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WORDS FROM THE WOOD

Ahh, it's football season once again, and here in Florida, land of the
Dolphins, that means one thing--}immy Johnson!! That's right, His Royal Hairdo
has brought his court to South Florida and we're all expecting major miracles. [
mean, he IS Jimmy Johnson. Who cares if the Dolphins offensive line got beat by
the Nursing Home All Stars? Or corners who can't cover a bed? Or linebackers
who run the 40 in a little under a decade? WE HAVE HMMY JOHNSON!!! That
alone is enough to cause the opponents to capitulate on the spot. So watch out--
JYimmy's coming your way!

We at GSI want you all to know that the new Fourth Age scenario is
proceeding at a vigorous pace. The game should be ready for release to the
public around late September/early October. A press release has been included
in this month's issue, as well as a time line leading up to the period in which the
game takes place. Registrations are now being accepted, so if you are interested,
you should let us know. Flyers are being sent out with all of cur turns which
have a handy order form--you can use these easy to use order forms to register
today! Since the game allows you to design your own nation, nation design
sheets will be sent out 1o those who have registered as soon as we are ready (o
release the game. Now you can sel up your nation exactly the way YOU want it
to be. So get those registrations in soon!

Speaking of the Fourth Age, the new scenaric was a subject of great
discussion at our GenCon seminars. There were a number of playtesters in
attendance and they were very enthusiastic about the game. Another special
point of note about GenCon--Cliff Yahnke, a player in many games of ME-PBM,
played in the national tournament for Middle-earth: The Wizards® card game and
placed second! He almost placed first but the urnfortunate demise of his wizard
took him out of the final contention. He did win a uip to England to participate in
the World Championship, however, 50 we wish him all the luck!!

Now for some new email changes--effective, 9/1/96, GSI will begin making
a special "emailing" for all 1-week all-email games - on turn #1. This emailing
will advise all players of what the email addresses are for each of the other
players in the game. But, it will not reveal which email address goes with which
player, nor with which nation. This will allow the players to remain fairly
anonymous (should they wish) and yet also allow for more interaction between
the players in email games - without the need for 3x5 cards!

Effective, 9/1/96, GSI will extend the turn due date deadline for all 1-
week all-email games to include the morning of the due date. However, there
will be the normal $2 charge for such last-minute email submissions (same as
for last-minute faxes) AND the email must be sent to our GSI@ELINK.NET
address. Email sent to AOL and CIS will not be checked early and thus last-
minute email submissions sent to these addresses may arrive too late. Email sent
to AOL and CIS should continue to be sent so as to arrive at Jeast ) business day
before the posted due date. PLEASE NOTE THESE CHANGES ONLY "APPLY TO ALL
EMAITL. GAMES--THEY DO NOT APPLY TO ANY OTHER GAMES!!!!

Those of you who have checked oul onr Web page shouid go back around
in a couple of weeks. We will be adding a new batch of articies to the Web page
as well as information on the Fourth Age scenario. If you haven't checked out
our Web page, you should take a look. It has information on the different nations
in both scenarios, reviews, past Whispers articles and much, much more. The
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GAME 103

Aaaackk! I'm infested with Free!
Alyria, Bondan, Killian, Raist, Amroth,
Minastir, T'Sarriel, Tharudan,
RBethlissien, Calendiriel, Culuriel,
Hithmorion, Sulmith, Vagorian, Frillo...
gosh, the numbers are down this turn.
It's a sad day for Sauron when there
are sixteen Free cities and major towns
on the Fire King map. You'd never
guess I'm the last Dark Servant, would
you?

Rhys

GAME 178

Abh, at last, away from stuffy
old Mordor! I have decided to spend
the summer in the North. There are
Reople to kill, places to rob, and towns
to burn!

Sneaker (16)

GAME 181

Was that a BIG dragon that the
Cardolans had? Did he eat that Clond
Lord army? Not too many places left
to hide. The Corsairs are windless.
Only the wastelands for the CL. The
free come for you Lanaigh.

Cardolan

GAME 195

Its so nice to see the tables turn
on the back stabbers. Only time will
tell if a lesson is learned.

Khamul
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1 like the way that I make you
itch

And all the reasons 1 give you
to b***h

And how 1 make you wanna
scream in pain

And feel your life is just a
LOSING GAME

I like the way that you let me in
The way you look when the

walls cave in

1 like the way that your stomach
knois

And how you cry for it all to stop

I like the way that you fool
yourself

And make believe there's

nobody else

I like the way that you stand in
line

And beg salvation from the
empiy skies

Here comes the RECKONING DAY

I like the things that you try

to fake

And your face when I see you
break

And that you say you will pray
for me

You realize vou are prey for me

I like the way you stay on

attack

No matter what, I keep coming

back

And how you y to hold me

down

But you end up driven to the

ground.

