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CHAPTER 1

The Bad Omen

Henry Alden pushed a cart full of luggage
through the bustling airport of Dublin,
Ireland. All around him, people were walking
very fast and pulling large suitcases. A pilot
and two flight attendants wearing navy blue
uniforms passed by, their shoes clicking
on the tile floor. On the public address
system, a voice said, “Last call for flight
two-seventeen!” Airports always made the
Alden children feel very excited. They loved
traveling to new places.

“I wonder how long it will take to get to
the castle,” said twelve-year-old Jessie Alden.
She looked at her watch and reset it to the
local time, six hours later than in their home
in Greenfield. Between the time change and
the long flight, the children were feeling
tired. But they had been looking forward to
their vacation in Ireland for a long time and
couldn’t wait to explore the castles and the
beautiful countryside.

Grandfather glanced at the map in his hand.
“According to the map, it should take about
two hours to get to where we’re staying.”

Grandfather was also carrying Benny, who
at six was the youngest Alden. Benny had
been asleep when the plane landed and was
just starting to wake up. His head rested on
Grandfather’s shoulder. “Erin, the owner of
the castle, said she would pick us up right
outside the airport.”

Ten-year-old Violet walked ahead of the
other children and snapped a picture of a
sign that read “This Way to Dublin” with
an arrow pointing toward the doors. Violet
was planning to make a scrapbook of this
adventure when the Aldens returned home,
and she thought a picture of the sign would
be perfect for the cover.

The automatic doors opened with a whoosh,
and the Aldens walked out into the sunshine.
Taxis were lined up along the curb.

“What a beautiful day!” Violet said,
snapping another picture.

“We’re lucky the sun is out,” Henry said.
“I’ve read that it rains a lot in Ireland.”

“We don’t mind a little rain,” said Violet.
She took off her purple sweater and tied it
around her waist. “We always found fun
things to do on rainy days when we lived in
the boxcar!”

After their parents died, the Alden children
had run away. They were afraid of their
grandfather because they thought he was mean
and they wouldn’t like living with him. In the
woods, the children had found an abandoned
boxcar and made it their home. They had
lots of adventures, and even found their dog,
Watch, in the woods. He became part of their
family too. When their grandfather found
them, they realized he wasn’t mean at all.
Grandfather Alden took the children to his
home to live with him and his housekeeper,
Mrs. McGregor. Grandfather brought the
boxcar to his home, and put it in the backyard
to use as a clubhouse.

“That must be our ride,” Jessie said,
pointing to a white van that said “Duncarraig
Castle” in green letters on the side.

Grandfather and the children walked toward
the van just as a woman got out. She had a long
red braid that hung down over her shoulder.
“Céad míle fáilte!” she said. “That means ‘a
hundred thousand welcomes.’ I’m Erin.”

The children introduced themselves, and
Henry and Erin loaded the luggage into the
van. Grandfather helped Benny get buckled in.
Benny tried to wake himself up, but as soon as
they started driving, he closed his eyes again.

“Poor Benny,” said Violet. “He seems so tired.”

“You all must be tired after that long trip,”
Erin said. “And hungry too. Let’s stop for
lunch when we get to Howth.”

Benny sat up and opened his eyes. “Did
someone say ‘lunch’?”

Everyone laughed. “I thought lunch might
wake you up,” Grandfather said.

Erin took the scenic route toward the
seaside village of Howth. The tall cliffs alongside
the road were bright green and towered
over the ocean below. White seagulls sailed
through the air hunting for fish. Erin told
the children about the sights. “Down there is
Dublin Bay,” she said, pointing to the water.
“And that’s Baily Lighthouse.”

She pointed to a narrow white building
perched on the edge of a cliff. It was a steep
drop down to the ocean, where the waves
crashed against the rocks.

Erin continued. “The village of Howth
has been a busy fishing port for hundreds of
years, but the fog can make it dangerous. The
lighthouse shines to warn the boats when
they are getting too close to these cliffs.”

Violet shivered thinking about how scary a
shipwreck would be. “I’m so glad we traveled
by plane instead of boat!” she said.

“I think a ship would be exciting!” Henry
said. He was fourteen and liked adventure. “As
long as the captain knew what he was doing.”

“Don’t worry, Violet,” Grandfather said.
“Ships don’t rely on lighthouses anymore.
Now they use computers to navigate the
ocean, so sailors always know when they are
close to land.”

Erin parked the van in front of a row of
very old buildings painted bright colors.
“Let’s have lunch on the pier. How do you
feel about fish and chips?” she asked Benny.

Grandfather explained, “In Ireland, chips
are what we think of as french fries back in
the U.S. Fish and chips is a dish of fried fish
with fried potatoes on the side.”

Benny rubbed his stomach. “I don’t mind if
they call them fries or chips, as long as they
come with ketchup!”

The Aldens sat down at a table covered in
a red-checkered cloth, and Erin ordered their
food. From where they sat they could watch
the boats coming in and out of port. Some
raised big nets full of fish onto the pier.

While the Aldens and Erin waited for
their food, Jessie pulled out the book she had
been reading on the plane.
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“That’s a good one!” Erin said, looking
at the cover. The book was called Irish
Fairy Legends. “Maeve Rowe McCarron is
very famous. She writes about Irish culture
and history. I loved her books when I was
younger.”

“Until I read this book, I never knew there
were so many kinds of fairy creatures in Irish
folklore,” Jessie said.

“We knew about leprechauns,” Violet pointed
out. “They’re the ones who wear green and
hide a pot of gold at the end of a rainbow.”

“Mhm,” Jessie said. “But we had never heard
about the goblin that disguises itself as a
chained black horse—the one called a pooka.”

“And the creature called a merrow,” Henry
added. “It lives in the sea like a mermaid, but
instead of a fish tail, it wears seal skins.”

Grandfather noticed that both Benny and
Violet were looking nervous. They weren’t
sure whether they wanted to meet creatures
like these on their trip. “But remember,”
Grandfather said, “these creatures are part of
myths. Myths are stories, but not everything
in them is real.”

“Just like ghosts,” Henry said. “We know
from solving mysteries that when we think we
see a ghost, there’s always another explanation.”

Just then, the waitress brought their food.
All the children had ordered fish and chips,
which came in wicker baskets lined with
waxed paper. Grandfather and Erin had
ordered mussels, and those came in bowls
full of broth. They also had brown bread and
fresh butter. The food smelled delicious.

“I don’t know,” Erin said, as she used a
fork to pull a mussel from its black shell, “in
Ireland, lots of people believe in banshees.”

Jessie took a bite of fish and flipped a few
pages in her book to the paragraph she was
looking for. “A banshee is a female spirit,” she
read aloud. “Her cry can sound like a woman
wailing or an owl moaning. She is often depicted
wearing a gray hooded cloak. The presence of a
banshee is known to be a bad omen.”

“What’s a bad omen?” asked Benny. “It
sounds…bad.”

“I think it means bad luck,” Henry said.

“Some of the old Irish families had their
very own banshees,” Erin said. “Like the
family that once owned Duncarraig Castle.
Their banshee warned them when something
bad was about to happen.”

“Do you think we will see the banshee?”
Benny asked.

Erin laughed. “Let’s hope not!”

But Violet couldn’t help noticing that
Erin’s fork was trembling when she took a
bite. Talking about the banshee seemed to
make her awfully uneasy.


CHAPTER 2

A Sound of Wailing

After lunch, the Aldens piled back into the
van and Erin drove along the coastal road
and through the countryside for more than
an hour. They passed through a few small
villages with fenced cottages and churches
covered in ivy, and the van bumped over the
cobblestones of the old roads. Finally, Erin
turned down a long, narrow lane that led
through the trees. The sun had gone behind
the clouds and it was starting to sprinkle.

“Now this is the Irish weather I was
expecting,” Henry said. “But maybe after the
rain we’ll see a rainbow.”

“I’d sure like to get a picture of one for the
scrapbook!” Violet said.

They came into a clearing, and up ahead was
an enormous gray stone castle. Fuzzy green
moss was growing on some of the stones. Off
to the side was a garden full of climbing vines
and lush flowers, with a bench where you could
sit and admire the view. Behind the castle was
a soft meadow of yellow and green grass, and a
deep woods with a single path cutting through.

“Welcome to Duncarraig Castle!” Erin
said. “The most beautiful castle in Ireland!”

The children got out of the van and
stretched their legs.

“That’s funny,” Benny said, looking
around. “I don’t see any dunes around here.”

“Duncarraig is an Irish word,” Erin
said. “Dun means fort, and carraig means a
rocky headland, like the rocks along the
coast. Castles were usually named for their
locations, so Duncarraig means the fort by
the rocky headlands.”

“We could call the boxcar Fortfence,”
Benny said. “Because it is kind of like our
fort, and it’s near the fence in the backyard.”

Henry laughed. “That’s true, Benny. Now,
let’s carry in the bags,” he said.

Jessie zipped the book about fairy legends
back into her bag and joined Henry. “I’ll
help you.”

Violet took Benny’s hand, and Grandfather
followed as they walked up the path, gravel
crunching under their feet. Erin opened the
heavy wooden door of the castle by pulling on
the iron ring. It looked very old and creaked
on its hinges.

The children entered the dark front hall,
where woven tapestries hung on the walls. A
long wooden table held flickering candles.

“We’ve spent the last few years fixing up
this place,” Erin told them. “It seems like a
fun idea to stay in a hotel in an old castle,
until you realize that people who lived in
castles didn’t have plumbing or electricity!
So we made the rest of the rooms modern
for the hotel guests. But we decided to leave
the front hall just as it had been for hundreds
of years. A little piece of history.”

Violet pointed her camera at the iron
chandelier hanging far above them from the
high ceiling and took a picture. “Just think
how many people have walked through this
hall in all that time!” she said.

“And how tall the ladder must be for
changing the light bulbs!” Grandfather said.

This made Erin laugh. “That’s my Uncle
Fergus’s job,” she said. “You’ll meet him
soon.” She pointed to the carved wooden
staircase. “Your room is this way.”

Benny and Violet rushed up the stairs and
everyone else followed. They walked down
a long hallway on the second floor. On one
side was a dark wood balcony that looked
down over the main hall downstairs. On the
other side were windows so deep, you could
sit inside the windowsill.

