
■THE TRAGEDIE OF MACBETH by William Shakespeare Actus Primus. Scoena Prima. Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 1. When shall we three meet againe? In Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine? 2. When the Hurley-burley's done, When the Battaile's lost, and wonne 3. Tha
t will be ere the set of Sunne 1. Where the place? 2. Vpon the Heath 3. There to meet with Macbeth 1. I come, Gray-Malkin All. Padock calls anon: faire is foule, and foule is faire, Houer through the fogge and filthie ayre. Exeunt. Scena Secunda. Alarum within. Enter Kin
g Malcome, Donalbaine, Lenox, with attendants, meeting a bleeding Captaine. King. What bloody man is that? he can report, A s seemeth by his plight, of the Reuolt The newest state Mal. This is the Serieant, Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought 'Gai
nst my Captiuitie: Haile braue friend; Say to the King, the knowledge of the Broyle, As thou didst leaue it Cap. Doubtfull it stood, As two spent Swimmers, that doe cling together, And choake their Art: The mercilesse Macdonwald (Worthie to be a R
ebell, for to that The multiplying Villanies of Nature Doe swarme vpon him) from the Westerne Isles Of Kernes and Gallo wgrosses is supply'd, And Fortune on his damned Quarry smiling, Shew'd like a Rebells Whore: but all's too weake: For br
aue Macbeth (well hee deserues that Name) Disdayning Fortune, with his brandisht Steele, Which smoak'd with bloody  execution (Like Valours Minion) caru'd out his passage, Till hee fac'd the Slaue: Which neu'r shooke hands, nor bad far
well to him, Till he vnseam'd him from the Naue toth' Chops, And fix'd his Head vpon our Battlements King. O valiant Cous in, worthy Gent leman Cap. As whence the Sunne 'gins his reflection, Shipwracking Stormes, and direfull Thun
ders: So from that Spring, whence comfort seem'd to come, Discomfort swells: Marke King of Scotland, marke, No s oone r Ius tice had, with Valour arm'd, Compell'd these skipping Kernes to trust their heeles, But th
e Norweyan Lord, surueying vantage, With furbusht Armes, and new supplyes of men, Began a fresh assault Kin g. Dis may' d not this our Captaines, Macbeth and Banquoh? Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes, Eagles; 
Or the Hare, the Lyon: If I say sooth, I must report they were As Cannons ouer-charg'd with double Cracks, So they do ubly redoubled stroakes vpon the Foe: Except they meant to bathe in reeking W
ounds, Or memorize another Golgotha, I cannot tell: but I am faint, My Gashes cry for helpe King. So well thy  words become thee, as thy wounds, They smack of Honor both: Goe get him Surgeo
ns. Enter Rosse and Angus. Who comes here? Mal. The worthy Thane of Rosse Lenox. What a ha ste lo okes thr ough his eyes? So should he looke, that seemes to speake things strange R
osse. God saue the King King. Whence cam'st thou, worthy Thane? Rosse. From Fiffe, grea t Ki ng, Wh e re the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie, And fanne our people cold. Norwa
y himselfe, with terrible numbers, Assisted by that most disloyall Traytor, The Thane of C aw dor, b e gan a dismall Conflict, Till that Bellona's Bridegroome, lapt in proofe, Conf
ronted him with selfe-comparisons, Point against Point, rebellious Arme 'gainst Arm e , Curbi n g his lauish spirit: and to conclude, The Victorie fell on vs King. Great hap
pinesse Rosse. That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, Craues composition: Nor wo uld  we de igne  him buriall of his men, Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes ynch, Ten 
thousand Dollars, to our generall vse King. No more that Thane of Cawdor shall de ceiu e Ou r Boso me interest: Goe pronounce his present death, And with his former
 Title greet Macbeth Rosse. Ile see it done King. What he hath lost, Noble Macbeth  hath w onn e. Exeu nt. Scena Tertia. Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 1. Where hast
 thou beene, Sister? 2. Killing Swine 3. Sister, where thou? 1. A Saylors Wife had Chestnut s in  h er La ppe, And mouncht, & mouncht, and mouncht: Giue me, quoth 
I. Aroynt thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes. Her Husband's to Aleppo gone , Mas ter o' th'  T iger:  But in a Syue Ile thither sayle, And like a Rat without a tayl
e, Ile doe, Ile doe, and Ile doe 2. Ile giue thee a Winde 1. Th'art kinde 3. And I anot her 1. I my selfe  h au e all t he other, And the very Ports they blow, All the Quarters t
