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who has done more thal anyone else to make &4 what it is
today. It's with mingled relief and sorrow that I skip out. I've
been proud to be associated with Sorcerer's Apprentice, but to be
perfectly fair and honest it has been Liz Danforth's tour de
force from the beginning. She's the one who has sweated blood
getting it to the printer on time; she's the one who burned the
midnight oil deciding on layout; she's the one who negotiated
and got the advertisers we need to even approach breaking
even; she's the one who's answered countless letters from oui

is obvious. They really don't need me at all. Best of luck as
supreme editor of the rnagazine, Liz. With you at the helm and
Pat Mueller as crew and right-hand man, uh, pason, I know the
.l4 ship will sail on to new glory.

me, but if it's &4 business, direct your letters to Liz her,..:,:-]r.
And now, as my last officiaj act, let me sav a fer' '..-rds

about some of our contributors.
We have in this issue two of the frnest nen'fanrl.r '-rrirs

in the freld today. I refer to Charles Saunders, crear, : -: te
Imaro series and currently president of the Small Press \\-:-rers
and Artists Organization, who had the courage to dra.. :^ard
comparisons between the two supreme heroes in ::r.:a$
literature, Tarzan of the Apes and Conan the Cimmer:r.. -rld
to Janet Fox, who is appearing in just about even h.:. ic
fantasy anthology on the market. Watch for her work - ::- a
year or tlvo she'll be as famous as Tanith Lee and Pancla
McKillips, while Charles should soon rival that mzu.r:
fantasist, Andrew J. Offutt.

For the Tolkien fans in the audience, Thomas Eean
brings you up to date on all the new Tolkien-relatbd merch-an-
dise since the release of The Silmarillion in 1977. Rockv Russo
returns with more on the historv of archerv - this time
something on the how and why of'crossbows. john Morrison
paints an attractive picture of the future of the home micro-
computer in fantasy gaming - let us all hope he proves a true
prophet and not just a wild-eyed visionary. Lar'ry DiTillio
(who allowed us to use his room at Dundracon in Februan' for
a giant T&T game one night) gives us a sample of his orn'n i&T
dungeon along with some non-trivial ideas on the possibilities of
the use of the Tarot in T&T. Not to mention the usua.l features:
Arcane Graffiti, Letters, a one-room GM puzzle dungeon. and
more. We're also quite proud to present this rather unusua-l
cover by the famed fan artist C. Lee Healy. I hope vou like it
as much as we do!

Keep your weapons shiny and your torches litl Don'r rake
any wooden Balrogsl Best,

-Ken St -lndre

Hello. And goodbyel
I've finally done it -finally found a way to get
out of writing all these
editorials. Yes. I'm
leaving, surrendering the
post into the capable
hands of the one person
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fn a hole in the ground there liued a hobbit.

Thus begins the saga of the Mythos oI
iddle Earth, in Tha Hobbit. It began

Mythos of
Middle Earth, in
with Tolkien's daydreams and bedtime
readings to his four children, spread to
his Anglo-Catholic friends at Oxford -and now in 1980, more than 20,000,000
Middle Earth fans throuehout the world
have bought the various Tolkien books.
We can't even begin to estimate how
many others havJ borrowed friends'
copies or scrounged through libraries!

FromJapan to Oxford to Berkeley to
behind the Iron Curtain, Tolkien's
reputation and fandom grows, with the
notable exception of the Hispanic and
Latin-American cultures. Tolkien's
literary creations have become unique in
the field of High Fantasy for the 20th
century. The only phenomena com-
parable are the Star Trek and Star Wars
cults. And even they can't stand up to
the growing potential of Tolkien's gift to
popular literature and his innumerable
fans throughout the years (1937/38 if
you harken to the publication of The
Hobbil, and 1954-56 if you reckon your
devotion by the Lord of the Rings trilogy).

But now is the advent of the Fourth Age
of Tolkiendom - 1977 and beyond!

The reason is obvious. The Tolkien
"canon" at long last is complete - The
Silmarillion has arrived (mid-September
1977) and promises a long-term impact
amidst gales of critical and literary con-
troversy. Critics had been waiting for it
since LotR in 1956. Originally conceived
rn 1917 , the hrst draft was completed in
1927. WhenJ.R.R. Tolkien died at the
age of 81 in September 1973, his son
Christopher took over. An academic
philologist and medievalist at Oxford like
his father, he labored to collate and
"smooth over" the endless revisions
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien had made
over the decades.

Some of the difficulties involved in
Christopher's editing of The Silmarillion
can be seen in Clyde Kilby's excellent
little book, Tolkien and the Silmarillion.
Christopher warns his readers of what to
expect and, what nol in his foreword as
official editor. It did no good what-
soever - the critics in their scholarly
journals and magazines (from The Ncw
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Rebublic to America to The New York
Times to . . well, you nzune it!) carped
and scolded like a horde of Orcs cheated
o[ their prey. Why? Because The
Silmarillion was not the epic of Lord of the

Rizgs with its strong clear themes of
Quest and Character Development (and
with symbols and allegory hidden every-
where, never mind what "The Master of
Middle Earth" himself said).

Despite this, the hardcover edition
was an dl-time popula,r success, reaching
the million-sales mark byJanuary 1978.
Given individual stores' fluchrations, it
held bestseller status for more than a
year and a half - not bad for this
strange compendium of cosmology ald
Elven legends. Tfu Silmarillion has led the
way into the Fourth Age ! Tolkien lives!

The Silmarillion is a strange but
powerful book. Tolkien himself regarded
it as the most important work of his
imagination, the keystone to under-
standing the tragedy of Middle Earth.
Popular demand brought out a paper-
back version by Ballantine Books in
early 1979 which continues to sell
briskly. This is a book of mythic beauty,
a world so strange in its creative power
(like the jewels of light, the silmarils
themselves) that we want it to be true,
some wav. somehow. It is a book to

browse through - and to ponder.
However, tn The Silmarillion there is a
sense of disorganization, and certain
inconsistencies of figr.rres and events, a
feeling that not all important events have
been told. This is as it should be, since
Tolkien wanted to give the sense of oral
legends and strange medieval-style
chronicles and annals mixed with
folklore and heroic poems of unguessed
antiquity.

Whatever angel of the Valar guided
Tolkien can be seen so much more
clearly in the second most important
book of this "Fourth Age." This is
Humphrey Carpenter's authorized bio-
graphy of Tolkien, appearing in the
spring of 1977. Carpenter is English, an
admirer of Tolkien, and had full access
to Tolkien's personal corresoondence.
diaries, letters, and notes; he also had the
full cooperation of the Tolkien family.
This distinguishes him from the earlier
1976 effort, J.R.R. Tolkien: Architect oJ
Middle Earth. The author, a Swedish
journalist named Daniel Grotta-Kurska,
created quite a bitter controversy with
the Tolkien clan in 1975, and parts of his
book have been "expurgated" by the
lawsuit imbroglio.

Caroenter's role as the authoritative
oortraver of Tolkien's life has further

been advanced by his 1979 hardcover,
The Inklings. This gives much of
Tolkien's personal correspondence, as
he interrelated with his fellow eifted
friends of academe (Charles Williams,
C.S. Lewis, W.H. Lewis, Owen
Barfield, etc.) who joined with him in
an informal club to compare each
other's work and talk over issues of the
day. There are traces ofbitterness and
isolation over important moral and
personal issues that may surprise many
of the more innocent Tolkien fans.

1977 also added some lmDortant
works of scholarship to Tolkien's
Middle Earth. Avon Books'published.
in paperback form,J. E. A. Tyler's in-
terpretive glossary The Tolkin Com-
panion. Laden with lore from most of
Tolkien's work(The Silmarillion beine a
notable exception) it spans ih.
alphabet from A to Z, from Accursed
Years to Zirak-Zigil. Yet this book is
flawed in the general absence ofsource
citations, and in debatable alphabetic
selections. It reads well, though, and
Tyler promises to have a second edi-
tion out in 1980 which will include the
Silmarillion information.

Ruth Noel's scholarship is perhaps
the best to date on the historic myths
and legends that act as analogies and
partial inspiration to the Ring epic.
This is The Mythologlt oJ Middle Earth, a
bit turgid but it really evokes the close
interrelationship between myth and
history. Charlemagne and King
Arthur march side by side here with
the Vol-sungs and Beowulf. Dragons
and Orcs beware!

Middle Earth came to television on
Thanksgiving Eve 1977, in an
animated special by Arthur RankinJr.
and Jules Bass. Their portrayai of the
story of "The Hobbit" (90 minutes)
used such actors as Orson Bean (Bilbo
Baggins), John Huston (Gandalf),
Cyril Ritchards (Elrond), Brother
Theodore (Gollum), and Richard
Boone (Smaug). The animators, both
American and Japanese artists. did a
credible job of sticking to the original
(though much material had to be
excised in the name of brevitr-).

Ballantine Dut out this Bass-Rankin
illustrated H;bbil with full text and
over 230 full-color reproductions from
the film. Art buffs may also rvant the
hardcover version from Abrams.
Artists include Lester Abrams. Tohn S.
Lynch, Gray Morrow, and Charles
Vess, among others.

The film world also made the
heaviest mark on Tolkienna u ith the
November 1978 opening of Ratph
Bakshi's interpretive direction of
"Lord of the Rings," Part I. In a
unique form of rotoscope (animation
painted over living actors plus certain
special effects), Bakshi made his own
the dark side of Middle Earth. The
critics were disgruntled with it, but it
did quite well in popular

Sorcerer's Abbrentice
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resDonse in 1978-79. The filmins of
the second and last part of "The I]ord
of the Rings" (Frodo's entrance into
Mordor, and the aftermath of the Bat-
tle of Helm's Deep) should take place
in 1980-81.

In late 1978, Bakshi created his
"Tolkien Enterprises" to sell movie
and Middle Earth "memorabilia. "
This involved persuading people t9
join "The Fellowship" (with $5 fee
please!) for color posters, decals,
buttons, key rings, membership cer-
tificates - and the hopes of getting
discounted retail Tolkien-related items
in the future. It still survives (P.O. Box
2005, Berkeley, CA 94702), and
Bakshi has also put out a 2-record set
of his movie musical scores. Warren
magazine put out a 50-page official
movie brochure in 1979 ($2.50), while
a smaller version of the same can be
had for $1.50 from Loring Publishing
Co. (45 E. 55th St., NY, NY 10022).
A hardcover edition, Filmbook, was
released by Ballantine. It was printed
on heavy coated paper, with many
defects in reproduction, but it gave
some idea of Bakshi's better efforts.
The Folonouel of the Bakshi movie was
extremely poor in a large portion of the
reproduced film stills. It was produced
in April 197 9 by Fotonovel
Publications (Los Angeles, CA 90069).
Far too small for an art book!

1979 gives us three important books
for fans and scholars alike. The frrst is
Robert Forster's Ballantine edition of
his revised Thc Complete Guide to Middlc
Earthfrom The Hobbit to The Silnarillion.
His 1971 Guidelacked any information
frorn The Silmarillion, and an index.
The revised edition is a sine qua non for
any scholar or enthusiast - superb as
the complete index glossary of names
and places from A to Z. The prose is
terse, yet interesting in itS own right.

In the last months of the year,
Houghton-Mifflin has brought out
quite a strange interpretive work -Timothy R. O'Neill's The Indiaiduated
Hobbit: Jung, Tolkien and the Archegtpes oJ
Middle Earth. It was highly praised by
Tolkien's daughter, Priscilla, while she
was on a visit to the US in October
1978. Tolkien himself spoke of strange
dreams of exotic places in his
childhood, and of a sense of inspiration
while reading ancient Anglo-Saxon
verse. Middle Earth comes from many
"haunted" places of the mind!

I save the best for last - David
Day's A Tolkien Besliary. It can be used
as a handy reference guide for all the
beasts, monsters, race s, beings,
nations, fauna and flora in all the long
history of Middle Earth, Arda, and
Aman itself. The creators are young
and relatively unknown - except for
the artist Ian Miller. famed for the
illustrations in Michael Crichton's
Ealers oJ the Dead. They give a medieval
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flavor to their art as well as using the
literary form of a l2th century "Book
of Beasts." The prose style is graceful
and somehow connotes a sad wistful
air. The entries are like little essays -though being only 129, their number
cannot compare with Forster's
accomplishment or information. There
is one magnificent composite map
showing all the lands of Arda, and the
requisite genealogies and indices for
reference.

But it's the art all the way which
makes the beauty of this book. Ian
Miller's efforts are the most numerous
of the 170 drawings, 36 of which are in
full color in four sections, showing the
full history of Tolkien's tales of Arda.
He gives the inspiration of hellish
beauty in his "pits of lJtumno," his
many, many insectlike dragons and his
strange horrible battles in Middle
Earth. Pauline Martin stresses the
metaphysical beauty of Middle Earth,
from Creation to the Halls of the
Rohirrim. Styles vary from pastoral
watercolors to Classical poise of solemn
knightly warriors (John Davis) to soft
variegated scenes of exotic and com-
pelling beauty (Linda Garland) that
call and call to us - and never can be
achieved. Each painting invites our
imagination to scenes of adventure
bold, or horror that forces us to think
ever deeper, or makes us wistful for

other worlds where right and wrong,
and joy unendurable show forth
without the hazy confusion of our own
"truly" anarchic world. David Day -with his eleven chosen artists - has
achieved something that Tolkien
hoped would continue after he himself
had finished writing. A spur to the im-
agination to build its own "secondary
world " - and find how truth hides
well behind the veil of myth.

For those who like puzzles and
games associated with their "myth,"
the continuing efforts by International
Polygonics (200 E. 27th St., NY, NY
10016) is a must. This company pro-
duces its public efforts under an agreed
exclusive license with the Tolkien
family estate. They have produced in
jigsaw puzzle form such things as "A
Mup of Middle Earth" (Pauline
Baynes); "Middle Earth Mural";
"Bilbo's Last Song" (text overlaid on
Miss Baynes' painting); "Portraits of
J.R.R. Tolkien" (three photos);
"Father Christmas"; and "The
Hobbit." The average size is about
15"x21", and each puzzle has about
500 pieces. The paintings are from the
authorized Allen & Unwin British
edition.

Mysic and oratory were High Arts
in the Shire and amons the Elf
kindreds of Valinor and Riiendell. In
the late 1960's and early 70's a number of
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rock musicians, both American and
British, adopted Middle Earth themes:
Bo Hansson (1972 ZolR-inspired
album), the group Rush ("Rivendell"
arrd "Necromancer" are good ex-
amples), the British group Barclay

James Harvest (especially their
"Ga.ladriel"), for instance. The 1970's
also saw a folk ballad sung by Leonard
Nimoy of Star Trek fame ("The Ballad of
Bilbo Baggins"). There has been
nothing in 1977-80 save the scores of the
Bass-Rankin "TV Hobbit," which was
country style and pleasant to hear, and
the music of Leonard Rosenmal for
Bakshi's film eoic. The real achievement
in music arrd oratory lies in the 'J.R.R.
Tolkien Soundbook" put out by Caz&nan
(1955 Broadway, NY, NY 10023).

Caedmon achieved a real coup in
1967 when they persuaded Tolkien
himself to read extensively from Tfu
Hobbit and his Rings trilogy. These have
been preserved on records and cassettes,
and have been added to with the agree-
ment of Christopher Tolkien to read
selections frorn Tfu Silmaillion in 1977.
By 1978, a magnificent soundbook of
four records (or cassettes, if preferred)
had been prepared for the public.
Herein, too. Tolkien recited a number of
his poems and even sings lyrics from
Middle Earth! The cover illustration is
by the father, while Christopher

prepared the liner notes.
The greatest tribute to the Tolkien

achievement still lies in our sense of joy
and resoect in what he stood for. For
this. we must turn to the Tolkien fan
societies. Unlike most other literary
cults, these boast a unique symbiosis of
"pluy" elements with'scholarship -making friends and personal corres-
pondence are as important as writing
learned research articles; picnics and fan
parties as vital as creating amateur a.rt,
fiction and verse. From 1977 onward,
the two more established Tolkien society
groups have been The Mythopoeic
Society with its journal "Mythlore"
(Gracia {ay Ellwood, Editor, Illirian,
Pasadena, CA 91107), and Phil and
Marci Helms' American Tolkien
Society (with its journa.l "Minas Tirith
Evening Star," 1408 Caprice, Union
Lake. MI 48085). These trvo have been
joined by a third'- Bernie Zuber's The
Tolkien Fellowships (with its newsletter
"The Westmarch Chronicle," P.O. Box
8853, San Marino, CA 91108). These
are the seedbeds for Tolkien's ever-
growing Middle Earth of the future. It
promises thousands of fans and just plain
curious folk a taste and a participation in
that joy-of-wonder that Tolkien tried so
hard to convey.

It's the world of the Imagination -come and look. The Valar be with you!

LORD OF THE RINGS GAMES
Thomas Egan's gtidg goes into depth

concerning a majority of items that have
been spawned by the whole Middle Earth
phenomenon. However, he neglected to
mention a number of sames that have
been produced in conneciion with Middle
Earth-and the works of.J. R. R. Tolkien.

The best-kno*.r g-trles that have been
produced as a result of Tolkien's works
are the Fantasy Role-Playing garnes.
Dungnns 8 Dragons, Tunncls E Trolls, and
the rest of the FRP gzunes were created so
that all the people who play could actually
live and adventure in a fantasy world. As
we all know, FRP games allow a player to
create, arm, and live through a character
who lives, loves, fights and"dies in a fan-
tasy world often similar to Middle Earth.

Board games have also been created
from the ideas and battles outlined by
Tolkien. The first two were produced in
lg75 by Fact and Fantasy garnes.
Richard R. Jordison designed Tlw Siege of
Mirns Tiik arfi Tfu Battlz of Helm's Dap.
The graphics is poor for both games, yet
the games are simple to learn and quick to
play. Neither game was authorized by
the Tolkien estate.

In 1977 , West Coast Games came out
vith Tlure and Back Again. This is the only
game I know of that deals with the adven-
tures of Bilbo Baggins. I have only seen
one copy of the game since its release, ald
as nezr as I can tell it has disappeared
from the market.

Authorization for Tolkien garnes was
obtained by Simulation Publications, Inc.
In 1977 SPI released its three-game set of
Tolkien games. The first, SAURON:
The Battle of the Ring, simulates the bat-
tle prior to the Siege of Barad-Dur,
which ended the Second Aee. The
forces of Gil-Galad and Elen-dil fight
the forces of Sauron on a map of the
terrain where the battle took place.

SPI's second small tactical gzune was
GONDOR: Tlu Siege of Minas Tiith. The
map for this game more closely represents
the actual terrain and make-up of Minas
Tirith. The game is more complex than
its predecessor, and the quality of this and
the other SPI eames is vastlv superior to
the earlier gani.s.

Lastly, SPI produced Tlu War of tlv
Ring This is the campaign game of the
Lord of tl" Rt"Ct novels. It uses both
military unit counters and individual
counters to represent the main forces and
characters in the trilogy. The game is a
good and accurate representation of the
series, and it is perfect for those who
would a.lter the strategy of either side. The
game may be played in a two- or three-
player (Fellowship, Sauron, Saruman)
version. Of the Tolkien g:unes, the ones

Produced bY SPI * 
^1fr1)*, sta*boh
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How will we be able to convert the old
solo games to the new rules?

