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EDITORIAL
Welcome to Issue 11 of Adventure Probe. We've almost coapleted a whole year now,
and it couldn’t be done without all the help and support that we have received
both from readers and colusnists. I'd like to thank Tony Bridge, Mike Berrard,
The Pilgrim, Peter Sweasey and Andy Moss for mentioning Probe over the past
year. Rdvertising is so expensive that small concerns like Probe just can't
aftord to advertise on a large scale.

Also Probe has some very talented people among its readers who have shared their
talents freely with us all, and 1'd like to take this opportunity to thank them
properly. Malcolm Serbert has been giving us all a good laugh with his stories
that were inspired by the Christmas story that Jim 0'Keeffe did for us. Paul
Serbert has sent in lots of reviews (he’'s Malcolm's son by the way). Jim
D’Keeffe sends in reviews regularly. Christopher Hester shared his artistic
talents with us with his beautiful Zork map, and the front cover of the @ag.
John Barnsley, Tom Frost and Ron Rainbird have been particularly prolific in the
amount of solutions, maps and hints that they've sent in for us all to share.
Neil Scrisgeour has drawn maps, and written a couple of interesting articles.
Keith Milner has also sent in articles, the one on graphics was particularly
good and sparked off lots of letters on the subject. These people have been with
Probe from the very beginning and we are now attracting attention from lots sore
people who are equally gifted so Probe can only get better.

I also promised my children that I would thank them publicly so here goes.
Andrew and Christopher for collating and posting hundreds of magazines for me in
the last few months, and Michael and Liam for sticking out their tengues in turn
to lick the stamps - thanks sprogs!

There are lots more names that I should have mentioned but I am limited by space
so thanks to everyone who contributes to the magazine, I couldn’'t do it without
you. The Helper has asked for a couple of months off while he organises his move
to Scotland so I'1l be printing help pleas in the magazine for a while to give
him time to settle in and do all the decorating, and gardening and go to work
and try to find time to play a few adventures. Bood luck to you “Helper", you
deserve it.

See you all next month.
Sandra



THE MISADVENTURERS

AS ANOTHER CRISIS ROCKS THE NATION, THE GOVERNMENT DECIDE UPDN
EMERGENCY MEASURES' THE P.M. RELUCTANTLY PICKS UP THE DREADED RED
TELEPHONE, AND SPEAKS TO P.W. THE ENSUING CONVERSATION CAN NOT BE
REPEATED. BUT ANOTHER MISSION IS ABOUT TO BE requested?

MEANWHILE, MANY MILES AWAY, ON THE EDGE OF THE YORKSHIRE MOORS, THE
INTREPID DUO ARE ENJOYING A PERIOD OF VOLUNTARY RETIREMENT. THE SCENE
IS A TINY COTTAGE IN THE VILLAGE OF DALESGATE , WHERE THE
MISADVENTURERS ARE STILL UNAWARE OF THE EVENTS WHICH HAVE DEVELOPED
BETWEEN LONDON AND WIGAN.

Winter had arrived! Snow lay thick upon the moorland heather. It
drifted across the village streets, it settled on the roofs and
window panes, and on my eyebrows, as I tried to shovel the path
outside our cottage. My feet were freezing, and complaining bitterly,
I gazed down at the four icicles and a thumb which should have been
my left hand, and decided that I was fed up!

Inside the cottage, Jim was sprawled out beside a roaring coal fire,
reading a Sherlock Holmes novel. He was wearing a cashmere bedspread,
which he had knitted the evening before. He referred to 1t as his
pullover, but I recognised a bedspread when I saw one! His image was
complimented by a rubber hot water bottle which was strapped to his
head. He had read somewhere that heat was a certain cure for
dandruff. "It was a pity it didn't cure eccentricity!” I thought.

As 1 fought my way back into the cottage, away from the howling
blizzard, Jim looked up casually. "“Watch out for the ice!"” he said.
As usual his warning was too late! I made a spectacular nosedive over
the door mat, and landed flat out on a tattered old rug, which lay
beside the farmhouse table. “"Have some toast,” said Jim, as he
rescued another burnt offering from the fire. Suddenly, there was a
tap on the door. Jim went over and used it to fill his hot water
bottle, he came back clutching a small green envelope. "I wonder what
this 1s?" he said.

