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One cloudless spring day in 1743 a bespattered post-

chaise rattled its heavy load across Clopton Bridge 

into the quiet, unspoilt market town of Stratford- 

upon-Avon. As it jostled to a halt outside the White Lion, a 

large bulk of a man stepped awkwardly out. His battered and 

grotesque appearance resembled that of an ageing pugilist, 

whose nose had been generously fashioned in all three dimensions. 

This was Charles Macklin, regarded as possibly the greatest 

Shylock of his day and the true innovator and practitioner of 

naturalism upon the English stage. Following in his wake jumped 

a small, stocky, mercurial lad whose face beamed like a well-

groomed apple. David Garrick was still basking in the warm 

glow of success after a mesmerizing Hamlet, a haunting Richard 

iii, and a quite brilliant Lear- all of which he’d neatly accomplished 

at the age of twenty-four. 

   Billowing like a battered oilcloth, Macklin strutted up Chapel 

Lane with young Davy Garrick before him to explore 

Shakespeare’s magnificent home, New Place, which had proudly 

dominated Stratford since the reign of Henry viii. The two 

actors wandered through a labyrinth of corridors and musty 

rooms, heavy with dust and history, and paused to look out 

upon a neat, manicured garden. This was indeed the main  

purpose of their visit, for in the centre, surrounded by a flour-

ishing display of herbs, stood a huge, overhanging mulberry 

tree. Now, according to legend, King James i had encouraged 

the growing of this particular tree in order to promote the 

breeding of silkworms, and Shakespeare, like everyone else, 

would most certainly have obeyed the decree by the planting of 

a small seedling. Anyway, that is what the townsfolk wanted to 

believe, as the tree, like the house, had become a kind of shrine, 

a place of pilgrimage to the good people of Stratford-upon- 

Avon. Garrick was greatly impressed and, having seen all that 

he needed to see, returned with Macklin to London. 

   Ten years later the house and garden were sold to the vicar  

of Frodsham, a certain Francis Gastrell. The Reverend Francis 

Gastrell was a pinched, mean, irascible man; sallow complex-

ioned, wild in appearance with a misanthropic distrust of his 

fellow men. He and his wife bought New Place in 1753 not as 

one might have expected for its famous association, but simply 

as a summer retreat, which they intended to use occasionally as 

an escape from the trials and tribulations of ecclesiastical life.  

Neither of them showed any interest at all in its history, nor 

Much Ado about a Mulberry Tree 

The mulberry tree at Garrick’s Villa, Hampton, April 2018

by Clive Francis

even in Shakespeare, whom Gastrell regarded as a bit of a  

painted player who’d thrown his life away writing licentious and 

worthless plays. But no matter how uninterested the Reverend 

Gastrell was in Stratford’s famous poet he couldn’t escape the 

town’s ever-increasing fascination with the house, the garden 

and especially the magnificent, far-reaching spread of the mul-

berry tree. This powerful monument of nature with its huge 

expanding branches upon which flourished, during summer 

months, delicate heart-shaped leaves, had become a source of 

pilgrimge to those wishing to worship and perhaps possibly 

touch the only living connection with their bard. It had also 

become one of annoyance and deep intolerance with the 

Reverend Francis Gastrell. Day after day they pounded on his 

door requesting permission to view the tree, which he begrudg-

ingly gave, instructing his wife to stand sentinel in case of  

possible damage. Like a little sparrow she would hover and  
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New Place Garden as it looks today. photograph by kind permission of 

megan taylor, www.megantaylor.co.uk

flutter ineffectually as twigs and leaves were blatantly snapped and 

taken away as souvenirs. The vicar would gaze down with great 

loathing from his study window, his aquiline nose pressed firmly 

against the pane, watching in disgust as his lawn and garden 

became at once quagmired from the trampling of so many feet.  

For three years he put up with this enforced bombardment, the 

tree becoming more and more an object of distaste, of bitter 

resentment, to the extent that he began to detest its very presence.   

