3. INT. BEDROOM. EVENING.

The door crashes open and in bursts MOLLY (20s), her
breathing ragged and tears pouring down her face. She
collapses on to her bed, clutching her chest. A moment later,
her MUM and DAD follow her into the room, visibly alarmed.
MOLLY turns away from them, hiding her face.

MOLLY
Go away!

DAD
Charming.

MUM

Not helpful, Dan.

Her MUM takes a seat beside her on the bed and places a hand
on her back. MOLLY flinches away from her.

MUM (CONT'D)
Darling, what's wrong?
(beat)
You flew up here so fast I almost
saw sparks on your shoes from the
carpet.

MOLLY
Please, just go.

MUM
How can we leave when you're this
distressed? Please - what is it?
What's happened?

MOLLY
(inconsolable)
L. s ecant

Her DAD steps forward, alarmed.

DAD
You haven't been attacked, have
you?
MOLLY DAD (CONT'D)
What? No! Why would you say I'm sorry, but I had to
something like-? check! Look at you, you're-
MUM

(interrupting them)
Molly, stop this. What is it?
What's wrong?

MOLLY
TLE'S v
(beat, choking)
Ity .4
(MORE )



MOLLY (CONT'D)
(beat)
Nothing. It's nothing.

MUM
Was that Beth I saw outside?

MOLLY doesn't reply.

DAD
Have you had a fight? Is that why
she didn't come in?

MOLLY
No. We ...
(beat)
(beat)
Yes.

MOLLY's MUM and DAD look at each other, relieved.

MUM
Okay. What was it about?

MOLLY struggles to force the words out.

MOLLY
She's leaving.

MUM
Leaving? What do you mean, le-

MOLLY
(snapping)
Well, what do you THINK I mean?
She's moving - moving away!

DAD
Is that it? Thank God. I was
expecting something far worse.

MOLLY stands, distraught.

MOLLY
To Bristol, Dad! She's moving to
Bristol!
DAD MUM
Don't upset yourself, love- Why is she moving there?
MOLLY

Her job, her new job.

MUM
I thought you said that it was
remote?



MOLLY
That's what they told her when they
offered it to her, but now they're
asking her to relocate.
(beat, sobbing)
She's l-leaving next week. And I
can't ... I won't see ... I won't

She collapses into tears again.

MUM
Well ... maybe it'll only be
temporary? Maybe they'll let her
work remotely again after a while,
and she'll be back-

MOLLY
She WANTS to move, Mum! She's
she's happy about it. Says it'll be
a fresh start ... a new chapter
(crying)
What will T do? What can I do?

DAD
Look, I can see why you're upset,
but I'm struggling to see how it
turned into an argument - it's not
as if she's done it to spite you,
is it? Friends move all the time.
When I was your age, my best friend
moved to Scotland, and I didn't
have a smart phone to keep in
contact all the time like you do.

MUM
Yes, and you do have other friends
here, too, love. And it's not as if
you won't be able to wvisit, is it?

MOLLY
If'a not ... it's ... it"H
different

MOLLY trails off and slumps down on the bed again, face down.
She continues to sob quietly, her whole body shaking. Her
parents look at each other worriedly.

DAD
I need to go down and check on
dinner, it'll burn.

He reaches down and pats Molly's back gently.

DAD (CONT'D)
Do you want some food?



MOLLY doesn't reply or look up, still crying. Her DAD looks
awkward.

MUM
(to DAD)
You go, it's alright.

Her DAD casts a last worried look at MOLLY and leaves the
room. MOLLY continues to cry, head buried in her pillow. Her
MUM rubs her shoulder in silence.

After a long pause, MOLLY sits up slowly. She is still crying
but her sobs are subsiding a little. She wipes her eyes and
shakes her head.

MUM (CONT'D)
You really should eat something.

MOLLY
I'm not hungry.

MUM
Later, then, at least.

BEAT.

MOLLY
Mum? I think I'd rather be by
myself for a while, if that's okay.

MUM
Are you sure?

MOLLY nods.

MUM (CONT'D)
Alright ... I'll come up and check
on you in a while, then. But,
please - don't just sit here and
cry on your own. Why don't you go
and have a shower or something?

MOLLY nods again, absently. Her MUM gets up and leaves the
room, closing the door behind her.

MOLLY sniffs to herself, staring into space. After a moment,
she pulls her phone from her pocket. The dial tone sounds on
speakerphone. It rings and rings and rings. With each
unanswered ring, her distress increases until she ends the
call furiously and drops her phone to her bedside table with
a clunk. She hides her head in her hands.

Suddenly, a gentle knock sounds at the door. MOLLY looks up,
surprised, as her MUM enters. She closes the door quietly and
stands with her back to it - they look at each other. Then:



Okay

MUM (CONT'D)
There's something really
interesting and unexpected about
being the parent of an adult, you
know. You watch your child step out
further into the world and have new
experiences, good and bad. And
without even trying you find
yourself remembering your own. You
can't remember what it's like to be
a child - not really, not in vivid
detail, at least ... but you can
remember your first adult
experiences like they were
yvesterday. I frequently find myself
watching you and comparing us at
the same age.

MOLLY MUM (CONT'D)

(continuing as though MOLLY
hasn't spoken)

Like now, for instance. I was
walking down the stairs and
suddenly a flood of memories
poured in - a couple of my
friends got new jobs and
moved away when I was your
age, too. I can remember
exactly how I felt. And I was
sad, too. Believe me, I was.

MOLLY (CONT'D)
Mum, I really hate to interrupt
your attempt to empathise with me,
but-

MUM
But do you know what I realised
when I looked back? I didn't cry
like this over them.

BEAT.

MOLLY
(challengingly)
You can't have been very close,
then.

