STELLA

LOU. Can’t picture you not bein’ a nurse.

STELLA. I can. Hey, why don’t you gimme a job? Hostess. I can
stand by the door there and point guys to their stools. (He laughs
quietly. Silence.)

LOU. You kinda just ... threw me a curve here, Stell.

STELLA. Look, Lou, 'm not sayin’ 'm in love with Florida or
anything it’s just ... I did a lotta thinkin’ and ... (Thinks a moment.)
What've I got to keep me here? (7his wasn't rhetorical. She waits for
an answer.)

LOU. Well, uhh — what about your son? He’s here, right?
STELLA. Jersey. One toll.

LOU. There ya go. Your son. — SRR
STELLA. Wellll, Lou ... (7hinks a moment.) Chatlie ... I love
him — he ever needs me for anything I'm here but ... (Sighs.) If he
wasn’t my son I'm not sure I'd wanta sit next to him onna bus.
(Before Lou can react.) I know, I know that’s awful. Good mothers
don’t say that stuff but — Lou, if T didn’t carry him for nine months
I'd swear that Richie had himself cloned. Carbon copy of his father.
And my ex, Richie, he was a piece a work, lemme tell ya. Oh, and
then there’s Charlie’s wife ... (4 beat.) Lou, I don't think I'm a wicked-
witch mother-in-law. I had one so I always swore I'd never — ya
know. But Sage ... (Rolls her eyes.) Saaaage. What're these parents
thinking? That’s a spice for God’s sake. Anyway Sage is — what’s
the right word? Coarse. Sage is coarse. Never met a sentence she
couldn’t squeeze a couple profanities into. Wears a necklace looks
like somethin’ youd put on a Doberman. And tattoos — okay, they
all have tattoos nowadays but she’s like somethin’ out of a circus.
(Indicates her arms.) Sleeves. I'm not kiddin’. That’s what they call
it. Her neck. I don’t even wanta think about where else. Every time
look at her I think “hepatitis.” And ya know, Lou, I could overlook
all that — I could! — if she was just ... nice. She is not a nice person.
Not a kind bone in her body. I stopped goin’ over. I just don’t feel
welcome. Now they’re talkin’ about havin’ a baby — she smokes
like a chimney by the way — and I'm thinking, “Please, no.” I'm
tempted to sneak birth control pills into her tequila. —=5STOP
LOU. I didn’t know about Charlie — ’cept he was up here.
STELLA. Yeah, well, not much to talk about.

LOU. It’s just ya always talk about Cindy.

STELLA. Cindy’s perfect. Takes after me. (She smiles; Lou laughs.)
I know, I know. That’s awful. Ya hear people — ya know — “Oh, [
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