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The Argument.

Duncan, King of the Scots, had two frincipalmn^ whom he imployed in

all matters of importasce^ Macbeth and Banquo, thefe two travelling

together thro* a Forefl^ were met by three Fayry Witches (Weirds the

Scots call them) whereof thefirjt making obeyfance unto Macbeth, fainted him,

Thane (a Title unto which that of Earl afterwardsfacceeded) of Glamis, tht

fecond Thanc 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 indeedJhouldnot be a Ktngy but out

of his Loins fhouldcome a '^ce ofKings that fhouldfor ever rule the Scots, j^nd

having thw faid^ they allJuddenly vanijhed. Vpon their Arrival to the Courty

Macbeth was immediately created Thane of Glamis and not long after^ fom$

new Service of his requiring new Recomfencejoe was honoured with Tttle of Thane

of Cawdor. Seeing then how happily the Prediction of the three Weirds fell

out in theformer^ he refolved not to he wanting to himfelf in fulfilling the third ;

and therefore firfl he killed the King^ and after by reafon of his Command among

the Soldiers and Common PeopUy he fucceeded in his Throne, 'Beingfcarte warm
in his Seaty he called to mind the Predition given to his Companion Banquo
Whom hereupon fufpe^ing as his Supplanter , he caufed to be killed , together

with his Pofterity : Flean one of his Sons efcaped only with no fmall difficulty into

Wales. Freed as he thought from all fear of Banquo and his Iffucy he buiU

Dunfinan Caftle, and made it his ordinary Seat : And afterwards onfame new
Fearsy confulted with certain of his Wiz^ards about his future eH^atey was told by

one of them that he flwuld never be overcomey till Birnam Wood (beingfome miles

diftant) came to Dunfinan Caflle\ and by another that hefhould never be flain by

any Man which was born ofa Woman, Secure then as he thought from allfuture

dangerSy he omitted no kind of Libidinous Cruelty for the [pace of iS Tears
y for

jo long he tyranniz^ed over Scotland, But having thtn made Hp the meafure of
his Iniquities y MacdufTthe Governour ofS'xk aff^ciating to himfelffome few Pa'^

triots (andbeing ajftfted with ten thoufand EnglifhJ equally hated by the Tyrant^

and abhorring the Tyranny y met in Birnam Woody and taking every one of them a

Bough in his hand (the better to k^ep them from difcovery ;) marching early in the

morning towards Dunfinan Cafile^which they took^by Scalado ^ Macbeth efcapin^

was purfued by Macduff, who having overtaken him^ urged him to the Combat^ to

whom the Tyrant half infcorn returned this anfwer : That he did in vain attemff
to kill himy It being his ^Defliny never to beflain by any that was born .of Woman.
Now then^f^itd MacdufT, is thy fatal end dra\vi?Jgjaft upon thcey for J was never
born of Woman y but violently cut out of my Mothers Belly : Which words fo damt-
edthe cruel Tyrant

y though otherwife a valiant Man and ofgreat Performances^
that he was very eafly flain j and Malcolm Conm^r, the trUt Htiry fedtedj^n
his Throne, t ^ .
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The Perfons Names.

J{i7ig of Scotland,

Malcolm his Son, frince of

Gumberlandj

Donalbain,

Lenox

,

Rofs,

Angus,

Macbeth,

Banquo,

Macduff,

Montethj

Cathnes,

Seymor and his San-^

Seyton,

Dodor,
Flean Son to Banquo,'

^orter^ Old Majv^' two Murderers^

MacbethV Wife^.

Macduff m/e,

Her Son^

Waiting Gentlewomofiy

§hoft 0/ Banquo,

Hecate,

^hree Witches^

Siryants and Attendants^.

Mr. Lee.

Mr. Norris.

Mr. Cademan.

Mr. Medbourn*.

Mr. Batterton.

Mr. Smith.

Mr. Harris.

Mrs. Batterton*

Mrs. Long.
«

Mr* Sanford.

ACT



The Tragedy 0/ MACB E T H. i

_——_ — .

ACT I. SCENE 1.

Thunder and Lightning.

Enter three Witches.

I WitcL X 7f ?Hen (hall we three meet again,W Thunder, Lightning, and in Rain ^

2. When the Hurly- burly *s done,

When the Battlers loft and won.

3. And that will be ere fct of Sun.

1. Where's the place?

2. Upon the Heath.

3. There we refolve to meet Macbeth, . .[^Ajhrkhjikf an OvpL

I. I come Gray Malign.

AU. Paddock^d!i\% \

To us fair Weather's foul, and foul is fair

!

Gome hover through the^foggy, filthy Air-— [^Ex- fl)ifjg^

Enter King^ Malcolm, Donalbain Lenox, with Attendants

Meeting Seyton wounded.

King. What aged man is that ? if vve may gueG
His Meffage by his looks, he can relate the

,

Iffue of the Battle !

Male. This is the Valiant Sejton y

Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought ^

To fave my liberty. Hail, Worthy Friend,

Inform the King in what condition you §
Did leave the Battle ?

Sexton. It was doubtful 3

As two fpent fwimmers, who together cling

And choak their Art : the mercilcG Macdonald

(Worthy to be a Rebel, to which end 4
The multiplying Villanies of Nature
Swarm'd thick upon him) fcom the Weftern Ifles

:

With



^ 77;e Tragedy of MACBETH.
With Kernes and Gallow-glafles was fupply'd.

Whom Fortune with her Smiles oblig d a whiles

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

:

And cut his paflage to the Rebel's Perfon

:

Then having Conquer d him with fingle Force,

He fixt his Head upon our Battlements.

Kifig, O valiant Coufin ! Worthy Gentleman

!

SeyfoTt. But then this Day- break of our Viflory

Serv'd but to light us into other Dangers

That fpring from whence our hopes did feem to rife j

ProducM our Hazard : for no fooncr had

The Juftice of your Caufe, Sir, (armM with Valour,)

Compeird thefe nimble Kernes to truft their Heels 5

But the Normyan Lord, (having expeded
This opportunity) with new Supplies

Began a frefh Affault. t

Kwg. Difmaid not this our Generals, Macbeth

And Banquo?
Seyton. Yes^ a« Sparrows Eagles, or as Hares do Lions

}

As Flames are heightened by accefs of Fuel,

So did their Valours gather ftrength, by having

Frefti Foes, on whom to exercife their Swords:

Whofe Thunder ftill did drawn the dying Groans

Of thofe they flew, which elfe had been (b great,

They'd frighted all the reft into Retreat.

My Spirits faint : I would relate the Wounds
Which their Swords made 3 but my ownfilence me.

Kifjg. So well thy Wounds become thee as thy Words

:

They're full of Honour both : Go, get him Surgeons

—

\Ex. Cap. and AtUndants.

Ent€r Macduff.

4iut, who comes there ?

Ma!c. Noble Macduff.

Lefjox, What hafte looks through his Eyes

!

Dc^f^al. So ftiould he look who comes to fpeak things ftrange.

Macd. Long live the King ! -

^

Kt/;g. Whence com'ft thou, worthy Thane .<?

Macd. From Fife, Great King 5 where the Norweyan Banners

Darkned the Airj and fann'd our People cold;

Nor-
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Norvpay himfelf with infinite Supplies,

(Affifted by that moft difloyal Thane

Of Cavpdor) long maintain d a difmal ConflitS,

Till brave Macbeth oppos'd his bloudy Rage,

And check'd his haughty Spirits, after which

His Army fled : Thu^ (hallow ftreams may flow

Forward with violence a while , but when
They are oppos'd, as faft run back agen.

In brief, the Viftory was ours.

Kitig, Great Happinefs!

Jldalc. And now the Norway King craves Compofition. r

We would not grant the Burial of his Men,
Until at Colems'hch he had disbursed

Great heaps of Treafure to our General's ufe.

K-ing, No more that Thane of Cawdor flaall deceive

Our Confidences pronounce his prefent Death 5

And with his former Title greet Macbeth.

He has deferv'd it.

Macd. Sir! I'll fee it done.

K.ing}Nh2X he hath loft,Noble Macbeth has won— [Exeuttt*

Thunder and Lightning.

Enter three Witches flying.

1. Witch. Where haft thou been, Sifter ?

2. Killing Swine.

3. Sifter 5 Where thou?

1. A Sailor's Wife had Chefnuts in her Lap^

And mounch'd,and mounch'd,and roounch*d 5 give roe, quoth
Anoint thee. Witch, the Rump- fed Ronyon cry'd,

Her Husband's to the Baltick^ gone, Mafter o'th* Tygre,

But in a Sieve I'll thither fail.

And hke a Rat without a Tail,

ril do, ril do, and I will do.

2. I'll give thee a Wind.
I. Thou art kind.

3. And I another.

I. I 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 5

Sleep ftiall neither night nor day



4 The Tragedy of MACBETH.
Hang upon his Pent-houfe Lid 5

My Charms (ball his Repofe forbid.

Weary- fen nights nine times nine,

Shall he dwindle, wafte, and pine.

Though his Bark cannot be loft,

Yet (hall be Tempeft-toft.

Look what I have.

a. Shew me, (hew me
I. Here I have a Pilot's Thumb

Wrack'd as homeward he did come ! £W Drym vrithw.

3. A Drum, a Drum:
Macbeth doe« come.

1. The weyward Sifters hand ia hand^

Pofters of the Sea and Land
Thus do go about, about

Thrice to thine,

2. And thrice to mine^

3. And thrice agen to make up nine.

2. Peace, the Charm's wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo with Attendants.

Mack Command, they make a Halt upon the Heath,——
So fair and foul a day V have not feen

!

Banq. How far is't now to Serfs / what are thefe

So wither d, and fo wild in their Attire?

That look not like the Earths 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 5 you Ihou'd be Women,
And yet your Looks forbid me to interpret

So well of you.
"

Macb, Speak, if you can, what are you ?

1. Witch. All hail, Macbeth^ Hail to thee Thane of Glamk 5

2. All hail, Macbeth^ Hail to thee Thane of Cavpdor.

9. All hail, Macbeth^ who Qiall be King hereafter.

Banq. Good Sir, what makes you ftart ? and feem to dread

Events which found fo fair Tth* Name of Truth
Are you fantaftical ? or that indeed

Which outwardly you Ihew ? My noble Partner,

Ton
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5

You greet with prefent Grace,

And ftrange predidiion

Of Noble Fortune, and of Royal Hope 5

With which he feems furpriz'd : 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 me 5 who neither beg your favour,

Nor fear your hate.--

—

1. Hail!

2. Hail!

3. Hail

!

1. Leffer than Mir^e^A and greater.

2. Not fo happy, yet much happier.

5. Thou (halt get Kings, thou (halt ne re be one.

So all hail Macbeth and Bunqito

I. Banquo znA Macbeth^ all Hail. [Exeunt.
Macbeth. Stay ! you imperfeft Speakers ! tell me more 5

By Sineh death I know I am Thane of Glamis ?

But how o(Cawdor^ whilft that Thane yet lives ?-

And, for your promife, that I (hall be King,

Tis not within the profpeft of belief,

No morv^ than to be Cawdor : fay from whence
You have this ftrange Intelligence , or why
Upon this blafted Heath you ftop our way
With fuch prophetickgreeting ? Speak,, I charge you.

[Witches vanijh.

Ha ! gone I

Banq, The Earth has Bubbles like the Water *

And thefe are fome of them.* how foon they are vanifh'd

!

Mack"-T\\ areturn'd to Air 3 what feem'd Corporeal

Is melted into nothing 5 would they had (laid.

Banq, Were fuch things here as we difcours'd of now ?

Or have we taftedfomeinfeftioui Herb
That captivates our Keafon ?

Macb. Your Children (hall be Kings.

Banq, You (hall be King.

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

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

Enter MadcufF.

Macd. Macbeth the King has happily received

. B The



The Tragedy of MACBETH.
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 (hall exceed : when he reviews your worthy

He finds you in the ftout Norweja^ Ydinks^

Not ftarting at the Images of Death
Made by your felf : each Meffenger which came^

Being loaden with the praifes of your Valour,

Seemed proud to fpeak your Glories to the King >

Who for an earneft of a greater Honour,
Bad me, from him, to call you Thafte of Cawdor :

In which Addition, Hail, moft noble Thafie I

Bdrjq, What, can the Devil fpeak true ?

Macb, The Thane of Cawdor lives

!

Why do you drefs me in his borrowed Robes ?

Mtcd, Tis true , Sir , He, who was the Thane^ lives yet j

But under heavy judgment bears that life

Which he in Juftice is condemned to lofe.

