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        I love to visit Aunt Edna.

      

      Mother says she’s my great-aunt as she is my grandmother’s sister. I’ve heard mother’s friends whisper about her.

      “Poor Edna. She didn’t have the looks to find a man.”

      They didn’t know I was under the table playing with my cars. I don’t care what they said, she is one cool pal.

      She didn’t scream when I brought a toad in the house and it got loose. She helped me find it before Grand, her orange marmalade cat, found it and made a meal of my pet. She bought a special house for it at the pottery. Then, we made a home for it in her garden so Toad could eat the bad bugs. That night, she read me a story about Mr. Toad of Toad Hall from Wind in the Willows. We laughed while eating warm brownies washed down with cold milk.

      On other nights, she lets me stay up late and watch scary movies on TV. She likes them too, and laughs at the really freaky parts while telling me it’s all make believe. Aunt Edna knows all about make believe. She makes up stories and puts them in books.

      Her house is old with thick walls made of stone. It has a long stairway going up to the attic. There is a bannister I can climb on and slide down to the hall.

      A big window of colored glass is on the landing by the stairs where the sun shines through in different colors like looking through a kaleidoscope. It’s fun to move my hand around in the light and make it green like a snake, blue like a specter in a fog, yellow like a slithering serpent, or red like blood from the pirate’s blade.

      There is a padded bench under the window where I can stretch out when it rains with a picture book. I can take my nap on the soft pillows with Grand curled up beside me.
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* * *

      I’m not afraid on Halloween when I meet the ghost.

      Who could be scared by a ghost who sits on the top step sobbing like a sniveling sissy? I know it’s a ghost because I can see clear through his foggy grey self to the bannister.

      Grand isn’t having any part of the silly thing. He swells up like a balloon and starts having a hissy-fit. I’m not sure what a hissy-fit is, but that is what Aunt Edna said the woman across the road was having when she found my garter snake in her mail box. She hollered and jumped up-and-down while Aunt Edna got it out and brought it home. Now the woman opens her mail box with a broom handle.

      I try to pet Grand to calm him down, but the hair on his back is standing on end. He shoots across the landing, through the ghost and down the stairs without touching the steps.

      The ghost turns his head, gives a rough hiccup without covering his mouth.

      He squeaks, “That tickled.”

      “What’re you blubbering about?  It’s enough to wake the dead?”

      Mother yells that at me when I slam the back door if she has a headache. Sounds good on my tongue, ‘wake the dead.’

      “I don’t want to be dead. Don’t like being an old ghost. There is no one to play with me in the barn.”

      “Ghosts play?”

      “I do. I move things around. Sometimes I hide them.” He puffs up like he’s bragging to get attention.

      “But a ghost can’t be seen or get in trouble, and have to take time-outs.”

      “You see me. You’re talking to me.”

      “That’s different. Grown-ups can’t see you.” There might be some hope for this blubbering pile of smoke. “You can scare people.”

      “How does a ghost scare people?”

      “You sneak up behind them and say ‘Boo’.”

      “Boo? What does that do?”

      “Boo is what ghosts always say. Go on say it. Boo!”

      “Boo! Did that scare you?”

      Useless, namsey-pamsey. His ‘Boo’ came out ‘Fooo’ in a high pitched squeak like when I ran my fingernail down the chalkboard. Ms. Perkins isn’t understanding. I had to take a time-out and missed recess.

      “No, that lily-hammered little ‘Boo’ wouldn’t scare an old shoe.”

      “Why scare a shoe?”

      A horrendous crack of thunder rattles the windows as I open my mouth to explain I made it up. The stairs get dark.

      The dumb ghost jumps up, puts his hands over his ears, races down the hall to my room and plunges through the door.

      When I open the door the silly fool dives under the bed. All I can see are his dirty bare feet sticking out like Grand’s tail when he hides under the sofa in the living room.

      Okay! Okay, I know I’m not supposed to call even a ghost a fool or dumb, but that’s how he’s acting. He’s nothing, but a scaredy cat.

      I’ve heard my dad say it about a neighbor, so it can’t be all bad. Not like those other words I’m not supposed to say.

      I love to use big people words, like ‘horrendous,’ which means really great big. Aunt Edna told me that when I asked her.

      It makes your mouth pucker when you say it.

