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vii
            Introduction

         

         The six selected plays published here span almost two decades. All but the first two were commissioned by female artistic directors. That tells a story. There were almost no women running theatres when I started my career as a playwright back in the 1980s. Progress. Here are included one history play, one musical, one comedy, one short monologue, a contemporary adaptation of a seventeenth-century verse drama, and a longer monologue and cry from the heart about our perilous state: the climate and ecological emergency.

         Starting at the end, Gin Craze! was a project I took to theatres rather than waiting to be asked, which suggests a newfound confidence after thirty years of playwriting. Extinct is a play that could only have been written in the Anthropocene. And two of the plays were written for the Theatre Royal Stratford East, proudly once the home of a heroine of mine, Joan Littlewood. During this time, I have collaborated with many wonderful artists. One of the joys of being a playwright is to come out of the solitary business of writing into the big family of the theatre and the rehearsal room.

         A Laughing Matter

         Max Stafford-Clark’s Out of Joint theatre company asked me to find a classic play and write a response to it, so that both plays could be toured together. In the eighteenth century, there was a fashion for plays called ‘sentimental’ comedies. This species of play believed the stage must project a good example at all times, and conflict must come not out of malevolence but out of genuine, good-hearted mistakes. viiiLaughter was frowned upon as too ‘low’. These plays were pretty woeful. One of the only plays to buck the trend was Oliver Goldsmith’s refreshingly comic and lairy She Stoops to Conquer. However, the actor/manager of Drury Lane in 1767, David Garrick, Goldsmith’s good friend, refused to stage the play for fear of a scandal. There, I thought, was a story. It was my first big, main-stage play, eventually performed at the National Theatre’s Lyttelton. I had to compose lines for Dr Johnson, perhaps the wittiest man in history, which caused me some trepidation. Still, I loved writing the play: the bold language and larger-than-life characters who populated the eighteenth-century stage were great fun to bring alive. There was a lot of doubling – I learnt to contrive exits, so that an actor could come on again as a different character, which gave me a pleasing sense of connection to playwrights of the past.

         Jumpy

         Dominic Cooke read a scene I had written about a mother and daughter, which started with them arguing about homework and ended with the firing of a gun. He called me into the Royal Court and said, ‘Write me the play,’ so I did. I had just turned fifty and had a sixteen-year-old daughter. It was a case of write what you know. The extraordinary Tamsin Greig played Hilary, with Bel Powley as her daughter and Doon Mackichan as the best friend. It was directed by Nina Raine. Is there a more powerful story than that of bringing up a child and letting that child go? Weirdly, it’s marginalised in theatre, and I wanted to push that mother/daughter relationship centre stage, powered by the explosive, rebellious energy of a teenager. ix

         Rune

         Theresa Heskins, the artistic director of the New Vic, Stoke-on-Trent, commissioned a series of plays to commemorate the discovery in 2009 of the Staffordshire Hoard, the largest ever find of Saxon gold and precious stuff by a first-time metal detectorist. Each writer had to choose an item from the hoard and write a short table play, to be performed as the audience sat in the bar before the main house opened. I chose to write about a rune. Stoke, Theresa told me, was one of the most deprived areas in the UK, and that started me thinking about what impact, if any, the discovery of the treasure would have on one teenage girl.

         The Village

         In 2018 Nadia Fall opened her first season at Theatre Royal Stratford East with a homage to Joan Littlewood, choosing a play that Joan had rediscovered, Fuenteovejuna by Lope de Vega. It was based on a true story of a fifteenth-century Spanish village, which, under the leadership of a young woman and rape victim, rose up to overthrow an oppressive, evil landlord. Nadia had the idea of setting the play in the contemporary India of right-wing nationalist Narendra Modi. The real rape and murder of a Dahlit girl by a group of nationalists, contesting her people’s right to their land, was very much in our minds. As I began the adaptation of this verse drama it became clear that the poetry of the original was deep in its bones and our play needed to be in verse too. It was a nervous embarkation, which slowly found its confidence as we read the lines with actors. I had a vertiginous timescale from commission to first night – both in the same year – but I was thrilled to be working on this project. De Vega, I discovered, was one of only three survivors from his ship, part of the invading Armada fleet. Did that trauma lead him to deconstruct the elite patriarchy so effectively? x

         Extinct

         In 2018, worried about climate heating, I went to a meeting of Extinction Rebellion and became an activist. I was on a steep learning curve, terrified for the future of the planet. In the middle of Lockdown, Nadia Fall asked me to write a show for one actor (Covid) on climate change. We decided it would mimic a TED Talk, but veer off into a story of the already impacted Global South. The director Kirsty Housley and I grappled with the show’s structure and with the restrictions of staging anything during the pandemic, and the intrepid actor Kiran Landa took the job, which involved using a camera, getting into a cold bath and tipping ‘crude oil’ over herself, together with the huge ingestion of many facts. She reached out and touched the audience powerfully.

         Gin Craze!

         Michael Oakley directed two of my previous plays, Playhouse Creatures at Chichester and Fanny Hill at Bristol Old Vic. We talked about a third history project and landed on the eighteenth-century gin craze. Gin was a newly invented beverage, much more powerful than today’s; a pint could kill you. We still talk about ‘mother’s ruin’, a leftover from the moralising reaction to the ‘craze’, which saw the powerful afraid that they would lose their control over the poor, and especially the women, who enjoyed both hawking and imbibing the new liquor. In their tough lives, it was self-medication. As I researched, wonderful things happened. I discovered that the novelist Henry Fielding and his bluestocking sister Sarah were part of the gin story; and, as I began to write, I had the sense that these women of the street would be singing, and so it became a musical. Michael and I had the opportunity to visit the Orchard Project in America, and the lyricist and composer Lucy Rivers bravely joined us, never having met us before. We heard Lucy’s first song one xievening while sitting on a porch in Saratoga Springs. We were blown away. A wonderful moment.

         
             

         

         With all these plays I wanted to put women’s lives centre stage. I hope you enjoy them.

         April De Angelis

June 2022
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            Premiere Production

         

         A Laughing Matter was first performed at the Yvonne Arnaud Theatre, Guildford, on 17 October 2002, with the following cast:

         
             

         

         Edmund Burke / Sam Cautherley / Mr Cross  Stephen Beresford

         Charles Macklin / Sir Joshua Reynolds  Nigel Cooke

         Peg Woffington / Hannah Moore  Monica Dolan

         Mrs Garrick / Mrs Barry  Fritha Goodey

         Mrs Cibber  Bella Merlin

         Dr Samuel Johnson / Rev. Cumberland / Betty Flint  Ian Redford

         Oliver Goldsmith / Theophilus O’Ryan  Owen Sharpe

         Cedric Bounce / Mr Larpent  Matthew Sim

         James Boswell / Mr Barry / Duke of Kingston  Christopher Staines

         David Garrick  Jason Watkins

         Lady Kingston / Mrs Butler  Jane Wood

         
             

         

         Other parts played by members of the company

         
             

         

         Director  Max Stafford-Clark

         Designer  Julian McGowan

         Lighting  Johanna Town

         Music  Paddy Cunneen

         Sound  Neil Alexander

         Choreographer  Wendy Allnutt

         Assistant Director  Matthew Wilde
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            Characters

         

         
            Samuel Johnson

Oliver Goldsmith

James Boswell

Edmund Burke

Joshua Reynolds

David Garrick

Mrs Eva Garrick

Lady Kingston

Reverend Richard Cumberland

Sam Cautherley

Mrs Susannah Cibber

Mrs Butler

Mrs Lavinia Barry

Mr Spranger Barry

Mr Charles Macklin

Hannah More

Cedric Bounce

Mr Richard Cross

Master Barry

Mr Theophilus O’Ryan

Peg Woffington

Betty Flint

Duke of Kingston

Old Man

Butcher

Vicar

Mr Larpent

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Act One

            

         

         
            Johnson A Club. One: An assembly of good fellows meeting under certain conditions for a common purpose. Two: A heavy tapering stick, knobby at one end. Used to strike with. 

            
               
                  Scene One: The Turk’s Head

               

            

            Goldsmith Gentlemen, I have written a comedy, but when or how it will be acted or whether it will be acted at all are questions I cannot resolve.

            Boswell Gentlemen, we forget our toast. To the Turk’s Head.

            All The Turk’s Head!

            Johnson I find I no longer approve of our toast. We are not Turks. We must endeavour to discover a more suitable epithet.

            Goldsmith Gentlemen. May I draw attention to the matter I flagged up some moments past?

            Johnson No, Goldy, you may not. You must not be forever attempting to shine in conversation. You go on without ever knowing how you are to get off. You seldom come anywhere where you are not more ignorant than anyone else.

            Burke If I remember correctly, Dr Johnson’s pledge of old was to the king over the water.

            Johnson It was, Mr Burke, until he threatened to arrive.

            Burke You had not the stomach to be overrun by marauding Scots?

            Johnson Scots, sir, will grab the flimsiest of straws to leave the land of their birth. Invasion of England would merely have provided them further excuse.

            Boswell You are rather harsh upon my country fellows, I think.

            Johnson A man cannot admire a nation whose national dish is oats. Oats in England, sir, are a cereal fed to horses. In Scotland they support the population. You may enquire of Reynolds here as to landscape.

            Reynolds The landscape is perhaps a trifle severe for the English palette.

            Johnson Just as your eye is blighted, so is the mind, for conversation has not yet been invented in Scotland. They are too busy chewing.

            Boswell I object, sir.

            Johnson You may object, Bozzy, or you may comfort yourself with this: although it is bad to be Scottish it is worse to be French. The French are a gross, ill-bred, untaught people; a lady there will spit on the floor and rub it with her foot.

