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CHAPTER L
It was many years ago—before this
era of steam, telegraph and electrical
and mechanical development, in fact,
Just previous to that very queer war of
a812—thag in a quaint old Dutch-built
vHlage of southern New York, lying
not far from Hudson's noble river,
there was living one Jacobus Bruyn, a
substantial farmer, of the purest Dutch
{ineage.
On a beautiful, sunny fall afternoon,
farmer Bruyn was sitting on the frunt
porch of his fine old Dutch farm-house,
tolling at ease In his great chatr, ar.d
smoking his long clay plpe with an ex-
presiion of perfect contentment resting
on his stolld featurea.
afford to take his ease. Hia broad acres
of fat vatley land had borme unusually
sbundant harvests, annd his capacious
farm buiidings were fllled to overflow-
ing. As hosat and allowed the wreaths
of blue smoke to curl up about his
swarthy, honest face, he was listening
with satisfaction to the beating of the
fiafls of his threshers in the great rcd
barn not many rods distant.
The house of farmer Bruyn was duilt
ifn the substantial, comfortable style of
the well-to-do Dutch burghers of the
eolonlal period of New York history. It
was a large stone bullding, whose heavy
wwalls hed been laid by those who evi- |
dently intended them to last for genora-
flons. The great roof mounted up to & !
high peak, and sloped nearly to the'
ground in the rear. The numerous win-
ms  (ows, with their many iittle green panes
of glass, hinted of light and cheerful- |
ness within, Everything about the place
was neat snd orderly. Along the gar-
den fence, at the end of the low kitchen,
was & bench, on which & row of shin-
Ing milk-pans were sunning themselves.
In the rear, o tall, sloping churning
machine hinted at one of the domestlo
ocoupations of the place. The yard was
pot particularly spacious, but showed
the supervision of some one with a love
for order and becuty in clumps of
shrubbery and beds of late-blooming
flowers. It was evident who was the
presiding spirit of this horticultural dia-
play, for a young malden was wander-
Ing among the flower beds, dallylng
with the plants in a patronizing way
that declared more platnly than words |
the doep Interest of affection and gunrd- |
fansdip, This was Rosa, farmer
Bruyn's only daughter, whose age,
it was apparent from her looks, could
not be far from eighteen. Moving
racefully about under the soft light of
he clear autumn sky, her plain, neat
house-dress contrasting with the bril.
llant ver@ure about her, the young girl
presented a charming object to the eye
-and g0 thought farmer Bruyn, as he
weatched her from his seat on the porch.
Her figure was plamp and comely, al-
though perhaps a trifle under size, and
perfect health was {ndicated in the ftull,
graceful curves of her form, the rosy
bloom upon her cheeks, and the liquid
clearness of her soft grey eyes. A
wealth of rich brown halr hung about
her shoulders in natural ringlets, un-
confined and untled. free to the klsses
of the sun and the toyings of the gentle
gephyrs. No fairy creature was Roca
Bruyn, but a substantial bodily pres-
ence, who might have sat for the Ma-
-Bonna of some old Flemish painter.
The form, featurem and movements all
indicated & pure, bealthy womanly na-
ture, capable perhaps of great devotion
. and tenderness, but one not likely to
succomb to any trial or duty of life,
{ ‘Tthe house of farmer Bruyn sat some
Histance back from the road, Several
7 tall poplar trees threw thelr shade along
- the roadway in front, and, at the upper
.. +edge of the yard, some clumps of shrub-
. jpery scted as a partial screen to a lane
. #hg&t Yed to the outbuildings in the rear
Jof the house, The road in front wound
Yo & gradual hill; and down the hill
phe tall form of & young man could be
ﬁggn drptwing near. Rosa's wandering
‘gaxe_had detected his approach, and,
with s suadden flush, she drew slowly
"awsy from her position among the flow-
~ar beds, amd procesded, as 1f inadvert-
~ watly, up to the lane fence among the
Kirobhery, Her movements were evi-
eritly observed by the young man, for
apntered the lane, and, drawing near,
“blaged his haund on the fence, gave a
N spring, and bounded over.
n & 1 nt Yie had faken the blush.
1 in s armes, band pressed
Yy brow with all the ardor
ied lover, |
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He could well ; he roplied.
. dinner that she Is falling stowly but

