
The simple cottage didn’t possess the ominous appearance  
Joe Foley had expected as he surveyed the property  
from across the street. Joe always thought that a lakefront 

cottage on the shores of  Lake Ossipee, New Hampshire, would 
be out of  reach financially, and couldn’t believe his good fortune 
as he eyed the prime real estate. When a friend who worked with 
Joe at the “Good Gulf ” Oil Company in Boston approached him 
with news of  the unbelievable deal he could get on a cottage just 
140 miles north of  Boston, Joe jumped at the chance. Joe always 
enjoyed a bargain, and the property was actually in fairly good 
shape. His friend was very candid in explaining why this cottage 
was such a buy, when similar lakefront cottages in 1955 were being 
appraised for far more than an asking price of  $2,300. But the 
fact that some poor woman was murdered in the cottage at the 
turn of  the century was of   little interest to Joe. A bargain held far 
more weight for Joe than a memory, whether pleasant or horrific. 

“Spare me the details,” Joe was heard to say, and the papers 
were passed within the week.

Although Joe knew of  the history of  the cottage, he felt that 
it was nobody’s business but his own, and this was especially 
true when it came to making any revelations to his new and 
somewhat skittish wife, Anna. What Joe didn’t count on was the 
fact that the rest of  the local folk in Ossipee knew all about the 
history of  the cottage, and didn’t mind sharing their knowledge 
with others. This became evident when Anna walked into the 
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  “Do you know anything about this?” Anna shrieked. Anna was 
known for her shrill voice, and now, being fairly agitated, Anna’s 
voice was as piercing as a siren. 

“We ought to be running along,” Joe said quietly, to nobody 
in particular, totally ignoring his wife’s outburst. Joe had already 
guessed the topic of  conversation that had just taken place, and felt 
it better to avoid a heated argument. He didn’t wish for his personal 
matters to become the latest subject of  gossip in this small town. 

“Are these bags ours?” Joe asked the clerk. The clerk nodded 
and turned to the next customer in line, anticipating an alterca-
tion and glad he wasn’t standing in Joe’s shoes.

Joe struggled to lift the heavy sacks of  groceries, for Joe was 
a somewhat tall, but slender man, whose muscles had long since 
given way to his sedentary lifestyle. Joe’s tank top shirt and chino 
pants drooped down around his aging body—a sharp contrast to 
his wife’s rotund physique.

“Is it true?” Anna asked, furious now for his deception. “How 
could you buy the place and not tell me?!”

“I’ll explain on the way home,” Joe said calmly as he walked 
out of  the store, leaving Anna to storm out after him.

Although Anna was too hysterical to have listened to answers 
that might have been forthcoming to her questions, it didn’t mat-
ter. Joe knew nothing more about the background of  the cottage 
than Anna had just found out. And neither Joe, nor Anna, were 
educated in the art of  research. After all, ignorance, especially 
in this situation, really was bliss. The couple decided they would 
never stay at the cottage alone, especially at night.

This was not a hard pact to carry out, because their extended 
family was so large. Anna and Joe’s marriage had occurred in 
mid-life—a second marriage for both of  them. Joe’s first wife, 
who also happened to have been Anna’s only sister, had been 
dead for years. Anna’s first husband had deserted her years 
ago, leaving her with four children to raise by herself. Anna’s 
four children, plus Joe’s four children, all grown, added up to 
eight families, some with children of  their own, to come to Os-
sipee and enjoy the beautiful lakeside cottage with them. Joe 
and Anna really never were alone, and the cottage served the 
whole extended family well. Nobody in the family, save Anna 
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general store in Ossipee, to pick up a few odds and ends she 
had forgotten to pack from Dorchester that morning. 

In 1955, Dorchester was a nice but modest neighborhood on 
the south side of  Boston. From a Dorchester perspective, only 
the rich had country cottages to escape the sweltering, summer 
heat of  the city. Thus, when short and stout Anna traipsed into 
Ossipee’s general store dressed in her bright shift, she had the air 
of  someone of  status, of  grandeur, and of  regality. When she as-
sembled her items to be purchased on the checkout counter, the 
clerk noted she was strange to the community. The conversation 
that ensued went something like this:

“You’re new around these parts, aren’t you?” 
“Ya, I’m from Dorchester. My husband bought a cot-

tage just around the corner from here on Pine Shore Road,”  
Anna replied.