            Burke If we are to discover for ourselves a new pledge, we must go back to first principles. Why are we here?

            Johnson Burke is the man, sirs, take up whatever topic you please, he is ready to meet you. We meet here to advance the cause of learning and furnish through our conversation understanding and enlightened thinking. We are at the helm, sirs, of an English renaissance. Which brings me to my matter.

            Goldsmith Which brings me to my matter.

            Johnson I have not finished, sir.

            Goldsmith In essence.

            Johnson Have I not shaken you off yet, Goldy? My point is this: that our toast, sirs, should be to England.

            All England.

            Goldsmith My point is that Mr Colman at Covent Garden has had my play twenty-two months. And, sirs, since I have been living off the expectation of it being performed, I am now brought so low as to face extinction. L–l–look at me one last time. I am a whisker away from the slab. Last night I ate my candle then lay in the darkness knowing my final hour must be approaching. Alas, this morning I woke as usual.

            Boswell But what is your point, sir?

            Johnson His point is he has no candle.

            Reynolds You must apply to me for candles, sir. I shall furnish you gladly.

            Boswell Perhaps your play is no good, sir.

            Goldsmith I have examined all possibilities and that is the least probable. The truth is that your renaissance, sirs, has by-passed the English theatre altogether. We have no theatre to speak of.

            Boswell That’s odd. I could’ve sworn I was there last night.

            Goldsmith What we have is a commercial venture. A different matter altogether.

            Burke Now see here, Dr Goldsmith, we cannot allow you to cast aspersions upon commercial ventures – they are an expression of man’s interests.

            Reynolds It says something for a work of art that a man is prepared to pay for it.

            Goldsmith If you are prepared to flatter, sir, men will pay you.

            Boswell Ooh!

            Johnson Now, Goldy …

            Reynolds I flatter myself that I like to bring out the best in people.

            Boswell Indeed you do, sir. I say that without flattery.

            Johnson Knowing you as I do, Bozzy, that is highly improbable.

            Burke Do you suggest Sir Joshua bring out the worst in his subjects?

            Johnson It is reasonable to suppose that a man may desire to be presented in a good light as opposed to a bad.

            Burke If it makes him content, should we not be happy for him?

            Goldsmith It is not the b–business of art to content a man with his own flaws!

            Reynolds You touch upon a philosophic point. Shouldn’t art aspire to the ideal, since beauty instructs us in goodness?

            Burke We would not wish to return to the barbaric impulses which lie within man’s breast by always harking on his beastliness.

            Goldsmith But it is a lie … gentlemen. An argument for lying.

            Boswell A society must be encouraged in its aspirations.

            Goldsmith You’d feel beastly if you’d been treated the way I had. My play has not received the serious …

            Johnson We are back to Goldy’s play. He must be headed off.

            Johnson The theatre, I am not for it. A man is better off reading a play in the comfort of his own home.

            Goldsmith You give yourself no concern about new p–plays as if you never had a thing to do with the stage. B–but you wrote a p–play once.

            All Irene.

            They giggle. 

            Johnson And the Sultan Mahomet. The theatre, sir, is a pointless activity. What does it benefit a man to sit squashed in unspeakable circumstances watching another prance and gesticulate upon a stage in clothes not his own? What does it give a man but a sore arse! A man of talent may do no better than leave the theatre well alone.

            Goldsmith Gentlemen … I am reduced to eating my only source of lighting. Until I am assisted I will beat myself about the head with this book, the first volume of my own Deserted Village. (He does so.) 

            Reynolds Dr Goldsmith, please refrain. This is hardly the behaviour of a gentleman.

            Johnson Goldy, you cannot treat books in that manner.

            Burke Stop, sir, or I will be forced to set about you with my stick. (He stops.) 

            Goldsmith That’s a b–big stick.

            Johnson Have you not thought, Goldy, of taking your play to Mr Garrick? For if Mr Colman at Covent Garden will not have it, then perhaps his rival at Drury Lane may be persuaded.

            Burke Excellent, Doctor.

            Boswell You have hit upon it.

            Reynolds A most satisfactory conclusion.

            Goldsmith Garrick! Never!

            Reynolds There’s no pleasing Dr Goldsmith.

            Burke What have you against Mr Garrick?

            Goldsmith He is a scoundrel.

            Johnson Garrick is a dear friend. Only I may disparage him.

            Boswell But you have always kept him out of our club, sir.

            Johnson Because he presumed he would be included.

            Boswell Garrick is the greatest actor that has ever lived.

            Goldsmith He has single-handedly destroyed the English theatre.

            Burke I disagree, sir. By fine and considered management Garrick has saved our theatre from extinction.

            Reynolds Garrick may be commended with rescuing Shakespeare from obscurity.

            Johnson Sir, you lampoon the age. Some of us had acquaintance with him already.

            Goldsmith But what of new plays! Is the credit of our own age nothing? Must our own time pass away unnoticed by posterity?

            Reynolds I have painted Mr Garrick on two occasions. He doesn’t stay in one expression long. The longer I painted him the further away I got. His face was best as a cloud.

            Johnson What is a player but a shadow, sir?

            Goldsmith A substantial shadow! P–puffed up with vanity.

            Johnson No wonder, sir, that he is vain. A man who has a nation to admire him every night may well be expected to be somewhat elated.

            Goldsmith But he turned down my first play and I wrote bad things about him.

            Johnson Do you need me to come along and hold your hand, Goldy?

            Goldsmith Yes p–please. I should like a b–big thing beside me.

            Johnson Very well. Now let us call an end to the matter. I have no desire to extend it further. I should rather hear Bozzy whistle a Scotch tune.

            Burke I propose a discussion on the nature of art.

            Boswell All societies have art.

            Johnson No, sir, some have pottery.

         

         
            
               
                  Scene Two: Garrick’s Office

               

            

            Johnson Patron: one who countenances, supports or protects. Commonly a wretch who supports with insolence and is paid with flattery.

            Garrick performs for Mrs Garrick. 

            Garrick

            Give me another horse! Bind up my wounds!

            Have mercy, Jesu!

            At this point he operates a mechanism in his wig and his hair stands on end. 

                                                  Soft, I did but dream.

            Oh coward conscience, how thou dost affect me.

            His hair subsides. 

            Even his wig can act.

            Mrs Garrick Bravo, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick You’ve seen it before, Mrs Garrick.

            Mrs Garrick And it always alarms me. It’s almost time for your ten o’clock. How will you be?

            Garrick ‘Surprised by visit’, I think. Don’t you?

            Garrick I could do ‘actor extremely surprised by visit’. (He operates his wig in imitation of shock/horror.) I suppose you’ll be in the cupboard.

            Mrs Garrick Of course!

            Garrick You’ve spent quite a lot of time in there. It’s only five-by-five. I feel quite bad about it.

            Mrs Garrick Mr Garrick. What’s got into you? I enjoy it. They’ll be here.

            Garrick (taking a studious pose.) Time’s gone much quicker than I ever imagined.

            Mrs Garrick What’s the matter?

            Garrick Nothing. We’ve had the most wonderful life. I just liked it when the end felt a long way off.

            Mrs Garrick gives him a pat. They hear an approaching entrance. 

            Lady Kingston (off) Mr Garrick.

            Mrs Garrick goes into the secret cupboard. Lady Kingston sweeps in, followed by Reverend Cumberland. 

            Genius and national treasure!

            Garrick acts his ‘surprised at work’. He then leaps to his feet and bows. 

            Garrick Lady Kingston, I’m honoured.

            Lady Kingston You know Reverend Cumberland?

            Garrick Very well. How do you do, sir?

            Cumberland Pleased to meet you again, sir.

            Lady Kingston Well this is delightful. Now we saw your Lear last season and it was quite tremendous, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick Thank you.

            Lady Kingston It really was.

            Garrick Thank you.

            Lady Kingston And we’ve just been talking about it ever since. And it’s so much better with your ending.

            Garrick Thank you.

            Lady Kingston The original is so depressing and may encourage people to hang their relatives.

            Cumberland Her Ladyship was saying that your power to move was simply remarkable.

            Lady Kingston Yes, I was. May I speak frankly? My husband, the Duke, is a good deal older than I and is in politics. Just recently I’ve felt a certain languor. Apprehending his complete indifference, I turned for solace to our parson who, it transpired, has written a play. My first thoughts upon the matter were, I must admit, what utter tedium. But Reverend Cumberland soon impressed upon me the very serious nature of such an enterprise. It is extraordinary, all these clergymen writing plays – you must be delighted.

            Garrick I’m ecstatic.

            Lady Kingston And it keeps them away from religion, which has led to so much trouble in the past. I’m so keen to get involved, Mr Garrick. The Reverend Cumberland has written a new weeping comedy called …

            Cumberland The Fashionable Lover. 

            Lady Kingston The Fashionable Lover.

            Cumberland It has no jokes in it.

            Garrick Yes, I know. Reverend Cumberland kindly sent it me.

            Lady Kingston This is what’s so wonderful about what’s happening in the theatre at the moment. There’s a real sense of purpose.

            Cumberland While weeping comedy has gained considerable ground on our stages, elevating tears above humour, it can go further. What is laughter but the wilful enjoyment of the misfortunes of others? Laughter divides us. Tears draw us together.

            Lady Kingston I take culture very seriously. It is one field in which a woman may exert an influence and in so doing restore a reputation somewhat sullied by incessant gambling. The present Royals are sticklers for reputation. Do make use of me.

            Garrick The theatre is always grateful of a presence such as yours, Lady Kingston.

