Episode 543

In Alexander’s living room with Patrick stood by the door looking at Alexander stood in front of him by the window; the music box is on the window sill behind Alexander and he’s staring at Patrick madly in horror
Patrick – Don’t just stand there and stare. Don’t you have anything to say to your old Dad?

Alexander – Get out.

Patrick – That’s not very polite now, is it?

Alexander – Give me one good reason why I should be “polite” to you in any way.

Alexander stares at Patrick madly as Patrick scoffs, walking over to him; looking up and down at him before looking at his face again
Patrick – How long has it been, Alex?

Alexander – I don’t know; five years?

Patrick – No. No, it’s been much more than that.

Alexander – Why should I care? 

Patrick – Because I’m your Dad, Alex; and whether you like it or not, you’re my Son; and you ALWAYS will be.

Alexander takes a deep breath, staring at Patrick madly with tears in his eyes
In the café with Carly sat down at a table; Deborah and Izzy are stood behind the till. Deborah walks around the till and over to Carly, placing a cup of coffee on the table in front of her

Carly – Don’t close up just yet, Deborah; you’ve got yourself another customer on his way!

Deborah – What do you mean, Whitney?

Carly – Please—I’ve not been called that name since I was around ten years old; I’m “Carly.” Why do you think I’m here?

Deborah – Look, if you’re here to stir things between me and Oliver, then I—

Carly – Oliver’s my Dad, Deborah; do you honestly think that I’m interested in his love-life?

Deborah – Well, you were before.

Carly – Just get ready to close this place down, yeah?

Carly looks up at Deborah madly as Deborah rolls her eyes, walking around the till; standing behind it. Izzy walks around the till and over to Carly, looking down at her 

Izzy – You and my Mum; you don’t get on, do you?

Carly - Well, I’m afraid that she’ll have to change her opinion on me now that she knows that I’m her step-daughter.

Izzy – That makes us step-sisters, you know? 


Carly – Yeah, so it does.

Izzy – I—I’ve always wanted a sister. My cousin Sarah; she—She was pretty much an older sister to me before she—

Carly – It’s alright, you don’t have to talk about it to me; we hardly know each other.

Carly smiles at Izzy sadly as Izzy looks down at her with tears in her eyes before rushing out to the Marketplace, exiting; closing the door behind her
In Alexander’s living room with Alexander stood up, looking down at Patrick on the sofa madly

Alexander – Why are you here?

Patrick – I was invited; good lass, she was.

Alexander – Who invited you?

Patrick – That girlfriend of yours; what’s her name?

Alexander – I’m not in a relationship with anybody at the minute, Dad.

Patrick – Well, tell me—Which girls have you had a special connection with in your life?

Alexander – I don’t know—Sasha?

Patrick – Ah, yes; Sasha. She was lovely, wasn’t she? I mean, she was always wary of me, but I could see in her eyes that she was a more than intelligent girl; much more intelligent than her sister Laura who could be easily manipulated.

Patrick laughs slightly, looking up at Alexander

Patrick – And I’m guessing that they’re all here, aren’t they? Lorna, Sasha, Rory, Imane, Amy; all of that lot?

Alexander – Yes, they are; but I have nothing to do with them.

Patrick – And what about Louise? 

Alexander looks down at Patrick madly, folding his arms

Alexander – What about Louise?


Patrick – Does she still come and visit you; I hear that you have two sons with her?

Alexander – Yes, I do. Sam and Luke are their names.

Patrick – Ah, I’ll have to meet them some time, won’t I?

Patrick stands, looking at Alexander; he holds his hand out to him

Alexander – There is one more possibility; on who invited you down here.

Patrick lowers his hand again, looking at Alexander

Patrick – Who would that be, Alex?

Alexander – My ex-wife; Lauren.

Patrick – She seems lovely. Is she the landlady of the Pub; that blonde lass? Quite a looker you’ve got yourself there, Alex.

Alexander – No, that’s Chloe; Lauren was the landlady though.

Patrick – Ah, I have a long list of people which I must meet; people which you should introduce me to; haven’t you?

Georgina enters, she looks over at Alexander

Patrick – And let’s not forget your Mother; she’d love to meet your new friends, your new family.

Georgina – Oh, Alexander; my wonderful—
Alexander – Get out.

Georgina – Alex, I—

Alexander – Didn’t you hear me? I SAID “GET OUT!”

Alexander grabs hold of Georgina’s arms, shoving her out to the corridor; slamming the door behind them as he swings the front door open; Georgina turns to Alexander, staring at him in shock with tears in her eyes
Georgina – I JUST WANT—I JUST WANT TO BE THERE FOR YOU, ALEX; JUST GIVE ME ANOTHER CHANCE, PLEASE; I—

Alexander – You turned your back on me, Mum. YOU TURNED YOUR BACK ON ME; YOU LEFT ME!

