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YOU’RE IN MY THOUGHTS 
By Scott Haan 

 
B A S E D  ON  A  C O N C E P T  B Y  J U L I E  D O A N 

 
SYNOPSIS: It's their first date, and nerves are running high for two shy young 
people. They may not be saying much, but their thoughts speak volumes, as 
we learn by eavesdropping on their inner monologues. If you've ever had a 
first date, you'll laugh at the fear, excitement and insecurity we've all felt in 
these situations but rarely expressed out loud. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(2 females, 2 males) 

 
GIRL (f) ........................................................ A shy young woman.  (16 lines) 
BOY (m) ....................................................... A shy young man.  (15 lines) 
GIRL’S BRAIN (f) ....................................... The private thoughts of the Girl.  

(35 lines) 
BOY’S BRAIN (m) ...................................... The private thoughts of the 

Boy.  (35 lines) 
 
SETTING:  A couch (or two chairs representing a couch) in a young man’s 
living room. Optional coffee table.  The actors mime watching TV, but no 
actual TV is required. 
 
TIME:  Today. 
 

PROPS 
 

□ A remote control 
□ A big bowl of popcorn 
□ Two drinks 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
 

BOY’S BRAIN and GIRL’S BRAIN are not real; they represent the thoughts 
of the BOY and GIRL.  BOY and GIRL will never look at the BRAINS or 
acknowledge their presence in any way.  However, the BRAINS can both look 
at BOY and GIRL as much as they want.  Also, it’s important for BOY and 
GIRL’s expressions and body language to reflect what their BRAINS are 
saying at any given moment, although sometimes what they are doing or 
saying might be at odds with what they are thinking. 
 

COSTUMES 
 

Boy and Girl dress in clothes suitable for a date.  The Brains should be dressed 
all in one color, preferably all-gray (as in “gray matter”) or all-white, the two 
colors commonly associated with brains. If possible, matching gray t-shirts 
with a picture of a brain would be ideal. 

 
PRODUCTION HISTORY 

 
You’re in My Thoughts had its world premiere at Civic Theatre of Greater 
Lafayette’s 10-Minute Play Festival (IN) in June 2016 with the following cast: 
 

GIRL ............................................................................... Helen Sorensen 
BOY ..................................................................................... Cyrus Hulen 
GIRL’S BRAIN ................................................................ Brittany Smith 
BOY’S BRAIN ............................................................. Zachary Gregory 

 
Director:  Dakota Walker 
Producer:  Steven Koehler 
 

DEDICATION 
 

To Julie Doan, for her friendship and kindness over the years, and for 
graciously sharing this idea and allowing me to run with it. 
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SETTING: A couch in the BOY’S home.   
 
AT RISE: The GIRL sits on the stage left side of the couch, nervously 
straightening her clothes.  A remote control is next to her.  GIRL’S 
BRAIN paces behind the couch. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  (While pacing.)  I can’t believe I’m here.  I am SO 

nervous.  No, no… not nervous… crippled with terror.  But I can DO 
this.  He finally asked me if I wanted to hang out, didn’t he?  And he 
would only ask if he liked me... at least a little, right?  Right. 

 
Both GIRL and GIRL’S BRAIN look stage right. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Hey, where is he? It shouldn’t take this long to 

microwave popcorn.  Unless… he changed his mind and escaped 
out a window.  Yeah, that’s it.  Took one look at me and ran for the 
hills.  Probably going through airport security by now. 

 
Both GIRL and GIRL’S BRAIN suddenly look concerned, detecting a 
strong odor. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Ugh, what is that smell?  I think he burned the 

popcorn… and maybe the whole kitchen.  Should I check on him? 
 
GIRL starts to move, but before she can even stand, BOY enters from 
stage right, carrying a big bowl of popcorn and two drinks.  BOY’S 
BRAIN follows close behind.  They both stop and take deep breaths, 
composing themselves.  As soon as they enter, GIRL quickly sits right 
back down. 
 
BOY:  I’m back.  Sorry that took so long. 
GIRL:  Oh, no problem. 
 
While BOY and BOY’S BRAIN are walking closer BOY’S BRAIN 
speaks. 
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BOY’S BRAIN:  This is it.  You’ve wanted to hang out with her for 
years, and this is your chance.  Now be charming.  No, not 
charming… Be COOOOOL. 

