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Instructions

You’ll need the New York Noir base game for this case.

You can download the rulebook,maps and directories from the nynoir.orgwebsiteORyou could
use the online map and directories.

Use these:

• Research Guide (at the end of the Rulebook)
• White Pages (with the Street Guide at the end)
• Yellow Pages
• Reverse Directory
• Fingerprint Directory
• Map Atlas

DON’T FORGET: You’re in 1926, so there’s no internet yet!

In other words: Only the materials provided with the gamemay be used.

If you need more information about a person or a subject you can visit your contacts. (Their
business cards can be found at the end of the Rulebook.)

Your contacts in this game:

Emiliana Alesica – head librarian, if you want to look up some information

CarmineMaranzano – underworld contact, if you want to visit clubs during Prohibition

Alistair Grey – private collector, who knows about occult subjects

During the game a lead takes half anhour or anhourmost of the time. If you look up something
but there’s no lead, no time passes.

Don’t forget: you can always use hints if you are stuck. You find them at the end of this book.
(And you only need to deduct points if you learn new information from them.)

Questions: 80 points

Every overtime lead: 1 demerit (-1 point)

Culture points: Maximum 20 (20 bonus points)

Reputation points: Maximum 10 (10 bonus points)

Every hint: 2 demerit (-2 points)

You will count your minus points by checking the ”Demerit” boxes, and the bonus points by
checking the ”Culture” boxes or the “Reputation” boxes on your case log.

Printing Suggestion

It may be worth printing out the suspects’ photos from the first eight pages of Document 33
separately as well (16 photos).
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CAMPAIGN LOG – optional

You can collect attribute points for Detective Lucas. (These points are not part of the scoring
of the case.) If you have already played The Collector Trilogy, you can continue using that same
campaign log.
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Introduction
10 PM - Sunday, October 31st, 1926

NYPD - 33rd Precinct, Washington Heights

You feel tired as you sit at your desk onOctober 31. You took tonight’s shift because youwanted to
catch up on paperwork. And because you didn’t feel like opening your door to trick-or-treating
morons.

Although it’s been more than a year since you requested a transfer to the Washington Heights
precinct, you still haven’t gotten used to the new place. It feels strange not working in the Village.
But you couldn’t stay after what happened two years ago. There were toomany ghosts haunting
you in Greenwich Village…

You down your coffee, shake yourself awake, and take out the first dossier. You’ve only written
down a few sentences when the phone rings. It’s the officer on duty at the front desk.

“Detective Lucas?”

“Yeah?”

“I just got a call about an attack… I mean, a supposed attack.”

“A what?”

“Well, sir, a certain butler rang just now, and he said his master was attacked by…”

“Yes? Spit it out, for heaven’s sake!”

“…by a ghost.”

“Are you joking with me? Or is this some kind of trick-or-treating attempt? Because I’m not
amused.”

“No, sir, I swear. The butler said he already called the hospital because he feared for his master’s
life.”

“And where exactly did this ‘ghost’ attack happen?”

“At a mansion, at 158-18 Riverside Dr W. At least I think that was the address. A young lady was
hysterically crying in the background, so it was hard to hear sometimes.”

“There’s a hysterical woman as well? Great. Just my luck.”

“The butler said it was a house party, sir, so I’m guessing there are other guests as well.”

“And who is the victim?”

“Well, that’s the reason I called you, Detective. It’s Robert Christie.”

“Should I know who that is?”

“The son of Mr. Arthur Christie, the director of the National City Bank, sir.”

“A bigwig, huh?”
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“Yes, sir.”

“All right, I’ll check it out. Tell the boys. Who’s in?”

“O’Connor, Murray, and Wilks, sir. I’ll send them to the car immediately.”

You close the dossier and put it back on top of the pile. It looks like the paperwork has to wait a
little longer because you have to go and hunt a ghost. Unbelievable.

This is not an ordinary day: no start or end, and you don’t need to track the time on Day 1. You
just have to go to the mentioned address.
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ENDOF DAY 1
“Don’t worry, my child. I know you’ll make the right choice,” the beautiful woman whispers in your ear.

At least, for some reason, you have the impression that she is beautiful. In truth, you can’t really get a good
look at her, because the stars on her dress are shining with a blinding light… Or are they not on her dress
at all, but on her skin? If only you could get a better look…

“The stele must be returned to where it belongs. Only then can the right decision be made. The decision
that will serve the best interests of everyone. Of all humanity…” the woman continues.

Her words seem to lull you into a trance, and you grow increasingly drowsy as you listen. Something inside
you tells you that you ought to pay attention, that what she is saying is terribly important. But it is becoming
harder and harder to fight the sleepiness. Your blinks grow longer, your eyelids almost too heavy to keep
open. Still, you can hear the woman whispering:

“My son and my grandson… Well, there have always been problems between them. They always find some-
thing to quarrel over. But there is nothing to be done about it. It has all been written already. Mortal!”

The woman’s sudden change of tone jolts you halfway out of your stupor.

“What? What is it? Who are you?” you demand, though you still can’t quite make out her face. Why are
those sequins on her dress shining so brightly? Or… what was it you thought they were a moment ago?

“Don’t concern yourself with my stars. Concern yourself with what I have told you! Do you hear me,
mortal? I know you will make the right choice. Look!”

Suddenly, you feel as though you have been torn from your own body. You begin to soar upward, higher
and higher, higher still!

As you begin to descend, you notice a group of people below. Or… are they even people at all? Their faces
are so strange. Perhaps they aren’t really faces. One of them seems to have the head of a jackal. Another,
who is busy writing something down, has a long, slender beak. As you draw closer, the scene below becomes
clearer. They are intently watching a set of scales.

What is that on one of the pans? You have the distinctive feeling that it belongs to you… Oh, God! Is it your
still-beating heart???”

You suddenly sit bolt upright in bed. Cold sweat has broken out across your forehead. What the
hell was that? Your heart is still pounding.

“Come on, Lucas. Don’t be ridiculous. It was just a bad dream,” you tell yourself in the darkness.

Somehow, the silence suddenly seems much more eerie than it should.

You shake your head and climb out of bed to get yourself a glass of water in the kitchen. You’ve
only just realized how dry your throat has become…
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Since you’re not going to be able to sleep anyway, you could go over the statements one more
time. Your first impression was that something didn’t quite add up, and that not everyone had
been entirely truthful about where they were, when they were there, and what they were doing.
Fortunately, you have themansion’s floor plans, so you can trace everyone’smovements through
the house. You can also put together a timeline of the evening’s events.

Who’s lying? In what way? (First impressions, observations.)

Jack

Helen

Ruth

Will

Evie

George

Dorothy

Betty

Margot

Johnny

Mary, the maid

Johnson, the butler

Madame Roberta, the fortune-teller

Great Mandrill, the magician
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DAY 2
9 AM -Monday, November 1st, 1926

NYPD - 33rd Precinct, Washington Heights

“Morning, Lucas. So, what are we tackling today? I take it we’re treating the kid’s death as a
possible homicide now?” O’Connor asks as you arrive at the office.

“You got it. Just came from the Chief. He’s givingme a free hand. Says we need to close this case
as soon as we can.”

“Wow. Now that’s something. So, where do we start? Want me to take yesterday’s stuff down to
the lab?”

“Yeah, that’s your first job. But don’t wait for them to finish analyzing everything—it could take
days. Keep checking in and ask for the preliminary results as they come in.”

“Got it. Preliminary results.” O’Connor eagerly starts scribbling in his notebook. “Anything
else?”

“I want to talk to everybody again. And take their fingerprints.”

“Fingerprints. Makes sense.” Your partner jots it down.

“The medical examiner won’t have anything for us until tomorrow, I suppose.”

“Tomorrow at the earliest. So we’ll have to wait on that. I’ll see if I can get him to move things
along, though. Anything else we can handle today?”

“We should take another look at the villa. We didn’t search it properly yesterday. Get Murray
andWilks, too. More eyes, more chances we’ll spot something. And they already know the case.”

“What time? Noon?”

“Yeah. And don’t be late. I’m not waiting around for you!” you call after O’Connor.

Lab Results

You can call the lab for preliminary results at the following times:

today at 5pm;

tomorrow at 10am, 2pm, and 5pm;

and the day after tomorrow at 10am.

Fingerprints

Whenever you speak to someone who was at the mansion, you will obtain their fingerprints.
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Day start: 9am. Day end: 10pm.

You are now ready to start your day. On a blank case log sheet, record that it isDay 2 and that the
current time is 9am. Then close this case book and begin searching for leads in the directories.

When you reach 10pm (or finish an action that causes you to move past it), your day ends, so
you can go to the ‘End of Day 2’ section.
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ENDOF DAY 2
“Come now, Uncle. You can do better than that!” the bird-headed one teases his companion, who has the
head of a dog. Or perhaps an anteater? But what’s with those long ears?

“Do you really think your ridiculous words are going to have any effect on me?” the weird-headed creature
replies with contempt.

Both men are bare-chested, wearing nothing but something resembling a loincloth. Or perhaps some sort
of skirt. They are tall and muscular, their skin bronzed. They circle each other warily, ready to spring at
any moment. One of them even seems to be growling.

“Careful, Uncle. At this rate, you’ll frighten the poor mortal to death with all that growling.” The bird-
headed one glances at you.

What? Is he talking about you?

“Well, mortal? Lost your nerve?” he asks, turning to you.

You suddenly feel very uncomfortable. Are you supposed to answer? Who the hell are these creatures? And
where the hell are you?

“Uh… hello. I’m Detective Lucas with the New Yor—” you begin your usual introduction, but stop halfway
through. Somehow, mentioning the New York Police Department doesn’t seem particularly relevant here.

The bird-headed creature lets out a sharp, shrill cry. Sounds like he’s laughing at you.

The other one, however, remains completely serious. He looks you straight in the eye.

“Pay no attention to my nephew, mortal. Your task is to find the stele and destroy it! Do so, and you will
receive a reward beyond anything you could possibly imagine or dream of…”

“Now, now, Uncle. What kind of corruption is this? Mortal, I hope you’re not going to listen to whoever
offers the most! The stakes are far too great to be decided on such petty terms. Listen carefully! The key to
the future is in your hands. Or at least, it soon will be. Give the stele to the magician when you find it. He
knows exactly what must be done!”

You stare at the two men—or whatever the hell they are—in bewilderment.

What are they talking about?

“Don’t listen to them!” comes the familiar woman’s voice from behind you. “Remember what I told you last
night!”

“Mother? What are you doing here? And why do you always have to interfere in everything?” says the
weird-headed one.

“Yes, Grandmother. I think you’d better stay out of this one!” the bird-headed one adds.

You decide to take advantage of the moment, while the strange creatures’ attention is focused elsewhere.
Slowly, you begin to back away.

“Do you really think I’m going to leave the fate of mortals in the hands of you two quarrelsome dandies? I
should say not!” continues the star-covered woman.
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“Dandies? Did you just call me a dandy, Mother? I can hardly believe my ears. I’ve been accused of many
things over the millennia, but never that.”

“Well, Grandmother, that just proves you’re not the goddess of the future. Even your insults are hopelessly
out of date. Though I can’t say they’re entirely inaccurate. No offense, Uncle, but that new perfume you’re
wearing… well, it’s absolutely dreadful.”

“Rrrrrgh!”

A savage roar tears from the throat of the weird-headed creature.

To hell with backing away slowly!

You turn and run with all your strength.

Behind you comes a cacophony of snarls and animalistic roars. It sounds as though two wild beasts are
tearing each other apart in a fight to the death.

You have to get out of here. Now!

You force yourself onward with every last ounce of strength.

What’s that in the distance? It looks like a gate.

That’s it! Maybe you can escape this accursed place through it. You just have to make it that far.

Sweat pours down your face. Your side is stabbing with pain, and your temples are pounding. Come on.
Come on!

You’re almost there…

You sit bolt upright in bed, gasping for breath.

You’re drenched in sweat. Your temples are pounding, and your side aches...

What the hell is happening to you?

You try to climb out of bed, but your legs are hopelessly weak, as though you really had been
running for your life.

A chill runs down your spine. Every hair on your body stands on end.

“Come on, Lucas! Stop this nonsense! It’s just childish dreams and fantasies…”

But your words ring hollow in the empty room.

When you’re ready to start Day 3, turn this page.
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DAY 3
9 AM - Tuesday, November 2nd, 1926

Today, you continue with what you started yesterday: tracking down the witnesses and having
the evidence you’ve lined up analyzed. By now, the coroner’s report should also be ready, so
you can give the coroner a call as well. And don’t forget about your lab appointments.

Ideally, you’d like to wrap up the case and have the report finished by 2pm tomorrow.

Day start: 9am. Day end: 10pm.

You are now ready to start your day. On a blank case log sheet, record that it is Day 3 and that
the current time is 9am. Then continue to follow leads.

When you reach 10pm (or finish an action that causes you to move past it), your day ends, so
you can go to the ‘End of Day 3’ section.
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ENDOF DAY 3
For once, the night passes without a single nightmare.

You sleep soundly, almost peacefully, with Stella curled up in your arms. Every now and then,
you stir when she shifts against you, perhaps searching for a more comfortable position. You
wake just enough to notice her moving, but within moments you are drifting off again.

No strange voices. No impossible figures. No visions of ancient gods or mysterious women
whispering in your ear.

Just the quiet darkness of the room, the steady rhythm of Stella’s breathing, and the warmth of
her body beside you.

By morning, you realize you have slept through the night almost without interruption. For the
first time in days, you wake feeling rested.
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DAY 4
9 AM -Wednesday, November 3rd, 1926

You arrive at the police station in high spirits, whistling a little tune to yourself. There are still
a few things you need to take care of during the morning, but you’re confident you’ll have the
case wrapped up by noon.

For once, the morning doesn’t feel like a long, uphill fight. You’ve got a few loose ends to tie up,
a couple of people to talk to, and some reports to look over, but nothing that should keep you
there past lunchtime.

Day start: 9am. Day end: 2pm.

You are now ready to start your day. On a blank case log sheet, record that it is Day 4 and that
the current time is 9am.

This is the last day of the investigation. If you still have leads to follow, you can do that now. You
have one more toxicology lab appointment, and the fingerprint results will be around 11am.

You need these fingerprints:

Those of the suspects – Doc 34 through 48

Those found on objects – Doc 49 through 52

You need these documents: Doc 6, 13, 14, 16, 20, 22, 32

And thesemarkers: If youhave circledMarkerC1onyour case tracking sheet, if youhave circled
MarkerQ1 on your case tracking sheet, if you have circledMarkerH1 on your case tracking sheet

When you reach 2pm (or finish an action that causes you to move past it), your investigation
ends, so you have to go to the ‘Questions.’
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LEADS
STOP!

WARNING! Do not read through the
rest of this document like a book from begin-
ning to end. Lead entries aremeant 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.
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1-2054
The Foxhole
120 W. 69th St, LS-26

If it’s 8 pm or later, AND If you have circled
Document 25 on your case tracking sheet, go
to 3-7432 (p.43).

Otherwise:

You have to wait until 8 o’clock, and you need
a membership card to get in.

1-2687
Adler, Jack
187 Mulberry St, LI-20
Time: 30minutes

You step into a noisy, bustling building. Italian
voices can be heard all around you.

“Giovanni, dove diavolo sei stato stavolta?”

“I’m coming, I’m coming, Mamma! Don’t get
mad!”

You ask awoman sitting in the courtyard, sort-
ing vegetables into a basket, about the Adlers.

“Up stairs, first floor, over there,” the woman
says, pointing upward. “But who you be,
huh? What you want with Maria? She got
enough troubles with the children. Her hus-
band, Michele, a drunk. Drink take him to
grave. Ay-ay, poor Maria, left all alone with so
many bambini. Mamma mia! Even most old
boy, he nothing but trouble. Every night he
go wandering, never home!”

You thank the woman for her help and head
upstairs in the direction she indicated. Ev-
erywhere you look, the overcrowding and
poverty are startling.

The Adlers’ door is open. A woman is scold-
ing a small boy in Italian in the middle of the
kitchen. The poor little fellow sniffles as he
wipes his nose on his shirt sleeve.

“Perché te lo dico sempre di stare attento ai tuoi
vestiti! Che credi, dove li trovo i soldi per comprarti
un paio di pantaloni nuovi?”

You knock on the open door.

“Excuse me, ma’am. Am I speaking to Mrs.
Adler?”

“Who you?” the woman snaps angrily, turning
toward you. The little boy seizes the opportu-
nity and slips past you through the doorway.

“Giovanni! Torna subito qui!” hismother shouts
after him. If anything, she looks even angrier
when she turns back to you. You straighten up
and introduce yourself.

“I’m John Lucas, Detective with the New York
Police Department. I’m looking for your son,
Jack.”

“Why? What want policeman with my Jack?
He good boy, bring money home, help his
mamma, like good boy.”

“Your son isn’t in any trouble. I just want to
speak with him about what happened at the
Halloween party.”

“What? I no understand.”

“On October 31st. Do you know where your
son was that night?”

“He work, every night. Always work, make
money, help family. Very resource boy.”

“You mean resourceful?”

“Yes, yes, that.”

“I see. And where is he working?”

“Where? Here and there, everyplace. Not
know.”

“And where can I find your son now?”
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“I not know. He grown man. He no need give
account to nobody.”

“I understand. Well, in any case, thank you for
your help, ma’am.”

CircleMarker G1 on your case tracking
sheet.

1-5475
Bottle (contd. from 4-3891 on p.59)

The following fingerprints were found on the
bottle:

CircleDocument 51 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 51 (Prints found on the bottle), which
can be found at the back of this case book
on page 267.

Before you reveal the result, you can guess
whose (one or more person’s) fingerprints
were found on it. If you get it right, you can
earn bonus points.

1-5818
Broken vial (contd. from 8-6951 on p.97)

A usable fingerprint was found on one of the
glass shards.

CircleDocument 52 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 52 (Prints found on the vial shard),
which can be found at the back of this case
book on page 269.

Before you reveal the result, you can guess
whose fingerprint was found on it. If you get
it right, you can earn bonus points.

1-6752
Racquet and Tennis Club
370 Park Ave, TS-42
Time: 60 minutes

After a good deal of questioning—and a little
pressure—you finally get one of the employ-
ees to track down the blonde girl. Apparently,
she is in the ladies’ locker room, sobbing.

“Is anyone else in the locker room?”

“No, sir. Just Miss Nowak.”

“Then stay here and keep watch at the door.
See that we’re not disturbed,” you tell the star-
tled employee, and step through the locker-
room door.

“B-but, Detective, I don’t think—” the poor
girl begins, but fortunately, she stays where
you told her.

Inside, you find Evie sitting on a bench, her
face buried in her hands, sobbing.
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You sit down on the bench opposite her.

“Miss Nowak? Miss Nowak!”

At first, she doesn’t seem to hear you. Then, at
the second, firmer call, she looks up.

“What? Who—who are you? What do you
want?”

“I’m Detective John Lucas. Don’t you remem-
ber me, Miss Nowak?”

The girl rubs her eyes frantically and blows
her nose.

“Detective Lucas? Oh… yes. I remember now.
I’m sorry. I didn’t recognize you.”

“That’s all right. Could you spare me a few
minutes? I’d like to ask you a few questions
and I’ll need your fingerprints as well, miss.”

She looks back at you in surprise: “My finger-
prints? But why?”

“I need the fingerprints of everyone who was
at the mansion.”

She hesitates, then nods.

CircleDocument 39 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 39 (Evie’s fingerprints), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
243.

“I know this is difficult, Miss Nowak, but I’d
like to ask you about Halloween night. I as-
sume you’ve heard by now that Mr. Christie
is dead.”

The girl swallows hard and nods. Then, in a
whisper, she adds:

“And you don’t believe the ghost killed Rob-
bie, do you?”

“That’s right. Now, first I’d like to ask you
about the statement you gave my colleague.
You told him that you left the drawing room
at about 8:50 because you intended to use the
bathroom. But I have a feeling that wasn’t
quite the whole story.”

The girl hesitates for a moment. Then she
takes a deep breath and begins.

“What a fool Imade ofmyself! But that ridicu-
lous fortune-teller put all sorts of nonsense
into my head. She told me I was going to find
the love I’d been waiting for, that my wishes
were about to come true—perhaps that very
night. It sounds absurd now. But at the time,
I believed every word of it.

When I saw Robbie leave the drawing room, I
went after him a little while later. I had to look
around for a bit, but eventually I found him
upstairs in the attic. He had just come out of
one of the rooms.

I don’t knowwhere I found the nerve. I’d been
hopelessly in love with him for years, but I’d
never seriously considered telling him. Per-
haps I’d had too much to drink. I don’t know.
But Robbie turned me down, of course.

It was awful. It felt as though he’d put a knife
straight through my heart. He was so cold. So
hard. And all that time I’d thought we were at
least friends. I had done everything he ever
asked of me. Everything. And there, in that
attic, he spoke to me as though I were a com-
plete stranger.

Frankly, I still don’t understand it. It wasn’t as
though hewas in lovewithHelen. We all knew
thatmarriagewas going to be an arrangement,
nothing more. That’s how these things are
done in our set. But that doesn’t mean you
can’t love someone else—someone your heart
chooses…”

At thosewords, her eyes fill with tears again, so
you quickly steer the conversation elsewhere.

“I also wanted to ask you about Mr. McCul-
lagh. It seems to me that the young man
doesn’t care for you very much.”

Evie suddenly laughs. It is a slightly hysterical
laugh.

“Oh, Will! Yes. Well, he and I can’t stand each
other.”

“May I ask why?”
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“Robbie, of course. Who else? Everything
in our little circle seemed to begin and end
with him. Robbie was the leader. He was
the cleverest, the boldest, themost dangerous.
The girls adored him. The boys either envied
him or wanted to be like him.

Will was always so proud, so arrogant. He was
trying to have Robbie to himself, and I was
forever getting in his way. At first he was
merely annoyed. Later, he began to hate me
openly. But I never let him get the better of
me. Whenever he picked a fight, I gave as
good as I got.

George, of course, never took my side in any
of our arguments. He always tried to remain,
as he put it, ‘neutral.’ And yet he’s so terri-
bly proud of himself for being such a human-
itarian person. I’ve told him more than once
that the truly humanitarian thing would be to
take the side of his poor, delicate little sister
when she’s arguing with some big, rough boy.
Of course, George just laughed and said I was
twisting the meaning of words to suit myself,
and that I’d never hadmuch of a head for lan-
guage, so I oughtn’t to strain myself. What a
dreadful brother!

Fortunately, Robbie often took my side.
That’s why I thought that perhaps he…”

She trails off.

“But it doesn’t matter now. None of it matters
anymore…”

And once again, the girl breaks down in tears.

Time to go.

“Thank you for your help, Miss Nowak. I’ll
send someone in to look after you in a mo-
ment.”

If you anticipated her answer:

Tick 1 reputation box on your case track-
ing sheet.

1-8347
NY Public Library - History & Biography
476 5th Ave, TL-6 (3rd fl. west)
Time: 30minutes

If you want to read about Egyptian gods and
goddesses and the Book of the Dead,

Circle Document 6 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 6 (Gods), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 119.

•

1-9205
Dagger (contd. from 4-3891 on p.59)

The following fingerprints were found on the
handle of the dagger:

CircleDocument 50 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 50 (Prints found on the dagger),
which can be found at the back of this case
book on page 265.

Before you reveal the result, you can guess
whose (one or more person’s) fingerprints
were found on it. If you get it right, you can
earn bonus points.
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1-9686
Dr. Antoine, Robert, Psychoanalyst
300 Central Park W., UW-5 (apt. 16c)
Time: 30minutes

“Yes, Mr. Christie came to see me in early
June. He was suffering from recurring night-
mares. His family physician had prescribed
him something to help him sleep, but it had
done little to relieve the trouble. That waswhy
he consulted me.”

“And what sort of nightmares were they?”

“Let me see… I have it here in my notes.
Yes. He was being pursued by creatures with
the bodies of men and the heads of animals.
There was also a woman dressed in a gown
covered with stars. But the dreams were not
the only matter troubling him. He spoke
of strange voices, too—voices he would hear
from time to time while he was quite awake.
He described them as whispers, almost as
though someone were standing behind him
and speaking directly into his ear.”

“And what did these voices say?” you ask, a
chill running down your spine.

“They seemed to be trying to frighten him,
much as the nightmares did.”

“And what did you do about it, Doctor?”

“I explained to Mr. Christie that the source
of the trouble might well lie deep within his
subconscious. I suggested that we try hypno-
sis. By taking him back into his childhood,
wemight be able to discover something about
his early experiences—his relationship with
his mother, for instance. Many of the difficul-
ties we suffer in later life have their beginnings
there.”

“And did the treatment help?”

“Mr. Christie declined the treatment at first.
But he cameback in earlyOctober because the
nightmares had continued. By then, he was
willing to give my method a try.”

“And what did you find?”

“Well, Detective, I should caution you that the
results of my work cannot be measured quite
so simply as those of a family physician. A
man comes to his doctor with a complaint,
the doctor gives him a prescription, and if the
complaint disappears, one may say the treat-
ment has succeeded. Matters are rather more
complicated in my profession. The causes are
not always apparent, and the work generally
takes time.

In that first session, Mr. Christie and I had
only just begun to get beneath the surface,
so to speak. We went back to his childhood,
and it became clear that his mother had been
a very distant figure in his life—someone he
could scarcely reach. He was always waiting
for her, longing for her, but she was seldom
there.

We even came upon what appeared to be a
considerable amount of anger in the child to-
ward his mother. He seemed to want to pun-
ish her for always being away.

I asked Mr. Christie whether he had ever felt
anger toward women, or whether he had ever
experienced a desire to punish them. You see,
the emotional patterns formed in childhood
have a way of repeating themselves in later
life. We often recreate, without realizing it,
the same wants and frustrations we experi-
enced as children.”

“And what did Mr. Christie say to that?”

“According to my notes, he became rather
defensive. He insisted that we return to his
dreams. He said that was what he had come
to me about—not his relations with women.

I tried to make him understand that the man-
ifest difficulty—the nightmares, in this case—
might merely be the outward sign of some
deeper, hidden trouble. My purpose was to
discover what lay beneath it.”

“And did you?”

“Unfortunately, Mr. Christie never came back
for another treatment, so I’m afraid I cannot
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tell you much more than that, Detective. I re-
gret that I cannot be of greater assistance.”
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2-2940
Arthur Christie (contd. from 5-2953 on p.74)
Time: 60 minutes

“I can give you ten minutes, Detective. What
can I do for you?”

“Mr. Christie, I’m investigating your son’s
death, and you’re telling me you have ten
minutes for me?” You look at the arrogant
man seated like a little king behind the desk
of his enormous office.

“Detective, I’m sure you know the
expression—time is money. There’s hardly
a place in New York where that is more true
than in this office. If you were here about any-
thing less serious, you might not have seen
me for another month. So I hope you’ll un-
derstand now that I’m taking my son’s death
quite seriously.”

“I see. Then let’s get to the point. I went to
your home first and tried to speak with Mrs.
Christie, but I’m afraid I didn’t get very far.”

The man’s expression softens for a moment.

“My wife… Yes. Robbie’s death has been a ter-
rible shock to her. She was never particularly
strong, even before this. You were right to
come to me. Though I’m afraid I can’t tell
you very much. I haven’t seen Robbie since
earlyOctober. He’d been living on his own for
some time. We sawhimonce or twice amonth
at family dinner, when he came around.”

“I see. And how were things between the two
of you? Were you and your son on good
terms?”

The man looks out the office window for a
moment before turning back. His eyes seem
a little damp.

“Robbie and I… well, we didn’t always agree.
He had a habit of getting some idea into his
head and running with it, and I would try to
talk some sense into him. This latest business
was no different. He decided he was going to
become an archaeologist and go off to Egypt.
Find buried treasure, just as Carter did. It was
a childish notion.

I let him have his way for a while. I thought
he’d get tired of it. So I allowed him to rent
that old house and carry on with his ‘research.’
He even had a telephone put in, claiming he
was going to use the place as an office.

But after a few months, I’d had enough. I told
him it was time he came into the firm and got
down to some serious work. He took it badly.
Said it was none of my business how he chose
to spend his time.

I told him that was his affair. But if he wanted
to live that way, he would have to pay for it
himself. I wasn’t going to keep financing his
extravagant habits.”

“When was that?”

“Sometime in July. I can’t remember the ex-
act date. We didn’t see him for more than a
month after that. Then he turned up at din-
ner in September as though nothing had hap-
pened. He must have found himself some
other source of money. I didn’t ask where.”

“And his fiancée, Helen Harrison?”

“Well, at least he listened to me about Helen.
I’ll give him that. I met her father, Adrian, less
than a year ago. Since then, our families have
become quite close.

They’re a very old family, well established and
very well regarded. One of the better families
in Manhattan. Naturally, I was pleased when
the engagement was announced. We had a
very nice party.

But I suppose none of that matters now…”

Mr. Christie turns back toward the window.

The telephone suddenly rings.

He starts slightly and picks up the receiver.
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“Christie speaking. One moment…”

He looks toward you.

“I’m afraid that’s all the time I have today, De-
tective. I’m sorry.”

“Thank you for your time, Mr. Christie. Good
day.”

You rise and leave the office as the banker
turns his attention to the telephone and re-
sumes his business.

2-4098
The Mansion - Day 2 (contd. from 8-1966 on p.95)
Time: 60 minutes

By the time you reach the mansion at noon,
your colleagues are already waiting for you.
The sun has only recently come out, and in
its pale light the mansion looks pitifully de-
serted. There’s nothing frightening about it.
You take out the keys, and the four of you en-
ter the house.

“I’ll search the drawing room and the parlor.
O’Connor, you take the rest of the ground
floor. Murray, check upstairs. Wilks, the at-
tic is yours.”

Everyone nods and heads off in their assigned
directions.

You enter the drawing room. At first glance,
everything seems to be exactly as you left it
last night. The card table is still in the mid-
dle of the room, and the fortune-teller’s lit-
tle table stands in front of the window. Along
the sideboard are empty plates, alongwith un-
used cups and glasses. Nothing interesting so
far.

You walk into the parlor. The Ouija board
is still here, sitting motionless on the table.
You walk around the table, then pull back the
heavy curtains to let the sunlight in. One

overturned chair and six others. Apparently,
there’s nothing interesting here either…

Wait a minute! Something glints on the floor
beside the overturned chair. You crouch down
for a closer look. It appears to be a small shard
of glass. You scan the floor around the chair,
all the way to the window. You even look be-
neath the floor-length curtains.

Well, well!

CircleMarkerM1 on your case tracking
sheet.

Carefully, you collect the glass shards in a
small evidence bag.

Before long, the others join you in the parlor.

“I didn’t find anything worth mentioning,”
O’Connor says.

“Neither did I,” Murray adds.

“I found something,” Wilks says, holding up
an evidence bag. “There was a large trunk in
the attic room. Inside, I found this dagger. I
know, I know, no one was stabbed last night,
but I figured it might be worth checking for
fingerprints, just in case.”

“That trunk belongs to the magician,” you tell
Wilks. “It was full of props for his act. I saw
the dagger myself last night, but I assumed it
was one of those theatrical trick daggers. You
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know, the kind where the blade retracts into
the handle, so they’re harmless.”

“Well, this isn’t a stage dagger. It’s real. And it
looks pretty sharp, too.”

You eye the evidence bag in Wilks’s hand
thoughtfully.

“Really? Then we’d better take it with us. Any-
thing else, gentlemen?”

All three shake their heads.

“Then it’s time to go.”

2-7306
Vial shards (contd. from 7-3520 on p.88)
Time: 30minutes

“The vial contained strychnine dissolved in al-
cohol. Shall we send the glass shards over to
the fingerprint boys, just in case they can find
anything?”

“Yes, definitely.”

CircleMarker N1 on your case tracking
sheet.

2-8757
NYPD - Toxicology / Chem Lab
21 Ann St, CC-65
Time: 60 minutes

Which result would you like to see?

Day 2 at 5pm, go to 7-1106 (p.84).

Day 3 at 10am, go to 4-5034 (p.60).

Day 3 at 2pm, go to 5-6411 (p.76).

Day 3 at 5pm, go to 3-2777 (p.37).

Day 4 at 10am, go to 7-3520 (p.88).
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3-1161
New York Presbyterian Hospital
622 W. 168th St, WH-84
Time: 30minutes

On the way back to the station, you turn off
toward the hospital. The emergency ward
is crowded with people. Hardly surprising—
Halloween night always brings its share of ac-
cidents. People have a way of carrying their
pranks a little too far, or getting rather too en-
thusiastic about “trick or treat.”

Fortunately, showing your badge gets you
through without much trouble, and before
long you’re directed to Dr. Nikolai, the doc-
tor who attended to Robbie.

“The young fellow brought in a little after ten?
Oh, yes - I’m afraid there was nothing we
could do for him. He died at 10:50pm. I’m
quite certain he’d taken a powerful poison. I
couldn’t say precisely what it was, though. A
number of poisons produce much the same
symptoms. The autopsy will tell us more.

