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MIND OVER MATTER 
by  

Edan Schappert  
 

 (Cast can be two men, two women, or man and woman.) 
 
CAST: 
 
BRAIN-an intellectual. Has a tall, slender body. Has a very haughty 
look on face. Wears a gray leotard. 
STOMACH-a robust worker, slightly overweight and paunchy. Wears 
a pink leotard. 
 
AT RISE:  BRAIN is reclining on the top of a stepladder. 
STOMACH is sitting on floor and is sorting out many colored 
items spread out on the floor. A shovel is nearby. STOMACH 
puts some items in imaginary pigeon holes nearby, and shovels 
the rest occasionally. 
 
(There is a slight churning noise in the background.) 
 
STOMACH:  Look at what he’s drinking… 
BRAIN:  (sarcastically) The fun begins! 
STOMACH:  He has a green soda with artificial colors! 
BRAIN:  Don’t bother me. I’m working on a calculation. 
STOMACH:  What a nerd! 
BRAIN:  Mutual. 
STOMACH:  Mutual for me as well…whatever that means. 
BRAIN:  (rolls eyes) Your lack of vocabulary is deplorable. It’s what 

comes from eating rather than thinking. 
STOMACH:  Hphmmm! 
BRAIN:  I suppose I should pity you. 
STOMACH:  Maybe you should thank me. 
BRAIN:  For what? Disturbing me as I was doing important mind 

work? 
STOMACH:  Hey, buddy! You’re not as high and mighty as you think. 

Just because you’re the brains of this operation… 
BRAIN:  Means I don’t have to take advice from the resident 

stomach. (pauses…under his or her breath) What a pathetic 
existence. 

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



Mind Over Matter – Page 3 
 
STOMACH:  You’re a know-it-all jerk, but I don’t have time for you 

right now. 
BRAIN:  Good! 
STOMACH:  Our human is starting with the artificially flavored 

barbecue nachos. (fans face) These junk food fumes and 
preservatives drive me crazy. What’s the expiration date on that 
bag? 

BRAIN:  2008 
STOMACH:  Can you imagine how many chemicals are used to 

preserve something for that long? And then it’s my job to sort and 
process them into the body. 

BRAIN:  Must you complain so? 
STOMACH:  (looks up at brain) You’d complain too, if you were 

down here getting things thrown at you all the time. 
BRAIN:  (haughtily) But I am not down there…I am above the 

common element…this has been clearly established. 
STOMACH:  (sorts out small items on floor) Big deal. 
BRAIN:  I am at the very top of this structure…at the head. Which of 

course is the rightful place for a delicate, sensitive, brilliant 
mechanism such as I. 

STOMACH:  Yeah, Brain. Terrific. But can’t you pitch in with a little 
teamwork? 

BRAIN:  (sighs) There is absolutely no sense in discussing the finer, 
more intellectual aspects of life with a plain, unimaginative worker 
such as you. 

STOMACH:  At least I work…I accomplish something around here! 
BRAIN:  You think I don’t accomplish things? Reclining up here year 

after year…thinking about great and lofty matters? 
STOMACH:  (grumpy) Great and lofty matters. (stands up and 

starts shoveling items on ground) Have you ever tried to move 
along huge globs of food all day long? 

BRAIN:  Please, Stomach…spare me the details of your obnoxious 
little labors. 

STOMACH:  And how about separating nutrients and getting them 
categorized properly…and getting food particles into the right 
condition…and then getting the right juices flowing! 

BRAIN:  Disgusting. 
STOMACH:  Listen, you! I’m hard working, I do a good job, and I’m 

proud of what I do! 
BRAIN:  Where is the gentleness of your soul…where is the beauty in 

your life? 
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STOMACH:  There’s plenty of beauty in the way I operate my shop 

down here! 
BRAIN:  But you’re always grumbling, making awful noises, and 

acting up! 
STOMACH:  You’d act up too if you had pizza and anchovies thrown 

on you day after day. I’ve told you that Jerry is eating too 
much…can’t you communicate with him and get him to 
understand? 

