An Evening Encounter With The Egg of Death

Every now and then a week comes along when I’ve been working on a story idea in my mind and just as I have it exactly where I want it, just moments before I put hands to keyboard to spit it out, something else comes along sudden like that’s so good it just slap knocks that other story right out of the saddle.

And that’s exactly what happened this week.

My original plan to make a startling confession to y’all about how I’d actually come to buy me a brand new weed eater two weeks back. It’s one those of those 4 stroke jobs, which ain’t nothing more than a fancy mechanical term for “it runs on gas and you don’t have to mix oil with it”. 

And it also means the dad gum thing is so big I believe the Evinrude people actually make it since it felt like I was dragging a boat motor around the yard the only time I have used it.

And I only bought it because them straws they covered the grass they reseeded around the bottom of the mountain that holds my above ground in ground pool last year must have had hay seeds in them because they’ve sprouted a ring of straw that runs all the way around the bottom of that mountain.

Of course this don’t bother me none whatsoever but the copperhead snake that came out of it did bother Sweetie Puss just a little bit. Not that she’s scared of copperhead snakes. She beat it to death with a shovel. No, Laurie ain’t scared of man, beast, nor beehive. It’s more like she don’t like sharing her pool with serpents.

I tried to tell her that the Garden of Eden itself had at least one snake in it but you just cain’t reason with some people so I gave in a bought the weed eater.

And I was all puckered to tell y’all all about it and about the time the Reverend Deacon Doctor C.B. Barr, Jr., the Pastor of My Youth, was out weed eating his yard one day and his neighbor’s dog sneaked up behind him and starting in to barking at him. This startled this dear man of God to the extent he swung around fast with his weed eater still in hand and he accidentally weed whacked a big clump of hair off the top of that dog’s head. And while I am told it didn’t hurt the dog any, it did break him from tiptoeing up behind the Reverend Barr. 

But I saw something Friday night that I just had to tell y’all all about instead.

My family and I were eating down at Riverside Fish Camp as is our custom, and we were joined this particular evening by my mom and dad and my niece and nephew Haley and Randy Melton. We were eating and visiting and having a good time when all of a sudden the door opened and in walked my undertaker friend Eddie “The Pigg of Death” Pigg. And we were all mortified to observe that this man we’d known all our lives for some reason now didn’t have one measly hair on any part of his entire punkin’ like head!

I haven’t seen anything to beat it since that summer at Boy Scout camp when somebody put Nair in the shampoo bottle.  

The best way I can describe my friend Eddie is that he now looks like a cross between that old villain Vincent Price played in the Batman series called The Egghead and somebody that got a bad haircut in prison.

And poor old Eddie didn’t have much hair to start with, and being blond on top of that makes it worse because also looks like he doesn’t have any eyebrows either.

After I caught my breath from hooting and horse laughing and such, I asked him what in the world had happened to him. He simply said that he shaved his head because it was thin anyhow and he didn’t think it would change his appearance that much. Brother was he ever wrong.

He looks like some kind of ghoul. 

The good news is, at least hair will grow back. At his age, though, it just might take a while. 

But until it does we sure don’t aim to let him live down. Our undertaker friend with the hairless round head and the see through eyebrows is now known affectionately to us all as The Egg of Death.

