
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

High Risk Tours. 

 

By Ignasi García 

Summary: Monologue. Becky works as a tourist guide in a travel agency that 

organizes tours in countries that are at war. Every day, she takes a group of 

tourists (the audience) to an abandoned house, that has been ruined by bombs, to 

enjoy the first attraction of the day.   We slowly discover that what we are going to 

witness  is a  sniper shooting his first victim of the day.  However, Becky's boss 

informs her that the sniper isn't coming today and it is her that is going to have to 

do the shooting.  

 

 

 

 

 

Translator: Vanessa Hill 



  



 

( The inside of a dirty and deteriorated flat that has been 

abandoned due to bomb damage.  Fragments of furniture and 

electric appliances are all over the place. Pants, socks and a 

green military shirt are hanging on a washing line across the 

stage and there is evidence of a fire.  At the end of the room 

there is a window and next to the window there is a chair.  The 

dawn's light comes through the window and gradually brightens 

the room.  

BECKY (behind stage)- My God, how disgusting!  
 

(You can hear the sound of an aerosol spray.  BECKY, a 

middle-aged woman, appears. She is wearing high heels and 

she is carrying a very bulky bag and a briefcase.  In one hand 

she is carrying insecticide spray.) 

They are all over the place!  

(She addresses the audience directly, making an effort to be 

nice.)  

 Were you able to sleep at all last night? I see a lot of sleepy faces. 

O.K. I know it was my fault, but if it's any consolation, I have hardly 

slept a wink. It has its advantages; at least we have been able to 

see the flare lights and the explosions.  



(Pause. Becky faces a member of the audience who is raising 

her voice and gesticulating.)  

No, Mrs. Hope. I said that at least we could see the flares and the 

explosions.  I didn't say anything about exhibitions. 

(She looks for a place to put her briefcase but everywhere is 

dirty. Finally, she puts it on her knee and takes out a dossier 

and opens it.) 

O.K. the plan for today is the following: After the next exhibition, we 

will go to Obstrakaria. (She pronounces it “Ostracaria.”) It's about 

400 kilometres by bus. You can't go by plane because, as you know, 

the airspace, above and around this country, is closed. If, despite 

this, any of you desire to go by plane, the company “High Risk 

Tours,” would be at your disposition and would take you using a 

twin-engine plane, provided by the Air Force, for a moderate price.  

On the way to Obstrakaria we will stop for a typical local snack in a 

rebel village,  where they will show us how to make the traps that 

the guerrilla force install in the forest to trap the opposition. Once 

that... 

(Becky stops and looks at one of the audience, as if he had 

interrupted her.) 



How do you spell it? Umm... (She thinks) O-B-S-T-R-A-K... No, wait 

a minute Mr. Smith. 

(She puts her briefcase on her knee and takes out a small file 

which contains several maps.  She examines them one by 

one, looking for one in particular, but can't find it.) 

Oh dear! I have left the map in the hotel. Later, when we get back I'll 

tell you, but I am almost sure that it is O-B-S-T-R-A-K-A-R-I-A.  

Obstrakaria.  (She repeats “ostracaria.”) 

(Becky smiles politely at the person who has asked the 

question.  Suddenly she becomes very serious.) 

It is spelt with C-K? Are you sure? How do you know? Hey, I thought 

I was the tour guide. (Becky continues in an embarrassed voice.)  

Well, if you have a map, why are you asking me? Are you putting 

me to the test?  

(The sound of a machine gun can be heard in the distance.) 

What's more, why do you have to write down everything that I say? 

Every day, when I read the daily itinerary, you make me feel like I 

am doing a dictation at school. Yes, I know that you are a court 

stenographer, but please relax sir; one assumes that you are on 

holiday.  

(She quickly glances at the rest of the audience.) 



Why do I say “Ostrackaria” if between the “O” and the “S” there is a 

“B”? Well... I don't really know... I suppose it's because it's easier for 

me to pronounce. No, don't look at me like that Mary, you should 

understand more than anybody.  You say assident, orse, toospaste 

and things like that. (She looks remorsefully at the lady.)  There is 

no need to cry madam; I didn't mean to offend you.  

(Becky looks angrily at another member of the audience.) 

Mr. Hill, can you do me a favor and put your video camera away 

please? Do you have to film everything? 