   Then one morning in 1756 Gastrell’s patience finally exhausted 

itself. As yet another party tramped their muddy feet down  

his hall, his composure, or rather the tight-fisted serenity which he 

kept for these occasions, snapped, and a thin, reedy smile crept 

warily across his face. An idea was beginning to formalize, a plot 

 so fiendish and brutal, so destructive and venomous in  

its execution that he couldn’t even communicate it to his own  

dear wife. Why he didn’t simply capitalize upon the situation and 

charge a few pence for the privilege of viewing the tree is, of course, 

a great mystery, for without a doubt he would have made an enor-

mous amount, retired peacefully, and no one would have been any 

the wiser as to the existence of the Reverend Francis Gastrell. 

    But late one night, the good folk of Stratford awoke from their 

slumbers to the sounds of surreptitious chopping coming from the 

garden of New Place. Together with Mr. Ange, his faithful gardener, 

the mad vicar was destroying once and for all the object of his 

hatred. It was a fearful, chilling sound, puncturing the hearts of all 

that heard it. The mulberry tree, then 

at its full spectacular height, was 

being systematically and brutally 

flattened to the ground. The citizens 

stared in horror as the shadowy 

outline was seen to crumple and 

divide, before disappearing ignobly 

in one final splintering roar. By the 

following morning Shakespeare’s his-

toric tree,  that had graced his garden 

for over 147 years, had been reduced 

to nothing more than a simple pile 

of logs.   

      Thundering through the swirling 

mass came the post-chaise of the 

local magistrate, who successfully beat back the mob and managed 

to drive the petrified couple away and out of Stratford. A decree 

was put about that no one bearing the name of Gastrell would be 

welcome to their town again, but within two months the wretched 

man returned.  

   Opposite New Place, down a small dingy lane, lived a clock 

maker and his wife, one Thomas Sharp. This young man was 

also an experienced carpenter and silversmith, though clock 

making would be deemed his chief source of income, keeping  

them in ‘good full working order.’ Every day he would leave his 

little shop in Tinker’s Lane, trundle past the impressive façade of 

New Place and gaze despairingly at the mulberry logs still piled 

high in the garden. Over the months he’d watched the bark turn 

ashen grey and felt a ‘sincere veneration towards the memory of 

its celebrated planter.’ 

    Determined to save the wood from rotting entirely, Sharp talked 

the matter over with his wife until one morning he sprung upon 

an idea, an idea so fantastic that it was about to change his life com-

pletely. First, though, he would have to confront the Reverend 

Gastrell; not an easy task as the man rarely answered to visitors, 

though on this particular morning Sharp was in luck. As he rode 

up Chapel Street he saw Gastrell alighting from a carriage and  

hovering outside the house. Immediately he seized the oppor-

tunity and approached. Under the pretence of needing firewood 

Sharp asked the priest what he had in mind ‘with all them logs, 

that were serving no good purpose’, 

and whether he could purchase them 

all. Gastrell, never one to let a good 

transaction slip through his sinewy 

fingers, agreed a sum and arranged 

for Sharp to come and collect them 

later that week. Within two days 

Sharp had conveyed the logs and 

stacked them neatly in the yard 

behind his store. He first cut them 

into pieces of varying sizes and 

stored them in his tiny workshop. As 

I say, apart from repairing clocks, 

Sharp was also an experienced car-

penter and it was to this craft that he 

George Vertue’s sketch of New Place, 1737. Demolished by Francis Gastrell in 
1759. ©the trustees of the british museum.

Box made by Thomas Sharp supposedly from the wood of 
Shakespeare’s mulberry tree. A note on the inside lid reads: ‘This box 

was made of the real mulberry tree planted by Shakespeare in 
Stratford-upon-Avon just after it was cut down and before it was 

used up at the time of the [Garrick] Jubilee, when much fictitious mul-
berry wood supplied its place, for the purpose of memorial articles’.  

photograph courtesy of the shakespeare birthplace trust
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David Garrick reciting the ‘Ode in Honour of Shakespeare’ at the three-day Jubilee at Stratford-upon-Avon. 1769.  
royal collection trust ⁄ ©her majesty queen elizabeth ii 2018

now applied himself.  First he began to carve simple little snuffbox-

es, tea caddies and hat trunks, and then, after he had amassed quite 

a collection, he displayed them in his window. This was to be the 

beginning of a souvenir trade which has lasted for over two hun-

dred and fifty years, but not as crude as we know it today, with 

Shakespeare mugs, Shakespeare key-rings, and ‘I♥Stratford’ T-

shirts. No, this had style and class. The shop soon became known 

as the Mulberry Store and instantly attracted a large clientele; and 

as the demand for carved curios grew so Sharp’s imagination was 

ignited in all directions. Quickly he turned his hand to producing 

an assortment of cups and goblets, punch ladles, tobacco stoppers, 

cribbage boards, toothpick cases, nutmeg graters, ink horns, comb 

cases, and soon even small intricate busts of Shakespeare began to 

appear. As the orders expanded, the faster he had to produce, 

sometimes working through the night into the small wee hours. 