Whether he was combin'd with thofe of Norway^
Or did aflift the Rebel privately 5

Or whether he concurr'd with both, to caufe

His Country's danger, Sir, I cannot tell

:

But, Treafons Capital, confefs^d , and prov'dj

Have over-thrown him.

Much, Glamif and Thane of Cawdor !

The greateft is behind 5 ray noble Partner !

Do you not hope your Children (hall be Kings ?

When thofe who gave to me the Thane oi Cawdor

Promis'd no lefs to them*

Ban^, If all be true,

You have a Title to a Crown, as well

As to the Thane of Cawdor. It feems ftrange y
But many times to win us to our harm,

The Inftrumentsof darknefs tell us truths,

And tempt us with low trifles, that they may
Betray us in the things of high concern*

Mac!?, Th'^have told me truth asto thename ofC^tWi^r, [;ajtd'

That may be Prologue to the name of King.

Lefs Titles (hou d the greater ftill fore-runj

The morning Star doth u(her in the Sun*

Th
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This ftrange Prediftion in as ftrange a manner

Delivered ; neither can be good nor ill,

If ill V twould give no earneft of fuccefs,

Beginning in a truth : Tm Tha^e of Cawdor 5

If good, Why am 1 then perplext with doubt ?

My future blifs caufes my prefent fears.

Fortune, methinks, which rains down Honour on me.

Seems to rain Blood too : Dnncan does appear

Clouded by my increafing Glories : but

Thefe are but dreams.

Banq, Look how my Partner's rap'd

!

Much. If chance will have me King j Chance may beftow

A Crown without my ftir.

Banq, His Honours are furprizes, and refemble

New Garments, which but feidom fit men well,

Unlefs by help of ufe.

Macb, Come, what come may 5

Patience and time run through the rougheft day,

Bunq, Worthy Macbeth ! w€ wait upon your leafure.

Macb. I was reflefting upon paft tranfaftions $

Worthy Macduff-^ your pains are regiftred

Where every day I turn the leaf to read them.

Lets haften to the King: we'll think upon
Thefe accidents at more convenient time.

When w'have maturely weighed them, we'll impart

Oar mutual judgments to each others breafts.

Batjq. Let it befo.

Macb. Till then, enough. Come Friends [F.xenfit.

Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, Donalbaine, Jtiendants.

Kivg. Is Execution done on Cawdor yet ?

Or are they not return'd, who were implov'ci

In doing it ?

Male. They are nof y^* ^ome back.

But I h^^vc f^oKe with one who faw him die.

And did report that very frankly he

Confefs*d his Treafons, and implor'd your Pardon 5

With figns of a fincere and deep Repentance.

He told rac, nothing in his Life became him
So well, as did his leaving it. He dy'd

As one who had been (tudy'd in his Death,

B 2 Qji^^*»ng
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Quitting the deareft thing he ever had,

As 'twere a worthlefs Trifle.

Kwg, There's no Art

To find the Minds Conftruftion in the Face;

He was a Gentleman on whom 1 built

An abldlute Truft.

Effter Macbeth, Banquo, arid Macduff,

0 Wonhy'ft Cozen

!

The Sin of my Ingratitude even now
SeemM 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.

Alack The Service and the Loyalty 1 owe you,

Is a fufficient payment for it felf

:

Your Royal Part is to receive our Duties 5

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

Children and Servants, and when weexpofe
Our deareft Lives to fave your Intereft,

We do but what we ought.

Ki»g, Y'are welcome hither^

1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour

Still to advance thy Growth ; And Noble Batsqua^

fWho haft no lefs deferved s nor muft partake

Le(s of our Favour) let me here enfold thee,

And hold thee to my Heart.

B^fjq, There if I grow.
The Harveft is your own.

Ki^g, My Joy« are now
Wanton in fulnefij and womM j^j^Je themfelves

In drops oi Sorrow. Kinfmen, bonc, onH Thams
And you, whofe places are the neareft, know
We will eftablifti our Eftate upon
Our Eldfcft, Malcolm^ whom we name hereafter

The Prince of Cnmberlaad: nor muft he wear

His Honours unaccompanyM by others.

But Marks of Noblenefs, like Stars fliall ftiine

On all Defervers. Now well haften hence
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To Envernefs : we'll be your Gueft, Macbeth^

And there contraft a greater Debt than that

Which I already owe you.

Jldacd, That Honour, Sir,

Out-fpeaks the beft Expreffion of my Thanks:

ril be my felf the Harbinger, and blefs

My Wife with the glad News of your Approach.

I humbly take my Leave. - ^M^ch. gowg out^flops^&fpeal}s

Kif7g. My Worthy Cawdor-'-'X whilft the K. tall^ rvith Ban. ^c.
Macb. The Prince of Cumberlafidl Thatisaftep

On which I muft fall down, or elfe o'er-leap 5

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 diftraft.

My Eye (hall at my Hand connive, the Sun

Himfelf (hould wink when fuch a Deed is done—- [Exit.

King. True, Noble BariqHO^ he is full of Wojrth 3

And with his Commendations I am fed 5

It is a Feaft to me. Let's after him, ^

Whofe Care is gone before to bid us welcom :

He is a matchlefs Kinfman-— [^ExeunK

Enter Lady Macbeth, and Lady M^lcAmS^ 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 perfeft Health ^

La, Macd. Alas ! How can I ?

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

Which lodging in his Bofom, lik'd Co well

The Place, that 'tis not yet returned.

La, Macb. Methinks

That (hould not diforder you : for, no doubt .

The brave Mucdajf left half his Soul behind him,

To make up the Dcfeft of yours.

La, Macd. Alas

!

The Part tranfplanted from his Breaft to mine,

(As 'twere by Sympathy) ftill bore a ftiare

In all the Hazards which the other half

Incurred,
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Incurr'd, and fill'd my Bofom up with fears.

La. Mack Thofe fears, methinks, (hould ceafe now he is fafe.

La. Macd. Ah) Madam, dangers which have long prevailed

Upon the Fancy ^ even when they are dead

Live in the Memory a-while.

La. Macb. Ahhough his Safety has not power enough to put
Your Doubts to flight, yet the bright Glories which
He gain d in Battel might difpel thofe Clouds.

La. Macd. The World miftakes the Glories gain d in War,
Thinking their Luftre true: alas, they are

But Comets, Vapours! by fome Men exhal'd

From others Bload, and kindl'd in the Region
or Popular Applaufe, in which they live

A whiles then vanifh: and the very Breath

Which firft inflam'd them, blows them out agen.

La.Macb. I willingly would read this Letter 3 but

Her Prefence hinders roe, I muft divert her.

If you are III, Repofe may do you good 5

Y'had beft retire 3 and try if you can fleep.

L.Ahcd.My doubtfulthoughtstoo long have kept me waking,
Madam ! I'll take your Counfel— \^Ex. La. Macd,

La. Macb. Now I have leifure to perufe this Letter.

His laft brought fomie imperfeft News of things

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

More full Intelligence. [She reads^

' Reads T^)^;/ mt we irt the day offnccefs ^ and 1 have been told they

have wore in them than mortal Knowledge. When I desired to ^ne-

(lion them further they made themfelves Air. Whilfi 1 enter tam d

myfelf with the wonder of it^ came Miffivesfrom the King^ who

caW^d me Thane of Cawdor ; by which Title., thefeweyward Si-

Jierj had fjluted me before , and referrd me to the coming on of

time'-^ with, Hail King that full be. This have 1 imparted to thee^

(my dearefi Partner ofGreatnefj) that thou might'ft not lofe thy

Rights of rejoycing^ by being ignorant of what is promi/d. Lay

it to thy Hearty and farewel.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor.^ and (halt be

What thou art promised : yet I fear thy Nature

Has too much of the Milk of Humane Kindnefij

To
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To take the neareft way : thou wouldft be great

Thou do'ft not want Ambition : but the ill

Which (hould attend it what thou highly covet'ft

Thou covet'ft holily ! Alas, thou art

Loth to play falfe 5 and yet would'ft wrongly win

!

Oh how irregular are thy Defires?

Thou willingly, Great Glacis, would'ft enjoy

The End without the Means ! Oh hafte thee thither,

That I may pour my Spirits in thy Ear ;

And chaftife with the Valour of my Tongue
Thy too effeminate Defires of that

Which Supernatural Affiftance feems

To Crown thee with. What may be your News >

Efiter Servant,

Mad, Ser. The King comes hither to night.

La. Mac!?, ThouVt mad to fay it ;

Is not thy Matter with him.<? Were this true,

.

He would give notice for the preparation.

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

One of my Fellows had the fpeed of him 5

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

La, Mack See him well looked to : he brings welcome News.

There would be Mufick in a Raven s Voice,

Which (hould but croak the Entrance of the King

Under my Battlements. Come all you Spirits

That wait on Mortal Thoughts: unfex me here:

Empty my Nature of Humanity,

And fill it up with Cruelty : make thick

My Bloud, and ftop all paffageto Remorfe^ *
That no FLelapfes into Mercy may
Shake my defign, nor make it fall before

Tisripen'd toEffeft: you murthering Spirits,

(Where e'er in fightlefs Subftanccs you wait

On Nature's milchief ) come, and fill my Breafts

With Gall inftead of Milk : make hafte dark Night

And hide me in a Smoak as black as HelU
That my keen Steel fee not the Wound it makes:

Nor Heav*n peep through the Curtains of the Dark,

To cry, Hold ! Hold /

Enter
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Enter Macbeth.

Great GUmis ! Worthy Cawdor I

Greater than both, by the All Hail hereafter^

Thy Letters have tranfported me beyond

My prefent Pofture 3 1 already feel

The future in the inftant.

Macb. Deareft Love,

Dnncan comes here to night.

La. Macb. When goes he hence ?

Macb. 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 cheerful. Sir 3 bear welcom 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 (hall put

This Ni^ts great BuGnefs into my Difpatch
3

Which (hall to our future Nights and Days
Give Soveraign Command : we will with draw,

And talk on't further: Let your Looks be clear.

Your Change of Count nance does betoken Fear. [Exeunt.

Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine, Banquo, Lenox,
MacduS, Attendants.

King. This Caftle has a very pleafant Seats

The Air does fweetly recommend it felf

To our delighted Senfes.

Banq. The Gueft of Summer,
The Temple haunting M<jr/i« by his choice

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

That here Heavens Breath fraells pleafantly, No Window,
Buttrice, nor place of Vantage 5 but this Bird

Has made his pendant Bed and Cradle where
He breeds and haunts. I have obferv*d the Air,

Tis delicate.

Enter Lady Macbeth.
^ King, See, fee our honoured Hoftefs,

By loving us, fome Perfons caufe our Trouble^

VVhich ftill we thank as Love : herein I teach

You
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• You how you (hould bid us welcome for your Pains,

And thank you for your Trouble.

La. Macb. All our Services

In every point twice done, would prove but poor

And fingle Gratitude, if weighed with thefe

Obliging Honours which

Your Majefty confers upon our Houfe 5

For Dignities of old and later Date

(Being too poor to pay) we muft be ftill

Your humble Debtors.

Macd. Madam, we are all jointly, to night, your trouble 3

But 1 am your Trefpaffer upon another fcore.

My Wife, I underftand, has in my abfence

Retir'd to you.

.

La. Macb. I muft thank her : for whilft fiie came to me
Seeking a Cure for her own Solitude,

She brought a Remedy to mine : her Fears

For you have fomewhat indilpos'd her, Sir,

She's now withdrawn to try if (he can fleep

:

When (he (hall wake, 1 doubt not but your piefence

Will perfeftly reftore her Health.

Ki/jg. Where's the r/>tf«e of Cavpdor?

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpofe

To be his Purveyor; but he rides well.

And his great Love ((harp 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 ftill return it as their E)ebt.

King. Give me your hand.

Conduft me to Macbeth : we love him highly,

And (hall continue our Afieftion to him. [Exennt.

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. If it were well, when done 3 then it were well

It were done quickly 3 if his Death might be

Without the Death of Nature in my felf,

^ And killing my own Reft 3 it woud fuffice3

^ But Deeds of this Complexion ftill return

To plague the Doer, and deftroy his Peace

:

C Yet
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Yet let me think 3 he's here in double truft.

Firft, as I am his Kinfman, and his Subjeft,

Strong both againft the Deed : then as his Hoft,

Who (hould againft this murderer fhut the door,

Not bear the fword my felf. Befide?, this Dnncan
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 5

Vaulting Ambition ! thou o're-leap ft thy felf

To fall upon another : now, what news }
^

Enter L. Macbeth.

L. Mack H'has almoft fupp d: why have you left the chamber?.

Macb. Has he enquir d for me ?

