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CHARACTERS

	MYCA
	A woman having a Near-Death Experience

	BRENT
	A doctor

	ANNA
	Another doctor

	ONE
	The best description of One will depend on your personal philosophy






SETTING

An operating room.
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THE BOUNDARIES OF ONE’S SELF by Jeff Dunne
(Two doctors, Anna and Brent, stand on either side of an operating table where they are focused intently on saving Myca’s life.  To one side of the stage, One is sitting cross-legged on the ground.  Lights come up to reveal Myca sitting bolt upright, as if just receiving a major shock.)

Myca
AAHHHH!

Brent
Hold that!

Anna
I’ve got—  To the left, get the—

Brent
I’m on it!

Myca
(Looking around in confusion…)
Wha…  Where am I?  What’s going on.

(One chuckles.  Myca stands up and looks around.)

Why am I in an operating room?  What am I—

(Myca sees herself on the table, and almost collapses in shock.)

That… Th- that’s me.

One
Aren’t we all.

(Myca suddenly becomes aware of One.)

Myca
Who are you?

(One chuckles again, a little louder than the first time.)

What?  Did I say something funny?

One
Kind of.

Myca
Do you want to let me in on the joke?  Because I’m not getting it.  Aren’t we all?  Aren’t we all what?

One 
You.  Or I suppose I could say me.  Or—

Myca
I think you’re a little too short to be me.

One
Maybe I’m just further away than you think.  Size is mostly a matter of perspective.

Myca
Right.

One
Right.

Anna
Pressure’s now 78 over 45.

Brent
Goddammit!

(One chuckles yet again.)

Myca
What does all that mean?  

One
Blood pressure.  It’s low.  They’re worried.

Myca
Worried.

One
That you might be… umm… on the way out.


Myca
In other words that I’m going to die.

One
Something like that.

Myca
What happened to me?

One
Oh, you know how life is.  Things happen.  Terrible things.  Accidental things.  (Pause.)  Even unfair things.  

Myca
What happened!?!

One
An explosion.  You were driving and… stuff.  Don’t get caught up in the details.  They don’t matter right now.

Myca
Are you a doctor?

One
Uhh… I don’t have a degree.

Myca
Am I going to die?

One
Everyone dies.  The question is—

Myca
Yeah, yeah.  The question is whether it’s now or later.  You’re not much use, are you?

One
I was going to say, the question is… do you even know what death is?

Myca
The end of life?

One
Oh, that game.  Sure, then let’s trip the light semantic.  Fine.  Do you know what life is?

Myca
What?

One
That’s an irritating habit.

Myca
What?

One
This thing that you do, replying to everything by saying ‘what’.  It’s annoying.

Myca
What are you talk—

(There’s a sustained tone as a heart monitor alerts of a lost pulse.)

Brent
SHIT!

Anna
Get the—

Brent
I got it.  Clear!!

(Myca stumbles as the doctors apply the defibrillator.  The tone stops.)

One
That was close.

Myca
What—

(The tone again.)

Brent
I got it I got it I got it!

(Brent uses the defibrillator again.  The tone stops.)


One
Seriously.  Enough with the ‘whats’ and ‘I should be confuseds’ and all that crap.  You gotta shake yourself out of that if we’re going to make any headway here.

Myca
(Nervous, hesitant…)
Okay.

One
Good.  Better.  Very good.  Now… do you know what life is?  Or death.  Either is fine.  If you can explain one of them, you’ve explained them both.

(Myca looks like she is about to say ‘what’ again, but stops herself.)

Myca
I…  Sure.  Life is… you know, being alive.

One
Like chocolate is chocolate.  And happiness is when you’re happy.  (Dripping with sarcasm…) Nice. Good, quality answer.

Myca
It’s…  (She suddenly realizes that she doesn’t really know.)

One
(Sincerely.) Good.

Myca
What’s good?

One 
That you realize you don’t really know.  A lot of people go on at length trying to defend stupid answers… wasting a lot of time.  A lot of people die that way.

Myca
Who are you??

One
(Ignoring the question completely.)
But here we’ve skipped that, and gotten right to the point.  What is life?  Or death.  Explain one and you—

Myca
—explained the other.

One
Right.

Myca
So… what is it?  Life.

One
Well, let’s take it logically.

Myca
Nothing about this feels very logical.

One
That’s because you’re in unfamiliar territory.  Allow me lay out a few things, and then maybe we can figure this out together.

(Myca nods.)

You’re in the middle of what some might call a Near-Death Experience.  Or an NDE, as some people like to call it.  Others might describe it as an Out-of-Body experience.  Or an OBE.  People do love their acronyms, don’t they?

Myca
I’ve heard of that.  But they say it isn’t a real thing.

One
Do they.  Who says that?

Myca
I don’t know.  Doctors.  Scientists.  You know, them, whoever they are.

