








FICTION

Darvin tramped steadily across unvary-
ing flatness, wvelvet-cushioned in living
magenta. Behind him, vivid footprints in
crushed maroon, redolent of cinnamon and
old blood. Further behind, new magenta
sprigs crowded voraciously amid the dying
blades of their elders, gradually erasing the
evidence of his passage.

Thud, thud, thud, he had settled into a
mindless, weary trudge, occasionally shift-
ing his burden from one shoulder to the
other, a lone figure accompanied only by a
thread of fading footprints.

The sentence which he had anticipated
and foiled by fleeing would have been — of-
ficially — exile; in fact, “exile’”” was death.
But not this step...or this...or this....

Twenty-fourth century humans, space-
crew or civvie, hated the Skinners with a
hatred unparalleled in the human history of
unlike versus unlike. The human-Skinner
conflict — war implies a certain equality —
had been bitter enough to scar the psyches
of all humanity, even unto the seventh
generation. Or duplication, which was far
more commeon,

No human knew the why of it, for no
Skinner had ever been captured, and no sane
survivor rescued. So no human had come
back to report seeing or speaking to The
Enemy in the flesh. If they had flesh.
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But as suddenly as they had come, the
ice-blue freeform vessels stopped sweeping
through human-occupied space, skimming
off the populations of entire worlds —
despite the most desperate defenses the
humans could muster — and leaving behind
only the dazed and the dying. They left; the
survivors only worried about when they'd be
back.

Until they found out they had bigger
problems.

Darvin had taken five steps into safety
before he realized i1. One foot wavering in
the air, he stared incredulously down at
homely dirt. Dirt! He whirled so fast thatonly
the frantic windmilling of his free arm kept
him upright.

Behind him were four prints that were
damper darknesses on dirt, before the
magenta blades began, in a ruler's-edge
straight line. -

Gratefully he collapsed to his knees, laid
his burden down, unwrapping it to the fe-
cund violet sky. With a huge sigh, he lay
down beside it. A slight breeze tickled his
naked skin, and his whole body tasted the
delicate indigo animacules it contained. He
rolled over, and his breasts, painfully engorg-
ed with unejaculated milk, protested the
pressure of the soft ground. Later, he
thought.

He was still a dead man, and knew it.
Death had only been postponed. But he
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would fight, fight to the last second, fight for
every second — die fighting....

"Skinner, all right,” the captain of the
purification-class spaceship Grim Reaper
announced. Not that there was any doubt.
The Skinners had left their usual signature
painfully visible even from orbit. The flat-
skinned planet {razed?) was gridded with the
thin magenta lines that were the Skinner ver-
sion of Thou-Shalt-Not-Pass.

“l knew a human who committed
suicide in an Alcatraz belt once,”” Stash —
Life Sciences Officer Anastacia O'Malley-
Jones 1IV/2 — murmured to her assistant,
Finito {Finny) Massamba-Quaiti I11/17. Both
were on watch, comfortably settled in their
Siamese-twinned work console/lounges,
eyes fixed on screen and controls, the direct
mind inputs plugged into the sockets above
their ears. But despite the dozens of probes
and instruments already launched and
heading down to the planet, only the most
preliminary data was starting to come back,
and it only took a fraction of their attention to
monitor the almost automatic analyzing.

“In Alcatraz? Yuck!” Instinctively, he
ordered the screen to switch to a unit
overflying an Alcatraz belt. Even at that
height, the magenta plain filled the width of
the screen. ""You sure?"’

“Yup. Found his suit, neatly folded, at
the edge of the Alcatraz, with a suicide note



recorded in the aux databanks. He'd been
gone s0 long even his footprints had disap-
peared. But we found the body later — luck,
considering it was Alcatraz. Cellprints
matched, no trace of drugs, no sign of
trauma, except for what the Alcatraz itself
did, of course.” She sighed. “The Old Man
ordered a complete post mort to be sure. Fun
chore. Alcatraz. What kind of ghoul-minds
designed that stuff, anyhow. Vampire-grass.
Not too bad as long as you keep moving, but
whenever you have to stop — the Death ofa
Thousand Cuts. Dying by millimeters....”"

