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The ARGUMENT.
DUncMyKing of the Scots, had two principal Men, whom he employed in

all Matters of Importance, Macbeth and Banquo. Thefe two Travelling

together through a Foreft, were met by three Fairy Witches
, {Weirds the Scots

call them) whereof thefirft making Obeyfance unto MacbethJaluted him,Thane v

(a Title unto which that of Earl afterwards Jucceeded) of Glamis, thefecond

Thane of Cawdor, and the third King of Scotland.* This is unequal dealings

faith Banquo, to give my Friend all the Honours,and none unto me : To which
one of the Weirds made anfwer, That he indeedJbouldnot be a King, but out of
his Loyns Jhould come a Race of Kings, that fbould for ever rule the Scots;

and having thusjaid, they allfuddcnly vantfhed. Upon their Arrival to the Court

,

Macbeth was immediately created Thane ofG lamis ; and not long after, Jome
new Service of his requiring new Recompence,he was honoured withtheTitle of
Thane 0/ Cawdor. Seeing then how happily the Prediction of the three Weirds

fell out in the former, he refolved not to be wanting to himjelf in fulfilling the

third ; and therefore firft he killed the King, and after, by reajonofhis Command
among the Soldiers and common People, he fucceeded in his Throne. Being

Jcarce warm in his Seat, he calBd to mind the Predtttion given to his Companion

Banquo: Whom hereupon fujpecling as his Supplanter, he caufcd him to be killed,

together with his Pafterity : Flean, one of his Sons
, efcaped only, with no fmall

Difficulty into Wales* Freed as he thoughtfrom all fear -of Banquo and his IJfue,

he built Dunfinane Caftle, and made it his ordinary Seat : And afterwards, on

fome new Fears, confulting with certain of his Wizards about hisfuture Eftate,

was told by one of them that he Jhould never be overcome

,

V/7/Birnam Wood (be-

ing fome Miles dtftant) came to Dun (inane Caftle', and by another, that he

Jhould never be Jlain by any Man which was born of a Woman. Secure then, as

he thought, from allfuture Dangers, he omitted no kind of libidinous Crueltyfor

the Space of18 Tears; for fo long he Tyrannised over Scotland. But havingthen

made up the Meafure of his Iniquities,Micdufi the Governor of Fife ajfoctating

to himfelffomefew Pariots (and being affifted with ten thoufand Englifh) equally

hated by the Tyrant, and abhorring theTyranny, met in Birnam Wood
,
and taking

every one ofthem a Bough in his Hand (the better to keep them from Difcovery)

marched early in the Morning towards T)\ini\nineCaftle,whichtheytook by Sca-

iado* Macbeth efcaping, waspurfu'dby Macduff, who having overtaken him,

urged him to the Combat; to whom the Tyrant, half in Scorn, returned this

Anfwer ; That he did in vain attempt to kill him, it being his Deftiny never to

be jlain by any that was born of Woman. Now then, faidMzcduff, is thy fa-

tal End drawing f'aft upon thee, for I was never born of Woman, but violently

cut out of my Mother s Belly : Which Words fo daunted the cruel Tyrant, though

etherwife a valiant Man and ofgreat Performances, that he was very eajily

jlain; and Malcolm Conmer, the true Heir, Jeated in his Throne.
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Dramatis Perfonae.

MEN.
K.7i\rG of Scotland, Mr. Keen.

Malcolm his Son, Twice ^Cumberland, Mr. Corey.

Donalbain, Mr. Bullock
, Jun.

Lenox, \
Captain Griffin.

Macbeth, Mr. Betterton.

Banquo, Mr. Mills.

Macduff, Mr. Wilks.

Seyward, Mr. Husband.
Seyton,

|
'

Mr. Bickerftaffe.
'

BanquoV Son,
.

. Mrs. B. Torter.

x Murtherer

,

Mr. Fairbank.
* Murtherer

,

' X. . -c Mr. Crofs.

so/ E N. f- • N

MacbethV Lady, Mrs. Knight.
MacduffV Lady, Mrs. Rogers.

Heccate, Mr. Johnfon.

'A Waiting Gentlewoman, Witches, Servants, and Attendants
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MACBETH.
ACT I. SCENE I.

Thunder and Lightning.

Enter three Witches*

i tfto^TTHEN iha11 we three meet again’

1\] In Thunder, Lightning, and in Ram.*

V V i. When the Hurly-buriy’s done.

When the Battel’s loft and won.

3. And that will be e’er fet of Sun.

1. Where’s the place

2. Upon the Heath.

3. There we refolve to meet Macbeth [AJhriekUke an Owl.

1. I come Gray Malkin.

All. Paddock calls!

To us fair Weather’s foul, and foul is fair /

Come hover through the foggy, filthy Air— \_Ex. flying.

Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain and Lenox, with Attendants,

meeting Seyton wounded.

King. What aged Man is that .<* if we may guefs

His Mcffage by his Looks, he can relate

The Iffue of the Battel!

Male . This is the valiant Seyton,

Who like a good and hardy Soldier fought

To fave my Liberty. Hail, worthy Friend,

Inform the King in what Condition you

Did leave the Battel ?

Seyton . It was doubtful;

As two fpent Swimmers, who together cling

And choak their Art: the mercilefs Mackdonald

(Worthy to be a Rebel, to which end

The multiplying Villanies of Nature

Swarm’d thick upon him )from the Weftern Ifles,

With Kernes and Gallowglalfes was fupply*d;

Whom Fortune with her Smiles oblig’d awhile :

But brave Macbeth fwho well deferves that Name)
Did
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Did with his Frowns put all her Smiles to flight:

And cut his Paffage to the Rebel’s Perfon:

Then having Conquer’d him with Angle Force,

He fixt his Head upon our Battlements.

King. O valiant Confin! Worthy Gentleman f

Ssjtort. But then this Day-break of our Vi&ory

Serv’d but to light us into other Dangers;

That Spring from whence our Hopes did feem to rife

Produc’d our Hazard : for no fooner had

The Juftice of your Caufe, Sir, (arm’d with Valour,)

Compeli’d thefe nimble Kernes to trufl their Heels,

But the Norweyan Lord, (having expeded

This Opportunity) with new Supplies

Began a frefla Aflaulfc.

King. Difmaid not this our Generals, Macbeth

And Banquet

Seyton. Yes, as Sparrows Eagle?, or as Hares do Lions;

As Flames are heighten’d by accefs of Fuel,

So did their Valours gather Strength, by having

Frefh Foes on whom to exercife their Swords:

Whofe Thunder flill did drown the dying Groans

Of thofe they flew, which elfe had beenfo great,

Th’ hid frighted all the reft into Retreat.

My Spirits faint: I would relate the Wounds
Which their Swords made; but my own filence me.

King. So well thy Wounds become thee as thy Words;
Th’are full of Honour both: Go get him Surgeons

[£.v. Cap . and Attendant,

Enter Macduff.

But who comes there?

Male. Noble Macduff l

Lenox, Whit hafte looks through his Eyes!

Donal. So fliould he look who comes to fpeak things ftrange.

Macd, Long live the King |

King, Whence corn’ll thou, worthy Thane\

Macd

.

From Fife, Great King; where the Norweyan Banners
Darkned the Air, and fann’d our People cold:

Norwey himfelf, with infinite Supplies,

(Aflifted by that mod difloyal Thane
Of Cawdor) long maintain’d a^difmi! Confli&,

r

Till brave Macbeth oppos’d His bloody Rage,
And check’d his haughty Spirits, after which
His Army fled: Thus (hallow Streams may flow

Forward with violence awhile; but when
Tlr y are oppos’d, as faft run back agen.

Isi brief, the Viflory was ours.

King. Great Happinefs!

Male, And now the Norwey King craves Composition#

m.
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We would not grant the burial of his Men,
Until at Colems- Inch he had disburs’d

(great heaps of Treafure to our Generals ufe.

King. No more that Thane of Cawdor (hall deceive

Our Confidence: pronounce his prefent Death;

And with his former Title greet Macbeth.

He has deferv’d ir.

Macd. Sir ! I’ll fee it done.

King. What he has loft. Noble Macbeth has won~— Exeunt.

Thunder and Lightning . Enter three Witches flying.

i Witch. Where haft thou been, Sifter?

z. Killing Swine!

3. Sifter; where thou.?

x. A Sailor’s Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lap,

And mounch’d, and mounch’d and mounch’d; give me, quoth I;

Anoint thee. Witch, the rump-fed Ronyon cry’d.

Her Husband’s to the Baltic^ gone, Matter o’th* Tygcr,

But in a fieve Til thither fail,

And like a Rat without a Tail

I’ll do, I’ll do, and I will do.

x. I’ll give thee a wind.

1. Thou art kind.

3. And I another.

1. 1 my felf have all the other.

And then from every Port they blow

;

From all the points that Sea-men know.
I will drain him dry as Hay; »

Sleep ftiall neither Night nor Day
Hang upon his Pent-houfe lid >

My Charms fhall his Repofe forbid,

Weary fen-nights nine times nine.

Shall he dwindle, wafte, and pine.

Though his Bark cannot be loft.

Yet it fhall be tempeft-toft.

Look what I have.

2. Shew me, fhew me,—
i. Here I have a Pilot’s thumb

Wrack’d, as homeward he did come! \_ADrum
3. A Drum, a Drum:

Macbeth does come.

1. The weyward Sifters, hand in hand,
Potters of the Sea and Land,
Thus do go about, about
Thrice to thine,

2. And Thrice to mine;

3. And Thrice again to make up nine.

z. Peace, the Charm’s wound up.

B x Enter
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Enter Macbeth and Banquo with Attendants•

Mach. Command, they make a halt upon the Heath.—
So fair and foul a day I have not feen

!

Banq . How far is't now to Sorts ? What are thefe

So wither'd, and fo wild in their Attire;

That look not like the Earth’s Inhabitants,

And yet are on’t? Live you ? or are you things

Crept hither from the lower World, to fright

Th’ Inhabitants of this? You feem to know me.

By laying all at once your choppy fingers *

Upon your skinny Lips; you fhou'd be Women,
And yet your Looks forbid me to interpret

So well of you.

Mach. Speak, if you can, what are you ?

1 Witch. All hail, Macheth, Hail to thee Thane of Glamis

.

i. All hail, Macheth
, hail to thee Thane of Cawdor•

3. All hail, Machethy who (hall be King hereafter.

Banq. Good Sir, what makes you (hrr, and feem to dread

Events which found fo fair? I’th’ name of Truth
Are you fantafHcal? or that indeed

Which outwardly you fhew.? My noble Partner,

You greet with prefent Grace, and ftrang Predi&ion

Of noble Fortune, and of Royal hope

;

With which he feems furpnYd : To me you fpeak not*

If you can look into the feeds of Time,
And tell which Grain will grow, and which will not.

Speak then to n^ej who neither beg your favour.

Nor fear your hate - — »

1. Hail!

2. Hail!

3. Hail!

1. Ldfer than Macbeth, and greater.

2 Not fo happy, yet much happier.

3. Thou (halt get Kings, thou (halt ne’er be one.

So all Hail Macheth and Banquo• —
1. Banquo and Macheth, all Hail—

[ Going,>

Mach. Stay
!
you imperfedfc Speakers! tell me more ;

By SineVs death I know I am Thane of Glamis ;

But how of Cawdor, whilft that Thane yet lives?

And, for your promife, that I (hall be King,
*Tis not within the profpeft of belief.

No more than to be Cawdor : Say from whence
You have this ftrange Intelligence : or why
Upon this blafted Heath you flop our way
With fuch prophetick greeting? Speak, I charge you.

1

[ Witches vanifb.

Banq.
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Banq. The Earth has Bubbles like the Water,

And thefe are Come of them: How foon they are vanifh'd I

Mach. Th’ are turn'd to. Air; what feem’d Corporeal

Is melted into nothing; would they had ftaid.

Banq. Were fuch things -here as we difcours’d of now?
Or have we tailed fome infedious Herb
That captivates our Reafon?

Mach. Your Children (hall be Kings, v

Banq. You fhall be King.

Macb . And Thane of Cawdor too, went it not fo?

Banq
. Juft to that very tune! who's here.?

Enter Macduff.

Macd. Macbeth,
the King has happily receiv'd

The news of your fuccefs: And when he reads

Your pers’nal Venture in the Rebels fight.

His Wonder and his Praifes then contend

Which fhall exceed: when he reviews your worth.

He finds you in the flout Norweyan Ranks,

Not flarting at the Images of Death
Made by your felf: each MefTenger which came
Being loaden with the Praifes of your Valour,

Seem’d proud to (peak your Glories to the King j

\Yho, for an earneft of a greater Honour,

Bad me, from him, to call you Thane of Cawdor :

In which Addition, Hail, mofl Noble Thane!
Banq• What, can the Devil fpeak true?

Macb, The Thane of Cawdor lives;

Why do you drefs me in his borrow’d Robes?
Macd. *Tis true. Sir; He, who was the Thane, lives yet.

But under heavy judgment bears that life

Which he in juflice is condemn'd to lofe.

Whether he was combin'd with thofe of Norway]

.

Or did aflifl the Rebel privately;

Or whether he concurr'd with both , to caufe
His Country’s danger, Sir, I cannot tell:

But, Treafons Capital, confefs’d and prov'd.

Have overthrown him.
Macb. Glamis and Thane of Cawdor \

The greateft is behind. My noble Partner l

Do you not hope your Children fhall be Kings?
When thofe who gave to me the Thane of Cawdor
Promis’d no lefs to them*

Banq, If all be true ,

You have a Title to a Crown, as well
As to the Thane of Cawdor • It feems flrange;

But many times, to win us to our harm.
The Inftruments of darknefs tell us Truths,
And tempt us with low trifles, that they may

Bern*
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Betray us in the things of high concern;

Mack Th* Have told me Truth as to the name of Cawdor, [Afide.

