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SIDE #1: MIRANDA
ACT I, SCENE II
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 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.
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SIDE #2: PROSPERO (& CALIBAN)
ACT I, SCENE II
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 honour of my child.

CALIBAN

O ho, O ho! would't had been done!
Thou didst prevent me; I had peopled else
This isle with Calibans.

PROSPERO

Abhorred 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 endow'd thy purposes
With words that made them known. But thy vile race,
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 my profit on't
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.
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SIDE #3: GONZALO
ACT II, SCENE I
Beseech you, sir, be merry; you have cause,
So have we all, of joy; for our escape
Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe
Is common; every day some sailor's wife,
The masters of some merchant and the merchant
Have just our theme of woe; but for the miracle,
I mean our preservation, few in millions
Can speak like us: then wisely, good sir, weigh
Our sorrow with our comfort.
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SIDE #4: FRANCISCO
ACT II, SCENE I
Sir, he may live:
I saw him beat the surges under him,
And ride upon their backs; he trod the water,
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted
The surge most swoln that met him; his bold head
'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke
To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd,
As stooping to relieve him: I not doubt
He came alive to land.
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SIDE #5: SEBASTIAN (& ALONSO)
ACT II, SCENE I
SEBASTIAN

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.

ALONSO

Prithee, peace.

SEBASTIAN

You were kneel'd to and importuned 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.
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SIDE #6: SEBASTIAN & ANTONIO
ACT II, SCENE I
SEBASTIAN

What a strange drowsiness possesses them!

ANTONIO

It is the quality o' the climate.

SEBASTIAN

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

ANTONIO

Nor I; my spirits are nimble.
They dropp'd, as by a thunder-stroke. What might,
Worthy Sebastian? O, what might?--No more:-And yet me thinks I see it in thy face,
What thou shouldst be: the occasion speaks thee, and
My strong imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

SEBASTIAN

What, art thou waking?

ANTONIO

Do you not hear me speak?

SEBASTIAN

Thou dost snore distinctly;
There's meaning in thy snores.

ANTONIO

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

O, that you bore
The mind that I do! what a sleep were this
For your advancement!
Do you understand me?

SEBASTIAN

Methinks I do.

ANTONIO

And how does your content
Tender your own good fortune?
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SEBASTIAN

I remember
You did supplant your brother Prospero.

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

But, for your conscience?

ANTONIO

Ay, sir; where lies that?

SEBASTIAN

Draw thy sword: one stroke
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou payest;
And I the king shall love thee.

ANTONIO

Draw together;
And when I rear my hand, do you the like,
To fall it on Gonzalo.
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SIDE #7: CALIBAN
ACT II, SCENE II
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.
[Enter TRINCULO]
Lo, now, lo!
Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me
For bringing wood in slowly. I'll fall flat;
Perchance he will not mind me.
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SIDE #8: TRINCULO
ACT II, SCENE II
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 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 lazy 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: Alas, the
storm is come again: my best way is to creep under his
Gaberdine; there is no other shelter hereabout: Misery
acquaints a man with strange bed-fellows: I will here shroud till
the dregs of the storm be past.
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SIDE #9: STEPHANO (& CALIBAN)
ACT II, SCENE II
STEPHANO

I SHALL NO MORE TO SEA, TO SEA,
HERE SHALL I DIE ASHORE-This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's funeral: well, here's
my comfort.

[Drinks]
CALIBAN

Do not torment me: Oh!

STEPHANO

What's the matter?
Have we devils here?
Do you put tricks upon's with savages and men of Ind, ha?
I have not scaped drowning to be afeard now of your four legs;
for it hath been said, As proper a man as ever went on four legs
cannot make him give ground; and it shall be said so again
while Stephano breathes at's nostrils.

CALIBAN

The spirit torments me; Oh!

STEPHANO

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.

CALIBAN

Do not torment me, prithee; I'll bring my wood home faster.

STEPHANO

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.

STEPHANO

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.
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SIDE #10: FERDINAND
ACT III, SCENE I
[Enter FERDINAND, bearing a log]
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 crabbed,
And he's composed 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,
Most busy lest, when I do it.

!

11

2

CSF 2014: Tempest (Audition Sides)

SIDE #11: MIRANDA & FERDINAND
ACT III, SCENE I
MIRANDA

Alas, now, pray you,
Work not so hard: I would the lightning had
Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin'd to pile!
Pray, set it down and rest you.

FERDINAND

O most dear mistress,
The sun will set before I shall discharge
What I must strive to do.

MIRANDA

I'll bear your logs the while.

FERDINAND

No, precious creature;
I had rather crack my sinews, break my back,
Than you should such dishonour undergo,
While I sit lazy by.

MIRANDA

It would become me
As well as it does you: and I should do it
With much more ease; for my good will is to it,
And yours it is against. You look wearily.

FERDINAND

No, noble mistress;'tis fresh morning with me
When you are by at night. I do beseech you-Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers-What is your name?

MIRANDA

Miranda.--O my father,
I have broke your hest to say so!

FERDINAND

Admired Miranda!
Indeed the top of admiration! worth
What's dearest to the world! Full many a lady
I have eyed with best regard and many a time
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues
Have I liked several women; never any
With so fun soul, but some defect in her
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed
And put it to the foil:
But you, O you,
So perfect and so peerless, are created
Of every creature's best!
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MIRANDA

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 skilless of; but, 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.

