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Feelings Toward Fathers
by Dale Haas

premiered 4/18/04
Horizon Community Church

Elmhurst, IL


Theme:
The way sons feel toward their fathers as they age



Characters:
Jimmy (age 11)


Jim (age 17)



James (age 25)



Jimmy (age 38)


Props:
stools for each reader

Lighting:
spot on each reader

Sound:
lav mic for each reader
________________________________________________________________________



This reader’s theatre can be performed in sequence, or broken up through a larger event. Readers can be in a row, or scattered throughout a room.

Jimmy: 
My name is Jimmy, and my Dad is the greatest. Once a month on Saturday morning we go out to breakfast, just the two of us, and after that we spend some time together. Sometimes it’s fishing, or throwing a baseball, or riding our bikes. But it’s always something we like to do together. And he’s always showing me new things. It’s like he’s been alive FOREVER.


There is one thing I can teach him, though. I’m trying to show him how to do Gamecube with me, but he always loses. He’s pretty good at most things, but when it comes to Pokemon, he bites.


I wish we could be together more, but I know that when he’s working he’s making money to get the things we need. 


Sometimes Dad can be too strict. It seems like I’m always right in the middle of something when he needs me to help him with the trash or watch my little sister. One time I asked if I could put the two together and take my sister out with the rest of the trash.


I only said that once.



I hope we can always be together, Dad and me, because he’s a pretty cool guy.

________________________________________________________________________


Jim:
Let’s not talk about Dad, OK?  I just got back from one of our world-famous Saturday morning breakfasts and he proceeded to tell me that it was time for me to make a decision about college. I don’t know why he’s so pushy.


Sometimes I just need my space, but whenever something’s not going right Dad loves to stick his head in my bedroom and give me the old “Yes, Jimmy, I know what you’re going through” routine. 



First of all, Dad, my name is “Jim,” not “Jimmy.” Jimmy is what Aunt Clara calls me on Christmas Eve. Second, I don’t think high school kids went through the same things in 1940 or whenever you were in school. I appreciate your concern, but just give me the car keys and we’ll call it even.


I don’t mean to sound so down on Dad. He’s really OK, I guess. But I get so tired of him looking at me like he knows what I’m thinking. It’s as if he’s been there before, which I know can’t be true.



I don’t want to say this to him because I don’t want to hurt his feelings, but I just can’t wait to get out of here and start living my own life, you know?

________________________________________________________________________


James:
I just got off the phone with my Dad, and I haven’t laughed so hard in weeks. We were talking about how we used to go on those Saturday morning breakfasts. Oh, it was hilarious. 



There was this one time we decided to pick up McDonald’s and take it to the lake so we could spend more time fishing. We were using crickets for live bait. I couldn’t have been more than 9 or 10 and was still a little squeamish about handling live bugs, you know. So when I opened the bucket of crickets, one hopped right up on my arm and I sent the whole thing flying. So here’s me and Dad running all over the lakeshore, trying to catch these crickets, yelling and laughing the whole time. We only caught one cricket. We ended up baiting our hooks with Egg McMuffin. 


I told him I really miss those Saturday mornings. They taught me so much about life. He said to me, “James, you may not realize this, but I was learning just as much as you were.” And he thanked me for sticking with it, especially through my teenage years. 



I was kind of a jerk there for a while. But I think he understood that too.



So we set a date to get together next month on a Saturday morning and go fishing again. I told him as long as nothing came up with my work I’d be there. He knows how crazy my work is, so if we have to put it off for a week or two it’s no big deal. But we’ll get together eventually.

________________________________________________________________________


Jimmy:
It’s been at least fifteen years since I did breakfast with my Dad on Saturday morning. Has it really been that long? Some of those days seem like they were just yesterday. Weird.


My Dad was OK. He made mistakes, but when I was growing up I didn’t notice most of them. I was too consumed with my own world, you know? It’s only as I have started having kids of my own that I’ve thought about what he did right and what I need to change.



One thing I want to change is that whole “I know everything and you will just obey me or else” attitude.


Of course what’s funny about that is that my wife is constantly saying, “Jimmy, you’ve got to back off from those kids because you’re being too strict.” Maybe I’m more like him than I want to admit. Now that I think about it, I really understand why he was that way, especially considering some of the things I did as a teenager!


