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Fearing the Mask May SHp
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Hello, everyone, and welcome to the t/September {asam of this rag.

It didn'e start out that way, mind you, but.”. .well, I'm sure you can
gee wity this took so long. The games went absad swothly, so all 1s
almoat well.

I have a lot of "business’ to get to, so. . .

1) Desperation Game. ItuvdamdSerﬁeytompplymwitha

ann-by-noum commentary of your gome and hnaﬁmud,pmvideddut

none of the players cbject. Please let me lmow thyu:;ml:ael:uf
cxders (and, yes, 1 1 count No Comment Rocleved as a "Supwr, let

2} Soldiers of Foroome. In your second game report (on 14},
’ improved ‘orth yfion

.3)Id:m'tkmuifldiditelauhhemarmt.auler.muduittnra.
s T

¢
>
3
3
t]
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6) As I'm now ruming a- here which CAN

tull Woody, ?) apd, we al have one lepar with up; Jim
iz our Charter Leper. Welcoms aboard, Jimt :

Coming up 1z the This Month's Readers saction, but First I'd like
mmmmmmw. As scome of you koow,
P-t‘ﬁulda:t aboat o ﬁo, after a four year nm.
I'm'a bit ,» but hopeful chat £t will recurn in a or teo.
1In.the seantins, Pate, Celke adustagas of  the oeepite amnd: el N
tained here and i The Melnibone Herald (Pete’s subzine Iin MAGUS).

THIS MONTH'S READERS: Conrad "Mighty Minshall, Hobby Holley, Ron,
Flagh Faasio, GCrasssle, H.5. Ghod, J.R., The Favored One, The
Sacto » Iron t, Mike Mazzer, Ken Peel, Boochergeist, Lucky Lindy,
Haikc, PJG IV, Kathy Byrme (aND THE ML EAST CHAMPION METS111), John Crow,
The gmram Man, Gary Belmen, Francine, Marshall Linder, Mark Luedi,
Jim » Blll Quirm, Dave Villadsen, Tom Swider, and maybe others.
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NEXT SEASONM: Fall 1901 GaE ID: 1986-AT
ZAT: October 15, 1986 GM: Don Williams

Fizz, Movies and Whoop-De-Do

DESPERATION GAMF, OPENS WITH SOMETHING OLD AND SOMETHING NEW, AND LOTS
aND LOTS OF PRESS. . . . .THIS OME'S SHAPING UP TO BE AN EARLY MASTER-
PIECE!

L ] L - - - - - L -

THE FLAYERS

AUS Melinda Holley P.0O. Box 2793, Huntington, W¥ 25727
ENG {Greg Stewart 618 Short Dickey, Greenfield, OH 45123

FRA Gary Behrmen 13101 S Tremton, Clacthe, KS 66062

GER Pete Gaughan 3171 East Park Row, #165, Arlington, TX 76010
ITA Bob Olsen 6318 Winterberry Cr., Wichita, K8 67226

RUS Marshall Linder RD #3 Box 218 Carmichael Road, . WY 13827

TUR Francine Byme  29-10 l64th St., Flushing, NY 113

SPRING 1901

ALIS Eji A bud-RUM, A vie-BUD, F TRI H.

ENG 13 F edi-NUG, F lon-NTH, & lvp--LON.

FRA 131 F bre-MAD, A par-BUR, A MAR S A par-BUR.

CER [3] A mn-RUH, F kie-HOL, A ber-KIE.

ITa 131 A rom-APU, F nep-I0M, A VEN H.

RIS {41 A mos-5TP, A war-UKR, F sev-BLA, F stplsc)-BOT.
TUR {3] F ank-BLA, F smoy-ARM, A con-BUL.

GAME NOTES:

+ I SLODGEMENTS - -Hone

+Please note address correction for Gary Belwen (scrry about that)
~ZAT for Fall 1901 is October 15, 1986

*An early reminder that the F'0l and W0l seascns will be seperated

-Map of Spring 1901 is on the following page.
BLACKYT111TIT1I PEESS

THE FUTURE
BLACK SECTOR O0:14:26

The flat camputer voice spoke fram the lock's antxrciator---

//Entry to Deanger Room in twelve secornds. Indtiate lock in procedure.//
Gaughat checked the megawatt load on his laser pistol, fumbled his fingers
al the bandolier of shotgun shells...

/fTen seconds. /[

...he typed in rthe test pattern on his computer trminal and found it was

up.

//Six seconds./f/f
He powered up his morion scarmers. He was veady.

//Two seconds.// The lock cycled its air and the extemal doors
gsilently open. Gaughan pressed against the side of the lock, his 1
leveled, expecting at any moment to feel the Ericaseecing fire of the
opposition. He couldn’t see arumd the corners, it could be an awbush.
Suddenly, he was sweating.

//Mr. Gaughan,.// intoned the amamciator /fyocu must exit the lock./f

"Jusc a mirute, just a minute.' He swng up his motion detector; only
one blip showed--aside From himself--but it wms a good two miles away in
Green Sector. Gad, it must be samething massive to show up at that
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distance. Still, someone could be our chere, umoving, waiting silently
for just the right--even riow a sniper's sights could be on him. He
squirmed even flatter against the lock wall.

fiMre, r you must exit the lock.// A mechanical tum started.
The floor of the lock began to move...began to tilt forward. Gamghan
realized that soon it would be steep erough to slide him right out of
the lock...inro the...open...into the ambushl

"Ruile 14.271" screamed Gaughent. "Bule 14.27!"

fiinat? S}

"Rule 14.27. I'm declaring this a defensive position. Gane Control
gystans may not force a player cut of a defensive position,” welled
E:.;:Ei;mf?s he Frantically backpedaled up the steepening slope of the

g floor.

The mechanical hum silenced, the tilcing of the floor halted.
Meawhile, the control camputer dosmiloaded to the referee camputer,
which brought In its rules interpretation subsyscam, Gaughan had barely
anough time to wipe his brow in relief when the decision was uploaded to
the control computer.

ffLock Black, Main, affirmed as defensive posicion. //

smiled. Ha, he had chis bear. He hadn't poutxded the bocks
for naught. Yessirree, jusrc your average college joe with his inherent
studylng abilities, and GCanghan’s own quick wit, why, be was going To be
more than a match for those cold-blooded mercetwiries the other rtemns
were surely using. Yep, a classic case of brains versus brawn. He had
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cthis thing whipped, use their own system against them, HA!

fiMr. Gaughan, Rule 28.52.//

“hac...”

f/Rale 28.52, Mr Gaughan. Delay of game rule. Munitions penalty.
Five shells or five megawarts per Eive minute incremenc.//

"Wairt...wair a minura. . ."'

//The clock is rwming.//

"Sheeeeesh..."” Gaughan looked cut the lock again, he couldn't see
any ambushers. He tock a couple of tencative steps ocutside the iock,
then reconsidered arwi turned around.

Clang. The lock doors slammed shut in front of him. He was in;
inside the Darger Room.

Eé’f[f:lr:k in procedure complete--Have a Nice Day.// The casputer went
off-line.

YELLOW SECTOR 00:15:22

//Ten seconds.//f

Francine knew ber weapotis were ready. She didn't check them now,

ff31x secords.//

She did finger the dagger at her waist...almost tenderly. But then,
Iielﬁ did have an emoriondl attachment to it; her mother had given it to
[ iy seconds, //

She could hardly wait to make her first kill with ie.

The lock doors slid open and Francine stepped into the Danger Room.
The doors slid neatly closed behind her. She had her laser pistol ready.
//Lock in procedure complete. Have A Nice *SCRAZZIEX...// Francine

had blasted the armunciator.

' 1p alreadyl Youse talk too much.” She wasn't leaving by that
lock styway. She samg her smolding laser pisrol aroumd as she checked
her motion scanner. HNothing, except for a blip way over in Green Secror.

"Sheesh, mast be a tank to show up at this discance™ Francine rturhed
ad started down the corridor leading sy from Green Sector. After all,
she was viciocus—-mot stupid...

