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Session

Title

Work to be completed

Resource
provided

Outcome

Week Three: Starting Monday 18th January
11:
Independent
Practise

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 5’
(part 1)

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 5 in
the ‘The Tempest’
booklet, ONLY pages 5154.

‘The Tempest
booklet
(pages 51-54)

Do now
completed
in full

Resource 2

Answers to
all
questions
and tasks
written in
full
sentences

‘The Tempest
booklet

Answers to
all
questions
and tasks
written in
full
sentences.

Make sure you read all
the information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks.
NOTE: The text from the
play (Act 1 Scene 2) can
be found in Resource 2 at
the end of this schedule.
(scroll down to find it)
McKinley: Wednesday
Period 4 (11:50-12:45pm):
log onto MS Teams with your
English teacher

12: Online
Lesson

Elbrus: Tuesday Period 4
(11:50-12:45pm): log onto
MS Teams with your English
teacher
13:
Independent
Practise

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 5’
(part 2)

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 5 in
the ‘The Tempest’
booklet, ONLY pages 5558.
Make sure you read all
the information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks.

Pages (pages
55-58)

Quotations
highlighted
(page 57)
on the
booklet or
written
down in
your book.
Exit Quiz
completed
by writing
down the
correct
answer.

On-Line
Support

14:
Independent
Practise

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 6’
(part 1)

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 6 in
the ‘The Tempest’
booklet, ONLY pages 5963.

‘The Tempest
booklet
(pages 5963)

Answers to
all
questions
and tasks
written in
full
sentences

Make sure you read all
the information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks.
15:
Independent
Practise

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 6’
(part 2)

Do now
completed
in full

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 6 in
the ‘The Tempest’
booklet, ONLY pages 6468.

‘The Tempest
booklet
(pages 6468)

Make sure you read all
the information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks.

Resource 3

Answers to
all
questions
and tasks
written in
full
sentences
One
paragraph
for the
Main Task

NOTE: The text from the
play (Act 1 Scene 2) can
be found in Resource 3 at
the end of this schedule.
(scroll down to find it)

Exit Quiz
completed
by writing
down the
correct
answer.

Week Four: Starting Monday 25th January
16:
Independent
practise

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 7’
(part 1)

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 7 in the
‘The Tempest’ booklet,
ONLY pages 69-73.
Make sure you read all the
information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks in full sentences.

17: Online
Lesson

‘The
Tempest
booklet
(pages 6973)

Do now
completed
in full

‘The
Tempest
booklet

Answers to
all
questions
and tasks

Answers to
all
questions
and tasks
written in
full
sentences

McKinley: Wednesday Period
4 (11:50-12:45pm): log onto
MS Teams with your English
teacher
Elbrus: Tuesday Period 4
(11:50-12:45pm): log onto MS
Teams with your English
teacher

18:
Independent
practise

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 7’
(part 2)

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 7 in the
‘The Tempest’ booklet,
ONLY pages 74-81.

Make sure you read all the
information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks in full sentences.

(pages 7481)
Resource 4

One
paragraph
for the
Main Task

NOTE: The text from the
play (Act 1 Scene 2) can be
found in Resource 4 at the
end of this schedule.
(scroll down to find it)

19:
Independent
practise

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 8’

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 8 in
the ‘The Tempest’ booklet,
pages 82-91.
Make sure you read all the
information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks in full sentences.

‘The
Tempest
booklet
(pages 8291)
Resource 5
Resource 6

NOTE: The text from the
play (Act 1 Scene 2 –
Ariel’s song) can be found
in Resource 5 at the end of
this schedule. (scroll down
to find it)

‘The
Tempest’
– Lesson 9’
(part 1)

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 9 in
the ‘The Tempest’ booklet,
ONLY pages 92-98.
Make sure you read all the
information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks in full sentences.

21:
Independent
practise

‘The
Tempest’

Complete all tasks and
activities from Lesson 9 in

Exit Quiz
completed
by writing
down the
correct
answer.
Do now
completed
in full
Answers to
all
questions
and tasks
written in
full
sentences
One full
paragraph
for the
Main Task

NOTE: The text from the
play (Act 1 Scene 2 –
Miranda and Ferdinand
meet for the first time)
can be found in Resource
6 at the end of this
schedule. (scroll down to
find it)

20:
Independent
practise

written in
full
sentences

Fortnightly
Quiz
completed
by writing
down the
correct
answer or
answers for
each
question.
The
Tempest
booklet
(pages 9298)

Do now
completed
in full

The
Tempest
booklet

Answers to
all
questions

Answers to
all
questions
and tasks
written in
full
sentences

– Lesson 9’
(part 2)

the ‘The Tempest’ booklet,
ONLY pages 99-105.
Make sure you read all the
information given on
these pages and complete
all tasks in full sentences.
NOTE: The text from the
play (Act 1 Scene 2 –
Antonio tries to convince
Sebastian to kill Alonso)
can be found in Resource 7
at the end of this schedule.
(scroll down to find it)

(pages 99105)

and tasks
written in
full
sentences
The table
on page 102
completed
in full.
One full
paragraph
for the
Main Task
Exit Quiz
completed
by writing
down the
correct
answer.

Resource 2
The Tempest
Act 1 Scene 2 (Prospero and Miranda)
Original text
Enter PROSPERO and MIRANDA

Translation
PROSPERO and MIRANDA enter.

