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Was I Just Here? 

THE SETTING: A small, quiet, dimly lit den. A stereo is softly 
playing music suitable for lovemaking. There is a rocking chair in 
a corner of the room. There are a coffee table and two small end 
tables around a large, comfortable sofa. On the coffee table are 
two empty glasses, two album covers, and a few magazines. On 
the sofa are a MAN and a WOMAN, who appear to be in the early 
stages of what promises to be a very romantic evening. 

AT RISE: MAN and WOMAN are engaging in a very warm, tender 
kiss. They may emit some "yummy" sounds (but let's not get carried 
away). At some moment, when they choose to break, the dialogue 
may begin. 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

Mmmmmmmm . . . .  

Was I j ust here? 

Huh? (PAUSE) What? 

Was I just here? 

(LAUGHS, PAUSES) Yes. I th ink that was you. 
(SHE KISSES HIM) 

That was wei rd! (HE SITS UP STRAIGHTER) 

I thought it was rather n ice! 

No, no. The kiss was n ice. But the moment 
was real ly strange. 

Should I be offended? 

No. No, not at al l .  It d idn 't have anyth ing to do 
with you. 

I should be offended. 
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MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

No. Really. I just, uh,  it 's hard to explain. My 
mind was real ly  at peace-it's so n ice to be 
alone with you-1 was so comfortable that al l  
my defenses-my inh ib itions-had s l ipped 
away. The whole world was gone except for 
you and me. 

That's nice! I don't thi n k  that's so weird. 

That's not the weird part. . .  Sometimes when I 
feel at peace . . .  real ly at peace . . .  oh, I don't 
know, am I making any sense? 

I thi nk  I'm sti l l  back at "was I just here?" 

In that instant, just before I said that, d idn 't you 
notice anyth ing? Someth ing d ifferent about 
me? Maybe a long moment of noth ingness? 
(PAUSE) Yeah! Maybe when I perceived I was 
here, you cou ldn't! Didn't you notice anything? 

Wel l ,  let me see . . .  You know, your tongue sort 
of . . .  (SH E  THINKS BETTER OF CONTINUING) 
No. Noth ing u nusual. 

I don't mean that. (PAUSE) I ,  uh, guess you 
thi nk  I 'm just zon ing out on you. I 'm sorry. It's 
j ust that somehow, right now, in this moment, 
this fi n ite, ti ny piece of time, this seems so 
important. (HE WAITS FOR A REACTION, 
GETS NONE) I 'm not talk ing about a fleeting 
thought here. I mean, I 'm talking about me. 
The real me. The pure essence of me. I was 
just here, wasn't I? Really here. All here. (WAITS 
AGAIN, NO REACTION) Do you fol low any of 
this, or do you think  I 'm nuts? 

No, you're not nuts. I rea l ly don't have any 
idea what you're tal king about, but you're not 
nuts. You're probably just very tired, and as 
you say "at peace" . . .  That is a very strange 
and beautiful feeling. Sometimes I almost forget 
what it's l i ke to experience a tru ly peacefu l 
moment. (KISSES H I M  AGAIN. A LONG, GEN
TLE KISS) Mmmmmm . . .  That's what I cal l  
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MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

peace . . .  And I 'm sure you were just here. 

(AFTER A LONG M O M ENT OF NO RE
SPONSE) Have you ever had an "out  of body 
experience?" 

(A BIT PERTURBED) Is this a d i rty joke? 

(OBLIVIOUS TO HER) I don't know much about 
them, but I th ink  this has something to do with 
them. 

D i rty jokes? 

No. Out of body experiences. Do you know 
what they are? (SH E  SHRUGS) Maybe you 've 
had one and you d idn 't real ize . . .  I 'm not even 
sure myself, but I think  it's the feel ing of watch
ing your  own experience, even being able to 
leave it. Almost l i ke a non-participant. 

You mean l i ke mon itoring yourself-being 
overly self-conscious? 

No. No, that is just being self-conscious. Seeing 
your own actions, but from your own viewpoint. 
What I mean is . . .  wel l ,  feel ing l ike you, the 
real essence of you, your conscious mind,  
leaves your body and observes your, well, wha
tever's left, from above-or from another view
point. (PAUSE) I'm not sayi ng this very wel l ,  
am I?  

