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 I remember when I was younger, and we got our first VCR.  Oh, the excitement of being 

able to rent a video cassette tape and watch it whenever I wanted.  The amazing capabilities of 

this device astounded me as a child and excited my parents, but it confounded my 

grandparents. 

 After every power outage and time change, I dutifully reset the blinking “12:00” for 

Grandpa and Grandma.  I wondered how this simple electronic device could be so confusing to 

someone I looked to for advice.  Grandpa could fix a combine without using any kind of book, 

and Grandma could quote Scripture like no one else.  My grandparents were so wise, and the 

VCR was so simple.  If my visits were too far apart, which happened as I grew older, a piece of 

black electrical tape would be delicately placed over the time display on the front of the VCR. 

 “Your grandpa couldn’t sleep with that bright twelve flashing all night,” Grandma would 

plead when I would raise an eyebrow in her direction.  I think I even walked through the 

process over the phone a time or two.  It was so easy, and yet my wonderful grandparents 

couldn’t quite grasp it. 

 As I passed through new seasons of life, other technological advances became obstacles 

for my elders.  Only this time, it wasn’t my grandparents, but my own parents.  Computers and 

cell phones arrived on the scene, and even though my parents were somewhat adept at 

working with computers, those pesky little cellular devices haunted them. 

 This time, I was not the one coming to the rescue.  Instead, it was my daughters who 

guided my parents through this perilous period of their lives.  I would laugh when Dad would 

pick up his ringing phone and say, “Hey, whose picture is on my phone?” 

Giggles would gurgle from the other side of the room, as elementary school 

granddaughters answered, “That’s us calling you from Mommy’s phone.  We put our picture in 

as Mom’s contact.” 

 “Show me how you did that?” my father would respond, amazed.  “I didn’t know you 

could take pictures with this thing.”  I think a ten year-old may have helped them set up voice 

mail. 

 I always thought of these issues with technology as problems for “old” people.  But, I 

have come to the realization that the last laugh will be on me. 

Texting!  What a foul word, and to keep up with people, it has become necessity.  I clung 

to my archaic flip-phone for as long as I could, with a middle school daughter pleading for 

texting and an upgrade.  When I was a kid, a slider was something you didn’t throw until you 

were in high school, and a blackberry was something Grandma used in her homemade jelly.  



Now, they are my latest challenges.  Sure, I will catch on, but what will be next.  I barely keep 

up with the technology these days, and society keeps throwing new things my direction. 

Deep down, my survival instinct will kick in, and I will seek out those young experts to 

assist me with the daunting task of learning how to operate these high-tech gadgets.  

Fortunately, my three daughters will train me in what I need to know for these new advances.  

Even though they are eleven, nine, and four, their expertise will come to the rescue. 

But just in case I lag too far behind the rest of civilization, I have purchased a safety net.  

It’s a roll of black electrical tape, and if anyone needs it, I keep it in the garage in the far left 

cabinet behind the cassette tapes for my Sony Walkman. 


