Episode 432

In Daniel’s flat – Rhys’ bedroom with Tara stood up, looking down at Rhys curled up in the corner of the room; his left arm is covered in blood and razorblades surround him; Tara’s looking down at him puzzled and she puts her hand on her head, laughing slightly

Tara – Alright, Rhys; enough is enough! Get that make-up blood off, alright?

Rhys – Wh—What?!

Tara – That red stuff on your arm; it’s make-up from Halloween, isn’t it?

Rhys stays silent, staring up at Tara madly with tears in his eyes

Tara – That—That’s not blood; not from those razorblades! Come on, let me—

Tara bends down, reaching out to the razorblades and Rhys snatches it from the floor, looking up at Tara again with tears in his eyes; looking up at her madly

Rhys – MAKE-UP?! YOU THINK THAT THIS “BLOOD;” THIS “RED STUFF” IS MAKE-UP, DO YOU?!

Tara – Rhys, give them to me; this isn’t funny any—

Rhys stands, looking at Tara madly

Rhys – I’LL DO IT IN FRONT OF YOU, SHALL I?! I’LL SHOW YOU HOW MUCH OF A MAN I—

Tara slaps Rhys across the face madly, snatching the razorblades from him; Rhys looks away from Tara with tears in his eyes

Tara – Now you—YOU CLEAN THIS MESS UP!

Tara bends down, picking up the rest of the razorblades from the floor before looking at Rhys madly

Tara – I think that me and you have a LOT to talk about.

Tara stares at Rhys madly before walking out to the corridor, slamming the door behind her; she puts hand which she isn’t holding the razorblades in on her mouth, looking up in horror; a tear rolls down her cheek as she closes her eyes

In Izzy’s living room with Izzy stood up, looking down at Oliver and Deborah sat down on the sofa madly in shock

Izzy – Wh—What’s he doing here?

Deborah – Izzy, just let me explain—!
Izzy – What did you think; that I wouldn’t find out about this?!
Oliver – You don’t rule your Mother’s life, Izz—

Izzy – NO, I DON’T! AND NEITHER DO YOU!

Izzy looks down at Oliver madly

Oliver – I suggest you take your medication for your ADHD; we wouldn’t want another episode like last time now, would we?

Izzy – And what’s that supposed to mean?

Oliver – “Drinking problems,” going out like a “normal” teenager! Oh, Izzy; when I was your age I wasn’t drinking—No, I wasn’t drinking underage!

Izzy – Well I’m glad, because I don’t want to be like you, Oliver; and I NEVER—

Deborah stands, looking at Izzy madly
Deborah – Go through into your bedroom.

Izzy – What?

Deborah – I SAID GO TO YOUR ROOM!

Deborah stares at Izzy madly and Izzy rolls her eyes, walking out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after she walks out and Oliver stands

Oliver – Maybe she was better off missing; I preferred it.

Deborah turns to Oliver

Deborah – Don’t say that; this is probably just her ADHD talking, because—

Deborah sighs sadly

Deborah – OR maybe it isn’t. We both know what she thinks of you; us being together. It can’t be easy for her walking in on us.

Oliver – If she really loved you, Deborah—

Oliver puts his hands on Deborah’s face. In Izzy’s bedroom with Izzy sat down on her bed

Oliver – *From the living room* Then she’d do all she could; even if she didn’t want to, in order to make you happy. 

Izzy looks up at the door madly as a tear rolls down her cheek

In Daniel’s living room with Rhys sat down on the sofa; he’s looking down at his left arm which is covered in blood. Tara enters, looking down at Rhys madly

Tara – RHYS, I THOUGHT THAT I TOLD YOU TO—

Tara looks down at Rhys’ right arm, seeing several scars down it; she looks down at him in horror, going silent

Tara – Wh—What are they?

Rhys – What are what, Mum?

Tara – Those—Those scars on your arm; your right arm, Rhys. What are they?

Rhys – They’re what you said Mum, remember?

Rhys looks up at Tara

Rhys – It’s only make-up from Halloween!

Rhys looks at Tara madly and Tara looks down at him, sighing nervously

In Izzy’s bedroom with Izzy sat down on the bed. Deborah enters, closing the door behind her

Izzy – “If she really loved you, Deborah. Then she’d do all she could; even if she didn’t want to, in order to make you happy.”

Izzy scoffs, looking up at Deborah madly

Izzy – If you think I’d let you be with that man, then I’d—

Deborah – I was lonely, Izzy.

Izzy – “Lonely”?

Izzy laughs slightly, standing up; looking at Deborah madly

Izzy – “LONELY”?! MUM, I HAVE BEEN LOCKED UP FOR MONTHS; I CAN’T EVEN REMEMBER WHAT I DID LAST CHRISTMAS OR NEW YEAR; PROBABLY GETTING ABUSED OR—OR—OR RAPED BY LEE! I WAS LONELY, MUM; BUT I DIDN’T SEEK COMFORT FROM LEE NOW, DID I?!

Deborah – Is that where you’ve been; with Lee?

Deborah stares at Izzy in shock and Izzy nods at her as a tear rolls down her cheek

Izzy – I’ve been in his bedsit, yes. He—He locked me up in there; Pippa and Riley eventually got me out of there.

