“Brokeback Mother’s Day”
This Week At Judson Sunday School

(5/6/11)

Let’s talk about mothers, shall we?

My mother is 77 years old and technologically-challenged.  I too am technologically-challenged, though not to the extent that my mom is, otherwise I would be shouting the contents of this e-mail from outside your apartment window while sitting atop my horse, Trigger.
Last year my mother decided she was finished with this new-fangled computer age.  Hard drives, soft drives, rebooting, online, offline, party line, downloading, freeloading – it was all too complicated and she’d had enough.  (“I have had enough!”)  She sold her computer to her 79-year-old sister, who, though not technologically-challenged herself, is plenty challenging in oh so many ways for the rest of us.  (This is my aunt who over the course of her lifetime has visited more countries than any Secretary of State, and left religious tracts behind everywhere she went.  She once described her trip to Florence this way:  “The Italians are a moody people.”)
My mother decided what she really wanted was a typewriter.  Personally, I didn’t even know if they still made typewriters, but I soon found one on Amazon.com with all kinds of bells and whistles, so last spring, I bought her one for her birthday.  It turns out my mother is also bells and whistles-challenged.  Sadly, so am I, for neither my mother nor I could ever figure out how to load paper into the blame thing.  Even worse, we also appear to be warranty-challenged, for we apparently let it expire before we decided the typewriter was a lost cause.  It is now in my brother’s basement awaiting a yard sale, the proceeds of which will go to his children’s college fund or a celebratory Happy Meal at McDonalds, if they can ever sell it.

I love my mother, which is probably the reason I bought her a second typewriter this past Christmas, this one sans bells and whistles.  But it did come with a Daisywheel, which proved to be one wheel too much for mom.  This time I was prepared.  Come January, when my mom told me she had decided to give up on this new-fangled typewriter age and was going back to good old pen and paper, I jumped on that warranty like a seasoned pro, returned the typewriter and got my money back, leaving the folks at Amazon.com to wonder, what kind of an idiot buys not one but two typewriters?

Where my mother excels, technologically speaking, is in the DVD department.  After an intensive tutorial this past Thanksgiving, she really knows her way around her DVD player.  (Let’s not talk about her CD player, which for a few days would only play John Denver no matter what CD she placed in the machine.  Turns out you have to remove the last CD you played (Mr. Denver) if you want to hear something new.  But I digress.)

I have been sending my mom various DVDs over the past six months and a few weeks ago, I thought I would pick her up a few new movies for Mother’s Day.  So I ventured over to my local Barnes and Noble which had a shelf full of DVDs on display entitled, “Just For Mother.”  Imagine my surprise to see among the many selections handpicked by the B & N staff, the following:  Adam Sandler’s Little Nicky; The Lover; and Brokeback Mountain.  Perhaps I am too old fashioned, or just too old, but are you kidding me?  I wouldn’t give Little Nicky to Adam Sandler’s mother.  And The Lover?  There are at least ten different kinds of nekkid in that flick, and who gives soft-core porn to their mom for Mother’s Day?  As for Brokeback Mountain, my mom has always loved cowboy movies and so as long as I could convince her to go to the kitchen and make her typewriter-buying son some popcorn while I fast-forwarded through certain moments, I think I could pull it off.  Besides, I’m not sure she would quite understand what was going on between those two cowboys inside that tent anyway, technologically speaking.
We’re celebrating moms and dads this Sunday at Judson Sunday School.  Our preschool lesson is entitled “God Is Like A Parent,” although I’m not sure if God uses a computer.  According to the story of Moses, didn’t God write with his thumb, carving those Ten Commandments into stone?  (Perhaps that’s what they mean by “thumb drive.”  Rim shot!  Thank you!  Don’t forget to tip your waitress!)

A very big thank you to all you moms, dads and kids who contributed to the prison toy and book drive.  All our goodies were hauled up to Bedford Correctional this week where I am sure they will be much appreciated.  (I can see my office floor again!)

Happy Mother’s Day!

Andy

Technological Poobah

PS:  Steady, Trigger!