            Lady Kingston Mr Garrick, through a spotless reputation you’ve raised your profession to respectability. It has seen you admitted to the greatest houses in the land.

            Garrick I have been most fortunate …

            Lady Kingston You have. You must bring yourself and Mrs Garrick to Chatham. There’s very good shooting.

            Garrick I’m overwhelmingly flattered, ma’am.

            Lady Kingston There’s a revolution taking place in our country concerning polite behaviour. We can’t just carry on as we did in the past. Table manners were appalling. My father-in-law once consumed half a pig and he didn’t use cutlery.

            Garrick Your Grace.

            Cumberland I expect I’ll be hearing news of my play shortly?

            Garrick Drury Lane does produce one new play each season, Your Grace. We produced the Reverend’s The West Indian two seasons past. It enjoyed considerable success.

            Lady Kingston Excellent, Mr Garrick. Can I ask one more favour? A recitation?

            Garrick Your Grace.

            Garrick poses. He does an extract from Macbeth. A stunning alteration. A very physical performance of a death scene. 

            
                                                               Before my body

               I throw my warlike shield: lay on Macduff,

               And damn’d be him that first cries hold enough!

               ’Tis done! The scene of life will quickly close.

               Ambition’s vain, delusive dreams are fled.

               And now  I wake to darkness, guilt and horror.

               I cannot bear it! Let me shake it off.

               Twa’ not be; my soul is clogged with blood,

               I cannot rise! I dare not ask for mercy.

               It is too late, hell drags me down.

               I sink, I sink … oh! … my soul is lost for ever! … Oh!

            

            He dies. 

            A pause. Lady Kingston is moved. 

            Lady Kingston And you wrote that yourself, Mr Garrick. Marvellous.

            Garrick A small addition to the original.

            Cumberland Providing a welcome sense of moral repentance.

            Lady Kingston And the writhing is most affecting. Good day.

            She exits, followed by Cumberland. Garrick is still a moment – to ensure that they have gone – then he appears to double up in pain. Mrs Garrick rushes out of the cupboard. 

            Mrs Garrick You would do that one!

            She takes some smelling salts out of the bag at her waist and gives them to Garrick. 

            Did they even mention if there’s a part for you in it?

            She opens a drawer in his desk, takes out some medicine and spoons some out for him. He takes it. 

            Garrick Chatham, Mrs Garrick. Forty-six bedrooms and three French chefs. She owns Surrey.

            Mrs Garrick Open up, Mr Garrick. (She gives him more medicine. She then puts it away.) I’m very glad we’re retiring.

            Garrick I’ve still a season to go, Mrs Garrick, don’t rush me. His plays would be nothing much if we didn’t spruce them up a bit.

            A knock at the door. 

            Mrs Garrick But I expect there’ll be a part for Sam in it.

            They quickly put away medicine. Garrick composes himself. Mrs Garrick disappears. 

            Garrick Come in.

            Sam Cautherley enters. 

            Cautherley Mr Garrick.

            Garrick springs into action. 

            Garrick Mr Cautherley. (He shakes his hand.) You appear to have grown a few inches since the last time we met.

            Cautherley I may have, sir.

            Garrick Welcome home.

            Cautherley Thank you, sir.

            Garrick So you’ve seen a few great cities on your trip?

            Cautherley Yes, sir.

            Garrick What did you think to them?

            Cautherley I liked them.

            Garrick Rome, Vienna, Paris. Quite something for a young man.

            Cautherley Yes, and I’d like to take this opportunity of thanking you, sir.

            Garrick Well, a young gentleman isn’t a gentleman these days unless he’s been on his tour. Show me something, Mr Cautherley.

            Cautherley I beg your pardon?

            Garrick You must have seen something of interest?

            Cautherley I bought you some artistic reproductions of the major sights.

            Garrick No, no, no. I meant something particular you’ve observed. Actors are great observers of life, Mr Cautherley.

            Cautherley I see. There were things I noted.

            Garrick I should hope so – you’ve been gone a year.

            Cautherley The cry of the fishwives at Dover. It sounded like one long wail. (He demonstrates.) Apparently they’re saying, ‘Half a pound of mussels straight out the pond.’

            Garrick That’s not the kind of thing I meant at all. If you’re going to become an actor, I doubt you’ll be playing a fishwife.

            Cautherley An actor?

            Garrick Not unless you’re very disappointing. Think again, Mr Cautherley. Didn’t you see anything useful?

            Cautherley I did observe in Paris, among the gentlemen, that one glove only is removed and laid transversely across the knee, like so. (He demonstrates.) 

            Garrick Excellent, excellent. Mrs Garrick will be delighted.

            Mrs Garrick enters from secret room. 

            Mrs Garrick Sam. (She embraces him.) 

            Cautherley Mrs Garrick!

            Garrick My wife has spent twenty-four years eavesdropping in the interests of the English theatre. I’m sure you won’t hold it against her.

            Mrs Garrick It was all in a good cause.

            Garrick Show her that thing with the glove.

            Sam demonstrates. 

            Good, isn’t it?

            Mrs Garrick (to Sam) Wonderful. Because, you know, he’s not as strong as he used to be.

            Garrick Now, Mrs Garrick.

            Mrs Garrick It’s true, Davy. (to Sam) He suffers with the stone and I’m up all night with him and it takes ages to pass one. Little rocks. Awful.

            Garrick Does he really have to know all this, Eva?

            Mrs Garrick gets one of the rocks out from her handkerchief in her bag. She hands it to Cautherley … 

            Mrs Garrick Look. Really it is a rock.

            … who can hardly bear to hold it but manages through politeness. 

            Cautherley Ah, yes.

            Garrick No, no, no. (Garrick retrieves the stone and gives it back to Mrs Garrick.) Put it away, Eva.

            Mrs Garrick (to Sam) Bent double. That is why it’s so good you’ve come. To take some of the weight off his shoulders.

            Garrick You’re jumping the gun, Mrs Garrick. Now we’ve always said you had the makings of an actor. That’s why I gave you lessons in the school holidays.

            Cautherley I wish I was able to express my gratitude for the interest you’ve always taken in my welfare.

            Garrick We were happy to do so, Sam. We had no children of our own.

            Mrs Garrick You know the theatre is now a respectable profession for a gentleman.

            Cautherley Yes, I know.

            Mrs Garrick And it wasn’t like that when we started out. It was a rake’s paradise. Men would jump on stage and ravage a cleavage. Davy put a stop to that.

            Garrick It spoiled the dramatic illusion. I’ve nothing against cleavages per se.

            Mrs Garrick People aren’t afraid to bring their daughters now. And daughters have as much right to a night out as anyone.

            Garrick And then we sell more tickets. You see, the ladies will like you.

            Cautherley Well, I don’t know.

            Garrick Don’t be modest, Sam, they like a pretty face.

            Mrs Garrick And a handsome figure.

            Garrick You see, he’s got the eyes. If it’s one thing I had from nature it was the eyes.

            Cautherley I just can’t see myself being an actor, sir.

            Pause. 

            Garrick Why not?

            Cautherley I just can’t see it, sir.

            Garrick It’s a profession that can bring great rewards.

            Mrs Garrick Mr Garrick came from nothing. Look at him now.

            Garrick Not quite nothing, Eva.

            Mrs Garrick Soldiers. My father was an Austrian count.

            Garrick (correcting her pronunciation) Count, Eva.

            Cautherley I have been privileged to witness your genius, Mr Garrick. Your power to move and to terrify, to bring to life the greatest sentiments of the poets …

            Garrick That’s well said, Mrs Garrick.

            Cautherley I could never get anywhere near that, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick I’ve reason to believe you would be exceptional, Mr Cautherley.

            Pause. 

            But as you wish. (He gets up to shake Cautherley’s hand. As he does so, he pitches forward onto his desk in an attack of the stone.) 

            Cautherley Mr Garrick.

            Garrick (writhing) Good day, Mr Cautherley!

            Cautherley Can’t something be done?

            Mrs Garrick Nothing, I’m afraid.

            Garrick does an elaborate show of it. 

            Cautherley Mr Garrick, I had no idea. Of course, if you think I have the potential to be an actor, then I will give it my very best shot.

            Garrick Welcome to Drury Lane, sir.

            They shake hands. 

            Mrs Garrick I’ll show you out, Sam.

            Garrick (calls) We open Monday week!

            Mrs Garrick shuts the door behind Sam. Garrick as normal. 

            Very fine eyes.

            Mrs Garrick stands as if protecting the door. 

            Mrs Garrick You’ve two more visitors, Mr Garrick. You’ve had quite a morning. Shall I ask them to come back tomorrow?

            Garrick Who are they?

            Mrs Garrick Dr Johnson and the other one. A writer. I think there’s something moving in his wig.

            Garrick I can’t turn away Dr Johnson, we would never hear the end of it.

            She shows them in. 

            Mrs Garrick I have something for you, Doctor.

            Johnson Ma’am.

            She leaves. Garrick poses himself holding a wooden box which he has on his desk. 

            Garrick Dr Johnson. Dr Goldsmith. What an unexpected pleasure.

            Johnson Davy. We come to see you on an urgent matter.

            Goldsmith My p–play. She Stoops to Conquer, or The Mistakes of a Night.

            Johnson Dr Goldsmith is very poor and no one will put on his play so we have brought it to you.

            Garrick That was very good of you.

            Goldsmith Last week I ate my candle.

            Garrick Is that the sort of thing that goes on in your play?

            Goldsmith No, that wouldn’t b–be funny.

            Garrick Oh, I don’t know.

            Johnson Give him the play, Goldy.

            Goldsmith does so. 

            Goldsmith The address of my lodgings is on the front.

