
MONOLOGUES  
 
Emma - Scene 12 
 
How does it always happen that all the idiots are always on your team? You guys have all the money, call the shots, 
shut everybody out, and then operate behind closed doors.  I am taking care of more victims of the epidemic than 
anyone in the world.  We have more accumulated test results, more data, more frozen blood samples, more 
experience!  How can you not fund my research or invite me to participate in yours?  A promising virus has already 
been discovered - in France.  Why are we being told not to cooperate with the French?  Why are you refusing to 
cooperate with the French?  Just so you can steal a Nobel Prize?  Your National Institutes of Health received my first 
request for research money two years ago.  It took one year just to print up application forms.  It’s taken you two and 
a half years from my first reported case just to show up here to take a look.  The paltry amount of money you are 
making us beg for - from the four billion dollars you are given each and every year - won’t come to anyone until only 
God know when. Any way you add all this up, it is an unconscionable delay and has never, never existed in any other 
health emergency during this entire century.  While something is beIng passed arounD that causes death.  We are 
enduring an epidemic of death.  Women have been discovered to have it in Africa - where it is clearly transmitted 
heterosexually.  It is only a question of time.  We could all be dead before you do anything.  You want my 
patients?  Take them! TAKE THEM! 
 
Bruce - Scene 11 
 
No one did.  He wouldn’t tell anyone.  Do you know why?  Because of me.  Because he knows I’m so scared I’m 
some sort of carrier.  This makes three people I’ve been with who are dead.  I went to Emma and I begged her: 
please test me somehow, please tell me if I’m giving this to people.  And she said she couldn’t, there isn’t any way 
they can find out anything because they still don’t know what they’re looking for.  Albert, I think i loved him best of all, 
and he went so fast.  His mother wanted him back in Phoenix before he died, this was last week when it was obvious, 
so I get permission from Emma and bundle him all up and take him to the plane in an ambulance.  The pilot wouldn’t 
take off and I refused to leave the plane - you would have been proud of me - so finally they get another pilot.  Then, 
after we take off, Albert loses his mind, not recognizing me, not know where he is or that he’s going home, and then, 
right there , on the plane, he becomes...incontinent.  He starts doing it in his pants and all over the seat; shit, piss, 
everything.  I pulled down my suitcase and yanked out whatever clothes were in there and I start mopping him up as 
best I can, and all these people are staring at us and moving away in droves and...I ram all these clothes back in the 
suitcase and I sit there holding his hand, saying, “Albert, please, no more, hold it in, man, I beg you, just for us, for 
Bruce and Albert.”  And when we got to Phoenix, there’s a police van waiting for us and all the police are in complete 
protective rubber clothing, they looked like fucking astronauts, and by the time we got to the hospital where his 
mother had fixed up his room real nice, Albert was dead. 
 
Ned - Scene 13 
 
Poor Bruce.  Poor frightened Bruce.  Once upon a time you wanted to be a soldier.  Bruce, did you know that an 
openly gay Englishman was a responsible as any man for winning the Second World War?  His name was Alan 
Turing and he cracked the Germans’ Enigma code so the Allies knew in advance what the Nazis were going to do - 
and when the war was over he committed suicide he was so hounded for being gay.  Why don’t they teach any of this 
in the schools?  If they did, maybe he wouldn’t have killed himself and maybe you wouldn’t be so terrified of who you 
are.  The only way we’ll have real pride is when we demand recognition of a culture that isn’t just sexual.  It’s all there 
- all through history we’ve been there; but we have to claim it, and identify who was in it, and articulate what’s in our 
minds and hearts and all our creative contributions to this earth.  And until we do that, and until we organize 
ourselves block by neighborhood by city by state into a united visible community that fights back, we’re 
doomed.  That’s how I want to be defined: as one of the men who fought the war.  Being defined by our cocks is 
literally killing us.  Must we all be reduced to becoming our own murderers?  Why couldn’t you and I, Bruce Niles and 
Ned Weeks, have been leaders in creating a new definition of what it means to be gay?  I blame myself as much as 
you, bruce, I know I’m and asshole.  But please, I beg you, don’t shut me out. 
 


