Come On
By Errol Moore

One day, my wife and I were going out to eat, but we had to make a stop at a Circle K on the way.  That is a convenience store.  At this time we had been riding public transportation for about 31 years.  So, that means that we were on a schedule everywhere we went.  We got on the bus, went about a half a mile down the road, got off the bus and went into the store.  My wife goes off somewhere and I go to the counter and buy a couple of items and remembering that we were on a schedule, looked around for my wife.  I looked all around the store for her and saw her bent over, staring at the juice machine.  I told her, “Baby, come on.  We don’t want to miss the bus.”  She still kept staring at the machine.  She put her hand up like she wanted me to wait, so I told her again, “Come on, we’ve got to go.”  She looked at me, pointed to the juice machine, where it said, “Concentrate!”
