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INTRODUCTION

 

 

The Clan, quietly opened their eyes and ears . . .

 

 

 

In 1876 in a small town in central California, Liam Rynne, a young boy, went missing on a warm June afternoon. It was assumed after a few days that he had been taken by some wild animal and would never be found. Three years later while clearing land for a new road, Liam’s remains were found buried not far from his home. The area was, at the time of his disappearance, unsuitable for anything and remained untouched during those intervening three years.

             
Based on the condition of the bones, the spattering of blood on his clothes and the damage to his skull, it was determined that he had been severely beaten and murdered. Liam’s killer had buried him in a shallow grave and covered it with rocks to keep animals from resurrecting his bones. His shirt, belt and shoes were still identifiable as belonging to him and the matter became a murder investigation immediately. After some questioning of the family and friends, several conversations with the local population and a bit of actual police work, a suspect was identified. Carl Mason, however, upon hearing that the burial site had been found, decided that his fortunes were better pursued “back east” rather than in California and hurriedly left town in the middle of the night.

             
Liam was dead, Carl had run off and the local authority had neither the will nor the resources to dedicate to a long distance pursuit. Liam’s family had no ability to inspire the authorities to continue the pursuit of Carl and the case was thus closed. That, however, did not end it for Liam’s family. The Celtic Clans of nineteenth century America did not hold the same qualities of the Clans prior to the sixteenth century in Europe, but a “Clan” kinship was still felt in many respects. The family has always been a very basic and solid unit within the Irish communities. The relationships crossed many divides and it was and is common to know of a “cousin” who is several times removed, but a cousin nonetheless. The kinship and resulting support of the family or the Clan was a factor in many an introduction, or in a helping hand to someone a bit down on his luck or to a group traveling across the country to new beginnings.

             
So it was with Liam’s family. When it was made known from father to son, brother to brother and cousin to cousin that Liam’s killer was getting away with murder, word spread across the country like a cold wind. This cry of injustice spread throughout the Clan and crossed to other families, other Clans. The thought that someone could commit such a crime against one of their own and go unpunished incensed the Clans and inspired a number of them to keep an eye open and an ear alert, because, sooner or later, someone may well see or hear of this Mr. Mason, and justice may be found.

             
Actually most people figured that Carl had gone somewhere else and they would never see or hear of him again and poor Liam’s family would not find that small modicum of justice to which they were entitled. Whatever the specific scenario that actually occurred, Carl was eventually found.

             
As the story is told today, a distant cousin of Liam’s who had seen one of the pictures of Carl, spotted him while traveling through a small town in Kansas in 1880 and the local authorities were notified. Slow reaction by the police and again no resources allowed Carl to run once again, this time to Oklahoma. It did make the newspapers in a few states and after a short time, he was again located by another in Liam’s extended family later that same year. This time, three rather large and rough “cousins” took it upon themselves to seize Carl, secure him with rope and chain and secret him back to California. They immediately took him to James Rynne, Liam’s father, for disposition. James was not sure what to do. After some consideration and discussion with his brothers, James determined that since the local authorities did not do their job initially, they, the family, would handle Carl’s punishment. The family was very basic, lacking in sophistication in these type matters and they did not want to simply murder Carl. He had to be “punished” for his action. They did not want to hang him, or shoot him, that would be too quick. They considered stoning him which would allow everybody to participate, but that would not do. No, it had to be more meaningful. “Liam was missing for three years,” said his father, “Perhaps Mr. Mason should also be missing for that long.”

             
James’ brother, Samuel suggested “a reasonable and equitable punishment.”

             
So it was, that three years later, a young attorney with a Boston law firm, a relative of Liam’s family, several times removed, was anonymously contacted by one of the Clan and advised that his distant cousin’s killer was ready to be returned to the system that had failed to find and punish him. Carl Mason’s remains were to be found in a deep and open pit several miles from the location of Liam’s shallow grave site. The Clan had done what the authorities could not or would not do.

