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Why I'm Moving On
Well, the cover of the zine says it all- Shannon and Ryan come into my life
and let's say there i= a change of priorities. 1 just wasn't able to sustain the
zine anymore due to time and financial constraints. I simply don't have the
Iarge blocks of time to work on it Yke T used to; juggling a family with career
now just about takez it 3ll up. I also haven’'t been able to afford the 360+
per month for printing and postage. Even though about half the issues were
peid by subscribers, the other half have gone out frea to family, friends, and
trades. Although I could undonbtedly be more efficient through better time-
nanagement, ['m burned out and I still won't have the extra cash to spend on
the zine. In 1995 and most of 1996 we were feeling financially squeezed, until
I went to northeast Oregon last summer for three weeks helping with the fire-
fighting effort there. I cleared about $3,900 over my regular salary, which
was a real zhot in the arm (and we spent abont svery penny of it catching up
on fixing teeth, fixing cars, filling up heating oil for the winter, etc).

It was a financial sacrifice for us to take the transfer to Verlot, slthough for
quality-of-life reasons we don't regret the move one bit, Cathy quit her
insurance job to be a full-time mom and I became the full-time bread-winner.
Our new (and more iraditional) roles and a single income took some getting
ugzsed to, but we're doing well. I survived the latest round of Forest Service
downsiring and believe my career is looking =aolid, I got a "superior" job
performance rating and a raize to go along with it, so this year should be
easier to pay the bills, especially if I make "going out on fires™ an annual
thing. Still, all we're doing is treading water {like millions of other American
working-class families) and in this economy nothing is secure. It disturbs me
that this nation is replacing "We the Pecple..." with "...of the Corporation, by
the Corporation, and for the Corporation.” However, there was some political
candidate who sald the answer to the shrinking economic pie was that people
just had to get out there and bake more pies! Anyway I'm going to stop
whining and might start some kind of home-based business eventually. I have
some enterprenenrial spirit in me and there haz to be an alternative out there
somewhere to make honest money bestdes writing bogus checks like the
"Freemen”" do or joining the Church of Amway. <Cathy is al=zo thinking about
writing professionally once the kids start grade school,




1 reauy appreciaie ail 1ne suppori Lpaom nas given mée over lhese last
five years of publishing, and the friends Cathy and I have gained. Az a zit-
faced 1T ysar old I first joined DipDom in 1978, by getting in a game in Don
Horton's zine Claw & Fang, published Diplomacy By Moonlight {DBM)} from 1979-
1983 (the firut 2 years as subzines in Claw & Fang and Le Front), met my
future wife Cathy at DipCon in Detroit In 1883, and occcaszsionally wrote a
gsubzine in Cathy's Ramblings (CR, 1983-1988). Logged thousandx of freeway
miles while on the housecon ecircuit {(generslly Madizson-Kalamezoo—Wichita, and
Russ Rusnak's in the zouth Chicago suburbs) during the firat half of the '80s.
Met the East Coast Clique in ‘81-82. I had to prove I was resal to John
Boardman by showing him my driver's license. Was firat rejected and then
befriended by Kathy Byrne-now—Caruso. Admittedly my hobby involvement has
been rocky and sporadic over the years, but the Big Score was finding Cathy,
which iz a hobby fairytale and a story In itself. I Jdidn't reslly belleve Cathy
was gerions ntil a few people nudged me in the right direction. Russ started
it with the infamous "dats form,” which I sent to Cathy and she fillad it out!
{sea ingide historical document). Jim-Bob told Cathy I was "in to™ Elfquest.
And Kethy Byrne was blunt with me: "that girl loves you!™ Cathy flew out to
Chicago to mest me, and our fate was sealed at Dipceon in Detroit in 1083.

I became entangled in some hobby feuds {although to a lesser degree
than others) on and off during the 1880%. I was Bernie Oaklyn's buddy. Oh
~well, T was a "zit—faced teen" (quote Terry Tallman} and later a twenty-

something who d4idn't know any better. I enjoyed slinging some mud once in
a while {the streak of chaos in me}, but I outgrew it, realizing it is
. counterproductive and a waste of time. Moved with Cathy 1o Flagstaff,
- Arizona in 1888, dropping mosatly out of zight from the Dip scens to go back
to college to study forestry, and managed ¢to make a couple more Midwestern
consg. Landed a psrmanent job with the Forest Service in 1990, with Cathy
" and I relocating to Washington state, Started up REBM in 1891, and I think my
~ writing style matured a great deal! since the wild 'n' woolley days of DBEM.

- Five years publishing seems too short. I wish it could have been ten, until
- the year 2000 (the End of the World as We Know It), but will have to gettle

: for 1996, Now that I'm 35, reality iz hitting me: it's time to move on, putting
more focus on family, career, health, snd making ends meat. Looking at the
. covar of RBM again, I don't =ee {t 20 much as an end, but as a beginning of
- something elze.

I think DipDom's Tuture I3 in E~Mail, as it is a far less expensive and
more rclisble medium than the poatal Dip Zine. Of course the technology is
here, as is heing demonstrated. 1 could do it if I had the tHims, but even if 1
did, I believe it wouldn't be worth losing the tactile, fannish, home-made feel
of a paper zine in thiz virtual world. Time to stand azide and let the cyber-
punks take cver, I guess. Who knows what the future will hold, however; I
might decide to continue as a chat-only zine. [t's unlikely at this time but
I'll leave that door open. In the meantime I won't disappear completely, but
will just sit on the sidelines for now, staying in touch with some folks via my

- annual Christmas Ietter. Once my paper-games end I plan on hanging out

occasionally in cyber-world, playing in and GMing a game of slectronic dip.

Might write record reviews for Jim-Bob's Abyssinian Prince sometimes—the

graveyard zine of Hobby old farts—as he won't let me get lost.

. Now for some houzekesping. I have continued to run my five remaining
games on flyer for 50 centz a turn. Dark Side of the Moon, BNC Blues, and

., Cheyenne have just ended, and Nizqually and Maricopa are stil! underway.
Any remaining sub balanceas have been paid back with this issue, except for

' the Nisqually and Maricopa players, and minus %$2.00 for thix double issue.

. Check out this last blowout iasue as it containa some fun, earlier articles from

i, DBM and CR, written by variouz folks about some of the Cons. Enjoy!



"I see that the as yet anonymous sponsors of the 'Eric
Ozog' hoax have decided to give it up. Considering the poor
Judgement in releasing it on fandom in the first place, it was
probably the best decision that Tretick, or Linsey, or Lakofka, or
whoever, could have made. Qzog, fercrissake! [f sounds Hke the
name of an evil Martian high priest from a bad science-fiction
pulp story of forty years ago. 'Saved!” cried the beautiful
Fallopia, danghter of the eccentric Professor Barthelin, as she saw
the stalwart spaceman Mike deltoid charge through the cowardly
horde of evil acolytes. 'Fallopial!' cried her hero. 'Now I can lake
you back to Earih in my hypership!" He swept her into his arms,
when they heard a sinister voice hiss, 'Not so fast, Earthlings!
You have not yet reckoned with me.' Turning in dismay, the
he;iﬁc pair saw the evil high priest Gzog..." —John Boardwman,
19 _

(0Old) News On the Home Front

This is quite a bit dated {events of last year) but still interesting, included in
last year's Christmas letter with some additions,

It has been an interesting year for terrestrial and extraterrestrial events.

No, the Aliens haven’t landed yet, but with all the alien-invasion related
moviez and television shows on these days, you'd think they were coming over
for dinner at your house next week. It must be the approach of the end of
the mﬂleniumnu l

First we were able to catch a spectacular view of Comet Hyakutake last March.
We were lucky to have one of these rare clear spring nights in Verlot on the
day the comet was closest to the Earth, and it was so impressive 1 ran back
to the house to drag Cathy outside in the cold. "Cathy, you have to see this,
this is a once-in-a-lifetime!" There it was, a hazy round sphere the size of
the moon and the long-long teil streaking over a guarter of the night sky.
Seeing this really reinforces that we are a part of a living, dynamic, universe.
There's a new comet (Hale-Bopp) in the neighborhood right now. Hale-Bopp is
25 miles in diameter but will bhe over 120 million miles away at its closest
point. From pictures I've seen so far it looks as bright as the brighter stars
and has a short tail, but because it is only visible in the north-northeast in
the wee hours of the morning, I'H likely not boot my butt out of bed early
enough to zee it, Melody told me she and Tim were surprised fto see the
comet about five this morning (Friday March 14) over Green Mountain; they
didn't expect to see it and it looks quite impressive. They're not exactly
rocket scientists {I'm not either, aithough I'm somewhat more astronomically
savvy) but for them to notice it, this comet must really stand out. It would
be devastating if one of those hit the Earth- the theory of the dinosaurs
going extinct as a result of a meteor or comet impact is genersally accepted
now, We're realizing more than ever that there have been and will he a
variety of extraterrestrisl influences on the Earth- why Just recently & solar
storm knocked ocut AT&T's %200 milHon copmmunications satellite {(and you
wondered why your long distance went up!).

Then there was the earthquake which happened last May. The gquake
registered 5.2 on the Richter scale and its epicenter was in Duvall,
Washington, a small town about 25 miles south-southwest of Verlot (as the
crow flies). It hit about 8:00 at night; and Cathy and I thought it was
anything but an earthquake because we've never experienced an earthquake
before {she thought at first it was thunder and I thought a plane was going
to crash)., It sounded like a loud roar and the house shook, but there was no



damages; not even anything falling off a shelf. Once we determined, "dub,
we're having an earthquake, get under s doorway!™ it quit; it only lasted
about 20-25 seconds. An aftershock hit aboul an hour later, which felt like a
big, short-lived crash- like a sonic boom but not as loud. Shannon slept
through it all and Ryan was comfortable in Cathy’'s arms. An interesting
experience, and a wake~-up ecall for the region to be prepared for the "Big
One,” which is long overdue for the whale west coast. )

During the summer the Verlot area had two notewoarthy wildlife
sightings. Wayne and Tim, employees here at Verlot, were driving up the Mt.
Pilchuck road when they saw a "wolf® dart from the shoulder of the road into
the trees. I said, "didn't you just see a big dog or coyote?" and they said
"no way," they were sure it was a wolf; it was too big and it had a shiny
black and silver coat and a massive head. Another sighting was a mountain
lion, which croased the highway in front of a man's car, about 100 yards from
the Verlot compound gate and went intec the weods behind my house! ] called
Cathy from the ranger station, "make sure the kids and the pets are inside.™
So it's kind of exciting that we live in an area of the couniry which still! has
some wildness left.

In June two 10-12 year old boys were injured in the Ice Caves. They
were with a YMCA youth group out of Seattle, were told not to go in the ice
caves, s0 what did they do?T They went inside the ice caves. The were

goofing around and the boy's buddy threw a rock into the ice ceiling of the
" cave and a big ¢hunk of compact snow and ice fell oni top of them both,
knocking them down, cutting one kid on the head and bruising the other's
collar bone and ankle. They were able to walk out to the traithead, where an
ambulance took them to Evarett Genieral. The TV station came oyt and
interviewed me (we hiked in to the scene of the accident), so that was kind of
fun being the "ranger™ having a TV camera shoved in my face.

: My mother from the Chicago area visited us for 2-1/2 months from May
inte August. It was great having her here with the grandkids, as she is

* creative, doing hittle projects with the kids~ little nuances that only grendmas
can do like painting ponies and rainbows on stones for Shannon. We did a
great deal of sighi-seeing during that time— took a ferry or "bus—-boat"™ (as
Shannon called it} to the San Juan Islands, drove to Vancouver, Canada, saw
Mtsg. Baker and Shuksan from Artist's point (an awesome overlook!), hiked to
the Big Four Ice Caves {which is Hke being in a primeval rock garden, with
the sheer cliffs of Big Four Mountain rizing 4,000 feet above us), and drove
along the Mountain Loop Highway through the mountains along the Sauk River.
Also she and I painted the bathreom and ocur computer-office. My sister Paula
alsp came out for 10 deys in September. Unforfunately the weather had

| turned rainy, with the Cascades geiting a fresh dusting of snow! Paula got
to see "Ranger Eric" in action, hiking with the school kids on a field trip to
the Ice Caves.

Joan Extrom and Xen Corbin visited us for a weekend in August, and no
sooner than they got here on that Friday I was dispatched to a forest fire in
northeastern Oregon, about 80 miles south of Pendleton. I gathered up my
gear and caught prop-flights to Portland and Pendleton. That part of Qregon
ic a land of extremes, with frost common in the suwmer and 60 degree
day/night temperature swings (90 at day, 30 at night!). I was a part of a
security team in fire camp on the Bull Fire, which comsumed about 10,000
acres, Two other fires in the vicinity, the Summit and Tower fires, blackened
about 50,000 acres apiece. One moment of excitement was helping the
communications unit leader set up a radio repeater on the top of Desolation
Butte, in which we had to drive through part of a burning area to get there.
The highlight of my three week tour wasz the evacustion of our fire camp,
when the Summit and Tower fires were making a run. The fire crews had



just returned for dinner about 7:00 pm, and we were evacuating them back to
their scheol buses at 9:00. The smoke in the sky was just totally black, like
a tornado was going 1o hit. It was a chaotic evacuating what amounts to a
small city {1,500-2,000 pecple) in about an hour, and the place looked like a
ghosttown afterwards, with empty tents everywhere (a couple were rolling
around camp in the wind— I called them "nylon tumbleweeds"}. Fortunately no
one got hurt and it tarned out we weren't in danger- the fire complex never
moved closer to camp. But you can never take chances when it appears the
fire is coming your way. Overall 1 liked the exuperience and might become a
security manager someday. What impressed me the most was how diverse the
people working the fire were- including Hispanic and American Indian crews.
The overhead team was based out of Atlanta.

My supervisor {the security manager) is a colorful individual who is half
Cherokee Indian snd owned a ranch in Oklahoma. He and 1 had some lively
discusgions on states rights (he was pro-states rights, 1 was the nathesome
Federali). The funniest statement he said was he was convinced the South
lost the civil war becanse each southern siate had it's own railroad gauge.
None of the tracks lined up to move the troops and war materials quickly, so
when a train would reach a state border they'd have to unnload and load onto
the other train. Meanwhile, the industrialized North had a standardized track
width, Anyway, he was linking the Civil War as & war over states’ rights and
1 said, "that's right, the Feds did some goodl” by pointing out that without
the Feds you'd have 50 independent countries with none of the irain tracks
lining up {an extreme example, but my point being that yes, scome things are
best left to the states, but the Feds do have a role to play in setting national
standards and tregulations beneficial to the nation as a whole.

Anocther funny thing happened while a group of us security folks were
milling sbout for a few minutes {no, we weren't eating doughnuts and drinking
coffee, it was a slow period during the afternoon) talking about someihing and
then I spotted one of those infamous unmarkerd black helicopters fly over our
fire camp. I lvoked up and pointed to the others, "that was a black
helicopter.” I thought black helicopters were the stuff of legend, in the
figment of the imaginations of anti-government militia groups, and here it was:
an unmarked black helicopter, probably on some clandestine mission of the
U.N. against the United States. After it passed, the conversation picked up
again where it left off, and about a few minutes later I confirmed again in a
deadpan volee: "that was a black helicopter.” Everyone cracked up.

Ancther highlight was being able to shake the hand of then Chief of the
Forest Service Jack Ward Thomas, who was touring fire camps in the Blue
Mounteins of Oregen. Ancother legend, he looked just like Santa Claus. I told
him I thought he wazs making a difference and he said he hoped we all were

Our fire camp was fairly quiet—- a couple of stolen wallets and lots of
lost and found items. 1 was in charge of the lost and found, and also drew
up maps of the fire camps, showing locations of all the facilities and sleeping
areas (the drawings became complicated affairs, and updated them every
couple days {my drafting skills came in handy here). Overall, although 1 slept
on the ground in my tent for three weeks and it was hard being away from
the family, the overtime pay was worth it.

Probably the most profound experience from the trip was when 1 got
home and walked through the door 1 was astonished that Shannon and Ryan
lgpked different- how they had grown and changed in only three weeks!
Shannon was speaking in complete sentences and Ryan walked right up to me.
I don't know how a parent can be away from their kids for extended periods.
1 nickname Shannon "Goldilocks™ as she has long blonde curly hair. And she
has these compelling steel gray eyes...ah, she's going to be breaking the boys’
hearts someday and Daddy's going to be chasing them away. Since Ryan
started walking he's a go go go! Take your eyes off him for a minufe and
he's gone in 8 blink, and if he's quiet it means he's into something he
shouldn't be; like pulling out all the index cards out of my address card box.



