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INT. KITCHEN, HOME 1 - DAY
CAROL (late 50s) is washing the breakfast dishes. 
Carol is nervous and agitated and can’t focus. She removes her hands from the washing-up bowl, sighs, and nurses her bruised wrists.

Wincing, she pulls her sleeves down to cover the bruises, picks up a phone and dials a number. She cancels the call and looks anxiously over her shoulder at the door. There’s no one there.

Carol sighs, pulls herself together and redials the number.  
CAROL

(into phone)

It’s me. 

CUT TO:
INT. HOME 2 - DAY

BETHAN (mid 30s) is holding a phone, her daughter MEGAN (almost 13), is beside her.
BETHAN

(into phone)

Yes – I’m fine. Are you OK?

. . .
Good, that’s good.
. . .
He’s very busy, yes. Too busy really, a bit stressed out.
. . .
She’s doing well – It’s a good school.

. . .
Quickly then.

Bethan hands the phone to Megan.

Megan listens for a moment.

MEGAN
(into phone)

. . .
It’s a bit boring. 
. . .

Thank you. That’s all right.
. . .
I love you too.

Bethan snatches the phone.

BETHAN

(into phone)

I’d better go, you know what he’s like.

. . .
Yes of course.

Bethan switches the phone off and puts it down.

The door opens and Bethan’s husband NEIL (mid to late 30s) comes into the room. He’s carrying a bundle of holiday brochures.

Bethan is on edge, not sure if Neil noticed she was using the phone

BETHAN

Oh Neil. You’re back.
NEIL

So?

BETHAN
Nothing.

CUT TO:
INT. KITCHEN, HOME 1 - DAY

CAROL squeezes back a tear and puts the phone down. She takes a photograph from her bag on the worktop and looks at it sadly. The photo is of Bethan, Megan and Neil.

Carol’s husband BRIAN (early 60s) comes in from the garden.
BRIAN

(mumbling to himself)

Bloody slugs.
Carol fumbles as she puts the photo back into her bag.

BRIAN (cont’d)
What’s that?

Carol pretends not to hear.

BRIAN (cont’d)



(getting angry)
Carol! I said, what’s that?

CAROL

Nothing.
BRIAN
For god’s sake, give it here.
Brian shoves Carol aside as he grabs for her bag. She bumps her hip against a kitchen unit and moves away from him.

He takes the photo out and looks at it.

BRIAN (cont’d)
Typical, I might have known. You just can’t let it go, can you? She’s not our daughter any more – you have to accept it.
Brian shakes his head and looks at Carol with disdain. He crumples the photo and throws it into the dirty washing-up water.
BRIAN (cont’d)
(nodding towards the sink)

You’re behind today. Time you stopped pining for things you can’t have. It’s never going to happen – OK? Just get that into your thick skull.
Carol is horrified but backs away from him, controlling her emotions.
BRIAN (cont’d)
What are you up to today? Might be a good chance for you to get this place shipshape – take your mind off that lot. (nodding at the crumpled photo) I’ll be in the garden most of the day.
CAROL

I could help if you like. I noticed the borders needed weeding when I put the washing out earlier.
BRIAN

I don’t think so. Looks like you’ve got plenty to do inside, if you can stop daydreaming long enough. 
CAROL
(nervously)
I was thinking of popping into town later – just for an hour, there’s that new shopping centre – lots of opening offers . . . 
BRIAN
What’s the point of that? You can’t spend what we don’t have. I’ve told you Carol, we’ll just have to manage.
CAROL

And then there’s the jobcentre. There might be something going.
BRIAN
You’re joking? Look at you. Who’d employ you, at your age?

CAROL

I could get a few hours in a shop or something. Even that would help, surely?
BRIAN
Huh! What makes you think a few pennies is going to make a difference. You’ll have to do better than that – if we’re going to hang on to this place.
CUT TO:

INT. HOME 2 - DAY

NEIL is pacing the room, holiday brochures under his arm. BETHAN and MEGAN are sitting quietly. Megan is playing with her mobile phone.
NEIL

I know it’s been hard lately, but we’re doing all right now aren’t we? So, despite everything, I thought we should have a proper holiday this year.

