


Welcome! Please, please, come in and close the door.  You poor thing, you must 
be frozen! People are saying it’s the worst blizzard they can remember. Well, 
there’s one thing for sure - we’re going to be snowed in!  So, shake off your 
boots and sit by the fire. Would you like to borrow my cloak? No? Perhaps, you’d 
prefer to take a blanket?  Now, I’ll close the shutters, and light the candles. 
And, seeing as we’re going to be stuck here awhile, we could pass the time with a 
story. You’d like that? Excellent! Ah… but which one? Let me see..... of course – 
I’ll tell you The Winter’s Tale.  and Oh, what a tale! Prepare yourself for 
statues that come to life, for babies lost and babies found, kings and shipwrecks 
and bears.  But, before we get to any of that, we need to go back to before the 
beginning of our story…

they did everything together: 
running wildly through the 
corridors of the palace…

to a castle in the land of Sicilia

whilst Leontes- always at his friend side-  
was more like the shadow that the sun casts.

That’s better! Young Polixenes’ smile was like the sun, lighting up every room he entered

In fact those babies were princes. One was called polixenes ( say it like Po- 
LICKS - EH - KNEES!) and the other was named leontes. (Say it like Lee- ON - 
TEAS!) They grew up together, loving each other like brothers – though each was 
destined to rule a different kingdom. Let’s grow them up at bit…

where two babies have just been born…



Stealing biscuits from the kitchen…

Painting on the statues in the garden!

And Polixenes 
would laugh so 
hard that 
Leontes could 
not help but join 
in – the shadows 
lifting and his 
own face 
lighting up. They 
were everything 
that best friends 
should be.

As they grew older, they had to learn all that princes must know…

How to hunt… How to command and rule…

How to fight…
And still Polixenes managed, somehow, to bring 
laughter and lightness to all they did together

But At last, the time came for them 
both to become kings 

and leontes had to wave a sad 
farewell to his dearest friend. 

He very much hoped his friend would say yes…

Many years later, longing to see polixenes again, 
Leontes sent an invitation to the land of Bohemia, 
asking Polixenes to come and visit him …



Outside Leontes’ castle, the snow is falling…

…and all is quiet

Inside it couldn’t be more 
different!

A party is in full swing…

Musicians are 
playing…

Guests are 
feasting on the 
finest foods…

People are 
singing…

And everyone is 
having the time of 
their lives!!!

There’s much dancing going on, too – 
not all of it brilliant….

 but right in the centre of the throng 
there are two Kings  who are giving it all 
they’ve got.

So, yes, not only did 
Polixenes accept his 
great friend’s 
invitation, but he’s 
also actually stayed 
for nine whole 
months! Nine 
months! Some of us 
might feel this was a 
bit on the long side…. 
but not Leontes! He 
has loved every minute 
of having his friend 
there and is throwing 
this party in his 
honour. Polixenes 
doesn’t know how to 
thank his dear friend 
for all the hospitality 

I multiply with 
one “we thank you” 

many thousands more 
that go before it

Stay your 
thanks a while and 
pay them when you 

part!

Sir, that’s 
tomorrow!

Polixenes! 
One sev’n night longer Very sooth, 

tomorrow

Polixenes knows he must go home 
and that his friend will be sad

leontes won’t give up, if he won’t 
stay a week, half a week!

We’ll part 
the time between’s 

then!



Leontes. Press 
me not, beseech you 

so, there is no tongue 
in the world that 

moves, none, none, in the 
world so soon as yours  
could win me. My affairs 

do even drag me 
homeward. Farewell 

my brother

But the kingdom of 
Bohemia has been without 
a ruler for too long…

But leontes still hasn’t 
given up, after all he has a 
secret weapon, a very 
persuasive person, his wife 
Hermione! Who is soon to 
have a baby!

If only he could get her 
to speak to polixenes, 
she could definitely get 
him to stay

And at that very moment, she 
appeared at his side!

You 
charge him 

too coldly,. 
Tell him you are 
sure that all in 

bohemia’s 
well Well said 

Hermione, say 
on…

Tongue tied our 
queen?

Hermione now 
understands that 
it’s her job to try 
to get polixenes to 
stay a bit longer. 
Hermione loves 
Leontes. She’s very 
fond of Polixenes 
too, but she 
especially likes 
how happy he makes 
her king. So, she’s 
determined to use 
all her skill with 
words, and all her 
charm to get him to 
stay. She’ll start 
with her smile, 
which is… dazzling. 

The music starts again, and Leontes is 
content to stand to one side, watching 
his beloved queen and his dearest 
friend talking as they join the dance. 

Leontes calls over his 
young son, Mamillius, 
whom he loves dearly

It’s close to Christmas and 
Leontes has a present for him…

When leontes looks back again, Hermione and 
polixenes are all smiles, leontes calls 
across to them…

Is he won 
yet?

He’ll stay 
my lord!

For a moment leontes’ 
face lights up. His friend 
will stay!

Then suddenly, something 
awful happens. No-one 
can see it, but something 
in leontes’ mind begins 
to turn…

A suspicion. Like a drop 
of blood in a glass of 
milk…

It starts to spread, 
starting to spoil 
everything…



Everyone else in the room sees two friends 
dancing and holding hands - as friends 
sometimes do -  but the poisoned mind of 
leontes sees something else: holding 
hands? That’s for husbands and wives!

