Episode 324
In Mavis’ Corridor with Mavis stood nearby the front door looking at Clare, who’s stood in front of her in shock. Clare has Two Suitcases either side of her

Clare – Well—? Aren’t you going to give me a friendly greeting?
Mavis – What are you doing here?

Clare – That’s not very polite now, is it? 

Mavis – WHAT are you doing here?

Clare – I was invited here.

Mavis – Well, I didn’t invite you here.

Clare – I didn’t say that you did; I’ve been invited here to sort out a bit of mess.

Mavis – We’re fine, Clare. 

Clare – That’s not what I was told.

Mavis – Well I’m telling you now; this family is fine; we’re fine without you.

Alice enters, standing at the Living Room door

Mavis – WE DON’T NEED YOU SO TAKE YOUR SUITCASES AND GO!

Mavis looks at Clare madly
Mavis – I SAID GO!

Clare smirks as she looks at Mavis; she looks over at Alice over Mavis’ shoulder. Mavis turns to the Living Room Door where Alice is stood

Mavis – Alice—

Mavis walks over to Alice, grabbing hold of her hands

Mavis – Alice, go back into the—

Alice – Why are you shouting at Mummy like that? Why are you telling her to go away?

Mavis – It—

Clare – Your Grandma’s a bit tired, Alice; she can’t help but lose her temper.

Alice – So you didn’t mean what you said to Mummy?

Mavis turns to Clare madly; before looking down at Alice again

Mavis – No! No, I didn’t.

Mavis smiles at Alice and Eloise enters, walking out from the Living Room; standing at the door nearby Alice

Mavis – Alice, you go back in there, alright? Don’t tell Joe or Timmy that—

Alice – They already know that Mummy’s here; we heard you shouting in there.

Eloise – She’s right, Grandma.

Mavis – OK, well—Go back in there to your Brother’s, please.

Alice nods at Mavis, walking back into the Living Room. Eloise walks into the corridor, closing the door behind her; Mavis looks at her

Eloise – I’m so—

Mavis slaps Eloise across the face madly and Eloise holds her face with tears in her eyes

Mavis – NOW YOU GO TO YOUR BEDROOM! GET OUT OF MY SIGHT! I’ll speak to you later.

Eloise wipes her tears, taking her hand off from her face, walking into her Bedroom, exiting

Clare – Was there any need for—

Mavis turns to Clare, swinging a slap at her; Clare grabs hold of her wrist before she slaps her

Clare – You’re so predictable. You know that?

Mavis pulls herself away from Clare, staring at her madly as Clare smirks at her
Mavis – Do you want a Drink?
Clare – Do you have any Red Wine? 

Mavis – Plenty.

Clare – Then of course.

Clare smiles at Mavis and Mavis walks into the Kitchen, exiting. Clare follows her, exiting; closing the door behind her. Alice enters, walking out from the Living Room; closing the door behind him. He walks over to Eloise’s Bedroom Door, opening the door and walking inside; Eloise is laid down on her side on the bed, facing the wall

Eloise – I did it because I had to. I want to bury the past and—

Alice – It’s me.

Eloise turns to Alice stood at the door; she sits up on her bed

Eloise – Oh, Alice—I—

Alice – Eloise—

Alice closes the door behind her, walking over to Eloise; sitting down next to her on the bed, turning to her

Alice – Why don’t Mummy and Grandma like each other?

Eloise looks at Alice, sighing sadly with tears in her eyes. In the Kitchen with Clare stood up, leaning against the Kitchen Counter holding a Glass of Red Wine; Mavis is stood at the other side of the Kitchen, also holding a Glass of Red Wine

Clare – I saw Four Bottles in there. 

Mavis – Well, I’ve got to keep a good stock of Alcohol; drinks for my Bar, don’t I?

Clare – You’ve still got that old Bar which Dad used to have? 

Mavis – Yeah. Yeah, I do.

Clare – I thought you threw it out?

Clare sips her drink

Mavis – I wouldn’t throw anything owned by your Father away; you should know that more than anyone.
Clare – What about his wheelchair? 

Mavis – Why would I need a wheelchair? I’m not cripple; I haven’t lost the ability to move my legs yet. 

Clare – That’s not the reason why you’d keep something of your dead Husband; my Dad.

Mavis – No. No, I haven’t kept his wheelchair.

Clare – Why not?

Mavis – Because of the memories.

Clare – “Memories;” they were with Dad.

Mavis – Yes, the wheelchair contained memories; and they were with your Father.

Clare – Then why throw it out?

Mavis – Don’t try and act like you don’t know the reason.

Mavis looks at Clare madly and Clare smirks slightly, sipping her drink again. In Eloise’s Bedroom with Eloise and Alice sat down next to each other on the bed
Eloise – Our Mum; she—She was unwell.

Alice – What was wrong with her?

Eloise – She—She had a lot of drink; alcohol.

Alice – You mean Beer?

Eloise – Yeah; Beer. A large amount of it.

Alice – What happened?

