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Characters

CELIA, a woman in her late thirties or early forties

J.B. FRANKLIN (the "Soul Plumber"), a man in his sixties

Time

The present.

Setting

Office of the Soul Plumber.

At the start of the play, the Soul Plumber, (SP) is seated in a chair on stage.  He is wearing pants and a shirt, with a large tool belt wrapped around his waist.  The tool belt is stuffed with different objects (as described more below).  There is a second chair on stage, a mirror and, off to the side, a clothes rack with some men’s and women’s outfits hanging from it.  There is a door at the rear of the stage. 

After a moment, we hear a knock on the door.  SP rises from his chair to answer the door.  He opens it to find CELIA.  

CELIA

Excuse me - are you Doctor JB Franklin?  

SP

Yes.

CELIA

From the advertisement for the, uh, "soul plumber?"  

SP

Yes.

CELIA

May I come in?

SP

Please.

(CELIA comes through the door.  SP closes it behind her and locks it.)

SP

Have a seat.

CELIA

Why thank you.

(SP motions to one of the chairs and CELIA sits.)

CELIA

So I'm here to see if you can help me.  I mean, obviously.  I've been suffering from depression - and haven't been able to break through it with traditional therapy or medication.  So, when I stumbled on to your yellow pages listing as a “soul plumber,” well I thought it can't hurt to try something new, right?  

SP

Why are you here?

CELIA

Well that's what I was trying to explain before - but I can obviously get deeper into my whole situation.  Do you want to hear about my family history?  Or my symptoms?  Or my prior treatments?  

SP

I said why are you here?

CELIA

But that's what I'm trying to tell you!

SP

No you're not - you're avoiding my question.  In fact you're lying through your rotten teeth.

CELIA

What are you talking about?  You're not making any sense.

SP

Perhaps we'll get to scents later.  (He sniffs.)  But first I thought you wanted to, what did you say before, "unearth your buried soul?"

CELIA

Right - but how can you help me to do that if you don't have a flavor for what's happening inside of me?

SP

That's a fair point.  So then, let's have a taste.

(SP grabs CELIA, quickly kisses her and then steps back pondering the taste.)

CELIA

What are you doing??  Are you insane?  That's rape - or assault!  Or at least attempted something!

(SP does not respond.)

What - you think you can just get away with that?  That I'll be too ashamed to say anything?  Well think again!  I'll have your license revoked!

SP

I don't have a license. 

CELIA

I obviously made a mistake.  But don't think you've heard the last of me!

(CELIA tries to open the door, but can't undo the lock.)

How do you get this goddamn thing open??

SP

When was the last time you looked in the mirror?

(CELIA ignores him as she continues to try the door)

SP

Can you remember?

(CELIA continues with the door)

SP

Can you?

CELIA

I don't know what kind of sick thing I've walked myself into - Dammit I should have known better - but you will not hold me prisoner!  I'm calling the police.

(She pulls out her cell phone and dials frantically)

SP

Perhaps it's been too long.  

CELIA

Hello?  Hello?  

SP

Let me help you.

(SP walks towards CELIA, who jumps back, but SP walks past her to a mirror sitting at the side of the stage.  As CELIA continues to try to make her call, SP walks back to her with a mirror.)

SP

Your phone won't work in here.  What they call a "dead zone."

(CELIA again goes to the door, struggles with it once more, then starts pounding it in frustration.  She then yells for "Help!" several times.  SP approaches her from behind, holding the mirror and then taps her on her shoulder.  She spins around as he holds up the mirror to her.  She recoils from her image, falling back to the ground.  SP then holds the mirror over her and she hides from it, putting her head between her knees.  After a moment, he pulls the mirror back and sets it again off to the side of the stage.)

SP

So what did you see?

CELIA

Please - just let me go.  

SP

What did you see?

CELIA

I promise I won't say anything to anyone - if you'll just let me go now!

SP

What did you see?

CELIA

I need to get back - for my children - and my husband - I'm begging you.

SP

WHAT DID YOU SEE?!


CELIA

I DIDN'T SEE ANYTHING!!

SP

Hmm.  Nothing at all?

(CELIA puts her head back between her knees.)

Nothing?

CELIA

No.

SP

So maybe there’s nothing there.  Here - take a seat over there.

(CELIA doesn't move.)

Over there - in that chair.  

(CELIA again doesn't move.)

So deaf as well as blind?

(SP takes CELIA by the arm and starts dragging her to the chair.  In the midst of her kicking/resisting, he takes a series of rags out of his tool belt and ties her arms around in back of the chair and her legs to the legs of the chair.)

