Saturday a week ago I had the distinct honor of attending the 40th birthday celebration of my good friend David Cauthen. David and I went to high school together back in the days when I was a nerd and he was a big stud baseball player. These days, however, he's just another middle age man with aches and pains like the rest of us, except he can wow us with all those thrilling feats of yesteryear about how he slid home head first.
 
But y'all might remember David more for something I wrote about him a while back than for his famous baseball playing days. You may him better remember him as the feller who once went fishing and let some good ol' boys teach him how to use his fishing pole to catch bats. For those of you who missed it, what he did was let those fools talk him into putting a spinner bait on his fishing line and then swing the line around and around above his head ‘til a bat bit it. And one did.
 
In the grand scheme things it really isn't all that hard to catch a bat, but is usually pretty hard to turn one loose once you do.  
 
Some men are known as great bass fisherman and others are known as bat fishing fools.
 
And David is a bat fishing a fool if I've ever seen one. 
 
And on this suspicious occasion David's family and friends gathered together to pay homage to an aging athlete and world famous bat man. And to his credit David took turning 40 pretty well. Some don't. I ain't done it yet, but I'll let y'all know how I do later on this month.
 
But turning 40 sure does cause some folks to have a spell. And Laurie's sister Lynne is one of 'em. When she turned 40 a couple years back I called her at her Franklin, TN home posing as an undertaker from a funeral home in her town.
 
"Ms. Welch", I said, giving her my best impersonation of Alfred Hitchcock, "on behalf of all of us here at Balmer, Barry, and Graves Funeral Home I'd like to take this opportunity to wish you a very happy 40th birthday and remind you that while this is a joyous occasion, you must also remember that every passing year brings you just one step closer to us."
 
And then I tried to sell her a casket.
 
Friends, that poor girl was so shook up she couldn't even talk. When I finally couldn't take it anymore and busted out laughing she lit into me with both barrels.  Lynne said the main reason she was so speechless was because for the life of her she couldn't figure out how the funeral home knew it was her birthday and exactly how old she was.
 
Oh, they know all right. It's their business to know.
 
That's why funeral homes give away calendars every year. It's just their subtle reminder that our time is on their side. Sort of like those buzzards who circled all the cowboys stumbling through the desert in all those old western films.
 
All they have to do is wait and keep their eye on you.
 
Last year at the Mt. Holly Spring Festival I accused two undertakers of doing just that. It was a scalding hot day and folks were about to expire from the heat and I while I was eating lunch in the shade under a bank awning I saw them walk by. You knew they were undertakers because they were the only two nuts in on a hot Saturday wearing black suits and ties.
 
"Y'all waiting for someone to drop?" I asked.
 
"Nope", one said, "but we do have a cool spot in the back of the parlor you can stretch out on if you get to feeling bad. Or we can just let you lay down in the Rose Room for a bit if you like".
 
"Oh no," I said quick as wink, "I ain't going back to no funeral parlor with you two clowns and I sure ain't stretching out on no cold spot in the back. And I ain't laying around in no Rose Room either."
 
"Well", the other one said, "you might not today, but you will one day."
 
You know it occurs to me just now that if I called up those two undertakers and pretended I was David and told 'em to come over to the house and sell me a funeral plan, they'd go by and pay him a visit in their Hearse.
 

That'd be a birthday present for sure! 
  
 
 
