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"And , ' '  ad i l ed  Mr .  
i  r : 11  j  11 . •  r e s idence  fo r  

>f  pu rchas ing .  ** : tn  
" Jovce , "  s a id  Mr .  

• 11  wan ted  ju s t  fou r  weeks  t o  t he  1s t .  o f  Mn; ,  
nd  t he  r ea l  e s t a t e  agen t  s a t  i n  h i s  l i t t l e  wooden  
Mi t ry -box ,  h i s  cha i r  t i pped  back  aga ins t  t he  wa l l ,  
i s  f ee t  sk i l l fu l ly  po i sed  on  t he  edge  o f  h i s  desk ,  
, -h i l e  h i s  eyes  were  f ixed  pens ive ly  on  a  swing ing  
obweb  on  the  ce i l i ng  ove rhead .  

"Bus ines s  i s  awfu l  du l l  t h i s  yea r , "  s a id  t he  
ea l  e s t a t e  agen t .  "Neve r  knew i t  so  s t agnan t . "  

"We 've  on ly  l e t  t h i r t een  houses  and  so ld  two  
h i s  s eason , "  s a id  h i s  c l e rk ,  who  pe r fo rmed  the  
dd i t i ona l  du t i e s  o f  o f f i ce -boy ,  and  so ld  coa l s  and  
vood  on  commiss ion ,  and  who  was  ju s t  now su r -
ep t i t i ous ly  r ead ing  a  nove l  beh ind  t he  f a t  i o ld s  
t  t he  l edge r .  

"And  them two  . s a l e s  wasn ' t  s a l e s—they  was  
o th ing  bu t  exchanges . "  s ighed  t he  agen t .  
"Fo lks  mus t ,  move , "  s a id  F .ben  Joyce ,  i he  c l e rk ,  

. i t l i  chee r fu l  a l ac r i t y .  
"Then  why  a in ' t  t hey  abou t  i t ? "  s a id  Mr .  

Y i t t t ,  t he  r ea l  e s t a t e  agen t .  
\ t  tha t  ve ry  momen t ,  howeve r ,  a  shadow da rk -

•ued  t he  squa re  o f  ye l low Apr i l  sunsh ine  tha t  
vas  do ing  i t s  bes t  t o  g i ld  t he  unswep t  f loo r .  A  
l o r t l y  o ld  gen t l eman ,  w i th  a  go ld -headed  cane ,  
i  bu f f  wa i s t coa t ,  ami  a  c l ean - shaved  doub le  ch in ,  
s tood  on  the  th re sho ld .  

" I s  t h i s  Mr .  Ph i lo  P ra t t ' s  o f f i ce?"  s a id  he .  
The  r ea l  e s t a t e  agen t  s c r ambled  t o  h i s  f ee t  a t  

n i ce .  Your  mos t  obed ien t ,  s i r , "  s a id  he ,  wh i l e  t he  
: l e rk  pocke ted  t he  nove l  and  t r i ed  t o  look  ve ry  
u i sy  i ndeed .  "How can  I  h ave  t he  p l easu re  o t  
s e rv ing  you?"  -  ,  

" I 'm  go ing  t o  move , "  s a id  t he  s t r ange r . ,  < ;  
" Indeed !"  s a id  t he  agen t ,  bus i ly  rubb ing  h i s  

l ands  toge the r .  
" rm  f rom New York . "  exp la ined  the  o ld  gen  

' . t oman .  "My  name  i s  Drake .  I 'm  t i r ed  o f  t he  
• i t y ,  and  I  con templa t e  an  en t i r e  change  o t  l o  
• a t i on . "  

' . l u s t  so . "  s a id  t he  agen t .  "A  mos t  exce l l en t  
i l ea . "  

Drake .  " I  w i sh  to  r en t  a  do- . - : ,  
one  s ea r ,  w i th  t he  p r iv i l ege  
you  r ecommend  any  s i i ch? ' . ^ ,  
l ' r a t t .  c a t ch ing  up  h i s  l i a r ,  

ha rnes s  t he  ho r se  a t  once ,  and  see  t ha t  t he  bug-
iy  top  i s  p rope r ly  d u s t e d  of f  and  the  whee l s  t r ee  
i f  mud .  Any  such ,  my  dea r  s i r ' . '  Sco re s  o f  
uc l i .  The  ne ighborhood  o f  Annan  Wate r  i s .  so  

to  speak ,  a l i ve  w i th  ' em."  
Hu t  l a t e  in  t he  a f t e rnoon  the  o ld  ho r se  and  h i s  

lW,>  pa s senge r s  came  back ,  wea ry  and  d i sp i r i t ed .  
No t  one  o f  t he  "des i r ab l e  p l aces"  shown  by  Ai r ;  
P r a t t  had  su i t ed  t he  s tou t  o ld  gen t l eman ' s  ca t  
l <*ic ious  f ancy .  