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. Oh, I have suffered
With those that I saw suffer. A brave vessel
Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in
her
Dashed all to pieces. Oh, the cry did knock
Against my very heart! Poor souls, they
perished.
Had I been any god of power, I would
Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere
It should the good ship so have swallowed
and
The fraughting souls within her.

MIRANDA
Dear father, if you caused this terrible storm
with your magic powers, please put an end
to it. The sky’s so dark it looks like it would
rain down boiling hot tar if the sea weren’t
swelling up to the sky to put its fire out. Oh,
I suffered along with all the men I watched
suffer! A fine ship, with some good people
in it, I’m sure, smashed to pieces. Their
dying shouts broke my heart! The poor
people died. If I’d been a god I would’ve let
the sea sink inside the earth before it had a
chance to swallow up that ship and all the
people it was carrying.

PROSPERO
Be collected.
No more amazement. Tell your piteous
heart
There’s no harm done.

PROSPERO
Calm down. There’s nothing to get upset
about. No harm was done.

MIRANDA
Oh, woe the day!

MIRANDA
Oh, what a horrible day!

PROSPERO

PROSPERO
There was no harm, I’m telling you.
Everything I’ve done has been for you, my
dear daughter. You don’t know what you
are, since you don’t know who I am or
where I come from, or that I’m better than
merely Prospero, your humble father who
lives in a poor little shack.

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, naught
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.

MIRANDA
It never occurred to me to imagine there was
anything more to know.

PROSPERO
'Tis time
I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand
And pluck my magic garment from me.

PROSPERO
It’s time for you to know the whole story.
Give me a hand and help me off with this
magic cloak.

MIRANDA helps PROSPERO remove his
mantle

MIRANDA helps PROSPERO remove his
cloak.

So,
Lie there, my art.—Wipe thou thine eyes.
Have comfort.
The direful spectacle of the wrack, which
touched
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 sawst
sink. Sit down.
For thou must now know farther.

(to the cloak) So, lie there, my magic. (to
MIRANDA) Wipe your eyes. Take comfort. I
arranged the horrible sight of this shipwreck,
which moved you to such pity, so carefully that
not a single person was hurt—no, not so much
as a hair on anyone’s head was destroyed in the
ship that you saw sink. Sit down. It’s time for
you to know more. (they sit)

MIRANDA

MIRANDA

You have often
Begun to tell me what I am, but stopped
And left me to a bootless inquisition,
Concluding, “Stay. Not yet.”

You’ve often started to tell me who I am,
but then suddenly stopped, leaving me
asking questions that never get answered,
telling me, “Wait. 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.

PROSPERO
Well, the time has come. This is the
moment for you to listen hard and pay close
attention. Can you remember the time
before you came to live in this shack? I
doubt it, since you weren’t even three at the
time.

MIRANDA
Certainly, sir, I can.

MIRANDA
Sure I can, father.

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

PROSPERO
What do you remember? A house, a person?
Tell me anything you remember.

MIRANDA

MIRANDA
My memory is hazy, more like a dream than
a recollection. Didn’t I use to have four or
five women taking care of me?

'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 rememberest aught ere thou camest
here,
How thou camest here thou mayst.

PROSPERO
Indeed you did, and more besides, Miranda.
But how is it possible that you still
remember this, through all the darkness of
the past? If you remember your life before
you came here, you may also remember
how you got here.

MIRANDA
But that I do not.

MIRANDA
No, that I don’t remember.

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

PROSPERO
Twelve years ago, Miranda, twelve years
ago your father was the Duke of Milan, a
powerful prince.

MIRANDA
Sir, are not you my father?

MIRANDA
Aren’t 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 thou his only heir
And princess no worse issued.

PROSPERO
Your mother was extremely virtuous, and
she said you were my daughter. And your
father was Duke of Milan, and you were his
heir, a princess.

MIRANDA

MIRANDA
Good lord! What evil things were done to us
that we were driven here? Or was it a
blessing that we came here?

Oh, the heavens!
What foul play had we that we came from
thence?
Or blessè was’t we did?
PROSPERO
Both, both, my girl.
By foul play, as thou sayst, were we heaved
thence,
But blessedly help hither.

PROSPERO
Both, both, my girl. We were pushed out of
power by evil deeds, as you call them. But
we were blessed in being helped toward this
island.

MIRANDA
Oh, my heart bleeds
To think o' th' teen that I have turned you to,
Which is from my remembrance! Please
you, farther.

MIRANDA
Oh, it breaks my heart to think how painful
it must be for you to recall all this, things
that I can’t remember. But please tell me
more.

PROSPERO
My brother and thy uncle, called Antonio—
I pray thee, mark me (that a brother should
Be so perfidious!)—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
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?

PROSPERO
My brother, your uncle Antonio—just listen
to this (I still can’t believe a brother could
be so disloyal!)—My brother whom—aside
from you—I loved more than anyone else in
the world, I trusted to run my state, which at
that time was the strongest in the land, and
Prospero the number one duke, famous for
my dignity and my education. Since I was
so drawn to studying things like logic,
grammar, geometry, and astronomy, I let
my control of the government slide a bit,
being too wrapped up in my occult books.
Your disloyal uncle—are you paying
attention?

MIRANDA
Sir, most heedfully.

MIRANDA
I’m hanging on every word.

