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Horrific stories of the atrocities man inflicts upon his fellow man are, regrettably, a dime a dozen. On rare instances, however, unexplainable aspects of certain crimes have led even the most hardened members of law enforcement to concede that factors were at play that defied conventional logic. This book explores a few such cases.

Included in these pages are true accounts of a murdered woman who identified the perpetrator from beyond the grave, a young wife and mother whose disappearance was solved with the help of a psychic, a devoted mother who sent a killer to prison after being visited by the spirit of her deceased daughter, a teenager whose body was allegedly discovered lying inside a pentagram, killers who confessed after being tormented by the ghosts of their victims, a haunted house which held a terrible secret no one was expecting and much, much more.

The world of true crime, and the offenders behind these heinous deeds, is enough to give anyone nightmares. Adding a supernatural element to these already disturbing occurrences is as fascinating as it is unsettling. With this in mind, prepare yourself for a journey into the dark realm where the cruel indifference of humankind and forces beyond our understanding come together to form an eerie, inexplicable union.

“There are horrors beyond life’s edge that we do not suspect, and once in a while man’s evil prying calls them just within our range.”

H.P. Lovecraft
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A Psychic’s Vision of Murder

On September 19, 1996, Ohio State Highway Patrol Trooper Jack McCrady called 911 to report his thirty-year-old wife Jenifer missing, though he had displayed no sense of urgency. Three hours later, he phoned again to cancel his request for assistance, stating that he had looked around their home and discovered that she had taken most of her belongings, along with $3000 in cash. According to him, the only things his wife had left behind were her wedding rings. Though he had failed to mention it at the time, she had also neglected to take the sons she loved more than life itself.

Two days passed with no word from Jenifer. Acting under the assumption that she wasn’t coming back, McCrady had attempted to file a missing person report with the Washington County Sheriff’s Office in Marietta, Ohio. Since the McCrady’s resided in the neighboring town of Belpre, he was advised to contact his local police department.

With five years of service under his belt, McCrady was acquainted with nearly every officer in the area’s tight-knit law enforcement circles. Upon learning that Jenifer, a registered nurse who was known and well-liked by her husband’s colleagues, was missing, everyone vowed to do whatever they could to bring her home. While McCrady had made a point of saying that she had probably run off with another man, that scenario seemed unlikely, given Jenifer’s character and devotion to her children.

A few days into the investigation, a detective from the sheriff’s office reached out to the Belpre City Police to see if there had been any new developments in the case. After comparing notes and finding that McCrady had told them markedly different stories, they agreed that his accounts needed some further looking into.

When questioned as to the state of the couple’s relationship, McCrady had painted a picture of marital bliss. He had insisted that, although they had their share of petty arguments, they were deeply in love. They were also united in their quest to give their sons, ages one and four at the time, the happiest of homes.

Despite his claims that the marriage was solid, detectives couldn’t shake the feeling that McCrady was hiding something. Even so, with no proof of wrongdoing on his part, and nothing to indicate that Jenifer had fallen victim to foul play, the investigation stalled.

Seeing that things had reached a standstill, the dispatcher who had taken McCrady’s initial call to 911, suggested to the lead detective that he contact a psychic named Georgia Rudolph who had been instrumental in helping officers in Marietta solve a case in the early 1990s.

As one would imagine, the seasoned lawman had scoffed at the notion. He did, however, give the dispatcher the go-ahead to pursue the unconventional avenue on her own, which thankfully she did.

After tracking Rudolph down in her home base of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, the dispatcher had explained that they had a missing person in Belpre and wondered if she could offer any insights into her whereabouts. Without a moment’s hesitation, the psychic had responded that the woman they were looking for wasn’t missing; she was dead.

The dispatcher shared this information with the lead detective, who was more than a little bit skeptical. Still, with no suspects, no leads, and no concrete evidence that a crime had even been committed, on September 24, against his better judgment, he decided to give Georgia Rudolph a call.

Although they had exchanged pleasantries, the detective had been careful to hold his cards close to his chest. Once the formalities were out of the way, he asked Rudolph what happened to Jenifer, if anything. She replied that the young mother had been shot once, execution-style, in the head. When he asked who pulled the trigger, Rudolph said she didn’t know his name, but he was an imposing figure with the physique of a “lumberjack.” Her next words had sent chills down the detective’s spine. She added that the killer, whoever he was, was more than likely a police officer.

His doubts about the psychic’s abilities diminishing by the minute, the detective asked if she knew where he could find Jenifer. Rudolph replied that her body was buried south of Belpre at the top of a gravel road marked 298.

