There are some things the average modern male mind will never grasp.  

 

Brain surgery is one of these. That’s a tough one and for most of us as it’s just down right mystifying. 

 

Even being regular saw bones general practitioner like my physician Dr. David Locklear can be mystifying for most of us too.

 

That ol’ boy has cured every lump, wart, and affliction I’ve had since I was 15 years old so for a fact I'm downright impressed with him.

 

And he’d be downright mystified to know that I actually considered medicine myself my first year in college. My daddy made me go to college and after I enrolled at Belmont Abbey I got to checking around to see what they had I might want to study. Turns out when came to studying they didn’t make a subject I liked that much.

 

So after careful examination and inward reflection I decided that since I had to be there anyway I might as well go all out and major in pre-med. It made sense since I was already on the lifesaving crew and doctoring folks anyhow and it also sounded good when you told it.

 

And plus, my momma liked to tell the women at the beauty shop she had a son studying medicine even if was only for a few months. Because sure it didn’t take me long to figure out I’d done waded out in the wrong swamp.

 

I was down right mortified to find that to be a doctor you had to take every math class they had in the whole schoolhouse. And worse than that I found out there was more math in the science classes than there were in the math. 

 

So what with me barely being able to add and subtract single digits it wasn’t long before I changed my major to History and moved on.

 

Then as I lived my life, got married and bought a home, I’ve come across another field of endeavor more mystifying than modern medicine or brain surgery ever could be.

 

Plumbing.

 

You’d think a few measly pipes and a couple sinks and commodes in a fellers home wouldn’t be too hard to deal with but they sure are.

 

My first adventure into the world of plumbing involved our first home and a toilet that had quit working. I didn’t know you could wear a toilet out, but Laurie evidently had. So I decided that I’d replace it myself.

 

I should’ve known I was in trouble when I bought one and found you had to put the bowl and tank together. The big problem, though, was getting the old commode out.

 

I couldn’t get a wrench on the bottom bolts so I decided to take a sledgehammer and bust it loose. And I did bust too. Busted it in a thousand pieces and learned at the same time how much water one of them things holds even after you think you’ve drained it all out.

 

I did fix it finally and I swore off plumbing for good.

 

That is until recently. The commode in Laurie’s private chamber began leaking so replaced the wax seal myself. It held for a while but before long was leaking again. About the same time I washed some dry pinto beans down the garbage disposal and found out how some will stay in the pipe and swell tighter than Dick’s hatband. Which caused me to have to take all the sink pipes loose to clean them out and when I put them back together they started leaking too.

 

So Laurie took to pestering me about calling a plumber.

 

And I finally did. He came out to the house this past Tuesday and had everything fixed and leak free in about 45minutes. 

 

And that plumber sure was right mystified too at what he’d found. It seems somebody had tightened the toilet down to the floor so tight it had busted the flange which was what caused it to leak and whoever put the pipes in under the kitchen sink had not only put several in backwards but they hadn’t used washers on one which made it leak too.

 

You can bet I didn’t tell him who the jack-leg was that caused all this unwelcome dampness in my home though I’m sure he didn’t mind as it was profitable venture for him. 

 

But Miss Laurie is another matter. She would mind and she ain’t going to know who caused them leaks either if she don’t read this column.

 

