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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 6
SCENE  AUTONUM    - Interior - cafe

F/X:
music, low buzz of conversation and cups 

charlie:
C’mon Martin. Fess up. How did the X-Factor auditions go? Did you get through?

Martin:
Me? long story, Charlie.  But I’ll say one thing  – like the Cam roars through Cambridge, talent cascades through my family. [Explaining] That’s poetry.

charlie:
I’ll believe that when I see it.

martin:
It’s not published. Yet.

charlie:
I’ll believe your family has talent when I see some.

Martin:
You will see it! And so will the rest of the world!

Charlie:
So, you did get through?

Martin:
No. But my mother did.

Charlie:
You’re kidding! Anna? She’s got a voice that could strip paint.

Martin:
I kid you not. The X Factor team have asked for permission to use her audition tape.

charlie:
Are you sure it’s not just for the outtakes?

martin:
Nope. The whole thing was indoors.

charlie:
You need to brush up on your tv ‘n’ film lingo, Mr Wannabe actor. Outtakes are the bits that are so bad, they’re funny. Like when people sing really really out of tune. Get it?

Martin:
My mum would’ve given a top quality, professional performance.

charlie:
Would’ve? Martin, weren’t you there? Don’t tell me you chickened out.

martin:
No...

charlie:
You got the date wrong, didn’t you?

MARTIN:                             Of course not! What do you take me for? Some kind of unprofessional idiot?

charlie:
C’mon, what happened?

martin:
Well, I had transportation issues. In fact, I was kidnapped by a taxi driver. 

charlie:
Kidnapped. By a taxi driver.

martin:
Mum was going to give me a lift, but I forgot to tell her. And then I saw her leaving, but I couldn’t run in my audition outfit...

charlie:
Don’t tell me your wore the skin-tight flares and the platform boots? I did warn you...

martin:
Peter said they were right for the role. However, it’s fair to say that those boots were NOT made for walking. To cut a long story short, I was late for my audition slot. And the producer was a snooty git and wouldn’t let me perform. 

charlie:
So you missed the audition.

martin:
I was robbed!  (beat) However, I’m not daunted. I’ll just focus more firmly on my acting goals, shrouding myself quietly in the Cloak of Character...

charlie:
What character?

martin:
I’m just telling you what Peter told me.

charlie:
Who is this Peter you keep mentioning?

martin:
He’s a journalist/actor/philosopher/poet I met a couple weeks ago at CB2. 

charlie:
Journalist/actor/philosopher/poet? Which is it? 

martin:
Well, all four I suppose. Oh, and I forgot  musician. He’s like me. Multi-talented.

CHARLIE:
Is that something else he’s told you?

Martin:
He’s the one who’s giving me the acting lessons. It’s brill. He doesn’t even charge me. I just give him three bottles of gin and one of Pims for every hour of instruction.

CHARLIE:
I think I’m starting to understand why your lessons always take place in the park.

MARTIN:                             Well, he has suggested I could come by in the evening at his friend Jimmy’s. But I don’t know this Jimmy, and when I ask he just laughs...

charlie:
Jimmy’s.  I was at a “Jimmy’s” the other night.

Martin:
Really? Did you see a tall distinguished looking gentleman, luxurious beard, wears a dark blue Paddington Bear coat...

Charlie:
I mean Jimmy’s Night shelter. The question is, did your friend as well? But that reminds me...Oh sod it! I’m meant to be back home helping Gladys with the party invitations.

Martin:
Oh. When exactly is the party, by the way? Mum’s been pestering me about keeping some date in June free so I can help her walk the cat. 

Charlie:
Walk the cat? You don’t even own a cat.

Martin:
I assume she meant Gladys’s. But I hope I won’t have to walk the cat all night. I want to have some fun at the party.

Charlie:
It’s not Gladys’s cat. It’s probably some new harebrained plan of your mum’s. But I can’t talk about it now. If I don’t supervise Gladys she’ll invite the entire city to her party. See you later!

