
 
Act I, Scene 2: The Initial Representation of Macbeth 

 

Sergeant 

For brave Macbeth--well he deserves that name-- 

Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel, 

Which smoked with bloody execution, 

Like valour's minion carved out his passage 

Till he faced the slave; 

Which ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 

Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps, 

And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

DUNCAN 

O valiant cousin! worthy gentleman! 

  



Act 1, Scene 3: The Prophecy of the Witches 

 

MACBETH 

So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

BANQUO 

How far is't call'd to Forres? What are these 

So wither'd and so wild in their attire, 

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 

And yet are on't? Live you? or are you aught 

That man may question? You seem to understand 

me, 

By each at once her chappy finger laying 

Upon her skinny lips: you should be women, 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 

That you are so. 

MACBETH 

Speak, if you can: what are you? 

First Witch 

All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of Glamis! 

Second Witch 

All hail, Macbeth, hail to thee, thane of Cawdor! 

Third Witch 

All hail, Macbeth, thou shalt be king hereafter! 

BANQUO 

Good sir, why do you start; and seem to fear 

Things that do sound so fair? I' the name of truth, 

Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 

Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner 

You greet with present grace and great prediction 

Of noble having and of royal hope, 

That he seems rapt withal: to me you speak not. 

If you can look into the seeds of time, 

And say which grain will grow and which will not, 

Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 

Your favours nor your hate. 

First Witch 

Hail! 

Second Witch 

Hail! 

Third Witch 

Hail! 

First Witch 

Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

Second Witch 

Not so happy, yet much happier. 

Third Witch 

Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none: 

So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo! 

First Witch 

Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 

MACBETH 

Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more: 

By Sinel's death I know I am thane of Glamis; 

But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, 

A prosperous gentleman; and to be king 

Stands not within the prospect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 

You owe this strange intelligence? or why 

Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 

With such prophetic greeting? Speak, I charge 

you. 

Witches vanish 

BANQUO 

The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 

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

MACBETH 

Into the air; and what seem'd corporal melted 

As breath into the wind. Would they had stay'd! 

BANQUO 

Were such things here as we do speak about? 

Or have we eaten on the insane root 

That takes the reason prisoner? 

 

  



Act 1, Scene 5: The Initial Representation of Lady Macbeth  
 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be 

What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness 

To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great; 

Art not without ambition, but without 

The illness should attend it:  

what thou wouldst highly, 

That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false, 

And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou'ldst have, great Glamis, 

That which cries 'Thus thou must do, if thou have it; 

And that which rather thou dost fear to do 

Than wishest should be undone.' Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 

All that impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 

To have thee crown'd withal. 

 

[...] 

 

The raven himself is hoarse 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 

Under my battlements. Come, you spirits 

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here, 

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

Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood; 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse, 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 

The effect and it! Come to my woman's breasts, 

And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night, 

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell, 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes, 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry 'Hold, hold!' 

  



Act 2, Scene 1: The Dagger Soliloquy  
 

Is this a dagger which I see before me, 

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee. 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling as to sight? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest; I see thee still, 

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 

Which was not so before. There's no such thing: 

It is the bloody business which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er the one halfworld 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 

The curtain'd sleep; witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings, and wither'd murder, 

Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace. 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth, 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very stones prate of my whereabout, 

And take the present horror from the time, 

Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives: 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

 

A bell rings 

 

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven or to hell. 

Exit 

  



Act 2, Scene 2 - Reacting to Duncan’s Murder 
 
MACBETH 

Still it cried 'Sleep no more!' to all the house: 

'Glamis hath murder'd sleep, and therefore 

Cawdor 

Shall sleep no more; Macbeth shall sleep no 

more.' 

LADY MACBETH 

Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy thane, 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 

So brainsickly of things. Go get some water, 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 

Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 

They must lie there: go carry them; and smear 

The sleepy grooms with blood. 

MACBETH 

I'll go no more: 

I am afraid to think what I have done; 

Look on't again I dare not. 

LADY MACBETH 

Infirm of purpose! 

Give me the daggers: the sleeping and the dead 

Are but as pictures: 'tis the eye of childhood 

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal; 

For it must seem their guilt. 

Exit. Knocking within 

MACBETH 

Whence is that knocking? 

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

What hands are here? ha! they pluck out mine 

eyes. 

Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 

Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather 

The multitudinous seas in incarnadine, 

Making the green one red. 

Re-enter LADY MACBETH 

LADY MACBETH 

My hands are of your colour; but I shame 

To wear a heart so white. 

Knocking within 

I hear a knocking 

At the south entry: retire we to our chamber; 

A little water clears us of this deed: 

How easy is it, then! Your constancy 

Hath left you unattended. 

  



Act 3, Scene 4 - Banquo’s Ghost 
 
MACBETH 
Thou canst not say I did it: never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 
ROSS 
Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well. 
LADY MACBETH 
Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep 
seat; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought 
He will again be well: if much you note him, 
You shall offend him and extend his passion: 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 
MACBETH 
Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. 
LADY MACBETH 
O proper stuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear: 
This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts, 
Impostors to true fear, would well become 
A woman's story at a winter's fire, 
Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces? When all's done, 
You look but on a stool. 
MACBETH 
Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo! 
how say you? 
Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too. 
If charnel-houses and our graves must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. 
GHOST OF BANQUO vanishes 
LADY MACBETH 
What, quite unmann'd in folly? 
MACBETH 
If I stand here, I saw him. 
LADY MACBETH 
Fie, for shame! 
MACBETH 
Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden time, 
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would 
die, 
And there an end; but now they rise again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And push us from our stools: this is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 
LADY MACBETH 
My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 
MACBETH 
I do forget. 
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends, 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to 
all; 
Then I'll sit down. Give me some wine; fill full. 
I drink to the general joy o' the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirst, 
And all to all. 
Lords 
Our duties, and the pledge. 
Re-enter GHOST OF BANQUO 
MACBETH 
Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the earth hide thee! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with! 
LADY MACBETH 
Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of custom: 'tis no other; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 
MACBETH 
What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger; 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble: or be alive again, 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 
If trembling I inhabit then, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow! 
Unreal mockery, hence! 
GHOST OF BANQUO vanishes 
Why, so: being gone, 
I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 
LADY MACBETH 
You have displaced the mirth, broke the good 
meeting, 
With most admired disorder. 
[...] 
MACBETH 
It will have blood; they say, blood will have blood: 
Stones have been known to move and trees to 
speak; 
Augurs and understood relations have 
By magot-pies and choughs and rooks brought 
forth 
The secret'st man of blood. What is the night? 
  



Act 5, Scene 5 - The End is Nigh 
 
MACBETH 
Hang out our banners on the outward walls; 
The cry is still 'They come:' our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie 
Till famine and the ague eat them up: 
Were they not forced with those that should be 
ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. 
 
A cry of women within 
 
What is that noise? 
SEYTON 
It is the cry of women, my good lord. 
Exit 
 
MACBETH 
I have almost forgot the taste of fears; 
The time has been, my senses would have cool'd 
To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir 
As life were in't: I have supp'd full with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once start me. 
 
Re-enter SEYTON 
 
Wherefore was that cry? 
SEYTON 
The queen, my lord, is dead. 
MACBETH 
She should have died hereafter; 
There would have been a time for such a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day 
To the last syllable of recorded time, 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more: it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 
 
Enter a Messenger 
 
Thou comest to use thy tongue; thy story quickly. 
MESSENGER 
Gracious my lord, 
I should report that which I say I saw, 
But know not how to do it. 
MACBETH 

Well, say, sir. 
MESSENGER 
As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to move. 
 