-RonJamesCnerutd, Ind;an
Rather simply - first of all, you don't

nedto do so. The new mles improve your
chalces of surviving in a solo, but not
gready. However, to keep the balance of
play as it was, do these things:

1) Monsters (those with MRs) in a
dungeon should have their ratings raised
by 10 for each character going into that
dungeon at one time. Since these are
usually solo adventures - one person
going in - this means just add 10 to
every monster. In those solos where you
can take several characters, add 10 MR to
each monster for each character that
enters, on a single trip.

2) If the monsters are armed with
weapons and/or armor, you will have to
adjust the dice value (or protective value,
in the case of armor) to match that listed
by the same nzune or its closest equiva-
lent, i.e. a pilum that used to get 4 dice
under the old rules now gets 5 dice under
the new rules. Note that magical weapons
and armor should orobablv tut be
changed in any way.

You may note that, with these c-hanges
made, some of the earliest-written
dungeons (i.e. Bufalo Castlz) become
exceedingly deadly. In BC, the monster
ratings were carefirlly adjusted to the rule
of "% MR for monsters' add on first
combat turn, and % MR for monster
adds thereafter." (This nr-le is mentioned
on page 1.6 of the new ru-les.) If you are
using % the MR for monsters' adds
every combat turn, your cha-racters may
b. dy-g a bit too often. Using the new
nrles, you can eitlw:

a) make no adiustrnent to the
monsters' ratings but uie the weapons on
the new rules (which get more dice than
their equivalents in the old rules), or

b) return to the old mle of % MR
for monsters' adds after the initial combat
round.

These suggestions are for the earliest
solo dungeons, and you should use "a" ar
"b", but not both.

ttAbout monstmug wealx)ns . ., why
should DEX be multiplied xS for a
Trollish broadgword? I didn't know it
took a DEX of 30 to handle something
half your size . , . And armor - does

Spring'80

Ursak the Trollish Cannoneer's plate
armor take 14 hits ot 42? Is "hit
taken" a factor of thickness of metal.
or what? - Keuin Hall
(and a relalzd qwnion . . .)

"IIow do you equip and arm a Fairy
or a Leprechaun? Obviously not with a
man-sized set of armament , .?t'

-Jflry B*t
Rorruthts, MI

There are tlvo ways to approach the
problem. What is listed in the rulebook is
equipment that is commonly available. So
you might limit yourself to using only
those things that your small character
actually has the ability and attributes to
use sensibly. Thus, fairies generally have
blowguns or stilettos, and never any kind
of armor. Similarly, hobbits and gremlins
generally frght with a dagger or two, and
so forth for the other small folk.

For the oversized types - giants and
trolls - don't automaticallv assume thev
have gigantic weapons and armor. it
wouldn't be commonlv available. and
they are probably most likely to fight with
large boulders and uprooted trees (rated
in the latter case, say, as a club 5x as
Iarge). This was the original intention for
the beings of non-human size.

The other method is to assume your
small (or large) character has obtained
custom-made armor and./or weapons.
Page 2.41 of the fifth edition mles
suggests multiplying the factors given in
the weapons charts by a single number.
The best suggestion is to use the size/lvight
multiplier for the kindred you're trying to
equip. (Nalz tlnt the ST multiplier - a
boll is 3 times as strong as a human, but
oriy lwice as big.) You should change the
factors of the charts for these things: dice
& adds (weapons), hits taken (armor), ST
required (both) and weight (both).

The mles do suggest you multiply the
DEX requirement, but logicallv the
question is a good one - it should not
take a DEX of 30 - or even 20 - for a
troll to use a weapon that is the correct
size for him. The DEX was induded in
order to slow down the muscle-bound
characters (say, a burly dwarfl with
enough ST to pick up a trollish
broadsword. There should definitely be a
severe penalty attached to account for the
fact that the sword is many times larger
than the character! (Imagine yourself

trying to fight with something the size of a
telephone pole!)

A few examples: for a fairy (1/10th the
size of a human) a suit of plate armor
would take 1.4 hits (round up to 2 if you
wish), weigh 100 weight units, and re-
quire a ST of 1.1 (ug itr, round up to 2;
the way you round - up or down -should be consistent in these matters). A
troll with plate made to suit would have
armor that took 28 hits (not 4B), weigh
2000 weight units, and require a ST of 22
to ca-rry around. A fairy-sized poleaxe
would get 7/10 of a die (call it I die minus
1) and a troll's would get 14. Obviously,
the fairy would still be better off using a
weapon its own size - a blowgun would
serve it better.

Then there is the matter of cost. Game-
masters seem able to ignore matters of
ftnance, but troll-sized armor is still not
urn easy thing to create. If there is a smith
resident inside your dungeon walls, you
might assume he or she makes the odd-
size arms and armor for your monsters.
Such a smith mieht also take in a eood
chunk of money irom delvers by mJring
custom-made armor or odd-sized
weapons. Here the cost would be what-
ever the market can bear.

However, outside the dungeons, costs
rnay vary. Miniature weapons and
armor (for fairies, hobbits, etc.)will use
less material in their construction, but
are probably quite diffrcult to actually
make. The cost would have to be at lzosl
the same as for a human-size suit.

Depending on the opinions of the
game master, the cost may be as much
as 3 to 10 times norma.l, for the smallest
and frnest fairy mail (for example). For
the big folk, a lot more material is re-
quired which wi-ll necessarily raise the
cost, possibly by the same factor as the
size multiplier for the armor as a whole .

However, the joints and links would
have to be as tight for big armor as for
normal size, ald the cost for the new
crafting might be inflated a bit more -say halfagain the figure indicated above.

As previously stated, this kind of thing
should not be commonly available, ard it
should be quite costly in any case.

Gol a quzstion or a problan? writz: Querizs and

Quandaries, Sorcerer's Apprentice, F\ing
Bufah Inc., P.O. Box 1467, Scottsdale AZ
85252. We'll try to helb.
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Cob;ght 4t980 b) Charb R Saundat

"Ladies and gentlemen! Tonight, live from Madison Square Garden, we bring you the Fantasy Superfrght of the
Century! Introducing, in the red corner, weighing two hundred thirty and one-half pounds . . . wearing the leopardskin
trunks with white stripe . . accompanied by his manager Edgar Rice Burroughs arrd his seconds, Lieutenalt Paul d'Arnot
and Akut . . . hailing from the tribe of Kerchak . . . TARZAN OF THE APES!

"And his opponent, in the blue corner, weighing in at two hundred frfty-one and three-quarters pounds . . wearing
wolfskin trunks with black stripe . . accompanied by his mmager, Robert E. Howard and his seconds, Trocero of Poitain
and Red Sonja . . . hailing from the icy hills of Cimmeria . . . CONAN TIIE BARBARIAN!

"Let's listen as the referee gives the frghters their instn-rctions."
"Now, boys, I want to see a good savage fight. Remember to keep your heads up; no snarling in the clinches; and above

all no hitting below the loindoth. When you hear the bell, come out frghting, and may the best brute win!"
"There's the bell for Round One!"
BONG!..CROMMM!''
..KREE-GAAAH!''

It is highly unlikely that Madison
Square Garden will ever see a battle like
the one fancifully introduced above.
Fight fans will, unfortunately, have to
remain content with the ring exploits of
the successors of Muhammad AIi.
But what a battle the Ape-man and the
Cimmerian might have waged, had they
ever chanced to meet.

Marvel Comics was intrigued by
the idea of such an epic confrontation;
and, in Issue f,63 of their magazine
Conan the Barbari.ttn they gave us their
version of what might have happened.
Conan's opponent was a red-haired
Tarzan surrogate named Amra, raised by
lions instead of apes. Conan won - but
it was a flagrant home-town decision.
There was no way Marvel was going to
allow its premier sword-and-sorcery
hero to bite the dust (or foliage) and
bring the legions of devoted REH fans
screaming for their scalps. Ironically,
\Iarvel later acquired the comic-book
rights to Tarzan, but the temptation of
bring the two loinclothed heroes
together proved resistible.

Still, speculating on what the result
of a confrontation between fantasy's
leading wildmen remains a source of
iascination. Rather than attempt an
actual scenario - and risk a personal
confroniation with the copyright laws -
rhe following is more like a "tale of the
fape"; a comparison of severalpertinent

aspects of our heroes' prowess and some
cautious predictions on the outcome
of a contest between them.

An obvious comparison is relative
size. "A good big man always beats a

good little man"; conversely, "The
bigger they are, the harder they fall." In
his definitive Tarzan biography, Tarzan
Aliue, Philip Jose Farmer states that the
Ape-man stands 6' 3" and we ighs
approximately 230 pounds. Burroughs'
descriptions would seem to place his
hero closer to 2lO, but both he and
Farmer emphasize that Tarzan's physique
is more massive than it looks.

On the other hand, neither Howard
nor his posthumous analysts ever
provided concrete physical dimensions
for C.onan, although Howard didobserve
that at age 15 Conan stood six feet tall
and weighed 180 pounds. In maturity
he is invariably referred to as a "giant."
Usually, but not always, he is the tallest
man in his adventures. In the 1930's,
when Howard did most of his writing, a
man of Tarzan's size was considered
unusually large, but not quite a "giant."
Conan is probably somewhat larger than
that. Given what Howard said about the
Cimmerian's adolescent proportions,
and given a normal growth rate into
adulthood, a reasonable estimate of
Conan's adult dimensions would be a
height of 6' 5" and a weight somewhere
in the neighborhood of 250 pounds. By
today's standards, that would make
Conan an average-sized defen-sive lineman

in professional football. In Howard's
time, and most likely the Hyborian Age
as well, Conan would be a pretty
respectable "giant."

On the basis of that estimate. then.
Conan enjoys definite advantages in
height, weight, and reach over Tarzan.
Among wildmen, though, size is less
important than strength. The back cover
blurb for the first Lancer Books edition
of Conan the Aduenturer proclaims that
the Cimmerian is "A hero mightier than
Tarzan!" But an objective comparison
of the heroes' respective adventures
indicates otherwise.

For example, both men had fre-
quent encounters with apes, gorillas,
and other powerful species ofanthropoid.
Tarzan defeats his simian opponents
with relative ease. Most often he dis-
patches them with a knife , but he also
has the ability to break an ape 's neck by
employing a full-nelson hold, as he does
in The Beasts of Tarzan. With Conan,
ape-fighting isn't quite so easy. His
battles with anthropoids are always
cliff-hanging affairs ending with the
Cimmerian winning only se conds before
the fangs of the ape close over his face.
While Burroughs portrays Tarzan's
strength as being on a par with that of
his ape adversaries, Howard always
emphasizes that Conan's streneth is in-
ferior to thal of thc gorillas he grapples
with. This fact is graphicatly depicted
in Conan's fight with the ape calledThak
in the story "Rogues in The House.,,
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Cornpared to ordinar-v humans,
lrotlr Con.rn ancl 'l'arzan arc nearly
inrinciblc. tithcr o[ them could kill a

man n-ith one blorr of the fist. 'fhey can
lrlnclle a rcasonaLrly strong, athletic man
rr irh friglrtening casc. They can prevail
()\ cr seelninglv ovenvhelming strength
crl rrunrbcrs. In Thc Return of Tarzan
tlrc \pe-rnan thriLshes a dozen Paris

scncl:l-mcs after first clisposing of half
thlt nr.rrnber of thugs. Conan makes
mirrcemeat of a score of assassins in
"'fhc Plrocnir on thc Srvorcl."

Compared to each other, though,
farzan's strength is of a hisher order
thln Conan's.'I'his is yrossibll' cluc to
I arzan's fcrzrl upbringinu. Savage as the
Cimmcrians ma1' have been, they rvere
still peoplc, ancl the e nvironmcntal
rlcmands on Conan rl'erc lcss harsh.

Speecl is also an important factor in
combat. -I-imc ancl again, N{uhammacl

'\li used specd to clefcat stronger focs.
Ilut ,\li n'zrs a slorvpokc comparcd to our
]reroes. farzan's ff)ovcs are clescribccl as

being "faster than .\r'a the lightnir-rg."
Conan's speed is "panthcrish." If those
clescriptions werc taken litcrallv, Tarzan
rvould have a dericlcd edgc, for liehtnine
is faster than an1' panthcr. \Iorc realis-
tically, though, thc trvo herocs are mrtclr
closer than that in this catcgor\'.

In a flat-out sprint, Tarzan u oulcl
prol,alrll rr'in. Ilis t'r|lr cr1,c|i, n( c .rs .r

hunter ol su ift rr ild sanrc likc the
2urtelopc ancl zcbla lccl to th c der elop-
mcrrl of thc abilitr'to qcl)crdte shorl
bursts of specd likc those of the srcat
cats. Conan, n'ho rv:rs raisccl in ltill
countr), rr'ould not havc needecl t<r

clevelop that kincl of sprinting specd.-fhis imaginary confrontation be ing a

fiqht rather than a footracc, hou'evcr,
<luickness'rvould hc d morc upplopriate
critcrion for cornparison.

"Quickness" is a vaguely-defined
tcnn relating to rcfle x and rcaction time.
I-lere our combatants are not far apzrt.
R<>tlr have rcflcxes so rapid that il
rvould take a slorv-motion replay to
discern their moveme nts clcarlv. If thcre
is an edge at all here, it u'ould belong to
'l'arzan. IIis re[]excs rvere honcd by
dodging thc claws of leoparcls and lions;
Conan's by evading the strokes of foe-
mcns' srvords. But Tarzan's edge ivould
bc onlv a slight onc.

Stamina is a qualitv in rvhich our
antagonists cxcel. There are more
frcquent mentions of Conan reaching
his limits of cndurance than thcre are of
'larzan doing so. But Tarzan's foes rvere
all of the natural r'vorlcl. Conan's
aclventures often pittcd him against
supernatural beinss that were not
subject to such mortal foibles as tiring.
How Tarzan misht have fared against
the Pictish S\\,amp Demon in "Beyond
thc Black ll.iver" or Khosatrel Khel, the
"Devil in Iron," it is difficult to say.
.\eithcr man has v clear erloe in
this category.
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Both men have the ability to absorb
tremendous amounts of punishment and
still finish thcir battlcs standing bloodily
over their fallen focs. In a battle of
irttrition, it rvould be difficult to choose
bctrveen them.

'l-he importancc of non-phvsical
factors like "desire" and "attitucle" can-
not be cliscountccl.'Ihcre is no clisputinu
eith er Conan's or larzan's attitude in
battle - thel' both fight to rvin. But it is
Conan u'ho almost invariably fiehts to
tlre death. X{ore oftcn than not, Tarzan
t,ill spiue an opponent simply because
killing at timcs bccomes rcpusnant to
him. -But when the beast in 'farzan gains
ascendancy', the Ape-man is Conan's
cqual as a killer, especially u'hen thc old
scar o1r his forel'read blazes red. This
primal fcrocity is matched by Conan's
l>erserk fury, rvhich only his death
or another's can quell.'l'herc is little
to choose betrveen these forms of
battl e -m acln ess.

In tcrms of overall phlsical attributcs,
thcn. Tarzan al)l)ears to crrjol a sig
nificant, thriush not ovcrir'hclming,
advantase. It is unlikely, though, that
his antl Conan's combat s.oulcl bc
unarmecl, unless they happencd to be
thlorvn together in thc glacliatorial arena
of sornc beniehtcrl clcspot. \lole rcalis-
ticallr'. a confr-ont:rtion bctrr r-en thc trr o
rrolLlcl har e to in cltrclc \\e ap()1rs. L-n:rrme ci,

trcither- l oulcl har e sun ir ed long in
their fictional enr ironments, regarcllcss
of their incrcdiblc phvsical attributes.

Conan's natural weapon is a srvorcl;
Tarzan's a knife. With thc hunting knife
lcft behincl by his clead fathcr, the '\pe-man became the equal of the mishtiest
beasts of the primcval jungle. And
Conan is thc man rvho put the "su,ord"
in Srvord ancl Sorcery.

Tarz.an with a knife is like a soldier
with an NI-16. Ilut Conan is no slouch at
knife-fighting. With dagger or poniard,
thc Cimmerian more than once over-
came opponents zumed rvith swords.
Still, because of his more constant use
of the \veapon, 'larzan rates a slight
.'1.'--r--- h--.

In srvordsmanship Conan has a

clccided cdee . Early in his career, Tarzarl
\vas described as an "indifferent"
srvordsman, primarily due to his lack of
expcrience with thc weapon. IIe defcats
seasoned sword-n'iclding knights in
'farzan, Lord of thc Junglc, but docs so
only bccause the knights' form of
iousting depcnded more on strcngth
than skill. ,,\lthoush he later lcarned the
art of fencing undcr Parisian srvord-
masters, such latc-acquircd experience
could never hopc to match that of
Conan, rvho rvas practically born rvith a
sword in his hand. Conan's attack is like
a steel hurricane; and .his de fense,
impregnable. Bunoughs' other major
character, John Carter of N{ars, self-
proclaimed "best swordsman of two
rvorlds," rvould prove a better test for

Conan here than 'l'arzan cver could.
'fhc spear and the bolv are weapons

both mcn have used. .\ superb spearman,
'farzan,like most.\fricans, is able to use
the weapon both for hunting and
fighting. Conan utilized the spear less
often, but still effccti'"'elv, as the long-
distance skervcring of .\skia in "Drums
of Tombalku" clernonstrated. Still,
Tarzan ratcs the eclge herc clue to his
more constant usc of the rveapon.

fhough competcnt in tltc use of the
bow, Conan tends to scorn it as a

"rvomanish" \veallon. Tarz.a,n doesn't.
\Vith a lrorv. the .\pe-man ( an terrorize a

small army of men armcd rvith modern
\veapons such as rifles. Conan never had
to cope rvith bullets.

Overall, it rvould seem that Tarzan
is bettcr at hunting relatcrl \veaponry,
rvith an aclvantasc over Conan in usc of
thc spcar ancl the borv. But it is more
likely that they l'oulcl fisht rvith swords
and/or knives, ancl Conan has a dcciclcd
superiority in the use of thosc n,arfarc-
rclatcd \\'capo11s.

The comparisons over rvith, it is
norv timc to advancc some preclictions,
rvhich n'ill varl'according to specific
cr>mb:rt conclitions.

Tarzan rvould lvin a rveaponless,
hnd-to-hanrl encountcr. IIis victory
rr oulcl not be easy, but his greatcr
strelrgth combinccl rvith the application
of moclern fighting techniques Tarzan
tnastcrecl in his sojoun-rs into civilization
lould prove too much evcn for Conan's
nrimal feroeitv Still Conan's o\vn
considerable strength and agility, rvould
cause more problems for Tarzan than
any other human - save Doc Savage.
(I'or an account of that battle, see
Philip .Jose Farmer's outrascous A
I-east Unknoun.)

In a fight using knives only, the
outcome would be a toss-up. The winner
rvould, quite simply, be the first man to
set in a lethal blorv, and therc's no way
of foreseeing which one that would be.
'farzan's speed and strength advantaqe
rvould be offset by' Conan's knorvledge
of e very ruthless knife-fighting tcchnique
there is. N{ost likely their battle lvould
bc about cven until one or the other
slipped in a pool of blood provided
conveniently by the writer for
that purpose.

In a srvord ducl, Conan would be
an ovenvhelming favorite, Tarzan's
physical advantages would bc overcome
by Conan's expertise. Conan's own
strength and speed are not that much
inferior to 'farzan's; and with the skill
gained over a lifetime of swordfighting,
he would quickly disarm the Ape-man.
At that point, it would be all over for
Tarzan, for even hc could never survive
bare-handcd against an armed Conan.

