
Cleomenes and Dion – Lords of the 
court of Leontes - have just returned 
from their long journey across the 
sea to Greece

Their 
friends 
can’t wait 
to hear 
what 
visiting the 
Oracle 
was like – 
they’re 
all a 
little bit 
jealous 
that they 
didn’t get 
to go on 
this 
important 
trip! 

Cleomenes tells them how 
beautiful everything was!

Dion was super-impressed by the huge statue of 
Apollo. But what really blew them both away 
was the oracle herself - how loud she was!

it’s a bit like they’ve come back from a 
holiday, till everyone notices the 
sealed scroll that Dion is carrying, 
and they all fall silent. Suddenly 
everyone remembers what message is 
hidden inside, and how serious this 
moment is. What is the truth that the 
Oracle will reveal? What is going to 
happen to Hermione?

The room is full for the trial of 
Hermione.  Every member of the court is 
there, yet, Hermione stands alone to 
face her accuser. 

All but Leontes believe her to be 
innocent, although no-one dares speak 
for her. 

An officer reads 
the charges against 
Hermione…

Hermione, 
thou art here 

accused of high 
treason, in betraying 

Leontes with Polixenes, 
and conspiring with 

Camillo to take away 
the life of our king, 

thy husband

Leontes stares at his 
wife -once the love of 
his life- with hatred. But 
there is no hatred in the 
look that Hermione 
returns to him – only 
sorrow.



You my 
lord, best 

know, my past 
life hath been 
as true as I am 

now unhappy

For 
polixenes, 

with whom I 
am accused, I 
do confess I 

loved him as in 
honour he 

required: with 
such kind as 

you yourself 
commanded

Finally, Hermione speaks… Leontes should know 
how faithful Hermione 
had always been up 
until the point at 
which he accused her. 
She loved Polixenes 
only in the way that a 
queen should love a 
visiting king and 
friend to her 
husband. It would 
have been wrong for 
her not to love him 
like this. And anyway, 
it was Leontes who 
told her to get 
polixenes to stay!

Now 
for 

conspiracy, 
I know not 

how it tastes. 
Camillo was an 
honest man and 

why he left 
your court the 

gods 
themselves 

are 
ignorant

You knew 
of his 

departure!

Sir, you 
speak a 

language that I 
understand 

not.

At that moment, there is a noise and 
everyone turns towards the great doors…

There stand cleomenes and 
dion, holding the scroll…

The scroll containing the 
words of the oracle…

The crowd holds its 
breath…

The scroll is 
handed to the 
officer. This 
is it! These 
are the 
words the 
oracle 
spoke . 
Everyone 
strains to 
hear, it’s as if 
they were all 
transported 
to that 
temple in 
Delphi…

…Hermione is 
chaste!

…Polixenes 
blameless

…Camillo a 
true subject!

…Leontes a 
jealous tyrant!



…His 
innocent babe 

truly begotten; 
and the king shall 

live without an heir, 
if that which is 
lost be not 

found.

Wow! Let’s think 
about the oracle’s 
words for a minute- 
Hermione has done 
nothing wrong, 
nor has polixenes, 
nor has camillo - 
but leontes has - 
he’s a jealous 
tyrant - and - he 
shall live without 
an heir? What could 
that mean? Anyway, 
the oracle has 
spoken, there can be 
no doubt now…

Blessed be 
the great 
Apollo!!!

A great cheer from the 
crowd…

There 
is no truth 

at all in the 
oracle! this is 

mere 
falsehood!

Wait, what? 
Everyone freezes. 
This is the greatest 
blasphemy. Leontes 
has just called the 
Oracle, the voice of 
the god Apollo, a 
liar. This has never 
happened before-
once Apollo 
speaks, that’s it, 
you listen. You 
don’t question the 
word of a god. 
Everyone looks at 
each other, 
wondering what to 
do next, when 
suddenly….

My 
lord the 
king, the 

king!

What is the 
business?

Oh sir, I 
shall be 
hated to 

report it! The 
prince, your 

son, is 
gone! How! 

Gone?

Apollo’s 
angry, and the 

heavens 
themselves do 

strike at my 
injustice!

Like a tree 
felled by an axe, 
leontes falls 
to his knees. It 
seems that 
Apollo is 
already 
punishing him for 
questioning the 
word of a god 
and now poor 
mamillius is 
gone! But there 
is still more to 
come for 
leontes…

Is dead!



Hermione faints!

How now there! 
Take her hence!

Apollo, 
pardon my 

great 
profaneness 
‘against thine 

oracle

her 
heart is but 
o’ercharged, 

she will 
recover.

Leontes slumps back on his throne…

But the worst is yet to come…

The 
Queen, the Queen, 

the sweet’st dear’st 
creature’s dead!

Far away from here, Antigonus is about to 
carry out the terrible task that Leontes has 
set him.  His boat has landed on the sea-
coast of Bohemia and a storm looms on the 
horizon…

Make your 
best haste!

I am glad 
at heart to be 
so rid of the 

business

Antigonus is also in a hurry to get away, 
besides the storm, this coastline is a wild 
desolate place plagued by wolves and 
bears…

Come, 
poor babe. 

There lie. And 
for thou may be 
lost forever, 
thy name shall 

henceforth 
perdita be.



Poor Perdita! How can she possibly 
survive – a new-born baby 
abandoned in a storm in the middle 
of nowhere, surrounded by 
fearsome carnivorous beasts? How 
can Shakespeare do this to us?! I 
can only see this story ending one 
way – in tragedy and despair! I must 
be right - after all, everything 
that’s happened so far has been 
disastrous; there’s no hope. Oh, 
hang on, what’s this? Or rather, 
who’s this…?

Well, I must 
admit, I was 
wrong. And so, as 
Act 3 draws to a 
close, for the 
first time, 
something seems 
to have gone 
right. Baby perdita 
has been found 
and a shepherd has 
got himself some 
gold!  Still no 
jokes, though….

Suddenly two figures approach… It’s an old 
shepherd 
and his 
young son, 
battling 
through 
the rain 
and wind, 
trying to 
get home 
before 
nightfall…

Mercy on 
us, a bairn! A 
very pretty 

bairn. Bless 
thee, new 

born!

Gold! All 
gold!you’re a 
made old man! 
Home, home!

Tis a lucky day 
boy!

Antigonus is about to 
return to his ship, when 
suddenly…

The 
storm 
begins!

A huge bear emerges from amongst 
the trees!

This is the 
chase! I am 

gone 
forever!

Antigonus places some gold 
and some of hermione’s jewels 
in the basket…

Perdita means 

‘she who has been 

lost’ 
in La

tin
.  I

 th
ink 

we can all agree th
at, 

at t
his point in

 th
e play, 

in th
is lonely p

art o
f 

the world, th
is poor 

baby is
 well and 

truly l
ost!


