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AIME CESAIRE (1913— ) | |
A Tempest . - , ' -~ 1969

Characters
As in Shakespeare

Tivo alterations: ARIEL, a mulatto slave
CALIBAN a black slave

An addztzon g ESHU a black dewl—god

(Ambzance of a psychodmma The actors enter smgly, at random, and each chooses for hzmse f a
mask at his leisure.). . ’ o L .

MASTER OF CEREMONIES: Come gentlemen, help yourselves. To each his character,

to each character his mask. You, Prospero? Why not? He has reserves' of will

- power he’s not even aware of himself. You' want Caliban? Well, that’s reveahng

~ Ariel? Fine with me. And what abotit Stephano Tr1nculo? No takers? Ah JU.SC in
time! It takes all kinds to make a World

And after all, they aren’t the worst chiracters. No problem about the juve-

nile leads, Miranda and Ferdinand.You, ©okay. And there’s no problem about the

' villains either: : ‘you, Antonio; you, Alonso, perfect’ Oh; Christ! I was forgetting

“the Gods. Eshu will fit you like a glove. As for the other parts, just take what

you want and work it out among yourselves But make up your minds . .. Now,

there’s one part I have to pick out myself you! It’s for the part of the Tempest

“and T need a’'storm to end all storms . ;. I need a really big guy to do the wind.

Will you do that? Finé! And then someone strong for Captain of the ship. Good,

now let’s go. Ready? Begin. Blow, winds! Rain and hghtmng ad lib!

ACTI .
SCENE1

GONZALO: Of course, we're only straws tossed on the raging sea . but alls not lost
‘Gentlemen. We just have to tty to get to the eye of the storm. :

ANTONIO: We might have known this old fool would nag us to death!.

SEBASTIAN: To the bitter end!

GONZALO: Try to understand what I'm telling you: imagine 3 huge cylinder like the
chimney of a lamp, fast as a galloping horse, but in the center as still and un-
moving as a Cyclop s eye. That’s what we're talkmg about When we say “the eye
- of the storm” and that’s were we have to get. - :

ANTONIO: Oh; great! Do you really mean that the cyclone or Cyclops if he can’t
see the'beam in his own eye, will let us escape! Oh, that’s very illuminating]

GONZALO: It a‘clever way: of putting it, at any rate. Literally false, but yet quite true:
But what’s the fuss going on up there? The Captain‘seems worried. (Calling.)
Captain!

CAPTAIN (with a shrug): Boatswain!

BOATSWAIN: Aye, sir!
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CAPTAIN: We'’re coming round windward of -theiisland. At: this speed: we'll' fun
_.aground. We've got to turn her around. Heave to! (Exits.)

BOATSWAIN: Come on, men! Heave to! To-the topsail; man-the ropes. Pulll’ Heave
ho, heave ho!

ALONSO (approaching): Well, Boatswain, how are things going? Where are we?.

BOATSWAIN: If you ask me, you'd all be better off below, in your cabins.

ANTONIO: He doesn’t seem too happy. We'd better ask the Captain. Where’s the Ca'p—
tain, Boatswain? He was here just 2 moment ago, and now he’s gone off. |

BOATSWAIN: Get back below where you belong| We Ve, got Work to do!

GONZALO: My dear fellow, I can quite understand your ‘being nervous, but a man
should be able to control himself in any situation, éven the: most upsetting:

BOATSWAIN Shove it! If you want to save your skins, you'd better get yourselves
“back down below to these first=class cabins of youirs: St

- GONZALO: Now, now, my good fellow, you don’t seem to know to 'Whom"yo'u" re

. speaking. (Making i mtroductzons .) The King’ brother, the King’s son and myself,
. the King’s counselor
BOATSWAIN Klng' Klng' Well there s so- eone Who doesn t glve a fuck more about
C the klng than he does about you or me, and he s called the Gale HlS Ma_]esty
" the Gale! And r1ght now, he’ in ‘control and we're all his sub_]ects L
GONzALO: He m1ght Jjust-as well be pllot on the ferry to hell ths mouth’s foul

ANTONIO In a sense the fellow regales me as you rn1ght say We i} pull through
. you yi see, because he looks to me more 11ke someone Who 1 end .up on the gal-
lows not beneath the bﬂlows A_ ' .
SEBASTIAN The end result is the same The fish w1ll ’get us and the crows Wll.l get him.
GONZALO He d1d 1rr1tate me rather However I take the attenuatmg c1rcumstances
i 1nto account . and you must adm1t he lacks ne1ther courage nor, wit.
BOATSWAIN (returmng) Pu]l in the stud sa1ls Helmsman into the Wmd' Into the wind!

(Enter SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, GONZALO.)

BOATSWAIN: You again! If you keep bothering us and don’t get below and say your
prayers I'll give up and let you sail the ship! You can’t expect me to be the go—
:between for your souls and Beelzebub! . - Lo 0 = S

ANTONIO: It’s really too much! The fellow is tak1ng advantage of the 31tuat10n

BOATSWAIN: Windward! Windward! Heave:into the: wmd‘ STV SUOTEE

(Thunder lzghtmng)

SEBASTIAN: Hol Ho! 7 = R LT B I 14 st

GONZALO: Did you see thatp There at the top of the masts in the r1gg1ng, that glit-
ter of blue fire, flashing, flashing? They’re right when they call these magic lands,
so different from: our homes:in Europe ... : Look, even the hghtnmg is different!

ANTONIO: ‘Maybe-its a:foretdste of the hell that awaits us. _ ‘

GONZALO: Youre.too pess1rmst1c Anyway, Pve. always kept myself in 4 state of grace,
ready to meet my maker::: i : ST L

(SAILORS enter.)

SAILORS: Shit! We'’re sinking!
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. (The passengers can:be heard smgmg “Nearer my God to Thee W) s

BOATSWAIN To leeward' To leeward‘ )
FERDINAND (entermg) Alas’ There s no one i

’(Thesth smks.) R R SR AONRTI FP TP S Y i

SCENE 2

MIRANDA Oh God’ Oh God’ A smkmg shIp‘ Father help'
PROSPERO; (enters -hurriedly carrying a-megaphone.). Come daughter, cahn yourself Mt
only a play. There’s really nothing wrong. Anyway, everything ; that happens is for
i:oyur own good. Trust me, [ won't say any more. ...
MIRANDA But such a fine ship, and so many fine, brave hves sunk drowned laid
_~waste;to wrack and ruin . ,A person Woul:d_haye to have a heart of stone not to
be moved Gt i, T i ,
PROSPERO:, Drowned hmmm That remams to be seen. But draw near, dear
Prmcess The time has come.: -:. . : AT o
MIRANDA You're. making fun of me, father Wﬂd as I am, you know I am happy—
like a queen, of the wildflowers, of the streams and paths, running. barefoot
through thorns and flowers, spared by one, caressed by. the other. | ;
PROSPERO: -But you are a Princess-. ; .for how else does one.address the daughter of
. a Prince? I cannot leave you in Ignorance any longer. Milan is the city: of -your
‘birth, and the city where for many, years I was the Duke... _,. .

MIRANDA: - Then how did we come here? And tell me, too, by what 1]1 fortune did a
; prince, turn into the reclusive hermit you are now, here, on thlS desert isle? Was
it because you found the . world distasteful, or. through the. perfidy of some

.,enemy? Is our island a prison ora hermitage?; You've hinted at-some mystery so

.. many times and aroused my curiosity, and,today.you shall tell me all. .
PROSPERQ: In a;way, it is:because of all the thingsiyou-mention, First, it is because of
;pohtrcal disagreements, because .of .the. intrigues of my. ambltlous ;younger
‘brother. Antonig is his name, your uncle, and Alonso the name of the envious
. King:of Naples. How, their ambitions were joined, how my brother:became the

nii.accomphce of my rival, how the latter promlsed the former his. Jprotection and

‘my throne . .. the devil alone knows how, all that cameg about. In.any event,

when they learned that through my studies and experiments I had managed to

discover the exact location of these lands for which many had sotight for cen-
turies and that I was making preparations to set forth to take: possession. of them,
they hatched a scheme to steal my as-yet-unborn: empire from me. They bribed
- my people, they stole my.charts and documents and, to get rid of me, they de-

nounced me to the Inquisition as a magician,and sorcerer. To be brief, one day I
i -ivsaw arriving at the palacemen towhom I had:never. granted audience; the

- o.priests of the Holy Office.. ..~ .1, - 3

~ (Flashback: Stana’mg bejbre PROSPERO, who is wearmg hzs ducal robes we see a frlar
o reaa’mg from a parchrnenf scroll ) o . )

ey

THE FRIAR: The Holy IanISltlon for the preservatlon and: 1ntegr1ty of the Faith

and the pursu1t of> heretlcal perversiony act1ng through the special powers
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entrusted to it by-the Holy Apostolic See; informed of the errors you profess,
insinuate and publish against God and his Creation with regard to the shape of
the Earth and the possibility of d1scover1ng other lands, notvvlthstandmg the
40 fact that the Prophét Isaiah stated and taught that the Lord God is seated upon
the circle of the Earth and in its center is Jerusalem and that around the world
lies inaccessible Paradise, convinced that it is through wickedness that to sup-
port your heresy you quote Strabus, Ptolemy and the tragic author Seneca,
thereby lending credence to the notion that profane writings can aspire to an
45 authority equal to that of the most profound of the Holy Scriptures, given your
nototious use by both night and day of Arabic calculations and scribblings in
- Hebrew, Syrian and other demionic tongues and, lastly, given that you have hith-
erto escaped punishment owing to your temporal authority and havé,if not
usurped, then transformed that authority and made it into a tyranny, doth hereby
50 " strip you of your titles, positions and honors in order that it 'may then proceed
' against you according to due process through a full and thorough exammatlon
- under which authority we require that you accofripany us. S '
PROSPERO: (back in the presenf) And yet, the trial they said they were going to hold
" never took place. Such creatures of darkness are too much afraid of the light.To
55 be brief:instead of killing me they chose—even worse—to maroon me here
with you on this desert island. it v
MIRANDA: How terrible, and how wicked the World is! How you must have suffered!
PROSPERO: In all this tale.of treason and felony there is but one honorable name:
Gonzalo, counsellor to the King of'Naples and fit to serve a better master. By
60 " furnishing meé with foed and clothing, by supplying me with my books and in-
struments, he has done all in his power to make my exilé in this disgusting place
‘bearable. And now, through'a singular turn, Fortune has brought to these shores
the very men involved inthe plot-against me. My prophetic scienice had of
course already inforimed me that they would not be content merely with seiz-
65 ing my lands in Europe and that their greed would win out over theit cow-
ardice, that they would confront the sea and set out for those lands iy ‘genius
had discovered. I . couldn’t let them get away with that; and since I was able to
stop them, I did so; with the help of Ariel. We brewed up the storm you have
just witnessed; thereby saving my possess1ons OVerseas: and brmgmg the
70 - scoundrels into niy power at the same time.’ ' :