Leontes makes himself look again. He 
sees their hands, held, as they dance…

Is it possible, he thinks, that Polixenes 
likes Hermione more than him? And what if 
Hermione likes Polixenes more than 
Leontes! He tries to shake off the jealous 
thoughts that would swarm into his mind 
and reminds himself that he’s got what he 
wanted.

He can’t stand to look and turns 
away, but the thoughts come thick 
and fast, as if voices are whispering 

Too hot! 
Too hot! My 

heart dances, but 
not for joy, not 

joy. that is 
entertainment my 

heart likes 
not!

Nobody 
loves you!

Everyone is 
laughing at you!

Polixenes 
is laughing at 

you!

She 
doesn’t 

love you!

Still 
virginalling upon 

his palm? 

A Virginal was 

like a ve
ry e

arly 

kind of p
iano, s

o, 

here, Le
ontes is

 sayin
g 

that H
ermione’s 

fin
gers are playin

g 

on Polixenes hand 

like a keyboard.



And now his mind 
slips into …

It’s as if he’s 
slipped into a 
parallel universe…

Are you my 
calf?

But Mamillius doesn’t 
understand…

he think’s it’s a game where he has to 
pretend to be an animal!

Yes! If 
you will my 

lord

Where polixenes and 
Hermione are 
married!

Hang on, he thinks, 
that would mean 
mamillius was their 
son, not his! He has 
to check…

Leontes stares and stares as his 
son gallops around him, wondering 
if he is his son

polixenes wonders what’s 
going on…

How now my 
lord! What 

cheer? Are you 
moved my 

lord?

And there’s something so 
intense about his stare…

That everyone stops talking 
and looks at leontes

In this short space of time, 
Leontes has become 
completely convinced that 
Hermione and Polixenes are 
in love and so are now his 
enemies- enemies must be 
defeated. But they must 
also not suspect anything. 
So, Leontes smiles as if to 
prove nothing is wrong. 

So leontes smiles to prove 
nothing is wrong…

No, in good 
earnest

If you 
would seek us, we are 
yours in the garden. 
Shall’s attend you 

there?

Happy that he’s ok, 
Hermione says…

To your own 
bents dispose 

you

Leontes tells them to do 
what they like



You’ll be found, be you 
beneath the sky

But as they leave… As they walk away, 
Hermione simply turns to 
listen to Polixenes – which 
is all anyone else sees - 

He turns on mamillius, 
his voice roaring…

Mamillius starts to cry…

The sight of Mamillius in tears 
momentarily brings Leontes to his 
senses. He’s always loved his son. 

Go play, 
boy, play: thy 

mother plays and I 
play too. Go play 

boy, play!

Why, that’s 
some comfort, 

go play 
mamillius, thou 
art an honest 

man

I am 
like you they 

say

Looking at his son, he remembers 
his own childhood, when  he and 
polixenes were such good friends

What!
camillo 

there!

Does thou 
not think my 

wife is 
slippery?

Camillo is Leontes’ right hand man; 
long-serving, honest and noble. 
He is loyal to both the king and his 
queen.

I would not be a 
stander-by to hear my 

sovereign mistress clouded 
so! You never spoke what did 

become you less than this!

Camillo wastes no time in 
telling him off…

Is 
whispering 
nothing? Is 

leaning cheek 
to cheek? Is 

meeting noses? 
Why, then the 

world and all 
that’s in it is 

nothing!

Camillo is astonished, 
is leontes ill?

No, no my 
lord!

Tis true!

Good my 
lord, be 
cured!

And still, no-one else has any idea 
what is going through Leontes’ head. 
How could they?

but to Leontes, she’s 
turned her mouth to him 
waiting to be kissed! He’s 
furious. 



Camillo’s head is spinning. Can Leontes be 
right? If so, with whom has Hermione 
betrayed him? 

It 
is. You 

lie, you lie! 
I say thou 

liest 
Camillo and 

I hate 
thee!

Who does 
infect her?

Polixenes!

My lord!!!

Now he knows for 
sure that Leontes 
is deluded. The 
only person to 
love Leontes as 
much as Hermione 
is Polixenes. 
Neither would 
ever do anything 
to hurt him. 
What Leontes has 
said so far has 
worried Camillo 
deeply, but what 
Leontes does 
next, terrifies 
him…

From his pocket, Leontes produces an 
evil-looking bottle of poison holding it 
out to Camillo. 

Bespice a 
cup to give mine 
enemy a lasting 

wink

Do it and 
thou hast the one half of 

my heart; Do it not, thou 
split’st thine own. 

What a horrible 
choice to have to 
make! Either to kill 
Polixenes or to be 
killed himself… 
Camillo doesn’t 
know what to do, but 
he knows that, if he 
refuses now, Leontes 
will have him 
executed on the spot

I’ll do it, 
my lord

O miserable 
lady

But for me, 
what case stand 

I in? And my 
ground to do it is 
the obedience to 

a master

To do this 
deed 

promotion 
follows

Wait a minute, can good 
Camillo be thinking of 
carrying this out???

If I 
could 

find example 
of thousands 

that had struck 
anointed kings 
and flourished 

after, I’d 
not do it.