What a drag to sort and realphabetize them, so I've learned to keep such
things five feet above the ground. When ! ask Ryan to “go bring we a book"”
he walks over to the book bin and brings one back to me and =its in my lap
for a story. Ryan still has his strawberry blonde hair, with wisps of curl aon
the ends. Cathy and I have a bet on whether he'll keep his Grandmother
Ozog's blue eyes or if they'l! turn gray ke Shannon's. !'m smazed with ocur
children: their exceptional beauty and thelr unconditional love. _

Lasgily, Cathy and I witnesszed the total eclipse of the full moon in
September. 1 was driving home from Marysville after swinming, and had &
darkened blood-red moon in my windshicld most of the way back. Once again
I @ragged Cathy ontside to see another celestial event we might not see again
in our lifetimes. By then a sliver of the bright moon was reappearing, and we
watched it grow for a while. Kind of a nice way to bring a close to the
summer. Also reinforces that, yeah, the earth i round and orbits the sun
and sll that.

Also locking forward to the family reunion I'm planning for this summer.
The Muschas (my mother's family) will be getting together at Flagg Ranch
Resort in Wyoning, right in between Yellowsztone and Grand Teion National
Parks. It will be the first major road trip with Ryan and Shannon {the south
end of Yellowstone is roughly an 8350 to 900 mile drive for us, so it ought to
be a pretty exciting adventure). Shannon: "Daddy, are we there yet?" {(said
in a whiny voice every 15 minutes). Daddy: "Cathy, can I have another
sandwich?" Ryan: "Wassaasaanaannah!™ Mommy: Erie, turn this car around
RIGHT NOW, I want to go home before I totally lose my mind!" Who knows, the
report of this zany trip might make up Iazue 55 of RBM. Stay tuned...c..

Movie Review - Star Wars

Recently, Cathy and I saw the remake of the first Star Wars movie on
the big screen as a Valentine's Day dinner date. The added city-scape scens
of Luke and Cbi-Wan driving into Mos Eisley Spaceport is spectacular, as well
.as all the additional humanoids and critters added tc the city streets. This
gives you the feeling of really being in the hustle and bustle of a major port
city., The enhanced special effects of Alderan and the Death Star blowing up
are excellent, The reinserted scene of rebel pilots Luke and his friend Wedge
wishing each other good Iuck is okay.

One big-time unnecessary addition: the scene of Harrison Ferd talking to
a digitized Jabba the Hut looks totally phony. Jabba Iooks smaller and fragile
here, while he appears lifelike, large, and menscing in the originel third
movie, You can tell Jabba is a digitized image. What a waszte, George Lucas
didn’t have to add this one., The dislog is lame: Han didn't cay anything new
to Jabba that he hadn't already told Greeto. And it made no sense for Jabba,
& king-pin gangster, to go out ‘in the field' to contact Han on his own when
he'd slready sent his flunky Greeto. Why should Jabba take a chance leaving
his lair without the protection of his muppet/D&D creatures? To top off this
loser scene, Jabba acts lke a total wimp, letting Han off the hook easy for
"frying" Greeto, just szaying "ckay, bring me my money when you get back,
have a nice trip,”" when to begin with, Jabba sent Greeta to collect and/or kill
Han in the first place. What a fake.

Oh well, Darth Vader is still a great "hands-on/the buck stops here/do
it yourself” kind of villain, but they didn't shine up his helmet to a high-
gloss black like Movies 2 and 3, because in original movie No. 1 it looks like
molded plastic with fingerprints on it. Overall the movie is definately well
worth seeing on the wide screen again, as the clarity, color, and hi-fi sound
is superb, albeit the sound ix a bit loud. You realize how much gets visuelly
compressed and lost in the tranzfer to videc cassette. Although hard-core
fanz probakly will snap them up, I don't recommend buying the “enhanced
videos,” as it will not buy you much. Just cnjoy the original videoz and save
your money lfor seesing Empire and Jedi at the theater,



Deputy assistant ranger at Verlot
9 September 1996
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BULL FIRE

September 2,199¢&
FIRE UPDATE

Today is the day fire crews have keen laboring toward. For more
than three weeks crews have been attempting to encircle the Bull
Fire with a fire line. If the winds stay light out of the west
and the burnout is successful; crews Will have turned the corner
on containing the Bull Fire. However this last piece of line
could be one of the most difficult to complete.

To complete the fire line crews must burn out a one mile section
of line from Saddle Camp Ridge down slepe through sub-alpine fir
to the North Fork John Day River. The fire line is narrow, only
18 inches wide in the wilderness area, and spot fires are a

constant concern. But wind may be the most critical element., It
is forecast to stay out ©f the west te north west until evening.

- This will work for the burnout if it does not get to gusty. But

by late afternocn the winds are forecast to shift to the
southwest which will turn the wind at right angles to the linpe
and create containment problems for firefighters. With luck the
fire will be tied intc the North Fork John Day Riwver by the end
<f the Labor Day shift.

On Sunday the nerthern flank was tied into the river. The line
extends over five miles from the 1010 rcead and, because of the
long hike, crews have been spiked out on the fire for the last
two nights. The line has been made more secure by burning out the
fuel between the fire and the line. This burnout has been
successful and the northern line is holding.

Other crews placed aleng the eastern side of the North Fork John
Day River are also being spiked out. There assignment has been
to catch any spot fires that cross the river. So far all spot
fires have been contained.

Jack Ward Thomas, Chief of the Forest Service, made a planned
wvisit to camp yesterday and had nothing but praise for the work

that firefighters had done.

On Tuesday, Dave Luken’s Blue Mountain Team will transition with
Kearney’s Team. The Southern Axea Interagency Team, which has
been managing the fire since Bugust 15, will be demobed on
Wednesday.



HEATHER

The weather for Labor Day will ke a repeat of Sunday.
Temperatures will be in the 60-70 degree range. Winds will be
mestly up sleope 8 MPE. Ridge top winds will be westexly with
gust to 25MPH. Winds will shift toward the southwest late today.

FIREFIGHTING RESOURCES

There are 931 firefighters assigned to the fire. This includes
33 20-person crews, 10 engines, 2 dezers, and 3 helicopters.

Hopeles=sly Hioamar Ty Kansasi

It's a2 strange aberration, this brainstorm of youth

Though It's lost in translation from fancy to truth

It's hopelessly human both inside and out

A joyous occasion, no resson fo doubt

It's ecasy somehow, what onee was elusive is calling me now

I am waiting, | am patiently

Doing nothing, in a reverie

Climbing higher, seeing everything
Interacting, slowly spiraling

I am giving, while I'm watching the
Life I'm living, precious energy
Escaplating, what was once Jjust a game
It's pever the same, no gna's to blame

It's a strange situation, there’'s no cause for alarm

All these hot licks and rhetoric

Surely do ycu no harm

They're helplessly humgn, both inside and out

A joyous occasion, there's no reason to doubt

When each word is read, would you know the difference
If nothing was said

Al is rhythm, &il is unity

I am laughing, a5 it's meant to be

Just amusing, I am using the

Word was given, making harmony
Moving slowly, dancing aimlessly
Endlcss circle, turning fearlessly
Rosurrected, falling down again
Introspected, I'm just stating my views
Now you can choose, what do you feel
It is for real this time



Bull on the Run

Twtuty years from now in a4 well wom den
Sity a man in his Sxvorile old chair,
Swrounded by walls of family pictures
And beside him a wife that still cares

in his lap sits & boy, his own son's son
With questions that scexi 10 never end
Saying “Pops, 1ell me about your life.
Tell me bow it was back then™

It had been a while since the old man thought
Of his life in such a reflective way.

But when he spoke, it was with eloquent case
Becagse be was clear in what be bad 1o 3ay,

“Son, I remember where 1 was when Kennedy died,

And when man Srst walked oo the moon.

1 lived through the tragedy of Vietnam
Filty thousand men died too soon.

I’vesau:lgutﬁnnﬁse, aod great one’s fall
There"s boen sad times and there™s been fun

But the most bumble I've been, except for your dad s birth

Was zeecing the Bull on the run.

It was a bot and doy August back in 96

The northwest was all ablazre.

From across the pation, men and women came
To put an end 10 the camage and craze.

T was & Wworn Out sawyer with téx other hen.
We were sent down Oregon way,

To join two thousand others in & worth whils cause.

Along a siver they call John Dzy.

Our cgo told us we would knock this out,
Like we had 16 many times before,
This complex of fires vwas no match for us.
We'd whip it and move oo to more.

We settled into the ald Gre campr routane,
Too lopg bours and then o bed we'd go.

But on a certain Slmd.:;_\r night, when the sun went dowa

There arose & Most omEnous glow,

Three great beasts wese on the prowl that night |
Eating all that came in their way.

These wind driven Gends had lulled us to sleep,
And now Lhey had soomething to say,

Takng toms the three doubled in size.

And then they did it again,

We'll show you who rules this desolate land
Because that"s the way It's alwiyvs been,

You think your two thousand can stop we three.
Yous think that your strong and tough.

Let"s malce it clear that we rule here.

Il e wwhey wiem™ve had enoughs

Two thousand men hung their heads that night
And backed on down off Lthe hill

To take safe haven and avoid » Gght
And to leave the fires at their will.

Son, nevex forget what I have told you here.
Your Iong life hay just now begun.

1n every man’s life, when he stans getting proud
Comes a Bull on the run,




Historical File

Save the wombat
[by Bob Osuch, from EEMELMEM #35, November 19381]

Eric, "Save the Wombat" js a campaign I'm starting to bring you back into the
good graces of the hobby. Aren't you pleased? As you know, the Wombat is
an endangered species. So are you.

'Erlc has asked me to write an article for his fine dipzine, Djplo

or whatever he calls it. Thoughtful guy that
he is, he gave me all of one day to write it, s I am typing it up without the
aid of 2 rough draft, so if you see anything cut of order, blame Eric. Also, I
am not fesling particularly interested tonight, so if you don't lke this, blame
Eric again. It's nice to have & whipping boay, isn't it?

First, I should mention that I hadn*t planned on atiending Louie-
LouieCon, but [Gary] Coughlan called one day and talked me into it, That
same afternocn Eric called, or at least 1 think it was him. I answered the
phone, but before [ could say a word, I heard "It's Eric. Saturday. 8AM. Be
there. Aloha,” followed by the dial tone. Weird boy, that Eric.

1 was ready in plenty of time. 6AM came and went. Still no Erie. At
6:15 the phone rang, waking the baby. It was Ozog. "Sit tight," he
ingtructed, "Ashley's not here yet.”

"So leave without him,"” 1 suggested.

"1 can't do that, he's my puppeti," he replied, then hung up.

"Damn punk kid,” T mumbled in disgust. "No, not you son,”

A little after seven, Eric, Peter Ashley and Dwayne Shreve finally
arrived, and we departed., 1 should explain that Fric and Dwayne are both
Oaklyn clones, and Ashley is a Boardman tcady, so you can imagine my
excitenent at the prospect of embarking on a 5-1/2 hour car ride with these
clowns. I was anticipating it as enthusiastically as 1 would a severe case of
leperosy, or is it leprosy? Well, you get the picture. Anyway, the
conversation naturally turned to Diplomsacy, and I must say, the boys had me
outnumbered, Having yet to meet Michalski, they bad already deduced that he
was an asshole, I puess because of what John had to say about their heroes,
Boardman and Oaklyn respectively. So it was decided, Michalski was to die at
all costs. I tried to reason with them, but they were all holding their own
personal vendettas. Eric believed he had received general shoddy ireaiment
from Jcohn, including 2 recent MASS MURDERS press release about Ozog,
"charging out of you mailbox and into your jockstrap,” which Eric attributed
to Michalski. Shreve was pissed because John had forwarded szome letter
written years ago to Boardman, It was sort of vague and 1 didn’'t pursue it
due to lack of interest. Ashley was upset because Michalski had abused "The
Father of Diplomacy,” whoever that is. That wasn't so bad, but then the
subject changed to OCaklyn. Cod, what a fantastic guy he must be, at least if
you listen to Eric and Dwayne talk. After four hours of "Bernie this" and
"Buddy that" I couldn't wait to get there.

We arrived at 12:30, or thereabout=z, and finding nobody home, went to
MeDonald's {barf) for Iunch. After that, we all went and puked {oh, did I
mention we picked up Bob Kluge), and then went and got some booze. I split
a fifth of vodka with Pete, but he didn't drink the whole time because he was
hung over from punkrocking all Friday night. After that, we went back to
the hotel and met everybody. They were all there: Coughlan, a sleazy looking
guy with a permanent devious sneer., I had expecied to find Gary to be
friendly, but instead the cpposite was true. There wa Rauterberg, who 1
knew from past experience to be a professional graduste assistant, or as we
'used to call them, grad-asses, There was Scott Hanson, who reminded me of a
cute little munchkin, and Jim Williams, whoe's unassuming attitude went well
with his unassuming appearance and his "Party 'Til You Puke™ T-shirt, and
there was Michelski, the balding {(but not particularly fat} Polack. There was



the "lone Star Freak,” Guy Hail and his wife, Libby. Of course, St. Loisan
Kluge was there, alecng with Chicagoans Lischett (we call Andy “Big Bird™),
Peter "The Knife" Ashley, Dwayne "Scatman" Shreve, Eric "Wombat" OQzog,
Rauterberg’'s friend [Mike Grimml, and me. From there, we hit the gaming
tables.

When 1 said Coughlan was sleazy, 1 suppose I was being a little harsh.
It's just that Gary was passing arcund pictures of people in compromising
positions, and these people were supposedly his friends! Any way, when Gary
drew Russia to my Turkey, I was apprehensive to say the least. Fortunately
Scott Hanson, a rational guy, was Austria, so I knew I'd at least have a
fighting chance. Gary's puppet, Bob Kluge, was Italy, Shreve was France,
Williams England and Lischeit Germany. Scott and I quickly organized the A/T
alliance to counter the prearranged R/I, and Gary immediately teck a beating
in the south, except that Scott was taking a worse thrashing from Italy. With
the loss of Trieste and Vienna, Scott's +3 opening quickly detericrated to +0.
1 Felt bad, since I had talked Scott into the whole thing, but in the end I
completely outmaneuvered Italy, went on the offensive, and still assured
Scott's survivael, The game ended in a F/G/I/T draw mainly because Shreve
refused to stab Italy, and without that Italy's death would have been too slow
to merit continuing. So¢o much for that.

On the other board was the "purist's” Diplomacy game that mercifully
ended in A seven way draw. Boy, am I glad I wasn't in that mess!

Next, I finally got in a game with Michalski. Too bad I was facing, as
England, a R/G/F triple. 1 died quickly, suiciding out against Rauterberg's
France, After that, I didn't feel so had that his car had blown up on the way
down. Only kidding, Paul. Anyway, ] was Russia on the other board, so I
went next door. B8y that time, I had polished off my half-bottle of vodka, so
the game was sort of a blur., 1 do remember that Scott was Turkey and,
although we opened merely neutral, we did settle into a midgame alliance.
Scott and I shared in a draw with some other people. 1 don't remember.

The con weas not without its share of sour grapes, At least one player
complained that the "Chicago crowd” was crossgaming. Such shit. Oh well,
it's hard to lose gracefully. Just ask Guy Hail

I stuck my foot in my mouth once, but only Gary and John noticed it,
which iz just as well. “Duh, I didn't know!"™ we all chimed in unison. Shit
guys, after that, I knew it was time feor bed.

I slept under the sink using my coat as s pillow. [ woke up in the
middle of the night wit ha sore throat, freering my ass off. I stole a blanket
from Shreve. ZIzZZ2ZITEIIITIZZIZZ.

1 woke up feeling skudzy and sick. My head was pounding. I felt like
hammered shit! After showering 1 felt bhetter, so I went next door where two
games of Gunboat were in progress. By then, it was checkout time, so
eveiyYone quit and got ready to leave. Michalski had left early that morning.
Goodbye, John. We sald goodbye 1o Gary & Co. and left,

Cn the way home, Eric played more weird music. We were all getiing
nauseous, so wt stopped at Sambo's to eat. What a mistake. Shreve had a
bowl of c¢hili that must have been laced with ExLax. The results were
devastating. We spent the remained of the drive with the windows rolled
dawn, begging Dwayne for mercy.

1 =hould mention that Gary and Eric deserve much thanks for organizing
the whole thing, and Gary was really a nice guy away from the Diplomacy
board. My only regret is that I didn't get to play against everybeody. 1 was
hoping for a game with Michalski, Coughlan, Ozog, Lischett, Qlsen (who didn’t
evenn have the guts to show up), etc....in short, &1l the jerks. S5till, I believe
a good time was had by all.

QK Eric, there's your article. Yew you had damn well better print it.
Thanks for driving, too. You're sll right, no matter what Michalski says. And
remember everybody, "Save the Wombat,”
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Chicagocoryy 1982

{by Randy EHis, from Diplomacy Bv Moonlichi #43, July 1982)

BZZZZ77Z22277777... What? What's this stupid alarm clock doing? Going off at
3:15 A.M? I must have screwed up. I'll just reset it for a reaszonable hour
lixe noon. Wait! Hey, that's right! I set the alarm for 5:15 because Stuart
Lancaster's mom is going to pick my brother Jeff and 1 up at 5:30 to bring us
to the train station so we {(Jeff, Stuart and I} can board the train thaf lcaves
for Chicago at 6:45! Fortunately, Mrs. Lancaster didn't show up until 5:45 so
surprisingly, Jeff and I were all ready when she stopped by.

