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for five minutes. . .She says she's at her wit's end..
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An editor told us to syndicate her.

The Journal Herald
Dytq:m 1, Ohio

Gl Thosapoon
i January 15, 1965

Dear Tom,

My employers ought to shoot me for writing
this letter.

If you syndicate the girl whose columns I
enclose, as you must do, it will eventually rob
the column of some of the local flavor which I
shall insist that she put into it if you do not
syndicate her and it will also mean that she
passes out of my hands to a ' large extent. HNever-
theless you must syndicate her.

As you can see, she is great. She's happily
married, has three kids and lives in the suburbs
but, of the millions who share the frustrations of
such a state of affairs, she is the one who can
tell about it with brilliance and good humor.

Her address is 162 Cushwa Drive, Dayton,
Dhio 45459, and if I didn't have a god-damn Preshy-
terian conscience and if it didn't tell me that
such a talent as hers absolutely must have an
audience to match it, I would still tear this damn
letter up.

Cordially,

(e

Glefin Thompson

Mr. Thomas B. Dorsey
Newsday

550 Stewart Avenue
Garden City, New York



So we did -- QUICK!

EDARAR ROAMPECU!



She lives in Centerville, Ohio, near Dayton, A housing development.
She's a college graduate, wife of an assistant high school principal,
mother of three children, 6, 9 and 11. They once had a dog, now they
have guppies, two turtles and a chameleon. The kids go to school.

Typical suburban housewife, except—

Well, she claims she hasn't lost her identity. Putting on the kids'
muddy boots is okay with her, she says.

And something is always striking her funny. Women's magazines.
Television. Things she reads in the newspaper. Strange American cus-
toms, myths. Mostly what strikes her funny is her family—and herself.

She started writing a humor column for the Dayton Journal Herald
in January 1965. Some of them are reprinted here. It's our privilege
now to offer this fresh comic discovery to you.

"AT WITS END"

By Erma Bombeck—3 columns a we ek—about 450 words— ILLUSTRATED!

Presented by Wewsday| Specials|Garden City, LI, NY. Tel. (516) Ploneer 1-1234



At Wit's End

By Erma Bombeck

Just Like Natives ﬁ*?

& 'Jr:-

So many people (twol have recently ex- | am going o recommend we purchase a

pressed to me their curicsity as o lwow
the Catholics are making out in their up-
dating of the Mass,

Surprmingly encugh, we have taken to
spreaking Enghish like natives. We genu-
F]r-":[ in Enrlish, r:npnnd tos the [.rr'luul in
English and theesten our children in Enj:-
lish. | “Shape up and peay or ship oot!™)

If thers is one weakoess, 11 Ues in the
singing of hymme. T predict # will take a
ventury of pitch pipes and years of spe
ptal hreeding to turn ot 8 generation of
hymn eingers, hut it will bappen, Consid-
Ering thmt in the ot Catholim  only
opened their mowths in choreh 1o cough,
they're net doing too badly.

There are fouar standard hymos to start
with, At a ene throughont the Mas, one
person will stort ws off and we're in the
rinning, usually without benefit of ac-
companiment. My section is usually filled
with the f[ollowing wvoareties of hymn
aimgers

tn} Children with sinus problems

(b} Tonedeal men who know five
songs: “Happy Birthday,” “Silent Night,"”
“Anld Lang Syne,” “For Hels A Jolly
Geod Fellow® and “The Star Spangled
Banper.”

el “Blochirds,” “Blochirds™ has long
heen o label given by grade-school muosic
teachers o kids who can't carry o note in
u lbusket. They try, They wing loud. Buot
it always sounds as if they'ro singing an-
other song.

Sometimes | get the feeling #f it weren't
fwr a [ew Protestant comverts ond a pow

full of nuns, we'd all e excommunicated
on pointa At the mext Sodality meeting,

record of the great Mormam choir of Utah,
play it st our Mass and have the congre-
galbon poartorivee Ll
Zn much for the hymns
& & &

The key words for all the responses and
active participation are “Pay Attention”
I certainly don’t wanmt to @mply we're a
religion of wool-gatherers and mind-win-
derers, bt what woman can say she never
saf in chorch and planned her dinoer or
watched a child empty the contents of
Moma's purse out into the pew,

Well, there just lsn’t tme for all that
noneense anymore. We're too busy flip-
ping throngh pages and cands, bobbing up
and down, kneeling, singing and respond.
inz all over the place.

