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The Dark House at the End of Luma Street 

By Moises Gabriel 

At the end of Luma Street stood a dark house covered in ivy. Its windows were 

barred, and its roof was dilapidated. The lights inside were rarely on. To the 

ordinary pedestrian, it’d look completely abandoned, but Harry the Mailman 

knew better. 382 Luma Street was not abandoned. In fact, it had been 

occupied for the last 40 years. Harry knew this because he had been the only 

person to have visited the house. He’d drop off letters there every Tuesday since 

he first started the job, 6 years prior.  

On this particular Tuesday, Harry knocked on door and waited to hear 

the familiar sounds of Murry, the owner, shuffling down the stairs in his very 

worn fuzzy slippers. After a few moments Harry heard no sounds. Harry had 

almost left the letters outside the door but decided against it. He walked over to 

the window next to the door and peeked through hoping to see something. 

Unfortunately, thick black curtains obscured his view. Harry left the front 

porch and walked around the side of the house. He had to maneuver his way 

through piles of decaying lumber and garbage before he reached the overgrown 

backyard. Once there, Harry trudged through the weeds to the back door. 

Unsettlingly, the door was wide open. He then made his way to the door and 

looked inside. It didn’t appear to be forced entry.  

Harry treaded carefully. If intruders were still inside, he certainly didn’t 

want to be attacked. He had half a mind to return to the phone he’d left in the 

van, and call the police, but he decided he’d check to see if Murry was okay. 

Harry shuffled through the kitchen and slowly entered into the living room. At 

first glance, the room appeared empty. It was so dark in the house that Harry 

couldn’t make heads or tails of what was in the room. Slowly, his eyes 

adjusted, and he made out the silhouettes of couches and chairs. He walked 

through the room and slammed his knee into a coffee table. Pain radiated 

throughout his leg, but Harry bit his lip and continued to walk. In the corner of 

the room Harry heard a cough. He stumbled over to the sound. Had he not 

been moving slowly, he would’ve tripped right over Murry, who was laying on 

the ground.  

Seeing Murry in the fetal position on the ground broke Harry’s heart. He 

bent down and put his hand on Murry’s shoulder. He asked Murry if he was 

alright, but Murry only grunted in response. Gently, Harry wrapped his arm 

under Murry’s arm and hoisted him up. They slowly made their way to the 

couches. Harry set Murry down and then he collapsed onto the other couch.  

Murry thanked him, softly. Harry was just glad that Murry was alright. 

He asked Murry what happened. Murry told him his son died the week before. 
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It was his son, Jonas, who sent him letters every week. Jonas lived in France 

and was working on becoming a writer. Over the last few weeks he had been 

suffering an illness that kept him bedridden. Last week Harry, unbeknownst to 

him, delivered a letter from Jonas’ wife stating that Jonas had passed away. 

Ever since then Murry could barely function. He’d been suffering from extreme 

depression since his wife, Lana, had passed away 15 years ago. That’s why his 

house was in the condition it was in. He couldn’t bring himself to care for it. 

This more recent news had sent him into a spiral.  

Murry was surprised that Harry had come because he didn’t expect 

anymore letters. Reminded, Harry reached into his bag and pulled out a single 

letter. He held it gingerly in his hands for a moment, and then he handed it to 

Murry. The letter had some weight to it, so that meant it had quite a few papers 

in it. He asked Harry to open the curtains to let some light in. Harry obliged. 

Slowly, Murry opened the envelope. He pulled out the papers and read to 

himself. After a few moments, he read aloud: 

 

“This letter, and the documents enclosed, are addressed to Mr. Murry 

Albert, father of Jonas Albert. In this envelope are documents discussing the 

last will and testament of Jonas Albert. Jonas Albert, being of sound mind, 

has left his home in the Midi-Pyrénées region of France to his father, Murry 

Albert. The house and it’s furnishings are now the property of Murry Albert. 

Enclosed are the full legal details regarding the will and testament.” 
 

Murry let the letter and documents rest on his lap. The sunlight that 

streamed in from the windows illuminated his face. Harry could see tears 

falling down Murry’s face. Suddenly, Harry felt tears forming in his own eyes. 

He shielded his face to wipe away the tears.  

Harry cleared his throat and asked Murry how he felt. Murry cleared his 

throat and said he felt happy. For the first time in 15 years, he felt happy. 

Jonas had also left him some money to help him travel to France.  

Harry congratulated Murry and placed a hand on his shoulder. He told 

him that he truly deserved this. He deserved to be happy. Murry pulled Harry 

into an embrace and thanked him for delivering his letter and coming in to 

check on him. He said he was grateful for Harry and would never forget him. 

When Murry released Harry, Harry’s eyes were watery. He sniffled and shook 

Murry’s hand. He told Harry to enjoy his future and to try to move forward. 

Jonas and Lana would want Murry to be happy and for him to do whatever 

necessary to have a bright future.  

Harry left the home full of happiness for Murry. When he returned the 

next week, he saw that that the house was empty and a “For Sale” sign was 
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stuck into the grass. Harry smiled and shook his head as he began his walk to 

the next house.  
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