“Can you tell me, Doctor, when Mr. Christie
might have taken the poison?” you ask.

“I’m afraid it would be difficult to say, even
approximately. It depends upon the poison.
If it were arsenic, for example, he might have
taken it several hours earlier. If it were liquid
nicotine, however, it would likely have been
right before he collapsed. As I said, we’ll know
more after the autopsy.

Ah, and before I forget: there was a diary in
the inside pocket of the young man’s coat. If
you’d like it, Detective, I can have the nurse
see if she can locate it.”

“Yes, I’d appreciate that. Thank you, Doctor.”

CircleDocument 15 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 15 (Diary), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 147.

Your day will end after you read the state-
ments, so you can go to the ‘End of Day 1’ sec-
tion.

3-1981
CI (contd. from 3-8721 on p.46)

Want to go to theClub Intime? It’s at theHard-
ing Hotel. Stella can get you in there.

3-2392
Garber, D.
156-20 Riverside Dr W., WH-131
Time: 60 minutes

You ring the bell at the gate of the house across
from the villa for a long time. No answer.
You look up and down the street. There’s no
one around. You climb over the fence and
cautiously make your way around the house,
peering through thewindows. It seems no one
is home.

When you reach the back of the house, you
come across a small glass-paneled door. It ap-
pears to be the back entrance leading into the
kitchen. You cautiously try the handle, and to
your great surprise, it gives under your hand.
You step inside.

Everything is quiet, and the house still appears
deserted. You slowly make your way through
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the ground floor. There is a spacious living
room and a library. Everything is clean and
orderly, as though the occupants had only just
left.

You cautiously climb the creaking wooden
staircase to the upper floor. There is a small
parlor and three bedrooms. One is decorated
in rather masculine colors, another is bright
and youthful, while the third smells strongly
ofmothballs and something else, a nauseating
smell. There are lace doilies everywhere and
an embroidery hoop resting at the side of the
bed.

But there isn’t a single photograph or per-
sonal item anywhere that might reveal any-
thing about the people who live here. Strange.

You return to the groundfloor. Younotice that
the staircase continues downward, perhaps to
a cellar or basement. You saw a candlestick in
the parlor, so you fetch it, light the candles,
and start making your way down.

What you find below is astonishing. It is as
though you have stepped onto a theatrical
set prepared for a scene called The Magician’s
Room. There is certainly no shortage of cu-
rious things to investigate here. You take a
careful look around. Your eyes first settle on
a mantel.

You walk over to the bookcase. Its shelves
are filled with books on all manner of rituals,
black magic, and the occult.

You reach the far side of the room. Beside a
huge table stands a lectern, with an open book
resting on it. The book looks extremely old.
The pages depict some kind of ritual.

CircleDocument 13 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 13 (Old book), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 143.

There are several other intriguing things scat-
tered across the table. An open diary, with a
stack of papers beside it.

CircleDocument 10 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 10 (Garber’s Diary), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
137.

CircleDocument 12 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 12 (Papers on table), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
141.

Suddenly, a draft sweeps through the room.
The door to the basement slams shut, and the
candles go out. You are left in complete dark-
ness. Your heart pounding, you begin feeling
your way toward the exit.

“Easy, Lucas. It was just a draft. Remem-
ber, you don’t believe in any of this hocus-
pocus!” you tell yourself out loud as you stum-
ble through the pitch-black room.

There! At last, you find the door. Your heart
is still pounding in your throat as you press
down on the handle, because you’re not sure
whether you’ll be able to open it. Fortunately,
the handle gives easily, and the door swings
open.
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A little light filters down from above, allowing
you to make your way onward more quickly.
You take one last look around the ground
floor.

“Hello? Is anyone here?”

You listen. But the only answer is dead silence.
You make your way toward the kitchen, pull
the little glass-paneled door shut behind you,
and leave the house.

3-2777
Dagger (contd. from 2-8757 on p.34)

If you have circled Marker M1 on your case
tracking sheet, go to 3-9570 (p.47)

3-3123
Majestic Theatre
245 W. 44th St, TS-82

“No, the Valentino group hasn’t arrived yet to-
day. I don’t know exactly when they’re ex-
pected. Have you tried asking the organizers?”

3-4669
HI (contd. from 3-8721 on p.46)

Stella hasn’t heard of this place before.

3-4966
Maranzano Import-Export
255 Canal St, LI-40
Time: 90minutes

“Hello, Lucas, old boy! Haven’t seen you in
ages! What’s the occasion?”

“I could use a little makeover.”

“What? Finally going to start taking better
care of yourself and ditch that trench coat and
cheap suit? Did you get a promotion? Or did
some inheritance suddenly fall into your lap?”

“Nothing like that. I just need to borrow a few
things. I’d like to get into a couple of clubs and
speakeasies, but looking like this, I don’t stand
much of a chance.”

The man laughs.

“Well, yes, Lucas, you’ve got cop written all
over you from amile away. But leave yourself
in my hands. I promise, by the time I’m fin-
ished with you, even your own mother won’t
recognize you. Niccolo!” Maranzano calls to-
ward the doorway.

A tiny man immediately scurries in.

“Yes, Boss!”

“The Detective needs a complete makeover.
You know, the usual. Suit from De Caro,
shoes from Florsheim, haircut and shave at
the Paramount…”

“Yes, Boss. Detective, if you’ll come with me.”

You follow the little man somewhat awk-
wardly. What you won’t do for the job… You
really ought to get a promotion for this.

One hour later

“Lucas, is that really you? Well, well! Look
at you, handsome devil! Who would have
thought? I told you, by the time we were done
with you, even your own mother wouldn’t
recognize you. You look like some wealthy
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businessman. Now all you need is to meet
Stella, and you’ll be ready to conquer the
night” Maranzano says, grinning.

“Stella?” You nervously tug at your brand-new
shirt collar, which feels as though it’s trying to
strangle you.

“Oh, Lucas, what’s with all the fidgeting in
those new clothes? You’ll give yourself away
in no time. Wealthy gentlemen are used to
wearing clothes like this. Just relax. Be nat-
ural. Like this. See how I do it?”

You stop fussing with your clothes and try to
adopt a more relaxed pose. You feel like a
complete idiot.

“That’s it! Much better. Now, here’s a let-
ter. Take it to the After Hours club and ask
for Stella. She’ll get you into any club or
speakeasy you want.”

You take the letter.

“Thanks, Caro. I owe you one.”

“You certainly do, pal. But don’t worry. I’m
sure you’ll get a chance to return the favor.”

CircleMarker K1 on your case tracking
sheet.

3-5705
Braunschweiger Old World Furniture
1253 Saint Nicholas Ave, WH-60
Time: 30minutes

“Yes, sir. We built the table for Mr. Christie,
using the blueprint he brought us. He wanted
us to fit it with a concealed magnetic control
mechanism. He also asked us to add a hidden
compartment underneath the tabletop. That
part wasn’t on the original blueprint. The
compartment is about 52.5 by 32 by 5 cen-
timeters, so roughly 20 by 12 by 2 inches, and
it can be opened by pressing a concealed but-
ton.

We delivered the table to 158-18 Riverside Dr
W. at half past six, just as we had arranged. Mr.
Christie was already there waiting for us. He
showed us where he wanted everything and
supervised the assembly. It took us about half
an hour to put the table together and set it up
in the parlor.

He seemed quite pleased with the work. He
had already paid half the agreed price as a de-
posit, so once we were finished, he paid the
remaining half.

Here’s the blueprint we worked from.”

CircleDocument 21 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 21 (Trick table), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 163.

38



3-5865
NYPD - Chief Medical Examiner (contd. from 4-7384
on p.67)
Time: 30minutes

“Yes, I have the results. The young man was
in good physical condition. There were no
marks of violence upon his person. Just as
Dr. Nikolai suspected, poison was the cause
of death.

There was no alcohol in his blood. His stom-
ach contained a small amount of food; he
may have eaten sandwiches shortly before his
death. There was some coffee in his stomach
as well.

And I found strychnine, without question.
That was what killed him. Hemust have swal-
lowed a lethal dose no more than an hour or
two before his death. I’d say it was adminis-
tered in something he ate or drank.”

“I see. Could you send me the victim’s finger-
prints?”

“Certainly.”

“Thanks.”

CircleDocument 34 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 34 (Victim’s fingerprints), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 233.

3-6471
Cotton Club (contd. from 8-9436 on p.101)
Time: 60 minutes

The upscale nightclub is located in North
Harlem, occupying the upper floor of a build-
ing above a theater.

“Originally it was called Club Delux, and was
owned by the heavyweight champion Jack
Johnson, but Owney Madden took it over,”
Stella begins, launching into her unusual lit-
tle guided tour.

“Madden?” you ask, but the girl doesn’t get a
chance to answer, because you are admitted to
the club.

 

 

listen to the audio
(https://nynoir.org/f/
theMansion/EverybodyStomp.m4a).

The place is decorated in a plantation style,
clearly meant to evoke the antebellum South,
with palm trees and mahogany accents de-
signed to appeal to its wealthy patrons—all of
them white, of course. On the stage, mean-
while, black performers entertain the crowd.

“Ah, Andy is playing tonight. And look, Bo-
jangles is dancing.”

“Who?” you ask the girl, unsure whether you
heard her correctly.

“Andy Peer is the leader of the club’s orches-
tra, and Bill Robinson—whom everyone calls
Bojangles—is a famous tap dancer. Seriously,
do you ever go out?” Stella gives you a disap-
proving look.

“No. Not usually,” you answer lamely.

But Stella just laughs.
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“Come on, let’s sit close to the dance floor. I
hope we’ll see Ethel or Adelaide here tonight,
too.”

You decide not to ask who those women are
and simply follow Stella to an empty table.

After you order drinks, you start scanning the
crowd. You spot a few Hollywood actors and
actresses sitting at the tables. Well, at least you
recognize them.

Finally, you spot two more familiar faces:
Miss Kocsis and Mr. Nowak.

“I’ll be back soon,” you tell Stella, but the
girl barely pays attention. She’s watching the
dancers on the stage.

The boy and girl are so engrossed in conversa-
tion that they don’t even notice you approach-
ing.

“Come on, George! What’s the point of keep-
ing this a secret any longer? I’m sorry about
Robbie’s death too, but at least now you can
finally ask me to marry you,” Miss Kocsis says.

“It’s not that simple,” the boy replies.

“What? But you told me the only reason
we couldn’t make our relationship public was
Robbie!”

“Yes, sir?” George notices you standing beside
their table. “Can I help you with something?”

“Well, well, Mr. Nowak. Don’t you recog-
nize me?” you ask. “I’m actually here under-
cover, so I’d appreciate it if you called me Mr.
Rogers. How good to see you, Miss Kocsis.”
You sit down beside them without warning.

Ruth’s mouth falls open.

“Detec—”

“Shh! Mr. Rogers, if you please.”

“But what are you doing here? And how did
you even get in? And why are you dressed
like that?” the girl asks, still completely bewil-
dered.

“The answer is simple. I wanted to talk to the
two of you.”

“But why? Your colleagues already ques-
tioned us pretty thoroughly on the night of
the party,” George says suspiciously. His voice
is noticeably tense.

“Which brings me to my first question. Miss
Kocsis, I’m afraid youweren’t entirely truthful
with my colleague when you said you went to
the bathroom on the first floor at nine. And
Mr. Nowak wasn’t completely honest in his
statement either.” You glance pointedly at
their clasped hands.

George lowers his eyes, but Ruth defiantly lifts
her chin.

“You’re right. The truth is, I followed George
upstairs, and we slipped into an empty room
where… well, we spent some time together.
But that little detail really isn’t anyone’s busi-
ness, and obviously it had no place in an offi-
cial police report.”

“Yes, you’re right, Miss Kocsis. I understand
completely, and I don’t blame you. Thank
you for trusting me enough to tell me now.”

The girl looks at you with some relief, and the
boy finally looks up from his glass.

“So we’re not in trouble?” he asks hopefully.

“No, not at all. But I do have a few more
questions, if you don’t mind. About the other
guests.”

They both nod.

“I’ll start with you, Miss Kocsis. How well did
you know the others?”

“Most of them pretty well. Betty is my best
friend—we’ve been friends since high school.
I know her sister Margot well too, although
she was a year ahead of us. George’s sister,
Evie, was a year below us. Margot and Evie
are both rather snobbish, so they never really
considered me a close friend, but I still saw
them at group outings from time to time. I
only ever saw Will and Robbie at those gath-
erings. I wasn’t particularly close to either of
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them. Johnny and Charlie, though, are nice.
I’ve known them since high school too.

Charlie has been courting Margot, Betty’s sis-
ter, for a while now. And since Margot is
a devoted member of the women’s temper-
ance league, poor Charlie has had to give up
drinking—at least when she’s around. Accord-
ing to Johnny, though, Charlie hasn’t exactly
become a teetotaler in private. Unfortunately,
Charlie also has quite a gambling habit and
gets himself into debt from time to time—but
as far as I know, someone has always bailed
him out. Isn’t that right, George?” She looks
at the boy.

He answers reluctantly.

“Yes. Usually me or Will. Sometimes Johnny,
although he has a hard time getting money
out of his grandmother.”

“His grandmother?” you ask.

Ruth takes over again.

“Yes. Poor Johnny lost both his parents in
some sort of accident when he was little. His
grandmother has raised him ever since. She’s
a very strict woman with rather old-fashioned
ideas. I’m amazed Johnny has managed to
stay so optimistic living with her. I’d have run
away years ago.”

“And the others?”

“I’ve known Dorothy for quite some time too.
She’s Robbie’s cousin, so she usually joined us
when she happened to be in the city. She’s
actually pretty nice. Not nearly as snobbish
as Robbie. Dorothy comes from the poorer
branch of the family, of course, so I suppose
that explains some of it.

Lately, she’s been spending a lot of time with
Helen, Robbie’s fiancée, whomwe got to know
after the engagement. Helen is a very nice girl
too, even though she could certainly afford
to be snobbish if she wanted to. She comes
from one of the best families of Manhattan.
But she’s always beenmodest and quiet. Hon-
estly, I don’t know why she ever said yes to
Robbie. They had nothing in common. And

Helen never seemed particularly enthusiastic
whenever she was around him. Once or twice,
Robbie was actually pretty rough with her, al-
thoughDorothy quickly put a stop to it. That’s
one of the reasons I like Dorothy. She’s very
protective. She won’t stand by while the strong
pick on the weak.”

“I see. And Mr. Adler?”

“Who?”

“Jack Adler?”

“Oh, the new guy? I met him on Halloween.
He’s a pretty good card player. Other than
that, I don’t know much about him. But he
seemed very taken with Robbie. He was prac-
tically following him around all evening. Will
didn’t seem to like that at all, I guess because
he was the one who introduced Jack to the
group. Will is usually pretty rough and surly
most of the time by the way. At least with us
girls.”

“Thank you, Miss Kocsis. You’ve been very
helpful. Why don’t you go powder your
nose while I have a few more words with Mr.
Nowak?”

Ruth looks at the boy. He simply nods, so she
gets up from the table.

“Well, goodbye, Detec—”

“Ahem.”

“Mr. Rogers.”

“Goodbye, Miss Kocsis.”

You remain silent for a few seconds.

“Well, Mr. Nowak. Tell me a little about your
friends.”

“But Ruth has already told you practically ev-
erything.”

“At least everything she knows. But you’ve
been close friends with Mr. Christie for years.
You and Mr. McCullagh.”

The boy fiddles with the tablecloth for a while.
Finally, he looks up, takes a deep breath, and
begins.
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“Well, yes. Robbie and Will took me under
their wing back in high school. At the time,
I felt honored. They were the most popular
boys in our year. And they both came from
wealthy families. My parents were practically
over themoonwhenever I invited them to our
place during the summer holidays. Evie was
completely in love with Robbie and used to
dreamaboutmarrying himwhen she grewup.
But…”

“Yes?”

“The thing is, after a while I realized that Rob-
bie and George… well, they could be pretty
cruel. At school, they were always picking on
theweaker boys, Johnny andCharlie included.
To be fair, they’ve changed quite a bit since
we started college. They even brought those
two into our group. Although, to be honest,
they still make fun of them for being awk-
ward from time to time. AndRobbie once said
that the only reason he tolerated these ‘losers’
hanging around was because they were smart
enough to be useful someday…”

“Seriously?” you ask the blond-haired boy.

He lowers his eyes again.

“Yes. I know I should have said something,
should have tried to rein them in. But… I tried
that back in school. They just laughed at me
and started making fun of me as well.”

“I see. And have you noticed any of that ‘cru-
elty’ you mentioned recently?”

“No, no, not really. Maybe that wasn’t the
right word. Will is just… a bit hard and cold,
particularly with women. But Robbie…”

“Yes?”

“I don’t really know how to put this. The truth
is, I’ve liked Ruth for years. But Robbie was
always teasingme about it, making cruel jokes
about what kind of perverted tastes I must
have because I… well, because I prefer heav-
ier women. I didn’t want to risk being pushed
out of the group, so I started seeing Ruth in
secret.”

“And how come Miss Kocsis agreed to that ar-
rangement? She strikes me as a very deter-
mined woman, not the sort to put up with
something like that.”

“Ruth wanted to remain part of the group too.
She knew that if Robbie started picking on us,
Will would join in, and then we’d never hear
the end of it. So we agreed to keep our re-
lationship secret for a while. Although ever
since I found out that Robbie…”

“Yes?”

“That Robbie had the nerve to call my prefer-
ences perverted when he… No, I can’t even say
it. Suffice it to say, Evie told me something
that opened my eyes. That’s when I decided
to tell my parents about Ruth. Of course, they
didn’t exactly react the way I’d hoped…”

“I see. But it looks like Miss Kocsis has fin-
ished powdering her nose. I’ll be going now,
Mr. Nowak. Thank you for your honesty.

And before I go, I’ll need your glasses…” And,
to the boy’s utter astonishment, you discreetly
slip Ruth’s champagne glass and his whiskey
glass into your pocket.

CircleDocument 37 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 37 (Ruth’s fingerprints), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
239.

Circle Document 40 on your case
tracking sheet. You have gained access
to Document 40 (George’s fingerprints),
which can be found at the back of this case
book on page 245.

Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking
sheet.
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If you anticipated their answers:

Tick 2 reputation boxes on your case
tracking sheet.

3-6513
CH (contd. from 3-8721 on p.46)

Stella hasn’t heard of this place before.

3-7432
The Foxhole (contd. from 1-2054 on p.26)
Time: 60 minutes

 

 

listen to the audio
(https://nynoir.org/f/
theMansion/BabyFace.m4a).

If you’d like to read about the origin of the
name “speakeasy” for a culture point,

CircleDocument 26 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 26 (Speakeasy Article), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
173.

•

Fortunately, you get inwithout any trouble us-
ing Johnny’smembership card. The guy at the
door barely gives it a glance. Now you scan
the crowd as you make your way cautiously
toward the bar. You’ll have to order a drink
if you don’t want to attract attention.

“A glass of beer,” you call to the bartender.

He gives you a somewhat skeptical look, but
pulls out a glass and starts pouring. You prob-
ably should have ordered a pint if blending in
is really your goal... Oh, well. Too late now.

With your beer in hand, you continue mak-
ing your way through the crowd. And sure
enough, you spot Johnny and Charlie at a ta-
ble in the corner. Both of them are nursing
a pint. They’re so deep in conversation that
they don’t even notice you until you sit down
at their table.

“Good evening, gentlemen! Mr. Renfrow?
Mr. Vandusen? What a surprise to run into
you two here.”

Charlie’s mouth drops open, but Johnny sud-
denly jumps to his feet.

“I only just got here! I haven’t even had any of
the beer yet!”

You glance at the half-empty mug, then shake
your head and calmly but firmly place a hand
on his arm.

“Now, now, Mr. Vandusen. Surely you’re not
thinking of leaving us already?”

The boy sinks back into his chair, lookingmis-
erable. You feel a little sorry for him.

43

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

https://nynoir.org/f/theMansion/BabyFace.m4a
https://nynoir.org/f/theMansion/BabyFace.m4a
https://nynoir.org/f/theMansion/BabyFace.m4a


“Relax. There’s no need to get worked up.
I’m only here to ask you boys a few questions
about the Halloween party. As you can see,
I got myself a beer too, so you can go right
ahead and finish yours.”

The chubby boy immediately grabs his mug
and takes a long swallow. Johnny, however,
doesn’t touch his beer. He just eyes you suspi-
ciously.

“Mr. Renfrow, I’d like to start with you, since
I haven’t had a chance to speak with you at all.
Would you tell me exactly what you did that
evening?”

The young man flushes slightly and immedi-
ately begins to explain himself.

“I swear, I had no idea what was in that bottle!
I thought it was just wine, so—”

“Hold on, hold on,” you cut in. “Let’s start
at the beginning. You arrived at the house at
eight o’clock…”

“Yes. I arrived with Ruth and Margot. Betty
brought us. We greeted Robbie, and he
showed us into the drawing room. The but-
ler offered us drinks, and the maid brought
around food. Since Margot was there, I natu-
rally declined the liquor and asked for lemon-
ade.”

“Since Miss Samuels was there?” you ask.

Charlie glances at his friend, who merely
shrugs. Then swallows hard and continues.

“Well, you see, Detective, Margot and I… I’ve
been courting her for a while now, and—to
my great surprise—she seems rather pleased
about it. But she’s such a selfless, wonderful,
and just soul. She’s involved with all sorts of
charitable organizations, including the tem-
perancemovement. So she talkedme into fol-
lowing her example and giving up liquor my-
self, especially if I was thinking of starting a
family with her someday. So… well, I agreed.”

“But you didn’t exactly intend to keep that
promise. At least not when the young lady
wasn’t looking.”

“Something like that, Detective. But everyone
else was drinking at the party. The butler was
mixing cocktails one after another. And Rob-
bie kept making fun of me for not drinking.
It was awful. I tried to keep myself occupied
by playing cards. I sat at the card table until
almost nine. But then I got hungry, so even-
tually I got up. I never did get anything to
eat, though, because Margot caught me and
insisted I go straight to the fortune-teller. She
apparently had just finished with her, so there
was an opening. To be honest, I had no desire
to go, but I didn’t want to disappoint Margot,
so I sat down at the woman’s table.”

“And did she tell you anything good?” you ask
with a teasing smile.

The plump youngman wipes his sweaty fore-
head and shakes his head.

“It was terrible. She said something about ‘my
little secret being safe.’ Good Lord, I thought,
Margot has figured out that I’ve been deceiving her,
and now she’s trying to tell me through this fortune-
teller. I had no idea what to do. For the next
half hour, I kept watching Margot, trying to
figure out whether she was angry with me or
what. When she went upstairs to the bath-
room around half past nine, I followed her. I
wanted to talk to her alone. But at the last mo-
ment I lostmy nerve, so whenwemet I simply
told her I was going to the bathroom too. I fig-
ured I’d at least have some peace and quiet for
a while.

But the bathroom on the first floor was oc-
cupied, so I went up another floor, hoping I
might find one up there. I tried the door on
the left first, at the top of the stairs, but it was
just an empty room. So I tried the one on the
right. That room looked rather strange. There
were chairs arranged in a circle, and all sorts
of symbols had been drawn on the floor in
chalk… To be honest, I hardly paid any atten-
tion to it, because I spotted a bottle of wine on
a little table. Suddenly I was terribly thirsty, so
I opened it and took a few swigs straight from
the bottle. Quite a few swigs, as a matter of
fact…”
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“And then?” you prompt him.

“I put the cork back in, returned the bottle to
the tray, and started downstairs. But I began to
feel very strange, so I stopped on the first floor
and staggered into a room, where I collapsed
onto the bed. At least, I think that’s what hap-
pened. From the moment I started down the
stairs, my memory gets very hazy. I remem-
ber someone shouting my name, and I think
wewent into a little bathroomwhere I became
terribly sick. But honestly, I couldn’t swear to
that. All I know is that I woke up in my own
bed the next morning with the most dreadful
headache…”

“I see. So now you’re curing yourself with a
hair of the dog that bit you, are you?” you say,
glancing at his beer.

The fellow turns scarlet, so his companion
takes over.

“Precisely, Detective. But you said you’re not
here to enforce Prohibition.” The bespec-
tacled young man has regained some of his
nerve by now, and takes another sip of his
beer.

“You’re quite right, Mr. Vandusen. As amatter
of fact, I wanted to ask you a few questions as
well.”

“But why? I already gave you my statement.
That very night.”

“Yes, that’s true. But I wanted to ask you about
your new laboratory.”

Now Johnny chokes on his beer, and he begins
coughing violently. A few minutes later, he fi-
nally manages to ask, his eyes watering: “My
laboratory?”

“Precisely. I spoke with your grandmother,
and she gave me permission to have a look
around for a few minutes. Quite a collec-
tion of poisons you have on those shelves,
Mr. Vandusen. And then there’s that book—
I found the bookmark right in the section
describing the effects of those very poisons.
Care to tell me a little about that?” you ask,
fixing the youngman with a penetrating stare.

He’s gone from bright red to deathly pale, and
now begins speaking rapidly.

“Look, Detective, I had nothing to do with
Robbie’s death, I swear! After he collapsed at
the party, I had a terrible feeling and thought,
Good Lord, what if someone poisoned him? So
when I got home, I looked up the effects of
several poisons in my book. And yes, I have
all sorts of poisons in my lab, along with var-
ious chemicals and everything else I need for
my experiments. But that doesn’tmean I used
any of them to kill Robbie—or anyone else.”

“And what about the other guests at the party?
Could any of them have had access to your
chemicals and poisons?”

“What?”

“Have your friends been in your lab recently?
Could they have had access to the poisons?”
you ask, watching him closely.

“Early October!” Charlie suddenly exclaims.
“That’s when we were there, Johnny. Remem-
ber? When you invited everyone over?”

Sweat beads on the bespectacled young man’s
forehead.

“Yes, I remember. On the 7th of October.
Grandmother went away for a few days, so I
took the opportunity to have everyone over.
All the girls who came to the party were there.
And among the boys, there was you, Charlie,
then George and Will. Robbie only joined us
later that evening. Here at the Foxhole.”

“So everyone was there except Mr. Christie
and Mr. Adler?”

“Yes. And I showed them the laboratory, too.
I even remember joking that they ought to be
careful around the poisons, in case someone
had an accident… Oh, my God! Do you think
one of them might have taken some of the
poison?” the young man asks, looking at you
in horror.

“Calm down, Mr. Vandusen. Nothing of the
sort has been established. In any case, thank
you for telling me all this.
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Oh, and onemore thing. I’ll need your finger-
prints, gentlemen.”

CircleDocument 45 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 45 ( Johnny’s fingerprints), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 255.

CircleDocument 42 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 42 (Charlie’s fingerprints), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 249.

If you anticipated their answers:

Tick 2 reputation boxes on your case
tracking sheet.

3-8721
The After Hours (contd. from 6-9859 on p.83)
Time: 30minutes

At the nightclub, you ask for Stella.

“She just finished her number. You’ll find her
in the dressing room,” the waiter says, point-
ing toward a door.

The door leads to a hallway lined with dress-
ing rooms on either side. You find the one
marked “Miss Stella” and knock.

“Just a minute!” comes a voice from inside.

A few minutes later, the door opens, and the
beautiful blonde dancer appears before you in
nothing but a dressing gown.

“Yes?”

“Miss Stella? Carmine Maranzano sent me.
He asked me to give you this letter.” You hand
her the envelope.

The girl looks you up and down, her eyes
sparkling mischievously.

“Well, well. Caro usually sends older gentle-
men my way, not a good-looking young fel-
low like you.” She takes the envelope. “Give
me five minutes and we’ll be on our way.”

You wait, leaning against the hallway wall. So
this pretty girl thinks you’re a good-looking
young fellow? Well, well, well…

“So, where are we headed, copper? Because
you are a cop in disguise, right? Or was Caro
just pulling my leg?” Stella asks as you walk
down the street.

“Yes, I’m a cop. He wasn’t joking.”

“How thrilling! And what are we doing? Mak-
ing an arrest in an illegal gambling joint or
something?”

“What? No, nothing like that. I just want to
have a word with a few people.”

“Suspects?” the girl asks eagerly.

You can’t help laughing. “No. Not yet. I don’t
have any suspects yet.”

“And what should I call you, copper? We
ought to think up a goodname for you. Some-
thing that sounds like a real businessman.”

“What’s wrong with John?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I rather like it.” She
gives you a wink.

You blush suddenly. To cover your em-
barrassment, you pull a cigarette from your
pocket, light it, and offer one to the girl.

“Cigarette?”

“No, thanks. I don’t smoke. Now, what are
we going to call you, copper? How about Mr.
Rogers?”

“Rogers? Why Rogers?”
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“I don’t know. Just came to me. How’s that?”

You shrug. “Works for me.”

“Well then, where can I take you, Mr. Rogers?”

You shake your head, but smile nonetheless.

Circle Marker J1 on your case tracking
sheet.

If you already have an idea where you’d like
to go, choose the first letters of the places you
want to visit (you can look at more than one):

FF, go to 5-3156 (p.75)

FH, go to 6-3340 (p.77)

HI, go to 3-4669 (p.37)

CI, go to 3-1981 (p.35)

CH, go to 3-6513 (p.43)

CC, go to 8-9214 (p.100)

HT, go to 6-6798 (p.80)

3-9570
Dagger (contd. from 3-2777 on p.37)
Time: 30minutes

“Although the dagger appeared clean at first
glance, a more thorough examination re-
vealed traces of old blood.”

“How old?”

“That’s hard to say. But we’re certain it’s hu-
man blood. Shall we send the dagger over to
the fingerprint boys?”

“Yes, definitely.”

“Alright. I’ll tell them to put a rush on it.”

CircleMarker P1 on your case tracking
sheet.
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4
4-1698
Greystone Hotel
2450 Broadway, UW-3
Time: 60 minutes

You have no trouble finding Margot Samuels
with the directions from the desk clerk. The
girl is sitting just outside the entrance to one of
the rooms, sorting through folders. The mo-
ment she spots you, she jumps to her feet.

“Detective! Surely no one else has died? Not
Charlie—?”

“No, no. Nothing new has happened. I just
wanted to ask you a fewmore questions about
Halloween night. But why did you think
something had happened to Charlie?”

“After what dreadful shape George and the
others brought him home in, I went by his
apartment this morning, but no one answered
the door. I’ve tried calling several times since,
but no one picks up. You can imagine how
worried I am after what happened to Robbie.
Though they didn’t take Charlie to a hospital.
I’ve already telephoned every hospital in the
neighborhood. Although he’s such a modest,
unassuming sort that he might not even call
the doctor, no matter how much he might be
suffering, simply because he wouldn’t want to
inconvenience anyone…”

“I see. I’m glad to hear you’ve been look-
ing into it, Miss Samuels. But perhaps we
ought to get to the reason I came. I’ve read
the statement my colleague took from you on
the night of the thirty-first, and I wanted to
ask whether anything else has occurred to you
since then—anything you may have left out
but might prove important.”

“What exactly do you mean?”

“For instance, what you ate and drank that
evening. Or whether you happened to notice
what Mr. Christie ate or drank.”

“I had a few sandwiches, and some lemonade
and tea. Then at half past nine I had coffee,
too—the butler practically insisted everyone
have some. Charlie wouldn’t drink any tea, so
I made him have a glass of lemonade. Every-
one needs fluids regularly, you know.

But how should I know what Robbie ate or
drank? Surely you don’t imagine I spent the
whole evening watching him?”

Unfortunately, before you can ask another
question, an older, bespectacled woman ap-
proaches you.

“Excuse me for interrupting, but the new vol-
unteers have arrived, Margot. You were sup-
posed to have begun your address already…”

Margot nods, then turns to you.

“Anything else?”

“I’d like to take your fingerprints, Miss
Samuels.”

“My fingerprints? How odd. But alright. Just
hurry.”

CircleDocument 44 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 44 (Margot’s fingerprints), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 253.

“And now, I’m afraid duty calls, Detective.”

And with that, she heads for the hotel lobby,
where she steps up to a podium to address the
women gathered before her.

“Ladies,

We have not gathered here today to condemn
anyone, but to protect our homes, our fami-
lies, and our communities.
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Too many mothers already know the fear of
seeing their husbands return home late at
night, weighed down by drink. Too many
children have watched money meant for the
family table disappear into the saloon. And
toomany respectable women have suffered in
silence from consequences that never should
have occurred.”

Thewomen in the audiencemurmur their ap-
proval and nod along. Encouraged by their
response, Margot continues with renewed en-
thusiasm.

“But we will not remain silent.

The law alone is not enough. We need ed-
ucation, a good example, and solidarity. As
women, we bear a particular responsibility to
give our children an America where sobriety
is not regarded as a foolish virtue, but as a nat-
ural part of a decent life.

That is why we meet here. That is why we
work. And that is why we invite every woman
to join us.

Let us not be afraid to raise our voices! For our
families, for our homes, and for the future of
a more sober America!”

