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Chapter 1    Cold Case 

Sitting at her favorite table at Lorena’s Pastry Shoppe in 

Marblehead Massachusetts, a mere five miles away from 

Salem, Detective Mairead Mulroney was studying a cold 

case file. Ever since the ‘event’ at Norse Pond last year, 

Mairead could not shake the idea that the pure evil she 

had witnessed could emerge anywhere in the past, 

present or future. 

A book lies face down on top of the scattered manila 

folders and papers on Mairead’s ‘satellite’ office. 

Someone poured more coffee into a well-worn white cup 

from over her shoulder, Lorena leans over and whispers, 

“What are you digging up now?” 

“Jaysus! Don’t Fookin do that!” 

“Oh… did you think that it was Lydia Farnsworth speaking 

to you from the grave?” 

“Not funny.” 

Lorena sat down across from Mairead and pointed to the 

book ‘True Irish Ghost Stories by Seymour and Neligan’. 

She picked the book up and looked at the publish date. 

‘1914? It says here that St. John Seymour had written 

another book ‘Irish Witchcraft and Demonology’ a year 

prior. I ask again, what are you digging up now?” 

Mairead snaps the book out of Lorena’s hand, opens it to 

page 94 and hands it back to Lorena, 
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“I was doing research. Go ahead now and read the next 

few pages to yourself. It has to do with the murders of 

women in the fookin town and this book spans back to 

the start of it all.” 

“What, it started in a town in Ireland?’ 

“No! This town! Marblehead. Go now and tend to your 

customers and leave me be.” 

Lorena looked at the three empty tables and leaned 

forward resting her chin on folded hands, 

 “But there are no customers. C’mon Mairead, tell me a 

scary story. After all, Halloween is tonight and evil 

darkness lurks around every corner. Do you want some 

more of our special Pumpkin bread with crystalized 

ginger glaze?” 

Mairead shook her head and snatched the book off the 

table. She stared across the table, 

“Okay. If you really want to know what I am doing. Get 

ready to lose sleep on Hallows Eve.” 

Lorena stood up with coffee pot in hand and headed back 

to the counter. 

“Mairead want your pumpkin bread heated or right from 

the cold case? Ha Ha! As in cold case files.” 

“Shut up!” 

Lorena placed the chipped plate on top of the old book. 

The pumpkin bread hung over the edge of the plate 

scattering crumbs on Mairead’s papers. 



“Oh is that okay or is the bread going to be possessed?” 

“Jaysus! I am supposed to meet two women here in 

about fifteen minutes to discuss one of these files. I need 

to think. Rebecca O’Donoghue and her daughter Sarah 

will be here soon.” 

Lorena turned around, ‘Becky and Sarah who live down 

at 13 (I won’t tell you) street, only a tombstones thrown 

from the Old Burial Ground? I know both of them. They 

usually stop by with a delivery from their family plot… I 

mean family garden today.” 

Lorena points to the pumpkin bread Mairead was lifting 

to her lips, 

‘Where do you think those pumpkins come from to make 

my mother’s favorite Pumpkin Spice crystalized ginger 

glazed bread?” 

Mairead spit the mouthful back on the plate, 

“That’s it! Take this fookin plate away!” 

“Hey! Language! You know how much of this stuff the 

locals buy this season and every autumn since my 

mother and Rebecca’s mother Elisha, God rest her soul, 

have been growing and baking?  Oh shit!” 

“What?” 

“The women who were murdered in Marblehead in the 

past. You are not looking into…” 

The spring loaded old bell on the front door announced 

some visitors. Lorena turned and saw the shadowy 
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figures. This time of day the morning sun bounced off the 

distant harbor water and reflected into the Shoppe’s 

front plate glass windows. 

“Mr.’s O’Donoghue! Sarah! Let me help you!” 

Lorena grabbed the plastic milk crate out of Rebecca 

O’Donoghue’s hands and kissed her on the cheek. Sarah 

placed her milk crate on the counter. 

“Lorena, its Rebecca, you already know it’s not Mr.’s 

O’Donoghue. Remember, I never married?” 

Lorena nodded and inspected the milk crate’s contents. 

Inside each crate, two large beautiful pumpkins fresh and 

ready to be carved up to make another batch of bread. 

Mairead stood up from her booth.  Miss O’Donoghue?” 

Sarah and her mother Becky replied in unison, “Yes?” 

I’m detective Mulroney and I…” 

Rebecca O’Donoghue turned to her daughter. “Go in the 

kitchen and help Lorena cut up the pumpkins.” 

“But mother…” 

“Go ahead now. I need to talk to the detective. Alone. 

You understand.” 

“Are you going to talk about Grandpa?” 

“Go now! None of this talk right now.” 

Sarah lifted the milk crate and followed Lorena into the 

kitchen. 



Chapter 2   Nineteen twenty-four 

Rebecca O’Donoghue sat in the booth across from 

Detective Mulroney. Glancing at the table and the 

opened book, she pushed it all away to clear a space to 

rest her weathered elbows. Growing pumpkins and 

potatoes was not a forgiving task when you toil the soil 

in the autumn sun. The salt air toughens your skin into a 

leathery texture. Rebecca’s steel blue eyes were 

encircled with crow’s feet, however, there was a sparkle 

about them.  

“Mr.’s…”  

“Call me Rebecca. Not married. Nor was my mother, my 

grandmother and great grandmother.  But you already 

knew that. This is why you wanted to see me. You want 

to know about the murder Thursday, Hallows Eve in 1974 

and so on…” 

“And so on and so on. You see Rebecca, with our new 

testing available now with forensics, we can go back and 

using samples of DNA from a murder... forgive me, crime 

scene, we can try to put the pieces together and close old 

cold case files.” 

Mairead could hear Lorena’s voice from the kitchen,  

“Cold case…ha ha ha.” 

“Jaysus!”  

Rebecca placed her hand on Mairead’s.  
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“I understand.  However, if we get into this in more 

detail, you must promise not to ask my daughter Sarah 

about anything I tell you. She has to travel through her 

life on her own terms, not my family tragedies. If you 

agree with these terms, we can continue. Agreed?” 

Mairead nodded. 

Rebecca picked up the book and opened it to page 94 

and read a few paragraphs. 