Benny climbed up into one and looked out
at the woods behind the castle. “I don’t see
any banshees,” he said.

As they walked, Erin pointed to a room
with an open door. Inside was a small sofa and
a desk overflowing with paper. A butterfly
made of different colored glass hung in the
window and when the sun shone through, it
cast the colors on the floor. “That’s my room.
Feel free to knock on my door any time.”

They walked on. Henry and Jessie moved
more slowly than the others, since they were
carrying the luggage. Jessie glanced into a
few of the guest rooms they passed. The beds
were neatly made with colorful quilts, and
many of the rooms had fireplaces.

“All these rooms are empty, Henry,” Jessie
said. “I expected more guests.”

“Me too,” Henry said. “It must have cost
Erin a lot of money to fix up this old castle. I
hope she is booking enough rooms to keep it
in business!”

One door on the right was closed. “Looks
like someone’s staying in that room,” Jessie
said. “At least that’s something.”

At the end of the hallway, Erin led them into
a large double room joined by a bathroom in
the middle. They decided Grandfather would
take the big bed on one side, and the children
would share the two beds on the other side.
Erin said she would give them time to get
settled, and left to go back downstairs.
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The Aldens went into their room and started
to unpack their suitcases. Benny took out a pair
of shoes and put them on the table while he
sorted his pants and shirts into two piles, and
then put them inside the dresser drawer. When
he looked up, a tall man with a gray beard and a
blue denim work shirt was standing right next
to him. The man was frowning.

Benny jumped, surprised, but he didn’t
want to be rude. “Oh, hello,” Benny said
nervously. “Are you a guest at the castle too?”

“Name’s Fergus,” the man said in a gruff
voice. “I’m the caretaker.”

Jessie stepped forward and offered her
hand. “It’s nice to meet you, sir. Erin said that
you’re her uncle. We’re the Aldens, visiting
from America.”

Fergus shook her hand, but he didn’t smile.
He stared at Benny’s shoes, and Violet quickly
moved them off the table and onto the floor.

“I was coming in to fix the latch on the
window,” he said. “The last guest told us it
was stuck.” He went over to the window and
examined the old iron latch for a moment.
He tried twisting it, then sprayed some oil
around the metal. It squeaked, but after a few
more tries, he got the latch to twist and was
able to open the window.

“Well, now that’s done,” Fergus said. He
brushed impatiently past the children on his
way out of the room, but he stopped when he
saw the contents of Jessie’s bag lying on one
of the beds. On top was the book by Maeve
Rowe McCarron that she had been reading
at lunch. Fergus looked at the book and his
eyebrows went up. Then he stormed off into
the hallway.

“I know one reason why Erin’s having
trouble getting guests for the hotel,” Henry
said. “Fergus is not very friendly.”

After the children finished unpacking, they
went downstairs. Erin was at the front desk
with a calculator and a stack of papers. Her
forehead was creased, but when she saw the
Aldens coming, she broke into a smile. Jessie
told her that they had met Fergus upstairs.

“I’m sorry if my uncle seemed grumpy,”
Erin said, setting down her pen. “He has
always lived in the caretaker’s cottage out in
the woods, but he just recently moved into
the castle. It’s taking him a little time to get
used to being around the people who work
here in the hotel now—this year we hired a
new kitchen helper and a full-time chef.”

“That does seem like it would be a hard
change,” Violet said, thinking about the
days when the children first moved in with
their grandfather. The Aldens had had a very
different childhood from other children
they knew, and it took time for them to
adjust too. Plus, Violet liked to try to see
the best in people. “He seems like he’s very
good at his job. It only took him a minute to
fix our window.”

“That’s true,” said Henry. “Maybe if I
offer to help him with his work, it will cheer
him up.”

“That’s the spirit!” Erin said. “Fergus
knows this place inside and out.”

Just then, Benny yawned. “Could we start
helping tomorrow?” he asked Jessie. “I am
feeling a little sleepy.”

“Of course!” Erin said. “You all must have
jet lag! Even though it’s early evening here,
your body is still on Boston time and thinks
it’s time for bed. Best to get some rest.”

The Aldens went back upstairs to their
room and changed into pajamas. Violet went
in to tell Grandfather that they were turning
in, but he had already fallen asleep with his
book on his chest. The children got under
the quilts and even though the sun was still
shining, they fell asleep.

Several hours later, Jessie heard Benny say,
“What’s that noise?”

She opened her eyes. It was very dark in the
room, and the digital clock on the nightstand
said it was two in the morning. Violet sat up
next to her. Henry was still asleep in the other
bed next to Benny.

“What noise?” Jessie asked.

“I heard a…wailing sound,” Benny whispered.
“I heard it too,” Violet said, sounding
concerned.

Jessie got out of bed and went to the
window. Just as she had guessed, it was still
open from when Fergus had fixed the latch.
“It’s just the wind, blowing through this open
window.” She pushed it closed and twisted
the latch, and the wailing sound stopped.

Benny and Violet joined Jessie at the
window. “See,” Jessie said. “Nothing to be
afraid of. I know it’s hard, but we should try
to go back to sleep until morning so we can
get over this jet lag.”

But Benny was still looking out the window.
“Look!” he said, pointing to the dark meadow
behind the castle. Far away near the edge of
the woods, a mysterious figure was moving
through the grass, hunched over and carrying
a lantern.

“Is that a woman?” Violet asked.

“I can’t tell,” Benny said. “She has a hood
pulled up on her head.”

“A hood!” Jessie said, remembering her
book on fairy legends. Just then, even though
the window was tightly closed, the Aldens
heard the wailing sound again. There was
only one Irish fairy creature that appeared as
a woman with a hood, and made a wailing
sound—a banshee!


CHAPTER 3

New Guests

In the morning, the Aldens felt groggy after
their night of interrupted sleep. Jessie had
finally convinced Benny and Violet that they
were safe in their room from whoever had
been out in the meadow, and the children went
back to sleep. As they all entered the dining
room for breakfast, Jessie filled Henry in on
what they had seen while he was sleeping.

“And you couldn’t see a face?” Henry
whispered as they sat down in the high-back
chairs.

“No,” Jessie said. “But it was definitely
someone older because of the way the person
walked.” She hunched her shoulders forward
to demonstrate.

Henry nodded. “Well, we know one thing
for sure—it can’t be a banshee because they
aren’t real.”

“Actually,” Violet whispered, “we don’t
know that for sure. Erin seems to believe in
banshees, and she said a lot of other people
in Ireland do too.” She nudged Benny and
pointed to the napkin beside his plate. The
children all placed their napkins in their laps.

Jessie shook her head. “I still think there has
to be another explanation. Remember how
we saw one door closed upstairs yesterday?
There are other guests here. Maybe one of
them was out taking a walk last night.”

Just then, a couple the Aldens hadn’t seen
before came into the dining room. The man
was wearing a gray jacket and had a neatly
trimmed beard. The woman had on a frilly
yellow dress and a scarf tied in her hair.

“Well, look, dear!” the woman said,
clasping her hands at her chest. “There are
children here! Aren’t they just adorable!”

Jessie didn’t like it when adults talked this
way, but she smiled politely. “Good morning,”
she said. “My name’s Jessie.”

“Mrs. Arthur Davison,” she said, holding
out her hand and wiggling her fingers to
show off a sparkling diamond ring. “We just
got married last week!”

“Congratulations!” Violet said. “You must
be on your honeymoon.”

“Pleased to meet you, kids,” her husband
said. “And, yes, we are. We plan to travel all
over Ireland this week. In fact, we’re checking
out of the castle this morning to head off
to Galway.”

“Some honeymoon,” Mrs. Davison said
with a pout. “I had no idea an old castle would
be so boring. There is absolutely nothing going
on here, and nothing to do but watch the birds.
We should have gone to London instead.”

Mr. Davison smiled. Violet noticed that
he seemed like a pretty patient man, unlike
his wife. How could anyone think there was
nothing to do in such an interesting place?
“Mrs. Davison likes restaurants and concerts,
but I for one like bird-watching,” he said with
a wink.

Mr. and Mrs. Davison were both very tall
and slim, and stood up straight. Jessie realized
that probably meant neither of them could be
the mysterious figure. Still, she thought it
couldn’t hurt to ask whether they had been in
the meadow yesterday. “Have you spotted any
interesting birds late at night?” Jessie asked.

Henry realized why Jessie was asking, and
added, “You’d probably need a lantern if you
were out there in the dark.”

Mr. Davison gave Henry and Jessie a funny
look. “It’s best to bird-watch during the day.
Owls are the only nocturnal bird around
here. And though I do usually take evening
walks back at home, so far I’ve stuck to early
mornings on this visit.”

“We’ve been reading our novels and going
to bed early every night. It has been quite
dull!” Mrs. Davison said.

The figure the Aldens had seen couldn’t
have been one of the Davisons, Jessie knew. But
maybe they could give the children some clues
to use in their investigation. “Did you happen
to notice anything strange out your window
around two in the morning?” Jessie asked.

“If only!” Mrs. Davison said. Suddenly,
she looked intrigued. “Why—did you see
anything strange? That sounds exciting!”

“Just a person taking a walk,” Jessie said
carefully. If Mrs. Davison was the kind of
person who treated children like babies, she
probably wouldn’t take their investigation
very seriously either.

Fergus came into the dining room then and
poured himself a cup of coffee from the silver
urn sitting on the buffet table. He sat down
a few chairs away from Henry and nodded to
the guests.

“Good morning, Fergus,” Benny said,
sitting up a little straighter and folding
his hands in his lap. He still felt bad about
putting his shoes on the table up in the guest
room the day before. He wanted to make sure
Fergus knew that the Alden children usually
had very nice manners.

“Morning,” Fergus said. “Tell me—what
have you children learned about Ireland so
far?”

Jessie was glad to see that Fergus was in a
brighter mood. “Well,” she said. “We learned
about the lighthouse at Howth.”

“And fish and chips!” Benny said.

Fergus laughed. His face looked very
different and much kinder when he smiled,
but it was a rare occurrence. “Well, if you
behave yourselves, I’ll play my fiddle for you
sometime. Then you can hear some authentic
Irish music too.”

“We’d like that!” Henry said.

