Episode 424
In Kanvar’s flat – Kanvar and Nina’s bedroom with Nina stood up looking at herself in the wardrobe mirror; she’s wearing a black dress; she wraps a black scarf around her neck and she continues to look at herself in the wardrobe mirror, wiping a tear as it rolls down her cheek

In Seva’s flat – Aasha’s bedroom with Aasha sat down on the end of the bed; she’s wearing a black dress and a black scarf wrapped around her head. Kafi enters; she’s wearing a grey dress and a black scarf wrapped around her head, she walks over to Aasha; looking down at her

Kafi – You ready?

Aasha looks up at Kafi with tears in her eyes; she shakes her head, putting her hand over her face as she begins to cry

Kafi – Oh—Oh, Aasha; don’t cry!

Kafi sits down next to Aasha on the end of the bed; putting her arm around her, pulling her close to her as Aasha wipes her tears

Aasha – I just—I just want him back, Mum! I just—

Aasha puts her hand on her belly and there’s a splash on the floor; Kafi stands, letting go of Aasha; looking down at the floor, seeing a puddle under Aasha on the end of the bed

Aasha – Mum—Mum, what’s happening?

Aasha begins to scream in pain, holding her belly

Aasha – MUM—MUM, I THINK THAT IT’S THE—I THINK THERE’S SOMETHING WRONG WITH MY BABY, I—

Kafi – Nothing’s wrong with the baby, Aasha; your waters have broken! Just lie down while I call an ambulance down to the Hotel, and—

Aasha – NO! NO, MUM I DON’T THINK I NEED AN AMBULANCE, I—I THINK THAT I’M ABOUT TO EXPLODE!

Seva enters, slamming the door open

Seva – What’s all of the screaming about, Girl?!

Kafi – She’s in labour, Seva.

Seva looks down at Kafi in shock

Seva – She’s WHAT?!

Kafi – SHE’S IN LABOUR! GET THE PHONE AND CALL AN AMBULANCE, ALRIGHT?!

Seva nods, running out to the corridor; exiting. Kafi grabs hold of Aasha’s hand tightly as Aasha continues to scream in pain

Kafi – Aasha—Aasha—AASHA, SWEETHEART; LISTEN TO ME, OK?! LISTEN TO ME!

Aasha looks at Kafi; breathing heavily in pain

Kafi – Deep breathes; keep panting! Keep panting, OK? PANT!

Aasha begins to pant, holding tightly onto Aasha hand in pain  

Outside the Hotel with Rory, Imane, Bronwyn, Jessa, Tariq, Kanvar and Naveen stood outside the Hotel doors. Nina enters, walking out from the Hotel; she stands in between Tariq and Kanvar; she looks down the line of people 

Nina – Where’s Aasha and Kafi; I thought that they were coming along too?

Ranveer enters, walking out from the Hotel

Naveen – Isn’t that—?

Kanvar – Yes, it’s a Baines.

Naveen – What’s HE doing here, then?

Jessa – I’ll ask him.

Nina – Jessa—

Jessa – I’m carrying his child, Mum.

Jessa begins to walk over to Ranveer as a Hearse drives into the Car Park; it has a coffin at the back of it and an arrangement of flowers spelling out “DANER” 
Rory – Imane, have you brought any—

Imane – No, I haven’t Rory, and if you must know; I haven’t taken any since you walked in on me taking them either.

Rory – I’m just looking out for you, Imane; I—

Imane – Yeah? Well don’t, because I don’t need you to.

Bronwyn – What are you two talking about?

Imane – Nothing, Bronwyn; just—Just nothing.

Imane watches the Hearse parking outside the Hotel; followed by several taxis; Jessa stops in front of Ranveer, folding her arms

Jessa – What brings you out here then; paying respects for my brother, or—?

Ranveer – It’s about Aasha.

Jessa – OK—What about her?

Ranveer sighs, looking at Jessa nervously

In Seva’s flat – Aasha’s bedroom with Kafi kneeled down at the end of the bed; holding onto Aasha’s hand tightly, who’s panting. Seva enters, holding the phone

Seva – What do I say, Kafi?

