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Instructions

Before you begin

In this game, you step into the shoes of detective Simon Brook, who has recently opened his
private agency called “Madeline’s Detective Agency” in Greenwich Village, New York City.

At the beginning of each day, you will find out what time you start your investigation and how
long your day lasts. When your working hours are over, you must also keep track of any overtime
you spend. Working overtime is exhausting, so it results in negative points, but it allows you to
gather more information. If, on the other hand, you unwind and relax after 10pm (for example,
at the cinema or in a restaurant), you can regain some energy - that is, earn bonus points.

In addition to the information and clues you obtain from the leads, you can visit your contacts
at any time if you feel that one of them might be able to help you untangle the case. These are
people you are on good terms with, so they are happy to help you out with information or a
favor. (This does not count as a ‘hint), so during normal working hours it gives neither bonus
nor penalty points; it simply takes half an hour, just like most of any other visits.)

You will also receive a newspaper related to the case. If you read every article in it by the end of
the game, you can earn bonus points.

Your contacts:

John Lucas (your former partner) — at the local police department

Martin Young — journalist at the local paper The Villager

Earless Jimmy (your underworld contact) — usually drinks at the Julius’ Bar

Frank Morris — at the local taxi company

When you are ready to begin, turn to the introduction of Day One.

Good luck with the investigation!
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DAY ONE

9 AM - Saturday, July 13th, 1946
Madeline’s Detective Agency

It’s only nine in the morning, and already the place feels like it’s trying to slow-cook you. Not
even subtle about it. The sun hasn’t started blasting through the window yet—thank whatever
higher power is in charge of small mercies—but the air is still thick. You loosen your collar a bit.

This office is less of a workplace and more of a heat trap. But afternoons are worse. That’s when
the sun turns this little hole into something between a sauna and a bad life decision.

You glance out the window. “Fantastic,” you mutter. “And the day’s just getting started.”

You nervously fiddle with your pen. The latest issue of The Villager lies on the desk in front of
you. You've checked to see whether your predecessor’s advertisement for the detective agency
is still running in the paper, just as your friend at the editorial office told you.

@ Circle Document 1in your case log. You have gained access to Document 1 (The Vil-
lager), which can be found at the back of this case book on page 86.

You didn’t want to turn down free advertising—you’re not insane—but the moment that sub-
scription runs out, that name is gone. You lean back, staring at the wall like it might suddenly
offer branding advice.

“Simon’s Detective Agency? Brook Investigations? Or do I go full dramatic?” you wonder.
“Something mysterious. Something that makes people think [ know what I'm doing.” You squint
at the ceiling. “Because nothing says ‘professional’ like a name that sounds expensive. Of course,
I should probably solve a case first...” you sigh.

Walking away from the police force wasn’t exactly a casual decision. It was big. Possibly stupid.
But you'd had enough. Enough “just one more report.” Enough being glued to a desk. You didn’t
sign up to push papers but to be a detective. You wanted cases. Action.

But back in your rookie days, you suffered an assault and ended up in a coma for a while. The
incident had long-term consequences and your body didn’t listen the way it used to. Movements
a little off, balance not quite right. You walk with a slight limp now, and running? Let’s just say
you’re not winning any races unless everyone else agrees to walk.

After that, fieldwork became a rare privilege for you. Mostly, they kept you behind a desk—safe,
contained, and thoroughly underutilized.

In the end, you made the call. Walked away from the badge, the rules, and the desk. Went solo.
Opened your own detective practice. It was only a few weeks ago. You still remember how happy
you were...

And then came your first clients. Elderly ladies with missing cats. Jealous husbands with too
much imagination and not enough hobbies. You remember standing there, listening, nodding...
and internally collapsing. Absolutely not. You didn’t leave the force for this. To chase after stray
cats and wives!
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Then reality shows up. Bills. Reminders. And rent. You glance around the office. “Yeah,” you
mutter. “Turns out pride doesn’t pay utilities.”

You lean back in your chair. “Alright,” you think. “Next one who walks through that door I'm
taking the job. ..Even if it meows.”

You're still in the middle of your internal rant about life, injustice, and unpaid rent when—
Someone knocks. Well... That was fast.

Before you can even say “come in,” the door swings open and an agitated young man rushes
inside. Looks like patience just isn’t part of his skill set. You take one look at him. Young. Ner-
vous. Slightly panicked. Yeah... definitely a missing pet. Dog, probably. Maybe a parrot if you're
feeling adventurous.

You straighten up anyway, wiping the last traces of existential defeat off your face. “Good morn-
ing! I'm Simon Brook, private detective. How may I be of service?”

“Really? Good...I1saw the advertisement for Madeline’s Detective Agency in the paper. Is this ‘Made-
line’ your boss?”

“Nope. Just me,” you say, offering a polite smile. “Madeline was the previous owner. I inherited
the name along with the questionable décor and the rent.” You gesture around the office. “I'll
get around to changing it... right after I solve some crimes and fix my life. But enough about my
issues—who do I have the pleasure of speaking with, and what kind of trouble brought you in?”
you ask encouragingly, looking at the boy, who nervously wrings his hands. You offer him the
chair opposite your desk, which he accepts.

Taking a deep breath, he announces: “I'd like you to investigate a murder case for me. How
much would it cost?”

You sit back down—and forget how chairs work for a second. A murder? Not a missing cat?
Not a cheating spouse? Not “my neighbor’s parrot is spying on me?” Well, well. You clear your
throat, trying to look like this happens to you all the time and not like you're mentally throwing
confetti.

“A murder, huh? That’s.. a bold opener. Shouldn’t you be taking something like that to the
police, Mr...2”

“Sorry, I haven’t introduced myself yet. My name is David McKenna.”

“.Mr. McKenna?” You finish your question, while wondering where you’ve heard that name
before.

“Yes, I went to the police first, but they didn’t take me seriously... But I'll prove to them that I was
telling the truth! You'll take my case, won’t you, Mr. Brook?” he asks, looking at you pleadingly.

You feel your enthusiasm cool a little. “Mr. McKenna...”
“David. Call me David, please. ‘Mr. McKenna’ is my father.”

“I see. So, David, could you tell me exactly what this is about? Obviously, I need to know the
details of the case before I can decide whether I can take it on or not. My fee is usually 25 dollars
a day, plus expenses. But that may change depending on the specifics of the case.” You open
your notebook, ready to take notes.

The young man suddenly pulls out his wallet. “Yes, of course. That’s understandable... Here’s
100 dollars. That should be enough to start with, I suppose,” he says, laying the bills out on the
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desk in front of you like it’s pocket change. That gets your attention. Who is this kid? But you
don’t reach for the money, just look at the young man expectantly as he finally begins his story.

“What happened? The truth is, Mr. Brook, that three months ago... to be precise, on the night
of April 11th, I killed a girl. Katica” You gape at him. What? But he just continues matter-of-
factly. “Yesterday afternoon I walked into the local police precinct to make a confession. But the
inspector said they had no knowledge of the death or disappearance of any girl matching the
description I gave. So he called my father, who showed up almost immediately accompanied
by my psychiatrist, and reassured the police that my imagination had simply run wild and that
ever since I suffered a nervous breakdown, I haven’t been of sound mind.”

Well, that’s just perfect. Not the first murder case to walk through your door today—just the first
lunatic. Figures...

And then, suddenly, it hits you why the kid’s name sounded so familiar.
“McKenna? As in the record label?” you ask in surprise, and the young man nods stiffly.
“Yes. Carl McKenna is my father.”

You narrow your eyes, giving the kid a proper once-over. He’s jittery, sure—but not the full-on
“talking to invisible friends” kind of crazy. Just the “hasn’t slept in days and maybe saw something
he shouldn’t have” look. Dark circles, hollow eyes... yeah, his life’s been rough lately. You lean
back, debating how fast to show him the door. “So you're saying that on the night of April 11th
you killed a girl. Why?” you ask, fixing him with a penetrating gaze. If this turns into a ghost
story, you're billing him extra.

“Why? I don’t really know. I mean... in a fit of rage... I think,” he says, running a hand through
his hair in a desperate gesture.

“And how did you kill her? Where?” you press him for details.
“I... I strangled her. In some little alley. I don’t know exactly where, it was dark...”

Well, that doesn’t sound very convincing. No wonder the police didn’t take him seriously. But
at least no ghost so far. “And what happened to the body?”

“I have no idea!” he snaps, jumping up from the chair. He starts pacing nervously around the
small office like a tiger trapped in a cage. Gesturing wildly with his hands, he continues. “When I
realized what I've done, I ran away... I was terrified! For days I avoided people. I felt like everyone
could see that I was a murderer. As if the mark of Cain were on my forehead! Every morning I
read the newspaper in fear; I flinched at every doorbell. I was certain they’d come for me at any
moment and throw me in prison... But days went by, and nothing happened. No one came for
me, and the newspapers didn’t write about any murder either. I started to think that I had only
imagined it all, that it hadn’t actually happened, that it was all just a nightmare...” He falls silent,
exhausted.

“Then why did you try to turn yourself in yesterday?” You tilt your head, giving him a look
somewhere between curious and ‘this better be good.

“It happened two weeks after. I put on the same jacket I was wearing that night. When I reached
into the pocket, my hand touched this...” He places something on the desk in front of you.

[ Circle Document 2 in your case log. You have gained access to Document 2 (The yellow
button), which can be found at the back of this case book on page 88.
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You stare at the small, yellow, star-shaped button, barely half an inch across. What kind of joke
is this?

But David continues, agitated: “Katica was wearing a yellow cardigan with exactly these star-
shaped buttons! It must have come off in the struggle and stayed in my hand, and then I probably
slipped it into my pocket without thinking. I have no idea... But here it is — you can see it yourself,
proof of my guilt.”

You squint at the button, turning it over like it might suddenly confess. Yeah... no. It’s just a
button. You've seen more convincing clues in a lost-and-found box. “Did you say the victim was
called Katica? What was her last name?”

“I don’t know. I met her that very day. I wasn'’t really paying attention when she introduced
herself. She had some tongue-twisting Hungarian name.”

“Hungarian?”

“Yes, she was a Hungarian girl. I met her in the Hungarian quarter of Yorkville. I was waiting for
my friend Toéni at Aunt Veronka’s bakery when she appeared at the counter. She was beautiful.
Tall, slim, red-haired. She was wearing a yellow skirt, a white top, and a yellow cardigan. She
had a green handbag in her hand that matched her green shoes perfectly. She looked like she’d
just stepped out of a fashion magazine.

At first, I thought she was just smiling at me by mistake, that she must have confused me with
someone else. But then she spoke to me, saying what a lovely spring day it was, or something
like that. We struck up a conversation, and then I ordered her a lemonade.

She said she had recently arrived to New York to see the big city, go to galleries and theaters. She
also said she was very interested in the city’s nightlife, but didn’t know anyone who could show
her around bars or nightclubs. Although this was her last evening here.

I immediately offered my help, of course. I said I was born and bred in Manhattan, so she
couldn’t have asked for a better guide. I don’t know where I found the courage. Me and night-
clubs! Hardly... But I figured she didn’t know that, so if I acted confident enough, maybe she
wouldn’t notice how unfamiliar I was with Manhattan’s night scene. I suggested we come over
here, to the Village, where I live and where the best places are. She said yes, so we took a taxi.”

“When exactly was this?”
“I'm not sure... It wasn’t very late. Maybe six o’clock.”

“Six, huh,” you mutter. “So not exactly the witching hour. And what about the friend you were
originally waiting for?”

David blushes slightly at the question. “To be honest, I didn’t mind at all that Téni never showed
up in the end. He'd always been the girls’ favorite, so I never really stood a chance when he
was there... Except, of course, when a girl wanted to get close to my father through me and land
a record deal..” His face darkens considerably as he says this. But he takes a deep breath and
continues. “So Katica and I went over to the Village. Well, first we stopped at the Grand Central
Station, so Katica could put her suitcase in the checking room. I suggested this to her so we
shouldn’t have to carry it around.”

“Her suitcase?”

“Yes, she had a small suitcase with her. Like I said, it was her last evening in Manhattan.”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“Alright,” you say. “Paint me a picture. What kind of suitcase are we talking about here?”

The kid blinks at you, clearly not expecting a deep dive into luggage design. You lean for-
ward. “Don’t look at me like that. Details matter. Size, color, anything weird about it—stickers,
scratches? Secret compartments for dramatic reveals...”

The boy looks taken aback. “What was it like? Just an ordinary suitcase, I don’t really remember,’
he shrugs, and immediately continues his story. “So we went over to the Village. To quite a few
places. Bars and nightclubs. And of course we drank at every stop. At least I did...

That girl completely swept me off my feet! The way she looked at me with her sparkling eyes,
always smiling... And you could actually talk to her! About books, films, music, everything. I'd
never met such a wonderful woman before. She wasn’t just beautiful and intelligent, she was
interested in me. Me! Not my friend Téni, not my father’s connections, but me. At least that’s
what I thought at the time...

When I finally worked up the courage and, on the way to one of the bars, pulled her into a small
alley and kissed her, to my greatest surprise she didn’t resist. I was floating on air, whispering
all sorts of foolish things into her ear about how beautiful she was, how I'd like her to be my
girlfriend, how she should stay in Manhattan and not go home in the morning... things like that.

And then... Then came the kick in the teeth. Suddenly she started saying things like she’d be
happy to stay if she had some kind of prospect here... For example, if she could sing... Because
she actually wanted to be a singer, and that was the real reason she’d come to New York City.
So how wonderful it would be if I could put in a good word with my father, so then maybe she
could stay for a few more days...” David’s gaze hardens as he speaks those last sentences.

“An overwhelming surge of rage and despair filled me when she said those things. So she’s like
that? She just wants to use me too? And only letting me pull her into this alley because of my father?
How did she even know who my father was? I didn’t tell her... The realization hit me all at once: she
probably knew exactly who I was when she approached me in the pastry shop! I was such a fool -
how easily I swallowed the bait! I can’t put into words what I felt then... rage, despair, bitterness...
And suddenly - I grabbed her by the neck and started squeezing.”

The boy’s face is deathly pale as he says this. The nervous kid who wandered in a minute ago?
Gone. Packed his bags—probably in that very helpful ordinary suitcase—and left the building.
What'’s sitting across from you now is something else. Colder. You lean back slightly, studying
him.

But he continues after taking a few breaths: “I don’t know exactly how long it lasted. I only
remember her lying there, next to the wall like a rag doll. I suddenly sobered up — panicked and
started running like a madman. I have no idea where I ran or for how long, but my lungs were
about to burst when— I suddenly realized I'd made it back to my lodgings. I ran up to my room
and threw myself onto the bed...

And from the next day on my life was filled with fear that I'd be caught — or that I'd gone insane.
Right up until I found the button.” He falls silent abruptly.

You ask the obvious question. “And why didn’t you turn yourself in then? When you found this
button.”

“Because I completely fell apart. That’s when my father hired a shrink, who began treating me.
At my father’s house, in total secrecy of course. God forbid it should come out that the great
Carl McKenna’s son had suffered a nervous breakdown. What a scandal that would have been!

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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My stepmother wouldn’t have been able to bear the disgrace,” he says bitterly.
“And who is this doctor who treated you?” You hope it’s someone with a medical degree...

“He’s got some stupid name. I always just call him the ‘shrink.” He was incredibly tiring with all
his questions. He kept wanting to talk about my feelings and my dead mother... a complete joke.
Obviously, I didn’t tell him the real reason for my breakdown. I fed him all kinds of nonsense
about the ‘pressure’ my father and my internship put on me, and the expectations at school...”

“You're in school?” you interject.

“I'm studying to be a sound engineer at the New York School of Fine and Applied Arts, and I'm also
interning at the local radio station. My father expects me to join the record label eventually, so
‘it’s essential that I actually understand the business. His words, not mine.” David tone’s still
bitter.

“I see. Now back to the doctor. What was the outcome of his treatments?” You pause, watching
him closely. Here it comes.

“On the surface, I seemed to be getting better, so the doctor suggested that I gradually return to
my daily routine. Start going back to school, continue my internship. Yeah, I tried it, but it was
of no use. At the most unexpected moments, Katica’s image would appear before me. The way
she lay there on the ground...”

“So that’s why you went to the police yesterday? Or did something happen?”

“Yeah... it kinda did. I compulsively went back to Yorkville again and again, to the place where
I'd met her, though I was careful not to run into Téni or anyone else I knew. Yesterday I was
wandering around the Hungarian quarter again when I stumbled upon a church and decided to
go in. I knelt before the cross and, for the first time in my life, began to pray. I begged God to
free me from this horrible suffering.

And then... a hand touched my shoulder. It was the priest. He asked if he could help, and I just
blurted out everything. Just like that. It was an incredible feeling! As if a tremendous weight had
been lifted off my chest.

The priest suggested that I turn myself in, and accept punishment for what I'd done so that my
‘soul could find peace, as he put it. In truth, I don’t really believe in this ‘soul’ business, yet I felt
he was right. Strangely enough, my fear disappeared as well. So I set off for the police. But as
I've already told you, they didn’t believe me,” he bows his head when he finishes his tale.

“I see... And don’t you think it might be better to just let this whole thing go?” you ask cautiously.
Usually you can read people. Comes with the job. But this kid? Somehow you can’t decide
whether he’s completely off his rocker or not.

“How could that be better? Last night my father and the doctor were already talking about new
treatments. According to the doctor, I'm suffering from schizophrenia. As if! I'm not crazy, I'm
just a murderer!” The boy practically shouts the last words.

You sit in silence for a few minutes. You weigh the odds of whether the kid really did kill that girl,
especially since they didn’t find a body. Isn’t it more likely that he simply imagined or dreamed
all this? Maybe he really is schizophrenic.

You glance at the hundred bucks lying on your desk, and after a moment’s hesitation, you come
to a decision. “Look, David, I'll be honest with you. This whole story seems pretty unlikely
to me.” He’s about to protest when you raise a hand. “But... I can also see how much this is
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tormenting you. Especially the uncertainty. So I'll take the case — that is, I'll take on the task of
finding out what really happened on April 11th. Maybe I'll manage to find that girl, and then you
can rest easy knowing you didn’t kill anyone. But if you really did commit a murder, I'll find
evidence that the police will have to take seriously.”

David looks at you gratefully. “Thank you, Mr. Brook. You have no idea what this means to me!”

“However, I still have a few more questions,” you say, returning to your notebook. “You said the
girl was tall, slim, red-haired. How old do you think she was?”

“I don’t know. About my age. Around twenty.’

“Besides her clothing, can you recall any other distinguishing features? A scar, a birthmark, a
characteristic way of moving, anything.”

“No. There was nothing like that,” David says, shaking his head.
“I see. You've mentioned this friend of yours, this Toni. Who exactly is he?”

“Toni is my best friend. He works at the Little Hungary Restaurant. His father owns it. We of-
ten met at his grandmother’s shop, at the Nagy: Siiteményei bakery. Aunt Veronka’s pastries are
legendary. I was waiting for Téni there on April 11th.”

“And exactly where did you go with this...” you glance at your notes, “..Katica, over the course of
the evening?”

“As I said, the places kind of blur together. I drank quite a bit... But I think we went to a few bars
and some nightclubs, because I remember dancing as well. But that’s about it. I can’t tell you
more than that - I'm sorry.” The boy looks at you apologetically.

“Yeah, it’s not much, but something to start with. By the way, what’s your address?”
“I'm staying at the Christopher Street Boarding House.”

“You're living in a boarding house? What, your parents kicked you out?” you ask him, eyebrows
climbing.

“No, not at all. Quite the opposite, actually. I was the one who couldn’t stand the atmosphere
at home anymore. My father's new wife, Eliza, is a nightmare! She only cares about status and
money. She’s changed my father completely. He used to be a decent man, but these days the
main topic at home is who will say what about us, or which flashy social event we should appear
at next, or which influential people we should be rubbing shoulders with... It’s nauseating. A year
ago I had enough and moved into the boarding house.”

“Anyone else in the picture? Family, friends, acquaintances?”

“Not really. I haven’t been going to school much lately. I don’t have any siblings, and most of our
relatives live in other states. We hardly ever see them. I've known Téni since elementary school
— he’s almost like an older brother to me. His Hungarian relatives practically adopted me. His
father became a sort of surrogate father to me, and Auntie Veronka a surrogate grandmother.
But since April I've barely seen them. At first they thought I was ill, and then.. I don’t really
know.”

Aloner then. Right. “Well, I think that’s enough for now,” you say, closing your notebook. “Let’s
meet here again tomorrow morning at nine. By then I might be able to tell you something
useful, or I may have more questions. And bring a photo of yourself if you can. It might come
in handy’”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“Thank you, Mr. Brook! I'll be here, and I'll bring a photo.” You see genuine gratitude shining
in the boy’s eyes as he shakes your hand and leaves.

You pocket the hundred bucks and grab your hat. “Alright. Let’s see. Murder— maybe imagi-
nary. Client— definitely questionable. Clues— mostly unhelpful. Yeah. This is gonna go great.”
You sigh.

Then you step out into the sun-drenched street.

Your task:
Try to find out exactly where Katica and David went that April evening, and who the girl really was!

It is now 10am You can investigate until 7pm, and then work overtime until 10pm (1 demerit per
lead). At 10pm (for bonus points) you can still go to the movies, after which your day comes to
an end. (If you don’t want to work overtime, you can skip to the 10pm lead after 7pm.)

Tomorrow morning you start again here in the office at 9am (In other words: once you’ve fin-
ished your first day, turn to the introduction of “Day Two.”)

14



STOP!

A Turn the page when you are ready to begin day 2.

NOTE: If you've been playing for a couple of hours, now might be a good time to take a break before
continuing...

15
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DAY TWO

9 AM - Sunday, July 14th, 1946
Madeline’s Detective Agency

The next morning you sit in your office waiting for David. You're staring at nothing in particular,
while your brain does its best impression of a blender on high, when David suddenly bursts
through the door without knocking.

'”

“Mr. Brook, Mr. Brook! I hope to God you’ve found something useful!” He’s out of breath and

his expression is desperate, so you sit up immediately.
“Did something happen?”

“My father showed up at my boarding house this morning saying that the doctor had recom-
mended me for ‘modern treatments’ at his clinic, so I should go with him. I pretended to agree
and only asked him to wait while I got properly dressed. But while he was waiting in the lounge,
I slipped out, down the fire escape...

Modern treatments, indeed! Do you know what kind of ‘modern treatments’ those monsters
have in store for schizophrenic patients? Electroshock therapy and lobotomy. That’s what! No,
thank you—I'd rather die!” David’s eyes flare like he’s ready to punch the concept of psychiatry
in the face.

Well. That escalated quickly. You raise a hand and gesture toward the chair. “Easy, David. Sit
down,” you say, in your best please don’t spiral in my office before coffee voice. “I very much hope
that I'll soon get to the bottom of your case, and then none of that will be necessary. It would
help me greatly, however, if you could recall a few more details about April 11

“But I've already told you everything there was to tell.” His tone is a bit exasperated.

You stay calm. Your voice is smooth like velvet. “Perhaps. But let’s try something, all right? Take
a deep breath. That’s it. Now close your eyes. Keep breathing. Excellent. And now... Try to
imagine the events of April 11. You're back in the pastry shop, meeting with Katica. Talking with
her. What did you talk about? Take your time.”

David sits with his eyes closed, breathing deeply, and after a few minutes he slowly begins to
speak:

“Katica said... she said that she had quit her job yesterday...”
“I see. She quit her job. Anything else?” you ask encouragingly.

David doesn’t open his eyes; he is clearly concentrating intensely. After a short pause, he con-
tinues: “She also said that it was her last night in Manhattan, and that the next day... the next day
she would be taking the train back home to... lllinois...”

“Very good! And now. You take a taxi. You stop at Grand Central, then at a bar or at a club...”

“Yes, I remember the Caffe Dante... the... Chumley’s. And... the Bitter Edge” He takes a long pause
before each name, as if trying to picture the place before saying it out loud.

“And do you recall any familiar faces? Did you run into people you knew? Talk to them?”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“I'm not sure. Wait. Yes... we were sitting around a table, laughing a lot. Tommy was there, and
his girlfriend, Lillian, and Johnny too...”

“Tommy? Lillian? Johnny? Who are they?”

David opens his eyes now and answers, almost surprised: “Yes, I remember now. All three are
audio engineering majors; that’s how I know them. We’re not close friends or anything, but
occasionally exchange a few words at school. Tommy Baker and Lillian Perry live in the same
boarding house as I do, though we hardly ever run into each other there. They spend every
minute in each other’s room, cleverly evading the vigilance of Mrs. Lewinsky, who of course
does not allow any kind of ‘fraternization’ between boys and girls...”

“And Johnny?” ask him to bring the topic back on track.

“He’s Johnny Lafayette. I don’t know much about him... but I ran into him at Caffe Reggio once
or twice. He works there on weekends.”

“Excellent! More leads I can follow. I really hope I'll get further today than I did yesterday. Did
you bring the photograph I asked for?”

“Yes, here it is.” He reaches into his pocket and pulls out an envelope.

@ Circle Document 3 in your case log. You have gained access to Document 8 (David),
which can be found at the back of this case book on page 89.

“Thank you, David. Let’s meet again here in the office tomorrow at 8.30, all right?”

“Will you have found the evidence we need by then, Mr. Brook? Because time is really running
out. I really don’t want to end up in the loony doctor’s clinic.” He looks at you like you're his last
lifeboat on a very leaky ship. No pressure.

But you take a deep breath and say: “Yeah, David. One way or another— I'll have this wrapped
up by tomorrow.” You try to look confident. Professional. Like a man who definitely knows what
he’s doing.

You very much hope you won’t regret making this promise...

It’s 10 o’clock. You can investigate until 7pm, and after that you can work overtime until 10 (1
demerit per lead). At 10pm, stop by the Little Hungary Restaurant—they’re sure to be waiting for
you with some delicious Hungarian dishes! (If you don’t want to work overtime, you can skip to
the 10pm lead after 7pm.)

Tomorrow morning, come into the office by 8 so you’ll have one more hour before David ar-
rives. (That is: once you've finished your second day, turn to the introduction of “Day Three™)

AND NOW
If you have circled Marker L2 in your case log, go to 6-1222 (p.66).
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STOP!

A Turn the page when you are ready to begin day 3.

NOTE: If you've been playing for a couple of hours, now might be a good time to take a break before
continuing...
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DAY THREE

8 AM - Monday, July 15th, 1946

If you have these markers:

If you have circled Marker Al in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker CI in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker D1 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker F1 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker 11 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker J1 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker L2 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker P1 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker Q1 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker R1 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker S1 in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker Ul in your case log, and
If you have circled Marker Y1 in your case log,
THEN you're ready to talk to your client.

You call your friend Lucas to discuss the questions that have come up. Afterwards, when David
arrives at 8.30, you can tell him everything.

Jump to the questions!

If, however, there are still loose ends that you want to follow up on today (if you don’t have all
the required markers):

At 8.30, you tell David to come back to the office sometime in the afternoon; by then, you will
have solved the case. Before that, you'll call your friend Lucas and go over the details with him.

Continue the investigation!

From now on, reading each lead results in 1 demerit, but you no longer need to keep track of
time. Don’t forget to use hints, if you're stuck.

As soon as you feel ready, jump to the questions!

21
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LEADS

STOP!