Of course not! He’s GOOD Camillo, the best! 
Even if killing Polixenes made him a 
billionaire, he’d still refuse. But how is he to 
escape Leontes’ fury when the king finds out 
he’s been disobeyed? There’s only one thing to 
do… he’s going to have to save polixenes and 
make a run for it.  quick, here comes polixenes 
now…



Good day 
camillo

Hail most 
royal sir

Camillo knows that there 
is very little time and that, 
if they are to save their 
lives, he must be blunt

I am 
appointed 

by the king to 
murder 
you!!!

For 
what???

Oh then my 
best blood 

turn to 
jelly! How 
should this 

grow?

I know not; 
but am sure ‘tis 

safer to Avoid what’s 
grown than question how 

‘tis born. If therefore you 
dare trust my honesty, Away 
tonight! Your followers I 
will whisper to the 

business and clear them 
of the city, come 

sir, away!

And so they ran, through the city, to the boats waiting for polixenes and his 
followers. Wow, we’ve come to the end of act 1 - I can’t believe it. Maybe we 
need to check where everyone is and what they are doing…

But now is not the time for explanations, now is 
the time to run…

Hermione is in her 
bed chamber, tired 
after the party…

Leontes is blinded 
by rage, waiting for 
news of 
polixenes‘ death…

Camillo and polixenes are running 
through the city, trying to sail away 
before leontes finds out they are gone. 
Will they make it? Will Hermione learn 
what’s going on? Will leontes catch and 
kill polixenes? You’ll have to read on to 
find out!!!



Had Leontes become a werewolf he could not be more 
changed!  From loving to savage, from wise to foolish, 
from happy to a creature possessed by a mad fury.

Was he met 
there? Camillo with 

him?

I eyed 
them even to 
their ships

Camillo was 
his help in this! 
There is a plot 
against my life, 

my crown!

It’s been a long evening and 
Hermione needs a rest, she’s with 
Paulina a lady of the court and her 
greatest friend and  mamillius. it’s 
nearly bed time…

Sit by us 
and tell us a 

tale

A sad 
tale’s best for 

winter
Let’s have 

that! Do your 
best to fright 
me with your 

sprites…

But at that moment the door flies open…

Give me the 
boy!!!

Hermione has no idea what is going on. Can 
it be some sort of joke?

What is this? 
Sport?

Bear the boy 
hence!

The guards are 
as puzzled as 
Hermione at 
this command; 
why should 
they take the 
boy away from 
his mother – 
their dear 
queen? 
But Leontes 
rounds on 
them and 
screams his 
order so 
fiercely that 
they fear for 
their own lives 

Away with 
him!

At first no-one moves…

As one of the guards leads him 
gently away, Hermione and paulina 
look on, speechless with shock. 



You, 
my lords, 
look on 

her, mark her 
well: she has 

betrayed 
me!

Hermione loves 
Leontes deeply and 
has done so for a 
long time. She thinks 
this must just be a 
misunderstanding. 

You my 
lord, do but 

mistake!

You have 
mistook, my 

lady, 
polixenes 

for 
leontes!

No, by my 
life!

And so, no-one 
speaks.  Everyone 
would speak for 
Hermione, their 
mistress, but for 
fear of leontes. 
They know her to 
be kind and fair 
and not a single 
person in that 
room can believe 
she has done 
anything to 
deserve prison. 
Even a furious 
Leontes cannot 
make them move. 

Go, do our 
bidding, 
hence!

it’s not until Hermione herself 
nods her agreement to them – 

knowing that the guards must obey 
or face punishment themselves…

…that they carry out Leontes’ 
orders.

Beseech your 
highness, call the 

queen again

The Lords left are bewildered. 
Leontes’ actions seem like those of a 
madman and destined to have terrible 
consequences. 

But leontes won’t listen to 
sense, he’s on a different 
planet to everyone else…

Be certain 
what you do 

sir
Hold your 

peaces! Either 
thou art most 

ignorant by age, or 
thou wert born a 

fool

So confident is 
Leontes that he is 
right and everyone 
else – and I mean 
EVERYONE – is wrong, 
that he has done 
something 
extraordinary…

Yet for a 
greater 

confirmation I have 
dispatched in post to 
the oracle at sacred 
Delphos, to 

Apollo’s 
temple

Leontes has sent servants to the Delphic (say 
del-fic) Oracle to ask whether Hermione is 
guilty or innocent. The Oracle lived at Delphi 
in Greece and through her, people could talk 
to the god Apollo, asking him questions about 
the past, the present and the future. Because 
the answers the Oracle gave came from a god, 
they were the ultimate truth.  Leontes is 
convinced the Oracle will be on his side, and 
then everyone will have to accept that he is 
right!

I dare lay 
down my life 

that the queen is 
spotless

Leontes wants his 
guards to take 
Hermione to the 
dungeon!



Have I done 
well?

This is the worst thing 
ever done in Sicilia, but 
the lords can’t say that…

Well done my 
lord

Though I 
am satisfied, 
yet shall the 
oracle give 
rest to the 

minds of 
others. Come 
follow us!

What will happen 
to Hermione? 
Leontes’ 
behaviour seems 
to have terrified 
the whole court 
into silence. If 
no-one will 
speak up for her 
– is she doomed? 
Well, not if 
paulina has 
anything to do 
with it…

Paulina is down in the 
dungeons , near where Hermione 
is being held…

How fares 
our gracious 

lady?

She is 
something 

before her time 
delivered A boy?

