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				“Did you ever see a ghost walking?”

				—prentiss hemingway savage in a letter 
to ladell allen bonner, november 8, 1948
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				“The Allen House in Monticello, Arkansas, is a classic example of what can happen when the spirits of the original owners 
are intruded upon.”

				—haunted places in the american south, 
university press of mississippi, 2002
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				“It’s Haunted, 
You Know”

				The immediate response of the real-estate agent was, “Oh, you don’t want that house.”

				In June 2005, Rebecca and I and our three children were new to Monticello in the southeast corner of Arkansas, where I had taken the position of Dean of the School of Arts and Humanities at the nearby university. We were living in a cramped rental house with crooked floors, and we had just asked about buying the house at 705 North Main Street. 

				The real-estate agent, who had been all smiles when we first walked into her office, frowned and stood up from her desk. She shook her head and said, “I got an old two-story stucco on South Main if you want to see something else.” She sat back down behind her big desk, and looking at some papers lying on the ink blotter, “Just take my word for it honey. You don’t want that house.” The pleasant lilt in her Arkansas accent was gone. 

				So much for Southern hospitality, I thought.

				Rebecca leaned over the woman’s desk a little, smiled, and said, “Oh, but I do want that house. We love that house, and we want you to approach the owner to see if she’ll consider an offer.”

				The agent picked up a pen and started writing on the papers before her. “Nope. No can do, folks.” She didn’t look up again. Rebecca and I had been dismissed. We looked at each other, dumbfounded. We had apparently moved to a town where real-estate agents cared little about earning commissions.

				Another agent in the small office, a bald man with large sad eyes, cleared his throat. He pressed his lips together nervously. “Well, let’s just say—” he began. Then he stood up from his desk. He shifted his weight from one foot to the other while looking out a window. He stuck his hands in his pants pockets. Finally, still looking out the window, he said, “Well, let’s just say that the house has a history.”

				We looked at each other and immediately decided to take a different approach to contacting the owner. We would simply go to the house and knock on the front door and introduce ourselves.
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				Two months earlier, Rebecca had come to town with me for my job interview, and as soon as we had arrived, we circled the quaint town square and drove down Main Street to get a sense of the place. We drove slowly, admiring all the big century-old houses with their white columns, second-story sleeping porches, gingerbread woodwork, and widow’s walks. Then we came to a stunning Victorian mansion. I stopped the car in the middle of the street and we gawked. It had a three-story octagonal turret on one end, a four-story round turret on the other, and spires rising from the towers. A massive portico was supported by clusters of Corinthian columns. Large stained-glass windows framed the front door. The house was rather rundown but gorgeous nonetheless.

				Rebecca said, “I’ll move to this town if you buy me that house.”

				There was no for-sale sign in the yard. “But it doesn’t appear to be for sale,” I said.

				Rebecca shook her head. “I don’t care. I will make it happen.”
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				The Allen House 2005

				Whenever Rebecca says she will make something happen, I look at her and my right eyebrow rises, revealing my skepticism. Her grandmother was a witch, and Rebecca has made the claim that such an attribute can be inherited.
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				We pulled into the driveway of 705 North Main Street. Actually, we crept shyly into the driveway, because we had no idea how the owner would react to strangers appearing at her door and announcing that they coveted her house and wanted to buy it. We knew a woman lived there alone, but we knew nothing about her.

				From the driveway, the sad condition of the mansion was more evident. Much of the house wasn’t visible from the street because of the untrimmed bushes and large magnolia trees. Now I could see how ivy climbed unchecked up the huge Corinthian columns all the way to the portico roof,  where its lush tendrils spilled over the stanchions and railings. Old paint curled away from the eaves and flaked from window casings. The wrought-iron railing on the widow’s walk was rusted. Some of the tin roof tiles looked dented. Rust from the old nails had bled down the clapboards. The huge trees cast gloomy shadows over the house, and blotches of black mold grew thick as beards under window sills. The wooden railings on top of the portico were rotted, and some of the window panes were cracked. 

