Episode 285

In the Dirty Duck Pub Living Room with Emma laid down on her side on the sofa with a Blanket over her; Karen enters, walking over to Emma; kneeling down nearby her 

Karen – Emma, wake up! You need to go to School.

Emma – I don’t feel well.

Karen walks over to Emma, kneeling down nearby her

Karen – Does your head hurt from the fall last night?

Emma – I didn’t bang my head on anything last night, Mum. I felt dizzy—I felt ill way before that.

Karen – This is all my fault. This is all my fault, isn’t it? If I didn’t come back then those arguments—Those arguments which must’ve caused you take that sudden turn, then none of this would’ve happened; you wouldn’t be ill!

Emma – Mum, this has nothing to do with you.

Karen – Of course it does, I’m your Mother!

Emma – No—

Emma sits up, looking at Karen

Emma – I don’t mean that you shouldn’t be worried or anything, what I mean is that what happened last night; it wasn’t caused by you, it wasn’t caused by anyone! I’ve had these headaches for ages now; I’ve had them for weeks!

Karen – Then why didn’t you tell anyone? You could’ve gone to the Doctor’s!

Emma – Me and Doctor’s don’t get on; you should know that by now.

Karen laughs slightly

Karen – Well—As you’re ill I’m going to have to take you to the Doctor’s!

Emma – Mum—Honestly, no Doctor’s.

Karen – Are you sure?

Emma – Yeah, I’m sure. Mum, seriously; I’m perfectly fine; it’s just a headache; a migraine. 

Emma lays back down and Karen nods, standing up and kissing Emma’s forehead; walking out to the Landing, exiting; closing the door behind her
In Derek’s Kitchen with Jasmine sat down at the table, Rosie’s sat down in her High-Chair and Jasmine’s feeding her; Ryan enters

Jasmine - Dad’s at the Car Lot, if you want to go?

Ryan – I’d rather not.

Jasmine – Good!

Jasmine puts the spoon she’s holding down; standing up, turning to Ryan

Jasmine – I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. 

Ryan – “Sorry”?

Jasmine – Yeah; I feel as though—As though we’re tearing apart.

Ryan – Why would you think that? We’ve argued a few times, but which couples don’t? Besides, you had every right to be mad at me last night. I kept a secret from you; something which you should’ve known when I found out myself.

Jasmine – You know? Because of you I feel like the luckiest Girl in the world.

Ryan – Really? And why’s that?

Jasmine walks up to Ryan

Jasmine – Because of how gentle you are; so kind.

Ryan – Are you feeling okay, or—?

Jasmine smiles at Ryan

Jasmine – Rosie’s been fed, changed; the flat’s empty. Shall we—?

Ryan kisses Jasmine and as he smiles at her

Ryan – Let’s.

Jasmine smiles at Ryan and Ryan grabs hold of her hand, pulling her out to the corridor, exiting as they both laugh

In the Dirty Duck Pub Kitchen with Sasha sat down at the table, Jamie’s making a cup of coffee

Sasha – I don’t see why you can’t just forgive and forget, Jamie!

Jamie – I think I do that too often, don’t you? 

Sasha – Not really; you don’t forgive anyone, or forget anything in fact!

Jamie turns to Sasha; picking up the cup of coffee, placing it on the table in front of Sasha

Jamie – I think forgiving the Girl that was responsible for shooting you in the head is me being forgiving enough, doesn’t it?

Sasha – Yeah, but—Karen’s your Mum, Jamie; she’s family!

Jamie – I know that, but she was the Woman responsible for me ending up in that place for god knows how long; she’s the reason I was intimidated by Nathan! And you’re not one to talk about forgiving a family member or members.

Sasha – And what’s that supposed to mean?

Jamie sits down opposite Sasha at the table

Jamie – Well, you’re not exactly best friends with your own family are you?

Sasha – And? 

Jamie – Well—Doesn’t that make you a bit of a hypocrite?

Sasha – Not really. Look, I don’t know what your Mum used to be like before I met her, but she’s one of the nicest people I know, Jamie.

Jamie – What? And you would just forgive your parents if they abandoned you just because they’ve changed?

Sasha sips her cup of coffee, standing up

Sasha – Try answering that question yourself.

Sasha exits, walking out to the Landing and Jamie sighs sadly

In Izzy’s Kitchen with Deborah sat down at the table, Shirley enters

Shirley – Why are you up so early? I told you I’d look after the café today!

Deborah – I’m not up early to go to the café, Mum.

Shirley – Oh—Then—Why are up so early?

Deborah – I’ve not been able to sleep all night!

Shirley – Why not? Please—PLEASE don’t tell me that this has something to do with Oliver?

Deborah – Of course not! Why would I be thinking about him anyway? He’s not worth my time!