PROSPERO
Being once perfected how to grant suits,
How to deny them, who t' advance and who

PROSPERO
Once Antonio got the knack of granting
certain requests, denying others, promoting

To trash for overtopping, new created
The creatures that were mine, I say—or
changed 'em,
Or else new formed 'em—having both the
key
Of officer and office, set all hearts i' th' state
To what tune pleased his ear, that now he
was
The ivy which had hid my princely trunk,
And sucked my verdure out on ’t. Thou
attend’st not.

some officials and keeping down those who
were getting too ambitious, he won over the
people who used to be mine, or changed
them—remade them, you might say. Since
he had control over the whole government
and everyone in it, he soon made everyone
sing his own song—whichever song he
happened to like. He became like the ivy
that sticks to the side of the tree, and sucked
my vitality out of me.—You’re not paying
attention.

MIRANDA
O, good sir, I do.

MIRANDA
Oh, yes I am, father.

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 retired,
O'erprized 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 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' th'
substitution
And executing th' outward face of royalty,
With all prerogative. Hence his ambition
growing
—
Dost thou hear?

PROSPERO
Please listen to me carefully. As I neglected
practical matters, being totally dedicated to
solitude and to improving my mind with
subjects more valuable than most people
imagine, I was so shut away from the world
that I unwittingly stirred up evil wishes in
my disloyal brother. My deep trust in him
made him deeply untrustworthy, arousing in
him a treachery as big as my trust was—my
trust which had no limit, an infinite
confidence. With Antonio possessing such
powers and wealth, coming not only from
my income but also from his ability to take
whatever my authority allowed him to take,
Antonio started to believe that he was the
duke, like some liar who begins to believe
in his own lie. He put on the face of royalty,
with all the rights that go along with it. With
his ambition growing like this—do you hear
what I’m saying?

MIRANDA
Your tale, sir, would cure
deafness.

MIRANDA
What you’re saying could cure deafness,
father. Of course I hear it.

PROSPERO

PROSPERO

To have no screen between this part he
played
And him he played 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 unbowed—alas, poor
Milan!—
To most ignoble stooping.
MIRANDA
Oh, 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.
The King of Naples, being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s
suit,
Which was that he, in lieu o' th' 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 honors on my brother.
Whereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight
Fated to th' 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.

To make his political performance
absolutely perfect, he simply had to become
the Duke of Milan himself. My library was
a large enough dukedom for me. So, now
Antonio judges me incapable of carrying
out my duties. He’s so power-hungry that he
allies himself with the King of Naples,
agreeing to pay him a regular annual sum,
swear subservience to him, and put the
dukedom of Milan—never subservient to
anyone before!—under the humiliating
control of Naples.

MIRANDA
Good heavens!
PROSPERO
Think about that, and about what followed
afterward. Then tell me if Antonio can be
called a brother.
MIRANDA
It would be wrong for me to think poorly of
my grandmother. Good women sometimes
give birth to bad sons.

PROSPERO
Now listen to the agreement they made. The
king of Naples, my arch-enemy, listens to
my brother’s request, which was that the
king, in exchange for the respect and money
paid to him, would get rid of me and make
my brother Duke of Milan instead. A
treacherous army was gathered, and one
fateful night at midnight, Antonio opened
the gates of Milan, and in the pitch black
had his officers rush out me and you, my
dear daughter. You were crying.

MIRANDA
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.
PROSPERO
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.
MIRANDA
Wherefore did they not
That hour destroy us?

MIRANDA
How awful! I can’t remember how I cried
then, but I’ll cry all over again. This story
breaks my heart.

PROSPERO
Just listen a little more, and I’ll bring you up
to date about the present situation, which is
the whole reason I’m telling you this story
in the first place.

MIRANDA
Why didn’t they just kill us that night?

PROSPERO
Good question, my girl. My story does raise
that question. The answer, my dear, is that
they didn’t dare, because the people of
Milan loved me too much. The had to
disguise their bloody intentions. So, to make
a long story short, they hurried us onto a
ship and carried us a number of miles out to
sea, where they prepared a rotten carcass of
a boat, with no sails or masts or ropes,
which even the rats had abandoned. They
tossed us in the water to cry to the sea that
roared back at us, to sigh into the winds that
sighed right back at us in pity.

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 colors 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 butt, not rigged,
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast. The very rats
Instinctively had quit it. There they hoist us
To cry to th' sea that roared to us, to sigh
To th' winds whose pity, sighing back again,
MIRANDA
Did us but loving wrong.
God, what a burden on you I must have
been!
MIRANDA
Alack, what trouble
PROSPERO
Was I then to you!
No, my dear, you were a little angel who
kept me going. You smiled with a strength
PROSPERO
you must have gotten from heaven, while I
Oh, a cherubim
Thou wast that did preserve me. Thou didst cried salty tears into the salty sea, and
groaned at our situation. Your smile
smile
sustained my spirits against whatever would
Infusèd with a fortitude from heaven,
When I have decked the sea with drops full come our way.
salt,
Under my burthen groaned; which raised in
me

An undergoing stomach to bear up
Against what should ensue.

MIRANDA
How did we manage to get ashore?

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 loved my books, he furnished
me
From mine own library with volumes that
I prize above my dukedom.
MIRANDA
Would I might
But ever see that man!
PROSPERO
Now I arise.
(stands and puts on his mantle)
Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow.
Here in this island we arrived, and here
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more
profit
Than other princesses can that have more
time
For vainer hours and tutors not so careful.

