Episode 504

In Deborah’s flat – Izzy’s bedroom with Izzy sat up on her bed, leaning against the wall

Deborah – *From the corridor* And you’re going to be at work today, then?

Oliver – *From the corridor* Not at the Hospital, I’ll look after the café though.

In the corridor with Deborah and Oliver stood up looking at each other

Deborah – Oh, right—Well, if you see Sarah down at the café; tell her to—

Oliver – Deborah—?

Deborah – What?

Oliver – Sarah; don’t you remember?

Deborah puts her hand on her head, sighing sadly

Deborah – I’m so—I’m so stupid, Oliver; I—How could I forget?!

Oliver – It’s alright; you’re still grieving.

Deborah – No, I’m not, I just—Well, I am; but I’ve—How could my mind have gone blank about her death?

Oliver – It’s alright, I’m sure that your Mum has forgotten completely.

Oliver walks out to the hallway, exiting; closing the front door behind him as Izzy enters, standing at her bedroom door; Deborah turns to her

Deborah – If you were planning to go to School today, it’s too—

Izzy – I wasn’t planning to; not after what’s been on my mind recently.

Deborah – Is this about your ADHD?

Izzy – No, Mum; it—

Deborah – Look, Izzy; if your medication isn’t working, then you should ask—

Izzy – Are you going to let him talk about her like that? Are you going to let Oliver talk about Grandma like that?!

Izzy stares at Deborah madly as Deborah sighs sadly, looking at her

Deborah – No, I—

Izzy – She could tell, Mum. She could—Grandma could tell that something was bothering me, but you—Mum, you haven’t got a clue, have you?

Deborah – Haven’t got a clue about what?

Izzy shakes her head nervously at Deborah as a tear rolls down her cheek, walking past her into the kitchen, exiting as Deborah watches her walking away, puzzled

In Peter’s kitchen with Peter stood at the kitchen counter wrapping some sausages in bacon on a red chopping board in front of him. Sara enters, sat down on her wheelchair

Sara – Peter, what are you doing?

Peter – Making food for the buffet later!

Sara – “Buffet”? What for exactly?

Peter – I’ve invited my side of the family round; if you don’t mind?

Sara – No, of course—Look, why don’t you put the chopping board on here; let me give you a hand with the—

Peter – No. Sara, you need to rest; shut your eyes for an hour or two, alright?

Ross enters, holding two carrier bags

Ross – I’ve got what you asked for, Dad!

Peter – Good lad, you can start putting pineapples and cheese on sticks, Ross!

Ross – Aye, aye captain(!)

Ross slams the carrier bag on the kitchen counter in front of him as Sara smiles slightly before wheeling herself back out to the corridor, exiting as Peter continues to wrap the sausages in bacon; smiling slightly
In Deborah’s kitchen with Izzy stood at the kitchen counter, looking up inside a cupboard above her; staring at a bottle of vodka inside; the clock ticks fastly in the background and she looks down at the floor, balancing herself on the kitchen counter by her hand

Izzy – I was going to open it.

Deborah is stood by the door behind Izzy; a tear rolls down Izzy’s cheek

Izzy – I was going to drink it, Mum; I—What I said to you; I sounded so—I sounded so SELFISH, because that—That’s exactly what I am, aren’t I? Selfish.

Deborah – You’re not selfish, Izzy; you just—I understand why you were angry with me; for not defending your Grandma, and for not—For not realising that something is wrong with you; for not pointing out that something is right with you.

Izzy turns to Deborah, staring at her as a tear rolls down her cheek

Izzy – Mum, there isn’t—There isn’t anything wrong with me; I—I’m fine, I—

Deborah – No—No, you’re not fine.

Izzy puts her hand over her mouth before breaking down in tears, crying loudly before Deborah walks over to her, hugging her tightly as Izzy continues to breakdown in tears in her arms; holding onto her, hugging her tightly

In the café with Shirley stood behind the till, Jamie and Sasha are sat down opposite each other at a table. Oliver enters, walking over to the counter; standing opposite Shirley
Oliver – How’s the alleyway, then?

Shirley – I’m getting used to it.

Oliver sniffs the air, looking at Shirley

Oliver – Your hygiene; it’s quite good, considering you’re homeless.

Shirley – I told Deborah that the shower at the B&B doesn’t work, so she let me use the shower down at the flat.

Oliver – Is that so? Well—Let’s hope Deborah doesn’t see through your lie.

Shirley – What is your problem, Oliver?

Oliver – Nothing. I just dislike people who feel the need to mess with my family; you, Rachel, Bronwyn—

Shirley – What did Bronwyn do to mess with you; your family?

Oliver – When she was “relapsing,” do you know who she came to for help? Me. I gave her some painkillers, Shirley; but do you know want to know what I planted inside? A razorblade; just to have her triggered.

Shirley – So, you—She cut her vein; she almost died because of YOU!

Shirley stares at Oliver madly as Oliver nods at her, laughing slightly

Oliver – I don’t hurt people psychically, Shirley; I mess with their heads, so that they’re hurt emotionally.