Kafi – JUST TELL THEM THAT WE—Right, do you know what? HANG UP! JUST—JUST HANG UP!

Seva hangs up the phone; throwing it onto the bed, looking down at Kafi madly

Seva – I don’t understand what you’re trying to—

Kafi – Right, Aasha; I’m going to pull up your dress, alright?

Aasha – Mum, what are you—?

Kafi – Look, just TRUST me on this, alright? I’ve had your deceased older Sister, Ranveer and you; three children in total! I know what I’m doing, now just lie down and RELAX; keep pushing and panting as much as you can, OK? Seva, get a wet flannel!

Seva – What—?

Kafi – JUST GET ONE, ALRIGHT?! A WET FLANNEL; OUR DAUGHTER IS GIVING BIRTH, AND I’M NOT HAVING THIS BABY’S BIRTH GO WRONG BECAUSE OF YOU, SEVA!

Seva rolls his eyes, walking out to the corridor

In the hallway with Court stood outside Jamie’s flat’s door; she’s banging on the door 

Court – Jamie? JAMIE, ARE YOU IN THERE?! Look, I—I just want to talk about you; that’s—

Court grabs hold of the door handle, turning it; the door opens and Court steps into the corridor, closing the front door behind her; looking puzzled

Court – Jamie?

Court walks into the living room; the floor is full of rubbish and empty vodka bottles; she walks further into the room; seeing Jamie lounged on the sofa with a bottle of vodka in his hand; he looks up at Court, raising the bottle of vodka up to her

Jamie – Cheers.

Jamie puts the bottle of Vodka in his mouth; swigging some of the vodka down as Court looks down at him madly in horror 

In Izzy’s living room with Deborah and Shirley sat down on separate sofas. Oliver enters and Deborah looks up at him with a smile on her face

Deborah – Hey, Oliver. How was work?

Oliver – It—I guess that it was okay. You know?

Oliver sits down next to Deborah on the sofa; he looks at her sadly

Deborah – Yeah, I do; I need to start going to the café more or hire more—

Deborah turns to Oliver

Deborah – Oliver, why are you looking at me like that?

Oliver – Deborah, I—I’m so sorry.

Oliver sighs, continuing to look at Deborah sadly as Deborah stares at him nervously puzzled

In Jamie’s living room with Court stood up, looking down at Jamie laid down on the sofa with a bottle of vodka in his hand madly in shock
Court – Get up.

Jamie – Why?

Court – Because I said so.

Jamie – Oh, really? And who are you then, Court? Remind me.

Court – I’m your sister, Jamie; your little sister, and I want you to clean yourself up; along with this flat, and show Sasha that you WANT to be with her.

Jamie – But I don’t, Court, and neither does she; I mean—Ross is doing all he can to stop me and her from becoming a couple again, and do you know what?

Jamie sips the vodka from the bottle; looking up at Court, shaking his head

Jamie – I don’t blame him.

Jamie sips the vodka again

Court – Right—Right, Jamie; I’m going to go down to the Pub, and I’m going to get Mum and—

Jamie – Ah, yes; my loving Mother(!) She’ll really help me, won’t she, Court?(!)

Court – She loves you, Jamie.

Jamie – Is she? Because she hasn’t shown any signs of love or affection for me; or is that just me?

Court – Then why don’t you make an effort for once in your life, and show her that YOU love HER?! Because she needs your love if you want her to show ANY emotion for you, Jamie.
Court looks down at Jamie madly before walking out to the corridor, exiting; slamming the door behind her as Jamie sips the vodka again before swigging it down; finishing the whole bottle

In the Church with Imane, Bronwyn and Rory sat down one set of rows; Tariq, Jessa, Nina, Kanvar and Naveen are sat down another row and Ranveer is sat down on his own separate row. The Vicar is stood at the front of the Church

Vicar – We have come here today to remember before God, our brother; to give thanks for their lives and to commit their bodies to be buried and to comfort one another in grief—

Imane stands, walking down the aisle towards the door; Bronwyn stands, following her as Imane walks out from the Church exiting as Bronwyn follows her out of the Church, exiting

Outside the Church with Bronwyn entering, walking out from the Church; she walks around the corner, seeing Imane putting a handful of Paracetamols into her mouth; she looks at her in horror

Bronwyn – Imane?