So Hermione has 
given birth to her 
baby daughter 
while in the 
dungeon!!! Thank 
goodness the 
baby is ok. Maybe 
paulina can turn 
this situation to 
Hermione’s 
advantage and 
get her set free!

A 
daughter 

and a 
goodly babe. 

The queen 
receives much 

comfort in 
it

He must 
be told on 

it, I’ll show 
the king and 
undertake to 

be her advocate 
to the loudest. 
He may soften 
at the sight 

of the 
child!

All is not 
yet lost! 
Paulina is 
Brave and 
wise - a 
warrior in 
spirit, 
she’s like 
the 
fiercest 
head 
teacher 
you’ve ever 
met, and 
with her on 
your side, 
you should 
never give 
up. 

Since he was snatched from his 
mother, and she was thrown into 
prison, poor Mamillius has been ill, 
feverish. 

How does the 
boy?

He took 
good rest 

tonight.’tis hoped 
his sickness is 

discharged

To 
see his 

nobleness! 
Conceiving the 
dishonour of 
his mother, he 

straight 
declined, 
drooped, 
took it 
deeply



Leontes 
chooses to 
think that 
Mamillius’s 
illness is a 
reaction to 
his mother’s 
behaviour and 
that this 
shows what a 
noble boy he 
is! Just at 
this moment, 
though, there 
is a pounding 
at the door, 
and it is 
flung wide. 
There stands 
paulina with 
the baby.

A man rushes to the door to stop 
paulina from entering. It is 
antigonus, leontes’ trusted 
advisor - and Paulina’s husband!!! 

Let me pass!

You must not 
enter!

He’s trying to stop her coming in 
to protect her from leontes…

Away with 
that 

audacious 
lady! Antigonus, 

I charge thee 
that she should 

not come 
about me!

But paulina will not be 
stopped…

Good 
queen?

Good queen 
my lord, I say 
good queen!

Out!!!

I come 
for your good 

queen

Force her 
hence!

But first 
I’ll do my 
errand

She places the basket at 
leontes’ feet…

Leontes is filled with 
rage…

Traitors, 
will you not 
push her out?

Paulina is not moving

Take up 
the brat! 

Take’t up I 
say!

No-one else is helping 
leontes either…

A nest of 
traitors!!!

No-one has 
ever dared to 
speak out 
against the 
king before, 
but as they 
look around at 
each other, 
they can’t 
believe how he 
is behaving and 
they start to 
get braver…



I am none by 
this good 

light!

Antigonus speaks first… Then paulina…Then the other nobles…

Nor i
Nor i

Nor I, 
nor any but 
one that’s 
here, and 

that’s 
himself!

This 
brat is 
none of 

mine: hence 
with it, and 

together with 
the dam, 

commit them 
to the 
fire!

Every single 
person in 
that room, 
except 
Leontes, 
feels their 
blood turn 
to ice. Can 
the king truly 
be asking 
them to have 
Hermione and 
the baby 
burnt? It’s 
too horrible 
to think 
about. 

Finally antigonus 
leads his wife away…

It is 
yours!

I’ll 
have thee 
burned

I. Care. Not!

We’re at the end of Act 2 
and things seem terrible!  
How did we get from two 
bffs dancing at a party, 
to this??? One friend 
running for his life,  the 
other seems to have gone 
mad with jealousy, 
putting his wife in prison, 
sending his baby daughter 
to be abandoned in some 
other land… and his 
son’s not too well 
either. And did you know 
this is supposed to be a 
comedy??!! I’m telling 
you, there’d better be 
some laughs in Act 3…

On 
my knees I 

beg that you do 
change this 

purpose

What will 
you adventure 
to save this 
brat’s life?

Anything my 
lord, anything 

possible

Leontes thinks for a 
moment…

It 
shall be 
possible, 
bear it to 

some remote 
and desert 
place, and 
there thou 
leave it.

Leave the baby in a 
deserted place!!!

I 
swear to do 

this, though a 
present death 
had been more 

merciful.

Suddenly a servant 
arrives…

Please your 
highness, 

posts from 
those you sent to 

the oracle are 
come an hour 

since.
The Great 

Apollo suddenly 
will have the truth 

of this appear. 
Prepare the lords. 
Summon a session, 
that we may arraign 
our most disloyal 
lady. She shall 
have a just and 

open trial.

At last thinks leontes, now everyone will 
know he was right…



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!



Now, I know that, when you started reading 
this, nobody warned you that there’d be time 
travel involved. However, if you want to find 
out what happens next, you are just going to 
have to trust me and step into this top-of-the-
range Elizabethan Time Machine. The reason we 
have to get into this not very safe looking 
machine is that we need to journey sixteen 
years into this story’s future! That’s right- 
we are about to skip a whole sixteen years! 
Get in, shut the door and let’s have a look 
through the windscreen as we start the engine, 
hold tight!!!

And look what’s happened to Baby 
Perdita. the kind shepherd has 
brought her up like his own 
daughter, and now she’s grown 
into a beautiful young woman.

Now, while we’re travelling through time and space there seems to be a weird 
kind of song filling the air. I’m not sure exactly where it’s coming from, but 
something tells me the voice is actually time itself. I can’t really explain it, 
but let’s have a listen…

Last of all, a new addition to 
our story. Polixenes has had a 
son,  his name is florizel. You 
may notice that he’s quite 
handsome and charming looking. 
Other people in this story 
(PERDITA) have noticed this too!

here’s Leontes shutting himself away in his 
castle out of shame and grief – Paulina is his 
chief companion now. 