“Not number 60?!” interjected a customer who couldn’t con-
tain her curiosity while eavesdropping on the conversation.

Anna turned to face the woman. “That’s the one,” said 
Anna, with a note of  apprehension in her voice. She couldn’t 
imagine why this woman, who was a total stranger to her, should  
sound so alarmed.

The clerk quietly snickered while the customer revealed to 
Anna the nature of  her husband’s recent purchase. “I can’t 
believe anyone would be interested in buying that place where 
such a dastardly thing happened. We heard that someone from 
down Boston way bought the old cottage. Guess the only people 
they could sell that place to were outsiders. No one around here 
would take the gift of  it.”

“What are you talking about?” Anna questioned, genuinely 
concerned by the woman’s remarks, unable to imagine what 
she could possibly mean.

“Murder, that’s what I’m talking about. Some poor, mousy 
woman from down your way in Boston was murdered in that 
cottage. Surely, you must have known!” the woman declared 
quite unsympathetically.

Anna gasped, and turned to Joe, who had just entered the 
store. She studied Joe’s face for a sign that the woman was mis-
taken. Anna found no comfort in Joe’s expressionless features.  
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she enjoyed had left, it was quite normal to feel a little let down. 
But this seemed much stronger than a simple let down.

Steve walked into the cottage armed with an old radio and 
a .22 rifle, feeling he was ready for anything the wilds of  New 
Hampshire had to offer. The oversized cast iron stove in the 
kitchen would have kept the cottage nice and warm on a typical 
cool August night in Ossipee. However, this was not a typical 
night. The Ossipee area had been experiencing a balmy August, 
and despite its mountainous setting, the air temperature remained 
warm and comfortable throughout the summer evenings. Thus, 
the wood that was neatly stored at the side of  the stove was not 
regarded as a necessity for the week’s stay.

Perhaps Steve and Thelma’s initial feelings of  discomfort resulted 
from their chance meeting of  an old man who came staggering down 
the road just about sunset. As he made his way down the path, a 
swarm of  flies encircled his head, attracted by the stench of  a body 
that hadn’t been bathed for weeks. The patches of  dirt on his leath-
ery face were somewhat hidden by the stubble of  his beard. They 
waved as they watched him head down the dirt road and into the 
woods, where he was apparently spending the night. They turned 
and headed inside, Steve eyeing his rifle that was propped against 
the kitchen wall. Feeling the bullets he had thrown in his pocket that 
morning, having given little serious consideration to actually using 
them, Steve now wondered if  he should load his weapon.

Perhaps these feelings were partly a product of  the musty 
stench that intruded upon the fresh, pine scented air. The field-
stone floor in the cellar would become saturated with water from 
the lake, especially in the spring, when the water level in the base-
ment would rise to two or three feet. The cellar was never totally 
dry, and the presence of  mold and mildew seemed unavoidable. 
The dirt road that led to the cottage was often rendered impassable 
in the spring by the rising water that fed Lake Ossipee. Even with 
all of  the windows opened wide, the musty smell didn’t fully vanish.

Perhaps their discomfort was magnified by the fact that each 
room in the cottage was darkened by the tall pine trees surround-
ing the house. The shadeless, curtainless windows left one feeling 
exposed to the outer darkness when interior lights were on in the 
evening. The only finished room in the cottage was the kitchen, 
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and Joe, knew of  the cottage’s history, since Joe had convinced 
Anna that no good would come from others knowing the story 
about a murder that happened at least forty years ago.

During the summer of  1956, Anna’s eldest son, Steve, and 
his wife, Thelma, spent an occasional Saturday afternoon at the 
Ossipee cottage with their two children, Ron and Jan, aged three 
years and fifteen months, respectively. Steve was a good-looking 
man with chestnut hair and sky blue eyes. Although he wasn’t 
overly tall, his body was toned from a full summer’s swimming. 
Thelma’s dark brown hair and eyes and her slight size and figure 
were a perfect complement to Steve’s build. They made a striking 
couple. When August approached and Steve mentioned he would 
be reserving his regular cottage at Deer Cove on Lake Ossipee for 
one week in the month, Joe and Anna insisted that their cottage 
would be vacant during the week. They maintained that it would 
be silly for Steve to stay anywhere else. After many objections, 
Steve found it was easier to accept their hospitality, even though 
he enjoyed the Deer Cove area more. 