PROSPERO
With God’s help. We had a little food and
fresh water that a nobleman from Naples,
Gonzalo, had given us out of the kindness of
his heart. He had been chosen to carry out
the plan of putting us to sea. He also gave us
clothes, linen, and other necessities that
have been of great help. Knowing how
much I loved my books, he gave me some
books from my library that I value more
than my dukedom.

MIRANDA
I wish I could see that man someday!
PROSPERO
Now I’ll stand up. (he stands and puts on
his magic cloak) Sit still and listen to the
last of our sad sea adventures. We arrived
here on this island, where I, acting as your
teacher, have given you a better education
than most princesses get, princesses who
have less careful tutors, who spend their
time instead on empty fun.

Resource 3
The Tempest
Act 1 Scene 2 (Ariel and Prospero)
Original text

Translation

ARIEL
Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me
pains,
Let me remember thee what thou hast
promised,
Which is not yet performed me.

ARIEL
Is there more work to do? Since you’re
giving me new assignments, let me remind
you what you promised me but haven’t
come through with yet.

PROSPERO
How now? Moody?
What is ’t thou canst demand?

PROSPERO
What? You’re in a bad mood? What could
you possibly ask for?

ARIEL

ARIEL
My freedom.

My liberty.
PROSPERO
Before the time be out? No more!

PROSPERO
Before your sentence has been completed?
Don’t say anything else.

ARIEL

ARIEL
I beg you, remember the good work I’ve
done for you, and how I’ve never lied to
you, never made mistakes, and never
grumbled in my work. You promised to take
a full year off my sentence.

I prithee,
Remember I have done thee worthy service,
Told thee no lies, made thee no mistakings,
served
Without or grudge or grumblings. Thou
didst promise
To bate me a full year.
PROSPERO
Dost thou forget
From what a torment I did free thee?

PROSPERO
Have you forgotten the torture I freed you
from?

ARIEL
No.

ARIEL
No.

PROSPERO
Thou dost, and think’st it much to tread the
ooze
Of 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 baked with frost.

PROSPERO
You have forgotten, and you think it’s a
burden when I ask you to walk through the
ocean, or run on the north wind, or do
business for me underground when the
earth’s frozen solid.

ARIEL

ARIEL
No, I don’t, sir.

I do not, sir.
PROSPERO
Thou liest, malignant thing! Hast thou
forgot

PROSPERO
You lie, you nasty, ungrateful thing! Have
you forgotten the horrid witch Sycorax,

The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and
envy
Was grown into a hoop? Hast thou forgot
her?

stooped over with old age and ill will? Have
you forgotten her?

ARIEL
No, sir.

ARIEL
No, sir.

PROSPERO
PROSPERO
Thou hast. Where was she born? Speak. Tell You have. Where was she born? Speak. Tell
me.
me.
ARIEL
Sir, in Argier.

ARIEL
In Algiers, sir.

PROSPERO
Oh, was she so? I must
Once in a month recount what thou hast
been,
Which thou forget’st. This damned witch
Sycorax,
For mischiefs manifold and sorceries
terrible
To enter human hearing, from Argier,
Thou know’st, was banished. For one thing
she did
They would not take her life. Is not this
true?

PROSPERO
Oh, was she now? I’ll have to tell the story
again every month, since you seem to forget
it. This damned witch Sycorax was kicked
out of Algiers for various witching crimes
too terrible for humans to hear about. But
for one reason they refused to execute her.
Isn’t that true?

ARIEL
Ay, sir.

ARIEL
Yes, sir.

PROSPERO
This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with
child
And here was left by th' sailors. Thou, my
slave,
As thou report’st thyself, wast then her
servant.
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate
To act her earthy and abhorred commands,
Refusing her grand hests, she did confine
thee,
By help of her more potent ministers
And in her most unmitigable rage,
Into a cloven pine, within which rift
Imprisoned thou didst painfully remain
A dozen years; within which space she died

PROSPERO
This sunken-eyed hag was brought here
pregnant and left by the sailors. You, my slave,
were her servant at the time, as you admit
yourself. You were too delicate to carry out her
horrible orders, and you refused. In a fit of rage
she locked you up in a hollow pine tree, with the
help of her powerful assistants, and left you
there for twelve years. During that time she
died, and you were trapped, moaning and
groaning as fast as the blades of a mill wheel
strike the water. At that time there were no
people here. This island was not honored with a
human being—except for the son that Sycorax
gave birth to here, a freckled baby born of an
old hag.

And left 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 freckled whelp hag-born—not honored
with
A human shape.
ARIEL
Yes, Caliban, her son.
PROSPERO
Dull thing, I say so. He, that Caliban
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best
know’st
What torment I did find thee in. Thy groans
Of ever angry bears. It was a torment
Did make wolves howl and penetrate the
breasts
To lay upon the damned, which Sycorax
Could not again undo. It was mine art,
When I arrived and heard thee, that made
gape
The pine and let thee out.

ARIEL
Yes, Caliban, her son.
PROSPERO
That’s right, you stupid thing. Caliban, who
now serves me. You know better than
anyone how tortured you were when I found
you. Your groans made wolves howl, and
even made bears feel sorry for you. Nobody
but the damned souls of hell deserves the
spell that Sycorax put on you and couldn’t
undo. It was my magic that saved you when
I arrived on the island and heard you,
making the pine tree open and let you out.

ARIEL
Thank you, master.

