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FELLEHSTRATIONS

ACT I1I. SceENE L

. FERDINAND. Here’s my hand.
MiraNDA. And mine, with my heart in’t (page 84), .  Frontispiece
ACT I. SceENE L Faciuy digé
. BoarswaIN. Lay her a-hold, a-hold! set her two courses; off
to sea again (page 8), . . ' . b3
SceNE IL
. MIRANDA. O, the cry did knock
Against my very heart (page 10), . 5 o o R
. ProspeEro. I have done nothing but in care of thee (page 11), XX
. PrOSPERO. What seest thou else
In the dark backward and abysm of time? (p. 13), 2

. ProsPERO. And to my state grew stranger, being transported
And rapt in secret studies (page 15), : ) 6

. ProsPERO. A rotten carcass of a butt, not rigg’d,

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast (page 19) . . 10
. ProspERO. Here in this island we arrived (page 20), . ; 14
. PROSPERO. And by my prescience

I find my zenith doth depend upon

A most auspicious star (page 21), : d 18
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Facing page
. PROSPERO. She did confine thee .
And in her most unmitigable rage,
Into a cloven pine (page 27), 22
. CALIBAN, Wouldst give me
Water with berries in ’t (page 31), . ; , 26
. FErRDINAND. Thence I have follow’d it,
Or it hath drawn me rather (page 35), . 30
ARIEL. Full fathom five thy father lies ;
Of his bones are coral made ;
Those are pearls that were his eyes (page 35), 34
ACT IL SCENE T
ANTONIO. Here lies your brother,
No better than the earth he lies upon (page 61), . 38
ARIEL (page 62), ’ ; S . : - 42
SCENE II.
CALIBAN. But
For every trifle are they set upon me (page 65), 46
StepHANO. Come, swear to that: kiss the book (page 72), 50
ACT HI. 'ScenE I
MiranDA. No woman’s face remember save mine own (page
82), 54
SCENE II.
CaLiBaN. Sounds and sweet airs that give delight and hurt
not (page 93), A5G
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SceNE III.
ARIEL, You are three men of sin (page 99), 62
ACT-IV. SceNE I
Iris. Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep
(page 108), 66
Ir1s. I met her deity
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos (page 110), 70
Juno. Go with me
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be
And honour’d in their issue (page 111), 74
IRris. You Nymphs, call’d Naiads, of the windring brooks,
Leave your crisp channels (page 112), 78
Enter certain Reapers, properly habited : they join with e

Nymphs in a graceful dance (page 113), .

PRrosPERO. We are such stuff
: As dreams are made on (page 114), ‘ .
STEPHANO. Put off that gown, Trinculo; by this hand T’ll

have that gown (page 118),

L N SCENE ],

ARIEL. All prisoners, sir,
In the line-grove which weather-fends your cell

(page 123),

ProspErRo. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes and

groves (page 125),
Vil

82

86

Q0

94



30.

3k

2

33-

34.

35

THE TEMEES

Facing page
ProspErO. And ye that on the sands with printless foot
Do chase the ebbing Neptune (page 125), . 102
PROSPERO. You demi-puppets that
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make
(page 1253), 106
PROSPERO. Graves at my command
Have waked their sleepers (page 126), . R e
ProsPErO. And deeper than did ever plummet sound
I’ll drown my book (page 126), 114
ARIEL. Where the bee sucks, there suck I (page 128), 118
ARIEL. On the bat’s back I do fly
After summer merrily (page 128) . . R
. MiranDA. Sweet lord, you play me false (page 133), . it 126
. ALONSO. Give me your hands:
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart
That does not wish you joy (page 136), . e
. BoaTswaIN. And were brought moping hither (page 137) 134
. PROSPERO. Where
Every third thought shall be my grave (page 142), 138
. PrRoOSPERO. Calm seas, auspicious gales,
And sail so expeditious (page 142), : R

viii



HH BASTORY OF 9 HE-TEMPEST

ON a certain Island, far out at sea beyond the nearest European
coast, lived a grave elderly man, Prospero, and a beautiful maiden,
Miranda, his only child. Their home was a cave having several
chambers, and Miranda could remember no other, nor how she
and her father had come there. She kept no memory of her
mother, and indeed had grown up without sight of a single human
being save her father—not counting a strange brutish monster
whom Prospero had found on the Island, taught to speak, and
compelled to hew wood and draw water, with other hard employ-
ments; for this Caliban, as they called him, was less a man than a
monster. Of her father she stood in no little awe, for he had
many books in his cave and had learned from them to practise
magic. His spells gave him command over numerous spirits
which—sometimes visible, sometimes not—haunted the place:
and of these his pet servant was a delicate sprite he called Ariel.
Nor in gratitude, although by nature rebellious against human
service, could Ariel refuse to obey a master who had released him
from dreadful torments. Years before Prospero’s coming, the
Island had belonged to a foul witch, Sycorax, whose history was
this—The people of Algiers, where she formerly lived, having
found her guilty of unspeakable crimes and sorceries, yet remem-
bered that she had once done the state a service, and were unwill-
ing to put her to death : so they banished her instead, put her on
board a ship, and carried her to this spot, where the sailors left
her. Here she gave birth to Caliban. Here, too, she made the
spirits serve her; and enraged at finding the gentle Ariel mutinous
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against her wicked commands, imprisoned him in a cleft pine-
tree ; in which anguish he lingered for twelve years, and but for
the coming of Prospero, who released him, might have lingered
for ever ; for in the meantime the hag had died.

