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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. ©
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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.



The Log That Flies

Page 3 of 11

Really good. The role was custom made for
me: authority and anger. I enjoyed playing with
the subtleties of the role, making the anger felt
through soft speech at times to enhance the
feeling of menace. It worked; several people
remarked later that I was extremely frightening.

To what extent did my roleplaying
experiences make me a better actor? That’s
difficult to say, though I should go and re-read
Lois’ article on the subject. Memorization isn’t
really part of RPGs to any great extent. GMing
has given me the opportunity to play many
different roles, but I’ve seen many GMs play as
many roles terribly. At a guess, GMing made
me more comfortable using whatever skills I
already possess.

Perhaps the most important thing was
confidence. The egomania of actors is a
stereotype, of course; and yet I can see now
that strong self-confidence not only makes
acting easier, it also makes it better. It allows
one to concentrate fully on projecting the role.

There’s one thing that roleplaying and
SF/fantasy really helped me with:
language. Most people have great
difficulty understanding Shakespearean
English, but apart from one or two cases
I had no difficulty at all. The use of
archaic forms in RPGs and books made
words such as “demesnes” familiar to
me, and I often found myself explaining
meaning and pronunciation.

The play itself went well. There were
six shows, on two consecutive
weekends; some of them weren’t very
well attended, but for others the house
was packed. Unfortunately few of the
people I know were able to come.

Would I do it again? I don’t know...it
was fun, and I’m sure I could get roles.
But it takes so much time out of your
life that I suspect it really has to be your

life. I can understand getting that involved with
theatre, and can even sense that I could let myself
get that involved...but I’'m not, right now, and
can make a choice not to be. It’s nice to know
that the possibility is there, and someday I’11
probably do it again. But not too soon. Still, if
anyone out there gets a chance to try acting, I’d
recommend it.

PC or NPC

Over years of GMing I’ve created so many
NPCs that it’s become hard to remember much
about any of them. I think I’ve managed to make
them all different from one another, but must
admit that I often find myself drawing on other
sources for characterization—giving them
qualities from books or movies I’ve seen. So far [
don’t think I’ve ever been caught out, which may
be a tribute to my ability at throwing players off
the scent or merely the result of poor acting on
my part. ©

I control my NPCs according to their own
internal logic. They have their own motivations,
and I often like to give them their own special
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secrets—even the throwaway ones who are
made up on the spur of the moment as the
whims of the PCs dictate. Usually these secrets
make no difference, but they turn out to be
interesting—and are revealed—often enough to
keep things interesting. Mind you, the secrets
are likely as not to be irrelevant to the PCs
interests. It would be silly to have a world of
nothing but hidden kings and undercover
immortals.

I can remember one NPC I created that
worked rather well. The game was Disque, my
first original creation: a world shaped like a,
well, Disk, with some interesting properties. It
was influenced by the works of Lord Dunsany,
and even more strongly by a story in the
Dunsany style by Larry Niven.

The details aren’t important here, though I
may write about the world some other time.
Suffice it to say that through hard and
dangerous investigation the players had become
aware that there was a large and sinister cabal
of magicians in their world. The inner circle of
this mysterious group of wizards were known
only by numbers to their underlings: One
through Ten. As the PCs grew in power they
found themselves more and more often in
conflict with the secret plans of the Ten.

And so [ feared that I was being too obvious
one day when the party met an earnest and
helpful mage. In type he was not unlike a less
goofy version of Judge Reinhold, though at the
time | wasn’t familiar with that actor. He was
sandy-haired, cheerful, and young. As a
magician he was quite competent, with some
unusual skills. He was quite curious, and asked
many questions. His one prized possession was
a wand of great though peculiar power: when
invoked, the result could be nearly anything.
Often the effect would be useless, but every so
often it would save the party, or help them
enormously. Oddly, he refused to let anyone
touch the wand, saying that it was an heirloom
of his house.

His name was Quintus.