" I 'm  su re ,  s i r .  I  don ' t  know wha t  more  you  
• a n  a sk . "  s a id  t he  r ea l  e s t a t e  agen t ,  a lmos t  i n  
despa i r .  ; ;* i  

" I  i - u i i ' t  make  you  comprehend  my  idea . '  
t he  o ld  gen t l eman ,  i n  a  pas s ion .  " I  don ' t  
any  o f  t he se  new- fang led  v i l l a s  and  modern  
boxes .  I  wan t  An t iqu i ty .  I  wan t  Age .  I  
have  some th ing  mys te r ious ,  s ec luded ,  ou t  o f  t he , ;  
common  channe l .  Do  I  s ucceed  i n  mak ing  my­
se l f  unde r s tood?"  

Them a in ' t  t he  k ind  o f  houses  
ou r  l i s t . "  s a id  t he  r ea l  e s t a t e  agen t .  
gus t  Hu t  t he  c l e rk  looked  up  f rom 
which  l i e  had  been  conduc t ing  a  p r iva t e  
fox  and  goose .  

"How wou ld  Despe ra t ion  Ha l l  do ,  s i r ? "  sa id  
ne ,  i n  a  con f iden t i a l  unde r  t one  t o  h i s  p r inc ipa l .  

"Despe ra t ion  Ha l l ! "  r epea t ed  Mr .  P ra t t ,  aghas t .  
'Despe ra t ion  Ha l l ! -  a  l ak ing  name ,  t ha t ? "  sa id  

t i e  o ld  gen t l eman ,  eage r ly .  Where  i s  i t ?  Wha t  i s  
t?" f| 

" I t ' s  an t ique  enough  to  su i t  any  one , "  s a id f  
v l r .  P r a t t ,  s l owly  chewing  a  s t r aw ,  " and  tumble . ; ;  
l own  enough ,  and  mys te r ious  enough ;  bu t  I  don ' t  
' pose  any  one  wou ld  wan t  t o  / i n '  i n  i t . "  |  

"1 shou ld  s ' pose  i t  was  ju s t  t he  so r t  o f  p l ace '  
he  gen ' l eman  wou ld  wan t ,  s i r . "  s a id  Kben  Joyce ,  
daus ib ly .  
' "Le t ' s  go  and  look  a t  Despe ra t ion  Ha l l ,  by  a l l ,  

t i e ans , "  s a id  Mr .  Drake ,  s e i z ing  h i s  go ld -headed  
ane  and  r ep l ac ing  h i s  ha t  on  h i s  head .  

"Hu t  i t ' s  a lmos t  da rk ,  s i r . "  p l eaded  the  r ea l  
s t a t e  agen t .  

"Hang  the  da rk ! "  exc l a imed  the  s tou t  o ld  gen -
i eman .  

" ' I f  t hou  wou lds l  v i ew  f a i r  Me l rose  a r igh t ,  
Go  v i s i t  i t  bv  t he  pa l e  moon l igh t  '  

o inu  on !  come  ou !  don ' t  l e t ' s  l o se  t une ! "  

no t  be ing  a  l i t e r a ry  man .  
t he  words  o f  t he  l a t e  S i r  

The  rea l  e s t a t e  agen t  
was  unacqua in t ed  wi th  
Wal l e r  Sco t t .  

" I  don ' t ,  know a s  the re ' s  any  moon  ton igh t , "  
sa i i l  he .  " and  Mel rose  S t a t i on  a in ' t  on  t he  Hud­
son  Kivev  road ;  i t ' s  on  t he  Har l em l ine . "  

"Yes ,  yes ,  exac t ly , "  s a id  t he  o ld  gen t l eman ,  
cough ing .  "Le t ' s  go  a t  once . "  

" I  don ' t  b ' l i eve  you ' l l  l i ke  i t , "  s a id  P ra t t .  
"Suppose  you  a l l ow me  to  j udge  fo r  myse l f  on  

t ha t  po in t . "  s a r cas t i ca l ly  obse rved  Mr .  Drake ;  and  
so  they  se t  o f f  w i thou t  fu r the r  pa r l ey  

