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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 2

SCENE  AUTONUM   

Interior – Cooke’s HOme
F/X:
Fade in and out on coffee cups in saucers, radio, chair scraping on floor

KIERAN: 
Mum, can I have a fiver to go into town after school?

SANDRA:
I thought you had Chess Club tonight, Kieran.

KIERAN: 
Mr Snodgrass sprained both his hands playing online Scrabble. Chess club is cancelled.

SANDRA:
That doesn’t sound very likely. Who told you that?

KIERAN: 
Well, Dom said his sister’s friend’s brother told him. But he wants to hang out on Christ’s Pieces tonight, so he could be lying.

SANDRA: 
Kieran, are you really asking me if you can “hang out” on Christ’s Pieces tonight instead of going to the chess club? 

KIERAN: 
No! Well, yeah.

SANDRA: 
No, Kieran! You could get mugged, or murdered… or take up smoking!

KIERAN: 
Don’t you trust me?

SANDRA: 
Is there any reason I should?

KATRINA: 
(SPEAKING VERY QUICKLY) Morning, I’m late, no time for breakfast.

SANDRA: 
Hold it! Lipstick, mascara, and ONE pair of earrings, Katrina. That’s what we agreed. Remember?

KATRINA: 
Oh for God’s sa…

SANDRA: 
And lift up your sweatshirt.

KATRINA: 
WHA?

SANDRA: 
Lift it up. (beat) Since when is a stretch cami suitable for school? 

KATRINA:
It’s under the sweatshirt!

SANDRA: 
And how long was it going to stay there after you left this house? Take it off. Where’s your school t-shirt?

KATRINA: 
Mum, I’m like, way late. I promise, I’ll leave the sweatshirt on all day. Honest!

SANDRA: 
Take it off! And while you’re about it, why don’t you remove three layers of make-up. There’ll still be plenty left.

KATRINA: 
(SHOUTING) You are the biggest cow that ever lived! 
F/X:
KITCHEN DOOR SLAM

SANDRA: 
I do my best.

F/X:
(OFF) FRONT DOOR OPENING, CLOSING, RUNNING FOOTSTEPS – RECEDING OFF
KIERAN: 
There she goes.

SANDRA: 
You’re joking!

F/X:
OPEN KITCHEN WINDOW

SANDRA:
Katrina! Get back here this instant!

KIERAN: 
Bollocks! There’s the bus!

F/X:
CHAIR SCRAPING

SANDRA:
Language! And excuse me! 

F/X:
RUNNING FOOTSTEPS, RECEDING

KIERAN: 
(OFF) Don’t worry about the fiver. Dom’ll front me!

SANDRA:
(SHOUTING) I said no! If you don’t come straight home from school, you’re grounded for a week. No, a month! And so’s your sister!

F/X:
(OFF) BUS ENGINE DRIVING OFF

SANDRA:
Arghhh!! 

F/X:
TELEPHONE RINGS

SANDRA: 
(LOUDER) AAAARRRGHHH! 

F/X:
pick up phone

sandra:
Hello?

GLADYS: 
(D) Sandra. I found her!

SANDRA: 
Found who, mum?

GLADYS: 
(D) Molly! Poor little thing. She’d run away because of that animal that’s moved in next door.

SANDRA: 
Mum, please don’t talk about people that way. He’s not that bad.

GLADYS: 
(D) Not Chris, Sandra, his great slavering dog! Face like a demon and a bottom like an angry gorilla.

sandra:
Still sounds like we’re talking about Chris…

gladys:
(D) I found poor Molly meowing in that nice man Terrance’s cupboard.

SANDRA: 
(SIGHS) Mum, it’s an English Bull Terrier, not an American Pit Bull. It’s perfectly respectable.

GLADYS:  
(D) Have you seen it’s mouth? It drools all the time and its teeth are stained yellow from all the other cats it’s eaten.

sandra:
(beat) Have you taken your medication today?

GLADYS:
(D) Molly’s life is ruined! And so is mine.