A WARNING! Do not read through the
rest of this document like a book from begin-
ning to end. Lead entries are meant to be read
individually only when you look up a lead by
its number.

Close this book now and follow rulebook in-
structions for looking up leads.

23



1-1293

Corvinas (contd. from 4-7587 on p.58)

The Bibliotheca Corviniana was the famous
royal library of King Matthias of Hungary in
Buda and, after the Vatican collection, one
of the most significant collections of Renais-
sance Europe. The manuscripts preserved
there or originating from it are tradition-
ally referred to as Corvinas. The name de-
rives from the Latin word corvus’, meaning
“raven” (araven holding a ring appears in King
Matthias’s family coat of arms).

24

At the time of the king’s death, it is estimated
that around 2,500 Corvinas existed, and sev-
eral commissioned and completed codices re-
mained in Florence.

The growth of the library was supported by
scribes, translators, bookbinders working in
Buda, as well as by an international network of
book agents. The establishment of the library
fit neatly into the humanist aspirations of the
age, and the number of volumes even sur-
passed the collection of Lorenzo “il Magnifico”
de’ Medici in Florence. After King Matthias’s
death, however, the care of the library and the
acquisition of new books came to an end.

In 1526, the hostile Ottoman troops marching
into Buda looted the library, and most of the
works kept there - including some 650 unique
ancient manuscripts - disappeared. A num-
ber of books, however, did survive. Most of
these were taken to Constantinople, where Ot-
toman diplomacy used them for centuries as
gifts for favored ambassadors. In this way,
volumes found their way to places such as Ox-
ford, Leipzig, or Vienna.

Today, 216 Corvinas are known worldwide. Of



these, only 53 have made their way back to
Hungary.

Tick 1 culture box in your case log.

-._._,@\_._,
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1-1398

Paprikds Weiss Deli (contd. from 3-6351 on p.43)
Time: 30 minutes

“Ah, Detective!” the stooped little man hurries
up to you. “So you’ve come back to my shop? I
hope this time you're here to buy something!”

You look at the hopeful old man apologeti-
cally. “No, I'm sorry, Mr. Weiss. I'm still in-
vestigating that girl’s case. In the meantime,
I've found out that her name wasn’t Katica af-
ter all, but Jolan Szederkényi. Does that name
ring a bell?”

“Jolanka? Szederkényi Jolanka... No, I'm afraid
it doesn’t.”

“And yet the address of this shop was written
down in her notebook.”

“That doesn’t surprise me at all, Detective. Ev-
ery Hungarian who comes to New York City
sooner or later pays a visit to Paprikas Weiss!
And of course not just Hungarians, but anyone
who’s craving fresh goods and real Hungarian
delicacies. Come on, Detective, try my fresh
Hungarian sausage! Believe me, you won’t
find anything tastier even back in Hungary...”
The old man is already heading behind the
counter.

“That’s very kind of you, Mr. Weiss, but the
truth is I really have to be going now. But as
soon as I get a little free time, I'll come back to
your shop to buy something, I promise!”

1-1648

The Villager's editorial office
65 University Pl, GV-27

If you haven’t circled S1, go to 3-5795 (p.42).

If you have circled Marker S1 in your case log,
go to 3-0657 (p.41).

1-2443

NYPD - Yorkville Precinct
90th St & York Ave, YV-20

Time: 30 minutes

After a few inquiries, you are directed to In-
spector Dezsé Szabo, who deals with matters
concerning the local Hungarian community.
Thick mustache. Gruff face. The kind of ex-
pression that looks like it’s never smiled and
doesn’t plan to start now. He eyes you up and
down like he’s already halfway to not believing
a word you’re about to say. “And why are you
so keen on finding this Katica, Mr. Brook?”

“My client, a certain David McKenna, would
like to find her — or at least find out what ex-
actly happened to her.”

“McKenna? You wouldn’t be talking about that
crazy kid who tried to confess to a murder at
the Greenwich Village precinct, would you? I
already told Chief Inspector Lucas when he
called to inquire that we have no knowledge
of any missing girl matching the description
they’ve given. You'd do better to leave the in-
vestigation to the professionals, young man!”

You feel a few very colorful responses lining
up in your head to this obvious insult, but you
simply thank the unpleasant inspector for his
‘help’ and move on instead.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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1-2860

El Chico Night Club (contd. from 8-4497 on p.81)
Time: 30 minutes

“Ah, yes! Johnny comes here often with his
friends... Johnny Lafayette is my sister’s son.
He’s studying to be a sound engineer in New
York City, so I keep an eye on him. I suppose
they were here several times in April as well...

With a pretty redhead? Now that you men-
tion it, I do seem to recall that once there was
a beautiful red-haired girl in the group that
came in with him, and Johnny was obviously
very taken with her. But the poor lad tried
in vain, because the girl was only fussing over
a scrawny boy who was already drunk when
they arrived. I really felt sorry for Johnny,
since it was clear he didn’t stand a chance with
that girl...

Then the redhead helped her boyfriend out,
and Johnny stayed behind with his two other
friends.”

‘ ‘ Circle Marker El in your case log.

1-3550

Evans’ Investigations
856 E. 87th St, YV-31

You don’t want anyone to ask the question:
“Why didn’t they ask Evans?” so you knock on
the door of the private detective’s office to see
whether anyone might be looking for Katica
through him. Unfortunately, you get a nega-
tive answer from your colleague.

1-3931

Zoli’s Portraits (contd. from 3-6610 on p.44)
Time: 30 minutes

“Marika often sends girls to me to have profes-
sional photos taken. The ones who dream of
big careers in show business. You say this girl
had red hair, was wearing a yellow skirt and
a white top, and was called Katica? Yes, that
rings a bell. Just a moment, let me check.

Yes, she was here on April 11. I always keep the
negatives so I can reprint the photos if needed.
I can make a copy for you as well. But I'm in
the middle of something right now, so you'll
have to wait a little. Or you could come back
later”

On Day 2, at 7pm (or later) you can come back
for the photo.

1-4.819

Little Hungary Restaurant (contd. from 4-0859 on p.48)
Time: 30 minutes

The restaurant is packed like a subway at rush
hour, and the waiters are darting between the
tables like their rent depends on every plate
they deliver. It probably does... When you ask
about Toni, they tell you he isn’t in at the mo-
ment, but if you wait a bit, they will call the
boss, Uncle Arpi, Téni’s father.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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You have to wait quite a while, but eventually
a cheerfully smiling, pot-bellied, heavily bald-
ing man approaches you like a friendly walrus.

“Good afternoon, young man! My name is Ar-
pad Szakacs, but everyone just calls me Uncle
Arpi! Who do I have the pleasure of meeting?
I hear you're looking for my son Téni.”

“Yes, good afternoon. My name is Simon
Brook. I'm a private investigator, working on
behalf of David McKenna. And yes, if possi-
ble, I'd like to speak with your son. David told
me Téni is his friend.”

“How is little David? I haven’t seen him in
ages! He used to come here almost every
day. He spent hours here and at my mother’s
bakery, even when Toni had a day off. That
boy truly became part of our family over the
years.. And how he loves goulash soup with
Hungarian crépes! Though that’s hardly sur-
prising. I'm sure you have heard of us as
well, Detective. I suppose you wouldn’t mind
tasting a few real Hungarian dishes yourself!
Here’s the reservation book. Look, I can
reserve a table for you this evening at ten
o’clock, Detective. How many people should I
put down? Perhaps you'd like to bring your
wife along as well? Or maybe your dear
mother?”

“Um... 'm single, and my mother has already
passed away,” you say, looking confusedly at
the short, pot-bellied man.

“My sincere condolences about the dear
mama! Then the table will be for one. There
you go, I've written it down. My son Téni has
the day off today, but I believe you'll find him
athome. We live in the next block, just around
the corner. But what did you say? You're in-
vestigating on David’s behalf? Nothing bad
happened, did it? I was under the impres-
sion that poor David has been unwell. At least
that’s what my son said, if I remember cor-
rectly. I assumed that was why we haven'’t seen
him lately.. But unfortunately I must be go-
ing now. It looks like one of the waiters needs
me - yes, Rudi is waving for me to come over.
That Rudi always has some sort of problem...

So we’ll see each other in the evening! Good-
bye, Mr. Brook!”

“@

Yes... goodbye.” You stagger out onto the
street. What the hell just happened? Looks
like in the evening, youll be getting ac-
quainted with the famous Hungarian cuisine...

1-5061

Hungarian Playhouse
1584 2nd Ave, YV-63

Time: 30 minutes

Unfortunately, no one at the theater remem-
bers a Hungarian girl matching your descrip-
tion. You question the casting coordinator, a
certain Julianna Deak, more thoroughly.

“A few red-haired girls have been here over
the past months, but none of them were par-
ticularly tall, and none of them were called
Katica. In March, we were actually looking for
a tall, slender female lead for Ferenc Molnar’s
play The Play’s the Thing. Maybe you’'ve heard
about the Hungarian playwright, Detective.
This is one of his most successful plays. No?
What a shame... Anyway, there was a Hungar-
ian girl among the applicants who would have
had the right physique for the role, but unfor-
tunately she had no talent for acting. She had
light brown hair, by the way, not red.”

“Do you remember her name?” you ask Miss
Deak hopefully.

“Just a moment, I'll check. I wrote it down
somewhere,” the woman says, as she pulls a
thick notebook out of her drawer and starts
leafing through it. “It’s terrible how bad my
handwriting is. Half the time I have no idea
what I scribbled into my notebook... Here it is.
‘March 10 - auditions for The Play’s the Thing.
Applicants: Eva Barna — too fat, Rita Gubas
— not pretty enough, and... yes, I think this

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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is it — ‘Sze..” What did I write here? I have
no idea. Some ‘Jolan Sz.; who is ‘talentless,
though physically she would be perfect’

Oh yes, now I remember! I was horrified
when I heard her name. I even told her that
if she wanted to make a career on stage, she
should choose a better-sounding name than
Jolan! Of course, later I realized that her
name wouldn’t be the biggest obstacle to her
stage career — the poor girl was so dull and
boring.”

Culture:

If you’d like to read about Ferenc Molnar, go
to 4-6984 (p.51).

1-5347

Information about the suitcase

You could return to your office in an hour so
they can reach you on the phone.

Note the current time. An hour later, go to
6-1222 (p.66).

1-6130

Consulate of Hungary
204 W. 12th St, GV-14
Time: 30 minutes

“I'm sorry, sir, but at the moment there is
no officially functioning Hungarian consulate

in the United States. Since the war, diplo-
matic relations have been rather chaotic... Mr.
Alth is not an official consul either, whatever
you may have read in the newspapers, but the
head of a temporary delegation that is trying
to carry out consular functions on an interim
basis. At present, we are occupied with mat-
ters related to the visit of the Hungarian prime
minister. So you can surely understand, sir,
that at the moment we are unable to provide
information about missing persons. I suggest
you turn to the police instead!”

1-6217

McKenna Recording Studio (contd. from 4-5241 on
».50)

If this is your first visit here, go to 4-1025
(p.48).

Otherwise, go to 1-7347 (p.29).

1-6530

Ilona Bdcskai
843 E. 76th St, LH-10

Time: 30 minutes

You knock. And knock again. And then
a third time, just in case persistence magi-
cally turns into results—when the neighbor-
ing door creaks open and a pair of suspicious
eyes appears in the gap.

“Who are you looking for so persistently?”
asks the woman.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“A certain Ilike, ma’am. But it seems she’s not
at home, even though I really need to speak
with her. You wouldn’t happen to know where
I might find her?” you say, trying to smile re-
assuringly at the neighbor.

“And what do you want with Ilike? You're not
a friend of that drunken Isti’s, are you?”

“Isti? No, I don’t know any Isti, ma’am.”

“It’s a crying shame how that fellow takes ad-
vantage of poor Ilike! A strong, able-bodied
man, yet too lazy to work. He loafs around
all day or drinks in that pub by the Hungar-
ian Club... I told Ilike to throw that good-for-
nothing out on his ear, but does she listen? Of
course not...”

“I see. He does sound... impressive in all the
wrong ways. But believe me, ma’am,” you
add, raising a hand slightly, “I have absolutely
nothing to do with this Isti.”

“Then you must be some kind of creditor,
right? You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
coming here to squeeze the blood out of a de-
cent woman! It’s not her fault that scoundrel
Isti is drinking on credit all the time? Why
don’t you go and harass him instead? And
when you catch him, force him to get a job for
once. Coming here pestering poor Ilike... Dis-
gusting!” With that, she slams the door shut.

You stare at the closed door. “Alright,” you
mutter. “Good talk.”

‘ ‘ Circle Marker Bl in your case log.

g_._,@u_:
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1-7347

McKenna Recording Studio (contd. from 1-6217 on p.28)
Time: 30 minutes

It turns out, a girl named Katica was here a few
months ago. Although her hair wasn’t red, and

her clothes were rather worn. That’s exactly
why the secretary remembers her - she was so
naive.

“She thought she could just walk into a record
company as a little gray mouse and they’d
hold an audition for her... I told the poor girl
that’s not how it works. She needs to get
an agent, and he will then get in touch with
the company. But even then, the chances
of success are very small. First she’d have
to put something on the table before our la-
bel would even consider talking to her... Poor
thing wanted to ask me for more advice, but
then David showed up saying his father was
calling for me. I told Katica that I couldn’t
keep Mr. McKenna waiting, so I said goodbye
to her”

1-8031

Stonewall Inn (contd. from 5-2537 on p.58)
Time: 90 minutes

Many people are drinking and chatting at ta-
bles lining the side walls of the bar. Some
of them are dressed in immaculate suits and
hats, despite the sweltering heat. One of them
looks particularly muscular and eyes you sus-
piciously. With the help of a few banknotes,
you learn from the bartender that you can
move on to a second room if you're looking
for something special.

“Someone might remember the guy,” the bar-
tender grins at you. “Especially if he was a
good-looking boy...”

The second room is dominated by a large
dance floor. The music is provided by a juke-
box standing in one corner. The place is
packed wall to wall with men. Several of them
are dancing closely to some slow tune, arms
around each other. A few heads turn toward

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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you with interest when you enter. Right. So
that’s new...

You hesitate for a moment—like a man recon-
sidering several life choices all at once—then
take a deep breath and dive in. You start ask-
ing around about David and Katica.

Shrugs. Blank looks. The occasional who?
Fantastic. But—you do pick up a few compli-
ments along the way, which is.. something at
least.

You're just about to leave when a lightbulb
starts flashing and someone suddenly shouts:
“COpS!”

Panic breaks out. Someone throws open a
back door, and everyone’s trying to squeeze
through it at once like it’s the last lifeboat on
a very badly run ship. There’s massive push-
ing and shoving. Suddenly you're knocked off
your feet and hit the floor. “Great,” you think.
“Trampled. That’s how it ends.”

Someone reaches out a hand to pull you up
but ends up falling right on top of you. “Sorry!
Sorry!” he babbles, trying to get up. You also
try to wriggle free. For a few chaotic seconds,
it turns into an awkward wrestling match.

That’s when a sharp voice rings out above
your head: “NYPD! Don’t move! You're under
arrest!” - and the handcuffs are already snap-
ping shut around your wrist.

An hour later:

When you walk out of the station, your former
colleagues are openly laughing behind you.

You tried to explain to the officer on duty that
you had only been investigating the bar on be-
half of a client. Unfortunately, it came out
sounding like the least convincing story ever
told by a man just arrested in a raid...

“Indecent conduct,” they called it.

Luckily, though, the chief - your friend Lucas
- got you out. “Try not to roll around on the
floor with a guy next time..” he grins at you
as he says goodbye. “Because sooner or later

even I won’t be able to pull you out of these
messes, kid.”

“Yeah,” you mutter. “I'll add that to the list of
things I try not to do again. Right under ‘get

29

arrested during an investigation.

{ . Circle Marker I1 in your case log.

Culture:

If you'd like to read about the history of the
Stonewall Inn, go to 2-8978 (p.38).

Before the raid, you had planned to take a
closer look around the area surrounding the
bar. True, you had already spent quite a bit of
time around the Stonewall Inn as it was...

BUT

If you do want to go back to take a look
around after all, go to 7-0839 (p.76).

1-8312

Gizi Néni'’s Matchmaking Agency (contd. from 8-0170
on p.79)

Time: 30 minutes

A mild wave of nausea comes over you at the
sight of the sign. A pair of wonderful green
eyes and a naive marriage proposal come to
mind - from your rookie days... You wince in-
ternally. Yeah. That ship didn’t just sail—it
sank. Since then, you've gotten wiser. More
realistic. Far less... optimistic. You take a deep
breath and step inside.

The shriveled little old woman sitting in the
shop — probably ‘Gizi Néni’ — doesn’t re-
member any girl matching Katica’s descrip-
tion, but immediately starts trying to offer
you her clients: “Oh, for a handsome young

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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man like you, I can find a wife in no time! Just
look at these hardworking, decent Hungarian
girls, Detective! Now, which one should I in-
troduce you to?”

The old woman begins spreading pho-
tographs out on the table in front of you. You
jump up quickly and say goodbye: “No, thank
you, I don’t want to get married. Goodbye,
ma’am!” and you leave the shop at the fastest
speed your legs will allow.

The old lady shouts after you: “Wait, young
man, don’t be in such a hurry — you haven'’t
even seen all the pictures yet!”

But you don’t look back.

‘ . Circle Marker G2 in your case log. J
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1-8914

The bejgli

Bejgli is a traditional Hungarian (and Cen-
tral European) Christmas pastry made from
a yeast dough, typically filled with walnut or
poppy seed filling and rolled into a log shape.
Its name comes from the German word “beu-
gen,” meaning “to bend,” and it became popu-
lar in the 19th century. Variations with other

fillings, such as chestnut, plum, or cottage
cheese, are also known, but walnut and poppy
seed remain the most common.

L Tick 1 culture box in your case log.

If you’d like to read about Hungarians in the
US, go to 5-2214 (p.57).

1-9375

Rainbow taxi (contd. from 2-0962 on p.35)
Time: 30 minutes

“So this guy in the photo and this pretty lit-
tle redhead in this other photo wanted to go
to the following places after 6pm on April 11:
Chumley’s, the Bitter Edge, El Chico, and the
Vanguard?”

“Most likely, yes. The guy’s memories are
very hazy, so they might have gone to other
places as well, or skipped some of these... Who
knows,” you reply to Frank’s question. He lets
out a deep sigh.

“So the kid was drunk? Wonderful. Well,
never mind, I'll try to work a miracle anyway.
Wait here for a bit while I go through the April
files and ask the guys!”

You sit down on a chair and wait patiently.

About half an hour later, your friend returns
with a slip of paper in his hand. “You're in
luck. I found two rides,” he says, handing you
the note.

“Thanks, Frank. You've helped me a lot!”

“No problem, pal. But be prepared - I'll prob-
ably come looking for you one of these days
and ask a favor in return..” He grins at you as
he leaves.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

3l



@ Circle Document 17 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 17
(Note), which can be found at the back of
this case book on page 101.

. Circle Marker T1 in your case log.

1-9833

Gizi Néni's Matchmaking Agency (contd. from 8-0170
on p.79)

Here is Aunt Gizi's matchmaking office. You
quickly cross to the other side of the street so
the old woman won’t notice you.
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2-0090

Gyula Andrdssy
355 E. 77th St, LH-6
Time: 30 minutes

To your knock the door opens to reveal an
elderly gentleman dressed like summer is
merely a suggestion and discipline is non-
negotiable. He is wearing impeccably sharp-
creased trousers and a shirt buttoned all the
way up to the collar. Not a wrinkle out of
place. Not a hint of surrender to the heat.

“Good afternoon. I'm Simon Brook, a private
investigator, and I'd like to ask you about Miss
Jolan Szederkényi.”

“About Jolanka? But why—surely she hasn’t
gotten into some kind of trouble?”

“That’s exactly what I'm trying to find out, sir.
If you would be so kind as to answer a few
questions.”

The old man does not invite you in; instead,
he steps out into the hallway to speak with
you. “What kind of questions?”

“When did you last see Miss Szederkényi?”

“Sometime in early March. I knew from my
sister’s letter that she would be arriving in
New York soon and would come to visit me.
Jolanka has grown a great deal since I last saw
her. She’s become a young woman... She said
she was visiting a cousin.”

“A cousin?”

“Some Ilike on her father’s side, so I don’t
know her. Jolanka said she would stay here
for a few weeks and look around the city. She
complained that her parents wanted to send

her to Gizi, because they’d like her to get mar-
ried as soon as possible. I told her that if she
went to the old hag, she should expect not to
be able to shake her off. At that, she asked
me to keep her visit a secret, because she very
much did not want to get married yet.”

“Gyula?” a disagreeably shrill female voice
shrieks from inside the apartment like it’s
been waiting all day to ruin someone’s peace.
“Gyula! Where have you been all this time?
Who are you talking to?”

Mr. Impeccable Collar freezes for half a sec-
ond. “That’s all I can tell you, Mr.. what’s-
your-name. All the best!” he blurts, already
retreating. “I'm coming, sweetheart, 'm com-
ing!”

“Mr. Andrassy, wait—" you call after him. Too
late. The door shuts in your face.

2-0131

Little Hungary Restaurant (contd. from 4-0859 on p.48)

“Right this way, Detective, please have a seat!”
Uncle Arpi, the owner, leads you to your table.
“Don’t worry, my son Toni will take good care
of you!”

And indeed, the waiter who will be serving
you is none other than Toni Szakacs himself.

He’s already bringing out the soup: “If you
don’t mind, Detective, there’s no need to trou-
ble you with the menu, we’ll serve you the
finest Hungarian dishes! Here we are, to start
with, a nice bowl of goulash soup,” he says, and
sets down the small cauldron in front of you.
It’s steaming with mouthwatering aromas.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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@ Circle Document 9 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 9
(Goulash soup), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 94.

You swallow hard. “Yes, of course, I'll gladly
try anything you recommend,” you say, tak-
ing the spoon in hand nervously.

“Well then, enjoy your meal, Mr. Brook. And
bring some of that fine ‘aszii’ wine for the
detective as well!” With that, the father dis-
appears down the long row of tables. You
taste the soup, and the fantastic flavors spread
through your mouth: spices, vegetables, and
tender beef. It’s quite spicy, but you haven’t
eaten anything this delicious in a long time!

Toéni is back in no time, returning with a bot-
tle of wine. Your mouth is full, so you can’t
protest before he’s already pouring the golden
liquid into a wineglass. Okay. Let’s be honest.
Full mouth or not, refusal was never an option
here.

Circle Document 12 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 12
(Tokaji wine), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 97.

You're off duty now, so in the end you reach
for the glass. You take a sip, and it feels as
if you've bitten into a perfectly ripe, honey-
sweet bunch of grapes.. Is this drink really
wine? It’s hard to believe.

You've barely finished the divine goulash soup
when Toéni is already bringing the second
course: “Here’s the chicken paprikash with
fresh dumplings. Made with sour cream, ac-
cording to Grandma’s recipe.”

Circle Document 10 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 10
(Chicken paprika), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 95.
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You don’t need any encouragement — you dig
into the paprikash, sipping the honey-sweet
wine alongside it. This dish is spicy too, so
from time to time you have to wipe the sweat
beading on your forehead.

By the time the second course is gone, a pleas-
ant feeling of fullness settles in, and it seems
the wine has gone to your head just a bit as
well... Oh, this wine is sneaky—like a con artist
in a nice suit. So delicious that one gladly has
several glasses, hardly noticing as it slowly in-
toxicates you...

But Toéni is already approaching with another
plate in his hands.

“No, no, thank you, I don’t think I can eat an-
other bite,” you try to protest. But the young
man sets the plate down in front of you any-
way.

“Come now, Mr. Brook, you really must try
these cottage cheese crépes! They're David’s
favorite.”

@ Circle Document 11 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 11
(Hungarian crépe), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 96.

You look at the appetizing dessert like it’s per-
sonally daring you to make a bad decision.
Then you pick up your fork. “Just one bite,”
you tell yourself. I mean, really—what choice
do you have? You can't offend Uncle Arpi or
his son.

As the sweet curd melts in your mouth, you
rethink this ‘one bite’ decision. After all, the
truly polite thing to do would be to eat every-
thing that’s been put on your plate. Before
that, though, you discreetly loosen your belt
a notch so you can breathe properly..

{ Tick 2 culture boxes in your case log.




2-0962

Rainbow Taxi (contd. from 5-2757 on $.59)
Time: 30 minutes

If you have circled Marker Z1 in your case log,
go to 1-9375 (p.31).

Otherwise:

“So this guy in the photo and a pretty little
redhead wanted to go to the following places
after 6pm on April 11: Chumley’s, the Bitter
Edge, El Chico, and the Vanguard?”

“Most likely, yes. The guy’s memories are
very hazy, so they might have gone to other
places as well, or skipped some of these... Who
knows,” you reply to Frank’s question. He lets
out a deep sigh.

“So the kid was drunk? Wonderful. Well,
never mind, I'll try to work a miracle anyway.
Wait here for a bit while I go through the April
files and ask the guys!”

You sit down on a chair and wait patiently.

About half an hour later, your friend returns
with a slip of paper in his hand. “You're in
luck. I found two rides,” he says, handing you
the note.

“Thanks, Frank. You've helped me a lot!”

“No problem, pal. But be prepared - I'll prob-
ably come looking for you one of these days
and ask a favor in return..” He grins at you as
he leaves.

Circle Document 17 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 17
(Note), which can be found at the back of
this case book on page 101.

. Circle Marker T1 in your case log.

2-2433

The Christopher St Boarding House
Time: 30 minutes

You find Lillian and Tommy kissing. To be
young and foolish... Yeah, it’s horrible. They
spring apart when you open the door. The
girl blushes a little, but starts talking a mile a
minute when you ask about David.

“He’s a really strange guy, Detective. Even
though we’re in the same program and live
in the same boarding house, until April we’d
barely exchanged more than a few words with
David”

“Don’t exaggerate, Lily,” the boy cuts in. “Just
because someone is a withdrawn type and
doesn’t talk much, that doesn’t automatically
make him strange...”

“Fine, fine, but then what about that attack, or
whatever it was, that came over him in April?
Geez, that was really scary! All of a sudden
all kinds of noises were coming from David’s
room: furniture crashing over, shouting... By
the time we told Mrs. Lewinsky to open the
door, David was already lying on the floor,
ranting at thin air. Like he’d completely lost
his mind... We didn’t see him for a month after
that. Supposedly his father had him treated
somewhere.”

“I understand that on the evening of April 11
you ran into David and his girlfriend, Katica,
at a bar or nightclub,” you probe cautiously.

“His girlfriend?” Lillian stares at you wide-
eyed. “That red-haired girl was his girlfriend?
But how could that be? We never saw that girl
either before or after”

“So you did meet them on the evening of April
11?7

“Yes, we ran into David at the Vanguard, along
with the red-haired girl” Tommy takes over.
“I don’t know exactly when it was. The poor

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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guy was already pretty soaked when they ar-
rived, even though it wasn’t even ten o’clock
yet.. He’s clearly not used to late nights and
drinking.

“When Johnny suggested around midnight
that we walk over to El Chico, the two of us
had to support David. But once he got some
fresh air, he came around a bit. At El Chico,
of course, he kept drinking, so he ended up
in pretty bad shape again. He was talking ab-
solute nonsense, going on about how he was
going to show Katica - the girl he was with -
what the real nightlife was like.”