He would have shrugged if he hadn't
been fitted so closely in place; that question,
and all the others, had been asked so many
times. ""Who knows why the Skinners did
any of what they did,” he said, as had so
many before him. Skinner-legacy worlds had
been found, but no Skinners; by their works
shall ye know them. Then, ““Say, Stash,
have you ever thought — we've seen the
tricks that Skinners can play with DNA, even
human DNA...do vou suppose — couldn’t
they — | mean, could we have Skinner spies
among us?’’

HE GRINNED AND SIGHED at the same time.

Duplication had its disadvantages as

well as its advantages. Being able to
make an atom-by-atom record of an individ-
ual, including the incredibly complex mole-
cules that formed mind and memory, and be-
ing able to reproduce that record to make
one — or a dozen — exact duplicates; good.
But the records could be stored as well as us-
ed immediately. And when months — or
years — elapsed (for any number of good
reasons) between the recording and the
making of the duplicate(s), no briefing could
catch the “"'new’’ duplicate up on all details.
"Relax, Finny, the Top Brass came up with
that long time ago. Haven't you ever
wondered why there’s so much redundancy
at key points, why there’s such a large crew
on this ship, when three or four could handle
everything?"

“Uhhhh — | thought — companion-
ship.”
“"Well, that, too. But mostly to guard
against saboteurs. | tell you three times —
and all three had better match! Any spy that
made it past our machines would have to act
like a human being, too — one hundred per
cent of the time. Look, Finny, if it looks
human, and tastes human, and has to act
human, what harm can it do? Compared to
what they've already done?”’

Darvin sighed and woke. Hungry! Even
the brisk food-laden air couldn’t put a dentin
that ravening compulsion. He had to have
food NOW/

At least he was rested. He drew the
baby toward him, slapped it to bring it out of
dormancy, and placed it against his aching
left breast. Immediately the engorgement
pain was relieved, as the voracious infant
sucked away.

But what would he do when the child
drained him, and he had no more reserves to
make milk with? He looked down at his
pathetic gauntness and the baby’s lack of
development and sighed. When he had fled,

he hadn’t thought about after, just about
foiling the death sentence. Which he had.
But maybe it would have been better for
both of them if he'd just given up and laid
down in the sucker grass, let it drain energy
and flesh and life from both him and the
child.

His child, Mordag’s child. All that was
left of Mordag, now.

He knew, even if all conditions were
favorable, that one alone could not make
enough milk to feed a baby. But he would
try. As long as he still breathed — legend
claimed that on the other side of the death-
belts were lands ravaged by monsters — he
would try.

But now he needed food for himself.
Flesh food. His skin seemed to rattle against
his bare bones. He had to have a kill.

He rose and trotted along, the child, still
greedily draining his breast, held in a simple
sling. As he moved, his eyes searched alertly
for signs, for spoor, droppings, any sign of
possible prey. His nostrils spread wide, sniff-
ing for the delicate scent of mobile, edible
flesh.

The land looked much as his own, the
only real Land, did; dirt, pebbles, here and
there a spire of flint or other rock, a dip filled
with mud or clay. The occasional bushes
were the same, 1o0.

He plucked some leaves of a bitterbush
he passed, and put them in his mouth and
chewed. Some people believed that chewing
bitterbush gave vyou energy. Darvin
suspected that the mouth-puckering taste —
he knew better than to actually swallow the
leaves themselves — simply distracted you
from the body compulsion of FIND FOOD!
The animacule-laden air teased around him,
coconut and bright olive, grains of sugar for
a starving man, sweetness being absorbed
{oh, so slowly!) by his skin. A person could
live a long, long time on foodair alone — if
his body wasn’t trying to make milk, if he
wasn't half starved to begin with.

If he sat-and rested quietly, instead of
hunting feverishly.

He would live — the child would not.
The whole frantic flight for nothing. Without
food, he couldn’t make milk. Without milk,
the child would go dormant. But even a dor-
mant baby wouldn’t last long on only food-
air. A baby needed milk, lots of milk. And he
needed to eat food, much food, before he
could make more milk.

He could almost see his prey, a fat
zeeper, wobbling along, grazing on bitter-
bush, quickdeath, fastrot, slowpain, the
saliva in its mouth transforming all to harm-
lessness, its body swollen with rich, juicy fat,
its thick legs too clumsy to outrun a
desperate man with a baby to make milk for.

A zeeper, a fivefanger — anything.

