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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 8
SCENE  AUTONUM    

interior – gladys’s kitchen

gladys:
(on phone) Yes, that’s next weekend, one brass band and majorettes - all in uniform...  Splendid... To arrive at eleven am... The Stumbles, Hills Road... Private residence. Why do you ask?.... Have them wait out front... Lovely. Bye!
F/X:
 phone disconnects
gladys:
That’ll wake up the neighbourhood. Don’t you think, Charlie dear?

charlie:
(glumly)  I’m sure it’ll all be lovely, Gladys, but how are we going to pay for it? Your list of Must Haves and Must Dos for this party just keeps growing. You can’t just land this on Sandra, now you know about her financial problems.
gladys:
She wouldn’t have these problems if she just came to her mother on her knees, like a daughter should. Anyway, don’t worry about her. I need you to focus on the task on hand. I’m relying on your expertise… you know about these large-scale community events.

charlie:
What, because I went to Strawberry Fair last summer?
gladys:
Well, it’s been 25 years since I went. We need to organise the prizes – wine, chocolates, that sort of thing…

charlie:
Which brings us full circle – how are we going to pay for all this stuff?

gladys:
Charlie, I think I’m beginning to understand why your mother kicked you out. [Sighs] All right. Can you keep a secret?

Charlie:
If this is about those magazines I found in the linen cupboard....

gladys:
Magazines? Oh, those magazines. [Titters]. No, not about them. This is about my other...little vice.   
charlie:
Only one?
gladys:
I’m fond of a fling on the gee-gees.
charlie:
No Gladys. I am not taking you down the track.
gladys:
You sound just like Barnaby. You’re not a Puritan are you? 
charlie:
Who’s Barnaby?
gladys:
My ex.
charlie:
Your ex? I didn’t know you were divorced.
GLADYS:
Oh, all right...former. Or whatever you call it. My husband that was, and is now dead. He didn’t approve of my gambling. So I had to hide it.
CHARLIE:
Well, I can’t stop you Gladys, but I’m certainly not going to help you do it. You’ve committed over £1500 to this party. The last thing we need is you throwing more cash away on the races.

GLADYS:
1500? Is that all? Come here, Charlie. I want to show you something.

FX:
Creaky door opening, fossicking around in cupboard.

GLADYS:
Here we are. I keep all my winnings in this vacuum cleaner bag in the broom cupboard – excuse the dust… bit fluffy, but Molly can’t help her yearly moults…
CHARLIE:
Oh my God, Gladys. That’s thousands... this is crazy...you need to  be careful, with all that money around… 
gladys:
Oh, don’t be a fusspot. It’s fine… and there’s more stashed away in other places too, but no need to worry – this will do for the street party. And what’s left over… here, you have it. Stick it in this Waitrose bag.

FX:
plastic bag rustling
charlie:
What do you want me to do with this? I can’t just walk about the streets with all this cash!

gladys:
Oh, do whatever you young people do with it… stick it in a bank, spend it, have fun…

charlie:
You’re giving this to me?

gladys:
Why not? I don’t want Sandra to get her hands on it. Anyway, I can see you need it. Those jeans are half-hanging off you. It’s high time you got a new pair.

charlie:
Actually, these are my favourite jeans, but for this much money I’d wear a majorette’s costume and play the trombone. Thanks, Gladys. Acapulco, here I come!

SCENE  AUTONUM    

interior – anna & Terrence’s house

F/X:
children’s tv e.g. cbbc

anna:
Amy, please don’t touch the photographs… those are my very special photographs. Mummy’s trying to decide which girls to use for her fashion show.

amy:
Just looking, Mummy…

anna:
Amy NO! Oh God, who invented peanut butter?! MAGDA! Where is she? Amy, put those scissors away and go upstairs. Magda! Look at these pictures – they’re ruined… oh they’re all too fat anyway. Look at that one. She must weigh 100 lbs. When I was on the agency books, you could chisel a marble fireplace with my cheekbones. MAGDA!
magda:
Mrs Simpleton, is my afternoon off. I am just going out. 
anna:
This isn’t about Amy. Your idea about the models isn’t working. These sixth form girls won’t do at all. 
F/X:
ruffling through photos

magda:
[Bored] They all look very pretty to me.
anna:
Pretty! I’m not looking for pretty. A model should have legs up to her eyeballs and an expression that would frighten small children. But that’s not the problem. Look at their availability! None of these girls has any free time. Here: choir on Monday, guitar on Tuesday, gym Wednesday, ballet Thursday, hair maintenance on Friday, tanning update Saturday and works at a pub on Sunday. And this one – she’d be happy to do it so long as it’s between 3.30 and 4 on Thursday – she keeps that slot free. What am I going to do?
F/X:
Doorbell. Then Anna’s footsteps as she walks toward door, speech over

anna:
I think I’ve sorted how to keep the traffic off Hills, though. Julia’s floating elephant idea was a godsend...
F/X:
door opening

Katrina and Kieran:
 Hello Mrs Singleton.
anna:
Hello. It’s Gladys’s grandchildren, isn’t it? If you’re looking for Gladys she isn’t here. I suggest you try The Flying Pig. She often wanders over there this time of the afternoon...

Kieran:
No, we’re here for Martin. Grandma wants to borrow his ipod for the par..ooomph. Flippin heck Katrina! Why’d you do that?

katrina:
[Stage whisper] She’s not invited, you pillbrain.

anna:
Oh, yes, I think I heard Martin mention that Gladys was having a little tea party. When do you need it for?