“It was pretty pathetic,” Lillian takes the floor
again. “All that drinking and bragging... I was
actually amazed the girl didn’t just walk away
from him. Or switch over to Johnny, who
was obviously taken with her. She could have
had a much more sensible conversation with
Johnny, since he usually doesn’t drink much.
But that girl just kept fussing over David...”

“I see. And did you eventually leave El Chico
together?” you ask.

Lillian answers again: “Not at all! David got
this stupid idea that we should go over to the
Stonewall Inn, because he’d heard from his
friend Toni that it was a really ‘special place’.
Whatever that meant.. We, of course, said we
had no desire to go there. Johnny said it wasn’t
the place for us.”

“How so0?” You look at Tommy. The boy drops
his eyes awkwardly.

“Apparently his uncle, who works at El Chico,
warned Johnny that he’d be better off steering
clear of the Stonewall”

“So what happened to David and Katica on
April 11?7

“Around two in the morning they set oft”

“And do you think they actually made it to the
Stonewall Inn?”

“I don’t know that, Mr. Brook.”

“But after that night David wouldn’t talk to us
again,” Lillian shakes her head. “When I saw

him coming down from his room the next
day, I called after him to ask if he’d sobered
up yet, but he didn’t even turn around, as if
he hadn’t heard me. Later, when we ran into
each other, he just mumbled something and
hurried off. I'm telling you, the guy is really
strange...”

“You haven’t spoken to him since either?” You
turn to Tommy, but he only shakes his head.

{ . Circle Marker Ol in your case log.

2-5473

Gizi néni (contd. from 3-6852 on p.44)
Time: 30 minutes

At your knock, a familiar old lady opens
the door. A turban of colorful scarves is
piled on her head, and her clothes are just
as bold—bright, clashing, and completely un-
apologetic.

“Good day, young man! So, you've decided
you want to get married after all? I knew
you liked those girls I showed you at the of-
fice, didn’t you? It would have been better
if you'd come to my office again, but never
mind, never mind, my dear. I don’t usually
receive clients in my apartment, but this once
I'll gladly make an exception. Come in, my
dear, do come in”

You try to protest, but there’s no chance — the
old woman has already disappeared through
the doorway. Your stomach tightens, but you
follow Auntie Gizi. Oh well, you reassure
yourself, that’s exactly what hazard pay was
invented for...

You step into a dimly lit room where blackout
curtains shut out the blazing July sun, leaving
only candles and oil lamps to do the heavy lift-
ing. It’s dim, stuffy, and it’s hot. “Why is my

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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shirt suddenly part of me” hot. You loosen
your tie. It’s time to be perfectly clear.

“Excuse me, ma’am, but I still do not wish to
get married. I'm here because it turned out
that the girl I'm searching for on behalf of my
client is actually Jolan Szederkényi. I under-
stand that you knew her.”

The old woman’s eyes widen at your words:
“You're looking for Jolanka? What’s happened
to that dear child? My sister wrote that the
girl would be visiting Manhattan soon and that
Gyuszi and I should look after her, but sadly I
haven’t seen her since. I even picked out three
wonderful candidates for her. True, one of
them has since started courting another girl...
But perhaps—” She begins sizing you up again
from beneath her turban.

You quickly cut in: “I see. So you're a relative
of this Jolanka? And she was supposed to visit
you? May I ask when exactly you were expect-
ing her to arrive?”

“Ireceived the letter sometime toward the end
of winter. Perhaps in February. But my sister
didn’t write exactly when Jolanka would be ar-
riving... You say you’re looking for my niece
on behalf of a client? Is your client an unmar-
ried young man? And why is he looking for
our Jolanka? Does he live here too, in the Hun-
garian quarter? Or is he a client of some rival
agency?” The old woman’s gaze now narrows
suspiciously.

“I'm sorry, but I can’t reveal my client. How-
ever, I can tell you that the matter has nothing
to do with matchmaking... But thank you for
your help, ma’am” you say, abruptly turning
on your heel to reach the front door as quickly
as your legs allow.

The old woman’s voice still follows you: “Why
the hurry, young man? Wait, let me at least see
you out!”

But by then you’re already halfway down the
stairs, taking them two at a time. Your legs are
protesting, but you don’t stop. And you don’t
look back.

[ . Circle Marker Gl in your case log.
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2-6265

Earless Jimmy (contd. from 5-2095 on p.57)
Time: 30 minutes

At one of the tables you find your friend Ear-
less Jimmy, who has been supplying you with
all kinds of useful information about the New
York underworld for more than ten years now.
You grab him a drink and slide into the seat
across from him. “Hi Jimmy. I need the scoop
on the Stonewall Inn.”

He looks at you and his eyebrows climb.
“Stonewall?” he repeats, surprised. “Though’
you were into dames, kid! But hey, I ain’t jud-
gin’. Heaven sees m’soul, I'm no saint meself...
So what d’you wanna know abou’ that joint?”

“I'm wondering,” you say, leaning in, “if it’s the
kind of place where someone could—say—Kkill
a girl in the alley.. and by the next day, the
body’s gone. No trace. Like it never hap-
pened.”

Jimmy eyes you with narrowed eyes. “Offs a
broad? And the corpse jus’ vanishes?”

“Exactly.”

“Weeell, I dunno... but if anywhere, it could
happen aroun’ the Stonewall. Tough guys
bought tha’ dive a while back.”

“Mobsters?”

Jimmy nods. “And y’know, they don’t like
cops sniffin” aroun” Because of them regu-
lars... them ‘queers,” he adds slowly.

Really? Huh.

{ ‘ Circle Marker J1 in your case log.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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2-6444

Asking about Jolan Szederkényi

“Yes, a girl by that name did audition with us
in March, but she didn’t get the part.”

2-8273

The Andrews Sisters

The Andrews Sisters were an American vo-
cal trio from the swing and boogie-woogie
era. The group consisted of three sisters:
alto LaVerne Sophia Andrews (born 1911), so-
prano Maxene Anglyn Andrews (born 1916),
and mezzo-soprano Patricia Marie Andrews
(born 1918).

Their father, of Greek origin (originally “An-
dreas”), and their mother, of Norwegian de-
scent, supported their careers from an early
age. Patty, the youngest and the leader of the
trio, was only seven years old when they be-
gan singing, and twelve when they first won a
talent competition. After their father’s restau-
rant went bankrupt, the sisters became the
family’s breadwinners.

They achieved nationwide fame in 1937 with
the song Be: Mir Bist Du Schon (“To Me, You're
Beautiful”), which was originally a Yiddish
song. They soon topped the charts with fur-
ther hits (such as Boogie Woogie Bugle Boy and
Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree), and by the 1940s
they were known and loved by everyone.

[ Tick 1 culture box in your case log.
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2-8978

History of the bar (contd. from 1-8031 on p.29)

Greenwich Village had already become a “gay”
neighborhood by the 1980s. The area’s ho-
mosexual community was originally concen-
trated around Greenwich Avenue and Wash-
ington Square Park. In 1930, Vincent Bonavia
opened “Bonnie’s Stone Wall” at 91 Seventh
Avenue South (near his buildings on Christo-
pher Street).

The buildings on Christopher Street were
originally constructed in the 1840s as stables.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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The bar itself was originally a secret speakeasy
that sold alcohol illegally during Prohibi-
tion, which is why it was shut down during
a raid. After the repeal of Prohibition in
1934, Bonavia relocated the business to 51—
53 Christopher Street. Architect Harry Yarish
designed an entrance framed by columns and
created an interior in the style of a hunting
lodge. It became the area’s best-known “gay
bar,” although outsiders were largely unaware
of this until the 1960s.

Tick 1 culture box in your case log.
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2-9418

Harrington-Whitcombe Carriage Compamny
60 E. End Ave, YV-51
Time: 80 minutes

At first, the dispatcher is about as helpful as a
locked door. Then you slide a crisp dollar bill
onto his desk. The transformation is instant.
The guy puts down his donut, wipes his hands,
and reaches for the big logbook. Nothing mo-
tivates civic duty quite like currency.

“April 11, around six in the evening, from in
front of Nagy: Siiteményei bakery? Let me see...
justamoment... Yes, hereitis. There wasaride
after six o’clock from the corner of East 81st
Street and Second Avenue to the Caffé Dante

bar in Greenwich Village, with a short stop at
Grand Central Station.
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3-0096

Caffe Reggio
119 MacDougal St, GV-88
Time: 30 minutes

“David? Yeah, we had a good time partying
a few months ago, but since then I've hardly
seen him. We're not really friends, but we did
exchange a few words now and then at school.
What’s up with the guy? Is he still messing
around with that little redhead?” The shaggy-
haired, cocky guy looks at you with interest.

“So you do remember the evening of April 11,
when David and Katica ran into you and your
friends at a bar or nightclub?”

“Katica! Right, that was the redhead’s name.
She was a pretty thing. I still don’t get how
David managed to land her.. I'd never seen
him with a girl before. What did you say?
April 11th? Well, it could have been then. We
ran into them at the Vanguard. Poor David
was already pretty soaked when they arrived,
and then he just kept drinking more. He was
spouting all kinds of nonsense, going on about
how he was going to show Katica the real Man-
hattan, introduce her to big-city life, and so
on.. It was pretty ridiculous, but hey, who
hasn’t lost their head after drinking a bit too
much and trying to impress a pretty woman?
Am I right, Mr. Brook?”

You nod reluctantly, then press the boy for
more details. “So what else do you remember
from that night?”

“We soon went over to El Chico, where my
uncle works. We walked there from the Van-
guard, so David seemed to sober up a bit. But
then at El Chico he started drinking again and

came up with the idea that we should go over
to the Stonewall Inn, since it’s close by any-
way. I told him it wasn’t a very good idea, but
the guy was stubborn. So I tried to talk Katica
out of it, but she just went along with David
obediently.” He shakes his head.

“And why did you want to dissuade them from
the Stonewall so badly?”

“According to my uncle it’s a pretty shady
joint. Owned by mobsters, supposedly. He
made me promise I'd never set foot in there.”

“You don’t say.”

[ . Circle Marker C1 in your case log.
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3-0358

Nagyi Siiteményei bakery
1558 2nd Ave, YV-59
Time: 30 minutes

You step into the pastry shop. Along the
windows, little round tables are packed with
people living their best lives—forks flying,
crumbs everywhere. Cakes. Pastries. Things
with layers. Things with frosting. Things that
probably have names you can’t pronounce but
would absolutely devour anyway. Your stom-
ach, traitor that it is, perks up instantly. Your
mouth starts to water...

@ Circle Document7 in your case log. You
have gained access to Document 7 (Auntie’s
cakes), which can be found at the back of

this case book on page 92.

Opposite the entrance, behind the counter, a
shriveled little old lady is decorating a cake.
You walk up to her.

“Auntie Veronka?”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

40



“Yes, dear! What can I get you? I've just
baked some very fine poppy-seed pastries
with whipped cream. Or would you prefer a
slice of cake, young man?”

You hesitate. Your stomach votes yes. Loudly.
Your brain, however, drags you back to real-
ity. “No, thank you. My name is Simon Brook,
and I'd like to ask about David McKenna.”

“Oh, how is that dear little David, my Toéni’s
good friend? Oh, how he loves my Rakéczi
cottage-cheese pastries! But tell me, dear,
what’s going on with him? I haven’t seen him
in such a long time! My Toni said he’s been
unwell, poor thing. Such a shame! A young
lad like that being ill so often...”

“He said, he was here on the afternoon of April
11, and he even met a girl.”

“Yes, I remember. And what a pretty little
thing she was! I'd never seen David courting
anyone before. Poor dear, he’s so shy. Unlike
my Toéni! He’s the complete opposite. He’s
wooing a different girl every week...”

“And do you remember anything about that
girl? I was told her name was Katica”

“Katica? So she was Hungarian? Oh, if only
I'd known that at the time! How wonderful it
would be if our little David married a Hungar-
ian girl, who would cook him delicious Hun-
garian dishes and those lovely pastries he likes
so much! We even tried to send him to our
matchmaker one time. Auntie Gizi’s the best
matchmaker in the neighborhood! But young
people these days don’t really want to get mar-
ried.. My Toni always says, “There’s plenty of
time, Granny!” Hah! One never knows how
much time one has left here on this earth... Es-
pecially for an old woman like me. I'd so love
to see my dear great-grandchildren someday!
But for that, Téni would first have to get mar-
ried...”

“Do you remember anything else about David
and Katica? Did they perhaps mention where
they were going next?” you cut in during a
brief pause in the endless stream of words.

“Where they went? Oh, I don’t know that,
sweetheart. I just saw them sitting at one of the
tables, talking. Then all of a sudden they stood
up, little David said goodbye, and they were
gone. I remember that the next day I asked
my Téni what he knew about our David’s new
girlfriend, but he just stared at me, asking
what kind of girlfriend I was talking about. I
told him about the girl I'd seen David with the
afternoon before. But my Téni didn’t know
anything about any girl at all...”

“I see. In any case, thank you for your help,
Mrs... um... Veronka.”

“Why the hurry, my dear? Surely you could
sit down for a slice of nice cake!”

You hesitate. Briefly. But finally shake your
head. “Unfortunately I can’t right now, but
perhaps next time...” You step outside, but not
before casting one last longing look at the
pastries—like a man leaving behind true love
for the sake of a very inconvenient murder
case.

The shriveled little old woman just shakes her
head disapprovingly.

[ . Circle Marker V1 in your case log.
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3-0657

The Villager’s editorial office (contd. from 1-1648 on
p.25)

Time: 80 minutes

You step into the offices of the Villager and
look for your friend. You met him years ago,
back when you were still with the police. You
often helped each other out with useful tips.

Martin greets you enthusiastically: “Simon?
How are you, my friend? I haven’t seen you
in ages!”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“I could use a bit of help.”

“Of course, absolutely. Go on, let’s see if I can
help!”

“I'm looking for a young Hungarian girl. Her
name is Jolan or Katica Szederkényi. Around
twenty years old, red-haired, tall and slim.
She was last seen here in the Village on April
11. At the time she was wearing a yellow skirt
and cardigan, and green shoes. I thought I'd
ask you - maybe you’ve heard something.”

“April 11? That was quite a while ago. How
come they’ve only started looking for that girl
now? I assume you're asking on behalf of a
client,” your friend says, giving you a ques-
tioning look.

You just shrug.

“I see. You can’t say any more. All right, give
me a moment, I'll check our archives,” he says,
hurrying out of the office.

You have to wait a good fifteen minutes before
he returns.

“Unfortunately, I didn’t find anything about
the girl. Of course, that might be good news,
right?”

You nod and stand up to say goodbye to Mar-
tin. “Thanks for the help, my friend,” you say,
offering your hand.

“No problem. But once you get to the bottom
of the case, I wouldn’t mind a short rundown.
Who knows, maybe we could turn it into an
interesting article..” The journalist winks at
you and gives your hand a playful shake.

3-1971

Miklossy Art Gallery
1489 2nd Ave, LH-5

Time: 30 minutes

The owner is very accommodating, but he
can’t help you. Many people pass through his
gallery, so apart from serious buyers, he un-
fortunately doesn’t tend to remember others.

3-2330

Rudi Bdcsi’s Pawn Shop
99 2nd Ave, EV-48

On Day 2 or Day 3, go to 6-7631 (p.70).

Otherwise:

The shop isn’t open today.

3-5356

Information about the suitcase

Wait patiently, because as soon as there’s any
information about the suitcase, they’ll call
you.

3-5795

The Villager’s editorial office (contd. from 1-1648 on
».25)

Time: 30 minutes

You step into the offices of the Villager and
look for your friend. You met him years ago,

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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back when you were still with the police. You
often helped each other out with useful tips.

Martin greets you enthusiastically: “Simon?
How are you, my friend? I haven’t seen you
in ages!”

“I could use a bit of help.”

“Of course, absolutely. Go on, let’s see if I can
help!”

“I'm looking for a young Hungarian girl. Her
name is Katica. Around twenty years old, red-
haired, tall and slim. She was last seen here
in the Village on April 11. At the time she was
wearing a yellow skirt and cardigan, and green
shoes. I thought I'd ask you - maybe you’ve
heard something.”

“April 11?7 That was quite a while ago. How
come they’ve only started looking for that girl
now? I assume you're asking on behalf of a
client,” your friend says, giving you a ques-
tioning look.

You just shrug.

“I see. You can’t say any more. All right, give
me a moment, I'll check our archives,” he says,
hurrying out of the office.

You have to wait a good fifteen minutes before
he returns.

“Unfortunately, I didn’t find anything about
the girl. Of course, that might be good news,
right?”

You nod and ask: “Where do you think I could
look next?”

“You say she was a Hungarian girl? In that case,
I'd suggest heading over to Yorkville, the Hun-
garian neighborhood. You could also try the
Hungarian consulate. It’s right here in the Vil-
lage. Though I seem to recall it’s not operating
as an official consulate at the moment... Still, it
might be worth a try”

You stand up to say goodbye to Martin.
“Thanks for the help, my friend,” you say, of-
fering your hand.

“No problem. But once you get to the bottom

of the case, I wouldn’t mind a short rundown.
Who knows, maybe we could turn it into an
interesting article..” The journalist winks at
you and gives your hand a playful shake.

3-6351

Paprikas Weiss Deli (contd. from 6-7896 on p.70)
Time: 30 minutes

If this is NOT your first visit, go to 1-1398
(p.25).

Otherwise:

You step into the shop, where mouthwatering
aromas fill the air. The scent of exotic spices
mingles with the smell of roasting coffee,
along with all sorts of other hard-to-identify
but pleasant fragrances. Every shelf in the
store is packed to the brim with goods like the
place is preparing for the end of civilization—
or a very ambitious baking project. In front of
the counter, sacks of seeds, flour, dried fruits,
and who knows what else are piled up.

A stooped, bearded old man hurries up to you:
“Welcome, young man, welcome! Surely this
isn’t your first time in Paprikas Weiss’ shop?”

“Yes, it is — this is my first time here. Good
day!”

“And what may I offer you? A great deal
of fresh merchandise arrived this morning,
young man. Come, come, have a proper look
around! I have fresh bryndza cheese, sev-
eral kinds of mushrooms. But if you'd prefer
salami or Hungarian sausage, of course I can
provide that as well. Or should I show you
the jams instead? You won'’t find a selection
like this anywhere else but in Paprikas Weiss’
shop!”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“Yes, I can see that. Your stock really is re-
markable, Mr. Weiss, but the truth is I didn’t
come here to shop. I'm a private detective and
I'm looking for a young Hungarian woman.
A certain Katica or Jolan Szederkényi. She’s
tall and slender, with red hair. She was wear-
ing an elegant yellow cardigan with a match-
ing skirt, and green shoes. She arrived to stay
with her relatives in Manhattan sometime be-
fore April”

“Really? And you think this Katica might have
been in my shop?”

“I don’t know, Mr. Weiss — that’s exactly what
I'm trying to find out.”

“You say she arrived before April? And
that she’s tall, red-haired, an elegant young
woman? It doesn’t ring a bell.. And I have
quite a good memory for faces. I remember
almost everyone who has ever shopped here,
even though new customers come in every
day — not to mention the many regulars. You
said her name was Katica or Jolanka? Hmm...
It’s true, I don’t know the names of all my
customers, except for the regulars, of course.
Katica or Jolanka.. No, it doesn’t ring a bell,
I'm sorry, young man.”

“And yet the address of this shop was written
down in her notebook.”

“That doesn’t surprise me at all, Detective. Ev-
ery Hungarian who comes to New York City
sooner or later pays a visit to Paprikas Weiss!
And of course not just Hungarians, but anyone
who’s craving fresh goods and real Hungarian
delicacies. Come on, Detective, try my fresh
Hungarian sausage!
find anything tastier even back in Hungary...”
The old man is already heading behind the
counter.

Believe me, you won’t

“That’s very kind of you, Mr. Weiss, but the
truth is I really have to be going now. As soon
as I get a little free time, I'll come back to your
shop to buy something, I promise!”

3-6610

Zoli’s Portraits
128 2nd Ave, EV-39

If it’s your first visit, AND if you have circled
Marker R1in your case log, go to 1-3931 (p.26).

Ifit’s not your first visit, AND it’s Day 2 or Day
3, go to 4-3025 (p.49).

Othervise:
The studio is closed. Come back later.

{___,@_,_,
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3-6852

Gizella Galhidy
210 E. 78th St, LH-5

Time: 30 minutes

If you have circled Marker G2 in your case
log, go to 2-5473 (p.36).

Otherwise:

The door creaks open to your knock, to re-
veal an old, hunched little woman. She looks
like she just stepped out of a fortune-teller
convention. A turban of colorful scarves is
piled on her head, and her clothes are just
as bold—bright, clashing, and completely un-
apologetic.

“Good afternoon, young man! Are you in such
a hurry to get married that you've come look-
ing for me in my own home?”

You're so taken aback by this greeting that you
even forget to introduce yourself, and all you
manage to blurt out is: “Get married?”

“Why, of course, my dear. What else would
such a handsome young man want with Aun-
tie Gizi, the matchmaker? But no matter, no
matter, sweetheart. I don’t usually receive

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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clients in my apartment, but this once I'll be
happy to make an exception. Come in, dear,
do come in!”

Suddenly you recall one of the small shops
you passed along the street. Colorful signs ad-
vertised “Gizi Néni's Matchmaking Agency.” You
remember the instinctive nope it triggered,
and a faint sense of disgust. A pair of won-
derful green eyes and a naive marriage pro-
posal came to mind - from your rookie days...
You wince internally. Yeah. That ship didn’t
just sail—it sank. Since then, you've learned
and gotten wiser. More realistic. Far less... op-
timistic.

Now, however, there’s nothing to be done:
you have to follow the hunched old woman
into the apartment, as she has already disap-
peared through the doorway. Your stomach
tightens. Never mind, you tell yourself; this is
exactly the kind of situation that hazard pay
was invented for.

You step into a dimly lit room where blackout
curtains shut out the blazing July sun, leaving
only candles and oil lamps to do the heavy lift-
ing. It’s dim, stuffy, and it’s hot. “Why is my
shirt suddenly part of me” hot. You loosen
your tie. It’s time to be perfectly clear.

“Excuse me, ma’am, if I gave you the wrong
impression, but I'm not looking for a match-
maker. I'm Simon Brook, a private inves-
tigator, and I'm trying to locate Miss Jolan
Szederkényi—on behalf of my client. I under-
stand Miss Szederkényi knew you.”

The old woman’s eyes widen at your words:
“You're looking for Jolanka? What’s happened
to that dear child? My sister wrote that the
girl would be visiting Manhattan soon and that
Gyuszi and I should look after her, but sadly I
haven’t seen her since. I even picked out three
wonderful candidates for her. True, one of
them has since started courting another girl...
But perhaps—" She begins sizing you up again
from beneath her turban.

You quickly cut in: “I see. So you're a relative
of this Jolanka? And she was supposed to visit

you? May I ask when exactly you were expect-
ing her to arrive?”

“Ireceived the letter sometime toward the end
of winter. Perhaps in February. But my sister
didn’t write exactly when Jolanka would be ar-
riving... You say you’re looking for my niece
on behalf of a client? Is your client an unmar-
ried young man? And why is he looking for
our Jolanka? Does he live here too, in the Hun-
garian quarter? Or is he a client of some rival
agency?” The old woman’s gaze now narrows
suspiciously.

“I'm sorry, ma’am, but I can’t reveal my client.
However, I can tell you that the matter has
nothing to do with matchmaking.”

At this, the woman sits down at a small table
and pulls out a thick folder. “But since you're
already here, sweetheart, do take a look at a
few of my clients. They’re all diligent, hard-
working Hungarian girls, and of course good
cooks. How old are you, dear? Thirty-two?
Thirty-three? Then I imagine you're very ea-
ger to start a family by now. I can already
think of at least three suitable girls who would
be just the right age for you...”

You stare in horror at the folder and instinct
kicks in. Retreat. Immediate retreat! You be-
gin backing away. “That’s very kind of you,
Auntie Gizi, truly, but as a matter of fact I
can’t stay any longer. Thank you for your help
though!” you say, abruptly turning on your
heel to reach the front door as quickly as your
legs allow.

The old woman’s voice still follows you: “Why
the hurry, young man? Wait, let me at least see
you out!”

But by then you’re already halfway down the
stairs, taking them two at a time. Your legs are
protesting but you don’t stop. And you don’t
look back.

{ . Circle Marker Gl in your case log.

g_._,@;._;
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3-8198

Your request (contd. from 7-73386 on p.77)

“I'm glad you said that, because I'd like to ask
for something right away. The girl who was
with David supposedly checked her suitcase
at the checking room at Grand Central Sta-
tion. I found out that after a week they usually
collect the unclaimed bags. Unfortunately,
I wasn’t able to get close to those bags my-
self, but you should certainly be able to look
into whether Katica’s suitcase is among them.
Sadly, David couldn’t give any useful descrip-
tion of the suitcase — he just said it was ordi-
nary. But perhaps it could be identified based
on its contents.”

“I understand. I'll try to take care of it. I'll call
you if I find out anything.”

“Thanks, old friend. Have a good day!”

“You too, kid,” Lucas says with a grin, waving
goodbye. The nickname warms your heart.
These days, Lucas only calls you “kid” when
he’s in a particularly good mood. It seems he’s
glad to be able to help you.

You're definitely not letting that go to your
head...

‘ . Circle Marker L2 in your case log.

If it’s Day 1, go to 3-5356 (p.42).
If it’s Day 2 or Day 3, go to 1-5347 (p.28).

3-8291

Saint Elizabeth of Hungary Church
211 E. 83rd St, YV-43

Although the minister receives you kindly, it
turns out this was not the church David wan-
dered into before turning himself in to the po-
lice.

3-8801

Esti Hirlap editorial office
1571 2nd Ave, YV-53

If you haven'’t circled Z1, BUT if you have cir-
cled Marker K1 in your case log, go to 6-9387

(p.72).

If you have circled Marker Z1 in your case log,
go to 6-2721 (p.67).

3-8883

Hungarian Boarding House (contd. from 7-4214 on p.77)
Time: 30 minutes

“Yes, Jolan Szederkényi was a resident here
from March 10 to April 11. She originally
checked in for an indefinite period, but then
on April 10 she unexpectedly gave notice and
left the following morning.”

3-9718

The Christopher St Boarding House (contd. from 5-8481
on p.65)
Time: 30 minutes

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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In the lobby, you are greeted by a kind,
smiling, middle-aged woman. As it turns
out, she is the owner of the boarding house,
Mrs. Lewinsky. She immediately becomes
talkative when you ask about David.

“I must say, Inspector, that at first I found that
young man quite likable, but in recent months
I've begun to have serious doubts about him.”

“What do you mean by that, Mrs. Lewinsky?
And please just call me Mr. Brook — I'm not
an inspector.”

“Well, first of all, there was that dreadful scene
at the end of April! When David started rag-
ing in his room and overturning the furniture,
I seriously considered calling the police. But
in the end I decided to call Mr. McKenna in-
stead. Looking back, I'm glad I did, because it
turned out that the poor boy had some kind of
episode and became very ill. He didn’t even
stay at the boarding house for a month, be-
cause he required medical care.

