonditioned comfort., He has
his own wooden bench and swivel chair {high so he can look at his work from a distance
while even the publisher doesn't have a chair ((he does--he just can't turn the crank
on his mimeo while sitting}). He can read, talk on the phore and even play with the
toy car on the vworkbench. He no longer has to count and there are only three or four
blanks in a hundred.

But along with the good comes the bad. The entire field of Dill-working is
threatened by the wide-spread use of electric mimeos and even electric collators. It
won't be long before the whole fiéld of Dill-working will be totally automated.

The Dill-workers, however, are making plans. They will socn be ready to switch
out of scrting and into stamp-licking and stapling, virgin territery.

e R S L L x T L KT R ST TR R R R VR IR v R A

I was just on the phone with Richard Kovaleik. After babbling for a while aboutb
Edi Birsan's reprint of Doug Beyerlein's letter from a fecent issue of FOICTESME, he
said something along the following lines: ''You realize, Bcott, that you are going to
be accused of using articles from the Handbook in your Aandversary issue." 1 imme-
diately said "who?" He said, "Walker or someone.' Hah!

I am not deceived. Richard clearly intends to do so himself. These are eppearent
ly the tactics he uses, since he had Just had a viclent disagreement with me over the
POICTESME matter. '

T will not be bullied. Go on, Xovalcik, accuse me! I dare you. I can refute any
charges you can bring to bear!

Please, Richard? We need someobdy to take the place of Gordon Anderson pow that
he has shut up. We could all use a good laugh around here.

aybe they should create a new category for next year's Gemignani Awards--"Dumb-
est Pub isher ™ 7 ywpoy who I'd vote for!
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I would like to talk to you abcut an Armenian nystlc pozt nemad
egory of Narek. I have spent the last few years at Columbia Sde‘TKO
fhe 1little-known but marvelcus Armenian language: 1t is the zhosen a2l
of my 1ife, for Detter or worse, and I will try to convey to you sone of
“he beauty it has opened for me. If I cucceed aven partizlliy in Thet
'zed of affection, it may justify the few minutzs oi your tlime tolwen,
Gregory was born to Bishop Khosrov of Anuzevat91h rear Lake Van In
southwegtern Armenia around the year 950. At an early cge hoe was toko
590 the mcnastery of Naresk, where he lived for the remainder cof hils life.
ez was educated by his uncle Anania, a itoted scholar at the monasiery,
and guickly rose in the ecclesiastical ranks., Certain members ol the
srmenian Church became cdisaffected with this excessively brilliant r”r
2 1d denounced him to the Katholikozm, the chief patrliarch of {ths Churc
a8 an adherent of a communistic heretical gsect. The Latholikos 1mmea-¢tr
1y dispatched a flock of priests to investigate Gregory. Several legenig
+ thig visit are related in a little book in Armenian published by Reubun
Lakubyan in 1905, when the author wags an undergraduate here at Columbia
“ollege. I am sorry to say that Rakubyan did not live to do more scholar:
iy work; he returned to his hometown cf Sebastia in Armernia and was
slaughtered in the 1915 Genocide by Turkey that claimed the lives of
+1500,000 Armenians.

Rakubyan relates that the inquisitor-priessts came upon Gregory with
his flock of sheep in the plain below the monastery of Narek. A wolf
appeared, and Gregory asked it to take care of the sheep wnile ha enlar-
tained hig guests--vou can imagine the sarcastic tone of his volce in
the last phrase. The wolf obeyed. Gregory led the priests to 1the monas-
tery, seated them about 2 table, and had a platter of roast pigecns
Trought in. Apparently it was a Friday, and the priestis expressed thelir
rorror at the violation of the fast; here was clear evidence c¢i uncrtho-
doxy. Gregery locked at them, puzzled, tut nonethelesec ordered the
igeons to be off. They sprouted feathers, got up, and flew away. I
“hink certain peonle in high places today wish tney coulid dispose of
a7idence against thelr misdeeds so guickly. And so elegantly.

During the first decade of the 11th Century, Cregory spent mogt ol
8 time away from his sheep and his monastery. in a cave hollewed out

mountain by a stream, beshind =z waterfall Hera he composed wiie Bool
amentations, or ladyan Voghpergutyan, a cycle of 95 religicns poemy.
1e poems are composed in the Armenian meter, which is characterized by
=n erbitrary number of pentasyllabic feet per line, each foot more often
whan not consisting of a dactyl and an iamb. The Armenians ascribe ni-
raculous powers to this book. To be successful in love, one old maau-
zeript advises, read poem 72. For depression read poem 60. I guess tha
what's what you do if 72 doesn't work. For the more a2mbiticus, tradiiion
h2s it that coneentrated study of 40 ceonsecutive poens from the Hadvan
‘oczhpergutyan, if accomplished without pause, will grant ‘the reader powsr
wrer demons, who will bring him gold and jewels. The catch is that the
i2mog will try to scare you and make you sicp. If they do, they will
nagsess you. The pagesocf the book are holy, and it used to be commen for
varents to rip them out, fold them into a diamond shape, and hang them
nround their children's necks as tallismans.
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THE SCHISMATIC
Peery: If this hobby ain't wha® it could be now,
I know Jjust what to do.
We all should gquit TDA,
And start on Somethirg new!
I am Peery, the Schismatic,
A Constitution first,
I am Peery, Jjust remember
Elections are rehearsed.
Gather your checks, and send thenm in,
Your purses must learn to yield.
Bend all that money to me
In envelopes, best sealed.
I am Peery, the Schismatic, A Constitution first;
I am Peery, just remember: elections are rehearsed.

DO YOU THINK IT'S ALL RIGHT

Scott: Do you think it's all right to publish some of Evan's poems?
Do you thipk it's all right? You'd think he doesn't know how to write!l
But I guess it's all right, it fills space all right.

GUZZIE IT DOWN
Evan: I'm your sodden Uncle Evan, I'll be out before it's Seven
'Cos I guzzle it down, guzzle it down, guzzle it down.
Your readers want all of my writing but the bottle looks inviting
So I guzzle it down, guzzle it down, guzzle it down.
Down with the Rheingcld, down with the Miller's,
Guzzle it down, guzzle it down, guzzle it down.
You won't frown es I guzzle it down!
Guzzle it down, guzzle it down, guzzle it down. Guzzle, Guzzle, Guzzle...

DIPPY WIZARD

‘Rocky": Ever since I tought Diplomacy, I've played tlie Postal scene.
From Graustark to Arena, I've always swept it clean.
But such a great tactician, I've never ever seen.
That stab-happy demon, sure plays a mean Dinpy.

Even with my favorite countries, he can beat my best.
His allies do the fighting, and he just grabs the rest.
He never seems to worry about long-range strategy

That stab-happy demon sure plays a mean Dippy:

He's a Dippy wizard, he lies away hiz life,
A Dippy Wizard's got such a blcody knife!

He ain't got no connections, no reputation to keep.
Says go to hell %o ratings; into each game he leaps
With new ldeas on playing, and pays his gamefee,
That stab-happy demon sure plays a mean dippy!

He can't stab me now, we've always Leen allied!
I guess I'1) just have to join the other side.

I thought I was the Diplomacy king,
But I just handed my DipCon fee to him.




;QZ&C% ngonstration Game And Apalysiz (By Wade Hanpton Johnscn)
WiCha 1500 (builds merked wilh an asterisk)

AUSTRIA (Calhamer): A Bud¥, A Vie®, T Gra, A Ser, & Tri (5).
ENGIAND (Birsan): F Lon¥, 4 Lwr, F Ith, F Eog i&).
FRAWCE (lakofka): F Dre¥, F Mor¥, F iid, A Por, A
GLMANY (Bller): F Ber*, F Kic*, . Mun¥, £ ol, A
IVALY (Key): F Nap*, A Tun, F Ion, A Ven (L).
RU23TA (Buchanan): F Sev¥*, A StP¥, A Mog, I Rum, A Ukr, F Sve (5).

TUHKEY (Anderson): F Con¥, F Bla, 4 Dul, £ Ara ‘L),

_ANALYSTS The West: The bullaing of the tws French {Zeets is an indication cf
an 21ll-out attempt to be made ageinst Tngland with the hope of an alliance with
Germany. Consider how open France is in the 1602 peried should the Germans thrco
three armies against Frapce! To play a defenzive game the French weuld have %o hove
three armies and twe fleets which could extepd the life of France in the face of o
strong German-English attack much longer “han with three fleets and two armies. The
French must be relying on a strong diplomatic overture with Germant %o moke such a
builid combingtion.

Germany has come through for the French with the building of the fleets whizh
announce to Eagland that he is alone and will have to get help from either Austriz,
Italy cr Russizc, and ideally at least two of them to pull out of the situation befzic
him. The English build is a hedging one and must make anyone wonder whether Eai had
net received a tip~off on the German builds. An all-out effort on France would have
dictated & build in Tdiverpool. Possibly, Edi is hoping to switch things around hore
and go after Germany.

The Russian build in the North affects the West and gives scme indication that
Walt was fearful of a joint Anglo-German venbure against both France and himself.
however, with the building of the two German fleets he may feel more at ease towards
the English but he should begin to have concerns for the future in the north since
those German fleets could be used in the Daltic.

