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Book 4 in the “Moriarty the Detective Dog & The Whodunnit Crew” series

In The Mystery of the White Lady of Ravenscroft, S. Whelan delivers another thrilling, atmospheric tale packed with friendship, courage, and clever sleuthing. When Kyle, Jules, Tommy, and their ever-faithful canine detective Moriarty take a trip to visit their grandparents in the sleepy village of Ravenscroft, they expect cozy fires and Halloween fun. Instead, they find whispers of an ancient ghost haunting the nearby Winterfell Manor,  the mysterious “White Lady,” said to wail through the misty nights.

As the Whodunnit Crew begin their investigation, they uncover strange clues;  a metallic scent on the air, flickering lights, and eerie sounds in the dark. But with Moriarty’s sharp nose and the children’s quick thinking, the gang discover that not everything is as supernatural as it seems. Hidden beneath the crumbling manor lies a secret laboratory and a grieving inventor who has been using incredible technology to keep his sister’s memory alive.

Full of suspense, heart, and classic mystery charm, this fourth installment is both chilling and heartwarming. Readers young and old will be gripped from the first whistle of the train to Ravenscroft to the final flicker of the White Lady’s farewell. Once again, Moriarty proves that no mystery is too spooky for a dog with a detective’s nose, and no secret stays hidden for long when the Whodunnit Crew are on the case.

About the Author 

S. Whelan is the author of the much-loved Moriarty the Detective Dog & The Whodunnit Crew series, a collection of enchanting mysteries where teamwork, bravery, and a brilliant dog detective bring adventure to life. With a background in storytelling and a lifelong love of classic detective tales, Whelan crafts stories that balance suspense and warmth, perfect for young readers who love to solve puzzles and explore the unknown.

The Mystery of the White Lady of Ravenscroft is Book Four in the series, following the adventures of Moriarty and his friends as they travel from sleepy villages to spooky manors, always uncovering truth behind the mystery. 

Known for vivid settings, lovable characters, and gentle humour, S. Whelan continues to delight readers with tales that spark curiosity, encourage courage, and remind us that even the smallest sleuths , with a little help from a clever dog, can solve the biggest mysteries.
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Chapter 1 – The Train to Ravenscroft
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The train puffed through the misty countryside, huffing and puffing as though it had caught a cold. Thick white steam rolled past the windows like friendly ghosts waving hello. Inside the warm carriage sat three children and one very clever dog.

The children and their beloved dog Moriarty, were spending Halloween with the Granddad and Gran in a beautiful village of Ravenscroft and, they couldn't wait.

Kyle had a notebook open on his lap. He was scribbling clues already, just in case a mystery popped up. Jules sat opposite him, plaiting her hair and trying to look mysterious herself. Tommy was bouncing up and down so much his hat kept slipping over his eyes.

And then there was Moriarty, the Detective Dog. Sleek white fur with an odd black patch scattered willy nilly, and one dark patch over his left eye that made him look like he was born to solve crimes. His nose twitched every few seconds, sniff, sniff, sniff just in case an adventure was hiding under a seat.

“Look!” Tommy pressed his face to the window. “Fog! Super spooky fog!”

Jules giggled. “You said that last time, when it was just steam from the train.”

“This is different,” Tommy said seriously. “This fog looks like ... like ghost breath!”

“Yikes,” said Jules, pretending to shiver.

Kyle smiled but didn’t look up from his notes. “Ghost breath isn’t real. There’s always a sensible explanation. Science, logic, and detective work, that’s what Moriarty and I believe in.”

Moriarty gave a short, confident woof! as if to say, "Yes, you are right Kyle!"

Outside, the scenery changed from golden fields to shadowy woods. The trees were tall and bare, their branches reaching out like bony fingers. A few crows cawed overhead, black specks in the mist.

“Super spooky,” Tommy whispered again. “But amazing, too.”

“Next stop Ravenscroft!” called the conductor. “Ravenscroft Station!”

The Whodunnit Crew grabbed their bags. Moriarty trotted proudly beside them, his detective collar gleaming.

When the train finally stopped, a blast of cool autumn air whooshed into the carriage. On the platform stood Granddad Joe, waving his tweed cap, and Gran Nancy, holding a basket full of goodies.

“There you are, my little detectives!” Granddad cheered.

“Gran! Granddad!” the children shouted together, tumbling down the steps. Moriarty barked happily, tail wagging like mad.

Gran laughed and gave each of them a big hug. “Goodness, Tommy, you’ve grown a mile since summer!”

“Two miles,” Tommy said proudly.

“Well, I hope you saved some room for our welcome picnic,” Gran said, patting her basket. “I’ve made your favorites, jam sandwiches, apple slices, and my extra-chocolate brownies.”