            Johnson Dr Goldsmith is a man of considerable talent although to look at him he appears something lunatic.

            Goldsmith Thank you. I am horrible. I am forced into hack work; writing the Animated History of Nature in twenty-seven volumes. Did you know b–by the b–by that the great B–British Diving B-Beetle may b–be categorised as b–both a fish and a b–beetle. I’m forty-five. I remain a virgin. My great knowledge of its flora and fauna has failed to impress the women of B–Britain. My face continues to appal me. I have an eye disgustingly severe and a b–big wig. I by no means wish any of this to influence your decision on my play.

            Garrick No, that would be unprofessional.

            Johnson As you can see, Goldy’s case is pressing. His play must go on as soon as possible.

            Garrick Mr Colman has been considering it for Covent Garden I believe. What reasons does he give for hesitating?

            Goldsmith He says it is low.

            Garrick Is it?

            Goldsmith It is funny, Mr Garrick. That, upon occasion, requires a little lowness!

            Johnson You must explain the play a little, Goldy. Whet Davy’s appetite for the thing. You must not be always twitching and shouting.

            Goldsmith Very well. The hero Marlow is an idiot based on myself. He mistakenly believes he is staying at an inn and not the house of his father’s oldest friend. There he tries to have his way with a barmaid.

            Garrick Good Lord!

            Goldsmith Don’t worry – she’s really the daughter of the house disguised as a barmaid.

            Garrick That’s worse, isn’t it?

            Goldsmith Marlow can’t be honest with women of his own station – the curse of the middling sort – that is why Kate disguises herself – she stoops to conquer. Oh, and then there’s Tony Lumpkin – the son. A wild, mischievous creature who really is … with a barmaid!

            Garrick I’m not surprised at Colman’s hesitation, Doctor. This play sounds as inflammatory as the last one. An audience likes to see moral flaws punished, not laughed at.

            Goldsmith What’s left. Tame stuff. It doesn’t do the job that comedy does to p–point out our p–pomposity and hyp–pocrisy. It’s sentimental bollocks! Good Lord – I’m the worst of the lot. I’ve fine clothes I can’t afford – affectations of being a great writer when I’ve hardly tuppence to rub together. I see them whisper about me … my tight trousers and my monkey face. If I didn’t laugh at myself … I’d be a madman.

            Johnson Well said, Goldy.

            Garrick I thought you’d grown disenchanted with the theatre, sir.

            Johnson I have. I had hopes of it once, but they all came to nothing.

            Garrick You are severe.

            Johnson I have come enough, sir, to know that I had best keep away.

            Garrick One wonders why you seek to promote your friend here.

            Johnson Because he is my friend, sir. We come to you, Davy, because you’ve had a deal of success and can afford to be generous.

            Garrick Thank you, I do credit myself with some modest success.

            Johnson You are an actor, sir, let us remember. We may pass a pleasant half-hour with Mr Punch, but to reward him with a town house, another in the country and all with fine furniture beggars belief. There are others engaged in serious work who can barely scratch up a supper.

            Garrick You must know, Dr Goldsmith, that Dr Johnson was once my schoolmaster and he has never quite lost that way with me. Let me run a few figures past you. Drury Lane. Twelve boxes, five shillings each. Pit, four hundred and fifty seats. Prices range from three shillings to two shillings six pence. Upper Gallery, two hundred and fifty seats. A shilling each. A full house may make in revenue three hundred and seventy-five pounds a night. Now bear in mind that Drury Lane employs over one hundred and eighty musicians, stagehands, actors. On top of that there is the general cost of running a building. There are invisible costs – we are suffering litigation as I speak from a young lady who was struck on the head by a lump of hard cheese dropped on her from the upper gallery. Profit margins are slimmer than might first appear. If a play gets a bad smell we certainly feel the pinch. Two in a row and we court disaster. And there are those, sir, who as in the past, would not shed a tear to see us go. I have a responsibility to my theatre, Dr Goldsmith. I can’t just put a play on because a man is poor. I hope I may still be counted your friend, sirs.

            Johnson We never see you, Davy. You do not come into a room but you have an excuse to get out of it.

            Garrick You may say so, sir, but I am kept out of your club.

            Johnson I doubt your wife would give you permission to come.

            Garrick I can only hope my absence has been of some comfort to you.

            Johnson On the contrary. You are a lively fellow, Davy, the first in the world for sprightly conversation. I regret that our paths have crossed so infrequently of late, for you might help alleviate my melancholy. There is scarcely a day I do not rise with it in the morning and take it to bed at night. A dismal dread of death.

            Garrick I am sorry to hear it.

            Johnson It is a shame we cannot see eye to eye on Goldy’s play. I should have liked for us to be reconciled and that might have been the means to do it. See, an invitation. You were to have joined us at our club next week.

            Garrick But I have always been kept out.

            Johnson We had no reason before, sir, but now we are furnished with one.

            Goldsmith Perhaps I could read a little of my play? Act Three. Kate disguised and Marlow. (He reads.) What a b–b–bawling in every p–part of the house, I have scarce a moment rep–pose. If I go to the b–b–best room –

            Johnson We must read it, Goldy, or we will be here for eternity. (Johnson reads.) I go to the best room, there I find my host with his story. If I fly to the gallery, there we have my hostess with her curtsey down to the ground. I have at last got a moment to myself and now for recollection.

            Garrick Did you call, sir? Did your honour call?

            Johnson As for Miss Hardcastle, she’s too grave and sentimental for me.

            Garrick Did your honour call?

            Johnson No, child. Besides, from the glimpse I had of her I think she squints.

            Garrick I’m sure, sir, I heard the bell ring.

            Johnson No, no. I have pleased my father, however, by coming down tomorrow I shall please myself by returning.

            Garrick Perhaps the other gentlemen called, sir.

            Johnson I tell you no.

            Garrick I should be glad to know, sir; we have such a parcel of servants.

            Johnson No, no, I tell you. Yes, child, I think I did call. I wanted … I wanted – I vow, child, you are vastly handsome.

            Garrick Oh la, sir, you make one asham’d.

            Johnson I never saw a more malicious eye. Yes, yes, my dear, I did call. Have you got any of your – a – what-do-you-call-it in the house?

            Garrick No, sir, we have been out of that these ten days.

            Johnson laughs. 

            Johnson You must not make me laugh, Davy, for I cannot continue if you do.

            Garrick To see you laugh is a good thing, Doctor.

            Johnson It is a creditable comedy, is it not, Davy?

            Goldsmith (to Garrick) You would be fantastic in it.

            Garrick May I take the invitation, sir?

            Johnson gives it to him. 

            Goldsmith Does that mean you will do my p–play?

            Johnson It is not fair to ask so direct, Goldy. Anyway, Davy must get his wife’s permission.

            Garrick No, sir, I make up my own mind. We may have had our differences but if She Stoops to Conquer continues to delight, you may be in luck, Dr Goldsmith.

            Goldsmith (gives a whoop) I shall holla like a speaking trumpet!

            Mrs Garrick Here, Doctor. A pudding. I supervised it myself.

            Johnson A delectable meaty confection, ma’am. It shall glorify my table.

            They exit. Mrs Garrick enters. She picks up play. 

            Mrs Garrick (reads) She Stoops To Conquer or The Mistakes of a Night. Did you tell them you had committed to Mr Cumberland’s play?

            Garrick suddenly folds up with pain. 

            (sharply) Davy!

            He straightens up immediately. 

            Mrs Garrick You can’t do them both.

            Garrick No.

         

         
            
               
                  Scene Three

               

            

            Johnson Playreading: An attempt by the artistic management of a theatre to avoid the responsibility of office. A low word.

            The actors. Garrick and Goldsmith. Drury Lane stage. 

            Garrick (concluding) Tomorrow we shall gather all the poor of the parish about us, and the mistakes of the night shall be crown’d with a merry morning; so, boy, take her, and as you have been mistaken in the mistress, my wish is, that you may never be mistaken in the wife.

            Actors politely applaud. 

            Goldsmith Thank you for your indulgence in allowing me not to read my p–p–play to you. Mr Garrick was uniformly excellent. Also I have to say the p–p–play is very good.

            Garrick You are quite clear, Doctor, as to our purpose here today?

            Goldsmith P–perfectly.

            Garrick I am in the fortunate position of having to choose between two excellent plays. Reading each will assist me in my decision.

            Goldsmith I’m sure you’ll like mine the b–best.

            Garrick Let me show you out, Doctor.

            They exit. 

            Mrs Cibber Has he gone? I make the speech. Dear manager, dear, dear Garrick. And so on. Then we hand him the gloves. Who’s got the gloves?

            All You have.

            Mrs Butler Nobody else got a look in.

            Mrs Cibber And then he reads the card. Perhaps you would read it for now, Mr Cautherley.

            Cautherley Shakespeare’s gloves.

            Macklin That’s be the twelfth pair I’ve seen.

            Mrs Butler He had a lot of gloves.

            Mrs Cibber Your voice has an excellent timbre, Mr Cautherley.

            Mrs Barry Yes, it has.

            Cautherley Thank you.

            Macklin Playreading. What a time-wasting shenanigan. (He pulls out bottle and swigs.) 

            Mrs Cibber I was under the impression that you were no longer fond of alcohol, Mr Macklin.

            Macklin You were ill informed, Mrs Cibber.

            Mrs Butler In all honesty I should put that in the book, Mr Macklin.

            Macklin Stuff the book.

            Mrs Butler Mr Garrick welcomed you back, Mr Macklin. Is this gratitude?

            Mrs Cibber I’m just a little concerned that if we persist in not hitting it off it will communicate itself in that subtle way it does to an audience. If you’d wash, it might help.