(Enter ARIEL )

PROSPERO:* Well, Ariel?
ARIEL: Mission acéomplished. °
PROSPERO Bravo; good work! But What seems to: be the matter? [ glve you a com-
* plimenit and you don’t seem pleased? Are you tiréd?+ -~ :
75 ARIEL:’Not tired; disgusted. I obeyed you but—well, why not come out with it?—I
did so most unwillingly. It was a real pity to see that great ship go down, so full
- oflife. -
PROSPERO: Oh 50 you re upset are you‘ It’s always like that w1th you 1nte11ectuals'
Who cares! What interests me is not your moods, but your deeds. Let’s spht rn
80 . take the zeal'and you can keep your doubts. Agreed? -
ARIEL: Master, I must beg you to spare me this kind of labour.
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PROSPERO: (shouting) Listen, and listen good! There s a task to be performed and I
don’t care how it gets done! SR NN L ;

ARIEL; You've promised me my freedom a thousand times, and I m stﬂl waltmg
PROSPERO: Ingrate! And who freed you from Sycorax, may I:ask? Who, rent the pine
in which you had been 1mprlsoned and brought you forth? . ; - A
ARIEL: Sometimes I almost regret it ... . After all, I might have turned into a real tree

in the end . .. Tree: that’s a word that really gives me a thrilll It often springs to
mind: palm tree—sprmgmg into the sky like:a-fountain ending in nonchalant,
squid-like elegance. The baobab—twisted like the soft entrails.of some:monster.
Ask the calao bird that lives a cloistered season in its branches:Or the Ceiba
tree—spread out beneath the proud sun. O bird, o green mansions set in the
- living earth!-. " S - SO
PROSPERO: Stuffit! I dont hke talkmg trees. As for ‘your freedom you ll have it
when I'm good and ready. In the meanwhile, see to the ship.I'm going to have
a few words with Master Caliban. I've been keeping my eye on him, and he’s
gettmg a little too emanc1pated (Callmg) Cahban' Caliban! (He szghs) S

(Enter CALIBAN )

CALIBAN:. Uhuru‘ 2 e by e

PROSPERO: What did you say? i

CALIBAN: I said, Uhuru! : Dy

PROSPERO: Mumbling your native language agam' Ive already told you I don’t like

- “it.You could be polite, at least; a:simple “hello” wouldn’t kill you... s

CALIBAN: Oh, I forgot .. .But make that as froggy, waspish, pustular and dung—ﬁlled

- “hello” as possible. May today. hasten by a decade the day when all the birds.of
~+ the sky and beasts. of the earth will feast upon your corpse! - .

PROSPERO:: Gracious as always, you ugly ape! How can anyone. be so ugly?

CALIBAN:: You think I'm ugly: ... well, I don’t think you’re so handsome.yourself.

¢ With that big hooked nose, you look Just like some old vulture.. (Laughmg) An

~ old vulture with a scrawny neck!

PROSPERO: Since you're'so fond of invective, you could at 1east thank me for havmg

taught you to speak at all. You, a savage . . . a dumb animal, @ beast I educated,
trained, dragged up from the bestiality that still clings:to you. - e
CALIBAN: " In the first place, that’s not true.You,didn’t teach me a thmg' Except to
. jabber'in your own language so that I could understand your orders: chop the
. wood, wash the dishes, fish.for food, plant vegetables; all because you're too lazy
to do-it yourself. And as for your learning, did you ever impart any of that to
me? No, you took care not:to. All your science you.keep for yourself alone, shut
.up-in those big books. s . o Bt
PROSPERO: ‘What would you be Wlthout me? o :
CALIBAN: Without you? I'd be the king, that’s  what I’d be the K1ng of the Island.
The king of the island given me by my mother, Sycorax. - ¢
PROSPERO: There are some family. trees it’s better not to chmb' She 5.2 ghoul' A
.- witch-from whom-—and may God be praised—death has delivered us. 4 -
CALIBAN: Dead or alive, she was my mother, and I won’t deny her! Anyhow, you
only think she’s dead because you think the earth itself is dead:.. . It’s so:much
simpler that way! Dead, you-can-walk on it, pollute it, you»ﬁ.cgn,tread:upon it
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. with the steps of a‘conqueror. I respect the earth because I know that. 1t 1s alive; -
and I know that Sycorax is ahve ‘ LT e - '
Sycorax. Motheric v Lo i
Serpent, rain, hghtnmg SRR
And I see thee everywhere!l " @54 fr 5

~In the eye of the stagnant: pool Wthh stares. back at me,”

»"‘»through the rushes, - oo o B s s

sisininthe gesture made by tw15ted root and its awaltmg thrust
In:the night; the all-seeing blinded mght :
> "the nostril=less all-smelling night! - - TR TR
. Oftenyin my dreams, she speaksto me and ‘Warns mie -
Yesterday, even, when I was lying by the stream on my belly lappmg at the
smuddy water, When the Beast ‘was about to: sprlng upon nie Wlth“ that huge
s+ stone'in histhand - e : ST FE B PR O O L T
PROSPERO: "If you keep on hke that even your: maglc won'’t save your from pumshment'
CALIBAN: That’sright, that’s right! In the.béginning, the gentleman: was all sweet
talk: dear Caliban here, my little Caliban there! And what do you think you’d
have done without me in this strange land? Ingrate! I taught you the trees, fruits,
birds, the seasons, and now you don'’t give a damn . . . Caliban"thé animal, Cal-
iban the slave! I know that story! Once you’ve squeezed the _]ulce from the or-
ange, you toss the rind away' , e R I
PROSPERO: - Ohl: v sl v i oo ol o ST e R st
CALIBAN: Do 1 he? Isn’tit true that you threvv me out of your house and made me
~liverin: aﬁlthy cave. The ghettol: s o0 wsrin by g ,

SrEpeye
PR ¥ N

"PROSP-ERO. It’s easy to say “ghetto”! It wouldn’t be such a ghetto 1f you took the trouble

to keep it clean!:And there’s something you forgot, which'is thatwhat forced me
to get rid of yourwas your lust:Good God, you tried to rape my daughter! = <5
caLIBAN: Rapel Rape! Listen;you old goat; you're the one that put those dirty
/. thoughts in'my head. Let me tell you something: I couldn’t care less abotit your.
daughter, or about your cave, for that matter. If I'gripe; it’s on ‘principle, because
.1 didn’t like living with you at-all, as-a matter: of fact. Your feet stink! - s
PROSPERO: I did not:summon you here to argue. Out! Back to work!: Wood water,
and lots of both! I'm-expecting company:today.: " = mech b
CALIBAN: I've'had just'about’enough. There’s:already a pile of wood that hlgh
PROSPERO::{Enough! Careful;"Caliban! If you keep grumbling:you’ll' be Whtpped.
And if youdon’t step lively, if you keep dragging your feet or try.to strike or
“'sabotage things, I'll beat you. Beating is the only language you really: under-
stand.: 'So" much the-worse for:you: I'll speak it, loud and clear. Get2 move on!
cALIBAN: All right, 'm going .. . but this is the last time. It’s the last time; do you
hear me? Oh ... I forgot: I've got somethmg 1mporta1’ft to’ tell you L e
PROSPERO: Important? Well, out with it vis o T
CALIBAN: It’s this: I've decided I don’t want to be called Cahban any longer
PROSPERO: What kind of rot:is that? I don’t understand. SRS EEEE
CALIBAN: ‘ Put it this way:I'm tellmg you that from now on’ I won’t answer to the
nameCahban o R : SR BT N
PROSPERO: Where did you get that 1dea? o :
CALIBAN: “Well; because Caliban isn’t my name: Its as sunple as: that
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PROSPERO: - Oh, I suppose it’s mine! S I LTI
CALIBAN: It’s the name given me by your hatred and every time it’s spoken itsan 175
insult. S
PROSPERO: My, aren’t we getting sensitive! All r1ght suggest somethmg else ... I've
got to call you something. What will it be? Cannlbal ‘would suit you, but I'm
sure you wouldn’t like that, would you? Let’s see . . "what about I—Ianmbal? That
fits. And why not . . . they all seem to like hlstorlcal names. ‘ 180
CALIBAN: Call me X. That ‘would be best. Like a man without a name. Or, to. be
- more precise, a man whose name_»has‘ been stolen You talk about h1story
well, that’s l'ustory, and everyone kn ws it! Every t1me you summon me it re-
‘minds me of 4 basic fact, the fact that you've stolen everything frorn me, even
my 1dent1ty' Uhuru! (He exits) ... . ... . e e . 185

B

(Enter ARIEL ds a sed- nymph ) _

PROSPERO My dear Ar1e1 d1d you see hovv he looked at me, that gl;nt in h1s eye?
That’s something new. Well let me. tell you, Caliban is, ithe enemy:. As for those
people on the boat, I've changed my mind about _-them:.lee them a scare, but
for God’s sake don’t touch a hair of their heads! You’ll answer to me if you do. ..

ARIEL: I've suffered too much myself for having made them suffer not to be pleased 190
at your mercy.You can count on me, Master,, -, .5~ - FIEN

PROSPERO: Yes, however great their crimes, if they repent you can assure them of

., my forglveness They, are men of my race, and of high rank. As for me, at my age
one must rise-above disputes and quarrels and, think about the future.] have a . )
daughter. Alonso has a son. If they were to fall in love, I would give my consent. 195

Let Ferdinand marry Miranda, and may their.marriage bring us harmony and

- peace.That is;my plan. I want it executed. As for. Caliban, does it matter what

- that villain plots against me? All the nob111ty of Italy, Naples and,Mllan,hence—
.. forth combined, will protect me bodily.Go! T T L )
ARIEL - Yes, Master. Your orders will be fully. carr1ed out‘ ey 200

(ARIEL smgs )

s b Sandy seashore deep blue sley
e Surfisrising, sea birds fly . - R % S TS
vt ~ Here the.lover finds delight,.. ... . . A I TRIPE TR B
Sun at noontirhe,-,rrﬁoon:at.m'ghf.i: Cae e T ]
o x.2 Join hands. lovers, join the dance,:. \1*'5;',; SRR SR e 205
Fmd contentment, find romance. - ' ‘ '

Sdﬂ,_‘ y SeaShore deep bll/le Sky; S *'-(~

" Cares will vanish .~ socan I .