Here we are, riding to the train station listening fo Mrs. Lancaster warn
us about "weirdos" that have tendancies to molest males. She had to warn us
to act calmly if approached by any of these types. "Yes, we'll be alright” and
similar statements had to be made multiple times before the subject was
dropped. Finally, we arrive at Xansas City's Tnion Station at about 6:15. The
train was already boarding when we arrived there so I didn't have time to
throw away my quarters on the video game coin stealers that inhabit this
particular train station. 1 picked up my sleeping bag, my suitcase, and my
trash bag that contained my Frenchman costume, and walked toward the train
followed by Jeff and Stuart who locked even sleepier than I did. After Stuart
kisged his mom good-bye [(just like a good little boy), we boarded the train.
Jeff ended up =itting a couple rows behind me and Stuart who had a minor
disagreement about who weuld sit next fo the window. After a Tew seconds of
debate, Stuart settled the argument by sitting his 170 pound body into the
window sest and I had to settle for the promise "You can sit next to the
window on the way back.,” Meanwhile, a tall derk-—haired man seated himself
next to Jeff who was stll a couple rows behind Stuart and I. After a brief
diseussion with Stuart concerning guesses on when our train would actuslly
arrive in Chicage (the train schedule sald we'd get there at 3:15, but you
know how close trains stick to their schedules, right?), the train lurched and
started to slowly roll,

"Ah,” I thought, "and to think if this was a regular Friday, I'd be
getting ready to go to school now!" T watched out the window as best as I
could (Stuart makes & much betier door then a window} for a while before
drifting off to sleep. 2Z2ZZ27727.

I woke up and realized that the sun was pretty high overhead now. 1
guessed I must have slept Il 11 o'clock or so. Stuart, who had dozed off
about the same time I had, was now wide awake and studying the Missouri
rural terrain as our train rolled along at about 45 miles per hour. "Perhaps
now would be a good time to memorize those French phrases that French
school teacher wrote down for me. "What?" you're probably saying to
yourself. Let Monsieur explain. You see, Stuart brought to Chicago an ouifit
that made him look like a 1900 Russian {complete with sword and scabbard)}
and I brought along an outfit that was supposed to make me look like an 19th
century French nobleman. We planned ito put our "uniforms”™ on when the
Diplomacy began on Saturday. Sort of to liven things up a bit you know?
Well, T asked a French teacher at my school to write a few phrases down so I
could memorize them on my way to Chicago. Somehow though, I just didn't
feel like going so far as to memorize those stupid phrases. [ crumpled up the
piece of paper and threw it away.

It was nearing 1 P.M. now and Stuart, Jeff and I were about fo die of
boredom. Jeff got up out of his seat and strolled gver toward Stuart and 1.
He wanted to know if Stuart and I wanted to play "21" with a deck of Amtrak
cards he beught. Stuart and I thought it was a pretty good idea so we all
made our way to the dining car where we could sit at a table, order rip-off
priced soft drinks (only 60 cents for a 12 ez. can of Coke!), and play cards.
Since 'm the world's undisputed world's worst card player, ! declined to put
any money oh the games. -Stuart and Jeff bet between themselves who would
win while I played but put no money on the games. At one point, it got to
where Stuart owed Jeff $3 or 44 but then Stuart made a comeback that made



it so that Jeff owed him about a dollar when we &all got sick of "21" and the
overpriced cokes and stumbled back to our seats (I say stumbled not because
there were alcoholic substances in our coke but because irain aislez aren’t
very wide in the first place end when the train's meving at 60 miles per hour,
it's difficult to walk through the isles as the train cars sway from one side to
the other.)

After getting back 1o wmy seat, ! watched the lllinois farmland gradually
give way to the industrislized Northeast area of the state. When the train
ztopped at Joliet, 1 knew we were very close to our destination. After what
seemed like an eternity, I sighted the tall, grey buildings of Chicago and the
unmistakable Sears Tower. “Finally,” I thought. The train slowed down and
in a few minutes, it stopped. The three of us grabbed ocur luggage and 1
gave Jeff a red, white, and hlue umbrella hat to wear. Why7 Well, we icld
Eric to loaok for three teen-agers with one of them wearing a very unusual
hat. 1 must admit, the hat did stand out quite a bit and Stuart and 1 had
trouble attempting to carry our luggage while laughing so hard at Jeff's
ridiculous appearance. I tried to conzole Jeff by saying, "Look at it this way,
Jeff. I1'll bet wa find Erie quick with you wearing that hat. It just attracts
attention.”

The three of us got off the train and walked in the general direction
everyone &lse was walking in. We made it to the gate of Chicago’s train
station with no real problems. Of course, Jeff's hat got a lot of stares, but so
what. The next thing I Xnew, wea entered the waiting rcom and spotted =
mediumly built blond-halred, scraggly—bearded, Eric Ozog in Jordashe jeans.
It was great that we found each other that quick consldering he really didn’t
know what we laoked like and we didn’t really know what he locked like.

After brief introduction, Erte helped us carry cur bulky luggege to his
car where wa put everything up. After a little bit of discussion, wxe decided
it would be best if we waited until Chicago rush-~hour trific had died down a
bit. We decided to go visit a planetarium. I can't remember the name of the
thing but I do remember that it didn't cost us a thing to go to it. It was a
great deal for free. We observed various space artifcats and the like until we
were all knowledgable space scholars, XNext, we went to the shore of lLake
Michigan. ¥We just sort of sat around talking and enjoying the cocl lake
breeze. I went down to the water's sdge and wes surprised to ses that the
lake actually looked relatively unpeliuted. 1 always had the impression that
Lake Michigan, at least around Chicago and Milwaukes, wasz a bunch of fatal
chemicals and pollutants with a little bit of lake water and dead fish mixed in.
I was wrong. It appeared instead to actually be a lake with only a few
hazardous chemicals within and 1 spotted only two dead fish,

After dizcussing such things as DSP, philosophies on stabs, Road to
Ruin (a game that Jeff and Eric are in the zine IRKSOME} and all sorts of
other goodies, we left the shore of Lake Michigan to be introduced to Chicago
traffic. WOW! Being a Kansas boy, I was amazed at the traffic in Chicago.
And I thought rush hour in downtown Kansas City was bad! Whew! After a
long time of riding and Lstening to some rock group I'd never heard of
before that didn't zound toe bad [Camel], we arrived at the honorable house
of Eric Ozog. There, we were introduced to his mom, a nicer mom there never
was, and Eric's two dogs- a big friendly mutt [Pippin], the other a small,
grouchy little pipsgueak that sounded like a human mutant when it harked
{Mollyl. (Sorry Eric, [ had to say it!)

After establishing who slept where and restiing, we dropped by Burger
Xing before going to all sarts of people’'s houses [Andy Lischeitt's and Jim
Williams" parents] to play something 1 never played before- gunboeat Diplomacy.
My inexperience showed through as I was clobbered in every game I played.
One game stands cut in particular, ] was France. In S$'01, Italy occupled
Piedmont, England waded out intoe the Channel, and Germany bounced my A
Parls out of Burgundy. I never had more than three centers that game while
Italy (Eric Ozog of course} picked up Marseilles, Trieste and Tunis that
season. AGGOGGHHHYH! Jeff and Stuart didn‘t do very well either. Finally



we wen! home at about 4 A.M. Saturday. Everyone was to meet at Eric’s
house at noon on Salurday so not many people were to get & lot of sleep. We
went back to Eric's house and went right to sleep after being up for about 20
hours.

_ 1 woke the next morning asround 10 A.M. ¥ groggily stumbled to the
bathroom and forced wmyself into my hot, caped, uncowmfortable Frenchman
costume. 1 felt a little weird when I stepped out of the bathroem with my
French blue vest, ruffled sleeves, black cape, French hat, and of course, a
sword. Regardless, I wore the thing to breakfast where I got quile a few
langhs out of Eric’s little sister {Paula] as well as his mother. "“If Stuart
chickens out and doesn't wear his costume, I'Il kill him,” I thought to myself
a5 I chomped away at some excellent pancakes that Eric’s mom was kind
enough to bestow upon me. After eating, I went upstsirs to Eric's room to
make final adjustments to my costume. I then headed down to the basement
where 1 was surprised to see Dave Carter, Art Haehnel, Paul Rauterberg, Pat
Conlon, and others already there. I felt a little uncomfortable being the only
“"Frenchman" there but ] left the costume on.

Later, the rest of the "gang" trickled in. There was Jim S5tillman, Don
Swartz, Garry Hamlin, Jim Williams, Dick Martin, JulHe Glass, Gary Coughlan,
Michael Quirk, Scott Henon, Rill Becker, Russ Rusnak, Andy Lischett and so
many others 1 can't remember everyone. The "serious™ Diplomacy playing
started around noon or so. "Here's my chance tc make up for my shoddy
gunboat performances!" I thought. My first game {(the first game played in
fact), I drew Austiria. T got Italy (Art Haehnel) to start off with a Lepanto
while 1 convinced the stupid Turk (my brother Jeff} 1o support me into
Rumania. What do you know? I got three builds in W'01! The next season I
stabbed Turkey and took Bulgaria and 1 stabbed Italy and took Venice
because [ saw France (Don Swartz) heading fn Italy's direction and I wanted
to get a plece or two out of it. Unfortunately, French forces were a bit slow
in coming and the Turks, [talians, and Russians sew to it that I was reduced
to six centers by W'03. Jeff and I had our own private little war while the
English (Jim Stillman) and French alliancecleaned up Germany (Garry Hamlin),
Russia (Jim Williams) and Italy. By 1805, the E/F alliance had 23 centers
between them while the ignorant Turk refused to draw up a peace treaty. At
that point, I decided to throw EVERYTHING I had at Turkey and let France
pick up any centers he wanted in Trieste and Vienna. The game ended in "08.
The result- an E/F draw. My result— a tie with Turkey for 3rd place with a
paltry five centers.

In @y next game, I drew Turkey. The situation in my area was toitally
chaotic as I would stab Russia (Art Haehnel), Austria (Stu Lancresature, er, I
mean Lancaster) would stab me, Italy (Jim Williams) would stab Austiria, and
Russia was getting murdered by Germany (Mike Quirk), 1 had four centers in
1902, 1803, 1804, and in '05, when the game was voted a F/G/I draw. Yuck! I
had to get the bad taste out of my mouth so I played another game.

This one 1 got France. Stuart was playing England and Pat Conlon was
Germany. Me and Stuart hit Germany with help from Scott "Frauke's coming
next week” Hanson as Jtaly. Germany was out by 1803 and then I stabbed
Italy. The E/F elliance was working great and by 19904, I had 10 centers and
my English ally had 8. Turkey (Russ Rusnak) was the only other major power
on the board and he too had 10 centers. Then it happened; the English slime
drew his sword and inserted it squarely between my shoulder blades; a stab.
At that point, I was totelly caught off guard because I really wanted a two-
way draw but Stuart just had to stab me and go for the win! Then I knew
my chances of winning were nil and 9. It was just a matter of who'd win
between England and Turkey. I threw all my units in Stu's direction thus
leaving Italy free to tour southern France and Iberia while Turkey toured
Ttaly. I was eliminated off the board in 1807 but my goal was accomplished:
Turkey had 19 centers to England's 13. Italy meansged tc keep two. Oh well,
at least the red-haired bastard {as Rusnak jokingly called Stuart) didn't win!

My final game was as England. Russia {Bill Becker} started off right at



first out to kill me by ordering A Mos-Stp in 5’01 and A Stp-~Fin in F'01. 1
thought I had a German ally in Scott Hanson but I gueas he wasn't impressed
with my trustworthiness from the other game. Russia tock Norway away from
me in 1902 and the G/R alliance got into the North Sea in 1903. I knew death
was imminent so I decided 1o throw what centers I could to France {(Jeff) just
so the German/Russian rascals wouldn't get everything. | managed to give
France London and Liverpool but the Russian scum got Edinburgh and there
wasn't anything I could do about that. I was out by W04 and I clenched a
tie for last place {with Pat Conlon's Turkey). ARRRGHHHRBRR! Enough of this!

I didn't care to play any more Diplomacy for 2 reasons- 1) My 4
wiserable performances in the last games, 2) it was about 4 AM. Sunday
morning. The guests shuffled out as Eric, Jeff, Sturat and I picked up about
2,047 beer cans {0.K., maybe only 2,048), doughnut boxes, and junk in general.
We got the place mostly picked up and then retired to our respective sleeping
quariers where we all {Eric, Jef?f, Stu and 1) talked before we dozed off.

Sunday seemed to breeze by pretty fast. I woke up, got all my luggage
together, -and put it in Eric's car. We went over to CHEESECAKE pubber Andy
Lischett's house for a couple last gunboat games before we had to leave at
2:15 so we could catch the train back io K.C. that left at 3:45. 1 bid farewell
to all parties concerned and reflected back on the whole experience as Eric
drave us to the train station. 1 found myself wizhing it was Saturday
morning all over again instead of Sunday afternoon. The thought of a 9 hour
train ride back to boring ol' K.C. didn't exactly thrill me. Alas, we boarded
the correct train and the ride back wes pretty much uneventful except for
Jeff's Coca-Cola war with Stuart. We arrived in K.C. at 11 P.M. where my
mom, who had obviously been "out drinking with the girls” was 45 minutes
late. 1 enjoyed the Con so much that I'l probably try organizing a XKansas
City Con sometime in the direct future and [ may even go to Baltimore this
summer for DipCon. If I go, hope to see ya all there. If not, maybe 1'll see
some of you in Kansas City someday if I form that KC-CON. Au Revoir! (See!
1 did learn one FPrench weord after alll)
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Toadies' Treavel=s to Toadyy:con

[by Eriec Ozog, from Diplomacy By Mocnlight #45, November 1382]

Half the fun of the far-flung cons is just getting there. Wichita was no
exception. The vast distances would cause some to become companions on the
road- people living within the same region would team up and travel together.
It makes a more =njoyahble trip.

The eastsrners {Kathy [Byrnel, Woody [Steve Arnawcedian], ¥ncle Al
[Pearson]) breved numerous logistics and weather problems to travel across
half the country. Kathy took the train from New York to Philadelphia to meet
Woody, then they hopped a plane and met Al in pittsburgh {who had {lown
from Washington D.C.). After delays from fog giving Uncle Al an ulcer, the
three of them flew to Kansas City where they met the Munchkin [Scett Hansonl!
(flown from Minneapolis), then rented a car and drove to Wichita. Whew!

The other Toadyconers came by bus, car or plane. Steve Langley had a
long bus trip, but he didn't have to die behind the wheel, only of boredom.
Bus for Burgess, although a much shorter distance [Jim-Bob was living in
Dalls at the time]. Planes for Mazzer and Coughlan. The Okies had the
easiest drive [John Michalski, Dave Pilant, Al Giddings], not so easy for [Keith]
Sherwood, who had to drive hundreds of miles on two lane roads. The Kansas
Kids Randy [Ellis] and Stuart [Lancaster] could of had an easy drive, but
good ol' Randy explained to me asbout his expensive speeding ticket as he
hung his head in shame. Stuart hed an equally interesting story to tell:



“"Guess what? We should have taken your advise about checking
the oil befaore we left Wichita. We were very (I mean wvery, very}
low on ocil and we had 1o stop at some ges sStation by the Howard
Johnson's and beg for il They wouldn't sccept our check, and
we only had enough money to pay for the toll, so they gave us
1/2 quart which got us by till we got off the turnpike te buy
more. Randy's piece of shit car burns oil like you wouldn't
believe. Other than that, and getting pulled over for a missing
taillight, and not having any music because the batteries in my
ghetto blaster went out, and the constant fear of the transmission
dropping out of Randy's car (or something similar), we had an
exellent ride home, I hope yours was as good as ours.”

For the Great Lakes contingent, we didn’'t have the surprises or headaches of
our sister contigent of the east, but we gritted our teeth fog the long haul.
Mark Luedi arrived at my hcouse from Michigan on Friday ewve, Paul Rauterberg
and Marc Peters came arcund 2:30 AM or so. We picked up Bob Osuch of duh
South Side and departed oin two cars scuth on I-55. Downstate Illincis was
drab as ususl, but it was a bit greener than when the Chicage group and I
drove the route last October. Mark, Marc and 1 laughed when we saw Paul's
car ahead hit a bump with sparks flying from the muffler hitting the
pavement. Later it nearly fell off all together and we stopped at & farm
machinery place so Paul could jury-rig it with a vope.

Around St, Louis I had a bad feeling Bob & Paul would blow it once the
junction for I-270 came up, the $t. Louis bypass route which would Link up
with I-70 west to Kansas City. Paul was leading, so didn'i see my turn signal,
so sure enough, he blew it and we split up. I brough the Cougar down to
about 50 and iold Mark & Marc that Paul end Bob had one chance: if the
interchange was a full cloverleaf, they could loop-the-locp their way around to
get back on 2T0. 1f, that is, Paul had enough split second brains to realize
he had to catch the second exit in a couple hundred feet at 60 mph., Ee did.
The Camaro stole up from behind and passed us, Paul and Beb grinning
sheepishly.