BUE SECTOR 00:15:28

//lock in canplete. Have A Nice Day.// -

Thwe man's holster belt and ammmition bandolier hung loosely on him.
They had been designad to be wom over body armor and the man had £
the discomfort of wearing the body ammor. In fact, he had Eoregone -
the discomfort of wearing any clothes ar all. He was entirely naked.

The naiced man held his laser pistol in one hand, his motion scswer in
;:ha other. Nothing in the ifmme<diate vicinicy, just a blip over in Green

ecior.

"To show up at chis distance,” mused the Naked Man, "'it must be.....
suddenly his teeth gnashed together, ™..,1t must be Dlsen.” The Naked
Man motioned te the Mutant Butler to follow, s a bandolier back
up mtocm'ne scragrly emaciated shoulder and silently, grimly, he set off

reen Seckor.

GREEN SECTOR Q0:22:14

“That's the last of them,” wheezed Olsen, sliding the last of the
tnmks from the lock into the corridior. He was out of breath from the
effort. The lock doors clanged shut.

f{Lock in procedure complete. Have A Nice Day.//

Ever. as it spoke the control computer was logging information from its
scarmers, noting the large mmber of crates and trunks Ofsen had dragged
in from the laocik.

fivr. Olsen,// the amunciator intoned, //I beiieve we have a violation
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of RPule 5.49, Maxime amount of Munitions fielded at game scarc.  You
are in viclation of Rule 5.49.7

"Moi?"" asked Olsen, increduiocusly.

{ fScarmers detect the presernce of twelve storage containers. Sensors
indicate that you are far in excess of the 120 cubic feet allowed.//

“Hey," said Olsen, "you're the guys that said to pack a lunch...

ANSWERS TO YOUR QUESTIONS ABOUT HIGH-LEVEL NUCLEAR WASTE ISOLATION (VIA
ENGEAND) =

1) How much high-level nmuclear waste is there?

950,000 cubic feet. {Now 1 ask you, how many times hawe you ever seen
the words 'cubic Feet’ used in a Dip zime? And I get it cwice in oe
menth. . .is this great or whatc?l

That's how mach helium it took to lift the "Destiny’s Might''. The
Desperate Man, [aced with an ugly deadline, stared our across the hills
of socuthern Pernsylvania. Below lay the Three Mile island muclear power
plant, the very place the Desperate Man would get the material needed
for his radicactive postage stamp scheme. Now all he needed was a
volunteer to take the book of stamps into rhe contaminated area.

[Back in typical bifdr7d fine fomom, aren'tc you?]

ITALY o ENGLAND: I knew you'd come crawlu? back evenmally. Couldn't
stay away, <eh? Uharsa matter, Newsweelk dn't print a Desperate Man
story? Yeah., you remembered. . .in DipDumb there are people so
desperate, so abysmally dim- h.t].bed that they'll print such. . .

material. . .and be ro get it. (Williams may be having second
thoughts aiready.) [And thirds and fourths. . .)

Well, here's one patrioric red-blooded Dipster who sez: Yes, even you '~ .
are welcome herel Give us your tiresome, your 1|:'n‘:.131lnal::'l:ua]l.ljr maltourished,
your washed messes yeaming to babble on and on and on! s by the way,
corgrates on your victory in Leviathan.
MDRE ANSWERS TO YOUR NUCLEAR QUESTIONS (VIA ENGLAND) : ’ a

2. who has the responeibillity for nuaclear waste isolation?

Johnt ""Simon’* Crow. Yes, thac's che answer. Crow merely hed co be
misled inte believing that he was entering a local bowling alley. (Yes,
the Crow is a pin fanatic.} (Or is that a pinhead fanatic?) By luring
Simon into the deadly chamber with the promise of a monogrammed bowling
ball, the Desperate Man could rid himself of a neuva-nemesis while
gaining the weapon that would put him on top of the Diplomacy hobby!

BUDAPEST - EMGLAND: Desperate? Shall we canpare motes? [Hawve no fear,
Peter is here and will malke ic all better.|

AUSTRIA - GERMANY: If you're in the game, who's hxiging the press?
BERLIN-ON-THE-HUDSON :

The desperate spy stalked the alleys, seeking rumors about the Russians'
plans. Every spy worth his salt was m Berlin for the peace confererce,

and the German was as salty as any of "em.
(Stay tmwed to see jusr what he found out.)

RUSSIA - ALL: Would you believe thact I'm desperately peace on
aarth, goodwill towards men, atﬂasevenvmytmmttnE‘ curn?

AUSTRIA - RUSSIA: Three for three? [Don't you darel (You warna bet I
lrow what you' ve talking abouc?)]

GERMANY - WDORLD: Sc, how bad am I losing?

GM - DOTSNATCHER: You're not really losing yet. . .it’s t that Hobby
Holley is the conservative type: so what if she suppor herself into
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By ? So what if she doesn't believe a word of that, "aw stucks,
gee-whiz!"” stuif you pur cut? Yeour cover is blown in this one,
Doesnarcher! |

GERMANY - WORLD: Already?!
STILL MORE ANSWERS TO ¥YOUR HUCLEAR QUESTIONS (VIA ENGLAND):
1. Who "owns'' the waste?

The Desperate Man walked into the sporting goods store. There were
scads of purchasable whatnots in every nook and cranny. Sweats, shirts,
shorts, jackers, windbreakers, speakers, skis, bolo knives, baskerballs,
baseballs, bailing wire, and bowling pins. There waealso the urusual
bachtub surfboards, sard fins, liquid steroids, and disposable billiard
balls. and there was a very unusual perscn who seemed co be running the
store. [Not bto mention the one writing this press.]

OLSEN - DUCK FACE: I hope vou appreciate my wmbelievably magnanimous

ture in taking this position. Won't you now end the madness of this
ed? Won't you listen to sweeb reason and cease and desist fram this
cappaign of malicious blagphamy? (U, ..uh-uh.] I offer you the hand
of friendship. . .and you'd berrer cake it, bacanse in the other hand I
hold Certain Press Beleases I could send in which would rip Che lid off
your sordid, reprehenzible nonsense. Yes, believe it or not, I could (if
I wished) became blasted obnoxious if I wanted to. . .a surprise,
I realize, sirce I'm normally such a nice, even-tamperdd, unassaning
sort of a guy. [Self-delusion is not precrcy, is it guys?)

VIEMMA - PARIS: You're popping up all over., ([Feeling threatened? You
amd Blocdsucker Jr. got something to prove or what?]

TURKEY -~ GM: I don't have to prove nothing!
VIEnHNA - OON: Second gemeratrion, huh?

MM - GM: I know why you called this *The Desperation Game", you had to
be pretty desperate for players to let Francine play. [Hey, you know
me, 1'1l do almost anyching o ger myself abused. . .1}

ITALY-REDLANDS: Congratulations: this could well be the first game in
history with two Kansans in the starting lineup. {am 1T Iuwky or whac?
No cne tell the Nit-Pick King, eh?] Somehow, that's just the sort of
meaningleass, pathetic, boring achdevemant I would assoclate with the
aemic of entire life. [Yeah? I'm just glad that all Kansans
aren’c as -mouthed as you.l

ITA - TUR: Your mom and I had grear fun asking each other questions in
another Williams game a while back. Lec's try. Here are some resl

IE What GM exigts solely on a diet of Purry Cac Burritos?

2) vhat (M slanders and lies asbout his players and calls them "wirmers"
{(whatever that £$) and all sorts of other dispuating thi ?

3) What were Don Willlams® greatest blimders? Name the Top 100.

GM - WIMNER: Why do you do rthis? Can't you find saneone else more
deserving of your witless barbs. . .surely sapewhere there is an illiterate
or two that can appreciate the mendacity of the Iron Fiswof Wichita.

TURKEY - ITALY: We all know know that you don't have an iron fiscl

GM - GAME: Yeah, 1'1l admit it, I'm losi it here in the boccom of the
ninth. . .or gixth. . .or wharever the hell it i=. . .

PEMULTIMATE ANSWERS TO YOUR NUCLEAR QUESTIONS (VIA ENGLAND) :
4, How long does muclear waste need (o be jsolated?
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“Ten chousand years is a reasonable periced of time,” said rhe hunchback
clerikc.

“Huh?'"' asked the Desperate Man.

