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Macbeth 

 
By William Shakespeare 

(Adapted by Caroline Good) 

   

Act I, Scene 1 On the Heath  – “Fair Is Foul, and Foul Is Fair” 

 (Enter Witches.  Thunder and lightning.) 

First Witch:  When shall we three meet again 

In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 

Second Witch: When the hurlyburly's done, 

When the battle's lost and won. 

Third Witch: That will be ere the set of sun. 

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. 

   (Witches exit.)

 
Act I, Scene 2 A Camp Near Forres in Duncan’s Kingdom – “Brave Macbeth!” 

(At rise Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lennox, Attendants.  Enter 

bleeding Sergeant.) 

Duncan:  What bloody man is this?   

Malcolm:  This is the sergeant 

   Who like a good and hardy soldier fought 

   ‘Gainst my captivity.  Hail, brave friend! 

   Say to the king the knowledge of the broil 
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   As thou didst leave it. 

Sergeant:  Doubtful it stood; 

The multiplying villanies of nature 

Do swarm upon them--from the western isles: 

But brave Macbeth--well he deserves that name— 

Duncan:  O valiant cousin!  Worthy gentleman! 

   Dismayed not this 

   Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 

Sergeant:  Mark, king of Scotland, mark: 

If I say sooth, I must report they were 

As cannons overcharged with double cracks, so they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe. 

(Sergeant succumbs to wounds.) 

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Duncan: Go get him surgeons. 

(Exit Sergeant, attended.  Enter Ross.) 

Good Ross! 

Lennox:  What a haste looks through his eyes!  So should he look 

   That seems to speak things strange. 

Ross:   God save the king! 

Duncan:    Whence camest thou, worthy thane? 

Ross: From Fife, great king; 

Where the Norwegian banners flout the sky. 

The thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict; 

And, to conclude, the victory fell on us. 

Duncan: Great happiness!   

No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 

Our bosom interest: go pronounce his present death, 

And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Ross:   I’ll see it done. 

Duncan:  What he hath lost noble Macbeth hath won. 

   (ALL exit.) 
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Act I, Scene 3 A Heath Near Forres – “All Hail, Macbeth!” 

   (Thunder.  Enter Witches.) 

First Witch: Look what I have. 

Other Witches: Show me, show me. 

First Witch: Here I have a pilot’s thumb, 

   Wreck’d as homeward he did come. 

   (Drum.) 

Third Witch: A drum, a drum!  Macbeth doth come! 

ALL:   The weird sisters, hand in hand, 

Posters of the sea and land, 

Thus do go about, about: 

Thrice to think and thrice to mine 

And thrice again, to make up nine. 

Peace!  The charm’s wound up. 

   (Enter Macbeth and Banquo.) 

Macbeth:  So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Banquo:  What are these 

So wither'd and so wild in their attire, 

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 

And yet are on't?  

Macbeth:  Speak, if you can: what are you? 

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, thou shalt be king hereafter! 

Banquo: (To Macbeth.) Good sir, why do you start; and seem to fear 

Things that do sound so fair?  

(To the Witches.) 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 favours 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; 

But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, 

A prosperous gentleman; and to be king. 

Speak, I charge you. 

 (Witches vanish.) 

Banquo: The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 

And these are of them. Whither are they vanish'd? 

Macbeth: Into the air! 

Banquo: Were such things here as we do speak about? 

Or have we eaten on the insane root 

That takes the reason prisoner? 

Macbeth:  Your children shall be kings. 

Banquo:  You shall be king. 

Macbeth:  And thane of Cawdor too: went it not so? 

Banquo:  To the selfsame tune and words. Who's here? 

(Enter ROSS and ANGUS) 

Good Ross and Angus! 

Ross: The king hath happily received, Macbeth, 

The news of thy success. 

Angus: We are sent 

To give thee from our royal master thanks. 

Ross: He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor: 

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane!  (He bows.) 

Banquo:  What, can the devil speak true? 
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Macbeth: The thane of Cawdor lives: why do you dress me 

In borrow'd robes? 

Angus: Who was the thane lives yet; 

But treasons capital, confess'd and proved, 

Have overthrown him. 

Macbeth:  [Aside] Glamis, and thane of Cawdor! 

   [To Ross and Angus.]  Thanks for your pains. 

[To Banquo.]  Do you not hope your children shall be kings, 

When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me 

Promised no less to them? 

Banquo: ‘Tis strange. 

Macbeth: [Aside] Cannot be ill, cannot be good: if ill, 

Why hath it given me earnest of success? 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair? 

Banquo: Look, how our partner's rapt. 

Macbeth: [Aside] If chance will have me king, why, chance may crown 

me, 

Without my stir.  Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

Banquo: Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Macbeth: Give me your favour: my dull brain was wrought 

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains.  