That may he Prologue to the name of King.

Lefs Titles fliou’d the greater Bill fore-run.

The Morning Star doth ufher in the Sun.

This drange Predi&ion in as ftrange a manner

Deliver'd, neither can be good nor ill

:

If ill 9 ’twou’d give no earned: of fuccefs.

Beginning in a truth : Tm Thane of Cawdor

;

Ifgood ? why ami then perplext with doubt?

My future Blifscaufes my prefent Fears,

Fortune, methinks, which rains down Honour on me,

Seems to rain Blood too: Duncan does appear

Clowded by my increafing Glories: but

Thefe are but dreams.

Banq. Look how my Partner’s rap’d!

Mach. If Chance will have me King; Chance may beftow

A Crown without my ftir.

Banq. His Honours are furprizes, and refemble

New Garments, which but feldom fit Men well,

Unlefs by help of ufe.

Mach. Come, what come may ;

Patience and Time run through the roughed: Day.
Banq, Worthy Macbeth l we wait upon your leifure.

Mack I was rtde&ing upon pad: Tranfa&ions;

Worthy Afacdujf; your pains are regidred

Where every day I turn the leaf to read them.

Let's haften to the King; we’ll think upon

Thefe accidents at more convenient time.

When we’ve maturely weigh’d them, we’ll impart

Our mutual judgments to each others breads.

Banq. Let it be fo.

Mack Till then enough. Come Frinds
[Exeunt*

Enter King.
,
Lenox, Malcolme, Donalbain, Attendants.

K^ng* Is execution done on Cawdor yet?

Or are they not return’d, who were imploy’d

In doing it?

Male. They are not yet come back;

But I have fpake with one who faw him die,

And did report that very frankly, he
Confefs’d his Treafons, and implor’d your Pardon
With figns of a fincere and deep Repentance.

He told me, nothing in his life became him
So well, as did his leaving it. He dy’d
As one who had been dudy’d in his Death,
Quitting the deared thing he ever had,

As’t were a worthlefs tridr. -
. j

KinjT. There’s no Art
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To find the Mind's conftru&ion in the Face:

He was a Gentleman on whom I built

An abfolute truft.

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, and Macduff.

0 worthy'ft Coufin!

The fin of my Ingratitude even now
Seem’d heavy on me. Thou art fo far before,

That all the wings of recompence are flow

To overtake thee : would thou hadft lefs deferv'd*

That the proportion both of thanks and payment

Might have been mine: I’ve only left to fay,

That thou deferv’ft more than I have to pay.

Macb. The Service and the Loyalty I owe you,

Isa fufficient payment for it felf:

Your Royal part is to receive our Duties;

Which Duties are, Sir, to your Throne and State*

Children and Servants; and when we expofe

Our deareft Lives to fave your Intereft,

We do but what we ought.

King. Y’are welcome hither

1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour

Still to advance thy growth: And, noble Banque,

(Who haft no lefs deferv'd, nor muft partake

Lefs of our favour, ) let me here enfold thee,

And hold thee to my heart.

Banq. There if I grow,
The harveft is your own.

King . My joys are now
Wanton in fulnefs; and wou’d hide themfelves

In drops of Sorrow. Kinfmen, Sons, and Thann\
And you, whofe places are the neareft, know
We will eftablifh our eftate upon
Our Eldeft, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter
The Prince of Cumberland: nor muft he wear
His Honours unaccompany’d by others,

But marks of Noblenefs, like Stars, /hall fhine
On all Deferver,s. Now we'll haften hence
To Envernefs

:

we’ll be your Gueft, Macbeth
,

And there contract a greater debt than that
Which I already owe you.

Macb. That Honour, Sir,

OutTpeaks the beft expreflion ofmy thanks:
I’ll be my felf the Harbinger, and blefs

My Wife with the glad news of your approach.
1

./ .
-

I humbly take my leave. f Macbethgw»g- out, flops, And/peaks,
King. My worthy Cawdor

!

\ whilfl the King talks with Banc. 8ec.
Macb. The Prince of Cumberland ! that is a ftep
On which I muft fall down, or elfe o'er-leap;

' " '
' “ "

1 “ ’ '

’ 1
< or
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For in my way it lies. Stars! hide your fires,

Let no Light fee my black and deep defires.

The ftrange Idea of a bloudy aft

Does into doubt all my Refolves diftradL

My Eye (hall at my Hand connive, the Sun

Himfelf fhould wink when fuch a deed is done [Exit.

King. True, Noble Banq«o> he is full of worth;

And with his Commendations I am fed

;

It is a feaft tome. Let’s after him,

Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome

:

He is a matchlefs Kinfman— [Exeunt.

Enter Lady Macbeth, and Lady Macduff: Lady Macbeth

having a Letter in her hand.

La. Macb. Madam, I have obferv’d fince you came hither,

You have been ftill difconfolate. Pray tell me.

Are you in perfe& health?

La. Macd. Alas ! how can I ?

My Lord, when Honour call’d him to the War,
Took with him half of my divided Soul,

Which lodging in his bofom, lik’d fo well

The place, that 'tis not yet return’d. ",

La. Macb. Methinks

T hat fliould not diforder you, for no doubt

The brave Macduff left half his Soul behind him.

To make up the defed of yours.

La . Macd. Alas!

The part tranfplanted from his Bread to mine,

(As ’twere by Sympathy ) ftill bore a (hare

In all the hazards which the other half

Incurr’d, and fill’d my bofom up with fears.

La. Macb . Thofe fears, methinks, fhould ceafe now he is fafe.

La. Macd. Ah, Madam, dangers which have long prevail’d

Upon the fancy, even when they are dead.

Live in the memory awhile.

La. A4acb. Although his fafety has not power to put
Your doubts to flight, yet the bright Glories which
He gain'd in Battel might difpel thofe Clouds.

La. Macd. The World mi (lakes the Glories gain’d in war,
Thinking their Luftre true: alas, they are

But Comets, Vapours! by fome men exhal’d

From others Bloud, and kindl’d in the Region
Of popular applaufe, in which they live

Awhile, then vanifh : and the very Breath
Which firft inflam’d them, blows them out again.

La. Macb. I willingly would read this Letter, but
Her prefence hinders me; T muft divert her.
If you are ill, Repofe may do you good ;

You’d beft retire; and try if you can fleep.

—L&*—2MacA.



La. Macd. My doubtful thoughts too long have kept me waking*

Madam, I’ll take your Counfel.—— [Ex. La. Macd.
La

.

Mach. Now I have leifure to perufe this Letter.

His laft brought fome imperfed news of things

Which in the fihape of Women greeted him
In a ftrange manner. This perhaps may give

More full Intelligence.

Reads. They met me in the day of Succefs ; and I have been told

they have more in them than mortal Knowledge . When I defir d to

qneflion them further, they made themfelves Air. While I enter-

tained my feIfwith the wonder of it, came Mijfives from the King,

who call'd me Thane of Cawdor: by which Title thefe weyward
Siflers had fainted me before, and referr'd me to the coming on of
time

; with, Hail King that fall be. This have I imparted to thee,

(my dearefi Partner of Greatnefs) that thou mightfi not lofe thy right

of rejoycing by being ignorant of what is promis'd. Lay it to thy Heart,

and farewel

.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, and ftialt be

What thou art promis’d: Yet I fear thy Nature

Has too much of the milk of human kindnefs

To take the neareft way: Thou would’ft be great;

Thou doft not want Ambition, but the III

Which ftiould attend it : what thou highly covet’ft

Thou covet’ft holily: Alas! thou art

Loth to play falfe; and yet would’ft wrongly win!

Oh how irregular are thy Defires?

Thou willingly, Great Glamis , would’ft enjoy

The end without the means! Oh hafte thee hither,

That I may pour my Spirits in thy ear:

And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue
Thy too effeminate defires of that

Which fupernatural affiftance feems

To Crown thee with. What may be your news?

Enter Servant.

Serv . The King comes hither to night.

La. Macb . Th’art mad to fay it:

Is not thy Mafter with him ? were this true,

He would give notice for the preparation.

Serv. So pleafe you, it is true : our Thane is coming

;

One of my fellows had the fpeed of him

;

Who , almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more
Than would make up his MefTage.

La. Macb. See him well look’d to: he brings welcome news.
There wou’d be Mufick in a Raven’s voice,
Which fhould but croke the Entrance of the King
Under my Battlements. Come all you Spirits

C That
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That wait on mortal thoughts, unfex me here;

Empty my Nature of Humanity,

And fill it up wirh Cruelty: make thick

My Blood, and flop all paflage to remorfe;

That no rehpfes into Mercy may
Shake my defign, nor make it fall before

*Tis ripen’d to dfcd
;
you murthering Spirits,

(Where-e’er in fightlefs fubftances you wait

On Nature’s mifchief) come, and fill my Breads

With gall inftead of milk; make hafle, dark night,

And hide me in a Smoak as black as Hell

;

That my keen fteel fee not the wound it makes:

Nor Heav’n peep through the curtains of the dark,

To cry, hold ! hold !

Enter Macbeth.

Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor !

Greater than both, by the all -Hail hereafter;

Thy Letters have tranfported me beyond

My prefent pofturej I already feel

The future in the inftant.

Mach. Deareft Love,

Duncan comes here to night

.

La, Macb. When goes he hence?

Mach

.

To morrow, as he purpofes.

La . Macb. O never!

Never may any Sun that morrow fee.

Your face, my Thane^ is as a book, where Men
May read ftrange matters to beguile the time.

Be chearful, Sir; bear welcome in your Eye,
Your Hand, your Tongue : Look like the innocent flower,

But be the Serpent under’t : He that’s coming .

Muft be provided for: And you fliall put

This night’s great bus’nefs into my difpatch;

Which fliall to all our future nights and days

'Give foveraign Command .* we will withdraw.

And talk on’t further: Let your looks be clear,

Your change of Count’nance does betoken fear. [Exeunt.
Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbain, Banquo, Lenox,

Macduff, and Attendants.

King. This Caftle has a very pleafant feat;

The Air does fweetly recommend it felf

To our delighted Senfes.

Banq, The Gueft of Summer,
The Temple-haunting Martin^ by his choice

Of this place for his Manfion, feems to tell us,

That here Heav’ns breath fmells pleafantly. No window,
Buttrice, nor place of vantage, but this Bird .

Has made his pendent bed and cradle, where

Me



ItMACB ET H
He breeds and haunts. I have obferv’d the Air,

’Tis delicate.

Enter Lad

y

Macbeth.

King. See, fee our honoured Hoftefs!

By loving us, fome perfons caufe our trouble;

Which /till we thank as love: herein I teach you.

How you fhould bid us welcome for your pains.

And thank you for your trouble.

La. Mack All our fervices

In every point twice done, would prove but poor

And fingle Gratitude, if weigh’d with thefe

Obliging Honours, which
Your Majefty confers upon our Houfe;
For Dignities of old and later date

(Being too poor to pay ) we mull be Hill

Your humble Debtors.

Macd. Madam we are all jointly, to Night, your Trouble;

But I am your Trelpafler upon another fcore.

My Wife, I underftand, has in my Abfence

Retir’d to you.

La. Macb. I muft thank hers for whilft fhe came to me,
Seekinga Cure for her own Solitude,

She brought a Remedy to mine: Her Fears

For you have fomewhat indifpos’d her. Sir,

She’s now withdrawn, to try if fhe can fleep: 1

When fhe fhall wake, I doubt not but your Prefence

Will perfe&ly reftore her Health.

King. Where’s the Thane of Cawdor ?

We cours’d him at the Heels, and had a purpofc

To be his Purveyor ; but he rides well,

And his great Love (fharp as his Spur) has brought him
Hither before us. Fair and Noble Lady,
We are your Guefts to Night.

La. Macb. Your Servants

Should make their Audit at your Pleafure, Sir,

And ftil! return it as their Debt.
King. Give me your Hand.

Cinduft me to Macbeth : we love him highly.

And fhall continue our Affe&ion to him. [Excitmf.

Enter Macbeth,

Macb. If it were well when done, then it were wdl
It were done quickly; if his Death might be

Without the Death of Nature in my felf.

And killing my own Reft, it wou’d fuffice*

But deeds of this Complexion ftili return

To plague the Doer, and deftroy his Peace:

Yet let me think; he’s here in double Truft.

Fir ft, as lam his Kinfman, and his 5ubje&,
C 2 Strong

. v
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Strong both againft the Deed : then as his Hoft, >

Who ftiould againft his Murderer fhut the Door,

Not bear the Sword my felf. Befides, this Duncan

Has born his Faculties fo meek, and been

So clear in his great Office; that his Virtues,

Like Angels, plead againft fo black a deed ;

Vaulting Ambition ! thou o’er-leap’ft thy felf

To fall upon another : now, what News ?

Enter Lady Macbeth,

La. Macb. H’ has almoft flipp'd : why have you left the Chamber t

Mach

.

Has he enquir’d for me ?

La. Macb. You know he ha*.

!

Maeb. We will proceed no further in this Bufinefs %

H’has honour’d me of late; and I have bought

Golden Opinions from all forts of People.

Which ftiould be worn now in their neweft Glofs,

Not caft afide fo foon.

La. Macb

.

Was the Hope drunk

Wherein you drefs’d your felf? has it dept fince ?

And wakes it now, to look fo pale and fearful

At what it wifti’d fo freely ? Can you fear

To be the fame in your own Ad and Valour,

As in Defire you are? would you enjoy

What you repute the Ornament of Life,

And live a Coward in your own Efteem ?

You dare not venture on the thing you wifti :

But ftiU wou’d be in tame expe&ance of it.

Macb

.

I prithee peace: I dare do all that may
Become a man; he who dares more, is none.