"with all her wealth, her farms,

" pleasure or privilege has been mine in
¢ life that the verlest country lad in the

bh.‘mp: !
Hin

"most Grecian beauty. Ringlets of falr,
_flaxen halr escaped frorn bemneath his
‘cap, and curled over a broad. white
brow. Clear, mirthful blue eyes it up
a countenance !n which the expression
_of goniality was offset by a certain alr
'of over-confidence that almost indicated
recklessnesa.

“And how's my llittle sweetheart?”
he asked, releasing her form frum bhis
arms, and gazing upon her #1th undis-

‘; gutised admiration.

“] am well, Claude, she replied
“Y.ittle need there is to ask And you
ayp'pear well, too. But how {8 your

aunt to-day 7"

“Aunt? oh, she is growing worse,”
"“The dootor told me since

surely, and cannot poasibly survive
long. Indeed, it jooksas i1 ] were soun
to be free.’”

“Free!=why, Claude, what can you
mean? One might suppuse that you
rejoiced that your aunt 1is worse per-
haps upon the brink of the grave.”

A pecullar shadow passed over the
young man's face.

Do you think so kindly of me,
Rosa?" he asked. "Or—bul, no, you

read my feelings, £nd you misinterpret

| them. Suppose aunt shouid dte—can I

help it? 1 shall sorrow for her as sin-
cerely &s anybody, butl must own that
there is a sense of freedum In the
thought of my being my owmn master
and coming Into my fortune. What
is the use of denylng or concealing it?
1 do not wish her dead; but 1 cannot
deny thsat the grief | should feel is
tempered by the thought of the scope
that will be opened to mmy hopes and
ambition., There, there, little one—don't
look so grave. Remember, | have not
been brought up to be sensitive. Aunt
has not wasted any tenderness upon
me, although [ know she loves me
well.”

**But, Claude, think how it would
grieve her to the soul to dream for a
momont that you could count up the
gain her death would be to you."

‘*But she will not dream it, little
monitrens, No act or word of mine
shall 2add a pang to her dying hours. I
shall do oll and be all that duty and
affection require. But can | help my
natural feelilngs? I am not an angel in
human guise, llke yourself. Rosa. ]
profess only one virtue—a desire to be
honest, and not to hide my real feelings
for mere appearance’s sake. It fs not
in my nature to play the hypocrite. 1
shall feel very badly if atant dtea. She
has slways been kind to me—Iin her
way— and | truly believe has loved me
with her whole heart. BRut it Is only,
just to remember that her way has al-
ways been a strange one, and that her
guardilanship has deprived me of the
rights and privileges In a large meas-
ure to which I was born. A strange,
gloomy, eccentric woman, fixed in he:
ideas and immovable in her xesolves,
no one can tell the tyranny her govern-
ment has exercised over me. .And, by
a strange fate, I have no escape from
tyranny so long as she Hves eXcept at
the peril of my fortune Lok at it'—
het
hogts, her ferries, her mills (there s
an immense fortune stowed up some-
where, and I the prospective heim, what

region could not enjoy? Aunt's love ot
hoarding has run aweay with her judg-
merit till her household has been kept
as If we were predestined victims of
poverty. Rolff House ham been aban-
doned to decay. As for me, the eccen-
tric whim of my fether has made me
more subject to her than the vertest
gervant—adictated to in my education,
curbed tn every ratural wish and am-
bitton, and left to dream of freedom
and happiness only as poasible through
her death. My name~the name of
Rolff — has become a very by-word
through the country. Half the coun-
try folic belleve Rolff House to beg
haunted, and it ia not two years agc
that I thrashed g burly lout who taunt.
ed me with my aunt being a witch, I
aunt dies, I come into absolute proprie.
torship of all the Rolff estates ancg
wealth—and not till then. Alh. Rosa
can T help contrasting my present po-
sition with what it will be then? Is it
in human nature not to desire to throw
off the burden that has weighed upor
my hopes and aspirations for so many
years?