Shirley – Are you sure about that? You seem to be lonely recently; you’re stressed too; you have bags underneath your eyes; you look exhausted, Mum!

Deborah – Alright, I don’t need to feel any worse than what I do, you know?

Shirley – I’m only speaking the truth!
Deborah – It’s Izzy, Mum. 

Shirley – What about Izzy? Don’t tell me that you’re still worried about her going into Hospital a month or so ago?

Deborah – No, it’s—I think she’s an alcoholic.

Shirley looks at Deborah in shock and Deborah sighs sadly

In the Dirty Duck Pub Living Room with Emma sat down on the sofa; she’s looking at a bruise on her arm. Court enters, holding a cup of Hot Chocolate; she looks at Emma

Court – I got you a Hot Choc—

Court looks at the bruise on Emma’s arm in shock; Emma rolls her sleeve back down and Court places the cup of Hot Chocolate on the table, sitting down next to Emma; Karen enters, standing at the door

Court – What was that?

Emma – What was what?

Court – You know exactly what; roll your sleeve up; show me your arm!

Emma rolls her sleeve up, showing Court a bruise on her arm

Court – Was that there after you fell last night or—?

Emma – No, it was there a few weeks ago!

Court – How did you do it then?

Emma – I—I don’t know.

Karen walks over to them; looking at the bruise on Emma’s arm

Karen – Emma, did you someone do that to you?

Emma – No. I’m not a push-over, you know, Mum?

Court looks at Karen nervously

Karen – Well how did you do it?

Emma – I don’t know, alright? It could’ve been from when I fell over—I’m not sure, alright?

Emma looks at them madly; turning the TV on by the remote, watching it. Court stands, grabbing Karen’s arm; pulling her out to the Landing, closing the door behind her

Court – I think I know who’s responsible for those bruises.

Karen – Really? How?

Court – A few months ago Emma was being bullied by a group of Girls at School; one of the Girls were called Natasha.

Karen looks at Court in shock

Karen – She WHAT?! She got bullied? And you didn’t even think to mention this to me?

Court – How could I? I couldn’t even have a proper conversation with you without you going crazy; it was almost as though you had Alzheimer’s or something!

Karen – Well you could have at least mentioned it to me!

Court – Why? They stopped bullying—Well, so we though.

Karen – And that makes a difference, does it? What if they’re STILL bullying her, only she’s not told anyone? What IF she tried topping herself?

Court – I looked for pills; there weren’t any.

Karen – Court, that Bathroom is full of pills; Emma’s not the kind of person who’d faint or get bruises for no reason, is she? Something’s not right.

Karen looks at Court concerned and Court sighs sadly  
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Emma rolls her sleeve up, showing Court a bruise on her arm

Court – Was that there after you fell last night or—?

Emma – No, it was there a few weeks ago!

Court – How did you do it then?

Emma – I—I don’t know.
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Karen – She WHAT?! She got bullied? And you didn’t even think to mention this to me?

Court – How could I? I couldn’t even have a proper conversation with you without you going crazy; it was almost as though you had Alzheimer’s or something!
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In the Marketplace with Bronwyn walking along; Tori’s enters, standing in front of Bronwyn; blocking her path

Bronwyn – Can you move out of my way, please?

Tori – I heard you were back. I should’ve known sooner.

Bronwyn – Yeah; we could’ve had a nice chat before now.

Tori – Exactly.

Bronwyn – Where’s your Mum, Bronwyn? Where’s Lisa? Doesn’t she care about you either or—?

Tori – She cares about me, just—She’s just ashamed of me.

Bronwyn – “Ashamed”? Believe me, If I were your Mother I’d be more than just ashamed to have a Daughter like you; it’s almost embarrassing for someone to be your Mother. Let’s just say Lisa got a lucky escape, yeah?

Tori – Oh, so because my Mum’s suddenly left you think that I’m vulnerable, do you?  

Tori laughs slightly

Tori – I’m stronger than ever if that’s what you think. Just because your Dad’s moved to this place doesn’t mean that you’re big and tough, Bronwyn; I know how to make your life hell.

Tori shoves past Bronwyn, walking along the Marketplace, exiting
In Derek’s Flat – Ryan and Jasmine’s Bedroom with Ryan and Jasmine laid next to each other in bed

Ryan – So—You ready?

Jasmine – Why wouldn’t I—
Jasmine stands; putting her hands over her mouth. Ryan sits up

Ran – What is it, Jas? What’s wrong?

Jasmine – We—I left her, Ryan—

Jasmine turns to Ryan with tears in her eyes, taking her hands away from her mouth

Jasmine – I left Rosie alone in the Kitchen!

Ryan – And? She doesn’t need you there every second of her life, now get back in bed, alright?