"1 said, 'Ten rthousarx years is a reasonable period of cime. '™

“hat do you mean?”

~That's how loog T plan to bar you from chis store."”

What did 1 do?

"It's not wnat you do, ir's how you look. And you hardly look mah-t-
velous."

"I don't look "mahvelous'? Have you seen yourself recently? The
Elephant Man looks betrer than youl!"

*You have insulted me, O thou Arnawoodian of grace. I have decided to
place a curse upon you.'

"Ma! Ha! Hal You, place a curse upon me? 1'11 have you know that
evert the infamcus P.J. Googan placed a ‘Deadwood’ spell upon me and it
failedt” [Mavbe so, bur it did nothing For vour narracive skills.]

ITALY - ENGLAND: B'].rtheway, have you ever heard of those things they
have now--""tenses'? They come in really handy. For example, in your
Despicable Man story, on Fage 11 you suddenly changed from past tense
(whosver he is) to present tense ih one paragraph, then back. I'm

as of course that this was the way you wrote it and not some sort
of tumble by the Redlarnds Renegade. INope, that was the wvay he wrote
it. Actaally, Greg always writes that way. . .easy enocogh o check, justC
go back three or four years. . .)

OLSEN - PUDGECON ATTENDEES: Mext vear 1’1l do whatever it tales--yes, up
to and including toadying (Mo, not you?!]|--to get Kathy to be here. -

Things are so much ier. ..s0 mxh more vigorous...so mach noigier
when she's around. wouldn't allow no computer nonsense, nelther,
nosiree.

TRIESTE - VENICE: How about a good neighbor policy?
GM - TRIESTE: No, she probabiy wouldn't allow thar either,
FINAL AHSWERS TO YOUR MUCLEAR QUESTIONS (VIA ENGLAND):

5. What disposal methods ave being considered?

It had been many days since Lt. Ave, the Carmmications Officer aboard
the attack bl ‘DESTINY 'S MIGHT”, had seent his commanding officer. AL
rhat time the skinny mude comsnder had a disturbed or even a painfiil
lodk on his face when be had gope into his cabin., Slnce that day there
had been a strange glow coming from the commanding officer™s cabin
spaced with groans. (That wasn't my demgling modifier either, Bobby-boy.l

THE GREAT UMWRITTEM PRESS RELEASES {VIA ITALY]: :

nformmately, I just dont't have the time to develop the mary brilliant
and profourd--don't’ interrupt, Don--ideas that occur to we frem time to
time. Here are sketches of just some of the great stuff you'll be
missing:
» JIMBOB the BOOBARIAN--The epic saga (saga epic?) of a legendary
supethero who toadisd his way across the pages of history--his onlty
weapon; his talent for inane, mindless drivel.
« The REAL Houserules for chis stupid game, including;
Humber 3 ""Spring 1901 iMRs will force a delay of game until a com-
plete set of moves is available to be lost.™
Nurber 7. "'The GM may delay the game encirely if he becomes so hope-
lessly confused he Eorgets his own name, nmot cto mention those of the
players, his wife, and the towm be lives in.
~ THE LIFE AND TIMES OF DON WILLIAMS, A Farce In 37 pcts,
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Well, like I say, there's just no time for me to jor down this sort of
Golden Age excellence., Anybody who'd care to pick up on some of this
stuff is welcome to ir, except rthat if you happen to win a Clark Bar
for your efforts, you are required not to semd me any portion of any
moldy, worthless foodstuffs awarded to you by Willfams.

WICHITA - REDLANDS (By the way, that's l.l'l'EdE live, Don; just rcake
a gander at that slip of paper Venessa p your shirt this morming):
Are you sure you want to po through with this? 1 see the possibilicy
of very heavy press in this game, and you without a word prcr:essor of

personal scribe or mothin'. A 16-page Flip of the Wimp ain 't encugh for
you?  How about 507
REDLANDS - WICHITA: Yeah well., . .it wouldn't be so bad if mostc of

Y the stuff wasn t so bad, }I"H:CIW':' Still, I k¥new how you old-rtimers
are, and maybe you'll improve with age.

sul seri.o, I'm hopmg l:h:mgs get interesting--it's been quite a while
sutcelveaesma PressGargl:jrpe » Or even cne that cones close
to the old “Heart of Darkness” in Flick. Ho doubt there are some going
on scmewhere, but why don't we try to have a lirtle press party here,
at least for a while?

™ - GﬂEAndthatdnesﬁEcrmrﬂune.gJys. I hope you'll all

stick around and enjoy the test of the show, The Soldiers of Fortune
are busy plugzing away at each other. and we have same new news on the
grill- sunldering Deon-Williang Fexl--Stay Tuned!!l (And see you next

<> <> - <> <> <> < L > <> >
UNTITLED (S0 FAR)

The Hobby. IEt's a place, and the stories. . .the stories, they
canl Darh your atciach. waz one of those.

It was Monday, and I hate Mordays. 1 had taken a bresk fron my usual
chores as an Urban Planning executive for the (City of San Bermardino to
gather seme facts. Juse the facts,

My name's Williams, I nn a few games in the hobby, I print a few

« I have same fun. Until now. Until Olsen.
glsen. The name made me grind my teeth together. 1'd had a good clean
before be had decided to besmixrch it. I talk like thar; besmipch, I

rep
really do. Most pecple don't. Most penple don't kow what besmirch
means. I'm rot sure I do, but it somvds ﬁ

Olsen had claimed he hadn’t really THAN, a game 1 had M'ed

ably. Impeccably; good word, v:lmtone It was as if he were

Ifigmedalllhudmdouassiuwmysideafﬂucasemthewblic.
The conclusion would be obvious. . .

50 Immtmgaﬂ-e:mstﬁents fron the people whe had played
in the game.

My first Stop was John Crow. Crow. He's an old friend, but that
friendship hadn't interfered in the conduct of the game. "In facte, I'd
had to call his office for this 10:00 AM appointment. Crow's office
was located above a bar. Cormvenient. The gold face print on the door
was worn and my knock was answered by his secretary, Simone, she had
Eantastic legs and long blond hair. It was the closest I'd been to a
psychic experience since Lola.

She was also a2 hhmxhback. 1 wondered briefly if thar had any commecrtion
to any of Crow's hwchback stories. . .nah, no way. . .

(Contirwed on page 16.)



MNEXT SEASON: Spring 1904 GAME: '"Scldiers of Foroune 1936~
ZAT: Seprember 12, 1986 GM: Do Williams

Playing for Tim

SEASONS SEPERATED AT THE REQUEST OF THE PLAYERS.......... EUROPEAN
ALLIANCES GROW UNEASY AS THE NEW FORCES FOR WAR MAKE THEMSELVES KNOWN. ..

<> < <> <> < < <> <> < <> <
THE PLAYERS

AlUS Conrad Minshal 3702 Tarr. Lare, Aaatin, TX 78727

ENG Melinda Holley P.0O, Box 2793, Huntington, WV 25727

FRA Ron Spiczer 761 Morth Bundy Drive, Los Argeles, CA 90049
GER Mark Fassio 11579 Mohican Road, Woodbridge, VA 22192

ITA George Graessle 800 West Ave., Apc #4200, Miami 8each, FL 13139
RUS Terry Tallman 7239 Sand Point Way NE #308, Seattle, WA 98115
TUR J.R. Baker 3100 Meadew Lane M., Dickinson, TX 77539

WINTER 1903

AS [5] Builds & TRI, A BUD. Has A BUD, A TRI, & VIE, A RIM, A SER.

ENG (6] Ewven. HashmfﬁFIH,FM,Fﬂﬂ,FMHD.FBRE.

FRA [3] PBemoves A MAR. Has A GAS, F POR, F SPA{sc).

GER [7] ;I;uildshﬂ[-:m Has A BFER, A PAR, A MW, A BEL, A PRU, F DEM,
Bal..

ITA [6] Evenn. Haa A MOS, A WAR, F TYN, F ION, F ADR, F ALB.

RUsS [3] Even. Has F ABZ, A SEV, F STP(sc).

TUR [&] Rocrwes F EAS. Has F SMY, F GRE, A BOH, A BUIL.