Ok, we’ve reached our destination and it’s time to stop the machine and get out. We 
now find ourselves in polixenes’ royal court. Remember camillo? After helping 
polixenes escape, he didn’t dare go home again, so he’s stayed right here and 
become polixenes’ right hand man - just like he was with leontes. Just as well 
because polixenes has quite a problem on his mind. Now, on with the story; here 
comes act four…

Take upon 
me in the name of time to use my wings,

Speed my swift passage as I slide o’er sixteen years.
Gentle spectators, that I now may be, in fair Bohemia….

And just as the song says the words “fair Bohemia” - here we are, arrived 
sixteen long years later (long for them, not for us!) in Bohemia itself. Now 
Bohemia is a very different place from Sicilia where leontes lives…

Sicilia is all tall buildings and palaces and walled gardens, while Bohemia is 
full of rolling hills and villages. and sheep. thousands of sheep. sheep are 
pretty important in Bohemia…



Camillo, 
when saw’st thou last 
the Prince Florizel, my 

son?

At polixenes’ palace…

Sir, it is three days 
since I saw the Prince. I 

have noted he is of late much 
retired from court and is less 

frequent to his princely 
exercises!

I have this intelligence: that 
he is seldom from the house of a 

most homely shepherd...

…who hath 
a daughter of most rare 

note!

That’s likewise part of 
my intelligence! But, I 
fear the angle that plucks 

our son thither!

So Polixenes’ son 
Florizel has been 
ignoring his duties to go 
and hang out at an old 
shepherd’s house! The 
reason? It’s the girl who 
lives there. Can you guess 
who the girl is? That’s 
right! Perdita! So these 
two men are going to go 
to that shepherd’s home - 
in disguise!!!

be 
my present 

partner in this 
business, We must 
disguise 

ourselves...
.

Five minutes later…

Perfect disguises

Meanwhile, in the 
Bohemian Countryside,  
we find the son of that 
‘homely shepherd’ (and 
Perdita’s brother) 
on his way to market 
and holding the only 
shopping list ever to be 
found in Shakespeare…

Let me 
see: what am I to 

buy for our sheep-
shearing feast? Three 
pound of sugar, five pound 

of currants, rice – 
Nutmegs… ginger…

prunes. 



When suddenly…

O, help me, 
help me!

Alack, poor 
soul!I am 

robbed, sir, 
and beaten

Lend me 
thy hand, 
I’ll help 

thee

No! Oh, Young 
Shepherd, don’t! You 
see, this is not some 
poor victim, this is 
Bohemia’s trickiest 
trickster, con-man 
extraordinaire – 
Autolycus. And, 
whilst Autolycus is 
sharp as a razor, 
our poor Shepherd is 
as sharp as a sock-
full of soup. 
Lovely, kind, gentle, 
but he doesn’t 
realise he’s about 
to be robbed…

How now? 
Canst stand?

Softly, 
dear sir; I fear, 

sir, my shoulder-
blade is out

Then fare thee 
well. I must go 
buy spices for our 

sheep-shearing

But as he is helped up, his 
hand dips into the shepherd 
boy’s basket…

Dost 
lack any 

money? I have a 
little money 

for thee

No 
sweet sir, 

offer me no 
money, that 

kills my 
heart!

Your purse is not 
hot enough to 

purchase your spice. 

Prosper you, 
sweet sir!

I’ll be with you 
at your sheep-

shearing too. If I 
make not this cheat 
bring out another, let 
my name be put in the 

book of virtue.



Now, when 
you hear the 
words 
‘sheep-
shearing 
festival’, 
does your 
heart skip a 
beat with 
excitement? I 
thought not. 
However, on 
this occasion, 
you are 
wrong! 
Perhaps this 
is the picture 
you have in 
your head…. 

This? When it’s actually more like this…

The festivities 
will start 
soon, but in 
the meantime, 
the Mistress 
of The Feast 
and her 
partner are 
getting 
ready, 
rehearsing 
one of the 
slower 
dances.

Does she look familiar? Does he? Yes, 
it’s Perdita and Prince Florizel! 

So, this is where he’s been! 

A few months ago, he 
got lost whilst 
hunting and, straying 
into the fields 
owned by the Old 
Shepherd, saw, and 
fell in love with, 
Perdita. Since then, 
he’s kept coming 
back, day after day, 
disguising himself as 
a shepherd called 
Doricles. He’s told 
perdita who he 
really is, but 
everyone else thinks 
he’s a poor shepherd

I bless 
the time when 

my good falcon 
made her flight 
across thy father’s 

ground.

Perdita is terrified 
that king polixenes 
will find out

Even now I 
tremble to think 

your father by some 
accident should pass 

this way.

I’ll be 
thine, my fair, 

not my 
father’s

Your 
guests are 

coming!

Fie 
daughter! 

Present yourself 
that which you are, 
Mistress of the 

feast!

Welcome 
to our 

shearing!



A crowd watches as the band plays and 
people begin to dance. hang on….

Recognise anyone?

