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EVERYTHING A PERSONAL
COMPUTER SHOULDBE.

At last, there's a personal com-
puter that really is personal. Not a busi-
ness computer with expensive video
monitors and disk drives. Not a games
computer to entertain you and nothing
more. But a true computer designed for
personal use at home, at work, or even
for your children to give them a head-
start in school.

This revolutionary computer is
so small you can carry it with you ina
briefcase. It's so easy to use you need
no special computer knowledge to
master it. And above all, it's so afforda-
ble you can buy it without making a big
investment.

It's the new Sinclair Z2X81, for the
almost unbelievable price of $149.95
And it's from Sinclair Research, the
world's largest manufacturer of per-
sonal computers.

Anyone can use the ZX81.

You can be a computer expert,
or someone who's never used a com-
puter before. Maybe you're thinking
about buying a small business com-
puter, and you'd like to learn more
before you make a decision.

Whoever you are, the Sinclair
ZX81 is the perfect personal computer.

Sinclair offers several prepared soft-
ware packages you can start using right away
with your ZX81 for home budgeting, math les-
sons for your children, and other applications.

Even more important, with the ZX81
you can actually learn to write your own pro-
grams. The ZX81 uses the BASIC program-
ming language — the one used in schools
because it's so easy to learn. And the ZX81
comes with a complete, 164-page step-by-
step instruction book that teaches you every-
thing you need to know.

If you know a little bit of math, and like
the challenge of learning something new, you
can learn to use the Sinclair ZX81.

If you have used computers before,
then you'll appreciate the full-fledged com-
puter power of the ZX81. It uses more than 50
powerful commands, with simple one-key
entry of most commands, automatic error
detection, and easy program editing. And
there is an optional memory modute that plugs
onto the back of the ZX81, giving you more

than 16,000 words of memory to work with.
Compared feature for feature, the ZX81 rivals
computers costing two or three times as much.

How we made it so affordable.

The Sinclair ZX81 was designed with
one goal in mind: to make a computer every-
one could own and use. So we eliminated all
the unnecessary costs, which explains why
the ZX81 looks radically different from any
other computer.

For example, the ZX81 works with your
television set for video display. And it uses an
ordinary cassette tape recorder for storing
programs. By building on our experience with
the ZX80, our first computer that sold over
100,000 worldwide, we're now able to provide
even more computer power—for only $149.95.

The Sinclair promise.

We're convinced that learning about
computers is one of the most important educa-
tional experiences you and your children can
have. We're also confident you really can learn
to use the ZX81. In fact, we guarantee It.

So we're offering the Sinclair Z2X81 at
absolutely no risk to you. Simply call our
toll-free number and order your ZX81
using your MasterCard or VISA. Or send
the coupon along with a check or money
order. We'll give you 10 days to read over
the instruction book and try out the ZX81
for yourself. If you're not completely sat-
isfied, just return the ZX81 to Sinclair
Research and we'll give you a full refund.
No questions asked. And you can keep
the instruction booklet, a $10.95 value, as
afree gift.

If you have a problem with your
ZX81, just return it to Sinclair Research
within 90 days and we'll repair or replace
it at no charge.

We urge you to order your ZX81
today. You'll discover what thousands of
others have already discovered. At
$149.95, the Sinclair ZX81 is everything a
personal computer should be.

TO ORDER CALLTOLL-FREE:
800-543-3000. Ask for operator #509. In
Ohio call: 800-582-1364. In Canada call:
513-724-4300. Ask for operator #509.
Have your MasterCard or VISA ready.
Phones are open 24 hours a day, 7 days
aweek. These numbers are for orders
only. For information you must write
Sinclair Research Ltd., 2 Sinclair Plaza,
Nashua, NH 03061.

sSsincCl=ir

| Ad Caode: 0IGM

Yes, I'd like to have my own personal computer. Be sure
to send me a catalog of Sinclair software. If I'm not sat-
isfied with the ZX81 after 10 days, | can return it for a full
refund. Please send the item indicated. My check or
money order is enclosed for the totat amount.