GAME NUIES:
* Dislodgements; Hone
- As a point of informacion, there were three requests for the sepera-
rion
- ZAT for Spring 1904 is Seprember 12, 1986. This is a little longer
rhon normal and will allow ;e to get FotW and FB off the same
deadline (lately a real killer schedile)
* Map for Winter 1904 follows on the next page
+ Russia did not submit orders
« Orders on file for A/E/F/G/I/T fkind of makes you wonder how seasots
got seperated, hwih?).
<> <> < <> < < < <> & < <>

PRESS:

PRESS JUDGE - FORTUMATES: Holy hand grenades. What a tum. Greg Stewart
cames back (twicel) and his 4-pager is now in the armals (two 'n's, Don)
(Mo shit, Sherlock.] buc I have made a decision to exclude this surprise
from comsideration for press awards.

Which leaves us with plenty of contenders yer. Faz scores browmie
points for asking me (Peej IVXIXCIMVII?) [Ir could be worse.] back. . .
sarcaam or not. Byrme loses polnts--Kathy, you've dragged out the Mets
too long , and bringing my kinfelk (Dutch Rennert is an NL umpire,

Do) is a mo-oo. Black Presser dge; some wobtderful mﬂtlwith "ﬂeii;:hcgn
the Hobby''-— s to make everybody lock good (no small accomp r
in this rag). {Hﬁag"? Egad, man, that's my publication you've relegating
to the status of face cloths, dusting towels, and Kathy! Have a heart.
Oh, ard when did you become King of the Underlines?]
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WIMNMTER 19903

<> <> <> o> < <> <> > > <> L

Doy goms down one (1 knew that was coming--it's became one of your
feanwes.] for clalming the HSG doesn't exist, but comes back

up strong with his definition of a l;‘:‘i;ple-braired pisspot, and '"Sports
Evisceraced” [You always were a suc for a skewed allusion.l.
Flash's tiations have a little spice now--definitely lmproving.
Hawk? Who's Hauk? {The kdller-friend of the TV detective, Spenser?]
Lindy is becoming one of the hobby's top insult artists (keep it upl)
A loud raspberry to Don for talkin' baseball afrer camplaining about
everyone else doing so. [Eh, so 1'm two-faced. . .it's oot like you
dicdn’ ¢ already know that.l

So, overall 1t looked gooxd. The best zine-long efifort had co be
Fassio's; Black Presser had the best single item but Flash is Press
Writer of the Month, especiaily for his wonderment at ''these funny
comments inside of brackers”. (Faz, you mean Bunny-strange, oot furnmy-
habhsh, right?) [A little brown nosing goes a long way with you,
don't it?]
FAZ - PEEJ OF PRESS: Well, bucko, glad to'See there's atill same fire
left in that scathing, appraising mind of your'n. 4as for 'NER' being
used For you, how about 'No Press Reported'? (I rake it you are a Rake
I-klabeg:ne fan, if you are an NFR listener, s1?) [Hice rto see you
haven' £ Lost your glad-handing technique--1'd hate to see a master
lose his touch!)

BOOB - PRFSS JUDGE: How come you always ignore me? I demand to be
judged as an equal! [As an equal to whac?l
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MARK T. FASSIO, CAPTAIN, WITH TWo "'GOLD'" BARS ON HIS SHOULDER - BLACK
PRESSER: Nice try, author; che rest of the story wms magnifice, but
this slur upon my exaltedness was oo much--I am shattered with embar-
rassment. Make cthat two SILVER hars. And cthe name is Mark A, (as

in dd4# airteole) Fassio. James L. Kirk of the Enterprise, maybe, but
hey, no biggie: We want more of 4iss Kitty Holley?til!t!

Gf - GRADUATE OF THE BYRNE SCHOOL OF UMDERSTATEMENT!!I: Whoa, there,
Flash! The auchor last monch was without faulc--it was I whe screwed
up and added "goid"” where it didn"t belong. . .culpa mea. On the other
hand. in your case it's probably tin-fell anyway. And as for more of
Migs Kitry Holley, well, just how mueh more do you want? (Even more
importantly, how will Hobby Holley react to the fun-n-frolic herein?)

HOBBY - (M- The Black Presser will pet my undying gratitude or eternal
vengeance. . .dependlig on how the story goes.]-n% but that begs the
question; how dc you wartt the story to go"‘ Give ol' Black Presser a
hint, eh? Oh, "etemnal vengeance™? You've been reading too many comics.

TVINMIITIY WEST OF THE HOBBY

'Gcnq:lmlem:s of rhe house, snldmr, breathed Mise Kitrcy huskily.
1"[1::.5.:: s horse soldier, ma am.” replied Captain Fassio.

"!-btse s-::-ldler, not hause soidier. It's a collioquialism used to refer
to 2 Cavalry trooper. Don' t lmow exactly where the tetm comes from,
probably some flotsae to do with--"'

"S'yml" snapped Miss Kitty, 'Where's that beer?” If she could get a
drﬁitmhishan:themhghtsthuplongermghtobe-..persuaded '
*MWhat brand, your Excellentmess?” inquired the lumbering tulk of che

amrdvark-1like bartender.

"Captain,” smiled Miss Kitty as she touched her full !ips with the tip
ofhernmgueaﬂ squared her shoulders to bring her assers to bear,
"what's your preference?”

"y, oy,” said the Captain, "right down to brags tacks, is it? [ like
that in a woman, I'm heterosesmal, a little kinky, not too mach--"'

"I meant your preference in beer, Capl:ain We have Budweiser, Miller,

Scroh's, Lone Star, and Heineken.®

"Oh. . .Heineken. Dark, naturally.'

3" ym m:redmﬂast:glespigotmﬂemllb&dngﬂﬁhar tmkt:he

lacardl:hatrmd "HEIMEKEN® out of an unobtrusive box nearchy
itmrdnspigm:. l-l!dl‘ﬂala:ge;ﬂugfullfﬂrtlﬂﬂaptahﬁ a.s id

more Cavalry soldiers walked into the Austris Arms.

"HissKitl:y allow me to introdixe some members of my comment." said
Captm.n Fassio. "“This 1s my Chief Quartar Master, Sergeant Scotr

Mo Cgomery -

"Shore and begova',” repiied the Se t. ‘I‘i.sapleametomta
lass as sweet as yerself if you do mrgeanm me a' sayin' ir." He

£ his hac fram his head and buwed
%ﬂ." rep}.led Mizs Kitty, all wamnth on the exterior, om the
inside cursing the intrusion of these two on the opportunity to suborn
their cc:mmtler

"It's 'Scotty’ e m frlem:ls " contirnued che Sergeant, "n' T'd be
hanored tc comt ye aponst " am,

"Surely. . .Scotty, answered Miss Kitty,

YAnd here,” the Captain continued, "is Lieutetwnt Spencer, my sciences
expert, on loan fxrom the U.S. D(!.-partnent of Geoilogy and Mines. A
geologist. He's here to do a geological study c}f the goid rush.™

Miss Kicty, apparently momencarily cblivious to the effect her ample
cleavage might have on the troops, leaned forward and squinted at the

i‘
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Lieutenant.

"He looks sort of green to me.''

The Captain spluttered intc his Heineken.

"Tha-a-at's, uh. . .that's motion sickness. Lt. Spencer isn't quite
used to riding horses. It makes him a little queasy.” Lt. Spencer looked
at his Captain, arcing one eyebrow in silent remark. Miss Kitry
reappraised cthe Lisursnant: a geclogist? Thac might dovetall nicely
with her plans.

"Lieutenant, a pleasure," Miss Kitty gushed, proferring her hand and
leaning forward with a dramatic gesoure which also had the, not
accidental, result of revealing what had to be the remainder of her
Cleavage,

“Fascinating,” said Lt. Spercer.

Just then, the saloon door 'wanged' open and in walked a cowboy covered
with rrail dust.

"1 say--I say--I feel the need for a bit of libarion--a beer that is.

1" Miss Kitty Holley put her head in her hands--why, oh why, did
she feel as if she were losing control?

"I say, I am the meanest, the suavest, the most decermined--listen up
there, boy, how ya gomna know who I am if'n va don't listen up?--Diplomacy
Player--}: said DIPLOMACY player, boy--that ever wore janglers--that' s
'spurs", boy--in thege hera parts. I am--I say, I AM--George--with
a capital 'G'--George Grey-cell.”