La. Macb. What Beaft then made you break this Enterprize
To me? when you did that, you were a Man:
Nay, to be more than what you were, you would
Be fo much more the Man. Nor Time nor Place

Did then adhere; and yet you wifti’d for both;
And now th’have made themfelves, how you betray

Your Cowardize / I've given fuck, and know
How tender ’tis to love the Babe that milks me

:

I would, while it was fmiling in my Face,

Have pluck’d my Nipple from his bonelefs Gums,
And dafti’d the Brains ©ut, had I fo refolv’d,

As you have done for this.

Macb. If we ftiould fail.--—*

La. Macb. How, fail !

Bring but your Courage to the fatal place,'

And we’ll not fail; when Duncan is a-fleep^

(To which the pains of this day’s journey will

Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlains
I will with wine and waffel fo convince,

\
.

That
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That Memory (the centry of the Brain)

Shall be a fume; and the receipt of Reafon,

A Limbeck only : When in fwiniffi Sleep

Their Natures (hall lie drench’d, as in their Death,

What cannot you and I perform upon

His fpungy Officers? we’ll make them bear

The guilt of our black Deed.

Much. Bring forth Men-children only 5

For thy undaunted temper ihould produce

Nothing but Males: But yet when we have mark’d

Thofe of his Chamber (while they are a-fleep)

With Duncan's blood, and us’d their very daggers;

I fear it will not be, with eafe, believ’d

That they hive don’t.

La. Mach. Who dares believe it otherwife.

As we (hall make our griefs and clamours loud

After his death ?

Mach. I’m fetl’d, and will dretch up

Each fainting Sinew to this bloody ad.

Come, let’s delude the time with faired ihow.

Feign’d Looks mud hide what the falfe Heart does know.

ACT II. SCENE I

Enter Banquo and Flean.

Bang .TTOW goes the Night, Boy?
jLJL Flean . I have not heard the Clock,

But the Moon is down.
Banc And ffie goes down at twelve.

Flea . I take t tis late, Sir. ^Ex* Flean* *

BanqL An heavy Summons lies like lead upon me;
Nature wou’d have me deep, and yet I fain wou’d wake:
Merciful pow’rs redrain me in thefe curfed Thoughts
That thus difturb my red.

Enter Macbeth and Servant .

Who’s there /

Mach. A Friend.

Banq. What, Sir, not yet at reft ? the King’s a-bed ;

He has been to night in an unufual pleafure :

He to your Servants has been bountiful.

And with this Diamond he greets your Wife
By the obliging name of mod kind Hodefs.
Mach. The King taking us unprepar’d, redrain’d our power

Of ferving him > which dfe Ihould have wrought mpre free.

Banql



Banq All’s well.

I drcam'd raft Night of the three weyward Sifters;

To you tr y have fhewn fome Truth.

Mb. I think no: of them;

Yet, when we can intreat an Hour or two*

We’ll ipend it in fome Words upon that buftnefs. >

Banq. At your k:tid ft Leifure.

Mach. If when the Prophecy begins to look like Truth

You will adhere to me, it fhall make Honour for you.

Banq. So I lofe none in fetking to augment it, but ftiil

Keeping my Bofom free* and my Allegiances dear*

I fhall be counfell d.

Macb. Good repofe ihe while,

Banq. The like to you, Sir. [£*• Battqnu

Much. Go bid your Miftrefs,when (he is undreft.

To ftrike the Cloiet-bell, and i’il go to bed.

Is this a Dagger which I fee before me?

The Hilt draws towards my hand; come, let me grafp thee:

I have thee not, and yeti fee thee ftil!;

Art thou not fatal Vifion, fenfible

To feeling as to fight ? or, art thou but

A Dagger of the Mind, a faife Creation

Proceeding from the Brain, oppreft with Heat.

My Eyes are made the Fools of th’other Senfes;

Or elfe worth all the reft: I fee thee ftiil,

‘And on thy Blade are ftains of reeking Blood.

It is the bloody Bufinefs that thus

Informs my eyc-fight; now, half the World
Nature feems dead, and wicked Dreams infetft

The Health of Sleep; now Witchcraft celebrates

Pale Heccates Offerings; now Murder is

Alarm’d by his Nights Centinel, the Wolf,
Whofe howling feems the Watchword to the dead:

B it whiift I talk, he lives: hark, I am furamon’d ;

O Duncan, hear it nor, for *tisa Beil

That rings my Coronation, and thy Knell. [Exit,

Enter Lady Macbeth.

La Macb. That which hath made them drunk, has made me bold ;

What has quench’d them, hath given new Fire to me.

Heark; oh, it was the Owl that fhritk’d;

The fatal Bell-Mar, that oft bids good night

To dying Men, he is about it; the Doors are open,

And whiift the furfeited Grooms negled their Charges for fleep,

Nature and Death are now contending in them.

Enter Macbeth.
Macb. Who’s there?

La. Macb. Alas,'I am afraid theyareawak’d.
And ’tis not done; th’ Attempt without the Deed

j

Would
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Would ruin us. I laid the Daggers ready.

He could not mifs them ; and had he not rcfcmbl’d

My Father, as he fiepr, I would have don’t.

My Husband.

Macb. I have done"* the Deed, did ft thou not hear a Noife ?

La. Macb . I heard the Owl feream, and the Crickets cry

Did not you (peak?

Aiacd. When ?

La. Macb . Now.
Aiacb. Who lies i’th* Anti-Chamber ?

La. Aiacb. Donalbatn.

Aiacb. This is a difmal Sight.

La. Macb. Afoolifh Thought to fay a difmal Sight.

.

Macb. There is one did laugh as he fscurely fbpt.

And one cry’d Murder, that they wak’d each other.

I ftood and heard them; but they faid their Prayers,

And then addreft themfelves to Sleep again.

La. Macb. There are two lodg’d together.

Macb. One cry’d, Heav’n blefsus, the other faid, Amen',

As they had feen me with thefe Hang-mans Hands.

Silenc’d with fear, I cou’d not fayAmen%

When they did fay Heav’n blefs us.

La. Aiacb. Confider it not fo deeply,

Macb. But, wherefore could not I pronounce Amen \

I had moft need of Blefling, and Amen
Stuck in my Throat.

La. Macb. Thefe Deeds fhou’d be forgot as foon as done.

Left they diftrafi the Doer.

Macb. Methoughts I heard a Noife cry. Sleep no more s

Macbeth has murder’d Sleep, the innocent Sleep;

Sleep, that locks up the Senfes from their Care ;

The Death of each Day’s Life; tir’d Labours bath ;

Balm of hurt Minds; great Nature’s fecond Courfe;

Chief Nouriftier in Life’s Feaft.

La. Macb. What do you mean ?

Macb. Still it cry’d, Sleep no more, to all the Houfe.
Clamis hath murder’d Sleep, and therefore Cawdor
Shall deep no more; Macbeth fhall fteep no more.

La. Macb. Why do you dream thus? go, get fome Wat&v
And cleanfe this filthy witnefs from your Hands.
Why did you bring the Daggers from the place f

They muft be there, go carry them, and ftain

The fteepy Grooms with Blood.

Macb. I’ll go no mot*e •

I am afraid to think what I have done.

What then, with looking on ir, (hall I do?
La. Macb. Give me the Daggers : the fleeping and the dead

Are but as Pi&ures; ’tis the eye of Childhood
~

~

~ ms
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That fears a painted Devil: with his Blood

I’ll ftain the faces of the Grooms; by that

It will appear their Guilt, [£#. La. Macbeth,
Mach. What knocking’s that?

[Knocks within.

Howis’t with me, when ev’ry Noife affrights me?
What Hands are here! can the Sea afford

Water enough to wafh away thefe Stains?

No, they would fooner add a Tin&ure to

The Sea, and turn the green into a red.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

La, Mach, My Hands are of your Colour; but I fcorn

To wear an Heart fo white. Heark,
[Knock,

.

I hear a knocking at the Gate : to your Chamber;
A little Water clears us of this Deed.

Your Fear has left you unman’d ; heark, more knocking.

Get on your Gown, left occafions call us.

And fhew us to be Watchers; be not loft

So poorly in your Thoughts. [Exit.
Macb . Difguis’d in Blood, I fcarce can find my Way.

Wake Duncan with this knocking, wou’d thou could’ft. [Exit,

Enter Lenox and Macbeth’s Servant.

Lenox. You fleep foundly, that fo much knocking

Could not wake you.

Serv, Labour by Daycaufes Reft by Night.

Enter Macduff.

Len, See the Noble Macdnffl
Good morrow, my Lord, have you obferv’d

How great a Mift does now ponefs the Airf
It makes me Doubt whether^ be Day or Night.

Macd, Rifing this Morning early, I went to look out of my
Window, and I cou’d fcarce fee farther than my Breath:

The Darknefs of the Night brought but few Obje&s]
To our Eyes, but too many to our Ears. ^

Strange Claps and creekings of the Doors were heard;

The Screech-Owl with his fcreams feem’d to foretel

Some deed more black than Night.

Enter Macbeth.
Macd. Is the King ftirring ?

Macb, Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to attend him early;

I have almoft flip’d the Hour.
Macb. PH bring you to him.

Macd. I know this is a joyful Trouble to you.

^
Macb. The Labour we delight in gives Eafe to it felf.

That Door will bring you to him
Macd. I’ll make bold to call for *tis my limited Service. [Ex.Macd.
Len. Goes the King hence to Ejay .<*

Macb. So hedefigns.

Len .
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Lett. The Night has been unruly:

Where we lay, our Chimneys were blown down;

And, as they fay, terrible groanings were heard i’th’ Air

:

Strange fcreams of Death, which feem’d to prophcfie

More ftrange Events, fill’d divers Ears:

Some fay the Earth (hook.

Much. ’Twasa rough Night.

Len. My young Remembrance cannot recoiled its fellow.

Enter Macduff.

Macd. Oh Horror ! Horror ! Horror

!

Which no Heart can conceive, nor Tongue can utter.

M*ch\
that’s the matter?

Len. J
Macd. Horror has done its worft

:

Moft facrilegious Murder has broke open

The Lord’s anointed Temple, and ftole theace

The life o’th’ Building. .

Mach. What is*t you fay ; the life?

Len. Meaning his Majefty.

Macd. Approach the Chamber, and behold a fight

Enough to turn Spe&ators into ftone.

I cannot (peak ; fee, and then fpeak your felves.*

Ring the Alarum-bell. Awake, awake, [Ex* Mach. And Len•

Murther/ Treafonl Banquo, Malcolm, and Donalbain,

Shake off your downy Sleep, Death’s counterfeit*

And look on Death it felf; up, up, and fee,

As from your Graves, rife up, and walk like Spirits

To countenance this horror: Ring the Bell. [Bell rings*

Enter Lady Macbeth.

La. Macb. What’s the bufinefs, that at this dead of night

You alarm us from our reft?

Macd. O, Madam!
•Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak:

The repetition in a Woman’s ear

Would do another Murther.

Enter Banquo.

Oh Banquo, Banquo , our Royal Matter’s murther’d !

La. Macb. Ah me! in our houfe?

Banq . The deed’s too cruel any where. Maedujf,
Oh, that you could but contradid your felf,

And fay it is not true.

Enter Macbeth and Lenox.
Macb. Had I but dy’d an hour before this chance,

I hid hv’d a bleffed time ; for, from this inftant.

There’s nothing in it worth a good Man’s care*

All is but toys, Renown and Grace are dead.

D Enter
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Enter Malcolm and Donalbain.

Donal. What is amifs?

Much. You are, and do not know’t

:

The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Blood
Is ftop’d; the very Source of it is ftop’d

Macd. Your Royal Father’s murther’d.

Male. Murthefd ! by whom?
Len. Thofe o i his Chamber, as it feem’d, had don’t;

Their Hands and Faces were all Rain’d with Blood:

So were their Daggers, which we found unwip’d,

Upon their Pillows. Why was the Life of one,

So much above the beft of Men, entrufted

To the Hands of two, fo much below

The worft of Beafts.

Madr, Then I repent me I fo rafhly kill’d ’em.

Macd. Why did you fo?

Mach. Who can be prudent and amaa'd together;

Loyal and neutral in a Moment f no Man.
Th’ Expedition of my violent Love
Out-ran my paufing Reafon : I faw Duncan

,

Whofe gaping Wounds look’d like a Breach in Nature,

Where ruin enter’d there. I faw the Murtherers

Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade;- their Daggers,

Being yet unwip’d, feem’d to own the Deed,
And call for Vengeance; who could then refrain,

That had an Heart to love; and in that Heart

Courage to manifeft his Aflfe&ion.

La Mach

.

Oh, oh, oh.

Macd. Look to the Lady.

Male. Why are we Blent now, that have fo large

An Argument for Sorrow?

Donal. What ftiould be fpoken here, where our Fate may ru/h

Suddenly upon us, and as if it lay

Hid in fome Corner, make our Death fucceed

The Ruin of our Father, e’er we are aware.

Macd. I find this Place too publick for true Sorrow

:

Let us retire, and mourn : But firft.

Guarded by Virtue, I’m refolv'd to find

The utmoft of this Bufinefs.

Banq. And I.

Mach. And all.

Let all of us take manly Refolution;

And two Hours hence meet together in the Hall

To queftion this moft bloody Fad.
Banq. We ihall be ready. Sir. [£*. all hut Mile, and Donal.
Male. What will you do t

Let’s not confcrt with them:
To ihew an unfelt -Sorrow, is an Office

Which falfe Men do with cafe. I»j|

[ Faints.

4
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I’ll to England*

Donal. To Ireland I’m refolv’d to fleer my Courfe;
Our feparated Fortune may proted our Perfons.

Where we are, Daggers lie hid under Mens Smiles,

_And the nearer Tome Men are allied to our Blood,
The more, I fear, they feek to fhed it.

Male. This murtherous Shaft that’s fhot,

Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafefl way
Is, to avoid the Aim: then let’s to horfe.

And ufe no Ceremony in taking leave of any.

SCENE IV.

Enter Lenox and Seaton.