ARIEL
I thank thee, master.
PROSPERO
If thou more murmur’st, I will rend an oak
And peg thee in his knotty entrails till
Thou hast howled away twelve winters.
ARIEL
Pardon, master.
I will be correspondent to command
And do my spiriting gently.
PROSPERO
Do so, and after two days
I will discharge thee.
ARIEL
That’s my noble master!
What shall I do? Say, what? What shall I
do?

PROSPERO
If you complain any more, I’ll split an oak
tree and lock you up in it till you’ve howled
for twelve years.
ARIEL
Please forgive me, master. I’ll be obedient
and do all my tasks without complaining.

PROSPERO
Do that, and I’ll set you free in two days.

ARIEL
That’s noble of you, master. What shall I do
for you? Just tell me. What shall I do?

Resource 4
Act 1 Scene 2
Caliban and Prospero
Original text
PROSPERO
(to CALIBAN) Thou poisonous slave, got
by the devil himself
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth!

Translation
PROSPERO
(to CALIBAN) You horrible slave, with a
wicked hag for a mother and the devil
himself for a father, come out!

Enter CALIBAN

CALIBAN enters

CALIBAN
As wicked dew as e'er my mother brushed
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen
Drop on you both! A southwest blow on ye
And blister you all o'er!

CALIBAN
I hope you both get drenched with a dew as
evil as what my mother used to collect with
a crow’s feather from the poison swamps.
May a hot southwest wind blow on you and
cover you with blisters all over.

PROSPERO
For this, be sure, tonight thou shalt have
cramps,
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up.
Urchins
Shall, forth at vast of night that they may
work,
All exercise on thee. Thou shalt be pinched
As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more
stinging
Than bees that made 'em.
CALIBAN
I must eat my dinner.
This island’s mine, by Sycorax my mother,
Which thou takest from me. When thou
camest first,

PROSPERO
I’ll give you cramps for saying that—
horrible pains in your sides that will keep
you from breathing. I’ll send goblins out at
night to work their nasty deeds on you.
You’ll be pricked all over, and it’ll sting
like bees.

CALIBAN
I have to eat my dinner now. This island
belongs to me because Sycorax, my mother,
left it to me. But you’ve taken it from me.
When you first got here, you petted me and
took care of me, you would give me water

Thou strok’st me and made much of me,
wouldst give me
Water with berries in ’t, and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less,
That burn by day and night. And then I
loved thee
And showed thee all the qualities o' th' isle,
The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place
and fertile.
Cursed be I that did so! All the charms
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on
you!
For I am all the subjects that you have,
Which first was mine own king. And here
you sty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from
me
The rest o' th' island.
PROSPERO
Thou most lying slave,
Whom stripes may move, not kindness! I
have used thee,
Filth as thou art, with human care, and
lodged thee
In mine own cell till thou didst seek to
violate
The honor of my child.

CALIBAN
Oh ho, oh ho! Would ’t had been done!
Thou didst prevent me. I had peopled else
This isle with Calibans.
MIRANDA
Abhorrèd slave,
Which any print of goodness wilt not take,
Being capable of all ill! I pitied thee,
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee
each hour
One thing or other. When thou didst not,
savage,
Know thine own meaning, but wouldst
gabble like
A thing most brutish, I endowed thy
purposes

with berries in it, and you taught me the
names for the sun and the moon, the big
light and the smaller light that burn in
daytime and nighttime. I loved you back
then. I showed you all the features of the
island, the freshwater springs, the saltwater
pits, the barren places and the fertile ones. I
curse myself for doing that! I wish I could
use all the magic spells of Sycorax against
you and plague you with toads, beetles, and
bats. I’m the only subject you have in your
kingdom, and you were my first king, and
you pen me up in this cave and don’t let me
go anywhere else on the island.

PROSPERO
You liar, you respond better to the whip
than to kindness! I took good care of you—
piece of filth that you are—and let you stay
in my own hut until you tried to rape my
daughter.

CALIBAN
Oh ho, oh ho! I wish I had! You stopped
me. If you hadn’t, I would have filled this
island with a race of Calibans.
MIRANDA
You horrid slave, you can’t be trained to be
good, and you’re capable of anything evil! I
pitied you, worked hard to teach you to
speak, and taught you some new thing
practically every hour. When you didn’t
know what you were saying, and were
babbling like an animal, I helped you find
words to make your point understandable.
But you had bad blood in you, no matter
how much you learned, and good people
couldn’t stand to be near you. So you got
what you deserved, and were locked up in

With words that made them known. But thy this cave, which is more fitting for the likes
vile race,
of you than a prison would be.
Though thou didst learn, had that in ’t which
good natures
Could not abide to be with. Therefore wast
thou
Deservedly confined into this rock,
Who hadst deserved more than a prison.
CALIBAN
You taught me language, and all I can do
CALIBAN
You taught me language, and my profit on ’t with it is curse. Damn you for teaching me
your language!
Is I know how to curse. The red plague rid
you
For learning me your language!
PROSPERO
Hag-seed, hence!
Fetch us in fuel. And be quick, thou 'rt best,
To answer other business. Shrug’st thou,
malice?
If thou neglect’st or dost unwillingly
What I command, I’ll rack thee with old
cramps,
Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar
That beasts shall tremble at thy din.
CALIBAN
No, pray thee.
(aside) I must obey. His art is of such
power,
It would control my dam’s god, Setebos,
And make a vassal of him.
PROSPERO
So, slave, hence!