Now I 'm beg inn ing  to thi n k  you're nuts! (SH E  
LAUGHS AND KISSES HIM) No, actually, I think 
I have fel t  what you' re describing a few times. 
At least to some degree. 

It is d ist inctly d ifferent from just being self
conscious, though.  It feels a l ittle l i ke "deja 
vu," on ly it's relative to the present. There's a 
defin ite sensation of detach m ent. 

Wel l ,  I th i n k  I know what you mean, but I th i n k  
you have t o  real ize that t h e  "real essence" 
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MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

you're tal king about was real and really there 
before you sensed it. So where does "was I 
j ust here?" come in? 

Hmmmm. You've got me there. I th ink it's got 
something  to do with intensity. Or focus. Or 
density of self-perception.  

Density of self-perception? Listen to you! Since 
when are you so ph i losoph ical? 

Gee, I don't know. ls this ph i losophy? I'm really 
just trying to define . . .  to understand what I 
thin k  I just experienced. 

(MOCK-SERIOUSLY) Hmmm . . .  zou nds l ike 
vi lozophy to me. 

I guess so. Sartre? 

No. s'phi losophy! (SH E  KISSES H I M  AGAIN. 
HE STILL LOOKS LOST) Hey! Are you okay? 

(COMING BACK TO H E R) Oh. Yeah. Real ly. 
Yes, I 'm f ine. I just don't. . .  (HE REALIZES 
HOW LONG THIS HAS BEEN GOING ON. H E  
SMILES AND KISSES HER) You know, you're 
pretty terrific to put up with me. 

You're not bad yourself. 

No, I mean it. You 're real ly a very special lady. 
( H E  KISSES HER ON THE C HEEK) 

Gee whiz,  do you real ly mean it? (SH E  
LAUGHS AND HUGS H I M) Thanks. You're 
right. I am special. Has anyone ever told you, 
you have incredibly good taste in women? 

Yes, all my women tel l  me that. 

I see. Where do you keep "all you r  women"? 

Mostly, l "keep" them at the "Y." It's so m uch 
cheaper than th� Bonaventure. 
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WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

Hmmmm . . .  Dom Perignon taste and a Ripple 
budget. And a ph i losopher, too. (DRAMATI
CALLY) Come and let me kiss the three of 
you! (ANOTHER GENTLE KISS. HE BREAKS 
AWAY, GONE AGAIN.) Don't tell me. You were 
just here again .  

No. 

Then who was it this t ime? 

No, no. It  d idn 't happen agai n . l j ust can't get it 
off of my mind .  What happened before. 

I 'm beg inn ing  to th ink it's going to be on my 
mind for awhi le, too. 

I know what part of it is. You know how most 
of the time we just do th ings naturally. Our  l ife 
is planned. Preprogrammed. We almost au
tomatically do what we have programmed our
selves to do. We aren't real ly i nvolved. Every
th ing is so, well .  . .  

I mpersonal? Unreal? Automatic? 

Yes! Everyth ing!  We're just machines. We pro
gram ourselves when we wake up in the morn
ing, and decisions we think we make are made 
along printed circu its in our  brains. We hardly 
partici pate . . . And . . . I th ink the reason we so 
rarely feel our own true essence is because 
we let it sleep a lmost all the time. 

I don't agree with that at all .  You make it sou nd 
l i ke we're al l  zombies b l i ndly fo l lowi ng some 
master plan. Personal ly, I th i n k  I do actively 
participate in my own l ife. For example, I th i n k  
I want to kiss you! (SHE KISSES H I M  SOM E
WHAT ARROGANTLY) 

(BREAKING AWAY) Aha! Yes! But why did 
you kiss me just now? 

I take back what I said before about you not 
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MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

being n uts. 

No, real ly. I th ink you kissed me just then be
cause at this t ime of day, in  this setti ng,  at this 
moment in  our  relationsh ip, our interaction
it's practically automatic. Now, if you kissed 
me whi le you were, let's say, performing brain 
su rgery-that would be more of a conscious, 
personal decision. 

I would kiss you a lot less often that way, that's 
for sure. M ight be fun "scrubbing up" for a 
kiss, though. (PAUSES) Come to th ink of it, 
though, that's an interesting visual picture. Are 
you the patient? If you are, then maybe you 
could leave your "patient" body, I cou ld leave 
my "surgeon" body, and we could meet some
place. 

