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  Beloved racecar driver Burt Pabsthardt seemed to be on 

top of the world. Finishing top 5 in almost every race, he 

was poised to win professional racing’s most coveted 

prize: NAFCAR’s Carburetor Cup. 

  Until the Albuquerque 400.  

  On the last lap of NAFCAR’s signature race, Burt was 

in the lead, pushed along by his partner, Dusty Torque. 

But as he rounded the final turn into the home stretch he 

spun out of control, ramming the wall at over 200 miles 

per hour and flipping upside-down.  

  Burt was pronounced dead at the scene.  

Tonight, we are gathered to mourn the death of our 

colleague and friend. But we are also gathered to explore 

the mysteries surrounding his untimely demise. Why did 

he spin out of control and crash into the wall? Who could 

have profited from his death?  

 

Do not go on until told to do so by the Host. 
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~ ~ 

 

  It all started with passion and romance, as so 

many relationships do. Then things started to go 

bad. Your marriage to Burt Pabsthardt has been 

like a good NAFCAR race – fast, loud, and filled 

with crashes and break-downs. But you haven’t 

been in the grandstands – you’ve been in the thick 

of it.  

 

  And you’re tired.  

 

  A few months ago, a “manager” arrived to keep 

Burt in line. But this beautiful, female power house, 

“Sadie Sidesaddle”, seemed less like a helper and 

more like a threat. She spoke with startling 

confidence – and judged you with every glace. What 

was this broad doing around your Burt? It was like 

he wanted you to think he was cheating around! 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  You never dreamt of being a racer, it’s true.  

   

  But when you got behind the wheel of your first 

stock car and took off in a blaze of smog, it was 

beautiful and natural. You were a star.  

 

  Being the rival of Burt Pabsthardt wasn’t easy. He 

was a damned good racer – and a damned good 

lover, too, before he dumped you. When you were 

just his squeeze, all was peachy. But the moment 

you crossed the line into his world of competitive 

motorsports, it rubbed him the wrong way. He 

didn’t want to mix work and pleasure. So he 

dumped you for the next pretty little thing.  

 

  Too bad that thing was your younger sister.  

~ ~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   Keep It Secret:  

 

You have no secrets left. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  Keep It Secret:  

  When Burt went silent during the last lap, you 

knew why: He was half-asleep. Adrenaline could 

only take him so far before exhaustion took over. He 

may have made it to the last lap, but he never 

finished.  

 

  Thanks to you, Champ. 

 

If the group accuses you: Confess to spiking 

Burt’s energy drink, but reveal that you only did it 

because Burt’s Loan Shark threatened you. They 

need to find out who The Shark is to truly solve the 

mystery.  

 

If the group does not accuse you: You do not 

need to reveal your identity! You got away with it! 



~ ~ 

 

  There are certainly things about Burt that you will 

miss. His charm, his humor, and perhaps even a 

little of the somethin’-somethin’ he had to offer 

after-hours.  

 

  But everything else? Nope. Not gonna miss it.  

 

  Hopefully, after tonight, the smoke will clear and 

you can see if Dusty’s truly interested in you like 

you are in him.  

 

  For now, keep any accusations at bay. The only 

thing you’re guilty of, sister, is falling out of love 

with a wild thrill-addict who bit the dust.   

 

 

 
 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  If you can get away with this, your NAFCAR 

career just got the booster-shot of a lifetime: you’re 

a winner and your biggest rival is dead! If they do 

find you out, however, tell them the truth: you did 

it, but you were threatened and forced by someone 

much more powerful than you: The Shark.  

 

  Whoever he or she is, The Shark knew Burt’s 

secrets and was ready to collect on them. And if the 

rest of these people can’t figure out who The Shark 

is, he/she is going to get away with more than one 

murder tonight.   

 

  To solve the mystery, the guests must discover the 

identity of the true killer, The Shark, who is 

certainly here tonight to make sure the blame does 

not come back to its true source. 

 

~ ~ 

 

  Make It Known:  

  The most obvious person to do something to Burt 

was your sister, Savannah. Ever since Burt left her 

for you, has hated the both of you with a fiery 

passion. Based on her driving, wasn’t always 

looking for a way to crush Burt on the track?  

 

Keep It Secret:  

  Your marriage was in the direst of straits. Not 

only have you considered divorce, but you struggled 

with the compulsion to end it by less reputable 

means. The thought came to you that you could 

suffocate Burt in his sleep, yet Burt rarely slept at 

home any more. You hated yourself for thinking 

such thoughts, but a husband with heavy gambling 

debts will do that to a wife.  
 

 
 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Dusty Torque, Burt’s envious partner, approached 

union president Patti Patterson with an emotional 

note demanding that something, anything, be done 

about Burt. Burt’s racing was causing accidents and 

injuries left-and-right, and Dusty couldn’t stand for 

it. How far was he willing to go to remove Burt from 

the oval?  

 

You would like to share a copy of Dusty’s 

note with the group.  

 

Keep It Secret:  

  Burt broke your heart. He broke it so badly that 

you occasionally try to break him and his car 

against the wall during races.   
 

 



~ ~ 

 

  When you and Burt took your vows, it seemed 

magical. But didn’t last long and soon after your 

nuptials, the trouble started with a fury.  

 

  It seemed that Burt couldn’t live without a fresh 

thrill, and the thrill of professional racing was 

losing its soothing power. He turned to drink, to 

pills – and to gambling. While one day he’d rake in 

a multi-million dollar endorsement, on the next he’d 

be sobbing because it had been lost in some foolish 

bet.  