BETHAN

Don’t be silly Neil. We’re only just getting by. We can’t afford a holiday.
NEIL

Ah! That’s where you’re wrong. Someone up there believes in me, even if you don’t.
Neil pulls a platinum credit card from his pocket.
NEIL (cont’d)
Mad buggers just gave it to me.
BETHAN

More debt Neil? You know what happened last time. How can you take on more . . . 
NEIL

Oh shush. You worry too much.
BETHAN

We’ll never get straight if you carry on like that. I’d rather go without.
NEIL

We won’t go without anything. Anyway, let me worry about that. (beat) Who was that on the phone just now?
BETHAN

When you came in you mean?

Neil drops the brochures on the coffee table with a thud and turns sharply towards Bethan

NEIL

It was your mother wasn’t it? 
BETHAN

And? I can talk to my mother if I like. You don’t own me.
Megan is testing the ring tones on her phone, trying to ignore her parents.

NEIL

How many times do we need to discuss this? We don’t need them Bethan. She’s just as bad as him in her way. He’s a poisonous old toad and she’s getting dafter by the day.
Megan’s phone emits an irritating ring tone.
NEIL (cont’d)
(snapping at Megan)

Shut that racket up Megan.

Megan pointedly ignores him.
BETHAN

They’re family Neil. My family – and Megan’s family too. It’s time to bury that hatchet.
NEIL

After the way he treated us? You don’t do that in a real family.
BETHAN

You weren’t the only one to lose out, and anyway, he blames you, losing that contract, with your arrogance

NEIL

My arrogance? That’s rich.

Megan stops playing with her phone and stands up.

MEGAN

I’m going out.
BETHAN

Stay there Megan . . . (to Neil) Make an effort for your daughter’s sake at least. What have you got to lose?
NEIL

I’m not kowtowing to that old monster.

BETHAN

He’s not a monster, and you’re just as bad, worse even. He was a good father to me.
NEIL
Liar. You told me you hardly ever saw him, when you were growing up. He was a workaholic.
BETHAN

But he was working for us, for his family, and when he wasn’t he was a fantastic father.
NEIL

Are you suggesting that I’m not?
BETHAN

You are who you are Neil.

MEGAN

Can I at least go to my room then?
Neil sees the effect his mood has on his daughter and makes the effort to control himself.
CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN, HOME 1 - DAY

CAROL and BRIAN are sitting at the table having a cup of tea and some fig rolls.

BRIAN

These fig rolls are dry. What have you done to them? 

CAROL

Nothing. I only bought them yesterday. They seem fine to me.

BRIAN

You want to take more care. These small shopkeepers – they can take advantage.
CAROL

Sorry.

BRIAN

I hate these cheap brands.

Brian throws the fig roll down, picks up the local paper and flicks through it.

BRIAN (cont’d)
Bloody rag.

CAROL

Brian?

BRIAN

What?

CAROL

You know it’s Megan’s birthday tomorrow.

Brian ignores her.

CAROL (cont’d)
She’s going to be a teenager.
BRIAN

So what.
CAROL

I miss her.

BRIAN

What am I supposed to do about it?
CAROL

I didn’t say . . . 
BRIAN

Look, she’s got her father. She doesn’t need me. And she doesn’t need you either. I told you, we don’t have a daughter or a granddaughter any more. Bethan made her choice.
CAROL

Bethan didn’t have any choice Brian. She had to stand by Neil, what else was she going to do? She’s got her own family to think about.
BRIAN

Exactly. She doesn’t belong to us anymore. She’s made her bed with that husband of hers. Have you forgotten what he did to us? Another couple of years and I could have retired comfortably.
CAROL

It’s just the way things are now. Times are tough, it’s happening all over. It wasn’t his fault.
BRIAN

Oh shut up. You just don’t get it do you? He’s a dangerous pig-headed idiot and if I ever see him again I’ll . . .
Brian gets up and paces around, trying to control his rising temper, clenching and unclenching his fists. He has a little trouble breathing.
Carol has seen Brian like this too many times before; she knows he’s ready to explode.
CAROL

You’re right . . .

BRIAN

Of course I am. (wheezing) I’ve dealt with his type all my life, stab you in the back soon as spit on you.
Brian opens a drawer and scrabbles about inside it.
BRIAN (cont’d)

Where’s my pump? Where’s my bloody pump?