“So the trail leads you to here I am going to guess? That 

is just the beginning of the journey. But you are more 

interested in the date of Thursday, October 31st. 1974 

and the murder of my mother Elisha O’Donoghue on that 

evening in the house where we live now, correct?” 

Mairead nodded. 

“Mairead put down your pencil and there will be no 

recordings of this conversation. Put your files away and 

this infernal book. Just listen. By the way, I heard about 

your encounter with Lydia Farnsworth and Norse Pond. 

Even I do my research. Norse Pond is nothing compared 

to what I will share with you. Put on your seatbelt, I am 

taking you on a ride.” 

“To where? Your house?” 

Rebecca laughed, 

 “No. Not just yet. First, I tell you of an unrecorded 

history lesson and a trip aboard the Garipana across the 

ocean in 1924. A young unwed pregnant eighteen year 

old who left Ireland bound to America.” 



My Grandmother Abigail O’Donoghue was a servant of a 

man and their ‘entanglement’ left her pregnant. The man 

sported a coal dust covered derby and promised her a 

ticket to America and a home of her own to raise their 

yet unborn child. He handed Abby a deed to a home in 

Marblehead, along with a container he filled from an old 

castle in Ireland. The castle was burned during the Irish 

Civil war in ’22. Don’t ask me which castle, but page 94 in 

that haunted book will help you.” 

Rebecca stopped talking and looked over her shoulder. 

“You two get back in the kitchen and turn up the radio 

back there! I don’t want you to listen and you don’t want 

to know! Go now or I will leave here and go outside to 

talk with the detective.” 

Sarah and Lorena giggled and headed back into the 

kitchen. Seconds later ‘God Bless the Child’ by Blood Seat 

and Tears could be heard in the background. 

“How appropriate. Mairead, can I continue?” 

Mairead nodded. 

“Bound for America with a deed, a container with God 

knows what, Grandmother Abigail stepped off the ship 

Garipana in the port of Salem. She knew little English, but 

found someone who spoke Gaelic and helped her find 

the deeded house. The Irish American community in 

Marblehead helped her learn English and start her new 

life in a strange land.” 

“Rebecca. The container? What was in it?” 
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“Just a special blend of bone meal from the bottom of an 

oubliette in ‘that’ castle mentioned in ‘that’ book.  You 

are getting ahead of my story so just hang on.” 

Mairead looked puzzled. “What is an Oubliette?” 

“You should know that. Look it up later if you have to. 

Either way, the bone meal was very special and is used 

to help grow things. Grandmother Abigail was instructed 

to grow in her yard potatoes and in the back yard near a 

stone wall, pumpkins. She didn’t know what a pumpkin 

was yet but the man with the derby said to use the bone 

meal to grow them.” 

“You keep saying the man with a Darby…” 

“It’s pronounced dur-bee. It’s a man’s hat. Don’t confuse 

the two! Darby is a name that we don’t talk about, now 

or ever. Don’t ‘Leap’ forward. Stick with me here. 

Grandmother Abigail was often called Abby. She had 

help setting up the house with furniture handed down by 

Irish immigrants and started to grow potatoes and 

pumpkins to sell at the market in the fall to earn money 

as her child was due to be born in autumn. Her child 

would become my mother. 

Learning English, Abby was able to push back advances 

from other boisterous men at the Brandy’s Pub located 

just up the street where she also served whiskey and 

wine to make ends meet. And no, this has nothing to do 

with the song from 1972 by The looking Glass. 

On the evening of Hallows eve I n 1925, Brandy’s Pub was 

busy and Abby saw in the doorway a man wearing a 



derby. He was a shadow but she knew who he was. He 

looked at her and tipped his hat. She smiled back weakly. 

She felt her stomach as the baby kicked. Dropping the 

serving tray, her water broke on the floor. The other 

waitress rushed her out the back door and down the road 

to a house nearby where she gave birth to a girl, and 

named her Elisha, my mother. After a few days, Abby and 

her newborn were brought back to her house and were 

taken care of by some friends. 

A few days after she felt good, she carried Elisha out to 

the back yard near the stone wall. She noticed nearly all 

the leaves from the pumpkin vines lay piled in a corner. 

Thinking someone might have cleaned up the yard, she 

walked over to the pile and saw a bone sticking out. She 

grabbed a long branch and moved the leaves away. She 

found a human skeleton, fresh but picked clean of all its 

flesh and muscle.” 

“Jaysus!” 

“She dropped the stick and ran into the house. On the 

table, a coal dust covered derby and a letter with her 

name on it. She opened it and it was written in Gaelic. 

She dropped the letter to the floor and sat down 

clutching her baby quite shaken to what the letter 

revealed.” 

Just then Detective Mulroney’s cellphone vibrated across 

the table. Mairead jumped up. 

“Jaysus! Fookin phone scared the bejaysus out of me!” 

She picked up the phone. It was Captain Carr’s voice on 

the other end. 



The Leavens 
 

11 
 

“Mairead, are you still working on that cold case or are 

you freakin ghost hunting again?” 

“Still doing background work, Captain. I am speaking to a 

family member right now. She is telling me about…” 

“Give her the phone.” 

Mairead handed the phone to Rebecca. 

“Yes?” 

“This is Captain Ann Carr. Don’t fill detective Mulroney 

with a bunch of ghost stories, as she is still freaked out 

about the event at Norse Pond last year. Just give her 

what she needs to help her close the 1974 crime so I can 

get her back here to work on other cold case files. Thank 

you.” 

Click.    

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 3    The Kitchen 

In the small kitchen at Lorena’s Pastry Shoppe, Sarah and 

Lorena were still cutting up the pumpkins and tossing the 

pieces into a large pot of boiling water. It was the same 

pot Lorena’s mother used to boil the pumpkins back in 

the day. Sarah smiled as the music played from a small 

old radio. 

“C’mon Sarah. Tell me what is going on out there.” 

“Okay. Ill guess that mother is telling the detective about 

my great grandmother and her gruesome discovery in 

the backyard back in 1925. She loves getting people all 

creeped out when she tells the family history. Even the 

hairs on my arms stick up when I bring it up. But I am not 

supposed to know about it though.” 