In Missouri Mark took over the driving and I sometimes dozed and
sometimes studied the Missouri countryside. Mark liked the state, I didn’t.
The land was hilly, but a1 along I-70 it was burnt cornfields interspersed
with grimy gas stations and billboards. However, Missouri looked much better
when we drove 1-35 north on the return trip.

Oh yeah, a few times we stopped to eat, gas up and emply our tanks.
One town stood out in particular, Wellsville, Kansas, a one horse town just
southwest of Kansas City off I-35. Bob was driving ahead at the time (I since
took over from Mark) and at a moment's notice exited the highway and drove
into town. Bob stopped at a small twe pump filling station off a cobblestone
sireet while I drove on leoking for a station which so0ld premium gas. No
such luck. (My car has & high octane diet, I know the agonles of engine run-
on.). We returned to the station where Paul and Bob were. Bob was leaning
against Paul’s car with a ean of pop in one hand looking rather pIea.sed with
himself. "Bob, why did you stop here?" I complained.

"I just wanted to stop. What's wrong, don't you like this town?" He
then said louder for a few local passersby to hear, "You hear that people?
Eric doesn't like your town!”

Embarrassed, I explained to Bob my only reservatmn. was 1 couldn't buy
premium here. This 0ld man who was the gas station attendent approached,
saying premium was "scarce in these parts,"” and 1 could go further down the
road to Ottawa and try there, but doubted that larger town had any either.
"Why don't you just buy it here?" he suggested, "I've got damned good
gas." So I was amiable as usual and bought his 'damned good gas.' An older
lady pumped the gas while Marc walked over io the Wellsville Recreation
Center. Once returning, he said some old men were playing cards inside.

Back on the road again. Marc & Mark busied themselves by playing



Masterpind and Evade while 1 kept myself awake by breathing deeply and
cranking up the taped music. The last 4 hour hop from Kansas City to
Wichita was the true test of the I4 hour drive. Total, I had driven close to 8
of those houra.

_ Once on the Kansas Turnpike my sgpirits rose and my alertness returned,
for now the land was changing from the farmland of eastern Kensas to prairie.
The Flint Hills they were called, and they were truly beautiful- wild, barren,
treeless...not a house or even a fence in sight for as far as my eyes could
see— until the oil wells of El Dorado would appesr. 1 experienced deja wvu
then, for these hills recalled to me one of my other lifetimes as a Mongol
chieftain of the Asiatic steppe. Bob Olsen sald there were people in Kansas
wanting to protect the hills, maybe declaring them a state park.

On Sunday night I brooded over my road atlas, looking over the route
back to Chicago, which would take us via Des Moines and 1-80 to where Marc’s
hated "flatlanders” dwell. I said to no one in particular, "Oh I'm so far from
home.™

Bob Olsen, the greatest host there ever was, said, “Why, homesick?"

"Na, it's not that, I Just began to understand how wvast this ecuntry
really is.™

There waz a mixture of happiness/fear/wonderment in his [Beb Olsen's]
eyes thizs weekend. I imagined his quiet Hfestyle and musty, moth-eatsn
axistence will pever be as it was. The Bob Olsen psyche ia thist when we
stood on the raised patioc deck and I commented on his green grassy backyard
he responded, "1 had the underground sprinkler system put in gfter I had
the lawn done. Smart huh.” Don't worry Uncle Bob, we love you.

Bob gets high marks for his patience with unruly Toadycon attendees. It
took all hisz recently discovered guts to let this zany group have the run of
his house— as his cat does. ] tend io prefer basement cons as Chicago's was
done, where a host does not have to beg for a government financed low-
interest loan to rebuild. I don't believe any trinkets/possessions of Bob's
were destroyed, just disshelved. There may have heen water damage to the
house itself frem the squirt gun wars. On the way to and from Wichita's
airport to meet Mike Mazzer, Keith, Bob and ! talked, and every cther phrase
Bob spoke included the dreaded words, "sgquirt guns.”

After a few hours of arrival in Wichite, my energy level collapsed upon
my adrenal gland running out of juice. Yes, the long drive from Chicago took
its toll. The full impact of the straight 14 hour trip hit me then with all the
hoopla and fanfare of a Wall Street ticker-iape parade. In a semi-depressed
state I bheckoned to the elder I honored and respected, Bob Osuch of duh
South Side and said, "Bob, what are we doing here?”

Bob, who weas rather put out at the moment {(Kathy was vipering him all
evaning) said, "You want to go home? Let's go right now, We'll switch off
driving.”

Once agreeing we would be in a better state of mind on Saturday, I
went outside an the deck and lay in Bob's lawn chair. The night breeze was
warm and very dry, something § haven't experienced bafore. 1 could smell the
coming decay of Autumn in the air. I lingered for a time in half-
consciousness. I think Kathy came out to check on me for 1 heard her sharp
New York dialect. Tranquilized from these new senses arcund me, 1 nearly
dropped into a scund sleep...

++s0nly to be brought back to cold reality by a cold wet zap! I opened
my eyes and saw Gary [Coughlan] standing over me, an evil swile on his lips
and moustache twiching, his szcience-fiction type squirt gun aimed and ready.
1 was horrified. Gary then open fired again and again and again!!

“"You aren't going to sgleep, are youl"™ Gary said,

Mumbling incocherently to this child-soul trapped in a 30 year old bhody,
I staggered back into the living room and joined the others, plopping down on
the floor against the wall. Kathy could net believe Gary's cruelty.

Gary had pazsed out assorted squirt guns. John Michalski got this real
neat one which looked like a =ix-shooter. Gary offered pe this wimpy palm-



sized one which 1 politely refused. Even if I wanted to play squirt gun 1
would not have stood a chance against John's cannon. So I passed.

When Cary attacked me a second time 1 wrestled with him a bit, trying
to wrench his weapon awsay without getting soaked. Gary refused to disarm
and being the strong, stubborn little cuss that he i=s, 1 couldn't held on. But
after Gary broke free I feigned weakness, the gunmen Instantly relaxed and I
ripped the Buck Rogers plaything out of his hand and threw it down the
center stairs. [ was amused watching Gary run teo retrieve l.t. 50 1 had a
satisfying, although short-lived victory.

"I had some doubts about your fabled imaginstion, your
ability to fantasize at &8 moment's netice, and of course your
notorious elvish origins, but hesring you rave about the beauties
of the Flint Hills cenvinces me that there is truly something
strange, romantic, and clvish in your soul. Obviously you smsre s
sensitive person of thc highest degree if you can see the beauty
of this area {it escapes me, for instance, a lot of the time).
Sc...want o buy semec land with a view?

"Do you remcmber passing through the city of Emporia on
your way to/from Wichita? It's about 70 miles north of here and
may be where you joined up with the turnpike if you came the
way I was telling pecople to come. H's right on the edge (north
cdge) of the Flint Hills. Well, I just wanted you to know that
about six montha age 1 turned in a serie= of about 8 prospectx in
that aren, close to the Emporis city limits and also somewhat north
and west of there. The Flint Hills as they sre are all very fine,
but think how much more beautiful they would be covered with oil
wells all directly pumping inte Bob Olsen's pocket. Now that's
beanfy! Don‘'t worry though——the petrolcum potential of the area
is very limited and there are nothing but dry holes in the area.
Of course this will perhaps change once my brilliantly-conceived
prospects are dilled....

"I had a great time here at Toady Con. Next year, for sure,
I will socialize some way again. Originc isc a definate possibility,
even though Detroit is a mythical place to me, like the Shire, or
Moare Oklahoma. But meeting all these mythical perscnaslities was
really 8 great experience——it has ictally refreshed my attitude
toward the hobby, which was, aclually, somewhat lagging from iime
to time.” --Bob Olsen

= = = % =

A Funny thing happened on thhe way to
Halamaroo
[by James Wall, from Diplomacy By Moonlight #46, March 1883]

This story really all started in a McDonalds the Thursday before I was
to bus down to Chicago. You see, 1 made the terrible mistake of eating a Eig
Mac for dinner. That nite at 4 a.m. I had & sudden violent desire to show my
respects to the porcelasin god. After 30 minutes of paying my respects 1 was
in real doubt if Chicago could handle as devout a person as I felt at the
moment. Courageously I did manage to make it onto the Alce bus and Eric
Ozog here I come!

Anyway, upon arriving at 0'Hare where Eric was te pick me up, that
ever so intelligent bus driver told me to get off at the international stop.
Well Eric and Mike Barno were 20 feet below and about 500 feei away from
where I awaited them:. Two and a half hours later and several phone calls to
the Ozog residence, Eric finally came up with the bright idea of calling home
ta see {f I'd called. So we at last merged into one happy group and headed
to the Ozogmobile. On the way to the car I spotted an "I joined the Elfquest”



bumper sticker on a car and pointed out to Eric that this shoeuld be his car
just as he put the key into the lock. With egg on my face for the second
time in less than ten minutes off we went to the lair of the Czog. 1 must say
that as terrible a diplomacy player as Eric is he does have excellent taste in
reading malerial.

"~ After braving the local Burger King we went back to Eric's to crash.
While we were talking and I was showing them the version of Cosmic
Encounter Diplomacy that I had heen werking on, | managed to lozse the entire
written set of rules that I'd come up with. After an exhausting search [ came
to the conclusion that Eric had an evil! demon in hiz room and that it had
caten my rules. 1 went to bed that nite on the verge of a nervous
breakdown. The demon must have felt sorry for me because the next morning
the rules appeared in my backpack. By this time my face had so much egg
on it from all my faut pas' that 1 counld barely see.

It was at this point that we embarked for Kalamezoo. Somewhere in the
wilds of Indiana, Barno informed us in a not too subtle way that mother
nature wanted to s¢a him so we made & road stop, gquick. Anyway while we
were waiting for Mike teo finish up his business Erie tame up to me and
accosted me for a quarter so that he could buy a copy of the "BEST MAP OF
CHICAGO." I the gullible person that | am gave it to him. The next thing I
know Eriec iz almast in tears because it was a different "BEST MAP OF
CHICAGO"™ so be warned people, if Eric ever wants a gquarter for the "BEST
MAP OF CHICAGO" inform him he already has the map.

The rest of the ride waa fairly uneveniful and we arrived in Kazoo. In
the grand tournament game | drew Ausiria and Eric drew Italy, anyway in Fall
01 he took Trieste. I should have known bhetter than to not immediately stomp
the Life out of him but a little more egg never hurt snyone. It turned out to
be the only game 1 ever took Belgium and Holland as the Austrian player.
Mike Barno does deserve special mention due to his staying at 3 supply
centers throughout 07 and surviving with 8 supply ecenters. Mark Luedi
showed up and scared the hell out of us during the Dip game as wsall.

After the Dip game ended we all went to Bill Becker's for a game of
Luedi verzion Casmic Encounter Dip which was even more perverted than mine,
That folded when the locals ali had te go home so out came the Railbaron
game. Sometize around 4 a.m. with my mind on the Geclogy exam that I had
that Monday 1 began to whila to eliminate me from the game, I was doing
dreadful but still staying soclvent., It was definately an experience of the
worst way. those kind souls began te ride my Hnes just to kep me in the
game. [ put up with that for about 45 minutes before announcing that 1 was
ready 1o nuke the board. The geclogy exam was on my mind. The game was
daclared a draw and [ was the only loser, bum. You'll all be glad to know
that ! bombed the exam and should have finished the game. 0Oh well!
Scmewhere among 4all this we managed to play & few games of Nuclear War as
well.

I guess all this means that if you ever have any desire to go to Kazoo
be prepared for a lot of eggs to fly your way and a terrific time as well.
Thanx Billf I will get you back some dey!
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The Ten Toady Commaindments
Toprp Toandy Resigns in Disilla=sjionment
[by Jim Burgess, from Diplomacy By Moonlight #46, March 1983]

1) Thy Toad is thy master., He hast brought thee out of the land of
ignorance, out of the bhondage that enslaves he who will not serve. Thou
shalt have ne others before thy Toadymaster(s).

2) Thou shalt not make unte thee a graven image, nor any likeness of any
woadymaster that is in heaven above {eg. the St. Boardman?), or that is in the
earth beneath {eg. Bernie O9aklyn?), or that is in the water under the earth
{eg. Allan Calhamer? any one remember him?7): thou shalt not bow down
thyself indiscriminately untc them, but serve them as thou wouldst wish to be
served thyself,

3) Thou shalt not take the name of thy Toadymaster in vein.

4} FRemember the szine day, to keep it holy, Six days thou shalt labor, but
on the seventh day thou shalt keep up with ell thy szines and all thine
correspondence, for the seventh day is a sabbath unto thy Toadymaster.

5) Honor thy Toad, lesgt thy days be numbered in the land thy Toad has
granted thee.

€) Theou shalt not kill {ie. snuff thy Toads).

7) Thou shalt not commit adultery {(ie. toady for one Toad at the expense of
another).

£) Thou shslt not steal thy Toadymasier's supply centers,

8) Thou shalt not bear false witness egainst thy fellow players {ie. pever lie).
10) Thou shalt not covet anything that thy Toadymaster possesses.

The guestion may be asked: with the demise (sad but justified) of DBM,
who takes over the Toady custodianship? Alas the question has been
rendered moot. Actuslly it could be judged a cause for rejoicing in some
quarters. Yes my dear friends, the Toadiss are no more (time for cheering
&/or crying). As of the publication date of this artcle I am officially no
longer either a toady or certainly {if 1 ever really was) Toady of the Year.
Toadyism is certainly dead. One only has to look around at all the former
toadiez to see that they are just not dolng the job any longer. Even the
legendary Bob Olsen has taken a decidedly non sycephantic stance of late.

$o what has happened? Why has Toadyism died? The answer has three
main parts. Let me deal with each cone in order,

The first reason has been best explained in the four page Guest Lunatic
section of the latest KX. I don™ want to rehash too much but basically the
point is that Toadylsm has been a fad whose time is past. This has become
more and more clear to me and others as 19083 has dawned. The truth of this
approach is uncenteated but let us probe deepar into the naturs of Toadyism
as part of the never ending search for trath.

This brings us to the second reason. Also published in this neble szine
are the 10 Toady Commandments. Never before have all 10 commandments been
published together but when looked at in such an aggragated light, the
problems of the toady become clear. It would be a formidable task for any
member of the hobby to live up to jusgt one of those commandments all the
time. think about itt Haven't you {at least once) stolen that supply center
with lame excuses Hke, "I just couldn't pass it up. It was so close I could
taste it."7 How many times have you slipped ever so slightly in the trust of
your toadymaster? "But I only miswrote the order a little bit...I thought for
sure you said that army was going to Switzerland...” Well? 1Is it any wonder
that the toadies have given up in the face of such an impossible task? After
all you can only lick and suck for so long before the tongue gets tired (that
happens whether you're licking boots or..whoops this is a family szine isn't
it?).

The last reason is the most compelling anpd prompts even as stubborn a
toady as I to give up the fight and resign. ['m sure some of my toadymasters
must be quite upset (then again perhaps not) by this article. 1 have notified



most of you in advance so as to not shock you too much. I just want to
reassure you that the health of the hobby as a whole is my oanly concern.
Toadies are destructive and a drain on the hobby. As evidence 1 cite most of
yvour feelings concerning ocur dear Priend Bernie Daklyn and his collection of
toadies (and some sad pseudonyms, but thai point is irrelevant to the debate,
except to pose the deep philosophical question: Can one be one's own toady?
And i sa, can nobody do it better?). Is the quality of a Dip game improved
by the presence of toadies? The obvious answer is that although toadies may
be amusing for awhile (and I'm sure that I could cite 1000 or so Mark Berch
articles that belabor this point to a deathly stare), eventually they take
everything out of the game. Again to parephrase dear Mr. Berch, this game
(and perhaps all games) is predicted on the desire of all the players to win
the game., We all know that the best games are those where 2ll players are
trying their damnedest to pull out a victory. I wonder if ifncidence of multi-
player draws can be iied 1o the Incidence of toadyism {unless it's just a game
of "let the Toadymaster win™}7

1 leave boring problems Mke this for Mark to solve. [If this issue is
ever deslt with in Dip Digest though, be sure not to bother to tell me about
it-

So it seems clear. The death of Toadyism was both inevitable and
healthy for the hobby. I urge all of you to join me in rencuncing this
scourge on the reputation of Dipdom. It's our hobby and it's up to us to
save it. In that spirit and for all of the aforementiconed reasons I hereby
regign as Toady of the Year.

L " ¥ L x

Love Letters from Cathy Cunning
[from Diplomacy By Mconlight #46

January 2, 1983
Hi cutie it's me again. 1 just meet Keith Sherwood a bit age. He does

ook like John Denver! I wonder what he will tell you about me? He said you
were nice, a little weird perhaps but nice. Now Sherwood has the honor of
heing the first American in the hobby to meet me. He only got to shake my
hand though- the rest of me is waiting for you.

