
Just before noon on September 
7th 1769, a burst of cannon-fire 
exploded across Stratford-upon-

Avon, followed by another, followed 
by an echo from the heavens that 
shook the very rafters of the rotunda. 
An audience of two thousand, many 
more than had been catered for, sat huddled for warmth. Outside, 
the rain beat down ceaselessly, dripping through the roof at a 
steady rate upon the crowd beneath. All were wet and cold, and 
many of them hungry, reeking of the mud they’d just been wading 
through across the Bancroft Gardens. As Holy Trinity clock struck 
twelve, Thomas Arne raised his baton and a hundred-strong 
orchestra and choir broke joyously into the opening strains of ‘Soft 
Flowing Avon’. Although brief and stirring, this was not yet 
enough to lift the spirits of the audience, who were regarding the 
whole event with a rather hostile eye. But when David Garrick rose 
from his ceremonial throne, bowed briefly towards the statue of 
Shakespeare, adjusted the rainbow-coloured sash that hung low 
across his exquisitely braided 
waistcoat and began the much-
awaited Ode, the atmosphere sud-
denly lifted. People forgot the dis-
comfort of dampness and sodden 
shoes and began sitting forward in 
wonderment and expectation. 
   ‘To what blest genius of the isle, 
Shall gratitude her tribute pay?’ 
(Garrick, the master of his craft, 
had his audience at once in the 
palm of his hand.) 

   September of this year marks 
the 250th anniversary of this 
remarkable three-day event, which 
not only brought Shakespeare 
more into the public eye but gave 
focus to Stratford-upon-Avon, 
hitherto an unknown little market 
town hardly visited by any outside 
of Warwickshire. Regarded down 
the ages as the ‘great theatrical 

   ‘‘Sir, the Mayor, Alderman and Burgesses of the ancient borough of 

Stratford-upon-Avon; a town that glories in giving birth to the 

immortal Shakespeare, whose memory you have so highly honoured, 

and whose conception you have ever so happily expressed - rejoice in 

the opportunity of adding their mite to that universal applause which 

your inimitable powers have most justly merited; and as a mark of 

their esteem and gratitude have respectfully transmitted to you the 

Freedom of the Borough in a box made from a mulberry tree 

undoubtedly planted by Shakespeare's own hand, which they hope 

you will do them the honour of accepting.’  

washout of all times’, the Shakespeare 

Jubilee of 1769 was an outstanding 

achievement, despite its disastrous 

circumstances, and an occasion that 

Garrick, great showman that he was, 

turned to his advantage. 

  It all began in May of that year, 

when a deputation on behalf of the Mayor of Stratford called 

upon Garrick at 27 Southampton St. 

The box containing the scroll 

(now in the British Museum) 

bore the likeness of Shakespeare 

on one side, and Garrick as King 

Lear on the other. Garrick accept-

ed the honour graciously. ‘Sirs, 

the freedom of your town deliv-

ered in so flattering a manner, 

merits my warmest gratitude. It 

will be impossible to forget those 

who have given me the honour of 

mentioning my unworthy name 

with that of their immortal 

townsman.’  

  Rewarding Garrick as Stratford-

upon-Avon’s first Freeman, a posi-

tion he was to take full advantage 

of over the coming months, was 

also a gesture of thanks for provid-

ing the newly-built Town Hall 

with a small statue of Shakespeare, ‘David Garrick in full flow’ ©clive francis, 2019

My eyes, till then, no sights like these will see, 
Unless we meet at Shakespeare’s Jubilee! 

To him all honour, gratitude is due, 
To him we owe our all - to him and you. 

David Garrick 

The Great Washout of 1769
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Celebrating its 250th Anniversary Clive Francis revisits David Garrick’s Shakespeare Jubilee



Shakespeare’s mulberry tree had stood in the garden of 

New Place, Shakespeare’s former home, for over 150 

years. It had become an object of veneration to the good 

people of Stratford. But in 1756 a disgruntled clergyman, 

Francis Gastrell, the then owner of the house, ruthlessly 

cut it down, claiming that the tree blocked his light and 

the roots were ‘causing a great dampness’ to his house. 