FERDINAND What ¢ tl’llS mus1c? It has’ led me here and now it stops ~:No, there'it
s again, LT Ll LR HIN T SR s
ARIELY (smgmg)

210

Waters move, the ocean flows,
Nothing comes and nothing goes . . .
Strange days are upon us . . .
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Oysters stare through pearly eyes
..". Heart-shaped corals gently beat"
In the crystal undersea

_ Waters move and ocean flows; TS
Nothing comes. and nothing goes . . . -
Strange days are upon us . ..

FERDINAND: What is this that I see before me? A goddess? A mortal?
MIRANDA: T know what I’ seeing: a flatterer. Young man; your ability to pay com-
' phments in the 51tuat10n in Wthh you ﬁnd yourself at’ least proves your courage.
" Who are you?" '

FERDINAND: As you see, a poor shipwrecked soul.

MIRANDA: But one of high degree!

FERDINAND: In other surroundings I might be called* Prlnce”“son of the King”.
But, ri6; I was forgetting . .. not “Prince” but“ng,” alas .. “ng because my
* father has just perlshed in the shipwrecki © = R '

MIRANDA: Poor young man! Here, you ll be rece1ved Wlth hospltahty and we ll sup-
- port you in yout misfortune: AR : »

FERDINAND: Alas, my father . . . Can it be that [ am-an unnatural son? Your pity
would make the greatest of SOrrows seem sweet. i :

MIRANDA I hope you'll like it hiere with us. The island is pretty. I ll 'show you the
beaches and the forests; T'll téll you the names of fruits and flowers, I'll intro-
“+duce you to‘a whole wotld of i 1nsects of hzards of every hue, of blrds .. Oh,
“you cannot imagine! The birds! © AR B

PROSPERO! That’s enough, daughter' I ﬁnd your chatter irritating*: . . and let me as-

7% sure ‘you, it’s not at all fitting. You are doing too much honor to an impostor.
Young mian, you' ite a traitor, a spy, and a woman-chasér to' béot! No sooner has
he escaped the perils of the sea than he’s sweet-talking the first:girl he ‘meets!
You won’t get round me that way. Your arrival is convenient, because I need
more manpower: you shall be my house servant.

FERDINAND: Seeing the young lady, more beautiful than any Wood—nyrnph I mlght
have been Ulysses on Nausicaa’s isle. But hearing you, Sir, I now understand my
fate a little better .. . I see I have come ashore on the Barbary Coast and am in
the hands of a cruel pirate. (Drawing his sword) However, a gentleman prefers
death to dishonor! I shall defend my life with my freedom!-

PROSPERO: Poor fool: your arm is growing, weak; your knees are: trembhng‘ Traitor!
I could kill you now .. .but I need the manpower. Follow me. =

ARIEL: It’s no use trying to resist, young man. My master is a sorcerer: neither your
passion nor your youth can prevail against him. Your best course Would be to
follow and obey him.

EERDINAND: Oh God! What sorcery is this?Vanquished, a captive—yet far from re-
belling against my fate, I am finding my servitude sweet. Oh, I would be impris-
oned for life if only heaven will grant me 4 glimpse of my sun each day, the face
of my own sun. Farewell, Nausicaa. ‘

RS A

(They exit.)
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ACTIn .« - P g T

SCENE 1
(CALIBANS cave. CALIBAN is smgmg as he works when ARIEL em‘ers He lzstens to
hzm fora moment)

CALIBAN: (smgmg)

- May he who eats his corn heedless of Shango
* Be accursed!, May Shango creep “beneath
His nails and eat into his flesh!
Shango, Shango ho!
Forget to give him room i f you dare’ : 5
- ‘He will make himself at home on your nose!
vRefuse to have him under your roof at your own rzsk’ o
He'll tear qﬁyour roqfcmd wear it as a hat! o
" Whoever tries to mislead Shango
Will suffer for it! 10
'Shango Shango ho! _

ARIEL: Greetmgs :Caliban. I know you don t thlnk much of me, but after all we are
brothers, brothers in suffering and slavery, but brothers in hope as well. We both
want our freedom. We just have different methods.

CALIBAN: Greetings to you. But you didn’t come to see me just to make that profes- 15
-sion of faith..Come on, Alastor! The old man sent you, didn’t he? A: great job:
carrying out the.Master’ fine ideas, his great plans.

ARIEL: No, I've come on'my own.I came to. warn you. Prospero is- planmng horrlble
acts of revenge against you. I thought it my duty to alert you -

CALIBAN: I’'m ready for him. Proo- ' : » » 20

ARIEL: Poor Caliban, you’re doomed You know that you aren’t the stronger you’ll
never be the stronger. What good will it do you to struggle? . - 4

CALIBAN: And what about you? What good has your obedience done you, your
Uncle Tom patience and your sucking up to him.The man’s just getting more
demanding and despotic day by day. 25

ARIEL: Well, I've at least achieved one thing: he’s promised me my freedom In the
~distant future, of course, but it’s the first time he’s actually committed: himself.

CALIBAN: Talk’s cheap! He’ll promise you a thousand times and take it back a thou-
sand times. Anyway, tomorrow doesn’t interest me. What I. want is (shoutmg)

“Freedom now!” . - . 1. S 30

ARIEL: . Okay. But you know you re not going to get it out of h1rn now,” and that
he’s stronger than you are! I 'm in-a good posmon to- know _]U_St what he’s got in
his arsenal. R »

CALIBAN: The stronger? How do you know that? Weakness alvvays has a thousand

v 35

means and cowardice is all that keeps us from hstlng them.

ARIEL: I don’t believe in violence. R SEEN

CALIBAN: ‘What do you-believe in, then? In cowardlce? In giving up? In kneehng
+ and groveling? That’s it, someone:strikes you on. the right.cheek and you offer
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the left. Someone kicks you on the left buttock and you turn the right .. 'thait
way there’s no jealousy. Well, that’s not Caliban’s way . LoalE

ARIEL: You know very ¥ well that that’s not What I mean. No Vlolence 1o submission
“either. Listen to me: Prospero is the one we’ve got to change Destroy hlS serenity
5o that he’s finally forced to acknowledge his own injustice and put an end to it.

CALIBAN: Oh sure ... that’s a good one! Prospero’s conscience! Prospero is an old
scoundrel who has no conscience. :

ARIEL: Exactly—that’s why it’s up to us to 01ve hlm one. I m not ﬁghtmg just for my
freedom, for our freedom, but for Prospero t0o, s0 that Prospero can acquire a
conscience. Help me, Caliban.

CALIBAN: Listen, kid, sometimes I wonder if you aren’t a little bit nuts. So that Pros-
pero can acquire a conscience? You might as well ask a stone toigrow flowers.

ARIEL: I don’t know what to do with-you. I’ve often had this inspirihg, uplifting
dream that one day Prospero, you, me, we would all three set out, like brothers,
to build a wonderful world, each one contrlbutlng his own spec1al thing: pa-~
tience, vitality, love, will-power too, and rlgor not to mentlon the dreams with-
out which mankind would perish. "

CALIBAN: You don’t understand a thing about Prospero. He s not the collaboratmg
type. He’s a guy who only feels something when he’s ‘wiped someone out. A
- crusher, a pulveriser, that’s what he isl’/And you talk about brotherhood!

ARIEL: So then what’s left? War? And you know that When it comes to that; Prospero
is invincible. o TR 3 s

CALIBAN i Better death than hum1hat10n and 1nJust1ce Anyhow I m going to have

o - the Jast word: Unless nothingness: has it. The day when I begin tofeel that every-
thing’s lost, just let me get hold of a few:barrels of your infernal powder and as

~youfly around up. there in your blue skies you’ll see this island, my inheritance,
my work, all blown ‘to smithereens : . »and; I trust; Prospero and me with it. I
hope you’ll like the fireworks d1splay—1t 1I be signed Caliban:

ARIEL:: Eachiof us marches to his own drum.You follow. yours I follow the beat of
mine. I wish you courage, brother. 7 g '

CALIBAN: Farewe]l Ariel, my: brother and. good luck

VR DLE N ‘,:;

SCENE 2

GONZALO;: A magmﬁcent country' Bread hangs from the trees and the aprlcots are
blgger than a woman’s full breast.. - o 0o e 3
SEBASTIAN: A pity that'it’s so wild and uncultivated . ’.:'here and. there;
GONZALO: Oh, that’s nothing. If there were anything poisonous, an antidote would
never be far away, for nature is intrinsically harmonious. I’ve even read some-
...where that guano is excellent compost for sterile ground. ,
SEBASTIAN: Guano? What kmd of animal is that? Are you sure you don’t mean
poiguanati s s e RTINS 5
GONZALO: Young man, 1f I say guano, I mean guano. Guano is the ‘name for blrd—
droppings that build up over centuries, and it is by far the best fertilizer known.
“You dig it out of caves-. . . If you want my opinion, I think we should investigate
. all the caves on this island one by one'to see.if we find any,and if we:do, this is-
land, if wisely exploited, will be richer than Egypt with its Nile.
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ANTONIO: Let me understand: your guano cave contains a river of dried bird-shit.

GONZALO: To pick up your image, all we need to do is channel that river, use it to
irrigate, if I may use the term, the fields ‘with this Wonderful fecal matter, and
everything will bloom.

SEBASTIAN: But we’ll still need manpower to farm it. Is the island even inhabited?

GONZALO: Thats the pfoblem, of coursé! But if it is, it must be by Wonderful peo-
‘ple. It obv1ous a Wondrous land can only contam Wonderful creatures :

ANTONIO: Yes! o R e

Men whose bodies are wzry and strong
- And women whose eyes . are open and frcmk
creatures m zt/

GONZALO: Somethmg like that! I see you know your hterature But in that case,
watch out: it will all mean new respons1b1ht1es for usl: SERSIEASENE

SEBASTIAN: How do you get that? . : S g P

GONZALO: I mean that if the island is 1nhab1ted as I beheve and 1f we. colomze it, as
is my hope, then we have to take every precaution not to mmport.our shortcom-
ings, yes, what swe call civilization. They must stay as they are:savages, noble and

+good savages, free, without any complexes or complications. ‘Something like a
pool granting eternal youth where we per1od1cally come to restore our agmg,

. ccitified souls.. t ~

ALONSO: Sir Gonzalo, When W1ll you shut up?