A stern but not unkindly father, then, and the man-beast
Caliban, had been Miranda’s only acquaintance until a day
when accident and a furious tempest brought a shipload of
human beings to the Island. In the height of the gale
Prospero showed her a tall vessel desperately tacking and
shifting canvas to fight a way out to sea-room—but in vain, for
she had run down too close upon the Island, and the thrust of
the waves heaved her steadily shoreward. By and by she struck,
and a terrible cry went up from her decks. Though Miranda
knew nothing of men and their calamities, the cry (as she told her
father) ‘knocked against her very heart” She had suffered with
those she saw suffer. She believed—for the ship was no longer
visible—that all on board had perished. Something told her that
her father had, by his arts, raised this fury of the wind and waters ;
and now, though it was too late, she besought him to allay it.

He bade her be comforted, and told her that no harm was
done. ‘No harm, he repeated while she still wrung her hands;
and, laying by his robe of magic, he assured her that, albeit the
vessel had gone down under her eyes, not a soul on board
had perished or suffered so much as the loss of a hair. £ Bt
said he, ‘there is more to tell, and it must be told now, Can you
remember, child, a time before we came to this cell of ours? I
doubt it, for at the time you were scarcely three years old.’
‘Certainly, sir, I can,” Miranda answered; although it seems less
like a real memory than a dream. But had I not once four or
five women that waited on me?’ ‘Yes, and more,” her father
replied ; but, although he questioned her, Miranda could not
recall their first coming to the Island, how it happened or when,
or indeed anything about it. So Prospero told her. Twelve
years ago he had been the reigning Duke of Milan, though a
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neglectful one—for his books and studies absorbed the time he
should have given to state affairs; but this seemed a small matter,
since he could safely trust the government, as he believed, to his
younger brother Antonio. This Antonio, however, proved a
traitor, and seeing his elder neglectful of worldly ends, laid a plot
to seize the dukedom for himself—his scheme being to offer the
hitherto free Duchy of Milan in fealty to the King of Naples, to
pay tribute and homage, on condition that Naples helped him to
dispossess Prospero and rule in his stead. Naples consented
greedily ; and, the plot being ripe, one night Antonio and his
confederates opened the gates of Milan to the Neapolitan troops.
A little later, still in the darkness and by the same gates, the
rightful Duke and his small daughter—his only heiress, a crying
babe—were hurried out into exile. “Alack’! broke in Miranda,
at this point in the tale—‘I cannot remember how I wept: and
since I cannot, see! I weep for it over again. But why did they
not then and there destroy us?’ ‘That is well asked,” said her
father. ¢Their reason was, dear, that they dared not ; my people
loved me too well. Instead, then, of killing us, our enemies
hurried us on board ship, sailed us some leagues out to sea, and
there cast us adrift in a rotten boat without tackle, sail or mast.’
¢ Ah, what a trouble must I have been to you then!’ sighed
Miranda. ‘You were a cherub, rather, bestowed by Heaven to
save me; nay, indeed, while I wept and groaned, it was as if your
infant smile had a fortitude direct from heaven. The business of
casting us adrift had been committed to one Gonzalo, a noble Nea-
politan. His heart smote him ; and at the last he stored our boat
with food and fresh water, clothes, and other necessaries; to which,
knowing how I loved them, he added some books from my library,
by me prized above my Dukedom. So Providence brought us
ashore here, to this island, where I have been your father and
schoolmaster too.” ‘Heaven thank you for it!’ said Miranda
gratefully : ‘but would I might see that man, to thank him !’
Prospero had resumed his mantle, and now explained why he
Xi
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had raised the late storm. Fortune (he said) had turned to be his
dear lady, and had brought his late enemies to this very island to
wreck them in the ship Miranda had seen founder. Saying this,
and while she wondered, Prospero charmed her to slumber with a
wave of his wand, and with another summoned his attendant
Ariel to give news of the wreck.

On the instant Ariel came tripping to report how well he had
done his work. The ship indeed had been carrying the King of
Naples, with Ferdinand his son and heir, his brother Sebastian,
Antonio the false Duke of Milan, and other courtiers—including
the same good Gonzalo who had befriended Prospero; all on their
way home from Africa, whither his Majesty had voyaged to betroth
his daughter, Claribel, Ferdinand’s sister, to the King of Tunis.
Ariel narrated how, in the height of the storm, he had boarded the
vessel and danced like a flame over every part of her—topmast,
yards, bowsprit, the deck, the waist, and into each separate cabin
—blazing between the claps of thunder and everywhere carrying
confusion ; how, in a panic frenzy, with the ship in flames behind
them, the passengers had leapt overboard ; and how by magic all
had come safe to land and were wandering the Island in separate
parties, each supposing the other drowned. By the same magic
their very clothes had suffered no damage from the brine; and as
for the ship, she had floated quietly into a creek, where she lay
with her crew all charmed asleep after their labour and peril. As
for Ferdinand, the King’s son, he had been the first to leap ; ‘but’
(said Ariel) ‘though he seemed to be swallowed by the waves
under his father’s eyes, he also came ashore, but alone and in a
corner of the isle, where I have left him seated with folded arms
and lamenting his father’s loss.’ ‘ My brave Ariel!’ said Prospero.
‘ Thou hast performed it all exactly. In two days now thou shalt
have thy freedom: but meanwhile I have further tasks for thee.
Go, and fetch this Prince hither.’