Well 
done! 
Yes, 
Polixenes 
and 
Camillo, 
are here 
to check 
up on 
Florizel 
And They 
waste no 
time in 
beginning 
to spy…

Polixenes is not 
happy at all. 
Florizel should 
be meeting 
princesses and 
being charmed by 
their dancing 
-certainly not 
dancing with a 
common 
shepherd’s 
daughter, he’ll 
have to put a 
stop to this…

Come, strike 
up

What fair 
swain is this 
which dances 

with your 
daughter?

They 
call him 

doricles! He 
says he loves 
my daughter, I 

think so 
too!

How now fair 
shepherd! Your 
heart is full of 

something that does 
take your mind 
from feasting!

Florizel whispers 
something to perdita…

Let me 
hear what you 

profess

It’s all making polixenes 
pretty angry…

Do, and be 
witness to it and 

he, and more than he, 
and men; the earth, the 

heavens and all contract 
us fore these 

witnesses!

Omg - florizel is proposing to 

perdita! polixenes is mad! How 
dare his son do this without his 
permission!

I have, but 
what of him?

Soft swain, 
awhile, beseech 
you. Have you a 

father?

Knows he of 
this?

He neither 
does, nor 

shall!



Methinks 
a father is at the 

nuptial of his son a 
guest that best 

becomes the table
Let him know it!

I yield 
this; but for some other 

reasons, my grave sir, which ‘tis 
not fit you know, I not acquaint my 

father of this business.

He must not. 
Mark our contract!

That does it! Polixenes has had 
enough!

Mark 
your 

divorce, 
young sir, 

whom son I 
dare not 

call!

Thou, old 
traitor, I am 
sorry that by 

hanging thee I can 
shorten thy life 
by one week!

O, my heart!

Thou, 
fresh piece 

of excellent 
witchcraft - 
I’ll have thy 

beauty 
scratched with 

briers

Even here 
undone! I 

told you what 
would come 

of this!

For 
thee, we’ll 

bar thee from 
succession!

It’s the king! 
Everyone is shocked 
and afraid!

Florizel is 
speechless

Everyone!



This is awful! And 
just when it 
looked like the 
story was taking a 
turn for the 
better! The old 
Shepherd to be 
killed, Perdita’s 
beauty ruined and 
Florizel never to 
be King? And all 
for love? 
Polixenes is making 
a terrible mistake! 
Hang on… didn’t 
another king make 
a terrible mistake 
about 16 years 
ago? Is there a 
pattern here? 

O cursed 
wretch that 

knew this was 
the prince!

Now perdita’s brother 
turns on her…

Be 
advised! This is 

desperate sir. You 
know your father’s 

temper…

Not for 
Bohemia, nor all 

the sun sees will I 
break my oath to this 

fair beloved

Then list to 
me, if you will 

not change your 
purpose, then make 
for Sicilia and there 

present yourself 
before leontes!

Poor Camillo doesn’t know what to do…

What 
colour 
for my 

visitation 
shall I hold 

up before 
him?

What! Surely this is 
crazy talk! Leontes and 
Polixenes haven’t 
spoken to each other 
for 16 years and – let’s 
face it – the last time, 
Leontes tried to have 
Polixenes killed! So 
why on earth should he 
welcome Polixenes’ 
son? Also, how is 
Florizel to escape 
Bohemia without his 
father noticing? If 
only there was some 
way to disguise him…

Sent 
by the King your father 

to greet him and to give him 
comforts. Methinks I see 

Leontes opening his arms and 
weeping his welcomes 

forth!

Autolycus has 
done very well 
at the festival. 
He got busy 
selling all 
sorts of stuff: 
ribbons, lace, 
gloves, songs. 
And the guests 
couldn’t get 
enough of it! So, 
now, he’s about 
to go home, but 
maybe there’s 
one more 
opportunity to 
make some cash…

Uh oh…

Guess who’s back…

How now 
good fellow, 

change garments 
with this 

gentleman!

Are you in 
earnest sir?

There’s some 
boot!

Definitely a weird request… 

but if there’s money in it, what’s not 
to like!



And so florizel and perdita 
are off to Sicilia!

What I shall do next 
shall be to tell 

polixenes of this escape 
and whither they are bound; 
wherein my hope is I shall 

prevail to force him 
after

I don’t know what 
Camillo ate (or drank) at 
the sheep-shearing 
feast, but it seems to 
have made him strangely 
optimistic. He’s hoping 
that, once Polixenes has 
been tricked into 
returning to the court 
of Leontes, something 
fantastic will happen  - 
probably involving hugs 
all round. However, I’ve 
been paying attention to 
this story and noticed 
that everything always 
seems to go wrong, I 
think it’s more likely 
that Leontes has been 
training a group of 
savage Bohemian bears 
that will eat everyone as 
soon as they arrive. 

Should I 
now meet my 

father, he would 
not call me son. 
Fortune speed us! I 
have a vessel rides 

fast by. To the 
seaside! 

Now autolycus knows the plan, 
maybe he can make even more 
money somehow…

Somebody has been 
hiding and listening! 

Here comes the old 
shepherd and his son…

There is 
no other 

way but to 
tell the king 

she’s a 
changeling and 
none of your 

flesh and 
blood

It’s a good idea, if they tell 
polixenes that perdita isn’t 
really one of their family, 
then maybe they won’t be 
punished?

And they kept the evidence…

Pray 
heartily he be 

at palace

Well 
let us to the 

king

Show 
those things you 
found about her, 

those secret 
things The king is 

not at the 
palace, he is gone 
aboard a new ship. 