(The sound of a different machine gun can be heard in the distance.) 

Isn't what you can see outside enough for you? Can you not 

respect, for one minute, the feelings of a fellow traveller? (Becky 

listens to Mary.)  O.K. well if you don't mind him filming you, on your 

head be it Mary, but don't even consider filming me, Mr. Hill.  I know 

you!  What do you mean, I don't know you?  In that case, why did I 

catch you hiding in the wardrobe in my bedroom the other day, when 

I came out of the shower?  Don't overstep the mark or I will have to 

ring your wife.  Do you understand?  Good. 

O.K.  Let's continue with today's itinerary.   

(She continues to look at the file.) 

Once we are in Obstrackaria we will see the remains of the church, 

the synagogue, the mosque, the museum, the town hall and... a 



refugee camp!  In the camp you can eat at the same table as the 

refugees and take photos with the children; they love having their 

pictures taken. It is against the rules to feed the refugees but 

everyone does it.  At the entrance to the camp there is even a shop 

where you can buy nuts, crisps and sweets to offer the children and  

this makes them even more willing to have their photo taken. 

(Becky listens to a member of the audience.) 

Calm down Mr. Taylor! You can pay by cash here without being 

scared that they will attack and rob you. (Explosions can be heard in 

the distance.) The shop is surrounded by barbed wire and there are 

guards patrolling the perimeter fence from the watch-towers. Don't, 

however, do what you did the other day and throw money on the 

field mines so that the natives run out to get it, because later the 

NGOs get very angry and don't leave us in peace.  

(Becky looks at another member of the audience.) 

 Don't worry Mr. Worthing.  We know what you are like, so we have 

found an alternative attraction.  10 kilometres from Obstrackaria 

there is a concentration camp, so calm down!  For a small 

supplementary price of 200 euros you can visit it.   However, be 

prepared to leave tips because if not, you won't be allowed to  

operate the gas chambers. At any rate, before entering... (she looks 

in her pockets and takes out some mint.)  I will give you some mint 



leaves to put in your nose; that way the smell of the place is easier 

to support.  Oh, and they have something special arranged for you.  

Seeing as you are an important business person, they have 

prepared a meal for you that you will share with the guards.  The 

meal includes typical smoked meats from the local area.    

(Becky looks at everyone.)  

Oh dear! By the look of your faces, I would say there is more than 

one of you that would like to go with Mr. Worthing.  Are you sure? It 

really is very disagreeable. Also, I don't know if I will have enough 

mint for everyone. (Pause. Becky looks at everyone.) Well, before 

we get on the bus, anyone who wants to go can tell me and I will 

add them to the list.  At the end of the day, you have come here to 

see things like this, haven't you?  I must warn you that in the 

concentration camp you can't take any pictures or film anything.  

The only people with permission to film are from the national 

television company. So, now you know: don't tell me later that I 

didn't warn you.  That goes for you too Mr. Hill, or I will have to do 

the same with you that I did with Mr. Peters.  

(She looks at one of the audience.)  

Don't look at me like that, Mr. Peters. I am not going to return 

your...... 



(She stops in mid-sentence, scared and disgusted, and shouts 

out as she sprays the floors where she can see a bug.) 

How disgusting!  

(She steps on the bug and it crunches under her feet. Far 

away shots can be heard.) 

 This is the third world! This is the dirtiest war zone that I have seen 

in all the time I have been doing this job.  

(She looks at the audience and she calms down.)  

O.K. I know that, for you lot, it is part of the attraction.  

(She turns back to the member of the audience that she was 

talking to before.) 

Don't look at me with that innocent face, Mr. Peters, I am not 

going to return it to you.  Who took that photo of the communal 

grave the other day, knowing that they had expressly 

forbidden it?  Who had to go and talk to the military to 

convince them that you were not a journalist and plead with 

them to release you? Who? Do you know I had to pay 300 

euros, of my own money, for your release!  Where do you 

think you are?  Out there they are likely to shoot you just for 

walking around without documentation. They have already 

done it with some foreigners, so imagine what they could have 

done to you if I hadn't.....,  



(Her mobile phone rings and she answers it.)  

Yes? (Affectionately) Hello darling,  how are you? (...) When will I 

return? Soon, very soon darling. In ten days I will be back home. (...) 