				I began to have second thoughts about buying this place. I was having second thoughts about even knocking on the front door. I think Rebecca was too because she said, “I’ll stay in the car. It’ll be better if just you go.”

				Next to the garage, a white 1955 Thunderbird covered with a thick layer of dust was parked cock-eyed. Next to it was a 1972 Mercedes 450 SL with a flat tire. The open two-car garage was empty.

				I said, “I don’t think she’s home.”

				“Go see.”

				“Okay, but what am I going to say?”

				“Just start by saying you’re a new dean at the university and you love the house.”

				I stepped out of the car, and something scurried through the high grass. A blue jay in a magnolia tree eyed me as I approached the house. Flower beds near the porch were choked with weeds. Old rose bushes sprawled. The wooden steps screeched under my weight. On the wooden porch, I stepped gingerly and anticipated falling through. I thought, Jeez, this place would make a great haunted house. I wouldn’t have been surprised to see a coffin.

				A man’s voice came from inside the house. Full of the peaks and hollows of the Ozark hills, the voice spewed anger and horror. I got chills. Then I realized that it was a radio evangelist warning his listeners at two o’clock on a weekday afternoon of the terrors of Hell.

				I rang the doorbell, and a series of loud chimes reverberated through the house. I hoped no one was at home, but I waited. In the cobwebs above my head, a spider was slowly consuming a fly. 

				The radio preacher ranted, “And you shall be cast into the fiery pit!” No other sound came from the house.

				Back in the car, I said, “This place is in bad shape. Real bad shape.”

				Rebecca said, “Good. We can get it cheap.”

				“Maybe. We’ll have to think about it,” I said as I backed the car out of the driveway. “The place is a real wreck.” 

				“Pull up to the curb. I want to look at it some more,” Rebecca said.

				I did as she asked. The house was on her side of the car. While she looked at the wreck, I noticed the old but well-kept house across the street. I admired the nicely trimmed yard and what looked like a fresh paint job. That is what we need, I said to myself. I was about to say so to Rebecca, but when I looked over at her and saw the way she was gazing at the rundown Victorian, I looked up at it myself. From the street, it again appealed to me the way it had the first time I saw it. Massive and convoluted, but also elegant. It was a lovely ruin, rich in character, and in desperate need of care.

				Rebecca was apparently thinking the same thing I was. She said, “It needs us.”

				A couple of weeks later, I would drive past the house with an out-of-town visitor and say, “What do you think?”

				He smirked and said, “Looks like there oughta be a coffin on the front porch.”
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				We let all our new friends and acquaintances in Monticello know we were interested in the big Victorian on North Main.

				“Oh, it’s called the Allen House,” someone soon told us. “You don’t want to buy that house. It ought to be torn down.”

				We asked about the owner.

				One person told us, “She’ll never sell it. People have tried to buy it from her, but she won’t even talk about it.”

				Lots of people said we were pipe dreaming. We’d never get the house they assured us. People had tried before, but the woman had moved to Monticello years ago just to live in that house.

				An elderly lady, a life-long resident of the town, said, “I know her vaguely. Name’s Mona or Margaret or Myrtle. Something with an ‘M.’ I see her in Piggly Wiggly once in a while buying her groceries. She likes carrots. Always has lots of carrots. Don’t see her often, though. She’s gone a lot on trips. Travels all over the world is what I understand. You can’t miss her if you ever see her. She’s very beautiful.”

				I said, “Well, next time you see her at the Piggly Wiggly, let her know we want to buy her house.”

				“Oh, she’ll never sell it. Besides, it’s haunted, you know.”

				Almost every time Rebecca and I mentioned to someone that we wanted to buy the Allen House, the inevitable response was, “It’s haunted, you know.” Seldom did anyone say, “People say it’s haunted,” or, “It’s supposed to be haunted.” People usually stated flatly, “It’s haunted, you know.”
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				I did an Internet search for “Allen House, Monticello, Arkansas,” and sure enough, the hits I got were all about the house’s history of paranormal activity. Built in 1906, the house reportedly became haunted in the 1940s after Ladell Allen Bonner, the middle of three daughters of entrepreneur Joe Lee Allen and his wife Caddye, took poison in the master-bedroom suite, which was subsequently sealed by Ladell’s mother as a memorial to her daughter. When it was finally opened more than thirty-five years later, the poison was found on a closet shelf.

