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ACTL SCENE L

An open, Heath.
Thunder and Lightuing. Enter Three Witcles.

FIRST WiTcCH,.

HEN {hall we three meet again ?

2 In Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain ?
' 2d Witch, When the hurly- bull}" § done
J“’*’E:R When the Battel’sloft and won.

2d Wizeh, That will be ere Set of Sun,
Iﬂ W:tcb. Where the Place 3

2d Witeks Upon the Heath, 1
3d Witch, There 80 to meet Mackerh.
18 Wirch, 1 come, Icome,

Grimalkin ?

2d Witch, Padocke callSeemeanon 1
Al Paiv is foul, and foul is fair,
Hover thro’ fog and filthy Air,

[1 ney rife from the Staze, and fly aw.ays

A SCENE



6 The Tragedyof MACRETH,

SCENE IL
A Palace.

Enter Kinz, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, with
Atzencanis, meering a bleeding Captain,

Ii'f?;g." HAT bloody man is that ? he can report,
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt
The neiweft fate,
Mal, This is the ferjeant,
Who like a good and hardy foldier fought
‘Gainft my captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend !
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broil,
As ihou didft leave it. | '
Cap. Doubtful long it ftood ;
As two fpent fwimmers that do cling together,
Aind choak their art: the mercilels Macdonel
(Worthy to be a rebel, forto that
The multiplying villanies of nature
Do {warm upon him) from the weftern ifles
Of Kernes and Gallow-glaffes was fupply’d,
Aind fortune on his damned quarry fmiling,
ohew'd like a rebel’s whore, But all too weak ;
Yor brave Macbeth (well he deferves that name)
Difdaining fortune, with his brandifht fteel
Wiich fmoak’d with bloody execution,
Like Valour’s minion carved out his paffage,
Till he had fac’d the flave,
Who ne’er Thook hands nor bid farewel to him,
T1l he unfeam’d him from the nave to th’ chops,
And f1v’d his head upon our battlements.
XKinge Oh valiant coufin ! worthy gentlemfm !
Cap. As whence the fun * gives his refletion,
Shipwracking ftorms and direful thunders * break ;
So from that f] pring whence comfort feem’d to come,

Dif-

) gf;—;;, s b!‘fﬁkiﬂgn



The Tragedyof MacseTH.

Difcomfort fwell'd.  Mark, Kingof Scotland, mark ;
No fooner Juftice had, with valour arm’d,

Compell’d thofe skipping Kernes to truft their heels,
But the Norweyan lord furveying vantage,

With furbifht arms and new fupplies of men
Began a frefh affault.

King. Difmay'd not this
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo 2

Cap. Yes,
As fparrows eagles, or the hare the lion.
If I fayfooth, I muft report they were
As cannons overcharg’d with double cracks,
So they redoubled ftroaks upon the foe :

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,
Or memorize another Golgotha,

1 cannot tel] ——
But 1 am faint, my galhes cry for help mmme——

King. Sowell thy words become thee, as thy wounds 3
They {mack of honour both. Go, gethim furgeons,

v

Enter Rofle g4nd Angus,

But who comes here ?
Mal. The worthy Thane of Roffe.
Len, What hafte looks thro’ his eyes ?
So fhould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange.
Roffe. God fave the King.
King. Whence cam’ft thou, worthy Thane ¢
Roffe. From Fife, greatKing,
Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky,
And fan our peop]e cold.
Norway himfelf, with numbers terrible,
Affifted by that moft difloyal traitor
The Thane of Cawdor, *gan a difmal confli& 4
Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapt in proof,
Confronted him with felf-comparifons,
Point againft point, rebellious arm “gainft arm,
Curbing his lavifh fpirit, To conclude,
The vi&tory fell on us,

King.
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King: Great Happinefs,
Roffe. Now Swens, Norway's King, craves compofi-
tion :
Nor would we deign him burial of his men,
Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmmes-kill-ifle
Ten thoufand doliars to our gen’ral ufe.
K:izg, Nomore that Thane of Cawdor fhall deceive
Our bofom int'reft. Go, pronounce his death,
And with his formen title greet Macheth.
Roffe. T'il fee it done,
Xing, What he hathloft, noble Macbeth hath won.
LExeunt.

S CENE IIL
The Hearh.

Thunder, Enter the three Witches,

if iitem Y R JHER E haft thou been, fifter ?
24 [¥iech, Killing {wine,
o4 1itch. Sifter, where thoun?
18 173:co. A failer’s wife had cheftnutsin her lap,
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht. Give me,
quoth 1.
T Aroint thee, witch, the rump-fed ronyon cries.
Her husoand's to 4lztgo gone, mafter of the Tiger :
Bu: in a fieve Il thither fail,
And lixe a rat without a tail,
11 do I'll do—-—— and 1’li do,
od I7:en, Tll give thee a wind.
17 2tehs 7 hou art kind.
23 e, And 1 another.
12 Wirehe 1 my felf have all the other,
And e very T ouints ey blow,

All the quarters that they know,
‘
I'ehy’
L -f"rrz.?‘.:* Or 274238 };ﬂ roen 3 eyt
l i:- - l‘l‘, 1 :zvrqi,.l'ﬁ } o ﬂJf"L‘- . IJL?‘I'I.



The Tragedy of MacBETH, 8

Ik’ thip-man’s card--—
1 will drain him dry as hay 3
Sleep fhall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-houfe lid ;
He %131] live a man forbid ;
Weary fev'nights, nine times nine,
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine:
Tho his bark cannot be loft,
Yet it fhall be tempeft-toft, "
Look what 1 have.
2d Witch, Shew me, Thew me.
1/# Witch: Here 1 have a pilot’s thumb,
Wrackt as homeward he did come, | Drum within,
2d Witch, A drum, 2 drum !
Macbeth doth come'!
All. The wayward f{ifters, hand in band,
Pofters of the {ea and land,
Thus do go about, about,
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine,
And thrice again to make up nine,
Peace, the charm’s wound up.

SCENE IV

Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and other
artendants.

Mach. So fouland fair a day I have not feen,
Ban, How far is’t call’d to 4 Foris--What are thefe ?
So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire ¢
That look not like inhabitants of earth,
And yetare on’t? Live you, or are you ought
That man may queftion ? you {eem to underftand me,
By each at once her choppy finger laying
Upon her skinny lips. You fhould be women,
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprec
That you are fo.

Mach, Speak if you canj what are you?

s Witsh. _
& [orts,
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1ff Witch, All-hail, Macberh ! hail to thee, Thane of
Glamis !

od Witch. All-hail, Marcbeth ! hail to thee, Thane of
Cawdor !

3d Witch. All-haily Mackerh ! that fhall be King here-

~
QILCls

Ban. Good Sir, why do yon flart, and feem to fear
Things that do found {o fair 7 1'th’ name of truth,
Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed [ To the Witches,
Which cutwardly ye fhew ¢ my noble partner
You greet with prefent grace, and great predition
Of noble having, and of roval hope,
That he feems rapt withal ; to me.you fpeak not.
1f you can look into the {eeds of time,
And fay which grain will grow and which will not,
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear
Your faveurs nor your hate.
1/ 1¥712¢h. Hail !
27 [Vizch, Hail!
2 [¥zch. Hail!
1/t ivezch, Lefler than Macheth, and greater,
24 Iiitch. Not {o happy, yet much happier.
3d Witch, Thou fmlt get Kings, tho thou be none s
Allhail ¥ Afachz:h and Bangio,
1 I7izch, Banguo and Macheth, all-hail !
Mach. Stay, you impeifet fpeakers, tell me more;
By T Sinel's death I know I'm Thane of Glamis ;
But how of Caawdor 2 the Thane of Cawdor lives,
A profp’rous gentleman 3 and to be King,
Stands not within the profpet of belief,
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this ftrange intelligence ? or why
Upon this blafted heath you ftop our way
With {uch prophetick greeting: {peak I charge you.
(I¥isches vanifi
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ;
And thefe are of them : whither are they vanifh'd 2
Mach. Into the air ; and what feem’d corporal,

Melted,

¥ The father of Macbeth.
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Melted, as breath into the wind ——
Would they had ftaid !

Ban, Were fuchthings here, as we do fpeak about ¢
Or have we eaten of the infane root
That takes the reafon prifoner?

Mach. Your children fhall be Kings.

Ban, You fhall be King,

Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too ; went it not {o?
Baz, To th' felf-fame tune and words ; who’s here 3

SCENE. V.

Enter Rofle and Angus,

Roffe. The King hath happily receiv’d, Macbeth,
The news of thy fuccefs ; and when he reads

Thy perfonal venture in the rebels fight,
His wonders and his praifes do contend,
Which would be thine or his, Silenc’d with that,
In Viewing o'er the reft o’th’ felf-fame day,
He finds thee in the ftout Norweyar ranks,
Nothing afraid of what thy felf didft make,
Strange images of death. Asthick T as hail,
Came poft on poft, and every one did bear
Thy praifes in his Kingdom’s great defence,
And pour’d them down before him.

Ang. We are fent,
To give thee, from our Royal mafter, thanks,

Only to herald thee into his fight,
Not pay thee.

Roffe. And for an earneft of a greater honour,
He bad me, from him,- call thee Thane of Cawdor :
In which addition, hail, moft worthy Thane!
For 1t 15 thine.

Ban, What, can the devil {peak true?

Mach, The Thane of Cawdor lives;

Why
Y as tale '

Can pofi With pofl e
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Why do you drefs me in his borrow'd robes 2
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet,

But under heavy judgment bears that life,

Which he deferves tolofes Whether he was

Combin’d with Nerway, or did line the Rebel

With hidden help and vantage; or with both

He labour'd in his Country’s wrack, 1 know not:

But treafons capital, confe(s'd, and prov’d,

Have overthrown him.

Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor! [Afide.
The greateft is behind,  Thanks for your pains.
[TI? AHg“Sn

Do you not hope your children Thall be Kings ¢

(7o Banquo.
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me,
Promis’d no lefs to them 2

Ban. That trufted home,
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,
Befides the Thane of Cawdor, But 'tis ftrange
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,
The inftruments of darknefs tell us truths,
Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us
In deepeft confequence.

Coufins, a word I pray you, [To Rofle and Angus.
Mach. Two truths are told, [Afide.

As happy prologues to the {welling act

Of the imperial theam. I thank you, gentlemen—
This {upernatural {olliciting

Cannot be ill§ cannot be good 1f ill,

Why hath it giv'n me earneft of {uccefs,
Commencing in a truth ? I'm Thame of Cawdor,
If sood 5 why do I yield to that fuggeftion,
Whole horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And make my feated heart knock at my ribs,
Againft the ufe of Nawure ? prefent fears

Are lefs than horrible imaginings. )
My thought, whofe murther yet is but fantaftical,
Shakes fo my fingle ftate of Man, that Function
Is f{mother'd in furmife; and nothing is,

But
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Rut what is not,
Ban. Look how our partner’s rapt!
Much, If chance will have me King, why chance
may ¢rown me [ Afide.
Without my ftir, |
Ban, New honours come upon him,
Like our ftrange garments cleaye not to their mould,
But with the aid of ufe.
Mach, Come what come may,
Time and the hour runs thro’ the rougheft day,
Ban. Worsthy Macbheth we ftay upon your leifure,
Mach. Give me your favour: my dull brain was
wrought
With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your Pains
Are regiftred where every day I turn
The leaf to read them——Iet us tow’rd the King ;
Think upon what hath chanc’d, and at more time,
| LTo Banquo.
(The interim having weigh’d it,) let us {fpeak
Our free hearts each to other.
Ban, Very gladly,
Mach, Till then enough: come, Friends. [Exesnt,

S C ENE. VL
A Palace.

Flourifh,  Emter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox,
and attendants,

King, T S execution done on Cawdor yet?
I Are not thofe in commiffion yet return'd ?
Mal. My liege, ~
They are not yet come back. But I have fpoke
With one that faw him die, who did report
That very frankly he confefs'd his treafons,
B | Implor'd

-
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Implor'd vour highnefs” pardon and fet forth
A deep repentance 5 nothing in his life

Became him like the ]eaving it. He dy’d
- | & ] ’
As one that had been ftudied in his death,
To throw away the deareft thing he ow'd,
As ‘twere a carelefs trifle,
Kz, There’s no art,
To find the mind’s conftru&ion in the face -

He wasa Gentleman on whom I built
An abfolute truft,

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rofle, and Angus,

O worthieft coufin’
The {in of my ingratitude e’en now
Was heavy on me. Thou'rt fo far before,
That {wifteft wind of recompence is flow,
To. overtake thee.  Would thou’dft lefs deferv'd,
That the proportion both of thanks and payment
Might have been mine! only I've left to fay,
More is thy due, than more than all can pay.
Mazh, The {ervice and the loyalty I owe,
In doing it, pays it felf. Your highnefs’ part
1s to receive our duties: and our Duties
Are to your throne and {tate, children and fervants ;
Which do but what they fhould, by doin: every thing
Safe tow'rd your love and honour.
Kinz, Welcome hitner :
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour
To make thee full of growing, Noble Banguo,
Thou haft no lefs deferv'd, and muft be known
No lefs to have done fo ; let me enfold thee,
And hold thee to my heart,
Ban. There if I grow,
The harveft is your own.
Kinz, My plenteous joys
Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide themfelves,
In dropsof forrow. Sons, kin{lmen, Thanes,
And you whole places are the neareft, know,

e
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We will eftablifh our eftate upon

Our eldeft Malcolm whom we name hereafter
The prince of Cumberland : which honour muft
Not unaccompanied, inveft him only,
But figns of noblenefs like (tars fhall thine
On all defervers. Hence to Invernefs,
And bind us farther to you,
Macb, The reft is labour which is not us’d for yous
I'll be my felf the harbinger, and make joyful
The hearing of my wife with your approach,
So humbly take my leave.
King. My worthy Cawdor 7
Macb, The prince of Crmberland —that is a ftep,
On which I muft fall down, or elfe o’er-leap, [ 4fide,
For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires,
Let not light fee my black and deep delires
The eje wink at the hand ; yet lec that be,
Which the eye fears when it is done, to {ce. [ Fsato
King. True, worthy Banquo, he is full fo valiaar,
And in his commendations | am fed
Itis a banquet to me, let us after him
Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome ¢
It is a peerlefs kinfman. [ Exennta

SCENE VIL

A Apartmeit in Macbeth’s Caftle at
Invernefs.