PROSPERO
Get out of here, you son of a bitch! Bring us
wood, and be quick about it. Are you
shrugging and making faces, you evil thing?
If you neglect my orders or do them
grudgingly, I’ll double you up with pains
and cramps, and make all your bones ache,
and make you scream so loud that the wild
animals will tremble when they hear you.

CALIBAN
No, please. (to himself) I have to obey. He’s
got such strong magic powers that he could
conquer and enslave the god, Setebos, that
my mother used to worship.
PROSPERO
Go then, slave.
CALIBAN exits.

Exit CALIBAN

Resource 5
Act 1, Scene 2
Ariel’s song

Original text
FERDINAND
Where should this music be? I' th' air or th'
earth?
It sounds no more, and sure, it waits upon
Some god o' th' island. Sitting on a bank,
Weeping again the king my father’s wrack,
This music crept by me upon the waters,
Allaying both their fury and my passion
With its sweet air. Thence I have followed
it,
Or it hath drawn me rather. But ’tis gone.
No, it begins again.

Translation
FERDINAND
Where’s that music coming from? From the
earth, or the air? It’s stopped now—it must
be played for some local god of the island.
As I sat on the shore crying over my father’s
shipwreck, I heard the music creep over the
wild waves, calming their fury and soothing
my own grief with its sweet melodies. I
followed it here, or I should say it dragged
me here. But now it’s stopped. No, there it
is again.

ARIEL
(sings)
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

ARIEL
(singing)
Your father lies five whole fathoms below,
His bones have turned to coral now.
His eyes have turned to pearls.
There’s nothing left of him,
He’s undergone a complete sea change
And become something rich and strange.
Sea nymphs ring his death bell every hour.

Resource 6
Act 1 Scene 2
Miranda and Ferdinand meet for the first time
Original text
FERDINAND
The ditty does remember my drowned
father.
This is no mortal business, nor no sound
That the earth owes. I hear it now above me.

Translation
FERDINAND
This song’s about my dead father. It
couldn’t be sung by mere mortals. I hear it
now overhead.

PROSPERO
(to MIRANDA) The fringèd curtains of
thine eye advance
And say what thou seest yond.

PROSPERO
(to MIRANDA) Raise the curtains of your
eyelids and go take a peek at what you can
see out there.

MIRANDA

MIRANDA

What is ’t? A spirit?
Lord, how it looks about! Believe me, sir,
It carries a brave form. But ’tis a spirit.

What is it? A spirit? Lord, it’s glancing
every which way! How handsome it is. It
must be a spirit.

ROSPERO
No, wench! It eats and sleeps and hath such
senses
As we have, such. This gallant which thou
seest
Was in the wrack. And, but he’s something
stained
With grief that’s beauty’s canker, thou
mightst call him
A goodly person. He hath lost his fellows
And strays about to find 'em.

PROSPERO
No, girl! It eats and sleeps and has the same
five senses we do. The gentleman you see
now was in the shipwreck, and if he weren’t
a little spoiled by grief, which always ruins
good looks, you could call him handsome.
He’s lost his comrades and is wandering
around looking for them.

MIRANDA
I might call him
A thing divine, for nothing natural
I ever saw so noble.
PROSPERO
(aside)
It goes on, I see,
As my soul prompts it.—Spirit, fine spirit!
I’ll free thee
Within two days for this.

FERDINAND
(seeing MIRANDA) Most sure, the
goddess
On whom these airs attend!—Vouchsafe my
prayer
May know if you remain upon this island,
And that you will some good instruction
give
How I may bear me here. My prime request,
Which I do last pronounce, is—O you
wonder!—
If you be maid or no.
MIRANDA
No wonder, sir,
But certainly a maid.
FERDINAND
My language! Heavens,

MIRANDA
I could imagine he’s divine, since I never
saw anything so noble-looking on earth
before.
PROSPERO
(to himself) It’s all happening according to
plan, just as my soul wanted it to happen.
(to ARIEL) Spirit, you fine spirit, I’ll set
you free in two days for doing such a good
job here.

FERDINAND
(seeing MIRANDA) This must surely be the
goddess that the music is being played
for!—Please, I beg you to answer me, tell
me if you live on this island, and tell me
how I should behave here. My main
question, which I save for the last, is—Oh,
you marvelous creature!—are you a maiden
or a goddess?

MIRANDA
I’m not marvelous, sir, but I’m certainly a
maiden.
FERDINAND

I am the best of them that speak this speech,
Were I but where ’tis spoken.

She speaks my language! My God, I’m the
highest-ranking person who speaks this
language—if only we were back where it’s
spoken.

PROSPERO
How? The best?
What wert thou if the King of Naples heard
thee?

PROSPERO
What’s that? The highest-ranking? What
would the King of Naples do if he heard you
say that?

FERDINAND
A single thing, as I am now, that wonders
To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear
me,
And that he does I weep. Myself am Naples,
Who with mine eyes, never since at ebb,
beheld
The king my father wracked.

FERDINAND
He would just see me for what I am, a
person amazed to hear you talking about
Naples. He does hear me, and that makes
me cry. I myself am the King of Naples,
since I saw with my own eyes—these eyes
that haven’t been dry since—my father
killed in a shipwreck.

MIRANDA
Alack, for mercy!

