
Episode 477

In Richard’s dining room with Carly sat down at the table with a glass of Whisky in her hand. Deborah enters, looking down at her

Carly – Hey, Deborah; it’s been a—

Deborah – Why don’t you just go, Carly?

Carly stands, rolling her eyes at Deborah

Carly – Because my Son is here, Deborah; my whole family is here. I see I’ve missed a fair amount since my last visit to Hotel, haven’t I?
Deborah – What have you “missed” exactly?

Carly – Well, you; jumping back into bed with Oliver, the man who cheated on you.

Deborah – I know what Oliver’s like, but—But deep down, I know that he’s a good man.

Carly – Well, Deborah—

Carly puts her glass of Whisky on the table, looking at Deborah

Carly – What if I told you that Oliver had a baby with his daughter?

Deborah rolls her eyes, looking at Carly puzzled as she scoffs slightly. In the kitchen with Vanessa stood up, leaning on the kitchen counter; Phil is stood by her

Phil – Look, why don’t you just do this dinner for another day?

Vanessa – You don’t understand, do you Phil? This dinner; it was meant to be for TODAY; it—It was for her, alright?!

Phil – Who do you—?

Phil looks at Vanessa, sighing sadly

Phil – Your Mum?

Vanessa – She’s been dead for twenty years now, and I—I just wanted to bring the family together for ONE day, alright? I wanted the family to—To feel comfortable around each other; for Jake to meet his family, too!

Phil – Life is hard sometimes, but—

Vanessa – Yeah, it is; life is hard, especially for our Son; our crippled son. Have you told him who did it yet; who ran him down, Phil? HAVE YOU?!

Vanessa stares at Phil madly 

Phil – Oh here we go—Just because of your twenty year grief and you losing your Mum, don’t—Don’t you dare choose this day as a chance to argue with me; try and put me down, because I DIDN’T do it; I didn’t run over Jake, I wouldn’t—!

Jake enters, sat down in his wheelchair

Jake – I can hear you arguing from the corridor.

Phil and Vanessa look at Jake and Phil looks down at the floor, sighing sadly

Outside with Oliver walking down the street on the pavement; Jack is rushing behind after him as heavy rain falls onto them

Jack – SO IS THIS WHAT YOU DO, IS IT DAD; WALK AWAY? 

Oliver – I just need some time to myself, Jack; I’m not—

Jack – NO—NO, THIS IS WHAT YOU ALWAYS DO!

Jack grabs hold of Oliver’s arm, turning him around to him as he stares at him madly

Jack – THIS IS YOU ALL OVER, DAD; RUNNING AWAY FROM THE TRUTH, ISN’T IT?! ISN’T IT?! You can’t even let the words slip out from your mouth; off your tongue, you—You can’t even tell me what you did to her; to my Mum, to my—To my sister! Did you rape her, Dad?

Jack looks at Oliver madly with tears in his eyes; he hides his tears in the rain

Jack – Did you take advantage of my Mum; your own daughter?

Oliver – “Take advantage” of her? Why would I do that?

Jack – Because you’ve done it before, haven’t you; to Judy?

Oliver – You know nothing, Jack; you—YOU KNOW NOTHING!

Oliver stares at Jack madly before turning, continuing to walk away from Jack before Jack takes a deep breath, rushing after him 
In Richard’s kitchen with Jake sat down in his wheelchair by the chair looking up at Vanessa and Phil who are stood by the kitchen counter

Jake – It happened two years ago; it shouldn’t still be talked about, not unless it’s by me!
Vanessa – Then why don’t you ask your Dad what happened, Jake? Why don’t you speak about it now?
Jake – No, Mum; because you and I both know that Dad was having problems back then.

Phil – I can’t remember it. I can’t even remember—I can’t remember Jake being rushed into A&E; but I do remember him on his Hospital bed, and I—

Vanessa – So what are you saying, Phil; that it takes you paralysing your Son for LIFE—

Jake – Just—Just stop it. If me getting ran over has affected your relationship so much, then I’ll just move out; it might calm things down a bit.