1 personally became engrossed for just
a mimile in the small child in [ront of
me who wos slaring me in the eyeball and
eticking a pencil up her noss when my
hiymn caome out, “Pradee Be The Nose™
I ossaiee vou that won't happon again!

The Erumenical eouncil will convens
a=ain In September. Maturally their work
i+ nol findshed, There are many problems
1t be ironed oot. Not the least 38 how to
keep the holy water in the sponge just
inside the front door from evaporating.

Alsg, the problem that plagues us all.
How do you find your seat when your ene
tire row goes to Commuonion with you?
I don't need to stress the frustration of
wandering up and down the aisle looking
for a familiar floor tile and ng
why the rat fink in the block raincoat
who set mext to you oouldn't have Ilp.'pud
for the entire services,

And the parking ot problema! [t's true
iromy how we are abwaya Tocked by a oar
driven by o woman who soys after Mass
bt discuss her mixed nurri.li:r with the
|r|-inlt.

If there is time in Rome, the ocoums]
fdght even make some progress on our

hingon problem. I we the gome in
Latin . . . who would m

Cogeignl. Wewasday Inc . 1548



At Wit's End

Alas, Those

By Erma Bombeck

Women with fat knes, unite]

I have waited for as long as I dare for
soane  local, civic-minded womaon to or-
gomine o prodest DE.H'E‘:‘I-H thee shorter hem-
limes,

MNow, | mnst do it myeell, First, the
membership, KTABOC (Knees That Are
Better (O Covered) = pﬂm.ﬂfﬂr [
women who hove added 15 or 20 pounds
sinee their marringe which, unfortunately,
has seatled just sbove the koees. Hoow-
over, i will walcome women with kness
that look hke door knobs or car handles
ond sets of knees that bow out like divin-
ing rods, [We'll add more categories as
we cheel them i)

L] L 3 L]

Monct, we misd sel up a constitution that
will have stable hemlines as its gonl, Hem-
lines that will imsore v azaimst drafits
while petting into automobi bending
over drinking fonmtaing and Hding 1o the
top of escalastors,

Finally, the pledge. “T
refuse to support hemlines above the
knees, in the name of Motherhood and

the Fla.g:. I ll:ll-r.mnl'_r awear to Lo any
lengths (not excesding 114 i ahowe
the knet honel to keep mood taste where

it belongs . . . over the knee
Next will come the letters of protest

Fat Knees!

Hopefully, we will all get to our pens and
papers and flood the fashion centers with
teree, clever little notes pointing oot that
thiy have gone too for, and how wostrld
men like it if they woke op some day
and discoversd their hairy logs were in
fashion right up to th-r:i'r kners!
-

"

T dlen rerommend a -.ll:?'!-ﬂl]'ll:l
male dress designers, (Let me go. T cry a
lot. ) Their world of women = i
limived to the skinny girls with legs the
size of art pencils. Using pictures taken
of the beach last summer will moake my

prsint,
™ conree, we'll have to demonstrate at
Third and Main. This gets a rise out of
newspapers and tolevision cameras, which
wHl put our cause befors the notion. A
placard committes can letter signs that
read, “Skirts 5i! Knees No!™ or “Brimg
Dowvn  (Dher Skirts™  (Delete that last
elogan, We can do better than that)

We'll most monthly to discus our pro-
gress, 'l line up speakers from time to
timpe, like a doctor whoe could redate
stories of how short nlim chilled
women  mbo resprstory or how
stepping onto a curh has cavsed a4 woman
ta lose her balanes and break her hip.
We might even engage n psychologist who
could tell of traumatic experiences of
women who haws spemt an entire

holding o ha roover their koess or
coiling up bohind sofa cushions. We'll
work this out later.

The important thing i that we pet
manized. T think it esfo to
wa' ]l get o Iot of eriticism all-
male knee watclhers groap, bot don't let
that worry you. Keep foremost in
mind that il some actiom is
soof, the short skirts will mest the plung.
ing necklines and we'll all pot arrested
for taking our coats off.



Next to in-laws who “live in™ and a bud-
get that won't budge, there is nothing that
will put a dent in a marriage like a vaca-
tiom trip by auto.

There is something about packing five
people in a car with nothi
tolerate sach other that to rough-
housing, numecalling, eye-gouging and
eventually sssuming a glassy-eyed foetal
position near the spare tire.