GONZALO: Ah,Your Majesty, if I am boring you, I apologlze I was only speakmg as 1
did to distract you and to turn our sad thoughts to something more pleasant
There, I'll be silent. Indeed, these old bones have had it. Oof ! Let me sit down
with your permission;of coutse. e ~

ALONSO: Noble Old Man, even though younger than you, we are all in the same ﬁx

GONZALO:" In ‘other words; dead tired’and dying of ‘hunger. : :

ALONSO! I'have never pretended to be above the human condltlon

(A strange, solemn music is heard. )

. Listen, listen! Did you hear that?
GONZALO: Yes;it’s an odd melodyl‘

(PROSPERO enters, invisible. Other strange ﬁgures enter as well bearmg a laden fable.
They dance and graciously invite the King and his company to eat, then they disappear.)

ALONSO: Heaven protect us! Live marionettes!

GONZALO: Such grace! Such music! Hum. The whole thing is most pecuhar

SEBASTIAN: Gone! Faded awdy!: But what does that matter, since they’ve left their.
food behind! No meal was evet inore welcome. Gentlemen, to table'

ALONSO? 'Yes, let‘ us’ partake of th1s feast ‘even though 1t may be out-last.-

(They prepare to ea "but Elves enter cmd with much grzmacmg and mcm'y_ contortzons

o carry qﬁ the table)

GONZALO: Ah! that’s a ﬁne way to behave’ o P T TR T S

ALONSO: :[ haveithe distinct feeling that we have fallen under the sway of powers
~that-are playing at cat and mouse with us. It’s:a: cruel Wway to make us aware of
our dependent status. T aTiL LR L
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GONZALO:‘The way thmgs have been gomg it’s not surprrsmg, and it. W111 do us no
good to protest. : : R , %

(The Elves return, bringing ‘the food wzth them.)

ALONSO: Oh no, this time I won’t bite!

SEBASTIAN: I'm so hungry that I don’t care, I gl abandon my scruples

GONZALO: (to ALONSO) . Why not try? Perhaps the Powers controlling us saw how
disappointed we were and took pity on us. After all, even though disappointed a
hundred times, Tantalus still tried a hundred times.

ALONSO: That was also his torture. I won't touch that food. :

PROSPERO: (invisible) Ariel, I don’t like his refusing. Harass them until they eat.

ARIEL: Why should we go to any trouble for them? If they won't eat, they can die of
hunger. :

* PROSPERO: No, I want them to eat.

ARIEL: That’s despotism. A while ago you made me snatch it away just When they
were about to gobble it up, and now that they don’t want it you are ready to
~ force feed them. - : ,
PROSPERO: Enough ha1rsphtt1ng' My mood has changed' They 1nsu1t me by not
- eating. They must be made to eat out of my hand like ch1cks That is a sign of
. submission [ insist they give me. - cro
ARIEL: It’s evil to play with their hunger as you do Wlth their anxieties and the1r hopes.
PROSPERO: That is how power is measured [ am Power. :

(ALONSO cmd hzs group eat )

ALONSO:. Alas, when I think - :

GONZALO: That’s your trouble Sire: you think too much s

ALONSO: And thus I should not even think of my- Jost son! My throne! My country!

GONZALO: (eating) Your son! What’s to say we won’t find him again! As for the-rest
of it .. . Look, Sire, this filthy hole is now our entire world. Why seek further? If
your thoughts are too vast, cut them down to s size.

(They eat.)

ALONSO: So be it! But I would prefer to sleep To sleep and to forget
GONZALO: Good idea! Let’s put up our hammocks!

(They sleep.)-

SCENE 3

ANTONIO Look at those leeches those slugs' Wallowmg in; the1r shme and thelr
snot: Idlots slime—they’re like beached jellyfish. o : :
SEBASTIAN: Shhh! It’s the King. And that old graybeard is. hlS Venerable counsellor
ANTONIO: The K1ng is he who watches over his flock When they sleep. That one

© isn’t watching over anything. Ergo, he’s not the King. (Brusquely) You're rea]ly a
bloodless lily-liver if you can see a king asleep Wlthout gettmg certain 1deas
SEBASTIAN: I mustn’t have any blood, only water. ‘

VANTONIO :Don’t insult water. Every time I look at myself I thlnk I’m more hand—

i some, more there. My inner juices have always given me my greatness my true
greatness . . . not the greatness men grant me. RRSE
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GONZzALO:. The way thlngs have been going it’s not surprising, and it w1]l do us no
good to protest. : :

(The Elves return, bringing the food with them.)

ALONSO: Oh no, this time I won't bite!

SEBASTIAN: I'm so hungry that I don’t care, I gl abandon my scruples

GONZALO: (to ALONSO) Why not try? Perhaps the Powers controlling us saw how
disappointed we were and took pity on us. After all, even though disappointed a
hundred times, Tantalus still tried a hundred times.

ALONSO: That was also his torture. I won’t touch that food.

PROSPERO: (invisible) Ariel, 1 don’t like his refusing. Harass them until they eat.

ARIEL: Why should we go to any trouble for them? If they won't eat, they can die of
hunger. v . ;

PROSPERO: No, I want them to eat. :

ARIEL: That’s despotism. A while ago you made me snatch it away just when they
were-about to gobble it up, and now that they don’t want it you are ready to
~ force feed them. -

PROSPERO: Enough ha1rspl1tt1ng‘ My mood has changed' They insult me by not
eating. They must be made to eat out of my hand like chicks.That is a sign of
submission I insist they give me.

ARIEL: It’s evil to play with their hunger as you do W1th the1r anxieties and their hopes.

PROSPERO: That is how power is measured. [ am Power. :

(ALONSO and his group eat.)

ALONSO:. Alas, when I think .

GONZzALO: That’s your trouble Sire: you think too much :

ALONSO: And thus I should not even think of my lo__st,_son' My throne! My country!

GONZALO: (eating) Your son! What’s to say we won’t find him again! As for the rest
of it ... Look, Sire, this filthy hole is now our entire world. Why seek further? If
your thoughts are too vast, cut them down to size.

(They eat.)

ALONSO: So be it! But I would prefer to sleep.To sleep and to forget. -
GONZzALO: Good idea! Let’s put up our hammocks!

(They sleep.)

SCENE 3

ANTONIO: Look at those leeches those slugs' Wallowmg in; the1r sllme and thelr
snot: Idlots slime—they’re like beached jellyfish. - £

SEBASTIAN: Shhh! It’s the King. And that old graybeard is l’llS venerable counsellor

ANTONIO: The King is he who watches over his flock When they sleep. That one

* isn’t watching over anything. Ergo, he’s not the King. (Bmsquely) You’re really a

bloodless lily-liver if you can see a king asleep without gettmg certain 1deas

SEBASTIAN: I mustn’t have any blood, only water. : S

ANTONIO: -Don’t-insult water. Every time I look’at myself I th1nk I m more hand—
some, more there. My inner juices have always given me my greatness my true
greatness . . . not the greatness men grant me. :




. Césaire *:ATempest 355

SEBASTIAN: All right, so:I’'m stagnant water. -

ANTONIO: Water is never stagnant. It works; it works in us. Ttis What glves man his
dimension, his true one. Believe me, you’re mistaken if you don’t grab the op-
portunity when it’s offered you. It may never come again. _

SEBASTIAN: What are you getting at? I have a feeling I can guess.- - : 15

ANTONIO: Guess, guess! Look at'that tree swaying in the wind. It’s called a coconut
palm. My dear Sebastian, in my- oplmon it’s time to shake the coconut palm.

SEBASTIAN: ‘Now I really don’t understand. - T

ANTONIO: What a dope! Consider my position: I'm Duke of Mllan Well I wasn’t
~always ... I had an older brother. That was Duke Prospero.And if 'm now Duke 20
Antonio, it’s because I knew when to:shake the coconut palm

SEBASTIAN: And Prospero? - ¥

ANTONIO: What do you mean by that? When you shake a tree; someone is bound
to fall. And obviously it wasn’t me who fell, because here I am: to assist and serve
you, Majesty! ©o ' 25

SEBASTIAN: Enough! He’s my brother' My scruples won’t allow me to ...You take
care of him while I deal with the old Counsellor.

(They draw their swords.)

ARIEL: Stop, ruffians! Resistance is futile: your swords are enchanted and falhng from
your hands!

ANTONIO, SEBASTIAN: Alas! Alas! v 30

ARIEL: Sleepers, awake! Awake, I say! Your life depends on it. Wlth these fine fellows
with their long teeth and swords around, anyone who sleeps too soundly risks
sleeping forever.

(ALONSO and GONZALO awaken.) IR

ALONSO: (rubbing his eyes) What’s happening? I was asleep, and I was havmg a terrible
dream! : 35

ARIEL: No,you were not dreaming. These ﬁne lords here are crlmmals who were about
to perpetrate the most odious of crimies upon you.Yes, Alonso, you may well mar-
vel that a god should fly to your aid: Were to heaven you deserved it more!

ALONSO: I have never been wanting in respect for the divinity . . .

ARIEL: I don’t know what effect my next piece of news will have on you: The name 40
of him who has sent me to you is Prospero.

ALONSO: Prospero! God save us! (He falls to his knees) o

ARIEL: I understand your feelings. He lives. It is he who reigns over this isle, as he
reigns over the spirits of the air you breathe . .. But rise . . .You need fear no
longer. He has not saved your lives to destroy them.Your repentance will suffice, 45
for I can see that it is deep and sincere. (70 ANTONIO and. SEBASTIAN) As for
you; Gentlemen, my master’s pardon extends to you as well, on the condition
that you renounce your plans, knowing them to be vain.