He had to hunt, hunt successfully, or
the child would die. '

And he did not want the baby,
Mordag’s baby, to die.

Darvin froze, then sprinted forward,
mouth filling with saliva, eyes glazing in an-
ticipation. He smelled zeeper, juicy, life-
saving zeeper. Thick smell — big zeeper.
And close.

He could see the track of it now, round
depressions in the dirt, stripped branches,

dung droppings. He jogged toward the
smell, the baby bouncing against his breast.
Soon, baby, he crooned. Soon...

A rock outcrop barred him from the
delicious smell. Not high, but scattered out
over several hectares. Rocks ocher and
brick, grey and dirty cream. Mostly small
rocks, but stacked high here and there, piled
up and knocked down. A giant child’s play-
ground, alabyrinth of rock.

And somewhere within, cowering in
fear or oblivious in an eating stupor, was his
prey, his zeeper — his child’s life.

He clambered up a talus slope, up a
staircase of heaped high rock. Squinting, he
strained his eyes. There, in that shadow, a
faintest hint of movement. That way.

He jumped down, began running, leap-
ing low rocks, tearing around high barriers. If
he lost this zeeper...but he wasn’t going to
lose it. He could smell it; almost taste it. The
baby jounced against his breast, a constant
reminder. The zeeper was close. Itwas —

Surrounded by monsters.

The legends had been right. Here there
be monsters. They turned as he rounded a
spear of rock, and a hand of heads — more
— faced him. Humanlike monsters, skins a
brilliant mulberry color, meat and zeeper
juices dribbling down their faces. His zeeper,
His life. His baby.

He was dead and eaten. But he swung
himself back around the rock spear and
pelted back in the direction he'd come from,
despair heavy on his shoulders, sheer terror
lending him spurious energy.

OBODY HAD EVER FIGURED QUT a way 1o

make environment protection suits

that were less than hot, sticky, and
uncomfortable. Stash rubbed her hip ir-
ritably against the smooth inner surface of
her suit, and cursed softly to herself.

Finito was muttering, too;, probably
working on a kinta-game strategy, she
thought, when he should have been concen-
trating on duty. ““Heads up, Finny, we ought
to be close to those lifescreen blips.”’

""Hope they're better than the last
batch."”

“*Manufactured, all right. Nothing ever
evolved that helpless naturally. Food
animals, pure and simple."’

“Ugh. It makes me sick just to look at
them. Who could put those...."”

“Hungry enough, and you'll eat any-
thing. | — Buddhaf"

Silence over the communicators, then,
except for gasping breathing and what
sounded, to the listeners in the Grim Reaper
above, like someone throwing up.

But Stash had reacted quickly. The pur-
suing mulberry colored “humancids” (if you
stretched the term — hard — in Stash’s opi-
nion} went down en masse thanks to a
skillfully lobbed trank grenade.

Their kelly green prey turned his head at
the multiple thump, saw what the grenade
had done, and redoubled his efforts. Stash
and Finito didn’t know if it was the fall of his
erstwhile pursuers or their own outlandish —
to him — environment-suited figures that
provided the goad; either way, his feet were
ablur.
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"Ritual cannibalism,’ Ivan explained to
the others.. "’"Not uncommon in primitive
cultures. Usually there’s a religious ra-
tionalization, preserving the mana or what
not; but they're really conserving the group’s
physical resources, closing the cycle more
efficiently, so to speak.”

“Hillsong...he loved...Mordag...but
...I'thought. ... he kept saying...hesang..."”

**Stash,” Ivan was stern, “you know
better than that. If the culture accepts, then
so will he. The highest act of love..."

“He — he sang Hillsong over Mordag!"’

“Of course. Imbedded in their culture.
Hillsong. Ritual dismemberment and inges-
tion. It's so basic to them | thought a physical
necessity might be involved. That's why |
tagged it for you to look at.””

“Hillsong...” Blind eyes stared. “All by
himself...he ate Mordag...”

“Part of the cultural matrix. It's a group
ritual —"'

“No. Alone.” High thin laughter.
“That's how he had the reserves to cross the
Alcatraz. From Mordag. He loved Mordag
and heste...”

"Get hold of yourself,” the captain had
lost patience. "You have duties to carry out.”

