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SCENE: Scotland and Engl and
ACT |. SCENE I.

A desert place. Thunder and |i ghtning.

Enter three Wtches.

FI RST WTCH. Wen shall we three neet again?
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?
SECOND W TCH. When the hurlyburly's done,
Wien the battle's | ost and won.
THIRD WTCH. That will be ere the set of sun.
FI RST WTCH. Were the place?
SECOND W TCH. Upon t he heat h.
THIRD WTCH. There to nmeet with Macbeth.
FIRST WTCH. | cone, G aymal ki n.
ALL. Paddock calls. Anon!
Fair is foul, and foul is fair.
Hover through the fog and filthy air. Exeunt .
SCENE 1 1.

A canp near Forres. Alarum wi thin.

Enter Duncan, Ml colm Donal bain, Lennox, with Attendants,

nmeeting a bl eeding Sergeant.

DUNCAN. What bl oody man is that? He can report,
As seeneth by his plight, of the revolt
The newest state.

MALCOLM This is the sergeant
Who i ke a good and hardy sol di er fought
"Gainst nmy captivity. Hail, brave friend!
Say to the King the knowl edge of the broil

As thou didst |eave it.



SERGEANT. Doubtful it stood,
As two spent swinmers that do cling together
And choke their art. The mercil ess Macdonwal d-
Wrthy to be a rebel, for to that
The multiplying villainies of nature
Do swarm upon him-fromthe Wstern Isles
O kerns and gal |l owgl asses i s supplied;
And Fortune, on his dammed quarrel smling,
Show d like a rebel's whore. But all's too weak;
For brave Macbeth -well he deserves that nane-
Di sdai ni ng Fortune, with his brandish'd steel,
Whi ch snoked wi th bl oody execution,
Li ke Val or's mnion carved out his passage
Till he faced the slave,
Whi ch ne' er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him
Till he unseamid himfromthe nave to the chaps,
And fix'd his head upon our battl enents.

DUNCAN. O valiant cousin! Wrthy gentl eman!

SERGEANT. As whence the sun 'gins his reflection
Shi pw ecki ng storns and direful thunders break,
So fromthat spring whence confort seenmid to cone
Di sconfort swells. Mark, King of Scotland, mark.
No sooner justice had, with valor armd,
Conpel | ' d these skipping kerns to trust their heels,
But the Norweyan |ord, surveying vantage,
Wth furbish'd arms and new supplies of nen,
Began a fresh assault.

DUNCAN. Dismay'd not this
Qur captains, Macbeth and Banquo. ?

SERGEANT. Yes,
As sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion.
If | say sooth, | nust report they were

As cannons overcharged with doubl e cracks,



So t hey
Doubl y redoubl ed strokes upon the foe.
Except they nmeant to bathe in reeking wounds,
O menorize anot her Col got ha,
| cannot tell-
But | amfaint; ny gashes cry for help.
DUNCAN. So well thy words becone thee as thy wounds;
They smack of honor both. Go get hi m surgeons.
Exit Sergeant, attended.

Who cones here?

Ent er Ross.

MALCOLM The wort hy Thane of Ross.

LENNOX. What a haste | ooks through his eyes! So should he | ook
That seens to speak things strange.

ROSS. God save the King!

DUNCAN. Whence canest thou, worthy Thane?

RCSS. From Fife, great King,
Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky
And fan our peopl e col d.
Norway hinself, with terrible nunbers,
Assisted by that nost disloyal traitor
The Thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict,
Till that Bellona's bridegroom |app'd in proof,
Confronted himw th sel f-conparisons,
Poi nt agai nst point rebellious, arm'gainst arm
Curbing his lavish spirit; and, to concl ude,
The victory fell on us.

DUNCAN. G eat happi ness!

RCSS. That now
Sweno, the Norways' king, craves conposition;

Nor woul d we deign himburial of his nmen



Till he disbursed, at Saint Colnme's Inch,
Ten thousand dollars to our general use.
DUNCAN. No nore that Thane of Cawdor shall deceive
Qur bosominterest. Go pronounce his present death,
And with his forner title greet Macbeth.
RCSS. I'Il see it done.
DUNCAN. VWhat he hath | ost, noble Macbeth hath won.
Exeunt .
SCENE I 11.

A heath. Thunder.

Enter the three Wtches.

FIRST WTCH. Where hast thou been, sister?

SECOND WTCH. Killing sw ne.

THIRD WTCH. Sister, where thou?

FIRST WTCH. A sailor's wife had chestnuts in her |ap,
And mounch'd, and nmounch'd, and nounch'd. "G ve ne," quoth I.
"Aroint thee, witch!" the runp-fed ronyon cries.

Her husband's to Al eppo gone, mnaster the Tiger;

But in a sieve I'Il thither sail,
And, like a rat without a tail,
"1l do, I'lIl do, and I'Il do.
SECOND WTCH. |'11l give thee a w nd.

FI RST WTCH. Thou'rt kind.
THIRD WTCH. And | anot her.
FIRST WTCH. | nyself have all the other,
And the very ports they blow,
Al the quarters that they know
I' the shipman's card.
I will drain himdry as hay:
Sl eep shall neither night nor day

Hang upon hi s pent house |id;



He shall live a nman forbid.
Weary se' nnights nine tines nine
Shall he dwi ndl e, peak, and pine;
Though his bark cannot be |ost,
Yet it shall be tenpest-toss'd.
Look what | have.
SECOND W TCH. Show ne, show ne.
FIRST WTCH. Here | have a pilot's thunb,
Weck'd as honeward he did cone. Drum wi t hi n.
TH RD WTCH. A drum a drum
Macbet h doth cone.
ALL. The weird sisters, hand in hand,
Posters of the sea and | and,
Thus do go about, about,
Thrice to thine, and thrice to m ne,
And thrice again, to nake up nine.

Peace! The charm s wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo.

MACBETH. So foul and fair a day | have not seen.
BANQUO. How far is't call'd to Forres? What are these
So wither'd and so wild in their attire,
That | ook not |ike the inhabitants o' the earth,
And yet are on't? Live you? or are you aught
That man may question? You seemto understand ne,
By each at once her choppy finger |aying
Upon her skinny lips. You should be wonen,
And yet your beards forbid nme to interpret
That you are so.
MACBETH. Speak, if you can. What are you?
FIRST WTCH. All hail, Mchbeth, hail to thee, Thane of d anis!

SECOND WTCH. All hail, Macbeth, hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor!



THIRD WTCH. Al hail, Mcbeth, that shalt be King hereafter!
BANQUO. Good sir, why do you start, and seemto fear
Things that do sound so fair? |I' the nane of truth,
Are ye fantastical or that indeed
Wi ch outwardly ye show? My nobl e partner
You greet with present grace and great prediction
O nobl e having and of royal hope,
That he seens rapt withal. To nme you speak not.
If you can | ook into the seeds of tine,
And say which grain will grow and which will not,
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear
Your favors nor your hate.
FI RST WTCH. Hail!
SECOND W TCH. Hai | !
THIRD WTCH. Hail!
FI RST WTCH. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.
SECOND W TCH. Not so happy, yet much happier.
THIRD WTCH. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none.
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo!
FI RST WTCH. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail!
MACBETH. Stay, you inperfect speakers, tell ne nore.
By Sinel's death | know | am Thane of G anis;
But how of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawdor |ives,
A prosperous gentlenan; and to be King
St ands not within the prospect of belief,
No nore than to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this strange intelligence, or why
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way
Wth such prophetic greeting? Speak, | charge you.
W t ches vani sh.
BANQUO. The earth hath bubbl es as the water has,
And these are of them Whither are they vanish'd?

MACBETH. Into the air, and what seenid corporal nelted



As breath into the wind. Wuld they had stay'd!
BANQUO. Were such things here as we do speak about?
O have we eaten on the insane root
That takes the reason prisoner?
MACBETH. Your children shall be kings.
BANQUO. You shall be King.
MACBETH. And Thane of Cawdor too. Went it not so?

BANQUO. To the sel fsane tune and words. Who's here?

Enter Ross and Angus.

RCSS. The King hath happily received, Mcbeth,
The news of thy success; and when he reads
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight,

H s wonders and his praises do contend

Whi ch should be thine or his. Silenced with that,
In viewing o' er the rest o' the selfsanme day,

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks,

Not hi ng af eard of what thyself didst nake,
Strange i mages of death. As thick as hail

Cane post with post, and every one did bear

Thy praises in his kingdonmis great defense,

And pour'd them down before him

ANGUS. W are sent
To give thee, fromour royal naster, thanks;
Only to herald thee into his sight,

Not pay thee.

RCSS. And for an earnest of a greater honor,
He bade ne, fromhim call thee Thane of Cawdor.
In which addition, hail, nost worthy Thane,
For it is thine.

BANQUO. What, can the devil speak true?

MACBETH. The Thane of Cawdor |ives. Wiy do you dress



In borrow d robes?

ANGUS. Who was the Thane lives yet,
But under heavy judgenent bears that life
Whi ch he deserves to | ose. Wether he was conbi ned
Wth those of Norway, or did line the rebe
Wth hidden hel p and vantage, or that with both
He labor'd in his country's weck, | know not;
But treasons capital, confess'd and proved,
Have overthrown him

MACBETH. [Aside.] danis, and Thane of Cawdor!
The greatest is behind. [To Ross and Angus] Thanks for your

pai ns.

[ Asi de to Banquo] Do you not hope your children shall be kings,
When those that gave the Thane of Cawdor to ne
Promi sed no less to then?

BANQUO. [Aside to Macbeth.] That, trusted hone,
M ght yet enkindle you unto the crown,
Besi des the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange;
And oftentinmes, to win us to our harm
The instruments of darkness tell us truths,
Wn us with honest trifles, to betray's
I n deepest consequence-
Cousins, a word, | pray you.

MACBETH. [Aside.] Two truths are told,
As happy prol ogues to the swelling act
O the inperial thene-I thank you, gentlenen.
[Aside.] This supernatural soliciting
Cannot be ill, cannot be good. If ill,
Way hath it given nme earnest of success,
Conmmencing in a truth? | am Thane of Cawdor.
If good, why do | yield to that suggestion
Whose horrid image doth unfix ny hair

And nmake ny seated heart knock at ny ribs,



Agai nst the use of nature? Present fears

Are |l ess than horrible inmaginings:

My t hought, whose nurther yet is but fantastical

Shakes so ny single state of man that function

Is snother'd in surmse, and nothing is

But what is not.

BANQUO. Look, how our partner's rapt.
MACBETH. [Aside.] If chance will have nme King, why, chance may
crown ne

W thout ny stir.

BANQUO. New honors cone upon him
Li ke our strange garnents, cleave not to their nould
But with the aid of use.

MACBETH. [ Aside.] Cone what cone may,

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day.
BANQUO. Wort hy Macbeth, we stay upon your | eisure.
MACBETH. G ve me your favor; ny dull brain was w ought

Wth things forgotten. Kind gentlenen, your pains

Are register'd where every day | turn

The leaf to read them Let us toward the King.

Thi nk upon what hath chanced, and at nore tineg,

The interimhaving weigh'd it, let us speak

Qur free hearts each to other
BANQUO. Very gl adly.

MACBETH. Till then, enough. Cone, friends. Exeunt .
SCENE | V.

Forres. The pal ace.

Fl ouri sh. Enter Duncan, Mal col m Donal bai n,

Lennox, and Attendants.

DUNCAN. |s execution done on Cawdor? Are not

Those in conm ssion yet return'd?



MALCOLM My liege
They are not yet cone back. But | have spoke
Wth one that saw himdie, who did report
That very frankly he confess'd his treasons,
| mpl ored your Hi ghness' pardon, and set forth
A deep repentance. Nothing in his life
Becanme himlike the leaving it; he died
As one that had been studied in his death,
To throw away t he dearest thing he owed
As '"twere a careless trifle.

DUNCAN. There's no art
To find the mnd' s construction in the face:
He was a gentleman on whom | built

An absol ute trust.

Ent er Macbet h, Banquo, Ross, and Angus.

