Cold Water
By Errol Moore

I had an uncle that lived in Tennessee, that I had never met.  So, I decided I would take a vacation to go see him.  I went, rented a car, used the GPS to get to his place because he lived way back in the woods.  When I arrived, it was late night, so we had a drink, talked a little bit and then went to bed.  The next morning when I woke up, there was this great smell, Hillbilly Heaven!  Ham, bacon, grits, biscuits and gravy, and eggs.  We ate and enjoyed, then he showed me his place and all the surroundings.  Came back and had lunch.  I looked at the plate and there was still egg on it from breakfast.  I didn’t say anything.  Next, he took me into town and we hung out there for a while.  Came back home and I looked at the plate and it had the egg on it, plus lunch too, so I had to ask, “Unc, there’s breakfast, there’s lunch on this plate.  He told me that this is as good as cold water could get them, so I assumed he didn’t have a water heater.  I got over it.  The next morning, I had to leave.  We had another drink and all that good talk and farewells.  So, then I tried to get out, but I couldn’t.  I said, “Hey Unc, can you tell your dog to move.”  So, he yelled, “Move Cold Water!”