            Macklin Lonely men don’t wash.

            Mrs Cibber That’s why they’re lonely. It’s a vicious circle. Smelly: lonely – lonely: smelly.

            Macklin I am astounded afresh by your ability to see nothing whatsoever, Mrs Cibber. Garrick knows full well which play he wants. This is a political exercise to appease the loser!

            Cautherley Mr Garrick is an honourable man. I am sure he will choose the best play.

            Macklin So, Mr Cautherley, you’re an actor.

            Cautherley Yes, sir, I hope to be.

            Macklin Garrick has embraced you. You must have something.

            Barry Yes, he has my parts. I am juve lead male and this is my wife. Mrs Barry and I are a package.

            Mrs Barry Oh, I don’t mind doing it with someone different for a change.

            Barry Lavinia!

            Mrs Barry Audiences don’t like seeing husbands and wives play together. They know we only row really.

            Barry No we don’t!

            Macklin (to Cautherley) So you are to follow in the master’s footsteps?

            Cautherley I hope to, sir.

            Macklin The thing you ought to know, Mr Cautherley, is that once upon a time Garrick was the newest thing that had ever been seen. I’ll give him that. But, and this is a little known fact, there was another before him and it was he who invented the whole new style. He who really fired the dart that fatally struck the past. And do you know who he was?

            Cautherley No, sir.

            Macklin No, nobody does, and that is why I like a drink.

            Cautherley You mean it was you.

            Macklin Sharp as a whistle, Mr Cautherley.

            Mrs Butler 1737.

            Macklin My Shylock.

            Barry You can be sure, not a day goes past but we have his Shylock.

            Macklin But rarely on stage, ma’am, that is the point.

            Mrs Butler Anyway, the damp’s got your gaberdine.

            Barry Mr Garrick will not choose Dr Goldsmith’s play, it is too low.

            Cautherley Low?

            Barry It mocks gentility. All the characters live in the country.

            Mrs Barry Someone has to live in the country, Mr Barry, else we’d never get any eggs.

            Barry There must be other ways of getting eggs, Lavinia.

            Macklin No, they must always come out of a chicken’s arse.

            Cautherley I often find plays rather tedious but I enjoyed this one.

            Mrs Cibber I don’t want to dampen your enthusiasm, Mr Cautherley, but I have similar concerns to Mr Barry. I prefer to play characters of spotless virtue, and in this way I avoid drawing attention to my unusual domestic arrangements.

            Mrs Barry It was her misfortune to have two husbands simultaneously.

            Mrs Cibber My first husband was deeply inconsiderate.

            Mrs Butler He sold her to a gentleman for a night

            Mrs Cibber He then fell in love with me and my first husband wouldn’t leave me.

            Mrs Barry So she had two.

            Mrs Cibber Mrs Hardcastle is common and uncouth and she falls in a pond.

            Mrs Barry I’m sure I would do either play, although Kate Hardcastle does get to kiss.

            Barry Kate Hardcastle is a trollop.

            Mrs Barry Can’t you stick to your own part?

            Mrs Butler Now you are poor seconds to Mr Cautherley, that’s Lumpkin.

            Cautherley Lumpkin is a mischief-maker but it’s hard not to like him.

            Barry Perhaps you’re not a gentleman, sir, and so shouldn’t mind playing him.

            Mrs Cibber Mr Barry!

            Barry I only know that he has come and taken my parts!

            Cautherley I am quite content to give an account of myself, sir.

            Mrs Cibber That will not be necessary.

            Cautherley Mr Garrick acts as my guardian. I was found on the steps of this theatre. With a note pinned to me reading ‘Gentleman’.

            Barry I could pin a note to myself saying ‘King of Sweden’.

            Macklin Try actor first, sir.

            Barry Ditto, sir.

            Macklin Pup!

            Mrs Butler Where’s your company spirit, Mr Macklin?

            Macklin In my bottle. (Macklin advances.) 

            Barry Stop him, Mrs Butler. He’ll soon be in a state of advanced inebriation.

            Mrs Barry Run, darling!

            Mrs Butler Mr Macklin! This is definitely going in the book!

            A general tussle to remove Macklin from Barry. Enter Garrick and Cumberland. 

            Mrs Butler Mr Garrick.

            Actors part. 

            Garrick May I introduce you to the Reverend Richard Cumberland? The author of The Fashionable Lover.

            Cumberland surveys the unseemly spectacle. 

            Cumberland Hello.

            All Hello.

            Cumberland Would you like me to describe the fountain of my inspiration?

            Garrick Better not. Let’s start. (He signals to each actor in turn.) Mrs Barry would play Augusta Aubrey. A young beautiful orphan. Mrs Cibber, Mrs Macintosh. A bitter, fading middle-aged woman of thirty-five or so.

            Macklin No acting necessary.

            Garrick Mr Macklin, Hamish Macleod. A Scottish gentleman. Mr Cautherley, Charles Millwood. A good young gentleman. Mr Barry, Lord Aberville. A rake who reforms. I should play Uncle Mortimer. A benign soul.

            Mrs Cibber It seems a very uplifting sort of play with such a lot of good gentlemen in it. I appear to be the only unreformed character.

            Cumberland And you are not on long.

            Mrs Cibber Ah …

            Garrick Reverend Cumberland has kindly agreed to give us a brief résumé of his play before he reads it.

            Cumberland The hero, Charles Millwood, returns to London from his plantation on the Island of Tobago. He is a good-natured young gentleman and in the bustle of the dockside he inadvertently sets about one of the porters with his cane. Not used to such treatment the fellow pushes Charles into the water. He is pulled …

            A buzzing sound (Macklin). 

            Garrick Let me explain, Mr Cumberland. We have developed a system over time where, if an actor feels there is a point to be raised during a reading, they make a small noise to alert the company’s attention to the problem. I feel it is too early in the process for that, Macklin.

            Macklin I was merely going to enquire whether Charles loses any clothes during his mishap?

            Cumberland Ah, I hadn’t thought.

            Macklin For example, if he lost his breeches we could be in a very sensitive situation.

            Garrick No one is suggesting for a moment that he loses his breeches.

            Macklin Because you can’t have an arse on stage, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick No, but I have often been blessed with them in my company.

            Cumberland Charles soon discovers the terrible truth of the loss of his papers from his breeches pocket. He breaks down in tears. The papers had been proof that Augusta Aubrey, the young woman he had never seen but had fallen in love with by correspondence, was really a wealthy heiress. Charles’s Uncle Mortimer had always refused permission for him to marry Augusta because she was poor, and she submitted.

            Buzz (Mrs Barry). 

            Mrs Barry Why would she do that?

            Garrick Because she is essentially good, Mrs Barry.

            Barry That will take a deal of explaining to you, so I suggest we avoid it at present.

            Mrs Barry Apologise, Mr Barry.

            Barry When you apologise to me for your behaviour last night.

            Mrs Barry Your second entrance was entirely designed to upstage me.

            Barry I was trying to refocus the performance.

            Mrs Butler It’s all in the book, Mr Garrick.

            Barry She was too busy curtseying to some oaf in a box.

            Mrs Barry It’s my right to make new friends.

            Macklin She’s got a lot of them out there, Mr Barry.

            Barry You were practically falling out of your dress.

            Mrs Barry Oh!

            Mrs Barry storms out. 

            Barry Lavinia!

            Pause. 

            Garrick Please continue, Reverend.

            Cumberland Hurrying to his uncle’s house, Charles comes across the path of the most beautiful woman he has ever seen, whom he desires to –

            Buzz (Macklin). 

            – get to know better.

            Garrick Mr Macklin.

            Macklin Sorry, Mr Garrick.

            Cumberland Unknown to him, she and his cousin Augusta are one and the same person.

            Mrs Butler I knew that.

            Cumberland Now he is on the horns of a dilemma. Should he tell his uncle the truth about the papers he had concealed about his private …

            Buzz (Mackin and Cautherley). 

            … down his trousers …

            Buzz. 

            Garrick Can we restrain ourselves?

            Cumberland … in his pocket. Or should he forget them and be free to propose to the unknown woman he wishes to …

            Buzz. 

            Marry.

            Garrick Mr Macklin.

            Cumberland These constant interruptions, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick I do apologise.

            Cumberland You don’t get them in church.

            Mrs Cibber (refers to Macklin) He has been drinking.

            Garrick Just put a cork in it, Macklin.

            Cumberland Mr Garrick, I wish to withdraw my play.

            Garrick From Drury Lane?

            Cumberland No, from the actors. I feel you alone are the person qualified to make a decision on the future of my work. I wish to cast no aspersions on the present company, but actors are generally a pleasanter experience when viewed from a distance. Good day. (He exits.) 

            Macklin And bog off.

            Garrick in some physical discomfort. 

            Garrick (to the company) I have always considered actors troublesome creatures and today you have gone further, if that is possible, in consolidating that opinion. Good day. Mr Macklin, I shall be reconsidering my appearance in your benefit.

            Mrs Butler Never mind, Mr Garrick. No real harm done. You won’t have to pay the actors for the afternoon.

            Garrick Yes. Thank you, Mrs Butler.

            Mrs Butler ushers out actors. 

            Cautherley I’m sorry, Mr Garrick. But it did seem an unlikely play.

            Cautherley exits, Mrs Garrick enters. 

            Garrick Don’t say anything.

            Mrs Garrick I’m not saying anything.

            Pause. 

            But now you’re in the same position only worse. Dr Goldsmith’s hopes are raised and you have offended Mr Cumberland. Lady Kingston has sent over a large cheese and a crate of claret.

            Garrick Dr Goldsmith has influential friends of a different sort.