Such wanton vandalism almost had him lynched, but an 

enterprising young watchmaker and carpenter, Thomas 

Sharpe, bought the mulberry wood and began to fashion 

it into any number of souvenirs such as snuff boxes, ink-

horns and tea caddies. He also made the box presented to 

Garrick, although it was Thomas Davies of Birmingham 

who eventually engraved it. Then, in a fit of pique over 

taxes the Council wanted to impose on New Place, 

Gastrell razed the building to the ground. Immediately, 

the town rose up and drove the venomous clergyman 

away. He never returned to Stratford again. 

Enough, Friends, says he  
Bring me the mulberry tree 

And I will ensure you a fine Jubilee 
George Steevens

a version of the Scheemaker in Poet’s Corner, Westminster Abbey.  

 

 

 

It was well known that flattery was always a good ruse to open 

Garrick’s purse, and in recognition of the Council’s generosity he 

agreed to pay out of his own pocket for a portrait of Shakespeare 

to furnish the interior of the Hall. For this he commissioned the 

artist Benjamin Wilson. He also suggested that the opening of the 
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Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow’d what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he mistook it for fame. 

Oliver Goldsmith

Box made by Thomas Sharpe and engraved by Thomas Davies c. 1769 
with wood from Shakespeare’s Mulberry tree. Presented in the same year 
to David Garrick with The Freedom of Stratford.  
©the trustees of the british museum.

new Town Hall should be part of a much grander event: a 

Shakespearean Jubilee, spread over three days, which, if every-

thing went to plan, would be one of the greatest spectacles 

Stratford had ever witnessed. The Council, of course, were 

delighted with these proposals and commissioned Thomas 

Gainsborough to paint a portrait of Garrick and Shakespeare, so 

that the memory of both men ‘may be perpetuated together.’ 

(Sadly, this was one of many relics destroyed in the Town Hall fire 

of 1946).  

   As Steward for the Jubilee, Garrick immediately set out for 

Stratford to discuss preparations with William Hunt, the Town 

Clerk. It was clear from the start that Garrick’s intention was to 

turn the three-day event into a theatrical extravaganza on a 

scale never before witnessed. He requested that fireworks be 

brought over from the continent ‘to illuminate ye river’.  But as 

the Bancroft Meadows (where the Memorial Theatre stands 

today) were dense with trees, such an effect would be lost. ‘And 

yet not to have ye town brilliantly lit on such an occasion would 

indeed be disappointing.’  Lord Dorset, who owned the mead-

ow, immediately had the trees felled.  

      With so much land at his disposal, Garrick suggested that 

it be filled with several kinds of sport, including a horse race, 

the winning plate inscribed with Shakespeare’s name and ‘pre-

sented by your humble self ’. And at the very centre of the 

ground would be a wooden rotunda, modelled on the one in 

Ranelagh Gardens; the perfect setting for ‘The Ode to 

Shakespeare’, which Garrick had written and would deliver 

Mr Garrick as Steward of the Stratford Jubilee September 1769.   
©the trustees of the british museum. 
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‘The Procession at the Jubilee at Stratford-upon-Avon’ c. 1769. ©the trustees of the british museum.

along with Thomas Arne’s specially composed score.  

   And as if that weren’t enough, he then decided upon ‘a grand 

Shakespearean Pageant, incorporating around 170 persons 

properly dressed representing the principal characters from 

Shakespeare’s plays, along with at least three dozen or so of ye 

handsomest children, to represent fairies and cupids.’  Garrick 

also offered to provide all the costumes from the Drury Lane 

wardrobe department. He then asked Hunt to approach Lord 

Beauchamp to see if he would consider letting him have the full 

strength of his Militia – ‘It will add to the show and look most 

proper and agreeable. What you say?’ 