“You never told me much about your family! All I know is 

some of the murders that took place at your house and 

they never found the murderers. Let’s see, I know of 

three. There was one in 1955 and 1974 and 2001. 2001 

was the year you were born.” 

“Yes. It was unfortunate my great grandmother Abigail 

was murdered on my birthday. It was a full moon too.” 

“That’s right! October 31st Halloween had a full moon.” 

“Also there was a full moon on Halloween in 1944, 1955 

and 1974. It is rare to have a full moon on Halloween. It 

only happens around every 18 or 19 years and…” 

Sarah grabbed Lorena’s shoulders and spun her around, 
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“Every murder occurred during a full moon and every 

birth in my family was on the same day October 31st.” 

“Stop it! You are creeping me out!” 

Ha ha! Look at the hairs on your arm! Now here’s 

something to really think about. Next year October 31st 

2020 there will be a full moon in Salem! Get ready for it.” 

Rebecca stood at the kitchen doorway. Detective 

Mulroney stood behind her. 

“Sarah! I told you not to discuss 2020 with anyone. It’s a 

year away.” 

“Oh Mother.” 

“Okay, grab the crates. We are taking detective 

Mulroney to the house so she can finish investigating the 

incident in 1974.” 

Sarah turned to Lorena, 

“My mom’s birthday, Thursday October 31st and my 

great grandmothers demise… Boo!” 

“”Sarah! Get in the car!” 

 

 

 



Chapter 4   Rosalie 

Rebecca and Sarah’s house was just over a mile from the 

pastry shoppe. Their old station wagon was decorated 

with rust around the wheel wells and on the rear tailgate. 

It rattled Mairead’s bones as the balding tires dove into 

the potholes along the way. 

From the rear seat, leaning forward Sarah placed her 

hands on Mairead’s shoulder as the next pothole jarred 

the station wagons frame and God knows what else 

probably fell off the vehicle. 

“Jaysus!” 

“Oh… did I scare you detective? I didn’t mean to.” 

Through the rear view mirror, Rebecca saw Sarah 

smirking. The gravel and dirt driveway leading to the 

house had well-worn grooves where the tires crunched 

along. Areas in the center of the driveway were raised so 

high Mairead could hear the muffler and tailpipe drag 

across it. 

The small gray clapboard house needed repairs. The 

gutters were full of grass and weeds almost as tall as a 

ruler. There were bees buzzing around a trellis trying to 

capture what little nectar the flowers had left before the 

cold New England frost makes its appearance. 

Rebecca walked up the rotted steps to the front 

entrance. Over the front entrance there was an overhang 

with two freshly painted ‘knees’ holding it up from both 

sides underneath. Mairead noticed that some of the 
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window pane glass in the house windows had a hint of 

purple in them. 

Mairead followed Rebecca up the steps while Sarah 

placed her hands again on Mairead’s shoulders, this time 

a little more pressure was applied. 

“Jaysus! Please Sarah!” 

“Sorry. I just wanted to make sure you saw my beautiful 

paint job on the two knees over your head. Little by little 

we will have Rosalie back in her original condition.” 

“Rosalie?” 

Sarah whispered “Great grandmother Abby gave the 

house a name.  I read somewhere that to keep evil spirits 

from a house, always make sure that your knees are well 

kept and the opening will be safe from unwanted 

intrusions.” 

“Sarah! Leave the detective alone and stop with your silly 

stories.” 

“But…” 

The front door’s rusted hinges cried out for oil. As the 

three women entered, Sarah closed the door behind 

them with a thud. She was enjoying tormenting Mairead 

Mulroney with ‘just little things’ as she called them.  

Rebecca headed toward the kitchen to make some tea. 

The wallpaper in the front hall was the old red 

background with fuzzy black flocking. Evidence of long 

disconnected gaslight wall fixtures on the walls needed a 

dusting.  



Sarah pointed to a painting of a woman on the wall. 

“My great grandmother Abigail’s portrait holding her 

newborn Elisha my grandmother. It was painted on a 

wood board not on canvas. That’s gold leaf on the frame. 

We keep it there to hide the…” 

“Hide the what?’ 

“There are hollow walls where people could be watched. 

If you look at her eyes long enough, they move.” 

From the kitchen a sharp motherly voice barked out, 

“Sarah O’Donoghue! That is enough! Final warning! Take 

Mairead to the parlor and stop with the nonsense.” 

Sarah stepped over the rug in the hall and across to the 

opposite wall. She slid open the two French doors 

leading into the parlor. She waved her hand guiding 

Mairead into the room. The autumn afternoon sun cast 

shadows into the parlor. Mairead noticed more glass 

panes that had a purple tinge. She walked to the window 

and look out quietly as Rebecca entered holding a tray 

with three tea cups and a porcelain teapot. Beside the 

teapot there was the now inescapable pumpkin spice 

bread with crystalized ginger glaze. Rebecca placed the 

tray down on the table and stood next to Mairead near 

the window. 

“The purple glass you are wondering? Well the purple 

ones are the original glass when the house was first built. 

The sun’s rays will cause the glass to turn purple because 

of the manganese content in the glass.” 
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“And keeps out evil spirits.” 

Rebecca turned and shot Sarah a look. Sarah’s grin 

disappeared. Sarah turned her attention to the teapot 

and filled the cups with the hot beverage. 

Mairead pointed out the window. 

The stone wall. The pumpkins grow along that wall? The 

bones you mentioned back in 1925 were lying under a 

pile to leaves to the left at the base of the wall?” 

Sarah handed Rebecca and Mairead a cup of tea and held 

out a dish of the bread. Mairead declined. 

“Not a pile of leaves. It was The Leavens.” 

“Sarah. Please go tend to your chores and close the doors 

behind you.” 

“Mother, Lorena is meeting me here and we are going 

into Salem for Hallows Eve. I have to get ready.” 

Without turning from the window, Rebecca waved her 

out of the room. 

“Just be careful out there.” 

Sarah nodded and left the room. 

Rebecca pointed out the window. 

“Why don‘t we take a walk out in the yard and I can show 

you around the garden.” 

“Watch out for The Leavens!” 

 Sarah echoed out from her room upstairs. 