CELIA

I have money.  And I can get more.  Just tell me what you want!  

(SP reaches into his tool belt)

Oh God - don't!

(CELIA averts her eyes and SP pulls out - a magnifying glass.  SP stands over her with it for a moment.  As she still has her eyes averted/closed, SP interjects.)

SP

Excuse me - 

(CELIA tries to squirm/avert further)

SP (cont.)

Excuse me - I'll need you to open your eyes.

CELIA

(with her eyes still closed)

You sick bastard.  Whatever you're going to do to me, you won't have the satisfaction of me seeing it!

SP

You do need to open your eyes.

CELIA

What are you going to do - pry them open??

SP

No - that would be quite difficult and I don't have the tools for that.  But I promise it won't hurt that much - at least not yet.

(CELIA starts to sob.  After a moment of doing so without action by SP, she steals a peek and sees SP just standing there holding his magnifying glass.  She begins to stare at him.  He, seeing opportunity in her stare, starts to lean in over her to peer through the magnifying glass into her eyes.  She recoils.)

SP

I do need you to open your eyes.

CELIA

What are you going to do with that - thing?!

SP

I'll just be looking in your eyes.  

CELIA

What?

SP

Your eyes.  Above your nose and below your forehead.

CELIA

And for that you have me tied and gagged?

SP

I didn't see a need to gag you.

CELIA

Fine - tied!  Why?!

SP

I needed you in the chair for this exercise - I have a bad back.  I asked you several times to take the chair, since this part of the process is essential - but you weren't able to help yourself.  So I took pity and helped you.

CELIA

And that's all you're going to do - look at me through that, that microscope??

SP

Magnifying glass.  Yes.  For now.  

CELIA

Then what?

SP

I can't say.  But if you'll just sit still, with your eyes open, I promise it will be better for both of us.  

CELIA

Can I please go now?

SP

That doesn't seem advisable.

CELIA

Advisable to who??  I told you I can get you money - or anything else you'd like.  Just please let me --

SP

I'll need you to take off your shirt.

CELIA

Oh God -- no.  No! 

SP

It won't hurt.  I can promise you that.  

CELIA

I'm begging you!

SP

Well, if you're going to make such a fuss, then I suppose you can leave the shirt on and just put something over it.  I'll be untying you for this purpose.

CELIA

You will?  

SP

Well you can't exactly put on new clothes all tied up like that now, can you?

CELIA

 Of course not.  Right.  Yes, if you untie me that will be much better.  Much -- 

(SP unties her hands and feet.  CELIA pops up, grabs the first thing she can -- the magnifying glass and backs her way towards the door.)

SP

What are you doing with that?  

CELIA

Don't think I won't use it!

SP

I suspect you won't, since you didn't make much use of it before.

CELIA

I don't know what sick games you're up to, but you made a mistake in letting me go!

SP

Not at all.  As I told you, you can't very well change clothes with your hands and feet tied.  

CELIA

I'm not changing anything!

(CELIA tries to wave the magnifying glass menacingly.)

SP

That does appear to be the problem.  Now, I'm not one to easily lose my patience, but I would appreciate it if you would just choose some new clothes from my rack and put them on, without me having to dress you like a school girl.

CELIA

Like a school girl??  You disgust me.

SP

And you you.  But that notwithstanding, we do need to do something to address your situation.  Now if you won’t consider the possibility of initiating change from the outside in, we’ll just to have to go back the drawing board.   

CELIA

So you really are trying to help me?  

SP

Isn't that obvious??

CELIA

But with the kiss --

SP

You said I needed to get a flavor for what was happening inside of you.

CELIA

And tying me up --

SP

I had no choice, since you wouldn't cooperate.

CELIA

If you really want to help me, then open that door!

(SP hesitates for a moment, then goes and unlocks the door.)

SP

As you wish.  But, as they say, be careful what you wish for.  

(Celia begins to head towards the door, but then stops.)

CELIA

So I can just leave?

SP

If you don't want my help, then by all means.

CELIA

But I do want your help.  I'm just not accustomed to your -- eclectic -- approach.  

SP

Then I’ll try something a bit more “traditional.”  

 (SP pulls out of his belt a rubber chicken.

(SP then takes the chicken and starts to quietly then more loudly dance around with it, humming then singing tribal rhythms.  After a bit of this, he holds the chicken up to the air and says)

SP

Kaing!  Kaing!  Chomu!  Chomu!

(SP then takes the chicken and start strangling it, all the while making the sounds of the chicken choking.  When he's done choking it, he throws it on the ground and stomps on it.)

