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                                                                                                                            Brennan


*********** I wrote this for English class, so if it sounds too organized it’s ‘cuz it had to be, asshole.

Weekends with Dad

The bond between a father and son is a unique one.  I learned this at a young age when my parents decided to both go their separate ways.  Despite living with my mother, each weekend was mine to spend with my dad.  By moving further apart, my father and I had grown closer together.  There was nothing in the world I looked forward to more than those Friday afternoons, when school would end and the ever-so-short weekends would begin.

There I’d sit, anxious as could be, my ankles clicking together like a pair of possessed castanets.  The time passed so slowly, and I often wondered if the rest of my natural life would be spent in this classroom that reeked of an older woman’s over-applied perfume, and kids who apparently had never been introduced to soap.  Suddenly, the sweet sound of a muffled voice would come over the PA, sending the class to its feet.  We were ready to embark on yet another weekend-- only I knew mine would be the best.  It was Friday, and I had that extra spring in my step, anticipating the next two days I would get to spend with my dad.

Nothing was more comforting than pushing through the double-doors of the elementary school, and looking up to see my dad leaning up against the white Oldsmobile, one leg crossed over the other, with a grin that outmatched any.  Coming straight from work, he was usually clad in a half-wrinkled suit, with the top button undone on his collared shirt, and a tie that sagged down a few inches below the neck.  The formal attire never ceased to impress me.  Running over frantically to greet him, I would already be making the plans for our weekend.  

After getting inside the car, he’d look over at me smiling, and would ask what I wanted to do first.  Of course, I wanted to do what any normal child with a strict mom and an empty stomach wants to do-- eat at McDonald’s!  I caught on rather quickly, and any kid with separated parents knows, that spending time with Dad meant milking him for things that Mom would never go for.  McDonald’s was at the top of my list.  In fact, had I lived with my dad during the majority of my childhood, it would be safe to assume that by the age of ten I would have weighed a good two-hundred and fifty pounds.  

I think these car rides were some of the most enjoyable times I’ve spent with my father.  The sounds of Merle Haggard will never escape my mind, for his music never escaped my dad’s tape player.  Being the shrewd, grade-school student I was, I would sit there silent and uninterested as possible, with the hope of convincing my father to turn off his country music.  But with one hand clutching the wheel and a freshly lit Salem Light, he would take his right hand and squeeze mightily on both sides of left knee until the musty air inside of the car was accompanied by the loud echoing of my uncontrollable laughter.  

After our routine McDonald’s run, we would make our way to his apartment.  Well, I’m pretty sure there was an apartment underneath all of the empty boxes, paper bags, dirty clothes, and loose change.  My father was the proud tenant of a sty that would make the average college student’s jaw drop.  Upon opening the door to this four-room trash palace, I was greeted with pale, yellow walls that had once been a shade of white, and a pair of curtain-less, box-framed windows that overlooked a congested intersection.  Off to the right was the kitchen that probably hadn’t been used since the Stone Age.  Comprised of a countless number of boxes and dust that accumulated to a little more than an inch high, the only thing in the kitchen that seemed to serve purpose for my dad was the refrigerator, stocked with week-old lunchmeat and a few beers.  This was the mess that I never wanted to leave behind when it became mid-morning on Sundays.  

My dad would change out of his wrinkled suit, order a pizza from the shop downstairs, and take his seat in the lone piece of furniture in the apartment-- an old blue recliner with pieces of the stained fabric torn off the headpiece, revealing the ugly yellowish-orange foam that lie beneath.  I took my usual seat on the floor, resting back against the chair between the outstretched legs of my father.  Most of our Friday nights we spent relaxing and watching television.  Depending on the effectiveness of the twisted coat-hanger antenna placed carelessly on top of the television set, we occasionally were able to tune in to more than two channels.  Either way, I would already have my sites set on the following day when my father and I were to have our real fun.

Saturday seemed to always start off right.  My dad and I would hop in the car, still half-asleep and blowing warm air into our tightly grasped hands.  We were off to Denny’s.  It was our “Cheers” of the breakfast world.  On the way in, he would always slide thirty-five cents into the rusty Post-Gazette bin, pulling down on the creaky door and grabbing his favorite “Sunday paper.”  A die-hard conservative, my dad always felt the need to justify his purchase of such a liberal newspaper.  Despite being oblivious at this age to politics and related matters, I was always given the explanation that it was okay to sacrifice political beliefs in light of great sports coverage and a good crossword.  I’d roll my eyes, and with a smile he’d pull me along into the restaurant where we both enjoyed our usual breakfasts-- French toast, sausage, and a large chocolate milkshake.  My dad heralded the breakfast milkshake as the only viable replacement for a cold, tall draft.

When we arrived back at the apartment, my dad would ask for my help in gathering up his dirty clothes for our trip to the Laundromat!  Maybe I was crazy for finding pleasure in helping my father do his laundry, but this was a tradition that I looked forward to all week while sitting in a stuffy room, trying to learn cursive.  Before leaving, my dad would always remind me to grab my tiny blue racquetball.  For the hours while his clothes were spinning, he and I would simply talk while bouncing the ball back and forth along the detergent-ridden, tiled floor.  On occasion, with the entrance of an attractive lady, my dad would coincidentally throw off-target, sparking conversations that seemingly lasted for days.

When the laundry was finally completed, it was time for us to grab some lunch.  My dad would buy some lunchmeat from the nearby deli, and we would walk upstairs to eat.  For some reason still unknown to this day, he never bought bread along with the lunchmeat.  Instead he proceeded to teach me how to make his famous “lunchmeat roll-ups.”  I don’t know if he was cheap or just flat-out different, but either way I’d venture to say a little of both.  For years, my father had me convinced that the evil Betty Crocker people stole his precious “roll-up” concoction.  

Weather permitting, the remainder of our Saturdays were spent outside playing any and every sport imaginable.  No matter the activity, my dad was up for it, and for that I am forever grateful.  During the week, I didn’t have a sibling to share fun and games with, so on the weekends he was it for me.   

Both exhausted, we winded down on Saturday nights, watched some television, and sometimes did some of my homework.  Dozing off amidst the coins, boxes, and paper bags on the floor, I would be woken up by my father, urging me with the pat of his right hand on my back to go lay down in the bedroom.  I resisted as long as I could, and would finally give in as the weight of my eyelids grew heavier and heavier.  I knew that by going to bed, the next conscious moment in my dad’s apartment would be packing up to go home.  


Sunday morning always entailed a trip to McDonald’s drive-thru for some “Egg McMuffins,” and of course, a chocolate milkshake.  As my dad pulled into my mom’s driveway, we would see her silhouette behind the kitchen window, and both start out our respective doors.  My mother would greet me with a hug and a kiss, while politely exchanging dialogue with my dad.  Then, underneath my backpack that overflowed with books and clothes, my mom would spot the McDonald’s bag containing my breakfast.  She’d shake her head, roll her eyes, and proceed to walk inside.  Her negative reaction provoked my laughter, and as I turned around, my dad as well was laughing his way into the car.  We both knew it wouldn’t be the last time.   