hat they know, I'th' Ship-mans Card. Ile dreyne him drie as Hay: Sleepe shall neyt h er Nig ht nor D a y Han g vpon his Pent-house Lid: He shall liue a man forbid: 
Wearie Seu'nights, nine times nine, Shall he dwindle, peake, and pine: Though hi s Barke cann ot be  lost, Yet it shall be Tempest-tost. Looke what I haue 2
. Shew me, shew me 1. Here I haue a Pilots Thumbe, Wrackt, as homeward he did  come. Dru m wit hin. 3. A Drumme, a Drumme: Macbeth doth come All
. The weyward Sisters, hand in hand, Posters of the Sea and Land, Thus doe goe , about, ab out, Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, And thrice again
e, to make vp nine. Peace, the Charme's wound vp. Enter Macbeth and Ban quo . Macb. So fo ule and faire a day I haue not seene Banquo. How farre 
is't call'd to Soris? What are these, So wither'd, and so wilde in their attyre,  Tha t lo oke not lik e t h' In habitants o'th' Earth, And yet are on't? Liue you, or
 are you aught That man may question? you seeme to vnderstand me, By each  at once her c hop pie  finger laying Vpon her skinnie Lips: you should b
e Women, And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete That you are so Ma c. Spe ake if you can:  wh at a re you? 1. All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Thane o
f Glamis 2. All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Thane of Cawdor 3. All haile M acbeth , t hat s halt be King herea ft er B a nq. Good Sir, why doe you start, and seeme to fea
re Things that doe sound so faire? i'th' name of truth Are ye fantasticall, or tha t indeed Which outwardly ye s hew? My Noble  Pa rt ner You greet with present Grace, and great predi
ction Of Noble hauing, and of Royall hope, That he seemes wrapt withall : to m e you speake  not. If y ou can looke into th e Seedes  of Time, And  sa y,  which Graine will grow, and which will not, Speak
e then to me, who neyther begge, nor feare Your fauors, nor your hate 1 . Ha yle 2. Hayle  3. Hayle 1. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater 2. Not so happ y, ye t much happyer 3. Thou shalt get Kings, though t
hou be none: So all haile Macbeth, and Banquo 1. Banquo, and Macbeth , all  haile Mac b. Stay you imperfect Speakers, tell me more: By  Sinells d eat h, I know I am Thane of Glamis, But how, of Cawdor?
 the Thane of Cawdor liues A prosperous Gentleman: And to be King, St and s not with in the prospect of beleefe, No more then to be Ca wdor. Say  from  w hence You owe this strange Intelligence, or why Vp
on this blasted Heath you stop our way With such Prophetique greeting?  S peake, I c harge you. Witches van ish. Banq. The Earth h ath bubb les,  a s the Water ha's, And these are of them: whither are 
they vanish'd? Macb. Into the Ayre: and what seem'd corporall, Melted, a s b reath into  the Winde. Would th ey had stay'd Banq. W ere such thi ngs here, as we doe speake about? Or haue we eaten 
on the insane Root, Th at takes the Reason Prisoner? Macb. Your Childre n s hall be Kings Banq. You shall be  King Macb. And Thane of Cawd or too: went it not so? Banq. Toth' selfe-same tune and w
ords: who's here? Ente r Rosse and Angus. Rosse. The King hath happily re ceiu'd, Macbeth, Th e newes of thy suc ce sse: and when he reades Thy personall Venture in the Reb
els sight, His Wonders  and his Prayses doe contend, Which should be thi ne, or his:  s ilenc'd with that, In viewi ng  o're the r es t o'th' selfe-same day, He findes thee in the stout Norweyan R
ankes, Nothing afeard of what thy selfe didst make Strange Images of deat h, a s t hick as Tale Can post with post, and euery on e d id beare Thy prayses in his Kingdomes great defence, And powr'd t
hem downe before him  Ang. Wee are sent, To giue thee from our Royall Mas te r thanks, Onely to harrold thee into his sight, Not pay t h ee  Rosse. And for an earnest of a greater Honor, He bad me, from hi
m, call thee Thane of C awdor: In which addition, haile most worthy Thane, Fo r it is thine Banq. What, can the Deuill speake true? Macb. Th e Thane of Cawdor liues: Why doe you dresse me in borrowed Robes
? Ang. Who was the Th ane, liues yet, But vnder heauie Iudgement beares that Life, Which he de serues to loose. W hether he was combin'd with those of Norway, Or did lyne the Rebell
 with hidden helpe, An d vantage; or that with  both he labour'd In his Countreyes  wracke , I know  not: But Treasons Capitall, confess'd, and prou'd, Haue ouerthrowne
 him Macb. Glamys, an d Thane of Cawdor: The greatest is behinde. Thankes for you r paines. Doe  you not hope your Children shall be Kings, When those t