    ‘I know the Dragoons are available,’ responded Hunt. ‘I'm 

sure they are,’ retorted Garrick. ‘And in contrast will look 

undoubtedly drab! I have nearly killed myself with arrange-

ments and if I escape madness or fevers, I shall be most happy. 

Incidentally, I hope and trust that Mr Payton of the White Lion 

will provide sufficient numbers of waiters to attend and that 

there will be no want of provision, for there will be many 

mouths to fill.’ By now Hunt was finding it hard to keep pace 

with the actor’s extravagant proposals. ‘Preparations are in 

hand, I assure ye. Well over 300 waiters are being especially 

engaged and a turtle weighing in excess of 150lbs is already being 

prepared.’ ‘Excellent!’ cried Garrick, and immediately returned 

to London to mobilise his company of dancers, singers and 

musicians.  

   Meanwhile, Stratford got under way with preparations. John 

Payton, anticipating the event to be an overwhelming sell-out, 

took it upon himself to transport from Bath a great number of 

sedan chairs and over 1,500 extra beds from London. 

Carpenters, painters, gilders and machinists were dispatched to 

Stratford to put up the amphitheatre, along with stage equip-

ment and special lamps, many of which were smashed in transit.  

A series of huge transparent paintings were prepared to hang 

over the windows of various buildings throughout the town, to 

be lit from behind by hundreds of flickering coloured lamps. 

Garrick’s dream of turning Stratford into a place of magic and 

mystery was starting to bear fruit. Then things began to go 

wrong. The builders discovered that the extra timber needed for 

the rotunda hadn’t even been ordered, and they began to 

encounter hostility from the locals who refused to cooperate. 

Even the weather misbehaved, and after weeks of heavy rainfall, 

the Avon began to rise with ominous speed. It then became clear 

that the price of a ticket for the whole festival, which had been 

set at one guinea, would be inadequate to cover all the extra 

events and, consequently, Garrick found himself contributing 

more and more out of his own pocket. Undeterred, he mounted 

a full-scale publicity campaign, fuelling the already mounting 

excitement buzzing around London and Stratford.  

   As the date for the opening approached, crowds poured in to 

the sleepy market town in search of accommodation. At once the 

roads became congested with traffic. Carriages, their doors 

adorned with noble arms, ‘disgorged countesses, costumiers, 

wig-makers and hairdressers onto lowly doorsteps.’ Inns, board-

ing houses – anybody’s houses – for miles around found them-

selves ‘bulged with humanity.’ As a token of thanks to all those 

taking part, Garrick insisted on commemorative medals being 

struck, together with rainbow-coloured favours to symbolise 

Shakespeare’s achievements, echoing Johnson’s much-quoted 

line ‘each change of many-colour’d life he drew.’ Garrick wanted 

the opening to be announced by a 30-gun salute, after which the  
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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, 2019

celebrated Thomas Arne would conduct his oratorio, Judith, in 

Holy Trinity church. The atmosphere throughout the town 

became one of increasing excitement and tense anticipation. It 

looked as if the months of organisation, sleepless nights and 

preparations were about to pay off. Nothing, it seemed, could 

possibly go wrong. And nothing did, to begin with. 

   Day one. Thirty cannon exploded across the town, followed 

by a cacophony of church bells. Then, as a surprise to all, 

Charles Dibdin and his merry band of musicians positioned 

themselves beneath Garrick’s window and sweetly sang the 

‘Dawn Serenade’, which Garrick ‘had set his heart upon, but 

which he had given up as lost.’ (The two men had fallen out bit-

terly weeks before but Dibdin, feeling a pang of guilt for with-

drawing all his music, had a sudden change of heart and 

‘rushed to Stratford in the greatest haste’.) By now a leaden sky 

hung over the town, threatening to erupt at any minute. But the 

day passed, to everyone’s relief, in the dry, with much rejoicing 

and jubilation. It began with a mammoth breakfast for 700 

within the Town Hall, where Garrick was formally appointed 

‘Steward of the Jubilee’ and invested with a special wand, 

together with a medal of Shakespeare carved from the mulber-

ry tree. It ended with a grand ball; the rotunda having been 

‘decorated and illuminated by over a hundred hands.’  