“Fergus,” Violet said. “We were just talking
with Mr. and Mrs. Davison about someone
we saw walking out in the meadow in the
middle of the night. Do you know of anyone
around here who does that?”

Fergus tightened his jaw and stood up,
his mood totally changed. “There’s no one
else living around this land. You won’t find
anyone if you go looking—so don’t bother
trying!” He stormed out, leaving his half-full
coffee cup sitting on the table.

“I thought he was happier today, but now he
seems angry again,” Benny said. “He doesn’t
like it when we ask questions.”

Henry nodded. “Remember, Erin told us
that he is having a hard time adjusting. Maybe
he’s just having a bad day.”

The Davisons went over to the table to refill
their coffees on the other side of the room.
“Well,” Jessie whispered so they couldn’t
hear. “If it wasn’t the other guests, and there
isn’t anyone else staying in the hotel or living
around the property, maybe it was Erin we
saw out walking.”

“She doesn’t really slouch, though,” Violet
said quietly.

“That’s true,” Jessie said. “If it was her, she
may not like it that we noticed, and if it wasn’t
her, she may be worried about who it could
be. Either way, it’s probably best if we don’t
say anything.”

“I agree,” Henry said. “Let’s look out again
tonight—I’ll stay awake this time too. Maybe
we’ll see the figure again.”

Grandfather joined them in the dining
room just as Erin came in carrying a large
tray of food. Her foot caught on the edge of
the rug and she started to lose her balance.
Grandfather helped steady her, and Henry
rushed over to take the tray. He brought it
over to the table and Erin passed the plates
around. The Davisons sat back down in their
chairs with their steaming cups of coffee.

“Well, that was bad luck!” Grandfather
said.

“Or good luck,” Henry said, “since you
almost fell, but didn’t.”

Erin took a deep breath. She seemed a little
shaken up, especially when she heard the
word “luck.” Soon, though, she regained her
composure and gestured to the food. “This
is a what we call a ‘full breakfast’ in Ireland,”
Erin said. “Eggs, rashers—that’s what we
call bacon—toast, black pudding, and a fried
tomato. I hope you like it!”

“It smells delicious,” Grandfather said,
digging in.

“What’s black pudding?” Benny asked,
poking it with his fork. “Does it have chocolate
in it?”

Erin smiled. “No, it’s not a dessert. It’s kind
of like sausage. But traditional Irish pudding
is made with pigs’ blood. That’s what turns
it black.”

The children’s eyes went wide. Jessie
tried hard to keep her manners. “Well. That
sounds…very interesting.”

Erin laughed. “It’s okay if you don’t want to
eat that part.”

The guests ate their breakfasts, and Erin
bustled around the table pouring orange
juice. “How did everyone sleep?” she asked.

“Pretty well,” Benny said. “Except for
when we saw the banshee. I wonder if we’ll
see it again tonight.”

“Benny!” Jessie said. She sometimes forgot
that Benny was still pretty little, and blurted
things out when he shouldn’t. She hadn’t
wanted to worry Erin with talk of a banshee.

“Oops,” Benny said.

“Banshee?” Erin asked. Her face went
pale and she sank down into an empty chair,
holding the pitcher of orange juice in her lap.
Mrs. Davison perked up. “Oh, I knew
these little ones were keeping a secret!”
She turned to her husband. “This changes
everything, darling. We have to see if the
castle is really haunted. Let’s stay another
night.”

Erin perked up. “Well, we’d be glad to have
you!” she said.

Jessie nodded at Henry, remembering
how they’d wondered whether the hotel was
getting enough business.

“Except,” Erin said, frowning, “your room
is already booked for tonight, by some new
guests arriving today. The only doubleoccupancy
room we have left is the other large
suite. But it’s quite a bit more expensive.”

Mrs. Davison clutched her husband’s arm.
“Well, it is a special occasion,” she said to him.

Mr. Davison smiled. “That’s true. We only
have one honeymoon. We’ll take it!”

“Wonderful,” Erin said. “I’ll go get it
straightened up for you right away.” She set
down the pitcher on the buffet table and
hurried out of the dining room. The Davisons
left to gather their things as well.

As the Aldens finished their breakfast,
Violet noticed that once again it had started
to rain. “I guess we won’t be going outside
this morning,” she said.

“Well, there’s lots more of the castle to
explore,” said Henry.

“Good idea,” Jessie said. She cleared the
dishes from their places and put them back on
the tray, and the children went out into the
hallway. They walked in the opposite direction
of the staircase, to another wing of the castle
that held the kitchen. Past that, they entered
a narrow hallway that led to a dimly lit room.
Inside they saw that all four walls were lined
with shelves that went all the way up to the
ceiling. In the center of the room were two
leather sofas and a low table between them.

“A library!” Violet said. “This is the perfect
place to spend a rainy morning.”

A tall ladder with wheels that ran on a track
halfway up made it possible to reach books
on the highest shelf anywhere in the room.
Benny couldn’t resist climbing up it.

“Careful, Benny,” Henry said. “That ladder
looks pretty old.” He went over to help his
brother down and noticed a large photo on
the desk by the window.

“Hey,” Henry said, “look at this.”

The picture showed a black-and-white
image of a young man wearing a fisherman’s
sweater.
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“I wonder how old this picture is,” Jessie
said. “Something about that man looks very
familiar.”

“Yes, it does,” said Violet, squinting at it.
Then she said, “I know—he looks like Erin!”

Benny picked up the frame and walked
toward the door. “Maybe we could ask Erin
who this is.”

“She wouldn’t keep his picture on display if
he was a secret,” Violet pointed out.

Just as Benny was about to go into the
hallway, he noticed Fergus down at the end
opening a cupboard door. He didn’t know
anyone was watching him. After a quick glance
over his shoulder, Fergus took something out
of a box and slipped it into his pocket.

Then Fergus closed the cupboard and
walked toward the library. Benny scurried
back in, eager to stay out of Fergus’s way.

But Henry was convinced that Fergus was
just having a bad day, and he tried again to
be friendly. “Good morning again,” Henry
called with a smile, and Fergus stepped into
the library.

“Reading, eh?” Fergus said grumpily.

“Yes, and wondering about the history of
this place,” Henry said. He held up the picture
frame. “Do you know if this is a picture of
Erin’s father?”

Fergus set his mouth into a line and stared
at them. “It’s best if you don’t ask,” he said.
“You kids need to find something to do, and
stop asking so many questions!” He left the
room.

The children looked at each other with
wide eyes. “It definitely seems like Fergus is
hiding something,” Jessie said.

“Fergus is hiding something,” Benny
said. “In his pocket.” He described how he
had seen Fergus take something out of the
hallway cupboard.

Henry nodded. “Something strange is
happening around here.”



CHAPTER 4

An Unwelcome Gift

By afternoon the rain had finally stopped,
and Grandfather found the children sitting
in the library looking through old books.
Violet had found a botanical guide full of
drawings of the different kinds of flowers
that could be found growing in this part of
Ireland. Jessie was curled up in a chair by
the window with Irish Fairy Legends. She had
almost finished it.

“Down the road a little way is an old manor
house that has a traditional walled garden,”
Grandfather said. “Would you like to come
with me to see it?”

Benny was the first to leap up and put his
book on the shelf. He was restless after being
stuck inside all morning, and ready to get
outside for some fresh air. “Let’s go!” he said.

The children changed into boots Erin
called “Wellies” that she kept on hand for
guests in a variety of sizes. They were bright
yellow with handles on the sides, and would
keep the children from getting too muddy
as they tromped around in the fields. Violet
brought her camera along, and Grandfather
took an umbrella just in case.

They walked about half a mile down the
winding lane to the manor house. Beside it were
tall stone walls that looked like they’d been
standing for hundreds of years. You couldn’t
see what was beyond them. The caretaker of
the property let the Aldens in through a door
in the wall using an old skeleton key. The
children gasped at what was inside—the most
beautiful garden they’d ever seen!

A narrow stone path curved through fruit
trees and lavender and thorny roses. Off in
one corner were peony bushes taller than
Benny, in pink and white. Birds hopped from
branch to branch.

Violet sat down on a stone bench beside a
fountain in the shape of a fish that spit water
into a mossy pond. She snapped pictures of
the big goldfish swimming in circles in the
water.

“Look, Violet,” Benny said, “violets!” He
pointed at a large planter full of purple flowers.

Violet smiled. “This is my favorite place in
Ireland so far,” she said.

“Are the walls to keep people out?” Jessie
asked Grandfather.

“Or maybe animals that would eat the
plants?” Henry wondered.

“Actually, the walls keep the plants warmer,
and protect them from the wind,” Grandfather
said. He pointed to an opening in one of
the walls that was charred black around the
edges. “This wall is hollow,” he said, “so the
gardener can build a fire inside it and warm
up the garden. That way, he can grow grapes
and peaches and other things that normally
wouldn’t survive in this colder climate.”

“Peaches?” Benny asked, his eyes wide.

“Well, it’s too early in the season for them
to be ripe, I’m afraid,” Grandfather said. “But
the trees are very beautiful!”

The children explored the garden for a
while longer, until Jessie noticed it was getting
late and they decided to walk home. As they
came up the road toward the castle near dusk,
Benny noticed a lilac bush growing along the
fence at the edge of the castle’s property.

“Look, Violet,” he said, “more purple
flowers!”

Grandfather told the children he was going
inside to read the newspaper. “Being out of
the country is no excuse to skip the crossword
puzzle,” he said cheerfully.

The children said they’d see him inside,
and lingered by the fence. Jessie knelt down
and smelled the lilacs.

“Wow, these smell so pretty,” Jessie said.

“Let’s take some inside to Erin,” suggested
Benny. “She can put them in a vase of water
on the front desk.”

“Yes, great idea,” Henry said as he broke
off a branch. Benny carried the lilacs proudly
up the lane to the door of the castle.

But just as they were about to go inside,
Fergus appeared and put his arm across the
door.

“What are you trying to do? You can’t
bring those in here!” Fergus barked, looking
at the lilacs.

Jessie felt her stomach drop. She realized
maybe they had been wrong to pick the
flowers without asking permission. “We’re
sorry, Fergus,” she said.

He shook his head and stalked off.

“Uh-oh,” Violet said. “I think we made a
mistake.”