Kieran:
Next Saturday.

anna:
Next Saturday? That’s the same day as my fashion show. Not that it matters. I’m sure we won’t get in each other’s way. Not unless the paparazzi want to sit down to crumpets and jam with your grandmother [laughs falsely].
martin:
[Arrives breathlessly] Hey Katrina, Kieran. Sorry I’m late. I was making you some playlists and couldn’t make up my mind between Sweet Child o’ Mine and Muse’s Apocalypse Please for the kickoff. Which do you think your grandma would prefer?
anna:
[Sharply] Martin, don’t forget you’re doing the music for my catwalk on the same day.
martin:
Don’t get stressy mum. It’s sorted. I’ve got playlists for everything. Though why the cat needs...
magda:
Your mother is very worried, Martin. She can’t find models for her fashion show.
martin:
What fashion show?
katrina:
Models? I’m a model!

KIERAn:
[SNORTS] Oh, yeah. She’s not trying to sell spot cream, Kat. It’s for clothes.
katrina:
Kieran, shut up, or I will pour bleach in your frogspawn collection when we get home. Is that clear?
kieran:
[Earnestly] Honestly, Mrs Singleton. She’d make a great model. She wears clothes almost every day.

ANNA:
Well, I’m that desperate that I might have to take you up on that offer. Wait here a moment – I’ll get you my paperback copy of the Atkins diet. And bring some friends...do you have friends?
katrina:
Uh, yes..
Anna:
[MOVING OFF] Thin ones? Oh, don’t bother answering...
MARTIN:
Anyway, guys, tell your grandma the music’s sorted. I’ll handle everything. I’ll walk the cat, then segue straight over to the party with biggest speakers I’ve got. We’ll set em up in the parking lot of the college...  

fade

SCENE  AUTONUM    

Interior – Busy café.  Door opens
CHARLIE:
Magda! Hey!  

magda:                             Charlie! Hello!
CHARLIE:
[Very excited] Just the person I wanted to see. You’re not going to believe what’s happened. Sit down, grab a coffee. You can help me plan the European part of my world tour. What should I see in Romania? There’s like, vampire stuff, isn’t there?
magda:
I not have much time. I have exciting today too. I am enrolling at ARU.  Business Economics B.A. Hons.
charlie:
Wow. I can’t even understand the name of the course.
magda:
It will be hard. But I can’t stay in that Simpleton house much longer. They is all going pear shaped. Mrs Simpleton is closing whole of Hills Rd next Saturday with floating elephant even though the council said she could only have petrol station forecourt. What is forecourt?
charlie: (laughing)
Whoa. Hold on. She wants to close Hills Road? What for?
magda:
She having cakewalk. No, I mean catwalk. Fashion show.
charlie:
Ahhh. Catwalk. That’s what Martin’s been going on about. And this is Saturday?
magda:
Yes.
charlie:
That’s the same day as Gladys’s street party. Gladys has  invited all of Hills Road. It’s going to be huge. Does Anna know that?
magda:
She knows is party. She thinks is just tea and strumpets.
charlie:
Crumpets. I hope she doesn’t mind a brass band with her fashion parade.
magda:
So what is exciting thing that happened?
charlie: 
OK. I’m going to show you what’s in this bag. But don’t scream or shout or anything. Promise. 

F/X:
Plastic shopping bag rustling, choking noises

charlie:
Magda? Are you all right? [shouting] Does anyone here know the Heimlich Manoeuvre?
magda:
No. I’m okay. I was just holding in scream. Charlie, that is so much money. 
charlie:
I know. Guess where I got it.

MAGDA:
Don’t tell me. What I don’t know, I can’t tell. I no good under torture.

charlie:
It’s perfectly legal. Gladys gave it to me.

MAGDA:
Gladys? She a dark horse. 

charlie:
You can say that again. She won it at the races. And there’s more where this came from. You can have some, Magda. In fact, I was hoping you’d be able to tell me what to do with some of it. I think I should invest. What do you think of the gold market these days?
magda:
Gold? Don’t be idiot. You must invest in Eastern European imported food.
charlie:
Eastern European food? I thought they existed on cabbage and potatoes.

MAGDA:
Do you have any idea how many things you can do with cabbage and potatoes? Listen, my cousin in Poland has company. They specialise in pierogi.

charlie:
That’s not a terrorist thing is it?

magda:
No, is tasty thing.  Pierogi is filled dumpling. Brits love it. They like anything is coated in dough and fried. And all the European immigrants is coming in – they like better than Big Mac. Trust me. 
charlie:
So you think I should buy six thousand pounds worth of dumplings? But Magda, how would I sell them?
MAGDA: (exasperated)
Not buy the dumplings. Buy shares in the company. My cousin looking for investment. You put money into company, in few months you make lots more, maybe five or six times.  

charlie:
Wow, just like that?

magda:
Well, is always chance company go bust and you lose everything you have.

CHARLIE:
I haven’t gone anything apart from the money itself.  Hmm. Well, why not. Perhaps not all of it though. I quite fancy a few designer rags myself. Not Anna’s, of course, but...all right. I’ll give you 5000. Here.
F/X:
Plastic shopping bag rustling 

magda:
This is good day for me. I enrol in business university and get £5000 for first investment. Maybe Britain not so bad.






