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Cast: 3 to 8m., 4 to 12w.
What I Wanted

to Say

Simple staging and lighting. Approximate running time:
50 minutes.

Written by a group of high-school
students over the course of nine months,

is a series of scenes exploring the common human
experience of wanting to say one thing and saying some-
thing else, or saying nothing at all. Each vignette is com-
plete in itself, exploring a different situation: a father is un-
able to communicate his pride and love to his son who is
going off to college; a teacher corrects students kindly and
gently, but expresses her true feelings to the chalkboard
through gritted teeth; teens comment on the fashions of
others but secretly feel differently about what they are
seeing; three abused children express what they wish
they could say to their abusers; and much more. Ten
scenes in a variety of styles yield a show that is touching,
funny, sad and inspiring all at once. Excellent material for
high-school actors with different levels of acting experi-
ence.
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*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com
or we may be con tracted by mail at DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing but not lim ited to the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, televsision, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion,
lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the Genesius Pro ject of
Saint Bede Acad emy in all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per -
for mances of the play and in all in stances in which the ti tle of the play
ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing
the play and/or a pro duc tion. The name of the Genesius Pro ject of Saint
Bede Acad emy must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other
name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in size of
type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in -
for ma tion, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro grams. In
all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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What I Wanted to Say pre miered No vem ber 16, 2007, at Saint
Bede Acad emy, Peru, Il li nois, with the fol low ing cast and crew:

OFF TO COL LEGE
   Dad . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kevin Rosenberg
   Mom . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Megan Santman
   Son . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brian Kusek

CHALK BOARD THERAPY
   Teacher . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mag gie Lenac

MALL SUR VIVAL
   Mean Girl . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kelsey Alig
   Fol lower . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Marisa Serafini
   Wannabe. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Abby Derix

A HUS BAND EX PLAINS IT ALL
   Nar ra tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An drew Loebach
   Hus band . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Matt Hunt

11.9 PER THOU SAND
   Amy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ra chel Struna
   Kate . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shelby McClenning
   Na than . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An drew Loebach

SCHOOL NURSE
   Girl . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kelsey Sondgeroth
   Nurse . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kelsey Alig

LIT TLE LEAGUE
   Dad . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dan iel Uher
   Mom . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chase Leynaud
   Son. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pierce Ganassin

BED SIDE CON FES SION
   Woman . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Anna Marini
   Sis ter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chase Leynaud

I WANTED TO SAY I LOVE YOU
   En sem ble

Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Fr. Dominic Garramone, OSB
As sis tant Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . RC Schultz
Light Board . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An drew Loebach
Sound Board. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chris to pher Jacobsen
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SCENES and CHAR AC TERS

OFF TO COL LEGE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 7
   Son
   Dad
   Mom

CHALK BOARD THERAPY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 13
   Teacher

MALL SUR VIVAL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 17
   Mean Girl
   Fol lower
   Wannabe

A HUS BAND EX PLAINS IT ALL. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 25
   Com men ta tor
   Hus band

11.9 PER THOU SAND . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 27
   Amy
   Kate
   Na than

SCHOOL NURSE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 30
   Boy
   Nurse
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LIT TLE LEAGUE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 33
   Dad
   Mom
   Son

BED SIDE CON FES SION. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 40
   Woman
   Sis ter

I WANTED TO SAY I LOVE YOU . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 45
   En sem ble
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Off to Col lege

SON
DAD
MOM

(Lights up on SON wait ing out side of dorm build ing. He
is fidg et ing a bit, but not from im pa tience, just from the
ex cite ment of the first day at col lege. DAD en ters from
di rec tion of dorm, car ry ing a stack of card board boxes.)

DAD. That’s the last of it. We’ll have to take these back
with us—the Dump sters are al ready full. Did you find
your cell phone?

SON. Yeah, it was be tween the seats. Must’ve slipped out
of my pocket.

DAD. As much crap as you had crammed in that car I
can’t be lieve any thing could’ve moved.

SON. Where’s Mom?
DAD. Prob a bly bug ging your dorm room. (They both

laugh.)
SON. Ei ther that or brib ing the R.A. to spy on me.
DAD. Just make sure you use that cell phone to call home

and she’ll be fine.
SON. I will.
DAD. I re mem ber when we sent you to foot ball camp the

first time: she cried and moped around the house for
days. So make sure you call her a cou ple of times the

7
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first week. Pre tend you for got some thing. I don’t want
her all weepy un til Thanksgiving, she’ll drive me nuts.
Oh, and here— (tak ing money out of wal let) don’t for get 
her birth day on the 28th. Send some flow ers or some -
thing.

SON. Dad, you don’t have to…
DAD. Just take it.
SON (takes money). Okay. I’ll re mem ber, thanks. And,

Dad? Thanks for ev ery thing else you and…
DAD (not look ing at him, cut ting him off). Nice-look ing

cam pus. Your dorm looks OK, too.
SON. It’s not ex actly new, but at least it’s close to the Stu -

dent Un ion. (Points out build ing.) That’s where we eat.
DAD. Where’s the li brary from here?
SON. I’m not sure. (Ges tures vaguely.) Over that way, I

think.
DAD (point ing) And what’s that big build ing there?
SON. Powers Hall. (Smiles.) Girls’ dorm.
DAD. So you al ready know where to find lunch and girls,

but you don’t know where the li brary is.
SON. Dad, gimme a break! I just got here!
DAD. Yeah, so just re mem ber how you got here—hittin’

the books in stead of the broads.
SON. Dad!
DAD. I’m just sayin’…

(MOM en ters from di rec tion of dorm.)