Enter Lady Macbeth :.:lme, with a letter.

Lady. T HEY met mein the day of [uccefss and I

have learn’d by the perfeffeft report, they
have more in them than mortal knowledge. When I
onrnt in defire to queflion them farther they made thetise

felves air into which: they vanifi’ds While I flood
B 2 rape



16 The Tragedy of M AcsETH.

rapt in the wonder of it, came miffives from the Xing,
wwho all-bail’d me Thane of Cawdor, by awbhich title be-
fore thefe wayward [iffers [aluted me, and referr’d me
20 the coming on of time, with hail King that fhallt be.
This havz I thought good to deliver thee (my dearef?
pariner of greatnefs) that thou might'ft not lofe the dues
of rejoicing by being ignorant of what greatnefs is pro-
mis'd thees  Lay it t0thy heart, and farewel.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor——and fhalt be

What thou art promis’d;  Yet I fear thy nature,

It is too full o’th’ milk of human kindnefs,

To catch the neareft way. Thou would{t be great,
Art not without ambition, but without

The illnefs fhould attend it. What thou wouldft highly,
That wouldft thou holily; wouldft not play falfe

And yvet wouldft wrongly win, Thow'd{t have, great
Glamis,

That which cries, ¢ thus thou muft do if thon have it;
¢« And that which rather thou doft fear to do,

¢¢ Than wifneft fhould be undone.” Hie thee hither,
"That I may pour my fpirits in thine ear,

And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden round,

Which fate and metaphyfic aid doth feem

To have thee crown’d withal.

Enter .Me./ﬁf?zger.

What is vour tidings

refe The King comes here to-night,

Lady. Thow’rt mad to fay 1.
Is not thy mafter with him? who, wer't {o,
Vwonld have inform’d for preparation.

AMef, So pleafe you, it is true: our Thane is coming,
One of my fellows had the {peed of him ;
W ho almoft dead for breath, had f{carcely more
Than would make up his meflage.

Zady, Give him tending,

ke
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He brings great news. ¢ The raven himfelfis hoarfes

LExit Me[>
¢ That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan

¢ Under my battlements. Come all you {pirits

¢ That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here,

¢ And fill me from the crown to th’ toe, top-full

¢ Of direft cruelty ; make thick my blood,

¢ Stop up th'accefls and paflage to remorfe,

¢ That no compufittions Vifitings of nature

¢« Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between

¢ Th' effe&t, andir. Come to my woman’s breafts,
¢ And take my milk for gall, you murth’ring minifters
¢ Where-ever in your fightlefs fubftances

¢ Youwait on nature’s mifchief. Come, thick night!
¢ And pall thee in the dunneft {moak of hell,

¢ That my keen knife {ee not the wound it makes,

¢ Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark
* To ciy, hold, hold.

Enter Macbeth,

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor ! [Embracing bitn,.
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter !
Thy letters have tranfposted me beyond

This ign’rant prefent time, and 1 feel now
The future in the inftant,

Mach. Dearell love,
Duncan comes here to-night.
Lady. And when goeshence ?

Mach, To-morrow, as he purpofes.
Lady, Oh never

Shall fun that morrow fee !
Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men
May read ftrange matters to beguile the time.
Look like the time, bear welcome in your eye,
Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower, ~
But be the ferpent under’t, He that’s coming
Muft be provided for ; and you [ha'l put
This night’s great bufine(s into my difpateh,
D 2 W hich
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Which fhall to all our nights and days to come

Give folely {overeion {fway and mafterdom.
Machb, We will {peak farther,

Lady. Only look up clear:
To alter favour, ever, is to fear.

Teave all the relt to me. [Exeunt,
SCENE IL
1 he Caftle Gate.

Hautioys and Torches. Emter King, Malcolm, Donal-
bain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roffe, An-
gus, and Attendants.

Kinz. H IS caftle hath a pleafant feat  the air

Nimbly and {weetly recommends it felf
Unto our gentle fenfes.

Ban, This gueft of fummer,
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve,
By his lov’d mafonry, that heaven’s breath
Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze,
Buttrice, nor 1 coigne of vantage, but this bird
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle :

W here they moft breed and haunt, I have obfery’d
The air is delicate.

Enter Lady,

Xing., See fee! our honour’d hoftefs!
Tne love that follows us, fometimes our trouble,
Which {till we thank as love, Herein I teach you,
How you fhould bid god-eyld us for your pains,
And thank wus for your trouble,
Lady. All our {ervice
(In
T ¢ry corner, Fr,
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(In every point twice done, and then done double,)
W ere poor and fingle bufine(s to contend
Againft thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith
Your Majefty loads our houfe, For thofe of old,
And the late dignities heap’d up to them,
We relt your hermits.
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ¢
We courft him at the heels, and had a purpofe
To be his purveyor : but he rides well, |
And his great love, fharp as his fpur, bath holp him
To’s home before us : fair and noble hoftefs,
We are your gueft to-night.
Lady, Your {ervants ever
Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compz
To make their audit at your highnefs’ pleafure,
Stll to return your own;
King. Give me your hand;
Condutt me to mine hoft, we love him highly,
And (hall continue our graces towards him,
By your leave, hoftefs. [Exeunt,

e ] S

SCENE IX.
An Apartment.

Hantboys, Torchess Enter divers Servants with difiies
and fervice over the Stage. Then Macbeth,

Mach T F it were done, when ’tis done ; then 'twere
well

It were done quickly: if th’ affaffination

Could trammel up the confequence, and catch

With its furceafe, fuccefs s that but this blow

T Might be the Be-all and the End-all Here,

| Here
T+ The firff of thefe lines (which 15 the eld edition

is torally different from all the others) and the laier

( w J{?i:t'—“:’
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Here only on this bank and {chool of time,

We'd jump the life to come—~——But in thefe cafes
We {till have judgment bere, that we but teach
Bloody Inftru&tions, which being taught return

+ To plague th’ Inventor : Even-handed Juftice
Returns the ingredients of our poifon’d chalice
To our own lips. He’s here in double truft
Fitft, as I am his kin{man and his fubje&,
(Strong both againft the deed) Then, as his hoft,
Who [hould againft his murth’rer {hut the door,
Not bear the knife my felf. Befides this Duncan
Hath born his faculty fo meek, hath been

So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels trumpet-tongu'd againit
The deep damnation of his taking off.

And Pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Stsiding the blaft, or heav’ns cherubin hors’d
Upon the {ightlefs couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev’ry eye,

That tears fhall drown the wind. — I have no fpur
To prick the {ides of my intent, but only
Vauking Ambition. which o’er-leaps it felf,
And falis on ' other ——

SCE NE X

Eizter Lady,

How now ? what news ¢

Lady. He's almoft fupp'd, why have you left the

chamber?

Alark. Hath he ask’d for me?

Lady. Know you not he has ¢

Alech. We will proceed no farther 1n this buftaels,
He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought

Golden

wwhich is quite omitied in all the others) entirely reflore
tioie very obfenrz taflize 16 [enfe, as will appear wupon
cersarifon.

b~
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Golden opinions from all forts of people,
W hich fhould be worn now in their neweft glofs,
Not caft afide fo foon.

Lady. Was the hope drunk,
Wherein you dreft your felf ? hath it flept fince ¢
And wakes it now, to look {o green and pale
At what it did fo freely ? from this time,
Such T account thy love, Art thou afraid
To be the fame in thine own a&t and valour,
As thou art in defire ? wouldft thou have that
Which thou efteem’ft the ornament of life,
And live a coward in thine own efteem ?
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would,
Like the poor cat i'th® adage.,

Mach. Pr’ythee, peace?
I dare do all that may become a man ;
Who dares do more, is none.

Lady. What beaft was’t then,
That made you break this enterprize to me ?
When you durft do it, then you were a man
- And (to be more than what you were) you would
- Be fo much more the man, Nor time, nor place
- Did then cohere, 'and yet you would make both :
- They’ve made themfelves, and that their fitnefs now
- Do’s unmake you. 1 have giv'n fuck, and know
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me —
I would, while it was {miling in my face,
Have plucke my nipple from his bonelefs gums,
And dafht the brains out, had I but fo {worn
As you have done to this.

Macb, 1f we thould fail ?

Lady, We fail !
But fcrew your courage to the fticking place,
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is afleep,
(Whereto the rather fhall this day’s hard journey
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains
Will I with wine and waflel fo convince,
That Memory (the warder of the brain)
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reafon
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A himbeck only ; when in fwinith fleep
Their drenched natures lie as in a death,

W hat cannot you and 1 perform upon

r.

Th' unguarded Dincan ¢ what not put upon
His fpungy officers, who thall bear the guilt
Ot our great quell ?
Mach, Bring forth men-children only !
¥or thy undaunted metal fhould compofe
aorthing but males,  Will it not be receiv'd,
W hen we have mark'd with blood thofe fleepy two

Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,
Thar they have don't ?

Zady. Who dares receive it other,
As we thall make our griefs and clamour roar,
Upon his death ;

Maco, I'm {euled, and bend up
£ich corp'ral agent to this terrible feat,
Away, and mock the time with faireft thow:

Falfe face muft hide what the falle heart doth knovw,
[Exefff'ﬂ"n

ACTIL SCENE L
A Hall in Macbeth’s caftle.

Ester Banquo, and Fleance with a torch befare hun.

Baxaquo.

VeSO W goes the night, boy 3
TSP Fle. The moon is down : I have not
heard the clock,

Ban. And fhe goes down at twelve.

Fle. I take't, 'tis later, Sir.

Ban., Hold, take my {word. There's

husbandry in heav'n,

Their
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Their candles are all out. Take thee that too,
A heavy fummons lyes like lead upon me,
And yer 1 would not fleep : Merciful pow'vs!

Reftrain in me the curfed thoughts that nature
Gives way to tn repofe.

Enter Macbeth, and a [fervant with a torch.

——

Give me my {wotd : who's there ?
Mach, A friend.

Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reft } the King’s a-bed,
He hath to-night been in unufual pleafure,
And fent great large{s to your officers :
This diamond he greets your wife withal ;

By th” name of moft kind hoftefs, and fhut up

In meafurelefs content.
Mach, Being unprepar’d,
Our will became the fervant to defe&,

Which elfe fhould free have wrought,
Ban, All's well.

I dreamt laft night of the three wayward fifters :
To you they’ve thew’d fome truth,

Mach. 1 think not of them;
Yet when we can intreat an hour to {erve,

Would fpend it in fome words upon that bufinefs,
If youwould grant the time.

Ban. At your kind leifure.

Mach, 1f you fhould cleave to my confent, when s,
It fhall make honour for you,

Ban, So I lofe none

In feeking to augment it, but fiill keep

My bofom franchis’d and allegiance clear,
1 fhall be counfell’d.

Mach. Good repofe the while !
Ban. Thanks, Sir § the like toyou,  [Exz Banquo.

*SCENE
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*SCENE IL

Mach, Go, bid thy miftrefs, when my drink is ready,

She firike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.,
_ [Exit Servant.

Is this a dagger which I fee before me,
The bandletow’rd my hand ? come let me clutch thee—
I have thee not, and yet I {ee thee ftill,
Art thou not, fatal vifion, fenfible
To feeling, asto fight ? or art thou but
A dagger of the mind, a falfe creation
Proceeding from the heat-opprefled brain ?
I fee thee yet, in form as palpable
As this which now I draw ~——
Thou marfhal’ft me the way that I was going,
And {uch an inftrument 1 was to ufe.
Mine eyes are made the fools o'th’ other fenfes,
Or elfe worth all the reft I fee thee fiill,

And on thy blade and dadgeon, § gouts of blood
Which was not fo beforem—=—There’s no fuch thing—

It is the bloody bufinefs which informs

This to mine eyes Now o’er one half the world
Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe

The curtain’d fleep; now Witcheraft celebrates

" Pale Hzeate's offerings: and wither'd Murder,
(Alarum’d by his fentinel, the wolf,

Whofe howl’s his watch) thus with his ftealthy pace,
With Targuin’s ravithing * {trides, tow’rds his defign
Moves like a ghoft — Thou * {ound and firm-fet eartl,
Hear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear
Thy very {tones prate of my where-about,

And take the prefent horror from the time,

"Which

I gouttes, or drops, Fr. ' fedes, * fonr, pet-
Laps, [are
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Which now fuits with it== whilft I threat, he lives %
[A Bell ﬂ-ﬂgh

I go, and it is done 5 the bell invites me,
Hear it not, Duncan, for it isa knell
That fummons thee to heaven, or tohell. - {Eun,

*SCENE IIL

Enter Lady.