   One morning he noticed a grey, disgruntled face peering at him 

through the window. It was the Reverend Francis Gastrell.  Furious 

that he’d been so deviously cheated out of his wood, he branded 

Sharp a blaggard and a cheat, threatening to close the shop down 

if Sharp didn’t give him full share of the profits. The carpenter, 

incensed by such disruption, turned on the demented priest and 

hurled him into the street. The less he saw of this miserable little 

man the better. But I’m afraid Stratford was in for another shock. 

Within a month Gastrell found himself at loggerheads with the 

town council, a quarrel that was to have barbaric repercussions. 

Apparently, any occupied house valued at over 40 shillings a year 

was liable to taxation, a tax which Gastrell categorically refused to 

pay on the grounds that he only spent half the year in Stratford, 

and so felt entitled to pay considerably less. The council were 

adamant and even threatened to increase his tax if he delayed a 

moment longer. This was the last and final straw for the Reverend 

Francis Gastrell. In an act of wanton self-penalizing temper he 

gave instructions that the house should be demolished, razed to 

the ground, thus leaving it free from taxation. Once again brutal 

destruction came to Stratford as Shakespeare’s noble home was 

slowly dismantled and destroyed; by the end of a week not a stone 

remained, not a beam, not a lintel to remind them of what, at one 

time, had been its chief ornament and most valued relic. The 

mood around the town was sombre and bleak, and although hos-

tility was strongly in the air, it was contained. As Gastrell emerged 

from the White Lion to board his coach to Lichfield, the good  

citizens of Stratford, 3,000 in all, surrounded the vehicle in silent 

vigil and accompanied it down Sheep Street, along Waterside, over 

Clopton Bridge, making sure that this time he never returned to 

plague their town again.  

   And as for Thomas Sharp, well, Gastrell’s destruction soon 

became his fortune. He moved from the cramp surroundings of 

Tinker’s Lane to double-fronted premises on Chapel Street, 

where he and his wife settled to a life of wealth and security.  

   Only a few years later the town built an impressive new Town 

Hall, a symbol of its aspirations. In order to show its loyalty to 

Shakespeare it invited David Garrick to donate a statue to deco-

rate it. To woo him, he was offered the freedom of the borough, 

presented in a box made of the wood of the sacred mulberry tree. 

Garrick ran away with the idea and created the famous three-day 

Jubilee in 1769. The tree itself was replaced by a cutting of the 

original tree, and this still stands in New Place Garden. One such 

cutting was given to David Garrick, which he planted in the 

grounds of his magnificent Villa at Hampton. It flourishes to this 

very day (see photograph on front page).�
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Odes to Garrick by stars of stage and screen
In 2015 Garrick’s Temple was treated to the arrival of two good 

friends, Pru Scales and Timothy West, as part of one their Great 

Canal Journeys, this one entitled London’s Lost Route to the Sea. 

They moored at the Temple and joined me for tea inside; all the 

while being filmed. Before they left Tim wrote an ode to be 

placed at the foot of the Roubiliac statue to Shakespeare. This 

was a tradition that Garrick himself started, when he urged his 

O Garrick, monarch of the stage,  

Our thanks that, in this modern age 

We’re able to enjoy, with tea 

And thespian camaraderie 

The chance to view, with warm regard 

His temple to th’immortal Bard. 

Here, in this peaceful Thames-side haven 

Who cares for Stratford-upon-Avon. 
 

Timothy West + Prunella Scales 

guests after a hearty dinner to commemorate the occasion with 

a remembrance to his beloved Bard. 

   In 2016 Sir Ian McKellen, whom I have known since 1967, when 

we appeared in David Copperfield (my first television) for the 

BBC, made a surprise visit. Ian also wrote and left an ode. 

   In 2017 we saw the arrival of Sir Derek Jacobi, to film part of 

Garrick: Godfather of the English Stage, for the BBC. �c.f.