SEBASTIAN: (10 ANTONIO) We could have got worse! :

& ANTONIO: Ifit were men we were up against, no one could make me Wlthdraw but 50

when it’s’demons and magic there’s no shame in giving in. (7o ARIEL) : . . We

are the Duke’s most humble and obedlent servants. Please beg him to accept

our thanks. R ‘ -
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GONzALO: Oh, how ignoble! How good of you to just wipe the slate clean! No
> . surface repentance .. .not only doiyou want attrition; you want.contrition: as
welll Why look at me as though you didn’t know what I was: talking about? A¢-
trition: A selfish regret for offending God, caused:by ‘a: fearrof punishment. Con-
trition: An unselfish. regret growing out .of sorrow-at displeasing God. - :
ARIEL: Honest Gonzalo; thank you for your clarification:Your eloquence has: eased
my mission and your pedagogical skill has abbreviated it; for in a few short words
you have expressed my master’s thought. May your words be heard! Therefore,
- let us turn.the' page. To terminate this episode, I need-only convoke you all,.on
my:master’s. behalf, to:the celebrations: that.this very day:will:mark the engage-
ment of his daughter;;Miranda. Alonso, that’s- good news for you
ALONSO: What—my son? :
ARJEL: Correct. Saved by my master from-the fury ‘of the waves. :
ALONSO: ( falling to his knees) God be praised for this blessing more than all the rest.
Rank, fortune, throne, I am prepared to forgo all if my son is returned to me .
ARIEL:. Come, Gentlemen, follow me. ' - : u

ACT III
SCENE 1

FERDINAND: (hoeiﬁé and singing)
How life has changed
iNow, hoe in hand -+ =,
- Twork away all day ... -

Hoeing all the day,
I go my weary way .

cALIBAN: Poor kid! What would he say if he was Caliban! He works nlght and day,
and When he smgs it’s
o Oo en day, Oo en—day, Oo en day, Macaya . _ " S
And no pretty glrl to- c’onsole hun' (Sees MIRANDA approachmg) Aha' Let s hsten
to this! SIS . e : . o
FERDINAND:  (singing)

How life has changed
Now, hoe in hand
I work away all day

MIRANDA: Pooriyoung man! Can I help you? You don t look like: you were cut out

-for this kind of work! -~~~ = - L
FERDINAND: Oné¢ word from youtwould be more help to me than anythmg in the
world. ‘ . » , .

MIRANDA: One word? From me? I must say,I e

FERDINAND: Your name—that’s all: What is your name? :
MIRANDA: -That, I .cannot do!'It’s impossible. My father has expressly forbldden 1t'
FERDINAND:: Itis the only thing Illong for. =~ = zommn e fad? well o
MIRANDA: But I can't, I tell you; it’s forbidden! ' v
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CALIBAN:. (taking advantage of MIRANDAS”momentary dtstmctzon he whzspers her name to
©'FERDINAND.)® Mi-ran-da! 2 1 - : ;

FERDINAND: All right: then I shall chr1sten you Wlth a name of my oW I will call
you Miranda. .- e : : : :

MIRANDA:! That s'too much! What a low tr1ck'You must have: heard my: father call-
g me-.". Unless it was that awful €aliban Who keeps pursumg me and" calhng
out my:name in-hiss stupld dreams!

FERDINAND: No, Miranda'. . . I:had ‘only to a]lovv my:eyes to speak as you your face.

MIRANDA: Sssh! My fathers commg' ‘He’d better not catchyou: trylng to sweet talk

S omen S ‘ re r—
FERDINAND: (Goes back to work smgmg) o

But times have changed
Now, hoeing all the a_’ay,
I go my weary way .

PROSPERO: That’s fine, young man! You've managed to accomphsh a good deal for a
beginning! I see I've misjudged you. But you won’t be the loser if you serve me
well. Listen, my young friend, there arethree things in life: Work, Patience, Conti-
nence, and the world is yours . - Hey, Caliban, I'm taklng this boy away with me.
He’s done enough for one day But smce the _]Ob is urgent see that it gets ﬁmshed

CALIBAN: Me? B e e e N RN

PROSPERO: " Yes youl You ve. cheated me. enough Wlth your- loaﬁng and ﬁddhng
“around, so you can work a double shift for once! S S

CALIBAN: ‘T:don’t'see why I'should .do soreone else’s job! S .

PROSPERO: Who's the boss here? You' or me? Listen, monster: if you don t hke work,
‘Tl see to: it you change your mlnd’ - TR :

, (PROSPERO and FERDINAND move away)

CALIBAN:- Go on; go on . Tl get; you one day, you: bastardy (He sets o’ work smgmg) ‘

: “Oo -en- day, Oo en day, Oo -en- day, Macaya

: «Shrt now it’s ra1n1ng' As if things. weren’t bad enough (Suddenly, at the, sound
i+ of avoice; Caliban stiffens:) D6 you hear that, boy? That voice through!the storm.
<« Bahl'It’s Ariel.. No, that’s not his voice, Whose, then? With an old. coot like Pros-

31 peros. .. One:of his cops, probably. Oh; fine! Now, I'm for it. Men-and the ele-
rmentsboth against'me/Well; the hell with'it .". . ’'m used to it. Patience! I’ll get
:sthem yetiIn the meantlme bettermake myself scarce’ Let Prospero:and hlS storm
ssand hlS cops go by 1et the 'seven‘ maws of Maled1ct10n bay’

SCENE 2
(Enter TRINCULO)

TRINCULO: (singing) -
Oh. .Susannah oh don t you cry Jor me . (Etc)

You can say: that: agam’ My dearest Susannah s trust Trlnculo 'we’ve had all
the roaring storms we need, and more! I swear: the whole crew wiped out,
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liquidated . .. Nothing! Nothing left ... :.! Nothing but poor wandering and
wailing Trinculo! No question about it, it’ll be a while before anyone persuades
me to depart from affectionate women and friendly towns to'go off to brave
roaring storms! How it’s raining! (Notices CALIBAN underneath:the wheelbarrow.)
Ah, an Indianl"Dead or alive? You never know with:these tricky races:Yukkk!
- Anyhow, this will do: me fine. If he’s dead, I can use his clothes for shelter, for a
coat, a tent, a covering. If he’s alive I’ll make him my prisoner and take him
back to.Europe and then, by golly, my fortune will be made! I'll sell him to a
- carnival: No! I'll show him myself at fairs! What a stroke of luck! I'll-just settle
in here where it’s warm and let the storm rage! (He crawls under cover, back to back
with CALIBAN.) S

(Enter STEPHANO.)
STEPHANO: (singing)

Blow the man down, hearties,
Blow the man down . . . (Etc.)

(Takes a swig of his bottle and continuesw)
Blou/, _blow blow the man down . .. (Etc.) ., o

Portunately, there’s still a httle wine left in thlS bottle . enough to give me
courage! Be of good cheer, Stephano, where there’s life “there’s thirst . . ..and vice
versal (Suddenly spies CALIBAN's head sticking out:of the .covers.) My God, on
Stephano’s word, it looks like a Nindian! (Comes nearer) And that’s just what it is!
- A Nindian. That’s neat. I really am lucky. There’s money to be made from a Nin-
dian like that. If you showed him at a carnival . . . along with the bearded lady
and the flea circus, a real Nindian! An authentlc Nindian from the Caribbean!
That means real dough, or 'm the last of the idiots! (Tbuchmg CALIBAN) But he’s
i ice cold! I don’t know:what the body temperature of a Nindian is, but this one
seems pretty cold to me! Let’s hope he’s not going to croak! How’s that for bad
luck:You find a Nindian and he dies on you! A fortune slips through your fin-
- gers! But wait, I've got'an idea . ... a good swig of this booze between his lips,
‘that’ll warm him up. (He gives CALIBAN a drink.): Look . .. he’s better already. The
-little glutton even wants some more! Just a second, just a second! (He walks around
the wheelbarrow and sees TRINCULOs ‘head sticking out from under. the covering.) Jeez!
I must be seeing things! A Nindian with two. heads! Shitl If I have to pour drink
down two gullets I won’t have much left for myself! Well; never mind. It’s incred-
ible . .. your everyday Nindian is already something, but one with two heads . ..
a Siamese-twin Nindian, a Nindian with two heads and eight paws, that’s really
something! My fortune is made. Come on, you wonderful monster, you . . . let’s
get a look at your other head! (He draws nearer fo TRINCULO.) Hello! That face
reminds me of something! That nose that shines like a hghthouse ‘
TRINCULO: That gut . as
STEPHANO: That nose looks familiar .
TRINCULO: That gut—there can’t be two of them in th1s lousy world!
STEPHANO: Oh—my—gawd oh—my—gawd oh—my-gawd i that’s it ... it’s that crook
Trinculo! : ARTIES




Césaire » A Tempest 359

TRINCULO:  Good lord! It’s Stephano! = K : ERRIRIERS 45

STEPHANO: So; Trlnculo you were saved too ... It alrnost makes you believe God
looks after drunks.. P = : :

TRINCULO: Huh! God Bacchus maybe As-a matter of fact I reached these wel-
coming shores by ﬂoatlng on a barrel . - :

STEPHANO: And I by floating on my stomach LIt’s nearly the same thlng But What 50
kind of creature is this? Isn't it a Nlndlan?

TRINCULO: That’s just what I was thinking .. Yes by God it’s a Nlndlan That s a
piece of luck ... he’ll be our guide. ‘

STEPHANO: ]udglng from the way he can swill it down he doesn’t seem to be stu-
pid. T'll try to civilize him. Oh . .. not too much, of course..But enough so that 55

- he can be of some use. :

TRINCULO: Civilize him! Shee-it! Does he even know how to talk?

STEPHANO: I couldn’t get a word out of him, but [ know a way to loosen his tongue:
(He-takes.a bottle from his pocket.) .
TRINCULO: (stopping him) Look here, you're not going to waste that nectar on the 60

first savage that comes along, are you?

STEPHANO: Selfish! Back off! Let me perform my c1v1hz1ng mission. (Offering the
bottle to CALIBAN.) Of course, if he was cleaned up a bit he’d be worth more to
both of us. Okay? We’ll exploit him together?:It’s a-deal? (To CALIBAN) Drink
up, pal.You. Drink .. .Yum-yum botty botty! (CALIBAN drinks.) You, drink more. 65
(CALIBAN refuses.) You no more thirsty? (STEPI—IANO drinks.) Me always thirsty!
(STEPHANO and TRINCULO drink.)

STEPHANO: Trinculo, you know I used to be prejudlced agalnst shipwrecks, but I
was wrong. They’re not bad at all.

TRINCULO: That’s true. It seems to make th1ngs taste better aftervvards 70

STEPHANO: Not to mention the fact that it’s got rid of a lot of old farts that were al-
ways keeping the world down! May they rest in peacé!: But then, you liked them,
didn’t you, all those kings and dukes, all those noblemen! Oh, I served them
well enough, you’ve got to earn your drink somehow . . .But I could never
stand them, ever—understand? Never. Trinculo, my frlend I'm along-time be- 75
liever in the republic . .. you might as well say it: 'm a died-in-the-wool be-
liever in the people first, a republican in my guts! Down with tyrants!

TRINCULO: Which reminds me . .. If, as it would seem, the King and the Duke are
dead, there’s a crown and a throne up for grabs around here .

STEPHANO: By God, you're right! Smart th1nk1ng, Trlnculo’ So I appoint myself o
heir ... T crown myself king of the island.

TRINCULO: (sarcastzcally) Sure you do! And Why you may I ask? I m the one who
thought of it first, that crown!

