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this is breaking the seal.

this was never meant for you. 



I said I wasn’t going to do this. 

Sweet Agatha is all about the visceral quality of physically destroying  

something cherished, sacred, beautiful; and try as we might there is  

nothing cherished, sacred, or beautiful about a PDF. But keeping the  

game in print is prohibitively expensive and after years of defending  

the dogma of my artistic vision I got over myself, realized I was being  

a butthead, and decided I would rather more people experience my game 

and get some fun out of it than it be some overly precious art-object that  

a select few (dearly beloved) nerds put on their shelf during the second  

Bush administration.  

So here you are, the digital, print-and-play, “compromised vision” edition 

of Sweet Agatha. There are a few subtle differences between this version and 

the printed one, but they are purely aesthetic and typographical. No changes 

have been made to the content of the game. And Agatha is still missing.  

Kevin Allen Jr. 
Summer 2016



READ THE WHOLE  OF THIS DOCUMENT  BEFORE READING ANYTHING ELSE

This is a conversation. The Truth needs The Reader and The Read-

er needs The Truth. Without one of these voices we would all just 

be talking to ourselves.

You’ve broken the seal, you can’t stop now  
(Making a mystery/what to do)  

•  Print all of the following pages in full color on the best quality 11”x17  
or A3 paper you can manage. The better your prints, the better your  
experience will be. 

•  You will need a pair of scissors (or a paper knife/razor blade) and a pen 
to take notes with.

•  Start reading the Journal. Cut the pages wherever you see a red line. 

•  The paper triangles you cut out are called the Clues.

•  Once you’ve read the Journal and cut out all the Clues, you are ready  
to begin resolving Agatha’s story.

•  The Journal was just the beginning; it falls on you to invent the ending. 

•  Give all the Clues to a friend. For ease of reference, let’s call this friend  
the Truth. Also, just to tell you two apart, let’s call you the Reader.

•  The Truth should look over all the Clues and separate out those they 
find most interesting.

•  Imagine you were describing to a friend the plot of a story. That is sort  
of like what you are about to do, but you’re going to make the story up 
as you go along, scene by scene.

•  You (the Reader) are the main character. The story is about your 
personal search for answers in the disappearance of Sweet Agatha.  
The Truth will be in charge of  what goes on around you, but don’t 
worry you’ll both have an equal say in the story, you just have different 
parts to play.

•  The story is divided into 10 scenes. In each of these scenes you will each 
narrate back and forth a story. Try not to step on each others toes too 
much but also don’t be afraid to be bold. If one of you has a good idea 
run with it, its better to allow something to happen than to be stumped 
looking for the “best” idea. The best idea is the one you are have now.

•  Remember, the story ends –for better or worse– in exactly 10 scenes. 
That should give you a feel for how to pace things. The story is at a slow 
burn during the first few scenes. There should be some really exciting 
things happening in scenes 8 and 9. By scene 10 you will have decided 
what happened to Sweet Agatha and you will end the story.
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Working with what you’ve got 
(67/using clues)  

•  The Truth is in charge of what Clues get introduced into each 
scene. Decide before the scene starts what Clues you plan on adding.

•  Introduce exactly 3 new Clues in EVERY SCENE (the exception 
to this rule is scene 10, if it doesn’t make sense to add more Clues, 
you don’t have to. Remember the story is what’s important, not the 
rules).

•  Try to work the introduction of new Clues into the story. The more  
organically they come out of the narrative, the more exciting and 
believable your stories will be.

Story tools to keep you organized 
(guides in the woods/optional rules)  

•  Set up a goal for each scene. Goals should either resolve an 
as-yet-unresolved issue, or shed new light on information  
that’s already been presented.

•  Starting with the Reader, trade back and forth who gets to 
determine the goal for each scene. 

•  When the person who set up the goal for the scene feels that goal 
has been accomplished, say so and wrap up that scene. Don’t drag 
things out; keep the narration punchy. 

•  The Reader should speak in the first person. “I go down to the 
lake” is more engaging than just saying what’s going on at the lake.

•  If you’re having trouble keeping the Clues organized, tape them 
to the back of this poster. Write all over it, draw connections, take 
notes. Think of those big boards they have in cop shows. There’s  
a reason they do that. Visual organization is really handy.