Megadeth

To the Liars and Connivers, you
know who you are. See you in the
next one. Cheers to my Allies,
congratulations to vou all. You made

this one of the best and strangest
games ever, For sure we made
history. And though you had 1o leave
awhile ago, I give thanks to my friend,
Lee. We've got each others back,

GAME 201

The forces of the Dark Lord are
few and ragged. Scon the fast shall be
vanquished. Let ws not now lose sight
of our objective. We must push on
until final victory is achieved!

Celdrahil
King of Gondor

GAME 205

One little, two little, three little
Noldo! Three little Noldo gravestones!
Qrillion Darkblade

GAME 215

This is not the end,

This is not the beginning

of the end,

It is however-

the end of the beginning’
Sir Psycho
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To All Nazgul and Corsairs:

Don't knock yourselves over
patting each other on the back for
what you believe to be a brilliant
military campaign. Even compiete
morons can achieve the upper hand
when 5 FP nations drop on turn 2.

A baltle weary, but determined FP

GAME 216

Uvatha chuckled. Over 2000
Eothraim lancers dead, leaving half of
his army alive and clamoring for more!
Now Gaerdae's smail army would die-
and unless Gaerdae had a powerful
ally, the town ahead would shortly be
Uvatha's village! Indeed. a special
treat awaited the elves. for Uvatha's

ancient ally, Uruial, had his own scores
to settle here,.,
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My treasury appears
developed a leak!
(25)

to have

GAME 218

The dark still makes its
desperate pleas to bring allies to their
side. Alas, they are too late. They
have threatened and bumbled their
way through this war, alienating every
neutral. The dark cannot last much
longer.

GAME 22§

Brotha did ya forget ya name
Did ya lose it on the wall
Playin tic-tac-toe
Yo, check the diagonal
Three brothers gone
Come on
Doesn't that make three in a row
Anger is a gift
FREEDOM...
Rage of "The Prophet”
P.S. Don't mess with the clergy!

GAME 222

[ believe it is time I moved
south. The air is unpleasantly fresh,
the woods an unsightly green and the
locals always seem to be carrying
torches when they visit.

Khamil (12}
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Hmmm, time to
someocne’s parade.
Cloudshape (14)

rain on

GAME 228

Will the mighty armies of the
Free Peoples Liberated Front conquer
Mordor? Or will they be stopped at
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Morannon? Only time will tell, 15 vs.
4 is an awesome challenge for even
the stoutest of nations. The test is at
hand!

Orillion Darkblade

GAME. 230

War Bulletin

Announcing the third batile of
Osgiliath. Will there be a fourth? It's
the Fire King's turn- again. Will
Grasty's huge army appear on time?
No. That army has already made their
final appearance,

Chronicler of North Gondor

EXEEREFRREERREREERES

Welcome to Osgiliath,

Lords of Fire and of Ice, come
and taste the Gondor's wrath. Eat
some gall and pick your lice.

Chronicles of North Gondor

GAME 231

Women (even Nazgil) don't
belong on the front. Sauren should of
Known better. One more DS nation
destroyed.

1 Pig
P.8. If we can only improve the
market? Rhys? Well how about a
little inflation?

wkkkkkkkkkkk kR RR

Somehow devouring the
Northmen around Rhiin isn't going too
well, eh Uvatha? Eleven turns and
only Rhubar and Dilgul to show for it
despite Blind Sorcerer support. You're
sans fleet, and I'm moving against
both...

Rhys
P.5. Influencing Lest, an upnfortified
town. is particularly brilliant. Gosh, 1
wonder if my armies can get there
once it falls?

GAME 237

Greenwood has awakened and
set forth hordes of irritating
munchkins to torment all Mordorians.
The tactic-free mind of the Witch King
has proved to be amusing. Meanwhile
the Dragon Lord, polite as he may be,
is almost out of time. He siepped in a
nest of little bearded guys and now
has run back to his cave to recover.
Unfortunately his hdme has been
infested and he's all owt of Dwarf-off!!

Orillion Darkblade

ek o ol o o o

Dear Mr. Dwar,

You have once again failed to
pay your neighborhood insurance fees
and I am forced to remove you frem
the umbrella of my protection. 1 would
suggest you imstall fire sprinklers!

