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Episode 587
Outside the Hotel with Daniel and Tara stood nearby each other; they’re looking up at Deborah’s flat which has finished being rebuilt

Tara – I have to admit, your workers have done a great job for once, Daniel.

Daniel – Alright, Tara; like you could do a better job!

Tara – I was complimenting them! Besides, I suppose the Holmes family could do with a few luxury items, couldn’t they? 

Daniel – Yeah, well—They’ve lost all of their possessions, Tara; I have to be generous, don’t I?

Shirley enters, walking out from the Marketplace; Daniel and Tara both turn to her

Daniel – Ah, Shirley—!

Shirley – Not right now, I need to go back up to Elliot’s flat and—

Tara – Yeah, to pack your bags; including Oliver, Deborah and Izzy’s too!

Shirley stares at Tara puzzled

Shirley – I’m sorry?

Daniel takes a key out from his pocket, placing it in Shirley’s hand, smiling at her

Daniel – Let’s just call this an early Christmas present, yeah?

Daniel continues to smile at Shirley as Tara hugs Daniel; Shirley freezes, staring at Daniel puzzled in shock

In the Hospital Ward with Jasmine stood at Rosie’s incubator; Rosie is laid down, unconscious in the incubator on life-support – wired up. Kieran enters, walking over to her

Jasmine – I wasn’t expecting to see you here, Kieran!

Kieran – Neither was I. How is she; Rosie?

Jasmine – Not too good, I—I mean, all I can do now is hope.

Kieran – That’s all what we can do for now. 

Jasmine puts her hand on Rosie’s cheek and Kieran takes a deep breath, sighing nervously

Kieran – Jasmine, can I tell you something?

Jasmine – Well, is it good news or is it bad news?

Kieran – A mixture of both.

Jasmine – I’d rather you not tell me, then; I—I’ve had enough bad news for one year, you know? What, with Mum dying, and—And I just want a bit of peace, you know? A bit of peace from the BAD.

Ryan enters, holding two cups of coffee; he passes one to Jasmine as he stares at Kieran sadly

Ryan – Sophs was in a state when she was at your Dad’s flat; distraught.

Kieran – Well, maybe she shouldn’t have dumped me, then.

Jasmine – He’s not siding with anybody, Kieran; he’s just saying that—

Kieran – Do you know what? I don’t need all this grief; I’M NOT THE BAD PERSON HERE, ALRIGHT?!

Kieran storms out to the corridor, exiting; slamming the door behind him as Ryan stares at Jasmine puzzled

Ryan – What was that all about?

Jasmine shrugs her shoulder as she sips her drink and Ryan sighs, looking at her sadly

In Audrey’s living room with Bronwyn stood by the door; she’s looking down at the smashed glass table. Chaddy enters, standing nearby her
Chaddy – Your Dad; whenever he’s around all what seems to happen is something to do with drama.

Chaddy opens the curtains, turning to Bronwyn

Chaddy – That your Dad’s problem; he loves being the centre of attention.

Bronwyn – That’s not fair, Ryan.

Chaddy – Why isn’t it “fair”? Your Dad sexually abused you since you were a teenager; BEFORE THAT! He sexually abused me, Kimberly and—

Bronwyn – If your Dad did what your Dad has done to me, what would you think of him, Ryan? I mean, in your shoes it’s easy to say what you THINK I should think of him; “Paedophile.” “Evil.” “Twisted.” But I—I  think he’s none of those things, alright?

Chaddy – Then what word would you describe him as, Bronwyn? ONE word. Just ONE WORD to describe—

Bronwyn – “TROUBLED”! That’s my word for you, Ryan; DOES THAT SATISY YOU?!

Bronwyn stares at Chaddy madly before storms out to the corridor, exiting; slamming the door behind her as Chaddy takes a deep breath, sighing madly

In the Hospital Ward with Jasmine and Ryan sat down nearby Rosie in her incubator unconscious; Doctor Jenkins is sat down nearby them

Doctor Jenkins – The good news is that Rosie is regaining consciousness.

Jasmine and Ryan both sigh with relief, holding each other’s hands tightly

Doctor Jenkins – But the bad news is that when she wakes up, she may not survive for a long duration of time.

Jasmine and Ryan both stare at Doctor Jenkins puzzled

Ryan – What do you mean, Doctor Jenkins?

Doctor Jenkins – I mean that the drug overdose which Rosie had last month; it—It was too heavy for her. We couldn’t get all of the drug out from her body and—

Jasmine – Then try harder.

Ryan – Jas—

Jasmine – I’m not asking you, alright? I’m BEGGING you! I’M BEGGING, I JUST WANT—I want Rosie to celebrate Christmas with her Mum, Dad, sister; her FAMILY! THAT’S ALL I WANT!

Doctor Jenkins – Jasmine, please listen to—

Jasmine – YOU DON’T UNDERSTAND, I—In the fact thirteen months I have lost BOTH my Mum and my sister Roxy; I can’t lose my little girl, too; I just—I can’t—I—

Ryan puts his arm around Jasmine, pulling her in close to him as Jasmine continues to cry, breaking down in his arms

Ryan – It’s okay, Jasmine. It’s going to be okay.