Chapter 5      The Dry Well 

The dried leaves crunched under Detective Mulroney’s 

feet. The brisk wind detached more of the orange and 

yellow leaves off the branches of the ancient tree. To the 

right of the tree was a weathered shack with one window 

with the glass held in place by a few pieces of dried 

cracked putty. 

“Detective, come over here and you can see in the 

distance over our stone wall the tops of some of the 

grave markers in the Old Burial Hill historic cemetery. I 

would not venture in there after dark, especially tonight 

on Halloween.” 

“Jaysus.” 

“No. I am not saying there are spirits over there. It is 

mostly the teenagers raising hell over there and just 

causing all sorts of trouble. Especially since there are 

remains of a victim from the 1692 Salem witch trials.” 

More dried and wet leaves blew around in small 

whirlpools giving Mairead the shivers. All this talk about 

witch trials, burial grounds and murders in this house 

was enough for her nerves. 

Rebecca cleared the leaves off the raised circular wood 

cover. She lifted the cover and pointed down into the 

dark opening. 

“It is just a dry well. It actually goes down about twenty 

feet. At the bottom we found a tunnel that leads under 

the house to an opening in the front hallway.” 
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“I saw Sarah step over the carpet near the wood painting 

of your Great Grandmother. I thought that was strange.” 

“Sarah is the one who found the tunnel and turned back 

before she reached the opening leading onto the house. 

She never went down there again.” 

“Why is that?” 

“She kept talking about the Leavens and something 

called Krad Slegna.” 

Mairead remembered Sarah had mentioned The Leavens 

inside the house a few times. 

Not paying attention, Mairead slipped on some of the 

wet leaves and fell onto an overripe pumpkin still 

attached to the vine. The wind picked up and the wet 

leaves began to attach to her hand like glue. Her skin 

burned. Another few leaves stuck to her neck. 

“What the fook is happening?” 

Rebecca pulled her up off the ground and was able to 

peel the leaves off her neck and hand. The skin was red 

and still burning. 

“This wasn’t supposed to happen, yet. It is Hallows Eve 

but not a full moon. The next full moon is in 2020. This 

should not have happened.” 

Detective Mulroney was rubbing her neck where it itched 

and burned. She looked at her hand and the skin felt like 

she stuck her hand in scalding water. 



“Come with me. I have some salve that will take the sting 

out of these and relieve the pain.” 

Mairead followed Rebecca toward the shack. The sun 

was setting and dark clouds were moving across the sky. 

A crescent of a moon was rising in the distance. 

Rebecca grabbed the old kerosene lamp which hung on 

a hook near the door. Adjusting the flame until it was 

bright enough to hold up to the window.  

Two ghostly white faces stared back. Their red eyes 

flickered from the lamps light. 

“Jaysus! I’m done with all this!” 

Laughter came from inside the shack. Rebecca flung 

open the rotted wood door, 

“Sarah! Why must you and… Lorena, torment this poor 

Detective? What is wrong with you?” 

“Mother! Look at the detective’s hand! I knew it. The 

Leavens are back!” 

Rebecca grabbed Sarah’s shoulders, 

“It was not supposed to happen this year. But you and I 

are protected. Lorena and Detective Mulroney are not.” 

Lorena shouted,  

“I am not protected? Protected from what?” 

“II told you it was the Leavens! They should not be here 

this year. When I was little Krad Slegna told me only 

when there is a full moon on Hallows Eve do they come.” 
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“You two girls get moving or I will ground you both. Be 

careful and I don’t want to hear that you went up to the 

Old Burial Hill.” 

Mairead was wincing in pain as Sarah and Lorena walked 

toward the gate.  

Sarah turned with flashlight under her chin and 

whispered, “Watch out for the Leavens.” 

Lorena opened the gate ran to the car rolling up the 

windows and locking the doors. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6    The  Shack 

Rebecca hung the lamp on a large hook just below a shelf 

loaded with various clay pots. Some old garden tools 

hung on the opposite wall. A bench with two stools faced 

the window. Rebecca took a mason jar off the shelf and 

proceeded to put the white foul smelling salve of 

Mairead’s hand and neck.   

Sitting on the stool and waiting for the pain to subside 

Mairead looked along the shelf. There were several 

mason jars full of a beige powdery substance, each jar 

marked with a year on it. 

“What is in the jars?” 

“Bone meal for the pumpkins. The years indicate when 

the bones were crushed right here in this shack except 

for the one dated 1924. Abigail brought that with her 

from Ireland and began this whole thing.” 

“Can you just buy bone meal at any garden center?” 

“Havens no. These jars are a different type of bone meal. 

The ones you buy at the store are made from a mixture 

of finely and coarsely ground animal bones and 

slaughterhouse waste products. But these…” 

Rebecca takes down the jar dated 1974 and opens it. She 

places a small amount in a container and marked it with 

the year, placing it in front of Mairead. 

“You see, this bone meal is made right here in this shack 

from the wrist bones of the person who murdered my 
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grandmother in 1974, God rest her soul. That’s why the 

murders were never solved. The Leavens would come 

and wrap themselves around the murderers like a 

mummy and devour all the flesh and soft tissue, leaving 

the bones behind in the backyard over where  you fell. 

My mother, her mother and her mother before her 

followed everything to the letter left behind when my 

great grandmother Abigail gave birth to Elisha my 

mother.” 

“Jaysus! The man in the derby?” 

“My great great grandfather. So you see each year there 

is a full moon on October 31st, a daughter has a child, the 

man who comes to see his grandchild murders the 

mother and he is attacked by The Leavens commanded 

by Krad Slegna.” 

Rebecca place a small jar from each of the years in front 

of Mairead.  

“Wait! So you crush the wristbones and use that bone 

meal to grow the pumpkins? What of the rest of the 

bones?” 

“Wristbones are the murderer’s hands. The bone meal 

helps grow the pumpkins and feed The Leavens. The rest 

of the bones?” 

Rebecca points out the window at the opened dry well. 

“The next full moon on Hallows Eve 2020, there will be a 

birth and a murder and The Leavens come to clean up. 

So you see, the women in my family are murdered but 

we are not murderers, it’s the Leavens. I don’t know why 



they came after you when it was not a full moon, 

unless…” 

“Unless what?” 