And so it was decided. Steve and Thelma arrived on a Sat-
urday morning, unpacked their groceries, and joined many of  
Steve’s brothers and sisters, as well as stepbrothers and stepsis-
ters, for a day of  fun. This day was spent the way many families 
would spend their time at a lakeside cottage. Children kept busy 
making mud pies on the dock, swimming, and catching sunfish, 
while many of  the adults accompanied Steve for a spin in his 
boat. The barbecue was immense, with chicken, hamburgers, 
hot dogs, potato salad, and corn on the cob. Nobody went away 
hungry. When dusk approached, one by one, each family headed 
for home. Joe and Anna were the last to leave. Joe wanted to 
show Steve how to turn the water off  at the old fieldstone foun-
dation and how to secure the cottage until their next visit. As 
the last few families left, Thelma had a sinking feeling in the pit 
of  her stomach. There was an unmistakably cold, damp feeling 
in the old cottage that she hadn’t noticed before. She tried to 
shake these feelings of  discomfort, understanding that she was 
probably just a little lonely. She reasoned the feeling away by 
acknowledging that many people feel lonely after enjoying a 
fun afternoon. When the festivities had ended, and the people 
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usual choice of  activities on those rare occasions when he found 
himself  alone with his wife, with both children fast asleep. But 
Thelma was relieved, because she still hadn’t lost her sense of  
uneasiness in the old cottage. 

Thelma hunted for a piece of  paper and a pencil, while Steve 
tried to locate a deck of  cards. They hadn’t bothered to bring 
a deck from home, since they knew that Joe and Anna were 
avid Whist players, and usually had several decks from which 
to choose. Joe and Anna would always partner up, and when 
the score wasn’t going their way, Anna would throw the cards 
down on the table and insist upon playing with a new deck. 
Steve finally found a spare deck in a kitchen drawer.

“There’s no paper in this G.D. kitchen!” Thelma cried, with 
an unusual strain in her voice.

“Well, look in one of  the other rooms. There’s got to be a pad 
of  paper somewhere around here. How else would Joe and Mom 
keep a record of  all their winning scores!” Steve was used to being 
beaten by Joe and Anna on a regular basis.

Thelma rushed over to her pocketbook and pulled out an old 
electric bill envelope and a pen and slapped it on the table. 

“This will have to do,” she said, sitting down at the table. 
Steve began to deal the cards. Thelma picked up each card 

in turn and placed it in the proper position in her hand. Then 
she paused for a moment to listen and said, “Are you sure all 
of  the windows are locked?”

Steve welcomed this comment as a chance to check once 
again himself. A chill had settled into the room, and he won-
dered if  he had missed a window. Steve made the rounds once 
more without any protest. As he opened the front door to check 
the lock from the outside to be sure it was working properly, a 
warm breeze blew past him into the cottage. Stepping outside, 
Steve felt a mild, comfortable breeze gently blowing off  the wa-
ter, and his anxiety was almost instantaneously whisked away. 
Feeling better, Steve closed the door and locked it, noticing the 
chill within the cottage once more. Although Steve felt far safer 
outside the cottage, he thought this would never make sense 
to Thelma, and returned to the kitchen without mentioning  
his strange discovery.
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which was paneled with boards of  knotty pine. The rest of  the 
rooms contained exposed studding, with no insulation in the 
walls. The breezes outside were often felt inside, as they filtered 
through the cracks in the siding. The lack of  sheet rock or paint, 
combined with the occasional appearance of  a cobweb or two, 
added to the character of  the cottage.

Perhaps it was the fact that Thelma and Steve were accustomed 
to living in the city and suburbs, and the quiet of  the place was so 
unlike the environment they were accustomed to, that it seemed 
strange to only hear the lonely cries of  the loons on the lake, the 
chirping of  the crickets, and the croaking of  bullfrogs. Stale air 
filled with the faint scent of  exhaust had become second nature 
to them, and the sounds of  traffic and neighborhood children 
playing in the streets had created a sense of  hominess. This quiet 
wilderness was a new experience, one that was enjoyed while 
friends and family were around, but was replaced with a sense 
of  melancholy in their absence. Whatever the reason, as they 
walked through the front door of  the cottage that night, they felt 
an uncontrollable chill take over their bodies.

Steve and Thelma looked at their son, asleep on the couch 
in the living room.

“All this fresh, clean Ossipee air has done our son in!” said 
Steve, trying to ignore his feelings of  apprehension.

