Episode 509
In Mavis’ corridor Eloise enters, closing the front door behind her; Clare enters, walking out from the living room

Clare – I thought that I told you I was taking them to school today?

Eloise – Well—You were asleep, Mum; I didn’t want to wake you, did I?

Clare – I want to make an effort with them aswell, you know Eloise? I’m their Mother.

Eloise – I know that, and so do they; you’re just—You’re not in the best state in the world, are you?

Clare – What is that supposed to mean exactly? I’ve stopped drinking; having barrels of alcohol!

Eloise – That doesn’t mean you’ve stopped completely though, does it?

Clare – Well—Maybe I have the odd one or two glasses, but I—

Eloise – Why don’t you kick back and relax for a few hours; watch TV or something? I don’t know.

Eloise walks past Clare into the kitchen and Clare rolls her eyes, watching Eloise walking into the kitchen; exiting as she sighs madly

In the Dirty Duck Pub with Pippa stood behind the bar. Chelsea enters, walking out from the staircase; standing behind the bar nearby her

Pippa – Chelsea, do you know where my Mum is?

Chelsea – No, I don’t; but one thing I do know is that she’s out and about, god knows where with her.

There’s a door slam coming from the staircase

Pippa – Do you think that that’s her; my Mum?

Chelsea – I don’t know, Pippa; it could be any—

Caroline enters, smiling at them both

Caroline – Chloe told me to come in early today as you’d be short-staffed? 

Chelsea – Yeah, I—Caroline, do you mind cleaning up this place; the empty glasses and that?

Caroline – No, of course not; you and Pippa go upstairs and have a chat, alright?

Chelsea – Thanks, Caroline; come on, Pippa.
Chelsea leads Pippa out to the staircase, exiting as Caroline walks around the bar and over to a table; picking up a few empty glasses from it

In the Laundrette with Audrey stood behind the till nearby Mavis. Mavis walks around the till, sitting down on the bench; taking a deep breath as she sighs sadly

Audrey – What’s the matter, Mavis? You seem worn out.

Mavis – Oh, Audrey; I—I’ve been through much more than this.

Audrey – Is it something to do with your heart, dear?

Mavis – It’s—Audrey, this has nothing to do with my heart; that’s all been sorted.

Audrey – Well, what is it then? You’ve been dropping things which you’ve been carrying, Mavis; you’ve been—You’ve been stumbling; stuttering out your words. 

Audrey walks around the till, looking down at Mavis; sighing sadly

Audrey – You don’t have to keep secrets from me, dear. I’m—I’m your friend; your good friend.

Mavis looks up at Audrey as a tear rolls down her cheek

Mavis – I have the same as him, Audrey.

Audrey – The same? The same as who?

Mavis – The same as my husband; the same as Phillip.

Mavis wipes her tears from her face as Audrey looks down at her, taking a deep breath as she sighs sadly

In Audrey’s living room with Bronwyn sat down on the sofa, looking down at the floor. Marissa enters, looking down at her; sighing sadly
Marissa – Why don’t the two of us go out later?

Bronwyn looks up at Marissa

Bronwyn – Go out where exactly; Town?

Marissa – No, I mean—Well, yes; and maybe the Marketplace!

Bronwyn – I’d rather stay in today, thanks Mum.

Bronwyn stands, walking over to the door; Marissa blocks the door from Bronwyn

Marissa – That’s what you’ve been doing for months, Bronwyn; how much will it take for me to get you out the flat; out this Hotel?!

Bronwyn – I don’t know, Mum; I just—I don’t know.

Bronwyn shoves past Marissa, walking out to the corridor; bumping into Brandon

Brandon – Bronwyn, can me and you please—

Bronwyn – No—No, we can’t. 

Brandon – Just let me be the Dad to you which I never was—Please, Bronwyn; just give me this chance to prove myself to you.

Bronwyn – No, I can’t let you do that.

Bronwyn walks into her bedroom, exiting; closing the door behind her as Brandon looks at Marissa stood in the corridor, sighing sadly

In the Laundrette with Mavis and Audrey sat down next to each other on the bench

Mavis – I just—I don’t want to hurt them; I don’t want to hurt any of them.

Audrey – It’s alright, Mavis; they would understand.

Mavis – “Understand”? I’ve kept this to myself for so long, Audrey; ever since—Ever since January.

Audrey – It’s alright, they’re your family; like I said, they WILL understand why you didn’t tell them straight away.

Mavis – I just—I don’t want to fight this on my own, Audrey; I—

Audrey – And if you tell your family, then you won’t fight this on your own.

Mavis – No, I mean—I WANT to fight this; I want to beat this—This thing which destroyed my husband’s life; Progressive Supranuclear Palsy, but I—I can’t; it’s impossible to beat. 

Audrey – Well—When it does beat you, then—Then we’ll support you anyway; your friends and family, this whole community; I promise.

Mavis – You don’t get it, do you Audrey?

Audrey freezes, staring at Mavis puzzled as Mavis looks at her, sighing sadly as a tear rolls down her cheek

In the café with Hannah and Tori sat down opposite each other at a table; Izzy and Deborah are stood behind the till opposite Oliver 
Hannah – I think Jamie’s not happy with you, Tori; I—

Tori – Why? I don’t even speak to Jamie.