Deborah – So—So—Right, hang on; our NEIGHBOURS, my NEIGHBOURS; they’ve kept this from me all this time?

Izzy – It wasn’t what they wanted. It’s MY fault, Mum; the way I am, it’s mine—

Deborah walks over to the bedside table, opening the draw and taking out a packet of pills

Izzy – What are you—?

Deborah – Take these.
Deborah turns to Izzy, placing the packet of pills in Izzy’s hand

Izzy – Why? What good—What good will these DO, Mum?! WHAT GOOD WILL THEY DO?!

Deborah – They’re for your ADHD, and—And like I said before to Oliver; this—What you’re saying now, these words; they—They aren’t you. They aren’t, I know you; I know my daughter!  

Izzy – No—No, Mum; LISTEN TO ME, ALRIGHT?!

Deborah – JUST GET YOURSELF A GLASS OF WATER AND TAKE YOUR MEDICA—

Izzy – JUST LISTEN TO ME FOR ONCE IN YOUR LIFE!

Izzy stares at Deborah madly

Izzy – THAT MAN; Oliver Holmes, he—HE’S EVIL! He’s sick. He’s sick, Mum; and you know it, he’s manipulative! HE’S TWISTED AND YOU KNOW IT!

Deborah – He has his flaws, but that’s not a reason to throw him out on the—He—He told us, Izzy; he—He told me that—He told me that—

Izzy – What? What did he tell you, Mum? That he loved you; that he cared about you? Well, guess what, Mum? He—

Deborah – No. No, he didn’t tell me that at all; he—

Deborah looks at Izzy in horror with tears in her eyes

Deborah – He told me that you were dead.

Izzy freezes, looking at Deborah puzzled in shock

In Daniel’s living room with Rhys sat down on the sofa; his sleeves are rolled up and he’s showing his scars off, his left arm is covered in blood. Tara enters, holding a pile of wet paper towels; she walks over to Rhys, kneeling down in front of him, grabbing hold of his left arm

Rhys – NO, MUM—!

Tara – It’s okay. It’s okay, Rhys; I won’t hurt you.

Rhys – I’m a man, remember Mum? I enjoy pain. 
Tara – Is—Is this what ALL of this is about; me and your Dad calling you a “man”?

Rhys – Why would it be about that, Mum? I mean, it’s quite obvious that I’m—

Tara – DO NOT BE SARCASTIC WITH ME, RHYS; NOT NOW! NOT A TIME LIKE THIS! Is me and your Dad seeing you as a “man;” who you ARE making your do this to yourself?

Rhys stays silent as Tara looks at him madly

Tara – IS IT?!

Rhys looks at Tara madly

Rhys – You finally realise how much of an irritation you are, Mum; you and Dad. I’m sick—And I mean that I’m SICK of you and Dad treating me like I attract EVERY girl! If I’m looking for anything, one thing I’m not looking for is a relationship and by that I mean a GIRL, alright?!

Tara – What about in the future; when you ARE ready?

Rhys – Don’t you feel bad for driving me to self-harm, Mum; or are you only worried about me losing my masculinity, is that it?

Tara – Of—Rhys, don’t you DARE pin the blame on me and your Father, alright?! We wanted you to feel—We—We wanted you to feel NORMAL!

Rhys – “Normal”? So you’re saying if I was—If I was gay, would that be “normal,” Mum?

Tara – Rhys, just please—

Rhys – IF I CHOSE TO BE GAY, WOULD THAT MAKE ME “NORMAL,” WOULD IT?!

Tara – NO! NO IT WOULDN’T!

Tara stands, looking down at Rhys madly; placing the pile of wet paper towels on the sofa next to him

Tara – HOMOSEXUALITY IS DISGUSTING; REVOLTING! IT’S ABSOLUTELY SICKENING AND IT’S ABNORMAL, RHYS! AND THIS; SELF-HARMING, IT—IT’S JUST AS DISGUSTING AS WHAT HOMOSEXUALITY IS!  NOW GET YOURSELF CLEANED UP, ALRIGHT?!

Rhys – Don’t tell him. Don’t—Don’t tell Dad.

Rhys looks up at Tara with tears in his eyes and Tara scoffs, looking down at him madly

Tara – I might just go and do that.

Tara walks out to the corridor, exiting and Rhys looks down at his blood-covered arm, putting his other hand on his head as he breaksdown in tears, crying silently

In Izzy’s living room with Oliver and Deborah stood up; Deborah’s looking at him madly

Deborah – You—You made me believe you; YOU MADE ME BELIEVE THAT MY OWN DAUGHTER WAS DEAD!

Oliver – I know I did, but I just wanted you to—

Deborah – I asked you to take me to the Station; to confirm that its Izzy’s, but you—You said that—YOU SAID THAT YOU’D ALREADY DONE IT; THAT YOU CONFIRMED IT!

Oliver – Oh, and what a nasty person I am, eh? Trying to make my wife happy, and—

Deborah – “HAPPY”?! YOU MADE ME BELIEVE THAT IZZY WAS DEAD; MY OWN DAUGHTER! How is that in ANY way going to make me “happy”?!