Let us toward the king. 

Banquo: Very gladly. 

Macbeth:  Till then, enough. Come, friends. 

   (All Exit.) 

 
Act I, Scene 4 Duncan’s Palace at Forres – “Stars Hide Your Fires” 

(Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lennox, and Attendants.) 

Duncan: Is execution done on Cawdor?  
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Malcolm: My liege, and my father, I have spoke 

With one that saw him die: who did report 

That very frankly he confess'd his treasons. 

 (Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Ross, and Angus.) 

Duncan:  O worthiest cousin!  Macbeth! My worthy Cawdor! 

(Macbeth bows.) 

Welcome hither: 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 

That hast no less deserved, let me enfold thee 

And hold thee to my heart. 

Banquo: There if I grow, 

The harvest is your own. 

Duncan: Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 

We will establish our estate upon 

My eldest, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 

The Prince of Cumberland! 

 (All exit, but Macbeth.) 

Macbeth: [Aside] The Prince of Cumberland! that is a step 

On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap, 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires; 

Let not light see my black and deep desires.  (He exits.) 

 
Act I, Scene 5 Inverness.  Macbeth’s Castle – “Leave All the Rest to Me” 

   (Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter.) 

Lady Macbeth: Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, came missives from the king, 

who all-hailed me 'Thane of Cawdor;' by which title, 

before, these weird sisters saluted me, and referred me to the coming 

on of time, with 'Hail, king that shalt be!' This have I thought good 

to deliver thee, my dearest partner of what greatness is promised.  

Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.' 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; thou shalt be 
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What thou art promised.  Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness 

To catch the nearest way.  Hie thee hither,  

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 

All that impedes thee from the golden round. 

(Enter Messenger.) 

Messenger 1: The king comes here tonight. 

Lady Macbeth: Thou'rt mad to say it: 

Is not thy master with him? 

Messenger 1: So please you, it is true: our thane is coming: 

[One of my fellows had the speed of him, 

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 

Than would make up his message.] 

Lady Macbeth: Give him tending; 

He brings great news. 

 (Messenger exits.) 

Come, you spirits 

And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full 

Of direst cruelty!   

   (Enter Macbeth.) 

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor! 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter! 

Thy letters have transported me beyond 

This ignorant present, and I feel now 

The future in the instant. 

Macbeth: My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady Macbeth: And when goes hence? 

Macbeth:  To-morrow, as he purposes. 

Lady Macbeth: O, never shall the sun tomorrow see! 

Your face, my thane, bear welcome in your eye, 
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Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower, 

But be the serpent under it.    

And you shall put this into my dispatch. 

Macbeth:  We will speak further. 

Lady Macbeth: Leave all the rest to me. 

   (They exit.) 

 
Act I, Scene 6 Before Macbeth’s Castle – “Fair and Noble Hostess” 

(Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Lennox, Macduff, 

Ross, Angus, and Attendants.) 

Duncan: This castle hath a pleasant seat; the air 

Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 

Unto our gentle senses. 

Banquo: Heaven's breath smells wooingly here.   

I have observed, the air is delicate. 

(Enter Lady Macbeth.) 

Duncan:   See, see, our honour'd hostess! 

Lady Macbeth: All our service. 

Duncan: Where's the thane of Cawdor? 

We coursed him at the heels, but he rides well; 

Fair and noble hostess, 

We are your guest to-night. 

Lady Macbeth: Your servants ever at your highness' pleasure. 

Duncan:  Give me your hand; 

Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly, 

And shall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. 

(All exit.) 

 
Act I, Scene 7 Macbeth’s Castle – “’Twere Well It Were Done Quickly” 

   (Servants with dishes and service enter & exit.  Enter Macbeth.) 
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Macbeth:   If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 

It were done quickly. 

(Enter Lady Macbeth.) 

How now! what news? 

Laby Macbeth: He has almost supp'd: why have you left the chamber? 

Macbeth:  Hath he ask’d for me? 

Lady Macbeth: Know you not he has? 

Macbeth: We will proceed no further in this business: 

He hath honour'd me of late. 

Lady Macbeth: What beast was't, then, 

That made you break this enterprise to me? 

Macbeth: If we should fail? 

Lady Macbeth: We fail! 

But tack your courage to the sticking-place, 

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 

His guards will I with wine and wassail steep. 

Their drenched natures lie as in a death, 

What cannot you and I perform upon 

The unguarded Duncan? What not put upon 

His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt 

Of our great quell? 

Macbeth:   Will it not be received, 

When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two 

Of his own chamber and used their very daggers, 

That they have done't? 

Lady Macbeth: Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 

Upon his death? 

Macbeth: Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 

False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

 (They exit.) 
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Act II, Scene 1 Court at Macbeth’s Castle – “Is This a Dagger I See” 

   (Enter Banquo and Fleance, with torches.) 