David Garrick was not very tall, 

On stage, not seen clearly at all. 

When he played Dick the Third, 

They heard every word -  

So at least he was loud, 

although very small. 
 
Ian McKellen

Top: Clive Francis and Sir Ian McKellen. 
Above: Sir Derek Jacobi.

Clive Francis, Timothy West and Prunella Scales admire the Temple’s replica 
of François Roubiliac’s statue of William Shakespeare.

photographs: lewis lloyd
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The Garrick 
Moment
by Simon Callow

How can we hope to evaluate an actor who was born nearly 300 

years ago, in a fundamentally different world from ours, work-

ing in a fundamentally different theatre?  Well, we have words. 

And we have paintings, drawings, engravings, busts. In fact, in 

the case of David Garrick we have more images of him in action 

than any other actor who ever lived. And a torrent of words, not 

simply from the public, not merely from critics, but from some 

of the greatest writers of his day across the whole of Europe. So, 

if we can reconstruct – resurrect – anyone, it’ll be little Davy 

Garrick, from Lichfield. 

   But just to make sure that we are in no doubt of his standing 

in the world, let us beam in on his funeral in Westminster 

Abbey in 1779, just two years after he had retired, selling his 

share in the Theatre Royal in Drury Lane to the playwright 

Sheridan. It was Sheridan, in fact, who was the Chief Mourner, 

and who devised the scheme for the funeral.  

   The body had lain in state at Garrick’s house in Adelphi 

Terrace, near the Strand, for three days in a mourning room  

festooned with black ostrich feathers, silk hangings emblazoned 

with the family arms, a large black pall suspended above the 

fine red velvet-covered coffin; a room in which stood dozens of 

candlesticks and sconces (nearly a hundred pounds of candles 

were burned) with a separate area for the King and Queen to 

pay their respects; men in mourning dress guarded the proper-

ty from the thousands of people who filed past the catafalque.  

   The procession from the house to Westminster Abbey con-

sisted of thirty-five coaches, filled with the great and good of 

court, theatre, literary and social circles, with footmen and 

horsemen riding alongside them. At the procession’s head was 

the High Constable of Westminster, with soldiers making sure 

the way was clear. Following, to Sheridan’s specifications, there 

were ‘four men in mourning, with staffs covered with black silk 

and scarves, on horseback as porters; six ditto with mourning 

cloaks; a man in mourning to bear the pennon and the scarf; 

two supporters; six men in cloaks as before. State lid of black 

feathers, surrounded by escutcheons. Hearse full dressed with 

the body.’  

   The service commenced at 3.30 pm – two-and-a-half hours  

later than planned because of the crowds. The pall-bearers at  

the Abbey were the Duke of Devonshire, Lord Camden, Earl 

Spencer, the Earl of Ossory, Viscount Palmerston, Sir Watkin 

Williams-Wynn, and Richard Rigby. Inside, the great parliamen-

tarian Edmund Burke was heard to sob as the coffin passed; 

Samuel Johnson, Garrick’s oldest friend and perhaps the great-

est man of the age, wept openly. It was generally acknowledged 

to have been the grandest funeral ever of any commoner;  twenty 

years later, a magnificent statue was erected in the Abbey. Its 

inscription linked him to Shakespeare on equal terms, promising 

equal immortality: 
 

    Till Eternity with power sublime,  

    Shall mark the mortal hour of hoary time,  

    Shakespeare & Garrick like twin stars shall shine,  

    And earth irradiate with a beam divine.  
 

Of course, not everyone was delighted. ‘I do think the pomp of 

Garrick’s funeral perfectly ridiculous,’ remarked the Countess 

of Upper Ossory, an early critic of celebrity culture. ‘It is con-

founding the immense space between pleasing talents and 

national services.’ But national services is exactly what most 

people felt Garrick had performed. Certainly, more than merely 

adding to ’the public stock of harmless pleasure’, as Dr Johnson 

‘David Garrick’, by Robert Edge Pine, 1730-1788, oil on canvas, circa 1775. 
©national portrait gallery, london.

Printed invitation to David Garrick’s funeral, 1779, etching by an  
anonymous print-maker. ©herefordshire museum.
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had said on the death of his old friend, 

though his death had undoubtedly 

eclipsed the gaiety of nations.  