Da Godfather (6}

200 20 ol e o o ol ol e ok ok ol ol ok o o o ok

Report to the Council:

Sirs, we have taken Mt.
Gundabad and Kala Duulakarth, and
have retaken Carad Gatadhon. Qur
armies even now attack Dol Guldur. To
the West all the Witch-king population
centers and Goblin-Gate have fallen,
except for Carn Dum and Mt Gram,
which should fall this fortnight. The
Dark Servant armies have been driven
from Greenwood and westwards. To
the south Morannon and Durthang lay
in ashes, We have done well in our
first four months, but we must
continue the attack te achieve final
victory.

Lord Darklighter (1)

GAME 239

I'm not mad. I'm not upset. I
am ticked to no ends. I plan to slowly
torture every pointy ear freak on the
planet. And Ted Bundy will lead the
sirike.

Famine

$

GAME 241

Let this be your answer foul filth
of the north. You want us to ally with
you but you treat us as children and
slaves. With no promise of aid or
incentives of gain, you would expect us
to conquer all the armies of the free
for you! For this insult to the nation
and honor; of Rhudaur there can be
only one answer. We will bhave our
reward, we will take it from the
burning towns and villages that claim
Mourazor their overlord.

By the way, you have bitten off
more than you can chew. As we gnaw
at your soft underbelly, watch what
will bhappen to your armies in the
west. Can you say, "Bye, Bye?"

e o o oo o o o o

Lengthening shadows played
across the devastation on the
battleground as the sun sank toward
the western mountains. Trolls picked
their way among the fallen, scavenging
what they may, as a group of goblins
made sport with the remains of
Hathaldir's head; several mages were
healing wounds; and close by, orcs
under the command of Captain Uklurg
readied for the assault on Minas Ithil

From behind a huge boulder
stepped a taitered, wet, vigorous
Vinyaran, commander of the now
vanquished North Gondorian army. In
defiance born of grief for his lost
comrades, Vinyaran shouted out a
challenge to the Fire King's forces.
Skargnakh came forward to accept the
challenge carrying the mace called
Ongrum, still glowing from battle. As
soldiers gathered into an enclosing
ring, those closest calculated the odds
at roughly even. The combatants
warily circled each other and with
defiant yells rushed together wielding
their weapons of destruction. A long
and protracted battle ensued, during
which neither warrior was able to
fatally wound the other, although
many a mighty blow landed on boih

men. In a sudden flurry of feints,
disengages and thrusts, Vinyaran
sensed an opening and drove his
weapon into Skargnakh's body, killing
him instantly. Shocked silence fell over
the gathered crowd and it was evident
that Vinyaran had also suffered
grievous bloody wounds in the fight.
Shrieks of rage and cries of revenge
erupted as the circle closed upon
Vinyaran.

"Hold!" The command was given
in a voice 3o quiet that one standing
nearby should not have been able to
hear it over the din. Yet so franght
with terrible authority that it bore iato
every mind, freezing every creature in
its tracks. The crowd parted like a
flowing, living curtain as Ren the
Unclean effortlessly glided through
with Captain Uklurg striding by his
side. The Nazgll recovered Ongrum
from the still clutching hand of
Skargnakh and delivered it to Uklurg,
Turning a cold, despising gaze upon
Vinyaran, Rer spoke in sibilant tones.

"It seems you have pressed your
challenge after all. Skargnakh accepted
and we shall honor that, though I
would that [ had been at hand, as you
would have joined your miserable
lackeys in death. None here shall
bother you for mow, but go while you
can. If I find you after we have taken
Minas Ithil, you will beg for death ere
I am finished."

With that, the Nazg{il turned and
swept back through the gathered
throng of human and non-human,
drawing his minions with him.
Vinyaran was left alone in the shadow
of the boulder he was leaning on for
support. He rested for a brief while,
gathering his strength. From across the
valley came the sounds of combat.

The forces of the Fire King waged
a victorious campaign for possession of
Minas Ithil in the ‘dwindling late
afternoon hours. The local militia was
quickly and ruthlessly overcome and
the new (own saw the slaughter of
many loyalists. The fortifications were
overrur  but not destroyed and  the
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remaining populace greeted their new
masters with greatly varying degrees
of enthusiasm.

