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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 5
SCENE  AUTONUM    Exterior – Crowd queuinG outside guildhall

F/X:
Crowd noises, distant shouts from market traders

katrina:
Kieran, we are going to do this audition or I'm telling mum about you going to Christ's Pieces instead of your nerdy club after school yesterday.

kieran:
It's not a nerdy club. It's the insect society. And we were collecting midges.

katrina:
Well mum already said you couldn't go to Christ's pieces. So you're still gonna get killed.

KIERAN:
All right. I'll do it. But I'm not going to enjoy it.

katrina:
You think I care? But don't forget to smile.

bossy mother:
Excuse me, excuse me, is this the queue for the X-factor auditions?

KATRINA:
No, we’re all queueing up to pay our parking fines. If you wear fancy dress you get a discount.

bossy mother:
Oh I see! Well, I’ll just pop right past you all then. Thank you.

katrina:
(BEAT) Er, excuse me!

bossy mother:
What? (BEAT) Oh, I see, you were being sarcastic! Well, do I really have to wait here behind everyone else, I’m terribly busy and my daughter’s obviously going to win aren’t you Davina?

davina:
Don’t know.

Katrina:
No of course, you go straight in I’m sure no-one will mind!

bossy mother:
Oh thank you so…

katrina:
That was the sarcasm again. Look, you pick up a form from the guy over there, where it says “collect your X-factor forms here” then you go to the back of the queue and wait like the rest of us. 

bossy mother:
Well really!

kieran:
Blimey Kat, you’re serious about this aren’t you.

katrina:
Too right and I’m not having some deluded old bat and her dippy kid jumping the queue. 

terence:
Excuse me, excuse me. Can I get past here...

bossy mother: 
Excuse me. Apparently there is a queue!

terence:
I know.

bossy mother:
The principle is that you join at the back, not at the front. Are you foreign?

terence:
I work here, for the Council – so if you’d - 

bossy mother :
Oh. This is where you waste all our council tax, is it? How can it go up by hundreds of pounds every year and the binmen still won’t come up our drive for the wheelie bin -

terence:
If you’ll excuse me, I have to get to a strategy meeting -

bossy mother:
Oh the council has some do they?

terence:
Well I won’t know if I don’t get to my meeting will I madam??

bossy mother:
Honestly, politeness seems to be completely absent these days doesn’t it ?

DAVINA:
Don’t know.

SCENE  AUTONUM    - Interior – guildhall auditions

Producer is sneezing and complaining to his P.A. In the background,  badly played piano grinds to a halt and off-key singer finishes slightly afterwards.

producer:
Yes, wonderful, thank you (sneezes). Can we have the next act? (sneezes again) Oh god, how many more of these bloody people. They’re bringing on my allergies.

P.A.:
Mike said there were about 300.

producer:
(Groans) If I see another Beyonce, I’ll die. Cambridge, I mean, isn’t it supposed to have an educated population or something. (sneezes). We never had stuff like this in Milton Keynes. Don’t they read the papers here? Don’t they know why Gary Glitter is serving a prison sentence in Vietnam?

P.A.:
I don’t think that was meant to be Gary Glitter.

Producer:
Well, whoever it was, I’ve seen more convincing impressions from a turkey with bird flu (sudden gasp). Oh no, you don’t think this could be bird flu?

P.A:
Of course it isn’t. You always sneeze in auditions. Do you want the Jeremy Clarkson impressionist now?

producer:
(Snorting sneeze) Do you think it could be sick building syndrome?

producer:
(LOW) She doesn’t look anything like Jeremy Clarkson.

P.A.:
Your name please?

ANNA:
(Shouting from stage) Anna. Anna Singleton of Singleton Fashions, new shop in the …

PRODUCER:
Sorry we don’t do adverts. And your child’s name?

ANNA:
No, it’s me. I’m doing it.