He opened it, and read the letter slowly. His face went ashen. We
were in C.O.N.T.A.C.T. with the organisation who wished to remain

anonymous'! "We have another mission® he announced. I gasped at the
enormity of the statement! There were giant earthquakes in Japan.
Assassinations in Hong Kong. Floods and pestilence broke out 1in

China. And in Dalesgate market the price of Spring Onions rose by two
pence a pound. I was stunned!'

Jim recovered instantly, with one bound, he sprang across the room,
hurled wide the intervening door, and with that uncanny knack of his,
found himself in the kitchen. "Teatime," he said, reaching for the
kettle!

After tea, we sat down beside the fire, and Jim elected to wear his
deerstalker on top of his trusty hot water bottle. I decided to
humour him by hanging an old stethoscope around my neck. Jim puffed
on his pipe, and I prayed he would forget the violin! He explained
that our mission for “you know who" must not fail, or we could expect
“you know what". Suddenly my feet began to reek of cowardice. Or it
could have been my socks drying out in front of the fire.
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Jim continued by telling me that we had to capture a legendary
Vampyre, and when I regained consciousness, he was standing by the
window, with the violin tucked under his chin. He was saying, “When
you have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however
improbable, must be the truth!" “Amazing!" 1 exclaimed. "Elementary!
my dear Whatsaname," he replied.

The next four hours were sheer agony' Jim scraped away on the violin,
and the strains of ‘The Theme from Dallas’ wafted across the
snowbound moors, causing instant insanity to any unfortunate creature
who came within earshot. “Nothing could be worse than this," I
thought grimly, but as usual I was wrong! Suppertime approached, and
Jim finally stopped his dreadful scraping. The silence was wonderful,
creatures began to return to the moors, and Russia declared a day of
free speech. For a short while I was happy, but that was before Jim
discovered the Diary' It was hidden in a secret dr awer beneath the
farmhouse table, and Jim suggested that we have supper, then he would
read it aloud. I actually agreed! Fool that I was!

After supper we each settled down into a comfortable armchair beside
the blazing coal fire, and the intimate glow of a single oil lamp,
softened the room into a lazy ring of shadows. Jim began to read! A
few days passed, and he eventually reached the third chapter. Outside
the snow continued unabated, so did Jim. It was the longest winter I
ever remembered' Observers from the Guiness Book of Records, tried to
contact us., but it was no use, Jim was in full flow. Eventually his
voice began to waver, and Winter turned to Spring. Buds appeared on
the trees, and flights of tiny brown sparrows haopped around in the
shrubbery. My beard was four feet long!, and Jim looked 1like ‘The
Lone Weirdo’'. I finally took the Diary from his trembling fingers, he
was beyond help, and, God forgive me, I did the only humane thing
possible. I went to put the kettle on!

We finally recovered from the ordeal, and we now had to decide how we
were going to attempt our mission. I was reading an old copy of a
local newspaper, The Dalesway Echo, when I noticed some strange
headlines' I read them aloud to Jim.

YORKSHIRE SCHOOLGIRL SUSFENDED BY HEAD.
POLICE SHOOT MAN WITH KNIFE.

BURGLAR FOUND SAFE UNDER FLOORBOARD.
SPOTTED GIRL WANTED BY POLICE.

VAMPYRE BUYS LOCAL PRIORY.

Jim looked puzzled. "I suppose there must be a clue somewhere," he
said scratching his deerstalker. We spent the next hour looking for
the elusive clue, and then the penny dropped. “I‘ve got it'" said
Jim, as he picked it up. "The last headline is in code, we must
investigate the Friory". The game was afoot!, and we began to make
our preparations. Jim packed the handcart, and planned our route. We

were to go as an elite Commando unit, he decided. We would probably
be more like BENERAL ignorance and MAJOR disaster, I suspected. But I
kept my thoughts to myself.

The hour of midnight approached, and Jim insisted that we black our
faces, he promptly demonstrated his plan, by grabbing a large lump of
charcoal from the fireplace, and applying it to his nose. The
screaming finally died down, as the blister appeared. "“Try some cold
charcoal® 1 suggested helpfully, but he couldn’'t hear me with his
head under water.
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At the stroke of midnight, we stood behind the door in single file,
ready to terrorise the surrounding villages. Two pairs of white eyes,
gazed out from two black faces. One of them wearing a huge plaster on
its nose! "Synchronize your watch" said Jim. 1 wasn’'t wearing one. He
pulled on his flippers, and patting the hot water bottle into place,
he said "6Get ready". We pulled on our Balaclava helmets, and Jim
opened the door. I made a truly spectacular exit, straight over the
doormat, and on top of Jim. He patiently explained that helmets had
to have the hole at the front, where the face poked through, and the
calamity was soon resolved. We had made it so Far! Jim was quite
pleased.