I have noted carefully om past excur-
sions that everyone has had his own an-
tagonistic topic which he or she pursues.

he children, for exomple, imvari-
ahly ramble on for miles ahout the last
rest room they visited, describing in intri-
exte detail the messapes on the walla. They
will also amuse themsshes by the hour
plaving auto roulstte, This is a provious
game of trampling, jostling and hurling
of hadles to sem which one gets o seel
penrest the windows.

Hushands are bugged on the topic of
car performance, There is scarcely a mo-
ment after the car has stopped that he
jen't figuring gas and oil mileage and
earefully recording it on a graphic char
{whirh 1 will later wrap a melted pop-
sickle in and discard.) Another area which
he enjoys digesting is the road map bit.
Seciire with a glove compartment full of
muops | many of them listing only the orig-
inal 13 colonies) he will ask me to troce
the route while hie drives.

(O various oocasions, he has secused me
of moving the Mississippi River over two
stotes and withholding information about
detours and hridge washouts just tn ses
him ery.

My particular forte i sermons on dis-
cipline. 1 have been known to go across

an entire state, dgnoving national monu-

ments, freaks of noture, postoard country-
gides, fnoes cnrved in mountajns and herds

of wild huffale, while my long-playing

Bye Bye,

At Wirs End

Togetherness

By Erma Bombeck

mowth  Tecites  misdeamesnors  the kids
made when they were on pablum. My
sormenn on *“Al right now, group, which
one of you turned on the car heater,” ax-
tended over three slates,

Somenmes | am itted 1o drive, but
nnl:.r under the Iﬂml;g wonditions: (1)
city traffic at 5 poam. when tl Lntdon
is 250,000 or over, (2] unm dirt
roads at midnight, (3] highways under
construction with detour signs that have
hlown over, (4} in A tornado on an eight-
lane highway where the minimum speed
is 65 mph,

Another vacation-by-aumto pitfall is get-
ting the driver of the cor to stop for fond.
Rationalizing that even at the “5007 they
have oocasional pit stops, our driver in-
variahly feeds us on promises of what lies
200 miles ahead at Futility City, (I snspect
he mips at Teare.

With blosted stomach and sharp testh
from gnaowing on our safety holts, we hit
Futility only to discover one filling sta-
tion, a hound dog and a brightly lighted
qt,':l:rll:t nﬂlﬂtth&j'pﬂﬂhhigmﬂwm
The hownd dog looks interesting.

We've tried car bingo, group singing
and any other pesd madness you can
think of. And I really do love vacations

. .+ the peace of no telephones, no wohed-

ules, no routines, no demands, Tt's Juet
all that togetherness in betwesn.

Coprright, MNrwmday Dne, S



Women's fight lor independence has

them inte voling booths, sports
smokers ond YMOCA lobbies.

they need & piees of legrislation
them out of the living rosm at
and into the kitchen where the
the ecompiroversial debastes are

=ivl L
Arrrds.

.‘I-ﬂ'rl-'
(LI g
priarties
m+En illlll
LTI T

It has long bugged me that my entire
cvoming & n [r.u.rh has heen it with
ghatter on how 1o lose weight sating cah-
bage |y burp your wn.'r to a size 9) to
'rl.'lll:'rl'.' yirl Can bu ey shorts for Ken
diolls. Meanwhile, irllli.‘k at the refrigerator,
the men are talking about what the local
tax dollar is worth, the plizht of Missis-
q'i]u||i anil ithe desdbeata tn the .

1 suapeect, hiowever, that women hring a
lot ol this discrimination on themselves.
At o gathering, recently, 8 man across the
ronm made o relerence to Taylor in Viets
nom and my woman oompandon asked ex-
1'““"!.'., “Te Burton there with hec?™

On another oocssion, when anthropolo-
gist Margaret Meads pame came ap, some-
one suggested it sounded familiar and
wansn't she a fool doctor? (1 recommended
her ta three of 'u:u. [riemidsa. |

L] -
For the greater part of on evening in
«suthburban Dayton women line up on t]u
sofa like pipeons on the courthouse roof

. . quoting D, Spock . . . cursing Debbie
Dirake's unbelievahle prone position. Only
after the meaty problems have boon solved
in the kitchen are women w-llml upon
te eertain the entire assembl

“Cowe oo, dear™ ur J:u- ah du
your Lmpersenation Snagele-p

BTz he & n:p:m‘.h'l.m' m lhn Cndﬂﬁ""
i THEWOKHIICT,

“No,” saye the woman, biting her Fps

in humilistion, *he's & cat on the 5 o'dlock

cartoons, (Contimeing brightly] T don't
hove o aroarmd i-m"tt-ti.n!; onis, you
know, I can talk about fair hausing, dirty
books in Dayton, why f(uneral homes
shouldn't give green stamps . . . anye
I]]in-,q 'rl|.-|:.!'|:|.'."'|

The 38th Parallel

At Wit's End

By Erma Bombeck

soreams  the

STM)  SNAGGLE-PTSS"™
T

From thers on, ssmeons demonstrates
the “frug”™ nnd the “swim™
ies Walter Huston
Song,” with a big finish by » ﬁul redhesd
whio doas thl B-Il:h! d-u-ing URSIAT 08
cock hemds.