Off flew Ariel to the spot where he had left Ferdinand sitting,
and so began to flit around him invisible, touching his harp and
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chanting a song that pierced the youth’s ear and awakened him
from his moody lethargy.

What and where should this music be?’ cried Ferdinand,
starting to his feet. Ariel sang—

¢ Full fathom five thy father lies ;

Of his bones are coral made ;
Those are pearls that were his eyes :

Nothing of him that doth fade
But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell :

Ding-dong !
Hark ! now I hear them,—Ding-dong, bell |’

Amazed, the Prince followed the music, till it led him to the
entrance of the cave where sat Prospero with Miranda, now waked
out of sleep. So the young man looked upon the maid, and the
maid upon the young man; both wondering, but Miranda wonder-
ing most, for she had never seen a young man before, and supposed
that he must be a spirit. Ferdinand, for his part, deemed that
she must be the goddess of the Island.

She, when he made bold to hail her as such, answered that she
was no goddess, but a simple maid only. Still her eyes dwelt upon
the youth, while she told herself that a being so handsome must
assuredly be something more than human. Prospero, noting how
their eyes met, was secretly pleased ; but to make trial of Ferdi-
nand he put on a stern face and addressed him, saying, ‘You are
a spy, sir, come to this Island to steal it from me, who am lord of
it” Ferdinand protested that he was no spy, and Miranda tried
to check her father's strange wrath: but Prospero continued,
‘Follow me, sir! And do you, daughter, keep silence; he is a
traitor. Come, sir, I say! I will put thee in chains for this; thy
drink shall be sea-water and thy meat mussels and the husks of
acorns.” He stamped his foot in command. Ferdinand, incensed,

would have drawn his sword : but Prospero’s magic held him help-
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less. Still Miranda held to her father’s robe, supplicating him.
‘What!’ he exclaimed, ‘ an advocate for an impostor! Come, sir!’
The poor Prince found he had no choice but to obey. ¢ My spirits,’
he said, ‘are all tied up, as though in a dream. I have lost my
father, I am weak, without friends, forced to submit; but all
this were nothing, and prison nothing, if once a day from my
imprisonment I could have sight of this maiden” And Miranda,
following, could only protest that her father was of better nature
than he showed himself.

The punishment to which Ferdinand found himself condemned
was that of collecting and piling together some thousands of the
logs which Caliban had chopped for firewood : and, being a prince,
delicately nurtured, he found the task heavy enough; yet being a
prince and of good blood he endured it bravely for Miranda’s sake ;
while she watched him, her heart aching, and her father watched
them both from a distance, waiting for the event. ‘Alas!’ said
Miranda, able to bear the sight no longer, ‘I pray you set that log
down and let me carry for you. My father has gone to his studies,
and is safe for these three hours’ But Ferdinand would by no
means have this. He protested that he was not weary ; that she
being by turned night into morning; that at home in his father’s
Court he had known and liked many a lady, but never had he met
perfect woman until now. ‘Tell me your name, I beseech you,
that I may set it in my prayers’ She told him, and as she spoke
the word, cried out that she had broken her father’s behest. (But
Prospero smiled as he heard, for all was going as he wished.)
‘Miranda!’ exclaimed Ferdinand, ‘ay, and of all women worthiest
to be admired !’

Poor Miranda told him that she for her part could remember
no woman'’s face, save her own in her glass; ‘nor any man except
thee, good friend, and my dear father. Yet I would not wish to
have any other companion in the world than you, nor can my
imagination form any other shape but yours, that I could like.
But I am prattling too wildly and forgetting my father’s com-
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mands.’ ¢Miranda!’ cried the young man, ‘I am by rank a prince;
to-day, I fear me, a king; and my pride could not endure this
slavery, but—hear my soul speak !|—the instant I saw you my
heart flew out to serve you; it keeps in your service, and for your
sake I am the patient log-man you see me.’ Does this,” asked
Miranda, ¢ mean that you love me?’ Ferdinand swore by heaven
and earth that he loved, prized, honoured her above all the world.
She wondered at the tears that sprang in her eyes. ‘I am a fool to
weep at what I am glad of’ ‘Then why weep?’ ‘I weep at my
unworthiness—no, let me put aside cunning and speak to you in
plain and holy innocence. I am your wife, if you will have me:
if not I will die your maid, and meanwhile live your servant.’
‘My mistress, rather, said Ferdinand, kneeling; ‘my mistress,
dearest; and I ever, as now, humble before you!’

Now was Prospero’s time to reveal himself, “Sir,” said he,
addressing Ferdinand, ‘if I have punished you too austerely, I
make you rich amends. The vexations I put upon you were but
my way of making trial of your love. You have stood that trial,
and therefore—see now—1I give you my daughter, that dear part
of myself. Sit and talk with her while I devise how to make
preparation for your wedding.’