            Mrs Garrick It’s the great roles people want to see. You should be saving your strength for them. And the good thing about Shakespeare is he’s dead, we don’t have to pay him.

            Garrick You have a new play in the repertoire otherwise writers attack you! Shakespeare was a new writer once.

            Mrs Garrick Of course. But you must think practically. Dr Goldsmith’s play is low. You don’t want to be selling the patent for a theatre that has been torn apart by riots.

            Garrick Goldsmith is a man of some genius.

            Mrs Garrick Not as a playwright, looking at his last effort.

            Garrick This one seems rather better than Cumberland’s play.

            Mrs Garrick But people like his sort of thing.

            Garrick They did … the fashion for sentiment seems to be cooling a little. That’s the trouble with getting older – you get less decisive.

            Mrs Garrick Mr Garrick. The brochures are printed on Tuesday.

            She exits. Hannah More enters, unseen. 

            Hannah Mr Garrick. We’ve met before. I was fourteen. I’d been taken to see Hamlet. I fainted. I was carried into your office. You were kind enough to enquire after me.

            Garrick My dear young lady …

            Hannah Then I read in a newspaper that this was rumoured to be your last season. And I had to come and tell you.

            Garrick Tell me?

            Hannah Of my extreme admiration. I am a writer.

            Garrick Of plays?

            Hannah Yes.

            Garrick I’m not in a position to put on your play, madam, I won’t even read it.

            Hannah Mr Garrick …

            Garrick I may never read another play as long as I live. Good day.

            Hannah You mistake me, I would never try to influence a decision of yours. You are a great artist and the greatest man I’ve ever met. May I ask you to sign my bookmark, which I shall treasure with all my heart?

            Garrick Very well. (He signs it.) 

            Hannah I have watched you many times and been moved to emotions I have never experienced.

            Garrick But you know you must make an appointment next time.

            Hannah This will be the brightest day of my life.

            Garrick Oh dear. Have you come far?

            Hannah Harrow. I walked. I couldn’t afford a coach. I’m a schoolteacher. Today I claimed a cough and set off.

            He gives her the bookmark. 

            Thank you. Your eyes, Mr Garrick, are the most piercing I have ever seen. And the kindest and most intelligent. And the most beautiful, I think.

            Garrick Well, they are two balls side by side. So do you come to the theatre often?

            Hannah I spend half my wages. I don’t eat breakfasts. I have seen you play every part in your repertoire. I enjoyed you in Mr Kelly’s False Delicacy and also The Foundling and Wonder of Wonders. But Lear is your greatest.

            Garrick You seem very passionate about the theatre. Miss …?

            Hannah More.

            Garrick Perhaps if you leave your play with me, I may offer you some advice.

            She gets to her knees. 

            Hannah I’m overcome with gratitude, dear Mr Garrick.

            Garrick What are you doing?

            Hannah Kneeling. Because to me everything that is beautiful in the world is before me now.

            Garrick I repeat, I cannot offer you a production.

            Hannah Just to breathe the same air.

            Mrs Garrick enters. 

            Garrick This is my wife, Eva. Eva, Miss More.

            Mrs Garrick We can always do with help. How are you with stuffing, Miss More?

         

         
            
               
                  Scene Four: Romantic Comedy

               

            

            Hannah alone in Garrick’s office, tidying up files.

Cautherley enters. Hannah looks up.

            Hannah Can I help you?

            Cautherley I came to see Mr Garrick.

            Hannah Do take a seat.

            Cautherley Will he be long?

            Hannah I should expect so. There’s a considerable amount of organising to do. Mr Garrick keeps everything. A copy of all his correspondence, of which he receives copious amounts. I hope you don’t mind if I carry on. (She continues to sort his files.) Perhaps there’s something I can help you with, Mr …?

            Cautherley Cautherley. No, no. It was Mr Garrick I particularly wanted to see.

            She regards him. 

            It’s about a part, Miss …?

            Hannah More. I am a writer. My best-known work is The Trials of Percy.

            Cautherley Percy who?

            Hannah Lord Percy.

            Cautherley It sounds good.

            Pause. 

            This part. I hope to persuade Mr Garrick to let me play it. I think I’d be rather good.

            Hannah That’s for others to say, I suspect.

            Cautherley I don’t mean to sound boastful. I’m just rather relieved. I owe Mr Garrick a great debt. I am his protégé.

            Hannah You are?

            Cautherley Yes. Mr Garrick has always looked after me.

            Hannah You are very fortunate, Mr Cautherley, to have had Mr Garrick as a guardian. I was under the guardianship of teachers of religious instruction.

            Cautherley You seem to have turned out all right.

            Hannah What do you mean?

            Cautherley You seem to have turned out … nice.

            Beat. 

            Hannah Oh. Here’s a letter you sent. (She reads.) Dear Mr Garrick. School is dull. I am not very happy. You’ve spelt it ‘hoppy’.

            Cautherley I’m not a good speller.

            Hannah I was reading at the age of two. (reading on) One boy at school his name is Jeffries; I am to clean his shoes every morning before breakfast because his father is Lord Jeffries. Love, Sam. I don’t read them as a rule. Mr Garrick is very exercised about which play he should put on. Which play do you prefer, Mr Cautherley?

            Cautherley Dr Goldsmith’s. It is a play in very good spirits.

            Hannah To you, perhaps. But for middling people like myself it offends deeply. Mischief is rewarded and deception goes unpunished.

            Cautherley But it’s funny.

            Hannah That is not a sufficient argument that justifies cruel and selfish behaviour. I’m sure Mr Garrick will refuse it.

            Cautherley Mr Garrick used to say comedy is a spirit. Have you ever been for a walk in the countryside, Miss More?

            Hannah Alone, Mr Cautherley?

            Cautherley Perfectly alone.

            Hannah Only once and I shouldn’t have.

            Cautherley Well, imagine that you’re there now. It’s a sunny day and suddenly you step off the path and find yourself in the shade of a wood. All the sounds are different. And you stop and you stare at a tangle of dark leaves and you can’t be sure there isn’t something there and it’s not a bird and it’s not a dog but you’re sure there is something and the thought pleases you and it sends a shudder down your back. It’s something old, something that won’t do as you bid it. And do you know what it’s doing?

            Hannah No.

            Cautherley It’s laughing at the fool you’re making of yourself staring at the bush.

            Hannah slaps him. 

            Cautherley That’s the spirit of comedy. It always tricks people into revealing themselves.

            Hannah I’m sorry, Mr Cautherley, I shouldn’t have struck you.

            She kisses him. Garrick enters. 

            Hannah Your handwriting is very French, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick Is it?

            Hannah It has a natural curling elegance. (She exits.) 

            Cautherley I was wondering if I could have a word, sir.

            Garrick Certainly, Sam.

            Cautherley Mr Garrick, I’ve fallen in love.

            Garrick Aaah …

            Cautherley With a part. I wasn’t sure I was an actor, sir, but this is a good sign, I think. I want to play Tony Lumpkin.

            Garrick Lumpkin! But you are a natural Marlow, Sam. A young gentleman.

            Cautherley But the actor who plays Lumpkin, sir, will have a lot of fun. He’s always drinking and singing down the Three Pigeons. I hope you will indulge me.

            Garrick Lumpkin is a different matter altogether, sir.

            Cautherley You once played such parts, sir.

            Garrick Not any more, Sam.

            Cautherley Father-in-law has been calling me a whelp, and hound this half year. Now if I pleased I could be so revenged upon the old grumbletonian. But then I’m afraid – afraid of what? I shall soon be worth fifteen hundred a year, and let him frighten me out of that if he can.

            Garrick Good, Sam. Yes. Yes. You’ve caught the spirit of it.

            Mrs Garrick enters. 

            Sam was just expressing a preference for a certain part, Mrs Garrick.

            Mrs Garrick So I heard. Actors can’t choose their parts, Sam – if they did there’d be no one to play the messengers.

            Garrick He has instinct.

            Mrs Garrick Sam?

            Garrick I had that. It makes all the difference …

            Mrs Garrick I was an artist too, Sam, a dancer in the best theatres in Europe. It wouldn’t have been proper for me to continue when I married Mr Garrick. There are considerations other than instinct. A dog has instinct.

            Garrick Sam, would you mind?

            Cautherley Mr Garrick, Mrs Garrick.

            Sam exits. 

            Mrs Garrick Reverend Cumberland’s play has no hint of impropriety.

            Garrick He wouldn’t know impropriety if it crawled up his cassock.

            Mrs Garrick You can laugh, Mr Garrick, but you know how cruel scandal can be. People in scandals lose everything.

            Garrick There’s not going to be a scandal!

            Mrs Garrick Good, because we’ll retire soon. Then what would we do with ourselves?

            Garrick Retired people get busier.

            Mrs Garrick Not if they’re being ignored. We’d just be staring at each other over the dining-room table. You’ve taken that boy from nowhere. He’s your protégé. Do you want people to take him for a Lumpkin? If they see him in a low part, they’ll ask why have you looked after him? People like to believe the worst.

            Garrick I do have some responsibility to art.

            Mrs Garrick You are the artist, Mr Garrick. Don’t throw it all away in the end. Your reputation. Everything you deserve.

            She exits. Contemplatively: Garrick goes over to a skip and pulls out a tobacconist’s apron. He puts it on. He dresses himself as Abel Drugger. 

         

         
            
               
                  Scene Five: Verfremdsdungseffekt

               

            

            Flashback. The rest of the company gathers. The cast of The Alchemist.

            Macklin Where is Garrick?

            Garrick Here, sir.

            Macklin You have been with us …

            Garrick Three days.

            Macklin You are determined to follow the course upon which you have set yourself?