“I'll need...new specimens. | vapor-
ized...horrible.. horrible...”

"Well,” the captain shrugged, “we're
going to Wipe -them before we leave,
anyway."”

Finito was a little embarrassed, visiting a
failed crewmate. Not officially failed, of
course; but everybody knew what “re-
cuperative” transfer to a permanent duty sta-
tion meant.

At first he thought his codekey had
somehow miscued him to the wrong office.
The graceful figure in the subdued pastel
holc-suit was so unlike the flamboyant Stash
aboard the Grim Reaper.

He made bumbling small talk, anything
he could think of that wouldn’t remind her,
until she put him out of his misery.

“You can talk about that, Finny. I'm
cured now.”

"Oh. Ah. Yes.” His arms and legs seem-
ed too long, he wasn't sure what do to with
them. Like many others, he had been duped
off a young and only partially trained
original, the theory being that such could
learn new techniques easier than someone
who had been trained in an outdated
fashion, who'd have to unlearn before
learning.

“Trath. In fact, my work here is based
on that last voyage of mine. Would you like
to see it?"”

"Yes. | mean, of course. Tell me all
aboutit.”

“Come on, it's only down this corridor.”
It was like any corridor in any station, cram-
med with doors, cross-corridors, inputs,
comms, graffiti.

"You know..."” there was a difference in
her voice, and he struggled to pin it down.
Not sadness, exacty. “...how we were
always wondering about the Skinners, why
they did what they did, | mean.”

He nodded.

"Well, | don’t know why, but | think |
know what they were trying to do. And |
convinced enough Stripers that | was right

and | was given this experimental facility to
work with. That last world, where the Skin-
ner alterations ate the air — and each other;
that was the final clue, the piece that made
the pattern clear. | saw what the purpose
was then.”

Skeptical. “Sure.”

“It may be a test, or just a way of re-
moving pests by transforming them into
something useful. | don’t know the why, just
the what. Look, Finny, you ever read any
Neo-Malthusian — never mind. You have
any idea how many dupes the service pro-
duces every year? What our total population
is, how fast the civvie worlds are increasing,
what the projections are for the next couple
of centuries? Well...it's scary. Because
humans are limited to planets within a com-
paratively narrow environmental range, or to
artificial stations like this, that take horrific
energy and resources to build.”

“So? We'll find more planets, or adapt.
Whatever it takes.”

“Play with ourselves, the way the Skin-
ners did?” She said it softly, and he knew
what it was he'd been searching for in her
voice: maturity.

“1f we did it to our own, it'd be for good
reasons. The Skinners were nothing but
evil.”

*‘Like Darvin was evil for eating Mordag,
who would have been eaten anyway? If you
chop somebody’s arm off, that's evil, isn‘tit?
Unless you know the arm’s incurably diseas-
ed, and the person’ll die unless it comes off.”
She shook her head. “ Motive. Results. We
can only do the best we can with what we
have, and hope. Finny, do you know what
the Skinner alterations were for?”

HE sHruGcGen. 'For? They had no pur-
pose, they were just senseless exper-
imenting. Playing. Not survival,
because on most of the Skinner worlds, a
norm human could survive fairly easily.”’

“Not senseless. There was a reason.
And very much a survival reason. The Skin-
ners were adapting humanity to space.”

"What — impossiblel”

“So was traveling faster than light,
once. The Skinners didn’t finish their work,
but that was the pattern | saw. Something, in
every alteration, was a pointer to surviving in
raw space. A more effactive way of protec-
ting against vacuum, a change in energy
utilization, whatever. Remember how, on
that last world, the captain kept worrying
about why it took two parents to nurture a
child. Well, homo spaciens would tend
toward solitariness, But with a powerful
parenting urge, and the necessity for two
parents to take care of and feed the resulting
offspring — well, you have the basis for
strong bonding, between the: parents, be-
tween the parents and child.

“Many of the aiterations had a rationale
like that, if you only knew to look for it. And
could find it, buried, camouflaged under the
other alterations. Even if you added them all
up, they wouldn’t produce homo spaciens.
But if you added them up and took them to
their natural limits....” They had reached
what looked like a dead end. She flicked a
control, and the “blank” wall lit up, a 3-D
holo screen.

“That...that's the abo you vaporized.”

“Not quite. Thats a dupe. | duplicated
him, and the child, and some of the others.
Andl....”