 

* * *

             
The Clan MacLaragh and the sept, Rynne, are parts of a very loose grouping of families and individuals, continues to the present day and as in the case of Liam, they remain ready, willing and able to respond to the injustices that the authorities cannot or will not address. These incidents are very few, but nonetheless very real. In the fall of 1991, a little girl of the Clan disappeared from her neighborhood of Cleveland Heights, Ohio without a trace. The predator, seen in a rainstorm from a distance, could not be identified and the Clan, quietly opened their eyes and ears, patiently observed, gathered information and waited for that unknown individual to make a mistake.

 

* * *


 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

Starting his life with a negative balance . . .

 

 

All stories have a beginning and no matter how far back you go, that starting point seems forever flexible. We will begin this story with the development of the predator himself. He began his life within unfortunate circumstances, beginning with his very conception, continuing to and beyond his birth and childhood.

 

* * *

 

             
It was the summer of 1967, Nadia Lupasco, a slight, almost attractive girl, with large dark eyes and pitch black hair, had just finished her last year of  schooling in Darza, Romania. She was looking forward to becoming a  member of the working population and living in Bucharest. Like many unfortunate young girls, she trusted the wrong young man and a night of pleasure led to an unwanted pregnancy. Stelian, a tall, athletic looking young man with dark hair and eyes to match was a promising young football player.  His interest was going to America to become a rich and famous athlete. He flirted with Nadia and charmed her into his hotel room and his bed. She listened to his boasting, believed his ‘come on’ lines and imagined herself going to America at his side. Stelian saw her as a one night stand, a night for which she should be grateful and he was gone in the morning before she woke, never to be seen again. That one night, the first ever away from her home and the subsequent fight with her mother together with the threat of a beating at the hand of her father, further darkened her horizons. Nadia was not brave, nor was she very strong, but she decided that she was now eighteen and did not have to put up with this treatment from her parents. Quietly, she packed a bag with her few better outfits, took all the money she could find in the house, secreted herself to the kitchen where she took a loaf of bread, a block of cheese, a knife and a few apples, and walked quietly out the door. She would never return. She would never see her mother or listen to her screaming again. She would not face her father, nor would she have to hear his ranting or suffer his beating. Nadia took the train to Bucharest where she would start a new life, a better life.

             
A week of flop houses and diminishing money led Nadia to a restaurant that was looking for a serving girl. She took the job and earned enough to pay rent in a cheap boarding house where some of her co-workers lived. As time passed and the routine became more mundane, she started having a drink or two at the bar every night before going home. After ten weeks on the job, she noticed that her belly was beginning to swell. She drank more, cared less and started to beg cigarettes from her friends. When offered a line of white powder for the first time, Nadia knew she should have said ‘no’, but was seduced with the thought of sweet oblivion. One line led to another and she was soon addicted. The drug was free at first, but once she was hooked, there was a price to be paid. Nadia had very little money and the bill was settled in cash when she had it, but more often on her back, and in time it no longer mattered to her.

             
At an early stage in her pregnancy, she attempted an abortion with the aid of one of her co-workers. That failed abortion attempt, her addiction to the white powder and securing her place of employment by sleeping with her employer made her existence so shameful that she often thought about allowing herself to fall into the river and float away. Her pregnancy continued to its term, complete with the indefinable effects that the alcohol and drugs that she put in her undernourished body would have on her and her developing baby.

             
When the baby was finally born in April, 1968, she gave him up immediately to an orphanage, not wanting to be reminded of that night, nor the young man whose name was Stelian. In filling out a form at the clinic asking for names and such, she wrote Stelian as his first name, a name she did not like, and ‘Lupasco’ was entered by the clinic as the surname. The name meant nothing to her and she just wanted to be away from the clinic, the baby and the memory of that night and the previous nine months. Nadia drifted back to her serving duties and resumed her destructive path of drinking, smoking, doing more frequent lines of cocaine and very slowly dying.

             
Young Stelian’s first year was spent in an orphanage in a small village outside Bucharest. It was a wretched place with substandard care and the occasional vermin scurrying through the nursery. Food was never adequate, and the children’s sickly pallor combined with slight statures and vacant eyes evoked sympathy before reason. It was a heart wrenching place to see, and even more so in which to live. Nadia had continued on her self-destructive path, Stelian the elder, unaware of his offspring had left town and Stelian the lesser was alone, in this cold and unforgiving place.  Neither Nadia nor Stelian the elder gave thought to their child starting his life with a negative balance.

 

* * *
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