SANDRA: 
Nonsense, mum. We both agreed it would be good for you to have a neighbour who could pop in now and again…

GLADYS: 
(D) I’ve got the Singletons! I don’t need any employee of yours to spy on me.

sandra:
I thought you didn’t like Anna Singleton.

GLADYS: 
(D) Mrs Singleton doesn’t deserve that nice Mr Singleton. Such a lovely gentleman... But she’s a selfish little baggage.

sandra:
I’m going to have to get to work. Why don’t you give Molly a saucer of milk and relax.

GLADYS: 
(D) I’ll try. But it’s very nerve jangling to have that animal next door. 

SANDRA: 
I know what you mean – I have to work with him.

GLADYS:
(D) I meant the dog!

sandra:
Take care mum.

F/X:
hang up phone

SCENE  AUTONUM    

Exterior - park
F/X:
park atmos, TRAFFIC in the distance

charlie:
So, Martin, why does your mum hate me?

martin:
What?

charlie:
She’s chucked me out onto the streets and replaced me with that Norwegian au-pair bird.

martin:
She’s called Magda and she’s Polish. Or possibly Croatian. And she’s very nice.

charlie:
Whatever. I used to love looking after Amy.

martin:
No you didn’t. Amy told me you’d lie on the sofa all day in your pants eating crisps, and when Teletubbies came on you’d start swearing and throwing empty cans of Pringles at the telly.

charlie:
She’s a scheming little liar!

martin:
Charlie, she’s four.

charlie:
Alright, she’s a young scheming little liar. (beat)  Anyway she’d throw things as well. But I did enjoy looking after her.

martin:
Look,  my mother doesn’t hate you.

charlie:
Well, why else would she get rid of me?

martin:
Hmm… you’d get up late and make my parents late for work, you taught Amy how to pick locks, and then there’s the small matter of the garden shed burning down.

charlie:
Now, that was an accident.

martin:
Amy says mum caught you teaching her how to make a Camberwell Carrot out of eight Rizlas. You panicked and dropped the matches into the strimmer’s petrol tank.

charlie:
And you believe everything Amy tells you? (sighs) Martin, I’m homeless – I’ve got nowhere to go.

martin:
You could always go… home?

charlie:
My parents hate me too.

MARTIN: 
Have you actually tried talking to your mum about this?

CHARLIE: 
Talking to her?

MARTIN: 
Yeah, like having a proper conversation with her?

CHARLIE: 
Don’t be stupid. We’re a modern family, we don’t do conversations. (beat) I know – I’ll go to the homeless shelter. It’ll be grim but I’ve got no choice. People there will understand me.

fade

SCENE  AUTONUM   

iNTERIOR, SANDRA’S OFFICE  

F/X:
(LOW) bUSY OFFICE SOUNDS. dOOR OPENS LETTING THEM IN

JOSIE:
‘ere’s your coffee, Mrs Boss man. [sarcastically]

F/X:
door closes

SANDRA:
Thank you Josie. Any sign of... [splutters violently] This coffee is ice cold!

josie:
Well, I wasn’t gonna make a whole new pot just for you wuz I? Give it back, if you’re gonna be picky. I’ll stick it in the nuke-r for 30 seconds.

SANDRA:
Josie, what happened to that nice woman the agency used to send?

josie:
She won’t come here no more. She says yer trained ape made a pass at ‘er.

Sandra:
That reminds me, where is Chris?

josie:
He’s out there, scratchin ‘is trousers.

sandra :
Send him in, won’t you, Josie. 

josie:
All right, I won’t.

Sandra:
Josie!

F/X:
door opening, office sounds increase

josie:
Oi! Monkey boy! The boss wants yer.

chris:
(OFF, mouth full) Yup! One second. Just finishing off this Danish...

F/X:
door closes

chris:
Good morning, Sandra. Lovely day, isn’t it?

