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HILLS rOAD EPISODE 3

SCENE  AUTONUM    

exterior – GLADYS’S garden, birds cheeping etc.

gladys:
I’m just glad to have you around, dear. That Chris bloke gives me the willies. I don’t know why he’s been coming round so much recently. I know my daughter asked him to look in on me from time to time but I’m worried he’s got romantic intentions, and I don’t do toy boys - especially ones that are a third of my age and at least three times my weight.

charlie:
What’s wrong with him?

gladys:
Have you met him?

charlie:
Not sure. What does he look like?

gladys:
Never mind what he looks like – it’s what he smells like.

charlie:
Nothing wrong with being a soap-dodger.

gladys:
Well, he could dodge for Britain. And the breath from that dog of his could melt tarmac. I’ll say one thing for their combined aroma though - since they started coming round all the spiders have moved out.

charlie:
Listen, thanks for taking me in. Another ten seconds and I’d have been in that homeless shelter. Some bloke at the door was giving me tips on how to make a paper tent out of the News Of The World when you turned up.

gladys: 
That’s OK. I’m always glad to help. 

charlie:
Do you often go down to the shelter?

gladys:
I’ve been going there once a week for seventeen years now.

charlie:
Blimey!

gladys:
Every Friday I go along and make five gallons of my Tripe and pig’s trotters soup. They seem to be getting more fussy and less grateful these days though. I had this delegation of scruffy old codgers come up to me a couple of weeks ago and ask if maybe I could do Carrot and coriander next time.

charlie:
Er… yeah. Anyway, you don’t know how grateful I am for this.

gladys:
No problem, dear. Anyway, it’s company for me and it’s good that I can tell Sandra to stop interfering in my life. She’s not going to like someone staying in her old bedroom though.

charlie:
Why have you kept it like that? She must be in her forties now and it looks like she just moved out last week.

gladys:
She likes me to keep it just as it was when she was a child. Every so often when her kids are driving her mad she comes round, lies on her bed, buries her face in her cabbage-patch dolls, and screams about how she wished she’d had more lessons on birth control.

charlie:
Well, I’ll do my best to keep it as it is. 

gladys:
Oh, don’t you worry. You can chuck it all in the skip if you like. It’s about time she faced up to her responsibilities. A pair of teenage brats are for life, not just for Christmas.

charlie:
Well, maybe you could invite her round later – she could see you’re happy with me staying here and maybe she could take away her old toys.

gladys:
No. We’re going to have some fun with this. I don’t want her to know you’re here. She’s always telling me what to do and it’ll be good to see how she copes with being cut out. She’s a control freak – I don’t know where she gets it from. Now, go and put the kettle on, feed the cat, hang out the washing, and bring me some biscuits.

charlie:
Er… right.

fade

SCENE  AUTONUM    

INTERIOR – TERRENCE’S OFFICE

F/X:
knock on door

F/X:
door opens

COLIN:
Terrence, you coming to the sewage recycling sub-committee meeting?

terrence:
No, I’m sending my trainee along again. Listen, he’s surprisingly enthusiastic for a teenager. Make sure he doesn’t volunteer to go on any site visits this time. It’s taken Mrs Mac a week to get the stains out of the carpet.

colin:
No worries. (beat) Oh, have you had a chance to look at the planning summary yet?

terrence:
No, I’m saving that particular delight for this afternoon when we get back from the pub.

colin:
Well, I think you might find it more interesting than usual this week. One of the proposals involves your neck of the woods.

Terrance:
Really? What?

Colin:
Someone wants to shut Hills Road for a day.

terrence:
What? 

colin:
For a fashion parade, apparently. 

terrence:
A fash… (beat) Hang on. Is there a name on this thing?

colin:
Don’t think so – let me have a look.

F/X:
fumbling of papers


No, it’s just got the local branch details. You could ask them for more information.

terrence:
They want it shut from the Church all the way down to the hospital?

colin:
Apparently.

TERRENCE:
What for – to turn it into a giant catwalk?
colin:
Yes, I think so.

terrence:
What?

colin:
The details are a bit sketchy but they want it to be a huge fashion event – inviting top models, designers, celebrities…

terrence:
Look at this – it’s got a map and everything. It looks like they want to use Addenbrooke’s car park for the guests, turn the Sixth Form College into a staging area with dressing rooms, bars, and a media centre, and put barriers across all the side roads to stop the riff-raff getting close to the talent!

COLIN:
The boss has seen this and she’s very keen.

terrence:
You’re joking!

COLIN:
Nope. She thinks it’ll turn into an annual international event. Put Cambridge on the fashion map.

terrence:
Whoever came up with this scheme is mad. I bet it was a woman – some dozy loud bint with a pea for a brain and a  dumb henpecked apology of a husband who wouldn’t say boo to a goose and thinks fashion is a complete waste of… (beat) actually, I just need to make a quick phone call to my wife. I’ve got a horrible niggly feeling about this. Would you excuse me.

colin:
No probs. I’ll catch you in the pub later. I’ll fill you in with all the sewage news.

terrence:
If you must. I’ll see you later.

FADE  

SCENE 3.

interior – sandra’s house

F/X:
doorbell

F/X:
front door opens

sandra:
Hi Chris, come in. (beat) Oh, shoes please.

F/X:
front door closes

chris:
What about them?:


sandra:
Can you take them off.

chris: 
OK.