The Fast: The Austrian and Italiap builds are fairly standard and leave those
countries with flexible possibilities for the Spring of 1902,

The Turkish build is somewhat weak. With the Italians in a position to move ikt
a Lepanto set-up in 02 it might be better advised to build in Smyrna and thus have
the Italians guess over the use of the Aegean or the Fastern Med. as the position for
the Italian kick-off.

The Russians have decided to dedicate one uait to the north when it might be
better advised to play it on the Warsaw front. However, the indication must be that
the Russians are expecting full Austrian cooperation in 1902 in order to allow them
to dedicate that unit northward.

Strategic Overview: England must ge®t one eastern power to turn west to survive
and two tc turn if he is to do well. This, hewever, would enhance the Turkish posi-
tion to @ point where the turning eastern powers would be seriously threatened by
Turkey. Remember that the turning powers would not have anreasy fight with the
French and the Germans thus allowing the Turkish fleets to deploy in the Aegean and

and . tihe armies to make menacing noises in the Balkans.

fea (5).
Bel, @ Darn (6),

SPRING 1902 -- WICKED WITCH-HUNTS IN FULL CRY
AUSTRIA (Calhemer): g Dud-Ser, A Vie-Bud, A Ser-Bul S by F Gre, & Tri H.
ENGTAND (Birsan): F Ion-Nth S by F Epng, F Kth-Hel, A Nuwy-Sve.
FRANCE (lakofka) : F Bre-Bng. F Mar-Spa(sc), F Mid-NAt, & Por I, A Spa-Gas.
GERMANY (Eller): F Der-Kie, F Kie-Hol S by A Bel, A Mun-Der, A Hol-Ruh, F Den-Nth.
TTALY {Key): NMR. General Orders. F Nap-Ion, A Tun B, F Ion-Fas, A Ven H.
RU3SIA (Buchanan): A Ukr & F.Sev S F Rum, F Rum S AUSTRIA A Ser-Dul, A Stp-Fin,
F Swe-Fin, A Mog 8 F Sev. _
TIRXEY (Anderson): F Con 8 F Bla, A Bul S AUSTRIA A Bud-Rum (Ws0), A_Arm-Sev S by
iNﬁ%%éIS: The West: BREAi has taken the stance of the avenging ex-ally and has
given up all hopg-af_ﬁﬁé—éttack on France and concentrated on Germany. None gf the
TEstern powers has come to Edi's help and the further advancement of the Russians'




suspiciors over the possibility of an English attack in the North seal Fdi's fato.
Nete that tha Dussians, rather than concluding +hat England is Zn a —owr state and
would not venture to attack a third and as yet neutral perty, have asnaocsed uhe Taglic
at possibly doing just that. This tyne of nehavicr Gozerves prosfber insnesiion.

When you have a situation like this there are sevaral coasidowrotions: 1) $oes bae

English player realize the poor situation he is in? 2) Does the Ruciian mlayer accep
the situation: that is, does the Russian player rcalize the English aore ip »ad zhopa?
3) Do tke Russiens believe the English to be such poor vleyers as to not bo aware of
their bad position and take a sensible approach: i.e., not attack Russia? 4) Do the
Russians judge the English capable of maintaining an alliance with a Gerrany who hec

three fleets?

Eight or nine years ago when Edi first started to play postally the answere to
7uestions 1 and 3 might be: No, the English player may not realize what ahape he is
in, and Yes, the English are such poor players as to ataack a third party whea undcr
azttack by two others. But, since that time, Edi has shown remarkable progress on the
whole amd has reached a point in the hobby where he is capable of understanding what
is going on better than most apd to assume that he is acting out of poor judgement ol
the situation is foolish in any strategic setting. Therefore we must conclude from &h
Spring moves that it is the Rusgian player who has porrly judged the strategic settirr
and rather than approaching Zngland for active help, thus allowing the English to siow
down the Germans, the Russians are moving towards a policy that would strategically
allow for a faster growth of Germeny and France which ecan only hurt the Russians in
the lorg run.

The East: Austria and Italy have sided with Russia in an effort to crush Turkey-
Ttalian units, all of the Russian units, but only three out of the five Austrilan unite
Assuming that Austria holds Bulgaria through the fall, he will have three excess unite
in 1903 with which to cause serious trouble. Additjonally with the containment of the

Turks and A.B.C.'s tendency to balance-of-power politics it could prove deadly to amy

of his present allies who pass his suplly center count and obtain a slight, but only
temporary, strategic advantage.

FALL 1902 -- WICKED WITCHES WOUNDED WOEFULLY
AUSTRIA (Calhamer): A Ser-Bul S by F Gre, A Bud-Vie, A Bul-Con, A Tri H.
ENGIAND (Birsan): F Lon-Nth, F Eng-Mid, F Hel S RUSSIAN F Swe-Den(NSO), A Nuy-Sve
(retreat to Fin, OTB). Resigns.
FRANCE (lakofka): F Spa(sc)-Mid S vy F Bre, ¥ NAt-Lpl, A Por-Spa, A Gas H.
GERMANY (Eller): F Kie-Hol, F Hol-Nth S by F Den, A Bel-Hol, A Ber H, A Ruh-Mun.
ITALY (Key): A Tun-Syr C by F Jon & F Eas, A Ven H.
RUSSIA (Buzhananiz F Sev-Ble s by F Rum, A StP-Nwy S by F Swe, & Mos~Sev § by A Ukr.
TURKEY (Anderson): F Con-Smy, A Arm-Syr, F Bla-Con (retreat to Ank, OTB).

SUPLLY CENTERS:
AUSTRIA: Bud, Tri, Vie, Cre, Ser, Bul (6). Build 1.

ENGIAND: Edi, Lon, ¥pL, W¥ (2). “Remove 2; if A Nwy R-OTB, then remove l.
FRANCE: Bre, Mar, Par, Por, Spa, Lpl (6 Build 1.
GERMANY : Ber, Kie, Mun, Den, Del, Bol (6}, Even.
ITALY: Nap, Rom, Ven, Tun (4). Even.

RUSSIA: Mos, StP, Sev, War, Rum, Swe, Nwy (7). Build 1.
TURKEY: Ank, Con, Smy, PAL. Remove 1; if F Bla R-OTB, even.

ANALYSIS: The Wegt: What has happened is the destruction of Epgland much faste

than might have benn recommended for the future safety of Russia. The English moves
had to be predicated on one assumption: that the Russians would see that a longer-sur
viving England could only help to further the cause of Russia in the game. What woul
have happened, had the Russiansg accepted the offer, would have been the forced remova’
of a German unit, the remaining-the-same of the English forces and a Russian build.
The Russians could have complemented the attack on Denmark with a move to Livonia fr.
StP and with a8 build in Warsaw jumpéd all over Hermany in 1903 with 4 War-Sil, A Iva-
Pru; Austrian help to Tyrolia and Bohemiz could have totally destroyed the Germans i

1903 and given the game to the dual alliance of Augtris-Russia.




Unfcrtunately for the English, the Russians decifed to play the vvltuwre while the
Austrians were more interested in pleying a lorg-torm scolo ganc-plon Soman o guick
alliance blitz-style game.

Edi's resignation at this time seems psculiar when trken n year later. In fecdk,
at the time there were the constant murmurs of the Birsan-lakoflka noz-feud/fend wh.ch
could have influenced Edi to withdraw from the game rather than add fuel 4o those who
woulld insist on the image of the feud. However, this is mere speculation and Ldi has
given no indication of why he resigred at this point. ({Maybe he's a sore loser!),

The Fast: The attack on Turkey seems to be going along quite well with the
triple alliance forcing the positions by making attacks on Con, Syr and the Dlack F=
The latter wag forced and all the sllieg are prepared for what could be Turkey's lasi
year of importance in 1903.

The Over-View: It is at this point that we enter into the most dangerous polnt
for the Eastern alliance. With the extra Ausitrian units becoming available in the
Winter, A.B.C. might well risk hitting one of his allies before Turkey is wiped out
hoping to cripple that party before anyone in the East could readjust fast enough to
stop him frowm becoming the dominant power.

Considering that the Italians have missed a move and the rising rumors at the tim
that Anderson was "disappearing' the East might see a move to crush Italy. In the wo~
the Franco-German alliance will be moving to complete the destruction of England and
will then either fall out between themselves or,swinging their fleets in oprosite
directions, head against the Russians and the Italians in a joint Eastern sveep.

WINTER 1902--MORE GOVERNMENTS TO FALL?

AUSTRIA (Calhamer): A Bud*, A Ser, F Gre, A Vie, A Bul, A Tri (6).
ENGIAND (Naus): A Nwy R-OTB. F Ion, F Eng, ¥ #¢L (3).

FRANCE (Iakofka): A Mar*, F Mid, F Bre, F Ipl, A Spa, & Gas (6).

GERMANY (Eller): F Kie, F Nth, F Den, A Bel, A Ber, & Mun {(5).

TTALY (Key): A Tun, ¥ Ion, F Eas, A Ven (h).

