THE TEMPEST
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Michael -JEI"Iﬂ. Duncan Duff, Keith Bartlett

The stage but echoes back the public voice John Donne "Meditation XVl

The drama's laws, the drama's patrons give,

For we that live to please, must please to live
The Tempest was Shakespeare’s last play,

excluding his contributions to Henry Vill and
The Two Noble Kinsmen. The first recorded
performance took place at Court on 1
November 1611. "Hallomas nyght was
presented att Whithall befoore ye kinges
Maiestie, a play Called the Tempest” It was
not printed during Shakespeare's lifetime and
first appeared in the Folio of 1623, where the
text shows signs of careful editorial
preparation. Although we have no direct
evidence about its contemporary popularity,
the fact that Shakespeare's fellows, in
collecting his dramatic work for publication,
thought The Tempest worthy to stand as the
first play in the Folio, suggests that as
qualified judges they held a high opinion of
its merits and of its appeal to current tastes

Sir Walter Alexander Raleigh 1923

The Tempest addresses itself entirely to the
imaginative faculty, and although the illusion
may be assisted by the effect on the sense
of complicated scenery and decorations of
modern times yet this sort of assistance is
dangerous. For the principal and only genuine
excitement ought to come from within,
from the moved and sympathetic
imagination; whereas, where so much is
addressed to the mere external senses of
seeing and hearing, the spiritual vision is apt
to languish, and the attraction from without
will withdraw the mind from the proper and
only legitimate interest which is intended to
spring from within

Keith Bartlett
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That is no country for old men The young

In one another's arms. birds in the trees
Those dying generartions — at their song

The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas

Fish. flesh or fowl commend all summer long

Whatever s begotten born, and dies

Caught in that sensual music all neglect

Monuments of unageing intellect |

An aged man is but a paitry thing

A tattered coat upon a stick, unless

Soul clap 1ts hands and sing. and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress

Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence

And therefore | have sailed the seas and come
Ta the holy city of Byzantium

0 sages standing in God's holy fire

As in the gold mosaic of a wall

Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre
And be the singing-masters of my soul
Consume my heart away, sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal

It knows not what it is, and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity

Once out of nature | shall never take

My bodily form from any natural thing

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling

To keep a drowsy Emperor awake

Or set upon a goiden bough to sing

To lords and ladies of Byzantium

Of what is past, or passing, or to come

W.B. Yeats ""'Sailing to Byzantium' 1927