Eloise – She became addicted to Alcohol; she was an alcoholic. 

Alice – Is that why she was ill?

Eloise – Yeah. Yeah, it was.

Alice – Why we didn’t see her month after month? Year after year?

Eloise – Yeah; that’s exactly the reason.

Alice – What about Daddy? What’s happened to him?

Eloise – We got a letter from the Hospital, remember? He—

Alice – Was he ill too? 

Eloise nods, looking at Alice with tears in her eyes

Alice – Just like Mummy?

Eloise – Just like Mummy.

Alice – Do you want a hug?

Eloise wipes a tear as it rolls down her cheek; Alice kneels on the bed; hugging Eloise as she cries and Eloise hugs her back, closing her eyes as she holds onto her tightly. In the Kitchen with Clare and Mavis stood opposite sides of the Kitchen; Clare finishes her Glass of Red Wine; holding an Empty Glass

Clare – Top us up.

Mavis – Sorry; I’m all out of Red Wine.

Clare – Don’t give me that, Mum; I saw Four Bottles in that Cupboard. I’m guessing you’ve got plenty more behind the Bar?

Mavis – Well then, why don’t we go to the Bar?

Clare – What drinks to you have?

Mavis – Well, we have your favourite; Vodka!

Clare – OH, BRILLIANT! What else?

Mavis – G&T; although, it’s not the strong sort; the stuff you like. Come on, follow me!

Mavis walks out to the corridor; Clare puts the empty Glass down on the Kitchen Counter, following Mavis into the Living Room where Joe is; sat down on the sofa, Timmy’s sat down on the floor playing with Action Figures and Mavis walks over to a Bar

Timmy – MUMMY!

Timmy stands, running over to Clare; hugging her, Clare hugs her back

Clare – Hello, Timmy! 

Clare looks over at Joe; who’s looking up at her madly

Clare – Joseph, aren’t you going to give your old Mum a hug?

Mavis – Joe, do you mind putting Timmy to bed?

Joe stands, nodding at Mavis

Joe – Sure.

Clare – Oh, no; why don’t I do it? I can read him his favourite Bedtime Story and—

Mavis – Unfortunately for you, Timmy’s grown up now.

Joe walks over to Timmy; grabbing his arm, pulling him away from Clare

Joe – Come on, Timmy.

Joe walks past Mavis, walking out to the corridor; pulling Timmy behind him, exiting

Clare – You don’t give up, do you?

Mavis takes a Glass out from under the Bar; placing it on the Bar in front of her, turning to Clare

Clare – You just don’t give up on trying to take me away from my children.

Mavis – Your Children? YOUR Children? You gave up the Job of being a Mother when you lied; WHEN YOU BETRAYED THEM!

Clare – “Betrayed them”? How did I betray them, Mum? Tell me.

Mavis – When you opened the Bottle. When you took a swig of that Vodka after you gave birth to Alice. TIMMY’S LUCKY THAT HE SURVIVED, BUT THEN AGAIN—Who would want to be born with a Mother like you?

Mavis looks away from Clare, pouring some Vodka from a Bottle into the Empty Glass

Clare – What? And you were a Saint Mother were you?

Mavis turns to Clare; putting the Bottle of Vodka on the Bar, picking up the Glass of Vodka

Clare – You tried and stop me from walking into alcoholism, did you?

Mavis – This isn’t about me, Clare; this is about you. You failed, Clare. You FAILED your role as a Mother to those Four Children; Timmy doesn’t even know who you are.

Clare – That’s funny; seeing as he jumped to his feet, shouting, “MUMMY!” when I walked in here after you.

Mavis – That doesn’t mean anything. You know nothing about him, Clare; you don’t know what he likes, who his friends are, you—You don’t know anything about your children.

Clare – No. And whose fault is that; why I don’t have a bond with my children? Why the only thing they think of me of is “an Alcoholic”? 
Mavis – Don’t you dare put the blame on you being unable to bond with your children on me.

Clare – It’s true though, isn’t it? You try your best; your absolute BEST to tear me and my children apart even more. Admit it. All of this; it’s down to YOU.

Mavis holds the Glass of Vodka out to the Clare and Clare looks at her madly. In Eloise’s Bedroom with Alice and Eloise sat down on the bed. Joe enters, standing at the door
Joe – Alice, you and Timmy get on more than me and him do. Do you mind helping him get to sleep?

Alice – No! I’m tired anyway.

Alice stands, walking past Joe out to the corridor, exiting. Joe closes the door after Alice walks out, turning to Eloise

Eloise – Look, Joe—

Joe – I know what’s wrong with Mum.

Eloise looks at Joe, sighing sadly
Eloise – I just—I wanted to see if she’d changed; if she’d learnt from her mistakes.

Joe – You haven’t had a proper conversation yet; none of us have! 

Eloise – We’ve got to try, Joe. I don’t care if she’s an ex-alcohol—In fact, I don’t care if she’s an alcoholic now. All I care about is her bonding with her children before it’s too late.

