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1612
THE TEMPEST
by WIliam Shakespeare

DRAVATI S PERSONAE

ALONSO, King of Naples

SEBASTI AN, hi s brother

PROSPERO, the right Duke of M1 an

ANTONI O, his brother, the usurping Duke of M| an
FERDI NAND, son to the King of Naples

GONZALO, an honest ol d counsel |l or

Lords
ADRI AN
FRANCI SCO
CALI BAN, a savage and defornmed sl ave
TRINCULO, a jester
STEPHANO, a drunken butler
MASTER OF A SHI P
BOATSWAI N

MARI NERS

M RANDA, daughter to Prospero

AR EL, an airy spirit

Spirits
IRI'S
CERES
JUNO
NYMPHS
REAPERS

O her Spirits attending on Prospero



SCENE:

A ship at sea; afterwards an uni nhabited island

THE TEMPEST

ACT 1. SCENE 1

On a ship at sea; a tenpestuous noise of thunder
and |ightning heard

Enter a SH PMASTER and a BOATSWAI N

MASTER. Boat swai n!
BOATSWAI N. Here, naster; what cheer?
MASTER. Good! Speak to th' mariners; fall to't yarely, or

we run ourselves aground; bestir, bestir.

Ent er MARI NERS

BOATSWAI N. Hei gh, ny hearts! cheerly, cheerly, ny hearts!
yare, yare! Take in the topsail. Tend to th' naster's

whistle. Blowtill thou burst thy wind, if room enough.

Enter ALONSO, SEBASTI AN, ANTONI O, FERDI NAND

GONZALO, and OTHERS

ALONSO. CGood boat swai n, have care. Were's the nmaster?
Pl ay the nen.

BOATSWAIN. | pray now, keep bel ow.

ANTONI O Where is the master, boson?

BOATSWAIN. Do you not hear hinf? You mar our | abour;
keep your cabins; you do assist the storm

GONZALO. Nay, good, be patient.

BOATSWAI N. When the sea is. Hence! What cares these



roarers for the name of king? To cabin! silence! Trouble
us not.
GONZALO. Good, yet remenber whom t hou hast aboard.
BOATSWAIN. None that | nore |love than nyself. You are
counsellor; if you can conmand these el enents to
silence, and work the peace of the present, we wll not
hand a rope nore. Use your authority; if you cannot, give
t hanks you have liv'd so | ong, and nake yoursel f ready
in your cabin for the m schance of the hour, if it so

hap. - Cheerly, good hearts!-Qut of our way, | say.

GONZALO. | have great confort fromthis fellow Methinks
he hath no drowni ng mark upon him his conplexion is
perfect gallows. Stand fast, good Fate, to his hanging;
make the rope of his destiny our cable, for our own doth
little advantage. If he be not born to be hang' d, our

case i s niserable. Exeunt

Re-ent er BOATSWAI N

BOATSWAIN. Down with the topmast. Yare, |ower, |ower!
Bring her to try wi' th' maincourse. [Acry within] A
pl ague upon this how ing! They are |ouder than the

weat her or our office.

Re-enter SEBASTI AN, ANTONI O, and GONZALO

Yet again! What do you here? Shall we give o'er, and
drown? Have you a mind to sink?

SEBASTI AN. A pox o' your throat, you bawing, blasphenous,
i ncharitabl e dog!

BOATSWAI N. Work you, then.

ANTONI O. Hang, cur; hang, you whoreson, insolent noisenaker;

we are less afraid to be drown'd than thou art.



GONZALO. "Il warrant him for drowning, though the ship were
no stronger than a nutshell, and as | eaky as an unstanched
wench.

BOATSWAIN. Lay her a-hold, a-hold; set her two courses; off

to sea again; lay her off.

Ent er MARI NERS, Wet

MARI NERS. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all |ost!

Exeunt

BOATSWAI N. What, must our nouths be col d?

GONZALO. The King and Prince at prayers!

Let's assist them
For our case is as theirs.

SEBASTI AN. | am out of patience.

ANTONIO. W are nerely cheated of our lives by drunkards.
Thi s wi de-chopp' d rascal -woul d thou mghtst |ie drowning
The washing of ten tides!

GONZALO. He'll be hang'd yet,

Though every drop of water swear against it,
And gape at wid st to glut him
[A confused noise within: Mercy on us!
We split, we split! Farewell, my wife and children!
Farewel |, brother! We split, we split, we split!]
ANTONIO. Let's all sink wi' th' King.
SEBASTI AN. Let's take | eave of him
Exeunt ANTONI O and SEBASTI AN

GONZALO. Now woul d | give a thousand furlongs of sea for
an acre of barren ground-long heath, brown furze, any
thing. The wills above be done, but | would fain die

dry death. Exeunt

SCENE 2



The |sland. Before PROSPERO S cel |

Ent er PROSPERO and M RANDA

M RANDA. |f by your art, ny dearest father, you have
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them
The sky, it seens, would pour down stinking pitch,
But that the sea, nounting to th' wel kin's cheek,
Dashes the fire out. O | have suffered
Wth those that | saw suffer! A brave vessel,

Who had no doubt sone noble creature in her,
Dash'd all to pieces! O the cry did knock

Agai nst ny very heart! Poor souls, they perish'd.
Had | been any god of power, | would

Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere

It should the good ship so have swallow d and
The fraughting souls within her.

