There are two questions I’ve been asked repeatedly this last week, and I’d be remiss if I didn’t address them here and now. 
The first is did I have any clue that my wife was going to write the column she had in the paper last week and the answer to that is, no, I did not. You have to watch Yankees real close and I evidently have not watched her close enough.
Of course she did have a few accomplices and one of those was in the person of Mr. Barry Bridges, himself. Mr. Bridges is the Editorial Pages Editor for the Gaston Gazette and it should be quite apparent now that he too, has a keen sense of humor. Not only did he let her do it, but he also helped her grease the skids by calling to tell me he was going to give me Sunday off for a birthday present. 
And I fell for it all, hook, line, and sinker.

So you can only imagine my surprise when I got up Sunday morning on my 40th birthday and walked by the computer on writing desk and saw an instant message from Brother Bridges that read, “Surprise! Happy Birthday.”
And it was then, and only then, that my steel trap po-lice mind figured somebody must have dropped so do-do down the water hole and I rushed out and opened the paper to see there in living color what my darlin’ Sweetey Puss had done to me. And I was also surprised to learn that my dear momma had helped in this conspiracy too by providing those lovely pictures y’all saw last week. She’s just lucky I don’t put her age back in the paper for doing it. 

Which brings me to the second question, which I want to make sure I answer more so than the first. No, that picture of me in the yellow dress was NOT the inspiration for Brokeback Mountain.

But I’ll have to say turning 40 wasn’t all that bad otherwise. I was actually looking forward to it because of something I’d had happen to me just that Friday.
I’d taken that day off from work, and hadn’t hit a lick a snake all morning long.  At about 11:30, though, I figured it would be a good time to go over to the DMV and renew my wife’s car tag, since Jacob and Kathleen were out of school and not only were they home, but my niece and nephew were over there too as were several of the other neighborhood kids.
So it was time to go and some doing done, I’ll guarantee.
But on my way over to the DMV I happened to see my old friend Joe Seaman standing out in backyard so I though I’d pull around back and visit.

And when I got out of the truck Joe invited me to sit with under a shade tree for a spell and jaw with him, which I gladly did. Jawin’ is my number one pastime other than eatin’.
And as we visited I asked Joe what he was up to that day and he said not a whole lot.  He had got up at his usual time of 4am, had his breakfast, and then come outside to piddle around. So far before lunch he said all he’d got done was put the tiller on his tractor so he could till up his bottom land to get it ready for the garden he puts down there (he has several). And when he finished that he changed the implement on his tractor and replaced it with another. He then went over to his firewood pile and cut and split several chords of firewood he works on all spring and summer so he can sell it all fall winter. And when I got there, he said he was just fixing to burn off a large pile of brush he had spent the morning gathering up.
Now friends, I have to tell you, it made me tired just to hear him talk about it all. He had done more before lunch than I’ve done all year.

And as I got back in my truck to leave Joe wished me a happy upcoming 40th birthday, so I thought I’d just take that opportunity to ask him just how old he was. Joe said, “I’m 80.”

So now I figure that turning 80 must be twice as good as turning 40. I cain’t do half what Joe does now so I can hardly wait to turn 80 so can. 