Seaton. I*can remember well,

Withinthe Compafs of which time I’ve feen

Hours dreadful, and things flrange; but this one Night
Has made that Knowledge void.

Len. Thou feed the Heav’ns, as troubled with Man’s Ad,
Threaten'd this bloody Day: by th’Hour ’tis Day,
And yet dark Night does cover all the Sky,

As if it had quite blotted out the Sun.

Is’t Night’s predominance, or the Day's fhame,

Makes Darknefs thus ufurp the place of Light.

Seat. ’Tis ftrange and unnatural,

Even like the Deed that’s done; on Tuefday laft,

A Faulcon towring in her height of Pride,

Was by a moufing Owl hawk’d at, and kill’d.

Len. And Duncan's Horfes, which before were tame,

Did on a fudden change their gentle Natures,

And became wild; they broke out of their Stables,

As if they would make war with Mankind.

Seat. 'Tis faid they eat each other.

Len. They did fo,

To th’ Amazement of thofe Eyes that faw it.

Enter Macduff.

Here comes the good Macduff:

How goes the World, Sir, now?
Len. Is’t known who did this more than bloody Deed?
Macd. Thofe that Macbeth hath (lain, are moft fufpe&ed.

Len. Alas, what good could they pretend ?

Macd. It is fuppos’d they were fuborn’d.

Malcolm and Donalbain
, the King's two Sons,

Are floln away from Court,

Which puts upon them Sufpicion of the Deed.
Len, Unnatural fill!.

Could their Ambition prompt them to deflroy

The Means of their own Life?

Macd. You are free to judge

Of their Deportment as you pleafe; but moft

[Exitmt

)
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Men think ’em guilty.

Len. Then 'cis moft like the Sov’raignty will fall

Upon Micbeth .

Macd. He is already nam’d, and gone to Scone

To be inverted.

Len , Where’s Duncans Body f

Macd. Carried to Colmehill,

The facred Store-houfe of his Predeaffois.

Len . Will you to Scone ?

Macd. No, Coufin, I’ll to Fjfei

My Wife and Children, frighted at the Alarm

Of this fad News, have thither led the way.

And I'll follow them : May the King you go
To fee inverted, prove as great and good

As Duncan was; but I'm in doubt of it.

New Robes ne’er as the old fo eafie fit.

SCENE, An Heath•

Enter Lady Macduff, Maid, and Servant

.

La. Macd

.

Art fure this is the Place my Lord appointed

Us to meet him ?

Serv. This is the Entrance o’th’ Heath; and here

He order'd me to attend him with the Chariot.

La . Macd. How fondly did my Lord conceive that we
Should fhun the Place of danger, by our flight

From EverneJ.i? The darknefs of the Day
Makes the HeathTeem the gloomy Walks of Death.

We are in danger (till: they who dare here

Truft Providence, may truft it any where.

Maid. But this Place, Madam, is more free from Terror:
Laft Night methoughtsl heard a difmal Noife

Of Shrieks and Groanings in the Air.

La. Macd

.

'Tis true, this is a Place of greater Silence;

Not fo much troubled with the Groans of thofe

That die $ nor with the Out-cries of the living.

Maid. Yes, I have heard Stories, how fome Men
Have in fuch lonely Places been affrighted

With dreadful Shapes and Noifes [Macduff hollows.

La . Macd. But heark, my Lord fure hollows;
a
Tis he; anfwer him quickly.

Serv

.

Illo, ho, ho, ho,

Enter Macduff.

La . Macd. Now I begin to fee him : are you afoot,

Mv Lord?
Macd. Knowing the way to be both fhort and eafie.

And that the Chariot did attend me here,

I hive adventur’d. Where are our Children ?

La. Macd. They are fecurely fleeping in the Chariot.

Firfi

[Exeunt,
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^ Firft Song by Witches..

1 Witch

.

Speak, Sifter, [peak; is the deed done?
2 Witch. Long ago, long ago

Above twelve Glafles fince have run.

3 Witch

.

Ill Deeds are feldom flow

;

Nor Angle: Following Crimes on former wait.

The worft of Creatures fafteft propagate.

Many more Murders muft this one enfue,

As if in Death were Propagation too.

2 Witch. He will,

i Witch. He (hall.

3 Witch. He muft fpill much more Blood;
And become worfe, to make his Title good.

1 Witch. Now let’s dance.

2 Witch. Agreed.

3 Witch. Agreed.

4 Witch. Agreed.

Chorus. We fhou’d rejoyce when good Kings bleed.

When Cattel die, about we go.

What then, when Monarchs perifti, fhould we do?
Macd. What can this be ?

La. Macd. This is moft ftrange: but why feem you affraidS

Can you be capable of Fears, who have

So often caus’d it in your Enemies?
Macd. It was an hellifti Song : I cannot dread

Ought that is Mortal; but this is fomething more.

Second Song.

Let's have a Dance upon the Heath ;

We gain more Life by Duncan’j Death.

Sometimes like brinded Cats we Jhew,

Having no Muftck. but our mew.
Sometimes we dance in fome old Mill

,

Vpon the Hopper
, Stones, and Wheel.

To fome old Saw, or Bardifb Rhime,
Where ftill the Mill-Clack does keep Time*
Sometimes about an hollow Tree,

A round, a round
,
a round dance we.

Thither the chirping Cricket comes
,

And Beetle
, ftnging drowfte hums

.

Sometimes we dance o'er Fens and Furs9

To Howls of Wolves, and Barks of Curs»
And when with none of thofe we meet»
We dance to th

9 Eechoes of our Feet.

At the Night-Raven's difmal yoice,

Whilft others tremble, we rejoyce ;

And nimbly, nimbly dance we fill

To th
y

Ecchois from an hollow Hill•

Macd>



22 MACBETH
Mud. I am glad you are not afFraid.

La . Mud. I wotilcf not willingly to Fear fubmit

:

N v; can fear 111, but thofe that merit it.

Macd. Am I made bold by hsr$ how ftrong a Guard
Is Innocence? If any one would be

Reputed valiant, let him learn of you ;

Virtue both Courage is, and Safety too. [ Dunce of Witches.

Enter two Witches

.

Mud. Thefe feem foul Spirits 5 Til fpeak to 'em.

If you can any thing by more than Nature know,

Y u may in thefe prodigious times foretell

Some ill we miy avoid.

1 Witch. Saving thy Blood will caufe it to be fhed ;

2 Witch. He'll bleed by thee, by whom thou firft haft bled.

3 Witch. Thy Wife fh all, Planning Danger, Dangers find,

And fatal be, to whom ftie moft is kind. [Ex. Witches.

La Macd. Why are you alter'd. Sir / be not fo thoughtful:

MefTerigers of Darkoefs never fpake

To Men, but to deceive them.

Mud,. Their Words feem to foretell feme dire Predi&ions.

La Macd. He that believes ill News from fuch as thefe,

Deferves to find it true. Their Words are like

Their Shape; nothing but Fi&ion*

Let's haften to our Journey.

Mud. I'll take your Counfel; for to permit

Such Thoughts upon our Memories to dwell.

Will make our Minds the Regifters of Hell. [Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Banquo.
Banq. *“pHou haft it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all,

1 As the three Sillers promis'd ; but I fear
Thou plaid'ft moft foully for

3
t: Yet it was faid

It fhould not ftand in thy Pofterity;

•B ut that my felf fhould be the Root and Father
Of many Kings; they told thee Truth.
Why, {jnee their Promife was made good to thee,
May they not be my Oracles as well.

Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Attendants.
Mud. Here's our chief Gueft; if he had been forgotten:

It had been want of Mufick to ourFeaft.
To Night we hold a folemn Supper, Sir;

And all reuucft your P/efence.

Banq. Your Mapfty lays your Command on me.
To which my Duty is to obey.

Mud. Ride you this Afternoon ?
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Banq. Yes, Royal Sir.

Mach. We fhould have elfe defir’d your good Advice,

(Which ftill hath been both grave and profperous )

In this Day’s Counfel ; but we’ll take to Morrow.
Is’t far you ride?

Banq. As far. Great Sir, as will take up the Time
Twixt this and Supper; and go not my Horfe the better,

I muft become a borrower of the Nighr,

Fora dark hour or two.

Mach. Fail not our Feaft.

Banq. My Lord, I fhall not.

Mach. We hear our bloody Coufins are bellow’d

In England, and in Ireland ; not confeffing

Their cruel Parricide; filling their Hearers

With ftrange Invention. But, of that to Morrow.
Goes your Son with you ?

Banq. He does ; and our time now palls upon us.

Mach. I wifh your Horfes fwift, and fure of foot.

Farewel.

Let every Man be Mailer of his Time;
Till feven at Night, to make Society

The more welcome; we will ourfelves withdraw,

And be alone till Supper.

Macduff departed frowningly, perhaps

He is grown jealous; he and Banqtto muft

Embrace the fame Fate.

Do thofe Men attend our Pleafure .<*

Serv. They do; and wait without.

Mach. Bring them before us.*

I am no King till I am fafely fo.

My Fears flick deep in Banquo’s Succeffors;

And in his Royalty of Nature reigns that

Which wou’d be fear’d. He dares do much

;

And to that dauntlefs Temper of his Mind,
He hatha Wifdom that doth guide his Valour
To ad in Safety. Under him
My Genius is rebuk’d : he chid the Sifiers

When firft they put the Name of King on me,

And bade them (peak to him. Then, Prophet like,

They hail’d him Father to a Line of Kings,

Upon my Head they plac’d a fruitlefs Crown,
And put a barren Scepter in my Hand:
Thence to be wrefted by anothers race;

No Son of mine fucceeding: If’t be fo;

For Banquo's Iffiie, I have ftain’d my Soul:'

For them, the gracious Duncan I have murder’d i

Rather than fo, I will attempt yet further,

23

[Ex. Banquo.

[
Exeunt Lords*

[Ex. Servant.

And
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And blot out, by their Blood, what-e’er

Is written of them in the Book of Fate.

Enter Servant, and two Afurtloerers.

Wait you without, and ftay there till we call. [£#. Servant.

Was it not Ycfterday we lpoke together?

1 Murth . It was; fo pleafe your Highnefs.

Aiacb

.

And have you fince confider’d what I told you?

How it was Banquo , who in former Times

Held you fo much in Slavery;

Whilft you were guided to fufped: my Innocence.

This I made good to you in our lad Conference;

How you were born in hand; how croft:

The Inftruments, who wrought with them.

2 Mur. You made it known to us.

Mari?. I did fo; and now let me reafoa with you.

Do you find your Patience fo predominant

In your Nature,

As tamely to remit thofe Injuries?

Are you fo GofpeH’d to pray for this good Man,
And for his IITue; whofe heavy Hand
Hath bow’d you to the Grave, and beggar’d

Yours for ever?

1 Mur. We are Men, my Liege.

Mach. Ay, in the Catalogue you go for Men;
As Hounds, and Grey-Hounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs,

Shoughs, Water-Rugs, and Demi-Wolves, are all

Call’d by the name of Dogs ; the Lift of which
Diftinguifhes the fwifr, the flow, the fubtil,

The Houfe-keeper, the Hunter, every one

According to the Gift which bounteous Nature
Hath beft.ow’d on him ; and fo of Men.
Now, ifyou have a Station in the Lift,

Nor i’th* worft Rank of Manhood ; fay’t.

And I will put that Bufinefs in your Bofoms,

Which, if 'perform’d, will rid you of your Enemy,
And will endear you to the love of us.

2 Mur. I am one, my Liege,

Whom the vile Blows, and Malice of the Age
Hath fo incens’d, that I care not what I do
To fpight the World.

1 Mur. And I another.

So weary with Difafters, and fo infliScd by Fortune,
That I would let my Life on any Chance,
To mend ir, or to 1 ofe it.

Mach. Both of you know Banquo was your Enemy.
2 Mur. True, my Lord.
Mari?. So is he mine; and though 1 could

With open Power take him from my Sight,

And
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And bid my Will avouch it; yeti muft not;

For certain Friends, that are both his and mine,

Whofe Loves I may not hazard, would ill

Refenta publick Procefs: and thence it is

That I do your Afliftance crave, to mask

The Bufinefs from the common Eye.

2 Mur, We fhall, my Lord, perform what you command us.

i Mur

,

Though our Lives

Macb, Your Spirits fhine through you.

Within this Hour, at moft,

I will advife you where to plant your felves;

For it mud be done to Night .•

And funething from the Palace; always remember'd,

Thatr you keep Secrecy with the preicribed Father.

Flean his Son too keeps him company, ^
Whofe Abfence is no lefs material to me
Than that of Banquo’s ; he too muft embrace the Fate

Of that dark Hour. Refolve your felves apart.

Both Mur. We are refolv’d, my Liege.

Much. I’ll call upon you (freight. [Ex, Murth.

Now, BanquO) if thy Soul can in her flight

Find Heaven, thy Happinefs begins to Night. [Exit,

Enter Macduff, and Lady ALcdufF.

Macd, It muft be fo. Great Duncan s bloody Death
Can have no other Author but Macbeth•

His Dagger now is to a Scepter grown ;

From Duncan's Grave he *has deriv’d his Throne.

La, Macd. Ambition urg’d him to that bloody Deed:
May you be never by Ambition led:

Forbid it Heav’n, that in Revenge you fhou’d

Follow a Copy that is writ in Blood.

Alacd, From. Duncan's Grave, methinks, I hear a Groan
That call’s aloud for Juftice.

La, Macd

,

If the Throne
Was by Macbeth ill gained, Heav’ns may,
Wiihout your Sword, fufficient Vengeance pay.

Ufurpers Lives have but a fhort extent,

Nothing lives long in a ftrange Element.

Macd, My Country’s Dangers call for my Defence
Againft the bloody Tyrant's Violence

La, Alacd, I am afraid you have fome other end.

Than meerly Scotland's Freedom to defend.