hat gaue the Thane of  Cawdor to me, Pr omis'd no lesse to them Banq. That trusted h ome, Might ye t enkindle you vnto the Crowne, Besides the Thane of C
awdor. But 'tis strang e: And oftentimes , to winne vs to our harme, The Instruments of D arknesse tell vs Truths, Winne vs with h onest Trifles, to betray's In 
deepest consequence . Cousins, a word , I pray you Macb. Two Truths are told, As happy Pr ologues to the  swelling Act Of the Imperi all Theam e. I thanke you 
Gentlemen: This supe rnaturall s olliciti ng Cannot be ill; cannot be good. If ill? why hath it gi uen me earnes t of su ccesse, Commenci ng in a T ruth? I am Than
e of Cawdor. If good?  why doe I  yeeld  to that suggestion, Whose horrid Image doth vnfixe m y Heire, And ma ke my seated Heart knock at my  Ribbes, Agains
t the vse of Nature? Present Fe ares Are lesse then horrible Imaginings: My Thought, whose Murther yet is bu t fanta sticall, Shakes so my sin gle state of Man
, That Function is sm other'd in surmise, And nothing is, but what is not Banq. Looke how our P artner's rapt Macb . If Chance will haue me King , Why Chance m
ay Crowne me, With out my sti rre B anq. New Honors come vpon him Like our strange Garme nts, cleaue not to th eir  mould, But with the aid  of vse Macb. C
ome what come ma y, Time, and the Houre, runs through the roughest Day Banq. Worthy Mac beth, wee stay vpon your le ysure Macb. Giue me y our fauour: My 
dull Braine was wr ought with  thi ngs forgotten. Kinde Gentlemen, your paines are registred, Where euery day I turne the L eafe , To reade them. Let vs toward t
he King: thinke vp on What h ath  chanc'd: and at more time, The Interim hauing weigh'd it, let vs  speake Our free Hearts ea ch to other Banq. V ery gladly Mac
b. Till then enoug h: Come f riends. Exeunt. Scena Quarta. Flourish. Enter King, Lenox, Malcol me,  Donalbaine, and Attendan ts. King . Is executio n done on Ca
wdor? Or not tho se in Commission yet return'd? Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come ba ck. But I haue spoke with one that s aw him d ie: Who di d report, that 
very frankly hee Confess' d his Treasons, implor'd your Highnesse Pardon, And set forth  a d eepe R epentance: Nothing in his Life beca me him, Li ke the leauin
g it. Hee dy'de, A s one th at had beene studied in  his death, To throw away the dearest t hin g he ow 'd, As 'twere a carelesse T rifle King. There's n o Art, To fin
de the Mindes co nstructi on in the Face. He was a  Gentleman, on whom I built An absolut e Tr ust. Ente r Macbeth, Banquo, Rosse , and Angu s. O worth yest Cousi
n, The sinne of my Ingr atitude euen now Was he auie on me. Thou art so farre before, Th at sw iftest Win g of Recompence is slow, To ouerta ke thee. W ould thou 
hadst lesse des eru'd, That the proportion both o f thanks, and payment, Might haue been e mine: onely I ha ue left to say, More is thy due , then more th en all can 
pay Macb. The seruic e, and the loyaltie I owe, In  doing it, payes it selfe. Your Highnesse  part, is t o receiue our Duties: And our Duties are to yo ur Throne, and State
, Children, and Serua nts; which doe but what the y should, By doing euery thing safe tow ard you r  Loue And  Honor King. Welcome hither: I haue beg un to pla nt thee, 
and will labour  To m ake thee full of growing. No ble Banquo, That hast no lesse deseru'd , nor mu st be know ne No lesse to haue done so: Let me enfo ld thee, And ho
ld thee to my H eart B anq. There if I grow, The Har uest is your owne King. My plenteous Io yes , W anton in fu ln esse, see ke to hide themselues In drop s of sorr ow. S
onnes, Kinsm en, Th anes, And you whose places  are the nearest, know, We will establish  o ur Estate vp o n O ur eldest, Malcolme, whom we name her eafter, T he Pr
ince of Cumb erland : which Honor must Not vnac companied, inuest him onely, But signes  of Nobl en ess e, like Star res, shall shine On all deseru ers. Fro m he
nce to Envern es, And  binde vs further to you Macb . The Rest  is Labor, which is not vs'd for  you : Ile be  my  selfe the H erbenger, and make ioyfull T he heari ng o
f my Wife, wi th your approach: So humbly take m y leaue K ing. My worthy Cawdor Macb. Th e Prince of C u mb erlan d: that is a s tep, On which I must fall do wne, or  els
e o're-leape, For in m y way it lyes. Starres hide yo ur fires,  Let not Light see my black and dee pe  desires: The E ye  wink e at the Hand: yet let that bee, Which the E ye fea res,
