Rebellion Meeting 


[bookmark: _GoBack]The scene opens with Layla setting up for a secret meeting that is taking place at her house. 
Obsidian enters
Obsidian: Hey, thanks Layla for letting us use your house for this meeting, I know it’s risky. 
Layla: No problem, are we expecting a big turn out?
Obsidian: No, not today. It should be a quieter one. 
Layla: (Hesitantly) will...he be joining us?
Obsidian: I haven’t heard from him, but I do believe he’s coming today.
Layla sighs. 
A knock at the door is heard as Sam arrives to the meeting.
Obsidian: Yes?
Sam enters
Sam: (Nervously) Oh, hi. Are you Obsidian? 
Obsidian: Hi, yes please sit down. And you must be-
Sam: Sam. I’m so happy to finally meet you.
Obsidian: Yes, glad to have a reqruit.
Layla: Hi Sam, I think we’ve met before. Im Layla.
Sam: hey nice to meet you Layla. 
Obsidian: Right, Layla have you got the agenda for today’s meeting?
There is a half hearted knock on the door. 
Obsidian: Yep!
Raff enters
Raff: (Looking at Sam) New meat?
Obsidian: Yes, this is our new recruit. Sam, meet Raff. 
Sam: I’ve heard of him. 
Silence. 
Obsidian: Right! First on the agenda...
Layla: Well, we may or may not need a body shaped hole dug in someone’s garden...It wasn’t me, though!
Obsidian: Look, it doesn’t matter who killed them... but, who are we burrying?
Layla: No one important... just pc plod. 
Obsidian: (Agitated) Oh, no one important – just a police officer... any ideas? 
Sam: Whatever it is, I’ll help in anyway that I can. 
Raff: I might know a few people that can make that body disappear.
Sam: Oh yeah? Let me guess there’s a cost to that as well. 
Raff: Everything has got a price. Everything. 
Layla: When it comes to you, maybe. 
Raff stares at her. 
Layla (cont’d.): Look, I know this isn’t the best but there’s got to be someone. Doesn’t Kim help with this stuff?
Obsidian: Yeah she does. I’ll contact her as soon as I can, next on the agenda?
Silence
Raff: Oh, that’s me. I have some information that is vital to the ‘cause’ that I am willing to share for free. 
Layla: I thought everything had a price. 
Raff: Calm it, without this information you will all crumble. 
Obsidian: Let me guess, it benefits you then?
Raff: Listen, them up top are clamping down on and increasing their raids on smaller laughing clubs. Now, that puts us both in the firing line and if they find our establishments then wouldn’t that be devastating? 
Sam: What does he want?
Raff: I don’t want anything, I’m simply here to warn you. (He gestures to Obsidian) If they find your bar, and that it’s you who runs it then all of this (He gestures to the other members of the meeting) will be brought to an end, okay? They will hunt all of you, probably execute all of you, then where will that leave your humble rebellion. 


Obsidian:  Great, thanks for your contribution Raff, very fucking helpful. Anyway, Sam – have you got anything to contribute to this meeting?
Sam: I have, I have some quite serious news that I’ve got from the outside. As you know im a support worker and Ive risen quite high up there and I’ve heard some information that could be detrimental to society. 
Obsidian:  Do go on. 
Sam: There’s no easy way to say this... (she hesitates) the Dictator is planning on sewing our mouths shut. 
Obsidian:  Is that a joke?
Layla: I thought those were just rumours? 
Sam: no no its true I have it on good authority
Obsidian: And when’s this supposed to be happening?
Sam: Monday. 
Layla: Monday? Surely not 3 days time. That’s too soon. 
Sam: You haven’t heard the worst of it yet. There’s a list of exemptions. There’s the Dictator, then teachers, although I’m not sure why.
Obsidian: Well, they have to teach the kids.
Sam: Oh yeah, that’s fair enough. Next up is Jackie Jones. 
The group of Rebels briefly make fun of Jackie
Sam: Next is Henry Jackson. Ive no idea who he is
Obsidian: He’s lucky he’s got our protection.
Sam: Another confusing one, the dead are exempt but again I have no idea why. 
Obsidian: Makes sense, they’re dead. They can’t speak. 
Layla and Sam laugh to each other
Obsidian: Oi, hush it. We aren’t underground at the moment. We don’t want to get caught. You can laugh later.
Sam:  I’m so sorry, it won’t happen again.
Obsidian: Good, we don’t want any liabilities. 
Sam: and the last person on the list, you’re not going to like this. It’s that fucking Raff Maurius. 
Obsidian: How the fuck did you manage that?

Raff: Alright, I’ll give you this one. For once I have genuinely no idea. 
Obsidian: Oh yeah right 
Layla: I bet some he's fucking bribed someone. 
Raff shrugs
Obsidian: Whilst you were going around bribing people, did you get those fucking guns?
Raff: Guns, let me think...No. I don’t think I did. 
Obsidian: Well, I think you’d better go and get them, don’t you?
Raff: (dismissively) Yeah, sure, I’ll see what I can do. 
Raff gets up to leave. 
Raff (Cont’d): Enjoy your little revolution. 
Raff leaves. 
Sam: He makes my skin crawl.
Layla: I’ve never trusted him. 
Obsidian: He’s just someone we’ve got to deal with. He could be useful, in the end.
Layla: So where do we go from here? 
Sam: Well, I’ve got a couple of plans up my sleeve. 
Obsidian: That’ll be up for negotiation. For now, we need to recruit. I’ll give you our very own criteria for recruitment. When did they say they were going to start sewing up mouths? 
Sam: Monday. We need to act fast. 
Obsidian: Good. Remember they can’t sew up our mouths if they don’t catch us...God, we might have to go back underground. 
Layla: (desperately) Please don’t make us do that again, I don’t think I could take it. We have fighters, we’re not that desperate are we?
Obsidian:  We might not have any other choice. Look, just focus on recruiting for now. We need as many people as we can get. I’ll see you at the OLP tonight. 
Sam: (to Layla) Are you going?
Layla: Yeah, I’ll be there. 
Sam: Great, I’ll see you there then.
Obsidian: Meeting over. 
Sam: Thanks again for letting me join, I won’t let you down.
Sam leaves
Obsidian: You better not... See you tonight.
Uncomfortable silence...
Layla: Cuppa tea?
End scene.