            Garrick Yes, sir. But if I may be allowed to explain once more, Mr Macklin.

            Macklin That will not be necessary.

            Cross I have not had instructions from Mr Fleetwood …

            Macklin I am manager in the absence of Fleetwood, Mr Cross. Where is Bounce?

            Bounce Here, sir. Cedric Bounce. Low comedian. I was always Mr Drugger till this date, sir. But I am shifted about, sir, at Mr Garrick’s convenience. He wished Mr Drugger.

            Young Barry It is a low part.

            O’Ryan Low indeed.

            Bounce I specialise in those. My pratfalls are a joy. I inherited my father’s extra-large shoes, sir, which till this day I was accustomed to wear on the wrong feet whilst playing Drugger.

            Mrs Butler Shame.

            Young Barry It is a shame.

            Mrs Butler You see, even Master Barry thinks so.

            Bounce What appliances do you favour, Mr Garrick? Buttock extensions or the comedy nose?

            Garrick I favour nothing of the sort.

            Bounce Nothing?

            O’Ryan Nothing?

            Flint It is the worst thing I ever saw.

            Macklin We are in agreement with Mrs Flint. This is the matter, sir, we wish to call to your attention, sir.

            Mrs Butler You have to make them laugh, otherwise they want their money back.

            Woffington Mr Garrick is too tragic an actor to consider anything as unworthy as a laugh.

            Macklin He prefers a good death. Show him your Drugger, Mr Bounce.

            O’Ryan Oblige us, sir.

            Bounce Surely, I pull a long face so. Hanging lip, you see. With my hair disarranged I look a regular booby. I come in. I fall over. I shake hands with the fire irons.

            Mrs Butler Oh, it is priceless.

            Macklin How shall you do it, Garrick?

            Garrick I shall do as it says in the script: ‘Enter’.

            Macklin You must not let us down, Garrick.

            Flint Coins.

            Macklin If a play is shouted off, we actors are out of pocket.

            Garrick Nowhere in the play does Ben Jonson indicate that Mr Drugger is a cretin. He is a tobacconist and that is how I shall play him.

            Bounce It’ll never work, Mr Garrick.

            Mrs Butler I won’t be able to look.

            Barry I will look, for it is a very bad thing to take another man’s part.

            Macklin Mr Garrick, sir, remove your apron.

            Cross I must protest, Mr Macklin.

            Macklin I elect Mr Bounce to be Mr Drugger.

            Garrick My name is on the flyers.

            Mrs Butler He once killed a man in a mix-up over a wig.

            O’Ryan Straight through the eye with a stick.

            Macklin I am not to be lightly crossed.

            Garrick It is curtain up in five minutes, Mr Macklin, and I shall be making an entrance.

            Macklin Very well. We shall have to use force.

            Flint Hit him!

            Garrick I am ready for you.

            Cross Mr Macklin, this is highly irregular.

            Macklin Stick to writing your show reports, Mr Cross. Mrs Woffington.

            Mrs Woffington takes out a pistol. Uproar from company. 

            Garrick Good Lord.

            Macklin Play Drugger in the time-honoured way or Bounce takes your place.

            Garrick Very well.

            Macklin Mr Bounce, give him your shoes.

            Gives them to Garrick, who puts them on. 

            Macklin And the nose.

            Mrs Butler That’s better.

            O’Ryan That’s funny.

            General laughter. 

            Macklin Excellent.

            Flint Like Bounce. Good.

            Garrick gives a big sigh. 

            Young Barry What’s wrong with him?

            Garrick sighs again. 

            He doesn’t like his shoes. Is that it?

            Garrick shrugs his shoulders. 

            Maybe his nose pinches?

            O’Ryan He’s dejected.

            Macklin He’s acting.

            Mrs Cibber Address him as Mr Drugger and perhaps he will answer.

            Mrs Butler Go on, Master Barry.

            Young Barry Are you Mr Drugger? The tobacconist?

            Bounce He is not Abel Drugger. For Abel is a laugh a minute.

            Garrick I have a little shop.

            Mrs Butler That will be the tobacco shop.

            Mrs Cibber They say Garrick becomes the part he plays. As if he’s possessed.

            Young Barry Shall we stick him with a pin?

            Cross Leave him, Master Barry.

            Garrick I sell pins. I go to see a man about my shop. I am an honest working man. I am not the quickest man in my street but I am honest and straightforward. Perhaps people will hoodwink me, but so be it. I live by principles and also by tobacco.

            Macklin Enough of this.

            Garrick I seek to know, sir, by alchemy, where to put my shelves and my boxes. And also my pots.

            Flint It’s not right.

            Woffington We know you are an actor, sir, and so are we.

            Garrick Very well. Must I go forth with these things on me?

            Macklin You must.

            Mrs Butler Oh dear. They don’t look funny any more. They look sad.

            Barry I think I may burst into tears.

            Bounce They was always funny on me.

            Mrs Butler That is because you are an idiot.

            Cross Two minutes to curtain.

            Garrick takes off the nose. 

            Macklin The nose, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick does nothing. 

            Garrick Mr Macklin, for two years I have watched your every performance. I’ve learnt everything from you. You are sublime in your naturalness. You have affected a revolution!

            Macklin That’s true.

            Garrick Your Shylock was a human being and not a comic turn.

            Macklin But Drugger is a low character.

            Garrick He is a working man, but we may still have sympathy with him.

            O’Ryan The working man deserves sympathy.

            Cross Curtain up.

            Macklin What do you say, Mrs Woffington?

            Woffington Working people work. Nothing would get done if they were as simple as they’re made out.

            Mrs Butler That’s right, Mr Macklin.

            Woffington Let him go on as he is. If he makes a a fool of himself he can disappear.

            Macklin Well, well, perhaps we’ll see how Mr Garrick does. Now you mustn’t mind me, I’ve a temper that flares up upon occasion, that’s all.

            Garrick Thank you.

            Cross Mr Garrick. The Prologue.

            As he goes to exit, Mrs Woffington catches him. 

            Woffington My Rosalind was sublime in its naturalness, wanker.

            Garrick Mrs Woffington. The flowers. I sent them. (He exits.) 

            Bounce Nothing beats a buttock extension.

            The rest listen. We hear Garrick faintly speak the Prologue. 

            Garrick

            I stand before you, men and women of the town …

            Laughter. 

            Bounce If he is right, I have been wrong these twenty years.

         

         
            
               
                  Scene Six: Political Theatre

               

            

            Present: Mrs Cibber, Mrs Butler, Mrs Woffington, Betty Flint, Garrick, Macklin, Cross, Master Barry, Bounce, Mr O’Ryan. 

            Cross I call this meeting of the Drury Lane company to order. Speaker the first.

            Mrs Butler Mrs Butler, dresser. I have begged Mr Fleetwood on my own behalf and that of my poor children that he should pay what he owes me but he always looks at me sadly and says it cannot be done. This has now continued for six months and if it had not been for the generosity of the actors I am sure we would all be dead. And although Mr Fleetwood says he is an honest man he is not starving as we are. I am now frightened to leave my house as it is put about that I am to be arrested for debt and thrown into a sponging house and then my poor children will starve for sure.

            O’Ryan Theophilus O’Ryan, supporting actor. That is because he is a gambler.

            Macklin Charles Macklin, actor. You can’t hold it against a man that he gambles.

            Mrs Butler Point of information. Charles Macklin and Mr Fleetwood are old friends.

            Macklin Point of information. Not any more.

            Mrs Butler I have nothing against gambling per se, but I do when it’s with our wages.

            All Agreed.

            Flint Betty Flint, candle-tender. Newgate.

            Mrs Butler The candle-tenders are in the same boat as the dressers. Some are thrown into Newgate for non-payment of debt and the rest will soon follow.

            Flint Bill Williams.

            Mrs Butler And Mr Bill Williams, prop-maker, has died of want, God rest his soul.

            All Amen.

            Flint Food.

            Mrs Butler Betty Flint reminds us there was no one that made wooden food as good as he did. Mr Cross, the prompter has seen no wages since …

            Cross Easter. But that is the business we are in, Mrs Butler.

            Mrs Butler It is a bad business that will not pay its workers, Mr Cross.

            Cross If it were not Mr Fleetwood, it would be someone worse.

            O’Ryan Theophilus O’Ryan, supporting actor. I have personally applied to Mr Fleetwood on my own behalf and that of us all several times in recent weeks. Those being when his whereabouts were known.

            Macklin His whereabouts are the Fox and Grapes on Argyll Street.

            Mrs Butler Point of information. He is a bastard. I would go down to the Fox and Grapes only I don’t trust myself not to beat him about the head with one of Mr Williams’s wooden foodstuffs. Then my poor children would have the ignominy of seeing their mother transported. My question is this: will the actors withdraw their labour until the money that is owed us all is paid?

            Macklin Charles Macklin, actor. What if we lose our jobs? Fleetwood can be a right petty bastard.

            Uproar from company. 

            Macklin What do you say, Garrick?

            Garrick David Garrick, actor. I’m just listening, Mr Macklin. I’ve been with you barely a year.

            Macklin You are our leading actor now, Garrick. We invite your response.

            Garrick David Garrick, actor. It seems extraordinary that Mr Fleetwood should choose to treat our distinguished company in so cavalier a manner. Does he need to be reminded that he has some of the finest players in the country? Mr Macklin here began a revolution with his reinterpretation of Shylock that sent shock-waves across Europe. I have followed in his footsteps.

            Mrs Butler We all enjoyed your Abel Drugger, Mr Garrick, and I for one said so at the time.