 when it is d one to s ee. Enter. King. True worthy Banqu o: he is full so valiant, And in his com m endations, I am  fe d: It is a Banquet to me. Let's after him, Whose ca re is gon
e before, to bid vs w elcome: It is a peerelesse K insma n. Flourish. Exeunt. Scena Quinta. Enter  M acbeths Wife  al one with  a Letter. Lady. They  met me in the day of su cce sse
: and I haue learn'd b y the perfect'st report, they  haue more in them, then mortall knowledge. Whe n I b urnt in de sir e to quest ion them further, they made themselues Ayre,  in to 
which they v anish'd. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, came Missiues from the King, who all-ha il'd m e Thane  of Cawdor, b y which Title before, the se weyward Sisters salu te d 
me, and refe rr'd me t o the comming on of tim e, with h aile King that shalt be. This haue I thought go o d to de liuer th ee ( my deares t Partner of Greatnesse) that thou might'st not lo o se
 the dues of r eioycing by being ignorant of w hat Gre atnesse is promis'd thee. Lay it to thy heart an d  farewe ll. Gla mys  thou art , and Cawdor, and shalt  be What thou art promis ' d: 
yet doe I fear e thy Nat ure, It is too full o'th' Milke of humane kindnesse, To catch the neerest way. T hou wo uld'st be great, A rt not without Ambition, but without The illnesse sh
ould attend it.  What th ou would'st highly, T hat w ould'st thou holily: would'st not play false, And yet wo uld'st wrong ly w inne. Thould'st haue, great Gla mys, that which cryes, T hu
s thou must doe, if tho u haue it; And that which  rather thou do'st feare to doe, Then wishest should be  vndo ne. Hi gh t hee hither, That I may powre m y Spirits in thine Eare, An
d chastise with the valo ur of my Tongue All th at impeides thee from the Golden Round, Which Fate and Me taphy sicall ayd e d oth seeme To haue thee cr own'd withall. Enter M es
senger. What is your ti dings? Mess. The King comes here to Nig ht Lady. Thou'rt mad to say it. Is not thy Maste r with  him ? who, wer't so, Would haue i nform'd for preparatio n 
Mess. So please you, it  is true: our Than e is comming: One of  my fellowes had the speed of him; Who almost  dea d for br eat h, had scarcely more Th en wou ld make vp his Mess ag
e Lady. Giue him tendi ng, He brings gr eat newes, Exit Mess enger. The Rauen himselfe is hoarse, That croakes the f atal l ent ra nce of  Dun c an Vnder my Battleme nts. Co me you Spirits, Tha t te
nd on mortall thou ghts , vnsex me her e, And fill me from th e Crowne to the Toe, top-full Of direst Crueltie: make thick my blood, St op  vp th ' a cce sse, and passage to Remorse, Th at no compunctio us 
visitings of Nature Shak e my fell purpo se, nor keepe peace  betweene Th' effect, and hit. Come to my Womans Brests, And ta ke my Mi lke  for G a ll, y ou murth'ring Ministers, Where-euer , in your sightl es
se substances, You wai t on Natures M ischiefe. Come thic k Night , And pall thee in the dunnest smoake of Hell, That my keene  Knife s ee n ot the  Wou nd it makes, Nor Heauen peepe through  the Blanket of t
he darke, To cry, hold, hold. Enter M acbeth. Great Glam ys, w orthy Cawdor, Greater then both, by the all-haile hereafter, Thy L etters h aue trans port ed me beyond This ignorant present, and I  feele now  Th
e future in  the instant Macb. My de arest Loue, Dunca n c omes here to Night Lady. And when goes hence? Macb. To morrow, as he p urpo ses L a dy. O neuer, Shall Sunne that Morr ow see. Your F ace, my Th
ane, is as a Booke, wh ere men Ma y reade strange m atters, to beguile the time. Looke like the time, beare welcome in your Ey e, Your  Ha n d, you r Ton g ue: looke like th' innocent flower, But be the Serp ent vn der

' t. He that' s comming, Must be pro uided for: and you shall put This Nights great Businesse into my dispatch, Which shall to all o ur Nigh ts, an d Day es  t o co me , Giue solely soueraig ne sway, an d Masterdome M acb. We
 will speak e further, Lad y. Onely lo oke vp cleare: To al ter fauor, euer is to feare: Leaue all the rest to me. Exeunt. Scena Sexta. Hob oyes, a nd T orches . E nt er Ki ng , Malcolme, Donalbaine, Banquo, Le nox, Macduff, Ro sse,  A
n gus, and Attendants. K ing. This Castle hath a pleasa nt seat, The ayre nimbly and sweetly recommends it selfe Vnto our gentle sen ces Ba nq.  T his G ue st  of S um mer, The Temple-haunting Barlet does  approue, By his  lo ue
d  Manson ry, that the He auens br eath Smells wooingl y here: no Iutty frieze, Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird Hath made  his penda nt Bed , an d p rocr ea nt Cradle, Where they must  breed, and  haunt: I haue ob se ru'