Hannah – Well—I told him that you’d be at the Club as much as possible. You know? Work; so that you can keep your job behind the bar?
Tori – The last time I did a shift I got spoken to as though I was a child, Hannah.

Hannah – I’m not surprised! You just—You don’t care, do you? I bet you never even apologised to Bronwyn for what you did to her; for making her feel ten feet underground!

Tori – Actually—You KNOW that I apologised to her; many times.
Tori stands, staring at Oliver madly as she turns around

Tori – What about you, Oliver?

Oliver turns to Tori, staring at her 

Oliver – What do you want, Tori? I have no intentions to speak to young women like you.

Tori – You didn’t say that to Rach, did you?

Tori walks out to the Marketplace, exiting as Hannah stands

Oliver – What did she mean then; what were you and her talking about?

Hannah – Bronwyn. Did you apologise to her? I mean—Did you ever have the decency to apologise to her; for what you did?

Oliver – I’m not one to apologise, Hannah; so no, I don’t plan on doing—

Hannah – Then why don’t you start becoming “one to apologise”?

Hannah stares at Oliver madly, walking out to the Marketplace, exiting as Oliver turns around again

Izzy – I always thought that you apologised to her; to Bronwyn?

Oliver stares at Izzy, shaking his head at her

Izzy – Do you know what? I actually thought that you’d changed for the better, but clearly—You’ve just gotten worse.

Izzy walks around the till and out to the Marketplace, exiting 

Deborah – Look, Oliver; she’s just a bit—She likes Bronwyn, that’s all; I think that she feels sorry for her.

Oliver – So do I. Bronwyn; she’s a very young girl, she’s a very—A very sick girl.

Deborah – Yeah, and WHO made her that way?

Oliver stares at Deborah madly, walking out to the Marketplace, exiting as Deborah leans on the till, sighing sadly 
In Mavis’ living room with Clare sat down on the sofa pouring herself a glass of coke; she stands, walking over to Mavis’ minibar, opening it; taking out a bottle of vodka, opening it and pouring some of it into the glass of coke; filling the glass as Basil enters, watching her pour the vodka before she picks up her drink, sipping it

Basil – It’s a shame that Eloise didn’t walk in here.
Clare – I wouldn’t care if she did.

Clare sips her drink again, putting it down on the table, turning to Basil; staring at him madly

Clare – Because if she found out what I know about what you know, then maybe—She’d be on my side; turn against you and my pathetic excuse of a Mother instead.

Basil – Look, my niece has recently died; I don’t need you pressuring me, not now.

Clare – You haven’t even gone to see Diane, Derek or any of that lot, Basil! Are you going to Edward and Pearl’s Wedding then, are you?

Basil – Yes, I am; Pearl is my sister.

Clare – And do you approve of Edward becoming your brother-in-law; marrying Pearl?

Basil – Don’t you dare invade in my private life.

Basil stares at Clare madly as Clare scoffs at him, sipping her drink again

Clare – Well, what are you doing now?  You’re invading in my life; my PRIVATE life!

Basil – Your life isn’t exactly private though, is it? I mean—Everybody in this Hotel; this area knows that you’re an alcoholic.

Eloise enters as Clare slaps Basil across the face madly; Eloise freezes, staring at them both in shock as Basil holds his cheek, looking at Clare madly in shock 
In the Marketplace Bronwyn enters, walking amongst the crowd; Tori is stood up against the café, glaring at Bronwyn; she walks over to her

Bronwyn – Can you move out of my way, please?

Tori – I just—Bronwyn, I don’t want any trouble; what’s been done is done between me and you.

Bronwyn – You know what happened, don’t you; between me and my Dad?

Tori – Yeah. Yeah, I do; I think—I think that almost everybody knows about it, and we all—

Bronwyn – I bet you talk about me, don’t you; all of you? I bet that all of you gossip about me, and I—

Bronwyn puts her hand over her mouth as she begins to cry slightly; a tear rolls down her cheek

Bronwyn – What did I do to deserve this, Tori? What did—What did I do to deserve the things I get thrown my way; the things which I can’t get rid of?!

Tori – What I did to you, Bronwyn; what—What me and Oliver did to you; it was a terrible thing!

Deborah enters, walking out from the café; seeing Bronwyn wiping her tears

Tori – I know that now, I really—I really do know that, but I—I would NEVER mock somebody who’s been abused; who’s been SEXUALLY abused, Bronwyn; I—I’m sorry. I really am sorry, and I mean that; I really—

Bronwyn walks down the Marketplace towards the Hotel and Tori watches her walking away, sighing sadly 

In the Town Audrey enters, followed by Mavis; walking out from the Laundrette, Audrey closes the door behind her; locking it with a key

Audrey – Remember—If you ever need somebody to speak to, you know where I am.

Mavis – Yeah, either in the Laundrette, your flat or the Church.

Audrey – Now don’t get cheeky with me, Mavis; I only go to Church on Sunday’s!