PRICE QTY. AMOUNT

ZX81 personal computer $149.95

Add shipping 4.95
$154.90°

ZX81 personal computer

with 16K Memory Module $249.90

4.95

$254.85°

*U.S. Dollars TOTAL

MAILTO: Sinclair Research Ltd., One Sinclair Plaza.
Nashua, N.H. 03061.

NAME
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CAMEBITS

Edited by Curt Slepian

Japanese Pinball

Photographs by Etsuko Fukushima

Pachinko parlors light up Tokyo.

What pinball is to the competitive West,
pachinko is to the meditative East. A
kind of vertical pinball, pachinko is a
game whose enjoyment is derived not
from its action or outcome, but from the
forgetting of the game: players can sub-
merge their thoughts in the mesmeriz-
ing flow of hundreds of bouncing steel
balls. Perhaps it's this Zen-like quality
that has made pachinko one of the most
popular amusements in Japan.

Nothing in America can compare to
pachinko’s hold on the Japanese. Every
neighborhood in every major city has its
own pachinko parlor—huge, brightly lit
halls, sometimes several stories high,

lipachlnko player goes with the flow.

noisy with high-volume pop music and
the cacophony of hundreds of ma-
chines being played simultaneously. Af-
ter work the parlors are filled with ev-
eryone from school boys to business-
men winding down from the days work.
In air thick with cigarette smoke, individ-
uals have been known to play five or six
hours at a sitting. And when they get
bored with the game, they can watch
the TV sets that have been inserted into
the center of some of the newer pachin
ko machines.

To play pachinko one first purchases
a desired number of small steel balls
from the parlor's counters or vending
machines. The player then sits in front
of a machine and pours his balls into a
tray that feeds into his shooting lever.

o

For some, the game brings inner peace.

By turning or flipping the lever (depend-
ing on the model of the machine), 25 to
30 balls per minute shoot straight up in
an arc to the top of the board where
they fall through the various spike for-
mations. The aim is to drop as many
balls as possible into one of the *strike
zones," round holes in the face of the
machine. For each ball that enters a
strike zone, 15 bonus balls pour into the
tray. An accurate shooter can parlay his
initial hundred or so balls into thou-
sands.

When a player runs out of balls, it's
sayonara. Luckier shooters can ex-
change their remaining balls at the par-
lor's gift store for chocolates, ciga-
reltes, groceries, small electrical appli-
ances, and other modest items. Usual-

ly, these are brought home to the family

as presents.

But not all players are lured into pa-
chinko by the promise of gifts. For the
workaholic Japanese businessman, pa-
chinko is a release from the murderous
pressures of a six-day-a-week job and
extended family

While his ancestors meditaled on
bamboo, the modern Japanese cofn-
templates the trajectory of steel balls.
On this crowded island, you find inner

] ere you can.
calm anywhere y! _Barry Jactil
and Etsuko Fukushima

Extra Credit

You have to give Walter Cavanagha lot
of credit. But that's only because lhe‘
Santa Clara resident owns the world's
largest collection of credit cards. Ina
250-foot long wallet (a Guinness rec-
ord), Cavanagh keeps 1,098 different
credit cards (another Guinness mark).
Since the cards weigh 34 pounds, Cav-
anagh does leave home without them,
storing the plastic either in a safety de-
posit box or in the Ripley’s Believe-it-
Or-Not Museum in San Francisco.

Cavanagh's collection began when
he and a friend set oul to see who could
obtain more cards in a year. Now, be-
sides the commonplace Avis, Diners
Club, and 43 oil company cards, he
possesses a sterling silver card from @
Reno, Nevada gambling casino and an-
other that allows him to charge a mort-
gage for a house.

if he had the itch, Cavanagh could go
on a $1.25 million buying spree, but he
uses the cards primarily for identifica-
tion—and as an investment. Says Cav-
anagh, ‘'Just as
many early stamps
and coins are now
valuable, early ex-
amples of ‘plastic
money' may one da
prove equally as de-
sirable.”

