More TV But Less

I was sitting in my recliner in the early evening hours watching TV, as is my custom.
 
My daughter Kathleen, age 9, came down and joined me in my chair.  After she got comfortable she focused on what I was watching and after doing so couldn't quite believe her eyes.
 
"Daddy", she said, "why are you watching Sesame Street".
 
Now you have to understand Kathleen was obviously a bit surprised to find her old daddy happily watching a children's television show on his own with no one else in the room. She is more accustomed to watching with me and the endless supply of westerns afforded me thanks to The Western Channel brought to us by the fine folks at the Time Warner Cable Company. Her mother says every movies I watch has the same plot- Horses ride and ride, cowboys shoot and shoot, then somebody screams, falls off a horse, and dies in the dirt.
 
All movies should be this good.
 
It is interesting here to note that Laurie was chagrined to be present when Jacob, (given his name from the John Wayne character Jacob McCandles) said his first sentence. He and I were in my chair watching the opening scene of El Dorado, a movie when had both watched together many times, when Robert Mitchem, Sheriff J.P. Hara in the picture, came sauntering down the street Winchester in hand. Jacob looked up at me with those big eyes and said almost with a western drawl, "I J.P. Hara."
 
His poor momma like to fainted.
 
She also like to fainted again bout a year back when Jacob was showing her how to shoot Nazis on his Medal of Honor video game.  His momma was doing pretty good there for a spell but just as her position was about to be overrun Jacob tried to rally her spirit by quoting something he'd heard John Wayne say to his troops when they had once faced a similar situation.
 
And his momma was mortified. Stopped the game, came down the stairs, and jumped on me because that's where she figured he'd heard it. But to his credit Jacob got me out of trouble by telling his mom it was the Duke, and not me, who'd said these offending words.
 
I told her to look on the bright side. At least he didn't tell her what The Duke told Lucky Ned Pepper the time he took ol' Bo's reins in his teeth, twirled his rifle with one hand and drew his pistol with the other and charged him guns blazing.
 
I don't even want to be in the state if Jacob ever tells his momma to "fill her hand".
 
But back to Kathleen and Sesame Street.  
 
She asked me why I was watching it and I told her I watched them every night. (I actually lied, I only what them every other night). I told her I watched them because I couldn't watch them when I was little. 
 
"Why", she asked.
 
"Because back then we didn't have cable TV back then," I said.
 
I then had to explain to how TV's worked back then. How we only got four good channels, and how the two on top dial, 3 and 9, came in real good, but the two on the bottom UHF dial, 18 and 36, both came in kind of fuzzy and how well you got them depended on how you set the dial, how much aluminum foil you had on the antennae, if you had a big aerial on your roof, and the current atmospheric condition at the time.  
 
I also explained how the further you went up UHF dial the fuzzier the channels got, and that by the time you got to up to channel 42 and 58 where Sesame Street was, it looked more like you were watching a Pennsylvania snow storm than a TV show.
 
I think the poor child though I was making all this up. I guess its as hard for a child of today to understand the UHF dial, aerials on the roof, and fuzzy television channels we had back then as it would've been for children of my day to have believed that one day we'd have 500 clear channels on a TV set and you still not be able to find anything to watch half the time.
 
Perhaps one day when she's older, I'll tell her about the horizontal and vertical hold buttons. 
 

That'll take some doing. I used 'em both and never did figure them out.
 
 
 
