Episode 239

In the Dirty Duck Pub Living Room with Court facing Sasha; Sasha’s holding the Packet of Pills; Court snatches it off Sasha

Sasha – Well—?

Court – Do yourself a favour and keep your nose out of other people’s Business, yeah? 

Sasha – And who said that I was sticking my nose in other people’s Business?

Court – Just—Just don’t, OK? Don’t.

Court exits, walking out to the Landing and Sasha sighs sadly as Court exits

In Marissa’s Living Room with Bronwyn laid down on her side on the sofa; the laptop’s closed on the table. Marissa enters, sitting on the armchair of the sofa, putting her hand on Bronwyn’s head; stroking her hair

Bronwyn – Why—

A tear rolls down Bronwyn’s cheek

Bronwyn – Why are they doing this to me?

Marissa – Because they’re pathetic, Bronwyn; they’re weak, and they have nothing else better to do than mock people.

Bronwyn – They’re not weak, Mum. I’m weak; I always will be weak; ALWAYS!

Marissa – Don’t torture yourself because of what a few people think—

Bronwyn sits up on the sofa, looking at Marissa with tears streaming down her face

Bronwyn – BUT ITS NOT JUST A FEW PEOPLE, IS IT?! IT’S THE WHOLE AREA; MAYBE EVEN THE WHOLE COUNTRY NOW! 

Marissa – Now stop it; not everyone thinks the same, and I know for DEFINITE not the whole country has seen the footage.

Bronwyn – I just—I—I give up, Mum. I actually give up and I want to—

Marissa – Don’t finish that sentence. Bronwyn, you’ve come so far in life; now isn’t the time to end it.

Bronwyn – But everyone—

Marissa – Promise me that you won’t do anything to harm yourself; PROMISE ME!
Bronwyn – I already have.

Marissa looks at Bronwyn puzzled and Bronwyn rolls up her sleeve; there are several cuts on her wrist and Marissa looks at her in horror

In the Dirty Duck Pub crowded with people, Court’s stood behind the Bar and Jamie walks over to her at the Bar in his Wheelchair
Jamie – What’s up?

Court – Nothing, why?

Jamie – You just seem a bit—Sad.

Court – Why would I be sad? 

Jamie – There’s many reasons for you to be sad, Court.

Court – I’m fine.

Jamie – Court—

Court – Honest! I’m fine.

Court smiles at Jamie and Jamie smiles back; walking to the other side of the Pub. Court sighs sadly. Judy and Rick enter, walking to the Bar

Judy – Right, what do you want to drink?

Judy gets her Purse out her Handbag

Rick – Just a pint.

Judy – Okay; sure!

Judy smiles at Rick. Oliver, Deborah and Izzy enter

Deborah – Don’t you worry, Izzy; it’ll be fine!

Izzy – It wasn’t David though, it was—

Deborah – Look, I know you care about your Uncle David, but—You don’t have to defend him all the time, okay? 

Izzy – I’m not defending him, Mum; he wasn’t even—

Deborah – Don’t make excuses for him; he’s done enough harm to people, and I’m not letting him break this family apart a second time.

Oliver walks over to Judy and Rick at the Bar

Rick – Alright, Oliver?

Oliver – Yeah; I’m great! Judy.

Judy – Oliver.

Oliver – I haven’t seen you recently. 

Judy – Yeah; sorry, I’ve been busy. 

Oliver – It’s fine; I completely understand!

Oliver smiles at Judy, walking over to Deborah and Izzy

Judy – Can we go, please?

Rick – What? We just got here, Judy—

Judy – Please. Let’s go.

Rick looks at Judy puzzled

Rick – Alright, you go ahead; I’ll catch up.

Rick smiles at Judy and Judy nods, exiting

In Marissa’s corridor with Bronwyn putting her coat on. Marissa enters, walking out from the Living Room

Marissa – What are you doing?

Bronwyn – I’m going to the Shop to speak to Imane.

Marissa – Do you want me to come with you?

Bronwyn – No, Mum; I’m not a little girl, you know? 

Marissa – Enough of that.

Bronwyn – I’m—I’m so sorry.

Bronwyn sits down on the floor, leaning against the wall

Marissa – Don’t be sorry; you have every right to be angry.

Bronwyn – I’m not angry, Mum; I’m an emotional WRECK! I have—What? Three friends? Four? Maybe not even that! 

Marissa – You DO have friends; you have a family there for you; a family that LOVES you!

Bronwyn stands

Bronwyn – AND WHERE’S MY DAD THEN, MUM?! 

Marissa looks at Bronwyn in horror

Bronwyn – IS MY DADDY GOING TO JUST WALK THROUGH THE DOOR TO COME TO MY RESUCE?! IS HE? NO I DIDN’T THINK SO, BECAUSE HE’S GONE AND HE’S FORGOTTEN ABOUT US!