FERDINAND
Yes, faith, and all his lords, the Duke of
Milan
And his brave son being twain.
PROSPERO
(aside)
The Duke of Milan
And his more braver daughter could control
thee
If now ’twere fit to do ’t! At the first sight
They have changed eyes.—Delicate Ariel,
I’ll set thee free for this.
(to FERDINAND)
A word, good sir.
I fear you have done yourself some wrong.
A word.
MIRANDA
440 (aside) Why speaks my father so
ungently? This

MIRANDA
Ah, how pitiful!

FERDINAND
Yes, indeed, and all the King’s men, the
Duke of Milan and his fine son too.

PROSPERO
(to himself) The real Duke of Milan and his
far finer daughter could beat you in a
heartbeat, if it were the right time. They’ve
fallen in love at first sight!—Wonderful
Ariel, I’ll set you free for doing such good
work here. (to FERDINAND) Could I have
a word with you, sir? I’m afraid you’ve
made a mistake. Just a word.

MIRANDA
(to herself) Why is my father speaking to
him so rudely? This is the third man I’ve
ever seen in my life, and the first one I’ve

Is the third man that e'er I saw, the first
That e'er I sighed for. Pity move my father
To be inclined my way!

FERDINAND
(to MIRANDA)
Oh, if a virgin,
And your affection not gone forth, I’ll make
you
The queen of Naples.

felt romantic feelings for. I hope my father
takes pity on me and treats him well for my
sake!
FERDINAND
Oh, if you’re a virgin, and you haven’t
given your heart to another man, then I’ll
make you the queen of Naples.

Resource 7
Act 2 Scene 1
Antonio tries to convince Sebastian to kill Alonso
Alonso has fallen asleep and only Antonio and Sebastian are awake
now.
Original text
SEBASTIAN
What a strange drowsiness possesses them!

Translation
SEBASTIAN
How strange that they all got so sleepy!

ANTONIO
It is the quality o' th' climate.

ANTONIO
There must be something in the air here.

SEBASTIAN
Why
Doth it not then our eyelids sink? I find not
Myself disposed to sleep.

SEBASTIAN
So why aren’t our eyelids heavy? I’m not
sleepy at all.

ANTONIO
Nor I. My spirits are nimble.
They fell together all, as by consent.
They dropped, as by a thunderstroke. What
might,
Worthy Sebastian, O, what might—? No
more.—
And yet methinks I see it in thy face,
What thou shouldst be. Th' occasion speaks
thee, and
My strong imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

ANTONIO
Me neither. I’m wide awake. They all fell
asleep together, as if they’d planned it. Like
they’d all been struck by lightning. What
might happen, Sebastian, what might
happen if—No, it’s time for me to shut
up.— But still, I think I can see in your face
what you ought to be. Opportunity’s
knocking for you, and in my imagination I
see a crown dropping onto your head.

SEBASTIAN
What, art thou waking?

SEBASTIAN
Are you dreaming or awake?

ANTONIO
Do you not hear me speak?

ANTONIO
Don’t you hear me speaking?

SEBASTIAN
I do, and surely
It is a sleepy language, and thou speak’st
Out of thy sleep. What is it thou didst say?
This is a strange repose, to be asleep
With eyes wide open, standing, speaking,
moving,
And yet so fast asleep.

SEBASTIAN
I do, and it sounds like you’re talking in
your sleep. What did you say? It’s weird for
you to be dreaming with your eyes wide
open—standing, talking, moving, but sound
asleep.

ANTONIO
Noble Sebastian,
Thou let’st thy fortune sleep—die, rather—
wink’st
Whiles thou art waking.

ANTONIO
Good Sebastian, you’re the one who’s
sleeping if you let this opportunity pass you
by without acting on it

SEBASTIAN
Thou dost snore distinctly.
There’s meaning in thy snores.

SEBASTIAN
You’re snoring, but it sounds like you’re
talking. There’s meaning in your snoring.

ANTONIO

ANTONIO
I’m not kidding when I say this, I’m not
joking around like usual. You should be
serious too when you listen to what I’m
saying. You can become a great man if you
listen to me.

I am more serious than my custom. You
Must be so too if heed me, which to do
Trebles thee o'er.

SEBASTIAN
Well, I am standing water.
ANTONIO
I’ll teach you how to flow.

SEBASTIAN
Do so. To ebb
Hereditary sloth instructs me.
ANTONIO

SEBASTIAN
I’m hanging on every word you say.
ANTONIO
You need to do more than hang around—
you have to act. I’ll show you how.
SEBASTIAN
You need to. I’m lazy by nature.

ANTONIO

Oh,
If you but knew how you the purpose
cherish
Whiles thus you mock it! How, in stripping
it,
You more invest it! Ebbing men indeed
Most often do so near the bottom run
By their own fear or sloth.

Oh, if you only knew how close to success
you are, even while you make fun of what
I’m telling you! The more you joke about it,
the more clearly I feel how serious it is!
Lazy people end up at the bottom, and you
deserve to be at the top.

SEBASTIAN
Prithee, say on.
The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim
A matter from thee, and a birth indeed
Which throes thee much to yield.

SEBASTIAN
Please, tell me more. There’s something in
your expression that tells me you have
something serious to say, and you’re having
a lot of difficulty saying it.

ANTONIO
Thus, sir:
Although this lord of weak remembrance—
this,
Who shall be of as little memory
When he is earthed—hath here almost
persuade
(For he’s a spirit of persuasion only,
Professes to persuade) the king his son’s
alive,
'Tis as impossible that he’s undrowned
And he that sleeps here swims.