“I think The Leavens want you here in 2020 in the house 

during the full moon on Hallows Eve. You can stop the 

vicious circle. Now take these samples and try your DNA 

testing and see what you can find out.” 

Rebecca placed the samples in a basket for Mairead. 

With lamp in one hand the two headed back to the 

house. 

“Before you leave, why don’t we go inside have some 

more tea and some Pumpkin Bread with ginger glaze?” 

Mairead threw up. 
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Chapter 7    Twenty-twenty winter 

February 2020 turned out to be one of the coldest 

winters yet. Tree huggers are blaming climate change. 

Mairead couldn’t care less. As long as the room in the 

basement of the police station was warm, Detective 

Mulroney would keep researching weird murders. 

The desk phone rang and scared Mairead. The voice on 

the other end was familiar. 

“Detective Mulroney. It’s Rebecca O”Donoghue. Sorry 

about all the noise but it’s my shift at the Brandy’s Pub. 

Can you come out and bring your results from the DNA 

testing? I found something else and I also have some 

great news. Sarah is pregnant! She is due on Hallows Eve. 

I think you know what that means.” 

There was a long silence. 

“Detective?” 

“Okay I will come out this Saturday if that works.” 

“Great! I’m off Saturday so I will meet you at Brandy’s 

Pub say around 8pm and we can have a few Guinness?” 

“See you then.” 

Click. 

 

 

 



Chapter 8       Brandy’s Pub 
It was snowing Saturday evening when Detective 

Mulroney slid her patrol SUV into the parking lot. A small 

group of men huddled outside smoking God knows what. 

When they saw the police logo on the side of her vehicle, 

they quickly threw their ‘cigarette’s’ into the snowbank. 

Mairead walked by the men as they stood in a nervous 

silence. 

“Boys, I am not here to bother you or make any arrests. I 

am off duty and just borrowed that monster to get 

through this snow. I am here to see my friend Rebecca 

O’Donpghue.” 

One of the men tilted his snow covered Scali cap and 

spoke in a deep Irish brogue, 

“Aye lass! Becky is inside sitting in the back booth 

probably on her second shot of Jameson. She is 

celebrating some news, don’t cha know.” 

He grabbed the door and held it open for Mairead, 

“Maybe I’ll join you.  We can get to know each other.” 

He winked. Mairead smiled weakly and looked him up 

and down. She leaned in as if to kiss him and whispered, 

“Sorry mate. I drive on the other side of the road.” 

The rest of the ‘boy’s burst into spontaneous laughter.  

One yelled out, 
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“Lass! You are the third one Johnny tried to pick up! He 

is one unlucky fella tonight.” 

Inside the pub the smell of spilt ale and a cloud of grey 

smoke hovered in the rafters overhead.  

Rebecca waved from the booth and held up her empty 

shot glass holding two fingers and whistling to the 

bartender indicating a round of Jameson. 

Mairead worked her way through the crowd ignoring 

some of the men staring at her rear. She opened her coat 

and as soon as they saw her badge attached to her belt, 

the ogling came to an abrupt end. 

She sat across from Rebecca as the waitress delivered 

two Jameson’s and two pints of Guinness. It reminded 

Mairead of the days in her youth back home in Ireland. 

“Rebecca, it is nice to see you since last October. How is 

Sarah doing?” 

Rebecca swallowed her shot. 

“It has been interesting for her. About a month ago when 

I was working, she came into the pub with Lorena and 

had her first ‘legal’ drink. In fact, several legal drinks. You 

know how it is.” 

“I remember my early days.” 

“Anyway, Lorena couldn’t keep up with Sarah, so 

‘lightweight’ Lorena called a cab and went home. Sarah 

sat a while and then climbed on the bar top and started 

singing ‘Danny Boy’ and you know what happens after 

that. The whole crowd sang with her. Then…” 



“Then what? Not another fookin Leaven story?” 

“No. A man walked in the door with a damn derby on and 

stared through the crowd at me.” 

“You are making this up.” 

“No I am not. I knew who he was. It was Sarah’s father. 

Then another young man walked in behind him and 

helped Sarah off the bar and they sat at this very booth. 

They left together and I knew what was going to 

happen.” 

“Pregnant?” 

“Yup. But I took the shot glass he was drinking out of and 

the man with the derby, Sarah’s father had a shot at the 

bar before he left. I got that glass too. Here.” 

Rebecca handed Mairead two plastic bags with the shot 

glasses. 

“You can do that DNA thing and I bet they are related I 

bet it was father and son. That means on Hallows Eve this 

year there will be a full moon, Sarah will have her baby 

and her father will come to my house demanding to see 

his grandchild. Then he will try to kill me. I know it will 

happen.” 

Mairead finished her drink and Rebecca whistled for two 

more. Mairead took another gulp. 

“This is all fookin bullshit! This can’t happen again. You 

cannot predict the future. I just can’t believe this.” 

Detective Mulroney slid an envelope across the table. 
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“DNA results from your fookin bottles of bone meal you 

gave to me last year. They are all related to each other. I 

did some research and the man in the darby your great 

great grandmother Abigail worked for…” 

“Its pronounced Dur-Bee, not Dar-bee. We don’t talk 

about that name. Ever!” 

“Well we are now. The results show that man ran a coal 

mine back in Ireland and made a lot of money until the 

coal mine flooded. That house you live in? Read the deed 

carefully. Anyway, He left Ireland on a ship around 

September of 1925 and the ship sank. He died on the 

ship.” 

“No he didn’t! It can’t be!” 

Mairead gulped her third shot of Jameson. 

“I didn’t think so because the bone meal in your fookin 

creepy shed tells a different story. So, where are the 

bones of all these men missing their wrists? Where?” 

Rebecca swallowed her shot and placed her hands on 

Mairead and held them leaning over softly, 

“I will tell you and show you on Hallows Eve if you stay 

with me that night and try to protect me and Sarah and 

her baby.” 

Detective Mulroney gazed into Rebecca’s eyes for a 

moment and realized the pub was quiet. They were all 

looking at the booth. Mairead shook off the whiskey buzz 

and pulled her hands away slowly. 



The young man Johnny, whom held the pub door opened 

for her earlier, started laughing out loud. 

“Boy! I knew it! She drives on the other side of the road!” 

