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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 4
SCENE  AUTONUM    

interior - GLADYs’s house.

F/X:
running hoover

gladys:
(shouting over hoover) When you finish that, Charlie, you can run me to the Grafton Centre. I want to hang out with my mates.

charlie:
(shouting over hoover) What?

gladys:    
(shouting over hoover) When you finish that...

F/X:
hoover stops abruptly – gladys continues to shout

gladys:
…take me to the Grafton Centre!

charlie:
No need to shout Gladys. I could take you. But you’d have to get the bus home. I’m meeting Martin later this afternoon. 

gladys:
Never mind. I’ll go tomorrow. But while you’re over the Singleton’s you can invite him and his father to my party next month. Not his mother though. She’s a cow.

charlie:
It’s not your birthday, is it Gladys?

gladys:
Who said anything about birthdays? Outdated custom, that. I never celebrate ‘em. What’s to celebrate, when you’re 69.

CHARLIE:
69? That’s not what your driver’s licence says. I was looking at it yesterday and it says you were born in 1920.

gladys:
That’s outrageous! I take you into my home and you poke around in my private papers!

charlie:
Well, it was in the lining of the cat’s litterbox, Gladys. Which you told me to clean out.

gladys:
Oh. That’s right. I put it there after I was banned. [SPITS]

charlie:
Is that why you always give that speed camera on Victoria Street the finger.

gladys:
[CACKLES] Bingo! Don’t worry, dear. They can’t give you a ticket for that. I checked.

charlie:
It’s your car anyway, Gladys. So what’s this party then?

gladys:
My latest project. I’m going to restore community spirit to this neighbourhood. I’m going to throw a big party for the whole of the Hills Road area. Everyone from Cherry Hinton Road to the hospital.

charlie:
But that must be hundreds of people - thousands. They’ll never fit in the living room. 

gladys:
No no no. It’ll be outdoors. With flowers and music – things for the kids. Like the Coronation day...or was that Diana’s funeral? I remember it was a happy day for the Queen...

charlie:
That could be fun.

gladys:
More than just fun, Charlie. It’ll be a chance to restore some old fashioned values. Lynching, for example.

Charlie:
What?

Gladys:
In the old days, if a perverted creature like my daughter’s taxi driving friend was found spying – with an uncontrollably vicious dog, mind! - in some innocent person’s tree, he’d have been hung. 

charlie:
I think that’s a bit severe, Gladys. After all, Chris did end up in hospital with two broken legs.

gladys:
Wish it was twice that!

charlie:
Four broken legs?

GLADYS:
My only worry is what to do about the animal.

charlie:
Well, you don’t have to invite him.

gladys:
Of course I’m not inviting a dog, you silly girl! But I don’t want it on the street at all during my party. After all, Molly and the other cats should be able to enjoy it too. I must find out what Sandra has done with it while he’s in hospital...

charlie:
Don’t look at me Gladys. I’m not going to be a accessory to any dognapping plots. Or lynching, for that matter. But I’m happy to invite Martin and Terence. Now, change out of those bunny slippers and I’ll run you over to the Grafton Centre.

gladys:
I told you, I'll go tomorrow. Anyway, don’t you try and tell me what to wear. I didn’t get to the age of 64 kowtowing to sprouts like you. These slippers will do just fine for the grafton centre, most of the girls there don't wear any clothes at all....

gladys’s voice fades out

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – julias house

F/X:
slightly wobbly piano accompaniment (Endless Love)

Kieran and Katrina:
(Singing) “My first love…You’re every breath I take…You’re” 

Kieran:                             (stops singing - Katrina carries on a little longer)..Both completely out of your tiny little minds if you think I’m gonna sing this in front of people.

JULIA:
What? Don’t stop, Kieran. ‘S Beautiful

F/X:
Sound of bottles clinking

katrina:
I don’t know, Julia. It’s really not, you know, right for us. I mean, “My first love?” Look at him! Plus, he’s my brother. 

julia:
Brother…lover…it shouldn’t matter, Katrina. You have to feel it. You have to know the pain, deep in your…Oh, never mind. You two don’t have deep. Would you like another drink?

F/X:
More bottles clinking

Katrina:
Yeah, all right. Extra lemon in mine.

kieran:
No way! I’ve got chemistry club in half an hour. Are you trying to get us drunk? That could be extremely dangerous around my hydrochloric acid experiment, you know.

julia:
Artists do not get drunk, Kieran. They become inspired.

katrina:
Yeah, Kieran. And we’re going to be artists. X factor, watch out.

Kieran:
Well, Katrina’s getting drunk. And it’s not very inspiring.

katrina:
How would you even know, you swot.

Kieran:
Whatever. But I’m not singing that stupid song at the audition next week.  I think we should do Au Fond du Temple Saint from The Pearl Fishers. 

Katrina:
You mean Pearl Jam, don’t you?

Julia:
The Pearl Fishers!  Oh, Kieran. Bizet was my dear late husband’s favourite composer. Oh, the memories come pouring back...

Katrina:
I didn’t know your husband was dead. I though he left you for...

JULIA:
[Sharply] He’s dead to me, Katrina. Now, let’s finish our beverages and get on with this rehearsal.

F/X:
More bottles clinking

KIERAN:
So we can do the temple duet, then?

anna:
(OFF ) Yoo hoo! I know I’m a bit early but I wanted to introduce you to our new nanny. Can I come in?

katrina:
Oh god. It’s granny’s neighbour. Mrs Chav wannabee.

julia:
Oh god. It’s Anna. Send in the cavalry.

