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“Dreamsicles” 
A Father’s Day Monologue 

by 
Curt Cloninger 

 
 
 

What A dad shares one of his favorite stories of his dad when he was a kid. 
Themes: Parenting, Fatherhood, Father’s Day 

 
Who Dad   
 
When Present 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Dreamsicle/Creamsicle  

 
Why A fun story about the joys of being a father. 
 
How Keep the dialogue conversational. Be sure to practice with a Dreamsicle before 

you perform this so you’ll have an idea of what to expect. Be prepared to ad-lib 
if the Dreamsicle starts to drip or falls apart on stage.  

 
Time Approximately 4 minutes 
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A man walks onstage holding an unwrapped Creamsicle Ice Cream Bar. He plants himself, 
then carefully removes the wrapper, putting it in his pocket. He then begins to lick the 
Creamsicle. He savors it a bit before looking at the audience and beginning to speak. 
Throughout the monologue he continues to eat the Creamsicle. 

 I once ate three boxes of these. In one sitting. Thirty-six of ‘em.  

He takes another lick. 

 Well…I had a little help. My Dad and my younger brother were in on it. I 
was ten. My kid brother was eight. My Dad was…well…who knows how 
old he was. You don’t think about that when you’re a kid…how old your 
dad is.  

 But, we ate thirty-six of ‘em. In one sitting. (Takes another lick) It was 
heaven. (After a short beat) My mom was out of town. (After another sort 
beat, he settles into the story) It was a Saturday morning. Summer. My 
dad let my brother and I sit in front of the TV all morning, watching 
cartoons, while he did yard work. Late morning, he stuck his head in the 
door…he was all sweaty, and said he had to run to the store, and did we 
want to come? Of course we didn’t want to come. We were watching 
cartoons.  

 In just a few minutes he’s back. He sticks his head in the back door and 
yells for my brother and I to come out to the backyard. He needs some 
help, he says. And I’m thinking, “Yard work. Great.”  

 We drag ourselves out the back door. And there’s Dad, sitting in a lawn 
chair, in the middle of the grass in the backyard. He’s eating a 
Creamsicle, and he’s got an ice chest on the grass in front of him.  

 We walk over to him. He’s smiling. “You want one of these?” he asks.  

 “Yeah!” we answer. My brother and I both love Creamsicles. He reaches 
into the ice chest and pulls out two of ‘em. We unwrap the Creamsicles 
and devour ‘em in about thirty seconds. Dad’s not talking. He’s just 
smiling, looking at us, weird, with the Creamsicle dripping all down the 
front of his shirt.  

 “You want another one?” asks my Dad.  

 My brother and I just sort of glance at each other for a second. Then… 
“Yeah!” He reaches into the ice chest and hands us both another one. 
Then he opens another one for himself. He’s still not talking. 
Just…smiling.  
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 It’s hot outside, but there’s a little breeze blowing. We eat our 
Creamsicles without saying a word. Then... “One more?” asks Dad.  

 I look at my brother. He looks at me. I’m thinking we must be in some 
sort of Twilight Zone alternate reality here.  

 “Uh…Dad…this will be three. Mom only lets us have one Creamsicle”.  

 My Dad is just about to reach into the ice chest. He stops. Then he says, 
real serious, “Your Mom’s not here.” Then he reaches into the ice chest, 
and pulls out three more Creamsicles, and he says, “And besides…these 
aren’t Creamsicles. These are Dream-sicles.” And he pelts my brother 
and I both, with a Creamsicle, and he cracks up laughing.  

 (He pauses to relish the memory) Thirty-six of ‘em, we ate. “Dreamsicles”. 
Twelve apiece, with ‘em dripping all down our arms, our faces. Laughing 
the whole time, like we were getting away with some…some grand 
bank robbery or something.  

 Then my dad turns on the sprinkler, and we all got sopping wet.  

He chuckles, and then he finishes the Creamsicle, and puts the stick in his pocket. 

 My dad taught me a lot of stuff. Good stuff. And we did a lot of things. 
Good things. (After a beat) That’s the one I remember most. The 
Dreamsicles.  

 (After a short beat) I told my kids that story awhile back. They all thought 
it was the greatest thing in the world.  

 (After another short beat) This morning I walked into the kitchen. There 
was a cheap styrofoam cooler sitting there. In crudely written letters, on 
the top of the cooler, it says, “Dreamsicles.” I open up the cooler. It’s full 
of ‘em.  

 I’m pretty sure that this afternoon, we’re all gonna get real messy. And 
stomach aches.  

 (After a beat) I love being a Dad.  
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