
 
 

The Tempest 
 

Suggested audition pieces 
 
 
 
I ii, 1-13.  Miranda remonstrates with her father 
 

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 
It should the good ship so have swallow'd and 
The fraughting souls within her. 
 
 
 
I ii, 89-116.  Prospero tells how he was usurped 
 

I, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
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 
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 the outward face of royalty, 
With all prerogative: hence his ambition growing, 
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' 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. 
 
 
 
I ii, 196-206.  Ariel describes the shipwreck 
 

I boarded the king's ship; now on the beak, 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flam’d amazement: sometime I'd divide, 
And burn in many places; on the topmast, 
The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly, 
Then meet and join.  Jove's lightnings, the precursors 
O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-outrunning were not; the fire and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune 
Seem to besiege and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 
 
 
 
I ii, 332-346.  Caliban vents his frustration 
 

This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou tak’st from me.  When thou camest first, 
Thou strok’dst me and mad’st 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 show'd thee all the qualities o' the isle, 
The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and fertile: 
Curs’d 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' the island. 
 
 
 
II i, 102-109.  Alonso voices regret 
 

You cram these words into mine ears against 
The stomach of my sense.  Would I had never 
Married my daughter there!  For coming thence, 
My son is lost and, in my rate, she too, 
Who is so far from Italy remov’d 
I ne'er again shall see her.  O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee? 
 
 
 



II I, 119-131.  Sebastian accuses Alonso of responsibility for their plight 
 

Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loss, 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather lose her to an African; 
Where she at least is banish'd from your eye, 
Who hath cause to wet the grief on't. 
You were kneel'd to and importun’d otherwise 
By all of us, and the fair soul herself 
Weigh'd between loathness and obedience, at 
Which end o' the beam should bow.  We have lost your son, 
I fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business' making 
Than we bring men to comfort them: 
The fault's your own. 
 
 
 
II i, 144-160.  Gonzalo explains his vision of utopia 
 

I' the commonwealth I would by contraries 
Execute all things; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magistrate; 
Letters should not be known; riches, poverty, 
And use of service, none; contract, succession, 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none; 
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil; 
No occupation; all men idle, all; 
And women too, but innocent and pure. 
All things in common nature should produce 
Without sweat or endeavour: treason, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have; but nature should bring forth, 
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance, 
To feed my innocent people. 
 
 
 
II i, 238-26.  Antonio tries to win over Sebastian 
 

Will you grant with me that Ferdinand is drown'd? 
Then who's the next heir of Naples?   Claribel. 
She that is queen of Tunis; she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man's life; 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 seiz’d 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.  O, that you bore 
The mind that I do!   What a sleep were this 
For your advancement!  Do you understand me? 
 
 



 
II ii, 1-14.  Caliban bemoans his lot 
 

All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall and make him 
By inch-meal a disease!  His spirits hear me 
And yet I needs must curse.  But they'll nor pinch, 
Fright me with urchin--shows, pitch me i' the mire, 
Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid 'em; but   
For every trifle are they set upon me; 
Sometime like apes that mow and chatter at me 
And after bite me, then like hedgehogs which 
Lie tumbling in my barefoot way and mount 
Their pricks at my footfall; sometime am I 
All wound with adders who with cloven tongues 
Do hiss me into madness. 
 
 
 
II ii, 18-37.  Trinculo is looking for shelter 
 

Here's neither bush nor shrub, to bear off any weather at all, and another storm 
brewing; I hear it sing i' the wind: yond same black cloud, yond huge one, looks like a 
foul bombard that would shed his liquor.  If it should thunder as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head: yond same cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls.  What 
have we here?  a man or a fish?  dead or alive?  A fish: he smells like a fish; a very 
ancient and fish-like smell; a kind of not of the newest Poor-John.  A strange fish!  
Were I in England now, as once I was, and had but this fish painted, not a holiday fool 
there but would give a piece of silver: there would this monster make a man; any 
strange beast there makes a man: when they will not give a doit to relieve a lame 
beggar, they will lay out ten to see a dead Indian.  Legged like a man and his fins like 
arms!  Warm o' my troth!  I do now let loose my opinion; hold it no longer: this is no  
fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffered by a thunderbolt. 
 