d  The ayr e is delicate. E nter Lad y. King. See, see ou r honor'd Hostesse: The Loue that followes vs, sometime is our trouble, Which still we tha nk e as  Lo ue . Her ei n I teach you, How you shal l bid God-e yld vs for your p a ine
s , And th anke vs for yo ur trou ble Lady. All our ser uice, In euery point twice done, and then done double, Were poore, and single Busines se,  to c ont en d Ag a inst those Honors deepe, a nd broad, W herewith your M aie
st ie loade s our House: F or tho se of old, and the lat e Dignities, Heap'd vp to them, we rest your Ermites King. Where's the Thane o f Caw dor ? We  co urs t him  at the heeles, and had a purp ose To be h is Purueyor: Bu t he
 ri des w ell, And his grea t Lou e (sharpe as his Spu rre) hath holp him To his home before vs: Faire and Noble Hostesse We are yo ur g uest  to ni ght La. You r Se ruants euer, Haue theirs, the mselues, an d what is theirs  in 
com pt, T o make their Aud it at your Highnesse ple asure, Still to returne your owne King. Giue me your hand: Conduct me to mine Ho st we  loue  hi m highly, And shal l continue, our Graces towards  him. By yo ur leaue Host ess
e. Ex eu nt. Scena Septima . Ho boyes. Torches. En ter a Sewer, and diuers Seruants with Dishes and Seruice ouer the Stage. Then en ter Macb eth Macb. If it w ere d one, when 'tis done, then 'twer we ll, It were done quickl y: If 
th' As sassination Could  tra mmell vp the Cons equence, and catch With his surcease, Successe: that but this blow Might be the b e all , and  the  end all. H eere, But heere, vpon this Banke and Schoo le of time, Wee'ld ium pe t
he life t o come. But in the se Cases, We still ha ue iudgement heere, that we but teach Bloody Instructions, which being taught, re tur ne To  pla gue th' In uenter, this euen-handed Iustice Commends th' Ingredience o f our poys on'd Cha llice 
To our o wne lips. Hee's he er e in double trust ; First, as I am his Kinsman, and his Subiect, Strong both against the Deed: Then,  as  his Ho st, Who sho uld again st his Murtherer shut the doore, Not beare the knife my se lfe. Besid es, this Dunc
ane Hath  borne his Faculti es  so meeke; hat h bin So cleere in his great Office, that his Vertues Will pleade like Angels, Trum pet -tongu'd  ag ainst T he deep e damnation of his taking off: And Pitty, like a naked New-bor ne-Babe , Stridi ng th
e blast, or  Heauens Cherub in , hors'd Vpon t he sightlesse Curriors of the Ayre, Shall blow the horrid deed in euery eye, Tha t  teares s ha ll drow ne the winde. I haue no Spurre To pricke the sides of my intent, but onel y Vault ing Am bitio
n, which o re-leapes it selfe,  A nd falles on th ' other. Enter Lady. How now? What Newes? La. He has almost supt: why h aue you  le ft the cham ber? Mac. Hath he ask'd for me? La. Know you not, he ha's? Mac. We w ill pro ceed no fur
ther in this  Businesse: He h at h Honour'd m e of late, and I haue bought Golden Opin ions from all sorts of people, Wh i ch wou ld be wo rne n ow in their newest glosse, Not cast aside so soone La. Was the hope drunke, Wher ein y ou dr
est your sel fe? Hath it slept  s ince? And wa kes it now to looke so greene, and pal e, At what it did so freely? From  t his ti me, Such I account thy loue. Art thou affear'd To be the same in thine owne Act, and Valour, As thou a rt in desi re? W
ould'st thou haue that Which  t hou esteem'st  the Ornament of Life, And liue a Cowa r d  in thine owne Esteeme? Le tt ing I da re not, wait vpon I would, Like the poore Cat i'th' Addage Macb. Prythee peace: I dare do all that may bec om e a ma
n, Who dares  do more, is no ne  La. What Bea st was't then That made you breake thi s  e nterprize to me ? When  y ou dur s t do it, then you were a man: And to be more then what you were, you would Be so much more the man.  No r ti me, no
r place Did th en adhere, and  y et you would make both: They haue made themselue s , an d that their f i tnesse  n ow  Do ' s vnmake you. I haue giuen Sucke, and know How tender 'tis to loue the Babe that milkes me, I would, while  it w as smy
ling in my Fac e, Haue pluckt  my Nipple fr om his Bonelesse Gummes, And dasht t h e Braines out, h ad  I s o s worne As you haue done to this Macb. If we should faile? Lady. We faile? But screw your courage to the stickin g p lace, A
nd wee'le not f ayle: when D uncan is as leepe, (Whereto the rather shall his dayes h ard Iourn ey S ound ly  in uite  him) his two Chamberlaines Will I with Wine, and Wassell, so conuince, That Memorie, the Warder of the Braine, Sh al l be a Fu