 

  Could anything be done to stop him? For help, you 

turned to Burt’s minister and spiritual guide, Rev. 

Solomon Solomon.  

 

 

 

 
 

~ ~ 

 

  What would the racing world do if Burt Pabsthardt 

didn’t win the Carburetor Cup? And how would it 

receive its newest racing darling, the beautiful 

Savannah Wallace? 

 

  You didn’t just want to win it for yourself, you 

wanted to win it for Burt. To spite him. To prove 

yourself. It became status quo for the two of you to 

undermine one another, and Burt always seemed to 

get the upper hand. Even off the track Burt used 

whatever means possible to sabotage your changes 

at winning – particularly with that “manager” of 

his, Sadie Sidesaddle.  

 

  The night before the race, you went out for a late 

night snack, and you’d bet your life that Sadie was 

following you every step of the way.  

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Buster Pistenn has been stalking both of you for 

almost a year now. Could he have gone too far and 

possible hurt or distracted Burt, to the point of 

death? 

 

 You’ve filed a police report that you’d like 

to share.    

 

   Keep It Secret:  

  You had had enough of Burt and that “manager” of 

his, Sadie Sidesaddle. The night before the race, 

while Burt was out doing God-knows-what, you 

contacted Dusty. It was time. Burt had to be 

bumped. Because you two were going to run away 

together.  

 
 

 
 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  As far as you’re concerned, the person with the 

strongest motive to hurt Burt was his own wife, 

Nancy Jo. Her rage over Sadie Sidesaddle was 

bubbling over. You have no doubt that she was 

plotting something to teach Burt a lesson, and that 

Burt’s jealous partner, Dusty Torque, was the one 

to help her. What misdeeds could the two of them 

been plotting together? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  The morning of the race you stole all of the Rage! 

Energy Drink from the Torque team garage. Using 

a hypodermic needle, you injected a solution of 

crushed sleeping pills into a can of “Twitch…” 

Energy Drink, the official sponsor of your racing 

team. Before the race, you gave it to Burt.   
 

 



~ ~ 

 

    Burt was still embroiled in all sorts of problems, 

especially gambling ones, and his manager, “Sadie 

Sidesaddle”, wasn’t making things any better. In 

fact, it seemed like things were only getting worse 

the longer she was around. What had seemed like a 

perfect marriage was falling apart. 

 

  To make matters worse, the sanctity of your home 

was been under assault. A so-called fan, this 12 

year-old Buster Pistenn, likes to show up at your 

home at all hours of the night trying to get access to 

Burt. Posing as a mailman, pizza delivery guy, and 

even a singing telegram, this kid has become a 

menace – and a constant reminder of how chaotic 

your life had become. 
 

 

 
 

 

~ ~ 

 

  In a perfect world, you would have been able to 

win the Carburetor Cup on your own. But a perfect 

world wouldn’t allow someone like Burt Pabsthardt 

to exist. No matter how well you raced, Burt always 

seemed to have an edge on you. So when the phone 

rang, and the voice on the other side offered you the 

prize you always wanted, you couldn’t help but 

show interest.  

 

  The call came from a powerful debtor – an 

underground figure known as The Shark who’d 

been loaning Burt cash for his gambling kick. The 

caller’s instructions were simple: Make sure Burt 

Pabsthardt doesn’t finish the Albuquerque 400. 

Your prize for following orders would be the 

Carburetor Cup.  

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Burt confessed his plentiful sins to one man: Rev. 

Solomon. If anyone knew the extent of Burt’s 

addictions and trouble, it was him. Even though he 

was trying to help, could Solomon have had a hand 

in Burt’s demise? 

 

   Keep It Secret:  

  Your desperation to control Burt extended to 

others. If Burt won the Carburetor Cup, his 

addictions would only get worse. To do something 

about it, you contacted the one man with the motive 

and means to do something about it: Dusty. Your 

request: for Dusty to “bump” Burt out of the race so 

he wouldn’t finish and wouldn’t win.  
 

 
 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Dusty Torque wasn’t the only one to approach 

Patti Patterson about Burt’s ambitious driving. 

Eventually a gaggle of NAFCAR’s elite flooded 

Patti’s office with calls, messages, and pleas that 

she do something to stop Burt’s wily crusade.  

 

  This was only a few weeks ago. Did Patti, in fact, 

do something about ole Burt? 

 

  Keep It Secret:  

  The night before the race you bought a bottle of 

sleeping pills along with your late night snack. The 

pills were not intended for you, but for a pre-race 

snack that you were going to give to Burt.   
 

 



~ ~ 

 

  You truly loved Burt. How could you not? He was 

charming, handsome, and infinitely charismatic. 

But he was also a fool and a slave to his impulses.  

 

  Nothing like Dusty Torque. When Burt joined 

Team Torque, you met the soft-spoken son of Ralph 

Torque and you were instantly taken with him. He 

was humble, kind, and seemingly innocent. Nothing 

like Burt.  

 

  You have tried your best to repress these 

adulterous feelings. You know the consequences of 

such an affair, and a decent Southern woman like 

you would never stoop so low. But how low has this 

marriage stooped? And what if these feelings for 

Dusty were the beginning of something beautiful?  

 

 

 

 
~ ~ 

 

  The logic was simple: if Burt finished the 

Albuquerque 400 he would win the Carburetor Cup, 

becoming the greatest racer NAFCAR had ever 

seen. The only way to avoid this career-killing 

disaster was to prevent him from finishing the race. 

