I NEVER SANG FOR MY FATHER
By Robert Anderson
Alice

You’re staying because you can’t stand Dad’s wrath.  You’ve never been able to stand up to his anger.  He’s cowed you.  He’ll call you ungrateful . . . and you’ll believe him. He’ll lash out at you with his sarcasm, and that will kill this lovely, necessary image you have of yourself as the good son.  Can’t you see that?  The difference between us is that I accept the inevitable sadness of this world without an acute sense of personal guilt. You don’t.  I don’t think anyone expects either of us to ruin our lives for an unreasonable old man.  I think this is all rationalization to make tolerable a compulsion you have to stay here. You hate the compulsion, so you’ve dressed it up to look nice.  What do you think you’ll find?  You hope to find love.  Couldn’t you tell from what he just said what you’re going to find?  Don’t you understand he’s got to hate you?   He may not think it in his head or feel it in his heart, but you are his enemy!  From the moment you were born a boy, you were a threat to this man and his enemy.  He wants your balls . . . and he’s had them!  I’m sorry.  I want to shock you. When has he ever regarded you as a man, an equal, a male?  When you were a Marine.  And that you did for him.  Because even back there you were looking for his love. You didn’t want to be a Marine. "Now, Poppa, will you love me?" And he did. No, not love. But he was proud and grateful because you gave him an extension of himself he could boast about, with his phony set of values. . . . When was he ever proud about the thing you do? ‘The things you value?  When did he ever mention your teaching or your books, except in scorn? You*re looking for something that isn*t there, Gene. You’re looking for a Mother’s love in a Father. . . . Mothers are soft and yielding.  Fathers are hard and rough, and to teach us the way of the world, which is rough, which is mean, which is selfish and prejudiced.  I’ve always been grateful to him for what he did.  He taught me a marvelous lesson, and has made me able to face a lot and there has been a lot to face, and I’m grateful as hell to him.  Because if I couldn’t get the understanding and compassion from a Father, who could I expect it from, in the world?  Who in the world, if not from a Father?  So I learned, and didn’t expect it, and I’ve found very little, and so I’m grateful to him.  I’m grateful as Hell to him.  Good night, Gene.. .Suddenly I miss Mother so . . .