				Some of the articles mentioned Ladell’s son, Allen Bonner, as another ghost in the house.

				The standard narrative about the house was that it served as apartments from the mid-1950s to the mid-1980s. Tenants had on occasion been so convinced of the presence of intruders in the attic that the police were called … to find nothing. In addition, some of the tenants were so frightened by sounds and small items being unexplainably moved that they lived in the house only a short time. For one tenant, the day some of his heavy furniture got moved around was the day he had had enough, and he vacated the house immediately.

				A college student in 1968 took a photo of his new bride in the dining room, and when the photo was developed, it revealed a ghostly figure of a woman hovering in the room.

				The Internet articles also mentioned Carolyn Wilson, a resident in 1959, who was inspired by the house to write her popular 1966 Gothic romance The Scent of Lilacs, in which a young newlywed finds herself living in an old mansion that appears to be haunted.

				As for other instances of paranormal activity in the Allen House, the articles told of a female guest at a party who claimed to get trapped in the downstairs bathroom by a ghost. After struggling with the door for several minutes, she was suddenly able to swing it open without effort.

				Thinking a friend of theirs was playing a trick on them and hiding in a closet, a couple held the door shut against a force pushing from inside. Then the friend who they assumed was in the closet walked into their apartment and asked what they were doing. Startled and confused, the couple immediately opened the closet door to find … nothing.

				Not only was the main house supposed to be haunted but the carriage house had been the site of paranormal activity as well. Throughout the 1960s and 70s, tenants in the carriage house were difficult to retain because of objects being moved around and the unmistakable sound of human moaning.

				When the house passed to new owners in the mid-1980s, a servant claimed that one morning as she was going up the stairs “Miss Ladell” was coming down. The servant left and refused to return. When the owners set up a gift shop in the back of the house in the early 1990s, objects got moved over night and mysteriously broken.

				There were also stories of decorative swords flying off of walls, of a former owner coming downstairs one morning to find three ghostly little girls playing in the foyer, and of Ladell Allen Bonner crying in the night.

				When I showed the write-ups to Rebecca, she read them with interest. Then she shrugged and said she wasn’t scared off from trying to buy the house. “So what?” she said. I agreed. In fact, I was inclined to believe the stories were all fabrications of over-active imaginations.
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				Marilyn Monroe 
At Sixty

				The name of the woman we bought the Allen House from is not really “Marilyn,” but that’s what I’ll call her. One reason I chose this name is that the first time I laid eyes on her—under the muted light of a sparkling chandelier in the foyer of the Allen House—it was like meeting an apparition of Marilyn Monroe. She was certainly not the gnarly crone I had imagined she would be that first time I stood on her porch. This woman had an hour-glass figure, big Texas-style blonde hair, a breathy and child-like voice. She was nearly sixty years old, but in the dim light she could have passed for thirty-five.

				In July 2005, word had reached Marilyn that some new people in town wanted her house. She had called me at my office at the university. With her breathy voice, she sounded rather charming. She asked about me and my wife and our small boys and our daughter, Brontë, who was nine. She seemed enthusiastic about our having a little girl and said, “Oh, she would feel like a princess in the house. An absolute princess!” Contrary to what everybody in town had told us, she said she might consider selling.

				Rebecca and I were very excited and arranged to see the inside of the house one evening as soon as Marilyn returned home from a shopping trip to Dallas.

				While we waited for the appointed evening, we drove past the house frequently. In part, this was because we looked  for reasons to get out of our cramped rental house with the crooked floors. Some of the piers supporting the floors of the rental had collapsed. It was like living on a ship in rough seas. We had to prop books under china cabinets and book shelves to keep them from toppling over.

