Scene 3:

Capitol:

Cast:  Seneca,  Cinna,  President Snow,  Effie,  Octavia, Portia, Caesar,  Claudius,  Effie, Chronicler.
Setting: President Snows Chamber. 

Props:  Rose bush.  Champagne  glasses, trays,  mirrors. 
Chronicler:   Capitol, city of the future,  where life is a dream for it’s inhabitants,  where greed and excess are expected.  Luxury is not a luxury,  thanks to the servitude of the Districts.  President Snow ensures his Game is organised meticulously.

This is the show of the  year,  the show which keeps the people glued to their goggle boxes.  The show which allows the people of Capitol to remind themselves how generous they are to their lowly cousins in the Districts.  The show which allows them to relieve themselves of their guilt.  The show which allows them to forget their real fear,  the fear it could all come crashing down.

The Fear – curtains open with Capitol inhabitants with drinks and food, and mirrors etc…
Seneca:   (Coughs).  Ahem..Ahem..
 (Waiting for Snow to finish pruning his roses)
Snow:   (finishes snipping a rose and puts it in his lapel)

Yes Seneca.  Have you dotted the I’s and crossed the T’s  hmmm.

Have you prepared some good entertainment for us this year?
Seneca:  Yes, of course President Snow (tapping his tablet).  The arena is all prepared, primed and ready for the Game.

Snow:  Is that right.  You should know, my dear Seneca that not being totally honest with me is usually a grave mistake.
(Snow snips a rose)

Seneca:  I,  err, I’m… (Snow interrupts)

Snow:  But, as I am in a good mood today I shall ignore the fact you forgot to mention that your team were still fixing some weather glitches.  I am correct?

Seneca:  Yes Mr President. Sorry Mr President.

Snow:  No matter.  Happy Hunger Game!!!

Seneca:  Yes Mr President,  Happy Hunger Game.

Snow:   Now, to business.  I shall speak…. And you shall give me the answers I am seeking. (He motions to the people in the room)

Everyone:  Yes Mr President.

Snow:  (Putting his arm around Caesar)   Caesar my old friend… are we ready to broadcast to the nation.  I want this years interviews to really bring out that fragile, almost human side of the District tributes.  Do you understand?

Caesar:  Of course President Snow.  I will endeavour to put on an audience grabbing spectacle.

Snow:  You misunderstand me.. I don’t want a spectacle from you, I want the people to see our brave tribute’s frailties, their poor inadequacies…  so we can root for them.. you understand.
Caesar:  Of course… the human story… I can do that.
Snow:  But Caesar…  we don’t want to hear about the ‘suppos-ed’  food shortages,  or tales of ‘starvation’ and what a terrible state the Districts are in.(Rolls his eyes)
Caesar:  I understand perfectly.  I am a professional, and winner of 17 Baftas you know.  
Snow:  Districts 1 and 2 are special cases of course…

Caesar:  Of course.

Snow:  Show them to be strong and fearless, that they are loyal to the Capitol…. It’s important to keep our military Districts happy.   Of course, the usually win,   although it is important the other Districts occasionally have a winner.
Caesar:  You can count on me President Snow.

Snow:  Excellent.  I’ll be tuning in Caesar.  Wear a smart suit.  I loved the gold sequinned one last year.  Most excellent.

Caesar:  I always do Sir.

Snow:  Claudius.. Claudius.  All ready for the daily coverage show?

Claudius:  (enthusiastic)  Of course Mr President.   I have a feeling it’s going to be a wonderful show this year.  I’m quite excited.

Snow:  Good.  Let’s make sure we avoid broadcasting any, shall we say rebellious events this year.  
Claudius:  Of course.  I will ensure the editing is most flattering.

Snow:  Now,  Miss Trinket,  I thought you would be on your way to our ‘grubby but productive ‘friends’ in District 12 by now.  I trust you are ready to oversee the choosing there.

Effie: Of course President Snow  but there is the small, but necessary matter of confirming District 12’s new stylist.  ‘Dotting the I’s and crossing the T’s! (she almost mimics Snow but doesn’t mean to)

Snow.. Indeed.. (Effie continues… interrupting him but not realising)

Effie:  So I thought it prudent to ensure everything was tickity boo so to speak. Therefore I took the liberty of arranging the paperwork for the new stylist to be completed in triplicate so that….

Snow:  (Stopping her by raising his hand with a sarcastic grin) Thank you Miss Trinket.…   So,   Mr Cinna,  you wish to be the stylist for District 12.  Why make such a strange request.  I see from your cv that you are making quite a few waves in the fashion houses of Capitol. Why  not apply for a more… attractive District… maybe 1 or 2?
Cinna:  I like a challenge Mr President.  I’m curious to see what they scrub up like beneath all that coal dust (clicks fingers).   What lurks beneath that layer of grime? I’m sure I can make a silk purse from a pigs ear.
Snow: (Suspicious)   Hmmm.    Is that so…  I sense something else in you.  If it’s ambition, then that’s a dangerous thing,  but if it’s rebellion….. then that’s a far deadlier creature… and I know you ‘creatives’ do like your rebellious juices.
Cinna:  Mr President, I only aim to serve our Great Capitol  by helping you present a feast for the eyes.  It’s all surface with me.  All smoke and mirrors.

Snow:  Smoke and mirrors… and interesting turn of phrase.  Smoke and mirrors often conceal that which one would like to hide away.

Cinna:  I am only a mere stylist Sir.  All lipstick, eyeliner and cool belts and shoes.
Snow:  Very well.  I confirm you as District 12 stylist.  You better hope they have had a decent bath before arriving.

Cinna:  (Taps cane on floor)   The honour is mine. 
Snow:  Claudius…Show Miss Trinket to her transport,  we wouldn’t want her to keep District 12 waiting.  Oh,  and once again.  HAPPY HUNGER GAME.  I know I can count on you ALL.