“Ron didn’t stop all day, and I’ve never seen him eat so 
much,” Thelma stated in a matter-of-fact manner, clearly in-
dicating her mind was elsewhere.

Steve walked over to Ron and slid his arms underneath him, 
lifting his limp body, and carrying him into one of  the spare bed-
rooms. It was nearly pitch black outside now, and Steve made the 
rounds of  the cottage, closing and locking each window, despite 
the warmth of  the summer evening. As he entered the master 
bedroom, Steve peaked into the crib where Jan was sleeping, then 
quietly tiptoed out of  the room.

“The house is all secure, windows and doors are locked, and 
children asleep,” Steve called to Thelma, as he passed through 
the kitchen threshold. 

Steve put his arms around Thelma, and whispered in her 
ear, “Are you up for some gin rummy?” This was hardly Steve’s 
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son as she shot a questioning expression Steve’s way in search of  
an explanation. Steve had none to offer. 

“Maybe we should all sleep together tonight,” Steve  
said quietly.

“Let’s leave,” Thelma’s eyes pleaded with Steve’s, as they 
suddenly welled up with tears.

“We can’t leave now,” said Steve, after entertaining the idea 
for a moment. “The boat is in the lake and it’s too dark for me to 
drag it onto the trailer to take it home. And the water has to be 
turned off  outside at the foundation. I wouldn’t feel right about 
leaving the place without securing it properly. It just wouldn’t be 
right. We’ll all go to bed right now, together. We’ll put the kids in 
bed between us, and as soon as day breaks we’ll leave, I swear.”

Thelma sighed and walked back into the kitchen to clean up 
the table, carrying Ron in her arms, trying to settle him down. 
As she placed the cards in one of  the kitchen drawers, Thelma 
felt a disquieting apprehension grow with the prospect of  stay-
ing in the cottage for the rest of  the night. When Steve walked 
into the kitchen after checking on the baby, Thelma confronted 
him once more about remaining in the cottage.

“Let’s sleep in the car. It’s a station wagon. There’s room 
enough,” Thelma pleaded, trying to remain as rational as she could.

But Steve remembered the vagrant in the woods, and didn’t 
feel he could guarantee his family’s safety under those conditions.

“We really have to stay the night. We’ll leave the windows open. 
That awful chill doesn’t seem to stay in the rooms where the windows 
are open, don’t you think?” Steve glanced at Thelma for what he 
hoped would be a reassuring nod, but Thelma just turned her eyes 
from him and walked to the bedroom, still holding Ron in her arms. 
She laid her son down on the bed, covering him with a sheet and 
crawled into bed next to him, fully clothed. The crib holding the 
baby was between the bed and the wall, and Jan was still sleeping. 
Steve opened the window and laid down on the edge of  the small, 
double mattress beside Thelma. Soon the room filled with a fresh 
pine aroma carried in on a warm, twilight breeze. However the es-
sence of  the cottage had not changed with the air. Steve and Thelma 
got little sleep that night, drifting off  for fifteen or twenty minutes at 
a time, then abruptly waking with a feeling of  inexplicable urgency.
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Steve turned the old radio dial to the local station in Ossipee, 
where they were broadcasting the Republican convention. The 
presidential race was unusually interesting this time, not because 
Eisenhower was seeking reelection, because he was extremely 
popular at the time, both with the Republican and Democratic 
parties. However, there was a large movement to remove Richard 
Nixon as running mate, and an offer of  a cabinet post was made 
directly from the President’s advisors. But Nixon wouldn’t hear of  
it, and announced in April that he would remain as Eisenhower’s 
running mate. Four weeks before the Republican national conven-
tion was to begin, an announcement was leaked to the press that 
with Nixon as a running mate, Eisenhower would lose six percent 
of  the vote. However, Nixon remained on the ballot.

As the convention was broadcast from San Francisco, the 
political speeches seemed to have a warming effect in the old 
kitchen. Thelma and Steve became relaxed and actually began 
to enjoy their card game. Herbert Hoover spoke of  preserving 
personal liberties but portrayed the country in an optimistic, 
positive light. By the time the crowd had finished giving Hoover 
a ten-minute ovation, Steve had won one game of  gin, leaving 
Thelma with a two-game lead. 

Thelma and Steve were joking and laughing while the key-
note speaker, Governor Arthur B. Langlie, pointed out that the 
Eisenhower administration had achieved so much in such a short 
period of  time. For the first time since everybody had left, Steve 
and Thelma were relaxed and enjoying their vacation. 

