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This issue's contributors

Many thanks to everyone listed above for contributing.

Thanks also to the following:
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Diplomacy the Sun Tzu Way
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THE DICK'S CASEBOOK

Investigating Cheaters

The Case of the
Diplomacy Prodigy

The rain pattered and splashed against the apartment window, falling
from a slategrey sky thick with the menace of a thundergod's wrath.
The air in the room was oppressively close, making the occupants
uncomfortable. A trickle of perspiration dribbled down my back as I
glared across the table at Claude. The paper in my hands, thin and
stained with sweat from my fingertips, curled in my fist.

"So, Claude, this other account..." I paused to check the details
again, just to be sure. "This 'theJannisaries', it doesn't belong to
you?"

Claude raised his eyebrows, a picture of innocent guilelessness.
"Absolutely not," he drawled. "Why would I want two accounts? It
belongs to my brother."

I shrugged. "Why would anyone?" I asked rhetorically. "Some
people are just sad, I guess." I raised my eyes and watched his
reaction.

"Well, not me; nosiree."
Wiping my brow, I paused. "So, Claude, can you explain why you

own the email address the account registered with?"
Was there a flicker in his eyes as he answered? "Of course. I set

the account up for him. He doesn't really get the whole email thing.
He's only six."

I almost choked as I gagged on the mouthful of strong, thick,
black coffee. "Six? He's six... and he know's Diplomacy? But he can't
work out the 'email thing'? You must be proud."

"Uhhuh."
Again, I glanced at the paper I held. "There is, of course, one

other thing, Claude." He looked at me. "You see, when you tell me the
other account is your brother's, I can accept that. When that account,
the one that belongs to a 6 year old, Diplomacy playing prodigy,
messages a friend in a game and says to the friend 'It's me,
Claude'... that's when I pick up the scent of bovine faecal matter."

With a boom, thunder rolled across the leaden sky, a portent of
doom. Claude's eyes opened broad and wide, his pupils expanding. His
mouth pursed in a pout of sullen shock. Fear rippled across his visage
like a wave of alarm washing over his face.

"Oh..." he stuttered.
I screwed the paper I clutched in my hand into a paper ball, as

if clinching a baseball that has fallen from the heavens. "Bye,
Claude," I muttered. Standing, I rose from the table, carried my cup
of coffee to the sink, and poured it away.
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My Favourite Variant

World Dip

The rain pattered and splashed against the apartment window, falling
from a slategrey sky thick with the menace of a thundergod's wrath.
The air in the room was oppressively close, making the occupants
uncomfortable. A trickle of perspiration dribbled down my back as I
glared across the table at Claude. The paper in my hands, thin and
stained with sweat from my fingertips, curled in my fist.

"So, Claude, this other account..." I paused to check the details
again, just to be sure. "This 'theJannisaries', it doesn't belong to
you?"

Claude raised his eyebrows, a picture of innocent guilelessness.
"Absolutely not," he drawled. "Why would I want two accounts? It
belongs to my brother."

I shrugged. "Why would anyone?" I asked rhetorically. "Some
people are just sad, I guess." I raised my eyes and watched his
reaction.

"Well, not me; nosiree."
Wiping my brow, I paused. "So, Claude, can you explain why you

own the email address the account registered with?"
Was there a flicker in his eyes as he answered? "Of course. I set

the account up for him. He doesn't really get the whole email thing.
He's only six."

I almost choked as I gagged on the mouthful of strong, thick,
black coffee. "Six? He's six... and he know's Diplomacy? But he can't
work out the 'email thing'? You must be proud."

"Uhhuh."
Again, I glanced at the paper I held. "There is, of course, one

other thing, Claude." He looked at me. "You see, when you tell me the
other account is your brother's, I can accept that. When that account,
the one that belongs to a 6 year old, Diplomacy playing prodigy,
messages a friend in a game and says to the friend 'It's me,
Claude'... that's when I pick up the scent of bovine faecal matter."

With a boom, thunder rolled across the leaden sky, a portent of
doom. Claude's eyes opened broad and wide, his pupils expanding. His
mouth pursed in a pout of sullen shock. Fear rippled across his visage
like a wave of alarm washing over his face.

"Oh..." he stuttered.
I screwed the paper I clutched in my hand into a paper ball, as

if clinching a baseball that has fallen from the heavens. "Bye,
Claude," I muttered. Standing, I rose from the table, carried my cup
of coffee to the sink, and poured it away.
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From the Forum

1. Italy... the not so hard power?

.
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KIZZY'S DIP TIPS

KAMIKAZE KIZZY!
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Kizzy



Up-Coming Conventions
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