   The second day, Thursday September 7th, didn’t pass so well. 

It was evident that the weather was beginning to worsen and 

Garrick’s barber, a little off-colour from the effects of the pre-

vious night, began the morning by accidentally giving his mas-

ter a nasty gash upon the chin. And then the rain came. Light at 

first, but by eleven o’ clock, when the Shakespearean Procession 

– in which 200 costumed performers were ready to parade the 

town – was due to begin, it became torrential. Garrick had no 

choice but to cancel, as he also did the elaborate firework dis-

play. Instead, everyone girded their loins and hurried through 

rain and mud towards the rotunda to hear the much-anticipat-

ed Ode, which at its end was applauded with rapture. The effect 

of Garrick’s voice, coupled with Arne’s music and the choral 

swell of the choir, shook the audience out of its apathy. ‘I do 

believe,’ commented James Boswell, ‘that if anyone had 

attempted to disturb the performance, he would have been in 

danger of his life. The triumph of [Garrick’s] countenance at 

some parts of the ode, its tenderness at others … cannot be 

described.’ There were a few, of course, who poured scorn on 

his flowery language and mannered delivery, but to the major-

ity it was a triumph, Lord Grosvenor even claiming Garrick had 

affected his whole frame: ‘My veins and nerves, sir, still quiver 

with agitation.’ Somehow Garrick managed to rise above the 

dismay of having to watch his carefully laid plans slowly being 

destroyed by the weather. 

   Then the cry went up: ‘The river has broke!’ and everyone 

immediately scampered towards the exits, but by now the 

Bancroft Meadow was under water. The rotunda was, in effect, 

cut off. Carriages were hastily brought down to escort those 

privileged enough to own one back to their quarters. Everyone 

else, musicians and audience alike, had to wade back to dry 

land. Duck planks were laid over the mud in the hope of pro-

tecting the ladies’ crinolines. Such a flood had never before 
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Now swell at once the choral song, 

Roll the full tide of harmony along; 

Let Rapture sweep the trembling strings, 

And Fame expanding all her wings, 

With all her trumpet-tongues proclaim, 

The lov’d, rever’d, immortal name! 

SHAKESPEARE!   

SHAKESPEARE!   

SHAKESPEARE! 
                                                       David Garrick

been recorded in Stratford. ‘Well, Sam,’ said Garrick to Samuel 

Foote as they sheltered beneath an awning, ‘what do you think 

of all this?’ ‘Think of it!’ snorted Foote. ‘Think of it! Why, as any 

Christian should. It’s God’s revenge against vanity.’  ‘VANITY!’ 

exploded Garrick. ‘What does the fellow mean?’ 

   On the third and last day the weather improved enough for 

the Jubilee Gold Cup horse race to go ahead, followed by 

another grand ball and a hastily re-arranged firework display, 

although by this time most were too damp to ignite. All in all, 

this glorious three-day programme of balls, masquerades, odes 

and songs, speeches and loyal effusions, was distinguished by 

the complete absence of anything penned by the one person the 

Jubilee was honouring - Shakespeare.  

   The expenses of the Jubilee had seriously exceeded Garrick’s 

initial calculations, and although most of the shortfall (around 

£2,000) came out of his own pocket, the wear and tear of cos-

tumes and stage properties was down to the coffers of Drury 

Lane. But, not to be beaten, he immediately turned his misfor-

tune to triumph, and mounted a huge re-enactment of the 

three-day event at Drury Lane, combining ‘spectacle, farce and 

music.’ Although he was up against fierce opposition from 

Covent Garden, where George Coleman was about to launch 

his own satirical take on the Jubilee, the honours went to 

Garrick and his brilliant staging. The show was a sell-out and 

ran for a hundred nights. Garrick was not only able to recoup 

his earlier losses but come out with a healthy profit to boot and, 

more importantly, launch the start of the Shakespeare industry.  