Mavis – It’s alright, I know that.

Audrey smiles at Mavis, looking at her sadly

Audrey – You are going to be alright, aren’t you?

Mavis – This is me we’re talking about Audrey, I—I’m not going to let a condition get the better of me, am I?

Audrey – I’ll see you soon.

Audrey walks down the Town towards the Hotel, exiting as Mavis watches her walking away, sighing sadly
In the café with Deborah stood behind the till. Oliver enters, walking over to the till; standing opposite Deborah

Deborah – Bronwyn’s finally showed her face, but I—I think that she quickly regretted it.

Oliver – Why’s that?

Deborah – I think—I think she has some sort of Anxiety Disorder; after cutting her face, putting herself in a coma, it must—It must be hard for her. I wonder where she got the blades from; I mean—Marissa; she’s literally watching Bronwyn all the time these days, and I—

Oliver – From me.

Deborah freezes, staring at Oliver puzzled

Deborah – What? What do you mean that she got them from you? When did you—

Oliver – On the day of Brandon and Marissa’s Wedding she came to me; she was seeking for advice, and I gave her some painkillers; slipping a razorblade inside.

Deborah – You—Oliver, why would you do that? Why would you do something so—Why would you do something so SICK?!

Deborah stares at Oliver madly

Oliver – Because she doesn’t deserve help; she’s nothing—BRONWYN is nothing but a slapper.

Deborah shakes her head at Oliver, staring at him madly in shock as Oliver walks out to the Marketplace, exiting as Deborah puts her hand on her head, sighing madly

In the Dirty Duck Pub crowded with people; Hannah is sat down at the bar. Pippa enters, walking out from the staircase; standing behind the bar, standing opposite Hannah

Hannah – Pippa, I’ve been meaning to speak to you for a while now, I—

Pippa – Yeah, me too. Look, why don’t we step outside; have a chat?

Hannah – Yeah. Yeah, that’s fine with me, Pippa.

Hannah smiles at Pippa as Pippa walks around the bar, leading Hannah out to the Reception, exiting

In Mavis’ living room with Eloise stood up, looking at Clare stood in front of her madly

Eloise – What were you thinking, Mum?!

Clare – I was thinking “I wish that he’d shut up,” Eloise.

Eloise – All he was doing was speaking the truth; telling you not to drink because of the damage it would do to yourself; the family!

Clare – Why don’t you say that to your Grandma? Because she’s keeping something; I know that she is!

Eloise – Oh yeah, because Grandma is the type of person to have secrets now, isn’t she?

Basil enters, looking at Eloise

Clare – Come on, Eloise; why don’t you ask good old Basil here?

Basil – Have a cup of tea, Clare; it might sober you up a bit.

Clare – Oh, I’m sober; I haven’t even started my drinking session!
Eloise – Do you know what? I’m going down to the Pub; tell them not to serve you alcohol from now on.

Eloise walks out to the corridor, exiting; slamming the door behind her

Basil – Don’t tell her, Clare.

Clare – You and my Mum have until next Friday to tell those kids EVERYTHING, otherwise—I may not be able to stop my drunken self from telling Eloise, Joe, Alice and Timmy everything.

Clare walks out to the corridor, exiting as Basil puts his hand on his head, sighing nervously

In the Picnic Area with Hannah and Pippa sat down next to each other on a bench 
Pippa – I just—I’m getting all of these memories back; these—These images in my head.

Hannah – I wish that I could be there to support you more than what I have been doing, it’s just—It’s hard.

Pippa – I know that it is, and that’s exactly why—Hannah, I want to get married; me and you.

Hannah – Wh—What? Pippa, are you sure?

Pippa – Well, is it what YOU want?

Hannah – I’m not sure, Pippa; I mean, I—You have amnesia, you—

Pippa – And that doesn’t change my feelings for you; whether I get my feelings back or not.

Hannah – I’m sorry, Pippa; I—I can’t do it.

Hannah stands up as Pippa stands, looking at her puzzled

Pippa – I thought you wanted to be here for me; support me day-after-day?

Hannah turns to Pippa, staring at her madly with tears in her eyes
Hannah – YES! Yes, that’s exactly what, Pippa; but I—But I can’t do it! I can’t love you, I just—Our ages; it—It makes me look bad, and I—

Pippa – It’s love, Hannah.

Pippa walks up to Hannah, standing in front of her

Pippa – Who cares about our ages?

Hannah wipes a tear as it rolls down her cheek

Pippa – People; they—They can mock us! They can gossip about us all they want, but our love for each other; is it—Is it really worth stopping all we’ve got for what OTHER people think?

Hannah stays silent and Pippa leans towards her, Hannah pulls herself away from her before putting her hands on Pippa’s face; the two of them kiss for a few seconds; Tori is seen outside the Hotel doors walking into the Hotel Reception

In the Hotel Reception Tori enters, looking down at her mobile phone in her hands; she plays a video of Hannah and Pippa stood up in the Picnic Area kissing each other and she stops the video, turning her mobile phone; slipping it into her pocket as she turns around, looking outside the Hotel doors madly 
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