O wort hi est cousin!
The sin of ny ingratitude even now
Was heavy on nme. Thou art so far before,
That swiftest wing of reconpense is slow
To overtake thee. Wuld thou hadst |ess deserved,
That the proportion both of thanks and paynent
M ght have been nmine! Only | have left to say,
More is thy due than nore than all can pay.
MACBETH. The service and the loyalty | owe,
In doing it, pays itself. Your H ghness' part
Is to receive our duties, and our duties
Are to your throne and state, children and servants,
Whi ch do but what they should, by doing everything
Saf e toward your |ove and honor
DUNCAN. Wel come hit her.

| have begun to plant thee, and will | abor



To nake thee full of growi ng. Noble Banquo,
That hast no | ess deserved, nor nust be known
No | ess to have done so; let ne infold thee
And hold thee to nmy heart.
BANQUO. There if | grow,
The harvest is your own.
DUNCAN. My pl enteous joys,
Wanton in fullness, seek to hide thensel ves
In drops of sorrow. Sons, Kkinsnen, thanes,
And you whose places are the nearest, know
We will establish our estate upon
Qur el dest, Malcolm whomwe nane hereafter
The Prince of Cunmberland; which honor nust
Not unacconpani ed i nvest him only,
But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine
On all deservers. From hence to |nverness,
And bind us further to you
MACBETH. The rest is labor, which is not used for you
I"l1'l be nyself the harbinger, and nmake joyfu
The hearing of ny wife with your approach
So hunbly take ny | eave.
DUNCAN. My worthy Cawdor!
MACBETH. [Aside.] The Prince of Cunberland! That is a step
On which I nust fall down, or else o'erleap
For in ny way it lies. Stars, hide your fires;
Let not light see ny black and deep desires.
The eye wink at the hand; yet let that be
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. Exit.
DUNCAN. True, worthy Banquo! He is full so valiant,
And in his conmendations | am fed;
It is a banquet to nme. Let's after him
Whose care is gone before to bid us wel cone.

It is a peerless kinsnan. Fl ouri sh. Exeunt.



SCENE V.

I nverness. Macbeth's castl e.

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter

LADY MACBETH. "They nmet me in the day of success, and | have
| earned by the perfectest report they have nore in themthan
nortal know edge. When | burned in desire to question them
further, they made thenselves air, into which they vani shed.
Whiles | stood rapt in the wonder of it, canme mssives fromthe
King, who all-hailed me ' Thane of Cawdor'; by which title,
before, these weird sisters saluted nme and referred ne to the
coming on of time with "Hail, King that shalt be!' This have
t hought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner of greatness,
that thou m ghtst not | ose the dues of rejoicing, by being
i gnorant of what greatness is promsed thee. Lay it to thy heart,

and farewel | . "

danis thou art, and Cawdor, and shalt be
What thou art promised. Yet do | fear thy nature.

It is too full o the mlk of human ki ndness

To catch the nearest way. Thou woul dst be great;

Art not wi thout anbition, but w thout

The illness should attend it. Wat thou woul dst highly,
That woul dst thou holily; woul dst not play false,

And yet woul dst wongly win. Thou'ldst have, great Q am s,
That which cries, "Thus thou nust do, if thou have it;
And that which rather thou dost fear to do

Than wi shest shoul d be undone.™ Hi e thee hither

That | nmay pour ny spirits in thine ear

And chastise with the valor of ny tongue

Al'l that inpedes thee fromthe gol den round

Whi ch fate and net aphysical aid doth seem



To have thee crown'd wi t hal

Enter a Messenger.

What is your tidings?
MESSENGER. The King conmes here tonight.
LADY MACBETH. Thou'rt nmad to say it!
I's not thy master with hin? who, were't so,
Woul d have informid for preparation
MESSENGER. So pl ease you, it is true; our Thane is conming.
One of ny fellows had the speed of him
Who, al nost dead for breath, had scarcely nore
Than woul d nake up his nessage.
LADY MACBETH. G ve hi mtending;
He brings great news. Exit Messenger
The raven hinself is hoarse
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlenents. Come, you spirits
That tend on nortal thoughts, unsex ne here
And fill me fromthe crown to the toe top-full
O direst cruelty! Mke thick ny blood,
Stop up the access and passage to renorse,
That no conpunctious visitings of nature
Shake ny fell purpose nor keep peace between
The effect and it! Cone to ny wonan's breasts,
And take ny milk for gall, your murthering mnisters,
Wherever in your sightless substances
You wait on nature's mschief! Come, thick night,
And pall thee in the dunnest snoke of hel
That ny keen knife see not the wound it nakes
Nor heaven peep through the bl anket of the dark

To cry, "Hold, hold!'"



Ent er Macbet h.

Geat danis! Wrthy Cawdor!
G eater than both, by the all-hail hereafter!
Thy letters have transported ne beyond
This ignorant present, and | feel now
The future in the instant.
MACBETH. My dearest |ove,
Duncan conmes here tonight.
LADY MACBETH. And when goes hence?
MACBETH. Tonorrow, as he purposes.
LADY MACBETH. O never
Shal | sun that norrow see!
Your face, ny Thane, is as a book where nen
May read strange matters. To beguile the tine,
Look like the time; bear wel conme in your eye,
Your hand, your tongue; |look like the innocent flower,
But be the serpent under it. He that's coming
Must be provided for; and you shall put
This night's great business into ny dispatch,
Whi ch shall to all our nights and days to cone
G ve solely sovereign sway and mast erdom
MACBETH. W will speak further.
LADY MACBETH. Only | ook up clear;
To alter favor ever is to fear.
Leave all the rest to me. Exeunt .
SCENE VI .

Bef ore Macbeth's castle. Hautboys and torches.

Enter Duncan, Ml col m Donal bai n, Banquo, Lennox, Macduff,

Ross, Angus, and Attendants.

DUNCAN. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the air



Ni mbly and sweetly recomends itself
Unto our gentle senses.

BANQUO. This guest of sunmer,
The tenpl e-haunting martl et, does approve
By his loved mansionry that the heaven's breath
Smells wooingly here. No jutty, frieze,
Buttress, nor coign of vantage, but this bird
Hat h nade his pendant bed and procreant cradle;
Where they nost breed and haunt, | have observed

The air is delicate.

Enter Lady Macbet h.

DUNCAN. See, see, our honor'd hostess!
The |l ove that follows us sonetinme is our trouble,
Which still we thank as |ove. Herein | teach you
How you shall bid God 'ield us for your pains,
And thank us for your trouble.

LADY MACBETH. All our service
In every point twi ce done, and then done doubl e,
Were poor and single business to contend
Agai nst those honors deep and broad wherew th
Your Majesty |oads our house. For those of old,
And the late dignities heap'd up to them
We rest your hermts.

DUNCAN. Where's the Thane of Cawdor?
We coursed himat the heels and had a purpose
To be his purveyor; but he rides well,
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him
To his hone before us. Fair and nobl e hostess,
We are your guest tonight.

LADY MACBETH. Your servants ever

Have theirs, thenselves, and what is theirs, in conpt,



To nake their audit at your Hi ghness' pleasure,
Still to return your own.
DUNCAN. G ve ne your hand;
Conduct me to mine host. We love him highly,
And shall continue our graces towards him
By your | eave, hostess.
SCENE VI |

Macbet h's castle. Hautboys and torches.

Exeunt .

Enter a Sewer and divers Servants with di shes and service

who pass over the stage.

Then enter Macbet h.

MACBETH. |If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well

It were done quickly. If the assassination

Coul d trammel up the consequence, and catch

Wth his surcease, success; that but this bl ow
M ght be the be-all and the end-all -here,

But here, upon this bank and shoal of tine,
We'ld junp the life to cone. But in these cases
We still have judgenent here, that we but teach
Bl oody instructions, which being taught return
To pl ague the inventor. This even-handed justice
Conmends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice
To our own |lips. He's here in double trust:
First, as | amhis kinsman and his subject,
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,
Who shoul d agai nst his nmurtherer shut the door
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan
Hat h borne his faculties so neek, hath been

So clear in his great office, that his virtues
W1l plead |ike angels trunpet-tongued agai nst

The deep dammation of his taking-off,



And pity, like a naked new born babe

Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin horsed
Upon the sightless couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,

That tears shall drown the wind. | have no spur
To prick the sides of ny intent, but only

Vaul ting anbition, which o' erleaps itself

And falls on the other.

Enter Lady Macbet h.

How now, what news?
LADY MACBETH. He has al nbst supp'd. Wiy have you | eft the chanber?
MACBETH. Hath he ask'd for ne?
LADY MACBETH. Know you not he has?
MACBETH. W will proceed no further in this business:
He hath honor'd nme of late, and | have bought
Gol den opinions fromall sorts of people,
Whi ch woul d be worn now in their newest gloss,
Not cast aside so soon.
LADY MACBETH. Was the hope drunk
Wherein you dress'd yourself? Hath it slept since?
And wakes it now, to | ook so green and pale
At what it did so freely? Fromthis time
Such | account thy love. Art thou afeard
To be the sanme in thine own act and val or
As thou art in desire? Wuldst thou have that
Whi ch thou esteenist the ornanent of life
And live a coward in thine own esteem
Letting "I dare not" wait upon "I woul d"

Li ke the poor cat i' the adage?
MACBETH. Prithee, peace!

| dare do all that may become a man;



Who dares do nore i s none.

LADY MACBETH. What beast wast then
That made you break this enterprise to ne?
When you durst do it, then you were a man,
And, to be nore than what you were, you would
Be so much nore the man. Nor tine nor place
Did then adhere, and yet you woul d rmake bot h.
They have made thensel ves, and that their fitness now
Does unmake you. | have given suck and know
How tender 'tis to love the babe that ml ks ne-
I would, while it was smling in ny face,
Have pluck'd ny nipple fromhis bonel ess guns
And dash'd the brains out had I so sworn as you
Have done to this.

MACBETH. I f we should fail?

LADY MACBETH. We fail?
But screw your courage to the sticking-place
And we'll not fail. Wen Duncan is asl eep-
Wiereto the rather shall his day's hard journey
Soundly invite him his tw chanberl ains
WII | with wine and wassail so convince
That nmenory, the warder of the brain,
Shall be a fume and the receipt of reason
A linbeck only. Wen in sw nish sleep
Their drenched natures lie as in a death,
What cannot you and | perform upon
The unguarded Duncan? What not put upon
Hi s spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt
O our great quell?

MACBETH. Bring forth nen-children only,
For thy undaunted nettle shoul d conpose
Not hi ng but rmales. WIIl it not be received,

When we have mark'd with bl ood those sl eepy two



O his own chanber and used their very daggers,
That they have done't?
LADY MACBETH. Who dares receive it other,
As we shall make our griefs and clanor roar
Upon hi s deat h?
MACBETH. | am settled and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.
Away, and nock the tine with fairest show
Fal se face nmust hide what the fal se heart doth know.
Exeunt .
ACT I'l. SCENE I.

I nverness. Court of Macbeth's castle.

Enter Banquo and Fl eance, bearing a torch before him

BANQUO. How goes the night, boy?
FLEANCE. The nmoon is down; | have not heard the clock.
BANQUO. And she goes down at twelve.
FLEANCE. | take't 'tis later, sir.
BANQUO. Hol d, take my sword. There's husbandry in heaven,
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too.
A heavy sumons lies |ike | ead upon ne,
And yet | would not sleep. Merciful powers,
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature

G ves way to in repose!

Enter Macbeth and a Servant with a torch.

Gve ne nmy sword.
Who' s there?
MACBETH. A friend.
BANQUO. What, sir, not yet at rest? The King' s abed.

He hath been in unusual pleasure and



Sent forth great |argess to your offices.
Thi s dianond he greets your w fe withal
By the name of nost kind hostess, and shut up
I n neasurel ess content.
MACBETH. Bei ng unpr epar ed,
Qur will becanme the servant to defect,
Whi ch el se should free have wought.
BANQUO. All's well
| dreamt last night of the three weird sisters:
To you they have show d sone truth
MACBETH. | think not of them
Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve,
We woul d spend it in some words upon that business,
If you would grant the tine.
BANQUO. At your kind st |eisure

MACBETH. |If you shall cleave to my consent, when 'tis,
It shall make honor for you.
BANQUO. So | | ose none
In seeking to augnent it, but still keep
My bosom franchi sed and al | egi ance cl ear,
I shall be counsel'd.
MACBETH. Good repose the while.
BANQUO. Thanks, sir, the like to you
Exeunt Banquo. and Fl eance.
MACBETH. Go bid thy mistress, when ny drink is ready,
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. Exit Servant.
Is this a dagger which |I see before ne,
The handl e toward nmy hand? Cone, let ne clutch thee.
| have thee not, and yet | see thee still.
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible
To feeling as to sight? O art thou but
A dagger of the mind, a false creation,

Proceedi ng fromthe heat-oppressed brain?



| see thee yet, in formas pal pable
As this which now | draw.
Thou marshal'st ne the way that | was going,
And such an instrunent | was to use
M ne eyes are made the fools o' the other senses,
O else worth all the rest. | see thee still,
And on thy bl ade and dudgeon gouts of bl ood,
Whi ch was not so before. There's no such thing:
It is the bl oody business which inforns
Thus to mine eyes. Now o' er the one half-world
Nat ure seens dead, and w cked dreans abuse
The curtain'd sleep; witchcraft cel ebrates
Pal e Hecate's offerings; and wither'd Mirther
Alarum d by his sentinel, the wolf,
Whose how 's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace,
Wth Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design
Moves |ike a ghost. Thou sure and firmset earth,
Hear not ny steps, which way they wal k, for fear
Thy very stones prate of mnmy whereabout,
And take the present horror fromthe tine,
Which now suits with it. Wailes | threat, he lives
Wrds to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.
A bell rings.
I go, and it is done; the bell invites ne.
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knel
That sunmmons thee to heaven, or to hell. Exit.
SCENE 1 1.