Jake stares at them madly before wheeling himself out to the corridor, exiting as Phil looks down at the floor, sighing sadly as Vanessa leans on the kitchen counter; staring at him madly. In the living room with Rach sat down on the sofa holding Hannah in her arms, Izzy enters; looking down at her

Izzy – You seemed panicky when you weren’t with her earlier now that you mention it.

Rach – I wasn’t “panicky;” I was just—I was just telling you that Oliver is a dangerous man; he’s manipulative.

Izzy – Oliver being manipulative and dangerous; it doesn’t change a thing, Rach.

Izzy sits down on a separate sofa to Rach
Izzy – Whatever my Mum thinks, she still loves him.

Rach – Why are you in here, Izzy; speaking to me? The last time we spoke you weren’t interested in having a conversation with me; you hated me.

Izzy – I didn’t hate you, Rach; I—I was just angry, that’s all. I was childish; I held a grudge, but I—I can move on. I am moving on, and that’s what my ADHD has done to me; it’s made me see reality.

Rach looks at Izzy, sighing sadly before she looks down at Hannah in her arms again. In the dining room with Deborah stood up, looking at Carly madly

Deborah – You lying, cold-hearted bitch.

Carly – I see you don’t handle facts about your husband? It’s a shame. I thought that you were a strong woman, Deborah.

Deborah – I am, but I’m not having you lying about Oliver like that; you are not his—

Carly – I’m Whitney Holmes; I’m Oliver’s daughter, alright? Look, I don’t expect you to believe me, and I didn’t beforehand but—But what would it take for you to believe me?

Deborah – NOTHING, because I don’t and I will NEVER—

Carly – I swear on my Son—I swear on Jack’s LIFE that Oliver is my Father; aswell as my Ex-Husband.

Deborah goes silent, staring at Carly madly as Carly looks back at her, sipping her glass of whisky 

In a Park with Oliver sat down on a bench; the rain begins to settle as Jack enters, walking over to him; looking down at Oliver

Oliver – I know that I’m—That I’m twisted, Jack; but do you really think that I would throw myself onto my own daughter?

Jack – Then why did you? Why—Why did you and Mum end up having me as a Son, Dad?

Oliver – You really think that I’m a dirty old man, don’t you Jack? 

Jack – Well, from what I’ve heard; yes, I—

Oliver – What did your Mum tell you exactly? Did she tell you that I raped her, or is that just you jumping to conclusions; making assumptions?

Jack – It—It’s me jumping to conclusions.

Oliver – Well then, don’t do it in future.
Jack – So if it wasn’t rape, then how did you end up having a kid with her?

Oliver – Why don’t you keep that mouth of yours shut, sit down and let me tell you EVERYTHING? You want answers, Jack? I’ll give you them.

Oliver looks up at Jack madly as Jack rolls his eyes, looking down at Oliver nervously

In Richard’s dining room with Deborah stood up, looking down at Carly sat down at the table

Carly – He was messed up.

Deborah – He still is.

Carly – No—No, Deborah; by “messed up,” I mean ILL. He was a Doctor, and his colleagues didn’t know what to do to help him; this was when I was born.

Deborah – And your Mother—?

Carly – What about my Mum?

Deborah – What happened to—?

Carly – Died of Cancer. Dad—Oliver, I mean; he was on the brink of depression, and he—He put me up for adoption. When I turned eighteen, I moved out from the adoption home, got my own flat and searched for him. 

Deborah – How old were you when your Mum died; when you were put up for adoption?

Carly – Six, I think. “Oliver Holmes;” I’d always remember his name. I wanted—All of those years; those long twelve years all I wanted to do was reach out for him; see if he was okay, because the staff; they didn’t tell you if your parents had died, and all I wanted—All I wanted to do was see my Dad again.

Deborah sits down on a separate chair to Carly, looking at her as she pours herself a glass of G&T

Deborah – Alright then—Tell me everything.