RUSSIA (Buchanan): A Var*, F Bla, F Rum, A Nuy, F Swe, & Sev, & Ukr (7).
TURKEY (Anderson): F Bla R-Ank. F Smy, A Arm, F Ank (3).

ANALYSIS: The builds and retreats give no great surprises except that the
English under Naus have removed F Helgoland giving up on the suicide mission started
by Edi. The Russian build may be indicative of a possible mass attack with Austria o;
the Germans. DNote the possibilities for jumping into Tyrolia, Bohemia, and Silezia.
What the Spring 1903 moves will bring will be the probable course of the “Mid-game.

({Thank you. Wade has been requested by a number of people to concentrate to
aome extent on the numorous side of the game; thus, next issue's analyses may be just
a 1little bit different from the azbove. We shall see...))
-x-*"3(-*-)&**—K-*H*********%*************%HH************H%&(«X—X%—K—X- Ko KK R HH N R KW KA KN K KH R K

I have a letter on hapd from Len Lakofka to Gordon anderson about the status of
1974CL. The game was originally meant for publication in, as Bob Lipton put it, the
late, non-lamented EL CONQUISTADOR, CGord'n Anderson's magazine. Since EL CON has not
appeared for ten months, Rod Walker, the GM, feeling that as a demonstration gaue '
1974CL should be published with an analysis, he offered it to me for publication. I;
rot going to print Len's whole letter, uut the gist of it is that Anderson has defau’”
ed and thus has forfeited his rights to the game. Onviously, I concur, or I would nc
be printing the game! I would like to take this space to thank Rod Walker for his of
fer of the game to me in the first place. I% provides a nice complement to all the
non-Diplomacy material I print.

DUDDING: Matthew Dilleyr, with assistance and advice from Gil Neiger, has started ?h?

Dud Rating System, which, instead of rating boring and unimportant things like abilif
and record that most other systems rate, tells you what you REALLY want to know about
your fellow players: how often they dud out. Matthew is the Head ?udder. .Tge Dudder
are a group of ten or so people who rate variocus perscons onR {heir dud qualities. The
will rate anyone nominated. If you'd like to nominate a good friend or enemy of your
6T even someone you've never hesrd of, tell Matthew (8507 Avon St Jameica NY 11432).



STRANGE DOINGS ON THE BPANISH MALIN
By Adam kaganof

A Brief Historwy: King Scott [, having tieu aceidentally Cri~ran
oat of his king :dom by a hcrde of sirange perssns, along with his f-&ltP*
compatriot Cardinal Diller, has decided on the advice of -'s C¢erL 1
rLend1m)seek aid frem the Pcpe, and has bought a dnlp for this puryoae'

Since relations between the nunawch and the irhabitants of Frince are
Uomcwhat less than cordial, +he King agreed 1o travel bty sca to Italy

ﬂ tead of overland. At the suggestion cf the Cardinal, tha veasel has
an roaming the Spanish Main for a while in an inapt atienps to bucci-

™
neer up a few doubloons.

3 #*

"Yeech!" Commnnted King SCOut I a3 he tasted a bit of the lumpy
srey mass he was holding. "What is this ‘focd', anyway?" he 1nqu"red
uastlng the remainder of the object over tThe rai“ into the sea, "A gall
blintz," stated a nearby crewman. "Th' salt keeprs ‘em fresh." "Would
that it did not keep them so fresh that heir flavor remains so vivid.

Jch!™

The King's culinary discussion was aborted by a cheery voice saying
"Yo there!® which turned out to be that of Cardinal Diller. "Iisten,
Matthew," said the king, "to date we haven't got a farthing from a wes=k:
sail. The supplies of food and water are d¢m1ﬂ1ah1mg. Unless scme
marked improverient comes 1n our luck, we will have to stop on the coas
to get some ec¢ible grub.’

"Grubsg, did you say°“ asked a crewman standing by the rail. "Have
a big pail right here. Glad to xmow you like them, as I wae planning
to put them in t'nite’'s stew." “Great," commentecd Scott, thinmiing
exactly the opposite.

"Don't worry," commented the Cardinal, "I kuow for a definite faci
that Sir Gill Nieger®s ship Le Kangaroo D'Or will e through here any
+ime now, and an internal revolution ig fermenting on board.”

"Fomenting, you mean,” corrected Scott,

"No, fermenting. The whole ships like a keg of rotiing ale. I
know that there was talk a while back of the four co-captains splitting
up and each taklng his cwn ship, but that was prevented by the generz
tack ¢f funds.”

"If they're so destitute, what makes them worth waiting arcurd for
here?" stated the King,

"Ah," said the Cardinal, "that's the reason I'm a cardinal and ycu
just a king. I happen to know that the Kangarco D*Or is transpori-
a cargo of gold bullion for the King of Spain, more than enough o

an army w1tn which to repossess your kingdom and my Cathedrz.-Palacco

sino cumplex.
"But won't the ship be guarded? How does the Ling know that Neiger
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won't split with the gold? He and his co-captains aren't known for the:i:

good chdracters, especially Sir Evan Jcnes."

- "Thers won't be any escort ships because the King has promisad that
if¥ someone steals his gcld and someone else kille the thief, the perscn
%11ling him gets to be an admiral, Everyone will bz too ou v trying to
irame everyone elge and kill him to become an admiral to iry stealing

the gold."

At that moment a c¢cry echoed down from the crow's nest to the slimy
“eck on which the King and the Cardinal stood. "Saii on th' horiszon,
Saht”

"Can you make out thm flag she fiies?" called the helmzman.

"Spanish pennant an' three goldeq spheres, two set above one formin:

a triangle!" came the shcuted renly.
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““Hdt’" hnlger s flag all righul® chuckled the Cardiral, feice
the Jelly Roger."

“J311V Roger," corrected Scovt.

"Vo, Jelily Reger. I left the {iag in wy trwunlk full of grape jan
jars.”

Within a few mcments the purple-sitzined black and white flag was uy
the main mast, flying just below Cardinal Diller’s church pennan’, which
bore a red and gold cross surmounting 2 prair of dlce gshowing three ond
four, respectively.

"Move ini" shouted %the helmsman, and with that King Scott's ship,

Le Misse Noir, headed rapidly towards the Kangarco D’ Or. The other ghin
Tturned hard about and begasn to sall away full spced, but then sitarted
cirzling tack, and when it reached its original position began turning
yet again, The Misse Nolr bore doewn on the other ship, and shortly wac
2loge enough for a good cannon voliey.

"Load up th' gun=!" yelled the helmeman, and at the same moment the
Kangaroo D'Or turned to face the Iisse Ncir once mere.

"Ready!" shouted the helmeman, but even as he did the Langaroo D'Or
began to turn in circles again.

In a second they were “within earshot, and a strange dialogue could
be heard issuing from the deck,

"Damnit, let's get out of herel!" yelled one voice,

"Drop dead for Christ's cgakesi" shouted snother.

"Since when are you the only cantain around hsre?" stated a third,

"Let's get out of here before they blow us out of the watert”

"I vote we stay and fight."

"Fire!" shouted the helmsman, and the lisse Noir unleashed a viciou.
broadside at the Kangaroo D'Or as the gunsg roared and belched black smock
0ddly, however, no hits were detected, which seemed a singular occurrenc
21lcwing for the extreme propinquity of the Misse Noir, and even odder
than that, no characterigtic splashes from spent cannonballs could be gc
in the water, elther,.

"How could ye miss at that range! Ye coul' reach oot an touch 'em!

"Beggin' the captain's pardon," said the chief gunner,"“bu' we got n
cannenballs.”

"Goddamn it!" swore the helmsman, "I knew I had forgotten scmething.
Well, don't just stand there, ye oaf, load up the cannons with anything
ye got! Glass, nails, planks, anything! Quick, hefore th' folls on
yonder ship figger out why we ha'n't hit 'em yet!"

"Well, Matthew," gquoth King Scott, turning toward the chagrined
Cardinal, "What do we do now? Eh?"

"Er,...Ah,... well,.,." came the reply. "Wait! I've got it! BSet v
a parley! We'll bluff them into surrendering. Hey you on the Kangaroco
T'0rt We want to talk with yout"

A figure in a gaudy but filthy fleet admiral's uniform turned to
face the Misse Noir, along with the three similarly dressed persons who
nad been discussing their course of action in a huddle moments ago.

"What do you want?i" screamsd one of the figures, and another imme-
diately chimed in "who said you got to be chief negotiator?i" This stax
ed another flurry of talking until the first figure finally silenced the
others by drawing both of his pistols from his belt. "Yo, I reiterate,
what do you want?" he shouted,

"Is this Sir Gill Neiger I have the misfortune to be addressing?" i:
quired Diller in a casual fashion.

"Who else would wear his hat backwards and two different-colored
cocks!" shouted one of the other co-captzins of the Kangaroo D'Or, whichk
brought an immediate "Shut up, Evani” from Sir Gill.

""SIR Evan, if you please, you miserable spitoon," replied E.J.



Thivwey, U speated Diller, "We warnh o parliey., I wou 1D oo, ob
Trotes gromrtava, JeT's o say, of rour rangr. TTU H E
care 2live, A spooting promosiiion. Fout Ll arron,

"Nevert"” wyoii-d Nelgeo.