I'm glad I got to talk to you, but I wish I had waited for you to call.
Oh well- next time I'll wait for you to call. Caruso called me back. 1 didn't
get to talk to him too much the first time. He was in a game and by the time
he was free- 1 had hung up! Oh well, he said that he'll send me a picture of
you. I think he was serious. What else did he say about you. Oh he told me
that you called at wmidnight on New Year’s but he didn't realize it was you for
awhile. He said theai Kathy told him it was Terry Tallman?! [ don't see how
Kathy can confuse your voice with Tallman's, but John did sey that you
sounded different. You were Iouder and not so soft spoken. Let's sees what
else- John might say something to you aboui being my roommate at Origins. 1
told him what Woody said about me being his rcommate! [ told John he had to
bhe A good Dad and protect me. So he said, "Oh you want to be roocmmates
with me and Kathy?" I said no- of course. Then he keep ssking me "Who do
you want to be roommates with?” over and over again. I finally slipped out
vouy name. He said, "fine, it'a gsettled, Ozog will be your rcommaie.” He said
he had ways of convineing you like twisting your arm till it alwost broke. 1
told John not ito do that. M's your cheoice and not scmeone elses. Besides I'm
not even sure if I'l be able to ge! The future is so uncertain. But like you
said, whe needs money? Anyways, if I do make it to Crigins and you don't
mind having a preppy—witch for a roommate— then the offer is open.

Don't forget to send a real picture one of these days. There's this spot
nn my wall that's getting all dusty that says "Eric's picture.” Oh you want to
know something funny? You know how you can have a mental image of
someocne even if you haven't meet them or seen a picture just by their
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writing? Feu 1 plelured you ad bewing lall and pdack Lol willh vea y saalp
and slanting eyes. Then I find you're blond! Oh well, [ love ya anyways. [
hate to think what my¥ handwriting makes people think I lock like. At least
you know the truth!

Oh how's my heart doing? Are you taking care of it? Lucky for me I
have more than one of them. .

Love ya Jots and 1 missed you New Years Eve! Cathy ooxx

January 9, 1983

I went to sleep and didn't even tell you! Oh well, it was 3:00 am and 1
was getting tired. I'm wmore of a night person than a day person. I hate
mornings. 1 guess since [ don't seem to become truly awake until 10:00 pm or
so. I guess this would go along with me being a witch eh? I will say one
thing though. When 1 was in Fngland, I was up at T:00 am every morning or
8:00 am at the latest. At 11:00 pm at night everything in London is shut
down and there's nothing to de. So which do you like? Xight or day?

I was reading some of my little astrology books. It says that Geminis
will usually change jobs and loccations 2 to 2 times. 11 takes a long time for
them to settle down. They say that you're always moving and looking for new
things. As far as Libra and Gemini: they seem to say that we should get
along good. We're both uir signs—- Air = intelligence. W¥We deal more on a
mental plane more than a physical one. We both are changeable and want
freedom. Perhaps you want freedom more than me. Sooner or later Libras
want a place f{o settle down at- a place that's safe and secure. There's a
slight problem in the fact that I'm a cardinal sign and you're o mutable sign.
Cardinal = leadership and mutable = changeable. Basicelly it is that I might
try to rule people. I don't like deoing that. I hate pushy females with a
passion and I hate myself if 1 feel Hke I'm controlling a man. [ feel
everything should be equal with ne one controlling the other.

I think the hobby iz going through a big change right now. Leave it
to me to come in the middle of the change. But isn't there a saying about
how if night falls in one place the sun will shine in ancther place? or if one
dies thay «ill be replaced by the birth of a new? Have you ever played with
tarot cards? Being a witch, 1 play with them now and then. Anyways, it's
like the Death card in the deck. This card iz not a symbol of death bhut fust
the end of the old and a rebirth for the new.

How did you Hke Jim-Bob's little play in XSWGT7 [ thought it was pretty
funny though John may not be too happy with it. [ talked to Tallman the
other day and he explained the "Crane Players™ tape to me. It would be so
cute to hear you do all those different voices. Tallman ssid that he thought
you were a real flake, Bui then that was in the days of your youth. What
else? Oh in Feb on about the 24 or 25, I'll ba moving to Seattle. I'm having
my mail gent to Talilman's house until I find a place of my own. 1 think that's
very nice of him to do that for me, since 1 may have a month that I'Ll be in
limbo and without an sddress— it could ruin my games. He wanis to know how
I'm going to explain my new address- like I would move in with him!! 1'd die
firat!! MHe'll say how I couldn't help but fall in love with him, once ] realized
that you were an orc. That would be rather difficult since yoy have my
heart. Actually the real story is that I've been sent by my Flushing parents
to destroy him and thus ending the upstart in the Northwest corner and
placing the power beack to the East Coast where it belongs!

lots of loave, Cathy
MARYIN
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"That's a remarkable likeness of you on the cover of NSWG
this month. This guy [Terry Tallman] is a true artist; it's like
you'rec about to step off the page and strangle me. And his pic
of Caruso is perhaps even betier. It's lke Caruso is about to
give me a big kisg! Hahsahaha! De you realize, I'm the one who's
fastencd the 'wimp' label on John? All part of a plot to hold him
in place till FBI agents can surrcund the house, ycu never know
what thesc Mafia types have stored awgy In the basement aflter
all, I've designated Caruso as 'Nebby Criminal Element'." --Bch
Olsen

Origins — DipCon Review
by Cathy Cunning, from Cathy's Ramblings #1, September 1083

Origins— for me it started in Chicago, in the house of a supposed elf,
who has now admitted to being Orecizsh. I will spare you all the details of the
long wait and that first kizs between me and Erle. You can thank me by

subbing. Sleep was Jost the first night dus to the time change and the fact

that Eric had to wash the Toadmobile at 12:00AM! At some silly time in the

. morning we were off to Detroit. Whet a wonderful town, We checked into the
- hotel at about 12:00 pm. Eric was a bt dazed, but we managed to get to the

rooms on top of the hotel. Quite a nice view at that too.

Then we were off to Cobo Hall to find all the hobby big names. The
only problem about being with Eric is that everyone knew who 1 was before I
knew who they were. I mean how many strange auburned haired females hang
out with Ozog? Anyways where was I? Oh yes the first people we run into
are Kathy Byrne and Julie Martin. Julis was so tan!! 1'm so white. Has
something to do with lving in Seattle I bet. They inform me that Woody is
looking for me and 1 better not find him for my own szake. They went off to
find scme sun and get even better tans. Could that be possible? We ran into
Tom Swider and company. I can't remember who all was there! Ch Mike
Barnce was with them and Carl Russell, We talk and try to figure out where to
go next. This is what took the most time whenever we were with a big group
- "What should we do?”™ "Where should we go?" Finally it was decided to go
find Kathy and Julie- I wonder why they wanted to find Julie?

There was a crowd with Kathy and Julie by the time we got there.
There was my Dad! What a hunk he is too! And was god himself, Mark Berch.
Hey 1 liked Mark, why for being short he wasn't so bad. Why he even made
me laugh and it wasn't just his looks that made me laugh. I also was
intreduced to John Kador. Xow I don't catch this guys name and he acts Hke
I should know him and he's trying to be o nice to me. Later I find out it's
Kador - the one who had stabhbed me not once but twice! Oh well 1 =till Hke
smiling John. Woody shows up and Conlon sand a few more faces, whose Dames
ascape mé at the momenit. We decide after some time that (a) it's hot outside
and {b) wa want something tc drink. Once this was figured out it was simple
committee work. Seon we took over Don's room and we get some beer. I'm
overwhelmed by the whole thing and just atay by Eric. All these big names
and little me. :

Well onto round ocne of the Cunbeoat tournament. Funny thing about that
round iz ! don't remember too much about it except that Eric was on that
board with me and Derwood Bowen ¢ould never get our orders together. I
can see him now with this dazed look on his face saying, "I wish [ had known
you were going to do that?" I think it was a four or five way draw that ]
got a plece of.

Round iwo was much more fun. This put me on a board with Kathy
Byrne, Chuck Kaplan, Tom Mainardi end Dave Carter I think. I never did find
if thet was who the Frog was. We were such good allies too! Why he was so
happy to give me hisz dots, but he had an English sounding saccent so I was



easy. Kathy and Chuck were laughing the whole time. It was so funny. 1
was sure we were going to get kicked out of the tournament. We keep having
"officials" trying to keep us quiet. Keep Kathy gquiet? Don't be silly. I was
a bit of & grump about it. I even tried to keep Kathy quiet and Chuck too.
After all I weas doing quite good. 1M never forget one of Chuck Kaplan's
closing statements, when the geme ended with a 3-way with me as the big
power. He =maid, "God, 1 can't believe that she [me] is winning.” That's what
I like about Chuck he knows the right thing to say at every moment. That's
why I follow his dip style. What a great guy. Well the final score was with
Mark Berch coming in first, but I came in 3rd! My big point of the
tournament.

That night was the Beer Blast that wasn't. For that matter I wasn't
either. I just wanted to go to sleep. Well that was almost all that I wanted
1o do. T did get to meet Mark Luedi, my big brother. That was nice and
many others like Jim "The Wall" Wall and Steve Knight. Anyways after quite
some time of irying to figure out what we wera going to do someone decided
that GReek Town was the place to go and mentioned something about hookers,
etc, Why did 1 get the feeling that that wasn't the place that 1 wanted to be?
The walk was too much for me too and so me and Eric quletly slipped away in
an elfish manner.

The next day we spent some time checking Detroit out. I think Eric
liked it more than me. I'll never quite get the feel for the Midwestern cities.
But then I'm always amazed by any big cities. We missed the panel discussion
and Allan Calhamer. Well thanks tc my Dad, John Caruso, I did get to meet
Mr. Calhamer. That wes neat, but [ didn't quite know what to say. The Mad
Mob had gotten there by then. I found ocut they had come in at around
3:00AM and had wanted to say "hello” tc me and Eric, but sadly didn't have
our rocom ¥ and had to go bother someone else. Lucky for us! Still it was
nice meeting Marce Peters, Mark ¥Frueh, Russ Rusnak, etc. Frueh really does
look like Puppy! The real Dip tournament begins. Once again 1'm on a table
with Kathy Byrne. You would think with all the guys here that me and Kathy
would geil split up, but no. Greg Stewart was also on that board. He could
of pulled a win or close to it in that game, but he was too kind to his
puppets. He let them live!, either that or he liked having them between him
and Kathy and me. That game was & forced T-way draw! Oh but it was fun
getting that draw and the officials coming about saylng, "You do realize this
will give you no points?" And Kathy, "Yes, who wants points? We're here to
have fun!"

Thet evening was the officisl Dipcon society meeting. A long affair, but
Al PEarson did a hell of a job keeping it moving. I mean who's going to mess
with Al? Afterwsrds, Eric, Dan Stafford, Derwood Bowen, Porter Wightman and
nyself went in search of food. We found it in the shape of the ethnic
festival. Tt was nice just to sit outside and relax or talk for a change and
not have to worry if scmeone was going to stab you. Erie and Dan telk about
music and life and me and Porter listened to Derwood's tales from the
wonderful world of pizza! And who says that Derwood isn't an exciting guy?
Done with the food we went back to the hotel and sajd our good-byes {o Dan,
Derwood and Porter. Ah alone at last and I was so tired, I thought I would
fell asleep where I was sianding. Me and Eric settle down for a nice romantie
evening alone, when the phone rings. It's James Wall and the Mad-mob and
they want to come up and play games or something like that. It's either
1:00am or 2:00am. I forget which it was, i was in such & daze, [ tell them
they can come up. I don't remember much of what was going on just little
pieces here and there. I remember scmeone — Mark Luedi or Tom Swider?
talking about games we could play. Russ Rusnak laying down on the other
bed and informing methat if he's still there at 3:00, he will be staying the
night and he hoped I didn't mind. Seeing Paul Rauterberg keep falling to
sleep and waking up a5 he sat in one of the chairs andthinking that I wish I
could do the same. Finally Mark Frueh gives me his best puppy dog locok and
said, "Cathy,you don't really want us to spend the night here do you?" Well



to be quite honest I didn’t and told them to piss off and sc WMark Frueh
managed to get them to leave. Even Rusnak, alfter all {t wasn't quite 3:00am
yet. Sleep wa the next thing I remember until Erie couldn't stand staying in
one place and had to go out to find the boys. 5o off he went and I got to
sleep at last.

Finals round. Eric was on the top board, se this was a big day for
him, but for me it was just to have fun and the board I was on sure was
that. Imagine having Eric Kane, Tom Swider, and Mike Barno all on the same
board together. Add to this myself and Mike Cannon. Quite a game. [ was
Italy. 1 get Austria in round one and 1taly in round two. Lucky me. Mike
Cannon- Russia offered me an slliance, I was quite ready to go for it, but I
heard bad news was in store for Russia and 1 pulled out. I don't think Mike
was too happy with me for that. Eric Kane was even lesz happy with me. 1
was Kind of Stuck between Swider's England and Barno's Turkey. And Eric -
France was just in the way. XNothing personal Eric, but you had to ga. [t
was in general a mellow game. We took an hour and a half lunch break and
when we came back the officials were pizsed at us. XNot that we cared mind
you.

¥Well the tournament ended with a female winning! I'm guite proud of
her too! Eric came In second and Dave Kleiman third. All in all it was a
great time, 1 Just wish 1 had had more time. There were soc many peopla who
were there that I didn't even get to meet really like jim Williams and Dick
Martin. I hope to zee you all again sometime and until then - Happy
Stabbing!!

- * ® * *

PUDGECON, ann Odysaey
by Dan Stoafford, frcm Cathy's Rambings #17, October 18285

I. Preparation. Mr. Snatch had been missing since Saturday. Scuttlebutt
aronnd the building was that the landlords had rounded up all the stray cais
and had carted them off to parts unknown. I would have to leave for Chicago
on Thursday but 1 would do so0 with a heavy heart if 1 didn't find Mr. Snatch
first. After all, I have been taking care of the little purr for many months
now, In fact, since early spring 1've kept my window constantly open so that
Mr. Snatch could come and go as she pleased. No cat had ever had it so
good. But now my buddy was gone, mizsing for 4 days.

There aren't a lot of people living here in the building during the
summer months, but somebody must know something. After asking around, I
found a guy who did. He had, in fact, volunteered to remove the cats heping
to grant them a more humane fate than the rental company goon sguad would
have. "So where did you take the grey and white one?” "Oh, to a farm out
in the country.” "Can you take me there? I think my sister will have the
cat.” "“Sure!”™ But while cruising along the freeway to rescue the snateh, we
discovered that the two of us weren't talking about the same animal. "Oh, the
grey one! I took that ovne to the Humane Society.” A quick 180 pointed us in
a new direction and zoon we arrived at the animal shelter. And sure enough
Mr. Snaich was there. You would not believe how big a hassle those pegple
gave us before they would release the cat. Almost as if they were expecting
eight more people to show up wanting that particular animal, or as if they
would prefer to slaughter it instead. But not to worry, snatch fans, my
precious purr was reccevered and is now learning to live with my sister, her
husband, their 3 cats and a dog.

Mr. Snatch was safs, PudgeCon wad on, and the Mellow Yellow was on
ice. All was right with the world.

I1. The Journey Westward. The first leg of the trip, from Columbus to
Chicago, was largely uneventful. The bulk of the mileage waz through Indiana

where I was at the mercy of Hoosgler radio stations. John Cougar Mellencamp



is the stsate's favorite son and not one of the rock broadcasters there will let
you forget it for more than 20 minutes or so. Despite the fact that my ears
took a beating, the Yellow kept me Mellow as Indiana gave way to the Chicago
freeway system. _

The iraffic really wasn't all that bad. However, when I did linally catch
up to the rush hour jam, I almost found out the hard way that my brakes
were subject to heat fatigue after the nearly T hours on the road. It was
stop and go for the last few expressway miles, but then came the really scenic
part of the journey 1o ease my tired eyes. Between the "Dan Ryan" and
Eric's house lies a sprawling hispanic ghetto. And when you get through that
you enter a neighborhood where only one non-black family lives — and that is
the Ozog clan.

1 quickly made myself at home in the Ozog basement, my home away
from home, We looked over a few pictures of their trip to England and
generally shot the breeze about old times, new times, end even borrowed
times. And then it happened! I picked up 8 copy of Rauterberg's Midlife

Crisig that was lying on the Ozog "game" table and began to read. Contained
therein was an article by one Brad "Money For Nothing"” Wilson, reviewing
some sort of 4th of July concert that he had attended. He heaped piaise on
ihe performing bands, namely Joan Jeit and the Blackhearts and the Beach
Boys, and ended his article with a remark about the "pretentiousness" of
bands like €2 - my favorite bunch of guitar heros. | wes also informed that
Sad Brad might be in attendence at PudgeCon (appatently the bozo had
flunked out of the Ivy league and was now atiending some non-descript,
possibly non-existent, little U, in the I[llinois area) so I began to plot my
revenge. While fidgeting nervously with a dagger—-shaped letier opener that
Cathy Ozog had snuck through U.S. customs on her return trip from mother
England, 1 devised fiendish ways to bash, stash, or even crash one overgrown
Princeton reject. But alas, he was a PudgeCon no show, XNo doubt he got
wind of my delerious wrath and decided that it was indeed true that caution
is the better part of valor. Looking back on this now, I can see that revenge
would be redundant upon any individual so intellectually and culturally
deceased that he could actually sit threugh a Joan Jett concert without
becoming violently ill.