Deborah sips her drink as Carly looks at her, sighing sadly

In a Park with Jack and Oliver sat down next to each other on a bench

Oliver – My Dad had ran off somewhere; he didn’t leave any letters, so I just—I gave up looking. And then me and my Ex-Wife; I can’t remember her name, she—We cared for our daughter; Whitney. And then when Whitney turned five, nearing six; she—My wife died after a long, exhausting battle of cancer.

Jack – I’m sorry.

Oliver – Don’t be sorry. I was a Doctor; I should have helped her more. Anyway—This whole grief; thinking that my Dad is dead, and then my wife dying; it—It broke me. It really—I even forgot about Whitney’s birthday; her sixth birthday, Jack! 

Oliver looks at Jack with tears in his eyes

Oliver – I let her down. I let my little girl down, and I—I kept on drinking alcohol; G&T, Whisky, Vodka, Tequila; you name it! I drank, and I drank and I drank.

Jack – So you became an alcoholic?

Oliver – It pains me to say it, but—But yeah. I WAS an alcoholic. I lost my job as a Doctor, I—I lost any contact from family; your Auntie Vanessa. I lost everybody. And then—And then when I was sober, got a knock at the door; it was the social services.

A tear rolls down Oliver’s cheek as Jack stares at him sadly
Oliver – They took Whitney away because somebody—Apparently Whitney had told her friends about it; about my alcoholism, and then her friends told their parents, and I—The social services; they looked down on me like I was dirt; as if I wasn’t even human. They had no idea what I was going through; what I’d suffered, and then they came to make things worse; and then—And then they told me, “Say your goodbyes to your little girl.”
Jack looks at Oliver with tears in his eyes as Oliver continues to look down at the floor as a tear slowly rolls down his cheek

In Richard’s dining room with Carly and Deborah sat down on separate seats at the table

Carly – “You’re going to go somewhere else; on holiday! These people are people who’ll take you to a new place, a new school.” I’ll never forget what he said to me, and I—Even at a young age of six years old I knew—I KNEW what he really meant; that the people at the door were going to take me away.

Deborah – Did you hate him?

Carly – “Hate him”? I was a kid, Deborah; I was—I was confused, I was—I’d just lost my Mum! I could never hate him.

Deborah looks at Carly, sighing sadly

In a Park with Jack and Oliver sat down next to each other on a bench

Oliver – And then your Mum packed her bags, and then she walked out with the social services to an adoption centre. And then my life, it—For the next five, six years; I had a breakdown. I used people, I—I lost their trust, and then I got hired as a Doctor, and then I met a girl called Carly; eighteen years old, she was my patient; and me and her, we—We grew close. We grew close, and we—We ended up in bed, and we—

Jack – So you married a girl old enough to be your daughter?

Oliver – Yes.

Jack – First I hear about Rach, and now Carly; what—What sort of man are you, Dad? You’re like a dirty old pervert who can only fall in love with younger girls!

Oliver – Women my age; they don’t have enough class, and—

Jack – What about Deborah? Do you love her?

Oliver – Do you think that I’d still be with her if I didn’t?

Oliver stares at Jack madly and Jack nods his head at him

Jack – Yeah. Yeah, I do. Because you use people; that’s what you do, and you—

Oliver – Your Mum knew that I was me; that I was her Dad. I got her pregnant, Jack; and then we—We got engaged; had you as a little tom boy at three years old, and then—And then she told me everything. “I’m Whitney,” she told me. I wanted to be angry, I wanted to be—To be disgusted in myself; ashamed that I’d bedded my own daughter, but—But I just wanted to be with her! She was the first girl; the first woman which I’d fallen in love with since Martha! I was so in love, and then I—And then I ran away.

Jack – So you left your Son; your family? Until I moved to the Hotel you were almost a stranger to me, Dad; I didn’t even know you. I didn’t know who you were, what you looked like; it was a distant memory to me, and—

Oliver – I’m not a dirty old man, Jack. I’m not—I wouldn’t hurt my own family.

Jack – No. But you’d hurt people like Bronwyn, wouldn’t you? You’d hurt Meg, Elliot, Luna, Lauren, Court, Judy; who else have you hurt, Dad?! Deborah, Izzy, Shirley? 

