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    To all those men and women who died due to some tragedies while working on oil rigs.
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THE MOVE


By

Edward J. Caruana
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Splash. Splash. Splash...A brief pause. Splash. Splash. Splash...

We were all in the den, passing our time and watching our favorite family TV program. We did this every night while waiting for that hour to go to bed and sleep. If it wasn’t for that, the night was pretty much quiet, but then:

“Listen!” I heard Mom saying to Dad, bug-eyed and awe-stricken. “Did you hear that, Indri?”

Dad said nothing but drew deeply at his pipe. His inquisitive look toward Mom was his way of replying sometimes as if he wanted to ask, “What now?” Nonetheless, I could tell that Dad was not altogether feeling brave.

Sally and Anne, my younger sisters, sat silent but wide-eyed. They strained their ears to hear more, as did John, my oldest and only brother, and I. We listened to what Mom said next.

“It sounded like a series of splashes, Indri,” Mom attempted to explain. “The same sounds made by someone when swimming.”

“Well,” John interjected, “don’t forget we just put a bucketful of baby eels in the well last week.” Some neighbors we befriended recently told us to do it because “Eels eat up all worms that might infest the water in your well.” We were new in New Orleans, so this eel knowledge was also new to us.

“Baby eels don’t make noise when they swim, John,” Sally joined in.

“You’re right there, Sally,” Dad said at last. “I have to see the landlady, Mrs. Hammond, about this. I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about.” At that, Dad then rewarded himself with a glass of brandy. “Tomorrow,” he concluded.

The following morning, Dad, sure enough, kept his word. By the time he left the house— he just finished eating breakfast—I could tell he was still annoyed. Getting to the landlady’s was a matter of Dad crossing the street and pulling the chain to ring the house's bell facing directly at our home. He returned home hours later, and while we couldn’t understand what took him so long at first, the information he brought surprised us all.

“We must have been a bundle of fools,” Dad announced when he met Mom in the kitchen cooking our lunch.

“How so, Indri?” Mom, confused, asked, still cooking.

“Oh, Alyxya!” Dad exclaimed. “I’m beginning to feel that there’s something funny about this house.”

The house we moved to had nine rooms, more than we needed, but it didn't have even one formal bathroom. The one toilet, the two sinks, and the one bathtub were in two separate rooms and arranged in a hodgepodge manner—too cumbersome to describe. Considering the size of this house, the rent was ridiculously cheap.

“Well, we knew from the start that this house was too big for us, but we liked it.” Dad then mentioned things the landlady had said to him days before Mom and Dad signed the lease. “The rent is reasonably cheap, yet nobody wanted to rent it until we did. So—”

“Come on, Indri! The leasing agent told us that was because the previous owner had died here in this house,” Mom reminded Dad. “At least, that’s what my understanding was.”

“That may be true, Alyxya,” Dad responded. “But—”

“But what, Indri?” Mom asked, feeling frightened.

“Well, I just mentioned to Mrs. Hammond that this splashing-like sound we hear seemed to be coming from somewhere from the well and at nighttime—” Dad was explaining when:

“And what did she say?” Mom interrupted again.

“‘You must be hearing things,’ she said,” Dad tried to mimic Mrs. Hammond. We smiled at his gestures.

“Tell me. Indri, do you think Mrs. Hammond is a looney?”

“Well, Alyx, I can’t tell if she is a looney, and I hope she isn’t. I tried to reason with her and invited her to check what was causing this noise.”

“And?”

“She refused...Imagine that, huh!” A brief silence followed. “But Alyxya, what’s frustrating me most is that there are things she isn’t telling us—”

“That I’m sure, Indri, and for Mrs. Hammond not wanting to check about the noise we hear at night—that I don’t understand.”

Mrs. Hammond is hiding things from us, I thought. I agreed with Dad. My instincts told me the real reason wasn’t what the landlady tried to make Dad believe or what the leasing agent told us.

“Mom...Dad, couldn’t it be a ghost?” Sally, in her childish self, suggested.

“Ghost!” I exclaimed. “What makes you say so, Sally?”

“You told us somebody died in this house,” Sally replied.

“That’s right, Marianne,” Anne butted in, defending Sally.

I stole a look at Mom and Dad. Their eyes stared at me, throwing daggers as if to shred me to pieces. I guess I wasn’t supposed to tell Sally and Anne about this.

“That could be true, Sally and Anne,” Dad said instead. “Ghosts, ghouls, and such spirits could exist.” A brief pause followed. “We will find that out for sure and hopefully soon.”

“Ghosts!” Mom cried out. “I’ll be damned, Indri.” I could see the fear on Mom’s face. “Ghosts!” Mom repeated. “Brrrrr.”

Ghosts! Ghouls! Being older and at an age when spooky stories meant gibberish to us, John and I giggled. Ghosts! I thought again. Ghouls!

However, I bet time will tell us why the rent is so low and what that nocturnal noise we hear is, I often thought from that day.
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Dad enjoyed meeting his drinking buddies. Some of them he befriended since we came to live in New Orleans. Others, however, were his coworkers from the oil derrick where Dad worked. Dad often met them at a bar he frequented down the street from our house when he was home on his off days. One Saturday evening, while playing a game of darts over some beer, one of those friends told Dad something intriguing, which angered him further.

“...for several years, Indri, that house served as a rental place,” a coworker told Dad over some beer while playing a round of darts, “and yes, to answer your question, Indri, people did die there.”—Dad gulped some of his beer—“And unlike what you heard, Indri, the previous owner, wasn’t the only one that died in that house.”

“But, Nick, would that be why some people wouldn’t want to rent such a place.” His curiosity mounting, Dad then asked, “Was anybody killed there?” 

“No, Indri, no. That house has a history, okay, but no killings that anybody knows of.  However, people have their superstitions and won’t rent or buy a house knowing that death or deaths happened there”—Nick threw his dart—“but more so if it’s also haunted.”

“Haunted!” Dad interrupted as he infuriatedly threw his dart aimlessly. “Damn! Are you telling me that that house, my home, is haunted?” 

“Now, I don’t want to scare you, Indri. My Ma knows Mrs. Hammond well. They were classmates when they were young and still talk nowadays whenever they meet. They often discuss the spirits that entertain themselves by visiting your house.”

Dad got even angrier at hearing all about these spirits...the hauntings. He left that bar earlier than usual. What his friend, Nick, just told him caused his mind to feel heavy like lead, with thoughts of spirits haunting our new home.

The following day, Dad crossed the street to revisit Mrs
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