F/X:
bottles clinking

kieran:
How can somebody be a chav wannabe? A chav is someone who wants to be a Beckham. You can’t be a wannabe wannabe.

anna:
Julia, this our new treasure. Meet Magda.

MAGDA:
How do you do. 

anna:
I hope I’m not disturbing anything. These are some of your other students? You look familiar, dear.

Katrina:
You live next door to our granny.

ANNA:
Your granny? How nice.

Kieran:
Gladys Pateman.

anna:
(Flatly) You’re related to Gladys. Well. Aren’t you lucky. Good lesson? Amy’s really looking forward to her lesson, Jul…

kieran:
We’re trying out for x-men.

katrina:
X-factor. They’re auditioning at the Guildhall next week.

anna:
Really? Well…really? Well. That’s marvellous. Really? That’s just the thing for my…Auditioning? Do you mind giving me some details? The publicity opportunities for someone like mys…I’m fascinated. Imagine that. At the Guildhall. Well that’s all right.  Julia, you may have just found yourself another student!

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – anna and terence’s home

F/X:
Sound of door opening and closing as charlie speaks

CHARLIE: 
I don’t know whether I should come over here anymore, Martin. Since your mother sort of kicked me out.

martin:
Hey, we’re neighbours now, Charlie. Anyway, she didn’t kick you out. She fired you. That’s different.

charlie:
I guess. But she’s still angry. On top of everything else, she’s accused me of teaching Amy swear words.

MARTIN:
Bollocks. I’ve taught Amy every word she knows.

F/X:
cups and saucers

magda:
Hello Martin and Charlie. I am just making cup of tea.

martin:
Magda! I thought you’d be at Amy’s voice lesson.

magda:
Your mother decided to stay instead. She wants to learn a new song for the x-files operation.

martin:
The what?

magda:
X files. Or maybe it was zed files. I forgot.

charlie:
Do you mean x-factor?

magda:
Yes, of course. Factor of x, that’s right.

charlie:
They’re having one of their auditions here next week.

martin:
You mean the television x factors?

charlie:
Yeah.

martin:
The become a millionaire superstar overnight television x factors?

charlie:
Yeah, Martin, but you have to be able to sing..

martin:
I can totally sing. Peter suggested this as an alternative to acting. I’ve got the rock star look, he said so. Ohmigod. I am so going to audition.

magda:
Yes, your mother too.

Charlie:
Anna’s auditioning? So she’s not here then?

magda:
No. Why, you don’t like her either?

martin:
She doesn’t like her because mum fired her. She used to have your job, in fact!

Charlie:
Martin!

magda:
Oh!

CHARLIE:
It’s all right, Magda. Amy was starting to drive me nuts, to be honest.

magda:
Yes…I hate all childrens.

martin:
Really? So… why nannying then? It’s not really ideal, is it?

magda:
I am wanting to study.

MARTIN:
Wow. Is life that bad in Poland?

Magda:
Romania. 

MARTIN:
Oh. Is that what it’s called since it joined the EU?

magda:
Life will be very good, once I am accountant and make £50,000.

charlie:
Accountant?

Martin:
Isn’t that like…maths?

magda:
Then I will go back to Romania and buy my mother a new house.

martin:
I think you’ve got that backward, Mags. It’s your mother who’s supposed to buy you things.

 magda:
She did. She bought me ticket for UK. 

martin:
That’s more like it. Mum paid for my ski holiday to France last year. She said it was worth every penny.

magda:
I’m sorry I took your job, Charlie. Have you found one other one?

charlie:
Well, looking after Gladys is sort of a part time job. She’s got so much energy! I hope I’m half as sprightly when I’m 87.

magda:
She told me she was 72.

Charlie:
Yeah. She lies about her age. 

F/X:
door banging open

Gladys:
I do not!

charlie:
What the…Gladys, what were you doing in the broom cupboard?

magda:
She ran in there when she heard the door. I thought maybe she is wanted by police.

Gladys:
I thought you were that witch, Anna. 

martin:
Who?

gladys:
Your mother, dear.

Martin:
My mother’s a witch?

gladys:
Don’t you think? Your father’s very nice though.

martin:
Could she make me a potion to sing like Bono?

Charlie:
She means the wicked kind, Martin. So you’ll just have to practise.

martin:
Practise what?

Gladys:                            I came to make sure you remembered about my party. And I think we should invite Magda. We need the sex appeal element. Not that you’re not sexy too, Charlie. Only, you’re not sexy.

CHARLIE:
Cheers.

martin:
What party?

charlie:
Gladys wants to have a street party. She thinks we need to develop a community spirit.

gladys:
Yes. And when we’re all together we can come to some friendly agreement as to whether we allow dogs in the neighbourhood. Or not, as the case may be.

Charlie:
Gladys, you can’t ban dogs from an entire street.

Gladys:
Why not? They’ve banned smoking. Dogs are at least equally dangerous, to cats at any rate.

martin:
Well, I’m in.

Charlie:
Martin, you like dogs.

martin:
No, I’m in for the party. I LOVE parties.

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – julia’s living room

dodgy piano playing and anna’s voice 

anna:
Okay, Katrina, when I start singing you walk by behind me like you’re on a catwalk. Julia, now, a one and a two..(singing) She’s got the look, she’s got the look – bang the tambourine Amy – the look of love…stop there Katrina, and Pose...

END








