One of the benefits of living at High Grass Manor is our annual Easter egg hunt. No other place in this world affords a child an Easter egg hunting experience such as this.

It is here and only here that an Easter egg hunt can take on a scale rivaled only by safaris in deepest Africa.

It is here, and only here, that one can hide eggs in grass so deep or fields of clover so lush that to actually find the eggs one needs special equipment to find and retrieve them.

It is here, and only here, that the grass grows so high that many times children searching through it for eggs come across all manner and form of wildlife, to include rabbits, squirrels, ground hogs, and even large dogs we didn't even know we had, all of which that have been hidden from the human eye until that very moment in time.

It is here and only here that each and every child participating in our annual Hunt must be issued a short handled hoe along with their Easter basket lest a serpent might raise his ugly head up out of the bushes as they go egg hunting by.

And it is here and only here that in the year 2006, children wearing their best new Easter suits of clothes can hunt Easter Eggs wearing Frank Buck hats do not look out of place. 

But it hasn't always been this nice. Getting a yard like mine has taken years of practice and patience. Practice and patience to just leave things alone.

None of my neighbors have ever learned this.

When I lived in Monroe in the church parsonage on King St., I began this practice of patiently leaving things alone to grow unmolested, as God had intended them, some 20 years ago.

But that didn't stop my neighbors, all of whom manicured their yards daily. One day I heard a knock at my door and answered it to find the head yard manicurer of them all standing on my front stomp. 

'Preacher", he said, 'you wouldn't be offended if I cut your grass every week, would you?"

Why of course I wouldn't be offended I told the dear brother.

'My son", I said my most pastoral tone, 'if the Lord has laid it upon your heart to cut my grass, then far be it from me to stand in the way of His Divine Providence. By all means, cut to your heart's content."

Funny thing was, though, the Lord only laid it on his heart to cut the front yard, and not the back. It was hidden completely from view of the street.

These days, no one cuts the grass at High Grass Manor. It wouldn't be High Grass Manor if they did. The beauty of its natural phenomenon contrasted against the backdrop of modern suburbia is almost breath taking.

Why the mere sight alone of Mt. Sylvester, that beautiful manmade edifice that surrounds and holds our above ground in ground pool, with its steep rip rap rock covered slopes rising sharply out of the weeds and wild onions of the backyard is itself a spectacular sight for any modern human eye to behold.

Since I've been here almost 4 years now, I've already worn out one yard nut next door, as he moved away last fall, only to be replaced by one just like him. Laurie says the last one just plain gave up. She also says I scared him the time I told what to do if he ever saw me out in the yard with a rake in my hand. All I said was, if he ever came outside and saw me with a rake in my hand, quietly ease back in the house and call 911, and stay there until the authorities came and threw a net over me because I would have definitely lost my mind.

I guess it's a good thing he had moved before I used a leaf rake last week to rake all the leaves away from the fence on the left side of the house. 

He'd of been worried sure enough until he saw me get on the lawn mower and run over the leaf pile with the mulch blades running until all the leaves were chewed up, spit out, and gone.

That's how we do it here at High Grass Manor. 

The only place on earth where Tarzan the Apeman would enjoy an Easter Egg Hunt.