•  Feel free to ignore any of these rules. You can go it alone;  
assembling the clues as you wish, finding your own conclusions. 
Sweet Agatha is yours now.
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adjourned.  
 
 

N
ot

hi
ng

 w
as

 s
to

le
n,

  
an

d 
no

th
in

g 
ap

pe
ar

s 
to

 b
e 

m
is

si
ng

.

Keep your EYES OPEN! It’s going to be the little 

things that make the difference. Anything could be  

the trail of breadcrumbs. 

 

I was the last person to see Agatha 

before she disappeared. She was right 

here, I had tucked her in…  I never 

thought that it would be the last time. 

I still hope it’s not.



 

A
 foreign

er com
es to A

gatha’s apt. 

looking to pick up any deliveries 

that m
ay have com

e for him
  

in
 the past few days.

Even on the clearest nights you could count the diamond dust with one hand. 

From this window less than a dozen stars put up the effort to rail against the light 

this town graffitis over the firmament. Distant stars fight relentlessly to penetrate 

the halogen, orange, glowing holocaust. Agatha never once complained that she 

didn’t have enough of something she needed; her modest collection of stars was 

no exception. She would tie them together however she could, making up  

constellations of her own, and little ancient myths about how they wound up in 

the sky. She did this also with the holes in her walls and the birthmarks on her 

body. She would say if I was ever lost, I could use her body to find my way home. 

It was a strange thing to say, and she said it strangely. It was as if there was some 

sort of in-joke that I was never invited to understand, yet I knew it was a private 

thing between just the two of us.
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May it be that in the morning after the levees break the tide will go out and where the water has receded there will lie the corpse of this mystery, drowned and bloated and blue. And may it be that it is the only corpse I find.
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STILL MORE STARSSTILL MORE STARSSTILL MORE STARS

A man is seen running  

from Agatha’s apt. building. 

He was taking photos  

of the exterior.
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Agatha had been friends with a nurse. 

They had only known each other 

for a few months, but they had 

been spending a lot of time 

together.

“R
IP A

gatha, we already forgot U
” 

has been spray-painted onto a 

local highway overpass.

Agatha gave me this mix tape a few days before she 

vanished. It was the last thing she gave me, and I hav-

en’t even listened to it yet. 
I didn’t even think of it till now.



Searching her apartment I  
uncovered this drawing on  
the back wall of a closet. It  
looks like a map. Where are  
these places? An x-mas card  
and a small brown envelope  
were in one of her coat pockets. 

A few sheets of loose paper removed 

from a larger document. They look 

like the greater part of a fiction 

manuscript. Handwritten 

on one “Title: AM I 

HER(E)?”
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An incomplete manuscript with out-

of-order pages, describing the 

disappearance of a woman named 

“Nomi Ether.” The work is 

either untitled or its title 

page is missing.

  

A
 heart-shaped note stuck to 

a tree with a dart. It reads 

“0
399152318”



This one time in the late spring, she and I went down to the lakeside, down a little 
winding path behind a car dealership, down to the shoreline farthest across from 
the dam. I had no idea where we were going. We were just on a walk but it was warm 
and the concrete lakebed was smooth and cool. And without a care in the world or a 
cloud in the sky she was in the water and out of my sight. It seemed so spontaneous, 
but knowing her, she probably had planned the whole thing. I had no choice but to 
follow her…
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Slips of carbon paper stuck in an empty 

checkbook from an account in 

Agatha’s name. All of the checks 

are made out to “Hector”. 

Every check is for  

$555.00.  The oldest 

is dated less than 

a year ago.  

 

A
 previously unknown relative arrives, 

laying claim
 to an object A

gatha 

does not appear to own. T
he 

relative is very aggressive. 

A small, unset but very well cut 

diamond in a little cloth bag.

  

A
 rusty key ring with keys  

to an old B
uick’s trun

k 

 and glove box.
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A note slipped under a door. 

 

 

One photo hidden behind 

another in its frame. 

at Jamie’s place. I didn’t think 

he would show, but like anything 

unexpected... I got what I needed 

from him, and added Timo’s name 

to the list. It won’t be long, just a 

few days, assuming everything is 

provided to my specs. I’ll drop off 

the package tomorrow before  

meeting up at the bridge.  