I’ll bring you 
where he is aboard, 

tender your 
persons to his 

presence, whisper 
him in your 

behalfs

Autolycus sees his chance…

He seems to 
be of great 

authority. Give 
him gold!

An 
please it sir, 

to undertake this 
business for us, 
here is the gold 

that I have

Autolycus has done it again! And so as we sail into act five, what can possibly happen next? 
Will leontes forgive everyone, will they forgive him? Will the shepherds be punished? 
Will florizel and perdita be allowed to marry? So many questions…



Sixteen years have seemed a very long time in 
the court of Sicilia. Let’s pay leontes a visit…

Whilst I 
remember her and 

her virtues, I 
cannot forget

Sir, sixteen years! You 
have done enough, and have 

performed a saint-like 
sorrow. Forget your evil. 

forgive yourself

Too true, my 
lord. She you 
killed is still 
unparalleled

Leontes has spent all this time repenting 
of the terrible things that he has done 
and paulina won’t let him forget it…You 

might have spoken a 
thousand things that would 

have done the time more 
benefit!

You 
are one of those 

would have him 
wed again.

if 
you would not 

so, you pity not 
the state!

There 
is none worthy, 
respecting her 

that’s…

And there you 
have what is 
worrying so 
many in 
Leontes’ 
court. If he 
doesn’t marry 
again, if there 
are no more 
children, 
there will be 
no heir to 
the throne – 
which might 
well lead to 
war! 

A servant runs in…
One that 

gives out himself 
Prince Florizel, son of 
Polixenes, with his princess, 

desires access!

What with him?

But few, and 
those but mean…

Bring them to 
our 

embracement!



Most 
dearly 

welcome, and 
your fair 
princes

Leontes is 
astonished at 
the 
resemblance 
between 
florizel and his 
father when he 
was young. In 
an instant he is 
full of 
overwhelming 
emotion: 
sorrow, regret 
and love all 
mingled with 
hope…

By his command 
I give you all 

greetings that a 
king can his 

brother

Florizel is 
telling a 
bit of a lie, 
he’s not 
here to 
send 
greetings 
from 
polixenes 
is he? Quite 
the 
opposite, 
he’s on the 
run from 
him! He’s 
hoping this 
little lie 
won’t get 
found out…

Your 
father’s image is 

so hit in you, that I 
should call you 

brother!

O my brother, 
good gentlemen, 
the wrongs I have 

done thee…

A lord arrives…

Please 
you great 

sir, 
polixenes 
greets you 

from himself by 
me. Desires you 
catch his son, 
who has fled 

from his father 
with a 

shepherd’s 
daughter!

Oops! Well florizel’s story 
didn’t hold up for long..

Where’s 
polixenes?

Here in 
your city. In the 
chase of this fair 

couple meets he the 
father of this seeming 

lady and her 
brother

Camillo, 
sir. I spake 

with him, who 
now has these 
poor men in 
question.

Who, 
Camillo?

So polixenes has caught up with the 
old shepherd…

He’s with 
the king your 

father

Camillo 
has betrayed 

me!

Never 
saw I wretches so 
quake! Polixenes 

threatens them with  
divers deaths in 

death!



O my poor 
father! The 

heavens will 
not have our 

contract 
celebrated!

You are 
married?

We are 
not sir, nor 

are we like to 
be

My lord, 
is this the 

daughter of a 
king?

She is 
when once 
she is my 

wife. Beseech 
you sir, step 
forth mine 
advocate

Step forth mine advocate? 
Wow, he’s asking leontes 
to speak to polixenes on 
his behalf! We’ve already 
established: princes 
should marry princesses 
and they should marry to 
make their kingdoms more 
powerful, not for love. 
Leontes is a king, he 
understands this. But he 
is also a man, and one who 
has spent the last 16 
years thinking about how 
much he loved his own wife 
and how he did her 
wrong…

Everyone holds their 
breath, until…

I will to 
your father, 
therefore 

follow me and 
mark what way 

I make.
Florizel and perdita both hope 
for their happily ever after…

And so…a great crowd has gathered outside 
leontes’ palace, wondering what is going on…

 Autolycus has followed the shepherds 
here but has had to wait outside. He is 
desperate to find out the news…

Beseech 
you, were you 

present at this 
relation?

A fardel is a 

bundle - the one 

that perdita was 

left with on the 

shore, w
ith the 

gold and je
wels 

in

I was by at the 
opening of the 

fardel that was left 
with Perdita, heard the 

old shepherd deliver the 
manner how he found it, 

whereupon we were 
all commanded out 

of the chamber



So, the 
Shepherd 
showed 
Leontes 
all the 
stuff in 
the fardel 
that was 
left with 
Perdita – 
which, of 
course, 
Leontes 
recognised 
because it 
had 
belonged 
to 
Hermione 
before!

A lord rushes out to tell 
everyone the news…

The 
oracle is 

fulfilled! The 
king’s daughter 

is found!

As news 
spreads round 
the crowd, you 
can feel the 
excitement in 
the air. Sicilia 
is saved! An 
heir to the 
throne! The 
King reunited 
with Perdita, 
his long-lost 
child! It’s like 
a fairytale! And 
of course, now 
that Perdita is 
proved a 
princess, she 
and Florizel 
can marry! 