Meanwhile in other parts of the Island the rest of the ship-
wrecked passengers were faring less happily. The King of
Naples and his courtiers had reached an open glade and there
seated themselves to rest; the King silent and mirthless, brooding
over the loss of his son, while the others talked and tried in their
various ways to console or divert his grief. Honest Gonzalo
reminded him that they had all cause to thank Heaven for their
own escape. They noted the delicate air of the place, the lush
green of the grass, and—with wonder—that their garments had
no sea-stains, but seemed as fresh as when first donned for the
ceremonies at Tunis. This led to talk of the wedding, when King
Alonso broke in bitterly that he had left a daughter there and had
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now lost a son. One, who had seen Ferdinand in the waves and
with what a lusty stroke he had swum, made no doubt that he had
come safe to land. ¢No, no; he is gone’—the King would hear
of no comfort. His brother Sebastian, who owed him no good
will, took occasion of his woe to remind him that it came of his
own obstinacy. ‘We all supplicated you against this marriage,
and now it has made widows enough in Venice and Milan.” The
King begged peace from these reproaches; if the fault were his
so also was the worst loss of all: and Gonzalo, to divert them, fell
a-talking of what he would do, if he were King of the Island,to
build up a perfect commonwealth. Whether through fatigue, or
because the air of the Island made them drowsy, or because Ariel
sat watching them in the tree-tops and playing them with his harp
to slumber, heaviness came upon them, and by and by they dropped
asleep one by one—even Alonso, in spite of his misery—all but
the King’s brother Sebastian and Antonio, the false Duke of
Milan. And while these two sat talking together it entered their
wicked minds that by murdering the King here they could both
advance their ambitions. By hints at first, then openly, the plot
was soon hatched, and the pair were gripping their swords when
Ariel swooped down, invisible, to Gonzalo’s ear and sang to him
‘ Awake! Awake!’ Gonzalo leapt up with a cry, and all the
others started from slumber—to see the conspirators standing
with naked swords. They explained that, hearing a terrible noise,
they had drawn to defend the King: and this satisfied the others
for the time. But, the spot being dangerous, Alonso ordered all
to set forward again and take up the search for his son. They
wandered on, therefore, until Gonzalo declared he could go no
further, his old bones ached so. The King, too, was weary, and
had lost all hope. Hunger had begun to attack them when—to
their amazement—strange shapes appeared bearing a table with
a banquet and inviting them, in dumbshow, to eat. Breaking
through their fears the famished courtiers would have fallen to,
when again Ariel (who had brought Prospero, in his cloak of
xvi
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invisibility, to watch) swooped down in the form of a Harpy, and
at a clap of his wings the banquet vanished. ‘You are men of sin,
said the apparition sternly, addressing Alonso, Sebastian and
Antonio; ‘and this madness has deservedly come upon you.
Nay, put up your swords! They are idle, even if you could lift
them. Hear me remind you three how wickedly years ago, you
drove the good Prospero out of Milan and exposed him to the
sea. The powers of the winds and the waves have now become
his avengers. They have snatched thy son from thee, Alonso,
and now nothing but a lingering perdition awaits thee unless thou
repent and lead henceforth a clear life” So saying, Ariel vanished
in thunder. ‘Yes!’ cried the distraught Alonso, ‘my crime
pursues me. The seas, the winds, sang the name of Prospero, and
now this thunder repeats it like a deep and dreadful organ-pipe.
For my guilt my son lies deep in the ooze, and there will I lie
beside him !’ He ran seaward, demented, some courtiers follow-
ing, as best they could, to hinder his intention; while others
pursued Sebastian and Antonio, who, equally demented, had

plunged into the wood, hacking with their swords at imaginary
fiends.

In yet another corner of the Island Ariel had been busy.
There Caliban, the man-monster, had been cutting and binding
faggots, and cursing over his task. He had dragged his load into
an open space, when he saw an apparition approaching and fell
flat, supposing that it was one of his master’s spirits sent to
torment him for his laziness. His mistake and his fear had much
excuse, for the apparition wore a fool’s cap and a suit of motley.
It was, in fact, one Trinculo, King Alonso’s jester, who had
reached shore as safely as his betters. An afterblow of the storm
coming on just then, he was caught without bush or shelter just
at the moment when he stumbled over Caliban. ¢What in the
world have we here?’ he wondered as he stooped over the
monster (who still shammed dead); ‘a man, or a fish? Dead, or
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alive? It smells like a fish—but ’tis legged like a man! and his
fins like arms! Warm, o’ my troth! This is no fish, but an
islander, that hath lately suffered by a thunderbolt” The gale at
this moment broke out with renewed fury. ¢Alas! it is come
again! My best way is to creep under his gaberdine; there is
no other shelter hereabouts. Misery acquaints a man with strange
bedfellows. I will harbour here till the dregs of the storm be
blown over.’

Trinculo had scarcely taken shelter under Caliban’s cloak
before yet another strange figure came driving across the open
before the squall. This was Stephano, a drunken butler, who had
floated ashore on a cask of wine heaved overboard to lighten the
ship ; and he still clutched a bottle as he staggered along singing
and brought up against Caliban with a kick. ‘Do not torment
me: O!’ whined Caliban. Stephano, who did not want for
courage, stood still and tried to pull his wits together at sight of
four legs sticking from under one cloak. ¢What’s here? Devils?
Ha! I have not escaped drowning to be afraid now of four legs.
. . . This is some four-legged monster of the Island, who hath got,
as I take it, the ague” Here Caliban stood up, shaking and
whimpering to be spared. ‘He would bring his wood home faster, he
promised.” With him, at least as much frightened, rose up Trinculo.
‘I should know that voice!’ gasped Trinculo. ¢Four legs and two
voices!” hiccupped Stephano, now utterly taken aback. ‘Stephano!
I am Trinculo—thy good friend Trinculo!’ Stephano reached for
his good friend’s legs and dragged him forth. ¢Trinculo, indeed!
How camest thou here, Trinculo?’ ¢And thou, Stephano—art
thou living? What, two Neapolitans escaped !’ ¢Prithee,’ begged
Stephano, ‘do not pull me about so: my stomachis not constant.
I came ashore in a cask. And thou?’ ‘I swam ashore like a duck.’
‘Here, kiss the book upon that’—Stephano tendered him the
bottle. ¢ O Stephano! hast thou any more of this excellent wine ?’
‘The whole butt, man; my cellar is in a rock by the seashore.’
The pair turned their attention upon Caliban, fawning before
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them. He supposed them dropped from heaven, out of the moon:
his young mistress Miranda had told him all about the Man in
the Moon. ‘Come, swear to that ; kiss the book !’ said Stephano,
presenting the bottle again. Caliban drank. ‘I pray thee, said
he, ‘be my god ! I’ll show thee every fertile inch of the Island, the
best springs of water. I’ll pluck thee berries, fish for thee and get
wood, bring thee where the young crab-apples grow, dig thee pig-
nuts with my long nails, teach thee where the jay nests and how
to snare the marmosets, point thee out where the filberts cluster,
and fetch thee young scamels from the rock.’ ‘Lead the way,
commanded Stephano: ‘the King and all our company being
drowned, we are lords here. Here, carry my bottle” Caliban led
them off, carrying the bottle and singing—