“That'sillegall”

"l know.” A soft smile. “Luckily, during
my — breakdown, | wasn’t allowed near any
of the controls, or I'd"ve erased him from the
memory banks. And that would have been a
pity, because the captain Wiped his world.
And Darvin and his people were...." One of
the figures drifted up and waved.

“It's two-way!”

"Yes. Darvin's gotten used to me, as |
really am. And he understands. | told him —
everything — and he accepts the changes |
made in him.”

“You — changed....”

“Easily. He was only a file of data in a
memory, after all. | reprogrammed some of
his data, finished what the Skinners started.
Homo spaciens. Absorbs energy from the
surrounding medium, eats anything, space
dust — anything. He's not ready for raw
space yet, I'm still experimenting. But his
sons — or his later dupes — I'm still learning.
I'm...."”

“That's you in there.” He backed away
from the screen, pointing a trembling finger.
“That’s youl Youl”

“Of course, Finny. Would you like to be
a homo spaciens yourself — one of your
dupes, thatis. Sail through space, dip in the
organic clouds that swathe the gas giants,
drift around a sun until you're bored with it,
and then form a spore around yourself, and
wake a thousand, two thousand years later,
when light pressure has carried you within
reach of another sun. Homo spaciens isn’t
immortal, but he's pretty close. How about
it, crewmate?”

“Not me!” He continued to back away.

But she had forgotten him, staring into
her environment tank, watching the floating
bodies. “Good ol’ homo sap,” she mur-
mured. “Stubborn. Never do what an alien
told us. Maybe not if our own leaders told us.
But, to spite an enemy? Show we could go
them one better? How well did ihey know
us? Was this coincidence, a test we had to
pass — maybe something that would prove
how dangerous we really are. No matter.
We've gone too far to stop now.”

“You...this experiment ought to be
scrubbed. Wiped.” (But it was already too
late, and something in him knew it. And in
his mind, an organic relay he wasn’t aware of
closed; and somewhere very far away, an
alien entity emitted the alien equivalent of a
satisfied chuckle, and moved the alien
equivalent of a thick file from one classifica-
tion to another.)

"Too late, Finny,” she confirmed his
fears. “But think, crewmate. We were so
vulnerable. To the Skinners, to someone
waorse, to our own weaknesses, our lack of
control.” She waved again into the tank, and
shut the screen off. “But when the inevitable
catastrophe comes, they’ll be safe, my
altered dupes, and Darvin's, and the many,
many others. Safe, drifting through space,
sailing through infinity, homo spaciens...."”
Her smile held all the glory of space itself.
*No more Hillsongs, Finny. Never again. On-
ly Starsongs, fromnow on.” Il
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not excessive. Finally, the designers promise
10 be flexible with their game, while TSR is
not with £D&0, and this bodes well for the
future of A/F.

Mythology

Designer and Developer: J. Stephen Peek
Mail order and retail sales
Yaguinto Publications, Inc., $14

The very attractive visual package has
Charlton Heston (or a facsimile thereof) as
Zeus staring into space from his lightning-
limned throne. If one is a sucker for Greek
mythology, like this reviewer, the game is
already sold. Inspection of the interior
reveals nothing as eye-catching as the cover,
but nothing overly disappointing either.

It i1s about this time that the inconsis-
tencies strike the purchaser. It is a Game of
Adventure in the Age of Heros (sic) which,
on the East Coast, implies something to do
with” grinder sandwiches. The world is
satisfactorily flat, and done in a Greek motif,
but not enough attention has been paid to
detail. And if errors of placement are not
enough, we have, among other misspellings,
"Phoecinia” and a “Cornacopia.” lIrritating
things like this do not interfere with the play
of the game, but they do make suspension of
disbelief a wee bit more difficult.

Each player represents one of the major
Greek gods. They will attempt to gain control
of the heroes, heroines and monsters on the
map, who will be maneuvered to garner
treasure and glory for their patron deities.
Each god has an allotment of Power Points,
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FANTASY
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which must be used to bring the counters on
the board under his {or her} control. The ob-
ject of the game is to accrue more Glory
Points than any other deity in play (Zeus,
unless the optional rules are used, is a neutral
recipient of Glory Paints).