L. Mach. You know he has

!

Mack We will proceed no farther in this bulinefs

:

H'has honoured roe of late 5 and I have bought
Golden opinions from all forts of People,

Which (hould be worn now in their neweft glofs.

Not caft afide fo foon.

L. Mack Was the hope drunk
Wherein you drefs'd your felf > has it flept fince ?

And wakes it now to look fo pale and fearful

At what it wifht fo freely ? Gan you fear

To be the fame in your own aft and valour.

As in defire you are ? would you enjoy

What you repute the Ornament of Life,

And live a Goward in your own efteem ?

You dare not venture on the thing you wi(h .•

But ftill would be in tame expeftance of it.

Mack I prethee peace: I dare do all that may
Become a man 5 he who dares more, is none.

L. Mack What Beaft then made you break this Enterprize

To me ? when you did that, you were a man ;

Nay, to be more than what yoa were, you would
Be fo much more the man. Nor time nor place

Did then adhere 5 and yet you wifti'd for both 5

And now th'have made theiiifelves 5 how you betray

Your Gowardize ! I've given fuck, and know
'

How tender 'tis to love the B^be that milks me :

I would, whilft it was fmiling in my face.

Have



The Tragedy of MAC t H.
1

5

Have pluckt my Nipple from his bonelefs gums, , ;j

And dafht the brains out, had I fo refolv d,

As you have done for this.

Macb. If we fhould fail :

L. Mach. How fail

!

Bring but your Courage to the fatal place,

And we'll not fail 5 when Duncan is aOeep,

(To which the pains of this days journey will
'

Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlains

I will with wine and waffel fo convince
,

That memory (the centry of the brain)

Shall be a fume 3 and the receipt of reafon,

A Limbeck only : when, in fwini(h fleep,

Their natures (ball 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.

Macb, Bring forth men-children only 5

For thy undaunted Temper (hould produce

Nothing but Males 5 but yet when we have mark'd

Thofe of his Chamber (whilft they are alleep) -

With Dnncans Bloud, and us'd their very Digged 5" ^^"[i i - -

I fear it will not be, with eafe, believed

That they have done *t.

La. Mack Who dares believe it otherwife,

As we (hall make our Griefs and Clamours loud

After his Death? ;
n^qt.

Hdacb. Tm fettled, and will ftretch up '

Each fainting Sinew to this Bloudy Aft.

Gome, let's delude the time with faireft Show,
FeignM Looks muft hide what the falfe Heart doesknow.

ACT II. SCENE L
. _ . . . . ^ I.

Enur Banqwo, and Flean. ..h iu la.vs^u

Banquo. J_TC>W goes the night, Boy?
FUan. I hav^ not heard the Clock,

C a But
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But the Moon is down.

Ba^q. And (he goes down at Twelve.

Flea^. I take t 'tis late, Sir. \^Ex. Flean,

Ba^q. An heavy Summons lies like Lead upon me$
Nature wou'd have me fleep, and yet I fain would wake

:

Merciful Powers reftrain me in thefe curfed Thoughts

That thus difturb my Reft. [Ef^ter Macb.W Servant.

Who's there ?

Macbeth, a Friend.

Bavq. What, Sir, not yet at reft? The King s abed ,

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 moft kind Hoftefs.

MacL The King taking us unpreparM, reftrain'd our Power
of ferving him 5 which elfe fliould have wrought more free.

Bafiq. All's well.

I dream'd laft night of the three weyward Sifters^

To you they have ftiewn fome Truth..

Macb. I think not of them 5

Yet, when we can intreat an hour or twa,

We'll fpend it in fome Wood upon that BuGnels.

Baf7q, At your kindeft Leifure.

Macb, If when the Prophecy begins to look like Truth
You will adhere to me, it ftiall make Honour foryou.

Barjq. So 1 lofe none in feeking to augment it, but ftili

Keeping my Bofom free, and ray Allegiances dear,

I (ball be counfeird. . , .

-

Macb. Good Repofe the wliilej,

Bafif. The like to you, Sir., [E:f.Banquo.

Macb. Go, bid your Miftref:, when Qie is undreft,

To ftrike the Clofet bell, and Til go to bed.

Is this a Dagger whicti I fee before me ?

The Hilt draws towards ray Hand 5 copie let me grafp thee

:

I have thee not, and yet I fee thee ftillj

Art thou not fatal Vifion, fenfible

To feeling as to fight ,<? Or, art thou but

A Dagger of the Miod, a falfe Creatiooi

Proceeding from the< Brain, oppreft with Heat^

My Eyes ar^ made the Fools of th'other Senfes s
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Or elfe worth all the reft : I fee thee ftilf,

And on thy Blade areftainsof reeking Bloud.

It is the bloudy Bufinefi that thus

Informs my Eye- fight 3 now, to half the World
Nature feems dead, and wicked Dreams infeft

The Health of fleeps now Witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate % Offerings 5 now Murder is

Allarm'dby his nights Centinelv the Wolf,
Whofe Howling feems the Watch-word to the Dead:
But whilft I talk, he lives: hark, I amfummond^
O Duncan^ hear it not, for 'tis a Bell

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

Enter Lady Macbeth.

La, Macb. That which made them drunk, has made me bold 5

What has quenched them, hath given new Fire to me.

Heark 3 oh, it was the Owl that (briek'd 5

The fatal Bell man that oft bids good night

To dying Men, he is about it 3 the Doors are open,

And whilft the furfeited Grooms negleft their charges for fleep.

Nature and Death are now contending in them.

Enter Macbeth,

Macb. Who's there?

La, Mack Alas I am afraid they are awak*d

,

And 'tis not done 3 the Attempt without the Deed
Would ruine us. 1 laid the Daggers ready,

He could notmifs them 3 and had he not refembrd

My Father, as he flept , I would have don't,

My Hmband.
Macb. I have done the Deed, didft thou not hear a noife ?

La, Macb. 1 heard the Owl fcream, and the Crickets cry,

Did not you fpeak? ^
Macb, When?
La, Alacb, Now.
Macb, Who lies i'th* Ami Chamber ?

La, Macb, Donalbaw,

Macb. This is a difmal Sight.

La, Mjicb, A foolilh Thought to fay a difmal Sight..

Macb, There is one did laugh as he fecurely ilept.

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

I. ftood and heard them 3 but they faid their Trayers,

And
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And then addreft therafelves to fleep again.

La. Mjck There are two lodg d together.

Macb. One cry 'd, Heaven blefs us, the other faidj Atmn:
As they had feen me with thefe Hang-man s Hands,

Silencd with Fear, I could not (ay Amm^
When they did fay, Heaven blefs us.

La. Macb. Confider it not fo deeply.

Macb, But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amm .<?

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

La, Macb. Thefe Deeds (hou'd be forgot asfoon as dofie,

Left they dittraft the Doer.

Mack Methoughts I heard a Noife cry, fleep no more;
Macbeth has rcurder'd Sleep, the innocent Sleeps

Sleep, that locks up the Senfes from their Care 5

The Death of each days Life, tir'd Labour's Bath 5

Balm of Hurt 5 Minds great Natures fecond Courfe 5

Chief Nourifber in Ltfes Feaft.

La, Macb, What do you mean ?

Macb. Still it cry'd, fleep no more, to all the Houfe.
Glamis hath murder'd Sleep, and therefore Cawdor

Shall fleep no more 3 Macbeth (hall fleep no more.

La, Macb. Why do you dream thus? go get fome Water
And cleanfe this filthy Witnefs from your hands.

Why did you bring the Daggers from the place?

They muft be there, go, carry them, and ftain

The fleepy Grooms with Bloud.

Macb. I'll go no more 3

I am afiaid to think what I have done.

What then with looking on it, fhall I do
La. Macb. Give me the Daggers, the fleeping and the dead

Are but as Piftures: 'tis the Eye of Childhood

That fears a Painted Devil: with his Bloud

I'll ftain the Faces of the Grooms; by that

It will appear their Guilt. [Ex. La. Macbeth.

[Knocks within.

Much. What Knocking^s that ?

How b\ with me, when every Noife affrights me?
W' hat Hands are here ! Can the Sea afford

Water enough to wafti away the Stains?

No,
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No, they would fooner add a Tinfture to

The Sea, and turn the Green into a Red.
E?2ter Lady Macbeth.

La. Mack My hands are of your Colour 3 but I fcorn

To wear a Heart fo white. Heark, [Knoc^
I hear a Knocking at the Gate: to your Chamber,
A little Water clears us of this Deed.

Your Fear has left you unmanned
5 Heark, more Knocking.

Get on your Gown, left Occafions call us,

And (hew us to be Watchers 5 be not loft

So poorly in your Thoughts. [Exit.

Mach. Difguis'd in Bloud, I fcarce can find ray way.

Wake Dnncan with this Knocking, wou d thou could'ft. [Exit.

Enter Lenox, and Macbeth/ Servant.

Lenox. You deep foundly, that fo much Knocking
Could not wake you.

Serv. Labour by day caufes Reft by night.

Enter Macduff.

Len. See, the Noble Macduff.

Good morrow, my Lord, have you obferv'd

How great a Mift does now poffefs the Air ?

It makes me doubt whether't 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 j

The Darknefs of the Night brought but few Objefts

To our Eyes, but too many to our Ears.

Strange Claps, and Creekings of the Doors were heard 5

The Skriech'Owl with his Screams feem'd to foretel

Some Deed more black than Night.

E.nter 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. I'll bring you to him. •

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

Mucb. The Labour we delight in, gives 3

That door will bring you to him.

iVl</f6<.ril makebold to calljfor^tis my limited fcrvice.[^Ejc.N'Jaw.
,

le/;. Goes the King hence to day ^

Maci\
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Macb. Sohedefigns.

Le/;. The night has been unruly:

- Where we lay, our Chimneys were blown down j

And, as they fay, terrible Groanings were heard i'th' Air**

Sttange Screams of Death, which feem'd to prophelie

More ftrange Events, fill'd divers,

Some fay the Earth ftiook.

Mack Twas a rough Night.

Le/;. My young remembrance cannot recolleft its fellow.

Ef2ter Macduff.

Macd. Oh Horror ! Horror ! Horror !

Which no Heart can conceive, nor Tongue can utter.

^J^ck
Iwhat^s the matter ^

Macd. Horror has done its worft:

Moft facrilegious Murder has broke open
The Lord's anointed Temple, and ftole thence

The Life o'th* Building.

MacL What is't you fay > The Life ?

Lef7. Meaning his Majefty.

Macd, Approach the Chamber, and behold the fight,

Enough to turn Speftators into Stone.

I cannot fpeak ,
fee, and then fpeak your felres:

Ring the Alarum-bell. Awake, awake, \JB,x, Macb;tf«<5? Len.

Murther, Trealbn^ Batiquo^ Malcolm^ and DoftaWain^

Shake off your downy Sleep, Death's Counterfeit 3

And look on Death it felf 5 up, up, and fee,

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

To countenance this Horror $ Ring the Bell. [Bellrwgs.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

La. Mack What's the bufinefs, that at this dead of night

You alar'm 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^ Bafjquo, our Royal Matter's murther'd !

La. Mack Ah me ! In our houfe ?

Bmq. The Deed's too cruel any where^ Macduff3

Oh,
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Oh, that you could but contradi(3: your felf,

And fay it is not true.

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

I had liv'd a blefled time 3 for, from this inftant,

There's nothing in't worth a good Man'^Care 5

All is but Toys, Renown and Grace are dead.

Enter Malcolm and Donalbain.

Donal. What is amifs }

Macb, You are, and do not know*t

:

The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of your Bloud
Isftopp d 3 the very Source of it is ftopp d.

Macd. Your Royal Father's murther'd.

Male. Murther'd ! By whom >

Len. Thofe of his Chamber, as it feem'd, had don't

5

Their Hands and Faces were all ftain'd with Bloud

:

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, intrufted

To the Hands of two, fo much below

The worft of Beafts ^

Macb, Then I repent me I fo ralhly kill'd em.

Macd. Why did you fo ?

Macb. Who can be prudent and amazd together 5

Loyal and neutral in a moment ? No Man.
Th'Expedition of my violent Love
Out-run my paufing Reafon: 1 faw Duncan^

Whofe gaping Wounds lookM like a Breach in Nature,

Where Ruine 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 5 who could then refrain.

That had an Heart to love 5 and in that Heart

Courage to manifeft his Affeftion ?

La. Macb. Ob, Oh, Oh ! [Fa'wts.

Macd. Look to the Lady.

Male. Why are we filent now, thot have fo large

An Argument for Sorrow ?