BOY:  (Handing GIRL one of the drinks.)  Here you go, milady. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Slapping his forehead.)  “Milady”?  What is this, 

Camelot?  What is WRONG with me? 
GIRL:  Thank you. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  “Milady”?  That’s cute.  Weird and ancient, but cute. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Uh-oh.  How close should I sit?  TOO close and I seem 

desperate, not close enough and I seem disinterested.  No, calm 
down, you’re over-thinking.  Just… sit. 

 
BOY’S BRAIN closes his eyes, zen-like.  BOY sits on the far stage-
right side of the couch, leaving a big gap between them.  BOY’S BRAIN 
opens his eyes again. 
 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Continues.) Too far away.  Aw, booger poop! 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Why is he sitting over THERE, like I have Ebola? 
 
BOY sets down the popcorn and his drink, and picks up the remote. 
 
BOY:  I think we’re all set.  So, should we pick a movie?  (He points 

the remote forward and clicks, turning on the imaginary TV.) 
GIRL:  Sure. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Except I have NO clue what she would like.  Ooh, I’ll 

just let HER pick!  Problem solved! 
BOY:  (Handing the remote to GIRL.)  Here, why don’t you pick one? 
GIRL:  (Taking the remote.)  Um, OK.  Let’s see.  (She begins clicking.) 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  (Watching the “screen” and dismissing the choices.)  

No… Uh, no way…  Psh, not even if my life depended on it… 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Admiring GIRL.)  This is awesome.  I can’t believe 

she’s here.  She could pick some crappy chick-flick with a name like 
“What the Heart Desires” or something, and I wouldn’t even care. 
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GIRL:  Hey, what about “Battle-Bots Five”?  I haven’t seen that one 
yet.  [Insert recent action sequel movie title. Must be a macho action 
movie sequel; if you change it, adjust remaining dialogue 
accordingly.] 

 
BOY’S BRAIN’S jaw drops.  Silence.  BOY’S BRAIN drops to one 
knee and holds out his arms towards the GIRL. 
 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Will you marry me?  (Snapping out of it, he stands.)  

No, no, play it COOOOOL. 
BOY:  (Acting indifferent.)  Sure.  I mean, whatever.  Guess I could sit 

through that one, if it’s what you want. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Wait, he doesn’t want to watch this?  I thought we 

would BOTH like it. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Wait, did she pick an action movie instead of a 

romance because she doesn’t think of me that way?  Aw man, is 
this her way of saying she has NO romantic feelings for me at all? 

GIRL:  Are you sure this is all right? 
BOY:  (Enthusiastic.)  Yeah!  Seriously, I haven’t seen it yet either, and 

I really liked the last one.  I’m good with it if you are. 
GIRL:  (More convinced.)  Great.  OK, here we go.  (She presses one 

more button on the remote, then sets it down on the table, or 
between them on the couch.) 

GIRL’S BRAIN:  Good.  Give me an action movie over some sappy 
chick-flick any day. 

BOY:  (Looking down into the bowl.)  Uh-oh. 
GIRL:  What? 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Throwing his hands up.)  I’m such an idiot! 
BOY:  I may have ever-so-slightly burned the popcorn… into charcoal. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Duh.  You couldn’t smell that? 
GIRL:  (Looking into the bowl.)  Yeah, that’s pretty black. 
BOY:  (Putting the bowl on the ground.)  Sorry.  I am hopeless in the 

kitchen.  I’ve been known to burn cereal just by pouring milk on it. 
GIRL and GIRL’S BRAIN:  (In unison, a genuine laugh.)  Ha-ha-ha! 
 
BOY smiles, acting as if he meant to make her laugh.  BOY’S BRAIN 
does not. 
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BOY’S BRAIN:  (Straight-faced.)  Why is she laughing?  True story!  
Whoosh!  Cheerios in flames! 

GIRL:  Don’t worry, I’ve burned my share of popcorn, too. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Offer her something else.  But what do I have?  

There’s nothing good in there.  Ooh, I still have that Halloween 
candy!  [Or Insert other recent holiday where you get candy.] 

BOY:  Can I get you something else?  Like some candy bars or 
something? 

