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HILLS ROAD EPISODE 9
SCENE  AUTONUM    - Exterior – Hills Road

F/X:
lorry reversing – engine noises and beeping

Gladys:
[Shouting over lorry] Yes, that’s it. Right in the middle there. Good. Lovely. So kind of you to deliver it already inflated.

Lorry driver:
Lady, are sure you want this bouncy castle ‘ere? There’ll be loads of traffic down this road later in the day.

GLADys:
Nonsense, dear. That’s just what we’re trying to prevent. Can’t have the neighbourhood kiddies knocked over by traffic. It’s a street party, don’t you know.

lorry driver:
Oh yeah? What’s you celebrating, then?

Gladys:
Oh, the joys of spring, neighbourliness, peace and goodwill among all...

F/X:
front door opening – loud shriek

anna:
(OFF) You vicious woman! 

F/X:
RUNNING FOOTSTEPS

ANNA:                                Get rid of that castle immediately. My elephant is going in that spot. Is this a little plot to spoil my fashion parade, Gladys Pateman? Well, I’m not having it. Get it out! Out!

F/X:
Thwacks of racquet against castle

:


Lorry Driver:
Lady, put the tennis racquet down and step away from the inflatable play equipment.

gladys:
Oh, don’t worry about her. That’s just mad Anna. Menopause, you know.

Anna:
You listen here you horrible crone. I have an international fashion event happening on this street today and my inflatable elephant is going right there if I have to pop this bouncy castle myself.

F/X:
More thwacking

LD:
Oh, you’re the one what ordered the elephant. I’ve got that ‘ere as well.

Anna:
Have you. Well get it out, then.

F/X:
cab door opening, sound of smallish rubber package being thrown. 

LD:
There you go.

anna:
What’s this supposed to be?

LD:
That’s your elephant balloon.  Got the helium in the back here...

F/X:
door swings open, footsteps going around lorry, clanging of metal cans

ANNA:
But this is...this can’t be. This balloon is meant to be life-sized!

LD:
Oh, it’s pretty big once you fill it up. Takes a bit a time though. Trunk bit’s very tricky.

Anna:
Oh my God...this is ridiculous. I don’t have time to be blowing up balloons. Martin will have to do it. But in the meantime I want this castle moved. 

Gladys:
I’m very sorry Anna, but whoever made you the queen of the universe must have forgotten to let me know. That castle is for my Hills Road street party, and it stays.

Anna:
Street party! Street party? What on earth is a street party?

GLADYS:
I’ve invited everyone the neighbourhood. Hills Ave, Cavendish, Blinco, Hartington...

Anna:
Are you out of your withered hazelnut of a mind?

GLADYS:
Also everyone on Hills Road itself, from Cherry Hinton Road to the hospital. The marching band should be arriving shortly.

ANNA:
Marching band? Did you not hear what I just said? International fashion event. Here. Catwalk. Models. Well, girls from the sixth form. My latest clothing collection, created entirely from outdated computer peripherals. We can’t have a brass band marching through that!

GLADYS:
Well, you might get some of the majorettes to wear your peripherals. Do you need special underwear with that?

anna:
[Outraged] Majorettes! [Reconsiders] Are they size zero?

GLADYS:
Why don’t we compromise. You take everything from Long Road to Hills Ave, and I’ll take the rest.

Anna:
Out of the question. I’m using the sixth form car park as my changing area.

Gladys:
Well, visa versa then. 

ANNA:
Oh, this can’t be happening. All right, then Gladys. You have everything down from Hills Ave. But don’t you dare let one of your marching baboons take a step over into my side of the street. This is a very prestigious event. The press will be here in droves. Vogue, Elle....

F/X:
fadeout

SCENE  AUTONUM    - Interior – Sandra’s house

kieran:
No, Katrina, you’re not wiggling your hips enough. That’s it, one foot in front of the other… wiggle .. more wiggling. And suck your cheeks in and look miserable. Pretend your hamster has died. Okay. Now, one hand on hip and turn…

F/X:
katrina crashes to the tabletop

kieran:
… without falling over if possible.

katrina:
Kieran just shut up! You’re no help at all.

kieran:
Come on, get up, you need to learn how to do this properly. You’re going to be on the catwalk in two hours. 

F/X:
door opens

sandra:
What on earth are you doing? Katrina, get down off that table at once. (beat) You’re not imagining you’re going to do any of Anna Singleton’s modelling rubbish today do you? I read about it in yesterday’s Evening News. Ridiculous idea.

katrina:
Mrs Singleton needs me.  She’s showing her new range of “retro computer” fashion. My main outfit’s gonna be a bikini covered in silicon chips; sandals and socks; and a Sinclair ZX Spectrum – whatever that is - strapped to my head.

sandra:
Oh, well, as long as you’re not going to look silly or anything...

kieran:
And I’m helping Granny with her bouncy castle.

sandra:
Her bouncy what?