The next morning, several hours before the crack of dawn, we set off
for XKansas. 7There was a brief but humorous discussion of Linsey's "Buddy”
poll and of the massive number of "buddy"” wvotes that he had collected. We
ell wondeéred just where we had gone wrong because none of us belenged to
the "buddy™ club nor did any of us want to.

On the outskirts of Chicago we picked up one Russell T. Rusnak. The
two "bad boys" of Dip, myseclf and Russ, glared at each other for a few
bundred miles, but after about 10 hours we warmed up to each other. What
followed was an interesting political discussion. Previous to this talk with
Russ, I had considered myself to be a pretty conservative guy. You would
figure that the guy who favors Porced sterilization {snip! snip!) of 50% of the
world's population {(low 1.GQ. people and Russians, since you asked) would bhe
the most conservative fellow in any given crowd. Wrong! Russ made me out
1o be Ted Kennedy in drag and that was that.

Ah, just snhead, Winterberry Clircle.

111, The Con. There wasn't a lot of activity Friday evening when we arrived
at the con. After all, Byrne wasn't there yet, nor had the Madlads or Molads
{the St. Louis gang) arrived. I was dragged, biting and screaming; into an
Acquire game with the two Ozogs and Reginald T. Rusnak., Meanwhile, a con
tradition was being played out back in the corner as John Michalski and Dick
Martin were refighting the Eastern front in one of those silly board games,
you know the ones- we all used to play them. Back on the home front, J.
Paul Rusnak was laughing all the way to the bank. His hotel wizerdry amazed
even me, and ['ve lost at this game to some good ones.

Friday night was interesting. In an effort to actuslly sleep &t this con,



I went ocutside and crawled into the backseat of the largest car available, the
one with Oklahoma plates. Woody, knowing that the Molads and the Madlads
would be arriving sometime in the middle of the nighi, turned off all the
lights in the house and left a note on Bob's door indicating that everyone was
"out" and that they should go out to Michalski's car to find a “surprise.”
Yeedless to say, I was the one wha was surprised, several times that night. I
awoke the next day without really ever having been asleep thanks to my good
buddy, that incomparable Rod Walker toady, Steve Arnawocodenwang.

The early hours of Saturday were spent enjoyably in a rousing epic of
Circus Maximus, a chariot racing game of snciant Rome. Ben Hur Rusnak and I
both armed ourselves with the heaviest cheriots available but instead of
picking on our weaker, faster co-racers while we had the chance, we battied
it out between ourselves. By the time I had slaughtered off half his team
{mmmm, good eating tonight!) 1 was too far behind to be a serious factor in
the race. But that didn't stop me from bashing any straggling chariots that
got too close, and in fact by the end of the race all the leaders save one
were laying dead on the track. My charict finished second to Cathy Cunning
Ozog's. And since her rig was driven by none other than "The Sleaze™ I
guess 1 can't really complain about finishing in the top 2 places.

Later that evening was the now famous “sausage” Diplomacy game. The
line up featured Madlad Dale Bakken as Russia, Eric Ozog in Italy, Julie Martin
as England, France -~ Randy Ellis, Austria - Tow Hurst, Kaiser Wilhelm Rusnak
and yours truly playing Turkey. Right away Germany and Ausiria were
ground into the dirt., I then made the fateful and erroneous decision to stab
my Russian ally rather than my Itallan one. A turn later, the Orec turned on
me. After an initial tactical victory of annihilating & green block, I generally
got the short end of the oar in the sea of circular stabs that followed. That
is until the Pfateful move in which I was able to take Sevastopal with an army
with a1l of Russia open. "Sausage Diplomacy,” Dale Bakken was heard to
mutter. Ozog and I looked at each other, then af Dale. "sausage?” "Yeah,"
he said, "I played that move like a sausage.” Definately the best line at the
CON

The game ended in an English/Italian draw. Julie was so excited that
she ran to hug her bewildered co-winner Eric, generally rubbing her bhody all
over his. Esic was heard to stammer in the heat of the moment, "Well, maybe
it was all worth while. A little to the left, Julie.” Meanwhile I consoled the
other losers, "If only we had known it was a prize game."

Sunday was the day that I took on 3, count ‘em 3, Madlads in a Dip
game. My France took on Kathy Byrne's England, Marc Peter's Germany, Dale
Bakken's Italy, James Well's Austria, John Michalski's hamburger and Randy
Ellis's fires. Fall 1002 saw me with 3 fleets and a tough decision to make,.
Should I join Peters and trash the mightly Byrne, or move my fieets south to
take on Italy whose alllance with Austria was allowing Wall to gorge on
hamburger and fries. Indecision gripped me. Finally, 1 decided to attack in
both directions, an unusually bold move for me. Actusally, it went rather well
at first - Byrne quickly disappeared and 1 had a 50/50 shot at gaining an
Italian dot the following year. But 1 guessed wrong {or maybe Dale was
looking over my shoulder—all's fair in love, war and face to face Dip aftar all)
and it was all down hill from there. eventually Wall's red horde took Munich
and with his other hand on Marc's balls, he offered him a deal he couldn't
refuse. Peters was to support a red army into Burgundy so that Wall could
sack the French capital, or else. Germany took the deal and the Austrians
entered my home center unopposed. “This is a wet dream come truel!" Wall
was heard to say.

Seeing the hopelessness of my situation, I quickly proposed a three-way
Af1/G draw hoping to turn Madled against Madlad. But tc my surprise they
quickly sgreed to end the game. And then they had the nerve to act
surprised when they "discovered” that it was we-three-Madlads who were the
co-winners. Yes, the mighty Sleaze was beaten by Madlads, but let the record
show that it took 3 of them to do it.



Sunday was also the day that Cathy Cunning Ozog decided to try to
compete with Julle Martin. Julie’s "Diplomacy outfits" are, of course, legend
from coast to cosst and all points in between. That girl really knows how to
give & guy a hard time, though in fairness to Julle, she probably dresses that
way 8ll the time- not just at cons. But Cathy rose 1o the cceasion on the last
day of the con. Rather than be seen in something that she had worn before,
she put on a blouse that had a button missing in a most reveling place. All
day long she went about inadvertently tlashing one and all. it's true that
there wasn't much to zee, but as we all knaow it's the thought that counts,
right?

And then there was that ridiculous Xaval War card game that Mark
Frueh brought. Only a Titan player could get =o excited about something like
that. It was mindless, it was silly, it was less than pointless. But it d4id have
its moments. Best of all was laughing at Randy Ellis and his whining
monotonous monotone commentary about the game. It was an annoyance that
would have made even the most ardent of Howard Cosell fans sigh with relief
when Eriec Ozog finally went around the table to nearly strangle the lad.

Sunday night there was one last Dip game. Believe me, you don't want
ta read about it - the high pcint was a T player stalemate Hne. But not to
worry, this game was enjoyable as was the entire weekend. And as you've
seen from thiz article, there was something for everyone (aven perverts like
me) at PudgeCon. Even Bob Olsen was there, I think!

1V¥. The Jorney Eastward, We got a late start Monday morning, the sun was
actuslly up before we set out for Chicago. It was decided thai we would
"convey" with the spacious Madlad DipVan as long as possible so that His
Majesty George "the third" Rusnak could ride in comfort, a guest of the
Madlads. FEric and 1 amused ourselves by cursing the other drivers,
frequently referring to them as “swarthy” so-and-so's. Swarthy motorists,
swarthy truckdrivers and the especially swarthy Madladmobile (no offense to
you genuinely swarthy types out there, and you know who you arel)

Fiannly, somewhere in Iowa the Madlads gave up custoedy of Rusnak at a
roadside rest area, We were all standing arcund pondering the actual meaning
of the word "swarthy™ when suddenly everyone locked at Rusnak. Xo further
discussion was necessary.

V. Cathy¥'s Revenge. The remainder of the trip was pretty uneventiful, that is,
until | made a remark in passing about the unimportance and insignificance of
lyrics in music (pop, rock or otherwise). Cathy Ozog immediately attacked me,
physically, for =everal minutes, digging her claws intc my arms at every,
chance. It seems that Cathy fancies herself as a sort of Iyricist and poet and
I had inadvertently insulted her %o the very heart of her sole [sic]l. The
immediate damage was minimal, but unfortunately for me, Cathy had been sick
all weekend with the plague, She was coughing and wheezing, snotting and
sneezing all through PudgeCon. And sure enough, a day after I returned
home from Chicago, I came down with the croup as well. For a week and a
half 1 was sick as a dog, but it was a small price to pay for such a con. I'm
ready for another one aiready. 5o, how about next month, Bob?

1 tried to wention as many people as [ could in this tale of fact and
fantasy. for those of you 1 misced, well, maybe you won't be so lucky next

time!
=» | L E *



Pudge Conn #6
by John Michalski, from Cathy's Rambings #38, October 1988

Ancther Pudge Con #87 come and gone. This one just about went by
withouf me, for it was only some 38 hours beforehand that I learned it as
August 12-14 instead of Sept 2-5. Then 1 had the F.F. Reserve due, until I
learned that Friday morning that it was rescheduled a week later. Why won't
anvone tell me anything?

Anyhow, when my tooth acted up at noon Friday, 1 left work sick and
headed north. That helped it a little. I arrived to find Bob gone for a long
wait at the airport to pick up Steve Langley and his children arriving
separately, after having earlier fetched in others. Apparently air service is
better now than it used to be, when people would fly inte Xansas City and
drive from there. A couple of characters came to the door to greet me, but I
forgot who they were. Let's see if I can remember who was therei Russ
Rusnak, Robert Sacks, Diek & Julie Martin, Gatry Behnen, Dan Stafford, Pete
Caughan and his Wife, Ken Peel, Larry Botimer, Jason Bergmann, from Dallas,
Steve Langley & son & daughter, Bruce Geryk {pronsunced Jair-rick, not Jerk
like I'd thought); cur gracious host Bob Olsen, the Olga the cat, and ny
apologies to the few whom I can't recall just now. All I remember iz the
Third Reich game, Jason, Dick and I spent 20 hours on. {(Hell of a great half-
game though!)

This was another con that was graced by a complete lack of smoking.
The only pollution was that godeawful rock/taped noise that gets to be a bit
much after 2am. The first night it did quit early {(about 2); the second night
I stayed up straight through anyhow, but did turn it down myseif sometime
between 3 & 5 am (=1942), for while that stuff is just background trash in
daytime-evening-night, it's just too much to put up with 2 or 3 hours into the
wes hours of the morning. 1 suppose to the potheads who grew up sleeping
on their ghettoblasters turned to that stuff, it's just fine, but I need a break
from that garbeage once in a while.

Speaking of garbage, I learned soine hobbyists have been at it again,
teking their disagreements with other hobbyists to the family/employer/school
administrators/ete. of their hobby enemies. Seems like this putrid aspect of
the hobby iz alive and well. That sicks stuff reminds me of the antics of my
ex~wife, another of those immature—-irrational personalities [ guess, I'd be
upset if I were still active in the hobby, but anymore, I'll let others do the
slugging and sign the petitions. I've got my own crazed wacko to deal with,
the active hobby can deal with their batch, or write defenses of it.

Another thing f noticed from handouts/free issues/petitions/fliers
available iz that most hobby services are duplicated, one being available from
each hobby camp. Better two than none, 1 guess,

Unless someone slipped one in after I left Sunday, 1 don't believa we
were burdened with a Dip game all weekend. Lots of Titan, and some railroad
game, Survive, and Hearts game. 1 won late Friday night after 18 rounds. '
{One player hit 100 and dropped back to 50). we were all in the mid 80s
when I ran them on a heold hand, and put everyone else out. If I'd wanted to
be mean, | could have taken 26 off and let it go another round!

Usually there is no one waniing to play something good like Third Reich
at these affairs, but this time there were 4 players thete. One, Jason
Bergmann, was inexperienced at full play of the canpaign game, o after we
went out and got a copy lecally (no easy task!), we started a practice game
that turned out to be pretty interesting. My (Axis) loszes were high in
Poland end France, but Paris fell in the summer and 1 declared war on Russis
in Fall! 1240, followed by an ineffectual flip flop, followed by one in my faver
that did disappointingly little in Russis, but an activating Vichy France built
up her Syrian garrison which aided in the ccllapse of Egypt and theMiddle
East. However, as experienced players can guess, two years later saw little
change: the Allies had retaken Morocce & Algeria but were driven out of
Tunisia in winter 1942; a Vichy excursion into the Caucasus was crushed with



ease, leaving it to Italy to throw a garrison into NW Persia; but the biggest
Mediterranean threat was fear of Russian into Rumania. (The Russian front ran
Odessa-Karkov-Moscow-Lake ladogo, named cities being Axis). 1 almost won
when the Baltic States fell late in 1941, but a winter invasion of Parnu by the
isolated Leningrad garrison succeeded at one-to-two odds(!!), allowing Russia
some winter bullds instead of ending the ¥ear with no builds and a negative
point iotal. Dick Martin aided in the defense there, playing the Russian front
in the latter seasons as Russia lollowed the comeback trail from a Spring 42
calamity when Leningrad, Moscow and Parnu all fell, the first two in one-to-
one attacks. Russia went from 135 to 80 without making a move, but I had
nothing in the Murmansk box, and the 'S made good on it. That may sound
like a miatake, but later, SW c¢leaned Britain's clock =0 badly that the 1943
YSS saw an unexpected flip flop in my favor! As I said, a very intriguing
game rcegretably cut short by an early departure 1 was forced to make [or
Oklahoma City.

Some interesting changes have cccurred: Steve Langley whom I hardly
had a chance to speak to, haz his hair cut short in back now. Julle was
pretty much dressed throughout, but sure hasn't gone to seed. Rusnak has
some grey hajir now and isn't so embarassing, though still outspoken. Bruce
Ceryk has an interesting Stutue-of-Liberty spiked hair. The graphiex on the
computer dungeon games are quite impressive these days: actual inside-the~-
room pictures of things now, instead of narrative and stick men. High tech
again meets American's greatest need: mindless escapism. I guess it’s easier
than learning the 4th edition of Third Reitch. Early Sunday I bought a 12
pack of beer to contribute, for about %3, It seems that if you're not buying
it for yourself, betiter to spend the money on anly a few high-dollar beers
than many low dollar beers, My bag of Italian cheese f{lavored potato chips
vanizhed very rapidly.

Robert Sacks arrived in daily New York attire: black rubber thongs,
long yellow shorts, non descript white T-shirt, then topped it with a decent
powder blue sport coat. Sort of the visual equivalent of listening to Rusnak.
We started to go to the corner restaurant (Rock & 28th), but they wouldn't let
him in! Good restaurant, 1 guess. So the 11 of us went to a Chinese place,
decent buffet, but %$8.03 with tax, no drink. That's double what I'd pay here,
drink thrown in. That was the only bad part of the visit, aside from having
to cut my stay suddenly short, and missing out on an exciting 1943, pius
further socializing that would have been nice. Oh well. There's always next

ye&l‘ aaw
= L * = =

LETTUEZ&RS

Dwayne Shrewve
Dear Eric and Cathy,

Xo doubt, you have been wondering at the infrequency of my beer
reports lately. The sad truth is that I have not heen getting o many exofic
places.,
My latest trip, while not of the ho hum sort, falls somewhere in between
that and sort of adventurous. Two nephews and I flew to Cancun of all
places, There we rented a car at the airport and headed south to Playa del
Carmen.

From there we drove toward Chetumal, then Xpujil, Escarcega, Ticul, and
Merida seeing many ruins along the way, and linally made it back to Playa del
Carmen. from there ] drove the car to the Cancun airport, and headed back
to the others to spend some days swinming and dining, the latter primarily in
the far less expeEnsive non-tourist places.

It is interesting that even in some big touristy place like Playa del
Carmen or Cozumel, if you are willing to walk a bit, you can find real Mexican
restaurants, and not just the crappy ovetrpriced tourist ones. In Playa we
found a whole street of three restaurants that served nothing bnt a wonderful



barbecued chicken with achicte, but in different delightful ways.

My feeling has long been that when dining in foreign parts, If I can
lock all around a restaurant and find that the only visible tourists are at my
table I have done well. When the food is good and geared to the locals I
know it iz the right place. Such cafes ara probably even safer than tourist
traps, because they rely on the health and goodwill of repeat customers.,

As usual, in that part of Maxico there was no question what beer was
best. As a delightful dark beer Leon Negra is numero uno beyond a doubt.
The only complaint one can make iz that it is so damnably hard to find.
Liquor stores almost never have it and only some restaurants and other
businesses carry it.

