There are uncles and good uncles and about the latter I would like tell the dear reader of my blog. 
This story happened many years ago when there were no phones, no computers and when somethiing, what we now call empathy, still existed among the country folks. I lived in a small house in a small village in the mountains. My family was poor. I shared a room with my parents and two siblings. My father worked in a shoe factory. He used to get up at 4.30 every day and catch a train to Piwniczna, a small town, where the shoe factory was located. My mother didn't go to work. There was enough to do to take care of me and my two brothers. We had been living a simple life with one course dinner, no television and other valuable possessions at all. But we were happy, enjoying a good healthy and a simple country life. Both of my parents came from large families. My father had 3 brothers and 3 sisters, all of whom except one had left their family home high in the mountains to pursue their own happiness.
My dad’s youngest brother took over the small family farm where he grew some basic crops and kept a few animals, including some cows. He promised my father to present him with some milk from time to time. The problem was that somebody had go high up to his farm to bring the promised milk. The choice of that person could only be one. Me. This way I started regular trips to my uncle’s farm to fetch some milk for my family. At first it was a nuisance, but as the time passed, I started enjoying these trips. My uncle told me plenty of interesting stories which I had never heard before from my father’s mouth. He used to treat me with a glass of milk and a home made cake, which was delicious. When I grew older, he still used to treat me, but with self-made moonshine, which was even better than milk. Over time, I used to like my uncle more and more. He was carpenter with innate talent. He found a way to turn his house of 90 degrees without breaching its structure. I wish I wrote down the details of that project, but I was the 10 year old boy then and wasn’t interested in carpentry. 
On one gloomy day I took a five liter milk can and dragged myself to my uncle’s farm. When I reached the farm, it started raining so I spent a good hour in uncle’s house and kept looking at the cloudy sky. 