Realizing that he had a lot of information to process, the detective had thanked Rudolph before ending the call. Mulling over her words, he couldn’t help but note that her description of Jenifer’s alleged killer matched Jack McCrady to a T. Standing at an impressive 6’2 and weighing in at over 200 pounds, he certainly had the build of a logger. Obsessed with his appearance, he was known to take steroids to help bulk up.

Coincidentally, on the following day, a witness had come forward to say that she had seen a highway patrol car coming down an old oil field access road in Torch, Ohio, which was eleven miles south of Belpre, a few days earlier. She recalled that when she locked eyes with the officer behind the wheel, he had stared daggers right through her. She had been so shaken by the encounter that she thought the trooper could be a danger to her or others.

On October 1, after learning that the scary run-in had occurred just outside of Belpre, the detective in charge decided to go take a look at the area in question. Not long after entering the town of Torch, he noticed a sign marking a seldom-used access road that made him do a double take. The location was T-298, just as Georgia Rudolph had predicted.

Parking at the bottom of the hill and walking up the dirt and gravel road, the detective noticed an area of disturbed earth that reminded him of a freshly dug grave. Since he was out of his jurisdiction, he had stopped right there and placed a call for assistance to local authorities.

The officer who arrived on the scene a short time later had bent down and raked away the top layer of soil with his bare hands, exposing what appeared to be a blue sleeping bag. Knowing from experience that this wasn’t a good sign, he had requested the aid of crime scene technicians.

Once the area was secured, investigators got to work unearthing whatever was buried just beneath the surface. Just as the detective had feared, inside the sleeping bag was the body of Jenifer McCrady. Barefoot and clad in pajamas, with a visible gunshot wound behind her right ear, it was clear that she had been the victim of homicide.

On October 2, Jenifer’s loved ones were notified of the grisly find. Her parents, who had never believed for one minute that she had left of her own accord, were understandably devastated. As for her husband, investigators noted that, while he had bowed his head and wept uncontrollably, try as he might, he hadn’t been able to produce a single tear.

Convinced that he had killed his wife and buried her in a shallow grave in the middle of nowhere, detectives urged Jack McCrady to come clean. Rather than complying, he had immediately lawyered up, effectively ending the interrogation before it began.

A search of the family home uncovered a plethora of evidence pointing to McCrady as the killer. Hidden away in the garage, investigators found Jenifer’s purse, ID, and keys. A .357 Magnum revolver, the same model of firearm used in the murder, was also entered into evidence. Unfortunately, a ballistics expert was unable to match the bullet that had been removed from Jenifer’s remains to the gun due to the fact that someone had drilled out the barrel, making it impossible to duplicate the linear grooves on the projectile that had ended her life. Bolstering the case against McCrady, a shovel confiscated from the garden shed turned out to be covered in the same dirt found at Jenifer’s makeshift gravesite.

Three days later, McCrady was charged with murder in the death of his wife Jenifer. To no one’s surprise, he entered a plea of not guilty.

The trial got underway on October 20, 1996. During the proceedings, one of Jenifer’s coworkers testified that she was making plans to divorce her husband at the time of her death. She had made no secret of the fact that the marriage was falling apart, and she just wanted to take her sons and get a fresh start. This was a far cry from the perfect union McCrady had described to detectives.

Prosecutors theorized that, on the night of September 19, Jenifer had told her husband that she was leaving and taking the boys with her. An argument had ensued, which had quickly turned violent. In a fit of temper, McCrady had shot his wife, killing her instantly. He had then covered her head with a trash bag to prevent blood from getting on the floor and carpet before placing her in a sleeping bag. The white kitchen trash bag was still tied around her head when her body was found.

As his young sons slept peacefully in their beds, McCrady had made the short drive to the oil field road in Torch where he deposited his wife’s body in a shallow grave. Since he was in a rush, he hadn’t taken the time to dig deeper that a few inches. Investigators believed that he had intended to move the body as soon as possible, but Georgia Rudolph and the woman he spooked had thwarted his plans.

The jury had taken fourteen hours to reach a verdict. In the end, McCrady was found guilty of murder and sentenced to fifteen years to life behind bars. He is currently being housed at the Chillicothe Correctional Institution.

McCrady has come up for parole on two occasions so far without success. In 2014, the parole board ruled against his release, citing their belief that he was a “risk to public safety.”

In October 1996, Jenifer’s parents were granted custody of their grandsons. The most innocent of victims, the boys had lost both their parents on the night of September 19 in a horrible act of spite that can never be made right. Hopefully, under the loving guidance of their grandparents, they have been able to overcome the ghosts of the past.

Contrary to McCrady’s claims at the time, Jenifer had not been engaging in a clandestine affair; nor was she a runaway
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