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CHANGE SHIFT

 				By JANE CAFARELLA
(Inspired by the taxi drivers of Singapore, where I lived from 2012-126, and from whom I learned many things.)

SYNOPSIS: 	Sonja needs to get to the Indian Embassy fast to pick up her passport to get to Nadu the next morning for her wedding. Mr Goh needs to get to Tampines for change shift. Will they make it? And what will they learn along the way?

[bookmark: _GoBack]CHARACTERS

SONJA: 		F. Indian/Singaporean -  early 30s

MR GOH: 		M: Chinese taxi driver -  early 50s.

OFFICE WORKER:	Any gender. Mid 30s-40s. May be a member of the audience, who can read the lines (for comic effect) or be worded up beforehand. 


SETTING

The present. A wet Friday night in Singapore. A taxi. May be denoted by four chairs, placed two by two, with a steering wheel denoted for the driver. 

PROPS

Water bottles. Green food dye.















SCENE ONE

5.15pm PM, Bugis Junction taxi stand, heavy rain. No taxis in sight. SONIA is on her phone calling a cab. She has many parcels and looks agitated.

SFX: Rain

VO:		Sorry, there are no taxis available at this time. Please try 10 minutes later.

She hangs up in exasperation and tries again immediately. 

VO:	Thank you for calling Comfort and City Cab…

A taxi pulls up. SONJA, still on her phone, approaches him excitedly. 

The driver, MR GOH, sticks his head out the window. He has a home-made sign, which says TAMPINES.

SONJA: 		Indian High Commission?  31 Grange Rd. Go by Victoria St, Fort Canning? I am in a hurry, Uncle!

MR GOH:	Eh?

SONJA:	31 Grange.

Mr GOH shakes his head and prepares to drive off. 

SONJA:		Wait! Uncle - please.  It’s just a short trip to pick up my passport.   The passport office closes in 10 minutes. 

MR GOH shakes his head:

MR GOH:	Change shift, la! Late already. 

SONJA:		Please Uncle! I fly to Chennai tomorrow for my wedding. You want me to be an old maid?

MR GOH: 		 You want me to be sacked! Get married day after tomorrow.

SONJA: 		Cannot! Tomorrow is the most auspicious day.    (She takes on a mystical look.) The sun is transiting through the Kumbha rashi!  

MR GOH: 	(Shaking his head again, and placing his hands on the wheel ready to go). I think you will not make good wife anyway. Leave everything till the last minute. 

SONJA:	 It is not my fault. My bag was stolen.  Passport, wallet, handphone. Everything. 

MR GOH:	Unluckeee!! Unlucky for me too.  Passenger with no money. 

He starts puts his hands on the wheel and starts to head off, shaking his head again,

SONJA: 	Stop! (Takes out her purse and waves it at him.) Money have, Uncle.  Please, Uncle. We are wasting time.  Let me tell my children of the kind taxi uncle without whom they will not exist.

MR GOH: 	(Nodding approvingly). Okay, okay. 

He motions her impatiently to get in, then reaches into a box on the passenger seat and hands her a medal of St Anthony.  
	
	Lucky for you.  St Anthony. Patron for lost and found. 

SONJA:	(Surprised and delighted). So kind! Thank you Uncle. But I am Hindu.

MR GOH:	Never mind, la! I am Buddhist. St Anthony is for everyone.  (He holds out his hand)  $10 la. 

SONJA; 	What for?

MR GOH: 	To activate. Activated medals priority one!

SONJA: 	(She hands it back). Thank you but I don’t think I need a patron saint.

MR GOH:	Ah…I no need passenger either. Change shift. (He looks at his watch.) Tampines very long way.

He indicates she should get out.

Mr GOH: 	(Handing over $10 crossly.) The story I will tell my children is getting more interesting.  Please drive, quickly, Uncle!

MR GOH: 	(Handing over another medal.)  St Christopher. Also lucky. Patron saint of taxi drivers who drive quickly.

SONJA: 	(Cynically) How much?

Mr GOH: 	(Shrugs.) $5 – This one not so reliable.

SONJA hands over $5

SONJA sits back in relief as they head off. She takes out her water bottle and drinks. She fans herself. She is stressed and hot. MR GOH starts the car and they both move in their seats to indicate travel. 

SONJA: 		Please hurry, Uncle. I will text the High Commission to say we are on the way. (She takes out her phone)

MR GOH:	Hurry for you. Hurry for me.   

SONJA: 	 (Still texting). Can you up air con, uncle? Very hot today.

Mr GOH:	Can. 

He doesn’t.

SONJA fans herself frantically and takes another drink of what’s left of her water.

MR GOH: 		(Watching her keenly through rear view mirror) Ahh!! Bottle water, la! Very bad! Too acid. Cancer la!

SONJA: 	Water is water, uncle. 

He starts off again, comes to a screeching halt.  SONJA’S water bottle spills all over her.	

MR GOH:		Not same. Good water and bad water. Here! 

He leans back and takes the bottle from her.

SONJA: 		(She tries to snatch it back) No! There is no time, uncle.  Danger la! Please! Just drive.

There is wrestling match with the bottle. He wins. 