				The night before we were going to get to see the inside of the Allen House for the first time and meet the owner in person, Rebecca and I and the kids stopped in front of the house and gazed at it. Almost right away, I noticed a woman sitting in the second-story window of the round south turret. Joshua, who was seven, said, “Who’s that lady?”

				“Must be the owner. Miss Marilyn,” I said. (I was already picking up the Southern habit of putting “Mr.” and “Miss” in front of people’s first names.)

				“Yeah, there she is,” Rebecca said.

				The woman in the window appeared to be sitting at a desk, reading a book or perhaps writing a letter by long hand.

				Rebecca said, “Maybe we shouldn’t sit here. She might get annoyed. She’ll think we’re stalking her or something.”

				When Rebecca and I returned the next evening, the porch didn’t seem nearly as creepy to me without the radio evangelist shouting from the house about fire and brimstone. When Marilyn opened the door and ushered us in, I was pleased to see that the inside of the house looked much better than the outside. Chandeliers glittered softly overhead, the rooms were crowded with fancy antiques, and the walls were covered with gilt-framed prints and paintings.

				As we walked through the first-floor rooms, Marilyn kept saying the house was “solid as a rock” and the most beautiful home she personally had ever been in, with the exception of the governor’s mansion. “I can’t believe I’m even thinking of selling my palace,” she said, her voice whispery, her peppermint breath in my face, her capped teeth glistening behind her full crimson-colored lips. She batted her incredibly long eyelashes, and her bosom reminded me of the protrusions on the front bumper of a 1958 Cadillac. “It’s gorgeous, gorgeous,”she said.

				I agreed.

				“One of a kind,” she said. “You’ll never find another house like this. Oh, when I walk down the grand staircase, I feel like a queen.”

				The rooms glittered with crystal knickknacks and polished brass. Marilyn’s fingers, as she gestured, glittered with diamonds and sapphires. She said that all the lumber used in the construction of the house came from Joe Lee Allen’s personal timberlands and that nothing but four-hundred-year-old oak and heart of pine was used. The stained glass was made by glass blowers in New Orleans, the curved window frames in St. Louis. The ornate hand-beaten tin ceiling in the dining-room was crafted on site. There was no other ceiling like it in the world, she insisted. Cherub faces stared down at the dining room table.

				In each room, pictures of Jesus and crucifixes hung on the walls. Even in the bathroom, a picture of a blue-eyed Jesus was perched above the faucets of the antique claw-foot tub.

				Marilyn’s bedroom was on the first floor. It was dominated by rich red fabrics, silver-framed mirrors, and more pictures of Jesus. “I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “Looks like a brothel. But I think it’s gorgeous.”

				“Yes, it’s lovely,” Rebecca assured her.

				Rebecca agreed with Marilyn that everything about the house, including her furniture and decorations, was fabulous.

				Marilyn led us back to the foyer, and we followed her up the grand staircase (the servants’ staircase was in the back of the house). On the second-floor landing, she spread her arms wide to emphasize the spaciousness of the hallway. “It’s like a whole room!” Then she opened the door to the master bedroom, which included the south turret. We couldn’t enter the room because it was packed full of boxes and furniture. Rebecca and I looked at each other and said simultaneously, “We saw you in the turret window last night.”

				“Oh, no, I haven’t been in this room in months. I just use it for storage. I wasn’t even here last night.”

				“Oh,” I said. I had been thinking that she didn’t look like the woman I had seen in the window, but I figured she just looked different from a distance.

				Rebecca was more persistent than I was: “But we saw you … or someone in the window last night.”

				“Well, as you can see, dear, it’s not even possible to get to the window.”

				Rebecca and I nodded.

				Then Marilyn put her hands on her narrow waist and arched her back. When she took an audible breath, it emphasized her physical attributes.“Have you heard the house is haunted?” The words slid past her crimson lips as a sigh. 

				After hesitating, I said, “Oh, yes,” and nodded and grinned. I wanted to let her know we’d heard such foolishness but were unconcerned.