Jasmine – Yes she does! YES, SHE DOES, RYAN; SHE NEEDS ME! She needs me EVERY second of the day; that’s why her cot—

Jasmine walks over to Rosie’s cot nearby the bed against the wall

Jasmine – That’s why her cot is in this Bedroom; that’s why her cot is on my side of the bed!

Ryan stands, looking at Jasmine

Ryan – When was the last time you slept, Jas?

Jasmine – I—To be honest with you, Ryan; I don’t know, alright? I don’t have a clue!

Ryan – What have you been doing in the night? Watching her?

Jasmine – Yeah, you could say that. And the thing is—The strange thing is that I’m not tired. Is that normal? Is it—Is that how people normally feel if they’ve not slept for—What? Two or so weeks? How long have I been back?

Ryan – I don’t know, but the day you came back; it was the happiest day I had in ages because—

Jasmine – That night; it was the start of it. It was the start of this, Ryan; it was the start of all of this happening to me; I felt as if the whole flat had fallen on me, I couldn’t breathe for hours—Days, weeks; I couldn’t—I can’t even sleep! I’m shaking, I’m itching, I’m thinking about—

Jasmine has tears in her eyes and a s tear rolls down her cheek

Jasmine – I’ve been thinking of killing her, Ryan. I’ve been thinking of killing her; my own Daughter! Who—What kind of Mother would have thoughts about that? 

Ryan – Can’t you see?

Ryan walks over to Jasmine, grabbing her hands as a tear rolls down Jasmine’s cheek

Ryan – Can’t you see it yourself, Jas? Can’t you see it whenever you look at yourself in the mirror? You’re ill. You’re ill and you need help—

Jasmine – No I don’t. No, I don’t; I don’t need help, I don’t need anyone, alright? Because I’m fine. I am—I’m fine!

Jasmine exits, walking out to the corridor; slamming the door behind her and Ryan sighs sadly

In Audrey’s Living Room with Brandon sat down on the sofa watching TV, Bronwyn enters holding a carrier bag

Brandon – There you are! You took your time; what took you so long?

Bronwyn – I bumped into Tori on the way.

Bronwyn puts the carrier bag down on the table; sitting down on a separate sofa to Brandon

Brandon – You mean that—Girl? What did she say?

Bronwyn – It doesn’t matter alright, Dad?

Brandon – Of course it matters! Has she said something to upset you in any way?

Bronwyn – Look, it doesn’t matter what she said; just leave it.

Bronwyn watches TV and Brandon continues to watch TV looking angry 
In Izzy’s Living Room with Izzy sat down on the sofa, Shirley enters; sitting down next to her on the sofa

Shirley – Your Mum’s worried about you, you know?

Izzy – She shouldn’t be.

Shirley – I’m worried about you too.

Izzy – Oh, let me guess; she’s told you about last night aswell, has he? Let me guess; next she’ll tell the whole Hotel?

Shirley – To be honest with you, Izzy; I wouldn’t be surprised if most of the Hotel knew about you drinking yourself to—Well, DEATH already.

Izzy – I’m not drinking myself to death; I’ve just had a few drinks, that’s it!

Shirley – It doesn’t matter how much or how little you’ve drank, Izzy; its alcohol, you’re underage and it’s—It’s disgusting! Alcohol; it can—It RUINS lives and I don’t want you turning out like a rough person you see on those documentaries! 

Izzy – Don’t you get it? I’m not an alcoholic, Grandma; it’s not the alcohol which is making me like this!

Shirley – Then who’s making you like this?

Izzy – You.

Shirley looks at Izzy in shock

Shirley – I’m sorry—ME?!

Izzy – Yeah, you. If you didn’t come here in the first place then maybe Mum and Oliver would still be together.

Shirley – What? And have him continue jumping into bed with that tart who’s practically ruined your Mum’s life? Is that what you’d want, Izzy?

Izzy – Of course not. How could you even THINK that I’d want that?
Shirley – BECAUSE YOU JUST SAID THAT, IZZY! DON’T YOU SEE WHAT YOU’RE DOING?! You’re not thinking straight; you’re saying things which you shouldn’t; you’re making careless MISTAKES!

Shirley stands, looking down at Izzy

Izzy – Is that all you can say?

Izzy stands

Izzy – Is it? Is that really ALL you can say? Look at you, Grandma; LOOK AT YOU, LOOK AT YOUR PAST! Your children; they HATED you! I wouldn’t be surprised if they still do actually, because as your GRANDDAUGHTER, I don’t think too much of you myself, and that’s saying something!

Shirley – What is it with you? You’re acting like a spoilt brat; a Drama-Queen; you’re BEGGING to be at the centre of a BIG circle; you want to be the “Big Gossip” of this Hotel. You nearly got Jamie arrested; an innocent man, Izzy; not to mention your own Mother!

