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Act 1, Scene 1
FIRST WITCH When shall we three meet again?
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?
SECOND WITCH When the hurly-burly’s done,

When the battle’s lost and won.

THIRD WITCH That will be ere the set of sun.
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FIRST WITCH Where the place?
SECOND WITCH

Upon the heath.

THIRD WITCH There to meet with Macbeth.
FIRST WITCH I come, Graymalkin.
SECOND WITCH Paddock calls.
THIRD WITCH Anon.
ALL Fair is foul, and foul is fair;

Hover through the fog and filthy air.
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Act 1, Scene 3
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BANQUO How far is ’t called to Forres? —What are these,
So withered, and so wild in their attire,
That look not like th’ inhabitants o’ th’ Earth
And yet are on ’t?—Live you? Or are you aught
That man may question? You seem to understand me
By each at once her choppy finger laying
Upon her skinny lips. You should be women,
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret
That you are so.

40

MACBETH Speak if you can. What are you?
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FIRST WITCH All hail, Macbeth! Hail to thee, Thane of Glamis!
SECOND WITCH All hail, Macbeth! Hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor!
THIRD WITCH All hail, Macbeth, that shalt be king hereafter!
BANQUO Good sir, why do you start and seem to fear
Things that do sound so fair?—I’ th’ name of truth,
Are you fantastical, or that indeed
Which outwardly you show? My noble partner
You greet with present grace and great prediction
Of noble having and of royal hope,
That he seems rapt withal. To me you speak not.
If you can look into the seeds of time
And say which grain will grow and which will not,
Speak, then, to me, who neither beg nor fear
Your favors nor your hate.
FIRST WITCH Hail!
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SECOND WITCH Hail!
THIRD WITCH Hail!
FIRST WITCH Lesser than Macbeth and greater.
SECOND WITCH Not so happy, yet much happier.
THIRD WITCH Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none.

So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo!

FIRST WITCH Banquo and Macbeth, all hail!
MACBETH Stay, you imperfect speakers. Tell me more.

By Sinel’s death I know I am Thane of Glamis.
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But how of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawdor lives
A prosperous gentleman, and to be king
Stands not within the prospect of belief,
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this strange intelligence or why
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way
With such prophetic greeting. Speak, I charge you.
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BANQUO The earth hath bubbles, as the water has,
And these are of them. Whither are they vanished?

Act 1, Scene 7
MACBETH If it were done when ‘tis done, then ‘twere well

It were done quickly.
…
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Act 1, Scene 7
MACBETH If we should fail—

We fail?
But screw your courage to the sticking place
And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey
Soundly invite him), his two chamberlains
Will I with wine and wassail so convince
That memory, the warder of the brain,
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason
A limbeck only. When in swinish sleep
Their drenchèd natures lies as in a death,
What cannot you and I perform upon
Th’ unguarded Duncan? What not put upon
His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt
Of our great quell?

LADY MACBETH

Bring forth men-children only,
For thy undaunted mettle should compose
Nothing but males. Will it not be received,
When we have marked with blood those sleepy two
Of his own chamber and used their very daggers,
That they have done ’t?
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MACBETH

LADY MACBETH Who dares receive it other,

As we shall make our griefs and clamor roar
Upon his death?
I am settled and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.
Away, and mock the time with fairest show.
False face must hide what the false heart doth know.
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MACBETH
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Act 2, Scene 1
MACBETH Is this a dagger which I see before me,

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee.
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible
To feeling as to sight? Or art thou but
A dagger of the mind, a false creation
Proceeding from the heat-oppressèd brain?
I see thee yet, in form as palpable
As this which now I draw.
Thou marshal’st me the way that I was going,
And such an instrument I was to use.
Mine eyes are made the fools o’ th’ other senses
Or else worth all the rest. I see thee still,
And, on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood,
Which was not so before. There’s no such thing.
It is the bloody business which informs
Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one-half world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtained sleep. Witchcraft celebrates
Pale Hecate’s off’rings, and withered murder,
Alarumed by his sentinel, the wolf,
Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace,
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his design
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth,
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear
Thy very stones prate of my whereabouts
And take the present horror from the time,
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives.
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.
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Act 3, Scene 4
MACBETH Here had we now our country’s honor roofed,

Were the graced person of our Banquo present,
Who may I rather challenge for unkindness
Than pity for mischance.