The leaking in the bathroom

persists. What is a girl to do?  

After the incident with the camera 

(it better not be more of  THAT 

bullshit) I’m not really in a position 

to call the super, and besides he and 

I have an agreement, and I don’t 

want the blood on my hands for  

breaking it. Christ, when did I  

become so melodramatic? Was I 

this severe before I met Blackwell?

A few years ago we were joking around and she let me read it.  

I started in on the diary, but it was actually pretty boring.  

Probably the only boring thing about her. She mostly just 

summed up her days. I don’t know what I had hoped to find—

probably the same thing I hope to find now. I’ve read and  

re-read the whole thing. Its pretty cryptic; she doesn’t often 

clarify who or what she’s talking about. Like an inside joke 

thats not particularly funny. Some of it is a little strange, 

though I’m having a hard time putting my finger on why.



 

 

An envelope full of  

foreign currency

 

 

 

A box of high caliber 

 rifle bullets
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 object rusted beyond 

recognition.
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D
rafts of suicide notes, none 

fi
nished, all written in 2nd 

person narrative, as if 

written to a diary.

 

 

A 7” record with Agatha’s picture 

on the sleeve. She sits on her 

bed, head down in stoic 

contemplation.

 

 

A library book from a library that 

was closed several years ago. 

tell it in 10 parts:1. first|steps|taken2. complication•it|starts|already3. suspicion|develops•it|feeds|itself4. on|the|trail
5. a|?|answered•a|new|?|asked6. an|honest|mistake-or-it|rises7.  developments•the|shedding|dawns| new|light

8. the|tension|builds9. we|all|lose|control•climax•the|apogee10. the|reveal (truth|in|all|its|glory)epilouge. 

These notes, did  
Agatha write them? 
They look like drafts of a 
screenplay or a story or 
something. Not sure why 
this page is  
written like this. Also, 
what the hell does “the 
apogee” mean?
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You find a cardboard box  

full of radios pulled from cars.

 
 
 

A document stuck in a 
disconnected printer’s 

memory. When 
plugged in, it prints 

unexpectedly.
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 with a 
debilitating phobia

When Agatha was 7 she was abducted from a playground not 
600 ft from her house. There was an anonymous tip that she 
was seen being forced into a beat up Buick festooned with great 
leaves of rust by a middle-aged man, but no hard proof of this 
was ever found and the trail went cold. Five weeks later she 
was found alive and well, alone in the parking lot of a highway 
motel wearing ill-fitting clothes that had not been her’s. She 
had neither underwear nor shoes. Agatha was never able to 
remember any details of her abduction or what happed in  
her time away.  
 
No one was ever charged.



 

A laundromat that has a private 

backroom. You must have a key 

or a password or know some 

manner of secret to gain 

entrance. 

Such as it is now, the  

constellations are the words  

in a paperback pulled from  

a bucket of ink. Information 

has been irreparably obscured. 

We turned on the bright lights 

to find things lost in the dark, 

and in our searching we lost 

much more.
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The automatic disaster  
of evening: A million little 
things trying to penetrate 
the lingering oppression of 
the industrialized world.  
A million little things  
rendered impossible to 
find: obfuscated,  
suppressed, disappeared. 
Stars like letters too 
small to make out,

overexposed beyond 
knowing. They arrange  
themselves into words,  
icons, the myths, the  
constellations. The  
ancient world put its  
most cherished into the 
sky so that they could  
be observed regularly. 
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penciled on it. 
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A very large man-made lake

 

In the m
iddle of acres of forest are 

several old cars. It is unclear how 

they got there, as they are n
ot 

n
ear any of the footpaths 

through the woods.

 

Someone with an addiction to hard 

candy. Their favorite kind has a 

distinctive wrapper.

Got a late call, 06:07AM.

641.715.3900
Just labored breathing, quiet, 
as if from a great distance. 
Then a hang up. No further 
calls have been received.



 
 
 

A key to the fire escape.

 

 
A sword.

   

A
 pirate radio D

J  

who writes graffi
ti.