One
You are literally in the middle of one right now, and you’re going to take the word of some anonymous them over your own experience?

Myca
I…






One
It may be the case that some people in the world don’t have experiences that go beyond stale, absurd materialism… folks who have practiced really hard to ignore every experience that they can’t capture on video.  But those people are actually really rare.  And they’re really unfortunate.  I’d think twice before allowing them to dictate what you should believe.

Myca
But the doctors—

One
Most doctors know damn well that these experiences happen, and that they’re real.  They just can’t go on record talking about it.  It’s a certification thing.  Anyway, we’ve gotten off topic.  What are the facts.  Fact:  You, the you I’m talking to, is right here.  And the you that is all that meat stuff is lying on the table over there.  So what can we conclude from this?

Myca
I don’t know.

One
Stop it.  You just want someone to feed you answers so you don’t have to take responsibility for them yourself.  (Beat.) Try again.  What can we conclude?

Myca
(Pauses to think, then…)
That there’s more to me than a body?

One
Yes!  Yes yes yes.  Exactly.  Exactly right.

Anna
Shit.  Pressure’s still way too low.

Brent
Ephedrine?

Anna
Yeah.  Start with five.

Myca
What’s that about?


One
Ehh, blood pressure again.  Don’t worry about it.

Myca
Don’t worry about it?  Seems like I should be extremely worried about it.

One
Want to know a secret?

Myca
(Confused by the unexpected question…)
What?!

(Sustained tone again…  Brent grabs for the defibrillator.)

Sorry, sorry.  I forgot.

(The tone stops.  Brent and Anna are confused, but get back to work.)

What’s the secret?

One
That stuff (pointing to Myca’s body on the table)…  is a manifestation of this stuff (pointing to the Myca who is in the conversation).  Not the other way around.  That stuff (pointing to Myca’s body on the table) is just your way of explaining yourself… to yourself.

Myca
Okay…

One
That’s why you can keep talking to me when all your brain activity shuts down over there.

Myca
Oookaaayyy…

One
Which brings us back to the original question.

Myca
What is life.  And death.

Anna
Damn it!  She just isn’t responding!

Brent
Another five ephedrine.

One
So?  (Looking at the doctors, then back to Myca)  Does that mean you figured it out?

Myca
What’s happening to me?

One
You’re letting go.  Becoming aware that you’re more than can be encapsulated by a physical body.  You’re expanding.  Now, life… death… Tell me what they are.  You know.  And moreover, you know you know.

Myca
(With a weird cast to her expression…)
Life…  Life is constraining yourself to live… to exist within a set of rules… containing one’s self in a physical body.  Those rules.

One
And death?

Myca
Death is… is… releasing yourself from those constraints.  (Shakes her head.)  How do I know this??

One
Because you’re letting go of your constraints.  And without them, you can connect with any knowledge, any wisdom, that you wish.

Myca
So I’m dying.

One
If you choose.

Myca
And if I choose to live?  Can I choose that?

One
If you know what it is that you’re choosing… and if you know why you’re choosing it, then sure.  You can choose that.

Myca
Why… why I’m choosing life?

(The flatline tone returns.  The doctors scramble, trying to resuscitate Myca in the background.  Myca watches, passive and unflustered.)

One
The reason is everything.  That’s what matters.  The only thing that matters, really.  Do you really want to live?  Live in that body?  Live as that Myca?  Not making the choice out of fear… knowing that if you don’t go back into that body, you’ll continue to exist. You’ll be free to know anything you want to know… be anything you want to be.  You will continue, no matter what, and be as limitless as you wish.

Myca
Then I choose… to be alive.

One
Tell me why.

Myca
Because.  Because.  (Pause.)  Because it’s the difference between reading a synopsis and watching the movie.  It’s the difference between always being warm, and sitting down by the fire after coming in from the cold.  It’s the difference between earning your first paycheck… and just having everything all the time.

One
Now that sounds like life.  A life worth living.  A life worth lusting after.  A life with value.

(One smiles.)

Myca
(Turning to face the operating table.)
Am I going to remember this?

One
Maybe.  Some do, others don’t.  It depends on whether it will help you enjoy the ride, or take away from it.  Everyone’s different that way.

(Myca walks back to the table.)

Myca
And you…  You’re really me?

One
Right.  (Pause.)  From a distance.

(Myca nods.)

Ready to hop back onto the roller coaster?

(Myca nods again.)

It isn’t going to be pleasant.  Not right away, at least.

(Myca sits on the end of the table.)

Myca
I know.  

(One nods at her.  Myca nods back.)

Thanks.

One
Don’t be silly.  I didn’t do anything.

(Lights out as the tone stops.)

Brent
She’s breathing again. 

Anna
What’d you do?

Brent
I… Nothing.  I… I didn’t do anything.

(End of Scene)
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