Georgina – That was over a year ago now, Alex; don’t be so—

Alexander – NO! No, Mum; I had just been SHOT in the head, I’d been through—I don’t even know HOW many operations to get the bullet out from my head, and when he—

Patrick opens the door, walking into the corridor; looking at Alexander madly

Patrick – Me and your Mother were on a break, Alex; you didn’t want me coming round to visit, so I decided to have her come back to ME.
Alexander – What; to Spain? You could have moved into a nearby Hotel; just so that Mum could come and visit me!

Georgina – Look Alex, neither me or your Dad wanted to leave you behind; especially me, but it—I had to get our relationship back on track, and I knew that if I told you; that if I told you face-to-face you’d go out of control.

Alexander – Mum, just—Just go. JUST GET OUT!

Alexander stares at Georgina madly before walking into the living room, exiting; slamming the door behind her

Georgina – Patrick, I—

Patrick – Just go out to the car; tell them both that I’ll be a while, I just need to reason with him, calm him down a bit.

Georgina – Don’t you know what he’s capable of, Patrick?

Patrick – No, I don’t; it’s been a while since I last saw him, but—He knows exactly what I’m capable of, doesn’t he?

Georgina sighs, nodding at Patrick before they both kiss each other

In the café with Deborah stood behind the till; Carly is sat down at a table. Jack enters, sitting down opposite Carly at the table

Carly – Jack, I—

Jack – We can’t make this too long, alright? Rach doesn’t know that I’ve come out to see you.

Carly – You can’t keep doing this, Jack; I—

Jack – What do I call you, by the way? Do I call you “Whitney,” “Carly” or “Mum”? Because I don’t know anymore. Are you my sister or are you my Mum?

Carly – I’m your Mum, Jack; don’t be so silly. Look, I know that you’re angry, I—I know. I know that this will NEVER make any sense to you; what happened between me and your—Me and Dad, but I know that you understand why I didn’t want to tell you.
Jack – It’s just—My whole life; it’s just been a lie, hasn’t it?

Carly – Not really, Jack; I—I’ve always been your Mum, alright? I still am.

Jack – No, I mean—I mean you being my half-sister ASWELL as my Mum; it’s just—It’s not normal, Mum; it—It’s disgusting.

Carly – You think that this is what I wanted to happen, Jack; for me to have sex with my own Dad, to have a Son with him? Look, I know that it sounds—That it doesn’t sound “normal,” but if you just listened to me then you would probably understand what position I was in back then.

Jack – Alright then, spill the beans; I have all the time in the world.

Carly – But what about Rach?

Jack – Like I said—I have all the time in the world.

Jack leans on the table, staring at Carly madly as Carly takes a deep breath, sighing sadly as she looks back at him

In Alexander’s living room with Alexander sat down on the sofa; he’s looking down at the music box which is on the table in front of him. Patrick enters, slowly opening the door before closing it behind him

Alexander – Why did I keep this old thing?

Patrick – Because it carries memories from your childhood with it; inside it.

Alexander – “Memories”? I still have nightmares from my childhood.

Alexander stands, staring at Patrick madly

Alexander – That’s why I ran; why I started a new life, but I—As always, I wreck everything, don’t I? I destroy my friendships with people; my relationships, I—It looks as though I can’t do anything right, doesn’t it? 

Patrick – I wanted to teach you a thing or two, Alex; and from who I look at now, my Son; those lessons worked.

Alexander – “Lessons”? What “lessons” are you talking about, Dad?

Patrick – Discipline.

Alexander – “Discipline”?

Patrick – Yes, discipline. When your Mum gave birth to you; when you were small, I didn’t want you to grow up to be like the 21st century youth now, did I?

Alexander – You didn’t show me discipline at all, you showed me ABUSE!

Patrick – And in my eyes—

Patrick picks up the music box from the table, beginning to wind it up slowly

Patrick – That “abuse” was “discipline.” And this box; we had a lot of fun with it, didn’t we Alex? A LOT of fun.

Alexander – You can take it with you if you like, you know? Perhaps you can give it to Mum; show her “discipline” just like you did me.

Patrick – And you think that your Mum isn’t as strict as me, do you?

Patrick stops winding the music box, placing it back down on the table as Alexander stares at him puzzled
Alexander – What are you talking about?

Patrick – Do you remember that game we used to play; with this little toy?

Alexander – Yeah, I do.

Patrick – You see—Me and your Mum saw an—We saw the childish side in you when you were three years old; running around, kicking a football with the other kids in a Park. Me and your Mum; we didn’t like it, and your Mum told me to show you discipline. I was thinking about it, but your Mum; when she told me to teach you a lesson, I jumped to it.
Alexander – So Mum; she—She told you to—?

Patrick – That’s right; it was her idea for me to play Hide-And-Seek with you. Do you remember how it went?
Alexander – Clearly.

Patrick – Well—I wound the box up; until I couldn’t do it anymore, just like I have right now. Do you want to play that game again, Alex?

Patrick opens the music box and music begins to play softly

Patrick – Go on. Hide. 