Once he had satisfied himself
that all open resistance had been
crushed, Ren returned teo the
battlefield in search of Vinyaran. After
vainly searching among the dead, Ren
lifted his gaze to the Western
mountains. “"Skargnakh must go
unavenged for now, but we shall meet
again for a final time."

Toiling up the mountain,
Vinyaran was filled with sudden cold
dread. Making his way over to a
protected outcrop of rock and looking
down into the valley below, he saw the
lone dark figure of the Nazgidl turn and
return to Minas Ithil. Vinyaran took
advantage of the protecting rocks to
rest and, after a time, was roused by a
distant rumbling. Across the valley he
saw a great army leaving Mordor,
headed toward Gondor. In the last
fading light of day, the banners of the
Cloud Lord were just discernible.
Despair welled up within Vinyaran. He
knew it was not possible to reach
Osgiliath in time to warn them of their
peril.

After total darkness had fallen
and Vinyaran continued his uvpward
climb, he became aware for the first
time since his battle with Skargnakh,
that he no longer carried with him the
Palantir of Osgiliath. The rocks echoed
his cry of anguish as he went on with
the burden of yet another defeat.

The inhabitants of Minas Ithil
were up well into the night as the

soldiers celebrated their victory. A
particularly disagreeable looking
goblin, wearing a much too large

Gondorian helm, stumbled into The
Silver Chalice. The tavern was bursting
at the seams and the linle goblin had
great difficulty pressing his way
through the crowd for 2 mug of mead.
A raucous trio of trolis staggering
toward the door knocked the goblin off
his feet and under a table.

When lzzug, for that was his

name, gathered his senses. he noticed

with some consolation that the long
table he laid under ran the length of
the room. He crawled around and over
feet and heavy boots to the wall and
then slid along the wall till he came 1o
a curtained doorway. A serving wench
passed through just then, affording
Izzng a glance at a Jaden table around
which many officers were seated. The
curtain was just closing as a cloaked
figure slipped throuwgh from the main
roO0m,

A large orc looked up from the
table. "Ho, Nazog, there is room here
by us. What skulking has kept you so
late from our revels?"

The agent, a close associate of
Commander Uklurg, produced a
shining gold object bedecked with
jewels from a large pouch bpnder his
cloak. It was in the shape of an open
sided pyramid with a crystal sphere
suspended by no visible means in its
center. As the sphere slowly rotated,
glowing mists of various colors swirled
within.

Nazog smiled at his companions'
stunned silence. His eyes narrowed
and shone a dark red. "Tomosrow I
return to Barad Ungol to umnlock the
secrets of the Palantir.”

Rheo
Chronicles of the Third Age

GAME 242

At last... a noisy game with
people that have big mouths, pens, and
imaginations.  Warning: I make as
much noise as you do!

GAME 245

Attention Middle-Earth
shoppers, we have a wonderful
selection of Dark Servants up on the
chopping block. Come pick yours
before they are all gone.

The mighty, mighty Free

FEREFEERREFE RN ERRE
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All the Eothraimn have gone to
war!!  Leaving only children to guard
the walls... that's when the dragon
came for dinner,

Orillion Darkblade

GAME 247

Haradwaith said what about my
mother? Bring me his head!
Sir Psycho

Middle-earch™ PBM
circa 295Q

GAME 25

"Oh Father, what am [ to do
now? All our allies are gone, the dark
ones swarm towards us like flies.
Shali T fight to the last man to save the
land? Or should we join our brethren
over the western seas? Help me
father, | need your gnidance."

Glorfindel looked to the stars,
saw a falling star streaking towards
the west and knew that he would
follow.

GAME 26

The Free Peoples are winning the
war for Rhiin. What is our prize?
Camps and Ruins of what was once a
beautiful place. Mordor has been
breached and Harondor is in flames,
We look forward to Autumn.

Zarendarger

GAME 33

Come on Freeps. Not bad but if
you want to put us out you'll have to
do a littte better. See ya on the barle
field or in the shadows. Till the end.

Stormbringer

GAME, 48

Te All Dark Servants:
Hide in the shadows
Tremble in fear
Be it known
Stormbringer's there

GAME 49

Does our nation actually have
any other allies in this fight, or have
you run to hide amongst the forests
and fields? If you simply wish to quit,
then do so, otherwise 2 word from you
would go 2 long way for us all.

Aragorn of the Diinadan

GAME 30

Hey Southern Gondor I haven®t
heard any boasis lately. Are things
not going so well? Ovatha did you
thank the Freeps for influencing your
bad decision? Do you think any of
them are in a position to help
themselves let alone you. You will see
the error of your ways while curfews
run you into the dirt.

