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ACT I

Scene 1

JOAN, an old lady, is sitting at a table which has

a teapot, two cups and a plate with mince pies on

it. She is wearing a paper party hat. There is

one empty chair.

Enter DWAYNE, a scruffy-looking youth in his late

teens.

DWAYNE

Are you Mrs Smith?

JOAN

Who else do you think I’d be? Should I have worn a

Christmas star or something so you’d know who I am?

DWAYNE

No.

JOAN

Have a look around, I’m the only one here without a

’companion’, aren’t I?

DWAYNE

Suppose.

JOAN

Come on then, sit down. You don’t want to be here. I

don’t want you to be here. So let’s get this over and

done with as painlessly as possible. (Looks at her

watch) You’re late so at least we’ve only got ten

minutes left.

Dwayne stays standing, looking nervous.

DWAYNE

Yeah. Bus didn’t come.

JOAN

Excuses, excuses. How do you expect to get on in life

and get yourself a good job, if you can’t even turn up

on time.

DWAYNE

Dunno.

JOAN

You’re not much of a talker are you? What’s the point

of sending a nare-do-well round to talk to me over some

mince pies, if you won’t even open your mouth?
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Oh sit down, will you. You’re making me nervous.

Dwayne sits on the spare chair.

JOAN

Do you want a mince pie and a cuppa, then?

DWAYNE

Yes, please.

JOAN

Well, at least you’ve got manners, even if you’ve not

got time-keeping or conversational skills.

DWAYNE

Yeah, my mum always insisted on manners.

JOAN

My kind of woman! I must meet her one day.

DWAYNE

You can’t, she’s dead.

JOAN

(Softening)

Oh, darling, I’m sorry. Has she been gone long?

DWAYNE

Four years on Christmas Eve. Drunk driver.

JOAN

How terrible. What a pointless waste of a life.

DWAYNE

Yeah.

JOAN

It’s tough loosing your mother at any time, but when

you’re a kid... It must have been hard for you, love.

DWAYNE

Yeah, it was. Still is.

JOAN

I lost my dear old mum when she was in her 80s, and

even that was difficult. I won’t insult you by telling

you that you’ll get over it. You already know you

never will.

DWAYNE

I know.
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JOAN

So, Christmas must be a hard time for you then. I hope

your dad makes up for it and treats you right.

DWAYNE

Nah, I ain’t seen him since I was five. He went back

home and we never heard from him again.

JOAN

Oh dear. That’s tough on a little one.

DWAYNE

I hardly remember him. He wasn’t much of a dad, I

think.

JOAN

Clearly not, running off and leaving his wife and kid

like that.

DWAYNE

My mum used to say ’goodbye and good riddance to

him’. But she didn’t really mean it.

JOAN

No. She probably didn’t.

Here’s a mince pie, love. And sod the cuppa, how about

a tot of brandy? Do you youngsters drink brandy these

days? Or isn’t it fashionable?

DWAYNE

(Laughs)

Yeah, I drink brandy. I’d love some, thanks.

Joan pours some brandy from a hip flask into each

of the cups.

JOAN

There you go, have some of that. We got a smile out of

you too.

DWAYNE

Thanks.

Dwayne drinks from the cup.

This tastes boss.

JOAN

It’s my best. I’d been keeping it for years, saving it

for something. I’m not really sure what. And then I

woke up this morning and thought, I ain’t going to be

around to drink it, if I wait much longer. So I filled

up my hip flask and bought it with me.
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DWAYNE

I’m glad you did.

JOAN

Me too. It bought a smile to your face for a start.

And I need something to get me through today. I’ve got

all day in this community centre, surrounded by

dullards. The only thing we’ve got in common is our

age.

It’s alright for you, you’ll be off soon, you can go

and hang out with your mates. I’ve got all day before

the bus comes to take me home again.

So tell me, young man, what do they call you?

DWAYNE

Dwayne. My name’s Dwayne, Mrs Smith.

JOAN

Oh, drop that Mrs Smith business. My name’s

Joan. Call me Joan.

DWAYNE

Alright, Joan.

JOAN

So tell me Dwayne, what crime did you commit to get

yourself in community service? Under the watchful eye

of your probation officer over there...

DWAYNE

Drugs.

JOAN

Oh, dear. That’s not good, is it?