me, and the Re ceit of Reaso n A Lymb eck onely: when in Swinish sleepe, Their dren ched N at u re s lye s as  in a Death, What cannot you and I performe vpon Th' vnguarded Duncan? What not put vpon His spungie Officers? who s hal l beare 
the guilt Of our  great quell  Macb. B ring forth Men-Chil dren onely: For thy vnda u nted Me tt le  s hou ld  c om p o se Nothing but Males. Will it not be recei u'd, When we haue mark'd with blood those sleepie two Of his owne C ha mber, a
nd vs'd their ve ry Daggers , That t hey haue don't? L ady. Who dares receiu e it other,  As  w e sh al l ma ke  o ur Griefes and Clamor rore, Vpon his De ath? Ma cb. I am settled, and bend vp Each corporall Agent to this terrible Fea t . Away, 
and mock the ti me with fa irest show, False Face m ust hide what the fa lse Heart doth k n ow. Exe u nt.  A ct us Secundus. Scena Prima. Enter Banqu o, and  F leance, with a Torch before him. Banq. How goes the Night, Boy? Fle ance. T
he Moone is dow ne: I hau e no t heard the Clock B an q. And she goes  downe at Twelue Fleanc e . I take't, ' tis  lat er , Sir Banq. Hold, take my Sword: There's  H usb andry in Heauen, Their Candles are all out: take thee that too. A heau ie Sum
mons lyes like Le ad vpon  m e, And yet I would n ot sleepe: Merc ifull Powers, restraine in me t he cursed t ho ugh ts  That Nature giues way to in repose. Enter M acbeth,  and a Seruant with a Torch. Giue me my Sword: who's there? Macb . A F ri
end Banq. What S ir, not yet at rest? the King 's  a bed. He hath beene in vnusuall P leasure, And  s e nt f or th great Largesse to your Offices. This Diam ond he gr eetes your Wife withall, By the name of most kind Hostesse, And shut  v
p in measurelesse  cont ent Mac. Being vnpre p ar'd, Our will became the seruant to defec t, Which else sh oul d free haue wrought Banq. All's well. I dreamt  l ast Ni ght of the three weyward Sisters: To you they haue shew'd som e tru th 
Macb. I thinke not  of t hem: Yet when we ca n entreat an houre to s erue, We would spe nd it in s o me words vpon that Businesse, If you would gra unt the t ime Banq. At your kind'st leysure Macb. If you shall cleaue to my con
sent, When 'tis, it sha ll make Honor for you B anq. So I lose none, In see king to augment it,  but stil l  kee p e  My  Bosome franchis'd, and Al le geance cle are,  I s hall b e counsail'd Macb. Good repose the while Banq. Thankes Sir:  th e lik
e to you. Exit Ban qu o. Macb. Goe bid thy Mist resse, when my drin ke is  r eady, She strik e v po n the  Bell . Get thee to bed. Enter. Is  t his a Dagger, whi ch I se e before me, The Handle toward my Hand? Come, let me clut ch thee
: I haue thee not, a n d yet I see thee still. Art th ou not fatall Vision, s ensi bl e To feeling, as t o s ight ? or a rt thou but A Dagger of  t he Minde,  a  false Cre ation , Proceeding from the heat-oppressed Braine? I see the e y et, in 
forme as palpable,  As this which now I draw. Thou  marshall'st me the w ay  th at I was going, A nd s uch a n I nstr u ment I was to vse. Mi ne  E yes ar e m ade  the f ool es o'th' other Sences, Or else worth all the rest: I see th ee  still; 
And on thy Blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of Blo od, Whic h was not so bef or e. There's no  suc h thin g : It i s t he bloody B u sines se, w hich  i nfo rmes Thus to mine Eyes. Now o're the one halfe World N ature s
eemes dead, and w icked Dreames abuse The Curtain'd s le epe: Witchcraft  celebrates P ale Hec cats O f fri ng s: and with er'd M urth er, Alarum'd b y his Centinell, the Wolfe, Whose howle's his Watch, thus with  his ste
althy pace, With Ta rquins rauishing sides, towards his des ig ne Moues like a Ghost. Thou s owre and firme-se t E art h Heare no t m y st eps, w hich they ma y walke, for feare Thy very stones prate of my where-abou t, And t
ake the present hor ror from the time, Which no w sutes with it.  Whiles I thre at, he liues: Word s to the h eat of de ed e s t oo co ld b reath gi ues . A Bell ri ngs. I go e, and it is done: the Bell inuites me. Heare it not, Duncan , for it i
s a Knell, That sum mons thee to Heauen, or to Hell. Enter. S ce na Secund a. Enter Lady. La. That whi ch hath m ad e the [ m ] dru nk, hath  ma de me bold:  What hath quench'd them, hath giuen me fire. Hearke, p eace: it 