4-1701
Franz Liszt (contd. from 8-6630 on p.95)

Franz Liszt (22October 1811 – 31 July 1886) was
a Hungarian composer, virtuoso pianist, con-
ductor and teacher of the Romantic period.
With a diverse body of work spanning more
than six decades, he is considered to be one
of the most prolific and influential composers
of his era, and his piano works continue to be
widely performed and recorded.

Liszt achieved success as a concert pianist
from an early age, and gained further renown
for his performances during tours of Europe
in the 1830s and 1840s, developing a reputa-
tion for technical brilliance as well as physi-
cal attractiveness. In a phenomenon dubbed
”Lisztomania”, he rose to a degree of stardom
and popularity among the public not expe-
rienced by the virtuosos who had preceded
him.

Liszt taught piano performance to hundreds
of students throughout his life, many of
whom went on to become notable per-
formers. He left behind an extensive and
diverse body of work that influenced his
forward-looking contemporaries and antici-
pated 20th-century ideas and trends. Today
he is best known for his original piano works,
such as the Hungarian Rhapsodies.
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Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking
sheet.

4-2548
Club Intime (contd. from 7-3005 on p.87)
Time: 60 minutes

“How’d you hear about this place, copper?”
Stella asks as you make your way down the
stairs toward the basement. “The cops aren’t
supposed to know about it. Or at least, they’ve
never been able to catch them selling liquor
during a raid. And they haven’t found the
stockroom, either...”

“I told you, I’m investigating a death. Some
of the people involved in the case belong to
New York’s upper crust, and apparently, this
is one of the places where the wealthy set like
to come and have a good time.

But here we are. Time to go back to callingme
Mr. Rogers.”

“Don’t worry, Mr. Rogers. I haven’t forgot-
ten.” She gives you a wink.

You step into one of New York’s hottest
nightspots.

Your jaw nearly drops at the sheer opulence.
The place is a lush cabaret dripping with wall-
to-wall red velvet, brocade, private booths,
and hanging Chinese lanterns. There’s even
a brand-new stage.

“Close yourmouth, pal, or you’ll give us away,”
Stella hisses under her breath. “Remember,
you’re a wealthy businessman now.”

You quickly pull yourself together and try to
put on an air of casual confidence, though
you’re not entirely sure you’re pulling it off.

Just then, a hostess approaches.

“May I help you?”

“Ah,Mimi! Mr. Rogers is inNewYork on busi-
ness and he’d like to make this an evening to
remember.”

“Then you’ve come to the right place. Fortu-
nately, we still have a private booth available.
Right this way, sir.”

Good Lord, how much is this night going to
cost you? Perhaps you should have thought
this whole thing through a little more care-
fully. But there’s no time to hesitate, because
Stella is already following the hostess. You
take a deep breath and follow her as well.

“Oh, one of the owners just arrived!” Stella
gushes as you wipe your brow, still stunned by
the prices. Half a month’s salary for a drink?
You can hardly believe your eyes. “Look, Mr.
Rogers. There he is, in the white suit.”

Stella’s excitement finally gets your attention.

“Who’s that?” you ask, having barely been lis-
tening to her before.

“OwneyMadden, one of the owners. They say
he came up from the slums of Hell’s Kitchen
and was doing time in Sing Sing just a few
years ago. Then he made a fortune in boot-
legging. Nowhe’s a realmillionaire,” shewhis-
pers. You ball your hand into a fist when you
hear that, but remind yourself that this isn’t
what you’re here for.

“Apparently Legs Diamond tried to take over
the club—even put a contract out on the own-
ers after he found out that his girlfriend had
been given a ‘private tour’ of the basement by
Ernie Hemingway,” Stella continues.

“Who?” You’re completely baffled by all this.
How does this girl know all these gangsters?
Maybe you don’t want to know…

“Ernie Hemingway. You know, the up-and-
coming writer who wrote The Sun Also Rises.”

“The Sun what?”

“A novel that came out earlier this year. Se-
riously, pal, you should read more. Anyway,
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as I was saying, Ernie gave the gangster’s girl-
friend a private tour one night. Apparently,
he went downstairs with her, and before you
know it, one thing led to another… and he had
his way with her right there in the stairwell.”

“In the stairwell? How romantic,” you snicker.

Stella laughs heartily.

“And look, the new mayor, Jimmy Walker,
is here,” Stella points out a man at another
booth.

Seriously? The mayor is here?

“I’ve heard,” Stella continues in a conspirato-
rial whisper, “that he has a private drinking
parlor in the cellar where he can enjoy his
booze and his chorus girls—a place away from
the prying eyes of the public. And he doesn’t
take too kindly to attempts to shut down his
favorite hangout. Apparently, one time, while
he was down in the cellar having a drink, an
official police raid started here in the club. So
Jimmy had a telephone brought down to him
and called the New York City Police Depart-
ment to come over and put a stop to the raid.
Have you heard about it?” The girl looks at
you curiously.

“No,” you answer, completely amazed.

At that moment, a large woman steps onto the
stage and loudly addresses the crowd.

“Hello, suckers! Let’s give a big hand for our
next act! Our fine dancers are going to show
you the latest dance craze—the Black Bot-
tom!”

The room erupts in applause and whistles.

“Ooh, and that’s the other owner, Texas
Guinan,” Stella whispers in your ear.

“Texas?”

“Yeah. That’s not her real name, but she’s
from Texas, so the name stuck.”

Meanwhile, you keep scanning the crowd, and
suddenly—you spot a familiar face. Will Mc-
Cullagh is sitting in one of the private booths.

He seems to be alone. He’s watching someone
very intently. You follow his gaze.

He’s watching the dancing couple. But that’s
Jack! Well, well.

Stella is watching the dancers, too.

“What a magnetic young fellow! Maybe I’ll ask
for his number when we’re done here.” She
gives you a wink.

Strangely you don’t like that remark.

Apparently, your feelings are written all over
your face, because Stella bursts out laughing.

“Relax, pal. I’m only kidding. No need to get
jealous.”

Time to make your move. You carefully get
to your feet, motion for Stella to stay put, and
head toward Will’s table.

The boy is so absorbed in watching Jack dance
that he doesn’t notice you until you slide into
the booth beside him.

“No, thank you. I’mnot looking for company.”

“Well, Mr. McCullagh, that rejection really
hurts.”

Will finally takes a proper look at you, and his
jaw drops.

“Detec—”

“Shh... Mr. McCullagh. I’m undercover. Just
call me Mr. Rogers.”

“What?” He still looks completely stunned.

“As a matter of fact, I was looking for you. I
wanted to have a word with you. I certainly
didn’t expect to find Mr. Adler here, too. So
he works here as a dancer?”

“Yes. That’s where I met him.” Your compan-
ion finally seems to recover fromhis astonish-
ment. “But I still don’t understandwhat you’re
doing here, Detec—Mr. Rogers. I already told
your partner everything I knew.”

“Are you sure about that, Mr. McCullagh? In
your statement, you said you didn’t see Mr.
Christie collapse. But more than one of the
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guests said they saw you leaning against the
parlor column, watching the séance.”

The red-haired boy pulls a face, then answers.

“Fine, I was watching the séance, but I didn’t
see anything important. All I saw was Rob-
bie suddenly let go of that stupid planchette—
which I’m pretty sure he’d been moving him-
self just to make fools of everyone at the
table—and then slump out of his chair. Every-
one crowded around him, the fortune-teller
started screaming, Evie started the hysterics...
you know the rest. I have no idea what hap-
pened to Robbie.”

“What makes you think Mr. Christie was the
one moving the planchette?”

“Hementioned earlier that the séance was just
going to be an introduction to the big surprise
he hadplanned for the evening. Hewas laugh-
ing when he said it, so I figured he was up to
some kind of prank. And, well… it was just like
Robbie. He liked pulling tricks on people.”

“Did he? Interesting. Did you happen to no-
tice what Mr. Christie ate or drank before the
séance?”

“What he ate or drank? I don’t know. Johnson
came aroundwith coffee at about 9:30. I think
everyone had some. I certainly did. I assume
Robbie did too.”

“You assume?”

“Look, I can barely remember what I ate or
drank that night, let alonewhat somebody else
had. I don’t really pay attention to that sort of
thing.”

You study the boy’s face for a moment, but it
gives you nothing.

“I see. There’s onemore thing I’d like to know,
Mr. McCullagh. I saw in Mr. Christie’s plan-
ner that he used to come here with you. But
then, for some reason, you stopped coming
with him around the middle of October. Did
the two of you have some sort of falling-out?”

He answers nervously: “Look, Detec—
whoever you are, that has nothing to do with
Robbie’s death.”

“Are you sure about that? There was also that
little private conversation you two had at the
Halloween party. Someone heard you tell
Robbie, ‘If I’m paying for this little party, I’d
at least like to enjoy myself.’”

“What? Who told you that? Was it Evie? Be-
cause I wouldn’t put much stock in anything
that girl says.”

“It wasn’t Miss Nowak. It was someone else.
And did you know thatMr. Adlerwas up in the
attic when you and Robbie went off to talk?”

The boy’s eyes widen.

“What? Jack was up there? So that’s why...”

“Yes, Mr. McCullagh?”

“Nothing. Nothing. Look, Mr. Robert—”

“Rogers.”

“Whatever. I’ve had enough of this. If you
want to ask me anything else, formally sum-
mon me for questioning at the station. I’ll
come with my lawyer. Now, if you’ll excuse
me...”

“All right, Mr. McCullagh. I won’t press you
any further—for now. Have a good evening.”

Before you step away from the table, you dis-
creetly take Will’s champagne glass and slip it
into your pocket.

CircleDocument 38 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 38 (Will’s fingerprints), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
241.

The dancing couple have just finished their
number and are leaving the dance floor. You
discreetly follow them.
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“Mr. Adler! Do you remember me? I’m Mr.
Rogers. Could I have a word with you in pri-
vate?”

Jack looks at you blankly at first, then his eyes
suddenly widen.

“What the hell? You’re the Detec—”

“Yes, Mr. Adler. It’s me. Mr. Rogers. I see you
remember me now. So? Could we talk for a
few minutes?”

“Sure. This way.”

Jack leads you down a corridor and into a
small room. You look around. It appears
to be where they keep the cleaning supplies,
brooms, and mops.

“Cozy little spot.”

“You said you wanted to talk to me in private.
I couldn’t exactly take you into the dressing
room.”

“Fair enough. I’ll get straight to the point. I’m
glad I ran into you here, because I wanted
to ask you a few more questions about Hal-
loween night.”

“Though I have no idea what you’re doing
here, Detective. And dressed up like this, no
less. What was it you called yourself? Mr.
Rogers?”

“Don’t worry about how I got here. Just an-
swer my question. Mr. McCullagh told me he
met you here.”

“Yes, that’s right. I’ve been dancing here at this
club for quite some time now.”

“I understand Mr. McCullagh originally came
here with Mr. Christie, but around the mid-
dle of October, the two of them had a falling-
out, and after thatMr. Christie started coming
here alone.”

Jack raises an eyebrow, clearly surprised.

“Well, well, Mr. Rogers. You certainly seem to
know a lot. Though I doubt Will told you all
that himself.”

“Why?”

“He isn’t the type to let strangers in on his pri-
vate affairs. Though you’re not entirely right,
Detective. Will and Robbie actually fell out
back in September. So I was surprised when
Will mentioned the Halloween party. But I
figured they must have patched things up.”

“I see. In your statement, you told my part-
ner that you heard Mr. Christie and Mr. Mc-
Cullagh go upstairs to the attic room. Are you
sure you didn’t hear what they were talking
about? Another guest said Mr. McCullagh
mentioned that he was actually the one pay-
ing for the party.”

“Yes, I heard that part, too. And that Will
‘wanted to enjoy himself.’ But then they went
into the room, so I couldn’t hear much else.”
There’s a surprising bitterness in the boy’s
voice as he says this. “But I’d better get back,
Detective. We’ve got another number coming
up any minute, and I still need to change.”

“Yes, of course. One more question, Mr.
Adler. Did you happen to see what Mr.
Christie ate or drank before he sat down for
the séance?”

“Why? You think he was poisoned?”

“I’m not jumping to any conclusions. But I
can’t rule anything out, either. So? Did you
see anything?”

“I didn’t see him eat anything. He had some
lemonade and took a cup of coffee from the
butler. Same as I did. But the coffee was hot,
so we couldn’t drink it right away. I was sip-
ping mine slowly, too. Robbie, though, put
his down on a little table and went around the
room trying to recruit people for the séance.”

“So Mr. Christie never actually drank his cof-
fee?”

“Oh, he did. Just before we started, someone
brought it over to him alongwith her own cup,
and he knocked it back in one go. I suppose it
had gone completely cold by then.”

“Someone brought it over? Who,”

“One of the girls. I can’t really remember
which one.”
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“I see. Well, thank you for your cooperation,
Mr. Adler. I don’t think I have anymore ques-
tions for now.”

But before you step out of the supply closet,
you turn back: “I almost forgot, I’ll need your
fingerprints, Mr. Adler.”

The boy looks a bit nervous: “My fingerprints?
Why?”

“I’m taking everyone’s fingerprints whowas in
the mansion.”

“I see. It’s alright then, I suppose.”

CircleDocument 35 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 35 ( Jack’s fingerprints), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
235.

Jack points you toward the way back to the
main clubroom before heading off toward the
dressing rooms.

Time to get out of this fancy joint before they
manage to take next month’s salary out of
your pocket, too.

Tick 2 culture boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

If you anticipated their answers:

Tick 2 reputation boxes on your case
tracking sheet.

If you’d like to readmore about the owners of
the club for more culture points, go to 8-7678
(p.99).

4-3557
Hotel Algonquin
59 W. 44th St, TS-84
Time: 60 minutes

As you step into the hotel lobby, you immedi-
ately spot the young group gathered around a
table. You make your way over slowly and try
to catch Miss Owens’ eye, but she doesn’t no-
tice you. Her attention is fixed on the young
woman who takes a leisurely sip of her drink,
glances around the table, and says:

“After last night, gentlemen, I’ve come to the
conclusion that ghosts are rather like writ-
ers. They appear when nobody wants them,
frighten everyone in the room, and somehow
always manage to leave someone else to clean
up the mess.”

The table erupts in laughter.

A young man turns toward the speaker, raises
one eyebrow, and points accusingly at him-
self. Then produces a small notebook from
his pocket, scribbles something in it, and
holds it up for her to read:

“Madam, I object. Some of us frighten people
without saying a word.”

Another young man leans over the table and
bursts out laughing.

“Harpo, for heaven’s sake! You’ve been silent
for half an hour butmanaged to get in the best
line of the day.”
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The man named Harpo grins and solemnly
bows.

Fortunately, Miss Owens notices you at that
moment and, looking slightly surprised, rises
fromher chair and steps away from the group,
who continue their witty exchange.

“Detective? What are you doing here?”

“I’m looking for you, Miss Owens. I didn’t
find you at the Christies’ apartment, but I no-
ticed the article about Dorothy Parker in your
room, so I came here. And it seems I wasn’t
mistaken. I’d like to ask you a few more ques-
tions about the night of the Halloween party.”

“Because Robbie has died since then, I pre-
sume?”

“Yes, Miss Owens. I can see you’re quick on
the uptake. If I remember correctly, you were
Mr. Christie’s cousin.”

“Yes, we were cousins. I come up to Manhat-
tan to stay with Aunt Julia two or three times
a year, usually for a few weeks. I used to come
during school holidays.”

“And now?”

“Now? Well, it varies. Whenever they invite
me.”

“And do they invite you often?”

“Yes. Aunt Julia treats me almost like a daugh-
ter. She was my mother’s younger sister, you
see, and ever since Mother died—which was
more than ten years ago now—Aunt Julia has
tried to make up for her absence, at least to
some extent.”

“I see. And where do you live?”

“In New Jersey, with my father and my
younger sisters. We live rather modestly. So
Father is always glad when I go to stay with
Aunt Julia. At least then there’s one lessmouth
for him to feed.”

“You say you’ve been visiting the Christies
regularly since you were a little girl. Then I
imagine you know most of the people who
were at the party quite well.”

“Yes, most of them. George and Will have al-
ways been Robbie’s closest friends, so I’vemet
themmany times over the years. I thinkChar-
lie and Johnny only started hanging around
with Robbie after they graduated from Trin-
ity. If Betty is to be believed, Robbie and Will
used to pick on those two quite a bit in high
school. As for Jack, I only met him at the
party.”

“And the girls?”

“Betty, Margot, Ruth, and Evie all went to
Brearley, so they’ve known Robbie and the
others since high school. I’d run into them
from time to time at garden parties and
other gatherings, but I was never part of their
close-knit circle. In their eyes, I’m Robbie’s
‘poor relation’—someone they tolerate, but
certainly don’t consider their equal. Betty is
perhaps a little less of a snob, but she’s usually
inseparable from Ruth, so she doesn’t exactly
seek my company either, although she can be
quite inquisitive if she wants to. But that’s not
really friendship, is it?”

“No, I don’t think so. And what about Miss
Harrison?”

“I only met her after the engagement, like the
others. She’s relatively new to the group.”

“And is she a snob toward you as well?”

“No, she isn’t. Helen is genuinely compassion-
ate. She’s not the sort of person who would
look downon anyone, even though she herself
is wealthy and comes from one of the finest
families in Manhattan.”

“Really? So you think rather highly of her,
Miss Owens?”

“Yes, I suppose you could say that.”

“I see. Now, I’d like to ask you a little more
about the séance, Miss Owens, since you were
sitting at the table yourself. Of course, I know
you already told my colleague that you didn’t
see what happened to Mr. Christie before he
collapsed.”

The girl thinks for a moment.
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“You know, Detective, the strangest thing
was that although we were all touching the
planchette with nothing more than our fin-
gertips, just as Robbie instructed us, the little
thing still moved with remarkable force. I’m
certain none of uswas pushing it. I would have
noticed. The whole thing seemed so real—
and so astonishing.”

“I see. What did you eat and drink during the
evening? And did you happen to notice what
Mr. Christie ate or drank?”

“What we ate and drank? Why? Did Robbie
eat or drink something that caused his death?”
Her eyes widen.

“I can’t say anything for certain yet. Would
you answer my question?”

“Let’s see. Of course, I don’t remember ex-
actly. I had a sandwich or two, some cake.
And I had a few of Johnson’s cocktails, and
then some of the coffee he served. I can’t be
any more specific than that I’m afraid. As for
what Robbie—or anyone else—ate or drank, I
haven’t the faintest idea. It’s not generally the
sort of thing I pay attention to. Although…

Now that you’ve mentioned it, there is one
thing I do remember. They served the cof-
fee before the séance, and Robbie put his cup
down on a little table. I happened to be stand-
ing right there when he called me over to join
them, and he also askedme to bring his coffee
with me.”

“And you did?”

“Of course. I brought it over to him, he drank
it, and then we sat down at the table.”

“Where was this little table?”

“Over along the side of the parlor. There were
a lot of empty cups and glasses on it, so when
Robbie told me where he’d left his coffee, it
was easy enough to spot. It was the only cup
that still had coffee in it.”

“You didn’t actually see him put the cup
down?”

“No. That must have happened earlier.”

“Did you happen to notice anyone else near
the table before you went over there?”

The girl pauses to think.

“Everyone was moving around. We were
drinking coffee, getting ready for the séance…
I’m sorry, but I really don’t remember seeing
anyone in particular.”

“That’s all right. I understand. One last thing,
Miss Owens. Can I have your fingerprints?”

The girl nods. “Of course, Detective, whatever
you need.”

CircleDocument 41 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 41 (Dorothy’s fingerprints), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 247.

4-3744
Nowak, George
125 W. 73rd St, LS-4
Time: 60 minutes

The maid leads you into a bright living room,
decorated almost entirely in shades of white
and cream. An elegant woman is seated on the
sofa. She is Evie and George’s mother, though
she looks young enough to be their sister.

“Do come in, Detective. Please, sit down,” she
says, indicating the white armchair opposite
her.

You feel a little awkward as you carefully lower
yourself into it, half afraid you’ll soil the im-
maculate upholstery. The woman, however,
regards you with polite curiosity.

“I heard what happened to poor Robbie. Sim-
ply dreadful! Evie has been beside herself.
Of course, George has taken it badly, too. He
and Robbie have been friends since they were
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boys. Do you know what happened to him
yet?”

“No, ma’am. That’s why I’m here. I was
hoping to speak with your daughter and son
again.”

“Unfortunately, neither of them is at home.”

“Would you happen to know where they are?”

“I’m afraid I don’t. They were already gone
when I got up. It’s been a long time since ei-
ther of them felt obliged to tell me what they
had planned. They’re both grown now, and,
for all practical purposes, they lead their own
lives. But I’ll ask the maid.”

The woman reaches for a small bell on the ta-
ble beside the sofa and rings it. A fewminutes
later, the maid appears.

“Sarah, did either Evie or George happen to
tell youwhere theywere going? Andwhen did
they leave?”

“Miss Evie left before breakfast, ma’am, and
the young gentleman left after breakfast. But
neither one said where they were going, nor
whether they’d be home for luncheon, I’m
afraid, ma’am.”

“I see. That will be all. You may go. Or
rather…” She turns back to you. “Detective, is
there anything else I can do for you?”

“Well, I do need to find your children, so if I
might have a look at their rooms, I’d be much
obliged. There may be something there that
gives me an idea where they’ve gone.”

The woman looks mildly surprised by the re-
quest, but after a moment she nods.

“Of course, if it will be of any help. Sarah,
show the detective to the rooms. I hope you’ll
find something useful, Detective. Good day.”

“Thank you, ma’am. Good day.”

George Nowak’s room is furnished in dark
wood. There’s a bookcase against onewall and
a desk beneath the window.

You go over to the desk. Letterhead paper,
pens, a cigarette case, and a small globe are
scattered across its surface.

You carefully open the drawers. More papers.
Pens. An empty notebook.

And then—a letter.

Now there’s something you can work with.

Circle Document 30 on your case
tracking sheet. You have gained access to
Document 30 (The letter), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
183.

EvieNowak’s room is a proper girl’s room. Ev-
erything is white and pink, all frills, lace, and
useless little knickknacks. Pillows and trinkets
are scattered everywhere, making a terrible
mess of the place.

You search the room thoroughly, but in the
end, you find nothing of any use.

Where on earth could that girl be?

4-3800
Astral Insight
158 E. 92nd St, CM-20
Time: 60 minutes

You have to wait in the small foyer for a
while, as a “DONOTDISTURB” sign has been
placed in front of a heavy curtain. The little
room is thickwith a sweet scent. Your stomach
begins to turn, and you are seriously consid-
ering getting up and leaving when the curtain
parts and an elegantly dressed woman steps
out.

“Thank you very much, Madame Roberta.
You’ve been such a great help again!”
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“My pleasure, Mrs. Vanderbuilt. And I’ll see
you next week!”

The fur-clad woman leaves through the door.

The psychic spots you. “Ah, Detective! You’re
here?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’d like to have a word with you.”

“Come along, quickly, quickly. My next client
will be here in five minutes.”

You follow the fortune-teller behind the cur-
tain. It is pitch-dark in there, save for the light
of a few candles. Unfortunately, the nause-
ating smell is even stronger. The old woman
must be burning some sort of incense. Awful.

Madame Roberta takes her place behind a
small table, upon which sits a crystal ball on a
doily, surrounded by a spread of Tarot cards.
Just like something out of a picture show. You
feel ridiculous as you sit down in the chair op-
posite her.

“Ah, I can already feel your energy, Detec-
tive. Naturally courageous and dynamic—a
true Aries. You were born in April, weren’t
you?”

You are just about to cut the fortune-teller off
when you suddenly stop. What the devil?

“I’m right, aren’t I, Detective? I can tell any-
one’s star sign at once. Of the three dominant
traits associated with each sign, at least two are
present in practically everyone.”

“Ma’am, let’s get to the point. I’m not here for
a reading. I’m here to ask you about the night
of the Halloween party.”

“Ah, yes, yes, that unfortunate young man.
Of course, I noticed the mark of death upon
his forehead the very first time I saw him.
I warned him to be careful, that dark forces
were gathering around him, but he only
laughed.”

“And what about the others? Did you notice
anything interesting about them?”

“I was only able to observe those who sat
down at my table. There was that beautiful
blonde girl, whose heart was broken that very
evening. Poor dear, she’s not exactly the pa-
tient sort. And then there was that plain girl.
According to her sign, she ought to be charm-
ing, but that is the very last word I would use
to describe the poor thing. And she was head
over heels for that plump young man who sat
at my table next! A truly analyticalmind, that
boy. He has a great career ahead of him.

And then, of course, there was that delicate,
wistful girl. I was rather surprised to see
how melancholy she was, although her cards
showed fulfilled love. Of course, I never had
the chance to tell her, because that was when
the powerful energy from the other world be-
gan to surge through the room, nearly knock-
ing me off my feet…”

“Yes, yes, I’ve read your statement. You al-
ready toldmy colleague all about that. Do you
happen to remember what you ate and drank
during the evening? And did you notice what
any of the others were having?”

“Food and drink? Really, Detective, I pay the
slightest attention to such earthly matters. I
mayhave had a bite or twoduring the evening,
but only automatically, without giving it a
thought. As I said, I am not concerned with
these earthly things…”

At that moment, the little bell by the entrance
rings.

“But my next client has arrived. I cannot keep
her waiting. I’m afraid I must say goodbye,
Detective.” The fortune-teller rises from be-
hind her table.

“Just one more moment, ma’am. I’ll need
your fingerprints.”

The woman looks surprised but doesn’t ob-
ject.

After you take her prints, you get to your feet
as well. Frankly, you are not at all sorry to be
getting out of this dark, nauseatingly sweet-
smelling place.
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“Thank you for your help, ma’am. Good day.”

CircleDocument 48 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 48 (The psychic’s fingerprints), which
can be found at the back of this case book
on page 261.

4-3891
NYPD - Fingerprint Lab
94a Greenwich St, FD-41
Time: 30minutes

If it’s Day 4, and after 11am:

Which result would you like to check?

Coffee cup, go to 5-8605 (p.76).

Dagger, go to 1-9205 (p.29).

Bottle, go to 1-5475 (p.27).

Something else, go to 8-6951 (p.97).

4-4774
Cecily (contd. from 7-4596 on p.88)

As soon as you step out of Miss Harrison’s
room, you look down the hallway, hoping to
spot her younger sister somewhere. You don’t
have to look for long. You soon notice her
peeking out through the slightly open door of
a room.

“Miss Harrison, I presume?” you ask.

The girl opens the door wide.

“Yes, I’m Cecily. Are you really a detective?”
she asks excitedly.

“I am. My name is Detective Lucas, with the
New York Police Department. Could I speak
with you for a few minutes, Miss Harrison?”

The girl’s mouth drops open in excitement.

“You want to take my statement too, Detec-
tive?”

“Well, I wouldn’t exactly call it a statement…”

“Come in, come in!” the teenage girl says ea-
gerly, opening the door wider.

You step cautiously into the room, but stop
just inside the doorway.

“May I offer you a cup of tea, Detective?” the
girl asks primly. She is clearly enjoying being
treated like a serious adult.

“No, thank you. I’ll only stay for a few min-
utes.”

“I suppose you want to askme some questions
about Robbie’s death.”

“That’s right, Miss Harrison. I see you’ve
heard about what happened.”

“Of course. Helen and my parents still treat
me like a little girl and hardly ever tellme any-
thing, but fortunately, the doors in this house
aren’t soundproof, so I’m usually pretty well
informed about what’s going on in the fam-
ily.” The girl gives you a mischievous smile.

“Is that so?”

“Just as I said.”

“And have you happened to hear anything in-
teresting about Mr. Christie’s death?”

Cecily furrows her brow thoughtfully.

“Other than all the crying and talk about how
terrible it is? Not really,” she finally says. “Al-
though, to be honest, I’m rather surprised by
how much my sister has been crying since
Robbie died.”

“How so?” you ask, surprised. “Your sister was
Mr. Christie’s fiancée.”
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“That’s true, but she never loved Robbie. I
heard her tell our parents that she didn’t want
to marry him. That she never wanted to get
married at all. Father immediately told her it
was ridiculous and that she needed to get the
idea out of her head. Mother tried to com-
fort her, saying she’d see what a lovely couple
the two of them would make. At the time, it
seemed Helen had accepted our parents’ de-
cision. But then…”

“Yes?”

“Sometime in August, I heard her begging
Father not to make her marry Robbie. But
Father wouldn’t budge. He said he’d al-
ready committed himself too deeply to Mr.
Christie—Robbie’s father, I mean—to back
out now.”

“I see.”

“But that’s not all.” The girl looks at youmean-
ingfully.

“Really?”

“Yes. At the beginning of October, I spent an
afternoon at Helen’s apartment. I’d pretended
to be sick at school because I hadn’t studied for
a test, andwhen the school couldn’t get hold of
my parents, they called Helen and asked her
to take me home. She took me back to her
apartment, gave me some medicine, and told
me to lie down and rest. Naturally, I had no
intention of resting, so when I heard someone
arrive, I quickly slipped out of bed.

I only caught part of the conversation because
Helen’s doors are thicker than ours, unfortu-
nately, but what I did hear was very interest-
ing.”

Cecily pauses dramatically, although by now
you are hanging on her every word.

“I think they were talking about Robbie.
Dorothy kept insisting that Helen had to leave
him immediately because sooner or later he
was going to do something to her, too. I
couldn’t hear that part because Dorothy low-
ered her voice so much. But I did hear Helen

say that it was completely hopeless. She’d al-
ready spoken to our father, but he wouldn’t
listen.”

“And then?” you prompt.

“Then I accidentally knocked a porcelain or-
nament off the dressing table in the hallway
with my elbow, so I quickly ran back to the
bedroom and jumped into bed.”

“Cecily, darling?” Mrs. Harrison’s voice sud-
denly calls from the hallway.

You quickly nod toward the girl.

“Thank you for your help, Miss Harrison. I’m
very grateful.” And with that, you head for the
door and out into the hallway.

“Think nothing of it, Detective,” you hear the
girl call after you.

Who would you like to talk to next?

Mrs. Harrison, go to 4-9970 (p.68).

Mr. Harrison, go to 7-5272 (p.89).

4-5034
Bottle and glasses from the attic (contd. from 2-8757 on
p.34)

If you have circledDocument 11 on your case
tracking sheet, go to 5-9809 (p.76)

4-5574
The Mansion - Day 1 (contd. from 8-1966 on p.95)

When your car stops in front of 158-8 River-
side Dr W, you can hardly believe your eyes.
You’re standing in front of a dilapidated man-
sion that looks like it was built as the set of
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a Halloween horror movie. You’re still not
convinced that this isn’t just some elaborate
prank, so you head toward the entrance in a
foul mood. Your colleagues were still joking
about this ‘Halloween ghost story’ in the car,
but now they follow you toward the house in
silence.

As soon as you reach the top of the steps, the
front door swings open.

“Thank God, gentlemen! Please, come in,” the
butler says, ushering you inside. The relief on
his face at the sight of you is unmistakable.

“The young master was taken to the hospital
a few minutes ago. The doctor said his con-
dition was critical. The guests, the entertain-
ers and the staff have gathered in the drawing
room for the time being.”

“Thank you,” you say, following the butler in-
side. You notice an invitation lying on a small
table in the vestibule. You pick it up and take
a look.

Circle Document 1 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 1 (The invitation), which can be found
at the back of this case book on page 107.

An interesting group awaits you in the draw-
ing room. Elegantly dressed young ladies and
gentlemen are scattered amongst the arm-
chairs and the settee: some sitting around
looking bored, others nervous, either fidget-
ing in their seats or pacing back and forth. A
blonde girl is crying.

Standing off to one side, against the wall, is a
maid. And at a small table, there are two fig-
ures in costume: one dressed as a magician,
the other looking like a fortune-teller.

One of the young men approaches you. He
has red hair.

“Detective? Finally! My name is Will McCul-
lagh. I hope we can get this over with quickly.
I’ve had enough of this ridiculous charade!”

The pale magician jumps to his feet as well.

“Yes, Detective, I’d also like to get this over
with as soon as possible. I have to get back to
the hotel. I have a show there tonight!”

At this, the young blonde woman bursts into
tears again.

“Oh, my God! Doesn’t anyone care about
Robbie? You all saw how close he was to death
when they took him away! You’re supposed to
be one of his best friends, Will!”

“Calm down, Evie. Things aren’t always what
they seem. Maybe Robbie just had some kind
of attack, and he’ll be better once he’s at the
hospital,” the young blond man standing be-
side her says, trying to calm her down.

It’s time to take charge.

“Ladies and gentlemen, good evening. I’m
Detective Lucas from the New York Police.
These are my colleagues, Officers O’Connor,
Murray, and Wilks. We received a call re-
porting that someone had been attacked here
tonight. If I understand correctly, the victim
was a Mr. Robert Christie, and he was taken
away by the hospital’s car a few minutes ago.
Is that correct?” You look at the butler.

“Just as you say, sir.”

