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COPYRIGHT

Copyright on anything which does not carry the writer ‘s name belongs
to Adventure Probe. Copyright on all other items lies with the writer
as Adventure Probe does not pay for contributions.

If you wish tc reprint any article or other iteas, please get in
touch. Normally there will be no probles ... all you need is the
written permission of the copyright heolder.

Readers whose work is printed in the magazine continue to hold
copyright on all material written by them, and are free to use it
elsewhere ... it still belongs to thes.
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ADVENTURE PROBE is distributed on the 1st to 3rd of each month.
Copy date for contributions, advertisesents etc. 14th of each sonth.
Reviews are welcome froe readers, but check first to make sure nobody
else has sent in a review of the same game.



EDITORIAL

Welcome to Issue 19 of Probe.

You may have received your copy a couple of days later than  usual.
This was caused by circuamstances beyond my control (honest!). Who
would have thought that two days away from home would result in the
backlog of work that was facing ae on my return.

1 had more or less typed up this issue before I went to Sutton for
the convention, thinking that it wouldn’'t take long to complete when
1 returned. 1'd forgotten that I'm also launching sy game on the 1st
December and I hadn’'t done the inlays by the 29th of Naovember!

1 travelled as far as London with Pete Gerrard (a knight in shining
armour i1if ever there was one). The train Jjourney was uneventful.
After standing on the station in the freezing cold for thirty sinutes
longer than we should have, the train finally arrived. We spent the
whole journey in the buffet (I must stress that this was not so that
Pete would be as near to the bar as possible!) which was unheated.

On our arrival in the big city Pete shepherded sme to the nearest pub
where, by some strange coincidence, he knew one of the customers. In
fact he kxnew this particular customer very well indeed! *I thought
this would be an ideal opportunity for you to meet big brother,” said
Pete. Being a well brought up young lady I didn‘t lose ey cool and
start calling Pete names (well, not many anyway!). Thanks Pete, you
kept the secret very well i1ndeed. And thanks to you as wall Mike for
sparing the time, I enjoyed talking to you. 1‘'ve not got room in this
issue to tell you all about the convention so that aust wait until
next month.

-1 hope you all have a lovely Christmas and a wonderful new year.
Sandra
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MISSION TO THE EAST.
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GOLLY GOSH. IS IT REALLY THAT
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TIME OF YEAR AGAIN ALREADY?:.
mﬁmmm*m

It had been almost twelve months since last 1'd heard it, but I recognised the
voice on the 'phone immediately. The SHARK, legendary head of the shadowy
organisation known only as PROBE, had need of my services again. Our meeting place
this time was to be a secret basement at PROBE HQ (a techmologically advanced
complex concealed deep within the catacombs under Wigan Pier). I made my way there
at once. When I arrived, the SHARK was mot alone.

The person who stood alongside her was tall «.. really tall ... about seven foot
and twelve inches tall! And broad too ... this guy had the kind of chest and
shoulders which would make Swarzenegger look wimpish by comparison. I carefully
sucked in my spare tyre, and tried to appesr casually macho, as I looked him over.
He was dressed in a hooded cloak of a deep royal purple colour, which fell, in
carefully tailored folds, right to the floor, and thus covered him completely. His
hood was up, and the shadows within it masked his face from my view. But I could
see his eyes o.. twin glowing orbs surrounded by darkness ... deep, almost
fathomless ... full of wisdom, knowledge and great power. They held me spellbound
for several long moments, and then I managed to wrench my gaze away.

“Ah, Jim!" said the SHARK, "Good of you to come ... what took you so long? eee
have you met the CHIEF EXAMINER?" She indicated her companion with a wave of her
arm.

“Uh oh!" I thought, "this is where I start paying for all those sarky comments I
made about the SPIDERMAN game:"

But, the purple clad colossus didn't seem interested in dismembering my body at
that particular moment. He bent slightly at the waist, bowing towards me. 1
attempted, somewhat awkwardly, to return the gesture.

“Now Jim" continued the SHARK (who never was ome for beating sround the bush), “'we
have a mission for you. A very important mission. The CHIEF EXAMINER will explain.”

Once again, those shining eyes were brought to bear on me, and the temptation to
let myself drown in their mesmeric depths was strong within me ... but somehow I
managed to resist. i

“There is evil at large", began the EXAMINER. “Not great evil ... not world
destroying evil ... but evil nevertheless:! It seeks to create mischief in a time
and place distant from here. It does this in the belief that such acts will please
its Dark Master ... as well they mlght! I1f it succeeds in its intent, it will
irrevocably alter the msnmer in which certain events are perceived in this world,
at this time. This canmot be permitted to occur. The evil must therefore be stopped.
Its selfish, malicious purpose must be frustrated.”



I wondered, in my own vague way, just what it was he was getting at ... but the
SHARK allowed me mo time to ponder.

"“You're just the guy to foil this dastardly deed, Jim" she breathed, in her most
huskily persuasive fashion, 'we all have great faith in you. Besides which,
everybody else seems to be out shopping or something at the moment, so it's got
to be you. You will leave immediately. I shall, of course, try to enlist other
agents to provide you with assistance along the way."