BRAIN:  I’ve given up trying to communicate with Jerry. 
STOMACH:  The man’s innards are breaking down. There are signs 

of break-down all over his body. 
BRAIN:  Oh, drivel with the body! 
STOMACH:  (holds head in hands) Frankly, I can’t cope with this 

crazy overeating. I wish the man had some common sense. 
BRAIN:  Well, leave me out. I don’t deal in common anything. 
STOMACH:  I can only talk to him in rumblings and slight pains. It’s 

your job to actually talk to him. 
BRAIN:  He’s never listened to me, and I’ve given up trying. He 

leaves 90 percent of me unused. (pinches arm) His body is 
actually getting flabby from not being used. 

STOMACH:  Take a look outside…what he’s done today. 
BRAIN:  (peers down from ladder) He played games on the 

computer and watched TV…there’s an empty pizza box on his 
table…half eaten jalapeno peppers on a plate. 

STOMACH:  (holds stomach and burps) No wonder I feel this way. 
(pause) Now why are we out on the town again? 

BRAIN:  Jerry has a date…at least he wore a clean shirt. He took my 
advice on that point, fortunately. Good boy, good boy. Now 
PLEASE go out with one of your smarter girlfriends. Please! I 
need some intellectual stimulation. 

STOMACH:  Where are we going? 
BRAIN:  He’s getting out of his car. We’re going to the restaurant 

where he’s meeting his date. 
STOMACH:  Oh, please be a woman who doesn’t want to eat junk 

food! 
BRAIN:  It looks like a very classy restaurant…I believe it’s Italian. 
STOMACH:  Oh, swell. Rich food again. 
BRAIN:  I hope he’s meeting that studious, quiet, wonderful girl he 

was with last week. 
STOMACH:  Yes, the one that made him eat his vegetables. That 

was a nutritious and simple dinner for me to handle. All parts of 
the body were grateful for that food. 
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BRAIN:  Oh, no! It’s the ditz! He’s dating the ditz! 
STOMACH:  The one who used to order the pound Whoppers 

dripping with cheese and bacon grease? 
BRAIN:  Yes, that one. 
STOMACH:  (rocks back and forth) I’m getting seasick…Jerry’s 

breathing too fast. 
BRAIN:  It’s the woman…she’s tickling him and squealing, (mimics 

the woman in a high Valley Girl voice) “Oh, Jerry, like for sure 
you are so cute, cute, CUTE! For sure, I mean, like, you 
know…you are adorable!” Oh, she is SO stupid. Her brain is 
absolutely no match for Jerry’s brain… How can I intellectualize 
with that? 

STOMACH:  What are they doing now? 
BRAIN:  They’re starting with the hors d’oeuvres. 
STOMACH:  (Jumps, looks down in front of him. A red piece of 

cardboard is thrown at him.) Yuck. Red pepper stuffed with 
extra hot, garlicky sausage. How am I supposed to handle this? 

BRAIN:  Just sort it and stow it away as usual. 
STOMACH:  (begins unwrapping and sorting the food, puts it in 

make-believe pigeon holes nearby) Brain, things are tense 
down here. If Jerry’s not careful, I’m going to turn into knots. 

BRAIN:  Not knots! I can’t stand it when you turn into knots! That’s 
when Jerry’s gastric juice gets so high it almost reaches up to me. 

STOMACH:  Can’t you kick him or something? 
BRAIN:  Brains communicate. Brains do not kick. 
STOMACH:  Can you get any of your brainpower out to him? 
BRAIN:  (snobby) I put nothing out. I sit here with wisdom…a person 

can come and get it or not. We do not force ourselves on anyone. 
That is the way we in the brain trust operate. 

STOMACH:  (looks at floor, brown paper pieces thrown at him, 
HE “Sorts” them) Now look what’s coming down…pepperoni 
slices…why does that man have to eat pepperoni? 

BRAIN:  I will not talk about food anymore. Food is your job. Carry on 
with your lowly little plumbing chores, Stomach. I’m going back to 
ruminating on lofty matters. Over and out. 

STOMACH:  You can’t turn me off. There’s something wrong down 
here. 

BRAIN:  That’s no concern of mine. 
STOMACH:  Look, Brain, Jerry’s starting to get an ulcer…I can feel 

it…right here. 
BRAIN:  Please. Must you be so gross? 
STOMACH:  It really aches. 
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BRAIN:  I don’t want to talk about such morbid things. 
STOMACH:  But you’ve got to convey the message. 
BRAIN:  What message? 
STOMACH:  Tell Jerry about his ulcer. 
BRAIN:  (angrily) I do not discuss mundane items such as ulcers and 

assorted maladies! Is that clear? I am a creature of exquisite 
intellect…and my destiny is to deal in elegant matters such as art 
and the other finer things of life! 