BOY’S BRAIN:  Or cash?  Do you want a bucket full of cash?  Because 
I will get you anything you want.  Just say the word. 

GIRL:  No, I’m fine, thanks. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  And I don’t want you to leave again! 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Look at her. 
 
BOY sneaks a quick sideways glance. 
 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Just gorgeous… and so far out of my league.  I feel 

like a deformed circus freak sitting next to a supermodel. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Look at him. 
 
GIRL sneaks a quick sideways glance. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  He is just so cute.  Too cute for me.  Makes me look 

like a hunchbacked troll. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Uh-oh… It’s too quiet in here. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Ooh, it just got REALLY quiet. 
BOY’S BRAIN and GIRL’S BRAIN:  (In unison.)  Better turn up the 

volume. 
 
BOY and GIRL both reach for the remote at the same time, and their 
hands touch. Optional SFX: The sound of an electric shock, and/or brief 
strobe lighting.  The BRAINS react at the same time:  BOY’S BRAIN’S 
whole body twitches and convulses as if he is being electrocuted, while 
GIRL’S BRAIN spins around several times until she stops and looks 
dazed and dizzy, trying to regain her balance.  BOY and GIRL look 
down at their hands, then at each other’s faces, then jerk their hands 
away like hot potatoes. 
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GIRL’S BRAIN:  (Confused.)  Whoa!  WHAT was THAT?! 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Confused.)  Shazam!  That felt like actual electricity! 
 
Pause.  The expression of both BRAINS changes from confusion to big 
grins. 
 
BOY’S BRAIN and GIRL’S BRAIN:  (In unison.)  I LIKED it! 
 
BOY and GIRL look over at each other at the same time, then turn 
away shyly.  With their faces looking away, they both smile, then try to 
resume casual expressions. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Don’t let it get awkward.  Say something casual. 
GIRL:  This is a great movie. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  That I haven’t really been watching at all. 
BOY:  I know, right?  It’s awesome. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Surprised.)  Oh yeah, there’s a movie on.  I totally 

forgot. 
GIRL:  So awesome. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Just touching her hand was… Wow.  Epic.  I want that 

to happen again.  But I’m sitting in a different time zone.  Such an 
idiot.  How can I get closer without LOOKING like I’m moving in?  
How can I… ooh, I got it! 

 
The BOY squirms in his seat a little, as if he is uncomfortable. 
 
BOY:  Man, what is that?  (He stands and looks down at the couch, 

running his hand over where he was sitting.)   
GIRL:  What? 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  (Suspicious.)  What’s he up to? 
BOY:  That’s weird, I thought I felt something lumpy, but I guess not.  

Sorry about that.  (He sits back down, much closer to the GIRL this 
time.) 

BOY’S BRAIN:  (Proud of himself.)  Nice!  Man, I am SO subtle! 
  

DO N
OT C

OPY 



 SCOTT HAAN  9 

THIS 	SCRIPT 	 I S 	PROVIDED 	AS 	A 	COURTESY 	FOR 	 INTERNET 	READING . 	
NO 	PERFORMANCE 	RIGHTS 	CONVEYED.  

GIRL’S BRAIN:  (Sarcastic.)  Wow.  Subtle.  He must think I’m an idiot.  
But now he’s sitting where I WANTED him to sit, so yay! 

BOY’S BRAIN:  I need to impress her.  Time to drop some knowledge. 
BOY:  Hey, did you know the guy who directed this movie also wrote 

the first four?  This is his first time directing.* (*If you used an actual 
movie title earlier, adjust this dialogue to be a true fact about that 
movie.) 

GIRL:  Huh.  No, I didn’t know that. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  And you also didn’t care.  Stupid!  Stop boring her with 

boring crap, Mister Boring! 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  He is so interesting, and smart.  It’s like his brain is 

working all the time. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (His eyes, and the BOY’S eyes, go wide.)  Oh no.  Oh 

no, this is bad. 
GIRL’S BRAIN: I wonder what he’s thinking about RIGHT NOW. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  There is a fart on deck that could blow holes in my 

shoes!  Man, why now?! 
 
