The Tempest

Theme of foregivenness:
As Prospero’s magic abjures demons, so does Shakespeare’s religious vision abjure deities, miracles, visions of the divine recorded by men of limited imagination. The message is foregivenness; even Caliban seeks for grace, but not as a ift of the Holy Spirit, just grace.

Two striking images: 1) he boatswain capering in front of his vessel like David before the ark. 2 Samuel 6:16. 2) Prospero’s final speech, in perfect octosyllabics (eith syllable lines), asking audience to foregive him for the play by their applause, as he has foregiven, since it is better to give than receive.

Sample Passages from The Tempest
Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea for an acre of barren xground—long heath, brown furze, anything. The wills above be done, but I would fain die a dry death (1.1.65 ff.)

If by your art, my dearest father, you have
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them.

. . . .

Had I been any god of power, I would
Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and . . .  (1.2.1-12)

All hail, great master, grave sir, hail!; I come
To answer thy best pleasure, be’it to fly,

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride

On the curled clouds; to thy strong bidding task

Ariel and all his quality. 

I boarded the King’s ship; no on the beak,

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,

I flamed amazement.

This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with child

. . . 

And for thou wast a spirit too delicate

To act her earthy and abhorred commands,

Refusing her grad hests, she did confine thee

. . . .

Into a cloven pine. (1.2.269)

As wicked dew as e’er my mother brushed
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen

Drop on you both! A south-west blow on ye

And blister you all o’er.  (1.2.321)

Speak not you for him: he’s a traitor.—Come,

I’ll manacle thy neck and feet together.

Sea-water shalt thou drink; thy food shall be 

The fresh-brook mussels, withered roots, and husks

Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow.  







No.  (1.2.461)

Temperance was a delicate wench. (2.1.43)

Letters should not be known; riches, poverty,

And use of service, none; contract, succession,

Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none.

NO use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil;

No occupation, all men idle, all,

And women too, but innocent and pure;

No sovereignty.   (2.1.145)

I’ll show thee every fertile inch o’ th’ island—and I wil kiss thy foot. I prithee be my god. (2.2.141)

Be not afeared, the isle is full of noises (and the rest of the speech, 3.2.135)

Our revels now are ended. These our actors (and the rest of the speech, 4.1.148)

Where the bee sucks, there suck I,
In a cowslips’ bell I lie. (5.1.88)

As you from crimes would pardoned be, 

Let your indulgence set me free. (5.1.338)