Don. What (hould be fpoken here, where our Fate may rufti

Suddenly upon us, and as if it lay

D Hid
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Hid in forae corner 5 make our Death fucceed

The Ruine 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 Vertue, I am refolv'd to find

The utmoft of this Bufinefs.

Ba^q, And L
MacL And all.

Let all of us take Manly Refolution 5

And two hours hence meet together in the Hall,

To queftion this moft bloudy Faft.

Banq, We (hall be ready, Sir. [Ex.aU hut Male. andDoml.
Male. What will you do ?

Lets not confort with them :

To (hew an unfelt-forrow, is an Office

Which falfe Men do with eafe.

ril to Er7gldfjd.

Dofial To Ireland Vm refolv'd to fteer my courfev

Our feparated Fortune may proted our Perfons

Whtre we are : Daggers lie hid under Mens Smiles,

And the nearer feme Vlen are allied to our Bloud,,

The more, 1 fear, they ftek 10 filed it.

Afii/r. This murtherous Shaft that's (hot

Hath not yet lighted 3 and our faff (^ way
Is to avoid the Aim : then let's to Horfe,

And ufe no Ceremony in taking leave of any. ^Exeunt.

SCENE ihe Fonrth.

Evier Lenox and Seyton.

Seyton. I can remember well,

Within the compafs of which time I've feen

Hours dreadful, and things ftrange 3 but this one night

Has made that Knowledge void.

Len. Thou fee'ft the Heavens, as troubled with Mans Ad^
Threatened this bloudy day : by th'hour 'tis day,

And yet dark night does cover all the Skie,

As if it had quite blotted out the Sun.

It's night's Predora'mance, or the day's Shame
Makes Darknefs thus u(urp the place of Light.

Seyt. 'Tis ftrange and unnatural,

Even like the Deed that's done} on TueJHay laft,
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A Faulcon towring in her height of Pride,

Was by a raoufing Owl hawk'd at, and kilfd.

Len. And Dfi^ca»$ Horfes which before were tame^

.

Did on a fudden change their gende Natures, '>

And became wild 3 they broke out of their Stables,

As if they would make War with Mankind.
Sep. 'Tis faid they eat each other. *

Le». 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 bloudy Deed?
Macd. Thofe that Macbethhzih flain are moft fufpcdcJ>

Len. Alas, what good could they pretend ?

Macd. It is fuppos'd they were fuborn*d.

Mdcolm and Donalbain^ the King's two Sons,

Are ftoln away from Court,

Which puts upon them Sufpition of the Deed.
Len. Unnatural ftill.

Could their Ambition prompt them to deftroy

The means of their own Life.

Macd, You are free to judge

Of their Deportment as you pleafe 5 but moft

Men think em guilty.

Len. Then 'tis moft like the Soveraignty will fall

Upon Macbeth.

Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone xoScont

To be invefted.

Le». Where's D//«c".«»'s Body ?

Macd. Carried to ColmehiU^

The facred Storehoufe of his Predeceflbrs.

I en. Will you to Scone <?

Macd. No, Coufin, 111 to Fife:

My Wife and Children frighted at the Alarm

Of this fad News, have thither led the way,

And ril follow them: may the King you go

, To fee invefted, prove as great and good
A« Dnncan was , but Tm in doubt of it.

New Robes ne'er as the old fo eafie fit. [Exeunt.

D 2 SCENE
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SCENE aft 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 5 and here

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

La. Macd. How fondly did my Lord conceive that we
Should ftiun the place of Danger by our Flight

From Evernefj ? The darknefe of the day

Makes the Heath feem the Gloomy Walks of Death.

We are in danger ftill : they who dare here

Truft Providence, may truft it any where.

Maid. But this place, Madam, is more free from Terror:

Laft night methoughts I heard a difmal Noife

Of Shrieks and Groanings in the Air.

La. Macd. Tis true, this is a place of greater Glence j

Not fo much troubled with the Groans of thofe

That dye 5 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 Noifcs. [Macduff* hoBom:
La. Macd. But hark, my Lord fure hollows 5

Tis he 3 anfwer him quickly.

Serv. Illo, Ho, Ho, Ho.

Enter Macduff.

La. Macd. Now I begin to fee him : are you a foot.

My Lord ?

Macd, Knowing the way to be both (hort and eafie^

And that the Chariot did attend me here,

I have adventurd. Where are our Children/

La, Macd. They are fecurely fleeping iti the Chariot.

Pirji Song hy Witches.

1. Witch. Speak, Sifter, fpeaks is the Deed done
2. Witck Long ago, long ago.*

Above twelve Glaflcs fince have run.

3. Witch. Ill Deeds are feldom flow 3

Nor fingle : following Crimes on former wait.

The worft of Creatures fafteft propagate.

Many more Murders muft this one enfuej

As if in Death were Propagation too.

2; Wifck.
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2. Witch. He will

I. WiuL He (hall.

5, f^Fi/^^A. He muft fpill much more Bloud j

And become worfe, to make his Title good.

1. Wiuh. Now lets dance.

2. Witch. Agreed. n
3. Witch, Agreed.

,

4. Witch. Agreed.

Choruf. We (hould rejoice when good Kings bleed.

When Cattle dye about we go.

What then, when Monarchs periflb, (hould we do?
Macd. What can this be?

La. Macd. This is mo(t ftrange : but why feem you afraid >

Can you be capable of Fears, who have

So often caused it in.your Enemies ?

Macd. It was an HelU(h Song^ T cannot dread

Ought that is Mortal 5 but this is fomething morc^
Second Song.

Let*s have a Dance upon the Heath $

We gain more Life by Duncan i Death.

Sometimes lik§ Brinded Cats weJhevo^

Having no Mu^ck. but our Afen?.

Sometimesm dance in feme Old Mill^

Upon the Hopper^ Stones^ and Wheel.

To fome Old Saw^ or Bardijh Rh^mQ^

Where fiill the Mill clacks does l{eep time.

Sometimes about an Hollow Tree,

A-roHnd<y a^ronnd^ a-round dance we.

Thither the chirping Cricket comes

y

And BeetleJinging , drowfie Hnms.
Sometimes we dance der Fens and Furs^

To Howls of Wolves^ and Barkj of Curs.^

And when with none of thofe we meet^

We dance to th'Echoes of onr Feet.

At the Night-Raven^s difmal Voice

^

Whilji others tremble^ we rejoyce 5

And nimbly^ nimbly dance wefiill
To th'Echoesfrom an Hollow Hill.

Macd. I am glad you are not afraid.

La. Macd. I would not willingly to Fear fubmit

:

NonQ.
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None can fear III, but thofe that merit it

Macd, Am I made bold by her? How ftrong aGuard
Is Innocence.'^ If any one would be

Reputed valiant, let him learn of you 5

Vertue both Courage is, and Safety too. [A Dafjce ofWitchej.

Enter two Witches.

Macd, Thefe feem foul Spirits 3 I'll fpeak to em.

If you can any thing by more than Nature know 5.

You ma)i in thefe prodigious times fore-tell

Some ill we may avoid.

1. iVitcL Saving thy Bloud, will caufe it to be (hed.

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

3 Witch. Thy Wife (hall (hunning Danger^ Dangers find»

And fatal be, to whom (he moft is kmd. \J^x. Witches.

La. Macd. Why are you alter d, Sir, be not fo thoughtful

:

The MefTengers of Darknefs never fpake

To Men, but to deceive them.

Alacd. Their Words feem to fore-tell fome dire Prediftions.

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

Deferves to find it true. Their Words are like

Their Shape 5 nothing but Fiftion.

Let's haften to our Journey.

Mavd. I'll take your Counfel, for to permit

Such Thoughts upon our Memories to dwejl,

Will make our Minds the Elegifters of Hell. \ExeHnt omnes.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Banquo.

Baf7q.^ I ^Hou haft it now, King, Cawdor^ Glamk^ all,

\ As the three Sifters promb'ds but I fear

Thou piay'dft moft foully for t: yet it was faid

It (hould not ftand in thy Pofterity :

But that my felf (hould be the Root and Father

Of many Kings, they told thee Truth.

Why, fince their Promife was made good to thee,

May they not be my Oracles as well?

Enter
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Efiter Macbeth, Lenox, af^d Attend^ts.

Macb. Here*s our chief Gueft, if he had been forgotten,
'

It had been want of Mufick to our Feaft.

To night we hold a folemn Supper, Sir 3

And all requeft your prefence.

Baffq. Your Majefty lays your Command on me.

To which my duty is to obey.

Mad. Ride you this Afternoon ?

Ba»q, Yes, Royal Sir.

Macb. We (hould have elfe defired your good Advice,

(Which ftill hath been both grave and profperous)

In this Days Counfelj but we'll take to morrow,
h't far you ride ?

Baffq, As far. Great Sir, as will take up the time

:

Go not my Horfe the better,

I rouft become a Borrower of the Night,

For a dark hour or two.

Macb. Fail not our Feaft.

Bafjq. My Lord, I (hall not.

Macb. We hear our bloudy Coufins are beftow*d

In Efjgland, and in Ireland'-^ not confeffing

Their cruel Parricide 3 filling their Hearers

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

Bafjq, He does, and our time now calls upon us.

Macb. I wi(h your Horfes fwift, and fure of Foo\
FareweU [Ex. Banq.

Let every Man be Matter of his time 5

Till feven at night, to make Society

The more welcome 5 we will our felves withdraw,

And be alone till Supper. [Exeunt Lords.

Macdyff departed frowningly, perhaps

He is grown jealous 5 he and Bafiqno rauft

Embrace the fame Fate.

Dothofe Men attend our Pleafure?

Serv. They do, and wait without.

Macb. Bring them before us. [Ex. Se; vant.

I am no King till I am fafely fo.

My fears ftick deep in Banqnos Succeffors 5

And in his Royalty of Nature rcighsthat

Wh 1 :-r\
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Which wou d be fear'd. He dares do much 4

And to that dauntlefs Temper of his Mind,

He hath a Wifdom that doth guide his Valour

To ad in Safety. Under him
My Getjiu^ is rebuk'd : he chid the Sifters

When firft they put the Name of King upon me,

And bad them fpeak 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 another's Race 5

No Son of mine fucceeding; if 't be fo.

For Banqno^^ Iffue, I have ftain'd my Soul

For them ; the gracious Duncan I have murder'd

:

Rather than fo, I will attempt yet further,

And blot out, by their Bloud, whateer
Is written of them in the Book of Fate.

Enter Servant, and two Murtherers.

Wait you without, and ftay there till we call. {Ex, Servant.

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ?

1. MurtL It was, fo pleafe your Highnels.

Mack And have you fince confiderd what I told you?
How it was Banquo who in former times

Held you fo much in Slavery h

Whilft you were guided to fufpeft my Innocence.

This I made good to you in yourlaft Conference 5

How you were born in hand, how croft:

The Inftruments who wrought with them.

2. MurtL You made it known to us.

Mack I did fo 5 and now let me reafon with you

:

Do you find your Patience fo predonciinant

In your Nature,

As tamely to remit thofe Injuries .<?

Are you fo Gofpell'd to pray for this good Man,
And for hislffue , whofe heavy Hand
Hath bow'd you to the Grave, and beggard

Yours for ever?

i. Murtk We are Men, my Liege.

Mack Ay, in the Catalogue you go for Men 5

As^ Hounds, and Grty-hounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs,

Shoughj,
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Shoughs, water- rugs, and demi-wolves are all

Cali'd by the nameoftiogs.- the lift ofwhich

Diftinguiflies the fwift, the flow, the fubtle.

The houfe-keeper, the hunter, every one

According to the gift which bounteous Nature

Hath beftow'd on him ; and fo of men.

Now, if you have a ftation in the lift,

TNJo i'th' worft rank ofmanhood ;
fay't.

And I will put thatbufinefs in your bofoms.

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

2. Mi^r. 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

Tofpight the World. 0

I /f^ur. And I another,

So weary with difafters, and fo inflifted by fortune.

That I would fet my life on any chance,

. To mend it, or to lofeit.

Mad. Both of you know Banquo was your enepiy,

X Mur, True, my Lord.

Maclf. So is he mine; and though I could

With open power take him from my fight.

And bid my will avouch it: yet Imuft not;

For certain fi^iends 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 alfiftance crave, to mask
,

The bufinefs from the common eye.

xMur, We fhall, my Lord, perform what you command us.

I Mur. Though our lives ^

Mack Your fpirits (hine through you.

Within this hour, at moft,

I will advife you where to plant your felves

;

For it muft be done to night

And fomething from the Palace ; always remember'd,

That you keep fecrecy with the prefcribed Father.