“Belly up to the bar, Mr Grey-ceil,” said Miss Kitty as she gave S'ym
the harxisign that meant to keep the newcoper ocut of her hair.

Grey-cell swaggered stiffly up to the bar.

" "™Whut'll it be, mate?" asked the bartender gutturally, his hands
shuffling the bheer placards together below comter level.

"I want--I say--I want scmething low in caloric densicy. Something
that'll help keep the lovehanddles off, if you lmow what I mean.” He
winked conspiratorily at the bartender.

"You want scmething wet, something dvy,” said Bruce Willis, From the
end of the bar. {...And completely throwing the GM...]

"Yegh--that's good, boy--1 wwmt a dietary imbibement of an alcohwolic
content--a light, that is.” .

THRMK] A flaming arrow buried itself into the woodwork of the ber.

C'mon, boy, pay attention,” snepped Grey-cell. ‘‘Beer--I say--I meant

"B rond?”

"Miller--I say--Miller Lite. I lowve that boy like a stranger,” said .
Grey—cell, o ncbody in particulary . 5'ym picked out the "MILILER LITE'
placard and deftly placed it above the spigot and drew Grey—cell a mug.

The Press Judge, who had umobtrusively entered the saloon unnoticed
quite some time before, was sitting in a darkly shadowed corner of the
recom scribbling furicusly on his note pad. Why, oh why, did he fee} as
if he wete losing contrcl?

GH to BLACK PRESSER: 1 dumo, but if you find ocut give me a hint. (And,
Gentle Reader, if you thought that was bad, get a load of what's coming up.)
REGGIE JACKSON - (M: Did you say Golden age Stuff?

4 - REGGIE: Who me? Do I look stupld to you? (And what are you doing
here, you're nmot with the Mets.)

LICKY - DUCKY: Umn. . .Don, you jusc had to say ic, didn't you? You just
had to ask for Golden Age press. . .if I were you, I'd head for Newark
Ttather than read what's in store for you below. . . .
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SEFTEMBER 23, 1903, .

To the dispassicnate onlooker, the line of dirty-faced men appeared to
be anocher group of refugees escaping from the war in the Balkans. There
was the same nerveus owitch about the mourh and the side-long glance at
the hills. In realicy, these were the remnants of the Sultan's elite
Firsc Army. They had been the first to answer his call to arms.

The Firsc army ‘mew how to fighc, and had done well in the Battles of
Bucharest and Sophia. Now, though, they were cuc off from their supply
limes and vandering throughh the Carpathians. Most of cheir horses had
been thuwrmned into rations for the men. The last of their cannon had been
left behind on the rocky trails with a broken whwel. The commarder
reviewed his Croops before he issued the orders to march west, He
prayed ro allabh chat rhe winter would be kind.

DOMALD to DUCKY: Gelden Age enough for you?
DIXCKY - DOWALD: what did I ever do to you? (Whimper. . .stop, please.

DOMALD - GM: You've done all sorrs of nasty rthings ro me. Shooting at
me in Fiat Bellum, when it wasn't even duck season. (My tail feathers
have only just grown back.) [You're a loon! I wasn'c in that game--
hell, I didn't even GM it, Socrates did.] Waking me up in che middle
of the nighr jusc because rhe sun hasn't set in Califomia. Being able
to afford ro live in Galifornia. Need I go on? (Mo, but you prohably
will anyway.)

@ - GAME: And mow, a third "story" for your mild amusement. . .hey,
it's possible. . . -

T ITUNTITLED

He came through the doors of the Austrian Ayms Saloon with a crash,
bonced once on the boardwalk, and tumbled rhrough the dust of the
gireet before coming o a halt between the two mourttain men, The
litrle Frenchman stood up, brushing the dust from his faney clothing, and

fram ear to ear. His gold tooth glemped in the splight,

"Whot hoppen, Frenchie?" asked the shorter of the two. 'Yeu bin
chearin' at carde agin?™

"Mag-no,"” came the reply, "Miz Kit-te, she iz taking ze cffence at a
casual coment [ made in passing to the gentlemans in ze blea uniform.”

"Whell, wot yeu say, Fremchie?'' asked the other. ,

The lirtie Frenchman shorugeed his shoulders in bewilderment.

"I only asked ze Captain if he agreed with me that ze Miz Kit-te
would race as a ‘4’ on ze Borsx Scale.”

"dot's a 'Borax Scale'?” asked the short one. Eye's twinkling, the
Fremnchwman replied.

"Why, it is ze mumber of miles it would take to pull her off my face,
my cheri!"'

@1 - GAME: Mine not to reason why. . .L just print ic, I don't enc
ir. (At least I hope I don't encourage that kind of stuff, do I7)

TURKEY LURKEY - CHICKIN LICKIN: You are so greasy that even the truth
slidegs off your well-oiled tongue, but it got passed me before 1
recogmized ic.

G4 - TURK: Uh, "...before you recognized it...""7 How many well-oiled
cotgies do you know?  (Never mind, I don't want to kmow.)

BOOB - DUCK: I lknaw, I kmow, I'm late. [1'11 say; this thing was ready
to go a month ago.] 1'11 txry to keep it short. Really!

COCHISE - BOOB: You're a pervert and a chief. Put that silver back!
{Press ceontiriied on bottom of page 16.)
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NEXT SEASOM: Fall 1904 GAME I1D: 1985-aU
ZAT: October 15, 19B6 (M: Dont Williams

“Hey, Are You Rotating?”

THIS MONTH'S HEADLINE HAS ABSOLUTELY NOTHING TO DO WITH THE GAME IN
PROGRESS!!] FURTHERMORE, GM HAS MO SHAPPY HEADLINES THIS MONTH, OR ANY
HEADLINES OM ANY KIND WHATSOEVERIL! AND, BECAISE OF THE GM'S DE FACTO
PUBLISHING VACATION LAST MONTH, HE'S NOT EVEN GDING TO PRINT THE
ADDRESSES OF THE PLAYERS HERE RECAUSE THEY'RE ALREADY PRINTED ON PAGE
9 (LAST MONTH'S GAME REPORT)!!! AIN'T THIS REALLY GREAT?1?

SPRING 190%4

. A FMS A bud-GAL, A SER 5 A M, A vie-TYA,
S A vie-TYA.
S A NJY-stp, A IWY-stp, F BRE S (GER) A par-GAS,
F mao-~ R g -NAT .

-brainso;d;v Mar ,0FB), F por-tAD,

(51
[&]
(31

328
:

;

#
2
'g:ﬂ

[7] pru-L¥NH, F bal-BOT, F den-8AL, A mmn-SIL, A BER 5 A mun-3IL,

par-GAS, A bel-BUR.

(6] MXS S HUS F STP(sc), & WAR H, F iloo-GRE, F ALB S F ION-gre,
adr-ION, F TYN § F ADR-ion.

[3] <Civil Disorder. Has F STP(sc), A SEV, F ABG.

[4] F say-EAS, SsGak-tom, 4 BUL S F GRE(otm}, A BOH-tya.

GAME NOTES: Lgegzcer (e aanl]

~DISLODGEMENTS --France " s A gascony
*Russia did mot submit orders, but can do s¢ at any time in the fubare
~ZAT for Fall 1904 is October 15, 1986

*Map of Spring 1904 is below--do you like the new and improved atyle?
sPrexa follows, next page.

EHHRRE
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M - GAME: First off, sorry to the GHOSTS for my de facte wvacation lasc
month, and { hope vou'll ail join with us again nextc time. (Come to
think of it, though, most of you never saw the press wiilch was printed
for last month's game, s¢ everything should continue smoothly, eh??

For nowv, then, welcone to the Flash & Baker Show. .

J.R. - MELINDA: The differernce between Florida and Texas is lika the
difference between a pelican and a bull, or the differernce between a
retirement home and a rodeo. Whart's the use, if you don't know the
difference you bel in Florida! [Guess what vour illustriows (M justc
figured ouc--this Elcngs in last month's press. . .sigh.]