				“Well, it is,” she said. “It most definitely is. You need to know that. But it’s nothing to worry about. As a matter of fact, it’s the best security system you could ask for. All the thieves around here are scared to death of the place. They won’t get near it. I intentionally let the outside look bad to enhance the impression that it’s a haunted house. I say let the weeds grow, let the paint peel. The worse the place looks the more scared people are of it.”

				Rebecca and I both nodded. Rebecca said, “That’s very clever.”

				“Nobody bothers me. The kids with their school fundraisers, the Girl Scouts, the salesmen—they keep right on going. But the ghosts are really nothing to worry about. When I first moved here they wouldn’t leave me alone. I’d just be sitting in the parlor looking at a Dillard’s catalog, and they’d start whispering. So I’d shout, ‘In the name of Jesus Christ our Lord, leave me alone!’”

				Rebecca gave me a look that let me know my mouth was open.

				“I sprinkled holy water in every room and prayed. They’re pretty quiet most of the time now,” Marilyn continued. “If they start up, I just say, ‘I’m not talking to you. The only spirit I’m talking to in this house is the spirit of the Lord!’” She smiled at us radiantly. “So you’ll have nothing to worry about.”

				Rebecca and I nodded. “That’s good to know,” I said.
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				Déjà Vu

				At a professional convention in Little Rock in October 
 2005, one of my colleagues from the university introduced me to the man who took the famous photo of his wife in the Allen House dining room in the late 1960s, the photo in which a female ghost hovered beside his wife. My colleague had told this man that I was trying to buy the Allen House, and the man was eager to confirm all the paranormal stories. The photo, he said, was absolutely real. He also said he was present the day one of the other tenants refused to stay one more day because his furniture got moved around. “I still have dreams about that house,” he said. “All these years later.” 

				This man seemed perfectly normal, at least as normal as any of us in academia. We talked for a half hour or so and then had to attend separate meetings. The last thing he said to me was, “Good luck trying to buy it. And if you buy it, good luck.”
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				Amazingly, Rebecca and I settled on a price with Marilyn, a price that we thought was quite reasonable, and we gave her a deposit. When the appraisal came in, it was higher than the purchase price. She was a bit miffed and even said she hoped we didn’t feel too bad about “robbing” her. She said we had caught her at just the right time, though, and she was ready to get out of Monticello because she was more a “Dallas kind of gal.” Our buying the house must have been destined. “The Lord must have sent you,” she said.

				It would be two years, though, before we actually owned the house. Closing date after closing date would come, and Marilyn would cancel. In all, we scheduled a closing on about half a dozen different dates. The day before each of these closing dates, Marilyn called. Her voice crackling and breathy, she did not request more time but informed us that she absolutely had to have more time. She needed to hire a lot of help to get packed. She needed to auction off some things. She was having heart palpitations. And it was simply very emotionally traumatic for her to give up the house. She had even thought on several occasions about dismantling it and moving it with her to another state.

				Although she was the one to cancel the closings, she insisted we give her more money to renew the contract on the purchase. We did. We really wanted the Allen House. We did, however, realize after a few months that it might be a long time before we actually got to live there and decided to look for another old and interesting house we could buy and live in while we waited. One day Rebecca was driving around and, by chance, turned down a little side street and saw a rundown, chocolate-brown Victorian that she found absolutely charming. She decided we could buy it and fix it up while we were waiting to get the Allen House, and we would at least be able to get away from the cramped rental house with its crooked floors. The chocolate-brown house didn’t have a for-sale sign in front of it, but Rebecca was undaunted, as usual. Again, as she had in regard to the Allen House, she informed me that she would “make it happen”—and she did.

				After we purchased the chocolate-brown Victorian, we discovered that it had first been the home of Sylvester Hotchkiss (1842–1909), a Chicago-trained architect and the only Union veteran of the Civil War buried in the town cemetery (he was placed off away from the Confederate veterans). Most interesting to us was the fact that he had designed the Allen House.