Banquo:  How goes the night, boy? 

Fleance:  The moon is down; I have not heard the clock. 

Banquo:  Give me my sword.   

Who’s there?    

 (Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch.) 

Macbeth:  A friend. 

Banquo: What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's a-bed: 

He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 

By the name of most kind hostess. 

Macbeth: All's well. 

Banquo: I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters: 

To you they have show'd some truth. 

Macbeth: I think not of them: 

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 

We would spend it in some words upon that business, 

If you would grant the time. 

Banquo:  At your kind'st leisure. 

Macbeth:  Good repose the while! 

Banquo:  Thanks, sir: the like to you! 

   (Exit Banquo and Fleance.) 

Macbeth: (To Servant 1.)  Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready, 

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 

 (Exit Servant 1.) 

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. 

A dagger of the mind, a false creation? 

It is the bloody business which informs 

Thus to mine eyes and moves like a ghost.  

(A bell rings.) 
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I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven or to --- (Bell rings.  He exits.) 

 
Act II, Scene 2 Court at Macbeth’s Castle – “I Have Done the Deed” 

   (Enter Lady Macbeth.) 

Lady Macbeth: That which hath made them drunk hath made me bold; 

What hath quench'd them hath given me fire. 

Hark! Peace! 

It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman, 

Which gives the stern'st good-night. He is about it— 

Macbeth: [Within] Who's there? what, ho! 

Lady Macbeth: Alack, I am afraid they have awaked, 

And 'tis not done. I laid their daggers ready; 

He could not miss 'em.  

 (Enter Macbeth.) 

Lady Macbeth: My husband! 

Macbeth:  I have done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise? 

Lady Macbeth: I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 

Did not you speak? 

Macbeth: When? 

Lady Macbeth: Now. 

Macbeth:  As I descended? 

Lady Macbeth: Ay. 

Macbeth:  (Looking on his hands.)  This is a sorry sight. 

Lady Macbeth: A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 

Macbeth: There's one did laugh in's sleep, and one cried 'Murder!' 

Lady Macbeth: Consider it not so deeply. 

Macbeth:  Methought I heard a voice cry 'Sleep no more! 

Lady Macbeth: Who was it that thus cried? Go get some water, 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 

Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
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They must lie there: go carry them; and smear 

The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macbeth: I’ll go no more; 

 I am afraid to think what I have done; 

Look on't again I dare not. 

Lady Macbeth: Infirm of purpose! 

Give me the daggers! 

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal; 

For it must seem their guilt. 

 (She exits.  Knocking within.) 

Macbeth: Whence is that knocking? 

How is't with me, when every noise appals me? 

(Enter Lady Macbeth.) 

Lady Macbeth: My hands are of your colour; but I shame 

To wear a heart so white. 

 (Knocking within.) 

I hear a knocking 

At the south entry: retire we to our chamber; 

A little water clears us of this deed: 

How easy is it, then!  

(Knocking within.) 

Hark! more knocking. 

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us, 

And show us to be watchers. Be not lost 

So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macbeth:  To know my deed, 'twere best not know myself. 

   (Knocking within.) 

   Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou couldst! 

(They exit.) 

 
Act II, Scene 3 Macbeth’s Castle – “Murder and Treason!” 

   (Knocking within.  Enter Porter.) 
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Porter:  Knock, Knock, knock!  Who’s there, I’ the name of Beelzebub? 

   (Knocking within.) 

Knock, knock! Who's there, in the other devil's name? O, come 

in! 

(Knocking within.) 

Knock, knock, knock! Who's there? Faith, here's an 

English tailor come hither, for stealing out of 

a French hose: come in, tailor; here you may 

roast your goose. 

(Knocking within.) 

Knock, knock; never at quiet! What are you?  

(Knocking within.) 

Anon, anon! I pray you, remember the porter. 

(Opens the door.  Enter Macduff and Lennox.) 

Macduff: Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed, 

That you do lie so late? 

Porter: 'Faith sir, we were carousing till the second cock. 

Macduff:  I believe drink gave thee the lie last night. 

Porter:  That it did, sir. 

Macduff:  Is thy master stirring? 

   (Enter Macbeth.) 

Our knocking has awaked him; here he comes. 

Lennox:  Good morrow, noble sir. 

Macbeth:  Good morrow, both. 

Macduff:  Is the king stirring, worthy thane? 

Macbeth:  Not yet. 

Macduff: He did command me to call timely on him: 

I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Macbeth:  I'll bring you to him. 

Macduff:  I'll make so bold to call. 

