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€Ebitorial
zl‘\s
Welcome to Issue 14 of Adventure Probe.

Yet more magarines bite the dust this month. We have to say goodbye
to Insight. Ron Dawson the editor has received a promotion at work
which entails travelling, as such he can no longer find time to run
the magazine as well. Thank you, Ron, for the kind gesture of sending
Probe all the adventures +vyou had received. These will Jjoin the
growing pile I have already for the grand Christmas compo!

The saddest loss of all is that of Adventure Contact, not Just
because Pat Winstanley is a personal friend of mine, but because I
was in at the ‘birth’ of this magazine, and also it was the only one
of its kind. Ferhaps one of Contact’s current readers will start wup
something similar. There is certainly a need for a magazine of this
sort.

I'm sure you'll all Jjoin me in saying goodbye and good luck to Ron
and Pat in their respective careers.

I'd also like to take this opportunity to say that, providing 1 keep
on receiving the continued support of readers, Adventure Probe is
here to stay - at least for three years! Deciding to sign for the
lease for the photocopier was a firm decision on my part to .commit
myself at least as long as the lease lasted, hopefully longer!

If only we coulcd gather a bit of support from the software houses.
Still no replies, even from the smaller ones! Any suggestions?

Thanks to Neil Talbot for last months and this months covers, amuch
appreciated.

I hope you enjoy reading this issue and I1°11 be back again next
month.

Sandra
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THE PRICE OF EGGS
by Fete Gerrard

There are times when I guestion the wisdom of my decision to become a
freelance journalist. Quarter to nine on a murky, miserable Thursday
evening in February was one of those times, and with a final curse at
all magazine editors who have the infernal gall to demand copy on
time, I switched off my word processor and was determined that, come
what may, I was going to make it down to the pub for a drink.

I nipped up to my room to grab a jacket, and while doing so made sure
that I had everything necessary for the Jjourney to the pub.
Cigarettes, money, keys, that sort of thing. The house had been
burgled recently, and in deference to that the #front door now had
more locks than the Grand Union Canal. Consequently to discover, just
after you had put the final lock in place, that vyou had left
something behind in the house, was to add a good five minutes to your
travelling time, and I was in dire need of that drink. If I had known
what was going to happen, I'd have stayed inside.

The place I was staying in at the time was in Ladbroke GBrove, a not-
so-very des—res in North London. The pub in question, a well known
local haunt called The Narrow Boat, was not the first pub that one
came to on the ten minute walk from house to bar, but it was the
first sensible one. There was something about The Plough and The 0ld
Flough that made you walk swiftly past them, particularly the latter.
It was the home of many a strange person, and on approaching it I
automatically started to cross the road. Just in case, you
understand, cowardice is bred deep in the Evans family.

I had glanced to my right, in order to try and avoid any on-coming
traffic sneaking up on me over the bridge, when I saw two of the most
unusual and disreputable looking people it had ever been my pleasure
to try and avoid. The one, short and stocky with a scarred face and
carrying what appeared to be an axe, of all things, and the other,
tall, lean and rangy and wearing some kind of cloak, were obviously
having some kind of verbal disagreement, and I looked hastily back to
my left and tried to hurry on up the road. No such luck.

"Hoi, you there, traveller, pray tell me the whereabouts of the
nearest decent ale—house" yelled a voice that I assumed to belong to
the taller of the two. "My companion and I are of thirst, and have

had a somewhat disagreeable experience in this ... this.." He was
speaking with difficulty, gesturing at The 0ld Plough. "This tavern"
he concluded lamely. “It would not be wise to go back there,
methinks. "

Studying them now with open curiosity, I was forced to agree. I tried
in vain to direct them to several places that I had no intention of
visiting myself, but at the mention of every pub name the shorter one
merely grunted " ‘bin there", and swung what I now saw clearly to be
an axe around with alarming disregard for everyone else’'s safety. As
I continued to stare they walked slowly over to me and the tall one
put what he no doubt fondly imagined to be a friendly arm around my
shoulder. Judging by the height of his companion I suppose I ought to
be grateful that he didn‘t attempt a similar move.



“Don‘t worry, lad" said the tall one, poking a haggard face inches
from my own, giving me ample opportunity to regard his beak of a nose
and bright intelligent eyes. The rest of him was hidden by a mane of
flowing white hair, peeking out from under a conical hat, and a beard
of magnificent length. This latter flowed in and out of his cloak,
which I now saw to be covered with stars and holes in almost equal
abundance. It was as if he had bought it new, and then decided to

break it in by sleeping in it in a pig sty. “Don‘t worry" he
repeated, and then drew himself up to his not unimpressive {full
height of something over six {feet. "I am a wizard" he announced
proudly.

“Are you indeed?" I replied angrily, jerking his arm away from my
shoulder. “And I'm thirsty, so if you don’t mind." I began to walk
towards The Narrow Boat, but socon noticed that this had no effect on
the, er, wizard, and his companion, who were both hurrying ' along
behind me. "Look, I've come ocut for a quiet drink, and ... ulp'"

The smaller of the two had stepped in front of me, and was slowly
swinging his axe back and forth, like a pendulum. The wizard once
more put an arm around my shoulders, and this time I did nothing to
remove it. "Look, lad" he said, not unkindly, "let us visit yonder
tavern, and we shall explain. No harm will come to you, I promise you
that." I might have felt a shade more confident if I hadn’'t seen his
crossed fingers, but nevertheless 1 led the way into the pub,
wondering vaguely what Trevor the landlord might make of my two
companions. With luck he might bar them, and with that cheerful
thought in mind I marched in and strode up to the bar.

"Evening Pete." The greeting was cheerful enough, but then Trevor
probably hadn’t connected my appearance with that of the two
strangers. "Usual?"