Oliver – Because—Look, when I lost my Daughter, when I lost my Son; I—
Deborah – What? Hold on—“Daughter”? You—YOU have a daughter?

Oliver – Yeah. Yeah, I do, Deborah; she’s called Whitney. Well—She WAS called Whitney.

Deborah – That—What happened to her?

Oliver – It doesn’t matter. And before you shout the roof of this whole Hotel off, I’ll leave.

Oliver walks out to the corridor and Deborah follows him as Oliver puts his hand on the handle of the front door

Deborah – Where—Where will you go?

Oliver turns to Deborah, shrugging his shoulders

Oliver – I don’t know, Deborah; as far away from here as possible, because I—I hate seeing you like this; I hate seeing you—I hate seeing you ANGRY with me, because you should be, but—I can’t cope with it, Deborah.

Oliver walks out to the hallway, exiting; slamming the front door behind him as Deborah puts her hand on her head, sighing sadly. Izzy enters, walking out from her bedroom

Izzy – Is he gone?

Deborah turns to Izzy as she takes her hand away from her head, nodding at her

Deborah – Yes, he—He’s gone. 

Deborah smiles at Izzy and Izzy smiles back sadly, hugging her as Deborah closes her eyes; sighing sadly

In the Reception Oliver enters, walking down the stairs. Jack enters, holding Hannah in his arms; Oliver walks over to him

Oliver – Give her to me.

Jack – What? Why?

Oliver – JUST GIVE HER TO ME, JACK!

Jack – You honestly think that I’d hand her over to you; just like that?

Oliver – I’m leaving. I’m leaving, and I’m taking her with me.

Jack – Oh? And what gives you the right to just take run off with her?

Oliver – I’m her Dad.

Jack – Oh, really? Not anymore—

Jack steps forward, standing in front of Oliver; staring at him madly

Jack – Because I’m her new Daddy.

Jack shoves past Oliver, walking up the stairs, exiting as Oliver walks out from the Hotel; slamming the doors behind him madly

In Daniel’s corridor Rhys enters, walking out from the bathroom; he has bandages wrapped around his left arm, he walks into the living room and out onto the Balcony; leaning on the railings. Tara enters, standing beside him

Tara – I’m sorry that I—I’m sorry for earlier.

Rhys – You apologising? I thought that I’d never see the day.

Tara – Look, if you—If you want to be treat differently; not to be hassled about masculinity, then that—That’s fine. That’s fine, Rhys; it really is!

Rhys – Are you sure that Dad will agree with you on that?

Tara – I’ll have a word with him; he always gives in. I mean, that’s why me and him are back together now, isn’t it?

Rhys – What if he doesn’t listen to you THIS time, though? What then?

Tara – Then you keep your head held high, and you—You stay strong. You stay strong and you—You don’t do what you have been doing. 

Rhys stays silent and Tara grabs hold of Rhys’ arm, looking at him sadly

Tara – You’re my little boy, Rhys. I don’t want you—I don’t want you to scar your own skin; that’s what—That’s what freaks do, alright?

Rhys – So, are you—?

Tara – No. No, I’m not calling YOU a “freak” or an—Or an “emo” as people call them. I—I just don’t want you hurting yourself anymore, OK?

Tara kisses Rhys’ cheek before walking back into the living room, exiting as Rhys looks at the Club which is in the Town

In Izzy’s living room with Deborah sat down on the sofa. Izzy enters, looking down at her

Izzy – I’m sorry for how I—For how I came in, it—It wasn’t right.

Deborah – You expressed your opinion, that’s good.

Izzy – But I—I’ve destroyed your relationship AGAIN, Mum.

Deborah – Me and Oliver; our chemistry was destroyed almost a year ago. 

Izzy sits down next to Deborah on the sofa

Deborah – I mean—He pushed a young girl into depression, he made people believe that she was dead; she thought of suicide daily, she—She self-harmed. How could—

Deborah looks at Izzy with tears in her eyes

Deborah – How could SOMEBODY do that to someone? How could ANYBODY do that to another human being?

Izzy – That’s not a human being though, Mum—

Izzy picks up the TV remote, turning on the TV before putting it back down on the table

Izzy – That’s Oliver Holmes.

Izzy begins to watch TV and Deborah sighs sadly before watching TV with Izzy

In a café with Oliver sat down at a table. The door opens and somebody wearing Red High Heels walk through the door, walking inside and over to Oliver; looking down at him
??????? – What do you want, Oliver?

Oliver – What do I want?

Oliver looks up at the person

Oliver – I want some help.

The person is revealed to be Vanessa; looking down at Oliver madly

Oliver – I NEED some help from my baby sister.

Vanessa continues to look down at Oliver madly as Oliver looks up at Vanessa with a smirk on his face
TO BE CONTINUED

Doctor Oliver Holmes
Vanessa Adams – Oliver’s Sister 

Deborah – Izzy’s Mum  

Izzy – meepmeow 

Rhys – Daniel’s Son

Tara – Daniel’s Wife

Jack Holmes – Oliver’s Son 

