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Preface

“The Tempest” is a play written by William Shakespeare in 1610 or 1611. It is believed to be the last play of the Bard. It is Les Éditions de Londres’s favourite Shakespeare play.

Plot

Prospero, the Duke of Milan, is deposed of, and along with his daughter Miranda, they are drifting at sea until they find an island which becomes their new home. Together they have been stranded for twelve years. Ariel, a spirit trapped within a tree, helps them. Caliban, the son of the witch Sycorax, is kept in servitude by Prospero after he attempts to rape his daughter Miranda. Then, when his brother Antonio (the one who has taken his dukedom away from him) is on a ship passing by the island, Prospero uses his magical powers to trigger a storm, leaving the survivors stranded on the island. Caliban gets acquainted with Stephano and Trinculo whom he believes have fallen from the moon. Ferdinand and Miranda fall in love, helped by Prospero’s spells. Antonio and Sebastian plot to kill Alonso, in order to let Sebastian become king, but Ariel disrupts their plans. At the end, all the main characters are brought together; Prospero forgives his brother Alonso for what he has done, he also forgives Antonio and Sebastian in spite of their betrayal, and asks Ariel to allow the safe travel of the boat back to Naples, where Ferdinand and Miranda will be married. He also forgives Caliban and invites the audience to listen to the story of his life on the island. 

The greatest of Shakespeare’s plays?

“The Tempest” is Shakespeare at his most magical. The rightful but deposed duke of Milan, Prospero, now a mighty sorcerer, holds sway over the elements and spirits of his Island, when an opportunity for vengeance appears in the guise of a shipwreck. Using his powers, he is able to engineer both his reinstallation as Duke and the perfect love match for his daughter. The villains of the play are some of the more interesting characters. The most obvious is the monstrous but simple Caliban, who is given some of Shakespeare’s greatest insults but interestingly, the far more perfidious villains are the humans, whose plans and plotting left Prospero on the Island in the first place. Of course, every great play requires a great love. The love between Ferdinand and Miranda is instantaneous, but Prospero forces Ferdinand through his very own love’s labours to create one of the most endearing pairings of any of Shakespeare’s plays. However the greatest character development is with Prospero himself. Despite all the pains his persecutors have caused, he manages to find forgiveness in his heart in order to return home, creating the lasting message of The Tempest, one of peace and reconciliation. 

Sources of inspiration

Shakespeare mentions numerous sources of inspiration for what is probably the most extraordinary tragicomedy of all times, full of sombre and light-hearted moments, filled with the five elements: wind (Ariel), fire (Caliban), sea (the tempest itself, the sea around the island), earth (the mysterious island), and the sky (the man fallen from the moon), but also enlightening the audience with a perfect combination of masculine and female elements (Prospero and Miranda, Ariel and Caliban…).

Firstly, there is talk of a German play, “Comedia von der schonen Sidea” by Jacob Ayrer, which also talks of a stranded magician with his daughter, who ends up falling in love with the son of her father’s enemy. Then there is the story of the shipwreck of the Adventurers and Company of Virginia in 1609, which Shakespeare would have heard of. The survivors apparently spent nine months on Bermuda, before making it to Jamestown, the recent English settlement in America. When news of their survival came to England, through the publication of two accounts, “The discovery of the Barmudas”, and “A declaration of the Estate of the colony in Virginia”, it created a sensation. Then, also quoted as possible sources are Erasmus’s “Naufragium”, but some also recognise behind the modern Shakespeare, many of the fantasy and colours of the Commedia dell’arte heritage: a magician, a monster who could be a hunchback, an ethereal spirit, a story of treason, a young and pure woman etc. There is also of course the perceivable influence of Montaigne in Les Essais about the chapter on “Les cannibales” in Gonzalo’s depiction of a perfect society: “All things in common nature should produce without sweat or endeavour: treason, felony, Sword, pike, knife, or need of any engine Would I not have…”. Interestingly, there are also numerous mentions of “The man in the moone” in the scene between Caliban, Stephano, Trinculo: “C: Hast thou not dropped from heaven? S: Out o’the moon, I assure thee: I was the Man in the Moon, when time was.”. We can’t believe that Francis Godwin would not be aware of “The Tempest”; therefore he must have thought about “The Tempest” at some point when writing The man in the moone, or Shakespeare refers to something that both he and Godwin were familiar with at the beginning of the Seventeenth century, but that modern readers are unaware of. Or maybe it is Shakespeare who has fallen from the moon?