CELIA

Why were you choking that chicken?!

SP

To free its soul, so yours can have a mate. 

(SP moves right up next to CELIA.)

Now let me see your palms.

(CELIA takes a step away.)

CELIA

I'd really prefer it if you didn't touch me.  Would that be o.k.?

SP

All I'll be doing right now is holding them.  It's necessary for our seance.  

CELIA

Seance?

SP

Yes.  

(CELIA, after a moment's consideration, extends her hands and SP takes them.  He starts to roughly massage them.)

CELIA

That hurts!

SP

Please - I'm trying to concentrate.

(SP now starts to sway his body back and forth, while still holding her hands.  CELIA just stands stiffly.  SP then launches into a humming - that starts melodiously but then shifts to harsher incantations.)

SP

CAN YOU HEAR ME?

CELIA

Yes.

SP

WHO AM I SPEAKING TO?

CELIA

Me?

SP

I SAID WHO AM I SPEAKING TO?

(CELIA now closes her eyes and tries to join in, swaying with him and then even trying to keep up with his humming.)

WHO?

CELIA

ME!

SP

ME WHO?

CELIA

ME RABBIT!  Huh?  

SP

RABBIT WHO?

CELIA

RABBIT -- BUNNY?

SP

BUNNY RABBIT?

(CELIA doesn't respond.)

I SAID BUNNY RABBIT?

CELIA

(with her eyes open)

I'm not sure this is working.

SP

Let me be the judge of that!

(CELIA again closes her eyes and tries to join in the swaying and humming.)

BUNNY RABBIT WHO?

CELIA

BUNNY RABBIT - EATS CARROTS!  AND LETTUCE!

SP

LIKE PETER?

CELIA

Peter?

SP

THE APOSTLE?

CELIA

Ate carrots?  

SP

ARE YOU A GOOD BUNNY OR AN EVIL ONE?

CELIA

I DON'T KNOW.

SP

ANSWER ME!  GOOD OR EVIL??

CELIA

I SAID I DON'T KNOW!   

(She separates from SP, moves to a different part of the stage and puts her head in her hands.)

It's no use.  

SP

Because you're an evil bunny?

CELIA

No -- not that.

SP

Then because you're a good bunny?

CELIA

Because I don't know what kind of -- bunny I am.  

SP

But the whole point of the seance was to find that out.  You just have to look inside and the answer will emerge!

CELIA

But there is no answer there.  There's nothing there - don't you see?  That's the problem.

SP

Are YOU sure of that?

CELIA

Of what?

SP

That there's nothing there.  Are YOU sure of that?

CELIA

I don't know - but it certainly seems that way, doesn't it?  Meaning this whole exercise is hopeless... 

SP

Good.

CELIA

What is?

SP

Perhaps a breakthrough.

CELIA

What do you mean?

SP

If you're sure there's nothing there - nothing "extra-material" - i.e., supplemental to your biological composition, then we may have a solution.

CELIA

I'm not following you.

SP

Here.

(SP now takes out of his tool belt a calculator connected with strings or some sorts of cords to a thermometer, a small petri dish and the instrument a doctor uses for looking in ears.  He also pulls out small tweezers.)

Give me your hand.

CELIA

What for?

SP

I just need a small sample of your skin - it won't hurt.  

(CELIA reluctantly puts her hand forward.  SP digs his tweezers into her palm and takes off a tiny piece of skin.)

CELIA

Ow!  You said it wouldn't hurt!

SP

It was just a pinch.

CELIA

Is that thing sterile?

SP

Not anymore.

CELIA

Can't you just tell me what you're doing?

(SP drops the bit of skin into the petri dish.)

SP

Just stand very still and put this in your mouth.

(He puts the thermometer in her mouth and looks into her ear with the other instrument.)

Just hold on for one more moment....Good.

CELIA

What are you doing?

SP

I'm calculating everything there is to know about you.  Since you came to the important realization that there is in fact nothing in you to find, you're now prepared for the real story - that the idea of the so-called "soul" is just an out-of-date fiction.  We now of course know that we are simply organic matter, functioning solely in accordance with our genetic organization as it interacts with the other matter and energy that surrounds us.  Every thing you think of as non-material -- a thought for example, is just a material function - a million neurons firing in ways that deceive you through their very functioning into thinking that you are thinking, when you're really just functioning as you of course necessarily must function given the determinates which I am at this very moment plugging into this very calculator.  

CELIA

So you're saying I'm just a machine?

SP

No - you're saying that.  Or at least acknowledging that.  

