TECH SPECS

Requirements:
VGA, 2MB RAM,
hard drive

Sound Support:
Most major
sound cards

Controller:
Mouse

Available for
PC, PC CD-ROM

Designed by:
Sierra On-Line

Distributed by:
Sierra On-Line

GAME SUMMARY

Evil voodoo killers
stalk the streets of
New Orleans. As
writer's cramp
afflicted novelist
Gabriel Knight, you
must discover the
secret behind the
ritual killings as well
as the secrets of
your own past
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Darkness covers the city of
New Orleans. This cloud keeps
people in their houses at night,
afraid to leave. Upon wakening,
citizens fear the news regarding
the Voodoo Murders, killings
apparently related to a local cult
of worshippers. The police are
convinced that nothing more
serious than drug warfare is the
reason. Only one man, a block-
ridden writer with a failing busi-
ness can rescue the people of
New Orleans and lift the curse of
the Sins of the Fathers. The fol-
lowing story is culled from Mr.
Knight's journal. . .

Ever since | started working on
the book about the voodoo mur-
ders, I'd been having night-
mares. True, | was following the
case that was happening right in
front of my eyes in and around
my French Quarter bookstore,
St. George’s Books, and | did
have an in with the local PD,
what with my pal Mosely, but it
was still disturbing me. | left my
room for some coffee, and my
assistant Grace was sitting at
the desk waiting for any potential
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STRUGGLING AUTHOR
SOLVES VOODOO
MURDER CASE!

How GasrieL KNIGHT GOT AROUND New
ORLEANS WITHOUT FALLING PREY TO THE
UNSPEAKABLE HORRORS OF VOODOO. . .

customers, not that we ever had
any.

While | was up | figured | might
as well get any phone mes-
sages. Seems | had a bunch.
Grandma called (I really should
get out to see her more often),
Mosely claimed he had some
photos for me, and some guy
named Ritter in Germany want-
ed me to call him back. Fat
chance of my calling internation-
al at those rates!

I putzed around the office for a
few minutes—read through a
couple of books, one on snakes
and the other a book of German
poetry by a man named (in a
stroke of synchronicity) Heinz
Ritter. | couldn’t make much of
the poem | read, something
about three dragons fighting in
his sleep. | also glanced through
the newspaper.

Since | was going to see
Mosely and since | hoped to visit
a crime scene, | grabbed the
magnifying glass and the tweez-
ers off the table. | also grabbed
a coupon from the cash register.
Who knows? Maybe | could
drum up a little business while |
was out.

| went to Gran’s first. | hadn’t
seen the old girl for awhile, so
we did a little catching up. We
talked about her husband and
my parents, all of them now
gone. I'd forgotten that Gran'dad
came from Germany. Gran told

Gabriel thinks the world of Grace, but
feelings aren’t mutual.

me that he wrote poetry in his
youth. | told her I'd visit the fami-
ly tomb at St. Louis Cemetery.

The main reason | went to
Gran’s was to go through some
of my father’s stuff in the attic. |
found a sketchbook of his art;
weird, creepy stuff. | also found
an old clock with fanciful pictures
on it. The day had been filled
with such incredible synchronici-
ty—the German poems, the
phone call from Germany, that |
decided to try something. |
turned the hands to three,
moved the dragon to the top of
the clock and turned the key. I'll
be damned if a drawer didn’t pop
out of the clock! Inside was a
picture of Gran'dad and a letter
in German. | couldn’t read that,
but the word Schattenjager kept
repeating. | asked Gran about
that and she said her husband
had said it a lot in his sleep. |
also asked her about Heinz
Ritter, and she told me that that
was Gran'dad’s name before he
came to America!

| went by the police station
next to see Mosely. He wasn’t
in, but he’d left me a package at
the front desk. When | opened it
up, the gruesome picture of one
of the voodoo victims fell out. If |

ever get the book done, it'll be a
doozy. | wanted to clear my
head, so | decided to walk
around in Jackson Park.




At the park, | caught some
snippets of conversation from
the- police radio about a crime
scene. | figured it had to do with
the case, so | walked closer, but
the cop kept scaring me off. |
kept walking and thinking. Near
the cop | saw this mime who
kept following people around. It
gave me an idea. | let him latch
on to me and then paraded past
the cop. Eventually, the cop got
so mad that he chased the mime
off, and | got the details on the
latest murder scene around
Lake Pontchartrain.

| found Mosely there, and after
meeting the ravishing Malia
Gedde (down boy!) and after
Mosely left, | did a little investi-
gating. | picked up a snake scale
by the tree, made a sketch of the
marks on the ground and

grabbed a handful of clay from
the lake bed. Then | headed
back to the police station.