¢’Ban, 'Ban, Cacaliban
Has a new master : get a new man !’

By and by, as they went and the monster refreshed himself with
many pulls at the bottle, it came into his head to tell how, beside
themselves, there were but two living souls on the Island. He
described Prospero and Miranda ; the hard mastery of the one,
the fresh young beauty of the other. Until Prospero were over-
thrown they could never (he promised) be kings of this delectable
spot. Stephano and Trinculo listened eagerly—and so did the
faithful Ariel, by this time perched above them in the air and still
invisible. Presently they began to hatch a plot; and although
Ariel, mimicking Trinculo’s voice, threw them from time to time
into drunken confusion and brought them to blows, by degrees the
plot took shape. They were to creep to Prospero’s cave, seize his
books (for fear of magic) and brain him while he slept, as his
custom was of an afternoon. They shook hands on their resolve,
and Ariel with a twang of his harp flew off to warn his master.
The tune falling out of the sky, by this time blue and clear of its
late storm, for a moment confounded the conspirators. But
Caliban bade them take heart: the Island (said he) was full of
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noises, of sounds and sweet airs which only delighted and hurt
nobody. And this assurance made them the more determined to
destroy Prospero and possess so fair a kingdom.

Prospero himself, cloaked and with his wizard’s staff in hand,
was conjuring up a masque or phantasy—in which goddesses
appeared from the clouds and spoke, and nymphs and reapers
danced for the delight of the two young lovers seated at the cave’s
mouth—when with a start he remembered Ariel’s warning of this
conspiracy. With a sharp wave of his wand, and much to Miranda’s
and Ferdinand’s surprise, he broke off the sport and dismissed
the apparitions. A moment later, conscious of the alteration in
his looks, he begged Ferdinand’s pardon. ‘Be not dismayed.
These our actors were but spirits and have melted into air. They
have faded, even as the pageant of this great globe shall, one day,
melt and dissolve. We, too, are of the same stuff as dreams, and
a sleep rounds our little life. For me, I am vexed just now; my
old brain is troubled. Sir, bear with my weakness!’

He dismissed them and summoned Ariel. But Ariel, it ap-
peared, had been more watchful than his master. With his music
he had led the drunken trio astray through gorse-brakes, briar
and thorn patches, undergrowth of all kinds, up and down, hither
and thither, all in a maze, and had lured them finally up to their
chins into a stinking stagnant pond. Thence now, by Prospero’s
orders he enticed them, skipping before them with a heap of
glittering apparel which he hung on a line to entice these would-be
kings. They were creeping to the cave, when their eyes fell on
the finery, and at once they broke off to snatch it and array them-
selves. But in the midst of their employment, and while their
limbs were tangled in the clothes, Ariel raised a loud baying, and
in rushed his attendant spirits in the shape of a pack of hounds.
‘Hey, Mountain! There it goes, Silver! Fury! Tyrant! there,
there !’ halloed Ariel, setting them on ; and the wretched drunkards
dropped their spoil to flee this way and that, screaming, plunging
further and further into the forest,
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* And now,’ said Prospero, ‘ my dainty Ariel, you shall soon have
your freedom. But while my charms crack not and my power
is yet strong in me, there is a short task more. Fetch me the
King of Naples and his companions ; and afterwards go to the ship,
where the mariners lie all in a charmed sleep, under hatches. Wake
and bring me the master and the boatswain. These things done,
in a little while I may break my magic staff and drown my book.’

Ariel flew off and anon was back again, bringing King Alonso
and all the courtiers whom he had left spellbound in a grove of
limes. He led them within a circle which Prospero had traced on
the ground, and there they stood spellbound again, looking about
them with wild eyes. Prospero stepped forward. He addressed
himself first to Gonzalo, using the kindest words, and at the sound
of his voice the general stupefaction seemed to dissolve and reason
to creep back into the disordered brains of his audience, clearing
their senses. But while they, who had wronged him and thought
him dead, still doubted that here was Prospero in flesh and blood,
he sent Ariel to fetch him the clothes he had worn aforetime as
Duke of Milan and Ariel, habiting him, sang in anticipation of
sweet liberty—

- ‘ Where the bee sucks, there suck I :
In a cowslip’s bell I lie ;
There I couch when owls do cry.
On the bat’s back I do fly
After summer merrily.
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.’