Certainly it's a
hobby you can al-
ways get a big
charge out of.
—Frank Marc

udiy Anoy AQ SuonwaL
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Smrt Sets

or chess people on the move.

Now you can keep up with your game
wherever you go, with Executive
Chess, the newest computer chess
game from SciSys. Incorporating the
latest computer programming and
microprocessor technology, Executive
Chess also features the largest LCD
chessboard available today. The chess
pieces are electronically displayed,
and are moved by a unique four-sided,
touch-sensitive cursor control.

Executive Chess won't accept or allow

SciSys computer chess
s' a is exclusively endorsed by

‘n?? the World Chess Federation.

illegal moves, and offers automatic
castling, “en passant” and pawn
promotion. Its 8-level computer
program will entertain the novice as
well as fully extend the enthusiast.
Years ahead of all other portable

electronic chess games, it slips
comfortably into an attache case. At
just under $130., Executive Chess is
just one of eight SciSys computer
games, that range in price from under
$50. to under $500..

Executive Chess, one of the Smart Sets
from SciSys, the ultimate intelligent
computer games.

Wirite for literature and the name of your
nearest dealer.

7 SCIS

SciSys Computer Inc. g

One World Trade Center,
New York, N.Y. 10048 (212) 432-8529
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PLUGGED
INTC
ELECTRONIC)
BEMES

HOW A POKER-PLAYING WRITER
LOST HIS HEART TO THE MICROCHIP
BY ROGER DIONNE

Walking to and from my Hollywood office a couple of years §
ago, I had to pass a sprawling, open-arched building on the
corner of Orange Drive and Hollywood Boulevard In earlicr §
years the building had housed cl s driven by the §
likes of Cable and Lombard, Fair nd Pickford Buy as |
the Boulevard decayed, the classic-car museum turned into a
seedy arcade: Rock City. At all hours scores of sullen teenage [
boys loitered outside, a pack of budding John Travoltas pass-
ing time, checking out the action. Mingling with them were,
of course, the gum-chewing teenage girls in decaled T-shirts
and tight jeans.

These somewhat unsettling adolescents were merely the
spillover of .the crowd inside the cavernous arcade, from
which emanated a cacophony of whistles, sirens, blurps,
bleeps, and wall-shaking explosions The sounds werc for al
the world the sounds of war—apacalyptic space war—but in
fact they were only the sounds of manufactured fantasy, of |
electronic games.

Along with electronic chess, backgammon, and carg §
games, th action games have thoroughly conquered
America. They have moved from the arcades into our homes
in the form of hand-held games, tabletop games, and g sleyw
of video and compurer game cartridges. Mere child’s play?
Perhaps, but the impact of these toys on the cconomy @
impressively grown-up. In 1980, some 2,000 differen: elec-
tronic games accounted for more than half a billion do!
in retail sales, and that's only a small slice of the tota]
tronic-games pie. By far the largest portion is
the U.S. coin-operated amusement industry,
in revenues of $5 billion in 1980, nearly equ,
this country’s music and motion picture
bined.

Movies themselves are partly responsible
sound and fury of video and arcade game
success. The current spate of science-fict

o
generated by
which brougl
al to the take of
ndustries com.

not only for the

s, bu; also for theiy
ion films hys creat.




cd an appetite for futuristic themes and special effects that

the electronic game manufacturers have worked hard both to
cultivate and to satisfy. And the changing political climate
may also have affected the style of electronic playthings.
Based on war and destruction, as so many new games are—
Astro Blaster, Missile Command, Armor Attack, Tail Gun-
ner—one wonders if they would have been as well reccived
in the flower-powered, war-torn Sixties.