STEPHANO: Look, Trinculo, don’t be silly! I mean, really just take a look at yourself’
What’s the first thing a king needs? Bearing. Presence. And if I've got anything, 85
it’s that. Which isn’t true for everyone. So, I am the Klng'

CALIBAN: Long live the ng’

STEPHANO: It’s a miracle . . . he can talk! And what’s n more, he taIks sense| O brave
savage! (He embraces CALIBAN.) You see, my.dear Trinculo, the-people has spo-
ken! Vox populi, vox Dei'. ... But please, don’t be upset. Stephano is'magnani- 90
~mous and will never abandon his friend Trinculo,:the friend who stood by him
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in his trials. Trinculo, we’ve eaten rough bread together, we’ve drunk rot-gut
: ‘wine together. I want to do something for you. I'shall appoint you Marshal. But
we're forgetting our brave savage . .. It’s a scientific miracle! He can talk! -
CALIBAN: Yes, Sire. My ‘enthusiasm has restored my- speech Long live the- ng‘ ‘But
beware the usurper! A L e
SFEPHANO: ‘Usurper? Who? Trinculo? .~ ..+ worow ‘
CALIBAN: No, the other one ... Prospero! - -1 1 /oo
STEPHANO: - Prospero?. Don’t know him:, - Cogens el
CALIBAN: Well, you see, this island used to belong to me, except that a man named
Prospero icheated mé of it:I'm-perfectly willing to-give you my r1ght to it, but
“the only thing is, you’ll have, to fight Prospero for:it. s :
STEPHANO: That is of no matter, brave savage. Its a bargam' ru get r1d of thrs Pros—
pero for you in two-shakes. o . S :
CALIBAN:+ Watch out, he’s powerful. - ¥ &
STEPHANO: My dear savage, I eat a dozen Prosperos like that for breakfast every day
But say no more, say no more! Trinculo, take command. of the troops' Let us
march upon the foe! S S St
TRINCULO: Yes, forward march! But ﬁrst a drlnk We °VV1]1 need all our strength and
Lvigor. - s tiv o : S R ,
CALIBAN: - Let’s drlnk my. new—found frlends and let ‘us! smg Let us smg of w1nn1ng
- the day and’ of an end to tyranny’ » Lot JEESI

E i

(Smgmg)

‘Black pecking creature. of the savannas:-
The quetzal measures out the new day
solid and lively &
i inits haughty armor: -
v 1. Zingl the determined hummmgbzrd
. revelsin the flower’s depths, -
i going crazy, getting drunk; v
-~ lyrebird gathers up our‘ravings, .- . b
Freedom. hz day/ Freedom hi-day! - el

STEPHANO and TRINCULO ('lbgether) Freedom h1 day' Freedom h1—day'
CALIBAN: ) .
The rmgdove dallles amzd the trees,
‘wandermg the islands, here it restsf B
Mingle with the violet blood qf rzpe berrzes
. And blood. stams your plumage
D traveller!
Lying here’ after a weary day
We listen to it:
‘_Freedom hi- day’ Freedom ht day’

STEPHANO;:: Okay, monster " enough croonmg Smgmg makes a man thlrsty Let’s
- drink:instead, Here, have some: more:. - . spirits create higher-spirits.... . (Filling a
glass.):Lead the way, O bountiful Wme!t Soldiers, forward:march! Or rather . ..




.. Césaire * ATempest 361

~wnorAt-ease! Night is falling, the fireflies twinkle, the ccrickets chirp,all nature 135
" makes'its brek-ke-ke-kek! And since night has fallen, let us take advantage of it
to gather our forces and regain our strength, which has been sorely tried by the
+ unusually ... copious emotions of the! day. Anid tomorrow, at davn, with a new
spring-in our step, we’ll have the tyrants hide. Good n1ght gentlemen (He falls

" i asleep .and begins to snore.): < R L R ST B AT S : 140

SCENE 3
(PROSPERO cave)

PROSPERO: So then, Ariell Where are the gods and goddesses?’ Theyd better get a
move on! And all of them! I want all of them to take: part in the entertainment I
have planned for our dear children. Why-do I. say “entertainment”? Because
starting today I want to inculcate in them the spectacle of tomorrow’s world:
logic, beauty, harmony, the foundations for which T have laid down by my own 5
will-power. Unfortunately, alas, at my age it’s t1me to stop thlnkmg of deeds and
to begin thinking of passing on . . . Enter, then’ S :

(Gods and Goddesses enter.)

JUNO: Honor and riches to you! Long contmuance and 1ncrea51ng long life and hon-
ored issue! Juno sings to you her:blessings! AERT :

CERES: May scarcity and want shun you! That is Ceres> blessmg on you.: 10

IRIS: (beckoning to the Nyriphs) Nymphs ‘come help to celebrate here a contact of
true love. : , o gt

(Nymphs enter and dance.)

PROSPERO: My thanks, Goddesses, and my thanks to you, Irls Thank you for your
good wishes.

s

(Gods and Goddesses continue their dance)

FERDINAND: What a splendld and majestlc v151on’ May I be so bold to think these 15
splrlts? : : S T .
PROSPERO:!+ Yeés; spirits. wh1ch by my art I have frorn their conﬁnes called to greet
you and to bless you. T :

(Enter ESHU.)

MIRANDA: But who is that? He doesn t look very benevolent‘ If l weren’t afrald of
blaspheming, I'd say he was a devil rather than a god o 20
ESHU: (laughing) You are not mistaken, fair lady God to rny frlends the Dev1l to rny
enemies! And lots-of laughs for.alll't “ i ¢+ : SR SO
PROSPERO: (softly) ' Ariel must have: made a mistake. Is my magic- gettmg rusty?
(Aloud) What are you doing here? Who invited you? I don t hke such loose be-
havior, éven from a god! 25
ESHU But.that’s just the point:ii.. no one invited me . . . And that-wasn’t very nice!
~Nobody remembered poot. Eshu‘ So poor Eshu came anyway. Hihihi! So how
~about something to drink? (Without waiting for a reply; he pours-a drink. ). ... Your
liquor’s notibad: However, I must say I prefer dogs! (Looking at IR1S):1 see that
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shocks the little lady, but to each his own. Some' ‘prefer chickens,.others prefer
goats. I’'m not too fond of chickens, myself But if> you e talkmg abouta black
‘dog .. . think of poor Eshul- . Lo : ‘
PROSPERO: Get out! Goraway! We WJH have none of your grlmaces and buﬁoonery
“in this noble assembly. (He:makes a magic sign.) = Y '
ESHU: I’'m going, boss, I'm going ... . But not without a httle song in- honor of the
bride and the noble company, as you say.

Eshu can play many tricks,
Give him twenty dogs!
You wzll see his dzrty tricks.

Eshu plays a trick on the Queen
- And makes her so upset that she runs- ,
Nakedmtothestreet S N S Cel P

! Eshu plays a trzck on a brzde
" And on' the day of the weddmg
She gets into the wrong bed!

Eshu can throw a stone yesterday

" And kill a bird today. :

He can make a mess out of order and vice-versa.
Ah, Eshu is a wonderful-bad joke. ' L

Eshu.is not the man to carry aheavy-load. A

His head comes to a point. When he dances

He doesn’t move his shoulders . . .

Oh, Eshu is a merry elf!

Eshu is a merry elf,

And he can whip you with his dick,

He can whip you,

He can whip you .

CERES: My dear Iris, don’t you ﬁnd that song qu1te obscene?

JUNO: It’s.disgusting! It’s quite intolerable . .. if he keeps on, I'm leavmg'
r1s: It’s like Liber, or Priapus! . C
JUNO: Don’t mention that name in my presence!

ESHU: (contmumg to sing)

. with his dzck v
He can wth you, wth you .

JUNO Oh’ Can t someone get rid of hlm? I m.not staymg here!.
ESHU: Okay, okay .. . Eshu will 0. Farewell my dear colleagues‘

(Gods and Goddesses exlt)

PROSPERO: He’ gone . . what a relief! But alas, the harm is done’ Iam perturbed

.. My'old brain is confused. Power! Power! Alas! All this will:one day-fade, like

" foam, like-a cloud, like all the world:And what is power, if I cannot calm my
‘own fears? But come! My power has gone cold. (Calling) Ariell- = =
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ARIEL: (runs in) - What is it, Sire? - : 7 ‘ 70

PROSPERO: Caliban is alive, he is plottmg, he s gettlng a guerrﬂla force together and
“you=—you don’t say a word! Well, take caré of him. Snakes, scorpions, porcu-
pines, all stinging poisonous creatures, he is to be spared nothing! His punish-
ment must be exemplary: Oh, and don’t:forget the mud and mosquitoes!

ARIEL: :Master, let me intercede for him and beg your 1ndulgence You ve got toun- 75
. derstand: he’s a rebel. - . '

PROSPERO: By his insubordination he’s calhng into questlon the Whole order of the
world. Maybe the Divinity can afford to let him get away with it, but I have a
sense of responsibility! DR *

ARIEL: Very well, Master. 80

PROSPERO: But a thought: arrange some glass trinkets, some ‘trumpery and some
second-hand clothes too . .. but colorful ones .. . by the side of the road along
which General Caliban and his troops are travelhng Savages adore loud, gaudy
clothes . S

ARIEL: Master : 85

PROSPERO: You re going to make me angry. There S nothmg to understand There is
a punishment to be meted out. I will not comprormse w1th ev11 Hurry' Unless
you want to be the next to feel my Wrath ‘ : S

SCENE 4

(In the wild; night is drawing to a close; the murmurings of the spmts of the tropzcal for-
est are heard.)

VOICE I: Fly!
VOICE: Here!
VOICE I: Ant!
VOICE II: Here.
VOICEI: Vulture!" ~© - - : 5
VOICE II: Here." ~ R )
VOICE I: Soft=shelled crab, calao, crab humrmngblrd‘
VOICES: ‘Here! Here. Here.
VOICE I: Cramp, crime, fang, opossum’ _
VOICE 11 ‘Kra.Kra. Kra. ‘ R C 10
VOICE T: Huge hedgehog, you will be our sun today. Shaggy, taloned, stubborn. May
it burn! Moon, my fat spider, my big dreamcat go to sleep, my velvet one.
VOICES: (smgmg) .