    
A

 d
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There’s a lot of different 

ways to run from a problem. 

Maybe she just wanted out. 

Maybe she wanted a clean 

start, a way to get away 

from the trash that piled 

up. Make a phone call, catch 

a ride, and gone-baby-gone 

you’re out of the wasteland 

and into the doors thrown 

open possibility of another 

life; this one may be better. 

An empty parking lot is the 

waiting room for a hundred 

places that aren’t here. A 

hundred chances to make an 

escape, to leave it all behind.   

But not a goodbye left?  

Not even a note? It takes a  

certain type of person 

to throw the change-up, 

a person with two very 

distinct qualities: cunning and 

confidence. Seeing Agatha, 

you would think she had that 

stuff in spades, but get a 

little closer, peek behind the  

curtain, and the illusion failed.

She demanded  attention, 

lived for everyone to be 

watching her, but really she 

was only happy alone.  

Agatha needed the show.  

 Somedays it seemed like she could survive on her own—she 

had more savvy than anyone else I’ve ever known, but she 

didn’t have the second half of the equation. She didn’t have a 

lick of confidence, and when the last chip is on the table,  

that’s the part you can’t go without.
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A ballet student 

 in desperate need 

 of money.

  

A
 diffi

cult-to-fi
nd path.

 

A liquor store run by foreigners  

who are always talking  

on cellular phones.

These woods keep their secrets. Agatha knew her way around out 
here, even through parts not connected by paths. She would walk 
in the forest when she needed time to herself (I realize now she 
took a lot of time to herself, and she had a lot of places she only 
went when she was alone). She had been wanting me to go around 
with her, to show me “all the cool stuff” out here. 5 days after she 
disappeared I took a walk and got so terribly lost it took me  hours 
to get back to the road. All I saw were trees. Whatever she kept 
hidden out here, it’s going to stay a secret until Agatha reveals it.

T
here are openings in the exterior 

walls of the dam
 big enough for 

a person to get in, but they’re 
practically im

possible to get to. 
If som

eone did som
ehow m

anage 
to slip in, they would be trapped 
in the concrete walls.  A

 few years 
ago, when the reservoir was really 
full from

 rain, a little boy fell into 
the lake and drowned. T

he city 
determ

ined that his body was stuck 
in the dam

 and unable to be
unable to be recovered.

recovered.
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A Hasidic Rabbi  

unable to complete  

a novel.

 
 
 
 

A motel desk clerk.

 

N
ail clippings  

with a distinctly-colored polish 

found in an unexpected 

location.

 

A
 ransom

 note typed and dated  

before A
gatha disappeared.  

It has editorial corrections 

handwritten in red ink. 

 

 

A one-hour photo 

developer.
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A black trash bag full of blurry, 

water-damaged Polaroids. 

 It is hard to identify the 

subjects: Perhaps  

close-ups of a naked 

body? Perhaps 

car parts?

In a turn of events 
that I’m guessing are 
actually unrelated– 
Agatha’s car has been 
stolen. It happened  
a couple of days after 
she went missing. 
Pretty standard, 
glass on the ground 
indicated a window 
was broken. The car 
wasn’t worth much 
and didn’t have 
anything of value in 
it. The keys are still  
in Agatha’s apt.

As the days drag on apophenia sets in. Did I see the car in the parking lot of a pesticide factory or was that another car?

Is this helicopter  
following me? 
Note the call numbers 
on the tail. See if they 
can’t be traced to an 
owner or something.
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The ferry

If she isn’t lost then is she...                  



 

 

 

 And animal that appears to 

be following you.

Agatha’s superintendent used  

to be a stage magician.  

He will perform card/

coin tricks for anyone 

willing to watch.

 

Another girl, roughly Agatha’s 

age, with a similar physical 

description has also recently 

gone missing. The two 

women did not know 

each other.

 A trash compactor with nigh- illegible 

graffiti on it; located behind  

a private business

  

A
 doctor’s report showing that 

A
gatha was being treated for 

chronic sleepwalking
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An orange extension cord 

tied in a noose

   

T
he m

unicipal junkyard/

recycling center

 

An astronomer attempting to recover 

from years of alcoholism

found?




