
1 
 

 

 

Like Father, Like Daughter 
 

 

A monologue by Gwendolyn Rice 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

6404 Cooper Court 
Middleton, WI  53562 
608-609-8550 
Gwendolynquirk@yahoo.com 
 



2 
 
A 50s-60s attractive, professional woman sits at a table in a coffee shop. She finishes her scone 
and coffee and starts to leave. 

Where did I. . .(rummaging through her purse, looking for her keys) Okay, I know they’re in 
here. (she rummages some more.) Seriously. Why is it. . . ? (she keeps looking, getting more 
frantic) If I didn’t have so much stuff. .. .in here. . .useless, random things. . .Stamps. Coupons. 
Lipstick. More lipstick. (to herself) I don’t even like that shade. Phone. Oh, this is ridiculous. I 
mean, I just had them. (rummaging) Aspirin. Lifesavers.. It’s no wonder . . . I can’t find. .. .  
Anything.  . . .. (she throws her purse to the ground in disgust.) (Pause. Relenting she gets on the 
ground and starts going through the outer pockets of the purse, then the inner pockets, as if she 
had overlooked something. She hasn’t.) (suddenly very angry and frustrated) Oh for the love of 
God! (pause, she collects herself.) Okay, I had them when I came in. . . I came in, and . . . sat 
down. . . and .. . promptly lost my keys. Dammit. (looks at her watch. pause) Yeah. Great. (picks 
up her phone and dials a number. Apologetic) Hello, this is Sarah Stickland. Yes, I was supposed 
to meet Dr. Brandt today for the thing. The study. I’m not going to make my appointment I’m 
afraid. Yeah. Sorry about that. Something has come up, I guess you could say. (Pause) Oh, 
absolutely I can come in any time next week. Okay. Yes, I’m away from my calendar at the 
moment, but when I get home I will call to reschedule. Okay. Yeah, sorry to be so last minute. 
Okay. Thanks. Bye.  

 

(muttering) So stupid. (sighs. To the audience.) It’s not like me to lose things. This is really . . . 
My dad was famous for losing things. Couldn’t be trusted with a grocery list or a set of car keys. 
And he’s not the sort of person you’d suspect of being. . . forgetful. He was a lawyer for 46 



3 
 
years, and he served as a justice on the state supreme court for more than a decade. His father 
was a Baptist minister so Dad used to joke that he came by the law profession honestly – he’d 
been judging and sentencing others alongside the pulpit since he could speak.  
 
My brother Danny and I would tease him of course, when he forgot his hat, or gloves, or scarf, 
and he’d come home, teeth chattering from the cold. Or when he forgot his lunch bag – Mom 
always packed him a ham sandwich wrapped in wax paper, a kosher dill pickle, and two 
homemade sugar cookies – and very often when we came home from school, there it was sitting 
on the counter where he’d left it.  
 

If we were in a hurry to go somewhere – church, or the movies, or over to my Aunt Trudy’s then 
Dad would surely lose something important – his heavy, dark rimmed glasses or his gold Bulova 
watch that he got when he passed the bar. But instead of getting angry, he would stand in the 
middle of our living room, close his eyes and raise his hands over his head and in a huge, 
booming voice that only really belongs to judges and Baptist ministers he would say, “In the 
words of Ezekial, I will seek the lost, and I will bring back the strayed, and I will bind up the 
injured, and I will strengthen the weak, and I will feed them in justice. So let what was lost be 
found, what was unknown be known and let us find favor in your eyes, oh lord, forever and 
ever.”  
 
This huge man in his wool trousers and suspenders over a starched white shirt and his voice so 
loud it made the house shake. The neighbor’s dogs would stop barking and the mailman would 
stop whistling and we’d all be frozen like statues until he was done with his invocation to God 
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and the lost things. Understand, my Dad had done this a hundred times, but it always made us 
shiver a little, wondering if today the angel Gabriel would actually appear, a lost billfold or 
handkerchief in his ghostly, heavenly hands. But there was something about making us all stop 
still for a minute – making us pause and be quiet -- it always worked. Dad would calmly put his 
hands in his pockets and say, “Oh here we are” and he’d pick up his cufflinks or his newspaper 
or whatever had been missing and we’d be on our way.  
 