ANTONIO
This is what I’m saying. (points at
GONZALO) Although this lord who has
such a bad memory—and who will be
forgotten by the world when he’s dead and
buried—almost succeeded in convincing the
king that his son’s alive, it’s impossible that
he survived. It’s as far from the truth as
saying this sleeping man is swimming.

SEBASTIAN
I have no hope
That he’s undrowned.

SEBASTIAN
Yes, I’m sure he’s dead. I’ve got no hope
that he survived.

ANTONIO
Oh, out of that “no hope”
What great hope have you! No hope that
way is
Another way so high a hope that even
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond,
But doubt discovery there. Will you grant
with me
That Ferdinand is drowned?

ANTONIO
But in that “no hope” there are great hopes
for you! That “no hope” means you’re on
the way to glory so brilliant you couldn’t
even imagine it, no matter how ambitious
you were. Do you agree that Ferdinand must
have drowned?

SEBASTIAN
He’s gone.

SEBASTIAN
He’s dead.

ANTONIO
Then, tell me,
Who’s the next heir of Naples?

ANTONIO

SEBASTIAN
Claribel.
ANTONIO
She that is Queen of Tunis; she that dwells
Ten leagues beyond man’s life; she that
from Naples
Can have no note, unless the sun were
post—
The man i' th' moon’s too slow—till
newborn chins
Be rough and razorable; she that from
whom
We all were sea-swallowed, though some
cast again,
And by that destiny to perform an act
Whereof what’s past is prologue, what to
come
In yours and my discharge.
SEBASTIAN
What stuff is this? How say you?
'Tis true, my brother’s daughter’s Queen of
Tunis,
So is she heir of Naples, ’twixt which
regions
There is some space.
ANTONIO
A space whose every cubit
Seems to cry out, “How shall that Claribel
Measure us back to Naples? Keep in Tunis,
And let Sebastian wake.” Say this were
death
That now hath seized them. Why, they were
no worse
Than now they are. There be that can rule
Naples
As well as he that sleeps, lords that can
prate
As amply and unnecessarily
As this Gonzalo. I myself could make
A chough of as deep chat. Oh, that you bore
The mind that I do, what a sleep were this
For your advancement! Do you understand
me?

So, in that case, tell me who’s next in line to
inherit the kingdom of Naples?
SEBASTIAN
Claribel, his daughter.

ANTONIO
The one who’s now Queen of Tunis, living
at the edge of the world, out of reach of mail
service. It takes a letter longer to reach her
than it takes a baby boy to grow old enough
to shave. Claribel who was the cause of our
shipwreck, which a few of us survived—she
was destined to give us an opportunity that
we are destined to act on.

SEBASTIAN
What in the world are you talking about?
It’s true that my brother’s daughter is Queen
of Tunis, and heir of Naples. And it’s true
those two places are far apart.

ANTONIO
So far that every foot of distance between
them seems to shout, “It’s too far for
Claribel to come back to Naples. Let her
stay in Tunis and give Sebastian a chance to
start living.” If these sleeping men were dead
instead of sleeping, they’d be no worse off than
they are now. There are a lot of men who can
rule Naples just as well as this sleeping guy here
can. There are a lot of men who babble
nonsense as well as Gonzalo. I could do it
myself. Oh, I wish you understood what I’m
saying—you’d see how you’re missing out on a
great opportunity for yourself! Do you even get
what I’m saying?

SEBASTIAN
Methinks I do.
ANTONIO
And how does your content
Tender your own good fortune?
ANTONIO
And does this prospect of good fortune
make you happy?

ANTONIO
True.
And look how well my garments sit upon
me,
Much feater than before. My brother’s
servants
Were then my fellows. Now they are my
men.

SEBASTIAN
I think I do.
ANTONIO
And does this prospect of good fortune
make you happy?

SEBASTIAN
I remember you took the throne from your
brother Prospero.
ANTONIO
Yes I did, and look how good I look in my
new role—much better than before. My
brother’s servants used to be my equals.
Now they work for me.

SEBASTIAN
But, for your conscience?

ANTONIO
Ay, sir. Where lies that? If ’twere a kibe,
'Twould put me to my slipper. But I feel not
This deity in my bosom. Twenty
consciences,
That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be
they
And melt ere they molest! Here lies your
brother,
No better than the earth he lies upon,
If he were that which now he’s like—that’s
dead—
Whom I, with this obedient steel, three
inches of it,
Can lay to bed for ever; whiles you, doing
thus,
To the perpetual wink for aye might put
This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our course. For all the
rest,
They’ll take suggestion as a cat laps milk.
They’ll tell the clock to any business that
We say befits the hour.

SEBASTIAN
But what about your guilty conscience?

ANTONIO
Yes. What guilty conscience? I don’t feel
anything. If my feet were cold, I’d put my
slippers on, but I don’t feel any pangs of
guilt. If there were twenty guilty
consciences between me and the dukedom,
they’d melt away to nothing before they
caused me any trouble. Here’s your brother
sleeping, worth no more than the dirt he’s
lying on. If he were as dead as he appears to
be now—and I could quickly make him
dead with this sword of mine—he wouldn’t
stand in our way. As for the other men, we can
make them believe anything we choose. They’ll
set their watches to whatever time we say.