 

  It was a simple idea in concept. All you had to do 

was find a way to stop Burt from finishing a 400 

mile race. But Burt had a reputation for causing 

wrecks without getting caught up in them. That 

was why he won so much. To secure your victory, 

Burt would have to be subdued in another way – a 

creative way that would look like a normal stock car 

racing accident.  

 

  So you did a little thinking….  

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Before finding Dusty, you entered the garages 

where the race-day vehicles were kept and 

maintained. There, in Burt’s racecar, was Albert 

Veehate, the crew chief. But he wasn’t alone.  

 

  There he was, performing maintenance on some 

chick, right in Burt’s racecar. Shouldn’t Albert have 

been guaranteeing the safety of the vehicles, not 

abdicating his duty?    

 

Keep It Secret:  

  On the morning of the race you went to the track 

to visit Dusty to discuss the implications of your 

request to “bump” Burt. You even expressed your 

feelings to him. It was after this that you found 

Albert and his girlfriend.  
 

 
 

    

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  The morning of the race, you saw Nancy in the 

garages. Nancy never comes down to the garages – 

she’s too “proper” for that sort of thing. So on the 

one day she comes down, Burt dies – what was she 

up to?  

 

Keep It Secret:  

  The reason you saw Nancy in the garage was 

because you were there on a mission – to steal all of 

Torque Family Motorsports’  corporately sponsored 

energy drink, Rage! After watching Nancy leave, 

you snuck into the garage with a cart and made off 

with the drinks. That way Burt would have to drink 

what you were going to offer him. 
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  Beloved racecar driver Burt Pabsthardt seemed to be on 

top of the world. Finishing top 5 in almost every race, he 

was poised to win professional racing’s most coveted 

prize: NAFCAR’s Carburetor Cup. 

  Until the Albuquerque 400.  

  On the last lap of NAFCAR’s signature race, Burt was 

in the lead, pushed along by his partner, Dusty Torque. 

But as he rounded the final turn into the home stretch he 

spun out of control, ramming the wall at over 200 miles 

per hour and flipping upside-down.  

  Burt was pronounced dead at the scene.  

Tonight, we are gathered to mourn the death of our 

colleague and friend. But we are also gathered to explore 

the mysteries surrounding his untimely demise. Why did 

he spin out of control and crash into the wall? Who could 

have profited from his death?  

 

Do not go on until told to do so by the Host. 
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~ ~ 

 

  He was faster than Superman. He was stronger 

than the Hulk. Nothing on this Earth compared to 

him. He was your hero.  

 

  He was Burt Pabsthardt! 

 

  Ever since you can remember, you’ve been a fan of 

professional racing and its most successful member. 

You have all the Burt Pabsthardt merchandise: 

cups, plates, posters, stickers, and – of course – the 

Burt Pabsthardt Trapper-Keeper.  

 

  But your world came to a violent halt when you 

watched your hero, your idol, crash into that wall, 

never to race again.  

.  

 

 

 
 

~ ~ 

 

  Burt Pabsthardt needed help. While he was a 

talented driver, the man was also addicted to all 

sorts of trouble. He refused to get any kind of rehab 

as his debts mounted and personal life crumbled. 

The times were clearly desperate.  

 

  That’s why you’re here. The higher-ups sent you 

in, a heavy-handed manager who could put Burt’s 

affairs in order and keep him ready for the races.  

From the beginning, you could tell that Burt was 

unique. Not only did he elude crashes and claim 

unlikely victories, but an aura seemed to follow 

him. And – you quickly learned – he was almost 

universally despised.  

 

  And no one seemed to despise him more than his 

partner, Dusty Torque. 
 

~ ~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Keep It Secret:  

  

 You have no secrets left. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

~ ~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   Keep It Secret:  

 

You have no secrets left. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  Now that Burt is gone and all these adults are 

talking about him, it seems like you never knew 

who the real Burt was. Sure, he was the most 

exciting racecar driver ever, but he seemed to make 

a lot of people angry – even you, once. Why did such 

a talented person have to be so nasty? 

 

  It’s time to take all that passion you spent on Burt 

Pabsthardt and used it somewhere useful, like in 

school, buddy. Perhaps your studies could use half 

the attention you devoted to dear Burt.  

 

  For now, use that keen eye and sharp memory to 

help these grown-ups figure out who fixed Burt’s 

death. That’s what he’d want his #1 fan to do.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  The truth is that you really liked Burt. He was 

often a sweet guy who could really sell the idea of 

his best intentions. But The Shark was successful. 

Burt is dead, a victim of an awful NAFCAR mishap. 

Was someone involved, someone like Savannah, or 

Dusty, or Albert? Did Rev. Solomon, or Buster, or 

Patti Patterson have a hand in it? Did Nancy Jo 

destroy her own husband?  

 

  If you could have done it your way, Burt would 

have paid, sobered up, and driven into a paved 

sunset. No bloodshed. But some people can’t be 

compelled with anything short of a blunt tombstone.  

 

Better luck next time, Manager.  

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Patti Patterson was once the greatest racer on the 

face of the Earth. She holds 3 of coveted records: 

Most Top 5 Finishes, Most Wins, and Youngest 

Carburetor Cup Winner. Burt was poised to claim 

all three of them, had he not died – did Patti make a 

move to protect her legacy? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You feel especially guilty about Burt’s death 

because, right before he died,  you went through a 

phase – a short phase – where you hated him.   

