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Kill the Messenger was first produced by Belvoir at  
Belvoir St Theatre, Sydney, on 18 February 2015,  
with the following cast:

ALEX Matthew Backer
HARLEY Katie Beckett
NAKKIAH Nakkiah Lui
PETER Sam O’Sullivan
PAUL Lasarus Ratuere

Director, Anthea Williams
Set Designer, Ralph Myers
Costume Designer, Mel Page
Lighting Designer, Katie Sfetkidis
Composer, Kelly Ryall
Dramaturg, Jada Alberts
Photographer, Amanda James
Voice Coach, Alistair Toogood
Stage Manager, Isabella Kerdijk
Assistant Stage Manager, Kirsty Walker 



CHARACTERS

PAUL, mid/late 20s, male, brother of Harley
ALEX, late 20s/early 30s, male, nurse
HARLEY, late 20s/mid 30s, female, sister of Paul
PETE, mid 20s, male, caucasian, on/off boyfriend of Nakkiah
NAKKIAH, mid 20s, female, playwright
JENNIFER (voice recording), early 50s, mother of Nakkiah

SETTING

Park
Hospital
Lounge room
Bedroom
Train station

PERFORMANCE NOTE

Each ‘Act’ is announced to the audience. The way that it is 
announced is at the director’s discretion. 



ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

Park.
PAUL sobs and lifts a bottle in a brown bag to his mouth and drinks. 
And drinks.
His tears and the alcohol make the air smell salty and pungent.
The alcohol spills out of his mouth, no longer offering relief or escape. 
The pain continues; the drink no longer muffles his screams.
PAUL wraps his arms around his stomach and screams with pain.

SCENE TWO

Hospital. ALEX is in his nurse’s scrubs.

ALEX: It’s the hospital’s practice to be very thorough and rigorous 
when assessing any treatment involving morphine, pethidine or 
any other Schedule Eight pain relief in the ER.
Much of this practice is related to the high influx of addicts we 
have come in here.
We often have problems with them coming into the ER when there 
are no drugs available on the street.
Most commonly they will complain of intense pain and when 
pressed to where is the pain, it is often ‘unbeknown upon inquiry’.
Please keep a keen eye for marks, also known as track marks, on 
the body. Particularly inside of arms, between the fingers, behind 
knees and on their calves.
Please also be aware that many of the addicts who we have trouble 
with coming into the ER are of Aboriginal and/or Torres Strait 
Islander descent, due to high rate of drug addiction within their 
local community here. Just be aware of this when using discretion 
upon assessing.
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Ensure this practice is carried with care and diligence as many times 
it can arise in much havoc in the ER and waiting times are often 
disturbed.
We just have to say no.

SCENE THREE

Bedroom.
There is darkness. A candle is lit. PAUL fixes his tools. He lights a spoon.
He pours the liquid into a needle.
He touches his arms like reading Braille.
He moves onto a leg. Fingers focus on one vein. He ties a rag just under 
his knee and flexes.
He taps the needle and slides it into the vein. The needle slowly slips out 
of his fingers.
He slips back onto the bed. He’s gone.
HARLEY enters. She turns him on his side.
She fixes him up on the bed. She tucks him in.
She cries.

SCENE FOUR

Bedroom.
NAKKIAH and PETER are having sex, probably over the side of a bed or 
something. Probably something really uncomfortable for NAKKIAH.

PETER: Tell me how much you like it.
NAKKIAH: I like it.
PETER: Tell me how much you fucking like it.
NAKKIAH: I fucking like it.
PETER: What?
NAKKIAH: I said I fucking like it.
PETER: No, you dirty bitch. You don’t like it. You fucking love it.
NAKKIAH: You told me to say I like it.
PETER: Yeah, but I meant love.
NAKKIAH: Well, don’t tell me ‘like’ when you mean ‘love’.
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PETER: It was a mistake, let it go. Come here—
NAKKIAH: Yeah, it was a mistake you tried to blame me for. You’re mis-

take, not mine.
PETER: Well, who just ‘likes’ sex? You don’t just ‘like’ it, you’re meant 

to ‘love’ it.
NAKKIAH: You can just ‘like’ sex. Sometimes you can ‘like’ it and some-

times you can ‘love’ it. It’s not a tattoo, it can change, it’s a dynamic, 
changing thing.

PETER: You ‘like’ reality TV; you don’t ‘like’ sex. You fucking ‘love’ sex!
NAKKIAH: I love reality TV.
PETER: You don’t ‘like’ it when I’m giving it to you and I’m in it, you 

know, for you, I’m in it for you and you’re meant to love it.
NAKKIAH: Oh my God, there are so many things wrong with that.

Giving it to me? What the fuck is this? The fucking Boys?
‘Her words said no, but her eyes said yes’—

PETER: Okay, you are not going there again—
NAKKIAH: You can’t tell me what I like and what I love. That’s my 

choice! My body! My choice!
PETER: Oh my God, you go to one fucking SlutWalk and you think 

you’re the Adolf Eichmann of Feminazis.
NAKKIAH: Okay, number one, I didn’t just go to SlutWalk, I spoke at 

SlutWalk, okay, and you know this because you were there and 
you clapped and said I was very good, so don’t try to demean my 
accomplishments. And number two… why Eichmann?