However, since his return he’s no longer the
kind, polite young man he used to be. Most of
the time he doesn’t even greet me when I try
to ask how he’s doing — in fact, he snaps at me
to ‘mind my own business., How can a young
man speak to me like that, I ask you? And now
the police are asking questions about him as
well... I don’t know what the world is coming
to if even respectable young men cause this
much trouble!”

“Once again, Mrs. Lewinsky, I didn’t come
from the police — I'm investigating on David’s
behalf.. Can you perhaps recall the night of
April 11? Did you hear David come home that
evening?”

“April 11? That was such a long time ago...”
“About two weeks before David’s... episode.”

“Two weeks? Now that you mention it, yes
— there was an incident before. After six
months, I usually give my tenants their own
key to the front door as well, if they’ve proven
trustworthy, so they can come home later

than ten in the evening if necessary — without
waking me or my husband by ringing the bell.
As I said, there were no problems with David
at first, so I gave him a key too. He always used
it very discreetly; I never knew when he came
home, he was so quiet.

But sometime in April — it may well have
been the night of the 11th — I woke up to
the sound of someone flinging the front door
open with a loud crash. I thought I was going
to have a heart attack, and that we were be-
ing robbed, or killed in our beds! But when
my husband went to investigate, it turned out
it was just David coming home. According to
Earnie, he didn’t look at anything or anyone,
just rushed upstairs and slammed the door be-
hind him. My Earnie had to lock the front
door after him, because of course David left it
wide open... Outrageous, really! It’s true that a
few days later he apologized, so I hoped it had
only been a one-time incident.”

“And about what time might this stormy
homecoming have been?” you ask the woman.

After a brief moment’s thought, she replies:
“Somewhere around three in the morning.”

If it’s Day 2 or Day 3, go to 2-2433 (p.35).
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4-0859

Little Hungary Restaurant
821 E. 79th St, YV-63

If it’s your first time here, and it’s Day 1, go to
4-7121 (p.52).

If it’s your first time here, and it’s Day 2, go to
1-4819 (p.26).

If you came to dine on Sunday 10pm, go to
2-0131 (p.33).

4-1025

Recording Studio (contd. from 1-6217 on p.28)
Time: 80 minutes

It turns out, a girl named Katica was here a few
months ago. Although her hair wasn’t red, and
her clothes were rather worn. That’s exactly
why the secretary remembers her - she was so
naive.

“She thought she could just walk into a record
company as a little gray mouse and they’d
hold an audition for her... I told the poor girl
that’s not how it works. She needs to get
an agent, and he will then get in touch with
the company. But even then, the chances
of success are very small. First she’d have
to put something on the table before our la-
bel would even consider talking to her.. Poor
thing wanted to ask me for more advice, but
then David showed up saying his father was
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calling for me. I told Katica that I couldn’t
keep Mr. McKenna waiting, so I said goodbye
to her”

You thank the secretary’s help. Before you set
off, however, you ask the pretty little blonde
secretary about the music filtering out from
the room: “Is there a recording session going
on right now?”

“No, they're just rehearsing. When we're
recording, that red light up there turns on,
see?” You glance up above the door, where
there is indeed a red light, but it isn’t lit at the
moment. “I also lock the outer doors then, so
no one can disturb the recording session. But
right now we don’t have to be silent. You can
even take alook inside, detective, if you'd like.”
She smiles encouragingly.

You can’t resist the offer, so you sneak a peek
into the studio. You catch sight of the Andrews
Sisters, in the flesh, mid-rehearsal.

They’ve become very popular lately, and the
radio is constantly playing their hits. They're
all harmony and energy, the kind of sound
that makes people tap their feet whether they
like it or not.. You, however? Not exactly a
boogie-woogie guy. You give it a second—
just enough to say you experienced culture
today—then ease back out from the doorway,
like you accidentally walked into the wrong
movie.

You give the secretary a nod in farewell, and
step out into the street.

{ ‘ Circle Marker M1 in your case log.

Culture:

If you'd like to read about the sisters, go to
2-8273 (p.38).




4-2062

Saint Vincent’s Hospital
155 W. 11th St, GV-19

Time: 30 minutes

When you inquire about the two nurses, Mrs.
Tucker and Mrs. Stein, you learn that they
did indeed work here years earlier, but later
switched to providing private home care.
Both were conscientious, experienced, and
thorough nurses, so their departure was a
great loss to the hospital. Fortunately, the
nurse on duty keeps in touch with them and
is able to give you their addresses.

Mary Tucker: 8 Jane St (GV-13), go to 5-6005
(p.64).

Theresa Stein: 217 W. 11th St (GV-24), go to
5-5338 (p.63).

4-2196

Isti (contd. from 5-5787 on p.64)
Time: 30 minutes

When you mention “Isti,” the bartender
doesn’t even hesitate—just jerks his head to-
ward a corner table. There he is. Surrounded
by empty beer mugs, staring at them like he’s
trying to remember where things went wrong
in life.

You order another beer—because apparently
this is now part of your investigative toolkit—
and sit down across from him. “Am I speaking
to Isti?” you ask.

The guy looks up, slow and suspicious.
“Who’s asking?” he growls.

Let’s try this in his native language: beer. You
slide the mug toward him like you're initiat-
ing diplomatic negotiations. “Ijust want to ask
about Miss Bacskai. I was just at her apart-
ment, but she wasn’t home, even though I'd
really like to speak with her. I think you might
be able to help me.”

The man glances at the beer and asks: “And
what do you want with Ilike?”

“I just want to ask a few questions about her
cousin.”

“About Jolanka?” The man is so startled that
for a moment his eyes actually leave the
beer—which seems basically a miracle.

“Exactly,” you say, trying not to look too
pleased with yourself.

“We ain’t seen that girl for months. Ilike threw
her out when it turned out she wanted to get a
job in some shady nightclub...”

Well, that sounds promising. “A shady night-
club?” you ask, leaning in. “What do you
mean by that?”

He doesn’t elaborate. Instead, he grabs his
mug like it’s the only conversation partner
he’s willing to commit to, takes a sip, and
shrugs. “Ask Ilike. She’s at the laundry, two
blocks from here.”

4-3025

Zoli’s Portraits (contd. from 3-6610 on p.44)
Time: 30 minutes

“Ah, Mr. Brook. I have the photo, just as I
promised. Here you go. That will be five dol-
lars.”

You're taken aback by the audacious price, but
in the end you pay it without a word.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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@ Circle Document 16 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 16
(Katica), which can be found at the back of
this case book on page 100.

. Circle Marker Z1 in your case log.

4-3767

Marika’s Night Club (contd. from 6-0973 on p.66)
Time: 30 minutes

Marika, the club’s owner, looks like she’s
been around the block. Middle-aged, heavy
makeup, the kind of presence that says she’s
seen everything and is impressed by none of
it. You mention Jolan Szederkényi. Katica.
She doesn’t answer right away. Instead, she
lights a cigarette, takes a drag, then slowly ex-
hales the smoke. Looks like she’s considering
how much trouble you're worth. It seems she
decided in your favor, because she starts talk-
ing.

“She was a little country flower when she
first showed up here. Dull hair, no makeup,
shabby clothes... Though she did have a nice,
slim figure. Tall and slender. I told her that
the very first thing she’d have to change was
her appearance if she wanted to find work as
a singer. I suggested she try red hair, vivid
makeup, and buy a few new outfits. Once that
was done, she should also have some profes-
sional photos taken that she could submit with
her applications. I recommended Zoli’s pho-
tography studio to her, not far from here.

The poor thing started complaining that she
didn’t have the money for anything like that.
I told her she could forget about her dreams
altogether then. So she started crying... I told
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her that whining wouldn’t get her anywhere -
show business isn’t for the weak. I noticed she
was wearing a rather nice little chain around
her neck, so I suggested she try turning that
into cash. But she just shook her head, saying
that wasn’t possible, because she’d inherited it
from her grandmother...

Then, a few weeks later, she came back
after all, and you could hardly recognize
her. Beautiful red hair, new clothes, profes-
sional makeup... Now this is something else, I
thought. I even told her I was glad she’d taken
my advice. But then... I sent her up on stage to
sing...” the woman suddenly falls silent.

“And? Then what?” you ask eagerly.

“Poor thing had a very weak voice... I already
regretted not listening to her the first time.
Then she wouldn’t have had to bother with
dyeing her hair and buying new clothes. It
would have become clear right away that she
had no chance on stage. Not even in a club..
She was completely crushed when I told her.
But it would have been worse if she’d kept de-
luding herself”

“And when was this second audition?”

The woman glances inside a notebook. “On
April 117

{ . Circle Marker R1 in your case log.

4-5241

McKenna and Son Recording Studio
815 Broadway, GV-16

If you have circled Marker Ul in your case log,
go to 1-6217 (p.28).

Otherwise, go to 6-5182 (p.69).



4-6778

Phonecall (contd. from Document 14 on p.98)
Time: 30 minutes

“Hello?” a gruff male voice answers.
“Hello! Mr. Szederkényi?”

“Yes, this is Dénes Szederkényi. Who am I
speaking with?”

“My name is Simon Brook. I'm a private in-
vestigator, and I'd like to inquire about your
daughter, Mr. Szederkényi. I was hoping
you could tell me when you last saw her and
whether you know her current whereabouts.”

“A private investigator? What would a private
investigator want with our little Jolanka?”

A woman’s voice can be heard in the back-
ground, and the man clearly covers the re-
ceiver with his hand, because you only hear
a muffled, hushed exchange. From what you
can make out, the woman’s voice (perhaps
Mrs. Szederkényi herself) is asking about
Jolanka, and the man mentions the word “in-
vestigator.”

“Hello? Mr. Szederkényi? Are you still there?”
you try.

“Yes, I'm here. We haven’t heard anything
about Jolanka for three months. Ilike said the
girl had completely gone off the rails. She’d
turned into some kind of fancy lady. That’s
not how we raised her, sir! We didn’t send her
to New York City so she could parade herself
on all sorts of stages, but so that Gizi could find
her a respectable Hungarian husband. Be-
cause unfortunately, not a single Hungarian
boy around here had taken an interest in her...”

“Am I understanding correctly, Mr. Szed-
erkényi, that you haven’t heard from your
daughter since April, and you don’t know
where she might be now?”

“No, I don’t know, and if she’s gotten her-
self mixed up in somethingillegal orimmoral,
then I wash my hands of it. I didn’t raise her
for that!” The man’s voice is hard and dismis-
sive.

Suddenly you hear the sound of a scuffle,
then the woman’s voice comes onto the line:
“Hello? Inspector? Do you know anything
about Jolanka? Where is she? What happened
to her?” she asks desperately. It is clearly the
girl’s mother, who seems to have snatched the
phone from her husband’s hand.

“Mrs. Szederkényi? For the time being I
don’t know where your daughter is, nor ex-
actly what has happened to her, but I'm doing
my best to find out.”

“Oh God! What could have happened to my
poor child? We haven’t heard from her for
three months, and the relatives in Manhattan
haven’t seen her since either... Ilike says she
became a singer or an actress. Dear Lord, I
truly hope that isn’t true! What do you think,
Inspector?”

You don’t want to distress the mother by
pointing out that there are worse possibilities
than her daughter having become an actress,
so you simply reply: “At the moment I can’t
say, ma’am. But I will call you as soon as I
manage to find out more.”

{ . Circle Marker D1 in your case log.
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4-6984

Ferenc Molnadr (contd. from 1-5061 on p.27)

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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Ferenc Molnar (Budapest, 1878 — New York,
1952) was a Hungarian writer, playwright,
journalist, and war correspondent of Jewish
origin (born Ferenc Neumann).

From 1908 onward, his stage works were per-
formed in several cities — not only in Vienna
and Berlin, but also in Italy and the United
States — though because of their critique of
bourgeois society, the productions were not
always well received. His greatest success was
Liliom. In 1934, Fritz Lang adapted it into a
film, and it later served as the basis for the mu-
sical Carousel, which premiered on Broadway
in 1945.

His 50th birthday was celebrated with great
pomp. Molnar was personally received at the
White House by the President of the United
States. In the 1920s and 1930s, he was esti-
mated to have earned more than one million
U.S. dollars per year. In 1939, he fled to New
York to escape the Nazis. In America, he wrote
screenplays and stage plays.

Tick 1 culture box in your case log.

4-7121

Little Hungary Restaurant (contd. from 4-0859 on p.48)
Time: 30 minutes

The restaurant is packed like a subway at rush
hour, and the waiters are darting between the
tables like their rent depends on every plate
they deliver. It probably does.. When you ask
about Toni, they tell you he isn’t in at the mo-
ment, but if you wait a bit, they will call the
boss, Uncle Arpi, Téni’s father.

You have to wait quite a while, but eventually
a cheerfully smiling, pot-bellied, heavily bald-
ing man approaches you like a friendly walrus.

“Good afternoon, young man! My name is Ar-
pad Szakacs, but everyone just calls me Uncle
Arpi! Who do I have the pleasure of meeting?
I hear you're looking for my son Téni.”

“Yes, good afternoon. My name is Simon
Brook. I'm a private investigator, working on
behalf of David McKenna. And yes, if possi-
ble, I'd like to speak with your son. David told
me Toni is his friend.”

“How is little David? I haven’t seen him in
ages! He used to come here almost every
day. He spent hours here and at my mother’s
bakery, even when To6ni had a day off. That
boy truly became part of our family over the
years.. And how he loves goulash soup with
Hungarian crépes! Though that’s hardly sur-
prising. I'm sure you have heard of us as
well, Detective. I suppose you wouldn’t mind
tasting a few real Hungarian dishes yourself!
Here’s the reservation book. Look, I can re-
serve a table for you this Sunday evening at
ten o’clock, Detective. How many people
should I put down? Perhaps you'd like to bring
your wife along as well? Or maybe your dear
mother?”

“Um... 'm single, and my mother has already
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passed away,” you say, looking confusedly at
the pot-bellied man.

“My sincere condolences about the dear
mama! Then the table will be for one. There
you go, I've written it down. My son Téni has
the day off today, but I believe you’ll find him
athome. We live in the next block, just around
the corner. But what did you say? You're in-
vestigating on David’s behalf? Nothing bad
happened, did it? I was under the impres-
sion that poor David has been unwell. At least
that’s what my son said, if I remember cor-
rectly. I assumed that was why we haven’t seen
him lately... But unfortunately I must be going
now. Itlookslike one of the waiters needs me -
yes, Rudi is waving for me to come over. That
Rudi always has some sort of problem... So
we’ll see each other Sunday evening! Good-
bye, Mr. Brook!”

«

Yes... goodbye.” You stagger out onto the
street. What the hell just happened? Looks
like on Sunday evening, you'll be getting ac-
quainted with the famous Hungarian cuisine...

4-7587

Corvin Bookshop
159 2nd Ave, EV-27

You step into the bookshop, and your eye is
immediately caught by the ornate books dis-
played in the shop window. They are enor-
mous, the kind that look like they require a
permit just to open. Inside them you see text
written in a very peculiar script.

@ Circle Document 15 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 15 (A
corvina), which can be found at the back of
this case book on page 99.

“Come in, come in, young man, feel free to
look around!” A smiling gentleman invites
you further into the bookshop. “If you're
looking for Hungarian publications, you've
come to the right place. If it can’t be bought
here, it hasn’t been published yet! Ah, I see
your eye has caught our Corvinas. Unfor-
tunately, these are only replicas, but they're
beautiful all the same, don’t you think?”

Culture:

If you’d like to read about the Corvinas, go to
1-1293 (p.24).

AND NOW:

If you have circled Marker Q1 in your case log,
go to 5-4027 (p.61).

4-9020

Saint Stephen of Hungary church
410 E. 82nd St, YV-55

Time: 80 minutes

“Yes, I remember him,” the priest says, fold-
ing his hands. “The poor boy was completely
shattered. After what he told me... I can hardly
blame him.”

Oh, great. You lean in slightly. “What did he
tell you?”

“I'm sorry,” the priest looks at you remorse-
fully. “But it’s not my habit to reveal the confi-
dences of my parishioners. Even if the young
man did not officially ‘confess’ to me, and [ am
therefore not bound by the seal of confession.
Still...”

Okay. What now? Maybe you're the one who
needs to confess here.

“As a matter of fact, David told me what hap-
pened. You see, Father, I'm a private investi-
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gator, and the boy came to me asking that I
uncover the truth in this alleged murder case.
The police did not believe him when he made
his confession. His father and his doctor claim
that David suffered a nervous breakdown and
merely hallucinated the entire crime.”

The priest looks at you in astonishment. “Hal-
lucinated it? Could that be possible? How
shocking... All I can say is that I have rarely
seen such deep pain and remorse as on that
young man’s face. He seemed to sincerely
wish to be cleansed, so he immediately ac-
cepted it when I suggested that he face his
deed and accept the consequences, for only in
this way could he save his soul from eternal
damnation. He told me he was going straight
to the police to turn himself in. Did he really
do so? Until now I wasn’t sure. But you're say-
ing they didn’t believe him? That the poor
young man is ill, and that he may not have
committed any murder at all? It’s almost un-
believable...” The priest shakes his head.
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5-1619

Kis & Sons Shoe Shop
1557 2nd Ave, YV-58

Time: 30 minutes

The shop’s owner, Gyula Kis, is happy to help
you. “That Hungarian girl? Yes, I remember
her. She came straight from Bacher’s in a new
outfit, carrying a lovely green handbag. I im-
mediately suggested a matching pair of green
shoes.”

5-1675

Hungarian Social Club
1558 2nd Ave, YI-58

Time: 60 minutes

If you have circled Marker S1 in your case log,
go to 5-3558 (p.59).

Otherwise:

When you step into the club, you see a handful
of retirees scattered around the room—four
elderly women playing cards like they're set-
tling decades-old grudges one trick at a time,
while two old men are hunched over a chess-
board. From behind a counter near the en-
trance, a man in a suit rises and steps toward
you. He fixes you with a firm gaze and starts
speaking. Confident. Smooth. Probably im-
portant. Also completely unintelligible.

“Jo napot, fiatalember! Udvizlom a klubunkban.”

Is he speaking Hungarian? You look at him
awkwardly and reply in English:

“Good afternoon, sir. My name is Simon
Brook. I'm a private investigator, and I'd like
to ask a few questions, if you have a moment.”

The man immediately switches to English:

“I see. My name is Ferenc Kemény, I'm the
head of the club. How can I help you?”

“I'm looking for a Hungarian girl. Someone
named Katica”

“Oh dear. With just a first name, you won'’t
get very far here. There are more than a hun-
dred thousand Hungarians living in New York
City..” he says, looking at you skeptically.

“Could it be Katica Toth you're looking for?”
One of the elderly women looks up from her
card game.

You and Mr. Kemény walk over to the table.

“This is Detective Brook.” The head of the
club introduces you to those sitting at the ta-
bles. “He’s asking for our help.” At that, every-
one looks up from their cards and chessboards
and sizes you up with suspicious glances like a
panel of judges on a very unforgiving talent
show.

“I'm not sure, ma’am, it’s possible. The Katica
I'm looking for arrived in Manhattan some-
time before April to stay with relatives. She’s
tall, slim, red-haired, around twenty years
old”

“Tall and slim? Well then, that’s definitely not
Katica Toth. That poor girl is easier to jump
over than to walk around..” One of the old
men grins.

“Now you just keep quiet, you old glutton! You
were the one who ate all the pastries last time
too, even though you can barely fit into your
trousers yourself!” one of the elderly women
snaps at the old man, and the grin freezes on
his face. “Don’t listen to him, Detective. Zsiga
is always talking nonsense. It is true, of course,
that our Katica is unfortunately a bit heavier
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than she should be, but she’s only fourteen.
She may yet grow out of it.”

“I see. Then it seems I'm not looking for this
particular Katica.”

“You say the girl arrived in Manhattan to stay
with relatives? Who are these relatives?” an-
other woman asks.

“Unfortunately, I don’t know that, just as I
don’t know Katica’s last name either. All I
know is that on April 11 she was wearing a yel-
low skirt, a white blouse, and a yellow cardi-
gan. Her shoes and her handbag were green.”

“Ah, so a model type?” asks the third woman.
“Could she have been an actress? Or aspiring
to be one? Lots of girls come to Manhattan
dreaming of becoming famous actresses.”

“Oh, come on, Etelka! How many girls dream
of becoming actresses, and then of course
nothing ever comes of it?” the fourth old lady
lectures her.

At this, the woman called Etelka snaps back
angrily: “That’s exactly what I said! That
maybe she wanted to be an actress. I really
don’t know why you’re always picking on ev-
erything I say, Juliska.. Or have you lately
gone deaf, as well as badly short-sighted?”

“Ladies, ladies, please, let’s not argue,” one
of the chess-playing gentlemen cuts in sooth-
ingly. “Let’s try to help the detective instead.
The question is whether anyone has heard of
the Hungarian girl just described, who arrived
here to stay with relatives sometime before
April”

But all the old folks shake their heads.

“And have you heard about anyone else, any
young woman who has gone missing recently?
Whether she was a local girl or someone’s rel-
ative?” you try, clutching at a last straw.

“So this Katica has disappeared, Inspector?
My God, her poor mother! What she must be
going through!” Auntie Etelka laments.

“You're right, Etelka... The Pataki family in the
neighboring block lost their son in the war too.

That poor mother! The wretched woman al-
most cried her eyes out. She still wears noth-
ing but black...”

“Well, thank you for your help,” you cut in
quickly, before the elderly ladies get too car-
ried away with their lamenting. “Do you per-
haps have any idea where else I might ask
around?”

“There are a lot of places in the neighbor-
hood that many Hungarians frequent. Pa-
prikas Weiss’ shop, for example. Almost every
Hungarian who arrives in Manhattan passes
through there,” Mr. Kemény says helpfully.

“That’s for sure,” Auntie Etelka agrees. “Only
his poppy seeds can be used to make a proper
bejgli!”

“Don’t even say it, Etelka! I could really go for
a nice piece of bejgli right now!” The first old
man smacks his lips. But Auntie Etelka snaps
at him:

“I keep telling you, Zsiga, you can think of
nothing but your stomach! A poor Hungarian
girl has disappeared, and all you care about is
the bejgli!”

“All right, all right, no need to bite my head
off! You're the one who brought up poppy-
seed bejglis, not me.” Uncle Zsiga shrinks back
defensively.

“You might also want to check the local the-
aters, young man,” one of the ladies suggests.
“The Hungarian Playhouse is nearby. And
you could try the ones in the old Hungarian
neighborhood in the East Village.”

“And have you been to the local police yet?”
Auntie Etelka takes the floor again. “Inspector
Szab6 usually handles matters involving Hun-
garians.”

“You could also ask at the consulate,” adds the
old man called Zsiga. “Perhaps that girl only
arrived in America recently...”

“Or place an advertisement in the Est: Hirlap,”
suggests the other old man. “Almost every
Hungarian living in the city reads that paper.”
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At this, they all begin nodding in agreement.
No further ideas are offered, so you take your
leave of the club members:

“Thank you for your help, and I wish you all a
very nice day!”

“Goodbye, Detective! I hope you manage to
find that girl!” the club leader says, walking
you to the door.

L . Circle Marker K1 in your case log.

Culture:

If you'd like to read about Hungarians in the
US, go to 5-2214 (p.57).

And if you’re curious what poppy seed “be-
jgli” is like, go to 1-8914 (p.31).

5-2095

Julius’ Bar
159 W. 10th St, GV-41

If you have circled Marker Cl in your case log,
go to 2-6265 (p.37).

Otherwise:

Jimmy isn’t here yet. Come back later.

5-2214

Hungarians in the USA

The first major wave of emigration from Hun-
gary to the United States took place in 1849-
1850, when the so-called “Forty-Eighters” fled
to America to escape reprisals after the defeat
of the Hungarian Revolution and War of In-
dependence of 1848-49.

WHEN KOSSUTH RODE UP BROADWAY.

Then, in the 1880s, it was mainly Hungar-
ian craftsmen, tradesmen, and miners who at-
tempted to settle overseas, while in the early
20th century the vast majority of emigrants
were young agricultural day laborers in their
twenties. (The sea voyage was extremely ar-
duous; contemporary newspaper articles de-
scribe overcrowding, stench, inadequate pro-
visions, and long journeys lasting up to 17
days. In almost every case, the reason for
emigration was the hope of a better life, as
the large number of people working in agri-
culture led to growing unemployment and
poverty in Hungary.)

¥

The Great Depression dramatically reduced
immigration to the United States, but Hun-
garians of Jewish origin continued to emigrate
there both before and during World War II be-
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cause of the growing antisemitism in Europe
and later the events of the war.

By the 1940s, several hundred thousand Hun-
garians were already living in the United
States. Their largest communities were found
in New York City, Cleveland (Ohio), Pitts-
burgh (Pennsylvania), and the Chicago area
(Illinois), as well as in California.

Hungarian Neighborhood in Manhattan

New York is famous for its diverse neighbor-
hoods that emerged as a result of mass im-
migration. Goulash Row was one such “micro-
neighborhood,” occupying a short stretch of
East Houston Street and home to numerous
shops, cafés, and restaurants offering Hungar-
ian culture and cuisine. This street was part of
a larger East Side district that catered to East-
ern European immigrants: there were sepa-
rate small neighborhoods for Polish and Ger-
man immigrants, and there was even an area
known as Klein Wien, or Little Vienna.

Like many other eclectic downtown neigh-
borhoods, fashionable uptown New Yorkers
also “descended” here to enjoy themselves in
the street’s bars and restaurants. The pop-
ular Little Hungary Restaurant was a “widely
known bohemian meeting place.” It was fa-
mous for its wine cellar, where dinner was
served “among barrels and vats.” This was the
most fashionable spot on Goulash Row, and its
reputation extended far beyond the bound-
aries of the neighborhood: it was also a fa-
vorite haunt of Teddy Roosevelt. In addition,
the restaurant played an important commu-
nity role. Its meeting halls were suitable for
accommodating large numbers of people and
frequently hosted gatherings of community
groups and labor organizers.
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However, Goulash Row did not prove to be
long-lived. By the turn of the 20th cen-
tury, German residents living downtown be-
gan moving uptown to the Yorkville neigh-
borhood, and other Eastern European immi-
grant groups soon followed them.

[ Tick 2 culture boxes in your case log.

If you're curious what poppy seed “bejgli” is
like, go to 1-8914 (p.31).

5-2537

Stonewall Inn
58 Christopher St, GV-49

If you have circled Marker Cl in your case log,
go to 1-8031 (p.29).

Otherwise:

You try your luck—ask about David and Kat-
ica but the bartender just stares at you. You
notice a group of men at a table—sharp suits,
hats still on despite the heat. Not drinking
much. Just.. watching. One of them—a big
guy, built like he solves problems with his
hands—slowly gets up. And starts walking to-
ward you. That’s your cue. You head for the
door and quickly slip away.
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5-2757

Rainbow Taxi
12 Perry St, GV-381

On Day 1, go to 6-7316 (p.70).
On Day 2 or Day 3, go to 2-0962 (p.35).

5-3558

Hungarian Social Club (contd. from 5-1675 on p.55)
Time: 60 minutes

When you step into the club, you see a handful
of retirees scattered around the room—four
elderly women playing cards like they're set-
tling decades-old grudges one trick at a time,
while two old men are hunched over a chess-
board. From behind a counter near the en-
trance, a man in a suit rises and steps toward
you. He fixes you with a firm gaze and starts
speaking. Confident. Smooth. Probably im-
portant. Also completely unintelligible.