PROSPERO. Be conect ed;

No nore anmazenent; tell your piteous heart
There's no harm done.

M RANDA. O, woe the day!

PRCSPERO. No harm
I have done nothing but in care of thee,

O thee, ny dear one, thee, my daughter, who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought know ng
O whence | am nor that | amnore better
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell,
And thy no greater father.

M RANDA. More to know
Did never neddle with nmy thoughts.

PRCSPERO. 'Tis tine
I should informthee farther. Lend thy hand,

And pluck ny magi c garnment from ne. So,



[ Lays down his nantl e]
Lie there ny art. Wpe thou thine eyes; have confort.
The direful spectacle of the weck, which touch'd
The very virtue of conpassion in thee,
I have with such provision in mne art
So safely ordered that there is no soul -
No, not so much perdition as an hair
Betid to any creature in the vessel
Whi ch thou heard' st cry, which thou saw st sink.
Sit down, for thou nust now know farther.
M RANDA. You have often
Begun to tell nme what | am but stopp'd,
And left me to a bootless inquisition,
Concl uding ' Stay; not yet.'
PRCSPERO. The hour's now cone;
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear.
hey, and be attentive. Canst thou renenber
A tine before we cane unto this cell?
| do not think thou canst; for then thou wast not
Qut three years ol d.
M RANDA. Certainly, sir, | can.
PROSPERO. By what? By any other house, or person?
O any thing the image, tell ne, that
Hath kept with thy renenbrance?
M RANDA. 'Tis far off,
And rather |ike a dreamthan an assurance
That ny renenbrance warrants. Had | not
Four, or five, wonen once, that tended ne?
PROSPERO. Thou hadst, and nore, Mranda. But howis it
That this lives in thy mnd? Wat seest thou el se
In the dark backward and abysm of tine?
If thou renenb' rest aught, ere thou camni st here,

How t hou cam st here thou nayst.



M RANDA. But that | do not.

PROSPERO. Twel ve year since, Mranda, twelve year since,
Thy father was the Duke of M| an, and
A prince of power.

M RANDA. Sir, are not you ny father?

PROSPERO. Thy not her was a piece of virtue, and
She said thou wast ny daughter; and thy father
Was Duke of MIlan, and his only heir
And princess no worse issued.

M RANDA. O the heavens!

What foul play had we that we cane fromthence?
O bl essed was't we did?

PROSPERO. Bot h, both, ny girl.

By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence;
But bl essedly hol p hither.

M RANDA. O ny heart bl eeds
To think o' th' teen that | have turn'd you to,
Which is fromny renenbrance. Please you, farther.

PROSPERO. My brother and thy uncle, call'd Antonio-
| pray thee, mark ne that a brother should
Be so perfidious. He, whom next thyself
O all the world I lov'd, and to hi m put
The manage of ny state; as at that tine
Through all the signories it was the first,
And Prospero the prinme duke, being so reputed
In dignity, and for the liberal arts
Wthout a parallel, those being all ny study-
The government | cast upon ny brother
And to ny state grew stranger, being transported
And rapt in secret studies. Thy fal se uncle-
Dost thou attend ne?

M RANDA. Sir, nost heedfully.

PROSPERO. Being once perfected how to grant suits,



How to deny them who t' advance, and who

To trash for over-topping, new created

The creatures that were nmne, | say, or chang' d 'em
O else new formd 'em having both the key
O officer and office, set all hearts i' th' state

To what tune pleas'd his ear; that now he was
The ivy which had hid nmy princely trunk
And suck'd ny verdure out on't. Thou attend' st not.
M RANDA. O, good sir, | do!
PROSPERO. | pray thee, nmark ne.
I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated
To cl oseness and the bettering of ny mnd
Wth that which, but by being so retir'd,
Oer-priz'd all popular rate, in ny fal se brother
Awak' d an evil nature; and ny trust,
Li ke a good parent, did beget of him
A fal sehood, in its contrary as great
As ny trust was; which had indeed no limt,
A confidence sans bound. He being thus |orded,
Not only with what my revenue yi el ded,
But what ny power m ght el se exact, |ike one
Who having into truth, by telling of it,
Made such a sinner of his nenory,
To credit his own lie-he did believe
He was indeed the Duke; out o' th' substitution
And executing th' outward face of royalty
Wth all prerogative. Hence his anbition grow ng-
Dost thou hear?
M RANDA. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.
PROSPERO. To have no screen between this part he play'd
And himhe play'd it for, he needs will be
Absolute Mlan. Me, poor man-ny library

Was dukedom | arge enough-of tenporal royalties



He t hi nks ne now i ncapabl e; confederat es,
So dry he was for sway, w' th' King of Naples,
To give himannual tribute, do hi mhonage,
Subj ect his coronet to his crown, and bend
The dukedom yet unbow d-al as, poor M I an!-
To nost ignobl e stooping.