Joe – Then why doesn’t Grandma let us do that? Why doesn’t she—Why doesn’t she let us have a conversation with our own Mum?

Eloise – Because—I don’t know.

Joe – She’s made us hate her; me and you. Grandma’s made us hate our own Mum and—

Eloise – She hasn’t made us hate her. In fact, I doubt that she hates her own Daughter, Joe! 

Joe – Then why doesn’t she want us to be in the same room as her? Why can’t she move in and—?

Eloise – She IS moving in.

Joe looks at Eloise puzzled in shock. In the Living Room with Mavis and Clare sat down on separate sofas

Clare – I can’t go home tonight.

Mavis – Your point is—?

Clare – Well, it’s late. Surely you can’t expect me to walk home on my own at this time of night?

Mavis – Don’t worry, you’ll have the company of a Vodka Bottle.

Mavis stands, walking over to the Bar; standing behind it

Clare – You just don’t get it, do you? I’m a RECOVERING alcoholic, Mum.

Mavis – Yeah; “Recovering.” But don’t worry, you’ll get back to stage one of alcoholism in NO TIME!

Clare stands

Clare – Again, this is the reason why I turned out to be as bad as I was. 
Mavis – “Was”? You still are as bad, Clare; you’re disgusting. You got so bad that you got yourself in Prison and—

Clare – I was in Hospital for a long time in case you’d forgotten.

Mavis – And in case you’d forgotten; you popped the Bottle to get yourself in there.

Clare – I could have died. I COULD HAVE DIED, MUM; I COULD HAVE DIED! I COULD HAVE DIED AND—And all you give me is grief.

Mavis – I didn’t give you grief, Clare. I just didn’t give you sympathy like everyone else did. Do you know how I felt; that my own Daughter had become an Alcoholic; that she put her life in DANGER? I felt sick. I felt sick inside, Clare. I got criticised by our Neighbours. I got criticised by my own Mother who was on her deathbed. And you think you can say to me that I don’t care; that I gave you GRIEF?! You were Pregnant, Clare. You were PREGNANT with Timmy. He’s lucky that he didn’t die. 

Clare – That wasn’t my fault, Mum. I was down. My Dad had just died because he starved himself.

Clare looks at Mavis with tears in her eyes

Clare – My Dad; your Husband, he—

Eloise enters, standing at the door; Mavis and Clare look at her

Eloise – I—I called her here, Grandma. I just wanted to bond with her before she—Before she got herself in Hospital by getting back on the alcohol again.

Mavis looks at Clare and Clare looks at her

Mavis – You go into my Bedroom. 

Clare – Are you sure? I don’t mind sleeping on the—

Mavis – I’ll sleep on the sofa for tonight. You sleep in my bed.

Clare – Thank you.

Clare exits, walking out to the corridor; closing the door behind her

Mavis – Eloise, I—

Eloise – I know what you’re going to say. “I’m disappointed in you.” “You shouldn’t have invited her here.” I—

Mavis – No, that’s not what I want to tell you.

Eloise – Well—What do you want to tell me?

Mavis – Take a seat.

Eloise sits down on the sofa and Mavis sits down next to her

Mavis – Do your remember your Grandad? 

Eloise – Yeah, of course I do. He was the nicest man in the world.

Mavis – When he got Diagnosed with PSP—When he got diagnosed with Progressive Supranuclear Palsy it—It changed everything. 

Eloise – I know it did. Mum had me when she was Sixteen, remember? 

Mavis – How could I forget? The thing is—Your Grandad; he—He used to be so adventurous; we used to go camping almost every week. Do you remember?

Eloise – Yeah; I didn’t like the walking, but—He made it fun. He made our trips fun. And then he just—He was like a statue. He just suddenly stopped talking. He stopped blinking. He stopped crying. And all of those led to our little trips; our day outings ending. And I didn’t understand them back then; I was only young, but now—Now I understand. I hear about people with PSP every day, and—It hurts me.  It hurts me to see what they’re thinking; what they’re going through. And it makes me so upset that they want to end their lives because they’re unable to do what they used to be able to do. 

Mavis – Just like your Grandad. 

Eloise – Just like Grandad.

Mavis – Your Grandad; he—He wanted to die, Eloise. He wanted to die and I wouldn’t let him.

Eloise – Why?

Mavis – Because it’s the wrong thing to do. It’s just like when you found Bronwyn trying to hang herself in Marissa’s old flat; when she was trying to kill herself, you—You stopped her, didn’t you?

Eloise – Yeah, I did.

Mavis – Well, I wish—I wish that I could just go back in time to when your Grandad was alive; when he was first ill. And I wish—I wish—

Mavis begins to cry and she wipes her tears, looking at Eloise

Mavis – I wish I listened to him. I wish I could see through the eyes back then like I did near the end, that he—That he didn’t want me to go through the pain which he was going through. I wish I helped him die!

Eloise looks at Mavis sadly with tears in her eyes and Mavis breaksdown in tears, wiping them as they roll down her cheek
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