 Yes darling, but the course I am doing here is taking longer 

than I thought and... (...) (The distant sound of a machine gun can 

be heard.) Very beautiful. Full of monuments, pizzerias, museums 

and shops... (...) The Eiffel Tower? No, I still haven't gone up it.  I 

am going there tomorrow. (...) No, next time you won't be able to 

come sweetheart because the course that I am teaching is only for 

older children. (...) No darling, you can't come, anyway, you have to 

go to school. (...) I don't know... we will see, by the time the holidays 

arrive I might not be working in the travel agency... (...) What? No, 

son, you must have misunderstood,  I said the university. (...) No, I 

don't think I will go to Disneyland Paris, as I said before, my 

students are older and they prefer to go to other places.  

(The distant sound of machine guns can be heard again.  

Becky continues the conversation.) 

(...) Yes son, you are right, they are very boring.  However, I promise 

you that when I get paid for these courses we will go together to 

Disneyland Paris and to the cinema and the zoo and... (...) What?  A 

Monsters INC. doll? (Becky starts to sound a little bit stressed.) Yes 

son,  I know that they only sell them here but...  wouldn't you like 



something a bit more simple like a teddy bear...? (...) O.K. O.K. 

there is no need to be like that, I will try to get you one but I am not 

promising anything.  Sometimes... sometimes they run out of toys, 

especially in the tourist season, because there are a lot of people.  

Have you eaten? (...) What do you mean "no"? (...) Why? (...) Well, if 

dad has made you an omelette you eat it, ok? (...)  A swede 

omelette?? Tell your dad that I want to talk to him! (...) Really?  He 

leaves you on your own? (...) Well, as soon as he walks in you tell 

him to ring me, O.K.?  

(You can hear the distant sound of a bomber plane and the 

anti-aerial artillery. The sound of the plane gets more and 

more distant and finally disappears.) 

(...) No, you can't order a pizza; look, if you don't want to eat the 

omelette, in the freezer there are some cannelloni, put them in the 

microwave and... (...) No, for goodness sake, take the wrapping off 

first. Listen! What's that noise? (...) What?  Tell him to get down from 

there right now, he is going to hurt himself...!  

(The telephone cuts off.)  

George? George, can you hear me?  

(She looks angrily at the phone.)  

Oh dear!  

(She puts her telephone away and looks at the audience.)  



The bomber planes have managed to hit the telephone tower at last. 

(She talks sadly to herself.) Where am I going to find a Disney shop 

in the middle of this hell hole? (She pauses, takes a deep breath 

and looks at her watch.) On top of everything, he is late. 

(She looks at the audience in silence.)  

Why are you looking at me like that? (Pause) What's the 

matter? You want to go and see the ruins of the telephone 

tower? Are you sure? It is going to take me a long time to 

round-up enough bullet proof vests for you all.  Do you really 

want to wait that long? (Silence. She studies the audience.) 

O.K.  I could make some phone calls, but I am warning you 

that during the days ahead we have a very tight schedule. We 

can't go until... let's see...  

(She rests her briefcase on her knee once again and starts  

taking out papers but she can't find what she is looking for. A 

look of doubt crosses her face. Finally, she goes towards the 

underwear that is hanging on the washing line, removes, with 

disgust, a peg and lays an item of clothing on the floor. She 

then puts the briefcase on top. She is just going to kneel down 

next to it when she doubts and sprays the floor and the 

surrounding area with insecticide. She kneels down and starts 

looking in her briefcase. Apart from all the papers, she pulls 



out an apple, a soft drink, a sandwich, a bundle of knitting, 

which she examines before putting on the floor, and a gas 

mask.) 

By the way, you have still got your gas masks, haven't you?  You 

haven't left them on the bus, have you?  

(One of the audience, who is a bit deaf, raises her voice and 

starts gesticulating.) 

 Have you got your gas mask Mrs. Hope? 

(She waits for a reply.)  

Have I got to be behind you lot all the time? Listen, I am not your 

mother. One assumes that you know why you are here. People kill 

each other here. Do you understand? Although the gas bombs are 

very intelligent, they don't know what a passport is and they can't 

distinguish between a tourist and a local.  Look, do you know what 

this is? 

(She pulls up her sleeve and shows the audience a wound that 

hasn't healed.) 