STOMACH:  But we’ve GOT to do something! 
BRAIN:  (gestures and speaks dramatically) Ah, to be surrounded 

by art! That is my passion! Why…some have even said that I am a 
work of art. Just take a look at me…sheer intricate ridges and 
finely chiseled valleys. And my colors…have you ever seen such 
shimmering shades of gray and pink? Ah, yes! I am art! Art is me! 
Art is life! Life is art! 

STOMACH:  Shhh…be quiet a minute. 
BRAIN:  (grandiosely) Ah! Art! 
STOMACH:  SHHH! 
 
(sound of soft pumping noise) 
 
BRAIN:  And let us not forget the masters! Rubens! Rembrandt! 

Renoir! And the great thinkers…Socrates! Plato! Aristotle! 
STOMACH:  (scared) Hey, Brain? 
BRAIN:  And shall we ever do enough intellectual justice to the greats 

in music? Beethoven, Bach and Brahms! Ah! The names literally 
ring with the delicate echo of the richest poetry. 

STOMACH:  Hey, Brain? 
 
(pumping noise gets louder) 
 
BRAIN:  (faster now) And the ratio of the square root, as well as the 

hypotenuse, of course. The exponent of that power to which a 
fixed number must be raised in order to produce a given number! 
Brilliant! Simply brilliant! Combinatorial analysis … the theory of 
fractions … geometric ratio of… 

STOMACH:  (shouts) HEY, BRAIN! 
BRAIN:  (shouts back) WHAT IS IT, YOU INSENSITIVE ORGAN 

YOU! 
STOMACH:  There’s been a sound going on upstairs. 
BRAIN:  (annoyed) The sound of what! 
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STOMACH:  Pounding. (imitates a pounding noise) “Puh-pump, 

puh-pump, puh-pump – puh-PUH-pump!” 
BRAIN:  It’s simply that mundane heart doing its thing. 
STOMACH:  The beat doesn’t sound right. 
 
(pumping noise very loud) 
 
BRAIN:  (waves hand in an annoyed gesture) I don’t have time to 

discuss the beating problems of organs. 
STOMACH:  But… 
BRAIN:  But nothing. Now, where was I. Ah, 

yes…Schopenhauer…Kafka…Rimsky Korsakoff…the greats. 
STOMACH:  That high-falootin’ stuff you’re saying may be important, 

but I’m having problems with this food 
BRAIN:  Food! Is that all you can think of? 
STOMACH:  It’s all I know. 
BRAIN:  Don’t you know anything about psychology and emotions 

and angst? 
STOMACH:  Angst I know. Angst I’ve got. 
BRAIN:  It’s his unchecked emotions that cause his problems. 
STOMACH:  But his problems are our problems, Brain. 
 
(loud sound of fizzing) 
 
BRAIN:  Listen to that fizzing noise! What’s going on. 
STOMACH:  (licks his lips) They gave him some seltzer. 
BRAIN:  (sarcastic) Well, of course, seltzer will solve everything! The 

waiter gave him that. Oh, you dummies! Send him home and get 
that woman away from him! 

STOMACH:  I hear an avalanche coming my way. What did he order? 
BRAIN:  Looks like flaming Florentine ribs with hot peppers and chili 

sauce. 
STOMACH:  Perfect. I’ll be on fire all night. 
BRAIN:  Who cares…I’m not going to get involved in Jerry’s messes. 
STOMACH:  Oh, yeah. I forgot…you’re too good to get involved. 
BRAIN:  The shrieking of that Shirley! She’s giggling and clapping her 

hands and carrying on so loudly! (imitates her) “Like, Jerry, I 
mean, you know, like if you aren’t the most like, I mean, cutesy-
wootsy thing like EVER!” (imitates her giggling) It’s piercing right 
through me! The awful screaming and laughing of that…that…that 
dopey woman is getting to me! What could possibly be so funny? 
She’s got to stop. SHE’S GOT TO STOP. 

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



Mind Over Matter – Page 8 
 
STOMACH:  What’s the matter with you, Brain? 
 