“Let’s put the branch back where we found
it,” said Henry. “And when we get back inside,
we’ll apologize to Erin too.” The other Aldens
nodded their agreement.

Back near the fence, they set the branch on
the ground beside the lilac bush. Just as they
were about to head back inside, Benny froze.
“What’s that?” he said, sounding afraid.

He pointed to the opposite side of the
meadow, where the woods began. It was the
same spot they had been able to see from
their room on the second floor. The tall
hedges along the edge of the property were
rustling, as if someone or something was
moving them.

“Is someone watching us?” Jessie wondered
aloud.

“Maybe it’s just the wind,” Henry said,
glancing around. But none of the other
trees were moving as much as that one spot
in the hedges.

Benny looked very worried. “What if it’s a
pooka?” he said.

“It’s not,” Jessie told him. “Pookas are just
myths. And anyway, the pooka is the horse
that drags its chains. If that was a pooka, we’d
be able to hear the chains.”

“But it’s not,” Henry added, “because
pookas aren’t real.”

“I’m still not sure,” Violet said. “A lot of
people believe in these creatures, and I
might too.”

“Let’s go look at the book again,” Jessie
said, “and I’ll show you what I mean about
the pooka.”

The children went inside the castle and
back to the library where they had been
reading earlier in the day.

“See, Benny,” Jessie said, crossing over
to one of the leather couches. “In the book
it says—wait.” Jessie stopped and looked
around. “Where did my book go? I left it
right here before we went to the gardens
with Grandfather. I’m sure of it.” She looked
among the books and newspapers stacked on
a shelf nearby, but her book wasn’t there.

“You don’t think someone could have
moved it? Maybe Erin was cleaning up.”
Henry said.
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But the rest of the books still lay on the
table, right where the children had left them.

Jessie felt a shiver. “I think my book has…
disappeared,” she said.

“Yikes!” Benny said.


CHAPTER 5

The Familiar Figure

The search for the missing book was interrupted
when Grandfather found them in
the library and told them it was time for
dinner. The children followed him into the
dining room and took their places around
the large table set with white linen napkins
embroidered with DC for Duncarraig Castle.

Erin poured water in the goblets on the
table. Mr. and Mrs. Davison were already
seated, and were chatting with the new
guests that had arrived that morning, Robert
and George. They told the Aldens they were
visiting from Canada, and planned to play as
many rounds of golf in Ireland as they could.
Both men were dressed in garish plaid pants
and brightly colored shirts. George pulled
out a lime-green knitted tam with a huge
pompon sewed to the top.

“Whoever has the losing score has to wear
this,” George said, and Erin laughed.

George laughed too. “Half the fun of golf
is the ridiculous outfits.”

Robert nodded in agreement, then
turned to the children. “Mrs. Davison tells
us that you kids spotted a banshee out your
window the other night,” Robert said. He
had spiky gray hair and round pink cheeks.
“George here doesn’t believe in ghosts, but
I am inclined to be open-minded. A country
with such a long history is bound to be full
of spirits.”

“Well, we aren’t actually sure what we saw,”
Henry said. “I think there must be another
explanation.”

“Henry, you sound like a very sensible
young man,” George said. “The only spirit
I’d be willing to believe in is one who can
make sure all my putts go in!”

Everyone laughed.

Then Erin said, “Joking aside, we know that
all the hotel guests and staff were accounted
for that evening. And there isn’t anyone else
out in this part of the county. So I can’t really
think of another explanation, except for a
banshee.” She looked at all of her guests. “I
think we have to accept that this castle is a
little bit haunted.”

Jessie gave her siblings a surprised look.
Before, Erin had seemed to be half joking
when she talked about the castle’s banshee,
but now she sounded like she actually believed
the banshee was real. What had changed?

Mrs. Davison turned to her husband and
said, “I am very glad we came to this castle
after all, darling. A real banshee!”

Erin and the kitchen helper served the
dinner of roast beef and potatoes. After the
long day of walking in the fresh air, the children
were very hungry and they focused on their
food, then helped Erin clear the dishes. After
dessert, the adults wanted to linger at the table
drinking coffee and tea, and Grandfather told
the children they could be excused.

Back in the library, the Aldens sat on the
couches to discuss what they had learned about
the mysterious figure in the meadow. Jessie
was still confused about what Erin had said.

“She seems sure now that the castle is
haunted,” Jessie said. “Doesn’t that seem odd?”

“I was thinking about that,” Henry said.
“But I think I know why.”

“Because the banshee is real?” Benny asked
in a frightened voice.

Henry shook his head. He put a comforting
hand on Benny’s shoulder. “There’s no reason
to be scared, Benny. Remember, banshees are
just part of old stories.”

“Then why would Erin say she believes the
castle is haunted?” Violet asked.

“This morning, Mr. and Mrs. Davison were
about to check out, remember?” Henry said.
“But then when they heard about the banshee,
Mrs. Davison wanted to stay for another night.
Erin is talking about the banshee because a
haunted castle is good for business!”

Jessie nodded. “Now, that makes sense.”
She thought for a moment and an idea came
to her. “Do you think Erin is pretending to
be the banshee? Dressing up in the hood and
walking around at night, wailing?”

Henry snapped his fingers. “That could
explain why Fergus doesn’t want us exploring
the property. If we uncover what she’s doing,
then the guests will know that the castle isn’t
haunted after all and they might take their
business somewhere else.”

“I don’t know,” Violet said. “Erin seems
like such a kind person. I don’t think she
would lie to us.”

“Either way, we have to find out,” Jessie said.

“We can watch out the window again
tonight,” suggested Benny. “And maybe we’ll
be able to see if the banshee is really Erin.”

“But we need a way to be able to see for
sure,” Jessie said. “Last time, we couldn’t see
the figure’s face because he or she was too far
away.”

Henry noticed a pair of binoculars guests
used for bird-watching sitting on the desk
beside the window. “We could borrow these,”
he said, picking them up. “Maybe then we
could get a better look at the figure’s face.”

The children took the binoculars up to
their room and set them on the windowsill,
then returned to the library to read. Soon,
Grandfather joined them with his newspaper.
Erin built a fire in the library fireplace, and
the Aldens tried to concentrate on their books.
Even though they appeared relaxed on the
outside, they were impatient for the evening
to pass. They couldn’t wait for it to get dark,
and for bedtime to come, so they could start
watching the meadow behind the castle. They
didn’t want to raise anyone’s suspicions by
going to bed early. If Erin was pretending to
be the banshee, she might stay home if she
thought the children were planning to watch.

Finally all four Alden children had brushed
their teeth and put their pajamas on. Sitting
on the beds in their room, they made a plan.

“Violet and I will take the first shift,”
Jessie said, writing down the schedule on
a piece of paper in her notebook. “I’ll take
notes on anything odd we see. At midnight,
we’ll wake Benny and Henry up to take over
while we sleep.”

Henry nodded. He went over to the door
that opened onto a small balcony on the same
side of the room as the window where they’d
seen the mysterious figure the night before.
“You might be able to get a better look from
out here,” Henry said.

Henry and Benny got into bed, and the
girls stepped out into the night air. On the
balcony, they could hear crickets chirping in
the tall grass and watched an owl dive from a
tree branch to catch a brown mouse.

Violet looked at the side of the castle that
was visible from where they stood. Many of
the hotel’s guest rooms remained unfilled
and the windows were dark. But there were
a few lights on. Violet noticed that one of the
windows lit by a lamp had a butterfly shape
hanging on the pane.

She pointed it out to Jessie. “That’s Erin’s
room,” Violet said.

Jessie nodded. “That’s right—I remember
the butterfly sun catcher.”

“If her light’s on, that probably means she’s
in her room,” Violet said nervously.

Jessie had to agree. “I don’t think she would
leave the light on if she was going out,” Jessie
said. “She probably can’t afford to waste
electricity with all the other expenses she has
running this place.”

“And if she’s in her room,” Violet said, “that
means she can’t be the one pretending to be
a banshee!”

“Well, let’s wait and see,” Jessie said.
“Maybe no one will come out tonight.”

The sky grew darker as Jessie and Violet
watched and waited. To keep from getting
bored, they counted how many stars were in
the sky, and tried to name the many types
of plants they had seen in the walled garden
with Grandfather. The time passed slowly.

Around midnight, Jessie went inside to
wake the boys, and Violet stayed outside with
the binoculars. She was polishing the lenses
with the cuff of her sleeve when she heard
a noise in the meadow, a low wailing sound.
Violet put the binoculars up to her eyes,
her heart pounding. She panned across the
meadow, along the tree line, in the direction
of the noise. And then she saw it! It was the
same figure from the night before, wearing
the same gray hood.

“Jessie,” Violet called in an urgent whisper.
“Hurry!”

Jessie rushed back out onto the balcony and
took the binoculars. She looked through the
eyepiece and moved the dial on top to focus
in on the figure.

Violet’s hand flew up to her mouth, and
she pointed to the window with the butterfly.
“Jessie, Erin’s light is still on in her room.
Oh, this is all so spooky!”

“That figure I see is definitely not Erin,”
Jessie said. “And I don’t think it’s a ghost
either. But…”

Just then the boys came out, rubbing their
eyes and trying to wake up.

“But what?” Benny asked.
Jessie shook her head and lowered the
binoculars in surprise. “I can’t explain it, but
her face looks so familiar somehow!”

“Familiar?” Henry asked, holding out a
hand. “Here, let me have a look.”

But just as he raised the binoculars to his
eyes, the figure disappeared into the woods
once more.
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CHAPTER 6

A Creature in the Forest

The Aldens didn’t fall asleep until almost
one in the morning, so the next day they
slept later than usual. Violet woke up first,
and roused Jessie and her brothers so they’d
have enough time to get dressed and into the
dining room before they missed breakfast.

The promise of more eggs and bacon made
Benny get ready faster than anyone else.
While the others tied their shoes, he looked
out the window.

“The meadow is gone,” Benny said.

“Gone?” asked Henry.

“And the woods too, and the garden,”
Benny said. “It’s all gone.”

Jessie gave Violet a funny look, and they
joined Benny at the window. In a way, the
youngest Alden was right. From where they
stood, they could no longer see anything
that was more than a few feet away from the
window.

“Benny, I can see why you’d think that, but
don’t worry. The meadow is still there. We
just can’t see it because of the fog.” Jessie said.