This is a present I got 6 days ago during a tour of Iraq.  A hand 

grenade nearly went off in my face! We were visiting a red cross 

camp when suddenly, boom! I fell over and the hand grenade 

exploded in front of some doctors, refugees, and some of the 

tourists in my group. I was very lucky and was only slightly grazed 



but maybe next time.... Just as well all tourists have to sign a 

document that exempts the company from any liability for both 

physical or moral damage. If not, I would be facing a prison 

sentence on top of everything else! 

Later, those that had thrown the hand grenade stated that the area 

was a terrorist training camp and everyone believed them.   So, you 

see, if something happens to you, the only one that loses out is you. 

But seriously, I really don't want anything to happen to any of you 

just because you didn't take a gas mask. 

(She happens to glance at one of the audience and gives 

him a deadly look.) 

There are exceptions of course! Mr. Walker... (She starts to take 

something out of her bag with the intention of  throwing it at Mr. 

Walker.) This is... (she stops, embarrassed, when she realizes that 

the rest of the audience is watching her.) Nothing, nothing... I will 

give it to you later. 

(Pause. She remains in silence, lost in thought and 

demoralized. She takes a deep breath and composes herself 

and looks at the rest of the audience.) 

O.K.  maybe I am over reacting. Nothing will happen to us if we don't 

take the gas masks, after all, we are only going to be a little while.  

As for the telephone tower....... 



 (She reviews her file.) 

 Here it is! We can go and visit the tower on Thursday afternoon, if 

you want me to book it, after seeing the deserters' execution. 

However, I can't guarantee that it will still be on fire. The fire will 

probably have been extinguished.  

(She waits for an answer.)  

You don't want to miss anything, do you? O.K. O.K. I will get on and 

book it. 

(She starts to tidy everything up. She looks at the audience and 

then at her watch.)   

Yes, I am aware that it is getting late, but please don't get impatient. 

Crossing the city is very complicated and more so at this time of day 

because of the curfew.  Maybe he was here before us and then had 

to leave due to some kind of emergency. (She thinks for a minute.)  

Maybe he has left a note... 

(She starts to look. Suddenly she turns to a member of the 

audience.) 

What do you want me to say, Mr. Benet?  We have all had to get up 

early, not just you.  How was I supposed to know that he was going 

to be late! O.K. Mr. Benet, I know you, don't start thinking negatively.  

Why on earth would I wake you up at half past four in the morning 

for no reason? Remember, I have to wake up before all of you. Do 



you think I like that? Maybe he has been stopped at one of the many 

road side controls, or maybe he has been captured. You all know 

that they invaded and conquered two more districts on the outskirts 

of the town yesterday. How do we know that they didn't advance 

during the night and... Let's stay calm, I don't think that happened. 

Yesterday, in my opinion, when the international coalition aircraft 

went into action the course of this war was decided. (She rapidly 

regretted this statement.) That doesn't mean that this war will end 

straight away, while you are still here. Although if that should 

happen, you should be aware of the seventh clause in the general 

conditions.  

(She looks at the audience.) 

Maybe not. By your faces I would say that you are not aware of it.. 

Well, those of you that have the "conditions of travel document" on 

you, please have a look at it now.  

(She takes her copy out of her pocket.) 

“High Risk Tours” is not responsible should there be an end to the 

armed conflict before the time established by the international war 

correspondents consulted before your visit and will, therefore, not 

give any refunds." (You can hear an ambulance in the background.  

She continues to look for any note that may have been left and then 

turns to a member of the audience.)  



Listen Mrs. Turner, there is nothing I can do about it;  you should 

have read the conditions more carefully.  I always say to everyone 

that...  

(She suddenly stops talking because she sees something 

sticking out from behind the remains of furniture, hidden from 

the audiences view. She stands staring at it, really surprised, 

then she reaches out and picks it up.  It is a doll, one of the 

characters from the film “Monsters INC.” Becky looks at the 

doll attentively.  It has some stains on it, here and there.) 

This is from “Monsters INC.”...! (She sees the stains and stands 

there thoughtfully.) What are these stains, I wonder? (She pauses 

as if she is trying to convince herself.) It must be paint. It can't be 

anything else, can it?  Yes, it must be paint. I don't know... maybe... 

with luck... 

(She takes a tissue from her bag and tries to clean the stains.) 