“Excellent. Then I’d like to hear exactly what
happened. After that, we’ll take down ev-
eryone’s information.” You look around the
room, prompting the red-haired young man
to voice his displeasure.

“This is ridiculous! I’ll bet Robbie isn’t even
hurt. He’s probably just pulling our leg and
making fools of all of us—and the police, too.”

Apart from the red-haired young man, how-
ever, everyone else looks more frightened
than anything, or at least nervous.

You look at the butler, who immediately be-
gins his account.
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“Master Robbie organized this gathering for
his friends, the ladies and gentlemen present.
Mary, the maid, and I are the entire staff for
the evening, while the fortune-teller and the
magician were supposed to provide the en-
tertainment. At least, that was the plan. The
magician was still preparing his act in the attic
when the young master collapsed.”

“When exactly did this happen?”

“Just before ten o’clock, sir.”

“And what was your master doing when he
collapsed?”

“Unfortunately, I don’t know. I only came
running in from the kitchen when I heard the
commotion. Mary and I were preparingmore
refreshments there.”

The blond young man, who has been tending
to the hysterical girl, takes over.

“We were sitting around the Ouija board.
Robbie and a few of us. We were spelling out
a message that was supposedly being dictated
by a spirit when Robbie suddenly collapsed,
clutching his stomach. He was gagging, retch-
ing, and convulsing. It was horrible.”

The young man glances toward the table in
the adjoining parlor, where the Ouija board
is still lying. You walk over to the table.
One of the chairs has been knocked over—
presumably the victim’s. There is a small ta-
ble along the side of the parlor, covered with
empty glasses and cups.

The fortune-teller suddenly cuts in. “I told
you, you can’t meddle with spirits without
consequences. But young people never listen
to me. I know what I’m talking about—I’ve
seen it all!”

The hysterical blonde girl starts wailing again.

“OhmyGod, ohmyGod! The spirit possessed
Robbie! What’s going to happen to him now?”

“And where is Charlie?” asks a horse-faced
girl. “Why isn’t he here?”

The butler looks around in surprise. “Master
Charlie isn’t here? How can that be? I thought
I’d managed to round everyone up.”

“Detective, as I said, I have another show com-
ing up soon. I didn’t see anything anyway. Do
I really have to stay here?” the magician asks
as he approaches you.

“All right, that’s enough. We’re not going to
get anywhere like this.” You turn to your col-
leagues. “O’Connor? Search the house with
the butler and find this missing Charlie. Mur-
ray, Wilks? Start taking statements from ev-
eryone here, one at a time. But stay in the
drawing room. No one touches anything in
the parlor. I’ll go with you, Mr. ‘Magician’,
and take a look at that attic where you were
preparing your act. I guess you can go after
that.”

“My name is Mandrill. The Great Mandrill, at
your service.” He takes a theatrical bow.

“Whatever. Let’s go.” And you follow him to
the stairs.

The attic room presents you with a strange
sight.

“And what kind of act were you preparing up
here, Mr. Mandrill?” you ask, eyeing the ma-
gician suspiciously.

“Mr. Christie wanted to close the eveningwith
a séance, so I arranged the chairs for that.”
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“Uh-huh. And I see you’ve prepared some
drinks as well.”

“But only for medicinal purposes.”

“Medicinal purposes?”

“Indeed, Detective. During a séance, it’s not
uncommon for some people to start fainting.
Young ladies in particular…”

“Yes, yes, of course. Is this your trunk?”
You walk over to the steamer trunk standing
against the wall and lift the lid.

“Care to explain the ropes and the dagger?”

“Just props for my escape act. The cloaks and
candles are there to set the mood. On Hal-
loween, people generally expect a spooky per-
formance.”

The man looks at you with a knowing smile.

“But here’s a flyer, in case you’d like to see
my act in person sometime.” He pulls a piece
of paper from his coat pocket and hands it to
you.

CircleDocument 18 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 18 (The Flyer), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 155.

“Thank you. Now, when did you arrive here?”

“Half past seven, as I had arranged with Mr.
Christie beforehand. I generally need only
an hour to make my preparations, but Mr.
Christie didn’t want any of his eight-o’clock
guests to see me and spoil the surprise. The
performance was to begin around ten, of
course, but as you know, it never came to that.”

“Around ten? You and Mr. Christie didn’t
agree on an exact time?”

“No. He just told me to stay here and be ready
for the show. He said he’d bring the guests up
sometime around ten.”

“Were you here in this room the entire time?”

“Yes.”

“Did you see Mr. Christie when you arrived?
Or anyone else?”

“The butler answered the door and brought
me straight up here.”

“And what about the fortune-teller?”

“The fortune-teller?”

“Aren’t you two together?” You look at thema-
gician.

He answers indignantly.

“I can’t imagine where you got that idea, De-
tective. I’m a professional performer. I have
nothing to do with some palm reader. I didn’t
even see her until I went downstairs after all
the commotion started.”

“I see. Thank you, Mr. Mandrell; I guess you
can go now. But where can I find you if I need
to ask you more questions?”

“Atmy hotel. You find the address on the flyer.
I live there at the moment. And what about
my props?” He looks around at the attic room.
“Can I take them with me?”

“I’m afraid you’ll have to wait until the inves-
tigation is over. But I assume you have other
tricks up your sleeve?” You grin at him, but he
doesn’t seem to appreciate the joke and replies
with the utmost seriousness.
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“Yes, of course. I’m prepared with several dif-
ferent acts.” He hesitates for a moment and
looks at the trunk, but eventually sets off down
the stairs.

“Goodbye, Detective.”

Before you head downstairs, you take a look
into the other two attic rooms. They appear to
be empty apart from a few chairs and couches.
Strangely enough, everything is quite clean.
The floorboards, however, are loose in several
places. You’d better watch your step.

“What are you doing here?” someone whispers
behind you.

You spin around. No one’s there. What the
hell?

You look around more carefully, but you’re
the only one in the attic.

You’re obviously getting tired… You shake
your head andmake your way down the stairs.

The rooms on the second floor are furnished,
but personal belongings are conspicuously
absent. It doesn’t look like anyone actually
lives here. Although, judging by the bed in
one of the bedrooms, it seems someone may
have slept there recently.

In the biggest bedroom you find a cut-out ad-
vertisement and several rolled-up blueprints
on the bedside table.

Circle Document 3 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 3 (Cut out advertisement), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 113.

Circle Document 2 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 2 (Blueprints of the Mansion), which
can be found at the back of this case book
on page 109.

The butler is waiting for you at the bottom of
the stairs.

“Fortunately, we found Master Charlie. He
was in one of the rooms upstairs. I’m afraid
he isn’t feeling too well, though. We’ve taken
him to the staff bathroom for now.”

You follow the butler and peer into the little
bathroom. O’Connor is just getting to his feet
beside a chubby young man, who is groaning
as he leans over the toilet bowl.

“I think the kid’s high,” your colleague says,
looking at you. “We’re not going to get much
sense out of him tonight. We’ll have to wait
until he sleeps it off.”

“Charlie?” A sharp voice suddenly rings out.

“Jesus!” You clutch at your chest. The horse-
faced girl is standing right behind you. When
did she even get here? She nearly scared you
half to death.

“What happened to Charlie?” she asks anx-
iously and starts to make her way into the
bathroom, but you step in front of her.

“Miss, I asked everyone to stay in the drawing
room.”

“But what’s wrong with Charlie? Surely he
isn’t…?”

“No, no. Your friend just… had too much to
drink.”

“What? That’s impossible. Charlie doesn’t
drink.”

“Besides, I assure you, Detective, the cock-
tails served this evening were entirely non-
alcoholic,” the butler cuts in, his expression
perfectly impassive.

You find that somewhat difficult to believe, but
simply ask the girl: “And your friend doesn’t
take anything, either?”

“Drugs? No, of course not, Detective. You
don’t know Charlie. Of everyone here, he’s
the last person I’d ever expect to do something
like that.”
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“Really? What an interesting remark.” You
look at the butler. Although the girl proba-
bly doesn’t count the butler among the people
who are “here,” only the guests of Christie.

“I see. In any case, please go back to the draw-
ing room. We’ll take care of your friend.”

She hesitates for a few moments, but eventu-
ally heads back.

You and O’Connor leave the sick young man
in the butler’s care, and join the questioning
in the drawing room.

With four of you working, you make quick
progress. You take down everyone’s informa-
tion and a brief statement from each of them.

As soon as you’re finished, you clear your
throat.

“Ladies and gentlemen, it looks like we’re
done for tonight. Thank you for your patience
and cooperation. You’re all free to go now. I’d
still ask that you not touch anything.”

“What about Charlie?” the blond young man
asks.

“If possible, please take your friend Charlie
with you. Did we get his information, too?”
You look at O’Connor. He nods.

The blond youngman goes into the bathroom
and helps his inebriated friend to his feet. The
others grab their coats and start to make their
way out the door.

Only the maid and the butler remain.

“Can we leave too, Detective?” asks the butler.

“Isn’t this Mr. Christie’s house?”

The butler looks taken aback.

“No, not at all, Detective. Master Robbie only
rents this house. I’m his personal valet, and
Mary is one of his parents’ maids. She agreed
to help me out with tonight’s gathering.”

“I see. Then it’s probably best if we lock every-
thing up, and you can both go home as well…
Did you collect the glasses and cups from the
table in the drawing room?” You look at your
colleagues.

“Yes. And bottles and food samples from the
kitchen too. They can be sent to the lab for
analysis,” Murray replies. The butler’s other-
wise perfectly impassive face twitches at that.
Perhaps those cocktails hadn’t been quite as
alcohol-free as he’d claimed. Not that anyone
was fooled by the rather transparent lie.

“There’s a bottle and a few glasses in the attic
as well. We might as well analyse those too.”
You look at O’Connor.

“On it,” he says, and heads upstairs immedi-
ately.

“Excellent. Then I think we’re done here for
tonight.”

You all step out through the front door.
You only have to wait a few minutes before
O’Connor returns with a box. The clinking
sound tells you he has the bottle and glasses
inside. The butler locks up behind you and
hands over the keys.

“And how do you plan to get home?” you ask
him.

“The master’s car is still here, sir. I’ll drive it
back home and take Mary as well. Goodnight,
Detective.”

“Goodnight.”

A strange feeling comes over you as you walk
away from the mansion. As if someone is
watching...

You turn around and look up at one of the at-
tic windows. Did one of the curtainsmove just
now? No. You’re just imagining things.

You continue toward the car. For some rea-
son, a chill runs down your spine. Seems
you’ve been around one too many magicians
and fortune-tellers this night. All this séance
business is beginning to play tricks on your
mind…
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“Back to the station?” Wilks asks as you get
into the car.

“Let’s stop by the hospital first and see how
that Robbie kid is doing. It’s on the way any-
way,” you reply.

You can’t help but feel relieved as you leave
the dilapidated mansion behind.

Now you can go to the local hospital and then
read the statements.

CircleDocument 33 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 33 (The statements), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
195.

4-7311
Anello, Lorenzo
410 Broome St, LI-19
Time: 30minutes

The Italian neighborhood is as lively as ever.
Fortunately, you have no trouble finding the
Anellos’ apartment. A little girl answers your
knock.

“Who you?”

“Detective Lucas, at your service, miss.”

You meant it as a joke, but apparently it
comes off rather more frightening than you
intended. The girl suddenly backs away, then
runs into another room.

“Mamma! Mamma! There’s a nasty police-
man here! He ain’t gonna take me away, is he?
I swear, I eat all my pasta frommy plate from
now on!”

A stout Italian woman comes hurrying out of
the room.

“What? Who is it?”

You introduce yourself again and explain that
you’re looking for Julia Anello. The woman
narrows her eyes.

“What you want with our Julia?”

“I’d like to ask her a few questions about her
work at the Christie house. I understand she
left her position rather suddenly.”

The woman immediately launches into a tor-
rent of words.

“Oh, those damn fancy people! Mamma mia!
I tell Julia, nothing good comes when you go
rubbing elbows with the high society people.
My mamma always say, every shoemaker, he
stay with his own last, and then he have no
trouble. We find a nice job for that girl. Down
the next street. But she turn up her nose, say
she want something better, say she no want to
be stuck here in the Italian neighborhood all
her life. She get it into her head she gonna be
a maid in some fancy house. And now look
what happen!

At first, of course, she couldn’t say enough
good things about the Christies. Such fine
people, she say, and such beautiful furniture,
and the lady of the house wearing the most
beautiful dresses. I tell her, ‘You be careful,
Julia. This fancy life, it ain’t made for people
like us.’ But would that girl listen to me? No!

One week she come home showing me some
perfume. Next week, she got a fancy scarf. I
ask her, ‘Julia, where you getmoney for things
like this?’ And she just smile and say, ‘Ah,
Mamma, don’t you worry. I knowwhat I’m doing!’

She know what she doing? She know nothing!

One day she come home without warning,
crying, suitcase in her hand, saying she never
gonna go back to that place again. Now she
wanted to take the job we offered her at the
store, but by then, they already give it to
somebody else…”

“Would it be possible for me to speak with
your daughter, ma’am?” you cut in. If this
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keeps up, you’ll be standing there until morn-
ing and still won’t have learned anything use-
ful.

“Youwant speakwith her, Inspector? Butwhy?
She get herself into a trouble?”

“No, no, nothing like that. As I said, I only
wanted to ask her about the position she held
with the Christies.”

“Thank God!” The womanmakes a quick sign
of the cross. “But you cannot speak with her,
Inspector. Julia, she somewhere in Indiana.”

“Indiana?” You stare at her in surprise.

“Yes, yes. For two weeks that girl was sad, you
know. Always sighing, not eating, not sleep-
ing. Then, the beginning of October, that
fancy lady come here looking for her.

Julia tell her, ‘Come, we take a walk in the park.’
She don’t come home for an hour. When she
do, her eyes all red from crying—but she’s
happy, too. She tell me the young lady find
her a job in Indiana. She packing her things
right away, leaving next day.

My heart was gonna stop! First she go rub-
bing elbows with fancy people, now she want
tomove all the way to Indiana. I tell her, ‘Julia,
if you keep going like this, you gonna put your
poor mother in the grave!’ But she don’t pay
me no mind. She pack her suitcase and go.”

“Do you know exactly where she went?”

“No. She write me few lines. Here, look.” The
woman searches around on the little table by
the entrance and finally produces a postcard.
“But ain’t no address on it. Now you tell me,
Inspector—how can a girl be so ungrateful to
her own mamma? I didn’t raise her to be like
this. I don’t know how she go so wrong. To
treat her family like they mean nothing! It’s a
disgrace.”

You examine the postcard.

CircleDocument 29 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 29 ( Julia’s postcard), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
181.

You take the photographs of the women who
attended the Halloween party out of your
pocket and hold them out to the woman.

“Do you recognize the lady who visited Julia
the day before she left?”

The woman studies the photographs one by
one, then finally points to Evie and Helen.

“She was blonde, but she wear sunglasses, so
I don’t see her face too good. But maybe she
was one of them two.”

You thank Mrs. Anello for her help and take
your leave.

4-7384
NYPD - Chief Medical Examiner
245 Greenwich St, CC-54

If it’s Day 3, go to 3-5865 (p.39).
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4-7978
NY Public Library - Supernatural & Occult
476 5th Ave, TL-6 (basement east)
Time: 30minutes

If you want to read about secret orders,

Circle Document 8 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 8 (Secret orders), which can be found
at the back of this case book on page 131.

•

If you want to read about astrology,

CircleDocument 16 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 16 (Zodiac Signs), which can be found
at the back of this case book on page 153.

•

4-9970
Mrs. Harrison

Mrs. Harrison is waiting for you in the draw-
ing room.

“Ah, Detective. Come in, have a seat. Tea?
Some cake?”

The little table is practically groaning under
the weight of biscuits, cake, sandwiches, and
pastries. A pot of hot tea is steaming beside
them. Your mouth waters, but you turn your
head away.

“No, thank you, ma’am. I’ll only take a few
minutes of your time. I imagineMr. Christie’s
death has been quite a shock to all of you.”

The woman lets out a deep sigh.

“Oh, yes. Poor Helen is absolutely devastated,

and of course my husband and I are deeply
shaken as well. I’d been planning the wedding
for months. And now it’s all for nothing. Oh,
dear, oh, dear! How could something like this
happen to such a strong, healthy young man?
Life can be terribly cruel, can’t it, Detective?”

“Yes, ma’am, I’m afraid it can. And—”

But you don’t get to finish the question before
the woman continues.

“And they were such a beautiful couple, too!
Goodness gracious! It’s true, Helen wasn’t
terribly enthusiastic about the idea of mar-
riage at first, but I persuaded her to get to
know Robbie better. I told her she was sure
to realize what a wonderful young man he
was. And, indeed, they started spending more
and more time together. Helen had dinner
at the Christies’ several times. She even be-
came friends with Robbie’s cousin! That girl
even came to our house once. Of course, she
isn’t really from our circle, but Mrs. Christie
has taken her under her wing, so naturally we
couldn’t very well object to her company…”

Mrs. Harrison’s tone, however, suggests that
she most certainly did have some objections
to Miss Owens.

Suddenly, the door opens and a teenage girl
steps into the room.

“Mama, guess who’s here… Oh, I’m sorry, sir.”
She stops short when she sees you and quickly
backs out through the doorway.

“That’s my younger daughter, Cecily. She’s
still in high school. In Spence, like Helen.
It’s the finest girls’ school in Manhattan, of
course. Some people swear by Brearley, but
those people hardly belong to the more re-
fined families. I was rather surprised when
Helen told me that nearly all the young ladies
in Robbie’s circle went there. That Nowak
girl, Evelyn, for instance. I wasn’t particu-
larly pleased that my daughter was mixing
with people like that. The Nowaks are new
money, you see. They may have wealth, but
they don’t have the family background to go
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with it. Still, I told myself that after the wed-
ding Helen would have every opportunity to
distance herself from such undesirable con-
nections. We all make mistakes when we’re
young, don’t we, Detective?”

“Quite so, ma’am. But I should be going now.
I hope I haven’t kept you too long. Thank you
for your time. Goodbye.”

You can’t get out of the room quickly enough.
Good thing you didn’t take any of the pas-
tries. The woman’s snobbery has already left
a rather bad taste in your mouth.
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5-0881
Vandusen, Emily
220 W. 71st St, LS-16
Time: 60 minutes

As it turns out, Johnny lives with his grand-
mother, Emily Vandusen. While you wait for
the butler to bring his mistress into the draw-
ing room, you take a discreet look around.

You wrinkle your nose. The old-fashioned
furniture, lace doilies, and unmistakable smell
of mothballs make the place feel more like a
museum than a home. Poor kid. It must be
even harder for him to live here at his age. You
wonder whatever became of his parents.

You notice a silver tray on the sideboard.
Among several calling cards, something
catches your eye.

CircleDocument 25 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 25 (The card), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 171.

You slip the little card into your pocket with-
out being noticed.

A moment later, you hear a firm knock of a
cane against the floor. A bent, white-haired
old woman enters, leaning heavily on her
walking stick. She peers at you through her
lorgnette.

“You’re some sort of detective, I take it? My
butler tells me that’s what you are.”

“Yes, ma’am.” You give her a polite little bow.
“I’m much obliged to you for seeing me. I
was actually looking for your grandson, Mr.

Vandusen, but your butler tells me he isn’t at
home.”

“Well, Johnny is hardly a boy anymore. He
spends a good deal of his time out of the house
these days. Or else he’s shut away in that lab-
oratory of his.”

“A laboratory?”

“That’s right. I had it fitted up for his twenty-
first birthday. Before that, he was forever con-
ducting experiments in the cellar. Bah! Imag-
ine that! A brilliant young man burying him-
self underground like some sort of mole! I
simply couldn’t have it. I finally had to ad-
mit that there was no talking Johnny out of
a career in science, so I gave in. I must say,
though, it made a splendid birthday surprise.
And at least he’s easier to find now. When he
happens to be home, that is.”

“Do you happen to know where your grand-
son might have gone?”

“Bah! I do hope he’s gone somewhere with
his friend, that Charlie Renfrow, who at least
comes from a respectable family, and not off
gallivanting aroundwith those nouveau riches
again... The nerve of that boy, making friends
with all sorts of riffraff and social climbers! I
keep telling him, family is everything.

One’s own family, naturally, but also the fam-
ilies of the people one chooses to associate
with. That is what matters in life. But
young people nowadays simply don’t under-
stand such things. It’s dreadful.”

“I’m afraid I’m not quite sure whom you
mean, Mrs. Vandusen.”

“Why, those Nowak children, of course.
Johnny has no business keeping company
with that boy. I don’t know how they ever
let him into Trinity in the first place. In my
day, that school was for boys from respectable
families.”

She sniffs.

“And as for that girl—little Miss Evelyn—I
shudder every time I seemy Johnny staring at
her like some lovesick schoolboy. He should
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have been the one to court that Harrison girl,
but that Christie boy beat him to it. What a
fortunate young man!”

You decide it is better to interrupt, even if it
means being a little rude.

“Mrs. Vandusen, forgive me, but have you
heard what happened to Mr. Christie at the
Halloween party? Your grandson was there
that evening.”

“What? At the party? Oh, yes, yes. Now I re-
member. My grandson is always frank with
me. They took the poor Christie boy to the
hospital. I suppose he must have eaten some
bad hors d’oeuvres or drank one of those dread-
ful concoctions they call ‘cocktails.’ One can
never be too careful with such things. But he’s
recovered by now, surely?”

“I’m afraid not, ma’am. Mr. Christie died.
That is precisely why I’m here. I was hoping
to speak with your grandson.”

The old woman recoils.

“Died? Good heavens! And what could my
Johnny possibly have to do with that? My boy
wouldn’t hurt a fly!”

“No, ma’am, I’m not suggesting that he would.
But he was there when Mr. Christie became
ill, and I’d simply like to ask him a few ques-
tions.”

“Well, it’s hardly going to do you any good if
he isn’t here. Leave your card withme, and I’ll
tell him to telephone you when he returns.”

“I’d be very much obliged, ma’am.”

You hand your calling card to the butler, who
places it on the silver tray atop the sideboard.

You have a feeling you could wait until Judg-
ment Day for that telephone call.

“Before I go, Mrs. Vandusen, would youmind
if I took a quick look at your grandson’s labo-
ratory? You’ve made me rather curious.”

The old woman peers at you through her
lorgnette once more, then gives a gracious lit-
tle nod.

“Very well. But only for a minute, mind you.
My butler will show you the way.”

The laboratory occupies one of the rooms in
the house. You look around in amazement.

CircleDocument 24 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 24 (The room), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 169.

On the bookshelf, you notice a book on poi-
sons. Before the butler can stop you, you cross
to the shelf, pull out the book, and open it to
the pages marked by a small bookmark.

Circle Document 20 on your case
tracking sheet. You have gained access to
Document 20 (Poison Book), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
159.

The butler is immediately at your shoulder.

“I’m afraid, sir, the mistress gave you permis-
sion to look at the room. She did not give you
permission to handle anything.”

“Yes, yes. Quite right. My apologies.”

You put the book back and turn toward the
door.

You’ve already learned what you came to find
out.
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5-1994
Renfrow, Charles
14 W. 103rd St, BD-42
Time: 30minutes

You knock several times, but there’s no an-
swer.

“Mr. Renfrow? Are you in? It’s Detective Lu-
cas. I need to speak with you.”

Silence.

You glance around. No one in sight.

Quickly, you slip a few hairpins from your
pocket, crouch down, andwith a few practiced
movements, pick the lock. You ease the door
open and step inside.

The place appears to be empty.

You look around. On the desk, you find an in-
teresting sketch.

CircleMarker D1 on your case tracking
sheet.

5-2156
Astor Theatre
1535 Broadway, TS-77
Time: 30minutes

A sign at the entrance advertises the ‘Valentino
Tour,’ with arrows pointing the way, so you
have no trouble finding the group.

A pretty young woman is speaking animat-
edly:

“Ladies and gentlemen, we are standing here
at the Astor Theatre, one of Broadway’s most
distinguished houses of entertainment. And
for Valentino admirers, this is certainly a place
of interest.

ThoughMr. Valentino never appeared on this
stage in person, New Yorkers have seen him
here upon the silver screen in some of the
great pictures that made him the idol of mil-
lions.

His triumph in The Four Horsemen of the Apoca-
lypse made him a sensation almost overnight,
and his romantic roles in The Sheik, and Blood
and Sand only added to his fame.

By the time The Eagle reached the screen last
year, Valentino was no longer simply a pop-
ular motion-picture actor. He was a phe-
nomenon. Wherever his pictureswere shown,
crowds gathered—and ladies, in particular,
were known to become quite overcome by the
sight of him!

So, when you look toward that screen, ladies
and gentlemen, remember: this is where
countless New Yorkers came to see the great
Rudolph Valentino—Hollywood’s most fa-
mous lover.”

During the talk, you scan the crowd for Miss
Kocsis, but there’s no sign of her. To your sur-
prise, though, you spot a familiar shock of red
hair. Will McCullagh. He’s standing in the
front row, listening to the tour guide.

Suddenly, the group starts moving. Everyone
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turns and heads for the exit. Apparently, the
pretty tour guide has finishedher talk. You call
out to Will.

“Mr. McCullagh!”

He looks up at his name. His eyes widen in
surprise, then he turns quickly and disappears
into the crowd. You try to push your way
through.

“Mr. McCullagh, wait! I just want to talk to
you.”

But it’s no use. By the time you make your
way through the crowd of Valentino fans, the
young man is nowhere to be seen.

You shake your head and hurry over to the
pretty tour guide before she disappears too.

“Miss, excuse me. Could I have a word with
you?”

“Of course, sir. Are you looking to join the
tour? We’re already about halfway through,
but there are still several interesting stops
ahead.”

“No, no, miss. You’ve got me wrong.”

“Amy. Just call me Amy.”

“All right, Miss Amy. The thing is, I’m De-
tective Lucas from the New York Police De-
partment, and I’m looking for someone. I was
hoping you could help me.”

You take a photograph of Ruth from your in-
side coat pocket and hand it to her.

“I’m looking for this youngwoman. Her name
is Ruth Kocsis. She may have taken one of
your tours.”

“Oh, yes. I remember her. She was on today’s
tour, and I’ve seen her a few times before.
You see, our most devoted fans sometimes
go through the entire tour with us more than
once. Today, though, she only stayed until the
second stop. A young man joined her there,
and the two of them left the group together.
I remember only because they seemed to be
arguing in whispers, and it was rather distract-
ing while I was trying to speak. I was actually

relieved when I saw them peel away from the
group.”

“That happened at the previous stop, you say?
Could you describe the young man who was
with Miss Kocsis?”

“I’m afraid I can’t. I didn’t get a very good
look at him. It all happened so quickly. I only
caught them out of the corner of my eye.”

You take out the other photographs, pick out
the pictures of the youngmen, and show them
to her.

“Do you recognize him among these?”

The guide looks uncertainly from one photo-
graph to the next, then shakes her head.

“I’m sorry, Detective, but I really couldn’t say.”

“That’s all right.”

“I’m sorry, but I really ought to be getting
back. I’ve left the group waiting long enough.”

“Of course. Just one more question. I noticed
a tall, red-haired young man standing in the
front row earlier.” You quickly hold up Will’s
photograph. “This fellow. Do you remember
him?”

“Yes, I do. He only joined the tour here, out-
side the Astor Theatre. I’m sorry, but I really
must be going, Detective.”

“All right. Thank you for your help, Miss.”

Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking
sheet.
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5-2909
Harrison, Adrian
4 E. 79th St, UE-1
Time: 90minutes

Who do you want to talk to?

Helen, go to 7-4596 (p.88)

Mrs. Harrison, go to 4-9970 (p.68)

Mr. Harrison, go to 7-5272 (p.89)

5-2953
National City Bank (Financial District)
55 Wall St, FD-58

If you have circled Marker B1 on your case
tracking sheet, go to 2-2940 (p.32)

5-3081
The Mansion - Later (contd. from 8-1966 on p.95)
Time: 30minutes

Entering the house, you head straight for the
table in the parlor. You walk around it, exam-
ine it carefully, and look underneath the table-
top. Yes, there it is: a small lever that, when
moved, makes the planchette on the Ouija
board move. It’s on the exact side facing the
overturned chair. Where Robbie was sitting.
Just as you suspected.

But where could the hidden compartment
be—and the little button that opens it?

You carefully run your fingers over the
wooden surface. Wait! There seems to be
something here… You press the little button,
and… yes.

You hear a click, and a compartment opens
underneath the table. You reach inside and
pull out a small package, roughly 20 by 12
inches. You place it on the table and carefully
peel away the wrapping.

CircleDocument 22 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 22 (The Stele), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 165.

Suddenly, you hear a noise. Did a door just
slam somewhere up in the attic?

You stop and listen. What is that rushing
sound? It almost sounds like the wind howl-
ing through the house…

You glance toward the staircase. Better make
sure you’re alone in here.

You cautiously make your way upstairs and
check the rooms one by one. Nothing. No
sign of anyone hiding in the bedrooms or
along the hallway. You climb another flight of
stairs and search the attic as well, but there’s
no one there either.

So where did that noise come from?

Ah, yes. Perhaps a window up there blew
open, and the sudden draft is making the
whole house creak and groan.

Damn this house!

You can’t help shivering as those strange
dreams come back to you. For amoment, you
find yourself wondering whether they were
really just dreams after all…

What do you do with the stele?

A: Wrap it back up and return it to the hidden
compartment.

B: Confiscate it as evidence and enter it into
the official records.

C: Give it to Grey to have it returned to Cairo.
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If you don’t want to decide now, you can wait
until you reach the ‘Questions’ section and
make your choice then.

5-3156
FF (contd. from 3-8721 on p.46)

Stella hasn’t heard of this place before.

5-4467
Harrison, Helen
157 E. 65th St, UE-56 (upper)

You knock a few times but there’s no answer.

5-5804
Takacs, M.D.
137 W. 71st St, LS-13
Time: 30minutes

“I’ve known Robbie since he was a boy and
have attended him throughout his life. I’m
the family physician, you see. The last time I
saw him was sometime in May. He was in re-
markably good health then. He did complain
of some difficulty sleeping, so I prescribed a
mild sedative.”

“Difficulty sleeping? Did he happen to speak
of having unusual dreams?”

“Yes, now that you mention it, I recall that he
did. He toldme he’d been having themost pe-
culiar dreams—creatures pursuing him, and
such things—and that the nightmares were
keeping him from getting a proper rest. I told
him that the sedative ought to settle his nerves
and put an end to the nightmares.”

“And did it?”

“I should think so. He never returnedwith any
further complaint.”
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5-6411
Cups, glasses, coffee pot, and lemonade from the drawing
room (contd. from 2-8757 on p.34)
Time: 30minutes

“Nothing interesting turned up. With one ex-
ception. We found traces of strychnine in one
of the coffee cups. Should we send the cup
over to the fingerprint boys?”

“Yes, please.”

CircleMarker L1 on your case tracking
sheet.

5-8605
Coffee cup (contd. from 4-3891 on p.59)

The following fingerprints were found on the
coffee cup:

CircleDocument 49 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 49 (Prints found on the coffee cup),
which can be found at the back of this case
book on page 263.

Before you reveal the result, you can guess
whose (one or more person’s) fingerprints
were found on it. If you get it right, you can
earn bonus points.

5-8888
Central Park - Tennis Court
Near 100 97th St Transverse, CP-26

The tennis court appears deserted. You spot
a groundskeeper nearby and ask him who
comes here to play.

“In November? Nobody, sir. Too cold for ten-
nis out here. We only keep the courts open
fromMay to September.”

5-9809
Bottle and glasses from the attic (contd. from 4-5034 on
p.60)
Time: 30minutes

“We checked the glasses. They were clean; no
one had drunk from them. But the wine in
the bottle contained a large dose of opium.
Shall we send the bottle over to the fingerprint
boys?”

“Yes, thanks.”

CircleMarker A1 on your case tracking
sheet.
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6-2849
Hotel Peter Stuyvesant
2 W. 86th St, UW-30
Time: 30minutes

A sign in the hotel lobby advertises perfor-
mances by “The Great Mandrill,” but a large
“CANCELLED” notice has now been posted
across it.

You inquire at the front desk about the magi-
cian.

“Yes, sir. Mr. Mandrill is a guest here at the
hotel, but we haven’t laid eyes on him since
Halloween night.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, unfortunately. He didn’t have a show
that night, but he came back around eleven,
maybe a little earlier, in his costume. I re-
member thinking how strange it was. That he
was in his costume, I mean. Then, about half
an hour later, I saw him leave the hotel carry-
ing a large bag. He never checked out, so we
assumed he intended to return for the follow-
ing evening’s performance, but unfortunately
he never did. Didn’t leave so much as a note.

Oh, the manager is none too pleased, I can as-
sure you. We haven’t yet been able to find an-
other act to take his place, and naturally it’s
rather an embarrassment for the hotel.”

CircleMarker H1 on your case tracking
sheet.

6-3340
FH (contd. from 3-8721 on p.46)

Want to go to the Foxhole speakeasy? Stella
can’t get you in there. You’ll need to get a
membership card.