Fleany his Son too, keeps him company ;

Whofe abfcnce is no lefs material to me
Than that of Ba^qtio's : he too muft embrace the fate

E Of
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Of that dark hour. Refolve your felves aptrt.

Both Mur. We are refolvM, my Liege.

Macb, I'll call upon you ftreight. [Es\ Hurth.

Now, Banqno^ if thy Soul can in her flight

Find Heaven, thy happinefs begins to night. [^ExH>

Enter Macduff, an{{ LaJy MacdufT

MacJ. It niuft be fo. Great Duncafi's bloody death

Can have no other Author but Macbeth.

His Dagger now is to a Scepter grown ;

From Duncans Grave he has derived his Throne.

La. MacJ. 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.

Alac^: From Duncan sQxdiWt methinks I hear a Groan,

That calls aloud for juftice.

La, Macd, If the Throne
Was by Macbeth ill gain'd, Heavens may
Without your Sword, fufficient vengeance pay.

Ufurpers lives have but a fliort extent.

Nothing lives long in aftrange Element.

Macd. My Countreys dangers call for my defence,

Againft the bloody Tyrant's violence.

La, Macd, 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 fcann'd.

But Ufurpation at the fecond hand. -

Good Sir, recall your thoughts.

Macd. What if I lliould

Aflume the Scepter for my Countreys good ?

Is that an Ufurpation? can it be

Ambition to procure the liberty

Of this fad Realm, which does by Treafon bleeds

That which provokes, will juftifie the deed.

La, Macd, If the Defign ftiould profper, the Event
May make us fafe, but not you innocent

:

For wliilft to fet our fellow Subjects free

From present Death, or future Slavery.

You



The Tragedy o/MACBETH. 31
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 beat bcftunjuftly Good.

You, by your pity, which for us you plead.

Weave but Ambition of a finer thread.

Macd, Ambition does the height of power affed,

My aim is not to Govern, but Proteft

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 Countrey reft > _
In Plagues what found Phyfician wou'd endure

To be infedled for another's Cure.

Macd^ If by my troubles I cou d yours releafe.

My Love wou'd turn thofe torments to my eafe

I Ihou'd at once be fick, and healthy too,

Though fickly in my felf, yet well in you.

La. Macd. But then refleft 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.

Macd, In hopes to have the common Ills redreft>

Who wou'd not venture fingle Intereft.

Enter Servant,

Ser. My Lord, a Gentleman juft now arriv'd

From Court, has brought a Meflage from the King.

Macd. One fentfrom him, can no good Tidings bring.

La. Macd. What wou'd the TyraDt have <^

Macd. Go, I will hear

The News, though it a difmal Accent bear ;

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

Enter Mac' eth*s Lady and Servant.

La. Mach. \s Banquo gone from Court >

Ser. Yes, Madam, but returns again to night.

La, Mack Say to the King, I wou'd attend his leifure

For a few words. [£x. Ser.

E X Where
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Where our defire is got without content,

Alas, it is not gain^ but puniftiment?

'Tis fafer to be that which we deftroy,

Then by Deftrudtion live in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.

How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone >

Making the worft of Fancy your Companions,

Converfing with thofe thoughts which flioud ha' dy'd

With thofe they think on: things without redrefs

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

Mad. Alas, we have but fcorch'd the Snake, not kill'd if.

She'll clofe and be her felf, whiift our poor malice

Remains in danger of her former fting.

But let the frame of all things be disjoy nt-

EVe we will eat our bread in fear ; and deep
In the affliftion of thofe horrid Dreams
That fliake us mightily ! Better be with him
Whom we, to gain the Crown^ have fent to peace ?

.

Then on the torture of the mind to lie

In reftlefs Agony. Duncan is dead ;

He, after life's fliort feaver, now deeps ;
Well,

T'J'eafon has done its worft ; nor Steel, nor Poyfon>
.

Nor Foreign forcej nor yet Domeflick Malice.

Can touch him further.

La, Mad.- Come on, fmooth your rough brow:
Be free and merry with your guefts to night.

Mad, I lhall, and fo I pray be you, but (till

Pvcmember to apply your felf to Banquo:

Prefent him kindnefs with your Eye and Tongue.
Jn how unfafe a pofture are our honours
That we muft have recourfe to flattery,

And make our Faces Vizors to our hearts.

La, Mad, You muft leave this.

Mad> How full of Scorpions is my mind > dear Wife
Thou >know'ft that Banquo and his Flean lives.

La. Mad, But they are not Immortal,there's comfort yet in that.

Mad. Be merry then, for e're the Bat has flown

His Cloyfter'd flight,^ e're to black //^fcr^^e^'s Summons, -

The lharp-brow'd BeetJe with his drowfie hums^
Has rung nights fecond Peal ,
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There fhall be done a deed of dreadful Note.

La. Mad. 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 invifible and bloody hand.

The Crow makes wing to the thick fiiady Grove,

Good things of day grow dark and overcaft,

Whilft Nights black Agents to their Preys make hafte.

Thou wonder'ftat my Language, wonder ftill.

Things ill begun, ftrengthen themfelves by ill. [^Exeunt.

Enter three Murtherers.

I Mur. The time is almofl: come.

The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of day.

Now the benighted Traveller fpurs on,

To gain the timely Inn.

^ Mur. Hark, I hear Horfes, and faw fome body alight

At the Park gate. *

3 Mur. Then 'tis he; the reft

That areex|Tefted,are i'th' Court already.

I Mur. His Horfes go about almoft a mile,

And men from henc^ to th' Palace make it their ufual walk. [£,v*

Enter Banquo and Flean.

Ban(i, It will be rain to night.

Flean, We mufl: make hafte.

Ban(i, Our hafte concerns us more than being wet.

The King expefts 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 ^rawn SworJs.

1 Mur. Banquo thou little think'ft what bloody Feaft

Is now preparing for thee.

2 Mur, Nor to what lhades the darknefs of this night

vShall lead thy wandring Spirit. {^Exeunt after Banquo^

[Clcjjhing of Swords is heard from withi*t.

Re-enter Flean purfud hy one of the Murtherers.

Flean. Murthcr, help, help, my Father's kiird. running,

SCENE opens y a Banquet prepard.

Enter Macbeth,L<7^y Macbeth, Seaton,Lenox, Lords^Attendants^

Macl?. You know youcown Degi;ees, fit down.
Seat. Thanks
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Seat. Thanks to your Majefty.

Mach. Our felf will keep you company.

And play* the humble Hoft to entcrtamyou:

Our Lady keeps her State ; but you (hall have her Welcome too.

La Mac6, Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends.

Enter frji Murtherer*

Mad. Both fides are even ; be free in mirth, anon

We'll drinka meafure about the Table,

Thcrt's Blood upon thy Face.

Iklur', Tis Banquos then.

Much, Is he difpatch'd ?

Mur, My Lord, his Throat is cut, that I did for him.

MacL Thou art the beft of Cut-throats

;

Yet he is good that did the like for Flean.

Mur, Mod Royal Sir, he fcap'd.

Mach. Then comes my fit again, I had elfe been perfeft,

Firm as a PiUar founded on a Rock,

As uncdnfin'd as the free fpreading Air.

But now I'm checked with fawcy doubts and fears.

But Ba^quo^s fafe ?

Mi^r. Safe in a Ditch he lies,

With twenty gaping wounds on his head^

The leaft of which was mortal.

MacL 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 fliall hear further. Mur.

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

The fawce to Meat is chearfulneft.

Enter the Ghoft of Banquo, and fits in MacbethV place.

Mack Let good Digeftion wait on Appetite,

Arid Health on both.

Len. May itpleafe your Highnefs to fit.

Mad. Had we but here ourCountreys honour;
Were the grac'd perfon of our Banquo prefent.

Whom we may juftly challenge for unkindnefs.

Seat. His abfence, Sir,

Lays blame upon his promifc ,• pleafe your Highneft

To grace us with your company ?

Mad. Yes, ril fit down. The Table's full.

Len. Here is a place referv'd, Sir.

Mad. Where
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Mad. Where, Sir ?

Len. Here. What is'c that moves your Highnefs ?

Mack Which of you have done this?

Lorc/f, Done what?
Mack Thou can ft not fay I did it ; never lliake

Thygoary Locks at me.

Seat. Gentlemen rife, his Highnefs is not well.

La Mack 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 }

Mack Ay, and a bold one that dare look on that

Which would diftraft the Devil.

La. Mack O proper fluff.-

This is the very painting of your fear :

This is the Air-drawn Dagger, which you faid

Led you to Di^ncatt. O thefe Fits and Starts,

(Impoftors to true fear) wou'd well become
A Woman's ftory, authorized by her Grandam*
Why do you ftare thus ^ when all's done
You look but on a Chair.

Mack Prethee fee there, how fay you rtow 1

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

If Charnel-houfes and our Graves muft lend

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

La. Mack What quite unmanned in folly ^\the Ghoji defcends.

Mach. If I ftand here, I faw it.

La. Mack Fye, for fliame.

Mack 'Tis not the flr ft of Murders; blood was (hed

E're humane Law decree'd it for a fin.

Ay, and fince Murtherstoo have been committed

Too terrible for the Ear. The time has been,

That when the brains were out, the man wou'd dye

;

And there lie ftill ; bur now they rife again

And thruft us from our Seats.

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

Mack Wonder not at me, my moft worthy Friends,

I have
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I have a ftrange Infirmity ; 'tis nothing

To thofe that know me. Give me feme Wine,

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

And to our dear {riend Banquoy whom we mifs,

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

Lords, Out Duties are to pledge it. [the GhoJt'dJ'&^n.rifes at his
Mad, Let the earth hide thee

; thy blood is cold, {j^^f
Thou liaft no ufe now of thy glaring Eyes.

La. Mad. Think of this, good my Lords, but as a thing
OfCuftom: '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 Rhinoceros, or the Nircanian Tigrc;

Take any lliapebut that; and my firm Nerves
Shall never tremble ; or revive a while,

And dare me to the Delart with thy Sword,
It any Sinew flirink, proclaim me then

The Baby ofa Girl. Hence horrible lhadow. [^^ Gbo/l.

So, now I am a Man again • pray you fit ftill.

La, Mad. Ycu have difturb'd the Mirth

;

Broke the glad meeting with your wild diforder.

Mad. Can fuch things be without aftonilhment.

You make me ftrange,

Ev'n to the difpofition that I owe,

When now I think you can behold fuch fights,

And keep the natural colour of your Cheeks,
Whilft mine grew pale with fear.

Seat, What fights ?

La. Mad. I pray you fpeak not, he'll grow worfe and worfe;
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. Mad. 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.

Aiigures well read in Languages ofBirds,
By Magpies, Rooks, and Dawes, have reveafd

The fecret Murther. How goes the night?
La Mack Almoft at odds with morning, which is whicli.

Mack Why
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Mad. Why did Macduffafter a folemn Invitatioii, -

Deny his prefcnce at our Feaft .-^

X. Did you fend to him, Sir ?

Mach. I did ; but I'll fend again,

There's aot one great Thane in all Scotland^

But in his houfe I keep a Servant,

He and Ba^quo muft embrace the fame Fate.

I will to morrow to the Weyward Sillers,

They fliall tell me more; for now I am bent to know
By the wot"ft means, the word that can befall me ;

All Caufes lliall give way I am in blood

Stept in fo far, that lliould I wade no more,

Returning were as bad, as to go o're.

^L, Mach. You lack the feafon of all Natures, deep.

MacL Well I'll in

And reft ; if fleeping I rcpofe can have.

When the Dead rife, and want it in their Grave. \Exennt

Enter Macduff and Lady Macduff
£. Macd. Are you refolv'd then to be gone ?

Macd. I am :

I know my Anfw^r cannot but inflame

The Tyrants fury to pronounce my death,

My Life will foon be blafted by his Breath.

L. Macd, But why fo far as England muft you fly ?

Macd, The fartheft part of Scotland is too nigh.

L. MacJ. Can you leave me, your Daughter and young Son

To perifli by that Tempeft which you fliun

When Birds of ftronger wing are fled away.
The ravenous K/te does on the weaker prey.

Macd. He will not injure you, he cannot be

PolTeft with fuch unmanly cruelty

:

\^ou will your fafety to your weaknefs owe,
As Grafs efcapes the Syth by being low.

Together we ihall be too flow to fly :

Single, we miy oui-ride the Enemy,
ril from the EngUJh King fuch Succours crave,

As lhall revenge the Dead, and Living fave.