sy will not try to answer your Ques
tionis, Claude,” replied the young girl

not a little willful; and it may be you
are not the proper judge of all that is
guod and necessary for you, I fear, if
your wishes are now realized, and you
are given the freedom and opportunity
you seem so to desire, you will only
demonstrate the wisdom and prudence
of your aunt's treatment of you.”

An expression of gloom passed over
the young man’'s countenance.

"You judge me severely, Rosa,”™ he
sald, "but 1 do not care for that. I do
not plead the propriety of my feelings,
but only that 1 cannot help them. Yet
why should 1 not gratify my ambition?
1 am the son of a wealthy man, and in
justice and right should be undisputed
master of my father’'s estate. 1 do not
long for vulgar display and pleasure,
No, no, my desire {8 to travel, to store
my mind with observation; to develop
my taste, and, above all, to give myself
vpportunity for the study of the art
that 18 my ambition and delight. You
fogget that I inherit a right to art. But
has aunt ever encoursged me In my
ambition? No; she has repreased it in
every way. She weould make of me
nothing but an overseer of laburers.
and a hoarder of money My soul
loathes the life she would have me lead.
Oh, Rosa, you cannot know how | lung
to be away, spending my days among
the great galleriea of Utrecht, of Mu-
nich, of Dresden. of Venice and Rorne,
drawing inspiration and knowledge
from the works gf the mighty masters
of art How can | help the spirit that
s within me? At the mere thought of
t.eing able to fulfi]l my dreams, my soul
is filled with an ecstacy that seems to
banish far from my sight every other
feeling and consideration.”

“And to feed that ambition, you
would banish me, too, from your
thoughts, Claude, and leave me for your
art”’

“Why- yes, Rusa,
‘8 for a little time It would not b
long. we are both young, and do nc:
cnntemplate speedy marriage; so there
feems No reason why I should not de-
vote my time to Improving myself. so
that 1 may become more worthy of
your love. 1 can’'t stay here, in this
dismal little village, to rust and fre?
myself to death [ must cultivate my
talents | desire to bhecome a grea®
painter As soon as T am tn a positton
to carry out my plans [ will tell yon
all my dreams and I am sure you wil!
sympathize with me. and take delig!
tn my purpose to achieve talent an:!
fame It will not be 80 long that |
will be separated from you, and we ar-
young. Rosa, and can bear up un-der
separation. and walt patiently for the
happiness that will be ours when [ re-
turn with some part of my ambittn
achieved to claim you as mv bride

The eyes of Hosa Rruvn Iit up for a
moment, but she dropped them quickiv
to the ground. and was silent. At last
che spoke quietly.

1 hope your aunt will get welil sooun,
Claude **

The young man bit his lip and turned
“i1is face impatiently away

But his anger was only momentary.
Turning his gaze back to the falr grav:
voung face before him an expression !
deep tenderness tonk pospession of h.
handsome countenance

“You do well to reprove me. Rosa
he sald. “Yes, I, too, hope aunt will
get well, and live many years. Then
all my fine plans will be scattered
the winds, and I shall be sure of not!.
ing—not even of you."

! to be sure tha*®

tu

Httle man again, who was evidently one
of the kind that ltke to do muost ¢f the

years

fellow who bullt it was a pirate, ‘and
had no end of money he'd made by
murder and robbery on the high seas,
After he butlt the house, they say he
- had rooms piled full of stiver and gold.

fhad evidently withstood the assaulls
of many years, as also a liking for good
ppirits, of which it was much the fash-
lon of the time to partake freely. To
tntroduce him without further words,
this old fellow was Carl Krum, and his
special business it was to have in
charge a boat ferry that crossed the
river at the landing about a mile and
a half from the village. This ferry be-
longed to the mistress of Rolff House,
and the old fellow had from time lmme-
morial almost been In charge of it, and
ennstituted one of the family at Rolff
House He was not a frequent visitor
to the bar-room of Ronk's Tavern. and
when he came it was generally the case
that something had happened that ex-
cited public gossip unusually or had
sume special interest to himself.