GERMANY - FRANCE: Ron, I was ot 4 precipice, waiting tc implement the
polan. Then I chickened ouc, ([Too bad for Ron you didn't fall off the
precipice.] nmot having heard from George and also fearing your recupera-
tive powers., Wnen in doubt, there's always the safe way out, I'm
SOITY, BUY.

GERMANY - RUSSIA: Call all sometrime-Russians. . .you stiil there, Terrty?
Glad to see you are still "into'' this game as much as you were when you
wrote me back in 1985 and told me so. Gosh, I was getting worried.

FAZ - HOBBY HOLLEY: Good humting in St Pete, and here’s to advances on
the Western Front, tool

FKAISER - SULTAN: Ah, the Roaring. Silence. . .again! Do I assume that you
are now a puppet of Austria’'s and noc interestéd in anything in the West?

1€ sc, then good luck and here's hoping you didn’t get a wild hair and :
try for Mmich. I shall look exceedingly swupid (moreso than usual) [Not
likely.] if I mowved aut of there and lost the gambile,

GER - ITA: What's the 5!:-::&:?:lf Gegrge? Mo calls, oo letters, rumored
hassles witiy other such stmff. ., .2]11 Europe wonders and waits to

hear from the Pope.

GERMANY - AUSTRIA-HRIGARY: Coorad, grod luck ont the move west, and T hope

that your game moves are wes| (or east) and not northl! Life would be

excremely a drag if you went where I feared you might. , .contimued luck

and cooperarion between us, Archduke, and remember what I said over the

phone. . .we both depend on timing.

SICK JOEE OF THE MONTH: Who's the greatest basketball player under six
feet? Answer--Len Bias.

GERMANY - BLACK PRESSER/MYSTERY WRITER: WHD would give Capt. Mark T.
Kir¥ Fassio two GODLD captain’s bars? And what else does this Kitty
Holley lady do besides LOOK woluptuous, leer, leer????

GM - FLASH: You really wemt to find out? Should be fun next moath. . .

. . «which is tc say that’s all there is this month, in this game--
bye, all.

RATSI!1 another oversight., Please be advised that Conrad Minshall’s
address as listed on page _l_[is good until the end of September. after
the first of October, please direct all correspondence to--

Conrad Minshall; 4106 Thain Way, Redo Alte, CA 94306. (By the way, "Rad,
if you want to give me a telephone # 1'd appreciate it. . .1 had three
calls here looking for ir.)

- L] - - * "
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Sc I sat in the waiting room and waited. Conwvenient. There were
magazines o the coffee table; Magus, Eurcopa Express. . .that was
corwerntient, too, and I browsed through them as I waited. 1 saw where
Jim Keeney had penciled in his moves for Fall 1906 in 0ld Fietds.

Very convenient.

Dr%e cther thing was convenient abour chw wairi room. &As I sat on the
couch reading, Simone sac behind her receptionist s desk filing her
nails. Her tunch ked bher forward in the chalr etough that I could
see her cleavage clear down to her belly button. Like 1 said, coovenient.

About 10:20, John buzzed Simone on the intercom and sald chat he'd see
me. I waiked through the door marked, 'John Crow, Valet Parking'. Joln
was adjusting a bouctoniere on his rs. On his desk were a
revolver and a half-empty bourbon bottle. Valet, it's a tough racker.

“Jotn," 1 said, “it's great to see you.’

“Likewise, I'm suxre,” he replied.

"Looke, I'we got this lirrle problem with...”

"Olsen,” he finished,

"Oh. . .you've heard."

"Who hasn'£?" salid Crow, sitting in the swivel chair ard throwing his
feer up on the desk, ’You've got twenty mimures, then I gotta catch a
plane for Feme.'

*'Rome?""

*Yeah, the Pope's throwing a little soirree that he wants valeted."

" ™Wow. Valets to the Rich and Famous.™
"Who're you, Robin Leach?"' Like I said before, we're close.
"Lovk, Jolhn, Olsen says he didn't really win LEVIATHAN."'

"Didn't win, eh?"” Something about Crow ¢ then, but I conldn't
say what. He slid open the top drawer of his and began munmEging

argund.

*Yeah, ain’'t it a scream?" Bur he wasn't listening. Suddenly, he
found whatever he'd been looking for, a sheaf of worn and wrinkied
pages';s. He hsnded them co me as he contineed to mutter.

» Olsen didn't win..." he looked me straight in the eye, "...then I

pguess you'll accept those moves that I just to have here. You're
hol moves and for Lzmmm 11." I stared in
disbelief as Crow to talk £ - He the papers back

“they're really grear; I swing around flank into Siberia, and I'm
able to geat a raider into the North Atlantic--that'll be grod for a
center in the Fall, axd here I move against Mazzer in Colunmbia, where
ha'll never axpect it ad...™ -

L had reached the door frame when Crow lodked up.

"Of course, if Olgen doesn'rt want to play this one ourt, we can always
g for best Do out of tiree,' said Crow, a smile of sheer enthusiasm
spreading over his face. I did some quick figuring in my bead; two
more ganes of FINAL CONFLICT at four years each would talke about eight

years.

"Say, Don,” Crow was calking again, "vou wouldn’t mind QMing them,
would you?"

I boleed for the arairs.
[Hext Month, Part Two of this chammng little tale. Be there, Mazzer!)
-lu- - - - [ ] [ ] - * a - - ] -
{Press contirued from page 13.)
BOOB - DESPERATE ONE: Oh goody, v, goodyl You're backl The

degperadoes ride again] Sauxs like you're also closely ‘related to one.

HAWK - GM: Bzzzzz. . .TIMBER! There goes another sequcia. I'm jusc
harvesting same of your trees in Redlands. [Like I said...you're
brain-dead. . .}
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M - HAWK: And ancther thing--we don't have any sequeias here; we've
got loads of Mexican Fan Palms, Eucalyptus, Crepe Myrtle and, wherever
development hasn't wiped them out, citrus orchards.

PRESS JUDGE - BOOB: Hey, who gave you cthe right to class us topether?!
You have no class, hereas I'm in Historical ard Comparitive Linguistics
{again}.

M - BODB: In the Great Directory of Life, you're an unlisted: mmber. . .

BOOB - G¥: You're giving everyone the srong idea about me. For the life
of me, though, I can't come up with the right one. [A dead dial teone?]

GERMANY - EMGLAND: So, Melinda, you prefer the dark-haired men of smuscle
arnd machismo, eh? Thimk of me as a more muscular Woody. {He's lying,
I've seen his picture.] Build upon his solid, Herrulean physique--
improwve i with good locks, taste, chamm, ete. Add a fifteen inch,..
ah...neck size in shirts, and someone with wit enough to make Don
Williams bow in his direction thrice daily, and who do you have?

(Note: 1 now leave a blank space, known in vaudevillian temms as a
“straightman lead-in", in case someone wishes to comnent on that last
question/statement.)

J.R. - E‘Agz Well, I did call once {at midnight) buc yvour wife said
you weren t at home, If so, who was that she was talking to?

PRESS JUDGE - DUCKY: Okay, Typo Time! [Bug off, creep.] Page 6: subomm
has one b. Page 12: jdi¥ not Féilré, Page 14: Darmy Heep. Page 13:
you teil me whar kind of wierdh I rhink you are” has to be a Cypo-- |
you would never ask the Bocb Master to tell you what to think[ [You're
right, I didn't; read it again, O linguist mine. |

EXG - PJ: Hot only do I write gems, but T am a gem,
M - PJ: Dot ask me.

PRESS JUDGE - MINGHALL.: Well? So how's the Promised Land? Fourxd a house -
yet? [Yeah, he/they did. . .best wishes to both, eh Pete?)

PRESS PUMSTER - aM: 1f sshadaﬂ:e.bp.lldhebed‘el'i igt?1
(Hee-yukc yudc yuk!) [What you mean "if"? (Caught the EIEusIEE
mire. . .etheareal, bur nice.?d

RUOSTIUSTER - (M: It's not erther’eal around here--it's jusc plaip spocky!l
FLASH - BOOBERGEIST: You!? Here to "light up oy life™? I'd ﬁﬁf&t Debby
Boone for that. . .even prefer gasoline. But (zigh) if all t's here
is you, well, . .if beats commentary from Peej VII, aka the Press Judge.
{Oooo-h-h! Dock him! Dock himi]! But not by auch, bodro.