My greateft Mifery is to remove
With air the wings of haftefrom what I love,

L, Macd, [f to be gone fcems mifery to you,

F Good
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Good Sir, let us be mifcrable too.

y[acd. Your Sex which here is your fecurity.

Will by the toy Is of flight your Danger be. \_Enter Mejfcnger.

What fatal news does bring thee out of breath ?

• yiejf. Sir, Ba^tqud's kill'd.

^acJ. Then 1 am warn'd of Death.

Farewell ; our fafety Us a while muft fever.

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

yiacd. Flying from Death, I am to hfe unkind,

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

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

I am more valiant when unfafe alone.

My heart feels Man-hood, it does Death defpife,

Yet I am dill a Woman in my Eyes.

And of my Tears thy abfence is the caule,

So falls the Dew when the bright Sun withdraws. \^Exeunt.

Enter Lenox and Seaton.

Len. My former fpeeches have but hit your thoughts

Which can interpret further
5
Only I fay

Things have been flrangely carry *d.

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

And the right Valiant Ban^uo walk'd too late

:

Men muft not walk folate; who can want Senfa

To know how monftrous it was in Nature,

For Malcolme and Donalbatn, to kill

Their Royal Father; horrid Faft! how did

It grieve Macbeth, did he not llraight

In pious rage the two Delinc[uents kill,

That were thcSlaves 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 1 fay he has born allthings well'

And I do think that had he Duncans Sons

Under his power (as may pleafe Heaven he fliall not

;

They fhou'd find what it were to kill a father.

So Ihou'd Fiean : but peace ; I hear Macduff
Deny'd his prefence at the Feafl: : For which
He lives in difgrace. Sir, can you tell

Where
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Where he beftows himfelf >

Seat, I hear that Malcoime lives i'th' Engtijh Court,

And is received of the moft pious Edwardj

With fuch Grace, that the Malevolences of Fortune

Takes nothing from his high RefpeiSk,- thither

Macduff is gone to beg the Holy King's

Kind aid, to wake Northumherland

And Warlike Seyward^ and by the help of thefe.

To finifti what they have fo well begun.

This report

Do's fo exafperate the King, that he

Prepares for fome attempt of War.

i>^. Sent he to MacJuff?

Seat. He did, his abfolute Command.
Lett. Some Angel fly to th' Engltjh Court, and tell

His Meffagc e'rehecom^; that fome quick ble/Iing,

To this aftlifted Country, may arrive

Whilfl: thofe that merit it are yet alive. \Exeunt.

Thunder^ Enter three Witches meeting Hecat.

1 Witch, How ? Hecat^ you look angerly.

Hecat. Have I not reafon Beldams ?

Why did you all Traffick with Macleth

'Bout Riddles and affairs of Death,

And caird not me : All you have done
Hath been but for a Weyward Son

:

Make fome amends now ; getyougon.
And at the pit of Achceron

Meet me i'th' morning : Thither he
Will come to know his Deftiny.

Dire bufinefs will be wrought e*re Noon,
For on a corner of the Moon,
A drop my Speftacles have found,

rU catch it e're it come to ground.

And that diftill'd Ihall yet e're night,

Raife from the Center fuch a Spright

:

As by the ftrength of his lUuuon,

Shall draw Macbeth to his Confufion.

Mufuk and Song.

HEccate^ Heccate^ Heccate ! O come away
;

Hark, I am call'd, my little Spirit fee.

Sits in a foggy Cloud, and (lays for me. F 1 Sing
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iMachine defcends.
Come away Heccate^ Heccate ! Oh come away

ffec, I come^ I come, with all the fpeed I may,
With all the fpeed I may.
Where's Staditng ?

2. Here.

Hec, ^htrt's Puckle>

3. Here, and Hopper too, and Helway toOo

I. 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. .

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

A Cull, afip -of blood.

And why thou ftay'ft fo long, I mufe.

Since th' Air s lo fweet and good.

z. Oh art thou come! What News?
All goes fair for our delight.

Either come, or elfe refufe,

Now I'm furnifli'd for the flight.

Now I go, and now lily.

WJiiie the Moon fhinps 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 *mong(li troops of Spirits.,

No Ring of Bells to our Ears founds,

No Howls of Wolves, nor Yelps of Hounds i

No, nor the Noife of Waters breach,

Nor Cannons Throats our Height can reach.

I. Come let's make hafte, fhe'll foon be back agaiflo

a. But whilft flie moves through the foggy Air,

Let's to the Cave and our dire Charms prepare.

To fail i'th' Air

Finis A£lus 11

L
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

I Wttch, ^ I ^Hrice the brinded Cat hath Mew'd.

X 2. Thrice, and once the Hedge-Pig whin'd.

Shutting his Eyes againft the Wind.

3. Harpier cries/tis time, 'tis time.

I. Then round about the Cauldron go>

And poyfon'd Entrals throw.

This Toad which under MolTie ftoae.

Has days and nights lain thirty one

And fwelter'd Venom flceping got.

We'll boyi in the Inchanted Pot.

AIL Double, double, toyl and trouble ;

^Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble.

z. The Fillet of a Fenny Snake
Of Scuttle-Fifli the vomit black.

The Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog,

The Wool of Bat, and tongue of Dog.
An Addars fork, » and blind Worms ftingp

A Lizzaro's leg, and How lets wing,

Shall like a Hell-broth boil and bubble.

AU. Double, double, ^c.

}. The fcale of Dragon, tooth of Wolf,

,

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

The root of Hemlock dig'd i'th'dark.

The Liver of blafphcming Jew,
With Gall of Goats, and flips of Yew,
Pluckt when the Moon was in Eclipfe;

,

With a Tiritj nofe, and Tarters lips;

The finger of a ftrangPd Babe,

Born of a Ditch delivered Drab,

Shall make the Grewel thick and flab.

Adding thereto a ht Dutchmans ChawdroOi>\
For the ingredients of our Cawdron.

All. Double, double,
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x; ril cool it with the Baboons blood.

And fo the Charm is firm and good.

Enter Heccate, and the other three Witches.

Hec. Oh well done. I commend your pains.

And every one (hall fliarc the Gains.

And now about the Cduldron fing,

Like Elves and Fairies in a Ring.

Mufick andSong.

//d'r.'O Lack Spirits, and white,

jL3 Red Spirits and Gray

;

Mingle^ mingle, mingle,

You that mingle may.
I Witch. Ttffin^ Tiffin^ keep it ftifT in,

Fire-drake Puckey, make it luckey -

Liar Rohiny you muft bob in*

Chor. A round, a round, about, about.

All ill come running in, all good keep out.

I. Here's the blood of a Bat

!

I^ec. O put in that, put in that.

z\ Here's Lizards brain.

Hec, Put in a grain.
•

1. Here's Juice of Toad, here's Oyl of Adder,'

That will make the Charm grow madder.

2. Put in dl thefe, 'twill raife the ftanch.

Hec.lSl^y here's three ounces ofa red-hair'd Wench.

Chor. A roundj a rounds &.C.

2. I by the pricking of my Thumbs,
Know fomcthing Wicked this way comes,

Open Locks, whoever knocks.

Enter Macbeth.

Mack How now you fecret, black, and mid- night Haggs,

What are you doing ?

A//. A deed without a name.

Mad, I conjure you by that which you profefe.

Howe'rc you come to know it, anfwer me.

Though you let loofe the raging Winds to fhake whole Towns,
Though bladed Corn be lodg'd, and Trees blown down.

Though Caftles tumble on their Warders heads;

Though Palaces and towring Piramids

Are fwallow'ed up in Earth quakes ; Anfwer me.
I. Speak,
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I. Speak.

X. Pronounce.

3, Demand.

4, I'll aniwer thee.

Macb. What Deftinle's appointed for my Fate?

Hec. Thou double Ihane and King ; beware Macdnffi

Avoiding him, i^^7f^<?//; is fafe enough.

Mach, What e re thou art for thy kind Caution, Thanks.
Hec, Be bold and bloudy, and man's hatred fcorn.

Thou (halt be harm'd by none of Woman born.

MacL Then live Macduff^ what need I fear thy power A

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

That I may tell pale hearted fear it lies.

And fleep in fpight of Thunder.

Hec* Be confident, be Proud, and take no care

Who wages War, or where Confpirers are,

Macbeth ihM like a lucky Monarch Reign,

Till Birnam Wood lhall come to Dunfe^jaifi.

Can For efts move? the Prophefie is good,.

If I (hall never fall till the great Wood
Oi Birnam rife,- thou may'ft ^xtiumt Macbeth^

To live out Natures Leale, and pay thy breath

To Time and mortatCuftom. Yet my heart

Longs for more Knowledge: Tell me if your Art

Extends fo far ; ihM Barjqtio^ llTue o're

This Kingdom reign >

All, Enquire no more.

Macb, I will not be deny'd. Ha ! [Cauldron fniks^

An eternal Curfe fall on you ; let me know
Why {mksih'isCauldron, and what noife is this?

I Witch, Appear, x. Appear. 3. Appear.

Wound through his Eyes, his harden'd Heart,

Like Shadows come, and ftraighc depart.

JhaJow ofeight Kings, andli^^n-
.

qwo^s Ghojf after ther/i pajs by.

Macb.Thy Crown offends my fight. Alecond too like the firft.

A third refembles him ; a fourth too like the former:

Ye filthy Hags, will they fucceed

Each other ftill till Dooms*day ?

Another yet, a fcventh ? I'll fee no more ;

And yet the eighth appears. Ha 1



44 The Tragedy 0/ M A C B E T H.

Ha ! the bloody Banquo fmiles upon me.

And by his fmihng on me, feems to fay

That they are all ilucceflbrs of his Race.

Hec. Ay, Sir, all this is fo : but why
ftands thou amazedly?

.Come Sifters let us chear his heart,

And flievv the pkafures of cur Art

;

ril charm the Air to give a found

while you perform your Antick round. [Mi^/Ick. ThsWitches
Dance andVamfl}, The

yiach. Where are they ? Gone ? Cave finks.

Let this pernicious hour ftand

Accurs'd to all eternity. \yVithoui there.

Enter Seaton,

, Seat, What's your Graces will ?

Mach. Saw you the Way ward Sifters ?

Seat. No, my Lord.

Macb, Came they not by you ?

Seat. By me, Sir?

IsUcb. Infeded be the Earth in which they ftink,

And Damn'd all thofe that truft em. Juft now
I heard the gallopping of Horfe ; who was't came by ?

Seat. A Mejflenger from the Englifh Court, who
Brings word Macduff isiitd to England.

Macb. Fled to England}

Seat. Ay, my Lord. ,

Mad, Time thou Anticipat'ft all my Defigns ;

Our purpofes feldom fucceed, unle fs

Our Deeds go with them.

iVllp thouglits fliall henceforth into Adions rife,

•The Witches made me cruel, butnot wife. [Exeunt.
Enter Macduffh's Wife^ and L^nox.

La.Macd. I then was frighted with the fad alarm
Of B^nquos Deatli, when I did couniel him
To fly, but now alas ! I muft repent it,

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

Len. You muft have patience, Madam.
La.Macd, He had none. ,

H s flight was madnefs. Vjhen our Adions do nor,

Our
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0 ur fears oft make us Tray tors.

Lett. You know not whether it was his Wifdom or his Fear.

La, MacJ, Wifdom ? to leave his Wife and Children in a place

From whence himfelf did fly ; he loves us not.

He wants the natural touch : For the poor H^ren

(The moft diminutive of Birds ) will with

The Ravenous Ow/^?, fight ftoutly for her young ones.

Le». 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 Tray tors,

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 fliall not be long but Tie be here again.

Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upwards
To what they were before. Heaven proteft you.

La. Mjc^;/. Farewell, Sir.

Enter a Woman.
Wow. Madam, a Gentleman in hade defires

To fpeak with you.

La, MacJ. 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 ^^X^ich brings me here to tell you
There's danger near you , be not found here,

Fly with your little one. Heaven preferve you,

1 dare flay no longer. [£x/V Seyton;
La. Macd. Where fliall I go, and wither (hall I fly ?

I've done no harm ; but I remember now
I'm 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 ?

ril boldly in , and dare this new Alarm :

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

{Enter Malcolm, and MacdufT j
The Scene Birnam Wood, j

Macd. In thefe clofe fliades of Birnam Wood let us

G Weep
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Weep our fad Bofoms empty.

Malcolm. Youl think my Fortunes defperate,

That I dare meet you here upon your fummons.

Macd, You fliould now
Take Arms to ferve your Countrey. Each new day

New Widows mourn , new Orphans cry , and ftill

Changes of forrow reach attentive Heaven.

Male. This Tyrant whofe foul Name blifters our Tongue^^

Was once thought honeft. You have Iov*d him well

He has not toucht you yet.