Oliver – I’m the way I am, Jack; because—Because I don’t care anymore.

Jack – You “don’t care anymore”?

Oliver – I don’t care how people feel. 

Jack freezes, staring at Oliver madly in shock as Oliver stares madly back at him
In Richard’s home – upstairs in Jake’s bedroom with Jake sat down on the end of the bed nearby his wheelchair. Vanessa enters, closing the door behind her

Vanessa – You’re a good boy, Jake.

Jake – You can’t keep on doing this, Mum.

Vanessa – Doing what? Making your Dad feel bad?

Vanessa walks over to Jake, kneeling down in front of him; looking at him, smirking slightly

Jake – You’re making him think that he did something which he didn’t do, and—

Vanessa – And what? What are you going to do, Jake?

Jake – I have to tell him the truth, Mum; I hate—I hate seeing him like this. I’ve moved on, and so can YOU!

Vanessa – Do you want to get burnt again, Jake? Because trust me—Nobody is holding me back on doing so.

Vanessa stares at Jake madly before standing up, walking out to the landing, exiting; closing the door behind her as Jake looks down at the floor in horror as he takes a deep breath, closing his eyes as he sighs sadly before opening them again

In the street with Jack walking away from Oliver, who rushes over to him; grabbing hold of his arm and turning him around to him

Jack – This is like déjà vu isn’t it, Dad? You go from—From this damaged man to this spiteful, vicious—I don’t even know what you are anymore!

Jack stares at Oliver madly with tears in his eyes

Jack – For the first time in my WHOLE life I felt sorry for you, Dad! I FELT SORRY FOR YOU; HOW—HOW STUPID AM I?! HOW STUPID AM I?!

Oliver – You see? You find out the truth about people; their true colours, and this is what happens, Jack; your blood begins to boil, and then you start to break—

Jack – No—NO, DAD; I’M NOTHING LIKE YOU! I’M NOTHING LIKE—

Oliver – I used to be caring. I used to be caring, loveable; I—There was nothing wrong with me. And then when I found out the truth about people; when I went down, I—I became an alcoholic; I turned to alcohol, and you’ll do the same as me Jack. I promise you that you’ll become what I am today.

Jack – You—You’re a MONSTER!

Oliver – Yeah, which makes you a “monster,” too. 

Jack – I’m not a—

Oliver – Who was the last person who hurt you, Jack? Go on, tell me; let me know.

Jack – I think that has a pretty straight answer, Dad; don’t you? It’s you. It’s you and I wish—I WISH THAT YOU WERE DEAD! I WISH THAT RICK FINISHED YOU OFF WHEN HE HAD THE CHANCE, I—

Oliver – My Dad hurt me, too. He was the last person to hurt me before I turned to alcohol; when my daughter was taken away from me, and I began to hurt people. So tell me, Jack—How different are you and I?

Oliver looks at Jack, smirking madly at him as Jack shakes his head as a tear rolls down his cheek

Jack – No—NO, I’M NOTHING LIKE YOU! I’M NOTHING LIKE YOU! I DON’T HURT PEOPLE FOR NO REASON, ALRIGHT?! I DON’T HURT PEOPLE FOR ENJOYMENT, I—

Oliver – What? And you think that I don’t have a reason to hurt people? 

Jack – Well, I bet you have a great—

Oliver – Because people took my daughter away from me. 

Jack – But you got her back, didn’t you? In fact you fell in love with her, Dad; YOU HAD A KID WITH HER! YOU FOUND HER AGAIN, AND NOW—

Oliver – But I didn’t see her grow up, did I? No. So I wanted people to pay; I wanted others to SUFFER!

Jack – Why—Why would you do that? WHY WOULD YOU HURT OTHERS BECAUSE—

Oliver – And this time next year—You’ll be the same as me.

Jack shakes his head at Oliver before turning around, walking away from him down the street as Oliver watches him walking away and when it begins to rain he smirks slightly
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