PRODUCER:
(LOW) Not another Jayne Macdonald. Why don’t I just sail away on a cruise ship? Er what are the models doing behind you?

anna:
I’d like to sing ‘The Look of Love’ while they do my presentation of evening wear 

GRAMS:
cheesy music

producer:
God help us! Please carry on but keep it brief, maybe just a quick off the shoulder no, (LOW VOICE) followed by a quick off the stage no.

anna : (SINGS ‘LOOK OF LOVE)

PRODUCER:
Is this for real?

P.A.:
It could be a novelty act. Makes a change from all the 30 year olds pretending to be Atomic Kittens.

producer:
Hmm. I suppose so. (Suddenly animated) Where’s that medicine? Isn’t East Anglia were they had bird flu? (Huge sneeze).

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – hospital ward

F/X:
hospital p.a. – “dr foxton to casualty please. Dr Foxton to casualty”

sandra:
You look great Chris. White bandages suit you.

chris:
Thanks Sandra.

sandra:
I can’t stop long. I’ve just brought you some fruit.

chris:
Not more bananas.

sandra:
Josie said you like them. And I’ve brought you this book by my friend Emma-Jane. 

chris:
Good, I could use something to read. What’s it called? 

Sandra:                           “Finding the inner you through Pilates.” 

Chris:                                Sounds...gripping.

sandra:
It was a complementary copy. She signed it specially, though. See? To Sandra, from Emma Jane.

chris:
You do realise both my legs are broken and I’m not supposed to get out of bed.

Sandra:
Well, that’s no reason not to keep fit. Actually, you’re not looking too bad. You look, I don’t know, different somehow. More...what’s the word? 

chris:
Relaxed?

Sandra:
Clean.

chris:
Thanks. 

sandra:
You know, it’s not been easy to keep the cars running when your main driver falls out of a tree.

chris:
You told me to spy on Gladys. I was just doing my job.

sandra:
I never told you to violate the health and safety regulations. But never mind. Water under the bridge.

Chris:
(BEAT) How’s my dog?

sandra:
Oh, she’s fine. She’s being looked after by my new driver.

chris:
New driver? What new driver?

cut to interior of taxi, engine revving, traffic noises off

josie:
Come on, mate, you getting in or not? 

F/X:
dog growling

josie:
Don’t worry about ‘im. ‘e’s just saying ‘ello. 

F/X:
vicious snarling

josie:
All right, suit yourself then, you wimp. Come on, Bubbles. Let’s get us a kebab.

F/X:
happy barks as cab accelerates away

:


SCENE  AUTONUM    - exterior – the queue outside the guildhall

terence:
Look, I’m afraid I simply can’t stand here discussing the levy for the Police Authority, planning, binmen or anything else

bossy mother:
Police! Now you are joking. When did we last see a policeman, Davina?

Davina:
Last night.

BOSSY MOTHER:
(Flustered) What? We’re not talking about that, are we?

davina:
Don’t know.

fade in on the middle of noisy row between magda and official

magda:
We do not need forms.

official:
Your daughter needs one, madam.

amy:
Is it an ASBO?

magda:
She is not my daughter.

Official:
How old is she?

amy:
I’m nearly eight.

magda:
She is four.

official:
Then she needs a form.

terence:
Magda?

amy:
Daddy!

magda:
Hello, Mr Simpleton.

terence:
Singleton Magda, what are you doing here.

magda:
Mrs Simpleton bring us.

terence:
Why?

magda:
She has come, how you say..for extraordinary rendition.

amy:
Audition. Mum’s auditioning.

terence:
Doing what?

magda:
I advise against. I see little future…

amy:
So we all shouted until she said we could come and mind the car…

terence:
But where’s the car?

magda:
Have no fear. It is parked were the two yellow lines permit.

terence:
But..

amy:
No, Daddy, Daddy, just listen. (Giggles) What do you get when you cross a parrot with a helicopter?

MAGDA:
Is good, yes?

amy:
A polycopter! (Peals of laughter).

TERENCE:
Now, I must insist…

magda:
We have nothing else to do.

terence:
(Whispering between gritted teeth) Aren’t you supposed to be at Montessori today?

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – josie’s taxi

josie:
Enjoying that, doggo?