Two components provide the game
with a strength and a weakness: cards,
which always enhance players’ enjoyment,
and the obligatory pad for a Yaquinto game.
Each god has a corresponding card, which
details his abilities. On the back of the god
cards is a prayer and sacrifice matrix {another
Yaquinto standard), which is only used as an
optional rule. The other cards are divided in-
to three parts: Gods, which reflect the in-
fluences of minor deities of the Greek pan-
theon; Events, which may be played to allow
the major gods more freedom of reign; and
Oracles, which declare that certain ac-
complishments bring a hefty Glory Point
bonus. The pad, which is required to plot the
expenditure of Power Points for the coming
turn, is only a minorinconvenience.

The gameis broken down into basic and
advanced rules. The basic rules are
presumably intended to appeal to those who
are unfamiliar {(and therefore afraid) of war-
game rules. The basic game is not the traves-
ty that its counterpart in War of the Ring is,
but is clearly not the best part of the rules.
The advanced rules are not terribly com-
plicated for a wargame, and can be learned in
about thirty minutes. The rules are cleaner
than previous Yaquinto efforts, there being
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Title PubDate & & % O ~ @
9. Divine Right TSR 7 10 65 1B 52 4 60
10. Swords & Sorcery SPl y7 18 65 3 B0 3 50
11. Bushido TR na 10 65 7 68 5 10
12. Nomad Gods TC 577 10 64 12 52 3 BD
13. DeathMaze SPINM 4 81 4 51 2 5O
14. Tunneks & Trolls B 7% B8 61 18 66 5§ 10
15. Gondor SM 177 4 BD 3 55 4 45
16. Empire of Petal Throne TSR* 6177 26 59 21 74 9 10
17. Sauron S 17T 4 58 B 66 4 55
18. Sticks and Stones MGC 78 3 67 2 60 2 &5
19. Wimand's (uest AH 7 15 56 21 45 2 20
20. Demons SPL 1M A4 56 ¢ 52 2 70
21. Enc TC 7177 5 55 9 45 3 30
22, Sorcerer SPI W75 12 55 B 60 2 60
23. Monsters Monsters MGC 76 4 55 165 BD 9 10
24, Beast Lord YP 679 B 54 B 70 5 40
25. Stomp! TCMMW 3 6848 10 m m m
26. Lords & Wimnds Ul na 12 53 8 m nm na
21. King Arthur’s Knights TC 778 10 51 6 m na na
28. Spelmaker BL n m 50 7 m n nma
23. Dragon Lords FGUI m na 49 4 nma na na
3. Magic Realm AH 6M 15 48 3B 70 3 10
31. Bunnies & Burmows FGUI na 6 47 8 na na na
T2. Lankhmar TSR 876 12 45 12 na ma na
13. War of the Wizards TSR ma m 45 10 n m m
M. Battle of 5 Armies m n 44 0 nm m m
1. Venerable Destruction 6 m 6 41 4 na m m
3. Warlocks & Warriors TSR 77 7 34 b6 na na na
37. Atlantis EG M 4 33 B 30 1 1D

KEY TO ABBREVIATIONS: AH=Avalon Hil; AW = Attack
Wargaming; BL=Battleline; C-C=C-in-C Metalcasting;
DC=Dave Casciano Co.; EG=Excalibre Games, EP=Eon Pro-
ducts; FB=Flying Buffalo Inc.; FGUI = Fantasy Games Unlimited
Inc., GDW = Game Designers’ Workshap; GG = Grimoire Games;
GE& = GameScience; JG = Judges Guild; MGC = Metagaming Con-
cepts; OSG=Operational Studies Group; SPI=Simulations
Publications Inc.; TC=The Chaosium; TFG=Task Force Games;
TSA = Tactical Studies Rules; TYR=Tyr Gamemakers; YP = Ya-
quinto Publications. Acceptability Rating is the game's owverall
popularity. % Played is the percentage of readers who have played
the game within the last twelve months. Complexity Rating is tha
relative complexity of the game on a scale of 1 {simplest) to 9.
Sofitaire is the game's solitaire playability.