The journey across the moors was difficult. Jim seemed to have all
the instincts of a Swamp diviner. He led us, unerringly, From one
minor swamp to another, and I still can't believe that we got the
cart across, safely. The village was not surprisingly deserted, when
we arrived. The moon was full, and I heard the screech of an hungry
Owl, as it sighted a mobile supper. Our attention was caught,
temporarily, by a huge Bat circling over our heads in search of its
mate. I hoped it would find her scon, because 1 knew that Vampyres
often loved in vein'

Jim led us along the moonlit cobbles of the village street, and I
caught my first glimpse of the ancient Priory through the tall
Sycamore trees, which lined our path. My feet were trying hard to
point in the other direction, but I was firm, and we hurried on our
way, trundling the cart before us. Jim told me that the Priory had
been built in the Thirteenth century by Sir Rodney Cart, and his
brother Orson. The present owner was a mystery, but one we were soon
to resolve. As we passed beneath the huge stone arch of the Priory
gate, we were ill prepared for the sight that greeted us. The
teetering pile of stones that was the Priory, suddenly loomed before
us, and striding down the gravel path, was a tall dark figure,
wrapped in a flowing cloak.

As the cloaked figure drew nearer, Jim reacted swiftly. He hid behind
me! This was no mean feat, because ] was about twenty metres away,
and still retreating rapidly down the pathway. The figure suddenly
seemed to recognise us, and it called out in a deeply hypnotic voice.
"Holmes'" it said, "Watsaname'!, my dear friends, do come in." We
returned rather sheepishly along the path, Jim wearing his
deerstalker, and I patting my fleece. The figure stepped forward to
introduce himself. "I am the Count" he started to say, then
correcting himself, he continued "the new owner, Sir Elliot
Staircase." We shook hands, and Sir Elliot waited patiently until we
had finished. “Walk this way" he said, gliding smoothly along the
pathway. Jim looked at my feet, and I looked at his flippers. “Some
hope, " we both muttered, together.

We were led into the Priory via the graveyard suite, and Jim paused
to admire a huge 0il painting which was hanging above the gothic
fireplace. "Ugly looking fellow," said Jim loudly. Sir Elliot smiled
mirthlessly, "my mother™ he said. Jim hid his deerstalker behind his
back. "Only testing," he muttered. We all proceeded rapidly to an
upper floor, and paused beside a large wooden door, which was marked
‘Lair’., Sir Elliot pressed a small bell, and as the chimes of
‘Phantom of the Opera’ died away, the door creaked open'

(6)



The maid was dressed in a long black gown, and she looked to be about
as friendly as a Shark with toothache. Sir Elliot excused himself. "I
shall see you for dinner," he said, flashing a long toothed smile at
Jim. The maid led us into the room, "Dinner 1is at 3 a.m." she
snapped, "be there." Then drawing her lips back in a travesty of a
smile, she added, "Please.” Jim nodded, and nearly lost his hot water
bottle, and I thought to myself, "she could use a good dentist." as
soon as she was gone Jim rummaged around in the handcart, then handed
me a long string of garlic sausages. "Hang these around your neck, "
he whispered, "“in case we meet any Vampyres'"

We spent the next guarter hour examining everything in the room, as
any other team of master adventurers would have done, and Jim finally
threw his trusty deerstalker onto a nearby hook. To my utter
astonishment, an ocak panel slid open on the opposite wall, revealing
a small dark passage. Jim grinned smugly, and said “It pays to read
the TONY BRIDGE column.”

We entered the secret passage, and it turned out to be one of the
East to West type, which are often fascinatingly described by lazy
adventure game authors. It led into a small neglected chamber , which
contained only a broken chair, and a heavy metal chest. 1 turned to
go, "We appear to be wasting our time," I said. Jim lowered his
magnifying glass. "On the contrary, my dear Watsaname," he said, "it
has long been an axiom of mine that the little things are infinitely
the most important.® He puffed on his favourite pipe, and I prayed
that he wouldn’t start scraping his infernal violin again!