My own boy turns six tomorrow, and I told him that next Saturday we were going to go out for breakfast, just the two of us. He looked at me like I had three eyes or something. That’s OK. If he’s like me, he’ll figure it out sooner or later.
JIMMY:

My name is Jimmy, and my Dad is the greatest. Once a month on Saturday morning we go out to breakfast, just the two of us, and after that we spend some time together. Sometimes it’s fishing, or throwing a baseball, or riding our bikes. But it’s always something we like to do together. And he’s always showing me new things. It’s like he’s been alive FOREVER.

There is one thing I can teach him, though. I’m trying to show him how to do Gamecube with me, but he always loses. He’s pretty good at most things, but when it comes to Pokemon, he bites.

I wish we could be together more, but I know that when he’s working he’s making money to get the things we need. 
Sometimes Dad can be too strict. It seems like I’m always right in the middle of something when he needs me to help him with the trash or watch my little sister. One time I asked if I could put the two together and take my sister out with the rest of the trash.

I only said that once.

I hope we can always be together, Dad and me, because he’s a pretty cool guy.
JIM:

Let’s not talk about Dad, OK?  I just got back from one of our world-famous Saturday morning breakfasts and he proceeded to tell me that it was time for me to make a decision about college. I don’t know why he’s so pushy.

Sometimes I just need my space, but whenever something’s not going right Dad loves to stick his head in my bedroom and give me the old “Yes, Jimmy, I know what you’re going through” routine. 

First of all, Dad, my name is “Jim,” not “Jimmy.” Jimmy is what Aunt Clara calls me on Christmas Eve. Second, I don’t think high school kids went through the same things in 1940 or whenever you were in school. I appreciate your concern, but just give me the car keys and we’ll call it even.

I don’t mean to sound so down on Dad. He’s really OK, I guess. But I get so tired of him looking at me like he knows what I’m thinking. It’s as if he’s been there before, which I know can’t be true.

I don’t want to say this to him because I don’t want to hurt his feelings, but I just can’t wait to get out of here and start living my own life, you know?
JAMES:

I just got off the phone with my Dad, and I haven’t laughed so hard in weeks. We were talking about how we used to go on those Saturday morning breakfasts. Oh, it was hilarious. 

There was this one time we decided to pick up McDonald’s and take it to the lake so we could spend more time fishing. We were using crickets for live bait. I couldn’t have been more than 9 or 10 and was still a little squeamish about handling live bugs, you know. So when I opened the bucket of crickets, one hopped right up on my arm and I sent the whole thing flying. So here’s me and Dad running all over the lakeshore, trying to catch these crickets, yelling and laughing the whole time. We only caught one cricket. We ended up baiting our hooks with Egg McMuffin. 

I told him I really miss those Saturday mornings. They taught me so much about life. He said to me, “James, you may not realize this, but I was learning just as much as you were.” And he thanked me for sticking with it, especially through my teenage years. 

I was kind of a jerk there for a while. 
But I think he understood that too.

So we set a date to get together next month on a Saturday morning and go fishing again. I told him as long as nothing came up with my work I’d be there. He knows how crazy my work is, so if we have to put it off for a week or two it’s no big deal. 
But we’ll get together eventually.
JIMMY:

It’s been at least fifteen years since I did breakfast with my Dad on Saturday morning. Has it really been that long? Some of those days seem like they were just yesterday. Weird.

My Dad was OK. He made mistakes, but when I was growing up I didn’t notice most of them. I was too consumed with my own world, you know? It’s only as I have started having kids of my own that I’ve thought about what he did right and what I need to change.

One thing I want to change is that whole “I know everything and you will just obey me or else” attitude.


Of course what’s funny about that is that my wife is constantly saying, “Jimmy, you’ve got to back off from those kids because you’re being too strict.” Maybe I’m more like him than I want to admit. Now that I think about it, I really understand why he was that way, especially considering some of the things I did as a teenager!


My own boy turns six tomorrow, and I told him that next Saturday we were going to go out for breakfast, just the two of us. He looked at me like I had three eyes or something. That’s OK. If he’s like me, he’ll figure it out sooner or later.
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