   (Macduff exits to the king’s chamber.) 
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Lennox: The night has been unruly: where we lay, 

Our chimneys were blown down; and, as they say, 

Lamentings heard i' the air; strange screams of death 

Clamour'd the livelong night: some say, the earth 

Was feverous and did shake. 

Macbeth:  'Twas a rough night. 

   (Re-enter Macduff.) 

Macduff: O horror, horror, horror! Tongue nor heart 

Cannot conceive nor name thee! 

Others:  What's the matter. 

Macduff:  Most sacrilegious murder!  

Macbeth:  What is 't you say?  

Lennox:  Mean you his majesty? 

Macduff: Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 

With a new Gorgon: do not bid me speak; 

See, and then speak yourselves. 

 (Exit Macbeth and Lennox.) 

Awake, awake! 

Ring the alarum-bell. Murder and treason! 

Banquo and Donalbain! Malcolm! Awake! 

As from your graves rise up, and ring the bell! 

(Bell rings.  Enter Lady Macbeth.) 

Lady Macbeth: What's the business, 

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 

The sleepers of the house? speak, speak! 

Macduff: O gentle lady, 

'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak: 

The repetition, in a woman's ear, 

Would murder as it fell. 

 (Enter Banquo.)  

 O Banquo, Banquo, 

Our royal master 's murder'd! 
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Lady Macbeth: Woe, alas! 

What, in our house? 

Banquo: Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict thyself, 

And say it is not so. 

 (Re-enter Macbeth and Lennox, with Ross.) 

Macbeth: Had I but died an hour before this chance. 

(Enter Malcolm and Donalbain.) 

Donalbain:  What is amiss? 

Macbeth:  You are, and do not know't. 

Macduff:  Your royal father 's murder'd. 

Malcolm:  O, by whom? 

Lennox: Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, had done 't: 

Their hands and faces were an badged with blood; 

So were their daggers, which unwiped we found 

Upon their pillows. 

Macbeth: O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 

That I did kill them. 

Macduff:  Wherefore did you so? 

Macbeth: Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin laced with his golden blood; 

There, the murderers--who could refrain, 

That had a heart to love? 

Lady Macbeth: Help me hence, ho!  (She collapses.) 

Banquo:  Look to the lady. 

   (Lady Macbeth is escorted out.) 

Let us question this most bloody piece of work. 

Against the undivulged pretence I fight. 

Macduff:  And so do I. 

All:   So all. 

Macbeth: Let's briefly put on manly readiness, 

And meet i' the hall together. 

   (Exit all but Malcolm and Donalbain.) 



18 

 

Malcolm:  What will you do?  I'll to England. 

Donalbain: To Ireland, I; our separated fortune 

Shall keep us both the safer: where we are, 

There's daggers in men's smiles. 

 (They exit in opposite directions.) 

 

 
Act II, Scene 4 Outside Macbeth’s Castle – “Will You to Scone?” 

   (Enter Ross and Macduff.) 

Ross:   Is't known who did this more than bloody deed? 

Macduff:  Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Ross: Alas, the day! 

What good could they pretend? 

Macduff: They were suborn'd*:    (*paid to betray) 

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two sons, 

Are stol'n away and fled; which puts upon them 

Suspicion of the deed. 

Ross: 'Gainst nature still!  Then 'tis most like 

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macduff: He is already named, and gone to Scone 

To be invested*.      (*crowned) 

Ross:   Will you to Scone? 

Macduff:  No, cousin, I'll to Fife. 

Ross:   Well, I will thither. 

Macduff: Well, may you see things well done there: adieu! 

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new! 

Ross:   Farewell.  (They exit in opposite directions.) 

 
Act III, Scene 1 The Palace at Forres – “Ride You This Afternoon?” 

   (Enter Banquo.) 
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Banquo: Thou hast it now: king, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 

As the weird women promised, and, I fear, 

Thou play'dst most foully for't.  But hush! no more. 

 (Enter Macbeth, as king, Lady Macbeth, as queen, Lennox, Ross, 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants.) 

Macbeth:  Here's our chief guest. 

Lady Macbeth: If he had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feast. 

Macbeth: To-night we hold a solemn supper sir, 

And I'll request your presence. 

Banquo: Let your highness command upon me. 

 (Exit Lady Macbeth, Ross, Lords, Ladies, and all but one Attendant.) 

Macbeth:  Ride you this afternoon? 

Banquo:  Ay, my good lord. 

Macbeth:  Is't far you ride? 

Banquo: As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 

'Twixt this and supper. 

Macbeth:  Fail not our feast. 

Banquo:  My lord, I will not. 

Macbeth: Hie you to horse: adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 

Banquo:  Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon 's. 

Macbeth: I wish your horses swift and sure of foot; 

Farewell. 

 (Exit Banquo.) 

   (To Attendant.)  Sirrah, a word with you. 

Attendant:  Ay, my lord. 