Yes, it looks like it's coming off. If I wrap it up, I don't think that 

George will notice that... (Long pause) And if he notices? I can't tell 

my son what I do.  Can you imagine his face? Or worse, who knows, 

imagine that he feels curious and wants to join me on one of these 

trips. Nowadays, children spend most of their time killing their 

enemies on  video games... 

(Her mobile phone rings.)  



Oh dear!  It seems that they haven't bombed the telephone tower 

yet after all.  I am sorry, if you want to see it in flames you will have 

to wait.  

(She answers the phone.)  

Yes? (...) Just hold on a minute Peter.  How can you even think 

about leaving them on their own in the middle of dinner? (...) What 

do you mean, you haven't? George told me that Mark was climbing 

onto the top of the wardrobe and jumping down onto the bed.  Why 

is it that I can't go to work in peace knowing that you will look after 

everything in my absence? No Peter, I can't trust you (...) Well, it 

isn't that obvious to me.  Also, in which cook book did you see a  

Swede omelette? (...) What? They are nothing like potatoes! (...) 

Well, I am sorry Peter, I can't see the similarity (...) Hey, there is no 

need to get angry, O.K.? It's your fault that I had to accept this job 

(...) Well, you shouldn't have tried to swindle the company, Mr. 

Know-It-All! You should have started looking for a job instead of 

lying around on the sofa all day watching day-time T.V.!  Do you 

think I like having to be away from home, and on top of that, doing 

this job? (...) Someone has to feed the family and it's clearly not you! 

You can start praying that I don't lose this job. Otherwise we will be 

out on our ear. (...) I don't care if they were cooking the books in 

your old job!   If you wanted to buy a new car, you should have 



asked for a bank loan, I told you that at the time and I will repe (...) I 

will repeat it until I am blue in the face!  (...) Don't get cocky with me!  

It's not my fault that I was made redundant. (...) What do you mean? 

You can't compare the two, I worked really hard,  If it wasn't for the 

company downsizing, I would have been promoted to department 

manager and then...! (...) No, you are the one that's useless! My 

mother warned me, she said: “Don't get married with him young 

lady, he's a......” 

(She suddenly interrupts the conversation and speaks with a 

calmer voice.)   

Hey, Georgie, hang up the extension and return to the table,  we are 

having an adult conversation here. (...) No, son, no, we are not 

arguing! Where did you get that idea from? (You can hear distant 

gun shots. ) We are... practicing  a theatre play, you know how much 

mummy likes acting. (...) When is the opening night? Erm... I don't 

know, one day soon. (...) What.... yes George, I am the main 

character. (...) No, you can't see it... I am afraid it is only for adults. 

Can you hang up now son and finish your meal? (...) It's burnt? (...) I 

told you to take the wrapping off! One moment.  What is that noise? 

(...) It's coming from the wardrobe? Tell Mark I want to talk to him 

righ......  

(The line goes dead.)  



George? Peter? Can you hear me?  

(She hangs up, upset)  

Shit!  

(She throws the “Monsters INC.” doll on the floor.) 

I can't cope anymore... 

(She forlornly puts the phone back into her pocket  and starts 

pacing up and down, talking to herself.) 

Becky, calm down!  Everything will be alright.  

(She walks towards the window and breathes deeply, she 

calms down and looks at her watch.) 

 This is the last straw, he still hasn't arrived!  

(She continues to look out of the window. Pause.)  

This is one gruesome sight. Everything is in ruins and there is not a 

soul anywhere! It's hard to imagine that once there were trams 

circulating, taking people to and fro, people going about their 

business looking in shop windows and having an ice cream sat out 

on the terraces!  Were any of you here before the war? 

 (There is silence from the audience so Becky continues 

dreamily.)  

I was.  I was here on my honeymoon.  Those ruins that Mr. and Mrs. 

Harvey took photos of used to be the Hotel Europe.  It was a four 

star hotel.  My husband and I stayed there. (She pauses again 



dreamily.)  During that stage in our relationship we laughed a lot, we 

gazed into each other's eyes and our faces would light up just 

seeing each other across the bed in the morning. We used to write 

poems to each other and make plans for the future...   We agreed 

about everything, even the destination for our honeymoon was 

decided together.  (She gazes out of the window again.) Ten years 

ago, in this same city, the sweet sound of the people's laughter used 

to make you feel calm and sleepy. There were flowers all over the 

place, in the doorways, on the balconies, along the pavements, in 

people's buttonholes, even in the toilets and the cars.  