Mosely let me look at the other
markings they had found at the
other murder sights. | wanted a
copy, but the police can be very
touchy about evidence and
such. So, | made up a story
about wanting an author/cop pic-
ture for the book. Making an
excuse about needing to fix my
hair, | went out of Mosely's office
and photocopied the important
parts of the file, putting the folder
back on Officer Franks’ desk
when | was done.

| went to the voodoo shop
before going back home for the
night, and | showed the shop-
keeper the murder victim photo.
He said the strangest thing—
"Cabrit sans cor"—and then
hushed up. He had a flier for a
St. John's Eve party, so | asked
about that. Then | went home,
but before Grace left, | asked
her to look up Malia Gedde.

The next morning, | got the
information on Malia from Grace,

and before heading out to pester
Mosley, | read the paper. When |
got to the police station, |
noticed that a repairman was
there working on the thermostat.
When he took a breather, | went
behind the counter toward
Mosely’s office. On a whim, |
played with the temperature con-
trol—call me a latent practical
joker, but | couldn’t resist turning
the heat up. This had an instan-
taneous effect. Mosely doffed
his jacket. | asked him for some
coffee, and while he went to get
it, | picked his badge off his coat.
You never know when that will

come in handy. Mosely didn’t
have anything new for me, so |
left and headed for the Gedde
mansion.

Once there, | bluffed my way
in and got a closer look at Malia
herself. | asked her everything |
could think of, and when | ran
out of things to say, | tried flirt-
ing. She had long since called
my bluff, though, and she asked
me to leave.

| was a little depressed, so |
went to hang out in Jackson
Square again. As | walked
around the park, | noticed an
artist having a problem with the
wind. | walked around some
more and traded the gift certifi-
cate for my store for a hot dog,
then gave that to the tap dancing
kid. He was so grateful, he got
the artist’s picture for me. | took
it over to the artist, and as a
reward, he offered to try and
reconstruct the patterns from the
crime scene.

While | was there, | went to St.
Louis’ Cathedral. Not much was
going on, so | looked around. In
the priest's room, there was a
collar and shirt. | felt funny rip-
ping off a priest, bad karma and
all that, but there might be a time
soon when | would need a quick
disguise.

| went to the voodoo museum
to see what | could see. Once
there, | looked around and then
had a long talk with Dr. John, the
proprietor. He brought up St.
Louis Cemetery and also told

me | could talk to a modern
priestess he'd contact for me. |
went there next.

Madame Moonbeam was a bit
on the flaky side, but that was
alright. | asked her about her
snake, and she offered to show
me how well trained it was. |
accepted and while she danced
with her snake, | took the shed
skin sitting in the snake’s cage. |
thought it might be a lead, but it
looked nothing like the scale |
found at the murder scene.

| also checked out the
Napoleon House as well as the
clients. One old guy named Sam
apparently bought the whole
voodoo thing, but when | tried to
talk to him about it, he shoved
me away to get back to his
chess game. The bartender told
me he never won, but he kept
playing.

On my way home, | swung by
the voodoo shop and asked the
clerk about the animal masks
used in voodoo ceremonies. He
told me he used to sell them,
and the only one he had left
would cost $100. Too much!
There was an old woman there
who seemed really into voodoo.
I gleaned that her name was
Cazaunoux. | drove by the
cemetery on my way home and
talked to the caretaker. Before
bed, | asked Grace to do some
checking on Madame Cazau-
noux.

Ritter called back while | was
sleeping, and this time he was
claiming to be a relative, which
now made some sense to me.
Grace also gave me the info on
Madame Cazaunoux. In the
paper | noticed there was a lec-
ture on voodoo over at Tulane,
so | decided to go. First | called
Ritter.

Ritter said he was Gran'dad’s
brother. He also told me he was
having premonitions of evil and

BORROWING
AND STEALING

Since Gabriel
Knight is an adven-
ture game, it goes
without saying that
you should pick up
and carry with you
everything you can.
Some items, like
the hair gel in
Gabriel's bathroom,
the clay at the mur-
der scene and all of
the various snake
scales you locate
may seem a little
esoteric, but there
aren’t many red
herrings in Gabriel
Knight. Pick every-
thing up and try
everything out.
Some solutions will
make perfect sense
while others will not
at first, so keep try-

ing.

THe GiFT
of Gas

While Gabriel
Knight can be clas-
sified as a graphic
walk-around adven-
ture title, the majori-
ty of the game, and
much of what you
must do to succeed,
is talking to other
characters in the
game. More than
most games of this
type, Gabriel Knight
requires lots and
lots of information.
As such, you should
ask everyone you
meet about every-
thing you can. It's a
good idea to check
most places every-
day if new topics
have popped up on
your list. You never
know where you'll
find out some perti-
nent info.
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