Carol gets up and opens another drawer. She finds the pump and hands it to Brian. He takes a couple of puffs.
CAROL

You shouldn’t get so worked up Brian, it’s not good for you. How about I go to the shops and get you something special for lunch.

BRIAN
(still recovering)
All right. Don’t dawdle though, and don’t go mouthing off about our business – just keep it shut, OK.
Carol nods.

CUT TO:

INT. HOME 2 - DAY

BETHAN, MEGAN and NEIL are sitting in a nervous silence reading holiday brochures.

NEIL

What about Brittany?

BETHAN

Sounds nice.

NEIL

Rome then.

BETHAN

Rome is nice I’m sure.

NEIL

For god’s sake. Sicily? Trinidad? Florida? Show some interest at least.

Bethan stiffens

BETHAN

I don’t mind. I’d just as well not bother if it means spending money we don’t have.
NEIL

I’ve told you, let me worry about that. What about you Megan? What do you fancy? What about Disneyland Paris? You’ve always wanted to go there.
MEGAN

It’s childish. I don’t care anyway – it’s all boring.

BETHAN

I don’t want any more debt Neil.

NEIL

What’s the point? I’m just trying to do the best for my family.
Neil stands up and throws the holiday brochures down so that they scatter over the floor.

NEIL (cont’d)
To hell with this. I’m off out.
CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN, HOME 1 - DAY

CAROL comes in from the shops and empties her bags on the kitchen worktop.
She retrieves an envelope from the pile and opens it. It is a “Now you’re a teenager” birthday card. 
She puts it carefully back in the envelope, kisses it and pushes it to the back of a drawer.

Carol busies herself putting things away and tidying up.

She sees the photo that got soaked earlier beside the sink. It is buckled and warped. She presses the photo between some tea towels to try to flatten it but it’s ruined.

Carol pauses and stares in silence for a few moments. She sighs and puts the photo in the bin.
CUT TO:

INT. HOME 2 - DAY

BETHAN and MEGAN are tidying up the lounge.
MEGAN
Can I go to town with my friends on Saturday then?
BETHAN

You’re only 12 Megan.

MEGAN

I’ll be 13 tomorrow.

Bethan laughs and shakes her head

BETHAN

You’ll learn.
MEGAN

Why can’t I do as I want? Catrina does, and Anna – they go out all the time.

BETHAN

There’s plenty of time – for you. One day you’ll be off to university. You’ll have your own life.

MEGAN

You went to university.

BETHAN

Yes.

MEGAN

Then why haven’t you got your own life? You don’t do anything except cook and tidy up.

BETHAN

I’m looking for a job Megan, you know that. It takes a lot of time, it’s not easy now, but things will change.

MEGAN

 We never even get to see Grandma any more.

BETHAN

It’s complicated.

MEGAN

It’s not complicated. You and Dad just make it complicated.

BETHAN

Your father . . . .

MEGAN

Him! He’s always out working or fishing or something.
BETHAN

Times are hard Megan. You can’t always get what you want.
MEGAN

People still have to do things. It won’t cost much, just the bus fare and a cappuccino or something. I’ll help around the house, or I could get a job.
BETHAN

I don’t know Megan, you’re too young. And it’s not just about the money.
MEGAN

Please Mum.

BETHAN

We’ll see.

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN, HOME 1 - DAY

CAROL is nervously and clumsily laying the table for lunch. She knocks a cup off the table – it smashes on the kitchen floor. 

CAROL

Shit!

She yanks a cupboard door open and drags out a dustpan and brush, then frantically brushes the mess up while looking anxiously at the back door.

Carol manages to get the mess in the bin and the dustpan and brush back in the cupboard. 
As she replaces the cup on the table, the back door opens and BRIAN comes in from the garden. He goes straight to the sink to wash his hands.

BRIAN

What’s for lunch?

CAROL

Some nice smoked haddock, and your lovely own grown runner beans.

BRIAN

Huh! I thought you were doing something special.

CAROL

We don’t usually have haddock.

BRIAN

I don’t even like haddock.

CAROL

You used to love it.

BRIAN

After all these years you still know nothing about me.