But the late Seventies were another matrer. Inside the fire
zonc of Rock City in those Hollywood days, te nage veterans
of coin-op warfare stood before tall, garishly decorated
booths, feeding the money they might once have spent on
movies or records into the machines for a chance to blast
clever, compurterized creatures on flashing screens before the
creatures blasted them. Mostly, the teenage girls watched,
and although death and destruction were not for keeps, it
was nonethcless imperative that the boys successfully zap
their electronic assailants into space dust. Each had to prove
to his female admirer and perhaps more importantly to him-
self that he could be Luke Skywalker, that there was some-
thing in this world—a world so far beyond his comprehen-
ston with its quarks and quasars that ironically it could pro-
duce the sophisticated circuitry now entertaining him—
something he could do well, better in fact than anyone
clse or at least anyone else in Rock City or in his crowd,
or simply better than he himself had ever done before

“'For teenage boys clectronic games are in many ways to-

mark of macho,” says Jim L President of Activi-

, a major producer of video-game software. “They have

replaced souping up a car, riding a motorcycle, even playing

football or basketball. You don’t have to weigh 240 or run

the 100 in 9.5 to do very well at Space Invaders. [t's a way to
show your worth as a man, a compeutor, an ach

Video games can be a “mark of macho” for men considera-

bly past their teenage years. Steve Martin, 30, who works for
Pacific Telephone in Southern California, installed Mateel's
Intellivision in the house he shares with three other men in
Highland Park. “'Video bascball took over the hou says
Dan Toye, 25, a rock musician and one of Martin -

“and it got kind of intense, We were going at it like

How intense would it get?

“Oh, we could get on cach other to the point of physical
attack,” Toye says. ““It starts out in fun, but then everybody
goes on an ego trip, a power trip. When somcone wins, he
begins to think he better man than his opponent.”

Walking past Rock City, [ didn’t hear any brawls over who
was best at Asteroids. What I frequently heard was far more
unsettling: a deep, malevolent thumping t grew louder
and louder, faster and faster, like a heart caught up in a
nightmare, ominously underscoring all the oth
bleeps, and blasts in the arcade. To my mind the mysterious
heartbeat came to represent a new, alien culture born of elec.
tronic chaos and noise, McLuhanism gone mad.

Then early last spring during a family holiday in Palm
Springs, my wife, my 13-year-old stepdaughter, Jenny, and 1
were waiting for the tram to take us down from the magnifi-
cent 8,500-foot heights of the San Jacinto Mountains, where
we had spent the day trekking through the guict of a snowy
pine forest. Inside the tram station guns éired and bombs
exploded from a row of coin-op gantes. Jenny dragged me to
Space Invaders, which I had never played. I'd concentrated

on the serious things in life, like backgammon and poker.

I slipped two quarters into the machine—Jenny and |
would alternate turns—pressed the start button, and as the
space invaders spilled in formation across the screen, [ heard

(Continued an page 20)
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the tell-tale heartbeat, the same heartbeat I'd heard in Rofk
City Before 1 knew it, the vicious, crab-like mvad_ers w:re
inching down the screen toward me, their collegtl\fc heart
beating louder. Moving my fircbase from side to side, I shot
frantically at them, but inexorably, pitilessly, they kept con‘g
ing. I wasn't destroying them fast enough; my hands starte:

sweating; the thumping grew louder, faster; and my own
heart began to pound as loudly, it seemed, as the machine’s
Then I was hit, kaput, and it was Jenny’s turn. On my sec:
ond try the invaders started even closer, their heart beating

sovofecenaices @..