"Frouabiy neverl”™ chouted Sir Evan.,
"Pogriuly never!" scroanad orie »f the olher captains,

"llaybel" pereamed the remiiining ec-cantzin,

"Lev me point ouig,” gald e cardinal ia an ofihand wal, "that ¢o-
axt broadside will blow ron oat of the witepr.”

“Ahem,” commernted Sir Gill, "A new fuictour which lesls wme Lo rescia-
LLder mw pravicug statemans., Yes. ItTa oa dsal. ‘

“lotY pereamed Sir Iven,

" cheruged iz other two cc--ecaptains,

“Enough of thio artitrary stuffi" shouted Sir G137, menacing The

thur co~captains with his pisteolis,
YAhem," gaild Siy Ivan, "in light of the new ovidence I vete wiih

iy Tpitoon.”

"Aye!™ shouted the other two.

Nelger tanced the Cardinal cnce =2gzin,
cwepr thres guarters of my carge To you, in honorabl: sure

Theon J
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-
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YHevare
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Weary well,

U810 .
“Good," commented the Cardinel, Y"That's over with, at i2ast
‘he two ships were drawn together a2t some length and the gold sraas
Ter was slaved to hegin shortly. Cardinal Diller and ling Scott called
Lor the capiains of the Kangaros D'Or to com2 abeoard the Misse Nolr and

>
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vangplank was set up. The Cardinal stond in his light purp
r.eur the walkway as the four captains upproacned the end of &
wicd to their ship.

"Shut up!"” said Sir Gill to Sir Evan, who replied with the withy
rejoinder "A pox upon your hat, which is as usual on backwards. And I
zheuldn't doubt that you DO have the pox upon your hat, as well as many
rher things, given the great infrequency with which you have it washel,

Ls a gesture of peace, Cardinal Diller waited on the center of theo
gangrlank for Sir Gill, who was the first of the co-captains to set oud
for the Migse Noir, followed closely by Sir Evan., As he approached Sir
(111 extended his hand to the Cardinal, to show thzt his dagger was not
concealed therein (he usually kept it up the opposite sleeve) and as
Diller began to shake hands, Sir Evan shouted "An opportunity +to launder
wvour headgear!™ and with that pushed Sir Gill into the ocean, with Car-
dinal Diller still attached.

Ag a crewman made to throw a rope to the cardinal from the Ilisce
Moir, King Scott cried "Hold!" and the crewman asked why. "I will give
vou the reason in verse," the Ling answered, and continued thus:

"Do nect throw the Cardinal a rope,

Do not cast him a line,
What better place for a Diller pickle
Than in the foamy brine?™

"Drag Neiger out of the water!"” commanded Sir Evan, and the crew t

turned in wonder at this break from his normal behavior. "Why, sir?" in
uired one brave soul.
"Because he's no treat for the fishes. In verse:

"Leave the Cardinal in the water

For fishes seldom get Dills,

But drag old Neiger out because

Every fish has Gills."

FINTS
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ThED DOBBY ARD DUTUEONS AL DRAGONS By Creg Costikyan

O s ) . - : Yoy g : e

i(freg hag 2 dud intrecuctory parazgozoh here, but sicns 16 To sey taat thoge of you
wie éon't know what DS i1g shouid heve found out br ucty. IFf vou fowven'h, T will teldl
vev what it is en open-ended set of rules for an sxtended game in z imntosy setiting

1itn unlimited number of players. )

In the famed ({to whom?)) Diplomacy level of my second dungeon, I included a
nuaber of omnsters which, I think, would be of interest.

TFOCKET ARMENIANS: (Number Appearing: 50-300; Armor Class 9; Move in inches 15;

Iit Dice 1 hit; % in leir, 75; type of treasure, nearly ron-existent.) ((Greg neglects
“o mantion that T invented this monster, in MY famed second dungeon.))

These are small monsters--6" to 1' tall, and arc practically worthless as fightiu:
hzasties. There are four tribes of Pocket Armeniaps--the Dot tribe, covered with puce
pelha~dots; the Dill tribe, covered with pink fur; the Kasanofan tribe, blsck with
white underbellies, and an unfortunate habit of spouting doggerel at the worst con-
ceivable moment; and the Swarp ((Huh? Surely he means Armenian, or Sticky, or Costodud.
or just plain dud)) tribe, distinect from all other Pocket Armenians in that they have
blue eyes. They each make one bite per turn, which causes one hit, with a -2 probab-
ility of hitting, and may each take one hit before they die. They are always chaotic,
and will respond to apy command made by a 3 ber Toothed Neiger. They are not very gooc
fighters, but, since they are so small, may fill a lo' corridor with twenty rather
thsn the normal three people. They have a 10% chance of swarming over anyone they are
fighting with, and pulling him down to the ground. There must be at least 25 PAs
preseant to swarm. Vhen a person hasg been swarmed over, his armor class is reduced to
9 until he is pulled back up, and he may not attack. A peescn who has been swarmed
may be pulled back up 10% of the time per melee round, per person attempting to pull
him back up. A person attempting to pull someone back up may not attack while he is
doing so, amd may not use a shield. PAs speak Armenian and Chaotic only. ((The first
encounter with PAs in my dungeon was as follows: the party found one isolated PA, so
they charmed it. They had this potion of diminution. They next stumbled on a spectre.
They killed the PA, stuffed the potion in its mouth (WITHOUT it drinkipg it!) and fed
the PA to the spectre. It ate it, strangely enough, and became very small.))

TUD-DUDs : (Number appearing 2-30; Armor Class 4; move in inches 9; Hit dice 3;
% in lair 25; treasure type E.)

Tud-duds are approximately three feet tall, and look like teddy bears with puce
polka dots. At a glance, they often look like large Dot Pocket Armenians. Although
amall, they are vicious fighters, making two bites per turn at 2-16 hit points per bite
They are always chaotic, and often travel in groups with Dunchounds, Rayrillas or
Saber Toothed Neigers. A Tud-dud has a 50% chance of having a sleep spell that will
%éﬁé ¥4 sleep 1-8 first level types, 2-4 gsecond level types, 1-2 third level types, or
1 fourth level type.

RAYRILIAS (Number appearing 5-15; Armor Class é; move in inches 12; Hit dice g
% in lair 50; treasure type I.)

Rayrillas are huge, hairy, ugly gorilla-like beasts, which are highly intelligent.
They are always chaotic. They are undud, and thus are highly friendly to Tud-duds.
Without weapons, they make 1 bite per melee round at 1-4 fits, and 2 normal hiis per
turn, at 1-8 hits. They may use weaponry, but can never use magical weaponry. They
often have "false things' as pets. They usually attack on sight, but only take jewalr]
with them after they kill someore. They speak the Dark Tongue and the Northern tonguc

DUNCHOUNDS (number appearing, 1-25; Armor Class 5; Hit Dice 3; % in lair 60;
type of treasure G.) These are large, semi-intelligent dog-like creatures, who bay
while pursuing their prey. They kill only for food, but are always chaotic. If they
have recently eaten, they will not attack even lawful creatures, but will repcort the
vresence of such creatures to any Evil High Priest or other high-level evil type on
the level. They make i bite per turn, at 2-18 hits.



SABIR TOCTADD KZICERS {Kumber Appearing 3-"0; Armor claes 63 it Dice b; % in lni
50; Tvpe of treasure A.)

Saver Toothed N2igars are hwrnn-featured, cat.ralnied animnlis uith largz fanos.
They ki1l &t any excuss, but ir o babtile continies Fov wiy lonl, besors bored apd yun
wwny . They atteck with 1 bite per melece round at 2-16 hivs, and two paw guipes per
Loloe round, at 2- 16 hits. Sometimes they will iie on thoir sides to uege all four
naws (25% charce of this, 50% if the Neiger is alene). If a ent lies =n its zide, ite
arm:y class is reduced to 9, but it makes four paw swipes vDer melge round at 2~1H5 hits
exch.  They are reasonehly intelligent, and highly ehaotic. They often truvel with
rvge nordes of Pocket Armenians who they use as slaves and catile.

D w

WALKZRS (Number appearing, 1-5; Armor class 4; Hit dice 9; no lzir; type of trea-
svre, they carry 1-6000 in their sock.)
Do you remember the giant figt in YELIOW SUBMARIME? Well, a Walker is somethipg

like that, except that it's a foot, chopped off above the ankle. I% wears a sock that
T3 potiiing but a cleak--that is to say, the sock ends before it covers the foot; it
merely coversg the ankle. Walkers are 5" ascross, and 15' abeam, so only ones may go
Zown 4 10' wide corridor at a time. They dn not achbually walkx, but travel by levitat-
ion along approximatcoly 2' off the ground. They are always Lawful. They hove a
catural eamity towavds Beshes. When they attack, if in a ccrridor, they will kick,
at 2-16 poiante of damsge; if in an area with a high enough ceiling (or if outdoors),
they will levitate higher, and then stomp on the person(s) below. When z Walker

“omns, it does 13-28 hits of damage (3 dice plus 10). W lkers don't speak.