6-4643
Wheelock, R.
137 E. Broadway, CT-19

Doesn’t know anything. He’s not the onewe’re
looking for.
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6-5000
Hotel Pennsylvania
401 7th Ave, TL-53

“Good afternoon. I’m Detective Lucas from
the New York Police Department. I’d like to
inquire about your Valentino tour.”

“Good afternoon. I’m afraid today’s tour has
already set off, but perhaps tomorrow would
suit you, Detective?”

“What? No, you’ve misunderstood me. I’m
not looking to join the tour. I’mmaking an in-
quiry. I’m looking for a particular person who
may have taken part in one of your Valentino
tours, or perhaps is on one right now.”

“Let me see… The group today should be ar-
riving at the Astor Theatre just about now.
They’ll be there for at least another half hour.
Your best bet would be to go there, Detective.
Even if you don’t find the person you’re look-
ing for, you can speak to Amy, our tour guide.”

“All right. Thank you for your help. Good-
bye!”

6-6640
Grey, Alistair
239 Central Park W., UW-40
Time: 90minutes

You first ask Grey about Madame Roberta, the
psychic.

“Who? I don’t know her. But do you know
how many psychics are in Manhattan? A lot.
Most of them are frauds, of course. I’m only
concerned with the real stuff.”

The ‘real’ stuff? You find this a bit ironic.

“And do you happen to know something
about the magician called ‘The Great Man-
drell,’ who’s performing at the Stuyvesant Ho-

tel?”

“Yeah, I know David.”

“David?” - you ask the man, baffled.

“Yes. His real name is David Garber. And I
know him well because he was a member of
my order, the Golden Dawn.”

“Your order?”

“Yeah, the most influential Hermetic order in
the Western esoteric tradition right now. It’s
mainly a ‘magical’ order, focusing on theurgy
and spiritual development.”

“Theurgy?” Is he making up words now?

“The ‘divine magic.’ One of the two branches
of the magical arts. Our practices are associ-
ated with the invocation or evocation of the
presence of one or more deities, especially
with the goal of achieving the uniting with
the divine and perfecting oneself. Our phi-
losophy is based on the Hermetic Qabalah,
and the study of the four classical elements, as
well as the basics of astrology and tarot divina-
tion. The other branch is the practical magic
of ‘thaumaturgy,’ the application of magic to
effect change in the physical world. We don’t
practice that.”

“I see. You said Mr. Garber was a member of
the order. What happened?”

“He joined us in 1898, and trained in ceremo-
nial magic. But he came into conflict with his
superiors, so he had to leave the order.”

“Do you know what happened to him after
that?”

“Oh, yes, I know. He became quite infamous
in our circles… For a while he was studying
Hindu and Buddhist practices in India, then
travelled to Algeria. I’ve heard that he was ini-
tiated into another esoteric order, the Ordo
Templi Orientis, the ‘Order of the Oriental
Templars.’ But he was kicked out from there
as well.

He went to Paris afterwards, and lived a quite
scandalous life, involving a painter named
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Gerald Kelly and his sister, Rose. Kelly intro-
duced him to the Parisian arts scene, so David
became friends with the sculptor Auguste
Rodin, and the writer Somerset Maugham,
who supposedly modelled his main character
of his novel The Magician after our friend. Al-
though I have to say, he could have chosen a
better model…

Anyway, David married Rose Kelly in 1901,
although this appalled the Kelly family and
apparently damaged his friendship with the
brother… But after the wedding they trav-
elled to Egypt, where David started study-
ing Islamic mysticism and Arabic. They later
claimed that Rose regularly became deliri-
ous while they lived in Cairo, and informed
her husband that Horus was ‘waiting for him.’
She also proclaimed that ‘the Equinox of the
Gods has come,’ and she supposedly led him
to a museum, where she showed him an an-
cient mortuary stele, the ‘Stele of Revealing,’
with the exhibit number 666. They started to
translate the text on the stele right away.”

“So is thismagician’s wife, this Rose, also some
kind of occultist?”

“She was. She died in 1902, after the birth of
their daughter, Lilith. Ominous name for an
infant, don’t you think, Detective?”

“Really? Why?”

“Lilith was Adam’s first wife, before Eve, who
refused to submit to her husband, left him,
and transformed into a demon. The name
Lilith has meant ‘night demon’ since then…
Anyway the death of Rosewas amystery at the
time, because the doctors said the birth went
well, and they couldn’t see any reason for the
mother to die. A lot of us thought that her
death was the consequence of a curse of some
kind.”

“A curse?” you ask dubiously.

“Yes, Detective. Curses are real. And the Gar-
bers meddled with ancient forces when they
started to translate the text on that stele. And
a year later there was another victim. The cu-
rator of the Cairo Museum, who helped the

couple to translate the hieroglyphs, died sud-
denly.”

“Another curse?” you say mockingly.

“No, I think it was the same one. Although the
Garbers couldn’t finish the translation because
the stele got stolen from themuseum, and the
curator resigned. He came toManhattan after
that because his family lived here.”

“Who was this curator fellow?” you ask, with
growing suspicion.

“Émile Fryer.”

“Seriously?”

“I can see you’ve heard of him, Detective.”

“Yeah, that’s one way to put it… So you think
he was cursed, huh? I don’t believe in curses,
Mr. Grey.”

“I gathered that. But maybe you’ll change
your mind by the time you get to the end of
your investigation…”

“Yeah, I doubt that.” You look skeptically at
the man. “But do you know what happened
with Garber and his daughter after Mrs. Gar-
ber died?”

“I think David took the girl here, to New York,
to his own mother, who raised her grand-
daughter after that. David started to write a
book about some revelations he supposedly
heard from an entity named ‘Aiwass, the mes-
senger of Horus.’ The book announced the
start of a new Aeon, where the followers of the
Thelema can ‘do what thou wilt.’”

“Thelema?” you say suspiciously. Is this guy
pulling your leg?

“Yeah, the ‘Divine Will.’ You can read more
about it in this book.” And he takes down a
book from one of the shelves, and looks up
something for you. Okay, so it wasn’t a joke
after all.
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CircleDocument 14 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 14 (Thelema), which can be found at
the back of this case book on page 145.

“Anything else about Garber?” you ask Grey,
after you close the book.

“After the War, David established a religious
commune at Cefalú in Sicily, where he lived
with his followers for a fewyears, until the Ital-
ian government evicted them for their liber-
tine lifestyle. I’ve heard that he returned to
New York after that, to his mother and daugh-
ter. And nowhe lives here, and performs stage
tricks in various hotels in Manhattan. How
themighty have fallen…” the occultist finishes,
with satisfaction. He obviously doesn’t like
this Garber much.

“Thank you, Mr. Grey. You were a big help.”

“Don’tmention it, Detective. And Imean it lit-
erally. I won’t like to get out that I’m helping
the police. It would ruin my good name…”

The occultist is grinningmockingly when you
take your hat and leave.

Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking
sheet.

6-6798
HT (contd. from 3-8721 on p.46)

Want to go to the Hotsy Totsy? Stella says she
heard a rumor about that place but doesn’t
know where it is.

6-7401
New York Public Library
476 5th Ave, TL-6 (ground floor)

“Hello, Bookworm!” you greet Emiliana, the
head librarian.

“Ah, Detective Lucas! How can I help you?”
the beautiful woman asks with a smile.

What a shame to see a beauty like her bury-
ing herself among dusty old books. You’ve
thought about asking her out for coffee a few
times, but you’ve never quite worked up the
nerve. She always gives you a pleasant, cour-
teous smile, but there’s something about the
look in her eyes behind those glasses that
seems a little too stern. And besides, what
would you even talk about over coffee? Un-
less you need to look something up for an in-
vestigation, you wouldn’t go anywhere near a
dusty old book if you could help it…

“Well?” the woman asks, looking at you curi-
ously.

That’s when you realize you’ve been standing
there in silence for quite some time, like an
idiot.

“Yes, sorry. I was just thinking,” you mumble
apologetically.

Well, so much for that coffee date anytime
soon…

What would you like to read about?

Egyptian gods: ‘History & Biography’ section

Secret orders or astrology: ‘Supernatural &
Occult’ section
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6-9113
Automobile Club of New York
2109 Broadway, LS-2 (hotel lobby)
Time: 60 minutes

The club is crowded, but Betty Samuels is
the only woman among the members, so you
have little trouble spotting her. She is in the
middle of a heated argument with two men,
making it difficult to get her attention.

“But not many rookies have pulled off what
Lockhart did. He won, didn’t he?” Betty in-
sists.

“Don’t try to be so witty, Betty. There were
three others who’d done it before him, so it’s
hardly without precedent,” one of the men
shoots back.

“Hardly without precedent? He went from
twentieth to fifth place in five laps at Indi-
anapolis!”

“Excuse me, Miss Samuels?” you interrupt.

“Yes?” She turns toward you. “Oh, it’s you, De-
tective. You wanted to speak with me?”

“That’s right, Miss.”

“Certainly. Let’s find somewhere a little qui-
eter.” She gestures ahead and starts after you,
but calls back to her companions:

“I’ll be back in a little while, gentlemen. We’re
not finished with this conversation!”

“Can’t wait,” one of them mutters dryly,
prompting the other to laugh.

“Men…” Betty sighs. “They always have to get
the last word. Come on, Detective. We can sit
in here. I doubt anyone will bother us.”

You enter a small roomwith a card table in the
middle and take seats opposite one another.

“Very well. The reason I wanted to speak with
you again, Miss Samuels, is that I’m going
back over everyone’s statements. Sometimes,
once people have had a little time to think,

they remember something they overlooked in
the first place.”

“I believe I told you everything I could re-
member about the séance.”

“Yes, perhaps you did. But this time I’mmore
interested in getting some background on the
people who were there. I’d like to get a better
sense of who they are. For instance, how did
you come to know Mr. Christie?”

“Well, we’ve all been part of the same circle
for quite some time. Margot, Evie, Ruth, and I
went to Brearley, while Robbie, Johnny, Char-
lie, George, and Will went to Trinity. The
two schools used to hold dances, socials, tal-
ent competitions—you know, the usual thing.
Supposedly it was to give the sons and daugh-
ters of the ‘better families’ a chance to become
acquainted.”

She rolls her eyes.

“Ugh. Awful, isn’t it? Most of those people
are dreadful snobs. Even within our own little
crowd, I really only like Ruth, Dorothy, Char-
lie, and Johnny. And perhaps George. The
rest—Evie, Margot, Robbie, and Will—well,
they could all be pretty insufferable.”

“You didn’t mention Miss Harrison or Mr.
Adler.”

“They’re newer acquaintances. I don’t know
them nearly as well.”

“Newer?”

“Yes. Helen went to Spence, which is prac-
tically Brearley’s sworn enemy. We never
crossed paths at school. I met her at the en-
gagement party back in March. After that, I
only saw her when the whole crowd was to-
gether, like at the Halloween party. She’s a
rather dreamy sort.”

“And Mr. Adler?”

“Jack? October 31st was the first time I’d ever
met him. Apparently he’s a friend of Will’s,
which surprised me, considering Jack’s… well,
let’s just say, modest background. As I said,
Will is quite the snob. But Jack seemed like a
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very nice fellow. Funny, too. And from what
I saw that night, he and Robbie seemed to get
along very well.”

“So you’re closer to Ruth and Dorothy?”

“Mostly Ruth. She’s my best friend. Her
parents are famous musicians from Hungary.
Their background isn’t exactly the sort our
crowd usually goes for, but I suppose society
can make room for a few ‘exotic artists’ now
and then.”

Betty smiles.

“Fortunately, Ruth doesn’t care a fig for all that
social nonsense. I like her because she’s a prac-
tical girl. And she’s the only one who really
encourages me to pursue my own ambitions.
I want to be a racing driver.”

“A racing driver?”

“Yes. Rather an outrageous ambition for a
woman, I suppose.” She shrugs. “But there it
is.”

“And Dorothy?”

“She only comes to New York two or three
times a year. I believe her family lives some-
where in New Jersey. She’s Robbie’s cousin—a
sort of poor relation theChristies invite to stay
now and again. It’s been that way for years.
Mrs. Christie seems genuinely fond of her.”

“And the other young ladies?”

“My sister and Evie? As I said, they’re both
rather snobbish. True Brearley girls. Al-
though Margot can be quite diplomatic if she
wants to be.”

She pauses.

“Evie especially can’t stand Helen. She’s al-
ways taking little digs at her. It’s ridiculous.
Of course, we all knew Evie expected Robbie
to marry her eventually. Robbie and George
have been friends since childhood, after all,
and Evie is an ambitious girl. But the Nowaks
are comparatively new money. Society toler-
ates them, but there are plentywho look down
their noses at them when they’re not around.
Helen, on the other hand, comes from one of

the oldest andmost respected families in New
York. It wasn’t exactly difficult to guess whom
Robbie would choose.”

“And the young men?”

“As I said, Johnny and Charlie are decent fel-
lows. They were never really part of Robbie’s
inner circle. As amatter of fact, Robbiemostly
paid attention to themwhen he wanted some-
thing. George says it was the same way back at
school.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because Johnny and Charlie are not exactly
the popular sort. They’re both rather quiet—
more comfortable with books and their own
interests than with a crowd. But they’re both
terribly bright. Charlie is studying engineer-
ing, and Margot claims he already knows
more than most of his professors.”

Betty gives you a knowing look.

“Of course, Margot has a soft spot for Char-
lie, so heaven only knows howmuch of that is
true.”

“And Mr. Vandusen?”

“He’s studying chemistry at Columbia. Says
he’s already started doing research of his own.
Or something of the sort. He was explaining
it to us the last time we were at his place.”

“You were at his place?”

“Yes. About three weeks ago, perhaps a lit-
tle longer. His grandmother had gone away
to visit relatives, so Johnny took advantage of
the opportunity and had us all over for din-
ner. Afterwards we went to a speakeasy. It was
a very good evening. Ruth and I danced half
the night and laughed ourselves silly.”

“And Johnny?”

“Oh, he was delighted. He had a chance to
show off his new laboratory.”

“His laboratory?”

“Yes. He gave everyone a tour and explained
his experiments and all that. I couldn’t make
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head nor tail of most of it, but it was interest-
ing enough.”

“And precisely who was there that evening?”

“All the girls—Ruth, Evie, Margot, Helen, and
Dorothy. And most of the fellows: George,
Charlie, and Will.”

“Robbie wasn’t with you?”

“Not at first. He joined us later at the
speakeasy. But he wasn’t with us earlier at
Johnny’s house.”

“I see. Thank you, Miss Samuels. That’s been
very helpful. Now I only need your finger-
prints.”

“My fingerprints? How exciting!”

CircleDocument 43 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 43 (Betty’s fingerprints), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
251.

“Thank you, Miss Samuels.”

“Don’t mention it, Detective.”

6-9859
The After Hours
235 Canal St, LI-42

If you have circled Marker K1 on your case
tracking sheet, go to 3-8721 (p.46)
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7
7-1106
Food and drink samples from the drawing room and the
kitchen (contd. from 2-8757 on p.34)

“We didn’t find any poison or anything else
unusual in any of the food or drink samples.”

7-1205
Empire State Trust Bank
523 Amsterdam Ave, UW-29

“I’m very sorry, Detective, but I’m not at lib-
erty to disclose any information concerning
our clients’ financial affairs.”

7-1642
Samuels, Walter
336 Central Park W., BD-83 (apt. 3a)
Time: 60 minutes

The girls’ father is a short, stocky, balding lit-
tle fellow with a magnificent mustache and a
broad smile spread across his face. You’re a lit-
tle taken aback when you first see him. Some-
how, he isn’t quite what you expected.

“Good day, Detective! What can I do for you?
I take it this concerns the death of that poor
Christie boy. The girls came home terribly
upset after that Halloween party, and natu-
rally, I was quite shocked myself.”

“Yes, Mr. Samuels. I’m here regarding the

death of Robert Christie. I’d like to have a
word with your daughters, if possible.”

“Why, certainly. They may be up by now.
Margot can spend half the day lounging about
in bed if you let her. I’m off to the office, or I’ll
be late for an appointment, but Tresillian will
send the girls down to you.”

The little man offers you his hand, then steps
out into the hall. You hear him giving the but-
ler a few instructions before he departs.

You take a seat and wait patiently.

At least ten minutes pass before the butler fi-
nally appears.

“I’m very sorry, sir, but I was unable to locate
either young lady in her room. I made in-
quiries among the staff as well, but unfortu-
nately, no one seems to know where they are.”

“I see. Would it be possible for me to have a
look in their rooms?”

The butler nearly recoils at the request.

“Their rooms? I beg your pardon, Detective,
but that is a rather unusual request. I’m not
certain that the master would—”

“Lookhere,Mr. Tresillian, was it? Yourmaster
just left this house under the impression that
I was going to speak with his daughters. I as-
sume he gave his consent to that much. Since
I can’t do that, I have to find some other way of
determining where they’ve gone. I’ll only take
a moment to look through their rooms. And,
naturally, you’re welcome to remain with me
the entire time, so you can make certain I
don’t slip the family silver into my pocket.”

“Please, Detective, it never occurred to me to
suggest that you would—”

“All right, all right. Let’s not make a big deal
of it. Will you show me the rooms?”

The butler hesitates for another moment,
then nods.

“This way, Detective.”
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Betty’s room could almost be mistaken for a
boy’s room. It’s remarkably plain, without a
ruffle or frill in sight.

There aren’t even any gossipmagazines on the
nightstand. Instead, you find an automobile
magazine and a newspaper clipping.

CircleDocument 27 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 27 (Articles about car racing), which
can be found at the back of this case book
on page 175.

Margot’s room is unmistakably a girl’s room,
though thankfully not too gaudy. There’s a lit-
tlemore lace than you care for, but apart from
that, the room is neat and orderly, and easy
enough to search.

On a small table, you find a stack of flyers.

You pick one up.

CircleDocument 28 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 28 (The flyer in Margot’s room),
which can be found at the back of this case
book on page 179.

7-2201
McCullagh, Delia
76 W. 86th St, UW-30 (apt. 2c)
Time: 60 minutes

The butler leads you into a vast, luxuriously
furnished apartment.

“I’m afraid, sir, the young master is not at
home. Only his mother is here.”

“Very well. Then I’d like to speak with her.”

“Certainly, sir. In the meantime, please make
yourself comfortable in the drawing room.”

After a fewminutes, Mrs. McCullagh appears.
She is a large, red-haired woman who sweeps
into the drawing room as though she were
making an entrance at a royal reception.

“Good day, sir. I presume you’re looking for
my son on account of poor Robbie’s death.”

“Yes, ma’am. That’s right.”

“But I believe you already know that Will isn’t
at home.”

“Yes, ma’am. But perhaps you could help me.
Do you have any idea where I might find your
son?”

“Good heavens, who knows where that boy
has got himself off to? I expect he and George
have gone somewhere together. Oh, George
is such an original, you know! I suppose the
two of them must be off somewhere mourn-
ing the loss of their dearest friend. You see,
Detective, Robbie was my son’s closest friend.
Besides George.”

“I see. And where do you suppose they might
have gone tomourn their friend, ma’am? Per-
haps they paid a visit to the widow?”

“What? No, certainly not. I expect they’re
drowning their sorrows in a drink somewhere.
As any sensible man would. And don’t you go
bringing Prohibition into this! What a ridicu-
lous notion. We Irish would never dream up
such nonsense. Life is hard enough with a lit-
tle liquor in it, let alone without it. Really! Be-
sides, it’s not as though anyone in New York
takes Prohibition seriously for a minute…”

She may have a point, but as a police offi-
cer you can hardly let her continue the tirade.
Better to steer the conversation elsewhere.

“Would you tell me a little about your son and
his friends, ma’am? I’d like to get to know
them a little better.”

“What is there to tell? Will’s father died years
ago, when Will was still quite young. Fortu-
nately, he left us comfortably provided for, so
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I was able to sendmy son to the finest schools.
He’s studying law at New York University now.
He’s grown into a fine, strong youngman, and
I have every reason to be proud of him. Gener-
ous, well-mannered—everything a gentleman
ought to be.

As for his friends, I’m quite satisfiedwith them
as well. He keeps company with the chil-
dren of the finest families in New York. Rob-
bie and George both come from very wealthy
families. To tell you the truth, I had long
hoped Will might one day become engaged
to George’s sister, little Evie. She’d make a
very good wife—always so prudent and sensi-
ble. Will and she have been together so much
since they were children, I hoped an attach-
mentmight develop between them. But sadly,
I don’t believe Will is particularly fond of the
girl.”

“And what about Jack Adler?”

“Who? The name means nothing to me. I
can’t imagine this ‘Mr. Adler’ belongs to one
of the better families, or I certainly would
have heard of him. You must have misunder-
stood something, Detective.”

“Yes, that’s quite possible,” you say, reassuring
the conceitedmother. “Thank you verymuch
for your time, Mrs. McCullagh. Before I go,
would you permit me to have a look at your
son’s room? I may find something that helps
me locate him.”

“Find something? Are you asking to searchmy
son’s room?”

“No, ma’am, not at all. I phrased that badly.
I have no intention of searching anything. I’d
simply like to have a look around for a mo-
ment.”

Thewoman looks you up and down, then calls
toward the drawing room door.

“O’Malley?”

The butler immediately appears.

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Show the Detective to the young master’s
room. He may have a look around for one
minute.”

“Yes, ma’am. This way, sir.”

“Thank you again, Mrs. McCullagh. Good
day.”

“Good day, Detective.”

Since you have only a minute, you quickly
look around the bedroom. Your eyes first set-
tle on an autographed photograph standing
on the nightstand.

Then you notice a bank statement lying on the
desk.

CircleDocument 31 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 31 (The Bank Statement), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 185.
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You quickly jot down a few details from it and
head for the door. Just in time, too—the but-
ler is already clearing his throat outside.

“Are you finished, Detective?”

“Yes, O’Malley. Thank you.”

CircleMarker S1 on your case tracking
sheet.

7-3005
Hotel Harding
203 W. 54th St, TS-26

If it’s 8pm or later, AND If you have cir-
cled Marker J1 on your case tracking sheet,
AND if you have circled Marker S1 on your
case tracking sheet, AND if you have circled
Marker G1 on your case tracking sheet, go to
4-2548 (p.50).

Otherwise:

You have to wait until 8 o’clock, and you’ll
need someone known to the house, or they
won’t let you in.
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7-3520
Vial shards (contd. from 2-8757 on p.34)

If you have circled Marker M1 on your case
tracking sheet, go to 2-7306 (p.34)

7-4451
Sauter, Stella
254 Canal St, LI-47 (lower)

“Miss Stella is at the nightclub. A block away.”

7-4596
Helen Harrison

The curtains in the girl’s room are drawn,
shutting out the daylight.

“Miss Harrison?”

“Yes?” comes a voice from somewhere in the
corner of the room.

You finally spot the girl sitting in an armchair.

“I’m Detective Lucas. We met on the evening
of the 31st.”

The girl switches on a small lamp on the table
beside the armchair.

“Come in, Detective. Please, have a seat.”

You take a chair opposite her. In the soft
lamplight, you can now see Miss Helen’s deli-
cate face clearly. Her eyes aren’t red from cry-
ing, but there’s a deep sadness in her expres-
sion.

“My condolences, Miss Harrison. I assume
you’ve heard about your fiancé’s death.”

“Yes, I have.”

“I imagine it has been quite a shock.”

“Yes,” she answers honestly.

“Is that why you’re staying here rather than at
your own apartment?”

“I didn’t want to be alone.” Her voice is dull
and lifeless.

“Of course. That’s perfectly understandable.
I’m sorry to trouble you at such a difficult
time, Miss Harrison, but I’d like to ask you a
few questions.”

The girl remains silent, so you continue.

“And I’ll need your fingerprints as well, miss.”

Helen lowers her head, but fortunately, she
nods.

CircleDocument 36 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 36 (Helen’s fingerprints), which can
be found at the back of this case book on
page 237.

“Thank you, Miss Harrison. And now the
questions. Did you already know everyone in
the group you met at the Halloween party?”

“Most of them. But Robbie introduced me to
Jack only that evening, although he had men-
tioned beforehand that Will was bringing a
friend with him.”

“And the others?”

“I met all of them after the engagement.
George andWill were Robbie’s closest friends,
so we saw quite a lot of them. And, of course,
Evie, George’s sister. We played tennis to-
gether, for instance. There were also various
outings and gatherings with the sisters, Betty
andMargot, and, naturally, their friend Ruth.”

“And Mr. Vandusen and Mr. Renfrow?”
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“I’d met them a few times as well. I believe
they were Robbie’s classmates in high school.
But he didn’t mention them nearly as often as
he did George and Will.”

“And Miss Owens?”

“She’s Robbie’s cousin. I saw her quite of-
ten whenever she was in Manhattan. Robbie
would frequently bring her along to our gath-
erings.”

“Really? And her presence never got in the
way of the two of you spending time to-
gether?”

The girl gives a faint smile.

“No, not at all. Robbie and I…”

“Yes?”

“You see, Detective, our relationship wasn’t a
romantic love affair, or anything like that. It
was simply a business arrangement between
our families.”

“That sounds rather cold.”

“That’s simply how things go in our circles.”

Suddenly, the door swings open and a teenage
girl bursts into the room.

“Helen, guess who’s here… Oh, I’m sorry, sir.”
She suddenly turns red and quickly backs out
of the room.

“My sister, Cecily. But I’m afraid I must apol-
ogize, Detective. I have a terrible headache.
I think I really need to lie down for a while.
Would it be possible to continue our conver-
sation another time?”

Her face is indeed rather pale, so you rise and
take your leave.

“Of course. I understand, Miss Harrison.
Goodbye, and I hope you feel better.”

Do you want to try and talk to Cecily?

If you do, go to 4-4774 (p.59).

7-5272
Mr. Harrison

Mr. Harrison happens to be at home and
agrees to spare you a few minutes.

“I have a little time just now, but I’ll have to
take a phone call shortly. If you still have
questions after that, mywife andmy daughter
can continue the conversation with you, De-
tective.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Needless to say, the Christie boy’s death is a
terrible blow to us. We had already made all
the arrangements for the wedding. I’d even
found the young couple a splendid apartment
not far from here. I only needed to settle the
details with the elder Mr. Christie. But, of
course, none of that will be happening now.”
He shakes his head disapprovingly.

“I imagine your daughter is devastated.”

The man pauses for a moment.

“Yes, I suppose you could put it that way… I
mean, anyone would be shaken by the sudden
death of someone they knew.”

“Someone they knew? But Mr. Christie was
your daughter’s fiancé.”

The man shifts uncomfortably.

“Well, yes… The fact is, Helen was never par-
ticularly enthusiastic about the idea of marry-
ing him.”

“Really?”

Perhaps there is a slightly accusatory edge to
your voice, because Mr. Harrison suddenly
bristles.

“You have to understand, Detective, that peo-
ple in our circles have certain obligations.
Here in Manhattan, among families like ours,
we’re not entirely unlike royalty. What hap-
pens to us isn’t always just a private matter.
Marriage has always been one of the ways
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families like ours strengthen their ties and se-
cure alliances for the future. Helen has un-
derstood that from an early age. She’s always
been a quiet, obedient girl, so I was quite taken
aback when she first told me she wasn’t sure
she wanted to marry the Christie boy.

I asked her whether some womanizer had
turned her head, but she insisted that there
was no one else. She simply said she didn’t
want to getmarried at all, if she had the choice.
Naturally, I told her that was absurd and that
she needed to put the idea out of her head. I
also reminded her that she hardly knew Rob-
bie yet. I told her to give the boy a fair chance.”

“And did she? I mean, did your daughter
eventually come to care for Mr. Christie?”

The man purses his lips.

“At first, everything seemed to be going per-
fectly well. Robbie introduced her to his
friends, they spent a good deal of time to-
gether, and Helen even became friendly with
his cousin. I thought we were finally past
that little difficulty when, quite suddenly, she
came to me and said she wanted to break off
the engagement.

Of course, I told her to forget the idea. We
weren’t about to hand the gossip columns
a scandal. And, besides, I was looking to
strengthen our ties with the Christies, not
throw them away.”

“And how did your daughter take that?”

“Exactly as a well-brought-up young lady
should: she accepted my decision.”

At that moment, the telephone on the desk
rings.

“Excuse me, Detective, but I really must take
this. You’ll findmy wife in the drawing room.”

“I understand. Thank you, Mr. Harrison.”

You quietly withdraw from the study as the
man picks up the receiver.

“Hello? Harrison speaking. Ah, Mr. Mayor.
I’ve been expecting your call…”

CircleMarker C1 on your case tracking
sheet.

Who would you like to talk to next?

Helen, go to 7-4596 (p.88)

Mrs. Harrison, go to 4-9970 (p.68)

7-5530
Indoor Tennis Courts
227 E. 69th St, LH-37

“Beg pardon, sir. Whom did you say you were
looking for?”

“Miss Evelyn Nowak.”

“Let me see… I’ll check the membership book.
Nowak… Nowak… No, I’m afraid I don’t find a
Miss Nowak listed here. I don’t believe she’s a
member of our club.”

7-7914
Wheelock, Gwen
321 8th Ave, CS-37
Time: 60 minutes

“Miss Wheelock, sorry to bother you, but do
you happen to have some connection to the
Wheelock Mansion?”

“Yes, my father built it in 1869.”

“Really? Could you tell me more about it?”

“Of course, Detective. My father, William
Almy Wheelock, purchased the land from
Mrs. Lucy Audubon who owned that part of
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Manhattan - which was a wooded land high
above the Hudson River. It was a bucolic Eden
of dogwoods, pines, tulip trees and ancient
oaks. There was even a waterfall that cascaded
down the rocks to the river. They called that
part the ‘Audubon Park.’

My father was born in Providence, but his
family moved to New York City in 1837 when
he was still a boy. He graduated from New
York University at the age of 18 - supporting
himself during his studies by teaching in the
University’s grammar school. First he went
into the wholesale dry goods business, and
then he became a prominent banker and fi-
nancier in New York City.” She looks at a pho-
tograph on the mantel.

“Following John Audubon’s death, my father
helped his widow Lucy with her finances.
That’s how they met. She started to sell her
land piece by piece, and the neighborhood
started to fill with mansions surrounded by
park-like grounds.

But Wheelock Mansion was the most beauti-
ful of them all. It had every bell and whistle a
Victorian villa could ask for. Multiple porches
provided shade and caught the river breezes,

and there were oriel windows, balconies, lacy
iron cresting on the roof, and a tower. But
the visual cherry on top was the wonderfully
graceful ogeemansard that bowed and curved
upward. You can see it in that painting.” She
points at the wall.

“The entrance sat just back from the carriage
drive, allowing for a sumptuous Italian garden
to the rear. It had a statuary and cast iron urns
overflowingwith vines and flowers…Oh, it was
truly a little Eden.

My father retired from his work when he pur-
chased the land but he couldn’t stay idle long.
After the construction of the house ended he
devoted his time to philanthropicwork. At the
time he died, my father was a member of the
American Fine Arts Society, the Metropolitan
Museum of Art, and the American Museum
of Natural History; he belonged to the Union
League Club and the Lawyers’ Club; and he
was an elder in the Presbyterian Church and a
director of the Union Theological Seminary.

Then came 1892. The darkest year of our
life. First my father died of heart disease,
thenmy brother was killed in an accident. My
mother couldn’t cope - not there in that beau-
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tifulmansion where everything reminded her
of our happy life together. Besides, since the
1870s more and more apartment and com-
mercial buildings had risen around us, so she
sold the house to the Fryers in 1894.”

“I see. And what do you know about the Fry-
ers, the recent owners?”

“Not much. The husband died a long time
ago. But I have the widow’s details if you’d like
to get in touch with her.”

“That would be very helpful, thank you, Miss
Wheelock.”

Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking
sheet.

Circle Document 4 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 4 (The widow’s card), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
115.
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8
8-1044
Christie, Robert
300 Central Park W., UW-5 (apt. 15c)
Time: 60 minutes

Mr. Johnson, the butler, opens the door at
your knock.

“Ah, Detective, welcome. Do come in.”

You step into the elegantly furnished apart-
ment. The butler shows you around. Every-
thing is spotless and in perfect order.

“Have you moved anything in your master’s
room?”

“No, sir, not a thing. I thought sooner or later
you gentlemen would want to look around in
here as well, so I left everything exactly as I
found it. As soon as you’re finished here, I
shall lock up the apartment, as the elder Mr.
Christie instructed, and return to his house-
hold, where I was employed originally. As a
valet, of course—that was my position there.”

“Indeed? So being in the younger Mr.
Christie’s service was a promotion for you?”

“Yes, Detective, precisely. There are quite a
number of servants in the elder Mr. Christie’s
household. Here, I was the only one, in charge
of the entire household.”

“And did it pay better, too?” you ask, eyeing
the fellow.

He looks taken aback, and replies reluctantly:
“If we must discuss financial matters, Detec-
tive, then I’m obliged to tell you that, yes, I
received a higher wage as a butler than I did
as a valet.”