The sane.

Enter Lady Machet h.

LADY MACBETH. That which hath nmade them drunk hath nade ne bol d;

What hath quench'd them hath given nme fire. Hark! Peace



It was the oW that shriek'd, the fatal bell man,
Whi ch gives the stern'st good night. He is about it:
The doors are open, and the surfeited groons
Do nock their charge with snores. | have drugg' d their possets
That death and nature do contend about them
Whet her they live or die.

MACBETH. [Wthin.] Wio's there' what, ho!

LADY MACBETH. Al ack, | amafraid they have awaked
And 'tis not done. The attenpt and not the deed
Confounds us. Hark! | laid their daggers ready;
He could not nmiss '"em Had he not resenbl ed

My father as he slept, | had done't.

Ent er Macbet h,

My husband!
MACBETH. | have done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise?
LADY MACBETH. | heard the ow scream and the crickets cry.
D d not you speak?
MACBETH. \hen?
LADY MACBETH. Now.
MACBETH. As | descended?
LADY MACBETH. Ay.
MACBETH. Har k!
Wio lies i' the second chanber?
LADY MACBETH. Donal bai n.
MACBETH. This is a sorry sight. [ Looks on his hands.
LADY MACBETH. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.
MACBETH. There's one did laugh in 's sleep, and one cried,
"Murther!”
That they did wake each other. | stood and heard them
But they did say their prayers and address'd t hem

Again to sl eep.



LADY MACBETH. There are two | odged together

MACBETH. One cried, "God bless us!" and "Amen" the other
As they had seen me with these hangman's hands.

Li stening their fear, | could not say "Amen,"
When they did say, "God bless us!"

LADY MACBETH. Consider it not so deeply.

MACBETH. But wherefore could not | pronounce "Anen"?
I had nmost need of blessing, and "Amen"

Stuck in ny throat.

LADY MACBETH. These deeds nust not be thought
After these ways; so, it will make us nad.

MACBETH. | heard a voice cry, "Sleep no nore!l
Macbet h does nurther sleep" -the innocent sleep
Sleep that knits up the ravel'd sl eave of care,
The death of each day's life, sore | abor's bath,
Bal m of hurt mnds, great nature's second course,
Chi ef nourisher in life's feast-

LADY MACBETH. What do you nean?

MACBETH. Still it cried, "Sleep no nore!" to all the house;
"danis hath murther'd sl eep, and therefore Cawdor
Shall sl eep no nore. Macbeth shall sleep no nore.”

LADY MACBETH. Who was it that thus cried? Wiy, worthy Thane,
You do unbend your noble strength, to think
So brainsickly of things. Go, get sone water
And wash this filthy witness fromyour hand.

Why did you bring these daggers fromthe place?
They nmust lie there. Go carry them and snear
The sl eepy groons with bl ood.

MACBETH. 1'Il go no nore.
| amafraid to think what | have done;
Look on't again | dare not.

LADY MACBETH. | nfirm of purpose!

G ve nme the daggers. The sl eeping and the dead



Are but as pictures; 'tis the eye of chil dhood

That fears a painted devil. If he do bl eed,

I"lIl gild the faces of the groons withal,

For it nmust seemtheir guilt. Exit. Knocking within.
MACBETH. Whence is that knocking?

How is't with me, when every noi se appal s ne?

What hands are here? Ha, they pluck out nine eyes!

WI1l all great Neptune's ocean wash this bl ood

Clean fromny hand? No, this nmy hand will rather

The nul titudi nous seas incarnadi ne,

Maki ng the green one red.

Re-enter Lady Macbhet h.

LADY MACBETH. My hands are of your color, but | shane
To wear a heart so white. [Knocking within.] | hear knocking
At the south entry. Retire we to our chanber.
Alittle water clears us of this deed.
How easy is it then! Your constancy
Hath | eft you unattended. [Knocking within.] Hark, nore knocki ng.
Get on your nightgown, |est occasion call us
And show us to be watchers. Be not | ost
So poorly in your thoughts.
MACBETH. To know ny deed, 'twere best not know nyself.
Knocki ng wi t hi n.
Wake Duncan with thy knocking! | would thou coul dst!
Exeunt .
SCENE 111.

The sane.

Enter a Porter. Knocking within.

PORTER. Here's a knocking indeed! If a nan were porter of Hell

Gate, he should have old turning the key. [Knocking within.]



Knock, knock, knock! Who's there, i’ the nane of Bel zebub? Here's
a farmer that hanged hinmself on th' expectation of plenty. Cone
in time! Have napkins enow about you; here you'll sweat fort.

[ Knocking within.] Knock, knock! Who's there, in th' other
devil's name? Faith, here's an equivocator that could swear in
both the scal es against either scale, who committed treason
enough for God's sake, yet could not equivocate to heaven. O
cone in, equivocator. [Knocking within.] Knock, knock, knock
Who's there? Faith, here's an English tailor cone hither, for
stealing out of a French hose. Cone in, tailor; here you may
roast your goose. [Knocking within.] Knock, knock! Never at

qui et! What are you? But this place is too cold for hell. ["1l
devil-porter it no further. | had thought to have let in sone of
all professions, that go the prinmmose way to the everlasting
bonfire. [Knocking within.] Anon, anon! | pray you, renenber the
porter.

Opens the gate.

Ent er Macduff and Lennox.

MACDUFF. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed,
That you do lie so late?

PORTER. Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second cock; and
drink, sir, is a great provoker of three things.

MACDUFF. What three things does drink especially provoke?

PORTER. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine. Lechery, sir,
it provokes and unprovokes: it provokes the desire, but it takes
away the performance. Therefore nuch drink nmay be said to be an
equi vocator with lechery: it makes him and it mars him it sets
himon, and it takes himoff; it persuades himand disheartens
him makes himstand to and not stand to; in conclusion
equi vocates himin a sleep, and giving himthe lie, |eaves him

MACDUFF. | believe drink gave thee the lie |ast night.



PORTER. That it did, sir, i' the very throat on nme; but requited
himfor his lie, and, | think, being too strong for him though
he took up ny legs sonetine, yet | nmade shift to cast him

MACDUFF. |s thy nmaster stirring?

Ent er Macbet h.

Qur knocki ng has awaked him here he cones.

LENNOX. Good norrow, noble sir.

MACBETH. norrow, bot h.

MACDUFF. |s the King stirring, worthy Thane?

MACBETH. Not yet .

MACDUFF. He did command nme to call timely on him
I have al nost slipp'd the hour

MACBETH. 1'I1l bring you to him

MACDUFF. | know this is a joyful trouble to you
But yet 'tis one.

MACBETH. The | abor we delight in physics pain
This is the door.

MACDUFF |11 make so bold to call,

For "tis ny limted service. Exit.

LENNOX. Goes the King hence today?

MACBETH. He does; he did appoint so.

LENNOX. The ni ght has been unruly. \Were we |ay,
Qur chi meys were bl own down, and, as they say,
Lamentings heard i' the air, strange screans of death,
And prophesying with accents terrible
O dire conbustion and confused events
New hatch'd to the woeful tine. The obscure bird
Clanmor'd the livelong night. Some say the earth
Was feverous and did shake.

MACBETH. ' Twas a rough fight.

LENNOX. My young remenbrance cannot parall el



Afellowto it.

Re-enter Macduff.

MACDUFF. O horror, horror, horror! Tongue nor heart
Cannot concei ve nor nane thee.

MACBETH. LENNOX. Wat's the matter?

MACDUFF. Confusi on now hath made hi s nasterpi ece.
Most sacril egi ous nurther hath broke ope
The Lord's anointed tenple and stol e thence
The life o' the building.

MACBETH. What is't you say? the life?

LENNOX. Mean you his Majesty?

MACDUFF. Approach the chanber, and destroy your sight
Wth a new Gorgon. Do not bid nme speak;
See, and then speak yoursel ves.

Exeunt Macheth and Lennox.

Awake, awake!
Ring the alarumbell. Miurther and treason!
Banquo and Donal bai n! Ml col m awake!
Shake of f this downy sleep, death's counterfeit,
And | ook on death itself! Up, up, and see
The great doom s image! Ml col M Banquo!
As fromyour graves rise up, and walk like sprites

To countenance this horror! Ring the bell. Bel | rings.

Enter Lady Machet h.

LADY MACBETH. What's the business,
That such a hideous trunpet calls to parley
The sl eepers of the house? Speak, speak!
MACDUFF. O gentle | ady,

"Tis not for you to hear what | can speak:



The repetition in a woman' s ear

Wuld nurther as it fell.

Ent er Banquo.

O Banquo, Banquo!
Qur royal master's nurther'd.
LADY MACBETH. We, al as!
What, in our house?
BANQUO. Too cruel anywhere.
Dear Duff, | prithee, contradict thyself,

And say it is not so.

Re-enter Macbeth and Lennox, with Ross.

MACBETH. Had | but died an hour before this chance,
I had lived a blessed tine, for fromthis instant
There's nothing serious in nortality.

Al'l is but toys; renown and grace is dead,
The wine of life is drawn, and the nere | ees

Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter Mal col m and Donal bai n.

DONALBAI N. What is am ss?
MACBETH. You are, and do not know t.
The spring, the head, the fountain of your bl ood
Is stopped, the very source of it is stopp'd.
MACDUFF. Your royal father's nurther'd.
MALCOLM O, by whon?
LENNOX. Those of his chanber, as it seem d, had done't.
Their hands and faces were all badged w th bl ood;
So were their daggers, which unw ped we found

Upon their pillows.



They stared, and were distracted; no nman's life
Was to be trusted with them
MACBETH. O, vyet | do repent nme of ny fury,
That | did kill them
MACDUFF. Wherefore did you so?
MACBETH. Who can be wi se, amazed, tenperate and furious
Loyal and neutral, in a nonent? No man.
The expedition of ny violent |ove
Qutrun the pauser reason. Here |lay Duncan
His silver skin laced with his gol den bl ood,
And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature
For ruin's wasteful entrance; there, the nurtherers
Steep'd in the colors of their trade, their daggers
Unmannerly breech'd with gore. Wo could refrain,
That had a heart to love, and in that heart
Courage to nmake 's | ove known?
LADY MACBETH. Hel p me hence, ho!
MACDUFF. Look to the I ady.
MALCOLM [Aside to Donal bain.] Wiy do we hold our tongues,
That nost may claimthis argunent for ours?
DONALBAIN. [Aside to Malcolm] Wat should be spoken here,
our fate,
Hd in an auger hole, may rush and seize us?
Let's away,
Qur tears are not yet brew d.
MALCOLM [Aside to Donal bain.] Nor our strong sorrow
Upon the foot of notion.

BANQUO. Look to the | ady.

wher e

Lady Macbeth is carried out.

And when we have our naked frailties hid,
That suffer in exposure, let us neet
And question this nost bl oody piece of work

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us.



In the great hand of God | stand, and thence
Agai nst the undivul ged pretense | fight
O treasonous malice.
MACDUFF. And so do |
ALL. So all.
MACBETH. Let's briefly put on nmanly readi ness
And neet i' the hall together
ALL. Wl | contented.
Exeunt all but Ml col mand Donal bai n.
MALCOLM What will you do? Let's not consort with them
To show an unfelt sorrowis an office
Which the fal se nman does easy. |'Il to Engl and.
DONALBAIN. To lreland, |I; our separated fortune
Shal | keep us both the safer. \Were we are
There's daggers in nen's smiles; the near in blood,
The nearer bl oody.
MALCOLM This nurtherous shaft that's shot
Hath not yet |ighted, and our safest way
Is to avoid the aim Therefore to horse;
And |l et us not be dainty of |eave-taking,
But shift away. There's warrant in that theft
Which steals itself when there's no nmercy |left.
Exeunt .
SCENE | V.

Qut si de Macbeth's castl e.

Enter Ross with an A d Man.

OLD MAN. Threescore and ten | can renenber well,
Wthin the volunme of which tine I have seen
Hours dreadful and things strange, but this sore night
Hath trifled forner know ngs.

ROSS. Ah, good fat her



Thou seest the heavens, as troubled with man's act,
Threaten his bloody stage. By the clock 'tis day,
And yet dark night strangles the traveling | anp.
Is't night's predom nance, or the day's shane,

That darkness does the face of earth entonb,

When living light should kiss it?

OLD MAN. 'Tis unnatural
Even |i ke the deed that's done. On Tuesday | ast
A falcon towering in her pride of place
Was by a mousing owW hawk'd at and kill'd.

ROSS. And Duncan's horses-a thing nost strange and certain-
Beaut eous and swift, the minions of their race,
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out,
Cont endi ng ' gai nst obedi ence, as they would make
War with mankind

OLD MAN. 'Tis said they eat each other.