Despe ra t ion  Ha l l  was  some  th ree  mi l e s  o f f  t he  
h igh - road—a long  g ray  s tone  house ,  b ig  enough  
fo r  a  ba r r ack ,  and  lone ly  enoug t i  f o r  a  p r i son .  I t  
s tood  on  t he  ve ry  b r ink  o f  a  b rawl ing  s t r eam,  
shu t  i n  by  moss -ename l l ed  rocks ,  and  ove r shad ­
owed  by  a  dense  g rowth  o f  Norway  sp ruces ,  ce ­
da r s .  and  d roop ing  hemlocks .  Mos t  o f  t he  win ­
dow-panes  were  b roken ;  g reen  mou ld  cove red  t he  
door - s tone ,  and  a s  you  en t e red  t he  po rch  a  so r t  
o f  ch i l l  s eemed  to  descend  on  you .  a s  i f  yon  were  
pas s ing  unde r  t he  a r ch  o f  a  vau l t .  I n  t he  cen te r  
o f  t he  weedy  ga rden  a  mi ldewed  s t a tue  had  
tumbled  down  in to  t he  box  bo rde r ,  and  b roken  i t s  
mos t  p rominen t  f ea tu re s ,  a  sun -d i a l  was  sunk  in  
one - s ided  imbec i l i t y  i n  a  wi lde rnes s  o f  r ank -g row­
ing  b lue  i r i s e s ,  and  s t r agg l ing  rose - t r ee s  had  woven  
a  succes s ion  o f  man- t r aps  ac ros s  t he  pa th .  

"De l igh t fu l ! "  s a id  Mr .  Drake ,  exu l t an t !v .  a s  he  

h i s .  

s a id  Mr .  

"Le t ' s  go  in , "  s a id  Mr .  Drake . - . - } , ' . - " 'You 've  go t  
t he  key .  haven ' t  you?"  

" I 'm  a f r a id  t he  house  i s  damp ,  s i r . "  s a id  
c i ce rone ,  w i th  ev iden t  r e luc t ance .  

"Wel l ,  we l l ,  we  won ' t  s t ay  long  
Drake ,  h i s  j oyous  a l ac r i t y  i nc reas ing  wi th  eve ry  
s t ep .  "1  sha l l  have  roa r ing  wood  f i r e s  upon  eve ry  
hea r th  be fo re  I ' ve  been  in  posses s ion  twen ty - fou r  
hour s .  Th i r ty  ac re s  o f  wood land  wi th  t he  p l ace ,  I  
t h ink  you  men t ioned?  Dea r  me!  wood  wi l l  be  no  
cons ide ra t ion  a t  a l l .  So  th i s  i s  Despe ra t ion  Ha l l ,  
i s  i t ?  Bu t  why  'Despe ra t ion ' ? "—stopp ing  sho r t  i n  
a  g r ea t  empty  room whose  f i r ep l ace  was  l i ke  a  
cave rn ,  and  whose  fo l i a t ed  p l a s t e r  co rn i ce ,  once  
e l abo ra t e ly  wrough t .  was  c rumbl ing  away .  

"1  don ' t  know,  s i r , "  s a id  t he  agen t .  "The  coun­
t ry  peop le  t ook  t o  ca l l i ng  i t  so .  Because  I t  l ooke  
so  g loomy,  1  suppose . "  

"Ah!"  sa id  Mr .  Drake ,  w i th  a  chuck le .  "Gloou .  
i s  e l eva t ing .  Any  s tucco  b i rd -house  on  the  top  
o f  a  h i l l  c an  look  chee r fu l ,  bu t  i t  t akes  a  r a r e  
combina t ion  o f  c i r cums tances  to  make  a  p l ace  
t l i o rough ly  g loomy."  

The  r ea l  e s t a t e  agen t  began  
easy .  I f  t he  gen t l eman  was  
t a in ly  began  to  look  a  l i t t l e  
ve ry  comfor t ab l e  t h ing  to  be  
in  a  so l i t a ry  house ,  deep  sunk  in  a  g l en ,  w i th  no . ; ;  
n ea re r  ne ighbor  fo r  rh ree  good  mi l e s  t han  the  
>>wls  and  the  foxes .  He  pu t  h i s  hands  in  h i s  

t o  f ee l  a  l i t t l e  tu :  
c r azy—and  i t  ce i f ;  
l i ke  i t—i t  was  no a  

shu t  up  wi th  h im 

wan t  
bu in t -
mus t ;  

on  
so  u  

u i  
I  c ame  l i om I  l i e  I . i i k I  o t  a im 

• v ' i ooku i i '1ir ' i t u v ' " ' f f o \v r t i i i ' i i i  ' g r ay  f acade  o f  t he  hous  
on  one  s ide ,  t he  b lood- red  g l immer  o f  t he  tw i l i gh t ,  
on  t he  o the r ,  and  l i s t ened  to  t he  r e s t l e s s  roa r  aud i  
ru sh  o f  t he  cha f ing  s t r eam,  and  the  so r rowfu l 1  

murmur  o f  t he  p ines  ove rhead .  