The group of talkers sitting about
the room grew sudderly silent ae the
old man entered. A seat was offered
him and he (ﬁnppod quietly into {t,
and continued puffing sedately on &
short pipethat was tn his mouth

After an Interval of sllence, a short,
pursy little feillow who was sitting with
his chalr tipped beside the emberless
fireplace, spoke up: .

““Here’'s old Carl,” he sald. “He can
tell us all about i{t. Now, let me state
the matter. I maintained that the old
lady was eighty-three. you all dented
it. Now. how s 1t. Mr Krum?"

The old man tovk his pipe quietly out
of his mouth.

“‘SBhe’'s elghty-three,”” he said., “‘and
she’ll be ninety-three, if the good Lord
so will and my prayers are heard. But
what matters {t, ye idle gossips?"”

*"Exactly,” continued the first speaker,
without noticing the old man’s rebuke;
"and that confirms what I said. 'Taint
often. I tell you, that I make a mistake
in & person’s age when they die—that
is, the old lady ain't dead yet, but
everyhody knows that old Doctur Pronk
has given her up, and when he says
anybody has got to die. he generally
makes a sure job of it.”

There was some laughter at this poor
jesat, but it was interrupted by the old
man.

‘“That’'s a falr specimen of the devil's
wit as well as the devil's manners,
or I''n no judge,” he said. “It's not
given to any human being to fix the
Hmit of a fellow creature’s fe, and, as
for the good old Doctor, the only mis-
takke he ever made was In not strang-
lilng some specimens of this ungodly
generation at their birth. Yet 1 fear
that it 18 only too true that Rolit House
18 to lose 1ts mistress. I've no romantie
fonduess for the poor old lady but It
{8 a scurvy deg that will not fawn on
the hand that has fed 1t for years -

" Youll be provided for
rug.ted one of the party

about the matter.

old Rolfr ?**
The landlord here spoke up:
“That's a pertinent question,’” he patd

House.

there 18 a mystery about the house,

sight up there.

the large windows.

as plainly asl ever saw man. His ap-
pearance was that of a very aged man,
tall and stooping, with long white hair,
and dressed in an odd costume. As 1
was looking directly at him, he sudden-
ly disappeared—seemed to sink into the
ground close to the house. I could
scarcely belleve my eyes, but I am sure
I saw what ] have told you, and, as
you may fimagine, I thought at once
of the story they tell, that at stated
times the devil allows old Rolff to visit
his money chambers. [ suppote I must
have been deceived in some way in the
matter. But it would be interesting to
know more about Rolff House, and 1
move that old Carl gives us its history.”

“Yes, yes, Carl,” “L.et's hear it, Carl,”
and similar exclamations were uttered
by a dozen votces, and chalrs were
drawn up near where the old man was
sitting, for all knew that he enjoyed
nothing better than an opportunity to
rehearse some fa vorite matter.

CHA PTER IV,

“Well,” began the old man, I don’t
mind telllng what I knosw about the
matter, though I'm afraijd you'll find
it rather a dry tale, with your appetites
all whetted for a recital of supernatural
doings. But {t's a strange story, never-
theless. It was long, long ago, during
the last years of King Geourge's wart
with the French and Spaniards, that
there came to our village, then a mere
hamlet, a tall ine-looking man, richly
dressed, who put up at the little Dutch
inn that stood on the very spot that
this tavern now stands. He remalned
week after week, and there was brought
to him sundry heavy, iron-bound chests
containing gouuds of some welghty char-
acter. The curlosity of the good burg-
hers was much exclted about this mys
terfous personage. He was flerce and
gloomy at times, and would speak lo
no “ne. and then again he would be free