(The sound of distant bombardments can be heard.) 

I began to think that the people of this village were like bees and that 

at night they adopted their animal appearance and went from flower 

to flower sucking the pollen which was in fact their true nutrition. 

During the day they ate roasts and pizzas, pasta, soup and 

hamburgers just to keep up appearances. Peter used to listen to me 

intently and said that the beautiful way I explained it all made it 

sound like a fairytale straight out of a book. (She pauses and takes a 

deep breath.)  If you stopped to look at a map and you looked like 

you were lost, a big swarm of people would come and ask you 

where you wanted to go, and then some would insist on taking you 

there. Once, a group of twenty people accompanied us to the 



Chemist because I had a headache and I wanted to buy some 

aspirin.  Peter couldn't thank them enough and even gave them all 

our address and telephone number. (You can hear machine guns,  

there is a pause and then Becky takes a deep breath.) Yes, they 

were a big group of happy, polite and helpful people. I don't 

understand how it's come to this. Nothing remains of the city I saw 

during my honeymoon.  

(Becky is sad and engrossed in herself.)  

Nothing.  

(Silence.) 

 This is all so strange. 

(She looks out of the window, deep in thought. She sighs and 

looks at her watch.)  

What is the same though, is their lack of punctuality.  

(She suddenly turns to one of the audience.) 

Excuse me Mr. Benet, there is no need to insult me, it is not my 

fault. Don't try to look innocent with me; I know perfectly well that 

you  just insulted me.  Don't lie. Why don't you stand up here, next to 

me, and tell everyone, in a big loud voice, what you were saying to 

your lover. No, don't go all red!  What's the matter? Did you think I 

didn't realize? Did you really think I was going to believe that he is 



your nephew? Come on!   I have seen you both touching each other 

under the table and smooching in the back of the coach! 

(Mrs. Hope raises her voice and starts gesticulating.) 

Lovers, Mrs. Hope. I said "lovers."  Not that I've got anything against 

it, but it annoys me that this man goes around criticizing everyone.  

He is constantly criticizing everybody and everything!  What a 

hypocrite! (You can hear distant bombs.)  While we are here 

washing our dirty clothes in public, I will add that Mr. Benet is not 

much different from the rest of you.  Do you think I haven't noticed 

the way you all look at me when I eat chicken with my hands, or 

when I don't know how to eat seafood correctly, or when I put on my 

perfume?  I know it is not as expensive as the stuff you lot wear, but 

it is all that I can afford!  Do you understand?  I would love to be able 

to wear CHANNEL Nº5 all the time and even use it to remove any 

unwanted smells in the bathroom, but I haven't got the money! Do 

you understand? I am not here for enjoyment like you lot, I can't 

afford to spend an arm and a leg on a holiday like this, nor do I enjoy 

seeing concentration camps and disgusting things like that!  I am 

here to work and to put food on the table. Do you understand? While  

my kids are at home burning the cannelloni in the microwave, 

jumping off the wardrobe and doing their homework, I have to 

chaperone you all, the sewers of humanity, even though you are so 



disgusting that neither rats nor cockroaches can stand to live with 

you, and I even try to make your trip the best that I can.  Look: 

(She opens her file and takes out some papers and shows 

them to the audience.) 

Do you know what this is? It's a brief history of this country.  Even 

though nobody asked me to, I prepared this at home in my own 

time. You see, instead of playing with my boys, or helping them to 

do their homework I surrounded myself with encyclopedias and 

travel guides. I looked on Internet and I asked my friends, and I did 

that all for you.  But do you know something? 

(She rips up the papers and throws them on the floor.) 

You are not worth the time that I lost!  Do you know who deserved 

that time?  My sons.  By the way, Mr. Walker: 

(She takes some underpants out of her bag and throws them 

at the person in question.) 

These are yours! 

(The member of the audience in question is very angry.) 

Hey, I told you not to film me, Mr. Hill!  Why have you brought the 

camera?  

(Pause. She looks, at the rest of the audience with disgust.) 