«§ ;  "Tas t e s  d i f f e r , "  s a id  t he  r ea l  e s t a t e  agen t ,  w i th  
a  l i t t l e  shudde r ,  a s  l i e  bu t toned  h i s  coa t  c lo se r .  
*  ' \ \  hy  d idn ' t  you  b r ing  me  he re  be fo re?"  s a id  
Mr .  Drake .  

SsE  "D idn ' t  suppose  t he  p l ace  wou ld  su i t . "  s a id  t he  
i  l  g e l l t ,  

dec l a r ed  .Mr .  
ha t  I  r equ i r e— 
Poss ib l e ,  t he—"  

ou t  o f  r epa i r ,  s i r , "  sugges t ed :  
w i th  h i s  s t i ck  a t  a  l oose  s tones  

" I t  su i t s  exac t ly ,  
i  m id  eve ry th ing  t  
t he  I ' nce r t a in .  t he  

" I t ' s  ve ry  much  
Mr .  P ra t t ,  pok ing  

Drake .  "Her#  
t he  Mvs te r ious  

m  the  ce l l a r  wa l l .  
"Tha t  s ign i f i e s  no th ing . "  chee r fu l ly  u t t e r ed  the  

o ld  gen t l eman .  "Ku in  sugges t s  an t iqu i t i e s .  Wha t  
w 'o lud  ' I ' hebes  be  w i thou t  i t s  ru ined  co lumns .  Ko ine  

^wi thou t  i t s  Co l i s eum?"  
"P i l l  su re  I  don  t  know.  s i r .  s a id  t he  r ea l  e s ­

t a t e  agen t . , , , , , , .  -  i  

s l l adou  a .  

pocke t s ,  and  d rew h i s  head  u i r t l ewi se  down  lu t e  
i s  coa t  co l l a r ,  a s  he  s id l ed  t oward  t he  door ,  

u  Hadn ' t  we  be t t e r  be  go ing?"  s a id  he .  
N ice  b ig  rooms , "  s a id  t l i e  o ld  gen t l eman ,  look-* :  

i ug  a round .  "Wide  ha l l ,  w i th  p l en ty  o f  room fo rb  
an  oaken  se t t l e  and  a  pa i r  o f  dee r ' s  an t l e r s .  Dea r ' v  
me!  I  cou ldn ' t  have  su i t ed  myse l f  be t t e r .  Now? :  
i t  1  cou ld  on ly  be  ce r t a in  o f  a  ghos t . "  *.  

O f  a  wha t?"  s a id  Mr .  P ra t t ,  w i th  a  ne rvous  ;  
s t a r t ,  a s  a  p i ece  o f  p l a s t e r  d ropped  wi th  a  ho l lows  
sound  a t  h i s  f ee t .  

'You  don ' t  happen  to  know,  do  you , "  s a id  I he i r ;  
o ld  gen t l eman ,  sudden ly  bu t ton -ho l ing  t he  agen t . ; ;  
and  speak ing  wi th  ex t r eme  ea rnes tnes s ,  "whe the r , - ,  

. t i ny  one  eve r  d i ed  sudden ly  in  t h i s  house?  Or : ,  
i t  t he re  eve r  was  a  -murde r  commi t t ed  he re?"  k  

'No  s i r ,  1  don ' t , "  s a id  Mr .  P ra t t ,  vehemen t lv?  
s t rugg l ing  to  e scape .  <  

:  '  \ h ,  we l l ,  i t  don ' t  ma t t e r , "  s a id  t he  o ld  gen t l e  s 

man .  "Du ly  I  s hou ld  have  l i ked  a  ghos t .  You® 
111us t  know,  my  good  f r i end . "  he  added ,  co iup la - .  
cently. "that 1 am an author. 1 wield the gray s 
g o o s e  qu i l l - -  l i e !  l i e !  he !  And  i f  1  cou ld  once  see?  