CAROL

Sorry, shall I make something else? What about some pasta – it won’t take long.
BRIAN

It’s too late now. The fish will have to do.

Brian sits at the table in front of an empty plate.

BRIAN (cont’d)
Where is it then? It’s past time. You know my stomach.
CAROL

It won’t be long, sorry.

Carol lifts the lid off a saucepan that’s steaming on the cooker and peers in.

CAROL (cont’d)
Less than 5 minutes.
Brian thumps his fist on the table, rattling the plates. He stands up.

BRIAN

You’re bloody useless. I might as well do everything for myself.

Brian moves around the room shaking his head.

Carol squashes herself against the cooker

BRIAN

What are you good for?

Carol winces but keeps quiet.
CAROL
(mumbling to herself)
This too will pass.

Brian is yanking open cupboards and drawers, pulling stuff out and throwing it all over the kitchen.

BRIAN

There’s nothing here.

Carol moves around the kitchen to keep out of his way.

Brian pulls a drawer out and tips it on the floor.

BRIAN (cont’d)
This place is a bloody mess.

He reaches into the mess and picks up the birthday card that Carol bought for Megan.

BRIAN (cont’d)
What’s this?
Carol shakes her head.

BRIAN (cont’d)
Bloody bitch.

She leans back against the worktop. There is a large kitchen knife on the chopping board. She shuffles nervously, her gaze moving between the knife and her husband.

Brian tears up the card, throwing the pieces into the air.
He moves menacingly towards Carol.

END OF PART ONE

PART TWO
10 minutes later

INT. KITCHEN, HOME 1 - DAY

The kitchen is a mess, the torn up birthday card is scattered on the floor amongst the detritus from the drawers and cupboards.

BRIAN is standing near the sink, his face blank, sated. He looks across at the table where CAROL is sitting, hunched over, eyes cast down, trying to minimise the noise from her sobbing. She has fresh bruises on her wrists.
Brian shakes his head and moves around the room looking at the mess.

BRIAN (cont’d)

I suppose I’d better clear this up.

Brian leans down and picks a packet of freezer bags up.

BRIAN (cont’d)

Where do these go?

Carol flinches but does not respond.

BRIAN (cont’d)

Oh, I don’t know. What the hell am I supposed to do with all this? I don’t know where everything goes.

He’s starting to get wound up again.

BRIAN (cont’d)

There’s no rhyme nor reason in this place.

CAROL

(weakly)

I’ll do it.

BRIAN

What?

Carol chokes back the sobs.

CAROL

Leave it alone – I’ll do it.

BRIAN

Good, good. Um, I’ll leave you to it then, there’s a lot to do in the garden – slugs.
Brian picks his way over the mess towards the door.

Carol watches him silently.

CUT TO:
INT. HOME 2 - DAY

BETHAN and MEGAN are washing up at the sink.

BETHAN

Are you looking forward to your birthday Megan? – it’s a big one.

MEGAN

So I’ll be old enough to go to town with my friends then, won’t I.
BETHAN

I told you, it depends. Let me talk to your father.
MEGAN

Can I at least have them over for my birthday?

BETHAN
No Megan, you can’t.
MEGAN

Why can’t I?

BETHAN

Because your father is taking us to see a film. I’m sure we’ll stop for a pizza afterwards. You can have some chips too, if you like.
MEGAN

I don’t want a pizza . . .

Bethan sighs

MEGAN (cont’d)
I want a party.

Bethan turns to Megan, pulls her close and hugs her.

BETHAN

Come here Megan.

Megan pushes her away.

MEGAN
I’m not a kid any more Mum.

BETHAN

Your father is very protective, that’s all.
MEGAN
He’s horrible.
BETHAN

Don’t say that, he’s got a lot on his plate.

MEGAN

Why are men so nasty?

Megan cries in frustration and walks away.

BETHAN

Oh no love, don’t think like that. Not all men are the same.
(then under her breath)

Or so they say. 
CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN, HOME 1 - DAY

CAROL is finishing tidying up the mess from earlier. 
She sees Brian’s asthma pump on the floor and bends to pick it up. She turns it over in her hand and presses the pump so that a few puffs escape into the room. 