ROSS. They did so, to the amazenent of m ne eyes

That | ook'd upon't.

Enter Macduff.

Here cones the good Macduff.
How goes the world, sir, now?
MACDUFF. Wiy, see you not?
RCSS. Is't known who did this nore than bl oody deed?
MACDUFF. Those that Macbeth hath sl ain.
RCSS. Al as, the day!
What good coul d they pretend?
MACDUFF. They were suborn'd:
Mal col m and Donal bai n, the King's two sons,
Are stol'n away and fled, which puts upon them
Suspi ci on of the deed.

RCSS. 'Ginst nature still!



Thriftless anmbition, that wilt ravin up
Thine owmn life' s neans! Then 'tis nost |ike
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.
MACDUFF. He is al ready named, and gone to Scone
To be invested.
RCSS. Where is Duncan's body?
MACDUFF. Carried to Col nekill,
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors
And guardi an of their bones.
RCSS. WIIl you to Scone?
MACDUFF. No, cousin, I'll to Fife.
ROSS. Well, | will thither.
MACDUFF. Well, may you see things well done there.
Adi eu,
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new
ROSS. Farewel I, father
OLD MAN. God's benison go with you and with those

That woul d nake good of bad and friends of foes!

ACT 111. SCENE I.

Forres. The pal ace.

Ent er Banquo.

BANQUO. Thou hast it now. King, Cawdor, danis, all
As the weird wonen promi sed, and | fear
Thou play'dst nost foully for't; yet it was said
It should not stand in thy posterity,
But that nyself should be the root and father
O many kings. If there come truth fromthem
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine)
Wiy, by the verities on thee nade good,

May they not be ny oracles as well

Exeunt .



And set ne up in hope? But hush, no nore.

Sennet sounds. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth

as Queen, Lennox, Ross, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants.

MACBETH. Here's our chief guest.

LADY MACBETH. |If he had been forgotten,
It had been as a gap in our great feast
And al |l thing unbecom ng.

MACBETH. Toni ght we hold a sol etmm supper, sir,
And 1'll request your presence.

BANQUO. Let your Hi ghness
Conmand upon me, to the which ny duties
Are with a nost indissoluble tie
Forever knit.

MACBETH. Ri de you this afternoon?

BANQUO. Ay, mny good | ord.

MACBETH. We shoul d have el se desired your good advi ce,
Which still hath been both grave and prosperous
In this day's council; but we'll take tonorrow
Is't far you ride'!

BANQUO. As far, ny lord, as will fill up the tine
"Twi xt this and supper. Go not ny horse the better,
| nust become a borrower of the night
For a dark hour or twain.

MACBETH. Fail not our feast.

BANQUO. My lord, I will not.

MACBETH. We hear our bl oody cousins are bestow d
In England and in Ireland, not confessing
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers
Wth strange invention. But of that tonorrow,
When therewi thal we shall have cause of state

Craving us jointly. H e you to horse; adieu,



Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you?
BANQUO. Ay, ny good lord. Qur time does call upon 's.
MACBETH. | wi sh your horses swift and sure of foot,

And so | do conmend you to their backs.

Farewel | . Exit Banquo.

Let every man be nmaster of his tine

Till seven at night; to nake society

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself

Till supper tinme alone. Wile then, God be with you!

Exeunt all but Macbeth and an Attendant.

Sirrah, a word with you. Attend those nen

Qur pl easure?

ATTENDANT. They are, ny lord, without the pal ace gate.
MACBETH. Bring them before us. Exit Attendant.

To be thus is nothing,

But to be safely thus. Qur fears in Banquo.

Stick deep, and in his royalty of nature

Rei gns that which would be fear'd. 'Tis nmuch he dares,

And, to that dauntless tenper of his nind,

He hath a wi sdomthat doth guide his valor

To act in safety. There is none but he

Whose being | do fear; and under him

My genius is rebuked, as it is said

Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid the sisters

When first they put the name of King upon ne

And bade them speak to him then prophet-1like

They hail'd himfather to a |line of Kkings.

Upon ny head they placed a fruitless crown

And put a barren sceptre in ny gripe,

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand,

No son of mne succeeding. If't be so,

For Banquo's issue have | filed nmy mnd,

For themthe graci ous Duncan have | nurther'd,



Put rancors in the vessel of ny peace

Only for them and mne eternal jewel

G ven to the conmon eneny of nan,

To make them ki ngs -the seed of Banquo ki ngs!
Rat her than so, cone, Fate, into the |ist,

And chanpion ne to the utterance! Wo's there?

Re-enter Attendant, with two Miurtherers.

Now go to the door, and stay there till we call.
Exit Attendant.
Was it not yesterday we spoke together?
FI RST MURTHERER. It was, so please your Hi ghness.
MACBETH. Vel | then, now
Have you consider'd of ny speeches? Know
That it was he in the tines past which held you
So under fortune, which you thought had been
Qur innocent self? This | nmade good to you
In our last conference, pass'd in probation with you
How you were borne in hand, how cross'd, the instruments,
Who wrought with them and all things else that night
To half a soul and to a notion crazed
Say, "Thus did Banquo."
FI RST MURTHERER. You made it known to us.
MACBETH. | did so, and went further, which is now
Qur point of second neeting. Do you find
Your patience so predom nant in your nature,
That you can let this go? Are you so gospel'd,
To pray for this good man and for his issue,
Whose heavy hand hath bow d you to the grave
And beggar'd yours forever?
FI RST MURTHERER. W are nen, ny |iege.

MACBETH. Ay, in the catal ogue ye go for nen,



As hounds and greyhounds, nongrels, spaniels, curs,
Shoughs, waterrugs, and dem -wol ves are cl ept
Al'l by the nane of dogs. The valued file
Di stinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle,
The housekeeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature
Hath in himcl osed, whereby he does receive
Particular addition, fromthe bil
That wites themall alike; and so of nen.
Now i f you have a station in the file,
Not i' the worst rank of manhood, say it,
And | will put that business in your bosons
Whose execution takes your eneny off,
G apples you to the heart and | ove of us
Who wear our health but sickly in his life,
Which in his death were perfect.

SECOND MURTHERER. | am one, ny |iege
Womthe vile blows and buffets of the world
Have so incensed that | amreckl ess what
| do to spite the world.

FI RST MURTHERER. And | anot her
So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune
That | would set my life on any chance
To nend it or be rid on't.

MACBETH. Bot h of you
Know Banquo was your eneny.

BOTH MURTHERERS. True, ny | ord.

MACBETH. So is he mne, and in such bl oody di stance
That every minute of his being thrusts
Agai nst ny near'st of life; and though | could
Wth barefaced power sweep himfromny sight
And bid ny will avouch it, yet | nust not,

For certain friends that are both his and m ne,



Whose loves | may not drop, but wail his fall
Who | nyself struck down. And thence it is
That | to your assistance do nake | ove,
Maski ng the business fromthe conmon eye
For sundry wei ghty reasons.
SECOND MURTHERER. We shall, ny |ord,
Per f orm what you command us.
FI RST MURTHERER. Though our |ives-
MACBETH. Your spirits shine through you. Wthin this hour at nost
I will advise you where to plant yourselves,
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o' the tine,
The nmonent on't; fort nmust be done tonight
And sonething fromthe pal ace (al ways thought
That | require a clearness); and with him
To | eave no rubs nor botches in the work-
FI eance his son, that keeps hi m conpany,
Whose absence is no less nmaterial to ne
Than is his father's, must enbrace the fate
O that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart;
I"ll come to you anon.
BOTH MURTHERERS. W are resol ved, ny |ord.
MACBETH. |'I1l call upon you straight. Abide within.
Exeunt Murtherers.
It is concluded: Banquo, thy soul's flight,
If it find heaven, must find it out tonight. Exit.
SCENE 1 1.

The pal ace.

Enter Lady Machbeth and a Servant.

LADY MACBETH. |s Banquo gone from court?
SERVANT. Ay, nmadam but returns again tonight.

LADY MACBETH. Say to the King | would attend his |eisure



For a few words.
SERVANT. Madam | wll. Exit.
LADY MACBETH. Nought's had, all's spent,

Where our desire is got w thout content.

"Tis safer to be that which we destroy

Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy.

Ent er Macbet h.

How now, ny |ord? Wiy do you keep al one,
O sorriest fancies your conpani ons making,
Usi ng those thoughts which should i ndeed have died
Wth themthey think on? Things without all renedy
Shoul d be without regard. What's done is done.
MACBETH. W have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it.
She' Il cl ose and be hersel f, whilst our poor nalice
Remai ns in danger of her forner tooth.
But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer,
Ere we will eat our neal in fear and sl eep
In the affliction of these terrible dreans
That shake us nightly. Better be with the dead,
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace,
Than on the torture of the nmind to lie
In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave;
After life's fitful fever he sleeps well.
Treason has done his worst; nor steel, nor poison,
Mal i ce donestic, foreign |evy, nothing,
Can touch him further.
LADY MACBETH. Cone on,
Gentle ny lord, sleek o' er your rugged | ooks;
Be bright and jovial anong your guests tonight.
MACBETH. So shall I, love, and so, | pray, be you.

Let your remenbrance apply to Banquo;



Present himeninence, both with eye and tongue:
Unsafe the while, that we

Must | ave our honors in these flattering streans,
And make our faces vizards to our hearts,

Di sgui si ng what they are.

LADY MACBETH. You nust | eave this.

MACBETH. O full of scorpions is ny nmind, dear wifel!
Thou know st that Banquo and his Fl eance lives.

LADY MACBETH. But in them nature's copy's not eterne.

MACBETH. There's confort yet; they are assail abl e.
Then be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath fl own
H's cloister'd flight, ere to black Hecate's sunmons
The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy huns
Hath rung night's yawni ng peal, there shall be done
A deed of dreadful note.

LADY MACBETH. What's to be done?

MACBETH. Be innocent of the know edge, dearest chuck,
Till thou applaud the deed. Cone, seeling night,
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day,

And with thy bl oody and invisible hand

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond

Whi ch keeps me pal e! Light thickens, and the crow

Makes wing to the rooky wood;

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse,

Whil es night's black agents to their preys do rouse.

Thou marvel ' st at ny words, but hold thee still:

Thi ngs bad begun nmake strong thenselves by ill.

So, prithee, go with ne. Exeunt .
SCENE 111.

A park near the pal ace.

Enter three Murtherers.



FI RST MURTHERER. But who did bid thee join with us?
THI RD MURTHERER. Macbet h.
SECOND MURTHERER. He needs not our mistrust, since he delivers
Qur offices and what we have to do
To the direction just.
FI RST MURTHERER. Then stand wi th us.
The west yet glimrers with sone streaks of day;
Now spurs the lated travel er apace
To gain the tinely inn, and near approaches
The subject of our watch.
THI RD MURTHERER. Har k! | hear horses.
BANQUO. [Wthin.] Gve us a light there, ho!
SECOND MURTHERER. Then 'tis he; the rest
That are within the note of expectation
Already are i' the court.
FI RST MURTHERER. Hi s horses go about.
THI RD MURTHERER. Al nbst a mile, but he does usually-
So all nen do -from hence to the pal ace gate
Make it their walk.

SECOND MURTHERER. A light, a |ight!

Ent er Banquo, and Fl eance with a torch.

THI RD MURTHERER. ' Ti s he.
FI RST MURTHERER. Stand to't.
BANQUO. It will be rain tonight.
FI RST MURTHERER. Let it conme down.
They set upon Banquo.

BANQUO. O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly!

Thou mayst revenge. O sl ave! D es. Fl eance escapes.
THI RD MURTHERER. Who did strike out the light?
FI RST MURTHERER. WAst not the way?

TH RD MURTHERER. There's but one down; the son is fled.



SECOND MURTHERER. We have | ost
Best half of our affair.
FI RST MURTHERER. Wl |, let's away and say how rmuch is done.
Exeunt .
SCENE | V.

A Hall in the palace. A banquet prepared.

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Ross, Lennox, Lords,

and Attendants.

MACBETH. You know your own degrees; sit down. At first
And | ast the hearty wel cone.
LORDS. Thanks to your Mjesty.
MACBETH. Qurself will mingle with society
And play the hunbl e host.
Qur hostess keeps her state, but in best tine
W will require her wel cone.
LADY MACBETH. Pronounce it for ne, sir, to all our friends,

For ny heart speaks they are wel cone.

Enter first Murtherer to the door.