Mairead’s faced flushed. Rebecca’s face flushed. 

Rebecca stood up on the booth table. 

“Jaysus! This is police work! The detective and I are 

working on something. If any of you are thinking what I 

think you are, you might find shards of glass in your 

Guinness next night I am working. Johnny, would you like 

me to pour you a drink right now?” 

The ‘Boys’ turned toward Johnny and burst out laughing. 

Mairead stood up balancing herself on the edge of the 

table and helped Rebecca down.  

“I’ll be there come Hallows Eve but in the capacity of a 

Detective. You understand.” 

Rebecca nodded and Mairead headed out the door. 
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Chapter 9    The Wrath of Carr   

Captain Ann Carr slammed the basement door behind 

her. Mairead looked up from the desk piled with papers. 

Captain Carr leaned against the door. 

“What the fuck are you doing chasing this case? Are you 

out of your mind? This woman tells you a man is going to 

try to kill her and her daughter will give birth on the same 

night Halloween? A fuckin full moon? Leaves or Leavens 

as you wrote in your report are going to pick a man’s 

bones clean?” 

“I know this is all hard to…” 

“Hard to believe? Damn right it is. She is going to show 

you the remains or bones of five men missing their wrists 

responsible for a freakin killing spree lasting over seventy 

years in Marblehead? Didn’t you learn from the event at 

Norse Pond that some shit can’t be resolved?” 

Captain Carr paced back and forth than placed both 

palms on Mairead’s desk.  She glanced at the report on 

the desk in front of Mairead. 

“Who the fuck is this Krad Slegna? What kind of name is 

that? Can you explain this?” 

“So far I have found nothing about the name or the 

person but Slegna has something to do with a builder of 

houses and temples in northern India around 700 A.D. 

Krad has something to do with being a teacher or 

geologist in Greece around 1575 A.D.” 



Captain Carr snatched the page and it fell to the floor. 

She bent down and picked it up and held it to the light.  

“Next you are going to look for a Krad Slegna who’s a 

what, fuckin Indian temple builder and a Greek 

geologists? My God will you just…” 

“But Captain, Rebecca’s daughter Sarah mentioned this 

name several times. She even spoke to Krad…” 

Captan Carr was staring at the sheet in the light. She had 

the page in reverse. Detective Mulroney noticed this. 

“Captain. You are…” 

“Shut up!  Did you ever try scrambling the letters in that 

name in reverse? You call these women by their first 

name? You request to spend the night in Marblehead on 

Halloween to protect them or just go to the pub and get 

hammered? Any reason why I shouldn’t assign another 

detective to this case?” 

“They won’t understand…” 

“Even I don’t understand! You are too deep into this. You 

better solve this. I’ll give you to November 1st and then 

that’s it. The cold case will remain a cold case.” 

She toss the sheet back on the desk. She stopped at a file 

cabinet opening the second drawer. Covering her eyes 

she reached in and pulled out a random file. She tossed 

kit onto the desk and flew the door open. 

“That will be your next case. This is not the fuckin X-Files 

and you are not Fox Mulder! Just go and get this fuckin 

shit show over with!” 
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Chapter 10           Breaking Bread 

Detective Mulroney sat at same the table in Lorena’s 

Pastry Shoppe that she did one year ago, Hallows Eve day 

2019. This time only one folder, a bodycam and a service 

revolver. Lorena poured coffee and sat down. 

“Sarah’s due any day now. She keeps saying tonight’s the 

night. Her mother Rebecca wants Sarah to stay at my 

house tonight just in case.”  

“In case of what?” 

Lorena slides the Pumpkin Bread toward Mairead. 

Mairead felt a dry heave coming. She pushed it back. 

“In case she has the baby! I can get her to the hospital. 

Oh no. You are not here to catch… The Leavens? Ah 

Geeze. That creeped me out last year. I suppose you have 

silver bullets in your revolver?” 

“Shut up.” 

Lorena slid the  bread toward the detective. 

“Are you sure you don’t want any? It is the last ,loaf this 

season. I saved it for you. Rebecca said you should eat 

some, for your protection.” 

“From what?” 

Lorena laughed and leaned forward pushing the plate 

closer. 

“Maybe it’s like garlic to a vampire or silver bullets to a 

werewolf. Maybe Pumpkin bread protects you from…” 



Lorena leans in puts her lips next to Mairead’s ear and 

whispers, 

“The Leavens. Ooooh…” 

“Enough!” 

Mairead picked up the piece and forced it down with 

coffee. Lorena brought the rest of the loaf and placed it 

on the table along with the pot of coffee. 

Lorena sat down and with a sharp knife cut two more 

slices. As she ate one she spoke in a creepy witchy voice, 

“Have some more sweets my little Grettel… Haha!” 

Mairead shot her a look. 

“Okay. That’s enough. Before I leave can I ask you did 

Sarah ever talk to you about a man named Krad Slegna?” 

“I think she had. She said it wasn’t a man but a voice in 

the tunnel when she was little. But I will tell you a little 

secret that you must take to the grave… I just made 

myself laugh.” 

Mairead stood up and placed her revolver back in its 

holster. She took one more gulp of coffee and placed 

some money on the table. 

“What is the secret, Lorena?” 

“Spell it backwards.” 

Detective Mulroney stood outside the bakery fumbling 

for her car keys and saw Lorena taping a sign ‘Pumpkin 

Spice Bread with Ginger Glaze Sold Out’. 
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Lorena glance out the plate glass window and stared at 

Mairead and smiled. Lorena’s eyes were glowing red just 

like Lydia Farnsworth in the hospital bed during the event 

at Norse Pond. It sent shivers down Mairead’s spine, until 

she realized the red in Lorena’s eyes was the reflection 

of the sun setting in the distance. 

“Fookin town of Marblehead is worse than Salem!” 

She sat in her patrol car for a few minutes, grabbed a 

notepad and did exactly what Lorena told her to do: 

write it backwards. 

“Jaysus!” 

She decided to stop at Brandy’s Pub for just one shot to 

calm her nerves before going to 13 (I can’t tell you) street 

to keep watch over Rebecca. 

There was Johnny and the ‘Boys’ standing out in front of 

the pub. Johnny spotted Mairead. 