“J6 napot, fiatalember! Udvozlom a klubunkban.”

Is he speaking Hungarian? You look at him
awkwardly and reply in English:

“Good afternoon, sir. My name is Simon
Brook. I'm a private investigator, and I'd like
to ask a few questions, if you have a moment.”

The man immediately switches to English:

“I see. My name is Ferenc Kemény, I'm the
head of the club. How can I help you?”

“I'm looking for a Hungarian girl. Someone
named Jolan or Katica Szederkényi.”

“Oh dear. With just a name, you won’t get
very far here. There are more than a hun-
dred thousand Hungarians living in New York
City...” he says, looking at you skeptically.

“Could it be Katica Toth you're looking for?”
One of the elderly women looks up from her
card game.

You and Mr. Kemény walk over to the table.

“This is Detective Brook.” The head of the
club introduces you to those sitting at the ta-
bles. “He’s asking for our help.” At that, every-
one looks up from their cards and chessboards
and sizes you up with suspicious glances like a
panel of judges on a very unforgiving talent
show.

“I'm not sure, ma’am, it’s possible. The Katica
I'm looking for arrived in Manhattan some-
time before April to stay with relatives. She’s
tall, slim, red-haired, around twenty years
old”

“Tall and slim? Well then, that’s definitely not
Katica Téth. That poor girl is easier to jump
over than to walk around..” One of the old
men grins.

“Now you just keep quiet, you old glutton! You
were the one who ate all the pastries last time
too, even though you can barely fit into your
trousers yourself!” one of the elderly women
snaps at the old man, and the grin freezes on
his face. “Don’t listen to him, Detective. Zsiga
is always talking nonsense. Itis true, of course,
that our Katica is unfortunately a bit heavier
than she should be, but she’s only fourteen.
She may yet grow out of it”

“I see. Then it seems I'm not looking for this
particular Katica.”

“You say the girl arrived in Manhattan to stay
with relatives? Who are these relatives?” an-
other woman asks.

“She had a notebook with the names and ad-
dresses of an ‘Ilike’, a ‘Gizi néni, a ‘Gyuszi
bacsi’, and ‘Paprikas Weiss’.

“Paprikas Weiss? His shop isn’t far from here.
Almost every Hungarian who arrives in Man-
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hattan passes through there,” Mr.
says helpfully.

Kemény

“That’s for sure,” Auntie Etelka agrees. “Only
his poppy seeds can be used to make a proper
bejgli!”

“Don’t even say it, Etelka! I could really go for
a nice piece of bejgli right now!” The first old
man smacks his lips. But Auntie Etelka snaps
at him:

“I keep telling you, Zsiga, you can think of
nothing but your stomach! A poor Hungarian
girl has disappeared, and all you care about is
the bejgli!”

“All right, all right, no need to bite my head
off! You're the one who brought up poppy-
seed bejglis, not me.” Uncle Zsiga shrinks back
defensively.

“What about the other names? Did you here
them before?”

“Not really. Unless by ‘Gizi néni’ you mean the
matchmaker. His agency is just a few blocks
away... And how did this Katica or Etelka look
like?”

“On April 11 she was wearing a yellow skirt,
a white blouse, and a yellow cardigan. Her
shoes and her handbag were green.”

“Ah, so a model type?” asks the third woman.
“Could she have been an actress? Or aspiring
to be one? Lots of girls come to Manhattan
dreaming of becoming famous actresses.”

“Oh, come on, Etelka!l How many girls dream
of becoming actresses, and then of course
nothing ever comes of it?” the fourth old lady
lectures her.

At this, the woman called Etelka snaps back
angrily: “That’s exactly what I said! That
maybe she wanted to be an actress. I really
don’t know why you’re always picking on ev-
erything I say, Juliska.. Or have you lately
gone deaf, as well as badly short-sighted?”

“Ladies, ladies, please, let’s not argue,” one
of the chess-playing gentlemen cuts in sooth-
ingly. “Let’s try to help the detective instead.

The question is whether anyone has heard of
the Hungarian girl just described, who arrived
here to stay with relatives sometime before
April”

But all the old folks shake their heads.

“And have you heard about anyone else, any
young woman who has gone missing recently?
Whether she was a local girl or someone’s rel-
ative?” you try, clutching at a last straw.

“So this Katica has disappeared, Inspector?
My God, her poor mother! What she must be
going through!” Auntie Etelka laments.

“You're right, Etelka... The Pataki family in the
neighboring block lost their son in the war too.
That poor mother! The wretched woman al-
most cried her eyes out. She still wears noth-
ing but black...”

“Well, thank you for your help,” you cut in
quickly, before the elderly ladies get too car-
ried away with their lamenting. “Do you per-
haps have any idea where else I might ask
around?”

“You might want to check the local theaters,
young man,” one of the ladies suggests. “The
Hungarian Playhouse is nearby. And you
could try the ones in the old Hungarian neigh-
borhood in the East Village.”

“And have you been to the local police yet?”
Auntie Etelka takes the floor again. “Inspector
Szab6 usually handles matters involving Hun-
garians.”

“You could also ask at the consulate,” adds the
old man called Zsiga. “Perhaps that girl only
arrived in America recently...”

“Or place an advertisement in the Esti Hirlap,”
suggests the other old man. “Almost every
Hungarian living in the city reads that paper.”

At this, they all begin nodding in agreement.
No further ideas are offered, so you take your
leave of the club members:

“Thank you for your help, and I wish you all a
very nice day!”

“Goodbye, Detective! I hope you manage to
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find that girl!” the club leader says, walking
you to the door.

‘ . Circle Marker K1 in your case log. }

Culture:

If you'd like to read about Hungarians in the
US, go to 5-2214 (p.57).

And if you’re curious what poppy seed “be-
jgli” is like, go to 1-8914 (p.31).

5-4026

Astor Place Theatre
434 Lafayette St, EV-46

If you have circled Marker Sl in your case log,
go to 2-6444 (p.38).

Otherwise:

They can’t recall seeing a girl like Katica.

5-4027

Bookshop (contd. from 4-7587 on p.538)
Time: 80 minutes

“Thank you, sir, that’s very kind of you, but
I'm actually here about a former employee.
Worked here around March or April. Her
name’s Jolan Szederkényi.”

“Don’t you mean Katica Szederkényi?” one of
the young salesgirls steps up to you.

“Yes, that’s very possible. The young lady’s
original name was Jolan, but she wanted to
change it to Katica. Perhaps she introduced
herself that way here from the start.”

“Really? I had no idea Katica wasn’t her origi-
nal name...”

“Well then, sir, it seems you will be in good
hands with Irénke. Goodbye!” the smiling
gentleman says, already hurrying off to attend
to newly arrived customers.

You turn back to the pretty saleswoman. “So,
did you know this Katica well, miss?”

The girl blushes, but looks at you with
sparkling eyes as she answers. Like this
just became the highlight of her day. You
straighten slightly.

“Oh yes, we became wonderful friends almost
immediately. We talked a lot about our fa-
vorite films and stars. Katica herself wanted to
perform on stage, preferably as a singer. She
went to quite a few auditions while she was
working here. But unfortunately, she didn’t
have any success... She even went to a record
label once, but they told her she should get an
agent first. Poor Katica, of course, couldn’t af-
ford an agent... After a while, instead of the-
aters she started trying her luck at nightclubs,
hoping she might be able to sing there. I think
she said she’d also been to Marika’s, the Hun-
garian night club.”

“And when did you last see Katica?”

“On April 10th. That day she came in saying
she’d try one more time, but if she didn’t get
the job, she’d give up her dreams of becom-
ing a singer and go back home to her parents.
She told the boss that if she didn’t come in
to work the next day, we shouldn’t expect her
anymore.”

{ ‘ Circle Marker Ul in your case log.
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5-4451

Toni Szakdcs
1561 2nd Ave, YV-53

Time: 60 minutes

The door swings open at your knock to re-
veal a tall, handsome young man like he just
stepped out of a casting call for “charming
troublemaker #1.” His thick brown hair falls
into his eyes, which sparkle mischievously.
“Yes?”

“Good afternoon. My name is Simon Brook,
I'm a private investigator. Am I speaking with
Mr. Téni Szakacs?”

“Yes, that’s me. I mean my name is Antal Sza-
kacs, but everyone calls me Téni. Did you say
private investigator?”

“Yes. I'm currently investigating on behalf of
your friend, David McKenna.”

The guy lets out a loud whistle, then swings
the door wide open. “You don’t say! Well,
come on in! Now this I'm really curious about.
I had a feeling something wasn’t right with
David. I've barely seen him these past few
months.”

The young man leads you into a spacious liv-
ing room, offers you a seat on the couch,
then asks: “Can I offer you something, Mr.
Brook? Coffee? Tea? A nice shot of home-
made ‘palinka’?” He opens a small bar cabinet
stocked with all kinds of drinks.

“No, thank you. If possible, let’s get down to
business.”

“As you wish,” he shrugs, then sits down in an
armchair across from you.

“Tell me, Mr... Téni, when did you last see your
friend?”

“When? Good question... Quite a few weeks
ago. He was sick a lot in May, so I visited
him a few times and brought him some of
Grandma’s pastries. But they only let me in
for a few minutes. Poor David looked re-
ally bad. We didn’t even talk much. He just

thanked me for the pastries and said that once
he recovered, he’d look me up. I haven’t seen
him since.”

“And in April? What about April 11th, or the
next day, the 12th?”

Toni looks at you intently. “So that’s what this
is about? Well, yes. Something happened in
April that changed David a lot. Before that, we
saw each other almost every day. Mostly he
came out here to Yorkville. If I was working,
he’d come to the restaurant or to Grandma’s
bakery. If I went down to the Village, we usu-
ally went to the movies, or to bars to listen
to music. Sometimes I even managed to drag
him to a nightclub or two.”

“This sounds like he didn’t really want to go
with you,” you interject. But Téni just laughs.

“That’s always been our friendship, ever since
school. David tries to stay out of almost ev-
erything, so it’s up to me to push him into
doing things. Afterwards, he usually thanks
me, admitting that he secretly always wanted
to try whatever it was, he just never had the
courage. It was the same with women. He re-
ally wanted a girlfriend, but he was incapable
of taking even a single step towards it. That’s
where I came in. For the past six months, I've
been trying to find David a girlfriend.”

“And did you succeed?”

“Not really. I introduced him to a lot of
women, but David never took the initiative, so
nothing ever came of it. He was obsessed with
the idea that most women just wanted to use
him and get close to his father through him...
I won'’t deny it, there were a few girls in our
circle who dreamed of a singing career, but
there were some more down-to-earth ones
too. David was dismissive towards all of them.
Of course, it’s also possible that none of the
girls I introduced to him really caught his in-
terest.”

“And what happened in April?”

“That’s a good question. If only I knew... One
day David showed up at the restaurant terribly

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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upset, saying he absolutely had to talk to me.”
“Was that on April 12th?”

“Around then. The restaurant was extremely
busy, and I had even more tables to serve than
usual, so I asked him to wait a bit. But then one
of my tables started complaining, so I had to
call the head waiter, then my father showed
up too... By the time I looked around, David
was already gone.

After that, I didn’t hear from him for days, so
I went to see him at his lodging, but he said
he had a lot of studying to do and didn’t have
time. I tried a few more times, but he brushed
me off every time. I figured he was really
hurt that I didn’t have time for him when he
wanted to speak to me, and he was trying to
teach me a lesson.”

“So in the end he never told you what hap-
pened on April 11th?”

“No. But it must be something pretty seri-
ous if a private detective is trying to find out.
He wasn’t attacked, was he? Or got mixed up
in something? Though I'd find that hard to
imagine...”

“Really?”

“Of course. I've known David since middle
school. He’s not the type to get involved in any
kind of prank or trouble. But he’s not a sucker
either. Even though he’s quiet and withdrawn,
I don’t think he’d let himself be taken advan-
tage of. He’s too smart for that”

“You think so? I see. And does the name Katica
mean anything to you? A red-haired, slender,
elegant girl...”

Toni whistles again. “Really? So there is a
woman involved after all? Katica... so a Hun-
garian girl? Grandma said she saw David with
some girl at the bakery. She asked me what
I knew about her. I told her I didn’t know a
thing. You say she was a redhead? Doesn’t ring
a bell,” he says, shaking his head.

“This Katica is around twenty years old, and
she came to Manhattan to visit relatives.”

“So she’s not a local? In that case, you should
probably ask around at the Hungarian Club.
All the gossiping old folks go there, and they
discuss everyone along with their entire fam-
ily. It’s just around the corner.”

You stand up and head for the door. “Thank
you for your help.”

“Don’t mention it. And tell David he should
look us up sometime! Grandma keeps asking
about him. It’s not very nice of him to have
forgotten about us so completely.”

“Of course, I'll tell him,” you say, waving good-
bye from the hallway.

“Goodbye, Detective!”

{ . Circle Marker Al in your case log.

;._,@;._:
=

5-5338

Theresa Stein
Time: 30 minutes

“Yes, the doctor recommended Mary and me
to the family. I've worked with Mary several
times before caring for patients. When 24-
hour supervision is needed, as in this case, we
usually work in shifts: one week I'm on duty
during the nights and Mary is during the days,
the next week it’s the other way around. That’s
how it was this time as well. Poor boy! To suf-
fer a nervous breakdown at such a young age...
But if someone is predisposed to it, anything
can happen...”

“You're saying David was predisposed to a ner-
vous breakdown?”

“That’s the only thing I can think of. As I said,
it’s rare for something like this to happen to
young men.”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“And what was David like, in your experience,
during the weeks you spent with him, Mrs.
Stein?”

“What was he like, you ask? Well, I'm not
sure... The poor soul slept through almost the
first week and a half, and even when he was
awake, he barely said a word. He just layed
there staring at the ceiling, and in the last few
days he would simply sit in his armchair, gaz-
ing into space.”

“And you didn'’t try to talk to him at all?”

“Dr. Di Paolo doesn’t like us chatting with the
patients, so I always keep a book with me to
read when there’s nothing I need to do”

“And David’s family? Did you talk to them?”

“Since I was always in David’s room, I hardly
ever ran into Mr. and Mrs. McKenna. Mr.
McKenna did stop by occasionally, but only
for a few minutes. He would go over to the
bed, pat his son on the shoulder, say ‘Get
well soon, son!’, and then leave again. Mrs.
McKenna did not go anywhere near David. In
fact, I always had to check the hallway when-
ever the boy went to the bathroom, to make
sure he didn’t run into his stepmother. Appar-
ently that would have upset the poor thing ter-
ribly, and could even have triggered another
episode. At least, that’s what the doctor said.”

“Isn’t that a bit extreme? Standing guard so
the boy doesn’t even catch sight of his step-
mother?”

“Every patient is different, Mr. Brook. Some-
one with fragile nerves can indeed be very
badly shaken by the sight of a person they dis-
like for some reason.”

“David must have really disliked Mrs.

McKenna, then...”

“I can’t really say anything about that, Mr.
Brook. As I mentioned, I barely saw that
woman.”

“I see. Thank you for your help, Mrs. Stein!”

‘ ‘ Circle Marker N1 in your case log.

Mary Tucker: 8 Jane St (GV-13), go to 5-6005
(p.64).

5-5737

Miki’s Pub
1541 2nd Ave, YV-58

If you have circled Marker Bl in your case log,
go to 4-2196 (p.49).

Otherwise:

No one saw Katica or David here.

5-6005

Mary Tucker
Time: 30 minutes

“Yes, Dr. Di Paolo recommended Theresa and
me to Mr. McKenna. We had both previously
worked at St. Vincent’s Hospital, but a few
years ago I switched to home nursing. It pays
much better, and I also have more free time
between patients.

David was actually a kind, sweet boy. I had al-
most no trouble with him during the month
I was assigned to him. Of course, he slept
through nearly the entire first week. After
his breakdown, following the doctor’s instruc-
tions, we had to keep him constantly sedated
to prevent another episode.

In the second week we reduced the dosage of
the sedatives, and by then the boy was awake

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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for an hour or two at a time. But he didn’t
talk and hardly wanted to eat. Fortunately,
things improved in the third week. He some-
times got out of bed, ate what I put in front of
him, and spoke with the doctor several times
as well.

In the final week he was barely given any seda-
tives at all. He returned to a normal waking
cycle and spent an hour each day with Dr. Di
Paolo. SoIwasn’t surprised when it turned out
we were no longer needed, because David had
recovered and could return to his old life”

“So in your opinion the boy has fully recov-
ered?”

The woman looks at you oddly. “Of course. If
the doctor says a patient is healthy, then that’s
how it is”

‘ . Circle Marker N2 in your case log.

Theresa Stein: 217 W. 11th St (GV-24), go to
5-5338 (p.63).

5-8481

The Christopher St Boarding House
109 Christopher St, GV-64

If it’s your first visit, go to 3-9718 (p.46).

If it’s your second visit, AND it’s Day 2 or Day
3, go to 2-2433 (p.35).

5-9845

WBAI Radio
48 Perry St, GV-30

Time: 30 minutes

“Mr. Cormack, David’s teacher recom-
mended David for an internship at our sta-
tion. Every year we get a few students from
the school. They usually spend three months
with us. David’s internship ended at the end
of February, but he requested an extension for
another three months, which he was granted.”

“Is that common? For a student to request an
extension?”

“Yes, fairly common. What’s less common is
for such an extension to actually be approved.
You have to know the right people in the right
places... if you know what I mean. David, of
course, had his father, Mr. McKenna, who is a
good friend of our station manager, so in his
case the extension was approved.”

“So what kind of intern was David?”

“Quite a good one. He was clearly very in-
terested in radio work. Or rather, he was
interested—until April. Then he simply dis-
appeared, and we never saw him again.”

“Did anything happen in the days leading up
to his ‘disappearance’”

“Not that I know of. Everything was perfectly
fine. David carried out his duties enthusiasti-
cally. He always did thorough work. Then, of
course, we received Mr. McKenna’s message
about his son’s illness, but at that point it was
said that the boy would return in May.”

“And did he?”
“NO.”
“Why not?”

“I have no idea. Ask the school, or his family.”
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6-0973

Marika’s Night Club
83 E. 7th St, EV-39

If you have circled Marker Ul in your case log,
go to 4-3767 (p.50).

6-1094

You Call Lucas (contd. from 6-9109 on p.71)

“Hello, Lucas?”
“What’s up, Simon?”

“I'd like to ask for something. The girl who
was with David supposedly checked her suit-
case at the checking room at Grand Central Sta-
tion. I found out that after a week they usually
collect the unclaimed bags. Unfortunately,
I wasn’t able to get close to those bags my-
self, but you should certainly be able to look
into whether Katica’s suitcase is among them.
Sadly, David couldn’t give any useful descrip-
tion of the suitcase — he just said it was ordi-
nary. But perhaps it could be identified based
on its contents.”

“I understand. I'll try to take care of it. I'll call
you if I find anything.”

“Thanks, old friend. Have a good day!”

“You too, kid” The nickname warms your
heart. These days, Lucas only calls you “kid”

when he’s in a particularly good mood. It
seems he’s glad to be able to help you.

You're definitely not letting that go to your
head...

{ ‘ Circle Marker L2 in your case log.

If it’s Day 1, go to 3-5356 (p.42).
If it’s Day 2 or Day 3, go to 1-5347 (p.28).

6-1222

Information about the suitcase

The phone rings.

“Hello? Madeline’s Detective Agency. How
can I help you?”

“Hello? Brook? This is Officer White speak-
ing, Patricia White. At the chief’s request,
I looked into your suitcase at the checking
room. I've never had to sort through so much
junk in my life... you owe me a favor!”

“All right, all right, we’ll discuss that later. But
tell me — did you find anything?”

“We were supposedly looking for the suitcase
of someone called Katica, right?”

“Yes .”

“Well, there was no Katica.. But I did find
a small, worn suitcase containing women’s
clothing. A few pairs of stockings, and as-
sorted odds and ends. Everything was cheap
and well worn. There were also a few cut-out
pictures of actresses, singers, and Hollywood
stars. Could this have been the girl’s suitcase?”

“According to David, Katica dreamed of a
singing career, so that’s very likely.”

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“Then her name wasn’t Katica after all. I also
found a small notebook in the suitcase, and it
was labeled: ‘Property of Jolan Szederkényi. I
think that must have been the girl’s real name.
Though I can’t really blame her for chang-
ing it — I wouldn’t be thrilled either if I'd
been christened ‘Jolan’.. But there were a few
other interesting things in that little notebook
as well. For example, several Manhattan ad-
dresses. Are you writing this down?”

“Yes, yes, go ahead!”

“The first one is someone called ‘Gizi néni, ad-
dress: 210 E. 78th St; then a certain ‘Gyuszi
bacsi, address: 355 E. 77th St; a place called
‘Paprikas Weiss, address: 1562 Ist Ave; and
someone called ‘Tlike; address: 3843 E. 76th St.
Besides that, there were all kinds of song lyrics
and a few poems scribbled into the notebook.
That’s all”

“Thank you very much, Patricia! I really owe
you one.”

‘ ‘ Circle Marker Sl in your case log.

-._._,f®\\_._,
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6-2721

Esti Hirlap (contd. from 3-8801 on p.46)
Time: 30 minutes

If you have circled Marker H1 in your case log,
go to 8-1933 (p.80).

Otherwise:

You ask them to publish an advertisement of-
fering a reward to anyone who can provide
any information about the woman shown in
the picture: Jolan Szederkényi, also known as
Katica, who was last seen on the night of April
11, somewhere in Greenwich Village, wearing

a yellow skirt, a white top, a yellow cardigan,
green shoes, and carrying a green handbag.

{ ‘ Circle Marker H2 in your case log.
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e T e

6-3676

Szépség Beauty Shop
1431 8rd Ave, YV-58
Time: 30 minutes

The shop’s owner, Irén Kedves, does remem-
ber Katica.

“Oh yes, I remember her well, because that
girl was one of my great successes! When she
first came in for a complete makeover, I didn’t
have much hope for her. Her looks were so
plain... But she said she wanted to be a singer,
and she wanted red hair, striking makeup, and
fashionable clothes. I suggested she go to
Bacher’s for new outfits and to Kis for shoes,
then come back to us and we’d take care of the
rest.

“I can tell you, my jaw dropped when we
were finished with her! She turned into a real
knockout. I even told her to come back once
she’d become famous and sign a photo for
me!” the woman adds with a laugh.

“So when did this makeover happen, miss?”

The woman flips through the appointment
book. “Sometime in the spring. Yes, here it
is. April 117

. Circle Marker X1 in your case log.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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6-4419

People’s Theater
199 Bowery, BO-30

If you have circled Marker S1 in your case log,
go to 2-6444 (p.38).

Otherwise:

They can’t recall seeing a girl like Katica.

6-4725

Paprikas Weiss Deli (contd. from 6-7896 on p.70)
Time: 30 minutes

You step into the shop, where mouthwatering
aromas fill the air. The scent of exotic spices
mingles with the smell of roasting coffee,
along with all sorts of other hard-to-identify
but pleasant fragrances. Every shelf in the
store is packed to the brim with goods like the
place is preparing for the end of civilization—
or a very ambitious baking project. In front of
the counter, sacks of seeds, flour, dried fruits,
and who knows what else are piled up.

A stooped, bearded old man hurries up to you:
“Welcome, young man, welcome! Surely this
isn’t your first time in Paprikas Weiss’ shop?”

“Yes, it is — this is my first time here. Good
day!”

“‘And what may I offer you? A great deal
of fresh merchandise arrived this morning,
young man. Come, come, have a proper look
around! I have fresh bryndza cheese, sev-
eral kinds of mushrooms. But if you'd prefer
salami or Hungarian sausage, of course I can
provide that as well. Or should I show you
the jams instead? You won’t find a selection

like this anywhere else but in Paprikas Weiss’
shop!”

“Yes, I can see that. Your stock really is re-
markable, Mr. Weiss, but the truth is I didn’t
come here to shop. I'm a private detective and
I'm looking for a young Hungarian woman. A
certain Katica. She’s tall and slender, with red
hair. She was wearing an elegant yellow cardi-
gan with a matching skirt, and green shoes.
She arrived to stay with her relatives in Man-
hattan sometime before April”

“Really? And you think this Katica might have
been in my shop?”

“I don’t know, Mr. Weiss — that’s exactly what
I'm trying to find out.”

“You say she arrived before April? And
that she’s tall, red-haired, an elegant young
woman? It doesn’t ring a bell.. And I have
quite a good memory for faces. I remember
almost everyone who has ever shopped here,
even though new customers come in every
day — not to mention the many regulars. You
said her name was Katica? Hmm... It’s true, I
don’t know the names of all my customers, ex-
cept for the regulars, of course. Katica... No, it
doesn’t ring a bell, I'm sorry, young man.”

“I see. In any case, thank you for your help,
Mr. Weiss. Goodbye!”

6-5014

Bacher’s Women'’s Clothing
439 E. 92nd St, YV-5

Time: 30 minutes

Unfortunately they don’t remember Katica,
but when you show the star-shaped yellow
button, the shop assistant begins nodding
enthusiastically: “Oh yes, I remember this.
We received beautiful yellow cardigans in the

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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spring with these cute little buttons. We sold
them as a set, with a matching yellow skirt.”

6-5182

McKenna and Son Recording Label (contd. from 4-5241
on p.50)
Time: 30 minutes

Carl McKenna isn’t in the studio at the mo-
ment. But before you head out, something
catches your ear. You ask the pretty little
blonde secretary about the music filtering out
from the next room: “Is there a recording ses-
sion going on right now?”

“No, they’re just rehearsing. When we're
recording, that red light up there turns on,
see?” You glance up above the door, where
there is indeed a red light, but it isn’t lit at the
moment. “I also lock the outer doors then, so
no one can disturb the recording session. But
right now we don’t have to be silent. You can
even take alook inside, detective, if you'd like.”
She smiles encouragingly.

You can'’t resist the offer, so you sneak a peek
into the studio. You catch sight of the Andrews
Sisters, in the flesh, mid-rehearsal.

They’ve become very popular lately, and the
radio is constantly playing their hits. They're
all harmony and energy, the kind of sound
that makes people tap their feet whether they
like it or not.. You, however? Not exactly a
boogie-woogie guy. You give it a second—
just enough to say you experienced culture
today—then ease back out from the doorway,
like you accidentally walked into the wrong
movie.

You give the secretary a nod in farewell, and
step out into the street.

. Circle Marker M1 in your case log.

Culture:

If you'd like to read about the sisters, go to
92-89273 (p.38).

6-5566

Second Avenue Theatre
66 2nd Ave, EV-55

If you have circled Marker S1 in your case log,
go to 2-6444 (p.38).

Otherwise:

They can’t recall seeing a girl like Katica.

6-5588

Film Guild Cinema
52 W. 8th St, GV-538 (apt. main floor)

At the entrance, you take a look at the poster,
then step up to the ticket booth and buy a
ticket for the Swedish film drama.

@ Circle Document 6 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 6
(Film Poster), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 91.

Two hours later:

Lost in thought, you walk home.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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Do people like this Raskolnikov really exist?
People who believe they are “superior” to ev-
eryone else, and therefore entitled to do any-
thing, to break the law freely? According to
Raskolnikov, Napoleon was such a man. He
wasn’t bound by the laws; instead, he made
new ones after becoming emperor. Most of
the criminals you've encountered did break
the law, but not because they imagined them-
selves to be superior...

