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COPYRIGHT

Copyright on anything which does not carry the writers name belongs
to Adventure Probe. Copyright on all other items lies with the
writer. (Adventure Probe does not actually pay for contributions,
although every effort is wmade to return the favour as far as
possible).

If you wish to reprint any article or other item, please get in
touch. Normally there will be no problem ...... all you need is the
written permission of the copyright holder. User groups especially
are welcome to reproduce parts of the magazine in return for a
mention of the source ...... but please ask first!' -

Readers whose work is printed in the magazine continue to hold
copyright on all material written by them, and are free to use it
anywhere else ...... it still belongs to them!
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SUBSCRIPTIONS
Copies of Adventure Probe may be ordered at any time, month by month
if you wish. However you can order up to twelve copies in advance.
Prices as shown below: -
UK EURDPE REST OF
(incl. S. Ireland) WORL.D
PRICECPER COPY cli..o... E1.00 . .00 0 il n SNCE . £2.00
All back copies are still available at £1 (£1.50/£2 Europe etc.)
Issues 1, 2 and 3 at SOp each
(75p each Euraope and £1 each Rest of World)

Please make payments in pounds Sterling.
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¢¢ PHOTOCOPYINS ))

We can now offer a photocopying service to our readers.
Prices as follows:—

A4/AS Single sided - 4p per sheet
R4/AS Dauble sided - é6p per sheet

Reduction from A4 to AS - Sp per sheet

Up to 100 sheets EXCLUSIVE of postage
Over 100 sheets INCLUSIVE of postage

Send details of your requirements to Adventure Probe.
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Editorial

eSS

Welcome to issue 12 of Probe. If you are a regular reader vyou will
have noticed that Probe appears to be smaller this month. Well it 1is
... and 1t 1sn't!

I've finally taken the plunge and leased a photocopier, but it is
working out quite expensive to run. Up to last month I was typing up
Adventure Contact 1in return for Pat (the editor) daing my
photocopying at cost. This meant that I could produce a 60 page mag
with fewer lines of text per page. Recently the readership of Probe
has swelled considerably and Pat can no 1longer find the time to
photocopy for us.

But ... the new photocopier will reduce Ffrom A4 to AS so vyour
magazine now has 40 pages with more lines per page.

Unfortunately, when I take into account the cost of the lease and
share it between the number of magazines produced, the cost of a
subscription copy does not cover the actual expenses incurred. This
means that I reluctantly have to discontinue with the discount on
subscriptions. Th:is will mainly affect people who wish to subscribe
for 12 months at a time. But, as most of you have opted for three and
six months subscriptions 1t will make very little difference to the
price.

All pre-paid subscriptions will of course be honoured, but the future
price will be £1 per copy straight through, and you can still order
up to 12 copies 1n advance.

Please bear with me as I get used to handling the photocopier and
accept my apologies for having to discontinue the reduction for
subscription copies.

I have also decided to bring the distribution date forward from the
1Sth to the ist of the month with a copy date of the 14th, so you’'ve
received this month’'s issue a couple of weeks early. Haope I haven 't
confused anyone.

See you again next month.

Sandra
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Firtion
TUESDAY 10TH. AN EXTRACT FROM THE MISADVENTURERS DIARY.

R g Ty Ty v
It is imperative that I record the strange events of this night,
whilst they remain clear in my mind. We have encountered a group of
mysterious Vampyres, who are occupying the ancient Priory of
Dalesgate. Our mission is to capture their leader, and he has
mistakenly assumed that we are detectives, and enlisted our aid to
track down a secret room which exists within the Priory.

Our plan to capture this creature must take place at &6 a.m. on Friday
13th. Only 3 days remain for us to find and destroy the secret room.
We search by day, and the Vampyres search by night, we must find it
first, to prevent them +from gaining incredible power. We have
discovered a manuscript which contains a cryptic message. The words
somehow hold the key to our mystery.

* TO REACH THE POWER LEAVE NO STONE UNTURNED.
* THE KEY LIES BENEATH AN OPEN SKY WITHIN 3 FEET.
* THE DOORWAY LIES BENEATH A TREE WHICH HAS NO ROOTS.

It is our only hope, the consequences of failure are beyond our
imagination. If the mission fails the Organisation would cut
Offoceeee.. . (AUTHOR'S NOTE) The remainder of this entry is censored
to protect readers who are of a nervous disposition. To find out
more, join the Misadventurers as they continue their search.
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It was Wednesday 11th. The international news was startling' In Crete
a deep sea diver discovered the lost city of aAtlantis. In Egypt a
tourist discovered the tomb of a legendary Pharoah. In Wigan a
farmworker discovered the Holy Grail, and in Dalesgate Priory I
discovered a small Wasp''

Jim was sitting casually in an armchair beside the fire, trying to
solve the cryptic message. He was totally unaware that he had become
the object of an overhead surveillance. The attack began with a 1long
victory roll across the full length of the Library airspace, and it
finished with a perfect three point landing on the end of Jim’'s nose.
I applauded loudly! "Sod off," yelled Jim, as he attempted to swat
the insect with his manuscript.

