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A step-mum Mrs Brown is on her deathbed in a hospital. Her step daughter Emma and her daughter Ellie visit the step-mum.

Scene starts Emma and Ellie walk into the ward and where the beds are separated by curtains, there are two beds either side of Mrs brown, she is in the middle. Lights above the two beds either side are yellow and warm however the light above Mrs Brown is blue and cold. The nurse shows them to the bed.

Nurse: She is just her, she is asleep at the moment...Mrs Brown….Mrs Brown your daughter and granddaughter are here to see you.

(Mrs Brown wakes up)

Brown: Hello dear, so good to see you.

Emma: Hi Mum.

Ellie: Grandma!

Brown: Hello sweetheart!

(They give each other hugs)

Emma: How are you feeling

Brown: Ah as well as I can be.

Emma: Sure. It must be hard.

Brown: It is, gets you thinking you know.

Emma: Yeah, poor mom..are you in pain?.

Ellie: Grandma will you be alright?

Brown: Yes of course daring I will go to a better place.

Ellie: Mmmm. (hides behind Emma)

Emma: What has it got you thinking about.

Brown: Ah you know, life, loss, happiness, heartbreak. I want my last moments to be precious. 

Emma: It’s hard, the family is very upset.

Brown: Oh Emma, I’m glad you came to see me.

Emma: I am too.

(pause)

Brown: Hows life at home.

Emma: its okay, the boiler has packed it again.

Brown: Oh that boiler, I told you to get a new one didn't I?

Emma: You know money is tight at the moment.

Brown: Like when we used to scrape for money.

Emma: I’ve been saving up the coppers. I’ve got to do some shopping later so I will take them down with me.

Brown: Ah you learnt some skills from your old mum.

Emma: I did, when you gotta do it, you gotta do it.

Brown: Sure. You weren't like this when you were younger always spending money on your clothes, your makeup, this that and the other.

Emma: No I wasn't we didn't have the money to spend, you never gave me a dime to spend on myself, I always got Peggy's old clothes and shoes.

Brown: You should be grateful you did. Your sister Peggy was even worse than you!

Emma: Well it would of been nice to have something new for once. I have worked since I was sixteen, you remember, I even paid for my own driving license and I had to get a loan on my car you never helped me out.


Brown: What doesn't kill you makes you stronger Emma.

Emma: But I was just a child mum, ah whatever I'm glad I did spend and enjoyed the money, I made it all myself. It would have been nice if you could have helped just once.

(Ellie starts to jump on the bed where Mrs Brown lays)

(Mrs Brown kicks ellie in the leg)

Brown:  Oh stop doing that and sit still! Stupid girl! Your asking for a smack!

Emma: What do you think you are doing? Don't talk to Ellie like that! Who do you think you are!?

(Emma picks Ellie up and holds her in her arms)

Brown: Im her Grandma!

Emma: Really? Well you don't act like one.

Brown: (taken back) (aggressively) What?! What are you talking about?

Emma: You don't care about me or Ellie and you never have!

Brown: Of course I have cared about you! And Ellie!

Emma: Your an oppressive demon, always kept us down for your control.

Brown: Shut up!

(Nurse walks in) (Both Emma and Mrs Brown die down)

(Ellie starts to sniffle, Mrs Brown notices)

Nurse: Is everything alright in here? 

Emma: It’s fine.

Brown: Look what you’ve done, gone and made Ellie cry. Nurse! Nurse could you please get Ellie a tissue, poor girl.

Emma: I’ve got a tissue, its okay. And cut it out Mum.

Brown: Cut what out?

Emma: Acting like you care, the whole facade, we both know who you really are. You brought this on us.

Brown: You came to me! Oh if your Dad could see you now.

Emma: If my Dad could see me now I hope he could see what an evil, manipulative person you really were to me.

Brown: How dare you. Nurse could you leave it to us please, I would like to have a word with Emma in private.

Nurse: Okay, call me if you need anything.

Ellie: Mummy I need to go to the toilet.

Emma: Sorry nurse could you take Ellie to the toilet

Ellie: Can I got play after

Emma: Of course els.

Nurse: We have a play area she can play in.

Emma: would you like that honey?

Ellie: Yeah!

Nurse: Okay say bye to Mummy and grandma

Ellie: Bye!

Emma: Bye!

Mrs Brown: Bye Ellie.

(Mrs Brown gives Emma a dirty look, the nurse leaves with Ellie)

Brown: Don't you dare talk to me like that in front of other people. Disgraceful.

Emma: I’m not a kid anymore mum and I'm not afraid of you anymore, you can't beat me now. 

Brown: Well you’re certainly acting like one. I'm your mum remember, show some respect.

Ellie: Since I first met you, I had to call you mum, but you never acted like a mum once.