Oliver puts his hands on Shirley’s face, smirking at her slightly; kissing her forehead before walking out to the Marketplace, exiting. Valerie enters, walking over to Jamie and Sasha’s table

Valerie – Sasha, I—

Jamie – She has no intention to speak to you, Valerie; not after you—

Sasha – Alright Jamie, I can speak for myself. What is it, Mum?

Valerie – I—Look, Peter is setting up a buffet for the family tonight;

Sasha – Are Dad and Laura going?

Valerie – Yeah, but you don’t have to—

Sasha – Then I have no reason to go, do I?
Valerie – Your Auntie Sara needs her family, Sasha; not to be ignored by you. You have less than an hour to change your mind.

Valerie walks out to the Marketplace, exiting as Sasha puts her hand on her head; sighing sadly

In Derek’s living room with Derek sat down on the sofa watching TV. Jasmine enters, holding Rosie in her arms

Jasmine – This is the first time I’ve seen you relaxing since the night Mum died, you know?

Derek – I’m just—I’m carrying on with my life, Jasmine; that’s—

Jasmine – I’m not having a go at you, Dad. I’m—I’m glad.

Jasmine sits down next to Derek on the sofa, watching TV; Derek looks down at Rosie in Jasmine’s arms

Derek – She’s not all wrong, you know? I mean, I know her being downs syndrome came as a shock to you; it came to a shock for Ryan too, but I—She really is beautiful, you know?

Jasmine looks down at Rosie in her arms, nodding as a tear rolls down her cheek

Jasmine – Yes, she—I know that, Dad.

Derek – Your Mum; she—You know that she didn’t take Kelsey away from you when she was born, don’t you? It—It was all me; it was—

Jasmine – Don’t talk about the past, Dad; just—Just let’s look up for once; look up to the future.

Derek nods at Jasmine, smiling at her slightly as a tear rolls down his cheek. Ryan enters, looking down at Jasmine 

Ryan – Ashleigh called; asked you to cover the stall, Jasmine.

Jasmine – Yeah—Yeah, sure.

Jasmine smiles at Ryan, standing up; passing Rosie over to him

Jasmine – I’ll see you later.

Jasmine walks out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after she walks out and Ryan looks down at Derek

Ryan – She’s only been grieving in front of me; in a room alone with her, and I—

Derek – I know, Ryan; I’ve heard her.

Ryan – She just wants you to be happy, Derek; for you all to be happy.

Ryan walks out to the corridor, exiting; still holding Rosie in his arms as Derek looks down at the floor, sighing sadly

In Deborah’s kitchen with Deborah and Izzy sat down opposite each other at the table
Deborah – I saw the wound on your stomach; the night you disappeared and when you—When you came home the next day; bandaged up.

Izzy – Yeah, I—I ended up at Oliver’s sisters house; Richard—I think her name is; he fixed me up.

Deborah – I’ll be sure to thank him when I next see him.

Izzy – Please do, I—I can’t really remember it; it—What happened; it’s all a blur.

Deborah – What happened; how were you wounded?

Izzy – Like I said, Mum; it was all a—

Deborah – Tell me. 

Deborah looks at Izzy, sighing sadly

Deborah – Look, I know I’m not the best person to speak to; about problems, but I—Is this about Sarah? 

Izzy – No, I—

Deborah – Did you—Did you harm yourself; out of grief for Sarah?

Izzy – This has nothing to do with Sarah, Mum; I—I visited his grave; Lee’s grave.

Deborah – What? And you—You didn’t think to tell anybody; not me, not your—
Izzy – I just wanted to say what I thought; tell him what he put me through, I didn’t—They parked outside the Church; Lee’s gang and he—Mitchell; he walked out, and he—

Deborah – It’s alright. Just go slowly if you want to; stop stuttering.

Izzy – I—Mitchell cornered me against the Church wall, and he—Mum, he stabbed me; and then he—Mum, he raped me. He—He VIOLATED me, he—He made me scarred for LIFE; he’s DESTROYED my—
Izzy breaksdown in tears, beginning to cry slightly

Deborah – No—No, he hasn’t scarred you for life; nor has he destroyed you, he—He’s destroyed himself; his own life.

Izzy – HOW?! How has he destroyed his life, Mum? 

Deborah – Because I’m going to get him locked up for what he’s done.

Deborah stands, walking out to the corridor, exiting as Izzy closes her eyes, sighing sadly as a tear rolls down her cheek

In Peter’s living room; the dining room door is open, a buffet is set up on the table; Sara is sat down on her wheelchair nearby Ross. Peter enters, leading Valerie, Chris and Laura into the room

Peter – Thank you for coming, you lot.

Laura – Yeah, well—There’d better be alcohol; otherwise, I should have just gone to the Club for the night.

Peter – We have got some Sambuca—Haven’t we, Sara?

Ross – No, we haven’t; not for Laura any—

Sara – Of course we have. Ross, show Laura into the kitchen, please.