BESIES (Number appearing, l{always); move in inches, 12; Hit Dice 10; % in lair,
100; tyme of treasure, between 100,000 and 1,000,000 gold pieces. )

Beuhes never wanier out of their ldair. They are usually accompanied hy 10-20
Zegh-puppets as grards. They are always reutral, but will try to deceive 31l and sun-~
dry--even evil beings--into thinking they are lawful. They have a natural enmity to
Wulkers. They are highly magic-resistant. They will disburse vast sums of money to
apyone swearing fealty to them. They never attack,; but will instead let their puppets
do the fighting. Their treasure is always cleverly hidden in several spots, and a
Been will, in order to save its life, give away enough money to do so. They always
¢resy conservatively, and speak Common, Bureaucratic, Lawful, Neutral, and Chactic.
They are never seen with others of their own kind. They are man-like in form, and
ure approximately 8' tall. They have & huge ego, and must be treated with proper
courtesy at all times, or dire events will occur.

BESH PUPPETS (Number appearing, 10-20; Move in inches, ¢; Hit dice, 1; % in lair,
have no lair--in Besh's lair; type of treasure, none but what Besh gives them. )

Besh puppets are always seen with their master. They are unintelligent, and man-
shaped, although approximately four foot tall. They move in response to a whistle
lown by their Besh, and make a high-pitched "DOO! DOO!" sound as they walk. They
sitack at 1-8 hits per melee round. They are always neutral. They caanot be distrac-
tad by food or treasure, but if their Besh's whistle is capbired, they will follow the
whisile blower. Anyone killed by a Besh puppet becomes one.

CLOAK OF REVUISION: This is & magical jtem. It may be vorn by any man-like beling.
It appears to be made of shimmering silk, and, when put on, a face of Hvan Jones, leer:
ing norribly, appears at the seam and on the back. Any being {except undead) who
glances at the cloak has a 60% chance of throwing up, and a L0% chance of fleeing im-
rneliately. A barfing being may not attack while so engaged (and is so engaged for 4
malee rounds ), and then flees. If cornered and forced to fight, it attacks at half,
because it is weak.

MAGICAL CORFLU: This is another magical item. It comes in one-ounce bottles. An
oupce is a sufficient amount to meke any being diappear. This being must be held stil’
while the user brushes the corflu all over nim. Once the corflu has been brushed, the
bheing disappears, and the bottle should be discarded.




THE CORTINUING £2GA OF JEREMY PP JISON, glﬁ,lq and his Corganion, D/VID GLADSTEIY
by Adam ¥Xaszeanof

Gladsffinkzggieamiftgr's cves na;rowed slightly for a moment, then returned to normal.
e So0k tep backwards into the center of *he rsom and set his feet as far
igart as his shoulders. He extended his riaght arn siightly in freot of him, bolding
is nunchaku underhand by one of the two rods, leaving the other rod resting on top
of the first rod. With a light tossing motion he let the top stick of the nunchaku
fiy forwardluntil the weapen was fully extended, and then with a sharp snapping motior
?f h}s arm he vhipped the nupchakus backward cver hig right shoulder and caught it
in the palm of his left hand. He relsascd the stick held in his right hand and whip-
ped the nunchaku downwards apd to the left with his other hand, flicked the weapon
up in front of him at shoulder level on his lelt side, then swung the weapon back
down to waist level with a twisting motion of his left wrist which brought one stick
of the nunchaku up into hie left armpit and left him holding the o%her stick of the
nunchaku perpendicular to the one under his arm.

"Not bad,"” commented the karateka. "I am anxious to see how well you do in, shal
we say, 'competition'?"

"It's hardly going to be a fair fight," said Gladstein. “You have two nunchakus
and T only have one."

"You are correct. I will not use this pair," replied the karate master, taking
the nunchaku he held in his left hand and sticking it under the wide black belt of
his karate uniform. He then stepped into the center of the room near Gladstein.

Gladstein took a step back and then stopped. The karateka placed his feet to-
gether and faced Gladstein, placing his other nunchaku in his belt as well. Gladstei.
did likewise. Paulson made a lunging grab at his case and pulled cut the frame and
receliver assembiy of his submachinsgun. "No time to look for the damn bolt, " he
thought.

Paulson glanced at the center of the room. Gladstein and the karate master vere
still standing silently, facing each other. Paulsoun rose to his feet as quietly as
he could and moved toward the karateka, whose back was to him. He got within four
feet of the man and froze. Gladstein and the karate master bowed simultaneously and
slowly, each keeping his eyes fixed on the other to insure that neither engaged in
any inappropriate conduct, like kicking the other in the head.

The twc straightened up as slovwly as they had bent over, and the instant that
the karateka was standing upright once more Paulson smashed him on the back of the
head with the frame of his gun. The karate master promptly fell on his face in the
thick carpet of the room, unconscious. 'Thank you," Jeremy," Gladstein said. 'Vhat
do you suppcse we should do with him?"

"Send him on a vacation,” replied Paulson, fishing a pair of handcuffs from his
jacket pocket, and fastening the karateka's wrists behind his back with them.

* * ¥*

Paulson and CGladstein loaded the unconscious karate master, sans his handcuffs
now that Paulson was sure he would remain unconscious (having been given a couple of
sleeping pills for extra certainty), into the back seat of the taxi which they had
flagged in front of the Commodore Hotel. Paulson slamned the rear door of the cab,
and waliked over to the driver's window.

"Listen," began Faulson, "my fried has obviously had, er, a few too many, let
us say. He has to make his flight to Ios Angeles tonight or he'll be in real trouble
with his boss in California. Now, here's his ticket, " he continued, pulling an
Americapn Airlines ticket out of his pocket and handing it to the driver. "Take him
to Keneedy Airport and make sure he gets on his plane all right. TI'a appreciate it."
Paulson took a hundred dollar bill from his pocket and handed it to the driver.

* * ¥*

Paulson and Gladstein sat at a rear table in the nearly-deserted '"Famous
Binacle Bar " of the Commodore Hotel. The place wasn't as greasy as Paulson had
imagined it would be. "Jeremy, what dc you thimk will happen to that man?" asked

Gladstein.

a 11 get to Los Angeles, " replied Paulson, 'wake up eventually, perhaps even
before he's arrested on vagrancy charges, gnd discover that he haes no’ money and no
identification. From thereé on,” who kicws? continued next page%



"2t are ve going to do with the JDL's money, Jeremv?" inquired Gladstein. ™«
have a sizable chunk of it, and we did ot complete our mission successfully.”

"Considerirz that the J.D,L. failed to inform us that the vineyards on San Sui
vere guarded lille Fort Kmcx, and it is certainly nn tharks to then that we're still
alive at this moment, or that we ever got off the island, I feel no overwhelming
guilt about keeping their cash."”

Suddenly the Bipacle Bar appeared to be totally vacant. Paulson glanced toward:
the door. Five men in icentical blue suits with their right hapds stuck inside theix
coats and paper bags over their heads were standing in front of the entrance to the
bar. They cleared a path tarough their midst to allow a sixth figure with a false
beard, wig, mustache, and identical suit to pess through. The head of the JDL New
York Espionage section walked over to Paulson and Glsdstein's table and sat doun.

. t"%ello, Jer%my," commented the JDL official. "I heard that the mission was not
a total success.

"To the contrary,"” said Paulson, " it was a complete failure."

:Well, that's rather unfortunate."

It would have been more unfortunate if we'd stayed on that island," said Paul.
Eogr "I have not%ing aga%ngt taking limited risks, ?ut Tighting tanks barehanded an¢
& lngoﬁnyggTi%ﬁe %agﬁgfm sgidmgﬁg negpggggggohggﬁ?rt%ggfry about not telling you,
but that was an order from..." FHe pointed upwards with his right hand.

ot even for God will I fight tanks barehanded.’

"Hah hah!" said the JDL man. "At least you still bave yuor sense of humor."

"No fault of the JDL that I still have a sense of apything."

"But I'll tell you, there's something else wbich you still have that we want--
our monhey." .

With that the JDL Head of NY Espionage waved his right hand and his bodyguards
drew their hands from within their jackets and leveled their automatics at Paulson
and Gladstein. They advanced until they were a few feet from the table.

"I understand your feelings about this matter," said Paulson, "and I think I ca:
arrange an equlitable gettlement to this situation. Gladstein apd I will keep half
of the agreed-upon fee, and we will give the other hslf back to you."

"I regret that I must have all of our money back,"” said the JDL man. 'Or..."

"Since you put it that way, here’s some of it." Paulson dug his hand down intc
his rightside jacket pocket as if reaching for money. After a second he pulled his
hand back cut and placed an olive, drab grenade down onto the table. He yanked the
pin out with his left hand and threw the pin across the room, still holding the
grensde firmly with his right hand. -

The JDL official still looked smug., ‘“Come off it, Paulson, that type of junk
only works in movies. I know you're bluffing.”

"I assure you that this is an authentic, live hapd grepade," said Paulson, "and
thet I won't hesitate to set it off if your friepds don't make themselves extremely
scarce very gquickly."