While my brother and I ribbed Dad about his forgetfulness, he teased us right back.  Every night 
at 5:45 when we heard the Buick pull into the driveway we’d run to the door. He’d come up the 
back steps, wipe his feet on the mat, and take a long deep breath as he entered the kitchen, 
soaking up the smells of the homemade Parkerhouse rolls, or the pot roast with onions, or the 
chicken ala king that mom had baking in the oven. I would grab Dad’s soft, weathered briefcase 
from one hand and Danny would take his long black umbrella from the other and he would say 
“Lottie, I seem to have misplaced something,” and she’d say, “Oh really?” not moving from her 
post at the stove. And he’d say “I can’t find my children.”  

 

And of course Danny and I would laugh ourselves silly shouting “Here we are!” And he’d search 
around the room, pretending not to see us. He’d look behind doors and under the couch and pull 
back the curtains and he’d shake his head, “No, they’re not in here.” Danny would jump up and 
down yelling “Daddy, Daddy!” And Dad would scratch his chin thoughtfully and say, “now I 
had a little girl I seem to recall, about yeah high, (gestures four feet tall) button nose, brown 
curly hair, have you seen anyone like that?” And I’d squeak “I’m right here in front of you!” 
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Then he’d look at me and say, “hey, maybe you can help me. Have you seen a little boy around 
anywhere? Freckles on his nose, wearing a Dodgers baseball cap?” And by this time we were 
ready to bust. We’d laugh and scream and jump until mom said that was enough and it was time 
for dinner. And while we washed our hands and sat down at the table, he’d kiss her on the cheek 
and say, “Well maybe they’ll turn up.” And we’d start laughing all over again. 

 

(Sarah looks through her purse one more time, determined to find her keys, but to no avail. She 
gives up.) I always wanted to be a lawyer like my dad. And that was at a time when women were 
teachers or nurses or secretaries . . . or married.  There were only two other women in my 
graduating class in the law school at Notre Dame, and most of the time it didn’t bother me, but I 
remember my second year I called home one night and said, “Dad I don’t think I can do this 
anymore. I’m so behind in my tort law and contracts classes, I don’t know how I’ll make it 
through the semester. It feels like. . . .like I’ve lost my nerve.” And from across the room, my 
study partners could hear this giant, booming voice coming through the phone proclaiming, “In 
the words of Ezekial. . .” Even then. It always made me laugh.  

 

I try to go see my dad a couple of times a week now. My mom’s gone, my brother moved to 
Seattle, so it’s just me coming to see him at a . . . (trying to convince herself) a very nice assisted 
living facility called All Saints. With his lifetime of forgetting things and losing things, I didn’t 
really notice at first when he couldn’t remember my phone number. Or where he left the mail. Or 
if he’d taken his blood pressure medication.  
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Now he doesn’t know me at all. I sit by his bed and I’ll tell him about all the cases I’m working 
on – ironically, I now specialize in corporate contracts – and he’ll say “have you seen my 
daughter? Brown curly hair, button nose.” And I say “I’m right here Dad,” and he’ll say “no, no, 
no. You look a little like her but. . .” (pause) And I say “maybe she’ll turn up.” 

 

I was on my way to the hospital today, actually. Dad’s doctor recruited me to be part of this 
study on Alzheimer’s patients. They want to follow me as I get older, have me come in every so 
often to take a memory test. They ask me what the date is, and what kind of flowers are in the 
vase at the nurses’ station, and what were they last month, and what did I eat for breakfast last 
Tuesday. The tests have been pretty easy. Up until today. When I couldn’t find my goddamn 
keys.  

 

My whole life, I always wanted to be just like my dad. And now. (pause.) Now I want to stand in 
the middle of his room, and reach my arms up to the sky and say, “In the name of Ezekial I will 
seek the lost, and I will bring back the strayed, and I will bind up the injured, and I will 
strengthen the weak, and I will feed them in justice. So let what was lost be found, what was 
unknown be known . . .(she puts her hands in her pockets, find her keys. Pulls them out and 
looks at them.)  and let us each, oh Lord, find our way so that we will never be lost again. 

 

fin 