Imane freezes, dropping several Paracetamols to the floor in shock as Bronwyn continues to stare at her in horror 

In Izzy’s living room with Oliver and Deborah sat down next to each other on a separate sofa to Shirley; Deborah’s crying on Oliver and Oliver has his arm around her
Deborah – I knew—I knew it, Oliver; I just—I KNEW THIS WOULD HAPPEN!

Oliver – It’s okay, Deborah; it’s okay! Me, your Mum and Sarah; we’ll support you throughout this, won’t we, Shirley?

Shirley – Yeah. Yeah, we will Deborah; I promise.

Oliver – So do I. Now, look at me.

Deborah looks at Oliver and Oliver wipes her tears from her face

Oliver – You don’t have to worry about Izzy for now, alright? She died because of the path she went down in, and—

Deborah – But I’m the one who the fingers will be pointing at for her death, Oliver; when it goes across the Hotel and people start gossiping about it; when they start gossiping about ME!

Oliver – That won’t happen, Deborah; we’ll keep it close to ourselves.

Deborah – But a funeral—? Oliver, we have to have a funeral for her; she’s my little Girl!

Oliver – The Police told me that they want to keep Izzy’s body as the mortuary; just so that they can find evidence on what REALLY happened to her.

Deborah – Well can we—Can I go and see the body; say “goodbye” to her?

Oliver – I—No. No, we can’t, Deborah; I’m so sorry.

Shirley – Why not?

Oliver – I don’t know; they said questions could not be answered for now.

Deborah – My—

Deborah begins to breakdown in tears, putting her hand over her face

Deborah – My Daughter’s dead—! MY DAUGHTER’S DEAD!

Deborah continues to breakdown in tears, crying loudly as Oliver puts his arm around her; pulling her in close as Shirley glares at Oliver madly 

In Seva’s flat – Aasha’s bedroom with Kafi kneeled down at the end of the bed; looking at Aasha laid down in front of her, she’s looking in-between her legs

Kafi – Alright, Aasha; you’re doing great, alright?! YOU’RE DOING FANTASTIC! I see the head! Just keep pushing and—

Aasha – It’s going to die, or—Or something’s going to happen to it, Mum; it—

Kafi – What are you saying, Aasha?

Aasha – Something—This baby; something’s going to happen to it because of ME; because of what I’ve done—

Aasha screams, groaning in pain as Kafi looks at her puzzled

Aasha – This family; I’ve sinned it. I—I’m full of sins, and I can’t wash them away; I can never wash them away! I went against Sikhism, and now—Something BAD is going to happen to this baby, Mum; something—SOMETHING IS GOING TO HAPPEN TO IT!
Kafi – Nothing is going to happen to this baby, Aasha, OK? OK?! Now just give me ONE LAST push, alright? ONE LAST PUSH AND THEN THIS IS ALL OVER; YOU CAN HOLD YOUR BABY! OK?!

Aasha nods at Kafi as a tear rolls down her cheek

Kafi – Three—Two—One—PUSH!

Aasha begins to push, leaning her head and babies cries are heard from underneath Aasha’s dress; Kafi looks down in her arms with tears in her eyes; wrapping a blanket around the baby. Aasha lifts her head up, looking at Kafi

Aasha – M—Mum?

Kafi looks up at Aasha as a tear rolls down her cheek 

Kafi – It’s a—It’s a boy.

Kafi passes the baby over to Aasha and Aasha holds him in her arms, looking down at him as a tear rolls down her cheek; Kafi moves over beside her, kneeling down; looking at the baby boy in Aasha’s arms

Kafi – You’ve got a baby boy.

Kafi smiles at Aasha and Aasha looks down at her baby as another tear rolls down her cheek as she laughs slightly with a smile on her face
In Izzy’s corridor with Shirley stood nearby the front door putting her coat on. Oliver enters, walking out from the living room

Shirley – You put quite a show on back there.

