Based on the book about Alex Rider (Stormbreaker) 

Music is playing ( с 2.30 минуты).
 Приложение 6
Two terrorists are bringing out Alex Ryder with a bag on his head. They are sitting him on a chair. They are removing the bag from his head. Rider’s hands are tied. In a dark room the lights are turning on one by one shining on Ryder. A man is coming out to him. This is Mr Sayle.  Then the conversation is between the terrorist Mr Sayle and Alex Rider.
Mr Sayle: Three questions. Who are you? Who sent you here? How much do you know?
Alex: I don’t know what you’re talking about. 
Mr Sayle: We have very little time. Mr Grin…? (a man is coming out of the wings)
Mr Grin is a good expert with knives. Tell me what I want to know, Alex, or he will cause you more pain than you could begin to imagine. 

Alex: My name is Alex Rider. 
Mr Sayle: Rider’s son?
Alex: His nephew.
Mr Sayle: Who sent you here?
Alex: The same people who sent him. 

Mr Sayle: MI6? They send fourteen-year-old boys to do their dirty work? Not very English.  And what of my third question, Alex? How much have you found out?
Alex: I know enough (pause).
Mr Sayle: Go on.  You’re keeping me waiting,

Alex: All right. When my uncle was here, he got interested in viruses. He asked about them at the local library. I thought he was talking about computer viruses. That was the natural assumption. But I was wrong. I saw what you were doing last night. I heard them talking on the speaker system. Decontamination and Biocontainment Zones. They were talking about biological warfare. You’ve got hold of some sort of real virus. It came here in test-tubes, packed into silver boxes, and you’ve put them into the Stormbreakers. I don’t know what happens next. I suppose when the computers are turned on, people die. They’re in schools, so it’ll be schoolchildren. Which means you’re not the saint everyone thinks you are, Mr Sayle. A mass-murderer. A bliddy psycho, I suppose you might say.
Mr Sayle: You’ve done very well, Alex, I congratulate you. And I feel you deserve a reward. MI6 sent me a real English schoolboy.There’s nothing in the world I hate more. You bliddy snobs with your stuck-up schools and your stinking English superiority! But I’m going to show you!
Mr Sayle:  I came to this country forty years ago. I had no money. My family had  nothing. But for a freak accident, I would probably have lived and died in Beirut. I was sent here by an American family, to be educated.  I went to the local school. You cannot imagine how I was feeling then. To be in London,  the heart of civilization. I was going to be English! But I was soon to learn the reality… 
From the moment I arrived at the school, I was mocked and bullied. Because of my size. Because of the colour of my skin. Because I couldn’t speak English well. Because I wasn’t one of them. They had names for me. Herod Smell. Goat-boy. The Dwarf. And they played tricks on me. I had loved  the Union Jack  when I first came here. But then I came to hate it. 
Alex: Lots of people are bullied at school. 

Mr Sayle: I haven’t finished. There were plenty of bullies in that school but there was one who was worse than any of them. He was a small boy, but his parents were rich. He organized the others against me. He had a thousand ideas to make my life miserable. And do you know who that boy grew up to be?
Alex: I think you’re going to tell me anyway.
Mr Sayle: He grew up to be the bliddy Prime Minister! Well, for forty years I’ve been planning my revenge. And now, at last, my time has come. The Stormbreakers are armed and ready. Each one contains what you  might call a computer virus. It is my little April Fools’ joke. This afternoon there’s going to be a party at the Science Museum. Every school in Britain will be joining in, the schoolchildren will gather round their nice, shiny new computers. And at midday my old friend the Prime Minister will make one of his speeches and then he’ll press a button. Pressing the button will release the virus and by midnight there will be no more schoolchildren in Britain.
Alex: You’re mad! By midnight tonight you’ll be in jail.
Mr Sayle: I’m not alone in this, Alex. I have powerful friends who have supported me. You’d be surprised how many countries there are in the world who hate the English, Alex.

Alex: I’m sorry you were bullied at school. But lots of kids get bullied and they don’t turn into nutcases. You’re really sad, Mr Sayle. And your plan won’t work. I’ve told MI6 everything I know. They’ll be waiting for you at the Science Museum. So will the men in white coats.
Mr Sayle: I’d like to watch you die. Unfortunately, I have to go to London. 

(He addresses the terrorists) You can walk with me to the helicopter. Then come back here and kill the boy. Make it slow. Make it painful. 
(He addresses Alex) Goodbye, Alex. It wasn’t a pleasure knowing you.
(Everyone is leaving the stage except Alex).
                                                                                       *********
(A  loud whisper is heard from behind the scenes)
Vole (a young woman): Alex! Alex!
Alex: What do you want?

Vole: (she is running to him and trying to untie his hands). Alex, listen to me, we do not have much time. I am here to help you. I worked with your uncle – Herr Ian Rider. I am on the same side as you.
Alex: But nobody told me …
Vole: It was better for you not to know.
Alex: But…. I saw you with the submarine. You knew what Sayle was doing…
Vole: There was nothing I could do. Not then. It’s too hard to explain. We do not have time to argue. You want to stop him – no?
Alex: I need to find a phone.
Vole: All the phones in the house are coded. You cannot use them. But I have a mobile in my office.
Alex: Then let’s go.
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