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – gladys’ Kitchen

F/X:
cake mixer, spoons in bowls

gladys:
Now, Molly, get down from the table please, you know you’re allergic to raisins...

charlie:
Ugh. Gladys, stop her! She’s putting her paws in the cake mix.

Gladys:
She’s perfectly clean, Charlie. Cats are always washing themselves. 

charlie:
Yes, with their tongues! Which they also use to eat mice and lick their...I feel sick. Look, this is our fifteenth fruitcake. Surely that’s enough for one party! If we need any more I’ll stop by M&S.

gladys:
You youngsters. You’ve got no grit. In my day, we made everything from scratch. Make sure you get a tub of those nice mini scotch eggs when you go.

F/X:
Knocking at door

Gladys:
Ah, this could be our first RSVP.

charlie:
Gladys, we only posted the invitations two hours ago.

gladys:
Good point. You get it Charlie. It could be an Anglian Improvements man and I haven’t done my face.

F/X:
footsteps

charlie:
(LOW) It’s Sandra. I can see her car in the drive.

gladys:
Oh no, I don’t want my daughter nosing around. She’s sure to disapprove. She mustn’t know about this party until she gets the bills for it. Put her off, Charlie. 

F/X:
knocking at door

sandra:
(OFF) Muu-um! Are you there? 

charlie:
How?

gladys:
I don’t know. Tell her you’re...tell her you’re from the social services. Investigating a case of neglect of the aged.

Charlie:
Gladys, don’t be silly. I’ll tell her you’re indisposed. On the toilet.

sandra:
(OFF) Mu-uuu-um! I know you’re in there.

Gladys:
No, that won’t work. She’ll want to know who you are!

charlie:
So. I’ll tell her. I told you, she’ll be happy you have someone to look after you.

Gladys:
Exactly! We can’t have her dodging her responsibilities that easily. No. I forbid you to tell her who you are. 

sandra:
(OFF) Mother! Answer this door immediately or I’ll use my key!

gladys:
Charlie! Do something!

charlie:
[putting on a foreign accent] Um...Hello?  I’m very much afraid Gladys can’t come to the door at the moment...

sandra:
(OFF) Who’s that? Where’s my mother?

charlie:
Gladys is very busy right now. She’s um, saving whales...

sandra:
(OFF) But my mother hates the Welsh! 

Charlie:
(Losing accent abruptly) No, I mean saving THE whales. You know. The big ones. Swim in the sea. (Remembering accent again) And I’m afraid she can’t talk right now, too busy; letter-writing, fund raising...

sandra:
She also hates fish.

charlie:
[No accent] Whales are mammals. And Gladys... 

sandra:
Also hates anything to do with the sea,  so I find it hard to believe that at this stage of her life my mother...

Charlie:
[Increasingly desperate] Oops, there goes my mobile – (she attempts to imitate a ring tone) – Oh, hello GB – it’s Gordon Brown ringing about our proposal to regenerate Hobson’s Brook. Let’s talk another time...

sandra:
(OFF) Well there certainly aren’t any whales in Hobson’s Brook. Mum! Where ARE you? Are you all right?

Gladys:
Sandra, get back into your carbon emitting vehicle and go away. I’m fine. I’m an environmentalist now. Some of us have important work to do.

Sandra:
(OFF) Mother. Why can’t I come in?

charlie:
I know! There’s been a problem with Molly. Fleas. Infestation. I can help. Humanely. Free the fleas.

sandra:
(OFF) Well, mum, you seem to have met your match (LOW) in insanity.

gladys:
What do you want to talk about, anyway? Is everything ok with your father’s business?

Sandra:
(OFF) Oh, it doesn’t matter. I mean, it’s fine. I was worried about you, that’s all, but if everything’s okay...

gladys:
Of course everything is okay. I’m not helpless, you know. So you can stop sending that horrible smelly man around to spy on me.

sandra:
Well, that’s partly why I came. Chris won’t be coming round for a while. He’s in hospital. Broken legs.

Gladys:
[Innocently] Oh dear, what happened? Did he fall out of a tree?