MOM. There you are! (Hands SON a set of two keys.)
Here’s your keys. I locked your room. (Stage whis per.) I
did n’t like the look of some of the boys on your floor.
You be care ful.
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SON. Mom…
DAD. She’s right, son. You’re not in Avery any more,

where you can leave the door un locked and the keys in
the ig ni tion. You watch your back.

SON (sul len). I will.
MOM (al ways sen si tive to his feel ings and sym pa thetic).

We don’t want to spoil your first day at col lege, honey.
We just want you to be safe.

SON. I know, Mom.
MOM. Now I checked with the R.A. and he says there’s a

com plete clinic right on cam pus, so if that knee gives
you any trou ble you go straight there and let them take a 
look at it. I put all your clothes away just like you like
them at home, and I made the bed. I’m go ing to send
you a mat tress pad—God knows what’s been spilled on
that bed. Your books are on the desk and I pinned your
sched ule to the bul le tin board. All the emer gency num -
bers are posted by the phone al ready—is n’t that nice of
them? Oh, the kitch en ette on the third floor is filthy so
don’t cook any thing in there, just use that lit tle mi cro -
wave Dr. Ferlman gave you for grad u a tion. Oh, speak ing 
of food, I met your room mate Matt in the el e va tor.
(MOM’s lines be gin to fade as DAD steps into the spot -
light.) I found out he’s al ler gic to pea nuts so I’ll have to
send sugar cook ies or choc o late chip. I know pea nut but -
ter’s your fa vor ite, but I don’t want to… (MOM and
SON freeze.)

DAD (look ing in the di rec tion of his son). I wish I could I
tell you how I feel.

The day you were born, I thought you were most beau ti -
ful thing I ever seen. I was afraid to hold you, like I was 
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gonna break you or some thing. It was nine months be -
fore I let your mother leave you alone with me…and
then you rolled off the di a per ta ble. She’d kill me if she
knew that. I guess it did n’t hurt ya—you turned out all
right.

I’ve been think ing about this mo ment for a long time.
You know, your grandpa would n’t let me go to col lege.
He said, “If you go away it would kill your mother.” But 
he could n’t look me in the eye when he said it, so I
think it was some thing else. I gotta ad mit, I’m a lit tle
jeal ous…you get ting to go to col lege, make some thing
of your self. I worry peo ple will look down on your old
man, you know? Like they’ll say, “Look how suc cess ful
his son is, but he’s just a plumber.” But I won’t never
tell you that.

Good thing your mom made you keep your grades up—
we prob a bly could n’t af ford this school with out that
schol ar ship. And sports man age ment, that’s a good ma -
jor for you. Next thing you know you’ll be run ning
intramurals at UCLA. And I’ll be proud of you no mat -
ter what you do, as long as you’re the kind of man we
raised you to be.

Don’t for get what I said about call ing your mother. You
know she loves you very much. (He reaches out to
touch his son on the shoul der, but then pulls back.) I
love you very much. Some day I gonna say that out loud.

(By this time he has re turned to his place and as sumes a 
pose ap pro pri ate to the scene; SON steps downstage into 
the spot light.)
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SON (look ing at his fa ther). I don’t know why it’s so hard
to say what I’m think ing and feel ing right now. It would 
be eas ier if it were an Eng lish es say: “My Fa ther: a ret -
ro spec tive.” Then I could look at it ob jec tively…an a lyze 
it, take some time to or ga nize my thoughts. But it’s all
so ran dom.

Thanks for mak ing me learn the hard way some times.

Thanks for Lit tle League and Bitty Bas ket ball and Youth 
Foot ball and sum mer camps and pick ing me up at prac -
tice, and for throw ing a ball with me in the back yard,
even af ter a hard day at work.

Thanks for tell ing me “no” some times—a lot of times.

Thanks for tell ing Grandpa to shut up and butt out.

Thanks for Sat ur day morn ing trips to the hard ware store
and Sunday af ter noons at the park, and for teach ing me
the fine art of fall ing asleep while watch ing the Cubs on
TV.

Thanks for show ing me how a hus band takes care of his
wife.

And I never thought I’d say this, but thanks for mak ing
me buy my own car and fight my own bat tles and find
my own way, and for never say ing “I told you so.” Well, 
al most never.

I know you’ve al ways wanted me to go to col lege, you
wanted me to have it better than you did. But I want you 
to know—I’d be proud to be a plumber if I could be half 
the man you are.
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(SON steps back into the scene as MOM’s lines fade up.)

MOM. …and I know I’ve said it be fore, but no par ty ing on 
school nights and don’t wait un til the last min ute to do
your term pa pers. Re mem ber your eighth-grade sci ence
pro ject?

DAD. Sweet heart, he’s not in eighth grade any more.
MOM (huge sigh). Oh, I know. He’s all grown up (she

hugs him) and I am just so proud of you. (She brushes
back his hair.) You need a hair cut. (An other quick hug;
then al most cry ing.) Good bye, dar ling.

SON. ’Bye, Mom. Thanks for ev ery thing. I’ll call you if I
for got some thing.

DAD (very de lib er ately puts out his hand, look ing him in
the eye). Good bye, son. Be have your self.

SON (just as de lib er ately shak ing his hand). I will, sir.
Thank you.

(DAD gath ers up the boxes, DAD and MOM exit. SON
looks af ter them a long mo ment.)

BLACK OUT
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