tarl, Inter-

I have recelved my full due,” replied
the old man, "and exject nothing ™ and jovial to the extent of spending
“Well, she ought to give you Sotie- many a dozen of gold and silver coin,
thing.” Interrupted the landiord,  but anl getting himself and half the gond

burghers deeply intoxicated. This man
gave his name as Magnus Rolff. At
times., when In his cups, he would tell
the most frightful tales of bLloody ad-
ventures at sea, 80 that in time the
good people began to regard himm as a
retired pirate, and this belie! seemed
confirmed by the number of heavy,
strong chests he had broyght with him,
which no doubt contained the treas-
ures he had acquired in his wild ad-
tures. As Magnus Rolff rather enjoyed
it to have the guod people regard him
with dread as well a8 admiration, he
encouraged these storles about himself,

there's no telling —she’'s & queer old wo.
man ”
Queer old place the

ton.” broke In

talking I don't wonder that anyhody
13 queer after llving 4n it so many
Queer stories I've heard about
ift. Most folks belleve the house s
haunted, and I've heard that the old

“But you know, Claude. we are su Then I've heard he sold himself to the it is to be fe:“’g- and so they have de-l
young yet — and and father may devil, on cundition that the money B‘Z‘T"ded to thisday.
change his mind when 3.u settle down would always be kept safe in Rolff But {t Is not necessary for us to

tn sateady habite He
wild and reckless

] see, Rosa,” sald the young man,
with a return of the bitterness of hie
tone, ‘"that even in your estimation to
aspire to any life but that of a plodding
money-getter is to be wild and reck-
less. "’

thinks you are

“*No, no, Claude/’ she exclaimed
hastily, “you know I do not think so.
But you would not have me
father?”

claimed. with a glow «f enthustasm,

best girl In the world. Better that
should suffer the wreck of every hope.
But I must not linger. Your father

will begin to suspect something. Good-, withoat peopling it
giving ft over to the possessien of the
Evil One.”

bye!”

And, with a tender caress, he turned
and, springing over the fence, dlsap-
peared as he had come.

CHAPTER IIL

fhe tavern in Voorhiskill, (so
sall the little old Duteh village),
wooden, clap-boarded building,
three stories, a double-sloped roof, an
many windows. It was a somewhat
pretentious structure, and did a thriv-
ing business, for the village was on the
line of an important mail and business
route, and the times were favorable to
travel and convivality.

The bar-room of Ronk’'s Tavern. as
the hostlery was called., was the great
meeting-place for the men-foik of the
vicinity. Here they gathered of an eve-
ning, and smoked their pipes, and drank
their fiip or other decoctions, and told
storfes, talked politics and retailed the
gossip of the vicinity,

It was on the evening after the events
detailed in the last chapter. The can-
dles were lighted In the bar-room, and
the landlord was behind his bar answer.
ing the calls of his customers, who had
begun to drep in. He wasg a tall, grave
man, with a complexton and skin like
parchment, dark straight hair mingled
with gray, and an almost preternatural-
ly solemn countenance. At bottom,
however, he was generous and whole-
souled, and delighted fn nothing more
than to see his guests well-provided,
for, his bar-room thronged, and jest
and anecdote going the round of an
evening, as pipes were 11t and stout po-
tations dealt out.

The usual group was gathered around
1t was early evening yet, however, and
more were to come before the gossip or
discussion reached 1its full height. One.
after apother dropped in, till at last
there entered an old man of rather sin-
gular appearance. He was short and
sturdy of frame, and dressed in oid,

i

was a

with @& pained expression of coun
tengnoe. “I° know -that it I8 wrong
very wrong, for you to talk and thind
as you do. I X did not believe you te
be truersat heart than I ou represent
yourself to be, I should almoel lose my
faltl in you. As for your aunt, al
thoush she Is pecullar Ia many things
1 Juew - that she Joves yor 00 much te

J6, 0ATDE you needlewsly or cruelly

your fancy. has ‘palsted yow
£ in exaggperited oslora. Tou
)

broud an

.