Most of the other quaffs there are ordinary sort that can be bhought in
the U.S. so0 I did not sample them unless necessary. The only other non-
import is called Superior, and provides a decent taste of Iager.

I am golng to have to drop out of the game and off your standby list.
BReing in negotiations with a publisher regarding my book, "Finding the Lost
City..." and facing a probable rewrite of much of it, as well as my return to
Mexico in july to write an epilogue, you might describe me ag distracted.

Imagine this- a blond, left handed fellow from Ilinois headed off to
Mexico prior 1o WWIl. Six years later, after adventures and atiempis to settle
down, he finds the ruins, later called Bonampak. Another man gets the credit
and he dies mysteriously on his last expedition. I establish it as
mansiaughter. Oh well, best, Dwayne.

[Take care, it sounds like you have more exciting stuff geing on. I appreciate
all the travelogue/beer review articles you've sent over the years; they've =
made me curious about visiting Mexico. I'd like to learn Spanish someday.

Good luck with your book, and I can't wait for the movie.]

Johixn Michallcsi

Hi folks! I thought 1'd shock you with an appearance here on the web,
or net, or whatever. Anne and I are using one of those 10-free-hours offars,
so I can at Jeast send a back-up set of orders, can't I?

I notice that there zeem to ba some electronic THIRD REICH games in
progress; I'll inquire further if we get some permanent listing. Almost
everything seems cheaper than AOL, and provides much more time. Some
locally-advertised outfit wants $20-something, but offersz 40 hours of prime
{daytime) hours, and unlimited evenings- weekends, which is the time we'd be
most interested in anyhow. Personally, 1 tend to think that the whole
business is kind of like the CB craze of a few years ago: = bunch of weirdo=
BSing behind the anonymous mask. People may tire of it like they did that
stuff. We got some catalog in the mail {--someone at work iz selling the
employee mailing list--) that offered a new attachment, for big bucks, that
would let you take pictures with it, then send the pictures off here into
cyberspace. The advertising of course showed it u=zed to send pictures of
children to online grandparents and stuff, but of course the real draw would
seam to be exchanging the proverbial naked pictures of your spouse with
intimate friends, or mayhe advertising oneself on the bulletin board, and see
who responds. Probably bhe a good idea to get some hunky friend to pose for
oneself, and say that was your own picture. Some rugged, outdoorsy type
like you could sell yourself as a stand-in, hey? It should work until two
clients each introdueced your picture as them on the same bulletin board.

1'd like to look at the Avalon Hill Game Company’s bulletin board again,
but although I've bean in there twicea, I can never remember how to call it up.
This system is very frustrating for somecone like me who does not
automatically know that I have te hit the tab button to get the cursor from
the To box to the Subject box, etc. The designing ecyberfreaks never seem ito
consider that sort of thing.

ANNZGUY, [John's 1877 Ford Thunderbird] by the way, has 307,000 miles
on it now, and is still going strong. W¥Yell, 0K, not strong, but still going



anyhow, Kind of like its ownepr,

[My 1978 Cougar has 220,000 miles on it now- I had the cngine tetatly rebuilt
at 205,000 necarly two ycars age as one cylinder was starting to go out, among
other problecms. The car is still structurally-sound and the body and paint
look good so I rebuilt it, saving megabucks ever getting A newer car.

Your comparison of E-Mailland with CB radio iz interesting; I've often
said the same thing about it, having cncc been a part of the CB fad during
the '70s myself. Like CB, some social cutcasts and cutright dangerous people
are attracted to E-Mail because they can BS or do nasty stuff while remaining
anonymous. But there sre weirdos anywhere. I don't have a problem with
consenting adults sending each other naked pictures, but as ycu said, what
you see isn't necessarily what you'll get! ©On the plus side, E-Mail/the
Internet is an excellent communications/informationn medium and the vast
ma jority of people are ckay- cxchanging their views in the “global village.”
Like CB, I don't see the point in "talking" to strangers. Unless you know the
person on the other end, E-Mail secms too impersonal o me. Unlike CB, [
believe E-Mail is here to stay.

Thanks also for your August letfer and intercsting book review!]

Timothy Lur=z

A word of explanation about my address [Taiwan]. 1 work st a computer
company doing Chinese-English, English~Chinese translation. Buf because [
don’t have a degree in computer science, I cannot get my Resident visa
through the computer company. Therefore I teach at night at a "bushiban”
{cram school) in order to get my viza and work permit. Crazy, huh?

As |1 mentioned over the phone, my wife is expecting son #2 any day
noew. The national insurance pays for the hospital bflls as well as one month's
salary. After the baby is born, Christina will spend a month at her mom's
bhouse "dwzo yuedz" (sitting for a month). She i= not allowed to leave the
house and her mom cooks some awful smelling medicined chicken that Christina
must eat everyday. Her fawmily helps her with the baby during this time.
After the month is finished, I have to buy cake and red eggs to send out to
family and friends. And because it is a son, 1 also get to foot the bill for a
dinner. {Sorry girls, but boys and girls are treated differently over here.
But the boys pay the price later in life; but that story is best saved for
ancther leiter,}) My two sons are considered "inside grand=sons"). They are
technically part of my family, but since I am a foreigner and my parents don't
think this way, my in-laws get the benefit of having their daughter's sons
having the Chang name. My sons have two names (English and Chinese) and
will speak three languages at home (English, Chinese and Teiwanese). Perhaps
another reason to be working two jobs; I might have to pay for therapy for
the kids when they get older!

{Congratulations! I know you've had the new baby for a while now~ I bet
your family really feels like a family now that you have two! As you
mentioned to me beolfore, Taiwan is a compleiely different world from the Sierra
Nevada where you grew up. Thanks for serving as a standby in my gsmes
and the best of Iuck to you- if you're ever back in the States and vi=it the

Seattic area someday, drop me a line. ] o

r—'—'-'—. - . - S —————— : - )
WEN LiGHTHRG o WCE.ITS A ¢ -DEEE EAND
SRECEONETs  CoNTDRNCGE. By, “TE WG 1 DAE ]




John M chai sk}
10703 Cacilin Dr
Okishoma Cliy, Ok 73182-4224

Dear Eric and Kathy, August 28, 1996

While things are slow arcund here, I thought I‘d write. Thinga ara
so exciting around here that I finally finished CHILDREN OF THE JEDI ,
a 400 page Star Wars novel that would have baan a lot better at 275,
but turned out better than the title implies. It, likxe THE COURTSHIF
OF PRINCESS LEIA, struck me as good hacause 1) with those titles, I
didn’t expect much of them, and 2) in both cases, they had as much to
do with children or courtship as A STREETCAR NAMED DESIRE had to do
with streetcars. After CHILDREN, I hit ona of the half-dozen old Nero
Wolfe mysteries I found a few months back at a used bookstore, and
polished that one off in three days. They, like the STAR WARS stuff,
are old Ffamiliar friends to me, and the mysteries will usually run
only 180-1%0 pages.

Way back when, I mentioned reviewing the STAR WARSE books. Tha more
I’vae gone through, the fewer I really care to review. The first
trilogy looks batter now than it did then, after two othars and a
start on & fourth. The main porblem =eems to be Luke Skywalker: in the
moviez, he was a brash young kid, and almost a full Jedi kxnight by the
end of the third movie. That’s all the various authors have ever saan
of him, to work with. Yet in the books, he quickly changes from full
Jedi knight to "Jedi Master®, on a par with Joda himself. What i=s Luke
skywalker, Jedi Master, like? None hava the courage toc even try, so
poor Luke winds up unconscious, or dazed, or wounded, drugged ,
whatever, throughout most of every story. They can‘t kill him off——at
least not until somecne from his "Jedi Academy” gains popularity--but
they have never been able t¢ fit him into an ongoing story. THE
CRYSTAL STAR iz probably the worst case: Luke becomes a semi-zombie
early on, and never comes out of it until the book ends!

If you’re not familiar with the stories, the main thread is that
Han and Leoia marry, and have three children: twina Jaina and Jacen,
and little Anakin, all strong in the force. Many books go on and on
with little more plot than attempts to kidnap the children, to lure
them to the Dark Side of the Force:; Leia, aiding the government of the
New Republic, moves on to become Head of State. Throughout all this,
Han and Leia constantly commit themselves to staying home with the
children more, but it hasn‘t yet happened in over a dozen storles.

Most avthors f£ill the books by palring off characters into
different concurrent adventures, and bring them all to one place in
the laat chapter or two, and that’s that. The worst is the "Corelllan
Trilogy™, where gsopetines 4 geparate groups are running around,
trapped, captured, whatever, at the same time. And when the third book
ends, nothing is resolved other than everyonea meeting again! (The
trilogy bylines read "Hon So0lo’s homeworld erupts in civil warl®™:
well, they do get into a few battles of sorts, but in the end, what
resolution il= there to the basic gquestions underlying the series? What
will the New Republic do when member states opt to LEAVE the
benevolent Republic, and try going their own way? A good point, but
all we get are reunion hugs, and they all fly away. What will Han’s
homeworld Corellia do with the ancient and massive wonder machines
that were found, and which ne one but baby Anakin could get to turn
on? Again, nothling. Just fly away.

So far, the stories cover about 15 years after the movia. One of
tha better books, the stand~alone noval THE TRUCE AT BAKURA, plicks up
immediately wharae RETURN OF THE AJEDI ends: I believe it opens with
"The ashes of Darth Vader’s funeral pyra were not yet cool when the
message arrived...™ It would have been better if the author hadn’t
followad the disgusting tradition of trying to make aliens seem alien



by employing idiotic spellings for them® in this case, insect people
called the Ssi-Ruuk. But at least there is a plot line, and starting
right after JEDI, she has a more certain galactic situation to write
in than do some of the later ones, who are never able to get beyond
"the fledgling New Republic..".

one word of caution: these books have all made money, even CRYSTAL
STAR, and since George Lucas will be Bob Dolea’s age before he gets to
look at the post—-movie period himself, these ‘authorized’ authors are
having a field day with the sequel-period. Regretably, none of them
are very inventive. But since anything with STAR WARS blalened across
the cover will make a profit, there are all sorts of odd things coming
along. TALES FROM THE MOS EISELY CANTINA, and TALES FROM JABBA’S
PALACE are nothing but a collection of SF stories with STAR WARS on
the front cover; likewise the X-WING SQUADRON books, and the kiddie
saeries subtitled "Young Jedl Knighta". Skip that stuff. My
recommendation to the casual reader would be to stick to those threas
stand-alone novels: The Truge At Pakura: Children of the Jedi; and Ths
courtship of Princess Leia

Auditing has finally slowed down again. It was slow for a long
time, then hit high for a while, with three active audlits, but now has
dropped off again. For tha first time in many years, I have an out—-of-
state assignment that has not fallen throughl In late November, I get
to go to Cleveland, Ohio. It isn’t quite the same as an. Orlandc or San
Francisco or New Orleans, but it should be more interesting than the
motorcycle business I‘ve been at on the west side for the last three
weeks. One of my three audits wrapped up; ancther had their rosof blown
off in a storm, and went on hold; and the motorcycle one now switches
from fleld work to data entry at our central office for a while. I've
decided, in view of that, to take the entire Labor Day week off, plus
the following Monday. Data entry doesn’t do much for mae. With next
week being slow (i.e., either in the offica, or home here doing
keypunch on this little thing), I may forget what auditing is like by
the time T get back to real work, sometime in mid September. The only
exciting news arcund here was finding that "chancellery” is In the
WordStar spellcheck system. It sure hasn’t been from hectic battles
raging in my postal THIRD REICH games. And then there’s the Democratic
convention on T™W... I wish I had more PERRY MASON episodes on tape
than I do. ’

our 8th anniversary (not 9th, as I‘d thought for a while) is
coming up at the end of this month. "“Pottery and Bronze", according to
the charts. Perhaps some additional dishes to wash, and a spittoon for
the living rcom? I guess not. Wrapping up the field work at the
motorcycle place today, the old woman in charge there said it was her
48th anniversary. I would have retired 10 years earlier. I guess you
get in a rut when you run your own business: can't get cut of the old
rut. With State employment, that doesn’t seem to be a problem.

I hope all is going reasonable well there. I’m envious of you
folks when I watch the Weather Channel, and see front after front of
real weather rolling in over you. Herxre, the fronts hit the Kansas-Okla
border and are stopped dead by the heat—-and this August has been
cooler than normall After Labor Day, we’re visiting Milwaukee for a
couple of days (3 weeks too late for GencCon): 1711l let you know ir
Chicage is still there.




The Outhouse

Washington AC (Above California)

e Cronde Fielde Marshadie’s just bock from aa Gvernighter to Handower,
Hevaoda, Mo giear excitement this trip. kliar short about 3218 upon (etuin
bt thot inchdes All expenses_ fHight dowin & baek. hozel room. meals,

(ips, airport parking o dog kennef fees in addition o gambling 0 3185 o
vay for two peoplks, it Wwaosn't o0 BATY vacation.

Some of you may know. Fieide Marsholle olsz3o works with Cub Scouts
orimoariiy EBLOS which e aldes €ubs. They go comping twice a yeosr
theaeir activitias.

on Flight down o Hendouvss. | happened o Bsten closely o Stewrardess
on plane & got 1o thinking aobout Scouts & comping o0 well. This brought
1o mind following. Picturs, if you will, one of them (non-essential? just
had to gt that in Fric)d Couvarnmant workers — o Farest Dangas -
welcoming o group of compers to a Park.

“tleleogme aboard Comp Bun-A-Muck. My neame™s Ranger Bob, Fedeoerol
Reqgqulations require me o ask If you packed youwr own knepsackT el
be coamping ot 5. 8008 feer & expect o little fain. Your rent’s watesrproofsad
but in event of a leak, t's equipped with ponchos IF needed. ploce
hood of Poncho ouver youur head B puil dowin fides awver body. W goas
cogmping with cmoll children ar handicapped psarsonnel. pleacse don your
poncho before assisting with others. fomp Run—A-Muck's o non—-smoking
camp & outhouites are eUipped with smoke detectors. ANy taompering
with. or attempling o by-pass them, is considered a Fedeygl Offense,
Becguse we"re at 3 080 Feer. we're considered in Bear TCoantry. Though
we'‘sre npot expecting ony Bears. should o Bear enter comp. youwr reminded
tents are equipped with lwo exits. one to front & one O sead. Should
two Bears enter, yours feminded there gre also tuso Emergéneyg exits that
caon be made thiough sides of tent as wmrell. You™ll notice Ola Ranger
Bob's wearmy Hike weanis shoes. Keep in mind that | cent outvan @ Bear,
hut then ! dont have to, 1 just have to be able to out run YOUE HWe
hope goua’ll enjoy your camping & walcomea abooccd. a'l be around with
complimentary Cocoo & Cookies later.™

Felde Marshale's figared 3 he camps in Bear Country with ongone,. hell
take a small 23 acutomatic pistol along. ReasBring a 23 automatic sron't
stop o bear that's chasing yowe, keelr in mind it doesn't have to. Just
shoot your camping buddy in leg to slow HIM down. 1I"ve often thought
my LAsT thought uwhen comping & sonning with a buddyg fFrom a Beor that
MY last thouwght might be — HMHan caen that other guy reslly run FAST!

Hith Thristmos$ Secson Just over. we ve o bt of Irivia For yow. Realizing
most of you may NEVER have seen a 78 RPM fecord, mMost populor ever
sold akuay s been listed as Bing Crosby's wversion of TkHhite Christmax™.
Mhat's SECOND most populas 78 recosd eversr sold? Me'll give you a bt
h=re to pondec thar.

Hevre's one O argue urnuﬁd coffas pot at work., Friday wos nomed ofter
a Goddess. Why doesa't fing read: “Thank Goddess It's Fridog™7 ¥ gOous
reqdyy for 78 record B2, "5 “Peg o iy Heoat™ bg Hormonicots™ 1947

Jaclk Jeswer<t

{Thanks, Jack, for the wiliy articles you have contributed to RBM over the
years! Maybe Le Grande Ficlde Marshalle will makc one of our Housecons
somcdayff .



i= Giopde Fieldea Marsholwe™s back with an extract from o diacy:

e 12: HMowved Yo new home in Hew Yaork Stote. 50 boautiful hace.
HMountains <o majestic. Con hardiy waost o ree snow coweiing them. Truly
Cods chorsen Paredise

LT 14: MHew %York™s most begutiful pltace on corth. Lecwes hawve turaed ofl
cexiors B shoades of red & pronge. Ment riding through beowiiful mountains
F saw some deay, Their so gracefual. Certginiy mose wondeiful animaol on
cailli. This must he paradise. | lowve it herel

HOU 1 Deer season stosting soon Con’t imagine angone woanting to kil
sush g gorgeous cregture. Hopa it widl snows yoon. | love it hecel

DEL 2: Spowed last night. WHoke ap o find evergthing blanketed with
mrhite. Looks ke g postcard. Hent ouvtside & clegned snouw off steps &
drivveway. Had a snow hall Fight & whan snow plow come by, hod o
showvel driveway again. Hhat o becutiful place. | lowe Hew Yok,

GEC 12: Fosre snoar fost might. | love #' Snow plow did his triek agoin to
dvicaway, 1 lovea it heral

BELC 19 More snow last might. Couldn't get our of davedidy o et o
worsk. Hills 1o icy for driving onyway. Am exhousied from showvelmg.
Cainned snow Eiowr!

