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FEMHE
Beautiful English . -

A Father’s Love

Erma Bombeck

Daddy just didn’t know how to show love. It was Mom who held the family
together. He just went to work every day and came home; she’d have a list of sins’
we’d committed and he’d scold us about them.

Once when I stole a candy bar, he made me take it back and tell the man I stole
it and that 1°d pay for it. But it was Mom who understood I was just a kid.

I broke my leg once on the playground swing and it was Mom who held me in
her arms all the way to the hospital. Dad pulled the car right up to? the door of the
emergency room and when they asked him to move it because that space was reserved
for emergency vehicles, He shouted, “What do you think this is? A tour bus?”

At my birthday parties, Dad always seemed sort of out of place. He just busied
himself blowing up balloons, and setting up tables, and running errands’. It was
Mom who carded in the cake with the candles on it for me to blow out.

When 1 leaf through picture albums people always ask, “What does your Dad
look like?” “Who knows? He was always fiddling around with the camera taking
everyone else’s picture. I must have a zillion* pictures of Mom and me smiling
together.”

I remember when Mom told him to teach me how to ride a bicycle. I told him

not to let go, but he said it was time. I fell and Mom ran to pick me up, but he waved




He didn’t even feel embarrassed. Just smiled.

When I went to college, Mom did all the Writing. He just sent checks and a little
note about how great his lawn® looked now but I wasn’t playing football on it.

Whenever I called home, he acted like he wanted to talk, but he always said, “T’
11 get your mother.” |

When I got married, it was Mom who cried. He just blew his nose loudly and
left the room.

All my life he said, “Where are you going? What time are you coming home?
No, you cannot go.”

Daddy just didn’t know how to show love, unless...

Is it possible he showed it and didn’t recognize it?
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Anonymous

Marrying off your daughter to a stranger can be the most exhilarating' and
exasperating experience. My story is a simple one and true to the times of this era.
The wedding consisted of three sets of parents: my second wife and me, my ex—wife
and her spouse, and the groom’s parents who actually had the stamina’ to stay
married to each other for twenty—four years. When people ask me how long I’ ve been
married to my wife, I always say twenty—three years, even though it has only been ten.
Why? It’s easier for me to add both of my marriages together to achieve my ideal
number; a number I'll remember. I was married for thirteen years to my first wife
and ten to my second, therefore, I’ ve been wearing the ball and chain for quite some
time. '

I first met Randy, my son—in—law to be, at the tuxedo rental shop. I was picking
up my tux and shoes for the wedding, still unable to figure out why my wife spent
over eight hundred dollars on her dress when I’d be forced to wear a tux and shoes
that numerous bodies had been inside, when three young men came in and spoke to
the clerk behind the counter. They stated they were there to pick up their “monkey
suits” for the Webster wedding. I looked at all three of them and decided, which one I
wanted to be my son-in—law. To my dismay, my choice didn’t correspond with my

daughter’s. My son—in—law was the tall, lanky one with spiked hair and a small
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goatee. His appearance made me wonder what my grandchildren would look like. He
also looked very hungovéﬁ from his bachelor party the night before. I introduced
myself, and he nervously grabbed his tux. The encourage disappeared to the back
dressing room. I assumed the cowards would stay there until I’d left, I assumed
correctly.

My next stop was the wedding hall, where 1 was expected to pay an enormous
sum of money to feed and intoxicate’ many people. The ever —pleasing office
manager, Noelle, asked me if I’d like to see the wedding room. Once inside, I looked
around and informed Noelle that there was something wrong right away. She inquired
what that might be. I told her I didn’t see a broom closet, as there would be many
witches attending the wedding, meaning my ex and all my ex—in—laws. Noelle didn’t
laugh at my humor, but I chuckled to myself. If nothing else. I do amuse myself.

The day of the wedding, my daughter, Jenny, decided to have both her mother,
my ex-—wife, and me walk her down the aisle. I was displeased at first, but I was
forced to agree that it was Jenny’s wedding and not mine, even though I paid for
everything. That was another dilemma®, 1 did have to pay for everything. I didn’t
plan the wedding, pick out the wedding chapel, the wedding dress, the menu, or even
the groom. It seemed that neither my ex —wife nor the groom’s parents seemed to
have any money. I was beginning to feel set up, especially when the smiling Noelle

followed me around everywhere 1 went, probably wondering if I had another credit -

N

card that hadn’t been maxxed out. N /

Walking your daughter down the aisle toward what you perceive to be 1,s=ﬂ!e

wrong guy for her is a horrible feeling. I looked over at her face and she was -

beaming. Up ahead my son—-in-law to be was beaming. I smiled bnghtly for the