“I see. Now I’d like to have a look around your
master’s room.”

You search Robbie’s room thoroughly, and on
his desk you come across a few things that
catch your eye: a planner, and beneath it, an
old newspaper.

Circle Document 9 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 9 (Article about Lord Carnarvon),
which can be found at the back of this case
book on page 135.

CircleDocument 32 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 32 (The Planner), which can be found
at the back of this case book on page 187.

On the bookshelves you find a great
many volumes on archaeology, Egypt, and
Mesopotamia. You pick up one of the books
on Egypt and leaf through it.

Which chapters would you like to read?

The Stele of Revelation:

Circle Document 5 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 5 (Stele), which can be found at the
back of this case book on page 117.

Famous Egyptologists:

Circle Document 7 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 7 (Egyptologists), which can be found
at the back of this case book on page 129.

“Er—sir?”

The discreet clearing of a throat pulls you
from your reading. Johnson, the butler, is
standing in the doorway.
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“Pardon me for disturbing you, but may I of-
fer you a refreshment?”

“No, no, Johnson. Thank you. I think I ought
to be on my way shortly. But I have a few
more questions for you.”

“Certainly, Detective.”

“Tell me, who handled the food and drink
served to the guests during the evening?”

“Mary prepared the sandwiches, arranged the
cakes on trays, mixed the lemonade, and
made the tea. I assisted with the sandwiches,
mixed and served the cocktails, and prepared
the coffee.”

“I see. Did you serve each guest personally, or
was everything simply set out on trays?”

“Mary and I went around among the guests
several times, offering them food and drink.
Later, however, we left everything on trays in
the drawing room, so that anyone whowished
could help themselves.”

“Did you happen to notice what Mr. Christie
ate or drank during the evening?”

“As amatter of fact, sir, I believe I did. You see,
Detective, Mr. Christie was inclined to… well,
to forget about eating when he had something
on his mind. I always considered it part of my
duty to see that he was properly looked after.
During the party, I went to him three times
and offered him sandwiches. I was pleased to
see that he accepted one each time.”

“And did you keep an eye on his drinks as
well?”

“Yes, sir. Mr. Christie had toldme beforehand
that he did not intend to drink that evening, so
I was to bring him lemonade and coffee only.
As for the coffee, he instructed me to begin
serving it at eight o’clock, naturally, to anyone
whowished for it. But at half past nine I was to
make the rounds with a fresh pot, without fail.
He wanted everyone fresh and wide awake by
ten o’clock. That was when he intended to
present the highlight of the evening—thema-
gician’s surprise performance.”

“Ah. So the magician was the grand surprise
everyone was talking about?”

“At least, that was my understanding, sir.”

“I see. So Mr. Christie drank lemonade and
coffee during the evening?”

“I believe so, sir.”

“And you say Mary, the maid, prepared the
lemonade?”

“Yes. She made up a large pitcher and placed
it on the sideboard in the drawing room, to-
gether with the glasses. After that, every-
one helped themselves. Though I must say,
the lemonade hardly went at all. Apart from
youngMr. Christie, I believeMiss Margot and
young Mr. Charlie were the only ones who
had a glass.”

“Ah, the two temperance advocates. Yes. I’m
surprised they didn’t sample some of your fa-
mous non-alcoholic cocktails.”

The butler grows noticeably uncomfortable at
the remark and says nothing.

“But back to the coffee. At half past nine, as
instructed, you went around with a fresh pot?”

“Yes, Detective. Nearly everyone accepted a
cup. Only Miss Helen declined it, who was
sitting at the fortune-teller’s table. And the
fortune-teller herself, who arrived later, didn’t
get any because I had already finished serving
the coffee by then. ”

“And did your master drink his coffee right
away?”

“No, sir. As I said, it was freshly made and
still quite hot. Most of the guests simply took
their cups and sat down with them, or set the
cups somewhere nearby to drink later. I be-
lieve young Mr. Christie did the same. He
set his cup on a small table and began mov-
ing about the room, trying to recruit people
for a séance.”

“The coffee cups we collected, however, were
all empty. So I take it everyone eventually
drank their coffee.”
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“I should imagine so, sir. I never had the op-
portunity to collect the cups. You see… well,
you know how the evening ended.”

“Thank you, Johnson. You’ve been a great
help. I only need your fingerprints, and we’re
done.”

“My fingerprints, sir?” asks the man aston-
ished.

“Yes. I’m taking fingerprints from everyone
who was at the mansion.”

“Oh, I see, sir. In that case…”

You take the butler’s prints.

CircleDocument 46 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 46 (The butler’s fingerprints), which
can be found at the back of this case book
on page 257.

“I believe that will be all,” you say as you head
for the door.

The butler hands you your coat and hat.
“Good day, Detective. And I wish you every
success with your investigation.”

8-1966
”Fryer, Ruth” The Mansion
158-18 Riverside Dr W., WH-122
Time: 60 minutes

On Day 1, go to 4-5574 (p.60).

At noon on Day 2, go to 2-4098 (p.33).

Later, AND If you have circled Document 21
onyour case tracking sheet, go to 5-3081 (p.74).

8-6630
Kocsis, Leonard
1 W. 62nd St, LS-43
Time: 60 minutes

Amaid answers the doorwhenyou knock. Be-
fore you can introduce yourself, she puts a
finger to her lips, motioning for you to keep
quiet, then points toward the drawing room.

A tall, thin man is seated at the piano, just be-
ginning to play.

 

 

listen to the audio
(https://nynoir.org/f/
theMansion/LisztRhapsody.m4a).

“Ezmost jó volt,” a woman’s voice calls from the
drawing room. For the moment, you cannot
see who is speaking.

The maid quickly announces, “Ma’am, sir,
you have a visitor.”

The thin man turns away from the piano, and
a pretty brunette steps out from behind the
door.

“Mr. and Mrs. Kocsis? Good morning. I’m
Detective John Lucas from the New York Po-
lice Department. I was hoping to speak with
your daughter, Ruth, if I might.”

“About Robbie’s death?” the woman asks.
“Yes, we only just heard. How dreadful. I
tried calling Julia to offermy condolences, but
she isn’t taking calls at the moment. And of
course, I can understand that. Something like
this must be simply devastating for a mother.
I think we ought to pay them a personal visit,
Leo. Don’t you?”

“Of course, dear. Whatever you think,” the
man replies with a nod.

“Come along, Detective. I’ll take you to Ruth’s
room. Thank you, Sarah. You may go.”

The woman dismisses the maid.
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“You know, Detective, poor Ruth has taken
this whole dreadful business very hard. I
wouldn’t be surprised if she were still in bed.”

She stops outside a door and knocks.

“Rutka, darling? Are you awake? There’s a de-
tective from the New York Police here. He’d
like to speak with you. Rutka?”

Without waiting for an answer, she opens the
door.

“Rutka? Are you in there?” she calls as she
steps inside.

You follow her.

The room is empty.

“Well, Detective, it appears Ruth isn’t home.
The thing is, my husband and I are so often
occupied with our local engagements, not to
mention our tours around the country and
abroad, that Ruth has had to lead a fairly in-
dependent life for some time now. And natu-
rally, that means she doesn’t always tell us her
plans—even when we happen to be home.”

As she speaks, you look around the room.

It is decidedly untidy. The bed hasn’t been
made, and clothes are scattered over a chair
and a small table. A large movie poster on the
wall catches your eye.

CircleDocument 19 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Docu-
ment 19 (The Movie Poster), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
157.

On the bed, you notice an open magazine.

“Would you mind if I took a look at this?” you
ask Mrs. Kocsis.

She glances at the magazine.

“Oh, yes. Ruthwas a great admirer of Rudolph
Valentino. She cried for days when she heard
that he had died. Yes, our daughter has al-
ways been an intensely passionate girl, almost

sensual in temperament. Unfortunately, she
doesn’t play the violin anymore, though my
husband and I both tried to steer her toward
a career in music. She could have put all that
emotion of hers to very good use,” the woman
says with a sigh.

Meanwhile, you examine the magazine.

CircleDocument 23 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 23 (The magazine), which can be
found at the back of this case book on page
167.

From outside, the sound of the piano begins
again.

“I think I’ve taken up enough of your time.
Thank you for your help, ma’am.”

“Not at all. I’ll let Ruth know you stopped by.”

“I appreciate your help, ma’am. Good bye.”

CircleMarker E1 on your case tracking
sheet.

If you enjoyed Mr. Kocsis’ playing and would
like to read about the composer of theHungar-
ian Rhapsody he performed, Franz Liszt, in ex-
change for a Culture Point, go to 4-1701 (p.49).
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8-6951
Something else (contd. from 4-3891 on p.59)

If you have circled Marker N1 on your case
tracking sheet, go to 1-5818 (p.27)

8-7278
Christie, Arthur
115 Central Park W., LS-14 (apt. 9a)
Time: 60 minutes

After a short wait, an elderly butler leads you
into a darkened room, where Robbie’smother
sits in an armchair, dressed in black fromhead
to toe. She merely nods when you introduce
yourself, then stares blankly into space.

“I’m sorry to trouble you at such a difficult
time,ma’am, but I’d like to ask you a few ques-
tions about the decea—your son.”

No response.

“Could you tell me something about your son,
ma’am? Anything at all might prove useful.”

At last, the woman’s eyes focus on you.

“My husband is at the office,” she says in a flat,
expressionless voice.

You begin to feel distinctly uncomfortable.
Mrs. Christie doesn’t seem entirely in her
right mind.

“Youmean, ma’am, that I should discuss these
matters with your husband?”

“Dorothy has gone somewhere as well.”

Time to leave. You’re not going to get any-
thing useful out of this woman.

“I see. Thank you for seeing me, ma’am.
And please accept my deepest condolences
for your loss.”

You step into the hallway and nearly run into
the butler. Was he waiting for you, or had he
been listening at the door?

“Mrs. Christie mentioned Miss Dorothy. I
take it she meant the young lady lives here as
well?”

“Yes, sir. She’s staying with the family at
present. If you’ll wait just a moment, I’ll see
whether she’s at home.”

The butler walks to a door at the far end of the
hall and knocks. No answer. He knocks again.

“Miss Dorothy?”

Silence.

“It appears the young lady is out,” he says, re-
turning to you.

“I see. Andwhat about themaid namedMary?
The one who served at Mr. Christie’s Hal-
loween party?”

“Mary is in the kitchen at present. If you’ll wait
a few minutes, Detective, I’ll send for her and
you may speak with her in the drawing room.
In the meantime, do make yourself comfort-
able, sir.” He gestures toward an open door-
way. “May I offer you some refreshment?”

“No, thank you.”

As soon as the butler disappears down the
stairs, you glance quickly up and down the
hall. The coast is clear.

You slip into the room at which the old fellow
had just been knocking in vain.

It’s a rather plain room, sparsely furnished
and without much character. You give it a
quick once-over and spot an old newspaper on
the nightstand beside the bed.

CircleDocument 11 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 11 (Article about Dorothy Parker),
which can be found at the back of this case
book on page 139.
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You slip it into your pocket, step back into the
hall, and make your way to the drawing room
at a brisk pace.

Just in time.

A few seconds later, you hear footsteps ap-
proaching. Mary appears, escorted by the
butler.

The frightened look in the girl’s eyes tells you
she’s expecting the worst, so you do your best
to put her at ease.

“Nothing to worry about. I only wanted to
speak with you again as a matter of rou-
tine, and only wanted to ask whether you’ve
remembered anything you didn’t mention
before—anything that might be of impor-
tance.”

“No, sir. I’ve told that other policeman every-
thing I know.”

“Yes, I understand. But I still have a few ques-
tions of my own, and I’ll need your finger-
prints as well, miss.”

The maid looks at you nervously: “My finger-
prints? But why?”

“I need the fingerprints of everyone who was
at the mansion.”

The girl lowers her head, but fortunately, she
nods.

CircleDocument 47 on your case track-
ing sheet. You have gained access to Doc-
ument 47 (The maid’s fingerprints), which
can be found at the back of this case book
on page 259.

“Thank you. And I’d like to ask you a fewmore
questions, too, miss. Mr. Johnson told us Mr.
Christie specifically requested that you serve
at his party, although the butler had originally
intended to bring a footman along. Can you
tell me why Mr. Christie made that request?”

Mary lowers her eyes. “No, sir.”

Your gaze falls to her wrist. There appear to
be bruises there.

She quickly tugs down her sleeve, covering
them.

“What happened to your wrist, miss?” you ask
sharply.

The girl rises at once: “I struck it, sir. I’ve still a
great deal of work to attend to. As I said, I have
nothing more to tell you. If you don’t mind,
sir, I’d like to get back to my duties.”

You study her for a moment, then give a slow
nod.

She turns on her heel and disappears down
the hall.

Funny. The moment you saw those bruises,
another case came back to you—a kidnap-
ping where the victim had bruises around the
wrists just like those. But she’d been tied to a
chair with rope…

“Is there anything else I can do for you, sir?”

The butler’s voice pulls you out of your
thoughts.

“Tell me, how long has this Mary girl been in
your employ?”

“Not very long, sir. We hired her in Septem-
ber. The previous girl left rather unexpect-
edly.”

“Did she, now? How come?”

“I couldn’t say, sir. She packed her things
and left from one day to the next. We’ve had
rather poor luck with maids of late. They
seem to leave us one after another.”

“Is the work so demanding?”

“No, sir, I wouldn’t say so. The maids here
have much the same duties as elsewhere.
Serving at the table, dusting, helping in the
kitchen. Nothing particularly strenuous.”

“So nothing that would account for bruises on
the arm or wrist?”

“Bruises?” The old man’s eyes widen. “No, sir.
Nothing of the sort.”
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“Did the younger Mr. Christie know the ser-
vants well?”

“Yes, of course. The young master regularly
attended the family dinners. Usually twice a
month.”

“I see. So he knewMary as well. Perhaps even
took a liking to her?”

“I have no knowledge of such a thing, sir,” the
butler replies evasively. But there’s a little less
certainty in his voice than before.

“Very well. I won’t keep you any longer, Mr.
Butler…”

“Carson, sir. My name is Carson.”

“Ah. Yes. Then I won’t keep you any longer,
Mr. Carson.” You start toward the door, then
stop and turn back, as though the thought has
only just occurred to you.

“One last question, if you don’t mind, Carson.
What became of that maid who left the house
so suddenly? Would you happen to have away
of getting in touch with her?”

“Julia? I couldn’t tell you what became of her,
sir. All I know is that she was a local girl, and
her namewas Julia Anello. Shewas a very con-
scientious worker. A decent, reliable girl, by
all appearances. That’s why her leaving with-
out so much as a word was such a surprise.”

“I see. Thank you, Mr. Carson. Good day.”

CircleMarker B1 on your case tracking
sheet.

8-7678
Owney Madden and Texas Guinen (contd. from 4-2548
on p.50)

It was the ‘swingiest’ speakeasy of the roaring
20s. A partnership born out of the union of

the fast-talking queen of New York nightlife,
Texas Guinan, and the real life Great Gatsby,
Owney Madden, the ‘duke’ of Manhattan’s
West Side.

Their jointwas theClub Intime, a lush cabaret,
an open secret hidden in the basement of the
Hotel Harding on West 54th Street.

OWNEY “THE KILLER” MADDEN.

The hotel represented the pinnacle of Owney
Madden’s rags-to-riches story. A veritable
HoratioAlger tale, Owney cameup in the Irish
slums of Hell’s Kitchen around the turn of the
century. He ran with the Gophers, the most
vicious mob ever to romp on the West Side.

After being shot to pieces in a dancehall, Mad-
den became the Gophers’ king, but a murder
conviction in 1915 put him on ice for the next
nine years.

Madden emerged fromSing Sing in 1923 pen-
niless. Prohibition was in full swing and all of
the Gophers had gone into bootlegging. His
beer, “Madden’s No. 1 Beer,” became the gold
standard of Jazz Age New York.

Flush with cash, he ran an armada of rum
runners, ferrying booze across the ocean that
quenched the thirst of their speakeasies, in-
cluding the famed Cotton Club. However,
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the Hotel Harding and Club Intime would be-
come the crown jewel of Madden’s empire.

“HELLO SUCKERS!” TEXAS GUINAN.

Born Mary Louise Cecilia Guinan in Waco,
Texas, everyone in New York called her Texas
for her oversized persona and trademark
greeting, “Hello Suckers!” Guinan could shoot
and rope and ride with the skill of TomMix.

She could belt out a show tune with a belly
full of bathtub gin. Texas was larger than life
and no one, including gangsters, politicians,
or coppers, could evade her ascorbic zingers.

In her short career, Texas was a vaudevillian, a
silent movie star, and New York City’s greatest
prohibition emcee. She ran themost lucrative
clubs in town, taking arrests like a hard-nosed
hood.

But eventually Guinan would come to rest at
Madden’s Harding Hotel.

Tick 2 culture boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

8-9214
CC (contd. from 3-8721 on p.46)

Want to go to the Cotton Club? Sure, Stella
can get you in there.
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8-9436
Cotton Club
644 Lenox Ave, NH-37

If it’s **8 pm or later, AND if you have circled
Marker J1 on your case tracking sheet, AND
if you have circled Marker E1 on your case
tracking sheet, AND if you have circled Doc-
ument 30 on your case tracking sheet, go to
3-6471 (p.39)

Otherwise:

You’ll need to wait until 8 o’clock, and you’ll
need someone known to the house, or they
won’t let you in.
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9
9-0012
Calling Mrs. Fryer
Time: 60 minutes

“Hello, Mrs. Fryer? My name is Detective
John Lucas. I’m with the New York Police
Department. I’m calling about the Wheelock
House - I understand you rented it out a few
months ago.”

“Yes, that’s so. I rented it to a young gentle-
man by the name of Mr. Christie. But surely
there’s been no trouble?”

“I’m afraid Mr. Christie died on Halloween
night, Mrs. Fryer. He died at the Wheelock
House, as a matter of fact. I’m looking into
the circumstances of his death.”

“Died? Good heavens! I told him no good
would ever come of anyone going back into
that cursedhouse. But youngpeople never lis-
ten to their elders. That youngmanwas deter-
mined to have the place. He went on and on
until I finally gave in. I rented him the house,
but I warned him to be very careful. It seems
my warning fell on deaf ears.”

“And why were you so unwilling to rent the
house? Have you considered selling it?”

“If only I could have! Why, the very thought
of that place makes my blood run cold. But
my poor husband made me swear on his
deathbed that I was never to sell it, nor rent
it to another soul. He told me that when he
was gone, I was to leave the place and let the
house go to ruin.”

“Indeed? That’s a rather unusual request.”

“If you knew what I know, Detective, you
wouldn’t say that. Ever since my husband re-
turned from Egypt, one strange and dreadful

thing after another has been happening in that
house. It’s as though the place were haunted.
The attic most of all. My poor husband grew
sicker by the day. And yet he went about
the house performing all manner of rituals,
or whatever you might call them, going from
room to room. At times he’d even tear up the
floorboards. I began to fear for his mind.

He was forever talking about some curse, say-
ing he never should have taken up the transla-
tion, and that some black magician—or some
such creature—was after him, so he had to use
spells to keep him away from the house. It
was dreadful. Once we laid him to rest, I left
that terrible house, just as my poor husband
wished.”

“And didMr. Christie ever tell youwhy hewas
so anxious to rent the house?”

“He said he was taken with the architecture
andwanted to study it. When I told him about
the ghosts and the curse, he merely laughed.
Said he could hardly wait to see for himself
whether there was anything to it. He plainly
didn’t believe a word I told him. And now
look! He’s dead, too, just like my poor hus-
band.

Oh, Lord, I never should have rented him that
house, no matter how much that poor boy
pestered me…”

“Please, ma’am, try not to distress yourself.
From what we know so far, it appears that Mr.
Christie died from poison, rather than any-
thing supernatural.”

“Don’t be too sure of that, Detective. Thework
of forces frombeyond this world can very eas-
ily be mistaken for an ordinary death. I’d ad-
vise you not to meddle too deeply in this af-
fair yourself. You may find that curse turning
its attention to you!”

“Thank you for the warning, ma’am. But I’m
afraid I don’t put much stock in ghosts or
curses.”

“Yes, yes. That’s what they all say. They imag-
ine that if they refuse to believe in such things,
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the curse cannot touch them. Mr. Christie
saidmuch the same thing, Detective. Andnow
look what became of him.”

“I understand. I’ll be careful. Thank you for
your time, ma’am.”

“May God watch over you, Detective.”

CircleMarker Q1 on your case tracking
sheet.

9-3656
Bryant 9-3656

“Hello? Hotel Pennsylvania, Valentino Tours.
Rosie speaking. How may I help you?”

“Good afternoon. Detective Lucas, New York
Police Department.”

“Good afternoon, Detective. Which of our
tours would you like to reserve a place on?”

“I’m afraid you’vemisunderstoodme. I’m not
looking to make a reservation. I’m making
an inquiry. I’m looking for a particular per-
son who may have taken part in one of your
Valentino tours, or perhaps is on one right
now.”

“I’m terribly sorry, Detective, but I don’t think
I’ll be able to help you. But if you’re look-
ing for someone, it might be easier to visit
some of the tour’s main stops. Let me see…
The group today should be arriving at the As-
tor Theatre just about now. They’ll be there
for at least another half hour. Your best bet
would be to go there, Detective. Even if you
don’t find the person you’re looking for, you
can speak to Amy, our tour guide.”

“All right. Thank you for your help, Miss
Rosie. Goodbye.”
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DOCUMENTS
STOP!

Do not access the documents section unless directed to retrieve a specific document.
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Document 1
The invitation, from 4-5574 (p.60)
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Document 2
Blueprints of the Mansion, from 4-5574 (p.60)

Found in one of the bedrooms on the second floor.
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Document 3
Cut out advertisement, from 4-5574 (p.60)

Found in one of the bedrooms on the second floor.
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Document 4
The widow’s card, from 7-7914 (p.90)
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Document 5
Stele, from 8-1044 (p.93)
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Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 6
Gods and Goddesses, from 1-8347 (p.29)
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Tick 5 culture boxes on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 7
Egyptologists, from 8-1044 (p.93)
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Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 8
Secret orders, from 4-7978 (p.68)
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Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 9
Article about Lord Carnarvon, from 8-1044 (p.93)
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Tick 2 culture boxes on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 10
Garber’s Diary, from 3-2392 (p.35)

137

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 11
Article about Dorothy Parker, from 8-7278 (p.97)
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Tick 2 culture boxes on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 12
Papers on table, from 3-2392 (p.35)
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Document 13
Old book, from 3-2392 (p.35)
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Document 14
Thelema, from 6-6640 (p.78)
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Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 15
Diary, from 3-1161 (p.35)
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Document 16
Zodiac Signs, from 4-7978 (p.68)
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Document 18
The Flyer, from 4-5574 (p.60)
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Document 19
The Movie Poster, from 8-6630 (p.95)
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Document 20
Poison Book, from 5-0881 (p.70)

159

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



160

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



161

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



162



Document 21
Trick table, from 3-5705 (p.38)
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Document 22
The Stele, from 5-3081 (p.74)
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Document 23
The magazine, from 8-6630 (p.95)
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Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 24
The room, from 5-0881 (p.70)
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Document 25
The card, from 5-0881 (p.70)
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Document 26
Speakeasy Article, from 3-7432 (p.43)

Tick 1 culture box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 27
Articles about car racing, from 7-1642 (p.84)
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Tick 2 culture boxes on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 28
The flyer in Margot’s room, from 7-1642 (p.84)
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Document 29
Julia’s postcard, from 4-7311 (p.66)
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Document 30
The letter, from 4-3744 (p.56)
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Document 31
The Bank Statement, from 7-2201 (p.85)
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Document 32
The Planner, from 8-1044 (p.93)
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March 15, Monday: Found possible location. Dilapidated mansion. Who knew
you could find something like this in Manhattan. What luck!

March 16, Tuesday: dinner with Will

March 17, Wednesday: 10am ‐ dentist

March 18, Thursday: Found out who the owner is. Some widow from Los
Angeles. I have her card. Will call her tomorrow about possibly purchasing or
leasing mansion.

March 19, Friday: 3 pm ‐ tennis with Evie

March 20, Saturday: Widow doesn’t want to sell or rent. Have to pull some
strings.

March 21, Sunday: engagement party

You flip forward until you find a few interesting pages again.

May 10, Monday: Rented the mansion at last. Ghost hunting, here we come!

May 11, Tuesday: Have to send cleaning crew first, everything is filthy.

May 12, Wednesday: Dorothy arrives at 4:30pm. Meet her at train station.

May 13, Thursday: Spent the whole night at the mansion. No sign of a ghost.
Maybe cleaning was a bad idea.

May 14, Friday: weird dreams

May 15, Saturday: Tennis with George, Evie and Helen.
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May 16, Sunday: Still no sign of ghost but started to search around in the
cupboards and on the bookshelves. Lots of books about archeology and Egypt.

May 17, Monday: Found a diary. Really interesting. Still no sign of ghost
but possibility of treasure hunting. I take it.

May 18, Tuesday: Haphazard rummaging won’t do it. Have to start systematic
search. Need to have a telephone installed if I’ll spend so much time in the
mansion.

May 19, Wednesday: Got blueprints.

May 20, Thursday: dinner with Helen and Dorothy

May 21, Friday: Weird dreams are starting to spook me.

May 22, Saturday: Searched attic. Nothing yet.

May 23, Sunday: Who is this woman in my dreams?

May 24, Monday: 9am ‐ Doctor T.

May 25, Tuesday: Searched drawing room and parlor. Nothing.

May 26, Wednesday: Cotton Club with George

May 27, Thursday: Club Intime with Will ‐ at last
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May 28, Friday: Searched the rest of the first floor. Still nothing. But
telephone installed.

May 29, Saturday: movie with Helen and Dorothy

May 30, Sunday: family dinner

May 31, Monday: Searched the second floor. Nothing. Maybe this whole
thing was a mistake.

June 1, Tuesday: dinner with Helen

June 2, Wednesday: Will introduced his new friend. A bit low class, but funny.

June 3, Thursday: picnic in Central Park with Helen and Dorothy

June 4, Friday: Weird dreams start to feel like nightmares.

June 5, Saturday: 10am ‐ new doctor (I hope psychoanalysis can help with
dreams)

June 6, Sunday: tennis with George, Evie, and Helen

You flip forward again.

Sep 20, Monday: Got the money. Started to search again. Pried up
floorboards in attic. Nothing.

Sep 21, Tuesday: Dorothy arrived. New maid. Has potential.
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Sep 22, Wednesday: Searching second floor again. Nothing yet. Only strange
sounds from the attic. Is it just the wind, or is there a ghost after all?

Sep 23, Thursday: Helen goes away for a week, Dorothy is accompanying her.
Good. More time for searching.

Sep 24, Friday: movie with Charlie and the sisters, heard about the Hotsy
Totsy club

Sep 25, Saturday: Weird sounds started again. Sounds from the attic. Although
I can’t find anything interesting there. Must be the wind.

Sep 26, Sunday: family dinner

Sep 27, Monday: I’m so tired. And still nothing. Just those cursed sounds
from the attic! Am I going mad or are they trying to stop me?

Sep 28, Tuesday: Found a hidden vault under the floor boards. I knew it!!!

Sep 29, Wednesday: Success at last! Attic ghost seems very angry. Don’t
care. Have to research.

Sep 30, Thursday: researching

Oct 1, Friday: 5pm ‐ Helen arrives home

Oct 2, Saturday: researching
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Oct 3, Sunday: family dinner ‐ Dorothy was acting strangely. Helen said I
shouldn’t worry about it.

Oct 4, Monday: researching

Oct 5, Tuesday: new nightmares

Oct 6, Wednesday: 10m ‐ doctor

Oct 7, Thursday: gathering at Johnny’s place, Foxhole

Oct 8, Friday: movie with Helen and Dorothy (who’s almost her normal self
again)

Oct 9, Saturday: Have a brilliant idea for Halloween.

Oct 10, Sunday: Cursed nightmares!

Oct 11, Monday: Talked to Charlie. Looks like he can help me.

Oct 12, Tuesday: need to find a psychic

Oct 13, Wednesday: found one

Oct 14, Thursday: Saw a magic show with Johnny. I should ask the magician
as well.

Oct 15, Friday: Club Intime ‐ not the same without Will
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Oct 16, Saturday: Looks like everything will work out. What a Halloween… I
hope my attic ghost won’t be shy around people.

Oct 17, Sunday: Guestlist is ready. They won’t forget this year’s 31st of
October!
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Document 33
Photos and statements, from 4-5574 (p.60)
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ADLER, JACK

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie

Age: 20
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Address: 187 Mulberry St

Statement:

I arrived with Will, George, and Evie shortly after eight. We went into
the drawing room, where a few people had already gathered around the
card table or were sitting on the couches, chatting. I joined Ruth, Margot,
and Charlie for a game of cards. Robbie joined us later.

We played until about 8:45, when Robbie got up and said he wanted to make
sure everything was ready for the surprise. I was already getting bored
with the card game, so a few minutes later I decided to follow Robbie and
see if I could sneak a peek at what the surprise was.

Robbie went into one of the attic rooms, where he was obviously talking
to someone. All I heard was a man’s voice. They were arguing about something.
At one point, I heard Robbie say, “That’s not what we agreed on.” Then he
added, “So that’s why I had to invite eleven guests? So there’d be twelve
of us altogether?”

Just then, the door handle began to turn, and I didn’t want Robbie to catch
me listening in, so I ducked into the attic room opposite the stairs. I
waited there, keeping my ears open for a chance to slip out. But my luck
being what it was, I soon heard Evie’s voice coming from the hall. It
seemed she’d followed Robbie upstairs.

She was plainly trying to make a play for him, but Robbie was having
none of it. He told her rather sharply that he had a fiancée. That only
made matters worse. Evie accused him of being awfully concerned about
his fiancée when it suited him, but apparently forgetting all about her
whenever he was hovering around the maids.

Robbie got very angry and told Evie, flat out, that his private affairs
were none of her business. Evie said something else in reply, but I couldn’t
make it out. Then she ran off in tears.

I heard Robbie start down the stairs after her, so I cracked open the door
and took a quick look outside. But, to my surprise, his voice began
coming back up the stairs again. I quickly pulled the door shut and
stayed put, listening. I think it was Will who talked with Robbie, but
I suppose they went into the room beside the stairs, because I didn’t
hear much after a few minutes. I took the opportunity to slip quietly
downstairs.

I stopped in the bathroom on the second floor, then went back to the
drawing room with the others. We had a few drinks, talked, and passed
the time.

Around 9:30, the butler served coffee while Robbie started rounding people
up for a little séance. I don’t really believe in that sort of thing, but I
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figured it would be fun, so I joined everyone at the Ouija board that had
been set up in the parlor.

I was sitting between Robbie and Betty, in front of the window. Johnny
and Evie were sitting to Betty’s left, while Dorothy and George were
sitting opposite us. Will, of course, refused to sit down with us, but
he kept an eye on what was going on, leaning against the pillar between
the parlor and the drawing room.

We must have started the séance around 9:45. At first, Robbie was asking
the questions, then Evie and Betty took over. The planchette moved all
over the place, spelling out all kinds of answers for them.

Honestly, I was convinced someone was moving the planchette, so I was
trying to figure out who it could be. Robbie was my main suspect.

We’d been at it for about ten minutes when Robbie suddenly let go of the
planchette and fell out of his chair. I rushed over to him immediately.
He was clutching his stomach, his face was twisted in pain, and he was
convulsing… It was horrible.

The others gathered around us, although there was hardly any room around
the table. George tried to get everyone to move back and somehow help
Robbie. The butler called the hospital, and their car arrived about ten
minutes later.

By then, Robbie was lying motionless, almost rigid with cramps. After
the doctor examined him, the attendants carried him out, and you arrived
shortly afterward.

I have no idea what could have happened.
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HARRISON, HELEN

Guest, fiancée of Mr. Christie

Age: 20

Address: 157 E. 65th St, Upper

Statement:

We got there a little after eight. Robbie had sent a car for Johnny, Dorothy,
and me. Everyone else was already there by then. Some people were drinking
and talking, and others had sat down to play cards. I asked Mary where I
could freshen up, and she sent me upstairs to the bathroom.

When I came back down, I joined George, Will, and Johnny. They were
talking about the fortune-teller who’d just arrived and they were making
fun of her. Evie was already sitting at her table. I told them I didn’t
really have anything against fortune-telling itself. It was people like
Madame Roberta, who seemed more like a charlatan to me, that I didn’t
trust. Although, I did end up sitting at her table later, just to kill some
time. That was much later, around 9:45, when the others sat down for the
séance.

For the most part, I watched the card game and spent the evening talking
with the girls. At one point, I asked if they’d noticed how that new friend
of Will’s, Jack, was forever hovering around Robbie. I thought it rather
odd. Until tonight, I’d never so much as heard of the fellow, and yet he
was carrying on as though he and Robbie had been thick as thieves for
years. Neither Ruth nor Dorothy seemed to think there was anything to
it, though, so perhaps I was reading too much into it.