Garrick’s Temple to Shakespeare Events 2019
Free admission to all Saturday afternoon events. Tickets £12 (Temple Volunteers £6) for all evening events. 
Further information at www.garrickstemple.org.uk/Events-2019 or Tel. Rupert Nichol 07880 790 763

LOKI CONCERT 2  
THE LOVEKYN CONSORT 
friday 19th april 7.30pm 
The Lovekyn Consort perform  
cantatas by Charpentier and his 
contemporaries . 
Tickets £12 on the door 
 
RSS CELEBRATES 
SHAKESPEARE’S BIRTHDAY 
saturday 20th april 3pm 
An extract from “Kemp’s Jig”, the 
story of Shakespeare ‘s  
colleague’s Morris Dance from 
London to Norwich, and a one act 
play, “The Jew of Venice”,  
Free event 
 
LOKI CONCERT 3  
FOLLIA 
friday 17th may 7.30pm 
Follia perform 18th-century music 
using Baroque-style instruments 
Tickets £12 on the door

THE RIVERSIDE CONSORT 
saturday 25th may 3pm 
Free event 
 
ST MARY’S DRAMA GROUP 
saturday 8th jun 3pm 
Free event 
 
TWO KIWI CELLOS 
saturday 8th jun 7:30pm 
Andrea Mundy and Davina Shum 
Tickets £10 on the door 
 
LOKI CONCERT 4 
YEO YAT-SOON 
friday 21st jun 7:30pm 
Yeo Yat-Soon, Harpsicord 
Tickets £12 on the door 
 
SHAKESPEARE IN  
PHILOSOPHY  
saturday 22nd june 
Seminar 2: Ernst Kantorowicz and 
Shakespeare 
Tickets £10 on the door

SUMMERTIME SOIREE  
saturday 6th july 7.30pm 
Amy Gould, Cello.  
David Harrod, Keyboard 
Tickets £12 on the door 
 
LOKI CONCERT 5  
THE TONBRIDGE TRIO 
friday 19th july 7.30pm 
The Tonbridge Trio will perform  
a mixture of 18th-century songs 
arranged by themselves, and  
contemporary music for  
recorder and flute. 
Tickets £12 on the door 
 
LOKI CONCERT 6 
LAZARUS   
friday 9th august 7.30pm 
Lazarus perform an English ballad 
using instruments and styles from 
the folk and early music traditions. 
Tickets £12 on the door 
 
 

LOKI CONCERT  7 
THE LOVEKYN CONSORT 
friday 6th september 7.30pm 
The Lovekyn Consort perform  
music from the Shakespearian stage. 
Tickets £12 on the door 
 
SHAKESPEARE IN  
PHILOSOPHY  
saturday 7th september  
10am - 6pm 
Seminar 3: Hannah Arendt and 
Shakespeare 
Tickets £10 on the door 
 
LOKI CONCERT 8 
FOLLIA 
friday 27th september 7.30pm 
Follia perform Handel’s German 
Arias, with music by his  
contemporaries. 

afterthought 

A few years ago I was gifted a bound first edition of Garrick’s 

‘Ode’, published in 1769. The preface page carries an Introduction 

– or ‘Advertisement’, as it is referred to – of which this is a short 

extract:  

‘As to the “Ode” itself, the author presents it to the public as an 

object of their good nature – to his friends as an exercise of their 

partiality – to his enemies, as a lucky opportunity of venting 

their wit, humour and criticism, spleen, or whatever else they 

please, should they think it worthy of their notice.�c.f.  
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dramatist, esteemed critic – excelling in each as few have ever 

done. But the career he worked at with the greatest effort was the 

one which, in effect, embraced all of them: above all, he was a the-

atrical director and producer. ‘He threw new light on elocution 

and action; he banished ranting, bombast and grimace; and 

restored nature, ease, simplicity, and genuine humour.’ No wonder 

William Pitt proclaimed him ‘ye best Actor ye English Stage had 

produc’d.’  