Tears rolls down Bronwyn’s cheek and Marissa stares at Bronwyn in horror, walking into the Bathroom; slamming the door behind her, exiting. Bronwyn puts her hand on her head, sighing sadly

In the Dirty Duck Pub Living Room with Sasha sat down on the sofa in the Dark

Jamie – *From the Staircase* SASHA, COULD YOU GIVE ME A HAND HERE?!

Sasha – YEAH, TWO MINUTES!

Sasha takes a deep breath, sighing sadly

In the Marketplace, Shirley enters, walking out from the café; Luna enters, walking along the Marketplace, Shirley walks over to her

Shirley – LUNA!

Luna stops walking, turning to Shirley

Shirley – Do you know where David is? 

Luna – No, I’m sorry; I don’t!

Shirley – If you see him can you tell him that I need to speak to him, please?

Luna – Yeah; sure!

Luna smiles at Shirley and Shirley smiles back, walking along the Marketplace; exiting

In the Dirty Duck Pub Staircase with Jamie sat down in his Wheelchair, Sasha enters; walking down the stairs

Sasha – Why don’t you close the Pub for tonight?

Jamie – No, I don’t want this place closing up yet! I just wanted a Glass of water or—

Sasha – Why didn’t you tell me? I would’ve got it for you! 

Jamie – I can’t expect you to do everything for me, Sasha.

Sasha – And you’re not, so don’t worry, OK?

Jamie – But I feel useless, Sasha; I’ve not done anything since—

Sasha – Don’t feel guilty, Jamie; none of this is your fault.

Jamie – Yeah, but what have I actually done since I was shot? I’ve just been sitting around doing NOTHING!

Sasha – It isn’t your fault that you’re paralysed in one side of your body—
Jamie – Temporary.

Sasha – Yeah, exactly! I mean—Sure, it’s not perfect, but it’s a start. You’ll be back to your old self eventually! 

Jamie sighs, pushing himself back to the Bar in his Wheelchair; Sasha sighs sadly, walking up the stairs, exiting

In the Shop with Imane stood behind the till; she has her mobile to her ear
Imane – Aasha, you’ve not been in for—

Imane sighs, rolling her eyes

Imane – You’re lucky I like you. OK, Bye!

Imane hangs up, putting her mobile on the counter. Bronwyn enters

Imane – Bronwyn? What are you doing here so—

Bronwyn – Have you seen it?

Imane – Seen what?

Bronwyn – It’s Tori.

Imane looks at Bronwyn, sighing madly

In the Dirty Duck Pub crowded with people, with Deborah and Oliver stood at the Bar

Oliver – Just don’t get involved, Deborah!

Deborah – How can’t I? Izzy’s my Daughter, Oliver; I have to do something! 

Oliver – What she does is up to her.

Deborah – Yeah, I can understand her having her own independence; I do! But going off with a Gang with weapons is DANGEROUS! 

Izzy walks over to them 

Izzy – I know you’re talking about me so don’t even try to whisper.

Deborah – I’m sorry, Izzy; but—

Shirley enters

Shirley – Deborah—

Deborah and Oliver turn to Shirley
Deborah – Mum—Mum, please speak some sense into Izzy!

Shirley – What?

Deborah – She’s joined the Gang David’s in!

Shirley looks at Izzy in shock

Shirley – You’ve done WHAT?!

Izzy turns to Deborah and Shirley

Izzy – Do you know what’s wrong with this family? THEY CAN’T KEEP THEIR NOSES OUT OF OTHER PEOPLES BUSINESS!

Deborah – “OTHER PEOPLE” DOES NOT MEAN “FAMILY,” IZZY!

Izzy walks to the Door

Deborah – WHERE ARE YOU GOING NOW?

Izzy ignores Deborah, exiting 

Deborah – IZZY—!

Oliver grabs Deborah’s arm

Oliver – No.

Shirley exits, following Izzy
In the hallways with Anthony walking out Tori’s flat, Tori’s stood at the door and she gives Anthony a stack of money

Tori – That’s the left overs of Audrey’s money I nicked.

Anthony laughs

Anthony – Good job.

Tori – Me; “Good Job”? No; that’s you!

Tori smirks 

Imane – OI!

Tori and Anthony look down the hallway, Imane’s charging towards them

Imane – WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING?!

Imane stops at them and Bronwyn enters, running towards them; grabbing Imane’s arm

Bronwyn – Imane, please—

Imane – DON’T YOU THINK YOU’VE DONE ENOUGH DAMAGE TO HER FOR ONE DAY?!

Bronwyn – Imane, please just leave it!

Imane pulls herself away from Bronwyn; pointing at Tori

Imane – YOU—YOU ARE GOING TO GO TO HELL!