.GHAOS AND NOISE*

he and his friends spent S?.,SOO) to buy t{:c arcade game i
their Newport Beach home Tlun7 Ustgn ecame addicre ¢,
Asteroids. Now he’s !1ookcd on 1.-1c~!\‘/VLm, 4 game that's oy,
rently more popular in the United States than either of the
> 0.
otl,‘,irtlfl‘l*nok the addiction lics in the fact that you eventuglly
will becom¢ destroyed and lose,” Uston says. “You mq
always lose It's like death and taxes. But of course yoy try to

gain more skill and get a higher score, and it's a hell of ,
challenge

You're playing against yoursclf usually, and

T

£0 .

more loudly, and they didn’t take long to annihilate me
again. And then a third time. Yet for those few seconds of
battle, neither the San Jacinto Mountains, the tram, Jenny,
my wife—nothing mattered except those terrible creatures
coming to get me.

I reached into my pocket for two more quarters. Those
devils wouldn't get the best of me, damn it. But my wife
alerted us that the tram was arriving. Walking away disap-
pointedly, 1 was amazed at the energy and hostility the ma-
chine had aroused in me. [ was actually trembling

Games this exciting are seductive to most people, and no
doubt even more so to children. Communities across the
country are beginning to fear the pied-pipensh sway of ar-
cade games over their children’s time and money—as they
once feared comic books and television. Irvington, New
York, recently passed an ordinance that discourages the in
stallation of video arcades there And in the case of Mes-
quite, Texas v. Aladdin’'s Castle (an arcade firm), the Su
preme Court will soon decide whether or not a community
can regulate video arcades

But video and arcade games continue to attract larger and
larger segments of the population. Though women, particu-
larly middle-class women, play electronic games at home,
they generally shy away from grungy arcades. To win them
over, smart entreprencurs are installing video games every-
where from supermarkets, shopping malls, and movie thea-
ters to national pizza parlor chains. Although the emphasis
is still on violence, there is a new breed of machine on the
market for those who don‘t have the urge to kill, even in a
fantasy world.

Among those who have fallen under the spell of electronic
games are master game players. Former world backgammon
champion Paul Magriel actually prefers the challenge of ac.
tion-oriented computer games to clectronic strategy games
Boasts Magriel, 1 can say quite confidently they wil] no:.
have a backgammon computer that’ll come close to beating
me in a match this century.” But he admits with a touch of
embarrassment, ‘I sort of like thosc arcade-type games. | just
keep on playing and [ keep on trying to better my sc(;re %0

Former world bridge and backgammon champion Bill}; Ei.
senberg calls electronic game-playing “'occupational thers.
py.” “I'm getting involved in something external Eisc;l-
berg says, "gnd I'm not thinking about anything efse that’s
unpleasant.

Blackjack expert Ken Uston became so addicted 1o Space
Invaders when it appeared on the scene four years 220 that

you're always shooting to better your last score.”
It was a friend of mine, Ed Dwyer, who introduced me 1o
Pac-Man over drinks at Barney's Beanery in West Holly-
wood. In Pac-Man, the player guides through a maze an om-
niverous yellow dot that gobbles up as many little beads and
picces of fruit as possible. At the same time, the dot is pur-
sued by four mupper-like creatures bent on gobbling him up
Theoretically, a player can rack up a limitless number of
points—when the yellow dot swallows all the beads, the
whole process begins again. I have seen Pac-Man scores well
over 150,000. However, in those first games 1 played with Ed
Dwyer, I never managed better than a meager 5,600. Later ]
secretly returned to Barney's and stuffed $§5 worth of quar-
ters into Pac-Man. But my best score was only 7,560, while
the high score registered on the machine was a seemingly
unreachable 88,690
In many arcade games, though not in Pac-Man, the player
who breaks the machine’s record has the satisfaction of
punching his initials (sometimes his whole name) onto the
display, and so gains his moment of public glory. “We've
observed guys spend five or six dollars cach day in an ar
cade,” says Mike Katz of Coleco. “Their whole objective is
to beat the previous record, to become the guy who has the
LCC(:r'(}, who's established the standard, who is the man 10
ea
Yet surely machismo and ego grarification are not the only
{easons cIL:ccronic games have become the single most popy
dacre:itcési“o;“l “C“f’it)’Ato hit America since television Bl:!
whatl makgslg‘e rca;on is our addiction to TV watching. o
o e th;;acle nvaders m‘orc'compcllmg to somevlm":S
fiow e me ement of active involvement. Video bdccss
et bctwcontrol the action on th¢ screen, a p]l’Ough
e Do c;cn spectating and participating T];oyou
probably wil] workny muscles play‘mg vn_deo basketba l; Z
outthinking your hUP a sweat manipulating the comromin ;
your heart wil bealtm;an Or computer opponent. Cfg e
O T aster than it does watching apté
iFyides s, ad:impossnblq predicament. d4d e
traordinary sophisti o dlmenmqn o T.v‘ 41f Mike
Katz, “In the o} am“‘;.“ to game-simulation. S:l)’ls s
diee or Spinners ogr $es }O SR foothe
You have contrg] ovgrgml:ts et made things happe.né
game, and it's you that tui( characters and f'eamres
Electronics makes e ”""55 happen. with
Mattel's B, possible realistic touches, t00: | 0
cartridge, the computer umpire yells 1 °
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appropriately decisive growl, “Yer out!” A widco football
game begins with the final bars of “The Star Spangled Ban-
ner”’ followed by the roar of the crowd. In video hockey you
can trip an opponent, and the machine calls the penalty.

