














SORROW HOUSE
by Paul Lonardo


In a remote part of western Pennsylvania, in the foothills of the Appalachian Mountains, is where the most haunted house in the world exists. It has more than a thousand rooms and there is a ghost in every one of them. The man who built this otherworldly domicile was a highly regarded home builder, who had constructed the most unusual and unique homes all around the world
The man had an adoring wife who he loved more than anything. They had no children, but they had each other, and that was all that either one of them needed. Then came a winter morning that changed everything.
The man had been away for several months building a summer cottage for an English nobleman in Cornwall. In anticipation of the arrival of her husband later that day, his wife got up early to prepare his favorite meal, which consisted of lamb chops and mashed potatoes with fresh corn and custard for dessert. She was humming a jaunty tune as she descended the staircase. There were several burnt out bulbs on the chandelier that the man had been meaning to replace, leaving the stairs insufficiently lit. In the pre-dawn darkness, she misjudged the width of the first tread and lost her balance.
“I’m sorry, my love,” she whispered as she fell headlong down the remaining thirteen steps to her death.
When the man arrived home that night, he found his wife’s lifeless body at the bottom of the stairs. Her flowing, pink nightgown was draped evenly over her, like a shroud. He touched her face. Her skin was pale and cold. With tears rolling down his cheeks, he kissed her one last time. Her frosty lips temporarily stuck to the warmth of his own, seeming to kiss him back.
The man was inconsolable. He blamed himself for the accident, and because of the profound anguish the man felt for causing her tragic death, her spirit became trapped inside the house, where she was doomed to lurk forever. At night, the man could hear her tormented moans echoing from one end of the house to the other. This persisted for months, until one day the man couldn’t bear his wife’s suffering any further and he was determined to do something to try to alleviate her terminal agony.
But what?
He thought about it long and hard, and then it occurred to him. In life, his wife was a friendly and gregarious person. There was nothing she enjoyed more than the company of others, conversing, and interacting with strangers and friends alike.
He knew what he needed to do, and a smile came to his face for the first time since the horrible accident. If his wife were able to share eternity with others like her, she wouldn’t be lonely, and this would alleviate her endless pain. As a builder of one-of-a-kind homes, this would be the most challenging and important construction project he had ever undertaken.
With an overriding sense of purpose and undeterred resolve, the man set out to expand the house to accommodate a thousand spirits. He sought the world’s most renowned paranormal investigators who helped him purchase residences from all around the country that were known to be occupied by spirits. He was surprised by the abundance of haunted houses in existence, and although many of them involved violent and sad histories that predicated hauntings by cursed spirits, the man chose only those which were haunted by amenable ghosts. That way his wife’s spirit could interact with gentle souls, like her own, who were suffering a similar torment.
The man began with the purchase of an Alaskan orphanage that had been damaged in the Great 1964 Earthquake. The man’s wife loved children, and he knew she’d have lots of fun with them. The man often heard the spirits of the children who died there roaming the halls and giggling as they played. He then obtained an old adobe home in Arizona where, in the late 1800s, more than twenty people were killed. His wife would enjoy all that company.
The man bought hundreds of dwellings and portions of hundreds more that were occupied by spirits. The difficult part was transporting them from their original locations and then merging them together, creating a massive prefab ghost house. The man was a very wealthy, but he spent every last cent of his fortune on this construction.
His biggest concern was that some of the ghosts trapped inside might escape before arriving at their final destination. He needn’t have worried, because the spirits remained confined between the walls where they had died, as attested by many spooked carpenters who built this abode for the dead.
It slowly came together, one piece at a time, like a giant puzzle. It took all the man’s remaining years to complete, and by the time it was done, he was too tired and broke to add any more rooms to the house. He paused, looking proudly at what he had accomplished. He knew he had succeeded over the years his wife’s tormented wailing slowly diminished, until finally he could hear them no more. It was worth every last dollar and minute of his life.
As tears of joy welled up in his eyes for giving his wife relief from her eternal suffering, he laid down on the bed that he once shared with her, closed his eyes, and died with a peaceful smile on his face.
The following day, the man’s body was found by a carpenter who swore he heard the sorrowful moans of the man, whose tragic life condemned his spirit to the same house where his wife’s spirit resides with thousands of other disembodied souls. However, because of the extensive number of rooms and endless maze of corridors, the man’s spirit is unable to find his beloved wife. Today, a visitor who listens carefully will hear the man’s plaintive cries of loneliness and sorrow as he wanders through the enormous house looking for her.
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