It may seem obvious to you. In truth, it seemed
too obvious—even corny—to me. And the
players were among the most intelligent I’ve ever
gamed with. Nonetheless...

It was the end of the game, and the
fundamental nature of the world was changing. In
fact, the shape of the world was changing. One
effect of that change was to allow travel to other
worlds. The PCs were interested to see nine
cloaked and hooded figures—obviously
magic-users—walking toward the portal at the
center of the world. The figures bore artifacts and
enchantments of such power that there was no
doubt that these magicians were members of the
Ten. But all the players were surprised when
Quintus walked away from the group and took
his place in line among them, as Five. He never
looked back.

As you may have guessed, his wand was
barely magical at all. It had simply been
enchanted to seem magical. Quintus used it as a
cover to cast powerful spells at need, and as
occasional comic relief.

Ed Wood

I don’t see many movies. Nor do I rent videos
any more; since the local video store moved
away, | haven’t bothered to join another one. But
when Scott (my roommate) rents a video tape, |
sometimes take a look.
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Or five looks, as in the case of Ed Wood.
I’ve known about Ed Wood, the “Worst
Director in History”, since I was a child; he
was prominently featured in The Golden
Turkey Awards, a book about bad movies that
I reviewed in the “From the Closed Shelves”
column some time ago in The Wild Hunt. I'd
seen Plan 9 From Outer Space at bad movie
marathons, t0o.

Yet for some reason I didn’t see Ed Wood
when it came out—probably because no one
else I know would want to see it, and I hate
seeing movies alone.

My mistake! The movie is absolutely
hilarious. Johnny Depp is perfect as Ed Wood,
the transvestite WWII veteran with a fetish for
angora sweaters and bad movies. The rest of
the cast is top-notch as well, with particular
credit going to Bill Murray as “Bunny” and
Jeffrey Jones as Criswell the psychic. But the
true standout performance is—astonishingly-
—Martin Landau as the aged Bela Lugosi.

I’ve always liked Martin Landau, but never
fooled myself into thinking that he was a good
actor. In fact, I long considered him one of the
worst actors around. In all the years that he
played the Commander on Space: 1999, did he
ever express an emotion? Change expression?
Or in any way show any ability to act at all?

Not really. And I never thought he would.
Yet in the last few years I’ve noticed
something: Landau was getting good. In Tucker
and Woody Allen’s Crimes and Misdemeanors
he was very good, and in fact was nominated
for Oscars for both roles (not that a nomination
proves anything).

In Ed Wood Landau excelled himself again.
He’s perfect as Bela Lugosi—Ilooking at him,
it’s hard to tell who he really is. Of course
great makeup helped him a lot, and the role
itself is wonderfully written—the funniest in
the film. But in his voice, expressions, and

movement Landau is Lugosi. And he well
deserved the Oscar he received for the part.

It strikes me as odd that he should have
become a great actor late in his career. He’s in
his early sixties, not terribly old—but how did he
develop such virtuosity now, after so many years
of ineptitude? Was he simply forbidden to show
his skills in the past? That’s hard to believe,
since he was equally wooden on any number of
shows.

But it doesn’t really matter. The point is that
Ed Wood is a wonderfully funny film about some
very marginal science fiction/horror people. It’s
certainly worth seeing more than once.

Wonder, Act |, Sc. |l

Previously: Caught in the middle of a battle on
a desolate plain, the party saw their caravan
destroyed. Separated and confused, the PCs
managed to hide or protect themselves through
the end of the battle—only to find that everyone
in sight was dead. With the temperature dropping
fast, and snow coming down
thickly, they faced death by
exposure—until they saw a
strange blue glow in the
northwest...

Not yet aware of each
other, the PCs made their
way toward the glow. As
they got closer, they saw it
came from a very
strange-looking tower on a
hillside near the battle plain:
a tower curved like a horn,
yet flat-topped. The total
effect was very alien, like
nothing they had seen
before. Nonetheless, it
offered some shelter
from the elements.

Light streamed from a
large door stood open