FERDINAND

I am in my condition
A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king;
I would, not so!--and would no more endure
This wooden slavery than to suffer
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my soul speak:
The very instant that I saw you, did
My heart fly to your service; there resides,
To make me slave to it; and for your sake
Am I this patient log--man.
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SIDE #12: CALIBAN, STEPHANO & TRINCULO
ACT III, SCENE II
STEPHANO

Tell not me; when the butt is out, we will drink water; not a drop
before: Servant-monster, drink to me.

TRINCULO

Servant-monster! the folly of this island! They say there's but
five upon this isle: we are three of them; if th' other two be
brained like us, the state totters.

STEPHANO

My man-monster hath drown'd his tongue in sack: Moon-calf,
speak once in thy life, if thou beest a good moon-calf.

CALIBAN

How does thy honour?
Let me lick thy shoe.
I'll not serve him; he's not valiant.

TRINCULO

Thou liest, most ignorant monster: Why, thou deboshed fish
thou, was there ever man a coward that hath drunk so much
sack as I to-day? Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being but half a
fish and half a monster?

CALIBAN

Lo, how he mocks me! Bite him to death, I prithee.

STEPHANO

Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head: if you prove a
mutineer,--the next tree! The poor monster's my subject and he
shall not suffer indignity.

CALIBAN

I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleased to hearken once
again to the suit I made to thee?

STEPHANO

Marry, will I kneel and repeat it; I will stand, and so shall
Trinculo.

CALIBAN

As I told thee before, I am subject to a tyrant, a sorcerer, that by
his cunning hath cheated me of the island.

ARIEL

Thou liest.

CALIBAN

Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou: I would my valiant master
would destroy thee!
I do not lie.

STEPHANO

Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in's tale, by this hand, I will
supplant some of your teeth.

TRINCULO

Why, I said nothing.

!
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STEPHANO

Mum, then, and no more. Proceed.

CALIBAN

I say, by sorcery he got this isle;
From me he got it.
If thy greatness will
Revenge it on him,--for I know thou darest,
But this thing dare not,--

STEPHANO

That's most certain.

CALIBAN

Thou shalt be lord of it and I'll serve thee.

STEPHANO

How now shall this be compassed?
Canst thou bring me to the party?

CALIBAN

!

Yea, yea, my lord: I'll yield him thee asleep,
Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head.
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SIDE #13: ARIEL
ACT III, SCENE III
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;
Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it,
Him and his innocent child: for which foul deed
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures,
Against your peace.
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SIDE #14: PROSPERO & ARIEL
ACT V, SCENE I
PROSPERO

Now does my project gather to a head:
My charms crack not; my spirits obey; and time
Goes upright with his carriage. Say, my spirit,
How fares the king and's followers?

ARIEL

Confined together
In the same fashion as you gave in charge,
Just as you left them; all prisoners, sir,
In the line-grove which weather-fends your cell;
They cannot budge till your release. The king,
His brother and yours, abide all three distracted
And the remainder mourning over them,
Brimful of sorrow and dismay; but chiefly
Him that you term'd, sir, 'The good old lord Gonzalo;'
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops
From eaves of reeds. Your charm so strongly works 'em
That if you now beheld them, your affections
Would become tender.

PROSPERO

Dost thou think so, spirit?

ARIEL

Mine would, sir, were I human.

PROSPERO

And mine shall.
Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling
Of their afflictions, and shall not myself,
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply,
Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art?
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the quick,
Yet with my nobler reason 'gaitist my fury
Do I take part: the rarer action is
In virtue than in vengeance: they being penitent,
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend
Not a frown further. Go release them, Ariel:
My charms I'll break, their senses I'll restore,
And they shall be themselves.

ARIEL

!

I'll fetch them, sir.
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SIDE #15: PROSPERO
ACT V, SCENE I
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; 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 azured 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-based promontory
Have I made shake and by the spurs pluck'd up
The pine and cedar.
Graves at my command
Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let 'em forth
By my so potent art.
But this rough magic
I here abjure, and, when I have required
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.

!
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SIDE #16: ALONSO
ACT V, SCENE I
Whether thou best 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.
If thou be'st Prospero,
Give us particulars of thy preservation;
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since
Were wreck'd upon this shore; where I have lost
(How sharp the point of this remembrance is!)
My dear son Ferdinand.
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SIDE #17: BOATSWAIN (& ALONSO)
ACT V, SCENE I
BOATSWAIN

The best news is, that we have safely found
Our king and company; the next, our ship-Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split-Is tight and yare and bravely rigg'd as when
We first put out to sea.

ALONSO

These are not natural events; they strengthen
From strange to stranger. Say, how came you hither?

BOATSWAIN

If I did think, sir, I were well awake,
I'ld strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep,
And--how we know not--all clapp'd under hatches;
Where but even now with strange and several noises
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains,
And more diversity of sounds, all horrible,
We were awaked; straightway, at liberty;
Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld
Our royal, good and gallant ship, our master
Capering to eye her: on a trice, so please you,
Even in a dream, were we divided from them
And were brought moping hither.

!

20