Lady. ‘That which hath made them drunk, hath made
me bold :
What hath quéncht them, hath giv’n me_fire, Hark
gace | ' , -
It was thpe ow] that fhriek'd, the fatal bell-man,
Which gives the ftern'ft good-night— he is about it we-
The doors aie open ; and the {urfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with fnores, 1've drugg’d their

poflets,
Y
That death and nature do contend about them,

Whether they live or die,

Enter Macbeth,

Mach. Who’s there ? what ho }——
Lady. Alack! I am afraid they have awak'd,
And ’tis not done ; th’ attempt, and not the deed
Confounds us—m—-hark ! === I laid their daggers ready;
He could not mifs ’em.—— Had he not refembled
My father as he flept, Ihad don’t— My husband '
Mach, I've done the deed— didft not thou hear a

noife ?

C Lﬂd'}'i

[ PO | I HVES,
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

1 gﬂ, e
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Lidy. 1 heard the owl feream and the crickets erye
Did not you {peak :

Mack, When ?

Lady. NOW.

Siach, AsT defcended ?

I.J:ii}'. A}’.

Afach, Hark!

Lady. Donalbaine.

Siiack, Thisis a forry fight. | Looks on his hands.

Lady. Afoolifh thought, to {fay a forry {ight.

Efack. There’s one did laugh in’s {leep, and one

cry’d murther,
“They wak’d each other; and I {tood and heard them ;
But they did fay their prayers, and addreft them
Again to fleep.

Lady. There are two lodg’d together,

Mach. One cry'd, God blefs us, and Amen the other,
As they had feen me with thefe hangman’s hands.
Liftning their fear, I could not {ay Amen,

When they did fay, God blefs us.

Lady. Confider it not {o deeply.

Mech. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen @
I had moft need of blefling, and Amen
Stuck in my throat.

Lady. Thefe deeds muft not be thought,

After thele wags; {o, it will make us mad.

Aach, Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more !
Afachzh doth murder fleep. The jnnocent Sleep, *
The death of each day’s life, fore labour’s bath,

Palm of hurt minds, great nature’s fecond courfe,
Chief nourilher in life’s feaft.

Lady. What do you mean?
Mach. Still it cry’d, Sleep no more, to all the houfe,

Glamis hath murder'd fleep, and therefare Cawdor
Shall

who lies t'th! fecond chamber ?

________._.__..__.——-h—.————--—-l-—-——————

¥ o innocent {leep,
leep that knits up the ravell'd {leeve of care,-

The death of, @<
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Shall fleep no more ; Macbeth; fhall fleep no more !

Lady, Who was it that thus cry'd? why, worthy
Thane,

You do unbend your noble {trength, to think

So brain-fickly of things; go, get {ome water,

And Wﬂﬂ‘l this ﬁ]t'hy witnefs from your hand.

Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place ?

They muft lye there, Go, carry them, and fmeae

The fleepy grooms with blood.
Mach. T'll go no more ;

I am afraid to think what T have done;
Look on’t again I dare not,

Lady. Infrm of purpofe!
Give me the daggers ; the fleeping and the dead
Are but as pictures ; ’tis the eye of child-hoed,
That fears a painted devil, If he bleed,
I'll gild ehe faces of the grooms witial,

For it muft feem their guilt, (axit,
Kauocks withia,

Mach, Whence is that knocking ¥ = [Starting.
How is't with me, when every noifle appalls me ?
What hands are here ?- hah ! they pluck out mine eyes,
Will all great Neperne's ocean wafh this blood

Clean from my hand? no, this my hand will rather
Make the oreen ocean red ———

- Enter Lady,

Lady, My hands are of your colour 3 but I fhame
To wear a heart o white, I hear a knocking [ Knock:
At the fouth entry, Retire we to our chamber ;

C . A.

X e Wil rather
Thy maltitedinans fea incarnadine
Making the green one red,
Enter Ladys. (gt
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A iittle water clears us of this deed.
How eafte iz it then ? your conftancy
Hathk left you upattended—hark, more knocking !
' | Kneek.
Get on your night-gown, left occafion call us,
And fhew us to be waichers; be not loft
So pooriy in vour thoughts,
Masow To know my Deed, “twere belt not know

my felf,
Wake Digean with this knocking: would thou couldft !
[Exeunt ™
SCENE

ﬁ’{}’!ild thou could’ft!

SCENE 1V,

Enter a Porter.

{ Knzocking within

P.+¢. Here's a knocking indeed : if a man were por-
ter of hell-gate, he [nould have old turning the key.
{Kaser.] Knock, knock, knock. Who's there, i'th’
name of Belzebub ¢ here’s a farmer, that hang’d him-
feif in th” expeftation of plenty: come in time, have
napkins enough about you, here you'll {weat for™.
{Kzock.] Knock, knock, Who's there in th’ other de-
vil's name? faith, here’s an equivocator, that could
{wear in both the fcales againft either fcale, who com-
mitted treafon enocush for God’s fake, ,et could not
equivocate to heaven: oh come in, equivocator. [Knock.)
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there? faith, here's an
Erglidy taylor come hither for ftealing out of a French
hofe: come in taylor, here you may roaft your goofe.
[ Knock.] Knock, knock. Never at quiet! what are
you? but this place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-por-
ter it no farther: I had thought to have let in fome of
21l profeflions, that go the primrofe way to th’ everlaft-
ing

.
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SCENE IV

Enter Macduff, Lenox and Porter.

Macd. Is thy malter ftirring ?
—=—Qur knocking has awak’d him ; here he comes.
Len, Good morrow, noble Sir.
C 3 Enty

'g-“—ﬂ-—_—l—-————#“—l_-ﬁ

ing bonfire. [Knock.] Anon, anonm, I pray you remems
ber the porters

Enter Macduff, and Lenox.

Macd, Was it {o late, friend, ere you went to bed,
That you do lie fo late ?

Port,. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing till the fecond

cock :
And drink, Sir, is a great provoker of three things.

Macd. What three things doth drink. efpecially proe

voke ?

Por:. Marry, Sir, nofe-painting, f{lecp, and urine,.
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it pro-
vokes the defire, but it takes away the performance,
Therefore much drink may be faid to be an equivoca-,
tor with latchery ; it makes him and it mars him; it fets
him on, and it takes him off ; it perfuades him, and
difheartens him ; makes him ftand to, and not ftand
10 ; in conclufion, equivocates him into a fleep, and
civing him the lye, leaves him.

Macd. 1 believe drink gave thee the lye laft nigh.

Ports That it didy Siry 1’th’ very throat on me; but
I requited him for his lye, and I think, being too ftrong .
for him, though he took up my legs {ometimey yet 1.
made a fhift to caft him,

SCENE, ut.
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Enter Macbeth,

Afach. Good morrow both.
Macd. 1s the Rmn ﬁlrnnﬂ worth) Thane 2
Afarb. Not yet.

Macd, He did command me to call timely on him,
I’ve almoft flipt the hour, -

Mach. I'll bring you (o him,

Macd. 1 know this is 2 joyful trouble to you:
But yet 'tis one,

Mach, The labour we delighr in, § phyficks pain;

This is the door. :
Macd. 1'll make {o bold to call, for 'tis my limited
fervice. [ Exit Macduff.

Ien. Goes the King hence to day ?

Mach, He did appoint {o.

Len. The night hae been uaruly ; where we lay
Our chimneys were blown down. And, as they fay,
Lamentings heard i'th’ air, ftrange {creams of death,
And pmpheﬁma with accents terrible
Of dire combuftions, and confus’d events,

New hatch'd to th’ woful time
The obfcure bird clamour’d the live-long night.
Some fay the earth was fev’rous, and did Make,

HMach, *Twas a rough night,

Len, My young remembrance cannot parallel
A feilow to 1t

Enter Macdufl,

Wacd O horror! horror! horror!
Or tongue or heart cannot conceive, ndr name the¢—-
Mach, and Len. What's the matter ?
#2cd. Confufion now hath made his mafter-piece,
Moft facrilegious murther hath broke ope
The Lord’s anointed temple, and ftole thence

The life o'th’ building.
Mach,

T keals or enres paig,



The Tragedyof MACBETH, T

Mach, What is't you fay? the life?
Len, Mean you his majefty ¢
Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your fight
With a new Gorgon. Do not bid me {peak ;
Sce, and then fpeak your felves: awake! awake !—
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox.
Macd. Ring the alarum-bell—murther ! and treafon '—
Banguo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake !
Shake off this downy fleep, death’s counterfeir, .
And look on death it felf—up, up, and fee
The great doom’s image! Malcolm ! Banquo !
As from your graves rife up, and walk like {prights,
To countenance this horror, Ring the bell muscs.

SCENE V.

Bell rings. Eunter Lady Macbeth,

2

Lad_y- W hat’s the bufinefs
That fuch an hideous trumpet calls to par]ey
The fleepers of the houfé ¢ {peak.

Macd. Gentle lady,.
'Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak.

The repetitian in a woman’s ear
Would murther as it fell.

Enter Banquo.,

O Banguo, Banguo, our royal mafter's murther’d,
Lady. Woe, alas:

What, in our houfe femm
Ban. Too cruel, any where.

Macduff, 1 prithee contradiét thy felf,

And fay, it is not fo.
Enter Macbeth, Lenox and Rofle.

Mach, Had I but dy’d an hour before this chance,
I had liv'd a blefled time: for from this inftant,
T ) There’s
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I hﬂre s nothing fertous in mortalny ;
All is but toys; renown and grace is dead ;

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees
1s left this vaulr to brag of.

]W

Enter Malcolrn, and Donalbaine.

What 1s amifs ? .

Yaco. You are, and do not know’t ;
Tne fpring, the head, the fountain of your blood-
is nopr; the very fource of it is {topt.

Aacd, Your m}al father’s murder'd.

Mai, Ob, by whom ?

Lez, Thofe of his Chamber as it feem’d, had don't ,
Thetr hands and races were all badg'd with blood,
5o were theit aaggers, which unwip'd we found
Upon their plllons, they ftard, and were diftracted ;
No man’s life Was 10 be tiulted with them,

Mirche O, ver 1 do repent me of my fury,.
That 1 dic kiil theme——

Macd, Wherefore did you {o?

Mach, Who can be wife, amazld, temp'eate and fie

Lo neutral in a moment 7 N0 man.
Tie Expsd tion of my violent love
he

”*1 d {133: looL d hke q breach 1 m nature,

walteful entrance 5 there the murtherers,
Steep'& in the colours of their trade, their daggers
Gamanaerly breach’d with gore : who could refrain,..
Tnat had a heart to love, and in that heart
Cour ag to make’s Jove known ? o
4v. Help me hence; ho ! [Seetning to fanpt.
a2 ::f'. Look to the lad}

Wny-do we hold our tongues, .

That mof may claim this argument for owrs <

Deiz,
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Don. What fhould be fpoken here,
Where our fate hid within an augre-hole,
May rulh, and feize us? Let’s away, our tears
Are not yet brew’d.
Mal, Nov our {trong forrow on
“The foot of motion, |
Ban. Look to the lady ; [Lady Macbeth # carried out,
And when we have our naked frailties hid,
- That {uffer in expofure ; let us meet,
And queftion this moft bloody piece of work,
To know ic farther, Fears and {cruples fhake us:
In the great hand of God I {tand, and thence,
Againft the undivulg’d pretence I fight
Of treas’nous malice.
Mach. So do I,
All. So all.
Mact. Let's briefly put on manly readinefs,
And meet i’th’ hall together,
All, Well contented, [Exenns.
Mal. What will you do ? let’s not confort with them s
To fhew an unfelt forrow, is an office
Which the falfe man does eafie. 1Tll to England,
Don. To Ireland, 1; our feparated fortune
Shall keep us both the fafer ; where we are,

There’s daggers in mens fiiles; the near in blood,
The nearer bloody.

Mal, This murderous fhafe that’s fhot,
Hath not yet lighted § and our {afeft way
Is to avoid the aim, Therefore to horfe,
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,
But fhift away; there’s warrant in that theft,
Which fteals it {elf when there’s no mercy left. [Exennt..

SCENE
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SCENZE VL

Eater Rofle, with an old Man,

C ) Afan, T8 YHreelcore and ten I can remember well,
_E' Within the volume of which time, Ive
{een
Hours arnadﬁfl and tnings ftrange ; but this {ore night
Hath trifled former knomﬂgs ,
Refio Ah, good f’lthcr,
Thou feell the heav'ns as trounled with man’s aét,
Threaten his bloody fiage : by th” clock ’us day,
And yet datk nwht fir H“leS the travelling lamp 3
Is’t nizht’s predommance, or the day’s hame,
Tha darknefs does the face of earr.h intomb,.
}V:}en living light fhould kifs it
Cl4 A7, Tis unnaturai,
Even like the deed that’s done. On Trsfday laft,
A falcon towring n her Plidﬁ of place,
Was by a mourncr owl hawke at_., and kiil'd.
Rr_;je. And Duncan's borfes, a thing moft {trange and
certain |
Peautecus and {wifr, the minions of their race,
Turn'd wild in pature, broke their ftalis, flung out,
Contending 'gainlt obedience, as they would
Aake war with man,
cld ;. Tis faid, they ea it each- othey.
Roffe. They did fo; to th’ amazement of mine eyes, .