MR GOH:	 Red light. Okay, okay! Relac la!

He picks up another bottle of yellow water and puts it carefully on the front passenger seat. He takes a small bottle with a dropper. (Green food dye) He takes the pipette from the small bottle and squeezes a drop of fluid into SONIA’s water bottle. It turns a violent shade of green. His face lights up.

MR GOH:	See. Green! Acid! Cancer la!  Change water! Change life. Healthy!

He takes out another bottle with the sign Miracle Water and hands it to her.

SONJA: 		(Waving it away) I don’t want to change my life. I just want to get to the High Commission to pick up my passport. 

MR GOH:		You don’t want change your life? Don’t marry, la? For good marriage, drink alkaline water. Better for you. Better for your husband. (He winks) Healthy! 

SONJA: 		Okay! Okay!   (She takes the water crossly.) But this is superstitious nonsense.

MR GOH: 	$20 la.

SONJA: 	What!? 

MR GOH: 	Taxi business uber difficult now.  

SONJA; 		(Reluctantly reaching into her purse) $20! So expensive this taxi!  What does the yellow water mean?

MR GOH: 	Not enough restroom between fares. 

He takes out a plastic bag and coughs phlegm into it. 

SONJA: 	(She frowns in disgust) You are taking my money and my time. We only have seven minutes left. Go! Go!

MR GOH: 	(Pointing to himself, and taking a swig of the special water himself.) Yes. Mr Goh. Number one driver. (He smacks his lips in satisfaction)

SONIA: 	(Desperate) Mr Goh…I am begging you. Please drive as fast as you can.  The office shuts in seven minutes.  My fiancé is waiting in Chennai. 

My parents and sisters are there, waiting to perform the bride ceremony before the wedding…

MR GOH: 	Okay. Okay. 

He sets off again, jerkily.

MR GOH: 	 Your finance is a special boy?

SONIA: 	Very special. We have been engaged for two years. 

MR GOH: 	(He smiles happily.) I am married 32 years. The first two the happiest of my life.

SONJA: 	What happened to the other 30?

Mr GOH: 	My wife’s mother came to Singapore to live with us. That’s when I start to drive taxi. Seven days a week, 12 hours a day. (Beat.) 
Last two years very happy also. (Beat). 

SONJA: 	Why?

MR GOH: 	Her mother die. 

SONJA: 	(Exasperated.) I’m sure I’ll be very happy, if I ever get to pick up my passport!  I want to be a wife; you want to get home to your wife. So please. Drive quickly!


MR GOH: 	(Quietly). My wife, she passes away six months ago. Cancer.  Only 54 la. Now I only have my son in Australia.

SONJA:	(Surprised and moved) I’m sorry, Uncle.

Beat.

MR GOH: 	Passport! Tsk. Passport to happiness not marriage…Happy is here and here! (He touches his head and his heart.) Inside. Then happy marriage. Happy life! Happy is make best of every day. Everything change. Always change!  Lose passport, lose wife, lose money…. Not lose heart. Not change, here and here….

Beat. SONIA looks at him. She understands. They pull up suddenly. They are outside the Indian High Commission. Mr GOH looks back at her. He is pleased with himself.

MR GOH: 	31 Grange Rd. 12 minutes. (He shrugs) Traffic heavy la!

SONJA: 	Please wait, Uncle. I will only be a minute.  They are expecting me. I stay at Tampines. Can you drive me home?

MR GOH: 	Okay! Hurry la! Change shift. Driver waiting. 

SONJA: 	Okay. Thank you.

She leaps from the car, just in time to see the audience member who plays the OFFICE WORKER emerge from the door with his work case and begin locking the door.

SONJA: 	(Dismayed) Oh no! I’ve come to pick up my passport. I rang earlier. Sonja di Silva. They said they’d wait. They promised!

OFFICE 
WORKER: 	I am very sorry, Miss. The office is closes at 5.30

SONJA: 	Please! I must have my passport. I’m flying out to Chennai tomorrow to be married. I can’t leave otherwise. 

OFFICE 
WORKER:  	I am sorry…/

SONJA: 	It will only take a few minutes…Please…Please!! My fiancé is waiting.

OFFICE 
WORKER: 	My daughter is also waiting. She has a throat infection and I must get Katong to pick up some special water before six. It’s the only thing she will drink. I promised.


SONJA: 	Special water?

OFFICE 
WORKER: 	Yes, there is a shop in…/

SONJA: 	/Please… wait just a minute.

She goes to the car and whispers something to MR GOH. He leaps out the car, goes to the boot and picks up a cardboard box. He joins her on the steps of the High Commission, beaming.

SONJA: 		This is Mr Goh…er  my business partner. We distribute special healing water. It just so happens that we have some stock on board.

MR GOH:	Many stock. 

SONJA: 	We can save you a trip.

MR GOH:	Many trip.

OFFICE
WORKER: 	How much?

MR GOH: 	 (Smiling at SONIA) One passport!

OFFICE
WORKER: 	Come in!

MR GOH quickly grabs a bottle of special water from the car. The yellow bottle. He rushes after them.

THE END
© Jane Cafarella
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