 

  Like, really really hated him.  

 

  But you don’t want to talk about that.  
 

 
 

 

~ ~ 

 

  Make It Known:  

  Before Dusty learned that you were Burt’s new 

manager, you overheard him talking with crew 

chief Albert Veehate. Albert was discussing ways to 

sabotage Burt’s racing and cause him to possibly 

crash – and asking for Dusty’s help. Were these two 

trouble-makers the cause of Burt’s doom? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  Burt’s impulses dominated him. In the day’s prior 

to the Albuquerque 400 – the days when you were 

desperately trying to get his life back in order – he 

confessed his undying love for you.     
 

 
 

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  The world isn’t fair to the little guy. For years 

you’ve sent Burt letters, emails and postcards. 

You’ve been to so many races. You’ve even visited 

his home and family. Why couldn’t you have been 

born a Pabsthardt so you could be with him all the 

time? 

 

  So, to make things fair, you took matters into your 

own hands. Just over a month ago, at the Little 

Rock 250, you posed as a poor deaf boy with a group 

from a children’s home. Then, during the race, you 

commandeered a go-kart and piloted it onto the 

track. For a moment – before they caught you – you 

were racing with Burt! Yet he wasn’t happy about 

it. After they detained you, Burt finally arrived to 

confront you – and it didn’t go well.   

   

 

 
 

~ ~ 

 

  A good agent makes the deals and brokers the 

appearances. A good manager prevents bad deals 

and court appearances. That’s what you’re good at, 

and that’s why Burt needed you. These nine-to-five 

characters can’t understand what it takes to keep 

someone like Burt Pabsthardt in line. How could 

they?  

 

  In the weeks leading up to the Albuquerque 400, 

you had a bad feeling that Burt’s days were 

numbered. His debts were out of control; his 

behavior grew even more erratic. You knew that 

there must be someone Burt would have to answer 

to, a dealer or loan shark who would come to collect. 

The question was, would you be able to help Burt 

put things in order before it was too late? 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Share what you remember seeing:  

 Burt showed up late to the race – what 

happened the night before?  

 Savannah gave him Twitch, when Burt 

should have just drank some Rage! 

 Dusty was drafting awfully close on that 

final lap – did he bump Burt? 

  

Keep It Secret:  

  You could have been arrested and thrown into a 

juvenile facility for even being at that race. Burt’s 

wife, Nancy, had just obtained a restraining order 

against you. You see, women do that when you 

constantly show up on their doorstep at odd hours 

of the night.    

 
 

   

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  You were able to take a peek at Savannah’s phone 

after she left it sitting in a locker the day of the 

race. The night before, apparently, she called the 

same number five times: 555-765-6666. Was she 

actually The Shark, giving orders? Or was she the 

person recruited by the infamous loaner? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You aren’t really a manager. You’re a tough girl. A 

thug. The Collector.  Your job was simple: Keep 

Burt in line. To do your job, the boundaries were 

almost nonexistent. Threats. Violence. Whatever it 

took to keep Burt making payments to The Shark.  
 

 
 



~ ~ 

 

  Your mind was ablaze with panic and guilt. The 

unthinkable had happened: Your hero was gone. 

When the Crew Chief started asking questions, you 

bolted and ran until you were lost in a maze of RVs 

parked on the infield. Finally alone, you thought 

and thought about everything you’d seen.  

 

  Burt arrived to the race late and groggy – had 

something happened last night?  

  And then, right before the race started, Burt shook 

hands with rival Savannah Wallace, who handed 

him a “Twitch… Extreme Energy Drink”, her team’s 

corporate sponsor – strange since Burt always stuck 

to his own sponsor, Rage! Energy Drink.  

  And on that final lap, Dusty kept awful close to 

Burt’s bumper. Did Dusty give him a fatal nudge?  

 

 

 

 
~ ~ 

 

  And then The Shark stopped talking. Apparently 

your usefulness as Burt’s “manager” had worn out. 

While your efforts had failed so far, you still felt 

that Burt could be turned around. You liked the guy 

– he was charming and admirable. All didn’t have to 

end in bloodshed – did it? Nonetheless, The Shark 

seemed to have found the right person, leaving you 

in the dark.  

 

  “Burt,” you said, the day before the race, “I’m 

going to ask you one last time – when are you going 

to pay?”  

 

  “I love you,” he told you, a boyish grin on his face. 

 

  “Tell the devil that I tried, Burt,” you replied and 

walked out. You never saw him alive again. 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Mr. Pabsthardt had some interesting 

acquaintances, including Rev. Solomon Solomon. 

Everyone knows that he’s the pastor of a huge 

mega-church, but hardly anyone knows that long 

ago, as a young man, Rev. Solomon was a drug 

dealer. It wasn’t until he was imprisoned that he 

found God. You know this because you researched 

everyone in Burt’s life. Share this with the group! 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  When Burt confronted you, he called you a mean 

name. (What does “rotten little bastard” mean, 

anyway?) Either way, it hurt. So, for 3 weeks, you 

swore to hate Burt Pabsthardt forever. If only you 

could stay mad so long….   
 

 
 

   

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  As the walls seemed to close in around Burt, you 

took a closer look into the affairs of his union 

president, Patti Patterson. It turns out that Patti 

had been secretly betting on Burt’s races and 

profiting nicely. Sure, such gambling is incredibly 

illegal, but that didn’t seem to sway her. Was Burt 

nothing more than a money machine for the greedy 

Patti Patterson? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You are not a typical “manager” – you don’t even 

have a license from the agency of Motorsports 

Management. You’re the type that shows up only 

when things get really bad.  