That look’d upon’t.

Enter Macduff

Here comes the good Afracdaff.
How goes the ﬁor]d Sir, nOW 3
{"”,(1, \.\'n*_r, {ee yOU note

Rofl,
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Roffe. 1s’t known who did this more than bloody deed »
Macd, Thofe that Macberh hath flain.
Roffe, Alas the day !

What ¢ood could they pretend ?
Macd. They were fuborn’d 5
Malcolm, and Dozalbasn, the I\mg s two fons,

Are ftoln away and ﬂed which puts upon them
Sufpicion of the deed.

Roffe. Gainft nataire fhill ;
Thrittlels ambitton ! that will raven upon
Thine own life’s means., Then 'tis moft like
The fovereignty will fall upon Macketh 2

Macd, He is already nam’d, and gone to Score,
To be invefted.

Roffe. Where is Dunscan’s body?
Macd. Carvied to Colmes-bill,
The facred ftorehoufe of his predeceflars,
And guardian of their bones,

Raﬂ}. Will you to Scome ¢
Macd. No, cou{' tn, I'll to Fife.

Roffe. Well, T will thither.
Macd. \;Vell may you fee, things well done there;
adieu.
Left our old robes fit eafier than our new,
Roffe. Farewel, Father.
Old M. God's benifon go with you, and with thofe
That would make good of bad, and filends of foes.

P Exennt,

ACT
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ACT IIl. SCENE L

A Royal Apartmeite

Enter Banquo.

E;i%;f_?u@gg{# HOU haftit now; King, Caswdor, Gla-
N %@Rﬁ w715, all '
§Z m 2 The wayward women promis'd ; and I
g@‘ g;ﬂ fear
g\:‘“‘ {é}:*j Thou plaid’t moft foully for’t: yet it
ey was faid
It fhould not ftand in thy pofterity,
But that my feif (hould be the root, and father
Of many kings, If there come truth from them,
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their fpeeches fhine)
Why, by the verities on thee made good,
May they not be my oracles as well,

And {et me up in hope ? but hufh, no more.

'y

[ ]
*

Trumpess found.  Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth,
Lenox, Rofle, Lords and Attendants.

Mach, Here’s our chief gueft,

Lady. 1f he had been forgotten,
It had been as a gap in our great feaft,
And all things unbecoming.

Afach. To-night we hold a folemn fupper, Sir,
And D'l requeft your prelence.

Ban. Lay your highne(s’
Command upon me, to the which my dutics
Are with a moft indifioluble tye
For eyer knit,

Mach
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Mach, Ride you this afternoon ?.

Ban, Ay, my good lord.

Mach, We (hould have elfe defir’d
Your good advice (which fiill hath been both graye
And profperous) in this day’s council ; but
We'll take to-morrow. s it far you ride?

Ban, As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time
'Twixt this and fupper. Go not my horfe the better,
1 muft become a borrower of the night
For a dark hour or twatn.

Mach, Fail not our feaft.

Ban, My lord, I will note

Mach, We hear, our bloody coufins are beftow'd
In England, and in Ireland, not confefling
Their cruel parricide, filling thetr hearers
With ftrange inventian ; but of that to-morrow 4
When therewithal we fhall have caufe of fate,
Craving us jointly. Hie to horfe : adieu,

Till you return at night.  Goes Fleance with you ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord ; our time does call upon us.
Macb, 1 with your horles {wift, and fure of foot:
And fo 1 do commend you to their backs.
Farewel, | [ Ex1t Banquo,

Let ev'ry man be mafter of his time

Till feven at night, to make {ociety

The fweeter welcome : we will keep our felf

Till fupper time alone: till then, God be with you.
[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lord:.

SCENE IL

Manent Macbeth and a Servan:.

Sirrah, a word with you : attend thofe men
Our pleafure ?
Ser. They are my lord, without the palace gate,
Mach. Bring them before USwmmeesa 10 be thus, is nea
thing, [Exit fer.
D But
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But to be fafely thus: our fears in Banqtio

Stick deep, and in his royalty of nature

Reigns that which would be fear’d.  *Tis much he daes,
And to that dauntlefs temper of his mind,

He hath a wif{dom that doth guide his valour

To a& in fafery. There 1s none but he,

Whofe being I do fear; and under him,

My genius 1Is rebuk’d; as it 1s faid

Anthony's was by Cefar.  He chid the fifters,
When firft they put the name of King upon me,
And bad them fpeak to him j then prophet-like,
They hail'd him father to a line of Kings.

Upen my head they plac'd a fruitle(s crown,

And put a barren fcepter in my gripe,

Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand,
No {on of mine fucceeding. If ’tis fo,

¥or Banguo’s iffue have 1 fill'd my mind ?

For them, the gracious Dxncan have I murther'd ?
Put rancours in the veffel of my peace

Only for them 2 and mine eternal jewel

Giv'n to the common enemy of man,

To make them Kings ? the feed of Banquo Kings ?
Rather than {o, come fate into the lift,

And champion me to th’ utterance !ee——e—e1yho’s there }
Enter fervant, and two murtherers.

Go to the door, and flay there tll we call.
[Exit fervans.

Was it not yefterday we {poke together?

Afur. It was, {o pleafe your nighnefs.

Mach., Well then, now
You have confider’d of my fpeeches ? know
That it was he. in the times paft, which held you
S under fortune, which you thought had been
Our innocent {elfy this 1 made good to you
In our lalt confirence, paft in probation with you:
How you were born in hand, how croft; the inftru~

ments,
W ho
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Who wrought with them: and all things elfe that might
To half a foul, and to a notion craz’d,
Say, thus did Bangro.

I Mzr, True you made it known,

Mact, 1did {fo; and went farther, whichis now
Our point of {econd meeting. Do vou find
Your pattence {o predominant in your Nature,
That you can let this go } are you {o gofpell’d,
To pray for this goo?l man and for his iffue,
Whofe heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave,
And beggar'd yours for ever ?

I Mur. We are men, my liege.

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men,
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, {paniels, curs,
Showghes, water-rugs, and demy-wolves are clipt,
All by the name of dogs ; the valued file
Diftinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle,
The houfe-keeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature
Hath in him clos'd; whereby he does receive
Particular addition, from the bill
That writes them all alike: and fo of men.
Now, if yout have a ftation in the file,
And not in the worft rank of manhood, fay it
And 1 will put the bufinefs in your bofoms,
Whofe execution takes your enemy. off;
Grapples you to the heart and love of us,
Who wear our Health but fickly in his life,
Which in his death were perfedt.

2 Mur. | am one,
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world,
Have fo incens'd that I am t recklefs what
I do, to fpite the world,

I Mur. And I another,

So weary with difalters, tuge’d with fortune,

That I would fet my life on any chance,
To mend i, or be rid on't.

D a Mach.

T carelefs,
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Macb, Both of you
Know Barguo was your enemy.

Aar. Tree, my lord.

Macb. So is he mine : and in {uch bloody diftance,
That every minute of his being thrults
Agzinft my near'ft of life ; and though I could .
With bare-fac’d power {weep him from my {ight,
Ard bid my will avouch it yet 1 mult not,
For certain friends that are both his and mine,
Whofe loves 1 may not drop, but wail kis fall
Whom I my feif firuck down: and thence it is;
That I to your afliftance do make love,
Masking the buofinefs from the common eye
For fundry weighty reafons,

2 Mzr. We fhall; my lord,
Perform whar you command us,

1 Muar, Though our [ives————e—

Mach. Your fpirits [hine through you, In this hour,

at moft,

1 will advife you where to plant your felves,
Acquaint you with the perfe@ {py o’th ime,
The moment on’t, {(for’t muft be done to night,
And fomething from the palace:) and with him,
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the work)
Fleance his{on that keeps him company,
{ Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me,
Than is his father’s) muft embrace the fate
Of that dark hour. Refolve your felves a-part,,
1’1l come to you anon,

Azr. We are refolv’d, my lord. _

Mach. T’} call upon you firaight ; abide within,
1t is concluded ; Banguo, thy foul’s Right,
If it find heav’'n, muft find it out to-rights  [Exennt.

SCENE
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SCENE IIL

Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant.

Lady. 1s Banquo gone from court ; |
Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leifure,
For a few words.

Serv. Madam, 1 will,

Lady. Nought's had, all's fpent,
Where our defire is got without content :
*Tis fafer to be that which we deftroy,
Than by deftruttion dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth,

How now, my lord, why do you keep alone 2

Of forrieft fancies your companions making 2

Ufing thofe thoughts, which fhould indeed have dy'd

With them they think on ; things without all Remedy

Should be without regard; what’s done, is done. 3
Maco. We have ¥ fcotch'd the fnake, not kill’d ite=

She’ll clofe, and be her felf; whilft our poor malice

Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fuffer,

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and fleep

In the affli¢ion of thefe terrible dreams,

That fhake us pightly.  Better be with the dead,

(Whom we, to gainour place, have fent to peace,}
Than on the torture of the mind to lie

in reftlefs ecftafie. Duncan is in his grave
After life's fitful fever, he fleeps well;
Treafon has done his worft; nor fteel nor poifon,
Malice domeftick, foreign levy, nothing
Can touch him farther!
D 3 Lady

i_,&?:fb, {0 ﬂﬂﬂJJ ;7.7!:-‘2’3 Of vl
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Lady Comeon; .

Gentle my lord, fleek o’er your rugged 1o6ks, |
Be bright and jovial ‘'mong your guefts to-night,

Mach. So fhall' I, love; and {o I-pray be yous
Y et your remembrance fhill apply to Banguo.
Prefent him emiinence, both with eyé and tonghe s
Unfafe the while, that we muft lave our honours
1n thefe {o flatt’ring ftreams, and make our faces
Vizards t'our hearts, difgnifing what they are.

Lady, You muft leave this

Mach, O full of {corpions is my mind, dear wife!
Thou know’ft that Banguo and his Fleance lives.

Lady. But inthem, nature’s copy’s not eternal,

Marb. There’s comfort yet, they are aflailable
Then be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath flown
His cloyfterd flight, ere to black Hecar’s fummons
The fhard-born beetle with his drowf{ie hums
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there fhall be done
A deed of dreadful note.

Lady. Whar'sto be done ?

Aazh. Be innocent of the Knowledge, deareft chuck,
Till thou applaud the deed : come fealing night,
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day,

And with thy bloody and invifible hand

Cancel and tear to pieces thatgreat bond,

Which keeps me pale ! Light thickens, and the crow
}akes wing to th’ rooky wood :

Good things of day begin to droopand drowze,

W hiles night’s black agents to their prey do rouze.
Thou marvell'ft at my words ; but hold thee ftill;
Things bad begun, make {trong themfelves by il 3

So pr'ythee go with me. [Exennt,

SCENE
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SGENE IV,
A Parky the Caftle ar a diffance.

Enter three Murtherers.

i Mure F) UT who did bid thee join with us ?
3 Mur. Macbéth,
2 Mur. He needs not to miftruft, fince he delivers-

Our offices, and what we have to do,
To the dive&ion juft.

1 Munr. Then ftand with us.
The weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of day
Now {purs.the * lated traveller apace,
To gain the timely inn, and near approaches.
The {ubje& of our warch.

3 Mur. Hark, I hear horfes.

Banquo within. Give us light there, ho!

2 Mur, Then 1t is he  the reft
That are within the note of expeétation,
Already are i'th’ court.

1 Mur, His horfes go about.

3 Mar. Almoft a mile : but he does ufually,
(So all men do,) from hence 1o th’ palace gate
Make it their walk,

Enter Banquo and Fleance, with 4 Toreh,

2 Mur. A light, a light,

3 Mur, 'Tis he,

1 Mur, Stand to’t,

Ban. 1t will be rain to-night,
1 Mur. Letit come down,
Ban, Oh, treachery !
Y, Fleance, fly, fly, fly,

Thond
 lateft,
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Theu may'ft revenge., Oh flave!
[ Dies. Fleance efcapes.
2 Myr. Whodid ftrike out the light ?
1 Mur. Was't not the way ?
3 Mur. There’s but one down ; the fon
Is fled,
2 Mur. We've loft beft half of our affair,
1 Mur. Well, let’s away, and fay how much is
done, [Exeunt.

*SCENE V.,
A Rooin of State in the Caftle,

A4 Banguet prepar’d.  Enter Macbeth, Lady, Rofle,
Lenox, Lords, and Attendants.

Aizes. /7 OU know your own degrees, fit down :
3 And firft and laft the hearty welcome,

Lords. Thanks to your majefty.
Alach, Our felf will mingle with fociety,

And play the humble hoft -

QOur holtels keeps her {tate, butin beft time

We will requive her welcome. [They (e,
Lady, Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends,

rormy heart {peaks, they're welcome.

Enter firfi Murtherer.