				No one ever suggested to us that the Hotchkiss House was haunted, but people were eager to tell us that a man had hanged himself in the third-story stairwell after his lover ended their relationship. The twelve-year-old next-door neighbor, Buddy, reminded our small sons of the suicide on almost a daily basis, always adding something like, “Don’t that disturb ya’ll? Don’t you lay awake at night just thinkin’ ’bout it? That guy danglin’ in your staircase by his neck. I hear he used a chain that cut good and deep into his windpipe. I’d have nightmares ever night if I had to sleep in your house. I’d pee the bed.”

				Tow-headed and ruddy-faced, Buddy seldom left his own yard, which was surrounded by a six-foot-high chain-link fence. He’d call to Jacob and Joshua to come over to the fence, and then he lectured them from the other side. Working nearby in the yard while he illuminated my sons about the quality of life in our community, I got the impression that Monticello had an incredible number of child molesters, serial killers, and alien abductions.

				One day, he was telling us that Monticello had a real haunted house. “A real one. Not some fake one like at Halloween with mirrors and actors and fake blood,” he said with great enthusiasm. It was called the Allen House, he told them. “I know a boy that snuck in there last year and went to the top floor, to the attic, and he never come down. Never. Don’t nobody ever come down from that attic at the Allen House.”

				I said, “I’ve been in the Allen House. I’ve even been in the attic.”

				Buddy’s eyes grew huge. “Dang! You’re the only person ever come out alive!”
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				It seemed most of Monticello knew we were in the process of buying the Allen House, and a lot of folks became very concerned about what we would do to the Allen House after we turned the Hotchkiss House into a “painted lady”—three shades of blue and two shades of gold. Some people were downright horrified. They seemed to believe that the only truly appropriate color for a historic home was white. Blue was okay, we were informed by several strangers, only for a porch ceiling. A blue porch ceiling was a tradition, we were told, because it kept flies and wasps away. It had something to do with the insects thinking the blue porch ceiling was the sky. The blue porch ceiling also kept away evil spirits because they couldn’t cross a blue threshold. But it wasn’t “right” to paint most of a house blue. People said, “Ya’ll must be Yankees.” We said we were from Oklahoma. “Yep, ya’ll Yankees.”

				A woman who lived near the Allen House even came over to see us at the Hotchkiss House one Sunday afternoon to tell us she certainly hoped we weren’t planning to paint the Allen House blue. “It’s not really any of my business and you have the right to paint a house whatever color you want, but keep in mind what people will think. Ya’ll plan to live in Monticello permanently?”

				Some people thought the Hotchkiss House was beautiful painted up in blues and golds, a big improvement over the chocolate-brown, but Marilyn even told us the whole deal on her house was off—regardless of the Lord’s intentions—if we were planning to paint it anything other than white. We had merely thought that the tall, narrow design of the Hotchkiss House with its three front porches and gingerbread lent itself to a painted-lady style. We assured Marilyn and everyone else that we felt that white was the only color for the Allen House.
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				The months passed. On three occasions I went to the Allen House to negotiate a renewal of the purchase contract. Rebecca was so frustrated with the delays she didn’t accompany me to the negotiations out of fear that she would blurt out something that might offend Marilyn, causing her to call off the whole deal, disassemble the house, and move it to Dallas—instead of selling it to us.

				Marilyn always looked as though she were ready for a night on the town, her hair and make-up perfect, her clothes expensive. She glittered under the chandeliers and always gave me a tour of the house as if I were seeing it for the first time. She sashayed slowly through the rooms, praising the house’s beauty and uniqueness, and she repeated the story about how she’d performed a ritual to subdue the spirits.

				She had learned a few things from her father, a carpenter, she said, and she gave me advice about making repairs and doing renovations. And she talked about living in the Middle East with a former husband, a husband she might still be married to if he had loved this house the way she did, the way Rebecca and I obviously did.