    The reason for all the fuss was both 

less and more than Garrick’s extraor-

dinary acting abilities, or his manage-

rial brilliance, or prodigious contribu-

tion raised standards in the theatre, or 

even his financial generosity. The scale 

of the mourning acknowledged the 

emblematic position he occupied in 

his society, a thing which is given to 

few men or women to do. Churchill 

and Dickens come to mind; though no 

actors that I can readily think of. 

    In his farewell season he had 

reprised eighteen of his most famous 

roles, and ended with one of the light-

est: Don Felix in Mrs Centlivre’s The 

Wonder: A Woman Keeps a Secret, 

another of his studies of insane jeal-

ousy. The performance was given as a 

benefit for the Drury Lane Theatrical 

Fund, which he had established, and 

indeed prevailed upon his friend 

Edmund Burke to sponsor an Act of 

Parliament to secure.  

   The show went gloriously; now for the hard bit. ‘When I 

came to take the last farewell, I not only almost lost the use of 

my voice, but of my limbs too…you would not have thought an 

English audience void of feeling if you had then seen and heard 

them. After I had left the stage and was dead to them, they 

would not suffer the petit pièce to go on; nor would the actors 

perform, they were so affected. In short, the public were very 

generous, and I am most grateful.’ What he said was:  

    

 

 

 

    

‘Every face in the theatre was clouded with grief,’ wrote his 

friend and biographer Arthur Murphy. ‘Tears gushed in various 

parts of the house, and all concurred in one general demonstra-

tion of sorrow. The word, Farewell, resounded from every quar-

ter amid the loudest bursts of applause.’ 

   That applause still echoes. In many senses, Garrick was the first 

modern actor. We all approach our roles as he did: we observe, we 

try to comprehend character, we seek to be natural and expres-

sive, as he was. We try not to look to the theatre for our truth, but 

to life itself. We try (well, most of us do) to make our speech nat-

ural and fluid and comprehensible: as Samual Johnson said of 

Garrick: ‘he was no declaimer; there was not one of his own scene 

shifters who could not have spoken ‘to be or not to be,’ better 

than he did. True conception of character and natural expression 

of it, were his distinguished excellen-

cies.’ Above all, he made the audience 

connect their own experience to what 

they saw on the stage: they recognized 

the human experiences that he con-

veyed, the image of man that he 

forged: flexible, psychologicallyde-

tailed, mercurial. It is what might be 

called the Garrick moment, the con-

fluence of changes in society, in 

thought, in language, in the theatre, at 

the centre of which he stood – in the 

same way that his idol Shakespeare 

had done two hundred years earlier. 

And this is his great contribution: he 

brought the theatre up to speed with 

the evolving understanding of human 

nature which scientists and philoso-

phers were bringing into being, and 

whose heirs we are – although all that, 

that understanding of what it is to be 

human, may be changing more quick-

ly than we think.  

 It is perhaps worth for a moment 

contemplating what was lost with the 

Garrickian revolution – because some-

thing is always lost. What Professor 

Roach has described as Quin’s ‘inherited vo cabulary of rhetorical 

gesture, founded on ancient physiological theory’ had ceased to 

convey meaning; ‘actio and pronuntiatio,’ he says, ‘were on their 

way to join the epicycles of Ptolemaic astronomy in the boneyard 

of dead ideas.’ But now that the theatrical discourse has become 

entirely naturalistic, enormously enhanced by the development 

of film and the other mechanical media, do we perhaps need to 

be startled again by a reformation of the language of acting? Let 

us pause for a moment and consider what has been lost and ask 

whether the world view that informed Shakespeare’s work, and 

that of the Ancient Greeks, has not been somewhat diminished 

by our more rational viewpoint; whether some of the poetry has 

gone out of the universe; some of the mystery misplaced. Maybe 

it is worth trying to recover something of the poetry, the 

grandeur, the archetypal power of what Quin and his cohorts 

were striving for, which occasionally atavistically peeps out in a 

Donald Wolfit or a Steven Berkoff and the pulse beats faster, the 

soul stirs, the heart sings. Now is clearly not the Berkoff moment, 

and the Wolfit moment has long passed. Maybe the Rylance 

moment is upon us? The actor who can speak for his contempo-

raries, who can be the abstract and brief chronicle of his time – 

that is a rare actor. David Garrick was that man, to such a degree 

that it is hard to imagine another. ‘He told me he never knew 

what acting was till I appeared,’ Garrick said of George Lyttleton. 

