Breakfast With Peanuts
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While I was growing up, the newspaper was part of my family's ritual. Dad read the tiny print of the Wall Street Journal in the evening, but our breakfast table was a more casual affair having a local paper on hand. 
Sitting between my mom and me, my dad would read the news sections while silently eating his breakfast.  Sipping the last of his half-cup of coffee, because “a half-cup never got cold”, he would refold his paper to expose the full page of comics.  Sometimes he would point out a certain strip to my mother.  She would lean over to read it as she cleared the dishes and the two of them would nod with a smile or chortle. 
After dad left the table, I would soundlessly slip the folded pages with the comics showing over to my placemat. I would look at what he had been reading. Before long, I was familiar with all the strips in our paper.  
The Sunday Funnies, as my dad fondly called them, were always a treat. The likes of “Peanuts”, “Blondie”, “Scamp”, “B.C.”, “Wizard of ID”, “Marmaduke”, “Cathy”, “Dennis the Menace”, and “Family Circus” were all in color on Sundays. The strips that were styled like “Dick Tracy”, had ongoing themes that were harder for me to grasp, but I still looked at them. 
When I got a little older, dad started to include me when pointing out a strip that touched his funny bone. The comics Dad liked best were composed of dry humor, irony, wordplay, and shameless puns.  I learned that there were other strips too, that I hadn’t even heard of, because they were syndicated to different newspapers than the one my parents got.   
When I was away at college, my dad would sometimes send me strips that had made him smile. The envelope, addressed in his handwriting, had nothing inside it except the folded paper comic he had cut out with the black kitchen scissors and a quirky smiley face drawn on the back of the envelope, or on the margin of the comic, in pencil. It was a fun thing to receive from my usually-very-serious father, and it let me know he missed our private chuckles at the breakfast table. I Scotch-taped them all that to the wall above the desk in my dorm room.  
After I moved away from home, this private bond within my family continued. Dad and I would exchange strip cut-outs at least a few times a year.  
Several years of the desktop calendar pads held a comic strip fodder of the day.  In the early years of email, Gary Larson’s “The Far Side” cartoons landed in my inbox. In the same period time, more diverse comic authors were getting published. A strip might get pulled from a paper for a variety of reasons. Some of those found footing in one-off magazines where the deeply cynical or controversial topic was less censored. 
My appreciation remains however, for those pure silly comics that make me laugh out loud while not expensing another.  Humor is one of the tools in the recesses of my mind that helped me start the day with a lighter heart.  It probably strengthened aspects of my friendships, my parenting and now helps with grandparenting.
 As I maneuver through the digital broadcast age, it is rare to sit around a quiet breakfast table for a read. The volume of things bombarding my senses has me stepping back, remembering those gentler moments of the past, connecting with my dad over a smile.  