Macbeth:  Bring forth the men without* the palace gate.  (*outside) 

   (Exit Attendant.) 

To be thus is nothing; 

But to be safely thus.--Our fears in Banquo 

Stick deep;   
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To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings! 

(Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers.) 

Now go to the door, and stay there till we call. 

(Exit Attendant.) 

Was it not yesterday we spoke together? 

1st Murderer: It was, so please your highness. 

Macbeth: Well then, now--Both of you 

Know Banquo was your enemy. 

Both Murderers: True, my lord. 

Macbeth: So is he mine. 

2nd Murderer: We shall, my lord, 

Perform what you command us. 

First Murderer: Though our lives-- 

Macbeth: It must be done tonight. 

I will advise you where to plant yourselves; 

Fleance his son, must too embrace the fate 

Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart: 

I'll come to you anon. 

Both Murderers: We are resolved, my lord. 

Macbeth:  I'll call upon you straight: abide within. 

   (Exit Murderers.) 

It is concluded. Banquo, thy soul's flight, 

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. 

 
Act III, Scene 2 Macbeth’s Palace at Forres – “What’s Done Is Done!” 

   (Enter Lady Macbeth, with Servant, unaware of Macbeth.) 

Lady Macbeth: Is Banquo gone from court? 

Servant 1:    Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 

   (Exit Servant.) 

Lady Macbeth: Nought's had, all's spent, 

Where our desire is got without content: 
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'Tis safer to be that which we destroy 

Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy. 

 (Sees Macbeth.) 

 How now, my lord! Why do you keep alone?   

What's done is done. 

Macbeth:  We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it. 

Lady Macbeth: Come on; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks; 

Be bright and jovial among your guests to-night. 

You must leave this. 

Macbeth: O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife! 

Thou know'st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 

There shall be done a deed of dreadful note. 

Lady Macbeth: What's to be done? 

Macbeth: Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 

Till thou applaud the deed.  

Thou marvell'st at my words: but hold thee still; 

Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill. 

So, prithee, go with me. 

 (They Exit.) 

 
Act III, Scene 3 A Park Near the Palace – “O, Treachery! Fly Fleance, Fly!” 

   (Enter Three Murderers.) 

1st Murderer: But who did bid thee join with us? 

3rd Murderer: Macbeth. 

2nd Murderer: He needs not our mistrust, since he delivers 

Our offices and what we have to do 

To the direction just. 

1st Murderer: Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day. 

3rd Murderer: Hark! I hear horses. 

2nd Murderer: Then 'tis he.  
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   (Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a torch.) 

Banquo:  It will be rain to-night. 

1st Murderer: Let it come down. 

   (They attack Banquo.) 

Banquo: O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly! 

Thou mayst revenge. O slave! 

 (Dies.  Fleance escapes.) 

3rd Murderer: There's but one down; the son is fled. 

2nd Murderer: We have lost 

Best half of our affair. 

1st Murderer: Well, let's away, and say how much is done. 

   (They exit.) 

 
Act III, Scene 4 Macbeth’s Palace at Forres – “You Look But on a Stool” 

(A banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Ross, Lennox, 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. As all are seated, 1st Murderer 

appears.) 

Macbeth: Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a measure 

The table round. 

(Approaching the door.) 

(To 1st Murderer.)  There's blood on thy face. 

1st Murderer: 'Tis Banquo's then. 

 Most royal sir, 

Fleance is 'scaped. 

Macbeth: But Banquo's safe? 

1st Murderer: Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides. 

Macbeth: Thanks for that: 

Get thee gone: to-morrow 

We'll hear, ourselves, again. 

 (Exit Murderer.)  

Lady Macbeth: My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer? 
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Macbeth: (To All.)  Sweet remembrancer! 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 

And health on both! 

Lennox: May't please your highness sit. 

 (The Ghost of Banquo enters, and sits in Macbeth’s place.) 

Macbeth: The table's full. 

Lennox:    What is't that moves your highness? 

Ross:   Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well. 

Lady Macbeth: Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus 

And hath been from his youth. 

(To Macbeth.) Are you a man? 

O, these flaws and starts!  When all's done, 

You look but on a stool. 

Macbeth: Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo! 

(To Banquo’s Ghost.)  How say you, there? 

If thou canst nod, speak too. 

(Ghost of Banquo vanishes.)  

   If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady Macbeth: Fie, for shame! 

My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macbeth: I do forget.  (Raising his cup.) 

Come, love and health to all; 

I drink to the general joy o' the whole table, 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 

Would he were here!  

Lords:  Our duties, and the pledge. 

   (Re-enter Ghost of Banquo.) 

Macbeth: Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee! 

Hence, horrible shadow! 

Unreal mockery, hence! 