"Maybe it is live, " said the JDL man, "but you still wouldn't throw it. That
would Fake you up along with us, and I know that you wouldn't kill yourself. DNot i
mopey. "

Paulson opened his hand and allowed the handle to fly off the grenade. There
wag g hissing sound as the grenade's internal fuse began to burn. The JDL men
stared at Paulson for aboubt two seconds, then scrambled for the dopr. By the time
six secohds had elapsed,they were halfuay through the door a few yards from the bar
which led from the Hotel's lower level to the interior of Grand Central Station.

They were all the way through snd still going when sevein seconds, the standard
time delay for hand grenades, hed elapsed. When they heard the loud explosion
echoing from the interior of the Binacle Bar they raced aheed still faster.

T0 BE CONTINUED... DISCOVER HOW PAULSON AND GILADSTEIN GET TIEIR WAY OUT OF
THIS ONE: :
iﬁ%%%*****************************************************************************ﬁ

I'm sorry for that stupid squeezing of lines above.on.this page apd at the
bottom of lmst page. I'll lick it yet.... As you can tell, this is a different
typewriter--I've rented an elite for the summer. You can look forward to this new
space-saving type face for the rest of the summer (joy).




THEE SHERIOCK HOIMES STORY
"So it was you all along," I hissed.
The obese, bloated creature of a men shifted on what looked like a throne
cerved out of thie stone wall of the laborazftory. 'Want, Watson, you're not glad %o see
me back from the dead?" Mycrort Folues, older brother of the Oreat Detective, asked
with & cruel smile. “Actually, we haven't ret before, you know--the man vou protably
have mistaken me for did .die in Zondon, apparently a suicide. I feel very close to
him, of course, since he @id set up this machine you see before you, and use 1t to make
ne, so to speak."
It was all too obvious to me--somehow, a matter-duplicator did exist, as Sherlock
had conjectured...the product of Mycroft's genivs, I supposed. This man whom I had
taken to be the original Mycroft was only a copy, a copy that must have murdered its
creator! My gaze fell from his face to the flcor in front of him, vwhere I noticed
another of those transparent coffin-like containers which were linsd up near the machins
in the center of the cavern-lob...only this coffin contained the naked, unmoving
hody of Sherlock Holmes himself!!

My slarm ust have shown en my face--Mycroft chuckled and said, "Not dead, of
course, onhly stupefied and sleeping...though mebe soon, you'll think it would have
been better for the world if he were dead!” The fat man punched a button on one arm
of his tirone, and silently Holmes' coffin slid across the cave floor until it stopped
at cne side of the giant apparatus that still glowed and pulsed in its own faint light.
“I'11 stert the warn-up sequence now, " Mycroft said, and punched another button on his
chair's armrest. "It will teke some minutes to get prepared--won't you sit down?" he
asked, and waved at the floor in front of him. I snorted and began to walk towards

Sherlock's body, but as I did Mycroft said quietly, "Dr. Wutson, don't go any further.
He toucied another control and suddenly a brilliant arc or flash of unimsginably brigh*
lig-t cut across my path--it ceased almost before it began, bui there was a thunderclap
the' khnocked me off my feet. I came to my senses a moment later and blinked away the
aftor-images in front of my eyes, and as I did I realized that my face and hands had
been seared by the flash of heat. I smelled a sparky, ozone smell, plus a slight mix-
ture of burned hair odor that I knew came from myself.

"Sorry to have to do that, Watson," Mycroft gloated, "but perhaps it will puk all
thought of escape out of your mind. You haven't been permapeantly damaged, I hope?"

"No," I replied, "only superficial burus.' I remained seated where I had been
knocked down; Al quietly sat down where he was, near the base of Mycroft's throne.

He waited a few minutes as the duplicator warmed up and the glowing pale blue
lights in its transparent pipes grew slowly brighter. Then a harsh buzz startled us—

apparently Myecroft as much as Al and me. He frovned and puached ancther button, and
shouted to the air, "What is it? I was not to be bothered!"”

"Sir, " a military voice spoke, &pperently from nowhere, "there's trouble, sector
14-B. Security has been breached, a private is dead, no appareat cause or clues as to
the invader."

Mycroft grunted, "OK, go to red alert status, but clear everyone out of 14-8; I'il
be coning out that way, and amyone left will be blasted. Out, " ne concluded, and thre.
another switch. A door slowly ground open in the wall of the cavern in front of us,

from apparently solid rock. Mycroft sighed and levered his gross body to its feet.
E= picked up a small control box and began to waddle heavily down the steps from his
chaiy .

“On your feet, both of you," he ordered. 'Walk on ahead of me, and don't forget

what I can do to you with a touch of a button." He touched a button, and again a
blast of light flickered across the cave, in another direction, from no apparent source
We got hastily to our feet and proceeded to the newly opened door. Myeroft followed,
walking slowly behind us. He groaned, "Those turkeys couldn't reason their way out of
a paper bag! I have to figure everything out arcund here. Well, the machine will
take a dozen more minutes to get prepared...if we're not back by thepn, it will wait--
and I'm sure my dear brother Sherlock will!" He glanced at the sleeping body in the
coffin with contempt. "He won't be going anywhere soon, " Myeroll said. Then he reach
ed us and we began to walk slowly up the sloping tunnel to Sector ;h.



A few minutes later, without inecident, we arrived at post 14-B and saw the body
of the d=ad soldier lying on the orck floor, hiz uniform in dissrray. MNycroft
stopped us with a word and beaan to make a careful exaninsticn of the guard room.

I saw nothing significant, but kept quiet, since I remerered the brilliance of the
Mycroft I once knew, as he showed, for example, in the singular case of the Greek
Interpreter. In my judgement he was second only toc Sherlock, or at least the crigina-
Mycroft was. This copy proceeded tc astonish me, however. Ke first concluded his
survey of the guard room, then motioned to me to come forward. '"Examine the body,
Doctor, " he commanded. '"What was the cause of death?"

I gave the private a quick but complete locking-over, but could find nothing
obviously fatal. His face was contorted in an expression that only reminded me of
extreme pleasure, so to have something to say, I muttered, 'Death by ecstasy?"

Mycroft smiled, "Of course--congratulations, Doctor! You've helped me tremen-
dously! Now please stand back." I did so, and Mycroft waddled forward and dropped
heavily to his knees next to the dead man. I had removed the corpse’'s shirt in the
course of my examination, and so Al and I watched as the Great Detective's brother
took a small phial of gray powder out of his pocket and prccezded to spripkle 1t

across the chest of the scidier. FHe then carofully blew away the excess grains, and
I could see that a patiern had been left behind. Mycroft took a carefully rolled-up
cloth out of apother pocket and covered the man's chest with it, then pressed it down

gricoth. When he 1ifted it the powder had adhered and formed a clear pattern: two
pairs of concentric circles, dots in the center of each, and much other fine structure
visible. Al and I must have shown our obvious puzzlement, because Mycroft grinned

et ug like & boy showing his friends a magic triclk.

"titprints, " he explained, "as unique as fingerprints! It's cleer that someone
penetrated this castle's defenses this far, but could go no further past this guard .
They had to persuade him to turn off the automatic alarms, disarm himself (his weapons

are missing, you noticed, I'm sure), and then they, or I should say she, apparentiy
proceeded to kill him by literally raping him to death. The clues are obvious, to a
trained eye. She then put his uniform back on his body and left through that door, "
he said, pointing to one at the side of the room away fron the route to the laborator,
"Even those idiots I hire to guard me should be able to destroy her soon; she's lost
in this maze of tunnels, and certainly won't interfere with us any more. Back to the
chamber, please...l will follow."

Still mystified, Al and I led the way down to the lab again, and at Mycroft's
command sat again on the floor where ve could see all that was to happen. The big

matter duplicator was ready to operate and glowed brightly...Sherlock's body had not
moved in the time we were gone. All seemed to Pe under Mycroft's contrel as, seated
on his throne, he threw the switch and the fiendish duplicating process began.

TO LE CONTINUED
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PRRSONAL NOTES.-- NEWS FROM MY PUBLISHING EMPIRE o

As those of you who are IDA members Know (and this is a good spot to plug IDA,
since nobody's expecting it--send $2 to Walt Buchanar, RR 3, Iebanon IN hE052 to

join the largest, most worthy and generally most worthwhile organization in the hobby
I spent most of the time before I published this issue of TPA publishing DIFLCMACH
REVIEW, Volume U4 #3, which Gil Neiger, the IDA editor, was unable to do. As soon as
T am done with this mammoth hunk of nonsense, I will be working on another--the IDA
Handbook, which should eat up a lot of my time. If you write me and you're not an-
swered immediately, don't worry--the weight of these commitments lies heavily on my
time and I uusually place the mass commitments of publishing hefore the individuai
one of ansvering lettersg. '

T will be attending DipCon, most likely traveling in Birsan's Horde. I will be
attending ORIGINS I, and will be bringing along my notorious Iord of the Rings wargan
to playtest and get general comments on. 1 will not be attending SummerCon, since
I went to WinterCon, and although I enjoyed myself, 1t was only questionable whether
it was worth the transportation costs. Anyway, SummerCon is right before DirCon, the
time when I ought to be putting the finishing touches on the Handbook.