rusty brown woolen clothes, with knee-
breeches and stockings, while his heavy
shioes had broad steel buckles. His face
' was almost covered up by a heavy
! growth of snowy white beard that de-
| sgended and swept his breast. Under-
neath hts hemvy, grizzled eye-brows a
pair of keen, DPlemsant Blue eyes gazed

-out. His general appearance was that i t force of charmotor. and sh
n intelligent, self-posseswed ., spoke up again: gresa X she soon |
::wtnw‘?&%&i&bl?'ap&t;e ortion a1 “Well, 1ot thema Hny 1t who can,|EFeW to Bave abuwluts controf of Roit

ecoentricity and individuslity done up
in his compomition.. His. sturdy: frams

P &

-

House, and a good bargaln he made of
{t, seeing that the devil had him safe
anyhow
him one fine day. and
all
touch
themselves to the devil,
1 the story, and some peuple belleve {t.”

offend by stories of ghoats and hobgoblins.

anybody living 18 pretty well acqualinted
**No, my love and my light'" he ex-, With Rolff House and the Rolff family,
|1t is myself, for I have known them
"1 would have you do nothing unbecom-' these fifty years; and, as I am an hon-
ing your character as the purest and est man and a good Christian, T pro-
I, nounce all such silly tales but idle su-
perstittons.
strange and romantic about Rolff House

a new member of the circle; “but I say

and if there is any plavre that is lkely

let us' to be haunted, it is Rolff House. And,
+ a8 for the devil having a lease on that

with ' old pirate’s gold, why shouldn't he?
4a It's only claiming his own, and we all
know the devil is pretty sure to do that.
¥For my part, I belleve that all ain’t
right at Rolff Iouse.
I've heard of queer doings up there,
There's my brother fol., he says he was
going by there once anout midnight,
and everything was dark and gloomy
about the house, when all of a sudden
a stream of flame shot out of the big
chimney on the east side, and a black
object sprang out of it and was off in
the alr as quick as a flash.
been by there myself at nights, when
I've heard
the house, and others have heard them,
too, and seen strange sights.
know as it is respectful to the old lady
to tell about these hings now, but if
they're 80,
there i about it.”

culia.r-looking man,
covered his meagre
frowsy hair reached down to his should-
ers, and hair and beard both seemed to
be of a dirty slate-blue color.
low skin appeared to have a bluish-
l green tinge:
eyes were &8 lustreless as the eyes of
& corpse; and to add to his uncanny
. peculiarities, his voice had a strange,
gephulchml tone,

ghost story, Leb. Sackett,” broke In the
old man, with a tone of contempt.
is such outrageous liars as you and
your brother thai impose upon simple-
minded folk, and lead them to believe
111 of their neighbors.
there’s never yet been man .or spirit
about Rolff House that would'pass for
a
the devil ever had half as safe a hold
on old Magnus Rolff as he has on you,
then may the Lord have merey upon
+ im.*”

s¥re discomfiture of Mr. Sackett. But he

there’s quaer
‘absut Rol Mouse. I don’t suppose old

eredit them, 8o 1 wili give you the real
history of the man as I have learned
it on the best authority. His real name
was Rolff Van Buysen, and he belonged
to a wealthy family of Hotlland. His
father was a man of great talent, a
patron of the arts, and a distinguished
public man. But Rolff was a wild boy,
and, for some unknown escapade, he
fled the country and took to life at sea,
and at last came to the colonfes. The
war with France and Spain broke out,
and he shipped in one of the privateers
that salled from our ports to prey on
the commerce of the enemy. In this
way he led 2 wil@ life for years, till he
at last become captain of s cruiser him-
self. It is true that some of these pri-
vateers were little better than pirates;
but if young Van Buysen was gullty
of any crimes against the innocent, no
oneé knows #t now. The tales about
him that have floated down to our day
are the veriest gossip. But he galined
riches by his adventurous life on the
high seas; and, once while in the port
of New York, returned from a cruise,
an event occurred to him that decided
his future life. He met a fair maiden,
at the first sight of whom he was des-
perately enamored.