“Come." commanded the EXAMINER, "“we have little time". He opened his arms wide,
spreading his cloak to create a large black gateway around him. He then turned his
eyes on me again, but now they seemed to burn with a greater brightness, with &
greater intensity, than before. They flamed through me with infinite ease, and I
found that I no longer wished to resist their hypnotic pull.

The black space between the EXAMINER's outstretched arms seemed to grow even larger,
even deeper, even darker. At the same time, it grew to be even more fascinating,
even more mysterious, even more irresistable! I took a very deep breathe, held it,
then took & step into that yawning, great abyss ... and promptly fell about &
million miles::

*

1 awoke to find something damp pressing against my face ... and something else
scratching my ear: I opened my eyes and, after a few minutes, I was able to focus

on my surroundings. 1 was lying on the side of & gently sloping hill. Its stubby,
coarse grass (which was what had been scratching my ear) was wet from either rain

or dew ... I knew not which: I could see a few flickering lights in the valley,

far away at the bottom of the slope, although the night seemed bright enough (unususlly
#0) to make any artificial lights unnecessary. I was also quite alome!

1 stood up and brushed myself off, idly wondering what to do mext. I was mot
allowed to wonder for lomg ... because an exasperated shout soon floated down to
me from further up the hill.

“Mr Jim: Mr Jim! Oh, do come along Mr Jim: We've still got a little way to go yet.
Surely you can keep up with old Sam? Mr Jimel"

“Coming:" I called back, although I had no idea of who I was talking to, nor of
where we were supposed to be going. Even so, I began to climb up the hill. It.
wasn't long before 1 came upon the source of the mysterious voice. He stood by a
small bush, his arms folded across his chest, waiting patiently. He was short,
yet very solidly built. He was dressed very simply in a green jerkin and brown
breeches, and around his shoulders he wore a grey elven-cloak. His feet were bare
and leathery. The hair on his head was mostly grey now, and the wrinkles around
his eyes were too numerous to count ... and yet, I knew him now. I could see in
those eyes the same quiet strength and determination which had enmabled him to
drag, bully and carry Frodo Baggins across the land of Mordor to the Cracks Of
Doom. He was still the same old Samwise Gamgee that he had ever been ... and he
was more than capable of bullying me, if he had to:.

“Sorry Sam" 1 panted, as I came up to him, "I must have slipped behind a bit."
“Don't you worry mome, Mr Jim. OLd Sam'll wait for you ... but you don't want to

go and get lost mow ... it might take me a little time to find you, and we don't
have a lot of time to spare.” iy



"How much further have we got to go, Sam?” I asked, as the old Hobbit set off up
the hill again.

“Only a littleways now, Mr Jim" he replied, "we're mearly at the top."

As we climbed, I asked Sam about events in the Shire in order to take my mind off
the slope which, gentle as it was, was still beginning to make me breathless. He
told me that it was mow fully restored to its former pastoral pesce and beauty,
following the devastation it suffered during the War Of The Ring. Merry and Pippin
still lived and prospered ... each was now the head of a great family with many
children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. The best beer in the Eastfarthing
is still to be found at the "Golden Perch" in Stock ... although there are those
who claim that the ale served in the recently opened “Waving Trees” in Whitfurrows
will soon take that title for itself.

At last, in friendly conversation, we reached the crest of the hill, and paused
to catch our breath. It was then that we heard the low sound of somebody gently
singing a soothing lullaby. But there seemed to be something wromg ... as if the
person singing was struggling to hold back tears at the same time. We hurried
across the hill towards the sound.

We found a young boy kneeling at the edge of a deep hole. He was crooning softly
in order to calm a very young lamb which had somehow managed to fall into the
hole, and was whimpering pitifully at its plight. As he sang, tears streamed in
a constant flow down his cheeks.

“Oh sirs" he pleaded, as he saw Sam and 1 approach, “can you help me? There is
much 1 must do this night, but my poor Sonny has fallen into this old well, and

I cannot find it in my heart to leave him here alone.

I took a close look at the well. It was about thirty feet deep and completely dry.
The sides were straight and completely smooth ... there was no way of climbing

down them and up again without the help of mountaineering equipment. The lamb, Sonny,
stood on trembling feet in the centre of a three foot circle at the bottom of the
shaft. Even from where I was, I could see that he trembled with fear, and his
helpless bleating tugged at my heart.

“Sam" I said "do you have any rope with you?"

“Oh yes, Mr Jim: There's one thing I always say about rope ... if you haven't got
it, you'll be bound to need it ... so 1 usually make sure I've got it."

Sam rummaged in the pockets hidden within his closk, and quickly produced a long
length of silken-grey elven rope. I explained to him what I intended to do, and
how. He agreed that it would work, so we quickly set to.

So it was that, a short time later, I found myself moving slowly down the old well
shaft at the end of a length of rope, while dependable old Sam Gamgee stood at

the top, paying out the line, and anchoring me with his strength. I reached the
bottom in no time at all, and scooped the hapless lamb into my arms. I draped it
around my shoulders, cradling its feet against my chest with one hand. I could
then use the other hand to help Sam pull us out of there. The young boy helped too,
and, in little more than a twinkling, the lamb and I were safely back on the crest
of the hill.

The boy accepted the lamb from me with tears of gratitude in his eyas, and he
hugged the animal with great love and tenderness. The lamb responded by licking