.\nd in a boxing match in Madison
Square Garclen? The outcome of that,
I'll leave up to your imagination -
and Howard Cosell's. - 
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joining the cult, benefits and the
procedures involved in becoming a
Runelord of the Cult (or Rune Priest of
the CuIQ is packed into this well-
illustrated booklet, which sells for $12.

Also new from the Chaosium is z{l/
Tlu Worlds Monstzrs IIIby Steve Perrin
andJeff Pimper. This is the third volume
in their series and provides an incredible
amount of information on a great assort-
ment of monsters. It will prove to be a
usefirl aid to any garnemaster, no matter
what game system is used. It sells for $10
and is worth every cent of it.

Metagaming (Box 15346, Austin,
Texas 78761) has finally released 1z
tfu Labyrinth: Game Master's Module.
When I got my copy, I immediately sat
down and began to pore through it.
The Game Mastn's Module takes the
Mclec and Wizard rules and transforms
them into an actual FRP game system;
characters learn talents which help to
round out their personalities and give
them advantages in certain
circumstances. The Game Master's
Moduh retails for $4.95 and contains
manv concepts that will be a welcome
addition to most FRP games.

There is one problem with In The
Labyinth: Game Mostn's Module that I
disiovered as I scanned through the
book looking for several tables I
needed to finish working out a
character. The GMM is not complete.
Adaanced Melee and Adaanced Wiznrd
rules will be released soon. and are
needed to complete the GMM. Don't
think you are getting a complete game
system, because you will become just
as frustrated as I was the first time out.

At Dundracon 80 I had a number of
opportunities to meet various game
designers and obtain sarnples of their
products. Dave Hargrave of Grimoirt
Games (PO Box 4363C, Berkeley,
California 94704') was one of these
gentlemen and he gave me copies of all
theAduk C,rinwin books and associated
dungeons. Arduin Gimoire is a set of three

lmks (Tlu Arduin Girnaire, Welcome tn

Skrll Tower, and Tfu Rwvs of Doom) tlat
are D&D supplemental material. They
carefirlly oudine new c-haracter dasses,
new monsters and treasurt, and many
concepts that greatly enhance FRP - in
any system. The books themselves are
fairly well thought-out, though they pro-
bably could have been better organized.
For people who want to add a degree of
complexity to their campaigns that will
make the role-playing aspect more varied
and interesting, Ardtin C'rimoire is just
what they need.

The four Arduin Dungeons (Califun,
Tfu Howlbry Touter, TIU Citadzl of
Thurdzr, and Death Hurt) are mone
than they seem. Each contains a
gamemaster's dungeon or overland
adventure (yu!) that is well laid-out and
easily explained. They also contain sets of
cards that add to the number of
characters, monsters and treasures that
exist in Arduin. All of the Arduin
products are of hiqh quality.

Fantasy Art Enterprises (486
Boynton, Berkeley, CA 9+707) has
produced a number of FRP playing aids.
The first is a book of spells calld Tlu
Nutornieon, and most of it is just plain
silly. Spells that act as a shower or shave
or cause one to lose all of one's hair are
nonsense. There also seems to be some
duplication - there are at least three
soells that will cause all limbs to fall off.
fitf, aiff".itrg degrees of death resulting.
fuf and tlu fu*s is the product of a bit
more thought, and most of the monsters
therein are logically constructed. Both
magical and science fiction/high
technology booty and monsters are of-
fered. This book, unlike the previously
mentioned one, is something I would
recomrnend for FRP gamemasters.

Task Force Ga-ee (4O5 South
Crockett, Amarillo TX 79106) has
relea.sed three new games in their Pocket-
Sized game series. The first, Intndcr, is a
replay of the mwie Alim as a board game.
It is designed for solitaire play, and can be
fun. Quick to set up and play, the only
bad thing about the game is that the Alien
counters must be moved face-down on a
white playing surface. Since the Alien
counters are red, and the color reflects of
the board, one can easily discover the
Alien and elirninate it.

TFG 7 is called Sund$nst. It is a
game in which opposing forces search for
the lost Sword of Lumina. Players move
over the map, discovering treasures and
guardians and such; the Sword must be
rccovered and moved to a Citadel. The
game has a new and unique ritualized
combat system that adds to the flavor of
the game. There are nrles for solitaire,
two- and three-player games.

The third game from Task Force is
Valltenhng Castle, which deals with
squad (four man) groups in savage
frghting a.s they attempt to clear out the
depths of the dungeon beheath the castle.

Sorcner's APPrmtice

Neusfor thefantasy and gaming world - upcoming euents, club announc€menls, the latest
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pletely revised and rewritten edition of
Oaerkill. This solo dungeon is to be the
first produced in a new format for T&T
solitaires full-color cover and
magazine-bound. Prices for these new
solitaires will be slightly higher than the
previous spiral-bound ones, but with the
new dungeons we have lined up for the
coming yea.r, you should frnd that the ex-
tra money will be worth it.

We've also decided to put together a
collection of traps, and call it something
hke Tlu Great Book of Trap*'Vrle wne
going to Ey to come up with a whole
book-full - but we decided to ask you,
the readers, to submit traps to us for
indusion in the Book. When you submit
a trap, detail it as much as possible.
Indude diagrams if need be, and see to it
that your explanations are crystal clear.
Everyone who has a trap chosen will
receive a complimentary copy of the
manual. (flo keep in mind, however, that
if 1,000,000 people submit a trap where
the roof falls in on someone's head, we
aren't going to send all of those people a
free copy...) Make your traps original
and as sneaky uur you think you can get
away with, and send them to: TroF
Daign Editor, Flying Buffalo Inc., P.O.
Boxl4S7, Scottsdale, 4285252. All traps
acceptd become the property of Flying
Buffalo Inc. Indude an SASE if you want
your ftap back. We cannot assume any
responsibility for submissions not accom-
panied by an SASE. And please indude a
rehrm address with your submission.
Submit as soon as possible - the deadline
is August 31, 1980.

4l^tl+,otuo cr_,.i,ff
(Box 6302, Albany, CA 94706) has
released the second book of Runequest
called Cults of hu. This book covers a
number of Cults located throughout the
world of Glorantha. Information on
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The game looks interesting, and the best
part is the optional set of rules to allow for
modern arms in the assault (fake That,
You Fiends!)

David L. Arneson and Richard Snider
have produced A&m.atres in Fantagt

t7 t,
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box. The garhe system is clean and well
thought out, and the game itself is easy to
ma.ster and supplies everything needed -from charts to a realistic world view and
philosophy. The weak point of the game
is its combat system (I'd suggest using the
optional hit location part for ease). This
game is able to stand alone, or can be
combined to add a great deal to many
other gaines. I especially like the mythical
monsters that are not adulterated and I
think this game is an excellent addition to
any FRP library. (Good luck, guys!)

Fantasy Productione, Inc., (P.O.
Box 27 259, Indianapolis, Indiana 4$227)
has sent us copies of their FRP game
High Fantaslt and their GM dungeon for
it called Fo*ess Elladan The game
system is based totally on percentiles, and
I feel the High Fantaslt class and subclass
systems have something to offer all FRP
gzrmes. The dungeon is well-designed and
looks very good and very playable.

Daystar West Media Production (c/o
Tracy Hickman, 834 E. 300 St. #7,
Provo, Utah 84601) has started a line of
FRP gamemaster adventures called
NightVatures - adventures that can be
played in one night. The first in the series
is Ralnsia, which involves an adventure
into a temple, a search for gold and for a
man who has cursed the village princess
who is sending you on this mission.
Ralwria is well-written, easy to under-
stald and to adapt, and NightVentures
seem to be an excellent idea. Daystar
West has a very fine product to introduce
their line - I recommend these games
and I cannot wait to see more. (Best of
luck to you, also!)

C,O4N, coNyENrroNS
If yu utould like to publicize ltour conaention
in lhis magazine, send us aflyer or progress
report. (We assume no responsibiliQ for the
ailurac] oJ the following listings.) A *
besidc a listing means Fling Bufalo plans
to attend!

*May 16-19. CanGames 80.
Gamecon. Write CANGAMES,
201-360 Dundas, Vanier, Ontario,
KlL 7W7
rtMay 23-25. GenghisCon II.
Gamecon. Write: Denver Gamers
Assoc., 2527 Gaylord St., Denver CO
80205.
*Mav 25-28. 1980. GrimCon II.
F{r'att Edgewater Hotel, Oakland,
a \ Fantasy and SF gaming con.
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Information: Grimcon, 1749 Sonoma
Ave, Berkeley, CA 9+707.
*June 27-30. Origins 80. Write:
ORIGINS, 293 Walchaerts Ct.,
Newton Sq. PA 19073

*July 4-6. NanCon 88-III' Holiday
Inn, Houston TX. $10 toJune 1, $15
afterwards. Nan's Toys and Games,
1385 Galleria Mall, 5015 Westheimer,
Houston TX 77056.

July 4-6. WesterCon 33. Hyatt Flotel,
Los Angeles. Registration $15 to 5/31,
$20 thereafter. Westercon 33, Box
2009, Van Nuys, CA 91404.

July 11-13. PhringeCon. A Con Jor ttu
Finges of SF Fandom. Memberships
$12.50 until May lst, then $15, $20 at
door. Write: PhringeCon, P.O. Box
1072, Phoenix, Arizona 85001.

July 11-13. Minnesota Campaign IV.
Nicollet Hotel, Mpls, MN. Guests of
Honor: Dave Arneson, M. A. R. Barker,
PhD. Information: Jeff Berry, 343 E.19
St., Mpls. MN 55409

*July 11-13. GlasCon V. Gamecon.
Information: L. Daniel, 7048 Keokuk
Ave., Canoga Park, CA 91306.
Aug.29-Sept.1. NOREASCON II.
38th World Science Fiction Conaention.
Information: Box 46 MIT Branch,
Cambridge, MA 02139.
*Aug.30-Sept.1. PacifiCon. The
Wesl Coast Wargaming Conuention.

Dunfev Hotel. San Mateo, CA. Infor-
mation: Davii G. Hinkley, Publicity,
PO Box 5833, SanJose, CA 95150.

CLASSIFIED ADS
Haatng a hard timz f"dr"C other gamtrs in
yur area? Something to say? Somelhing tn sell?

Take out a classfud ad!
WANTED - T&T players and GMS
in the Washington DC area. Contact
John L. Vogel, 11307 Parkmont Dr.,
Upper Marlboro, MD 20870.
PERSONAL: Flaming Cherry, please
come back. All is forgiven. (I'll double
your old fee.) KSA
ANYONE want to play by mail? If so,
call or write a letter to: Mike Fitzgerald,
4104 Spartan Lale, Stone Mountain,
Georgia 30083. (404)296-5037. Don't
forget. For Tunnels & Trolls or
Monsters! Monsters!
FOUND: Twenty and six thieves and
assassins, in various states of disrepair.
May be daimed if identifred. Inquire at
Gull Municipal Morgue. 

-MarekPERSONAL: Am willing to exchange
one dark-skinned scorpion-tailed man,
for soul of equal sentimental value.
Inquire at D.R. -Swan



At Last!
All the Vorld,s' M onsters 3

Edited by Steve Perrin and Jeff Pimper

238 new monsters
for DMs everywhere!

At your local game or
hobby storeo or by
mail from Chaosium

Chaosium
&tx 63025, Albany CA 9'1706

Tht'Cltqtltittttt1ltthlitlttstl'<,r]()|irlt,so|i|||(,r('st
iutnon'P(,\tP0it]l,rittsortsttbjt,t|ttlt'ltottg<,lt,i|htrlttolit'c
Drn\t ()r(l(r itr Utrittt! Stat(\ l!nld\ or tltt ordcr toilrrtil bc filtcd Priccs as stoted arc gtod only in the USA-

39.95 ppd.

s.luA.T.
StarWeb Aptitude Test

(an excellent) Play-By-Mail Strategic Space Game

Do You Like . . . Wargames? Science f iction? Role-playing games? Computer games? Play-by-mail games?

And , . . Lots of "Competition"? The clash of stellar empires? Special abilities for each of six different types of empires?
A printout every turn listing all you own? A chance to use a Planet Buster Bomb?

Then Horv About . . . Up to 15 enemies (or allies) in each game? 225 star systems to f ight (or deal) over? Ancient artifacts
totrytocollect? Apoint-scoringsystemtodeterminethewinner?Sometimeinbetweenturnsforprocessing?

Score I each

True/False
1 In order to win, you must either f ight wars

or engage in diplomacy - never both
2 The idea for the planet-destroying robot

Berserkers comes from stories written
and copyrighted by Fred Saberhagen,
and is used with his permission.

Matching
Flying Buffalo, Inc has been A 4000

running postal games since 

-

Flying Buffalo has over B 1970
players worldwide

FlumpherT. Ouiddipoo says 
- 

C WOOF!

Multiple Choice
The worlds in Starweb are connected by:

a, Cosmonium cables
b. Ethereal netting.
c. Hyperspace
d. the Star Web

lf you passed the above quiz
(or even if you didn't), send $1

for a copy of the rules to StarWeb.
(Please do not ask to be in a game

before reading the rules.)
We also run and sell many other
games - ask for our free catalog.

Essay (PASS/FAIL)
What is your full name

and return address?

Send to:
FLYING BUFFALO INC.

PO Box 1467
Scottsdale, AZ 85252

('t!par3 erlxa stab sJA rltgl v)
o-t'c-e' v-z' a'L : L-z' J' L

lMor e ur s,;sa1yg :Aa;r;

I6 Sorcerer's Apprentice
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Dear Ken and Liz,

. . I would like to register a com-
plaint. Although Ken did a nice thing
for GenghisCon II by mentioning it in
his Troll Talk in the latest ,94, it was
missed in the conventions schedule!
Now that I have complained, I will
compliment . . . Sr4 is beautiful! You
two have done a great job of putting
together a real quality magazine that
rivals anything else currently
available. -Mark Simmons

Englewood, Colorado
Consider lhe error oJ not mentioning

GhengisCon in the Cons section oJ Arcane
Grffiti to be corrected as of this issue.

Hallo Ken,
I just received Arena oJ Khazan. I

spent half the night playing it, and lost
four 1-3 level characters before they
finished their contracts. Finally, I sent
in a 4th level elven warrior who retired
after his 13th fight. He is going to leave
it all and open up a tavern

The artwork by Peter Laird was
very good, page 15 in particular. On
page 33, however, there is what looks
like a mass of wet linguini. What
exactly is that?

I'm glad that you have restricted the
number of magical items available. It
makes the game more realistic, not to
mention fairer. Eventually, however,
one will run out of magical items. I
have an idea that might remedy the
situation. .. any magical items,
whether they're from Arena of Khazan
or another dungeon, which were
carried by a person killed in the arena,
become property of the arena and are
used to replace items on the enchanted
weapons list that are given out. This
way, no magical item is duplicated, yet
there is a constant flow of items into
and out of the dungeon.

,0.* rn*l'r;i,tt:?113
Your suggestions aboul the turn-ouer of

magical items obtained through charactns
utho latn die in Arena is an excellenl one.
Rnnanbn the worth oif eaen so "mundane"
a magical item as a dehtxe staf - not just
lhe big magic goodies should be returned, bul
thc little ones as well.

The mass of uet linguini is oshnsibj that
awesome child of the Elder Gods, a
Shoggoth.

Offutt to &4, peace.
Thank you, Mike Stackpole. You're
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quite right that I am a work-of-Tanith
Lee fan, and enjoyed the weird and
truly clever "Monkey's Stagger." I
think it still holds up if Iss's possessive
were formed that way, as American
usage calls for.

It is Rocky Russo's archery article
that really enthralled me, though: it is
now 22 times marked with yellow hi-
literl I have questions and comments,
and maybe the rest of this letter is of
interest only to Russo and Offutt. Or
maybe it's of interest as it indicates a
writer's thinking and research.

First: I have been hard on me and
Dave Drake andJohn Morresy - oh,
and Roy Thomas - in the matter of
verbs used for loosing/shooting/
lofting/speeding arrows. All I've been
able to find out about the verb "to
fire" is that it came into use with the
employment of firearms; i.e. gun-
powder weaponry. Fire was involved.
Thus I feel I can't use "fired an
arrow" or "frred his bow" or "arrow
fire" because there'd have been no
reason to apply that verb to to that
process before the invention of
firearms. If Russo knows to the con-
trary, man does this careful writer
want to know!

I should live to read more from
Russo; tell me about lofting arrows.
Who did and who didn't? How the hell
can one allow for range and windage
and trajectory - when one is going to
aim not at the target, but into the air?
D/ "Robin Hood" (say, 1180-1220)
and company loft arrows? Did the
racing Heavenly Blue Mongols? - the
Huns? - Does Russo? (I've never
pulled, shot, or even fired a real bow in
my life. I'm an ax-man.)

Stay well, and please be careful, and

- Write on! 
-Andrew Offutt

Kentucky
can see elseuthere in

luck and a bit of
more in the Juture

Dear Ken,

contents pagel)

,-, 
u tttt

. ?9fi3i
p that is
very handy.

One letter that could have been
written by me, though, was the one
calling foi a lot of T&T zines. Here,
here. I am trying to find someone in
the UK who can do one. I iust don't
have the time. A lot of cust"omers ex-
pect to get some sort of "support
material" for T&T and magazines is
one of the things they need. It makes

the hobby self-generating...
I'd like to suggest a type of article for

&4, and it's rather like Weapons Shop. I
do not read other fantasy zines for fun
and I take no pleasure whatsoever in
converting some idiot's 5-page
dungeon from D&D to T&T. What
players like me need is a lot of stuff
worked out for them. For example,
how about some suggested traps or
situations for a T&T duneeon or
adventure. I know the rules -say that
what I can do is only limited by -yimagination, but what happens if my
imagination is limited? I get stuck.
How about a special page for inven-
tions, situations, traps, tricks, events,
occurrences, special effects? And a lot
of other things as welll

-Chris Harvey
UK

An idea that makes a great deal of sense !
All you uriters...iJ the suggestions aboae
strike 1ou os inleresting, write dou,tn ltour
ideas and send them in! We uill credit all
lhat are used. Maybe we can call it
"Grimtooth's Little-Black Book of Tricks
and Inuentions" or something equit4t dirt.

Dear K.St.A:

I'm 6'2 and 180 - so either I'm very
skinny or people gain 5 pounds with 7
inches). I have redone the weight chart
so that: 4:80, 5:90, 6;100, 7:110,
8:125, 9:135, 10:150, 11:160, 12:175.
All others the same. Maybe you should
just let people pick their numbers, to
conform to their idea of who their
character is.

-Dean Simmons
Paradise. California

- personalQ, I fee p;ck
)our oun numbns is est if
you don't fecl comfo il ;;
the rulebook.

Ken,
I was going to suggest a theme to ex-

pand on if you are ever stuck for an

Hole however, I now see the
explanation in today's paper - the
director of Saturn 111 worked on other
great SciFi in the past such as Saaez

lrldes for 7 Brothers and Gidget Goes to
Washington - while the Star Wars
mentor was a SciFi nut .