In his beautiful book on baseball, The Summer Ganie,
Roger Angel] wrote that, above all, what keeps older fans
nailed to their seats is “the knowledge that . . we would
never be part of that golden company on the field, which
cach of us, certainly for one moment of his life, had wanted
more than anything else in the world to join.”” Perhaps elec-
tronic games have a similar lure. Jim Levy of Activision says,
T have a feeling that for males over 30 or 35 video games in
a lot of ways allow them to recapture their Jost athletic prow-
ess.”” A case in point is a 34-year-old amatcur softball league
veteran who complained to Levy last summer, “Jimmy, ['m
down to designated hitter. | can’t turn the double play any-
more. 1 don’t have the arm. All I can do is poke the ball
through the infield every now and then.” Perhaps not so
coincidentally, Levy's friend has become a video-game fanat-
ic—on the screen he can turn the d.p. and hit the ball out of
the park as well as the next guy.

Video games are great levelers. Young and old, male and
female are equal when they step on the electronic playing
field for the first time. Larry Edelman, a video-game fan from
Encino, California, lost so badly to his nephew in hand-held
football he dubbed him ““Magic Fingers”; my step-daughrer
used to whip me regularly at the same game before [ decided
to hang up my cleats.

“Physically we’re not as good as a lot of men,” admits
Adelle Javier, a 31-year-old divorcee from Eagle Rock, Cali-
fornia. "'That's why I hke these games as much as [ do. I'm a
competitor. In electronic games 1'm at least starting off on an
even footing.”

Jim Levy's wife loves electronic boxing because of its ac-
tion and aggressiveness. ““She can compete with me in some
thing she wouldn’t be able to do in real life,” says Levy
"And she's pretty wily

Others see clectronic games as a relaxant, a kind of micro-
chip Valium. Pau} Goddard, a jumor executive at Litton In-
dustries, believes they dissipate nervous encrgy. To Magna-
vox’s Ed Williams, they are a rclease mechanism. “A lot of
people take out on the machines whatever hostility they've
built up during the day."”

On the other hand, Larry Gertz, owner of Chess and
Games, one of the largest game retailers on the West Coast,
finds that the best, most challenging electronic games have

.

A

with Jenny on a trip I had long promised her, we were tack-
ling Space Invaders in the arcade at the Union Plaza Hotel.
After a couple of months and countless quarters, we'd be-
come pretty pleased with our game. However, a teenager at
the machine next to us was adroitly working the controls of
Galaxians, 2 game similar to Space Invaders except that now
and again a few invaders would suddenly peel off and dive-
bomb the firebase. So here was a new complexity with which

-the coin-op industry was enticing us to invest our bankroll.

