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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 1

SCENE  AUTONUM   

INTERIOR – anna & terrence’s house
F/X:
(D) PHONE ringing, then pickup

JULIA:
(D) (DROWSILY) Hello?

ANNA: 
Jules? It’s Anna.  Listen, I can’t make our tennis date this morning.

JULIA:
(D) (SOUNDS SLIGHTLY DRUNK) No? Doesn’t matter. Exercise eats into my valuable drinking time.

ANNA: 
I’m meeting the new au-pair at the station. She’s arrived a day early. I must say I think that bodes well. I like a person who’s prompt.

JULIA: 
(D) To be honest, I hate tennis. Well, any form of exercise that involves standing up.

ANNA: 
Of course, the house is a tip. I’d planned to spiff it up before she arrived – set an example, you know. But I haven’t the materials.

JULIA: 
(D) Materials? 

F/X:
(D) bottles clinking

ANNA:
I’m addicted to those throwaway cleaning cloths. I can’t imagine what people used to use to clean the house. Cotton balls? I know I did it as a child… Magda will know. She’s Romanian. Or Polish. Or maybe Welsh. It’s very hard to tell over the phone.

JULIA: 
(D) Okay. What’re we talking about?

ANNA: 
My new employee – the nanny! I’ve got to go pick her up. I’m dreading the whole thing, to be honest. Magda – it’s rather severe. Do you think she’ll be homely?

JULIA: 
(D) How old is she?

ANNA: 
18.

JULIA: 
(D) No, I don’t think she’ll be homely.

ANNA: 
There are homely 18 year olds, Jules. You should see the girls my son brings home. 

JULIA: 
(D) You need to keep an eye on that boy. I ran into him in front of Po Na Na last night  - he’s cute when he’s on crack.

ANNA: 
Oh, Bollocks, Julia. He’s always like that. He’s an enthusiast. Anyway, what were you doing at Po Na Na? 

JULIA: 
(D) That’s what I keep asking myself. 

ANNA:
I want all the details, but not now, I’ve got to dash. Tennis next week Julia – no excuses!

JULIA: 
(D) (SIGHS) Yes fine. No excuses. (beat) But I might have a ruptured tendon… elbow… spleen… thing by then. Bye!

ANNA:
Wish me luck!

F/X:
phone disconnecting

ANNA: 
(SHOUTS)  Terrence! I’m off to the station. Amy’s in the bathroom. Can you check on her – I can hear splashing. I think she might be making Teddy go scuba diving round the U-bend again!

TERRENCE:
(OFF)  Be right down!

SCENE 2.

EXTERIOR - CAMBRIDGE TRAIN STATION

F/X:
Distant Train, footsteps, crowd

Chris: 
OUCH!

Magda: 
Sorry, my bag.

CHRIS: 
S’alright. But you might want to be careful with that thing.  It’s a weapon of mass toe destruction.

MAGDA: 
Is not funny to make joke about terrorism.

CHRIS: 
Technically, it was a joke about anti-terrorism.

MAGDA:
Not funny.

CHRIS: 
Okay, sorry. I didn’t mean to offend. Are you in need of a cab? A taxi?

MAGDA: 
No. I’m waiting for the Mrs Simpleton.

CHRIS:  
Ah. And where would the Mrs Simpleton be meeting you?

MAGDA: 
Here. Why you think I am waiting!

CHRIS: 
Alright, keep your hair on! 

MAGDA: 
Why you talk about my hair? You are the hairy one! Look  you even have hairy fingernails!

CHRIS: 
Look, love, I was just trying to be friendly!

MAGDA:
I know why man like you be friendly. 

CHRIS: 
Hey! I don’t know where you come from but in this country a man can be friendly to a pretty girl without planning to sell her into the slave trade!

MAGDA: 
You see! We are talking two minutes and already you are saying about slave! You are bad man. Go away!

CHRIS:
Listen. I am not a bad man. My name is Chris. I’m a taxi driver. I’m a friend – well, acquaintance  - of Mrs Singleton, as a matter of fact. Are you her new nanny?

MAGDA: 
Not that it is your business but yes, I come to look before child.

CHRIS: 
Look after child. Are you sure Mrs Singleton’s going to want a nanny that doesn’t speak good English?

MAGDA: 
Yes. She want a nanny cheap. She find me on eBay. And English is not so hard to learn. I speak it better than you speak Romanian.

CHRIS: 
Romanian? I thought you sounded Scottish.