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  How could you stay mad at your hero? Burt was 

probably a little moody. He came in 2nd in the Little 

Rock 250, after all, meaning he would need to finish 

the Albuquerque 400 to claim the Carburetor Cup. 

He didn’t mean that awful word he called you – did 

he?  

 

  So you hatched another plan to get close to the 

action and be a part of Burt’s epic victory. You 

would join the pit crew! 

 

  Posing this time as a blind kid from Canada, you 

made your way through the tunnel, past security, 

and into the garages where you donned a pair of 

coveralls and did your best to blend in with Burt’s 

elite pit crew.  

 

 

 

 
~ ~ 

 

  You knew the call was coming. When it came, you 

found yourself begging: “Give me more time. I can 

make him behave,” you said. But the boss’s mind 

was made up. Burt was more valuable dead than 

alive. His time had come.  

 

  Blame had to fall in the proper place. It couldn’t 

ever lead back to the loan shark, the anonymous 

and invisible person determining Burt’s fate. It 

would have to land on someone else.  

 

  “Give me names,” the caller ordered.  

 

  So you did, starting with Dusty Torque, Nancy Jo, 

and even Patti Patterson. Finally, you mentioned 

Savannah Wallace, Burt’s scorned lover. She’d had 

a lot of reasons to hurt Burt.  

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Yet another mysterious character in Burt’s life 

was this “Sadie Sidesaddle”, his so-called 

“manager”. Thankfully you were there to sound the 

alarm (which he ignored): Sadie was not a manager, 

agent, or anything legitimate.  

 

You have proof of Sadie’s illegitimate 

activities to share with the group.  

 

Keep It Secret:  

  Surrounded by members of Team Torque, you had 

a front-row view of Burt’s car bursting into flames 

as it skidded upside-down along the wall. Did you 

touch something that you shouldn’t have? Is it your 

fault the car malfunctioned? Couldn’t you have just 

watched from the stands like everyone else? 
 

 
 

   

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  The night before the race you followed Savannah 

Wallace around town. After stopping at a 

Hallgreens store, Savannah walked out with some 

purchases and threw the bag on the trash. 

Retrieving the receipt from the disposed bag, you 

learned of her purchases: some snacks, a case of 

beer, and a bottle of sleeping bills. What were those 

sleeping pills for, if not to use against Burt?  
 

You have the receipt with you tonight and 

you’d like to share it with the group. 

 

Keep It Secret:  

   You know all about Pat’s gambling because your 

boss – your real boss, a notorious debtor known 

simply as The Shark – told you about it.  

 



 

The Last Lap of Burt Pabsthardt 

© 2013, NoahDavid Lein 

The Last Lap of Burt Pabsthardt 

© 2013, NoahDavid Lein 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Dinner Party Mystery 

by NoahDavid Lein 

 

 for  

Pastor and Spiritual Guide for Burt Pabsthardt 

~ Use paperclips to secure pages ~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Dinner Party Mystery 

by NoahDavid Lein 

 

 for  

Crew Chief for Burt Pabsthardt 

~ Use paperclips to secure pages ~ 

 



 

 

 

 

  Beloved racecar driver Burt Pabsthardt seemed to be on 

top of the world. Finishing top 5 in almost every race, he 

was poised to win professional racing’s most coveted 

prize: NAFCAR’s Carburetor Cup. 

  Until the Albuquerque 400.  

  On the last lap of NAFCAR’s signature race, Burt was 

in the lead, pushed along by his partner, Dusty Torque. 

But as he rounded the final turn into the home stretch he 

spun out of control, ramming the wall at over 200 miles 

per hour and flipping upside-down.  

  Burt was pronounced dead at the scene.  

Tonight, we are gathered to mourn the death of our 

colleague and friend. But we are also gathered to explore 

the mysteries surrounding his untimely demise. Why did 

he spin out of control and crash into the wall? Who could 

have profited from his death?  

 

Do not go on until told to do so by the Host. 
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~ ~ 

 

  First name, Solomon, last name, Solomon. Perhaps 

your mother and father dreamt you would be wise 

one day.  

 

  As lead pastor of a local mega-church and spiritual 

advisor to a small horde of celebrities and athletes, 

you must have quite a bit of wisdom that others are 

in need of. It was certainly needed in the case of 

Burt Pabsthardt, a high-speed sheep led very 

astray.  

 

  You first met the wayward racer three years ago 

when he told you he was an alcoholic and then 

asked you to perform the marriage ceremony for 

him and his new wife, Nancy. You knew, right then, 

that it would be quite a ride with Burt Pabsthardt. 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  If there’s one thing you hate about this job it has to 

be the people. A well-made and maintained racecar 

is like a work of art, a thing of natural beauty. On 

its own, it’s perfect. But in pro racing, the car isn’t 

complete until you put an asshole in it so he can 

break it. That’s life, you suppose. 

 

  You’ve definitely worked for a lot of assholes in 

your time. Unfortunately it’s rubbed off on you 

some, making it hard to hold a job. With more and 

more television cameras and reporters sticking 

their noses in and around the pits, owners aren’t 

fond of crew chiefs who make their teams look bad. 

At least Torque Family Motorsports has kept you 

around. But it’s a messy family – especially when it 

allows strange, outside managers to come in and 

work with its top racers.  