Katrina:
Now you’ve done it, Kieran.

sandra:
Kieran, why does Granny need a bouncy castle? [BEAT] Kieran!

kieran:
[Very rapidly] She’s having a party and she’s invited like everyone in Cambridge but she doesn’t want you to know because it’s costing a packet. But she’s actually loaded because she keeps thousands in her vacuum cleaner and Martin told me that cos I let him have some of my tadpoles to feed to his Japanese fighting fish. And Charlie...

SANDRA:
Her vacuum cleaner? 

katrina:
Kieran, you may think you’re still alive, but you’re actually dead. When Grandma finds out you told...

SANDRA:
Kieran, I think you’ve just earned yourself a raise in your allowance. Our financial troubles are over. I’ve always liked a good spring clean and while Grandma’s busy with her party I think I’ll give her one...

F/X:
fadeout

SCENE  AUTONUM    - exterior – hills road

F/X:
car pulling up to a stop. car horn. front door opening

ANNA:
(OFF) Hurry up, Julia. The taxi’s here. We have to pick up the outfits from the sweat shop in Chesterton and be back here before 11.

JULIA:
(OFF) Definitely back by 11. Just in time for another little drinkie.

F/X:
footsteps, dog barking

Anna:
My goodness. That’s a rather fierce looking dog you have there.

Josie:
‘e’s just excited. Going to visit my Nan again for a few days, aintcha Bubbles? Surprise for both of yous. And for the mucky pup what you call dad, eh?

Anna:
Must the dog come with us in the taxi? Those white dog hairs won’t come off on my collection will they?

Josie:
Oh, the dog is comin’. It’s worth 50 quid to me just to keep him off this street today.  And what a carryon to pinch him. ‘ad to slip sleeping pills in a prawn biriani to get the monkey man to go off.

F/X:
fierce barking

Anna:
Right, well, let’s get going then. We’re in rather a hurry. 

F/X:
car door opening and shutting, car moving off

Josie:
Oh yeah? Well you could be in a ‘urry for some time. Some dim geezer has put up a bouncy castle up the other end of the road. Traffic’s backing up everywhere.

ANNA:
Oh, for God’s sake. Thank goodness you showed up early, Julia. It’s going to be mad - all hands on deck. We’ll run in, collect the bags of clothes, get back here in a flash, and you can get the girls ready while I meet the press. All right? Julia?

julia:
[Snores]

SCENE  AUTONUM    - exterior – hills road

martin:
All right dad, put those two subwoofers here while I arrange the tweeters on this side...

Terence:
Martin, this seems rather a lot of equipment for an old lady’s tea party.

martin:
Hey, Gladys likes to rock. Besides, this part is also for Mum’s fashion show. The models walk down the street to blistering tunes. It’s called a catwalk. I just learned that fact.

Terence:
I think you’re mistaken, Martin. Mum was refused permission for her Hills Road fashion parade. It was a contributing factor to my losing my job, I should know.

Martin:
You lost your job, dad?

Terence:
Yes, Martin. That’s why we’re launching our new bicycle rickshaw business. Remember?

Martin:
I remember about the business. I just didn’t remember that that was, like, your JOB now.

TERENCE:
It’s not a job. It’s a vocation. Does it bother you, son? That Dad’s now an entrepreneur?

martin:
You mean it’s affected you sexually?

Terence:
No, Martin. I’m an employer in my own right. No longer a slave to a weekly wage. I create wealth for myself and others.

martin:
Oh, I get it. That’s a relief.

TERENCE:
What do you mean?

Martin:
Well, I was worried for a second there that you had to make money from the rickshaws.

TERENCE:
I do have to ...

MARTIN:
‘Cos you know I told you about those used ones off e-bay? 

TERENCe:
Yes – our starter fleet. You did get them, right?

Martin:
Oh, yeah. Only it turned out, it wasn’t actually 10 they were selling.

TERENCE:
Oh, well, we’ll find another lot...

MARTIN:
Yeah. It was a thousand. Pesky decimal point.

Terence:
One thousand?

Martin:
Yeah. But it was still a great deal. We only paid ten quid each bike. Of course, that doesn’t include the wheels. But you don’t need many of those. Only a couple each bike. Or maybe three.

TERENCE:
You bought one thousand bicycle rickshaws off e-bay? And they don’t have any wheels?

MARTIN:
No. But they did come with a free headlight bracket. In case you ever want to move into evening transportation. And full assembly instructions.

TERENCE:
ARGHHHHHHHHHHH!

SCENE  AUTONUM    - exterior – chesterton

Anna:
I must say, I’m not impressed with the Chinese sweatshop idea of presentation. Putting my expensive hand-sewn designer clothes into black bin liners. Still, it will keep the dog hair off. Or better yet – put them in the boot, Julia. Look, she’s opened it for us already. 

JUlia:
[Muffled] Jus...point me in the right direction...I can’t see over this bag....

F/X:
thud

Julia:
There. Are you happy little clothesies? [Sniffs audibly] Uggh. Bit pongy in there.

ANNA:
Come along, Julia.

F/X:
boot slammed shut

ANNA:
Where has that driver gone? She must have taken the dog out. She’d better not be gone long. Look at the time. 10.45, and I invited Look East for half past. Where can she have got to? Driver! Driver!

END








