
Crazy, for Good. 
A Play, 
By Lisa Christian. 
 
 
[Scene] Lisa runs in and hits some peds. 

Lisa: Whack, I got them. 

Police: Oh, no you don’t Lisa. 

Gale of Wind: We’ll take you to where you’ll no longer feel passion to shame. 

[Scene] Ambulance holds Lisa and leads her over to the van. 

Ambulance: This way Sweetheart, is that tights?! *as he tests the belt, but grabs my crotch by 

mistake.* 

[Scene] Zooming to BanksHouse. 

BanksHouse: Welcome to BanksHouse, Lisa, we’ll have your dinner tray ready and a nice safe bed, 

cold but with the cleanest of cotton sheets and disinfectant aroma in the room, like you love. 

Me: Thank you. *smiling*. 

[Scene] Next day. Puss in boots does the diagnosis. 

Puss in boots: Today we’ll change you on to a medicine that won’t hurt and you’ll love it and we’ll 

call it a chemistry reducer. 

Me: But I thought I was puss in boots, I’m the one going through this. 

Puss in Boots: No, we’ll call you porcelain, for you no longer will feel a physical tingle of touch from 

your lovers. It’s this or go to jail, for we do not support your abruptness to anyone. 

Me: So be it then, I am Lisette, the porcelain doll. I will no longer know what your screams of joy 

mean, but I will know what it feels to be calm and safe. 

Puss in boots: That’s right Porcelain. 

Puss in boots: And what of Milky, are you still in love? He asked for you to no longer call out his 

name, even when you’re in love. 

Nurse: You are in love, aren’t you? *Peering in, ready to capture me for a strange love syndrome* 

Me: I care for Milky. 

Nurse: Your love is untrue I believe, you’ve imagined. Don’t worry, we’ll worry you out of feeling 

anything. 

Me: I swear some people might be obeying the law but they’re doing everything they can to hurt 

me, that’s what’s a shit. 

Gale the wind: No it’s not and I will take from you your power to feel, your power to love, your 

power to live and of course, your power to cry. 

Me: But you must admit, you cannot stop the good. 



[Scene] The cold psychiatrist and the caseworker come to visit. 

The cold psychiatrist: Porcelain, we’ve sent you hear so that you can find rest. So that you’ll no 

longer be in angst at your neighbour or your parents or anyone that threatens to harm. In doing so, 

we are taking away your wings to fly, because we believe we can and we will change you to being as 

still as an ornament to our request, because we relish in fear and vanquish strife. 

The accomplice caseworker: You can’t escape us, but we’ll support you in whatever we can. 

Me: and you cannot escape the good. 

Audience: *cheeky outcry* Good luck. *smirking.* 

 
The end. 
 
 