Alexander rushes out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after he walks out and Patrick looks up, smirking slightly as the music continues to play
In the café with Deborah stood behind the till. Carly and Jack sat down opposite each other at a table

Carly – I—I decided to find him; Dad, I mean. And I found him, and he—He was all of a sudden this “Doctor,” I—He’d moved on. Who was I to invade in his life; just waltz my way back into it?

Jack – Then HOW did you?

Carly – I became his patient, and I—I began speaking to him; going out on little dinners with him, it—It was lovely. It really was, and then one night—One night we both got drunk, and we had sex. It was an accident; a mistake.

Jack – And I’m guessing that I’m this—“Mistake,” aren’t I?

Carly – You’re the best thing that has ever happened to me, Jack.

Carly grabs hold of Jack’s hand, sighing as she looks at him sadly

Carly – In the morning when I woke up, I told him the truth; that I was “Whitney” and he—He was so shocked; he was disgusted in himself, and it—It almost sent him down that dark road again, that tunnel; only there was no light at the end of the tunnel where Oliver was; where Dad was. Look, if you hate me; if you want nothing more to do with me then I completely understand. 

Carly stands, looking down at Jack as she sighs sadly

Carly – If you ever need me, you know how to get hold of me.

Carly walks out to the Marketplace, exiting as Jack puts his head in his hands, taking a deep breath as he sighs sadly

In the Marketplace with Sasha walking amongst the crowd; Carly enters, rushing out from the Marketplace towards the Hotel as a Cheryl enters, rushing over to Sasha; dropping her handbag, Sasha looks at

Sasha – WATCH IT!

Cheryl – I’m sorry, I was just—

Cheryl picks up her handbag, swinging it over her shoulder as she looks at Sasha

Cheryl – I’m sorry, alright?

Sasha – It’s fine, just—Just watch where you’re going, will you? 
Cheryl – I—I’m sorry; I—

Sasha – What’s your name? I’ve never seen you around these parts.

Alexander enters, walking over to Sasha

Alexander – Sasha, can have a word?

Sasha – Not now, Alex; I haven’t got time for—

Cheryl – My name is—It’s Cheryl, and I—I’m sorry, alright? I’m sorry.

Cheryl rushes down the Marketplace towards the Hotel, exiting as Sasha rolls her eyes, turning to Alexander

Sasha – What is it, Alex?

Alexander – You called him here, didn’t you; you called them BOTH here, didn’t you?

Sasha – What are you talking about? Who did I invite here?

Alexander – WHO DO YOU THINK?! MY PARENTS; YOU INVITED THEM BOTH ROUND, MY MUM AND DAD! YOU—YOU INVITED THEM ROUND!

Alexander stares at Sasha madly as Sasha stares at him puzzled

Sasha – You honestly think that I’d stay in touch with your parents, Alex? I haven’t heard a word of them for YEARS now; probably longer than what you have!

Alexander – I just—Why are they here? WHY ARE THEY HERE, SASHA?!

Alexander looks behind him, putting his hand on his head as a tear rolls down his cheek

Alexander – What do they want from me? What do they—

Sasha – Alex—

Alexander turns to Sasha, putting his hand off from his head as he looks at her; he begins to cry slightly

Sasha – Just—Look, just go back up to your flat; I—I don’t want anything to do with you, alright?

Alexander – You don’t understand, Sasha; I—

Sasha – I’m—I’m sorry.

Sasha walks down the Marketplace as Alexander goes the opposite direction to her towards the Hotel, exiting

Outside the Hotel in a Car Park; Georgina and Louise are sat down next to each other on the backseats of Patrick’s car, watching Alexander rush into the Hotel

Louise – Do you think that Patrick has told him that I invited you both round?

Georgina – I doubt it.

Louise – I just—He deserves it; he was going to kill me.

Georgina – But he didn’t, did he? Besides, me and Patrick turning up on Alex’s doorstep could ruffle a few feathers, couldn’t it?

Louise – Yeah, it could; just like mine did.

Patrick enters, walking out from the Marketplace and over to the car; climbing onto the driver’s seat and slamming the door behind him

Louise – Did you find them; either of them?

Patrick – No, I didn’t. Well, I saw Alex but he stormed off and as for—

Georgina – I’ll try calling her, I—

Patrick – NO, Georgina. Just—Just leave it.

Patrick stares the engine of the car

Louise – We are going to come back again, aren’t we?

Patrick – Oh, you bet we are.

Patrick drives the car out from the car park and onto the motorway, driving away from the Hotel as Sasha enters, walking out from the Marketplace; looking up at the Hotel, taking a deep breath as she sighs sadly
In the hallways with Alexander walking over to the front door of his flat, he puts a key into the lock, taking a deep breath as he sighs sadly, unlocking the door as swinging it open; closing the door behind him. He walks into the living room where the music box is on the table; a note is nearby the music box on the table and Alexander walks over to the table, picking it up and looking at it as it reads “Times up.” And Alexander freezes, looking up in horror 
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