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Soul Woman

By Dave Carley
Cast:

Ingrid – A shoe salesman. Age 30. Loves her job.

Eva – A Jehovah’s Witness. Age 50. Loves her God. Probably an accent.

Setting:

The subway. A crowded car at rush hour. It can be represented simply by a small bench, not really long enough for two, so that Ingrid and Eva are squished together. They should sway a bit during the piece. It’s oddly intimate. Logically, their conversation lasts about two stops, but there is no need for subway stop announcements. There needs to be a warning chime of the doors as Eva gets on, then a bit of starting-up noise off the top and, as the car arrives at Ingrid’s station, a slight deflating sound. Perhaps a slight rumble in between, but not necessary. If there are lots of actors floating about, there can be other passengers standing, holding bars, swaying, and making the appropriate subway noises.
Soul Woman

By Dave Carley
(The subway doors are chiming and EVA gets on, in the nick of time. She seems to be in a bit of pain.)

EVA:

Excuse me. Is there – room - oh thanks.




(INGRID makes room.)



Thank you, dear.

(EVA sits with a sigh. The subway is ramping up speed. EVA is indeed in pain and, stretching her feet out a bit, it appears that the problem may be her feet. INGRID notices.)

INGRID:
I uh – excuse me…
EVA:

Pardon?

INGRID:
Are you OK - you seem to be in – pain.
EVA:

Oh, nothing unusual, dear/

INGRID:
Your feet.
EVA:

(Wary.) Yes.
INGRID:
I couldn’t help noticing when you got on just now, you were limping.

EVA:

I’ve been on my feet all afternoon.

INGRID:
Standing, walking

EVA:

(Wary.) Both – why -

INGRID:
I can probably help you.

EVA:

Oh?

INGRID:
I sell shoes.

EVA:

Oh. I have to tell you, I don’t have any money/

INGRID:
But you’re in pain. My store, we specialize in orthotics, I sell them 



downtown/
EVA:

Whereabouts.

INGRID:
We’re in the Eaton Centre. (A laugh.) I’m not trying to lure you to my 


store/

EVA:

My son works downtown /

INGRID:
Oh?/

EVA:

In one of those office towers, I’ve never been, I’m not sure which one…

INGRID:
He’s a banker?

EVA:

I think so. (Stretches feet again.)
INGRID:
When you say you’ve been standing and walking…
EVA:

A lot of walking, door to door

INGRID:
And which part hurts?
EVA:

My soles. And, actually – my hips often ache.

INGRID:
Your hips.

EVA:

Yes.

INGRID:
Here?

EVA:

Yes.

INGRID:
And the side of your knee?

EVA:

How did you know that?!

INGRID:
It’s quite common – it’s called ‘iliotibial band syndrome’.

EVA:

That sounds serious!

INGRID:
No no - it’s easily fixed. 

EVA:

Oh, dear, that’s very helpful. Illo…

INGRID:
Iliotibial band syndrome. I’ll write it out.
EVA:

What’s the name of your store?

INGRID:
Graham Shoes. (Finds a card, hands it to INGRID.) My card. I’m a bit embarrassed talking to you like this. I can’t seem to leave my job at my job; if I see someone in pain no matter where I just have to butt in and tell them. I get all sorts of rude comments. People don’t like advice.

EVA:

True.

INGRID:
You were a lot more polite than most!

EVA:

I’m always getting negative responses too. You get used to it. 
INGRID:
(A bit wary.) Oh?

EVA: 

After a while you realize it’s not your message they are rejecting, or even 


you, but there are other forces at play. Greater forces.

INGRID:
(Penny starting to drop.) Are you in sales?

EVA:

(A laugh.) You could say that.

INGRID:
(Pause. Penny dropping more.) How so?
EVA:

It’s a question of knowledge, really.

INGRID:
Uh huh.

EVA:

If you have knowledge of something, you have to share it, don’t you 


agree?
INGRID:
Let me write out a couple of brand names for you/ 

EVA:

You see, my knowledge is of God.

INGRID:
Ohhhh/

EVA:

This is something you could read, if you like. 




(EVA finds a small magazine in her purse.)

INGRID:
‘Watchtower’.

EVA:

No obligation or anything like that. I’d love you to read it.

INGRID:
(Getting up.) I’m not interested.

EVA:

Just take it. Please. 

INGRID:
I’m really-not-interested/

EVA:

You were so kind to me, it’s the least I can do, give something back.

INGRID:
No.
EVA:

Well thank you for your advice on/
INGRID:
There are rules about doing what you’re doing on the subway.

(The train is coming into the next station. There could be an announcement. “Arriving at Sherbourne Station”.)

EVA:

But your soul is so important, dear.

INGRID:
I suppose you always travel at this time of day; people can’t escape. 


(Sotto as she leaves.) Fucking J-Ws.

(The train is in station. The doors chime. INGRID exits. EVA puts her feet, stretches a bit, pushes her ‘Watchtower’ back in her purse. She looks at the card Ingrid has given her, and smiles.)
EVA:

Ingrid Cooper. Graham Shoes. Thank you Lord, thank you.

The End.