Mach See they encounter thee with their hegjts
thanks.
Both fides are even ¢ here I’ll fit i*th* midft;
Be large in mirth, anon we’ll drink a meafure
The table round——There’s blood upon thy face
[To the Murtherer afide at she doors
Myur. *Tis Eanquo’s then,

Aﬁfﬂf&l‘
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Mach. *Tis better thee without, than he within,
1s he difparch’d ¢
Mur, Mylord, histhroat is cut, I did that for him.
Mach, Thou art the beft of cut-throats; yet he’s
good,
That did the like for Fleancz: if thou didft ir,
Thou art the non-pareil,
Mur, Molt royal Sir,
Fleance is *fcap'd.
Mach, Then comes my fit again: Ihad elfe been
perfeét ;
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock,
As broad and gen'ral asthe cafing air:
But now I’m cabin'd, cribb’d, confin'd, bound in
To fawcy doubts and fears, But Banguo's fafe p—
Mur. Ay, my goodlord ; fafe in a ditch he bides,
With twenty trenched gallies on his head;
The Jeaft a death to nature.
Mach,- Thanks for that ;
There the grown ferpent lyes : the worm that’s fled
Hacli natate that in time will venom breed,
No teeth for th’ prefent. Get thee'gone, to-morrow
We'll hear our {elves again, \Exi Murtherere
Lady, My royal lord,
You do not give the cheer; the feaft is 3-cold
That is not often vouched,. while “tis making,
'Tis given with welcome, To feed, were beft at home ;.
From thence, the fawce to meat is ceremony,
Meeting were bare withount it.
[The Ghoft of Banquo rifes, and fits in Macbeth's place,
Mach, Sweet remembrancer !
Now good digeftion wait on appetite,
And health on both !
Lez. May't pleafe your highnefs fit ¢ 1
Mach, Here had' we now our country’s honout
roof’d,
Were the grac’d-petfon of our Banguo prefent ;
Whom may I rathey challenge for unkindnefs,
Than
» fold,
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Than pity for mifchance !
Roffe. His abfence, Sir,
Lays blame upon his promife, Pleast your highnefs

To grace us with your royal company ?
}Mach, The table’s full,

Len, Here's a place refervd, Sir
Mach, Where @
Len. Here, my good lord.

What ist that moves your highnefs ?
Mach. Which of you have done this
Lords. What, my good lord ?

Mach, Thou can’ft not {ay 1did it: never fhake

Thy goary locks at me.

Roffe. Gentlemen rife, his highnefs is not well.
Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my lord is oftenthus,
And hath been from his youth, Pray you keep feat

The fit is momentary, on a thought

He will again be well, If much you note him

You fhall offend him, and extend his Paflion ; -

Feed, and regard him pot. Areyoua man?

!:Tﬂ MﬂCbl ﬂﬁdﬂn
Muach, Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that
W hich might appall the devil.
Lady. Proper ftufi'!

[Starting,

This is the very painting of your fear; [afide.
This is the air-drawn-dagger which you faid

Led youto Duncan,  Oh, thefe flaws and {tarts,
(Impoftures to true fear,) would well become
A woman’s ftory at a winter's fire,
Authoriz’d by her grandam, Shame it felf!—
Why do you make fuch faces? when all’s done
You look but on a fiool.

AMach, Pr'ythe fee there! |
Behold ! look ! loe! how fay you?
| [ Pointing to the Glofl,
Why, what care I, if thou canft nod, Ipeak too.--
1f charnel-houfes and our graves muft fend

Thofe that we bury, back; our monuments |
Shall be the maws of kites. (The Ghoft vanifhes.

Lady.



The Tﬁ‘agedy ﬂfMACBETﬁ. 47

Lady. What? quite unmann'd in folly 2

Mach, 1t 1 fand here, 1 {aw him.

Lady. Fie for fhame,

Mach. Blood hath been fhed ere now, i'th’ olden

time,

Ere humane ftatute purg’d the gentle weal
Ay, and f{ince too, murthers havebeen perform’d
Too terrible for th ear: the imes have been
That when the brains were out, the man would die
And there an end ; but now they rife again
With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns,

And puth us from our ftools; this is more {trange
Than {uch a murther is.

Lady. My worthy lord,
Your noble friends do lack you.
Mach. 1 forgot s
Do not mufe at me, my moft worthy friends,
I have a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing
To thofe that know me. Love and health to all !
Then I'll fit down ¢ give me fome wine, fill fullemwn
I drink to th' general joy ofthe whole table,
And to our dear friend Banguo whom we mifs,
Would he were here! toall, and him, we thirft,
And all to all.
Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.
[The Gbﬂﬂ ?‘iﬁ'; ﬂggin,
Mach, Avaunt, and quit my fight! let the earth
hide thee;
Thy bones are marrowlefs, thy blood is cold ;
Thou haft no {peculation in thofe eyes
Wilich thou doft glare with,
Lady.  Think of this, good Peers,
But as a thing of Cuftom ; 'tis no other,
Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time,
Macb, What man dare, Idare:
Approach thou like the rugged Raffian bear,
The arm’d rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger,
Take any fhape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never tremble, Be alive again

And
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And dare me to the defart with thy fword

if rembling 1 +inhibit, then proteft me

1 Tie baby of a gitlh  Hence horrible thadow,
Unreal mock’ry hence ! Why fo,-——be gonesw—

[Tbe Ghoft vanifhes
I ama managain: pray you fut ftill (The Zords rifa
Lady. You have difplac’d the mirth, broke the good

meeting
With moft admired diforder,
Mach. Can {uch things be,
And overcome us like 2 fummer’s clond
Without our {pecial wonder ! you make me ftrange
Ev'nto the difpofition that I owe,
When now 1 think you can behold fuch fights,
And keep the nawral ruby of your cheeks,
When mine 1s blanch'd with fear.
Rsffe. What {ishts, my lord?
L.zd { pray you fpeak not; he arows worfe and
Worfe,
Queftion enrages him: at once, good-mﬂht
Siand not LPOH the order of your going,
Bt 2o at once,

I_ en. Good-pight, and better healths
Atend his Ma]eﬁy

Zady, Good-night to all, [Exeunt’ Lord:.
#ab. Tt will have blood, they fay blood will have
blood:

Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak ;
Augcures that underftood relations have
By mag-pies, and by choughs, and rooks brought forth
The fecret't man of blood. What s the nlght

Lady. Almoft at odds with morning which is which.

Mach, How fay'ft thou, that .Macdxjf denies  his
perfon,
At our great bidding ?
Lady. Did you fend to him, Sir?
Ma:é I hear it by the way, but1 will fend
There is not one of them, but in hIS houfe

¢ nhabit,
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[ keep a fervant fee'd, 1 will to-morrow

(Betimes I will) unto the wayward fifters.

More fhall they fpeak ; for now ’'m bent to know

By the worft means, the worft, for mine own good;

All caufes fhall give way, Iam in blood

Stept in fo far, that [hould I wade no more,

Returning were as tediouts as go o’er

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand,

Which muft be atted ere they may befcannd.
Lady. You lack the feafon of all natures, {leep.
Mach. Come, we'll to fleep; my ftrange and felf;

abile,
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe:
We're yet but young indeed, [Exenirts

SCENE VI
The Heath.
| Thunders | Enter the three Witches, meeting Hetate,
1t win X X 7 HY how now, Hecar'y, you look angerly.
Hf;;ﬁaw 1 not reafon, beldams, as yos

Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare
To trade and traffick with Macbeth,

In riddles and affairs of death ?

And I, the miftre(s of your charms,

The clofe contriver of all harms,

Was never call'd to bear my part,

Or fhew the glory of our art?

And which is worfe, all you have done
Hath been but for a wayward fon,
Spightful and wrathful, who, as others do,
Loves for his own ends, not for you,

But make amends now; get yougone,
F And
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And at the pft of Acheron

Meet me i'th* morning : thither he

Will come, to know his deftiny ;

Your veflels and your fpells provide,

Your charms, and every thing befide.

1 amfor th’ air ¢ this night I'll fpend
Unto adifmal, fatal end.

Great bufinefs muft be brought ere noon :
GTpon the corner of the moon

There hangs a vaprous drop, profound
'l caich it ere it come to ground -

And that diftill'd by magick flights,

Shall raife fuch artificial {prights,

As by the ftrength of their illufion,

Shall draw him on to his confufion.

He fhall fpurn fate, {corn death, and bear
His hopes *bove wifdom, grace, and fear:

And you all know, :fecué:?

Is mortal’s chiefeft enemsy. [ Mufick and a Song.

Hark, 1 am call'd § my little {pirit fee
Stts in the foggy cloud, and flays for me,

[Sing within, Conze away, come away, &,
12 Wuch. Come, le’s make hafte, the’ll foon be back

again. [ Exesnnt,
SCENE VIL
Enter Lenox and another Lord.
Zen, Y former fpzeches have but hit your thoughts,

1 Which can interpret farther : only I fay

Things bave been {trangely born. The eraclous Dunear

Was pitied of Macderh—- marry he was dead ;
And the right valiant Banguo walk'd too late,

W hom you may fay, if t pleafe you, Fleance kill'd,
For Fleance tied « men muft not walk too late.
Who canrot want the thought, how monftrous too

Tt
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It was for Malcoinb, and for Donalbaine
To kill their gracious father ¢ damned fact !
How did it grieve Machesh ¢ did he not ftraight
In pious rage the two delinquents tear,
Thac were the flaves of drink and thralls of {leep ¢
Was that not nobly done ¢ ay, wilely too;
For 'twould have anger’d any heart alive
To hear the men deny’t. So that I fay
He has born all things well, and I do think
That had he Dancan's fons under his key,
(As and’t pleafe lieav’n he fhall not,) they fhould find
What "twere to kill afather: o fhould Fleance.
But peace ! for from broad words, and *caufe he fail'd
His prefence at the tyrant’s feaft, 1 hear
Macduff lives in difgrace,  Sir, can you tell
Where he b ftows himfelf ¢

Lord., The fons ot Duncan,
From whom his tyrant holds the due of birth,
Live in the Es 1ifh court, and are receiv'd
Of the moft pious Edward, with fuch grace,
That the malevolence of fortune nothing
Takes from his high refpe. Thither Macduff
Is gone to pray the King upon his aid
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward §.
That by the help of thefe, (with Him above
To ratifie the work,) we may again
Give to our tables meat, {leep to our nights;
Free from our feafts and banquets bloody knives ;
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,
All' which we pine for now, And this report
Hath fo exafp’rated their King, that he
Prepares for fome attempt.

Len. Sent he to Macduff ¢

Lord. He did ; and with an abfolute, Sir, #oz 1,
The cloudy meflenger turns me his back,
And humis; as who fhould fay, you'll rue the time
That clogs me with this anfwer.

Len, And that well might
Advife him to a care to hold what diftance

E 2 His
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His wifdom can provide, Some holy angel
Fly 1o the court of England, and unfold
Iits mefiage ere he come ! that a fwift blefling

May {oon return to this our {uftering country,
Under a hand accurs’d !

Lords I'll {end my pray’rs with him. [Exewsis,
S S ST A
I NI NG REE,

ACT IV. SCENE 1

A dark Cave, in the imiddle a great Canldron
burning. '

Thunder. Enter the three witthes,

Prrs? WiTcuy.

HRICE the brinded cat hath mew'd

24 Witch. Thrice, and once the hedge.
pig whin'd,

34 I¥itch: Harper crys, 'tis time, "tis time,
NCZ4r¥ 1/ Witch, Round about the cauldron g0,
In the poifon’d entrails throw.

[Toey marco reund the Cauldron, and throw in the
Jeveral ingredients as for she preparation of their
crary,

Toad, that under the cold ftone,
Days and nights has, thirty one,
Swelter’d venom fleeping got ;
Boil thou firft i'th’ charmed pot.

<£!. Double, double, toil and troyble ;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

1/t Wucn. Fillet of a fenny fnake,
1a the cauldron boil and bake ;
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Eye of newt, and toe of frogs
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog:
Adder’s fork, and blind-worm {ting,
Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing -
For a ¢harm of pow'rful trouble,
Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble.
Ail. Double, double, toil and trouble, .
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble,
3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,
Witches mummy ; maw and gulf
Of “the ravening falt fea-fhark;;
Root of hemlock diged i'th’ dark
Liver of blafpheming Few ;
Gall of goat, and flips of yew,
Silver'd in the moon's eclipfe;
Nofe of Turk, and Tartar's lips;

Finger of birth-firangled babe, '
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab 3
Make the gruel thick, and flab, %
Add thereto a tyger’s chawdron,
For th’ ingredients of ‘our cauldron.

All, Double, double, toil and trouble,
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble,

2d Wuch, Cool it with a baboon’s blood,
Then the charm is- firm and g0od.

Enter Hecatey and other three wircher.

Hee, Ol well done ! T commend your Pas
And every one fhall fhare i'th’ gains.
And now about the cauldron fing
Like elves and fairies in a ring, g
inchanting all ‘that you put in.
.M,Hﬁ&': and a Sﬂﬂga -
Black [pirits and awhite,
Blue fpirits and grey.
Mingle, mingle, mingle,
Tou that mingle may,
kL2 2 LIty
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=d Witch, By the pricking of my thumbs
Something wicked this Way cormes =
Open locks, whoever knocks.

SCENE IL

Enter Macbeth.

Ziacs, How now, you fecret black and midnight hags :
% hat 1s°t you do ?
All, A deed without a name.
Alach, 1 conjure you, by that which you profefs;
{How e’er you come to know it) anfwer me.
¢ Tho vou unite the winds, and let them fight
* Asainft the churches ; tho the yefty waves
“ Confound and fwallow navigation up ;
¢ Tho bladed corn be lodg’d,” and trees blown dow,
¢ The caftles topple on their warders heads ;
* Tho palaces and pyramids do {lope
¢ Their hzads to their foundations ; tho the treafure
* Of nature’s § germains tumble all together,
* Even "ill deftruction f{icken: anfwer me
To what 1 ask you.
: f# I712ch. Speak.
od Iitck. Demand.
>d Wieh, We'll anfwen.
1 Wisch, Say, if th’ hadft rather hear 1t from our
motuths.
Or from our mafters ?
Mach, Call’em : letmefee 'em,
1 ff Witch, Pour in fow’s blood, that hath eaten
Her nine farrow ; greafe that’s fiveaten
From the murth’rer’s gibbet, throw
Into the flame ¢
All. Come high or low :
Thy felf and office defily Ihow: [Thunder,

Apparss
T or kindreds
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Apparition of an armed head rifes.