“‘He followed her up, discovered her
name and whereabouts, and resolved
on winning her. She was the daughter
of & poor artist, named Lebrun, who
bad come to this country to ply his art,
but found poor remuneration in the
rude condition of the colonies and the
lack of public taste. But poor as he
was, his love for Ns daughter was
greater than his love of money. He
was angered at the attentions of the
rich, dissipated sallor to his lovely
daughter, and, to escape them, he fied
with her fromn the city, and came to
this lonely hamlet. But Rolff Van Buy-
sen was not to be baulked. He ferreted
out their whereabouts, and follewed
his sweetheart to this place. He had
really succeeded in winningher heart, for
he was handsome and well-educated,
and had a strong element of the herole
in his character. So at last the poor
artist was fain to give way. and con.
sent to a union for his daughter that he
did not approve. B

“Magnus Rolff, as he called himself,
was married in due time to the fais
ma.iden of his love. In the heydey of
his happiness, he resolved on bulliding
the finest country house In the whole
colony for the keeping of his bride. So
Rolff House was built, and a wonderfy]
structure it was In the eyes of the hon-
est burghers. Al that Is really known
of the married life of Agnes Lebrun i
that she bore her husband two children,
s boy and a gltl, and dled. Magnus
Rolff ived on some years after the
death of his wife. He never filled her
place, which woul@ seem to be good
proof that he loved her truly. Some
time after her death, however, he in-
stalled in Rolff House as its mistress a
sister who came from Burope. That
sister is the present mistress of Rolft
House, She was thep a young and
handsome woman, of fine education and

Rut the devil came and took
the money s
and nobody can
except they sell
too. That's

in the house yet,
ft, they mnaay,

“Some people,”” iInterposed old Carl,
‘are born fools, and vnly fit to be gulled
it

There's enough that s

with ghosts or

“That's all very well,” here broke in

t's good Scripture to helleve tn ghosts;

Many's the story

And I've
queer noises coming from

I don't

they're so., and that's all

The speaker was a short, very pe-
A heavy beard
face, and long

His yel-

his large, staring blue

“A fine countenance you have for a
“It
'l aver, that

hobgoblin a8 readily as you; and it

This kit caused a roar of laughter and

ouse and all its Inmates,
“".l‘hm ‘CATR® & 'dsy "“", Magaus

‘ N

and' quesr stories

Carl will own up what he knowe,
though, for the devil no doubt has put
him under bonds to keep the peace
But 1'd llke him to
tell me, If he can, what ever became of

“Perhaps old Carl can answer it, or, at
least, give us & short history of Rolft
For my part, | should like to
hear & correct account of its gtrange
history. There 18 no use of denying that
1
remember once myself seeing a strange
I was coming by the
house In the night—a bright moonlight
night it was—and when at a point o
the road where I could see the eastern
side of the house, I plainly ssw the fig-
ure of a man standing beneath one of
He was in the di-
rect rays of the moon, and I saw him

; - - o S e
Rolff disappesred from this vieinity, THE
a?’d nobody ever heard of him again.