Victor Melucci
Bronx, New york

1Uf/



Honizorus of
CoMpurER GnmiNq

Johru M. Monnisorrr

sometime in rhe [uture.
One refreshing cup of tea later,

he turns his other terminal on, the one
that is linked to the Phoenix computer.
Hey, wait, Jane Doe is therel Althoush
she's in the middle of a game John
decides to contact her. (She lives in
Australia, John in Virginia.) "Pleasant
to hear from you, John," the monitor
displays. "Flave you tried my new
'Atlantis' adventure? It's got the Buffalo-
6000 underwater scenes package."

"I'11 have to try it, Jane," types
John. "But first I want to explore a
little further in 'Deathstalker'. "

"Why, that's the one I'm in! I
just entered the country of Temsford.
so if you need any help let me krrow."

"Slim chance. I'm over eisht
hundred miles away. Still, if I gei a
teleport device I'll visit. Break link."

We could go on like this for some
time, as John no doubt will. (In case he
stays too late in the game, his home
computer will *'arn him that, although
tomorrow is Saturday, he has a harg-
gliding lesson and must be up early.)
In this example, the scenes shown could
perhaps have been put on an interactive
video disc; but there are certain other
fe atures I'll discuss. Incidentally, home
computers (costing around $2000)
have the capacity for the first example
right now.

Let us start with the roots. The
first major computerized F RP game
was 'Adventure' (ofte n referred to
as 'Advent' on larger computers ),
implemented by Willy Crowther and
Don Woods. It was a lot like a solo
dungeon in that you got a description of
where you were, and then were asked
what you wanted to do. The differences
were that the choices were not dis-
played, so you could "Throw dagger"
and something surprising might happen.
Then again, nothing might happen. The
total adventure was about 200 rooms
long, and took many tries before you
got enough adventure points to reach
the "Endgame", or one last situation
for experts. This was written in machine
laneuage, which is very hard to write in
and is a lot like eiving instructions to
the inner workings of the computer
without going through a language like
BASIC or FORTRAN.

Next was 'Zork,' by four people at
MIT. The layout was similar to Advent

(give scene, input action) but was
written in a very highJevel language
called I-ISP (For LISI Processor). LISP
was originally intended for robot
control; one of the first projects in it
was a program in which boxes and
pyramids were displayed on a color
monitor, and the computer would
follow instructions like "Put the lareest
ball in the red box" by analyzing the
sentence structure in terms of actions,
actors (things that have the actions done
to them) and adjectives. It would even
tell you if sornething was impossible and
why (i.e. if there was no red box). The
data involved could even be'changed for
such variants as "Haunted House", but
the adventure was in itself a program . . .

in other words, instead of printing out
the contents of a variable that contained
what happens when you jump off the
cliff, the program wouldgo fo the place
where there was a "PI{INT" statement
saying "You have jumped off the
cliff .". Besides that, not many
people could program in LISP.

For a few years now, students at
the Universities of Delaware and Illinois
have had access to a system called
"PI-{TO", and games such as "Dungeons,
Monsters, and Treasure" in which you
pilot a little human-shaped figure
around a dungeon map, parts of your
body falling off the more damage you
take; and "Moria" and "Baguette",
where the player "sees" (on a section of
the screen) a line drawing, in acceptable
perspective, of what the adventurer
would see, including monsters. One can
fight with weaDons (and by ge tting gold,
afford better ones), cast spells, and even
pray as a last resort. Again, though,
these are written in an esoteric language
that one unfamiliar r.r'ith computers
would have trouble with: besides. you
would need to somehow contact the
large computers that have these games
slored on them (although .Adventure'
is now available for home computers).

Ah, the home computer. One last
mention of what is available now, then
we step into the near future.

Currently the only computerized
FRP games I have seen are by Creative
Computing, and are for Radio Shack's
TRS-80 or the Apple. They are much
like 'Adventure ' but vary widely, from
'Mission Impossible' to 'Pirate Adven-
ture'. They are in machine language, and
few know the secret of changing the
data base so a new adventure may
be written.

But that will soon be solved.
Ronald Fischer and Ross Patterson,
working at Rutgers, have developed
both a program to run dungeons like
this and one to write them. I have been
doing something similar for home com-
puters. With these programs, or others
of the sort, anyone can write a computer
adventure. (One person, totally un-
familiar with gaming, made up a dazzler

Sorcner's Apprenlice

IUhen John Monison read "Fantasy
Gaming 8 the Interactiue Videodisc" in
SA4, he uas incensed at the reJnence to com-

as "slick figures and
He noul takes us along

the Juture .

. one where John Q. Public, a
worker zt the Washington red tape
rvorks, returns home and pops a 45-
sized disc into a certain slot. In a minute
he is reminded that, as he left last time,
he had just completed a deal rvith
Rakshahr to steal a certain wizard's
sceptre, and that he was outside the
magician's tower. The scene, in full
color, comes up on the television set,
and Mr. Public is off. After an instant
he runs into a troll. "You have six
seconds," a voice warns. "Five. Four.
Three. Two." But John has already
typed "Draw sword. Fight. " and the
battle is on, an orchestra accompanying
his every move on a nearby stereo.

Since Mr. Public does not )'et have
the sensor-glove apparatus, he must be
content to type his moves into the key-
board. The program makes a lot of
decisions fbr him, based on his expertise;
all John Q. must do is to let the battle
flow, but since he wants to cut it short
he feints and stabs the thins in the
side a good stroke. and it's over. The
body of the monster slumps to the
ground with a sigh.

After a few minutes of traversine
a corridor that has not been used for i
while (as evidenced by the dead rats,
decaying skeletons, and archaic weapons
he must step over from time io time ) our
adventurer hears an alembic bubbline
and a voice tinged with glass muttering
arcane words. From his vantage point,
John has a good shot at the old necro-
mancer . . but is that what he wants?
He finally types "Throw Shattersteel
at flask."

Perfect. The volatile chemicals
explode and kill the rvizard. Mr Public is
affected, too, as shown by the thin red
line on the side of his screen diminishing
in size, but as it does not disappear
entirely he is still around. The staff is
his ! .\ll he must do is return it to
Rakshahr, or maybe he'll keep it for
himself. This can wait; "Your tea is
ready," says the friendly voice, and
John types "End adventure. Save."
so that he'll be ready to pick it up

I8



that was very refreshing!) By using
special codes, one can make an earth-
quake that changes the description of a

room to "rubble" and hides all items in
it. .\nd that's only the tip of the iceberg.

kt's get away from the game aspects
a minute and consider economics.
lVIr. Ballard's video discs rvould cost
around $20 apiece, would not have
some of the features possible with
computers, and would run on a machine
costing about $2000 (including the
controlling computer). The computer
runs about the same as the video setup,
and five dollars apiece for a diskette.
Thus one could have four adventures,
ones that talked and made music at you
depencling on a lot more factors than
merely where you go, for about the
same price of a video-oriented system.
But there's more.

One of the telling points of the
computer is the ease in which ordinary
people, rvith very little special training
(usually self-taught) can put together a
program. The cost for setting up an
adventure from your own imagination?
Five dollars for the disc.

However, for a video disc adventure,
one would not only need "a team of
artists and photographers" but a totally
motion-free area and the equipment to
reduce each scene into a stylus (or laser-
readable mode); even though you
couldn't get one at any price presently,
you could perhaps assemble one for
twenty thousand dollars. Add the cost
of a few months labor by designers,
painters, and photographers, and the
number of zeroes is staggering, not to
mention the actual cost!

I-et us imagine a world where the
ctnly dungeon one could run was a pre-
packaged one, from Judges'Guild,
Flying Buffalo, or TSR. Good though
they may be, they come out u,ith a new
one only once a year, and since they use
the same passages, rooms, and monsters
it gets rather monotonous after a while,
especially since one has such a limited
scope of things to do (walk, turn around,
fight . . . although I know some people
rvho would be happy as clams just
doing this). This is the world of the
video adventure systcm.

Now, let us assume that about a
thousand discs, each made up by unique
individuals, some better thart others but
all as fresh as a face-to-face dungeon. It
only takes about a month to exhaust
one, but you can always trade with a
fricndl maybe he'll even give you some-
thing he made up himself. You can talk
to monsters and have them answer back,
set up traps, leave warnings . . . this is
the world of computer FRP games.

"Ha." I hear the critics scoff. "But
l'ith the TV unit one can actually see
u'hat's happening in color! Match that!"

I can and will. For a relatively small
sum of money now, soon to be ridicu-
.ously small, you can get a 'color
:raphics package' - the ability to draw
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on your computer, and store your
works of art. It does not take an artist
to do this, either . . . it's like doodling
with an Etch-a-Sketch, only easier and
in colors. Not only that, but once you
have 'drawn' a room you can have the
computer calculate what it r,vill look like
from any vantage point; you can super-
impose tables, swords. monsters. etc. in
any area within the room; you can even
look through a corridor to the ne xt
room. Conditions rvill be different
dependine on rvhat kind of light source
you have, your height, etc. You could
use up the 54000 frames on a videodisc
in ten rooms like this!

N{ore? You can have talkins monsters,
who react differently dcpending on
your species, what magic stuff you have,
etc. !Vith a voice recognition circuit.
you can even talk back and climinate
the need for a keyboard. A music
synthesizer can produce any sounds that
the voical synthesizcr cannot, and can
filter speech to produce, let's say, a

monster with a sore throat.

These scenes are easy enough to set
up, but let's make it even easier on the
dungeon designer. Let's say that a

company named Buffalo-6000 (a sub-
sidiary of Flying Buffalo) has released
several discs called "Humans," "Dungeon
Passages," "Caves," "Dragons and
Balrogs," etc.; each having from several
dozen to a hundred different examples
of the subject so the avid referee won't
have to draw his own. If you need to
extend a passage a few fect, just plug in
"FBI wall 714." Of course these are
modifiable both when writing and
running a dungeon; you can hzve a

standard section of a room rvith a water
fountain of your own design on one
wall, or a delver may drop a dagger in a

tunnel and have it there when hc retums.
You see, in final comparison. a

computer is like a tray of paints, while a

vidco system is like a rainbow. Both are
beautiful in their own way, but with a
computer you can have many shades in
betr'veen those in the spectrum and can
make your own rainbow, if you want. e

6
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Ulph thc Patriarch sat beforc his
clrvclling in the slant-ra;*s of thc \\ estering
sun. rirkirrg lhe rcsl gr:urtc(l his ycars
and stzrtion in thc Iramily. From thc
near field hc coulcl hear the tired but
chccrful r,oices of thc glcancrs, taking
atlvanlage oi thc sun's lest liqht. thc
children still teasing, making a g:rme of
it. It hacl grou'n almost cool, but that
rvas plcasant aftcr the cla.v's sun. The
rvind lifted tufts of his sparse rvhitc
hair, and l.r e sat half -sprarvled, sun-
blackened hands clasped on his paunch,
c-vcs half closed, so that shc alrivecl as

a kind of clrcam vision, the clop of hcr
horse's hooves on thc dr-v grouncl by
some trick of thc senses flollorving the
appearancc.'l'hc horsc rvas immense.
Ulph's seated posture lcnding its own
clistortion to thc gaunt and hulking
shapc. The rider slvung dorvn, a \\'oman,
but hc had noticecl that first. Shc rvas as

gaunt as the beast she rode, golden of
skin ancl not.iust rvith sun, her long,
uncut lioncolorcd hair bound in a

leather fillet. IIcr tunic rvas rough-
\\'oven, travcl stainecl ancl grimy and at
hcr hip u,as slung a srvortl in a sheath
of w orn lcather.

"You are I-llph?" she asked. "I
passecl some harvcsters rvho said
Sh e secmed ill-at-casc.

"l am he."
"I sau' also that the grain hangs

20

hcarv on thc stalk. I . . . I rvoulcl offcr
rnv scn'ice as a harvcster."

"This is our lancl, tenclecl by the
I amily , gcncration to gcneration. You
lurc lrot of our bloocl zrn outlancler, I
n'oulcl sar', an .\mazon, though if that
l>e so t ott arc far from )/our o\vn lancl."

lle san' her bcgin to spcak; sarv
priclc close hcr lips. Shc set foot to
stirrup and he kncrr,that rvithin a

moment shc rvoulcl bc gonc - a drcarn-
-l:^+^-+:^- -,.^^:-^^LtlJtUl LrUll lrrrrrlrr<.

"If " he saicl, raising a hancl in
true patriarchial stylc, "you u'ould
agree to comport l,ourself in all rval's
likc our o\\'n women, perhaps 1'ou might
finc[ a placc amons us."

He hacl becn as flexible as he *'as
capablc. Scorpia realizcd it ancl managccl
to overcomc hcr own priclc a little. Shc
had long since sold thc last valuable
article she o\vned, and alter the harvest
came rvintcr, a bleaker rvintcr than any
in hcr or'vn land.

"A bargain," she said.
The old man had eotten unsteadily

to his fect and r.vas inspecting the husc
rvar gekling. "Our women don't look a

man in the eye," he observed casually,
"unlcss But the n'omen can shorv
you their ways bettcr than I can." IIis
fingers traccd a thick, ropy scar across
Illackmane's bluff shoulder. "But how
came you here so far from your own
lancl, Amazon?"

"l am a citizen of no country," she
saicl, lookine him in thc e-ve, "ancl I do
not u,ish to be namccl rvith that rvarlike
tribc." She unbucklec[ hcr srvordbelt
ancl passed thc u,eapon precipitously to
him. "Takc this and do rvhat ),ou rvill
u,ith it."

Ite half pullecl thc blacle from its
shcath and murmured at the strangcness
of the lustrclcss bluc-gray metal. "\\'e
keep no \veapon of *'ar here, but per-
haps it might be mcltecl dor,vn and
somcthing morc useful might be made.
What is 1'our name?"

"I *'as callcd ScorJria, but I hope to
earn anothcr. Perhzrps you rvill givc it
to me."

He pursecl l.ris lips doubtfully.
"Perhaps. "

The garments worn by the women
rvere clurnsy and confining, heavy skirts
rvrappecl about Scorpia's lcgs as she
tricd to rvalk. The younger women
Iaughed as she stopped to disentangle
hersclf from the skirt's dark folds,
mutte ring an alien oath.

"You rvill learn," said Serai, the
Nlatriarch of the clan, but her face was
thin-lipped and disapproving. On this
first night they all looked alike, this
Familv, and names blurred into a

sencral similarity. She rvas confused by
the stcamy activity of the kitchen hut,
where she got undcrfoot r.vhile thc rest
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prepared thc meal, and at last Serai
prcsscd hcr into service pourine rvine
r'vhile thc men atc. A hefty young
farmcr shoutecl in protest as rvine
fountained out of his overfull cup ancl
into his lap. Scrai stillcd thc uproar and
removed Scorpia, but her clry and bony
frce rvas still disapproving.

"What means this clumsincss, I
thought if you knerv naught of hearth-
side chores you could at least do this
simplc task."

Therc rvas a hardness in Scorpia's
face at the old woman's angry words,
but she forcecl he r gaze downrvard.
"Forgive me, Serai, my attcntion lvasn't
on it. "

"Of course it wasn't; you were
staring at young i\,licael as if he were the
L,vil C)ne incarnate. Ile's naught but an
innocent child."

"He'd be eight summcrs,"
said Scorpia.

"Yes." Serai nodcled gravely.
"And his hair is yellow as grain . . .

not dark likc others in the clan."
"What claim would you be making?"

asked Serai in shocked tones.
Scorpia half turned away, hugging

the wine e\.ver to herself. "But I don't
believe that such a thing would be
possible," she said in a muffled voice.
",\nd there would be no way to know."

"I think the old man has taken
leave of his scnses to think I could teach
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such a onc to be a woman," said Serai
addressing her comments uprvard,
toward the gods.

The heat of the sun rolled in as if in
rvaves, crcsting totvard noon. A child
staggerecl into the fields bearing a clay
jar that sloshed, and the rvorkers came
as if hearing the faint souncl from afar.
Scorpia came walking from the
threshins floor of a nearby structure,
her hair festooned in chaff, a flail hcld
over her shoulder like a rveapon. Word-
lessly she accepted her turn at the cup
and drank, her wet hand smearing a
streaky mask of qrime across her fice
as she wiped the sweat from her eyes.
She and the other workers found some
shade at the field's edge and rested in it,
most too numb from their labors to
even engage in conversation. Scorpia
sat silent. 'I'here was no rvord, hardly a
perturbation but she became arvare of a
presence, nearby, regarding her.

The boy Micael.
Though after that first night she

had made it a point not to notice him,
she found that some thing indefinable had
grown between them, her indifference
piqueing an eight year old's natural
curiosity, overcoming the boy's natural
shyness- In all the heat and grime of
the dusty fields, he was some thing fresh
and vibrant, hair ripe-grain color, face
retaining the innocencc of infancy as it

began to reach torvard the harshcr
contours of adulthood. She looked
toward him, somervhat warily, but there
must have been something of rvelcomc
in it because little b1, littlc the bo1'
came nearcr, finally choosine a place,
not opposite her, but beside her and a
little behind whcre he could rvatch her,
but she couldn't sce him except by
turning hcr hcad.

Despite the hcat there was a kind of
peace here that rvas almost palpable
(though perhaps that was only an effect
of extreme wearincss); it seemed that
nothing could disturb it, yet in the next
moment it tvas irrevocably shattered.

There was the measured bcat as if
of marching men, yet it r,vas a cadence
almost too perfect. The soldicrs marchcd
straight across the fields crushing dolvn
swales of the goocl, unharvested grain,
but the rvorkers only '"vatched them
come, silentlr', u'ith no spoken protest
of this outrage. The soldiers tvere
uniformly small, iclcntically gleaming in
polished bronze armor, thoueh it rvas
thc strangest armor she had ever seen,
flarvless, seamless, the helmet covering
the head completely. bubbles oi eye-
protecting mesh bulging to either side.
\\'hen they emerged from the grain she
saw that their bodies were rvrongly
shaped, the legs sccmingly too thin to
convey thc squarish bulk of the bodies.

"They're not human," she spoke
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undcr her breath as if to herself, for it
rvas obvious that the others, having secn
this before, rverc acting out of some
rve ll-knorvn protocol in rvhich they
dared make no sound of protest or
gesture of self-defcnse.

Thinking that perhaps they knew
best, Scorpia follolved their example.
'fhe lcader, thoush he n'as really not
distinguished from the others in any
way except his position at the fore front
of thc band, confronted Ulph rvhere he
stood among the lvorkers,

"We have come for the tithe," said
a voice that had a disconcerting hum
somewhere in the midst of it. The
Patriarch nodded and led the rvay back
torvarcl the complex of drvellings and
storage huts. A few people follor'ved the
procession and Scorpia joined them.
From the huts Ulph and the othersbegan
to unloacl sacks and baskets of srain
until the) had piled up an imposing
hillock before the alien soldiers.

fhe ranking figure (Scorpia rvould
not now call it a man) walked around
the pile, but not in a casual way. She
noticed that all their movements were
crisp and precise; they \vent everywhere
amarch.

"This is not the amount promised.
I'he N{aster will be displeased."

"lVe must have a reserwe to keep
our Family fed during the rvinter," said
the Patriarch, and from the looks on the
othcr faces, Scorpia saw that he had
committed some incredibly brave act,
by' rnerely speaking the r'vords.

