
Resource H: [What Caliban says about himself] 

I must eat my dinner. 

 

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. 

 

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. 

 



O ho, O ho! Would’t had been done! Thou 
didst prevent me: I had peopled else This 
isle with Caliban’s. 

You taught me language, and my profit 
on’t Is, I know how to curse 

 

For every trifle are they set upon me, 
Sometime like apes, that mow and chatter 
at me, And after bite me: then like 
hedgehogs, which Lie tumbling in my 
barefoot way and mount Their pricks at 
my footfall: sometime am I All wound with 
adders, who with cloven tongues Do hiss 
me into madness. 

 

Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment 
me For bringing wood in slowly. 

 

The spirit torments me: O! 

 



I’ll show thee every fertile inch o’th’island: 
and I will kiss thy foot. I prithee, be my 
god. I’ll kiss thy foot: I’ll swear myself thy 
subject. 

 

I’ll show thee the best springs: I’ll pluck 
thee berries: I’ll fish for thee and get thee 
wood enough 

Lo, how she mocks me! I do not lie. 

 

I say by sorcery he got this isle: From me 
he got it. 

 

First to possess his books; for without 
them He’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command: they all do hate 
him As rootedly as I. 

 

Thou mak’st me merry: I am full of 
pleasure. 



 

I shall be pinched to death. 

 

Sometimes a thousand twangling 
instruments Will hum about mine ears; 
and sometime 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. 

 


