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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 7
SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior, anna’s house. Anna on the telephone

F/X:
telephone ringtone (off), stops when Julia picks up

Julia(D) :
[Slurred] Don’t want any.

anna:
Julia, it’s me. 

JULIA(D) :
Not interested.

ANNA:
It’s Anna! I’m at the tennis club!

Julia(D) :
Anna? Oh, Anna.

ANNA:
Where are you? Did you forget our tennis date?

JULIA(D) :
Not exactly...

ANNA:
Well, it’s too late now. I’m extremely harassed, Julia. The city council has seen fit to turn down my perfectly reasonable request to close Hills Road for a day for my fashion parade. Can you imagine?

F/X:
bottles clinking

ANNA:
Julia?

JULIA(D) :
Who’s calling please?

ANNA:
Honestly, Julia. But you’ll be pleased to know I’ve decided to carry on regardless. I’m thinking outside the box now. Creative ways of controlling the traffic for an hour or two while the girls show my things. 

JULIA(D) :
You! Ger’ off! You’re crushing my prezels!

Anna:
Julia, who are you talking to?

JULIA(D) :
S’ an nelephant. On my sofa. Pink.

ANNA:
An elephant. Julia, are you having a laugh? Because I must say I think you could be a little more considerate...

JULIA(D) :
Ohh. That’s better. He’s floated off.

ANNA:
A floating elephant. Fine. I’ll leave you to whatever little game you’re playing Julia, and get on with my other plans for the day. I’ve a contract to sign with X-factor, you know. They’re using the clip of my audition.

JULIA(D) :
X-factor? I wen’ along to that. That horrible little... man told me I was a dried up has been with a neck like a turkey and a voice like a constipisstipated duck.

ANNA:
Oh. Well I’m very sorry to hear that Julia. Listen, I’m doing a new line in summer scarves. I’ll pop by next week and develop your techniques. It’ll be a nice little pick-me-up.

F/X:
loud crash (Distorted)

ANNA:
Julia?

JULIA(D) :
(Singing) What becomes of the broken hearted
Who have love that's now departed...

ANNA:
Right. Well. Toodle-oo then. Julia? Good-bye...

SCENE  AUTONUM  - EXTERIOR, PARK
charlie :
There he is. Now Amy, you must be very quiet. We don’t want Martin to see us.

AMY:
Why?

magda:
We are playing game of spies. Pretend Martin is Ceausescu, and Charlie and me is freedom fighters and you is...you is our dog.

AMY:
Ruff! Ruff! Ruff ruff ruff!

CHARLIE:
Our very quiet dog.

MAGDA:
Yes, or I will tie you to tree and put muzzle on you. Here. Chew on this candy bar.

F/X:
growls and snarls – sounds of paper tearing

charlie:
There’s nobody with him. He told me his acting lesson was at 11.30. 

magda:
Why you want to spy on Martin, Charlie? You think he is cheating on you?
charlie:                           Martin’s not my boyfriend. He just my...my.... well, he’s sort of like a mascot. 
MAGDA:
Mascot? Is that kinky?

charlie:
I suppose it is, in a way.

MAGDA:
Wow. He so....weedy. I guess he makes up in other endowment?

CHARLIE:
Not that way, Magda.

MAGDA:
Oh. (beat)  Is he acting now? Trying to push that tree over?

charlie:
Maybe. Look! There’s someone coming.

MAGDA:
Look at the beard and big coat. Is like Tolstoy.

CHARLIE:
There he is. The elusive Peter. 

MAGDA:
We go say hello?

CHARLIE:
No. We watch. I have a feeling Martin needs somebody to look out for him around that character...

SCENE  AUTONUM    - interior – anna and terence’s house

F/X:
door slamming, keys rattling, footsteps

ANNA:
Terence? What are you doing here in the middle of the day again? It’s not your prost...

TERence:
I’m fine. Anna, we have to talk.

ANNA:
Yes, we do. I want to know if you really tried to put pressure on the transport department about my Hills Road application. I mean, honestly, Terence, I thought with you on the job it was a sure thing. Is there nothing you can do about it?