I went upstairs to the bathroom again around nine. There was quite a bit
of traffic up there. George was in there just before me, and Evie went in
after me. I suppose that’s not surprising, with everyone drinking those
cocktails Johnson was mixing all evening.

Come to think of it, while I was in the bathroom, I heard footsteps overhead,
which struck me as rather odd. Of course, once I learned that the magician
had been up in the attic the whole time, that little mystery was cleared
up as well.

As for what happened to Robbie, I really don’t know. I was sitting at
the fortune-teller’s table, with my back to the parlor. Madame Roberta
was sitting across from me, so she saw what was happening before I did.
When she suddenly started shouting that a spirit had attacked someone, it
scared the life out of me. Evie was screaming, too, and suddenly everyone
was running around.

By the time I realized Robbie was the one who had collapsed and tried to
get over to him, George was telling everyone to back away so Robbie could
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breathe. Poor Robbie was doubled up on the floor, clutching his stomach
or something. It was awful.
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KOCSIS, RUTH

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie for years

Age: 21

Address: 1 W. 62nd St

Statement:

Betty drove me, Margot, and Charlie here. Betty’s an old friend—we attended
Brearley high school together. We arrived at exactly eight. We were the
first guests. Will arrived soon afterward with Evie, George, and a guy
named Jack, whom I hadn’t met before. Then, around 8:15, the last guests
arrived as well.

A few of us had already sat down to play cards by then—Margot, Charlie,
Jack, and me. Robbie joined us soon afterward.

We played for about half an hour, when Robbie got up and said he wanted to
check on the surprise that had been prepared. I asked the others if they
knew anything about this particular surprise, but everyone just shook
their heads. Jack, however, got up and said he’d follow Robbie and see if
he could find out what the surprise was. I asked him about it later, but
he said he hadn’t been able to find out anything.

Margot went to have her fortune told, but Johnny, Betty, and Dorothy
joined us, so we kept playing for a while. Charlie got hungry soon,
though, so he dropped out, and I took the opportunity to go upstairs to
the bathroom. It must have been around nine.

When I reached the second floor, I heard voices coming down from the
attic, and it sounded as though there was an argument going on. I recognized
Will’s voice, but I couldn’t make out the other person clearly enough to
tell who it was. Will was saying something along the lines of, “If I’m
paying for this little party, I’d at least like to have a good time.”

That struck me as rather odd, since I’d understood this was Robbie’s party.
Still, I had no desire to stand there listening in, so I went straight into
the bathroom. Dorothy was just coming out, so she may have heard more of
the argument than I did.

After that, I talked with Helen, Evie, and Margot for some time. Helen was
jealous of Jack, while Evie tried to convince me to have my fortune told
because, according to her, this fortune-teller was really good. Evie
said she’d told her some things that were completely true. I said, ‘All
right, I’ll give it a try when she gets back,’ but of course I didn’t mean
it. I was just getting tired of Evie pestering me about it.

Around 9:30, the butler started serving coffee again and Robbie started
organizing the séance. I suspected he was planning some kind of prank,

208

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



and his jokes can be pretty cruel sometimes, so I had no interest in joining
in. I grabbed a book and sat down to read in the drawing room.

I have no idea what happened to Robbie. Like I said, I wasn’t sitting at the
table, and I wasn’t paying any attention to them. Not like Will, though.
He didn’t sit down for the séance either, but he was watching the group
like a hawk from the edge of the parlor.

All I know is what everyone else knows: Robbie suddenly collapsed, and
they took him to the hospital shortly afterward.
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McCULLAGH, WILLIAM

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie for years

Age: 21

Address: 76 W. 86th St, Apt. 2c

Statement:

We were five minutes late because of George’s hysterical sister. I also
brought Jack with me. Charlie had already arrived with Margot and others
by then, and Johnny arrived after us with Helen and Dorothy.

Robbie offered everyone a drink, and then some of the guests sat down
to play cards. Charlie, of course, was among them. He wouldn’t miss an
opportunity to play cards. Jack joined them, and then Robbie did, too.
Before that, though, after we arrived, I was just talking with George and
Johnny.

But then Evie attached herself to us, so any intelligent conversation
came to an end for a while. She was going on and on about some fortune-teller
who was supposed to arrive shortly. The old woman looked like a fraud
to me, but at least she kept Evie occupied.

Then Helen joined us. I don’t know how she puts up with Evie, who’s
obviously head over heels in love with Robbie, and tries to monopolize
him whenever she gets the chance. Helen, though, is always so calm and
polite, as if she doesn’t even notice that Evie is constantly waiting for
an opportunity to steal her fiance away from her.

Tonight was no different. When Evie noticed Robbie get up from the card
table and head upstairs, she shortly left the fortune-teller’s table and
followed him.

By then the cocktails were starting to catch up with me, too, so I asked
the maid where the bathroom was. She directed me upstairs. Someone was
using it, so I waited for a while. I think it was around 9.

While I was standing there in the hall, I heard voices coming from the
bedroom next to the staircase. Well, I thought to myself, Evie hadfinally
managed to seduce Robbie after all—the sounds were quite obviously
those of a couple having an intimate encounter.

Only I was wrong about who was involved. A few minutes later Evie ran
down from the attic crying, and Robbie was just coming down the stairs
after her.

I told him I wanted a word with him in private. He suggested we go into
one of the attic rooms. I followed him up and told him I really didn’t mean
to hurt his feelings, but I simply wasn’t enjoying myself and wanted to
go home. I only asked that he arrange for the few people I’d brought with
me to be driven home in his car.
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But Robbie persuaded me to stay until at least ten o’clock, since that was
when he’d planned the evening’s big surprise, and he was sure I’d find it
interesting.

As for what caused Robbie to collapse, I haven’t the slightest idea. Naturally,
I didn’t take part in that ridiculous séance, so I wasn’t there.

Honestly, I can’t imagine why Robbie came up with the whole thing in the
first place. I think the big surprise he mentioned was some sort of prank
that may have backfired on him, or something along those lines. Like I
said, I have absolutely no idea what happened.
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NOWAK, EVELYN

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie for years

Age: 20

Address: 125 W. 73rd St

Statement:

We arrived shortly after eight. Unfortunately we came with Will, so I had
to listen to him grumbling the whole way about how we were going to be
late because I couldn’t get ready on time. It was all greatly exaggerated,
of course, and we weren’t even the last ones to arrive, but Will always
finds something to complain about when it comes to me. He simply can’t
stand me. Not that I’m particularly fond of him either, but he can be
awfully rude sometimes.

After we arrived, some of the others sat down to play cards. I talked with
Robbie for a while, and he told me we were in for a wonderful evening.
We were going to hold a séance, there was going to be a fortune-teller
who would gladly tell anyone’s future, and we could also expect a big
surprise around ten.

Of course, I was thrilled to hear all that and immediately went to tell
George and the others. They listened rather skeptically. I didn’t expect
anything different from Will, but Johnny’s mockery surprised me. He’s
usually much nicer and more polite. I suppose he was trying to impress
Will with his behavior.

In any case, I sat down at the fortune-teller’s table as soon as she arrived.
She told me some fantastic news, so I was absolutely delighted. For the
rest of the evening, I drank and talked with the others, just like everyone
else, so it’s difficult to remember everything exactly.

At some point, I went upstairs to use the bathroom, too. Maybe it was after
my reading with the fortune-teller. Yes, now I remember—it was after the
reading. Around 8:50. But I found the bathroom occupied. I waited in the
hall, and when Helen came out, I went in.

The séance started at 9:45. Johnny and I were sitting across from Robbie.
I was very excited. Robbie suggested that we take turns asking the spirits
if any of them wanted to speak with us.

When it was my turn, the planchette suddenly shot over to ‘YES.’ I was so
surprised that I couldn’t even speak. Betty took over and started asking
the spirit questions, and it answered her.

It was exciting and creepy at the same time. I was fascinated by every
answer, but I also had chills running down my spine. Since I was watching
the planchette with my full attention the entire time, I didn’t even understand
what had happened at first when several people jumped up from the table.
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It wasn’t until Madame Roberta shouted that the spirit had attacked Robbie
that I noticed him lying on thefloor, convulsing. I was absolutely terrified,
and I think I started screaming.

Then George shouted to the butler to call the hospital, and I rushed to
the telephone, too. I have no idea exactly why. I just acted on instinct. I
felt I had to do something to help Robbie, so when I heard Johnson calling
the police as well, I shouted into the receiver that a spirit had attacked
Robbie.
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NOWAK, GEORGE

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie for years

Age: 21

Address: 125 W. 73rd St

Statement:

I arrived shortly after eight. Will drove my sister Evie, Jack, and me
over. A few guests had already arrived by then, so Jack sat down to play
cards with Charlie and the others, while Will and I poured ourselves some
drinks and started talking to Johnny about college. Evie joined us soon
afterward.

She was very excited because she’d found out that a fortune-teller was
coming, and everyone would have a chance to have their fortune told.
Evie is absolutely fascinated by that sort of spiritual nonsense, so she
was thrilled. And as soon as the fortune-teller arrived, she practically
ran to her table to be the first one in line.

Helen joined us around then. She wasn’t quite as enthusiastic about the
fortune-teller, although she said it wasn’t because she didn’t believe
in spirits. She just didn’t care for all the theatrical stuff. Will was
very skeptical about the whole thing. He said he couldn’t understand
why Robbie had arranged this silly nonsense for tonight—unless he was
planning some big prank for all of us, which would be just like him.

For the rest of the evening, I watched the cardplayers, talked with people,
and so on. It’s hard to remember exactly. I went upstairs to use the
bathroom once, too. I felt a bit woozy so I washed my face with cold water
and sat down for a few minutes on the edge of the bathtub. I must have
been there for at least 10 minutes. When I came out, Helen was waiting
for the bathroom and she asked me what time it was. It was 9 o’clock.

At 9:45, we sat down at the Ouija board. I was sitting next to Dorothy,
with my back to the drawing room. Of course, I didn’t believe we were
actually going to start talking to spirits, but I was curious to see what
Robbie was up to. I suspected this was going to be his big joke for the
evening.

When he suddenly collapsed out of his chair, I thought he was just fooling
around. But when I went over to him, I saw that he was genuinely ill. I
immediately shouted for the butler to call the hospital, and tried to get
everyone to move back a little so Robbie could breathe.

The poor fellow was curled up on the floor at first, convulsing, then he
went still, but his face was still twisted with pain. It was horrible. To
be honest, I thought he’d been poisoned.

214

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



When the doctor arrived and examined him, all he said was that his condition
was extremely serious and that they needed to take him to the hospital.
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OWENS, DOROTHY

Guest, cousin of Mr. Christie

Age: 22

Address: 115 Central Park W., Apt. 9a

Statement:

We arrived at 8:15 with Johnny and Helen. Of course, we were only late
because Helen couldn’t decide what to wear. It was rather embarrassing.
I really hate being late anywhere—even to a Halloween party. Especially
when Robbie was kind enough to send a car for us.

Of course, everyone had already arrived by then. They were eating and
drinking, and some had sat down to play cards. Helen and I asked where
the bathroom was, and Mary directed us upstairs. I told Helen to go
ahead without me, because I knew she’d want to touch up her makeup before
seeing Robbie. Helen takes this engagement very seriously. You’d think
she was already married and could only appear before her husband looking
absolutely perfect.

Anyway, I went into the drawing room and helped myself to a cocktail.
I watched the card players for a while, then joined the others who were
chatting. It wasn’t terribly interesting. The boys kept talking about
college, trying to outdo each other with their stupid stories. It was
their only topic. As if college students were the only people who had a
life. Honestly!

I went back to the card players instead, and when a few seats opened up
a few minutes before nine, I joined the game. Unfortunately the cards
weren’t treating me very well, and after all those cocktails, I couldn’t
really concentrate either. So around 9:10, I gave up and went to the
bathroom.

I had to wait a little while because someone was in there—Jack, as I
later found out. While I was waiting in the hall, some interesting noises
caught my ear coming from one of the rooms. All I’ll say is that a certain
couple had obviously slipped away into that room. I have no idea who
they were.

Around 9:30 the butler served coffee again to help us stay awake, while
Robbie started organizing a group for a séance. He said it was just the
introduction to the big surprise he had planned for the evening. I was
very curious about this much-talked-about surprise, so I immediately
volunteered to join the séance. Evie and Betty were easily persuaded,
as was the new fellow, Jack. The others were a little more reluctant.
Some thought the whole thing was ridiculous—Will, for example—while
others were afraid that we might actually summon a spirit—Helen, for
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example. But then George and Johnny agreed to join us, too, so we had
enough people to sit around the table.

I was sitting across from Jack, with my back to the drawing room. George
was on one side of me, and Robbie on the other.

I know you probably expect me to have all sorts of observations to make,
considering how close I was to Robbie, but unfortunately, I have nothing
to tell you. I was completely absorbed in the séance and kept my eyes
fixed on the planchette the whole time. When it started answering Betty’s
questions, my heart was pounding in my throat. So when Robbie suddenly
collapsed out of the chair beside me, it caught me completely off guard.

And the fortune-teller’s words sent a chill down my spine. At that moment
it didn't seem so unbelievable that an enraged spirit had attacked Robbie.
Of course, now that I say it out loud, it sounds ridiculous. I have no idea
what happened.
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SAMUELS, ELIZABETH

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie

Age: 21

Address: 336 Central Park W., Apt. 3a

Statement:

Margot, Ruth, Charlie, and I arrived first, right at eight, just as the
invitation said. George and a few others showed up five minutes later.

When the third group arrived, around 8:15, I went upstairs to use the
bathroom. I was there for at least 15 minutes, because I had to change my
driver's gear to a cocktail dress, and it wasn’t easy alone. I could have
asked the maid’s help, but she had her hands full as it was. I had to rush
in the end because the psychic lady was knocking on the door. She didn’t
seem very friendly to me.

I spent the time eating, drinking, and watching the card players, and
when some seats opened up at the card table, I sat down and joined the
game.

Some of the others had their fortunes told by the old fortune-teller,
but I wasn’t interested. I was looking forward to the séance and the
surprise Robbie had promised us, which also sounded like it was going
to be something frightening, judging by the hints Robbie had dropped.

The séance started at 9:45. Besides Robbie and me, Jack, Dorothy, George,
Evie, and Johnny were sitting at the table. We took turns asking the
board if anyone was there and wanted to speak to us.

When it was Evie’s turn to ask the question, the planchettefinally started
moving and slid over to ‘YES.’ Evie was so surprised that she was speechless,
so I took over the questioning.

The spirit said I reminded him of his fiancée, whom he had been forced to
leave behind in the earthly world. Only I was much prettier.

Of course, the boys started chuckling at that. Robbie remarked that the
deceased must have had pretty poor eyesight, but I didn’t care. I asked
the spirit what his name was, but it started spelling out some kind of
gibberish.

I was just about to ask again when Robbie suddenly collapsed out of his
chair. Everyone rushed over to him, while the fortune-teller started
wailing about how we were meddling with forces we knew nothing about,
and how she wasn’t surprised that the enraged spirit had attacked Robbie.
Evie completely lost her head and started screaming.

I don’t know what to make of any of it. I know several people in the group
laugh at this ‘ghost nonsense,’ as they put it, but sitting there around
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the table… well, the whole thing felt real and downright creepy.

I wouldn’t rule out the possibility that some occult forces were behind
his attack.
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SAMUELS, MARGOT

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie

Age: 22

Address: 336 Central Park W., Apt. 3a

Statement:

I arrived at eight with Charlie and Ruth. Betty drove us here. We were
thefirst guests, but the next group arrived soon afterward: Will brought
George and Evie, along with a new friend of his, named Jack.

A few of us sat down almost immediately to play cards at the table set up
in the drawing room. At first, it was just Ruth, Charlie, Jack, and me, but
the third group of guests arrived soon afterward. After greeting them,
Robbie joined us as well.

The cards were treating me pretty well, but everyone kept drinking, so
they were getting clumsier and clumsier at the game. After about half an
hour I was starting to get bored, so when Robbie got up and Jack followed
him, I took the opportunity to leave the card players as well. I guess it
was 8:45.

By then, Madame Roberta had also started telling fortunes at the little
table by the window. Evie had just finished when I walked over. She must
have gotten some very good news, because she was grinning from ear to
ear. I don’t really believe in fortune-telling, but it can be fun, and I
was curious to see what sort of nonsense the old woman would come up
with.

To tell the truth, it was more frightening than entertaining, and, surprisingly
enough, she got some things right. But I assume that’s because Robbie, who
knows all of us very well, had given her some information beforehand. In
any case, I recommended Charlie to her after I was done, because he’d also
left the card players by then. After Charlie, Robbie himself sat down at
the fortune-teller’s table when he and Helen came back downstairs.

For the rest of the evening, I talked with the other guests. I went upstairs
to use the bathroom once, too. It must have been around 9:25. Ruth had just
finished and came out from the bathroom. I ran into Charlie on the stairs
afterwards, and he said he was also on his way to the bathroom. I told him
that he’d probably have to wait a bit because Johnny was in there at the
moment.

After that, we had to drink coffee again, and a group started forming for
the séance. I didn’t feel like joining them, so I sat down beside Ruth on
a sofa in the drawing room, where she was reading a book. I was glad to
have a little peace and quiet for a while.
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Around 9:45 Robbie and the others started the séance in the parlor, and
I found it increasingly strange that Charlie still hadn’t come back from
the bathroom. Eventually, I decided to see what was taking him so long,
but I only made it as far as the landing when I heard all the shouting and
commotion coming from downstairs.

You know the rest.

But I still don’t understand what could have happened to Charlie, or what
put him in that condition. He certainly wouldn’t drink or take drugs on
his own. A few months ago I managed to convince him to give sobriety a
try, and he hasn’t drunk a drop since then.

Could he have been given something similar to whatever Robbie was given?
Just a smaller dose, which is why he didn’t get as sick? Though I can’t
imagine who would have poisoned either of them, when, how, or most of
all why.
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VANDUSEN, JOHN

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie for years

Age: 21

Address: 220 W. 71st St

Statement:

I arrived with Dorothy and Helen. Robbie sent a car for us. We were
running a little late—it was already 8:15 when we got here. The other
guests had already arrived by then. I joined them in the drawing room.
Some were sitting at the card table, while others were chatting.

I asked the butler for a cocktail and went over to talk to George and Will.
I’ve known them since the Trinity, our high school, as well as Charlie and
Robbie. We talked about collegefirst. I go to Columbia, while George and
Will attend New York University. But when Evie joined us we changed the
subject.

At 8:35, I went upstairs to use the bathroom, and on my way back down I
ran into Dorothy, who was also coming downstairs. I asked her if she felt
like playing cards, and she said yes. When we got downstairs, at 8:45,
Robbie and Jack had just gotten up from the card table, so Dorothy and I
took their seats.

We couldn’t start right away because Margot decided she’d rather go have
her fortune told, so we invited Betty to take her place. Ten minutes
later Charlie got up, saying he was hungry. Then Ruth said she was going
upstairs to use the bathroom, and only the three of us kept playing.

At 9:15, Dorothy dropped out too, so that was the end of the card game. A
few minutes later I looked around for Will and George. George was just
coming back to the drawing room. I asked him if he was going to join me
for another game, but he said he was going to get a drink first. Will and
Robbie came back a few minutes later but they didn’t want to play either.

At 9:25 I decided to head upstairs to use the bathroom again. Margot was
in there, so I had to wait. I could hear some kind of argument coming from
the room next to the stairs. The fortune-teller was talking to a man. I
didn’t recognize his voice.

When I got back to the drawing room, everyone was drinking coffee, and
Robbie had already started rounding people up for the séance. I usually
don’t have much interest in that sort of thing, but I thought I’d make an
exception for Halloween. Besides, you don’t want to cross Robbie.

I was sitting across from him at the table, next to Evie. Will, of course,
refused to take part in the séance, but he watched what was going on from
the edge of the parlor.
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Not long after we started, I noticed Robbie wiping his forehead, even
though it wasn’t hot. Somehow he also seemed to be breathing more and
more heavily. Then, all of a sudden, he collapsed out of his chair.

We all tried to rush over to him, but there wasn’t much we could do to
help. He was obviously in pain, practically convulsing.

I think he must have eaten or drunk something that didn’t agree with
him, but I have no idea what it could have been. We all took our food and
drinks from the same trays and no one else got sick.
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BROWN, MARY

Staff, maid at the Christie family

Age: 24

Address: 115 Central Park W., Apt. 9a

Statement:

I arrived at 6pm with Mr. Johnson to get everything ready for the party.
First, we had to make room in the parlor for a table, which arrived at
6:30. Master Robbie supervised the workers as they brought it in and set
it up. They assembled it from several pieces. I’ve never seen anything
like it. Later, I saw them place a Ouija board on top of it.

By then, Mr. Johnson and I were already in the kitchen, preparing refreshments
for the guests. Master Robbie went upstairs to rest.

As arranged, the magician arrived at 7:30. Mr. Johnson took him up to the
attic, as Master Robbie had instructed him to. I prepared some food and
drink for the magician on a tray, which I took upstairs at 7:50.

Then, starting at 8pm, the guests began to arrive, so I served refreshments
in the drawing room as well: sandwiches, cakes, and tea. Serving the
drinks and the coffee was Mr. Johnson’s responsibility.

After that, I spent most of my time in the kitchen. From time to time, I
went into the drawing room to replenish the trays, and into the pantry
to get more supplies.

I went upstairs twice. Thefirst time was at 8:30, after the fortune-teller
arrived. I took some refreshments up to her room. One of the Miss Samuels
was just coming out of the bathroom and Madame Roberta was going in. She
was given the smaller bedroom upstairs so that she could take a break and
rest for a while if she needed to. After I put her tray in her bedroom, I
also went up to the attic, and brought the magician’s empty tray back
downstairs with me.

The second time I went back upstairs was five minutes later, around 8:40,
to bring the fortune-teller’s tray back down because she'd already started
her fortune-telling by then. That’s when I ran into Mr. Johnny and
Miss Dorothy. They were coming down the stairs from the second floor,
talking.

After that, I stayed downstairs. Mr. Johnson and I used the little bathroom
next to the pantry. The guests used the big bathroom on the second floor.
Only the main bathroom upstairs is usable because it’s the only one that
has been fixed up. The two smaller bathrooms are locked. The bathrooms
in the attic are out of order as well.

I don’t really remember who was where or when. I wasn’t paying much
attention to the guests’ movements; I was busy with my own duties.
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I have no idea what could have happened to Master Robbie. I only heard
the commotion and Mr. Johnson making the phone call. Then the next time
I saw the young master was when the doctors carried him out. The poor
master looked very ill.
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JOHNSON, THOMAS

Staff, butler of Mr. Christie

Age: 45

Address: 300 Central Park W., Apt. 15c

Statement:

The young master informed me on October 9th that he wished to give a
Halloween party for his friends at this mansion he had rented. I was,
naturally, to see to the invitations, the food and drink, and the proper
service of the guests. The master gave me the guest list on the 17th. I
had intended to ask for the assistance of a footman from the older Mr.
Christie’s household, but Master Robbie suggested that I bring Mary, the
new maid, instead.

The master wished to make all the arrangements for the entertainment
himself. He engaged the magician and the fortune-teller and arranged
the details of their performances. He told me only that the magician
would arrive at half past seven, and the fortune-teller at half past eight.
When the magician arrived, I showed him up to the attic, as the young
master had instructed me. Mary took him a tray of food and drink. We
had arranged for the fortune-teller to have one of the bedrooms on the
second floor, so that she might retire there for a little rest between her
readings, should she require it. The maid served her tea and cake.

Mary and I had been at the mansion since six o’clock, making preparations
for the party. At half past six, Master Robbie arrived with several carpenters.
Under his direction, they assembled a table in the parlor. Once the
workmen had finished and departed, at around seven, the young master
went upstairs to the larger bedroom to rest.

Thefirst guests arrived at eight. I began mixing and serving the alcohol-free
cocktails and the coffee, while Mary brought out the sandwiches, cakes,
tea, and other refreshments.

For most of the evening I was occupied between the kitchen, the pantry,
and the drawing room, seeing that everything was in order and that there
was sufficient food and drink for everyone. Master Robbie came into the
kitchen at about a quarter to nine, and remarked that he was quite pleased
with how things were going. He then said he was going up to the attic to
see that the magician’s preparations were in order.

At 9:30 I served coffee again as Master Robbie had requested beforehand,
and then went back to the kitchen. A few minutes before ten, I was in
there preparing another tray of cocktails when I heard the commotion.
When I ran into the drawing room, the fortune-teller began shouting that
a spirit had attacked Master Robbie. I do not believe in such things, so
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my first thought was that, if my master had indeed been attacked, the
assailant must be a flesh-and-blood person.

So when Mr. Nowak told me to telephone the hospital, I did so at once, and
then I called the police as a precaution as well.

Unfortunately, Miss Evie came over while I was speaking to the police
and began making rather hysterical remarks about the spirit and its
supposed attack upon Master Robbie. I am afraid I could do little to
prevent her. I apologize for the confusion.
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ROBERTA, MADAME

Entertainer, psychic

Age: 68

Address: 158 E. 92nd St

Statement:

Mr. Christie asked me to arrive at 8:30, so that’s when I did. Well, five
minutes early, actually, so I’d have time to settle into the room I’d requested.
I needed the room so I could lie down and rest from time to time while
telling fortunes. Looking into the past and the future is very serious
mental and spiritual work, and it can completely drain a person’s strength.

So as I said, I arrived at 8:25, and the maid showed me to one of the
bedrooms upstairs. I asked for some tea and cake before I began, and while
the maid went downstairs to fetch them, I went into the bathroom. Or at
least I went in there as soon as that poor horse-faced girl came out.

I don’t want to gossip, but the truth is, a young couple seemed to be having
a very good time in the bedroom next to mine. I could hear them from my
bedroom when I arrived. I heard them again later, when I went upstairs to
rest at 9:15, although by then they had moved to the bedroom across from
mine. There’s not much modesty left in young people these days, I must
say.

But back to the events of the evening. After the maid brought up my tray,
I quickly sipped some tea, ate a piece of cake, and went downstairs to the
little table that had been set up for me in the drawing room, so I could
begin my work.

First, that pretty blonde girl sat down at my table. She was obviously
very nervous, so I tried to tell her as many reassuring things as I could.
Unfortunately, the cards warned of heartbreak, but I didn’t have the heart
to tell her.

Then came one of those poor creatures who certainly hadn’t been blessed
with much beauty. She was quite skeptical, so I told her plainly that the
person she trusts is deceiving her. But she didn’t seem to believe me.
Still, she sent that chubby young man over. He was reluctant at first,
but eventually sat down at my table. Poor thing was terribly nervous, so
I reassured him that his little secret wouldn’t be revealed. That only
seemed to make him more nervous though.

By then, I was already very tired. All three of my clients had sat with me
for about ten minutes each, so it was already after 9 o’clock. As I said
earlier, I went upstairs to my room at that time to lie down for half an
hour, or maybe 40 minutes.
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When I came back to my table, it was already 9:45, and that elegant but
rather pale blonde girl was waiting for me at the table. I thought she
must have some urgent question, but during the reading she seemed distracted,
as if she wasn’t really interested in the whole thing after all. I remember
thinking how strange that was.

Her cards, by the way, showed a fulfilled love, so in her case I was able to
tell the truth. Or at least, I started to, because that’s when that terrible
thing happened.

Suddenly, I felt an icy coldness around my heart. I froze at once, because
I knew something had happened in the spirit world. And when Mr. Christie
collapsed out of his chair, I knew what it was.

They must have been careless during the séance. I imagine one of them—or
perhaps several of them—sat down at that table simply to mock the whole
thing. I warned Mr. Christie when he told me he was planning to hold
a séance tonight. I told him to be very careful, because he was making
contact with forces he knew nothing about.

But he just laughed and said there was no need to worry, that he had made
all the preparations.

And now look what happened. The spirit they summoned struck him down.

What other explanation could there possibly be?
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MANDRILL, THE GREAT

Entertainer, magician

Age: 48

Address: 2 W. 86th St

Gave a verbal statement to Detective Lucas.
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RENFROW, CHARLES

Guest, friend of Mr. Christie for years

Age: 21

Address: 14 W. 103rd St

Since Mr. Renfrow was barely conscious—apparently under the influence
of a large amount of alcohol or some kind of drug—he was unable to give
a statement.
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Document 34
Victim’s fingerprints, from 3-5865 (p.39)
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Document 35
Jack’s fingerprints, from 4-2548 (p.50)
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Document 36
Helen’s fingerprints, from 7-4596 (p.88)
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Document 37
Ruth’s fingerprints, from 3-6471 (p.39)
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Document 38
Will’s fingerprints, from 4-2548 (p.50)

LE
FT

RI
GH

T

Thumb Index Middle Ring Pinky

241



242
This page intentionally left blank.



Document 39
Evie’s fingerprints, from 1-6752 (p.27)
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Document 40
George’s fingerprints, from 3-6471 (p.39)
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Document 41
Dorothy’s fingerprints, from 4-3557 (p.54)
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Document 42
Charlie’s fingerprints, from 3-7432 (p.43)
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Document 43
Betty’s fingerprints, from 6-9113 (p.81)
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Document 44
Margot’s fingerprints, from 4-1698 (p.48)
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Document 45
Johnny’s fingerprints, from 3-7432 (p.43)
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Document 46
The butler’s fingerprints, from 8-1044 (p.93)
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Document 47
The maid’s fingerprints, from 8-7278 (p.97)
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Document 48
The psychic’s fingerprints, from 4-3800 (p.57)
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Document 49
Prints found on the coffee cup, from 5-8605 (p.76)

Two right thumbs:

Two right index fingers:

A middle finger:

A ring finger:

If that was your guess:

Tick 2 reputation boxes on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 50
Prints found on the dagger, from 1-9205 (p.29)

The 5 fingers of a right hand:

If that was your guess:

Tick 1 reputation box on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 51
Prints found on the bottle, from 1-5475 (p.27)

A right and a left thumb:

A right and a left index finger:

A right and a left middle finger:

A right and a left ring finger:

A right and a left little finger:
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If that was your guess:

Tick 2 reputation boxes on your case tracking sheet.
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Document 52
Prints found on the vial shard, from 1-5818 (p.27)

If that was your guess:

Tick 2 reputation boxes on your case tracking sheet.
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END
Questions

Read the questions only if you’re ready to finish the case, AND

You have these fingerprints:

Those of the suspects – Doc 34 through 48

Those found on objects – Doc 49 through 52

You have these documents: Doc 6, 13, 14, 16, 20, 22, 32

And thesemarkers: If youhave circledMarkerC1onyour case tracking sheet, if youhave circled
MarkerQ1 on your case tracking sheet, if you have circledMarkerH1 on your case tracking sheet

If you have all these markers:

Record +1 thorough in your Campaign Log and +2 reputation on your Case Log.

If you don’t have all these markers:

You probably won’t be able to answer all the questions thoroughly.

You can go back and follow more leads now if you want. Time isn’t passing anymore, and the
‘after 8pm’ condition doesn’t apply anymore, but you have to check 1 demerit box for every lead
you visit.

Use the hints if you’re stuck.
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Final Scoring

Calculate your final score by assessing how well you answered each question, assigning partial
credit as you see fit.

• Q1. Max score of 5: _
• Q2. Max score of 5: _
• Q3. Max score of 10: _
• Q4. Max score of 20: _
• Q5. Max score of 20: _
• Q6. Max score of 20: _
• Culture points. Max score of 20: _
• Reputation points. Max score of 10: _
• Minus points: _

If you got at least 16 culture points, record +1 cultured in your Campaign Log.

If you played it solo, record +1 lone wolf in your Campaign Log, andmark +5 reputation points.

FINAL SCORE: _

You can see how you did on the ‘Results’ page.
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Questions - Part 1

At noon, you head back to the office. O’Connor is already waiting for you.

“So, what’s the word? Can we finally close the Christie case?”

“I think so. Let’s write up the report for the Chief.”

O’Connor opens a file.

“Okay, I’m ready. Let’s get started.”

“First, make a note of what happened on October 31: the phone call, what we found at the man-
sion, the witness interviews, and so on.”

“All right. What exactly should I put down as the cause of death?”

What caused Robert Christie’s death?

How?

What’s your proof and explanation?

Once you have the answers, turn to the next page!
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Answers - Part 1

“As the coroner’s report confirmed, Christie died of strychnine poisoning. That means he must
have ingested the poison one to two hours before his death—which occurred at 10:50pm—most
likely in a bitter drink that masked its taste. That makes the coffee served at 9:30 the most likely
source.”

(5p)
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Questions - Part 2

“The question, of course, is who could have slipped the poison into the coffee. But first, who can
we rule out?”

Which of the people present can be ruled out because they had no access to the coffee?

Once you have the answers, turn to the next page!
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Answers - Part 2

“SinceRobbie put his coffee downon a small table at 9:30 anddidn’t drink it until 9:45, practically
anyone at the party could have slipped something into it in the meantime,” O’Connor replies.

