It was an event that hasn’t happened at High Grass Manor in two years.

 

Pool construction waved it off last year but this year we had to do it an last weekend we did. 

 

I am of course talking about a genuine Kathleen Melton birthday party with giggling little girls, cake, presents, and all the trimmings, and the sleepover to follow. 

 

And I’d just barely gotten over the last one, too. 

 

We started cleaning house on Monday so we’d be all ready for it to get messed up again.  And during the cleaning the strangest thing happened. On Thursday night about 3:30am the vacuum cleaner Jacob left plugged up in the bonus room turned itself on. Friends, its one more eerie feeling to hear one’s vacuum cleaner start to growling down there in a dark bonus room, lit up only by the headlight on the front of the vacuum cleaner.

 

Laurie asked me what I thought caused it and I told her it must be some haint I conjured up when I wrote that story making fun of them.  I told her I’d call Father Kieran over at Belmont Abbey and see if he could come over and exercise it, but she said not to. Said if we have a haint that cleans house to just let it alone. 

 

So with a haint in the house I guess it was also fitting on that Friday night when I was supposed be at the fish camp as we awaited the arrival of the giggling girls and the pool party and all that comes with it, that storm clouds formed, lightening flashed, weathermen went crazy and rain and hail fell from the sky. We were to learn later that a tornado had even touched down several miles west of us. But the tornados touched down here just after the storm passed. Four of them to be exact, Camryn, McKenzie, Sarah, and Maggie, and Kathleen made five. Touched down, sucked up pizza pies, cake, and ice cream, leapt in the pool, spun around the house, and cavorted all evening long. 

 

By midnight they’d all gone home save for Camryn, and Maggie, and it was then that I ordered Kathleen and her two buddies to bed. And they went, too. Or so I thought.

 

As my bedtime is around 10pm or earlier than that if I sit in my recliner for more that 15 minutes, I was shot when midnight rolled around. So with everyone now in bed I fell off to sleep in the happiness of knowing that everybody else in the house was asleep too. You can therefore imagine my surprise when I woke up about 4:30am to find every light in the house on, disco ball in the bonus room spinning full circle, and all three girls collapsed in a ball sleeping downstairs on the living room floor, TV going wide open.

 

Now here is where the hard part comes in for me. It’s long time honored southern male tradition to scare our children and their guests when they have a sleepover at our house. Sneaking up to windows with gorilla masks on or going woooooo! Woogie boogie! heebie jeebie!, etc.  I can still think of my friend Rupert Armbruster who snuck (no, it ain’t sneaked either, it’s snuck. Sneaked ain’t a word in the south) around to the window where his teenage son and friends were slumbering. All Rupert did was growl and scratch the window screen with one hand and to this very day Rupert’s son Harold still sleeps in the bed with Rupert and his wife.  He’ll be 24 this fall.

 

No I resisted my urges. I thought long and hard about violating my wife’s orders not mention the vacuum cleaner incident or tell talk about cold spots in the floor or about the One Legged Haint of High Grass Manor who rattles his chains and comes around after 11:30pm looking to eat any children he finds awake. No, sir, I didn’t do it. But I wanted to awful bad. It would’ve been so easy to have gone out on the front porch growling and rattling chains and beating on the living room windows. But I thought better of it.

 

But if I’d only known about the tricks they’d played on a certain young man who was peacefully sleeping in his loft bed I would’ve done it.   

 

All I can say is Jacob and I can’t wait ‘til next year. The One Legged Haint and the One Legged Haint, Jr. will be standing by.

 