= Kzng-ay
King-ay : : _ . S
Yon-von - ... o o e S , . 15
Maloto ‘ -
Woom-vloom'

(The sun rises. ARIELS band vamshes CALIBAN Stands for a moment mbbmg hzs eyes)

CALIBAN: (rises and searches the bushes) Have to think about gettlng going again. Away,
“snakes, scorpions, porcupines! All stinging, biting, sticking beasts!' Sting, fever,
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20 venom, away! Or if you really want to lick me, do:it:-with a gentle tongue;like

.. ~thestoad; whose pure:drool soothes me with sweet.dreams ofithe future:For-it is

. for you, for-all:of us;that I go forth tdday toface the common enemy.Yes, hered-

.+ taryrand common. Look, a hedgehog! Sweet little thing;. ... How:can-any ani-

mal—any natural animal, if I ‘may ‘put it that‘wayr—~go-against me on the day

25 - .. - 'mesetting’forth to.conquer Prospero! Unimaginable! Prospero is-the Anti-

Nature! And I say, down with Anti-Nature! And does the: porcupine bristle his

' spines at that? No, he.smoothes them down!That¥ naturel It's kind and ‘gentle;

. in a.word.You’ve just-got-to:know how to deal W1th it. Sorcome on; the way is
clear! Off we go' B TR LRSI RN I

: Sh’émgo'-éarrie’s’ a big stick,
'He s'trike'sP:and~.'1‘%1one§/‘;§'é’5cpires!1’ L L
He strikes and lies expire!
He strikes and larceny exptres’
: Shcmgo, Shcmgo ho’ :

30

35 Shcmgo is the gatherer qf the mm, .
He passes, wrapped in his fiery cloak,
His horse’s hoofs strike lighting Y
On the pavements of the sky! o '
“ s Shango'is agreat kmight! o 0 L 1
40 Shango, Shango ho! SR

(The roar of the sea can be heard.)

STEPHANO: Tell me, brave savage, what is that noise? It sounds like the fearing ofa
beast at bay. Lt e
CALIBAN: Not at bay . .. more like on the prowl ... Don’t worry,it’s a pal of mine.
STEPHANO: You are very closemouthed about the company you keep -
45 CALIBAN: And yet it helps me breathe, That’s why I call it aspal. Sometlmes it sneezes
and a drop falls on my forehead and cools me with its salt, or, blesses me .
STEPHANO: I don’t understand.You aren’t drunk,are you? . . Yo ey
CALIBAN: Come on! It’s that howling impatient thing that suddenly appears ina clap
~ of thunder like:some God and hits you in the face, that rises up out:of the very
50 depths of the abyss and smites you with its fury!. It’s the sea! :
STEPHANO: Odd country! And an odd baptlsm‘ G Y e
CALIBAN: But the best is still the wind and the songs it sings . . . its dirty sigh when it
rustles through the bushes, or its triumphant chant when it passes by breaking
trees, remnants of their terror in its beard. e
55 STEPHANO: The savage is delirious, he’s raving mad! Tough luck, Trmculo our sav-
age is playing without a full deck! R
TRINCULO: I'm kind of shuffling myself . . . In other words, I'm exhausted. I never
... knew such hard gomg' Savage, even your ; mud is muddier.,
CALIBAN: That isn’t mud . .. its somethmg Prospero s dreamed up
60 TRINGULO::.There’s a savage for you.. .. everything’s.always:caused by someone.The
~:sun is Prospero’s smile. The rain is the tedr in Prospero’s eye ;... And I suppose
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» the mud is Prospero’s shit.And what about the mosquitoes? What are: they, may
Lask? Zzzzz72, 722222 : .+do you hear them? My face is being eaters off!:
CALIBAN: Those aren’t mosquitoes It’s some kind of gas that stings:your nose and
throat and makes you itch. It’s another of Prospero s tricks. Its part of hlS arsenal.

STEPHANO: What do you mean by that?

CALIBAN: I mean his anti-riot arsenal! He’s got a lot of gadgets like these . gadgets
to make you deaf, to blind you, to make you sneeze, to make you cry .

TRINCULO: And to make you.slip! Shit! This is some fix you’ve.got -.us-1n! I can’t
take anymore . .. I'm going to sit down!

STEPHANO: Come on, Trinculo, show a little courageI We re engdged in*a faobile

' ground manoeuvte here and’ you know what that méans: drive, initiatives, split-

* second decisions to meét Hiéw everitdalities, and—~above all——moblhty Lets gol
Up you get! Mobﬂlty‘ ‘ g IR

TRINCULO: But’ my “feet are bleedmg' B LA RS

STEPHANO: Get up’or I'll knock you "down!" (TRINCULO begins ‘fo-ivalk again.) But
tell me, my good savage, this ustrper of yours seems Very Well protected It nrught

R
i

PR IRY S
A, +f

' ‘bé'dangerous fo attack him! ¢ i
CALIBAN: You mustn’t underestimate him.You mustn’t overestimate: him, either .
he’s show1ng his power, but he’s doing it mostly to impress us.
STEPHANO: 'No matter. Trinculo, we must take:] precautions. Axiom: never underest1—
mate the enemy. Here pass me that bottle. I can always use it as a club

(Highly colored clothmg is seen hangmg from a rope)

TRINCULO Right; Stephano On:with the battle. V1ctory means loot And there S'a
foretaste of it look at that fine wardrobe! Trinculo, my friend; methmks you
are going to! put on those’ br1tches s they’ll'replace your torn trotsefs.s :-

STEPHANO: - Look out; Tririculd: .. one move anid T'll knock you down.As your lord
and master I have the first p1ck and with those brltches I ‘m exerc131ng my feu—
dal rights . . SEE : SR

TRINCULO: Isaw them first! S

STEPHANO: The King gets first pick in every country in the world.

TRINEULO: That’s tyranny, Stephano I’'m not gomg to let you get away W1th it.:

CALIBAN Let it: alone fool I tell You about winning your d1gn1ty, and you start: ﬁght—
“ing over-hand-me-downs! (Té: himself To think I'm stuck withithese jokers!
What an idiot I am! How could I ever have thought I'could:create the Reevolu-

+ 11 'tion with swollen guts and fat ficest-Oh well! History won’t blame. me formot
~+having been able to win my freedom-all:by myself. It’s yourand me, Prospero'
< (Weapon:in hand, he advances:on- PROSPERO:who has just appeared.) * -

PROSPERO: (bar¥s his chest to him)- Strikel:-Go: on, strike! Strike your Master, your
benefactor' Don’t tell me. you re: gomg :to spare him!: -« - e

(CALIBAN mzses hzs arm but hesztates) -

Go on! You don't dare' See, you’re nothmg but an an1mal ...iyou-don’t know
how to kill. St e By peees ST RO e BT
CALIBAN: Defend yourself! I m nota murderer SR R L
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PROSPERO: .(very calm) The worse for you.You've lost your chance. Stupid as a slave!
Arid now,enough of this farce. (Calling) Ariel! (to ARIEL) Anel take charge of
-the pr1soners' .o o ;

' (CALIBAN, TRINCULO and STEPHANO are taken prisoners.)

(PROSPERO 5 cave. MIRANDA and FERDINAND are’ playmg chess)

MIRANDA: Sir, I think you're, Cheatmg :

FERDINAND: -And what if T told you that I Would not do sO for twenty kmgdoms?

MIRANDA: I would not beheve a word of it, but I Would forglve you. Now, be hon-

.you did cheat! :

FERDINAND: I'm pleased that you were able to tell. (Laughmg) That makes me less
- worried at the thought that soon you Wlll be. leavmg your innocent ﬂowery
3 kmgdom for my . less—lnnocent world of men. *

MIRANDA: ‘Oh, you knovv that, hitched to your star, T would brave the demons of hell!

(The Nobles enter)

ALONSO: My son! ThlS marrlage' The thrlll of it has struck me dumb' The thn]l and
the joy! ;. - e o ) '

GONZALO: A happy endmg to 2 most opportune shlpwreck' v

ALONSO: A unique one, indeed, for it can légitimately be described as stich.

GONZALO: Look at them! Isn't it wonderful! I've been too choked up to speak orl
.would have.already told these children all the joy my ‘old heart feels at seeing
them living love’s young dream and. cherishing each other so tenderly.

ALONSO: (to FERDINAND and MIRANDA): My children, glve me your hands. May
the Lord bless you. . T i : : -

GONZALO: Amen! Amen'

(Enter PROSPERO. )

PROSPERO: Thank you, Gentlemen for havmg agreed to Jom in. thls little famlly
. party.Your presence has brought us comfort and joy. However, you must now
think of getting some rest. Tomorrow morning, you will recover your - vessels—
they are.undamaged—and your men,who I can guarantee-are safe, hale and
- -hearty. I shall return with you to Europe,and I can: prormse you—I should say:
~promise us—a rapid sail and propitious winds. - :

GONZALO: God be praised! We ‘are delighted . . dehghted and overcome‘ What a
~+happy, what @ memorable day! With one voyage Antonio- has found a brother,
his brother has found a dukedom, his daughter has found a husband. Alonso has

. regained his son-and gained a daughter.And what else? . . . Anyway, I am the
only one whose emotion prevents him from knowing: What he’s:saying; .-

PROSPERO: The proof of that, my fine Gonzalo, is that you are forgetting someone:
Ariel, my loyal servant. (Tiurning to ARIEL) Yes, Ariel, today you wﬂl be free Go,
. my sweet. I hope you will not be bored: - % : :

ARJIEL: Bored! I fear that the days will seem all too. short‘

There, where the Cecropia gloves its impatient hands with sﬂver
Where the ferns free the stubborn black stumps
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from their scored bodies with a green cry—

There where the intoxicating berry r1pens the visit

of the wild ring-dove

 through the throat. of that musical b1rd

I shall-let fall . : '

one-by one;

each more pleasing than the last

four notes so sweet that the last

. will give rise to a yearning
© .in the heart of the most forgetful slaves

- yearning for freedom!
PROSPERO: Come, come. All the same, you are not going to set my World on fire

with yourmusic, I trust! » :
ARIEL: (with intoxication)

Or on some stony plane

perched on an agave stalk -

- I shall be the thrush that launches

its mocking cry

to the benighted field-hand

“Dig, nigger! Dig, nigger!”

and the lightened agave will

straighten from my flight,

a solemn flag. B
PROSPERO: That is a very unsettling agenda!. Go! Scram!. Before I change my mind!

(Enter STEPHANO TRINCULO CALIBAN)

GONZALO: Sire, here are your people.

PROSPERO: Oh no, not all of them! Some are yours. S

ALONSO:: True. There’s.that fool Trinculo and that unspeakable Stephano.

STEPHANO: The very ones, Sire, in person. We throw ourselves at your merciful feet.