He also carried around in his head about 90 parts; not small, 

insignificant roles but leading characters in every play of the 

day, including every star role in Shakespeare. (His, however, was 

not the highest score. Theophilus Cibber boasted 160 characters 

‘in which for the course of many years, I have frequently been 

allow’d to entertain an indulgent Town.’ But then he was known 

to exaggerate!) 

Garrick’s other great triumph was the successful running of 

Drury Lane Theatre, which he managed for 27 years alongside 

his business partner James Lacey. Apart from the artistic  

responsibilities of theatrical management, the financial and  

operational details were immense and extremely demanding. 

Despite this, their relationship remained pretty harmonious,  

although there were one or two incidents which nearly scuppered 

it. For example, in 1752 Lacey hired a celebrated equilibrist (bal-

ancing act) and rope dancer, who Garrick immediately condemned 

as being a ‘defilement and abomination to the house of William 

Shakespeare.’ He called Lacey ‘a 

mean mistaken creature’, adding 

in a letter to his brother George 

that he was, ‘sick, sick, sick of 

him!’ and that Lacey ‘ought to 

have a thorough Scouring before 

his inside will be tolerably clear 

from ye filth & Nastiness he has 

been gathering from his youth 

upward till now’ and going on to 

express his repugnance for his 

partner’s ‘maggot breeding peri-

cranium.’    

  But putting their differences in 

taste to one side, they did manage 

to assemble a group of actors re-

garded at the time as the most  

‘illustrious aggregates of historic 

talent ever assembled upon one 

stage.’ Spranger Barry (possibly 

Garrick’s only major rival), 

Thomas King, John Palmer, John 

Moody, Richard Yates, Henry 

Woodward (who supported all 

the comedy roles in which Garrick 

did not appear, Falstaff being one), 

Garrick- Actor, Entrepreneur, Director 

There is a story about David Garrick hailing a carriage in 
Paris with the French actor Préville. He asked the driver 
to take them to Versailles, but the driver refused until he 

had at least four other passengers. Unobserved, Garrick slipped 
out, walked away and then returned ‘with a gait unlike his own’ 
and, in a completely different voice and persona, asked the 
coachman to take him to Versailles. The driver agreed, once he 
had a full coach. So Garrick repeated the exercise, all the while 
keeping up an endless stream of chatter in different voices, until 
the coachman, totally unaware of the trick being played and sat-
isfied he now had his full quota, proceeded on the journey. It was 
only when they arrived at Versailles and only two alighted, that 
he became suspicious. ‘What’s going on, monsieur?’ he asked. 
‘Where are the rest of the passengers?’ ‘Jumped out, I’m afraid,’ 
replied Garrick. ‘But before doing so asked me to give you this.’ 
And handed the driver a generous wad of notes. 

Apart from being a master prankster, Garrick had the ability 

to alter his stature, voice and expression on the twist of a coin 

and in quick-fire succession, be it ‘from wild delight to temperate 

pleasure, from tranquillity to surprise, from surprise to blank 

astonishment, to sorrow, to fright, to horror, and thence – up 

again to the point from which he started.’ The German philosopher 

Georg Lichtenberg affirmed this extraordinary power when he 

described Garrick’s countenance on seeing the ghost of Hamlet’s 

father: ‘His whole demeanour was so expressive of terror that it 

made my flesh creep even before 

he began to speak.’ 

As Professor Kalman Burnim 

points out in his brilliant appraisal, 

‘Garrick was the busiest of men. A 

compendium of his manifold ac-

tivities reveals a career of amazing 

industry. When he was not attend-

ing to the daily duties of theatrical 

management, supervising re-

hearsals, casting a new play or re-

vival, negotiating with dramatists, 

scenographers and tradesmen, he 

was engaged in writing special pro-

logues, providing critical assistance 

to Shakespearean editors, and com-

posing newspaper puffs. He was 

also one of the most assiduous 

and skilful of correspondents.’ He 

also found the time to write 21 

plays and entertainments, forming 

a body of dramatic literature which 

in its age can only be equalled by 

that of Sheridan and Goldsmith. 