The wasp rose majestically and flew off to the left, whilst Jim’'s
famous deerstalker flew off to the right. It landed, inevitably, in
the blazing fire. Jim leapt up like a maniac, and hooked it out with
his foot, his shoe burst into flames! “Bloody hell," he screamed.
"I‘'m on fire." I had to agree!

The next few seconds were total chaos'! Jim hurtled dementedly across
the room and crashed through the closed french windows. I followed
the trail of burning rubber across the lawn, and into a small stone
shed, where I found him standing amidst a bellowing cloud of steam.

He was directing the jet from a garden hose onto his still
smouldering shoe. I handed the charred deerstalker to him, and
couldn’t resist making a comment. "Buy Fawkes day is in November,® I
said innocently. I vacated the shed rapidly as a salvo of plant pots
flew in my direction.



A few hours later, things had returned to normal, and we were sitting
in the Priory kitchen still grappling with the systery of the cryptic
clue. "I wonder how we could locate the secret room,” mused Jim. |
suppose we could try looking for it,” 1 suggested brightly.

Jdim considered this for a moment, then he agreed that it was a sound
idea. “"Remember we only have three days left,” he said, referring to
the foolproof plan which we intended to use to capture the vampyre
leader. "We can’'t afford to waste any more time,” he added. I rose to
go'! “But let’s not be toc hasty,” he muttered, reaching for the
kettle. “After all we must keep our priorities in order'”

We decided to begin our exploration at Noon, and Jim insisted that
the cellars would be a good place to start. "We should make a map, "
he said knowingly, "it‘s a proper adventure procedure.” He went o4
to fetch a pencil and a pad, and 1 agreed to meet him in five minutes
time at the passage which led down to the lower chambers.

1 arrived a minute or two early, pushing the handcart, and I was just
thinking how dark it was when a door swung open, and Jim stood there
with the yellow light of a lantern shining on his face.

The Priory was cloaked in a velvet silence, and we advanced along the
passage in a slow sethodical manner, with Jim holding the lantern
before him. I kept close by his heels, and our long black shadows
streamed along the ground behind us. Everything was going smoothly
until we rounded the next bend, and it was then that we came upon our
first hazard!

On the left of the passage was a sordid room, it was {11 lit, and
worse furnished, and it was occupied by what could only be described
as a female hunchback. She was in fact half vampyre, and as we tried
to edge past, she flew out into the passage hissing like a demented
creature. Jim tried diplomacy first. "Shift'" he said. “We want to
get past.” But she took no notice. As she came nearer into the 1light
of the lantern, I noticed that she had a face like a sack Full of
spanners, and it gave e an idea!'

I rummaged around in the handcart and came up holding a small mirror.
“Catch,” 1 said, throwing it to Jim. He held it temptingly in his
hand and the creature snatched it away from him. She peered into the
depths of the looking glass and as she saw herself looking back, her
greasy bhair literally stood on end. She screamed something about
Frankenstein, and suddenly she was a dwindling dot on the horizon,
heading towards the distant moors. ®“One down,” said Jim, and I
wondered how many more there were to go!

Our next encounter was more unusual. Jim was holding the lantern and
I was tapping the adjacent stones to find out if the wall could be
hollow. Jim insisted that we might find something, but so far we had
not had any luck. I had a vision of endless stones stretching out
over the next three days, but as usual I was wrong!'

Jim suddenly paused, “"Listen'", he said. 1 stopped tapping and stood
silent. It was like an echo, someone else was tapping on the other
side of the wall. We listened for the next ten minutes, and the sound
continued. "If only we could find a way through,” said Jim, as he
leaned his elbow wearily against a protruding stone.



There was a massive rumbling sound, and the middle section of the
wall slid to one side. Jim jumped back beside me. We gazed through

the murky opening, and we were astounded to see two familiar figures,
one of them wearing a deerstalker!

Jim lifted his lantern higher, and the figure in the deerstalker did
exactly the same thing. "Thank BGod," said Jim, “"it's only a wmirror!
For a moment I thought it was real'" I gazed at the two images,
noticing that the smaller one looked very elegant in his pea green
Jjacket, with the mauve sleeves. And I was just about to make a
favourable comment, when I realised that my jacket was mauve with pea
green sleeves!'!

“It must be the mirror,” I thought, and I would have béen happy with

my conclusion, but just then the taller figure spoke'! "Good heavens
Watson," he said, addressing his companion. "I do believe we have
detected an imposter.®” The smaller figure glanced towards me, “It’'s

quite amazing," he said. “"Elementary, my dear fellow," said the real
Sherlock Holmes.