Oliver closes the living room door behind him as he turns to Shirley

Oliver – Excuse me?

Shirley – About Izzy; unfortunately my daughter can’t see through your lies, it’s a shame really.

Oliver – So, Shirley; what was I lying about?

Shirley – About Izzy being dead; I KNOW that she isn’t dead, alright Oliver? I know because—

Oliver – Oh, really? And HOW do you know this information, Shirley?

Oliver looks at Shirley with a smirk on his face as Shirley looks back at him madly 
In the Dirty Duck Pub crowded with people; Sophs is stood at the bar with a glass of vodka in her hand and Lee’s stood behind the bar opposite her

Lee – Can I get you a refill; on the house?

Sophs – Quit trying to be nice to me, Lee; I know it’s an act anyway.

Lee – I’m trying my hardest to redeem myself for you, Sophie; how much does it take to do that, eh?

Sophs – There’s no point in even trying, because you won’t succeed.

Court enters, walking behind the bar and into the staircase; exiting

Lee – What does it take to get a nice conversation in this Hotel?!
Lee stares at Sophs madly before walking into the staircase, exiting as Caroline walks along the bar over to Sophs; standing opposite her. Upstairs in the living room with Karen sat down on the sofa, Court enters; looking down at her

Court – Mum, you NEED to go round to Jamie’s now and—

Karen – Your medication; have you been taking them?

Court – Wha—? Mum, this isn’t about me; it’s about—

Karen – Jamie doesn’t matter right now; he hasn’t done for over a month.

Court looks at Karen madly in shock as Karen stands, looking at Court madly

Court – But, Mum; he’s your Son, and he’s on the verge of a mental breakdown; he—

Karen – You didn’t answer my question, Courtney.

Court stares at Karen madly; rolling her eyes at her. Downstairs in the staircase with Lee stood up; he has his mobile phone to his ear

Lee – Riley, it’s me; Lee. Tell Lexi, Donny, Mitchell and the rest of the Gang—We strike tomorrow. Don’t argue with me, because let’s just say—The Wedding Reception is about to be renamed “The Dirty Duck Pub Raid.”

Lee hangs up, putting his mobile phone into his pocket as she looks into the bar area at Sophs stood at the bar madly
Outside the Church; Nina, Kanvar, Naveen, Tariq and Rory are stood around a dug grave nearby the Vicar; Daner’s coffin is in the grave and Bronwyn and Imane are stood outside the Church doors looking at each other madly

Kanvar – Where’s Jessa?

Tariq – I’ll go and look for her.

Tariq walks over to the Church doors, walking into the Church; exiting

Imane – My life; it has NOTHING to do with you, Bronwyn.

Bronwyn – Oh, really? Didn’t my life have something to do with you this time last year?

Imane – It’s because you were actually ILL, Bronwyn; you had depression and you were vulnerable, you needed help; I—

Bronwyn – Yes, I needed help, and YES I was vulnerable; but so are you, Imane; you NEED help! And I want to repay you for the way you took me in when I had NO ONE else, alright?! 

Imane – Like I said, Bronwyn; there’s NOTHING to worry about. I promise.

Imane walks over to the graveyard; standing next to Rory by Daner’s grave as Bronwyn watches Imane walking away from her, sighing sadly

Naveen – I’ll go and tell the taxi that we’re all ready to go back to the Hotel now.

Kanvar – OK, Guru.

Naveen walks over to the taxi’s which are parked outside the Church

Kanvar – Come on, Nina; let’s—

Nina – Just give me a minute or two.

Kanvar nods as the Vicar, Rory and Imane walk over to the taxis; Nina looks down at Daner’s coffin in the grave with tears in her eyes

In the Church with Tariq walking down the aisle

Tariq – JESSA?! JESSA?!?! JES—

Jessa enters, walking out from the store room; she looks at Tariq madly

Jessa – Tariq, what—What are you doing in here?! You’re supposed to be outside burying Daner’s coffin, and—

Tariq – Yeah, I could say the same thing to you, Jessa! What are you doing in here whilst we’re burying our—

Ranveer – *From the store room* Give it up, Jessa—

Ranveer enters, walking out from the store room; Tariq looks at him puzzled

Ranveer – Let’s not turn this situation look as bad as what it is.