In truth, Garrick was a man of 

many careers – supreme actor, expert 
‘Mr Garrick in Hamlet’,  

©the trustees of the british museum.
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and Charles Macklin, famed for his long theatrical pauses. On 

one occasion Macklin paused for so long that the prompter 

thought he’d dried and came in with the line. Macklin marched 

to the wings, snatched away his book and beat the poor chap to 

the ground, explaining to the startled audience, ‘Forgive me, 

but the fellow interrupted me Grand Pause.’ Macklin was a man 

you did not quarrel with. Possessed of a fiery temperament, he 

once killed a fellow actor during a fight over a wig.  

The company was equally fortunate in its actresses, despite 

the continued headaches they caused. Kitty Clive was one in-

valuable member, Hannah Pritchard another, though Garrick 

did find her on occasion uncommonly clumsy to work with: 

‘All noddling head and no teeth.’ She was also the company’s 

Lady Macbeth, a part in which she had become established and 

which no one would ever dare deny her. When asked for her  

appraisal of the play, Mrs Pritchard is reported to have said: ‘I 

do not know as I have never read Macbeth further than the 

sleep walking scene, and once that has been performed, I usually 

retire to my carriage and go straight home.’  

      Performers often continued to play their roles long after they 

were physically and vocally suited to them. Susannah Cibber 

played Juliet into her early fifties; Garrick, Hamlet at close on 

sixty, and Macklin was still playing Shylock into his nineties. 

But then if you had made a success of a particular role, the 

public were in an uproar if it was given to someone else. When 

John Rich of Covent Garden awarded the part of Cordelia to a 

Miss Wilford, George Anne Bellamy, the retainer of the role, 

was so incensed by his action that she had handbills printed  

informing the audience entering 

the theatre: ‘That as the ac-

knowledged child of your favour, 

I thought it my duty to costume 

myself this evening, in case I 

should be honoured with your 

preference.’ When poor Miss 

Wilford made her first appear-

ance, the audience created such 

a disturbance that the play had 

to be stopped, allowing Miss 

Bellamy, confidently waiting in 

the wings, to step out (‘Voilà, I 

am here!’) and take over the 

role, which she did ‘amidst uni-

versal applause.’  

Even the demands of natural 

events failed to loosen an actress 

from her coveted role, though 

an outraged Mrs Palmer, clearly 

plump with child, had the temer-

ity to confront Garrick as to 

why she was not being allowed 

to play the 16-year-old Agnès 

in The School for Wives. In 1749 

Mrs Ward played Cordelia while  

obviously very pregnant, while another gave birth halfway 

through a performance of the The Mourning Bride, and, a Miss 

Pit, in the middle of the ‘Virgin’ aria of The Beggar’s Opera. 

Clearly, there were certain actresses you did not want to cross 

swords with, several of whom made Garrick – ‘the most tenacious 

man alive’ – immensely nervous. Despite his constant efforts to 

keep everyone happy, jealousies and rivalries frequently upset 

the tranquility of Drury Lane, and Garrick found himself forever 

feuding with the likes of the Mrs Abington, Yates and Palmer; 

probably one of the things that hastened his early retirement. 

Of these, Abington was the most problematic. ‘Insufferable 

woman,’ was Garrick’s take. ‘As silly as she is false and treacher-

ous.’ 

But probably the most temperamental of them all was Kitty 

Clive, a lady with whom Garrick dreaded any altercation. 

‘Tiresome and fussocky, Mrs Clive’, as he would refer to her. Al-

though Garrick admired her hugely as an actress, her stage dis-

cipline was not the best, and she was often guilty of letting her 

eye wander around the audience in search of a familiar face, 

instead of concentrating on the performer she was acting with.  