				Marilyn told me that Rebecca and I and the kids were welcome to come over and work in the yard any time we wanted to, to think of the yard as our own, and we often did go over on the weekends with mowers and rakes and pruning shears. Working in the yard made us feel that we really were going to own the property some day.
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				Finally, in June 2007, Rebecca and I became the fourth owners of Joe Lee Allen’s 1906 gift to his beloved wife, Caddye, and their three daughters, Lonnie, Ladell, and Lewie.

				Marilyn stayed on in the house for a couple of weeks because it was so hard for her to let go of the place. She finally left at midnight of the absolute last day she could remain, followed by the last of four moving vans. We learned from a neighbor that Marilyn had gone to a motel in Monticello and had stayed for two weeks, the moving vans in the motel parking lot, while she attempted to recover from the ordeal of giving up her palace.
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				On moving day, as the kids and I were leaving the Hotchkiss House with a truck full of furniture, our neighbor Buddy called to us from behind his fence: “I feel sorry for ya’ll! Ain’t nobody ever gonna deliver a pizza to that haunted house, ya know!”

				I had to reassure Bronte, Joshua, and Jacob that we would still be able to have pizzas delivered, even if we had to pay extra and meet the delivery man at the end of the driveway. The kids seemed relieved.

				Also on moving day, a group of five teen-age boys came to the front door of the Allen House and said to Rebecca, “We wanta see inside your house. We hear it’s haunted.”

				Rebecca explained that the house was our private residence and not open to the public. They sighed, threw up their arms, and peevishly stomped their feet. One of them said, “I been wanting to see this place all my life.”

				They were only the first indication of the public’s interest in seeing the house and learning more about its ghosts. Marilyn had allowed no one in the house in years. On Halloween, she hired security guards to make sure no one set foot on her property.

				The teenage boys were a reminder, in the midst of the excitement and labor of the move, that we were now the owners of a famous haunted house. But they weren’t the only or most provocative reminder, by any means.

				As I carried three heavy and cumbersome boxes up the side steps and through the side door, I glimpsed Jacob, who was five, standing quite still next to the servants’ staircase, looking at me blankly, saying nothing. He looked pale, and I thought he might be sick. I turned away from him and set the stack of boxes down in front of the staircase, saying, “So how you like your new house?” Jacob said nothing. As I straightened the top box to assure it wouldn’t topple, I said, “So you like it? Huh?” Still no answer. “You okay?” Then I turned … and Jacob had vanished into thin air. The episode was odd, but I wiped the sweat from my eyes and went back to my job of carrying boxes into the house. 

				A few minutes later I found Jacob upstairs. He was watching his favorite Star Wars movie.“Hey, there you are,” I said. “I wondered where you disappeared to.”

				“What?” He stared at a light-saber battle. Darth Vader was about to strike down Ben, Luke Skywalker’s Jedi mentor.

				“You were downstairs, and all of a sudden you disappeared.”

				“I wasn’t downstairs. Not since Mom made lunch.”

				“But you were just downstairs. Like ten minutes ago.”

				“No.” After a pause, he said, “You must be seein’ things, Dad.”

				I let it go. But this was only the first in a series of similar incidents. A few days later, Rebecca came downstairs to breakfast and asked Jacob, who was already sitting at the table, how he got downstairs so fast. When I told her that he had been downstairs and sitting at the table with me for the past twenty minutes, she shook her head and said she had just seen him upstairs not half a minute before. I assured her that Jacob had been downstairs with me for at least twenty minutes.

				She then told me that she had seen Jacob go into the downstairs bathroom the day before, never saw him come out, but then saw him upstairs a half hour later. She asked him why he had been in the downstairs bathroom so long. He said he hadn’t been in the downstairs bathroom. He added that he didn’t like to use that bathroom because it was “scary.” In fact, I had noticed one day that although Jacob was playing downstairs he went all the way upstairs to use the bathroom and then came back down. I hadn’t given it much thought at the time.

				“And that’s not all,” Rebecca said. “Three days ago I guess it was, I was here in the kitchen and saw Jacob through the doorway turning the corner into the bathroom. Then a second later I saw him again, turning the corner into the bathroom.”

