If you’re reading this,
you probably know I’m gone.
And if you haven’t put that
together yet... all I can say
is, good luck on everything
else I’m about to tell you,
detective. You’ll need it...

You knew me as Frank, the museum guard. But you’ve probably figured out that ol’ Frank isn’t
what he’s cracked up to be. So I’m writing this letter to fill you in. You may want to have a seat.
What you never knew about me is this: I was the sixth member of the burglary crew led by
none other than The Queen of Diamonds. That’s right, the infamous criminal outfit whose
identities were never discovered. The same Queen of Diamonds with a $25,000 reward on her head,
for information leading directly to her arrest. And based on her name alone, I’m sure you can
guess what we were after. Banks, homes, shopping malls—if there were diamonds inside, it was a
potential target for us.
For the crew, I mean. I never even made it through our first big job together, two decades ago.
It was a museum knockover in the middle of the night, and I was the lookout guy. While the
others were grabbing the diamonds, I was parked outside of the museum in a hot dog truck with
my radio at the ready, eyes peeled for the cops. The whole scene was making my stomach turn: the
waiting, the stress, the smell of three-day-old relish. All of a sudden I can’t take it anymore,
and so I cheese it. I flee the scene, with my crew still in the museum.
They got away, as I’m sure you can guess, with millions of dollars in diamonds. Meanwhile,
I renounce my life of crime and decide to go straight. But the crew isn’t too pleased, and now
they’re after me. I ask myself, “where is the last place they’d expect to find me?” And the answer
hits me in the head like a ten pound box of bulk-ordered hot dogs (sorry, I haven’t had lunch
yet): I’ll get a job as a guard in the very same museum where the heist took place.
So I did, and the rest—my 20-year career as a security guard for various museums around the
city—is history. But I’m resigning today, effective immediately. There’s just one thing I’ve gotta
do first.
I’ve never stopped feeling guilty for my part in the crime committed on that fateful night...and
for my silence, which makes me complicit in every score the crew took on thereafter. And there
have been many. At a certain point, a man just can’t take it anymore.

Before I say farewell, I’ve left you a
parting gift: I hid the real names of my
original comrades in the crew throughout
this museum. It’s up to you to follow the
clues and uncover the names, detective.

You’re probably saying, “hey, Frankie, you could’ve just told
us the names in this letter, right?” Wrong. I need to buy
myself some time to leave the country, because when this
information gets out, I’ll be in big trouble if I’m still in
the States. The crew has ears everywhere...
Speaking of which, I should quit while I’m ahead.

It’s your time to shine, detective. Search
the museum, use my clues, and put it all
together. This case file has everything
you’ll need. Here’s how you can bring my
crew to justice—and collect the $25,000
reward money:

•

Read through each piece of evidence and try to solve each clue.

•

The five puzzles are not connected; you can do them in any order or at the same
time if you are in a group.

•

Please be polite to other museum visitors as you attempt to solve the case. If someone
is interacting with an exhibit, allow them to finish before you begin investigating
(maybe work on another puzzle in the meantime).

•

Your goal is to determine the full name of the criminal associated with each puzzle–
some of the perps have nicknames, denoted by quotation marks, and you’ll need to
know these too.

•

You must get all five puzzles correct in order to be entered into the reward drawing.

•

The directions for submitting your answers can be found after the Queen of
Diamonds puzzle. Once you’ve completed the puzzles, turn the page to uncover
your next steps.

Soon you’ll have The Queen of Diamonds and her squad behind bars
where they belong. And don’t worry about me, I’ll land on my feet
somewhere. They’ve got museums all over the world...and as we both
know, every museum needs a good guard.

Good Luck,

Frank