“It’s the thickest fog I’ve ever seen!” Henry
said.

Benny remembered their lunch on the
pier at Howth when they’d first arrived.
“Now I can see why those ships needed the
lighthouse,” he said. “You can’t see anything
out there.”

“We’d better go,” Jessie said after checking
her watch. “It’s nearly ten o’clock.” The
children hurried down the stairs and into the
main hall. Mrs. Davison stood at the front
desk, and Grandfather and Mr. Davison were
just coming back inside after loading the
Davisons’ luggage in their car. Mrs. Davison
was wearing a large yellow hat and sunglasses.

“Oh, just look at these little darlings,” Mrs.
Davison said to her husband. “Could they be
any cuter?” Jessie tried not to let the comment
bother her. She knew that Mrs. Davison had
good intentions, but some people just didn’t
know how to talk to children.

“Well, kids,” Mr. Davison said. “This is
good-bye.” He shook Grandfather’s hand
and gave the children high fives. “We’re off
to Galway this morning.”

“In a convertible!” Mrs. Davison said.

“I hope you enjoy the rest of your
honeymoon,” said Violet. “May I take your
picture for my scrapbook?”

The couple posed together. “I hope you
find the banshee,” Mrs. Davison said as she
smiled for the picture. “Make sure to keep us
posted!” She wrote down her email address
on a slip of paper and gave it to Jessie, who
stuck it inside the pages of her notebook.

Erin was behind the desk checking out the
Davisons. She gave them a receipt. “Thank
you very much for staying at Duncarraig
Castle. Please be careful driving in this
terrible fog!”

The Davisons went out to the circle drive in
front, where a yellow convertible was parked.
It was so bright they had no trouble seeing it
in the fog.

“The car matches Mrs. Davison’s hat,”
Benny said.

Jessie laughed. “It sure does!” Grandfather
and the children waved to the newlyweds as
they drove away.

Henry glanced in Erin’s direction and
noticed that the bright smile she’d had while
saying good-bye had fallen away, and her
forehead was once again creased with worry.

“Is everything all right, Erin?” Henry
asked.

She looked out the window again and
muttered to herself. “I just hope the road
between here and Dublin is clear.”

“Me too,” Henry said. But after he thought
for a moment about what she had said, he
paused. “Why the road between here and
Dublin? Aren’t the Davisons heading west to
Galway, not toward Dublin?”

“Or maybe you are expecting more
new guests today, arriving from Dublin?”
Grandfather asked.

“Yes,” Erin said, absentmindedly. Then
she looked up from the front desk computer.
“I mean…no! There are no guests arriving
today. Please excuse me.” She rushed
around from behind the desk, accidentally
knocking over a stack of papers. The
children rushed over to help pick them up,
but she waved them away. “Don’t worry,”
she said. “I’ll get them.” Erin gathered all
the papers in her arms and rushed off down
the hallway.

“What was that all about?” Jessie whispered
to Violet and the boys.

They shook their heads, bewildered.
Something was definitely bothering Erin,
but they had no idea what it could be.

Grandfather decided to take a nap after
breakfast, so the children set out to explore
the castle grounds and see if they could learn
any more about the figure Jessie had seen
through the binoculars. Now that they were
sure it wasn’t Erin, they didn’t have any other
guesses for who it could be.

As the day grew warmer, the fog was
starting to lift, but it was still too hard to see
very far in the distance. The Aldens walked
across the broad meadow and entered the
woods on the path that cut between the trees.
Inside the forest, it was much darker than out
in the field. They walked for a few minutes
and came to a fork where the path split in two
directions.

“Maybe we should split up,” Jessie said.

“I don’t know,” Benny said. “What if the
banshee is down one of these paths?”

“He won’t be,” Henry said confidently,
“but I still don’t think we should split up. We
don’t know these woods at all, and we don’t
want anyone to get lost.”

“I agree,” Violet said, taking Benny’s hand.
“Let’s stick together.”

The children chose the path that curved to
the left because it was wider and looked like
it had been used more often than the other
path. They walked for a few minutes in the
quiet, surrounded by green on all sides. The
forest floor was covered with ivy and ferns,
and the boughs above them were thick with
leaves. Moss grew on the tree trunks, so even
they were green.

Just then, they heard a rustling sound off
to the side of the path. The Aldens froze, and
Benny squeezed Violet’s hand. A creature
walked out of the bushes and onto the path
in front of them. It was gray, with shaggy fur
and a long pink tongue.

“Is that a…wolf?” Benny asked in a small
voice.

“It’s a dog!” Jessie whispered. “A big dog.”
From farther down the path came a call.

“Arooo,” the voice said. Violet pulled out her
camera and scrambled to turn it on.

The dog responded with its own call.
“Awooooo,” the dog wailed. It stepped off the
path and bounded through the trees in the
direction of the call before Violet could snap
the photo.

“The wailing we’ve been hearing from our
room—it isn’t coming from a banshee,” she
said. “It’s coming from a ghost dog!”
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CHAPTER 7

The Inscription

As they walked back to the castle, Jessie tried
to convince Violet and Benny that what they
had seen couldn’t possibly be a ghost dog.

“Violet, we know ghosts aren’t real,” Jessie
said, “so that means that ghost dogs aren’t
real either. Anyway, my book on Irish fairy
creatures didn’t even mention something like
that. If only I could find the book, I could
show you!”

It was starting to sprinkle again, and the
children ran the rest of the way up the lane.
Inside they took off their jackets and hung
them on hooks by the front door.

“Maybe we can find another book in the
library that would give us more information
on…whatever that thing was!” Henry said.

Jessie took a deep breath as they entered
the library once more. The room smelled like
old books and furniture polish. “It’s hard to
feel worried in a room like this,” she said. “It’s
the coziest part of the castle.”

“Look,” Violet said, pointing at the old
stone fireplace, where flames crackled on the
logs. “Erin even built a fire.”

Henry stepped closer to the fireplace to
warm his hands. He thought for a moment,
then said, “Isn’t it strange? Erin said there were
no more guests arriving today, but she built
this fire, and this morning I saw her checking
her email over and over. It really does seem
like she is expecting someone. I wonder why
she would want to keep that a secret.”

Jessie nodded. She had been wondering
that too.

The children fanned out across the library
in search of clues. Benny pulled down a book
about Irish dog breeds and started leafing
through it. “Hey!” he said. “I think I found
something!”

He laid the book on the low table between
the two couches and pointed to a picture.
“Doesn’t that look like the ghost dog we saw?”

Jessie peered at the text. “That’s not a ghost
dog,” she said. “It’s just a dog, a breed called
an Irish wolfhound. See, right here it says
they have gray fur and long legs.”

Henry pointed to a paragraph farther
down the page. “And this says the breed is
known for its distinctive howl or wail.”

Violet gave a sigh of relief and opened
another book. “I like real dogs much better
than ghost dogs,” she said. “And now that I
know it was a real dog, I miss Watch!”

Watch, the stray dog the Aldens had found
when they were living in the boxcar, was back
home in Massachusetts with Mrs. McGregor.
They knew he missed them too, but he also
liked having the house to himself, especially
because Mrs. McGregor felt sorry for him
and gave him extra treats when the children
were away.

“I miss Watch too,” said Benny. “He would
loving running in these fields, and he would
love rashers!”

The children laughed as they continued
browsing the shelves. Henry pulled another
book down from a high shelf. “Here’s
something interesting,” he said. “This one
is about Irish superstitions.” He flipped to a
chapter near the back of the book and read
for a moment.

“I think I know why Fergus got so upset
at Benny the day we were unpacking,”
Henry said.

“He didn’t like that I put my shoes on the
table,” Benny said. “He probably thought
they were dirty.”

“It wasn’t the dirt that upset him,” Henry
said. “Putting shoes on a table top is considered
bad luck in Ireland.” Henry skimmed the list
on the page. “And look here—bringing lilacs
inside can also bring bad luck!”

“That explains why he didn’t want us to
bring Erin the bouquet for the front desk,”
Benny said. “I thought he was upset that we
had picked the flowers.”

“What if…” Violet said, thinking. “What
if Fergus isn’t grouchy so much as nervous?
If he is superstitious and worried about bad
luck, and if he heard Erin talking about the
banshee, maybe he is worried something bad
is going to happen.”

“Do you remember when I saw him slipping
something in his pocket in the hallway?”
Benny asked. “Maybe it was some kind of
charm to ward off bad luck, and he didn’t
want anyone to see him using it.”

“There’s definitely more to the story with
Fergus,” said Jessie. She traced her fingers over
the spines of the books on the shelf and noticed
a name she recognized. “McCarron!” she said,
pulling out the book. “This is the same author
as my fairy creatures book that went missing.
In fact, it’s the same book.” She showed it to
Violet. The title, Irish Fairy Creatures, was
printed on the cloth cover in gold letters, but
the book looked much older than Jessie’s copy,
and it didn’t have a dust jacket.

Violet opened to the title page. “There’s an
inscription,” she said. “To my dear friend F.,
who always makes sure I get my writing done.”

[image: image]

Violet handed the book to Henry, and he
and Benny looked too.

“I wonder who F is,” Benny asked. He
handed the book back to Jessie, and she
turned it over to look at the back, then inside
the back cover.

“Well,” Violet said, “if this castle has been
in Erin’s family for a while, her father would
own all these books. And remember—we saw
his picture on the desk. Or at least we think
that’s him in the picture. Maybe his name
starts with an F.”

“Frank? Or…Fred?” Jessie suggested.

“Fergus starts with an F,” Benny said.

“That’s true,” Henry said. “Do you think it
could be Fergus? That would mean he knows
this author.”

Jessie was still looking inside the back of
the book.

“What are you looking for?” Henry asked
her.

“I have an idea,” Jessie said. “But I can’t be
sure. First I need to find my own copy of this
book!” And then she rushed out of the room.



CHAPTER 8

The Famous Face

The other children followed Jessie out into
the hallway. She came to the cupboard at the
end of the hall, then turned back to Benny.

“Is this the cupboard where you saw
Fergus take something out?” she whispered.
She wanted to be sure that no one would
overhear them.

Benny nodded, and Jessie opened the door.
Inside was a box with a picture of a dog on it.