CELIA

Ohh...And so if I'm just a machine, then I have nothing to be depressed about?

SP

Or --

CELIA

The depression is just a function of my machine -- inside of me -- that is me -- so that's nothing to worry about? 

SP

Got it.

CELIA

Got what?

SP

All of your coordinates.  Now locked in on my device.  

CELIA

And what does that tell you?

SP

Everything there is to know about "you." 

CELIA

Everything?

SP

It's all just a matter of matter.

CELIA

So what does that tell me about my future?

SP

Everything that you'll bring to the future.  But to predict the future, we would need to know the coordinates for all of the other elements of matter and energy with which you'll be interacting.  

CELIA

I think I understand that.  

SP

Good -- so perhaps now we have our answer?

CELIA

So you're saying there's no such thing as a "soul?"  Even though you advertised as the "soul plumber?"

SP

Actually you said it first.  About your perhaps just not having a soul.

CELIA

Well I didn't exactly mean it that way.  But in any case, you're now saying that's true, right?

SP

Do you doubt it?

CELIA

I don't know.  

SP

Again?

CELIA

Well it's not so easy to just give up on the notion of a soul after living with it for forty years.

SP

But I thought you concluded you hadn't been living with it.

CELIA

So then no God either? 

SP

So you're not sure.

CELIA

I don't know.  What you said before makes it sound like we're all just zombies.  

SP

I just said it's all in the coordinates.  Right here.  

(He motions to the calculator.  CELIA reaches for it.)

CELIA

Let me see.  

(Pause as she looks at it.)

CELIA (cont.)

But this just shows a zero.  What does that mean?

SP

It means you hit clear -- and we'll have to start all over again. 

CELIA

Why bother.  

SP

It's no bother.

CELIA

I mean, why waste the time. Although it seems like an interesting experiment you have with the calculator, I'm actually pretty sure that I don't believe that we don't have something inside of us that makes us more than a machine. 

SP

But I thought you had accepted the idea that there was nothing else inside of you.

CELIA

I just meant that whatever soul I have is tired and empty -- not that I'm just some walking computer. 

SP

Meaning we'll have to consider an alternative that accommodates a bit more emotional complexity.  Hmm.

CELIA

What?

SP

It may seem a bit conventional -- or even redundant for you, but I suppose it's worth a try.

CELIA

What is?

SP

Your mother.  Did you love her?

CELIA

Oh -- well, sure, I think I did.  I mean, it depends when you're talking about.  But, in general, yes, I love her.

SP

And she -- did she love you?

CELIA

Now that's a trickier question!  Just kidding.  Yes, I think she loves me in the way that mothers love daughters.  

SP

Your mother - WAS SHE A BITCH!?

CELIA

What?  I just told you I thought she loved me.

SP

DID SHE BEAT YOU?!

CELIA

No - my God no!

SP

DID YOU WANT HER DEAD, YOU UNGRATEFUL LITTLE SNIVELING WITCH?!

CELIA

How can you say such a thing?!

SP

O.k.  What about your Dad?

CELIA

What about my Dad?

SP

What color was his hair?

CELIA

From that, you now want to know what color my Dad's hair is?!

SP

Was - when he was younger.

CELIA

It was black.

SP

Black not brown?

CELIA

Yes.  Black.  But what does that have to do with anything?

SP

DID HE BEAT YOU?!

CELIA

No!  And I'm finding these questions quite - offensive!

SP

DID HE RAPE YOU?!

CELIA

What?! 

SP

IS THAT WHAT YOU WANTED?!  

CELIA

NO!  ARE YOU INSANE?! 

SP

ADMIT IT!!

CELIA

Fine.  Yes.  That's exactly what I wanted.  Is that what you want to hear?!  That's disgusting!

SP

NOW HERE'S YOUR BIG CHANCE!

(SP pulls out of his belt a mop of black hair and puts it on his head.  He at the same time rips off his shirt.)

O.K.  NOW COME TO DADDY!!

CELIA

You are insane!

SP

I will do whatever it takes to help you!!

CELIA

Stay away!

(SP now lunges for CELIA.)

SP

You know you want it!!

(On SP's lunge, CELIA steps to the side, grabs SP by his tool belt and hurls him in the direction of his momentum to the floor.)

SP (cont.)

Oww!  My back!  Didn't I already tell you I had a bad back! 

CELIA

See??  You are just a phony trying to take advantage of vulnerable women like me!

(CELIA now grabs the rags that SP had used before to tie her hands and feet.  She goes to him to tie his hands and feet, but before she gets to him, he stands up and walks over to the chair.)