 (Ghost of Banquo vanishes.  Macbeth sits stunned.) 
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Lady Macbeth: You have displaced the mirth, broke the good meeting, 

With most admired disorder. 

Macbeth: When how I think you can behold such sights, 

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 

When mine is blanched with fear. 

Ross:   What sights, my lord? 

Lady Macbeth: I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and worse; 

At once, good night. 

Lennox: Good night; and better health 

Attend his majesty! 

Lady Macbeth: A kind good night to all! 

   (Exit all but Macbeth and Lady Macbeth.) 

Macbeth:  It will have blood; they say, blood will have blood! 

Lady Macbeth: You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

 (She escorts him out.) 

 
Act III, Scene 5 A Cavern – “Hecate!  You Look Angerly” 

 (Thunder.  Enter Hecate around a boiling cauldron.) 

Hecate: How did you dare 

To trade and traffic with Macbeth 

In riddles and affairs of death; 

And I, the mistress of your charms, 

The close contriver of all harms, 

Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or show the glory of our art? 

And, which is worse, all you have done 

Hath been but for a wayward son, 

Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do, 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

(Hecate Exits into hiding.) 

 
Act IV, Scene 1 A Cavern – “Double, Double Toil and Trouble” 
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 (Thunder.  Enter the Three Witches.) 

First Witch: Round about the cauldron go; 

In the poison'd entrails throw. 

ALL: Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

Second Witch: Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the cauldron boil and bake; 

Third Witch: Eye of newt and toe of frog, 

Wool of bat and tongue of dog, 

Second Witch: Adder's fork and blind-worm's sting, 

Lizard's leg and owlet's wing, 

Third Witch: For a charm of powerful trouble, 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

ALL: Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 

First Witch: Cool it with a baboon's blood, 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

 (Thunder.  Enter Hecate out of hiding.) 

Hecate: And now about the cauldron sing, 

Live elves and fairies in a ring, 

Enchanting all that you put in. 

 (Music.  Hecate retires.) 

Second Witch: By the pricking of my thumbs, 

Something wicked this way comes. 

Open, locks!  Whoever knocks! 

 (Enter Macbeth.) 

Macbeth: How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags! 

What is't you do? 

All: A deed without a name. 

Macbeth: I conjure you, by that which you profess. 

First Witch: Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten 

Her nine farrow*; grease that's sweaten   (*piglets) 



26 

 

From the murderer's gibbet* throw   (*gallows) 

Into the flame. 

All: Come, high or low; 

Thyself and office deftly show! 

 (Thunder. First Apparition:  an Armed Head.) 

1st Apparition: Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff; 

Beware the thane of Fife. Dismiss me. Enough. 

 (Apparition descends.) 

First Witch: He will not be commanded: here's another, 

More potent than the first. 

 (Thunder.  Second Apparition:  A Crowned Child.) 

2nd Apparition: Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 

Be bloody, bold, and resolute,  

For none of woman born shall harm Macbeth. 

(Second Apparition descends.) 

Macbeth: Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of thee? 

(Thunder. Third Apparition: a Crowned Child holding branch.) 

What is this? 

3rd Apparition: Macbeth shall never vanquish'd be until 

Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 

Shall come against him. 

 (Third Apparition descends.) 

Macbeth: That will never be 

Who can impress the forest, bid the tree. 

Yet tell me, shall Banquo's issue ever 

Reign in this kingdom? 

All:   Seek to know no more. 

Macbeth: Let me know.  (Music) 

Why sinks that cauldron? and what noise is this? 

First Witch: Show! 

Second Witch: Show! 

Third Witch: Show! 
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All: Show his eyes, and grieve his heart; 

Come like shadows, so depart! 

 (Eight Kings, the last with a mirror in his hand; Ghost of Banquo 

following.) 

Macbeth: Filthy hags!  Why do you show me this?  

What, will the line stretch out to the crack of doom? 

Horrible sight!  

(Apparitions vanish.) 

First Witch: Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites, 

And show the best of our delights: 

(Music. The witches dance and then vanish, with Hecate.) 

Macbeth: Where are they? Gone?  

 (Enter Lennox.) 

Lennox:  What's your grace's will? 

Macbeth:  Saw you the weird sisters? 

Lennox:  No, my lord. 

Macbeth: I did hear 

The galloping of horse: who was't came by? 

Lennox: 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word 

Macduff is fled to England. 

Macbeth:  Fled to England! 

Lennox:  Ay, my good lord. 

Macbeth: The castle of Macduff I will surprise; 

Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o' the sword 

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 

That trace him in his line.  

 
Act IV, Scene 2 Macduff’s Castle in Fife – “Bless You Fair Dame” 

   (Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Ross.) 

Lady Macduff: What had he done, to make him fly the land? 