When it came to casting the ‘low parts’, the supernumeraries, 

Garrick thought it necessary to go for a certain look rather than 

whether or not the person could act, and with this in mind, he 

recruited a Mr W. Stone to comb the streets for possibilities. On 

one occasion he asked him for: ‘Two good murderers, particularly 

the spouting fellow who keeps the apple-stand on Tower Hill; 

the cut on his face is just the thing. Also, pick me up an 

Alderman or two for Richard III, if you can.’ A few weeks later 

he wrote again to Stone saying 

he was desperate to find the 

Bishop of Winchester for that 

evening’s performance of Henry 

VI. Stone replied: ‘Sir – the 

Bishop of Winchester is at pres-

ent getting drunk at the Bear 

and says damn his eyes if he’ll 

play tonight.’ To which Garrick 

replied: ‘Stone – the Bishop may 

go to the Devil. I do not know 

a greater rascal except yourself.’  

   The employment of super-

numeraries to play the mur-

derers in Macbeth would also 

give rise to the occasion when, 

on Garrick’s confronting one 

of them during the banqueting 

scene and saying: ‘There’s blood 

upon thy face,’ the murderer 

was so taken aback by the in-

tensity of Garrick’s delivery and 

the fear within his eyes that he 

blurted out, ‘Is there by God!’ 

–  and fainted.� 

Clive Francis

 
David Garrick as John Brute in ‘The Provok’d Wife’ by Vanbrugh,  

Drury Lane, 1763. Johan Zoffany (1733-1810)  
©the holburne museum, bath
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Volunteer!   
Volunteers are urgently needed as Temple 

Guides, to welcome visitors, answer their 

questions, and to sell booklets, souvenirs 

and postcards, as well as during weekend 

concerts and other cultural events, 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. The Temple has a fine 

wooden floor and is centrally heated all 

year round. Whilst normal access is via 

the 18th-century steps, a horizontal ramp 

to the side of the building provides 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 �

Special thanks to author Kathy Elgin for 

kindly proofreading this year’s newsletter.

Open House 
LondonWeekend 
21 st -22nd September 2019.  
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) 

Within Temple Lawn, close to the Temple 

itself, is the Loggia, which for several years 

has been the subject of much talk about 

how to convert it into an all-weather 

venue. At present the main area is open 

to the elements, which means its use is 

only feasible for a limited number of 

months a year and, even then, when it’s 

not subjected to wind and rain.  

Up till now the Loggia has been used 

for art exhibitions and for providing re-

freshments at concerts and other events. 

Whenever possible it has also been used 

for educational purposes, local schools 

benefiting from lectures on a variety of 

subjects ranging from Palladio to life in 

Garrick’s time. These were run by Temple 

volunteers, who devised the lectures to 

reflect key stages in the schools’ curricula. 

Recently, Orleans Gallery has taken over 

responsibility for these events.   

As far back as 2014, architects Kaner Olette 

were asked to draw up a Feasibility Design 

Report, setting out initial proposals of 

how to improve the Loggia and its sur-

rounding site. The report they produced 

addressed the problems of accessibility, 

layout, exposure to the elements and van-

dalism. The architects gave an indication 

of costs amounting to around £200,000. 

First it was essential to obtain Planning 

Permission, without which it would be 

impossible to move ahead and begin 

fundraising. In early 2018 architect Mike 

Kaner undertook to produce the necessary 

documents needed for this, and to make 

the application to Richmond Council for 

its consent. The application was made, 

and Planning and Listed Building consents 

were granted later that same year. 

The final design gives us an enclosed 

meeting space with provision for heating 

and improved lighting, a re-located and 

improved kitchen, a toilet accessible both 

from outside and internally, adequate 

storage, and a usable external area which 

does not compromise the Capability Brown 

garden. 

It is now within our grasp to turn an 

idea into a reality, and to see the Loggia 

used to its full potential. This is an op-

portunity that mustn’t be allowed to slip 

away. Any suggestions/offers for fundrais-

ing and help with the enterprise would 

be more than welcome.� 

Dermot Taylor, Treasurer 

Volunteers Committee, 

Garrick’s Temple to Shakespeare Trust

Garrick’s Temple Loggia
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