“Treats!” Benny said. “These are the same
kind we have at home for Watch. I never heard
of anyone using treats as a good luck charm.”

Jessie laughed, and put some of the treats
in her pocket. “I think he was using the treats
for something else,” she said. “Come on. I’ll
show you.”

Jessie and the rest of the Aldens ran to the
great hall where they had first entered the
castle. Fresh candles were burning on the
candlesticks, and there was a plate of warm
cookies on the table.

“Another sign that a new guest is coming,”
Violet said, and the other children agreed.

“Maybe Fergus will know where your book
is, Jessie,” Henry suggested.

Jessie nodded. “We just have to find him.”

Just then, Erin entered the room from the
other side, carrying a tray of freshly baked
cookies. She looked excited, as if she were
expecting to greet a new visitor. But when she
saw that it was just the Aldens, her face fell.
She set the cookies on the table by the door.

The children looked at each other.

“Hi, kids,” Erin said glumly. “Help yourself
to some cookies. I don’t think anyone else
will be here to eat them.”

Jessie wanted to ask Erin again if she was
expecting someone today, but something told
her not to bring the question up again. Erin
had acted so strangely when Grandfather
had asked the last time. Instead, she said,
“Erin, we’re looking for Fergus—have you
seen him?”

Erin nodded. “Yes, I just saw him outside.
I think he found your book, Jessie. He was
carrying it with him. Maybe he thought you
kids were playing out in the woods and was
coming to return it.”

“Let’s go before we miss him!” Jessie said,
and ran out the front door. The rest of the
Aldens followed, though Benny stopped to
grab a couple cookies.

“You never know if we might need some
extra energy,” Benny said with a smile.

The Aldens raced across the meadow
behind the castle, the drizzling rain making
the grass slippery. Violet tripped and fell
forward onto her knees.

Henry stopped and touched her elbow.
“Are you okay, Violet?”

She nodded and stood up, brushing off
her jeans. “Just a little muddy. Let’s keep
going.”

Just then they saw Fergus at the edge of
the property where the woods began. He
disappeared into the trees on the same path
the children had taken on their walk that
morning.

Jessie tried calling to him, but Fergus
was too far away to hear her. The children
crossed the meadow and followed him into
the woods.

“Erin thought he was coming to return my
book,” Jessie said, “but then why would he be
taking it into the woods?”

“And why does he have it in the first
place?” Benny said. “You’ve been going crazy
looking for it. Do you think he had it this
whole time?”

“I don’t know,” Jessie said, “but I need to
find out!”

The Aldens entered the woods just in time
to see Fergus reach the fork in the path they
had come to that morning. Earlier, they had
chosen to take the wider path, and that was
where they had seen the wolfhound. But
Fergus walked off down the other path, and
they followed him.

Because the path was so narrow, the children
had to walk single file, one behind the other.
Jessie led the way. The path curved around
some tall, old trees, and over a small bridge
that crossed a brook. Beyond the next stand of
trees, they came into a clearing. In the center
was a small cottage with a thatched roof, and
smoke coming out of the chimney. Fergus
went inside and closed the door behind him.

“Didn’t Erin tell us on our first day here
that Fergus used to live in a cottage in the
woods?” Henry asked.

Jessie nodded. “But I think someone else is
living here now.”

Violet pulled out her camera and snapped a
picture of the cottage.

As the children stood back away from
the house, wondering what to do, the Irish
wolfhound trotted up to greet them.

Violet put out her hand for the dog to sniff
it. He gave her fingers a lick and she giggled.
“Look how gentle you are,” she said to the
dog. “I can’t believe we were afraid of you!”
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Jessie handed some of the treats to Violet
and Benny, then brushed her hands off on
her pants. The kids fed the treats to the dog
and he rolled onto his back so they could pet
his belly.

“Are you going to knock?” Henry said.

Jessie nodded. “I think I know who Fergus
is coming to see.” She walked up to the front
door of the cottage and knocked softly.

After a minute the door swung open and a
silver-haired old woman looked out.

“Hello,” she said.

“Hello, I’m Jessie. And you must be Maeve
Rowe McCarron, the famous author!”

The woman looked surprised. “Yes, I am.
How did you know that?”

Jessie smiled at her siblings, and the other
Aldens understood what she had figured
out. The night before, when they had been
watching for the banshee through the
binoculars, Jessie had said she thought the
figure in the meadow looked familiar, but she
couldn’t say why. Then today when they were
looking at the books in the library, Jessie had
remembered that her copy of the fairy book
had a picture of the author on the dust jacket.
And her face was the same as the one Jessie
had seen through the binoculars. Maeve
Rowe McCarron was the woman they had
seen walking at night, and the wolfhound was
the one making the wailing sound.

“I knew there had to be another explanation,”
Henry said. “Because banshees are
only in stories—they aren’t real!”

Benny nodded, looking relieved to finally
have an answer. Of course, the Aldens still
didn’t know why a famous author would be
walking around in the woods.

Mrs. McCarron smiled. “Jessie, my friend
Fergus brought me your book so I could sign
it for you. Won’t you please come inside and
get warm by the fire?”


CHAPTER 9

The Man in the Picture

The Aldens entered the small cottage and
stood beside the stone fireplace as they waited
for their eyes to adjust to the dim light. Mrs.
McCarron invited them to sit in the chairs
and on the sofa, and offered them tea from
her flowered porcelain pot.

Fergus sat on the far side of the sofa with
his brown hat on his lap. His surprise at
seeing the children turned to embarrassment
when he saw Jessie looking at the book on the
coffee table.

“Welcome,” Fergus said, looking sheepish.
“I know you probably won’t believe this, but I
really am glad you are here.”

“We weren’t trying to sneak up on you,”
Henry said, “I promise.”

Benny nodded. “We tried to call to let
you know we were in the meadow, but you
couldn’t hear us.”

“That’s all right,” Fergus said. “We got
off on the wrong foot. I have been keeping a
secret all the time you’ve been staying at the
castle, and I am afraid it has made me treat
you rudely.”

“This used to be your cottage?” Jessie
asked. She glanced around. A few cardboard
boxes sat in a line along the wall, and a stack
of dishes sat next to the hutch. It looked like
someone was still in the process of moving
in. The walls held framed pictures of a
family that included a man who looked like
Fergus, but younger.

Fergus nodded. “Yes, I lived here a long
time. Raised my daughters here, and after my
wife died, kept on living here by myself.”

Benny noticed a photograph of an Irish
wolfhound on one end table.

“And is that the same dog we saw outside?”
Benny asked. He pointed to the picture.

Fergus smiled. “Yes, that’s Tully. She’s just
like another member of the family to me.”

“We have a dog like that too,” Violet said
softly. “His name is Watch.” Violet had
noticed that when Fergus talked about Tully,
his face softened. She had always believed
that caring about animals brought out the
best in people.

Fergus continued. “But a month ago I
moved up to the castle so Mrs. McCarron
could move in.”

“Because you always help her make sure she
gets her writing done,” Jessie said with a smile.
“Isn’t that right?” She was remembering the
inscription inside the book they had found in
the library.

“Yes, it is,” Fergus said, surprised. “Mrs.
McCarron has always been a good friend to
my family. I read her books to my daughters
when they were small, and we all admire her
very much. She has accomplished so much
with her writing, but now she has become
so famous that people in Dublin won’t leave
her alone.”

“It makes me so happy that readers have
enjoyed my books,” Mrs. McCarron said as
she poured more tea. “But I’ve had an awful
time getting any more of them written. The
newspaper printed the address of my flat, and
people were coming over all the time ringing
my doorbell, and calling me on the phone.
Then I tried working in a coffee shop near
where I live, and in the public library, but
people interrupted me there too. I knew I had
to find another place to work.”

“And around the same time,” Fergus said,
“Erin was needing more help at the castle. I
knew I could move into a room there, and
give Mrs. McCarron some much-needed
peace and quiet to write.”

“But you couldn’t tell Erin about that,
could you?” Henry asked. “She wouldn’t tell
anyone on purpose, of course, but if she let
the information slip, her guests might be
knocking on the cottage door too!”

“Exactly,” Fergus said. “And I couldn’t let
you stumble upon Mrs. McCarron either.
Which is why I was so grouchy anytime you
asked questions or talked about exploring the
grounds. I apologize for that.”

“That’s okay, Fergus,” Benny said. “And I
apologize for putting my shoes on the table!”

Everyone laughed.

“I didn’t make things easy on poor Fergus,”
Mrs. McCarron said, patting his knee. “A
good guest would have stayed home and
worked in the evening, but I am a night owl
and like to get out for fresh air, even though
I was risking being seen.”

“You were seen—by us!” Jessie said. “Only…
we thought you might be a banshee.”

“A banshee!” Mrs. McCarron said. At first
she laughed, but then she turned serious. As
an author of a book on Irish fairy creatures,
she knew more about banshees than anyone
in the room. “Oh, my. I hope you haven’t
been worrying your host at the castle with
talk of a banshee.”

“Because of the bad luck?” Benny asked,
thinking again of his shoes.

“Well, it’s more than just bad luck,” Mrs.
McCarron said. “Banshees are just characters
in myths that help tell the history of our
country. But some people continue to believe
in them. They say that banshees foretell a
death in the family, particularly the death of
someone far away. It can be very upsetting to
think about.”

Violet put her hand to her mouth. “I just
thought of something. Poor Erin—I think
she has been worrying about someone, and
we’ve probably made it worse by telling her
we thought we saw the banshee.”

Henry looked at Violet. “You’re right. The
man in the photograph in the library.”

Fergus nodded. “Probably so. You asked
whether that was Erin’s father, but he’s
actually Erin’s older brother Declan. They
haven’t spoken in five years, since a very
bad argument they had over how to run the
business. They inherited the hotel from their
father, and he put Erin in charge because she
had a degree in business, while Declan had not
finished college. Declan thought that wasn’t
fair because he was the older child. Anyway,
they never could resolve their differences, and
he went away angry and never came back.”

“How sad,” Jessie said. “And Erin has been
doing things that made us wonder whether
she is expecting anyone. Is there any chance
that Declan could be coming to the castle?”

Fergus thought for a moment, then shook
his head. “He has been gone for such a long
time. I doubt that he would turn up now. But
maybe Erin finally realizes how much she
misses him.”