Ross:   You must have patience, madam. 
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Lady Macduff: He had none: 

His flight was madness: when our actions do not, 

Our fears do make us traitors. 

Ross: You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

Lady Macduff: Wisdom!  To leave his wife, to leave his babes. 

Ross: He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 

The fits o' the season.  

But cruel are the times.  My pretty cousin, 

Blessing upon you!  I take my leave at once. 

(Exit Ross.) 

Lady Macduff: How will you live? 

Son:   As birds do, mother. 

Lady Macduff: What, with worms and flies? 

Son:   With what I get, I mean; and so do they. 

Was my father a traitor, mother? 

Lady Macduff: Ay, that he was. 

Son:   What is a traitor? 

Lady Macduff: Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son:     And be all traitors that do so? 

Lady Macduff: Every one that does so is a traitor, and must be hanged. 

Son:   Who must hang them? 

Lady Macduff: Why, the honest men. 

Son: Then the liars and swearers are fools, 

for there are liars and swearers enow to beat 

the honest men and hang up them. 

Lady Macduff: Poor monkey!  How thou talk'st! 

   (Enter Messenger.) 

Messenger 2: Bless you, fair dame! I am not to you known. 

[If 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 savage; 
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To do worse to you were fell cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you! 

I dare abide no longer. 

Lady Macduff: Whither should I fly? 

(Exit Messenger.  Enter Murderers.) 

What are these faces? 

1st Murderer: Where is your husband? 

Lady Macduff: I hope, in no place so unsanctified 

Where such as thou mayst find him. 

2nd Murderer: He’s a traitor. 

Son:   Thou liest, thou shag-hair'd villain! 

1st Murderer: What, you egg! 

   (Stabbing him.) 

Young fry of treachery! 

Son: He has kill'd me, mother: 

Run away, I pray you! 

 (He dies.  Exit Lady Macduff, crying “Murder!” followed by 

Murderers.) 

 
Act IV, Scene 3 England. Before the King’s Palace – “All My Pretty Ones?” 

(Enter Malcolm and Macduff.) 

Malcolm: This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, 

Was once thought honest: you have loved him well. 

Macduff: I am not treacherous. 

Malcolm: But Macbeth is. 

Macduff: Bleed, bleed, poor country! 

(Enter Ross.) 

Macduff:  My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 

Stands Scotland where it did? 

Ross: Alas, poor country! 

Almost afraid to know itself. It cannot 

Be call'd our mother, but our grave. 
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Malcolm:  What's the newest grief? 

Ross: Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 

Would create soldiers, make our women fight. 

Malcolm: Be't their comfort 

We are coming thither: gracious England hath 

Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men. 

Ross: (To Macduff.)  Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like! But I have words 

That would be howl'd out in the desert air. 

Your castle is surprised; your wife and babes 

Savagely slaughter'd. 

Malcolm:  Merciful heaven! 

Macduff:  My children too? 

Ross: Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Macduff: And I must be from thence! 

Malcolm: Be comforted: 

Let's make us medicines of our great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macduff: He has no children. All my pretty ones? 

Did you say all? At one fell swoop? 

Malcolm:  Dispute it like a man. 

Macduff: I shall do so; 

But I must also feel it as a man: 

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself; 

Within my sword's length set him; if he 'scape, 

Heaven forgive him too! 

 (They exit.) 

 
Act V, Scene 1 Macbeth’s Palace at Forres – “Out Cursed Spot!” 

   (Enter Doctor and Lady Macbeth’s Gentlewoman.) 
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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 night-gown upon 

her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, 

write upon't, seal it, and again return to bed; yet all this   

while in a most fast sleep. 

(Enter Lady Macbeth with a taper.) 

Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; 

and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand close. 

Lady Macbeth: Yet here’s a spot! 

Doctor:  Hark!  She speaks. 

Lady Macbeth: Out, cursed spot! Out, I say!--Fie, my lord, fie! A soldier,  

and afeard?--Yet who would have thought the old man to 

have had so much blood in him. 

Doctor:  Do you mark that? 

Lady Macbeth: What, will these hands ne'er be clean?  Here's the smell of the 

blood still: all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this 

little hand. Oh, oh, oh! 

Doctor: This disease is beyond my practise: yet I have known 

those which have walked in their sleep who have died 

holily in their beds. 

Lady Macbeth: 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. 

To bed, to bed! There's knocking at the gate!  What's 

done cannot be undone.--To bed, to bed, to bed! 

(She exits.) 

Doctor:  Will she go now to bed? 

Gentlewoman: Directly. 

Doctor: Foul whisperings are abroad: unnatural deeds 

Do breed unnatural troubles: infected minds 
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To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets 

More needs she the divine than the physician. 

Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 

And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night: 

My mind she has mated, and amazed my sight. 

Gentlewoman: Good night, good doctor. 