Mach, Tell me, thon unknown poWer -
1/ Witch. He knows thy thought :
Hear his fpeech, but {ay thot nought.
App. Macbeth ! Macheth ! Macbeth ! bewave Mac.
Auff ! e o

Beware the Thane of Fife — difmifs me — enough.

[Dﬂﬁfﬂdfa \

Mach, What-e’er thou art, for thy good caution thanks.
Thou'{t harp’d my fear aright. But one word more —
1/ Witch, He will not be commanded § here’s another
More potent than the firfl.. (Thunder,

Apparition of a bloody child rifes,

App. Macbesh I Macheth ! Macheth !

Mach, Had L three ears, 1'd hear thee.

App. Be bloody, bold, and refolute; laugh to fcorn
The pow'r of man ; for none of woman born
Shall harm Macbeth. [ Defcends.

Mach, Then live Macduff : what need Lfear of thee 2
But yer I'll make affurance double fure,

And rake a bond of fate ; thou fhalt not live,
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lyes;

And fleep in fpight of thunder. [ Thunder,

Apparition of a child crowned, with a tree » his hand

rifes.

What 15 this,
That rifes like the iffue of aKing,
And wears npon his baby-brow the round
And top of fovereignty.? | |

Alle Liften, but'{peak- not. -

App. Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no.care,
Who chafes, who frets, or where confpirers are &
Macberh [hall never-vanquifh’d' be, until

Great Birnam wood to Dunfinane’s high hill Sl
1 pUCIL

willlr

¥
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Shall come againft him, [ Defeends,
Mach, That will never be ;.

Who can imprefs the foreft, bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root ? Sweet boadments! good !

Rebellious dead, rife never till the wood

Of Birnam rile § and our high-plac’d Macoerh

Shall live the leafe of nature, pay his breath

To time and mortal cuftom. Yet my heare

Throbs to know one. thing ; Tell me, (if your art

Can tell {fo much) fhall Bba:‘:q:;ars iflue ever

Reign in this kingdom ?

4All. Seek to know no more,

[The cauldron finks into the ground.

Mach, 1 will be fausfy’d.  Deny me this,

And an eternal curfe fall on you: let me know.
Why ficks that cauldron ¢ and what poife is this ¢
: [Hoboy:

1 IWizch, Shew !

22 IVizch, Shew !

38 Witen, Shew !

All, Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart,.

Gome like fhadows, {o depart,
[Eight Kings appear and  pafs over in order, and
Banguo laff, wittr aglafs in his hand,

Mach. Thou art too like-the fpirit of Bangus ; down !
Thy crown do’s fear mine eye-balls.  And thy hatr
(Thou other gold-bound-brow) is like the fifte——

A third, is like the former — filthy hags !

Why do you fhew me this ? — A fourth ¢ — Start eye !
What, will the line ftretch out to th’ crack of doom ¢
Another yet £ — A feventh ! I'll fee no more-—

And yet the eignth appears, who bears a glafs,

Which [hews me many more ; and fome I {ee

That twofold balls and treble {cepters carry.

Horrible fight ! nay now I fee ’tis true,

For the blood-bolter’d Banguo {miles upon me,

And points at them for his, What, is this {o?

s/} Witch., Ay Siry all thisis fo, But why
Stands Macberh thus amazedly 2

-
- -
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Come filters, chear we up his fprighs,
And Thew the bett o 6t delights,” =
[/l charm the air to give a found
While you perfortn your antique rounds
That this great King may kindly (ay,
Our duties did his .wel¢ome pay. - [ Mufick.
[The witches dance, and vanifh.
Mach., Where are they? gone 7 ~- Let this per
nicious hour '
Staind ay accwfed in the kalendar.
Conmie in, without there ¢

Enter Lenoxe

Len. What's your grace’s will 2

Mach, Saw you the wayward fifters &

Len. No, my lord.

Macb, Came they not by you ¢

Len. No indeed, 'my lord,

Mach, Infe@ed be the ‘air wheteoir they ride,
And dama’d-all - thofe that truft-themi-! I did hear
The galloping of horfe. Whoiwas't came by @-

Len. *Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you:word; .
Macduff is fled to England.

Mact. Fled to England 2

Len, iy, my good lord,

Mach. Time, thou anticipat’{ft my dread exploits: -
The flighty purpofe never is o’er-took.

Unlefs the deed go with it.  From this moment,

The very firftlings- of my heart {hall be

The firftlings of my handi  And even now

To crown my thoughts with a&s, be’t thought and done -
The cafltle of Macduf 1 will furprife,

Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o’th’ fword

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls

That trace him in hisline, Noboafting like a fool,
This deed I'll do before this purpofe cool.

But no more ﬁghts. W here are thiefle ocentlemen 3.

o
Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt,-

S CE._NE.
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SCENE IIL
Macduf’s Caftle.

Exter Lady Macdufl, her Son, and Rofle,

Z. Macd. 7 HA T had he done, to make him fly
the land ¢

Roffe. You muft have patience, madam,

L. Macd. He had none
His flight was madnefs; when our actions do not,
Our fears do make us traitors..

Roffe. You know not,
Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear.

L. Macd. Wifdom ? to leave his wife, to leave his babes;
His manfion, and his titles, in a place
From whence himfelf does fty ! he loves us not,
He wants the natural-touch ; for the poor wren, .
The moft diminutive of birds, will fight,
Her young ones in her neft; againft the owl ¢ .
Allis the ?ear, and nothing is the love ;.
As litdle is the wifdom where the flighe
S0 runs againft all reafon,

Rofle. Deareft coufin,

1 pray you {chool your felf; but for your husband,.
He's noble, wife, judicious, and beft knows
The fits o'th’ time. I dare not fpeak much farther,.
Bur cruel are the times, when we are traitors,
And do not know ourfelves : when we hold rumotur
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear,
But float upon a wild'and violent {ea
Each way, and move. [rake my leave of you;
Shail not be long but I'll be here again :
Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward
To what they were before : My pretty coulin,

1 o "
Blefling upon yoiL R
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L. Macd, Father'd be is, and yet he’s fatherlefs,
Roffe. 1 am fo much a fool fhould I ftay longer,
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort.
I take my leave at once. [Exit Rofle.

L. Macd, Sirrah, your father's dead,
And what will you do now? how Will you live 3
Son. As birds do, mother.

L. Macd, What, on worms and flies ?

Son. On what 1 get, and fo do they.
L. Macd, Poor bird !

Thou’dt never fear the net, nor line,
The pit-fall] nor the gin,
Son Wh) (hould I, mother? poor birds they are not
fet for.
My father is not dead, for all your faying.
L. Macd, Yes, he is dead ; how wilt thou do for a
father 2
Son, How will you do for a husband ¢
L. Macd. Why, 1 can buy me twenty at any market.
Sonr, Then yow’ll buy ’em to fell again.

L. Macd. Thou fpeak’ft with all thy wit, and yet i’faith
With wit enough for thee.

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother ?

L. Macd. Ay that he was,

Son. What 1s a traitor ?

L. Macd, Why one that fwears and lies.

Son. And be all traitors that do fo ?

L. Macd, Every one that does fo is a traitor, and
muft be hang’d.

Son, And muft they all be hang’d that {wear and lie ?

L. Macd, Every one,

Son. Who muft hang them?

L. Macds Why, honeft men.

Son. Then the liars and fwearers are fools; for there
are liars and {wearers enow to beat the honeft men, and
hang up them.

L. Macd, God help thee, poor monkey: but how
wilt thou do fer a father ?

Son. If he were dead you'd weep for him: if you

would
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would not, it were a.good fien that 1 fhould quickly
have a3 new father,
L. Macd. Poor prailer ! how thou talk'ft 2

Enter-a Meflenger.

ef. Blels you, fair dame, I 2m not to you kuown,
‘Tho 1a your ftate of honour I am perfet;
I dount fome danger does approach you nearly.
It you will take a homely man’s advice,
Be not found here; hence with your little ones.
To fright you thus methinks I am too favage;
To do worfe to you were fell cruelty,
Which is too nigh your perfon, Heav’n preferve you,
I dare abide no longer. [ Exit MefJengers
L! Macd, Whither {hould I1fly?
I've done no harm. But I remember now
I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm
Is often laudable, to do good fometime
Accounted dang'rous folly. Why then, alas? .
Do I put up that womanly defence, |
To fay I"'ad done no harm ?=— what are thele faces /

Euter Murtherers.

Mur. Where 1s your husband ¢ o

L, Macd. 1 hope in no place {o unianétified
Where fuch as thou may’ft find bim.

Mur. He's a traitor.

Son. Thouly'ft, thou fhag-ear'd villain,, |

Mur. What you egg ¢ [Stabbing bim.
Young fry of treachery?

Son. He "as kill'd me, maother, .

Ruo away, pray you. . LExit, crying Murther.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.
The King of England’s Palace.

Enter Malcolm 474 Macduff.

Mal., T ET usfeek out fome defolate thade, and there
Weep our fad bofoms empty.

Macd, Let us rather
Hold faft the mortal {word ; and like good men,
Beftride our downfal bixth-doom : each new morn,
New widows howl, new orphanscry, new f{orrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it refounds
Asif it fele with Scotland, and yell’d out
Like f{yllables of dolour,

Mal, What I believe, I'll wail ;
What know, believe; and what I can redrefs,
As 1 fhall find the time to friend, I will,
What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance;
This tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues,
Was once thought honeft : you have lov'd him well,
He hath not touch’d you yet;, I'm young, but {fomething
You may difcern of him thro’ me, and wi{dom
To offer up a weak poor innocent lamb,
T" appeafe an angry God.

Macd. 1 am not treach’rous,

Mal, But Macbeth is,
A good and virtuous nature may recoil
In an imperial charge. I crave your pardon :

That which you are? my thoughts cannot tranfpofe ;

Angels are bright ﬁill, tho the brfghtﬁ'ﬂi fell ;

Tho all things foul would wear the brows of grace,
Yet grace muft ftill look fo.

Macd, T've loft my hopes.
Mal, Perchance ev’n there, where I did find my doubts)
Why in that rawnefs left you wife and children ¢
F | Thofe

L
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Thofe precious motives, thofe ftrong knots of love
Without leave-taking ¢ '
Let not my jealouflies be your difhonours,
But mine own fafeties : you may be rightly juft,
W hatever I [hall think,

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country !
Great tyranny, lay thou thy bafis fure,
For goodnefs dares not check thee! Wear thou thy wrongs,
His title is f affear’d, Fare thee well, lord: >
1 would not be the villain that thou think'f}
For the whole {pace that’s in the tyrant’s grafp,
And the rich eaft to boot.

41al. Be not offended ;
I fpeak not .as in abfolute fear of you,
I think our country finks beneath the yoa’,
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gath
Isadded to herwounds. 1 think withal,
There would be hands up-lifted in my right ;
And here from gracious Exzgland have | offer
Of goodly thoufands. Bur for ail this,
When I [hall tread upon the tyrant’s head,
Or wear it on my {word, yet my poor country
Shall have more vices than it had before,
More fuffer; and more fundry ways than ever,
By him that fhall {ucceed,

Mach, What fhould he be ?

Afzl, It is my felf I mean, in whom I know i
All the particulars of vice fo grafted,
That when they fhall be open’d, black Macbet/;
Will feem as pure as {now, and the poor {tate
Efteem him as a lamb, betng compar’d
With my confinelefls harms.

Macd. Not in the legions
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn’d
Inills, to top Macbetn.

42zl 1 grant him bloody,

Luxu.

+ Affeac’d, a law zerm for confirm’d. |
This cenference of Malcolm awith Macduft s zaken
of the chronicles of Scotland.

T
-~
&
i

o
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Luxurious, avaricious, falfe, deceitful,
Sudden, malicious, finacking of each fin
That has a name, But there’s no bottom, none
In my voluptuouinefs ; your wives, your daughters,
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up
The ciftern of my luft; and my defive
All continent impediments would o’er-bear
That did oppofe my will.  Better Macheth,
Than fuch ao one to reign,
Macd, Boundlefs intemperance
In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been
Th’ untimely emptying of the happy throne,
And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet
To take upon you what is yours: you may
Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty,
And yetfeem cold @ the time you may {o hoodwink :
We've willing dames enough there canuot be
That vulture in you to devour fo many,
Aswill to greatnefs dedicate themfelves,
Finding it fo inclin’d.
Mal. With this, there grows
In my moft ill-compos'd affe&ion, {uch
A ftanchlefs avarice, that were I King
I Thould cut off the nobles for their lands ;
Defire his jewels, and this other’s houfe,
And my more-having would be as a fawce
To make me hunger more 5 that I fhould forge
Quarrels unjuft againft the good and royal,
Deftroying them for wealth,
Macd. This avarice
Sticks deeper 3 grows with more pernicious root
Than {ummer-feeming luft ; and it hath been
The fword of our flain Kings : yet do not fear,
Scotland hath 1 foyfons to fill up your will
Of your mere own, All thefe are portable,
With other graces weish'd. .
Mal. But I have none ; the King-becoming graces,
As juftice, verity, temp'rance, {tablenefs,
F 2 Bounty,
T plenty.
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Bounty, perfev’rance, mercy, lowlinefs,
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude ;
1 have no relifh of them, bur abound
In the divifion of each feveral crime,
A&ing it many ways. Nay, bad I power, I [hould
Pour the {weet milk of concord into hell,
Uproar the univerfal peace, confound
All unity on earth,

Macd, Oh Seotland ! Seotland !

