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a script from 

 “The Most Important Thing”  
by 

J.R. Mimbs 
 
 
 

What This humorous scene celebrates the infinite wisdom of fathers. It can be 
performed as a monologue or duet. 
 
Themes: Father’s Day, Wisdom, Dads, Parenting, Fatherhood 

 
Who Son 

Dad 
  

 
When Recent Past 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Three chairs- two side by side and one behind them to represent a truck. (Son 
has to climb in the “back of the truck”) 

 
Why Proverbs 22:6 
 
How Son addresses the audience directly, but the Dad behaves in the moment, never 

knowing the audience is there. If performing with a single actor, Son simply 
performs his Dad’s moments with an affected voice.  

 
Time Approximately 5 minutes 
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Son addresses the audience. 

Son: My dad was a lot of things to me. For example. He was patient… 

Dad: You going to tell me what exactly you were doing last night? That’s ok, 
I’ll wait. (crosses arms and waits) 

Son: He was merciful… 

Dad: Boy, you’re lucky that I don’t kill you right now! 

Son: And he was always helpful. 

Dad: Stop before you break it! Give me that wrench and let me do it! 

Son: But most of all, my dad…was a teacher. Yes sir, all the things I know now, 
I learned from my old man.  

 Like, when he taught me the power of studying hard. I was halfway 
through my senior year of high school. My grades were pretty good, and 
college was only a few months away. I was already about to get a nice 
scholarship to a big college out of town. So, of course I got a bad case of 
senioritis and started to let my grades slip a bit. Then, one Saturday, my 
dad, in an unexpected act of kindness, said… 

Dad: Let me take you to lunch. (they mime riding in a vehicle) 

Son: So, we hop in the truck, talk some football and hunting and fishing 
and…um, Dad, why are we driving through the local college? 

Dad: Take a good look around son. 

Son: So, I did. Now, if this had been any other college in any other town, 
attending the local college would be great. There’s nothing wrong with 
going to a community college. There was just something wrong with 
THIS college. The tennis courts were a jungle of overgrown weeds. The 
dormitory windows were more plywood than glass. I’m pretty sure the 
sewage treatment pond doubled as the swimming pool. The football 
team was practicing in the pasture, sidestepping cow patties. The 
billboard advertising the school boasted an impressive 6 spelling and 
grammatical errors. So, I said to my dad, “This place looks awful.” And my 
dad, dodging potholes in the road the size of craters, told me something 
I’ll never forget. 

Dad: Yup. And if you keep letting your grades slide and lose your scholarship, 
you’ll be going to college here and paying rent to me and your mother. 
So…take a gooooood look and let’s hope it’s the last one you have to 
take. 
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Son: He glanced over at me, swerved around a cow in the road, and said… 

Dad: This might be one of the most important things I can teach you, so 
listen close. Hard work is— (they both react as if they hit a bump in the 
road, hard) 

Son: I never actually heard the rest of that lesson. But I got my act together 
and pulled my grades up, got my scholarship, and got an education at a 
place where I didn’t have to learn college algebra alongside a donkey. 
Yes sir, everything I know in life, I owe to my dad. Like, basic home 
repair… 

Dad: Remember, if it moves and it’s not supposed to, duct tape. If it’s not 
moving and its supposed, WD-40. 

Son: Electrical work… 

Dad: This is important…don’t you dare flip that switch while I’m holding this 
wire in my hand. 

Son: And of course, how to drive. Like when I was 15 and had just got my 
learner’s permit, I was riding along with my dad in his truck. We were 
singing along quite terribly to the radio when we pulled up to a gas 
station. My dad looks over at me, hands me some money and says… 

Dad: Run in and get the essentials. You know the drill. 

Son: Indeed, I did know the drill. So I grab the essentials, twinkies and soda. I 
head out to the truck… (Dad has changed seats) and my dad is sitting 
in the passenger seat. MY SEAT. I nervously ease into the driver’s seat, 
hand my dad the bag of essentials, and buckle up. My dad leans over 
and says… 

Dad: This is important so listen close. I’m trusting you to get us home safe 
and sound, Son, and even more importantly, be careful with my truck. 
Don’t let me down. 

Son: Then, he leaned his seat back, tipped his hat over his eyes, and took a 
nap.  

 So, I looked down at the steering wheel, intent on not letting my dad 
down. Then, looked down to make sure my feet were in the right 
position, then over to the gear shift…and realized…I don’t know how to 
drive a stick shift. But I gave it my best shot, trying my best to remember 
what my dad had shown me. And so I put the truck in gear, stepped on 
the gas…and lurched to a halt. My dad, never even sitting up or moving 
his hat, sighed and said… 
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Dad: Let’s try that again. 

Son: And so, with much grinding of gears and patient guidance, I got us 
home safely…and was rewarded by having to mow the lawn. Which I 
remember doing a lot of, actually. Not just our lawn, either. One 
summer, I mowed our neighbor’s yard once a week without pay. Why? 

Dad: She’s going through a tough time, Son. She just lost her husband. 
Besides, what else do you have going on? 

Son: And I mowed my grandparents’ lawn…all 2 acres. 

Dad: They can’t get out there and do it themselves. Let’s help them out. 

Son: And used the weed eater all the way around the pond. 

Dad: If you get too hot, just jump in with the fish for a little while. 

Son: We always were helping somebody. Like another time, we were in the 
truck… (pauses, looks at his Dad quizzically) I just realized all these 
formative moments happened in your truck. Is there some kind of 
metaphor or deeper meaning there? 

Dad: Probably not. 

Son: Anyway, we were in the truck and we saw a guy walking down the road 
with a handmade sign,” Will work for food” or something. My dad starts 
to pull over. Um, Dad, whatcha doing? 

Dad: See if we can help. 

Son: Um, he could be an ax murderer or something… 

Dad: Well good news, Son, I don’t see an ax. 

Son: So, Dad pulls over, gets out and talks to the guy for a bit. I don’t know 
what was said, but I know my dad was a real good talker. I can’t count 
how many tickets he talked his way out of or how many arguments I lost 
to his cool reasoning. Anyway, after a few minutes they start walking 
back to the truck. 

Dad: Hop in the back seat, Son. 

Son: Over the console I go and let this…guy…who smells…bad…sit in my 
seat up front. MY SEAT! Where all my most important life moments 
happened! Anyway, we pull up and go inside the Burger Hut and order 
some food. One of the waiters brings us our food… 

Dad: Hey, we’re about to bless the food. Anything we can pray for you about? 
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Son: So, now we’ve got a strange man eating with us, and a bewildered 
waiter stammering through some story about his mother. And my dad 
prayed for them both. Thanked God for the food and new friends. 
Prayed for the waiter’s mother. I don’t even remember if he blessed the 
food, I was so surprised. Anyway, we eat our meal, Dad gives the guy a 
business card with a few numbers of some people to contact, blah blah 
blah. Even invited him to church. And we start to leave. We get in the 
vehicle and my dad sits there for a minute, not even cranking up the 
truck…he looks at me… 

Dad: If there’s one thing I can teach you, Son, it’s that it doesn’t cost us 
anything to help others. That’s what God wants of us. Show grace, give 
freely, and you’ll be alright. I think that’s pretty important. 

Son: He cranked up the truck, turned on the radio, pointed us towards home. 
That’s the first time I remember that happening, but it's definitely not 
the last. So, thanks Dad. (looks over at his Dad) For teaching me about 
the important stuff in life. I even have a truck of my own now. 

Dad: Call your mother. She worries. 

Son: Of course she does. 

Lights out. 
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