Jasmine continues to breakdown in Ryan’s arms as Doctor Jenkins sighs, looking over at an unconscious Rosie laid down in her incubator

In the Marketplace with Jack and Rach stood at the card stall; Jack is looking through the cards and Rach is staring at Vanessa stood nearby Phil madly – Tiffany is laid down in her pram nearby Vanessa (baby Hannah – Rach’s daughter) 

Vanessa – So, when is the funeral?

Phil – It’s not until the New Year; I just—I don’t want Christmas to be ruined by a funeral, you know?

Vanessa – Whatever you want, Phil.

Phil – Are you going back up to the flat whilst I go up to the flat?

Vanessa – Yeah, this little one needs a sleep, doesn’t she?

Phil – This is going to be the best Christmas ever, alright? I promise. 

Vanessa – What are you getting me, Phil?

Vanessa puts her hand on Phil’s face, smiling at him

Phil – You’ll have to wait and see.

Vanessa smiles at him again before they both kiss each other

Jack – What’s your Mum’s favourite colour, Rach?

Rach – Just get a “Get Well Soon” card, Jack; it’s not life-changing, is it?

Jack – Alright, I’m only trying to help!

Rach – I just—I just want to hold her again, Jack; that’s all I want.

Rach looks at Jack with tears in her eyes. Jack sighs, looking at her sadly

Jack – Come on, Rach; you’re better than this, you really are.  

Rach – She’s my daughter, Jack; my little girl. How can I be “strong” if I’ve already given up?

Jack sighs sadly, hugging Rach as Rach hugs him back. Deborah enters, walking out from the café; Shirley enters, rushing over to her

Shirley – DEBORAH! DEBORAH, PICK IZZY UP FROM SCHOOL!

Deborah – What is it, Mum?

Shirley – IT’S OUR FLAT; IT’S BEEN REBUILT, AND IT’S—It’s all been refurbished! We’ve got our flat back, Deborah; our home!

Shirley smiles at Deborah with tears in her eyes as Deborah smiles back at her; laughing slightly

In Audrey’s kitchen with Chaddy stood at the kitchen counter chopping onions on a chopping board. Bronwyn enters; she has tears in her eyes

Bronwyn – What are you making this time; Lasagne?

Chaddy – No actually, I’m cooking us a Spaghetti Bolognaise; if that’s okay?

Bronwyn – I don’t mind what we have. 

Chaddy – I’ve invited Amy round.

Bronwyn – Amy; why—

Chaddy turns to Bronwyn; still holding the knife in his hand

Chaddy – You don’t NEED to explain why you took it, just—Just tell her the truth; be honest with her.

Bronwyn – Amy doesn’t deserve the truth—EVER.

Chaddy – She’s my sister, Bronwyn; she’s my family.
Bronwyn – And I’m your fiancée, Ryan; don’t you want ME to be part of your family?

Bronwyn looks at Chaddy with tears in her eyes as Chaddy sighs sadly; there’s knocking at the front door coming from the corridor and Chaddy walks out to the corridor, exiting as Bronwyn puts her hand on her head; taking a deep breath as she sighs nervously
In the Dirty Duck Pub crowded with people; Tara and Daniel are stood at the bar opposite Lauren and Jay who are stood behind the bar nearby each other. Rach enters, walking over to the bar, leaning on it; she’s followed by Jack

Jack – Rach, come on—

Rach – I don’t need babysitting, Jack; I just need—I need a drink. Lauren, get us a drink, would you? Vodka and Tonic, please.

Lauren – Sure, coming right up.

Lauren walks along behind the bar over to Jay

Jay – What are we going to do about them; about Tara, especially?

Lauren – Daniel’s the owner of this Hotel and Tara is his wife, Jay; we need to keep in both of their good books, don’t we?

Jay – Why don’t you let them know about your HIV; tell them what SHE—

Lauren – Don’t pin ALL of the blame on Tara, Jay; half of it is your fault.

Lauren picks up an empty glass from behind the bar; beginning to pour some vodka and tonic into it 

Jack – Have you taken your medication today; for your Agoraphobia?

Rach – And what if I haven’t, Jack? Would that make me a “bad girl,” will it? 

Jack – You need to keep your life on track, Rach; with Hannah taken away from you, you—

Rach – She’s not called “Hannah” anymore though, is she? No—NO! NO, SHE’S CALLED “Tiffany”! And she definitely isn’t my daughter; not anymore.

Rach storms out to the Reception, exiting as Jack takes a deep breath; looking at Lauren as he sighs sadly

In Deborah’s living room with Oliver stood up, looking around the refurbished flat. Deborah enters, walking over to him

Deborah – They’ve done a good job on this flat, haven’t they? 

Oliver – Yeah, they have. But what about your old possessions?

Deborah – You mean photos; items?

Oliver – Yeah, I do.