MACBETH. See, they encounter thee with their hearts' thanks.
Both sides are even; here I'll sit i' the mdst.
Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a measure
The table round. [Approaches the door.] There's bl ood upon thy
face.
MURTHERER. ' Ti s Banquo's then.
MACBETH. 'Tis better thee without than he within.
I's he dispatch'd?
MURTHERER. My lord, his throat is cut; that | did for him
MACBETH. Thou art the best o' the cut-throats! Yet he's good

That did the like for Fleance. |f thou didst it,



Thou art the nonpareil.
MURTHERER. Most royal sir,
Fl eance is 'scaped.
MACBETH. [Aside.] Then cones ny fit again. | had el se been perfect,
Wiol e as the nmarble, founded as the rock,
As broad and general as the casing air;
But now | am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in
To saucy doubts and fears -But Banquo's safe?
MURTHERER. Ay, ny good lord. Safe in a ditch he bides,
Wth twenty trenched gashes on his head,
The | east a death to nature.
MACBETH. Thanks for that.
There the grown serpent lies; the wormthat's fled
Hath nature that in tinme will venom breed,
No teeth for the present. Get thee gone. Tonorrow
W' | | hear oursel ves again.
Exit Murtherer.
LADY MACBETH. My royal |ord,
You do not give the cheer. The feast is sold
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis amaking,
"Tis given with welconme. To feed were best at hone;
From thence the sauce to neat is cerenony;
Meeting were bare without it.
MACBETH. Sweet renenbrancer!
Now good di gestion wait on appetite,
And health on bot h!

LENNOX. May't pl ease your Hi ghness sit.

The Ghost of Banquo enters and sits in Macbeth's pl ace.

MACBETH. Here had we now our country's honor roof'd,
Were the graced person of our Banquo present,

Wio may | rather chall enge for unkindness



Than pity for ni schance!

ROSS. Hi s absence, sir,

Lays bl ane upon his prom se. Please't your Hi ghness
To grace us with your royal conpany?

MACBETH. The table's full

LENNOX. Here is a place reserved, sir.

MACBETH. \here?

LENNOX. Here, ny good lord. Wat is't that noves your Hi ghness?

MACBETH. Wi ch of you have done this?

LORDS. What, ny good |ord?

MACBETH. Thou canst not say | did it; never shake
Thy gory | ocks at ne.

RCSS. Gentlenen, rise; his Highness is well.

LADY MACBETH. Sit, worthy friends; nmy lord is often thus,
And hath been fromhis youth. Pray you, keep seat.
The fit is nonentary; upon a thought
He will again be well. If nuch you note him
You shall offend himand extend his passion
Feed, and regard himnot-Are you a nman?

MACBETH. Ay, and a bold one, that dare | ook on that
VWhi ch nmight appal the devil.

LADY MACBETH. O proper stuff!

This is the very painting of your fear;

This is the air-drawn dagger which you said

Led you to Duncan. O these flaws and starts,
I mpostors to true fear, would well becone

A woman's story at a winter's fire,

Aut hori zed by her grandam Shane itself!

Wiy do you neke such faces? When all's done,

You | ook but on a stool

MACBETH. Prithee, see there! Behol d! Look! Lo! How say you?
Wiy, what care |? If thou canst nod, speak too.

If charnel houses and our graves nust send



Those that we bury back, our nonunents
Shal |l be the maws of kites. Exit Ghost.
LADY MACBETH. What, quite unmann'd in folly?
MACBETH. If | stand here, | saw him
LADY MACBETH. Fie, for shane!
MACBETH. Bl ood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden tine,
Ere humane statute purged the gentle weal;
Ay, and since too, nurthers have been perfornmd
Too terrible for the ear. The tine has been,
That, when the brains were out, the man woul d di e,
And there an end; but now they rise again,
Wth twenty nortal nurthers on their crowns,
And push us fromour stools. This is nore strange
Than such a nurther is.
LADY MACBETH. My worthy | ord,
Your noble friends do | ack you.
MACBETH. | do forget.
Do not nmuse at nme, nmy nost worthy friends.
| have a strange infirnmty, which is nothing
To those that know ne. Cone, love and health to all;
Then I'11 sit down. Gve ne sone wine, fill full.
| drink to the general joy o' the whole table,
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we mi Ss.
Wul d he were here! To all and himwe thirst,
And all to all.

LORDS. CQur duties and the pl edge.

Re-enter Ghost.

MACBETH. Avaunt, and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee!
Thy bones are marrow ess, thy blood is cold;
Thou hast no specul ation in those eyes

Whi ch thou dost glare with.



LADY MACBETH. Think of this, good peers,
But as a thing of custom 'Tis no other,
Only it spoils the pleasure of the tine.
MACBETH. What man dare, | dare.
Approach thou like the rugged Russi an bear,
The armi d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger;
Take any shape but that, and ny firm nerves
Shall never trenble. O be alive again,
And dare nme to the desert with thy sword.
If trenbling | inhabit then, protest ne
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow
Unreal nockery, hence!l Exit Ghost.
Wy, so, being gone,
I ama man again. Pray you sit still.
LADY MACBETH. You have displaced the mrth, broke the good neeting,
Wth nost admired disorder.
MACBETH. Can such things be,
And overcone us |like a sunmer's cloud,
Wt hout our special wonder? You nake ne strange
Even to the disposition that | owe
When now | think you can behol d such sights
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks
When mine is blanch'd with fear.
ROSS. What sights, my |ord?
LADY MACBETH. | pray you, speak not; he grows worse and worse;
Question enrages him At once, good night.
Stand not upon the order of your going,
But go at once.
LENNOX. Good night, and better health
Attend his Mjesty!
LADY MACBETH. A kind good night to all!
Exeunt all but Macbeth and Lady Macbet h.

MACBETH. wi Il have bl ood; they say blood will have bl ood.



St ones have been known to nove and trees to speak

Augur es and understood rel ati ons have

By maggot pies and choughs and rooks brought forth

The secret'st nman of blood. Wiat is the night?

LADY MACBETH. Al npbst at odds with norning, which is which

MACBETH. How say' st thou, that Mcduff denies his person

At our great bidding?

LADY MACBETH. Did you send to him sir?
MACBETH. | hear it by the way, but I wll send.
There's not a one of thembut in his house

I keep a servant feed. | will tonorrow,

And betimes | will, to the weird sisters.

More shall they speak; for now | ambent to know,

By the worst neans, the worst. For mine own good

Al'l causes shall give way. | amin bl ood
Stepp'd in so far that, should I wade no nore,

Returning were as tedious as go o'er.

Strange things | have in head that will to hand,

Whi ch nust be acted ere they nay be scann'd.

LADY MACBETH. You | ack the season of all natures,

sl eep.

MACBETH. Come, we'll to sleep. My strange and sel f-abuse

Is the initiate fear that wants hard use.
We are yet but young in deed.
SCENE V.

A heat h. Thunder.

Enter the three Wtches, neeting Hecate.

Exeunt .

FI RST WTCH. Wy, how now, Hecate? You | ook angerly.

HECATE. Have | not reason, beldanms as you are,
Saucy and overbol d? How did you dare
To trade and traffic with Macbeth

In riddl es and affairs of death,



And |, the nistress of your charns,
The cl ose contriver of all harns,
Was never call'd to bear ny part,
O show the glory of our art?
And, which is worse, all you have done
Hat h been but for a wayward son
Spiteful and wathful, who, as others do,
Loves for his own ends, not for you
But nmake anends now. Get you gone,
And at the pit of Acheron
Meet me i' the nmorning. Thither he
WIl come to know his destiny.
Your vessel s and your spells provide,
Your charns and everythi ng besi de.
I amfor the air; this night 1'll spend
Unto a dismal and a fatal end.
G eat business nust be w ought ere noon
Upon the corner of the noon
There hangs a vaporous drop profound;
"Il catch it ere it come to ground.
And that distill'd by magic sleights
Shall raise such artificial sprites
As by the strength of their illusion
Shal |l draw himon to his confusion
He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear
H s hopes 'bove wi sdom grace, and fear
And you all know security
Is nortals' chiefest eneny.
Miusi c and a song wi thin,
"Come away, cone away."
Hark! | amcall'd; my little spirit, see,
Sits in a foggy cloud and stays for ne. Exit.

FIRST WTCH. Cone, let's nmake haste; she'll soon be back again.



Exeunt .
SCENE VI .

Forres. The pal ace.

Ent er Lennox and anot her Lord.

LENNOX. My former speeches have but hit your thoughts,
Which can interpret farther; only | say
Thing' s have been strangely borne. The graci ous Duncan
Was pitied of Macbeth; marry, he was dead.
And the right valiant Banquo wal k' d too | ate,
Whom you may say, if't please you, Fleance kill'd,
For Fleance fled. Men nust not walk too |ate.
Who cannot want the thought, how nonstrous
It was for Mal col mand for Donal bain
To kill their gracious father? Damed fact!
How it did grieve Macbeth! Did he not straight,
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear
That were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep?
Was not that nobly done? Ay, and w sely too,
For 'twoul d have anger'd any heart alive
To hear the men deny't. So that, | say,
He has borne all things well; and | do think
That, had he Duncan's sons under his key-
As, an't please heaven, he shall not -they should find
What 'twere to kill a father; so should Fl eance
But, peace! For from broad words, and 'cause he fail'd
Hi s presence at the tyrant's feast, | hear
Macduff lives in disgrace. Sir, can you tel
Wher e he bestows hinsel f?
LORD. The son of Duncan
From whomthis tyrant holds the due of birth

Lives in the English court and is received



O the nost pious Edward with such grace
That the nual evol ence of fortune nothing
Takes from his high respect. Thither Macduff
I's gone to pray the holy King, upon his aid
To wake Northunberland and warlike Siward;
That by the help of these, with H m above
To ratify the work, we nmay again
Gve to our tables nmeat, sleep to our nights,
Free from our feasts and banquets bl oody knives,
Do faithful homage, and receive free honors-
Al'l which we pine for now And this report
Hath so exasperate the King that he
Prepares for sone attenpt of war.
LENNOX. Sent he to Macduff?
LORD. He did, and with an absolute "Sir, not 1I,"
The cl oudy nessenger turns ne his back,
And huns, as who should say, "You'll rue the tinme
That clogs ne with this answer.”
LENNOX. And that well night
Advise himto a caution, to hold what distance
H s wi sdom can provide. Sone holy angel
Fly to the court of England and unfold
H s nmessage ere he cone, that a swift bl essing
May soon return to this our suffering country
Under a hand accur sed!
LORD. I'lIl send ny prayers with him
Exeunt .
ACT 1V. SCENE I.

A cavern. In the mddle, a boiling caul dron. Thunder.

Enter the three Wtches.
FIRST WTCH. Thrice the brinded cat hath new d.

SECOND W TCH. Thrice and once the hedge-pi g whi ned.



THIRD WTCH. Harpier cries, ""Tis tinme, '"tis tine."
FI RST WTCH. Round about the caul dron go;

In the poison'd entrails throw

Toad, that under cold stone

Days and nights has thirty-one

Swel ter'd venom sl eepi ng got,

Boil thou first i' the charmed pot.
ALL. Doubl e, double, toil and trouble;

Fire burn and caul dron bubbl e.
SECOND WTCH. Fillet of a fenny snake,

In the caul dron boil and bake;

Eye of newt and toe of frog,

Wyol of bat and tongue of dog,

Adder's fork and blind-worm s sting,

Li zard's leg and how et's w ng,

For a charm of powerful trouble,

Li ke a hell-broth boil and bubbl e.
ALL. Doubl e, double, toil and trouble;

Fire burn and caul dron bubbl e.
THIRD WTCH. Scal e of dragon, tooth of wolf,

Wtch's numy, maw and gul f

O the ravin'd salt-sea shark

Root of hem ock digg'd i' the dark

Li ver of bl asphening Jew,

Gall of goat and slips of yew

Sliver'd in the moon's ecli pse,

Nose of Turk and Tartar's |ips,

Fi nger of birth-strangl ed babe

Ditch-deliver'd by a drab

Make the gruel thick and sl ab.

Add thereto a tiger's chawdron,

For the ingredients of our cawdron.

ALL. Doubl e, double, toil and trouble;



Fire burn and caul dron bubbl e.
SECOND WTCH. Cool it with a baboon's bl ood,

Then the charmis firmand good.

Enter Hecate to the other three Wtches.

HECATE. O well done! | conmend your pains,
And everyone shall share i' the gains.
And now about the caul dron sing,
Li ke elves and fairies in a ring,
Enchanting all that you put in.
Music and a song, "Black spirits.”
Hecate retires.
SECOND W TCH. By the pricking of ny thunbs,
Somet hi ng wi cked this way cones.
Open, | ocks,

Whoever knocks!

Ent er Macbet h.

MACBETH. How now, you secret, black, and m dni ght hags?
What is't you do?

ALL. A deed without a nane.

MACBETH. | conjure you, by that which you profess
(Howeer you come to know it) answer ne:
Though you untie the winds and let them fight
Agai nst the churches, though the yesty waves
Conf ound and swal | ow navi gati on up,
Though bl aded corn be | odged and trees bl own down,
Though castles topple on their warders' heads,
Though pal aces and pyrani ds do sl ope
Their heads to their foundations, though the treasure
O nature's gernmmines tunble all together

Even till destruction sicken, answer ne



To what | ask you.