Macd, I am Qot treacherous.

Male. But Maeheth is.

And yet Maeduff may be what I did always think him^

Juft , and good.

Maed. I've loft my hopes.

Male. Perhaps even there where I did find my doubts^;.

But let not Jealoufies be your Difhonours,

But mv own fafeties.
it

Macd. Bleed , Bleed , poor Countrey.

Great Tyranny , lay thy Foundation fure.

Villains are fafe whbn good men are fufpefted.

Me fay no more. Fare thee well young Prince,

I would not be that Traytor which thou think'ft me-

For twice Maeheth ŝ 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 gafli

Is added to her wounds. I think withal

That many hands would in my Caufe be a£tive.

And here from gracious England have I offer

Of goodly Thoulands. But for all this.

When I fliall tread upon the Tyrants head.

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

Macd. It cannot be.

Male. Alas , I find my Nature fo inclined

To Vice, that foul Macbeth when I lhall rule.

Will feem as white as Snow.^

Macd. There



The Tragedy of MACBETH. 47
MacJ. There cannot in all ranfackt Hell be found

A Devil equal to Macle'th.

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

And participating in fome fins too horrid to name;
But there's no bottom, no depths in my ill appetite,

If fuch a one be fit to govern
, fpeak ?

Macd. O Scotland
J
Scotland, when (halt thou fee day again ,>

Since that the trueft IfTue of thy Throne,

Difclaims his Virtue to avoid the Crown ?

Yoar Royal Father

Was a mod Saint-like King; the Queen that bore you,

Ofrner upon her Knees , than on her Feet,

Dy'd every day flie liv'd. Fare thee well,

Thefe evils thou repeat s upDn thy felf,

Hath baniflit me from Scotland, O my breafl-

!

Thy hope ends here.

Male, Macduff this Noble Paffion,

Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul

Wip'd the black fcruples, reconcil'd my Thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Macleth

By many of thefe Trains hath fought to win me
Into his Power : and modeft wifdom plucks me
From over-credulous hafte. But now
I put my felf to thy direction, and

Unfpeak mine own Detraftion, I abjure

The taunts and blames I laid upon my felf,

For ftrangers to my Nature. What I am truly

Is thine, and my poor Countreys to command.
The gracious Edward has lent us Seymour^

And ten thoufand Men. Why are you filent ?

^acd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once

Arc fubjefts for my Wonder , not my Speech,

My grief and joy contefting in my bofom,

I find that I cm fcarce my tongue command,
When two Streams meet the Water s at a (land.

Mj/r. AfTiftance granted by that pious King

Mud be fuccefsful , he who by his touch.

Can cure our Bodies of a foul Difeafe,

Can by jufl: force fubdue a Traitors Mind,
Power fupernatural is unconfin'd.

G % Macd, Ii
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MacJ, If his Compaffion does on men Difeas'd

Effed: fuch Cures what Wonders will he do,

When to Compaffion he adds Juftice too ? [ Exeunt.

Enter Macbeth and Seaton.

Mach. Seaton^ go bid the Army March.
Seat. The pofture of Affairs requires your Prefence.

Mach. But the Indifpofition of my Wife

Detains me here.

Seat. T[\ Enemy is upon our hoxd^xs, 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.

Mjc^. The fpur of my Ambition prompts me to ga
And make my Kingdom fafe, but Love which foftens me
To pity her in her diftrefs, curbs my Refolves.

Seat, He's ftrangely diforder'd.

MacL Yet why ftiould Love fince confin'd, defire

To controul Ambition, for whofe fpreading hopes

The world's too narrow, it fliall not ;
great Fires

Put out the lefs Seaton go bid my Grooms
Make ready ; Tie not delay my going.

Seat, I go.

Mach. Stay »S'(?^j/f^;;,ftay, Compaffion calls me back.

Seat, He looks and moves diforderly,

Mach, V\\ not go yet. [ Enter a Servant^ who
Seat, Well Sir. wh/fphers Macbeth.

MjcI. Is the Queen adeep >

Seat. What makes em whifper and his countenance change ?

Perhaps fome new defign has had ill fuccefs.

Mach, Seaton^ go fee what pofture our affairs are in.

Seat. I lhall , and give you notice Sir.
\^
Exit Stzu

Enter Lady Macbeth. ^
'"n-'c

MacL How does my gentle Love ?

La. Mac6, Duncan is dead.

Mach, No words of that.

La. Muh, And yet to me he lives.

His fatal Ghoft is. now my fhadow \ and purfues me
Where e're I go.

M^oh. It cannot be, piy Dear,.

Your



The Tragedy 0/ M A C B E T H. 4^
Your Fears have mif-inform'd ycur eyes.

La, Mack See there ^ Believe your own.

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

Mach. Methinks there's nothing.

La, Mack If you have valour force him hence.

Hold, hoJ d, he's gone. Now you look ftrangely.

Mack 'Tis the ftrange error ofyour eyes.

La. Mack But the ftrange error of my eyes

Proceeds from the ftrange aftion of your Hands.

Diftradion does by fits poffeis my head,

Becaufe a Crown unjuftly covers it.

I ftand fo high that I am giddy grown^

A Mift does cover me, as Clouds the tops

Of Hills. Let us get down apace.

Mad, If by your high afcent you giddy grow,

*Tis when you caft your eyes on things below.

La. Mack You may in peace refign the ill gain'd Crown.
Why Ihould you labour ftill to be unjuft ?

There has been too much blood already fpilt.

Make not the Subjects Viftims to your guilt.

Mack 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, Mack You were a man,
And by the Charter of your Sex you Ihou'd

Have governed me, there was more crime in you.

When you obey'd my Councels, then I contradled

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

Mack Refign the Crown, and withit both our Lives-,

I muft have better Counfellors..

La, Mack What, your Witches ?

Curfe on your MeflSngcrs of Hell. Their breath

Infcfted 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 Ghofl: again. [Ghcft. appe*3rSo

Mack Now (he relapfes.

La. Mack Speak to himif thou canft.

Thou.
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Thou look'ft on me, and Ihew'ft thy wounded breaft.

Shew it the Murderer.

Mach, Within there, Ho. lEnter Women.
La. Mack Am I t'ane Prifoner > then the Battle s loft. [Exit.

[Lat/y Macbeth /e^ out hy Womeft.

Mach. She does from Duncans death to ficknefs grieve,

And fliall from Malcolm's'dc2ith her health receive.

When by a Viper bitten, nothings good
To cure the Venom but a Viper's blood.

E^ter Malcom, Macduff, and meethg them,

Macd. See who comes here

!

Male, My Countryman ; but yet I know him not.

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

Kind Heaven remove the means that makes us ftrangers.

Len^ Amen.
Macd. What looks does ^c^jz/j;?^ bear >

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

It can't be cali'd our Mother but our Grave ; where nothing,

But who knows nothing is once feen to fmile ;

Where fighs, and groans, and Ihrieks that rend the air,

Are made, notmark'd, where violent forrow feems

A modeen Extafie : there Bells

Are always ringing, and no man asks for whom
There good mens lives expire e're they ficken.

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

Male, What's the neweft grief?

Len, That of an hours age is out of date.

Each minute brings a new one.
;

Mach, How does my Wife ?

Len. Why well.

Macd. And all my Children ?

Len, Well too.

Macd. The Tyrant has not quarrel'd at their peace >

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

Macd. Benot fo fparing of your fpeech. Howgoes't?

Len. When I came hither to tranfport the tidings.

Which I have heavily born, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy Men thatrofe into a head, .vc''

Which was to my Belief ; witnefs the rather,

For



TheTragedy of MACBETH.
For that I faw the Tyrants Power a foot.

Now, is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland

Would create Souldiers, and make women fight-

Malc. Be't- their Comfort,

We are coming thither : Gracious England hzth

Lent us good Seymour, and ten thoufand men.

Lett, Wou'd I cou d anfwer this comfort with the like

;

But I have words,

That would be utter'd in the defart air.

Where no mans ear fliouid hear em.

Macd. What concern they ? the general caufe^

Or is't a grief due to fome Tingle bread >

Len. All honeft minds muft lhare in't;

But the main part pertains to you.

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

Left. Let not your ears condemn my tongue for ever.

When they (hall poflefs them with the heavieft found

That ever yet they heard.

Macd. At once I guefs, yet am afraid to know.
Lert. Your Caftle is furpriz'd, your Wife and Children

Savagely murdered: 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 forrow words the grief that does not fpeak,

Whifpers the o're-charg'd heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My Children too

Len. Your Wife, and both your Children.

Macd. And I not with rhcm dead ? Both, both my Children

Did you fay; my Two?
Len. I havefaid.

Male. 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 fathers Grief : Did you fay all my Children ?

Ohhellifli ravenous Kite ! all three at one fwoopi
Male. Difpute it like a man.
Macd Ifhall.

But I muft firft too feel it as a maa.i

I ca



52 The Tragedy (/MACBETH.
I cannot but remember fuch things were,

And were moft precious to rae: Did Heaven look on,

And would not take their part? finful Mactiuff^

They were all Uruck for thee; for thee they fell:

Not for their own offences ; but for thine-

Male. Let this give Edges to our Swords; let your tears

Become Oyl to our kindled Rage.

Maci. Oh I could play the Woman with my eyes,

And brag on't with my tongue ; kind Heavens bring this

Dire Friend of Scotland^ and my felf face to face,

And fet him within the reach of my keen Sword.

And if he out-lives that hour, may Heaven forgive

His fms, and punilh me for .his cfcape.

Male. Let's haften to the Army, fince Macheth

Is ripe for fall.

Macd, Heaven give our quarrel but as good fuccefs

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.

ACT V. SCENE 1.

Enter Seaton, and a Lady.

Lady, T Have feen her rife from her bed, throw

X Her Night-Gown on her, unlock her Clofet,

Take forth Paper, fold it, write upon't, read ir,

Afterwards Seal it, and again return to Bed,

Yet all this while in a mofk faft fleep.

Seat. 'Tis ftrange fhe Ihould receive the Benefit

Of fleep, and do the Effeds of waking.

In 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 fhou'd.

Lad). Neither to You, nor any one living ,•

Having no witnefs to confirm my Speech.

Enter
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Enter Lady Macbeth.

See here flie comes : obferveher, andfland clofe.

Seat, You fee her eyes are open.

Laiy. Ay, but her Senfe is (hut.

Seat. What is't (he does now ? Look how Ihe rubs her hands:

Lady. It is an accuftom'd aftion with her to feem

Thus waftiing her hands.- I have known
Her continue in this a quarter of an hour.

La. Mack Yet oiit, out, here's a fpot.

Seat, Heark, Ihe /peaks.

La. Mack Out, out, out I fay. One, two : Nay then

'Tis time to do't ; Fie, ray Lord, fy, a Souldier,

And af&aid? What 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 Bloud in him.

Seat. Do you mark that ?

La. Mach. Macduff h^d oncc a Wife,- where is Ihe now ?

Will thefe hands ne re be clean > Fie, nfy Lord,
You fpoil all with this ftarting .• Yet here's

A fmell ofbloud ; not all the perfumes of Arabia

Will fweeten this little Hand. Oh, oh, oh. {Exit.

SCENE II.

^w/fr Donalbain j;/^Flean, w^/^y Lenox.
Len. Is not that Donalbain and young Fle^n^ Banqnos Son ?

T>on. Who is thismy worthy Friend ?

Lcn. 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 Fathers Death Reveng'd ?

DoK. Hearing of Aid fent by the Englijh King,
To check the Tyrants Infolence ; I am come
From Ireland:

Flea. 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.

Don. What do's the Tyrant now?
Len. He ftrongly Fortifies in Dnnfinane ;

_ Some fay he is Mad, others, who love him lefs,

H CaU
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Call it a Valiant Fury; but what eVe

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

His Fear grows greater ftill,

Don. Let's hafte and meet my Brotherj,

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 Fail that Growth Advance. [_Ex€mt
SCENE in.

Enter Macbeth, Seat, and Attendants,

Mach. Bring me no more Reports Let 'em fly ali

Till Bymam Wood remove to Dunfinane

I cannot fear. What's the Boy Malcolme ? What
Are all the EngUfh \ Are they not of Women
Born ? And tall fuch I am invincible;

Then fly falfe Thanes.,

By your Revolt you have inflamed my Rage,

And now have borrowed Enghjh bloud to quench it.

Enter a Mejjengcr,

Now Friend, what means thy change ofXJountenance >

M^jT There are Ten Thoufand, Sir.

yiach. What, Gbofts ?