“Super!” Jules cheered.

They drove to a hill overlooking the village and Gran handed them out the picnic which was washed down with with a nice cup of hot cocoa and a nice dog biscuit for Moriarty. Once finished, the drove into the village.

As they walked through the village, the chilly wind nipped at their cheeks. Ravenscroft was a storybook village; tiny cottages with thatched roofs, cobblestone lanes, and pumpkins glowing on every doorstep. Some had happy faces carved into them, others had spooky grins.

Everywhere they looked, there were signs for the Ravenscroft Halloween Fair This Weekend!: Pumpkin Pie Contest! Haunted Hayride! Ghost Story Contest and a prize for the best dressed Halloween costume.

“Oh, I love Halloween here,” said Jules, skipping a little. “It’s always so cozy and spooky!”

Granddad winked. “Well, it’s about to get even spookier, because Ravenscroft’s ghost is back!”

The children stopped walking.

“Ghost?” Kyle asked slowly. “As in... an actual ghost?”

Gran chuckled. “The villagers say the White Lady of Winterfell Manor has been seen again. Poor Prunella Winston. Died a fifteen years ago, and they say her ghost never left.”

“Yikes!” said Tommy, eyes wide. “A real ghost?”

“Poppycock,” said Kyle, though he looked a little pale. “There’s always a sensible explanation. Maybe fog and moonlight make people think they see a ghost.”

Moriarty sniffed the air, nose twitching. Then he gave a quiet woof, as if to say, We’ll see about that.

They reached the village green, where Gran spread out a red-and-white blanket. The children plopped down eagerly, and Moriarty sat beside them, eyes bright with hope for another of Gran's dog biscuits. 

“Now then,” Gran said, “what are you most excited for? The fair, the bonfire, or the ghost stories?”

“The fair!” shouted Tommy. “I’m going to win the apple-bobbing contest this year!”

“The ghost stories,” said Jules, hugging her knees. “I love the spooky ones with mysterious noises and secret doors.”

Kyle tapped his notebook thoughtfully. “I’m more interested in this White Lady tale. Gran, what do people say she does?”

Gran lowered her voice, just a little. “Some say the ghost of the white lady floats around the grounds of Winterfell Manor when the moon is full. She cries for her lost twin brother and then vanishes into the mist.”

“Super creepy!” Tommy whispered. He shivered but nobody saw him.

Granddad chuckled. “Oh, it’s all nonsense, of course. But fun nonsense. You know the old manor’s been empty for years. The villagers say it’s cursed.”

Moriarty tilted his head and gave a thoughtful huff. He didn’t believe in curses, only clues.

After a short time they strolled through the village. Children in costumes darted about; witches, pirates, even a walking pumpkin! Someone had hung strings of orange lanterns that bobbed gently in the wind.

“Oh!” Jules pointed. “Look, the Ravenscroft Bakery has ghost-shaped cupcakes!”

“Let’s get some for dessert,” said Gran. “Halloween only comes once a year, after all.”

Inside the cozy bakery, the smell of cinnamon and sugar filled the air. The baker, Mr. Tiddle, smiled when he saw them. “Well, if it isn’t the Whodunnit Crew! Come for ghost treats, have you?”

“Yes, please!” said Tommy. “And maybe a clue about the White Lady, if you’ve seen one!”

Mr. Tiddle laughed so hard his belly jiggled. “A clue, eh? Well, I haven’t seen her, but I did hear something strange last night; a humming sound, like a machine. Coming from the old manor. Extremely odd, that was!”

Kyle perked up. “A machine? Not a ghost?”

“Could be either,” said Mr. Tiddle with a wink. “You’ll have to find out, detectives!”

Moriarty wagged his tail, nose twitching again. A machine in an abandoned manor? That did sound like a clue.

By the time they returned to Gran and Granddad’s cottage, the sky was turning orange and purple and the full moon rose and shone bright in the sky.  The air smelled of smoke and toffee apples. Pumpkins glowed in every window.

The Whodunnit Crew helped hang paper bats from the porch while Gran lit lanterns shaped like friendly ghosts.

“Amazing decorations, Gran!” said Jules.

“Why, thank you, dear. Now, get ready for the fair! We’ll leave after supper.”

Inside, the fire crackled and popped. Moriarty stretched out on the rug, one paw over his nose. Tommy lay beside him, whispering, “Do you think the White Lady is real, boy?”

Moriarty opened one eye and gave a small, knowing woof.

Kyle looked up from his notes. “There’s something strange going on, that’s for sure. A ghost doesn’t hum like a machine. Maybe someone, or something, is behind this spooky legend.”

“Mystery alert!” Jules said, grinning. “And we’re just the team to solve
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