DWAYNE

It was nothin’ heavy. It was only a bit of weed. I

dunno why I got into so much trouble. I reckon it’s

because the woman who runs the care home don’t like

me. She don’t like anyone, actually.

I dunno why she does the job. She should go off and

become a traffic warden or somethin’.

JOAN

It’s often those that can’t care less that get ’caring’

jobs, love. It’s something you learn, once you get

older and you need a bit of help.

(MORE)
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JOAN (cont’d)
Don’t get me wrong, there’s some diamonds out there,

some real angels. But then there’s some right cruel

types too.

DWAYNE

Don’t I know it.

JOAN

So how come you got into trouble for cannabis then? I

thought they’d decriminilised it or what not.

DWAYNE

They said it was intent to supply. They reckoned I was

gonna be a dealer.

JOAN

Were you?

DWAYNE

No!

But I’ve got loads. Well, had loads. They confiscated

it all, didn’t they.

I hate Christmas. I was gonna sit on my own and smoke

my brain out on Christmas day. Try and forget about

it, you know.

JOAN

Will they be having some sort of Christmas party at

your young person’s home? Won’t you be expected to go

to that?

DWAYNE

No, I won’t be invited.

JOAN

Why not?

DWAYNE

I’m movin’ out next week. They got me a bedsit

somewhere. Said I’d be better on my own.

JOAN

Well, Christmas isn’t better on your own, I can tell

you.

DWAYNE

It can’t be worse than some party at the home.
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JOAN

Forced joviality with people you don’t like, I

suppose?

Just like in this place when they have Christmas dinner

for us old folks. Paper hats and crackers are supposed

to cheer us up.

Joan takes off the paper hat she is wearing and

puts it down on the table.

Stupid things. It’s not even anywhere near Christmas

yet.

DWAYNE

(Laughs)

Yeah.

JOAN

What is it they say? You feel loneliest in a

crowd? That’s certainly true when you’re in this

place. At least you don’t have to pretend when you’re

by yourself. You’ll probably be better off on your

own, love.

DWAYNE

Dunno. I might. I’ll tell you after Christmas.

JOAN

(Upbeat)

So, what are you going to do to help you forget

Christmas day now? If they’ve taken all your cannabis,

are you going to buy some more?

DWAYNE

No, I’m on probation. I can’t risk being caught buyin’

it.

JOAN

Do you want my brandy? I’ve got the rest of the bottle

hidden in my bag. You’re welcome to it, if you want.

DWAYNE

Thanks. But no, you keep it.

JOAN

Do you want some money to buy yourself a bottle of

something then? I can probably spare a bit...

DWAYNE

Nah, keep your cash.
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JOAN

It’s not charity you know. It’s a gift. For

Christmas.

DWAYNE

I know. But don’t worry, I’ve got a plan for Christmas

day. There were some seeds in the last lot of weed I

got. I’m growing ’em.

JOAN

Are you? A green-fingered young man!

I like gardening, at least I used to when it was easier

to move about. How are your plants coming on?

DWAYNE

Yeah, really well. Actually, no they’re not.

They started off growin’ straight away. Most of ’em

died after a week or somethin’. But one of ’em got

bigger. It got leaves.

It was magic, you know, caring for this livin’

thing. Waterin’ it and that. I’d never grown nothin’

before.

But now it’s sick. I can tell.

JOAN

Have you been feeding it?

DWAYNE

What?

JOAN

Have you been feeding it? If you don’t give it the

right nutrients, it’ll never thrive.

DWAYNE

No, I’ve only been waterin’ it. And sticking it in the

sun, when the warden’s not looking.

They both laugh.

JOAN

There’s your problem then. Give it a bit of tomato

food and it’ll grow big and strong. Then there’ll be

plenty of leaves for you to smoke on Christmas day.

You’ll have forgotten what day it is before ’The Wizard

of Oz’ even gets on the telly.
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DWAYNE

Thanks for the tip.

JOAN

So tell me, Dwayne, you’ve liked growing this plant,

have you?

DWAYNE

Yeah. It’s become, like my pet. That sounds bad. But

you know what I mean.

JOAN

Yes. I used to love helping my Fred grow his

tomatoes. He was a champion grower. He used to give

them his special tomato food. Made them bloom a treat

it did.

Do you know what, I think I’ve still got some of that

plant food in the shed. Would you like it?

