
There was a crash of thunder and the sky was overcast. On an empty part of the shore, 
where a grey sea lapped upon grey sands, Caliban toiled under his burden of wood. He 
cursed Prospero, his master, who, was unkind and angry for the smallest of reasons.

“Lo, no lo!” He cried out suddenly. “Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me for 
bringing wood in slowly,! I’ll fall flat…..”

And down the monster fell, flinging his stinking cloak over his stinking head, and leaving 
nothing visible but his hairy legs and feet.

A man approached in patched colours with tiny bells sewn to points on his sleeves and 
cap, so that he jingled like a town of distant churches. It was Trinculo, the King Of 
Naples’ jester, an ageing fool who was no longer as funny as he had been. He 
wandered across the shore until he spied the cloak and the ugly legs and feet. 


“What have we here?” wondered Trinculo, peering at the strange object and poking at it 
with his toe. 

“A man, or a fish? Dead or alive? A fish; he smells like a fish; a very ancient and fish like 
smell…” 

Thunder growled and threatened again. Trinculo stared about him. There was no shelter 
anywhere.  Shutting his eyes and holding his nose, he crept under the creature’s cloak. 
Caliban, in mortal terror of the strange spirit, neither spoke nor moved.


Came sounds of a song: not magical in the island’s sense, but heavy and peppered 
with hiccups. A fat man came falling and staggering along the shore. It was Stephano, 
the King’s butler, who had floated to land on a barrel of wine. He kicked against the 
cloak, not in anger, but because he was too drunk to see it.

“Do not harm me:-O” came a voice that was thick and harsh. Cautiously Stephano 
examined the speaking bundle; found it had four legs and no head. Was not surprised. 
Prodded it.

“Do not harm me, please” moaned Caliban, putting out his head, “Ill bring my wood 
home faster”.

Stephano pondered. “He shall test to my bottle” he said, and thrust it, vaguely, into the 
hazy, bristly monster’s mouth.

“Stephano!” Came another voice from the cloak. This was truly uncanny. Stephano flew 
into a panic. Then Trinculo came out, and the two friends embraced and danced about 
in their joy at finding each other alive.
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ACT 2: WASHED UP ASHORE



ACT 2: WASHED UP ASHORE
1. What is the weather like? 

2. Why are the sea and sands described as ‘grey’ 

3. ’He cursed Prospero, his master, who, was unkind and angry for the smallest of reasons’ 
Underline the two words that tell us that Prospero does not treat Caliban well

4. ’Caliban toiled under his burden of wood’ 
What does the word ‘toil’ mean. Circle one word


danced	 	 worked	 	 sang	 	 whispered

5. Why does Caliban hide under his cloak?


6. Who ‘wandered across the shore until he spied the cloak and the ugly legs and feet’. 
Circle the correct name


	 Trinculo	 Prospero	 Stephano	 Ariel
 

7. What does Trinculo think Caliban is when he pokes at the cloak? Use evidence from the 
text to justify your answer.

8. ’Shutting his eyes and holding his nose, he crept under the creature’s cloak’. 
Why do you think Trinculo shuts his eyes and holds his nose?

9. How had Stephano ‘floated to land’?

10. Who was Stephano? 


11. ’Stephano flew into a panic. Then Trinculo came out, and the two friends embraced and 
danced about in their joy at finding each other alive’.

Why were the two friends so happy to see each other?