“Hey you are on the other side of the road!” 

One of the men slapped him off the head knocking his 

Scali cap off and spilling the contents of three little white 

bags. Mairead walked up to him and looked at the 

contents. She placed her foot over them and as she 

ground the bags with her heel into the ground she spoke, 

“Well, well. I am officially on duty and could arrest you or 

you can come inside and buy me and your friend’s here 

a round instead of spending Hallows eve in jail.” 

Johnny held the door open and waved Mairead inside. 



Chapter 11    Tunnel Vision 

Mairead pulled up the gravel driveway and parked 

behind the rusted station wagon. Walking through the 

leaves and the crunching sound sent her back a year, the 

burns on her hand and neck. She almost turned around 

and got back in her car.  

The front steps were replaced and the door had a fresh 

coat of paint. Rebecca peaked through the curtains and 

opened the door. She gave Mairead a big hug. Although 

unexpected by the Detective, it was welcoming. 

“Fookin whiskey.” She said to herself. 

“Come in! I’ll make some tea…”  

Rebecca smelled Mairead’s breathe. 

“Would you prefer black coffee? We have a long night.” 

“Black coffee. Then you promised to show me where the 

bodies or wrist less bones are before it gets dark out.” 

On the kitchen table a pot of black coffee and more 

pumpkin bread sliced on the plate. Rebecca poured two 

cups and picked up a piece of the bread. 

Detective, please eat some. It is for your protection. 

Trust me.” 

“She had her fill at Lorena’s but after three shots of 

whiskey at the pub, she had to eat something. After a 

second cup of coffee, Mairead was feeling back to 

normal, sort of. 
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Rebecca took a flashlight out of the infamous ‘junk 

drawer’ found in every New England kitchen. She headed 

down the front hallway and stood across from the parlor 

facing the wood painting of Abigail, her great great 

grandmother. Mairead stood beside her as she shown 

the flashlight at the painting. 

“See the eyes don’t move as Sarah told you. She likes to 

spook people out.” 

The parlor doors were open and the sky was turning 

orange. In the distance the full moon was just beginning 

to climb the horizon over Old Burial Hill. 

“Oh yes. I remember Sarah stepping over this carpet. She 

didn’t want to put her foot on it.” 

“Remember last year I asked you what an Oubliette was. 

You didn’t know then.” 

“I know now. It was some kind of trap door that led to a 

pit below the dining halls in many castles back home in 

Ireland. I didn’t know what they were called.” 

Rebecca knelt down and flipped the carpet aside 

revealing a small square in the floor boards. There was a 

finger hole in the board which Rebecca was able to lift 

the hatch. The hinges were a little rusty. Mairead knelt 

down to help open it. Dust and a musty smell emanated 

from the opening. Rebecca grabbed the flashlight. 

“An Oubliette was a dungeon or room which prisoners 

were held. A trap door like this was the only way in or out 

and it was in the ceiling of the dungeon. Many prisoners 

would die in them.” 



Rebecca shown the flashlight into the hole. The bottom 

was about 20 feet down. At the bottom was a pile of 

human bones. 

“There they are. Without their wrist bones of course. 

There they will stay. 

Mairead leaned over and threw up into the hole. 

Rebecca tossed her a dish towel to wipe herself up. The 

moon was rising and the wind was blowing leaves around 

the yard. 

Rebecca slammed the hatch and placed the carpet back. 

She handed the Detective another flashlight and opened 

the back door leading into the yard. 

“C’mon we haven’t much time. There’s is another way in 

there. But we have to be back in the house before Sarah 

has her baby and he shows up.” 

“Who shows up?” 

“The man who will kill me or try to kill me. Sarah’s 

father.” 

“Jaysus! This is a fookin nightmare!”  

They stepped into the yard and walked over to the shed, 

the creepy shed. Rebecca grabbed the kerosene lantern 

and headed over to the dry well. She wrestled the round 

wooden cover off the top and shown the light into the 

dry well exposing a rotting wooden ladder. She stepped 

onto the ladder and turned to Mairead, 

“C’mon it’s safe for you. You are protected this time.” 
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She glanced over at the full moon rising in a fiery orange 

glow. The rustle of leaves and movement across the yard 

scared her enough to venture down the dry well behind 

Rebecca. 

Holding the lantern and crouching down they made their 

way down the narrow tunnel. Detective Mulroney was 

clutching her revolver. 

“That won’t help down here. Everything here is dead. 

You need that when we go back out. Follow me.” 

The tunnel came to an abrupt end. Human bones were 

scattered about. The walls were covered with an oily 

kerosene smelling goo. Rebecca pointed toward the 

ceiling at a small square opening twenty feet above 

them. 

“The front hallway in the house.” 

There was a creaking sound above them. The sound of 

footsteps on a wood floor. A muffled voice was heard. 

“Mother! Mom! My water broke and Lorena is outside 

and taking me to the hospital. Mom?” 

Rebecca yelled as loud a she could.  

“Get out of the house now!” 

There were other footsteps running about. All of a 

sudden the hatch above them opened up. Sarah and 

Lorena were peering down. 

“Mom! What are you doing down there? Ahhhh!” 

“What happened? Sarah! Lorena!” 



“Sarah’s having labor pains. We are leaving right now!  
Oh shit! I think she is delivering her baby right now!” 

“No! Get her out of the house!”  

Mairead already made out to the end of the tunnel and 
to the top of the ladder of the dry well. Just then the 
ladder collapsed in a pile of wood at the bottom. 

“Forget about me! Get Sarah out of the house Now!” 

Mairead kicked the back door open and carried Sarah to 
the police car. She knew there was medical equipment in 
the back. She threw Lorena the keys and told her to get 
her to the hospital. The detective threw on the blues and 
closed the door. 

“Go! I have to help Rebecca!” 

Mairead yelled down the hall hatch, 

“Rebecca, she is on her way to the hospital. I will try to 

get you out of there. Just hang on.” 

There was a shadow at the door. It was a deep voice 

which didn’t sound natural or human. Mairead stood up 

with her revolver in hand. 

“Who are you? Where is Rebecca? It is her time to go. 

Where is my daughter Sarah? Where is my grandchild?” 