I am fed up. I am sick and tired of you treating me with such high 

and mighty airs and graces; I'm up to here with your complaints and 



moans and groans, your whims, your demands and sick tastes and 

all the disgusting things that I have to do to keep you happy. When I 

started this job a few weeks ago I thought “It's not bad Becky, it's a 

way that people can see, with their own eyes, what happens in the 

world and that way they won't swallow all the rubbish that they tell 

us on the television.  Do it!  In a small way you will be helping things 

to improve while earning a wage at a time that you really need the 

money.” 

(She starts to laugh bitterly. Her laugh slowly dies out. Pause.) 

But in the end, I am not helping, I am hindering. Do you know that 

sometimes I feel like spraying you all with insecticide instead of the 

disgusting insects. How can you get any pleasure out of all this? 

Can you explain it to me? 

(She walks among the ruins: broken furniture and old electro 

domestics that are on the stage.) 

Everything that you see here you could find in the local rubbish 

dump a few kilometres from your house. Why haven't you used the 

money you paid out for this tour to go on a cruise to the Caribbean, 

or visit the French Riviera or to go...? 

(She suddenly notices that an insect is climbing up her leg and 

shouts out.) 



Shit! How disgusting!  

(She swipes it off with her hand and quickly opens her bag. 

She looks inside and takes out the insecticide. She points it 

towards the floor, but nothing comes out. She quickly takes off 

her shoe and starts hitting the floor with it, chasing the insect 

that scuttles away in a desperate effort to escape death.  She 

finally stops and repeatedly hits the same area in front of her.) 

One less!  

(She takes out a Kleenex, cleans the sole of her shoe with 

loathing and puts it back on.  She talks at the same time.) 

Instead of killing each other, why don't they agree to kill all these 

insects? 

 (She throws the Kleenex and the empty spray on the floor and 

stares at one member of the audience.) 

Don't look at me like that, Emily, after everything that we have 

seen... Are you really shocked just because I have thrown some 

paper and an empty spray can on to the floor? What would you like 

me to do?  Do you want me to walk up to one of the barricades and 

ask one of the soldiers if there is a bin near here?  

(She looks at her watch, annoyed. She looks at the audience 

and sighs with resignation.) 



O.K., O.K.  I will ring and see if they know anything. 

 (She dials a number and talks to the person who answers.)  

Mr. Jones, it's me, Becky.  Sorry I am ringing you so early, but here 

it is six thirty in the morning, the sun is rising and the sniper hasn't 

arrived yet. Do you know if he is still alive? If he isn't a substitute will 

have to be called because we have been waiting a while and... (...) 

What? He has asked for more money? (...) No! At the end of the 

day, they are all the same even though they try to convince us that 

they are fighting for their country and their rights. Yeah, yeah! By the 

way, I had to pay 300 euros, of my own money, to bribe one of the 

military that wanted to detain one of our clients. (...) No, of course 

they were never out of my sight, not for one second. (...) Yes, I am 

aware that their lives are in my hands, but... (...) He completely 

disregarded my instructions and he... (...) Of course, I want to keep 

it. (...) No, don't worry, I won't forget but...  (...) Yes, yes, 300 euros. I 

would like to know when you will refund me the money. Will you 

return it to me on my return, in cash, or in my next pay cheque? (...) 

What do you mean "no"? Listen, Mr. Jones, I really need that money 

and you know that. If not, I wouldn't have asked for an advance to... 

(...) It's just that... (...) Of course, I understand, but I... (...) Yes, but 

put yourself in my... (...) (She tries to disguise her annoyance.) You 

are the boss. (...) (She takes a deep breath.)  O.K. and what are we 



going to do about the sniper? Are we going to ask for another one? 

(...) What do you mean, that hasn't been budgeted for? (...) Oh, 

right. So, what's the solution? (...) No, I don't think so; I suppose that 

he has it with him. (...) O.K. O.K. calm down.  One moment and I will 

have a look. 

(She makes an obscene gesture to the phone and looks 

carefully among all the rubbish on the stage.  She finds a rifle 

with telescopic sight. She looks at it puzzled and continues to 

talk to Mr. Jones.) 

Yes, I have found it. Why would he have left it here, I wonder? (...) 

Two hours ago? Why? 

(Silence, she listens with a scared expression on her face.)  