'Ihe soldier's skinny arm shot out,
hitting Ulph across the face with a

metallic sauntlet and sending him
stageering backrvard- All save Scorpia
sroocl frozcn; the flail hissed through
tlr. .iir ,not thc rveepon she'd have
chosen brrt the only one at hand) and
hit the gle arning bronze of the leader's
armor. Instead of clanking against
metal, it thumpccl and bounced aw'ay
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leavine a dent rvherc it had struck. The
soldier-thing scarcely rvobbled on its
stem-legs and again thc arm shot out
rvith its deceptively delicate-appearing
hand. Scorpia felt the bones of her fore-
arm bcnd under the terrific pressure of
that hancl, and she thought next to hear
the rcport of the bones breaking, but
shc u'as pulled off her fect and flune
across the yard. When she rvas to think
of it later in a calmcr mood she rvould
fecl that there had been no malice in
the act; she l-rad not felt hatred - just a

bit of unfinished business that had been
meticulously attended to.

lVith a warnins that, "All has not
been scttled here yet," in his droning
voicc, the leader urged the others to
pick up the grain. They lifted the
burdens rvith an casy strength that
Scorpia now could '"vell believe in. Shc
spat sand and said an indelicate word,
but since it was not in the tongue of
these people it went unnoticed.

She rvalked torvard the others, and
her voice las angrier than she'd meant
it to be. "Is this how men protect their
families in this land?"

"None can be protected from that
which rules in Tel Urath," said a red-
faced peasant. "As well seek protection
from the Storm-Lords rvhcn they bring
the wincls."

"Even an Amazon cannot stand
before the N{yrmidon," said Ulph.

"Not with a flail as \veapon," she
ansrvercd, rubbing the ache that now
encompassed her arm all the way to
the shoulderjoint.

"Nor with any wcapon. Perhaps we
should return to the fields; if the harvest
is very good, perhaps we may be able to
fulfill the tithe owed to Tel Urath."

"Who is this that rules as a tyrant in
Tel Urath? What name

"The Name that may not be spoken,"
said a plump matron. "We can only
obey and not question such a power."

She stooped to retrieve the flail. "I will
put this to its propcr use."

,,\s the harvesting drelv to an end
Scorpia thought much about the
Nlyrmidon and the Name Unspeakable
in Tel Urath. '\nd though there rvas
peace in plenty among thc people of the
Family, something was irrevocably
spoiled, and shc rvho hztcl been born to
violence, felt its presence suspendcd
over these peaceful rural sccnes like
a suspended sword.

Ulph rvas taking his easc by the first
fire of the season rvhen Serai appeared,
the frown lines of her face more cleeply
grooved than usual. "She must go
from this nlace "

"Hor,v many she's may the re be
among the clanfolk; I must sort
them out."

"Don't play thc clotarcl rvith me,
husband. This outlander J,ou've allorvcd
to live among us. Your ,\mazon, your
harlot

IJe patted the bench beside him
with a placating gesture. Serai's skirts
puffed as she sat down angrily. "I
myself saw them. There rvere rumors
and talk, but I saw them . taking off
their clothing and . . . disporting them-
selves where the river rvidens. It's a

shame . . a scandal, bringing that hussy
among us to corrupt our pure young
men. Helos '-as . . ."

"You speak of Helos! By the Evil
One, u'oman, he has slept with half the
women of the Family, married or not...
you, as well, as far as I know."

Serai's pinched face, first clenched,
thcn softened into a half smile, first
at the ridiculousness of that, and
then she flushed a bit rvith pleasurable
embarrassment.

"We are not talking about a clan-
maiden, well-versed in our ways but a
free rvoman who has lived a different
life than we have."
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"Then you do not think," said
Serai in a bitter tone, "that such a one,
come among us rvith no proper ties to a

husband, tvill not cause contention?"
"I fear she will," admitted Lnph,

"but she came to me, seeking, and -""And she has perhaps caused us
much harm by attacking one of the
bronze warriors."

"I made good the tithe through the
blessing of this year's bountiful harvest.
The Name is appeased."

"But you did nor think it foolish
that she dared strike?"

"She was indeed foolish, but what
man among us did not rvish he had
dealt the blow?"

"None should defv the Name:
it is death. Perhaps rvorse than death. I
rvould think, old man, the rvay you
defend the bitch, that you would have
her to bed yourself."

Ulph laughed explosively. "Woman,
I have few enough years left. Think you
I rvould shorten them? But I rvill do
this - I rvill counsel her asainst further
'corruption' of our IIelos."

There was a rattle of hooves outside
and rvhen he rvent to the door he saw
the huge Blackmane plunge to a stop, as
if in the miclst of battle, nostrils flaring.
Clinging behind Scorpia on the saddie
was the boy l\{icael, the rapid growth of
early childhood lengthening his limbs
and putting a darker tinge on his blonde
hair. Scorpia swung him c,own by one
arm, and hc scampered away, casting
back a teasing u'ord over his shoulder.

Ulph gestured Scorpia inside . "Our
N{icael grows swiftly, and I see that you
take a special interest in him."

"I love all the children," said
Scorpia defensively.

"I have heard," said Ulph, "that
among the Amazons, the bearing of sons
is a disgrace and such children are sold
into slavery or left in the n'ilderness."

"They are given away," said
Scorpia, her gaze distant and cold, "to
those who rvill care for them and raise
them as their orvn."

"But never to knorv their own
mothers. "

"Never to knos'."
"And your boy, if you had known

him, would be about eisht summers . . .

like Micael."
"What is this talk of children?"
"Would you love him less if I told

you I knew his mother, that Serai
helped with the birth?"

Scorpia turne d away, and when she
spoke her voice rvas lorv and uncertain.
"I know it is impossible . . . and foolish.
But I do not think that anythine rvould
make me love him less, now that I have
found him, not even the truth."

"I see nothing wrong in this inno-
cent love," said Ulph, "but I promised
Serai that I would speak to you about
certain rumors that -""You mean Adan and I? That was

Spring'80

nothing. . . less than nothing."
Ulph stuttered, paused, as if fearine

that if he spoke longer, more corruptio;
of young manhood would be revealed.
"Well, if you intend to stay among us it
must be as we agreed. These ,nothings,
must not occur. Our women - all of us
consider virtue a sacred thing."

"I would like to stay. I expected
never to find a place where I could live
rvithout the sword. Your lvavs are
different but I'll rry lo accommodate
myself to them for the sake of beine
rvith -"

Ulph smiled and patted her
shoulder, for Patriarchs are senerous
rvith such gestures.

It happened on a day r.vhen the
Storm Lords sent the first strone rvinds
of the impending winter. DeaJ leaves
rustled on tree branches and scudded
along the ground likc rudderless boats.
Through this crisp debris marched the
precise feet of the bronze warriors,
marching single file as \vas their rvont.
Ulph went out to confront their faceless
and featureless leader again, though his
experience gave him a cold premonition
of r.vhat they might want.

"Summon all among you who are
young and without blemish," buzzed
the inhuman voice.

Ulph had heard that order before,
and had never disobeyed. He wondered
rvhy this time it set his teeth on edse
with a desire to defy it. yet, he called io
some of the women nearby to carry out
the command. Quickly it was done and
all the children, youths and maidens
stood disconcertedly before the main

ments to draw them away from the
group. So enrapt was Ulph in his own
personal cloud of depression, that it
was a moment before he realized that
Micael had been one of those chosen.
Shouldering these living burdens over
their gold-glinting shoulders, much as
they had the sacks of grain, they turned
to depart.

On the back of the charger, at full
gallop, Scorpia burst from screenins
foliage. She did nol know rvhat demoi
of perversity made her go forth that day
to put the war horse through his paces,
a stout oak-staff replacing her srvord as
she play'ed at soldier. Helos had come
racing through the trees and at first she
had mistaken his intention, thinkine he
had come ro take up rheir r-oiou,
sport rvhere they had last left off, but it
took her only seconds to see the
mingled fear and rage on his face, as he
had told her in a hoarse voice rvhat was
happening at the hall.

The N{yrmidons did not look

around, though the pounding hooves of
the gelding were loud in the clearine.
Ulph made a lentarive gesture to hait
her charge, yet he saw it was impossible.
The hard shoulder of the lvar horse sent
the last warrior reeling ridiculously
away on pipestem legs, and as Scorpia
ca-me level with the next, her arm swuns
the oak staff in a whisrline arc..\i
effcctively as a srvord would have, the
stick snapped back thc bulbous head on
its recdy neck, severing it with a re-
sounding crack and sending it bounding
across the rutted field. Even the clan-
folk who knew the bronze soldiers of
old shouted in surprise as the torso
turned to give battle, drawing its sl,r'ord.
Scorpia was so shocked that she wie lded
the staff as if it were a blade, and as it
met the Myrmidon's weapon it was
sheared in two. As three more fiqhters
sprang to the altack, Blackmane reared
and almost bolted, he who had always
been a rock against the tide of battle.
\Vith only a broken stick as defense,
Scorpia was not so sure herself, yet with
a warcry she drove heels into the
gelding's sides and attacked. Thoueh
great hooves crushed one warrior to
bronze-gleaming fragments, the other
two grabbed the big beast and as if they
handled a newbom foal, toppled him
off his fee t, spilling his rider.

Scorpia sprawled, dazed and bloodv,
in the dirt of the fie ld. Darkness loomed
over her and a metal hand gripped her
throat and without effort cut off her
air. She felt her hands slide off cold
smoothness as she struggled, then black-
ness descended.

She awoke with a conlulsive gasping
for air and a choking rush of bloody
plegm which she spat. She had no way
of knowing how long she had been
unconscious, but it was obvious that
the fight was over. She saw a bronze
warrior, his chitinous body breached
and torn apart. Inside was nothins
human, as she had guessed, but only ;
great evil. A woman she dicl not recos-
nize at first was crouched oua, u *uni,
prone body, and she keened a deatli
chant. Scorpia drew in her breath.
"Helos." Her eyes burned. Others, who
had evidently joined him in fighting the
Myrmidon, either lay injured or were
having their rvounds tended. A vouth
she hardly knew cradled a bleedine and
badll'crushed arm.

Serai approached, an angular shape,
hands on hips. "The day you came, we
opened our doors to the Evil One.',

"NIi cael ? "
"Carried off - chosen by the Name

to serve in his Temple at Tel Urath.,'
Scorpia's fingers clenched in earth.

"I will not have it sol"
"You will not? You have twice

failed against the bronze men, and at
rvhat cost to us. We cannot question.
Perhaps the chiidren have a cood life
at the femplc. It is accorcling to our
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"This time custom bc damned,"
said Scorpia gctting shakily to her feet.
"'fhis time I will not have my soir taken
by strangers."

The Patriarch stood bcsicle her, put
out a hancl to keep her from falling.
"You lvill ride to Tel Urath?"

She nodded.
"ghe's mad," said Serai.
".,\lone," said Scorpia. "I rvill injure

no more of the Family in my fight."
Ulph tore at the oiled wrappings of

a long bunclle, brought out the strange
dull-colored blade. "I could not destroy
it; its metal resisted the flamc. It se cmed
a sign so I put it by 'til a time of need."

Scorpia strapled the rveapon to her
side, rvhere it tapped familiarly against
her thigh as she walke d, a bitter reminder
^f +L:-.-- ^^^+ur Lrlrrr<r Pd L,

"Amazon, if you survive if
you r.vish to return - You said you
rvished a new name, perhaps it is still
not too late."

She swung to the saddle, the gelding
bowing his neck against the tight rein.
"Father, I thank you for the thought,
but if I am to have a new name, I think
I must find it for myself."

Tel Urath was in reality two cities,
Scorpia discovered, once she had spent
some days there. The nerv Tel Urath was
alive r,vith merchants and tradespeople,
mazed with narrow cobbled roads that
moved in crazy directions and were
constantly filled with peddlers and
beggars and beasts of burden. It was a
place of noissomc taverns and ope n
bazaars and new-built temples dedicated
to new and progressive sods, who
seemed to change almost momentarily
at the whims of their worshippers. One
might see any kind of folk here, black-
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skinned rvarriors from Cush, Red '\tlan-
teans in their feathcr cloaks and cven a

pair of '\mazons, anonymous in hawks-
hcacl helmcts. Scorpia passed them
silcntly by. Tel Urath-the-old-city rvas
rvalled, clenched into itself, built of
cyclopean blocks of oily black granite
that had ncithcr \veathercd much nor
crumbled, though the structures hacl an
aura of great agc. ,\t its center \\'as the
Temple of the Name, featureless,
rvindou'less, devoicl of beautv, set up on
a gigantic platform of stone into which
steps had been eouged. Unlike the new,
improved gods, rvhose names were con-
stantly on the lips of the city dwellers,
that rvhich dwelt at th e heart of the
city was scarcely ever mentioned, for it
is difficult to discuss that which has no
name, yet though the people r'voulcl not
speak of the Name, it rvas the way in
which they would not speak of it that
impressed Scorpia.

She had observed the temple from
afar, from a rooftop in the new city and
had seen the Myrmidon walking their
antlike ways along the imposing walls of
the fortress, and the sight of their
blocky, metallic bodies made a tightness
grow in her throat. She had made two
blind charges against the men of bronze
and had found herself lying in the dirt
when it was over. This time she would
look for a rveakness.

'fhe street urchin looked her body
up and down r,r,ith a half-suppressed leer,
but she assumed he was only practicing,
being yet beardless and soprano, so she
ignored it.

"Can you be sure he knows aught
of the temple?"

"It is all he talks of," said the boy.
" 'I was a handsome lad when first I was

called to serve. I was given the run of
thc Tcmple . . . a favorite'" he said in a

mimickins voice. 'Ihey had been rvalking
clorvn a narrow ill-smclling street, and
norv the bo1' stoppecl, pointed. "-fl'rere
hc is. "

A cokl rvind filled tl'rc a1ley, srvirling
Scorpia's heavy cloak and a cold sleet
began to hiss on the pavemcnt around
thcm. "l:or a fcrv cups of rvine," said
the boy, "he rvill tell you more than
you want to knorv about the Inner
'Iemple." Scorpia flipped a copper to
the boy ancl approachcd thc figurc
huddlc<l on a clarvfootcd \ench before
the *,inc shop. Shc could not tell if he
u'erc old or )'oung, but he certainly
lookcd worn out by life. His body r,vas

bloate cl ar-rcl his face rvas slvolle n and
blotchl'. Pucliercd pouches of bluish
skin gave a look of fatiguc to his eyes.

"\'an." She shook him gently.
Rheumv eyes regarded hcr rvithout cog-
nizancc until she gesturccl torvard the
rvine shop, then hc shuddered, rosc
ponderously and followecl her insidc,
oblivious to what use he was to bc put,
rvilling to suffer an-v abuse at hcr hands
as long as the \vinc florvecl.

After a ferv clrinks Scorpia removcd
thc bottle from his clutching hand. "I
don't rvant vou tlrat clrunk- You are
reputecl to have livcd in thc Tcmple."

Hc bcgan t() speak then, ancl
Scorpia unclerstood rvhat the boy meant
b1' "more than you \vant to knorv."
Yan had been, like f,licacl, chosen as a
child to sen'c in thc 'I'emple, but when
hc'd grorvn old and ugly, with a taste
for swect wine, he 'd bcen sent away -exiled, he called it. -fo himself, he rvas
still a fresh-faced, fair-hairecl prince
in exile.

"You served pcrsonally the One-
rvho-may-not-be-named? You have seen
his face?"

Yan giggled explosively, put his
hand to his mouth, then, as if a chill of
fear had crept up and cnveloped him,
his voice dropped to a dry humorless
chuckle, and he lookcd stealthily
around the rvine shop. "It is not wise to
speak of it, yet the Powcr in-dwelline in
Tel Urath is a girl."

"A woman?"
"A girl small-boned and delicate

as a moth's wing hair braided up - so.
So dark it seems to draw in the light -well, not a girl, exactly. I think she
was - old - I can't -" feebly his hand
twitched toward the bottle. and she
poured him another flagon.

"Others seem to think it is a man
I seek. "

"Others have not looked into the
eyes of - No, it is all fantasy, all a
dream, I woke up and was as you see
me now."

Scorpia began to wonder if she
could put her trust in one whose reason
seemed to teeter so close to the brink
of madness. Yet he, and no one else,

custom that they should
think they are happy."
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would dare speak of the unspeakable.
"l want to enter the Temple.

Do you know a way by which you
micht rctrrrn?"

"Return - return to the Temple -
to stand before that awful Presence?"

"What was it," she wondered, "that
could topple a man's very reason."

"But to go back. To regain my place.
I might yet be a favorite, to receive
treats from hcr littlc jewelled hand. I
do knorv a way, and I will show it
to you."

Yan's "r.vay" led through an ancient
server, blessedly abandoned and out of
use, though a narrow and foul trickle of
water ran through its center. "I knew all
the secret ways of the place;did I not
play there as a child? This was to be
used as a rvay of escape in olden times
before she had fully consolidated
her power. "

Scorpia studied the ancrent stone-
work b1, the smokily burnins torch she
carried. "'Ihen this 'girl' rvas the ruler in
olden times as well? For it is said that
the rule of the Name has been long in
the land. Perhaps it may be a dynasty,
for mortals do not rule so 1ong."

"I don't know," said Yan. "To a

being such as that, perhaps even immor-
tality is possible."

"If so, I r,vill cut it short," said
Scorpia, patting thc hilt of her sword.
"Are we not almost there? I seem to
have been stooping and crawling in here
like a blind rat for hours."

"We should be under the Temple
itself by now, but it is cold in here.
Could I not have a draught of that good
wine to warm me?"

"I fear you could not make
the journey if I gave you more. At
journey's end you'Il have it all to drink,
at your leisure."

There was an adit going upward
at right angles to the tube of the sewer
and they inched their way up it. using
hand and footholds cut long before,
then there was a slanting tunnel very
close and pitch dark except for the
dancing torchlight.

"There. That sliding stone opens
into the innermost chambers of the
Name where none go but she and
her favorites. If I could but caress
her delicate body as in olden times,
but what would she think of me now?
She is young and I am grown old."
She heard him cursing himself in the
darkness. "I think it was not a good
idea for me to return here. There can
be nothing here but memories, and if
she is displeased "

Care fully Scorpia slid back the
stone. The escapeway was covered by a

thick tapestry of rose and gold. It had
perhaps been forgotten, for cobwebs
stretched and broke as she thrust the
stone back. She emerged behind the
dusty hanging and edged to one side
of it, to look out. The room, though it
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had no windows, was bathed in rich
ruby-red light, giving additional richness
to the thick hangings, the precious
furnishings, lending fleshy tones to
marble statues of youths and maidens,
nymphs and satyrs ranged along one
wall. On a low couch of dark red with
tasselled coverlet lay a sleeping figure.

"Micael. This is the boy I told
you of, my son who was carried off.
I could not have hoped for such luck."
She ran to the lounge and put her hand
on the sleeping boy's shoulder; the flesh
was firm and warm, the sleeping face
careless, stubby blonde lashes on
unblemished cheeks. "N,{icael, I'vc come
to take you home."

The eyelids fluttered; the boy
looked up at her. It was at first as if he
did not recognize her, for he started
back, but who knew what cruelties he
had suffered here.

"Come, we have come by a secret
way. I had not thought to find you so
easily here in the inner chambers." As
she tossed aside the silken coverlet, she
saw that the boy was dressed in a robe
of scarlet over balloon-leggcd black silk
trousers. Rings of half-dozen colors
glittered on his small hands. Though all
was rich and elegant, she found the
effect of such opulence on one so young
disturbingly incongruous.

"She wore such rings," said Yan,
"on her little pale hands."

Scorpia found it strange that Micael
had not embraced her or spoken since
she had first discovered him. "Did they
hurt you?"