FI RST W TCH. Speak.

SECOND W TCH. Demand.

THIRD WTCH. W'l answer.

FIRST WTCH. Say, if thou' dst rather hear it from our nouths,
O fromour masters'?

MACBETH. Call 'em let me see 'em

FIRST WTCH. Pour in sow s blood that hath eaten
Her nine farrow, grease that's sweaten
Fromthe nurtherer's gibbet throw
Into the flane.

ALL. Come, high or |ow

Thysel f and office deftly show

Thunder. First Apparition: an arned Head.

MACBETH. Tell me, thou unknown power -
FI RST WTCH. He knows thy thought:
Hear his speech, but say thou nought.
FI RST APPARI TI ON. Macbet h! Macbet h! Macbeth! Beware Macduff,
Beware the Thane of Fife. Disniss me. Enough.
Descends.
MACBETH. Whate' er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks;
Thou hast harp'd ny fear aright. But one word nore-
FIRST WTCH. He will not be commanded. Here's anot her,

More potent than the first.

Thunder. Second Apparition: a bloody Child.

SECOND APPARI TI ON. Macbet h! Macbet h! Macbet h!
MACBETH. Had | three ears, |'d hear thee.
SECOND APPARI TI ON. Be bl oody, bold, and resolute: laugh to scorn

The power of man, for none of wonan born



Shal I har m Macbet h. Descends.
MACBETH. Then live, Mcduff. What need | fear of thee?

But yet 1'll nake assurance doubl e sure,

And take a bond of fate: thou shalt not Ilive,

That | may tell pale-hearted fear it |ies,

And sleep in spite of thunder

Thunder. Third Apparition: a Child crowned,

with a tree in his hand.

What is this,

That rises like the issue of a king,
And wears upon his baby brow the round
And top of sovereignty?

ALL. Listen, but speak not to't.

THI RD APPARI TION. Be lion-nettled, proud, and take no care
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are.
Macbet h shall never vanqui sh'd be unti
Great Bi rnam Wod to hi gh Dunsinane Hill
Shal | conme agai nst him Descends.

MACBETH. That w |l never be.
Who can inpress the forest, bid the tree
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodenents, good!
Rebellion's head, rise never till the Wod
O Birnamrise, and our high-placed Macheth
Shall live the | ease of nature, pay his breath
To time and nortal custom Yet ny heart
Throbs to know one thing: tell nme, if your art
Can tell so nuch, shall Banquo's issue ever
Reign in this kingdonf

ALL. Seek to know no nore.

MACBETH. | will be satisfied!' Deny me this,

And an eternal curse fall on you! Let me know.



Wiy sinks that caul dron, and what noise is this?
Haut boys.
FI RST W TCH. Show
SECOND W TCH. Show
THI RD. WTCH. Show
ALL. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart;

Cone |ike shadows, so depart!

A show of eight Kings, the last with a glass in his hand;

Banquo' s Ghost foll ow ng.

MACBETH. Thou are too like the spirit of Banquo Down!
Thy crown does sear nine eyeballs. And thy hair,
Thou ot her gol d-bound brow, is like the first.
Athird is like the former. Filthy hags
Way do you show ne this? A fourth! Start, eyes!
What, will the line stretch out to the crack of doon®
Anot her yet! A seventh! I'll see no norel!l
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a gl ass
Whi ch shows nme many nore; and sone | see
That twofold balls and treble sceptres carry.
Horrible sight! Now | see 'tis true;

For the bl ood-bolter'd Banquo sniles upon ne,
And points at themfor his. Wiat, is this so?

FIRST WTCH. Ay, sir, all this is so. But why
St ands Macbet h thus amazedl y?

Cone, sisters, cheer we up his sprites,
And show t he best of our delights.
I"l'l charmthe air to give a sound,
Wil e you performyour antic round,
That this great King may kindly say
Qur duties did his wel come pay.

Musi c. The Wtches dance and



then vani sh with Hecate.
MACBETH. are they? Gone? Let this pernicious hour
Stand ay accursed in the cal endar!

Cone in, wthout there!

Ent er Lennox.

LENNOX. What's your Grace's will?
MACBETH. Saw you the weird sisters?
LENNOX. No, ny |ord.
MACBETH. Cane they not by you?
LENNOX. No indeed, mny |ord.
MACBETH. I nfected be the "air whereon they ride,
And damm'd all those that trust them | did hear
The gal | opi ng of horse. Who wast cane by?
LENNOX. 'Tis two or three, nmy lord, that bring you word
Macduff is fled to Engl and.
MACBETH. Fl ed to Engl and?
LENNOX. Ay, my good | ord.
MACBETH. [Aside.] Time, thou anticipatest ny dread exploits.
The flighty purpose never is o'ertook
Unl ess the deed go with it. Fromthis nonent
The very firstlings of nmy heart shall be
The firstlings of nmy hand. And even now,
To crown ny thoughts with acts, be it thought and done:
The castle of Macduff | will surprise,
Sei ze upon Fife, give to the edge o' the sword
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls
That trace himin his Iine. No boasting Iike a fool;
This deed I'Il do before this purpose cool.
But no nore sights! -Were are these gentlenen?
Cone, bring ne where they are. Exeunt .

SCENE | I.



Fife. Macduff's castle.

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Ross.

LADY MACDUFF. What had he done, to make himfly the | and?
RCSS. You nust have patience, madam
LADY MACDUFF. He had none;
His flight was madness. VWhen our actions do not,
Qur fears do make us traitors.
RCSS. You know not
Whether it was his wi sdomor his fear.
LADY MACDUFF. W sdon? To | eave his wife, to | eave his babes,
H s mansion, and his titles, in a place
From whence hinsel f does fly? He | oves us not;
He wants the natural touch; for the poor wen,
The nost dimnutive of birds, will fight,
Her young ones in her nest, against the ow.
Al is the fear and nothing is the |ove;
As little is the wisdom where the flight
So runs against all reason.
ROSS. My dearest coz,
| pray you, school yourself. But for your husband,
He is noble, w se, Judicious, and best knows
The fits o' the season. | dare not speak much further;
But cruel are the times when we are traitors
And do not know oursel ves; when we hold runor
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear,
But float upon a wild and violent sea
Each way and nove. | take ny |eave of you;
Shall not be long but I'Il be here again.
Things at the worst will cease or else clinb upward
To what they were before. My pretty cousin,

Bl essi ng upon you!



LADY MACDUFF. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherless.

RCSS. | am so much a fool, should I stay |onger,
It woul d be ny disgrace and your disconfort.
| take ny | eave at once. Exit.

LADY MACDUFF. Sirrah, your father's dead.
And what will you do now? How will you |ive?

SON. As birds do, Mther.

LADY MACDUFF. What, with worns and flies?

SON. Wth what | get, | nean; and so do they.

LADY MACDUFF. Poor bird! Thou'ldst never fear the net nor |ine,
The pitfall nor the gin.

SON. Why should I, Mther? Poor birds they are not set for.
My father is not dead, for all your saying.

LADY MACDUFF. Yes, he is dead. How wilt thou do for father?

SON. Nay, how will you do for a husband?

LADY MACDUFF. Wiy, | can buy ne twenty at any market.

SON. Then you'll buy '"emto sell again.

LADY MACDUFF. Thou speak'st with all thy wit, and yet, i' faith,
Wth wit enough for thee.

SON. Was ny father a traitor, Mther?

LADY MACDUFF. Ay, that he was.

SON. What is a traitor?

LADY MACDUFF. Way one that swears and lies.

SON. And be all traitors that do so?

LADY MACDUFF. Everyone that does so is a traitor and nust be
hanged.

SON. And nust they all be hanged that swear and lie?

LADY MACDUFF. Everyone.

SON. Who nust hang t henf

LADY MACDUFF. Wy, the honest nen.

SON. Then the liars and swearers are fools, for there are liars and
swearers enow to beat the honest men and hang up them

LADY MACDUFF. Now, God hel p thee, poor nonkey! But how wilt thou do



for a father?

SON. If he were dead, you'ld weep for him if you would not, it

were a good sign that | should quickly have a new fat her

LADY MACDUFF. Poor prattler, how thou talk'st!

Enter a Messenger.

MESSENGER. Bl ess you, fair dame! | amnot to you known,

Though in your state of honor | am perfect.

| doubt sone danger does approach you nearly.

If you will take a homely man's advi ce,

Be not found here; hence, with your little ones.
To fright you thus, nethinks | amtoo savage

To do worse to you were fell cruelty,

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you

| dare abide no | onger

LADY MACDUFF. Whither should I fly?
I have done no harm But | remenber now
I amin this earthly world, where to do harm
Is often laudable, to do good sonetinme
Account ed dangerous folly. Wy then, alas,
Do | put up that womanly defense,

To say | have done no harm -Wat are these faces?

Enter Murtherers.

FI RST MURTHERER. Were is your husband?

LADY MACDUFF. | hope, in no place so unsanctified
Where such as thou mayst find him

FI RST MURTHERER. He's a traitor.

SON. Thou liest, thou shag-ear'd villain!

FI RST MURTHERER. Wat, you egg!

St abs him



Young fry of treachery!
SON. He has kill'd ne, Mther.
Run away, | pray you! Di es.
Exit Lady Macduff, crying "Murther!"
Exeunt Murtherers, follow ng her.
SCENE |11.

Engl and. Before the King' s pal ace.

Enter Mal col m and Macduf f.

MALCOLM Let us seek out some desol ate shade and there
Weep our sad bosons enpty.

MACDUFF. Let us rather
Hold fast the nortal sword, and |i ke good nen
Bestride our downfall'n birthdom Each new norn
New wi dows howl , new orphans cry, new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds
As if it felt with Scotland and yell'd out
Li ke syl |l able of dol or.

MALCOLM What | believe, I'Il wall;
What know, believe; and what | can redress,
As | shall find the time to friend, | wll.
What you have spoke, it nay be so perchance.
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues,
Was once thought honest. You have | oved himwell;
He hath not touch'd you yet. | am young, but sonething
You may deserve of himthrough me, and wi sdom
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent |anb
To appease an angry god.

MACDUFF. | am not treacherous.

MALCOLM But Macbeth is.
A good and virtuous nature nay recoil

In an inperial charge. But | shall crave your pardon;



That which you are, ny thoughts cannot transpose.
Angel s are bright still, though the brightest fell.
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace,
Yet grace nust still |ook so.
MACDUFF. | have | ost ny hopes.
MALCOLM Per chance even there where | did find ny doubts.
Way in that rawness left you wife and child,
Those precious notives, those strong knots of |ove,
W thout |eave-taking? | pray you,
Let not ny jeal ousies be your dishonors,
But mine own safeties. You may be rightly just,
What ever | shall think.
MACDUFF. Bl eed, bl eed, poor country!
Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure,
For goodness dare not check thee. War thou thy w ongs;
The title is affeer'd. Fare thee well, lord.
I would not be the villain that thou think'st
For the whol e space that's in the tyrant's grasp
And the rich East to boot.
MALCOLM Be not of f ended
| speak not as in absolute fear of you
I think our country sinks beneath the yoke;
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gash
I s added to her wounds. | think wtha
There woul d be hands uplifted in ny right;
And here from graci ous England have | offer
O goodly thousands. But for all this,
When | shall tread upon the tyrant's head,
O wear it on ny sword, yet my poor country
Shal | have nore vices than it had before,
More suffer and nore sundry ways than ever
By himthat shall succeed

MACDUFF. What shoul d he be?



MALCOLM It is nyself | mean, in whom| know
Al'l the particulars of vice so grafted
That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth
WIl seemas pure as snow, and the poor state
Esteem himas a | anb, being conpared
Wth ny confinel ess harns.

MACDUFF. Not in the |egions
O horrid hell can cone a devil nore damm'd
In evils to top Macbet h.

MALCOLM | grant hi m bl oody,
Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful,
Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin
That has a nanme. But there's no bottom none,
In my vol uptuousness. Your wi ves, your daughters,
Your matrons, and your maids could not fill up
The cestern of ny lust, and ny desire
Al'l continent inpedinments would o' erbear
That did oppose ny will. Better Macbeth
Than such an one to reign

MACDUFF. Boundl ess i nt enper ance
In nature is a tyranny; it hath been
The untinely enptying of the happy throne,
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet
To take upon you what is yours. You may
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty
And yet seemcold, the time you nay so hoodw nk.
We have willing dames enough; there cannot be
That vulture in you to devour so nmany
As will to greatness dedicate thenselves,
Finding it so inclined.

MALCOLM Wth this there grows
In my nost ill-conmposed affection such

A stanchl ess avarice that, were | King,



| should cut off the nobles for their |ands,
Desire his jewels and this other's house,
And my nore-having would be as a sauce

To nmake ne hunger nore, that | should forge
Quarrel s unjust against the good and | oyal,
Destroying them for wealth

MACDUFF. This avarice
Sticks deeper, grows w th nore pernicious root
Than summer-seenming lust, and it hath been
The sword of our slain kings. Yet do not fear
Scotl and hath foisons to fill up your wll
O your nmere own. All these are portable,
Wth ot her graces weigh'd.