Mairead wet herself but kept her revolver pointed at the 

shadow. She was scared. The hatch was still open behind 

her and the shadow’s glowing red eyes looked past 

Mairead at the opening. 
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“Are you a Darby or are you are Krad Slegna? Either way 

you won’t pass me. Rebecca is not for your taking. Leave 

now!” 

Rebecca shouted up from the hole, “Take him outside. 

Show him where the pumpkins are. He can get me down 

the dry well. Understand?” 

“But…” 

“Understand?” 

“Take me to her now!” 

Rebecca’s voice echoed, 

“Come and get me you bastard!” 

Mairead pointed to the back door and shown a light 

leading toward the pumpkins, The Leavens were waiting. 

The shadowy figure was moving quickly. Mairead fired 

two shots into its legs to slow it down. 

The Leavens pounced and began wrapping themselves 

around its legs and up its torso. It kept moving and crying 

out in pain.  

“Over down here you bastard! Come and get me!”  

The creature was covered with the Leavens. Mairead 

stood there watching. The creature dragged itself to the 

edge of the dry well. Rebecca was taunting him. 

An orange glow and the smell of wood and smoke was 

pouring out of the drywell. Rebecca still taunting the 

beast. 



“Come on and get me!” 

The Leavens almost completely covered the creature’s 
body except for the eyes. Those red glowing eyes. It 
peered into the drywell and saw the fire. The ladder 
burning and belching smoke.  

Mairead was frozen. The drywell was Rebecca’s only way 
out. The creature crawled over the edge with more and 
more Leavens piling onto it. The creature and the 
Leavens poured down into the fiery hole. 

Maitread could here Rebecca yelling. 

“Burn you Bastard burn! This is the end of this! You will 
never see Sarah or your granddaughter!” 

Detective Mulroney found a rope in the shed, ran into 
the house and tossed one end down the hole in the hall 
floor. 

“Grab the rope I will pull you up!” 

She stood at the bottom and yelled up, 

“Mairead It’s over. I’m ending this family nightmare. 
Look on the table there is a letter to Sarah and the deed 
to this property. Promise me you will get the letter to my 
daughter. Promise!” 

Mairead  nodded. 

“I promise.” 

She saw the creature grab Rebecca by the throat as she 
smashed the kerosene lantern in to the oily goo that 
covered the walls. The walls burst into fire as the flames 
billowed out. Mairead grabbed the letter and the car 
keys to the old station wagon and left for the hospital. 
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Chapter 12         Dear Sarah 

The station wagon finally gave up and rolled up against 
the curb about 700 yards from the hospital. Mairead 
could see her patrol car lights still flashing, sitting in front 
of the entrance blocked in by two local police cars. 

She jogged the rest of the way and went into the 
emergency room. Two police officers were standing 
beside Lorena, who was sitting on in the waiting room 
handcuffed to a chair. 

Mairead came over and was half out of breath.  

“Lorena, did she make it? Is Sarah okay?” 

“Yes. But the cops yanked me out of your patrol car first 
and brought me in here. I was yelling that a woman was 
having a baby! Hurry and help her!” 

Detective Mulroney looked at the officer, 

“Un-cuff her right now!” 

“Maam, she stole a patrol car.” 

Mairead flashed her badge. 

“My patrol car! I told her to rush that woman to the 
hospital for medical help. Remove the cuffs!” 

The local officer took his cap off and looked down, 

“We already called it in to your station as a stolen vehicle. 
Your Captain Carr said to arrest this young lady. I never 
heard such language over the phone. Is she your 
Supervisor?” 



“Sadly enough, yes. Now remove these restraints. I will 
take full responsibility.” 

“Captan Carr told me to call her when you arrive.” 

“I’ll deal with her later. Un-cuff this girl now or you will 
have to deal with me! I had a very bad day and I don’t 
think you…” 

Handcuffs were removed. Lorena rubbed her wrists as 
Mairead and she stepped into the area where Sarah was. 
The floor was a mess, however, they could hear the baby 
crying behind the curtain. 

Mairead flung the curtain aside and rushed over to 
Sarah, who was clutching her newborn. Lorena held 
Sarah’s free hand. 

“It’s a girl. I’m naming her after my great great 
grandmother Abigail. Her middle name is to be Rosalie.” 

Sarah looked at Mairead, 

Where’s mother? I want her to see her granddaughter.” 

Mairead looked down and shook her head. 

Sarah started to weep. Lorena clutched her and held her 
and the baby tightly.  

Detective Mulroney reached into her jacket and pulled 
out the envelope. 

“There was a fire. Your mother didn’t make it. She fought 
the creature, whatever it was. I’m sorry. Your mother left 
you this letter.” 

Mairead tried to hand the letter to Sarah. She shook her 
head, tears streaming down her face. 
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“You read it to me, please.” 

Mairead opened the envelope. 

“Dear daughter Sarah. If you are reading this I am gone.  
I probably fought to stop the beast and end our family 
curse. I am sure everything turned out alright and your 
baby has come into this world. She will be safe and so will 
you too. 

The deed to the house is attached. It is in your name. Sell 
the house and property, move as far away as you can and 
start a new life with my grandchild. Change your name 
and never look back for your child’s father will try to find 
you and terrible things will follow. 

I love you dearly. Lorena is a good friend. Keep her close. 
Take her with you. Protect each other and my grandchild. 

Goodbye. 

Your loving mother Rebecca.” 

“Krad Slegna.” Sarah murmured under her breathe.  

“It ain’t over.” 

 A police officer motioned Maitread out into the hall and 
handed her the phone. 

“Good luck Detective.” 

Mairead knew what was to follow. 

“Yes Captain.” 

“What the fuck! I get reports that your patrol car was 
stolen and last night you were drinking at that Goddamn 
pub! I knew this would come to no good. You discharged 
your weapon twice at what? A shadow in the yard?” 



“Captain…” 

“Then you set a house on fire and stole the owner’s car? 
You fuckin idiot! Get back her with our vehicle. I want 
your badge, your revolver and you are on a thirty day 
suspension.” 

“But Captain…” 

“Thirty? Fuck it! Make it six months while Internal Affairs 
investigates all of this. Damn! It will take them that long 
to clear all this shit up in Marblehead.” 

Click. 

To be continued.. 

 