ANNA: 
(OFF)  Magda!? Anyone here called Magda?

CHRIS: 
There’s your Mrs Singleton. (SHOUTS TO ANNA) Here!

ANNA:
(approaching) Oh, hello er…  Magda. Nice to meet you. You sounded different on the phone. And I must admit I was expecting someone a lot less fat, hairy and sweaty.

chris:
What?

anna:
Still, never mind. Once we shave that beard off, slap on a load of moisturiser and get you into a dress I’m sure you’ll look much better.

chris:
I’m not Magda, I’m your new neighbour, Chris! Not that you would know, living in that street of posh unfriendly curtain twitchers. This is Magda!

anna:
What? (TO MAGDA) Oh, thank God for that. You’re normal!

magda:
I’m not sure you are though. I think I quit before I start! Can you give me money for train fare back to Stanstead?

anna:
(laughing) Ha ha, no don’t worry Magda I was only joking with er… oh, where’s he gone?

magda:
He stomp off back to car, look!

ANNA: 
Sodding….sod. Beloved neighbour. His boss, the oh so impressive Sandra Cooke, moved him in last week. Otherwise he could never afford our street. 

MAGDA: 
Oh. Is a rich neighbourhood?

ANNA: 
No. Not rich. But dignified. And contrary to what  that “gentleman” believes, Magda, the Hills Road area boasts a thriving community life. Parties every…now and then, and we look after each other. For instance, Gladys – that’s Sandra’s mother, who that chap is meant to be looking after -  pops round almost every day.  And if she didn’t, I’d be very concerned about her. I’d probably call the police.

MAGDA: 
Why? Does she have… (beat) enemies?

ANNA: 
No! I meant… oh never mind. She’s not my favourite person in the world, but my daughter Amy seems to be very fond of her. God knows why. Now, we must be quick - I’m not parked in the best place.

CABBIE: 
(OFF) Oi, lady! Is this your Chelsea tractor blocking the taxi stand?

ANNA:
Yes, I had to collect my new nanny and she has a lot of bags for someone from the third world! Come along Magda!

fade

SCENE 3.
INTERIOR - ANNA AND TERRENCE’s house
F/X:
terrence’s mobile rings - some inappropriate eco-theme, e.g.  Big Yellow Taxi
TERRENCE:
Hello, Terrence Singleton.

AMY: 
(OFF) Daddy!

TERRENCE: 
(TO AMY) Just a minute sweetie! (beat) (TO CALLER) No, not you Colin - I was talking to my daughter!

AMY:
(OFF) I’m flushing the toilet!

TERRENCE: 
(TO CALLER) What? They’re waiting there now? They’re not supposed to come until tomorrow!
F/X:
Repeated sounds of toilet being flushed unsuccessfully

TERRENCE: 
(TO AMY) Sweetheart, the cistern needs to re-fill. (beat) (TO CALLER) No they can’t start digging the duckpond Colin, I haven’t authorised the planning forms yet. 

AMY: 
(OFF) Daddy, Teddy is all wet!

TERRENCE:
(TO CALLER) Well, send them round the corner to the pub and I’ll have a word with them when I get to the office.

AMY:
(OFF) Teddy is covered in plop!

TERRENCE:
(TO CALLER) Look, I’ll be in there in half an hour, providing my wife gets back soon with the new childminder. We’ll sort it out then. (beat) Bye.

F/X:
HANG UP PHONE

TERRENCE:
(TO AMY) Amy, leave Teddy and come here. We have to be very grown up to-day, I have to go to a planning meeting and Mummy’s coming back soon with Magda.

AMY: 
Maggot! Yuck!

TERRENCE:
Magda. Your new nanny.

AMY: 
Don’t want new nanny. I want Charlie.

TERRENCE: 
Look, I know you’re fond of Charlie, but she just wasn’t reliable enough. And with mummy’s important new job designing clothes…

AMY:
I hate mummy’s new job.
F/X:
DOORBELL 

TERRENCE:
Ah, that’ll be her now!

GLADYS: 
(OFF)  Hello! Coo-eee!

TERRENCE: 
(DEFLATED)  Oh no.

AMY:
It’s Gladys! I let her in.

F/X:
front door opens

GLADYS: 
Hello dear. Is your mummy in?

TERRENCE: 
(UNENTHUSIASTICALLY) Come in, Gladys.

GLADYS: 
Oh, hello Mr Singleton. You not at work today? (LOW) Your old trouble hasn’t come back has it?