What about Hitler? He didn’t just proclaim
himself superior, but declared all Germans to
be superior as well. Is it any wonder that it
led to war? At least you were lucky not to be
drafted. Though, given your limp, it wouldn’t
have been an option anyway...

The police inspector, that Porfiry, was quite
clever. He quickly realized that Raskolnikov
was the real culprit, not that poor painter who
confessed to the murder. The only problem
was that he couldn’t prove the boy’s guilt. In
every conversation he tried to trap Raskol-
nikov with cunning questions, but the young
man always managed to slip out of his grasp. If
the boy hadn’t eventually confessed, he would
have gotten away with it unpunished...

Tick 1 culture box in your case log. }
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6-7316

Rainbow Taxi (contd. from 5-2757 on p.59)
Time: 30 minutes

You seek out your friend, Frank, to help track
down David and Katica’s taxi routes, but he
just shakes his head.

“You're saying you don’t know where they
started from or where they were going, and
you don’t even know exactly when? You don’t
even have a picture of them that I could show

to the guys... Do you know how many young
people go to bars and nightclubs every night?
A lot. With so little information, I can’t help
you, sorry, Simon. Try to get some concrete
details, and then come back!”

6-7631

Rudi Bdcsi’s Pawn Shop (contd. from 3-2330 on p.42)
Time: 30 minutes

“Yes, I remember her, she was a sweet Hun-
garian girl. Her eyes filled with tears when she
took the necklace off her neck. She said it was
a family heirloom so she hated parting with

LM

1t.

{ ‘ Circle Marker W1 in your case log.
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6-7896

Paprikds Weiss Deli
1562 1st Ave, YV-55

You easily find Paprikas Weiss’ shop. The
huge Hungarian signs catch your eye from the
far end of the street.

@ Circle Document 5 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 5 (Pa-
prikas Weiss), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 90.

If you have circled Marker S1 in your case log,
go to 3-6351 (p.43).

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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Otherwise, go to 6-4725 (p.68).

6-9109

Grand Central Terminal
89 E. 42nd St, TB-78
Time: 30 minutes

A young guy is leaning against the luggage
counter like boredom is his full-time job,
barely awake and definitely not impressed by
your arrival. “Your ticket, sir?”

You press a banknote into his palm. The ef-
fect is immediate. Posture improves. Eyes
sharpen. Now you have his attention.

“I'm very interested in a particular suitcase.
I only want to know whether its owner ever
came back to claim it.”

“What was the ticket number?” the boy asks
obligingly as he pockets the money.

“Unfortunately, I don’t know that. All I know
is that the suitcase was checked in on April
11, around six in the evening, by a pretty red-
haired girl. She was wearing yellow.”

The young man shakes his head as he replies.
“April 11?7 That was more than three months
ago. Who knows what happened to that suit-
case by now, sir”

“Don’t you keep any kind of records of the lug-
gage?”

“Records? Of course not.. Look, every shelf
is numbered. I take the bag, put it on one of
the shelves, write the number on one of these
tickets”—he points to the printed ticket pad—
“and hand the ticket to the owner of the bag.
When they come back for it, I return the bag
based on the number. That’s all there is to it.”

“And what if someone never comes back for
their luggage?”

“At the very back there’s a shelf for luggage
that’s been left behind. We usually move bags
there after about a week. With a standard
ticket, a bag can only be stored for up to a
week”

“And could I perhaps take a look at that back
shelf?” you try to slip another banknote into
the guy’s hand. But this time? No deal. He
suddenly pulls his hand away and shakes his
head.

“No, that’s not possible, I'm sorry, sir. My
friend Ricky once let someone into the back
area, and he was fired immediately because of
it. I don’t want to risk my job.”

Suddenly an elderly gentleman prods you
with his umbrella from behind. “Excuse me,
young man! Are you taking your luggage or
not? Make up your mind quickly, because I'm
in a great hurry!” It seems he may have been
standing behind you for quite some time.

“Sorry, sir, go right ahead,” you say as you step
away from the counter. With a final nod to the
baggage clerk, you walk out of the train sta-
tion.

As you leave, you can’t help wondering how
you might get a look at that back shelf — and
who could help you do it.

{ . Circle Marker Y1 in your case log.

If you don’t have any idea who could help you,
you can look up the Hint “backshelf”.

BUT

If you have circled Marker L1 in your case log,
go to 6-1094 (p.66).

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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6-9387

Esti Hirlap (contd. from 3-8801 on p.46)
Time: 30 minutes

The editorial office lobby is buzzing like a bee-
hive. People rushing, papers flying, voices
overlapping—organized chaos at its finest.
You spend a few minutes navigating the mad-
ness before someone finally points you to-
ward the editor-in-chief. Jacob Simon.

The man is clearly very busy, so you try to
keep it brief. “I was sent here from the local
Hungarian club, as I'm looking for a Hungar-
ian girl, and I understand that nearly every
Hungarian in New York City reads your pa-
per.

The bespectacled man smiles with satisfaction
at your words. “Just as you say, Mr. Brook.
You'’re looking for a Hungarian girl, you say?
Perhaps you’d like to place an advertisement,
in case someone has seen her?”

You look at him thoughtfully. “That’s not a
bad idea at all, Mr. Simon. Would that be pos-
sible?”

“Of course. You provide us with the girl’s
details — her name, distinguishing features,
where she was last seen, what she was wearing,
and so on — and you give us a photograph,
and we’ll run a short notice under the head-
line ‘Have You Seen This Girl?”

“The problem is that I don’t have a photo-
graph of the young lady, and I don’t know her
full name either — only that she’s called Kat-
ica. I can, however, give a description: tall,
slender, red-haired, around twenty years old.
And I also know what she was wearing when
she disappeared on April 11. A yellow skirt,
and a yellow—"

“I must interrupt you, Mr. Brook,” the editor-
in-chief cuts you off. “Even if you don’t know
the girl’s exact name, you'd still need a photo-
graph or some kind of drawing of her. Oth-
erwise, there’s no point in placing the ad.
Of course, even with a photo or a full name

72

there’s no guarantee you'd get any useful in-
formation — but at least then it would be
worth trying. I suggest you obtain a picture
of the girl and come back with that. And now,
if youll excuse me, I have to go.”

“Iunderstand. Thank you, Mr. Simon. Good-

”»

bye.

As you walk down the steps of the editorial
building, you ponder where on earth you're
going to get a photograph of Katica...

{ ‘ Circle Marker H1 in your case log.




7-0455

New York School of Fine and Applied Arts
12th St & 6th Ave, GV-10

Time: 30 minutes

When you mention David’s name, the porter
takes out a register and directs you to a cer-
tain Mr. Cormack. Apparently, he is the boy’s
academic advisor. You find the upstairs office
easily. A short, curly-haired man opens the
door in response to your knock. “Yes?”

“Mr. Cormack? I'd like to have a few words
with you about David McKenna. My name is
Simon Brook, I'm a private investigator.”

The man looks quite taken aback by your in-
troduction. “A private investigator? I don’t
understand. As far as I know, David has been
unwell, which is why he hasn’t been attending
school in recent weeks.”

“Yes, he has indeed been ill a lot lately, but a
few other events have also occurred. Those
are what I need to look into. I'd just like to ask
you a few questions, Mr. Cormack. I won’t
take up much of your time.”

The teacher still seems uncertain, but he in-
vites you into his office. “Well then, Mr.
Brook, how can I help you?”

“I would appreciate it if you could tell me
about David.”

“A shy boy, quiet. Apart from the last few
months, he always showed up to his classes
on time and completed his assignments by the
deadlines. Although I couldn’t say he showed
much enthusiasm for a career in sound engi-
neering.’

“And in the last few months?”

“Well, yes. From mid-April onward, David
hardly attended classes at all. His father con-
tacted us in May and informed us that the
boy’s health condition made it impossible for
him to attend classes or submit his assign-
ments. We agreed that if the situation didn’t
improve within a few weeks, David would take
a year off and continue his studies next year.

But then, toward the end of May, the boy
began coming to school again. He told me
he had recovered and was determined to fin-
ish the academic year. I offered my help
and spoke with the headmaster, who granted
permission for David to complete his studies
on an individual schedule, finishing the year
somewhat later than usual.

But over the past two weeks I've been see-
ing him less and less again. When I ques-
tioned him about it, he made excuses, say-
ing he wasn’t feeling very well. To be hon-
est, I didn’t doubt it. He’s lost a lot of weight
recently, and his eyes always look dark and
sunken. And his behavior... I don’t know. Very
erratic. It’s as if he hasn’t been himself since
April”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Well... one moment he seems perfectly fine,
then suddenly he gets worked up over some-
thing, or sinks into lethargy and you can’t get
aword out of him. Last week I told him that if
he didn’t pull himself together, he wouldn’t be
able to finish the academic year even with an
individual schedule. I haven’t seen him since.”

“Interesting... But let’s go back to April for a
moment. Did anything happen around that
time, or a few weeks earlier, that might have
caused a change? A particularly difficult as-
signment, exams, or some other problem?”

“In April? No.. there was nothing unusual
then. Just the usual assignments. David did
his work diligently and quietly. He never
complained that the workload was too much.
That’s why the sudden change was so surpris-
ing. Whatever happened, it didn’t happen
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here, at school”

“I see. Well, thank you for your help, Mr. Cor-
mack.”

7-0828

Carl McKenna
231 Waverly Pl, GV-22

Time: 60 minutes

Carl McKenna looks exactly like the kind of
man who irons his socks and expects the world
to thank him for it. Tall, sharp suit, face set to
permanently disappointed. It’s obvious he’s
used to being in control. The kind of guy who
probably schedules his emotions in advance.

Until you introduce yourself. And mention
that his son hired you to investigate the mur-
der he supposedly committed. Then he com-
pletely flies off the handle.

“Who the hell do you think you are? A pri-
vate detective? What private detective? That
boy has completely lost his mind! Here, this
is the proof.. And how dare you take advan-
tage of such an unfortunate boy? Haven’t you
any decency at all? It’s perfectly obvious that
David didn’t kill anyone! He’s a decent, well-
brought-up boy. Just his nerves are a bit weak.
What he needs is a doctor, not a private detec-
tive!”

“Mr. McKenna, please calm down. I actually
agree with you. I also think it’s highly likely
that the boy merely hallucinated the whole
strangling incident.. However, I could see that
he won'’t easily accept that explanation. That’s
why I promised him I’d investigate what really
happened that night, so that everyone can get
rid of this terrible uncertainty. Believe me, sir,
I'm on your side. I like your son, and I only
want to help him.”

Miraculously, your words cool the furious fa-
ther down. Like someone slowly turning the
dial from “volcanic eruption” to “mildly irri-
tated businessman.” Next thing you know, he’s
gesturing toward the living room and offering
you a seat like this whole thing is suddenly a
civilized afternoon visit.

“Well then, Mr. Brook, if that’s the case, I'm at
your disposal”

“Thank you, Mr. McKenna. First of all, I'd like
to ask you about David. How would you de-
scribe your son?”

“He’s a quiet, withdrawn type. As a child
he was much more daring and cheerful, but
when he lost his mother.. Well, Catherine’s
death hit both of us very hard. She was a won-
derful woman. Since then, David hasn’t quite
been himself. As I said, he became very quiet,
barely speaking a word. He doesn’t really have
friends either. Since he moved out, I hardly
see him at all. Fortunately, he still comes into
the studio once or twice a week, so at least I
know he’s all right. Or at least, that’s what I
thought until yesterday...” He falls silent sadly.

“Yes, David mentioned that he moved out a
year ago. I gathered from what he said that he
doesn’t really get along with his stepmother,’
you probe cautiously. Mr. McKenna tightens
his lips.

“Yes, unfortunately David disliked Eliza from
the very first moment. To be honest, I think
no matter who I’d started seeing, David would
have disliked her. He adored his mother.
And after her death, he practically idolized
her memory. The thought that I might one
day remarry never even crossed his mind.
When it did happen, he felt I had betrayed
his mother, and that the mere presence of the
new woman sullied Catherine’s memory... For
a while I hoped time would improve things,
but I was wrong. So when David announced
that he would rather move out, I felt relieved.
Everyone was already fed up with the constant

arguing.”

“I'see. And if you don’t mind, let’s now turn to
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the events of April 11th, and to what has hap-
pened since then.”

“Look, Mr. Brook. I'm certain that nothing
out of the ordinary happened on April 11, but
it is a fact that in the days that followed David
began to behave more and more erratically,
until the owner of his boarding house called
me on the phone to ask for help.”

“When exactly was that?”

“When? Perhaps on April 26... yes, I think it
was the 26th. I rushed to the boarding house
immediately. David was lying on the floor,
rambling in a feverish delirium. It was hard to
make out much of what he was saying. Things
like ‘you used me, and ‘I won't let you, along
with some cursing. I called Dr. Di Paolo
at once, and we brought David home. After
that, the doctor treated him daily for nearly a
month.”

“Why wasn’t he taken to a hospital?”

“At home he was much more comfortable,
surrounded by his family. And he received far
more attention than he would have in a hos-
pital”

“David says you wanted to avoid a scandal...”
you add cautiously.

“That’s only natural! Who likes a scandal? Not
to mention that public attention, the newspa-
pers snooping around, would only have made
David’s condition worse. Especially after he
had recovered. I think anyone can see that.”

“And has your son recovered?”

“Well... that’s a good question. After a month
of treatment, Dr. Di Paolo believed he had.
He said it was time for David to step back into
life again. To continue his studies, to recon-
nect with the outside world. My son liked the
idea as well. He even insisted on moving back
into the boarding house. I was a bit worried
about that, but when the doctor gave his ap-
proval, I agreed too. It seemed we were past
that unfortunate episode, when yesterday the
thunderbolt struck out of nowhere. I got a
call from the police, telling me to come in be-

cause my son wanted to confess to some mur-
der. Naturally, I immediately called Dr. Di
Paolo, and the two of us went together to pick
up David from the police station.”

“I'see. And thank you, Mr. McKenna,” you say,
keeping your tone nice and polite. “There’s
just one more thing. I'd like a few words with
your wife, if that’s possible.”

“With Eliza?” he says, like you just asked to
interview the family goldfish. “You think she
knows something I don’t? I doubt it

“Probably not,” you reply smoothly. “But I
promise not to interrogate her under a bright
lamp or anything. Just a few questions.” You
give him your best ‘harmless professional’ look.
He studies you for a second then stands up
with a sigh and leaves the room.

You only have to wait a few minutes before he
returns, his wife following behind him.

The woman looks like she got lost on her way
to a movie set and accidentally wandered into
real life. Tall, slender, heavy makeup, red hair
pulled back with a silk scarf, black dressing
gown, elegant slippers—the whole package.

For a split second, you think of your old part-
ner, Lucas. He’d have clocked the long legs
immediately. Probably written a full report
about them... But you? You are, of course, a
consummate professional. One hundred per-
cent focused. Completely immune. Abso-
lutely unaffected. You clear your throat and
sit up a little straighter.

Mrs. McKenna regards you with faint inter-
est. “Mr. Brook? My husband tells me you're
a detective who wants to help David, and that
you’d like to ask me a few questions. I doubt I
can say anything useful, but feel free to ask.”

“Thank you, Mrs. McKenna. What I'm really
interested in is how you’'ve found David in the
past few months.”

“How I've found him? I've hardly seen him
since he moved out. I assume my husband has
already told you how much that boy hates me.
I don’t know what I did to deserve that, since
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I always tried to be nice to him... But the of-
fensive tone he used at times! He spoke to me
as if I were some tramp who had latched onto
his father solely for his money...”

Her eyes flash angrily as she says this, but her
husband places a hand on her shoulder and
cuts in. “Oh, come now, darling, don’t exag-
gerate!”

At this, the woman suddenly laughs and
abruptly changes her tone. “Yes, yes, you're
right, dear, perhaps I went too far... Poor boy
simply couldn’t get over his mother’s death, so
it’s no wonder he saw me as an intruder.. I'm
sorry we couldn’t get closer. In truth, David is
a very kind boy.” Her voice now turns honey-
sweet. “As for the recent period: as I said, I
hardly met him at all. When Carl brought
him home after his breakdown, I was espe-
cially careful to make sure we didn’t run into
each other, as the poor boy might have had
another fit of rage. Fortunately the nurse al-
ways warned me before David came out of
his room, so we managed to avoid encounters
that would have been unpleasant for both of

”»”

us.
“A nurse?”

McKenna answers your question: “I hired two
nurses to stay with David so that he would be
under supervision twenty-four hours a day.
Nurse Theresa and Nurse Mary. Dr. Di Paolo
recommended them, so he can provide fur-
ther details. I was completely satisfied with
both. They carried out their duties quietly
and professionally.”

“I see. Thank you very much for your help,
Mr. and Mrs. McKenna. I truly hope I'll be
able to bring you some good news soon.”

“I certainly hope so. Goodbye, Mr. Brook.”

As a farewell, you shake the man’s hand—firm
grip, polite nod, all very official—and then
step out of the apartment.

‘ . Circle Marker F1 in your case log. }

7-0839

You look around (contd. from 1-8031 on p.29)
Time: 60 minutes

You walk around the area surrounding the bar,
go down every little alley, thoroughly search-
ing every corner, and even peering behind the
dumpsters. In the end, your efforts pay off. In
a narrow alley near to the bar, you spot some-
thing on the ground beside one of the trash
bins.

@ Circle Document 18 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 18
(What you found), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 102.

7-1524

Village Vanguard
178 S. 7th Ave, GV-22

Time: 30 minutes

You have to ask around quite a bit and part
with a fair number of banknotes before you
find out that in April — perhaps on the night
of the 11th — a group of young people were
here. One of the boys, who was completely
soaked, was being supported by a pretty little
red-haired girl.
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7-3468

Grinzing Nightclub
323 E. 79th St, YV-63

No one remembers David and Katica.

7-4214

Hungarian Boarding House
1560 2nd Ave, YV-59

If you have circled Marker Q1 in your case log,
go to 3-8883 (p.46).

Otherwise:

There has been no resident named Katica in
the past few months, and no one matching
your description is known to them.

7-5155

Orpheum Theatre
126 2nd Ave, EV-39

If you have circled Marker Sl in your case log,
go to 2-6444 (p.38).

Otherwise:

They can’t recall seeing a girl like Katica.

7-7336

NYPD - 6th Precinct
10th St & Greenwich Ave, GV-32

Time: 30 minutes

At the police station, you seek out your former
partner, Chief Inspector Lucas. The old man
is slowly approaching retirement, but his eyes
are still sharp and his mind is as keen as a ra-
zor. As it turns out, he was the one who called
David’s father on Friday.

“One of our eager rookies took the report se-
riously right away and had already started fill-
ing out the paperwork when I stepped in. You
know how much I hate unnecessary paper-
work... That poor McKenna kid was so dis-
traught and nervous that my first thought
was it would be better to call his family. It
turned out that the boy had recently suf-
fered a nervous breakdown, and although
they thought he had recovered, it’s obvious
they were wrong.”

“And what if it was the murder that caused the
nervous breakdown?” you ask pointedly.

“Look, Simon, I didn’t just fall off the turnip
truck yesterday. To be on the safe side,
we checked the missing persons lists, but we
didn’t find anything suspicious. No one is
looking for a young woman matching this
Katica’s description. And no unidentified
body has turned up in the past three months
either — otherwise I wouldn'’t be sitting here
talking to you so calmly. You know as well as I
do that we don’t have the resources to launch
a serious investigation based on rumors when
there isn’t even a victim.”

“Yes, I understand. Still, it would be good to
find this Katica. If David really didn’t kill her...
I'm trying to figure out exactly where they
went on April 11.”

Lucas looks at you with a smile. “Well, all I
can do is wish you good luck, Simon. I know
you're thorough and you do good work —
since you learned the trade from me... I have
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no doubt that you'll find out what really hap-
pened to those two young people on that April
night,” he says, patting you on the shoulder.
“If there’s anything I can help with, just let me
know!”

‘ . Circle Marker L1 in your case log.

If you have circled Marker Y1 in your case log,
go to 3-8198 (p.46).
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8-0170

Gizi Néni's Matchmaking Agency
258 E. 78th St, LH-5

If you have circled Marker Gl in your case log,
go to 1-9833 (p.32).

Otherwise, go to 1-8312 (p.30).

8-0808

Pesti Laundry
1501 1st Ave, LH-2

Time: 30 minutes

You step inside and ask for Ilona Bacskai. A
moment later, she bursts out of the back room
like she’s been waiting to yell at someone all
day, eyes already locked onto you. “Yes? I
hope you’re not here to complain about your
shirt collar!” she snaps. “I already told Jucika
to refund the starch and stop bothering me!”

You blink once and raise your hat slightly.
“Good afternoon, ma’am. I'm not here about
my shirt collar, but to ask about your cousin,
Jolan Szederkényi.”

The woman narrows her eyes. “And what do
you want with Jolanka?”

“I'm Simon Brook, a private investigator, and
I'm trying to locate Miss Szederkényi on be-
half of my client.”

“A private investigator? And who is this client
of yours, that he’s so eager to find my cousin?”

You hesitate for a moment, then decide to tell
a heavily edited version of the truth. “My
client wants to make sure that the young
woman is safe. He hasn’t heard from her since
April 11. As far as I know, Katica—I mean
Jolanka—arrived to Manhattan a few months
ago. Is this true?”

“Katica? So she really did start using that
name? Ridiculous. Jolanka is a perfectly re-
spectable Hungarian name; I don’t under-
stand what her problem with it was. But that
girl always has her head in the clouds! Instead
of focusing on getting married, she dreams of
becoming an actress or a singer. Those ridicu-
lous magazines she’s constantly pouring over
filled her head with all that nonsense.”

“And when did Miss Szederkényi arrive to stay
with you?”

“At the end of February. But she didn’t live
with me very long. I told her I wouldn’t allow
her to go to all sorts of auditions without her
parents’ knowledge. I knew perfectly well how
strongly Uncle Dini would oppose his daugh-
ter going on stage. Because of this, Jolanka
moved into the Hungarian boarding house in
early March. She found a job at the Hungar-
ian bookshop, so she could pay for her lodg-
ing. She said she wouldn’t let me talk her out
of her dreams. Her dreams? Ridiculous...

I didn’t see her very often after that. She
dropped by the laundry a few times, but since
I kept trying to persuade her to give up her
daydreaming and get married, as befits a re-
spectable girl, she came less and less fre-
quently. Then in April she showed up once
more, but she looked so different that at first I
barely recognized her. Like some fancy lady!
Or like those pictures she’s always cutting out
of magazines.. My God, I thought, what has
this girl gotten herself into? I gave her a good
scolding about what she’d done to herself and
told her she’d drive her poor parents to the
grave if they saw her like that! Poor Uncle Dini
always raised his daughter to be respectable,
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not this kind of shameless... hussy she looked
like.

I can’t even imagine where that girl got the
money for such things! I told her that if she
was going to behave so shamelessly, I didn’t
want to see her anymore. And I haven’t seen
her since. Now the police are asking questions
about her. Oh God, what has that girl gotten
herself into? But I warned her... She should
have stayed on the proper path!”

As soon as there’s a brief pause in the torrent
of words, you interject quickly: “Could you
give me an address or a phone number for
Miss Szederkényi’s parents?”

The woman considers her answer for a mo-
ment, then finally nods. “All right.” She steps
back into the room from which she originally
emerged, then returns a few minutes later and
hands you a small slip of paper.

“Here you go. Their phone number.”

“Thank you. I'm very grateful for your help,
ma’am. One last question: you mentioned
that Miss Szederkényi found work at a Hun-
garian bookshop. Which bookshop was that
exactly?”

“The Corvin,” she snaps—and just like that,
she’s gone, vanishing behind the door like cus-
tomer service hours just ended.

Well. That was... efficient. And mildly terrify-
ing.

You head back out, taking a look at the slip of
paper she shoved into your hand. A Chicago
phone number.

N
@ Circle Document 14 in your case log.
You have gained access to Document 14
(Phone number), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 98.

. Circle Marker QI in your case log.

8-1933

Esti Hirlap (contd. from 6-2721 on p.67)
Time: 30 minutes

You hand over Katica’s photograph and ask
them to publish an advertisement offering a
reward to anyone who can provide any infor-
mation about the woman shown in the pic-
ture: Szederkényi Jolan, also known as Kat-
ica, who was last seen on the night of April
11, somewhere in Greenwich Village, wearing
a yellow skirt, a white top, a yellow cardigan,
green shoes, and carrying a green handbag.

{ ‘ Circle Marker H2 in your case log.
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8-2355

Chumley’s Bar
86 Bedford St, GV-85

You ask around, but unfortunately no one re-
members David and Katica.

8-2751

Caffe Dante Bar
81 MacDougal St, GV-109

Time: 30 minutes

The bartender blinks at you like you just asked
him to recite last year’s weather when you
try to question him about patrons from three
months ago. “Are you serious? I probably
wouldn’t remember even if they’d been here
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three weeks ago! I can only recognize the reg-
ulars and people I know — how could I possi-
bly remember strangers?”

“Are you sure nothing rings a bell? The girl
was tall and slender, with red hair. She was
wearing a yellow skirt and a yellow cardigan.
She arrived with a young man.” To be on the
safe side, you slide a dollar bill toward the guy,
hoping it might jog his memory. But he just
shakes his head.

“Buddy, do you know how many pretty girls
come through here with their boyfriends? A
whole lot. Even if the girl in yellow was here,
I don’t remember her... Care for a beer?” he
says, pocketing the money. “Or maybe a
whiskey?”

But you shake your head in disappointment.
“No, thank you,” you say, already heading for
the door.

8-3895

Dr. Fulgenzio Di Paolo
101 Waverly P, GV-53

If you have circled Marker F1 in your case log,
go to 8-7720 (p.81)

Otherwise:

“I'm sorry, but I cannot give out confidential
information about my patients.”

8-4497

El Chico Nightclub & Lounge
80 Grove St, GV-61

If it’s Day 2 or Day 3, go to 1-2860 (p.26).

Otherwise:

Unfortunately, they don’t remember David
and Katica. But you could try again tomor-
row, when other waitstaff and dancers will be
there as well.

8-7720

Dr. Fulgenzio Di Paolo (contd. from 8-3895 on p.81)
Time: 60 minutes

You step into Dr. Di Paolo’s office and
immediately feel like you've walked into a
place where your secrets would be filed, cat-
egorized, and possibly judged alphabetically.
Books everywhere. Thick, leather-bound
ones—the kind that look like they've seen
things. Shelves lined wall to wall. Behind a
desk the size of a small continent sits the doc-
tor himself, surrounded by notes, pens, an
hourglass and a collection of mysterious lit-
tle objects that definitely mean something to
someone. You clock the leather couch by the
window. Ah yes. The classic. Fortunately,
you're not the one getting psychoanalyzed to-
day, so you take a seat across from the desk.

“I'm glad you came, Mr. Brook,” begins the
impeccably dressed middle-aged doctor. “Mr.
McKenna informed me that David has placed
his trust in you, so perhaps you can help us in
this delicate situation. Under normal circum-
stances, I would not be able to provide infor-
mation about a patient’s condition. However,
the current situation is far from anything that
could be described as ‘normal! One might
even say that you are participating as a helper
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in David’s treatment, so I am able to share de-
tails regarding his condition with you, as Mr.
McKenna requested.”