Stormbringer
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BAIT
By
Ieffery A. Dobberpuhl

Silverleaf awoke from his daydream as if cold water had been dumped on
him. His breath came in fits and his body was caked in sweal. The daydream
was the same one he'd had befere. He'd been tracking a hideous goblin through
the woods when suddenly the goblin's trail was lost. All is calm. The forest is
unnaturally still; at least there should be birds chirping, leaves rustling. But
now, nothing. Then, without warning, the goblin leaps from behind a tree and
slams an axe into Silverleaf's skull. But that horrible image is not what breaks
his trance. It is the goblin's hideous voice shouting "You die, elf!”

The problem for Silverleaf was that he actually was tracking a goblin
through the woods, His quarry was an enormous brute riding an equally
enormous wolf. No matter that Silverleaf had caught glimpses of the goblin
through the trees; no matter that in the soft forest floor the wolf's paws left
tracks a even blind elf could foliow. Silverleaf could not cawh the goblin. This
chase had already gone on for two days. During that time, Silverleaf caught
himself slipping into the cursed vision again and again, awakening only to "You
die, elf!l”

Normally, when elves and goblins pass each other in the woods, their
hatred for each other consumes them. They fight: one or both dies. But this
goblin refused te face his tracker. Surely, he could not be unaware of Silverleaf’s
presence.  Perhaps, more than his instinctive hatred of goblins could, curiosity
over the goblin's strange behavior, combined with a need to be free of the
daydream, compelled the elf to continue eon; 1o pursue his elusive foe to this
encounter's ultimate resclution.

The sun began to set or the second day of tracking the goblin. Silverleaf
was becoming worried. He had never before been to this part of the woods.
They were getting close to where the woods wouid stop, apd the dark, grim
mouentains would begin. Elves seldom, if ever, travel to the mountains. This was
partly because the mountains contained nothing the elves could not barter for or
obtain elsewhere. It was also partly because the mountains were difficult 1o
cross, even for the nimbie elves. But, even if the elves would not admit it, they
did not visit the mountains mostly because of the nasty, terrible things lurking
in their caves, things best left undisturbed.

Silverleaf paused by a large oak and pondered what he should do. His
dilemma was a two-edged sword. On one side of the blade, the goblin was
moving towards a goal. Whatever mischief he was up to undoubtedly needed to
be stopped. But the other side of the blade cut an equally deep swath of reason.
The mountains were uncomfortably close and there was no guarantee Silverleaf
would survive the encounter, Besides, the goblin's "mission” probably was
nothing more sinister than just heading back to its warren.

Silverleaf counsidered his choices and neither seemed the best course of
action. His mind was clouded. It was as if there was something amiss. Then it
struck him, The wolf tracks stopped at the roots of the oak with no signs of
continued passage.

Silverleaf slowly pulled his enchanted sword from its sheath. The sword
bummed with power as its magic-runed blade caught the evening sun. His eyes
darted left, then right, searching for danger. A slight rusiling from behind was
all the warning the elf had. He whirled, bringing his sword up just in time to
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stop an axe from cleaving his ribcage. Before him stood his prey. Before him
was the goblin.

It was a massive, foul creature: all muscle. A blood-stained chainmail vest
over a crude animal skin shirt covered his chest; his skull was adorned by an
ijron helmet with the horns of a hideous beast imbedded in it. The goblin
wielded a mighty, iron axe in each of its brick-like fists. One axe had just
clashed against Silverleaf's sword as the other swung at Silverleaf's head.

"You die, Eift” shouted the goblin.

“Not today, defiler!" Silverleaf spat back, and with a blindingly fast twist of
the wrist, pulled his sword up and blocked the axe stroke. The magic of the
sword absorbed the force of the blow. The goblin grinned an evil grin and took
one step back.

“You are clever, elf, and lucky,” grunted the goblin, "but also feolish. You
should have not followed me on my fishing trip. You should have stayed at
home eating berries and making more elves for me to kill on a different day.”

Silverleaf sneered at the goblin. “"You are the foolish one. 1 was just
thinking that I should head home and leave you alone. You have sealed your
fate. However, | cannot let you live and so we must fight 1o UNGH!"

Silverleaf was flat on his face, the wind completely knocked out of him. It
felt like a wine barrel had been dropped onto his back. He wondered why he
could barely see, and there was dirt in his mouth. Then he realized that while
he was talking o the goblin, the wolf had somehow gotten behind him and
slammed full speed into his back. Incredibly, the wolf was just sitting on him.
He felt his magic sword being kicked out of his hand. Stunned as he was,
Silverleaf could not even struggle as the goblin tied him up.