TERENCE:
Yes, well that’s exactly...

ANNA:
Because I must say it does pose a few problems for me. Not that I’m put off. In fact Julia has given me a rather brilliant idea just this morning...floating elephant! Isn’t that just too....but I could do without this extra stress. You know what my nerves are like. And everything is costing far more than I bargained for. I almost wish Magda would stop sticking her nose into my accounts – but the annoying thing is she’s right every time...

TERENCE:
Anna, you know the issues I’ve been having with the planning committee ...

ANNA:
Thank goodness for your steady income, that’s all I have to say. That relieves so much of the pressure. I mean, if I thought I was spending our entire life savings for nothing I...

TERENCE:
Anna, listen to me! 

ANNA:
Don’t shout at me Terence. 

TERENCE:
Anna. What do you think of me...running my own business? I have this idea. Bicycle rickshaws.

ANNA:
Oh, darling. It’s very sweet that you want to earn a few extra pennies for us. But do you really think you’re up to that sort of thing these days? I mean, don’t you think this little...skootchy bit might get in the way?

TERENCE:
Don’t... Touch.

ANNA:
Sweetheart. Don’t be sensitive. Many men put on a bit in their middle years. At least you have most of your hair! And almost all your faculties...

TERENCE:
Right. I think this conversation is over. 

ANNA:
Oh, you are such a baby. But fine. Run off to the office and have another go at them about my application. There’s a dear.

TERENCE:
Anna, you can be sure of one thing. There is no possibility that I shall be raising the question of your application with the council this afternoon. And even if I could, I wouldn’t. Do you want to know why? Because it’s a stupid, wrong-headed, extravagant and insensitive idea. I’m glad your fashion parade has been blocked. Do you hear me? Glad!

F/X:
footsteps, slamming door

ANNA:
Hmph. Blocked? He should know me better than that.

SCENE  AUTONUM    Exterior - park

F/X:
amy growling, another child crying

magda:
Amy! Get your teeth out of that boy’s leg. Bad dog! Charlie, I have to get her out of here. She will give other childrens rabies.

CHARLIE:
It’s all right Magda. I think they’re finished. See - Martin is handing Peter the grocery bag...he’s checking it....they’re arguing about something...ah! There’s another bottle of Teacher’s in Martin’s backpack. 

MAGDA:
Oh. Bad Martin. Anna thought Julia took that bottle.

CHARLIE:
And they’re off. Well, that wasn’t very dramatic. All they did was lie under that tree and talk for half an hour.

Magda:
I don’t think they talk so much Charlie. They too busy smoking.

CHARLIE:
Mmm.

MAGDA:
He seems friendly man. He say something to everyone who came by.

CHARLIE:
Mmm.

MAGDA:
And they all happy to give him coins. I think maybe Martin is right. He is wiseman.

CHARLIE:
He’s wise, all right. Wise enough to know an easy mark when he sees one. I think I’m going to have to break the news to Martin. His guru is just a streetwise alkie out for what he can get from a gormless middle class kid.

MAGDA:
I like him too. He look just like my uncle back in Romania.

F/X:
more growling and screams

magda:
Amy! No! Down! Down! Oh, that’s it Charlie. I take her home. I don’t usually let her out for this long.

AMY:
NO! Don’t wanna go home. I’m telling mummy you called Martin a chest screw. NO! I’m telling...you spied......waaaaaahhhhh.....

SCENE  AUTONUM    exterior, Gladys’ house

F/X:
car pulling to a stop, car horn, two long demanding honks. House door opens

Gladys(OFF - approaching) :
It’s about time. My bingo starts at 3 o’clock. You’re going to have to burn rubber to get me there on...

F/X:
car door opens

GLADYS:
Oh. You’re not my usual driver.

JOSIE:
Don’t play all innocent with me, you old trout. Your daughter told me you ‘ad a big hand in what ‘appened to your “usual driver”.