ROSS
His absence, sir,
Lays blame upon his promise. Please ’t your Highness
To grace us with your company?

50

MACBETH The table’s full.

Here is a place reserved, sir.

LENNOX
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MACBETH Where?
LENNOX

Here, my good lord. What is ’t that moves your Highness?

MACBETH Which of you have done this?
LORDS

What, my good lord?
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MACBETH Thou canst not say I did it. Never shake

Thy gory locks at me.

ROSS Gentlemen, rise. His Highness is not well.

Sit, worthy friends. My lord is often thus
And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep seat.
The fit is momentary; upon a thought
He will again be well. If much you note him
You shall offend him and extend his passion.
Feed and regard him not.
Are you a man?

LADY MACBETH
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MACBETH Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that

Which might appall the devil.

O, proper stuff!
This is the very painting of your fear.
This is the air-drawn dagger which you said
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts,
Impostors to true fear, would well become
A woman’s story at a winter’s fire,
Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself!
Why do you make such faces? When all’s done,
You look but on a stool.

LADY MACBETH
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MACBETH Prithee, see there. Behold, look!

Lo, how say you?
Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too.—
If charnel houses and our graves must send
Those that we bury back, our monuments
Shall be the maws of kites.

LADY MACBETH
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What, quite unmanned in folly?

MACBETH If I stand here, I saw him.
LADY MACBETH

Fie, for shame!
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MACBETH Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ th’ olden time,

Ere humane statute purged the gentle weal;
Ay, and since too, murders have been performed
Too terrible for the ear. The time has been
That, when the brains were out, the man would die,
And there an end. But now they rise again
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns
And push us from our stools. This is more strange
Than such a murder is.

My worthy lord,
Your noble friends do lack you.

LADY MACBETH

I do forget.—
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends.
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing
To those that know me. Come, love and health to all.
Then I’ll sit down.—Give me some wine. Fill full.
I drink to th’ general joy o’ th’ whole table
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss.
Would he were here! To all, and him we thirst,
And all to all.
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MACBETH

LORDS

Our duties, and the pledge.
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Act 4, Scene 1
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FIRST WITCH Thrice the brinded cat hath mewed.
SECOND WITCH Thrice, and once the hedge-pig whined.
THIRD WITCH Harpier cries “’Tis time, ’tis time!”
FIRST WITCH Round about the cauldron go;
In the poisoned entrails throw.
Toad, that under cold stone
Days and nights has thirty-one
Sweltered venom sleeping got,
Boil thou first i’ th’ charmèd pot.
ALL Double, double toil and trouble;

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
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SECOND WITCH Fillet of a fenny snake

In the cauldron boil and bake.
Eye of newt and toe of frog,
Wool of bat and tongue of dog,
Adder’s fork and blindworm’s sting,
Lizard’s leg and howlet’s wing,
For a charm of powerful trouble,
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.

ALL Double, double toil and trouble;

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
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THIRD WITCH Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,

Witch’s mummy, maw and gulf
Of the ravined salt-sea shark,
Root of hemlock digged i’ th’ dark,
Liver of blaspheming Jew,
Gall of goat and slips of yew
Slivered in the moon’s eclipse,
Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips,
Finger of birth-strangled babe
Ditch-delivered by a drab,
Make the gruel thick and slab.
Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron
For th’ ingredience of our cauldron.

ALL Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
SECOND WITCH Cool it with a baboon’s blood.

Then the charm is firm and good.
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Act 4, Scene 1
SECOND WITCH By the pricking of my thumbs,

Something wicked this way comes.
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Act 4, Scene 1
SECOND APPARITION Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!—
MACBETH

Had I three ears, I’d hear thee.