Mf/! No, Armed men.

yiach. But fuch as ftiall be Ghofts eVe it be Night,

Art thou turn'd Coward too, fince I made thee Captain ^

Go Blufh away thy Palenefs, I am fure

Thy Hands are of another Colour; thou haft Hands
Of Bloud, but Looks of Milk.

M>^ The Englijh Force fo pleafe you* *

Mrfc/5. Take thy Face hence.

He has Infeded me with Fear
;

I am fure to die by none of Woman born.

And yet the Englijl? Drums beat ah Alarm,
As fatal to my Life as are the Crokes
Oi Ravens, when ihey flutter about the Windows
Gf departing men.
My hopes are great, and yet methinks I fear

'5

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

Seat. That Wind a contagious Vapour exhal'd from Bloud.

Enter Second Mejfenger.

What news more >

i Mejf, Airs confirm'd, my Liege, that was Reported.

Macb. And my Refolves in fpitc of Fate lhaJl be as firmly.

Send out my more Horle ; and Scour the Country round.

How do's my Wife >

S::at. Notfofick, my Lord, as Ihe is troubled

With difturbing Fancies, that keep her from her reft.

MacL And I, methinks, am Tick of her Difeafe

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

Wou'd flie were well, Tde quickly win the Field.

Stay Seaton^ Stay, Til bear you company.

The EngliP^cmnot long maintain the Fight;

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

Send out our Scouts.

Seat. Sir, I am gone. \^Afi(Ie.

Not tooLey your Orders, but the Call of Juftice.

I'll to the Englijh Train whofe Hopes are built

Upon their Caufe, and not on Witches Prophefies. \Exit.

Mjch, Poor Thanes, you vainly hope for Vidtory

:

You'lfind Macbeth Invincible; or if

He can be o'recome, it muft be then

By BirnamOaks^ and not by Englilh-men. [Ex//.

SCENE IV.

Enter Malcolm, Donalbain» Seymcr, Macduff, Lenox,

Flean, Souldiers,

Male. The Sun (hall fee us Drain the Tyrants Bbod
And Dry up Scotlands Tears : How much we are

Oblig'd to England^ which like a kind Neighbour
Lifts us up when we were Fain below
Our own Recovery.

Seym. What Wood is this before us ^

Male. The Wood of Birnam,

Seym, Let every Souldier hew him down a Bough,
And bear't before him : By that we may
Keep the Number of our Force undifcover'd

By the Enemy.
Male, ft lhali be done. We Learn no more than that

H z The
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The Confident Tyrant keeps (till in Dunftnafie,

And will endure a Siege.

He is of late grown Q)rifcious of his Guilt,

Which makes him make that City his Place of Refuge^
Macd, He 11 find even there but little Safety

;

His- very Subjedls will againft him Rife.

So Travellers fue to an Aged Barn
^ For Shelter from the Rain; when the next Shocfc<

Of Wind throws down that Roof upon their Heads,-

From which they hop'd for Succour,
*

Len. The wretched Kernes which now, likeiBoughs, are ty'd'

To -forc'd Obedience ;
will, when our Swords

Have cut thofe Bonds, ftart from Obedience.

Male. May the Event make good ^urGuefs^ 2

Mucd. It muft, unlefs our Refolutions fail

They'l kindle, Sir, their juft Revenge at ours .»

Which double Flame will finge the Wings of all ^

The Tyrants hopes; depriv'd of thofe Supports^

He'll quickly Fall.

Seym, Let's all retire to our Commands ; our Breath

Spent in Difcourfe does but defer his Death,

And but delays our Vengeance.

^acd. Come let's go

;

The fwifteft hafte is for Revenge too flow, \fixemt4
Enter Macbeth, and Souldiers,

Mack Hang out our Banners proudly o're the Wall,

The,Cry is ftitl, they Come : Our Gaftles^ Strength <

Will laugh a Siege to Scorn : Here let them lie

Till Famine eat them up; Had SeatonQ.\\\

Been ours, and others who now Increafe the^ Number
Of our Enemies, we might have met emv

F^ce to Face. \Noife mithin^-
.

What Noife is that >

Ser. It feems the Cry of Women.
Mach, I have almoft forgot theTafte of Fears,

The time has been that Dangers have been my Familiars*.w^

Wherefore was that Cry
Ser. Great Sir, the Queen-is Dead.

Mack Shefliould have Di'd hereafter,
*

I brought Her here, to fee my Viitimes, not to Dk^
Ti!
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To Mocrow, to Morrow, and to Morrow,
Creeps in a ftealing pace from Day to Day,
To the laft Minute of Recorded Time :

And all our Yeflerdays have lighted Fools

To their Eternal Homes : Out, out that Candle>;

Life's but a Walking Shadow, a poor PJayer

That Struts 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 Mfsnger,.
Thou comeft to-ufe thy Tongue : Thy Story quickly^

Mejf, 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.

Mefp, As I did (land my Watch upon the Hill,

I lookt toward Birnam , and anon me thoughts
The Wood begar* lo move.
Macb, Lyar and Slave.

Meff^ Let mc endure your Wrath if't be not fo

:

Within this th^ee Mile may you fee it coming,

I fay, a moving Grove.
Macb, If thou fpeak Falfe , PU fend thy Soul

To th' other World to meet with moving Woods, .

And walking Forre^ *,

There taPoflefs Wh^t it but Dreamt of here.

If thy Speech be true, I care not if thou doelt/

The fame for me. 1 now begin

To doTjbt the Equivocation of the Fiend,
,

They bid me not to fear till Birnam Wood
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 •*

Mcthink^ I now grp^v weary of the Sun,

And wifh the Worlds great Glafs of Life were run. E;tim\
SCENE. VL

EQtcr Malcolme^ Seywonr^ Macdujf^ Lenox^ Fkdrt^ Scatort^

Donalbain , and their Army with Boughs.

Male, Here we arc near enough ^ throw down
Your Leafie Skreens

And (hew like thofe you are.-You, worthy Uncle,

Shall with my Brother and the Noble Leuox^

March in the Van, whilft Valiant Scymonr

And my felf , make up the Grofs ofthe Arroyo
,

And follow you with fpeed
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Sey. Fare well j the Monlter has forfook his hold and comes
To offer Battle.

Macd» Let him come oh \ his Title now
Sits Loofe about him , like a Giants Robe
Upon a Dwarfilh Thief.

Enter Macbeth.

Mach, 'This too Ignoble, and too bafe to Flie

^

Who's he that is not of a Woman Born,
/ For fuch a one I am to fear, or none.

Enter Lenox,

Len. Kind Heaven, I thank thee have I found thee here

:

Oh Scotland ! Scotland ! mayft thoa owe thy juft

Revenge to this lhai'p Sword, or this blefl: Minute.

Macb. Retire fond Man, I wouM not Kill thee.

Why fhould Fadcons prey on Flies /

It is htlow Macbeth to Fight with Men.
Lcn- But not to Murder Women.
Macb. Lenoxj I pitty thee, thy Arm's too weak.
Len. This Arm has hitherto found good Succefs

On your Minifters of Blood, who Murder'd

Macdnjfs Lady, and brave Banquo :

Art thou lefs Mortal then they were ? Or more
Exempt from Punifhment Becaufe thou moft

Deferv'ft it. Have at thy Life.

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

Vouchfafe it thee.
^ t T^^y

f^^^-y
Lenox falls.

Thou art of Woman Born, I'm fiire. [^Exit Macb.
Len, Oh my dear Country , Pardon me that I

Do in a caufe fo great , fo quickly Die. Dies,

' Enter Macdnff'.
~

Macd, This way the Noife is
, Tyrant fhew thy Face,

If thou bs'ft Slain, and by no hand of Mine,

My Wife and Ghildrens Ghofts will hunt me for't.

I cannot Strike

At wretched Slaves , who fell their Lives for Pay j

No 5 my Revenge (hall feek a Nobler Prey.

Through all the Paths of Death , Tl fearch him cut

:

Let me but find him ,
Fortune.

\^ Exit

Enter Malcolm^ and Seymor,

Sey. This way. Great Sir, the Tyrants People Fight

With Fear as great as is his Guilt-

Male. See wiio Lies here ; the Noble Lenox flain.

What Stotmhas brought this Blood over our

RiUng hopes.

Sey. Reftrain your Paffion, Sir, let's to our Men,
Thofc who in Noble Caufes fall, deferve

Our
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Our Pitty, not our Sorrow.

I'le bid fome Body bear the Body further hence. {^Exeiwr

Enter Macbeth,

Mach, Why fhould I play the Roman Fool and Fall,

Or my own Sword, while I have living Foes

To Conquer my Wounds fhew better upon them*
Enter Macduff',

Macd, Turn Hell-Hound, Turn.
Macb. Of all men elfe, I have avoided Thee ;

But get thee back, my Soul is too much clogM
With Blood of thine already.

Macd, Pie have no Words, thy Villanies are worle
Then ever yet were punilht with a Curfe.

Macb, Thou mayft as well attempt to Wound the Air,

As me ; my Deftiny's refervM for fomc Immortal Power,
And I muft fall by Miracle ; I cannot Bleed.

Macd. Have tlty black Deeds then turnM thee to a Devil ?

Macb, Thou wouldft but fliare the Fate of Linox,

Macd, \s Lenox ?L'3Xn f and by a Hand that would Damn all it kills,

But that their Caufe preferves 'em.

M^cb, I have a Prophecy fecures my Life.

Macd. I have another which tells me I fhall have his Blood,

Who firft flied mine.

Macb, None of Woman born can fpill my Blood-

Macd. Then let the Devils tell thee, Macdnff
Was from his Mothers Womb untimely Ript.

Macb. Curfl be that tongue that tells me fo>

And double Damn'd be they who with a double fence

Make Promifes to our Ears, and Break at laft

That Promife to our light : I will not fight with thee.

Macd. Then yeild thy felf a Prifoner to bz led about.

The World, and GazM on as a Monfter, a Monfter

More Deform'd then ever Ambition Fram'd,

Or Tyranny could fliape.

Macb, I fcorn to Yield. I will, in fpite of Enchantment,

Fight with thee , though Bimam Wood be come
To Dunfinane \

And thou art of no Woman Born, I'le try, f They Fi^ht^ Macbeth

If by a Man it be thy Fate to Die.« \falls.Theyfl:6 itmthi t,

Macd. This for my Royal Mafter Dnncan.^

This for my dearelt Friend my Wife,

This forthofe Pledges of our Loves, my Children^

Hark I hear a Noife, fure there are more {^Shont within.

Referves to Conquer,

rie as a Trophy bear away his SwQtjd,^

To witncfs my Revenge. v
. - ^ [; Exit Mtcdftf^

M*i(b,
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Mach, Farewel vain World, and what's moft vain in ic, Ambitibn.

Entfir AhlcGlme^ Scymnr^ JDonalhain^ Fkan^ Seaton^ and SoulcUm*

Male, I wilh -^/^cTfqf^jf were fafe ArrivM, I am
In doubt for him ^ for Zemx I 'me in grief.

Seym. Confider Lenox
^

Sir, is nobly Slain :

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 Heaven.

Enter M^c^^j^ with /^^t^^'er^i Sword.
Macd. Long Live Mdcolme^ King of Scotland^ fo you are

j

And though I Ihould not Boaft, that one

Whom Guilt might eafily weigh down, fell

By my Hand , yet here I prelent you with
,

The Tyrants Sword, to fhew that Heaven appointed

Me to take Revenge for you, and all

That Suftered by his Power.

Male. Macduff we have more Ancient Records
Then this of your fuccefsful Courage.

Macd. Now, Scotland.^ thou lhalt fee bright Day again,

That Cloud's remov'd that did Eclipfe thy Sun,

And Rain down Blood upon thee. As your Arms
Did all contribute to this Vidory *,

So let your Voices all concur to give

One joyful Acclamation.

Long live Malcolme
,
King of Scotland.

Male. We (hall not make a large Expence of time

Before we Reckon with your feveral Loves,

And make us even with you. Thanes z^di Kinfman,

Henceforth be Earls, the firfl: that ever Sco^/W
Saw Honour'd with that Title : And may they ftill Flourifh

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 Pinnacle in Dmfinane^ to (hew

To future Ages what tothofe is due,

Who others Right, by Lawlefs Power purfue.

Macd. So may kind Fortune Crown your Raign with Peace,

As it has Crowned your Armies with Succefi

;

And may the Peoples Prayers ftill wait on you.

As all their Curfes did Macbeth purfue

:

His Vice (hall make your V^^e ftiine more Bright,

As a Fair Day fucceeds a S^ray Night.

FINIS A^Hs V.