You’d raife your felf, whilft you wou’d him dethrone;

And lhake his Greatnefs, to confirm your own.
That purpofe will appear, when rightly fcan’d.

But. Ufurpation at the fecond Hand.
Good Sir, recall your Thoughts.

Macd, What if I ftioud

E AfTume
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Affume the Scepter for my Country's good?

Is that an Ufurpatien? can it be

Ambition to procure the Liberty

Of this fad Realm; which does by Treafon bleed?

That which provokes will juftifie the Deed.

La. Macd. If the Defign fhould profper, the Event

May make us fafe, but not you Innocent:

For whilft, to fet our Fellow-Suhjeds free

From prefent Death, or future Slavery,

You wear a Crown, not by your Title due,

Defence in them, is an Offence in you ;

That Deed's unlawful though it coft no Blood,

In which you'll be at beft unjuftly Good.
You, by your Pity, which for us you plead,

Weave but Ambition of a finer Thread.

Macd. Ambition do’s the height of Power affed.

My Aim is not to govern, but protect

:

And he is not ambitious, that declares

He nothing feeks of Scepters but their Cares.

La. Macd. Can you fo patiently your felf moleft,

And lofe your own, to give your Country Reftl

In Plagues, what found Phyfician wou’d endure

To be infededfor another’s Cure.

Macd. If by my Troubles I cou’d yours releafe.

My Love wou’d turn thofe Torments to my Eafe;

I fh ou’d at once be fick and healthy too,

Though fickly in my felf, yet well in you,*
La. Macd. But then retied upon the Danger, Sir,

Which you by your afpiring wou’d incur.

From Fortune’s Pinacle you will too late

Look down, when you are giddy with your Height

:

Whilft you with Fortune play to win a Crown,
The Peoples Stakes are greater than your own.

Afacd. In hopes to have the common Ills redreft,

Who wou’d not venture fingle Intereft ?

Enter Servant

.

Serv. My Lord, a Gentleman, juft now arriv’d

From Court, has brought a Meffage from the King.

Macd. One fent from him, can no good Tidings bring?

La Macd. What wou’d the Tyrant have?

Macd. Go, I will hear

The News, though it a difmal Accent bear;

Thofe who exped and do not fear their Doom,
May hear a Meffage though from Hell it come. [Exeunt.

Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant.

La. Mach. Is Banquo gone from Court?
Ser. Yes, Madam, but returns again to Night.
La. Mach. Say to the King, I wou’d attend his leifure

Fora few Words. [£*/> Ser,
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Where our Defire is got without Content,

Alas, it is not Gain, but Punishment

!

'Tis Safer to be that which we deftroy,

Than by Deftru&ion live in doubtful Joy. ,

Enter Macbeth.

How now my Lord, why do you keep alone ?

Making the word of Fancy your Companions,

Converfing with thofe Thoughts which Shou’d have dy’d

With thole they think on: Things without j*edrefs

Shou’d be without regard; what’s done, is done.

Macb. Alas, we have but Scorch’d the Snake, not kill’d it.

She’ll clofe and be her Self, whiift our poor Malice

Remains in danger of her former Sting.

But let the Frame of all things be disjoynt

E’er we will eat our Bread in Fear, and deep

In the Affli&ion of thofe horrid Dreams
That Shake us nightly ! Better be with him
Whom we, to gain the Crown, have fent to Peace;

Than on the Torture of the Mind to lye

In redlefs Agony. Duncan is dead;

He, after Life’s Short Feaver, now fleeps well:

Treafon has done its word; nor Steel, nor Poifon,

Nor Foreign Force, nor yet Domedick Malice,

Can touch himfuither.

La . Macb. Come on, fmoothyour rough Brow!
Be free and merry with your Gueds to Night.
Macb . I Shall, and So I pray be you; but dill

Remember to apply your felf to Banquo
y

Prefent him Kindnefs with your Eye and Tongue.
In how unfafea Tofture are our Honour
That we muft have recourfe to Flattery,

And make our Faces Vizors to our Hearts?

La. Macb. You muft leave this.

Macb . How full of Scorpions is my Mind/ Dear Wife
Thou know’d that Banquo and his Flean lives.

La . Macb. But they are not Immortal, there’s Comfort yet ii* that.

Macb. Be merry then, for e'er the Bat has flown
His Cloyder’d flight; e’er to black Hcccate's Summons,
The Sharp brow’d Beetle with his drowfie hums,
Has rung Night’s fecond Peal

;

There dial! be done a deed of dreadful Note.
La. Macb] What is't?

Macb. Be innocent of knowing it, my Dear,
Till thou applaud the Deed. Come, difmal Night,
Clofe up the eye of the quick.fighted Day

°

With thy invifibleand bloody Hand.
The Crow makes wing to the thick Shady Grove*
Good things of Day grow dark and overcaSt,

E 2 Whiift
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Whilft Night’s black Agents to their Preys make hafte.

Thou wonder'ft at my Language, wonder Rill,

Things ill begun, ftrengthen themfelves by ill, 'JExeunt.

Enter three Murtherers*

1 Mur. The time is almoft come,

The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreahs of day,

Now the benighted Traveller fpurs on,

To gain the timely Inn.

2 Mur. Hark, I hear Horfes, and faw fome Body alight

At the Park-gate.

3
Mur. Then tis he; the reft

That are exps&ed are i’th’ Court already.

i Mur. His Horfes go about almoft a Mile,

And Men from hence to th* Palace make it their ufua! Walk. [Ex.
Enter Banquo and Flean.

Banquo* It will be Rain to night.

Flean . We muft make hafte.

Banq. Our hafte concerns us more than being wet.

The King expe&s me at his Feaft to Night,

To which he did invite me with a Kindnefs,

Greater than he was wont to exprefs.
[
Exeunt .

Re-enter Murtherers with drawn Swords.

1 Mur. Banquoy thou little think’ft what bloody Feaft

Is now preparing for thee.

2 Mur. Nor to what Si\ad^s the darknefs of this night

Shall lead thy wondring Spirit. [.Exeunt after Banquo.

[ ClaJhing of Swords is heardfrom within.

Re enter Flean purfud by one of the Murtherers.

Flean Murther, help, help, my Father's kill’d.
[
Exe. running.

SCENE opens
y
a Banquet prepar'd

*

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth Seaton, Lenox, Lords, Attendants.
Macb . You know your own Degrees, fit down.
Seat. Thanks to your Majefty.

Macb . Our fell will keep you Company,
And play the humble Hoft to entertain you:

Our Lady keeps her State; but you fhall have her welcome too.

La. Macb . Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends.

Enter firft Murtherer.

Macb. Both fides are even ; be free in Mirth, anon

We’ll drink a meafure about the Table.

There's Blood upon thy Face/ {To the Murtherer.

Mur. Tis Banquo's then.

Macb. Is he difpatch'd ?

Mur. My Lord, his Throat is cut : that I did for him.
Macb. Thou art the beft of Cut-throats;

Y et he is good that did the like for Flean*

Mur. M^ft Royal Sir he Ycap’d. Macb•
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Mach. Then comes my Fit again, I had elfe been perfed,

Firm as a Pillar founded on a Rock I

As unconfin’d as the free fpreading Air.

But now I’m check’d with fawey Doubts and Fears.

But Banquo*s fafe?

Mur. Safe in a Ditch he lies,

With twenty gaping Wounds upon his Head,'

The leafl: of which was mortal.

Mach. There the ground Serpent lies; the Worm that’s fled

Hath Nature, that in time will Venom breed.

Though at prefent it wants a Sting, to morrow,

To morrow you (hall hear further. [Exit Mfirl

La . Mach, My Royal Lord, you fpoil the Feaft,

The Sauce to Meat is Chearfulnefs.

Enter the Ghofl of Banquo, andfits in Macbeth’* place

.

Mach. Let good Digeftion wait on Appetite,

And Health on both.

Len . May it pleafe your Highnefs to fit.

Mach. Had we but here our Country’s Honour s

Were the grac’d Perfon of our Banquo prefent.

Whom we may juflly challenge for Unkindnefs.

Seat. His abfence, Sir,

Lays blame upon his promife ,* pleafe your Highnefs

To grace us with your Company?
Mach. Yes I’ll fit down. The Table’s full.

Len. Here is a Place referv’d, Sir:

Mach. Where, Sir?

Len. Here. What is’t that moves your Highnefs ?

Mach. Which of you have done this?

Lords. Done what ?

Mach. Thou can’ll not fay I did it; never fliake

Thy goary Locks at me.

Seat. Gentlemen rife, his Highnefs is not well.

La. Mach

.

Sit, worthy Friends, my Lord is often thus,

And hath been from his Youth: Pray keep your Seats,

The fit is ever fudden, if you take notice of it.

You fhall offend him, and provoke his paflion;

In a moment he’ll be well again.

Are you a Man.?

Mach . Ay, and a bold one ; that dare look on that

Which wou’d diflrad the Devil.

La. Mach. O proper fluff :

This is the very painting of our fear:

This is the Air-drawn Dagger, which you faid

Led you to Duncan. O thefe Fits and Starts,

f'Impoflors to true Fear) wou’d well become
A Woman’s flory, authoriz’d by her Grandam,’

Why do you flare thus? when all’s done

[You look but on a Chair.— Macdo
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Mach. Prethee fee there, how fay you now I

Why, what care I, if thou canft nod; fpeak too*

If Charnel -houfes and our Graves muft fend

Thofe that we bury, back; our Monuments
Shall be the maws of Kites.

La. Mach. What, quite unman'd in Folly? [The Ghofl defeends

.

Macb. If I (land here, I faw it.

La. Macb. Fye, for Shame.

Macb. Tis not the firft of Murders; Blood was Hied

E'er human Law decreed it for a Sin.

Ay, and (ince Murthers too have been committed

Too terrible for th* Ear. The times have been,

That when the Brains were out, the Man wou’d dye.

And there lye ft ill; but now they rife again,

Aadthruft us from our Seats.

La Macb . Sir, your noble Friends do lack you.

Macb. Wonder not at me, my moft worthy Friends,

I have a ftrange Infirmity; tis nothing

To thofe that know me. Give me fome Wine,

Here’s to the general Joy of all the Table,

And to our dear Friend Banquo, whom we mils,

Wou’d he were: to all, and him, we drink.

Lords . Our Dudes are to pledge it. [The Ghofl <?/Banq. riflesat hisfeet.
Macb. Let the Earth hide thee; thy Blood is cold.

Thou haft no ufe now of thy glaring Eyes.

La. Macb. Think of this, good my Lords, but as a thing
Of Cuftom ; *tis no other.

Only it fpoils the Pleafure of the time.

Macb. What Man can dare, I dare:

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian Bear,

The Arm’d Rhinocerosy or the Hireanian Tigre:

Take any ihape but that, and my firm Nerves
Shall never tremble; Or revive a while.

And dare me to the Defart with thy Sword,
If any Sinew fhrink, proclaim me then

The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible Shadow. [Ex. Ghofl.

So, now I am a Man again: pray you fit ftilf.

La. Macb. You have difturb’d the Mirth;
Broke the glad Meeting with your wild Diforder.

Macb. Can fuch things be without Aftonifliment?
You make me ftrange.

Even to the difpofition that I owe.
When now I think you can behold fuch Sights,

And keep the Natural Colour of your Cheeks,
Whilft mine grew pale with Fear.

Seat. What Sights $

La. Macb. I pray you fpeak net, he’ll grow worfe and worfe;

Qieftions

.
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Queftions enrage him: At once good night ;

Stand not upon the Order of your going.

Len . Good night, and better Health attend his Majefty.

La. Mach. A kind good night to all. [Exeunt Lords.

Macb. It will have Blood, they fay. Blood will have Blood.

Stones have been known to move, and Trees to fpeak.

Augures well read in Languages of Birds,

By Magpyes, Rooks and Dawes, have reveal’d

The fccret Murther. How goes the Night f

La. Macb. Almoft at odds with Morning, which is which.

Macb. Why did Macduff', afterafolemn Invitation,

Deny his Prefence at our Feaft?

La. Macb. Did you fend to him, Sir!

Macb. I did ; but I’ll fend again

:

There’s not one great Thane in all Scotland
,

But in his Houfel keep a Servant

:

He and Banquo mu ft embrace the fame Fate.

I will to morrow to the Weyward Sifters,

They (hall tell me more; for now I am bent to know,

By the worft Means, the worft that can befal me:
All Caufes fhall give way * I am in Blood
Stept in fo far, that fhould I wade no more,

Returning were as bad, as to go o’re.

La. Macb. You lack the feafon of all Natures, Sleep.

Macb. Well, I'll in

And reft; if fleeping I repofe can have.

When the Dead rife, and want it in the Grave. [Exeunt.

Enter Macduff and his Lady.

La. Macd. Are you refolv’d then to be gone $

Macd. I am

:

I know my Anfwer cannot but inflame

The Tyrant’s fury to pronounce my Death,

My Life will focn be blafted by his Breath.

La. Macd.. But why fo far as England nruft you fly ?

Macd. The fartheft part of Scotland is too nigh.

La. Macd. Can you leave me, your Daughter and young Son,
To peirfli by that Tempeft which you Ihun .?

When Birds of ftronger Wing are fled away.
The Rav’nous Kite do’s on the weaker prey.

Macd. He will not injure you, he cannot be
Poffeft with fuch unmanly Cruelty :

You will your Safety to your Weaknefs owe.
As Grafs efcapes the Scyth by being low.

Together we (hall be too flow to fly:

Single we may outride the Enemy.
I’ll from the Englijb King fuch Succours crave,

As (hall revenge the Dsad, and Living fave.

M
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My greater Mifery is to remove

With all the wings of hafte from what I love.

La. Macd . If co be gone feems Mifery to you,"

Good Sir, let us be miferable too.

Macd. Your Sex, which here is your fecurity,

Will by the toyls of flight your Danger be. [Enter Meffengerl

What fatal News do’s bring thee out of breath?

