
Mr. Linden’s Library 

By Melissa P. 

This secret all began over fifty years ago in the good state of New York. The tale 
of William the Third has finally been revealed in the year 2009 by a twenty-three 
year old woman named Karen Smith. 

This story began on a murky, intense night in the middle of the most hectic city in 
the whole universe, New York City. There was a woman who sat resided at her 
desk thinking hard of what she could to improve her journalistic qualities. This 
women’s name was Karen Smith, the head journalist for the New York Times. 
Seconds later she got offered the story of the century. The story of William the 
Third and his so called disturbed house. 

Legend has it that his house has been haunted for at least fifty years. Some say 
the ghost that lurks his hallways could be his dead father or just some ornery 
deceased soul whose fate lay buried in the graveyard, that supposedly lies in the 
back yard of his home. Knowing all of the rumors about this forbidden residence 
still did not stop Karen from happily accepting the story. 

The next morning Karen woke up a 4:30 a.m. to get ready and to hopefully 
uncover the mystery behind this prohibited house before any other journalist in 
town got there. Karen was up and ready to go by 5:00 a.m. she got into her 
vehicle and drove down Maple Street when she thought she heard an ear 
splitting shriek followed by the shouting of a deep voiced man. As this is all 
happening Karen drove up into the eerie, never ending driveway. Her big plan 
was to creep into the house while everyone was sleeping and with a bit of luck 
she would discover a clue to determine what really happened in this house fifty 
years ago. 

As Karen pulled her vehicle up next to the house she felt a chill run down her 
spine. She had an idea of what could be making her feel this way. For one it was 
still early which means it was still dark outside. The other reason is because this 
place looks just like the movies, dark and ghostlike trees in the front yard, and old 
paint chipping from the house. Plus the house looks like it has been neglected for 
years.  

Despite her fears she gradually sauntered into the back yard to find out for 
herself if there really was a graveyard back there. She took a huge breath of air 
and looked behind the house and to Karen’s dismay there was. There were at 
least a million cob-webbed tombstones. Karen took her camera and snapped a 
few photos for the New York Times. She wished her job ended right there but it 
didn‘t. She walked back to her car and grabbed some extra film for her camera.  

Karen walked at a more vigorous pace now probably wishing this was over. She 
reached her arm out. Slowly turned the knob. The door was unlocked. Peeking 



inside of the house was not too challenging. It was mustering up the courage to 
go inside that was the hard part. Karen knew that if she got caught she would be 
in some serious trouble. Maybe even be put into jail for trespassing but she just 
had to know what happened all those years ago. 

Footsteps were coming from downstairs. It sounded like someone, or something 
was coming up the stairs. Karen hid in a nearby room and shut the door behind 
her. She found a light switch and turned it on. Turns out she walked into just 
about the best room in the whole house. At least that’s what she thought for now. 
It was Mr. William Linden’s library. This library was almost as big as some of the 
public libraries downtown. Karen thought this was the best place to find out clues 
about the house. Karen was so wrapped up in the books that she found that she 
almost forgot about the footsteps she heard. All of a sudden she heard a deep 
voice. The same one she thought she heard earlier. The rumbling voice kept 
saying stuff like who’s there and show yourself. Karen turned off the light and hid 
behind a nearby bookshelf. Then she heard someone come through the door. 
The mysterious man yelled “I know you’re in here Miss Smith. You might as well 
come out here and tell me why you have broken into my house and hid in my 
library.” The room was silent. Not even a breath for almost a minute. Then 
William and Karen heard a high pitch voice coming from another room. The voice 
was screaming “William come back to me.” William replied “Wait a minute I have 
someone I have to deal with.” The high pitch voice was saying “You owe me a 
favor. When I died from cancer you didn’t even come to see your own mother.” 
Mr. Linden walked down the hall to the other room. Karen finally came out of 
hiding. She quickly put three different books and a letter from a nearby desk into 
her backpack, which was also holding her camera and extra film. She took out 
her camera and her car keys just in case. Karen was in such a hurry to get out of 
that place that she put her camera behind her back and snapped away not even 
knowing what she was taking pictures of. She listened behind her while she was 
running to see if she could hear if Mr. Linden was chasing after her, but she 
heard nothing. The door was still wide open and she was about to run out the 
door when she noticed a pile of old documents and photos. Grabbing the photos 
was the last thing she was going to do before she left. Karen got the photos and 
documents and ran outside into her car. She shoved her keys into the key slot a 
little too hard but she was so freaked out by what just happened that she didn’t 
even care. The car started up and Karen drove home. By this time it was almost 
1:00 p.m. She had no idea that she was at Mr. Linden’s house that long although 
it is an hour long drive to get to Maple Street. She got home and started to work 
on what she was going to say in her article. Karen started to write a rough copy 
of her piece, and it was titled Mr. Linden’s Library but that’s all she could come 
up with. Just the title. The documents and letter were still in Karen’s backpack, 
and she thought those would stop her writers block. The pictures were on top of 
the documents so she decided to take a look at them.  

One picture was a picture of the house and another picture was a picture of the 
women with the high pitched voice that had cancer, and she was in the hospital. 



The document papers just said that none of the Williams that had ever lived in 
that house had ever paid their bills. When ever a process server would come 
around with the papers that process server would never be heard from again. 
The papers that Karen was holding were all of the unpaid bills and all of the 
papers that the servers would hand to William Linden. Those documents helped 
her start to think of what she was going to put in her article. The last thing she 
had to check out were the three books she stuffed in her backpack. The first two 
books were useless to Karen and her article, but the last book had no title at all. 
On the cover were the words Read This Only If You Know You Have Been 
Warned. It looked like the words were carved in with a knife. Karen stayed up all 
night reading the book while she wrote her rough draft of her article.  

It was about 11:30 p.m. and she had finished her rough draft and got a little more 
than halfway through the book when she fell asleep. Around midnight strange 
things started to happen in Karen’s apartment. Vines started to crawl out of the 
book, and the worst thing is that the thorns on the vines were poisonous. If they 
would have touched a human they would have died instantly. Within two hours 
the vines had covered the entire apartment building and sucked everything that 
the people learned throughout their lives into the book. Once the secret, of 
William Linden the third, had been figured out the book could be read without 
vines slithering out. Two months later someone found the book where the 
apartment used to be. They picked it up and read through all of the secrets that 
Karen had uncovered. This person was able to know the thoughts and feelings of 
every person that ever encountered William Linden. Once this person realized 
what she had discovered she immediate turned it into the police station for higher 
forces to deal with the situation. This person off the street, Elizabeth McNeal, and 
the police officer were the only people to ever find out about Mr. Linden’s Library. 
Elizabeth was never positive why the officer did not publish the book, but she did 
take notice of the striking resemblance between the police officer and the picture 
of Mr. William Linden. Although she saw the resemblance she thought it best to 
keep her mouth shut and just walk out the door and never look back.  

 