‘The superstitions said that the devil
had come to clatm him, sccording to on
s bargain by which he had gold his wi
soul for the gold he possessed. This fT'o tes
{s no doubt the story that our friend Dan
Backett here would consider most cred-
fble. For my part, 1 can throw no He'1l
light on the matter. He disappeared—
that s enough. It was certainly a '
slrange matter; but such disappear- The
ances are too common to call for any Until
superstitious explanation of them. He And
left without leaving any will, or direc-
tions for the disposition of his property.
His son had grown to manhood, but his
laughter had died at an early age. The ASIN
son married, and lived with his wife
at Rolff House, over which, however,
Mistress Van Buysen continued to eX- How
ercise unlimited sway. One son was Well
born to them—the present heir, Claude ‘
Van Buysen Rolff—who in course of very &
time was left an orphan. After the ;3 procee
death of the father, it appeared that Let
by specifal deed all the property had vance(
been placed In the hands of the aunt, Janunai
Mistress Van Buysen. She has lMved ting o
to this day, exercising complete sway feels a
at Rolff House. There were, of course,
always queer stortes about Rolff House; years,
and as she grew old and allowed the eight.
place to go somewhat to decay, these that %
increased, and took the shape that we 3 1841
have heard here to-night. Rolff House § year I
is haunted by evil spirits, we are told; §  Haytl,
old Magnus Rolff had sold himself to ¥ The
the devil, and recelved his ald In ac- ! well, I
quiring immense stores of unhallowed ¥ ing .for
treasure; this treasure is protected from 4
all but one single member of the family, 3 countr;
who likewise sells himself to the devil; take a
and so Rolff House is given up to hob- 3§  gratify
3ublins and evil report. “T hi
*““Well, those can belleve these storles scenery
who choose. 1 have recelved and hand- beautif
eled considerably of money from Rolff fous to
House, and it has never burnt my venture
hands or my conscience either. I know no one
not how old Magnus Rolff made his you ecai
money, what murders or outrages he with
committed. or how many harmless moter- e
chantmen he sent to the bottom. I do % pense,
know that at that time privateering g for you
was a popular pursuit with our daring - “T an
saflrrs, and that many of them got rich - We |
withrut a suspicion of crime attaching k4 procure
to them Tt was a legal business, to 3 knives.
which they were duly commissioned: ; canteen
and there {8 no reason to suppose that i
Rolff Van Buysen was anything more : :;getchtee
than a brave and lucky privateer cap- Is

tain. He probably spent mast of his els into
money in dissipation and in the bulld- N 1 pass
ing of Rolff House, and the effort to i mantic

! meet the expenses of a large establish- penetral

! ment, and keep up appearances. I be- § gles, wh

"tleve that financia] distresses account H numerol

'"or his flight, and for all that seems scaled |

‘astrange to the world Iin the history of WM. valleys,
Rolff House. You gentlemen are en- ) ness, g
titled to differ from me if you will. Of 1 *
course, 1 can't explaln all the queer 4 enough
rights everybody may have seen at the } poisonot
dead of night about the place. People fl the aler

always will see strange sights around i On th

a house that ({8 suspected of being ! ered the
haunted T1:don’t belleve any of the su- alon of
perstitious stories ahbout Rolff House. races, o1

It {8 stmply a fine old mansion gone poured s

to decay. 1 would that [ might live to with mc

see |t restored. You have my story,

gentlemen.” ward on
The old man relapsed into slence, 8 tranqt

and a general shaking of heads showed on the !

that his story did not settle all doubts tion of g

in regard to Rolff House. that was
The landlord was the first to speak the rem

: our car

“! think vou're about right, Carl.’” ledges, a
he sald, * in regard to the stories about of the n|
the old place. But 1 can’t agree with On the
you that there has been much lack of the ent
money at Rolff House Why, the busi-

ness and tenements alone must have which w

footed up large sums annually for these explore.

many years. No doubt, the old lady Collect
has been close, and has a nice little pile binding

saved up for young Master Claude. torches, °

He'l scatter it, I'll warrant, spite of tered wh

0Old BRootie and all his imps But now had neve

let's drop the subject. 1 suppose some The et

of you would like to keep up your higher t!

stories of ghosts and hobgobling. But !

it ain‘t good manners, with that poor 1 panion v

old 'woman lying up there on her death- R the light

bed, perhaps; and I won't have it. No 1" lowed.

more of it, gentlemen, to-night.’” : After g
All knew the landlord to be 2 man of zig-zag o

his word, and he was recognized dio- large apt¢

tator in his own bar-room. 8o the con- ! beautiful
versation turned to other subjects, or, A1 sparkled
if the forbidden topic was discussed, it which de
was in low and cautious tones. easily fan

{To be continued.) { monds.
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