Perhaps some of that arrogance is called for. We shall see.� 

   Part of a lecture given by Simon Callow at the Rose Theatre in 

2017. Printed here with his kind permission.  

David Garrick as Don Felix in ‘The Wonder: A Woman 
Keeps a Secret’ (detail of etching and engraving), after 

Daniel Dodd. Illustration to Lowndes’ ‘New English 
Theatre’, 1777. ©the trustees of the british museum.

This is to me a very awful moment: it is no less a 

parting forever with those from whom I have 

received the greatest kindness, and upon the spot 

where that kindness and your favours were enjoyed. 
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Colin Hunter
Colin Hunter was a force of 

nature and played a major 

part in the ambitious plan to 

restore the Temple in the 

1990s. He lived close to the 

Temple that he loved and had 

done so much to preserve and 

improve and in his own lovely 

home, Garrick House, he provided generous hospitality for influ-

ential people in the hope of securing their support for the Temple 

project – usually successfully. He died in August 2013 at the age of 

87, and in the following April his friends arranged a large scale 

party in the Temple – at which excerpts from his saucy and witty 

verses were read.�b.w.

Aileen was a talented teacher 

who channelled her passion 

for Shakespeare and music 

into organising educational 

visits to Garrick’s Temple for 

hundreds of local children, 

with a team of enthusiastic 

helpers, mostly retired teach-

ers. She regarded the Temple as a wonderful resource for intro-

ducing children (and sometimes their teachers and parents) to 

architecture, literature and the theatre, and she took great plea-

sure from knowing that her enthusiasm was often reciprocated. 

She died on 24th March 2014 at the age of 76, and a few months 

later a bench was installed on Garrick’s Lawn – complete with a 

quotation from A Midsummer Night’s Dream.�b.w.

Aileen Dekker

Do you need a poem writ 
But cannot cope with penning it? 
For lilting lay or odious ode 
Ring the Bard of Buckingham Road 
 
He’s good for any kind of verse, 
Adverse, perverse, rude or worse, 
With rhythm soothing or staccato 
Inspired and lauded by Erato. 
(Calliope, Euterpe too 
Will laud the lines he writes for you.) 
 
And so for poetry that beats 
The best of Byron, Donne and Keats, 
Get in touch with Bill Weisblatt, 
Old Hampton’s Poet Laureate

The Bard of Buckingham Road

FRIENDS REMEMBERED 
Temple Events 2018

Loki Concert 1: The 
Lovekyn Consort:  
Music for Holy Week by 
Francois Couperin and 
Charpentier 
Fri 30th March 7:30pm 
 
Shakespeare & French 
Philosophers 
Symposium 1:  
Jacques Lacan 
Sat 7th April  
10:00am-6:00pm 
 
Debussy: Syrinx; Ibert, 
Caplet, and other French 
composers 
Sat 7th April 8:00pm 
 
Loki concert 2: The 
Lovekyn Consort:  
‘Music for Shakespeare’s 
birthday’ 
Fri 20th April 7:30pm 
 
RSS Shakespeare 
Birthday Celebration: 
Sat 21st April 3:00pm 
 
Hampton Swing Band 
Sat 5th May 3:00pm 
 
The Riverside Consort 
(LEH and friends) 
Sat 12th May 3:00pm 
 
Loki Concert 3: ‘Francois 
Couperin and Marin 
Marais’: Viol and 
Theorbo 
Fri 25th May 7:30pm 
 
‘Royal Weddings Come 
in Pairs’, by Keith Wait 
Sat 9th June 3:00pm 
 
Chadsworth Stage School 
Sat 16th June 3:00pm

Loki Concert 4: Yeo  
Yat-Soon: Harpsichord; 
‘Couperin and his legacy’ 
Fri 22nd June 7:30pm 
 
Shakespeare & French 
Philosophers; Symposium 
2: Michel Foucault 
Sat 23rd June  
9:00am-6:00pm 
 
Chantal and Isabella 
Schutz: a concert of 20th-
century French music 
Sat 23rd June 9:30am 
 
Loki Concert 5: Follia: 
‘Francois Couperin: first 
among equals’ 
Fri 20th July 7:30pm 
 