				I told her I didn’t understand.

				“It was like déjà vu. I saw him. Then I saw the exact same thing. Like a film clip looping twice. An instant replay.” She said she kept looking through the kitchen doorway, expecting to see Jacob come out of the bathroom, but he never did. Finally, she went to the bathroom and the door was closed. She knocked. No answer. She opened it, and no one was in there.

				We would soon get used to that first-floor bathroom door being closed most of the time. It seemed to close on its own. I even tested it one day to see whether it swung easily on its hinges. I theorized that maybe it closed whenever the air conditioning kicked on. I found that it did not close easily. Someone had to push or pull it shut. Rebecca said that our cat, which followed her all over the house when it was hungry, would never follow her into that bathroom. It would follow her into closets and other bathrooms—anywhere—but if she went into that bathroom, it would stop abruptly, back away and just wait for Rebecca to come out.

				At the time, I was still in denial about there being ghosts in the house. In fact, I was still uncertain what I believed in regard to ghosts in general. We had lived in an old house in Oklahoma, and I would often awake in the middle of the night to voices. I was always certain the kids had left a TV on upstairs. Then I would go upstairs and find the TV off and cold to my touch. Rebecca thought we might have ghosts in that house. The people who were supposed to buy our Oklahoma house after leasing it for six months broke the contract and moved out, claiming the house was haunted. I was shocked that they couldn’t come up with a better excuse for breaking the contract, and I was awestruck that they would suggest something so outrageous.

				I tended to believe there had to be another explanation for what Rebecca and our children and I were experiencing in the Allen House. Besides, I didn’t want people thinking I was nutty. I had a responsible and high-profile position at the university, and my boss, the Provost, was a very pragmatic and serious man whose respect I did not want to lose.

				Jacob seemed oblivious to his ghostly double. But one day he did become furious with his older brother, Joshua, for trying to scare him by whispering his name over and over: Jacob, Jacob, Jacob. When Rebecca and I investigated Jacob’s accusation, we discovered that Joshua had been in his own room, with his door shut, listening to music through earphones. We, however, allowed Jacob to continue thinking it was his big brother whispering his name.
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				In those first days, my explorations focused on the dilapidated carriage house. One day, I pulled back a loose board on a wall and discovered a marble tombstone. It was just sitting there in a niche in the wall. Engraved with the inscription “Our Darling One Hath Gone Before to Greet Us on the Blissful Shore,” it was for a boy born in 1895 and who died in 1900.

				[image: CarriageHouse.tif]

				The Carriage House

				On a window frame nearby, someone had written with a pencil “Ghost!”

				The same day I discovered the tombstone, a family friend stopped by to visit. When Rebecca opened the door immediately after the friend had rung the doorbell, she expressed surprise and asked Rebecca how she got downstairs so quickly. When Rebecca said she was already downstairs, the friend insisted that as she approached the house she had seen Rebecca (she was certain it was Rebecca) in an upstairs window.

				The same friend had a joint yard sale with Rebecca at our house a couple of weeks later. In preparing for the sale, the friend was carrying items through the front door, past the parlor and library and setting them in the hallway. Rebecca, who was working in the back of the house, kept hearing her friend talking. Just the two of them were in the house. Eventually, she heard the friend calling, “Hey, Rebecca, where did you go?”

				Rebecca hollered back, and her friend came to the back room and said, “You’re a big help!”

				“What do you mean?”

				“I kept asking you to help me carry stuff and you just kept standing there in the library.”

				Rebecca explained that she had been in the back room the whole time. “I was wondering who you were talking to.”

				“You weren’t in the library?” the friend asked.

				“No, I just told you. I’ve been here tagging these things for the sale.”

				“Then who was in the library?”

				Rebecca shrugged. “It wasn’t me.”

				Her friend’s eyes widened, her body stiffened. “Listen, you’re going to come help me carry this stuff, and you’re not leaving me alone in this house anymore.”
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