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LOU. Never been anywhere, Stell. Lucille wanted to go to Disney
World but every time we tried ... somethin’ came up.

STELLA. God, I hated that place.

LOU. How can ya hate Disney World?

STELLA. Place is just a little too “happy” for my taste. Maybe it was
a bad trip. Richie was drunk the whole time. Got inna fight with Pluto.
LOU. (Re: board.) 1 gotta wash this thing. (Moves to the sink for a
sponge.) Florida ...

STELLA. Right. Place with the hurricanes. (Observing him.) Problem?
LOU. Ya just don’t wanta ... rush into something’s all.

STELLA. (Serious.) Gave it a lotta thought, Lou. (Silence. He moves
back to the board with a sponge to wash the chalk board.)

LOU. This uhh ... condo youre lookin’ at. Near a crick or anything?
STELLA. Don’t know.

LOU. ’Cause they got alligators down there. See it onna news.
Come out to get in your car there’s a thirty foot alligator sittin’ there.
STELLA. (Laughing.) You tryin’ ta talk me out of it?

LOU. What?

STELLA. Hurricanes. Alligators. 'm waitin’ for the mosquitos.
LOU. (Serious.) Hey, they’re bad down there. Got that West Nile thing.
STELLA. Lou ...

LOU. You gotta think about this stuff.

STELLA. It’s not the Amazon.

LOU. (More to himself) Might as well be ... It’s just ... (He turns
back to her. They make eye contact for a moment. Unsure how to _
proceed.) You're one a my favorite customers, okay? < SThAR/
STELLA. Nice ta know.

LOU. Give the place a little class. (He moves to the cash register and
pulls out the drawer. He puts it on the bar and proceeds to count up the
night’s total as he speaks. Lo is meticulous in this; each bill is turned
the same direction.)

STELLA. Don’t know about that.

LOU. Trust me. You come in here and ... and ... (Vo idea how to
phrase it.) 1 just — it’s really nice ... when ya come in. Usually it’s
— ya know — it’s the same guys. Same stools, same jokes. Same
complaints. Watcha game. Complain about that. Next night, same
thing all over again. But, the uhhh ... nights you come in its ... ya
know ... (Thinks a moment.) You'll never believe this — but thirty
years ago this place was hoppin’. Saturday night place was packed.
Lucilled be here — ya know, when she was feelin’ up to it. Hadda
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jukebox then. Push the tables back, make a dance floor. God, we
had fun. Young, ya know. Leavin’ here and the sun be comin’ up.
(Laughs softly at the memory, then thinks a moment.) Same guys you
see in here every night. Can ya picture those guys dancin’? Now the
wives stay home and watch TV. The guys come here. Set your
watch by ’em. Same stool. God forbid somebody’s on their stool.
But this place useta be hoppin’ ...

ST P STE.[,LA. Could be again ... (Off bis look.) Tellin’ you, Lou, a coat
a paint. Maybe a couple —
LOU. What’re you — movin’ in?
STELLA. No, I just really think —
LOU. Fine the way it is, Stell. (She retreats. Silence. Lou puts down the
cash he was counting.) Lucille’s father — he’s dead — owned this place.
STELLA. I dido’t know that.
LOU. After we got married I worked for him. Couple extra bucks
while I was waitin’ ta start college. (Off ber look.) Don’t laugh.
STELLA. (Sincere.) Why would I laugh?
LOU. Got accepted. G.I. bill — all paid for. Then Lucille — she
got sick — (A touch bitter.) the first time. Went in the hospital.
Cleaned everything out. Okay — no kids, but at least I got my
wife. Then her father has a stroke and ... (Shrugs as if to say, “I'm
still here.”) What're ya gonna do?
STELLA. Whatd you want to study?
LOU. Ahh, what’s the point?
STELLA. Come on, what? (She waits.)
LOU. I've always been fascinated with bridges. Even the other day
on the way ta Jersey — I'm like a little kid — I'm starin’ at this
bridge. I think, “Man, howd they build that?” Howd they — ya
know — and ... maybe whoever did build it, his great-grandkids
are drivin’ over it and they ... (Voice trails off, he shrugs.) Told ya.
It’s stupid.
STELLA. An engineer?
LOU. Water over the dam. (Changing the subject.) Called this joint
the “Emerald Isle” back then. I was gonna keep the name but Lucille
insisted — “It’s your place. Put your name on it.” She’s the one
ordered the sign — hand ta God. Called the guy herself. All her
idea ... (He waits for her to react. She says nothing.) So anyway ... just,
uhh ... gonna ... miss ya comin’ in. Hope it works out for ya.
STELLA. (Quietly.) Well, not a totally done deal ...
LOU. (Trying to lighten.) Just keep an eye out for alligators, that’s all.
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