was the Owle that s hriek'd, The fatall Bell-man, which giues t he s tern'st good-night. He is about it, th e Doores a re op en: And t he  su rf eted Gro o m e s d oe m ock their charge With Snores. I haue drugg'd their Possets,  That D
eath and Nature do e contend about them, Whet her they liue, or  d ye. Enter Macbe th. Macb. W ho's there ? what hoa ?  L ad y. Ala ck , I am afraid they hau e awak' d , And 'tis not done: th' attempt, and not the deed, Conf ounds v
s: hearke: I lay'd th eir Daggers ready, He coul d not misse 'em.  H ad he no t rese mbled  M y Father as he slep t, I had don' t.  M y Husband? Macb. I  hau e do ne the  deed: Didst thou not heare a noyse? Lady. I heard the O wle schr
eame, and the Cric kets cry. Did not you spe ake? Macb. Whe n? Lady. Now  Macb. As I d esc ended? Lady. I Macb . H e arke, who lye s i'th' second Chamber?  L ad y. Don albaine Mac. This is a sorry sight Lady. A foolish thought, to sa y a sorry
 sight Macb. There 's one did laugh in's sleepe, And one cry'd Mu rth er, that the y did wake  eac h other: I stood, and heard them: But they did say their Prayers, And ad dre st them againe to sleepe Lady. There are two lodg'd together Macb. On e cry'd 
God blesse vs, an d Amen the other, As they had seene me with  t hese H ang mans hands: Listning their feare, I could not say Amen, When they did say G od  blesse vs Lady . Consider it not so deepely Mac. But wherefore could not I pro nounce 
Amen? I had most  need of Blessing, and Amen stuck in my thr oat L ady. The se deeds must not be thought After these wayes: so, it will make vs mad Macb. Me thought I heard a vo yce cry, Sleep no more: Macbeth does murther Sleepe, the inno cent Sle
epe, Sleepe that k nits vp the rauel'd Sleeue of Care, The death  of ea ch dayes Lif e, sore Labors Bath, Balme of hurt Mindes, great Natures second Course, Chiefe nouris her in Life's Feast La dy. What doe you meane? Macb. Still it cry'd, Sleepe no more to  all the 
House: Glamis ha th murther'd Sleepe, and therefore Cawdor  Shall s leepe no mor e: Macbeth shall sle epe no more Lady . Who was it, that thus cry'd? why worthy Than e, You doe vnbend yo ur Noble strength, to thinke So braine-sickly of things: Goe get some 
Water, And wash this filthie Witnesse from your Hand. Why did you b ring these Da ggers from the pl ace? Th ey must lye there: goe ca rry t hem,  and smeare The sle epie Groomes with blo od Macb. Ile goe no more: I am afraid, to thinke what I haue done : Loo
ke on't againe, I d are not Lady. Infirme of purpose: Giue me the Dagge rs: the sle ep ing, and the dead, Are but a s P ictures: 't i s th e  E ye o f Childh ood, That feares a painted Deuill. If he doe bleed, Ile guild the Faces of the Groomes withall, For it must
 seeme their Guil t. Enter. Knocke within. Macb. Whence is that knockin g? How is 't with me, when euery no yse  ap pall s me?  W hat Hands are here? hah: they pluck out mine Eyes. Will all great Neptunes Ocean wash this blood Cleane f rom
 my Hand? no: th is my Hand will rather The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, Ma kin g the Gr eene  one, Re d.  En te r  L a d y. Lady. M y Hands are of your colour: but I shame To weare a Heart so white. Knocke. I heare a knocking at the S out
h entry: Retyre w e to our Chamber: A little Water cleares vs of this deed. How ea sie i s it then? you r C on stanc ie  Ha t h l e ft y ou  v nattended. Knocke. Hea rke, more knocking. Get on your Night-Gowne, least occasion call vs, And shew vs t o b
e Watchers: be n ot lost So poorely in your thoughts Macb. To know my d eed, Knocke. 'Tw ere  be st n o t kn o w m y se lfe. Wake Duncan  with thy knocking: I would thou could'st. Exeunt. Scena Tertia. Enter a Porter. Knoc ki
ng within. Porter.  Here's a knocking indeede: if a man were P orter of Hell Gate, h ee should h aue  o l d tu rni ng  t he Key. Knock. Kn ock, Knock, Knock. Who's there i'th' name of Belzebub? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd  h
imselfe on th' exp ectation of Plentie: Come in time, haue Na pkins enow about you, here y o u' le s we at for't. Knock. Knoc k, knock. Who's there in th' other Deuils Name? Faith here's an Equiuocator, that cou ld
 sweare in both th e Scales against eyther Scale, who com mi tted Treason enou gh for God s sa k e, y et could not equi uocate to Heauen: oh come in, Equiuocator. Knock. Knock, Knock, Knock. Who's th er
e? 'Faith here's a n English Taylor come hither, for steal ing o ut of a French Ho se: Come in  T ay lo r, h ere  y ou  may rost your G oose. Knock. Kn ock, Knock. Neuer at quiet: What are you? but this place is too c ol