Mejf: Sir, Banquets kill’d.

Macd. Then I am warn’d of Death.

Farewell; our Safety, Us, a while muff fever;

La. Macd. Fly, fly, or we may bid farewell for ever.

Macd. Flying from Death, I am to Life unkind,

For leaving you, I leave my Life behind. [Exit,

La. Macd. Oh my dear Lord, I find, now thou art gone,

I am more Valiant when unfafe alone.

My Heart feels Manhood, it does Death defpife,

Yeti am ftilla Woman in my eyes.

And of my Tears thy Abfence is the caufe,

So falls the Dew when the bright Sun withdraws. [Exeunt,
Enter Lenox and Seaton.

Len

.

My former Speeches have but hit your thoughts

Which can interpret further; Only I fay

Things have been ftrangely carry’d.

Duncan was pity’d, but he firft was dead.

And the right Valiant Banquo walk’d too late:

Men muft not walk fo late: Who can want Senfe

To know how monftrous it was in Nature,

For Malcolme and Donaibain, to kill

Their Royal Father; horrid Fa<5U how did

It grieve Macbeth
, did he not ftraightl.

In pious Rage, the two Delinquents kill

That were the flaves of Drunkennefs and Sleep.

Was not that nobly done?

Seat. Ay, and wifely too :

For’twou’d have anger’d any Loyal Heart

To hear the Men deny it.

Len. So that I fay he has born all things well:

And I do think that had he Duncan s Sons

Under his power ( as may pleafe Heav’n he fhall nor)

They fliou’d find what it were to killa Father.

So fliou’d Fleam But peace; I hear Macdujfe
Deny’d his Prefence at the Feafl : For which
He lives in difgrace. Sir, can you tell

Where hebeftowes himfelf?

Seat. I hear that Malcolme lives i’th’ Englijh Court,
And is receiv’d of the moft Pious Edward,
With fuch Grace, that the Malevolences of Fortune
Take nothing from his high Refpeft; thither

Macduff is gone to beg the Holy King’s
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Kind Aid, to Wake Northumberland

And Warlike Seywardy and by the help of thefe.

To fiailh what they have fo well begun.

This Report
Do’s fo exafperate the King, that he

Prepares for fome attempt of War.
Len

.

Sent he to Macduff *

Seat. He did, his abfolute Command.
Len. Some Angel fly to th* Engliff Court, and tell

His MefTage e’er he come; that iome quick Blefling

To this affli&ed Country may arrive,

Whilft thoie that merit it are yet alive. [Exeunt.

Thundery Enter three Witches meeting Hecate,

i Witch. How, Hecatey you look angerly?

Hec. Have I not reafon, Beldams ?

Why did you all Traffick with Macbeth
’Bout Riddles and Affairs of Death,

And call’d not me? All you have done
Hath been but fora Weyward Son:

Make fome amends now
;
get you gone.

And at the Pit of Acharon

Meet me l’th* Morning : Thither he

Will come to know his Deftiny.

Dire bufinefs will be wrought e’er Noon,
For on a corner of the Moon
A drop my Spe&acles have found.

I’ll catch it e'er it come to Ground;
And that, diftill’d, fliall yet e'er night

Raife from the Center fuch a Spright,

As, by the flrength of his Illufion,

Shall draw Macbeth to his Confufion

Mujick^ and Song.

HEceatey Hecatey Hecate

l

Oh come away:
Hark, I am call’d, my little Spirit fee,

Sits in a foggy Cloud, and flays for me.
Sing within. [Machine defiends.

Come away Hecatey Hecate ! Oh come away

:

Hec. I come, I come, with all the fpeed I may,
With all the fpeed I may.
Where’s Stadling?

i Witch. Here.

Hec. Where’s Pncklel

3 Witch. Here, and Hopper too, and Helway too,

i Witch. We want but you, we want but you:
Come away, make up the Count.

Hec. I will but Noint, and then I mount,
I will but, &c^

F I Witch,



1 Witch. Here comes down one to fetch his due, a Kifs,

A Cull, a fip of Blood.

And why thou ftaift fo long, I mufe,

Since th’Air’s fo fweet and good.

2 Witch . O art thou come; What News?
All goes fair for our Delight,

Either come, or elfe refufe,

Now I’m furnifh’d for the flight.

Now I go, and now I fly,

Malktng> my fweet Spirit, and I.

$ Witch . O what a dainty Pleafure’s this,

To fail i’th* Air

While the Moon fliincs fair;

To Sing, to Toy, to Dance and Kifs,

Over Woods, high Rocks and Mountains

Over Hills, and mifty Fountains;

Over Steeples, Towers, and Turrets;

We fly by night ’mongfl: troops of Spirits.

No Ring of B 11s to our Ears founds,

No howls of Wolves, nor Yelps of Hounds;

No, nor the noife of Waters breach,

Nor Cannons Throats our Height can reach.
1

i Witch . Come let’s make hafte, ihe’il foon be back again:

a Witch. But whilft flie moves through the foggy Air,

Let’s to the Cave, and our dire Charms prepare.

A C T V. SCENE!
i Witch . '“pH RICE the brinded Cat hath mew’d.

A 2 Witch. Thrice and once the Hede-Pig whin’d*

Shutting his Eyes again# the Wind.

I
Witch. Harpier cries,

?
ti$ time, ’tis time.

1 Witch . 1 hen round about the Cauldron go,

And poifon’d Entrails throw.

This Toad, which under Mofly Stone

Has days and nights lain thirty one.

And fwelter’d Venom fleeping got,

We’l boyl in the Inchanted Pot.

All Double double, toyl and trouble

;

Fire ourn, and Cauldron bubble.

2 Witch. The Fillet of a Fenny Snake,

Of Scuttle Fifti the vojjrit black,
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The Eye of New’t, and Toe of Frog,

The Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog.

An Adder’s Fork, and blind Worm’s StingJ

A Lizzard’s Leg, and Howlet’s Wing,

Shall Hke a Hell broth boil and bubble.

sill. Double, double, &c.

5
Witch. The Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf*

A Witches Mummy, Maw and Gulf
Of Cormorant and the Sea Shark,

The root of Hemlock digg’d i’th* dark.

The Liver of blafpheming Jew,
With gall of Goats, and flips of Yew,
Pluckt when the Meon was in Eclipfe,

With a Turk's Note, and Tartar's Lips

The Finger of a ltrangl’d Babe

Born of a Ditch-deliver’d Drab,

Shall make the Greuel thick and flab.

Adding thereto a fat Dutchmans Chawdron,
For the ingredients of our Cauldron.

AIL Double, double, &c.

2 Witch. IT1 cool it with a Babboon’s Blood,

And fo the Charm is firm and good.

Enter Reccate and the other three Witches•

Hec. Oh well done, i commend your Pains,

And every one (hall fnare the Gains.

And now about the Cauldron fing,

Like Elves and Fairies in a ring.

Mufick^ and Song.

Hec. T) Lack Spirits, and white,

J3 Red Spirits and gray;

Mingle, mingle, mingle.

You that mingle may.
i Witch. Tiffin, Tiffin, keep it ftiff in,

Fire drake Puckej, make it lucky

:

Lyer Rohin
y you mud bob in.

Chor, Around, around, about, about,’

All ill come running in, all good keep out.

1 Witch. Here’s -the Blood of a Bat!

Hec. O put in that, put in that.

2 Witch. Here’s Lizards Brain,

Hec. Put in a grain.

i Witch. Here’s Juice of Toad, here’s Oyl of Adder
That will make the Charm grow madder.

2. Witch , Put in all thefe, ’twill raife the ftanch;

Hec. Nay here’s three ounces of a red-hair’d Wench.’
Chor. A round, a round

}
&c.

Fa z Witch*
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2 Witch, I, by the pricking of my Thumbs,

Know fomething Wicked this way comes:

Open Locks, whoever knocks.

Enter Macbeth.

Macb, How now, you ftcret, black and midnight Hags,

What are you doing?

AIL A Deed without a name.

Mach, l conjure you by that which you profefs,

How e’er you come to k;Ow it, ar.fwer me.

Though you let loofe the raging Winds to (hake whole Towds*

Though bladed Corn be lodg'd, and Trees blown down;

Though Caftles tumble on their Warders heads;

Tiiough Palaces and towring Piramids

Axe fwallowed up in Earth-quakes; Anfwer me*

i Witch

.

Speak.

i Wttch. Pronounce,

3
Witch. Demand.

4 Witch . I'll anfwer thee,

Mach. What Deftiny’s appointed for my Fate?

Hec. Thou double Thane and King, beware Macduff :

Avoiding him, Macbeth isfafe enough.

Mach. What e’er thou art, for thy kind Caution, Thanks,

Hec. Be bold and bloody, and Man’s Hatred (corn.

Thou (halt be harm’d by none of Womtn born.

Macb* Then live Macduff; what need I fear thy Power .

But none can be too fure, thou (halt not live,

That I may tell pale-hearted Fear it lies.

And deep in fpite of Thunder,

Hec. Be Confident, be Proud, and take no care

Who wages War, or where Confpirers are,

Macbeth (hall like a lucky Monarch Reign,

Till Birttam Wood (hall come to Dmfinain ,

Mack. Can Forefts move ? the Prophecy is good.

If I (hall never fall till the great Wood
Of Birnam rife; thou may ft prefume, Macbeth,

To live out Nature’s Leafe, and pay thy Breath

To Time and mortal Cuftom. Yec my Heart
Longs for more Knowledge: Tell me, if your Art
Extends fo fir, dull Banquo's KTue o’er

This Kingdom reign ?

AIL E quire no more.
Mach. I will not be deny’d. Ha! [CauldronJinks*

An eternal Curfe fall on you; let me know
Why fi^ks that Cauldron, and what noife is this.

i Witch. Appear, i. Appear. 3. Appear.
Wound, through his Eyes, his harden’d Heart,

Like Shadows come, and ftrait depart.

[AShadow of eight Kings, and Banquo’j Ghoji after them
, pafs by*



Macb. Thy Crown offends my fight. A fccond too like thefirft:

A third refembfes him: a fourth too like the former i

Ye filthy Hags, will they Succeed

Each other (till till Doom$-day? ^
Another yet; a feventh? I’ll fee no more:

And yet th eighth appears.

Hal the bloody Banquo fmiles upon me.

And by his finding on me, feems to fay

That they are all Succeffors of his Race.

Hec. Ay, Sir, all this is fo: but why,
Macbeth, ftand’ft thou amazedly

:

Come Sifters, let us chear his heart.

And ihew the pleafures of our Art;

I’ll charm the Air to give a Sound,

While you perform your Antick Round.

. [Mufick. The Witches Dance and Vanifh. The Cave finks,

Macb . Where are they? Gone?
Let this pernicious hour ftand

Accurs’d to all Eternity. Without there*

Enter Seaton

Seat . What’s your Grace’s Will?
Macb. Saw you the Wayward Sifters t:

Seat. No, my Lord.

Macb. Came they not by you?
Seat, By me. Sir? *

1

Macb, Infe&ed be the Earth in which they funk,

And Damn’d all thofe thtf truft ’em. Juft now
I heard the galloping of I^prfe; who was’t came by It

Seat. A M.ffenger from the Englifh Court, who
Brings word Macduff is fled to England.

Macb, Fled to England*.

Seat . Ay my Lord.

Macb Time, thou anticipat’ft all my Defigns^

Our Purpofes feldom fucceed, unlefs

Our D tds go with them.

My Thoughts lhall henceforth into A&ions rife,

The Witches made me cruel, but not wife. [Exeunt*

Enter MacdufF’j Wife and Lenox.
La, Macd. l then was frighted with the fad Alarm

Of Banquets Death, when I did counfel him
To fly; hut now, alas II much repent it.

What had he done to leave the Land? Macbeth
Did know him Innocent.

Leu. You rouft have Patience, Madam.
La Macd, He had none.

His Flight was Madnefs. When our Adions do nor,

Our Ftars oft make us Traitors.

Len, You know not whether it was his Wifdom or his Fear.

La, Macd. Wifdom? ro leave his Wife and Children in a place
1 1 : ~ r ,r J ‘ J n ->
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The moft diminutive of Birds, will with

The Ravenous Owl, fight ftoutly for her young ones,

Len. Your Husband, Madam,
Is Noble, Wife, Judicious, and beft knows

The fits o’th* Seafon. I dare not fpeak much further.

But cruel are the Times; when we are Traitors,

And do not know our felves: when we hold Rumor,
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear;

But float upon a wild and violent Sea,

Each way, and more, I take my way of you:

'T fhall not be long "but I’ll be here again.

Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upwards

To what they were before. Heav’n protect you.

La. Macd, Farewell Sir.

Enter a Woman,

Worn. Madam, a Gentleman in hafte defires

To fpeak with you.

La, Macd. A Gentleman, admit him.

Enter Seyton,

Seyton

.

Though I have not the honour to be known
To you, yet I was well acquainted with

The Lord Macduff, which brings me here to tell you
There’s danger near you, be not found here.

Fly with your little one; Heav’n preferve you,

I dare flay no longer. [ Exit Seyton.'

La. Macd, Where fhall I go, and whither fhall I fly?

I’ve done no harm; But I remember now
Pm in a vicious world, where to do harm
Is often profperous, and to do good
Accounted dangerous folly; why do I then

Make ufe of this fo womanly defence?

Pil boldly in, and dare this new Alarm:

What need they fear whom Innocence doth arm? [Exit.

SCENE II. Birnam Wood.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.
Macd, In thefe clofe Shades of Birnam Wood let us

Weep our/ad Bofoms empty.

Male, You’ll think my Fortunes defperate,

That I dare meet you here upon your Summons.
Macd You fhould now

Take Arms to ferve your Country. Each new day
New Widows mourn, new Orphans cry, and flill

Changes of forrow reach attentive Heav’n.