DWAYNE

I’d love it! Thanks.

JOAN

It’s a few years old now, but it should still be

alright. Here, I’ll scribble down my address.

Joan takes out a pencil and some paper.

JOAN

Come round anytime as long as it’s in the day. I don’t

answer the door at night time.

DWAYNE

I’m on a curfew anyway.

JOAN

Well, that settles it, you can come round any day.

Don’t wear your best clothes though. You’ll have to

get the food from the greenhouse yourself. And it’s a

bit of a mess nowadays.

When Fred first died, I kept it just as tidy as he

did. I could fool myself he was still here, you see.

DWAYNE

Yeah. I kept our kitchen spotless, just like my mum

did.

Joan smiles and pats Dwayne’s hand.
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DWAYNE (cont’d)

Until social services found out I was livin’ there on

my own, that is...

JOAN

So, Dwayne, you’re a lad that likes growing things, eh?

DWAYNE

Well, I’ve enjoyed lookin’ after my cannabis plant.

JOAN

And how do you feel about growing other things?

DWAYNE

I dunno. What like?

JOAN

Whatever you fancy. You see, I’ve been thinking about

getting a gardener. The few plants I’ve got left are

looking rather sorry for themselves.

And well, if you like growing things, maybe you could

be my gardener. What do you think?

DWAYNE

Err, wow, err, I dunno know.

JOAN

It’s alright, I’ll pay you. I’m not asking you to do

it for free.

DWAYNE

No, it weren’t that. It’s just. Well, you don’t know

nothing about me. I might be a crazy killer or

somethin’.

JOAN

You might be. But I doubt it. You don’t get to my age

without being a good judge of character. And I think I

can trust you, can’t I?

DWAYNE

Yeah, you can.

JOAN

So, what do you say? You could grow me some tomatoes

in my greenhouse.

Fred would be pleased. I’m sure he’s looking down from

heaven cursing how all his plants have gone to pot.

Joan pauses and ponders for a moment. Her face

lights up with a revelation.

(MORE)
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JOAN (cont’d)
It would be nice to have something growing in that

greenhouse again. So, what do you say?

DWAYNE

I dunno. Can I think about it?

JOAN

Of course you can.

(Lowers her voice)

But can I tell you something that might help make your

mind up?

DWAYNE

Yeah, sure.

JOAN

Tomato plants look just like cannabis plants.

DWAYNE

Er, yeah, they do a bit. So?

JOAN

Both tomato plants and cannabis plants need nice,

light, warm places to grow. Like greenhouses, if you

get my drift.

DWAYNE

(Brightening up)

Yeah! I think I do!

JOAN

And if you do take the gardening job, well, my eye

sight isn’t what it was. And I might not be able to

tell the difference between the plants.

You could grow some cannabis and tomatoes side by side

and I’d never know! (laughs)

DWAYNE

I probably could!

But, nah, I can’t. They might send me down, next time.

JOAN

And when was the last time you heard of the police

raiding a little old lady’s greenhouse, eh?

DWAYNE

(Laughs)

Not for a while.
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JOAN

And do you know, I’ve heard cannabis tea can be good

for aching joints. And I’ve got lots of them. Every

winter it gets worse.

DWAYNE

Well, I just might be able to help you with a bit of

herbal medicine for your joints. If I become your

gardener.

JOAN

I think you might.

They both laugh.

JOAN

And do you know what? There’s a lot of older folk in

this community centre. Lots of them have

greenhouses. Lots of them have aching joints.

There might be a good number of pensioners that need a

gardener.

DWAYNE

Well, let’s see if I’m any good first.

JOAN

I’ll tell you what, come round tomorrow. And bring

your plant too. Give it a bit of Fred’s food and leave

it in the greenhouse. It’s south facing. That should

help get it growing again.

DWAYNE

Yeah, alright.

JOAN

And then, come the 25th December, if you’ve not got any

better offers, you can come over to mine for lunch.

DWAYNE

Nah, I don’t celebrate Christmas no more. I just wanna

forget about it.

JOAN

Well then, we could have a non-Christmas dinner

instead. Pie and chips, in front of the telly.

DWAYNE

(Smiles)

Sounds good.
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JOAN

You can bring your cannabis, I’ll bring my

brandy. Then we can both forget what day it is.

Then you never know, it might be a merry Christmas

after all.

THE END