“And maybe all this banshee talk has poor
Erin worried,” Mrs. McCarron said. “We
should go up to the castle now and explain
that the ‘banshee’ is just Fergus’s friend—an
old woman who likes to take walks at night!”

“I agree,” Fergus said, standing up. “Erin
deserves to have the whole story.”

So the Aldens, Fergus, and Mrs. McCarron
set out back down the path to the castle.
Tully trotted alongside them, occasionally
darting off into the brush to chase a rabbit
or chipmunk.

“Tully knows it’s almost suppertime,”
Fergus laughed. “If I don’t feed her some
dog food soon, she might make a dinner out
of a rabbit!”

The group picked up its pace. As they
approached the castle, they saw a car parked
at the far end of the lane, near the road
where the Aldens had picked the lilacs the
day before. It wasn’t the Davisons’ yellow
convertible, and it wasn’t Erin’s van either.

“Well, now I have seen it all,” Fergus said
under his breath. “I think that’s Declan’s car!”

A man with red hair a few shades darker
than Erin’s got out of the car and started
walking up the lane.

“That’s definitely him!” Fergus said.

When Declan got closer to the castle, he
stopped and put his hands in his pockets. He
seemed to be considering something. Then he
shook his head and abruptly turned around,
stalking back to his car.

“He’s not going inside!” Benny said. “He’s
too scared that Erin won’t forgive him!”

Fergus put his hands up to his mouth and
shouted, “Declan!” But the wind was blowing
in the wrong direction and Declan couldn’t
hear him.

Violet broke into a run. “Come on! We
have to keep him from leaving!”
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CHAPTER 10

Forgiveness

The children ran toward Declan’s car just as
he was opening the driver’s side door to get
back inside. Tully ran with them, howling.

“Declan!” Violet called. “Wait!”

He paused and stood back up, closing the
door. Tully approached Declan and nuzzled
his hands with her nose. “Tully!” Declan said,
rubbing her ears. “It has been a long time, girl.”

“We’re the Aldens,” Benny said.

Henry explained. “We’re staying at the
hotel, and we know your sister.”

Declan winced. He sighed as if he were
thinking hard. “Funny you should mention
Erin,” he said. “That’s who I was coming
to see. But now I’m not sure it was such a
good idea.”

Fergus and Mrs. McCarron caught up with
the group. Fergus was a little out of breath.
“Declan,” he said, panting. “It’s so good to
see you.”

“Fergus!” Declan stepped over to his friend
and gave him a long hug. “I wondered if you
would still be here.”

“Your sister never stopped thinking about
you, never stopped hoping you would come
back,” Fergus said.

“Do you really think so?” Declan asked.
“I had a feeling lately that I should try to
apologize, but I never could seem to get myself
to pick up the phone. Then, this morning, I
just got in the car and started driving. But
now that I’m here I feel a little silly.”

“Don’t feel silly,” Violet insisted. “Erin will
be so glad you are here!”

As if to prove that Violet was right, at that
moment Erin came running out the front
door of the castle, waving her arms. “Declan!”
she yelled.

When she reached her brother, she gave
him a big hug. “I can’t believe it’s really you.
I’ve been so worried.”

“Worried? Why?” Declan asked.

“Because these children saw a banshee the
other night, and I knew it could mean that
something bad was going to happen to you.”

“Erin, there’s something we need to tell
you,” Jessie said. “And someone you should
meet. This is Maeve Rowe McCarron.”

Mrs. McCarron stepped forward and shook
Erin’s hand. “Very pleased to meet you, dear.”

Erin’s eyes went wide. “Mrs. McCarron,
the author? What in the world are you doing
here?”

“Fergus is an old friend. He’s been letting
me stay in his cottage so that I could work
without being disturbed.”

“Oh, how wonderful!” Erin said. “We are
so lucky to have you. But I promise to keep all
this a secret. You will be our most important,
most invisible guest!”

“Mrs. McCarron takes walks late at night,”
Benny said. “And Tully wails and howls
sometimes.”

Jessie put her hand on Erin’s arm. “What
Benny means is that what we thought was
a banshee was really just Mrs. McCarron.
There was no banshee, Erin. And no bad luck
for Declan.”

Erin winced. “I guess I did let myself get
carried away believing in that superstition.
Well, that is great news for Declan and for
me, but maybe bad news for the hotel. I think
haunted castles get more reservations!”

Mrs. McCarron smiled. “Well, perhaps it
wouldn’t hurt to let them go on thinking you
have a banshee. Tully does have a convincing
wail!”

The group walked up the lane and went
inside the castle.

In the front hall, Declan gazed around in
wonder. “I don’t think those theatrics will
be necessary, Erin. The hotel looks more
beautiful than ever, and you are doing a
wonderful job running it. Much better than I
ever could have done. Dad was right to leave
the business to you.”

“Well,” Erin said, “there’s always a job here
if you want one. I think we would make a
pretty great team.”

“I will think about it, sis,” Declan said.

Grandfather came down the stairs and the
children filled him in on all that they had
discovered. Then they introduced him to
Mrs. McCarron, and Violet scrolled through
the pictures she had taken to show him the
one of Fergus’s cottage.

“You have four kind and very bright
grandchildren here,” Mrs. McCarron said to
Grandfather.

He nodded proudly. “I don’t think they’ve
ever met a mystery they couldn’t solve.”

“I’d say this calls for a celebration dinner,”
Erin said. “And I have an idea for the perfect
food. But I gave the chef the night off, so I’m
going to need your help.”

Benny furrowed his brow. “More black
pudding?” he asked nervously.

Erin shook her head. “No—how about
pizza? Irish people love pizza.”

“I love pizza too!” Benny said, and everyone
laughed.

“I think everyone loves pizza,” Declan said.
“And we’ll help you make it.”

The Aldens and Declan went into the
kitchen and helped Erin mix up dough
and roll it out. Violet spread on the tomato
sauce and Benny sprinkled on the cheese,
then Declan slid the pizzas into the oven.
In the dining room, Mrs. McCarron and
Fergus set the table, and then Fergus went
upstairs to invite the other guests to join in
the celebration.

Once the hot pizzas were sliced and placed
in the middle of the table, everyone gathered
together.

Erin raised her glass. “Thank you all for
being here. First, I want to welcome home
my dear brother Declan!”

Everyone cheered. Fergus clapped Declan
on the back and shook his hand. Tully barked
with excitement.

“And I would like to thank Henry, Jessie,
Violet, and Benny. Your investigation brought
us back together again, and proved that the
only real bad omen in life is letting anger
keep you away from the people you love.”

“To forgiveness,” Declan said, and raised
his glass. “And to the Aldens!”

“Here, here,” said Fergus, then set down
his glass and pulled a large book called Irish
Traditions from a drawer on the buffet table.
“Perhaps Mrs. McCarron can give a blessing
before the meal.”

With the book resting in her arms Mrs.
McCarron called the Aldens over to the head
of the table. “I know you children can help
me choose just the one,” she said. Violet and
Jessie stood on one side of her, and Henry and
Benny on the other. Jessie scanned the page
with her finger and pointed to a blessing she
thought captured the spirit of Ireland. Mrs.
McCarron grinned and nodded, then took a
deep breath and read aloud to all the friends
gathered in the dining room.

“May brooks and trees and singing hills join in
the chorus too, and every gentle wind that blows
send happiness to you.”

“And now, let’s eat!” Erin said.

Everyone dug into their food and shared
stories of the trip. Violet showed her pictures
to Mrs. McCarron, and the author told the
children more about the history of the places
they had visited.
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When the meal was finished, Fergus took a
fiddle from a cabinet and Declan brought out
a special drum called a bodhrán. Together
they played a joyful dance song, and Erin and
Mrs. McCarron sang lyrics in Irish.

“I think this is my favorite trip yet!” Benny
said when the song ended.

“I liked the gardens best,” Violet said.

“I liked the library,” said Henry.

“Solving the mystery was my favorite part,”
Jessie said. “And meeting Tully.” She rubbed
the wolfhound’s ears. “Maybe we can come
back next year,” she said to Grandfather.

Erin smiled. “The Aldens are welcome at
Duncarraig Castle anytime!”


About Ireland

Ireland is one of the British Isles, located
off the continent of Europe. It consists of
Northern Ireland, a region to the northeast
that’s part of the United Kingdom, and
the Republic of Ireland, the country that
occupies most of the island. When the
Aldens visit the Republic of Ireland they fly
into Dublin, the capital and largest city.
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Quick Facts

• Population: 6,378,000 people (entire island)

• Size: 32,595 square miles (entire island)

• Currency: Euro
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The first official language of Ireland is
Irish, sometimes known as Irish Gaelic.
However, English is the most commonly
spoken language.


More about Ireland

Irish authors have written some of the most
famous stories in the world, including Dracula
by Bram Stoker, Gulliver’s Travels by Jonathan
Swift, and Artemis Fowl by Eoin Colfer.

Ireland is full of ancient places. The town of
Ballyshannon has signs of Neolithic settlements
that go back to 4000 BCE! Other
towns, such as Waterford, were founded by
Vikings in the 10th Century.


There are some very long place names in
Ireland! Can you say Knockavanniamountain?
What about Crockballaghnagrooma or
Muckanaghederdauhaulia? These names are
written as multiple words in the Irish
language, but their English versions appear
as single long words.
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You may have heard the old
legend that Saint Patrick
drove the snakes out of
Ireland. The truth, however,
is that snakes aren’t native to
Ireland—you won’t find them in the wild!
Some large islands, including New Zealand,
Iceland, and Greenland, have colder climates
and isolated geography like Ireland that have
kept snakes from establishing populations
in those places.


Food in Ireland

Potatoes have been an important food to
Ireland since the 1500s. One favorite dish,
called champ, is mashed potatoes with butter,
milk, and scallions.

Irish stew, considered the national dish, is
usually made with potatoes, carrots, onions,
and meat such as lamb or beef.

Wheaten bread is a kind of soda bread made
with whole wheat in Ireland.
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What about corned beef and cabbage?
Even though it’s commonly eaten on
Saint Patrick’s Day in the United States,
it’s an Irish-American meal.

Saint Patrick’s Day

Saint Patrick’s Day, March 17, has been
observed since the 17th century in Europe.
Originally it was a religious feast day to
commemorate the patron saint of Ireland.