TERRENCE: 
No it hasn’t! I’m fully functional thank you very much!

GLADYS: 
The thing is, I’m very worried about Molly. Have you seen her at all lately?

TERRENCE: 
No, I nailed our cat-flap shut after she dragged in those dead pigeons and hid them in my Wellingtons.

AMY:
Moggie the Molly!

terrence:
It’s Molly the Moggie darling – go and read your grammar book.

amy:
Daddy, I’m four.

GLADYS:
She’s not been in for her food. I’ve looked everywhere…

AMY:
(CALLING) Molly!? Molly!?

TERRENCE: 
Gladys, what happened to that electronic collar I fixed for you so you could track her when she wanders off like this?

GLADYS: 
I took the collar off. It was treating her like a criminal, like she’d got a tag or a – what do they call it?

TERRENCE: 
An ASBO?

GLADYS:
Yes!

AMY: 
I want an ASBO!

TERRENCE: 
Gladys, that collar was state-of-the-art. It would tell you where she was and it worked the cat-flap so you wouldn’t get strays.

GLADYS: 
But I like strays. My mother was a stray.

TERRENCE:
No, Molly’s mother was a stray.

GLADYS: 
No, it was my mother. She was anyone’s for a tin of tuna…

F/X:
CAR HOOTING OUTSIDE

AMY: 
That’s Mummy!

F/X:
terrence’s mobile RINGs

TERRENCE: 
Damn! (TO GLADYS) Excuse me a minute, Gladys. (TO AMY) Go and say hello to Magda, Amy.

AMY:
(MAKES RETCHING NOISES) Maggot. Yuck!

TERRENCE: 
(STERNLY) Amy! Look, just a…

F/X:
answers phone

terrence:
(TO CALLER) Hello? (beat) No they can’t park their digger outside the Guildhall! (beat) What? Hello? Colin? (beat)  Now the bloody phone’s on the blink!

AMY: 
Daddy, why are the car lights flashing?

TERRENCE: 
(CALLING) Anna! Use the fob, Anna!

F/X:
(OFF) CAR ALARM

AMY: 
Buglers! Buglers!

GLADYS:
I see her – look! She’s hiding in the cupboard! 

F/X:
CAT’S YOWL

AMY: 
Molly!! You give me a cuggle!

F/X:
CAT’S angry YOWL

amy:
Ow!!! She scratched me!

ANNA:
(OFF) Terrence, how do you turn this thing off?

F/X:
wailing child, yowling cat, car alarm

fade

SCENE 4.

iNTERIOR – sANDRA’S OFFICE  

F/X:
COMPUTER KEYS, LOW MUTTER OF AN OFFICE ENVIRONMENT. Door opens and closes, office noises shut out

sANDRA:
Good morning. Can I ask who you are?

Josie:
‘Pends who’s askin’.

sandra:
Well, I’m Sandra Cooke. I own this company. And that is my desk your feet are on top of.

F/X:
Loud clomp of JOSIE removing her feet.

Josie:
You’re S. Cooke?

Sandra:
Indeed.

Josie:
Huh. Sorry for that, but I was picturin a bloke. I mean... taxi company? That’s sort of...blokish, you know what I mean? But hey, s’alright. I totally relate to girl power and all that. One day I’m gonna have my own “co”. Not taxi’s though. I was thinkin’ maybe one of those phone sex lines, d’you know what I mean? They just print the cash.  Now that’s my idea of work, not that I’ll...

sandra:
Please tell me you’re not from the temp agency.

Josie:
I’m Josie, by the way. From the temp agency.

SANDRA:
[Sarcastically] Good. That’s good. That’s exactly what I need. (beat)  Josie, put out that cigarette, get out of my chair, and go find out if my driver Chris is back from the council yet. Oh, and get some coffee.

Josie:
Never touch the stuff. It’s Red Bull all the way for me..

sandra:
Get some coffee for me, Josie. White, no sugar.

JOSIE:
Hang about. I’m a qualified word processor, you know.

sandra:
Really? Well process these words: get out and find me some coffee. And send Chris straight in if he’s there. If he hasn’t sorted this hackney licensing foul-up we’re all going to be temping next week.

josie:
You wouldn’t last a day with that attitude.

sandra:
OUT!

josie:
All right all right. Don’t get pissy with me..

F/X:
door opens, office noises increase

josie:
Oi! Anybody named Chris hangin’ about? Dragon lady in there wants ‘im...

F/X:
door closes and sound fades

END
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