Loki Concert 6: Arcata La 
Mode: Elin Harries 
[soprano] and Cara Dury 
[bass viol] performing 
Restoration songs 
Fri 10th August 7:30pm 
 
Shakespeare & French 
Philosophers: Symposium 
3: Jacques Derrida 
Sat 1st September  
9:30am-6:00pm 
 
A concert of 20th- century 
French music by Chantal 
and Isabella Schutz. 
Sat 1st September 8:00pm 
 
Loki Concert 7; The 
London Abel Quartet 
with Michael Fields 
(Guitar) 
Fri 14th September 7:30pm 
 
Loki concert 8: ‘Music 
from spa to drawing-
room - songs and airs 
from the Austen family 
notebooks’ 
Fri 28th September  
7:30pm - 9:30pm

Free entry to all daytime 
events. Evening concerts £12 
(concessions available).
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Volunteer!   
Volunteers are needed urgently as Temple 

Guides, to welcome visitors, answer their 

questions, sell booklets, souvenirs and 

postcards as well as during concerts and 

other cultural events at weekends when 

catering assistants are needed to serve tea 

and light refreshments. Also, help is  

always needed for ‘London Open House’ 

weekend in September. To enquire about  

volunteering please email Joy Lloyd: 

lj-j.lloyd07@tiscali.co.uk

Using theTemple  
 
The Temple, which will easily accommo-

date 40 guests, can be made available for 

events such as AGMs, amateur dramatics 

etc, in exchange for a donation to our 

charitable funds. It has a fine wooden 

floor and is centrally heated all year 

round. Whilst normal access is via the 

18th-century steps, to the side of the 

building is a horizontal ramp providing 

safe and easy access for the elderly or dis-

abled. Facilities include a toilet (suitable 

for disabled), kitchen, bar, exhibition area 

and room for a large marquee in the 

beautiful riverside garden. For further 

information and costs please contact 

Rupert Nichol, Tel. 07880 790 763.  

Email: rupertnichol@hotmail.com �

A number of volunteers got together in the 

spring of 2016 to form a gardening group. 

    It had been obvious for some time that 

although the Council dealt with the heavy 

work of cutting back trees and large shrubs 

there was a need to maintain the outline of 

the footpaths and do some selective dead 

heading and pruning of the smaller plants . 

    Lynne Hawkes issued the initial invita-

tion to all volunteers to come along on one 

day a month. The idea was to use the occa-

sion not only to garden but to have an 

opportunity to meet others over coffee and 

cakes. If you felt you weren’t up to the exer-

tions of gardening then you were very wel-

come to come anyway and have a chat. 

    Dermot Taylor bought a selection of gar-

dening tools (spades, secateurs, shears and 

Garrick’s Temple Gardening Group
kneeling pads) and initially around half-a- 

dozen volunteers helped in cutting back the 

growth encroaching across the footpaths, 

and pulling out weeds in the flowerbeds 

and deadheading unsightly shrubs. It made 

a significant difference to the general 

appearance of the garden and everyone felt 

a sense of achievement. 

    This year, however, Dermot has said that 

he no longer wishes to continue with the 

work to the garden and therefore it was 

proposed at the volunteers committee 

meeting on 24th January that a gardener 

could be employed once a month for a few 

hours to carry on with the work and keep 

the place neat and tidy. We are indebted to 

the Temple’s neighbour Johan Andersson 

for agreeing to take on this onerous task.� 

Joan Heath
Joan Heath, who is an active volunteer 

for Garrick’s Temple to Shakespeare and 

Hampton Court Palace as well as being a 

former Richmond-upon-Thames coun-

cillor, celebrated her 100th birthday on 

21 st November 2017 with a champagne 

party at York House, Twickenham. This 

was followed by another celebratory 

gathering on 20th January in Garrick’s 

Temple. A truly wonderful, illuminating 

and inspirational woman and an invalu-

able source of knowledge. Age certainly 

cannot wither her nor custom stale her 

infinite variety!�

photograph: lewis lloyd

Special thanks to author Kathy Elgin for 

proof-reading this year’s newsletter.

Open House 
LondonWeekend 

September 23rd 2018  
the Temple will be open  

from 11am - 5pm 

Opening Hours 
The Temple is open every 

Sunday afternoon  
2-5pm from April to October 

inclusive (+ for special events) 