In the United States, Canada, and other
countries, Saint Patrick’s Day has become a
celebration of Irish heritage and culture.

Saint Patrick’s Day is even celebrated on the
International Space Station!

In Ireland, the day is observed
more quietly than in other places
around the world, though larger
cities like Dublin hold parades.
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About the Author
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The Boxcar Children Mysteries

THE BOXCAR CHILDREN

SURPRISE ISLAND

THE YELLOW HOUSE MYSTERY

MYSTERY RANCH

MIKE’S MYSTERY

BLUE BAY MYSTERY

THE WOODSHED MYSTERY

THE LIGHTHOUSE MYSTERY

MOUNTAIN TOP MYSTERY

SCHOOLHOUSE MYSTERY

CABOOSE MYSTERY

HOUSEBOAT MYSTERY

SNOWBOUND MYSTERY

TREE HOUSE MYSTERY

BICYCLE MYSTERY

MYSTERY IN THE SAND

MYSTERY BEHIND THE WALL

BUS STATION MYSTERY

BENNY UNCOVERS A MYSTERY

THE HAUNTED CABIN MYSTERY

THE DESERTED LIBRARY MYSTERY

THE ANIMAL SHELTER MYSTERY

THE OLD MOTEL MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE HIDDEN PAINTING

THE AMUSEMENT PARK MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE MIXED-UP ZOO

THE CAMP-OUT MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY GIRL

THE MYSTERY CRUISE

THE DISAPPEARING FRIEND MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE SINGING GHOST

MYSTERY IN THE SNOW

THE PIZZA MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY HORSE

THE MYSTERY AT THE DOG SHOW

THE CASTLE MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE LOST VILLAGE

THE MYSTERY ON THE ICE

THE MYSTERY OF THE PURPLE POOL

THE GHOST SHIP MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY IN WASHINGTON, DC

THE CANOE TRIP MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE HIDDEN BEACH

THE MYSTERY OF THE MISSING CAT

THE MYSTERY AT SNOWFLAKE INN

THE MYSTERY ON STAGE

THE DINOSAUR MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE STOLEN MUSIC

THE MYSTERY AT THE BALL PARK

THE CHOCOLATE SUNDAE MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE HOT AIR BALLOON

THE MYSTERY BOOKSTORE

THE PILGRIM VILLAGE MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE STOLEN BOXCAR

THE MYSTERY IN THE CAVE

THE MYSTERY ON THE TRAIN

THE MYSTERY AT THE FAIR

THE MYSTERY OF THE LOST MINE

THE GUIDE DOG MYSTERY

THE HURRICANE MYSTERY

THE PET SHOP MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE SECRET MESSAGE

THE FIREHOUSE MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY IN SAN FRANCISCO

THE NIAGARA FALLS MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY AT THE ALAMO

THE OUTER SPACE MYSTERY

THE SOCCER MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY IN THE OLD ATTIC

THE GROWLING BEAR MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE LAKE MONSTER

THE MYSTERY AT PEACOCK HALL

THE WINDY CITY MYSTERY

THE BLACK PEARL MYSTERY

THE CEREAL BOX MYSTERY

THE PANTHER MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE QUEEN’S JEWELS

THE STOLEN SWORD MYSTERY

THE BASKETBALL MYSTERY

THE MOVIE STAR MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE PIRATE’S MAP

THE GHOST TOWN MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE BLACK RAVEN

THE MYSTERY IN THE MALL

THE MYSTERY IN NEW YORK

THE GYMNASTICS MYSTERY

THE POISON FROG MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE EMPTY SAFE

THE HOME RUN MYSTERY

THE GREAT BICYCLE RACE MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE WILD PONIES

THE MYSTERY IN THE COMPUTER GAME

THE MYSTERY AT THE CROOKED HOUSE

THE HOCKEY MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE MIDNIGHT DOG

THE MYSTERY OF THE SCREECH OWL

THE SUMMER CAMP MYSTERY

THE COPYCAT MYSTERY

THE HAUNTED CLOCK TOWER MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE TIGER’S EYE

THE DISAPPEARING STAIRCASE MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY ON BLIZZARD MOUNTAIN

THE MYSTERY OF THE SPIDER’S CLUE

THE CANDY FACTORY MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE MUMMY’S CURSE

THE MYSTERY OF THE STAR RUBY

THE STUFFED BEAR MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF ALLIGATOR SWAMP

THE MYSTERY AT SKELETON POINT

THE TATTLETALE MYSTERY

THE COMIC BOOK MYSTERY

THE GREAT SHARK MYSTERY

THE ICE CREAM MYSTERY

THE MIDNIGHT MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY IN THE FORTUNE COOKIE

THE BLACK WIDOW SPIDER MYSTERY

THE RADIO MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE RUNAWAY GHOST

THE FINDERS KEEPERS MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE HAUNTED BOXCAR

THE CLUE IN THE CORN MAZE

THE GHOST OF THE CHATTERING BONES

THE SWORD OF THE SILVER KNIGHT

THE GAME STORE MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE ORPHAN TRAIN

THE VANISHING PASSENGER

THE GIANT YO-YO MYSTERY

THE CREATURE IN OGOPOGO LAKE

THE ROCK ’N’ ROLL MYSTERY

THE SECRET OF THE MASK

THE SEATTLE PUZZLE

THE GHOST IN THE FIRST ROW

THE BOX THAT WATCH FOUND

A HORSE NAMED DRAGON

THE GREAT DETECTIVE RACE

THE GHOST AT THE DRIVE-IN MOVIE

THE MYSTERY OF THE TRAVELING TOMATOES

THE SPY GAME

THE DOG-GONE MYSTERY

THE VAMPIRE MYSTERY

SUPERSTAR WATCH

THE SPY IN THE BLEACHERS

THE AMAZING MYSTERY SHOW

THE CLUE IN THE RECYCLING BIN

MONKEY TROUBLE

THE ZOMBIE PROJECT

THE GREAT TURKEY HEIST

THE GARDEN THIEF

THE BOARDWALK MYSTERY

THE MYSTERY OF THE FALLEN TREASURE

THE RETURN OF THE GRAVEYARD GHOST

THE MYSTERY OF THE STOLEN SNOWBOARD

THE MYSTERY OF THE WILD WEST BANDIT

THE MYSTERY OF THE GRINNING GARGOYLE

THE MYSTERY OF THE SOCCER SNITCH

THE MYSTERY OF THE MISSING POP IDOL

THE MYSTERY OF THE STOLEN DINOSAUR BONES


All rights reserved, including without limitation the right to reproduce this ebook or any portion thereof in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2016 by Albert Whitman & Company

Interior illustrations by Anthony VanArsdale

Illustrations in “About Ireland” © Shutterstock.com

978-1-5040-3159-2

Albert Whitman & Company

250 South Northwest Highway, Suite 320

Park Ridge, Illinois 60068

www.albertwhitman.com

[image: logo]

Distributed by Open Road Integrated Media, Inc.

345 Hudson Street

New York, NY 10014

www.openroadmedia.com

[image: colophon]




	THE BOXCAR CHILDREN
MYSTERIES

	FROM ALBERT WHITMAN & COMPANY
FROM OPEN ROAD MEDIA

	[image: ad] [image: ad] [image: ad] [image: ad] [image: ad]
[image: ad] [image: ad] [image: ad] [image: ad] [image: ad]

	Available wherever ebooks are sold

	[image: logo]

	[image: logo]





[image: AW]


	
		Since 1919, independent publisher Albert Whitman & Company has created some of the world’s most loved children’s books. Best known for the classic Boxcar Children® Mysteries series, its highly praised picture books, novels, and nonfiction titles succeed in delighting and reaching out to children and teens of all backgrounds and experiences. Albert Whitman’s special-interest titles address subjects such as disease, bullying, and disabilities. All Albert Whitman books treat their readers in a caring and respectful manner, helping them to grow intellectually and emotionally.

	

	FIND OUT MORE AT

	WWW.ALBERTWHITMAN.COM

	FOLLOW US:

	@AlbertWhitman and Facebook.com/AlbertWhitmanCompany

	Albert Whitman & Company is one of a select group of

	publishing partners of Open Road Integrated Media, Inc.






	[image: logo2]

	Open Road Integrated Media is a digital publisher and multimedia content company. Open Road creates connections between authors and their audiences by marketing its ebooks through a new proprietary online platform, which uses premium video content and social media.

	
		Videos, Archival Documents, and New Releases

		Sign up for the Open Road Media newsletter and get news delivered straight to your inbox.

		Sign up now at

		www.openroadmedia.com/newsletters

	

	FIND OUT MORE AT

	WWW.OPENROADMEDIA.COM

	FOLLOW US:

	@openroadmedia and

	Facebook.com/OpenRoadMedia



OEBPS/3.jpg





OEBPS/ShutterstockClover.jpg





OEBPS/10.jpg





OEBPS/4.jpg





OEBPS/1.jpg





OEBPS/logo2.jpg
OPEN(IDROAD

INTEGRATED MEDIA





OEBPS/logo.jpg
OPEN(I)ROAD





OEBPS/9_fmt.png





OEBPS/colophon.jpg
@





OEBPS/aw.jpg
ALBERT WHITMAN & COMPANY
Publishing children’s books since 1919





OEBPS/2.jpg





OEBPS/cover.jpg
<WE C AR ez ]
%lDREN e

v/ 0 =
.' THE; LEGEND OF THE
| éIR”ISH CASTLE





OEBPS/7_fmt.png





OEBPS/8_fmt.png





OEBPS/ShutterstockPotoGold.jpg





OEBPS/8.jpg





OEBPS/ShutterstockCoins.jpg





OEBPS/aw_logo.jpg





OEBPS/IrelandMap.jpg





OEBPS/5_fmt.png





OEBPS/6_fmt.png





OEBPS/9.jpg





OEBPS/4_fmt.png





OEBPS/7.jpg





OEBPS/ShutterstockHarp.jpg





OEBPS/2_fmt.png





OEBPS/10_fmt.png





OEBPS/1_fmt.png





OEBPS/6.jpg





OEBPS/3_fmt.png





OEBPS/5.jpg





OEBPS/ShutterstockHat.jpg