F/X:
dog eating noises

josie:
‘ere. Lick that sauce off the dashboard. Then I’ll take you for  a little walk, and that’ll be us done with this taxi gig for the day...

F/X:
tapping noise

josie:
Crap. What does this clown want?

F/X:
electric window opening

Josie:
Yeah?

martin:
Are you free?

josie:
Dunno. Maybe. Nice outfit. Are you one of the Scissors Sisters?

martin:
I’m in the industry.

F/X:
dog growling

josie:
Bubbles, shut it! All right. Where d’ya want to go?

martin:
Um, Grafton Centre. I think.

josie:
You think.

martin:
Yeah. There’s a talent competition.

josie:
Oh yeah? What’s your talent? Other than wearing spray on clothes?

martin:
Listen, I don’t have time to chat. I’m fifteen minutes late already.

josie:
All right, don’t get excited. Your make-up’ll run. Grafton centre it is.

martin:
I’m not sure. It definitely started with G, though.

josie:
Glebe Road? Gwydir Street? Grange Road?

martin:
None of those ring a...

josie:
Girton? Grantchester? Gamlingay?

martin:
Or it might be X...

josie:
Climb in, you poor sod. Get in the back, Bubbles. This could be a long ride.

SCENE  AUTONUM    - exterior – outside the guildhall

katrina:
You are absolutely useless.

kieran:
Me? I couldn’t concentrate and that bloke kept sneezing.

katrina:
He’s probably allergic to dopey boys.

kieran:
I think that would be the one thing he was interested in.

katrina:
But why on earth did you start that yodelling?

kieran:
I was doing my scales. The “Temple Duet” is a difficult piece.

katrina:
We were doing Endless Love, you numpty!

kieran:
Well I’m sorry you’re upset, Kat but you knew I didn’t want to do this in the first place. Actually if I’m quick I might just make it back to school for the frog dissection!

SCENE  AUTONUM    - exterior – outside guildhall
bossy mother:
So you haven’t got a leg to stand on have you?

terence:
Madam, I am now 30 minutes late for my planning meeting. My wife’s parked on a double yellow line, my daughter is being looked after by a lunatic, and -

P.A.:
Next! 

bossy mother:
Oh, my turn for the audition, finally, I don’t have time to stand here talking to you anymore, goodbye!

SCENE  AUTONUM    - INTERIOR – JOSIE’S TAXI
josie:
Here we are, Martin m’boy. The last G in Cambridge. If it’s not here, you’re stuffed.

martin:
Where is this?

josie:
The Guildhall.

martin:
The Guildhall! That’s it! You’re brilliant. Thanks!

F/X:
car door opening

producer:
[OFF] Thank God that’s over. Find me a car immediately. I never want to visit this showbiz graveyard again. Why did you bring me to this place anyway? Obviously there wasn’t going to be any talent here! Now I’ve been exposed to God knows what fatal viruses, probably released from one of their infernal laboratories...

PA:
I just follow the schedule. It says auditions in Cambridge, we come to Cambridge.

MARTIN:
Auditions! I’m here for the auditions!

producer:
I’m afraid they’re over, permanently and irrevocably and forever more.

martin:
But, can’t you just look at me? I mean, the outfit...and...and...

producer:
My dear boy...you are a boy?

martin:
Well, I’m 18.

producer:
My dear young man, even if I was moved by your appearance, which I most certainly am not, you are an hour and a half too late. Now please step aside from this handily located conveyance and...GO!

josie:
Hang about. There’s the little matter of ‘is fare.

martin:
Oh, sorry, gosh, yes, how much do I owe you?

josie:
One ‘undred and seventy-nine pounds 84 + VAT.

MARTIN:
(BEAT) I see. Well. Let me introduce you to my father’s credit card. I’m sure he’ll regard this as an  important educational experience for me...

josie:
Thanks. Go ahead and hop in the back, codger.

producer:
With pleasure. (LOW) Though the young man appears to have left some luggage behind the driver’s seat here...I’ll just hook it up with my brolly...

F/X:
explosion of vicious dog barking, screams of produceR

END