 
 
II ii, 66-88.  Stephano encounters a monster 
 

This is some monster of the isle with four legs, who hath got, as I take it, an ague.  
Where the devil should he learn our language?  I will give him some relief, if it be but 
for that.  If I can recover him and keep him tame and get to Naples with him, he's a 
present for any emperor that ever trod on neat's leather.  He's in his fit now and does 
not talk after the wisest.  He shall taste of my bottle: if he have never drunk wine afore 
will go near to remove his fit.  If I can recover him and keep him tame, I will not take 
too much for him; he shall pay for him that hath him, and that soundly.  Come on your 
ways; open your mouth; here is that which will give language to you, cat: open your 
mouth; this will shake your shaking, I can tell you, and that soundly: you cannot tell 
who's your friend: open your chaps again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



III I, 1-14.  Ferdinand consoles himself 
 

There be some sports are painful, and their labour 
Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends.  This my mean task 
Would be as heavy to me as odious, but 
The mistress which I serve quickens what's dead 
And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabb’d, 
And he's compos’d of harshness.  I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such baseness 
Had never like executor.  I forget: 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours. 
 
 
 
III I, 48-59.  Miranda lets her emotions show 
 

I do not know 
One of my sex; no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men than you, good friend, 
And my dear father: how features are abroad, 
I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty, 
The jewel in my dower, I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you, 
Nor can imagination form a shape, 
Besides yourself, to like of.  But I prattle 
Something too wildly and my father's precepts 
I therein do forget. 
 
 
 
III ii, 85-101.  Caliban entices Stephano into his plot 
 

Why, as I told thee, 'tis a custom with him, 
I' th' afternoon to sleep: there thou mayst brain him, 
Having first seized his books, or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake, 
Or cut his wezand with thy knife.  Remember 
First to possess his books; for without them 
He's but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rootedly as I.  Burn but his books. 
He has brave utensils,--for so he calls them-- 
Which when he has a house, he'll deck withal. 
And that most deeply to consider is 
The beauty of his daughter; he himself 
Calls her a nonpareil: I never saw a woman, 
But only Sycorax my dam and she; 
But she as far surpasseth Sycorax 
As great'st does least. 
 
 



 
III iii, 60-82.  Ariel overpowers the villains 
 

You fools!  I and my fellows 
Are ministers of Fate: the elements, 
Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle that's in my plume: my fellow-ministers 
Are like invulnerable.  If you could hurt, 
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths 
And will not be uplifted.  But remember-- 
For that's my business to you--that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero; 
Expos’d unto the sea, which hath requit it, 
Him and his innocent child: for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens’d the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures, 
Against your peace.  Thee of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft; and do pronounce by me: 
Ling’ring perdition, worse than any death 
Can be at once, shall step by step attend 
You and your ways; whose wraths to guard you from-- 
Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your heads--is nothing but heart-sorrow 
And a clear life ensuing. 
 
 
 
IV i, 60-75.  A spirit (as Iris) welcomes the goddess Ceres 
 

Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats and peas; 
Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 
And flat meads thatch'd with stover, them to keep; 
Thy banks with pioned and twilled brims, 
Which spongy April at thy hest betrims, 
To make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and thy broom-groves, 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves, 
Being lass-lorn: thy pole-clipt vineyard; 
And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard, 
Where thou thyself dost air;--the queen o' the sky, 
Whose watery arch and messenger am I, 
Bids thee leave these, and with her sovereign grace, 
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place, 
To come and sport: her peacocks fly amain: 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



V i, 33-57.  Prospero renounces his magical powers 
 

Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes and groves, 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demi-puppets that 
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make, 
Whereof the ewe not bites, and you whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid, 
Weak masters though ye be, I have bedimm'd 
The noontide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur’d vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt; the strong-bas’d promontory 
Have I made shake, and by the spurs pluck'd up 
The pine and cedar: graves at my command 
Have wak’d their sleepers, op’d, and let 'em forth 
By my so potent art.  But this rough magic 
I here abjure, and, when I have requir’d 
Some heavenly music, which even now I do, 
To work mine end upon their senses that 
This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff, 
Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 
And deeper than did ever plummet sound 
I'll drown my book. 
 
 
 
V i, 111-120.  Alonso asks pardon of Prospero 
 

Whether thou beest he or no, 
Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 
As late I have been, I not know: thy pulse 
Beats as of flesh and blood; and, since I saw thee, 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness held me: this must crave, 
An if this be at all, a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom I resign and do entreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs.  But how should Prospero 
Be living and be here? 
 