Male. This Tyrant, whofe foul Name blitters cur Topruts
Was once thought honeft. You have lov’d li m well.

He has not toucht you yet.

Macd. I am not treacherous

Male. But Macbeth i$.



And yet Macduffmay be what I did always think him.

Juft and good.

Macd. I’ve loft my Hopes,

Male. Perhaps even there where I did find my Doubts ;

But let not Jealoufies be your Di (honours,

But my own Safeties.

Macd. Bked, Bleed, poor Country.

Great Tyranny, lay thy Foundation fure,

Villains are fafe when good Men are fufpe&ed.

I’ll fay no more. Fare thee well young Prince,

I would not be that Traitor which thou think’ft ms
For twice Macbeth's Reward of Treachery •

Male. Be not offended :

I fpeak not as in abfolute fear of you:
I think our Country finks beneath the Yoak,

It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a Galh
Is added to her Wounds. I think withall

That many hands would in my Caufe be a&ive."

And here from gracious England have I offer

Of goodly Thoufands. But for all this.

When I fhall tread upon the Tyrant’s Head,

Or wear it on my Sword, yet my poor Country
Will fuffer under greater Tyranny
Than what it fuffers now.

Macd. It cannot be.

Male. Alas I find my Nature fo inclin’d

To Vice, that foul Macbeth, when I fhall rule,'

Will feem as white as Snow.
Macd. There cannot in all ranfackt Hell be found

A Devil equal to Macbeth.

Male. I grant him bloody, falfe, deceitful, malicious,

And participating in fome Sins too horrid to name;
But there’s no Bottom, no depths in my ill Appetite,
If fucha one be fit to govern, fpeak.

Macd. O Scotland) Scotland) when fhalt thou fee day again
Since that the trueft Iffue of thy Throne
Difclaims his Virtue, to avoid the Crown ?

Your Royal Father

Was a moft Saint-like King > the Queen that bore you,"
Oftner upon her Knees, than on her Feet,

Dy’d every day fhe liv’d. Fare thee well,

Thefe Evils thou repeat’ft upon thy felf
9

Have banifht me from Scotland. O my breaft 1

L
Thy hope ends here.

Male. Macduff^ this Noble Paftion,

Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul
Wip’d the black Scruples, reconcil’d my Thoughts
To'thy good Truth and Honour. Mwbtth



By many of thefe Trains hath fought to win me
Into his Power: and modeft Wifdona plucks me
From over-credulous bafte. But now
I put my fdf to thy Dire&ion, and

Unfpeak mine own Detraction. I abjure

The Taunts and Blames I laid upon my felf,

For Strangers to my Nature. What I am truly

Is thine, and my poor Country’s to command.
The Gracious Edward has lent us Seymour^

And ten thoufand Men. Why are you filent?

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once

Are Subje&s for my Wonder, not my Speech*

My Grief and Joy contefting in my Bofom,

I find that I can fcarce my Tongue command. i

When two Streams meet the Water’s at a ftand.

Male. Affiftance granted by that pious 'King

Muft be fuccefsful* he who by his touch

Can cure our Bodies of a foul Difeafe,

Can by juft Force fubduea Traitor’s Mind*
Power fupernatural is unconfin’d.

Macd. If his Compaffion does on Men Difeas’d

EffeCf fuch Cures; what Wonders will he do.

When to Compaffion he adds Juftice too?

Enter Macbeth and Seaton.

Macb. Seaton,

,

go bid the Army march.

Seat. The pofture of A ffairs requires your Prefence.

Macb. But the Indifpofition of my Wife
Detains me here.

Seat. Th 5 Enemy is upon our Borders, Scotland's in danger.

Mach. So is my Wife, and I am doubly fo*

I am fick in her® and my Kingdom too,

Seaton.

Seat. Sir

Macb. The Spur of my Ambition prompts me to go
And make my Kingdom fafe; but Love, which foftensme
To pity her in her diftrefs, curbs my Refolves.

Seat. He’s ftrsngdy diforder’d

Alacb. Yet why ffiould Love, fince confin’d, defire

To conrroul Ambition, for whofe fpreading hopes
The World’s too narrow: It (hall not. Great Fires

Put out the Lefs. Seaton
,
go bid my Grooms

Make ready* I’ll not delay my going.

Seat. I go.

Macb. Stay Seaton

,

(lay, Companion calls me back.
Seaton. He looks and moves .diforderly,

Macb. I’ll not go yet. ' J Enter a Servant wh,
Scat. Well Sir. [wbifpcrs Macbeth
Macb. Is the Queen affeep?
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Seat. What makes 'em whifper, and his Countenance change?

Prenap? fome new Defign has had ill Succefs.

Mach. Seaton> go fee what pofture our Affairs are in.

Seat. I ftiall, and give you notice, Sir, \Exit Seat, ]

Enter Lad

y

Macbeth
M\cb. How does my Gentle Love ?

La. Mach. Duncan is dead.

Much. Ho words of that.

La. Macb

.

And yet to me he lives.

His fatal G.aoft is now my Shadow, and purfues me
Where-e’erl go.

Macb. It cannot be, my Dear,

Your Fears have misinform’d your Eyes.

La. Macb. See there; Believe your own.

Why do you follow me? I did not do it.

Macd. Methinks there’s nothing.

La. Macb. If you have Valour force him hence.

Hold, hold, he’s gone. Now you look ftrangely.

Macb. ’Tis the ftrange Error of your Eyes.

La. Macb. But the ftrange Error of my Eyes
Proceeds from the ftrange Action of your Hands.

DiftraChon does by fits poffefs my Head,

Becaufea Crown unjuftly covers it.

I fland fo high that I am giddy grown.

A Mift does cover me, as Clouds the tops

Of Hills. Let us get down apace.

Macb. If by your high Afcent you giddy grow,

*Tis when you caft your Eyes on things belo w.
La. Macb. You may in Peace refign the ill-gain’d Crown,

Why fhould you labour ftill to be unjuft?

There has been too much Blood already fpilt.'

Make not the Subjects Victims to your Guilt.

Macb. Can. you think that a Crime, which you did once

Provoke me to commit? had not your Breath

Blown my Ambition up into a Flame,

Duncan had yet been living.

La. Macb. You were a Man,
And by the Charter of your Sex you fhou’d __

Have govern’d me; th .re was more Crime in you
When you obey’d my Counsels, than I contracted

By my giving it. Refign your Kingdom now.
And with your Crown put off your Guilt.

Macb. Refign the Crown, and with it both our Lives^

I muft have better Counsellors.

La. Macb. What, your Witches?
Curfe on your Meffengers of Hell. Their Breath

G Infefted



42 MACBETH
Infe&ed firft my Breaft : See me no more.

As King your Crown fits heavy on your Head,
But heavier on my Heart: I have had too much
Of Kings already. See the Ghoft again. [Ghofi appears#

Mach Now ihe relapfes.

La . Mach Speak to him, if thou canft.

Thou iook*ft on me, and Ihew’ft thy wounded Breafl.

Shew it the Murderer.

Mach. Within there, Ho. {Enter Women,
La, Macb. Ami ta’ne Prifoner? then the Battel’s loft;

' * [Exit Lady Macbeth led out by Women,
Macb, She does from Duncans Death to ficknefs grieve.

And (hall from Malcoms Death her Health receive.

When by a Viper bitten, nothing’s good
To cure the Venom but a Viper’s Blood.

Enter Malcom, Macduff; and Lenox Meeting them.

Mud, See who comes here!

Male . My Country-man; but yeti know him not.

Macd, My ever Gentle Coufin ! Welcome.
Male . I know him now.

Kind Heav’n remove the Means that makes us Strangers.

Len, Amen.
Macd . What Looks does Scotland bear?

Len, Alas poor Country, almoft afraid to know it felf.

It can’t bewail’d our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing,

But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile?

Where Sighs, and Groans, and Shrieks that rend the Air,

Are made, not mark’d, where violent Sorrow feems

A modern Extafie: there Bells

Are always ringing, and no Man asks for whom;
There good Mens Lives expire e’er they ficken.

Macd. Oh Relation! too nice, and yet too true.

Male, What's the neweft Grief?

Len, That of an hour’s age is out of date,.

Each Minute brings a new one.

Macd. How does my Wife? • *

Len. Why well.

Macd, And all my Children ?

Len . Well too.

Macd. The Tyrant has not quarrell’d at their peace

Len. No, they were well at Peace when I left ’em.

Macd . Be not fo (paring of your Speech. How goes’t?

Len. When I came hither to tranfport the tidings,

Which! have heavily born, there ran a rumour
Of many Worthy Men that rofe into a head,

Which
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Which was to my Belief witnefs the rather.

For that I faw the Tyrant’s Power afoot.
J

»

Now is the time of help; your Eye in Scotland

Would create Soldiers, and make Women fight.

Male* Be’t their -Comfort,

We are coming thither : Gracious England hath

Lent us good Seymour^ and ten thoufand Men.
Len. Wou’d 1 cou'd anfwcr this Comfort with the like;

But I have words,

That fhould be utter’d in the defart Air,

Where no Man’s Ear fliould hear ’em.

Macd. What concern they? the general caufe,

Or is’ta Grief due to fome fingle breaft?

Len* Alh honed Minds muft ftiare in’t;

But the main part pertains to you.

Macd* If it be mine, keep it not from me.

Len

*

Let not your Ears condemn my Tongue forever.

When they ftiall poflefs them with the heavieft Sound

That ever yet they heard,

Macd. At once I guefs, yet am afraid to know.

Len. Your Caftle isfurpriz’d, your Wife and Children

Savagely Murder’d.* to relate the Manner,

Were to increafe the Butchery of them,

By adding to their fall the Death of You.
Male. Merciful Heaven! Noble Macduff'

Give Sorrow words; the Grief that does not fpeak,

Whifpers the o’er-charg’d Heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My Children too ?

Len. Your Wife, and both your Children.

Macd. And I not with them dead ? Both, both my Children
Did you fay; my Two?

Len. I have faid. ,

Macd. Be comforted;

Let’s make us Cordials of our great Revenges,

To cure this deadly Grief.

Macd. He has no Children, nor can he feel

A Father’s Grief: Did you fay all my Children?

Oh hellifh ravenous Kite! all three at onefwoopj
Male. Difpute it like a Man.
Macd. I (hall.

But I muft firft too feel it as a Man.
I cannot but remember fuch things were.

And were moft precious to me : Did Heav’n look on.

And would not take their part? Sinful Micduffy
They were all ftruefe for thee; for thee they fell:

Not for their own Offences; but for thine.

G * Mali,
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Male. Let this give Edges to our Swords; let your Tears

Become Oyl to our kindled Rage.

Macd. Oh I could play the Woman with my Eyes,

And brag on’t with my Tongue; kind Heav’n, bring this ^
Dire Friend of Scotland, and my felf face to face,

And let him within the reach of my keen Sword;

And if he'outlives that hour, may Heav’n, forgive

His Sins; and punifh me for his efcape.

Male

.

Let's haften to the Army, fince Macbeth

Is ripe for fall.

Macd. Heav’n give our quarrel but as good Succefs

As it hath Juftice in’t: Kind Powers above

Grant Peace to us, whilft we take his away

;

The Night is long that never finds a Day. [Exeunt

i

ACT V. SCENE!
Enter Seaton, and a Lady

.

Lady.T Have feen her rife from her Bed, throw
-IHer Night-Gown on her, unlock her Clofct,

Take forth Paper, fold it, write upon’t, read it,

Afterwards Seal it, and again return to Bed,
Yet all this while in a moft faft fleep.

Seat. *Tis ftrange fhe fhould receive the Benefit

Of Sleep, and do the Effeds of waking.

Jn this diforder what at any time have

You heard her fay *

Lady

.

That, Sir, which I will not report of her."

Seat. You may to me; and *tis moft meet you ftiou’d.

Lady. Neither to you, nor any one living

;

Having no witnefs to confirm my Speech.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Sea* here ihe comes: Obferve her, and ftand clofe.

Seat. You fee her Eyes are open.

La. Ay, but her Senfe is fhut.

Seat. What is‘t fhe does now? look how fhe rubs her Hands
Lady. It is an accuftom’d adion with her to feem

Thus wa filing her Hands, I have known
Her continue in this a quarter of an hour.

La. Macb. Yet out, out, here’s a Spot.

Seat. Heark, the fpeaks.

La. Macb. Our, Gut, out I fay. One, two: Nay then

'Tis time to do’fciFy my Lord, fy, a Soldier,

And
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And affraid Wlnt need we fear who knows it?

There’s none dares call our Power to account:

Yet who would have thought the old Man had

So much Blood in him.

Seat. Do you mark that ?

La. Macl. Macduff had once a Wife; where is fhe now ?

Will thefe Hands ne‘er be clean ? Fy my Lord,

You fpoil all with this flatting: Yet here’s

A fmell of Blood; not all the Perfumes of Arabia

Will fweeten this little Hand. Oh, Oh, Oh.

SCENE IL

[Exit.

Enter Donalbain and Flean, met by Lenox.

Len. Is not that Donalbain, and young Flean
, Banquo's Son.

Don

.

Who is this my worthy Friend?

Len. I by your Prefence feel my hopes full blown,,

Which hitherto have been but in the Bud.

What happy gale has brought you here to fee.

Your Father’s Death reveng'd ?

Don. Hearing of Aid fent by the English King,

To check the Tyrant’s Infolence;I am come
From Ireland :

Flean. And I from France; we are but newly met.

Don

.

Where’s my Brother?

Len

.

He and the good Macduff are with the Army
Behind the Wood.

Den. What do’s the Tyrant now?
Len . He ftrongly Fortifies in Dunffnane

;

Some fay he is Mad, others., who Love him Iefs,

Call it a Valiant Fury; but whatever

The matter is, there is a Civil War
Wi hin his Bofom; and, he finds his Crown
Sit loofe about him : His Power grows lefs.