DET 272: Mosre of that white crap Fell again lost night. Howe blisters On my
mands from shoueling. Con't get up anyg of icy hills. ewven with sait on
them_ i think snow plowr hidesr around corner & waits until 'm done
shoveling driveduray —— butt foced

BEC 2%: Mernry 281778 Christmas! More friggen snoas. If 1 ever get mip
hands on thar 0B thot diives snow plow, | swear 1M1} kil ham! Bon'k
Enow why they 4ot use modce s461T on roads o melt doamped ice so
you can get op blasted kills™

BEC 27: PFEloce white crop fask night. Bean inside I days except Fog
showeling out diiveway ewvary time snow plow goes through. Can’t go
ampmshers,. cor's stuck in mouontain of white crap,. TV soysy expect anothers
{2~ opgain tonight. Do they kaow how many shouvel fufls of snpow 8™ is®

BEC $8: TV war wicng! Gor 347 of white crap ihis rime. Ay this sate it
Wwon't melt before summer. Snowr plow got stuck up roaod on a big hill &
S0 coame o my doosr B asked o borrow showvel. After | told him 1 had
ProYen & shouvsis already showveling alf thot ¢rap he pushed mto my
dieivenrasy, | broke last one ower hic knothead!?

jan 4. Finelly gor out of hoase todoay. ent to stare to get food & on
spasy baock. o on icw hill, o damned deesr an in front of car & | hiz iz,
Gid abour 350988 damage tao cdas. Bomned beasts should be killed. HHsh
huniesrs hod kiled themn olf tdsk Movembear!

May 3: Took cdr k0 garage in town. Hould youd believe thing was rusting
out from il that BEZEE selt theg puar on socads!

rtoy I8: Moved to Georgia! Con't imagine why anyone in theis fight mind
wepastd ewer five in that God Fosrsaken 5tare of Hew Yorkl t°s just o Hell
of o place.

Sh yes, how guickiy thes choenge & then there’s clways thgt - Efass is
alypsays greenar on othes side of fance theory.



Febxuary 1937
The BEx-Chief‘s Advice
In My Opinion - Jack Ward Thomh®
Forast Sexrvice nasds 4 bipartisan affort to clazify its miassion

The PForast Ssrvice bhasp a reputation sacng scholaryg of governnant as a
puparastar® agency - ths "gan do" agency. A clesaxr vision of what the Forast
Saxrvice is to do raste with elacted cofficials.

That vision must ba produced by a bipartian affort. Oaly a unifiesd drive
could clarify ths suddy morassz of uncoordinated laws, cut-of-dats regulations,
shining policy dirsction, budgaet dacisions, overlaps in agancy
responsibilitias, dissgreanents betwasn Coagrass And administration and
inconsigtant court actions that combine to "guide™ thas agancy.

Since my retiramant as Chief of the T.E. Forest SerXvice in latae Kovexnber.
pumercous ifterviewsrs have asked, "Whet arve the primary problsas that you
taced.® Among thoss werae:

l. Lack of claax mission,

2. Oparating undsr laws that sash poorly with seffects exacsarbatad by
ovarlapping responsibilities of pevaral agencias and a wide-rangs of
scmatines confusing court declsions.

3. Mitromanagasment, in other words politicization of agancy activities by
Coiagress and political appointeas.

4. Continued dowosizing with inadequate considsration of what is expectsd of
the Forast Servica.

5. Damonization of tha Forest Bervice by axtrsmes in the debate over public
land sansgesment.

Such preblems can ba addressed through bipartisan action over the next two
yadrs.

Why nowt

Rapublicans gaingd Houga and Sanste control in 1535%4 - partially from a
backlash against sxtrems savirognmentalism. Some porceivad a mandsta to
dismantls anvircnmssntal laws and public land cwnarship., They failsd and
suffarad for the affort.

In tha swantimse. Demofrats maintained that no problen existed axceapt
compliance with tha laws.

Hoth weara wrong.

Problems are worsaning. It is time to face reality. Maybe the tims has coms
for a bipartispan overhaul of thse laws that effect tha Forsst Saxvice.

In addition, micropanagasment by Congresss inhibits rational manigament -
particularly during downsizing., ¥For sxample, tha Forest Service mwist have
Clearanca from six sgparata congrassicnal comhittees td closse a rangsr district
or toc cambine two of them. Tha agancy’s budgat raguirss spanding on pat
congreuseional projeacts cauvsing resgurcas to bs divertsad from higher pricrities.

Micromanagenanit from above tha Chisf's lavel ig evan mora disconcerting.
Direct ordexs frdal Agriculture Departmant and adeinigtration levels to thas
Forast Suparvisors that bypass lines of authority produce confusion,
constezaation, inconsistency., embarassament and A brsakdown in discipline and



O eI .

Appointed officials should sat policy and hold the agency responsible ta
carry it out. Mixing of policy and execution functions produces
disorganization. .

As downeizing procesds. the adminjstration and Congress tend to increass
centralized control. That is a mistaks. During downsizing. managers nead more
flexibility., not less. The haart of governmant rainvention was
dacentralization of authority and ancouragement of innavation.

Thesa problama lsad to a tandency to acapegoat smployess for thelr
parformance under the gituation dascribed aarlisr. Though politically
convenliant, it is inaxcuseabla ovar the long term.

The Feads of failure lie in the worsaning situation that has baen allowed to
drift for over two or more decades. Federal courts have baen reluctantly
thrugt into this vacuum to interpret intent of the mishmash of law. ragulatfon,
ragulating activity and poorly related court opinions,

Scapagoating has helped foptar increasing violence against parsomnel and
property. Forast Sarvice folks continus to do thailr best and walt for cries of
cutrage and sffactive response from peolitical leadarp.

Encughl

It i time t0 addraszs underlying problems and echew political temptation to
wag fingars at tha axacutors of confusad policy, judical mandates and divided
management authoxrity. .

The national foxrests and grasslands, all 154 million aczes, ara cuxr lands.
This heritage is unigqua in tha world. We all have 2 gtake in thoge precious
lands.

Soma would take advantage of current cenfusion and turmoil to devolve thaese
lands into other ownership or control. I have littls doubt as ta what guch a
mova made in tha nams of efficisncy today would produca ovar coming decades.

Almcst as threatening is the tsmptation to political figures, facing the
congagqueancas of govermment operations under a2 balanted bPudgat ecenario, to use
national forest lands or timber as trading stock to achisve pressing cbijesctives
of the momeant .,

The National Faresdts waze put togethar too laboricualy, matieulously and
axpsneively over a century to be dismantled piacamadl to acccmplish political
objectivaes of the moment. This pracadent i politically saductivea but
potantially disastrzous over thae long tarm.

The men and women of the Forest Ssrvice are among the best in the woxld at
what they do, They need only a claxified mission and adegquate Flexibility to
ba the suparstars thay have basn for a cantury.

The people of the Forest Sexvice can and should be congervation leaders for
the third millennium. They can - but only if the describhad problems ara
forthrightly addraessed.

That can ba dona. But it requires leaderg with a clear viasion, and the gquts
to take on such a conteantious subjact.

The Foregt: Sarvice has a new laader - thae li4th chief in a long green lina.
¥ichasl Dombwck i a career professicnal with extensiva Foreat Service
exparianca. He packs all the right gesar. But bhe neads help.

Steering a ship with a malfupnctioning rudder and too many co-raptains ip
excruciatingly difficult. I know from experianca. He, the Forest Service and
the Amsrican psOple daserve batter.

B0y AT THAT MEMERIT.
.} PAOERE KHIEW THAT TIE p
' BEDUBLICAN RENBLTION




FOREST SERVICE PROPLE DESERVE OUR SURPORT
[(Albany Demccrat-Harald, Movw. 3]

This would be a good time to look up your frisnds working foxr tha
Fores: Service and tell tham they have your support. It may act do than any
practical good, but it might reassurs tham that not sverybody is out to geat
tham.

Forest Sarvice workars have for years caught soms of the flak thrown
up in the Sagebrush Rebaliom, that loosely knit movemant trying to wrast away
fadaral control ovar land in Kevada and cother places. including somss counties
in Oragon,

They alse have suffsrad tha consagquances of sharp dipagresments in tha
public about how the naticonal forests should be managed. Industxry typesd thinlk
the Forasters are dragging their fast getting mora tisbar to wmarket.
Environmantal- ists try to put tha brxakes on the Process any way they can. And
the radicals block forest roads and sven dig them up to prevent svesn the few
salas allowed,

As bad asg all that was, now it is worsa.

At tha Detroit Rangsr Station, a Porast Service pickup was set on fira
and threastening notes wers laft, Tha Oakridge Reanger Station has Deaan lsvalsd
by arpon, a crims which tha Rugene Register-Guard propsrly dascribad as the
worst atthck cn & fsdaral installiaticon in the U.82. sinca the bosbing and masse

murder in Oklahoms City.

And az though the physical dangay toc employeas and the destruction of
propexrty and rsssarch recoxds wera not snough, the Forsat Serxvice coaditinues
dowvnsizing its opsrations, latting pPeople go, bacausa of the drop iA timber
salag. The Siuslaw ¥aticnal PForast is contamplating cloxing ths Aldses Hanger
Station and cowbining its opsrationg with the station in Waldpor:.

Nasdlens to Say, our C[xriends in tha Forsst Ssrvice do not dasarve any
of this. They hava ppant their carsecrs taking care of cur national forsste the
way Congrasid told thes to. All the rangsrs and cthéers we have svexr met in 290
vears of raporting wars conscienticus, knew what thay ware doing and took
periously theilr xrola in caryying out the policies that Congress had madwe,

The shaxp dissgreament on how Eorests should be managsad is not tha
fault of peacple at forest headguarters in Coxvallis oxX Eugens, or in the ranger
ntations. At cna tima thelr mshdates was to harvast tress as much as possibls
unidar thse concepts of sustained yisld and multiple use. How the mandate iz to
mininize tisber harvesting and pay mors attenticn to wildlife and other
considarations.

Anybhody who knows anything abount the atcacks and threats on Forast
Sazxvica installations has an obligation to tall authoritiss what he knows.
Attacks on tur foxdstars ars attacks on ths American paople as a whole.

TORCHING RANGER STATION ROIHING BUT TERRORISM ... LANS ON TIMNBER HARVEST AND
ENVIRONMENTAL PROTECTION CAN'T BE INFLUENCED BY CRIMINALZR
The News-Review [Rossburg, Hovembar 14, 19961

Tha recent deatruction of the U.5. Forast Servica’s Oakridge Ranger
Station wad an act of domestic tarrorism that is hard to Fathem,

This zeprehensiblas activity should ba condamnad loudly by public and
pPrivate gzoupd.

Mountains of records, representing 20 years of remsarch on the
Willamatte National Forest, axe lost forever. Mors than 70 Forast Sexvice
asployees, who meraly follow political policies. ware burned out of their
workplacea.

The ranger station armon wasn’t the only criminal action. Just threa
days sarlierx, a Forest Service truck was set on fire, and anti-logging grafficd
was palnted on the Detroit Rangar Btation 70 milas away.

Pingaexs are baing pointed at frings anvironmental groups, who point
back at timber compmniss. No ona has taken credit. and arson investigators
have not announcad any findings yet. It is hopad that a 515,000 reward will
dyaw goméone out of tha woodwork.



Tt's a shame to realize it has come to thia. This destructive,
terrorist action fliem in the facas of all ths public involvament and meatings
that have brought the debats over timber and tha environment to thig point.

The laws regulating timber harvept today were hazmered out in public
and political circleas. Burning up the Oakridge Ranger Station will have no
effect on that, and was only a classic act of stupidity.

The Clinton Porast Plan and salvage logging rider are the key laws
regulating timber haxvest today. Thass ara sstablighaed in the political arena,
and arae totally insulated from such criminal action that has taken place
recently.

Acta of terrorigm and arson, diraected either at Forest Sexvice
Proparty ox tha propesxty of logging companiss. can’t ha tolarated by civilized
soclety.

Forsst Barvice Chieft Jack Ward Thomas sunmad it up guceinctly in
Oakridge Wednesday: "Thig is not a third world countxy. This is not
acceptabla. Thisg is what pecple do who don‘t undarstand how to operata in a
dapocracy.”

Ideally, fadsral arson investigatoxrs will coma up with tha culprits.
In the meantima, every snvironmental organization oxr pro-timber group that has
Eway Over its membars must ask itself if inflammatory language hasz dyivean

pecpla to this polnt,
This type of activity must be condesned. To be guiet about this type

of terzorism is to condone 1t.

LITTERS OF NEW PUPS SWELL POPULATICON OF YELLOWSTONE WOLVES -- Because five
wolf dens are alive with new iitters, biologists have predicted that the wolf
packs introduced into Yellowstone National Park from Canada during the last
yvear and a half will thrive on their own. "Wolf reintroduction ls done, unless
something unusual happens,™ sald Ed Bangs. a biolegist with the Figh and
Wildlife Service who helped coordinate the controversial procject. The
population of wolves in the park has tripled since last year. Biologists
counted eight new pups in two litters and are confident that three more females
gave birch in late April. The Kew York Timeg 5/12/9¢
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UWIS, timpber: How natural
‘order greets Earth Day

OSTON—The problem is -
that the ed owl has no
private prop-

erty. Birds are Lilte that.

its ability to

=d or find ﬁxldandsherter the
t question before

court was whether ch down

a foresi was the same as ki the

S . it
: breed or

A toddler can be not to creatures that bve there. Justice
step Oon A ne s lawm. A Scalia seemed to believe that the
sehoolchild can not to chase law was intended to penslize
ahﬂaverﬂlefm.&dultsmn :nr_t!mbyharm animals by
‘mammhhlgm . ting,

o ELLEN dmmmnmﬁegﬁm
ers over mountains, valleys, in t a
pmh;ﬂi. Boston Gilobe Columnist that houses an animal was not the

But birds clauntmnturyl-ﬁw " same as deliberately shooting
mhmlydxffercuts:tnfnlha rules of nature. The  down the animal. You could the habitat

of their nature. And when those rules are
Soitisﬂmttnmidﬂs.ahm:t

and abourt

the use and of nature, came conflict
hefmeﬂmﬁul:nmcuuﬂ’onhmnda

The case pi ﬂwumberuﬂustry the private

owmers of of acres of forest, versus the gov-

ernment, the pnhlic protector of the enviromment.
The iszue was whether the [973

Species
m—ml:fan species of law—wms meant
mﬁmeirhnbmtsumﬂ.

Dnﬂ'lefloen-ht,medebate out like the
ﬂrea:erofﬂuahsurd.‘lhelaw made it a crime to

enda;ngeredspeuﬁ The govermunent regu-
hmmmw:mmmhﬁngn

wﬂmmngthe that live in it and off it.

ed for a neat, legal wa separate what
mmh:?:mmgethfr 'l'houg:htﬁahenuty of their
legal argument be lost on an owl. .
If the case of itt v. Sweet Home er is
widely accepted as a crucizl one, it’s because isa
moment when environmental laws are at risk. So &5

appmachmth:sv.-eehend. y Americans vy
seem 10
theenwmnmentmdsmmtheemronmemal

w
Human beings who live less than a centiry claim land that has been there since the dawn of
time as “ours.” We maintain the right to “develop” this land, 1o behave as if rhe only time

frame that mattered were our own lifespan.

utg:tunuhas it Ttlwttackmel:‘.n?ura:he&
easy to a

Species Act while portraying lhmhesnstmg;m

tectors of the Ltde guys, nottheagmtsoibigbus:—

ness.

But the case is also crucial because it brings up
again the conflict between our desire to protect the
environment and our belief that someone can do
whatever he wants with his own property. It raises
the question: What does it mean for a n to own
400-year-old trees, of a mountain, or a forest?

In his book ~Slide Mountain," Theodore Steinberg
writes about “the folly of i nature.” He
d&cdibesitintern:SOerﬁesiremnum;uﬂﬂmw}mle
WO to possess somsthing as 1d as water, as
ephemeral as air, as enduring as fand.

He details legal battles over water rights to under-
ground streams, air righ tstobl:udjgfsmthedly,

iy rights to the moon. He talks
of “i in a culture in which the natural wordd has
been everywhere, relentlessly, transformed into prop-
E -

"¥6me in the 25 years of a full:scale environ-
mental mor ecnent, we've had difficulty moving from

a of ownershp to one of stewardship, from
n to careta rights are still, in
Steinberg's word, aur n

forests, anymoremanwecandﬁu*oywown-
habitat and survive.

As Henry David Thoreon wrote in words fit for any
Earth Day, "Man is rich in proportion 1o the number
of things which he can afford to Jet a]ﬂne t
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