SECOND APPARITION Be bloody, bold, and resolute. Laugh to scorn

The power of man, for none of woman born
Shall harm Macbeth.

Then live, Macduff; what need I fear of thee?
But yet I’ll make assurance double sure
And take a bond of fate. Thou shalt not live,
That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies,
And sleep in spite of thunder.
What is this
That rises like the issue of a king
And wears upon his baby brow the round
And top of sovereignty?
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MACBETH
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ALL Listen but speak not to ’t.
THIRD APPARITION Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care

Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are.
Macbeth shall never vanquished be until
Great Birnam Wood to high Dunsinane Hill
Shall come against him.

MACBETH
That will never be.
Who can impress the forest, bid the tree
Unfix his earthbound root? Sweet bodements, good!
Rebellious dead, rise never till the Wood
Of Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath
To time and mortal custom. Yet my heart
Throbs to know one thing. Tell me, if your art
Can tell so much: shall Banquo’s issue ever
Reign in this kingdom?
ALL
Seek to know no more.
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Act 5, Scene 1
DOCTOR I have two nights watched with you but can perceive no truth in
your report. When was it she last walked?
GENTLEWOMAN Since his Majesty went into the field, I have seen her rise
from her bed, throw her nightgown upon her, unlock her closet, take forth
paper, fold it, write upon ‘t, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to
bed; yet all this while in a most fast sleep.
DOCTOR A great perturbation in nature, to receive at once the benefit of
sleep and do the effects of watching. In this slumb’ry agitation, besides her
walking and other actual performances, what at any time have you heard
her say?
GENTLEWOMAN That, sir, which I will not report after her.
DOCTOR

You may to me, and ‘tis most meet you should.

GENTLEWOMAN Neither to you nor anyone, having no witness to confirm my
speech. o you, here she comes. This is her very guise and, upon my life,
fast asleep. Observe her; stand close.
DOCTOR

How came she by that light?

GENTLEWOMAN Why, it stood by her. She has light by her continually. ’Tis her

command.
DOCTOR

You see her eyes are open.

GENTLEWOMAN Ay, but their sense are shut.
DOCTOR

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

GENTLEWOMAN It is an accustomed action with her to seem thus washing her
hands. I have known her continue in this a quarter of an hour.
LADY MACBETH

Yet here’s a spot.
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DOCTOR Hark, she speaks. I will set down what comes from her, to satisfy
my remembrance the more strongly.

Out, damned spot, out, I say! One. Two. Why then, ’tis time
to do ’t. Hell is murky. Fie, my lord, fie, a soldier and afeard? What need
we fear who knows it, when none can call our power to account? Yet who
would have thought the old man to have had so much blood in him?

LADY MACBETH

DOCTOR

Do you mark that?

The Thane of Fife had a wife. Where is she now? What, will
these hands ne’er be clean? No more o’ that, my lord, no more o’ that. You
mar all with this starting.

LADY MACBETH

DOCTOR

Go to, go to. You have known what you should not.

GENTLEWOMAN She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of that. Heav-

en knows what she has known.

Here’s the smell of the blood still. All the perfumes of Arabia
will not sweeten this little hand. O, O, O!

LADY MACBETH
DOCTOR

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

GENTLEWOMAN I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the dignity of

the whole body.
DOCTOR

Well, well, well.

GENTLEWOMAN Pray God it be, sir.
DOCTOR This disease is beyond my practice. Yet I have known those which
have walked in their sleep, who have died holily in their beds.

Wash your hands. Put on your nightgown. Look not so pale. I
tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried; he cannot come out on ’s grave.

LADY MACBETH
DOCTOR

Even so?

To bed, to bed. There’s knocking at the gate. Come, come,
come, come. Give me your hand. What’s done cannot be undone. To bed,
to bed, to bed.

LADY MACBETH

DOCTOR

Will she go now to bed?

GENTLEWOMAN Directly.