MALCOLM But | have none. The ki ng-beconi ng graces
As justice, verity, tenperance, stableness,
Bounty, perseverance, nercy, |owiness,
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

I have no relish of them but abound

In the division of each several crine,

Acting it many ways. Nay, had | power, | should
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell,

Uproar the universal peace, confound

Al'l unity on earth.

MACDUFF. O Scotl and, Scotl and!

MALCOLM | f such a one be fit to govern, speak
I amas | have spoken

MACDUFF. Fit to govern?

No, not to live. O nation m serable!

Wth an untitled tyrant bl oody-scepter'd,
When shalt thou see thy whol esone days again,
Since that the truest issue of thy throne

By his own interdiction stands accursed

And does bl asphene his breed? Thy royal father



Was a nost sainted king; the queen that bore thee,
Ot ener upon her knees than on her feet,
D ed every day she lived. Fare thee well!
These evils thou repeat'st upon thyself
Have banish'd nme from Scotland. O ny breast,
Thy hope ends here!
MALCOLM Macduff, this noble passion,
Child of integrity, hath fromny sou
W ped the black scruples, reconciled ny thoughts
To thy good truth and honor. Devilish Macheth
By many of these trains hath sought to win ne
Into his power, and nodest w sdom pl ucks mne
From over-credul ous haste. But God above
Deal between thee and ne! For even now
| put myself to thy direction and
Unspeak nine own detraction; here abjure
The taints and blanmes | laid upon nyself,
For strangers to ny nature. | am yet
Unknown to woman, never was forsworn
Scarcely have coveted what was ni ne own,
At no tine broke my faith, would not betray
The devil to his fellow, and delight
No less in truth than life. My first fal se speaking
Was this upon nyself. What | amtruly
I's thine and ny poor country's to comand.
Whi t her indeed, before thy here-approach
ad Siward, with ten thousand warlike nen
Already at a point, was setting forth.
Now we' | | together, and the chance of goodness
Be Ii ke our warranted quarrel! Wiy are you silent?
MACDUFF. Such wel come and unwel cone things at once

"Tis hard to reconcil e.



Enter a Doctor.

MALCOLM Well, nore anon. Cones the King forth, | pray you?
DOCTOR. Ay, sir, there are a crew of wetched souls
That stay his cure. Their mal ady convinces
The great assay of art, but at his touch,
Such sanctity hath heaven gi ven his hand,
They presently anend.
MALCOLM | thank you, Doctor. Exit Doctor.
MACDUFF. What's the di sease he neans?
MALCOLM 'Tis call'd the evil:
A nost miracul ous work in this good King,
Whi ch often, since nmy here-remain in England,
I have seen himdo. How he solicits heaven,
H nsel f best knows; but strangel y-visited people,
Al'l swol'n and ul cerous, pitiful to the eye,
The mere despair of surgery, he cures,
Hangi ng a gol den stanp about their necks
Put on with holy prayers; and 'tis spoken,
To the succeeding royalty he | eaves
The healing benediction. Wth this strange virtue
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy,
And sundry bl essings hang about his throne

That speak himfull of grace.

Ent er Ross.

MACDUFF. See, who conmes here?

MALCOLM My countryman, but yet | know hi m not.

MACDUFF. My ever gentle cousin, welconme hither.

MALCOLM | know hi m now. Good God, betinmes renove
The means that makes us strangers!

RCSS. Sir, anen.



MACDUFF. Stands Scotland where it did?
RCSS. Al as, poor country,
Al nost afraid to know itself! It cannot
Be call'd our nother, but our grave. Were nothing,
But who knows nothing, is once seen to snile;
Where sighs and groans and shrieks that rend the air,
Are made, not mark'd; where violent sorrow seens
A nodern ecstasy. The dead nan's knell
Is there scarce ask'd for who, and good nmen's lives
Expire before the flowers in their caps,
Dying or ere they sicken.
MACDUFF. O, relation
Too nice, and yet too true!
MALCOLM What's the newest grief?
RCSS. That of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker;
Each nminute teenms a new one.
MACDUFF. How does ny wife?
ROSS. Wy, well.
MACDUFF. And all ny children?
ROSS. Well too.
MACDUFF. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace?
RCSS. No, they were well at peace when | did | eave 'em
MACDUFF. Be not a niggard of your speech. How goest?
ROSS. Wien | cane hither to transport the tidings,
Which | have heavily borne, there ran a runor
O many worthy fellows that were out,
VWhich was to ny belief witness'd the rather,
For that | saw the tyrant's power afoot.
Now is the tine of help; your eye in Scotland
Whul d create sol diers, make our wonen fight,
To doff their dire distresses.
MALCOLM Be't their confort

We are coming thither. Gacious England hath



Lent us good Siward and ten thousand nen;
An ol der and a better sol dier none
That Christendom gi ves out.
ROSS. Wuld | could answer
This confort with the Iike! But | have words
That would be howl 'd out in the desert air,
Where hearing should not latch them
MACDUFF. What concern they?
The general cause? O is it a fee-grief
Due to sone single breast?
ROSS. No mind that's honest
But in it shares some woe, though the main part
Pertains to you al one.
MACDUFF. |f it be mine,
Keep it not fromnme, quickly et ne have it.
RCSS. Let not your ears despise ny tongue forever,
Whi ch shall possess themwi th the heaviest sound
That ever yet they heard.
MACDUFF. Humh! | guess at it.
RCSS. Your castle is surprised; your w fe and babes
Savagely slaughter'd. To relate the manner
Were, on the quarry of these nurther'd deer,
To add the death of you.
MALCOLM Merci ful heaven!
What, nan! Neer pull your hat upon your brows;
G ve sorrow words. The grief that does not speak
VWi spers the o' erfraught heart, and bids it break.
MACDUFF. My children too?
ROSS. Wfe, children, servants, all
That coul d be found.
MACDUFF. And | nust be from thence!
My wife kill'd too?

RCSS. | have said.



MALCOLM Be confort ed.
Let's make us nedicines of our great revenge,
To cure this deadly grief.
MACDUFF. He has no children. Al ny pretty ones?
Did you say all? Ohell-kite! Al?
What, all ny pretty chickens and their dam
At one fell swoop?
MALCOLM Dispute it Iike a nman.
MACDUFF. | shall do so,
But | nust also feel it as a man.
| cannot but remenber such things were
That were nost precious to ne. Did heaven | ook on,
And woul d not take their part? Sinful Mcduff,
They were all struck for thee! Naught that | am
Not for their own denerits, but for mne,
Fel | slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest them now
MALCOLM Be this the whetstone of your sword. Let grief
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it.
MACDUFF. O, | could play the wonan with nine eyes
And braggart with ny tongue! But, gentle heavens,
Cut short all interm ssion; front to front
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and nyself;
Wthin nmy sword's length set him if he 'scape,
Heaven forgive himtoo!
MALCOLM Thi s tune goes nanly.
Cone, go we to the King; our power is ready,
Qur lack is nothing but our |eave. Macbeth
I's ripe for shaking, and the powers above
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you nmay,
The night is long that never finds the day. Exeunt .
ACT V. SCENE I.

Dunsi nane. Anteroomin the castle.



Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting Gentl ewonan.

DOCTOR. | have two nights watched with you, but can perceive no
truth in your report. When was it she | ast wal ked?

GENTLEWOMAN. Since his Majesty went into the field, have seen her
rise fromher bed, throw her ni ghtgown upon her, unlock her
closet, take forth paper, fold it, wite upon't, read it,
afterwards seal it, and again return to bed; yet all this while
in a nost fast sleep.

DOCTOR. A great perturbation in nature, to receive at once the
benefit of sleep and do the effects of watching! In this slunbery
agi tation, besides her wal king and ot her actual performances,
what, at any tinme, have you heard her say?

GENTLEWOMAN. That, sir, which | will not report after her.

DOCTOR. You may to me, and 'tis nobst neet you shoul d.

GENTLEWOMAN. Neither to you nor anyone, having no witness to

confirmny speech.

Enter Lady Macbeth with a taper.

Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise, and, upon ny
life, fast asleep. Qbserve her; stand cl ose.

DOCTOR. How canme she by that Iight?

GENTLEWOVMAN. Way, it stood by her. She has |ight by her

continually; '"tis her comand.

DOCTOR. You see, her eyes are open.

GENTLEWOMAN. Ay, but their sense is shut.

DOCTOR. What is it she does now? Look how she rubs her hands.

GENTLEWOMAN. It is an accustoned action with her, to seemthus
washi ng her hands. | have known her continue in this a quarter of
an hour.

LADY MACBETH. Yet here's a spot.

DOCTOR. Hark, she speaks! | will set down what conmes fromher, to



satisfy ny renenbrance the nore strongly.

LADY MACBETH. Qut, danmmed spot! Qut, | say! One- two -why then 'tis
time to do't. Hell is murky. Fie, ny lord, fie! A soldier, and
af eard? What need we fear who knows it, when none can call our
power to account? Yet who woul d have thought the old man to have
had so nuch blood in hinf

DOCTOR. Do you mark that?

LADY MACBETH. The Thane of Fife had a wife; where is she now? What,
wi Il these hands neer be clean? No nore o' that, ny lord, no nore
o' that. You mar all with this starting.

DOCTOR. Go to, go to; you have known what you shoul d not.

GENTLEWOMAN. She has spoke what she should not, | am sure of that.
Heaven knows what she has known.

LADY MACBETH. Here's the snell of the blood still. Al the perfunes
of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Ch, oh, oh

DOCTOR. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged

GENTLEWOMAN. | woul d not have such a heart in ny bosomfor the
dignity of the whol e body.

DOCTOR. well, well, well-

GENTLEWOMAN. Pray God it be, sir.

DOCTOR. This di sease is beyond ny practice. Yet | have known those
whi ch have wal ked in their sleep who have died holily in their
beds.

LADY MACBETH. Wash your hands, put on your nightgown, |ook not so
pale. | tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; he cannot cone out
on's grave.

DCCTCOR. Even so?

LADY MACBETH. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate. Cone,
come, come, cone, give me your hand.What's done cannot be undone.

To bed, to bed, to bed.

DOCTOR. WII she go now to bed?

GENTLEWOVAN. Directly.



DOCTOR. Foul whisperings are abroad. Unnatural deeds
Do breed unnatural troubles; infected minds
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.
More needs she the divine than the physician.
God, CGod, forgive us all! Look after her;
Renmove from her the nmeans of all annoyance,
And still keep eyes upon her. So good night.
My nmind she has mated and amazed ny sight.
I think, but dare not speak.

GENTLEWOMAN. Good ni ght, good doctor.

SCENE | I.

The country near Dunsinane. Drum and col ors.

Enter Menteith, Caithness, Angus, Lennox, and Sol diers.

MENTElI TH. The English power is near, |led on by Ml colm
H s uncle Siward, and the good Macduff.
Revenges burn in them for their dear causes
Wuld to the bleeding and the grimalarm
Excite the nortified man.
ANGUS. Near Birnam Wod
Shall we well neet them that way are they coning.
CAl THNESS. Who knows if Donal bain be with his brother?
LENNOX. For certain, sir, he is not; | have a file
O all the gentry. There is Seward's son
And many unrough youths that even now
Protest their first of nmanhood.
MENTEI TH. What does the tyrant?
CAl THNESS. G eat Dunsinane he strongly fortifies.
Sone say he's mad; others, that |esser hate him
Do call it valiant fury; but, for certain,

He cannot buckl e his distenper'd cause

Exeunt .



Wthin the belt of rule.

ANGUS. Now does he fee
H s secret nmurthers sticking on his hands,
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach
Those he conmmands nove only in conmand,
Not hing in | ove. Now does he feel his title
Hang | oose about him like a giant's robe
Upon a dwarfish thief.

MENTEI TH. Who then shall bl ane
Hi s pester'd senses to recoil and start,
When all that is within himdoes condem
Itself for being there?

CAl THNESS. Vel |, march we on
To give obedi ence where '"tis truly owed.
Meet we the nedicine of the sickly weal
And with himpour we, in our country's purge,
Each drop of us.

LENNOX. O so nuch as it needs
To dew the sovereign flower and drown the weeds.
Make we our march towards Birnam Exeunt mar chi ng.

SCENE 111.

Dunsi nane. A roomin the castle.

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants.

MACBETH. Bring ne no nore reports; let themfly all
Till Bi rnam Wod renove to Dunsi nane
I cannot taint with fear. Wat's the boy Ml col n?
Was he not born of wonman? The spirits that know
Al'l mortal consequences have pronounced ne thus:
"Fear not, Macbeth; no man that's born of woman
Shal | e'er have power upon thee." Then fly, false Thanes,

And mingle with the English epicures!