DUDLAND

COUNCIL HALI, CAPITAIDUD: The familiar ring of the Summoning Bell
of the High Council of Dudiand resounded through the Falsce's halls end
narrow corridors. The king digpensad with the formalities of singing
"Hail o the Dud" and got straight 1o business,

"tlell, gentlemen, by now you've heard the results of the Iesh Pup-
pet offengive,...Gaeneral Costodud, please report cn these developnments...
General Costodud?,.."

"General Costodud was arrested and is awaliting trial, your
Dudness," answered the Honorable Tud-Dud. "Don't you remember sisning
the arrest order?"

"Ah yes, very well... I hereby appoint Colonel Dillthadud as Comman-
der of my Armed Icrces. Colonel,rapeorti!”

"Yessir, TForce '"A' of 1000 Besh Puppets advanced to location'alpha’
--here--" (pointing to a map) "and seized hill 'Bravc,' hey then dis-
appeared.”

"Huh?"

"MNo more was heard from them..."

"Well, goshdarn it all, WHY?"

"lie suspect it was the worlt of your traitorious ex-commander, Costo-
dud‘ "

HILL BRAVO, DUDLAND: Kovaldud huddled underneath the boulder and
pulled out hie PuppeiPhone.

"Yes, bLovaldud?" the familiar voice of hiszs master rang out, for only
him to hear.

' "llagter, terrible news. The whole force hag besn vanquished! A
force of 1000 conventional seldiers in the pay of the Custecdlian charged
at cur force screaming 'Veritas Vincit! Veriltas Vineclt!' The whole hord
of Bezh-Puppets scattered in dismay..."

"ijell, then, lovaldud; you have failed in your mission. I suppose
we'll have to terminate your puppetship.”

"MNo, master! Anything but thati®

"Very well, we'll kill you.”

A lcoud, high pitched noise was emitted by the PuppetPhone. It ex-
ploded, and lefi kovaldud collapsed in a heap.

BACLK AT THZ COUNCIL HELETING: "Very well, I suppose that concludes
the military part of the meeting.

"I have called a very special guest here today. He has headed up a
secret project--unknown to you, funded by the Privy Purse--which has bee:
investirsating the scientific side of fighting the Dudnezs. The name of
the project--Operaticn De-Dud. The scientist--my !linister of Science,
Tibordud." _

The man walked into the room and began to speak. "Our research has
led us to many strange lands, through many far-off areas. llany of our
avenues of approach have been dead ends--but others have each yielded,
albeit grudgingly, tiny bits of information. lie have complied this infor
mation and fed it into our giant computer, Dudivac. Theoretically,
Dudivac should have told us the final answer to the Dudness problen.
Instead, all we get is the signal "DUD OUT"--which is computer jargon for
"stop babbling--trese data make no sense,

"lJe shall continue to analyze our data. Perhaps we are missing one
vital link. Uhatever the case may be, you can be sure that we scientiste
are doing our part for Dudland.”

Indeed, Tibordud was closer %o his answer than he realized, B %,
Tor the meantime, Dudland continued its losing fight against the dread
Dudness.



{{ast issue's pudlication of "Adzam Kasanof, Industrial Spy" hes
started a feud,it seems. TFezgt your =2yas on:))

CREG COSTILYAN, INSURANCE INVESTIGATOR by Adam Xasanof (who else?)

Greg Costikyan sat in the deeply upholistered black leather chair
and contemplated the office around him. It contained an @xtreme}y ex-
pensive-locking glass-topped mahogany desk which he was sitting in front
of, sevaral glass-fronted bookecases standing agrinst the walls, an oak-
panelled bar, a massive wall-projection color TV and a number of other
attractive extravagances. It certainly seemed that Shalom Insurance
took good care of its executives.

The office door slid (electrically operated, naturally) noiselesgly
open and a tallish, black-haired man in a costly-seeming blue silk suilt
strclled in. Against his instinctive laziness Costikyan dragged himself
to his feet,

"Hello," he said, managing his usual wait-until-you-see-my-fee
grin, and extended his hand to the Shalom executive, The man took i%,
and, after a brief business handshake, motioned for Costikyan to sit
down again (which he did at cnce)., "Mr. Costikyan,” began the insurance
executive, sealing the door with a push of a button, “"sorry about now
introducing myself at once, but it was necessary that the door be closed.
If any word of what I am about to tell you were to leak out, it would
be disastrous for Shalom Insurance., I'm Samuel O'Hara."

"An Irishman, eh?" thought Costikyan. "Well, not much point in my
saying it, since you already know my name, but I'm Greg Costikyan."

"I'11 be direct with you, Hr. Costikyan. We here at Shalow are in
deep trouble. This matter is of utmost importance to us. That is why
we require the services of a professional of your caliber. That is why
the normally frugal Mr, Paulson, our majority stockholder, has agreed to
pay your ten per-cent fee."

"Eleven per-cent,"” interjected Costikyan. "Inflation.”

"Whatever, Mr, Costikyan, have you ever heard of the Persian Star?’

"What is it? A ruby, sapphire, diamond, some rock like that?"

"Hardly," replied 0'Hara. "It is the world's largest oil tanker.
Fifteen hundred feet long, with a weight of about 550,000 tons. She set
out from the Middle East some time ago, and then disappeared without a
trace. A massive search has revealed nothing. The company that owns
her is planning to claim the insurance on her, which comes to..."

"I don't think I need %o hear any more,” commented Costikyan, "I
think I've got the mystery solved already." He dug through the pockets
of his brown jacket, pulling out a packet of Derringer little cigars.
“It's really quite simple," he went on as he shook the twenty clgars out
of the box and into his hand, and then placed them all between his lips.
"You gee," he stated as he 1lit the cigars with his diamond-studded
Colibri Touchstone lighter, and a haze of smoke began to enshrcud his
head, "The Star of Persia was never in its port in the Mideast in the
first place. Actually, there was a rather substantial hologram of the
Persian..."

0'Hara shook his head. "Of course!" said Costikyan, speaking as
well as might be expected with twenty small cigars in his mouth. "It's
exactly like that museum caper I just wound up in Austrial! There's this
large inflatable replica of the Persian Star, if you get my meaning, and
everyone who sees it thinks..."

0'Hara shook his head once more. :

"Well," said Costikyan, puffing vigorously on his cigars, "This
looks like it's going to be a bit tougher than I had first anticipated.”

END PART ONE or FINIS, depending on whether Adam continues it.
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STOR OF DURS -~ As of July 7, 1375

David Barlow, 107 Gladvin Ava, leonia NJ = C7405

Scott Pennett Jr, 187-37 38tk Ave, Flushioo WY 1135k

Peter Berpgren, Davistown Schu lhouse Rd, Orford Kl 03777

Doug Beyerlein, 240 Hawthorne / Apt. F, Falo Alto CA 9L301

EQi Birsar, 35-35 75th 8%/Apt #302, Jackson Heights, Y 11372
John Boardman, 234 E 19 $t, Brooklyn, N7 11226

Mike Friedman, 76 Halyard Rd, North Wocdmsre, LY 11501

John Doyer, 117 Garland Drive, Carlisle 24 17013

John Brennick, 192 Curtis Ave, Stoughton MA 02072

Walt Buchanan, RR #3, Iebanon, IN L6052

Mick Bullock, 14 Nursery Ave, Halifax, West Yorkshire UK HX3 58%
Philip Cohen, 310 Stewart Ave, Tthaca NY 14850

Al & Tom Burkacki, 13201 Duyer, Detroit MT 18212

Greg Costikyan, 1675 York Ave, NY NY 10023

Blair Cusack, 162C 42nd St, SW, Calgary Alberta CAIADA T3C 1725
Curt Denhart, 93 Ordale Blvd, Pittsburgh PA 15228

Matthew Diller, 8507 Avon St. Jamaica NY 11432

Don Ditter, 1015 N Lth St W, Aurora MN 55705

Harry Drews, PO Box 232, Kitchener, Ontario CANADA N2G 3X9

Bob Eisen, One David lane, Yonkers NY 10701 :

Jim Diehl, 5008 Normandale, Highlands Drive, Bloomington MN 55437
Russell Fox, 5160 Donna Ave, Tarzana CA 91356

W yhe Gildroy, SO0 Kings Highland Dr. West, Ap5 315, Columbus OH 43229
Adam Gilinsky, River Road, Scarborough NY 10510

Isurence Gillespie, 23 Robert Allen Drive, Halifax, NS CANADA B3M 3G9
Devid Gladstein, 2475 West 16th St, Brooklyn NY 1121k

Rober® Goldman, 200 Cld Army Rd, Scarsdale NY 10583

Noah Lerman, 35 Thomas Dr, Storrs €T 06268

Ben Gressman, 29 E 9th St, NY NY 10003

Adam Gruen, U470 North St, Harrison NY 10528

Ray Heuer, 1C2-k2 Jamaica Ave, Richmond Hill NY 11418

Mike Honig, 1494 E 96th St, Drooklyn NY 11236

Don Horton, 16 Jordan Ct, Sacramento CA 95026

Ted Crowley, 252 Hamilton Ave, Princeton NJ 08540
Adam Stephanides, 1365 E 60 St, Chicago IL 60637