d for Hell. Ile De uill-Porter it no further: I had thought  to hau e let in some of all Professi ons , tha t go e t he P rim ro se way to th' eu erlasting Bonfire . Knock. Anon, anon, I pray you remember the P or t e r.  En te
r Macduff, and L enox. Macd. Was it so late, friend, e re you we nt to Bed, That you doe ly e so la t e ? P ort.  F ai t h Sir ,  we were caro wsing till the sec ond Cock: And Drinke, Sir, is a great prouoker of three things M
acd. What three  things does Drinke especially prouoke? Port. Marry, Sir, Nos e-painting , Slee p e,  and Vrin e.  L ec herie , Sir, it prouokes, and v nprouokes: it prouokes the desire, but it takes away the perfo r
mance. Therefo re much Drinke may be said to be an Equiuoc ator with Lecheri e: it make s  hi m , a nd  it mar re s h im;  it se ts him on, and i t takes him off; it perswades him, and dis-heartens him; makes 
him stand too,  and not stand too: in conclusion, equiuoca tes him in a sleepe, an d giuing hi m th e Ly e, lea u es  hi m Macd. I beleeu e, Drinke gaue thee the Lye last Night Port. That it did, Sir, i'th
e ver y Throa t on me: but I requited him for his Lye, an d (I think e) being too stro ng for him, though he tooke vp my Leg g es  sometime, yet I  made a Shift to cast him. Enter Macbeth. Macd. Is thy Maste
r stirring? Ou r knocking ha's awak'd him: here he comes Lenox . Good  morrow, Noble Sir Macb. Good morrow both Macd. Is  the King stirring , worthy Thane? Macb. Not yet Macd. He did command me
 to call timely  on him, I haue almost slipt the houre Macb. Ile bring  you to him Macd. I know this is a ioyfull trouble to y ou: But yet 'tis on e Macb. The labour we delight in, Physicks paine: This is
 t he Door e Macd. Ile make so bold to call, for 'tis m y l imitted seruice. Exit  Macduffe. Lenox. Goe s the King hence to day? Macb. He does: he did appoint so Lenox. The 
Night ha's be en vnruly: Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne do wne, And (as they  say) lame ntings heard i'th' Ayre; Strange Schreemes of Death, And Prophecyin
g, with Acce nts terrible, Of dyre Combustion, and confus'd Euents, N ew hatch'd t oth' wofull time. T he o bscure Bird clamor'd the liue-long Night. S
ome say, th e Earth was Feuorous, And did shake Macb. 'Twas a rough Nigh t Lenox.  My young reme m brance cannot paralell A fellow to it. En
ter M acduff. M acd. O horror, horror, horror, Tongue nor Heart cannot co nce iue, nor name thee Macb. and Lenox. What's the matter

? Macd . Confusion now hath made his Master-peece: Most sacrile gi ou s Murt her  hath broke ope The Lords anoyn
ted Temple, and stole thence The Life o'th' Building Macb. What is't you sa y, t he Li fe? Lenox. Meane  you his Maiestie? Macd. Approc

h the Chambe r, and destroy your sight With a new Gorgon. Doe not bid me sp eake:  Se e , a nd then speake your selues: awake, awake, Exeun
t. Macb eth and L enox. Ring the Alarum Bell: Murther, and Treason, B an quo , an d Do nalbain e: Malco lme awake, Shake off this Downey sleepe

, Deaths cou nterfeit, And looke on Death it selfe: vp, vp, and see  T he grea t Doo me s I mage : Malco lme, Ba nquo, As from your Graues ri
se vp, and wal ke like Sprights, To countenance this horror. Ring t he Bell . Bell rin gs .  En t er  Lady. Lad y. W hat's the Busines se? That such a h

ideous Tr ump et calls to parley The sleepers of the House? speake, spe ake Ma cd.  O  g en t le La dy,  'T is not for yo u to he are w hat I can speake: The rep etition in a 
Womans eare, Would murther as it fell. Enter Banquo. O Banquo, Banquo, Our Ro yal l M ast er ' s  m ur th er' d L a dy.  Woe, alas: Wha t, in ou r Hous e? Ban. Too cruell, any where. 
De are Duff, I prythee contradict thy selfe, And say, it is not so. Enter Macbeth,  Leno x,  and  Ro sse . M a c b. H ad I b ut dy'd a n hour e before this chanc e, I had liu'd a bl essed time: for from thi
s instant, There's nothing serious in Mortalitie: All is but Toyes: Renowne and Grace  is dead , T he Win e of  L ife is  dra wne, and the m eere Lees  Is left this Vault, to brag of. Enter Ma lcolme and Don

albaine. Donal.  What is amisse? Macb. You are, and doe not know't: The Spring, the Head, t he F ou nt ai ne  of y our  Blo od Is stopt, the v ery Source o f it is stopt Macd. You r Royall Father's murther'd
 Mal. Oh, b y whom? Lenox. Those of his Chamber, as it seem'd, had don't: Their Han ds an d Fa ce s we re al l b ad g 'd  with blo od, So  were  their Dagger s, which vnwip 'd, we found Vpon their Pillowes: they sta r'