And a little farther away, one of the Union Plaza’s
blackjack dealers, his shift over, was playing yet another new
game. A flashy redhead was watching him, and the sympho-
ny of whines and blasts also drew Jenny and me to view a
master in action. The game is called Gorf, and to me it is, for
the moment at least, the non plus ultra of electronic games.
Actually, it's a series of five space battles—five, that is, if
you survive the first four—each more complex than the pre-
vious one, requiring quicker reactions and cleverer tacrics.
The blackjack dealer handled the enemies in ““Astro Battle™
with case. He went on to destroy everything in sight in his
second battle, “Laser Atrack.”

“'Fearless,'” the redhead said. “He's fearless.”

Now “Galaxians” flashed on the screen. He dispatched
these nasties in fairly short order and moved on to the fourth
and penultimate battle, ’Space Warp."” Finally he confront-
ed Flagship.” When the dealer punctured its defenses and
scored a direct hit, Gorf’s mothership exploded over the
screen in a psychedelic fireball of color and sound to rival
the Fourth of July display at Disneyland.

“"Hot stuff!”’ the redhead said as the flagship disintegrated
slowly into thousands of colored dots.

““When you're good, you're good,” the dealer said.

“Charlie, you're great,’” the redhead beamed, and snuggled
closer to him.

“I'm never even going to try that game,” Jenny said.

“}'m not either,” 1 agreed. Yeah sure. I've since played it
several times, never getting past “Laser Attack.” And each
ume I'm destroyed, a gloating, chuckling Gorf rubs salt in
my wounds.

Still, there's always Pac-Man. In a casino, a restaurant, a
shopping mall—wherever I happen to be—I cannot pass the
game without stuffing a quarter or two or eight into the
machine. ['m reaching 20,000 points with ease now. I've sur-
passed 30,000 frequently, 40,000 a couple of times. I'm
learning the patterns, developing a strategy Soon I'll break
50,000, 75,000, 100,000. I'll be another Charlie.

the opposite effect: “Many people buy electronic games be-
cause they want to relax. That's my intention. But the games
are actually sort of stress-related. I find myself wasted when
I'm competing with Entex Football Four. I'm exhausted
mentally and physically. [ can feel the muscles in my body
all tense.”

One thing the games are not is boring—the manufacturers
don’t permit ennui to set in. Even before one game has lost
its luster, a newer, more spectacular one pops up in toy
stores or in the arcades. One day last May, while in Las Vegas

b

Yes, as 1 skillfully maneuver my vellow dot, all the disap-
pointments in life fade from my mind. Of course, however
good [ get, sooner or later, as inevitably as death and taxes,
my last quarter is played, my yetlaw dot is destroyed again,
and reluctantly 1 have to return from that world of ephemer-
al victories to the more terrifying real world, where the com.

petition is for keeps.

Contributing editor Roger Dionne last wrote for Games on The World Series
of Poker He also waites for Sports Mlustrated. armd ather publications
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ARE YOU
CHICKEN ENOUGH T¢
PLAY FREEWAY.?

S

FI{{EWAY by Activision, for use with
your Afari® or Sears video game _
<7 system. Its the ulfimate 10-lane % $ O .
—% ™% _test for any chicken. Careening cars % X
..+ . and roaring rigs stand between you

j.# ) and freedom. And all you have to
“ 2 fight back with is skill.
Start your daredevil
dash against Sunday
drivers. Then, work up to
é7:.. 0 head-on confrontation
- With Friday rush hour traffic.
> Look  both ways and make
~your break. But remember, one false move can really

fowl you up.

Conquer FREEWAY by Activision
and puf a feather in your cap.
You'll love if. Unless, of course,
you're just a little chicken.

FORUSE WITH THE
ATARI VIDEO GAME SYSTEM

\‘t ©1881 fclMslon.lnc. “Alari, Inc. is not relaled fo Activision, Inc.