The goblin tossed the dazed elf onto the wolf's back as if the elf's were
nothing more than a bedroll.

"Who are you? What do you want of me?" gasped Silverleaf.

The wolf snorted a "whuf", the goblin said nothing.

"I said, what do you want of me?" Silverleaf demanded as he got his wind
back.

The goblin glanced over his shoulder. "You're bait.”

"What?"

"Bait. When you go fishing, you need the right bait. For perch, you need
worms. For pike, you need perch. For gruska, you need pike."

"So what does that have to do with me?"

"For dragons, you need elf."

“That's insane!”

"You mean that's something you wouldn't do. I've been trolling these
woods for a week trying to get an elf to follow me. I'd have caught you sooner,
but I didn't want to cart you all the way to the mountains.” Having said all he
was going 1o say, the goblin cut off further debate by conking Silverleaf on the
skull with the flat of his axe, knocking the elf unconscicus.

Stowly, and painfully, Silverleaf came to his senses. He hurt. He felt like
he had been tossed off a cliff. head first. He tried 1o move, and found it curious
that he could not. He opened his eyes. It was night and he was tied to an oak
tree in front of a large, dark eave. Then he remembered everything that had
happened and was afraid. Something moved inside the cave. He heard a snort
and a sniff from the darkness, and then a scuffling noise, like giant fish scales on
granite. Silverleaf stared. unbelieving, inte the mouth of the cave. The wolf was
nowhere around: but there, sitting on the top of the cave, was the geblin! It kind
of made sense in a crazy sort of way. The night breeze was blowing Silverleaf's
scent into the cave, and carrying the goblin's further up the mountain.
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The scraping grew louder. Two yellow strips of light appeared in the cave
air; the eyes of the dragon catching the moonlight. A single, ivory claw, as big
as Silverleaf's leg, emerged from the cave. Then the entire dragon, impossibly
fast, was out of the cave and barreling towards the elf. Silverleaf barely caught
a glimpse of its onyx scales as the goblin leaped onte the dragon’s back.

For the rest of his days, Silverleaf never did recall the details of the fight.
It was too brutal, too ferocious. At one point, the dragon's tdil smashed into the
tree, missing the elf by a hand's width, snapping the wrunk. Silverleaf somehow
slid the ropes free of the shattered tree trunk, alive and free only by a miracle,
Then, just as the elf had worked himself free, the fight was over. The dragon
was dead. Silverleaf stared at the goblin, bloedied, battered, but very alive.

"(Get out of here elf. I don't need you any more. I'm still going fishing, an
now I've got the bait I need.”

Silverleaf's courage was replaced by madness. He would not , could not
stay to see what prey a goblin needed a dead dragon to fish for. Instead,
consumed with fear, he ran away. He was not worried about daydreams
anymore. The reality was far, far worse.

i Reieh thisi viand.Cogrdiaats
in Strategy Wargaming

When 1 first started playing a certain other fantasy wargame over 15
years ago, the plan was simple. 'There they are! Get 'em.’ The hack-and-slash
method worked beautifully. Simple right? Wrong. However, it opened up a
new avenue of ideas and possibilities. Even now I still enjoy running off on a
wild tangent and creating mayhem (while listening to my party members
scream ‘You're gonna get killed),’ or the ever popular Homer Simpson expression
"Doh!%

- All through every genre of game I've played from space starship combat to
vampire politics has had basic factors of success that are nothing more than
common sense. Most revolve directly around the fact that relationships with
other players in the same game will directly influence the degree of goals
attained. So, here are some points to ponder.

L GET AS MANY GOALS ACCOMPLISHED WITH ONE TASK AS POSSIBLE.

Hire army, move army, attack town. Easy logical progression. This is one
of the earliest lessons I learned as a strategy gamer. If a player can recruit, gain
power, resources, money, points, and defeat his enemy all in one swoop, go for it.
Should you be coordinating with someone and need to transfer them gold (as an
example) instead of simply transferring it, have that nation come steal it. This
goes for amything. The faster you can gain experience and strength over your
enemy, the farther ahead you'll be in the end.