PETER: What do you mean why Eichmann?
NAKKIAH: He got caught.
PETER: He’s a Nazi!
NAKKIAH: Is it the glottal stop? Are you making fun of the way I talk 

again?
PETER: What?
NAKKIAH: Glottal stop—you know—

NAKKIAH starts making a sound like she is coughing up phlegm. 
She keeps repeating it.

PETER: … That isn’t a glottal stop.
NAKKIAH: [in between glottal stops] Yes it is.
PETER: You clearly have no idea what a glottal stop is. Stop making that 

sound.
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NAKKIAH: So now you think you can decide what a glottal stop sounds 
like.

PETER: No— I’m not deciding—it’s fact, that’s not it. Look, I’m saying 
you can’t just throw around the issue of consent—

NAKKIAH: I’m not a Nazi!
I am a feminist!

PETER: So am I!
Silence.

Why are we even fighting about this?
Silence.

NAKKIAH: You look really pathetic sitting there all upset and naked.
PETER: Yeah, thanks.
NAKKIAH: I fucking love it.

Silence.
Things turn soft between them.

PETER: I just wanted to make you feel good.
They start again. This time slower. Careful and soft.

Just say it.
Pause.

Say it.
Pause.

NAKKIAH: I love it.
They start at it. Things heat up. Faster now. The phone starts 
ringing.

PETER: You wanna get that?
NAKKIAH: No. Keep going.

PETER changes positions, continues. The phone keeps ringing.
PETER: You sure you don’t want to get that?
NAKKIAH: No, keep going, it’s good.

The phone stops. They get into it again. The phone starts to ring 
again.

PETER: Look—you should really /answer that—
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NAKKIAH: /I said keep going.
PETER: It might be—
NAKKIAH: Don’t stop.

Just… don’t stop.

SCENE FIVE

Lounge room.
HARLEY and PAUL stand on either side of a washing machine placed in 
the middle of the lounge room. They circle each other. Face-off.

HARLEY: What is this? Why is the washing machine in the lounge room?
PAUL: Fuck! You weren’t meant to be here!
HARLEY: What’d you mean I wasn’t meant to be here?
PAUL: Fuck, fuck, fuck!
HARLEY: Paul, what’d ya mean fuck? Paul?!
PAUL: You’re meant to be home at 5:00 p.m, on Wednesdays you finish 

at 5:00 /you always finish at 5:00.
HARLEY: /I had to go get a—

Paul, why is the washing machine in the lounge room close to the 
door?
Paul? Paul? Paul!
Paul, why do you need the fucking washing machine?
Tell me! Say it!

PAUL: You know why.
HARLEY: I want to hear you say it. Say it!
PAUL: You know why, Harley, don’t make me /say it.
HARLEY: /Fine. I’ll say it. You were gonna take it down to fucking Fishy 

Donald’s and hock it, weren’t ya? Find the spare key under the rose 
bush and sneak in when I’m not home, grab the washer and take it 
down to Fishy Donald’s? I’m running out of places to hide the spare 
key, Paul! Wait—you didn’t dig up the roses, did you? Because they 
were Nan’s, she planted them there—

PAUL: No! I didn’t! The roses are fine! Look, if you don’t want me to 
find the spare key—

HARLEY: Of course I don’t you want you to find the spare key. /That’s 
why I keep hiding it.

PAUL: /—you should hide it better!
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HARLEY: Hid it better? The very concept of hiding is for it not to be 
found, that’s why I hide it. Hide it. Hide. To have hid it. It was hidden. 
How much clearer do I need to be?

PAUL: Well then, just give me a key.
HARLEY: What fucking planet are you on, Paul?! Of course I’m not 

giving you a key!
PAUL: Why not?
HARLEY: Because you come in and do this shit! You come in and steal 

whatever you can get your fucking hands on.
PAUL: I wasn’t stealing it, Harley. I was borrowing. There’s a difference.
HARLEY: How much did Fishy Donald say he’d give you this time? How 

much, Paul? Enough for one hit or two? You were gonna run all the 
way there with those poxy fucking scabbed legs of yours with that 
shithouse washing machine, get your fifty dollars and go get high. 
You know, I don’t know who is a bigger fucking idiot, you or Fishy 
Donald, because this washing machine is practically a rust bucket, it’s 
eleven fucking years old.

PAUL: Nah, not like that. You don’t know everything, Harley.
HARLEY: Not like what?
PAUL: I wasn’t gonna do it like that.
HARLEY: Like what?
PAUL: I wasn’t gonna run with it.
HARLEY: You weren’t going to run with it?
PAUL: No! I’m not a fucking idiot. Fishy’s cousin Ray. Ray’s mate from 

work is looking after his boss’s ute and Fishy was gonna borrow it to 
come help me pick it up, so you got it wrong. You don’t know every-
thing, Harley.

HARLEY: I know the amount of money in petrol it would take to come 
get the fucking washer is more than what the washer is worth, you 
fool! Go on, take it, you’d be doing me a favour.

PAUL: Alright.
PAUL runs towards the washing machine, attempting to pick it up 
and take off with it.

HARLEY: Paul! Stop! Stop! You fucking idiot!
As HARLEY practically tackles him, PAUL accidentally pushes the 
washing machine onto his feet.
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