      Aunt Edna! I forgot all about her. She went to the store and will be back soon. I’ve got to get this ghost out from under my bed even though I don’t think being a grown-up she can see him. If I tell her about him, she’ll smile and think I’m telling a horrendous whopper.

      How do I get a ghost out from under my bed? If I grab hold of his feet to drag him out, my hands will ball up into fists ‘cause there’s nothing to hold on to.

      I crawl in beside him. The idiot is howling like a dog with a thorn in its paw. The floor under the bed is dusty. I start sneezing.

      “Why are you hiding? It’s just a thunder storm.”

      “I’m scared.” The knucklehead is blubbering again.

      “What’s to be scared of? A storm can’t hurt you.”

      “Yes, it can! That’s how I got killed.”

      “How you died?”

      “You aren’t listening. I was playing in a tree.”

      A loud hiccup stops his story. My nose answers him with a sneeze.

      “Go on. You were playing in a tree and . . .”

      “Lightening came down from the sky. The last thing I heard was the crack of thunder.”

      “Well. you can’t stay under my bed. You must hide outside.”

      “How?”

      “I don’t know. Aunt Edna won’t like you hiding under my bed.” I sneeze again. “I’ll think of something.”

      I scoot out and run back down the hall to get Aunt Edna’s vacuum cleaner. As I drag it into my room I have an idea of how to get rid of the silly ghost who can’t do anything but hide and cry.

      I plug the cord in the wall and the motor roars. The ghost comes flying out and scuttles into a corner with its hands over his ears. I lift the quilt and stick the hose under the bed, running it up and down like Aunt Edna does when she is cleaning. When I finish I step on the little button and shut it off.

      The ghost is sniffing and wiping his nose on his sleeve. “What’s that monster?”

      “A vacuum cleaner. I’m going to suck you up in the bag and throw you away.”

      All the time I’m talking, I walk toward him waving the tube like a magic wane. Who wants a ghost around who isn’t any fun?

      “No! No!”

      “Then jump out the window. Don’t come back. My aunt doesn’t like ghosts who cry and can’t say ‘Boo’ in her house.”

      “But I’m scared.”

      “You can’t be scared. You’re the ghost not me. Now, vamoose.” Another big word I like, it means get going fast.

      I stomp the vacuum cleaner button. The ghost runs to the window, jumps through it and is gone. I put the vacuum cleaner back in the closet and go down stairs.
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* * *

      “Todd, get Grand out from under the sofa. The storm scared him.” Aunt Edna’s back.

      Silly cat hisses at me then darts up the stairs to the window seat.

      Aunt Edna is in the kitchen opening a large pizza box. My favorite – sausage with lots of cheese.

      “I heard you running the vacuum. What were you doing?”

      “Getting the dust bunnies out from under my bed.”
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      Nash Black is the husband and wife team of Ford Nashett and Irene Black. The couple write ghost, mystery and detective stories based in fictional Ono County, KY where murder and mayhem are a way of life. When not writing they enjoy live theater, boating, auto racing, fishing, and photography.

      A special honor for Irene and Ford was the Nash Black Photography Award presented on Earth Day for the best photographs submitted to an annual contest. The award was named for them using their pen name by the Fruit of the Lens Camera Club, located at Somerset Community College in Somerset, KY.

      They are storytellers, whose purpose is to entertain. Traditional mysteries, detective stories, and ghost stories are their stage and microphone. In particular, their ghost stories are written to be read aloud or told to audiences of all ages without bringing small children to screams and tears.

      They write for the people who spend time waiting in a doctor’s office, waiting behind the counter in an all-night diner, or drifting along in a skiff hoping the fish will bite.

      The settings for their works are small towns and rural areas of Kentucky, encompassed by five major rivers the Cumberland, Tennessee, Ohio, Kentucky, and Mississippi. Ono is a real hamlet on the shore of Lake Cumberland located in Kentucky, which they used as the fictional name of their imaginary world.

      Ono Almanac articles are published each week in local newspapers and a blog (http://onoalmanac.blogspot.com) to illustrate customs and evoke memories of times past with snips and snaps of bit and pieces of Ono County.

      Ono Chronicle (http://onochronicle.blogspot.com) is a blog in newspaper style that records the events and lives of the characters in their stories.

      Previous encounters with the Internal Revenue Service auditors led to their award finalist and highly reviewed Writing as a Small Business, an in-depth study of writing expenses and income authors receive with citations as to the sources.
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