My Fair Lady

Scene

Well kept wine cellar in the basement of a mansion of some sort. It's cold, clean, there's a round table with five chairs, all of high quality. One chair is located at the “top”, farthest upstage, with the other four angled towards it around the table, like a star shape All of the points should be shifted so that no performers have their backs facing the audience. The scene is lighted by several small lamps in the corners, with a single burning candle in the center of the table. The room is square, with a single door upstage. Isabella is sitting at the top point of the star, resting her head in her hands with elbows on the table. Sylphie is relaxed at the chair farthest stage right, which is pushed out from the table and as a result she's faced slightly downstage. The stage right chair is occupied by Yumi, who is clearly waiting impatiently for something. Samantha is seated at the downstage left chair, clearly nervous and shifting around uncomfortably. The remaining chair is empty.

Yumi(She should sound forceful and aggressive.): She's late. She's always late. What's it gonna be this time? Thirty minutes? Two hours? Last week she didn't show up at all!

Sylphie(Everything said by Sylphie should be in a suggestive tone.): Calm down, tiger. Maaaaybe she'll get here, maaaaybe she won't, we'll still manage to get things done. 

Isabella(Cold, calculating, commanding, formal. She should have a powerful voice.): She will, regrettably, have to be punished. This is her third tardy, neverminding the absence.

Sylphie: Oooh, what are we gonna do to her?

Samantha(Rapid-fire, “Just get it over with!” sort of speech. Almost whispering.): “Someone. Upstairs. Coming down.”

* The girls turn as the door opens and Christine enters.  She should look like she's in a hurry and somewhat panicked, but relieved to get to her destination. They stare in silence as she takes the remaining chair. *

Yumi: Had to kiss the husband goodbye? Maybe make his dinner, tell him you'll be home by eleven? Glad you had time to remove your apron before you came.

Christine: O...f course not! I left without so much as a wave!

Sylphie: But you're almost forty minutes late...did you do something...interesting?

Isabella: This is the fourth time, Christine.  I demand an explanation for your problems attending.

Christine: I...I'm sorry, Isa- C...commander. I was...mugged on the way here...and while I managed to use what we've discussed to hold them off, the shock slowed me down...

Yumi: Awfully delicate muggers. Your clothing's spot free, untorn...unless you're just a better fighter than I've seen. Maybe a rematch is in order.

Sylphie: Oh, but Yumi, you leave such nasty bruises...

Isabella: Identify, engage, neutralize. If you can not overcome muggers, there is not a place for you on the battlefield.

Christine: I...I'll be fine! I'm completely fine!

Samantha: Christie...

Isabella: Nonetheless, there is business to attend to. Tommorrow morning is game day, ladies. 

Yumi: My guns are all freshly cleaned and polished, Commander. 

Sylphie: My team is all primed and ready to go.

Samantha: Resources....adequate...

Christine: ...

Isabella: What about our entry routes, Christine?

Christine: ...They're secured.

Isabella: ...Brief us on how we're going to start off, Christine.

Christine: We...all go with our...husbands to the Senate. We're all wives, they won't suspect anything if we come to accompany our husbands. So...after which, we excuse ourselves, one at a time...

Christine: We plant the small explosives at key areas in the building, as outlined in the map we made at an earlier meeting.

Isabella: Very good. Sylphie, you're next...

Sylphie: After about 15 minutes, my cute little gun girls will march into the capital, which will be in chaos...

Yumi: Then we capture the president and make our demands. I'll see to it personally.

Samantha: If...there's a problem...we fall back and resupply...

Isabella: Very nice, ladies. Tommorrow, we don the suits that imprision us for the last time. If there is nothing more...

Christina: ...Isa- Commander. 

Isabella: Yes, Christine?

Christine: ...Do we really have to do this?

Isabella: If we don't, we'll never gain the superiority we deserve.

Samantha: ...Deserve...

Yumi: If you're considering dropping out on us...

Christine: No, no! But...isn't there some other way?

Isabella: Women are the voting majority, and yet women do not get elected to a lot of offices. We've never had a female president. 

Christine: Exactly! We can try to educate voting women, or...

Yumi: ...You're chickening out. You little...

Sylphie: Yumi, don't be so rough...

Christine: People could die from this...women and men alike...

Isabella: They are necessary for the cause...they would thank us for what we are going to do.

Samantha: The dead give no thanks...

Christine: Commander...no, Isabella. Can you comdemn innocent people to death so easily?

Isabella: They are not innocent. They have kept the men in power. Thus they can die with them.

*  Samantha and Christine stand and take each other's hands. *

Samantha: I...can't...support that...

Christine: I refuse to allow you to do this, Isabella! Sam, follow me!

* Samantha and Christine flee through the door. Yumi leaps up first, all three remaining women give chase. * END