Sandra:
(OFF) Not exactly. Apparently two young women shot him down with a high calibre water rifle. You wouldn’t know any young women who would do such a thing, would you Mum?

gladys:
I heard he was swinging around on the branches. I always knew he was more gorilla than man. 

sandra:
(OFF) Whatever, mother. The point is, he’s not going to be checking up on you for a while. 

gladys:
Hey ho. Them’s the breaks.

Sandra:
(OFF) Yes mum. I’ll be going then. Take care of yourself.

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – terence’s study. terence on phone

Terence:
Look, I was kept from that meeting by an irate member of the public who held me by the collar and... 

F/X:
Unintelligible ranting

Terence:
I think that’s a terrible mistake. Without that congestion charge Cambridge is going to turn into one very historic car park.... 

F/X:
Unintelligible ranting

TERENCE:                         My wife made that application without my knowledge....

F/X:
Unintelligible ranting

TERENCE:                         I don’t see what that has to do with.....

F/X:
Unintelligible ranting

TERENCE:                         I’m sorry but my position with the council is clearly becoming 

F/X:
Unintelligible ranting

TERENCE:                          ....Fine. You’ll find my resignation on your desk in the morning.

F/X:
slams down phone

magda:
Hello, Mr Simpleton. I just took Amy to nursery. Are you ok?

Terence:
Hi Magda. No, everything has just gone horribly pear-shaped.

magda:
Perhaps you need new spectacles?

terence:
No, ‘pear-shaped’ means gone wrong, all wrong. I think I may just have made a big mistake. I seem to have lost my job.

magda:
Oh no! Where did you lose it? We must get it again.

Terence:
No, it’s too late. I told my boss I don’t want to work there anymore. One of my pet projects – a congestion charge for central Cambridge – just got thrown out the door. 

magda:
What is....congestion charge?

terence:
It’s a fee for driving in the central area. It reduces traffic.

magda:
That is good idea. Traffic very slow here. Might as well ride a donkey, as in my old village in Romania. 

terence:
[not interested] Uh huh. But it’s not going to happen.

Magda:
In my country lot of traffic too, of course, but in the villages, people have the donkeys. Why not? Is very ‘green’, as you say ...

terence:
Exactly. But do they care? Bring on the global warming, that’s what they all think...

magda:
Cambridge is not so bad. Lot of bicycles. The busses not so good though. In Romania, lot of people go places in bus. But the drivers here so mean...so ugly! What you need in Cambridge is nice friendly bicycle bus.

Terence:
A bicycle bus? Don’t be ridiculous. But, on the other hand... there is an idea there. A comprehensive bicycle rickshaw service for the whole of central Cambridge. Hundreds of ‘em. That’d show the council. Good-bye, parking fees. I think I’ll do it, you know? I’ll set up my own business.

magda:
Business? That is good, Mr Simpleton. I can help.  I know all about accounting. Just yesterday I help Mrs Simpleton with her cake walk. 

terence:
Her cake walk?  

MAGDA:
Oops. Is nothing important. Just small cake.

TERENCE:
Hmmm. I need a name for the company.  Any ideas?

magda:
Well, in Romania, there was the company...um...how to translate.....erm...environmental journey.

terence:
Eco trip? Hey, Eco-trips! That’s it! Catchy, funky, got a young feel. 

F/X:
door bursts open

martin:
G’day Daddo!   

Terence:
Eco-Trips, Martin. What do you think? 

MARTIN:                            Sure. I’m up for any sort of trip, but I never knew you to indulge before, pop...

terence:
Oh, Martin. Where do you get your cotton-wool intellect?  I’m setting up an eco-friendly transport business. Eco-Trips. Get it?

MARTIN:
Well, I hope you’re not expecting me to do anything. I’m busy enough walking Gladys’s cat and...

terence:
Don’t you worry. I’ll do it myself. And not a word to your mother now,  not until we get everything up and running, okay?

martin:
Fine. Mum’s really busy right now anyway. She won the X-factor competition. Well, the outdoor part...

terence:
Really? She can sing? She’s a dark horse.

MAGDA:
You funny English people! Mrs Simpleton is a horse? That is very pear-shaped.

END