Mal, If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak:
I am as I have {poken.

Aacd. Fit to govern !
No not to live. Oh nation miferable!
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-fceptred,
When fhalt thou {ee thy wholefome days again ¢
Since that the trueft iflue of thy throne
By his own interdi¢tion ftands accurft,
Ard do’s blafpheme his breed ¢ Thy royal father
Was a moft {ainted King ; the Queen that bore thee,
Ofiner upon her knees than on her feet,
Dv’d every day fheliv’d.  Oh fare thee well,
Thef= evils thou repeat’t upon thy {elf,
Have banifh’'d me from Seotland. Oh my breaft !
Thy hope ends here.

Mal, Macdwff, this noble pafhion,
ChLild of integrity, hath from my foul
Wip'd the black feruples, reconcil'd my thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Devilith Macher’
By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me
In:n his pow'r ¢ and modeft wifdom plucks me
From over-creduious hafte; but God above
Deal between thee and me ! for even now
I put my {elf 10 thy dire&iqn, and |
Unfpeak mine own detraction j here abjure
The taints and blames I laid upon my felf,
For ftrangers to my nature. I am yet
Unknown to women, never was for{worn,
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own,

At no time broke my faith, would not betray -
i
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The devil to his fellow, and delight

No lefs in truth, than life: my fuft falfe {peaking

Was this upon my felf, What I am truly

Is thine, and my poor country’s to command

Whither indeed, before thy here-approach,

Old Seyward with ten thoufand warlike men

All ready at a point, was fetting forth.

Now we’ll together, and the chance of goodnefs

Be like our warranted quarrel.  Why are you filent ?
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at once,

'Tis hard to reconcile.

SCENE V.

Enter a Dﬂ&ﬂ?"i

a—_

Mal, Well, more anon, Comes the King forth,
pray your
Doft. Ay, Sir; there are a crew of wretched fouls
That ftay. his cure ; their malady convinces
The great affay of art. But at his rouch,
Such fan&ity hath heav'n given his hand,
They prefently amend. " [Exn,
Mal, 1 thank you, doctor,
Macd, What's the difeale he means?
Mal, "Tis call’d the Evil,
A moft miraculous work in this good King,
Which often fince my here-remain in kngland
I've feen biin do. How he {olicits heav’n
Himfelf beft knows 3 but ftrangely-vifited people,
All fwoln and ulc'rous, pitiful to the eye,
The mere defpair of {urgery ; he cures;
Hanging a golaen ftamp about their necks,
Put on with holy prayers: and “tis {poKen,
To the {ucceeding royalty he leaves
The healing benedi€tion, With this Pcrange virtue,
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy,

¥ 3 , And
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And fundry bleffings hang about his throne,
That {peak him full of grace,

SCENE VL

Enter Rofle.

Mag:d. See, who comes here!
Xalr My country-man; but yet I know him not,
Macd, My ever-gentle coulin, welcome hither.
Mal, 1 know him now., Good God, betimes remove
The means that makes us ftrangers.
Roffe. Sir, Amen.
Macd, Stands Scotland where it did ?
Roffe. ¢ Alas poor country,
* Almoft afraid to know it {elf It cannot
“ Be call’d our mother, but our grave § where nothing,
¢ But who knows nt:'ﬂthingji is once {een to fmile :
© Where fighs and groans, and fhrieks that rend the aiy
¢ Are mad, not mark’d ; where violent forrow feems
¢ A modern ecftafie : the dead-man’s knell
® Is there fcarce ask’d, for whom ? and good mens lives
© Expire before the flowers in their caps,
¢ Dying, or ere they ficken,
Afacd, Oh relation! too nice, and yet too true,
Mal, What's the neweft grief ?
Roffe. That of an hour’s age doth hils the {peaker,
Each minute teems a new one.
Macd, How does my wife ?
Roffe. Why, well.
2fzcd, And all my children ¢
Roffe. Well too,
22204, The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ?
Rsffe. No, they were well at peace when 1 did Jeave

em.

£lacd. Be not a niggard of your fpeech: how goes it 2
Roffe. When 1 came hither to tranfport the tld:ngs

Which 1 have heayily born, there ran a rumour Of
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Of many worthy fellows that were oy,

Which was to my belief witnefs’d the rather,
For that 1 {aw the tyrant’s power a-foot;
Now is the time of help ; your eye in Seotland
Would create foldiers, and make women fight,
To doft their dire diftrefles,

Mal, Be’t their comfort
We're coming thither: gracious England hath
Lent us good Seyward and ten thoufand men ;

An older, and a better {oldier, none
That chriftendom gives out.

Roffe. Would I could anfwer
This comfort with the like. But I have.words
That would be howl’'d out in the defart air,

Where hearing fhould not catch them.

Macd. What? concern they
The gen'ral caufe ? or is it a fee-grief
Due to fome {ingle breaft ¢

Roffe. No mind that's honeft
But in it fhares fome woe, though the main part
Pertains to you alone,

Macd, 1f it be mine,

Keep it not from me, quickly let me bave it.

Roffe. Let not your ears defpife my tongue for ever,
Which fhall poflefs them with the heavieft {found
That ever yet they heard.

Macd. Hum! I guefs at 1t,

Roffe. Your caftle is furpriz’d, your wife and babes
Savagely flaughter’d ; to relate the manner,

Were on the quarry of thefe murther’d deer
To add the death of you,

Mal, Merciful heav’n!

What man, ne’er pull your hat upon your brows ;
Give {orrow words j the grief that does not fpeak
Whifpers the o’er-fraughe heart, and bids it break,

Macd. My children too!

Roffe. Wife, children, fervants, all that could be

found.

Macd,
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Macd, And 1 muft be from thence ! my wife kill'd
too !
Rsffe. T've faid,
Alal, Be comforted.
Let’s make us med'cines of our great revenge,
To cure this deadly grief,
Aacd. He has no children.  All my pretty ones 2
Did you fay all ¢ what, all¢ ™
*’m’al I Endure 1t like 2 man.
I uﬂﬁ I ﬂl&]l
Bur 1 md& al{o feel it as a man,
I canpot but remember {uch things were,
That were moft precious to me : did heay'n look on
And would not take their part3 (inful Macduff,
They were all ftruck for thee! naught that 1 am,
Not for their own demerits but for mine
Feil flaughter on their fouls: heav’n reft them now !
2al. Be this the whetftone of your fivord, let griet
Coavert to wrath: blunt not the heart, enrage it.
aacd. O, 1 could play the woman with mine eyes,
And bragoart with ray tongue. But gentle heav'n!
Cut fhort al! intermiffion : front to front
Bring thou this fiend of Scorland and my felf,
Within my fword’s length {et him, if he '(cape,
Ther heaven forgive hlm too !
Azzl, This twne goes manly :
Come, go we 0 che King, our power is ready,
Our lack s nommg but our leave. Macbeth
s ripe for {haking, 2nd the powers above
Pu: on their inftraments, Receive what chear you may
The nizht is Jong that never finds the day:  {Exeunt.
ACT

x __.._....GH hell kite ! whate, all ?

'*"hu a:l my pre..tu chickens, and thetr dans,
Aronziedlw oop "

5 f..i'

ALzl Engure 1. ¢
1 ,J f';. "Ir’:
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ACT V. SCENE I

Ain Aunti-chamber in Macbeth’s Caftle.

Enter a Dotor of Phyfick, and a Gentlewomas.

DocrTokr

q HAVE wwo nights watch’'d with you,
>all but can perceive no truth in your reports
= When was it fhe laft walk'd ¢
% Gent. Since his majefty went into the
( w fleld, I have feen her rife from her bed,
throw her night-gown upon her, unlock
her clofer, take forth paper, fold it,
write ypon’t, read it, afterwards feal it, and again return
to bed ; yet all this while in a moft faft {leep.

Doft. A great pertwrbation in nature! to receive at
once the benefit of {leep, and do the effelts of watch-
ing, In this flumbry agitation, befides her walking,
and other aftual performances, what (at any ume)
have you heard her fay ¢

Gent. That, Sir, which I will not reportafter her.

Doft, You may to me, and ’tis moft meet you
thould, '

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no wit-
nefs to confirm my {peech.

Enter Lady Macbeth witz a taper,

Lo you'! here fhe comes: this is her very guife, and
upon my life fat afleep ; obferve her, ftand clofe,
Dolt,
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Dsil, How came fhe by that light ?

Gent, Why, it ftood by her: (he has light by her
continually, ’tis her command.

Doiil. . You {ee her eves are open.

Genz, Ay, but their fenfe is [hut.

Da¢f. What is it fhe does now ! look how fhe rubs
her hands. , |

Gent. Itis an accultom’d a&ion with her, to feem

thus walning her bands: [ have known her contnue in
this a quarter of an hour.

Lady, Yet here's a {pot,.

Dséf, Hark, fhe {peake. i will fet down what comes
from Ler, to {atisfy my remembrance the more {trongly.

Lady, Out! damn'd fpor; out I fay——one; two;
why then ’tis time to dot hell is murky. . Fie, my
lord, fie, a foldier, and afraid? what need we fear
who knows it, when none can call our power to ac-

count——yet who would have thought the old man to
have had fo much blood in him¢

Doff, Do you mark that?

Lady, The Thane of Fife had a wife ; where is fhe
now ¢ what, will thefe hands ne’er be clean éome—a—no
more o’that, my lord, no more o'that: you marr all
with ftarting,

Doft, Go to, go to; you have known what you
fhould not.

Gent, She has {poke what fhe thould not, I am fure

of that : heav’n knows what fhe has known.

Lady. Here's the fmell of blood ftill: all the per-
fumes of 4rabia will not fweeten this little hand, Oh !
oh! oh! ~

Dot What a figh is there ? the heart is forely charg'd.

Gent. I would not have fuch a heart in my bofom,
for the dignity of the whole body.
Doct. Well, well, well——

Genz. Pr&y God 1t be, Sir.
Doét. This difeafe is beyond my praftice: yet I have

known thofe which have walkt in their {leep, who have
died holily in their beds.

L I?f!:-‘t
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Lady. Wath your bands, put on your night.gown,
look not fo pale—-1 tell you yet again, Banguo's bu-
ried ; he cannot come out of his grave,

Doft. Even fo.

Lady. To bed, to bed; there’s knocking at the gate
come, come, come, come, 2ive me your hand :
what’s done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to
bed. [Exiz Lady,

Dott, Will the go'now to bed ¢

Gent, Directly.

Doct. Foul whifp’rings are abroad 5 unnat’ral deeds
Do breed unnat’ral troubles, Infeted minds
To their deaf pillows will difcharge thetr fecrets,

More needs fhe the divine than the phyfician,
Good God forgive us all! Look after her,
Remove from her the means of all annoyance,
And ftil} keep eyes upoun her; fo good night.
My mind (he’as T mated, and amaz'd my fights
I think, but dare not fpeak.

Gent. Good-night, good doctor. [ Exennts

SCENZE IL
A Freld with a Wood at diftance.

Enter Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers,

Ment, T HE Englifh power is near, led on by Mal-
colm,

His uncle Seyward, and the good Macduf-
Revenges burn in them ! for their dear caufes
I Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm
Excite the mortified man.

Angs
T conguer’d or fubdy’d, :
¥

This line omitted in all but the firfl edition 1a folio.
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Ang. Near Birnam wood
Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming.
Cath. Who knows if Daml&ame be with his bimher‘
Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: I've a file
Of all the gentry ; there s Seyward's fon,
And many unruffd vouths, that even now
Proteft their firt of manhood.
AMens. What does the tyrant ¢
Cath., Great Dunfinane he ftrongly fortifies 3
Some {ay he's mad : others that lefler hate him
Do call it valiant fury & but for certain,
He cannot buckle his diftemper'd caufe
W irhh the bele of rule,
. Now do’s he feel
His i' acret murthers fticking on his hands ;
Now minuzely, revolts upbra:d his faith-breacl ;
Thofe he commands move only in command,
Nething in Jove : now does he feel his title
Hang loofe about him, like a giant’s robe
Upon a dwarfifh thief.
Ment. Who then fhall blame
His pefter'd fenfes to recoyl, and {tart,
When all that is within him does condemn
It {elf, for being there?
Cath. Well. march we on,
To give obedience where ’tis truly ow'd :
Meer we the med’cine of the {ickly weal,
And with him pour we, in our country’s purge,
Each drop of us.
Leiz. Or fo much as it needs,
To dew the {overeign flower, and drown the weeds,
Make we our march towards Birnain. [Exennt.

SCENEL
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SCENE IIL
DuNsSINANE,

Enter Macbethy Doftor, and Attendants,

Mach. RING me no more reports, let them fly all;
B "Till Birnam wood remove to Dunfinanc,

I cannot waint with fear,  What’s the boy Malcolme ¢

Was he not born of woman ? Spirits that know

All mortal confequences, have pronounc'd it :

¢ Fear not Macherh, no man that's born of woman

« Shall e’er have power upon thee, —Fly falle Thaunes,

And mingle with the Englify epicures.