"Oh aye" I began, and was interrupted by a low pitched grunt and a
high pitched squeal that I interpreted as a reqguest for two more of
the same. "Make it three." 1 spoke wearily, and for the first time
Trevor was aware of his two new customers.

"Friends of yours, are they?" He questioned me suspiciously.

I was tempted, sorely tempted, but merely replied “Yes, yes, they're
all right, fancy dress party."

"Oh, very good, very good." Trevor's reassurances, bland on the
surface, managed to give me the impression that if anything untoward
were to happen, I would be the one who got the blame. I paid for the
three pints and ushered my new found companions over into a quiet
corner, noticing as I did so that the smaller one had moved with
remarkable speed when picking up his drink. The, uh, wizard, had
taken his with the calmness of one who knows that he is in command
and openly defies anyone to contradict him. Beyond a few
understandable stares, no-one did or said anything, and we reached
our seats without any major disturbance. I for one was grateful for
the fact that this part of the pub at least was empty.



"Okay then"” I said, after a good third of a pint had disappeared down
my throat and I had managed to calm down a little bit by lighting and
drawing deeply on a cigarette. “What is all this about?"

*All in good time lad, all in good time." The wizard (I was already
beginning to accept him, a bad sign) spoke slowly, and with great
assurance. "First of all, allow me to introduce myself. My name is
Strombrigner, er, Strom"

“Strombrigner" I interrupted, "“"surely you mean Stormbringer?"

"Strombrigner" he snapped, "my parents were dyslexic. Strombrigner
the, er, Grey."

“Like Bandalf in Lord of the Rings" I cried.

"Huh" The wizard seemed annoyed. "Overrated and a not very truthful
account, if I may be allowed my opinion."

“Does this mean"” I went on slowly, "that you can perform magic? Could
you, for instance" and here I picked up my pint and drained it, "fill
this up again?"

"Certainly." He and the small one finished their drinks and, taking
all three glasses, Strombrigner strode to the bar. "Three pints of
foaming ale, tavern keeper, my friends and I."

"Yes, all right," said Trevor, taking the empty glasses and filling
them. "Two pounds ninety-seven, please."

The wizard fumbled about in his pockets, dropping a few choice items
to the floor (I didn‘t look too closely), before finding a battered
ten pound note. "Ah'" He seemed delighted. "The currency of the realm
I believe." He handed the note over, and a disappointed Trevor gave
him his change. The wizard, with & smile on his face, returned to the
.table with the drinks. "There you are," he said, "“a full glass."”
“"That wasn’'t quite what I had in mind." I was, to tell the truth,
disappointed.

“Oh come now!" replied Strombrigner the Grey, "do you really expect
me to perform a simple act of magic just for you? Do you realise the
cosmic energies involved? Do you, for instance, possess the blood of
a bat, the toe of a virgin, the skin of an eel? Do you realise that
they close in an hour and a half? Mind vyou" he went on with a
chuckle, "if you’'d seen how we got that money, yes, that was magic
all right. No, don't ask." He raised his arm to pat his friend on the
head, and then thought better of it. The action seemed to remind him
of something, and he went on “oh yes, and this is my companion. Dimli
Gloing, the dwarf."

"At your service" grunted the dwarf, standing up and bowing low. He
did not, I noticed, take his right hand off his axe.

“"Er, yves, yes. My name is Fete Evans." I thought I'd better complete
the introductions.



"Fete Evans" said the wizard slowly, as if testing the name out.
"Yes, yes, that will suffice. May I, by the by, partake of one of

your smokes?" He gestured at my packet of cigarettes, and I absent—
mindedly waved at them, indicating for him to take one. He did so,
and carefully removed the tobacco from its wrapping and stuffed it
into the bowl of a pipe that had, as far as I could tell, appeared
from nowhere. He took a deep breath, and it came alight without any
flame that I could see. Perhaps he was a wizard after all, and as if
impressed by his own magic, he began to speak.

"We require a bed for the night, and a little bit of help with a
problem of a rather delicate nature."

"A bed!'"

"Yes, you know, one of those things with ....."

"I know what a bed is!" I snapped. The wizard was taller, if bonier,
than me, and after his little display of magic I +thought that 1I°d

better humour him, at least for now. I was also none too sure about
his companion with the swinging axe. "Why do you want a bed?"

“Well." He began to speak, and then paused, perhaps wondering whether
I ought to be taken into his confidence. He looked at Dimli, who
nodded slowly, and thus encouraged, he continued. "“It's 1like this.

Dimli and I were on a little, er, jaunt recently, and ran into a spot
of trouble with a troll."

"A troll!'" This was getting beyond me.

“You know, big fellow, skin like that of a rhinoceros, brothers of
the rocks, all that sort of thing. Anyway, there we were, deep under-—
ground, and as chance would have it we came across & vast chasm with
a rickety bridge leading over it. Naturally, we started to cross, but
no sooner had we set foot on the bridge than the troll appeared,
demanding money. Hence the expression, ‘paying a troll '."

"Don‘t you mean ‘paying a toll ‘?" I asked.

"The language is always getting corrupted, nothing I can do about it.
Fortunately, we had with us some golden eggs, so I just threw them at
the troll and, avaricious fellows that they are, he shot off with
them into the darkness. So we crossed the bridge."

"How did you get back?" I asked suspiciously.

“Oh, befriended a bear, the usual thing" said the wizard, as if
skating over the subject. "Thing was" and here he leaned close to me,
"we managed to get the eqggs back! What do you think of that, eh?"

"Very clever. How did you do that?"

"Oh, fee, one of those things. Unfortunately, the blessed creature
wants them back. He’'s been following us for weeks, and we, er, need a
bed for the night" he ended lamely. "Which you will oblige us with,
won ‘'t you?"