Jim was stunned! I suggested that we all return to the Library in
order to exchange mutual explanations. "A first class idea," said
Sherlock Holmes, "I trust you are familiar with the location of the
Priory kettle?"” 1 assured him I was, and we all adjourned to the
kitchen, en route for the Library. Soon we were seated around the
magnificent tudor hearth, with four equally magnificent pots of
steaming tea! Jim had just about recovered his composure, and we
began to exchange details with the great detective and his companion.
As Jim finished his narrative, Sherlock Holmes asked if he could see
the cryptic manuscript. “I have had some experience of puzzles," he
said, with a twinkle in his eye.

Jim handed him the manuscript. "It seems to be in some kind of
unbreakable code," he said smugly. Holmes glanced at it, “On the
contrary my dear fellow,” he pronounced. "I shall decipher the
message forthwith.®

He went on to explain that the message had been written in the
Thirteenth century by one of the original owners of the property, Sir
Orson Cart. Jim intervened, “"How can you be so sure?" Sherlock Holmes
turned the manuscript over and pointed to some small writing which
Jim had evidently missed. "It’'s elementary my dear chap,” he replied,
"it‘s both signed and dated!" Jim was dumbfounded'! The great
detective continued his investigation, and finally he came to the
message.

“Listen carefully,” he said. We listened for the next half hour, and
during this time Holmes never said a word, instead, he sat in front
of the smouldering fire, and played a low melancholy tune upon his
violin. I knew that he was pondering over the strange cryptic message
which he was about to unravel. The music was soothing and mellow, and
as it drifted sweetly across the moors, Jim decided to join in! The
duet was sheer agony!'! They sat deerstalker to deerstalker, Holmes
playing a complicated melody, whilst Jim scraped out a hideous
version of "Jingle Bells". The moors became alive with demented
animals, sheep attacked passers by, peace broke out in the middle
east, and alien invasion of Earth was abandoned, and in Dalesgate
market the traffic lights went from red to green.



Finally it was over! The violins were laid aside, and Holmes began to
unrave the mystery of the cryptic message. “The solution is

obvious,”™ he remarked calmly. "By observation and deduction, you can
discover almost anything."

He lit his pipe and continued, "The first line, TO REACH THE POWER
LEAVE NO STONE UNTURNED, obviously indicates that something is hidden
beneath a stone. The second line, THE KEY LIES BENEATH AN OPEN SKY
WITHIN 3 FEET, simply means that the object we are seeking is a key,
and it must be outside, in the Priory Courtyard."

Jim looked astonished, “How on earth do you know that?" he asked.
Sherlock Holmes® eyes fairly glittered as he spoke, "It's not
difficult if you apply my methods,” he said. "The only part of the
Priory which is beneath an open sky, is the grounds.

"The only section of the grounds which contains stone i=s the old
circular court beside the servants entrance, and 3I feet is a
measurement which is equal to 1 vard. So my conclusion must be
correct.” It was an amazing display of detection, and we
congratulated him warmly. “"There is more," he said.

"The final line, THE DOORWAY LIES BENEATH A TREE WHICH HAS NO ROOTS,
obviously refers to a doorway which will give access to the secret
room. The hidden key must fit the door, otherwise there would be
little point in hiding it."”

My curiosity was on edge as he continued. “It is my contention
gentlemen, that you will locate the secret door beneath a painting in
the west wing gallery. The painting depicts a particularly fine
specimen of an oak tree, and as it hangs 6 feet from the ground, it
obviously has no roots. And now, gentlemen,” he concluded, with a
pleasant smile, "we have reached the end of our little mystery'"

He rose suddenly and whipped out a large magnifying glass. “Amazing'"
he said peering intently at a small object on the nearby wall. "Wasps
are very rare at this time of the year!'"” Jim went white, and almost
fainted. "That one is very special,” I said, leaving Holmes with a
mystery he would never solve.

At nightfall Holmes and Watson decided to leave, my feet were anxious
to go with them, but somehow I prevented their escape. It was a misty
night, the wind was blowing thickening <fog across the moors, and
heavy clouds rolled across the sky, occasionally covering the rising
moon. Watson took a small printed card from his overcoat pocket, and
handed it to me secretly. “If you need an further assistance,™ he
whispered, "Holmes and I are spending a quiet weekend in the
country." I turned the card over and noted the address, 3t was
‘Baskerville Hall ‘.

The famous pair strode off in the fog, down a steep, boulder strewn
hillside, and the wind carried the remainder of their conversation
towards me. “"Are you aware that there is a curse on the present Lord
Baskerville?", Holmes asked. Watson gasped, and replied, *Bood
heavens Holmes! What is it?" They paused at the bottom of the hill,
and Holmes shook his head sadly, "It is Mrs. Baskerville,” he said,
and they vanished into the night.