Tori – I’m sorry, but I don’t believe in hell. BUT If Heaven and Hell were real; you and your little friend here would go there in a click of a finger—

Imane slaps Tori’s across the face and she points at Tori madly

Imane – And that—THAT IS JUST A TINY BIT OF HOW IT FEELS INSIDE FOR BRONWYN! NOW YOU GO BACK INTO YOUR LITTLE BEDSIT WITH THIS GULLIABLE PIG! OH, YEAH; THAT REMINDS ME—

Imane slaps Anthony across the face

Imane – YOU STAY AWAY ASWELL!

Imane grabs Bronwyn’s arm, pulling her along the Hallway

Bronwyn – Imane—Imane, please—!

Imane stops walking, turning to Bronwyn

Imane – WHAT?!

Bronwyn – You didn’t need to do that—

Imane – Yes, I did, Bronwyn; it’s what they deserve.

Bronwyn – No—No, it’s only going to make things worse; it—

Imane – They deserve EVERYTHING they get; them and Oliver, and you know it.

Bronwyn nods at Imane and Imane grabs her arm again; leading her down the hallway

In the Marketplace with Izzy walking along; Shirley enters, following her

Shirley – IZZY, DON’T YOU DARE IGNORE ME, YOUNG LADY!
Izzy stops walking, turning to Shirley
Izzy – What do you want, Grandma? I have nothing to tell; I have every right to do what I—

Shirley – Please don’t fall into the same trap David did. I can’t have another family member LOST.

Izzy – I won’t change like him; I won’t!

Shirley – You will, I can see it in your eyes already; you’re changing.

Izzy – No—No, I’m not! I’m not changing I promise—I promise you I’m not.

Shirley shakes her head, putting her hand over her mouth; walking towards the Hotel, exiting. A tear rolls down Izzy’s cheek as Shirley walks away from her

In the Dirty Duck Pub Staircase with Sasha stood up nearby the Stairs; Jamie enters in his Wheelchair

Jamie – Aren’t you coming out to help serve the punters?

Sasha – I don’t know if I’m up for it if I’m honest, Jamie.

Jamie – OK, that’s fine; Lauren and Court will handle the—

Sasha – I don’t think she’s taking them.

Jamie looks at Sasha puzzled

Jamie – Who’s not taking what?

Sasha – Court; her medication.

Jamie – What? Sasha, I know you’re a bit upset recently, but—

Sasha – I don’t THINK she’s taking them; I’m not imagining or just seeing things either; I found her packet of pills empty, and—And none of them were gone.
Jamie looks at Sasha in shock
In Marissa’s corridor, Bronwyn enters; closing the door behind her

Bronwyn – Mum, I’m back! 

There’s silence and Bronwyn takes her coat off

Bronwyn – Mum?

Bronwyn hangs her Coat up; walking over to the Bathroom, trying to open the door; the door’s locked and Bronwyn slides to the floor, leaning against the Bathroom Door

Bronwyn – I’m sorry, Mum. I—I didn’t mean to shout at you like that.
Bronwyn sighs sadly

Bronwyn – It was out of order of me to say what I said.
Marissa – *From behind the door* Don’t be sorry; I don’t blame you for saying it.

Bronwyn – No, Mum; I—

Marissa – *From behind the door* It was my fault your Dad left when he did.

In the Bathroom with Marissa sat down on the floor; leaned against the door 

Marissa – I drove him away.

Bronwyn – *From behind the door* No—! No, Mum don’t blame yourself!
A tear rolls down Marissa’s cheek

Marissa – But it’s true. He—He took you away from me; he left me all alone with no one!

Marissa begins to cry, looking down. In the corridor with Bronwyn sat down, leaning against the Bathroom Door

Bronwyn – Please, Mum—Please don’t cry; don’t feel guilty!

Marissa – *From behind the door* On one condition.

Bronwyn – Yeah, of course; ANYTHING!

In the Bathroom with Marissa sat down on the floor, leaning against the door

Marissa – You—

Marissa wipes her tears

Marissa – You not to feel terrible all the time; I want you to be how you used to be; my happy, happy little Girl! 

In the corridor with Bronwyn sat down on the floor, leaning against the door

Marissa – *From behind the door* I don’t want you to be suicidal or depressed, Bronwyn; I want you to be happy; I want you to be different, because I hate—I hate it when you’re like this; it kills me inside and I don’t know how long I can take it!

Bronwyn begins to cry, putting her hand over her mouth

Bronwyn – I can’t—I can’t, Mum; I can’t!

In the Bathroom with Marissa sat down on the floor, leaning against the door; she breaksdown in tears, curling up in a ball; putting her head in her hands as she cries. In the corridor with Bronwyn sat down on the floor, leaning against the door; she wipes her tears as she continues to cry
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Bronwyn – Amy’s Friend

Marissa – Bronwyn’s Mum
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Jamie – Court’s Brother

Court – Courtneighh 
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Doctor Oliver Holmes

Judy – Amy’s Mum
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