
 

 

Monologue for Men 

Alex recounts the night he left Monica and when he returned to his apartment, 
he learns of her suicide. 

ALEX:  I had to walk home. The rain was torrential, the wind whipping it in 
sheets along the cross streets. It was a little more than a mile to my apartment 
house. When I was about half a block away, I did see an empty cab. He even 
slowed down as though to entice me. I guess I was the only passenger walking 
around New York that late at night. By the time I got up to my apartment, I could 
hear the phone ringing from the corridor. (He exits DR. The spot holds. There 
is the sound of a phone ringing. He speaks from offstage.) Hold it! . . . Wait a 
minute! . (A thump.) Damn! 

Monica? Monica! (He clicks the telephone bar.) Hello? (He pushes the cutoff 
bar down again, then dials Monica's number. The phone rings and rings but she 
doesn't answer. He places the phone off behind the proscenium, then walks 
slowly C in the spot as he talks.) By the time I got back, there must've been five 
police cars in front of the building. And an ambulance. They were just lifting 
one of those stretcher things into it. Whoever . . . whatever was on it, was 
completely covered. I tried to get through . . . tried to see . . .they . the 
cops . . . wouldn't let me. They told me to go up to the apartment. There was a 
crowd in the lobby . neighbors . . . I don't know . . . some in robes . . . some in 
raincoats. An old man with a little dog. When I got up to the apartment, the 
door was open. The janitor was there . . . a police officer . a woman. I told her 
who I was and she took me into the study. The living room was still a mess. 
Somehow the caterers hadn't cleaned up after the party. There was another 
policeman sitting at the desk in the study. He was on the phone. 
 
 