Somechow, we never get back to what
happemnsl o the Republicons who koew
in their hearts Goldwater was right but
suffered a Johnson attack at the polls

The 38th parsllel between men's and
women's conversations is imaginary, of
course. But it will take a long time and a
It of ecduocation and understonding te

hridge the gap.

Women will have to learn to talk Jess
and enjoy i more, Men will Iu-mtnﬂn-
rln:.- zll the umiu-u.ndm,g of women's
ng[h}n and ressoning they've got

%t expect mirecles, At the Luslmiug
of their pew-found “kitehen
doa't be surprised if women sstithe Hussia
UM dues by I:n‘iugﬂmmﬂaga-'hﬂaudr
in the UN lobby. They'll probably settle
the Coban sitostion with a block party
to promote understanding among one an-
il hse,

And somewhers along the line, women
will suggest organizing a ocar pool. This
doesn't serve ANY bt # does
keep women off the strects and gives them
something o do,

In the meantime . . . Snaggle-puss,

poyone?

Copyright. Mewsday Ino, 1WE5



At Wit's End

By Erma Bombeck

I won't kid you. This is a eolumn
on how a mothaer feels Wllﬂlm her
kst offspring ouwi of the oest and into
sihrool.

It"s o time of mrixed emotions that run
the gamet from piddines 10 deopression.
ne minote, its, “You slam that deor omoe
more, folla, and Il MAIL you to school
in August,” The next, you're throwing
yoursell under the wheels of the school
s and demanding, “Let my ‘baby’ off
HI.‘II hare, He's the -IH'I-|1n|.1ru'| reafhead in
the third sear™

Aetaally, you have 1o he a mother (and

a litile schizophrenicl @0
thiess reactions,

I suspect most of i stems from the
promises we made to ourselves while slosh-
ing over diaper p\.lilu- and shaking hII:IH'IIIF
it miilk over our wrists st 2 am. feedings.
“lust wait,” (imaudible prombles] “jost
four and a half more ysars to go and I
ran go back to led, prow my own orchids,
ave lunch downtown, write another “Pey-
toni Place’, po on a diet, comb my hair,
lrsrn to woter skl and Tind my -'|.-I:|.I!'I:I'I.'i1.'[."
i1 don't know what that means sitlver, bot
the <hirk magazines keep saying 've lost
it b

Thronghout measles. fractures, tensions,
traumas and Db Spock, the promiss are
arill there like a dessert 1o be hungered
[or, When it & within mm:l:‘ -ﬂﬂu’pﬂinﬂ.
givea way o women's Tavorite
emotion: guilt!

What am | doing? Sending this baby
off to learm coleulus before the oord in
hesled. How can | think of mysell when

nnderstamd

E
Out Of The Nest... &2

= fr

he's harboring all these insecurities? How
does the State of Ohio know my son is
ready for the first ¥ They lock at
him and what do they see? A 1958 binth
eertificate and a record of i irations.
[ look st bim and I see a amile . . . like
halloween, T ser two Kitde short IEp'.ll that
won't get him a drink of water without
a stonl under theam, I see two pudgy hands
ihat can't work together 1o eut a piece
of meat, | see o shock of red hair that
doesn't come up to his father’s balt buckle.
I see a litile boy who mever went to the
rest room all during ki brecame
he didnt want to admit e conldn’ =l
B-0-YS from G-I-R-LS on the doors.
Then there's o little conoern that keeps
pnawing away that T should have prepared
him more. I piffed away all that time on
Santa Claus, Easter Bunny, Tooth Fairy,
Tbr. Senss ond all those Tantasies. | showld've
dealt with the hasic realities like toler-
rniee, forgivensss, ion and honesty.
For Irom this day on, his world can only
widen. An existence that began in a erib,
ogrew o @ honse ond extends over a two-
kock Mevele ride will now go even be-
vl thad. [ will share him with another
woman . . . other sdults | . . other children
.+ . other opintons . . . other points of
view. T am no longer feading. I am stand-
ing hehind him ready to guide from a mew
ewsitiom,
There is o mad desire %0 pin a nots on
him to maks sure he's
Miss Worsted . . . or Mim Chalkboard
or whatever: [ submit to your tender, hov.
ing carc my son who's a litthe shy and a
let stubrhorn, Who can't cope yet with =ip-
pers that stick or buttons on swesters that
don't come out even. One who makes his
2'n sideways but who works sericusly and
in carpest. He costs on osteup,
butter, chocolsts ice cresm and m
may sue you for abenstion of affection,
but for the moment, God Blese You ™
Yesterday, they sent their largest bus
for my son who looked undselievally ﬂ:l:ll:l].l
However, he returnod that day in a much
grew a lot,