Then suddenly, an hysterical, yet muffled scream came from 
the bedroom where Ron was sleeping. Steve and Thelma were on 
their feet in an instant, only to find Ron sobbing from underneath 
the covers, his head and arms struggling to free themselves from 
his bedding. His feet were writhing on the pillow at the other 
end of  the bed, cold from exposure to the chilly room. In Ron’s 
considerably short life thus far, he had always been a tranquil 
sleeper, never even attempting to untuck his bed. It was difficult to 
believe he had turned his body around under the covers. Thelma 
pried Ron lose from his bedding and clutched him to her chest. 
His face was damp and reddened from the tears and sweat that 
ran down the sides of  his cheeks. Thelma spoke soothingly to her 
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Thelma just slowly shook her head and left the cottage, never 
turning back to get one more glimpse of  the old place. Steve was 
as good as his word and in record time Steve, Thelma, Ron, and 
Jan, with the boat in tow, were headed down old Pine Shore Road, 
bouncing in and out of  dusty ruts as they went along. They left 
the town of  Ossipee, never to return to that cottage again. 

Not wishing to upset his mother, Steve never mentioned the 
events of  the night’s stay to Joe or Anna. He simply returned 
the key, stating that Thelma and he had decided to take day 
trips for the rest of  the week instead. The steady flow of  cloth 
diapers were easier to handle with the modern convenience of  
a washer and dryer. They hadn’t anticipated how hard it would 
be to hand wash and line dry all of  the baby’s things. Joe and 
Anna bought the story, and thus neither couple was forced to 
reveal the secrets they held. 

Within a year, Joe sold the cottage to Anna’s youngest son, 
Bob, who made a decent income renting the old place on a weekly 
basis to vacationers. However three years later, Bob sold the cot-
tage to a man for $3,500, who remodeled the ill-fated dwelling 
before moving in. Many say the old place looked pretty sharp 
after its new face-lift. However, the sturdy fieldstone foundation 
of  the old cottage remained the same. It was the original foun-
dation that had been built by the famous and respected mason, 
Mark Winkley, so many years before, when the cottage was new. 
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Thelma opened her eyes and looked at the clock on the dresser 
across the way. It was 4 A.M. She laid quietly, contemplating her 
surroundings. Ron shifted restlessly from his right side to his left 
and moaned in his sleep. The warm breeze had subsided, replaced 
by the tense chill of  the room. Realizing the sun would be rising 
soon, Thelma crawled toward the foot of  the bed and began 
packing the family’s suitcases. Her uneasiness about staying in the 
cottage had not diminished, even with the first glimpse of  sunrise 
reflecting off  the mirror-like surface of  the lake. 

“We have to leave this cottage now,” Thelma asserted, wak-
ing Steve from what was probably his longest stretch of  sleep 
that night. Thelma lifted the baby from the crib and began to 
change her diaper. Steve rubbed his eyes with the back of  his 
hand and gently nudged his son awake.

“Come on, Ron. Time to get up,” Steve whispered, realizing 
the irony of  him waking his son so early in the morning. Usually, 
it was the other way around. Steve sat on the edge of  the bed and 
thought about the meager two weeks vacation he was given each 
year. He sighed, “Well, this is the start of  a vacation to remember.”

“It will get better,” Thelma assured him. “I think I have ev-
erything now. Come on, Ron, let’s go get in the car.” 

Thelma closed and buckled the suitcase. She took Ron by 
the hand, as she picked the baby up and balanced her on her 
hip. When Thelma bent down with her free hand to reach for 
the suitcase, Steve quietly said, “ I’ll get that for you. Give me 
fifteen minutes and I’ll have the water shut off  and the boat 
loaded onto the trailer, O.K.?”

“I’ll be in the car with the kids waiting for you,” Thelma 
said in relief.

“Are you sure you won’t be more comfortable waiting in here?  
You could get some cereal or a muffin while you wait. I’m a little 
hungry, and it’s about a three-hour ride home.” Steve didn’t want 
to admit to himself  the possibility there may really have been 
something wrong with the old cottage—something that couldn’t 
be described to another human being who hadn’t experienced 
the peculiar evening. After all, there was no proof—no physical 
injuries to his family or to the cottage to back up his story. Nobody 
would understand their misgivings about the cottage. 


