
LARRY: Hey, you dumb Irishman! Are you plannin’ on spendin’ the 
rest of the morning up there pretending you’re a statue of St. 
Patrick, or are you going to join the rest of us poor working-slobs 
down here? 

JAMES (from above): You know, Larry, you are one lucky fella. Three 
weeks ago that Irish crack would have earned you at least a month 
in the hospital. But now that you’re family I’m going to overlook 
that snide remark.

LARRY: Well, come on brother. There’s still time before the shift ends 
to grab more cars from Rockingham.

JAMES (joining him and heading inside the engine car): Just let me 
get to that boiler. If there’s one thing I can’t stand is cold hands. 

LARRY: I keep telling you gloves go on your hands, not your ears.
CLANCY the engineer joins them from inside the car.

CLANCY: What you mouthin’ off about now, Boots?
LARRY: I’m just trying to educate this bleedin’ shamrock, and it’s an 

uphill battle. 
CLANCY: You seem to forget that my name is Clancy and our fireman 

is Flynn. You’re surrounded by Irish.
LARRY: In that case, there’s been something I been meaning to ask: I 

have it on good authority that most Irishmen are in their twenties 
before they learn how to tie their left shoe lace, and probably won’t 
live long enough to learn how to tie the right one. So can I see your 
shoes?

CLANCY:  Let me tell you for the ten-thousandth time, there are only 
three types of people in this world: the Irish, those who wish they 
were Irish, and poor unfortunate heathens like you.

LARRY: That’s impressive Clancy. I didn’t think you could count that 
high.

CLANCY:  For a recently married man with four new kids depending 
on you staying alive you sure do love to live dangerously.

LARRY: Tell you what, as soon as we reach the yard, I’ll jump out and 
paint your locomotive green. Will that pacify the Sons of Erin?

CLANCY: It might.

JAMES: It’s all right, Clancy; now that this poor soul has married my 
youngest sister, the Jackson clan will soon drum some sense into 
his head.

CLANCY: Someone said you and Emma moved in with Ada. That 
true?

LARRY: Yeah, for twelve dollars we’ve got three rooms with Ada and 
Charlie until we can get a place of our own in the spring.

CLANCY: Twelve dollars a month! Good God, the wife and I rent a 
whole house for eight. Besides, you would have to pay me to live 
in the same house with Ada.

JAMES: Ada’s okay. She’s got a heart of gold, really. She just 
should’ve been a man—she knows exactly what she wants, just 
don’t stand in her way while she gets it. She has a temper I’ll 
admit, but there’s always a reason for anything she does. Besides, 
Charlie let me in on the secret of how to get along with her. 

CLANCY: What’s that?
JAMES: There are two things you have to do: first, you must always 

let her do all the talking. (Beat.)
CLANCY: So, what’s the second?
JAMES: Don’t listen to a word she says.
CLANCY: Alright you two comedians, hop off and get those boxcars 

moving.
They do. As they are walking JAMES turns to LARRY.

JAMES: Larry, are you looking to buy a house or build one in the 
spring?

LARRY: Emma thinks we should build. It would be cheaper and we 
can get the kind of house we want. She has a bit of money from 
Leverette’s insurance and I put a little away each week, so we 
should have enough by now to pour the foundation and the 
framing.

JAMES: You know, Willie and the boys want to start a contracting 
business when the weather gets better. 

LARRY: Is that right?



JAMES: You should consider giving them the job. They’re your 
brothers now too and we may as well keep the money in the 
family. I also want to get a house built for my daughter Minnie. I 
finally made my mind up last night and thought I’d go over this 
morning to tell them to go ahead with it when I go pick up Joe. 
They’ll still stevedore for the winter but they plan on being in 
business themselves by early spring.

LARRY: Why not? I’m sure they’ll do a good job and treat me fairly. 
JAMES: Of course they will. I told you you’re family now. 
LARRY: I tell you it’s the darndest thing.
JAMES: What is?
LARRY: All I did was stand alongside of Emma a week ago and say “I 

do”. And from being a solitary bachelor, I now have a wife, four 
kids, eight brothers and sisters, at least sixty nieces and nephews, 
and a horde of other relatives I don’t even know yet.

JAMES: See, I told you you’re one lucky fella!