Then, no longer able to doubt that verily this was Prospero
standing before them, the King of Naples confessed the common
wrong they had done him, and promised to reinstate him in his
dukedom, ¢Sir, answered Prospero, ‘this cell is my only court
here; here 1 have few attendants and no subjects. Yet I may
make shift to requite you.” And at a wave of his wand the door
of the cave opened and revealed the King’s son, Ferdinand, seated
quietly with Miranda and playing at chess.
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In the amazement of this meeting all were reconciled. Fer-
dinand ran and knelt to his father, while Miranda, looking around
on these many strange faces, could only cry out, ‘ What goodly
creatures! How beautiful is mankind, and what a strange new
world that holds such people!’ Nothing remained—Xing Alonso
having heartily approved his son’s choice of a wife—but for Ariel
to bring up the master and boatswain of the ship, and on their
heels to drive in Caliban, Stephano and Trinculo from the woods
with their stolen apparel. Caliban cringed before Prospero.
‘What a thrice-double ass have I been,’ said he, ¢ to mistake this
drunkard for a god and worship this dull fool!” The Boatswain
having reported that all the ship’s tackle was sound, and she ready
for sailing to-morrow, Prospero invited his guests to sup and
sleep with him that one night before all sailed together for home,
there to celebrate the nuptials of Ferdinand and Miranda. So, on
the morrow, all hoisted sail and left the Island to Caliban ; and
Ariel received his liberty, to follow the ship so far as he listed,
“breathing a gentle home-wind to walft her.

Most of us who can remember the day—it may be, the very
hour—when as children we first dipped into the pages of Shake-
speare, will allow it to be, if an accident, a most fortunate one that
chose Z/he Tempest in defiance of chronological order and gave it
first place in the Folio of 1623. Actually it was almost the last
play, if not quite the last, written by Shakespeare. But may the
authority of the First Folio long continue to misplace it and keep
it the first to open our children’s eyes and catch their fluttering
imaginations! For no other exerts the same instant spell upon
a child or unlocks such a doorway into marvels. Old men read
and rejoice in its philosophy, its dignity, its charitable calm of
mind, its noble conciusion of the whole matter: but the child
heeds none of these. The magic Island attracts him with its reefs
and rainbow surges; within the ring of them it enchants him to
shore, to track the feet of elves along the yellow sands, to explore
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the woods, to pant after Ariel’s harp, to peer with delicate terror
into Caliban’s cave. For the child, Shakespeare in this his closing
work becomes a child again. Never, surely, was such a combina-
tion of aged, almost weary, wisdom with young-eyed romance.
But of course John Hemminge and Henry Condell, the editors of
the First Folio, did not print Zke Tempest first by any accident.
They had been friends of Shakespeare and his fellow-actors, and
knew for certain when and upon what occasion he wrote it. Now
the date of the play has been much disputed ; but it was indis-
putably acted at Court in the beginning of the year 1613, before
Prince Charles (afterwards King Charles 1.), the Lady Elizabeth
his sister, and the Prince Palatine Elector who had come over to
England to marry her ; and the evidence points to its having been
composed expressly for the bridal entertainment.! If this be so,
some of us must feel that even such a masterpiece as 7/e Zempest
gains in lustre by association with the Princess Elizabeth, ‘th’
eclipse and glory of her kind,’ whose history was sorrowful indeed,
yet whose effluence such that no true man came within its area
but (as the memoirs of those times wonderfully attest) his face
was transfigured, his soul lifted and set above base ambitions; to
serve whom was to earn suffering but to win and wear the
ineffaceable seal of the true knight.

If, then, John Hemminge and (possibly also) Henry Condell
presented Zhe Tempest before royalty in 1613 and earned the
royal approval, we can easily understand why they gave it the first
place in their collected edition of the plays. The royal favour
may have started its popularity. We have overwhelming evidence,
at any rate, that popular—very greatly popular—it was.

It has been suggested—and, I believe, with truth—that in the
person of Prospero Shakespeare was glancing half-ironically at

1 This theory was first propounded by the late Dr. Richard Garnett before the New
Shakespeare Society in 1887 ; was published by him in Z%ke Universal Review, 1889,
and reprinted in Essays of an Ex-Librarian, 1901. I can only say here, after having
weighed a number of opponent theories with some care, that to me Dr. Garnett’s is
convincing.—A. T. Q.-C.
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himself. Irony, wise and resigned, underlies all the romance of
the story. The Island is, after all, not Prospero’s. It belongs by
inheritance to the man-monster who enters cringing, yet with a
curse—
‘I must eat my dinner.
This island ’s mine.

Prospero may weave spells over it, Ariel music; but when the
one has laid by his mantle, the other resumed his liberty, the
Island will revert to Caliban; and not by inheritance only, but by
right. It is Caliban who knows the best springs, where the crabs
grow, where to dig for pig-nuts, where to find the young scamels
on the rocks. This bookworm Prospero is a hard master, reaping
where he has not sown and gathering where he has not strawed ;
abominably potent, to be kneeled to because he can afflict Caliban’s
bed with hedgehogs; and Ariel has been enlarged for a season to
play his tricks. But by and by Ariel will fly away after summer,
and Prospero take ship, and his enchantments—

‘ Like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind.’

As for Ferdinand and Miranda, they are fairy prince and
princess, encircled for a moment by rainbows of island surf. It is
all sleep, concludes this wise man—all this clinging of love and
conspiring of ambition—

‘ We are such stuff

As dreams are made on, and our little life
Is rounded with a sleep.’