(loud restaurant clattering noises) 
 
BRAIN:  (covers ears with hands) It’s the noise. Her voice cuts the 

air like a knife! And there’s such a cacophony of loud music and 
clattering plates and everything else in the restaurant. I can’t stand 
it…and it’s getting louder. 

 
(a grinding noise gets louder) 
 
STOMACH:  I don’t hear a thing with all this grinding noise down 

here. 
BRAIN:  That’s the problem! You don’t have the proximity to the 

auditory canal that I have. I am sitting right by the tympanic 
membrane, the cochlea and that eardrum that won’t stop banging! 

STOMACH:  Brain, please calm down. 
BRAIN:  I can’t calm down, you fool. The noise is creating a pain in 

my lateral lobe…now in my entire cerebellum. 
STOMACH:  Take it easy. 
BRAIN:  It’s becoming cerebro-spinal! 
STOMACH:  What is? 
BRAIN:  THE PAIN – IN ME – THE BRAIN! This is important! 
STOMACH:  And when I have pain, it isn’t important? Hah! 
BRAIN:  This is no time to bicker. The intense pain is in my cortex! 

My cerebellum! And now to my medulla oblongata! 
STOMACH:  If you would tell me what to do to help you. 
BRAIN:  I must have an instant examination! 
STOMACH: You’ve got to tell Jerry. 
BRAIN:  Jerry’s ignoring me. He’s smiling and laughing at that idiot 

woman. (imitates JERRY) “Why, sure, honey Shirley, you ARE 
my favorite girl! And I feel fine now. You know why? Because I’m 
with YOU!” Look at her shrieking and cackling. Why doesn’t he tell 
her to be quiet? I need soothing quiet. Oh, the pain! 

 
(many colored pieces of cardboard thrown at him) 
 
STOMACH:  (starts separating things on floor) Here comes the 

avalanche. Dinner’s started, Brain…my busy hour…I’ve got to 
start sorting it. 

 
(grinding noises) 
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BRAIN:  And the chomping noises coming from his mouth are 

excruciating. 
STOMACH:  He’s eating so fast tonight I can hardly keep up with him. 
BRAIN:  (calm) Jerry…it’s me, your brain, talking to you. Now, listen, 

you can’t let me down this way. I’m the only brain you have. 
Forget your dinner…forget the ditz. I need to go to the hospital. 
Stat! Stat! 

STOMACH:  (sorts things faster) He’s stowing away this dinner like 
crazy. 

BRAIN:  (softly) Jerry? I know we’ve never had much in common, but 
now you’ve got to listen to me. I know you’re a young guy and 
want to live it up…but that’s what the word living means…to live. 
We want to live, don’t we, Jerry? Now, put down the knife. Put 
down the knife, Jerry. Just do as I say, and everything will be 
okay. OUCH! My thalamus! My cerebral cortex! Jerry, I insist on 
getting a response from you! Now cut out the kidding around – call 
911 and let’s go! Are you listening to me? 

 
(two small white round cushions thrown to STOMACH) 
 
STOMACH:  (looks down at floor) He’s sent down some aspirin to 

cover up the pain. 
BRAIN:  THAT will solve nothing! It’s just a cover up! Don’t do this to 

me, kid. (starts to sniffle) 
STOMACH:  (throws the two pillows up to BRAIN) Here’s the 

aspirin, Brain. Catch! (BRAIN doesn’t catch pillows. BRAIN’S 
head plops toward the floor. STOMACH looks up at him. ) 
NOW what’s happened? 

BRAIN:  Jerry’s head has fallen! 
STOMACH:  Well, do something! 
BRAIN:  It’s difficult at the moment. I’m head deep in chili sauce. 
STOMACH:  Can you see what’s going on? 
BRAIN:  (still with face down) Jerry’s date is saying, (imitates 

Shirley’s voice) “Why, Jerry, hon, I mean, like your face has just 
fallen into your chili sauce! Sit up, Jerry! Sit up! Emergency! 
Emergency! Call 911…he needs help. HE NEEDS HELP!” 

STOMACH:  (excited) Shirley to the rescue! 
BRAIN:  Thank goodness her brain is working! 
STOMACH:  Maybe 911 could find a stomach pump somewhere. 

(holds stomach) 
BRAIN: SHIRLEY’S BRAIN has pulled us through! We’re getting help! 
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