Larry Johnson, 201-1433 Faircliff Ln, Victoria, British Columbia, CANADA
Evan Jones, 390 Rivergide Drive, NY NY 10025

Dave Kadlecek, 1447 Sierra Creek Way, San Jose CA 95132

Adam Kesanof, 1349 Lexington Ave, NY NY 10028

Ron Keeping, 2308 Sunset In, Henderson KY L2420
Don Kellogg, 154 N. Erie, Wichita K3 67214

Ron Kelly, # 210, 225 Virginia Ave SE, Washington DC 20061

Richard Kovalcik, Jr, 947 S56th St, Brooklyn NY 11219

John Leeder, 4910 20A St SW, Calgary Alberta CANADA T2T SAG

Bob Lipton, 556 Green Place, Woodmere NY 11598

Howard Mahler, c/o Math Dept., Princeton U., Princeton NJ 08540
Ten lakoika, 64l West Briar Place, Chicago IL 60657

David Malmquist, 75 E Wayne AVe W702, Silver Spring MD 20901
Will MeCullam, Fairmount Rd, Newbury Ohio LL0O65

Drew McGee, 261 Utter Ave, Staten Island NY 1031b

Dave Darden, 241 Cherry St, Farmingdale NY 11735

Doug McMullin, Box #26, Muir R4, RR #2, Courtenay, BC Canada V9M 5NQ
Dave Head, Box 1231, Huntsville, Ontario Canada POA 1KO

Pote Birks, 39 Handforth Rd, Iondon UK SW9 OLL

John Morgam, Box 4600, Sta B, Nashville Tenn. 37235

R.L. Morton, 306 Frank St, Apt #7, Ottawa, Ontario, CANADA K2P OXB

Jeff Myers, 276 Riverside Drive, NY NY 10025
(continuedi



(il Neiger, 300 W. 108th St, 2pt, 11B, New Tork NY 10025

Ruzs MNekorchuk, 6201 Franks Road, Douce Spripgs MO SRl

Craig Nye, "Rosedean, ' Upper Common, stapleliell, Suscex UK

Jeremy Stusrt Paulson, 63-60 98th St, Rego Bark Y 1137h

Cyril Penn, 67-38 108th St, Ferest Hills MY 11375

Eugene Frosnitz, 200 Clinton St, Brooklyn NY 11201

Arnold Proujansky, c/o Park Plaza Hotel, 50 W. 77 5t, NY NY 1002k
Doug Reif, 67 Grosvenor Rd, Kenmore NY 14223

Scott Rosenberg, 182-31 Radnor Road, Jamaica Estates, NY 11432

Paul Rosenzweig, 26 Pond Park R4, Great Neck, NY 11023

Paul Rowe, 182-31 Radnor Road, Jamaica NY 11432

Robert Sacks, 15-F Tang Hall, 550 Memorial Drive, Cambridge MA 02139
Bruce Schlickbernd, 6194 E 6 St, Longbeach, CA 908C3

Daeve Allen, 11 Alma Heights Off Cavendish Way, Mickleover Derby UK DE3 5BJ

Duncan Smith, 9 East 10th St, NY NY 10003

Rich Swies, 4829 . leamington, Chicago IL 60638

Stephen Tihor, 32 Washington Square West, New York NY 10003
John Torrey, FO Box 12084, Research Triangle Park NC 27709
Nick Ulanov, 48 University Place, Princeton NJ €8540
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T Rod Walker, 1273 Crest Drive, Encinitias CA 92024

77 Hartley Potterson, "Finches,' 7 Cambridge Rd, Beaconsfield Bucka. UK HPS 1HW
359 John Weswig, 2115 NW Elder St, Corvallis ORE 97330

18 Adam Wildavsky, 440 Sequoia, Oakland Hills CA 94605

¢ Warren Wyman,450 Hill Trail, Ballwin MO 63011

G&6 Mark Zimmermann, 6812 langston Drive, Austin TX 78723

T Dan Gorham, Benedictine Community, Box 5, Summers Arkansas 72769

20 Gary Tesszer, 2455 Haring S8t, Brooklyn NY 11235

T? Don Miller, 12315 Judson Rd, Wheaton MD 20906

CODES: A number is the issue your sub rups out; T-Trade, C-Ccomplimentary,
G-in a game, G&n-in a2 game with n issues to be sent after game ends.

The count; 86. -6, T-27, G-34, Subs-18., These are probably off by one or two,
since I was never much good at counting. The list is in near-alphabetical order, whi.
means there are a few duds out of order.

AND NOE FCR SOMETHING COMPIETELY DUD...

PREDAWN IEFTIST is & 'zine from Ben Grossman that is better known around NY as Predud
Leftist. It hasg improved tremendously since last revieved; the editor has proved he
knowg FEnglish. Really, though, this is a good place to Join a nevw game. Mimeo. Sub:
10/$2, Reg. Dip. $2 plus sub, Colonia $k plus sub, Schizo $2 plus sub, Bourse, no fee.
Ben Grossmen, 29 E. 9 8t, New York, New York 10003.

URF DURFAL is Greg Costikyan's variant playtest 'zine--but it's not just a warehouse.
Greg prints variants also, and will occasionally have articles. Have fun watching th
map mutate in the game of UT'TER CHAOS I'm GMing. Openings in all variants printed in
THE POCKET ARMENIAN, plus FRIGG IT:., ANACHRONISTIC, and DIPLOMAFIA. Just keep a sub,
no fee. Greg will run apy variant that has not been played hefore. Subs zre a com-

plicated formula fee; send Greg a lump sum. IFf you contribute over a certian amount

of press, you get an issue free. See the list above for Sticky's address.

You may be wondering where our games went. Right after the last deadline, when TPA
would normally have been published, I printed up LUGBURZ #1, a 'zine that just contail
ed the game reports. Any person who wants a copy can just tell me, and I'1l send it
to him. That is, any one who normally gets TPA. LUCDBURZ was only sent %o players.

GIGO is another Costikyan 'zine, which is mutli-fandom in format--SciFi, fantasy,
wargames, computers, comics, dippy, anythings. Subs are 5/42.50, I think. V. Good.
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THE POCKET ARMEIIAN is a magazine of Postal
Diplomacy and other oddities, of which
varganing, science fiction, Dungeons & Dragons,

Fantasy, fiction, rolitics, ave all rarts.

Subs ere 8/,2. Gamefee is %6.50, no games

open right nov. Uill opea up as socon as onhe

gaue we are gm'esently rupning ends. All.
contributions ai'e welcome; we pay 2 free
igssues tor conuribuiions less than a rpage or
equal to one, ¢ io. more. Permigsion to re-
grint is granted blanketly (!), as long as
credit is given and a copy sent To us. Uhis
magazine is a aeuber of DHYMPA, and since all
the editors are IDA members, I suppose one
might call it ap IDA 'zipe too. It is ab
times a dud ‘zine. lowever, vwe try to keep
ithose times cs infirequent as possible.

HIGE ROSTER OF DUDS (Additicns):

2l Doug Roanscan, 868 Ingersoll Ct.,
Missigsauge, CANANDA L5J 251

T Steve Nozik, 57 Chartwell Ct.,
Rochegter MY 14618

G(t) Ferkin Doyle, 1519 Naudain St.,
Philadelphia PA 19140,

a(t) means temporarily in game.

B R R e R
*THE CONTENTS OF THIS ISSUE ARE HOT COPY-*
*RIGETED. HOVEVER, ANYOWE WISHING TO JE-*
¥PRIVE MATERIAL MUST FIRST SIGY A VRITTENH
HGTATEMENT TUAT EE IS NOT A BESH PUPPET. *
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LA N -~ Fivst Aaniversary Lzszue --

Mk er A2vonges;:
Juiy 11, 1275
Editors:
Scott Rosenberg
182-31 Xedoor R4.
Jamaica, 1Y 11432 (all money)

Greg Custikyan
1875 Youk A e
New York, MY 10028

Adam Kasanol
1349 Lexinguon Ave
Wew Yorl:, 'Y 10028

Matthew Diller
8507 Avon 84

Jamaice, 1Y 1132

For those of you uho are wondeyr-
ing where all the games are, tie
adjudications vere mailed out in
a sepavate 'mine (LUGBURZ) to

all players. Any person who gets
TPA is welcowme to a copy oi LUG-
BURZ for ¢ SASE.

Next issue will be on time, despite
this cne's lateness.

Again, I1'd like to take thig final
parting shot to thank everyohe who
helped me out over the year, who
wrote articles, who sent money, who
gave words ol encouragemeat, who
joined games, Ua0 wWroue press (even
if we didn't like it), who traded
(except Kovaleilk), who hel:ed out
by collating cod viaatnot--in shert,
everyone wilo las beeir & part of the
phenomenon thaod is this 'zipe. It
has been a mood year, and all I caa
wish is That next year will be as
good. .
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Scott Rosenbeur, i

Editor, TUE FOCKET ARMENTALN
a/k/a Ariocn, Iovd of Chaos
a/k/a WMicholes A. Ulanov
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