So concludes Prospero, whose own preoccupation with books
had been a sleep within a sleep; and so, breaking his wand,
concludes our Shakespeare, who in younger days had sung to us
‘how that life was but a flower—

And therefore take the present time
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino !’

A. T QUILLER-COUCH
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DRAMATIS PERSONA

Avronso, King of Naples.

SEBASTIAN, his brother.

ProspERO, the right Duke of Milan.

ANToNIO, his brother, the usurping Duke of Milan.
FERDINAND, son to the King of Naples.

GonzaLo, an honest old Counsellor.
ADRIAN,
Lords.
Francisco,
CaLIBAN, a savage and deformed Slave.
TRriNcULO, a Jester.
STeEPHANO, a drunken Butler.
Master of a Ship.

Boatswain.

Mariners.

MiranDA, daughter to Prospero.
ARIEL, an airy Spirit.

IRri1s, ;
CERES,
Juno, } presented by Spirits.
Nympbhs,

Reapers, |
Other Spirits attending on Prospero.
ScENE—A ship at Sea: an island.
























SCENE .1

On a ship at sea.: a tempestuous notse of
thunder and lightning heard.

Enter a Ship-Master and a Boatswain.

MasTt. Boatswain |

BoaTts. Here, master: what cheer?

MasT. Good, speak to the mariners: fall to't,
yarely, or we run ourselves aground: bestir,
bestir. (Exit.

Enter Mariners.

Boats. Heigh, my hearts! cheerly, cheerly, my
hearts! yare, yare! Take in the topsail. Tend
to the master's whistle. Blow, till thou burst
thy wind, if room enough |

Enter A1LONSO, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, FERDINAND,
GONZzALO, and others.

A1oN. Good boatswain, have care. Where's the
master? Play the men.
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BoaTs. I pray now, keep below.

ANT. Where is the master, boatswain ?

Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar our
labour : keep your cabins: you do assist the
storm.

Gon. Nay, good, be patient.

BoaTs. When the sea is. Hencel What cares
these roarers for the name of king? To cabin:
silence ! trouble us not.

Gon. Good, yet remember whom thou hast aboard.

BoaTs. None that I more love than myself. You
are a counsellor; if you can command these
elements to silence, and work the peace of the
present, we will not hand a rope more ; use your
authority : if you cannot, give thanks you have
lived so long, and make yourself ready in your
cabin for the mischance of the hour, if it so hap.
Cheerly, good hearts! Out of our way, I say.

[ Exdt.

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow:

methinks he hath no drowning mark upon him ;
6
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his complexion 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 hanged, our
case is miserable, [Exeunt.

Re-enter Boatswain.

Boats. Down with the topmast! yare! lower,
lower | Bring her to try with main-course. [A4
cvy wit/un.] A plague upon this howling!| they
are louder than the weather or our office.

Re-enter SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, and GONZALO.

Yet again! what do you here? Shall we give
o'er and drown? Have you a mind to sink?
SEB. A plague o' your throat, you bawling, blas-
phemous, uncharitable dog'!
BoaTts. Work you then.

ANT. Hang, cur! hang, you insolent noisemaker !
We are less afraid to be drowned than thou art.
Gon. I'll warrant him for drowning ; though the

ship were no stronger than a nutshell.
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BoaTs. Lay her a-hold, a-hold! set her two courses;
off to sea again; lay her off.

Enter Mariners wef

Mar. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all lost!
BoaTs. What, must our mouths be cold ?
Gon. The king and prince at prayers! let’s assist
them,
For our case is as theirs.
SEB. I'm out of patience.
ANT. We are merely cheated of our lives by drunk-
ards:
This wide-chapp'd rascal—would thou mightst
lie drowning
The washing of ten tides|
Gon. He'll be hang'd yet,
Though every drop of water swear against it
And gape at widest to glut him.

[A confused noise within —* Mercy on usl’—
‘We split, we split!’—* Farewell my wife and
children|'—

3
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‘ Farewell, brother!’'—‘We split, we split, we
split!’]
ANT. Let’s all sink with the king.
SEB. Let’s take leave of him.
[Exeunt ANTONIO and SEBASTIAN.
GoN. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea
for an acre of barren ground, ling, heath, broom,
furze, any thing. The wills above be done! but
I would fain die a dry death. (Exeunt.
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SCENE II
The island. Before PROSPERO’S céll.

Enter PROSPERO and MIRANDA.

Mir. If by your art, my dearest father, you have
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them.
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking

pitch,
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s cheek,
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered
With those that I saw suffer: a brave vessel,
Who had no doubt some noble creature in her,
Dash’d all to pieces. O, the cry did knock
Against my very heart. Poor souls, they
perish’d.
Had I been any god of power, I would
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or ere
I0
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It should the good ship so have swallow’d, and
The fraughting souls within her.

Pros. Be collected :
No more amazement : tell your piteous heart
There’s no harm done.

MIir. O, woe the day!

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

Of thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter, who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing
Of whence I am, nor that I am more better
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell,

And thy no greater father.

MIir. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Pros. "Tis time
I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand,
And pluck my magic garment from me. So:

[Lays down his mantle.
Lie there, my art. Wipe thou thine eyes; have
comfort.
11
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The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch’d
The very virtue of compassion in thee,
I have with such provision in mine art
So safely ordered that there is no soul—
No, not so much perdition as an hair
Betid to any creature in the vessel
Which thou heard’st cry, which thou saw’st sink.
Sit down ;

For thou must now know farther.