ALONSO:+ What became of you? - o

STEPHANO: Sire, we were walking in the forest—no, it was in the fields—when we
saw some perfectly respectable clothing:blowing in the wind.We thought it
only right to collect them and we were returmng them to the1r rightful owner
when a frightful adventure befell us . - ‘

TRINCULO: Yes, we were mistaken for th1eves and treated accordmgly

STEPHANO: Yes, Sire, it is the most.dreadful thing that could happen to an honest
man: victims of a judicial error, a miscarriage of justice! :

PROSPERO: Enough! Today is a day to be benevolent, and it 'will do no good to try
to talk sense to you in the state you're in . .. Leave us. Go _sleep it off, drunkards.
We raise sail tomorrow. S :

TRINCULO: Raise sail! But that’s what we do all the time, Slre Stephano and I.
least, we raise our glasses, from dawn till dusk till dawn . ..The hard part is
putting them down, landing; as you might say.::

PROSPERO: Scoundrels! If only life could bring you to the safe harbors of Temper—
ance and Sobriety! ) SR o

ALONSO: (indicating CALIBAN) That is the strangest creature Ive ever seen’

PROSPERO: And the most devilish too! ST
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GONZALO: What's that? Devilish! You’ve reprimanded him; preached at him, you've
ordered and made him obey and you say he is still lndomltable' Lott
PROSPERO: Honest Gonzalo, it is as I have said. » SRR
GONZALO: Well—and forgive me, Counsellor, if T:give counsel——on the basm of my
long experience the only thing left is exorcism. “Begone, unclean spirit, in the
- name of the Father, of the Son and of the Holy Ghost.” That’s all:there is to it!
(CALIBAN bursts out laughing.) o “ - :_' - ‘
GONZALO: You were absolutely right! And more so: than you thought .He’s not
just a rebel, he’s a real tough customer! (To"CALIBAN) So much the fworse for
you, my friend. I have tried to save you.I give up. I leave you to the secular arm!
PROSPERO: -Come here, Caliban: Have you got anything to‘say in-your own defence?
Take advantage of my good humor. I'm in a forgiving:mood teday.
CALIBAN: I'm not interested in defending myself. My only regret is that Ive failed.
PROSPERO: What were you hoping for? FTEE e P
CALIBAN: To get back my island and regain my freedom.- TR T
PROSPERO: And what would you do all alone: here'on: this: 1sland haunted by the
devil, tempest tossed? o
CALIBAN: First of all, I'd get rid of you! I'd spit you out all your Works and pomps'
Your “white” magic! EERTN B I T
PROSPERO: That’s a fairly negative program . ' S Lo :
CALIBAN: You don’t understand it ... I say I m gomg to spit you out; and thats very
positive . .. ’ b
PROSPERO:. Well, the world is réally upside down ..« We've seen: eve'rythin‘g now:
Caliban as a dialectician! However, in spite of everythlng I'm fond of you, Cal-
iban. Come, let’s make peace. We've lived together for ten years and worked side
by side! Ten years count for somethrng, after- all' We ve ended up by becormng
compatriots! ; R I T E L N A
CALIBAN You know: very Well that T’m not mterested in peace I m 1nterested in
't 'being free! Free, you hear? - N T AR SESTE N :
PROSPERO: It’s odd ...no matter What you do you won'’t succeed n makmg me be-
.. lieve that I'm.a tyrant! R S P MR wo AR
cALIBAN:: Understand what I say; Prospero r
- - Poriyears I bowed my head: -
for years I took it, all of it—
your insults; your ingratitude . 1. T ol T s
»and worst-of all, more degradmg than all the rest, ‘ :
your condescension. i+ i
- But now; it’s.over! - ’
Over, do youwhear? <.~ v o S ,
Of course, at the moment = - ‘ AT T e meiiT O
You're stillstronger‘thand am. el o a0 - L
But I'don’ give a:damn for youripower * g
or for your dogs or your police or your inventions!: i . oo
And do you know why? -+ 207 B T O DTS e
It’s because I know I'll get you SR
I’ll impale youl-And on-a stake that you've sharpened yourself '. S
You’ll have impaled yourself! P SR U {E I SR
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Prospero, you're a great magician:
you’re an old hand at deception.

And you lied to me so much,

about the world, about myself,

that you ended up by imposing on me
an image of myself:

underdeveloped, in your words, undercompetent -

that’s how you made me see myself!
And I hate that image . .. and it’s false!
But now I know you, you old cancer,
And I also know myself!

And I know that one day

my bare fist, just that, : I
will be enough to crush your World'
The old world is crumbling down!

Isn’t it true? Just look!
It even bores you to death.

And by the way . .. you have a chance to get it over with: " o

You can pick up and leave.
You can go back to Europe.
But the hell you will!
I’'m sure you won'’t leave. S
- You.make me laugh with your rmssmn ' -
. Your “vocation”! : -
... Your vocation is to hassle me
, VJ' 'And that’s why you Tl stay, . ...
_just like those guys who founded the colomes
and Who now can’t hve a;aywhere else.  :
You’re just an old addict, that’s what you are!

. {

PROSPERO: Poor Caliban! You know that you’re headed towards your own, ruin.
You're sliding towards suicide! You know I will be the stronger and stronger all

the time. I pity you!
CALIBAN: And I hate you!

PROSPERO: Beware! My generosrty has its hrmts [ Y

CALIBAN: (shouting)

Shango marches with strength
along his path, the sky! ...~
Shango is a fire-bearer,

his steps shake the heavens .
and the earth. - = b
Shango, Shango, ho!:."::s

PROSPERO: [ have uprooted the oak and ralsed the sea,

I have caused the mountain to tremble and have bared my chest to adver51ty

- 'With Jove I have traded thunderbolt forithunderbolt. -
‘Better yet—from a brutish monster I have' made:man! .

gy

But ah! To have failed to find the path to man’s heart . .. -
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if that be where man is.

(to CALIBAN)

Well, I hate you as well!

For it is you who have made me
doubt myself for the first time.

- (to the Nobles)

. My friends, come near. We must say farewell . .. I shall not be going with
you. My fate is here: I shall not run from it. - ~

ANTONIO: What, Sire? »

PROSPERO: Hear me well.

I am not in any ordinary sense a master,

as this savage thinks,

but rather the conductor of a boundless score:

this isle,

summoning voices, I alone,

and mingling them at my pleasure,

arranging out of confusion

one intelligible line.

Without me, who would be able to draw music from all that?
This isle is mute without me. .
My duty, thus, is here,

and here I shall stay.

GONZALO: Oh day full rich in miracles!

PROSPERO: Do not be distressed. Antonio, be you the lieutenant of my goods and
make use of them as procurator until that time when Ferdinand and Miranda
may take effective possession of them, joining them with the Kingdom of Naples.
Nothing of that which has been set for them must be postponed: Let their mar-
riage be celebrated at Naples with all royal splendor‘Honest Gonzalo, I place my
trust in your word.You shall stand as father to out prmcess at this ceremony.

GONzALO: Count on me, Sire. ‘

PROSPERO: Gentlemen farewell

(They exit. )

And now, Caliban, it’s you and me!

What I have to tell you will be brief:

Ten times, a hundred times, I've tried to save you,
above all from yourself. IRRTRE

But you have always answered me with Wrath '

and venom,

like the opossum that pulls itself up by its own. tal.
the better to bite the hand that tears it from the darkness. -
Well, my boy, I shall set aside my indulgent nature' -
and henceforth I will answer your v1olence

W1th violence! :

(sze passes, symbolized by the curtazns bemg lowered halfway-and reraised. In semi-
darkness PROSPERO appears, aged and weary st gestures are ]erley and. automatzc, his
speech weak, toneless, trite.) C
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PROSPERO: Odd, but for some time now we seem to be overrun with opossums.

= They’re everywhere:. Peccarys, wild:boar, all this unclean nature! But mainly

~opossums. Those eyes! The vile grins they have! It’s as though the jungle was
- laying siege to the cave ... But I shall stand firm . .. I shall not let my work per-
ish! (Shouting) 1 shall protect civilization!. (He fires in all directions.) They’re done
- -for! Now, this way I'll be able to have some peace and quiet fora while. But it’s
cold. Odd how the climate’s changed:. Cold on this island . . . Have to think
about making a fire . . . Well, Caliban, old fellow, it’s just us two now, here on the
island . . . only you and me.You and me.You-me ... me-you! What in the hell is
he up to? (Shouting) Caliban!

(In the distance, above the sound of the surf and the chirping of birds, we hear snatches of
CALIBAN's song:) .

FREEDOM HI-DAY, FREEDOM HI-DAY! .

QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION AND WRITING

1.

In his introduction to his translation of Césaire’s Une Tempéte, Richard Miller says
that “it is-essential for the director and the actors to decide what accents; what

“classes, they wish the various characters to reflect. In my own head, I have heard

Ariel’s song, for instance, as vaguely calypso; others will have other ideas.” If you

were:directing the play, what accents would you instruct the actors to use? Why?
- How might your choice of accent reflect a sense of what kinds of people are more
- likely to be victims and what kinds are more likely to be victimizers? . '
. Césaire specifies that the' cast of characters is “As:in Shakespeare,” with the excep-
- tion ‘of the addition of Eshu and-“Two alterations: Ariel, a mulatto slave; Caliban, a

black slave.”” What is the significance of Césaire’s instructions here?
In the American premiere of ‘A Tempest, the characters of Eshu.and the Master of

Ceremonies were played by the same actor, as were the characters of the Captain

and Trinculo. Sometimes an actor-will play two roles simply because the acting
troupe is short on actors: On the other hand, such doubling can have thematic s1g—
nificance. Which do you think is the case in this instance? Why?

A Tempest is really a pldy withina playiThe play begins with'a Master of Cere—
monies.assigning parts to an acting troupe, creating what is called a ‘‘frame story.”

*'(A frame story is-one that stands outside,-and frames, the'main-action of the play.)

Most authors use frame stories to frame the action at the beginning and at'the end
of a work. In A Tempest, though, the frame doesn’t return at:the end-of the play.

Do you think that wasa deliberate decision on Césaire’s part, or did he simply for-

get to return to the acting troupe? If you think the-decision was a dehberate one,

- what thematic significance might it have? ~
- Yoruban legend has it that before Shango became the god of the storm, he ‘was a
- king who ruled with such:tyranny that his ministers attempted to depose him, caus-

ing Shango to flee the:land and, perhaps, kill himself. With this background in mind,
what do you see as the significance of the references to Shango in A Tempest?.
Eshu, a trickster god, can bring either misfortune or fortune to those he visits. He

ic Mmoot ]ﬂ(p]xr tn hrino micfAartiinas tn fk}\cn wrhn An nAt nasr Aranar attantinm A fha

215

220