Copyright, Nevsday e, T8



il 1

When my hushand snd 1 sppear at an
artique show there s a scurrving of Teet
hl'l-l]f CFIE I.'IH.IﬂT whﬂ'Flm 1] .I“J'Iﬂ'
“Stick o gperamium in that !-]{Ip jar, I'I'\".I:I:I.E
here comes & conple of live

This is partly our faul. "il"t stand
open-mothed  and Iru#&rbﬂ.. el ng
zreen cash like we just hit town
rnough 1o hoy the fertilizer. On ot Teast
one occasion, | have roshed ower to a
large hulk of mets]l and shri “Ts
this a 1900 milk separstor?” “Mo,” some-
one  replies  patiently, "That’s o 1962
drnking fountaim,™

We hove maintained a rule of thumb.
If vou can sleep om it, plant flowers in
it, frame it, play i, eat i, «euff it with
magazines, records or blankets, ring it or
ppen a conversation with it, we'll buy

Then we have an open category of
things wa're going to do something with
some day. This takes in o cast dron anpgel
with a hroken feot, a hand-driven child's
washing moachine, a Civil War grave mark-
er and a collection of *“Go With Willkie"
eampaign buttons,

Our  children, uonfortunately, do not
ghare our enthusissm Tor old things (in.
cluding usl. Their first experience was a
traumatic one and had 1o with a dear
little 1808 collapsible locker. It attacked
the haby when he tried to sit in §t and
hie's ovoided it like a penicillin shot e
& P, 4

The pump organ that was to bring to-
getherness to our brood (T was going to
pop corn while we stood around and sang
*Beautiful Dreamer™ and overything) s
only brought disharmomy. The childrens’
minaie tescher nulhpll.'inl., " Tmarn to
play if their Hithe legs just hold owt™
i Rubhish! Those kids are developing log
mirsches like a fullback.)

Antiques W hile

At Wit's End

You Wait

By Erma Bombeck

de: to imstill

Frankly, it"s next to i
antique furni-

reapect in small children for

ture. Cries of “Get vour feet off that dis
tressed takle!®™ or “Don't =it on thot wosd
hox. it could go any minute™ leaves them
“She's got to

confused and mombling,
he kidding*

Another find that hosn't worked oot =
the rither my huoshand bought three vears
ago. “Don’t you wamt your father to bhe
the first in his hlock to pl.t}" the zither?™
wa gquertesd. They Jooked s each other
and shrugged.

At roadside shops on Bundays,
make snide remarks ahmﬂ “all this juni:ﬂr'
and end up buying a bag of hoarhound
candv which they immedistely discover
l|'|t.'_vr hate and n'-P:i.I: out in oy hand.

No motter, T will go on sewing my heir-
loom guilts on hot summer days and ool-
lecting old hat pins. They're lethal look-
ing, bt thev're marvelous for releasing
the hxk on the bathrosm door when
symeome geta locked in

How the kide waill dimde all those
Willkie buttons when they grow up is
their problem.

Copyright, Newsdiy Ine. 1088



The new column that's sheer music—can be played beautifully, even
on the editorial page!

Erma Bombeck's

"AT WITS END"

3 humeorous columns a week—about 405 words each—ILLUSTRATED!

The rates are laughable, too. Check with us.

Newsday | Specials

Thomas B. Dorsey, Director
Garden City, LI, N.Y. Tel. (516) Ploneer 1-1234




Y'all come! Y'hear? . . . to the funniest spot in all surburbia!

"AT WITS END"

Newsday |Specials

Harry F. Guggenheim, President and Publisher, Newsday, Garden City, Long Island, N.Y.



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