Carol turns the pump over in her hand again and throws it in the bin with a look of contempt.

She shakes her head and sits down at the kitchen table with an exhausted sigh.
Carol pulls her sleeves down to hide the bruises.

BRIAN comes in from outside and sits down opposite her.

Brian reaches across the table and takes Carol’s hands in his.

She shudders.
He looks directly at her.

She can’t look at him.

BRIAN
Carol, I know . . . that shouldn’t have happened, but you know how sensitive I am. It’s just . . . sometimes I think . . . you don’t care. You are the only thing I’ve got left. I don’t want to hurt you. I want to look after you. I need you.
Carol lifts her head and looks him in the eyes.

CAROL

I don’t believe you. If I was that important, things wouldn’t be like this. Actions speak louder Brian.
BRIAN
How can I show you . . . what if I booked us a table at The Cinnamon Tree? Or we could go to that pub you like in town, I’ll drive. That would be a start. We haven’t been out for weeks. 

CAROL




(quietly)

Months.

BRIAN

We could even get a taxi.
Carol shakes her head and takes a deep breath.

CAROL
No. Not that.

BRIAN
What then? All you’ve got to do is say.
CAROL

There’s no point.

BRIAN

The point is that I can show you that I care. Come on Carol. What can I do to show you that I mean it?

CAROL
We could drive over to Bethan’s and get Megan a birthday present on the way.

Brian shakes his head in exasperation.
BRIAN
Why does it have to involve them? After everything I said? You know how I feel.
CAROL
But I want to see them. What about what I want?
BRIAN
Suddenly it’s about you again. It’s always about you – what you want.
CAROL
Megan means everything to me. She’s our only grandchild.
Brian releases Carol’s hands and thumps the table.

BRIAN
Get this into your head - I really don’t care if I never see her again. She is nothing to me. Nothing.
CAROL

You don’t mean that. You can’t mean that. And even if you do, what about me, what she means to me?
Brian paces the room. He laughs cruelly, mocking her.
BRIAN (cont’d)
What about me? What about poor little old me? (beat) What about you?
Brian stops and faces Carol, she freezes.

BRIAN (cont’d)
Well?

Carol can only manage a shrug.
BRIAN (cont’d)
And what about me then?
Brian points aggressively at himself.

 BRIAN (cont’d)
And now there’s nowhere to go . . . to get away from . . .  this. 
CAROL
There’s always somewhere to go, something you can do. Things can change. Things do change.
BRIAN
It’s too late Carol, there’s no more changes, no more chances. We’re past it Carol, it’s all over for us – kaput!
Brian mimics drawing a knife across his neck
CAROL
You’re wrong Brian. Life can change on a sixpence, just like that. In my experience . . . 

BRIAN
Pah! What do you know? What have you ever done? Part-time work in the post office. Just a dogsbody, a bloody poodle, that’s all you were.

CAROL
I loved that job. I gave it up for you.
BRIAN
Is that how you wanted to spend the rest of your life then? Yes sir. No Sir. Shall I lick your stamps sir? Is that what you wanted?

CAROL
It was never about that Brian, (a beat) but that was then, and all I want now is for you to be happier. You never used to be like this.
BRIAN
What do you expect? It’s all over. Everything I worked for all those years, it’s all gone, it’s worth nothing.
CAROL
It was never worth anything – not really, what’s important is love Brian, love and respect.
BRIAN

My whole life? Worth nothing? That just about sums your attitude up doesn’t it? I bet you wish I was dead. At least you’d get the insurance. You’d be better off if I was dead.
CAROL
No Brian. There’s always hope, we can change anything, everything. All I want is for this to end, all I want is for you to . . . 
BRIAN
Rubbish. What do you really want? Anything, go on . . . go on . . . go on. Say it.
Recognising that Brian’s temper has reached boiling point, Carol shrinks back into herself  

CAROL
Nothing.

BRIAN
Anything, go on.
CAROL
Nothing.

BRIAN
Don’t give me that dumb stubborn bitch routine. What do you want? Let’s hear it. The truth.

CAROL
I just want to see our granddaughter.

BRIAN
Ah! You devious cow. You don’t care about me at all. Never have. Never will.
Brian moves towards Carol.