Magic at its best

Moments of beauty are so common in “The Tempest” that we would not know when to stop. We just chose three moments of poetic arrest, starting with one of our favourite Shakespeare moments, this quote by Caliban: 

“Be not afeard: the isle is full of noises,
 Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not.
 Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments
 Will hum about mine ears; and sometimes voices,
 That, if I then had wak’d after long sleep,
 Will make me sleep again: and then, in dreaming,
 The clouds methought would open and show riches
 Ready to drop upon me; that, when I wak’d,
 I cried to dream again.”

Or Prospero: “We are such stuff As dreams are made on, and our little life Is rounded with a sleep.” (refer to Bogart’s quote at the end of The Maltese falcon). 

And finally Miranda: “O, wonder! How many goodly creatures are there here! How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world That has such people in’t!”

Some say that God created the world, the Dutch created the Netherlands, the Italians the modern stage with the Commedia dell’arte and the Opera, but Shakespeare probably created the English language. 
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William Shakespeare (1564-1616) was probably the most famous English language writer of all times, an Elizabethan playwright and poet, known for such works as The merchant of Venice, Othello, Hamlet, Macbeth, The Tempest…and of course the Sonnets.  

Life of Shakespeare, or what is known of it

William Shakespeare was born in Stratford-upon-Avon on April 23rd 1564 (or so it is claimed), son of John Shakespeare, an alderman and Mary Arden, the daughter of a landowner. He went to King’s New school, it is assumed, and at the age of 18, he married Anne Hathaway, by eight years his elder. From this union a daughter was born, followed by twins who died at a young age. He then disappeared and reappeared on the London theatrical scene. The first mention of Shakespeare on the London scene is when he was being attacked by Robert Green in 1592. He might therefore have started writing as early as in the 1580s. Shakespeare was both a playwright and an actor. Not only did he play in his own works but also in other contemporary plays, such as Ben Jonson’s works. His success made him a wealthy man. The company of actors that he belonged to then, constructed a theatre on the south bank, which they named the Globe. In the later years of his life, he probably spent less time in London, and his writing activity slowed down. He died on April 23rd, 1616.

The plays

It is very difficult to date Shakespeare’s plays precisely. Part of the problem lies in the custom at the time for writers to collaborate or for writers to revise or modify the works of others. It is assumed the first plays were written in the 1590s. Amongst the early ones we would have: Richard III, The Comedy of Errors, The taming of the shrew, Two gentlemen of Verona. They are then followed by his most famous comedies: Much ado about nothing, The Merchant of Venice, A Midsummer night’s dream…Then Romeo and Juliet, Julius Caesar, and in the early Seventeenth century, Troilus and Cressida, All’s well that ends well… And then the most famous plays, the tragedies, Hamlet, Macbeth, Othello, King Lear, before he reverts to comedy with The Tempest, widely considered to be his last play and Les Éditions de Londres’s favourite Shakespeare work. In total, he is credited with having written 38 plays.

Shakespeare’s fame

Shakespeare did not have the same reputation when he was alive than now. Although famous, he was often rated below other Renaissance or Elizabethan playwrights such as Christopher Marlowe or Ben Jonson. His ways of mixing comic and tragic aspects in many of his comedies did not please everyone. He became enshrined as a national icon in the Nineteenth century, probably along with the end of Classicism and the rise of Romanticism. It is also the time when his fame started to spread abroad. Amongst his admirers, Goethe, but also in France such authors as Victor Hugo who wrote Cromwell, and Stendhal who famously wrote Racine et Shakespeare. 