Sandra:
Can’t say I’ve noticed. It seems we’ve been operating under the wrong licence for the past three years. Do you remember my father saying anything about changing to a private hire company?

chris:
Uh, no. But, were you aware of his little... problem he had, just toward the end there?

sandra:
I don’t see what a temporary spell of incontinence has to do with renewing a hackney license...

chris:
No, not that.  He became just a little, um... how do I say this..

sandra:
Just say it Chris.

CHRIS:
He was gagging for it.

Sandra:
Chris, my father was 78 when he died. I’m sure his days of gagging for it were long past...

CHRIs:
No. Not at all. We were all very impressed. Not that he was...uh...getting any. But he never stopped talking about it.
Sandra:
I still don’t see what this has to do with his license...

chris:
Maybe not. But what I’m saying is, maybe Mr Pateman just...forgot.

Sandra:
[Heavy sigh] Well, if that’s the case his sexual obsession is going to cost us fifteen grand. We’ll have to make cutbacks. Which reminds me, Chris. There’s been a complaint.

CHRIS: 
A complaint? 

SANDRA: 
One of our most valued customers claims he had to have his suit fumigated after a ride in your cab.  

CHRIS: 
But my cab is friendly, it’s warm, it…

SANDRA:
Smells of black pudding for some reason. Chris, we’re losing trade. I’m sorry, but if there’s no improvement I’m going to have to let you go. 

CHRIS: 
What? No! I love this job, I love my cab. It’s my second home.

SANDRA:
I think that’s exactly the problem. You keep your dog in it, you eat in it, you drink in it, you fall asleep and dribble in it. It stinks, Chris. 

CHRIS: 
Please, Sandra. I’ll clean it up. Driving is what I do, I love doing it. Even the little things like picking up your mum for bingo on Thursday afternoons, I love it, I love it all. 

SANDRA: 
(beat) Very clever, Chris

CHRIS: 
What? 

SANDRA: 
Reminding me of our arrangement about Gladys. I do appreciate your checking up on her.  

CHRIS: 
It’s no trouble at all. She’s a grand old girl

SANDRA:
You’re right, Chris. You are a valued member of my team. But please – get that cab washed!

FADE

SCENE  AUTONUM    

INTERIOR – ANNA & TERRENCE’S HOUSE

magda:
(APPROACHING) Hello! Amy having sleep. She tired herself out watching hedgehog racing on Sky.
anna:
(MUFFLED) Mmmmm.

magda:
Why you have head in hands?

anna:
(unmuffled) I’ve been going through my tax return. My new business is costing me a fortune.

magda:
Let me see.

anna:
You wouldn’t understand.

magda:
(beat) Ah look, you make mistake there in section 31B. Your non-deductable quarterly outgoings and offset relief assets should be subtracted not added to the adjustable VAT returns.

anna:
What?

magda:
Take that number away from that one.

anna:
(beat) But that makes my tax bill even higher! (MUFFLED) Uuuugrgh! (UN-MUFFLED) Terrence was right. This fashion thing is a pointless waste of money.

magda:
All you need is more people coming to shop and emptying their wallets. 

anna:
(beat) Hang on, how come you know all this financial stuff?

magda:
I have ambitions. (PAUSE) I think you just need publicity. Maybe put on big event. Something that will get you and your clothes in news.

anna:
(PAUSE) A fashion show!

magda:
What – here in the house?

anna:
Not in the house! On Hills Road!

magda:
What? All of it?

anna:
Yes!

magda:
But people will get dresses splashed by cars and...
anna:
I’ll get the whole of Hills Road closed for a day. We’ll ban cars, taxis and buses and we’ll get in some top security marksmen to take out the cyclists. 
magda:
You can’t shut whole street – it must be one of busiest roads in Cambridge!

anna:
You have to make some sacrifices in the name of fashion.

magda:
Anyway, Mr Simpleton will talk you out of it. He on town planning committee.

anna:
I won’t tell him. Come on let’s make a plan. I want celebrities, a mile long catwalk, and a bar big enough to impress Keith Richards.

magda:
You make plan – I go back to watching hedgehogs!

anna:
(to herself) Right! This’ll be great. All I need to do is keep it from Terrence…

END
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