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  Miss Myrtle’s Garden was first performed at the Bush Theatre, London, on 31 May 2025, with the following cast:
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  Characters




  MYRTLE, eighty-two, Black, first-generation Jamaican, moves slow but very alive behind the eyes




  RUDY, thirty-one, Myrtle’s grandson, Black, bookish type




  JASON, thirty, Black, athletic, resting bitch face




  EDDIE, seventy-five, white Irish, weathered, kind face




  MELROSE, eighty-four, Myrtle’s husband, Black, first-generation Jamaican




  Note on Text




  A forward slash (/) indicates an interruption.




  A dash at the end of a line (–) indicates a cutting-off.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  Prologue




  The set shows a back garden in Peckham, clearly once cared for but now unkempt. There is a gate that leads out to the street on one side and the back of a house on the other. It’s morning and MYRTLE is sitting in her chair at the table. MELROSE can be seen tending the flower beds in the background.




  MYRTLE. I’m going out to come back.




  MYRTLE doesn’t move. MELROSE watches her. Beat.




  MELROSE. Well go on then, nuh!




  MYRTLE (calling). Sarah?




  No response.




  (Calling.) Sarah? Where you is? Sarah?




  MELROSE. You still calling after her?




  MYRTLE kisses her teeth and looks away. She eventually looks up at the sun, smiling briefly.




  MYRTLE. I’m going out the street.




  MELROSE. You did say that, yes.




  MYRTLE. Yes, well… You did see Sarah?




  MELROSE. I’m sure she is nearby, Myrtle.




  MYRTLE. All right…




  MYRTLE gets up slowly and takes her purse from the chair. MELROSE watches expectantly as she walks towards the gate. Upon reaching the gate, she turns to him. They regard each other. She turns back to the gate and opens it. Suddenly, a thunderclap is heard.




  Ah wha’ de –




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  Evening. MYRTLE sits at the garden table with JASON. RUDY paces around the garden. MELROSE continues tending the garden.




  RUDY. She can’t be far.




  MYRTLE. She can’t?




  RUDY. Well… I guess she can.




  JASON. She’ll turn up.




  MYRTLE. Mm.




  JASON. It’s such a nice house, Miss Myrtle.




  MYRTLE. It’s all right.




  RUDY. Guess how much her and Granddad paid for it? Six grand! Imagine!




  MELROSE. Who tell the boy to go around talking about how much money we have?




  JASON. It’s amazing you could buy a house for that much.




  MYRTLE. Amazing? Everything is amazing with this one. This house, the garden, the cuppa tea. Not everything can be amazing, Jason.




  Beat.




  RUDY. My point is, three months’ worth of rent is how much they paid to own. Mad.




  MYRTLE. Your rent that much?




  RUDY. It’s going up.




  MELROSE. Lord, Jesus, what a life!




  RUDY. Got to let our landlord know if we want to renew our contract by the end of the month. We live in a different world now, Nan. London’s just unaffordable at this point. If we could save what we’re paying on rent, we’d have a deposit in eighteen months –




  MYRTLE. You two want to buy a house?




  JASON. Yeah, / I think so.




  RUDY. Loads of people buy with friends, it’s not unusual.




  JASON. Right.




  MYRTLE. Look ’pon it. (Motions around her.) This garden is not what it was, at all.




  MELROSE. I’m doing my best, woman!




  MYRTLE. Yes, well… Your best and my best is not the same.




  JASON gives RUDY a look.




  RUDY. Are you okay, Nan? It’s just, I heard Miss Pickett moved away.




  MYRTLE. She never move away, them put her in a home. There’s a young family in her house now. Them not so bad. Ugly children, but them not so bad.




  RUDY. Do you still see Auntie Silvy?




  MYRTLE. No.




  RUDY. How come?




  MYRTLE / MELROSE. She dead.




  JASON. Oh my / God.




  RUDY. Why didn’t you tell me?




  MYRTLE. I don’t want to trouble you.




  RUDY. But I… What about Uncle Sinclair?




  MYRTLE / MELROSE. Dead.




  RUDY. Humphrey? Bertram? Mr Payne?




  MYRTLE / MELROSE. Dead, dead, dead.




  RUDY. What about –




  JASON. Rudy, maybe stop?




  RUDY.…This house was always filled with life when I was growing up and now… I hope you don’t get lonely…




  MYRTLE. Lonely?




  MELROSE laughs.




  I wish I was lonely. Lonely would be nice. Lonely make me prosper!




  RUDY All right, it’s just a big house to manage on your own.




  MYRTLE. It’s not so bad. It’s only the duppies that want to come trouble me and haunt up the place when them feel like.




  MELROSE kisses his teeth. RUDY grins at JASON.




  Why you look so?




  RUDY. It’s nothing, it’s just… (To JASON.) Duppy means ghost. / Nan believes in… spirits.




  JASON. I know.




  MELROSE. And wha’ wrong with that?




  RUDY. There’s nothing wrong with it, it’s just… I’d like to think there are some things we can all agree on. Ghosts not being real is one of them.




  MYRTLE. Yes, well… Maybe the duppies don’t want to come to you, Rudy… (Suddenly to JASON.) You can garden?




  JASON. Um… I’ve never had a garden.




  MYRTLE. Wha’ you mean? How you can never have a garden?




  JASON. Just haven’t. Always lived in flats.




  MYRTLE. So you don’t know if you can garden or not?




  JASON. No…




  MYRTLE. There’s nothing to it… You get some soil… Some fertiliser… Plants… Flowers sometimes – you like flowers? And you just plant the ting…




  JASON. Sounds pretty easy –




  MYRTLE. Me never say that. It nuh easy. You must tek it serious, not everything can be easy easy all the time!




  MYRTLE kisses her teeth and looks away, hassled.




  RUDY. The other day at the school, we were talking about when our elders first came over and the students had a lot of questions. I was thinking it’d be good to talk about it at some point, if you want?




  MYRTLE ignores him. Beat.




  JASON. Maybe you should call the RSPCA? They might know what to do.




  RUDY Good idea.




  RUDY takes his phone out and searches for the number.




  JASON. In the house… In case they say something we don’t need to hear.




  RUDY. Yeah… Okay.




  RUDY regards them momentarily, considering whether to leave them alone, before exiting.




  JASON. How long have you had her? Sarah?




  MYRTLE seems hassled by the question and then shrugs.




  I’m sure Rudy’s right, cats don’t tend to go too far from their homes.




  MYRTLE. Yes, well… Maybe she dead too.




  MELROSE. Maybe?




  JASON. Oh God, really?




  MYRTLE shrugs.




  That’s really sad. I’m sure that’s not what’s happened but you know, Rudy and I, we’re not far. We’ll be here.




  MYRTLE. How you mean?




  JASON. If you need a shoulder to cry on.




  MYRTLE. Cry? You tink if I die, Sarah would cry for me? Wha’ me must sit down and cry for? Me have Sarah here to keep the mice away and she can barely do that. Sarah would not be crying for me – Sarah would go about her business. Wotless cat!
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