MIir. You have often
Begun to tell me what I am, but stopp’d
And left me to a bootless inquisition,
Concluding ‘ Stay: not yet.’

Pros. The hour’s now come ;
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear;
Obey and be attentive. Canst thou remember
A time before we came unto this cell ?
I do not think thou canst, for then thou wast not
Out three years old.

Mir. Certainly, sir, I can.

Pros. By what? by any other house or person ?

12
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Of any thing the image tell me that
Hath kept with thy remembrance.
MIR. "Tis far off,
And rather like a dream than an assurance
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not
Four or five women once that tended me?
Pros. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. But how
is it
That this lives in thy mind? What seest thou
else
In the dark backward and abysm of time?
If thou remember’st aught ere thou camest here,
How thou camest here thou mayst.
Mir. But that I do not.
Pros. Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year
since,
Thy father was the Duke of Milan and
A prince of power.
Mir. Sir, are not you my father?
Pros. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and
She said thou wast my daughter; and thy father

13
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Was Duke of Milan; and his only heir
A princess, no worse issued.
MIRr. O the heavensl|
What foul play had we, that we came from
thence?
Or blessed was 't we did ?
PRros. Both, both, my girl :
By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heaved
thence,
But blessedly holp hither.
MIR. O, my heart bleeds
To think o’ the teen that I have turn'd you to,
- Which is from my remembrance! Please you,
farther.
Pros. My brother and thy uncle, call'd Antonio—
I pray thee, mark me—that a brother should
Be so perfidious l—he whom next thyself
Of all the world I loved and to him put
The manage of my state; as at that time
Through all the signories it was the first,
And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed

14
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In dignity, and for the liberal arts
Without a parallel ; those being all my study,
The government I cast upon my brother
And to my state grew stranger, being trans-
ported
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle—
Dost thou attend me?
Mir. Sir, most heedfully.
Pros. Being once perfected how to grant suits,
How to deny them, who to advance and who
To trash for over-topping, new created
The creatures that were mine, I say,or changed’em,
Or else new form’d 'em ; having both the key
Of officer and office, set all hearts 1’ the state
To what tune pleased his ear ; that now he was
The ivy which had hid my princely trunk,
And suck’d my verdure out on’t. Thou attend’st
not.
Mir. O, good sir, I do.

Pros. I pray thee, mark me.
I, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated

15
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To closeness and the bettering of my mind

With that which, but by being so retired,

O'er-prized all popular rate, in my false brother

Awaked an evil nature ; and my trust,

Like a good parent, did beget of him

A falsehood in its contrary as great

As my trust was; which had indeed no limit,

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded,

Not only with what my revenue yielded,

But what my power might else exact, like one

Who having unto truth, by telling of it,

Made such a sinner of his memory

To credit his own lie, he did believe

He was indeed the duke; out o’ the substitution,

And executing the outward face of royalty,

With all prerogative : hence his ambition grow-
ing—

Dost thou hear?

MIRr. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.
Pros. To have no screen between this part he

play’d
16
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And him he play’d it for, he needs will be
Absolute Milan. Me, poor man, my library
Was dukedom large enough: of temporal royal-
ties
He thinks me now incapable ; confederates—
So dry he was for sway—wi’ the King of Naples
To give him annual tribute, do him homage,
Subject his coronet to his crown and bend
The dukedom yet unbow’d—alas, poor Milan |—
To most ignoble stooping.
MIr. O the heavens!
Pros. Mark his condition and the event; then tell
me
If this might be a brother.
MIr. I should sin
To think but nobly of my grandmother:
Good wombs have borne bad sons.
Pros. Now the condition.
This King of Naples, being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s suit;
Which was, that he, in lieu o’ the premises

c 17
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Of homage and I know not how much tribute,
Should presently extirpate me and mine
Out of the dukedom, and confer fair Milan
With all the honours on my brother: whereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight
Fated to the purpose did Antonio open
The gates of Milan; and, i’ the dead of darkness,
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence
Me and thy crying self.

MIr. Alack, for pity!
I, not remembering how I cried out then,
Will cry it o’er again : it is a hint
That wrings mine eyes to 't.

Pros. Hear a little further
And then I'll bring thee to the present business
Which now'’s upon’s; without the which this

story
Were most impertinent.

MIir. Wherefore did they not
That hour destroy us?

Pros. Well demanded, wench :

18
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My tale provokes that question. Dear, they
durst not,

So dear the love my people bore me, nor set

A mark so bloody on the business, but

With colours fairer painted their foul ends.

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark,

Bore us some leagues to sea: where they pre-
pared

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 the sea that roar'd to us, to sigh

To the winds whose pity, sighing back again,

Did us but loving wrong.

MIR. Alack, what trouble
Was I then to youl
Pros. O, a cherubin

Thou wast that did preserve me. Thou didst
smile,

Infused with a fortitude from heaven,

When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt,

10
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Under my burthen groan’d ; which rais'd in me
An undergoing stomach, to bear up
Against what should ensue.
MIR. How came we ashore?
Pros. By Providence divine.
Some food we had and some fresh water that
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,
Out of his charity, who being then appointed
Master of this design, did give us, with
Rich garments, linens, stuffs and necessaries,
Which since have steaded much; so, of his
gentleness,
Knowing I loved my books, he furnish'd me
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