His Fear grows greater (till.

Don. Let’s hafte and meet my Brother,

My Intereft is grafted into his,

And cannot grow without it.

Len. So may you both out-grow unlucky Chance,
And may the Tyrant’s Fall that Groath advance.

[Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Enter Macbeth, Seaton, and Attendants'.

Macb. Bring me n nore Reports: Let’em flie alL

Till Byrnam Wood remove to Dunjinam
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I cannot fear. What’s the Boy Malcoml What
Are all the Englijhl Are they not of Women
Born? And c all i'uchl am Invincible.

Then Hie fa\kThanes%

By your Revolt you have inflam’d my Rage,

And now have borrowed Englijb Blood to quench it.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Now Friend, what means thy change of Countenance?

Mejf. There are Ten Thoufand, Sir.

Macb. What, Ghofts?

Mejjl No, Armed men.

Macb. But fuch as fliall be Ghofts e’er it be Night

Ait thou turn’d Coward too, fincel made thee Captain:

Go Blufh away thy Palenefs, I am fure

Thy Hands are of another Colour,* thou haft Hands
Of Blood, but Looks of Milk.

Mejf. The Englijb Force, fo pleafe you—
Macb. Take thy Face hence. 3

He has Infe&ed me with Fear.*

I am fure to die by none of Wo man born,

And yet the EngliJJj Drums beat an Alarm,
As fatal to my Life as are the Crokes
Of Ravens, when they Flutter about the Windows
Of departing Men.

My Hopes are great, and yet methinksl fear

:

My Subjects cry out Curfes on my Name,
Which like a North-wind feem to blaft my Hopes.

Seat. That Wind is a contagious Vapour exhal’d from Blood,

Enter Second Mejfenger.

What News more?

2 MejJ. All’s confirm’d, my Leige, that was Reported.

Macb. And my Refolves, in fpite of Fate, fhall be as firmly.

Send out more Horfe; and fcour the Country round.

How do’s my Wife ?

Seat . Not fo fick, my Lord, as fl\e is troubled

With difturbing Fancies, that keep her from her Reft.

Macb, And!, methinks, am fick of her Difeafe:

Seaton fend out; Captain, the Thanes flie from thee:

Wou’d (he were well, I’d quickly win the Field.

Stay Seaton , ftay. I’ll bear you company.

The Englijb cannot long maintain the Fight;

They come not here to Kill, but to be Slain;

Send out our Scouts.

Seat. Sir, I am gone.

AJide\ Not to Obey your Orders, but the Call of Juftice.

I’ll to the Enelifij Train, whofe Hopes are built

Uf©9
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[Exit.

M Si L B E '1 n.
Upon their Caufe, and not on Witches Frophefies.

Mach, Poor Thanes, you vainly hope for Vi&ory

:

You'll find Macbeth Invincible; or if ^

He can be O’recome, it mud be then

By Birnam Oaks, and not by Englijh Men# \Exin

SCENE IV.

Enter Malcom, Donalbain, Seymour, Macduff, Lenox,

Flean, and Soldiers .

Male . The Sun (hall fee us drain the Tyrant’s Blood,

And dry up Scotland's Tears: How much we are

Oblig'd to England, which like a kind Neighbour

Lifts us up,* when we were Fall’n below

Our own Recovery.

Seym . What Wood is this before us?

Male. The Wood of Birnam .

Seym. Let every Soldier hew him down a Bough,

And bear't before him : by that we may
Keep the Number of our Force undifeover'd

By the Enemy#
Male. It (hall be done. We Learn no more than that

The Confident Tyrant keeps ftill in Dmjinane,

And will endure a Seige.

He is of late grown Confcious of his Guilt,

Which makes him make that City his Place of Refuge#

Macd . He’ll find even there but little Safety;

His very Subjects will againft him rife.

So Travellers fly to an Aged Barn

For Shelter from the Rain; when the next Shock’

Of Wind throws down that Roof upon their Heads,"

From which they hop’d for Succour.

Len. The wretched Kernes, which now like Boughs are ty’d

To forc’d Obedience, will, when our Swords
Have cut thofe Bonds, ftart from Obedience.

Male. May the Event make good our Guefs

Macd. It maft, unlefs our Refolutions fail;

They’ll kindle, Sir, their juft Revenge at ours:

Which double Flame will Singe the Wings of all

The Tyrant's hopes; depriv’d of thofe Supports,

He’ll quickly Fall.

Seym . Let's all retire to our Commnads; our Breath

Spent in Difcourfe does but defer his Death,
And but delays our Vengeance.

Macd . Come let’s go;

The fwifteft hafte is for Revenge too flowi [
Exeunt•
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Enter Macbeth, and Soldiers.

Mach. Hangout our Banners proudly o'er the Wall,

The Cry is dill, they come: Ot; Cattle's drengch

Will laugh a Siege to Scorn: Here let them lie

Tili Famine eat them up: Had Seaton A ill

Been ours, and others who now increale the Number
Of our Emmies, we might have met ’em

Face to Face.
|
\Notfi within*

What Node is that?

Ser. It Teems the Cry of Women.
j

Macb. I have almod forgot the Tafte of Fears,

The time has been that Dangers have been my Familiars.

Wnerefore was that Cry ?

Ser. Great Sir, the Queen is Dead.

Mach. Shelhould have Dy’d hereafter,

I brought Her here, to fee my Vi&imes, not to Diet.

To Morrow, to Morrow, and to Moirow,
Creeps in a dealing pace from Day to Day.
To the laft Minute of Recorded Time

:

And all our Yefterdays have lighted Fools

To their Eternal Homes: Out, our, that Candle*

Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poor Player i

That dims and frets his Hour upon the Stage,

And then is heard no more. It is a Tale

Told by an Ideot, full of Sound and Fury
Signifying nothing.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Thou corned to ufe thy Tongue: Thy Story quickly.

Alejf. Let my Eyes fpeak what they have feen,

For my Tongue cannot.

Mach. Thy Eyes fpeak Terror, let thy Tongue expound
Their Language, or be for ever dumb.

Mejf. As l did dand my Watch upon the Hill,

I look'd towards Birnam
9
and anon nuthoughts

The Wood began to move:
Mach. Lyar and Slave.

Mejf. Let me endure your Wrath if't be not fo:

Within this three Mile may you fee it coming,

I fay, a moving Grove.

Mach. If thou fpeak’d falfe, I'll fend thy Soul

To th’ other World to meet with moving Woods
And walking Foreds;

There to poflefs what it but dreamt of here.

If thy Speech be true, I care not if thou do'ft

The fame for me. I now begin

To doubt th' Equivocation of the Fiends;

They bid me not to fear ’till Birnam Wood
Should
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Should come to Dunfinane : And now a Wood
Is on its March this way; Arm, Arm.

Since thus a Wood do’s in a March appear.

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here:

MethinksI now grow weary of the Sun,

And wi/h the World’s great GJafs of Life were run* [Exeunt'.

SCENE VI.

Enter Malcome, Seymour, Macduff, Lenox, Flean, Seaton* Donalbain,

and their Army with Boughs*

Male. Here we are near enough; throw down
Your Leafie Skreens,

And fliew like thofe you are. You, worthy Uncle,

Shall with my Brother and the Noble Lemx>
March in the Van; whilft Valiant Seymour

And my felf make up the Grofs of the Army,
And follow you with fpeed.

Sey . Fare well ; the Monfter has forfook his Hold, and comes i

To offer Battel.

Macd. Let him come on; his Title now
Sits loofe about him, like a Giant’s Robe
Upon a Dwarfifli Thief.

Enter Macbeth*

Mach. *Tis too Ignoble, and too bale to fliej

Who’s he that is not of a Woman Born?

For fuch a one I am to fear, or none.

Enter Lenox.

Len. Kind Heav’n, I thank thee. Have I found thee here?

Oh Scotland l Scotland I mayft thou owe thy juft

Revenge to this iharp Sword, or this bleft Minute.

Mach, Retire, fond Man, I wou’d not Kill thee.

Why ftiould Faulcons prey on Flies?

It is below Macheth to fight with Men.'

Len. But not to murder Women.
Mach . Lenox,

l

pity thee, thy Arm’s too weak.

1

Len. This Arm has hitherto found good Succefs

On your Minifters of Blood, who murder'd

Macduff*s Lady, and brave Banguis

:

Arc thou lefs Mortal than they were / Or more
Exempt from Punifhment, becaufe thou moft
Deferv’ft it? Have at thy Life.

Mach. Since then thou art in Love with Death, I will

Youchfafe it thee* [They fight) Lenox falls.

H Thqg
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—

Thou art of Woman Born, I’m fure. [Exit Macb.

Lch

.

Oh my dear Country, pardon me, chat I

Do, in a Caufe fo greac, fo quickly Die. [Dies,

Enter Macduff.

Macd. This way the Noife is :Tyranr, fhew thy Face.

If thou be'ft Slain, and by no Hand of mine,

My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt ms for’e.

I cannot ftrike

At wretched Slaves, who fell their Lives for Pay

No, my Revenge (hall feek a nobler Prey.

Through all the Paths of Death, I’ll fearch him out;

Let me but find him, Fortune .
[Exit.

Enter Malcolm, and Seymour.

Sej. This way, Great Sir, the Tyrant's People Fight

With Fear, as great as is his Guilt.

Male. See who Lies here; the Noble Lenox (lain*

What Storm has brought this Blood over our

Rifing Hopes ?

Sey. Reftrain your Paffion, Sir, let's to our Men.
Thofe who in Noble Caufes fall, deferve

Our Pity, not our Sorrow.

I'll bid fome Body bear the Body further hence. [Exeunt.

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. Why (hould I play the Roman Fool, and fall,

On my own Sword, while I have living Foes

To Conquer? my Wounds fhew better upon them.

Enter Macduff.

Macd. T urn Hell-Hound, turn.

Macb. Of all Men elfe, I have avoided thee;

But get thee back, my Soul is too mueh clog'd

With Blood of thine already.

Macd. I’ll have no Words, thy Villanies are worfe

Then ever yet were punifht with a Curfe.

Macb. Thou may 'ft as well attempt to wound the Air,

As me; my Deftiny’s referv’d for fome Immortal Power,
And I muft fall by Miracle ; I cannot Bleed.

Macd. Have thy black Deeds then turn'd thee to a Devil ?

Macb. Thou wouldft but (hare the Fate of Lenox.

Macb. Is Lenox (lain ? and by a Hand that would Damn all it kills*

But that their Caufe preferves 'em.

Macb. I have a Prophecy fecures my Life.

Macd. I have another, which tells me I (hall have his Blood

Who firft (hed mine.

Macb. None of Woman Born can fpill my Blood.

Macd. Then let the Devils tell thee, Macduff
Was from his Mother's Womb untimely Ript.

Macb.



Macb. Ciirft be that TongudLthat tells me To,

Ard double Damn’d be they, who with a double Senfe

Make Promifes to our Ears, and break at lift

That Promife to our Sight: I will not Fight with thee.

Macd. Then yidd thy felfa Pifoner, to be led about

The W rid, and gaz’d on as a Monfter, a Monfter

More Deform’d then ever Ambition fram’d,

Or Tyranny could fhape.

Mach. 1 fcorn to yield. I will, in fpite of Enchantment,

Fight with thee* Though Birnam Wood be come

To Dunjinane.

And thou art of no Woman Born, I’ll try,

If by a Man it be thy Fate to Die.

[They Fight, Macbeth falls* The] Jhcut within*

Macd. This for my Royal Matter Duncan,

This for my deareft Friend my Wife,

This for thofe Pledges of our Loves, my Children,

Hark, I hear a Noife; fure there are more [_Shout within*

Referves to Conquer.

I’ll, as a Trophy, bear away his Sword,

To witnefs my Revenge. [Exit]Macduff,

Macb. Farewell vain World, and what’s moft vain in it, Ambition.

[ Dies*

Enter Malcolm, Seymour, Donalbain, Flean, Seaton, and Soldiers

Male. I with Macduff were fa fe arriv’d,! am
In doubt for him; for Lenox

,
Fm in grief.

Seym, Confider Lenox
, Sir, is nobly flain

:

They who in Noble Caufes fall, deferve

Our Pity, not our Sorrow. Look where the Tyrant is.

Seat. The Witches, Sir, with all the Power of Hell,

Could not preferve him from the Hand of Heav’n.

Enter Macduff, with Macbeth’* Sword.

Macd. Long live Malcolm , Kmg of Scotland
,

fo you are;

And though I fhould not Boaft, that one

Whom Guilt might eafily weigh down, fell

By my Hind; here I prefent you with

The Tyrant’s Sword, to (hew that Heav’n appointed

Me to take Revenge for you, and all

That Suffered by his Power.

Male . Macduff

\

we have more Ancient Records
Than this, of your Succehful Courage.

Macd. Now Scotland, thou fhalt fee bright Days again.

That Cloud’s remov’d "hat did Eclipfe thy Sun,

And Rain down Blood upon thee. As your Arms
Did all contribute to this Vi&ory;
So let your Voices all concur, to give

One joyful Acclamation.

Long live Malcolm, King of Scotland.

* :



Before wc Reckon with your feveral Loves,

And make us even with you : Thanes and Kinfmen,

Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scetland

Saw Honour’d with that Title: And may they ftill Flourilh

On your Families ; though, like the Laurels

You have won to Day, they Spring from a Field of Blood*

Drag his Body hence, and let it hang upon

A Pinacle in T>mjinmey to ihew

To ihew to future Ages what to thofe is due*

Who others Right, by Lawlefs Power, purfue.

Macd* So may kind Fortune Crown your Reign with Peace

As it hath Crown’d your Armies with Succefs?

And may the Peoples Prayers ftill wait on you*

As all their Curfes did Macbeth purfue?

His Vice ftall make your Virtue lhine more Bright*

As $ Fair Day fu^ceeds % Stormy Night?

»
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