Inside Out 
Scene 1
Lizzy: I wore your sweater today.

Billy: Why?

Lizzy: I wanted to smell your smell.

Billy: Oh.

Lizzy: Is that okay?

Billy: Are you trying to say you miss me?

Lizzy: Would that be okay?

Billy: No.

Lizzy: Oh.

(Lizzy sits quietly for a moment, then speaks.)
You know how they say there’s a person for everyone?

Billy: Yeah.

Lizzy: Do you believe it?

Billy: A person that makes us pull our hair out everyday, a person that makes us want to scream, a person that we can’t get out of our head, try though we might—yeah, I believe it.

Lizzy: Should we sell the house?

Billy: That’s kind of random isn’t it?

Lizzy: Sometimes I wish life were more random.

Billy: Then maybe you wouldn’t be so crazy, huh?

Lizzy: Then maybe it would be okay to be crazy. I’d like it to be okay. I’ve always had a thing for crazy, you know. Did you know?

Billy: No. I just always thought you were crazy.

Lizzy: Nope, not crazy, just a thing for it. It actually has a texture for me. It almost has a taste. It’s like lying down in the middle of a grassy field on a sunny day in spring and not worrying about anything, but then a gigantic tiger comes along—so random. It’s like the tobacco on Jessica Lange’s tongue when she played Francis Farmer. I went with my mom to that movie. She practically had to carry me out I was so hysterical, and it had just come out, so there was a long line of people waiting for the next show and I couldn’t stop crying. Crying and crying as though I was being carried off somewhere to have a piece of my brain removed. Needlessly. Maliciously. 

It seems like there’s a certain sound to it, too, but it’s never the same, the voice of it, and that’s part of its charm. It never really looks the same. It’s always different. 

It’s not like our crazy—always the same, over and over again, not really at all random, you know?

Billy: I’m sorry you’re so fucking bored. 

Lizzy: So am I.

Scene 2

Lizzy: I wore your pants today.

Billy: My smell again?

Lizzy: I wanted to see what it would feel like to be you.

Billy: What’d you think?

Lizzy: Kind of fun.

Billy: Why is that?

Lizzy: Get to do anything I want.

Billy: Is that how it is to be me?

Lizzy: Isn’t it?

Billy: If you say so.

Lizzy: I do.

Billy: So what’d you do?

Lizzy: Drink, lie, cheat.

Billy: Did you have fun?

Lizzy; It rocked. Pants were a little too big, though. 

Scene 3

Lizzy: I wore your hat today.

Billy: Don’t tell me. You wanted to give me “head?”

Lizzy: No.

Billy: You wanted to see how I think?

Lizzy: I already know that.

Billy: I can’t tell if you’re dying to be with me, or if you want to be me, but whatever it is you’re pretty fucking into me.

Lizzy: It’s an experiment to get you out of me.

Billy: Try me on till you’ve worn me out and then you can throw me away?

Lizzy: Something like that.

Billy: Ooooh! Should I start wearing your clothes, too?

Lizzy: I can’t imagine that there’s a piece of my clothing that you’d want to get that intimate with.

Billy: So why’d you wear my hat today?

Lizzy: I was cold.

Scene 4

Lizzy: I wore your shoes today.

Billy: Walk a mile…

Lizzy: They’re definitely too big for me.

Billy: Could you even walk in them?

Lizzy: Only like a drunk.

Billy: That must’ve been funny.

Lizzy: I used to think drunks were funny.

Billy: But not anymore?

Lizzy: Charming, brilliant, talented.
Billy: But not funny.

Lizzy: “I’m a drunk. I’m not a drunk. I’m a drunk. I’m not a drunk.” Not funny.

Billy: So what’d you do after you walked around in my shoes like a drunk?
Lizzy: I kicked them off and then I danced around the room. For like an hour I danced around and around the room. I turned on some music and danced and danced till I was sweating a lot. Then I threw your shoes out the window and I locked all the doors.

Billy: Which shoes?

Lizzy: Your new ones.

Billy: My fucking new shoes?! 

Lizzy: Yeah. Then I was going to just drive away, but I couldn’t find my keys.

Billy: Well, that’s typical.

Lizzy: That’s what I thought. And I started getting mad at myself. How fucking typical to lose my keys, just when I’m ready to make my grand exit. And I started really beating up on myself. How stupid can I be? How irresponsible? I mean can’t I do anything right? But then I saw my little shoes. And I went over to them and I put them on and they were like butter and they practically kissed my feet and they were just right and I thought, you don’t need the keys, you can walk. Even if it’s right around the block, you can walk, because you know you’re never coming back. 

Billy: (He goes to her and grabs her hair.) Go get my shoes.

Lizzy: But the thing is, your shoes don’t fit me. I can’t even fucking walk in them. I mean they’re too big and they hurt. Just walking in them a little hurt, but trying it everyday, that really hurts and well, what I figured out was, I bet that even hurts you.

Billy: Go fucking get them! (He pushes her.) 

Lizzy: Well, I would, but they’re yours and I don’t need them.

Billy: Do you want me to hurt you?!

Lizzy: I think I did.

Billy: You did? Well if you don’t want that anymore, you better go ahead and get them and then get out.

Lizzy: Yes. I think that’s a good idea. (She goes to get the shoes. She brings them back and kneels down placing them by his feet as though she might be bringing him his slippers after a hard day’s work.)
Because they’re your shoes, and I think if they’re going to hurt anybody, it should be you. 

(As she rises to go, she spots her keys under the couch.)

Oh, there they are.

(She grabs her keys and exits.)
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