You blink at him, once, twice—just to make
sure you heard that right and didn’t acciden-
tally wander into a group activity. “What
do you mean by ‘participating as a helper’ in
David’s treatment?”

“I mean,” the doctor says smoothly, “that your
investigation will prove to David that he didn’t
commit any murder. Once he sees that, the
delusion will collapse.”

Well now, this man is certainly confident...

“But let me ask you something, Doc... What if
I find evidence that the boy is actually guilty?
Still want me on the team?” you smirk, posing
the twenty-dollar question.

“Oh come now, Mr. Brook, that is entirely out
of the question! David is, at heart, a harm-
less young man, and this whole story about
the girl is nothing more than a figment of his
imagination. As far as I am concerned, I don’t
even believe the girl ever existed, let alone that
she was murdered. In my opinion, the boy
projected the hatred he felt toward his step-
mother onto this female figure he called ‘Kat-
ica, whom he then strangled in his imagina-
tion.”

“His stepmother?” you repeat, blinking like
your brain just tripped over a plot twist.

“If you've met Mrs. McKenna, you must
have noticed the resemblance yourself: red
hair, tall, slender figure... Isn’t that exactly how
David described this so-called Katica?”

“But David claims that he was very attracted to
Katica, and that he kissed her in the alleyway
before strangling her. That doesn’t sound to
me like something driven by hatred,” you re-
ply skeptically.

“That does not contradict what I said at all.
Perhaps you have heard of Dr. Freud’s the-
ory, the Oedipus complex. I am not claiming
that this is exactly that, since Mrs. McKenna
is not David’s biological mother, nor are the

boy’s aggressive thoughts directed at his fa-
ther. Still, there may be a kind of sexual attrac-
tion underlying the situation: the adolescent
boy finds his father’s new wife attractive, yet
this feeling is taboo from several perspectives
(the memory of his mother, the newly formed
familial relationship, and his father himself).
For this reason, he tries to repress the desire,
even masking it with hatred. All of this creates
a serious inner conflict within him, which fur-
ther intensifies his aggression. In the end, he
projects this onto an imagined female figure,
on whom he can act out both his desires and
his aggression.”

“So this is your official opinion, Doctor? I see.”
You lean back, processing. Suddenly it’s gone
from ‘kid with a possible imagination prob-
lem’ to ‘family drama with potential murder
seasoning.

“Would you tell me how you first came into
contact with the boy?” you ask the doctor fi-
nally.

“A good friend of mine recommended me to
Mr. McKenna when David suffered a nervous
breakdown. That was back in April. After a
phone call, I went to the boardinghouse on
Christopher Street where the boy was living
at the time. He was in a completely delirious
state, but fortunately we managed to get him
into a taxi and transfer him to Mr. McKenna’s
home. At Mr. McKenna’s request, I imme-
diately hired two nurses to attend to the boy,
who kept him under round-the-clock super-
vision in shifts until he had fully recovered.”

“Would you tell me the names of the two
nurses, Doctor?” you ask, taking out your
notebook.

“Yes, of course. Nurses Mary Tucker and
Theresa Stein were responsible for David’s
care. I have worked with them before, and
on every occasion they performed their duties
impeccably. They both previously worked at
St. Vincent’s Hospital, and if I'm not mistaken,
they still live here in the Village.”

You make some notes. “And how did David’s
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condition develop?”

“During the first week I treated David primar-
ily with sedatives. In the second week I tried
to talk to him a few times, but it was only in
the third week that I succeeded. By then I had
reduced the dosage of the sedatives, so the boy
spent more and more time awake. At first he
was very taciturn with me, but fortunately he
eventually began to talk. So to speak, he fi-
nally poured his heart out. From that point
on, a marked improvement began. By the end
of the fourth week, I judged that he had recov-
ered from this unfortunate episode and could
gradually return to his former routine.”

“And what diagnosis did you establish, Doc-
tor?”

“Well, during the course of the treatment I
came to the conclusion that David suffers
from schizophrenia, and that his first break-
down was triggered by some kind of stress.
As our conversations revealed, considerable
pressure had been weighing on him for years.
He confessed to me that he had always wanted
to be a writer. From a young age he read a
great deal and began writing himself. How-
ever, his father would not even hear of this,
since he had always planned for David to in-
herit his record company.

Since David wanted to live up to his father’s
expectations, he tried to bury his literary am-
bitions within himself and, after graduating
from high school, enrolled in an audio engi-
neering school. However, in recent times he
found it increasingly difficult to keep up with
his studies and other obligations, and he felt
more and more that control over his life was
slipping out of his hands. This ultimately led
to his first breakdown.”

“And what about the events on Friday? In your
opinion, why did David try to turn himself in
for murder?”

“I consider this a second breakdown. That
is, unfortunately, the recovery following the
first incident was only temporary, as often
happens with schizophrenic patients. As for

the triggering cause... As I mentioned, I spoke
at length with David about his literary am-
bitions, and his favorite books also came up.
Among them was Dostoevsky’s Crime and Pun-
ishment. 1 don’t know, Mr. Brook, how famil-
iar you are with this novel, but its protago-
nist commits a murder and is so tormented by
guilt that he becomes seriously ill and eventu-
ally turns himself in to the police..” The doc-
tor looks at you meaningfully.

“Perhaps you also know that a new film adap-
tation of the novel was released recently and is
currently playing in cinemas. I have a feeling
that David saw the film not long ago, and that
it triggered this new psychosis. You see, Mr.
Brook, schizophrenic patients are highly sus-
ceptible to suggestion. In my opinion, in this
case the film may have acted as a ‘suggestion,
causing David to feel compelled to turn him-
self'in to the police for a murder he did not, in
fact, commit.

If you're interested in the subject, you can
read my article in The Villager, which I wrote
in connection with the new film adaptation,
about the protagonist of Crime and Punishment,
Raskolnikov.”

“I'll be sure to read your article. But returning
to David’s illness: in your opinion, then, the
boy suffers from schizophrenia?”

“I believe so, yes, although diagnosing this ill-
ness can be somewhat controversial.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, schizophrenia belongs to the group
of psychotic disorders. The term itself was
coined in 1908 by the Swiss psychiatrist Eugen
Bleuler to describe the splitting between the
functions of personality, thinking, memory,
and perception. Schizophrenic patients often
suffer from various delusions. The range of
these delusions can be very broad: some hear
voices, others suffer from paranoia, still oth-
ers believe, for example, that extraterrestri-
als are sending them secret messages through
radio broadcasts.. And yes, there are also
those who—like David—imagine that they

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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have committed some kind of crime and at-
tempt to turn themselves in to the police.”

“Couldnt’ you just give David a pill or some-
thing?” you ask the doctor. This psycho-
babble is very tiring.

“If there were some kind of medication for his
condition, then I wouldn’t need to be sitting
here with you, Mr. Brook, sharing the de-
tails of David’s illness... Unfortunately, at the
present moment we have only two options.
One is what we might call ‘Plan A’: attempting,
in some way, to persuade the patient to aban-
don the delusion. That is exactly what we are
trying in David’s case right now. If you can
convincingly prove to David that he did not
commit the murder, then the boy may give
up the idea of turning himself in to the police.
However, if ‘Plan A’ proves unsuccessful, then
we will have to resort to more drastic treat-
ment methods.”

“And what exactly does that mean?”

“The methods currently at our disposal—Ilet
us call them ‘Plan B, and which we consider
only in severe cases—are insulin coma ther-
apy, metrazol shock therapy, and lobotomy,”
the doctor replies with a grim expression.
None of it sounds good.

“To be perfectly honest, Mr. Brook, I myself
would be glad if you were successful. If possi-
ble, I would reserve ‘Plan B’ strictly as a last re-
sort. David is still so young... But if we cannot
cure him of this delusion, I fear he may take
steps even more drastic than turning himself
in.”

“Wait,” you say, straightening. “You're telling
me the kid could hurt himself?”

The doctor doesn’t even hesitate. “Yes, Mr.

Brook. I'm afraid that’s very likely.”

Well. That'’s... not the answer you were hoping
for.

You stand up slowly, the weight of that sink-
ing in. Great. So now it’s not just a maybe-
murder, a maybe-delusion, and a definitely

84

complicated family situation—now it’s a tick-
ing clock.

You rub the back of your neck. “Fantastic,”
you mutter and then add audibly: “It seems
we agree on one thing, Doctor. I also believe

s 9

it would be better to carry out ‘Plan A'.

The elegant doctor escorts you all the way
to the door and, in farewell, offers his hand.
“Good luck, Mr. Brook!”

“Yeah. I think I'll need it.” You step out, the
door closing softly behind you.

You pause on the sidewalk. “A ghost would’'ve
been better... Yeah,” you sigh. “Give me a nice,
straightforward haunting any day.”

{ . Circle Marker P1 in your case log.
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8-8849

Bitter Edge
145 Bleecker St, GV-101

Time: 30 minutes

“In April? Yes, that rings a bell. A pretty
little redhead came in here with some lanky
guy. They sat down in the corner, and by the
time they left the boy was properly soaked,
even though it wasn’t all that late yet. I even
told the girl that someone as beautiful as her
could surely find a much better suitor than
some wimpy fellow who couldn’t even hold
his liquor, but the doll didn’t pay me any at-
tention and helped the guy out to a taxi..” The
bartender sighs.
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Reﬂccnng The Treasured Traditions Of This (herished Commumty

1 IheVillager

THURSDAY, JULY 11, 1946

HUNGARIAN
PRIME MINISTER
IN WASHINGTON

Hungarian Prime Min-
ister Ferenc Nagy arrived
in Washington this week
with his delegation in or-
der to discuss with Amer-
ican officials the restitu-
tion of the Hungarian
National Bank’s gold re-
serves, works of art, and
other assets — Aurel Alth,
the Hungarian consul
based in Greenwich Vil-
lage, told our correspon-
dent. The Hungarian del-
egation hopes that part of
the wartime loot can soon
be returned to Budapest.

The Turbulent History of
the Gold Reserves

Following the establish-
ment of the Hungarian
National Bank in 1924 — a
condition of a loan taken
out from the League of
Nations, which enabled
an independent monetary
policy — the Hungarian
economy had, by 1927,
reached its prewar level
of production, at which
point a new currency,
the pengo, was introduced.
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These successes, however,
proved to be short-lived,
as the Great Depression
dealt a severe blow to the
Hungarian economy as
well.

Recovery was aided by
the 1934 trade agreements
known as the “Rome Pro-
tocols,” which Hungary
signed with Germany and
Italy. These agreements,
however, increasingly
drew Hungary toward the
Axis powers, a course for
which the country later
paid a heavy price.

During the Second World
War, 40 percent of Hun-
gary’s national wealth was
destroyed, and the coun-
try was obliged to pay war
reparations amounting to
two and a half years’ worth
of GDP. To give readers
a sense of the scale of
the devastation, here are a
few figures: of 2,100 lo-
comotives, 1,850 were de-
stroyed, and inflation was
the highest in the world at
the time.

As the war progressed,
employees of the Hungar-
ian National Bank evac-
uated the bank’s and the
Hungarian state’s assets —
600 crates and 33 tons of
gold, along with banknotes
and documents — to Up-
per Austria on a train that
later became known as the
“Gold Train” The con-
voy also carried valuables
and documents placed
in safekeeping, includ-
ing the valuable ‘Corv-
ina manuscripts’ of King
Matthias Corvinus.

4 cents

MADELINE’'S DETEC-
TIVE AGENCY - Private
investigations, 22 Christo-
pher St.

HOLLISTON BOOK-
BINDING - Holliston
Mills Inc., 62 W. 14th St.

PATENTS, designs, trade-
marks — Long experience,
skill, prompt and personal
attention in every case.
Edgar Tate & Co., 245
Broadway.

FLOWERS - For every
occasion, from Rein-
hardt’s Flower Shop, 85
Bedford St.

BACHER'S WOMEN'’S
CLOTHING - For the ele-
gant women, 439 E. 92nd
St.

KIS & SONS SHOES -
Shoes for the whole fam-
ily, 1557 2nd Ave.

GLASS TOPS for furni-
ture — Glazing and glass
of all kinds. Lowest es-
timates furnished. HER-
MAN GLASSER, 30 E. 12th
St.

CRIME AND
PUNISHMENT
SWEDISH FILM DRAMA

Brott och straff (Crime and
Punishment) is a Swedish
film drama made in 1945,
directed by Hampe Faust-
man and starring Faust-
man, Gunn Wallgren, Sig-
urd Wallén, and Elsie
Albiin. The film is a
cinematic adaptation of
Crime and Punishment, the
1866 novel by Fyodor
Mikhailovich Dostoevsky,

Document 1 - The Villager, from DAY ONE (p.7)

one of the greatest works
of world literature.

The story follows the inner
torment and moral dilem-
mas of Rodion Raskol-
nikov. The young man
is an impoverished law
student in Saint Peters-
burg who plans to mur-
der a ruthless pawnbro-
ker. He believes that with
her money he can escape
poverty and accomplish
great deeds, and thus tries
to convince himself that
certain crimes can be jus-
tified when committed by
“extraordinary” people in
the pursuit of higher goals.

The film is showing this
week every evening from
10pm at the Film Guild Cin-
ema.

THE
RASKOLNIKOV
SYNDROME

BY DR. FULGENZIO DI
PAOLO

CRIME

PUNISHMENT

Fyodor Dostorvsky

“The Raskolnikov Syn-
drome” is not an official



medical diagnosis, but
rather a term referring
to the complex psycho-
logical disturbance, guilt,
and paranoia experienced
by Rodion Raskolnikov,
the protagonist of Fyo-
dor Dostoevsky’s Crime
and Punishment. The char-
acter’s inner conflict cre-
ates a clearly recognizable
pattern of psychological
suffering that is often
associated with possible
mental conditions such
as schizophrenia, narcis-
sism, or severe depression.
Ultimately, the concept
describes a mental state
in which the fractured
psyche of a brilliant yet
isolated individual de-
scends into delusional
grandiosity, intense guilt,
antisocial behavior, and
near-psychotic paranoia
as a result of committing a
crime.

Raskolnikov’s inner tor-
ment stems from the deep
conflict between his ni-
hilistic theory of “extraor-
dinary people” and his
innate capacity for com-
passion. This is further
exacerbated by poverty,
isolation, and a sense of
shame at being a burden
to others. After murder-
ing the pawnbroker, he
is plagued by guilt and
paranoia; he vacillates be-
tween justifying his deed
through the theory of a
“higher purpose” and rec-
ognizing his own weak-
ness. All of this gives rise
to an intense inner strug-
gle between confession
and further isolation, ulti-
mately leading to psycho-
logical collapse.

Key Aspects of the Hero’s
Inner Torment

The theory of the “ex-
traordinary man.” He be-
lieves that certain excep-
tional individuals stand
above ordinary morality
and have the right to com-
mit crimes in the service
of a higher good (such as
Napoleon).

Poverty and shame. His
hopeless financial situa-
tion and dependence on
his family create a sense
of worthlessness, which
intensifies his desire to
prove that he has risen
above “petty” everyday
concerns.

Reason versus emotion.
The rational, intellectual
justification of the murder
stands in stark contrast to
his deeply human capacity
for compassion, especially
after killing the pawnbro-
ker.

Isolation and paranoia.
The crime cuts him off
from others and drives
him into a near-mad state:
he behaves unpredictably,
constantly fears being ex-
posed, yet harbors a strong
longing for human con-
nection.

Guilt and redemption. He
struggles with overwhelm-
ing guilt, begins to ques-
tion his own sense of su-
periority, and approaches
the brink of psychologi-
cal collapse; ultimately, he
comes to understand that
confession is necessary for
spiritual and moral purifi-
cation.

Manifestations of the
Hero’s Inner Torment

Inner monologues and
dreams. The novel is filled
with his agitated inner
debates, philosophical re-

flections, and nightmarish
dreams, all of which re-
flect his fractured psyche
and foreshadow events to
come.

Unpredictable behav-
ior. His conduct becomes
increasingly erratic: he
lashes out at those close
to him and involuntarily
draws attention to himself,
ultimately deepening his
own isolation.

The “failed murderer.”
His anxiety and torment
stem not only from the act
itself, but also from his in-
ability to fully embody the
cold, indifferent “extraor-
dinary man” he imagined
himself to be. This starkly
exposes the practical fail-
ure of his theory.

In summary: Raskolnikov’s
journey offers a powerful
exploration of how in-
tellectual arrogance and
a radical ideology col-
lide with the human con-
science, leading to pro-
found psychological suf-
fering and a desperate
search for meaning and
redemption.

I'WAIN PLOT
SOLD AFTER 250
YEARS

What will become of the
historic Mark Twain House
on Fifth Avenue? Did
the fall of the auction-

eer’s gavel mark the end
of its romantic past — or
will a community-minded
group still manage to save
this relic of bygone days
for future generations?

(Continued on Page 7)

PICKED UP IN
PASSING

Out of the lowest depths
there is a path leading to
the loftiest heights. — Car-
lyle.

There is nothing either
good or bad, but thinking
makes it so. — Shakespeare.

Through work man re-
veals and expresses him-
self. The law of just com-
pensation should need no
emphasis. — Richard Lynch.

Human kindness still ex-
ists, at least among Vil-
lagers. The other day a
horse on Grove Street was
vainly trying to reach the
feed at the bottom of his
feed-bag. A small boy
not more than ten years
old noticed the horse’s
troubles. He went over
and held the feed-bag up
against the horse’s mouth
until the animal had fin-
ished his meal.

THE VILLAGER

A weekly Newspaper Reflect-
ing the Finest Traditions
of Washington Square and
Greenwich Village.

Published Every Thurs-
day, At 243 W. 4th St,
Subscription Price, $2.50
for 1 Year.
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Document 2

The yellow button, from DAY ONE (p.7)
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Document 3

David, from DAY TWO (p.17)
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Document 5

Paprikds Weiss shop, from 6-7896 (p.70)
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[ Tick 1 culture box in your case log.

90



Document 6

Poster, from 6-5588 (p.69)
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Document 7

Auntie’s cakes, from 3-0358 (p.40)
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Document 8

The Little Hungary Restaurant

[ Tick 1 culture box in your case log.
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Document 9

Goulash soup, from 2-0131 (p.33)
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Document 10

Chicken paprikash with dumplings, from 2-0131 (p.33)
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Document 11

Hungarian crépe, from 2-0131 (p.83)
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Document 12

Tokaji wine, from 2-0131 (p.83)
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Document 14

Phone number, from 8-0808 (p.79)

Cénes Lyeolerkinge: KU 7354

If you'd like to call this number, go to 4-6778 (p.51).
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Document 15

A Corvina, from 4-7587 (p.53)

[ Tick 1 culture box in your case log.
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Document 16

Katica, from 4-3025 (p.49)
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Document 17

Note from Frank
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Document 18

What you found, from 7-0839 (p.76)
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END

Questions and Answers

If you have the whole alphabet, you get +4 points.

You can go back and follow more leads now if you want. Time isn’t passing anymore, but you
have to check 1 demerit box for every lead you visit.

When you're ready, go to the next page.
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Questions - Part 1

You would like to put your thoughts in order so you can decide exactly what you will say to David
when he arrives. Lucas is usually a big help with that. You pick up the receiver and dial your old
friend.

“Hello? Chief Inspector John Lucas is speaking,” the familiar voice says after a few rings.
“Hello, Brook here.”
“Ah, kid, is that you? I'm glad you called! So, have you gotten to the bottom of the boy’s case?”

“I wouldn’t say that—there’s still more to investigate—but I promised my client I'd close his case
today. Although I'm not sure what I'm going to tell him exactly. That’s why I called you.”

“I see. All right then, let’s dive in and go over the case! Were you able to find out who the girl
was that the boy allegedly killed?”

Write down everything you managed to find out about Katica!
What was her real name?

Why didn’t she use it?

When did she arrive in New York?

Who were her relatives there?

Where did she live?
Where did she work?
What was her dream?

What did she do to achieve it?

Where did she go and what did she do on April 11th before meeting David?

Other:

When you're ready, turn to the next page for the answers!

g_._,{e}\_._,
Canaa 2o
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Answers - Part 1

You summarize to Lucas what you have learned about Katica over the past few days:

“The girl’s real name is Jolan Szederkényi. She arrived in New York in February to stay with
her cousin, Ilona Bacskai - known as Ilike - who lived in Yorkville and worked at the nearby
Pesti Laundry. Jolan never really liked her name, or at least she felt that ‘Jolanka’ would not
help her build a career, so she began using the name ‘Katica’ at auditions. She found a sales
job at the Corvin Bookshop in the East Village and eventually moved out of Ilike’s apartment
into a Hungarian boarding house in Yorkville, all the while trying her luck at auditions - at the
Hungarian Playhouse and at Marika’s Night Club, among other places.

It was clear that her dream was to perform on stage as an actress or singer, and that this was the
real reason she had come to Manhattan. Unfortunately, she did not seem to have much acting
talent. She was dismissed from the theatre, and at the nightclub she was told that if she wanted
any chance in show business, she would need to change her rather plain appearance.

The notebook found in the suitcase she had left at Grand Central Terminal contained, in addition
to her cousin’s address, several others. Paprikas Weiss’ shop was likely listed simply because
every Hungarian newcomer to Manhattan stops there when homesick for familiar flavors. Sadly,
the shopkeeper did not know the girl, and even if Katica had been there, he did not remember
her.

Gizella Galhidy - ‘Gizi néni’ - and Gyula Andrassy - ‘Gyuszi bacsi, on the other hand, were Kat-
ica’s relatives, siblings of her maternal grandmother, whom she would naturally have been ex-
pected to visit while in Manhattan. She did go to see Uncle Gyuszi, but chose not to contact Aunt
Gizi. The reason was that Aunt Gizi was a matchmaker, and Katica was not yet ready to settle
down - despite the fact that her parents had sent her to the big city precisely in the hope that
she would find a husband.

After so many disappointments, on April 11 she decided to make one final attempt. If that failed
as well, she would abandon her dreams and leave Manhattan. She quit her job at the bookshop
and checked out from the boarding house. She then pawned her only valuable possession - a
necklace inherited from her grandmother - at Rudi Bacsi’s Pawnshop, and used the money to
visit a Hungarian beauty salon in Yorkville, asking for a complete makeover. Her hair was dyed
red, her makeup done, and she was sent on to a local clothing store, Bacher’s Women’s Clothing,
and the nearby Kis & Sons Shoes so that the transformation would be complete.

That was when our ‘Katica’ was truly born: the former little gray mouse was transformed into the
girl I had been searching for from the very beginning—the pretty one in the yellow dress. She
even had professional photographs taken by a Hungarian photographer at Zoli’s Photo Studio.

With her new look, she returned to Marika’s Night Club for one last attempt at becoming a singer.
It soon became clear, however, that she did not have a voice suited for stage performance, and
her complete outward transformation proved to be in vain. Broken and disappointed, the poor
girl was finally ready to turn her back on her dreams and leave Manhattan for good.”

Scoring:

What was her real name? Jolan Szederkényi (5 pts)

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

105



Why didn’t she use it? Because “Katica” would have sounded better on stage. (3 pts)
When did she arrive in New York? In February. (3 pts)

Who were her relatives there? Ilona Bdcskai (Ilike), her cousin; and her grandmother’s siblings: Gizella
Galhidy (Aunt Gizi) and Gyula Andrassy (Uncle Gyuszi). (5 pts)

Where did she live? For a short time with Ilike, then at the Hungarian Boarding House in Yorkville. (3
pts)
Where did she work? At the Corvin Bookshop. (3 pts)

What was her dream? To become an actress or a singer. (3 pts)

What did she do to achieve it? She went to auditions, for example at the Hungarian Playhouse in
Yorkville and at Marika’s Night Club, as well as at the Second Avenue Theatre, the People’s Theatre, the
Orpheum Theatre, and the Astor Theatre. (5 pts)

Where did she go and what did she do on April 11? She quit her job at the bookshop, then pawned
her necklace at Uncle Rudi’s Pawnshop, and used the money to completely transform her appearance. She
bought fashionable clothes and a handbag at Bacher’s Women'’s Clothing (where they did not remember the
girl herself, but did recognize the yellow button), matching shoes at Kis & Sons Shoe Store, then had her
hair dyed red and her makeup done at the Yorkville Beauty Salon. She had photographs taken at Zoli’s
Photo Studio, and then went to another audition at Marika’s Night Club. (10 pts)

Once you've tallied your points, turn the page to Questions, Part 2!
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Questions - Part 2

“So, what happened after she met David?” Lucas asks the most important question.

Detail the events of the day!

Where and when did Katica and David meet? Was this their first meeting?

Where did they go from there?

Why did Katica have a suitcase, and what happened to it?

Where did Katica and David go during the evening and night? Whom did they meet along the
way?

When you're ready, turn to the next page for the answers!
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Answers - Part 2

“According to David, he met Katica for the first time on April 11, when they ran into each other
at Toni’s grandmother’s pastry shop, Nagy: Siteményei. However, I later discovered that Katica
had already been to the McKenna Record Company, where - according to the secretary - she had
briefly crossed paths with David. At the time, of course, she was not yet the red-haired beauty, so
David did not remember the encounter. For Katica, however, the face of the influential record
producer’s son may have lingered in her memory. This would explain why David did not seem
entirely unfamiliar to her when they met again at the pastry shop on April 11—and why she
struck up a conversation with him. She was on the verge of giving up her dreams of becoming a
singer, and meeting the boy may have felt like a sign from above, or at least a last straw to cling
to.

Around 6pm, they got into a taxi and, after stopping at Grand Central Station - where Katica left
her suitcase in the station’s checking room - headed to the Caffe Dante bar in Greenwich Village.
Katica had the suitcase because she had checked out from the boarding house earlier that day
and, after her repeated failures, was planning to leave Manhattan. At least, that is what she told
David: that she would be leaving the next morning and that this would be her last night in the
city. So David wanted to show Katica the ‘real’ Manhattan nightlife, though in truth he didn’t
know it all that well himself.

Based on David’s hazy recollections and the taxi records, I believe that sometime after leaving
Caffe Dante they walked to the nearby Bitter Edge bar, then around 8pm took a taxi to Chumley’s.
From there, at about 10pm, they took another taxi to the Village Vanguard nightclub.

There they met several of David’s classmates: Tommy and Lillian, as well as Johnny. According
to them, David was already quite drunk by the time he arrived at the Vanguard, so Katica had to
support him. Around midnight, the group left together and went on to the El Chico nightclub.
At around 2am, David and Katica split off to continue - according to their plan - to the Stonewall
Inn. Johnny tried to talk them out of it, warning that the Stonewall had a questionable reputation
and was rumored to be mob-owned, but he failed.

Whether they actually made it to the Stonewall cannot be established with certainty. It is likely
that they did not, since no one at the bar recalled seeing either David or Katica that night. (Of
course, no one remembered them at Caffe Dante or the Bitter Edge either, even though they
almost certainly stopped at both - so who can say?)

What is certain is that they made it at least as far as the alley next to the Stonewall. There, behind
some trash cans in the dirt, I found a button identical to one from Katica’s cardigan. It also seems
clear that David - by then alone and deeply upset - returned to his lodging, the boarding house
on Christopher Street, around 3am, as confirmed by the proprietors.”

Scoring:

Where and when did Katica and David meet? At Nagy: Siiteményei pastry shop, on the afiernoon of
April 11, sometime before 6pm.