The chest contained a curious looking bundle which Jim carried
carefully back to our room. I opened it, and a pile of unusual
clothing spilled out onto the floor. @Amongst the clothing, Jim
discovered a faded old manuscript, which he promptly opened. Lt
seemed to contain a clue to the whereabouts of a mysterious key, and
there was also an astronomers chart, which was marked with a specific
date and time. It was three days hence, on Friday the 13th, and the
time was & a.m. The date meant nothing to either of us, and the
message was a total puzzle, it read: ‘TO REACH THE FOWER, LEAVE NO
STONE UNTURNED. THE KEY LIES BENEATH AN OFPEN SKY, WITHIN THREE FEET.
THE DOORWAY LIES BENEATH A TREE WHICH HAS NO ROOTS'. As we finished
reading the message, Jim commented that it would need a very keen
mind to unravel the mystery. "Perhaps we could ask Sherlock Homes ," I
said.

Jim was beginning to feel hungry, and he suggested that we put the
clothing to good use by dressing for dinner. He selected a long
knitted overcoat with three sleeves, to compliment his hot water
bottle and flippers, and of course he wore his favourite deerstalker.
I chose a plum coloured jacket with matching green trousers, topped
off by a blue cravat. I thought my outfit was reasonably
conservative, but Jim said that a gentleman never wore his braces on
the outside of his jacket. I was just about to reply when a bell
tolled in the distance, announcing that dinner was ready.

We ambled off along a corridor, and Jim spotted our +Friendly maid
presumable heading towards the dining room. As we followed her, 1
noticed that she was carrying a book entitled ‘How to serve guests’.
It seemed to be a good omen, but we didn‘t know then that it was a
cookbook!
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Our entrance into the dining hall was greeted 'by considerable
applause from Sir Elliot and his servants, who stood around the

magnificent oak table, smiling incisively. Sleet was pattering agains
the window panes, and the wind could be heard howling bleakly across
the distant moors, reminding us of the inclemency of the night. Our
host was charming and cordial, but I observed that he had a tendency
to wince, whenever Jim used his cocktail stick to spear another
unsuspecting olive. Perhaps it reminded Sir Elliot of something
unpleasant!

After dinner we retired to a small study, and Sir Elliot proceeded to
business. "The fact is Holmes," he said, addressing Jim. "I need your
assistance on a certain matter." Jim patted his deerstalker, and
replied "I am at your disposal. "They began to converse in hushed
voices, and I fell asleep beside the fire. When I awoke 1 became
aware of several things at once, firstly the night sky had reddened
towards morning, and the first rays of sunlight were peeping over the
distant moorland. Secondly, Sir Elliot and his servants seemed to
have vanished, and a deathlike silence hung over the Priory. And
thirdly, the room was filled with thick blue smoke'!

My first impression was that a fire had broken out, then I had a
vision of Jim curled up in the opposite armchair, puffing on his
favourite pipe. "My dear Watsaname," he said through the haze, T
have something of importance to tell you." I listened with amazement
and horror as he described the conversation of the previous night.

It seemed that Sir Elliot needed Jim to locate a secret room within
the Friory. Sir Elliot was unaware that the conversation was being
monitored by means of a tiny transmitter lodged in Jim’'s deerstalker.
The C.0.N.T.A.C.T. headquarters in Wigan, were listening to every
word, and when Jim agreed to help Sir Elliot, he had already been
fully briefed by P.W. the legendary head of the organisation.

The truth of the matter was that Jim and I had penetrated an evil
society of Vampyres, who were using the ancient Priory to practise
their black arts. The leader of the group was posing as Sir Elliot
Staircase, and the secret room which they desperately wanted to find,
would give them powers beyond our imagination. F.W. had warned Jim
that we must destroy it at all costs, and we must Ffind a way to
capture Sir Elliot, before he became a major threat to society. This
was our mission, and we must not fail!

We both agreed that we must pretend to help the Vampyres, whilst we
worked out a plan. "We need to make it look good," said Jim. “Give
them something to get their teeth into!" The Friory was empty, or is
seemed to be, we had a good idea where the Vampyres might be, but
neither of us was keen to find out. Instead we located the kitchen,
and I put the kettle on whilst Jim thought out a plan. He studied the
astronomers chart, and suddenly he started chuckling. "It's really
quite elementary, he said. He proceeded to explain, and I could
scarce refrain from laughing. "It would take two complete idiots to
mess it up,” I said. It was foolproof!

THE STORY CONTINUES IN A LATER EFISODE, WHEN JIM AND I BEGIN OUR
SEARCH FOR THE SECRET ROOM, AND OUR DEVIOUS PLAN TO CAPTURE THE
VAMPYRE LEADER IS SET IN MOTION. STAY TUNED TO THIS CHANNEL!

Malcolm Serbert.
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