Carol realises that Brian has gone over the edge. She stands up and moves away from him.

CAROL
Please Brian . . . No!

Brian grabs her wrists and pulls her towards him, then shoves her aside so she falls against the table.

She recovers and screams at him.

CAROL (cont’d)
Bastard!

Carol lifts her arm and lashes out at him.

He laughs and easily dodges her, raising his own arm as if to hit her.

She staggers back against the worktop and sees the knife on the chopping board.

She tries to grab it.

Brian reaches out and grabs her clothes, yanking her away.
She pulls herself loose and runs out of the kitchen towards the lounge.
He follows laughing cruelly.

CUT TO:

INT. HOME 2 - DAY

NEIL has just come back in. BETHAN and MEGAN are staring silently at him.

NEIL



(thinks he’s funny)
What’s the matter with you two? I haven’t murdered your budgie - I’ve booked a holiday.

Bethan and Megan are startled out of their silence.

BETHAN
What?

MEGAN
Oh no Dad, not . . .

NEIL
Someone had to make a decision. Don’t worry, it’s a lovely place – you’ll both feel right at home there
BETHAN
Not the cottage in Wales? 
MEGAN
Again!

Neil chuckles.

NEIL
Better the devil you know.

BETHAN
Oh come on Neil. You promised we’d never go there again – after the flood.
MEGAN
And it’s boring.

NEIL
Peaceful.

MEGAN
You’ll be fishing all day and we’ll be brain dead looking at sheep and fields.

NEIL

Shush Megan.

Neil mimics the action of casting a fishing rod.

MEGAN

And you won’t catch anything.

NEIL
There’s that farm place, they even have monkeys there, then there’s that supermarket – it’s got everything.

MEGAN
It’s not even an Extra.

NEIL
Shut up now Megan, that’s enough.
MEGAN

I won’t.

NEIL

I said shut up. (he spells it out) S. H. U. T.   U. P. Shut up.
BETHAN
Neil? Don’t talk to her like that.
NEIL
(to Megan and/or Bethan)

You’re getting more like your mother every day.

MEGAN
It’s not fair.

NEIL

(turning on Megan angrily)

Shut up – I told you.

MEGAN
No!
BETHAN
(to Megan)

Leave it now Megan. 
MEGAN
No!
CUT TO:

INT. LOUNGE, HOME 1 - DAY

CAROL is sitting on the floor propped up against the settee. BRIAN is standing over her, shaking with anger.

Brian is short of breath and wheezing.

CAROL
This has to stop Brian. Look what it’s doing to us – to you. 

BRIAN
Ssh! I just need my pump.
CAROL
You never used to be like this. Can’t you see that we can get through this – together.
Brian’s wheezing is getting worse, he has difficulty saying more than 2 or 3 words at the same time.
BRIAN
Get through . . . together . . .  have to . . .  put up with . . .  pathetic face . . . all day . . . every day.

CAROL
Not now Brian. You need help. You need a doctor.
BRIAN
Shut up . . . my pump . . .

CAROL
It . . . It was in the drawer, in the kitchen. If you let me get up.
BRIAN
Should . . .  got rid of you . . . years ago . . .  when had . . .  chance . . .  when was young . . .  was well.
CAROL



(quietly)
I wish.

BRIAN
You’ve done to me . . . turned me into . . . garden gnome . . . hate . . .  bloody flowers . . . allergic.
CAROL
Your pump . . .
BRIAN
Shut up . . . shut up . . . shut up . . . 

Brian lashes out at Carol with his foot. She dodges the kick easily by shifting her body sideways.
Brian tries to kick her again.

Carol grabs his foot and he topples over backwards, landing on the floor with a thud.

Brian rolls on the floor clutching his chest and wheezing.
BRIAN
Blood-dy  . . . bitch.
Brian can hardly talk, he’s too busy trying to breathe.

Carol gets up with a few huffs and puffs and stands over Brian. She is shaking with nerves.

CAROL
I used to love you Brian and by god I’ve tried to keep on loving you. But it’s gone Brian, it’s all gone.
Brian is getting weaker. The wheezing stops.
CAROL (cont’d)
But I don’t hate you Brian. I thought I did and I hated myself for allowing it (beat) all this. I felt guilty Brian, I just sat there and took it because I felt guilty. How did you manage to pull that one off eh? Me? Guilty?
Brian reaches out to her wordlessly. His lips turn blue.
CAROL (cont’d)
It doesn’t matter anymore, because it’s over now Brian – it’s finished.