GLADYS:
Nonsense. If I’d had a hand in it he’d have landed on his head. And that dog would be dead and buried.

JOSIE:
Yeah, she said you ‘ated Bubbles. Which fac’ caused me no end of problems, mind. I ‘ad to leave it tied up in me nan’s kitchen to pick you up. Poor nan’s scared rigid o’ mutts. ‘ow am I gonna make a cup of tea, she sez. Don’t worry, I’ll be back on Thursday, I sez. [She chuckles]. It’s jus a joke. I’ll prob’ly pick it up tomorrow.

GLADYS:
[Chuckles] Well. What a funny little story. Let me tell the ending. When you got back on Thursday, you said, How was the dog?  Oh, Lovely, said Grandma. I had it with a tangy cranberry sauce.

JOSIE:
Eeew. Sick. (beat) Are you getting in or what?

F/X:
car door, car moving off

GLADys:
So...dear...what are you called? 

JOSIE:
Josie.

GLADYS:
Josie. You’re the one looking after that dear beast while Chris is in hospital?

JOSIE:
Righto. Time an a ‘alf for every hour I’ve got the dog. Which I quite like anyway. Plus tips. Not that anyone’s given me any – wankers.


GLADYS:
Isn’t that lovely. My daughter is very clever isn’t she? Handles all these little difficulties... 

JOSIE:
That’s not what she sez. I heard ‘er telling Chris the business might go under – she owes somebody money.

GLADYS:
Really? That explains why she’s so down in the mouth lately. Well, I’ll be...But does she tell her own mother about her troubles? No. Always the last to know. Well, when she’s ready I expect she’ll come crawling...

JOSIE:
She ain’t much of a crawler. 

GLADYS:
And in the meantime, I’ve got a little job for you. £30 for a half day’s work.

JOSIE:
30 quid? Look, I’m a qualified word processor and public relations specialist. I don’t work for peanuts.

GLADYS:
All right. 50 quid. And all you have to do is borrow that dog you like so much for another day or two weekend after next...

SCENE  AUTONUM    interior – singleton’s house

magda:
If you get out of that bed one more time I am going to staple you to the pillow. Do you understand me?

F/X:
slamming door, child tantruming            

ANNA:
Good, you’ve got her settled, then. Now, Magda, did you go over those latest figures for the fashion show, like I asked?

MAGDA:
Yes, I did this morning. 

F/X:
papers rustling

MAGDA:
Here. You see? You have shortfall of about £2000. That is not including the floating elephant because you didn’t tell me until.... 

ANNA:
Two thousand pounds! Where am I going to get that kind of money!

MAGDA:
I think probably you cannot. But look. If you don’t have helicopter DJ and models you are even. No problem.

ANNA:
Magda, it’s a fashion show. Music and models are rather important.

MAGDA:
Martin likes music. He told me he has downloaded 7,428 songs in the past year.

ANNA:
Yes, thank goodness for these free downloading programmes...

MAGDA:
Oh, no, not free. 

ANNA:
But Martin could never afford to buy...[she trails off]. 

MAGDA:
You should balance your accounts every month, Anna.

ANNA:
All right. So we get Martin to do the music. But we still need professional models. You can’t show clothes without models, and it’s only the professionals that can get into the requisite size zero. 

MAGDA:
Why does it need be zero? I am size ten and boys still like me...

ANNA:
Oh, yes, well, men would, wouldn’t they? But every real woman aspires to a size two, max.

MAGDA:
So real woman doesn’t care about what mans thinks?

ANNA:
Of course not.

MAGDA:
Hmm. Is opposite in Romania.

ANNA:
Romania Romania Romania. You’re in Britain now Magda. In Britain we sell size zero clothes to size 14 women. That’s what we do.

MAGDA:
Well, you can’t afford these zero women. So you sell zero clothes.

ANNA:
Drat. Never mind. We move to plan B. Fashion students at the sixth form college. They’ve done most of my designs, now they can find the girls to wear them. They can’t be that fat at age 16, can they? 

MAGDA:
I don’t know about that Anna. We in Britain now.

END