 

~ ~ 

 

  Keep It Secret:  

  You are The Shark and you are ultimately 

responsible for the death of Burt Pabsthardt. 

 

If the group accuses Savannah, it group must 

vote once more to identify you, The Shark. If they 

do not catch you, congratulations – you have 

successfully “gotten away with it.” The evening ends 

with the mystery unsolved and Burt’s death 

unavenged.  

 

If the group then accuses you, you might as well 

tell the truth and admit to your deeds. Your lawyer 

will probably get you a great plea bargain with 

some cozy time in a minimum security hotel.  

 

  After all, that fellow owes you a bucket load, too.  

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   Keep It Secret:  

 

You have no secrets left. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  It’s too bad that Burt had to die. He had a number 

of redemptive qualities that made him quite 

likeable. But business is business. 

 

  It’s the same with the poor soul you need to 

remove from the picture. Really – it’s their fault 

that they know too much and were going to open 

their mouth at the wrong time. Go ahead – spread 

the blame around all you can and deflect the 

accusations. If anything, it’ll spice up a dying party.  

 

  Then, maintain that holy exterior for a little while 

longer as everyone else points fingers. Maybe you 

can make it past this silly evening and get back to 

doing what you do best. Amen! 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  You really shouldn’t gamble with people’s lives the 

way you do. All of your pranks had the potential to 

cause some serious damage to Burt or his race car.  

 

  Thankfully they didn’t. Burt’s death wasn’t cause 

by vehicle malfunction – the evidence at the table 

should have made that obvious to you, the one 

person in the room qualified to make such 

judgments.  

 

  However, these folks may see you as ultimately 

responsible because it was your car that Burt died 

in. Don’t worry, you’re not. Maybe you can make up 

for your crimes against by helping find the person 

truly responsible for his death.  

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Burt had many fears, but he feared few people 

more than his partner, Dusty. He knew Dusty was 

consumed with jealousy and bitterness. Did Dusty 

finally take his envy over the edge? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You are a mentor for many celebrities and 

athletes, however, several of these relationships 

have not gone well. A few of your clients have even 

died, giving in to addiction or suicidal tendencies 

despite your counsel and warnings.   

 

 
   

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  There’s no lost love between you and this “Sadie 

Sidesaddle” chick. She may have been Burt’s 

manager, but from the looks of things, she was 

managing more she should have.  Days before 

Burt’s death, you walked in on a shouting match 

between them – and Burt was literally throwing 

money at Sadie to get her to go away. What was she 

doing to earn that kind of attention? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  While you were gainfully employed by Torque 

Family Motorsports, you weren’t happily in their 

service. To send a message you were sabotaging 

Burt’s efforts with some childish guerilla tactics.  

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  You weren’t always a follower of God, shepherding 

wayward sheep like Burt toward the light. Your 

leadership skills were forged in the crucible of the 

streets. To say you had a “tough upbringing” is an 

understatement. You had to fight to get where you 

are today.  

 

  Relating to Burt was easy. He needed a thrill and 

sought dangerous quick-fixes to get it. It didn’t 

matter that drink, drugs, and worst of all, 

gambling, didn’t satisfy his urges. He was an addict 

and there was little you could do to sway him. What 

could be done to help Burt?      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  Even before Torque Family Motorsports took you 

on as chief for its darling boy, Burt Pabsthardt, you 

wondered why the team wasn’t led and championed 

by its oldest son, Dusty. Dusty was a good driver. 

Surprisingly aggressive and good in a pinch, Dusty 

finished almost as many races as Burt did, and 

usually right behind him. But when his time came 

to shine, it seemed as if he needed someone to give 

him permission to reach out and grab his share of 

the spotlight. Yet he never did. And beneath the 

surface of Dusty’s sense of calm, you could tell he 

was a volcano.  

 

  You could easily see, though, why he didn’t like 

Burt. Burt was an asshole above assholes, full of 

himself and rude as ever. You would know – he 

treated you worse than the rest of the crew. 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Burt told you that he was hopelessly indebted to a 

debtor known as The Shark, a merciless loaner who 

was fed up and sent in one of his toughest goons: 

Sadie Sidesaddle. It was her job to intimidate, 

control, and collect. How far was she willing to go to 

collect for her boss? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You are The Shark. To collect from Burt, you sent 

Sadie to Burt – anonymously, of course. You never 

work with anyone by name. You also persuaded 

Savannah Wallace to make sure Burt Pabsthardt 

never finished the Albuquerque 400 – or any other 

race.  

 
   

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  Make It Known:  

  Those text messages between Nancy and Dusty 

aren’t worth as much anymore as blackmail – now 

they’re evidence that stick a motive on those two 

forbidden lovebirds.  
 

You would like to share a photo of these 

messages with everyone. 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  The sum of your pranks against Burt may have 

had a fatal effect after all. The urine content of 

Burt’s gas tank was substantial enough to cause a 

stall which could have caused his fatal turn; also, if 

Burt was overheating due to a bum cold suit, it 

could have affected his driving during those 

moments when the engine was at its hottest.  
 

 



~ ~ 

 

  When Nancy Jo Pabsthardt wept on your shoulder, 

overwhelmed by the crushing weight of her 

husband’s addiction and debt, you felt a small tinge 

of guilt. But it passed, as such moments always do, 

and you remembered that Burt’s debt was Burt’s 

fault. Not yours.  

 

  Are you in the business of giving drunks a drink? 

