
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Price of Orange Juice 

 

 

 

 

 

There was orchestrated pandemonium in Famous 4th Street Deli 

today. The brunch crowd flooded in, as usual, and began to fill 

the seats of the restaurant; eager to begin an austere new 

dining experience. The deli was small compared to some of the 

more obviously extravagant establishments in town, it’s 

certainly no Gino’s when it comes to scale, but in Philadelphia, 

Famous is always the place where people go to discuss business 

over a nosh. The clientele is younger than it used to be, and 

they appear children in adult’s clothing compared to the fine 

men of business that decorate the clean white walls. The patina 

of decades washed away in the wake of the new establishment.  

In the back of the restaurant however where there is wood 

and carpet instead of plaster and tile: there was a table. The 

table was empty, and always had the air of patient waiting. The 

dust gathered upon it was a pre-dinner show as it danced in the 



ceiling-fan’s naked light. The dust stirred, and two older 

gentlemen passed through the doorway into the deli and smiled at 

the hostess. She smiled too, although she could not have said 

why. She was the great granddaughter of the hostess that these 

two men had known and, in their youth, had argued over. Their 

names, for the sake of this tale, shall be Murry and Joe. Murry 

was fat and short, with large tired eyes and spots underneath 

his lids from a life of joy. Joe, or Joey as he was called in 

his younger days, was of an average height but with bushy 

eyebrows and a distinctive nose that always gave him the spot of 

“Groucho Impersonator” at parties. He took to the role with a 

glee that never left him, and even now he held a large cigar.  

 “No smoking…” Joe muttered as they walked past the cake 

trays and meat counters, eyeing the corned beef hungrily. “You 

know, I heard that you can’t even smoke on the street now? 

What’s the world coming to?” He passed his head through the 

glass case and inhaled the pickled stench of the beef, smiling 

at the memories of flavor that it brought. Murry dragged his 

friend out of the glass case and they stumbled through a 

waitress, Honey, who had been working at Famous her whole life. 

She shivered and blamed the air conditioner. The two old ghosts 

struggled to remain upright and pushed themselves off of each 

other.  

 “The world’s coming to nothin’ Mur, look at this drek. Come 

here and see.” The two peered at the menu which a family was 

perusing. They began to scoff loudly and wildly, and the family 

began to wonder where all the phlegm was coming from.  

 “Eight dollars for orange juice?!” Joe exclaimed, pointing 

at the offending item with his cigar. “What, do they squeeze it 

out on their face for you?”  



 “Bubkis!” Said Murry, “18 dollars for a matzo ball soup. 

Nothin’, I tell you nothin’ was ever good enough about that soup 

to make it worth 18 bucks.”  

 “You ate enough of it to know.” Joe chuckled like his hero 

used to, and prodded his friend’s paunch. Murry scowled, but a 

laugh leaked through his pursed lips. Joe smiled even wider. 

“Come on, don’t you remember how fluffy they were? How sharp the 

soup was? I’d pay anything to have that again.” Murry licked his 

lips and eyed their table impatiently. 

 “Maybe, but it’s not as good as it used to be.”  

 “There you go again.” Joe waggled his eyebrows and pointed 

at the scrapbook of photos that littered the walls. Black and 

white photos of patrons, high and low, enjoying the company of 

the family that had put lives into the deli. “This place looked 

like crap before it changed hands. We were eating in a shithouse 

every day for fifty years.” 

 “Yeah,” Murry conceded, “But it was our shithouse. This 

place hasn’t got soul anymore, Joe, it’s a bunch of rich mashuga 

sitting around saying ‘Oooh, how nice this place is!’ And ‘How 

big the sandwiches are.’ It’s a theme park to them.” Murry 

danced around the family they were hovering over as he imitated 

them. He sagged in the air and motioned for Joe to follow him. 

“This place isn’t about eatin’ here anymore. It’s a show.”  

The two made their way over to their table and sat down, 

watching the young people come and go as the day moved on. They 

remembered drinking coffee and savored the thought of brisket, 

and so they passed their day in memory. Their own quiet corner 

of the deli remained untidy and dusty, because somehow, the 

staff knew that this small place was meant to be untouched. A 



relic of what Famous used to be.  As the day moved on and the 

place slowed down, Murry motioned to Joe and pointed over at a 

small photo album that was sitting on the old typewriter in the 

back room. It was opened onto pictures of friends and family of 

the old owners, and there, in the center, was a picture of Murry 

and Joe. Murry had a great big grin on his face and Joe’s cigar 

was burnt down to the end, and they both were alive, happy, and 

the Deli looked like crap. They both smiled as they looked up at 

the old place and they saw a child laughing at his enormous 

sandwich. They nodded to each other and breathed in the smell of 

pickle juice.  

“I guess it’s not so bad, is it?” 

“Eh, if the kids are having a good time here, I guess it 

doesn’t matter how much orange juice costs.” 

“You might be onto something Mur, but I still say the matzo 

balls were crap.” 

“Blow it out your ass, Joey.” 

“You first, Murry.” 

And the two old gentlemen left the Deli for the night, content. 

Even if orange juice cost eight dollars a glass.  