Was this their first meeting? David thought it was, although they had previously crossed paths at the
McKenna Record Company, when Katica went there to inquire about an audition. (4 pts)

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

108



Where did they go from there? 7o bars and nightclubs in Greenwich Village, most likely first to Caffe
Dante. (3 pts)

Why did Katica have a suitcase, and what happened to it? That day she had lefi her lodging because,
afier another failure, she was ready to give up her dreams and leave New York. However, after running
into David, she decided to stay until the next day, and before heading into the Village, she left her suitcase
at the luggage storage in Grand Central Station. (8 pts)

Where did Katica and David go during the evening and night? Who did they meet along the way?
From Caffe Dante, they most likely walked to the Bitter Edge, then around 8pm took a taxi to Chumley’s
bar. Around 10pm, they took another taxi to the Village Vanguard nightclub. There they met David’s
classmates: Tommy Baker, Lillian Perry, and Johnny Lafayette. Together with them, they went around
midnight to the El Chico nightclub, from which David and Katica left alone - around 2am - planning to
continue to the Stonewall Inn. (15 pts)

What happened afier that is unknown, but they may have reached the alley next to the Stonewall (the yellow
button found there matches the one given by David), and David returned to his lodging around 3am—alone
by then. (5 pts)

Once you've tallied your points, turn the page to Questions, Part 3!
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Questions - Part 3

“Excellent,” Lucas says, satisfied. “It looks like you've managed to figure out what David and
Katica were doing on April 11 - at least until 2am. But now comes the most important question:
What happened after 2? Did the boy really kill that girl, as he claims, or is he just imagining it?
Could he really be insane? Or if he did actually kill Katica, then what happened to the body?”

You hold the phone to your ear for a moment, thinking, then let out a deep sigh before answering
Lucas.

“Well... That was the big question from the very beginning. Whether the boy is actually guilty
or not. I'll admit, I had serious doubts throughout the investigation - and honestly, I'm still not
completely sure even now. But if I absolutely have to answer the question - and I suppose I do -
then...”

What do you say to Lucas?
Did David really kill Katica? YES / NO

How would you support your answer?

If you're ready and your answer was YES, turn to ‘Answers 3A’.

If your answer was NO, turn to ‘Answers 3B’!
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Answers 3A

Only read this section if you answered YES to Lucas’s question, because you believe that David actually
killed Katica!

“Yes, I think the boy is guilty. He didn’t imagine it. He really did kill that poor girl”
There’s a brief silence on the other end of the line. Then Lucas sighs heavily.

“I see. That’s pretty bad news. So I was wrong when I thought the poor kid was just crazy and
sent him home with his father? Well, mistakes happen. No one’s infallible. And I trust you,
Simon - you know that. But did you find any evidence of his guilt? Because without evidence,
we won't get very far.”

You reply, a little anxiously: “If you mean solid, physical evidence, then unfortunately no. I
didn’t find any - only circumstantial evidence. But I do have a theory that explains what hap-
pened. And maybe, using that theory, you'll be able to uncover the physical evidence as well”

“A theory, huh?” Lucas says. “Alright, kid. I'm listening. Let’s see if I can make use of it.”
You gather your notes and begin.

“First of all, it’s crucial that we were able to trace Katica and confirm that she really existed -
and that she spent the evening with David, exactly as he said. This is supported by multiple
witnesses: Auntie Veronka from Nagyi Suteményei, David’s three classmates—Tommy, Lillian,
and Johnny—and most likely some of the staff at the Village Vanguard and El Chico as well.

Second, in light of that, the small yellow button David later found in his pocket becomes significant—
especially since I found its matching pair in the narrow alley next to the Stonewall Inn. It almost
certainly came from Katica’s yellow cardigan.

Third, there’s the suitcase she left at Grand Central Station. No one has retrieved it from storage
since.

So far, everything lines up with David’s account. That leads us to conclude that it may also be
true that, in a sudden fit of rage, he strangled the girl - right there in that small alley where I
found the button, sometime after 2am.

The obvious question, of course, is: if that’s true, what happened to the girl’s body?”
“I was just about to ask,” Lucas cuts in. “Go on.”

“From this point on, I'm fully in the realm of speculation,” you say. “I don’t have proof for what
comes next. But I don’t think David disposed of the body himself. If he had, he would have told
the police when he turned himself in. And besides, it’s not easy to make a body disappear in the
middle of the city - especially not for an inexperienced kid, and certainly not in under an hour.

I believe David was telling the truth when he said that as soon as he realized what he’d done, he
panicked and ran - eventually making his way back to his lodgings. That means he left the body
in the alley next to the Stonewall Inn.

Now, according to rumors, the Stonewall is owned by mobsters - people who would not appreci-
ate discovering a corpse right outside their establishment, triggering an investigation that would
put their bar under intense scrutiny.”

“So you're saying the Stonewall mobsters got rid of the body?” Lucas asks in disbelief.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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“Yes. I think that once someone noticed the girl, they alerted the boss, who ordered her removed
immediately. I assume they have ways of making a body disappear without a trace - even in the
middle of Manhattan.”

Lucas lets out a bitter chuckle. “Unfortunately, that’s entirely possible. But then why hasn’t
anyone been looking for her? Even without a body, she should’ve turned up on a missing persons
list”

“There’s a logical explanation for that, too. She quit her job and checked out of the boarding
house, so no one noticed when she disappeared. Her cousin and her parents probably assumed
she’d made it as an actress and simply didn’t want to hear their criticism.

I placed an ad in the local Hungarian newspaper once I discovered her real name and obtained
a photograph. If no one responds, that only strengthens my theory.”

“So you don’t think the kid’s crazy at all?” Lucas asks.

“No. I wouldn’t call him crazy. Maybe he’s emotionally fragile, but I believe everything he says.
There’s no sign of hallucination or some pathological need for attention.”

“And are you going to tell him that he really did kill the girl?”

You hesitate. “I don’t know. That’s part of why I called you - to tell you my conclusions and get
your opinion. I like the kid. 'm not exactly eager to break that kind of news to him.”

Lucas is quiet for a moment, then says: “I get it. Here’s what I suggest. Ask him for a few more
days. Tell him you've handed the evidence over to the police and that he’ll need to wait while
we look into it. I'll see what I can dig up on the Stonewall side - though I won'’t pretend it’ll be
easy. In the meantime, maybe someone will respond to your ad. And even in the worst-case
scenario,” he adds, “there are plenty of mitigating factors: his age, his clean record, the fact that
he turned himself in voluntarily. He might only get a few years.”

You let out a relieved sigh. “I think you're right. I'll ask him to be patient a little longer. Thank
you, Lucas. I really appreciate it.”

“No problem, kid. That’s what friends are for. Stop by the precinct later and we’ll figure out our
next steps.”

“Alright. See you, old man.” You hang up and stare down at your notes. David will be arriving
soon.

Who would have thought that your very first case would turn out to be this complicated?

Scoring:

For a coherent, logical theory that references the discovered clues and the witnesses interviewed, full points
are awarded - even if the theory doesn’t completely match Stmon Brook’s reasoning. (25 points)

Read Epilogue A after scoring!
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Answers 3B

Only read this section if you answered NO to Lucas’s question, because you believe that David did not
kill Katica!

“No, I don’t think the boy is guilty. I'm not saying he’s insane or hallucinating, but I don’t believe
events unfolded the way he thinks they did.”

There’s a brief silence on the other end of the line. Then Lucas lets out a long sigh. “I see. I have
to admit, that surprises me. When the boy first came to the police, I thought he was imagining
the whole thing - the girl, the night, all of it. But you've shown that Katica really existed, so I
expected you to come to the opposite conclusion.”

You hesitate slightly before answering. “I do have a theory that could explain what happened.”
“All right,” Lucas says, curiosity creeping into his voice. “Let’s hear it.”
You gather your notes and begin.

“First of all - as you said - we know that Katica really existed, even if that wasn’t her real name,
and that she spent the evening with David, exactly as he claimed. This is backed up by several
witnesses: Auntie Veronka from Nagyi Suteményei, David’s three classmates - Tommy, Lillian,
and Johnny - and very likely some of the staff at the Village Vanguard and El Chico as well.

Second, the small yellow button I later found in the alley next to the Stonewall becomes signif-
icant when considered alongside the one David found in his pocket. It almost certainly came
from Katica’s yellow cardigan.

So far, everything lines up with David’s account. One could reasonably assume that, in a moment
of rage, he strangled the girl in that alley sometime after 2am. But since no one ever found a
body, I think there’s another explanation for what happened next.”

“I'm listening,” Lucas says.

“From this point on, I'm firmly in the realm of theory,” you continue. “I believe what David said
is true up to a point: he grabbed Katica by the neck and began to strangle her. But I don’t think
he actually killed her. She probably lost consciousness, collapsed, and when David saw her lying
there, he panicked and ran - eventually making his way back to his lodgings.”

“So you're saying the girl survived?” Lucas asks.

“Yes. I think she regained consciousness shortly afterward, found herself alone in that alley, and
fled in terror - probably without stopping until she reached the train station.”

“But then why didn’t she take her suitcase?” Lucas presses. “And why doesn’t her family know
anything about her?”

“There may be explanations for that, too. As for the suitcase - she could have simply forgotten
about it in her shock. I admit that part is hard to explain. But her family situation makes more
sense.

Katica wanted to be an actress or a singer, and her family clearly didn’t support that dream. Just
because she gave up on New York doesn’t mean she gave up on her ambitions altogether. If she
still wanted to pursue a career on stage, it’s not surprising she didn’t go home.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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It’s also possible she stayed in Manhattan. All she would’ve had to do was avoid the Hungarian
neighborhood and a few familiar places - and in a city this large, it wouldn’t be hard to disappear.

I placed an ad in the local Hungarian newspaper after I discovered her real name and obtained
a photograph. I'm hoping someone will recognize her and come forward eventually.”

“So you don’t think the kid’s crazy?” Lucas asks skeptically.

“No. Not at all. Maybe he’s emotionally fragile, but there’s no sign of hallucination or patholog-
ical attention-seeking. I believe almost everything he told us. The poor kid genuinely thought
he’d killed the girl - and given what he saw and did, that’s understandable.”

“So you're going to tell him he didn’t kill anyone?”

“Yes. That’s the plan. I don’t want him torturing himself - or worse, ending up institutionalized
or subjected to harsh treatments - over something he didn’t actually do.”

Lucas is quiet for a moment, then says: “Well, kid, I really hope you're right. I'd hate to see a
young man like that rot in prison. And for what it’s worth: congratulations on your first serious
case. You did solid, careful work. Is there anything else I can help with?”

“No, I think that covers it. It helped to talk it through. Thanks, Lucas.”
“Anytime, kid. That’s what friends are for. Take care.”

“You too. See you, old man.” You hang up the phone and stare at your notes. David will be
arriving soon.

Who would have thought your very first case would turn out to be this complicated?

Scoring:

For a coherent, logical theory that references the discovered clues and the witnesses interviewed, full points
are awarded - even if the theory doesn’t completely match Simon Brook’s reasoning. (25 points)

Read Epilogue B after scoring!
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Scoring

* Ql. Maximum 40pts: _

* Q2. Maximum 35pts: _

* Q3. Maximum 25pts: _

* Culture Points (+2 pts per culture box): _
* Bonus points (Max. 4 points): _

 Negative Points (-2 pts per demerit box): _

TOTAL: _

You can read your Results on the next page.
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Results

80+ points:

Congratulations! You're a true professional, and almost nothing escapes your attention. If you
take on a case, you'll see it through to the end.

60—-80 points:
Great! Very little slips past you. Your detective agency is sure to be successful in the future.
OR, if you only lost more than 20 points due to overtime work:

Congratulations! You're a true professional, and almost nothing escapes your attention. If you
take on a case, you'll see it through to the end - but thorough work requires time.

40-59 points:

Not bad! You figured out quite a lot. It’s clear that your private detective career is just starting,
as you still make some mistakes. You will likely achieve even better results in the future.

Less than 40 points:

Don’t give up, even if this case didn’t go so well! It’s understandable, since you've just opened
your private detective practice.. With time, you’ll get the hang of it.

Now read Epilogue A or Epilogue B!
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Epilogue A

NAPILAP

SUNDAY, JULY 14, 1946

4 cents

THE TRAGEDY OF

THE MISSING GIRL
- ;

The recent visit of a private detec-
tive from Madeline’s Detective Agency,
a Mr. Simon Brook, to Yorkville’s
Hungarian neighborhood, caused a
noticeable stir within the local com-
munity. Over the course of sev-
eral days, the detective made in-
quiries about a young woman known
as “Katica,” visiting locations such as
the Hungarian Club, Paprikds Weiss’
shop, and the Hungarian Playhouse.

Although no one at these establish-
ments recognised the description of
the girl - who was reported miss-
ing on the night of April 11 from
a bar or nightclub in Greenwich
Village - the investigation quickly
became the subject of intense dis-

cussion throughout the Hungarian
community.

At the detective’s request, this news-
paper published an advertisement
asking anyone with information
about the girl - whose real name
had by then been confirmed as Joldn
Sz. - to come forward.

According to information gathered
during the investigation, the girl ar-
rived in Yorkville from Chicago in
February to stay with relatives. In
March, she worked at the Hungarian
bookstore in the East Village while
attending theatrical auditions, nur-
turing hopes of a singing career.
When her efforts failed to bring suc-
cess, she eventually decided to re-
turn to Illinois.

Tragically, she never made that jour-
ney.

On April 11, carrying a suitcase and
preparing to go to the train sta-
tion, she encountered a young man,
David McKenna, who claimed to
have strong connections in the mu-
sic industry (his father owns the
McKenna recording label). Believ-
ing this to be a last chance oppor-
tunity, she abandoned her plans to
leave New York. What she perceived
as fortune was, in truth, fate. The en-
counter ended in tragedy when the
young man strangled the girl.

The suspect is currently in pretrial
detention awaiting court proceed-
ings. He is not expected to face the
death penalty or life imprisonment,
given several mitigating factors, in-
cluding his youth, lack of prior crim-
inal record, and the fact that he vol-
untarily surrendered to the police
— despite the apparent absence of
physical evidence. It was he who,
burdened by guilt, hired Mr. Brook
to investigate the case, which other-
wise might never have come to light.

Final confirmation came yesterday
in a statement by Chief Inspector
Lucas of the Greenwich Village Po-
lice Precinct. Acting on information
provided by Mr. Brook, the police
discovered Jolan Sz’s body buried
on an abandoned lot, alongside sev-
eral other unidentified remains. The
Chief Inspector indicated that the
suspect, David McKenna, was not the
person who buried the body, but de-
clined to comment on who may have
been responsible.

The editorial staff of this newspa-
per extends its sincere condolences
to the family and loved ones of the
young Hungarian woman whose life
ended in such tragic circumstances.
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Epilogue B

FUGGETLEN

POLITIKAI

NAPILAP

SUNDAY, JULY 14, 1946

4 cents

MISSING GIRL HAS
BEEN FOUND

-

The recent visit of a private detec-
tive from Madeline’s Detective Agency,
a Mr. Simon Brook, to Yorkville’s
Hungarian neighborhood, caused a
noticeable stir within the local com-
munity. Over the course of sev-
eral days, the detective made in-
quiries about a young woman known
as “Katica,” visiting locations such as
the Hungarian Club, Paprikds Weiss’
shop, and the Hungarian Playhouse.

Although no one at these establish-
ments recognised the description of
the girl - who was reported miss-
ing on the night of April 11 from
a bar or nightclub in Greenwich
Village - the investigation quickly
became the subject of intense dis-
cussion throughout the Hungarian
community.

At the detective’s request, this news-
paper published an advertisement
asking anyone with information
about the girl - whose real name
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had by then been confirmed - to
come forward.

To our great surprise, just a few days
later, the editorial office received a
letter from the missing girl herself.

“Katica,” whose real name is “Jolan
Szederkényi,” is alive and well.

With her full consent, we are pub-
lishing her letter below in its en-
tirety.

Letter from Jolan “Katica” Szed-
erkényi

Dear Editors,

I was greatly surprised to read last
week’s issue, in which I recognized
my own photograph above one of
the advertisements. To reassure ev-
eryone that I am alive and well, I im-
mediately took up a pen to write this
letter.

The reason no one saw me after
April 11 is that I left Manhattan in the
early hours of April 12. Due to an un-
fortunate - let us say - “accident” that
nearly cost me my life, I boarded the
first train leaving at that moment. I
had originally planned to return to
my parents in Chicago, but the train
ultimately took me to New Haven,
Connecticut.

Today, I consider myself extremely
fortunate that it turned out this way,
because on that train I met my cur-
rent fiancé, Martin. He was the one
who helped a crying Hungarian girl
whose dreams of becoming a singer
had seemingly collapsed, and who
had boarded the train with noth-
ing but a small handbag, leaving her

suitcase behind.

It turned out that Martin is a mu-
sician, heading home on an early
train. He offered to help me pursue
my singing career in New Haven, if I
wanted to give it a try. In my desper-
ate situation, I wasn’t sure whether I
could trust a stranger I had just met
on a train, but an inner voice told me
to take the chance.

Today, I am deeply grateful that I lis-
tened to that voice, because I now
know that Martin is the most won-
derful person in the world - and I will
soon be his wife.

I would like to reassure all my rela-
tives and friends in Manhattan not to
worry. I am well, and happier than
ever. My dream has come true: since
April, I have been singing at a rep-
utable venue in New Haven. For this
reason, I do not intend to take any
steps regarding the previously men-
tioned “accident.” I wish nothing but
the best to everyone concerned, and
I hope that their dreams may be ful-
filled just as mine have been.

I have also written to my parents,
hoping that the news of my engage-
ment will ease their disappointment
over my decision to pursue a singing
career.

Thank you all for your concern, and
I promise that after my wedding I
will visit Manhattan again.

Sincerely,

Katica Szederkényi




Post script from the author

* The idea of this story comes from a BBC Radio Drama.

* One of my great-grandfathers was one of those young farm workers who went to America
to work in the early 20th century. He returned to Hungary and started a family with the
money he had saved overseas. (His brother, however, stayed in America, and as far as I
know, his descendants live in New Jersey today.)

* I modeled “Aunt Veronka” after my own grandmother, who was called Veronka. (In addi-
tion, many of the other Hungarian names I used in the story were inspired by real people’s
names.)

”»

+ I used the following wikipedia entries: “Magyarok az Egyesiilt Allamokban”, “Matyas ko-

Z29 ”» <« ” o«

rvinai”, “Stonewall Inn”, “Biln és bunhdodés”, “Brott och straff”, “Skizofrénia”, “The Andrews
Sisters”

» T used these articles:
https:/www.villagepreservation.org/2016/07/05/lost-neighborhoods-of-new-york-goulash-row/
https:/filmhiradokonline.hu/watch.php?id=22677
https://ephemeralnewyork.wordpress.com/tag/little-hungary-yorkville/
https:/m.mult-kor.hu/cikk.php?id=18921

https://www.hungarianconservative.com/articles/culture_society/the-unfortunately-eventful-history-
of-the-hungarian-gold-reserve/

» T used The Villager’s July 11, 1946 issue:
https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/46ade6c0-b597-0134-c342-00505686a51c

.__._,.ré@.\_._,
T T e
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Walkthrough

A possible path:

DAY 1

recording studio

Carl McKenna

Dr. Di Paolo

hospital

Mary Tucker

Theresa Stein

school

radio

Nagyi Stuteményei

St. Stephen church
Little Hungary Restaurant
Toni

Hungarian Club
Hungarian Playhouse
Yorkville police
Paprikas Weiss
Greenwich Village Taxi
Yorkville Taxi

Caffe Dante

Grand Central Terminal
Lucas

Christopher St Boarding House

DAY 2 and DAY 3
Gizi néni

Gyuszi bacsi

Ilike

Miki’s bar
laundry

phone call
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Hungarian Boarding House
Corvin Bookshop

recording studio (the 2nd time)
Marika’s Night Club

Zoli’s Portraits

Rainbow Taxi

Bitter Edge

Chumley’s Bar

Village Vanguard

El Chico

Cristopher St Boarding House (2nd time)
Caffe Reggio

Jimmy (Julius’ Bar)

Stonewall Inn

looking around

Beauty Shop

Kis & Son Shoes

Bacher’s Women’s Clothing
Rudi Bacsi’s Pawn Shop

Esti Hirlap
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HINTS

STOP!

A Do not access the hints section except when looking up a specific hint from the table of
contents at the start of this case book.
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backshelf

( Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. ]

Have you already spoken to your former part-
ner, Lucas, at the Greenwich Village police
precinct? He could probably help you.

Ln_r@u_,
T T e

Hint for Marker Al

L Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

David mentioned his best friend, whom he
was waiting for at the bakery. He also said
where he works. Find him!

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 5-4451 on p.62

g_._,@\_._,
e T e

Hint for Marker B1

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

In the notebook found in the suitcase, Ilike’s
name and address were listed. You should go
and visit her.

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

¢ 1-6530 on p.28

g_._,-@};._;
T N e

Hint for Marker C1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. J

David mentioned a classmate named Johnny
whom he met that night. He also said where
the guy works on weekends. You should go
and look for him.

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

¢ 3-0096 on p.40

g_._,-@};._;
- T e

Hint for Marker D1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. J

You got a phone number from Ilike. You

should call it.

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 4-6778 on p.51

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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Hint for Marker E1

( Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. ]

In the introduction of Day 2, David men-
tioned the nightclubs where he and Katica
might have gone. Have you looked for them?

If you still need help, as a last resort Y] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 1-2860 on p.26

Ln_r@u_,
e T e

Hint for Marker F1

L Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. J

David mentioned his father several times, and
it was also revealed who he is. Have you vis-
ited him yet?

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

» 7-0828 on p.74

g_._,@u_,
T T e

Hint for Marker G1

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. J

Katica’s notebook contained an address for
‘Gizi néni. You should pay her a visit.

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit one
or more of the following leads where this item
is obtained:

* 3-6852 on p.44
* 2-5473 on p.36

g_._,-@};._;
T N e

Hint for Marker G2

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

If you've already been to the Hungarian club,
they mentioned a matchmaker there who
could be asked. Go and find them.

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 1-8312 on p.30

g_._,@;._:
T T e

Hint for Marker H1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. 1

At the Hungarian club, they mentioned a
Hungarian newspaper that most Hungarians
read. You could go to the editorial office.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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If you still need help, as a last resort [ Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 6-9387 on p.72

g_._,@u_,
€ T e

Hint for Marker H2

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

¢ 1-8031 on p.29

g_._,-@};._;
T N e

Hint for Marker J1

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

If you've already been to the editorial office of
Esti Hirlap, then you know that as soon as you
get a photo of Katica, you can place an ad in
the paper—maybe someone will know about
her.

Have you already spoken with your under-
world contact, Jimmy? At El Chico, and
in conversations with Johnny, certain under-
world elements came up. Maybe Jimmy
knows something about them.

If you still need help, as a last resort [ Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit one
or more of the following leads where this item
is obtained:

* 6-2721 on p.67
* 8-1933 on p.80

{___,@\___,
e+ T e

Hint for Marker I1

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. ]

If you've talked to Johnny, Tommy, and Lil-
lian, then you know that David and Katica left
around 2am to go to a bar. You should go
there too.

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 2-6265 on p.37

g_._,-@};._;
6 T e

Hint for Marker K1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

Toni mentioned the Hungarian club, where
you could ask around about Katica.

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit one
or more of the following leads where this item
is obtained:

* 5-1675 on p.55

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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* 5-3558 on p.59

Hint for Marker L1

L Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. J

Have you already spoken with your former
partner, Lucas, at the local police station?
David went there on Friday to turn himself in.

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

» 7-7336 on p.77

g_._,@u_,
e T e

Hint for Marker L2

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. J

Did you call Lucas? He probably already has
the results regarding the suitcase.

If you still need help, as a last resort [ Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit one
or more of the following leads where this item
is obtained:

* 3-8198 on p.46
* 6-1094 on p.66

Hint for Marker M1

{ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

David’s father has a record label company.
Have you contacted them yet?

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit one
or more of the following leads where this item
is obtained:

* 6-5182 on p.69
¢ 4-1025 on p.48

L-_/@—\_-_J
T T e

Hint for Marker N1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

Two nurses took care of David during the
month he was under Dr. Di Paolo’s treatment.
The doctor gave their names and also said that
they worked at Saint Vincent’s hospital. Have
you looked for them?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

e 5-5338 on p.63

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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Hint for Marker N2

( Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. ]

Two nurses took care of David during the
month he was under Dr. Di Paolo’s treatment.
The doctor gave their names and also said that
they worked at Saint Vincent’s hospital. Have
you looked for them?

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 5-6005 on p.64

g_._,@\_._,
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Hint for Marker Ol

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

David told you where he has been living since
he moved out. Have you been there yet?

If you still need help, as a last resort [ Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

e 2-2433 on p.35

g_._,@_._,
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Hint for Marker P1

L Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

You know from David’s father who treated the
boy for a nervous breakdown. Have you al-
ready contacted the doctor?

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 8-7720 on p.81

l“"@“‘_’
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Hint for Marker Q1

{ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

If you went to the address listed next to the
name ‘Ilike’ in Katica’s notebook, then you
spoke with the neighbor. She mentioned the
drunkard Isti. Maybe he could tell you where
to find Ilike. And where should you look for a
drunkard?

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

» 8-0808 on p.79
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Hint for Marker R1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

If you've already been to the bookstore where
Katica worked, then you know which night-
club the girl tried to sing at. Go visit that
nightclub!

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE
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If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 4-3767 on p.50

-._._,@\_._,
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Hint for Marker S1

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. ]

If you've already been to the train station, you
know they won’t let you near the luggage. But
they couldn’t refuse the police. Who could
you ask to help you?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 6-1222 on p.66
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Hint for Marker T1

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

David mentioned that they took a taxi to the
Village. They probably also took taxis later to
go from one bar or nightclub to another. It
would be worth visiting the Greenwich Village
taxi company, since you already have a con-
tact there.

If you still need help, as a last resort ] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit one

or more of the following leads where this item
is obtained:

¢ 2-0962 on p.35
* 1-9375 on p.31
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Hint for Marker Ul

{ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

If you've already talked to Ilike, you know
where Katica worked. Go visit that place!

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 5-4027 on p.61
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Hint for Marker V1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

David said he met Katica at Aunt Veronka’s
shop. Have you been there yet?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 3-0358 on p.40
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Hint for Marker W1

( Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. ]

Hint 1:

I wonder where Katica got the money for the
hairdresser and the new clothes. Someone
mentioned something...

You can read another hint below.

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 6-3676 on p.67

;._,@;._J
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Hint for Marker Y1

[ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

David mentioned that Katica checked in her
suitcase at the train station. Have you been
there yet?

L Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. }

Hint 2:

Katica had a valuable necklace she inherited
from her grandmother. I wonder where she
could have cashed it in?

If you still need help, as a last resort [ Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 6-7631 on p.70

Hint for Marker X1

Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log. ]

I wonder where Katica might have gone to be
transformed from a plain girl into a beautiful
red-haired beauty?

130

If you still need help, as a last resort [¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

* 6-9109 on p.71

g_._,@;._;
T T e

Hint for Marker Z1

{ Tick 2 demerit boxes in your case log.

Marika mentioned where she sent Katica.
Have you been to those places yet?

If you still need help, as a last resort |¥] Tick 2
demerit boxes in your case log, then visit the
following lead where this item is obtained:

¢ 4-3025 on p.49
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