“Not quite. We can rule out a few people. First, the magician was up in the attic the whole time.
Everyone agrees on that. Then there’s the fortune-teller. She was either in her room or sitting
at her table in the drawing room. Nobody mentioned seeing her go into the parlor.”

“And among the guests, we can rule out the kid who was high. He wasn’t even downstairs after
9:30,” your colleague adds.

“Exactly. But I’m afraid we can’t rule out the others simply on the basis of opportunity.”

(5p)
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Questions - Part 3

“So now we have to look at access and motive,” O’Connor says, jotting it down.

“Exactly. The remaining suspects: most of the guests, the maid, and the butler. The question
is, which of them could have gotten hold of the strychnine—and, more importantly, did any of
them have a reason to want Christie dead? Let’s start with the staff. Did the butler or the maid
have any reason to want their employer dead? ”

What do you think? Write down your answer.

Once you have the answers, turn to the next page!
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Answers - Part 3

“I think we can rule out the butler. I couldn’t find any reason for him to want his employer dead.
He seemed like an honest, decent man throughout—if we overlook his rather ridiculous little lie
about mixing ‘non-alcoholic cocktails’ at the party. Besides, losing his employer actually means
a step down for him. He’ll have to go back to working as a valet at the elder Christie’s house, for
less money.”

“I think we can rule out themaid as well,” O’Connor adds. “She didn’t prepare or serve the coffee,
and I don’t think she ever went into the parlor either. Everything she served—the tea, lemonade,
and pastries—was laid out in the drawing room.”

“Yes, although I think the maid did have a motive,” you say, looking at your colleague.

“Really? What kind? She wasn’t even the kid’s employee.”

“Exactly. And yet Christie specifically asked for Mary to come along with Johnson instead of a
footman, as the butler had originally arranged. I asked: why? When the elder Christie’s butler
told me that the maids at their house were replaced rather frequently, and that the previous one
had left quite unexpectedly, I decided to look into it.

I came to the conclusion that the Christie boy had a habit of taking a particular interest in his
parents’ maids and carrying on affairs with them. Mary was no exception.”

“But how does that give her a motive? Did she become jealous of his fiancée or something?”

“Not quite. From certain clues and bits of information, I came to suspect that Christie was rough
with his partners during sex. He tied them up and probably abused them as well…”

O’Connor lets out a low whistle.

“Well, I never would have guessed that. So the maid wanted revenge?”

“Good question. In any case, she had a possiblemotive. Although, for other reasons, I eventually
came to the conclusion that she wouldn’t poison Christie. But we’ll get to that later.”

(10p)
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Questions - Part 4

“Let’s move on. Now for the guests.”

Who had access to strychnine, and who had a motive to kill Robbie? Write it down.

Betty

Margot

Ruth

Evie

Helen

Dorothy

Will

Jack

George

Johnny

Once you have the answers, turn to the next page!
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Answers - Part 4

“Based on access alone, we can only rule out Jack Adler. He wasn’t there at that gathering in
earlyOctober at Johnny Vandusen’s laboratory where the rest of the aforementioned people had
access to poisons, including strychnine. Jack is relatively new to the group as well, and several
guests said how well he seemed to get along with Robbie at the party.”

“That could have been an act, just so he could get close enough to the victim,” O’Connor points
out. “And yes, he’s new to the group, but what if he was working for someone?”

“I thought of that myself. Especially after I saw the poor conditions he lives in. He might well
have been willing to put poison in the host’s coffee for a substantial sum of money. But then
who would have hired him—who actually had a reason to want Christie dead?” You leave the
question hanging.

“Then let’s look at motive,” O’Connor cuts in.

“Exactly. Let’s look at motive. At first glance, Christie seemed to be popular with his friends. But
the more I learned about the group, the more I realized that was only on the surface. Several
of them had good reason to hate the boy. The ones I’d rule out are the Samuels sisters, and
Evie Nowak. Betty Samuels thought Christie was a snob, but she didn’t hate him. The worst
Margot could have had against Robbie was that he used to torment her beloved Charlie back in
school. And Miss Nowak was completely infatuated with Robbie, so I can’t imagine she had any
murderous intentions toward him.”

“But they had a fight at the party, didn’t they? In the hall of the attic. Christie supposedly rejected
her rather harshly. Couldn’t she have sworn revenge against him after that? You know, ‘Hell hath
no fury like a woman scorned,’ and all that?” your colleague asks.

“Not a bad thought. But the poison had to have been stolen well beforehand, which doesn’t fit
the theory of an act committed in the heat of the moment.”

“True,” O’Connor nods. “And what about Johnny? Can’t we rule him out too? He didn’t really
have a reason to poison Christie either. If I’m not mistaken, the school bullying was all in the
past.”

You nod. “Yes, I think we can rule out Mr. Vandusen as well, even though the poison came from
his own laboratory.”

“But we shouldn’t rule out Will McCullagh. He’s the one who introduced Jack to Robbie,” points
out O’Connor.

“Exactly.”

“But what would his motive be? Wasn’t he one of Christie’s closest friends?”

“Well… From what I learned, I’d guess that he had very strong feelings for Christie. The boy
didn’t return them, but he knew perfectly well that his friend was attracted to men. When Will
introduced him to poor but very handsome Jack, Robbiemust have known they weremore than
friends.”

“Oh, so that’s why Will was watching Jack and Robbie like a hawk all evening. He was jealous.”

“Very likely. And I think Mr. Adler wanted to make Mr. McCullagh jealous, after he heard his
boyfriend and the host go into one of the attic rooms.”
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“Because he thought the other two were… you know.” O’Connor looks at you meaningfully.

You nod: “Exactly. Although it wasn’t at all what they were doing there. They were talking about
money issues, probably even fighting about it.”

“Money issues?”

“I think Christie was using his knowledge about McCullagh and Adler to blackmail his friend.”

“Christie was blackmailing the redhead?” O’Connor looks at you in disbelief.

“I believe so. The elder Christie cut off his son’s allowance in midsummer, so Robbie had to
find another source of money. McCullagh supposedly told him at the party that ‘he’s the one
paying for it,’ then I found a bank statement showing several substantial withdrawals from Mr.
McCullagh’s account—starting inmid-September, just whenChristie’s financial troubles seemed
to have been resolved. So I put the pieces together.”

“But what if McCullagh was giving his friend the money willingly?” your colleague asks.

“That’s possible. You’re right. I don’t have any real proof of blackmail, only a suspicion. But con-
sidering Christie’s nature, the way he treated the people he supposedly called his friends… well,
I don’t think blackmail was beyond him if it served his interests. Even so, it wasn’t McCullagh
who poisoned Robbie. And nor was it Jack.”

“Then perhaps it was his other friend, George?”

“Or George’s girlfriend, Ruth.”

“Oh, come on! They’re a couple? But they hardly even looked at each other while we were
questioning the guests,” O’Connor protests.

“And that was no accident. Their relationship was a secret—from the entire group, but especially
from Christie. As it turned out, George was deeply embarrassed by his attraction to Miss Ruth
because his friend constantly mocked him for it. I realized from a love letter I found at the boy’s
room that Ruth herself knew about the whole thing.”

“And no one can stand in awoman’s waywhen it comes to love? They don’t call poison awoman’s
weapon for nothing.”

“Well, that may be true. Especially since Ruth genuinely believed that Robbie’s disapproval was
the only thing standing in the way of her and Georges’ happiness. Of course, I’ve since learned
that Mr. Nowak’s parents may not exactly be eager to approve the marriage either, but that’s
beside the point.”

“So it wasn’t Ruth Kocsis? And nor was it the soft-hearted but easily influenced George Nowak?”

“No. Fortunately, we have some hard evidence to work with.”

(20p)

If you had at least 26 points in Questions - Part 3 and 4 (together), record +1 observant in your
Campaign Log.
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Questions - Part 5

“The fingerprints,” O’Connor says.

“Exactly. Fingerprints on the coffee cup the victim drank the poisoned coffee from, and a fin-
gerprint on that small shattered glass vial I found at the mansion—the one that contained the
pre-dissolved strychnine. Neither belongs to Ruth or George, nor to Will or Jack.”

“Then whose are they?” your colleague asks, looking at you eagerly.

If you haven’t already done so, write down your exact answer now!

And, if you wish, you can revise your earlier answer in light of the new information—regarding
opportunity, access, and motive. (You can look at the evidence again.)

Once you have the answers, turn to the next page!

282



Answers - Part 5

“We found Christie’s fingerprints on the coffee cup, along with Dorothy Owens’.”

“But the girl herself told us that Robbie asked her to bring him his coffee when the séance was
about to begin.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“And whose fingerprint did we find on the vial?”

“Miss Harrison’s.”

“His fiancée’s?” O’Connor lets out a low whistle. “So I was right after all. Poison really is a
woman’s weapon. Though I wouldn’t have pegged Miss Helen as the Lucrezia Borgia type… You
know, that Italian dame from way back who supposedly poisoned all her husbands, or some-
thing.”

You stare blankly at your colleague.

“Uh-huh.”

“So the blonde was the killer? But how? And, more importantly, why?”

“Well, as for the why, here’s what I think. It certainly seems that Miss Harrison had no desire to
marry Mr. Christie. But no matter how much she pleaded with her father, he insisted on the
marriage.”

“But why was she so opposed to it?” O’Connor asks, quite reasonably.

“I think she found out about what Christie had been doing with the maids. She was afraid he
would treat her the same way.”

“So that’s it? Case closed?”

“Unfortunately, it isn’t that simple, becausewhen it comes to opportunity, we run into a problem.
Miss Harrison could have stolen the poison from Mr. Vandusen’s laboratory, that’s true. And
from the book on poisons I found there, she could also have learned how long strychnine takes
to act and how to dissolve the crystals in heated alcohol. But when did she get to the small table
and pour the poison into her fiancé’s coffee? According to the butler, Miss Harrison was already
sitting at the fortune-teller’s table when the coffee was being served. The old woman arrived
shortly afterward and began the reading approximately when the séance started.”

“Not tomention that putting poison into a cup sitting on that little table would have been a pretty
risky move. How could she know for certain that her fiencé would drink that particular cup of
coffee? Someone else could easily have picked it up by mistake,” points out O’Connor.

“Exactly. Wouldn’t it be more likely that the person who handed the coffee to the victim was
the one who poisoned it? That way, she could be certain the intended victim would be the one
drinking it.”

“But why would Miss Dorothy want to poison her cousin? I thought they’d been close since
childhood.”

“That’s the big question, isn’t it? And if Miss Harrison stole the poison, while Miss Dorothy
poured it into the coffee cup, then obviously the two of them were working together. But why?”
You look at your colleague.
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“You’re asking me? I have no idea,” he replies.

“Then listen carefully, and I’ll tell you. Robbie’s circle of friendsmetMiss Harrison in the spring,
after the engagement. Everyone knew the marriage was being arranged under family pressure,
but it might still have worked out if the two young people had fallen in love. But that didn’t
happen. As I mentioned, the boy was more interested in the maids and rough sex, while Miss
Harrison seemed far more interested in Miss Dorothy than in her own fiancé.

Most people saw nothing unusual in the two girls’ close friendship. Why would they? Although,
according to Christie’s diary, the three of them often spent time together. And during the last
week of September, the two girls even went away on a trip together. I suspect that was whenMiss
Harrison told her girlfriend what Robbie had been doing to themaids, and that she was afraid he
would treat her the same way once they were married. According to Christie’s planner, Dorothy
began behaving strangely toward Robbie after that trip… toward the cousin she’d known since
childhood.”

O’Connor points out the obvious: “But how did Helen know about the maids?”

“I can only guess. I think Miss Evie may have told her, hoping to break the engagement apart.
She was the one who found Julia Anello a job in Indiana, presumably to keep the maid from
causing a scandal. I think George learned about it from her, too. That’s why he decided he
was done keeping quiet for his friend’s sake, and chose to make his relationship with Miss Ruth
public, so he spoke to his parents about it.”

“Geez. That Evie girl really was blindly in love with the Christie boy. Looks like even the
prospect of rough sex didn’t scare her off. Who knows? Maybe it only made her attraction
to him stronger…”

“Perhaps. But I’m not here to judge. People can do whatever they like in the bedroom, as far as
I’m concerned,” you tell your colleague.

He looks back at you in surprise.

“Well, well, Lucas! Who knew you were such a liberal thinker? Don’t tell me you’re into that sort
of thing yourself?”

“Let’s stay on topic, O’Connor. It’s time we closed this case.”

“Okay, okay. Sorry. So the two girls became very close. But isn’t it a bit of a stretch to assume
there was something more between them?”

“No. And I’ll tell you why. After the fortune-teller arrived, around eight-thirty, she heard a
couple having relations in the adjoining room. After comparing everyone’s statements, I con-
cluded that Miss Harrison and Miss Dorothy were the ones in that room at the time. Although
the fortune-teller also assumed she was hearing the same couple later, after nine, only from the
room across the hall. But that was Ruth and George.”

“Good Lord, what went on at that party!” O’Connor whistles again.

“All right, all right. Don’t enjoy the story too much, pal. We know it doesn’t end well.”

“Okay, okay. Sorry.”

“So the two girls were very close. Miss Harrison was afraid of a marriage she seemed unable
to escape. Miss Dorothy wanted to protect her friend somehow. Then, on October 7, they were
both visiting their friend Johnny, where they obtained the poisons. And Robbie wasn’t there that
day, so he had no idea about it.
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Of the two, Miss Dorothy strikes me as the stronger one—themore decisive, the onemore likely
to take action. And, on the surface at least, she was the one from the two of themwith nomotive
whatsoever. Which is precisely why she had to be the one who needed to carry out the actual
poisoning at the party.

“Meanwhile, Helen sat down at the fortune-teller’s table, keeping herself away from the parlor
where Robbie and the coffee cup were. She refused the coffee herself, of course. Perhaps as a
precaution. Or perhaps simply because she knew what was coming and couldn’t stomach the
thought of coffee.”

“Exactly. You’re getting the hang of this, O’Connor!”

“So that’s really it, then? The killer: Dorothy Owens. Her accomplice: Helen Harrison. Damn.
What a rotten case. Two beautiful young women! What a shame.”

“Well, there you have it. Villains aren’t always ugly old crones. Quite the contrary, sometimes.
And as for the report, I think that’s enough to put down. Although the story isn’t really over here.
Because if the girls hadn’t poisoned Christie before ten o’clock, I have a feeling some astonishing
things would have happened in that attic room the magician had prepared.”

(20p)

If you had at least 17 points in Questions - Part 5, record +1 analytical in your Campaign Log.
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Questions - Part 6

“What sort of astonishing things?” O’Connor asks.

Answer the question in as much detail as you can, explaining the reasons, the events leading
up to it, and the roles of everyone involved!

As a guide, here is a sketch. You can mark where each person would have been standing, sitting,
or lying, and what their role would have been.

You can find the sketch on the next page.
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When you’re ready, turn to the next page!

287



Answers - Part 6

“Here’s a sketch showing the layout of the attic room. I’ll show youwhere everyonewas supposed
to be standing, sitting, or lying, according to the plan.” You hold the little sheet of paper out to
O’Connor.

“Sitting on the chairs - according to their star signs:

Aries - Johnson, the butler;

Taurus - Ruth;

Gemini - Betty;

Cancer - Dorothy;

Leo - Will;

Virgo - Charlie;

Libra - Margot;

Scorpio - Jack;

Sagittarius - Johnny;

Capricorn - Evie;

Aquarius - George;

Pisces - Helen.

Lying on the table: Robbie.

Standing next to the table: Mary, the maid on one side and the magician on the other – stele in
hand.

Standing outside the circle: the psychic – with the dagger in her hand.”

(10p)

O’Connor stares at you with his mouth hanging open. He probably thinks you’ve finally lost
your mind.

“Okay, I’ll admit it sounds pretty far-fetched at first, but believe me, I have an explanation for
everything.”

“So you’re not kidding? But how do you know everyone’s zodiac sign? And how the hell do you
know anything about zodiac signs in the first place? I thought you didn’t believe in that sort of
thing. And what the hell is that stele that’s supposedly in the magician’s hands? And what do the
butler and the maid have to do with the magic act? I thought they were only there to serve the
guests. And what the hell is the old fortune-teller doing at the edge of the circle with a dagger in
her hand? Was she part of the act, too? I thought she and the magician didn’t even know each
other!”
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O’Connor rattles off the questions almost in a single breath. His voice sounds almost hysterical.
Perhaps he really is afraid you’ve finally cracked after the last few days.

Truth be told, you’re not entirely sure he’s wrong…

But that’s beside the point. You launch into the more rational part of your explanation.

“Those are all very good questions. I asked myself the same ones, and I think I can answer them
all.

Perhaps the easiest question to answer is how I know the participants’ zodiac signs. The fortune-
teller said that each sign has three main characteristics, two of which usually tend to fit a person.
I’d heard quite a lot about everyone during the investigation, so all I had to do was look up the
zodiac signs at the library.

Now, to answer your other questions. As it turns out, themagician who performs under the stage
name the ‘Great Mandrill’ is actually an occultist and practitioner of black magic named David
Garber. He has all sorts of ideas about a coming new age, one that he intends to usher in himself
through some kind of magical ritual. I actually found a description of the ritual in an ancient
book at his house, along with papers in which he lays out his own supposed importance and the
coming of this new ‘aeon’ as he put it. Basically, the man seems deranged andmegalomaniacal.”

“You went to his house?”

“Oh, yes. And I didn’t even have to go far from the scene of the crime. His house is directly
across the street from the mansion.”

“What the hell? That can’t be a coincidence,” exclaims your colleague.

“Hardly. It seems Garber believed his magical ritual required a certain ancient Egyptian tablet—
a painted stele covered in magical inscriptions—which belonged to the mansion’s owner, Émile
Fryer, a former curator at the museum in Cairo.”

“That’s what the diary we found in the boy’s pocket at the hospital was about!” O’Connor perks
up. He seems to be starting to believe your story.

“Exactly. Fryer originally helped Garber translate the inscription on the stele, but at some point
he became frightened by the consequences and a supposed curse. He backed out, stole the
ancient stele, and brought it here to New York. And I think he hid it somewhere in the mansion.
According to his widow, he even took to practicing all sorts of magic himself to keep Garber
away from the place.”

“So Robbie was originally searching the house for that? That’s what those entries in his planner
about ‘treasure hunting’ were referring to?”

“That’s right. And according to the same planner, he succeeded. He searched the whole place,
even prying up the floorboards, until he finally found the ancient stele…”

“While the magician was watching him from the house next door?”

“I believe so. But he didmore than that. He got his daughter a job as amaid for the elder Christie,
so she could seduce the boy and pump him for information. I guess she was supposed to give
him the idea for a Halloween party where they could invite a magician—and a fortune-teller,
her grandmother.”

“You’re kidding! The magician is the maid’s father, and the fortune-teller is her grandmother?
How the hell did you figure that out?”
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“Let’s just say I have a contact who knows his way around occult circles and was quite familiar
with Garber’s family.”

“So the magician was pulling the strings so he could carry out some crazy ritual in the attic? No
wonder he skipped out of his hotel before we could get to him. But you were still able to talk to
the maid and the fortune-teller, right?”

“Yes, but unfortunately they’ve both disappeared since then. I imagine they were hoping at first
that their connection to the magician wouldn’t come to light. But after our second conversa-
tions and the fingerprinting, they probably figured the heat was on. No wonder. We found the
fortune-teller’s fingerprint on the dagger from the trunk, and the maid’s on the wine bottle in
the attic.”

“That was the wine that poor kid drank who was high out of his mind,” your colleague recalls.

“Yep, it was heavily laced with opium. I imagine they intended to give it to the participants
before the ‘attraction’ began, to knock them out so they wouldn’t cause any trouble during the
ritual.”

“Then what was the old woman planning to do with that dagger? Don’t tell me she was going to
kill them all?” O’Connor looks horrified.

“Goodquestion. Maybe she only intended towound them. You know, take blood from the twelve
people sitting in the circle for some magical mumbo-jumbo. If I interpreted the magician’s
writings correctly, they intended to summon the Egyptian god Horus, or something along those
lines. I think Robbie was supposed to be the god’s vessel on earth, or something like that. From
what I’ve read over the last few days, the ancients—and Garber, apparently—were rather fond
of blood magic and sex magic…”

“Sex magic? You mean Mary and Robbie…”

“Well, if we’re being precise, Lilith and Robbie. That’s the girl’s real name. Borrowed from an
ancient demon. Stylish, isn’t it?”

“And there, on the table? You’re serious? With her father standing right there, chanting some
kind of incantation from that stele thing? And while her grandmother goes around pricking the
people sitting in the circle with the dagger? Jesus, man, that’s sick…” O’Connor goes pale.

“Don’t remindme. I suppose that’s why they needed all those ropes, too—not for an ‘escape act.’
They couldn’t rely entirely on the opium. They intended to tie the people in the circle down as
well.”

“Uh… I think I’m going to be sick,” your colleague says, rising from his chair and heading toward
the restroom.

Yeah. Probably best to leave the story there.

There’s no point telling him about your nightmares or the strange noises you heard in the man-
sion, either. That’s how it started for poor Robbie, too—if we can believe what he wrote in his
planner…

No. Best to forget the whole thing as quickly as possible.

Of course, there’s still one thing left to do.

(10p)
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If you had at least 17 points in Questions - Part 6, record +1 thorough in your Campaign Log.
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Questions - Part 7

Have you decided yet? What would you like to do with the stele?

A: Wrap it back up and return it to the hidden compartment.

B: Confiscate it as evidence and enter it into the official records.

C: Give it to Grey to have it returned to Cairo.

Circle your answer.

If your answer is A: Read “Epilogue A”

If your answer is B: Read “Epilogue B”

If your answer is C: Read “Epilogue C”
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Epilogue A

READ THIS ONLY IF your answer was A:

Wrap it back up and return it to the hidden compartment.

If you chose this answer:

Record +1 covert in your Campaign Log.

“AAARGH! I don’t believe this!” the magician screams furiously. “Where the hell did that idiot boy put the
stele? Lilith, I don’t understand how you couldn’t get it out of him!”

The maid, who of course isn’t really a maid at all, shoots the man an offended look.

“I tried, but he wouldn’t tell me. He promised, though, that everything would be revealed at ten o’clock
on the 31st. How the hell was I supposed to know that his innocent-looking fiancée, who looked like she
couldn’t count past two, would finish the boy off before ten?”

“Leave Lilith alone. None of this was her fault,” the fortune-teller cuts in.

Except she isn’t really a fortune-teller either. Or is she?

Wait a minute…

Where the hell are you?

You look around. All of you are standing in the middle of a desert.

“Ah, the dear detective from New York!” a deep voice says behind you.

You spin around suddenly, half expecting there to be no one behind you.

But that isn’t what you find.

Although, at this point, you almost wish there was no one behind you at all—rather than this strange-
headed creature… god… or whatever the hell it is.

“Seth!” the magician cries out in surprise. “Oh, no! This can’t be! Where is your nephew, Horus?”

The god he addresses suddenly seems to double in size. Then, in a terrifying, animal-like growl, he roars:

“How dare you address me, mortal? I’ve had enough of you! You have lost. Accept it. And now get out of
my sight, you and your entire brood!”

Seth angrily waves his hand, and the magician, the fortune-teller, and the maid vanish in the blink of an
eye.

You cautiously begin backing away.

But Seth turns his gaze toward you.

“Where are you going, my boy?”

You’re so stunned that you stop dead for a moment.

“Come closer, I’m about to reward you. A handsome young fellow like you deserves something truly special—
something very personal,” he grins. His canines shine in the sunlight.
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Wait a minute… What?

Oh, hell no!

You turn and run for your life.

THE END
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Epilogue B

READ THIS ONLY IF your answer was B:

Confiscate it as evidence and enter it into the official records.

If you chose this answer:

Record +1 dutiful in your Campaign Log.

“Behold, great Horus! I offer you the Stele of Revealing!” the magician declares, raising the stele high above
his head. “Come forth and take your dominion over the world, so that the new Aeon may begin!”

“Hey! How the hell did you get your hands on that stele?” you shout at him. “That’s evidence. It should be
sitting in the police evidence room. Don’t tell me you stole it from there?”

The maid—who, of course, isn’t really a maid at all—suddenly appears beside the magician and laughs
mockingly.

“Oh, come now, little detective. Surely you don’t think a few locks could stand in the way of the greatest
magician of our age? It wasn’t the locks that stopped us at the mansion either. It was that idiot Fryer’s
incantations…”

“Quite right,” the fortune-teller says, appearing beside the magician as well. “Who would have thought
that the little museum curator was capable of such things?”

Wait a minute… Where the hell are you?

You look around. All of you are standing in the middle of a desert.

“Ah, the dear detective from New York!” a deep voice booms from behind you.

You spin around, half expecting to find no one there.

But there is someone.

Though you wish there were no one behind you rather than this bird-headed creature… god… or whatever
the hell it is.

“Great Horus!” the magician cries out in astonishment. “My lord! You have arrived!”

He and the girl immediately drop to their knees before the creature, while the old woman slowly lowers
herself to the ground with a series of heavy groans.

The god suddenly seems to double in size and addresses his kneeling followers.

“You have been a faithful servant, magician! You have done splendid work. You and your entire brood may
expect a great reward.”

You cautiously begin backing away.

But Horus suddenly turns his gaze toward you.

“Where are you going, Lucas?”

You’re so stunned that you stop dead for a moment.
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“I owe you as well, so you shall receive a great honor. Soon I shall take human form, so that I
may appear in the world of mortals. You look young and healthy, so you shall have the honor
of becoming my new vessel.”*

The god looks at you proudly. His beak gleams in the sunlight.

Wait a minute… What?

Oh, hell no!

You turn and run for your life.

THE END
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Epilogue C

READ THIS ONLY IF your answer was C:

Give it to Grey to have it returned to Cairo.

If you chose this answer:

Record +1 wise in your Campaign Log.

“AAARGH! I don’t believe it!” the magician roars in fury. “The stele is back in Egypt. And you can bet
they’ll be guarding it even more closely after the theft.”

“Quite so,” the fortune-teller says, appearing beside him. “I’m sure there are plenty of magicians in Cairo
who know the secrets of protective spells…”

“Thank you for that brilliant observation, Mother. I honestly don’t know what I’d do without you!”

“Leave Grandma alone! None of this is her fault!” the maid says, appearing beside them—though, of course,
she isn’t really a maid at all.

“Quite right. But you, on the other hand, my dear, have plenty to answer for. How could you fail to get the
stele from that idiot boy?” the magician rages on.

“I tried. I kept asking him, but he wouldn’t tell me where he’d hidden it. He promised me everything would
be revealed on the 31st. How the hell was I supposed to know that his innocent-looking fiancée, who looked
like she couldn’t count past two, would kill the boy before we even had a chance to begin the ritual?”

“Exactly. Leave Lilith alone. None of this was her fault,” the fortune-teller cuts in. Who, of course, isn’t
really a fortune-teller. Or is she?

Wait a minute… Where the hell are you?

You look around. All of you are standing in the middle of a desert.

“Ah, the dear detective from New York!” a woman’s voice says from behind you.

You spin around, half expecting to find no one there.

But there is someone there this time.

And you almost wish there weren’t, because standing behind you is the strange, star-clad creature… a god-
dess… or whatever the hell she is.

“Nut!” the magician cries out in surprise. “Where is your grandson, Horus?”

The goddess suddenly seems to double in size. Then, in a voice that sends a chill down your spine, she cries
out:

“Enough, mortal! You have lost. Accept it. Now get out of my sight—you and your entire brood!”

With an angry wave of her hand, the goddess makes the magician, the fortune-teller, and the maid disap-
pear. In the blink of an eye.

You cautiously begin to back away.

But Nut turns her gaze toward you.
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“Going somewhere, Lucas? But I was just about to reward you.”

You’re so stunned that you stop dead in your tracks.

The goddess has returned to her normal size. As she steps closer, you notice that she’s about half a head
shorter than you. The stars on her robes have dimmed, allowing you to finally get a proper look at her.

Just as you suspected. She is breathtakingly beautiful…

She laughs. “Yes, my dear. Every man sees me as the most beautiful woman he can imagine. Now, ask for
anything you want in return for your service.”

She steps closer. “Anything at all.”

Her eyes glitter like precious stones.

“Anything?” you manage to ask.

“Don’t worry. Stella will never find out.” The goddess whispers these words directly into your ear.

A broad, delighted grin spreads across your face as you close your eyes.

THE END
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Results

90+ points: HARDBOILED DETECTIVE

Congrats! You’re basically a pro. Nothing escapes your attention.

80 to 89: GUMSHOE

Very good! Not much escapes your attention. One day you could be a real pro. A hardboiled
detective.

60 to 79: FLATFOOT

Good! You mostly got it. Not bad for an amateur sleuth. One day you could be a pro.

Less than 60 points: ROOKIE

Don’t give up, my young copper! Next time be a bit more thorough, and who knows, you could
be a real pro one day.
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Behind the Scenes: Postscript from the Author

Idea: from the abandoned mansion in Manhattan

https://ephemeralnewyork.wordpress.com/tag/william-a-wheelock-house/

most info about Wheelock was real, but he died later and widow didn’t sell the mansion

Info about

Rudolph Valentino, Lord Carnarvon’s death, Dorothy Parker, car racing and Pullinger, the stele,
Thelema – are real

Magician was

Fryer was

Cotton Club, Club Intime – real infos, but the security measures came from Club 21’s history

Club Intime:

An excerpt from the article: Texas Guinan and Owney Madden’s Club Intime @ the Hotel Harding
205 West 54th Street

website: Infamous New York – A Gangland Tour of New York City’s Most Infamous Crime
Scenes

https://infamousnewyork.com/2016/10/27/texas-guinan-and-owney-maddens-club-intime-the-
hotel-harding-205-west-54th-street/
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Full Walkthrough

A possible path:

Day 2

9am – Robert Christie

10 – Dr. Takacs, Dr. Antione

11 – Arthur Christie, bank

12 – the mansion

1pm – Hotel Algonquin, Julia Anello

2 – lab 1, Nowak house

3 – Tennis Club, Samuels house

4 – Automobile Club, Greystone Hotel

5 – Charlie’s house, Kocsis house

6 – lab 2

7 – Hotel Pennsylvania, Astor Theater

Day 3

9am – lab 3, ME

10 – Adler house, Astral Insight

11 – Hotel Stuyvesant, furniture shop

12 – contact Grey

1pm – Garber house

2 – lab 4, Helen house

3 – Emily Vandusen, Delia McCullagh

4 – contact Maranzano

5 – The After Hours

6 – Foxhole

7 – Cotton Club

8 – Club Intime, Cotton Club
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HINTS
STOP!

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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Document 6

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you go to the library? Did you read about
Egyptian Gods?

Document 13

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Do you know the magician’s real name? Did
you go to his house?

Document 14

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit your contacts?

Document 16

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you go to the library? Did you read about
occult subjects?

Document 20

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you talk to all the guests again? Have you
looked them up in the directory?

Document 22

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you go back to the mansion for the 3rd
time?
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Document 30

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the Nowak family?

Document 32

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you go to the victim’s house?

Documents 34 through 48

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you talk to all the guests, the staff and the
psychic again?

Documents 49 through 52

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you ask for all the toxicology lab reports?
Did you follow them up at the fingerprint lab?

Hint for Marker B1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the Christie family?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 8-7278 on p.97
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Hint for Marker C1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the Harrison family?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 7-5272 on p.89

Hint for Marker D1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit Charlie Renfrow?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 5-1994 on p.72

Hint for Marker E1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the Kocsis family?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 8-6630 on p.95

Hint for Marker F1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the Vandusen house?

In $autohint([’cond.Johnny’]), found tags, but
could not find any leads where tags were used.
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Hint for Marker G1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you find Jack’s family?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 1-2687 on p.26

Hint for Marker H1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the magician’s hotel?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 6-2849 on p.77

Hint for Marker J1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the night club Maranzano men-
tioned?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 3-8721 on p.46

Hint for Marker K1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit your contacts?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 3-4966 on p.37
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Hint for Marker L1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the lab?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 5-6411 on p.76

Hint for Marker M1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you go back to the mansion?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 2-4098 on p.33

Hint for Marker N1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the lab?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 2-7306 on p.34

Hint for Marker O1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you go back to the mansion?

In $autohint([’cond.dagger1’]), found tags, but
could not find any leads where tags were used.
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Hint for Marker P1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the lab?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 3-9570 on p.47

Hint for Marker Q1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you call the number on the widow’s card?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 9-0012 on p.102

Hint for Marker R1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you talk to Helen’s sister?

In $autohint([’cond.Cecily’]), found tags, but
could not find any leads where tags were used.

Hint for Marker S1

Tick 2 demerit boxes on your case track-
ing sheet.

Did you visit the McCullaghs?

If you still need help, as a last resort Tick
2 demerit boxes on your case tracking sheet,
then visit the following lead where this item is
obtained:

• 7-2201 on p.85
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