MUM
Hmm. I considered that, I really
did. But the thing is that me and
my friends were inseparable -
barely spent a moment apart. So
then I tried to cast my mind back
and think of a different occasion.
One where I was as devastated as
you are now.



MOLLY
Mum-

MUM
For a moment I was stumped, but
then the penny finally dropped.

MOLLY MUM (CONT'D)
I don't want to talk about Because I can only really
this- remember crying that much ...
when I had my first
heartbreak.

MOLLY freezes. She stares at her MUM, panic-stricken, her
entire body rigid.

MOLLY (CONT'D)
I don't know what you're talking

about.
BEAT.
MUM
Don't you?
MOLLY
No.
(beat)
2 =R
(beat)
We're not ... she's not
BEAT.

BEAT.

MOLLY bursts into tears. Her MUM crosses the room quickly,
sits down and pulls her into a hug. MOLLY clings on tightly,
crying on to her shoulder.

MUM
Sssh. Come on, it's okay. You're
alright. You're safe.

MOLLY pulls back slowly and wipes her eyes. Her MUM smiles at
her.

MUM (CONT'D)
Why didn't you tell me?

MOLLY
It's not exactly easy.

MUM
But you couldn't honestly think
that I'd mind?



MOLLY
I don't know. I suppose not. I just
didn't want you to think
differently of me.

MUM
Why would I? How could I?

MOLLY shrugs, her eyes welling up again.

MUM (CONT'D)
All those times she's been over
here. All the opportunities missed.

MOLLY
What opportunities?

MUM
To treat her like a part of the
family.

MOLLY bursts into tears again. Her MUM strokes her hair.

MUM (CONT'D)

Oh, love, I'm sorry. I didn't say
that to upset you.

(beat)
Is there no way it can be resolved?
Can you do long distance for a
while or something, or don't you
want to?

MOLLY
I would. I'd do anything, it's her
that doesn't want to. She said she
wants a clean break. A fresh start
for a fresh, shiny new chapter -
and it doesn't include me.

MUM
Give it a bit of time. When people
have a big life change coming up,
it messes with their priorities a
little. She might come around,
realise that she doesn't want that
at all.

MOLLY
She won't. Her mind is made up. It
was all for nothing.

MUM
Relationships are never for
nothing.

(MORE)



MUM (CONT'D)
You won't want to hear this right
now, but even if it can't be fixed
and it really is over, the time
you've spent together will teach
you things that will go on to shape
the rest of your life. No
experience is wasted.

BEAT.

MOLLY
I love her, Mum.

She bursts into tears again. Her MUM hugs her again.

MUM
I'd give anything to change it for
you. It's the worst feeling in the
world.

Suddenly MOLLY's phone buzzes. She extricates herself,
scrambles to her feet and grabs it, reading it eagerly. Her
face falls.

MUM (CONT'D)
Is it Beth?

MOLLY
No.

MOLLY puts her phone back on to the bedside table and sits
down beside her MUM again.

MOLLY (CONT'D)
I'm sorry I didn't tell you, Mum.
It's not that I didn't trust you,
or Dad. It's just ... it's hard. I
tried before, a few times, but I
could never seem to find the right
words.

MUM
I understand. And I want you to
know that if I'd worked this out
while things were going well
between the two of you, I'd have
backed off and waited for you to
tell me in your own time. But I
couldn't leave you to go through
this on your own. Keeping all that
hurt bottled up, censoring
yourself, locking down your
feelings ... it doesn't matter
whether you've been hurt by a man
or a woman, what kind of a mother
would I be if I let you carry all
that alone?



MOLLY
Can I ask you something? Did you
really not know? Or even suspect?

MUM
No. But then, you've always hidden
things well, ever since you were
little. I always wondered why.

MOLLY
I'm sorry.

MUM

There's nothing to be sorry for.
Maybe this was at the root of it
all along. I'm just sorry that you
had to get so used to hiding
yourself.

(beat)
Things are starting to make a bit
more sense to me now, though.
Things I'd noticed.

MOLLY
What things?

MUM
Whenever I saw you together, I did
always think that you seemed very
... focused on each other. Very in
tune.

MOLLY
Yeah, well. We were.

There is a pause. MOLLY takes a long, slow inhale and exhale.

MUM
Do you feel any better?

MOLLY
(laughing)
No.
(beat)
I think I feel a bit numb,
actually.

MUM
Do you want to come downstairs for
a bit now? I'd like to look after
you.

MOLLY
I will do, but ... can I have
another minute first?

MUM
Sure. Okay.



MOLLY's MUM gets up and crosses to the door.

MOLLY
Mum?
MUM
(turning back)
Yes?
MOLLY
Did you tell Dad?
MUM
No. Do you want me to?
MOLLY
I don't know. Do you think he'll
mind?
MUM
0f course not.
MOLLY
Okay .
MUM

Word of advice though: if you do
decide to tell him, be aware of
what you're letting yourself in
for. You're opening yourself up to
at least three retellings a day of
the time Boy George asked to borrow
his lighter in a club in the
eighties.

MOLLY lets out a watery laugh.

MUM (CONT'D)
I know that it may not mean much in
the midst of all this pain, but one
thing you can always count on is
our support. We're always here.

MOLLY
It does count, Mum. It counts more
than I can ever say.

BEAT.
MUM
I'l1l leave you to it. Come down

when you're ready.

Her MUM leaves, closing the door softly behind her. MOLLY
remains on her bed, staring into space.
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Slowly, she gets up and crosses to her bedside table. Opening
the drawer, she reaches inside and pulls out a rainbow phone
case. She weighs it in her hand for a moment, thinking,
before clipping it decisively to her phone.

She places it case-up on to the bed beside her and looks at
it for a moment, before laying down and curling up into the
foetal position.

FADE OUT.



