
SIDE #5 – CALIBAN AND CERES 
CALIBAN (#1) (Confronting Prospero) This island’s mine by Sycorax, my mother, 
Which thou tak’st from me. When thou cam’st first, 
Thou strok’st me and made much of me, wouldst give me 
Water with berries in ’t, and teach me how 
To name the bigger light and how the less, 
That burn by day and night. And then I loved thee, 
And showed thee all the qualities o’ th’ isle, 
The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place and fertile. 
Cursed be I that did so! All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you, 
For I am all the subjects that you have, 
Which first was mine own king; and here you sty me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest o’ th’ island. 
CALIBAN (#2) (Soothing Stephano) Be not afeard. The isle is full of noises, 
Sounds and sweet airs that give delight and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine ears, and sometimes voices 
That, if I then had waked after long sleep, 
Will make me sleep again; and then, in dreaming, 
The clouds methought would open, and show riches 
Ready to drop upon me, that when I waked 
I cried to dream again. 

CERES (A sweet but covertly hostile Goddess speaking to the Goddess Iris who has summoned her) 
Hail, many-colored messenger, that ne’er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter; 
Who with thy saffron wings upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey drops, refreshing showers; 
And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
My bosky acres and my unshrubbed down, 
Rich scarf to my proud Earth. Why hath thy queen 
Summoned me hither to this short-grassed green? 

 