            O’Ryan Mr Fleetwood cares nothing for the theatre. He throws away the money he should be spending on new costumes and scenery at the gaming table. No wonder our audiences desert us for Covent Garden.

            Mrs Butler He is then forced to cut us to half-pay –

            Bounce / Flint No pay, no pay.

            Mrs Butler – and then to no pay whatsoever. We must demand what is owed us.

            Garrick David Garrick, actor. We can do more. We can demand our own licence to play. When we have our own theatre we can pay ourselves and choose the plays we perform. When we do good work, people will respect us.

            Some Hear, hear!

            Woffington Peg Woffington, actor. There are only two licences and they have already been given!

            Garrick The Lord Chamberlain will be told of Fleetwood’s desertion. He will then grant a third.

            Woffington The point of a licence is to limit the performance of plays to two theatres only. The government of this country is nervous of plays, which is why it introduced the principle of a licence in the first place. The law will not be changed on our account.

            Garrick My dear Mrs Woffington, we have the moral imperative.

            Woffington Point of information. David Garrick thinks he is in a play.

            Mrs Butler Point of information. They’re having a row.

            Mrs Cibber It is strange to think that anyone would be scared of a play.

            Cross Madam, please address yourself to the meeting in the correct manner.

            Mrs Cibber Mrs Cibber, first singer. Sorry.

            Master Barry Master Barry, child actor. And we must always be playing in pantomime ’cause it brings in the punters and I don’t like the dogs in them for one bit me on the arm.

            Bounce Bounce, low comedian that was. Presently stage-hand. Mr Garrick has only been in the business two minutes. What does he know?

            Garrick We are in an intolerable situation. I know that, Mr Bounce.

            Woffington It could be worse if we have to crawl back to Fleetwood.

            Garrick Audiences don’t come to see Fleetwood. I propose we refuse to play until we are granted our own theatre.

            Mrs Butler Point of information. Mrs Woffington and Mr Fleetwood are very close. I’m not saying any more.

            Woffington That is my business and nothing to do with this business.

            Garrick We must all hope that Mrs Woffington will not let her personal interests prejudice her to the common good.

            Mrs Cibber Mrs Cibber, first singer. It is indeed an honour, Mr Garrick, to hear our beleaguered profession dignified by your stirring rhetoric.

            O’Ryan Theophilus O’Ryan, supporting actor. Specialising in supporting parts. I support Mr Garrick.

            Woffington No wonder you put audiences to sleep, Mr O Ryan.

            O’Ryan No need to get personal Mrs Woffington.

            Cross Let us take it to the vote. Mr Garrick proposes we withdraw our labour until such time as a licence for an actors’ theatre is granted us.

            Macklin Charles Macklin, actor and revolutionary interpreter of Shylock. We did not trust Mr Garrick when he first came. To our shame we threatened him. I stood in his way then, but as his merit upon the stage is vastly superior to mine I will not stand in it now. I vote with Garrick.

            Cross All in favour say ‘aye’.

            All (except Woffington, Cross, Bounce) Aye.

            Cross Against.

            Woffington/Cross/Bounce Nay.

            Cross The motion is carried.

            Macklin

            Let no man break his word.

            If every ducat in six thousand ducats

            Were in six parts and every part a ducat

            I would not draw them – I would have my bond.

            Actors disperse, shaking hands, etc. Garrick keeps back Woffington. 

            Garrick We could do with a capital actress on our side.

            Woffington I am on your side, Davy. I just think you’re wasting your time.

            Garrick Can’t I persuade you?

            Woffington They won’t give actors a theatre.

            Garrick I happen to have a personal letter from the Lord Chamberlain praising my Richard.

            Woffington I have plenty of letters myself. I don’t hold anything by them. You are funny, Mr Garrick. As if what we want ever matters to anything. Actors must be charming and win favour that way.

            Garrick Can I see you later?

            Woffington I might be able to fit you in.

            Mrs Cibber approaches. 

            Mrs Cibber Mr Garrick!

            Woffington walks off. 

            I was wondering if I might have a word with you. Time will sit very heavily upon me now there is no theatre to come to.

            Garrick We’ll have our own theatre soon.

            Mrs Cibber No one talks to me outside the theatre. I’m a disgrace. I will meet no one except my two husbands. Perhaps I may be forced to drown myself!

            Garrick It should only be a matter of weeks, Mrs Cibber. Surely you can avoid ponds in the meantime.

            Mrs Cibber And I won’t see you any more, Mr Garrick.

            Garrick Well, I shall be around and about.

            Mrs Cibber That’s what I thought, and I thought that if you had some spare time, you might consider giving me some advice on acting. I would be very grateful. I do have rooms in town. If you’re passing, I should be glad to see you. (She hands him a key.) That might make the whole situation quite bearable.

            She exits. 

         

         
            
               Scene Seven

            

         

         
            Night. A room. It soon becomes clear that someone is being amorous. Grunts, etc. Someone gets up. 

            Duke Thanks.

            He stumbles out. Garrick gets out from under bed. 

            Garrick Never again. Why should I cower under the furniture?

            Woffington Because you’re an actor and he’s the Duke of Kingston.

            Garrick We wouldn’t be in this situation if you could restrict the number of your gentlemen callers.

            Woffington He pays for the room.

            Garrick Our room!

            Woffington It’s my room.

            Garrick I want us to live like a normal, respectable couple with a plaque outside our front door saying, ‘Mr Garrick and Mrs Woffington’. It should be like saying ‘solicitors’ or ‘dentists’. It shouldn’t be an invitation for every randy aristocrat to pop up for a free shag.

            Woffington The theatre is an unreliable source of income.

            Garrick I tried to change that, but you wouldn’t come in with us.

            Woffington It’s a good thing I didn’t. Look where it got Mr Macklin.

            Garrick Everybody blames me, don’t they?

            Woffington Well, Macklin blames you. But then he lost his job.

            Garrick If actors were respectable, people might have listened to us.

            Woffington Your man’ll be back in a minute.

            Garrick Will he?

            Woffington For his gloves.

            Garrick Perhaps I’ll tell him what I think of him.

            Woffington You’re all talk. You’ll be diving under the bed the minute he walks through the door.

            Duke calls off, ‘Woff.’ 

            Garrick I can’t stand the noises he makes.

            Woffington Get under the bed.

            Garrick I’m grateful for your concern, madam.

            Woffington Go on!

            Enter Duke. Garrick dives under the bed. 

            Duke I forgot my gloves. Why don’t you beat me for being a bad boy?

            Woffington That’s what you deserve. A great kick.

            Duke I like the sound of that. Will you do it, Woff?

            Woffington I’m sorely tempted.

            Duke That’s what I love about you, Woff: you’re fiery. I look in your eyes and I see fire, fire, fire. Burn me. Drip wax on my tenderest places.

            Woffington I’ll get a candle.

            Garrick crawls out from under the bed. 

            Garrick Here. (He holds out a stump of candle.) It was sticking in my back.

            Duke Who’s this?

            Garrick My name is Garrick.

            Duke Garrick?

            Garrick The actor.

            Duke What were you doing under our bed?

            Garrick I was hiding, sir.

            Duke Were you?

            Garrick And then I decided it was behaviour ill becoming a gentleman.

            Duke But not an actor.

            Garrick The two are indistinguishable in my book. I have decided to give Mrs Woffington here an ultimatum. She must choose between the two of us.

            Woffington What?

            Duke How dare you come into my bed, actor?

            Woffington It’s my bed.

            Duke Placing your stinking carcass between my sheets.

            Woffington They’re my sheets.

            Duke Waving your stinking pizzle at my whore!

            Woffington Oh, for God’s sake!

            Duke hits Garrick round the face. 

            Duke You putrid actor.

            Garrick I own that is my profession.

            Duke I may have to shoot you.

            He picks up his gun. 

            Apologise.

            Garrick What for?

            Duke For being an actor, actor.

            Woffington He stays here sometimes.

            Duke In my room.

            Woffington It’s my room.

            Duke I think you’ll find I own the street. I’m giving you an ultimatum, Mrs Woffington. Get rid of him and the others and I’ll sign you over five hundred pounds per annum. For life.

            Woffington For life?

            He turns to Garrick. 

            Duke Richard the Third, wasn’t it?

            Garrick Yes.

            Duke You have apparently abandoned the rhythmic incantations and soporific rocking motions of your predecessors.

            Garrick I have.

            Duke Isn’t it arrogance to presume that you can transcend a tradition that has served the public for centuries?

            Garrick It seemed to me to be the right thing.

            Duke I saw your Richard. You certainly execute the passions most poignantly and easily.

            Garrick My journey to this point has not been an easy one, Your Grace. I was born in Birmingham.

            Duke Definingly unpropitious.

            Garrick Of a large and impecunious family. My dad was garrisoned in Malta and always forgot to write. I used to stand on the table and clown about to try to cheer Mum up.

            Duke A charming picture.

            Garrick I was hoping it might persuade you not to shoot me.

            Duke Oh that. (He puts gun away.) I am only sorry that we had to become acquainted in such circumstances. I am a great theatre-lover and can only consider it a sadness I could not be of service to you in what might have been a most illustrious career. I’m sure Mrs Woffington must have pointed out to you the great advantage of being talked up in certain circles.

            Woffington Look at you, chatting away. You’d think you’d known each other for years, when the truth is you’ve both been fucking the same woman.

            Duke It does happen. I shall see you at the theatre tomorrow.

            Woffington You will not. Because I choose Garrick.

            Duke I shall retire for the time being and let the heat out of the moment. But the last thing a rising actor needs is a powerful enemy like myself. I leave you with this thought, Mr Garrick: what’s the point of being the greatest actor of your generation if you don’t survive to prove it?

            Interval.
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