M RANDA. O t he heavens!

PROSPERO. Mark his condition, and th' event, then tell ne
If this nmight be a brother.

M RANDA. | should sin
To think but nobly of my grandnot her:
Good wonbs have borne bad sons.

PROSPERO. Now t he conditi on:
This King of Naples, being an eneny
To ne inveterate, hearkens ny brother's suit;
Which was, that he, inlieu o th' prenises,
O homage, and | know not how nuch tri bute,
Shoul d presently extirpate ne and m ne
Qut of the dukedom and confer fair Ml an
Wth all the honours on ny brother. Wereon,
A treacherous arny |evied, one m dnight
Fated to th' purpose, did Antonio open

The gates of Mlan; and, i' th' dead of darkness,
The ministers for th' purpose hurried thence
Me and thy crying self.
M RANDA. Al ack, for pity!
I, not renenb'ring how | cried out then,
WIl cry it o'er again; it is a hint
That wings mne eyes to't.
PRCSPERO. Hear a little further,
And then I'Il bring thee to the present busines

VWhi ch now s upon 's; without the which this story

Were nost inpertinent.



M RANDA. Wherefore did they not
That hour destroy us?

PRCSPERO. Wl | demanded, wench!
My tal e provokes that question. Dear, they durst not,
So dear the | ove ny people bore nme; nor set
A mark so bl oody on the business; but
Wth colours fairer painted their foul ends.
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark;
Bore us sone | eagues to sea, where they prepared
A rotten carcass of a butt, not rigg' d,
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats
Instinctively have quit it. There they hoist us,
To cry to th' sea, that roar'd to us; to sigh
To th' w nds, whose pity, sighing back again,
Did us but |oving wong.

M RANDA. Al ack, what trouble
Was | then to you!

PRCSPERO. O, a cherubin
Thou wast that did preserve ne! Thou didst smle,
Infused with a fortitude from heaven,
When | have deck'd the sea with drops full salt,
Under my burden groan'd; which rais'd in e
An under goi ng stomach, to bear up
Agai nst what shoul d ensue.

M RANDA. How canme we ashore?

PROSPERO. By Provi dence divi ne.
Some food we had and sone fresh water that
A nobl e Neapolitan, Gonzal o,
Qut of his charity, who being then appointed
Master of this design, did give us, with
Rich garnents, linens, stuffs, and necessari es,
Wi ch since have steaded much; so, of his gentl eness,

Knowing | lov'd ny books, he furnish'd ne



Frommne own library with vol unes that
| prize above ny dukedom

M RANDA. Would | mi ght
But ever see that man!

PROSPERO. Now | ari se. [Puts on his mantl e]
Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow.
Here in this island we arriv'd; and here
Have |, thy school naster, nade thee nore profit
Than ot her princess' can, that have nore tine
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful.

M RANDA. Heavens thank you for't! And now, | pray you,

sir,
For still '"tis beating in ny nmind, your reason
For raising this sea-stornf
PRCSPERO. Know thus far forth:
By acci dent nost strange, bountiful Fortune,
Now ny dear |ady, hath m ne enem es
Brought to this shore; and by ny prescience
I find ny zenith doth depend upon
A nost auspicious star, whose influence
If now !l court not, but onit, my fortunes
W1l ever after droop. Here cease nore questions;
Thou art inclin'd to sleep; '"tis a good dull ness,
And give it way. | know thou canst not choose.
[ M RANDA sl eeps]
Cone away, servant; cone; | amready now.

Approach, ny Ariel. Cone.

Enter ARI EL

ARIEL. Al hail, great nmaster! grave sir, hail! | cone
To answer thy best pleasure; be't to fly,

To swm to dive into the fire, to ride



On the curl'd clouds. To thy strong bidding task
Ariel and all his quality.

PROSPERO. Hast thou, spirit,
Performd to point the tenpest that | bade thee?

ARIEL. To every article.
| boarded the King's ship; now on the beak,
Now i n the wai st, the deck, in every cabin,
I flam d amazenent. Sonetine |'d divide,
And burn in many places; on the topnast,
The yards, and bowsprit, would | flame distinctly,
Then nmeet and join Jove's lightning, the precursors
O th' dreadful thunder-claps, nore nonentary
And si ght-outrunning were not; the fire and cracks
O sul phurous roaring the nost m ghty Neptune
Seemto besiege, and nmake his bold waves trenbl e,
Yea, his dread trident shake.