Rather than speaking, the boy shook
his head. He was watching her intently;
she had never seen this expression on
his face bcfore. He looked furtive, as if
hiding some guilty secret.

"But I see that she is not here,"
said Yan disappointedly.

"Come with me then," she said,
gripping the boy by the hand. "The
Name does not know that my finding
you so near has kept me from slaying
him her." As she pushed back the
tapestry to expose the gaping doorway,
Micael slipped his hand from hers and
ran back across the room where hung a

braided golden cord which he tugged at
trvo-handed. Far off she heard the faint
clamor of a bell. An alarm bell.

Scorpia paused, made herself look
at N{icael as if she'd never seen him
before. "What is wrong here?"

"Nothing."
"Why did you run from me. We

must get out of this place. Don't you
understand, everything's all right at last.
After all these years, we can go home."

"A moment more." Though the
figure rvas trying hard to achieve a

childish tone, an awkward pose, Scorpia
slipped her sword from its sheath in a
reflex impossible to control. The hair
along her neck and forearms prickled as

she saw for the first time that something
else looked out through the innocent
face of the child Micael. "What are you?"
she asked it, the question its own
answer. The shape of Micael moved
toward the door as if it knew help
rvere coming, but she stepped in its
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way, slammed the great door and
threw down the stout bar with a secure-
sounding thunk.

"I'm your son," said the
inhabitant, earnestly.

Scorpia wondered how she'd been
fooled, even a little, for there was
nothing childlike about the cold,
implacable expression on the boy's
face. It was the expression of one who
knew things, bitter things about the
uses of power, the passing of years -perhaps of centuries. A monotonous
thumping began at the door, but age-
hardened wood held for the moment.

"Is it vou, little princess?" asked
Yan. "I thought I felt vour presence in
this room." Micael gave them both a
haughty look, reptile-cold that said
it had no consideration for anything
merely human, but Scorpia gripped
its shoulder. "What happens to the
soul of the one whose body you steal?"

"As well ask whither soes the
soul when the body dies," said the
presence. "Such concepts are meaning-

less, at least to me." The boy's sharp
teeth met suddenly in thc flesh of
Scorpia's wrist, and he slipped past
her, running to a black lacquered box
atop a polished table. She stood there
numbly, still holding her sword, while
the door shuddered, cracked; in a
moment it would burst inward under
the Myrmidon's power. From the box
the boy took a silver-handled dagger,
then advanced on her, its expression now
even more awful than before. Scorpia's
knuckles whitened on the swordhilt, but
it was as if she were paralyzed.

"Somehow," said the inhabitant,
"I feel that you are not able to strike
me. Is it this body I wear? It is indeed a
pleasant fit." It looked down at itself
and smiled, small white teeth gleaming,
then came forward again, haif crouched,
the silver weapon glinting in its hand.

Her sword struck downward, but
once, cutting easily the thin skin, the
delicate musculature. The weapon slid
free as the boy's head lolled, his body
fell forward, and Scorpia sent the blade

flying across the room to strike ringingly
against the wall, though it did not break.
The sudden silence outside the door
seemed louder than the noise had been.
Scorpia looked at the small, huddled
form beside her, then bent to spov vomit
onto the gleaming tiles of the floor. The
thing had been overhasty; had it not
attacked, she would never have struck.
A moment more and the door would
have been broken. A moment more and
it would have won. "And now you must
know, thing of evil," she muttered,
speaking to the utter silence of the
room, "rvhither goes the soul, if any-
where. If anywhere at all."

She became aware after a while that
Yan had carried her to the couch and
was bathing her face with water. "One
does not bring down a god without
some pain," he murmured.

She reached up and felt the lvetness
of tears on her cheeks. He couldn't
know that for the second time she had
sacrificed her son. C
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Reader Survey Feedback
First of all, we need to thank all of the readers of .94 who responded to the Suwey presented n SA4 .. . all 68 of you.

If you find the responses unusual, don't be too surprised - surveys are unwieldy things at best, and although we may
assume that the resPonses a-re some shadow of what the whole readership of M is really like, that assumption is somewhat
out of line. The response is a good indicator only of what the people who read S,4 and like to answei su.veys are like!

Thank you all for taking the time and ellort to reply, ald to those of you who didn't - well, see how you compare!

a 89% of readenhip (who responded) m
male. ll% m female.
I Averap age, 24.
a 38% of the respondents listed their
mupation as "studeni", but 57% of dl
respondents indiute they arc still taking
dros ILll- or put-time.
I 52% ltave had some college eduation,
of whiclr 707o have obtained one or more
degra. 29/o ae in grades 9-12.
I 71% of the mpondents obtained their
copies of ,S,4 by subsription; 247o of thos
remaining puchae their issues llom a
wargme or hobby store.

a 82% wmt to see a Questions & Answen
colm, which is why one is appeaing, as of
this issue.

I 92% of reader-respondents want to s€e
fantasy game article s. Descending in
popularity are: Game reviews, general
gming information, SF gme articles,
strategy atides, play-by-mail artides and
factud infomation. And even the leat
popr:la artide types ar€ looked for by wer
half the respondents.
I Fou magzines stood out ro the most-

ryl: Tlu Dragm, Tfu Strtt GuM, nd Flyig
hdtaln Qnlnb are each read by 44% of thi
respondents, &nzi is right behind with 41%.
Tlu Dragon and Tlu Spue Gam ue probably
significmt answers; -FBQ is not because ,94
reaches, to a large degree, Flying Buffalo
customers; and Omni is not significant
because I believe it reaches everyonel
I xes somrbod2
. .. .. ty tow (23%
sad ). Flowever.

the mini-solo dungeons, T&T articles, md the
editorial seem to be the m
over 757o.\ Next. m a
Artwork. Fiction. the Ka
and the GmeMater dungeons. The re-
maining categories weren't fa behind.

I Response wu generally positive to have
posters made from the &4 covers, but the
number of no makes it a
questionable , however,
that a T&T ailable (the
cover illustrat edition of
T&T.) This poster sells for 94.50, md addi-
tional T&T posters in the same order me
only $2.50 .i.h - part of the cost goes
towilds a sturdy mailing tube.

! Every imaginable occupation is men-
tioned, although there is a predominarce of
those involved in the hard sciences
microfilm omputer-
ProSTmm a mlcro-
biologis.t. rmacisrs,
several s and
"bureauc lawyers.
librrians,
I Eamings: because oflarge percentage of
students who do not make their own living,
the percentages are skewed. Howevei,
adjusting from those who state their
occupation as student, 35% of those

- Liz DCIfodh

remaining (the lugest grouping) reported
being in the $10.000-20,000 emings range.
I 36% live in a "Suburban" environ-
ment; another 27% live in a small city.
I The mount spent on gmes md game-
related materials averaged out to $18.85 per
month. (Notes added to the suwey indicate
that this might be high - several referred to
the "Sta'Web Crunch.") Also, 3 respon-
dents mswered in numbers of hours soent!
I Our respondents ue spending about the
sme amount on books, novies, etc. in the
SF&F area: $18.12 a month.
I On the average, respondents read more
than a book a week, averaging 5.69 bmks
per month. The lowest was 0, md the
highest reported was 30.
I The majority of respondents own the
4th and/or 5th edition of T&T -percentages would oe misleadilg since many
people had more thm one copy of the rules.
I Orny 6% of the reader-respondents (4
people) said they did not play the solo
dungeons. Of those who play so\os, 247o
reported that they play onQ via the solo
dungeons, with no face-to-face games.
I 56/o reporred, having or tsing Moretzs!
Moutcrs!, nd 907o of those wmted to see a
M!M! solitaire. (We're working on it . . .)
I Response was generally positive about
the small-format gmes; 44/o wnt to see
more Pocket Adventures (387o have not seen
it to judge). (Thus, 7l% of those who have
seen it wmt more Pocket Adventures).
I An even split by those who are part of a
game club or gaming organization, or not:
487" belong, 527o do not.
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"The door is large and multi-colored
and no lock is eaident. It is engraaed
uith strange sltmbols. "

Obracon turned to his friend Topi
and shook his head in wizardly doubt.

"I like this not, Topi. I have been in
labyrinths all across the face of Hylax
and far beyond the Crushing Sea and all
m;rnner of ancient glyph and rune have
mv eves devoured. Yet these! These are
like 'none within my sphere of
knowledge..." The dwarvish rogue
nodded. He had adventured with old
Obracon rr,arry a time and the mage was
seldom disturbed without reason.
Selene, The Rider of the Moon, had a
different opinion however where the
magic-userls trepidation was concerned.

"Do you grow so fearful with age,
Obracon, that you shy away from that
which is beyond your ken?" Obracon's
milky eyes flashed in the Neophyte's
direction. He did not like the young
sorceress's cocky attitude, nor her wry
disrespect for his august personage.

"Ffave a care, Moon-Rider! I have
aged, yes, and with age has come the
wisdom of caution, a wisdom you would
do well to consider! "

"Consider it I shall, old one, once we
are past this intriguing portal and not
abiding in this dank corridor, daunted
by it!" the silver-robed female replied
sharply. Topi made an unpleasant sound
in his throat. He too held litde love for
the rash Selene. Jacro and Aleria,
warriors who fought as savagely as they
loved each other, now joined the
argument, Aleria speaking frrst in a
voice that was like a silvered lyre amidst
the unnatural silence of Greysmoke's
den of mvstery.

"This avails us naught, my friends.
Obracon is right to espouse caution, as is
Selene to suggest further exploration.
Let us do both."
28

"Ay. and quickly," agreed the
brawny Jacro, planting a small kiss on
his beloved's cheek. "Let us enter ald
see what is within rather than arzue it
here where the minions of Greysmoke
have us at their mercy!" His plea was
not without foundation. All marner of
beast roamed these vile corridors and
they had narrowly escaped notice of such
several times already. Obracon ex-
changed a resigned glance with Topi and
looked then to Selene. Her painted lips
curved in a triumphant, contemptuous
smile. More than anything else about
her, Obracon detested that haughty
smi-le . He signalled to Topi to examine
the lockless door for a mezuls of entry.
The dwarf did so, and to his amazement
his frrst touch caused the portal to move
slightly inwards.

"Open," he said uneasily. It was
characteristic of the little rozue to
distrust that which was not well-sicured.

Jacro drew his broadsword, Aleria her
enchanted mace. "Let us proceed first,
Topi." The dwarf gladly shuffled aside
to permit the fighters entry. Weapons in
hand, male and female warriors stalked
forward, rogue and spellmakers treading
close behind.

"The room ;s 30 by 30, the ceiling
4O feet high. Opposiic thi one door Z
massioe, lwndsome figure sits on a huge
throne. He is nearly 2Ofeet tall, attired
onu in a green k;lt-Ukz gannent
timmed. utith scarlet, and bight gold
sandals. IIis hair is cu.rly, sea-bku in
color, his elcs are darkish bonzzfleckcd
utith red, his beard is close-cropped and
sea-blut sprayed utith siloery grey A
soft anber-hued light seens to emanate
from his bodl and it is this light uthich
illuminates the room. TTw chamber is
sumptuousll and. strangely adorned and
beside the throne h a huge tabh, its top
1 5 feet fmm thc floor. The figure raises

his lefi hand. (from uthich the little
finger is missing) and speaks in a
booming, resonant tone:

I am Manumar, Titan of the
Plane of Eftyra. Welcome!" ...

Jacro and Aleria sheathed their arms.
They were brave to be sure, but against
this resplendant giant they knew their
puny weapons would have little effect.
Topi had the same thought
theless, his war hammer remained in his
fist. Obracon began pondering high-
toned phrases with which to approach
the mammoth figure, but before he
could select one, the brash Selene
stepped forward and spoke.

"We are happy to be so greeted,
Large One. Tell us more of this Eftyra
you speak of, and why you are here
rather than there. . . " The Titan sighed,
closing his eyes briefly as if in pain. A
trace of despair crept into his next words.

"I can say nothing until Three agree
to the Test of My Tarot."

"What mzrnner of test is this, Great
Sir?" asked Obracon, ever careful,
Selene clucked in disgust.

"More of your aged wisdom,
Obracon! Is not the chance to receive
knowledge from another plane worth
some small risk?"

"You are a fool, Moon-Rider! An ar-
rogant, impetuous fool! Do you... " The
man's tirade was cut short by another
statement from Manumar.

"The Test holds danger and even
death at times. The knowledge to be
gained, however, is formidable
particularly to ones such as you. More I
carnot say, until Three have agreed to
brave it."

"And if we do not?" inquired
Obracon. The Titan's face grew expres-
sionless. His voice became a litany.

"The Test is Now Offered. The
Choice is Yours." reiterated the Titan.

s\\f,r
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Obracon meant to continue his protests,
but Selene moved closer toward the
throne and called to the Titan.

"I accept the Test."
"Selene, you cannot! " cried

Obracon. The Moon-Rider treated him
to another of her hated smiles.

"I do not fear great knowledge, as yor,r

seem to, old man. Jacro, Aleria - will
you complete the necessary trio?" The
warriors looked at her and at each other.
Selene had aided them many times in the
past and they were fond of her. Aleria
nodded agreement as did Jacro, then
hand-in-hand they too raised their voices
to Manumar. "We also accept your
Test, Mighty One."

"This is folly!" Obracon dedared.
"Let us see, Obracon," said Topi,

grateful that he was not required to
partlclpate.
"The Titan talees a deck of cards from
the table. Each card is as large as a
gro.on man. He cuts out three and
places them face doutn on tfu floor
before those utho haoe agreed to the test.
The cards shink to normal si.u and thc
participants are told to pick thcm up
and cxaminc them carefull1, after
uthich thg may cxchange cards once if
they utish.

"The First Card is a depiction of a
Slraletal Figure holding a scythe. Hc
stands on a grossyfteld on uthich thrce
scoered heds lie, and aboae him is an
arcing rainbou and three stars .

"The Second Card portrays a man
hanging b1t one foot from a staff
suspended betutcen tuto pillars, around
uhich bunches of grapes are entuoined.
The mants hands are bound and coins
arefallingfrom them .

"The Third Card shouls a large sar-
cophagus out oJuthich threefigures ise,
a nurn, a .oorrutn, and a child, all in
shrouds. To tfu ight of thcm, abotte
then, is a nutn blouting a long, straight
horn, surrounded by a sunliltz sphere.

"Once the cards are examined and
perhaps exchanged thc test begins in
eartaest. . ."

Selene examined the skeletal frgure on
the card, a figure seeming to represent
nothing less thar Death itself. A tickle of
fear coursed through her body, which
she repressed. She would not give that
old ja&ass Obracon the satisfaction of
witnessing her terror, real though it was.
The Titan pointed a finger at her and
spoke with indisputable authority.

"You shall be the First." The Rider
of the Moon took a deep breath and
glanced once toward her warrior friends.
They nodded their heads encouragingly,
but she noted that they, too, seemed
doubtful about the cards they held.

"I am ready, Titan," she'declared as
boldly as she could.

"Place the card on the floor. then."
She did so and to her astonishment it
stood upright. The Titan waved a hand
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and the card grew to man-size, the scene
upon it taking on a definite three-
dimensional aspect as she watched.
Manumar spoke once more.

"All may watch to see what they
may. Interference, however, is quite
impossible - so do not consider it on
pain of your life . . . Go forward now,
woman, and meet your test. May for-
tune be with you."

Selene looked back at her comrades.
Their faces were all tight-drawn and
feallul, even old Obracon's despite his
dislike for her. She smiled to give herself
courage, waved flippantly to them, then
stepped into the scene before her. The
others watched intently as her young,
curyaceous form appeared within the
card. She looked again in their direction,
but from her side she could not see them.
Indeed, she could npt even see the
gateway by which she had entered, a fact
that troubled her.

The scythe-wielding Skeleton's head
turned to her. A voice spoke, a voice as
black and intangible as a shadow.

"Where in My Realm are you bound,

Traveller?" Selene swiftly surveyed the
area, but saw no indication of any
destination to which she could so. She
racked her brains for a proper an"swer to
his question, then at last she replied
hesitantly.

"I I am bound For
Knowledge." The skeleton made no
reply but swung his scythe thorugh the
air in a great arc. Instantly the place in
which she stood seemed to shatter. her
own person shattering with it. She
became
through
tions int
mortal flesh. Visions began looming all
about her, visions ofbabies born only to
age instantly and die, and thereafter
become babes again; visions of graves
from which radiant flowers grew. She
seemed to smell an odor of decav. a scent
which in the next second blcame a
sultry, savory perfume, sweeter than any
she had ever snifled. She heard songs of
peace, interwoven with the booming of
war dreams, heard the cries of death
meshing with the sounds of love's
pleasure. A thousand upon a thousand
centuries passed through her and in each
whole worlds were obliterated onlv to be
renewed as realms of a diflerent nature.
She saw fish crawl from the sea to
become apes, apes evolving into men,
men transforming into orbs of blue, cor-
uscating energy. Sight, sound, scent all
merged, blasting her spinning con-
sciousness like great waves pounding
upon a receptive beach. And then
suddenly she was back again before t}le
Skeleton, her body and soul reunited,
her thoughts atremble with the terrible
wonder she had witnessed. Once more
the bony figure spoke.

the others looked on aghast. They had
not seen aly of what Selene had viewed.
In their eyes, she had merely exchanged
a few words with the Skeleton and then
was asked if she wished to receive his
benefit. Now, as she paused, Obracon
screamed out a warning, unaware that
she could not hear or see him.
- "Dgny it, Selenel By all that is holy,

deny that benefit!!!" The mage began io
prepare a spell, in hopes that the Titan's
warning had been a bluff, but before he
could act Selene replied.

"I think ... Yes!" She screamed
then, one hideous wail of terror as the
scythe flashed downwards. Her own
pretty headjoined the three already on
the ground. Silence reigned for-one
moment, then the card went com-
pletely blank and fell forward to the
floor of the room. The Titan retrieved
it and replaced it in his deck. His
bronze gaze fell on the warriors re-
maining. He pointed at Jacro.

"One has Taken the Test. The
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Second will now proceed. " Aleria looked
at her lover, fear in her eyes. Jacro drew
his sword and kissed her, then began to
make ready. Obracon, however, shook
his fist at the Titan ald screamed.

"NO! No more of this heinous mad-
ness. You promise knowledge and give
death. If you ile not a monster, release
these two from their acceptance or kill us
all, for we shall surely act to stop you!"

Manumar replied in a calm tone, "It
is still possible to deny further tests. If
those who remain wish it?..." The two
warriors looked at Obracon and Topi.
The dwarf was gripping his war hammer
tightly; like Obracon, he was prepared
to battle the Titan, no matter how futile
it seemed. Obracon nodded to Jacro to
give his answer. Jacro looked at his lover
and she too bobbed her head.

"We wish to withdraw," the fighter
declared. Manumar brought his fingers
to rest on his temples and closed his eyes.
There was a sound like rushine wind and
the amber light emanating-from the
Titan's body began to pulsate. Topi
looked toward the door, hoping they
could flee before the Titan came out of
his trance, but to his dismay no door was
there. He cursed himself for not noticing
this sooner, then turned back to await
Manumar's decision. At last, the light
ceased its throbbing and the Titan
opened his eyes. He looked down at the
ouartet.

"Your refusal is permitted. But you
must go immediately and ask nothing
further of me. " He pointed, and to
Topi's relief the door again opened.