Carol becomes calm and stares at Brian unblinkingly, as the fear and pleading in his eyes turns to resignation
CUT TO:

INT. HOME 2 - DAY

NEIL is blocking the door with his arms up. He is laughing as MEGAN tries to hit him, her arms flailing. He blocks the blows easily until one catches him on the side of his head.

NEIL
Ouch! Calm down Megan.

Megan tries to push past him. He won’t move
MEGAN
Let me out.

BETHAN looks on anxiously.

There is a moment of silence as Megan gets her strength back.

Neil smiles and shakes his head at Bethan.

NEIL (cont’d)
Kids eh!

Megan tries to get past again.

MEGAN

Bastard!
NEIL

What?
BETHAN
That’s enough Megan. Neil, let her go out.
NEIL

You’re joking.
The telephone rings.

BETHAN

Stay put you two.

Bethan grabs the phone.

BETHAN (cont’d)
(into phone)

Hello.
NEIL
Not now . . . 

BETHAN
(into phone)

Oh, it’s you Mum . . . what’s the matter?

NEIL
Not now Bethan.

Bethan listens intently for a moment. Neil and Megan freeze – waiting.
BETHAN

(into phone)

Oh no Mum
. . .
OK
. . .
as soon as we can.

Bethan switches the phone off and puts it down. She turns towards Neil and Megan, her face ashen.
NEIL
Well?

BETHAN
It’s Dad. He’s dead. Asthma attack.
Neil’s and Megan’s reaction.

CUT TO:

INT. LOUNGE, HOME 1 - DAY

A week or so later.

CAROL, BETHAN, MEGAN and NEIL are gathered in the lounge. They are dressed in funeral garb. Used empty cups and half-eaten sandwiches are spread over the surfaces.
BETHAN
It went well Mum.

Carol nods silently, sadly.
BETHAN (cont’d)
It’s not your fault that you couldn’t find his pump in time. They said it wouldn’t have helped anyway. 
Carol nods again.
BETHAN (cont’d)
He knew the risks. Overdid it in the garden.

NEIL

(yawns) 
Well, we’d better go. Things to do, people to see, places to go and all that.

Neil stands up.

NEIL
(to Megan)

Say goodbye to your grandmother.

Neil signals to Bethan to get up.
Bethan and Megan get up.

Neil and Bethan move towards the door, fussing with coats and bags.
Carol gets up and hugs Megan.

CAROL

(to Megan)

Look after yourself now Megan.

MEGAN
When will I see you again?

CAROL
I’m sure it won’t be very long.

MEGAN
Can I stay with you? Now that Granddad’s . . . it’s all right isn’t it?

CAROL
I don’t think that’s going to be possible yet Megan. You have to go with your parents. 

Carol and Megan continue hugging their goodbye.

BETHAN
(to Neil)

Can’t we stay a little longer? She needs us now.

NEIL
We’re well rid of the old bastard I know, but . . .

BETHAN
Don’t talk about him like that.

NEIL
It’s got to be said. His game was up. Even you know that. She’s better off without him.
BETHAN
You can be so cold-hearted. What about her? Her game isn’t up.
NEIL
You’re right about that – look at her. 
(he nods towards Carol and Megan)

Anyway, that’s enough. I’ve got things to do. 
(shouts across at Megan)

Come on Megan, it’s time to go.

A tearful Megan detaches herself from Carol and moves reluctantly towards her parents.
NEIL
Right oh then, off we go.

He grabs hold of Megan’s hand and moves out.

Bethan rushes over to her mother and hugs her.

BETHAN
Oh Mum.

Carol is looking over Bethan’s shoulder at the departing Neil with the same unblinking look she had when she watched Brian die.

Neil turns and raises his voice.

NEIL
Bethan – now!

BETHAN
We’ll see you soon Mum. I promise.

Carol whispers in Bethan’s ear.

CAROL
It’s OK Bethan. Just remember – and it’s important. This too will pass.
THE END
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