BOY and BOY’S BRAIN both begin to squirm. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  I’m sure it’s something deep and fascinating. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Through clenched teeth.)  Squeeze it shut… clench… 

don’t let it out… 
 
Both BOY and BOY’S BRAIN visibly relax. 
 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Whew.  Crisis averted… for now. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  How can he be so calm over there?  I’m a nervous 

wreck.  Why do I have to be so shy?  Why is everybody else so 
comfortable around people, and I’m so… blaargh!  (Simulated 
puking noise.)  It’s not fair. 

BOY’S BRAIN:  I don’t think I’ve ever been this nervous in my life.  Why 
does it come so easily for everybody else?  Why am I the ONLY 
freak that has trouble talking to people?  ANY people, let alone girls.  
Especially beautiful ones. 
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BOY glances over at GIRL. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  He looked at me.  Did he just look at me?  I think he 

looked at me.  Should I do something? 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Should I put my arm around her?  No, that would 

require actual confidence, which I’ve only read about in books.  But 
girls LIKE confidence, right?  Right.  Yes.  So I’m doing it.  Nothing 
ventured, nothing gained.  Here we go. 

 
BOY lifts his arms as if he is stretching. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  What’s he doing?  Is he putting his arm around me?   
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Eyes wide again, he freezes.) Wait. Did I use 

deodorant? I did, didn’t I? I don’t remember! 
 
BOY drops his arms back down. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Maybe not. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  (Struggling to recall.)  I know I showered, but I can’t 

remember deodorant.  I was so nervous, I might have forgotten.  I 
don’t know! 

GIRL’S BRAIN:  He smells really good.  I wonder if he’s using cologne. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  I stink.  I probably stink.  All right, check, but be 

COOOOOL. 
 
BOY tries to discreetly smell his own armpit while scratching his nose 
with his shoulder. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  I wish he WOULD put his arm around me.  Then I 

would know for sure. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Can’t tell.  I’d better not risk it. 
 
BOY keeps his arms tight against his body. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  I’m not just imagining it, right?  Does he feel it, too? 
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BOY’S BRAIN:  (Sadly.)  Oh, who am I kidding?  Why would SHE like 
ME?  I’m delusional.  I’m just going to watch the movie, say good 
night, and then try to find somebody on my own level, like a horribly 
mutated lab experiment. 

GIRL’S BRAIN:  He’s so handsome, it makes my brain hurt. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Clearly, she’s too good for me. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Clearly, he’s too good for me. 
 
In unison, ALL four hang their heads in sadness.  Pause.  After a 
moment, the GIRL and GIRL’S BRAIN lift their heads back up at the 
same time. 
 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  (Continues.)  But he DID ask. 
BOY’S BRAIN:  Let this be a lesson.  From now on… don’t aim too 

high. 
GIRL’S BRAIN:  Yep, he asked.  He did his part.  Would it be too 

forward if I made a move, or would I just be doing MY part?  
Something tells me he needs me to do my part.  Fortune favors the 
bold, they say.  (Pause.)  Time to be bold. 

 
GIRL’S BRAIN holds her breath and closes her eyes. While still looking 
forward at the TV, GIRL reaches over, takes BOY’S closest hand, and 
wraps his arm around her shoulder, moving a little closer in the 
process.  BOY is taken completely by surprise.  BOY’S BRAIN’s jaw 
drops again, and he watches this in stunned silence; he has to grab 
onto the back of the couch for support, to keep from fainting.  He tries 
to make a sound but can’t. GIRL looks over at BOY hopefully, checking 
to see if this is OK. GIRL’S BRAIN opens one eye to watch his reaction 
tentatively. 
 
GIRL:  (Quietly.)  Hi. 
BOY:  (Quietly.)  Hi. 
 
GIRL and BOY both smile at each other, then face forward again to 
watch the TV, still smiling.  GIRL’S BRAIN, satisfied, relaxes, hugs 
herself tight and smiles. 
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BOY’S BRAIN:  (With an ecstatic fist pump.)  YYYESSS!!! 
 
BOY’S BRAIN and GIRL’S BRAIN begin dancing wildly in celebration.  
BOY and GIRL settle into a little snuggle.  ALL FOUR have huge smiles 
on their faces.  The dancing continues by both BRAINS as the lights 
go out. 
 
 

THE END 
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