"L,et us flyl" he yelled, heading for
the portal. Jacro and Aleria followed
suit. but Obracon paused and looked at
the Titan with puzzled cyes.
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"This makes no sense. Why have
you..." His words were drowned by a
thunderous howl from Manumar. The
Titan began to rise from the throne, his
bronze eyes murderous. Topi seized
Obracon quickly and yanked him out
the open door, which Jacro closed im-
mediately, throwing his whole bulk
against it with only slight hope of
preventing the Titan's pursuit. Yet as he
did so, the door vanished again, leaving
nothing but blank, solid wall. He
stepped back, astonished. For a heart-
beat, all four gazed upon that wall,
hardly believing they had been through
what they had, and had survived.
Nevertheless. the absence of Selene from
their company made it painfully dear
that all which had occurred in the
Titan's Chamber was irrevocably true.
Obracon shook his head sadly.

"Poor Selene. I told her. I told her."
"We shall mourn her," whispered

Aleria, grippi.g Jacro's muscular arm
tightly and shuddering slightly.

"At least we are alive, " grunted Topi.
"A turn of events I consider more than
fortunate. t t

"Do you, little rogue?" said a voice
which came suddenly from their right.
They turned as one, their mouths
dropping open in wonder. Standing in
the corridor was a strange woman,
garbed in saIfron-hued battle armor. A
green belt encircled her waist and hung
from it was a formidable-looking
bluemetal broadsword with a stunning
sapphire set in the hilt. None of them
had ever seen her before, and yet all had
the feeling that there was iomething
familiar atrout the smile on her lips.

"Who are you, woman?" challenged
Jacro, his hand frrmly on his sword. The

woman's smile grew broader.
"I have changed a great deal, I

know, but is there nothing about me
that you recognize?"

Aleria's eyes widened. "Selene!"
The woman nodded. "In a way,

yes," she said.
"But we saw you slain!" cried Topi,

much discomfited.
"Death is but transformation. That

was the knowledge of my test. And as the
Titan promised, it was a most for-
midable knowledge."

Obracon moved forward, studying
the woman closely. There was none of
the brash impulsiveness he had so dis-
liked in the Moon-Rider, and yet his
instincts confirmed that it was still, in
some way, her.

"So, Selene, it seems that in this
instance my aged caution was somewhat
unfounded," he said.

"Perhaps. But as you always said, it is
wise to be cautious. I shall endeavor to
take that message to heart from this day
forward." Obracon smiled and offered
his arm to her. She took it graciously and
returned his smile with one of her own.

"I believe, Selene, that we shall be
better friends now than we once were,"
said the wizard,.

"Selene is dead, Obracon. From now
on you may call me Darinda . . "

"It is a name I have always liked," said
the mage. Her lips curved upwards once
more and Obracon thoueht to himself that
he had been a silly old 6ol to ever dislike
such an utterly drarming smile.

ENDWORD
The storlt you haae jusl read is a

dramatization oJ an encounter in one room oJ
m1 Isle oJ Greysmoke Dungeon. The descrip-
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tions of the door, the room and lhe procedure

for tlu test are all straight out ofmy dungeon

lqt, with the exceplion of the dcscription oJ

the three cards.
I use actual Tarot cards in play, from the

Egtptian Tarot dzck. This dtck is done in
black and white and is much simpler in
design than thc European Tarot, making it
aery usefulfor dungeon tips. The cards used
uere Major Arcana #12, 13, and 20, and
knowledge oJ the Tarot would dzfinitefu proue
useJul in taking the tests. I haue omitted the

two tests of the other cards lo keeb some secrels

- buidei, when a parlt wabh)s one member
bite the dust instantly they are prone to take
an out (uhich I aluay ffir).I luep the nature oJ the tests strictly be-

tween myself and the indiaidual player, and
no outcome is giuen until all three are com-
pleted (or denied), either to parQ or player. I
like gioing indiaidual playrs a chazce /o lest
lheir mettle utithout parQ backing and this is
but one zuay lo do il. It is also excellml Jor
gelling neut or shyer players more deeply in-
aolued in the game, b2 ffiring them the Jirst
crack at the tests, The other tuo tesls ars
tolally difJerenl Jrom the one Selene took.

Incidzntal\, )ou ma) haue noted that
Selene returned not only as a diffnmt
u)oman, but also as a diflerent class 

-L 
she

uas a mage and returned as a wanior. This
is one possible oulcome oJ lhe test. Permanenl
death is another bossible outcome. Note also
that once inside, ihe party is uirtually trapped
there (the uanished door) and this spurs

people to take the test, thinking there is no
other alternatiae. Moreoaer, tlu Titan is aery

forrnidablc, though nol hoslile, uhich malws
hack-and-slash adaocates think tuice about
melee against him. Such eminently powerJul
monsters are almost required to force a parfit
to negotiate instead oJ getting their way
through Jorce of arms (in the case of the
Tilan, I can assure )ou lhat such an action
would destroy an entire part2). Another in-
centioe is that the Titan knows a lot about the
dungeon and will giue you inJormation if all
three tests are compleled. That missingJinger
on his lefl hand is also lhe kelt to at least two
huge treasures .

As easl lo pla2 as T{dT ;s, this does nol
mean thal your tunnels should be simple! On
the contrarlt, the ease of T€nT mechanics
makes it a breeze to put your elforts into
complex role-play situations instead of the
run-oJ-the-mill melee, trick, trap stufJ. It is
such inlriguing role-play that is the subslance
of fantasy gaming. Otherwise, I'd suggest
sticking to wargames where the whole idea is
just to fight andfight andJight.

IncidentalQ, both Ken and Steae Penin
(author o;f Runequest) wenl along on an ex-
pedition into this aerl dungeon. Though thel
were heading straight to lhis room, thel opted

for an eastward tum instead, uhere the whole
party was captured by Trolls, stripped of all
treasure and magic, and damn near made into
Trolling Pins as uell. What a difJerenct a
simPte change 'f or!,flr?*,i,,, 

O

-rr.(r- - -r)Z_(- the (2611
JCJ I)T-

1980 T&T Directory
needs you!

ooo
Want to be listed in the
3rd Annual Who's Who
in Tunnels (d Trolls?

Just send us:

Oyour name
Oyour address
Oyour age
Othe names, levels, types and kin-
dreds of your favorite T&T char-
acters (please, no more than 3)
othe name of your dungeon
Oany comments you might have

address lour listing to:

T€tT Directory
Flying Buffalo Inc.

P.O. Box 1467
Scottsdale, AZ 85252

deadline is 1 June 1980
(Incluion in lhe TUT Directorl i Jree Jor the
asking lo all playrs of Tunnels U Trolls.)>-K-<

dd flers ^,O
Soe-.tb-?-a--

;-,.",.-,,. r | \r\,,\1(\\'*\

-4 players. Create an
lnterstel-lar eupire by gathering nater-
ials, buJ.ldlng fleets, inprovlng tech-
nology to construct faster and stton8er
ehlps, and conquering your adversaries
with nilitary nlght and strategic genious!
Huge canpalgn level gane. ....19.95.

DIMENSION SIX, INC.
4625 South Sherman St., Englewood,

co 801 10

MAIL-ORDER TODAY - HAVE YOUR GA},IE IN TWO WEEKS

_second Enpire. 13.95 

-Dlrect 

Confh-ct. . lO.0O

Name

Ad.d,rese zLp

Send thi-s stub with check or noney order-we pay postage !

-,To Ysur Bamin

ASK AT YOUR LOCAL HOBBY STORE,
OR ORDER FROM US DIRECT ! ! ! ! !

. . . and Look for our new fantasy
ganes and aids in early I 98O ! !

DIRECT CONFLICT IN DTI,IENSION SIX-
2 players, 2-3 hr. gane. A fast nov-
ing, wlde-open tactlcal- battler rs-
ing four types of ehips, 6pace sta-
tions, planetary outpoets, and hlgh-
ly destructive el-enental nJ.ssileo.
An aLternate space adds to the nany
variables in strategy... . IO.OO.

t!
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stand very close together. There is a
practical limit to this - about 36"
wide and deep (for infantry) and 55"
wide by 9' deep (for cavalry) - but it
also meant that when these dense for-
mations faced missiles, the carnase
was impressive. It is hard for an archir
to miss a unit of, say, 1000 men and
horses - the oniy problem is to hit
where it hurts.

llowever, the situation in most FRP
games is somewhat different. It may be
easy to hit a crowd, but often the
problem for the FRP character is to hit
a single man or beast which might be
trying to actively avoid the missile.
This brings us to the consideration of
the average "spread" of a missile
weapon, as a function of the weapon
and of your archer.

It would be nice to walk up to a bow
shooter and s?/r "Tell me how
accurate you are.' But it's not feasible.
Modern target shooters use equipment
which was simply not available 1o the
ancient shooter we are concerned with.
No Ghaznavid Turk, no Mongol, no
Yeoman ever had matched aluminum
shafts, dynamically balanced bows or
compound pulley actions, or reliable
sights or waterproof strings. Worse, no
modern shooter has ever been shot at
while plying his tradel

The principle of "spread" (which
has_nothing to do with Thanksgiving)
is the concept that u.tithin eoerlt weapon

there is a margin oJ error. If a rifle is
clamped in a vise, completely steady
and shot by a machine with matched
ammunition, it will still not put all the
bullets in the same place at 150 yards.
The distance between the two bullets
which are furthest apart is the spread of
the weapon - the maximum accuracy
possible. While no one in the pre-
gunpowder era considered the problem
of spread with the precision of a
modern rifle shooter, there is some
indication of what was considered ac-
ceptable. For example, to be paid as an
archer in the Seljuk army of the 14th
century, one had to qualify by placing
an entire sheaf of arrows in a 3'
diameter shield at 75 yards. As a
minimum standard, this is not too im-
pressive by modern standards, and it is
impossible to discern how many
archers barely met the standard. As a
maximum standard, it was considered
pointless to try to hit a moving
horseman at 175 yards - there being a
difficulty to hit and to penetrate. But hold
on, because there is yet another fly in
the ointment.

Pulling a 70 to 100 lb. bow was the
requirement for the English Yeoman.
Doing it once is fine, but these men
were expected to shoot upwards of 100
arrows from this bow in perhaps half
an hour. Small wonder that they were
often described as the finest men in the
country - and for once this isn't
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Robin Hood did not solit the arrow
at seven score yards plujten. Or if he
did, it was quite by accident.

I knout it says so in the stories . I know
that Errol Flynn did it in the movie.
But it really did not happen, and the
"*hy" is the start of the tale.

In firction it is quite easy to have
something happen that is possible -but unlikely. (Look at all the Conan
stories!) The tale of Robin Hood,
while it might be based on fact, is
essentially a myth. But such is the
power of the myth surrounding the
Welsh longbow that even writers who
should have known better could not
refrain from hyperbole (Robert Louis
Stevenson in The Black Arrou, for
instance).

Once the English discovered the
longbow and it appeared in the battle
arena, its performance was almost
magical. In the last installment of
Reality Check (in Sorcerer's Apprentice
4) I discussed the design attributes and
performance of the longbow and its
missiles. (If you haven't read the
article, accept the fact that the longbow
did very well.) One reason the archers
made such an impression on their foes
was that, in the old days, armies were
drawn up in ranks differently than
today. For the most part, shock tactics
and hard fighting ruled Western
military thought, and the best way to
increase the effect was to have the men
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hyperbole. To pull a bow that strong,
that often, is a good indicator that
these were big strong fellows! But it
isn't merely the fair-skinned
Northerners who pulled the great bow

- by and large, it was the East that
produced the finer bowmen. Contem-
porary observers during the fall of the
Western Roman Empire described the
Huns as 'Giants with short legs,' and
'Big men from the waist up.' All this
adds up to the fact that not everyone
would be capable of usine the bows -and in any population *-hich depends
on the bow, there would be large
segments of that population either inef-
fective or undefended because they
cannot draw a good bow - or if they
can, they can't hit anything with it.

Then, about 1050 BC, the Chinese
invented the Cheater Stick - a device
which even the Turks described as
being the means whereby even a small
man could shoot the mightiest bow: an
'Ega-litarian Killer.' The device? The
'fabled' (that word again!) Crossbow.

Consider the points alreadv made
about the longbow: how easy oi hard it
is to hit, aiming at either a group or an
individual; accuracy and at what
ranges; if it's possible to hit and
penetrate; and how strong a person is
required to use the bow effectively.

The Crossbow is a machine, and
therein lies its principle advantage. We
earlier mentioned the Seliuk Turk
standard of a sheaf of arroivs in a 3'
diameter shield. An average person
with indifferent talent could qualify or
exceed that standard within half an
hour of picking up a crossbow for the
very first time. It doesn't matter if the
shooter may have never used a
bow - only that he starts shooting.
The inherent spread of a decent
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crossbow is measured in inches at 50
yards - the reason is in the story of
crossbow design.

The primary cause of inaccuracy in
self-bow shooting is the archer, and the
primary problem is the release of the
arrow. There are two basic schools of
release. That which is most common to
a Western reader is the three-finger or
"Mediterranean" release. In this, the
first three fingers of the right hand
draw back the string with the arrow
resting on the left side of the bow. The
difficulty arises because the fingers are
not strong enough to produce a good
sharp mechanical release. The second
schobl, familiar to Eastern archers, is
the "Mongol" lock (which predates
the Mongols by at least 2000 years).
Here, the right thumb hooks the string
and a combination of fingers hook over
the thumb. This is stronger and the
arrow comes off the right side of the
bow, but it is still not as crisp as the
release on any crossbow.

The crossbow is mechanical, and the
release is done exactly the same way
every time. This means the shooter can
aim with more confidence and
assurance of accuracy. Aiming a
crossbow is a joy in itself, because the
shooter merely raises the device to his
shoulder, looks along the top of the
arrow at the target, and pulls the
trigger. The arrow is delivered on
target, and with considerable punch.

Also, with a regular bow the draw
length ofthe bow and arrow are critical
to the shooting. The draw must be long
enough for the archer to be comfor-
table, and at the draw weights
necessary to kill, the bow must be long
also to spread the stress around so the
bow does not break. With a crossbow,
the draw depth is meaningless - a
mere six inches will do nicely. And
once cocked, the crossbow can be
carried already set to fire at any time.

Properly speaking the Chinese did
not "invent" the crossbow. It was
simply too good an idea not to be
discovered several times in several
places: 1050 BC in China, 400 BC in
Sicily, AD 500 in Constantinople, and
AD 900 in Western Europe. One
wonders why this magical device did
not supplant allbows, especially in the
military. And it did not.

Any decent blacksmith could build a
crossbow once he saw one, so it was
never a ouestion of how difficult thev
were to ctme by. Certainly there was
never any bow as precious as the
oriental composite bow that took
several years to make and was so
valuable it was handed down as an
heirloom rather than buried with its
owner.

The exact things which make the
crossbow so excellent for personal use
mitigated against its use as a military
weapon. A crossbow's advantage is

iine-of-sight firing. In olden times it
was possible to produce dense long-
range missile firre - using the self bow

- by arranging the archers in the
same deep formations as the spear-
armed infantry. It is a small thing to
train troops to volley fire against a
target they cannot even see at the call
of a captain. However, to do this long-
range fire at a captain's call requires
indirect shootine - and to do this with
a crossbow, thi archer must be as
skilled as the regular bow archer -directly contradicting the
crossbowman's advantage. On top of
this, the bow-archer can see and keep
track of his target, even when aiming
at a very high angle to loft the arrow a
good distance. The crossbowman ends
up with the crossbow in his way, im-
peding his sight. Furthermore, the
most effective way to use archery in
battle is to put your archers on
horseback, combining incredible speed
and maneuverability with excellent
frrepower. No crossbowman can match
thii - his arrow fatls off and he can't
cock the thing while in motion
anyway. In short, it took a little while
for the generals to discover methods to
make a crossbowman as effective as a
regular archer. As a weapon of hunting
and sport, the crossbow was ever
popular - but as a military device it
dehnitely had a few problems.

Now consider the design of the
crossbow. If you read the previous
article it would seem that the crossbow
has everything going for it in the way
of design. It is always small - so there
are fewer internal losses due to how
much bow one has to move around.
Still the bow is thicker than it would be
if it were bigger - thus, the internal
losses are greater and the additional
efficiency of the smaller size bow is
lost. The machine itself soaks uo
energy mostly in lriction between th-e

arrow, string and the stock. Finally,
from a practical standpoint, the fact
that a crossbow uses a special cocking
mechanism (instead of the muscle-
draw of the gieat sellbows) means that
cocking the weapon is slower.

But the bottom line here is knowing
that the crossbow is good - it causes
damage, but how much? Unlike the
bow, to my knowledge there is no great
body of information available on
crossbows tested by modern archers
with arrows of known characteristics.
With the regular bow we were able to
use given tests of bow performance
with some elementary math and
predict reasonable numbers about
bows shooting the common warhead
arrows of the ancient world.

However, for the crossbow the
parameters are somewhat simpler and
there is enough information that one
can make some good guesses about the
problems. For one, there is only one
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basic type of bolt - a heavy armor-
piercing point, although there are
other tests possible testing with
modified flight arrows. Two, there is
the initial velocity of the arrow to be
examined for purposes of drag
considerations. Three, noting the
point-blank range of the arrow..This
gives the maximum range from
sighting-down-the-arrow, as opposed
to lofting a shaft which requires the
experience and skill of a regular bow
archer. Finally, what is the bolt's abili-
ty to penetrate armor, once it arrives.

The problem with penetrating
armor is basically that the arrow must
arrive with about forty pounds of
energ-y at less than u 600 angle.
However, chain mail is a shot-box -the design precludes the arrow ever
deflecting and therefore the arrow need
only arrive to be dangerous (one
reason why chain was never very
popular in the East). Plate armor and
lamellar have similar characteristics in
their ability to deflect arrows, although
lamellar is much more flexible.

It is possible to conveniently arrange
all crossbows in history into 4 general
categories, according io performance.
Although there have been a plethora of
crossbow designs, there are really only
four types.

FIGURE 1.

miltmum

Crossbow III includes a bit more in
the way of the exotic. The stresses
become greater so construction tech-
niques must be better - and thus
more expensive. These crossbows are
cocked by the aid of a tool, the 'goats
prod' - a simple lever. It permits an
average person to cock a bow more
powerful than might be comfortable
without the lever-advantage.
However. the lever also means a
slower rate of fire, and this mitigated
against the use of the weapon
generally. This bow is typified by a
1SO-pound yew crossbow in the West,
a 125-pound composite stave in the
East, and is probably not in general
availability until the 13th century.

Gallway, for instance, was fond of
showing off with a 1200-pound pull
monster that weighed some 20 pounds
without ammunition - it was used
only from the walls of castles during
sreges.

It should be noted that armor
design, especially in Europe, paralleled
that area's discovery of the effect of
missiles on traditional armor. During
the Renaissance, armor sought to stop
arrow fire (and later, gunfire) by
becoming progressively thicker and
thicker, but to no real avail. As late as
the Spanish Conquest of Florida, the
Europeans were forced to stop wearing
armor when facing the Indians because
the arrows had little trouble defeating

pornL blank range
& ma. vs plate

md mum
flight

Crossbow I
Crossbow II
Crossbow II1
Crossbow IV

40 yds 95 yds
105 vds 153 yds
16l yds 195 yds
185 vds 225 yds

Crossbow I (see Figure 1) is a basic
light hunting weapon. It is cocked by
placing one's foot within the bow and
pushing until the string catches the
nut. It is also basically the crossbow
used, for instance, by William's troops
at Hastings. It is also similar in effect
to the famed Chinese repeating
crossbow (reallv a windlass-cranked
bow which'reoeatedlv cocks and firres a
lighter bow). The stave may be
expected to have a draw weight of
about 60 oounds and would be made of
yew or -rrlb...y.