Deborah – They don’t mean anything. If they mean ANYTHING to you; photos of people like—People like David or Sarah; they’re in my head, they’re in my memories.

Izzy enters, standing by the door

Oliver – You see? If I lost all of my things, I’d have lost it by now.

Deborah – No you wouldn’t have, and that’s because you have me; we have each other.

Oliver smiles at Deborah and Deborah smiles back before they kiss each other

Izzy – Mum, Grandma wants you; she thinks that she found a bunch of photos.

Deborah – Really?!

Deborah rushes out to the corridor, exiting

Oliver – Things will get better soon, you know?

Izzy – We haven’t lost half as much as what Imane will have done, will we?

Oliver – No, we—This room is mainly the room which—

Izzy – Vanessa; she—Oliver, I feel—I feel as though I can trust you, alright? 

Oliver – Of course you can trust me, Izzy.

Oliver sits down on the sofa, looking at Izzy; smiling slightly

Oliver – I’m your step-Dad; I’m here for you.

Izzy – And you’d side with me; even if it’s about Vanessa?

Oliver – It depends what you’re planning on telling me.

Izzy – I—Oliver, she’s been hurting me, and I—

Izzy looks at Oliver as a tear rolls down her cheek; she stares at him nervously as she takes a deep breath

Izzy – And I don’t think that Phil was the one who ran Jake over; had him paralysed, I—I think that it was Vanessa.

Oliver – There’s no need to throw accusations around, Izzy; I—

Izzy – It’s not an accusation, though; not to me. I’m ALMOST certain about it, Oliver; I—Do you know what? I AM certain that Vanessa paralysed her OWN Son!

Izzy stares at Oliver madly as Oliver takes a deep breath, sighing madly as he looks at her
In Audrey’s kitchen with Amy, Chaddy and Bronwyn sat down around the table; they each have a plate of Spaghetti Bolognaise

Amy – This is really nice, Ryan; thank you for inviting me round!

Chaddy – It’s fine, Amy; honestly. Besides, I—Bronwyn; she has something to tell you.

Bronwyn – I do?

Amy – What is it? Are you both expecting a child, or—? Engaged?

Chaddy – No, neither.

Bronwyn – Ryan, please—Please, you don’t have to do this, alright?

Chaddy – I can’t have her go through a lie; not again, Bronwyn.

Amy – “Lie”? What’s going on here? I want answers.

Chaddy – Your briefcase; the one full of money, I—I took it. Bronwyn found it last night; went mental at me for it, and I—I invited you round to tell you the truth.

Bronwyn – No—No, Amy; that’s not true. That is not—

Amy – Do you know what, Ryan?

Amy stands, looking down at Chaddy madly; taking a stack of twenty pound notes out from her pocket, throwing it at his face

Amy – Take my money. TAKE MY MONEY, GO ON; PICK IT UP!

Chaddy looks up at Amy madly as Amy kneels down by him; staring at him madly in the face

Amy – You’re DEAD to me.

Amy storms out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after she walks out and Chaddy stands

Bronwyn – Why did you do that? Why did you protect me?

Chaddy – Because you’ve gone through enough to have Amy on your case, alright?

Bronwyn – I can handle Amy, alright? I’ll go and get her now; tell her the truth, I’ll tell her that I was the one who—

Chaddy – No. No, Bronwyn; I—

Chaddy grabs hold of Bronwyn’s hands, looking at her sadly

Chaddy – I want to spend the rest of my life with you, alright? We have to stick by each other—No matter what.

Bronwyn smiles at Chaddy with tears in her eyes and they hug each other; Bronwyn looks over his shoulder, sighing sadly

In the Marketplace with Rach stood outside the Shop. Jack enters, rushing over to her

Jack – Rach, come back to the flat; have your medication, alright?

Rach – NO! No, you can’t tell me what to do, Jack! YOU CAN’T!

Jack – IF YOU CARRY ON ACTING LIKE THIS, THEN CHANCES ARE AT THE TRIAL THEY WILL USE THIS AGAINST YOU!

Rach – Well, guess what?

Rach picks up a brick from the floor nearby her, staring at Jack madly

Rach – My chances of getting Tiffany back are limited, so—

Rach throws the brick at the Shop window – smashing it - as Imane enters; watching Rach throw the brick at the Shop window in shock

Jack – RACH, WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU’RE—

Imane – WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!

Imane stares at Rach madly as Rach freezes, staring at Imane nervously in shock
In the Club Office with Amy stood up behind the desk; she has her mobile phone in her hand and she rings “FAREED” which is in her contact list; she puts it to her ear

Amy – It’s me.

Amy takes a deep breath, rolling her eyes

Amy – Yeah. Yeah, he actually thinks that I’m buying it, too. I know that he’s looking after her; sticking up for his precious Bronwyn.

Amy sits down on the desk; still with the mobile phone to her ear

Amy – I want you to make a change to the plan; instead of shooting Judy I want you to shoot Bronwyn. Let’s give my brother a Christmas which he’ll never forget, yeah?

Amy hangs up, placing the mobile phone on the desk nearby her as she looks up; smirking  
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