 (They exit.) 

 
Act V, Scene 3 Dunsinane Castle – “Give Me My Armor!” 

   (Enter Macbeth, with Officers and Doctor.) 

Macbeth: Bring me no more reports; let them fly all. 

 (Enter Servant.) 

 Thou cream-faced loon! 

Where got'st thou that goose look? 

Servant 2:  There is ten thousand-- 

Macbeth:  Geese, villain! 

Servant 2:  Soldiers, sir. 

Macbeth: Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 

Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch? 

Servant 2: The English force, so please you. 

Macbeth:  Take thy face hence. 

   (Exit Servant.) 

   Seyton!   

Seyton:  All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 

Macbeth: I'll fight till from my bones my flesh be hack'd. 

Give me my armour. 

Send out more horses; skirr the country round; 

Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine armour! 

(Seyton assists Macbeth in putting on his armor.) 

How does your patient, doctor? 
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Doctor: Not so sick, my lord, 

As she is troubled with thick coming fancies, 

That keep her from her rest. 

Macbeth: Cure her of that.  Find her disease. 

I will not be afraid of death and bane, 

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. 

 
Act V, Scene 4 Country Near Birnam Wood – “The Wood of Birnam” 

   (Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Ross, Lennox, Angus, Soldiers.) 

Siward:  What wood is this before us? 

Ross:   The wood of Birnam. 

Malcolm: Let every soldier hew him down a bough 

And bear't before him: thereby shall we shadow 

The numbers of our host and make discovery 

Err in report of us. 

Soldiers:  It shall be done. 

   (Soldiers exit.) 

 
 

Act V, Scene 5 Dunsinane Castle – “The Cry of Women, My Good Lord” 

   (Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Officers.) 

Macbeth: Our castle's strength 

Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie 

Till famine and the ague eat them up. 

(A cry of a woman within.) 

What is that noise? 

Seyton:  It is the cry of women, my good lord. 

   (He exits.) 

Macbeth: I have almost forgot the taste of fears. 

 (Re-enter Seyton.) 

Wherefore was that cry? 

Seyton:  The queen, my lord, is dead. 
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Macbeth: She should have died hereafter; 

There would have been a time for such a word. 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 

(Enter a Messenger 3.  He hesitates to speak.) 

Thou comest to use thy tongue; thy story quickly. 

Messenger 3: Gracious my lord, 

I should report that which I say I saw, 

But know not how to do it. 

Macbeth:  Well, say, sir. 

Messenger 3: As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 

I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 

The wood began to move. 

Macbeth:  Liar and slave! 

Messenger 3: Let me endure your wrath, if't be not so: 

Within this three mile may you see it coming; 

I say, a moving grove. 

Macbeth: 'Fear not, till Birnam wood 

Do come to Dunsinane:' and now a wood 

Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out! 

Ring the alarum-bell! Blow, wind! come, wrack! 

At least we'll die with harness* on our back.  (*armor) 

 (All exit.) 

 
Act V, Scene 7 Battle Field Near Dunsinane – “Lay On, Macduff!” 

   (Enter Macbeth, cleaning off his sword.) 

Macbeth: Thou wast born of woman 

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 

Brandish'd by man that's of a woman born. 

 (He exits.  Enter Macduff from opposite side.) 
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Macduff: Tyrant, show thy face! 

If thou be'st slain and with no stroke of mine, 

My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me still. 

 Let me find him, fortune! 

(He exits.  Enter Malcolm and Siward.) 

Siward: This way, my lord; the castle’s gently render’d. 

 The tyrant's people on both sides do fight; 

Malcolm: We have met with foes that strike beside us. 

Siward: Enter, sir, the castle. 

 (They exit.  Enter Macbeth.) 

Macbeth: Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 

On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the gashes 

Do better upon them. 

 (Enter Macduff.) 

Macduff: Turn, hell-hound, turn! 

(They fight.) 

Macbeth: Thou losest labour: 

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield, 

To one of woman born. 

Macduff: Despair thy charm; 

And let the angel whom thou still hast served 

Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 

Untimely ripp'd. 

Macbeth: Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 

I'll not fight with thee. 

Macduff:  Then yield thee, coward! 

Macbeth: I will not yield!  Lay on, Macduff, 

And curs'd be him that first cries, 'Hold, enough!' 

 (They exit, fighting.  Enter Malcolm, Siward, Ross, Lennox, and 

others.  Enter Macduff with Macbeth’s sword (or head). 

Macduff: Hail, king!  for so thou art: behold, where stands 

The usurper's cursed sword (head 
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Hail, King of Scotland! 

(He bows to Malcolm.) 

All:   Hail, King of Scotland! 

   (All bow.) 

 

The End 
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Macbeth’s scotland 

 

 
 

 

 