You're making fun of me. 

You ' re j ust such a fun kinda guy! 

Stop it !  (PAUSE) Look, I know I spoi led the 
mood, but-

Not yet, you haven't! (SHE STARTS TO KISS 
H I M  AGAIN) 

(STRUGGLING AWAY) M mmmmmm! (HE 
STANDS UP,  WALKS A FEW STEPS AWAY, 
WITH H IS HANDS FORMING A "T") Time out! 
Hold it just a second. Okay. Now, a few minutes 
ago, in th is room, you and I were alone. And 
then I d istinctly felt another entity in the room. 
Was it another "me?" 

(AFTER A SHORT PAUSE, AS IF  SHE'S 
AFRAID SHE'S OPENING A CAN OF WORMS) 
Maybe it was God? 

(THOUGHTFUL, BUT SKEPTICAL) Hmmmm, I 
suppose that's possible. 

If  it seemed l i ke it was you, maybe that has 
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MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

someth ing to do with your bei ng created in 
the i mage and l ikeness of God. 

I real ly can't see God as being that short. Be
sides, I don't th ink he'd pick this part icular 
image and likeness to emu late. (PAUSE) Al
though,  it is some kind of i mage I can't qu ite 
grasp. It seems to d isappear as soon as I try to 
focus on it. The more I th ink  about it, the less 
clear it becomes. 

Now it really sounds l i ke ph i losophy! 

I 'm convi nced it's me. The part of me that l ived 
before my body and the part that w i l l  continue 
on forever. 

I'm sure there's a joke here somewhere, but I 
won't try it. 

My sou l. Or my essence. Maybe my conscious
ness . . . .  

Maybe you r imagination . . .  

Yeah,  maybe it is  just my imag ination. But sti l l ,  
I th i nk  it's something more. (PAUSE) Why don't 
we get reee-el  comfortable again .  Maybe it' l l  
come back, whatever it is .  (TH EY BEGIN TO 
KISS AGAIN.  AFTER AWHI LE, HE BREAKS 
AWAY AGAI N) WAIT! STOP! DON'T GO! Who 
are you? What are you? (HE RISES) 

(TO "IT") And why are you picking on me? 
(TO MAN) Maybe it's the "essence" of my old 
boyfriend. 

It 's gone again .  (HE TURNS AND COMES 
BACK TO HER) Oh, I 'm sorry, honey. This must 
be frustrating for you. 

Wel l ,  it's not too frustrati ng,  but it does have 
me scared. 

Why? 
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WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

You never cal led me "honey" before. I hate 
that! Cou ldn 't you cal l  me "baby", "gorgeous", 
"sweetheart", or even "toots?" 

Toots? Forget it. . .  Damn it, that's frustrati ng.  I 
j ust wish I could catch it, whatever "it" is, long 
enough to understand it .  I 'm sure if I could just 
figure it out, I could use this feel ing .  Like a 
tool .  But I j ust can't seem to hold onto the 
i mage. Maybe it's getting more accessible, 
though .  It never happened twice in one n ight 
before. 

Is this where you tel l  me I'm a great kisser? 

(PAUSE) Do you real ize I just had two g l impses 
of me. Or the spirit of me. Or maybe rea l ly  a 
look at God. 

Don't make any deals with visions of God. I 
saw Love and Death. " Ivan, what happened?" 
" I  got screwed!" Besides, how can it be God? 
I thought you said you felt l i ke you watched 
through "it's" eyes. I'm confused again. 

Me, too. I guess maybe I ' l l  never understand 
what this is all about. Or maybe one day it' l l  a l l  
j ust c l ick into place and I ' l l  j ust know. 

(SI NGING) " I ' l l  know when my love comes 
along. I ' l l  know there and then. I ' l l  know-" 

Al l  right. All rig ht. I ' l l  stop. (SH E  LOOKS SKEP
TICAL) Real l y. Here. I ' l l  prove it to you. (HE 
G RABS HER AND KISSES H ER. SHE MAKES 
A YUMMY SOUND O R  TWO, AND THEY RE
SUME KISSING. THIS TI M E  WHEN THEY 
STOP, SHE HAS A DAZED EXPRESSION ON 
HER FACE. SHE HOLDS IT FOR AT LEAST 
TEN SECONDS) Babe? Are you okay? . . .  Gor
geous? . . .  Sweetheart? . . .  Toots? . . .  {STILL 
NO RESPONSE) Here goes . . .  HONEY? 