You could say so. But perhaps drunks should be 

drinking in the first place. It’s a crooked morality, 

but it works. After all, without sinners there is be 

no need for saints. In the darker circles of this 

country, you are simply known as The Shark. Your 

true business is high-interest loans, offered to 

celebrities with addictions that require a hefty 

bankroll.  They demand, so you supply. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  And then the day came when your guerilla tactics 

paid off big time. While Dusty was out running 

qualifying laps, you found his phone in the dressing 

room. On it was a series of messages between Dusty 

and the last woman on Earth he should have been 

talking to – Burt’s wife, Nancy Jo. The messages 

were a gold mine of guilt. Nancy asked Dusty to 

consider “bumping” Burt and running off with her. 

Dusty replied that he would consider it.  

 

  After snapping a few photographs of the 

conversation in question, you knew the next step of 

your plan: blackmail the bastards for all they had.  

 

  That was your plan. At least until Burt died.  
 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Poor Nancy Jo Pabsthardt was stuck in an 

agonizing marriage. Her idea of getting out of it, 

however, wasn’t pretty. She confided to you that she 

fantasized about suffocating Burt with a pillow, 

among other villainous things. Did the sweet 

southern belle finally snap? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  As a younger man, you sold drugs to pay the bills. 

Not long after, you sold them because it thrilled you 

and made you rich. It wasn’t until you were 

arrested and incarcerated that you found the 

redemptive power of God.   

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Sure, you pissed in Burt’s gas tank once or twice. 

Who didn’t? Dusty, on the other hand, would never 

admit to his dark side. One night while the two of 

you were drunkenly clipping wires in Burt’s cooling 

suit, Dusty acted out a fantasy in which he 

slammed Burt’s car against the wall, killing him. 

How does one measure the distance between a 

fantasy and reality?    

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You had a knack for stealing things from the 

garage and its cars, including crucial bolts, nuts, 

the racer’s food, drinks, the other crew members’ 

girls – heck, anything you smuggle out in your 

jacket and pants. You were a regular kleptomaniac.  

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  It didn’t take long to realize that Burt Pabsthardt 

was a dangerous man. He was reckless on the 

racetrack and flat-out chaotic off of it. Yet he was 

darned successful, poised to win the Carburetor 

Cup and claim numerous Hall-of-Fame records. The 

man was a 200 mph contradiction.  

 

  Amidst the chaos, his wife, Nancy Jo, reached out 

to you for a shoulder to lean on. Not only was Burt 

an addict and a shameless flirt, he was a financial 

train-wreck. Despite a regular string of wins, the 

prize money never made it home. It seemed to 

disappear between the track and their bank 

account. Burt was a gambling addict, and people 

were showing up to collect on his debts. Burt was in 

deep with some bad, bad people.  

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  No matter what, you were still going to get the job 

done. Your cars ran faster than the others with 

near-spotless maintenance records. They simply 

didn’t fail.  

 

  Yet for the first time in your career, you 

considered quitting a job before getting fired. Burt 

Pabsthardt had himself an ego and a mouth to go 

with it. It didn’t matter how well you kept his 

vehicles running – it still wasn’t good enough. 

Pretty soon you seemed to have Burt’s boot prints 

all over you, and you were getting tired of it.  

 

  In addition to the stealing and sabotage, you 

decided to get as much out of Torque Family 

Motorsports as possible while you could. You knew 

of Dusty’s envious rage – but did Burt? 
 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  When investigating Burt’s gambling habit, you 

discovered that union president Patti Patterson was 

gambling on her racers. While she usually bet on 

Burt, she switched her betting pattern on the day of 

the Albuquerque 400, putting everything on 

Savannah Wallace.  

 

You kept a betting receipt you found to 

prove it, too. 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You knew about Burt’s gambling problem long 

before Nancy told you about it, but didn’t say 

anything that to her.  

  .  

 

   

   

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Throughout the Albuquerque 400, you noticed 

someone wearing your team coveralls that you 

didn’t recognize. After Burt’s crash, you confronted 

him and he ran. You recognized him as Buster 

Pistenn, that little punk from the Little Rock 250.  

Had his dirty little hands corrupted your perfect 

performance machine and sent it into the wall – and 

Burt with it? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  Torque Family Motorsports had a rule: don’t mix 

business with pleasure. But since that didn’t seem 

to stop Burt, it didn’t stop you from mixing some 

business with pleasure on the morning of the race – 

inside Burt’s race car.  
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  Beloved racecar driver Burt Pabsthardt seemed to be on 

top of the world. Finishing top 5 in almost every race, he 

was poised to win professional racing’s most coveted 

prize: NAFCAR’s Carburetor Cup. 

  Until the Albuquerque 400.  

  On the last lap of NAFCAR’s signature race, Burt was 

in the lead, pushed along by his partner, Rev. Solomon 

Solomon. But as he rounded the final turn into the home 

stretch he spun out of control, ramming the wall at over 

200 miles per hour and flipping upside-down.  

  Burt was pronounced dead at the scene.  

Tonight, we are gathered to mourn the death of our 

colleague and friend. But we are also gathered to explore 

the mysteries surrounding his untimely demise. Why did 

he spin out of control and crash into the wall? Who could 

have profited from his death?  

 

Do not go on until told to do so by the Host. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  It happened so fast. One moment, Burt was right 

in front of you, within sight of the finish line, 

seconds away from eternal glory as NAFCAR’s 

greatest driver ever. The next, he was upside-down, 

running along the wall like a match in slow-motion. 

And then he was gone.  

