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It has been an unusual couple of months. So | it on, but strangely—every single one of those

much has happened! I made my theater debut windows was completely empty. I couldn’t find
in Romeo and Juliet. The brakes failed on my any programs at all, and I couldn’t install any of
car. My computer crashed (again). The them. When I tried, the system froze solid.
Interregnum label file was corrupted (don’t

worry, there was a backup). Life has been full I booted up without going into Windows, and
of surprises. Perhaps I’ll be forgiven for a little found that my hard drive was 99.999% full.
detail: Oops! It seemed likely that this was the problem,

and so [ started to ruthlessly delete files.

Or at least, that’s what I thought 1 was doing.
The system thought so, too; it kept telling me that
more and more space was free on the drive. Yet
the freeze-ups persisted. A more careful
examination of the drive with CHKDSK revealed
that in fact no space was being cleared, no matter
how many files I deleted.

Why? I soon figured it out: it was Microsoft’s
fault. Among the utilities that had come with
Windows/DOS was Undelete. The Undelete
program has several layers of protection: when
I’d first purchased the computer, 1 selected the
most powerful protection, Sentry. The Delete
Sentry setting protects you by storing all deleted

Demon Prog ram files in a hidden directory for 30 or 60 days after

you delete them.

The computer was the first thing to go. In a

way, that was a good thing; if my car had died I tried to delete the files from the Sentry
first, I'd never have been able to drive the directory. It wasn’t possible—they were “access
computer back to the repair shop. Come to denied”. Not read-only, not archived, but “access
think of it, Interregnum #13 would not have denied” in a way that I couldn’t change or touch.
come out. I had to take the system to the shop.

The crash was an interesting one. The At the shop they didn’t know what they were

computer booted into Windows when I turned doing. They re-installed Windows (actually they
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replaced my Windows 3.1 with Windows for
Workgroups—not a bad free switch), incidentally
wiping out all my installed programs in the
process. Still the Sentry was active, and the hard
drive completely full. The Windows popped up

empty.

Finally we located a large file called SENTRY
in the root directory. That one was accessible,
and when it was deleted the Sentry program
didn’t save it. Finally Windows would run.

The first thing I did was go into Windows,
re-install the Delete Sentry program, and turn it
off. What a horrible utility! If anyone out there
has it, make sure that it’s not on. Right now! Go
on, I’ll wait. ©

"':’!"5"‘)

The Play’s the
Thing

Several months ago I was persuaded to play
the role of Capulet, Juliet’s father, in a local
production of Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet.
The director was Lois, a one-time (and future)
contributor to IR who has been playing in my

Nereyon campaign for seven or eight years. Apart
from some half-remembered fiascoes in
elementary school, it was to be my first stage
experience.

Incidentally, I don’t know if many Interregnum
readers or contributors have done much acting
outside of roleplaying; it’s not unlikely I suppose,
though I don’t recall that anyone local does.

I was very nervous. Would I be able to
remember my lines? There were a lot of them.
Would I faint onstage? That seemed silly, and yet
who knew how I’d react to the pressure? How
bad would the stage fright be—would I be
vomiting before (or, god help me, during) each
performance? What had I gotten myself into?

A lot of work, as it turned out. A play doesn’t
leave a lot of time for the rest of your life;
rehearsals almost every night for weeks and
weeks make it difficult to do anything much. My
games had to be cancelled for the two or three
weeks preceding the show.

Still, in the final analysis I’d say it was worth
it. Memorizing the lines was difficult at first, but
it became easier and easier every day—until it
got to the point that I"d virtually memorized the
entire play. I’d notice if anyone said even a single
word out of place (though I tried not to remark
on that too often).

Stage fright...never happened. That was a
surprise; in the closest thing to a public
performance that I’ve ever done in the last few
years, | was absolutely terrified. Of course that
was the “Feast” game for the New England IFGS
(written up in a past issue), a complete
nightmare. If I"d received the script for Romeo
and Juliet the night before the show I’d no doubt
have experienced some pangs of terror. Still, I"d
been expecting some sort of strong reaction, and
nothing turned up.

Part of the reason for that may have been—all
modesty aside—that I knew that I was good.