What? No, Mr. Jones, you can't ask me to do that.  One thing is that 

a guide from this god-awful place does it and quite another that...  

(She is interrupted and she becomes more anxious.)  

I said no Mr. Jones, this is unbelievable, and I wouldn't be able to! 

(...)! You can't ask me to... I am a decent person, do you 

understand? Anyway, this is not my scene, as I said to you before; I 

am only here in passing. This is job, just like any other... Well, that's 

what I tell myself. Look, until now, you haven't had any complaints 

about me, I even did what you insisted.... you know... the special 



treatment for the clients that asked for it, I try to think of my 

commission and nothing else, so you see, I do my part of the 

bargain now you have to do yours.  You can't suddenly demand that 

I... 

(He interrupts her again and she gets more anxious.)   

No, I am begging you not to do that to me, it would be the last straw! 

I have two small children and a husband who has been unemployed 

for a long time! Look, if you want, when I return we can discuss 

alternative solutions that we can offer the clients should this happen 

again.   

(She listens, very scared.) 

What do you mean?  You can't withhold my passport, are you mad? 

Do you know what it means to walk around here with no 

documentation? I will either end up in a concentration camp or they 

will shoot me at the first control.  I am begging you Mr. Jones, no! 

(...)! 

(He interrupts her and she listens sobbing.) 

Look, I am not promising you anything.  

(She hangs up. Silence. Becky is dismayed.  She scrutinizes 

the rifle that she has in her hand and looks at the audience for 

a long time. The silence is broken by the sound of a cello 



playing Albinoni Adagio in G minor. She slowly goes up to the 

window and looks out.  Pause.) 

That can't be... (Pause.  She continues observing the musician.) He 

is just a little old man playing the cello in the middle of the street.  He 

is doing no harm to anyone.  

(She turns to the audience.)  

Listen to him. (Pause) Don't you think he plays really well? It's 

beautiful, isn't it?  I bet you are thinking the same as me, it really 

makes no sense to do what Mr. Jones has asked me to do... It's 

absurd... Listen, I have had an idea: We could go down and when 

he has finished we could applaud and take some photos with him 

and then...  

(She stops in mid sentence and stares out of the window at 

something.) 

 Don't you think it's odd that he hasn't got a hat or a tin to collect any 

money people might give him?  Also, what is he doing playing at this 

time of the morning in the middle of the street? It doesn't make 

sense.  It's really early and everyone is hiding. (Pause) So, why is 

he playing? (Pause. She thinks for a moment.) Maybe he is playing 

for us?   

(She turns around and studies the audience's reaction.)  



Yes,  I know that you have paid to see something else, but please 

don't make me do this. Isn't what you have seen until now enough 

for you? We haven't finished.  In the next few days you will see more 

exciting things. 

(Silence.) 

 Look,  when you return you can tell the agency that I did it, no one 

will find out and that way the poor man can...  

(She pleadingly looks at the audience.)  

O. K., what about this idea: one of you could do it.  I am offering you 

a unique opportunity with no additional cost. During this trip you 

have asked me, in fact, you have begged me, to be able to set up 

land mines, be part of a firing squad or dig the communal graves 

with the natives, and I have had to deny you those pleasures. Make 

the most of this opportunity, it is unique! There won't be a second 

chance! 

(She offers the rifle to the audience and stares at them but 

nobody moves.  She looks with begging eyes at Mr. Walker.) 

Mr. Walker, this time... I would be willing to do anything that you 

asked, not like last night. (Silence) Mr. Taylor?  Mr. Smith?  

(Silence) I would do anything for any of you... without additional 

cost. 



(Silence.  Becky sobs.) 

Sons of  bitches! 

(She slowly walks towards the window. The Adagio can still be 

heard. She sits down and leans the rifle against her knees and 

looks out of the window. She takes her mobile phone out of her 

pocket and dials a number. In a defeated voice she starts to 

talk.) 

Mark, remind your brother to take his vitamins. 

(She hangs up and looks out of the window once more. She is 

worn out and can't think straight.  The light begins to dim very 

slowly, we don't know if she is going to shoot or not. When 

there is complete darkness it looks like she is not going to 

shoot. There is a brief silence. Suddenly a shot can be heard.  

Albinoni's Adagio suddenly stops playing.) 

COMPLETE DARKNESS. 

 