 

  It happened so fast. And for a moment, you were 

horrified. Saddened. Grieved. But that moment of 

grief passed almost as fast as Burt’s car crashed 

into that wall. You could finally be your own man, 

no longer in his massive shadow! In a heartbeat, 

your great nemesis was gone. Eliminated. Dead. In 

that same heartbeat, though, you knew that others 

would look to you for answers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   Keep It Secret:  

   

You have no secrets left. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  Burt’s death doesn’t change the fact that Dad 

doesn’t see you as the face of Torque Family 

Motorsports. It’s hard to tell if that will ever 

change. For now, though, you need to fend off any 

blame that comes your way. Sure, you were wild 

with envy at the way Burt stole your birthright, and 

sure, you occasionally took a piss in his tank right 

along with Albert, but you would never do a thing to 

mortally wound the guy.  

 

  So while you aren’t responsible for the death of 

Burt Pabsthardt, someone here is and the group 

needs your help figuring out who. Perhaps your 

prize will be to give the grieving widow a ride back 

to your place. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  One of your responsibilities was monitoring the 

website of Burt’s strangest fan, 12 year-old Buster 

Pistenn. The supposed “president” of an online Burt 

Pabsthardt fan club, Buster recently updated the 

site from “Burt Pabsthardt Is Number One!” to “Die, 

Burt, Die!!!” What prompted this change, if not the 

uncontrollable rage of a crazy child?   

 

  Keep It Secret:  

  Jealousy will make a man do some crazy things. So 

when bitterly employed Crew Chief Albert Veehate 

approached you and asked if you wanted to 

sabotage Burt’s racing efforts, you consented to 

help.   

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  Almost immediately the nightmares came. You 

couldn’t sleep and have hardly slept since the 

accident. You were right there as Burt swung to the 

right, met with the wall, and flipped like a spring 

over you. The crash occurred almost exactly as you 

imagined it would in your many fantasies. 

 

  As the son of Ralph Torque, owner of Torque 

Family Motorsports, you’ve always felt the call to 

racing greatness. Yet still, for some reason, Dad 

went out and brought Burt Pabsthardt on to be the 

team lead, the champion, the Face of the Family. 

Why were you being passed over? What sin had you 

committed against him that he would seem to adopt 

Burt as a surrogate business son? No matter the 

reason, it burned. Even now, with Burt dead, it still 

does.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

  Make It Known:  

  Of all the explanations for Burt’s death, only one 

makes sense to you: Albert’s pranks. He regularly 

sent Burt onto the track in a car missing the proper 

bolts, with a tank filled with piss, and in a cooling 

suit that could short out at any minute. How much 

damage did his immature pranks actually cause? 

 

You have some data to prove the likely 

cause of Burt’s death. 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  You finally consented to give Burt a little “bump” 

in the Albuquerque 400, but only enough to simply 

knock him out of the race – not enough to put him 

in danger. As for running off with Nancy, you 

wouldn’t rule it out.   

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



~ ~ 

 

  You should have just deleted those messages right 

away and forgotten about them. In what universe 

does the “best friend” character cheat with the 

hero’s wife and live to tell about it? 

 

  But she made a convincing case. Burt was already 

in over his head with horrible gambling debt. She 

suspected him of cheating with his manager, Sadie 

Sidesaddle, and she figured that it would all get 

much worse once Burt could call himself the 

Greatest Racer Alive.  

 

  So instead of deleting her messages, you kept them 

and let Nancy Jo’s proposal grow in your mind. If 

Burt’s own wife was turning on him, who would 

blame you for doing it, too?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  The only reason Albert was considered the 

greatest mechanic in NAFCAR is because he 

regularly stole parts from the very machines he was 

servicing. No wonder they miraculously worked 

when he fixed them! Also, to no one’s surprise, all 

the “Rage! Energy Drink”, Torque Family 

Motorsports corporate sponsor, vanished from the 

team lounge the morning of the race. Albert and his 

minions stole it all to kill their hangovers. 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  The crash occurred almost exactly as you imagined 

because you dreamt of it – and acted it out as a 

fantasy – all the time.   

 

 
   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



~ ~ 

 

  Dad never wanted to talk about it. “Business isn’t 

family, Dusty,” he’d reply to no satisfaction of your 

own. “Just get out there and do what you do best.” 

Apparently, what you did best was help Burt win 

races. So while Torque Family Motorsports was 

raking in the victories, almost all of them went to a 

man without a Torque to his name.  

 

  For a while you messed around with Albert, Burt’s 

crew chief, peeing in Burt’s gas tank and stealing 

stuff from his locker to win some quiet justice. 

Fantasizing about Burt’s death only went so far – 

eventually the bastard would show up at the garage 

and run his mouth. For a while, you were deeply 

depressed. Little did you know that the opportunity 

would arise to steal Burt’s most prized possession of 

all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

~ ~ 

 

Make It Known:  

  Like so many others, you grew curious about Sadie 

Sidesaddle when she showed up and started 

pushing Burt around. But unlike the others, it 

didn’t take you long to figure out what she was 

actually up to. With Burt’s excessive gambling in 

mind, you figured that Sadie was actually a 

collector for Burt’s loan shark – and Burt was in 

very, very deep. Were her hands bloody from Burt’s 

last lap around the oval? 

 

Keep It Secret:  

  In the days before Burt’s death you started to 

receive text messages asking you to “bump” Burt; 

they were from the most unlikely person 

imaginable: Nancy Jo Pabsthardt, Burt’s wife. 
 

 
 

   

   

 