Crossbow II is analasous to the
modern Wammo 80-pdund draw
crossbow. This is the clais of crossbow
most often used by warriors. Besides
the Wammo bow, which is an
aluminum allow, the class contains the
Western stirrup bow of yew (draw
weight about 90 pounds), and the
Turkic 80-pound composite crossbow.
This is probably the optimum upper
limit for a muscle-spanned bow.
Although there are people who can pull
greater weights, the problem is to do so
100 times in half an hour. This bow is
not bad, comparable (in Figure 1) to a
lot of good hand bows.

Spring '80

Again, a nice weapon, but slow.
Crossbow IV, the ultimate in field

crossbow performance, awaited the
technology that allowed a steel bow,
This did not occur until the late 14th
century in Europe, and even then was
never very popular. The mechanism
had to dea-l with enormous stresses
(making it expensive) and it had to be
cocked by a windlass arrangement
(which was slow). And when all that is
done, the energy loss (loss of
efficiency) was tremendous. The staves
were steel alloy and the draw weight of
the bow was between 400 and 600
pounds. Because of their excellent, ex-
pensive construction, and because of
their value, more of these weapons sur-
vive than those in the other categories,
but in their own time they were not the
most common.

There were heavier crossbows, but
these were in reality small siege
weapons, not hand weapons. Payne-

the effect of the arrow - and it was
simply not worth the extra weight.

In short, it should be clear from this
and the previous article that arrow
shooters - crossbowmen or handbow
archers - do more than the 1D6 that
most role-playing rules permit. Look
at the numbers, perhaps read some of
the sources, and decide if (and how)
you want to adjust your own games.
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Air screams around your ships as they enter the
atmosphere Missile-launchers f ire deaf eningly to port
and starboard while atmosphere-fighters drop in
shrieking dives from their hangers below Warriors,
trghtly clenching their weapons, check their pressure
suils one last time and climb in grim silence into their
landing shutt/es ln the distance five more heavy
cruisers of your empire are firing and unloading their
cargo, their hulls gleaming crimson in the light ol the
red sun above

fhls is not a drill. Already laser and missile fire
from the mile-wide guardian fortresses below have
turned the sky into an exploding nightmare of smoke,
Iire, and lragmented metal. Planes and shuttles twist
and dodge down towards a landscape rapidly
becoming an inferno of flame and radiation.

This is no mere raid For years your people had
explored nearby systems without violence, trading
technology to the primitive civilizations there in
exchange for raw materials. Some species had even
thought you gods.

Then you met the Aeratang Merciless, brutal,
they destroyed your exploring ships and began to
slaughter your colonies. But you found their home
planet and launched the greatest fleet your kind ever
built to carry the war to your enemy To light for your
very survival.

Will it be enough?

Starmaster is a correspondence game of galactic
exploration, diplomacy, and conquest allowing ior
interaction not only between each player and the
worlds of the galaxy, but between the players them-
se lves,

New players begin further out from the Galactic
Center than established players allowing them to
develop themselves among equals You may lead a
powerful reptilian race, carvrng out a vast empire of
colony and subject worlds; or perhaps an insectoid
species, engaged in a holy crusade to convert the
galaxy to the worship of their many-legged god.

As chosen ruler of your people, you must decide
what diplomatic and military policies will be followed
in order to lead your kind to dominance among the
sentient beings of the galaxy

The galaxies of StarMaster are a complete f antasy
environment of solar systems, with geographies rang-
ing from worlds near absolute zero to worlds where
rivers of molten tungsten bubble, with technologies
spanning from rock-throwing cave-dwellers to ad-
vanced Elder Races with near-godlike abilities.

Nor is the StarMaster environment limited in
terms of playing area There are multiple galaxies
allowing for extra-galactic invasions across the voids.
There are both natural and constructed gateways to
(and f rom!) other dimensions and parallel universes.

StarMaster is limitless in possibilites. bounded
only by imagination! lt is a game where, literally,
anything is possible.

StarMaster offers these features.
e Design your species as if you could have directed

evolution to this moment
. Design your homeworld in terms of temperature,

atmosphere, and mass
. Choose your government and social order-
. You decide the production for all worlds of your

empire, building colonizing ships, merchantmen,
warships, warriors, and fortresses

o Technology rncreases steadily, permitting faster,
larger ships, deadlier weapons, and scientific break-
th roug hs

The galaxies are dotted with the ruins of Elder civili-
zations lacking the strength to master the stars Can
you lead your world to greatness where so many
others fell short?

StarMaster may be entered for $10 00 which includes
the f irst three turns, a rule booklet, and all necessary
material (except return postage) Thereafter, turns are
$2 50 each, lf dissatisfied after the first turn, you may
return the material for a full refund A rule booklet
may be purchased separately for $3 50
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Benlah's Do-or-Die Puzzle Boom
A ONE.ROOM INTER.SYSTEM GAME MASTER'S DUNGEON

U R;ck Goodman

Renlak's Do-Or-Die Puzde Room is an
unusual GM dungeon for two rearcns. It
consists of only one basic room, and the
idea is not to defeat monsters, gain
treasure and exoerience - the delvers
simply must figure how to get out!
Characters (one, two, or three is sug-

S.rtd) are magically teleported into the
room. All weapons, dothing, gold and
magic items are left behind, and no magic
spells which could be cast by the characters
will be effective. Players have only their
wits with which to devise an escape.

Because there are no special attributes,
abilities or magic systems to deal with, this
is a truly all-system dungmn room. If your
garne system has the concept ofcharacters
adventuring, closed rooms, magic and
monsters, you can use this with virtually
no adaptation.

Because this is a ouzzle room. with onlv
one correct path to nrrvival, the Game
Master must be complelely fbmiliar with
the room's contents and the actions,
reactions, and cause/effect relationships of
the room's magics. It is suggested that the
prospective GM read the instmctiors
seueral times.

PLAYERS' INFORMATION
The following irrformation should be

made available to the pJayen at all times,
as well as the drawines of the room itself
(see the back cover). The quotes and in-
i..iptio.tr on the back cover are only those
which any c.ha-racter in the room can see

without setting off any faps or solving any
portion of the pr'.zls.
1) Door One has both a keyhole and
doorknob. Coiled around the knob is a
snake. Door has the inscription Scough Sat
Ssmoke.
2) Door Two. Ha-s neither keyhole nor
knob. Inscription on the door reaAs Take
nole! The to mi is C.
3) Door Three. Has keyhole and the
inscription You can only open mc when
you'ac Jound the on\ ke1.

4) Door Four. Keyhole and the inscrip
aon, Solou think2ou'ae hadyourfun,/ Bul
nou lour web is surely spun,/ Unless you
remember lhe ((smear)).
5) An empty goblet on the table: made
of silver, worth 500 GP. krscription
around the rim of the goblet reaAs, Water,
water eaerlwhers, nor any drop to drink.
6) A large eapphire worth 1000 GP,
with the golden inscription, Duration, one
hour.
7) A small golden gtatuette of a
humanoid holding a skeleton globe
overhead.
8) A rather tall wooden stool.
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9) Stone mummy statue.
10) Stone statue of a wraith. On the
floor in front of it is the inscription: What I

Jear is aer2 lragic/ Don'l touch me 'tilyou'ue
Jound the ((smear)).
11) Unlocked chest. The inscription
here reads: Dragon's Chest: Don't open
unless you mean business!
12) Stone Dragon in resting position.
13) Fountain about 2 feet deep, filled
with water. Visible underwater are
scattered 9 gold coins. In the center of the
fountain is a pedestal of stone.
14) Btazier of fire bolted to the top of
the pedestal in the center of the fountain.
The fire is lit.

GENERAL NOTES FOR THE GM
This room is 30 feet squrre utith a

l1-foot ceiling. The floor, walls and
ceiling are all made of a dark stone, blood-
stained in places. What the players may
see at all times is listed above, and is also
given on the ba& cover of the magazine
(you will pmbably wish to give them that
page to look at periodically).

All monsters are stone until touched..
The monsters do not have any type of
rating, armor dass, etc. - they simply
kill. Touching the statues makes them
come to life except aJtn they have served
their purpose. Once they have contributed
to the solution of the puzzle room, they
revert to stone permanently (except in the
case of the dragon).

The snale coiled around the knob of
L)oor One will hiss ttreateningly if
approached, but will never attack - it
only sewes as a due to the inscription upon
the door. It is only an observer and cannot
be killed, nor *ill it intervene in any way.

The golden stattre wlll "come to life"
when touched, and will introduce itself a.s

"Osca.r. " Oscar functions as the voice of
the Game Master. The statue is fiiendly
and relatively intelligent, and is happy to
converse with the draracters in the room.
He will not haphazardly give away infor-
mation on the room. If speciJically aslced,
he will giue 3 clues - no mone - and he
should not say how many dues he can give
until all 3 have been used.

Oscar will offer the following warning
(which is not to be cor:nted as a due, and
can be repeated as requested):

Be il knowt all things halc ree,

Jusl find uhal lhzl arc and lel lourselJ loosc.
Thosc uho miss llu cluzs to uar
Shall uuer, cun cscapc Jrom hue.
Skill and patieue arc a blessing,
You'll nol suruiu b1t ncrcj gwssing.
You who hau tfu lust to kill
Repenl nou! or lour blood uill be tfu nczt to spill
So: be bold, be braae, and beusre -And escape alioe, f ltou dtre!

Oscar has a special power which should
not be revealed to the players: he can rein-
camate drarzcterc killed rz the room.
There must still be some penalty (to be
determined by the GM) attached to error
and/or inaction leading to death. This
should not be exhemely severe, however,
because draracters may die several tirnes
before solving the ptvile. (see the
Playtesters' Notes at the end of this
dungeon for comments and suggestions
along this line).

Afier reincarnation tales place, the
room returns to its original state. Thrs
allows the adventure to continue when it
would be impossible otherwise. The
characters will have learned some of the
correct actions, but will have the frus-
ftation of having to do them all over again.

The uater in thefountain is magbal,
and to touch it it *ry painful. Prc-
longed contact (more than a second or two)
is impossible. The draracter will be forced
away as if touciing a live wire. Contact
automatically causes the loss of half of the
toucher's constitutional attribute, and a
second contact causes death. To reach the
gold coins, the water must be rcmoved in
the proper fashion. Although the water is
harmfrrt to draracters, it does not affect the
monstem or objects in the room.

To get thc playrs started, the fire in
the brazier starts heating up the room
oeryfast. In a total of 2 turns, the heat will
kill the occupants of the room.

Everything in the room has a magic
shell zurrounding it, making it indestuc-
tible, and in the case of the chest, statues
and table, unmovable.

GAME MASTER'S GUIDE TO
SOLVING TIJE PUZZLE

l. Thc first step is to douse the fire
before the roorn gets too hot and eoeryone
dies. Tlte prop€r way to do this is to take
the stool (taller than the water level in the
fountain) and place it inside the fountain.
A draracter stands on the stool and scoops
water into the brazier, using the goblet to
avoid touching the water.

The fire in the brazier raz be put out by
splashing water into the fire with cupped
hands - but the character doing this risks
the results of touching the water.
However, unless he is on the stool and
therefore capable of looking into the
brazier's bowl, the .irg *iI nol be found.

If the draracter tries to balance on the
narrow rim of the fbuntain, he or she will
probably fall in. Total immersion in the
fountain is imrndiately fatal.

2. Wlwn the fire is put out, the room

J/



Figure l. Game Master's Map

becomes completely dark. The sapphire
on the table will become visible because it
will start to glow ueryt faintlt in the
darkness. If a character has gotten onto the
stool to put out the fre, *raicharacter will
also see a ring glowing faintly in the coals.

a) When the jeuel is touched, it
will light up, glo,i'rng brightly. This is
necesury to see or function in the room.
As the inscription states, the light will last
one hour only. The jewel rn'ill not light up
if the room is still lit by the fire.

b) If the ing in the coals is found,
it can safely be taken from the brazier; it is
not hot. It must be put on by a character

- and so discovered that the ring detects

magic. Almost everything in the room
emarates magic, but the character wearing
the ring will also detect magic coming lrom
the southeast comer of the room (lower
right on the map), between the wall and
the table.

If the ring is wom by a single person
for more than 3 turns, it will put the
draracter into a death-like sleeo for 1-6
tums (roll one die).

3) In the southeast corr.er uhere the
ing-uearer detects magic, a small
secret compartment can be found. It is
easy to open, but only the ring will locate
the exact spot for the characters. In the
compa-rtrnent is a magic wand. The ring
indicates the wand is powerfirl magic.

4) The uand is to be used against the
uraith. (None of the other monsters a.re

bothered bv it.) The wraith must be
touched by'hand first to bring it to life,
then shown the wand. fThe smeared word
is "magic".)

For the first combat turn the wraith will
not attack, but will concea.l its fear of the
wand (which causes it extreme pain).
Thercafter, the wraith will be openly ter-
rified of the wand. r/Vhen threatened with
the wand, the wraith will oller to give
"something of va.lue" in return for the
destructioriof the wand. If his offer is ac-
cepted, he will give a hidden amulet to the
characters.

Although the wraith is terified of the
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wand. it will not vield the amulet until the
characters agrce to destroy (break) the
wand. The amulet curnot be taken by
force, and the wraith cannot be ordered or
forced to do anything the holder of the
wand would not do.

Figure 2. Amulet

5) On the back of the amulet is the in-
sciption "Place high. " (Figure 2.) The
correct action is for the players to put the
amulet into the brazier. This will cause the
brazier to burst into flame again, emitting
no heat but a great deal of greenish-yellow
smoke. The room will fill with smoke in
ffieen minutes, killing the occupants. This
fire cannot be extinguished by the water in
the fountain.

6) To dissipate the smolee, the players
should follow the inscription on Door One
(Cough At Smoke). \4{hen this is done, the
door will open, dissipating the smoke. The
fue will cease to emit the smoke, but will
continue to bum.

7) Behind Door One is a 10' x 10'
roont. fnside there is a solid stone
pedestal upon uthich is an unlit torch.
On the pedestal is the inscription:

He uho fears the fire mosl
As vou'll find has much to boasl

- ITurrv -
(see Figure 3) The tor.tr *itt stay lit for a
: -x,mum of 2 turns.

Figure 3. Pedestal utith Torch

B) The torch must be lit at the brazier.
The character should stand on the stool
again. Then, the mummy should be
touched to bring it to life. (Being stone , it
cannot be harmed by merely torching it
before it is brought to life.)

Once alive, the mumrny will appear
shiny, not like a regular mummy at all,
and will laugh tauntingly at the c-haracters:

"Ha Ha, you cal't hurt me because I
don't burn!" It will not attack or advalce
as long as the torch is in hand and ht.
When threatened, it will retreat but con-
tinue to taunt the characters.

The mummy must be backed into a
corner and torched utith the torch. It
will not burn - because it is made of a
hard wax and will melt when exposed to
the direct heat of the torch.

9) Inside the mummy's melted re-
mains utill be found a glass flute with
three fingerholes. (Figure 4.) One
frngerhole has a bird design next to it, one
has a fish design, and one hps what looks
like a snake or worrn. (These designs in-
dicate air for the bird, earth for the snake,
and water - dle ('Sea" 

Or "C" - for the
fish.) The "C" note must be played
(holding all the other notes dosed off) in
fiont of Door Two.

Figure 4. Glass Flute

lr'*'6 5,.Ed-4X- ., 1 nr\ -/

10) When the flute is sounded at
Door Tuto, that door utill open. T\e
room behind the door is all polished white
marble, 10' square, and it appears to be
empty. About 6' high in the center of the
nrom is a small invisible chest, hung in
midair. It can be pulled down, once found,
and when opened the contents are easily
visible. The chest is not (and cannot be)
locked. Inside, there are two things:

a) An ordinary key with the head
made into the strape "only" (see Figure 5).
This key opens Door Three.

b) A beautifully jeuelled, gold-
bloded dagger (worth 75 GP) with the
word "Skeleton" on it. (Figure 6.)

Figure 6. "Skeleton" dagger

Figure 5. The "Only" Key

.,HE WHO FEARS THE FIRE MA'T
AS YOU'LL FIND I{AS MUCII T'O

Sorcerer's Apprentice



11)The "Orly" key will open this door
into Room Three. Zids room is extreme-
ly magica\ and onlt one character may
enter at a time. The room is dimly lit
from a source not visible to the c_baracter

room, a doppleganger exactly like him/her
appea$ from the opposite side and mimics
his/her actions precis e\.

In the exact center of the room is a low
pedestal upon which is a small, narrow-
neck vase with a screwed-on lid. In the cor-
ner of the room nea.r the ciaracter's door
(and thereby reflected as a duplicate on the
doppleganger's side of the room) is an
alcohol lamp and a bowl of water on a
taller stand.

Inside the vase is a powder the charac-

together is if the character raises or lowers
the vase - however, it still cannot be
moved from the center of the room. The
vase is unbreakable. The character cannot
cross into the doppleganger's side of the
roorn @eing unable to pass through it).

The correct action is to light'the
alco.hol burner (from the braziir in the
matn roo
the same.
under the
boil, creating enough steam to fog all the
mirror-like walls. The mirrors camot then
"create" the dopplegaager since they can-
not rellecl any image, and the character is
lree to ca-rry the vase out the door.

-aredinto the

:tari.. and all the water *ilt:i:
r:;',-:.: r.he fountain dry. The draracters

Spring'80

Figure 7. Leuers

M

players lry to take his neasure after solvine
the room - at which time he will come tJ
ljfe o.nce again, kiling everyone outright.
(And probably Oscar- would zot reindar-

is a 20' scluar€ room. There is a blank door
and, near it, eight levers as described
below. As soon us the door opens, Oscar
speaks, salng:

You.must hurry nou, for the portal will
soon close foreuer! Beuaie and be aware of
the inscription! "

Oscar refers to the fact that Door Four will
dose permanently in one turn, or when all
members of the party are in the room
behind Door Four. The missine word in
the inscription is "skeleton" - 

"und ,.f.r,
to the gold-bladed knife acting as c_lue and
reminder.

15) Near the blank door inside Room
Four are S leaers, of which 5 are marked
with letters (the other three were marked,
but the markings have been .-"-.d
away). (See Fizure 7).

\4/hen the d-oor closes, a voice frlls the
room, saying:

You must pull the leuers in correct
sequence, or die a red death as many haue
before. You haue 15 minules.

The correct action is to refer to the
knife. The letters under the levers arc the

If the levers are pulled in the correct

"*"l.lo.spell out "Skeleton," a red ga.s
will fill *re room - but wtll not kil he

PLAYTESTERS' NOTES

Obviously, sommne girod at "spotting Traps" wi.ll
find them everywhere. You cu assuire that these

have their
excessively
they're in-
d unfair to
lmation!

-Lz DanJonh
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DOOR ONE

DOOR THREE

DOOR TWO

DURATION:
One Hour

" Iil ater, W at er Eu ery u.t h ere,
Nor Any Drop To Drink."

WRAITIT
"What I fear
is uery tragic;

Don't touch me
'til you'ue found

the ((smear))

DRAGON'S CIIES'I
"Don't open unless

you mean business!"

DOOR FOUR