BOOB - FRANCE: I understarnd your feelings, but you have 0 admit that the
magle of this is in its unpredictabllity. The E/G alliamnce is

very dangerous for GCermany, I'm liclking oy chops as England in 2 similar
sitnation, but Faz has every right in the world to txry to pall this off.
GER - FRA: Yeah, Ron, I may yet regret choice of allies in the end,
but I'm a short-term player like I said before. Right now things lock
0K, and there are some looge ernds ro tie up this game before T decide on
a new course of actionm.

PJ - BE-BOPPIN' BRIT: Love that scat muasic!

ENGLAND - DISOCG DUCK: How do you feel abour the Fabulous Thunderblrds?
Shake it Ducky!!

DICKY - M-M-M-MELINDA: They ain't T. Bex or Dire Straits or Queen, buc
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I've singed a feather or two whilst in pursuic of the Perfect Step. <(By
, don’t get too involved with music here, or you'll get you-know-

way
who going all over again.]
MH - (M: I sympathize. Boocb sent press to REBEL, Too-

FAZCIST GERMANY - BABBLE-CH BODBERGEIST: The lessons of Stalingrad are
not lost on Kaiser Fazdorf and his legions of luminaries, lunging leftward
and leeward like lictis and llamas against che luscious lands of France
and Livonia. Ewven now, troops are trembling from trauma and titillatiom,
as they are tasked to tap into the treasures of tens of thousards of
tancalizing semi-Teutonic tails in Bur {nor to mention trembling from the
trauma of tens of tons of snow, as mmmaﬂm&ﬁnﬂﬁrmmla
in the future!) bNo, the lessons of Stalingrad haven't been forgoc

I'1]1 make sure to do it again, hyork, hyork!

ENGLAND - BCO@: Just ler me know when the class graduates.

PRESS JUDGE - (M: Douse the dmderheads with decaying denture cleanser.
Wy am T doing this?) (I asked first.]

LHDAOFLL.Eﬂﬂ[OI-‘DH..Heremw.hhatsthiatalkofbHrgleflﬁng
off o Alr Lensdale to meer amd/or becaome enamored of the King o
Rodents, Woody? Did you not know of my cbviously sjpericrqualltles‘?
(Read the description in the press to Ms Holley, see-vm-pla?} (That's
Franch, you know?}  [No wonder they lost the sar. )

Flashbum is not a bad thing ro have, let me inform you. Millicre have
commented on its effectiveness in removing mmdane rimes, cleaning up dog
garnfrmttrnyard and so on. Hey.ImaregularBamed:m{or

r Henny Yomgren?! (I don't koow, she's your wife.] Margie wouldn't
Hunk of leaving me. ﬂ\e-.cm'tanyway-—Il'mvehercmt\edint:herec
room downstairs. [I'm impressed.]

éilﬂl.ﬂm-l;laﬁizl-bsemdmml 1've got the feveri! [So, apparencly, is
t:y. > -

BOOB - LICKY LINDY: Charlotte doesn’'t read this. . .and I thiok I'm very
glad ghe doesn’t. . .

GM - BOOB: For once, I know what you mean; Venessa wouldn't touch this
with a ren-foor pole.

BOOB - DON: 1I'm sure Charlotte and Verwssa would have much to agree upon
should they ever have the cpportimity to meet, eh?

DON - BODB: You'd never get me to agree with you orice in the same fssue,
I've got a reputation to think about.

TTIII1919Y - BOOBERGEIST: Don wouldn't tonch that line last monch with
aten-fmtpole, bat: Ltse&sytn%bﬂlhﬁatnll@l:gﬁand?azapﬂrt -
i.tsmtsx:ha!nrﬂtilm Afrer all, Faz couldn't give her a '
time", the way he's bustle,

8

E

veryfirs:mlecmalllnmdmt Flash and Margie Fassio are about
to becane parents for the first time--Mark is pregnant! (Some kind of
strange daal they worked out.) Congratulations to the parents to bell
(And now, back ro the boredom in progress...)

BOOB MCDUCK - DUCKY: Say ir ain"t so! 1 knew the Hobby Sex Ghod befcore
the mass psychosis entranced everyone. Stop mialeading Lucky Lindy.

DONALD - SOCRATES: Don't iet Mr. Perdue cacch you. 1807 indeed.
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AND NMOW, DUE TO THE GM'S IMABILITY TO CET THE FOLLOWING TO NIP AND TUCK
NEATLY INTC THE REST OF THE PRESS, WE BRING yYOU “FLICK FOLLIES™--

DONALD - DUCKY: That scuff urder seperate cover should have been kept
under wraps: [T WAS DISGUSTING! How old was that Clark Bar? [1If you'd
been around when I came into the hobby vou'd know thar. To prove ir,
let me open this gquestion up to all: How old are the Clark Bars Don
Williams gives away as prizes? Winnmer gets a bock of stamps. (Idea
stolen from Steve and Lindy. )|

PRESS JUDGE - FLASH: Any ""Rocky Horror™ Fan knows it's Puck and Wagnall's.
But I did like rche obscure reference.

En‘: - FLASH: In the Dérffvidfsverfd Press Judge's case, the obscurer the
cter.

BCOB - EL GM SUPREMD: Why can't a Game Master of your stature put rthe
Red Sox back on the wimning frack? Do you have any idea what torture I'm
inf-:-rwithabﬂmandbredﬁedSoxfaninbedmthme. {I did; they are;
and be thankful Charlotte’s not a Mets fan...did you seemlal:theydidtﬂ
Shea?l}] Explain to the muititudes (and me, too, whileymreal: ic) why
Red Sox fans are so impossible. [We're not. . .it's just thar ic's
beert 2 very, very, very loog time.)

PRESS JUDGE - BASERALL FAMNS: You want a real promis set of players,
pick a tean consisting of rthe best Clevelard Indians my chil
favorites) [Who but a child could sumnon the fantasy needed to make the
Tribe winmers?] and the Texas Rangers. [Cowboys and Indians, Pete?]
These two clubs won't win permants I:l‘us;rear,h.n:l:heylﬂvetalenl::to
challenge for the 5 to- 10 yenrs! {P.5. Hobad]rsgmu'gtocatchd\e
Mets, tut the Astros will give ’em trouble in the playoffs. Angels and
BoSoonokgoodmtheimimcircuit but bet the bouse on the Met
g%tching in October.) IYou're on, pardo; my apartnmt against yours--
-=NC FOLDII!--B6 G O RED SOXI

BOB QJEDA - WILLIAMS: 1 woke macﬂldmtﬂenﬂﬂrnightafter

the worst nightmare I've ever I dreamed 1'd been traded back to the
Red Sox!!!

@M - KATHY: Shit, I knew you were going to start up soonmer or later.
Look, would yon mind irgbacktaywrpitforamile,atle&stmtil

Igetﬂ-nerea.mblygmdpmsstyped

METS - BIMBLING ILDIOT: E‘irstyu;begusmbetﬂed:meetouﬂ.tegmss,
and now you tell us to leave Fat chance, we're HUMBER ONE--tell the

sucky Glants to hit the roadi ['...the sucky Glants...'?)

PRESS JUDGE - (M: Amueﬂ\emlyenﬂitem'estnrere" Wvhat say we
split for a beer and lrish nachos at Gilligan"s Bar? (Or do they hawe
one in San Berdu County?) Dunp these MNeanderthals. [Ibl:l‘u.ng I'd like
more than to split a beer with you, l'.u:ldy-ul'-enl:lite-pal-n -rine, but
we ain't gor no Gilligan's bere. . .would T.G.I.F.'s slake the thirst?
(Dneofth:seopenedthrae&urumthsbackmﬁanﬂemrdimﬂ

BOOBAROO - MINSHALL: You are not the pimple-brained pisspot! Congratuila-
tions on haming your position an:und ¥iss~of-death t eh,

Boobergeist? Let's hope you don't help him agr mach as you helped
Tallman. ]

BOOB - GHOD: Domt't let the Faithless get you down--1I still believe in you!
@M - GAME, GHOSTS, aND GalGHaN: Kind of pachetic, isn't it?