CELIA

What are you doing??

SP

Well don't you want to tie me up?

CELIA

Well yes, but --

SP

If this is the way you need to act things out, it's fine by me.

CELIA

So you're just going to let me tie your hands and feet?

SP

Absolutely.  But if you're trying to assert yourself, you may want to just go ahead and do it, rather than asking me first.

CELIA

Right!

(CELIA now starts tying SP's hands and feet.)

Is that too tight?

SP

Not at all.  

CELIA

So now what?

SP

Well would you like to hit me?

CELIA

No!  

SP

Then what do you want to do to me?  The possibilities are endless.

CELIA

I just want to feel better!  Is that so much to ask??

SP

Well yes - in fact it's quite a lot to ask.

CELIA

So what - I'm just supposed to walk out of here and suffer quietly through the rest of my miserable years?

SP

Not before untying me.  

(CELIA now unties SP's hands and feet.  SP gets his shirt and puts it back on.)

CELIA

So is that it?  There's nothing more you can do for me?

SP

Well exactly what else did you have in mind?

CELIA

I don't know - you're the doctor!

SP

Just a soul plumber.  And we've already worked through all of my tools, save one.

CELIA

So there's still one more?

SP

Well yes, but --

CELIA

Then shouldn't we try it?

SP

I don't know -- I mean, it's a very dangerous instrument.

CELIA

How so?

SP

Well if it doesn't work, then it has the potential to kill you.

CELIA

But if it works?

SP

You'll be cured forever.

CELIA

Forever?

SP

One hundred percent guaranteed.  That is unless it kills you.  Or doesn't work.

CELIA

And what are the chances it will work?

SP

I'm not sure.  I've never used it before.

CELIA

Then how do you know it can work?

SP

By reputation.

CELIA

Can I see it?

(SP reaches into his tool belt and pulls out a long needle.)

SP

It's called the "Soul Injector."

CELIA

How does it work?

SP

There's a serum inside the needle.  Once the serum enters your blood stream, it finds your soul, attaches to it and energizes it with new life.  Unless of course it kills you first.

CELIA

So it really is dangerous.

SP

Indeed.  Designed for only the most desperate cases.  

CELIA

I can imagine.

SP

I'm sorry I couldn't help you otherwise.  But we did try.  Given our lack of success, I'll only be charging you 80% of my regular fee.  If possible, I'd prefer payment now --

CELIA

But I want to try it.

SP

Try what?

CELIA

That thing -- the Soul Injector.

SP

Are you sure?

CELIA

Yes.  But please -- let's do it fast, before I lose my nerve.

SP

If you say so.  Ready or not...

(CELIA closes her eyes in anticipation.  SP now says a series of prayers, with accompanying gestures - for example, Catholic, then Jewish, then Buddhist.  Mid-way through, CELIA opens her eyes and, as the prayers continue, she becomes increasingly impatient.)

CELIA

Is it possible for you to expedite the process at all?

SP

Oh -- sure.  

(SP now abruptly takes the needle and pokes it in her arm.)

CELIA

Oww!!

SP

Sorry.  

(Pause as CELIA waits for the shot to take effect.)

CELIA

So?  Does this mean it didn't kill me?

SP

Well apparently not yet.

CELIA

But then does that mean it's working?

SP

Do you feel any differently?

CELIA

Yes.  A little woozy.  But that may just be from the shot, right?  How long is it supposed to take?

SP

It can take effect anywhere from 24 seconds to 24 years.  

CELIA

Twenty four years??

SP

Didn't I mention that?  Oh well, it said it somewhere in the waiver form.  

CELIA

So I have to wait 24 years to see if it works??

SP

Not necessarily.  It may be working already.

CELIA

And how will I know?

SP

I suspect you'll know.

CELIA

 So that's it?  Now I just go home and wait?

SP

And live the rest of your life.  And best of luck with that!  Now I do need to be moving on to my next client, so if you can just leave your payment - let's see that will be $200 for the consultation and another $7.50 for the shot.  

CELIA

Is a check alright?

SP

Fine.  

(CELIA takes out a checkbook and writes a check for SP.  She hands it to him.)

CELIA

And am I supposed to come back in to see you again?

(SP opens the door for CELIA and CELIA begins to exit through it.)

SP

I wouldn't think so.

CELIA

But what if the shot isn't working?

SP

Well you have 24 years to evaluate that.  Goodbye.

CELIA

But - 

(SP closes the door in CELIA's face.)

(END OF PLAY) 
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