II. PREDICTARBILITY IS THE ENEMY'S TOOL.

Many times 1 have gone to gaming sessions to play against very intelligent
and clever people only to see no originality and the same dull tactics used over
and over. Not to say that proven methads won't work, but rather your enemy
will probably know what you are up to and plan around youwr movements with
some counter-tactic of his own. No other statemment applies more to this
situation than Murphy's Rule of Combat #12: If the enemy is in range, so are
you.

If you are an avid reader of classic military docirine and technigue, or just
some weird nutcase, then Sun Tzu's 'The Art of War' is a great primer. His army

11

commanders were trained to think logically., What ever you can do to make the
other side react to your movements sets you up to accomplish the goals you
have planned while they have to chase your armies all over the board and waste
resources. If you play the music and they dance, it's all over.

III. TEN HEADS ARE BETTER THAN ONE.

1 some times amaze myself with the amount of useless information my
spongy grey matter contains, but I will certainly admit that there are things I
have no clue about their meaning. Luckily I live with two other gaming fanatics,
Keith and John, and between the three of us we can usually come up with a
winning strategy. I like to sit and think about what the best possible route to
winning will be and plan several turns ahead. Keith will do what will benefit
him during the turn, taking advantage of present sitwations. Meanwhile lohn is
crunching numbers and filling the gaps in both our strategies, He also checks
our turnsheets for paperwork errors which we make often enough. This not
only cuts our response time by 1/3, but also allows us to take advantage of the
sets of ideas. There is no shame in asking for help or opinions.

You may not decide to take the advice, but it may give you an idea to
better further your own ends or catch something you didn't see the first time
around. Hence the need for commaunication. Long-distance calls can be
expensive, and net time can wreck a credit rating or paycheck. A letter stll
costs less than a soda. Plus, you can transfer a LOT of information on a single
sheet of paper.

IV. PLAN AHEAD.

The future is never predictable, but can be influenced. Army movement,
character action, and encouniers are all influences. This goes hand in hand with
accomplishing as many goals at one fime as possible. Your nation at this point in
time may have the resources to field a 10,000 mar army, but two turns from
now you'll be broke. By that time it will be too late to build a tax base or your
own to cover the deficit. This not only scraps any corrent campaigns but also
draws resources from allies who have to cover the bankrupting nation. A listle
thinking and forethoeght will keep the proverbial ball rolling (hopefully over
the other side.) Personal organization goes a long way.

We have file cabinets, a laminated map, the computer, and tors of office
supplies that help immeasurably. However, the one expense that has more than
cavered its own cost and to us can be worth its weight in gold is a $1.49 index
card file that we keep everyone's information in for all our games, and that's
quite a few.

Seek the knowledge you need. It's readily available and usually free.

-Reverend Ludicrons Wack

(CONTINUED FROM FRONT COVER)
address for the Web page is: hup:/fwww gamesystems.com. S0 now vou have no
excuse!

That about wraps it up for this month--and for those of you who may be
wondering, I'm a huge Dolphins fan, and [ even welcomed Jimmy. It's just the
media hype is a little too much for me. So Go Fins!! See you in thirty!

Stuart
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The
Hall Of
Heroes

AN

ME-PBM circa 2950

Game #6 - The Free Peoples: #4, #1 & #8

Adidnaphel stood in the hall of the Dinadan Rangers, her shame and degradation
flaming through every nerve in her body. 1t was one thing to lose to the Free. It was
quite another to be brought before the cursed Aragom in chains, like a lowly animal or
slave, Wilh Sauron’s defeat, her world came apart. The Free had becn chasing her all
over the world, led by the Rangers, the Woodmen and the Dwarves. Now they had her
and she must suffer these humiliations. There was nothing lefl bur the slim hope of
escape . . . and revenge. Final standings are as follows:

A4 Drdimadan Rapgers: 2067 - Mark Jackson

#1  Woodmen: 1967 - John J. Borkowski

#8  Dwarves: 1966 - Glen A. Kading

Tep Dark Servanmi: #17 Quiet Avenger: 775

Inieresting Notes:

Highest Challenge Rank - Galdor/Meldo Eives: 256

Highest Net Commander Rank - Eomer/Riders of Rohan: 120

Highest Nei Mage Rank - Galdor/Noldo Elves: 256

Highesi Nei Emissary Rank - Galadriel/Sinda Elves Amburlin/Quiet Avenger
Cryssa/Dinadan Rangers  Aivbec/Woodmen Same/Diinadan Rangers  Voicg/Quiel
Avenger: 100

