The Adventurer's Chronicles

The following story is the first in a three part series covering the brave adventurers who are dedicated to help better society by ridding the world of magic. Matchlick the Mighty, a hardy adventurer in the employ of the Grand Inquisitor, chronicles fantastic adventures for your enjoyment. 

Part 1: A Strange Place 

It was no surprise that the Grand Inquisitor picked me to investigate the strange book that had been uncovered near Aragain. After all, I had helped detain the great-great-uncle of the wizard-at-large, Bumbor. The evil book had all of the signs of those detested enchanters: strange runes on the cover and a faint stench of spenseweed. Little did I know that the tome held a curse far more powerful than anything since Megaboz... 

As soon as I opened the cursed thing, I saw a thundering bolt of lightning surround me. When it subsided, I found myself in a new land, stranger than any I had visited before (including the Valley of the Sparrows). The land was as beautiful as it was strange. Magic had warped the physical laws of this place so that I was unable to turn around in a full circle. It was as if the world were made up of paintings placed next to one another... 

Just as I was beginning to get used to my surroundings, I noticed another adventurer exit a round building. The adventurer seemed surprised to see me, stating “Matchlick, I have been stuck here for five years. In that time, I have been forced to wander aimlessly, throwing switches and pressing buttons. I have not seen or talked to another person in all this time. I have been forced to listen to the same dreary and boring music over and over again. I fear that this place may have prematurely stunted my taste of adventure. Please tell me that you will help me escape from this accursed island!”

Will Matchlick accept the quest? Will the world of adventuring ever be the same again? Tune in next week to find out. Same Zork Time, same Zork Channel. 

Part 2: A tale of Horror 

We last left our protagonist, Matchlick the Mighty, stranded in a strange land with a strange adventurer who sounded strange and looked even stranger. Anyway, on with the story. 

“Of course I will help you escape from this land!” I proclaimed. “As long as there aren't any really scary grues or wizards or nasty-looking thieves. Otherwise, you're on your own.”

“Oh, don't worry! The only thing you have to worry about is the occasional hologram. I thought that I would be doomed to wandering this place for eternity!” stated the adventurer. 

“Tell me, Adventurer-without-a-face-or-a-name, how did you come to this evil place?” I asked. 

The adventurer then began to recite a tale too incredible and terrible to repeat, speaking of silver discs and multi-something-or-other machines and just wanting to see the pretty pictures. Somehow, all of it led to this purgatory. I asked if the adventurer had collected any items that could help us escape, but the adventurer could only carry pages of color. To make matters worse, some of the books that the adventurer had read in this vile place foretold the coming of a new evil book of magic with more pretty pictures and new, pointless puzzles. We had to get out of this place, and fast. 

Fortunately, I carried a few items from my previous Inquisition expedition, so I emptied my sack on the ground. Out fell a Frobozz Electric Lamp, a book of matches, a can of grue repellent, and a Frobozz Electric Puzzle Solver. 

Will these seemingly useless items be enough to save our luckless Adventurer? Will this experience ruin everyone's taste for further adventure? When will these stupid questions end? Tune in next week—same Zork Time, same Zork Channel. 

Part 3: Frobozz Electric to the Rescue! 

In the second part of our cliffhanger, we left Matchlick the Mighty stranded in a mysterious land with a faceless, nameless adventurer. The only things that could release them from their confines were the items in Matchlick's inventory. Back to the story... 

“Stranger, don't panic. We'll have you back to your land in no time,” I said. “The Frobozz Electric Company makes some of the finest items that an adventurer could need.” I picked up the book of matches, the can of grue repellent, and the Frobozz Electric Puzzle Solver. “This device will solve the mindless puzzles of this land automatically. All we need is a large heat source. Are there any flammable materials in the vicinity? The Grand Inquisitor recommends burning books.”

“I suppose the only things we can burn are the books in the rotunda,” responded the adventurer. 

So we set off to the rotunda. I sprayed the books with the grue repellent, which is also highly flammable, and then lit a match. The books burned with the brilliance of a thousand suns. I then activated the Electric Puzzle Solver, and set it on the “pointless wandering and clicking” difficulty level. 

“Adventurer, we will soon be back to our respective lands. I wish you luck back in your land, and I extend an invitation for you to return with me to the Great Underground Empire to help the Grand Inquisitor vanquish magic forever.”

“We may meet again, Matchlick,” responded the adventurer, “although I will not visit your land to aid in the Inquisition against magic. You see, I want to see magic live forever.”

“You'll be sorry,” I said. “That totemizer machine really hurts.”

With those words, the Frobozz Electric Puzzle Solver activated, and I found myself outside of Port Foozle. Never have I been so happy to smell the rotting docks and hear the countdown to curfew. Yet I am plagued by dreams of a faceless, nameless adventurer who will come to free magic in the Great Underground Empire. But I assure myself that it could never happen, because the Grand Inquisitor is the greatest boss ever (or so he keeps telling me).

Faithfully submitted,

Matchlick the Mighty