SANDRA:
(pause) Eugh!! No!! Oh my God! Put them back on –quickly!!

chris:
Sorry.

sandra:
Come through. Sit… er… (PAUSE WHILE SHE SCANS THE ROOM) over there.

chris:
What, in the dog basket?

sandra:
Have you got a problem with that?

chris:
Well…

sandra:
And keep your jacket on. 

chris:
How is your dog these days?

sandra:
She’s fine, which is a miracle considering what yours tried to do to her.

chris:
Sorry about that.

sandra:
I don’t think a Bull terrier crossed with a Chihuahua would have been a good idea, do you?

chris:
Er, no. (beat) That dent in his back where you hit him with the spade has gone away.

sandra:
Oh, that’s a shame.

chris:
So, what did you want to talk to me about? If it’s about the car again then you don’t have to worry. I managed to get the back seat out and I’ve dried it off. I promise I won’t let the dog in there again…

sandra:
No, it’s not that… although we might come back to that later. It’s Gladys.

chris :
What? She’s all right isn’t she?

sandra:
I don’t know. She’s stopped me going round to the house. She says she’ll only communicate with me now via e-mail, Skype, or carrier pigeon.

chris:
Blimey – what did you do to her?

sandra:
I didn’t do anything to her! She made the decision all by herself. (beat) I think she’s found a new man.

chris:
Well it’s not me!

sandra:
I never thought it was! She may be a mad old bat but she’s still got her nose.

chris:
Well, what do want me to do about it? She’s not been letting me past the front door either.

sandra:
I want you to keep an eye on her. See what she’s up to. Get pictures if you can. And don’t let her see you.

chriS:
That’ll  be tricky.

sandra:
Well, quite. Be discrete. 

chris:
And what’s in it for me? I can’t afford to take time off work to do all this.

sandra:
I can give you ten pounds an hour.

chris:
Well, that’s not very much. I can get twice that driving the taxi around.

sandra:
OK, twelve pounds. Plus, I’ll buy you some socks, some new zip-up cardigans, a nose hair trimmer – well, garden shears might be more appropriate – and some of those new gallon sized Pot Noodles.

chris:
You’ve got a deal! Shall we shake on it.

sandra:
Eugh… no! Just go. And give the dog’s blanket a shake before you leave.

chris:
Cheers.

fade

SCENE 4.  

exterior – outside anna & terrence’s house, traffic, birds etc

charlie:
Hello! You must be Magda.

MAGDA:
Yes, hello. (beat) Who are you? How you know my name?

charlie:
I’m Charlie – I’m a friend of Martin’s. He’s told me all about you.

magda:
Ah, hello! (beat)  I don’t think Martin is in. He say this morning that he go to the park to spend day with trees.

charlie:
Yes, he told me.

magda:
I tell him he is freaky wierdo.

charlie:
No, it’s to do with his acting lessons. His teacher told him he would benefit from the experience of acting against emotionless, stationary. wooden objects. I suggested he should apply for a job on Hollyoaks.

magda:
Ah. (beat) Look, I have shopping! I have tea and biscuits for family, and bottles for the drinks cabinet because… what did Anna say… “that old lush Julia has drunk us dry again”. You want cup of tea?

charlie:
That would be great, thanks.

magda:
So why you here if you no see Martin?

charlie:
Well the fact is, I’m your new neighbour! I’m living with Gladys. 

magda:
Oh great! I have next door friend!

charlie:
But it’s a secret that I live next door.

magda:
Secret?

charlie:
Secret, yes. That’s where somebody tells you something and you promise not to tell anybody else in the whole world.

magda:
Oh, you mean secret like Anna say she and Terrence no have sex for three years?

charlie:
(INCREDULOUS) No!! (beat)  I mean yes, that sort of secret. It’s OK to tell Martin though – he knows.

magda:
He knows his mother no have sex?

charlie:
No! I mean that I’m living next door.

magda:
Oh, OK. 

charlie:
(pause)  (LOW)  Magda, ssshhh!!

magda:
What? Why you stick finger up my lips?

charlie:
(LOW) Look! Up in that tree.

magda:
What? Where? (LOW) Oh yes!

charlie:
(LOW) Looks like a mountain gorilla!

magda:
(LOW) That’s no gorilla – that’s hairy taxi driver I met at station! And why he got a telescope?

charlie:
(LOW) It’s Chris! I think he’s spying on Gladys’s house. Bloody pervert! Gladys was right – he is after her. (beat) Or me.

magda:
(LOW) How he get up there?

charlie:
(LOW) How he get his dog up there?

magda: 
Please you hold shopping? I have big weapon in my rucksack.

charlie:
(pause) Blimey – where did you get that?

magda:
A shop near my mother’s house - Cash-and-Carry. It is just water pistol but looks like Romanian sub-machine gun. We use these in Romania all the time to fend off amorous men.

charlie:
Can I have one?

magda:
Sure! I get my mother to pop one in post. English men worse than Romanian men so I modify this one – it now fires raw eggs in tomato juice. Stand back!

F/X:
‘GUN’ FIRED – HITS TREE

CHRIS:
Ow! (beat) Eugh!! (beat) Wooooooahhhhh…!!

F/X:
LARGE PERSON + TELESCOPE + DOG FALL FROM TREE AND HIT THE GROUND

charlie:
Ooh, that looked painful!

magda: 
Yes. But at least the dog had something soft to land on.

END