Ross sighs madly, leading Laura out to the corridor; exiting

Sara – Didn’t Jamie and Sasha decide to come along?

Valerie – I tired—I tried talking them into it, but they—I think they have plans.

Sasha enters, followed by Jamie

Sasha – “Plans”? Forget them.

Valerie turns to Sasha, smiling at her as Sasha smiles back at her

In Derek’s flat – Amanda and Derek’s bedroom with Derek sat down on the end of the bed, looking down at Amanda’s Jewellery box which is in his hands. Diane enters, looking down at him
Diane – Looking through her possessions, are you?

Derek – No, I was just—

Diane – Please do, Derek; you might find something in there.

Diane walks back out to the corridor, exiting as Derek slowly opens the Jewellery Box; taking out an envelope inside, it has “MY WILL” written on the front and Derek opens the envelope, taking a disc out from it; looking at it puzzled

In Peter’s kitchen with Laura and Ross stood nearby each other at the kitchen counter

Laura – I’m your guest, you know? I’m thirsty; I need Sambuca!

Ross – Give me one reason to give you beverages other than “I’m your guest.”

Laura – Well, I was the Mother of your unborn child.

Ross – Yeah, which you made yourself miscarry.

Laura – Do you think that I wanted to do that, Ross? I—Dad; he told me to do it, and he—

Ross – IT’S YOUR CHILD, LAURA! It was OUR child; your body, it’s not for your Dad to say what to do with your body and what NOT to do!

Peter enters, standing at the door; staring at Ross puzzled
Peter – Ross, what are you—?

Laura – Your SON is going against a guests wishes, Uncle Peter; can you deal with him?

Peter – Go back into the living room; I’ll bring a drink through to you.

Laura rolls her eyes, walking out to the corridor; exiting

Peter – Ross, what are you doing?

Ross – I’m giving her some home truths, Dad; what do you—

Peter – We’re trying to make things work for our family, Ross; not break it apart even more.

Peter stares at Ross madly and Ross looks back at him, sighing sadly

Outside the café Deborah enters, walking over to Oliver as he walks out from the café
Oliver – Deborah, I’ve tried calling you all day!

Deborah – I know, it’s just—

Oliver – Your Mum; she’s been lying to you, Deborah.

Deborah stares at Oliver puzzled

Deborah – Lying to me? What are you talking about; how has my Mum been—

Oliver – Look down the alleyway.

Deborah stares at Oliver puzzled before Oliver walks down the Marketplace towards the Hotel, exiting. Deborah slowly opens the alleyway door, seeing a sleeping bag and a bag down in the corner; she stares down at it puzzled as Shirley enters, walking around the corner of the alleyway (behind the back of the café); she’s holding a packet of bread and a tub of butter; looking up at Deborah in shock as Deborah stares at her in horror with tears in her eyes

In Peter’s living room with Sara sat down on her wheelchair in the dining area nearby Chris. Peter and Valerie are stood nearby each other
Peter – Where are Sasha and Jamie?

Valerie – They went back to the Pub; I don’t think that they could face being with me or Chris—Or Laura.

Peter – I’ll have a word with her.

Valerie – No—No, Peter; there’s no point. Sasha sticks to her own opinions, so—So let her.

Valerie walks out to the corridor, followed by Peer; exiting

Chris – Now that we’re alone—I just wanted to apologise to you, Sara; for what I did.

Sara – Why are you apologising when you’ve already apologised to me, Chris?

Chris – Because—The way you are now; I’ve prevented you from doing some things for LIFE!

Sara – It was an accident. And I—I would rather it have been me to end up the way I am; paralysed, than the rest of the family.

Chris – You think that it was an accident?

Sara – Chris, I KNOW that it was an accident; why would you have done it—

Chris – Do you know that it was an accident though?

Sara – Chris, you may be unlikeable, but you wouldn’t jump to those extremes; putting your own life at risk or Valerie’s or—Or Laura’s. Would you?

Chris – I suppose you’re right.

Sara – Chris, why—Why are you questioning me on what happened; the Car Crash?

Chris – It’s just—You’re completely wrong, Sara.

Sara freezes, staring at Chris puzzled

Chris – You are—Completely WRONG.

Sara – But I—Chris, I don’t understand. 

Chris shakes his head at her, laughing slightly

Sara – Is this some sort of joke? Is this some way to—To get to me? 

Chris – It was on purpose. I wanted one of you dead, but unfortunately—You were only paralysed.

Sara – I—

Chris – And do you know what’s best; about it being YOU who was harmed? It’s because you haven’t got the guts to tell anybody. No—No, you haven’t got the GUTS to tell Peter or Ross what I’ve just told you.

Sara – Oh, yeah? I’ll tell them now, Chris; see how you react to—

Chris – Do it then. Go through and TELL THEM EVERYTHING!
Chris looks down at Sara, smirking slightly

Chris – I’ll see you soon, Sara; it’s been nice catching up with you.

Chris walks out to the corridor, exiting as Sara watches him walking out, taking a deep breath as she sighs nervously
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