Brown: Oh get off it Emma, I’ve always put food on the table and look after you while your father was away. I done it, not your mum! Who I might add, is pathetic!

Emma: Don't you dare talk about my mum like that you haven't got the right! What choice did I have in it. I came to you in a vulnerable situation, the least you could of done was act a little bit kind and had some empathy. There was no love in that house you treated us like cattle .. animals!

Brown: I did what I had to do. Your mum was weak never had to strength to do what had to be done!

Emma: Did what you had to do? Does that mean beating us, filling us with fear.

Brown: It was different back in those days. You needed to be taught!

Emma: It's not an excuse. It's wicked! What do you think it was like for me and my sister growing up in an environment like that? When you raised your voice I pissed myself.  No child deserves that, is that really good for our health?

Brown: Well it's how it was done, you should have said something.

Emma: I watched you whip us with that awful belt time and time again. I had nightmares about that awful thing. Bruises, cuts, scars all over my body because of you, we all did!

Brown: You deserved it, bit of tough love. You lot should of done what you were told then there wouldn't be a problem now would there.

Emma: How can you say that? Like what you did was nothing. Like it was fine! Well it wasn't fine it was ghastly; it ruined my childhood; it made me feel worthless and unlovable. It affected my whole life and you say it was ‘tough love’!

Brown: Stop exaggerating, you can’t say it was all like that.

Emma: No no, you're right, it was not all like that because then you turned us siblings against each other so were always in competition, always fighting, always bickering. You've been controlling the whole family with your predatory grip for our whole lives. Me, my sister, both your daughter and two sons. Turning us against each other in our struggle to be wanted! 

Brown: I did no such thing. You squabble between yourselves all the time, you should be thanking me that someone put their foot down.

Emma: We should have been friends, your manipulative, abusive ways made us wolves in a wolves den.

Brown: You don't know what you’re talking about.

Emma: Never once did I get any support to do what I wanted in life, you pushed me into work because you were too lazy to get a job so you dished out the priorities to us. The only person who had any opportunities was Billy because he was the golden child as he was born from you and Dad.

Mrs Brown: Oh this is entertaining, you think I favoured him over you.

Emma: Not only me, Peggy and your own two kids from your last partner. We had to run around him while you treated us like slaves.

Mrs Brown: You’re delusional!

Emma: It only continued when we got older. We gave up on love, feeling of being wanted, we knew you didn't give a shit. Now we just wanted the inheritance money for the compensation of your terrible mothering…. And even then you had us fighting over it, one upping each other, ratting each other out whenever we talk bad about you.

Brown: Yet you played along, you are weak.

Emma: Well let me tell you something, I don't care about the inheritance. 

Brown: You think your so righteous, do you? It's laughable Emma. Let me tell you what it's really like, you never had the strength, the heart, you were always weak. All I hear is self pity, whining-

(Emma starts to get emotional and tears up)

-And now look your starting to cry like a baby, your just as pathetic as you mum. Looking for sympathy again you always were a crybaby, i'm not surprised.

Emma: Your evil, dead inside. I told you how you made me feel, the tourture it caused me, you don't have a single shred of remorse.

Brown: Remorse? For who? You? You don't deserve remorse, it should be me asking for remorse, you don't know what abuse is. (stern) I raised you.

Emma: You life is your life, that doesn't mean you have the right to destroy someone else's.

Brown: You were in my care.

Emma: (sobbing)You didn't have the right ...You didn't have the right.

Brown: Cut it out, stop feeling sorry for yourself.

Emma: (Looks up, stops crying) I understand now, its me that cares too much. I'm holding on to something which I can’t change. You don’t care, you never have. You don’t feel any regret, any sympathy, any remorse. You don't hold any responsibility for your actions and you blame your upbringing for your sick and twisted parenting. I no longer hold resentment, the pain, the tourture, the empty feelings. I see now that you are a bully and nothing else. Your words, your actions they don’t affect me anymore, your not worth the time of day. I hope you have had a nice life.

Mrs Brown: (As Emma walks off) Weak! Soft!

(Emma leaves and Mrs Brown is left on her own)

Mrs Brown: (slight desperation) Nurse… Nurse! Ah you pay for service and they give you crap. What's she talking about. Abuse. I never did no such thing, ungrateful bitch. She's like her own mum pathetic. Bully? I'm not a bully, anyone who has a brain will tell her that. 



Meantime…

(A man in the other bed next to Mrs brown on the left a man is also taking his last breaths and together with him are his closest family, a woman on the right of Mrs Brown is dying she has her family beside her in he last moments. The lights slowly turn off either side of Mrs Brown. She is left alone looking into space. The blue light shuts off abruptly.)

Curtain.