The mind I fivay by, and the heart [ bear,

Shall never fagg with doubt, nor fhake with fear.

Enter a Servant.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lown :
Where got’ft thou that goofe-look ¢
Ser. There are ten thoufandee—
Mach. Geele, villain ¢
Ser. Soldiers, Sir.
Mach, Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear,
Thou lilly-liver’d boy,  What foldiers, patch?
Death of thy foul! thofe linnen cheeks of thine
Are counfellors to fear, What foldiers, wheyface?
Ser. The Englifh {orce, {o pleafe you.
Mach. Take thy face hence———Seyton ——1'm {ick
at heart,
When 1 behold——=Seyzon ! 1 fay!~——rhis pufh
Will cheer me ever, or difeale me now.
[ have liv’d long enough : mv way of life
Is fall’n into the fear, the yellow leaf:

“ And that which fhould accompany old age,
G ¢ As
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~ As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,,

¢ 1 muft not look to bave: buc in their ftead,

¢ Curfes not Joud but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

¢ Which the poer heart would fain deny, and dare not.

Luter Seyton, "

Sey. What is your gracious pleafure ?

2ach. What news more ?

Sty All is confirm’d, my lord, which was reported.

1ach. Pl fight, till from my bones my flefh is hackr,

Give me Iy armour.

Szy. 'Tis not needed yet,

Afaco, Vil putit on:
Send out more horfes, skirre the country round,
Hang thofe that alk of fear. Give me mine armour.
How do’s your patient, dottor ?

;5% Not fo fick, my lord,

As The is troubled with thick-coming fancies,
That keep her from her reft,

Aarh, Cure her of that:
¢ Canft thou not minifter to minds difeas’d,
¢ Pluck from the memory a rooted {orrow,
¢ Raze out the written troubles of the brain ;
¢ And with fome f{weet oblivious antidote,
: Cleanfe the full bofome of that perilous (uft
¢ \'»If'hich ﬁfeighs upon the heart ?

;3, Therein the patlent

Verr®

\ult minifter unto himfelf.

\sach. Throw phyfick to the dogs, T'll none of it
Come, put my armour on, give me my {taft.
<eyson, fend our—Doctor, the Thanes iy tron1 Mew——
Come, Sir, difpateh 1f thou could®t, do&or, caft
The water of my land, find her difeafe,
And purge it to a found and priftine health,
1 would applaud thee to the very echo,
That fhould applaud again. Pull’t off, 1 {aym—————

What rubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug,

Would fcour thefe Englifi hence $ hearft thou of then;f :
- Dot
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Doft. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation
Makes us hear fomething.

Mach. Bring it alter me;
I will not be afraid of death and bane,
"Till Birnam foreft come to Dunfinane,

Dotf, Were I from 1 4nfinane away, and clear,
Profit asain fhould hardly draw me here, | Excentne,

SCENE IV.
Birnam J7ve4.

Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduft, Seyward’s Son,
Menteth, Cathnels, Angus, and Soldiers marching.

Mal, OUSIN, I hope the days are near at hand
That chambers will be {afe.
Ment, We doubt it nothing,
Seyay. What wood is this before us ?
Ment. The wood of Birnam.
Mal, Let every foldier hew him down a bough,
And bear’t before himj thereby fhall we {hadow
The numbers of our hoft, and make difcov’ry
Err in report of us.

Sold, It thall be done,

Seyw. We learn no other but the confident tyrant
Keeps {till in Dunfinane, and will endure
Our {etting down before’.
Mal, >Tis his main hope:
For where there is advantage to be given,
Both more and lefs have given him the revolt;
And none ferve with him but conftrained things,
Whofe hearts are abfent too.
Maed, ' Let our uft cenfures
Attend the true event, and put we on
Induftrious (oldierthip.,
Seyw,
" Set our Deft cenfures Before 1726 mmmcomn
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Seyw. The time approaches,
That wiil with due decifion make us know
What we [hall {ay we have, and what we owe:
Thoughts fpeculative their unfure hopes relate,
But certain iffue, ftrokes muft arbitrate.
Towards which, advance the war. [Exeunt marching.

SCENE V.

DunsinaNE,

IZnter Macbeth, Sevton, and Soldiers with drums and
colours.

Mach. ANG out our banners on the outward
H walls
The cry is ftill, zhey come : our caftle’s firength
Wili laugh a fiege to fcorn. Here let them lie,
Tl famine and the ague eat them up:
Were they not T forc’d with thofe that thould be ours,
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,
And beat them backward home. What is that noife?
[ A cry within of women.
8-y. It is the cry of Women, my good lord.
Afac. 1have almoft forgot the 1afte of fears:
The time has been, my fenfes would have cool’d
To hear a fhriek, and my fell of hair
Wounld at a difmal treatife rouze, and {tir
As life werein't. I have fupt full with horrors,
Direnefs familiar to my flaught’rous thoughts
Cannot once flart me, Wherefore was that cry ?
Szy. The Queen 1s dead.
Azch, She (hould have dy'd hereafter;
There wculd have been a time for fuch a word,
¢ To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-moirow
¢ Creeps
T for re-infore'd.
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¢ Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,

¢ To the laft fyllable of recorded time

“ and all our yefterdays have lighted fools

¢ The way to 5 {tudy death, Out, our, brief candle!
¢ Lite’s but a walking fhadow, a poor player,

“ That ftruts and frets his hour upon the flage,

¢ and then 1s heard no more! It is a tale

‘ Told by an ideot, full of found and fury,

* Stgnifying nothing !

Enter & Meffenger.,

Thou com’ft to ufe thy tongue : thy ftory quickly,
Mef. My gracious lord, "
I fhould report that which I fay I faw,
But know not how to do’t,
Mach. Well, fayit, Sir.
Mef. As1 did ftand my watch upon the hill,

[ look’d toward Birzam, and anon methought
The wood began to move.

Mach. Liar, and flaye! [Srr:'kfﬂg hitita.
Mef. Let me endure your wrath, ift be not fo 2
Within this three mile you may fee it coming ?
I fay, a moving grove,
Mact. If thou fpeak’ft falfe,
Upon the next tree thalt thou hang alive
Till famine cling thee: If thy fpeech be footh,
I care notif thou doft for me as much
I pull in refolution, and begin-
To doubt th’ equivocation of the fiend,
That lies like truth. ¢ Feap not, 'tll Birrnam wood
“ Do come to Dunfinane,” and now a wood
Comes toward Dunfinane, Arm, arm, and out !
I this which he avouches do’s appear,
There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here ;
“ I’gin to be 2 weary of the {un,
¢ And with the ftate o'th’ world were now undone,

G.2 * Ring
5 dufly dearh,

o)
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¢ Ring the alarum bell, blow wind, come wrack,
¢ Atleaft we'll die with harnefs on our back,  [Exenn:.

SCENE VL
Before Dunfinane,

Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduft, and their
Army, <cith Boughs.

Aal, O W near enough: your leavy fcreens
throw down, |
And fhew like thofe you are. You (worthy uncle)
Shall with my coufin, your right noble fon,
Lead our firft Battle, Brave Macdeff and we
Shall take upon’s what elfe remains to do,
According to our order.
Seyw. Fare you well :
Let us but find the tyrant’s power to-night,.
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.
Macd. Make all our trumpets fpeak, give them all
breath,

Thofe clam’rous harbingers of blood and death, [ Exe.
| [Abarums continued,

Enter Macbeth.

Mach. They've ty’d me to a ftake, I cannot fly,
But bear-like I muft fight the corfe. What’s he

That was not born of woman ? fuch a one
Am I to fear, or none,.

Enter young Seyward,
Te. Szyw. What is thy name

Macsd, Thow'lt be afraid to hear 1t,
_ Tal Sgyu‘i
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v, Seyw, No: though thou call'ft thy felf a hotter
name
Than any is in hell.
Mach. My name’s Macbheth.
7o, Seyw. The devil himfelf could not pronounce
a title
More hateful to mine ear.
Mack, No, nor more fearful.
7o, Seyw. Thou lyeft, abltorred tyrant, with my
{word
I'll prove the lye thou fpeak’ft.
 [Fight, and young Seyward's flain.
Mach., Thou waft born of woman ;
But fivords I fmile at, weapons laugh to fcorn,
Brandith’d by man that’s of a woman born. L Exit.

Alarums. Enter Macduff.

Macd, That way the noifeis + Tyrant. fhew thy face,
If thou be'tt flain, and with no ftroke of mine,
My wife and c“ildrens ghofts will haunt me {till.
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe arms
Are hir'd to bear their ftaves: Or thou Macketh,
Or elfe my {word with an unbatter’d edge
I fheath again undeeded. There thou fhould't be—-mv
By this grear clatter, one of greatelt note
Seems bruited, Let me find him, fortune !
And more 1 beg not. (Exit.  Alarum.

Enter Malcolme and Seyward.

Seyw. This way, my lord, the caltle’s genty ren-
der'd :
The tyrant’s people on both fides do fight.
The noble Thanes do bravely in the war,
The day almoft it felf Prafeﬂ'es yours,
And little is to do,

Mal, We've met with foes
Thag



8o The Tragedy of MAceeTH

That ftrike befide us.
Seyw. Enter, Sir, the caftle. [Exeunts Alarum:,

SCENE VIL

Enter Macbeth,

Mach, Why fhould I play the Roman fool, and die
On mine own fword? whilt I fee lives, the gafhes
Do berter upon them,

To hin, enter Macduit,

Mied, Turn hell-hound, turn,
Aach, Ofall men elfe I have avoided thee :
Bur get thee back, my foul is too much charg'd
With blood of thine already,
Macd, I've no words,
My voice is in my fivord ! thou bloodier viilain
Than terms can give thee out. [Fight, Alarum.
2ach. Thou lofeft labour,
As eafy may’(t thou the intrenchant air
With thy keen fwword imprefs, as make me bleed :
L=t fall thy blade on vulnerable crefts,
I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield
To one of woman born.
Macd, Defpair thy charm,
And let the angel whom thou ftill haft fery’d
Tell thee, Aacdnff was ftom his mother’s womb
Untimeiy rig’d.
Mach. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me {o ?
For it hath cow'd my better part of man :
And be thefe jusling fiends no more beliey'd,
That palter with us in a double {enfc;
That keep the word of promile to our ear,
And Sreak it 1o our hope,  I'll not fight with thee,
Macd. Thenvyield thee, coward,
And live to be the fhew, and gaze o'th’ time,

We'll
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We'll have thee, as our rarer-monfters are,
Painted upon a pole, and under-writ,
¢ Here may you fee the tyrant,

Macb. 1'll not yield
To kifs the ground before young Malcolm’s feet,
And to be baited with therabble’s curfe.
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunfinane,
And thou oppos’d, being of no woman born;
Yet I will try the laft. Before my body,
I throw my warlike fhield. Lay on Macdef,
And damn’d be he, that firft cries hold, enough,

[Exeunt fighting, Alayums,

SCENE VIIL

Retreat and Flourifbe  Enter ith Drum and Colours
Malcolme, Seyward, Roffe, Thanes, and Soldiers,

Mal, 1 would the friends we mifs were fafe arriv’d,
Seyw. Some muft gooff': and yet by thele I fee,
S0 great a day asthis is cheaply bought.
Mal, Macduff is mifling, and your noble fon,
Roffe, Your fon, my lord, has paid a foldier's debt;
He only liv’d but ll he was a man,
The which no fooner had his prow’(s confirm’d,
In the unfhrinl-:ing (tation where he fought,
But like 2 man he dy’d.
S:yw, Then is he dead ?
Roffe. Ay, and brought off the field: your caufe of
{orrow
Muft not be meafur'd by his worth, for then
It hath no end.
Seyw. Had he his hurts before ?
Soffe. Ay, on the front,
Seyw. Why then, God’s foldier be he?
Had I as many fons as I have hairs,

I would not with them to a fairer death:
And {o his knell is knoll'd.

Mal.
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Mal. He's worth more forrow, {1
And that I'll fpend for him.

Seyw. He's worth no more ;
They fay e parted well. and pald his fcore,
So God be with him. Here comes newer comfort,

Enter Macduft with Macbeth’s bead.

Alzed. Haily King! tor {o thou art,  Behold, where
ﬁands
Tt afurper’s curfed head § the time is free
I ize thee compaft with tny kingdom’s peers,
That {fpeak my f{aluration in thetr minds ¢
Whofe voices I defire aloud with mine,
Hail K w of Srotland !
£l 111 King of Sestland ! [ Flouri]
2l We Thaill not fpend a Iarﬂe expence of time
efore we 1=ck0n with your {ev’ r’ll loves,
And make us even with you.  Thanes and kinfmen
Hencefonh pe Earls, the firlt that ever Scorland
In {uch an honour nam’d. What's more to do
Which would be planted newly with the tine,
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad
That fled the fnares of watchful tyranny,
Producing forth the cruel minifters
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen ;
(Who, as ’is thought, by felfand violent hands
Took off her life ) thIS and what needful elfe
That calls upon us, by the grace of ¢ heaven
We will perform in meafure, time and place :
So thanks to all at once, and to each one,
Whom we invite to fee us crown’d at Scoze.

[Flozsr{ﬂ:«. Exenunt omne:,
“ grace, ‘.

)

£ I N I §.
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