Coffee Simply Made and Simply Drank

Isn't it amazing how some things change in this country so completely yet they remain essentially the same.  

A few weeks back I was drinking coffee and visiting with some friends when a conversation over coffee soon became a conversation about coffee. More specifically, about how coffee is brewed. 

One fellow in the group who is about my age brought up how when we were children our parents all made their coffee in a percolator instead of the drip through of the coffee makers of today. 

And he was right. When I was a boy, my mom and dad drank an awful lot of coffee. Coffee made in a large white Corning Ware percolator with those little blue flowers on each side. There was just no other way to make it.

During our conversation my friend went on to allow as to how he'd never drank any coffee made in that fashion and he wondered what it tasted like. I told him I had and old percolator I bought for camping and to use at my redneck encampment down by the creek. I told him if he'd assemble with me at same time the next morning I'd make him some.

Next morning sure enough my friend showed up and true to my word I percolated that ol’ boy some coffee just like our mommas' and daddies' had made.  We stood around for while drinking coffee and talking about how good it was and I told my friend I had another idea. Tomorrow I said, I'll make you some coffee the real old fashioned way.  The way the cowboys on the trail made it. My friend said he was game if I was.

Now I will say that I'd never made cowboy coffee before so I had to go home and practice. It's a simple process really but I had never done it. What the cowboys did was just boil some water in the coffee pot first, and when the water came to a boil they'd just throw the coffee grounds directly into the water. Then they'd pour some cold water over the grounds to make them sink and then let the coffee sit for about 5 minutes. That's all it took.    

For this new experiment I decided I'd buy a new old-fashioned coffee pot to do it in and that turned into an event all by itself.

I made the purchase that very evening after taking Laurie and the children to eat at a restaurant in Charlotte. On the way back I stopped in a store that just happened to be in a rough section of town. Of course by all the news accounts of Charlotte these days it appears that whole city is in the rough section of town. So you can imagine when I pulled into the parking lot of a store in such an area Miss Laurie liked to have had a fit. She said she couldn't believe I was making her go inside such a place.

I told her I wasn't making her go inside at all. Fact was she could stay inside the truck if she wanted to. That was strictly left up to her.

But she came inside anyway despite her fears and everything went just fine. We got the pot and headed out the door when all of a sudden Jacob took off running through the parking lot like Blalock's Bull figuring he'd beat us back to the truck. Now this has not been an altogether uncommon a thing for him to do throughout the parking lots of his 11 year old life and it is also not altogether uncommon for me to respond the way I did by using my loudest police command voice to yell the word 'FREEZE!!!" to make him stop.

And he froze, too, just like he always does. The only difference this time was everybody else in that parking lot froze too.  I guess that must happen there a lot.

When we got back in the truck, Laurie for her part said what is not all that uncommon for her to say on these occasions when I do such things. In her most matter of fact school teacher voice she said to me calmly, 'You're an idiot."

But the next morning as my friend and I drank coffee, made to such a high mortal cowboy standard that it could only be matched by Wyatt Earp himself, my friend asked a question that probably gave the answer as to why coffee making has progressed to the level it has today while drinking it has essentially remained the same.

'Bill", he said, 'isn't this the same coffee men drunk who only lived to be 50?"

My buddy just might be onto something.

I guess some times things do change for the better.