What a bizarre n ight! 

106 



MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WO MAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

WOMAN: 

I know. I'm sorry. Come on, let me make it up 
to you. (HE STARTS TO KISS HER) 

No, wait a m inute. Just now, I felt someth ing 
rea l ly  pecu l iar. 

Oh my God! It's an epidemic! (HE LOOKS AT 
TH E EM PTY GLASSES ON THE COFFEE 
TABLE) Maybe we got a bad batch of  Seven 
up. 

No! This was real . I th i n k. No! I 'm sure th is was 
not a hal l uci nation and it was not my imag i 
nation. I know that I left my body, l i ke you said. 

Cute. I get it .  Show me how stupid I looked. 
Okay. I get your message. 

No! I 'm serious! I real ly felt. . .  removed . . .  
separate. I watched us kiss. Like a non-par
ticipant. 

Oh, you partic ipated a l l  r ight. 

I don't th i n k  I can describe it. I felt l i ke I was the 
eye of a camera in a tiny Goodyear b l i mp, 
floating around the room, seeing everything.  
It was l ike I was watch ing a f i lm.  I don't know if  
I 'd describe th is the same way you described 
what you felt, but I. . .  maybe it wasn't even the 
same th ing.  But it was real .  My mind,  or some
th ing,  was real ly separate from my body. 

Are you sure you 're not just i magin ing things? 
We have tal ked about this far too long, and, of 
course, we're very tired, and . . .  

Wait a m in ute! Don't make th is seem l i ke no
thing. It's very important. If we could understand 
it, it might be the most important thing that's 
ever happened to us! Like you said before, 
maybe the rest of our t ime is spent on unreal, 
un important th ings. I know something about 
this experience is more real ,  more important 
than . . .  (SH E TRAILS OFF) 

1 07 



MAN: 

WOMAN: 

MAN: 

Al l  right. All r ight. Don't get upset. I understand. 
Believe me, I understand. Look, I know it's 
important, but we're not getting anywhere. 

You're right. For once. I guess maybe we' l l  
never know, or understand . . .  And the more I 
th i nk  about it, the more confused I get. 

Me too. Let's think about something else. (THEY 
START TO KISS AGAI N.  TH EY ARE IN EX
ACTLY TH E SAM E  POSITION AS IN  THE OP
ENING.  AFTER AWHILE, COM PARABLE TO 
THE OPENING, VOICES CAN BE HEARD BY 
THE AUDIENCE, BUT NOT BY MAN AND 
WOMAN. TH EY ARE THEIR OWN VOICES) 

WOMAN'S VOICE: Look at that! 

MAN'S VOICE: Yeah . . .  

WOMAN'S VOICE: Huh !  Physical man ifestations of spi ritual and 
emotional bonds. 

MAN'S VOICE: It 's kiss ing.  

WOMAN'S VOICE:  Shal l we break it up? 

MAN'S VOICE: Again? No. That would be cruel .  Besides, he 
almost recog nized me the last ti me. 

WOMAN'S VOICE: Don't they look cute? Are they really just ashes? 

MAN'S VOICE: Dust. 

WOMAN'S VOICE: I thought it was ashes. 

MAN'S VOICE: They do seem almost real don't they? 

WOMAN'S VOICE: What do you mean by "real"? 

MAN'S VOICE: I 'm not su re. Never mind .  

WOMAN'S VOICE: Look at  that! 

MAN'S VOICE: Yeah . . .  
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WOMAN'S VOICE: Should we follow thei r  lead? 

MAN'S VOI C E: I thought you'd never ask! 

(MAN AND WOMAN HAVE CONTIN U ED THEIR ACTIVITY, OB

LIVIOUS TO THE VOICES. THER E  ARE NOW TWO SETS OF 
yUMMY SOUNDS AS THE LIGHTS FADE TO O U R  PERCEPTION 

OF BLACK) 

CU RTAIN 
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