FAZDORF - FANTOM TSAR: Hey, Terry, good moves last time, really If you
had made a few more moves, say since 13, who kiwss how this game

—
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may have turned out? I wish you further luck if you press south ard, if
you're reececeezlly in this game for the duration (and not dying of
apathy} then drop a line, merhaps {"...merhaps...”?] and who knows what
could coma of it--peace feelers are now out o all comtries. [Th,

have you managed to clue Melinda in about this change of heart? 3She’s
1iks a kid in a candy store.]

EMGLAND - RUSSIA: Scrry, Terry. I['m just a greedy little girl.

FRESS JUDGE - TALIMAN: The inevitable Russian win, and che ccmehack'
which produces ir, will truly be stuming. And they said it couldn't
be done, . .

LICKY - MUDE: Great story! [Hih? Oh, I see, you put that here when It
should have been there. . .better luck next time. ]

mm-m:rv&beenmcchj:?demﬂd and I think
yallow-card werrings are a good idea. Yellow cards to summate
Genius" Spitzer and [the Hobby]l "Sex Fraud” Tallman for silence. (On the
other hand, let's all be glad that George shut upt)

BO0B - SOLDIERS: Merhinks I'll abandon you and take up with the Desperate
Ones. . .but since they don’t get undervay for another month I'11 clutter
your presa for a bit longer. [Ooe down, one to go. . .|

M - GAVME: And now, umnfortupately, it's time to turn the Mecs Madwomsm
loose, . {Kind of like let that crazy relarive you have—-Aumtie
Carlotta or something--our of the tower, you know?]

WALLY BACKMAN - FAZ: "Hit spheroids with wooden sticks', wih? Let me
put it this wey; since Mitcchell and I are tied for che highest batting
average in the National League, why not let us use your head as the ball
for batting practice? We wouldn't have to worty about doing any damage
ap the doctor took care of that whetr he dropped yo your head

FLASH - FLRST DECREE {aka KATHY): C'mon, give me a break here! What's

with rhese Morono Mets Mondkerg? Gary Crater {(or is that 'Carter'?)--

isn't he Jimmy's son from a former marriage?! and as for same

3 S, ghoesh]l MNo thank you, sweetie, 1°11 wair here uncil the Buckos,
icent Pirates, stomo from behdrnd to talke it all in

October! Good to see you in this reg of (un)distinctiaon, Kachl

; Fancy meeting you herel Locks like we both crashed a

.I.P. party--check out all dhwee Metg! But its getting

a cozy, intimate cormer, just the .
oy frop all this nolsy press? [Pete, they're get

tart slaking and cozening over thare--will you, vh, coo

(I've got a comebeck in my mourh, buc I'1l leave it to you,)]

JUDGE - GM: Hey, don't dump your low-life comebacks oo me. If it's
ow for you to say, Fim's the only one left. [Yesh, but he's brain-
re, watch, 111 show you. . .he's talking to a dack. . .]

MCDUCK - LORD MASTER SCCRATES: I worship at the feet of your wisdom.
licktheld'ngllmadmt from your brow, yet still your shame me. UWhat
I ? -

PRESS JUME - (M: In all rhings there is worth. The self-swareness
and devorion will discover the value of any thing. (Yesh, but he's trying
to toady to a duck.f All mist be seen as good as edifying for a healthy
vi.ﬁfo;l:hetniverse. Once nirvana is reached, the worth of all is
Except when dealing with that last item. [Well, it ig Jim-Boob.]
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M - GAME: 1 can't believe this--page cuenty-one?!? This is going to
end in a bad wvay. . . _

LICKY LINDY - DUCKY: Are you insured for Typist's Cramp?

DUCKY - L.L.: Are you sericus? UNo one in the busipess will touch me for
under a million macks.

PRESS JUDGE - BOOB: Mon sequitir. Yeah, vou.
GM - PRESS JUDGE: I couldn't vesist.

DAVEY JOHNSON - PJ: You are definitely in the majority, the entire
National League (especially Herzog) wishes we would disappear just like
a Ghost. By the way, bhow are your last place Podgers doing?

&M - PJ: Dooh, does KRathy like to hic you when you're down or what?
PRESS JUDGE - GM: Spealking of Nearderthals. .

KEVIN MITCHELL - PJ: Ighore Ray Knight, no one couid look as ugly as him
éem:epb;:. for Wiliiams). You, on the other hand, are as cute as I am
lexibie. -

METS FAN - DAVEY: He's the Press Judge; vyou must use tact or we'll gec
ripped]

CARTER - DAVEY: Actually, the Dodgers are (were] doing rather well,
they ' re only /% out.

HERHANDEZ - CARTER: Hey, Math-whiz, do you realize char if the Dodgers
were in our division they'd be twenty games out? [So whac--EVERYBODY -
in your division is 20 games out. Congrats on the clinch by the way.)

METS FAN - METS: Came on, give PJ a break--you're supposed to be abusing
Williams.

TEIFFEL - FRANCE AND RIISSIA: You'll gec a2 draw abouc the same time I
learn hese to fleld.

BACKMAN - TEUFEL: Gotta give you credit, though, ar least you know
you're hopeless——uniike the pathetic GM!

m—ﬂﬂ‘smﬂ:mmumdmaaymybﬂckwtmlmain 5chool,
(Lindy and Melinda might wish to cover their eves here) EAT MEI

GEORGE POSTER - TERRY TALIMAN: Hey,dnntmrzyabautdrwﬂ.rgindﬂ
Sea of Apathy. I mean, lock at me, I've beets floating arourd in that

water for a long timel

BERENMYI - CON ED: Iheliamd[hw{a:dlmicduttmpmmdtom-—atrip
to Tidewater. Belleveing Faz will get you a trip to the boxl

BYRME - BODB: Talk to me ipn October, I'1l send you a crying towel. The
only thing keeping the Giants in the race is the factr that they are in
the wimpiest division.

LENNY DYKSTRA - HAWK: Steve Cariton is more excit cthan you and 1
dort’t think he's said 10 words in hiz enrire career

ED HEARM - SOCRATES: Being back-up catcher to Gary Carter isn't all that
bad, I mean, he's good! mgtldontmnderstaxﬂismyym playing
secord- fiddle to a buwbling idiot. 1t seans to me that the intelligent
one with the good locks should be in the starcing line-up with the
Bu:nbllng Idiot sitring on the bench. {Ah--!:ul: Socrates can't rype, and
he's more selaective them I about what he'll print. Were that I were. |

WALLY BACEMAN - MELINDA: Psssst! [isren, curie, if you don't tell Phyllis,
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M ﬂhtcm!say? I-an::harfm:awﬁfﬁm
..p Tnlip' vy telling him? -

'-m:mmli— .. Cary" ::taiufo::iu “rhrow-the-

"memmwm&uw._ t!'u;i:klllmit:. Hew,
m.mht&fmamimtu.my?

v mﬂu The only tidm pouscan catch is fire
- CARTER: Talk to me afresr’the Vorld Series, akay chump?
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DA - DERNSEED DXCX: Ymms-bim.mptw Mtheym.-
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"" - SPYIZER: m#mmmmpm;umz
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D TICK: Sesver deuserves b Sox! It's
-In']nl 'ﬂqwl.:hlimelmm ___tnith‘ﬂ:q‘!m:"

' the Glars would think they coufd vin
.!'I'l men with a 49 racord. ‘”‘"5‘ @ permmmt mmos

' :liny. leave Carltony alonse, nuhn-hmasptl:asﬁck

: m:?tl;utafm Ymmtgm-.acimt.or -
foulic. . .you aven’t even s Bodgerl .
il fﬁ BPOGTE, JACISON: ‘ﬁuaumtmaﬁaldmﬁgu:--ywllm S
ﬂ hﬂupﬁmmmm _
it shorr s month, I:u:ﬂue!hum

ﬁqh,u-ilrguu thack lmi:ysma,tth? I
wummmﬂmm
__.-ﬂl-ﬂaﬂllmtmnwimmis {ﬂlliltuﬂ-lltmﬁ,'
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