Shakespeare’s identity

It is hard to end a simple Shakespeare biography without mentioning the constant doubts which exist with regards to his identity. When you are the Bard, the special one myths are made of, there is a likelihood you will attract the attention of all sorts of literary conspiracy theorists. So, you have those who pretend his works were in fact collective works, or others who claim his was a pseudonym for other famous writers of the time such as Francis Bacon or Christopher Marlowe. Frankly, how should we know?
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THE TEMPEST

   
Dramatis Personae

ALONSO, 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 counselor

ADRIAN, Lord

FRANCISCO, Lord

CALIBAN, a savage and deformed Slave

TRINCULO, a Jester

STEPHANO, a drunken Butler

MASTER OF A SHIP

BOATSWAIN

MARINERS

MIRANDA, Daughter to Prospero

ARIEL, an airy Spirit

IRIS, represented by Spirits

CERES, represented by Spirits

JUNO, represented by Spirits

NYMPHS, represented by Spirits

REAPERS, represented by Spirits

DOGS, represented by Spirits

Other Spirits attending on Prospero


 SCENE: The sea, with a Ship; afterwards an Island

   
ACT 1

SCENE I

On a ship at sea; a tempestuous noise of thunder and lightning heard.

Enter a Shipmaster and a Boatswain severally.

MASTER.

Boatswain!

BOATSWAIN.

Here, master: what cheer?

MASTER.

Good! Speak to the mariners: fall to't yarely, or we run ourselves aground: bestir, bestir.

Exit.

Enter Mariners.

BOATSWAIN.

Heigh, my hearts! Cheerly, cheerly, my hearts! Yare, yare! Take in the topsail. Tend to th’ master’s whistle.

To the storm.

Blow till thou burst thy wind, if room enough.

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand, Gonzalo and Others.

ALONSO.

Good boatswain, have care. Where’s the master?
 Play the men.

BOATSWAIN.

I pray now, keep below.

ANTONIO.

Where is the master, boson?

BOATSWAIN.

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

GONZALO.

Nay, good, be patient.

BOATSWAIN.

When the sea is. Hence! What cares these roarers for the name of king? To cabin! silence! Trouble us not.

GONZALO.

Good, yet remember whom thou hast aboard.

BOATSWAIN.

None that I more love than myself. You are 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.

To the sailors.

Cheerly, good hearts!

To the passengers.

Out of our way, I say.

Exit.

GONZALO.

I have great comfort from this fellow. Methinks he hath no drowning mark upon him: 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 hang’d, our case is miserable.

Exeunt.

Re-enter Boatswain.

BOATSWAIN.

Down with the topmast! Yare! Lower, lower! Bring her to try wi' th' maincourse.

A cry within.

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?

SEBASTIAN.

A pox o' your throat, you bawling, blasphemous, incharitable dog!

BOATSWAIN.

Work you, then.

ANTONIO.

Hang, cur, hang! You whoreson, insolent noisemaker, we are less afraid to be drowned than thou art.

GONZALO.

I’ll warrant him for drowning, though the ship were no stronger than a nutshell, and as leaky as an unstanched wench.

BOATSWAIN.

Lay her a-hold, a-hold! Set her two courses: off to sea again: lay her off.

Enter Mariners, wet.

MARINERS.

All lost! To prayers, to prayers! All lost!

Exeunt.

BOATSWAIN.

What, must our mouths be cold?

GONZALO.

The King and Prince at prayers! Let us assist them, for our case is as theirs.

SEBASTIAN.

I am out of patience.

ANTONIO.

We are merely cheated of our lives by drunkards.
 This wide-chapp’d rascal—would thou might’st lie 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!'— 'Farewell, brother!'—'We split, we split, we split!'

ANTONIO.

Let's all sink wi' the King.

Exit.

SEBASTIAN.

Let's take leave of him.

Exit.

GONZALO.

Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea for an acre of barren ground; long heath, brown furze, any thing. The wills above be done, but I would fain die dry death.

Exit.

SCENE II

The Island. Before the cell of Prospero.

Enter Prospero and Miranda.

MIRANDA.

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 th' 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 creatures 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 e'er
 It should the good ship so have swallow'd and
 The fraughting souls within her.

PROSPERO.

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

MIRANDA.

O! Woe the day!

PROSPERO.

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.

MIRANDA.

More to know
 Did never meddle with my thoughts.

PROSPERO.

'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.
 The direful spectacle of the wrack, 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.

MIRANDA.

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

PROSPERO.

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.

MIRANDA.

Certainly, sir, I can.

PROSPERO.

By what? By any other house, or person?
 Of any thing the image, tell me, that
 Hath kept with thy remembrance.

MIRANDA.

'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?

PROSPERO.

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 rememb'rest aught ere thou cam'st here,
 How thou cam'st here, thou mayst.

MIRANDA.

But that I do not.

PROSPERO.

Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year since,
 Thy father was the Duke of Milan, and
 A prince of power.

MIRANDA.

Sir, are not you my father?

PROSPERO.

Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and
 She said thou wast my daughter: and thy father
 Was Duke of Milan, and his only heir
 And princess, no worse issued.

MIRANDA.

O, the heavens!
 What foul play had we that we came from thence?
 Or blessed was't we did?

PROSPERO.

Both, both, my girl.
 By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence;
 But blessedly holp hither.

MIRANDA.

O! my heart bleeds
 To think o' th' teen that I have turn'd you to,
 Which is from my remembrance. Please you, further.

PROSPERO.

My brother and thy uncle, call'd Antonio,
 I pray thee, mark me, that a brother should
 Be so perfidious! he, whom next thyself,
 Of all the world I lov'd, 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
 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 transported
 And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle
 Dost thou attend me?

MIRANDA.

Sir, most 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 mine, I say, or chang'd 'em,
 Or else new form'd 'em: having both the key
 Of 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 my princely trunk,
 And suck'd my verdure out on't. Thou attend'st not.

MIRANDA.

O, good sir! I do.

PROSPERO.

I pray thee, mark me.
 I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated
 To closeness and the bettering of my mind
 With that, which, but by being so retir'd,
 O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my false brother
 Awak'd 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, into 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 th' outward face of royalty,
 With all prerogative. Hence his ambition growing
 Dost thou hear?

MIRANDA.

Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.

PROSPERO.

To have no screen between this part he play'd
 And him he play'd it for, he needs will be
 Absolute Milan. Me, poor man—my library
 Was dukedom large enough: of temporal royalties
 He thinks me now incapable; confederates,—
 So dry he was for sway, wi' th' 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.

MIRANDA.

O the heavens!

PROSPERO.

Mark his condition, and the event; then tell me
 If this might be a brother.

MIRANDA.

I should sin
 To think but nobly of my grandmother:
 Good wombs have borne bad sons.

PROSPERO.

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
 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' th' dead of darkness,
 The ministers for th' purpose hurried thence
 Me and thy crying self.

MIRANDA.

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

PROSPERO.

Hear a little further,
 And then I'll bring thee to the present business
 Which now's upon us; without the which this story
 Were most impertinent.

MIRANDA.

Wherefore did they not
 That hour destroy us?

PROSPERO.

Well demanded, wench:
 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 prepared
 A rotten carcass of a boat, 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' winds, whose pity, sighing back again,
 Did us but loving wrong.

MIRANDA.

Alack! What trouble
 Was I then to you!

PROSPERO.

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,
 Under my burden groan'd: which rais'd in me
 An undergoing stomach, to bear up
 Against what should ensue.

MIRANDA.

How came we ashore?

PROSPERO.

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 lov'd my books, he furnish'd me,
 From mine own library with volumes that
 I prize above my dukedom.

MIRANDA.

Would I might
 But ever see that man!

END OF EXTRACT
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