Highest Net Agent - Veantega/Northmen: 160

Most Milhtil - Dwarves: 2393

Most Artifacts - Noldo Elves: 23

Most Kills - Closd Lord: 38

Game #23 - The Free Peoples: #10, #4 & #6

Elrond sat at the head of the new Council of the Free, those nations who were
responsible for casting the Evil Eve from Middie-earth. In all of his days in the land,
his anention was always on Sauron, on how 10 slow him, on how to defeat him. Now that
it was accomplished, he was at last at peace. His journey to the Undying Lands was scon
approaching. He looked at Aragorn and Ecthelion IT, the appointed leaders who were o
rule after he deparied Middle-carth, and he knew the land was in pood hemds. They
were staunch allies and stalwar rulers. men who would carry on what was staried with
Savron’s defeal. He could rest easy knowing they would carry on after him. Final
standings are as follows:

#10 Noldo Elves: 2400 - Joseph B. Correia

#4  Dinpadan Rangers: 2083 - Brian F. Browa

#6  Northern Gondor: 1901 - fames Vigil Jr

Top Dark Servani: #17 Quier Avenger 775

Interesting Notes:

Highest Chaflenge Rank - Elb {Diinadan R 5. 151

Highest Net Commander Rank - Elberon/Donadan Rangers: 201

Highest Net Mage Rank - Elrond/Neldo Elves: 127

Highest Net Emissary Rank - Galadriel/Sinda Elves Elrond/Noldo Elves: |0Q
Highest Net Agent - Shalisha/Dunlendings: 135

Most Mithril - Nerthmen: 3110

Most Artifacts - Dinadan Rangers: 24

Most Kills - Cloud Lord: 3
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Game #25 - The Dark Servants: #14, #2535 & #13

Ji indGr had the whole of Middle-earth in his palm and he hked it His pame was
fesrcd and desprsed by the Free and he was the one domuncering factor which led the
Dack Servanis to thear destruction of the Free. Ovatha 1Y and Dendra Dwar had s hand

in the viclory, true, but it was ) Ind@r who csused the Free wo wremble in abject
cowsrdice. He 1asied victory and it was sweeter than Elrood's blood. Final siandings
are as follows:

#14 Clowd Lord: 2300 - Clifford F. Hall

#25 Khand Easierlings: 1900 - Ernest 5. Hakey 111

#13 Dog Lord: 1684 - Robert Lepper Jr

Top Free Peoples: #10 Noldo Elves: 1549

lnteresting Motes:

Highest Challenge Rank - Ténn Varthkdr/Dog Lord: 184

Highest Net Commander Rank - Ténn Varhkir/Dog Leord: 133

Highest Met Mage Rank - Urdrath/Khand Eastethngs: 141

Righest Net Emissary Rank - Xana the Bold/Khand Easterlings  Ufogil/Cloud Lerd: 96
Highest Net Apent - MGrya Ovan/Khand Easterlings: 134

Most Mithril - Cloud Lord: 1496

Most Attifacts - Cloud Lord: 29

Most Kills - Cloud Lord: 43

Game #28 - The Free Peoples: #24, #5 & #12

Saruman the White watched as Thranduil and Hoz 1IL, hkis chief lientenanis in the Free
People victory, approached his thrope Between them they held Orzahil. the leader of
the last surviving Dark Servant nanon. His mouth curied imo 2 smile as they brought
the bedraggied Mouth of Sauron before him. He stond apd addressed the two leaders

“Thank you, gentie sirs, for bringing this rabble to my court. You have performed
admirably and exeguted your duties flawlessly. I am an your debt Now if you will
leave the scum with me, 1 must get o my duties”

"What is it you wish 1o do with this one”™ asked Thranduil

“That is my cobcern. | have many mysienes 1o unlock. This one will help me
immensely . . .7

Final standings are as follows:

#24 White Wizard: 2134 - Stephen Fo Keller
#5  Silvan Elves: 2067 - Richard F Mehl
#22 Rhln Easterlings: 1875 - Tara [ Sibv
Top Dark Servanr: #20 Dark Liculenants: 1158

Inieresting Notes:

Highest Challenge Rank - Ringlin/Siivan Elves: 237

Highest Nei Commander Rank - Bugrug/White Wizard: 120

Highest Net Mage Rank - Ringlin/Silvan Elves: 237

Mighest Met Emissary Rank - Saruman the White/White Wizard: 100
Highest Mer Agemt - Niarlin/Silvan Elves: 114

Most Mithril - White Wizard 2000

Mozl Artifacts - Silvan Elves 3]

Most Kills - Dog Lord: 9
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