The mind | sway by and the heart | bear

Shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear

Enter a Servant.

The devil damm thee bl ack, thou creamfaced | oon
Where got'st thou that goose | ook?

SERVANT. There is ten thousand-

MACBETH. Geese, villain?

SERVANT. Sol diers, sir.

MACBETH. Go prick thy face and over-red thy fear,
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What sol diers, patch?
Death of thy soul! Those linen cheeks of thine
Are counselors to fear. Wat soldiers, whey-face?

SERVANT. The English force, so please you

MACBETH. Take thy face hence. Exit Servant.
Seyton-1 amsick at heart,

When | behol d- Seyton, | say!- This push

WI1l cheer ne ever or disseat me now.

I have lived | ong enough. My way of life

Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow | eaf

And t hat which shoul d acconpany ol d age

As honor, |ove, obedience, troops of friends,

| nmust not | ook to have; but in their stead,
Curses, not |oud but deep, nouth-honor, breath,
Whi ch the poor heart would fain deny and dare not.

Seyt on!

Enter Seyton.

SEYTON. What's your gracious pl easure?
MACBETH. What news nore?
SEYTON. All is confirmd, my lord, which was reported.

MACBETH. 1'IIl fight, "til fromny bones ny flesh be hack'd.



G ve ne ny arnor.

SEYTON. 'Tis not needed yet.

MACBETH. 1'Il put it on.

Send out nore horses, skirr the country round,
Hang those that talk of fear. G ve nme nine arnor.
How does your patient, doctor?

DOCTOR. Not so sick, ny lord,

As she is troubled with thick-coning fancies,
That keep her from her rest.

MACBETH. Cure her of that.

Canst thou not minister to a mnd di seased,
Pluck fromthe nenory a rooted sorrow,

Raze out the witten troubles of the brain,

And with sonme sweet oblivious antidote

Cl eanse the stuff'd bosom of that perilous stuff
Whi ch wei ghs upon the heart?

DOCTOR. Therein the patient
Must minister to hinself.

MACBETH. Throw physic to the dogs, |I'Il none of it.
Cone, put nine arnor on; give nme ny staff.
Seyton, send out. Doctor, the Thanes fly from ne.
Cone, sir, dispatch. If thou coul dst, doctor, cast
The water of ny land, find her disease
And purge it to a sound and pristine health,

I woul d appl aud thee to the very echo,

That shoul d applaud again. Pull't off, | say.

What rhubarb, cyne, or what purgative drug

Woul d scour these English hence? Hearst thou of thenf

DOCTOR. Ay, ny good lord, your royal preparation
Makes us hear sonet hi ng.

MACBETH. Bring it after ne.

I will not be afraid of death and bane

Till Birnam Forest cone to Dunsi nane.



DOCTOR. [Aside.] Were | from Dunsi nane away and cl ear,
Profit again should hardly draw nme here. Exeunt .
SCENE | V.

Country near Birnam Wod. Drum and col ors.

Enter Malcolm old Seward and his Son, Macduff, Menteith,

Cai t hness, Angus, Lennox, Ross, and Sol di ers, marching.

MALCOLM Cousins, | hope the days are near at hand
That chanmbers will be safe.

MENTEI TH. We doubt it nothing.

SI WARD. What wood is this before us?

MENTEI TH. The Wbod of Birnam

MALCOLM Let every sol dier hew hi m down a bough,
And bear't before him thereby shall we shadow
The nunbers of our host, and nake di scovery
Err in report of us.

SOLDI ERS. It shall be done.

SIWARD. W learn no other but the confident tyrant
Keeps still in Dunsinane and will endure
Qur setting down before't.

MALCOLM 'Tis his nmain hope;
For where there is advantage to be given,
Both nore and | ess have given himthe revolt,
And none serve with himbut constrained things
Whose hearts are absent too.

MACDUFF. Let our just censures
Attend the true event, and put we on
I ndust ri ous sol di ershi p.

SI WARD. The tinme approaches
That will with due decision nmake us know
What we shall say we have and what we owe.

Thought s specul ative their unsure hopes rel ate,



But certain issue strokes nust arbitrate.
Towar ds whi ch advance the war.

Exeunt Mar chi ng.
SCENE V.

Dunsi nane. Wthin the castle.

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers, with drum and col ors.

MACBETH. Hang out our banners on the outward walls;

The cry is still, "They cone!" Qur castle's strength
WIl laugh a siege to scorn. Here let themlie
Till fam ne and the ague eat them up.

Were they not forced with those that should be ours,

We night have nmet them dareful, beard to beard,

And beat them backward hone.

A cry of wonen within.

What is that noise?
SEYTON. It is the cry of wonen, ny good | ord. Exit.
MACBETH. | have al nost forgot the taste of fears:

The tine has been, ny senses woul d have cool'd

To hear a night-shriek, and nmy fell of hair

Wuld at a dismal treatise rouse and stir

As life were in't. | have supp'd full with horrors;

Direness, famliar to ny slaughterous thoughts,

Cannot once start ne.

Re-enter Seyton.
Wheref ore was that cry?
SEYTON. The Queen, ny lord, is dead.
MACBETH. She shoul d have died hereafter;
There woul d have been a tinme for such a word.
Tonorrow, and tonorrow, and tonorrow

Creeps in this petty pace fromday to day



To the last syllable of recorded tineg;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Qut, out, brief candle!
Life's but a wal king shadow, a poor player

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage
And then is heard no nore. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Si gni fyi ng not hi ng.

Enter a Messenger.

Thou conest to use thy tongue; thy story quickly.
MESSENGER. Graci ous ny |ord,
| should report that which | say | saw,
But know not how to do it.
MACBETH. Well, say, sir
MESSENGER. As | did stand ny watch upon the hill
I look'd toward Birnam and anon, nethought,
The Wbod began to nove.
MACBETH. Liar and sl ave!
MESSENGER. Let ne endure your wath, if't be not so.
Wthin this three mle may you see it coning;
| say, a noving grove.
MACBETH. 1f thou speak'st false,
Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive,
Till famine cling thee; if thy speech be sooth,
| care not if thou dost for ne as nuch.
I pull in resolution and begin
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend
That lies like truth. "Fear not, till Birnam Wod
Do cone to Dunsinane,” and now a wood
Conmes toward Dunsinane. Arm arm and out!

If this which he avouches does appear



There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here.
I 'gin to be aweary of the sun

And wi sh the estate o' the world were now undone.

Ring the alarumbell! Blow, w nd! Cone, w ack!
At least we'll die with harness on our back. Exeunt .
SCENE VI.

Dunsi nane. Before the castle.

Enter Malcolm old Siward, Mcduff,

and their Arny, with boughs. Drum and col ors.

MALCOLM Now near enough; your | eavy screens throw down,
And show | i ke those you are. You, worthy uncle,
Shall with nmy cousin, your right noble son,
Lead our first battle. Wrthy Macduff and we
Shal | take upon 's what else renains to do,
Accordi ng to our order.
SI WARD. Fare you wel | .
Do we but find the tyrant's power tonight,
Let us be beaten if we cannot fight.
MACDUFF. Make all our trunpets speak, give themall breath,
Those cl anorous harbi ngers of bl ood and deat h.
Exeunt .
SCENE VI'|.

Dunsi nane. Before the castle. Al aruns.

Ent er Macbet h.

MACBETH. They have tied nme to a stake; | cannot fly,
But bear-like | nust fight the course. Wat's he
That was not born of woman? Such a one

Am| to fear, or none.



Enter young Siward.

YOUNG SI WARD. Wat is thy name?

MACBETH. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it.

YOUNG SIWARD. No, though thou call'st thyself a hotter name
Than any is in hell.

MACBETH. My name's Macbet h.

YOUNG SIWARD. The devil hinself could not pronounce a title
More hateful to mine ear.

MACBETH. No, nor nore fearful.

YOUNG SIVWARD O Thou |iest, abhorred tyrant; with my sword
I"lI'l prove the lie thou speak'st.

They fight, and young Seward is slain.

MACBETH. Thou wast born of woman.

But swords | snile at, weapons |augh to scorn,

Brandi sh'd by man that's of a wonman born. Exit.

Al aruns. Enter Macduff.

MACDUFF. That way the noise is. Tyrant, show thy face!
If thou best slain and with no stroke of mine,
My wife and children's ghosts will haunt ne still.
I cannot strike at wetched kerns, whose arms
Are hired to bear their staves. Either thou, Mcbeth,
O else ny sword, with an unbatter'd edge,
| sheathe agai n undeeded. There thou shoul dst be;
By this great clatter, one of greatest note
Seens bruited. Let nme find him Fortune!

And nore | beg not. Exit. Al aruns.

Enter Mal col m and ol d Siward.

SIWARD. This way, ny lord; the castle's gently render'd.

The tyrant's people on both sides do fight,



The nobl e Thanes do bravely in the war,
The day al nost itself professes yours,
And little is to do.
MALCOLM We have met with foes
That strike beside us.
SIWARD. Enter, sir, the castle.
Exeunt. Al arum
SCENE VI'| 1.

Anot her part of the field.

Ent er Macbet h.

MACBETH. Wiy should | play the Roman fool and die
On mine own sword? Whiles | see lives, the gashes

Do better upon them

Ent er Macduff.

MACDUFF. Turn, hell hound, turn!

MACBETH. O all nen else | have avoi ded thee.
But get thee back, my soul is too nuch charged
Wth blood of thine already.

MACDUFF. | have no words.

My voice is in ny sword, thou bloodier villain

Than terns can give thee out! They fight.
MACBETH. Thou | osest | abor.

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air

Wth thy keen sword inpress as make ne bl eed.

Let fall thy blade on vul nerable crests;

| bear a charned life, which nust not yield

To one of woman born.
MACDUFF. Despair thy charm

And let the angel whomthou still hast served



Tell thee, Macduff was fromhis nother's wonb
Untinely ripp'd.
MACBETH. Accursed be that tongue that tells nme so,
For it hath cow d ny better part of nan!
And be these juggling fiends no nore believed
That patter with us in a doubl e sense,
That keep the word of pronise to our ear
And break it to our hope. I'll not fight with thee.
MACDUFF. Then yield thee, coward,
And live to be the show and gaze o' the tine.
W'l have thee, as our rarer nonsters are,
Pai nted upon a pole, and underwit,
"Here may you see the tyrant."
MACBETH. | will not vyield,
To ki ss the ground before young Mal colms feet,
And to be baited with the rabble's curse.
Though Bi rnam Wood be cone to Dunsi nane,
And t hou opposed, being of no wonan born,
Yet | will try the last. Before ny body
I throw ny warlike shield! Lay on, Macduff,
And damm' d be himthat first cries, "Hold, enough!”
Exeunt fighting. Al aruns.

SCENE | X

Retreat. Flourish. Enter, with drumand col ors, Ml colm

old Siward, Ross, the other Thanes, and Sol di ers.

MALCOLM | would the friends we mss were safe arrived.
SI WARD. Sone nust go off, and yet, by these | see,
So great a day as this is cheaply bought.
MALCOLM Macduff is mssing, and your noble son.
RCSS. Your son, ny lord, has paid a soldier's debt.

He only lived but till he was a nan,



The which no sooner had his prowess confirnid
In the unshrinking station where he fought,
But |i ke a man he di ed.

SIWARD. Then he is dead?

RCSS. Ay, and brought off the field. Your cause of sorrow
Must not be neasured by his worth, for then
It hath no end.

SI WARD. Had he his hurts before?

RCSS. Ay, on the front.

SI WARD. Why then, God's soldier be he!

Had | as many sons as | have hairs,
I would not wish themto a fairer death.
And so his knell is knoll"'d.
MALCOLM He's worth nore sorrow,
And that 1'Il spend for him

SIWARD. He's worth no nore:

They say he parted well and paid his score,

And so God be with him Here conmes newer confort.

Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth's head.

MACDUFF. Hail, King, for so thou art. Behold where stands
The usurper's cursed head. The tine is free.
| see thee conpass'd with thy kingdom s pearl
That speak ny salutation in their m nds,
Whose voices | desire aloud with mnine-
Hail, King of Scotl and!
ALL. Hail, King of Scotl and! Fl ouri sh.
MALCOLM We shall not spend a | arge expense of tine
Bef ore we reckon with your several |oves
And make us even with you. My Thanes and ki nsnen,
Henceforth be Earls, the first that ever Scotland

In such an honor naned. What's nore to do,



Whi ch woul d be planted newly with the tine,

As calling home our exiled friends abroad

That fled the snares of watchful tyranny,
Producing forth the cruel mnisters

O this dead butcher and his fiend-Iike queen
Who, as 'tis thought, by self and viol ent hands
Took off her life; this, and what needful else
That calls upon us, by the grace of G ace

W will performin neasure, time, and pl ace.

So thanks to all at once and to each one,

Wiomwe invite to see us crown'd at Scone.

Fl ouri sh.

- THE END-

Exeunt .