Jessa looks at Tariq nervously as Tariq looks at Ranveer madly puzzled

Outside the Church in the graveyard with Nina and Kanvar stood at Daner’s grave; they’re both looking down at the grave
Nina – I—It’s still not sunk in, you know?

Kanvar – I know exactly how you feel, Nina.

Kanvar puts his arm around Nina, pulling her in close to him

Kanvar – But this family; the Kapoor’s are growing, aren’t they? I know you’re not a fan of her or her family, but—Aasha’s our daughter-in-law; she may be a widow, but she’s the Mother of our grandchild, and I know for certain Daner would LOVE it if us two; if YOU were to stand by her side throughout her Motherhood experience.

Nina – I guess you’re right, Kanvar; I—I know you’re right.

Nina puts her hand over her mouth as she begins to breakdown in tears

Nina – I miss him, Kanvar.

Kanvar sighs sadly, hugging Nina tightly as Nina hugs him back

Nina – I MISS HIM!

Nina continues to breakdown in tears as Kanvar closes his eyes; a tear rolls down his cheek as he sighs sadly

In the Dirty Duck Pub living room with Court and Karen stood up; Court’s looking at Karen madly

Court – OF COURSE I’M TAKING MY MEDICATION FOR MY BIPOLAR, MUM! WHY WOULD YOU ACCUSE ME OF NOT DOING?!

Karen – Because you’re acting STRANGE recently, Court; that’s all! 

Court – “Strange”? I’m behaving NORMALLY, Mum! “Normal;” you ever been that before, Mum?! NO, YOU HAVEN’T HAVE YOU?! JUST LIKE MY CHILDHOOD; THAT WASN’T NORMAL! I MEAN, YOU DON’T SEE EMMA GETTING THE TREATMENT I GOT WHEN I WAS A CHILD; PICKING UP YOUR MEDICATION FROM THE KITCHEN, BATHROOM OR YOUR BEDROOM FLOOR NOW, DO YOU?!

Karen – It’s because I’ve MANAGED myself; I’m in control now.

Court – WHAT?! SO YOU JUST STOOD THERE, LOOKED DOWN AT ME; YOUR OWN DAUGHTER WHILST I—

Karen – I’ll ask you ask again, Court. Have you taken your medication or HAVEN’T you? 

Court – Yes. Yes, Mum; I HAVE!

Karen – OK, that’s all I wanted to—

Court – But, Mum; Jamie hasn’t been. He hasn’t taken his medication for MONTHS; that’s why he had an affair, I—I’ve worked it all out now; I have! I promise you that’s why he—

Karen – What? So you can mind-read now, Courtney; is that it?

Court – No, I just—I just know, alright? I—

Karen – I don’t believe a thing you’re saying tonight; just go to bed, and have a sleep.

Karen walks out to the landing, exiting as Court turns around; looking at herself in the mirror which is hung up on the wall, she looks at the mirror in shock; freezing
In Seva’s flat – Aasha’s bedroom with Aasha sat up on her bed; she’s holding her baby boy in her arms, looking down at him wrapped in a blanket

Aasha – You’re everything I could dream of—I have a Son; just what I wanted.

Aasha smiles down at the baby as a tear rolls down her cheek

Aasha – Daddy would be so proud of you; your Guru. And do you know what I’m naming you? “Daner”. I’m calling you “Daner.”

Aasha kisses the baby’s forehead, looking down at him as a tear rolls down her cheek

In the Dirty Duck Pub living room with Court stood in front of the mirror; she looks at herself in it, taking a hair bobble out from her pocket as she puts it into her hair; she puts her hair into a bun as she opens her eyes again; there’s a man stood in the reflection on the other side of the room

??????? – Need a shoulder to cry on?

Court blinks, opening her eyes again in shock; the man has disappeared and she turns around where the man was originally stood in horror; she looks at herself in the mirror again, putting her hand on her chest as she begins to breathe heavily in shock 
TO BE CONTINUED

Court – Courtneighh 
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