*Has been taken over by GameScience.

only a few minor omissions and contradic-
tions {one rule declares that never more and
never less than 10 Power Points can be ex-
pended in a given turn, and the very next
rule tells us that Power Points not expended
inaturn arelost. Tsk! Tsk!}

The choice of rules to include is very
good. The Fates cannot ever be influenced
by the gods, magic is tastefully abstracted,
etc. Two rules have somewhat dubious
names: Hercules and the Special Bonehead
rule and the Hero Helpers {could be mono-
sodium glutamate for those grinders). The
optional rules are, if anything, better than
the standard rules, including a provision for
Zeus as a player (highly recommended) and
the Lesser Evils.

Steve Peek has proven once again that
he is capable of original and appropriate
design. He also has shown either an inability
or a disinclination to properly develop this
game. When the nice pieces of the game are
fitted together, and it is played, Mythology
falls apart. Also, the approach to the subject
matter is Classic Comics rather than
Bulfinch’s Mythology (special bonehead rule
indeed!}, which may be jarring to some who
take Greek legend seriously. If you can find
yourself an oracle who knows the secret of
how to make this a better game, pick itup.

Eric Goldberg

Nota Bene

Before the Ares 2 review of Magic
Realm could be written, Richard Hamblen,
the designer, was asked to respond to

fcontinued on page 39}









Fantastic, positive
word-of-mouth!
Spontaneous,
all-night gaming sessions

FTHEMIDDLEAGES  saotm

Empires of the Middle Ages is a multi-player game in which up to six
players, assuming the roles of dynasts, attempt to build their historical
kingdoms into vast empires. From generation to generation, players vie
to strengthen the power of their ruling house and pass on ever larger
realms from one descendant to the next, The basic play of the game is
resolved through the use of cards, each play of an Action Card re-
presenting the endeavors of a ruler for one year. Event Cards simulate
such occurrences as the outbreaks of plague and famine, new advancesin
technology, and a ruler dying heirless. Special rules cover the Crusades,
the Schism, and the raids by Vikings, Magyars, Saracen pirates, and the
Mongols, Empires of the Middle Ages comes with a 22” % 34" map of
Europe, 112 cards, 600 playing pieces, niles booklet, and various aids.

for solitaire and multi-player!

GAME-TURN SEQUENCE
I. Event Card Segment
Il. Theological Politics Segment
III. The Rounds
A. First Round
1. Year Card Distribution Phase
2. Crusade Determination Phase
3. Raider.Phase
4. Magnate Phase
5. Crusader Phase
6
7
8

EVENT CARD Comle_1 . Initiative Determination Phase

. First Player-Turn
. Second Player-Turn

YEAR OF PLENTY
Foclal Staie increases by one level in...

Moscovy  Livonia Lithuania 9. Remaining Player-Turns
Prussia Novgored  Smolensk 10. Colonization Record Phase
Kiev Volhynia

B. through E. Second through Fifth Round

BUYER’S GUIDE FOR EMPIRES

OF THE MIDDLE AGES

Age Range: 12 years to adult.

Number of Players: 1 to 6.

Average Playing Time; From 2 hours for a brief
game, 10 75 hours for the Grand Scenario.
Complexity: Moderate (6.2)

For purposes of comparison, the game of Monopoly
is considered to have a complexity rating of 2.34.

[22.3] CONYERSION RATING 20.0 Grand Diplomacy
CHART b1 Exchangeable ltems
20.2 Time Restrictions

Proselviie Conviclional
e privid r,:‘. 0.3 Binding Agresments

Ability  Streny

Religiom Ruling Hating 2.4 Conditions Under Which a Eiplamatic
Roman Carhaolic 1 kL] Parley May Be Convencd

Tasl Orihodns i an 205 Diplomatic Parley Provedure
Easi. Moslem ] m 210 Exile » )

Ther ian Muslent n 0 21.1 Conditions of Exile

Germaznic Pagan o 16 a2 Asy]“"f g -

Slavonic Pugan o 12 21.3 Rewrning from Exile

o | 20 E and Religious C
Baltic Pagan " N 22.1 Eacommunication

Chriatzan Herelic ] 16 22,3 Religious Canversion

il 25 ublinal by 22.3 Conversion Raning Chart :
23,0 The Schism and the Crusades {Optionslh
ral 23.1 The Schism

X X y Rating k) .S.chlsrn Table
af 1 be smread frough comeersion. 23.3 The Crusades
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UNREST Partial 2

Now available
for only $18.00.
| See your dealer!
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