FATHER'S DAY 
by Oliver Hailey


Louise (30s) tells us that marriage wasn't all that much fun for her.


LOUISE:            Well, suppose I get it out in the open.  Dear old Tom and I got a divorce because we really didn't care for one another.  

In the seven wonderful years we were married to each other I struck him with brooms, mops, my electric curling iron - assorted feminine apparatus.  He swung at me with golf clubs, a baseball bat, a walking stick - items of the male gender.  

I once tried to strangle him with my hair dryer cord.  He tried it on me with his electric razor cord.  

When he was a little drunk one night, I tried to force a swizzle stick down his throat.  When he was sober enough, he tried that on me.  

I took that dangerous little plastic bag that comes from the cleaner's, tried my best to hold it over his head.  He then proceeded to have a suit cleaned - not an original bone in his body - and jumped me at the door one evening with his plastic bag.  

I tried to run him down with the car twice before he even figured out what I was doing.  When he finally figured it out, he tried to run me down with it.  

In short, it wasn't a good marriage.  We got a divorce because we really didn't dig one another.  And I hope that I am typical - and I speak for most of the divorced people in this country - when I say that is why we get divorced!