Izzy – Do you know what? I don’t care.

Izzy shakes her head, laughing slightly
Izzy – That makes me sound like a selfish bitch, but—I honestly don’t care! I don’t care if I drink myself to death, I don’t care if this family is torn apart even more because of ME, and I don’t care if anyone’s arrested in the process of it either.

Shirley – What? So you don’t care about your future either then, I’m guessing?

Shirley looks at Izzy madly

Shirley – YOU DON’T CARE THAT YOUR GRADES HAVE DROPPED, DO YOU?! YOU DON’T CARE ABOUT YOU HAVING A FUTURE?!

Izzy looks at Shirley with tears in her eyes

Shirley – You’ve gone too far this time, Izzy. I love you, and so does your Mother, so does David, so does Sarah—

Izzy – YOU DO REALISE HOW STUPID YOU SOUND, RIGHT? I DON’T CARE WHO LOVES ME OR WHO DOESN’T; I DON’T CARE IF MY GRADES DROP, I DON’T CARE IF MY FUTURE IS RUINED; I DON’T CARE IF I DON’T HAVE A FUTURE, GRANDMA; I DON’T CARE! I DON’T CARE! I’LL DRINK AND I’LL DRINK AND I’LL DRINK UNTIL I WAKE UP FROM A COMA! I’LL GIVE MY SCHOOL LACK OF CONCENTRATION; CARELESS THOUGHTS, AND I’LL KEEP DOING THAT UNTIL I GET AS LOW GRADES AS POSSIBLE! AND DO YOU KNOW WHY I’M GOING TO DO THAT, GRANDMA? I—DON’T—CARE! 

Shirley slaps Izzy across the face madly and Deborah enters, standing at the door; Izzy holds her face with tears in her eyes; a tear rolls down her cheek

Shirley – NOW YOU GET OUT OF MY SIGHT!
Izzy runs out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam coming from the corridor and Shirley turns to Deborah, sighing sadly

In the Dirty Duck Pub Living Room with Emma sat down on the sofa watching TV, Karen enters, closing the door behind her

Karen – Emma—Were you telling the truth earlier?

Emma – What about?

Karen – About how you got that bruise on your arm—Were you telling the truth?

Emma – Yeah, I’ve had them for months, Mum!

Karen sits down next to Emma on the sofa
Karen – Now—I need you to be honest—COMPLETELY honest with me, Emma.

Emma – Alright—What is it?

Karen – Court told me about what happened a few months ago.

Emma looks at Karen puzzled
Karen – With that Natasha and her Gang; how they bullied you.
Emma – Oh, for god’s sake—

Karen – I’m not jumping to conclusions, Emma! I’m just concerned; I’m worried about you!

Emma – Well don’t’ be worried; especially if you think I’m getting bullied by Natasha again, because I’m not!

Karen – I just want to know how you got that bruise on your arm; it was just a simple question!

Emma – WELL STOP ASKING QUESTIONS!

Emma stands, walking out to the Landing, exiting; slamming the door behind her and Karen sighs sadly

In Derek’s Kitchen with Jasmine sat down at the table with her head in her arms on the table; Rosie’s sat down in her High-Chair. Ryan enters, putting his hand on Jasmine’s back

Ryan – Jas—

Jasmine lifts her head up; she looks pale
Ryan – Jasmine, it’s okay. It’s okay, I’ll look after her.

Jasmine – I—I need to look after her—I need—I NEED to look after my Daughter; I—

Ryan – No you don’t; not on our own anyway.

Ryan picks up Rosie, taking her out from the High-Chair; holding her

Ryan – Now, you go to bed while I take Rosie out for some fresh-air, yeah?

Jasmine – No—No, I’ll come too!

Jasmine stands

Ryan – No you won’t. You need to rest, Jas; a nice, long sleep will do you a world of good.

Ryan smiles at Jasmine and Jasmine nods, walking out to the corridor, exiting and Ryan smiles sadly; still holding Rosie

In Izzy’s Living Room with Shirley stood nearby the door looking at Deborah; who’s turned away from her

Shirley – Well, what alternative do you have in mind, Deborah?

Deborah turns to Shirley

Deborah – I don’t know, but the last thing she’ll want is to go to the Doctors; going to the Doctors will make this situation ten times WORSE!

Shirley – Does it matter? She needs help, Deborah; PROFESSIONAL help

Shirley picks the phone up from the table

Shirley – You know what to do.

Shirley holds the phone out to Deborah

Shirley – You can either stop this madness now or live with it for the rest of your life, or until Izzy is overpowered by the drink, then—You can live with it until Izzy’s end.

Shirley continues to hold the phone out to Deborah and a tear rolls down Deborah’s cheek as she sighs sadly
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