PROSPERO. My brave spirit!
Who was so firm so constant, that this coil
Woul d not infect his reason?

ARI EL. Not a soul
But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd
Sone tricks of desperation. Al but mariners
Plung'd in the foam ng brine, and quit the vessel,
Then all afire with ne; the King's son, Ferdi nand,
Wth hair up-staring-then like reeds, not hair-
Was the first man that leapt; cried "Hell is enpty,
And all the devils are here.'

PROSPERO. Way, that's my spirit!
But was not this nigh shore?

ARI EL. O ose by, ny naster.

PROSPERO. But are they, Ariel, safe?

ARI EL. Not a hair perish'd;

On their sustaining garnents not a bl enish,



But fresher than before; and, as thou bad' st ne,
In troops | have dispers'd them'bout the isle.
The King's son have | | anded by hinself,
Wiom | left cooling of the air w th sighs
In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting,
His arms in this sad knot.
PROSPERO. O the King's ship,
The mariners, say how t hou hast dispos'd,
And all the rest o' th' fleet?

ARIEL. Safely in harbour
Is the King's ship; in the deep nook, where once
Thou call'dst ne up at midnight to fetch dew
Fromthe still-vex'd Bernoothes, there she's hid;
The mariners all under hatches stowed,

Who, with a charmjoin'd to their suff'red | abour
I have left asleep; and for the rest o' th' fleet,
VWhich | dispers'd, they all have net again,

And are upon the Mediterranean flote

Bound sadly home for Napl es,

Supposing that they saw the King's ship weck'd,
And his great person perish

PROSPERO. Ariel, thy charge
Exactly is performd; but there's nore work.

What is the tine o' th' day?

ARI EL. Past the mid season

PROSPERO. At |east two glasses. The tinme 'tw xt six and now
Must by us both be spent nost preciously.

ARIEL. |Is there nore toil? Since thou dost give nme pains,
Let nme renenber thee what thou hast pronmis'd,
Which is not yet performid ne.

PROSPERO. How now, noody?

What is't thou canst demand?

ARIEL. My liberty.



PROSPERO. Before the tine be out? No nore

ARIEL. | prithee,
Renenber | have done thee worthy service,
Told thee no lies, nade thee no mistakings, serv'd
W thout or grudge or grunblings. Thou didst prom se
To bate ne a full year

PROSPERO. Dost thou forget
Fromwhat a tornment | did free thee?

ARI EL. No.

PROSPERO. Thou dost; and think'st it nmuch to tread the ooze
O the salt deep,
To run upon the sharp wind of the north,
To do me business in the veins o' th' earth
When it is bak'd with frost.

ARIEL. | do not, sir.

PROSPERO. Thou liest, malignant thing. Hast thou forgot
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy
Was grown into a hoop? Hast thou forgot her?

ARl EL. No, sir.

PROSPERO. Thou hast. Were was she born?
Speak; tell ne.

ARIEL. Sir, in Argier.

PROSPERO. O, was she so? | nust
Once in a nonth recount what thou hast been
Whi ch thou forget'st. This damm'd witch Sycor ax,
For m schiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible
To enter hunman hearing, from Argier
Thou know st was bani sh'd; for one thing she did
They would not take her life. Is not this true?

ARI EL. Ay, sir.

PROSPERO. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with child
And here was left by th' sailors. Thou, ny slave,

As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant;



And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands,
Ref usi ng her grand hests, she did confine thee,
By hel p of her nore potent mnisters,
And in her nost unmitigable rage,
Into a cloven pine; within which rift
Imprison'd thou didst painfully remain
A dozen years; w thin which space she died
And | eft thee there, where thou didst vent thy groans
As fast as mill-wheels strike. Then was this island-
Save for the son that she did litter here,
A freckl'd whel p, hag-born-not honour'd with
A human shape.

ARI EL. Yes, Caliban her son

PROSPERO. Dull thing, | say so; he, that Caliban
Whom now | keep in service. Thou best know st
What tornent | did find thee in; thy groans
D d neke wol ves howl, and penetrate the breasts
O ever-angry bears; it was a tornent
To | ay upon the damm'd, which Sycorax
Coul d not again undo. It was mne art,
When | arriv'd and heard thee, that made gape
The pine, and |l et thee out.

ARIEL. | thank thee, master.

PROSPERO. |If thou nore murnmur'st, | will rend an oak
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till
Thou hast how 'd away twel ve wi nters.

ARl EL. Pardon, naster;
I will be correspondent to conmand,
And do ny spriting gently.

PROSPERO. Do so; and after two days
I will discharge thee

ARI EL. That's ny nobl e master!