Did you see 
the meeting of the 

two kings? Then you 
have lost a sight 
which was to be 

seen…

Our king, 
being ready to leap out 
of himself for joy of his 
found daughter cries… Then asks 

polixenes 
forgiveness

Then 
embraces 
florizel

Now he 
thanks the old 

shepherd

O thy 
mother, thy 

mother!

Ok, ok. Before anybody points this out, yes, Camillo was right at the end of Act 4, and I was 
wrong. It would seem that there have been hugs all round… and the Shepherds are safe! 

Are 
they returned 

to court?

No! The 
princess hearing of her 

mother’s statue - which is in the 
keeping of paulina - thither 

are they gone…

Wait a 
minute, 
what’s all 
this about a 
statue of 
Hermione? 
Why am I 
only 
hearing 
about this 
now?

A piece 
many years in 
the doing and 

now newly 
performed by 
that Italian 

master, Julio 
Romano

Oh, right. So 
it’s a statue 
that this 
Julio 
Romano has 
been working 
on for a 
long time, I 
just haven’t 
heard about 
it. And 
Paulina’s 
been looking 
after it?

She hath

For how 
long?

Ever since 
the death of 

Hermione

Ok! Thanks very much for your help, we’d 
better go and have a look for ourselves. 
This is the place that paulina has kept 
secret for all these years…



So, here we are 
inside, and the 
gang’s all here: 
leontes, 
polixenes, 
camillo, florizel 
and perdita. they 
are all so happy 
to be back 
together. There 
are many statues 
to look at, but 
they really only 
care about one in 
particular…

Your 
gallery 
have we 
passed 

through, but 
we saw not 

that which my 
daughter 
came to 

look upon. 
The statue 

of her 
mother

O grave and 
good paulina

I keep it 
lonely, 

apart. But 
here it is. 

Behold, and 
say ’tis 
well!

There is a gasp from 
everyone present…

The statue looks just like 
the queen. Maybe it’s the way 
that it’s hit by the light, but 
it looks so lifelike. And it 
brings all those memories 
from sixteen years ago back 
for leontes.

O, thus she 
stood when 

first I wooed 
her! I am 
ashamed…

As perdita reaches out…

Oh patience! The 
statue is newly 

fixed but the 
colour’s not dry

It’s all too much for 
leontes…

My lord

Dear 
brother No-one 

seems to be 
able to calm 
leontes 
down, so 
paulina, 
seeing how 
upset he is, 
decides to 
cover up the 
statue…



Do not 
draw the 

curtain let 
be, let be!

What you 
can, make her 

do

’Tis 
time; descend; 
be stone no 

more!

O, she’s 
warm! If this be 

magic, let it be an 
art as lawful as 

eating!

And then the most extraordinary, 
wonderful thing happens…

Start not, 
her actions shall 
be as holy as you 
hear my spell  is 

lawful

Turn, 
good lady, 
our perdita 

is found

If you can 
behold it, 

I’ll make the 
statue move 

indeed, 
descend and 
take you by 

the hand

It is 
required you 

do awake your 
faith. Then all 

stand still

You gods 
look down, and 

from your 
sacred vials pour 
your graces on 
my daughter’s 

head

Turn, good 
lady; our 
perdita is 

found



Tell me, 
mine own, 

where hast 
thou been 

preserved? For 
thou shalt hear 

that I, knowing by 
paulina that the 

oracle gave hope 
thou wast in 
being, have 
preserved 

myself to the 
issue

Wait, I’m a bit confused here…. 
I think the statue has just said 
that she has stayed alive 
because Paulina told her that 
the Oracle said that her baby – 
Perdita – had survived. But 
statues can’t have babies, can 
they? And if they did, wouldn’t 
they be statue babies? Hmm.  
Could this possibly be the REAL 
Hermione! What? You’ve 
already worked that out? 
Great. Right, so Paulina has 
pretended that she’s been 
having a statue of Hermione 
made, to keep the real 
Hermione safe all this time, and 
to make sure that Leontes is 
properly sorry. I get it now…

Of course, poor 
antigonus never made it 
home…

Go 
together, 

you precious 
winners all; I 
will wing me 

to some 
wither’d bough 
and there my 
mate, that’s 
never to be 
found again, 
lament till 
I am lost

O, peace, 
paulina! Thou 
shouldst a 

husband take by 
my consent, as 

I by thine a 
wife.

Come, 
camillo!

And take her 
by the hand!

So, that’s it, everyone’s off, 
probably to have lunch, and 
certainly to tell each other 
everything that’s happened in 
the last sixteen years. We 
don’t get to hear that, 
though, as this is where the 
story ends for us -  much 
more happily than I had 
thought it would half way 
through! What a winter’s 
tale it was! So much has 
happened and so much time 
has passed. Things worked 
out for everyone in the end - 
apart from poor antigonus. 
maybe one of the morals of 
the story is don’t go to a 
beach where there are 
bears? Or Maybe, the main 
thing to learn is that 
jealousy can ruin everything, 
but love will always win in 
the end! Oh look, the 
blizzard outside seems to 
have stopped and it’s time to 
leave the land of Sicilia. 
Safe journey, perhaps we’ll 
meet again someday?

        THE end!

Good 
paulina, 
lead us 

from hence, 
where we may 
leisurely each 
one demand an 
answer to his 

part perform’d 
in this wide gap 
of time since 
first we were 

dissever’d: 
hastily 
lead 
away


